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'How a Trip Across the Continent Will End in a Christ-

mas Wedding .and a. Honeymoon Spent in Victoria

-LETTER NO, L

My Dear Em:—You often say that
you never knew wherg I'li be off to
next. How eowdd . youn when I don't
myself until half an hour before train
time? . Then; ‘I throw a. few things pro-
miscuously into my suit case, and run.
1r I don’t catch the train, I go home,
throw the “few things” promiscuously
out of the suit case again, and console
myself with the thought that at least
no one outside of my immediate family
circle, can laugh at me for getting Teft,
tecause no one else knows I started—

say, but then you know I'm Irigsh, and
they are proverbially inacéurate.
That's the advantage of net publish-
ing one's plans‘or bidding one's friends
a weeping farewell, oy s ATk

1f I catch the train at the last min-
ute, all well and good; I sink into my
seat with as much apparent compogure
as if the brilliant flush on my cheeks
were not the result of execitement andg
violent exercigse, Then I ‘gaze  atten-
tively . outof - the window’ for .several
minutes j#o regover: my;hreath ‘&nd
make a menta] inventory of the_things !
I've . forgotten, «They're usually &
legion, but I pat my return ticket con-
solingly, and I-know beyond.a shadow
of -doubt that I have my tooth brush,
for it stares at me umblinkingly: evéry
time I open my hand bag, so, Why
worry? 3

But, I forgot to tell you where I'm
going. That’s the best part of it
There’s a car-load of us, pretty good
Jookers, teo, from the -glimpse I've
caught of them, and were all ticketed
straight through to Victoria, B. C. Just
think ‘of it.  Victoria! The ’‘city of
romance—of mystery! I.guess I must
have read that last sentence in a guide
book somewhere, but it sounds well, so
I'll let it go. Well, they gay all things
ceme to those who wait amd . hustle

while waiting, and when T' saw.: the

through ~ excursion = advertised -and
heard Dad say, his mining . interests
made it necessary for him to take the
trip, I felt it in my bones that-I was
going somehow. 1. hadn't’ the 'very
faintest ‘idea of the manneér-in which
the wherewithal for the tour was going.
{o be procured, for Dad's pockets are
¢mpty, I only knew that the curtain
had rung up for the play of Victoria.

I looked over ‘my belongings, to see
if théere were anything I 'could sell.
Vain hope! I possess no diamonds or
precious stones of any kind. Ng-one
of all my mining friends has-ever jpre-.
gented me with a bar ef solid silver or
a gold nugget, I haven’t a sealskind
coat, and the city residence of which I
am the proud possessor has already
enough mortgages attached . to.dt 1o,
make awnings for the windows.. ...

I cast my eyes over my belongings.
again and—I found-something! You'd
never guess what!{ My great
father's clock, and ‘my great.!ma
grandmether’s spinning -wheel!

‘I was looking for ‘a: piece’ of old
music in the bottom of the clock~—that's
where I keep dll” the raggedy pieces,
when the idea -struck me—struck me
80 hard it almost stunned me—¥'a el
the clock! I'd just seen an.advertise-
ment from a man who wanted to buy
& genuine grandfather’s clock in a ma-
hogany case.' Mine was certainly
genuine; two hundred yedr's old at
least. He should have . his heart’s
desire, and I shall have mine. What a
delightful old world it was! Blessings
on the man who fnvented the exchange
system! My hea#t jumped and jump-
ed until it nearly burst out through
ﬁllle crown of my head; hair -puffs and
all. , 5

I realized that what the clpék would,
bring ‘wouldn’t be nearly enough, to-
covéer the return trip and.an extended
stay in the city of my dreams; and my
heart = went ~ thumpty-thump, and
bumpty-bump; right down to.the.soles
of my feet. VrEss . VT <if

I didn’t.find it again for an .hour or
more, and where do you think it had
gone?. Up to the rickety old loft above
the woodshed, “where, my great,:.great
grandmother’s spinning wheel had.been
thrown years before. I'd had. it.fast-
ened above the mantel in the sitting
reom, and it got so dried out that it
:El]iito pieces gne day when father was
aking his_forty winks in front of 3
grate, The spoﬁes‘ \Of thfe.'%el‘iied]lﬁ?g
all around his: head, ahd knocked off
his new spectacles which fell on the
hearth and were smashed Into as many

pleces ‘ds they were capable of,...He | he

made a few remarks which,led me,to
belfeve. that he didn’t care.particularly
for my matérnal great, great, gm[nd-
mother or her spinning whee]. either,
80 I meekly gathered up the spokes,-
éand the round band that. holds them
in place, and.the head, .and -various
other parts, and.carried them to the
loft, where they 1lay accumulating
dust, and mierdbes, and fly specs, and
spider webs until in my hour of peed,
I rescuéd’ them from an ignomipious
fate, and they rescued me,:from—well
from Having to give up a trip I'd.set.
my heart on. 8o .much. for.the-reei~
procity system. I.don’t know much
about politics, but from henceforth,
I'm in favor of reciprocity. ;

