
CANADIAN COUJRIER

FOR THE CHILDREN

- For Whoolpind
Cough, Croup-,
S o re Throat,
Coughs, Brou-

'«Ussel while chitis, Colis,
you sloop" 1lphtheria, Cata.rrh

VAPORIZIZD CRES0I,INE stops the par-osma of whooping cough. Xver-drýeae
Croup cannot exîst where Cresolene la used.
It acte directly on the nose and throat, mnak-
ing breathing easy in the case of colda;
soothes the sure throat and stops the cough.

CRFeSOIENX is a powerful germicide act-
ing both as a curative and preventive incontaglous diseases. It la a boon to sufferers

from~~ sha. - DS0INX'S beet recoin-
mendation îs lis 30 years of successfui use.
For sale by ail drugglsts. Send Postal for
Descriptive Booklet. (Jresolene Antiseptic
Throat Tablets for the irritated throat, of
your drugglst or from us, joc. ln stamps.

THEý LEEMINa-MILEs8 CO., Umlt»ed
Canadian Agents

Ieeinlng-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada.

Our Opening Day
q ]oklceeping, Arithmetic,
Writing, Shorthand, Type.
wftlng, etc., classes re-open

Monday, January 3rd.
q1 As a cluty you owe your-
self, es a square cleal to us,
you should investigate Our
work. The best tuition for
your mney, the beut îulton
at any pries, ia fouad lit the

Remington Unslness
Collogo

269 CeNqe St., TORONTfO

HIILL CROFT
BO(BCAYGIEON - ONTARIO
Alkesidential School in the
Country for Young Boys

(X Boys prepared for the
Senior Boarding Schools.
New and specialiy design-
ed building.' Hot water
heating. Electric light.
Ample grounds.

Âpply for information and prospectus to
W. T. COMBER, B.A. (Oxh«d)

Ileadmuaster

NE~W YIEAR
Business Promises bi~ for oui.

gret chol Ile e nt rai1
Busnes Cllgeof Toronto-ant i gg or and botter stili In

reaults for oui. students be-
cause of oui. New Equlpment,
Improveti Courses and Botter.
Plans for Securlng Situations
andi Gooti Salaries for our
Graduates. Oui. Catalogue Is
malleti free on requst. You
may enter any time.

W. H. SHAW, Principal.

HOW MAMMY POSSUM GOT HER
POCKET

By Grace MacGowan Cooke
OSSUM was a favourite dish iniPthe cabins at Broadlands plant-

ation, thougli it seldomn found
its way to the table at the Big

House. The three Randolph children
were always intensely interested in
the game which the possumn hunters
brought home; for more often than
flot these were alive, having sbammed
death and been picked up by the tail
and carried in dangiing from a stick.
Tbey are sorry little beasts, with dis-
bonest. squinting eyes close together,
and mournful, long, thin noses.

1"That one looks like a widow,"
Patricia said, pointing to a possum in
a siat pen at Uncle B ergen's cabin.

11 think ýshe looks as though she
hadl lost hier children, besides hier hus-
band," amended Pate, iaughing.

"Poor old Mammy Possum !" cooed
littie Isabel.

"She ain't iost none o' hier chiliens,"
asserted America, the nurse girl. "I
knows in reason dat ain't what grieve
hier, 'caze she got a pocket in bier coat
for to tute lier chilien in."

When Mammy Possum had been
taken from, the pen and the pocket
shown to the children, their questions
brought the inevitable story from the
devoted America.

"You see, hit corne 'bout dis-hyer

.A Pull Load.

wayý," the girl began. "'Long 'bout
Christmas tirne, Mammy Possum go ta
de store for to do her tradin'. She
done take Samn-iy ai' Bob an' joe
Possum 'long wid bier, 'caze she ain't
kot nobody for ta leave 'emi wid. She
tote a poke on ber shouider for to put
lier plunder in, an' she give one hand
to Sammy, an' one ta Bob, for ta iead
'eru. An' Joe hie wbine an' hie fuss:
'Oh, Mammy Possum, I ain't Lyot
nothin' for to hold ta. 1 gwinegt
iosted-I knows 1 is.'

"'Ketch a-boit o' Bobby's band,'
say Mammy Possum.

