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W yr*oop. “You two Are your sunt 
1*11 save my load. The lion Is creeping 
up on our friend !“ And mingling with 
our Own and the rifle reports the old 
hunter’s mighty voice pealed ’ forth In 
a sound that might well have scared 
a starving hyena from Its prey. Yet. 
as It proved, even this didn’t affright 
the bloodthirsty brute, then confront- . 1 
lng McLeod and his empty gun. But ^ 
for other aid, we would have found 
only his mangled corpse, as at last we 
burst upon the scene, just In time to 
see my chum’s whilom enemy, Hen
drick, break from the farther thicket, 
rush to about six feet of a crouching 
lion and coolly send a bullet through ,• 
his brain as It was in the very act oi 
bounding upon Its helpless opponent.

In another second we had come up to 
find the lately embittered foes vigor
ously shaking hands and to see two 
three quarters grown lions stretched 
before them.

It seems that shortly after Frana 
had left him, McLeod came suddenly, 
upon these brutes, for they were hunL 
lng by,daylight without leave of their 
more experienced parents. Though 
taken by surprise, he promptly 
dropped one of the creatures 
and was about to fire at the other 
when the cartridge jammed into the 
bread}, of his gun, the only repeating 
loader carried by any of us, and In 
spite of every effort, could not be ex
tracted at the time. It was then he 
had called for help, as Instead of run
ning away, as an older btast would 
have done, the remaining lion seemed 
bent upon avenging his mate, and had 
been only momentarily deterred from 
attacking by his Intended victim’s 
shouts. Finding that these did not 
hurt him any, he had totally disregard
ed ours. But the first one had started 
stout young Hendrick to the rescue.

“But good gracious, Alec ! Why 
didn’t you shin up a tree on finding 
your rifle useless?" I asked.

"Well, as sure as you live, I never 
thought of 1#,” naively replied my 
friend, while our greatly pleased host 
amiably said1 : *‘You Britishers would 
rather fight than run, that’s certain, 
but even the bravest man might climb 
the first handy tree when he finds him
self empty handed In front of a lion, 
especially one of this age, the most 
dangerous of any, for it don’t knot* 
enough to fear a hunter."

BOONCYjdead languages. Bducaf^n has b^1 Writes
come utilitarian, and men have ceased Keep.g jour* tor
to quote what Is not generally un Anne Brett a gold ring, this ier£.*■ ■Wh" *- - ~~ *
ttIaSSllta”evTry0really'liberal^educatlom are°mad™to tel! the”*»^ «*'•

V-erde antique,
E-merald.
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Pope, Is man, but at the Horse Show 
It Is undoubtedly the ladles.

Hence a review of the latest proceed
ings In the Armouries must princi
pally concern itself, outside the horsey 
set, with .the Inherited and acquired 
loveliness of the ladles In the boxes, 
and a consideration of the skill where
by they applied the resources of an 
to the embellishment of nature 
must be confessed that they arrived 
at distinction In both particulars. We 
had many opportunities to observe that 
comeliness was the rule, not the excep
tion, in the parterre of gloriously 
bright faces which flanked the arena 
on the south side. Here were to be 
seen forms that sculptor might model, 
complexions that a poet might rave, 
over and hues that a Titian might' 
paint. Arlsto% declared that all poets 
should confine themselves to a strict 
observation of time, place and action 
In order to keep the several parta of 
the ode In harmony with the whole 
design. This advice was very in
geniously carried out bjr._the ladies m 
the particular of their attire. Their 
apparel in the morning had a nice 
abandon and absence of gravity, thus 
indicating the youth of the day. In the 
afternoon their gowns had a more pro
nounced and dignified air, denoting 
maturity of purpose, and to the even
ing they came out gaily, as one should 
do after dinner, when the business of 
the day Is done and! the hours lend 
themselves to pleasure.

It is doubtful if there Is any spec
tacle of feminine beauty and grace
fulness In’ America equal to that to 
be seen at our Horse Show, with the 
possible exception of our race-meeting'. 
To a degree almost beyond- estimation 
we have reason to be grateful to the 
fine ladles who adorned the Armouries 
for four days of a varied, Interesting 
and bewitching scene which will linger 
long In the memory of those who pro
fessedly know nothing and care less 
for the highest-spirited, best-formed, 
noMest-octloned and gllosslest-ooafced 
horses.

THREE DAYS WITH THE VELDT HUNTERS
e

The Transvaal a Veritable Sportsman's Paradise, 
Where Abound the Spring Buck, Gnu, Buffalo, 

Eland, Antelope, Giraffe, Lion 
and Elephant.

place
They continue, as

and to see how Ideas have been evolv
ed, we must go to the early record* of Qr> 
our European ancestors. All that poets 
have sung and philosophers taught, all D-lamond,
that statesmen have accomplished and • A-mlthyrt,
All "that has constituted the charac- S-ubf,
^eristic genius of ancient times, are _ E-merald.
the innumerable threads that enter . '
into the complex web of life of to-day. \ p ' Jj£
But for those whose careers are not when the agitation* 
to be In the domain of literary and ed by O’Connell, was#1 
historic research, a prolonged course of and brooches set W*h 
classics may not prove the very best stones were worn: - 
educational equipment.

The Greeks, the most refined nation 
of antiquity,Knew only their own langu- 

This shows that Intellectual ex-
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While threading our several ways 
between the great trees and through 
the thorny brushwood of the kloof, we 
very well knew that at any Instant one 
or more of us might be struck down 
by some ambushed brute, unseen and 
unheard until he should make his fatal 
spring ; but the Boers were utterly 
fearless, and we visitors, being veteran 
hunters, were not given to nervousness.

