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' The Planet Junior sincerely regrets
“that It is unable to-day to make the
‘announcement ou the results in the
ﬂrilnu nnen« essay composition,
but it was found impossible for the
Jjudges to -535 waaoﬂss in the
- time alloted.

The |judges have an !.n_—eﬂu task
before them. The examination of

»l._._u
: ll:ll.!t.

a!.r; gg%i e&l:.
Sﬂ!}n the selection of the prize-
~winper. from ‘the number is a matter
~ ‘yeguiring considerable time and la-
. bor at the hands of competent and
conscientious gentlemen.

His honor Judge Bell, Sheriff J. R.
gz—.-u& Mr. J. S Lane have un-
<  the work of examining the
_ eotipositions and making the award.
The Planet luo.uo—ﬁ appreciates the
mervice of nn.; loﬁg and we

: uon&en.,... on so u...do and excellent a
'competition. ] Pty
? Planet ..—_-Eo_. ean only assure
~its readers that they will be prompt-
ly informed of the results in its vol-
umns immediately on the conclusion
~of the éxamination and decision of the
Jjudges. - I 5 "y
- :
A HAPPY NiW YEAR.

——

.of The Planet Junior the New Year of
1904 will have been ushered in. |
This is the first new year The Jun-
jor and its young readers have spent
together and we want to extend to
them our very hearty a_do..-sau -!—

‘good wishes,

. The good old Christmas time is over
and we hope everyone of our young
readers had a right royal good time.
And we wish for them all a Hn&rn

and N.wuun New Year. 1 {
- “ﬂ“ﬂﬂlﬁu :
THE JANUARY COMPETITION
_. The announcement for the January
emsay competition will be made in
next week’s Junior. This is the holi-
_day scason and the girls and boys
don’t want to be bothered with any-
thing but pleasure these days. But
we ?.8 a capital essay competition
_to announce for the first month in
the new year—one that will interest
all our young readers and gz of value
to their paper. Watch for it mext
!ﬁé.u. ; me ; i
e “u § -

e n-bo h!_.«asia_ be agcounted
° ,:r?x‘:..-rrro

some 237 essays—many of them of

Before the advent of another issue -

m.. PUGNACIOUS - SISKIN

oS

Dr .Prime, a noted lover of birds
and student of their habits, says that
the most disobedient bird in his pri-
vate collection was asigkin. He was
about the size of a small canary bird,
and was"of a greemish yellow. color.
Tnv the same Toom Wwith the siskin was
a Hartz finch, a bird three tices his
weight, but easily whipped by him.
Dr. Prime thus relates how. the sis-
kin ‘'was made to reform:

“He would chase the poor fiartz for
ahalf hour at a time, frightening all
the birds and making a fearful row.
He understood scolding, and when I
lpoked at him he would keep guikt.
The jpstant I moved away he would

straight at the Hartz finch, and un-
less the latter dowged him he Would
have a bumch of feathers in his sharp
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stood wp and weat like a rifle ball
from u finger, and knocked the as-

y Hartz finch off the perch. I
caught him agaip, and cut off so
much of his wing feathers that he
could not fly at all. Then I put him
‘on the bottom of the aviary He
shook himself, tried his wings, and

on the perches one by one till he was
well up. Here he paused for a mo-
ment, and them caught sight of the
Hartz finch on a percn «wout on his

' THE WORLD'S IMPROVEMENT,

1 X S
The world is getting better,
Who can doubt it fer a minute?
Every day and every hour
We can fiad new comfort in mn {

Our fathers used to shiver
Through the blinding drifts of
¢ SDOW ;

Now we ride along insleepers, { ' .
{Catching microbes as we go. |

Your hapless old grandfather N
Shivered while he built the fire; |

Now you keep the furnace going,

Kick the quilts off and perspire.

When the howling, angry blizzard
Comes a'rippling from the West,
Mamma telephones the grocer
And he kindly does ‘the rest. i

[We need not carry water tof
From the distant well at present;
But we turn the faucet, getting |
Squads of nmnEu and _oew:-a pleas-
. .En.

Little Willie doesn’t huddle :
By a red hot stove in school, ( {

Getting toasted upon one cheek {
While he lets the other cool. ’

Oh, the world improves, no matter
What the sad-eyed croakers claim;

But I'd like to spend the winter| |

. Where it's warmer, .Euo the same,

For .8.8&-« : i
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m PAT’S REPLY i
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An Irish witness 'was being ex-
amined as to his knowledge of a
shooting affair.

“Did you see, the shot fired?” the
magistrate asked.

“No, sorr, I only heard it,” was
the vasive reply.

“That evidence is not satisfactory,”
replied the magistrate sternly—
“gtand down!”

