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: : Som

ething to
 interest the 

-
There 

w
as 

no 
doubt 

of it; M
r. 

H
unter had lost the "field." 

H
e had 

searched for his com
panion fox hunt- 

ers
 long 

but 
vainly, 

and now
, says 

London Answ
ers, 

he 
w

as 
reduced to 

asking 
the 

aid 
of 

a 
chubby little

 
lad of 

3, 
w

hom 
he m

et in la 
lane. 

"H
allo, 

Johnny! 
W

hich 
w

ay 
did 

the hounds go!" he queried.
"Johnny” 

sucked a 
finger, 

and 
dropped his gaze.*

“C
om

e,” coaxed M
r. H

unter, “don't 
be afraid; 

here's 
a 

penny for 
you. 

N
ow

, 
tell 

m
e, 

w
hat 

w
ay 

did the
 

hounds go!"
The youngster 

took 
the coin, and 

then fell 
upon all fours and “bow

-

The G
erm

an historian. Prof. Theo- 
dor 

M
om

m
sen, 

w
as 

noted 
for 

the 
facility w

ith w
hich he acquired lan- 

guages. 
The 

tongues 
of 

m
odern 

Europe 
as w

ell 
as the classics w

ere 
to him not studies, out the fam

iliar 
tools of his daily w

ork. 
An Am

erican reporter w
ho w

as
 in- 

tervilew
ing him a 

few years ago
 ask- 

.ed to have 
a 

certain reference put 
iatio 

English, 
as 

he 
did not read 

G
erm

an w
ell.

“N
ot read G

erm
an w

ell f 
And you 

a journalist
 I” exclaim

ed the savant. 
"I 

do 
not 

see 
how it is 

possible. 
Young m

an, 
G

erm
an is 

one of the 
four necessities for a 

student. 
The 

other three are English, French and 
Italian. 

W
ithout 

them 
you 

can
 

never know the tendency of m
odern 

thought. If you 
have them not, do 

not rest until you have learned
 them

W
A

T
O

H PR
E

SE
N

T
A

T
IO

N
.

D
efinite arrang.m

ents have been at 
last reached w

ith the judges of 
the 

C
hristm

as Story C
om

petition for the
 

presentation of the w
atch to M

aggie 
Braddon.

The w
atch w

ill 
be aw

arded to the 
little 

w
inner 

on 
W

ednesday 
after- 

noon of 
next 

w
eek, 

at M
cKeough 

s
c

h
o

o
l

.
I

AN
G

EL BLO
O

D
.

A sm
all boy and his little

 sister had 
been guilty of an act of disobedience 
and they expected severe punishm

ent. 
Their m

other, m
uch to their surprise, 

gave them only 
a Kindly lecture. The 

boy w
as heard afterw

ard to exclaim
 

to his sister: 
"Kitty, I do 

believe 
m

other has angel blood in her, don't
1

“
T
h

w
ow

ed."
“D

at 
w

ay,” 
he 

said, shyly.
you!‘

T
H

E PR
E

SE
N

T C
O

M
PE

T
IT

IO
N

I

W
O

R
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U
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Little R

oy Lew
is w

ent to visit his 11
 

: 
D

ELIG
H

TED PEK
IN 

±
Your 

Favorite 
Book 

and 
W

hy is 
the subject for the essay com

petition 
for this 

m
onth. 

The 
continued 

in- 
terest of the

 pupils of the M
cKeough, 

C
entral and Separate 

schools of the 
city, and also the pupils of the m

any 
schools 

of 
the 

C
ounty, 

w
ould 

be 
greatly 

appreciated 
by 

The 
Planet 

Junior.
The 

sam
e 

rules 
as have governed 

the com
petitions throughout w

ill be 
in force. 

All essays m
ust 

be in by 
the 29th of 

the 
m

onth.
A handsom

e prize w
ill 

be aw
arded 

to the w
inner, and com

petent judges

grandfather in 
the country. 

G
oing 

into the 
hen-house the day after his

.1
8

arrival, he noticed 
a num

ber of fea- 
thers scattered 

about.
“G

randpa,” hé said that evening at 
the supper 

table, “you ought to do 
som

ething for those poor hens. 
They 

are all w
earing out.”

