ADay That is Dear to England
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ﬂ, April 23 is a day which
dear to all Englishmen for many rea-
.oom Not only
~mmtuuvdotth¢psuonumtot'
England, and as such was for many
‘years the great national holiday of the
’ . put it was also in 1564 the
: %mm of England's greatest genius,
“‘the world-renowned Shakespeare, who,
1 strange coincidence, died on the n.::
{ . day in the year 1616. Lastly, on

‘‘George’s Day 1850, died one of the
I'greatest of England’s poets, william
Wordsworth; so thatl, whether we con-

i ‘gider it as the time-honored feast of

{ England’s patron saint, or as uc.red‘to

' the highest achievements of English :\;
¥ { ‘tellect, must alike be rendered to

o y Geor‘té'l Day, the palj of being, ;;n_'

! excellence, the great national anniv

' of England’'s greatness, as repre-

the glories of mediaeval chi-

“the triumph of mind in the

England’ at patron saint has

! .been mugtsu‘mm;nd and misrepresented.

i .Gibbon, the eminent, but not alm
.accurate, historian, jidentifies him o
(an Arian Bishop of Cappadocia, W :s.

proving himself “utterly detestable, ‘;‘ 5

. _killed by the populace in December,

{ ‘Tme Ariaus, however, claimed him as
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the garter.”
Gibbon; but, fortunately, this
Emamet e
'e %
George indeed might be,
was, a native of Cappa-
tract of country in Asia
heretic bishop he cer-
for it has been conclu-
that a chm::.; in 'izl’t:-
previously a heathen .
in honor of a martyr,
, in 346, fifteen years before
of the unworthy prelate put
by Gibbon.
Whe, Then, Was St. George?
Ancient lives and martyrologies an-
swer, a military tribune, or officer, un-
der the Roman Empire, who was born
o o o hin-Tather
on- the death
gl mother into her native
country, : Palestine, where he inherited
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s estate, and having em-
braced-the profession of a soldier, be-
e - thak_valer
Em Diocletian. V

the dast persecution

is said to have laid aside his offices
and vigorously protested against the
emperor’s cruel edicts, for which he was
cast into prison, and after much toture,
at length beheaded. Some think him to
have been the same illustrious young
man who, Lactantius relates, tore
down the emperor's edicts when thay
i were first set up at Nicomedia shortly
before Easter Day, and who suffered
martyrdom in that city eight days
later, his body being subsequently re-
moved to near Joppa, in Palestine.
However this may be, St.George speed-
ily acquired great fame as a martyr
thruout the east, there having stood
formerly five or six churches dedicatedx
to his memory in Constantinople, the
oldest of which was always said to,
have been built by Constantine the
Great, who was also the reputed foun-
der of the Church of St. George, which
"stood over his tomb at Lydda, or Dios-
_polis, in Palestine, and which, after
having been destroyed by the Saracens,
was rebuilt by the Crusaders, and still
gives its title to a bishop. To this day,
St. George is honored as patron. or
tutelar saint, by several eastern coun-
tries, particularly the inhabitants of
Georgia. The great feature of his life
seems to have been the triumph of the
Christian warrior over evil, which was
depicted by mediaeval art under the
now well-known representation of
St. George and the Dragon.

It has been said that, in the transi-
tion from paganism to Christianity, the
virtues and good deeds of the deities
of the Pantheon were transferred to
the Christian saints; those, for examn-
ple, of Apollo to St. Sebastian; and
those of Pallds

e

Athene to St. Margaret.

George's Day—Anniversary of the Birth and Death of Shakes
mmammamwm‘ .

should be ' popular
sades,

was it proclaimed in |,

umed | of England,

'lsnxuage of our mother

timation during the Cru-
uc:rmun warriors declaring

England were
former -lngm those tmonnchl “t,hetsn'-
selves paid the greater honor .
George. Bdward LIl placed under his
protection the Order of the Garter,
which he founded, and built St.George's
Windsor, for its special:use in
1348 From that time onward St
George became our chief national saint;
and the battle cry of “Seynt George for
Merrie England” resounded at Crecy,
Poitiers ahd court. KEven after the
reformation the cult received a further
impetus from the sovereigns of the
House of Haunpver, whose favorite name
was 3
There are said to be 166 ancient
churches in England dedicated in hon-
or of St. George, besides some modern
ones .of which perhaps a few, like that
of R@msgate, may in reality owe their
name to the royal patronage of some
one of those not very saintly “Four
‘Georges,” who reecived such severe
castigation from the caustic pen of
Thackeray. The heraldic ensign of St.
George—argent, a cross gules—is re-
ferred to in the opening lines of Spen-
cer's “Faerie Queen,”
“And on his breaste a bloudie cross he

