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Short Stories 
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♦ Som
ething to Interest the ♦ 

I 
B

oys and G
irls. 

I
|

PU
G

N
A

C
IO

U
S SISK

IN 
I

PA
T’S R

E
PL

Y
A w

eekly new
spaper 

published 
every 

Saturday 
or the young people of the M

aple C
ity.

t

B
ES

 EN
O

H
IE

T
E

J

D
r .Prim

e, 
a noted lover of birds 

and student of their habits, Bays that 
the m

ost disobedient bird in his pri­
vate collection w

as 
a siskin. H

e 
w

as 
about the size of a sm

all canary bird, 
and w

as of 
a greenish yellow color. 

In the sam
e room w

ith the
 siskin w

as 
a H

artz finch, a bird three tim
es his 

w
eight, but easily 

w
hipped 

by 
him

. 
D

r. Prim
e thus relates how the sis- 

kin w
as m

ade to reform
t

“H
e w

ould chase the poor fiartz for 
a

 half hour at 
a tim

e, frightening all

An 
Irish 

w
itness 

w
as 

being 
ex- 

am
ined 

as 
to 

his 
know

ledge 
of 

a 
shooting affair.

"D
id you 

see, the shot fired?" the 
m

agistrate asked.
"N

o, sorr, I 
only heard it," 

w
as 

the vasive reply.
“That evidence is not satisfactory,”

SATU
R

D
AY, 

D
EC

EM
BER 

26, 
1903.

O
H
R
I
S
T
M
A
S
 CO

MP
ET

IT
IO

N
FAITH

FU
L TO D

EATH
. 

Jam
es 

B. 
w

as out sailing 
a boat 

one sum
m

er day w
ith a playm

ate a 
good deal larger than he w

as. 
The 

boat had sailed 
a good w

ay out 
in 

the pond, and the big boy said:1 
"G

o in, Jim
, and get her. It 

isn’t 
over your ankles, and I’ve been in af- 
ter her every tim

e.”
"I 

daren’t,” said Jim
. 

"I’ll 
carry 

her all the w
ay hom

e for you, but I 
can’t go in there; m

other told m
e I 

m
ustn’t dare to."
“Your 

m
other! 

W
hy, I 

thought 
she 

w
as dead,” said the big boy. 

( 
"That 

w
as before she died. 

Eddie 
and I used to com

e here and sail our 
boats, and she never let us com

e un- 
less  

w
e had string 

enough to haul 
it in w

ith. I
 ain’t afraid, you know

The Planet Junior sincerely regrets 
that it is unable to-day to m

ake the 
announcem

ent 
of the results in 

the 
C

hristm
as 

story 
essay com

position, 
but it w

as found im
possible for the

 
judges to arrive at 

a decision in the 
tim

e alloted.
The 

judges have an 
arduous task 

before 
them

. 
The 

exam
ination 

of 
som

e 
237 

essays
—m

any of 
them of 

such m
arked excellence and original- 

ity
—and 

the selection of 
the prize- 

w
inner from

 the num
ber is a m

atter 
requiring 

considerable 
tim

e and la- 
bor at the hands of com

petent 
and 

conscientious gentlem
en.

H
is honor Judge Bell, Sheriff J. R

. 
G

em
m

ill and M
r. J. S. Lane have un- 

dertaken the w
ork of exam

ining the 
coripositions and m

aking the aw
ard. 

The Planet sincerely appreciates the 
service 

of these gentlem
en 

and w
e 

feel our readers can w
ell understand 

their 
reluctance to render any “snap

replied 
the 

m
agistrate 

sternly- 
"stand dow

n!"
The w

itness proceeded to leave the 
box, and directly his back w

as turn- 
ed  he laughed derisively.

The m
agistrate, indignant at 

this 
contem

pt of court, called him 
back, 

and 
asked 

him 
how 

he 
dared 

to 
laugh in court.