R
U

B
B

E
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H
undreds 

of 
pig-tailed 

boys 
in 

Pekin, C
hina, opened 

their little al- 
m

ond 
eyes as w

ide 
as they 

could 
get 

them w
ith 

w
onder 

and delight 
as 

they 
sa w 

a 
long procession of 

carts and jinrikishas (a tw
o-w

heeled 
vehicle draw

n by 
m

en), w
ending its 

w
ay tow

ard the Sum
m

er Palace G
ar-

SHO
RT vs. LO

NG

M
y m

other took m
y sister and m

e
H

ow long should the stroke be in
 

skating
 1 

O
ld-t m

ers
—those 

w
ho 

learned to skate 40 or 50 years ago- 
w

ill say that the stroke w
hich they 

used 
w

as m
uch 

longer 
than that 

w
hich 

is com
m

on to-day, 
and that 

they used to travel faster. 
The first 

part of the statem
ent 

is true, but 
the 

second is not. 
The explanation 

is interesting.
O

n the old rocker skates the skat- 
er m

ade a 
long curve, beginning on

 
the outer 

edge, 
gradually 

turning
 

and finishing on the inner edge of 
the blade. “Turkey” Sm

ith, the fam
- 

ous English 
cham

pion 
of 

old 
days, 

covered 
12 to 

18 yards at a 
stroke 

in that style._
 

The thin, 
keen, flat 

club type of 
skates 

changed all 
that. 

All the 
stroke in racing is now on the inner 
edge. 

M
r. 

J. 
F. 

D
onoghue, 

one of 
the greatest of all skaters, used only 
a 

six-yard stride in the cham
pion- 

ship races of 1891, and M
r. Eden, w

ho 
w

on at St. Petersburg in 1896, w
ent 

but 
seven 

and 
a 

half yards at a
 

stride. 
,

M
r. D

onoghue, w
hose short, quick 

strokes 
w

ere 
w

onderful 
to 

w
atch, 

still holds the record for the fastest 
m

ile and the fastest half m
ile ever 

skated. 
In 

1887, at 
N

ew
burgh, 

on 
the H

udson, he skated a m
ile before 

the w
ind in 

2 
m

inutes, 
12 6-10 sec- 

onds. 
Six years dater, he travelled a 

hundred m
iles near Stam

ford, C
onn., 

in 
7 

hours, 
11 m

inutes, 
38 1-5 sec- 

onds. 
N

one 
of 

the 
old-tim

e, 
long- 

stroke skaters ever m
ade such speed 

as that. 
(

D
O 

N
O

T 
W

ISH 
LABO

R 
TO BE 

IN
VAIN

.
W

illiam
 M

orris 
once heard one of 

his poem
s 

read 
by 

a fam
ous 

elocu- 
tionist, says W

. H
. Yeats, the Irish

 
poet. 

The reader 
w

as carefully 
ob- 

literating all the original rhythm in 
order to give w

hat he conceived to be 
the proper expression.

> 
M

r. M
orris sat in 

uneasy silence 
for som

e 
m

om
ents, but at 

last 
he 

could stand it no longer.
“Young 

m
an,” 

he 
exclaim

ed, 
"it 

cost 
m

e 
a great deal of trouble to 

put 
that 

into 
verse! I 

w
ish you 

w
ould read it as

 it
 is w

ritten,"

to the circus.
“O

h, m
am

m
a,” she said as w

e stop- 
ped  to look 

at the 
elephants, "are 

they rubber all over ?" 
I • dens, 

headed 
by 

a 
num

ber of ele- 
I 

phants, 
a 

short 
tim

e 
ago. 

D
espite

P2

the fact that 
troops w

ere stationed 
all along the w

ay to preserve order, 
the 

elephants 
w

ere 
nearly 

m
obbed 

by the people on the streets, for, al- 
though 

elephants 
w

ere 
som

e 
years 

ago a part of every state procession, 
the com

m
on people w

ere barred out 
and 

curtained 
from 

any 
sight 

of 
them

.
W

hen 
the 

cavalcade 
reached 

the 
gardens, 

the little 
chaps in 

their 
quaint, 

loose 
trousers 

and 
flow

ing 
coats, w

ere m
ore surprised than ever 

to see a 
huge tent erected, for these 

little children of 
the far east had

 
never even heard of a circus before. 
That 

w
as w

hat 
the excitem

ent w
as 

all about. 
Pekin w

as at last to see 
a real circus. 