The bottom of the gorge was about 
twenty-five yards wide and its sides 
were overlooked by more or less pre
cipitous mountain cliffs. Keeping ten 
yards apart and nearly as possible 
abreast of each other, Wynkoop and I 
pushed along through the matted 
derbrush, careless as to noise, but hold
ing our rifles to position for instant 
use. For a quarter mile or so we did 
not see a living thing. All lesser ani
mals seemed to have left this darksome 
fastness to the sole occupancy of the 
king of beasts whose abiding presence 
was evidenced by numerous blind trails 
and frayed bushes.

Shortly, however, we came to a small 
open space, where, at some former 
period, great masses of detached rock 
had been hurled down from the over
hanging mountain.

So far as we could see, all around 
this conglomerated heap was almost 
clear of bushes, and the ground pre
sented a trampled appearance, while In 
front of It, on our side, lay a single 
huge boulder, behind which there 
seemed to be an opening.

“Now, look out,” continued my com
rade, speaking aloud. “Don’t go nearer 
that big rock till we know more about 
it. Most likely It hides a lion's den. 
We must try to coax the brute out.’’

If coaxing was the thing wanted, the 
old Boer’s gruff voice had answered 
every purpose;for he had barely spoken, 
when coming leisurely around, one at 
each end of the boulder, and sleepily 
yawning, we saw an enormous lion and 
lioness, the former being directly In 
front of Wynkoop and the latter op
posite me.

As we were still concealed by dense 
foliage, the royal pair could not see 
who or what had thus disturbed their 
slumbers, and old Hans, chuckling, 
said :

“Walt a second. Let them come out 
clear, and then each of us take his 
own.” . ,

Apparently from mere curiosity the 
magnificent creatures stole, softly for
ward ; but then, at once scenting us, 

1 both crouched low, assuming a terrific
, _____ aspect, and, ominously growling, be-

The first day after our arrival was ! gan to lash their sides with tall Mows 
spent by the whole five of us In hunting so powerful as to sound like flail 
nnrm thp nn#m crass lands where there strokes. For one, to him, fatal mo Almost Incredible numbers ment, the lion lay wlth his muzzle on

the ground, emitting a kind of choking, 
gasping roar, as if feeling too indig
nant for louder utterance, while his 
mate, naturally more curious than he, 
raised her head to get, it possible, a 
view of the Invading pigmies.

(Copyright, 1896, by W. Thompson.)
In the month of November, some 

time before the now existing railway 
between the sea coast and the Trans
vaal was built, the sailing ship Sirius, 
bound from Madagascar to Liverpool, 
by way of Cape of Good Hope, came 
to anchor to Delagoa Bay. Among 
her few passengers were myself and 
my chum, Alec McLeod, an adventur
ous Scottish Highlander who for two 
years had shared my hunting experi
ences in various parts of the East In
dian Archipelago, notably to Borneo.

To our great delight the captain of 
the Sirius announced his Intention of 
remaining in the bay at least a fort
night, to order to take on such stores 
of gold dust, Ivory, ostrich feathers, 
and wool as could be advantageously 
purchased.

Here, then, was presented a glorious 
chance of carrying out our long-cher
ished hope of a few days’ hunting In 
that “sportsman’s paradise,” the 
Transvaal, and, as none of our ship
mates would join us, we .two deter
mined to go alone.

It would not interest my readers to 
tell how, with a half dozen Zulus and 
an eight-span bullock waggon, we tra
versed, at that warm, rainy season, 
the fifty miles or so intervening be
tween the coast and our objective 
point, how we crossed a great spur of 
the Llbornta mountains, and finally, 
after three days of toilsome trekking, 
reached the kraal of a sturdy Boer 
named Hans Wynkoop. Suffice it to 
say that on our arrival we had but 
ten bullocks left, the other six having 
been destroyed en route by that terror 
of South Africa cattle breeders, the 
deadly tsetse fly. ...

Having brought letters of introduc
tion from a Dutch trader at the bay, 
we were hospitably received by the old 
Beer and his two stalwart sons, Franz 
and Hendrick, who all spoke English 
fluently, though it did not take us long 
to perceive that in their minds still 
rankled feelings of intense bitterness 
against Britishers generally—a bitter- 
ness engendered by. the late war, in 
which, however, the Boers had signally 
defeated Her Majesty’s troops at Ma- 
juba Hill. . .

In this bloody battle? so disastrous 
to the Invaders, Wynkoop and his three 
sens had taken part, but the youngest 
of the three had been left dead upon 
the field, hence the smouldering re
sentment of the father end brothers, 
which we could not fall to mark.

Itm-
.... Ireland, head- 

lts height, rings 
the following

.
Copyright, 1896, by A. Conan Doyle.

' i CHAPTER III.—Continued.
rim’s pride brought a flush to his 

cheeks, for he did not like to be called 
a country lad, or to have it supposed 
that he was so far behind the grand 
folk to London.

“I have never been Inside a play
house,” said he. “I know nothing of 
them”

“Nqr I, either.”
“Well,” said she, “I am not to voice, 

and It is but 111 to play in a little room 
with but two to listen ; but you must 
conceive me to be thé Queen of the 
Peruvians, who Is exhorting her coun- 

to rise up against the Spanl-

p

&ld,

K-mereld, \ 
Amethyst, 
L-apls lazuli;

w
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cellence is attainable without that dis-
dpline which some hold the learning gentleman who
of a foreign tongue can alone supply- -J?ed .5 ?»ese rings lost the lapis The Romans studied Greek, and thus QUt °{f d took the ring to
became bl-llngual, but they acquired i working jeweler In Cork to be re- 
the speech of Hellas simply because, palred when it was returned to him
they found It useful. They mastered lt had a topaz to place of the missing
it in order to be able not only to un- stone, so he gave It back to tme wora-
lock the stores of knowledge which man, teUlng him ^take ” ^swe£d
were not to be found In Latlum, but ^e jewder “it^was ’Repeal’: let us re- 
to hold Intercourse (with the people of tJ and we may have lt yet.” 
the most important part of the then The old Ear, of Hertford’s wedding 
civilized world. Greek was to those rtng consisted of five links, four of them 
days what French has become to our bearing the following posies, written by 
time. Practical men to the past studl- himself:
ed what was useful, and latter-day clrclee flve^ by ate compact, shows but 
mankind appear to be following their one ring in sight, ’ ... „
example. The decay of classical quota- So trust united faithful mlndes with Knott 
tlon is due entirely to the altered who«fn0 right but greedle 
position which classics now hold in Death possesseth power.

