il
il mm-,,l.
"umn il

‘~l| |l A
r”,ﬂ' -um_j 'll'w

...umilllllllmnmmlllIIIIH5!?‘!hnl“'lﬂmnllllm.

/l iq-; i e‘;H"L > g
i !
lh B

n,lh,.ll‘, o

Voruxe IV.)

TORONTO, FEBRUARY 16,
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€« CHIP-"
pY RTIIEL 1. BRELS

Rorit had been
studying her history
lesson over a8 ghe sat
by the school room
stove. Justther there
wasa tap at the outer
door,

“Come in,” she said,
and then the door
opened, and a boy
pearly her own age
with frowny yellow
curls sticking out from
his cap aud poor shoes
on his feet, asked,

«May I get warm?
mogt froze, My name's
£ Cuip.” And as Ruth
explained that it was
the ‘room where she
came to school every
day he looked around
<curiously at its fittings
,@nd then at her.

{ «“Kin you read?”
. he said, as he turned
'3 his red hands aroun”
y the fire. “I can’t,
nyw nothin’; kinfish,
d watch fur boats to
co:ne in, a'xd pick old
)'Opes over.”
=’ « Why don't you go
to mission school?
It.'s real nice thera fo
lﬁarn."

; “T ain’t goin’ to
gchool there, lfthey are

‘migsjonaries.”

"] «OChip! whynot?”
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alwars, and you won't

“want to sit there when

FuuToero a map You
tnow some day you'll
be a big ship-carponter
or somtething hiko that,
and then you'll havo
money 1n the bank,ani
you can't wnte yout
name for a chocki”

* Realin' ain’t wnt-
m " grumbled Chip,
taumphantly,

* How can you write,
Chup,f yon don’t know
what to say 1 Now if
yuu'll cume real early
[l teach you a bit
every day before the
other boys come. My
mother taught me
when I was a little
wee bit of a thing”

“It must ha' besn
nice to have a mother!”
aud puor Chip picked
st his cap until there
was 8 hole all ready
for hisyellow curls to
stick through, “I guess
T bad one unce, but it
wasawful long ago. I
shet my eyes some-
wmesand try to'mem-
ber bow shelo.ked, 1
guess 1 wasn't Chip
when she hved. Lz
«alls me Chip ‘cause
sue wud the shlp
timbers so rouch, and
ghe says I amtoo poor
to have any other,
‘Ratty’,is the other

} «’"Cause thay look ata chap so, and they aftarnoon \Id rather sit on the dock feller that lives with Liza"
‘taro when he goes blunderi’ over a book, | timbers in the sun, sny Jay”  ~  , “Is Liza good toyou, Chip?” said the
3’ke they did when Ratty went in one| “Yes, bat Chip, the sun don't shine jlittle woman pityingly.




