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m of Quatsino sound to the June
oup of mines, which is being devel-
pbed by a local syndicate. Two" loco-
oti are to he brought also for this
e, which will be utilized to Tarry
e from the June mine for shipment
the island smelters. ‘Three miles
the roadbed has been graded, -and
e workmen are waiting the arrival
the rails and fishplates, ete, -

Atlantic Rate vWar
Montreal, Sept. 20.—As -a result of
e cut in steamship rates made by
pes across the border,
Canadian lines was held, Here to-
y and decided to draw up a schéedule
saloon rates which would cut the
tes of the Empresses of 'the C. P. R.
d the turbiners of the Allan line to
ninimum of $55. The ships of other
es and slower boats.of the C,"P. R«
d Allans will undergo similar. re-
ctions. It is expected that circulars
nouncing the changes will be issued.
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17 ] put it-in my*batter, et ] -
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i a hit of ~better ‘butter,
w1 make my batter better.”

<. .ne bought a bit o' butter .
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| FR?ENDS AND RIVALS

1‘
By George H. Ford®

-
(Concluded)
~polly,” continued Ned, *“hold  on,
will von. 1 don’t want you to try it.
a0l : the dare. Come on

Tl take bac

o him,” he thought, as hé

“for it

As hig head rose above
s first glanee showed Polly
wcross the insecure logs right

asge.

Ned's lips opened to.shout a warn-
ing. but ere he could utter the words
Polly was gone, leaving no trace of his
2 behind, save, at the very
e cedar log, roeking ominously
its uneven base,

The group of boys watching from
pelow had noticed the loose ‘logs, and,
lirved to see him pass safely beyond

on

his progress through the air.

They saw his head and arms turn
down and at ‘the same time ‘his legs
straizhten out and begin to swing up-
d more and more slowly ° till his
whole figure was in perfect line and
flying downward to the rapidly nearing
watier

T 3 $y i

A burst of applau$s “greeted ‘this
clever perfoymance but was - quickly
nushed as they noticed‘that the diver's
legs were slowly passing the perpen-
dicular. § S

They understood his efforts to con-
trol them, throwing back his head,
drawing his arms back, but nothing
availed, and slowly, but without a
check, his feet went farther and far-
ther from a straight line.

Then they noticed the agonized and
helpless face, the final struggle, loss
of control, and “splash”; he -struck
the water on his shoulders and back
and disappeared. . ;

They waited silently for him to come
up—a second--two; he did not appear.
Faces began to grow red, then . .whits,
till Jack Grifith broke silence with,
“He's' fetchin® bottom:'to tool!-'usf?'< o

‘No, he is n't, he's drowned!™ ex-
claimed Ned, as Tre rushed to the edge’
of the dock, . X

He had heard of many rescues of
drowning men and boys, and had wit-
nessed the resuscitation of one such
case, and he knew that if he kept his
head, with George Buush bastening to
the &@e w akgﬂpol m be
Bave . 3% b

“Herg,. Ned! 1 nk ¥ can-seé him®
on the bottom,” shouted George to
Ned, as-the latter wag pulling off his
shoes. .

“Where?” cried Ned.

“Right there,” the latter replied, and
in a moment Ned had plunged straight
for the bottom.

To “fetch hottom”.in fifteen feet of
water wag nothing o Ned, and ere the
impetus of his dive was exhausted
struck out downward manfully. Look+
ing ahead he could see the bottom
plainly now, but nothing of what he
was seeking. - Where was 1t? | He
swung a trifle to the left and there
at last it lay. R

Stretched out flat on the rocky bot-
tom lay that. little form he knew so
well.
he struck out wildly for it. That
minute and @& half seemed an hour to
Ned. . He never coufd well remember
just what he did, but the first thing
he can recall was seeing George Brush's
face over the edge of the boat, and
feeling his arm clutched, and being
drawn intp the boat, where he fell help-
less and tense, on the seat at the stern.

A few deep-drawn- breaths of the
fresh summer air revived Ned won-
derfully, and he_looked up and saw first
Polly, laid across the middle thwart of
the boat, resting on his chest, with his
head and arms dangling on one side
and his legs on the other, and beyond
him George pulling his hardest to the
dock, which they soon reached.

Here together they lifted out the lad
as gently as possible and }Jaid him first
on his face, while George, kneeling
astride, pressed firmly on his shoul-
der-blades and back to expel the wa-
ter from his chest, under which he had
blaced a tightly rolled coat. Then,
turning him on his back, he endeavor-
ed to induce respiration.

Ned, under George’s direction, had
already -~ dispatched. Bobby for Dr.
Watt, whose house was near at hand,
and had set Foster to chafing Polly's
legs, and ‘thus they worked for nearly
ten minutes.

What's that? The flutter of an eye-
lid, another, a tinge of red on that
deathly cheek, a faint sigh and, as Ned
lifted his hands, a long-drawn breath,
hiurrying footsteps near and the doc-
T cheery voice, “Bravely done, my
hov: you've saved him,” and Ned,
Dist the limit of his endurance, fell
a log in a dead famt. 7
leturning consciousness found Ned
In his own white bed at home with a
Vigue remembrance of being carried
and of riding in a carriage, but with
4 very real throbbing neadache and-a
foreness of body that he ‘was at a loss,
r a while, to account fer.
tiradually, however, the whole ‘ex-
Prrience of the morning came back to

. Hlis first question was. “How is Pol-
mother ?”
Alive, dear, thanks to your skill

courage. And now; not. another
about it. The doctor says you
t be quiet.”