It 
had 

com
e 

from
 

Shanghai w
ith its saw

dust ring, tiers 
of plank 

seats, 
trained horses, baby 

elephants, 
clow

ns, 
acrobats, 

bare- 
back riders, peanuts and pink lem

on- 
ade

—everything 
that 

the 
m

ost 
ex- 

acting 
sm

all 
Am

erican 
boy 

could 
w

ish, in the "greatest show
 on earth" 

that com
es to this tow

n every sum
- 

m
er.

( 
Three perform

ances w
ere given for 

the exclusive pleasure of the Em
press 

D
ow

ager, the Em
peror Kw

ang H
su, 

Em
press 

Yeholana 
and their court 

circle, all of 
w

hom enjoyed it im
- 

m
ensely, and did not 

m
iss one m

in- 
ute of the "show

," from the.opening 
pageant to the regular concert "im

- 
m

ediately 
follow

ing 
the 

ring 
per- 

form
ance."

The 
Em

press 
D

ow
ager 

and 
her 

suite 
cam

e 
across 

the 
lake in the

 
palace 

gardens, In 
her yellow

-our- 
tained yacht, to 

each 
perform

ance. 
Seated in 

a foreign, upholstered arm
- 

chair, 
under 

a 
yellow 

canopy, she 
w

atched all the attractions w
ith the 

greatest 
interest. 

She 
laughed 

heartily 
at 

the 
tw

o little 
H

indoo 
dw

arfs 
w

ho 
frolicked 

about 
in

 
H

um
pty-D

um
pty clow

n costum
es

 and 
w

as pleased w
ith 

the trained horses 
and 

dogs. 
She 

used 
gold 

opera 
glasses 

to 
w

atch 
the 

trapeze per- 
form

ers, and sm
oked cigarettes dur, 

i
n
g 
t
h
e 
w
h
o
l
e 
e
n
t
e
r
t
a
i
n
m
e
n
t
.

it
H

AR
D TO R

EM
EM

BER
. 

I 

A pair of tw
ins, Kathryne and C

ar- 
olyne, w

ere so m
uch alike they could 

scarcely be told apart even by their 
parents. 

O
nce w

hen they w
ere little

 
tots, C

arolyne 
hurt herself and sat 

crying behind 
the door. 

H
er grand- 

m
a heard her and said, "W

ho is it
 I 

C
arolyne or Kathryne ?"
A 

sm
all, 

w
eak 

voice answ
ered, 

"I 
don't know

. 
I'se forgot.” 

:

are 
being 

arranged 
for.

i1
i

N
O

W IN H
A

N
D

S

w
et
. -

The essays for the January com
pe- 

tition have 
been placed in the hands 

of 
the 

judges for exam
ination, 

and 
the result w

ill, no doubt, be announc- 
ed w

ithin 
a short tim

e.
The 

judges 
w

ho 
have given their 

consent to act are D
r. J. H

. D
uncan 

and H
arry C

ollins, com
m

ercial m
aster 

of the C
ollegiate Institute.

a
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A 
certain 

N
ew 

England 
w

om
an 

w
ho claim

s descent from a long line 
of still and 

aristocratic 
ancestors is 

constantly troubled by the fear that 
she m

ay 
do som

ething unw
orthy of 

the ideals w
hich they established and 

the 
standard 

w
hich 

she 
endeavors 

to m
aintain for herself.

O
ne w

arm sum
m

er evening she w
as 

overpersuaded 
by 

a 
young 

cousin 
from 

N
ew York 

to 
take a 

stroll 
along the street 

w
ithout 

any fixed 
destination, lured 

on 
by the charm

 
of the flooding m

oonlight.
“W

hat 
a 

beautiful night!" 
cried 

the girl. “But, 
O

h, 
C

ousin 
H

ester, 
you're not 

half enjoying it w
ith a

 
hat 

on 
and 

gloves
 I 

D
o 

take off 
your 

gloves
 !”