bore,
The dear remembrance of his dying

Lord.
It is still blazoned on the Union flag
in combination with the
saltires of St. Andrew, for Scotland,
and St. Patrick, for Ireland.
© Shakespeare.

It is a most fitting and at the same
time remarkable circumstance that the
greatest literary genius that England
has ever produced should have bean
born, and also died, on St. George's
Day. We have in that quaint old
gabled house in Henley-street, ‘Strat-
ford-on-Avon, where Shakespeare was
born, a place of pilgrimage, to which
every year thousands repair, in venera-
Ltion of the most truly catholic poet of
the world. Without seeking the tomb
of St. George, the Christian warrior
and mediaeval patron saint of England,
in distant Palestine, we have here the
birthplace, as well as in the grand
Church of Holy Trinity, by the side of
the Warwickshire Avon, the tomb f
the greatest English representative of
thought and poetry. Surely if, as has
been recently suggested, we ought to
have a Shakespeare Day, on which spe-
cially to commemorate the great poet
of our land, there can be no more suit-
able day than the anniversary of his
birth and death, St. George's Day, the
day, too, that for so many centuries
has been sacred to the best traditions
of England in the past.

Wordsworth,

In the quiet churchyard of Grasmere,
close by the rippling stream of Rothay,
and under the shadow of the old vil-
lage church which connects the pres-
ent with the past, is the plain tomb-
stone which commemorates the death,
also on St. George's Day, of Willian
Wordsworth, probably next great kKng-
!hhmu in the realm of mind to the

tal Shak re himself. He, too,
is a representative man; and, as the
unrivaled exponent of nature, in the
simple and unadorned, yet eloquent,
tongue, de-
serves the lasting tribute of our mem-
ory and

Thus, whether we keep St. George's
Day in memory of Christian, warrior,

thare is the

thare. thcse hotels

thare naybors, 3
them so that they can play

could not say it.

ously,

ing operation.
the surgeon, as he shifted the woman
to her feet. She turned on him, “Brute!” PUt With a merry eye. Beside him a
she shrieked thru her bandage. “You Dattered spaniel dozed uneasily. I sat
call 'm brute? Apd after he brought]me down on the bench and looked at
me all the way 'ere in his arms. Gawd :the man with the roguish eye: and he
bless "im!™ 5

come high,

there is different

hotels where all the

and

com-

ple, beekaus thare rates are re.sonabel
& you pay in advance, at these h t:k
you can see the show ladies in the
time and that way you learn that they
are not sv nice off the stage without

thare makeup but some of them are: g intent t, by
pritty nice anyway. persons of benevolent in might,

s
day

i would like a job as bell boy in a

hotel, a bellboy can wear a nice uniform
with brass buttons and when he brings
ice water & things to the room he gits
nickels and, dimes and sumtimes 25
cents, & when he saves this up he can
git a nice suit and a diamond and
part his hair ni the midd:1 and git to bes
a clerk.—Milwaukee Sentinel.

Quiney Adams

Sawyer.

“As pure as a flower, ag rich as a

field of golden grain, and as true to na-
ture as a hollyhock on a country road-
side,” is what a leading daily recently
said of the great New England Llay
“Quiicy Arams Sawyer,” which will ke
seen at the Grand next month. It is be-
cause of its purity, its sweetness, ani
its fidelity to nature that this great
rural drama, standing alone and. indi-
vidual in its class, has won unstinted
admiration from the great army of piay-
goers quick to wrecognize aad appreci
ate a piece of stage life that “hoids the '8 young man with a rather pleasant ,S&Y:
mirror up to nature.”
Sawyer” is the sort of play that appeas
to all classes. City -bred folk enjoy
the characters and pictures they have

“Quincy Adams

nown in other years, the rural folk ave

pleased with having their own people
set before them in the mimic world, and
the happy mingling of comedy and P2 how, as an etcher, he had held a good
thos please both the devotes of humor,perth in the Midlands. But he had
as well ag the lover of sentiment.
An exceptionally well selected com-;ing to leave home, had come up
pany, splendid scenery and a careful London, there to make his fortune.
regard of detail in stage effects go 10 But he had starved instead.

make up a compiete production.