1is scant information was, how-
“7er all that Ned needsd to relieve his
éndicty, and he dropped intoa restful
U which lasted till the doctor came
1 "0k him over. <
is he did thoroughly, and pro-
ced Ned as “sound as a dollar.
¢ only exhausted from his own
‘ion and the mental excitement,
will be all right son,” he said.
t to himself at an early hour that
ight have a good sleep. Ned lay
' long time pondering the events
at exciting day, and the more he

nh the pile, “If T have to [Tl

., watched with absorbed interest|

Horrified as he was at thesight|.

b Wk

L A > Ve
thought of'it e leds he was Inclined
to be satisfied ‘with’his own conduct.
A‘.‘It.;qu) - very: well to be dubbed a

m&; jble --gon,” and all
, but'that e performance of his
in sthe early hours of that morning
was certainly neither noble nor heroic.
It was, he admitted to. himself, “low
down” dnd’ *sneaky,” and he went to

‘- |8leep with a firm determination to tell

gpuy all about it as soon as he saw

No, evil effects developing in  the
morning, Ned was. released: from con-
finement ‘and stroiled in to breakfast
with all the airs which he felt his pre-
sent dignity required,

Ned had called with numerous mes-
sages to Polly, who 'was improving
d » At last, “one evening, rs.,
Brown told him that as Polly wished
to see him, they thought hé might do
50, the next morning if Ned would
come up about 11 o’clock. o

.He was promptly on hand, and wis
Mslered up. to. the sick: room by the

here was his friend, propped up on
his pillows, with an eager smile ;é!
welcome on ‘his pale face. 3
“Hello, Ned, I'm mighty glad thgy
let you up.’ I've been awfully lonely,”
said Polly. 1 “Sit down.” =
Ned took the chair which the nurse
placed for him at the badside. %,
“How is your back mow, Polly? Does
it pain you much?’ he asked. 5
Not half so much as it did when old
Farmer Hasking got through with #s
the day he caught us riding his &
mare. Do you remember?” >
“Do I!" replied Ned, put at his ease
at once by this assurance of Polly's
interest in earthly affairs, “I should
say I didr” & i d
“Polly,” "said Ned, after an interva
of silence, “have you ever done any-
thing so mean and snedky that yaeu
were ashamed to tell of 1t?”

“No, I never have,” answered Polﬁ. ;

“I'm mightily esha#léd of ‘some thifis
I've done, but I'd just as soon -tell
about ‘them. - Have “Vou, ‘Ned?* .-« =
“Yes,” said Ned, “I have once—"%.
. “When was that? or don’t you want
to tell?” ’ "
“P1l tell you some time wHen—wsll
with a side glance. at the nyrse
who sat reading by the window =

“when you get well,” stammered Nad. |

“Oh, I'll run away if you boys have
secrets to talk about,”: laughed | I
nurse, jumping up; “only don’t get ti
interested, because Master Saunders
will. have to go in half an hour,” apd
she retired. - NP R

“I want to tell.you-this thing, Polly;”
said Ned, when they were alone, be-
cause—well, because I've been waiting
to tell you; because—~well, because +I
AR you--L0  HOWY 55 L R TR

This was certainly a rambling pre-
amble, but Néd did hot know just hgw
to start the confession he was al t
to make. ; "

“Happen since I've been sick?” ask-
ed Polly, "

“No—o, not since; in fact, Polly, '.gt

was just before. It w ing
to P L : P 1 T
it. gs; 11 @y & h
back. 11 didn’'t m Tea

but, you weould do it.. J.want o tell
you all abqut it and I will, so listen}’;
and Ned doggedly went over the wh
story, and at its conclusion sat wil
averted fact waiting the burst of anger
which, from his knowledge of his

friend's character, he felt he l;ad every

didn’t; and'I tried to stop vou, Polg,

reason to expect.

>

he|; Not.a word came to his sars, how-

ever, and when Ned at last turned to
look, Polly, sat with hand outstretched
to his unhappy griend. . . . . ¥

‘Ned seized. on it, and -gave it such. a
squeeze that its owner winced, and
in spite of the big lump in his throat
Ned managed to gulp out, “Thank you,
Polly. %
“That’'s all right, Ned,”. and then
they were interrupfed by the nurse,
who announced that time was up and
abruptly bustled Ned off home, lighter
hearted than he had been for many ‘a
day. , ;

That evening Ned sought out his
father as he was enjoying his 'quiet
evening cigar along on. the vergnglah
after 'dinner.

“Father,” said he; “do.you remem-
ber that you asked me some time ago
what I wanted for my birthday pre-
sent?

_ “Yes, my boy, I do,” responded Mr.
Saunders; “and you modestly asked
for a pew breech-loading shot-gun.”