A tub of hot soap-suds and & scruh=
bing brush, wiélded by -no novice hand;
removed all traces of -anything' 'the
most pernickety housewife might take’
exception to, but left the various mem-
bers of the spinning wheel’s body more
widely severed than before.

However, patience, and a pot of glue,
did wonders, = The wheel was intact:
but it was gray as ashes,

I've often -been told that I'm a-.per-
8on of jdeas. They’'re real good things
to have, and don’t take up any room
In a suit case. Ashes made me think
of lye, and a few applications of thdt
to my great, great, grandmother’s

Tchse of ‘not lovifig the venerable relizs

h MARJORIE.

from the value of the clock, but the
man whose heant desired it, said it
would beé as good as listening to a ser-
men- on- Sundays to wwork - with the
clock and make it go again, so he
bought it for himself and the spinning
wheel for his ‘wife, Its nice when a
man and his wife -both care for th?
same sort of things, isn’t it? You will
think me a vandal for selling th:
things, I suppose, but it was simply a

less, -but.-of doving; a trip to Victoria
more,

Before I close, I must tell you (the
fufinjest thing! You remember a’'drean
I had when I slept over a plece of your
wedding gale?. But:you ere.such a
forgetfy] little mortal I had better ie-
fresh’ Yolir memory.  I'dreamt I wis
dining in a beautiful open carriage b>-
hind a magnificent span of gyay horsas
with a coachman-and footman on the
box, . We:drew up before a large manu-
ggftu'rlng" establishment of some soct,
418 ‘the : pwner: 0f Jti jeame ; to. show .m»
'aromn?_.f He was. a man. of medium
height, with' twinkling hazel eves, a
nice: pleasant facé, but—haif, moais-
tache, and pointed: beard the exit
color of a carrot, one of those de2p
‘Grangelones, "t66; 4nd-—he was my hus-
band! Think of jt! I was liking him,
too, and wasn't a bit- worried because
he was 'a *‘carroty top:”

Now—" read, and scent an adv:n-
ture for yours truly. That man is on
thigf #xoursion train! , He's! sitting a
few seats away from me, and I've
caught him more than once, looking
at me as if he liked the shape of my
nose, or the dimple in my ‘ chin,” or
something.

Good-bye, I'm too excited to write
more, Yours as ever, ”

4 LETTER II

Here we are at some celebrated cave,
in the heart of the Rockles, I forget the
name of it, but it doesn’t matter.
You’ll know before I do. Mr. Ellerton,
that's the man I.told you of, whom I
dreamt about, you know, and I are lost
hére, hopelessly lost! If the worst
‘comes to the worst, and you never
hear of me again, youll know I'm
petrified into a statue of Venus, 'l try
and tie this note to the leg of a bat so
you'll be stire to get it. 'Bats are thick
here, ‘MARJORIE.

P. S—Don't . worry about me, I like
being lost. . M.

" LETTER III

I hope you haven’t been-shedding any
tears-over my untimely fate.. We got
‘founded ragain”. in: the most prosale
‘waysdmaginable. .It's just. my. Juck!
Tive'always wanted to be.the heroine
‘of ‘@ world-wide adventure that would
malke delightful little creeps run shiv-
jeringly up and down everyone's back
‘wiiéntthay reat :about it; and to have
ithie: . chante of a lifetimeg-fall flat like
‘thisl «+That’s not the worst of my sor-
nowg either, ‘not by:a“long way. If you
‘haké tears, prepare to shed them now
‘for your | friend, The hero of my
dreams—=my knight of the earroty hair
—ig married!"

I .can’t. write' any more.  I'm: heart
‘broken, I think. What; did he want to
ibe in such ‘a hurry . getting ' married
for? Why didn’t he wait until he had
seen me? What's the good of dreams
anyhow? . Good-bye;

1 MARJORIE.

LETTER 1IV.

