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- 7 LIRR R nciy Wi hope fo continue
uis work of cbiﬁ rescue in the same
spirit and upon the same lines. ‘Today
8,000 who were stranded on life’s thresh-
hold, without & chance in this world, are
being maintained, educated and trained
to be honest, God-fearing, loyal citizens
of the empire, “My First Arab” tells
in the founder’s own words how the
homes began,
(By Thos. J. Barnardo, F. R. C. 8. Ed.))

%1 don’t live mowhere!”

“Now, my lad, it is quite useless your
trying to deceive me. Come over nere
and tell me the truth. What do you
mean?  Where do youm  come€ from?
Where are your friends? Where did
you sleep last night?” St

With this bunch of inquiries I felt
that 1 could penetrate the toughest
‘hield of falsehood and .deceit behind
wiiich the boy whose repl had so start-
jed me might seek to hide. And cer-
tainly, in calling this child to my side
’,tlm.t 1 might question him more close-
'y, I never supposed that his was a true
account of himself.

For two or three years, [ had so far
us my medical studies left me t'me, been
conducting & voluntary might school
among rough 'boys and girls, the chil-
dren of the poorer laboring class. 1
thus had mnecessarily Tevealed to me
much of the privation and suffering
whieh so often fall at an earlv age
to the lot of the children of the very
goor I had encountered many ragged

u - and even cruelly ill-used little

never as yet had a genuine

) r, utterly homeless and “friend-
less, ¢rQ my path. Indeed. I had
thoughtin my ignerance that the race
existed only on paper, and that the stor-
jes about their condition and sufferings
in' London and other large cities, which
had oecasionally attracted m attention,
were mainly due to the fertile imagina-
tions of certain writers, whose love for

the sensational had, I feared, overcome

their striet regard for truth. I had, too,
a vague notion that homeless children,

@if such really existed anywhere, were for
the most part orphans, who were event- |
uﬂl&u en due care of by the Parish
or* b

1
orkhouse anth ® oy

o, : A0
rgle for existence, suffer more T

stroggle
nly than any other, chiefly because,

kee
‘heing they are less able to re-
e of ieold, hunger, naked-

jsness and temutation.

ago hidd entirely faded from my memory.
But I never can erase from my mind and

heart the impressions then created for

the first time; indeed they really changed
for me the whole purpose, character and
e

4

motivessaf my life.
My d ' e devoted mainly to atten~
dance at the dissecting-room or the hos-

Yita], and most of my evenings to study.
nevertheless reserved two mights a
week, which I called my free nights, and
which, as well as the whole of Sunday,
_were given up to the conduct of a ragged
school situated in a room in the heart of
squalid Stepney.
~How well 1 remember that pool lit-
tle room! It had ‘originally been, L think
a stable—not such a stable as Belgravia
knows, but simgly a shed where don-
keys had been kept. ~Boards had been
placed over the rough earth. The raft-
ers had been wihtened, and so had the
wall: but the accumulated dirt deposits
of three or four years had changed the
color to a dingier hue. Yet Isand my
student friends who helped me thought
it an admirable room, for was it not wa-
ter-tight and windtight? Had we not
good bars to the windows, almost capable
of resisting a seige? And:in those days
and in that quarter those bars consti-
tuted a by mo means unnecessary pre-
caution! Above all, was it not situated
right. in the very heart of an overcrowd-
ed, poverty-stricken distriet, filled with
litile one-story houses of four rooms each,
every room containing its family 2 And
did mot these families supply the tumnl-
tuous horde of youngsters who crowded
“eagerly round our doors, called each one
of us “teacher,” listened, with varying
degrees of attention, to what we had
to say, or yelled in chorus some tune-
' ful melody?

Such was the cradle of my work—a
poor donkey-shed in an Wast-End street!
and ‘here it; was that, on one ever-mem-
orable evening, after the general body
of my young scholars had gone Jhome,
T noticed, standing on the hearth near
the large fire kept buminf at one end

. of the room a little ragged lad, who I ob-
served had listened = quietly throughout
the evening. He showed no signs of leav-
ing, and  yet it was time to put the
} lights' out. said: ?

