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They fly by night and day, and often
there is not so much as i star by night to
guide them. As far as | can learn, the
wild goose will not take rest, under any
stress, on the sea.

I have watched them ia the autumn take
their departure from Newfoundland for the
continent,  They wather from the interior
in large focks, feeding abow the uplands
tid a steady northeaster begins to bluw,
Then 1 hve seen them float up, up, ull
they appeared as small as mosquitoes : hut
no captain that ever sauled the seas can Ly
out his course with greater aveuracy than
these birds. “The kind is not visible o
them when they leave, nor for uuimy hours
afterward

The captain of a  schooner trading
between  Charlottetown,  UPrince Edward
Island, and St. Johns, New.oundland, tells
a cunious story,  He says that he was Iying
to in 2 storm in the Gulf late in the fall,
duing one of his usual trips, and was
awakened in the morning by the mate, who
said, “ Come on deck and see what we've
got here.”

“ Judge my astonishment,” he <aid, “to
find perched all aborr the deck between
twenty and thirty wild geese, as tame as
chickens

The birds, it appears, left the coast with
a northeaster after them, but when they
were midway across the Gulf the wind
chopped round and it became fogyy.

They beciume bewildered but wonld not
alight in the sea, preferning rather to perch
on the schooner's deck. T'his 15 all the
stranger because the wild goose 15 one of
the wariest of birds, and once of those nmost
afraid of man— Youtl's Companion,
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[Fanvany, 1892]
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SARA JEANNETTE DUNCAN.

Tk author of that very unconventional
book of travely, A Nociat Departure 3 or,
! How Theadosin and T Went Rownt the World
Chy Oursebves," it of that bright and hawenr-
fous social study, * An American Gl in
Aondon,” 13 now hiving i Indin,  She is not
yet thiety yewrs old, and was born, brought
Jup, and educated i Brantford, Ontano, the
cldest of a lavge famuly,  Her father s o
werchant there, and has been wdentitied with
the plice for more than thirty years, Heis
a manof keen intelligence and of wide reading.
Misx Duncan’s mother is lrvish and quick.
witted, and the danghter undoubtedly inberits
i her cleverness lagely from her,

The Dupean family has adways lived in o
})ll‘.l:‘-!lll. g, otd-fashioned house in Brant.
ord, surrounded by lawns and fir trees and
frait orchards.  From w child Miss Dancan
read everything that she could tind  that
intervested her, including much tiction, and
veeollects especinlly the delight she took in
[ The Back of the Novth Wind” when it
iappeared in Guod Words for the Youny. It
wag A ppletor’s Maguzine, haowever, that tivst
inspired her with literary sauubitions,  The
desire filled her to write sonnets and stoties
like those which appeared in the pages of this
periodical,  She yielded to this desive, and
wmeeting with the usual disconragements of
youny authors, deternnned to try jonrnalism
as aslepping stone to literature, '

Miss Duncan’s tivst newspaper work was in
the year of the Cotton Centennial at New
Orleany, whither she went to weite desciptive
letters for the Toronto Glohe, the Butlilo

|

Conrier, the Memphis dAppeal, and  other
newspapers.  After that she went to Washing-

<ton and became a member of the editorial |
! statfof the Wasdhmgton Po<t. This newspaper |

Vexperience, especially tuat in Washington, ¢

PrOF. W. O. ATWATER, of Wesleyan  was of great service to Miss Dunean, “Her!
Uuiversity, contributes an asticle to the ' " copy \\;nsfn-clyund’cvcu severely eriticised
November Cenfury an * The Faod Supply | ' the elicor of ‘{"" l’"“"’ with the "}"‘"]‘. of
Y Mt firet T spertes adiiely | BBproving - gready her manner eaving

of the Future”—the first in a SRS W bieh 7 yy ashington, Mass Duncan jomed the stati of
will have especial value to farmers. The :

