MASON AND BUILDER
_—

18 TUCKETT STREET

: HAMILTON, CANADA.

Estimates Cheerfully Given.

e OATXOTORS
,;z,M.:_g%

Pumping Engines . . $55.00 Up
Stationery Engines $75.00 Up
Marine Engines . . $65.00 Up

We had 35 Marine Engines on
the bay last spring. Help make
it 50 this spring.

BOAT MOTORS

GUARANTEE MOTOR CO.
BAY ST N.HAMILTON CANADA.
JW PRICE.COOD QUALITY. FREE CATALOG
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Snowing.
Feathering the willows,
Drifting ‘in the hedges,
Piling downy pillows
On the mountain ledges;

Bordering the streamlet
Where the sedges shiver,

Wafting on a dreamlet
To the drowsy river;

Weaving robes of ermine
For the perished roses,
Boft as couch of merman,
When the deep reposes;

Speaging in a whisper
Mystical and olden,
Bilver-throated lisper
With a language golden;

Dancing like a fairy,
Vanishing, returning,
Till the spirits airy
Set the woods a-yearning.
—L. T. Weeks, in The Century,
——t

The Crime of 1909,

First Detective—I sucoeeded in fasten-
ing a crime on a beautiful woman this
morning.

Second Detective—Aha!

First Detective—Buttoned my wife's
dress up the back.—Browning's Maga-
mne.

Highest Viaduct.

The highest viaduct in the world was
to traffic recently by M. Viviani,

e French Minister of Labor. It is
situated at Fades, on the Orleans rail-
way system, in the Puy-de-Dome depart-
ment, between the stations of Lapey-
ryouse and Volvic. The viaduct is 14134

mdi above the River Sioule. It has
en eight years to build and has cost
$800.000. %

sbout

————
Argentine’s Wheat.
The wheat business of "Argentine is
growing more rapidly than that of any
country. 4

CHRISTNAS STAMPS

os in the actual lives of the subbing,
struggling, variant masses of human-
ity about us, than is stored in all
the volumes of fiction in our language;
and to recall what the noblest of cur
men and women have sacrificed for the
one divine passion that Heaven has sent
to make life here endurable.

One of the oldest, and most promin-
ent figures of this picturesgue i'ttle
spot is the English church. Tall, steep-
roofed, gray and rugged it stands, an
ivy-bearded patriarch among its lichen-

of these that our story centres, It is
an ancient, weather-worn, five slabbed
figure, leaning, as if in sympathy to
the dust. beneath it. Its upper surface
is inscribed :
“Sacred to the Memory of Otto Ives,

late of Monmouth, Eggland,

who died in the year of 1835,

at the age of 34 years.”
The introductory facts of the story
are brief. At the age of nineteen, Otto

draped gravestones; and it is about one |

‘AN\CASTER ANGLICAN CHURCH AND BURYING GROUND.

Ives was a grave, reserved . youth, of
fine physique, and manly in appearance,
& good soldier, and possessed of p
lic opinion. We can see how repulsive

ness on his father's estate, with mo
chance for adventure or progress, would
appear to such a nature; so it is pot
surprising to learn that when the war
broke out in 1820, and England called

Greek Christians from the Turks, he
immediately enlisted and sailed for
Greece. We can imagine too, the ming-
led pride and disappointment of a mo-
ther wjho had, perhaps, treasured dreams
of seeing her son settle down into a self-
satisfiea political life, the darling of
society, and her own present comfort
in her waning years. Perhaps, even dow,
she had visions of seeing him return
bearing his stars, and ablaze with the
glories of war, to he hereafter a hero
in the eyes of his companions; but from
the world’'s point of view, Fate often
plays strange tricks in the lives of even
the most promising.