When they As time ana sequels well can prove; My 
ring can say no more.

The three daughters of Henry the 
Fourth all married noblemen. Margar
et's husband was John Talbot, Earl or 
Shrewsbury, and the motto of her wed
ding ring was “Til deithe doe part. 
Alianour married Edmund. Duke of 
Somerset, and her motto was Never 
newe.“ Elizabeth married Lord Lati
mer, and hers was “Til my life s end.

Some of the posies are very sanguine, 
such as: \ )
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THIS PAPER.

un-
BlMaed are the Brader» Thereof, For 

They Bare Enjoyed Much
It would rather astonish non-readers

of The Toronto Sunday World to know 
how much enjoyment they have missed 
during the past two months. Follow
ing is a table in brief of the good things 
in the way of fiction that have been 
provided, dating from February 9:

Black Heart and White Heart; a com
plete novel by Rider Haggard.

Rodney Stone; a complete novel by 
A. Conan Doyle.

A Suffering Saint; short story by 
Harriet Prescott Spofford.
XBilllam; short story by S. R. Crockett.

Bulger’s Reputation ; short story by 
Bret Harte.

A Mother of Five; short story by 
Bret Harte.

The Shadow of the Greenback; short 
story by Robert Barr.

Vendetta Marina; short story by 
Clark Russell.

Three miraculous Soldiers; short story 
by Stephen Crane. i

The Grateful Reporter; short story 
by Octave ThaneL

The Little Bell of Honor; short story 
by Gilbert Parker.

The Retiring of Domsie; short story 
by Ian Maclaren.

Books containing so much fiction of 
such high character at first hand would 
cost from 35 to $10. Even to the 10 cent 
magazine the outlay would be $1.20. 
But the whole has been given In The 
Toronto Sunday World for 50c. Just 
think of it! Two complete copyrighted 
novels by Rider Haggard and Çonan 
Doyle, and copyrighted stories by Bret 
Harte, Gilbert Parker, Ian Maclaren, 
S. R. Crockett, Robert Barr, Clark 

Stephen*' Crane, 
cott Spofford and Octave Thanet, all 
first hand for 60c! And they do not 
comprise half the Interesting features 
of the paper during the past two 
months, as original articles have also 
been published by such eminent writers 

Dean Farrar, Sir Robert Ball, Mrs. 
Lynn Linton, Archibald Forbes, Alfred 
Austin, John Gilmer Speed, as well as 
Interesting Illustrated papers describing 
Alma Tadema and His Beautiful Home; 
Making an Oxford Bible; Witty and Ec
centric Whistler; Beauties of Scotch 
Song; International Yachting on Lake 
and Sea; Libretto of the Grand Duke; 
Bismarck at 81, and so on. Travelling 
correspondents and a large staff of 
well-known local writers have contrib
uted the best product of fertile brains, 
while the editorials to The Toronto 
Sunday World are acknowledged by 

to be of the highest standard 
and a blessed relief after six days of po
litical hammering from all the morning 
and evening papers of the city, to say 
nothing of a liberal dose by a weekly 
society paper. Nor has all been enum
erated yet, for the news and sporting, 
dramatic, society and business com
ments are admittedly unsurpassed for 
brightness, reliability and up-to-dated- 

the American

trymen
«rds, who are oppressing them.

And straightway that coarse, swollen 
woman became a queen, the grandest, 
haughtiest queen that you could dneem 
ol' ; and she turned upon us with such 
words of fire, such lightning eyes and 
sweeping of her white hand, that she 
held us spellbound In our chairs. Her 
voice was soft and sweet and persua- 

■ sive at the first, but louder lt rang, and 
I louder as It spoke of wrongs and free- 

r dom, and the Joys of death In a good 
i cause, until it thrilled into my very 

Kj nerve, and I asked nothing more than 
to run out of the cottage ahd to die 
there and then to the cause of my 
Country. She was a poor woman, 
who had lost her only child, and

Her voice was full of 
slm-

our system of education.
the almost exclusive subjects of 

linguistic study they were largely 
quoted. They no longer enjoy a mono
poly to the academic arena, and men 
who desire to be understood and do 
not wish to be charged with literary or 
rhetorical vanity, are very chary 
about Incorporating to their speeches,or 
to their writings, phrases drawn from 
the dead languages.

were ■4

bewailing It.
tears, and what she said was sp s 
tie, so true, that we both seemed to see 
the dead babe stretched there on the 
carpet before us, and we could have 
Joined to with words of pity and of 

h grief. And then, before our cheeks 
were dry, she was back Into her old 

i self again.
-How like you that, then 7” she cried.

! “That was my way In the days when 
Bally. Slddons would turn green at the 
name of Polly Hinton. It’s a fine play, 
is ’Pizarro.’ ”

"And who wrote lt, ma’am?”
"Who wrote lt ? I never heard. 