‘“Well, sir, 1 would very much like to
know if you had decided to give it te
me,” proceeded Nea.

“Now, Ned,” said his father, “this is
altogether too eager. Your birthday
doss not arrive until next Monday.”

“No, father,” persisted the boy;
“that is not what I mean at all.
Polly ta-day andé I told him about the
whole matter, just as I did to you last
night, and he was so kind and gener-
ous, and so forgiving, that I thought
as I had been so hateful to him I
should like to do something for him.
Now, he has no gun at all, and when-
ever we go shooting he has to borrow
one from sognebody, and I thought
that if you meant.to give me a new
gun, I should like it better if you
would give it to me te give to Polly.”

“But; Ned; what will you do?”

“I'lt do very well. I can use my old
single barrel still, and it is not so
much of a nuisance after all when one
is used to it. Please let me have my
way about -it, father; that is,” he
added, “if you did mean me to have the

ew A
g “Vegz‘;nweu, Nedy it shall be as you
wish, and I'll order the gun tongiht
from New York. How would you like

marked?” - - S04 S
it “] hadn’'t thought of that, but I will,
and let you know  in a little. while,”
answered his son joyfully, as he start.
ed to go upstairs. “Thank you so very,

" much.”
vel?;tm to his bedroom he ' closed
the door, emerging an hour later with
a slip of paper which he handed to his
father, saying, “That is what I should
like, sir, if I may. On_v it. might - be
engraved better than that.”

Mr. Saunders smiled as he read this
legend laboriously traced on the slip

er: :
o e POLLY BROWN,
From Ned Saunders,
Aug. 4, 1906. Aoy

“] think I can understand this, Ned,
but you have made a mistake about
the date. Your birthday will be the
tenth and you have written this ‘the
ourth of Au, " : 3
2 “I know, oir. - The reason I did.that

I saw |.

minder to Polly, and ‘we. will make it
a surprise. I want to do something
for him myself. We will have it all
shipped by express to arrive ‘Monday
morning.” ;

Ned could scarcely wait for Monday
to come, so excited was he at the

ught of the “surprise party,” as he
termed it, he was preparing for his
friend. ?

On Sunday, Polly was pronounced
fit to sit up, and the next day, in honor
of Ned's birthday, he was to be al-
lowed to come down-stairs.

It must be confessed that Ned, on
his birthday morning, when he looked
over the gifts laid out for him in the

| breakfast-room, did feel as if he was

making a pretty big sacrifice.
His mother's present and his sister's,

and those of an aunt or two, who 8till’

remembered to send him a necktie or
pailr of gloves, were there, but. his
father’s gift, always the great prize of.
these occasions, was, of course, absent,
and.the boy felt for a minute rather
like. & martyr to duty. Wi

This feeling, however, was only ‘mo-
mentary, and after thanking them all
he hurried through breakfast and ran
off to the Browns. A

He found Polly ‘down-stairs at last,
and - after receiving his and @ Mrs,
Brown’s congratulations, they sat
down to a game of checkers.. Ned was
usually the master at this game, but
this time was disastrously beaten
t!ln'oug-h his inability to attend to his
play. . -

‘Several times he starfed up at the
sound of  approaching- wheels, only to
find that they were not attached to the
vehicle he was so anxious to see; but
4t last, when his patience was almost

exha.ustgd, up drove the expressman
and stopped at the door.
“Wonder what he's got?” queried

Polly. - “Come for the nurse's trunk,
though; I suppose.” ;

‘with - wonderfully assumed calmness,
considering his state of mind. “But,
Polly, he seems to be taking something
off. It's a long box and there’s an-
other, a square one.” )

‘What in the world can it be,” said
Polly. “Suppose you call mother, Ned.
Mr. Slocum will want his book sign-
ed.”

4 & »

Ned, choking with excitement, sum-
moned 'Mrs, Brown from her house-
work and rasumed his  seat as she
opened the door to Slocum. ;

“Morn’, Mig’ Brown,” said the lat-
ter, as he stood on the door-step wip=
ing his brow with his red bandanna
handkerchief, for the morning was a
warm one “I got two boxes hardware
from New York for ye.”
b ‘;Fo_r me, nMroStocum? . ‘What can it
O e e < &h d

“Wal, 'tgain’t marked for you,exact-
ly;. but I jedged that P. Brown, Brown-
town, N. Y. came putty nigh meanin’
Polly, Ain't he expecting nothing?”

“Not that I know of, but perhaps it
is for him, Mr. Slocum. Is there no
way of telling?’. - !
“Let somebody open ’em...up, Mis’

(| Brown, and if ithey ain't;for. Polly: you

can have ’em mnailed ,up. againiand. I'l¥
put ’em in the. office-to ' be- called for.

8Sign the book, please. No; no charges. |

All - paid.
Slocum, : : ¥

Ned volunteered ‘to bring the boxes
inta the sitting-room, and did so, while
Mrs. Brown went to get the axe and
hammer. ; SE0ha

“What do you think it is,. Pally?”
asked Ned. = “We must all guess, you
know.”

“I'll tell you what T'm afraid it is,
Ned,” replied Polly, solemnly.