The uprising was soon quelled, ahd
the English soldiers were quartered on
a little island in the Aegean Sea. 1heir
fighting had been fierce and stremuous,
their supplies had been meagre, and the
warm climate, though famed for its
langorous balminess, was no friendly
agent to their long marches. Ives had
been sabred through the wrist, and the
wouud, though slight, was likely to
cause serious results, in his exhausted
physical condition. He was begianing to
realize this, as he strolled away from
the camp in the early morning, before
his companions were awake. It was all
over now. There was nothing left but 1o
go back—back to a life that was a mere
round of empty conventionality. The
lines of Arnold, kept running *through
his mind :

“Most men eddy about,

Chatter, and love, and hate,

Gather and squander,

Are raised aloft, are hurled to the dpust,
Striving blindly, achieving nothing.
They perish, and no one asks

Who, or what they have been

More than we ask what waves

Of the midmost ocean have swelled,
Foamed for a moment and gone.
There are such moments in many
voung lives, when it seems that there
is nothing in life worth hoping for, and
it requires only the warm sunlight of
sympathy, and love to .pour into = the
shadowed but fertile heart, and bring
forth the bright blossoms f hopeful en-
deavor. But Ives had been reared in an
atmosphere of semi-frigid  regularity
and propriety, where no one suffered
their emotions to rise above a normal
temperature.

The governor of the island had his
villa near the quarters, and as the sol-

the prospect of a life of luxurions idle-l ings. Then

{ the lava fr

| burying all the rationality of his ‘ntel-
e

for men'to go and rescue the suffering ;

In the inmer solitudes wild l

dier t-ued the gates and heard the cool
plashing of the fountains within, the
burning fever in his wrist compelled him
to enter slowly, and awkwardly he bath-
ed the wound, and began to replace the
soiled bandages, when a low, musical
voice at his elbow interrupted him. The
words were Greek, he did not know one
syllable; but the modest dignity, and
womanly sympathy of their tones were

istakable. He turned and beheld

the governor’s daughter.

The young soldier had seen many wo-
men; but ¢ were not like the Gre-
cian girl that stood before him, a slim,
straight figure, with the noblest of souls
glowing in the eloguent = dark eyes.

different; a woman doesn’t consider. fo
the lovers were betrothed. I discredit
the tradition that this was affected by
means of an interpretor, for though the
soldier knew no word of Greek aud the
maid could pronounce no syllable of
English, it were a sad thing for love, if
in his endless journeyings about this
crazy old world he had to be ever borne
on the crude currents of language.

However, Ives went to interview the

nb-’ Governor, At first the old officer was
| too astonished to find vent for his icel-

his anger surged forth as
from esuvius, completely

leet.

‘‘Heathen do‘." he shrieked, [ ‘You
come here and impose on my hospitality,
then you wish to carry my daughter
away, My besutiful, only child you wish
to take from her father and her sunny
home to your eold, ugly country, and
your colder-blooded people. To your
chur¢h you wish to take her, and let
her lose her happiness, and her very soul
forever.”

So deeply offended at what he oconsid-
ered an insult to his daughter's caste,
was the father, that Ives was given &
few hours to leave the ieland. He dare
not urge the girl to leave her home un-
der such itions, lest she yield and
afterwards be unhappy in the strikingly
contrasted English environment; he dare
not trust himself to see her for fesr he
be not strong enough to be silent, and
he could not go without exmu, or
she might doubt his faith. argu-
ments, 1 suppose, through his
mind, but meanwhile the all-controlling
feelings knew they must at least bid
her farewell, and of course these con-

uered; It is needlass to add the result.

en nothing, save the fitful light from
the crater of the distant Vesuvius illu-
mined the water, s boat sped over the
Aegean, bearing Otto Ives and his bride
to England.

I suppose no one can realize just what
it meant te the Grecian girl to leave
her beautiful country, her home and
people, for a land of strangers, and new
customs; but it is not every nature that
can realize the truth that:

“There is & comfort in the strength of

love; \ -
"Fwill make & thing endurable which

else,
Wonld overset the brain, or break the
heart.”

