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POOR OLD YEAR
When this paper reaches most of you, 

the Old Year will be tottering on his legs 
and by the time another week has rushed 
around, he will be dead and buried 
for ever and ever.

I always feel sorry for the poor Old 
Year that he can’t stay nround a bit 
and.see the fun. For life is such good 
fun. I don’t -care how hard up we are 
or how hard worked, life is one big funny, 
as the Chinese boy said of Hallowe’en.

I never can be quite sure which I loved 
best as a child, the cold crisp winters or 
the lovely lazy summers, but 1 rather 
think both.

I liked to go out early in the spring 
and sit down on the sunny side of a hill 
to snare gophers It wasn’t such bad 
sport just to go for the cows on a summer 
evening and it was great to drive home 
at harvest time in the moonshine ind 
dream dreams of what we would be when 
we grew up.

Looking back on those dear old, queer 
old times today, the thing that J am 
gladdest for of all is that we lived on a far.n 
instead of in a town or city.

DIXIE PATTON

THE LOST PRINCESS
Once upon a time there lived a king 

who had married for his wife the most 
beautiful and good princess in all the 
world. The king and queen loved each 
other very much, and they loved their 
little son and daughter, too. ' Their son 
was a little boy of three years, and his 
sister was a wee baby. She was the 
image of her mother, therefore the 
prettiest baby ever seen.

Now, not very far away from the king's 
palace lived an ugly and bad old witch. 
On the baby’s christening day the old 
witch was present and when she saw the 
beauty of the babe she grew jealous, for 
her own daughter was as ugly as herself.

So one day when the king and queen 
went out to a royal wedding, the old witch 
went to the castle and when the nurse 
went out to fetch the little prince, Alfred, 
in to tea, the wicked witch snatched up 
the little princess, Grace, and ran off 
Thinking that perhaps the king would 
discover his little daughter if she did not 
flee, she got on board a ship called “The 
Swallow” and sailed to a distant land, 
with her son, daughter and the little 
princess.

Day by day the little princess grew in 
tallness and beauty. The wicked old 
witch never gave her an hour’s schooling, 
but made her work hard. Of course, she 
never told Grace that she was not her 
own mother or that she was a princess. 
So at seventeen years of age Grace had 
to work like a slave, with poor food and 
thin clothes. The witch’s son and 
daughter knew she was far prettier than 
either of themselves, so they were very 
jealous They called her an ugly brute 
and such names, and the princess,- who 
had never had the chance to sec herself 
in a looking-glass, thought they despised 
her because she was uglier than they.

Now, the witch’s daughter was very 
gay and went to a great many balls and 
dances, and so dirtied many clothes. 
Poor Grace had to wash them all, which 
took her from five o’clock in the morning 
till ten at night every Monday. After 
that she was obliged to Weave or spin 
for two hours, and get up at four o’clock 
(thus affording her only four hours sleep) 
and drive a herd of goats lo their pasture 
on a hill; and during the day-time, while 
she watched the goats, she was command
ed to weave cloth.

In this part of the land lived a fairy 
called the “Comforting Fairy,” because 
she was a comfort and blessing to all in 
need. Finding that the poor princess 
needed comfort, she at once came to her 
as she sat in the field, and watched that 
no bad elves stole her cloth whilst she 
drove the goats down to the stream.

This fairy could not work wonders 
and such, but she was very clever. She 
found out Gracè’s history, told her she 
was a princess and that her name was 
Grace and bade her remember it as it 
might prove useful some time. The 
princess was very good and did not 
complain to the fairy about her food. 
But the fairy saw she Was thinly clothed, 
so she made her a warm cape that she 
would not take cold and be ill. But 
fearing the witch might steal it, Bluebell 
fthe fa took it every night and hid it

in a tree with an owl to be on the watch 
for thieves.

Now, the witch’s son was very crafty, 
so (not knowing that Grace had a brother) 
he thought it would be wise to marry the 
princess, so that when her father died 
he would come and claim the throne. 
So one Wednesday morning, as Grace 
sat spinning, the witch’s ugly son came 
up to her and told her what he wanted. 
But Grace steadily refused. First the 
wicked man asked her, then tried to urge 
her, and then threatened her life. But 
the princess replied 'every time, “I will 
not marry you."

“ Won't you, you’ll see to-night if you 
won't," and shaking his fist angrily at 
her. he went away.

Then the princess hurst into tears and 
sobbed, “ What shall l do? Oh, what 
shall I do?”

Just then a knight in armor rode by 
and seeing her in tears, he left his horse 
with one of his servants and came to ask 
what was wrong.

lie said to her, “Fair lady, why do you 
weep?”

The poor princess could only soh, but 
by and by she quieted down and told 
her tale.

“Fair lady,” said the knight, “yonder 
stands my horse. Make haste, come with 
me and I will take you to a place of 
safety!”

Grace needed no second bidding, for 
in a moment she had sprung to the saddle, 
with the knight in front of her, and was 
riding swiftly away.