“What?” s ¢

“Crutches. Doctor Watt -said 1
might have to use them for a while,
you know.

“Crutches nothing,” responded Ned
savagely, relapsing into slang under
the presgure.. “There is - something
heavy in 'both: boxes. I guess it must
be an electric fan, You know in those
hot nights how you needed one. Per-
haps they sent for, it.”

“If you will only hurry, we'll soon
find out,” urged Polly. ‘I am almost
dying with curiosity.”

“Take it easy, pardner, I'm almost
ready with the long.one. - There, off
she comes. Whatever it is, it is.all
wrapped up in paper. I'll move it over
and you can unpack it yourself now,
while I open the other one.”

He attacked the  other box with
seeming fury, under cover of which he
slyly watched Polly . as he carefully
laid back the paper coverings and at
length lifted out the flannel case con-
taining, Ned well knew what.

“Why, Ned!” exclaimed Polly, a lit-
tle anxiously, “come here! This can’t
be for me. I think it's a gun, it feels
like it.”

. ‘“What?” responded his “imnocent”
companion. “Let me heft it. Why, it
is,: Polly, sure .as you are born!”

.“It can’t he for me,” said Polly. “I
presume there are plenty of Browns in
this -world.”

“Let's have a look at it, anyway,”
cried Ned. ‘“We can have that satis-
faction.. Slide off the ecase, Polly.”

Good day,” and off went

. Off it came and disclosed a beautiful’

double-barreled, breech-loading shot-
gun, with.pistol-grip and safety-guard,
all silver-mounted and inscribed on the
side of the lock dn letter and device
laid with gold: :
POLLY BROWN,
From Ned Saunders,

Aug. 4, 19086, o

“Ned,” cried Polly, "w}xat does this
mean?”

“It means, Polly, that I had a new
gun given me, and I just ecouldn’t bear
to part with my old one yet, so I had
the.new one marked for you.”

“Oh, Ned, how could you! ~But I
can’t take it, Ned, I can’t indeed. You
wanted a new one so much. You repl-
ly must take it back.” o

‘“Impossible, old fellow. It's marked
now, and wouldn’t shoot for any one
but you.”

“But, Ned, the aate, August 4th,
what does that mean? Why, that was
last—] see now.” he Went on, after a
pause, “what you mean and I'll keep
the gun, Ned, and always remember.
But it shall shoot for you, Ned, and
we will use it together every day this
autumn, if,” he added, mournfully, “we
can ever afford to buy shells for it

“Father has Settled that part of ‘it.
The square box is full of shells. That
is his. present to you. ' He is a brick,
isn't he, Polly?” i

“He has been very kind to me, Ned,
and séme day, when I grow up, I hope
in some way to repay him. I'll have
to hurry up and get well, for I cannot

was that it should always be.a - Te-

stand it Jong to have that gun and not |

\

“Probably that's 4t,” answered Ned, |

fire it, But, Ned, what in the world
is this?” for Polly while talking had
beent fumbling in the gun box and now
drew forth a -second flannel ~case.
It's_another. = Open ' it Ned, quick,
quick! 'Oh, hoo-ray! hoo-ray!” he
shouted as Ned tore off ths enveloping
flannel -and disclosed a second gun,
the counterpart of the first in all save
the inscription, which read:

- EDWIN\SAUNDERS,

£ From his Father,

Aug./10th, 19086. . B4

Ned stood still for a few  minutes
gazimg at the gun, which h3 held at
arm’s length, and speechless with de-
light, and rather sabered by this new
token of his father’s generosity.

“A-brick! Ned, you said he was a
“brick.” I think he is‘a whole didmond
mine.” Hurry up and open the other
box and let us feast our eyes on it all.”

-Duly opened, the-second box was
found to dontain ndvt ouly -ammunition
in: abundance, but two fine cartridge-

belts and two:corduroy shooting jack-:

ets, limed with blanketing, and proof
against cold and storm, )
pockets everywhere -of  all sizes

sired by a sportsman. .

Two happier boys Browntown never
held than Ned and Polly that morning
as they sat and fondled: their mew
weapons and chattered away making
plans for the’ future, so that,. by the

time Mrs. Brown came in to say that

“Ned must run ‘home ‘to’ dinner as it
was one o'clock,” théy-had already, in
spirit, become mighty ' Nimrods, and
had éven planned a hunting-trip to the
Far Wast. "
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GLEANINGS OF WEEK )

Trysty’Railway Men

Last week we spoke of the lament-
able fact that most railway and other
accidents were due to some one’s care-
lessness. The Toronto Mail and Em-
pire has written an article “ on ' the
other side of .the question which, as it
is a tributé to a’' very hard-working
and conscientious body of men, we
reproduce and hope you will read:

At a time when everybody is com-
menting unsparingly upon the want
of care which led to the railway dis-

aster-on the Caledon mountain, the|

reflection must “occur to the minds of
even the most severe that, though rail-
‘way aceidents have been lamentably
numerous in ‘the ‘last twelve-month,
upwards of 30,000,000 ' of individual
transits have been safely made by
Dassengers within  that period.. As a
body the men engaged in the operat-

