e e R B A5

12

A PAGE

FO

e ———

—— ——

e

e S TS NN R

v

( CQRRENT TOPICS

8

Among the very few stories in the
6ld schoolbooks was one where steam
was pictured in the form of a giant,
Vaporifer by name, i our A memory
serves us, who, rising from a beoiling
spring was caught and forced to work
for his master—Man. What would the
writer of that story of fifty years ago
have said could he have heard- that a
ship, finished like a floating -“palace,
had crossed the Atlantic ocean in less
than four days and & half?

How little @id the good people of
Grenock who heard how the boy James
Watt sa¢ hours watching the dancing
of nis mother's téakettle think  that
.the studies of the quiet lad would be
the beginning of such mighty changes.
Even Fulton, when a hundred years ago
he succeeded in navigating the Cler-
mont on Hudson river at the rate of
& few miles an hour could hardly have
dreamed that the Lusitania, like some
g"reat but béneficent sea-monster,oould

ave safély carried across the oceam
&t so tremendous a rate of speed pas-
sengers enough to people ‘a small town.
By this feat the British ship* has be-
€ome, as far as speed and size are con-
€erned, queen of the ocsan. The
same day that tidings of the Lusi-
tania’s triumph arrives news is
brought that on the shores of lceland
thé staunch little ship Frithjoff, which
accompanied Walter Wellman‘s pal-
lIoon in his search for the North Wole,
Wwas lost with all hands except the en-
gineer. The - ship was homeward
bound, as she had been damaged by
iceburgs. This adds anothar chapter
to the fatal records of Arctic explora-
tion. Another disaster that has o¢-
curred this week is the loss of the ship
Cypress on Lake Superior. This ves-
86l was a new one and was carrying
iron ore from Supefior, Wisconsin, to
Buffalo, New York. very soul on
board except one perisheéd.

All the week the despatchas relat.
ing to the health of the aged emperor
6f Austria have béen watched for and
anxiously read. The emperor has rul-
€d over' Austria more than fifty years
and has been king of Hungary for
forty. He has been a strong man and
able to control the many races who in-
habit his dominions. It is greatly
feared that after his death these peo-
gles will not submit to his heir, who

as never shown himself to be fit to
rule. It is not unlikely that Eur-
epe may again hive a war of the Aus-
trian Succession.

‘While anxiety as to the result on
the peace of Europe of the deéath of the
aged Austrian monarch is felt, almost
all the nations of the world are thank-
ful that the British Lion and the Rus-
sian Bear are preparing to lie = down
together on the frontier of Asia. For
@ long time Russia and England have
been watching the advances whichone
of the other has beeh making towards
Persia, Afghanistan and Tjbet with
very jealous éeyes, and rumeors. (were
frequent that war could no longer be
avolded. Now a treaty has been sign-
ed whieh, if observed, will remove all
danger of war in that quarter of the
world. If only the influence of Great
Britain could persuade the riilers of
Russia to grant freédom to the people
of that country how much misery, sor-
row and crime would be done away
with. =

. o

Baron Shibusawa, of Japan, and
Secretary Taft, of the United States,
have been assuring the world that the
governments of the two countries have
nothing but the most friendly feelings
towards one another. Accordinhg to a
report of Mr. Taft’s speech in a Jap-
arieseé paper heé says that the United
States inténds to manage the affairs
of the Philippine Islands until the peo-
plé have learned to govern themselves
and that the Japanése will have plenty
of the same kind of work to do in
Korea. Wouldn't you like to know
what the Koreans arid Filippinos think
dbout the action of their masters?

In Morocco thé small ¥French Army
remains stationed on the northern bor-
dér of the country. Mulai Hafig, the
brother of the Sultan, is trylhg to
wrest his throne from him and several
Mahommedan c¢hiefs and prophets are
urging the peéople to drive the hated
Christians out of the land. Meanwhile
thé people of the country cannot till
their land or carry on their business
with safety. At the Hague the peace
conferénce is about to bring its labors
to a close. What the result of those
labors on the peace of the world will
be remains to be &een.

Victoria had another visitor
week. On Monday 8ir Thomas
Shaughnessy, président of the Cana-
dlan Pacific railway came over from
Vancouver. This railway company is
about to build a 1line from Wellington
to Alberni and to make improvements
in the freight accommedation in this
city. There is also a plan for clearing
the land belonging to the ¢ompany
elong the E. & N. R, so that more
farming may be done on the Island.
Nothing of importance can be aceom-
plished without the direction 6f the
president. From the Atlantic to the
Pacific he knows what is going on at
every station. The Empresses which
crosg the Pacific and the ecompany’s
steamers that ply up and down our
coast or carry freight and passengers
across the Gulf or over the Sound are
ail undet his direction. How can any

e man carry so much in his mind
at once? Like a great general he has
good officers under him and @ach has
his company of men large or small, to
lonk after. But those of you who read
history know that it took a Caesar, a
Napoleon, & Marlborough, a Welling-
ton or a Bismarck to léad an army to
victory. Just in the same way these
captains of industry must be strong
men. When the lad of sixteen first
obtainéd a position in the office of the
Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul rail-
way he perhaps had no idea of the
knowledge and power needed to man-