“Come, my lad, it's time to go home
now.” :

To this no reply was at first given,

“Come, 1 say, you had better go home
at once.” 'Fhen I added, somewhat
doubtfully: *If you don’t, your mother
will be asking for you.”

“Please, gir,” slowly drawled the lad,
“let me stop.”

“Stop!” said I; “What for? Indeed I
cammot. [ am going to turn the lights
out and lock the door, It's quite time
for a little boy like you to go home and
fet Ttp bed.. What do you want to stop
or s

“Please, sir,” he repeated, *do let me
stop; I won’t do no arm.”’ 4

“T canvot let you stop, my boy..Why
do you want to stop? You ought to go
lome at onee, Your mother will know

the other hoys have gone, and will won=’

der what keeps you so late.
“I ain’t got mo mother.”
“But—your father? Where is he?”
“I ain't %ot no father.” &
“Stuff ahd nonsense, my boy,” I said,
somewhat brusquely. “Don’t tell me such
stories! Yo say you have not got eith-

er a father Ar a mother. Where are your

{riends, theh? Where do you live?’
‘Ain’t gd no friends. n't iy
where!”
I was stalftied, as 1 have said, by sueh
a reply. Bufl1 did not believe it, although

many years since this little
je that “‘he lived nowhere.” It
. would 5ot perhaps have been at all won-
derful if an event which occurred so long

e, w lying ¥
deserved a whipping,
saddest little urching I h
Whieh was it? {

I looked searchingly at the child—for
he was little more thau a child—and to
this hour, as I close my eyes the face and
figure of the hoy stand out sharp and
clear before my mental vision. He had a
small, spare, stunted frame, and he was
clad in miserable rags—loathsome from
their dirt—without either shirt, shoes or
stockings. Sure enough I could see that
here was a phase of poverty far beneath
anything with which the neisy, wayward
children of my ragged school had famil-
iariged me. L
y ‘;Hmv old are you, my boy?’ I said at
ast.

“Ten sir,” he replied slowly. He
Jooked ol&&8r; but his poor little body
seemed fitter for a boy of seven or eight.
His face was not that of a child; It had
a careworl, old-mannish loek, only re-
lieved by the bright keen glances of his
small, sharp eyes. ‘This sadly overwige
face of:his together with the sound of his
querulous, high-pitched tones, as he te-
sponded glibly to my questions, conveyed
to my mind—I knew not why—-an acute
sense of pain.

Now the ice was broken, T  closely
cross-examined him, but I'am bound to
say that there was a ring of truth and
reality in his voice, and an unconscious
air of sincerity aboue him, which seon
convineced me, ere my inquiries had pro-
ceeded far, that I was on the threshold
of a revelation.

“Do you mean o say, my-boy,” 1 at
length asked for the second or third time
“that you really have no home at all, and
that you have mo father or mother or
friends?”

“Phat’'s the truth, sir, I ain’t tellin’
you no lies.”

“Where did you sleep last night?’ I
added.

or
ad ever seen.

aymarket, in.oune o’ them carts filled
with ’ay.”

“How was it you cameto the school?”’
* 3008, sir, I met a chap as I know’d,
and«he tell’d me to.come up ‘ere

&
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“I won’t déxno ‘arm, sir,” re repe\n\ﬂ

sir. 2
It was a raw winter night, . and the

sharp and _bitter east wind ‘seemed to

had sent me, and could not but see how
ill-prepared he was to resist the incle-
ment weather. My heart sauk as I re-
flected, “if all that this poor boy says is
true, - huw much he must have suffered:”
Then, tod, for the first time in my life
there rushed upon me with overwhelming
force this thought: ‘“‘Is it possible that in
this great city there are others also
homeless and destitute, “who are -as
‘young ‘as this boy, as helpless, and as ill-
prepared as he to withstand . the trials
of cold and hunger and exposure?”’ Sure-
Iy it cannot be possible, I thonght,sthat
tonight there are many such’ in this great
London of ours, this city of wealth, of
open Bibles, of Gospel preaching, and of
{Ragged Schools? ;

stood anxiously awaiting my decision.

