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body, anC^ ^*t*10uSh the bullet wqs spff-nosed him wouldn’t let him do that without a fight, at daylight with' two dog trains and Indian 

driven by a powerful charge, it didn t stop and, against what seemed impossible o'dds, the mushers. One of the toboggans was rigged 
,.jm r, ,a ,sec°ud- Christie pumped his gun man began to win his way home. , into a rude carible and Christie, now so sore
like lightning, but the bear was within four On figuring matters out, Christie remem- 'and stiff that the least move was agony, was 
feet of him before he could send another bul- beréd that his partner, Christfield, would not tucked in among blankets and furs, 
e crashing into the massive head. On. the think of looking for him if he didn’t show tip The journey to Lansing, Christie says now, 

crack of his second shot Christie jumped aside for two or three days," because the arrange- was.the most terrible feature of the entire in-
ana felt for his knife. But as he jumped his ment had been that ;Christie should be away cident. The trail, or rathej the course, for -
foot struck a snag. He fell and before he for some time. Christie zjlso remembered that there was no trail, lay through very rugged 
touched the snow the bear was on top of him. .there were no medicines at camp, because country. The snow was ■not'yet deep enough

“He didn’t use his forelegs,” said Chris- be and his- partner had not-moved all of their to make good sledding. Time and again With. y 
tie, in telling of it. “'He just naturally start- stor.es yet- His own compfon sense told him" the dogs in full progress, the sled would strike 
ed in chiwing. The shock of the. fall had aSam and aSain that he was only giving him- a sunken log and bound high; again it would 
taken the wind out of hie for a minute, and ueedless agony to try to reach camp ; that ■ strike. bare ground and jerk suddenly ; at other
when I opened my eyes things ■ looked sort he would die on the trail or soon after he got times the half-broken dogs would stop, and * 
of bad. I was right between the old boy’s home it most. "But the something inside of start again with a terrific jerk that stretched 
legs and he was just drooling on me. When him wouldn’t let him lie down and invite the . the hauling throngfe to their utmost. The slight,
I moved my hand he let out a grunt that wolves. est motion meant pain to Christie ; -the sudden »
would make your liait ctfrl, opened his eno(- Half an hour elapsed before Christie could rude jerks and starts were hell. The blood,
mous jaws and took my head in his mouth. I get on His feet. Once there, he tottered about which had been stopped to some extent, began 
felt something give, and I thought" it was alt hke a drunken man. The first move was to , to ooze from the wotinds dgain, and at every 
off. I thought he.had gone through my skull try' to ‘staunch the flow of blood, but the jolt of the sled the man felt as if his head 

..and. would reach my brain. With that I wounds were so many., and so varied that this would come off. Even the bliss of
swung my right arm'up and; tried" to get'it . was almost impossible. Christie couldn’t use seiousness was (Jenied him, and he lay hour 
into his jawsito nry them loose, because usu-. his right arm at all, and. his left, arm was after hour in exquisite agony, feeling the ljfc • 
ally a grizzly is like a bull dog, he just gets- strained. Using this arm as, best he could, he ebbirfg out of him, growing steadily weaker 
a hold and hangs on. I got'my arm in all pulled the torn pieces of scalp together and and weaker, and praying, for speedy death, 
right, but I'pried so hard that I snapped it bound it rightly with his neckerchief. Then On the afternoon of the fourth day after 
off. This seefoed to disconcert Old": Nosey, hë-put his jacket over his head, lifted his lower the fight with the bear, the dog trains reached 
for he let go rriy head’ and bit 1 through my jaw into place- and caught the ends. of- his Lansing. Lansing consists of a small stock- 
hand. With another snap he broke my jaw jacket under his chin. In this fashion Christie ade and one or two buildings, and is kept by, • 
and tore my eye. : Then I thought sure it was set out on the seven mile tramp over the river a tradèr named Ferrell, a personal friend of 
all off. Hë was snapping-jtike" a "fox tetrier ice to camp. On the way; as a precaution, he Christie. There was no physician nearer than 
with the fleas, and every, tijtie he snapped he made a painful detour of half a mile, to a de- Dawson City, but Ferrell had some skill as an 
clamped his jaws oh my skull/" "The finish was serted prospector’s qabin to leave a message, amateur, and an endless store of antiseptics.