‘|Ing of the railways of .(Canada.  are

worthy of the tremendous trust for
the meost part unreservedly committed
to them. 27 e . f

Canadians whe ‘have grown gray in
occupations that reéquire them to be
almost constantly ‘on ‘the road will tell
you .that they.: Have ‘never been
gx;ough a Ix;:.ﬂway accident. A life,

®may be & N eommere
travelling without” giy serious ml;iigi
venture on a T, way. -Muych as it ap-
pals us, the accident record could -not
be as low as it is if the vast majority
of railway hands were not most ef-
ficient ahd conscientious men. There
can be no standard.of discipline .more
exacting than that to which these em-
ployees practically all conform.. - The
conception of duty to which the men
In' the British navy are trained ' 1is
probably not more strict. than that
lived up to by the rank and file of our
rallway service. THere can be. abso-
lutely” no relaxing "6f the strain of a
railway man’s vigilance and ‘dctivity
until he is relieve If the engine
driver. were  rot a'E_in of fron nerve,
unflagging’ watchfuiness and' thorough
judgment, many a train that has gone
safsly from the beginning to the end
of its course would have had a tragic
experience. A little more speed at a
given sharp curve and the train is de-
railed. - A little lapse of attention and
We are upon the mass of rock which
has slid off the mountain ‘side to the
track. _If section Hands-had not  been
most faithful, a loose tie or a wash-
out might have wrought fearful havoc.
Had the telegrapher allowed himself
to nod for a minute at his keys the
train from the east and the train
from the west might have met in an-
nihilating shock. Generall speaking,
the railway men responsible for the
safe transportation of passengers are
deserving of the highest tribute ‘that
can be rendered to their merit,
A Geography Party

Two ry distinguished people, * is-
lands west of Canada and an island in
the Gulf of St. Lawrence, once gave a
party to three .girls, A river of Asia
and a river of B, C,, a cape east of N.
A. and a harbor of Australia, and a
lake in Africa and a river flowing into
Hudson Bay; and 3 boys, capital of
Fajryland Island and river of Eastern
Canada, Bay south -of Hudson Bay and
river of North America, and a lake in
Africa and City in YTukon.

As the weacher was rather Boundary
lake of Canada and Arm in'B. (., they
did not do any town in Eastern States
as they had intended hut spent the
Aime very pleasantly in games and
town.on Thames. * 3

‘Towards evening they sat down t> a
dinner of: Y :

Islands west of South America Soup:
Baked Cape east of U.S.; Boundary
River of Canada Pfe; Roast Country
of Europe; River of Africa Pudding;

After which their hostess kindly read
‘them the story of Island west of S. A.

‘On, theé way hame, having to pass
‘through thick lake of ‘Canada;, they
were attacked by d large lake in Can-
ada and a smaller lake in Canada ‘but
were fortunately rescued by their good
frend, Mr. Boundary Lake of Canada,
and arrived home safe and =ound, and
lived happy ever after.

Boys, and -those girls  whoe like
boys' stories, will be sorry to  hear
that James Macdonald Orley died at
his home in Toronto last week, Mr.
Orley . was a <Canadian " and ‘wrote
Canadian stories which have been read
all over the Empire. He was a con-
tributor to the Boys' Own Paper, the
Youths' Companion; and to - many
other magazines for children of larger
growth:  Among the best kmown of
his books are ‘“Up Among:the Ice
Floes,” - “Diamond  Rock,” “The Ro-
mance of Commerce” and “The Swing
by the Sea.” ‘.

Mr. Orley began to" write when he
was a young man:of: twenty-three,
and when his life’s work was over he

and . with
de- |

had only reached the age. of . fifty-
two. He was a pioneer among Cana-
dian authors. and will be remembered
as one who helped to make our young
country known to the world.

Mr. Dean of the Boy’s School reports
that the Football school teams Wwill
soon be re-organized. We hope they
will have a good season.

Can any of our young readers ex-
plain how it is that a west bound C.
P. R. train arrives at-the little town
of Broadview in Saskatchewan at 6:35
p. m. after staying ten minutes leaves
at 5:46 p. m.? We will publish the best
explanation.

Eastern Canadians are having the
privilege of listening to ‘the addresses
of a very good Englishman, the Bishop
of London. . If the stories that are told
of him are true he, like Abou Ben Ad-
hem, - should have “his name written
down ‘“as ‘one who loves his fellow-
men.'* e B

¢ Asz- in educational ' matters ‘we dre
apt: to. follow thé example of our Am-
erican cousins it {8 interesting to know
that' in-the sthools of. the:great city
of New York it has been determined
to change the Vertical system of writ-
ing for the Free Arm system. It is said
that “one of the.great advantages of
the free arm movement is that one
Who practices it can write all day with-
out fatigue, while when  the -Vertical
system -is employed -the finger move-
ments in“an hour. or ' so . result in
cramps.” AR 4

A fit of bad temper poisons a boy’s
whole day. It weakens his self-con-
trol, and wastes his .energy. Giving
way to anger is like . letting all' the

steam in. the engins. blow . out: of the

waste valve, The boy who. keeps his
anger under with all his might, gains
Just 80 much.more power for his stud-
ies or his athletics or his work, what-
ever it.is.’ It has, been said that every
life needs “the power of a great an-
ger,” so long as-it is not used in fits
of- rage, but applied to crises where
power is necessary. George ‘Washing-
ton is, perhaps, the best example in
the modern world ‘of this truth. He
had a tremdndous temper, and con-
trolled it absolutely, turning its energy
into the ‘conduct of great affairs, and
the ruling of other men.—Selected.

