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Miss Allard's Preset, 

Youth's Companion. 

“It comes to five dollars and sixty-nice 

cents, counting in the plugged quarter,” an. 

nounced Barney Welch, as he swept a pile of 

corn from the top of his desk into the box 

from which it had been emptied. The time 

was eight forty-five in the morning, and the 

scene was in the so called ‘ungraded room” 

of the Hamiltou school. This room was de- 

voted to the instruction of certain boys, of 

varying ages, who, from misfortune or fault, 

were outcasts from the regular grades. 

“That's a good bit of money for the ‘odds 

and ends,’ as they call us, to raise.” 

“I'm thinking it’s more than any other 

room puts into a present,” said Tom Phelan, 

complacently, ‘‘but then there's no other has 

got a teacher like ours.” 

“That's true for you!” said Barney. *‘She’s 

a good one. She's the only teacher that 

could ever stay in the room without sending 

some fellow up to the principal about once 

an hour. She's never sent one yet. She's 

got saud enough to be boss without any help. 

But she treats us right, and she can feel fora 

fellow when he’s down on his lack. When 

the cop brought me back last term, after I'd 

played hooky two days, she never threw it in 

my face once, but took hold to help me make 

up what I'd lost. She didut even ask me 

not to do it again, but you can chalk it right 

down I never will.” 

“The other day she says to me, ‘Barney,’ 

she says, “if you keep on, you'll soon be all 

right to go into the seventh grade.’ And I 

said, ‘If that is so, Miss Allard, I think I'll 

have to be letting up a bit.” But say, what 

are we going to get her with the money? 

Speak quick, now, for she'll be back here any 

mibute. 

“If you can’t think of anything,” he 

hurried on, in his anxiety to forestall other 

suggestions, *'I'd like to show you something 

that I've had my eye on. It's at Mrs. Cohen’s 

store on Fore street, and it’s marked seven 

dollars, but likely we can beat her down. 

You'l¥like it, snd so will the teacher. Whist! 

She's coming now! 

“‘Let’s all go round there at noon and take 

a look at it,” he added, in a hoarse whisper, 

as the boys scattered to their seats, and he 

thrust the box into his desk. 

At'noon the matter was easily settled. 

Just clap your eye on that!” exclaimed 

Barney, as he marshalled his mates in front 

of Mrs. Cohen’s windows, and the boys, after 

an admiring gaze, promptly ratified their 

leader's choice. [hen all filed 1nto the shop, 

and after considerable haggling, succeeded in 

making the purchase at their own terms. 

School would not close for the Christmas 

holidays until the pext day, but the boys 

could not wait. So it was in accordance with 

a carefully laid plan that one of the pupils of 

the ungraded room was absent from his place 

at the opening of school that afternoon. 

“*Where is Barney?’ asked Miss Allard. 

*‘Maybe he's playing hookey again,” sug- 

gested John Watts, with a giggle that proved 

highly contagious. 
“That will do!” said the teacher, sternly. 

iH : 
Fs 

3 

—~" But here Barney entered. 

“You are late, Baruey,” began Miss 

Allard; but she stopped abruptly as her eyes 

fell on something that he carried in his hand. 

“I am that,” he admitted, ‘‘but I have 

brought my excuse. Here it is, Miss Allard. 

It's a trifling Christmas present that the boys 

of your room are giving you. And it's a 

merry Christmas we wish you, and you may 

live to have a hundred of ‘em, and still be 

looking as fine ae you do today!” 
And with his best bow and un air of relief 

Barney handed his teacher a large bandbox. 

A murmur of applause greeted the per- 

formance, but it quickly subsided as the 
teacher opened the box. Then, as she re- 
moved the wrappings of tissue-paper and 

brought Mrs. Cohen's masterpiece to view, a 

grin of supreme delight spread over every 

boyish face. 
For one bad moment Mies Allard stood 

speechless, staring at the object before her, 
and in imagination picturing herself arrayed 

in a hat of red velvet, profusely decorated 
with pink roses, and with an extremely 

improbable white bird perched unsteadily on 

she brim. 
However, her presence of mind did not 

long desert her, and she made a little speech 

expressing her thanks for the good feeling 
shat had prompted the gift. But when she 
intimated that such a gorgeous hat would 

have to be kept for some special occasion, 

there was a decided protest from the boys. 
“We want you to wear it to school!” they 

cried; and one of them added, ‘It isn't too 

fine for you to wear every day!” 

And after that she could see no escape. 
—— 

Miss Allard wore a thick veil over her hat 

when she rode down town the next morning; 

but when she left the car for her short walk 

to the Hamilton school she removed the veil, 

and went bravely with the hat in full view. 

Turning a corner, she encountered a grey 

her. This was Doctor Bell, chairman of the 

School Committee and her family physician 

and friend. 
“Good gracious!” exclaimed the doctor. 

*Good morning, I mean,” he hastily cor- 

rected, trying to transfer his gaze from the 
top of her head to her fresh young face. 
At sight of the doctor's embarrassment 

[ Miss Allard quite lost her own, and she said 

cheerfully, “Do tell me how you like my hat. 

