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. ojt» l|ke fire through the ripening com, A rose would smell as sweet, we’re told

rx-^V l §+î “d,e“e dis" Æstrisr"'., QÎlVa, ^''îorn"65 t0 m°Urn thC rUme<1 wastc for' Tho’ Kaeser were his appellation;

C_/ bM h„gll,.

• e!rscf" ^^%n?zsL« | ____
By hearth-side genial with the warmth of, ‘Twere easy thus to mnltiply ..Jfhe following touching account of the re- tures. His voice was, I heard well train .

Thro , , Examples of a change in rhyme of Handel’s and then my fancy pictured him This vô 1
Through silvered days of vistas gold and Tho’ doubtless purists will decry ’ Mess,ah in the prison chapel of Wormwood the idol of a mother’s heart the star
Contend” h r ' Such usage as linguistic crime. England> wa* written by Mr. Harry father’s dreams.- w'e rdK’ CoHeS L° /

ontentedly he gh s away, serene. But as for me, I merely smile, Choral SocieTv 7 of the Western District day, and it reminded us that we are all sinned
Tis thus 111 rhyme my songs and odes— tv, y" . ... every one of us. Some have their sin=

And if you do not like my style - Sunda^ ^whTn *" nhh h VT™ ^ last d?ned- so™ have their misdeeds published"'
You may go to the antipodes. m!mh£r= t tht,?ne hundred and twenty the housetop, and some the misfortune to *
-William Wallace Whhelock, in Life. * SocTet! London I waTkeJ” Ch°/f tîîem arraigncd before the bar of Justice

oociety, London, I walked into the beautiful, that is very largely the onlv rliff—j ajumg cl.ap.1 of Wormwood 5(„bs prison ,we,„ manLd Sm ?

saSsSS r£r SS?‘-
msi.ts%5.s esrM s'-srii'l.:

We were dear; we were leal; O, far we went . . Music has a great ministry to perform in Sy. Thego^rnor nS1”^8’ ca
straying; brightening this drab London of ours. It has lighted withkhTnHre rl^° '^Ce/fuwe[eI-

OW;-rr 3 eart to my heart comes hom- a me9saS® of hope to the despairing, and when No languid ynicism was wntte ^ cho,r ' 
wi, l g!, the reed is more generally allied ft, song and countenances The™„ Up°"v

‘s he now, the dark boy slender carT1€d to the lost and lonely we shall better full of meïowinï6 “ a °!W T
t iWhî taught me bare-back, stirrup and reins? understand, I tancy, the true meaning of the their khaki suitf hefr?PP g ^)“nd‘. Ln 1
1 Taïeî'of ;hhC l0Vedme ;my beautiful, tender that made the plains and hillsides a thousand feelings We^newf^ w”"' ",lh

W$r food .ho Silver Water. ^ , fn Sf “P“" f ^ »«"d

o, th= swfhow flying northward braves Where is he now whose eyes swam brighter - When Mr. Winston Churchill the home wflfni ”l!n w£° bad at “«tme in their
4lsamS that, Sweep thç birchen foot. Softer than love, in his 4bulenfcS^ secretary, rose in> place £ £ House of £? Ïa Stress n^’8 “iIfV

Where the wildflnwerc’ , ught me to strike, and to fall, dear Commons on july ao last and stated that he When Miss Onoenshaw
wnere the wildflowers pale plantation fighter, had given his authority to an exoeriment heW X ® uP.penshaw commenced the

WaVeSÏFairv garden ‘ " h' * T^t8** % Up f h:> boyhood arms ; tried for elevating prisoners in convict prison! 5%^ W°rk
c • • f ry gardens L Taught me the rifle, and with me went riding by means of lectures and high-class music I th c-.w . ?. a sort of thrill posses-

S!s)-m C d leaves in the5r w?Uppl.ed y limbs to the horseman’s war; M't that at length someone had arisen in the the !pturnedlooks IT tho,T"’ ^ ^ 
y g CS) K-,n°W’ l°r Wb°m my heart’s biding, conncils^of the State who appreciated the tears on the laces oî îhTvoT’
Falls lorgotteji, Uiçn, Emilia’s needle; g. b.dmg-bu.-he „d«s 1„? ”ind tad. to the ni^,t in th‘<Bri,S

Sinv fl“tmé th»usli Iter brain, O love that passas the love of woman' mazes running.” g g n°«se »f Commons when the Secretary

Ontdoots^w^mSS'' WhÆS S^trrS'Wns ^̂ ^seems to h^te’n 2S& the g„„y tain.. Æ heat, is to a lad, heat, se,? «1“»  ̂ ^

