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7ARE MASTERS 

OF THE ATLANTIC
vessels in the world under our feet.

"It was no small step that was tak
en by the Canadian Pacific railway 
when this fast Atlantic steamship 
service was Inaugurated with the two 
sister Empresses, the one of Ireland 
and the other •of Britain. The service 
means this: That it Is now possible 
for those who desire the highest 
standard of speed and luxury in travel 
to proceed direct to British North 
America in British ships. There is no 
longer any reason either for the mil
lionaire or the settler to approach 
Canada by way of the United States. 
The quickest, most direct and most 
comfortable route for all now, who1 
wish to reach any point in Canada, 
from Nova Scotia to Vancouver, is 
the C. P. R. from Liverpool or Lon
don right through.

"It is a striking fact that aboard 
one of. these magnificent ships one 
may fake one’s ticket direct to any 
part of the habitable globe; and all 
the way to the extreme far east, as 
also to the far west, one may enjoy 
the satisfaction of remaining under the 
highly efficient care of the C. P. R. 
Certainly the C. P. R.’s Atlantic serv
ice is an innovation which has a wide 
imperial significance for Britishers.

."Here, indeed, one has the very tri
umph of skill, order, discipline, organ
ization and "the application of science 
to commerce. Here are lessons and 
models for' those who control the 
world's finest hotels, clubs, hospitals 
machine shops, or sanatoria. Here 
are tangible delights for dreamers 
about social Utopias; here, if they will 
use a little reflection, are object les
sons in plenty for statesmen, pto-oon- 
suls, social reformers, colonists and 
ministers of war and education. One 
brain rules and controls this floating 
town of 2,000 inhabitants which safely 
speeds upon its desired course through 
Atlantic fogs and among icebergs, se
cure, calm, quiet and Smoothly or
dered as the operating theatre 
great hospital.

“The C. P. R. R. M. S. Empress of. 
Britain is an empire in little. Sbo 
is British to the last rope yarn in her 
boatswain’s locker; she is a miracle 
in being of efficient co-ordination, and 
a most compelling argument in fa 
of an ‘All-Red’ steamship girdle round 
the British Empire.

“Incidentally, one may add that 
perienced travelers affirm that, in 
these ships, the C. P. R. has produced 
the last word in the 
transit.
that of the 350 first saloon passengers 
the Empress of Britain brought across 
the Atlantic on her last passage from 
Canada 130 were American citizens 
traveling from different parts of the 
United States via Canada for the sake 
of the speed and comfort of this 
route.’’—A. J. Dawson.

not the Saints now accomplish her 
second wish and bring back him who 
had. fled?1 Her thoughts 
and more confused.
Martin Becker, now Herr Tiralla, and 
now the angel with the flaming sword. 
She crouched low to the^ ground. Woe, 
woe, was he going to punish her with 
the glittering sworo? But the sword 
fell suddenly from the angel’s hand. 
There it lay gleaming in
His hand was laid cqplingly ___
hot brown—no, this was no longer the 
cherubim driving sinners from Para
dise; this was Rozia, Rozia's hand, 
and this her dress.

“Help! Help!" Frau Tiralla. __ 
if awakening from a terrible dream, 
clung to her daughter. “Help me! 
Help me! Shall I be damned? 
speak; help me!"

“And the daughter replied: “I wilt 
pray for you, night and day. Be calm, 
my mother, I will plead for you.” Ro
zia laid her two hands on the dè- 
spairing, cringing woman. A stream 
of serenity, a saving power, seemed to 
go forth fronTthe firm, thin hands. 
l his was no longer Rozia, the young 
daughter, the delicate girl, who now 
stood there with head erect, growing 
taller and taller before the eyes of 
the sinner seeking help. Nor was it 
Rozia’s voice. It was the voice of one 
more powerful, sounding above the 
rush of the morning wind. It was the 
bride of Christ. But not the humbly 
adoring virgin; it was the bride of 
Christ, the Church itself, the voice of 
which tjngs far across the wide fields 
L.i tower of Starawies, and farther 

still, and ever farther mightily 
the whole wide world.
.......ES° te absolve a peccatis tuis." ’ ”

A ROMANCE OF 
ANCIENT GREECE

night long. The streams bubble with 
cool water. M. Susa thé palace is 
fairer than worn may tell. Hither the 
court comes each summer for the 
tedious glories of Babylon. The col
umns of the palace reach up to heaven, 
but no walls engirdle them, only cur
tains green, white and blue—whilst the 
warm, sweet breeze blows always 
thither from green prairies/

“ ‘You draw a picture fair as the 
plains of Elysium, dear lady/ spoke 
Glaucon, his own gaze following the 
light that burned in here, ‘and yet I 
would not seek refuge even in the 
king’s court with all its beauty. There 
are times when I long to pray the 
god, “Give to me wings, • eagle wings 
from Zeus’s own bird, and let me go to 
the ends - of the earth, and there in 
some charmed valley I may find at last 
the spring of Lethe water, the water of 
forgetfulness that gives peace.” ’

‘‘Roxana looked on him; pity was in 
her eyes, and he knew he was taking 
pleasure in her pitying.
Magic Water Not Drunk From Goblet^

“ ‘The magic water you ask is not to 
be drunk from goblets,’ she answered 
him, ‘but the charmed valley lies in 
the vales of Bactria, the ‘‘Roof of the 
World,” high amid mountains crowned 
with immortal snows. Every good tree 
and flower are here, and here winds 
the mystic Oxus, the great river 
sweeping northward. And here, if any
where, on Mazda’s wide, green earth, 
can the trouble-tossed have peace.’

