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\o@,w ‘SUBJECT

_ make an innovation for the next essay

. bompetition. The prize, as usual will

be given to the writer of the best
_ essay, buf 25 per cent. of the marks

.~ will be given for the choice of sub-

uuon.wagr:%ﬁ.abvgwﬂnn

_ This suggestion has been made by a
- mumber of the judges of recent com-
ppeti and s . think, a 'good

s govern ’ .&—,bnoaw.ﬁo?
3 ‘be enforced again in this
one. A number of essays came in last

" month without: the teacher’s certif-

ibate. The essayists have their
bk i :

. Congratulations are due to the en-

A

; .ca-.,wl old . la.ﬁ? with its span of

T

___cellent udvice for the pupils of the

city ‘and county. . e

4

i

ar £ s.,, Tﬁg?vﬂn husband’s business

forces them to chamge their residence
frequently tells a little story of her-

. self which is good

ong the kind

' she says, “about planting good

. deeds ‘and cultivatmg’ fme thoughts,

Let m= add something to this later
day _pbilanthropy and altruism. It is
J.niunmﬂ\,éah I find E@.ﬂoﬁn Fln ﬂo.as

: I secure permission to plant in
mﬂ“ﬂ»g ‘& dozen crocuses, Us-
ually 1 move away before the cro-

The Ploniet Junicr bas decided to =

pleforfoodeodecfedeodedd

‘Une Christmas
At Aunt May’s
: ; ; \
S
" ham, and Highly Re- .
commended by the
Judges.
eeegedoofecprfedindeotocddrocfee oo desfeafefofunde

Every year father and mother were
in the habit of taking us children and

u&mh into the country to spend -

Christmas at Aunt May's. This dear

old aunt was a maiden lady, tall and

gaunt. She was a kind old lady,
though, and only when she was nerv-
ous or tired was she cross. She lived
with Uncle Edward and kept house
for him. :

This ‘Christmas we were, as usual]
going tospend the day with Aunt May
and Uncle Edward, who was to drive
into town for us. Auntie sent for
certain articles from the ‘store, and
the last thing Uncle Edward heard as
he drove away from the comfortable
old farm house was, “Don’t forget to
u»ﬂ at the siore, Edward.” g i

@ three children were crowded in-

horses, to come down the street.
Mother was bustling about wrap-
the presents that we were to
ake to.the farm. There was a glass
of jelly in the cupboard near the win-
dow where we .were standing, and
Donald, my youngest brother,, achild
of ‘seven, saw it. He waited till.mo>
ther left the T ; then pushing a
chair to the cupboar climbed up-

- on it and reacned for the jelly,  but

found it out of his reach. He jump-
ed from the chair, and, taking a large
wooden pail that stood in the corn-
er, turned it upside down on the chair
and climbed. up again. This time he
was successful and down -went bhis
chubby fist into the glass of jelly.
He had been busil yengaged eating
the jelly for a féw minutes, when
mother re-emtered the room and

. found him.

:,ﬁr«.bgna_:uwoona-nfma.
Ucﬁn—m./.hﬂnuon‘qeauﬂ @% ~w
frightened look 'in his big blue“eyes.
His face was smeared from ear. to
ear with jelly. The quick start that-
he gave on seeing mother overturned
the water-pail, and, in company withf
Donald; it came crashing to the floor.
Donald lay where he fell, crying as

' euses bloom, but the people 'who come * if his heart-would break, and smears

" after me must emjoy these dainty,

bold, brave littls" faces that bloomy
- before the snow. has left us.
- “I"am sure it is good for people
to be hostg to such guests. The cheer-
ful little olants must inspire good
thoughts, and good thoughts inspire
good decds. So I plant crocuses. It
is my -special mission.”
L —
~« Employer—Did you deliver my mes-
sage to Mr. Smith?
‘Boy~No, sir; he was out and the

~ office was locked.

Emiplorver—Well, why didn’t you

- . 'wait Tor him, as I fold you? v 1

Boy—There was a notice on the

_ ~ door, saying—Return at once, so, of
| course,.1 came straight back.

some péople had their way ev-.
e would get out of it.

ing everything with tears and jelly.

{About this time Uncle Edward
drove up. When he entered the
kitehen, where #Fe were all around
the stricken Donald, and saw the

Jelly-smeared face, he dropped into a

chair and broke into a hearty laugh.
Donald looked -at him in astonish-
mend; and, for once, forgot to cry.

“If Donald is not a good boy he

shall not go to Aunt May's With .