Not the Brute.

The London Chronicle tells this story:
“She .was a dreadful wreck when they had gone half a dozen steps.
brought her into St. Bartholomew’s
Hospital last evening. The youthful
surgeon worked away upon her fac2
with sponges and p:aster ard cotton-
wool, wondering aloud how she could
have got into such a state. Clearly the
) woman had something to say—but she
When the surgeon had
made a job of it, he gently lifted the
woman over an arm, and asked: “How
dig it happen?” She raised a fist to
shake over his shoulder, and cried fu-i-
'E done it!—'im.”
Turning his head, the surgeon could
see the man, who had be:n sianding
just under the flaring gas
watching the proceedings with the in-
terest of a landed proprietor at a build-
‘“The brute!” muttered!

“’E done it!

Jet,
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SIX STARVING MEN

W. Holt White Tel's of a Strange
; Great.
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ter?”
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“Don’t happen to
said, “of anyone who. wants a car-

I said that I did not, and then, in
that easy way in which people of his
kind make confidences, he told me that
six ‘monthsg before, the horse he had
been griving had run away and smash-
For this he had been dlis.
charged, and since that time had bean
unable to get work.

It was half-past four o"clock, what; <«Me and the old dog,” he said, “we

strides his
well-creased trousers along the Strand,
westward. and all the city was begin-

bunlee‘
and roast| . o to assume its nightly air of go-

‘ing home for comfort after work well
done. 4 ;

Then it was that I passed by that
dreary waste which generations yet

wych, and looking up beheld a giant
notice-board erected by the Church
Army, on which it was set forth that

stepping up to the “work-tents,” pro-
cure little books of tickets costing
twopence each, which would procure
for some needy man a meal, and af-
iterwards a bed.,

After buying a little book, I looked
within the tent, and there were about
a hundred men squatting on
stools apd chopping chunks of wood
into the shape of fire-lighters.

I looked round and thought: Who

and starved that I shall have the au-
dacity to approach them and offer
them charity to the extent of two-
pence?

The First Hungry Man.

I wondered vaguely if it were as
awkward to beg twopence as to have
twopence to give away to someone
whom one did not know. But looking
round I found the answer

stood looking at me with a gaze that
; plainly said, “Dare I speak or not?”

face.

I took one of the little tickets out of
my pocket and placed it in his hand.
Ee read it, and the tears filled his
eyes, en, before I could say an-
other word, I was learning all his
. story—how he was a doctor’s son, and

quarreled with his people, and, desir-
to

Murmuring a few words of sympathy °

I turned away and wondered where I
should findg the next recipient of my
twopenny bounty. I found him ere I

As he lurched along, the people mov-
ed aside with horror on their faces,
and some turned to look at him. As
he passed I held out to him the soup-
ticket.

He grabbed it, looked at it, and a
wolf-look crept into his forbldding
eyes. Then he licked his horrid beard
noisily. and with a grunt of thanks
turned the corner and shuffied quickly
up the passage to the “work-tents.”

His Only Friend.

With a little shudder I left the
Strand and made my way down to the
Embankment, where are supposed to
gather all the hungriest men in Lon-
don.

On the first bench I came to there
sat a man, very seedy in appearance,

llooked at me.

unborn will some gay know as Ald-|

l Work-Tents.”

s stairs,

git thal Ve gime the shiny-hatted stockbroker, starve most of the time, but we gets
YOUNE with athletic instincts,

about and picks up a penny here and
twopence there, and rubs along some-
how. It's a bit of a handicap having
the old girl with me, but I wouldn't
part with her for much.”

One of my remaining  tickets ex:
changed company. He thanked me
naiyely and then scratchéd his head.

‘“Wonder,” he said, “if they'll let the ‘

old dawg in as well. Anyways, I'll go
and see.”

And off he went,

“Are You Hungry?’