1 see that you are looking at it.” 
“Well,” he began slowly. 

“Tell me,” she interrupted in mock alarm, 

“18 it on straight?” 
“Well, I think so,” was the reply. *“‘But 

if you will excuse me for saying so, my dear, 
I wonder that it is on at all.” 

At that the girl laughed merrily, and then 
told with all appreciation the story of her 

Christmas present. 
“‘The boys meant well, of course,” said the 

doctor, laughing in turn as she concluded, 
“but, bless me, you can't wear that hat!” 
“Oh, but I am bound to wear it,” she said. 

*1 wouldn't for the world have them know 
that their gift was not acceptable. Those 
boys, who, I was told by the other teachers, 

would make life miserable, have done their 

best to please me. There isn’t a better class 
in the school. And when I think how happy 
they were over that gift yesterday, and how 

much it really meant to them, I want to cry 
instead of laugh. It is a beautiful gift, 

destor, because of the feeling that went with 

is. And I would wear this hat to please 

them if it were even more ridiculous than it 
im—if such a thing were possible,” and bid- 
ding Doctor Bell good morning, Miss Allard 

went on her way, 

*“That girl has the stuff that heroes and 

martyrs are made of,” soliloquized the doctor 

«8 he walked along, ‘but I am afraid that 

she will break down under that hat.” 

That afternoon a note from the principal 

was brought to Miss Allard’s room. After 

reading it, she said, ‘‘Mr. Banks wishes me 

to assist him in his office for an hour or so, 

and he says that I may assign you some work 
to do and leave you for that time. This is 

really quite a compliment to you, for it shows 

that Mr. Banks thinks you can be trusted. 

Of course you will not disappoint him or me.” 
But the boys did not have to stand the test 

long, for shortly after Miss Allard left them 

the door opened and Doctor Bell walked in. 

“Oh, that is all right,” he said, when the 

teacher's absence was explained to him. “I'll 

just step in a minute and see what you are 

doing. No, Rover, you can’t come!” he 

added, addressing some invisible companion. 

But hardly had he seated himself before 

some strange sounds from the hall attracted 

attention. 

“Young man,” said the doctor, in his most 

leisurely manner, ‘‘will yoa oblige me by 

sdepping to the door and seeing if by chance 

my dog is in any mischief? He followed me 

down this afternoon, and I left him in the 

ball. 
Barney Welch, the boy addressed, hasten- 

ed to the hall, and returned in a moment in 

great excitement. 

“Indeed, he's in mischief!” he cried. 

“He's some way got hold of the teacher's 

new hat that we've just been presenting to 

her, and it's a wreck entirely that he's made 

baired gentleman, who stopped at sight of | 

of it already. I can’t get it away from him, 

sir!” 
There were exclamations of dismay from 

the boys, although they kept their seats; but 
the doctor rushed into the hall, whence he 

soon returned, bearing the mangled remains 
of a hat, and followed by a handsome terrier, 

who tail was wagging briskly in friendliness 

and glee. 

“‘Well, this is a pretty plece of work!” said 

the doctor. **And you say it was your 

present to your teacher?! Rover, youn rascal, 
beg these young gentlemen's pardon In- 

stantly!” 
And the dog sat up at once to “beg,” 

with an air of abject grief that set the boys 

to laughing in spite of their distress. 
“I am responsible for that dog's doings,” 

continued the doctor, ‘‘and T must make the 

loss good so far as money can do it. 1 could 

pay Miss Allard for the hat, but no doubt 
she valued it chiefly because it was your gift. 
“On the whole, it seems to me,” he con- 

tinued, thoughtfully, ‘‘that it would be 

better for me to pay you, and let you get her 
another present. 

“J don’t know how much the hat cost, but 

I am willing to pay damages to the amount 

of ten dollars, if yon will let it go at that, Is 

that satisfactory, so far as you are con- 

cerned?” 
*‘Yes, sir!” came the reply, in chorus. 
*““Then why not buy another present this 

afternoon?” 

“There was another quite swell-looking 

hat at Mrs. Cohen's,” sald Barney. ‘But it 

couldn't touch this one for style,” he added. 
“That is just it,” sald the doctor. *“‘You 

might not hit Miss Allard’'s fancy with an- 
other hat. The fact is, we fellows can never 

be sure of a lady's taste in millinery. Why 

not try something else? Let me see. A 
good book is always acceptable; or what do 
you think of a nice work-box?”’ 

The boys made no objections, out of re- 

spect to the visitor, but they showed a lack 

of warmth toward these suggestions, which, 

{in truth, had been offered without much en- 

thusiasm. 
“Or probably you prefer something wear- 

able, 80 to speak. A handsome umbrella, 

now? Or,” and the doctor's tone took on 

some animation, ‘how would a piece of 

jewelry do? Not a watch, of course—a good 
one would be expensive; but if you could 
think of something that would be uot merely 

for ornament — something that she would 

wear every day, and would have to use in 

order to do her work.” 
“Glasses!” exclaimed one of the boys, as 

if answering a conundrum. 
“Well, thera! Why, isn’t that a good 

idea!” said the doctor, beamingly. ‘‘And I 

happen to know that Miss Allard needs new 
ones, and, in fact, got a prescription for some 

the other day, but she hasn't bought them 

yet. 1 fancy that Carter, the optician, on 
Summer street, could give you the glasses 
now—in a gold frame and with a gold chain. 
They would cost just ten dollars—and I know 

she'd like them. What do you say to this 

suggestion, boys?” 