Th'ey°shall’ cling’ SfjSfci other shall «4* tie!”
part called on the Governor Mr H H Lethbridge . ! ■ weeter and truer notes. When

Till the reign of the stars in the heavens be and Chaplain of the ’ prison," the Rev. f. Jw^'u^wS tihrilliW’T Souls"
, °,Vf’. , Haworth, to propose that the first effort to be hearts sefmed to sne!! i the m
And life is dust in each faithful heart! made under the home secretary's new regime gound of dTsSnt th!md£ hu U 1

- should be arranged for Wormwood Scrubsand ok lei wa n At ‘Ca':
They are dead, the American grasses under; that the home office should be approached. o{ ^ faf> tde ^tle tapping
r> Tî^re*f ”° one, now who Presses my^side; 1 found that I had unknowingly struck two ci10jr smihdCrushed thf orchestra 111,1
By,th.e African chotts I am riding asunder, sympathetic chords. They-chapïain and gov- swallowed °lu ’ an,‘
T J!"! W r greaP}°y ride 1 the last great ride, emor-responded with enthusiasm to the idea. gets foTo on!? thro^ f ̂ mething that
1 fey; I, am fam of sudden dying; The home secretary not Only agreed, but Emottefr when one tries

Thousands of miles there is no one near; spontaneously wrote me that he would try to «. . f e lmgs.
And my heart—all thè' hight it is crying, crying be present, and that in any case représenta- r oome incidents of this oratorio will live

Hidden papers in the duskrv o-arr f ^ " In the bosoms of^jfead lads darling-dear. tives of the prison commissioners would at- memory- At the '‘Hallelujah
WHéns her' few and secret ~~ Hearts of my tnusic^Mthem dark earth'covers; tend. Ï felt proud that the youngest choral 5 H US 18 cujtonnaiy,, of course, .for thv

Thither flies her heart to ; Ji 1^S îlè~ 1 T Comrades to die, Mnd to die for, were they— society in London should have the honor of a“mence to stand. When the first bars
While she serves with \ - treasure, In the width of the World there were no such undertaking this humanizing method of re- the master s triumph were sounded, a state!-,

MiS&TankSds "m mgeye’ n . C". " lieving prison life of some of its sombre rou- ^mg prisoner rose, andl for a few second.
Foaming cider'in the glasL= h- u Bacl" to back, breast to breast, it was ours tine> and stimulating men with the ennobling fî°?d hke a lighthouse! The warder glanced

Ah how thew «,« ... . F s high. to stay ; . influence that is inseparable from the work of b,m> mysteriously. Another prisoner ros ■
Gesture and Trv^nf WUh n0t’t0'be'impeded “Would she mincie with h And the higheSt onearth was the vow that we Handel. and another. The warder remembered, and

' One sunnv stelh ,T eetSMUnreCOnciled’ panions!” g * her -voun» c°m- cherished, ■ The society were captivated by their mis- tben W,th a sPrinff’ the one thousand men
Felled bv the Hew .mutably needed, Vainly do her aunts a To spur forth from the crowd and come back sion. Mr. Charles Saunders gave up an elec- a.so rose and listened amidst a si ul-movirgFelled by the Hewer ,n the northern wild! Ever Tr!m thevmage ^orfoand T= - A HtTT tio“ ointment to sing thflenor. ml silft.ee to the, thunder of this majestic chor;,:

Yet if they knew would these * v • , Early missed, Emflia riini awL^68’ A^.1|0.11'lde m the track of great souls perished Emily Breare promised to travel from Shef- II * raost impressive srxtne
duly^ R ’ d th not tfmmph Whither vanished ¥ 7' Tl the nests of the J^rk shall roof us o’er. field to do the soprano. . Miss Violet Oppen- Tile governor thanked us and all who had

Glory not crief for him „,h^ •„ , x , With what unimacined mates t i a v . , shaw volunteered as alto. Messrs. Steinway v5>.ntr,1butfd to the success of the experiment.
Pure a!’the sEvord some wlrd * Cd it0 keCp & mates to play?- YeV llngers a horseman on Altai highlands, loaned the piano. Mr. Edwin Barrett came We felt like thanking his family of men for

Draws by the cradTnf ham an,gC! newly Did they seek her wandering h ti. * Wh° h.ath W of me, riding the Tartar glis- forward to wield the baton. In short, one and the privilege. We had come to cheer then,
a s by the cradle of-baptismal sleep. They^^should7Æ ^r’ ,• a , i ■ , all flung themselves with zest into the execu- and they had inspired us. As I looked at th

Green on the summits of the u x strange : rades shy and And one, far faring o’er orient islands tion of fhe scheme, and, when we decided that Gothic windows and gave a last glance at th
See what a garland beautiful !enherefter’ Queens'and princesses and saint= a r ■ ■ Whose blood yet glints - with my blade’s Handel’s immortal oratorio, “The Messiah,” Mkht figures in khaki my eye fell upon son.