The witness proceeded to leave the
box, and directly his back was turn-
ed he laughed derisively.

The magistrate, indignant at this
contempt of court, called him back,
and asked him how he dared to
laugh in court.

“Did you see my laugh, your hon-
or ?” queried the offender. ki

“Ne, sir, but I heard you,” was the
apt reply.

“That evidence is uen mmﬁ_ummcno:.z
said Pat, guietly, but with a ni:_w_a
in his eye.

And this time everybody _auwr&
except the magistrate.

Polrbbedd

The bishop of London, whose work
in the East End extended over many
years, recently said that spice rather
than sugar characterizes the speech
of the children of the slums, while
the reverse is true of the West End
little ones. To make his point the
bishop told this story.

“Some years ago,” said he, “I
preached one Sunday in a West End
church. In the course of the sermon
a small girl, who had her own ideas
of entertainment, vmnwu to ::w
aloud.

“‘O mummu,’ she mwi "T'm :i?-
tired. Can’t the bishop go back to
heaven now ?” {

“That was not all sugar, to be
sure,” the bishop continued. “It may
have been a left-handed compliment.
But no child in the East End ever
thought I had come from heaven.”

Then, after a pause, the bishop
added, reflectively:

“They knew me too well, perhaps.”

S P——
A LITTLE WHILE. ]\

’ i e f

A little while, and then we’ll under-
stand

Just why it was that grim Death’s

¢+ jey hand

Clagped in its cold embrace the one
we loved ;

Took from our midst the friend whom
we had proved.

Robbed of the home the mother love
so sweet,

Hushed the glad sound of baby's pat-
tering feet,

Turned joy to sorrow;
hearts with pain;
And caused the tears of bitterness to

fall like rain.

wrung our

.br well! Life’s hour-glass uuoiu

the fleeting sand,
A little while and then—we'll under-

¢ nd,
L. Woman'y Lite.
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Short Stories

0
:
w ething to Interest the
L

Boys and Qirls. .
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FAITHFUL TO DEATH.

James B. was out. sailing a boat
one summer day with -a playmate a
moo._. deal lurger than he was. The
boat ‘had sailed a good way oﬁn in
the boEr and the big boy said:

“Go .in, Jim, and get her. It Eu.n
over your ankles, and 1've been in af-
ter her every time.”

“] daren’t,”’ said Jim. “I'll carry
her all the way home for you, but I
can’t go in there; mother told me I
mustn’t dare to.”

“Your mother! Why, I thought
she was dead,” said the big boy. (

“That was before she died. Eddie
and [ used to come here and sail our
boatg, and she never let us come un-
less we had string enough to haul
it im with. I ain’t afraid, you know
I'm not; only she didn't want me to,
and I can’t do it.”—Washington Star.

* - L .

VERY LITERAL. ¢

Leigh, five years old, had begun to
read and spell. We were taking a
trip on the train—Leigh’s first. Ho
saw the axe and the saw in their
glass case, 'with the word ‘“notice.”
Just under the word ‘“notice,” was
the jce watem hydrant.

“Mamma, that’s not very cold wat-
er, is it 7 said Leigh.

“Yes, dear, that is ice water.” 1

“Well,” replied Leigh, “it says ‘not

ice.” "—Little Chronicle. {
R~ S,

depodrcfoderdesdrdodeofrdedededrdrodrdolrdob bbb
<+ &
<+ &
T ONLY A SECOND® *
& +
M. i +

L3

&

“How long does a dream last?®”
asks London Answers, and in keeping
with its title goes on to reply to its
own question.

To the dreamer it sometimes seems
to endure for hours, and the general
impression is that dreams continue
for minutes at least, while' the fact is
that the longest dream appears to be
confined within a solitary second,
even though the events of it may im-
press the dreamer for days.

“Yesterday afternoon,” said a doc-
tor, “I called to see a patient, and,
much to my satisfaction, I found him
sleeping soundly. I sat by his bed,
felt his pulse without disturbing him,
and waited for him to awaken. After
a few minutes a dealer's cart with
discordant ringing bells turned into
the street, and, as their first tones

reached me, my patient opened his *

eyes.

“‘Doctor,” he smaid, ‘I'm glad to see
you, and awfully glad that you woke
me, for I have been tortured by a
most distressing dream that must
have lasted for several hours. B
dreamt that I was sick,as I am, and
that my boy came into the room with
a string of most horrible sounding
bells and rang them in my ears, while
I hadn’t the power to move or speak
to him. T suffered tortures for what
appeared to be an interminable time,
and T'm so glad you awoke me.’