last

age a great railroad. One c¢an imagine |

how reésolutely hé went to work at the
not very pleasing ‘tasks that fall to the
lot of the last boy who comes into an
office. He must have determined to
learn all that he could and t6 do his
work thoroughly. It was not long be-
fors it was séen that he was fit for
eomething better than sweeping an of-
fice or running errands. As he grew
older he was too busy to learn the
foolish and wicked habits that destroy

the manhood of s6 many youths, and
when Sir William Van Horne wanted
some one to put in a responsible posi-
tion he saw in Thomas Shaughnessy
the man He needed. Step by step he
has advanced till now there is, per-
haps, no man in the world who can do
his work better than the Irish boy who
thirty-eight years ago, with no equip-
mént beyond a common school educa-
tion set to work to learn railroading.

In the greater part of Canada peo-
ple have been busy this week thresh-
ing ‘their grain and Storinig it in the
elevators or granaries where they are
too far from Harbors to ship it at once.
The rédilroad companies aré preparing
tracks and trains to send it to the séa
coast as fast as possible, While the
mills are grinding the flour to be used
at home. The wheat harvest has not
Eeen as ‘plentiful as in former years
and already the price of bread is rais-
éd. There is, however, no danger of
want in Canada.

4 P
.~A  strike of the  coal miners at
Springhill, Nova Seotia, has been sét-
tied. . During the strike the men lost
$200,000. in, wages and their employers
the  profits -on. 85,000 tons of coal. It
seems a great pity there could not be
found some way of settling labor dis-
putes without -such loss and suffering
and ill-feeling as every strike ecauses.

The English papers, telling what the
British newspaper men who visited
Canada a short time ago, think of it,
are coming by every mail, and it is
pleasing to learn that these good
judges believe that we have a very
rich, as well as a very beautiful coun-
try, and that it only needs good, hard
honest work to make Canada a great
ration. There are not laborers enough
here now to aecomplish all that should
be done and -there is the more reason
that those who are here should waste
no time.

The boys’ football league has got to
work. The Centrals have won the first
game. In these trials of strength and
skill the boys must play fair. Nothing
is so good for a fellow as good healthy
Spert. To learn when beaten and be
ready to begin again with fresh cour-
age and good temper is a lesson that
will stand a méan in good stead all his
life long. 3

Where are the girls, and what are
theéy doing to develop their muséles
and fill their lungs with fresh air these
glorious autumn days?

We might have been mourning the
Icss of bright boys and girls as well
as older people, if Providence had not
rreventad a terrible boating accident’
neéar the outer  wharf a few nights
since. It is sald that the people . in
theé boat were not to blame on that
occasion, but a gentléman whose ob-
servations are not.to be disputed says
that there is so much foolhardiness
among those who undertake to manage
boats in the harbor that it is a wonder
there -are not .many..inore accidents
than there are, It i8 4 great thing to
be brave in the fadé of peril, but is
wicked needlessly to run into danger. -

———

( STORIES OF ANIMALS )
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A Weasel’s Air-Ship

There is a little weasel who has hér
home by a white, sunny garden wall,
and the door t6 her well-concealed
house is behind a pear-tres. A long
passage leads downwards betweent the
bricks to her softly padded room,
where her children sléep 6n a bed of
grass blades. - The gardener has a
friendly feeling for the waeasel, be-
cause he knows that she keeps away
the mice with their ever hungry, .de-
structive little teeth. She is for ever
hunting these unbidden guests of the
garden, following their scent wlhete;
they have passed, dodging them among
the flowers, cabbages and the . young
trees of the nursery garden, till she
discovers the hgle in the ground into
which they have escapéd. She can
slip through the narrowest openings
with the greatest ease, for where her
hoad can pass, there her body can fol=
low. Ever supple and agile she fol-
lows along the many turnings of the
underground passages, and the littls
feet, with the strong claws, are quick
to scratch a way where the road bé-
(comes too narrow. She neveg stops
till she has caught and punished ths
little garden thieves, even swimming
across water to reach her prey.