Till Time abasî them there on x Desdemona d faines’ xT ^ acco ade^ T should be the selection for the occasion, we Pâtures in the front of the chancel, the won
i Sweeter than jasmine cfimbT tha^ ^ Mariana of the Moated Grange you my Iast hallooing, a11 felt that no finer and no worthier musical of prisoners, and not at all bad specimens

name. J bs that absent Moated Grange. Last ove to the breasts where my own has classic could be chosen. artistic coloring. One of the subjects depictc
,p, W , ,, When Handel witnessed his first perform- was the raising of Lazarus from the dead. 1
through the reach of the desert my soul leaps ance °.f “The Messiah” at Dublin in the year have a notion that that work is still going on.

pursuing 1742 his audience consisted of lords and dukes, ard 1hat this Sunday afternoon’s rendering of
My star where it rises a Star of the Dead. music lovers and critics. What would he have Handel’s Messiah in Mis Majesty’s prison at

—By G. E. Woodberry, in Scribner’s. said, I wonder, had he been present in the Wormwood Scrubs hastens that work forward.
balcony of the prison chapel with the governor Permit me to say one word in behalf of our 
and his staff and looked down upon the strange, society. We have undertaken this work at
sad, silent and reverential audience, who wept our own individual expense, and we shall be
and sobbed and sighed as his masterpiece was glad to fulfil similar engagements in other
being interpreted, not for worldly gain, but prisons within a reasonable distance of Len
to bless and inspire men who wore the brand 
of crime ?
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WITH CASSOCK BLACK, BERET AND 
BOOK K

ÜE
By Grace Fallow Norton

With cassock black, beret, and book, 
Father Saran goes by ;

I think he goes to say a prayer 
For one who has to die.

Even so, some day, Father Saran 
May say a prayer for me;

Myself meanwhile, the Sister tells, 
Should pray unceasingly.

They kneel who pray ; how may I kneel 
Who face to ceiling lie,

Shut out by all that man has made 
From God who made/the sky?

They lift who pray—the low earth-born-^ 
A humble heart to God ;

But O, my heart of clay is proud—
True sister to the sod.

v I look into the face of God,
They say bends over me ;

I search the dark, dark face of God—
Oh, what is it I see?

o
EMILIA dVP

jnlBy Ellen Angus French 
Halfway up the Hemlock valley turnpike,

In the bend of Silver Wateris arm,
dcer come trooping down at even, 

Drink the cowslip pool, and fear ho harm, 
Dwells Emilia,

Flower of the fields of Camlet Farm.

-Or

*

t
COMRADES

When I went on 
Aügust 7,’ tl 

n Pacific Rai

:
w!;'

Suadity,
Canadia
ceiitly laid off, was sll 
ing her way in a fog tj 
Vancouver.

It was the densest 
and penetrating, and 
heavy clouds ; one cou 
of the vessel, and ceJ 
guish either of the shd

Through this fog 
forged ahead, tooting 
warning notes, while 
came answering bellod 
the shrieking sirens of 
deep, dignified moan q 
liners.

Sitting sewing by the western window 
As the too brief mountain sunshine flies, 

Hast thou seen a slender-shouldered fi.
„ With a chestnut-braid, Minerva-wise, 

Round her temples, 
Shadowing her grey, enchanted eyes ?

r
gure

wor

I see—-who lie fast bound, who may 
Not'kneel—who can but seek—

I see mine own face over me,
With tears upon its cheek.

F While I looked, ond 
ing, ghost-like struct 
white and sweating rd 
out of the fog just aH 
gines silent and not a s 
most immediately dis 
again. She might hal 
Ship;” so silently and 
went.