“The ringing of (W="bells for one
second had caused all of that dream,
apd just at the waking moment,”
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The following .snuw.«u received hon-
orable mention in the November com-
C@ﬂmnmgw i
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FLOUR.
o

1 was once a little grain of wheat
and the farmer planted me in a field
to grow in the tall. I sprang up in-
to little green blades and 1 looked
beautiful. The snow came and cov-
ered me up and kept me warm , all
through the cold winter.

Then, in the spring, the beautiful
sun and the warm rains came and
melted the cold snow. I grew into
tall, green stalks and I ripened into
nice golden wheat. Next, the farm-
er came and reaped me with a ma-
chine drawn by a team of horses,
and made me into little bundles or
sheaves of wheat. He left me in a
field for a time.

One day they came and a—.oi me
to the barn, There they threshed me
out, Next they put me into bags and
gave me a long ridc to this beauti-
ful Maple City. We drove down Wil
liam St. and across the creek no 23
T. H. Taylor Co.

‘When I saw so much Eaaw:uo: —
felt dreadfully frightened and began
to wonder what next would happen.

They carried me into the mill 'and
put me through scourers and smut-
ters. When I was perfectly clean
they sent me to the breakers, which
are corrugated rells. Then they put
me through five double stands of
rol's. Oh! it was dreadful to be’
crushed into pieces!I was completely
tired out travelling about through
the mill. I went from roller to roll-
er until I went through the whole
five breaks, When the inside of me
was all out of the bran I went on
smooth rollers to be reduced to flour.

They sent me to a volter. Then I
was sifted out of it and the coarse
part of me, called middlings, went to
another roll and through the same
process until I was made into fine
white flour. What was left of me
was called shorts, which was put into
a bin by itself.

So you see alitile grain of wheat
has to go through fourteen stands
of rolls before it becomes flour.

The T. H. Taylor Co. has one of the
finest flour mills in Canada. They
also have a large woollen mill, where
they employ a great many hands.
People come from far and near to
buy from the T. H. Taylor Co. i °

VIVIA ALTA ROBERTS.

Sr. TIL. Class, McKeough School,

Chatham. J }

—_——
OLD COATS.

‘‘Baa, baa, black sheep, have you
any wool,"—that was what I heard
as I, with a whole flock of my bro-
ther lambs, ran away as fast as we
could go, from the farmer and his
son'; but it was of no use. They got
us all up i a corner of the field,
and clip, clip, clip, went the shears
over our backs; then we were let go
shown of our pretty wool.

At first for about two or three
weeks we were cold, particularly at
night, but the weather began to get
‘warmer, as it was Jume, and anyway
our fleece began to grow om again.

We were very curious to know what
the farmer had done with our old
coats, Ope day some men came out
from Chatham to our farm to buy
‘wool. We saw them opening the bags
‘which our coats had been packed in.
They picked them apart and said that
they were good wool, and that they
‘would like them. They must have
been very good coats, as Mr. Taylor
only buys the best.

They were then done up into-large
bundles, and taken into Chatham to
Mr. Taylor's woolen mill. They went:
through many processes, being wash-
ed, combed,-bleached and dyed; then

they were spun into yarn and woven
into cloth. One day a imerchant, Mr.
Stone, came to the mil{ and asked to
see some of their finest and newest
‘woolens. Mr, Taylor céme out where
‘we were and told his men to show us
Mr. Stone, as he waited the very
best in stock. Our roll of cloth wag
the first brought out. cIt was black,
with little grey and green n_aawu.
and a little white twft here and
there on it, just like snow-flakes. It
must have been extra¢ beautiful, as

Mr. Stone omly buys very best.
and he bought every bit of the ¢loth
that had beenr made oat of our old

coats. The cloth was goon sold to
a lady and wmade inte a ‘beautifulf
stylish guit. What my six little
brothers and I called our old coats
the lady called her new suit.

< B
THE LIVES OF RAISINS:

One dreary winter afternoon I was
sitting in the house reading when
the groceries came. Among them
were some raisms. I began putting
the groceries away, and as I was
emptying the raisins into their box
I heard one little one crying. Iask-
ed it- what was the matter and ‘it
replied, “I was just thinking about
my early life at home, and it ‘makes
me weep to think of it.” I then ask-
ed it to tell me about its life and
it told me the following story: .

“In the nnwu of my youth Ilived
on a vine in the Sacramento V-
ley, of California, with aif my bro-
thers and sisters.

“We lived very happily until one
day our master came and told us
that we had lived in our vine home
long enough, and that we must be.
taken away and made into some-
thing useful. Then he tore us away
from our mother, the vine, and put
us in long pans to dry in the sun.
We were then pressed tightly into
large boxes, taken to San Francisco
and shipped to Chatham:

“I knew nothing more until the
cover of our box_ was opened and
we were sitting in Mr. Hugh Mal-
colmson’s window, where we g:E
see people unumﬁm

“We were in the store ou_w a uroln
time when a lady came in and waid
that she wnted some choice raisins
for her Christmas cake. Mr. Mal-
colmson showed us to her and she
said she would buy us because we
were the finest in town.