Tvea himself muet have been a little
doubtful about the Tesults of this wild
Jaunch, but the love and confidence of

the woman at his side would have been
enough to inspire every iota of manli-
ness in his nature. He saw the fium
pressure of the lips and the eyes bright
with unshed tears, as the last lights
died away on the shore; but he felt her
soft hair blowing against his cheek, and
the temse pressure of her fingers ah.ut
his own, and it ‘seemed that this wus
the best, whatever might come.

Arrived at England new difficulties
arose. People stared with elevated brows
at this “foreigner.” ‘“Was she a singer
or a dancing girl?”’ “She couldn’t speak
a word of English.” ‘“Had Otto sud-
denly gone a littie insane?”’ and other
comments reached his ears as soon as he
landed. His family were distracted, and
at once set to work to find some clue
to prove the marriage illegal, so he took
the only honorable course left. He must
find a home where his wife need not en-
ter uncongenial society, so they came
to Canada, and incidentally settled on
the farm known as the Hermitage near
Ancaster. The house still stands in a
well-preserved condition, a
north of the village.

A strange tragedy was here emacted,
which should be told with this story.
Ives brought with him to Canada, his
coachman,, George Black, a well-educat-
ed, fine-looking Englishman, but very
sensitive and.eccentric. He made a prac-
tice of giving lessons in English to Mrs.
Ives’ Grecian maid, and in time becamo
in love with her. Her disposition it
seems, though, was very inferior to Ler
beauty, and she heartlessly and unkind-
ly ridiculed him. Keenly hurt by her
thoughtlessness, Black committed :ui-
cide, and his grave lies at the cross-
roads north of the village, it being pro-
hibited at that time to bury a suicide
in the graveyard. i

Some commentors claim that the union |
at the Hermitage was not a happy one—
that the society of individuals of =o
highly contrasted pre-environment could
not be congenial. Certainly it necessi-
tated a life of public inaction for Ives,
and of comparative seclusion for his
wife; but I had rather believe that the
sustaining strength of a mutuaf “Jove,
and the joy they experienced in their
own hearth-haven and their  children
could more than atone for all this. How-
ever, it was soon ended. At the early
age of thirty-four Ives died, and his re-
mains were interred in  the English
Church graveyard mentioned above. His

few miles

nothing but stare, although, having seen
8t. Nick very often, no family lkeness
coyld 1 trace; but T asked if he would
not tarry, o I could have a few words
with him and find out if he were really
e son or only an impostor.

very greasy bag produced all things that
could be of any use. -
To both old and young, of any tongue—

Tndian, American and Spanish dolls,
Woolly dogs, “Ted” bears, balls and

mas

Everything longed for by lad and lass.
“Now,” says he, “wbat do you think;
Am T his son, or a mere hoodwink?”

puckered up his wrinkled face and re-
plied:

getting time for him to help St. Nicholas
out, for the good old man “was getting
stout
rounded out.”

desk a list T drew of children small, large,

wife then, with her threes children re-
turned to her people. 4

That was nearly a century ago, but as
we gase at the crumbling stone, worn

=
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Children at Christmas

(By Arthur Strin ger.) i

About the old house,
And still.

"The play was done,

And we, Old Friend,

e e e an s

The new lives come,

. Forget the old more
It may be, too,

Earth’s

As down

Thro’ childlike eyes:
~ We: yet shall hold

W:qsﬁlk‘ma

We watched the trooping children play

Then dackness fell,
And one by one they said farewell.
The music and the laughter stopped,

The waning lamp of mirth burned low
With each last cry across the snow,

What was it lost, that we had known 1

0ld Friend and True, must even we
: Find nevermore what
b Man lives by change;

i We lose and gain, yet year by year
The aging heart grows more austere.
It may be that the strain and - stress
Of our mad times tempt joylessness;
It may be that our feverish days

the ashes of

Dead hopes and dreams :
*  But plain it stands, no more we hold ¢
fond good-fellowship of old! 4