T've quarreled with Mr, Ellerton. He's
tob hateful to live. All carroty-haired
mheh ‘are’ 1 never could bear them, ani
now 1 simply hate them. It was bad
enough to find he was married, but
then, of course he couldn't help that.
T've no doubt since he met me, he has
ofteri’ wished ‘he wasn't. I can forgive
him that, but the other! .Never. I'll
tell ‘you about it when next I write.
T'll be’'cooled off by that time, if I
haven’t ‘I'll be burnt to a cinder, and
if's afl that detéstable man. . What are
men “for-anyway?

! MARJORIE.

: LETTER V.

| § n will be _wendering ‘what Mr.
Hlferton has done te merit my dis-
pleasure. Well, it’s about the clockand
the spinning whee] that the tale hangs.
We, seemed (the carroty top and I) to
€. such.good . friends that we became
‘confidential—at -least I, did—angd ‘told
him how I had raised money ‘for the
trip, . He seemed guite interested and
Lsympathetic, and said he should al-
ways feel grateful:to my ancestors for
possessing such things. But, would
vou believe. jt, the next morning every
bady in fhe.ear knew:rabout it, and one
meddleseme old woman- réad me a lec-
ture on frivolity and said she would
haye parted with her life sponer than
Wwith 0ld heirloems like that. And one
[Fich old man went to dad!— to:dad,
miing _yon!,and. asked _permission - to
buy 'tiie,'a,rtlcles back again, and pre-
.sent them to me.

.Dad came to me in a great temper,
‘asking why on earth I wanted to tell |
my private business to strangers. Why
‘indeed! He might well ask, T'm
jashamed to.lpok any one in the face.
I'm going.to haye the porter make up
my berth, and ™'l pretend .I'm sick—
and so I am—at heart, and stay in it |
unti] the end of the trip. Good-bye, |

MARJORIE,

. LETTER VI.
I've declded not to have my berth

made up. TI'll go inte the dressing!
foom instead and -curl my hair, and |
put.a ribbon in it. Then, T'll get into !
my  prettiest blouse, and flirt to beat!

8pinning whee] brought to it that dull
vellow look which accompanies old age.|
or an inactive liver. - A fcoat of boiled.:
linseéd ofl completed tHe cure, and I |
had a spinning wheel of which mY!
Venerable ancestress would have been
proud,

A younger brother, possessed of an
enquiring mind, had taken the works
of the clock apart one Sunday when
the rest of the family were at church
to see where .the tick came from. I
bresume he found the.‘“tick” and -put
1t in his packet, for we were -never

| man who sits opposite.

everything swith that nice looking dark

'l show old '

carroty-top a few things. So long. |
MARJORIE.

]
TN, |
LETTER VI !

Such fun as I had last night with the
dark young man. His name is Amott.l
and he lives in Vancouver. He says
Victeria is a sleepy old place, and hf.‘I
is sure-I won’t like jt. He-says I may )
as well make up my mind to wear my |
skirts up above my boot tops, when I}

able to find it again, This detracted

for its a foot deep in winter, and the

get there, to keep them out of the mud, ! '

dust is a foot deep in summer. Then
its never safe to go out summer. or
winter without an umbrella, although
often it’s no use, for the wind turns it
inside out. Now isn’t that just miser-
able! However, it’'s a small “matter
compared with my other —worries,
There’s a green eyed gir] sits = behind
me, and she always makes me think
of a cat; she is so soft, ang sly, and
purry, and when you 1€ast expect it,
she makes, a~dive at you with a sharp
elaw, and gives you a 'seratch. She
was telliig’ me this morning that Mr.
Ellerton’s ‘wife was a queer looking
old guy, and she knew he was asham-
ed of her for he hever took her any
place. She (the cat) presumed he was
thankful ‘to get away from her for
awhile and Have a  good time, with
some omne younger than his wife and
more congenial and -amusing. Only,

and here her eyébrows went up, and,

she smiled that hateful, ~mischief-
making smile, it wasn’t quite fair to
the young lady who was furnishing him
with the amusement for, of course—
people would talk! Then she began to
purr again, and said she thought my
kat was so becoming, and it was so
nice that I had such a lovely com-
plexion. Why is there always some-
thing to worry one? Good-bye,
MARJORIE.

LETTER VIIIL,

I'm ashamed to write it, and I
wouldn’t to anyone but . you, but I
keep thinking about him all the time,
so I suppose he must be my affinity—
or one of them, for they say a person
may have a dozen affinities, and that’s
what makes so much trouble in the
world,  People born in the same elec-
tric circle are attracted to each other
like a needle and a magnet, and they
can’t help it. I alwaysg thought it a
lot of rot, before. Now—— I don’t
know. Your perplexed

MARJORIE.