“ ‘Then it is so beautiful?’ said the 
Athenian.

“ ‘Beautiful/ answered Mardonius 
and Artazostra together. And Roxana, 
with an approving nod from her bro
ther, arose and crossed the tent where 
hung a simple harp.

“ ‘Will my Lord Prexaspes listen/ 
she asked, ‘if I sing him one of the 
homely songs of the Aryans in praise 
of the vales by the Oxus? My skill is 
small/

“ ‘It should suffice to turn the heart 
of Persephone, even as did Orpheus,’ 
answered the Athenian, never taking 
his gaze from her.

“The soft light of the swinging 
lamps, the heavy fragrance of the 
frankincense which smouldered on the 
brazier, the dark lustre of the singer’s 
eyes—all held Glaucon as by a spell. 
Roxana struck the harp. Her voice 
was sweet, and more than desire to 
please throbbed through the strings 
and song.”

LONDON HAS A 
DOG CEMETERY
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One of the most interesting features 

of the Saturday issue of the Westmin
ster Gazette is the review of striking 
Continental novels and other books. 
Recently a 
entitled

Herewith is reproduced ''from the 
London Standard and St. James Ga
zette the first of a series of articles 
from the pen of A. J. Dawson, who 
was a member of the distinguished 
party of British journalists who vis
ited Victoria in August last :

“The blood of most Englishmen is 
stirred to some kind of responsiveness 
by the sight of a great ship putting 
to sea. We know that those who pro
test that'steam killed romance are as 
far from the truth as were those who 
thought the introduction of regularly 
running stagecoaches achieved the 
same fell purpose. It is undoubtedly 
the element of romance which draws 
folk to the waterside, and holds them 
there as interested spectators, the 
while a great ocean liner, freighted,e 
it may be with a couple of thousand' 
human souls, puts out to sea from the 
home port in the old land, bound for 
the new lands of another world.

“The crowd is right, indubitably 
right. The scene is instinct with 
mance; the great ship is compact of 
all the elements of unwritten story 
and adventure. For us these won
derfully frequent departures are a no
table part of the pageantry of empire.

“Even in Liverpool, where such de
partures are of almost daily occur
rence, the spectacle they present is 
what theatrical managers call *a safe 
draw.’ The magnificent landing stage 
beside the Mersey is always thronged 
on these occasions. The crowd may 
be of lçsser or of greater magnitude; 
but always there is a crowd; and al
ways. at some moment during the de
parture, that crowd thrills in response 
to the romantic element, the imperial 
significance, which gives these events 
their rqal relationship with such out
standing crises in the world’s history 
as the setting forth from these shores 
of Drake, Raleigh, Frobisher, Dam- 
pier, Cook and

Public Opinion.—Bulwer Lytton, who 
made a notable attempt to reconstruct 
Pompeii as it was immediately before 
its destruction, 
romance entitled “Pausania^ the Spar
tan.” This, we believe, was the only 
English work of fiction dealing with 
ancient Greece prior to the publication 
this year of “A Victor of Salamis,” by 
an American writer, Mr.^^lTilliam 
Stearns Davis (The Macmiflan Com
pany, 6s.)

Mr. Davis has chosen for treatment 
the invasion of Greece by Xerxes I., 
the son of Darius, with its battles of 
Thermopylae, Salamis, and Plataea 
K481-479 B. C.) “Had,” hewthily says, 
“Athens and Sparta succumbed to this 
attack of Oriental superstition, and de- 
potism, the Parthenon, the Attic 
theatre, the Dialogues of Plato, would 
have been almost as impossible as if 
Phidias, Sophocles, and the philos
ophers had never lived.” Many of the 
scenes of this story, which in its grip 
of the facts, its literary finish, and its 
fine imaginative quality, is one of the 
most notable novels of the year, were 
it appears, conceived on the fields of 
action themselves during a recent visit 
to Greece.

One of the oddest little 
London U the dogs’ cemptp,- 
its regularly laid out Kni, „„ 
chiseled headstones and th. i 
inscriptions. A quarter of , 
ago the Duke of Cambridge H 
wife were driving through K. 
ton Gardens, and as they n. 
Victoria Gate thev halted 
riage that their 
might alight for exercise" 71 
they started, by some accidi, 
horse stepped,on him and , 
killed. The duke, who at |h„, ,.

the official ranger of the r,. 
cided to bury him in the g;,; de" 
adjacent gatekeeper’s 
today is the grave, with 
tion, “Poor Little Print > 
heard of it, and when they 
pets by death, sought and 
mission to follow the duke t , 
so that now there are burl et) her.™1*’ 
than 400 pet dogs, cats, parrots Z? 
monkeys. a°d

the grave of a monkev
Jock, and on its headstone the in* 

scription, “Could love 1

Oh,
left an unfinished Mreviewed

Absolve Te,” by C. Viebig.
Some idea of the story will be gained 
by the following extracts: —

“The face of a woman, young and 
proud, and very beautiful, haùnts the 
pages of the new novel by the most 
powerful of the women writers of 
Germafiy. In the pale face burn the 
dark, unfathomable eyes, in which, by 
turn, the passion of heavenly and 
earthly love flares up and does battle 
against the childlike simplicity and 
innocence of heart that make the wo
man a danger to 
crosses her path, 
notony of a Polish village she 
intensely; she plans the most deadly 
plots with absolute callousness, and 
combines With the simple faith of the 
pure in heart the rapt devotion of the 
fanatic."