“M
y dear,” said M

iss H
ester, firm

- 
ly, "I 

should 
not think of üit. 

You 
are young, and 

you do not consider 
results and consequences. If one be- 
gins to let oneself go there is no end 
to it. 

Since w
e 

started I 
have felt 

that m
y com

ing w
ithout 

a veil w
as 

perhaps a 
m

istake. I can only hope 
that 

none of 
m

y father's and m
o- 

ther's friends w
ill 

hear 
of it." 

M
en soon 

forget the pretty com
- 

plim
ents paid them by w

om
en 

1
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1

In 
Panam

a, 
under 

the 
C

olom
bian 

reg m
3, 

one could 
get 

up a
 “revolu- 

tion” alm
ost 

at 
a 

m
om

ent's notice. 
Such 

slight 
m

atters, 
says 

the N
ew

 
York Tim

es- scarcely interrupted the 
routine of business.

O
ne 

day 
a 

num
ber 

of 
Am

erican 
travellers had 

taken their 
seats at 

breakfast 
w

hen 
they 

w
ere startled 

by 
loud 

shouts in the street. 
They 

hastened to the w
indow

, and sa
 w la 

crow
d 

of 
m

en in 
greasy, 

ragged 
clothes, 

rushing 
along, 

brandishing 
m

a
 ch

 etes.
“W

hat 
is the trouble?” 

one 
of 

them 
asked their 

C
olom

bian 
host. 

“W
hy,” he 

said, 
apologetically, “I 

am 
afraid it 

is 
a 

revolution.” 
The travellers began to be excited, 

but w
ere calm

ed 
by the sw

eet voice 
o
f 

the 
hostess 

addressing 
her 

hus- 
band 

in ordinary 
tones:

“D
id I 

put 
enough 

sugar in your 
coffee, G

abriel?”

t
h

7
th

TH
E PLA

N
ET JU

N
IO

R, SA
TU

RD
A

Y FEB
. 27, 1904.

from B
urleigh's m

other.
N

ext m
orning B

obby w
ent out for 

a rom
p in the snow w

ith his sled, but 
soon returned, 

follow
ed 

closely by 
Burleigh. 

Their 
eyes 

w
ere shining 

and 
dancing 

w
ith joy. “Santa did 

com
e back this w

ay,” gasped Bobby, 
excitedly. “And w

e just love him
,” 

choruses their happy voices together.
PH

YLLIS EBER
TS,

tiful city 
he saw

, in the distance. 
O

n arriving 
he saw

, that the w
alls 

w
ere m

ade 
of beautiful 

jew
els in 

tw
elve tiers. 

O
n presenting his tick- 

et at the gate he w
as given adm

it- 
tance. 

H
e w

andered all around look- 
ing at the beautiful sights. 

The
 pave- 

m
ents w

ere 
m

ade of solid gold. 
O

n 
all sides w

ere beautiful m
ansions of 

cedar 
and 

ebony. 
H

e w
alked 

along 
until he stopped astounded before 

a
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W
A

G
G

IN
G Fall

beautiful tem
ple. 

O
n asking w

hat it 
w

as he w
as told it w

as Solom
on's tem

- 
ple, w

hich 
Solom

on had built from
 

his old plans of the tem
ple in Pales- 

tine. 
After a 

w
hile 

C
y. cam

e to 
a 

long, 
deep 

tunnel, 
guarded by tw

o 
flam

ing 
dragons. 

O
n 

asking 
w

hat 
the tunnel w

as he w
as answ

ered that 
it w

as 
the entrance to H

ell. 
"But 

w
hy,” said C

y, "do you have it so the 
victim

s have to pass through hea
 ven?" 

"W
hy, so as to show them w

hat they 
are m

issing,” 
C

y. m
arched to

 the gate 
and presenting his ticket, w

alked 
in. 

H
ere he saw great furnaces w

ith im
ps 

throw
ing in bound but living w

retch- 
es. 

The 
im

ps w
ere terrible to look

W
ritten for The Planet Junior 

by Phyllis Eberts, 
C

hatham
, 

and A
w

arded H
onorable 

M
ention by The 

J
u
d
g
e
s
.