-just about due, and 1 was so blind and weak He knew that, Christfield would call at this He bound Christie’s head and his jaw and set 
that I didn’t give a hafig when "the bell rang, shack .sooner or later. Christie wrote a labor- his broken arm and then, for two months, he 

. . Then, suddenly the old boy .let go my head • ious left-handed note and left jit" in the cabin. and Christfield nursed the injured man.
and sank his tusks into my thigh. I was In the note he told whomsoever fotind it that The wonderful vitality of the man, heritage 
trembling with pain and shock, and I guess I he had fought w’ith and been mauled by a bear, the-open and the simple -fife, began to evince

that he was starting for camp and that if he itself now, and although tiis neryes were fairly 
didn’t arrive there, his body would be found sh°t to bits, Christie began to recover. His 
on the ice of the river, while a /dead grizily torn scalp -grew together of its own accord
would be found at the moose cache. Thenx with plaster-cast 'or stitches ; his jaw hitched
Christie set out in the cold to stagger to' itself into a semblance of its proper shape, al-
camp. though it had to be tinkered, with later ; and

Fighting with himself, dragging his legs, the arm knitted together 
which, became knotted and tramped from loss ^,ew Years Day, Christie, now as good
of blood, battling with the ^insistent desire to as *? us® "ls own «prespion^was ready 
sit down and die, the man toiled over the *?. s^art ^or Dawson, fhe journey by sled 
rough ground, to cqrnp. Hè arrived at thé y115 Y?as pleasant, .compared to the trip 
lonely shack id the late afternoon. His part- r°\3- - e . °^j’e -^*v.er t0 Lansing. Çhrist- 
per was away,Tchristie did nqt know'for how-. led’ overJ°yed at his partners rapid recov- 

i long. - He créât inside and pitched headlong" ery> acc°mpamed the party as far as„Mayo, 
into a hunk. There he lay, too weak to move, a.v turne^ back hold down the 
hour after hour. Darkness had fallen before on the distant Rogue alone until Christie 
Christfield came in. ffe knew that Christie ready for wor ; again. Christie reached Daw- 
was at/ home, for he had seen the bloody‘trail - son on January 17. The physician he 
the wounded man left. saw there had nothing more to do than tap an

“What’s up, Jim?” were Christfield’s first ?°ces® *ha.t ,had formed in Christie’s cheek, 
words when he opened the' door. - ‘ He advised him, however, to go out to Vic-

Christie told'him briefly of the fight and *,ona as s00*1.»5 possible and place himself un­
ifie result.' “Take a shot of Scotch before . ®er f"e. oase of Dr. O. M. Jones. Consequent-
you lightup, George,” he said. “You’ll need X Christie came south for the remainder of
your nerve before you look at me.” . e winter. His arm had to be reset and his ■"

Christfield did as he was bid, and then jkw needed attention before it could be made
lighted a lantern. The sight of his- partner 1° cJosa ProPei"ly, but Christie will be ready.

, for business -again before- the summey of 1910 
is far advanced. - .. t . ... t
. -“Nervous about bears?” he said, with a 
smile, in reply to a question; “no, nét particu­
larly. I reckon I’ll take it out on the next old 
silver-tip I hit when I get back there on the1 
Rogue.”
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The Eight jïdeV jim Christies 
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s
We Had examined Jim Christie's "scalp, 

had.seen the plainly-marked scars—horse-shoe 
shaped like a grizzly’s tipper jaw on one side, 
ragged and long on the other, and on the top, 
straight across like a knife slash—the scars 
that had allowed his skull-covering to drape 
hu, neck like a cape during the terrible hike 
tv camp. We had looked at his lower jaw 
which had hung down against his chest ; we 
had seen the mark of the bear’s tusk in his 
arm and in his thigh.. And then Jirh Christie 
said, in a mattec-of-fâct way, for ne is 
of the sijent places who imagines nothing. , ;*r 