“Pant Tiralla, the second wife of the 
gentleman farmer, Is a unique char
acter-study of the Polish tempera
ment. But she is far more than that, 
for in her storm-tossed person is sum
med up with extraordinary truth and 
power the history of the nation that 
has set its ideals high, has kept its 
proud heart pure, and has, by its 
reckless, passionate revolt against all 
authority but that of its own election, 
fallen from its high estate, to be num
bered among the saddest <of the wes
tern races. * '

“In Germany this book of the som
bre purple cover and the design of a 
halo surrounding the strange title is 
everywhere. It is 
steamer, in little odd bookshops of 
sleepy country towns and (often In 
strange company) ainong the best- 
displayed wares In the show-windows 
of the main streets of great 
“It is a terrible book,0 people say as 
they sit pouring over its pages; but 
we doubt whether anyone, having 
ken it up, lays it aside as too “ter
rible”
abrupt, dramatic end."

This woman has been married for 
fifteen years to “a lumbering phleg
matic giant, coarse of speech, unclean 
of habit, gluttonous, and enslaved to 
drink.” In her heart she had wished 
to poison him, to be rid of him, but 
the act had not b^en done. Some 
poison she had bought she gave to 
her husband to dispose of, and he hid 
It “under a loose stdne in the stable 
wall.”

“The /son, a merry, thoughtless 
youth, comes home, bringing with him 
a friend, a delightful lad, whose 
healthy, honest personality has the 
effect of a current of pure air coming 
into a place filled with vitiated vapors, 
and their presence seems suddenly to 
lift the gloom
Tiralla, whom all men desire, and who 
has hitherto been as pure as snow, as 
cold as ice, falls madly in love with 
the youth Martin Becker, 
she has allowed the village schoolmas
ter to make love to her, but only in, 
order that he may help her in her 
childish attempts to kill her husband, 
and her heart has never been touched.
Now it is aflame; Martin’s guileless 
youth attracts her as no man has ever 
attracted her, and finally he yields to 
the power of those glorious eyes and 
becomes her lover, 
alla’s passion is not of 
type; her storm-tossed 
rest when he walks beside her, and 
beyond his presence near her she asks 
nothing.
.“She looked" him deeply and affec

tionately into the eyes; oh, if they 
could only at once, as soon as Herr 
Tiralla was asleep, go together to the 
Przykop ! Then she would say to 
him, “I thank you.” She ppsitively 
longed to say it. ^1 thank you for 
having come into our house4 I thank 
you for having come like a saviour!
Behold, I have grown pure through 
your coming! Oh, how I love and 
thank you!” Would he understand 
her? No, no, he could not quite un
derstand it all; how could he? When tie.
she said, “I have grown pure through Of all the Albanian clans the Gusin- 
your coming,” he would look at her jots are considered the fiercest and 
with large astonished eyes, for he most warlike. They, too, are consid- 
knew of no guilt. But was she .guilty? ered the handsomest of the people, and 
No, no, she was not. Frau Tiralla lift- the most faithful tp any promise that 
ed her head proudly; no, she also had they may make. Their home is the 
forgotten everything........................... y great upland" plain at the eastern cor-

“A curse seems to have fallen on the ner of Montenegro, closed on all sides 
husband since his wife has given the by lofty mountains. Practically the 
rat poison to him. A something has only approach is d>y a narrow valley 
cowed or stunned him—the man who through which flows the stream that 
has laughed, down everything, whose bas Its source in the lakes and springs 
easy good riature has never been dis- of the highland.
turbed, and whose magnificent phy- The women who are so imbued with 
sique has withstood gluttony and the theory of personal vengeance, and 
drink, begins to wince and cower be- their enmities are as fierce and unre- 
fore the nameless something that Renting as those of their husbands, 
haunts his days and nights. With Princess Xenia of Montenegro tells the 
marvellous skill the situation of ever- story Of a girl who married one of 
deepening gloom is represented the chief’s bodyguard. A month after-
Then comes the final scene. On the ward the husband was treacherously 
morning when Martin has planned to killed by his brother, who was also 

ever Marianna !* love y°ung ^4 When
dPfirt in th» she received the news she became 

tnkpn thp ~Q4. crazed with grief. She had no male 
relatives to avenge her, so she re
solved to take it upon herself, and -ny 
slow degrees she formed her plan for 

ahp a blood feud. She left her home near 
Plava, and for a year she persistently 
followed her brother-in-law over Al
bania and into Macedonia, always 
awaiting an opportunity to strike the 
blow.

This came one afternoon in Skodra 
when she saw her husband’s assassin 
walking on the main street of the 
town. She took her husband’s pistol
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thou hadst not died.” Another 
the despair of a 
departed “Jane." 
says; “She brought the sunshine 
our lives, but she took it 
her.” The woman is 
living in the dark.

saved
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woman over her dear 
Of her theCOUNTRY WITHOUT LAW

woman
intoAlbania, Which Is Within

four Hours’ Travel of 
Paris.

\ Story Full of Action
The story, whilst introducing the 

principal actors in one of the most 
memorable periods of history, and thus

Albania, whiich is within twenty- fuI1 °* action and incident, is made to 
four hours’ travel of Paris, is one of depend on the career of one Glaucon, 
the anomalies of government of Eur- a n°ble Athenian, his prowess in the 
ope. It is a country of which as little Pentathlon, his love for his wife, Her- 
is known as of central Africa: in fact, nilone, the friendship between him and 
the maps of the- Sudan are more ac- Themistocles, the treachery of Demo- 

,curate than those of Albania. The crates, which involves the hero’s exile
people are a race of reckless, vigilant to the Persian court at Sardis, the
warriors, divided into clans and tribes, efforts of Mardonius and his wife and 
and waging an incessant internecine sister, together with those of Xerxes
strife. Life is worth the price of a himself, to make him forget Hellas and
cartridge, is the way that an Albanian Hermione and become a Persian gen- 
once expressed it. eral and the head of a Persian house,