"D
id you 

see m
y laugh, your hon- 

or?" queried the offender.
“N

o, sir, but I heard you,” w
as the 

apt reply.
"That evidence is not satisfactory,” 

said Pat, quietly, but w
ith 

a tw
inkle

the birds and m
aking a fearful row

. 
H

e understood scolding, 
and w

hen I 
looked at him he w

ould keep quiet. 
The instant I m

oved aw
ay he w

ould 
dart like 

a bullet through 
the air 

straight at the H
artz finch, and un- 

less the latter dodged him he w
ould 

have a bunch of feathers in his sharp 
little 

bill. 
O

ne 
day, after 

tw
o 

or 
three 

talks, I caught 
him 

and cut 
som

e of his w
ing feathers, to im

pede 
his flight. 

H
e w

as quiet enough 
in 

m
y hand till I 

put him 
back, 

and 
the m

om
ent I 

opened m
y hand 

he 
stood up and w

ent like a rifle ball 
from

 m
y finger, and knocked 

the as- 
tonished H

artz finch off the perch. I 
caught him again, and 

cut off 
so 

m
uch of his w

ing feathers that 
he 

could not fly at all. 
Then I put him

 
on the bottom of the aviary. 

H
e 

shook him
self, tried his w

ings, 
and 

finding som
ething w

rong, jum
ped up 

on the perches one by one till he w
as 

w
ell up. 

H
ere he paused for 

a 
m

o- 
m

ent, and then caught sight of the 
H

artz finch on a 
peron about on his 

ow
n level, and som

e five feet or m
ore 

aw
ay. 

H
e forgot his 

faulty 
w

ings 
and leaped for his enem

y. 
The force 

of 
the spring 

took him m
ore 

than 
half w

ay, but there w
ere no w

ings to 
help him

, and he fell to the bottom
 

w
ith 

a 
thum

p. 
A m

ore thoroughly 
abashed 

scam
p never 

w
as 

seen. 
H

e 
picked him

self up, looked at m
e, and 

then at 
the birds around 

hitch 
H

e 
w

as conquered.”
1. 

TH
E W

O
R

LD’S
 IM

PR
O

VEM
EN

T, 

The 
w

orld is getting better. 
W

ho 
can doubt it for 

a m
inute? 

Every day and every hour 
W

e can find new com
fort in it.| 

O
ur 

fathers 
used to shiver 

Through 
the blinding 

drifts 
of 

snow
 ;

N
ow w

e ride along in
 sleepers, 

U
L

 
C

atching 
m

icrobes 
as 

w
e go.1

 
Your hapless old grandfather 

11 
Shivered w

hile he built the fire; 
i 

N
ow 

you 
keep the furnace going. 

Kick 
the quilts off 

and perspire. 
W

hen 
the how

ling, angry blizzard 
C

om
es 

a’rippling from the W
est, 

M
am

m
a telephones the grocer

,
i
. 

d
l
r
.

in his eye.

I

not; only she didn’t w
ant m

e to, 
I can’t do it."

—W
ashington Star. 

VER
Y LITER

AL.

I’
m

And 
this 

tim
e 

everybody 
laughed 

except the m
agistrate.

Leigh, five years old, had begun to
 

read 
and spell. 

W
e w

ere taking 
a 

trip 
on the train

—Leigh’s first. 
H

e 
saw the axe 

and the 
saw 

in their 
glass 

case, w
ith the w

ord "notice." 
Just 

under the w
ord "notice," 

w
as 

the 
ice w

ater hydrant.
“M

am
m

a, that’s not very cold w
at- 

er, 
is it?" said Leigh.

“Yes, dear, that is ice w
ater.” 

I 
"W

ell," replied Leigh, "it says ‘not 
ice.’

 "
—Little C

hronicle.
(

++4+++******444*********+*
1|K

N
O

W
N TO

O 
W

ELL
verdict” on so large and excellent
com

petition.
The Planet Junior can only assure 

its readers that they w
ill be prom

pt- 
ly inform

ed of the results in its col- 
um

ns im
m

ediately on the conclusion 
of the exam

ination and decision of the 
judges.,

The bishop of London, w
hose w

ork 
in the East End extended over m

any 
years, recently said that spice rather 
than 

sugar 
characterizes the speech 

of the children of the 
slum

s, w
hile 

the reverse is true of the W
est End 

little ones. 
To m

ake his point the 
bishop told this story.