Watch het coming to the opening of
‘her hole, pefring about with her ¢lever
eyves to see if all is safe, and, seeing no
danger, she slips out and lies down to
warm herself in the sunshine. Her
+bedy is about seven inches long and
(the thickness of two fingers, her soft
(coat is orown on the back, with a
|sHow-white throat and chest. |
! Suddenly, high up in the clouds,
iwatch a hawk hovering! He is feared
|and hated far and near as a wicked
| robber, for many a chick he has stolen
‘from the hén, many a pigeon hé has
strahgled, and many a gosling has
been torn to pieces by him. As soon
a§ the hens seé him they gather their
.chicks together and hide them under
their wings. The sparrows slip into
.the thickest follage, and the pigeons
circle with rapid, twisting flight away
from the field into shelter. But far
above, the hawk sweeps in wide cir-
icles over field and garden to mark his
|booty with his keen eyes. All at once
‘he sees the weasel. “A new morsel,”
thinks he, “and one I have not as yet
tasted. It is but a slim little thing,
but bigger than'a mouse or a spar-
;row!” He takes unerring aim at the
| unconseious creature, closes his wings,
'and, like an arrow from the bow, falls
;upon his prey. Hardly has the weasel
,noticed his dark shadow when she is
seized and canght up by ‘the sharp
claws. TUp, higher and higher she is
borne into the air, till poor little Mrs.
| Weasel wofiders where, it will end.
,Her highest flight heretoforé has been
. t6 the top of the garden wall, where
gshe has olimbed at times to take a
g06d look round, but as high as this
she never hoped to mount. She wrig-
gles and a3truggles, but the hawk, re-
joicing in 'his catch, only holds her
ithe tighter, méaning to carry her off to
|his nest. But he has.reckoned without
his host. The weasel suddenly wrig-
| gles up his leg, and digs her.strong,
{sharp teeth into his wing. He wavers
'and flutters, turns on. his side and
isinks, atruggling, to-the ground. In
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terror, he opens his elaws as he nears
the earth, and the wéasel tumbles.out,
whilst he flutters, bleeding, along the
ground, to seek a-leafy hiding - place.
But the weasél hurries off t6 her chil-
dren in their safe, warm home, where
they have long since been anxiously
wondering what had become of their
affectionate and ténder lttle mother.—
Richard Wagner.

The Busy Bee as a “Grafter”

As we force our way through the
underbrush and go crunching over the
dead leaves, I venttite the remark that
the owner of the apiary - would mnot
thank us if he knew we had caught
some of his bees, eveh if we did think
they were wild ones. Thefe is always
danger of bees demdralizing their com-
rades when théy obtain honey as eas-
ily as those we¢ caught did. In spite
of the reputation they have of always
improving the shining hours, bees are
like men in the respect that they are
prone to . wander from the path of
honest industry when the possibility
presents itself of gaining wealth with-
out .rendering -a -due equivalent. To
the credit of the bees, however, they
usually become infected by the craze
for ‘“‘easy money” only ‘when it is very
difficult to - obtain nectar from the
flowers.

If we had waited where those we
caught took wing, we should doubtless
have seen them return with scores of
others. It is not to be suppésed that
bees ean directly communicate to. one
another anything - save the simplest
ideas such as joy, sorrow, anger, etc.—
which ideas are associated with par-
ticular notes produced by the whirring
of their wings—-but in some mysteri-
ous way, possibly by their execited ac-
tions, those that got our honey let
their comrades in the hive know that
something g66d had been discovered.

If the. matter ended there it
wouldn’t be so bad; but the mischief
is that, having had a taste of graft,
bees, for all the world like humans, are
likely to take to out-and-out robbery,
which is to say that they are likely to
g0 prowling around the apiary until
they find a colony that has been weak-
ened by the loss of its queen, its
brood-comb, or by some other cauise,
and then proceed to overpower the
sentinels stationed at the entrance,
tush in and help themselves to all the
stores. Let us hope that our innocent
action led t6 no such fatal consequen-
ces—From “Hunting the Wild Honey
Bee,” by .David Almen, in the Outing
Magazine for October,

The G;—;-Alarm

Most of you have heard how long
ago the cackling of geese saved Rome,
but perhaps you did not know that
modern geese are as vigilant as those
that lived in “the brave.days of old.”

There are burglar alarms to notify
the householder - when a burglar s
seeking entranceé, but an Illinois farm-
ér has proved that thére is something
¢heaper and just as good. If a goose
Is tied up by the hind leég in front or
rear of a house at -pight shp. will et
tip a Vigorous cackle if anybody comes
sneaking about. Her hearing is acute
and her eyesight is sharp, and she is
better on the watch than a dog.

The farmer made thirty differerit ex-
periments with the goose alarm, and
in not one single instance did the
goose fail to afnounce that there was
some oné moving about who ought to
be attended to. If you are afraid of
burglars, buy a goose. If you can af-
ford it, buy two of them, so that ohe
may help the other cackle.

a\

( STRIKING A LIGHT )

