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J. Dawson writes as follows in
London Evening Standard and
James Gazette:
In a previous article it was point-
o~ut that, while most people in the
\iother Country are today possessed
-ertain satistical order of knowl-
regarding Canada, the Domin-
is still an unfamiliar land to a
many -of us—much more
iliar than it should be.
unfamiliarity is a real, tangi-
rarrier, and statistical informa-
not greatly help men to
t this, though it may provide
est reasons in favor of mak-
attempt. For example, it is
w that Canada’s bank as-
trebled during the past de-
single bank in the Do-
issets close upon a hun-
enty millions of dollars,
niy six other banks in the
greater assets; that Can-
4 navigable waterway from
tic ocean of 2,384 miles in
1at  Canada produced 363
bushels of grain last year,
at nearly 90 per cent of her
s own their farms; that Can-
has the largest grain elevator in
rld, the largest grain mill in
jritish  Empire, the biggest sea
in the world, the thickest
am in the world, one of the
retail stores in the world, em-
> 9,000 hands.
‘ts like these, like the fact that
i has fifteen thousand factories,
: at her purely industrial output
s trebled in the last nine years, are
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worth knowing and bearing in mind.
There are weightier reasons than the
purely material, which make it very
undesirable that’ other peoples should
be in advance of our own in the mat-
ter of understanding and profiting by
knowledge of conditions in Canada.
One half of this marvelously rich
country is as yet not even surveyed,
though immigrants from the Old
World and the New are now pouring
in at the rate of nearly a thousand a
day, and more than ~80 per cent of
them are becoming landowners.

The question of climate now is one
which has intimate meaning for every
one, like that of food and dress. And
this is a question regarding which
something worse than ignorance pre-
vails largely in England where Can-
ada isu concerned. This is partly
Canada’s own fault. The truth is that
the average Canadian is a first-rate
sportsman. Now winter brings to
Canada a fascinating variety of sports
and pastimes. Proud of  this fact,
Canada has sent us pictures and de-
scriptions of its ice-palaces, its ski-
ing carnivals, its sleighing, tobogganing,
and its other winter pleasures, till a
number of people at home have drop-
ped into the way of thinking of Can-
ada as a land of snow and ice, a sub-
Arctic land of perpetual winter. Now
that this absurd misapprehension has
taken firm root, record thermometer
readings are adduced to support it;
and, of all delusive statistics, perhaps
those of the thermometer may be
called the most deceptive.

With regard to the matter of heat
and cold, the one thing important is
a thing of which instruments furnish
no record: the question of what they
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Canada—The Land of the Homeseeker

feel like. It is an indisputable fact
that Canadians in England during
this present year of grace felt more
uncomfortably cold than they ever
feel in their own country. It is quite
possible, and usual, for a man of any
nationality to feel far more comfort-
able in Canada with the thermometer
below zero than he feels in England
with the thermometer slightly above
the freezing point. And this fact
should be comprehensible enough to
any one who has ever visited such
health resorts as Davos Platz. Com-
prehensible or not, it is true.

As for the Canadian summer, trav-
el. here through July and August
should afford a good test of that,
and I can only say that, dressed ex-
actly as I should be dressed in Eng-
land—minus umbrella or raincoat—I
have found the Canadian summer,
East and West, quite delightful. An
Englishman who has spent twenty-
three years in this country said to
me at Calgary:

“Our climate here is the climate we
fancy England used to have when we
were boys. I don’t suppose the dear
old country ever had it, really—the
change is in us rather than in the
climate—but we fancy she ysed to
have it; that summers were real out-
and-out summers once, as they are
here in Canada; and that winter
brought lots of jolly, crisp snow, and
good skating, as it does in so many
parts of this country—from the Atlan-
tic to Calgary, anyhow. That is what
it amounts to really; the climate is
rather more pronounced and a whole
Iot more reliable here than at home.
Once you have enjoyed the exhilara-
tion of the dry, sunny, cold winter

‘here you easily understand why the
{ BEastern .Canadian resents any defi-
| ciency in his annual snow supply. In
! parts of British Columbia, of course,
| they are accustomed to-doing without
snow.”

The further one goes into the home-

ly matters, the more désirable a coun-
try, not merely to grow rich in. but
| to live in, and rear a family in, and
; find permanent happiness and con-
tent in, does Canada appear for the
! man or woman of British stock. True,
it is a wonderful country for lIthe
fortune-seeker, I have seen something
of life in most parts of the Empire,
and certainly I know of no -country
{ to beat Canada in that respect. The
 opportunities that it offers to the en-
! terprising are both rich and incalcul-
ably numerous. Yes, it is a notable
land for the  fortune-seeker. - But,
above all else, perhaps, it is the coun-
try, of all the world, for ‘the  British
home-seeker, for the man who seeks
to build up and enjoy through life a
happy home. "

The TUnited States have been de-
scrited as the home-seeker’s coun-
LLy. Last year nearly 60,000 people
«wn in the United States,” had in-
in British North America, sold up
their places in the former country and

homes there.