W
ritten for The Planet Junior 

by C
layton LaM

arsh, W
heatley 

and
 A

w
arded H

onorable 
M

ention
 by the

Judges.
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A gentlem

an
w

as w
alking, w

ith his
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youngest son, at the close
 of the day, 

and in passing the cottage of ‘a G
er- 

m
an laborer the boy's attention w

as
It 

w
as 

the day before C
hristm

as. 
It w

as 
a bright clear day, and the 

sun w
as shining brightly. 

C
yrus

“Bobby,” said M
rs. M

urray, 
as she

opened the 
oven door, letting out 

a 
delicious sm

ell of turkey, “You 
are 

driving m
e crazy w

ith the noise of 
that horn. 

W
hy don't you take your 

new sled out on the law
n and play.” 

Bobby 
seem

ed 
to 

take very w
ell to 

this idea 
and after his m

other 
had 

dressed bim w
arm

ly he proudly drag- 
ged 

his 
sled 

dow
n the front 

steps. 
H

alf 
an hour afterw

ards he cam
e 

in very quietly and stood for 
a 

m
o- 

m
ent w

atching his m
other arranging 

som
e bright 

flow
ers for the dinner 

table, “W
hy, w

hat 
is the 

m
atter, 

dear,” asked M
rs. M

urray, as glancing 
at her quiet son she w

as surprised to
 

see the sm
all face very sober and sor- 

row
ful.

“M
am

m
a,” 

began 
Bobby, 

"I 
just 

think Santa C
laus is

 real m
ean, not to

 
m

e, of course,” he added, as he saw his 
m

other's eyes open w
ide. “but he cam

e 
right 

here 
and gave m

e all I 
asked 

for, and he never even put 
a piece of 

candy in 
Burleigh C

ollin's stocking. 
I told Burl to com

e over and ride on 
m

y sled, 
and w

hen he cam
e I 

told 
him

 all about m
y horn and skates and 

knife 
and 

all 
the nuts 

and 
candy. 

Then I 
asked w

hat Santa brought 
him 

and 
he 

said Santa forgot 
his 

house. 
And then Burl cried and so 

did I. 
Burl 

said 
his m

am
m

a cried 
to, w

hen—‘But 
here tender hearted 

voice 
choked 

up, 
and M

rs. M
urray 

softly 
w

iped 
the 

tears 
from 

his 
cheeks.

“N
ow

, 
Bobby,” she said, 

“I'll tell 
you w

hat 
to 

do. 
You go 

and tell 
Burl that Santa w

as so hurried last 
night that he had to m

iss som
e houses, 

but 
he w

ill com
e back this w

ay to- 
night and visit all the little stockings 
that 

he m
issed.” 

Bobby's eyes w
ere

attracted to the dog. It w
as only‘a 

com
m

on 
our, 

but 
the 

boy took ha 
fancy to him

, 
and asked his parent 

to 
buy the 

anim
al for him

. 
Just 

then 
the 

ow
ner of the dog 

cam
e hom

e 
and 

w
as dem

onstrative- 
ly 

m
et 

by 
the 

dog. 
The gentlem

an 
sa

 id to the 
ow

ner
 :

“M
y little boy 

has taken a fancy, 
to your 

dog, 
and I 

should like (te 
buy 

him
. 

W
hat 

do 
you ask for 

him
 ?

 ”
"I 

can't 
sell 

dat 
dog,” 

said the
 

G
erm

an.
“Look 

here,” 
said 

the 
gentlem

an, 
“that is 

a 
poor dog, but, as m

y boy 
w

ants him
, I 

w
ill give you ta 

isov- 
ereign

 for him
.”

“Yaas,” said the G
erm

an, "I know
s 

he is verry poor dog, and not m
ort 

m
uch; but der ish 

van leetle ding 
m

it dat dog I 
can't sell—I can't sell 

de vag of his tail ven
 (I com

es hom
e 

at night.” 
27

W
H

EN 
TH

E VO
YAG

E EN
D

S I
. 