I
—Atlantic Monthly.
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THE COLORS OF CAMBRIDGE

vvereBy Louise Imogen Guiney
(William E. Russell', ex-Governor of Mas- »th ®he gores-in some old dress and faded, 

sachusetts, died suddenly while camping in the the. sh°wery, shifting wind ;
woods of New Brunswick, and was broueht K,ltcd Ber sklrts to clear the mosses, 
home to'be buried at Mount Auburn. It was And her br«ght braids in a ’kerchief pinned
a week of unusually high wind. These lines ™ J Younger sister -

written at the time.) ut the damsel-errant Rosalind.

i Suddenly, over to 
Prosjpect Point, a gled 
water, caught my eya 
doing so close to the vj 
ed. There was no bud 
dwelling or house on tl 
rubbed my eyes and j 
Jove ! they were lights, 

Then the fog lifted! 
jt was. A little stream] 
the rocks, at the base I 
feet east of Prospect I 
stern as far forward a

til;'.

were

Flags at half-staff that through the leafy city WThlle,sbe helps to serve the harvest 
Cloud street and hall in tragic muttering; tbe,lantern-lighted village hall,

Flags in the offing, that for noble pity Mopnlight rises on the burning woodland
• Make for sea-spaces on a broken wine. Lchoes dwindle from the distant Fall ’

;M Hark, Emilia!
Eagles low-flying, angels of bûr Sorrow, n ber ear tbe airy voices call.

Boding and bright, on their full passion 
hurled,

Trail down the wind in 
furrow,

Poignantly marked across the 
world.

supper

1 submerged in_ deep wa 
and dry, touching the c 
if she had, at full spee< 
course through the cli 
dently but.. recently ab; 
one was to be seen, h< 
still aglow. I just had t 
her as we steamed past 
settled down heavily at 

When an hour or sc 
up safely to the dock 
step was to get an ante 
ley Park, Prospect Po 
sible delay. And the < 
below are which I secu 
the time I was able to : 
tide had fallen 
the whole of the vess< 
View ; she had slipped ' 
tion against the cliff, ar 
in her bottom. While 
specting her. a small t 
the photograph, appea 
gin raising operations, 

I quote from the V

.

stormy wake and 01

summer

consi

Upthis vaHey to the fair, and market 
When young farmers from the 

ride,
Oft they linger at a sound of chanting 

in the meadows by the turnpike '
_ Long they listen,

Deep in fancies of a fairy bride.
—Atlantic Monthly.

Knowing (from ways in which she nearly 
wavered), - '

This starry dust shall lead her lik

southward tiser :
ix “The wrecked stea 

o’clock last night wit 
down from the logging 
Nothing marred the u 
passing jnto the Narroj 
ing, the vessel crashed 
In a few minutes she b 
below immediately smj 
effort to get free from 
All her passengers an

side ;
e a star.

MA CHERE ANNETTE

Ma chere Annette she’s rond away an’ left 
I’m tole her why, I’m ax:her where;

She’s laff on me, an’ say I- know myself, me, 
She’s kiss de han’ an’ den say “Au Revoir.”

I m walk chemin; dare’s motor buggy pas’
Lak one Ouiseau, he’s make me scare ! « 

Can t tole no boodlies fâc’ he’s ran so fas’ me 
An den some femme is call out “Au Revoir.”

Happy the land predestinate to cover 
wLet. in, hls. y°uth. the early-laureled 1 
Who n her bosom lays so loved a lover,' 

Veiling with tears the chantry of hi
guest, me.

: THE I, OF ME

When I forsooth, would go prancing- forth 
„ Abroad’ over field and plain, g ’
1 ThY,TnrbSi°T mine are 50 How and loth 

that I find I must use a cane.

Eagles low-flying, angels of our sorrow ^As^ever-methi T* dfy news
Boding and bright, in your full passion Rather more, thïn of7ld bS’m x vh’ Annett«> de eye is wet,

hurled, Arwt a( i °! ° , ■ but eIes «fuse, You know you sef I’m not forget -
Rise on the wind in stormy wake and furrow g CS St3nd m necd' How can you corn’s away so fa!! ’

Rise and rejoice, across the summer world’ For music’s exquisite charm I yearn * H°W y°U tole mCj “Au devoir!”

F,.g h=.,=„ i„ rfling fealty '

Hiding thy ’face upon thine °nly °nC’ bàt
.Weak with

untoward,
O my Delight ! look up and quicken

don. We shall also welcome singers who wish 
to join the society and cooperate with us.

1 s rest.
I think that it is the author of “Quo Vadis” 

who makes Nero cry in one of his flights of 
egotism, “Music is like the sea.” When I 
escorted the last soloist on to the orchestral
platform of the prison chapel, and saw that The estimates for the year 1911-1912 jus; 
all was in order—the choir well seated, the or- laid bcfore fhe Dominion' Parliament might 
chestra in its proper place, Mr. Barrett ready studled with profit by Labor leaders both 
to raise his baton—and then turned to look Canada and the United Kingdom, says Cai 
at the auditory, I confess that, though I had ada’ tbe London illustrated weekly. No bet 
prepared myself by imagining what the scene ter evidence could be -furnished as to the 
would be, it nonplussed me. That sea of amount of work which will have to be perform 
faces ! ed by skilled and unskilled labor—altogether

