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The Boy at Shanty Gulch.
BY GrORGIA G. WINKCLeR.IT w as Christmas eve, and a dark, wet night. The

wind howled in the mountain and clamoured at
the door and window of the operator's cabin on
Shanty Mountain. The operator, himself, had

driven into the village for supplies.for their Christ-
mas dinner, leaving the office in care of his little
twelve-year-old son, Joey. There would be no
train through Shanty Gulch until the arrivai of the
eight-twenty express, and the operator expected to
be home long before that. The wet roads had de-
layed him, but hie was not worried, for he knewN
that even if the Express did arrive, that joey could
give the orders as well as he.

It was nearly seven o'clock and the boy was
sitting with his littie face pressed close to the drip-
ping window, watching the taîl trees as the wind
bent them to and fro.

"It will be an awful duli Christmas," he mused.
"Last year mother was here, and she made things
brighter, but this year Dad and I will be aIl alone.
Oh, dear 1 I wish Dad would corne, I'm so lone-
sonie. . . . Hark! What is that ?"
The boy sprang to his feet in terror.

The noise increased, and soon it
sounded as if the whole mountain was
rushing down into the cabin. In a mo-
ment it flashed across bis mind what had
happened. It was a Iand-slide, and
maybe the earth. and stones would block
the track. Snatching a red Iantern from
a nail lie hurrieci out into the wild night.
Carefully he picked bis steps to the
track, but could see no signs of wreck-
age, then he thought of the bridge that
spanned Shanty mountain, two miles east
of the station. And stumbling and fali-
ing over the wet and slippery rails he
hurried on. The wind howled like a 1I
pac~k of angry wolves let loase in the 1mounitains, but the brave boy struggled
on. Soon, and even above the wind, he
could hear the rush of angry water.
And-as the moon emerged froni behind
a piece of fiying cloud, he saw that his
surmnise had been correct. For where
there had once been a stout iron bridge,
nothing was left to span Shanty Gulch
but one frail plank.

Haîf dazed the boy stood, and Iooked
dowvn the seething mass of water. What
would lie do? That question was
answered for, for above the clamnour of
the wind, there came a loud, long, shrill
whistle. The eight-twenty express was
approaching.

Without a moment's pause, without a
backward glance, the lad stepped onto
the plank. It shivered and shook, but
the boy dropped ta bis knees, and with
a muttered prayer went an, creeping inch
by inch, over that f rail pathway of death.
At last it was accomplished, and flot a
moment too soon- for Pl h i-~11 +-,
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a piece in miniature for the doll's house of bis
master's little daughter. In the same manner the
potters did net disdain to make toy dinner sets for
dollies' use, and these are found in museums and
private collections ail over Europe.

The history of the world is shown in the children's
toys. An Egypto-Roman rag doîl stuffed with papy-
rus was found during the excavations in 1896. As
this toy dates from the third century before Christ,
its red-woolen band is probably the earlîest example
of doll-dressing. Two thousand years before
Christ there were toy water-carriers and kneaders
of bread-one of these works by a string by whichits armns are made to move. We find toy chariots
and game-hirds among the playthings of ancient
Greece and Rome, for we may be sure the little'
boys and girls fought toy quail and played chariot
races to imitate their fathers and big brothers.

Each great war leaves soldiers in the nursery
cupboard dressed correctly to cap the button. Aseach age of history goes by, the wveapons of that
age have passed to the hands of boys as toys. Tlhere
are in our museumrs, miniature cross-bows, spears,shields and toy armor; and old pictures show,, boys

playing with them, even the children of the Fre
Revolution had their guillotines. The army
Frederjck the Great was the first complete
army to be placed on the market for purchase.
army of Napoleon followed; then Wellington
his generals; the heroes of the Crimean and Pe
sular war came; in turn to be replaced by the KI
of South Africa and the littie Jap heroes.

It is only the duli child that needs an elabo
toy to amuse him. John Ruskin says that his kt'
ledge of balance and construction in architeci
came front the fact that he was allowed no 1
in his childhood except a number of rough hl
wooden bricks which had been made by sawinl
plank into squares.

Costliness in toys is no new thing, however. I
Louis XIV., of France, paid 6,000 francs ($1,2
for an army of cardboard soldiers for his
After a time these were joined by an army ofsi
soldiers complete with horses, guns and machi
of war, desîgned by one of the king's silversuli
It it pathetic to know that this toy army was af
wards melted down to pay real soidiers, who V9
fighting 'in the king's wars.

In the seventeenth century, magnificent d(
houses were constructed; fortunately a f ew 5P
mens remain to show how complete was the 'T]
sion of the nobleman of that day.

It is strange that nearly ail the old doils
grown up. It is very rare to find a baby doli ear
than the nineteenth century, though occasion;~
one may be seen in the arms of a nurse-doli.

young child dol was made in Pl,
when the littie son of Napoleon wa
baby and since then child dolis h
been more popular, in fact, it is now

eception to see a grown up doli.
clothinig of historic dolis show the c
tumes of the period, particularly wI
the dolls belonged to little princesý
and no expense was spared in thi
wardrobes. The Duchess of Orleans,
1722, gave to the Infanta of Spain a c
and clothing costing twenty-two th,
sand francs, but I know the Infanta
not enjoy it half as much as if she
dressed it herself.

If we take care of our dois and to
they will give a great deal of pleasure
the children of future generations wi
the fashions have changed. It wasgreat delight as a child to be alloNi
to play with a big wax doil that had
longed to my mother, but I played w
it once too often, I regret to say, aiid
wvill gladden a child's heart no trioThough I cannot -hold myseif up as
example in caring for mny own toys,
m 'e put in a plea for the plaything a
May they byve long and happily 1

Suburban Life.
JHAVE read with interest the lett

on the topic, "Which is preferal
City or country life?» The city and I
country both possess goodt qualities, 1
bath have their f aults. FEor instance,
is said for the country that the pure
and the open fields are a good deal bet'
for healthy boys and girls than the no<
and bustie of the stuffy city streE
Also it is said that in the country Y
cannot get a good éducation, and if y
are sick it is hard to get a doctor, tIyou oiften have to go a long way to get fresh watand that there are no neighbours within reasonal

distance.
In my opinion the best place to live is in tsuiburbs of a large city or town, here you havethe advantages of country if e together with tconvemiences of th~e city. You have water, 9:and electric light, as in the city proper, and eVfrom the Most obscure point you can get into t

centre of the city quickly.
Montreal, E.- B. JOYCE (Age 17.)
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0' NE of the sad sigbts which follow Christmrae,
Stimne is that of brolceritoys, but the. childrer

are not always to blamne; th toys are, for the. mosi
part, very fiimsly constructed, and cannot b. ex-
pected to Iast. In the old days there wer e no special
toy-makers, and no demand for cheap playthings
The gold or silversmith would sometimes get a
special order for a toy for same young nobleman,
or a fine piece of furniture would be ordered for
a mansion, and the grateful workman would makc
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