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i-n Famous Frenchmen

That word ‘‘great’’ means so much
and so little! A man may be a great
king, a great artist, a great author,
and yet, taken merely, as man, he
may not be great, for he will perhaps
Bave little (uibles which we pardon
only on account of his great states-
manship, his great picture, his

great poen It is, however, often
amore interv<ti.g to discuss the small
. Hoibles of geiiis than to expound the
Best points of mediocrity
* Frenchmen  are especially whimsi-
wal, although the vagaries of the
o.hk greatness seldom produce an
p
Sll-natured iceling and very often en-
Bist our amiscd sympathy. Surely no
®he can fii ult with the graceful
ty of- Lamartine's “‘whim.”
the autbor and statesman was
£he heig''t i his fame a penniless
mar called on him and tolli
a4 sad <oy of a hopeless life of
y and cuded by asking for the
& cousilerable sum of money,
ine, who was much touched
Wy the man's story, gave him the
~.sum asked lor. The poor fellow, over-
wome with hi: wunexpected success,
would only sob out his thanks and
&kiss the hand of his benefactor.
£fter his visit had lasted about
®all an hour Lamartine conducted the
aman 1o the door. The season was
~searly winter, and as the statesman
- Wopened the door he noticed that the
ate man was clad in  thin
‘summer clothes that he trembled like
an aspen leal
He glanced at the rack on which
‘were his own overcoat and hat. Seiz-
dng the coat. he said to his trembling
tor, “‘Mousieur, you have forgot-
overcoat,”
the poor man could make
tion and declare that he did
any overcoat with him and
fthat he had rnot had one fot some
years, Lamartine glan-d his own up-
won him, shook his hand and with gen-
®rous heartincss pushed him quietly
wut and closed the door behind him.
This story would never have been
given to the world had it depended
on Lamartine’s telling. Years after-
wards the once unfortumate author
r to be onc of the foremost nifn
France, and told the story of the
. ®enerosityol |l amartine.
The st of all odd Frenchmen
awvas Alexander Dumas, pere, the au-
fhor of “Mounte Cristo,”” “The Mous-
' and a thousand other ro-
lic was very popular at
wbe time avd in  his days he earned
560,000 & year by his pen. To do this
was ot.iged to turn out forty
e o8 uwally, almost one every
- week. His ivethod of fulfilling his
Wi to say the least, popu-
v.ould advertise for a num-
writers, se-
a.d pay for them. Here
would alter a character
tion, but the plot would be
nged. Even his smallest
weie cuough to give a pecu-
ism 0 a tale and he would
¥ sign Lic aname to these curjous
8. (I course, his great
those 1 .at gained name and
: or him, were entirely the ofi-
*hf of his own powerful brain,
t was only when the publishers
the ix:gosshi'ble (ortzi-vol-
mmes-a-year rate that he engaged as-
“sistants

or

AN

o m was completely absorbed in
bty story he happened to e
; 'ﬂﬂlﬁ When ‘‘Les Trois Mousque-
taires jos was coming to a ¢
‘was obli_d to kill his heroes lest

y |drama, ‘‘Asrae,”’

e

i aor. o1 at Bk sew

so brilliant as his father, made a
better use of his time and talents,
;nl: lived to an honorable and affluent

age.

. . »

La Fontaine, the famous French
poet and writer of fables, was a pot-
atle example of the eccentricity of
genius. hen he lost his entire for-
tune a lady who was one of his best
friends and an ardent admirer of his
works hastened in alarm and distress
to find him. She met in the street,
penniless and cheerful

“You must come to our home,” she
said.

“I was going there,”” he replied,
and then began a visit which pro-
longed itsell into years, during which

Fontaine never seemed to be
troubled by a thought that he was
dependent. Nor did the lady or her
family have any other feeling than
one of delight and pride that he made
his home with them,

Some one adopted one of his sons
when the child was a baby. Knowing
that the boy was ‘in good hands, he
seemed to forget all about him
Years afterward at a dinner party he
met a yvoung man whose wit and
charm of manner pleased his greatly.