~Mr. W 'G. Fitzgerald, who has been
travelling in Morocco, the country
where France has lately been. having
trouble, and of which we used to-hear
chiefly as. the home of . pirate. chiefs,
has brought home glowing accounts of
its riches. "It has an area of 300,000
Square miles amd. a yery fertile -soil.
Jts coast line is one thousand three
hundred ‘miles long,“or about as far
as from- Victoria to Mexico, - The cli-
mate is delightful' and, suited” to the
produection of orahges and other sémi-
»tr‘o‘pica!. fruit, as well as all'kinds of
grain, " Its fisHerles are valuable and
copper mines. very rich. Moroeco is
inhabited by ten millions of  people
jand the jmen are strong and warlike.
L Mr., Elitzgerald thinks that: if -once
Francei .obtaing possession 'of "Moroceo
she can easily control a great part of
the: interior and west of ‘Northern Af-
rica. y

. Let-me introduce you to 'a charming
group.- In his edsy chair beside the
cosy fireside, in hi8 own delightful Ab-
botsford; -Sir Walter Scott had been
‘chatting with- his family.” ~Presently
certain persons were incidentally nam-

ed. .

“OH, father,” exclaim&d his daughter
Anne, “I really can’'t ‘abide ‘them;
they’re 'so vulgar!”

“My love,” Teplied Sir Walter, “you
talk like a very inexperienced young
lady indeed; can you tell me, Anne,
the meaning of the word ‘vulgar’'?”

‘“I'm afraid I can't, father,”

“It means ‘common,; now, my dear
child nothing that is ‘common,’ except
wickedness, - deserves to be spok-
en of in ‘tones._ . of contempt;
and when . you shall  have lived
to my ‘years, Anne, I ‘know °you
will thank God, as I do, that nothing
in this world which is worth our pos-
sessing, or which is worth our caring,
for, is un-common.”

Word has lately been received from
two Arctic expeditions. About a Yyear
mrnd a half ago Walter Wellman was
sent by the Chicago Herald to find the
North Pole. He was to go in a’ bal-
Icon on  his adventurous ' journey.
News has come - from' Tromsoe ' in
Norway that Wellman has found it
impossible to steer his balloon in a
northerly course owing to the con-
tinuance of high winds, but that when
the weather is calmer he hopes to
succeed. ;

Mikkelson, who Ieft -Victoria in the
City of Bedford to look for a contin-
ent ‘in thé neighborhood of the North
Pole and has reached a high latitude
in the north of the American contin-
ent has also been disappointed. He
met with plénty of rocks, islands and
icebergs, but could not find any great
body of land.

Arctic exploration in the twentieth
century is a very different thing to
what {t was in the days of Sir John
Franklin, McLintdek, ‘Parry and the
other great explofers who opened up
the Cangéidian North Land! went on
thefr ‘perilous journeys. People have

‘learned the art of preparing and pre-

serving food so that even a small ship
can hold provisions enough to sustain
many people fopa long time. Néver-
theless men who even'now go on such
expeditions as those of Mikkelson and
‘Wellman-must; if they are in earnest,
be prepared to suffér = hunger - and
cold and encounter terriblé dangers.
Even if they are successful ‘it is hard
to see what great good they will do
to mankind. q :

When Greece was the greatest na-
tion in the world her young men
strove together in the Olympic games.
It was considered a great honor to
win the prize in these trials of
strength and skill' and the- Grecidn
youths were models of manly beauty.

Greece in those days was composed
of s many states, the citizegs of any of
these were privileged to take part in
the games, and the ‘winning of a prize
brought honor not only to the “man
who carried it away, but ‘to the state
from which he came.  The contests
were held every four. years.

In these days similar gatherings are
held, but they are ¢open. to all- the
nations of the world.. There have
been three of these meetings or
Olympiads as they are- called. -The

first was held at Athens in 1896, the

second at Paris in 1900 and the third
at St. Louis in 1904. Next year the
fourth will be held in London, and an
immense structure is to: be raised _in
which some of the games will be held.
These will be rumning, jumping, and
throwing; cyeling, fencing, swimming,
lawn = tennis, -archery, gymnastics,
wrestling,  riding, football, .lacrosse,
hockey, and - skating, rowing, rifle
shooting, yachting and some others.
The- prizes or trophies will not be
vdluable in themselves but the honor
of carrying one of them off will be
great. It is hoped that these meet-
ings, with theip friendly rivalry, will
do. much to help forward the day that
the Scotch poet Burns sang of when
he said:
“Then let it come, as come it may,

And come it will for a’ that,
That man to man the world o'er

Shall brothers be and a’ that.”

Forty-five thousand tons of sugar,
and over thirteen million cocoanuts,
are two of the items from Trinidad's
list ‘of exports for last year. Of the
‘sugar, Canada took néarly half.