“ What is thy name, fair lady?” asked 
the knight, when they came out of a 
wood through which they had been 
riding.

“A fairy told me my name was Grace 
and that I was a princess, whom the old 
witch stole while I was still a baby,” 
answered Grace.

The knight gave a cry of joy. “I,” 
«aid he, “am Alfred, thy brother. You 
are she for whom I have been searching 
these four years. I assured my. father 
I would not come home till I found you; 
hut now let us hasten on together lest the 
witch should discover us!"

After a long, toilsome journey, during 
which Grace was ailing, they reached the 
palace of Grace’s babyhood.

The. king and queen, who had heard 
thçv were coming, were ready at the gate, 
and embraced Grace with tender affection; 
crying and weeping for joy they led her 
into the palace, where they all lived 
happv ever after.

ELSIE XVERILL,
Clanwilliam, Man. Age 14.

LOUISE, THE CHILD OF THE RHINE
By the river Rhine, in Germany, there 

once lived a child called Louise, who 
lived with her parents. Not far from the 
river stood the house. It was large, 
roomy and built of brick, for Louise’s 
father, David, was very rich, as he owned 
large vinyards. Louise was very happy, 
for she loved her parents.

Soon, however, her father lost all his 
wealth. At last he decided to sail to 
America, which was reported lo he a 
wonderful country. He travelled to a 
seaport and went on hoard a huge steamer. 
Louise and her mother went, too. One 
bright day they started for America. 
Louise was sick for a time, hut she soon 
got well. Her father called it sea
sickness. Louise liked the ship and 
enjoyed the trip. She saw many ice
bergs and boats. At New York they 
landed and after a tiresome trip by 
rail they got to their homestead. While 
Louise’s father was building their eabior 
which was of logs, they had to sleep in 
the wagon, covered by blankets. When 
it was finished there was a great difference 
between their past and present home. 
It was a large, one-storied house, con
sisting of hut one room. It was riot far 
from town. Next a barn was built. 
It was like the house. Louise and her 
father killed a hear and kept its lovely 
black skin.

I will not tell you of all Louise's dif
ficulties, but let it suffice to say that 
Louise is very wealthy and lives in 
New York. She still has the bear skin.

DOUGLAS I) AH VILLE 
Alvinston, Ont., age 12.

SUFFICIENT IN THEMSELVES
Great thoughts, like great deeds, need 

no trumpet —Bailey.
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We made our goods good, our users made them 
famous. We manufacture what our customers say 
to be the best Kerosene and Gasoline Engines. Wind 
Mills, Feed Grinders, Saws. Pumps, Scales, Tanks,
Water Basins. Stanchions, Well Drills and Pressure 
Tanks, and w-s believe they know.

Make Your Cow as Comfortable 
as You Like to be Yourself
Stand her in the O. W. E. At P. Co.'s Stanchions Permit her 
free action of the head when she eats, perfect comfort when 
she sleeps, and yet keep her in place

Water her in O. W. E. & P. Co.'s Basini.. Automatically 
keep fresh and pure water before her, and be sure of her 
health. The Individual Batin is the only sure method of 
preventing the spread of disease.

Get our catalog showing complete stable equipments. We 
also have engine catalogs and other suitable literature that is' 
yours for the asking. Write to-day.

Ontario Wind Engine & Pump Co. Limited
HEAD OFFICE

Branch Hou«n:
WINNIPEG, MON- 
TRKAL, CALGARY

TORONTO

ADVERTISING la the foundation of all successful enterprises. If Tour advertisement 
appeared In these pnges It would he read by over *2,000 prospective buyers. I atronlse 
our advertiwere—advertino youmclf—and w« will all be lueceaaful.

Low
Rates
East

By way of

Minneapolis~~St. Paul ^Chicago
Tdl year local agent to roots your ticket eie

® Northern Pacific Ry »
fsaau 6S*g Cor Sen*» mtk Its «0 Batmd AMP

The line operating two trains daily—morning and evening service— 
between Winnipeg and Minneapolii-St. Paul. Passengers from west 
of Winnipeg are assured of convenient connection to points South and 
East You're gn right track when you take the N. P.

"N. P. Limited"
Fast Over-Night Train

U. Winnipeg...............5:15 pm
At. Minneapolis...........8 :05 a m
At. St. Paul ...............830am

"Manitoba Limited"
Fast De Luxe Day Traie

Lv. Winnipeg  .......... 7 30 a as
At. Minneapolis........10:10 pm
As. St. Paul..............1035 p m

m uuumui

Observation Cars, Coaches, 
Dining Cars. Night train has 
barber and bath.
Write today telling me where 
you want to go.

r. c HAKTVBTT. Gsssral Agmt

268 Portage Avenue
wvnarm, mam.

Excunton RaUi to 
Eaetern Canada, 
many points In the 
States, and In con
nection with Trane- 
Atlantic tickets.

Agency for aU 
Ocean Steamthlp 

Unes.