And that brings me to a question
often put with regard to Canada: “Is
it being Americanized?” It is not
quite a fair question to put to Can-
adians, and they are rather tired of
answering it. The question’ is never

put by Americans, but it is often ask- ;citizens who

ed, with an - air of amiable detach- |
ment whceih is very irritating to the |
Canadian, by English people.

It should be remembered that patri- |
otism and loyalty to the flag are very
real and intimate factors in Canadian
life, and a passion with many Can-
adians. It is recorded that for every
place to be filled in the Canadian con-
tingents sent to South Africa eight
men competed. Empire Day is not
the only great patriotic institution
which has had its beginning in Can-
ada; but it is finely emblematic of
Canada’s attitude toward the British
Empire.

Some of the facts of the American-
ization question are these: The un-
traveled Englishman has generally mec
a number of citizens of the TUnited
States, and read and heard a good
deal of ‘American manners, customs,
slang, and the like. He crosses the
ocean for the first time, and in Can-
ada finds certain small matters on the
surface of life which do not strike him
as typically English. Superficialicies

who already had good homes of their !

quired into thé conditions prevailing | ghservant of tourists nocices such mat-

emigrated to Canada to build up new |

! allegiance to the British flag when
{ the Stars and Stripes-came inco be-
{ ing,

| the same thing every year now, sim-

attract most attention. Luggage .is
“baggage” in Canada, and drinking
water generally has ice.in it; a rail-
way guard is a “conductor,” and a
tram is a ‘“‘street car.” Even the least
ters,- and, sometimes, he says: “How
It fails to be noted here that
certain things in this country, in-
cluding the soil and sundry
tions arising cherefrom,
seem but are American. Canada is
part, and the larger part, of North
America. ' Many. of its finest citizens
are even descendants of American

institu-
not only

i
|
!
very American!” ‘
[
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declined to sever - their

and who accordingly trekked
north and became Canadians. With-
out reference to flags, many thousands
of United States citizens are doing

ply because they prefer the conditions
of life in Canada, and find richer re-
sources in this councry than in their
own. Nine out of ten of them become
good naturalized Canadians as soon
as possible, and each one among the
many to whom I have spoken on the
subject has admitted that he likes the
laws, administration, and general con-
dicions which prevail in British North
America better than those obtaining
south of the international boundary.

The fact that the United States and
Canada are parts of the one contin-
en¢, that the line between the two
countries has no physical existence—
this accounts for a certain
similarity between the two countries
and peoples. The fact remains, how-
ever, that Canada and the Canadians

;are very emphatically Canadian, and
{ that the Uniced States and its people,

by virtue of the assumption of a big
title, are American. No sane person
who has once seen the outworking of
the truly wonderful process by which
Canada is today making good and
patriotic Canadian citizens of the peo-
ple who are pouring into her broad
terricory from every part of Europe
and America can possibly doubt the
enduring strength and vitality of the

| Canadian personality, of that fiery es-

sential spirit—proud, restrained, cau-
tious, yet ‘soaringly ambitious—which
is developing upon

‘diplomatists do

United States.

years.
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lines as old as the British Empire, yet
as youthful as this year’s wheat crop
—the nationhood of Canada.

One of Canada’s leading statesmen
spoke to me on this subject a few
weeks ago at a dinner. He said:

“The principal kind of Americaniza-
tion possible in Canada is a kind that

veople in the Mother * Country seem to

give very little thought to. British
not know United
States politics and methods as we do,

and they have been instrumental time

and time again, because of tcheir lack
of knowledge in this respect, in Amer-
icanizing parts of Canada, by the sim-
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heads, to the United States.

i one other possible kind of Americani-
zation; and that also, if it is to be, lies

with the Mocher Country. It has a
purely busines side, and it has a politi-
cal side. The political side is summed
up in the word Preference. Your

outward [ latest comment on it is Mr. Church-

ill's ‘slammed door'—noted with great
interest and satisfaction by the poli-
ticians who will shortly be ruling the
The business side is
this: <Canada’s rate of development
has increased fourfold in the last ten
Regarded as a business, Can-
ada is trying to run four large stores
on a capical which was barely suffi-
cient for one. She is badly under-
capitalized, because her development
has raced away beyond her capital,
while her resourcesare as yet bardgly
scratched. This means that money is
very dear here; the reward offered for
capital, and for enterprise backed by
capital, is very, very great. Britain
is slow to recegnize this. The- United
States Is quick co see it—that is all.”