What matter who did the writing of 
It ! But there are some great lines for 

| one who knows how they should be
EP”And you play no longer, ma’am?” 

f, "No, Jim r I left the boards when— 
When I was weary of them. But my 
heart goes back to them sometimes. 
It seems to me there is no smell like 
that of the hot oil to the footlights and 

l; of the oranges to the pit. But you ase 
sad. Jim.”

“It was but the thought of that poor 
woman and her child ”

S "Tut, never think about her ! I will 
soon wipe her from your mind. This 
Is Miss Priscilla Tomboy from "The 
Romp.” You must conceive that the 
mother Is speaking, and that the for
ward young minx Is answéring.

And she began a scene between the 
two of them, so exact in voice and 
manner that lt seemed to us as it there 
were really two folk before us, the 
stem old mother, with her hand up 
like an ear trumpet, and her flouncing,

THE DECLINE ®F CLASSICAL $$$TiTI8L
In its extra salad days lt was the 

proud boast of The Mail that it was 
written for gentlemen by gentlemen. 
Certainly more attention was paid to 
literary style than now, but, strange 
to say, one of the rules of the office 
was that neither foreign nor dead lan
guages were to be used by reporters 
or editors where the meaning desired 
to be conveyed could possibly be made 
plain to English. No back-of-the-dlc- 
tlonary Latin,French or Greek was per
missible; only good, plain, vigorous 
English. It was a wholesomq rule and 
one calculated to suppress that terrible 
Infliction, the scholastic prig. To-day 
not only 4s the policy of the paper 
seemingly changed, but Latin quota
tions are actually flung into the head- 

We would not like to say that 
Mail feels warranted in using a 

to order to make Its

) After ' taking off the four valuable 
pelts, we trudged homeward, having 
done so good a day’s work that I could 
no blame the Jubilant Boers for Indulge 
lng that night with some congratula
tory neighbors to rather copious llbae 
tlons of Holland schnapps.

As, to all his wanderings, McLeod 
had never chanced to kill an elephant, 
our third and last day’s stay was de” 
voted to a hunt for that highly prized 
game. Hendrick Wynkoop, now the 
fast friend of the fellow he had saved, 
tc-ok him to charge, while the other 
three of us, accompanied by four Boers 
who had stayed overnight at the kraal, 
went off to another direction.

It was on this day that I saw such 
wonderful shooting done by these Iron- 
nerved men, as before referred to. Wa 
killed a great many of the edible crea
tures hereinbefore named and best of 
all, secured a fine young giraffe, which 
Franz brought down by a single shot 
rft a distance so great that I actually 
laughed at him for trying it, but we 
never found even the spoor of the spe
cial game for which he had on first 
coming out disregarded *11 else.

Alec McLeod and his painstaking 
guide were more fortunate. Resisting 
every temptation, they never fired a 
shot until the middle of the afternoon, 
when they came'across an old "rogue” 
elephant, the first Intimation of whose 
presence*was given by. his headlong • 
charge from an adjgcent thicket, when 
though not forty yards distant he had |M 

lent and so effectually con- 'j|
Ü to, escape even Hendrick’® | 

_________-Vallon.
The young; Boer, having previously r 

Instructed his neis-found friend how; 
to act to such a possible emergency, 
the two men stool stock still, side bit , 
slde> while the stupendous beast, with 
upraised trunk and enraged trumpet- 
togs, Bore furiously down upon them, • 
like a fiend-impelled mountain of flesh 
and blood until within ten yards. Then, | 
as Hendrick had foretold, he lowered 
head and trunk for the final assault ; 
but quick aa lightning the two undis
mayed marksmen fired together at the 
hollow above his eyes, and as. If Indeed B 
struck by a thunderbolt, the huge ■ J 
brute carried forward, though dead, by S, 
his own momentum, crashed to earth't* 
so close to their feet that they had to J 
jump aside to avoid being crushed.

The absolutely perfect tusks of this 1 
elephant weighed 127 pounds, worth at SR 
that time fully £75 sterling. Yet the 1 
generous Boers, from whom we parted 
with real regret and mutual exprès* 
slons of good will. Insisted upon pre- £ 
sentlng the grand trophies with two J 
lion skins to us, to consequence ol 1 
which, on rejoining the ship, we found « 
ourselves the heroes of the hour, and » 
the envy of our stay-on-board mates. |

la the Tillage of Tiger.
Writers of Canadian life, says The 

Boston Herald, have to deal with an 
atmosphere strangely clear and stimu
lating to their vision, 
vast forests tracts and mighty streams 
bathed in crystal light, they breathe 
the air of-the far north, tempered by a 
sun that has shone on the rank, lux
uriant verdure of the south, and In 
■this mingled essence a spirit of force
ful sincerity Is bred, seldom for pas
sion, but rather for virile truth. The 
literature of the Dominion still occupies 
a position by itself, and though time is 
a leveler of national characteristics, it 
has so far failed to rob the Canadian 
poet and romancer of one of the great
est charms of fictional writing—color. 
Art has no abiding place, and the 
younger men of letters, who were born 
on the banks of the St. Lawrence are 
as likely to be globe trotters as their 
peers to other lands. But to singing 
the songs of their beautiful country to 
those who know It only by report, their 
tone is essentiàlly foreign, and much of 
the old world simplicity seems to dwell 
in the mind that conceives the picture 
their words evoke. This choice Jlttle 
volume of some ten stories, called “In 
the Village of Vlger,” Is so thoroughly 
Canadian to tone and color, the,reader 
almost forgets to note that they are 
sketches in black and white, brief, 
swift, sharp to execution, plaintive and 
delicately dramatic In expression. Each 
story reveafe the universal heart beat, 
but so broadly simple is Its treatment, 

French vil-

Death never parts 
Such loving hearts.

