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[Contributions on all subjects of popu-
lar interest are always welcome in this
Department.]

PEOPLE, BOOKS, AND DOINGS.

A training school for aeronauts and
constructors of airships has been
opened at Chemnitz, Germany.

Prof. W. H. Schofield, a Canadian,
has been selected by Harvard Univer-
sity as her representative at the Uni-
versity of Berlin. He was born in
1870, and received his early training
at Peterboro Collegiate Institute and
Victoria College, Toronto. * Later he
took post-graduate courses at Har-
vard, Faris, Christiania and Copen-
hagen. Since 1897 he has been on
the teaching stafl of Harvard Uni-
versity. Prof. Schofield has also
written several books on literary sub-
jects.

‘“ Montreal, May 28. — Miss B.
Gatien, sixteen years old, pupil of
Miss Marier, this city, scored a
triumph at a concert in Karn H_all
last night. She sang the Bohemian
song from Carmen, and was hrqught
back seven times by the audience.
One man in the audience presented
her with a check for $1,000, in order
that she might study abroad. (‘ritigs
predict a brilliant future for this
young singer.”'—[Toronto Globe.

KErnest Thompson Seton, the noted
author, and Edward A. Preble, of the
U. S. Biological Survey, have left for
a six months’' trip to the Barren
l.ands north and east ol Great Slave
Lake.

Dr. and Mrs. Workman, the noted
U. S. explorers, have arrived in
Paris, after many months of explora-
tion in the wilds of the Himalayan

Mountains. Last summer they
camped at the highest altitude ever
attempted, 21,300 f[eet. They  re-

port having found a native village
far above the timber limit, at an
altitude of 12,000 feet.

THE PHILOSOPHY OF ‘‘ PLAY.”

Almost at every turn these days
pamphlets descriptive of various sum-
mer resorts and spots  adapted for
outings, are to be lound \ery
pleasant bits ol literature these are,
too, breezy with suggestions ol the
great Out-of-doors in which it seems
natural lor people to live during the
summer months, filled with pictures
of dashing rapids, quiet pools, glis-
tening waterlalls, Peterboro canoes,
and fish about which one may  tell
stories. Ioven  the names ol some
of the places, as Stewart Iodward
White has noted, arc enough to give
one thrills, vague longinegs. undelin
able restlessness to Lo ot (o where
the “* red gods ™" il Femaganmi,
Matawabika, Wuskigaina ' sinell or

pine woods, rush o tunnime water
and murmur ol trees ' Fhie iiiasic ol
them ! Ah, why may we nor a0 1ok
Ojibway ?

Fach year, it scems, the ¢ o gy,
red gods is stronger  and vow
only the birds, but people oo o

every summer from (he o
towns—a great exodus it

dust and noise towards the endless
solitudes, bound to where petty care
may be laid aside for a little time
and the pressure of things lorgotten.
For there is this about camp life,
it makes ypu forget things. A great
trouble ‘may, of course, haunt you,
arising like an ill-favored ghost even
from amidst the green shades, but
the little worries and annoyances fall
from you. Things do not matter.
You have enough to eat; the sky is
a roof for you; if it rains, you can
creep under your canoe ; the drift-
wood along the shore provides you
with vour fire ; it is a thousand
vears since you were troubled with
the things of time. Live for the day,
and Dbuild up muscle and energy, and
warm red blood that will carry vou
through another year of grating _and
scraping among your fellows for a
livelihood and the right to say you
are a man !

But why all this to farmers ?
Farmers can take no month of moon-
ing among the river-gods. For the
country must be fed, and to feed it,
it is not sufficient to cast the seed
into the earth. With a grub for every
root and a bug for every leaf, it is
chase, chase, chase, and the * deil
take the hindmost."’