Uncle #dward,” said mother.
“I'll be a good boy, ma,” whisper-
ed Donald. :
.two hours’ delay we were
seated in the big double sleigh, and
away we went oVer the frosty ground,
We arrived at Aunt May's about
noon. She kissed us all affectionate-
ly. ~Then, turning to Uncle Edward,
she said, “Edward, dear, did you get
the thinks from the store?” i

‘“Here they are, May.” replied Uncle
Edward, handing ler a market bas-
ket filled with parcels. Aunt May

' took the basket and went indoors,

Setting it on ‘the kitchen table she
opened the parcels one by one. Dropd
ping on . the faded rea founge near
by, she looked at the opened bundles;

“Go and call the folks to dinner,
Katie dear,” Aunt May said to me.

I ran away to the parlor and called
them. All the aunts and unecles, with
their husbands, “wvives and children,
bad arrived long before this, and now

. they came trooping out to the dining

room, all except Donald, who = was
asleep upstairs, Aunt May sat at one
end of the long table, and Uncle Ed-
ward at ‘the other.

“Auntie, I bought this present all
myself for you,” said John, my sec-
ond brother, as he handed her a small
white box tied with blue ribbon. My
aunt smiled and thanked him. Ad-
justing her g@lasses, she untied the

ribbon and removed the cover. There

dpon 3 bed of smowy white cotton
was a doll, about as rong as my litd
tle finger. It was dressed in a ging-
ham sunbonpet and apron, and a
plaid dress and shawl. Aunt May
lifted it up carefully as though it
were a bombshell or something equaly
ly dangerous. She glanced at John,

‘who had taken his seat at the other

end of the tabje.

“Young man,” she said, looking at
bhim severely over the rim of her
glas'es, “you must learn to be less
frivolous.”

John grew very red, while Aunt
May. put. the cover back on the box
again and laid it on the floor beside
her chair. At this moment something
upstairs fell with such force that it
Jarred the dishes, and Donald’s voice
was heard in wild cries of distress. |

“For the good land's sake, sister
Jennie; Donald has fallen down
stairs!” said Aunt May, addressing
my mother, as she rushed out of the
room and upstairs, where the squawl-
ing Donald was found seated on the
floor, rubbing his éyves and head and
crying dreadfully. He had fallen out
of bed. %

“What's the matter with the lit-
tle imp?' asked Aunt May, who was
by this time in a &tate of nervous
collapse and npt over good-natured,
for squawling babies were her great-
est aversion. .

“Is he trying to see how loud he
can holler ' she continued, and gave
a sharp box on poor Donald’s ear.
This bad the desired effect, for it si-
lenced him instantly, though he was
more frightened than hurt.

Encouraged by her success, Aunt
May said to my mother:

“Sister . Jennie, I'd give that child
a good trouncing once in a while.
Nothing like a good trouncing to cure
them of that boo-hooing habit.”

After Donald had been put back to
bed again, mother ahd auntie came
down stairs. All through dinner
Aunt May was silent; and she ate but
very :Wv:w. of the dainty dishes that
were s:t before us. But after dinner,
while she was washing up the dishes;
her nervousness disappeared, and
when; she jommed the others in the
‘parlor she was the same Kkind old
aunt who had kissed us so affection-
ately on our arrival.

I had wiped the dishes for her, and
for my services I received, on the
following Christmas, a beautifyl big
doll. Oh! what a beauty it was, and
how I hugged Aunt May for her
kindness.

I have never forgotten that day and
T don’t believe auntie has. She lives
with’ me now, Uncle Edward having
been laid to rest long since. When
I have finished my story I shall kiss
her good night and murmur those
oft-repeated words, “Merry Christ-

mas, Auntie,” for it is Christmas Eve
again, ‘and to you, my readers, “A
Merry Christmas and 2 Happy New,

Year."
EATIE MacDONALD.
Senior  Yourth, ‘Central ~School;
Miss Irwimn, teacher. A

THE PEACH
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Written for The Pl net Junior
by Leda Clements, Chatham,
and Accorded Third
Place by the
Judges.
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Em a beautiful orange peach, way
up in a high tree in the city. When
my mother was very small they used
tosay she was a pit. It was shaped
like an ovel with dinges all over the
sides. Mr. McRoose planted it deep
down in the earth, and very soon it
began to spring up out of the ground,
but it had changed its shape and col-
or very much. Now the pit had brok-

en into two parts, and inside was a .

very tiny tree. : :

It was only three inches high, and
oh! how slender and tender it was,
If you should touch it, it was always
ready to keel over. By and by it be-
gan to grow very high and bushy un-
til it was nineteen feet high and thir-
teen: feet wide.© When it was three
years old, early one day in the spring
it woke up from its sleep and found
itself all covered with beautiful pink
blossoms, and their perfume was even
nicer than their looks. Pretty soon
these blossoms began to fall off, and
in place of the blossoms stepped lit-
tle, greem peaches, of which .I was
one. We kept growing- and growing
until we wera the size of an egg, but
round in shape. ) '