Hearts united life contented.
Others again are of an admonitory 
character, a's: -

They behold

Silence ends strife 
With man and wife. t

Where hearts agree.
There God will be. ,

While some renew the given promise to 
love and cherish:

i As true to thee,
As thou to me. ]

' Whear this I give, \
I wish to live.

; Let us lone 
Like turtle dona
God save thee.
Most fit for me.

This last is on the wedding ring of
:__John Dun ton, a London bookseller
mentioned in the "Duncald.”

On a silver signet ring, found In the 
bed of the River Nene at Wlsbeach, St. 
Peter’s, is engraven the letter U and 
the figure of * deer, forming the pun
ning but emphatic posy: ,

You dearl

S

I
lines.
The
dead language 
living readers understand the extreme 
delicacy of the good things set before 
them-the last lying and dying speech 
and confession of the foulest murderer 
and villain of an enlightened age, for 
example—owing to their limited num
ber and exclusiveness; and yet It does 
not look unlike it. Time was when such 
horrible stuff, such creepy, 
details as were given dn H. H. Holmes 

called confession could only be had 
afore-mentioned last dying 

hawked

1
abounded .
of springbok, gnu, buffalo, hartebeeste, 
eland, antelope* and kindred game. We 
had not been out six hours when my 
heretofore wonder at the success of the 
Boers In battle against regular troops 
had ceased to exist. For of all the

Harriet Pres- »Russell,

J 1
;
1<Mone

as

so-
In the
speeches and
around by itinerant vendors who td 
minister to their always morbid-minded, 
customers, for the nonce dropped the
selling of ribald and obscene bailads.
Now we have the matter set *>ffore us 
for our boys and girls to read at th
breakfast table; the traditions of this tiny
dish garnished with choice classical ^ |(x)m ,nto tragedies. Mr Duncan
quotations. It may be an lmpr Campbell Scott may be reckoned among
ment on the methods of ancient the young leaders In literature, an au-
when the depraved’ of Lord John Man- thor now to be counted on to uphold 
ners’ “old nobility” sat up carousing a repUtation that Is destined to speed- 
all night to be drunk at an execution lly outgrow the boundary lines of his 
. mzvrnlmr But seeing then, that native country. Graceful and richly

k lü flfprp not rorced upon our facile as is his verse, these stories
such things were not forced up ^ whlch are gathered from the borders of
families, we may take leave the Blanche are even more vital and
little sceptical on that point. Trame». certa,n to wln hlm warmer praise, til
ing with murderers, of which Tte »™ asmuch as they suggest possibilities for 
has now twice been guilty, once directe high achievement in the future. To- 

the case of Blrchall, and once to- day the short stories reign supreme, 
the case of Holmes, may To-morrow it will be the romancer s directly, to the ^se ox ^ uewspaper turn to weave his web in a three-vol-

be the d doubted ume pattern, but the art of telling
enterprise, but It is to D. much in little is in harmony with the
whether the scholar who prefers rush 0f this timeless era, an such In-
read Latin and Greek to good ol slght lnto character as “In the Village 
Anglo-Saxon will be of that mind. U of vlger" unfolds has the delightful 
the language of the classics has Its charm ot creating an appetite. It Is 
uses and we believe lt has, one of llke gazing from the window of a flying 

<« the cultivation of grace; train at the receding landscape and 
Î, ! f r ,™ a chapter In criminal longing to know what becomes of the 
but we are sure a i«fe that are passing like

that in the minut^e®® .aï rors dreams, and the fate of those inhabi- 
v Of Its details out-horro s q{ the 11ttle village, whose
dreadful or the Lives of tne „hou half hidden amid the trees 

which gutter-stricK- cjus^€re(j around the slim steeple of St. 
education begotten joseph'S, which flashed like a naked 

poinard in the sun." The author has 
dedicated his book to his daughter, in 
a lovely verse that is musical with the 
bursting of buds, the unfolding leaves, 
and the songs of birds.

confessions

W/

11 p|
u

The Greeks were full of sentiment, 
and frequently caused mottoes to be en
graved upon the rings they gave to 
their mistresses and friends. One of 
these rings, described by Caylus, bears 
the words: i

been so 
cealed i 
keen oti

v

y*

KIPIA KAAH 
(Beautiful Clria).

We read that Louis IX. of France 
“took for his device a Marguerite or 
daisy and ’fleilr de Us’ allusion to 

the name of Qtrteh Marguerite, his wife, 
and the arms of France, which were 
also his own. He had a ring made 
with a relief around lt to enamel which 
represented a garland of Marguerites 
and ‘fleur-de-lis.’ One was engraven on 
a sapphire with these words:

everyone ,V] 1?*3"
t

yF
VsHUGE BRUTE CARRIED FORWARD BY HIS OWN MOMENTUM 

CRUSHED TO THE EARTH.
:*THE L*

TC2
This ring contains all we love.

Thus did this excellent prince show his 
people that he loved nothing bu Re
ligion, France and his wife.

A gold ring, found in the Palace of 
Eltham, to Kent, bears the legend:

rform great exploits 
return.

I may here very fitly observe that, 
no matter what his experience, no men 
—unless, indeed, it be a TransvaaJ 
Dutchman—can stand face to face with 
a fullgrown lion in Its native wilds and 
remain wholly unmoved by the. know
ledge that, should he miss his aim, one 
blow of that mighty paw may next in
stant reduce him to nothingness.

I could, however, detect no quaver 
In my companion's voice, as, at the op
portune moment, he quietly said : 
"Make sure work, now !”