"Som
e 

years 
ago," 

said 
he, 

"I 
preached one Sunday in a W

est End 
church. 

In the course of the serm
on 

a sm
all girl, w

ho had her ow
n ideas 

of 
entertainm

ent, 
began 

to 
talk 

aloud. 
1 

N 
"‘

O m
um

m
u,’ 

she said, ‘I’m aw
ful 

tired. 
C

an’t the 
bishop go back 

to 
heaven now

?" 
(

"That 
w

as 
not 

all sugar, 
to 

be 
sure," the bishop continued. "It m

ay 
have been a 

left-handed com
plim

ent. 
But no child in the East End ever 
thought I 

had com
e from 

heaven.” 
Then, 

after 
a 

pause, 
the 

bishop 
added, reflectively:

"They knew m
e too w

ell, perhaps." 
A LITTLE W

H
ILE. 
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t
h
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A
PPY NEW YEAR. 

Before the advent of another issue 
of The Planet Junior the N

ew Year of 
1904 w

ill have been ushered in.i 
This is the first new year The Jun- 

ior and its young readers have spent 
together 

and w
e w

ant to extend to 
them our very hearty greetings 

and 
good w

ishes.
The good old C

hristm
as tim

e is over 
and 

w
e hope everyone of our young 

readers had 
a right royal good tim

e. 
A

nd 
w

e w
ish for them all 

a Bright

"H
ow 

long 
does 

a dream 
last?" 

asks London Answ
ers, and in keeping 

w
ith its title goes on to reply to its 

ow
n question.

To the dream
er it som

etim
es seem

s 
to endure for hours, and the general 
im

pression 
is 

that 
dream

s continue 
for m

inutes at least, w
hile the fact is 

that the longest dream appears to be 
confined 

w
ithin 

a solitary 
second, 

even though the events of it m
ay im

- 
press the dream

er for days. 
"Yesterday afternoon," said 

a doc- 
tor, "I called to see 

a patient, and, 
m

uch to m
y satisfaction, I found him

 
sleeping 

soundly. I 
sat by his 

bed, 
felt his pulse w

ithout disturbing him
, 

and w
aited for him to aw

aken. After 
a 

few m
inutes 

a dealer’s cart w
ith

 
discordant 

ringing bells turned into
 

the street, and, 
as their first 

tones 
reached 

m
e, 

m
y patient 

opened his: 
eyes.

"‘D
octor,’ 

he said, ‘I’m glad to see 
you, and aw

fully glad that you w
oke 

m
e, for I have 

been tortured by 
a 

m
ost 

distressing 
dream 

that 
m

ust 
have 

lasted 
for 

several 
hours. 

I 
dream

t that I w
as sick, as I am

, and 
that m

y boy cam
e into the room w

ith
 

a 
string 

of m
ost horrible sounding 

bells and rang them in m
y ears, w

hile 
I 

hadn’t the pow
er to m

ove or speak 
to him

. I suffered tortures for w
hat 

appeared to be an interm
inable tim

e, 
and I’m so glad you a w

oke 
m

e.’ 
"The ringing of tues- belle for one 

second 
had caused all of that dream

, 
and just at the w

aking m
om

ent,"

1:
"

and H
appy N

ew Y
ear.

1.
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1.

A little w
hile, and then w

e’ll under- 
stand

Just 
w

hy it w
as that grim 

D
eath’s 

icy 
hand

C
lasped 

in its cold em
brace the one

1

iThe announcem
ent for the January

essay com
petition 

w
ill be 

m
ade in 

next 
w

eek’s Junior. 
This is the holi- 

day 
season 

and the girls 
and 

boys 
don’t w

ant to be bothered w
ith any- 

thing 
but 

pleasure these days. 
But

And 
he kindly does the rest. 