“Mr. Malcolmson then took us, put
us into a bag, gave us to another
man who brought us here. I sup-
pose you will now make us into
pies or cakes and so end our lives.”

INA McARTHUR,
Jr. IV. Class, McKeough School.

g ———
THE FOLDING MIRROR.

I am a large, beautiful mirror, in
the grand new Urban Store, with its
beautiful plate glass in front, and;
windows draped with loveely coats
and furs. The interior of this build-
ing is elegant. Not only are coats
and furs sold, but rubbers, shoes, and
shirt-waists also. There are only
about three of these mirrors in the
city of Chatham. We are very beau-
tiful, useful and admired by every-
one. i

One fine morning two young ladies
entered and asked‘ to see the coats
and furs. They spent about half an
hour trying on coats and furs, but
were not satisfied and left the store
without buying anything.

About an hour afterwards a lady,
with a little girl, entered. The lif-
tle girl did not have a coat on, and
she wished for a certain coat and
a certain color. Her mother, as T
supposed it ‘was, did not like the
price or the guality of the goods; o
the little gir] left the gtore down.

-stretching as far as ‘we could see. But

hearted and discouraged.
A few days and I was

the coal stove a f
to see the coats;
dozen on at least
around in different
mire herself.

She asked the price eu a o
nm.&om.—maaun, It !Mu $25. She sa
she not wish to go any ‘higher
than $15. After g&nﬂ ‘ovér a num-
ber of coats she found one that -
ed her. [t was a uunr#noiﬁ nu.—ﬂw ;
actly $15.

‘While the clerk was g ne
up her coat she tried to taks a 4
fur unnoticed by anyome; bit
through me she was caught, for the
manager was standing near, looking
at me, and could see exactly what shel
was doing. :

The next day a very funny thing
happened. An old lady, named Mrs.
Smith, entered to try on a coat.She
took off her own and it got mixed
with other coats on the counter. Af-
ter picking out the coat she wanted
she wondered where her own had
gone. She thought perhaps someone -
had entered and had taken her Coal
by mistake. 3 ¢
clerk entered and acknow!
he had hung a lot of coats
ward-robe, for sale. Sure &Esﬂr.
there was Mrs. Smith’s-coat, with a
ticket on it, “worth $100.® ‘After
some ao__qm]wtoa she received va—. .
owir tont and returned home. £
: VIOLA DYER. 1

——
THE SOAP AND HANDKERCHIEF.

“This is dreadfal,” said ;
‘when its mistress was was
heavy embroidery and lace is g
rough on my skin, although I am
very hard.” “Never mind,” said the
handkerchief, “I am soaked through,
but can still laugh. Let us have a
pleasant chat while .we may, for we -
will soon b> separated.” “Very well,”
the soap replied, “I will tell you the
history of my life.”

“In my youmger days I 'was a brave
tree standinz boldly ‘with my bro-
thers Oh, how happy I was there.
But one day we .saw some men with
cruel looking axes im their hands. One
mian gave me a heavy blow, but I
stood so bravely that he had to give
me a great mapy blows. Bat, alas!
1fell to the ground. T then was chop-
ped into smaller pieces and put into
a wagon, then drawn to town and sold
for wood. - -

“One day I +was put into a hot
stove and burned to ashes. I ‘was
thrown in the back yard amd there
lay for a ‘week or two. Ome day an
old man. asked my mistrees if she had
any ashes. She showed him the pile
in which I was oﬁxug_& _He shov-
elled me up, put me in a ‘wagon, and
took me away. Before we went away
a little g'rl asked the old nian for a
bar of sonp §'he gave her one, and then
‘we drove off.

“I was shipped away grey aghes,
nade into a lye, mixed with other
fatty matters, and when T awoke T
‘was very proud, for 1 was pure hard
soap, called Surprise mcvﬂ It wag
great fun to surprise people with my .
goodness. I 'was shipped to M.
Dunn's store, or the “Bon Marche.”

“T was sold go quickly that I had
no time to look around, and all 1 saw
was that T was in a magnficent
store.”

“That is a very good story,” said
the &.::::H;_@ﬁ “now. 1 i,: tell
youw mine."

“I grew in a large field, with my
brothers. We were called stalks of
flax. We grew in "a place called Ire-
land. It was beautiful im these grand
fields, with the sun's golden rays

gne day we were pulled up 3 son.e