“The queer part of it to me ’is thé fact.that 
the old cuss charged on me, asd then'that lie 
didn't use his paws. I ndver heard- tell ' of a 
silver-tip acting that way before.” 5D >'

A bit more pow-wow: about the. surgery, UP! TTN
the kindness of Dr. Hasell and Dr. Jones, and uyA»V4 j
the nurses at the hospital where Christie has 
been treated, and then he toM us—without 
embroidery or fancy-work of any nature^—the
story of an adtenture with à grizzly bear the . ... „ ... , . , . , —
like of which does not exist in the annals of Packted hls Ross r,fle through the scrub with- Jur
bear hunting. He talked straight ahead in out having to use it, and when he missed the
the same undramatic manner that the average* ”Q,f- h«noticed that the- sights had slipped HEFT
man would use in relating to a sympathetic down- He stopped at once and adjusted them SIDE' •/ ,
companion how his rheumatism had spread Properly, dropped his pack and snow-shoes, i |tM ' » w, r ' " n . . . e „
from 1ns small toe to his left shoulder blade. fmdwent?n *? the cache. When he got there WBÈÈÈÈKl i' 1 „ ‘2oldr'" 1Sm^h’ h,maelf a' „ ,
The story contained the explanation of the . he learned what had attfacted the wolves" .. J summate master of style, thus spoke on style
tact that Christie had been for months almost The earth about the cache was thrown up HfA'D 9 in,his inaugural address as Regius professor
a nervous wreck and that he was sent from and rooted about as if a dredge had been at V, D i • • °f ^1°^ f °-x//)rd'. m .i859 :.
Dawson, Yukon Territory, to the Jubilee Hos- work, and, leading frojn the cache straight ÔH0WIN6 The style of the classical historians, at least
pital, in Vfctoria, B. C., to be put back into oyer the river, across an open bar, was a trail . . Tur- of those we read here, undoubtedly is a model
workine shape aeain. as big as a house. Christie knew as soon-as ' “L 1 lnlcr\c' Wm f of parity and greatness, and. far be it from us

Christie came from Carman, Man., where he saw it what had happened. Grizzly tracks «f A HITET FA to disregard style in choosing, books of educa­
te has relatives living now, and went into the a foot long were plain m the snow all about, - - ______ aeS. tion To appreciate language is partly to com-
Xorth in ’98. He never worked for wages; he and the mark made by thq. moose’s body drag- Fhom the V' mand it, and to command beautiful and fore 1-
prospetted in summer and trapped in winter g|ng ln the snow formed- a path like à city ^Jj . ble lan&uage ls to ha^e a k^> with which
all over the'North, and h.q learned the country street- Christie needed that meat and the • „------------------ rva ?"***' man who istorulethrough opimoncandis-
as a child learns the A B C’s. Some of the longer he looked at the empty cache the sorer HH ^ ^ ^ Û
l ine he acted as guide for government par- he got. Finally he decided to punish Old Ml------------------ HU A ^ ' the master of that talisman you need not be
ties, and it was on one of thèse trips that he Nosey, to teach him to kill his own moose and ' IhJ h ^
met Agnes Deans Cameron’s partyP away up leave other folks meat alone, and it was with . . ," - ■ - ". • , . ■ without being tlje master of better things,
on the headwaters of the Mackenzie. On an- this decision that got Christie into trouble. . Language is not a musical instrument t into
other occasion Christie took a geological sur- ®xami”ati<?n, °^ trail showed Jay for fuU a minute half doj>ed before I real- almost knocked him out. 'Christie could talk Its tone's are^voked3 om’vVTth eTni rît Tf hi Jh
yey outfit across the unknown North from that the track was fresh, had been made within izçd that the {ight was oyer and that Old only with great difficulty owing' to his frac- or tender thought • and7 though truth is not -
Dawson to Edmonton, and then came down the hour, in fact, and, sure that he would come Nosey was dead. The whole affair didn’t Jâst tured jaw, but when Chrisfîiéld came close to ajwavs el0alieiiT real elonuence has alwavs
to Carman to visit his folks. Meantime he had across the bear in a very short time, Christie fifteen seconds, and the two'bullets, one right him he .showed him where the worst wounds tge Jjow „? trut’u -rup Af th ^
struck up a pal,-ship with George Christfield, to ^wj^e tol through the body and tl^ other in the head, were, “took me over George,” he instructed ,cients is o{ the tinfe when tL writer sought
and when he went bacfoNorth he and Christ- aCrr7ver^7nd^wait forhim in h! a ■ l u 'tS l W&t Part"er’ a"d.sf.e lB worth the saving. onl t0 give piain expression to his thought,