C
i 

(W
e 

need not carry w
ater ((,

 
From 

the distant w
ell at present

 ;
w

e loved;
Took from our m

idst the friend w
hom

w
e 

had proved.
But 

w
e turn the faucet, getting 

1
R

obbed of the hom
e the m

other love 
so 

sw
eet.

H
ushed the glad sound of baby’s pat- 

tering 
feet.

Turned joy to 
sorrow; 

w
rung our 

hearts w
ith 

pain
 ;

And caused the tears of bitterness to 
fall like rain.

Ah, 
w

ell! 
Life’s 

hour-glass 
show

s 
the 

fleeting sand,
A little w

hile and then
—w

e’ll under- 
stand.

W
om

an’s L
ife.

Squads of germ
s and looking pleas- 

ant.
w

e 
have 

a capital essay com
petition

t

to 
announce for the first m

onth in 
the 

new year
—one that w

ill interest 
all our young readers and ne of value 
to their paper. 

W
atch for it 

next 
Saturday.I

Little W
illie 

doesn’t huddle 
By 

a red hot stove in
 school, ( ( 

1 
G

etting toasted upon one cheek 
[

W
hile he lets the ot

 her cool.
O

h, the w
orld im

proves, no m
atter 

W
hat 

the sad-eyed croakers claim
; 

But I’d like to spend the w
inter.

I

1 ,—e

B
e rude ,and you w

ill be accounted 
W

here it’s w
arm

er, just the sam
e. 

Intelligent, 
L

L 
For Thursday 

. 
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cruel hands and put into 
a cart. 

W
e 

w
ere taken to tow

n and put through 
m

any m
achines. 

W
e w

ere bent, hurt 
and pulled until I 

alm
ost w

ished I 
could die. 

But at last 
I saw I w

as 
a fine 

piece of 
Linen. I 

w
as 

then
 

stam
ped 

and m
ade into this pretty 

handkerchief.
"I w

as shipped to M
essrs. T

hibodeau 
& Jacques, for they never buy any- 
thing except the very best, and it in 
because I 

am 
a little rough that 

you are grum
bling, but 

1 am new
, 

you know
. 

G
ood bye, here is m

istress 
to hang m

e 
up now

.”
“G

ood 
bye,’’’ said the soap quietly, 

C
H

R
ISTIN

A PR
ITC

H
A

R
D

,
Jr. IV

. C
lass, 

0

M
cK

eough Schoel.

The follow
ing essays received hon- 

they w
ere spun into yarn and w

oven 
hearted 

and 
discouraged, 

orable m
ention in the N

ovem
ber com

- 
into cloth. 

O
ne day 

a m
erchant, M

r. 
A few days passed and I 

w
as not 

Stone, cam
e to the m

ill and asked to 
used 

m
uch, yet I 

w
as very, 

very 
1 

see som
e of their finest 

and new
est 

proud 
of m

yself. 
At last, 

about 
10 

w
oolens. 

M
r, Taylor cam

e out w
here 

o’clock in the m
orning, a

 lady enter-
w

e w
ere and told his m

en to show us 
ed, and, after w

arm
ing her hands by

M
r. 

Stone, 
as he 

w
anted the 

very 
the coal stove 

a few m
inutes, asked

best in stock. 
O

ur roll of cloth w
as 

to 
see the coats. 

She tried about a
the first brought out.(It w

as black, 
dozen 

on 
at least 

and turned 
m

e
w

ith little grey and 
green 

specks, 
around in different directions to ad-

and 
a 

little w
hite tuft 

here 
and 

m
ire herself.

there on it, just like snow
-flakes. It 

She 
asked the 

price of 
a 

certain 
m

ust have 
been extras beautiful, 

as 
tw

eed 
coat. 

It 
w

as 
$25. 

She said
M

r. Stone only 
buys the very 

best, 
she 

did not 
w

ish 
to go any higher

and he bought every bit of the cloth
 

than 
$15. 

After looking over anum
-

that had been m
ade out of our old 

ber of coats she found one that suit-
coats. 