Feuds exist between the clans and his desertion of the Persians for the 
even between families of the same heroic companionship of Leonidas and 
clan- Different parts of towns are di- the famous 300 at Thermopylae, his 
vided against each other, and the" ap- services to Greece at Salamis and 
pearance of a man on the street is after, and his ultimate reunion with 
often the signal for a fusillade. It Hermione and the undoing of the real 
has been reported that in some com- traitor to Hellas.
“ie* a1^ tbe °Jen have been killed Theçe are many dramatic scenes in 
twhi9Kbr~tlierly' !trlf,e- Jt js estimated this book; scenes in which human 
x. . Çer, cant -of the. inhabitants weaknesses and passions, and human

'ilT/ „d€ath; , , V . , heroism are handled with sure knowl-
fnin»=oPew?le i?1H1n0te<i./01i Lhelr faith" edge and remarkable power. Most ot 

and V.irtU\ yet in them are too long for quotation. The 
unefivltln mJney/eSOrt 40 contest with Lycon in the Pentathlon,
death of = hi to accomplish the the denunciation by Démocrates, the 
nerfectlv l n , U *S rescue of Mardonius and his devoted
behtod rock? nr ^ ta wait for him wife Artazostra, the meeting of Glau- 
shoot him in th Tank !"/ ” t0 con and Xerxes (who bestows upon
in /htomi fpnflh ana mnat //ta T” the Athenian the title of Lord Prex- in a 0100 a rend, and most of the-An- ,habitants are in several, seldom travel un tti/’ // «fZZ? at Thermopyla®’ th<? 
alone, but always go in parties of four 5?ttle of Salamis, the approach of 
or five. They are incessantly on the !/°,P/mCflltejL’ and others call
lookout and are alwavs suspicious of «/////ZLZ ®Ut,iperLa;PS,the 
the stranger. They, -know the value ind*oating the love
of their own country to the powers !?£ Mardonius sister Roxana for the 
of Europe, and are constantly endeav- God-like Athenian, will serve to 
oring to protect it against foreigners. sbow something of the charm which 
It is for this reason that strangers attaches to every page of Mr. Davis’s 
are always looked upon as potential romance- 
enemies. To carry a camera, to at
tempt to write or make a sketch in 
the interior of the country, would be a 
fofteigner’s death sentence.

Some of the customs are very cur
ious and have been handed down from 
generations as sacred unwritten laws.
If a man commits a murder and flee
ing for his life enters the house of 
another, friend or foe, even the house 
of the brother of the man he has slain, 
he is safe for three days at least. An 
enemy is under amnesty while in the 
company of a woman and a compli
ment to an unmarried woman is suf
ficient provocation for death.

The "blood brotherhood” is an in
stitution peculiar to these clansmen.
Two men who are about to take this 
oath stand in the center of a ring 
formed by men of the tribe. Each of 
the two makes an incision in his arm, 
and as the blood drips from the wound 
catches it in a cup. ' The two then 
solemnly drink this, 
eternally to support and sustain each 
other In’, all their undertakings, even 
at the risk of life. This vow is held 
more sacred than even the marriage

Twenty-of a away with 
evidently 

Here ar^
graves placed, either accidentally' nr 
with purpose, in close and meaningful 

The respective 
of the occupants are “Scotty," 
dy" and “Whisky.”

Some of the inscriptions

juxtaposition. names
“Pad-

vour
^ , are digni

fied and some genuinely pathetic This 
for example:ex-

In Loving Memory 
Darling Jockie, a Scotch Collie. 

Died October 31, 1895 
Aged 15 Years.

The most intelligent, faithful.

on train and
matter of Atlantic 

It is exhilarating to learn
SLEEP AND DEATH .. „ gen

tle, sweet-tempered and affectionate 
dog that ever lived, and adored by his 
devoted and sorrowing

SIR H. SETON GORDON, Bart.
Here is another which almost paints 

for us the picture of the little child 
mistress turning away with tear- 
stained cheeks from the grave of her 
playmates:

the rest of the brave 
host whose adventurings gave us the 
British Empire.

“Just such a departure was ours, a 
few days ago, in the Canadian Pacific 
Railway company’s Empress of Brit
ain. The amazingly complex and di
verse preparations which go to the 
fitting of a great Atlantic liner for 
her oversea race to the new world had 
all been completed when we stepped 
out of the special train that brought 
us from London in the time occupied 
by luncheon and a glance through the 

The deep-laid schemes 
of highly trained specialists in this 
work, served by an army of workers 
In almost every kind of modern in
dustry, enabled us to step from /the 
train to the ship’s deck, dispatch a few 
telegrams, and then, after farewells 
to those for thé shore,

cities. Sleep Is Temporary Death of the Sen
sitive System friend

ta- No study of death can be in any de
gree complete without at least some 
consideration of sleep. For sleep is 
closely related to death, in fact, is 
death in a degree. The mental activi
ties of the waking hours, followed by 
the repose and unconsciousness of the 
night, complete the cycle of a day, and 
this cycle of a (fay corresponds in 
many respects to the cycle of a life
time. Indeed, a complete day may 
justly be called a lifetime in minature.

The phenomenan called sleep may 
be summed up in the following propo
sitions:

First: Sleep is temporary death of 
the functions of the sensitive system, 
due to exhaustion by fatigue.

Second: This death is temporary 
because the vital system continues to 
perform its functions during sleep and 
restores the sensitive organs to their 
normal condition.