#are there . other -poor hoys like you in
London without home or friends?” :
A grim smile of ‘some “like wonder:
at my ignoranee lighted dp hiis face as he
promptly replieds ¥
“Ohl yes, sir;. lots—'eaps’ on ’em;
more’n I could count.”

boy :eallg‘must be lyingl At any ra

1 resolved to put the matter to an im-
mediate test. Surely facts would mnot
bear the boy out! So I asked: “Now, it 1
am willing to give you some hot coffee
and a place to sleep in, will you take me
to where some of these boys are, as you
gay, lyiug out in the‘streets and show me
their hiding places?” 1

My challenge was yromptly accepted.

ould he? Wouldn’t he just!

1 know not what vigions of inm
came into that poor boy’s mind at the
bare mention of the warm meal and
cosy shelter; but a ravenous, almost wol-
fish, expression stole over his face as 1
spoke.. He nodded his head in rapid as-
sent, and when I said, “Now, my boy,
come along,” he obeyed with wonderful
Iy quickened steps.

He had not much to say on the way to
my dwelling, which was close by the
Tondon Hospital, but he kept very near
me, hig little bare 'f%? going patter
patter, on_the cold pa¥ement, his poor
rags pulled tightly across his chest, and
a wretched apology for a cap drawn
over his head and ears. He was the
picture of misery and neglect and I felt
almost stunuwed by the reflection—sup-

ose, after alk he speaks the truth! At
ast we reached my rooms. It was not
lotig before the  promised coffée was
ready, and I lost no time in getting my
ragged pupil placed at the table opposite
me. ¢
Poor little man; He had at least told
the truth about his hunger, How raven-
ously he ate and dranki I almost feared
to supply him, with such voracity did-he
swallow the food. But the lot, sweet
coffee put new vigor into his cold -little
frame. I could see him visibly brighten-
ing, and the food and warmth served to
Joosen his tongue.

He was ready with hig history as we
sat together, partly in reply. to questions
‘but more often in the form of statements
volunteered ‘in the fulness of ‘his grate-
ful heart. I found him to be withal a
quaint little vagabond, and  his sharp
Wittieisms more than once disturbed my
gravity. But there was 2 sad under-cur-
rent of miserable recollections. which oc-
casionally eawe to the surfaee. Jim Jar-

was given somewhat in the

SiT.
Mother was always slek, an’ when I wot

a little kid”—{he did not look very big
nowl)—she went to the firmary, an

t- von know|asked ! 1 S / ’ : o
q jof the Streets. . o8e, F to make-up of the pa-
b ‘thege + 117 e §
er ot cold, and where little
will never be beaten and
Do you know what th
“Ah, that’s ’eaven, sir.
“Yes, Jim; wouldn’t you
there?* and I added,
goes there must Jove Jesus. Have you
ever heard of Him, Jim?”
There wasg a gick nod of
boy seemed quites pleased
something of what I was ta

0L NS 2 [
C d me awful, an’
it ever I ronned awgy, he
an’ take my life; an’
aboard as he made smell
telled me if T tried to leave the barge the
dog ’ud be arter nie; an’ sir,
such a big, fierce un:
Dxck‘ were drunk, he’d put the dog on
me, ‘out of fun,’ he said..And look ’ere
sir, that’s what he #id wunst.”

And the poor little fellow thereupon
pulled aside some of his rags and showed

1 ame, the ed
®1one day he thrashe
his young heart; so

stranger even to human love,
opened, to the gentle voice of

Sometimes, when

lking about. | streets, and ti

“Down  in Whitechapel, along o’ the

10 thell 1
"eaps | 4

“jt”only you'll' let me stop. Please do; .

pierce to the very bone, no matter how-
snugly ome was. wrapped up I looked at’|
the little lad 'whom I noew know the Lord |'

T turned ‘to: the poor little feﬂo'yw who

“ell me, my lad,” 1 asked at length, '

This was too much of & bad thing: Tt‘/?