STRIKING A LIGHT

It i8§ so easy now tb ‘“striké &
match” that we can hardly realize that
s0 short a time ago it was a serious
matter to get a light. When we turn
back the pages of history, we are sur-
prised to find what ocurious means
were employed, and that often, when
even these did not succeed, it became
necéssary to call on a more fortunate
rieighbor to “gét your candle lighted.”
Until the match was invented some
eighty yvears ago, the principal method
was the tinder-box and flint and steel.
The tinder-box contaihed a small
quantity of very dry material, gome-
times the fragments of a kind of
mushroom which grows at the roots of
old forest trees. Over thia box, the
person desiring a light held in one
hand a piecé of steel, and in the other
a piece of flint. By striking these
rapidly together, tiny sparks wers
knocked off the steel, and, falling into
the tinder, set it smouldering; but not
enough to cause a flame. The  mo-
ment a faint glow was detected, the
flint and steel were dropped, and a
small stick, one end of which had
been dipped in sulphur, was snatched
up and thrust into the tinder. The
heat was just sufficient to make it
catch alight. But how - titesome it
must have been if any one of the
articles we have mentioned had bssn
misplaced, or the tinder was damp, or
a mischievous wind put out the match
on its way to the candle. No wonder
mahy thoughtful people wers doing
their best to discover a better means
for striking a light, and perhaps it is
also no wonder that they hit on many,
many unsuitable methods befors they
found the right one. Among them was
the phosphorus bottle. Inside this
wonderful instrument a small piece of
phosphorus was laid, and gently stir-
red with the end of a hot wire. This
caused it to give out a cloud of vapour
which clung to the inside walls of the
bottle in the shape of “oxide of phos-
phorus.” Then the bottle was corked.
When a light was required the cork
was taken out and the sulphur-ended
stick already spoken of was pushed
down the neck. As soon as it came in
contact with the~“bottle’s side it broke
into flame through the chemical action
of the phosphorus.

But one day, in October, 1829, a
chemist in the own of Stockton-on-
Tees was preparing a lighting mixture,
to the manufacture of which he had
given great attention, when he acei-
dentally knocked a small piece of stick
that had been dipped in it on to the
floor. The friction created by its com-
in contact with the heatrthstone caused
it to burst into a spluttering flame. Mr.
John Walker (for that was the chem-
ist’s name) stared at it with aston-
ishment and delight. It was the first
lucifer match ever struck in England,

.only in the paper on.the

and though the inveftitor considersd it
too trivial a discovery to take out a
patent for, he started an extensive
manufacture 6f th¢ new match, and
80l1d 80 ‘thany boxés at & shilling &
bhox  (though each contdined otily
elghty-filve - matches) that he retired
from business with aff ample fortune.

His match hés undergone changes
and improvements, and the discovery
in 1845 of red phosphorus was the
gréatest évent of 4ll. It led to the
manufacture ten years later of the
“Safety match.” In this case there is
1o phésphoris in the match itself, but
side of the
box. That i§ why it will not strike
anywhere but oni the box.

In the making of matches the pine-
tree trunk is stripped of its bark and
sawn into lengths of fourteen inches.

Each length is then put into a lathe

and turned round against a sharp tool
which cuts it into a long shaving the
thickness of a match. Other tools at
the same time divide this shaving into
seven equally wide strips, the width
being: the exact length of a match. In
turn these strips aré cut.into six- feet
ienigths, and a large knife called -a
guillotine’ ¢hops them up into “splints,”
o matchés, Two or thréée thousand
splints are fixed &t one time into a Tlat
frarnie and lowered into baths of para-
fi; lifted out agafn and dipped into
a shallow pan containing the liquid ig-
niting composition. The guillotine
will cut 1,000,000 “splints”. in an hour,
which f8 none too many when we re-
meémber that Great Britalih alone will
strike 200,000,000 matches in a single
day.

( NATURE STUDY )

We hope all the:boys and girls like
Nature Study., There is nothing else
in the world so well "worth study as
the wonderful works of God. In your
books you read the words of wise men
but the very smallest child learns, if
he usés his eygs, from the great book
that has been spréad out before men
from the day when God 'saw every
thing that he had made and beheld it
was vety good.” The fields and the
trees, the mighty ocean, and the sing-
ing brook, the star 1it sky and the un-
clouded noonday, the mighty wind and
the gentle breeze with all the living
creatures are somae of the/ pages of
that great volume. The best and
wisest men who have ev:z lived have

khown most -of the beauty of Nature.
¥You cannot, study;this bdok properly
inside the walls  of the schoolroom
however hard you may try. Only
those who love the flowers, the insects
anid ‘the birds and go to their own
homeés to sée them; c¢an get acquainted
with them. Pullifig - them to pieces
and talking abolit ‘tHeir uses may be
all very well in' 'its way, but it is mot

what Shakespeare br Burns or Words- |

worth & Shellylor thosé other 'great
men who havé yritten so beautifully
of” the: wonderfal odutsof-doofs did.
The litfle ones #O5 Miss Anderson’s
room’ ‘in the ‘Hillgide scHool who
searched the fieldd 'and woods for the
earliest blossoms ‘Were ‘real little na-
ture students, and’when their teacher
wrote down a récord of the day on
which each was gathered, she did
gomething that was worth while. - The
anly regret we have is that the names
¢f the children who gathered each
flower was not preserved as well as
its own name and date. The printers
will not make ag pretty a lisi as Miss
Andérson did but all the children in
town who wish ean read it and, we
hope many of them will try who can
find the first flower that blooms next
year and who e¢an make the largest
collection.

Wild flowers collected by division IL
Hillside School:

Flower.
Dandelion
Pussy Willow ...
Daisy ..
Batterenp

eroup .

Biluebell C5 s ps bipp b eueee cos BATSH
Pink Flower . «...March 27
Oregon Grape .. 28
Peacock 1 2
Broom
White Rock ..
Forget-Me-Not ...
Cherry Blossom
Currant ]
Dog’s Tooth Violet ....
Yellow Violet
Trillium ..