The cloth 
w

as 
soon 

sold 
to 

ed. her. 
It w

as a dark brow
n and ex-

a 
lady 

and 
m

ade into 
a beautiful 

actly 
$15.

stylish suit. 
W

hat 
m

y 
six 

little 
W

hile 
the clerk w

as busy folding 
brothers and I called our old coats 

up her coat she tried to take a sm
all 

the lady called her new suit, 
fur 

unnoticed 
by 

anyone; 
but

through 
m

e she w
as caught, for the 

m
anager 

w
as standing near, looking 

at m
e, and could see

 exactly w
hat she 

w
as doing.

O
ne dreary w

inter afternoon Tw
As 

The 
next day 

a very funny thing
 

O
ne dreary w

inter afternoon I w
as 

happened. 
An 

old 
lady, nam

ed M
rs.

sitting in 
the 

house 
reading 

w
hen 

Sm
ith, entered to try on 

a coat. She
the 

groceries 
cam

e. 
Am

ong 
them

 
took off her ow

n 
and it got m

ixed
w

ere som
e 

raisM
.s. I began putting

 
w

ith other coats on the counter. Af-
the 

groceries 
aw

ay 
and 

2.3 
T 

w
as 

ter picking out the coat she w
anted

EToC 
ries aw

ay, and s
 1 

w
as 

she 
w

ondered 
w

here 
her ow

n had
1 

into 
I bat 

gone. 
She thought 

perhaps som
eone 

ed it w
hat 

w
as 

the 
and it 

had entered and had taken her coat 
replied, I 

w
as just thinking 

about 
by m

istake. But at that m
om

ent a 
m

y early life at hom
e, and it m

akes 
clerk entered and acknow

ledged that 
m

e w
eep to think of it.” I then ask- 

he 
had hung 

a lot of coats
 in the

 
ed it 

to tell 
m

e 
about its life and 

w
ard-robe, for sale. Sure enough, 

it told m
e the follow

ing story: 
. 

there w
as M

rs. Sm
ith’s coat, w

ith 1 
"In the 

days of 
m

y 
youth I lived 

ticket 
on it, w

orth $100.” 
After 

on 
a 

vine in 
the 

Sacram
ento v 

som
e 

conversation 
she received her 

ley, of C
alifornia, w

ith all 
m

y bro- 
ow

n cost and returned hom
e, 

thers and sisters. 
VIO

LA
 D

YER
.1

"W
e lived 

very happily until 
one 

------------------
day 

our 
m

aster 
cam

e 
and 

told 
us

that w
e had lived in our vine hom

e 
TH

E SO
AP AN

D H
AN

D
KER

C
H

IEF, 
long enough, 

and that 
w

e 
m

ust be
-----

taken 
aw

ay 
and 

m
ade 

into 
som

e- 
"This 

is dreadful," 
said the 

soap 
thing useful. 

Then he tore us aw
ay 

w
hen its m

istress w
as w

ashing, "Your 
from our m

other, the vine, and put 
heavy em

broidery 
and 

lace is quite 
us in long pans to dry in the sun. 

rough 
on m

y skin, 
although I 

am
W

e 
w

ere 
then 

pressed tightly into
 

very hard." 
"N

ever 
m

ind," said the
large boxes, taken to San Francisco 

handkerchief, "I am
 soaked through,

and shipped to C
hatham

, 
but can still laugh. 

Let us have 
a

"I 
knew 

nothing 
m

ore until 
the 

pleasant chat w
hile 

w
e m

ay, for w
e

cover of 
our 

box 
w

as 
opened 

and 
w

ill soon be separated." 
"Very w

ell," 
w

e w
ere sitting in M

r. 
H

ugh M
al- 

the soap replied, "I w
ill tell you the

colm
son’s 

w
indow

, 
w

here 
w

e 
could 

history of m
y 
l
i
f
e
.
" 

see 
people 

passing. 
"In m

y younger days I w
as a brave

"W
e w

ere in the store only a short 
tree standing 

boldly w
ith m

y 
bro- 

tim
e w

hen 
a 

lady cam
e in and said 

thers 
O

h, how happy I 
w

as there, 
that 

she w
nted 

som
e 

choice 
raisins 

But one day w
e saw som

e m
en w

ith
 

for 
her 

C
hristm

as 
cake. 