LETTER IX,

We are nearing Vancouver, - and I
fi I have, as usual, put my foot in it.
I don’t mean Vancouver. I mean in
my own .affairs. I had snubbed Mr.
Ellerton for a whole half day, so-per-
sistently and been so utterly hateful
and rude, that he insisted on knowing
the reason—— I like g man who in-
sists—— My! if you had seen his face
when I told him! I never saw a man
in such a rage. ‘“How dare you think
that of me?”" he said. “How dare
you?” - I presume that green-eyed cat
who sits behind you overheard our
conversation about the clock and the
spinning “swheel and repeated it with
variations ‘ffom seat to seat. I wish I
had her ' in;.a sack welghted with
stones. I'd drop her into the first
water hole we came to.”

The little tantrumg I get
nothirig éompated to his.
believe now that red-haired people
have fiery; tempers, But— I like a
man with a fiery temper. There now,
you have it! Think what you like.

MARJORIE.

into are
I'll always

LETTER X.

T've the greatest joke to tell you, I
laugh whenever I think of it. You will
remember how I flirted, or tried to
flirt with Mr. Arnott—for I really did
it all. Well, when we got off the train
at YVancouver, a very pretty and
stylishly dressed lady holding a cute
little boy by the hand, wa% walting to
greet him, She seemed overjoyed—and
so did he—angd the little boy called him
“papal” :

MARJORIE.

P. s.—We are on the boat now, en
route for Victoria.
couver at all. Its a dirty mud hole,
and I wouldn’t live there for anything.
Such rain and fog I never saw.

MARJORIE,

: LETTER XI,

¥ had just finished writing that last
letter, and we were sitting in-the din-
ing saloon-at dinner when there was a
shock that set things rattling. I
bumped against dad.on one side, and
then against Mr, Ellerton on the other.
and they both put their arms around
mie. It was quite execiting, and I
wasn’'t & bit nervous jus§ at first, in
fact I rather enjoyed it. Then they
all commenced to eat ag if nothing had
happened, and I avas rather disappoint-
ed—mingd you never tell this—that there
wasn't another shock for—well for
obvious reasons, at least if they’re not
obvious, you've made a mistake and
got married before you met your
affinity. *

Presently the captain came and said
there had been an accident, and he
wished us all to go on deck, where we
would be transferred to another boat.

Dad is excitable, as you know, and he

HENRY?
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I didn’t like Van- [

at once jumped to the conclusion that

jumped up the stairs to the deck as
fast as he could=-turning ardund, every
second to see if I were following. Mr.
Ellerton kept calm—— I  like a man
who keéeps his head when there is
danger—— I asked him if he “thought
we should be drowned. He said he
didn’t think there was the slightest
fear, but if the worst came to the
worst, he would save mé, or die with
me. Then he bent and kissed me In
the dark. MARJORIE. ¢
LETTER XII

Well, . we _were  transferred . to an-
other hoat and taken back to _Van-
couver. It was still raining, and I
fiope the next generation will be born
with permanent umbrellas over their
heads. for. I'm sure they’ll need them.
Weé aré on our watery way to Victoria
again, but I haven’'t let dad out of
earshot—for an instant since he came
on board, and I have 'scarcely spoken
te Mr. Ellerton since last night. (I
guess that’s why I took such a dislike
to Vancouver, I presume on a dry day
the place is all right.) He looks as if
bis ‘conseierice were troubling him, and
I. Hope ft'is, .J. hope ke Wil be sea-
sick, too, How dared he kiss me last
night just because it was dark, and I
was frightened! .
MARJORIE.

LETTER XIII

We're in Victoria at last, and it's all
my fancy painted it—and more—it’s
Venice in' a’ Canadian : setting. Van~
couver can’t.compare with'it, To-mor-
row I'm going out to see, and explore
—and shop. Fancy Indian  bazaars,
Oriental bazaars, and big, up-to-date
shops of all sorts on the one 'street.
Then Hindus, Chinamen, Jack<tars,
and no end of Indians and their
klootchmen | ;(mieaning | wives) and
peautifidly &resded: lddles, and lots of
pretty girls, and the most beautiful
hotel with palm trees growing on the
Jawn, and the parliament buildings like
some grand old -English castle, only
larger, of course, ahd Wwith beautiful
lawns, and you haye an idea of what
this Queen city is like as one first sees
it. For* you are not confronted here
as you are in every other city with
miles of vile smelling railway tracks
and working' men’s shacks. You get
off the boat and you dare there! Right
in the heart of the eity. .