I caught the eye of one man—middle-aged ap^rt ,fr°m that needed in agricultural pursuits 
with an intellectual cast of face—who watched du,rm|' tbe cominff year. On public works

see I’m tak de long, long jour- every movement of the platform as if he were ?13>0°0>000j 15 to be expended—this al-
g . g J " familiar with ks technical arrangement Who £ wx mdePendent °f a still larger jmm 

was he? Why was he there ? In a minute • lch the Governments of the various prov- 
the “sea” rose. To the familiar “Austria” the mceS W1 . ay out in new buildings—while the 
men sang “Praise the Lord ; ye heavens adore construction of thousands of miles of railway, 
Him !” ' It was not till then that I grasoed ltS attendant requirements of rails and
Nero’s meaning. g P bridge and other material, will create other de-

I have listened to the music of the ocean J”and!; T° represent that the" skilled native- 
- moving, subduing, and inspiring That b°rn Canadian labor available to carry out all 

is how I felt here. There was a maiestir ! CSC works 15 sufficient is as great an absurd- 
grandeur in the song, and it was rendered with * y “p°n tbe Part °f trades unions in the Do- 
strength and with even a skill that astonished aS are the oth.er statements, often made"
me. I heard bass voices that I could have cov T JbC Same organizations and rapid. Free 
eted for the society. A. galaxy of tenor! to T'0™ ™.the United Kingdom, to the
my right lifted. “Ye heavens adore Him” to hfr* tb,Bt the blgher wages admittedly, paid 
a splendid height of musical daring and as T are offset by the greater necessary

---------------- ----------------- listened I forgot the color of their gafh the C°Sf °£ !vmg‘ Moreover, a study of these esti-

formmebody i'eV “g J’°” m‘6ht lltc # . ,A"d th'" 1 sighted the man with the i«el- m«i' *e ïr0agh W»»t.these,e#i-
‘“*“l w A mil- PW upon his tt mC^SCd °»"

Fiags in the offing, that for noble pity 
Make for sea-spaces on a broken wing;

-o-
me WHERE THERE IS WORK FOR ALL

B SIR OLIVER LODQ 
m out

Sir Oliver Lodge h 
ulating volume, “Rea 
uen ; 3s 6d net), whiq 
Balfour. In this book] 
hiatters stand—how th 
in the light of the disco 
century. The first boJ 
nation, another with tl 
fight of evolution.

Dose car have wings, I’m bet wit you dei monny,
I wish he’s kill myself, dat 

Den wen she’ll
two.

own roof-tree, 
wound through all this day As for Beauty, ah!

Did I yield to her

car;
our

never before ney;
She 11 ma|c’ som ’tear for tole me “Au Re
voir.

With such vast capSfty ' toTdore- 

But Beauty won’t look
In a chapter on Tl 

Oliver says :
“Theologians tell u 

intrinsically bad. Bu 
sarily begins in childh 
told there is a good n es 
ilom of Heaven. How 
evil of human nature is 
necessary conditions?

: “Surely we 
dite-to bad conditions 
fneftt,-and nearly all o 
wretchedness of

i me:B'.,-
my way!Flag long-adored, and heart of mine below it

Never so touching nor so dear again. Is as nimbk^ ever iï was^6’

—Atlantic Monthly.

I’m look encore, mon Dieu, dose car she’s
flyin’

Dn nodder car wats com’ around 
Wen moment 

dyin’,
I m lif de head an’ hole it from de groun’.

more, ma chere Annette, she’s waves

—M. S. Bridges, in Life.
•o-

THE YEAR’S END RATIONAL RHYMES Ah, chere Annette, de eye is wet,
You know you sef’ I’m not forget;
Don t mak no different how far 
You com’ I’m love you—Au Revoir

can see

If spelling is to be reformed, 
Pronunciation should be, too 

If printers all be chloroformed,
And writers taught to write anew__

Then poets ought to do their part 
Nor under these restrictions chafe 

And e*erc.lse. their gentle art 
Whfle sipping coffee at the cafe.

By Timothy Cole
Full happy is the man who comes at last 

Into the safe completion of his year- 
Weathered the perils of his spring, that blast 

How many blossoms promising and dear' 
And of his summer, with dread 

fraught,

Æm

■pover
tion ;: it is the outcome 
a® jt is, is utterly differ 

ït îà xlefaced by mi 
hope is that we are sti 
t1 fttès. The human rac 
ofi'fhe earth, and its p 

But an immense' 
Ç. The better fu

passions
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