For our purpose death may be con
sidered under the three heads; natural 
death, sudden death; and death from 
disease. Natural death is death from 
old age, and is rarely witnessed in 
modern life. It differs from natural 
sleep only in degree. The gradual loss 
of sensibility by the sensitive organs 
which precedes sleep, now takes place 
in the vital system, and all the organs 
pass into permanent sleep together. 
There can be no pain preceding or at 
the moment of such a death, any more 
than there iskpain preceding any at 
the moment of passing into temporary 
sleep.

The second, in our classification, is 
sudden death. This may be defined as 
death due to a sudden injury, from 
without or within the body, sufficient 
to destroy, at once, all irritability of 
both the sensitive and vital systems. 
It requires no argument to prove that 
a person who is suddenly stricken 
dead can suffer no pain. The element 
of time must be present in order to 
suffer physical pain; and in the sud
den death of ar person, the element of 
time is absent.

We come now to consider the third 
and by far the most frequent form of 
death—namely, death from disease. 
When an organ becomes diseased or 
fails to perform its particular function 
in the community of functions which 
constitute the life of man, it causes 
demoralization among all other or
gans, which are themselves in perfect 
working * order. Continued failure of 
the afflicted • member to do its work 
eventually reduces to the dying point 
the other stronger organs. The time 
required to reduce the healthy organs 
and tissues to the point of general dis
solution will depend on the character 
of the disease itself and the importance 
of the organ or tissue which it at
tacks. The lungs, for instance, may be 
at the seat of an inflammation so acute 
and extensive as to fill up the air
spaces, exclude 4he necessary oxygen 
from the blood, and thus in a few 
hours overpower the other organs and 
cause the death of an individual who 
was previously healthy. On the other 
hand, a chronic disease in an organ 
hot so vitally important may require 
years to complicate and inhibit the 
functions of the other organs to the 
point of dissolution of the entire struc
ture.

As soon as disease is established, dy
ing begins; which is but a more rapid 
than natural ceasing of all sensibil
ities, accompanied with more or less 
suffering, according to the cause which 
produces it. This dying and suffer
ing, called disease, must terminate 
either in so-called death, which is in
sensibility to it, or in recovery, which 
is removal of the cause of it. But in 
any event the suffering has been en
dured, no matter whether the final ter
mination is death or recovery. No one 
is conscious of, or can recall, the mo
ment he passes from waking into nat
ural or temporary sleep. Nor shall we, 
by “supreme agony,” or in any other 
way, be conscious of passing into per
manent sleep. Being born and dying 
are the two most important physiologi
cal events in the life-history of our 
bodies.
about the latter event at the time it oc- 

than we did about the former.—-

before he has reached the

CITY’S REQUEST REFUSED
Mona.

Born November 2, 1878,
Died August 15, 1892.

Loved, Mourned, and Missed.
Also Punch,

Mona’s Companion.
Died Fëbruary 14, 1895.
“Adieu, Dear Doggies.”

Here is one to “Poor Dear Tappy.* 
with the name of his master inscribed 
on his tombstone, “Lord Patre." An
other, a grave which was made 10 
years ago, still has upon its head
stone the framed picture of the dog 
himself, “Toby,” a beautiful fellow 
who looks out upon one from his sur
rounding wreath of, flowers as though 
he were just ready*to bark good-^j- 
turedly and wag his tail in Welcome. 
And underneath is recorded the sug
gestive memorial, “What games we 
have had!”

Here is a tombstone bearing the 
Mexican coat of arms, “In loving 
memory of our darling Gerino"; and 
here a curiosity. It is the memorial 
to a dead cat, and illustrates the un
dying bitterness of a woman’s hatred 
when it has been once aroused:

In Memorian.
My Dear Little Cat, 

Chinchilla.
Lovely, Loving and most Dearly Loved!

Poisoned July 31, 1895.
God Restore Thee to Me.

Thy Ever Loving Mistress.
The “ever loving mistress” having 

gotten thus far, went to the British
__ and consulted certain scliol-
She secured, written in Coptic 

the nnfl

Railway Commission Turns Down Pe
tition rc Opening of Old 

Eequimalt Road

The city has been advised that its 
application to the railway commission 
to have the old Esquimalt 
up again for traffic, the E. & N. com- 
pany having refused to allow tfie road 
to be opened up, has been refused. The 
commission has granted the railway 
company’s petition to have the road 
kept closed to vehicular traffic leav
ing only the foot-path and style. The 
city and the company have been ne
gotiating for some time, over the mat
ter, the company wishing the road to 
Ipemain as it has been for several 
y ears,«with a fence across it, while the 
city wanted the fence removed. After 
fruitless negotiations the city finally 
submitted the matter to the railway 
commission.

newspapers.

road opened

to find our
selves moving quietly smoothly 
ward, losing touch with England—all 
well inside the half of one hour.

. “It may all sound simple. It is a 
remarkable triumph of organization; 
precisely how remarkable only a sail
or, or one accustomed to the han
dling of ships, may judge. Remem
ber that our company consisted of just 
upon 2,000 men, women and children. 
It is true that among this community 
there was a lady who complained bit
terly that her parasol had been 
looked, and must have been left in the 
train, while one plethoric old gentle
man (who should have known better) 
swore loudly that the C. F. R. had lost 
his hatbox for him. But it is also 
true that before dinner the lady found 
her parasol in a rack in her state
room, where she herself had placed it; 
and that, long before then, the portlv 
old gentleman remembered that he had 
sent his hatbox to the saddler’s to be 
fitted with a nbw strap, and had for
gotten to call for it.