MARJORIE.

LETTER XIV.

I'm so happy I hardly know how to
live. After dinner last night I wand-
ered off into a secluded corner of the
palm room of the hotel—it's. an im-
mense big place, a sort of conservatory,
you know, only there are mo flowers,
just palms-and ferns. " Mr. Eilerton
wandered off - in search of seclusion;
tog, and when he sat down beside me
he seemed quite surprised to find ms
there. I hadn’t spoken to him for ever
so long, not since we had got In the
boat that' afternoon, and now it was
after eight; but I couldu’t resist calling
his attention to a wvaesnt: writing desk
at the farther end of the,room, and.ad-
vising him to write a letter to his wife,

Marjorie?” he’ said. ~ BYf”theéte if you
think you are going to Eet a synopsis
of the conversation “wHick’ followed,
you are mistaken. We:ihave decided
to be married on Christmas Day and
spend our honeymoon here. I hopedad
won’t think it too sudden,

However, look forMmy. cards, as soon
after Christmas as they, ¢an reach,you.
Lovingly, " MARJORIE.

P. 1 forgot to tell you that Mr.
Ellerton’s guy of a wife, was only an-
other yarn of that green-eyed cat on
the train. She wanted him 'herself.

..MARJORIE.

A

we should all be drowned.. -Then he.

“When, am I going to have a wife,.

The Times Nature Club

J

Although British Columbia has such
a wealth of woods very few compar-
atively know anything about them.
Probably the huntér who spends.the
beginning of almost every week in the
hills knows them bétter than anyone
else, but his mission is to kill sp that
he cannot have the sympathetic ap-
preciation that anyone might have who
goes out for the real lowe of being ju
ithe wilds. Many people living in c-
toria seem as far from nature as they
would living in the smoke and dirt of
Whitechapel. Théy are interested in
little except money or social duties.
They do not even dig in their own gar-
dens. It is a curious life. It is a great
pleasure to know that there are many
others who take a deep interest in the
life of the wild oreatures and the flow-
ers and trees, $

No one can be an artist without v~
ing much in the open air among the
trees and flowers. The lady who would
decorate her rooms effectively must go
out and see how nature distributes her
flowers and foliage in order to get the
best effects, Even now in the month of
December the ferns in the woods serve
as splendid object lessons,

It has sometimes been said that for
those who cannot go out into the woods
and fields the best substitute 8 a good
beok on some natural history subject.
It is doubtful if that is the case. The
person who does not care enough about
the beauties of nature will in all prob-
ability not care even te read ' about
them. The Nature Club department of
the Times is read chiefly by those who
are interestéd in the work of Creation
as wel] as in the poor imitations of the
cities. The books help the mnature
student in hig Studies. They give the
cbservations and experiences of other
naturalists- and help him to see things
which unaided he would néver lonk:
for,

Cat’s Loyalty,

Titus was a royal cat, and was waite-
ed on like any king. It was perhaps
because of this that he had so much
respect for royalty, which he alwaya
showed by rising to his feéee{ when he
heard the national anthem playad.
People would not believe when they

were told that the old cat would 4o
that. They thought that his master
was looking when he told them about
it,

One evening, there were.a number of
visitors at the hpuse where Titus lived.
They had been enjoying some music,
and, in one of the intervals, the ques-
tion of the cat's loyalty to the king
was mentioned. The visitors would not
believe it. “Let us gee if he will rise
this time,” saild one of them.

Titus was lying like a king on a
purple velvet cushion. He had taken
no potice of either the visitors or the
music., Around his neck was a ¥ttle
string of bells, which doubtless he
thought was a string of royal jewels.

A lady weated herself at the piano,
and playsd Yankee Deedle. Titus took
net the slightest notice.  Then she
piayed “The Mape Leat for Ever,” but
that 41d nét disturh his majesty, With—
aut & step, she then ehanged to “God
Save the King.” Titus pricked up his
ears and listened. AIll eyes were turn-
o4 his way, but net & ssund was heard
exeept the plane. Then Titus rose,
stretched himself, and losked around
atl the rest ef the cempany as much as
to say; “Why den't yeu stand up?”

They séemed te understand at once,
and all rese to their feet, and when the
lady stopped playing everyone caress-
ed the old cat. But he took no notice
of them, and, in a few minutes, return-
ed to his cushion, where he murmured
a low rumbling cat-song, and soon
went to sloeep.