eld grubstaked and hj out for the Rogue ^ub above thl oDDofite bank The wolves dennS "hy the bear hadn t hV me a swat w th At this_timeXhr.stie had a haunting fear that and when thought was fresh and youAg. The
River, setting up camp at a point about 350 had undoJbtedlv been oestering him 3 he w ^W" If he had onf swat wogld have fin- his brain had beem injured and fha* while-he composition • of the ancient historians is a
nnles east of Dawson, in the heart of the naa unaouoiecny oeen pestering mm, ana ne îshfed me. For the matter of that, one crunch might live, he would not be right in his mind. mnfiPi ,;mnip narrai
wilderness. was in q very nasty frame of mmd. of his jaws would have been plenty if he hadn’t If this proved to be the case; he had made up aii tjme nut :c tilev toid th • t . j£L_.

During thesë years of his apprenticeship Knowing nothing of this,land probably car- been weakened by the shots. He was dying his mind - to die quick and get it "done with, it was oartlv because th’ev had a simnle t-ilTtn 
in the North, Chfistie.had learned much about ing less, Christie pushed on up the opposite when he reached me, but it takes those silver- Christfield’» -hasty investigation "proved that, tell Snrh.thethes as T a tin rhrietian.tv
the silent places, had trapped much and hunt- slope of the river and into the Brush. The tips the deuce of a time to die.” excépt for one spot, the skull had not been pean Civilization the Reformation the
< d much, and a grizzly bear was about as fear- bushes and small trets here were so thick Christie, whrën he tells the story, touched pierced- and that Christie’s brain was, nbt af- French Revolution’are not so easily reducible 
some a/thing to him as a hot is to a plough- and cfose that he could Hot pass through, them lightly on the events which followed the death fected. ' ' . . , to the proportions’ of artistic beauty, nor arc
horse. That is to say, something unpleasant without great difficulty. He kicked out of his Gf the bear. When the pain and the cold There were not medicines other than tjle passions they excite so easily calmed to 
ln be brushed aside. Christie held this atti- snow-shoes and was shouldering his way brought him back to full consciousness, the Scotch whisky at the camp, and Christie tried the setenity of Sophoclean art. Nor are all
tude towards grizzly bears when he struck through the growth when lie heard a stu.de prospect that lay before him was one calcul- to drink some of me liquor. H.olding his jaw the moderns devoid of classical beautv No'
"Ut over a light snow about the middle of last ferocious snort not thirty feet distant, an ated to daunt the stoutest.' The snow, was with his hand, he had Ins partner hold the bot- riarrative so complicated was1 ever tonducted
petoiber along the course of the Rogue River, next moment he saw an enormous silver-tip, red with blood for four feet surrounding the tie to his mouth ; but he could not swallow in witJ, so much skill as that of Lord Macaulav.