A Plain Talk to Deaf People

It is a strange thing that people
receive gratefully all delicate at-
tentions in the way of glasses for the
eves or apparatus for ceformed legs
or ankles, but will seldom use any
aid for the ears, says a writer in
Chambers’ Journal. I really am
quite tired of hearing people say to
me, “I do wish we could persuade
anny, uncle ‘James, aunty, or my
friend Miss Jones, to use an ear-
trumpet as you do.” It is so tiring
to need to raise one’s voice or to
shout at them. Yet we find that the
old people often prefer their friends
to shout at them.

It is so much harder for the young
to have to use a trumpet and conver-
sation-tube than for older people who
have hac their life and pleasure, and
whose deafness is the result of old-
age! My first advice to all ages,
young and old, is to use these aids,
which surely come as a boon and a
blessing ‘to the deaf. Deaf people
should consult an aurist re a speak-
ing tube, for some forms of deafness,
1 am told, do not fmprove with its
wse. I was ‘récommended by a very
well known aurist to use one while I
was losing my hearing, and before I
was really obliged to; and, like a wil-
ful being, I did not, but only laughed
scornfully  at the idea. Later, I
quickly took to one when I found it
¢nabled me to hear again when I did
become  deaf.

Some of my hearing power has
certainly been restored to me, to a
certain extent, and thanks to using a
trumpet; and all ‘' my friends and
many strangers remark how very
very well I do hear with it. There-
fere T am told many little stories of
deaf persons, and taken a good deal
into confidences, and have a far bet-
ter time than many other deaf folk
that T know and hear of. Many deaf
people think that a trumpet looks
funny; it's only a prejudice again,
and I prefer to look funny rather
than not to hear. So, the first thing
is to banish the idea that you will
look ridiculous when using a trumpet
and tube, and don’t be sensitive in
any way about it! Being young, the
amount of fun people get out of my
conversation tube generally keeps me
ia fits of laughter; they ring me up
d4s if I werg a telephone. One young
‘ellow asked some one who was talk-
ng to me to ‘‘pass the drain-pipe,”
ete. People always talk to me
through my tube when otherwise they
would look at me sympathetically but
say nothing. N

Perhaps what helped me a lot was
meeting a lady who was quite deaf,
and who used a trumpet and conver-
sation tube. She was then, and still
is, I might say, so bright and cheerful
that when my time came I followed
her example.

I am asked out a great deal. I am
always very cheerful. I put this down
to the pleasure I get in life through
my tube. The excuses generally given
me for not using a trumpet or tube
is a dislike to the idea, which seems
to me due to sensitiveness more than
anything; and deaf people seem to
think they will make themselves con-
spicuous, though they are really far
more so without an aid to hear. I
am stared at a good deal when out,
but I only pity those who stare for
their very bad manners; it does not
affect me at all!

When any one has to raise the
voice to talk td a deaf person it us-
ually casts a spell on those around,

ho stop talking to listen, as in some
tases it must be most laughable to
fi'car a totally inappropriate answer

ven to some question. This great-

taxes the politeness of the com-
4ny, who strive to contain their
liughter, and causes much embar-
1ssment to the speaker, who prob-
bly moves off as soon as possible,
aving the aflicted one in an ag-
“rieved state of mind at being de-

“rted so rapidly, for no apparenl

Prason; but if he is sensible and does
mind being told of his mistake,
best thing to do is to join in the
igh. I think we all know the story

".the two women one of whom was

. They were oblivious to all
und, and were conversing upon
it appeared to- be a subject of deep
erest. It was probably the raising
one lady’s voice that made the
mpany stop talking, and they were
1ised to hear in the sudden sil-

the loudly ejaculated, “We al-

“vs fry ours in lard.”

[t is a mistake to think that people

! not talk to those who usews any-
Mg In the shape of a trumpet or
bl in fact, I so often hear it said,
Would go and see her more, but it

1is really too much bother to have to
shout, and it makes my throat ache.”
And then a deaf person will remark,
“People are so unkind, they will not
talk. to me.” I really do not think
We can expect our friends to make
themselves conspicuous and ridicu-
lous and wearied out by shouting
loudly enough to be heard by every
one else in the room the pleasant lit-
tle . commonplaces which make the
sum of most of our conversation.
Deaf people will find that many
friends will talk to them with the
help of ‘a trumpet, and they can al-
ways comfort themselves with the
reflection that those who will not
take the trouble to talk down a con-
versation tube are hardly worth car-
ing about.

