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The Opening of thi

Since the publication 
der i the Game Act for 
seasons during 1910, whl 
other column, there ha] 
and criticism of the dec) 
ing day for grouse shod 
than it has been for the] 
good sportsmen being d 
a great mistake to open] 
the First of October, 
these opinions were non 
as the powers that be, vj 
the framing of the regu| 
anxious to do what 
present and future spor 
forming their conclusii 
getting at the real opini 
tion to judge best of th< 
in the various districts 1

However, as there see 
opinion against the open 
earlier this year than 1; 
come in from some dis1 
and backward birds, by 
the birds the benefit of a
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ed, and turned to look at Prokofey
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ably, close down grous 
this year, or else kfeep 
same as in the last two s 
be free from politics, and 
ance to the interests of sj 
ing of a fair stock of bird 
be discussed without acri

The opening of the g: 
on September 15 
umn last May, on the str 
servation of plenty of hi 
with which I am acquaint 
the strength of the horn 
good sportsmen who had 
subject.

But we do not preten 
personally, whatever my 
the desirability or other 
shooting on a certain date 
to the opinion of others w 
differently, even though 
minority, and, if there is 
as to the wisdom of the ] 
all means give the bird; 
doubt.
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An Unpretentious Poem
m ashes, becoming somewhat that cannot be 
seen. Speakest thou to me? I hear it not 
am before thee, and thou knowest it 
took me in his mouth and bore me off to his 
res ing-place, and laid me down without harm
ing me.

Mr. Shaw and AristotleSuggestive to some extent of Tom Hood, 
and yet charmingly original, the following un
pretentious little poem, “The Washerwoman’s 
Song ’ which has become familiar to hundreds 
of readers, and which has

She'wa.A.icstisajr
He will keep me to the end.”

was I
cused^n^^F6- Ber"afd Sfaw was recently ac- 
me.nl?f f?vmg Anstotle out” in his work- 

sme ft;PW,Mr; SlawT recentlZ explained him- 
If m a Ietter to the London Times as follows :

not.” He
a Pitiful falling-off from “Major Barbara” • and 
nobody could sit out “Major Barbara” without

. “LeaTing Aristotle Opt” " “gf* 15.

ances: 7 °ffCr hlm the following assur- -elqUal'y to % Granville Bark»!

demandT ”th ^ t0 Mr‘ Granvi»e Baker’s $.aise for^ul’-Ts'q^lme!" They^lo 
demand for the omission of Aristotle. I take 'Yhen 1 am told that it is a nitv that /ma'
siongmnVSt >amS j° secure “unity of impres- ^ho °nIy last year was so honest as I should 
1st"’- =nXU y’ and cumulative force of inter- have .b.ecom= a thief, a liar, a blackguard a,1 !s I have h 18 k? worthy that such mastery mcendiary, and a murderer, and I lise'some 
lv L th! |?Cn ?b!e t0 achieve has led me.final- thousands of pounds and a great deal of credit 
y to. the Greek form of drama, in which the ln conscQuence, it is perhaps ungrateful in
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“told pmost solemnlyprotest that I have never shallBeett'°Ven symPhony—I held my peLF'l 
told my critics how they ought to criticise sha11 continue to hold it, R - l

invented h fiF ? ridiculous litany first 1)^7 C°i eagUes what Heine reproached Les

*™ mêssmm ssmhave fulf.Hed my prophecy to the letter. G. BERNARD SHAW!
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Times is in this matter, as in others lnLceo

announcements of^eir" unuttembie ^ed-11’6 and1 the! betriül f°F the conventional period 

and disastrous failure which inSSw T women El ? t0 S‘ , Up and take notice, me their production in London VaSf^S S who anhd they ^
to hold them back in Berlin until the verdict hilP- foph5h enouSh t0 marry

that “handsome tribumProm^riticism” which dre^ *ZU„tS i"a!1 his sPare time with his chil- 
consists in praising my old pîayïîn ordeî tî some Si’115 to° bad h= doesn’t pick out
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^tb°r °J "Getting Married”; “GetSg W his chS^0^ Spend a11 his spare time with 
ried had none' of th brilliance of "The Dbp- rlLn d i they “Z the poor little things are 
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It’s a song I do not sing,
For I scarce believe a thing 
Of the stories that aretold 
Of the miracles of old ;

’ But I know that her belief 
Is the anodyne of grief,
And will always be a friend
That will keep her to the end.

Just a trifle lonesome she,
Just as poor as poor could be,
But her spirits always rose 
Like the bubbles in the clothes • 
And though widowed and alone. 
Cheered her with the mohotone, 
Gfa Saviour and a friend,
Who would keèp her to the end.

I have seen her rub and scrub 
G" î.he washboard in the tub, 
While the baby, sopped in suds, 
Rolled and tumbled in the duds • 
Gf. was piuidhng in the pools
Shi*71Idscisso.rs stuck in spools, 
She still humming of her Friend 
Who would keep her to the end.