Tw
o ships, w

hich for 
a tim

e
 

Beside each 
other lay, 

erecits

H
arding and his father's w

ard, Tom
 

R
odney, w

ere 
playing w

ith 
a 

num
- 

ber of other boys, w
ho called them

- 
selves The G

ang. 
This body had been- 

organized about 
a year before. 

C
y. 

w
as captain and Tom w

as lieutenant.

upon, having horns, hoofs and 
barb- 

ed tail. 
W

ander ng on he saw m
en 

and w
om

en, though few
er, of the lat- 

ter, playing 
on red hot pianos, som

e 
on 

organs 
and 

m
any other instru- 

W
hile they w

ere 
thus playing they 

m
ents. 

H
e w

as glad to get out 
of 

heard 
a 

m
erry jingle of sleigh-bells a this beastly 

hole into 
the glorious 

and on looking up they saw 
a run- 

sunlight of 
heaven. 

W
 hen going out 

aw
ay team 

com
e 

dashing 
dow

n the 
the gates of heaven he saw St. Peter 

road. 
C

y. w
ho w

as closest jum
ped in 

w
ith 

a 
great 

register 
before 

him
. 

front of the m
addened pair, clutched 

H
e fell off of a high cliff he cam

e to
 

the bridle 
chains and stopped 

the 
and

—he sat 
up in bed, rubbing 

his 
horses. It w

as 
a 

w
onder that the 

eyes and said, "O
b! is it all 

a dream
, 

vehicle w
as not overturned. If that 

Soon Tom cam
e in and said, "O

h, C
y.! 

had happened it w
ould have been cer- 

it w
as just 

beautiful. 
You 

should 
tain death for the occupants (a boy 

have 
been 

there. 
Look 

here," 
and 

and 
a 

girl) of the cutter, 
(. 

w
ith that he unfolded a 

large parcel 
Although C

y 
had stopped the team 

he carried in this arm
s. 

U
niform

s for 
it w

as at the expense of 
a broken 

the 
G

ang. 
There 

they w
ere, bright 

leg for 
him

self. 
As 

he w
as carried 

red 
coats, 

blue 
pants, w

ith a w
hite 

into 
the 

house 
he m

urm
ured, "Are 

stripe dow
n 

the 
side, helm

ets and 
the 

kids all right.” 
O

n being told 
forage caps, 

w
ith 

tw
o 

sw
ords and 

that they w
ere, he gave 

a deep sigh 
tw

enty sm
all rifles. 

The secret of all 
of content. 

Tom
 soon cam

e in and 
this w

as that C
y. and Tom had often 

after getting ready for the concert 
begged C

y's father to buy them uni- 
at the church that night. 

The gang 
form

s. 
M

r. 
H

arding 
being a 

rich 
w

ere to have taken a large part in 
m

an 
bought 

them 
as 

a 
C

hristm
as 

the doings 
and now 

C
y. 

w
ould not 

present for 
the 

boys. I cannot tell 
be at his usual place at the head of 

you how quickly C
y got w

ell and w
hat 

his band. 
As soon as Tom w

as gone 
jolly tim

es the band had w
ith their 

C
y. fell into 

a 
deep sleep. 

H
e 

uniform
s 

and Titles., 
dream

ed that he w
as one of a great 

C
LAYTO

N LA M
AR

SH
, 

attendance of 
angels clim

bing up 
a 

Aged 12. 
G

rade 5th C
lass...

a 
long road, carrying 

a little fat Santa 
W

heatley Public School (U
. S. 

S. 
C

laus in 
a 

sedan chair. 
N

o. 4, R
om

ney), W
. C

. D
ainty, Prn. 

At last 
they cam

e to the end of 
their journey ojurney, w

hich w
as 

a 
large 

open plain 
on w

hich grew 
a 

sm
all 

grove of 
C

hristm
as 

trees. In
 

the distance w
as a beautiful city. The 

trees w
ere 

gorgeous w
ith beautiful 

presents. 
There 

w
ere 

thousands of 
beautiful candles flam

ing and throw
- 

ing out 
a 

beautiful light. 
Santa 

took the 
presents off the trees, and 

giving the parcels to the angels, they 
trooped off tw

o at 
a 

tim
e. 