Month. Date.
...January 22
January
«...Febrfuary 19
..February 20
...March gz
T

chedsdasay

Bliue Violet
Blue Horn
Blackberry ...
Strawberry
Cherry

Pink Head
Maple

Lady. Slipper ..
Raspberry
Tulip
Gooseberry
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Blue Bottle

Sour Grass

Clo Bell .
Shepherd’s Purse-...
Cotton Blossom

Sun Flower ....
Arbutus

Man Slipper

Clover

Yeéllow Clover
Forget-Me-Not .
Everlasting ...

Thistle ....

Mustard
Rose ...
Scented Leaf
Honeysuckle
Musk

Lupine ...
Marguerite
Spirea

Snow Blossom
Salmon Berry
White Bell
Orange Blossom
Elsie Flower ...
Onion

Tiger Lily
Prince of Wales Feathe

ABOUT PEOPLE

‘When President Roosevelt was a
student in college, he was an earnest,
Christian young man. He was an ac-
tivé participant ih the strenuous life
upon the field of college sports. He
was fond of the games and loved to
hunt and fish. ' He had a class of boys
i the Bunday school, to whom he was
véry devoted, and whenever any ath-
letic plans were made which would in
any sense confliet with his obligations

e ——————

to thé ¢lass, he ¢ut them out and stood
loyal to his class of boys. Some of the
college men could not understand how
a . young fellow with any grit in him
could be tied down to a Sunday school
class, so they dubbed him Sissy. We
do not know who those associates were
but we feel sure that the honored pre-
sident of the United States has no
reason to blush today by reason of the
fact that he put honor upon the Lord’s
day, and the Lord’s Book. Nobody can
rightly call him sissy now. He was a
more manly man, back there in the col-
lege days, and his faithfulness to the
duty then econfronting him Hhéelped to
make him the man he is today.—Sun-
day School Advarce.

The Earl of Dunmore, who recently
died ih England, gave hames to two
places of Canada durifig her troubles
many years ago.

Dunmoreé Junction, on the Canadian
Pacific Railway, is namied after him,
and Moose Jaw owés her name to Him
through a very peéculiar circumstance.

At the spot he mended the wheel of
his Red River cart with the jaw-bone
of a moose he had shet, and the red
Indian, scouts called it the place where
“the one-eyed white chiéf mended his
cart with the jaw-bond of & moose”’
This was shortened into “Moose Jaw.”

Lord Dunmore had lost the sight of
one of his eyes in a sporting accident,
hence the name bestowed upon him by
the Indians.

In addition to his qualities as a
sportsman and a soldier, Lord Dun-
more was also an accomplished musi-
clan, a yachtsman and a cattle breed-
er. He served in the Scots Guards,
and had béen lord-in-waiting, and col-
onel of the 4th Battalion of the Queen’s
Own Cameron Highlanders. — Moose
Jaw Times.

Those of you who imagine that the
royal youth is permitted every luxury
will probably change your minds if
you read of the upbringing of Victor
Emmanuel.

His mother, Queen Margherica, was
herself a very intellectual woman, and
she wished her son to be clever, also,
so that the prince, by poring over his
books, further weakened a constitution
that was naturally delicate.

But his father, when he realized the
condition of the prince's health, went
to the other extreme and éxposed his
son to the severest sort of training.
He was placed under a military tutor,
Colonel Osio. i

Prince Victor slept in a cold room,
took a cold plunge bath as soonh as he
arose, ate bréakfast at 7, and began
his lessons at 7.30. He was compelled
to give particulaf attention to those
studles he especially disliked.

When lessons were through he was
gent out to take a ride, no6 matter
what the condition of the weather
might be.

This kind of training, severe though
it was, at last made a strong, resolute
man of the delicate 1ad.

s\

A BOY HERO |

Years ago, when a boy at School, I
wag In the habit.of spending my -holi-
days with a cousin whose father was)|
the under manager of a large mine on
the South Durham coalfield. '

All along the Wear Valley the air is
thick with the ascending smoke from
collieries, blast furnaces, and cokse
ovens. Not a véry desirable place,
you would say, to spend a holiday at,
but fascinating enough to me.

The conditions of life among the boys
living in this district at that time were
very undesirable.

The law for compulsory atterdarnce
at school had not been framed, and. it
was no uncommon thing for a boy, as
soon as he attained the agé of nine,
to be sent down mines over a thouss
and feet deep, where he remained six-
teen hours per day.

To redlize the awful eondition of life
endured by these youngsters- will be
made plainer when I assert that these
“trappers”—so called from their occu-
pation—during the winter months saw
daylight once per week--viz.,, on Sun-
days. " .

That was “boy life” to many in the
year 1868, who hHad the misfortune to
reside on the codl belt 6f Dufham and
Northumberland.

The hour of déscent int6 the coal
mine was five in the morning, often-
times earller; and a boy was lucky if
he found himself eating his combined
ainner and supper at elght &'¢lock in
the evening.