“So thêre we were, with the last, 
least packet of our effécts, 2,000 men, 
women and children, bound for British 
North America, in a 15,000 ton British 
o*an liner which

sea-

But Pani

It is true Glaucon in Exile
Xerxes had left Sardis; and with his 

host had reached the Hellespont. The 
evening had come.

“Glaucon was, after his wont, in the 
private pavilion of Mardonius—itself a 
palace, wailed with crimson tapestry 
in lieu of marble. He sat silent and 
moody for long, the bright fence- of 
the ladies or of the bow-bearer (Mar
donius) seldom moving him to answer, 
and at last 
it no more.

‘“What has tied your tongue, Erex- 
aspes? Surely my brother in one of 
his pleasantries h>s not ordered that 
it be cut out? Your skin is too fair 
to let you be enrolled amongst his 
Libyan mutes.’

“The Hellene answered with a piti
ful attempt at laughter.

“ ‘Silent, am I? Then silent because 
I am admiring your noble ladyship’s 
play of wit.’

“Artàzostra shook her head.
“ ‘Impossible. Your eyes were glaz

ed like the blue of Egyptian beads. You 
were not listening to me. You were 
seeing sights and hearkening to voices 
far away.’

“ ‘You press me hard, lady,’ he con
fessed; ‘how can I answer ? No man is 
master of his roving thoughts,—at 
least, not I.’

The Glamour of Old. Greece
“ ‘You were seeing Athens. Are you 

so enamoured of your stony country 
that you believe no other land can be 
so fair?’

” ’Stony it is, lady—you have 
it—but there is no sun like the sun that 
gilds the Acropolis; no birds sing like 
the nightingales from the grove by the 
Cephissus; no trees- speak with the 
murmur of the olives at Colonus, or 
on the hill slope at Eleusis-by-the- 
Sca. I can answer you in the words 
of Homer, the singer of Hellas, the 
words he sets on the tongue of a wand
erer and outcast, even as I. “A rug
ged land, yet nurse of noble men, and 
for myself I can see naught sweeter 
than a man’s own country.” ’

“The praise of his native land had 
brought the color into the cheeks of 
the Athenian, his voice rose to en
thusiasm. He knew that Roxana was 
watching him intently.

" ‘Beautiful it must be, dear Hel
ene,’ she spoke, as she sat upon the 
footstool below i:he couch of her 
brother, ‘y^t you have not seen all the 
world. You have not seen the mystic 
Nile, Memphis, Thebes, and Sals, our 
wondrous cities; have not seen how 
the sun rises over the desert, how it 
turns tha sand hills to red grjd, how 
at sunsey the cliffs glow like walls of 
beryl and sard and golden jasper.’

“ ‘Tell then of Egypt,’ said Glaucon, 
clearly taking pleasure In the music 
of her voice.

’Not tonight. I have praised it be
fore. Rather I will praise also the 
rose valleys of Persia and Bactria, 
whither Mardoni.us took me after my 
dear father died.’

“ 'Are they very beautiful also?’

ORIGIN OF YANKEE DOODLE

Probably Dutch, Though Claimed By 
Several Countries

There )ias been much discussion on 
the origin of Yankee Doodle without 
fixing it with entire certainty. The 
discussion is now on again, 
can be traced back in England, it is 
sàid, to the time of Charles I, and the 
doggerel verses that are 
sung to it are said to be nearly as old 
In the old English song, the name used 
was “Yankee Doodle,” and it is said 
that this name was applied in derision 
to Oliver Cromwell.
Ians claim that the 
was derived from the Indian pronun
ciation of the word “English,” which 
they caffed “Yenghees,” but that the 
English soldiers in the French and In
dian war applied it to the colonials in 
derision. What Is known as the orig
inal “Yankee Doodle” song, beginning 
with the words :

over-

Still, Pani Tir- 
the vulgar 

heart Is at
The air

Artazostr^ could endure
So Prayeth

sometimes

museum 
ars.
hieroglyphics, a curse upon 
who administered the poison, and this 

is there recorded to last for all

Now antiquar- 
word “Yankee”experts have pro

nounced to be the last word in 
tieth century shipbuilding, 
whole business was performed, posi
tively with less fuss, or bustle, or 
confusion, than the arrival and depar
ture o£ a Thames steamboat at Char
ing Cross pier. The nod of a Napo
leonic superintendent’s gray head was 
the signal for our casting off; we left 
the shores of the mother country as a 
six cylinder motor car moves off from 
the curbstone in a London street. The 
one suggestion of hitch or misman
agement was the matter of the lady’s 
parasol and the old gentleman's hat
box. And there were 2,000 of us, with 
our bags and baggage, our fussy lit
tle hopes and fancies, our complex af
fairs and hidden tragedies. Incident
ally, there were the mails, a trifle of 
cargo, a few thousand tons of coal— 
we burn perhaps 300 tons a day—and 
considerably more than as much as 
2,000 people could possibly demand 
during a week in the way of creature 
comforts and luxuries.

curse
time.

twen- 
And the

navigation at an endwhile vowing

Season Closes on the Yukon—Naviga
tors Expected to Return 

Soon
Father and I went down to camp, 

Along with Captainx Goodwin,
And there we saw the men and boys. 