Human hopes and Human creeds 
Have their root in human needs ; 
And I would not wish to strip 
Jjrom that washerwoman’s lip 
Any song that she can sing,
Any hope that song can bring,
wLhe-,T?man has a F"end 
Who will keep her to the end

many a scrap-book, was first^ublished under 
the. pseudonym of "Ironquill.” Its excellence
to°?heWltbMh? eXueIlence of other lines given 
o the world by the same anonymous writer 

created a curiosity as to the author’s pe/son- 
ality which eventually discovered him to be 
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What is the tale thaFl love best?
Ten, O tell it at last for me, 

vVaves that wash thë golden 
And that old castle by the

o
Mh- TBé Pheasants, the ChJ 

Sport]
Speaking of game lai] 

good story heard the oth] 
some years ago now, so, ij 
of the Game Warden, it j 
to me for evidence, besiq 
hearsay anyway, and the] 
tells me that that doesn’t 
-for the yarn :

They were two ardcn] 
had had a long and weary 
deal tq show for it. Drivij 
they paid a call on a prom 
district in which they had 
hope of getting a little 
They were observed by j 
pulled up at his gate, to t] 
der the seat of- the buggy 
a bush at the side of the 
mystery which had to be ti 
After receiving his guest] 
himself for a moment to a 
freshment and seized the] 
cure and examine the mys 

In it he found two hen 
der was out. Of course tl 
was to denounce the offen 
over to justice ; but the dis 
saw his way to the admi 
poetical justice, and took] 
dole out the punishment.

He knew his men, arj 
them, he apologized, for J 
tunately his stock of spij 
temporarily out, but he haq 
milk. They drank the milk] 
and there was no whisked 
drunk the milk, they took 
and started for other paid 
something stronger to be H 

On arriving in Victoria 
certain restaurant preside! 
known and distinguished 
handed him the sack, with 
would see that justice waj 
paration of the pheasants, d 
it contained, for their suppl 
ing.

west
sea.

Th'«ir o{ thrift that we carried home

«s,or mc-
In that old castle by the

iIn a very humble cot,
In a rather quiet spot,
In the suds and in the soap 
Worked a woman full of hope; 
Working, singing, all alone, 
tpa s°rt of undertone.
With a Saviour for a friend,
He will keep me tp the end.”

sea.

There a tale that never was told
Echoes, and crowns with light fo 

Ruined towers on the sunset’s gold 
And crags that crumble over the

r me

sea.
A ruined castle where no one dwells

The thunder-music of the sea.

Be.hi"d it throng the fir-clad hills 
A r̂7,many a .s°ng-bird built for me,

d7!? r,avl"cs and the sparkling rills 
Of the little land by.the western sea;

GlT\°{,fe™ where I used to dream,
And all the dreamers dreamed for 

Wb'sPer °f wings and waves agleam 
Shadow of boughs and shine of the

Bound the poets in faery gold,
But none, but none so fair to 

Asone dear tale that never was told 
I will recount to thee, therefore a like °f that ° d castle bZ the sea- V*.
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not excepting the excellent tea roomsüfV,v’ f6* ‘i* shlP of one hundred and fifteen hio.Cast aside; butJt stands for me
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1F" - sir A”d•
Be glad, O prince! See, we have rMeh»ri . / heard * noise of thunder. I thought• "It
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was more sn endid th— .1— r____ ne side

Sometimes happening alone,
1 had heard the semi-song,
And I often used to smile 
More in sympathy than guile; 
But. I never said a word 
In regard to what I heard 
As she sang about her Friend 
Who would keep her to the end.

Not in

Flayed around her on the floor;. 
• But m mônotones the
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sea.song
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: m, Then they satisfied theid 
ifter a good clean-up and a 
In anticipation of the enj 
•nits of their skill and th] 
tome they received was \ 
, hat they expected. Inst 

. iace of the artist of the Id 
W rere accustomed to see, tha 

nar.t Frenchr.:nr. indeed, I 
svith samples of his choice] 
the air cleared a bit and thj 
1 word in, they enquired 1 
!y what was the matter.

“Sacre blank, etc., etc. 
>ring me crows to cook, an 
sheasants !”

The proprietor of the cd 
they had been regaled wij 

|i jracticing before they cat 
trows in his orchard. It \ 1 >f a few seconds to make thi
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mI IV WIDOWERS
It is a sad thing to be a widower. 
If a widower

w i

^aySrgr°Wn m°at where the children 

Listen for me, listen for me;
F% tb«re..d<] ™y childhood's feet still stray 

By the little paths above the sea, y

Winding paths tha't end on the skv 
E en as the tale half-told for me-

T Ti,frt1fln mat and that cannot die 
Iill the old grey castle sink in the sea.

—Alfred Noyes.
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mopes around and won’t min- 
and refuses to take part in any 
amusements, the women say he 
1 on for fear folks will think hi*.
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>i lad discovered what was 
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ng, if not the men who she
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