“Why, that is your son!” he was
told

“Indeed! 1 am pleased to hear it,”
was his remarkable reply.

“La Fontaine,” said one of the
most brilliant critics and wits of the
time, ‘‘is such a fool that he does
not know that he has more genius
than Aesop or Phaedrus.”

In truth, he was a severe critic of
his own work. He attended the first
presentation of his ‘‘Astree’’ and sat
near some ladies who did not know
him. At some of the important pas-
sages he exclaimed:
“That is wretched! That
surd!"’

When they protested that it
good and that it was by the
La Fontaine, he rejoined:
““That makes no diflerence. The
piece is bad. 1 know that La Fon-
taine you are speaking of He's a
stupid fellow. He's mysell."”

Then he went out, entered a cafe
and went to sleep in a corner. Some
of his ftiends found him there and
inquired why he wasn't listening to
“Astree.”’ 9

“‘“Oh,"” said the author, rousing him-
self and stifling a yawn, ‘I just came
away. The first part displeased me
greatly. No one agreed with what I
said about it, but I dida’t care to
hear more. I admire the patience of
the Parisians.”

Although not going to the length of
publicly grumbling at his own work,
like La Fontaine, Fontenelle, another
c§lebrated French author, and a
nephew of the great Corneille, was a
man who took the grumblings of
others philosophically. | his
was produced the
critics attacked it violently. Fonten-
elle heard of the criticisms with won-
der and dismay, then he read his
drama carefully and thoroughly. When
he had fiuished he cried, almost tri-
umphantly:

“They were right; it is indeed a
worthless affair!” and he burned the
manuscript with much complacency.
M. de la Place, a young French
writer, was frowning over a pamph-
let which he was reading, when he
heard his name called,

““What have you there which dis-
turbs you so, my son?'’ asked the
speaker, who was Fontenelle.

“Look at it; it is a libel against
my last poem and against myseli!"
“Is that all?”’ was the cheerful re-
ply. “Why did ¥ou write a good
thing {i you could not bear adverse
criticism? Give me your arm, little
friend, and come home with me.”
Arrived at his house, Fontenelle

ab-

IS

was
great

only tne wealthy who can aflord to
encourage art in its painting dress. In
eoue:;-ct of this it is only the
best artists who survive, and sécond-
rate work has not even second-rate
value. S0 it is that a successful
painter is generally a genius, with ail
the attributes and peculiarities per-
taining thereto. It is related of
Meissonier, the ¥French ntgs , that
he once painted the picture 'of a very
uglv and wealthy man. It was a won-
derful likeness, but the conceited
original considered it a caricature and
refused to pay the price agreed upon.
The artist, who had spent much valu-
able time on the picture, was angry,
of course. He hit upon a plan to get
js money as well as to punish the
*ity of the contractor. Leaving the
ace as it was, he c‘uint.cd in a mon
key's body, tail and all, and placed
the picture on exhibition. As Mon-
sieur X. was very well known, every
one in Paris gathered to look and to
laugh, until poor X. was glad to pay
the promiised sum and remove the
painting
Another wealthy patron wanted a
picture of Pharaoh and his host
crossing the Red Sea. He agreed to
pay Meissonier twenty thousand
francs for the work. When it was
finished the artist sent for him. Mon-
sieur B., who was really a very ig-
norant man, professed to be disap-
pointed.
“It's too small,"” he declared; ‘‘why
vou ought to paint a canvas Dbig
enough for a house front for twenty
thousand francs. You haven't uscd
five francs worth of paint on it, I'm
sure. And the Red Sea—why, you've
painted it green! That will never do.
You should have a gorgeous frame,
too, at that price. I can't pay 20,000
francs for that picture, monsieur.”
Meissonier was white with vexa-
tion. 3
“You are dissatisfied with the pic-
ture and the price, monsieur, it
seems,”’ he observed. ' :
“With both,”” replied the patron of
art. “If that picture was—well —
three times as large, and if the: Red
Sea was red 1 might—well I might
give you a thousand francs — if the
frame was very handsome.”’
‘““A thousand francs!” echoed
artist, mastering his temper.
for that 1 must paint another
ture.”
“Exactly. Three times as large,
with a Red Sea and a fine frame.”
“Your check, monsieur, in advance
would be acceptable,’”” said Meis-
sonier, coolly.
‘“Oh, certainly,” replied the man,
who knew that the artist would keep
his word, and was delighted to ob-
tain such a bargain by his ‘‘clever-
ness.”’
And taking a pen he de out
check for the required athount.
In due time Meissonier sent for him
again.
““Here is your picture, monsieur,"
said he, drawing aside a curtain.
MonsieurB. stared, and he had good
reason. There was nothing but a vast
canvas painted in glaring vermilion.
The frame was vulgarly resplendent.
““There is your Red Sea and your}
big picture and you gorgeous frame,"
said the artist.
““But Pharaoh and his host?” gasp-
ed the purchaser.
‘‘Oh, Pharaoh—yes. You did not ob-
serve him in the other picture, You
wanted a Red Sea, monsieur, . and
there it is,”
‘“‘And the Egyptians—"'
‘“Are drowned in the red Red Sea,
monsieur!”’