T gsue consisted of four. pages,
which® subscribers -paid the same

e and-belie £
long uneglected, and a | price as today, when they get 10, 12,
was b?mg 16 and sometimes 24 pages.
the Good The four pages contained twenty-

eight columns, no less than eighteen,

half an hour after midnight | or sixty-five per cent. being devoted
when at length 1 sallied forth npon my | to advertising matter. Whilst the Col-
Jim no longer following behind, | onist is naturally proud of its adver-
his hand confidently placed in | tiging patronage, it would not find it

easy to propitiate its subscribers with

quickly through the greater | thirty-five per cent. of reading matter
ten my little guide led the | today. It is at onge a testimony to tne
stability of the city and to the bus’,i-1

ness capacity of its tradesmen that
among the advertisers of 1883 are {o
be found many pames which are still
on the pages of the Colonist. These
include Rithet & o, then Welch,
Rithet & Co., J. Boscowitz, The White
House, D, Spencer, C. E. Redfern,
Goodacre & Deoley, John Weiler, T. N.
Hibben and many otners. A striking
feature of the make-up is that ka 1883
six columns of the front page were
given over to advertising and only one
to reading matter.

Then, as now, dry goods houses used
the larger space, D. Spencer filling 2
whole column. Land netices take up
a considerable space, among them one
signed R. P. Rithet, secretary of the
Moodyville: Saw Mill Company, for
permission to purchase 640 acres of
land on the east side of Thurlow isl-
and. There are on the front page two
conspicuous notices signed by Noan
Shakespeare, mayor, the one a by-law
to regulate the election of a mayor and
councillorg for the eity of Victeria, in
the year 1883; the other a by~law to
amend the by-law for prohibiting the
erection of wooden buildings. Mr.
Skakespeare still does yeoman service
for the Capital City in a department
which is the chief dispenpser of Xmas
joys 1o a community of twenty.-ﬂve
thousand souls, with all the kindliness
and courtesy which characterized him
: .ot yore.

In 1883 Canada’s firat great transcon-
tinental railway had not reached the
western - coast,  but- was battling with
the forces of nature along the han‘ﬁ
of the Fraser, An interesting adver

semaep ed . rdonk; &

ale, At is an appeal for white lal

d giyes the sel edulel of wages, e

ighes: being $185 a month for over-
scer#t &nd the lowest $1.50 a day for
laborers. M. J. Haney who  in- 1897
and 1898, buillt the Crow’s Nest rail-
way, and who is today one of the fore-
most engineers in Canada, was then
winning his spurs as engineer to Mr.
Onderdonk.

There is one interesfing little adver-
tisement, especially in view of the
vigorous - attempt of the latter day
realists to dethrone the veritable San-
ta Claus, it is a notice of a literary en-
tertainment in the Philharmonic hall

monium for the girl’s department of
the Victoria public schools. The pro-
gramme, concluded with the amusing
Xmas masque entitled, “The False S8ir
Santa Claus,” and to think that in spite
of this: exposure the old gentleman
still - survives, and is as popular as
ever,

It might be a dangerous experime.it
to invade the domain of the dry goods
advertisements. ' Still, unless it be a
dream, there are suggestions which
seam to strike a recollective chord, and
reminiscences of fashions long since
consigned to limbo by -the philistine
male which, recently have shown fate-
fui jadications of recrudescence, such
as “hoop skirts and dress improvers,”

nothing worse than a Christmas night-
mare. A

Among such a preponderance of ad-
vertising it is singular to observe that,
with one solitary exception, there are
W no advertisements by = yeal estate
agents—the exception is L. Loweabers,
and this is assuredly one of the

1;};13: lggg‘;nsc‘;xigrelg,g ugly mark as of teeth into Houndsditeh.