" . g cthe Totonto Globe, and later that of the
writer believes that the doctrine of Mal- ! Moutreal Star, passing one season at Ottawa |
thus—ihat the time will come when there { g the special correspondent. of the Star, !
will not be food enough for the human race ! 1y wili interest the readers of Miss Duncan's
owing to the theory that population in- |« Social Departure ” to know that the Theo-
creases in a geometrical and food supply in * dusia of that fawous juuiney round the world
an arithmeticnd rate -is one which need | was Miss Lily Lewis, a young woman of
never give the world any uncasiness, owing ! twenty three, who i also engaged in news.
to the great advances that are being made | paper, and "‘l'“}' literary  work, being a
in chemistry.  Science has shown whatare | ‘l’“““l"l"“}"" xu:l Galignani and several of the
the essential factors in vegetable produc. | 20t ol IS, .

h 3 i S werttes Ve huve referred to Miss Duncanthroughout
:::”l’l" :::gdl):)"\l‘:xsdfl:l‘::;;)l:‘(.l;)tr(;::.,;‘é;l::':n‘l\é:llltsr : this sketeh h:\' licr msiden name, the name by
) e A e Fwhich sheis known to the readers of her hooks,
Prof. Atwater gives the result of an inter- ' gy, ought properly, however, to be called
csting experiment recently made in his | \fys, B C. Cotes, for this is the name of the
laboratory.  Sea-sand was brought m"“‘gcntlcnum whom she met in Caleutta, and

the shore of Long Island Sound.  To divest
it of every possible material which the
plant might use for food except the sand
nself, it was carefully washed with water
and then heated. It was put into gliass
jars, water was added and minute quanti-
ties of chemical salts was dissolved in it
Dwarf peas, planted in this sand, grew toa
height of cight feet, while peas of the same
kind, ptanted by a skilful gardener in the
rich soil of a garden close by, reached a
height of only four feet.—Charlotictoin
Lxaminer.

whom in less than two years she married
Mr. Cotes has a scientine appoinunent in
connection with the Indinn Museum, and has
a quired considerable of a reputation in the
field of his special research, Indianentomology,
He is the author of several emtomolagical
publications, which have recently appeared
under the authority of the Government of
India.—Book Buyer.

DOYS and GIRLS can male money
during the holidays by ‘cunvassing for

“Canada.” See last page of cover.

Our Own Poets.

A SONNET.
I nory before me m weak, trembling hands
The fading portrait of a woman’s face ;
A picture not of young and girlish grace,

+ But one upon whase sacred heat the sands
- Of timehad dripped until the gleaming strands

Shone wan with drifted white. A band of
lace
Cireles the weinkled throat in fond embrace,
Even as these boyish arms, years gone, their

bands

.

Of love clasped round the then faiv neck of her,
As softly rained her lullaby upon
The drowsy ear in dreamland’s tinkling
drips §
Aud as | .Esc:m that face now, through the blur
Of manhood stears, Hiear a voice, long gone,
Soft crooning through the portals of lost

3.
b —Kimhall Chuse T'upley in Juwlge.

THE CAMPER.

Ni1uur "neath the northern skies, lone, black
and grim ¢

Naught but the starlight lies ‘twixt heaven
and him,

Of man no need has he-~of God no prayer ;
He and his Deity are brochers theve.

Above his bivouac the firs thng down, .
Throngh branches gaunt and black, theie
needles brown,

Afar. some mountain streams, *ockbound and

o Aleet,

Sing themselves through his dreams in cadence
sweet.

‘I'he pine tree's whispering, the heron’s cry,
The plover's passing wing, his lullaby.

And, blinking overhead, the white stars kecp
Watceh o'er his hemlock bed—his sinless sleep.
—FE. Pauline Johnsou in Outin.

TO THE RIVER ST. JOHN.

Binns on wings unfuhng,

Northward sailing, sailing,

Ye can reach the glovies of our happy stream !

Chinned of worldly duties

Here we mourn its beauties,

Pine with hearts imprisoned, droop, and long
and dream,

When shall we go sailing,

Sweetest airs inhaling,

Wafted with the dew-diift through the gray
morn's halm ¥

Or, when winds are sleeping,

Softly, softly sweeping,

Where the deep-cyed lakelets brood in shade
and ealn ?

When shiall we go gliding

W here golden sunbeams, sliding

Sheer down curving banksof branches myriad-
leaved,

Shimmering o'er the cdges

Of darksome, sunken ledges,

Are lost in amber waters, with sedges inter-
weaved ?