The Passing of the Hours

The day’s programme for the mod-
ern “‘Lady of Leisure’’ is something
as follows:

the
“And
pic-
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Reservoir is stamped in one
piece from sheet steel, which
gives it a perfectly plain surface
—has no seawms, grooves or bolt
heads to collect dirt.

Is oval in shape—has no
square corners to scrape out

thoroughly cleansed.

clean and free from taint that it

Loadon

e o S St e

e e en——

when washing,

Finished with three heavy coats of pufe white enamel which
gives it a smooth, bard, marble-like surface—can be, easily and

Never taints the water or corrodes like tin, copper, galvanized
iron and other such styles of reservoirs put in common ranges—is so

can be used for boiling fruit and

many other purposes beside heating water.
Sold by all enterprising dealers. Booklet free,
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wild. (Johnmie, get down from there
or you will break your neck.)

I suppose you have been asked to
be one of the patronesses—

‘“Oh, yes. ,
“I'll bave a house full of eompany,’
but—

‘‘I suppose we must all have new
gowns for—

(Tell James 1 want the carriage.)
“No, not at all. I am perfectly de-
lighted—

“Good-by."”

“Mrs. Brown, 1 am so glad that
you ran in. You are the very woman
I wanted to see. How are things go-
ing? I have notified everybody I could
reach with my ’phone and 1 think we
will have a. good meeting. (Mary, be
sure and mail those letters. Special
delivery stamps, as they are import-
ant.) Now, don't rush off. Yes, 1 am
going to Mrs. Gree's luncheon, but
there is plenty of time.

“Certainly. Mary, Mrs. Black bas
sent over to borrow the. patterns of |
Johnnie’s new suit. Please get it. !
You, will find it in the wardrobe or
in the upper drawer of my dresser,
or on the shell in the back closet.
Now, when I come to think, it may
be in my writing desk. Tell Mrs.
Black she must cut her suit a trifle
larger than the pattern.

‘“‘Hello! .Who is that? ! don't un-
derstand. Speak louder.

““Oh, Dr. Swilt, yes, I--
“Consumptives’ home?
‘“‘Yes, most certainly.

“Will I be & director?

“You are mistaken; I am a
busy woman.

‘I know. Yes, I have a small fam-
ily, but—

“I'll do all T can to help the work
llol_}gh.
‘“Thank you. Of course, il you think
I am need so—

(Mary, get Johnnie in out of the
rain thig minute.)

“I think 1 had better consult my
husband. He is a little old-fashioned
and objects to women appearing too
much before the public. Home duties,
you know.”

very

;are rapidly bringing their pigs

About the Native H

—_—

How to Select the Most Productive
Class.