The utter lonelinéss of the trapper's
life is something awful to eonitemplate.
For from twelve to sixtéett houfs 4
day he was obliged to sit in darkness
deep @own in the bowels of the earth,
without a soul to speak to, in a dark-
ness that could be felt—and I speak
from personal knowledge of a 664l
mine.

His work—not very arduous, it is
true—consisted of opening and shut-
ting a “trap” door on thelittle railroad
leading to and from the various work-
ings of the mine.

He faced death every day and nearly
every minute of his life down below,
but this bred in him a contempt of
danger, a fearlessneéss not surpassed
by that possessed by any other type of
human kind.

The subject of my sketch was named
Green, and, at the timeé of the incident
dbout to be recorded, was about six-
teen years of age. Hducation, as we
understand it, he posséssed little or
nothing of. He might have been able
td write his name, but this I very
much doubt.

During his brief school-life he was
a most undesirable scholar, putting in
on an average perhaps one attendance
per week. The remaining nine times
when he ought to have been at school
were spent in fishing for trout and
gudgeon in the Gaunless, a fellside
beck that joins the river Wear, or,
when he felt so inclined, taking a lon-
ger trip to Osterly In order to watch
blasting operations at the big stone
quarries there.

In due course of time Green became
a “trapper” at the Saint Hilda minsg,
being eventually promoted to the post
of “putter” when he reached the age of
fourteen. ’

A “putter” is a boy in charge of a
pony, whose duty it is to convey empty
“tubs” from the shaft bottom to the
“face” or workings and bring back full
ones. Many of the ponies employed in
this work do not stand higher than an
ordinary dining-table. And for ex-
uberance of animal spirits commend
me to a ‘“putter’s” pony. The little
beasts, bred on the fellsides and fed

on the best of corn, get at times ai-
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most uncontroffable, and kick and bite
with extraordinary energy.

Green’s pony was named Punch, a
little stallion that had maimed half a
dozen boys. The animal took instine-
tively to Greén. And if ever a bond
of friendship existed between man and
beast, it was between Green and
Punch. I have on one or two occas-
ions descended the mine with Green
in the early morning, and I can never
forget the demonstrations of pleasure
exhibited by -Punch when Green ap-
rroached the -stables and called out
the familiar tiame.

Punch would almost go wild with
delight, whinneying in a ménner that
used to set the other ponies in the
stables pawing the floor with their
hoofs.

Green’s behavior to Punch ingrained
in me a high respect for the lad. De-
spite his rough “bringing-up,” as we
northerners say, the “putter” lad was
most kind and humane in his treat-
ment -of the beautiful little stallion,
and this, I think, counts for much with
Him who c¢reated man and beast.

I don’t think Green possessed the
quality known as “rear”; in fact, I
am firmly convinced that he was fear-
less. I have seen him many times
walk across a piece of oak bunting, six
inches wide, overhanging an awful
abyss of dark space, one thousand
feet deep, laughing and joking all the
while., The slightest slip would have
precipitated him dowh the shaft, where
he would have been dashed to pieces.

At the time ¢f which I write coal
mines were ventilated by means of
huge furnaces at the bottom of the
shaft. The downcast or main shaft
conveyed the pure air into the work-
ings, while the “smoky shaft” was the
outlet for the vitiated air.

It was no uncommon thing for
Greery on an evening when work was
suspended at the colliery, to go down
the smoky shaft, sliding down the steel
wire rope attached to the cage which
stood on the buntings over the shaft
sump.

On another occasion, when the en-
gineer was absent from duty, the mine
having been- laid idle, Green dis-
tinguished himself by ¢limbing up the
pulley legs and c¢ompleting a circuit of
the  gigantic wheel, eighteen feet in
diameter. A single slip, through diz-
ziness or any other cause, and he
would have experienced a sudden drop
of-well, to be exact, one hundred and
seventy-six fathoms, or one thousand
and fifty-six feet!

Green’s home was of the roughest
kind. His mother had been dead half
a dozen years, while his father was a
confirmed drunkard, who half starved
the lad, but could not break his gallant
little spirit.

It was a beautiful evening in Sep-
tember when my relative, Green, and I
stood on the pithead watching the
night shift miners descending to their
toil. Green had just ascended, and as
1 had grown friendly with the lad, we
had a little chat. He cut a somewhat
ludicrous figure with his rough flannel
clothing and black face.

The cages ascended and.descended,
carrying their precious freights of hu-
man life, The steel ropes fastened to
the tops of the cages shimmered like
silver snakes in the evening sunshine,
disappearing from view in the awful
blackness of the yawning mine.

I may say that Green lived in a vil-
lage about a rmile away from the Hil-
da mine, and, scarcély knowing why I
did so, I volunteered toaccompany him
to the outskirts of the village.

I could see that he was pleased with
.my offer, and together we left the pit-
head, my cousin in thé meantime re-
turning home. «

As we weént along I told Green about
my school life; the books that I loved,
and the beautiful fellside country
where I lived. My pit-boy friend was
a keen naturalist and plied me with
all kinds of questions respecting but-
terflies, moths, birds, and animals, and
I was glad to be able to give him some
little information of which he was ig-
norant.