“I stopped ‘a. long while -with Dick,”
e continued; *1 dunno how long it wor.
I'd ‘have runned away often, but I wor
One day a man. ciame’ aboard
when Dick wor away and said as how
Dick was gone—'listed for a soldier when
he wor drunk. Se T says to him, ‘Mister,’
savs I, *will yer ’old that dog a minute £ 4
I shuts down the ’atch tight on ’em both:
and I cries, *’Ooray!l anw’ off 1 jumps
ashore, an’ runs for my werry life, an’
gets up near the Meat

f‘Y%s, sir,” he added; “I knows about

im, :

“Well, who is He? What do you
know of Him?’ court, through which we passed.
we entered at length what seemed to beé
gharply about the room, and with a tim- | a long, empty shed.
drous glance into
where the shadows fell—aud then sink-
ing his voice into a whisper, he added,
“He's the Pope o” Rome.”

“Whatever can you mean, my lad?”’
I asked in utter
told you that?”
but T' knows I'm right,”
—and he gave his rough little’ head a
pasitive nod of asgertion—"
see, mother, afore she died, always d
that when she spoke of the Pope”’—and
the boy made what is known as. the sign
of the cross—“and one day, wheu she
wor a-dyin’ in the ’firmary, a gent wor
in there in black elothes a-talkin’ to her,
an’ mother wor a-cryin’.
gun to talk about Him, sir and they both
did the same.”

“Then because yom mother made the
same sign ‘with her: fingers wlhen she
spoke ‘ahout the Pepe and about Jesus,
you thought she  was speaking of the
hsame person?”’

“Yeg sir, that’s'it;” and the boy gave
a nod of pleased ‘inteHigence.
I am setting down facts.
literally all the peoor sad knew of Him
who had left [Heaven -that He might
seek and save the
event in  the world’s history was un-
knewn in every aspect and sense to the
reathen child who sat before
iely distended eyes and weird
care-worn face, thirsting for knowledge
to which he was a stranger, and needing
as miteh ‘as any other child of Adam
the solace and comfort which the Gospel

of the Divine Love alorie conld bring.
foning, and drawing

never stops till 1
Market; an’ all that day 1 wor
old Dick’s dog ’ud be arter me.”

“Oh; sir,” coutinued the boy, liis e
now lit up with excitement; it wor foine
not to get mo thrashing, an’ mot ‘to be
afeared of nobody. I thought I wor go-
ing to be ’appy all
Iy as people took
a peRny NOwW #n
kep’ a tripe an:
a bit when I ’elpéd her
her things om t

pity on me, an’ gev me
then. One old lady as
d trotter stall gev’
at night to put
he barrer, an’ gev it a
he big chaps_on the
streets -wonldn't let me go ‘with ‘em; 80
I took up by myself.”
“Well,” said 1 “whata
Didn’t they catch you and put you in the

Then they be- | Phey dursn’t lay about
p’licemen are so Werr
by these ’ere shops.
glreen.’ I stopped under a bax‘-lrer down
there’—pointing to. a court adjoining—

& > | answers where can we find room to
but I nearly got nabbed so'I mever slep’ | 535015y our beautiful Xmas goods? T.

bout the police?

“Qh, sir, the perlice wo!
there wor no getting no rest from em.
ways kept a-movin’ me on. Some-
hen I ’ad a good stroke. of luck.
but it wor awful
What swith the
, 1 couldn’t get
mostly slep’ out
Twice I wor np afore

I got a thrippeny doss,
‘in the lodgin’-houses.
bitin’ and the scratchin’
no sleep; so in &
on the wharf.

the beak for sleepin” ounf.
often catched me,
Jet me off with &
on the sidée of ’ea
awful cross fellow caug
step, an’ he locked me up.
six days at th
said if 1 comed

“Pp there, sir,” he replied, pointing
to the iron roof of the
A this wall was the baiindary,
kick, or a good knock “There” seemed -beyond  my
d." But one night an
ht me on & door- 1 gave up quest
his chair and my own close t
fire, T fold hinu slowly, and in the simp-

lest Janguage I could command, the won-

4Continued on Page TFive.

