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The Children.

Who Loves the Trees Best?

Who loves the trees best?
‘1 said the spring.
“Their leaves soO beautiful

"To them I bring’

Who loves the trees best?
‘1) Summer said.

] give them blossoms.
White, yellow, red.

Who loves the trees best?
‘] said the Fall.

‘1 give luscious fruits,
Bright tints to all.

Who loves the trees best?
‘I love them best,

Harsh Winter answered,
‘] give them rest.’

Winning the prize.

The bell of the Mayfield school

had just rung, and the scholars came
trooping in. When the boys and
girls had taken their seats, the
teacher, Miss Brown, told them she
had a surprise for them. Judge
White, the wealthiest man the town
of Mayfield could boast of, had of-
fered a prize of twenty gold-pieces to
the scholar who could write the most
original poem relating to Easter.
The contest wds open to only the
boys and girls of Miss Brown’s
room, and they would be given one
week in which to prepare the poem.
On Easter night the contestants
were to recite their poems, and
Judge White was to decide on their
- merits and award the prize. The
poems must be original, anq the
children must compose them without
any assistance.
. Miss Brown concluded by saying
she hoped all of her scholars would
try for the prize, since nothing could
be lost and much might be gained by
earnest effort.

As the teacher announced this
wonderful offer, all eyes were turned
upon Grace Lawrence and Edith
Smith—the “poets” of the school.
Every one felt sure that either Grace
or Edith must win the prize. The
two girls were quite different in dis-
position, for Grace was an only
daughter of wealthy parents, while
Edith’s father was dead, and her
mother sewed hard to earn enough
to keep her little daughter in school.
Edith lived with her mother in a
small, brown house, in a poor part
of the town. Grace lived in a large
house, really a mansion, and had
everything she could wish for. She
was naturally spoiled, as she was
the only child left to her parents of

four that had been born to them,
and was delicate. She was inclined
to be vain, which was to be ex-

pected, perhaps, and was somewhat
selfish in her play, but she had a
kind heart and was liked by her
schoolmates. Possibly the fact that
she lived in a fine house and gave a
good many parties had something to
do_with their fondness for her.

Edith had a sunny nature, and
never complained if her clothes were
not so nice as those of the other
girls. Her mother called her “Little
Sunbeam,” and declared she could
never do without her. Edith was al-
ways willing to yield her own
wishes, and, although her mother
had moved to Mayfield only a year
before, she had won a great many
'frlends‘—so many, indeed, that Grace
was quite jealous of her, and seldom
lost an opportunity to wound her
feelings. Some of Grace’s own
friends had taken FEdith’s part at
times.

Edith often felt very sad, and
wondered why Grace treated her so
cruelly when she could be so kind to
others. She, %00, would have liked
to be friends with her, but Grace
gave her no opportunity to show any
friendlv spirit, or to speak to her;
and co Edith contented herself by
never replying angrily to the unkind
things Grace said to her, and by al-
ways caying pleasant things about
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her to the other girls. Her mother’s
favorite rule was, “Do unto others
as you would have them do unto
you,” and she had impressed this
upon her little daughter’s mind.

But to go back to my story. As
Edith was walking home for dinner
she was overtaken by May Gibson,
who asked her if she was going to
try for the prize.

Edith responded modestly that she
had thought of trying, but that she
knew she could not write very good
verses and was 'almost afraid to try.
May hurried on to overtake Grace
and her chum to whom she told that
Edith was going to win the gold-
pieces, if she could.

Grace meant to try, too, and she
felt almost sure of winning if Edith
did not enter the contest; if she did,
there was a good deal of doubt in
her mind. So she' said scornfully,
“I should think she would be
ashamed to stand up in her old
patched muslin, and heavy shoes!”

She thought that if Edith hefard
this speech she might decide not to
compete, and then the coast would
be clear for her. Edith did hear, for
she was but a short distance behind.
The tears filled her eyes, but she
brushed them away and hurried on

The week passed rapidly. Edith
prepared her poem as carefully as
possible.  Mrs. Lawrence (Grace’s
mother) had snbscribed for a paper
for Edith which gave suggestions
for poems, for she knew the little
girl loved to write. She was a kind-
hearted woman, and had helped Mrs.
Smith to secure customers for whom
to sew. In this paper sugges-
tions were given for an Easter
poem, although the writer must
choose the subject and arrange the
words to rhyme. So Edith prepared
her poem from this, and it was very
good.