Yet. thanks to one small spark, Old Friend,
the Dusk of Things we trend, '
Age shall not strip our very heart =~ . - {i g
Of all its old congenial art! ;
Aye, thanks to each small voiee and light -
That lent its youth to us to-night,

And thanks to that strange fagitive
Enduring Love by which live

ehr s
} “one ovial day
than A g e

once so gray

the curtain: dropped,

were left alone!

used to be?
through ebb and flow
the old lives go;

R S e

genial ways; b

have smothered lovel

wi e
childlike act

and

| flour and smeared with
‘ries, he was to ride W

—
US' YEAR OFF. -

I know all the ehildren will be dis-
tressed to hear that old St. Nick'is sick,
and will not be here this year. They
will wonder how I found it out. Well,
while I was busily engaged in my office
late at night, seeing what I could get
for the many children, good and bad,
making out my lists, suddenly the lights
grew dim and looking up I saw a very
funny dwarfish-looking old man. He
was all drawn and wrinkled, and red-
whiskered and bald, and he wore lavie
green spectacles. Taking long, sliding
steps, he was soon at mv sid=, Said 1+
“Well?” 8aid he: “I am asnta Claus
young son Jim. I have come to repre:
sent him, and am told that you can give
ine the names of all Lux childven, gooa
and bad. and all that they should have.
8o astonished was I that 1 could do

Soon he brought out a tray and from a

i
showing

~ mas can best be ordered at

Phone 867,

nore acceptable gift for a lady than
plant or some beautiful flowers? We are
! ed ferns, flowering plants and palms, also
special hampers and baskets of plants and cut flowers.

All' the rarest and loveliest eut flowers for Christ-

~CONNON'S

69 King Street East.

Springstead’s
Christmas Cakes

\

Our fine fruit cake is used in more Hamilton homes
than any other kind. We make it by the ton, and it is

sold by all the leading grocers.

179-187 King Street West

Ask for it.

Japanese, Chinese, Russian, all,

1 turned, and, asking him hiz age, he

“Years twelve hundred and nine.”
Then he asked if I did not think it was

and near twenty centuries had
Thinking all he said was true, from my

good and bad, and a mighty list, too, T

had.

Bowing, he bade me adieu, from my of-

fice he quickly flew.

And the lights burned brightly.

Keeper of the list for Santa Clans.
el e

: The Old Story
‘ Last of ('\Q;::-anv
¢
¢
¢

With withered leaf and sere.

The dear Christ month is here,
Holding a day so dear.

Day of the Heavenly name,
When to earth heaven came.

When to her wondering eyes,
Opened the midnight skies,

When on her ravished ear,
Fell angel voices clear.

When glory shone around,
Making it holy ground.

Oh, story sweet and trus,
Ever old and ever new.

P N e e g eV

Christmas, we welcome thee,
With thy deep mystery.

Meaning of which we Dray,
Show to our hearts to-day.

A. LAURENCE THOMSON.
““““““
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A BACKLOT CIRCUS.

Every day for two weeks after the
real cirous had shown in the small town
every youngster in the neighborhood had
been practicing for the cireus they were
to have in Uhester Morris’ back lot.
Many mothers had wondered  whence

¢
:
s
:
s
:
g

(3. 2 o a2

came so many bumped heads and black
and blue spots which ordinarily would

“Wentworth Street.

UNDER PERSONAL SUPERVISION OF
MR. and MRS. WILLIAM H. DANIELS.

Terms $1.00 and $1.50 Per Day

Contains 40

SITUATED in the heart of the manufacturing district. Ele-

gantly equipperl.
out with electricity, gas, ete.

mands fine outlook.
and barber shop in connection.

Phone 716

ESTABLISHED

Dyeing and Cleaning a Specialty.

FROM

Howarp
Merchant

22 Rebecca St.,

Telephone 810

Two Blocks North of Barton.