At last

At 
anchor 

in 
a 

foreign clim
e. 

Together sailed 
one 

day. 
A w

hile, 
across the m

ain 
The self-sam

e course they took. 
U

ntil 
a 

m
ighty 

hurricane
The seas w

ith fury shook.
Then, by 

the tem
pest tossed, 

W
hen it 

had overblow
n..

 
Each captain 

m
ourned 

his consort 
{

 lost.
In 

ocean 
depths gone dow

n.
Both 

vessels 
onw

ard sailed
Tow

ards England's southern shore, aan
 

But neither all the voyage hailed.| 
O

r saw its fellow m
ore.

"D
O

N’T W
O

R
R

Y.”
D

on't w
orry! 

In the tangled skein 
O

f life 
a w

orrying thought 
But com

plicates the kind of pain 
And tightens 

up 
each knot. 

M
ake W

ill the m
aster of your m

ood
; 

Through anxious fear and doubt. 
N

o peace, 
no pleasure and no good 

a  - .. 
W

as ever 
brought about. 

Sanata called out, "The G
ang, W

heat- 
ley 

,O
nt." 

C
y. 

stepped forw
ard 

and 
D

on't w
orry! 

D
o the best you can, 

took 
the 

parcel. 
Sw

iftly 
he 

flew 
And let 

H
ope conquer care,i 

through 
the 

air, 
dodged 

dow
n 

the 
N

o m
ore is asked of any m

an 
chim

ney 
and 

placed 
the 

present 
on 

Than he 
has strength to bear. 

the tree. 
H

e jum
ped up the chim

ney 
The back is fitted for the load; 

and w
as off im

m
ediately. 

W
hen 

The 
Your burdens all w

ere planned; 
got back there w

as only one present 
And if you sing along the road

on the trees rem
aining. 

Taking it in 
Kind Fate w

ill lend 
a hand, 

his 
hand, Santa C

laus m
ade 

a 
deep

D
on't w

orry! 
Fortune 

is 
a dam

e 
You 

have 
to 

w
oo w

ith 
sm

iles, 
W

hate'er her 
m

ood 
you 

m
ust 

not 
1 blam

e
N

or criticise her w
iles.

Trust G
od in shadow and in sun. 

And luck w
ill com

e your w
ay. 

But never since O
ld Tim

e begun 
H

as w
orry w

on the day.
—Youth's C

om
panion.

At length, in thickest night. 
O

ne entered Plym
outh Sound ; 

And lo! 
w

hen broke 
the m

orning 
bright.

They side by side w
ere found.

s
i
l
t
 
(
.

shining, 
but 

not w
ith 

tears, 
as 

he 
H

ow m
any 

on life's seas 
w

ent out to tell Burl that good new
s. 

In peace 
and am

ity 
It happened that M

r. M
urray ow

n- 
Sailing together in the breeze, 

ed 
a 

big store dow
n tow

n w
hich all 

In storm
s part com

pany
 ?

Tot 
4

the little boys and girls called “Santa 
... 

. 
A i

 ...
C

laus' 
Store,” 

at 
C

hristm
as 

tim
e. 

But w
hen 

the voyage ends, 
a 

Bobby's m
other told M

r. M
urray all 

, And storins and gloom are
 past. 

2. 
about 

the 
forgotten stocking. 

So 
Long sundered yet still loving friends 

w
hen it 

w
as getting dark 

he 
w

ent 
Shall m

eet in port at last.
dow

n to the store, and soon cam
e back

w
ith som

e very m
ysterious parcels un- 

, n. tint 
A

T
T 

A
nn

der his arm
. 

H
e had just placed them 

A 
C

O
U

N
TR

Y
 

W
H

ER
E 

ALL, AR
E

safely 
behind 

a 
screen in the hall 

H
O

N
EST, 

w
hen 

the 
tea bell rang. 

H
e sm

iled 
—..

m
eaningly into M

rs. M
urray's eyes, 

Icelanders never think of 
locking 

and listened to Bobby's m
erry chat- 

up” at night, and yet only tw
o cases 

ter about the grand
 fun he had had all 

of thieving 
have 

occurred in m
any 

afternoon. 
years. 