A little further along I spied a drag-
gled but yet jaunty youth leaning
against a lamp-post. Between his lips
there rested the unlit stump of a dirty
cigaret. :

I said, “Are you hungry?* The
jaunty youth passed a filthy hand

little theughtfully across his stomach,

‘“Try me.,” he said.
So I handed him a ticket.
“Much obliged,” he answered, as he

in this city shall I find so woebegone'eyed it. “But I've just had my gin-
and-bitters, and am feeling a bit peck-

ish. So I'm off to Carlile’s Hotel de
And with a concluding
“Much obliged, guv'nor!” he moved

avay.

! Half-way up Northumberiand-avenue

I found a queer old man leaning weak-
ly 'against the wall. I stopped and
arked him if he were ill. He looked

to my 3t me in a dazed way and said:
thoughts, for a few feet away there| “It's only that I'm too old. I've been

up and down stairs, up and down
all day long, and they always
And I've been
a clerk now fifty years, man and boy.”

I looked at his seedy but well-brush-
ed top hat, his coat tightly buttoned
across his chest, but green with age;
his clean collar, and his down-at-heel
beots. He evidently felt my eye upon

: ‘You're too old.

him.
{ *“Ah,” he said, “but they can't say [

don't look well. I have to sleep in
doss-houses, but all the same I keep
tidy. Vulcanite collar that; wash It
every morning myself. And you can

‘nw‘an borrow a brush.”

“Might I offer you one of these?”
said gently, handing him a ticket.

““That’s really too good of you,” he
said: and there was real gratitude in
his bleared old eyes. Then he added,
with an appealing look: “Tell me, do
you think I look so old2" -

Having shaken the old gentleman by
the hand, I passed up the street and
stood at the corner, holding the" re-
maining ticket in my hand. I was not
over well-dressed, and this presumably
accounts for what followed.

A burly navvy came up to me and
tcuched me on the arm.  Then he
pointed to ‘the ticket: “D'you want
that? Gawd lumme, guv'nor, if you're
that hungry, pawn yer waistcoat and
give me the ticket. I ain’t got noth-
ing left to pawn.”

Without a word I gave him my last
remtaining slip of paper, and the
navvy wrung my hand.

Then I turned homewards, and was
not a little saddened to think that
within the space of half an hour I
should have found six men , in the
wealthiest streets of London to whom
twopennyworth of soup and bread

was an imperative necessity.

national poet, or nature's child, we find
much to lead us to regard this day as
a veritable day of days in our calendar,
on which we can all unite in celebrat-
ing the triumphs of the past amid the
struggies and hopes of the present.

N B C

Swallows a Bath Sponge.

W. E. Gorman, the well-known the-
atrical manager, is exploiting a new
farcical comedy this season, “A Friend
of the Family,” on the merits of which
he is yery enthusiastic. He is also ‘he
proud possessor of a new English bull
terrier, which he valueg all the way
from $100 to $1000, according to the cute-
ness of the scrapes—not scraps—it gets
into, altho of the latter qualification he
is very hopeful for the future. It is
perhaps quite natural that he should
think in the vernacular of the uncul-
tured that his “Daisy™ is “a peaca,”
for two weeks ago, to his dismay, he

of

Greek stories

the

In like manner

Perseus and the sea-monster, or of
Bellerophon and t Chimera, may have
found their way into Christian litera-
ture in the shape of St. George andd
the Dragon. There is an absurd story,
which was aceepted by the ers of
the middle ages, giving detailsf this
conflict; but which b all the marks
of an after-savention to explain the atl2- |
gorical and conventional representation
| of the “Great Martyr,” as he had long
been called in » Greek Chu™h.
Doubtless St, Ge an idealized
saint, and having regard to thej|
way in which he was ever regaru
as the pgtron of mediaeval chivalry,
ought alfFays to be represented as a
Christial’ knight of the middle ages—

not as a ‘pagan horseman of antiguity,
and more particula , not as such a

saw rapidly disappearing dowrr the
gullet of the brute a péach stone the
l size of a stage diamond worn
by a musial comedy show gircl.
| This manin for swallowing sun-
;dl‘_\' articlesg not usually includ-
ed in the dict of. _ well-bred bu'l ter-
| rierg soon developed itself into posi
| tively alarming proportions, which has
{ had its owner several times on ihe
verge of nervous prostration,  *One
morning last week before going to the |
theatre Mr. Gorman moticed with sur |
prise that Daisy had grown in a ~L\)"
to propoctice vhich bid fair to so0u !
qualify her the heavyweight class,
Upon inforn several of his most
intimate friends they were naturally
anxious to see this new phenomenon