For those who are not accustomed
to speaking into a trumpet or down a
tube I will own the idea is sometimes
terrifying; but in these days the tel-
erhone is used by so many that to
talk down a conversation tube is not
.difficult, and I find I can soon put
.people. at, their ease.  The great point
is for the deaf person to have plenty
to say. Some one laughingly said to
me, “You may be deaf, but you will
never be dumb!”

It is a good thing to explain to any
one who is not used to speaking into
a tube or trumpet that it is only ne-
cessary to speak distinctly, they can
soon judge if they are making them-
selves heard by the answers given,
so many, though, imagine they must
shout, others whisper, and I -am not
sure which is the more aggravating.
Also, they think they must say some-
thing unusual or startling, and so be-
gin to think what to say, and thus
+he time lost causes both to become
nervous, and only disjointed remarks.
are the result.

Though one is deaf one is still hu-
man, and, like other people, speech
need not be elaborate because it has
0 be spoken down a tube. There is
a little anecdote of a young man who

time was so nervous tnat he could
only gasp the unfortunate
“Have you heard the cuckoo this
spring?” Had that been said to me
I should have laughingly replied, “Oh
yes, the cuckoo never fails to come
and cuckoo to me every spring down
my tube.”

Plenty of going about helps.to keep
one cheerful and bright. There is no
reason why one should stay at home
because one is -deaf, or not go about
alone. For myself, I ride a bicycle—
although I hear nothing coming be-
hind me—always alone, without find-
ing any difficulties. .Many people
think it very dangerous, and often
remark to me, “If you were my
daughter I should not allow you to
cycle” But it all falls, in every
sense of the word, on deaf ears. I
am much more independent than half
ithe people who go about with full
{use of their auditory apparatus. Po-
ilicemen in London, every one I meet,
talk into the tube when I say dis-
tinctly I am deaf, and I want to find
out my way, etc. I am sure this in-
dependence, and always having to be
on the lookout that one will not be
run over, etc., prevents the vacant,
unintelligent look that so many deaf
p2ople get. I go everywhere and am
always ready for anything; while the
great kindness I meet with on all
sides both from strangers and friends
helps to keep me going and makes
me feel how necessary it is to live up
to the character of plucky cheerful-
ress that many kind people give me.

Concerts, of course, are out of the
question, although I do go to them
occasionally. I go to dinner parties.
This reminds me of a dinner party I
was at when every one. suddenly
laughed at some joke, except one man
who also was deaf. He sat ‘amidst
the general laughter with a face of
marble, looking thoroughly out of it.
That was no reason why he should
not have smiled. My advice is to look
pleasant on all occasions, especially
when others are laughing. - You ecan
smile until the joke is explained; and,
if it is not, it looks better. Of course,
there are many occasions on which
one does feel very much out of it; all
I can advise is to grin and bear it.
I am often told I have not ‘lost much
when perhaps a lot of people have
been talking together. I generally
pick up a book or picture-paper on
these occasions. Certainly, though
deaf we have some benefits; we can
sleep in peace all night through wind,
rain, and storms, while those who
hear come down in the morning feel-
ing weary and cross; we can read,
and nothing disturbs us; it is a great

on speaking down a tube for the first |

inquiry, '

thing at bridge, and ecrying babies
have no effect on our nerves. We
can be sworn at, and we are peshaps
totally unconscious of it. Oh yes, we
have some benefits!

Now, a great many who have read
so far may wonder why I do not re-
commend lip-reading. I do. But it
requires perseverance as well as
money, for the lessons are expensive.
I am afraid I must own to a lack of
perseverance. I have not perfected
myself in it. I know enough to find
it very useful on many occasions, and
my lip-reading teacher will not at all
agree with the foregoing remarks on
trumpets and tubes. But, alas! there
are many who cannot afford@ these
expensive lessons, or feel they are too
old to begin to learn; and it is for
these I am writing this article, be-
cause I have come across many who
Lhave been advised to use an ear-
trumpet and will not.

Of this I am quite certain, .that if
you are deaf and use a trumpet you
can stil have a very good time; if on-
ly you will be lively and take interest
in people and in what is going on; at
least, such has }l\vays been my ex-
perience, and I can hear nothing
without a trumpet.

Max O'Rell has a chapter on deaf-
ness in one of his books, and he is
not over polite about deaf people. He
goes on to say, “Nobody would dare
to make love down a trumpet.” This
ie rather a delicate subject, so I wiil
content. myself with saying, “Don’t
belleve him!”