Almost overlapping the last word 
esme the simultaneous crack of our 
rifles, whereupon the lion sank down 
stone dead with scarcely a shiver, 
while the lioness whirled over on her 
back, clawed once wildly at the air and 
expired. The Boer having a fair 
chance, had planted his heavy ball 
squarely between old Leo’s eyea, but 
his consort’s head being raised, I was 
obliged to fire at her chest, the Interior 
of which was torn to pieces by the ex
plosive bullet of my express rifle.'-

riflemen I had ever met in any coun-1 
try these men were the most expert

Armed With the best long-range wea
pons that money could procure, n®yer 
coming to close quarters or engaging 
on equal terms with the varied ranks 
of disciplined soldiers, they had simply 
shot the latter down either from cover 
or from a distance too great to en
danger themselves to the red-coat s fire.

From long-continued and close obser
vation, I know that comparatively few 
privates In any civilized army are 
what I call good marksmen, whereas 
these ever-practising veldt hunters 
thought nothing of bringing down a 
zebra, harte-beeste or even a small an
telope at 600 yards, a feat which I have 
repeatedly seen them perform.

I myself had been from early youth 
a good rifle shot and my friend Mc
Leod was a prize winner in that line, 
yet the best either of us could do was 
barely to hold our own in competition 
with these rude Boers, who seemed to 
entertain an utter contempt for the 
marksmanship of trained soldiers.

On the second evening of our stay, 
some remarks to this effect made by 
Hendrick Wynkoop proved so offensive 
to my hot-tempered comrade, who had 
formerly served in the Ninety-third 
Highlanders, that a violent quarrel oc
curred between the two men, and it 
required all our address to prevent them 
coming to blows. A. truce was at last 
declared, however, and lt was then de
cided -that we should next day go lion 
hunting in a great kloof (wooded 
gorge) some miles distant, where sev
eral of these destructive brutes were 
supposed to lie during daylight hours.

On getting up at dawn next morning 
our sanguinary resolves were by no 
means weakened on finding that some 
time to the night a few cows had been 
killed and half devoured by lions with
in half a mile of the kraal, probably 
at the very moment we were planning 
our raid, for all the wild members of 
the cat family usually begin to hunt 
early to the evening- 

When the old man discovered this 
lose his usual stolid serenity vanished, 
and he angri.y «ctoj-ed.^^onner’ *

lions in it

l *!

ness by any paper on 
Continent.

Who wears me shall 
And with great Joy

pern
shall

THE LADIES AND THE HOBSE SHOW. .rFrom these lines lt is conjectured that 
the ring was worn by some distin
guished person when he was on the 
point of setting forth for the Holy 
Land. . . , ,

During the Prussian struggle for 
freedom to 1813-16, the Prussian ladies 
gave up their ornaments of gold, ana 
wore Instead Iron rings, on which were 
engraved:

In nothing Is Toronto so happy as 
In tiie possession of the gentlemen who 
took hold of the old Hunt Club and 
transformed lt Into the Country and 

But for them we should

m-history 
rlble nature 
the penny 
Highwaymen, over 
en children with an 
of their surroundings, formerly alone 
gloated, confers neither grace not any 
benefit whatsoever. Let that pass, 
however, and to our subject—the de 
c’lne rather than the debasement, of 
classical quotation.

The matter is dealt with by Mr Her 
bert Paul' in the current "umber of 
The Nirfeteenth Century. Mr. Paul 
appears to be of opinion that
men

9

5cdE ' DON’T,” SAID HE.
Hunt Club, 
not only have no fall race-meeting, 
tout there would be no horse show, no 
gymkhanas, and fewer charming en
tertainments during the winter. We 
could wish that their ^number were 
doubled, but select a group as they at 

much Is the city in-

Ibounclng daughter. Her great figure 
danced about with a wonderful light
ness, and she tossed her head and 
pouted her lips as she answered back 
to the old, bent figure that addressed 
her. Jim and I had forgotten ou 
tears, and were holding our ribs before 
she came to the end of it.

"That is better,” she said, smiling at 
our laughter. “I would not have you 
go back to Friar’s Oak with long 
races, or maybe they would not let you 
come to me again." She vanished into 
the cupboard and came out with a 
bottle and glass, which she placed up. 
on the table. 4

"You are too young for strong wat
ers," she said, "but this talking gives 
one a dryness, and—"

Then it was that Boy Jim did a won
derful thing. He rose from his chair 
end laid his hand upon the bottle.

“Don’t,” said he.
She looked him In the face, and I can 

Still see those black eyes of hers soft
ening before his gaze.

"Am I to have none?”
"Please don’t."
With a quick movement she wrestle 

the bottle out of his hand and raise 
It up so that for a moment It entere 
my head that she was about to drink 
It off. Than she flung it through th 
open lattice, and we heard the crash o 
It on the path outside.

"There, Jim,” said she. "Does tha 
satisfy you ? It Is long since anyon 
cared whether I drank or no.” •

"You are too good and kind to 
that,” said he.

"Good !” she cried.

,
We gave gold for the freedom of our coan- 

like her, wear an Iron yoke. 9And,
Perhaps the prettiest posy known Is 

borne by a very ancient ring to the 
collection of Mr. J. Evans:

'a very pretty idea.
present form, so 
debted to them for the Infusion of life 
into a period of stagnation, that give 
them what support it may lt cannot 
reward them to a greater extent than 

Previous to the rise ol

The Gilt of Posy *!■«» to Theae We Love 
-Some Illsatretlen» From An

cient Times.
During the sixteenth, seventeenth 

and eighteenth centuries it "was a very 
common practice to have mottoes in
scribed on wedding and betrothal rings, 
the motto being called the posy or 
"chanson.” I/yly, In his “Euphues 
(1594) addresses the ladies, hoping that 
his work will find favor in their sight, 
“writing their judgment as you do the 
posies to your rings, which are always 
next your finger, not to be seen of him 
that holdeth you by the hand, and yet 
known by you that wedr them on your 
hands.” Formerly the posy was en
graved outside the ring, then it became 
the custom to have ltw rltten inside. 
The composition of these posies exer
cised the talents of the poets and wits 
of the day, and Horace Walpole writes 
In his correspondence: "My Lady 
Rochford desired me t’other day to give 
her a motto for a ruby ring, which had 
been given by a handsome woman of 
quality to a fine man; he gave it to his
mistress, she to Lord----- , he to my lady,
who, I think, does not deny that it has 
not yet finished Its travels. I excused 
myself for some time on the difficulty 
of reducing such a history to a posy; 
at last I proposed this:

“This was given by woman to man. 
And by man to woman."