there again he'd send me

greatest contrasts presented to the
Colonist of today. Patent megdicines
figure largely, and bere it may be noted
that while the various ills that flesh is

o A After partly | neir to seem to be permanent, and to
traversing it, he stopped, and gnided me | vary but little from one generation to
by one or two steps into a kind of narrow | another,” the names of the specifics
Here | oshange from age to age. Tnus in 1883

the one gertain remedy for everything

I found atterwards v t r)

ﬂlloiltti tlu;)ugkozlt tllx]edda{hit, g’has an"olld g:“é‘;fmﬁgfg é’:;‘:?rt 0 Oﬁase;‘m: ?3
clothes market, called “the 'Change.” It : e’ i

?ndled in a network of narrow passages, be Dr.Plerce’s, and OB e M B
eading from and into the well-known ’ s
noisy Petticoat Lae, the name of which w;‘:m'}ﬁ'elgg ttr(‘)onl‘orgli: c?éo‘c’»’a‘?t:: lg:le'!;;
has since. disappeared from the London g@se of every kind which he undertakes

there is any relationship. Dr. 8pinnéy,

but does not cure” One well known

But when, that night, I passed through | « 4 iy in Burdock’
these nar=>% lanes ‘and streets, all wis B‘{;‘;ﬁﬂegmgg;l ;\;3' lgxi;g it w‘:ll CO‘Y(l:
Lhe black and dingy shutters of { tinue jin face of the alcohol investiga-
the small, erib-like shops were closed by | tion is another matter.
strong bolts and bars, and no sound did With a reference to two striking ad-
I hear save the echo of my own foot-} yertisements this brief resume .must

olose. One is quoted because it is an

steps.
“All right, sir,” said Jim, “don’t you |'coply fllustration of what has now-a~
We'll come on ’em soon. day: éecome so general, the art of
: cos thel o iting catchy ads. It is reproduced
sharp all along in full. A flattering sign of the times.
WOI | A mong - business men is a craving for

room~—room-—raom! But echo .enly

N. Hibben & Co”

Meanwliile, we had passed through the | o other will no doubt recall tender

- im, turni i §
Elrlxeg(i'r 3)1;1(1 ﬁénﬂpsf’ﬁfﬁ 19 e Witk i memories of the little group of devout

we're there now sir.

worshippers -who in 1883 gathered to

Yon'll| read and meditate upon the writings
S e i e ’ 2 4

o L e, e e Tow Useorits

highfd:tz;d wall steod ixtx ]n-(i{ut, l%arring ‘uvcet:er :;,a:a:&,fci,‘;; B. Wﬂligznsl Johia-

our further progress; yet loo ing hastily Y Y

around, 1 conld see no tra,ges of lads. son strest, near Douglas, Ve e
Where are they Jim?” I asked in a0 | {rere a remnant at the Swedenborg

complete “SBwedenborg Library.” Was

eult in Victoria, end’is it extinet?
however, other features

8 There are,
hed of which | s”ine Colonist of January 3rd, 1383,

which claim attention. The editor was

reach. :
7 2 h D. W. Higgins, so well known, and 50
How was I to get up? Jim made light Jong and henorably associated with

well-worn :
marks by which it was possible to ascend | tB® public life of Victoria, and foday,.

as He approaches the limit of the.span
of life, occupying the editorial chair of

for the .purpose of procuring a har-|

but let fthat pass; it was probably |

partment,
the insufficiency of the post office ac~
commeadation. Tn dealing with " the
former he pointed a moral by quoting:
the recent destruction of thqurla.'!d
hotel. Has the lesson been well and
finally learned in 19067 -

Among the news items are many,
whieh will be referred to with interest.
The first column of the front page is
devoted to cabled items. ‘William
O’Brien's trial for seditious libel pub-
lished in United Ireland, had just com-
menced. He subsequently served a
term of  imprisonment, aut tempora,
aut mores! Only six months ago he
addressed a public meeting in Torento
in the interests of the Irish propagan-
da. Then follows Secretary ‘James
Blaine’s circular deprecating European
interference in Panama affairs. This
question is still with us, but.in how
different a form! By far the most im-
portant and historic news item is of
the death of Leon Gambetta, the great
French Tribune. A true orator, a true
patriot, and a true statesman. He
might have ruled France but, like two
of the most brilllant men in English
public life who were his contempor-
aries, he could not rule himself, and he
shares with Charles Stewart Parnell
ana Sir Charles Dilke Othello’s epitaph.
The comments of the BEnglish papers
which follow the account of his death
are all eulogistic. "'The French Debats
concludes with the werds; “Much will
be forgiven Gambetta in .consideration
of his love fer France' et