And yet it is very necessary that
the farmer shall take a holiday. He
needs it. Everyone needs it—a holi-
day, a change—else how is it possible
to keep the rifHe of the mind-life,
the true life, bright and crisp, and
the sympathies broad ? ‘“ All work
and no play makes Jack a dull boy,"’
1S as true of the man of fifty as of
the boy of ten. The man who is not
afraid to put a little variety into
his life, is not the one who is likely
to grow crochety and narrow, hide-
bound in his own opinions ; he is
little likely to be the crank of the
neighborhood.

The farmer cannot, perhaps, take a
two weeks' jaunt (although, if he
can aflord it, he is foolish if he does
not). Neither does he need it for
the sake of his physical well-being, as
does the man shul up within the four
walls of business.”’ Iivery du'y of
his life the fifteen tons per square
inch ol the atmosphere above is
pumping energy into his veins. But
vet he needs variety. He needs  the
day off once in a while—the day on
which he bundies his  whole family
into the big democrat and drives ofT
with a lfew friends to have tea beside
the big waterfall or the lake, which
he wouldn't see once  in g ten-year
otherwise He needs the jaunt  to
see the old chum ten miles away, to
find out how he treats the problems
ol keeping o straight-hacked herd and
wresting  corn and oats and  wheat
from the soil instead of pigweed and
Canada thistle and bladder campion;
the trip on the Farmers' Fxcursion
to the Agricultural College. to pet a
glhimpse 4t how things are beine dope
at the hig school the: day or {we
spentat the Fxhibition in the rall
With a night at the opera. and some
thing new to talk aboul on the o
turn honie

Al this does not take much time—

st snateh now  and again  he
tween tignes b the benctit s g
calevlahle Fhee greatest minds of
the world have recogmzed (he value
GET Ol T lan Ruskin has
Wit ben  an essan oneoit Herhert

| vl to Boment arten, iy Ris

later years. that he had not given up
more time to it. Play is never use-
less. It helps to prevent break-
downs and to stave off senility.

But for each, it must be to choose
the kind which suits him, whether
sport, or city visiting, or merely
quict excursions among one's friends
—such play as proves work is of
little value. Only that which is
thoroughly enjoyed can prove a tonic
to either mind or body ; Dbut _this
should not be neglected.

COURKEUR-DU-BOIS.

PRESIDENT ROOSEVELT AND THE
‘“ NATURE ’' SCHOOL.

President Roosevelt, who is a veri-
table Goldwin Smith, although some-
times in a less-polished and gentle-
manly fashion, for striking at griev-
ances in general, has of late been
scoring the Nature * school of
writers, the leading lights of which
are Ernest Thompson-Seton, William
J. Long, Jack London, and our own
Chas. G. ). Roberts. 1 don't be-
lieve for a minute,”” he says, ‘* that
these men who are writing nature
stories and putting the word * truth ’
prominently in their prefaces, know
the heart of the wild things. They
don’t know, or, if they do know, they
indulge in the wildest exaggeration,
under the mistaken notion that they
are strengthening their stories,” and
he scores it as an outrage ' that
such literature is being put in the
schools as *‘ natural history.”’

Mr. Long comes in, perhaps, for the
President’'s most biting criticism. In
regard to one of the most popular
stories by this author, he says :

As a matter oi fact, the story of
Wayeeses is filled with the wildest
improbabilities and a few mathema-
tical impossibilitics. I Mr. Long
wants us to believe his story of the
killing of the caribou fawn by the
woll in the way that he says it was
done, he must produce eye-witnesses
and aflidavits. I don't believe the
thing occurred Nothing except a
shark or an alligator will attempt to
Kill by a bhite hehind  the shoulder.
There is no less vulnerable point  of
attack | an animal might be bitten
there in a confused scuflle, of course,
or seized in his ump so as to throw
him ;  but no man who Knows anv-
thing ol the habits of wolves, or evep
ol fighting dogs. would dream of de-
scribing this as the place to kill With
one bite I have seen scores of ani-
mals that have heen killed by wolves:
the Killing or crippling hites were al-
ways in the  throat, flank or ham
Mr. George Shiras, who has seen not
scores but hundreds of such carcasses,
tells me that the death wounds  or

disabling wounds were mvariably  in
the throat or the flank. except when
the anmmal was (st }mmslrnng'