Dr. John Thomas, who was Bishop 
of Lincoln In 1753, on becoming en
gaged to his fourth wife, caused his 
wedding ring to be engraved with the 
following posy:

; While reloading our weapons, and 
admiring the grand proportions of our 
prizes, we were Joinsd by Franz Wyr.- 

“Mr. McLeod,” said he, "is a 
behind.

IB SVI ICI BN LTV D’AMI 
(I am here In place of a friend).

' WILLIE WONDER.

rtith-lost the capacity
er to understand or to *Ppre' 
date Homer or Virgil and that there n 
Is to be traced the cause of the decline 
of the quotation. There may be some 
reason to hts belief, but the main 
cause of the decline Is that the busy 
people of to-day have ceased to have 
for dead languages that exclusive and 

superstitious reverence which 
was "formerly cherished fof them. 
Every school-boy knows that it was 
Virgil’s wish that the Eneld should be 
burned. Through the Intervention, 
however, of Augustus, to whom the 
poet had read portions of the epic, 
the desire was not permitted to be 
carried oflt. A great many no doubt 
are- grateful to Augustus for his op
portune interference; but comparative
ly few spend much of their time In the 
perusal of the work for the preserva
tion of which they are willing to pro
fess thankfulness. Most people are 
familiar with the ordinary platitudes 
about dutiful Eneast ; but the Eneld, 
taken as a whole, Is not intensely in
teresting to the modern man. and only 
a few know Latin well enough to ap
preciate the beauty of the language 
In which the story Is told.

There was a time In Great Britain 
WhenVlrgil wds so much studied that 
he was quoted regularly not only in 
Parliament, but In the ordinary Inter
course of dally life. He was the vade- 

of every cultured member of 
Parliament. Men like Curran, Burke, 
and Pitt knew him almost by heart, 
and their speeches were full of quota
tions from 
which at once called up the desired 
train of associations to the hearer’s 

They did not, like men who 
to have received a

have
Has been endorsed by the medical J 
profession for twenty years. (Ask 
your Doctor. ) This is because it 
is always palatable—always uni
form—always contains the purest 
Norwegian Cod-Liver Oil 
r — Hypophospbites. I 
SFXI on Scott’s Emulstoa 

with trade-mark of matt 
and fish.

Put up in 50 cent and t<-<* 
sizes. The small size may be 
enough to cure your cough «T 
help your baby.

the'Counts ' and Hunt Club with Its 
munificent Master and its energetic, 
pushing secretary, with an executive 

new feature.

koop.
short distance 
force his way through the vines as 
quickly as I, but as the lions are killed 
it don’t matter much.”

“I am not sure,” muttered his father, 
-that we’ve got the whole family. You 
shouldn't have left your guest, Franz, 
he may meet—Gott In hirhmel ! he has 
met one of the young lions !”—for at 
that moment a shout rang out not far 

followed by a

’ He couldn’t
Aa Opening Fer British Capital.

The "Canadian Gazette,” in a recent 
issue, states that attention has been 
directed to a line of industry in which 
British capital and enterprise may find 
a profitable outlet to Ontario, and, for 
that matter, to other parts of Canada, 
as well, wherein the manufacture of 
the raw. material could be effected in 
Canada for shipment to the United 
KingdSm, and there made into useful 
and necessary goods so as not only to 
bo profitable to the firms or corpora
tions engaged to the enterprise, but to 
build up a large and important trade.
The Industry relates to veneer and 
cut-stock! There are in Ontario, con
siderable areas of suitable timber for 
both “slicing” and "rotary-cut” veneei*- 
lng—such as maple (four varieties), 
birch (three varieties), oak (thrée ve
rities), elm (three varieties), beech, 
sycamore, bass wood, ash, balm, and 
whltewood—adjacent to a line of rail
way so as to be convenient for ship- 
lng. The most Improved machinery 
for this class of work can be obtained 
in Canada, ; and the veneering or cut- 
stock, properly dried, cut to size and 
carefully bundled, can be shipped to 
Great Britain and made Into furniture, 
house decoration, packing-boxes, nail 
kegs, barrels, butter-tubs, and1 an al
most Infinite "number of lesser—though 
by no means small or unimportant- 
lines of goods. A great deal of atten
tion and study has been given to this 
veneer Industry, and its development
and extension from one line of manu- „ ,pr of these lines
factored goods to another—such as pi- Does the casual resd r which
ar.os, organs, sewing machines, etc— realize the reckless temerity of wmen 
have been such that at this present we were guilty ? Flv® mlVniorinK à 
time large lines that were formerly divided into three ^““P^ica? growth 
manufactured of solid material are tangled wilderness <* 'J^ShS no par- 
now “built up" SO as to be cheaper, in search ot Hons . I A“amatter at the 
more durable and substantial, and ticular importance to the maxxer a x 
much lighter ; and many other lines of time, but have often since 1 ^ g°x 
Industry are moving into the- using of that the wealth of the . a
veneeer for constructive material. A tempt me to engage to suen an en 
trade could, lt is believed, be built up terprise again ; for, ^an ®
reaching Into millions per annum ; and the "magnanimity erroneous y as 
as the industries provided for are'dally cribed to him, the African iion is or au 
necessities, so the business would In- beasts of prey the most sneaxmg 
crease from year to year. The capital treacherous a”d cunning, ne will 
for the Industry on a large scale, how- sometimes lie for hours securely hidden 
ev-er, would have to come from Eng- and silent as death within thirty feet 
land. The few large lumbering and of a campfire jnd U^n.in an un
timber firms that are in Canada are guarded moment, spring uponand car- 
all concerned with pine, and so special ry off some luckless member or the 
provision for capital wow have to be UgUL