Caring For' Flowers,

“Oh, I do just love flowers,” ex-
claims some lady when she is given a
bunch of roses or. when she sees the
emiling garden that somegne else has
planted and tended. Yet this same
lady if given a plant will often proceed
to let it die as quickly as it knows how.
The,loving:is all a pretence or it would
show itself .in sufficient. effort to give
& plant water every day to keep it
alive, with now and then g repotting or
spraying if-it should be attacked by
insect enemies. The person who loves
flowers. is the one who js willing to
give them a little time and effort. No
one else loves them, It would be just
as reasonable to say that you love your
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A Bargee’s Ghristmas

HOW THE GREAT HOLIDAY
IS SPENT ON THE
THAMES."

{From the London News,)

“First of all I drink the health of my
wife, my children, and the boat 1
have the honor to captain.”

So spake the skipper 6 of the good

barge Lizzie, of Rochester, as she lay
swinging at her moorings in the swirl
ot the flood tide off Bankside, The
poky little cabin where he was munch-
ing his Christmas dinner was. neatly
decorated with a few sprigs of holly
and mistletoe. He was a rugged old
salt, who had spent his best years
barging on the estuaries of the Thames
and Medway. 3

Opposite the skipper sat the crews—
a gaunt youth whose grin was so broad
that it distorted his ruddy counten-
ance. A bonny black-earéd barber—
the Lizzie's watch-dog—squatted on
déck and peered fdown the open hatch-
way at the Christmas festivities,

“And now I give the toast of the
crew, absent friends, and all the rest
of ’em.”

The skipper tipped a mug of sluggish
beer to his mouth and’ gulped audibly.

“Ay, ay, said the' éréw, who did
likewise,

. A . - . . .

Christmas Day on the mudflats off
Bankside célebrated by the _ bargees
with a joviality well in keeping with a
mariner’s life, Off the Surrey bank of
the river, ‘between Blackfriars and
Southwark Bridges, there is a fleet of
red-safled boats either weather bound
or waiting to take cargoes Noreward.
Bankside is a region of desolation. To
get aboard the Lizzie T had to thread
my way through deserted hay wharves
and ironworks, where the clang of
hammer and rod was stilled., I had
hurried over Sputhwark bridge, where
not a human soul ventured in the bit-
ing north easter that blew in ecruel
gusts up the river. I ran—to keep my-
self warm—along the straggling path
where years' ago stood the pleasure
gardens and theatres contemporary
with Shakespeare, Ben Jonson, and
Fletcher,

St., Paul's loomed across the water,
the only majestic monument to bring
home to one's mind the lofty signifi-
cance of Christmas Day., The slanting
shadows/of the dving sun could just b2

traced upon the Cross.
| shallows near the ironworks were two
{ or three craft with strange cargoes.
IHere a lighter with & cargo of old
: rusty horseshoes; there a cargo of iron

Moored in the!

wheels without spokes, and a barge
full of empty beer barrels. Before the
bitter wind the deserted river flowed
swiftly, angrily, lashing the black sur-
face inte white crested wavelets, The
red. sailed fleet, straining at the ropes,
answered with.a lurch and a grpan.

‘“Hark, the herald—" A human
voice wafted across the mudfiats. The
tinkling notes.of a mandolin struck my
ears. There was no one to stop me
from jumping into a dinghy,
jumped and pulled myself leeward. of
the Lizzie by means of the mooring
ropes. A jet of blue smoke that smelt
gtrongly of herring curled out of the
cabin chimney. The watch-dog aldrm-
ed all on board by a ferocious bark,
and the skipper welcomed me with a
fine' seasonable greeting.
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“We look like being weathérbound,
don't wé?’ he said, smacking his lips
after a dainty morsel of fried herring.
“There’s enough sting in this wind_to
keep us here a long time, It's been
dirty weather on the river this week.
I was just longing to get back home
at Rochester. But life’s uncertain with
us bargees even at Christmas time. A
seafaring family like ours must put up
with the funpy pranks of the elements.
I've got a son now in the Red Sea
spending his Christmas trying to keep
cool. I don’'t know which of us is the
better off. I've been walking up and
down the Lizzie all the morning on the
look-out for someone to split a word
with, and T'm glad to see you. Won't
yer come down and have a bite? We
ain’t got much to offer, but it’s nice
and cosy and warm,

“It’'s years. I've been aboard a
Thames barge, but I can’t remember
as how I spent such a silly Christmas
as  this. You know—gloomy, cold,
nothjng to do but think .of how other
people are sitting nice ‘by their fire-
sides, Of course, we didn’t know you
were coming, else we’d have got in
extra specital rations. Christmas din-
ner means just a bit extra for the two
of us—that’s all. Something tasty—a
lcng mug of. beer and an extra ounce
of flesh; what you might call a barge's
two-ounce table d’hote on herring and
mutton.”