look up-the trapping possibilities. Twô measuringdour feet from heel to shoulder, at scene pf the struggle. Christie’s clothes, were 'this manner. Eventually the difficulty was No historical painting was ever so vivid as
.cars before a horde of lynx had infested the least nine-feet in height and probably weigh- saturated " with it and he was fast becoming solved When Christfield poured some of the that which lures the reader through all that is
' "untry and small furs were scarce. The first ing L00? pounds, coming at nun with the weak. His- scalp was "draped down from his whisky into a shallow basin along with some extravagant in Caryle. Gibbon’s shallow and
'lav out Christie shot a moose-and hid it in a speed of an express train. The bears .ore bare skull at the,back and on both' sides, like cold tea. Christie put his head right into thé satirical view of the church and churchmen
■ lound cache to be called for later. He ex- leg5 were as thick as the thighs of aùbig man, the. flat of a patent cap"; his lower jaw fell basin and drank. This revived him and he fèlt has made him miss the grand action and the

!' i’/ired up river for twp suns and then circled and he had -a mouth like a cave. 'The truck down limp ; his left eye was torn’ so that he stronger. " great actors on the stage. But turn to the
I -?ck toward camp. His-trail led him across scrub gave him not the slightest oother ; he could not see—would never seethe thought at By this time the two men had decided that style and structure of his great work, its con-
I hi' out-track, and he decided to have a look came along just as if it wasn t there. the time ; his right arm was broken an'd -'torn ; the only thing to be done was to have Christie densed thought, its lofty and sustained dic-
I j*1 the cache. When he got within sight of it ' Christie had little or no time to think, but his thigh was bitten thrbugh, and his right tàlçen as soon as possible to Lansing, a lone tion, its luminous grandeur and august propor- ’
I he found a "pack of timber wolves hard at action with him was second nature. Almost eye was blinded with blood. All in all, with trading post fifty miles away, over.rough coun- tions, reared as it is out-of a heap of materials 

u rk excavating, and he took a shot at one in the same second he heard the snort In: thtew camp seven miles ,away? . Christie thought the try." Accordingly Christfield rested until the most confused- and mean, and ask of what
1 them. It wqs this shot, which missed, that up his rifle and fired. The shot struck the ' best plan would be to pick out the softest spot, about midnight, and then set off for an Indian Greek or Roman edifice however classical it

’ vd Christie’s life. For two days he had bear, at a range of twenty fcet, full in the crawl into it," and die. But something inside < camp about seven miles distant. He returned" is not the peer?
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a man -

wondering what made Olél 
Nosey charge on him and then fail to uSe his 

1 enormous arms. “I’ve shot bears and bears,
• Christie said to the writer, “but I never heard 

tell tif a grizzly acting like this one did, and if 
somebody else told me the story I’ve just told 
you, I wouldn’t believe Him on oath. Usually 
I don’t monkey with bears, and they leave 
alone, but this fellow was the exception «that 
proves a good rule.”
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GOLDWIN SMITH ON LITERARY 
STYLE

II
me, helping me in every way 
sh to express my thanks to Icon-

Education
sentences from Sir Oliver 

Irkers’ Educational Assdcia- 
am, will be of interest to 
pllowed, we Hope in agree- 
las been written here on edu- 
r Lodge, the head of Birm- 
k urged his hearers not to 
Ivhat education re.<lly was. 
leal more than the acquiring 
lowever useful in practical 
|e. Real education—higher 
I very large term. Culture 
rocess. It meant the power 
fe best things in the world, 
I the past and their great 
the power of understanding 
kvay, they were really great, 
to look at a work of art and 
bs quite easy to read a poem 
Iture and not to be able to 
pure meant the cultivation 
bpreciation. A great buHd- 
| expected, meant very little 
k as he was a savage. We 
[exceptioq, pretty much in 
kith regard to the universe 
he universe. We did not see,
I we did not know one-tenth 
I were really about us. The 
untry, in particular, were at 
re and more the need of the. 
thed life. He believed that 
here not two places, but om;
I make it so at present, and 
|w to make it so.
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send a dozen roses to this 
1—“Yes, sir.” D.B.—“Will 
S.—“Certainly.” D.B.— 
dozen. -
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