Since the pork-packers are in
closest touch with the British cou
sumer, they are the most competent
judges of the class of hogs require.l
for the most profitable trade; and wo
find that they recommend the use ol
Yorkshires and Tamworths, as espe-
cially suitable for the production of
bacon hogs, while Berkshires of the
newest type, are also excellent. The
other breeds are not, as yet, so well
adapted; but, as has been already
stated, the breeders of these breeds
into
line, and sows of these kinds when
crossed with males of the more ap-
proved bacon type, produce good
bacon pigs. These cross-bred pigs fre-
quently make more economical gains
than the pure breds. The Yorkshire
Berkshire and Tamworth-Berkshire

[ cross is especially popular.

No breed or combination of breeds
has a monopoly of all the desizable

qualities in a pig. There are good |

and bad in all breeds, and bad and}

worse in some. It _does not foliow
that because a hog is of any given

breeding, he is necessarily a good or | Ji
It is necessary, there- | Ba
breeder of market hogs ?

a4 bad bacon.
fore, that the
have a clear-cut conception of the
ideal pig; then he will be in a posi-
tion to make the best use of the
materials at his disposal by judicious
selectllon and careful breeding.

It is commonly believed among
breeders of live stock that if sire
and dam be equally well bred, the
former has the greater influence on
the conformation and the latter on
the nervous temperament and feed-
ing qualities of vhe progeny. Whether

The 0'Keefe Brewery Co.
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TOM

“The Bread We Use"”

LIN'S

and no other—you would not blame us if you
used it once. It has that peculiar sweet flavour,

Phone Park 553

fine, are:

AMBER,

THE DOMINION BREWERY G0, Linited

MANUFACTURERS OF THE
CELEBRATED

White L

abel Ale

Thelrotherbnqd:.vhlcbmm

INDIA SPECIAL,

JUBILEE,

SPECIAL,

XXX PORTER and
HALF-AND-HALF.

®
The above brands can be had at all
first-class dealers.

Hodge, The Cat

‘Burley and big, his books among
Good Samuel Johnson sat,

With frowning brows and wig askew,

If you are

“Hello, Central! Give this be true or not, care should be

taken in selecting the females of the

: Parisiaus  should cry ‘‘“More! [called to his servant, ‘‘Jacques, : ¢ me
: 1" ‘when he already had added | bring the keys to the chest.”” The old | three, seven, please.

"% Sequel after scquel. So after bring-|chest was opened and M. de laPlace Is that lh’dam ? Ah, you
~“dng them salely through a dozen \'oi saw that it was filled with papers|dou’t tell me? Not enough  and I
~ he tQ the time when he[and pamphlets of every size and col-|can't ma,tch it. Isn’t that luck?
to kilt the great innocent giant |or. ; Well, we’ll have to—(Mary, I hear

and the irrepressible D'Ar-| ‘‘There,”’ said the veteran writer,|the vegetable man. Don’t let him gt
0

two,| ‘‘Indeed, yes; the servant question
is the problem of the hour. The mod- h
ern woman is little better than a  Derd to choose only those of a quiet,
slave.” : lcontent.ed temperament. Few things
All this time grandma sits in her AT¢ more exasperating than a roving,
cosy corner and talks of the old days '10isy, discontented sow; not only
when she spun and wove and raised IS she a continual menace to fences

His snufi-strewn waistcoat far from
new; _ i
So stern and menacing his air

{
|
.. Renting
That neither ‘‘Black Sam’

the ‘ -4
b ok or working for someone else,

To knock or interrupt him dare— ‘why no
Yet close beside him, unafraid, Yy mot get a farm of your

away). Did the lace hold out?

e sooner had he written the last
.word than he bowed his head on his
Bands weeping. A friend who came in

“Why, Mr. Dumas, what is the
P“ﬂ'?"
T SOh1™ sobbed the author, ‘‘Porthos

$s dead. 1 have just killed him. Poor,
» Porthos!"

" 8o thoroughly had he entered into |my friends would tell me about them | nize your voice.

2
R

his creation that the character seem-
" "The humorous side of a story
him as easily. A traveler tells
Pacis 1 called to see the elder
. . In inquired of the servant,
?.q“ﬂo is in his study, monsieur.
i ¢an go in.'
laughter from the inner
“u. s0 1 said I woald wait
Yas no visitors; he is
“ the servant. ‘Mon-
enough; the novelist
g. rather in company
: vill be vecalled, was
Y some of
"" % It was in the
. \’v‘ q _h "."‘ ““
: .ﬂh:.km,

wd too real to jest about,and he sin-
following anecdote: ‘‘When I was
monsieur bome?’
%At that moment I heard a loud
gleur’'s visltors were gone.