and repaired to his hotel.
surprise upung

Imagine theip
eing nothing but a very
ordinary lookrig diminutive pup. Not

nude champic appears on some of | the Jeas surlm:-wi wis the owner him
OUr Modern coins. self, whose reputation for veracity was
Growth of the St. George Cult. in immirept danger. After a '”m,u
Owing to freque i to his tomb | examination, in which the services of
in Pal ine by pil the name and | , yveterinary were brought into requsi-
fume of St George was much spread | giijon - it was discovered that the swal
ayer e A St.” Gregory of Tours | j,\wing propensity of Daisy had turned |
n‘x-.wnuus h ‘h:*.:hl_\ vv.h:lAn*:lh d in!gward a large bath sponge. The re-|
Foe W i »‘l}{“l"."“““.‘-.:'"_"'* he | qult was that upon eatrag or drinking |
became. at ax Briy fase the patron "l: the poor little brute would become in- |
Genoa. In Great Britain hiss tory was| g, aq ynd the more it drank the mors it |
i, parendy first mu\?\lu--«i into  th2{ wq10d owing to the absorbent quali- |
Church of Scotland, whence, in the 9th p~ s, |
century. it passed into England. For | !l€s of the sponge.
s01Y time St. Edward the Confessor
was regamled as our national patron Ensay on Hotels.

saiut. the English people revering him
as the last of the royal line of Saxon
kings. But St. George rose rapidl yin

Hotels is places wera you sine your
| name in a book and git ice water the,
first thing when you walk up next da_v;‘

* Thomas W. Ross and Katharine Mulkins in Act II. of “Chec kers,”

at the Princess.

know, I suppose” '

‘Left Part of His Naw
- When He Went |

- Made Man Whea
" Pelight to Honor.

~prampton, April 29.—(St
‘On lot 11 of the sixth
‘the Township ‘of Chingu
County, there stands in r
stone farm dwelling a de’a
_ ep structure, wherein cl
and nest. Fifty years ag
W' now one of a grou
on the farm, was the h
Bowsfield, and it was g
home in those days, in
the tidy surroundings,
frugality and enterprise
the Bowsfields.

In the chicken-house,
once a dwelling, was b
ago, Frank Oliver Bow
Bowsfield was his father
Lundy Bowsfield his mot

Very few people, even |
of Peel, are aware that
©Oliver, minister of the ir
Wilfred Laurier’s cabinet
Cliver Bowsfield of 50 y
such is the case. Why F
bhis name and endeavore
identity when he went we
with the country involves
some family history, an
World proposes to do. is
the boyhood characteristi
minister of the interior,
opinions of some of those

him in the little log scl
dulged with him in the sj
learned verses from the |
sang the songs of the Su
+  Frank Oliver's Sch

Frank Oliver's schoo
much like other boys’, e
was more studious and
play than most chaps of

ALLAN BOWSFIELD O

Father of Hon. Frank
ster of the Int

was not g rugged boy, !
ted for the battle of life
Frank applied himself
and determined to rise
lows. He had ambition
ding in the fields. He a
edge rapidly and the

proud parents enabled
time to his books that
the neighborood had t
“chores” aout the far
frail youth, and asthm:
greatly, but this handic
vent him from drinkins
Pierian spring and tal
of all the sources of inf
able to country boys.
“old 26.” His teacher—
now engaged in the ins
in Brampton, says of hi
a clever young man—al
dent. He stood very }
studies. His father wa
farmer and accustomed
but he was not very

management of Frank
did not get the  physic
one of such mental aci
Dr. Heggie of Brambpt
Brodie of Grimsby we;
instructors at different
Oliver's neighbor, Geory
him better than anyor
County. He says Fran
big words in the diction
was’ older than his sh
possessed a sturdy, ine
hcod that made him p
fellows. Frank abhorr
whiskey, and hated hy]
a plain, blunt maner |
with him. Tre men
who were boye with hi
fer to his manly traits
not surprised to know
ister of thé interior