We are & merry party. The skipper
has invited on board the first hang of
the Southward, another weather-bound
craft which is tiding over-Christmas to
take a cargo of coal to Brentford. Her
captain has grown sick of it, and has
gone ashore to spend Christmas with
some friends. Seated round the il
stove, we tell each other Christmas
tales—creepy tales about the phantom
bargees that are supposed to fiit wup
and down the water in the dark nights.

We close the hatchway and puff cigar-
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ettes. A bargee who puffs cigarettes
instead of a pipe is a rare bird on the
Thames,, The skipper plays his man-.
dolin,

There are Christmas junketings be-
low deck on the other barges. On some
the mibffii'is ‘mdre suimptuous—a Christ-
mas pudding made by the absent wile
has been sent from home through the
post, and is being worshipped by the
captain and his crew ipn a purple halo
of whisky light.. Over. .the  mudfiats
fioats & faint discord of sound. It is
the clash of laughter and concertina.

So Father Christmas is not forgotten
even on the bosom of Father Thames,
ANd the ohly craft that skims over the
Tuffffled -water -is - the - black-hutied
pelice boat with its eagle-eyed watch
dogs. A i

ON-AND OFF CHAT

*_ ABOUT FAT
BT i

The soclety reporter picked up the
following’ gem at Madam Brewster's
not twenty-four hours ago: One of her
millienaire custemers: struggling into
a new gown asked the famous costum-
er How she kept her figure in such su-
perb shape. “You habitually eat and
drink heartily and even thoughtlessly,
not to say rietously at times,” she
complained, “whereas I live like a her-
mit, - Yét I can’t keep slim and; ap-
parently, you can’t get fat.” “Gulilty,”
replied the fashien egarina. “I admit
I. don’t fattem up nér do I thin dowh,
but it is because I have the power, my
dear Mrs. —— (the name almost slipped

out), to =say to my fat “Thus far and |

no farther.’ I don’t exercise mor diet
nor run any danger of wrinkles or
stomach trouble either. Here is the se-
cret.” Bhe wrotée a few words on a
slip of paper and handed it to her
questioner. “Cet that fillled at the
druggist’s,” she concluded, “take a tea-
spoonful after meals and at bedtime
and-you will pever get any fatter than
you want to be. You can take off a
pound a day with this receipt, if you
want to.”

Being fat herself and fully alive to
the tremendous value of these state-
ments to fat folks éverywhere, the so-
clety reperter committed an unpardon-
able social sin; she peeped’ over the
lady’s shoulder—and this is what she
saw:  “For Bxcess Fat, sifiplest, saf-
est, cheapest, most helpful receipt of
ady: One-half ounce Marmola, ¥
ounce Fiuld Extract Carcara Aromatic,
4%, ounces Peppermint Water.”

A -
There are still living a few sons and
daughters of men who fought at Trafal-
gar, and some of the wreaths sent for the
decoration of the Nelson monument in
London were from these descendants.
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dog and keep him lhutup"ltholtm{
water as to say that the person who
neglects flowers loves them, "

Ruskin speaking of flowers Bpays?
“Flowers seem intended for the solace
of Hhumanity. Children
quiet contented, ordinary, people love
them as they grow; luxurious and dis-
orderly people rejoice in them gathere
ed. They are the cottager’'s treasure; .
and in the ¢rowded town mark; as with #
a little broken fragment of rainbow, |
the windows of the workers in whose |
hearts rest the covenant of peace.”

To grow a flower means a hundred
times more than to pluck it or to look
at those that other people have grown.
To be a producer of beauty in this
world is one of the greatest privileges.

As g rule the people in Victoria are
fond of flowers. The gardens of Eng-
land are noted, but there are more
pretty gardens in Victoria, consider-
ing its size and population than in any
town I know in England, and yet how
much more beautiful Victoria might be
if qnly everyone would make the most
of the plot of garden which is set aside
for flowers or which might be s0 set
aside,

This is the time of year when some
of the garden flowers should' be plant-
ed. Many of the bulbs may yet be
grown Quring the coming year if they
are put Into the ground at once. The
snowdrop and crocus blooms very early
and the daffodil soon follows. Nearly
all of the blubs may be grown here
with great effect, ang they well repay
the little amount of work necessary \
to grow them.. The following lines are
by Sir Alfred Austin, poet laureate:

Had I a garden, it should be
AH smiling to the sun

And after bird and butterfly
Children should romp and. run,

Had I a garden, alleys green
Should lead where none would guess
Save lovers, to exchange unseen
Shy whisper and caress.