M
r. 

M
al- 

cruel looking axes im their hands. O
ne 

colm
son 

show
ed 

us to her 
and 

she 
m

an gave m
e 

a heavy blow
, but I 

said 
she 

w
ould 

buy 
us 

because 
w

e 
stood so bravely that he had to give 

w
ere the finest in tow

n. 
m

e 
a great m

any blow
s. 

But, alas! 
"M

r. M
alcolm

son then took us, put I
 fell to the ground. I then w

as chop- 
us into 

a 
bag, 

gave 
us 

to another 
ped into sm

aller pieces and put into
 

m
an 

w
ho brought 

us 
here. I 

sup- 
a w

agon, then draw
n to tow

n and sold 
pose 

you w
ill 

now 
m

ake 
us 

into 
for w

ood. 
- 

pies or cakes and 
so 

end our lives.” 
"O

ne day I 
w

as put into a hot 
IN

A M
C

AR
TH

U
R

, 
stove 

and 
burned to 

ashes. I 
w

as
Jr. IV. C

lass, M
cKeough School, 

throw
n in the back yard and there

a 
lay for 

a 
w

eek or tw
o. 

O
ne day an

-------•
  

old m
an asked m

y m
istrees if she had 

R
O

T-----------M
IR

R
O

R
 

any ashes. 
She show

ed him the pile
TH

E FO
LD

IN
G M

IR
R

O
R

, 
in

 w
hich I 

w
as concealed. H

e shov-
I 

am 
a large, beautiful m

irror, in
the grand new U

rban Store, w
ith its 

beautiful 
plate glass in front, 

and, 
w

indow
s draped 

w
ith loveely 

coats 
and furs. 

The interior of this build- 
ing 

is elegant. 
N

ot only 
are 

coats 
and furs sold, but rubbers, shoes, and 
shirt-w

aists 
also. 

There 
are 

only 
about 

three of these m
irrors in the 

city of C
hatham

. 
W

e are very beau- 
tiful, 

useful 
and adm

ired 
by every- 

one. 
i

O
ne fine m

orning tw
o young ladies 

entered 
and 

asked to 
see the coats 

and furs. 
They spent about half an 

hour trying on coats and furs, 
but 

w
ere not satisfied and left the store 

w
ithout 

buying anything.
About 

an hour afterw
ards 

a lady, 
w

ith 
a little girl, entered. 

The lit- 
tie girl did not have 

a coat on, and 
she 

w
ished for 

a certain 
and

FLO
U

R
.

I 
w

as once 
a little grain of w

heat 
and the farm

er planted m
e in 

a field 
to grow in the ball. I sprang up in- 
to little green 

blades and I 
looked 

beautiful. 
The 

snow cam
e and cov- 

ered m
e up and kept m

e w
arm all 

through 
the cold w

inter.
Then, in the spring, the beautiful 

sun 
and the w

arm rains cam
e 

and 
m

elted the cold snow
. I grew into 

tall, green stalks and I ripened into 
nice golden w

heat. 
N

ext, the farm
- 

er cam
e and reaped m

e w
ith 

a m
a- 

chine draw
n 

by 
a 

team of 
horses, 

and 
m

ade 
m

e into little 
bundles or 

sheaves 
of w

heat. 
H

e left m
e in 

a 
field for 

a tim
e.

O
ne 

day 
they cam

e and drew 
m

e 
to the barn. 

There they threshed m
e 

out. 
N

ext they put m
e into bags and 

gave 
m

e 
a long ride to this beauti- 

ful M
aple C

ity. 
W

e drove dow
n W

il- 
liam St. and across the creek to the

 
T. 

H
l. Taylor 

C
o. 