On Friday, before Easter, as
Edith was passing Grace’s desk, a
sheet of paper fluttered to the floor.
Edith picked it up and discovered it
was Grace’s Easter poem. She did
not intend to read it but a word at-
tracted her attention, and as she

glanced it over she saw it was much |

the same as her own, with a differ-
ent subject. Then she remembered

that Mrs. Lawrence had spoken of !
Grace, |

subscribing for the paper fo
and it was evident that Grace had
prepared her poem from the same
paper.

Her own name came first on the
programme, and Edith knew that—
having heard her poem—Grace would
not speak. This would enable her to
win the gold-pieces, which meant
so much to both her and her mother.
This was Edith’s first thought; but,

into her mind, she dismissed the first

idea as unworthy of her, and formed |

another plan,

Easter night came at last, and the |
church where the exercises were to |

be held was filled with expectant
people. Grace Lawrence was attired
in pink China silk, with pink ribbons
| in her glossy curls. When Edith’s
name was called she quietly an-
| swered that she had withdrawn from
the contest. The judge looked sur-
prised, and sorry as well, for Edith
was a favorite of his; but he pres-
ently turned his attention to Grace,
whose recitation was next on the
list. When all had finished, the an-
nouncement was made that Grace
had won the prize, and the shining

dainty, silken purse.

Then the judge cleared his throat.
“T should like to know why Miss
Edith withdrew,” he said, “and
doubtless many others would, also.
Will she not come forward and ex-
plain? T feel that this is due to all.”

Poor Edith—she did not know
| what to do.  Tears filled her eyes
and her cheeks flushed. Then she
' stepped to the judge’s side, and told

gold-pieces were handed to her in a |
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as her mother’s favorite rule came |

FOLEY’S

CANADIAN GIRL

CHOCOLATES

qChocolates are for the men to buy and for the girls of all ages
to enjoy. :
ﬁThejri%hness, daintiness and variety of forms of chocolates appeal
to the feminine taste, |
qFoley’s “Canadian Girl” chocolates are made with one object,
that of completely satisfying these judges.
{Will you be one of the-feminine jur; i
{These are our newest chocolates, Every box contains a large
variety and every individual piece is of purest chocolate—they are
the daintiest, most delicious, fullest-flavored chocolates you can buy. .
{Let us have your verdict. :

Sold wherever the best Candies are sold.

Foley Bros. Larson & Co.

EDMONTON WINNIPEG VANOOUVER

o ‘Camp’ Coffee is hailed)
with exclamations of delight

Pure !

Delicious ¢

Refreshing !

made in a moment. Don’t forget]
‘ the name ‘ CAMP." -

R. Paieyson and Soms, Coffee Specialists, Glasgoth

93 Months’ Experience with OXYDONOR

Mr. Peter England, of Chatham, N.B.,
writes on May 22nd, 1909 :— y

1 had indigestion or heartburn ; my feet
were always cold except when asleep; I
would have to get up three or four times in
the night. I could not work nor walk fast ;
often I bave had to stog until I would get
relief. The doctors told me a year ago last
April that it was the heart, and to be very
careful. I had taken lots of medicine, and
was worse two months ago than when I took
the trouble in April, 1908. Now I have no
heartburn or indigestion, and mg feet are a
natural warmth, I sleep from 10.30 to 5 30,
a good refreshiug sleep. I can work or walk
around smartly. I havehadbut slight attacks
two or three times in two months, and that ;
was my own fault, for I over-exerted.”

OXYDONOR is the wonderful little instrument invented by Dr. Hercules
Sanche, which makes you master of disease. You can get well as easily as

ou can get sick—while you sleep.

OXYDONOR causes the body to absorb Oxygen freely from the air,
through the skin and tissues. Once permeated with Oxygen, the system is
so invigorated that it spontaneously throws off discase, and regains perfect
health.

Write at once for Free Booklet about OxypoNOR and its wonderful cures.

DR. H. SANCHE & C0., 856 St. Catherine Street, W., MONTREAL

Copyright 1907 by Dr. Hercules Sanche
All righte reserved.
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