'ag. laughs like that at
s He was
v characters
at Paris, who beg-

xeel-
pen

‘‘are some of the criticisms, satires
and libels that have been written
about me from the time of my ear-
liest literary attempts up to to-day.
I have never opened one of them.”
“What!" cried M. de la Place,
astonishment.

““I have never read one of them. A
criticism must be either good or
or bad; when criticisms were good

in

and I would try to correct my er-
rors. When they were bad it would

mour i inary death. |irritate me to zead them, and to be|what .
B B o al- | irritated would disturb my tranquili- |committees all appointed.: I

ty, which 1 have always valued. Do
as 1 have done, my friend, and you
will mever regret it."”
Is it any wonder that Fontenelle
was surnamed the ImperturBable, or
that he lived in his losophical
tranquility for a hundred years?
It may be interesting to
of tll'c; French phrase;
Theophile Gautier, the French au-
thor, was gifted with an extraordin-
ary memory. Whatever he had heard
or seen remained engraved upon his

oy .
v on which the first two
L %m des Sio-

& There were

%
i
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‘not mistaking a
A
_ it that morning

doubtful

the best you can. Three, remember.”
‘‘Johnnie, if you don’t go off and
let your mother alone she will go
crazy. 1 must have a few quiet me-
ments to finish the paper on ‘Greek
Art’ which 1 am to read at the club
Friday. There goes that old 'phone
again.

‘‘Hello! Is that you? Yes, I recog-
Meeting - of the
‘Daughters’ this morning? I declare it
had slipped my mind. (Mary, do see
ohnnie, is up to.) I have my
know
Mrs. Blank will be furious because
she is not asked to receive. (Don't
yell so loud, I can't hear a word the
lady is saying.) Well, there's no way
out of it now and we will have to
do the best we can.

‘““Mary, don’t you hear that bell?
‘““Ah, Mr. Brown, you have come to
see about the favors of the cotillion?
I will surely get to them to-day.
You see, Johnnie has been sick and I
could not leave him. Call me up to-
mMorrow.

“There’'s a woman at the back
door? Oh, yes, I promised to give
her some old clothes. Go upstairs and
look in the chest in the back closet
and you will find an old suit of
Johnnie's, also one of Mr. Gray's and
a wrapﬁf of mine. Give them to her,
and, ry, when 1 go down town
don’t let me forget to take my music.
We are going to have a rebearsal for
the concert.

““Hello! Well, it seems good to hear
your voice again. I'm glad you rang
me up. ;

“No, T didn’t order the flowers. J—

“It beats all how unreliable—

‘“I could tell a good many things
that I don’t care to repeat over the
'phone.

for dinner?)
‘1 don't believe in a few people do-

ing— ; ;
“Yes, that's just the way, a great

-

ten lusty children without the help
of as much as one maid, and she
doesn’t understand . why Elizabeth, .
with her 'phone, her electric buttons
and her one little child, should have
nervous prostration.—Maria B. Fen- |
wick in The Housekeeper.

Cause of Disruption in Homes

Mrs. Hetty Green is the richgst
woman in the world. But wealth has
not proved detrimental to her com-
mon sense or blunted her powers of |

observation.

“Divorce day, they call it,"”’ she
said recently, when told of the num-
ber of divorces granted every Mon-
day in New York City. ‘‘Well, what
can you expecf? These women never
learn to keep house. They get mar-
ried, and their sole ambition is to
wear fine clothes, bleach their bair,
wear gay ribbons and fine laces.
Home is the last place they want to
think of. They go parading*around
with their vum style and :think
they are beautiies.

“‘Poor things. They never get sense,
The next thing the husbands go par
ading around, and then trouble be-

ns.

“Then they find themselves in
court. That's it. The y folks of
to-day have not inheri common
sense."’ .