People who dislike using aids
should remember that the strain of
trying to hear is extremely bad for
the ears, and the use of a trumpet
will help to sharpen the sense of
hearing. By experience, again, I
know that one is more deaf than one

supposes, and people often say, *“Oh,
she is much deafer than she realizes.”
My aurist told me, too, how - little
deaf people realize this. So, if you
find your friends coming close toyou
and speaking right into your ear you
may safely come to the conclusion
that you are deaf, and perhaps very
deaf. Go and consult an auristabout
a conversation tube, which I greatly
prefer to a trumpet, the latter I only
use in church to hear the singing.
The aurist will tell you what kind to
use and where procurable. I took to
one like a duck t0 water. I wear my
tube round my neck and shoulders
much like the stole and scarf of the
day, and people pick it up-and lay it
down just as they please; it is al-
ways ready to listen. In church one
can follow the service but not the
sermon; and, being deaf, I take the
privilege of reading a nice book. So,
if the sermon is dull; I am somewhat
envied, I find, by those who ‘have
their hearing!

Some deaf pegple would do well to
rid themselves of .the idea that their
relations and friends talk aboutthem
and abuse them both in and out of
their pra2sence—iny fact,.at any  time.
It is a.very. bad.habite
quired because ‘they  can’t hear, and
get suspicious. P/am- glad to say 1
do not and have'never suffered from
this tormenting idea,“ and I ' know
quite well people ‘4re only likely to
wish one could join in the conversa-
tion, or- wish one would use an aid,
or feel sorry for one in some way.
Therefore, --fellow-sufferers, if you
cannot lip-read, and friends try to
persuade you to use a trumpet or
tube—and there is no reason why you
should not—do do it for their sakes
as well as your own, and don’t allow
funniness, sensitiveness, shynfess, or
silly-consciousness, as I call it, to
destroy what pleasure you may still
get out of life; and, as I have said
before, sensitiveness is the firstthing
you have to banish for ever.

simplys: ae--

An Inside Light on Kipling

Marguerite Stabler contributes the
following article to the Pacific
Monthly:

When Kipling, through the mouth
of the incorrigible small boy in his
Captains Courageous says:. “Oh, I'm
all right. I only feel as if my insides
are, too big for my outsides,” he con-
fides a large and personal truth to
the reading public.

Kipling, as we, know him in his
‘American Notes, 'says many things,
thinks many thoughts at our expense,
and allows himself to be swayed by
many whimsical whims. But Rudyard
Kipling, as known by one American
woman, at least shows an inside ap-
preciation and esteem somewhere
larger than the public-known outside.

The American woman, the wife of
an officer in the English army station-
ed in India, holds the distinction of
having been ‘“guide, philosopher and
friend” to young Kipling during his
early war correspondent days:

It was in answer to the laconic cabie
“Kipling wjll . do,” from - the war de-
partment in India, that young Kip-
ling, sick of his experiences in Eng-
land, went back to India to “do.” And
it was on the steamer en route that
the friendship with the English officer
and his American wife began and
formed what* he afterward refers to
as “The Trio of Tramps.”

At this time Kipling’s one claim to
distinction, if claim it could be called,
was a thin, apologetic little volume
entitled “Verses by Two Persons,”
done chiefly as a schoolboy, the other
person representing Kipling.mater. No
one knows that volume now, few of
Kipling’s lovers have ever heard of it,
the edition having been exceedingly
modest; still less was it known then.
It was, therefore, solely because of his
boyish frankness and enthusiasm that
the young chap interested the “Eng-

The Celestial In Old London

Nobody was ever so Wise as some
Chinamen look. No grown-up person,
certainly, could possess the simple and
entirely unsophisticated temperamer}t
implied by the innocently philosophic
smile which flitted across the yellow
face of the lounging gentleman in blue
when 1 asked him if it were here that
I might smoke some opium. He was
affability personified; but was “welly
solly” to say he could not assist me.
Tpat I gathered (not being a linguist)
was the purport of his answer.

In his little shop window were a
few indeterminate articles  which
appeared to have no application to
anything in particular. Behind ‘the
shop was a mysterious chamber with
a little wondow shrouded by a faded
curtain. #9o0 sounds came from with-
in, and fhere was nothing to be seen;
and, though I beamed persuasively and
treated the black-haired Chinaman to
my conception of the expression of a
poppy-maniac in the delights of an-
ticipation, he seemed so charmed to
see me as he gently edged me out-
side that I felt there was nothing for
it but to go. Even waen I jingled. five
pennies and a shilling he merely went
on grinning expansively and stood on
the narrow doorstep to speed me on
my way.