Han I a garden, claustral yews
Should shut out railing wind

That poets might on sadness muse
With a majestic mind,

Had I a garden, it should grow
Shelter where feeble feet

Might loiter long or wander slow
And deem decadence sweet,

An Idea] Garden,

A well known writer on gardening
has said: ‘“To make a garden that
shall closely approach one’s ideal it is
best to let the flowers grow much as
they list, to let wild nature have her
way, even on well-tilled ground. A
little of rose gardens, of wild gardens,
of water gardens, of rock gardens and
a little of flower gardens, if carefully
blended would bloom into a pléasuance !
full .of charm if the tending wers with
care and nét precision, with pride and '
yet not with proudness, with tender-;
ness, yet not lacking in firmness. Be-
fore attempting to blend the one With
the ‘other it is well to know something
of the ways of plants, their likes and
dislikes, their good points and bad, so
that one’s knowledge of the lndlvldm!!
flowerg may stand the final and su-
preme test of their association’ in a
| gardefi ‘where the plants shall not enly

1 grow but live, and in fiving give of th!

pure joy that is wWithin them.” -
The Silver Fox.

Editor Nature Club,—I should like to
bring to the attention of your readers
the faet that there is in the Century
Magazine for December the first instal-
ment of a story by Ernest Thompson
Seton, which promises to be most in-
teresting, It is called “Domino Reyn-
ard of Goldur Town,” and is the his-
tory of a nilver fox. To give an idea
of the fund of information to be gain-
ed from reading this story . wholly a
part from the story interest I will
quote a paragraph or two:

“Only those wise in the woodlore of
the north can fully know the magic in
the rname ‘silver fox.’ He is not of dif-
ferent kind, but a glorified freak of the
red race.- His parents have been the
commonest of red foxes, yet nature in
extravagant mood may have showered
all her gifts on. this favored one of the
offspring, and not only clad him in a
marvellous coat, but gifted him with
speed, and wind, &nhd brains, above his
kind, to guard his perilous wealth. And
need he has of all such power, for this
exquisite robe /is so mellow, rich, 80—
wonderful in style, with _its glossy
black and delicate frosting, that it ‘s
the most desirable, the most precious
of all furs, worth many times its
weight in gold, the noblest - peltry
known to man. It is the proper robe of
kings, the appanage of great imperial
thrones to-day as was the Tyrian pur-
ple in the days of Rome. This is in-
deed the huntér’'s highest prize, but so
-guarded by the cunning brain and the
wind and limb of the beast himself,
that it is through rare good luck,
ratlier than through hunter’s skill that
a few of these fur-jewels are taken
each year in the woods,

“There are degrees of rank among
these patricians, They range in qual-
ity even ag diamonds range, and the
runters have a jargon of their own to
express all shades between the cross
and the finest silver black,

“His quality may scarcely show in
summer, and a silver cub, while in the
nursery eoat, might pass for a common
fox. It is the approach of winter that
brings ougsthe beauties of the gifted
ene,” :

Protecting Birds.
« A eonference of-interstate delegates
appeinted to devise measures for the
proteetion of inseetivorous birds was
held in Melbourne, Australia, recently.
With the exception of New South
Wales all the states of the Common-
wealth were represented. W. 'C.
Maclean (Victoria) presided, and: there
were present Sir John Forrest (W. A.J),
Messrs, E. Archer (Q.), J. W. Mellor
(8. A), and A. L. Butler (Tasmania.)
The Australasian Ornithologists® Union
was represented by A. J. Camp-
bell.  Resolutions were carried unani-
smously by the effect thaat the Com-
monwealth ministry should, as seon as
possible, introduce - legislative meas-
ures in the interests of the protection
.0f bird life to supplement the existing
atatd-laws; that reciprocity be urged
between the state that the onus of
proof of protected birds haying been
breught from, or into any state should
be en the person having such game in
‘his possession, after one week follow-
ing the commencement of the -close
season for such game; that Sunday
| should be proclaimed by the govern=
ment of each State as close season,
~within & deﬁn@d radius of each town, -
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