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of the large group. of the Royal Household
attendants ; we are interested in the presence
of the Princess Beatrice, and ackowledge the
distinguished appearance of the littie group of
Canadians; yet we are fully conscious of 0nyone presence; eyes and thought and feelingare centred in one figure,-that of a littie, o ldlady, standing beside a catafalque, and placinga laurel wreath upon the black paît.

.We stand in reverent love before this beauti-
fuI picture of our Queen ;-could Canada ever
possess 'another half so significant? Thesorrowful aged face, with its mournful droop
of eyes and lips, the smooth bands of silvery
lhair, the sulent attitude 'of grief beside thatblack-palled coffin, touches us strangely. As amother- mourning for a son, so this Queen-
mother bends over the silent form of one whowas truly worthy of such a sonship, and by bersimple expression of sorrow acknowledges the
bond.

0 mother-queen ! you have borne long years
of care, you have suffered many a silent heart-pang for the sorrows of your people ; but notuntil you have passed forever shall we realize
something of your travail for us. Yet, this
simply acknowledged motherhood of our Queen
shall neyer be forgotten by Canadians. And if
at any future time ili-favored national projects
be stirred, or England's regard for her colonies
be questioned, we have but to look upon this
pîcture of the Queen-mother mourning her
dead statesman-Canada's Premier ; we have
but to remember the loyal imperial heart at
rest beneath the coffin lid, to dispel ail such
doubt and quicken within us our impulse of-4ection, our sense of close kinship with

** * That little island
-;nged wîth grey seas.
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Conducted b3 M"S. jZAN Joy, graduate of Toronto School

Coo-ler>y, and PuPil of Technilogical InstîtuÈe, Massachusetts.
Aoswers ta Correspondents will be found en page s9.

Here's to the old apple tree.

Hats »full, 'caps -fuill.

Bushels and -sacks, full.

Huzza

ONCE upon a time long ago the above

littie stanza was Sung by the farmers
of Devonshire and Herefordshire, as in
springtime, whilst the trees were irn

bloom, they, with their men, went through the
orchards, dancing around'the apple trees, sing-i ng and pou ring cider upon the roots ' for
luck .' With themn, as with us, the apple was
the rnost valuable fruit they had. Aithoug1h
wve read of apples in the Bible and ini ancielit

history, it is from a wild crab which grows in~
Britain that ail our modern C

%-i tae years bananas have bec

fui1 that they have in a measure tý

of the apple in the heart of the 5

the housekeeper still owes her all

apple, for no fruit can take its

of usefulness.

ln looking over an old-fashione

lately, 1 found a recipe for ma

Equal quantities of the nieat of ai

1 could flot hein wandermnc, ;f ýI