, :
‘ 

W
hen 

I saw so m
uch m

achinery I 
felt dreadfully frightened and began 
to w

onder w
hat next w

ould happen. 
They carried m

e into the m
ill and 

put 
m

e through scourers and sm
ut- 

ters. 
W

hen 
I 

w
as perfectly 

clean 
they sent m

e to the breakers, w
hich 

are corrugated rells. 
Then they put 

m
e through five 

double 
stands 

of 
rolls. 

O
h! it 

w
as dreadful to 

be 
crushed into pieces!I w

as com
pletely 

tired out travelling 
about through 

the m
ill. 

I w
ent from roller to roll- 

er until I w
ent through the w

hole 
five 

breaks. 
W

hen the inside of m
e 

w
as all out of the bran I w

ent 
on 

sm
ooth rollers to be reduced to flour. 

They sent m
e to 

a bolter. 
Then I 

w
as sifted out of it and the coarse 

part of m
e, called m

iddlings, w
ent to

 
another roll and through the 

sam
e 

process until I w
as m

ade into fine 
w

hite 
floor. 

W
hat 

w
as left 

of 
m

e 
w

as called shorts, w
hich w

as put into
 

a 
bin by itself.

So 
you 

see a
 little grain 

of w
heat 

has 
to go through fourteen stands 

of 
rolls before it 

becom
es flour. 

The T. H
. Taylor C

o. has one of the 
finest flour m

ills in C
anada. 

They 
also have 

a large w
oollen m

ill, w
here 

they 
em

ploy 
a great 

m
any hands. 

People 
com

e from far 
and near 

to 
buy from the T. H

. Taylor C
o. 

I
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I am a lock of w
ool w

hich cam
e off 

the back of 
Farm

er John’s” sheep. 
The old sheep one day w

hile eut in 
the field got in 

a lot of burrs and 
shrubs, 

and got all 
covered 

w
ith

 
those horrid 

things. 
The next 

day 
the

 farm
er took all his sheep dow

n to 
the stream and 

w
ashed 

them
. This

 
m

ade m
e very clean.—.

-----—
-_

Jm
-a
 few

 days
 he cam

e w
ith

 a large 
pair of shears and clipped m

e from
 

the sheep’s back. I w
as then taken 

to the Taylor W
oolen M

ills.
W

hile I 
w

as 
here I 

w
as 

first 
w

ashed 
and 

carded. 
1 

w
as 

then 
dyed. I thought 

to 
m

yself, shall I
 

ever be any good in the w
orld. 

Then 
a great big m

an cam
e in and put m

e 
on a spinning w

heel. 
I w

ent round 
so fast that I 

could hardly collect 
m

ly thoughts together. 
W

hen Igot 
off this m

achine 
1 

w
as not sorry, 

because I 
w

as very nearly tired to 
death. 

But soon this m
an picked m

e 
up and put m

e on another m
achine, 

and I 
w

as 
m

ade into 
one of 

the 
m

ost beautiful pieces of blue w
oolen 

cloth that 
anyone ever saw

. I 
w

as 
now laid aw

ay on a shelf in the m
ill 

for 
sale. 

H
ow 

I 
w

ished 
som

e 
one 

w
ould com

e in to buy m
e, but no one 

seem
ed to w

ant m
e.

W
hile I w

as thus sad and despond- 
dent, 

a m
erchant cam

e in and 
asked 

the clerk if he had any blue w
oolen 

cloth. 
The clerk said yes, and he took 

one of m
y com

panions dow
n off the 

shelf, but the m
erchant thought that 

this piece w
as too dark; so he took 

m
e dow

n off the shelf and I w
as just 

right, so he carried m
e aw

ay to the 
C

. Austin & 
C

o’s store, w
here I w

as 
put up in the w

indow for sale, w
ith

 
bills pinned all over m

e stating that 
I w

as the best in the store. 
This 

m
ade m

e proud to think that I w
as 

once an old black lock of w
ool, and 

now the best in the store.
In a few days a lady and gentlem

an 
w

alking past, saw are in the w
indow

. 
The lady thought-that I w

ould m
ake 

a nice piece of goods for her w
inter 

dress, so she cam
e in and bought m

e. 
She cut m

e into 
pieces, pricked 

m
e 

w
ith needles, 

and rubbed hot irons 
over m

e. 
This w

as painful, but I w
as 

m
ade into tw

o nice skirts. I thought 
to m

yself. This w
as great!