It was disappointing, because I had
heard so many lurid stories of weird
carousals in those small back parlors,
that they seemed clearly one of the
sights that the learning Londoner
should see. The disappointment was
part of a general scheme of non-fulfil-
ment. Chinatown, some minor litera-
teurs had told me, was extremely pic-
turesque. To turn down a side street
in Limehouse was an adventure: to
enter a dingy dwelling was to invite
unconsciousness, perhaps robbery or
worse. I found it drab and dull and
uneventful.

Occasionally, if you 'watch one of
the gloomy shops, vou

if embarked on a definite purpose.
You may wait a long time before you
8ee him come out again. ‘When he
does emerge there is usually nothing
in his dull visage to indicate that he
has passed through a period of dissi-
pation. There are said to be a dozen
opium dens open to the initiated in
Limehouse at the present time; but
you may wheedle your cunningest

without being in a position to prove it |

personally, unless you have the escort
of a devotee who is willing to take you
there.

If you want to see London’s China-
town from the outside, you have only
to ‘board an electric car at Aldgate
and take a penny ride as far as the
corner of West India Dock road, pass-
ing the teetotal public house, “A Good

Pull-Up for Bishops,” on your way. A

t

may see an|
oriental pass through the doorway as |

few yards from the corner, on the left,
is the Strangers’ Home for Asiatics,
and almost opposite, beyond chandlers’
and ‘other shops which bear names
ending usually in “ng,” and, in one
case, consisting of nothing but these
two letters, you will find Limehouse
Causeway. ,

Here is the centre of the Chinese
quarter, but if you think to find none
but Celectials, you will be vastly
mistaken. Like the other streets in
these neighborhoods, it is a dismal
thoroughfare enough, with bare-look-
ing tenements fronting a roadway, dand
gutters that ran, when I was there,
with filthy water.

But it is a poor heart that never re-
joices. I had come to seek Chinamen,
of whom there were a few, leaning
against doorways, smoking ordinary
pipes and cheap cigars, with the in-
souciance of ‘stay-at-home cockneys.
Yet the aspect of things, even allow-

not overpoweringly oriental by any
means. There were the usual crowds
of little children—happy mites, most
of them, for all the :dirt which murked
their countenances. Now and taen
you would see a curly-headed baby
with the strongly-marked features of
the Jewish child; but generally they
were very English-looking, and while
they played at seaside in the black
puddles, they shrieked and laughed as

istocratic paddlers on
sands. . Women glanced -curiously
from upper windows, and -sometimes
one saw a pair of furtive eyes above a
curtain; but never anything to make
one feel sure tnat any spot here could
be named as a sink of iniquity. And
I never saw a pigtail all the time.

fashionable

of strange
spertive,

customs,
with which
Celestials pass away
Chinamen who make
home seem to have
marryving Englishwomen. As a
so far as can be learned, they make
good husbands. They acquire money,
{at any rate, and their children are
| seldom dressed badly, .and are invari-
ably well fed. Among themselves, the
Chinese play their own particular
games—about which they are hardly
less reticent than they are about the
indulgence of their own peculiar vices.

religious

the
their

London

would have thought of fighting crick-
ets? It is said that battles to the
death between these well-trained in-
sects are not infrequent, and that the
glorious slain are sent to their here-
after with .elaborate obsequies in gol-
den coffins. It is impossible to de-
clare that such practices are common
in London—Chinamen have wonderful
gifts for keeping secrets.

ing for the queer and poky ShODS ,WaS | oq off the village street to the

{ houses, barns and drying-ovens, about

exuberantly“as any group of more ar- |

| silently working.

Those who know Chinatown speak !
and |
secretive |
time. | girg; then everybody will be here, and
their |
no difficulty in |
rule, !

iaround me,
‘Who but a Chinaman, for instance, !

When they gamble they do not go
outside and shout about their losses.
If there are fights they are not often
heard of; the Chinese have a special
faculty for settling disputes among
themseives. Opium smoking makes a
man sleepy, ahd the awful effects
which attend it come gradually and
not in paroxysms. Whether the police
should be ordered to interfere and
subdue the traffic is a question that
should be settled quickly, if it is teo be
settled at all.—London, Ehg., Ex-
change. ’

Sour Apples

The quaint simplicity of the Rus-
sian peasant of today is well illustrat-
ed by an instance recorded by a writer
in the ‘National Review. He was
traveling through the country, and
during a morning's walk through a
village took several photographs. In
search of the picturesque, he wander-
out-

a hundred yards behind the cottages.
The pldfee was deserted, for every one
was out in the fields‘gathering in the
harvest. The only soul we came!!
across was a middle-aged woman,
carefully sweeping the threshing-
floor, a strip of bare, hardened earth
in front of the drying-oven. The oven
was full of corn; smoke was issuing
through the furnace doors; threshing
flails, ready for use, were piled up in
a corner, and this one woman was

‘This would make a pretty picture,
said my friend, preparing his cam-
era.