“l should like to live on the fells,”
said Green quietly. “I'm tired of the
smoke and the darkness.”

Pointing to the &un, which was just
setting over Stanhope heights, he con-
tinued: “I like the sun, but I sece lit-
tle of him. Maybé an hour or two a
day in summeér, and hardly at all dur-
ing the winter. Ours is a hard life,”
8fid Gtreen sighed. 0

“IN A MINUTE |

Ethel was out on the long plank
wharf when the dinneér bell rang. She
was feeding the cunning little baby
ducks with cracker crumbs.

“I'll go in a minute,” she said to
herself, as she broke another cracker
into tiny pieces.

But the baby ducks were Hhungry;
and it was such fun to feed them that
Ethel forgot all about her dinner and
the big, brass dinner bell, just as she
had done ever so many times before.
8he had only one cracker left when
Bruno éame runhing down the wharf to
sée heér. The old mother duck spled
him as he came bounding over the
planks.

“Quack!” she called
what do you think? Every one of
those baby ducklings scrambled and
scrabbled, and into the water they
went with a splash.

“Quack,” said the mother duck
again; and all the little duckies swam
hurriedly after her, and disappeared
among the rushes that grew by the
edgé of the pond.

‘“Why,” exclaimed Ethel, in aston-
ishment, “they didn’t wait to gobble
another piece; they minded their mo-
ther the very first minute she called
them!”

“Very still she stodd for a secong,
thinking; and then she gave her bas-
ket to Bruno and ran quickly up the
whatf, dcross the street, and into the
house.

“Late as usual,”

as Ethel came in;
utes instead of one
waited this noon.”
“But it’s the last lime I'll be late!”
said Hthel, decidedly; ‘'‘’cause—'cause
—it is!”
And Ethel kept her word. She had
learned her lesson well, and nobody
but the big whité mother duck Knew
who taught it to her., And I'm sure
that she will always keép her secret.
Because why? Because she can’t tell
it; that's all.—Exchange,

loudly. And

said Brother Hal,
“it's twenty min-
that you have

( COMPANY MANNE[. |

“Mother has five, daugh:
three of ’em have good hoin
you’d think she might conte,

But now she’s paralyzed,
boards, and is taken car
siranger.

“It seems wrong, and 1
there’s more than one to hila.,
I've often noticed in this «w
in sickness or in health w«
bad tempersefor our kin, :
liteness for other folks
blood’s thicker than water, 1
ly sign I've ever seen of it i
relations make free to be
one another.”

The little seamstress toly
truth which applies to th
families where, if the bond
exists, the evidence of it is -
ing.

“To be at home” means t
be rude and selfish and lawl

“You children must get
company manners for Aunt
visit,” said a mother to 1
broors

“Why? I thought aunts w.re y,
folks!” said a logical boy.

“No, indeed! Aunt Sophy woujg
shocked if you treated her ik
folks.”

“Well, I don’t care if she is
Company manners are all n
anyhow.”

S0 seamstress and boy put
wicked heresy in a nutshell.
are all nonsense!”
ful to one another!”

The home where that ugly croeq
held is sure to produce a harvest
miseries, if not of heart-hre:
one safeguard against the bhi
and misunderstandings whicl
lurk ready to destroy domestic
ness is the simple rule that no
too good for home—manners, S
gifts, thoughts—the best of all for ths
nearest of kin.

tha
“Manners

“Free to be hate-

IN LIGHTER VEI_\W

Location

A game in which the one witha
talent for geography will shine comes
from Boston, and is called Locatior
Two captains are chosen from amon
the players, and these in turn ch
their sides wuntil the party is e
divided. For convenience it is well
seat the two parties in two rows
ing each other. Chance decides
captain shall beégin the game; tt 18
does by calling the name of a city or
tcwn, and then counting ten. Before
he has finished counting, his opponent
must tell where the city or town is
If he has answered correctly, he in

|turn calls the name of a place, and the

second player in turn in the opposits
row must locate it before ten is

ed. . Should. any player fail to a
before den is counted, or @fiswe: in-
correctly, he or she must drop out, and
when there is only one player left, on
either side, that one gets the prize—
and deserves it.

Edwin’s Explanation

Edwin, aged three, who fondled his
small cat gvermuch and unwisely, ap-
peared before his mother one day, his
little face guiltily pained and a scratch
upon his hand.

‘“What happened?” she asked.

“I bent the kitty a little,” he
briefly.

sald,

Little Margie (travelling with her
mother in a asleeping car)—*I guess it
isn’t any use to say my prayers to-
night, mamma.”

Mamma-—“Why not, darling?”

Little Margie—“Because with allthis
noise God couldn’t hear a word I said.”

“Eggs is Heggs”

Allingham, the poet, at Faringford
his place near Freshwater, in the Isle
of Wight. At Dbreakfast the Poet
Laureate said to his guest:

“Will you have a hegg?”

“Thank you, I will.”