There s an interesting despatch
especially in view of what transpired
subsequently, canvassingithe appoint-
ment of Sir Charles Dilke to' the presi-
dency of the local government board.
It is pathetic to read this high ence-
mium upon his ability and promise so
shortly before he Dpassed’ under . the
cloud from which " he  was mever {0
emerge. & "

Of Canadian News of note there is
rather a dearth; A brief despatch
gigned “John A, Macdonald,” summons
the Federal Parliament. t¢ mget on
February 8th. ‘Then therd is a gtate-

yent that land-hag n se Ot=

1s notewo
Ross has seold the . X k2
avenue and Main: street for §115 to an
English syndicate. who will -ereet- &
palatial brick b;o:;k. The &loek subse-
quently  erected. is. now_the property
of the Canadian  Life Ing e Co.,
and on the basis of € sales on
‘Main street, would fetch not less i
$200,000. A wire from . Chieago t 18
of the installation of a complete cable
em. Singularly eneough a
¥ okohama tells of

Fathe piune - Aok

have changed much, ‘as there is a
long ' accounit of his vagaries on the
Coast, but: on this occasion his fury
seems to have been expended off San
Franoisco, where there were numerous
wrecks. A later despatch says that
that city was treated to a snowstorm
on*‘Christmas eve, s 5

th'the rep gale
T4 miles hour "~ve}go§' ‘which puts
our recent record of 54 entirely in the
shade, The uew Chu gland
‘schoo!l ‘house on the corner e and
dQutadra streets was  opened - this
ate. ; o5 E

Correspondence. ig but pod
sented in a letter of W - Hn
from a -workman, ¢omp )
hoy. is employed on the. ¥
dock at $2 a day. Probably ﬂtl?
ness of the Colonist at all times to
throw open its columns to correspond-
ence has led to the very notable ‘de-
velopment of  this indepéndent
sion of opinion which is such:
of the. paper today. ; : :
. "To conclude this dip jato long closed
pages. reference can only be made ta
two other items, but they are
prime importance. <No-one readi
very modest-announcement that James
Gordon Bennett had decided to 1ay ty
cables across the Atlantic, because h@
would no.longer consent to be at th
mercy of John Pender in gnm pe, and
Jay Gould in America, could have for- -
seen the truly magnificent  achieve-
| ments and status of ‘the %o;ammh reial
Cable Company today, and the marvel-
ous .part it has played in the histc
of the world during the last twe de-
cades of the nineteenth century. Sim-
ilarly no one reading a long and pessi-
mistic article, copied for the informa-
tion of Canadian- readers from  the
London World, anent the decadénce of
the Hudson's Bay Company, could have
foretold the recent rejuvenescence.of
that Ancient and Honorable Company,
dating from the days of Prince Ru?ert. g
which was the gioneer and is still o . ¢
many respects, the premier commercial ’
institution -in" British North America

i
0

* A man who was something of a ginr-
met ordered a dinner for himself and his
party, which, from the menn, shauld
have been very palatable; but, apparent.
ly,” it was: mot so. Course succeeded
course, and towards the end of the meal
the host could restrain ‘himself no_lou.
ger.. He called np the waiter and “ex-
postulated: :

“T ordered a good dinner, and we have
waited patiently for some satisfactory:..
dish.. The goup was a failure, the fish
a disappointment, ‘the entree uneatahle,
and I am sorry to tell you that during -
the whole dinner thefe has ‘been nothing
worth. looking at.” -

The waiter looked troubled. for an in-
stant, and then, brightening up, he said:

“If you will wait a moment, sif,

will bring you the bill.”