Plants sleep at wyarious hours and
not always at -night. - Light and heat
appear to have, in many instances, lit-
tle to do with plants sleeping, as dif-
ferent species go to sleep at different
hours of the day. Thus the common
morning glory opens at dawn, the star
of Bethlehem, about 10 o’clock, the
goat's-beard opens at -sunrise .and
eloses at midday, and for this reason
is also known -as “go to bed at noon.”
The flowers of the evening primrose
open at sunset and those of the night-
flowering cereus when it js dark.
Aquatic flowers open and close with

the greatest regularity.—Chicago News

The late Duke of Clarence and his
younger brother, th®: present Prince
of: Wales, were once at a seaside re-
sort, ‘and ‘the latter persuaded his
brother to go to a fashionable hotel
where there was dancing. The royal
sailor immediately found a partner,
and proceeded to enjoy himself, to the
horror of the Duke of Clarence, who
had fixed ideas as to the dignity of
his rank, and was 80 shocked by the
rollicking democracy of Prince George,
that he called his brother aside and
admonished him severely.

“Oh, pshaw!” returned the younger
brother. “What's the harm? If you
don’t like it, why don’t you go over in
the corner and sing “God save my
grandmother” all by yourself.”

The daily bill of fare of the, hippo-
potamus . consists of four loaves of
bread, six carrots; twelve apples, and
twelve potatoes, all cut up in little
pieces, because the throat of the river
horse is as narrow as any other horse’s.
All of this, except the hay, i3 served
to the hippopotamus in the tank, for
his mouth is too big to allow him
to pick up easily such things as veg-
etables from the floor. Then, too, his
teeth are “so far back that he has to
raise his head in order t6 chew; and
the hippos head is so heavy that if he
had to hold it up. without any help
all. through. dinnerhe swould “Be quite
worn out at the end ‘of'the méal.. Ac-
cordingly, his keeper orders him into
the tank at feeding time, so. that the
water will keep his head afloat -for
hixlril—The Christian Work and Evan-
gelist.

“If you are going io give a pan of
milk, don’t skim it . first,”” the old
grandmother.used to say, meaning: If
you are going to do a favor, don’t spoil
it by an ungracious word or manner.
Haven't. we noticed how much of.this
“Skimming” goes on in ordinary fam
intercourse? - asks the “Christian Up-
look.” A
. “Another errgnd? - I never can go
down town without half a ‘dozen com-
midsions! ” complains Bob, when his
sister asks himi to bring a book from
the library. He never refuses to ob-
lige her; he'does not really count it an
inconvenience; he only takes the
cream off his kindness,

“Those gloves ' ripped again!” ex-
claims Mary, when John wants her to
take a few stitches. “It seems .to me
they always need mending when I am
in @ hurry with something else.” She
would be shocked at his going shabby
and™distressed if any one thought her
unwilling to render 'such offices, but
she makes it a little unpleasant to ask
the favor, :

The chjldren. follow 'the fashion.
Tommy shuts the doof at Bridget's re-
quest, but he grumbles at having ‘to
leaye his top. Susie goes to the door
when she is 'sent, but she: departs with
a protest that “it is Tommy’s turn.””
Thus all day long people who love one
another, and those wlio at heart are
glad to serve one another, skim the
s?:etness from every service they ren-

—

Fish That Builds a Cocoon,

Dr. Gill, of the Smithsonian. Institu-
tion, describes a peculiar fish found in
tropical Africa north of the Congo
basin and known as the Protopterus
annectens. This fish lives mostly in
shallow, muddy waters or -swamps
which dry up.during the rainless sea~
son. When. the water disappears the
fish’ burrows  down into-the mud and
builds .around itself a.sort of .cocoon
by means of a mucous which it dis-
charges. In this cocoon it will live for
months at a fime in a semi-lethargic
condition. If receives air to breathe
through a tube which leads from the
cocoon to the surface.. When the dry
seasons ends and the rain returns, the
fish emerges from its hiding place. The
naturalists have known for a good
many years about this fish, but it was
not until 1901 that Mr. J. 8. Blodgett
Succeeded in obtaining a number of
the nests, which he brought to Eng-
land. The fish are quite large; all the
males found by Mr. Blodgett exceeded
18 inches in length.

The Boy Knew. ;

A few years before his death, Agas-
siz was studying the fishes in the
waters at Cotuit Point, Mass. At the
hotel a citizen called his attention to
a certain ‘kind of fish which always
went in schools, and which also was
always seen swimming with one fin
out of the water. He asked Agassiz
if ‘'he knew which fin was out of the
water. Agassiz said he did not krow,
but he thought it-was the back fin.

A 'boy of ten, listening intently to all
the great ‘professor said, interrupted:
‘I think it’s the tail fin; I've seen 'em.””
Both men laughed, and Professor Ag-
assiz patted hinmt on the head, ap-
provingly. Al

For days the boy watched at the
whart to ‘see this particular ‘fish. “On

the third day he saw 'a school of the

fish he was looking for. Making sure
that he was right about its being the
tail fin, he jumped up and as quick as
his feet could carry him to the hotel
he reported to Agassiz: “A school of
them fish is in the harbor.”