Scarcely. had Allingham taken th
egg when Tennyson added, seemingly
terrified at his rashness—

“Of course you understood t,ha'tml‘
was only joking when I said ‘hegg'”

the

( WITH THE POETS

The Jam Pot
Kipling’'s first poem, so i
was entitled “The Jam Pot.”
is:=—
The Jampot—tender thought
I grabbed it; so did you—
“What wonder, while we fought
Together, that it flew
In shivers,” you retort.

You should have loosed your !
One moment; checked your fist.
But as it was—too bold,

You grappled—and you miss 1.
(More curtly, you were sold.)

“But neither of us shared
The dainty”’-—that’s your plea
I answer . . Let me scc
How have your trousers farcd.

Two Little Girls
The lazy little girl that shivers ¢
In the sultfy house at her listles
With a dreadful pain in her
She never, never knows how
warm
Is the rosy little girl, that, out
storm, .
Goes skipping about with her =
—Philadelphia 7T S

After The “Tallow Dip”
When Grandma was a little girl,
And was sent up to bed, %
Bhe carried then a “tallow dip,
Held high above her head.

When Mamma used to go upstain
After she’d said “Good-night.
Her mother always held a la
So she could have its light.

As soon as sister’s bedtime came,
When she was a little las

If she found the room too dark,
Mamma would light the gas.

Now, when the sandman comes {0f
I like t6 have it bright,
86 I reach up and turn the key
f my electric light.

And maybe, my dear dolly,
If she lives out her days,
‘Will see through the darknes
With the magical X-rays! =
—St. Nicholis.

-
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A person \\lvhn goes
ways wondering what
en next—wno on
will probbly. wonder
ture home will be hea
or coal, Is the person
is a real pleasure. I
in which a certain cla
a comtrary sort of pld
+them would be an a
kindness. Really bus
dom worried. If
instead of worr £,
throw.  the whole thi
and make a fresh sta
and empty-headed
a perfect godsend, fill
ments and giving th
talk about. They pr
and interest for the
self, at all events, if
eliciting sympathy frq
type of worrier who
in his (or her) worrieg
commoOn now-a-days

“Itn’t it a pity?” i
ment most common
Every single drop of
pbe cried over, and i
oughly enjoyed. To
misfortunes is the v
the world that occur
rule women, perhay
worriers than men.
never! are at a Io
worry over. Dress if
source of worry to
“pid I do well in ¢
wish now I had dec]
mauve.” “I know
never suit me!” The
ries that can be got
ing of one person is
doctors tell us that d
the salvation of m
who otherwise would
stimulant whatever
there is a usefulnes
women, too, houseke|
always be relied on fq
stant entertainment.
be lookéd upon as a|
for worry. But that
known as the worryi
haus frau, as the Ge
a truly terrible pers
Every little contrete
and if nothing else
worry about, she can
as to what sauce s
be served with the sa
er the soles (or was i
be better boiled or
this may all be fun A
about her poor, unh
who will suffer fro
tradictory orders and
Alas! many of the
good Marthas of thig
and careful over ma
unlucky as to be woj
they -get the thanks
their good works, jul
are worriers, and tha
absolutely futile to I
curing the worrier. Hj
so, and nothing will
leopard change his
not a doubt that to g
rying , is the best wg
gettinlg the most out
there’ is some hidde
worrying no one can
studied the genus.
only hope that the
pany are happier tha;
an old nurse once
about her late
band: “Faith!
happy “éntirely,
erable!™

Miss
unleg

Fashion’s

Graceful simplicity
carly Autumn modes,
they are, of course,
substantial materials,
from those of the pas
are rumors that lo
sleeves will be revive
newest fur coats and
of the swell type ha
moderately full at the
ing to the waist, but
reserved for such gaj
others will have
sleeves that are so g
and that afford so m
display of individual
fabrics are more bea
For afternon gowns
and cashmeres of ex
Wwool and silk wool
velvet and native sty
soft finish that rend
as supple as crepe d
they are so much mo
ed to rich but subdued!
plain and puce will
lonable; also the
dahlia and crysanthe
reds, browns and gol
among the ‘“colder” t
becoming to blonds 1
and several varieties
larly vorage and pald
the soft vieux blue t
delightfully with erm

Braided costumes a
able at the present
& most important p
fashions. Black mil
blue tailor suits we
€very side, and for (
the new purplish-red
and reddish-brown c
cqually indispensable.
S0 employed in more
to suit the taste and
Wearer. The cult of
bresent moment occu
Dosition of interest
fashion; never before
in such variety. Coa
Quite among our mog
essential garments.

I  think at 13
solved the very
lem of how to be s
clethes, or rather
solved it for us. A d
Signed by a well kno
for hard, everyday v
out in a cut-away
browny-green mixt
colored kid and
Wwaistcoat.
of the new pleated s
top and full at the fe
Just clear the grouna
of extreme shortness,
€ndless variety by le
cannot say I like the
the long coat, but I
convenient style.
€ostume which I havg
Plain fawn cloth skir
of the new long Prin
:‘fully fitted and sev
126 ~exception of the
b che braiding which
cat andg trimmings.