Yes, and they have nefer received
prope‘rd instruction _the sin
of pride. A very ol .
women of to-dal
less as the
ery stores. A woman
or most of her time

1
!

““(Mary, have you ordered the meat ' 5

'|ing no tendency to

and gates, but she is cross at farrow-
ing times, and is quite as likely as
not to destroy hall of her litter~ in
some fit of nervous excitement. In
addition to this, a sow of thig de-
scription is seldom or never a good
milker, and every stockman knows
that the profit or loss on a batch of
pigs is determined largely by the
start they get in life during the first
six or eight weeks. The milking
qualities of the sow is a.matter too
often overlooked or ignored when se-
lecling the females for a brecuing-
herd. Many men seem to take il for
granted that if they can get a sow
to produce a large litter she will, as
a matier of coorse, nourish them af-
terwards. This is a grave mistake.
Sows \'ar{ in their miflﬂnx propensi-
ties as widely as the cows in an un-
selected herd. Among pigs the abili-
ty to give a large flow of milk is
more a family trait than a breed
characteristic; that is to say, differ-
en{" families of the same bhreed differ
more in this particular than do the
diflerent breeds, each considered as a
whole. It is, therefore, largely a
matter of selection. A well-formed
udder is, of course, essential. There
should not be fewer than twelve, bet-
ter fourteen, v ell-developed, evenly-
laced teats, oxwending well up to t!

orelegs. The sow should be large
and roomy, with great length and
depth of sidé; she must, however, be
trim and neat in her outlines, show-
ness or flab-
biness, and, though not wild or ner-
vous, she must be active in her move-
ments. A ' heavy, listless, clumsy
walk should not be tolerated in breed-
Tll:anock of either sex; it indieates a
of vital force; and an animal
with this characteristic is not likely
to be so t as one with a
-R‘mm. sprightly temperament.
'he brood sows should be selected
from prolific families. A sow must
aise a given number of pigs each
10 pay expenses, and each addi-
| pig represents a profit. There
however, a limit to the number
il pigs in a profitable litter; very
, are apt to be weak and

1eve qualit Few s

; nourish more than 1

, and an even

m.".strmt. ll:t:hn fel-
.ml *
eighteen

"
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litter of from eight |

Sat Hodge, the cat. |
‘““This participle,”” the Doctor wrote, '
‘“The- modern scholar cavils at, |
But''-—even as he penned the word
A solt protesting note was heard.
The Doctor fumbled with his pen,
The dawning thought took-Wwings |
and flew, :
The sound repeated came again—
It was a faint reminding ‘‘Mew!"’
From Hodge, the cat.

*‘Poor pussy!’’ said the learned man,
Giving the glossy fur a pat,
*It is your dinner time, I know,
And—well, perhaps 1 ought to go,
For if Sam every day wefe sen
Of from his work your fish to but,
Why—men are men—he might resent,
And starve or kick you on the sly—
Eh! Hodge, my cat?”

The Dictionary was laid down—
The Doctor tied his vast cravat,
And down the buzzing street he
strode,
Taking an often-trodden road,
And halted at a well-known stall:
‘“‘Fishmonger,”” spoke the Doctor,

gruff,

“Give me six oysters—that is all;
Hodge knows wnen he has

enough—

Hodge is my cat.”
Then home; Puss dined, and while in

sleep ;

He chased a visionary rat,
His master sat him down again,
Rewrote his , renibbed his pen;
Each I was dotted; each T was cross-

He labored on for all to read,
Nor deemed that time was waste or
Spent in supplying the small need
lost '

Of Hodge, the cat.

That dear. old Doctor! fierce ol mien,
Untidy, arbitrdy, fat,

What l:entle thoughts his name en-

fold!

So generous of his scanty gold,

So quick to love, so hot to scorn,

Kind to all sufferers under heaven—

A tenderer despot nid’er . was born;
His big heart wld a corner even
For Hodee, the cat.

Coolidge, in Wide Awake,

had

own in
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For particulars write to

HON. E. J. DAVIS,

Commissioner of Crown Lands,

JAS. J° OHEARN
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