I Mo Tong's  wolf Killed  the
caribou fawn by g hite through the
heart. as the writer asserts, the woly
cither  turned o sormerset—or pretiy
near it—or else ool his head upside
down under the fore legs of the tawn,
A osutliciently difliculy performance
Wareeses would have had 1o do this
betore he conld get the whole hreast
ol the animal in his mouth in order
to erush it and bite through o t(he
hewart It is very unlikely that ans
wWaolr OULSide o) a bhook would be qu;|
notigh to attempt thing like this

cvenowith g jawn caribou, whey  (he

Killing could be done far more surely
in SO0 many easier ways.

In regard to Mr. Jaek London's
““ White Fang,” he observes :

" Reading this, 1 can't believe that
Mr. lL.ondon knows much about the
woives, and 1 am certain that he
knows nothing about their fighting,
or as a realist he would not tell this
tale. Here is a great woli  of  the
northern breed ; its strength is such
that with one stroke it can ham-
string a horse or gut a steer, and Yet
It is represented as ripping and slash-
Ing with ‘long, tearing strokes,
again and again, a bulldog.’ a bull-
dog not much more than a third its
size; and the bulldog, which should be
in ribbons, keeps on fighting, with-
out having suflered any  appreciable
injury. This thing is the very
sublimity of absurdity. In such a
fight the chance for the dog would
be only one in a thousand, its victory
being possible only through getting a
throat grip the instant that the fight
started. This kind of realism is g
closet product.”’

And he calls Mr. Roberts to time as
follows :

Now, in this * Night Trail " story
of Mr. Roberts” a man catches a
Iynx in a trap, ties it up, puts it in-
to a bag. and, swinging it over his
shoulder, starts through the woods
with his burden. On his way the
man is attacked by eight wolves that
form themselves in a crescent at his

front. Ile is armed with an axe,
and as weli as he can he fights off his
woll assailants. In the crisis, in

order to give the lynx a chance for
its lile, and perhaps a chance to
crgate " an eflective diversion in  his
own favor,” the man slashes the sack
open, cuts the lynx's honds, and sets
it free.  The lynx, according to Mr,
Roberts, goes into the Iray with the
wolves with a sort of savage exulta-

tion. Several of the woives receive
stashes which send them yelping out
ol the battle Now, the thing is so

utteriy ridiculous that any inan who
knows hoth the woli and the Iynx
loses patience. Real wolves would
have made shreds of a real Ivnx with-
m o twinkling of the time they closed
in to the attyck. '™

Ail ol these writers, the President
argues, have really written, to a
great extent,  only charming fairy
tales John Burroughs and Stewart
[Zdward White, on the other hand, he
eulogizes as men who see the truth
and tell what they see.  The reading
public, which has been for so long
under the charm of the very popular
writers whose work has bheen so de-

preciated,  will  probably  he  little
pleased with these eriticisms of the

big stick ™ man, and members  of
the attacked coterie itsell are already
at him tooth and nail And yet
there are two sides (o {he story. In

the first place. (he P’resident speaks
from a broad. first-hand experience of
ficld and forest. and. while as a hun-
ter he may not Le able to feel the
nature-lover’s  svmpathy  with
animal world, he s prohably in a
Posttion to criticise regarding many
pPoints of animai hehavior., In the
sccond. he is undoubtedly right  in
his classification of  the “ Nature "’
writers  as natural-history  writers
While John Burroughs has probably
underrated the intelleet  which in the
opinion of many of the later scien-
tists - olhtains  amone all the lower
creatures, his ohservation has bheen

FOUNDID 66

the &