"'Bobby's ol' hand, hit's so scra-a-
atchy,' hittie Joe say.

"Little Joe was de baby, an' raised
a pet; be was spi'lt-yas, iaw 1 he
was a piece o' spi'it meat, dat young-
est possuin. But be mammy, look
like de y bain't nothin' she won't put
up with, or ondertake, for ta pleasebum. So wbat ye reckon she done
now? Wby, sbe up an' put dat pas-
sumn chule in de poke an' pack bim
all de way ta de storehouse ! Den,
wbeni she git dar, what wid de store-
man sayin', 'Lemme show you some
dis byer fine calikers, an', 'Please,
rna'arn, Miz. Possum, taste dis hyer
cheese, an' sc doxi't you want to huy

a piece o' bit,' she iay dat poke down
an' fergit bit. Gentermans, she plumb
lost de poke, an' littie Joe Possum
in it 1

"De store was full o' folks doin'
dey Christmas tradin', an' Mammy
Possum commence to houler an' run
'round 'mongst 'em, an' ax 'em ail
is dey see ber poke, on bier littie Joe
Possurn. Sbe bolier an' she bounce,
an' she migbty nigh break up h le
meetin' wid bier carryin' on. De
'storemnan want dat sorter doin's
stopped. He tellilber an' bie tellilher
to quiet it, an' bush bier fuss. But
lawsy 1 She ain't studyin' 'bout
quittin-she ain't got no notion o'
bushin' ber fuss, Mammy, Possum
ain't. Sbhe j es' bolIer de louder, an'
run 'round de faster, an' bounce de
higber, like she plumb crazy. So de
storemnan he up an' sont for de sbériff
-bie did so. Mr. Porkypine was de
sheriff in dem days, an' hie soon step
in a n' take a hand.

"'Hey, you!' bie bolier at Mammy
Possum, wbar she's a-r'-arin an'

bellerin' 'an' weavin' around 'mongst
de storeman's plunder. 'You bush, dat
fus-s. I'se 'sbamed on ye. Folks can
bear ye pluinb to de co't-house.'

"He grab a-boit hier, an' sorter lean
de sharp ends o' bis quilis inter bier.

" 'Oucb !she squeai. 'Yas, sir, ll
flush an' be stili.'

"'Well, den,' say Mr. Porkypine,
'wbar you leave dat young 'un ?"

"'Ob, I bad 'im in
my poke,_ please sir;
an' de pesky string
bit break, ,an' de
poke git. lost; an'
now my dear littie

Josey so.mewars,
tied up ini dat poke.
He cain't git out, an'
I cain't find 'im; an'
hie 'bleege to starve
to death 1 Oh, Josey
-osey-wosey l' An'
Mammy Possum des
cry like ber beart
piumb broke.

"'Weh, set dar,'
say Sherjiff Porky-
pine to -Mamnmy
Possum.
."But bit didn't

take Sheriff Porky-
pine long to find dat
poke un'neatb hie
counter; an' Josey
Possum was aill curi-
ed up fast asleep in-
side o' bit. Or meb-

be he was playin' dead, like possums
does.

" 'Now, dar yo' poke- an' yo' pos-
suim chile,' he tell de lady. 'An' don't
let dis-byer thing happen agin. ef
I was you I'd bave me a pocket sewedý
fast into de inside o' my coat, for to
carry my chilien in.

"'Tbanky sir-tanky, kindly 1' say
Mammy Possum. TIll do best like
you say. ýYou is a kind genterman-
ef you is de sheriff what takes folks to
j ail-an' you knows a beap.'

"So dat's how corne it dat Mammy.
Possum set up nigbts ta sew a pocket
an' put bit in every c 'oat she bad;
an' she liked bit so well dat ahl Mam-
my Possums been domn' so eber
sence."-Woman's Home Companion.

à GOOD EXCUSE
L ITTLE Lawrence jealously guard-ed bis baby brother, and wi4en a
lady visitai- asked how mucli he
tbought bis mother would take for
hini, said, "Oh, ever so muicb-abauî
a hundred dollars!1" "W/eh," she said,
"I amn able ta give that mucb.*" Hleý
reflected a moment; then, seized with
a sudden inspiration, he repiied, "But
sbe wouldn't like ta break the set."
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