**It’s all right!” came the answer, in tones 

of restored cheerfulness. 
“Very well. Then you might choose one 

of your number to do the errand right now. 
I hear Barney Welch's name mentioned. Is 
it your minds that he serve you? It is a vote. 
Barney, just run down to Carter's, tell him 

what you want, hand him this bill, and I 
think he'll save the glasses for you. They're 
lenses that he's likely to have in stock.” 

In fifteen minutes Barney was back with 

eye-glasses and chain. 

“Mr. Carter seemed to know right off what 

I wanted, sir,” he said. 
“And now,’ said the doctor, ‘‘perhaps I 

had better be going. Miss Allard will prob- 
ably be back soon, and you can have another 
presentation. You will have to explain that 
an accident happened to the hat, but if you 

can avoid mentioning me in connection with 
the matter, I shall be much obliged.” 

Doctor Bell took his departure. But that 

evening he was accosted by a newsboy, who, 

on inspection, proved to be Barney Welch. 
“We had a fine time presenting the 

glasses,” he announced. ‘‘The teacher was 

that surprised she hardly knew what to say; 

but when she come to, she seemed to like 
them most as well as she did the hat.” 
“Did she ask any questions?” inquired the 

doctor. 
“No, sir, not then,” replied Barney, with 

some hesitation. ‘We told her there had 
been an accident, and her hat had got chewed 
up, aud we were making bold to give her 
something else instead. But later she asked, 
sudden like, if Doctor Bell had called. And. 

some fellow speaks up and says, ‘Yes, he's 
been here, but he’s gone—him and his dog.’ 
And she said no more, but she looked a bit 
queer. We weren't meaniug to give you 
away, nor yet your dog. But I'm thioking 
she had her thoughts. She’s just that cute, 
you know!” 
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Dr: Chase’s Ointment 

Carry Your Tailo 

With You. 

A man who wears ~ Progress’ Clothing always has 

taflor with him * Progress" Brand Clothing is scld in « 

important city and town in Canada There's nc nece 

make experiments with unknown tailors or unknown clc
ihe: 

® you're away from home, and need extra Trousers, & © 

or Overcoat. go to the dealer handling 

“Progress” i 

Clothing 
He will fit you out with the clothes you away: |] 

wear, at the price you always pay. b 

Sold by Leading Clothiers E 

throughout Canada. i 
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Progress Brand Clothing may be had from John McLauchlan, Woodstock. 

and C. J. Grsene, Bath. 

VALUABLE PREMIUMS 

HAVE YOU NOTICED THE USEFUL 

PREMIUMS GIVEN WITH 

Orange Meat 
THE NEW CEREAL FOOD? 

Ashl your Grocer to show you a sample of these 

Premiums 

COUPONS IN EVERY PACKAGE 

1831. 1904. 

McCORMICK. 
While tbe history of wheat extends over a period of more 

than forty centuries, the history of harvesting machines embraces 

less than one century. 

The MeCormick Reaper 
which was operated successfully in the harvest of 1831 was the 

first practical harvesting machine, and for seventy-three years the 

McCORMICK has been awarded the palm of excellence by rea- 

son of its superb and splendid work in the grain and grass fields 

of the world. The McCORMICK is the machine that has tri 

umphantly stood the test of time, and today represents the highest 

attainment in the manufacture of harvesting machines. 

W. F. Dibblee & Son, 
AGENTS, 

Check a cold and check it 

Woodstock and Centreville, 

| GHEGK A GOLD quick by taking a spoonful 

JOHNSON’S 
-  Ancdyne LINIMENT 

This dose will speedily effect the cure of Colds, Coughs, La 
Grippe, Croup, Bronchitis and all inflammation of head and 
throat. Strictly a family medicine, safe, speedy, sure. 25¢; three 
times as much soc. Sold by all druggists. 

1. S. JOHNSOM & CO., Boston, Mass. 

LIVERY AND HACK STABLE 
i. E. & Jas. W. Gailagher, Props 

Outfits for commercial travellers, Coaches in at 
mndance at arrival of trains, All kinds of Livery 
Coams to let at Pessonable Rates, 

#7 A First-Class Hearse in connection, 

FARM ROR SALE. 

I am offering for sale one of the leading farms 

in Carleton County, centrally located, well water- 

ed. well wooded, under a good state of oultivation, 

buildings first class. Terms easy. For further 

particulars apply to J. W. ASTLE, Gen. Ins. 
Agent, Queen St., Woodstoek., 

pt. 21, 3 mo. 
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