As thick as hasty puddin’—
Navigation has closed on the Yukon 

and its tributary waterways for thesteamerseason of 1907, and by the 
Princess Royal, expected in port to
morrow, will come the vanguard 
the river navigators whose steamers 
have been tied up for the season. 
Capt. Tom Brown, who operates the 
steamer Mabel S. on Windy Arm. hits 
already returned to Victoria for ■ 
winter, and probably quite a number 
of the river masters and crews from 
the Yukon will arrive tomorrow, and 
on the ^Princess May which will I m"v 

On the Lower Yukon 
Sunday

was written by a British army officer 
while his army was in Boston in the 
summer of 1775. The word Yankee, 
does not occur in these verses, but 
they were sung to the tune known as 
“Yankee Doodle.” Now, as to the tune: 
It is identical with the air known in 
both England and America long be
fore the Revolution as “Lydia Fisher’» 
Jig.” to which the words of an* old 
nursery so"hg were adapted:

Lucky Locket lost her pocket,
Lyddy Fisher found it:
Not a bit of money ifi it,
Only binding round it.

seen

a week later, 
the river season closed on 
last.

“Upon one side of the. , promenade
deck the prime minister of the Do
minion of Canada was waving his 
farewells to English friends on the 
landing stage. On the other side of 
the same deck Mr. Keir Hardie, M. P„ 
was waving his acknowledgements to 
a cheering crowd of enthusiasts 
steam tug, the rails of which 
banner with this plain device:

JAPAN AND KOREA

Provisions of New Convention Signed 

Recently
In 1775, when the Colonial troops 

joined the British regulars under Gen
eral Johnson, near Albany, 
tory to their attack on the Fr 
at Niagara, a British

prepara- 
eiieji post

------- surgeon, 'who
a clever musician and something 

of a wit besides, arranged this old air 
and commended it to the officers of 
the provincial militia as a well-known 
piece of military music. The joke was 
successful, the air pleased the sol
diers greatly, and became 
lar in the Colonial 
Housekeeper. This

leave the farm for 
finds her master lying 
cowshed. He has

The provisions of the new conven
tion between Japan and Korea 
was signed at Seoul, after no inconsm- 
erable opposition on the part, ot 
Korean court, are believed to be tu'ivtlt 
as follows 1:

Article 1—The administrate 
Korea is placed under the secure st 
ance of the-Japanese resident-gem r.“ 

Article 2-—The enactment of all lav a 
and ordinances, and the transaction ' 
important state affairs shall 1 
the approval of the resident general.

Article 3—The appointment of 
high responsible officials shall re 
the approval of the resident geneva 

Article 4—Only persons recoil
ed by the resident general shall lie . ' 
ible to office in the Korean gore:

on a 
wore a 

‘Suc
cess to Keir Hardie and Socialism ' 

“It was a striking spectacle for the 
student of our race. Assuredly we 
are a diverse, a wonderful people.

“The most fleeting consideration of 
the political careers of these two men 
Mr. Keir Hardie and Sir Wilfrid Lau
rier, would have been sufficient I 
think, to give pause to the fussiness 
or the gaiety of the least thoughtful 
among the crowd ashore or the crowd 
afloat. The lives of the two men 
clearly account for many of their 
views. In their later years one was 
setting out upon his first journey to 
the oversea lands of the empire; the 
other was returning to his native ‘Do
minion of promise and plenty’ after 
attending the recent great gathering 
of the empire’s barons and councillors 
It may well be that Sir Wilfrid has 
learned something this year from his 
communion in the empire’s heart 
with his peers among the premiers; it 
surely must be that Mr. Keir Harlie 
will learn much, very much, from his 
travels through the outlying uplands 
of the family estate.

"Meantime the Empress of Britain 
glided out and ddwn one of the most 
romantic waterways in the world, and 
the Journey to Canada was begun—the 
old red ensign over us, the deck of 
on* of the finest and most luxurious

poison from its hiding-place, 
sought and found rest for 
bewildered and besotted head 
heart.

and has 
his poor

,)f
“Pani %Tiralla is free; the Saints have 

helped her. Now she can marry Mar
tin. But Martin turns 
horror.

very popu- 
says the

.. , „ unquestion
ably the incident that made “Yankee 
Doodle’’" our national air. A far more 
remote origin of this air has also been 
claimed: Kossuth, wen in the United 
States, said that the Hungarians dis
tinctly recognized the tune of “Yankee 
Doodle” as an old national dance of 
their own. A Spanish professor of 
music has also identified it as the 
ancient sword dance of the Biscayans, 
and a German has declared it to be 
an air traditionally known in " his 
country. Dr. Bombaugh, antiquarian 
and literary student, asserts that both 
words and air were probably origipaUj 
brought from Holland. He 
that among the laborers who

from her in 
“The dead man stands al

ways before As surely as I be
lieve in God, so surely does he separ
ate us. Farewell.”

army,
was

And Martin goes.
“This is the last scene of the book 

that has no equal in modern German ! from her belt and shot him dead- Hav- 
literature for gloom and horror, but I ine killed the murderer, she went 
which Is a masterpiece of literature, straight to his parents home, almost 
summiftg up, in the history of a fam- a week’s journey away, and shot them 
ily, the tragedy of a nation : both dead also. Having thus aveng

ed her husband’s death, the woman 
returned to her tribe. Nothing was 
ever done with her, for it was con
sidered that she had only done her 
duty.

n li

ment.
Article 5—A distinct line of do v ~ 

cation is to be drawn between art 
istrative and judicial affairs.

Article 6—Foreigners are to b<° 
ployed only with the consent or i 
resident general.

Article 7—The first clause 
convention of Aug. 22, 1904, prov'1 
for the employment of a financin’ o’ 
viser, is annulled.

The new convention will now b 
mltted to the privy council in .1 1
and will be published this even;- -

And we shall know no more“ ‘The widow looked about her in 
wide-eyed despair. Suddenly an ac
cuser stood before her, between hea
ven and earth. “No! ” she yelled, with 
outstretched arms. How dared he ac
cuse her! Was it she, she, who had 
administered the poison? And if she 
had attempted it before, the poison 
had ceased to be poison in her hand.

curs 
Cosmopolitan.