‘No! no!” interrupted the woman,
who came up to us, broom in hand.
‘Yol must not take a picture today.
The place is bare and ugly, and I am
just clearing up. Wait till tomorrow,

the scene will be gay and your pic-
ture beautiful, and you will have
something to remember’ So we re-
luctantly gave way and departed.
This reminded my friend of another
incident. ‘In another part of the vil-
lage,” said he, ‘I was painting a cot-
tage with some apple trees behind it.
I was intent upon my work, sketching
in the apple tree, and regardless of all
when an old woman
touched me on the shoulder, and said:
“Sir! sir! stop! Don’t do that!”
“What's the matter, my good wom-

an?” I said in surprise.
“O sir, you don’t know what you
are doing! Don’t paint those apples!” ;
“But why not? Way not another?” . |
“Why not, indeed? Don’t you know, !
sir, those apples are sour? You must
not paint them. Let me show you an ,
apple tree where the apples are sweet.” |

{ head is getting swelled from the treat-

; extent as to almost bury my left eye.

lish-American Honeymooners,”
called them.

Arrived in Poona, the hospitable of-
ficer's home became the new war
correspondent’s headquarters, where
everything about the house, the
grounds, even the gowns of his host-
ess soon bore the “stamp of their
guest’s enthusiasms. Photographs
representing the India home, show a
charming little bamboo balcony jutt-
ing-out with neither rhyme nor refer-
ence to the architectural scheme of
the house—“Rudyard did that” the
hostess explains—“he wanted a place
where he could put his feet up when
he was writing, so drew the design
and had it put there himself.”

The walls on the inside bore the
same impress of the man of fame-to-
be. Pen-and-ink sketches of the Man
and the ’'Rickshaw, caricatures of the
people who lived around them, quite
regardless of the possibility of detec-
tion, a sketch with a skit scratched
around the margin of “Lieutenant-
General Bangs, that most . immeral
man,” and stadies of *“Venus .Anno
Domini” covered the walls.  And later,
when things began to come his way,
sketches for cover designs began a
line from door to door. The first cover
design for his “Soldiers Three”
done by Kipling senior. But,
vaney was straighter than that,” Rud-
vard = objected, ‘“Mulvaney doesn’t
slouch”; so the artist was kept at it
until he evolved a Mulvaney with a
“soldierly bearing and informal man-
ner.”

It was here, with his feet on the
bamboo_railing, the manuscript of his
“Baa-Baa Black Sheep” was written
and read aloud for encouragement and
criticism. 'This being -in the main the
story of his own experiences at the
English school to which he had been
put accounts for his early impressions
of English life and his grappling the
natives of India to his soul as “Mine
Own People.” Often the floor was
strewn with loose sheets in disgust at
his singed muse, as the work on this
first ambitious story progressed, but
always as often gathered up by .he
American friend, who assured him he
could do good things if he tried, and
Rudyard was set to work again and
told “you ought to be ashamed of
yourself to get discouraged so easily.”

And it was with these good “Eng-
lish-American Honeymooners” the
young author rejoiced uproariously
when his manuscript was accepted by
an English publisher for the muni-
ficent sum, as he put it, that would
buy his clothes for a whole year.

To these same kindest critics and
severest friends often came the ap-
peal, “Do you think my work coarse?
So-and-So says it is.” And the sensi-
tive young war correspondent would
then go over and over his work, argu-
ing: “How could my men have had
a gentler treatment? They are not
gentlemen. I'm not trying to set up
any code of morals or immorals, I'm
simply trying to give them life as they
know it and I know it to be.”

This inside light that illumines the
pages of many of his letters when his
work called him off to the hill dis-
tricts shows this sensitiveness of re-
finement on the part of the wri‘er
struggling with the love of portraying
things for ‘“the God of Things as they
are,” and it is only those who knew
both sides who appreciate how ucn
too big for his outside respect of nice
phraseology is his inside struggle for
the truth for truth’s sake, whether
lovely or unlovely.

But it is because of this very deli-
cacy—the delicate consideration of
Rudyard Kipling for the reading pub-
lic—that his verses entitled “It” have
never, so far, been published, although
now in its rough form of pencil jot-
ting on yellow block paper it is one of
the keenest and cleverest skits he has
done. “It,” to the seasick steamer pas-
senger, needs no explanation nor
apology, and in the original manu-
script, dashed off on deck under the
inspiration of the moment, all the pa-
thetic humor and humorous pathos of
the romance of the seasick lovers, in-
troduced by the sudden and common
need of “it” remains unpublished,
even at so much per when he needed
the money, and the delicate-minded
public, in consequence thereof remains
unshocked.