Hot” and cold water.
wines and liquors served from elegant buffet.
Cuisifie of the finest.
Baths—hot or cold.

Hamilton, Ontario

Tooms.

Lighted through-
Chojce
Hotel com-
Billiard parlor

1854

BRros.

Tailors

e ——

Hamilton, Ont.

Bave been wept about, but now were
borne with stoical silence.

Bﬂly Thomas’ mother, on hearing an
unusual commotion in the cow’s stable
one day, had rushed out, omty to find
lier small son ruefully sitting on the sta-
ble floor nursing & bumped and bleeding
nose, while bossy’s eyes were looking
wild. When questioned, Billy refused
to explain, for what could a mere wo-
man be expected Lo know how necessary
it was to turn somersaults on bossie’s
back in preparation” for the grand cir-
cus?
1t Bad rained the night before, but
the morning of-the circus daned bright
and, pleasant. A short time after break-
fasts were over the back fence seats of
the pasture were selling rapidly to eag:
er youngsters for two cents each.
Slim girls, with prim pigtails and
huge bows smiled in blisstul happiness
as their heroes came on the field. Fat

B,
R

e

roly-poly girls were trying their very
best to balance themselves on the fence,
and the boys were sitting on the top,
with their toes twisted under the lower
board.

Only one girl, Dotty ¥air, had been in-
vited to join the circus. She had a pony
and was to be the bareback rider. Uhes-
of affairs. An un-

ALERT MILLS

We wish to extend to the citizens of Hamilton and sur-
rounding district our hearty Christmas Greetings and thank
them for the liberal patronage with which we have been fav-

ored during the past year.
Our methods which are FIRST

PROMPT and COURTEOUS TREATMENT, will continue and
if you are not already a customer of ours, we want you to

give us a trial.

We make a specialty of Poultry Supplies and can fill

your orders promptly.
Telephones 2055, 2056.

The JAMES DUNLOP CO., Limited |

127, 129, 131 John Street South.

QUALITY, LOW PRICES,

--~-~

lowed by -Dotty,
fled lace curtain of
as he did mot own
clown. He wore his
ade suit, and with

Lastly came the two boys.
acrobatic stunts.

Chester did his part well.  Dobty did
‘some wonderful contortion wark in or-
der to stay on the pony’s back. She got'{
| along very nicely till the ﬂo;n and his.

| and water. That frightened poor bossy
still more, as she wasn't used to being &
| eircus performer, and her
brought older people to the sceme.
Nobody could scold—the sight was too
funny! A wet, bedraggled Dotty was
limping about leading a muddy pony. A
dincouraged-looking = clown was racing
madly after a bawling cow, who was
frightening everybody out of her way.

That afternoon the performers count-
ed the money from the fence receipts,
and wondered if the circus paid, after
sl

el
The Telephone Might

Julius Caesar missed a great deal in

bellowing

Have Saved
Caesar's  Life.

knowing the telephone, or at least
ks e b, 2.

anie r attac

St W it

%
i

without avail, to get an instrument in
stalled ag the capitol and at the palace.
“I am instructed by the Emperor to say
that he does not desire these barbariam
novelties, and so Thomas Alva Edisonus
need not call again with his mtgokh»'l
apparatus.” Ag:ignnl blunder! We. can
fmagine what would have
“Halloa! 1287 Tiber.
midorus? I understand thou rangest m
up tthi:: morning. What? Details of &
s e
eware of Brutus? Go not near Casea?
Right; and I thank thee, Artemidorus.
1 will have an extra guard put on i
stantly and the conspirators arrested.
And sc, although Artemidorus was um:
eble to give his warming in the stmtk,
%2 gave ix over the telephone, and | ¢
sat’s valvable life, and with o |
e of Rome, waa saveds

happened.
1s it thou, Artes

Go not to the Senate to-day?

Had Thougut of I8®