The professor hurried down to the
wharf, and saw with his own eyes the
tall fin out of the water. The boy's
fact had upset his theory, and he com-
plimented the lad for his intelligent ob-
servation. ‘The episode had added an-
othér fact to his museum oJf facts—a
tail fin can be out of the water. And
the whole affair was in harmony with
what he was ever teaching; that many
things are uncertain, even about things
we know.—Crusader Monthly.

{ OUR LETTER BAG

@

Dear- Editor:—I was reading a story
the other day and I think you would
like to hear it. It is about:a faithful:
slave. Her name is Daff. It was at
the time of ‘the war between -North
and South America. Daff's mistress
was very ill, and-they wanted to go
away from their home, out of the
way of the enemy. They did fhot
know what to do, as there were two
children, so Daff thought she would
try to save the children at all costs.
There was an English ship at anchor
in the harbor, and Daff had héard
that the captain was a very kind man,
so she thought.of a plan to save these
children. Daff had seen her mistress
'take some pills to make her sleep, so
she -gave -them some pills, and put
them in a basket which she carried
on her head. Then she took it to the
captain and told him all their trouble.
The captain sympathized with them,
and helped Daff to find some place of
safety till the war was over. A Daff
was very . kind to the children, and
supported them by taking in washing.
After two or three years the children
found their parents.and Daff was re-
warded for her faithfulness.- The
name of the story is “Faithful Daff.®
Hoping you will like it, I will close.

Yours traly, i
FLORENCE BROWNE.

922 View St, Victoria, B. C., Septs

16, 1907, 7 5 W

This is a very nice little story, but
I would rather Florence had written
her story about something that really
| happened to her or some one’ in’ her
own family—(Ed. Children’s Page.)

Dear Editor:—We were at campi
this summer at Foul Bay.
was named Arcadia. We. had
tents and we were situated right on
the highest point of land overlooking
the bay and had a lovely view. I had:
a jolly ‘time = We want  in bathing
nearly every day, and I learned to
swim. I went-out fishing as far as
the kelp on-a raft with my brother
and I caught the first two fish. That
same. day while we were. fishing,

we
saw just’ d ‘the kelp a shoa} . of
lkteat,’b_ié’@dﬁ's’hb%h large as w
and logked just like whales but we
were told-they were black-fish or por-
poises.
feet long and were - chasing ..another
large fish like:a shark: -and made a
terrible- snorting '‘noise; threw their
tails high into the air and let them'
come down with ‘a bang ‘and splash.
One leaped three feet, or more out of
the water.: Then they settled down
and presently a big steam ship passed
by, it seemed to make them angrier,
for they made a bigger noise than
ever. After the steamhip went by
the big waves made me seasick and
my brother had t6 land me on the
’5ocks and I had to walk round till I.
ame to the shore. The mnext day
Reginald went out fishing alone and
caught twenty-one fish

One day miy friend Grace Robertson
and I were on éur raft and we saw a
skate about four feet long, we told
\the boys and they caught it and
brought it ashore. Another time the
boys caught a pink star-fish with sev-
enteen legs And again they caught &
young - seal ‘only ‘two’' weeks old.
"One evening we went out in the
launch, the water was as clear and
smooth as glass, there wasn’t a ripple
to be seen -anywhere It was so
amusing to watch the little fish swim-
ming dbout and sparkling like dia-
monds I cuddled myself up snug in
rthe corner of. the ‘seat and watched
the salmon jumping three and four
feet above the water all about me, and
to see the baby ones five .and six
inches long. There were about fif-
teen beats fishing for @almon, one
couple were in a canoe and there was
an Indian in another canoe. was
a beautiful sight to see them pulling

-| them in so quickly oOne after ‘another

all about Trial Island. If you get
caught in the current near the island
there is great danger. Some of tae
boys got -caught when in a small
boat ‘and they lost the oars and broke
the boat and a young man who own-
éd a launch brought thém in.
Yours truly,
MAUDE CHRISTIE.

“Sandalphow,” 1739 Fort St. Vie-

toria, B. C. ;

- Wit and Humor

An artigf, whose. summers, spent in
out-of-the-way places, have brought
him a rich reward of experience -as
well as of success, tells many stories
of the wuninvited guests who have
gathered about his easgl on different
occasions: : % i

In oneé little village a freckle-faced
boy ‘appeared ‘as if by magic at his
side one morning, and gazed at the ar-
tist and: at the picture then in pro-
gress, with an intentness which was
almost  disconcerting. J
“Did you ever try to paint?’ the ar-
tist asked him at last, and he was
startled at the sudden illumination of
the sober little face.

“I kin paint, some,” announced the
boy, with certainty. “My father could
paint, and I ketched it from him. But
he's dead now, and I thought perhaps
N could ketch some from you, mister,”
—The Youth’s Companion.

“What's the matter with it?” @e-
manded the young fellow behind the
¢ounter, eyeing the instrument hand-
ed to him.

“It ain’'t reliable. 'One time ye looK
at it,; it savs one thing, and the next
time it says anotherl” b

Thaey were -at least eighteen”