At last these skirts w
ere w

orn out 
and throw

n aw
ay. 

But 
a m

an picked 
m

e up
 and put m

e in his w
agon and 

took m
e hom

e. 
H

is w
ife cut m

e into 
long thin strips and sew

ed m
e toge- 

ther until I 
w

as so 
long that she 

had to roll m
e up in balls. 

I w
on- 

dered if she w
as going to w

hirl m
e 

round that m
achine again.. 

But she 
put m

e 
on 

a w
eaving m

achine 
and 

m
ade m

e into 
a 

carpet. 
This w

as 
w

onderful. 
People 

w
alked 

upon m
e 

and got 
m

e all dirty until 
I 

w
as 

w
orn out. 

Then the m
an put m

e in
 

a pile and burned m
e up, and I w

ent 
up in sm

oke and fire.O
R
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“Baa, 
baa, 

black 
sheep, 

have 
you 

any w
ool,"

—that 
w

as w
hat I heard 

as I, w
ith 

a w
hole flock of m

y bro- 
ther lam

bs, ran aw
ay 

as fast 
as 

w
e 

could go, from the farm
er 

and 
his 

son; but it w
as of no use. 

They got 
us all up in 

a 
corner of the field, 

and clip, clip, clip, w
ent the shears 

over our backs; then w
e w

ere let go 
show

n of ouir pretty w
ool.

At first for 
about tw

o 
or 

three 
w

eeks w
e w

ere cold, particularly at 
night, but the w

eather began to 
get 

w
arm

er, as it w
as June, and anyw

ay 
our fleece began to grow on again. 

W
e w

ere very curious to know w
hat 

the farm
er 

had 
done w

ith 
our 

old 
coats. 

O
ne day som

e m
en cam

e out 
from C

hatham to our farm to buy 
w

ool. 
W

e sa
 w them opening the bags 

w
hich our coats had been packed in. 

They picked them apart and said that 
they w

ere good w
ool, 

and that they 
w

ould like them
. 

They 
m

ust 
have 

been very good costs, as M
r. Taylor 

only buys the best.
They w

ere then done up into large 
bundles, and taken into C

hatham to

elled m
e up, put m

e in a w
agon, and 

took m
e aw

ay. 
Before w

e w
ent aw

ay 
a little girl asked the old m

an for 
a 

bar of son
 p, he gave her one, and then 

w
e drove off.
"I 

w
as 

shipped 
aw

ay grey 
ashes, 

m
ade into 

a 
lye, m

ixed w
ith other 

fatty m
atters, 

and w
hen I aw

oke I 
w

as very proud, for I w
as pure hard 

soap, 
called 

Surprise 
Soap. It 

w
as 

great fun to surprise people w
ith m

y 
goodness. I 

w
as 

shipped 
to 

M
r. 

D
unn’s store, or the "Bon M

arche.” 
"I w

as sold so quickly that I 
had 

no tim
e to look around, and all I saw

 
w

as that I 
w

as 
in 

a m
agnificent 

store."
"That is 

a very good story,” said 
the handkerchief, “now 

1 
w

ill tell 
you m

ine.”
"I grew in 

a large field, w
ith m

y 
brothers. 

W
e w

ere called stalks of 
flax. 

W
e grew in a place called Ire-

4

a certain color. 
H

er 
m

other, 
as I 

land. It w
as beautiful in those grand 

M
r. Taylor’s w

oolen m
ill. 

They w
ent: 

supposed it 
w

as, did 
not like 

the 
fields, w

ith 
the 

sun’s 
golden 

rays 
through m

any processes, being w
ash- 

price or the quality of the goods; so 
stretching as far as w

e could see. But 
ed, com

bed, bleached and dyed; then 
the little girl left the store 

dow
n- 

one day w
e w

ere pulled up by sone
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