It is after his early India career,
however, that Kipling in this cellec-
tion of letters in the hands of “Miladi,”
as hi#’ American friend is called, takes
his first “ink-sling” at ‘American in-
stitutions and the American people.

A letter written on the well known
letter-head ‘“Palace Hotel, San Fran-
cisco, California,” runs as follows:

“I might as well tel you that my

as he

ment I have received in ’'Frisco. In
the last day it has swelled to such an

It is a bad tooth! This morning by
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the aid of the other eye I managed to
steer my way through -the crowded
streets into a firm of dentists, where
one villain, after looking me over,
passed me over to another, who, after
an hour’s. work, hewed off the end of
my toof. I 'quealed and ’quealed like
anything and flung me down maimed
and exhausted on a chair. They told ,
me that if I would come back tomor-
row they would put a crown on it, but
I feel as if I already deserve a mar-
tyr’'s crown of suffering and go not
back. You remember my mention of
the Bohemian Club with the sign of
the Owl? They have made me a Sahib
in their midst and the verses I enclose
are on the Club, and the Owl as you
will see.”

A pen-scratch here runs across the
page with this sudden interruption:
“Have you gotten used, ever, to the
use of the term ‘Mister’? I got a chit
today from a young lady—first fam-
ily too—addressing me “Mr.” Rudyard
Kipling. Ugh!”

Firm of Dentists and Young Lady,
whoever you are, arise and exclaim
“It is I!” You may be called villains
and you may be said “Ugh” at, but it
is because of these same distinctions
that you fasten your town in the
memory of the callow young tourist.

The next page of the letter, in its
fine, somewhat cramped hand, con-
tinues in the same bubbling, boyish
vein, full of touch-and-go impressions
of this wonderful Western world and
references to the good old Poona days.
But the second letter, dated the week
later, strikes still more deeply at the
San Francisco heart:

“There is no'. other place like it.
Reckless and roaring like nothing you
ever saw. The men make money and
‘break up’ with a rush that goes to
your head. Everything is done on a
large scale, even the coins are not
small, two-bits is the smallest piece
worthy of the notice of a self-respect-
ing citizen. But next to the ocean
winds it is the reporter man that most
takes you off your feet. Your soul is
not your own, neither your secrets,
your plans, your private ambitions,
when they grapple you. It is knowing
their Bohemian Club that makes you
know San Francisco. High jinks and
low jinks presided over by the .Owl
makes this body of men to hum. There
was a blow-out’ (know you the mean-
ing of that?) given for a great Sahib
who had stuck by his ship—he was a
fighting Sahib, by the way—when
there was a cyclone or something of
unusual size. There were speeches
and wittles and drink, twenty I should
say, then more of both. Then the
Man of the Cyclone rose up and said
a few modest and harmless little
words, whereupon we howls off the
roof of the housé. The man next me
soothes me suddenly by saying, “When
we get on our hind legs we do like
this. See? I saw and if I could have
induced wealth to rhyme with raiment
my turn at a verse might have gone
better, but I had to be satisfied with
collars, dollars.”

The letter ends with much anent
the good-looking, expensively-clad wo-
men on the -streets with the accent
“that would be cheap at fifty cents a
word,” who seem to have filled the
Kipling eye during his few days of
impression-gathering on the Pacific
Coast, with passing remarks on the
Chinamen, negroes, cable cars and
police force, ending with “I wrote you
Beatrice is going to be married, I
think.”

Many early unpublished efforts, cor-
rected proofs, piles of letters, car-
toons, first editions with marginal.
notes, dinner cards of absurd jingles
touching up each guest’s peculiarities,
tea plates painted with rhymes about
apples and plums no better than you
or I could do, throw a vari-colored in-
side light on the man behind the
strenuous pen.- ‘And on the back of a
bill of a little inn among the hills of
India the youthful XKipling once
scrawled this commentary on the
depth of his heart and the shallowness
of his pocket:

A coming May
To hills of green and shadows cool
We haste away.

A torrid June

With dance and mirth the circling
days

Pass all too soon.

A gay Jul}\

A broken heart, a fond adieu, a little
bill

And then we fly.

“Needn’t shave my upper lip this
time,” said Archie, as he took his seat
in the barber’s chair. “You may start a
moustache for me.” “I can’t do that,
sir,” said the barber. “I'll let your
upper lip alone but you’ll have to start
the moustache yourself, sir.”—Chicago
Tribune.