X New Algerian Industry
The fibre of the wharf palm— a tree 

until lateb' regarded as Worthless or 
harmful—is developing an important 
Algerian industry. Factories are mul
tiplying, and to these the natives bring 
the palm leaves, which are transform
ed into vegetable fibre by a steam 
carding machine, and then spun and 
braided. The material has the advan- 
against moths and insects. It is be
ing used for mattresses, woven pro
ducts, harness and carriage work, 
military bedding, various tissues and 
even hats—Springfield Republican.

Number of Chinese Abroadsays
The Rose Valleys of Persia

“ ‘Beautiful as the Egyptian’s House 
of .the Blessed, for those who have 
passed the dread bar of Osiris; beau
tiful as Airyana-Vaeya, the home land 
of the Aryans, whence Ahura-Mazda 
sent them forth. The

every
year, during harvest time, go from 
Germany to the Netherlands ("receiv
ing as their wage as much bi>t#;;rmilk 
as they can drink and a tenth of the 
grain they cut and rake), the follow
ing ditty has been in use for

According to the latest Chinese of
ficial investigation the total number of 
Chinese in other countries is as fol
lows, not including the students:—Ja
pan, 16,673; Russian Asia, 37,000; Hong 
Kcng, 314,391; Siam, 2,755,000;

Also that he mah, 134,560; Java, ‘ 1,825,700; Austra- 
The end of his lia, 34,465; Europe, 1,760; Korea 11 - 

days had been pre-ordained in heaven. 200; Formosa, 74,506; Malaysia 1 023* 
“With lier hands clasped, as In 500; Annam, 197,300; the Philippines 

prayer, the woman again uttered an 83,785; Africa, 8,200; America 272 829* 
Impassioned, whining prayer: Would Total, 6,793,531.—Shanghai Mercury *

“No, I am innocent, quite inno
cent!” The Saints had willed it that 
he himself should take the powders 
and swallow them, 
should die of them.

Bur- winters are 
short, th£ summers bright and long. 
Neither too much rain nor burning 
heat- The Paradise by Sardis is noth
ing beside them. One breathes in the 
roses, and hearkens to the bulbuls—our 
Aryan nightingales—all day and all

many
years : Yes,” said old Roxley, "my da il

ls to be married next month f" T 
remarked

Yankee didel. doodel down 
Didel, dudel lauter,

Yankee viven, voover vown, 
Botermilk and tanther.

•—Cleveland Leader

p. Brokeleigh." 
friend “everything’s settled, eh?”
I guess not! You don’t ketch me pa 
ing in advance.”—Philadelphia Pr° •

“Ah!”
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toria Sy
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and ilExtensions

the plant and rolling 
Columbia Electr 

in this city t
ish
pany
$150,000 are projecte 
vear. If the recomn 
have gone forward 
accepted by the boz 
this anpount will be 
additional $50,000, 
$200,000. *

The latter reeornm 
the proposed extensii 

on the Gad bore 
Ross Bay cemetery, 
as it is thought fprt 
ued through to Fou 

of the improve: 
will come neat

rarm

gate 
sions 
$200,000

Such is the annot 
Maurice Gifford, dir 
ish Columbia Electr 
pany, who arrived it 
day from Vancouvi 
who is accompanied 
spend about a week 
will, tomorrow, insp< 
lines here and will, 
week, proceed to 
where the company 
ords and where it i 
will seek more powe 
this matter will also 
Mr. Gifford's return, 
port of Wynn Mero< 
ing engineer from Si 
last summer examiij 
will
•works, which in th 
coir^pany’s acquiring 
Sydney railway, wh 
mored for some tim 
their present syster 
great extent, would 
cost In the neighbor 
No proposal with n 
toria and Sydney i 
been approached by 
ern Railway compai

Hop. Mr. Gifford, 
Giffdrd, is staying 
hotel, is about as di 
ance from the ordii 
“English director” z 
tured. yMore of a 
Englishman, for Mi1 
for years at Qu’Ap 
soldier than a busin 
Gifford has served t| 
paigns, in one of 1 
arm, the director o1 
lumbia Electric Rail 
had a most interest!

available.be

His Militarj
Born at Ampney 

in 1859, fourth son 
Baron Gifford, he \ 
the royal navy and 
cantile marine servit 
he continued until ] 
through the Egypt ij 
that year as gallopej 
of the London Dail 
later served as seo 
dfeton, in the Cicrf 
W'fth French’s famq 
ing the medal and j 
rebellion.
1890 and served as 
buryrj6 column durii 
campaign, receiving 
same* and in 1896 hi 
manded A and B 
Horse” of the 
paign in which he 
his services in Mat 
granted his C. M. 
toria and received 
tion, being in 
desian Horse in th 
slon. He joined the ! 
ed Corps and served 
staff, receiving the 
for the relief of Ma 

Delighted Wi 
“This is my first 

Mr. Gifford remarke 
porter last evening, 1 
ed with what little 
so far. I will be 1 
alysé my impression] 
I have had more tin 
not a stranger to tj 
however, for I have' 
upon the prairies. \ 
what I know of tc 
that with 
you are bound to b 
prosperous middle 
the winter

He went

your ma

seasons.
Company’ 

“The extent of t 
and extensions to b 
toria and British C 
will depend largely i 
of the
with which our 
ditional capital. \ 
£2,000,000 invested 
and so far not a 
ed on the origii^ 
should say 
hi the provinc 
expenditure inj 
authorised is j 
be divided as 1 
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