‘When we first started to grow we
were green and most exceedingly
sour, but as we became older we Bgotf
largér and sweeter. My! but I was
grand, I was so soft and sweet and
Juicy. On one side I was very réd,
on the other side, yellow. But, un+
fortunately for me, some ugly old
man pulled: me off the tree, but did
not take any of the otfiers. Yes, you
see he took me away from my moth-
er, and sisters and brothers; and
what was ‘nearly as bad, he took me
from the heautiful sun. This ugly old
man put me in his pocket, and took
me in his hand. When he got to an-
other tree he.sat down in the shade}
bit me with his teeth, and threw my

. bones down on the ground. This\

man ¢hewed me up with his sharp,
false ‘ teeth, then I found my way
into his stomach, where I was churn-
ed and mixed with the gastric juice,
urtil not very long afterwards I was
a piece ®. this ugly old man’s body.
LEDA CLEMENTS.

{McKeough Scheol, Sr. IV., Miss

Abram, teacher. 3
——— ]

Wigwag—We should try to do oth-

er people good.

Borrowell—Oh, yes! Try to do ’em :

good and hard.
i
The horizon of life is  broadened
chiefly by the enlargement of the
heart. S e i
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{THE PLANET. JUNIOR, SA

Christmas

L I 2 2 e o R )
Written for The Planet Junior
by Rhea V. Scott, Highgate,
and Highly Recommend-
ed by the Judges.

m Frank :«&S...m

It ‘was in the ¢ity of New Xork,
about the close.of the short winter
daly—'the day before Christmas. The
siireet wals crowded with busy shop-
pers, surging up amnd down in ‘one
hurrying jostlng maiss.. I was in
this crowd  that Frank  Hector, a
young lawyer, walked rapidly along
without deigning to notice amy one

and only occasionally glancing upafl

the brilkaintly Pghted  shop win-
dows, filled with. Ohristmas presents
and toys. - 2

He stopped before a large apart-
ment house and, ascending the steps,
went into the warm, wéll lghted
rooms. He flung bimself moodily
intio & chair and was soon jabsorbed
in deep thought. Presently he rose
and crossing the- room, seated him-
self before. his writing desk. “I'll
just send a line and say I am not!
coming home this time,” he said. Hé
then proceeded to write to his mo-
ther, telling r he would not ‘be
home this Christmas. Jf he had
known how thait mother longed for.
her only son he would not have been
80 heartless as to bave left her so
long. It wals seven years since he
had seen her. True, he had sent her
handsome presents but these could
not suffice for what she wanted—
himself.
. He returned to his chalr by {the
fire and his thoughts wandered far
away to the little cabim om ithe hill-
side, where he had apent/ his child-
hood ' days. The scent of the pine
trees amd the wild flowers was waft-
ed tio him. He sap the Lttle {snowy
lambs frisking on the green hiliside
and he heard his mother’s volce, call-
ing to him. He wondered whatl she
was doing at “this moment—was she
thinking bf bim ¢ Seized with aisud-
dexy impulse he spramg up exelaiming
aloud, “I'lt go- home after all jand
surprise mother. It's not* too late
to catich the train,” he said as he
hurried from the house tio the

_-station. He was soon on the train

and speeding: towards home.
“Home ! " what an influence the word
baid upon bim, he felti himself fa fboy
aigain as the word echoed in f|his
heart. =

On the little cabin on the hillside
night had fallen. The moon and the
bright: steirs came out and shone
down on that' lovely spot, and {lone-
ly cabim, nestling in the grove pof
pine tirees. Inside. it, @ cheerful fire
glowed in the firepiaice and the man-
tle was heaped with Tholly -and
greens, which proclaimed Christmas.

The table was daintfly spread and:

ai old lady was .arranging 'some
holly on the wall. She stopped pres-
ently agd surveyed her work, then
she stepped to the door and !looked
out., ‘There was not a sound ito
break the stillness. She lstened in-
tently for a few minutes and then
turned back with a sigh, “I hope
he’ll comg, but the train may be
late,” shefsaid as she glanced at .the
old fashioned clock on the wall. She
sat down by the fire and waited.
Then came the sound of bells. Could
it bee hm? A momen# later shesaw
thati it was only one. of ther meigh-
bors who had called in to 'wish heria
merry  Ohristmas. She returned to
her seat by the fire disippoiated.
She sat there alone and at last twas
almost! asleep when ' she heard a
famillar voice and starting up, she
saw hgs son, Frank Hector. “I've
come home mothexr at last," he said.
“Did you get the letter I isentt™

Oh -how glad 'stie Was 'to. Bave her

boy with her again. They sat' and.
tiwlked far inth the night and @t ~
last retired to rest and he stept fonce

more in his old home.