ever looking for- some 
Montreal was a ldng way ahead of To
ronto in matters of the Hunt, .but now 
if this city has not passed its more 
thickly populated and wealthier rlvar. 
It has come perilously near to it as 
regards the strength and Importance 
of Its club, while as regards popular 
entertainment, it has forged a long 

Reasoning thus, and hav-

almost

away, Immediately 
startling cry for help.

Like madmen we dashed around the 
pile of rocks and tore furiously on
ward through impending mimosa, walt- 
a-blt thorp and cactus bushes, while 
twice more McLeod’s shout, "Help, 
now, help ! My gun is foul !” drove

Æ
way ahead, 
intg regard to the benefit that results 
to the city, we feel compelled toot 
alone to offer our heartiest congratula
tions to the gentlemen of the Country 
and Hunt Club on their own succese 

^jand on the success of the Horse Show.
" But also to RQjnt to their example as 

worthy of emulation by every 
other public body in the city.

It was not all horse, however, that 
v-*be people went to the Armouries on 

Wednesday, Thursday, Friday and 
Saturday to see They went to see 
each other and to be seen. Like the 
gallant animals of the ring, men and 
•women in the boxes were at their best 
In the matter of grooming and lt is 
not too much to say that the horses 
owed much of their pre-eminence to 
the ladles. We have no wish to de
precate the compliments paid to this 
Intelligent, graceful and indispensable 
friend of man. He deserves the atten
tion he has received an merits the 
prizes he has Won. He has lent new 
honors to city and country, and is a 
worthy champion of our forward posi
tion In the hunt. In the park, on the 
race track and In the show ring. Whe
ther saddled or harnessed Canada’s 
horses are matters of pride and objects 
of admiration. Visitors to our carnival 
of the stables confessed that both In 

«V the boxes and In the ring we presented 
' \ an exhibit that could hardly be sun 
ft'1 passed to many respects at Paris. Lon- 

* or Philadel-

A1 the Newsone
nd “Well, I lov 

that you should think me so. An 
■Would it make you happier If I kep 

I . from the brandy, Jim ? Well, then, I’l 
make you a promise, If you’ll make m 
cne to return.”

"What’s that, Miss?”
"No drop shall pass my lips, Jim, 1

5 you will swear, wet or shine, blow o 
L enow, to come up here twice in ever

week that I may see you and speal 
with ' you, for Indeed there are time! 
when I am very lonesome.”

So the promise was made, and von
6 faithfully did Jim keep lt, for many 

time when I have wanted him to gi 
fishing or rabbit snaring he bas. r 
toembered that It was his day for Mis 
Hinton, and has tramped off to Anste; 
Cross. At first I think that she fount

I* her share of the bargain hard to toeey 
IL an<* 1 have seen Jim come back wit! 
■ A black face on him, as if things wer 

going amiss. But after a time, th 
E fight wae won, as all fights are won 1 

one does but fight long enough, and 1 
U the year before my father had com 
If , back Miss Hinton had 'become anothe 

woman. And it was not her way 
Et only, but herself as well, for from bt 
V lng the person that I have describe' 

she became in ohe twelvemonth as fit
_„ nS lady as there was In tl

whede countryside. Jim was proudi 
of It by far than he was of anything 1

bl.tzen ! We

the stock. They’ll never quit while 
there’s a hoof left.” dSo, after breakfast we set out and

Z'Twyiïo’cï'iïî V-ïfK.?
irS? .ms ssgvsss-
to the far end and work downwar .

Presented in an 
Attractive Form Makes
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Toronto
World
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Clean Newspaper for

t
If I survive.
I’ll make them five.

In pleasing contrast to this, and cer
tainly In better taste, were the lines 
engraven on the rig given by Bishop 
Cokes to his wife. The inside bore the 
device of a hand, a heart, a mitre and 
a death’s head, with the words:

These three I give to thee 
Till the fourth set me free.

rmecum

Eneld—quotationsthe

minds.
wish to appear 
classical education, learn a little stock 
of quotations to he paraded In season 
and out of season. On the contrary, 
Virgil was so familiar to them that 
the appropriate quotations naturally 
suggested themselves. But times have 
been changing. While it may still be 
possible to select a few choice classi
cal scholars to the Imperial House of 
Commons, there is no doubt that a 
great change has passed over the Eng
lish-speaking community during the 
last half century In regard to the

The Identical ring which William of 
Orange gave to the Princess Mary is in 
the Londesborough collection, 
side are the wfords: “Honl soit qui mal 
y pense," and within is the following 
posy :

:Out-

I1
don, New York. Boston 
phla. It was a fair match between 
human and equine beauty, and It is 

discrediting the latter to say that 
This cexult was to 

study of

I'll win and wear you If I can.
As It Is uncertain whether the ring 

was given before or after marriage, the 
significant words have been thought 
to apply to the Crown of England. 
Henry VIII. gave Anno of Cleves a ring

a li

CENT.not
fhe women won. 
be expected. The proper 
mankind, according to the late Mr.
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