O
ne w

as a
 poor m

an w
ith a

After the m
oon w

as up, and Bobby 
broken arm

, 
w

ho stole several sheep 
had been asleep half an hour or m

ore, 
to save his fam

ily from starving. The 
M

rs. 
M

urray 
w

rapped 
a 

big shaw
l 

punishm
ent m

eted 
out 

to him 
w

as 
around her, and taking up the

 parcels 
that food w

as provided, for his
 fam

ily, 
from behind the screen, she w

ent soft- 
he w

as 
placed under 

m
edical care 

ly out of the front door, accom
panied 

and w
ork 

w
as given 

him 
w

hen 
his 

by M
r. M

urray, w
ho carried a heavy 

arm
 had 

healed. 
The other case w

as 
basket. 

W
 hen 

they 
reached M

irs. 
of 

a foreigner w
ho stole 17

 sheep. The 
C

ollins' 
hum

ble little cottage, w
hich 

law dem
anded that he restore the

 val- 
w

as near 
by, M

rs. M
urray explained 

ue of thefts and then leave the coun- 
their 

m
ission to the w

idow
. 

And 
try or 

be executed. 
N

aturally, 
he 

they felt 
m

ore 
than rew

arded for 
left.

their troubles, 
w

hen they saw 
the 

---------•
 --------

lim
p, 

lonely little stocking 
hanging 

Laffan
—-I‘ve got 

a new conundrum
, 

from the table, just bulging and run- 
D

o you know w
hy I am like 

a m
ule 

ning over w
ith all that delights the 

w
ith 

a sore head
 I 

hearts of little boys,— and heard the 
G

rofat—N
o; 

I 
know you are, but 

trem
bling, 

tearful 
w

ords of thanks 
I don't know w

hy you are.

bow and said in a high squeaky voice, 
"Ladies 

and 
G

entlem
en, 

this 
parcel 

bears no nam
e, therefore I shall give 

it to the one w
ho has done the best 

deed to-day. It is a ticket w
hich w

ill 
open 

the 
gates of 

heaven 
and hell 

to the 
bearer. 

C
y, w

ith tw
o others, 

stepped forth. 
Pointing at one, Santa 

said, “Beg.in.” 
The 

angel 
said, "To- 

day I 
visited 

a 
sick child and gave 

it all the possessions I have. 
M

y how
 

happy it w
as w

hen it saw the beauti- 
ful C

hristm
as tree I had prepared." 

To the next Santa said, "N
ow

, w
hat 

have you done?" "I," said he, "brought 
about the 

m
arriage of 

a 
pair w

ho 
had been loving one another for five 
years, but could not m

arry for w
ant 

of m
oney. I 

secured a good position 
for the m

an. 
They w

ere m
arried last 

m
ight." 

"And," 
said 

Santa 
C

laus, 
looking at 

C
y. "W

hat have you done 
to-day, young m

an?" 
In 

a few w
ords 

C
y 

told 
his story. 

W
hen 

C
y. 

had 
finished 

he w
as alm

ost overw
helm

ed 
w

ith surprise 
and joy w

hen he 
saw

 
Santa 

hand 
him 

the 
package, 

and 
said, “Take it; you have earned it." 
C

y. Im
m

ediately set off for the beau.

it

A LO
ST O

PPO
R

TU
N

ITY
.

.1

G
randpa had 

been show
ing W

illiam
 

pictures and explaining to him about 
the veins 

and arteries and how the 
blood 

w
as 

circulated 
through 

the 
body and 

the little boy had 
been 

very m
uch interested.

A few days later 
a sm

aller brother 
w

as severely cut on the scalp. 
After, 

the flurry 
w

as 
over and 

the head 
nicely bandaged, W

illiam cam
e to his 

m
other and said: 

"M
am

m
a, did you 

look at the veins in brother's head !" 
"W

hy, no dear. 
I didn't."

"M
y
 ! w

hat 
a chance you m

issed,” 
said W

i
l

l
i

a
m

1
5
4

2 ico
uo

nt
.

Ba
r

D
e
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Ife

e2

1
no

m
s

1

or
oe

rc
et

“re
bi

t
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s
c

1
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t
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