. Next morning_they went to the |

_ngﬁnwowg%&ggo
plain and as they walked over >
new-fallen snow sthe bells rang
“Glory to Ged in the highest &

" on - earth Peace and Goodwill fo

‘men.” They walked om, the words,
echoing in~ their o}

their places among the villagers ip
the church. Affler the service and
greetings were over, [or every one
was glad ‘to see Frank, they returned
home @nd spent their Ohristmas day
wwﬂﬁwg quietly. The houﬁ day

he ned ‘to- his business in {New

York, after promising his mother to

coms home agmin the nexth Christ-
mas. His mother ‘wen# back toher
s‘mple thsks with a  lighter heart

and a brighter brow as she flooked

forward bo next Christmas when she

would see her boy again and (Frank

is glad that he went home ‘instead

of usb.mbmbnm SF mN ~.!v=mbnw Obrist-

mas dinner in lodging house,
RHEEA V. SCOTT,

TO MANAGE HIS OWN

.
x

It was Saturday night, and ow.ng to
the temporary absence of his iwife, it
fell to Mr. Brown to uttend to the

usual process of giving his 8-year-old

a bath and putting him to bed. He
had left hjs evening paper with a

man’s reluctunee, and had hurried ;

matters along ‘with more speed than
the latfle chap Wwas accustomed ito.
However, he endured it all without a
protest until it came to the prayer.
It was his habit, after “Now I lay
me,” to ask the divine blessing wpon a
long list of relatives and friends, call-
ing each by mame.

“Please God,” he began, “bless papa
and mamma, grandpa and grandma,
and Aunt Edith and Uncle George
and”—a paude. His father, thimking to
curtail the Tist of beneficiaries, softlyt
insinuated an “Ameén” Not heeding
the interruptiom, the little supplicant
drew a long breath and comtinued,
“And Aunt Alice and Cousin Annie,
and—and”—Again his father  said
“Amen.” ;

This was more than flesh and blood
could stand, and, lifting his little head
he exclaimed, with tears of indigna-
tion: “Papa, who's'runn:ng this pray-
er, you or me?” X

———— s
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m SPOILED HER BABY M

A wild beast tumer of long experi-
ence tells some interesting things of
the affection of ~animals for their
young. He had an elephant once, he
says, who did all in her power to spoil
her young one. She fussed over it and
cuddled it up so that when the. time
came for it to lcave the cage it was
simply unmanageable. When one of
the men'made 2 bold move toward the
baby he was promptly butted fin the
stom¥ch and bowled over in a pecul-
iar way which the youngster had of
expressing his feelings towards those
whom he disiiked. At last, by a ruse,
the mother and som were separated.
But there was no such thing as keep-
ing them apart. The baby rubbed the
skin off its forehead and trunk trying
to get through the bars and both waijl-
ed so long and piteously fthat the
keeper was obliged to put them to-
gether again. :

But for a diisplay of pure affection
the mother monkey beats any:other
animal, and when there is an addition
to a family - circle there is gemeral we-
Jjoicimg. A baby momkey sticks fast to
its mother, and asleep or awake, it
seems always in her thoughts.

From _-.._.ﬁv.w.-,g g B
white spots he has turned to
black monkey without spo

when he turns. ﬂﬂ@m&. e

capture, but the men and boys;have
given up trying to earn it.—Philadel-

Eaglish annals show. many fine ex-
amiples o discipline in er.s
and both the ariay and the
in the credit of them. Most per:
remembar - the -magnificent ©
and coolness, displayed by the

the ill-fated Victoria, which was ram~

med by the Camperdown,  in 1893,
Lord Wolseley, in his recent.autobio-
igraphy, tells how he once came near

sharing such a fate with his

“The bugies sounded our
call, and we all ran down to our men;
who were still below, clean'ng up af-
ter their breakfast. All the. ps
were carried on the ma:n

- was a horrible guarter, bel

water level, and lit R.WR“ one soli-’
tary .candle lantern. Each company
took it for a ‘week (n turn, and it was
my company’s luck to be the unfor.
tunate occupants when the ship
struck. Upon reaching that dre
lower region, I formed the men,
on one:side;, half on the opposite s
“There we stood in deadly silence,
and I know not how long. . The
abominable candle in the lantern sput-
tered and went out. We were in a
most absolute d: our only

,hatchway which was rea 1
anarrow ladder. The ship to
sink by the sterm, so it was evi g
all that we hung om a rock fo




