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Beneath tha sunny blue of a May
day sky, amid the llsp of leaves and
ripple of bird songs, with never a
human footfall or a human voice to
interrupt the solitude of the wilder-
ness, I read “Joyful Heatherby.” This
latest production from the pen of
Payne Erskine, author of “The Moun-
tain Girl,” and “When the Gates Lift
up Their Heads,” tells the story of a
youpg girl, pure and sweet and lovely,
who spent the early years of her life
emid just such idyllic remoteness from
the world as this sylvan nook of mine,
until circumstances forced her, alone
and friendless, out into the city.

Now, in this Canada of ours—I know
for I have proved it—a girl, alone,
young and quite as inexperienced, may
sojourn in one of our big cities and
meet with nothing there to impair her
ideals or shatter her faith in mankind,
Bhe may find unfailing kindness and
uplifting companionships, and return
with the conviction that “the world”
48 not so black after all as it is painted,
Perhaps it is otherwise in New York.

A Simple Life.

In a little sheltered cove with the
sea In front and the forest behind
lived Joyful Heatherby. Her parents
were dead, but she was treated with
the utmost gentleness and love by her
grandfather and grandmother. K Mr.
Heatherby had been a sailor, and still
went out fishing sometimes in his old
boat. His son had dled on the sea.
The only anxiety that ever came to the
cove was when grand-daddy stayed
out too long. Grandmother always had
8 “spell” at such times, a harmless
little mind weakness of one whom the
sea had deprived of many loved ones.
Joyful had a few good friends, chiefly
Elizabeth Drew, a beautiful and cul-
tured girl whom she designated as
“Lady Faire,” and Nathanael and Jack
Steddard. Nathanael, who had re-
nounced his own ambitions in order
that his gifted brother might go to
college, now plodded and dreamed on
his father’s farm.

The girl happlly performed her
simple household tesks, and  uncon-
gciously her nature absorbed -the
beauty and sweetness of the wood-
land flowers she loved, and of the
poetry and romance in her mother's

uneventful life slipped by until she
was seventeen, when her grandmother
told her she was a woman now and
must “put away childish things.” Then
e new element entered her little
sphere,

The Artist Enters.

“When a man, starting out in the
enthusiasm of youth, has toiled and
hoped on into the earnestness of man-
hood, patiently, perseveringly seeking
to maintain his ideals in spite of all
that the world offers in exchange
therefor, and finds at last he has
brought up against a blank wall of in-
difference, what is ha to do but take
the antidote for his suffering that
nature benignly gives—to lle awhile
on her breast, bathe in her streams,
listen to her bird songs and the voices
of her woods, revivify himself with her
pure breezes, and let his soul become
once more enlightened by God’s sun-
light streaming over all? Mark Thorn,
vaguely feeling this instinctive long-
ing for the natural cure of his hurt,
sought it out, even as a vine trails its
length toward its natural support, or a
flower seeks the sun.”

Mark Thorn was an artist, and the
hurt for which he sought healing was
the cold Indifference which the public
accorded hls work, and even worse,
the lack of apprecilation and sympathy
in the beautiful girl he was to marry
some day. Louise Parsons had as-
sayed to spur her lover on to success,
but he understood perfectly that he
must win the world’s applause before
he could win her love. He knew his
work was good, but simply . because
it was American in theme the public,
who demanded foreign art, would have
none of it.

80 Mark left the unseeing,
city behind and set out. he knew not
whither. Chance directed him to
Woodbury  Centre, where the thread
of his life was to be so closely woven
with other life-threads. Joyful's fresh
beauty and simple innocence pleased
his artistic nature, and {n him the girl
found a frie \d wbo could understand
and appreciate her quaint, romantic
views of life. Joyful belleved that
everyone, like the knights of old, had
monsters to fight—trials and tempta-
tions to be overcome and wrongs to
bo set right—before he could amount
to anything. Mark found in these
thoughts a oneness with his own ideals,

and often found himself almost un-
conscwusly

unfeeling

ocomparing Joyful and
Louise.

Tangles.
In Nathanael’s life-thread Mark

heiped to unravel a tangle. Having set
up a studio in the Stoddard barn,
the artist and the farmer became
staunch friends. Mark discovered two
interesting things about Nathanael:
that he was a lover—not yea a suc-
cessful ones—and that he had unusual

ability and ambitions outside of his
humdrum sphere. On account of his
younger brother's selfishness—not so

called by Nathanael—and his father's
unjust exactions, this ambitious youth
had never been given a chance to try |
his wings. Mark inspired him with a
faith in himself and emphatically ad-
vised him to break loose from his

* Joyful Heatherby

By PAYNE ERSKINE.

JOYFUL’S CREED,

*“Listen—1 am He that liveth
and was dead; and behold I am
allve forevermore and have the
keys of hell and of death.”’ ki
‘ “‘What does that mean to you,
Joytul?’ ;
*“‘I think it means that while
we can’'t understand, yet we can
trust, for Christ has the keys, the
keys that will liberate, I never
think that anyone is to be for-
ever in one place; everything
moves and changes, and things
are transformed—they dle and
come to life again. I belleve even
more in spirit than I do in body,
Marie. You see what I mean;
here is your beautiful body ly-
ing all crushed and torn, and you,
oh, Marie! you have got to leave
it here, and when you have left
it, it must be lald away, but you,
ou, dear, that'which shines now
n your face, the cruel wheels
. could not touch it. The you that

looks into my eyes, that is real,

as real as God. ou ses God
must be, or there would be no
you to live, to love me, to go out of
what lles here on this bed and
leave 1t to its fate. Listen,
Marie, Do you truly love me? Is
your love real? Then, Marle, it
can't be this crushed, hurt thing
that lies here that loves me; it is
the you that looks out of. your
eyes into mine. ILove can’'t ex-
ist 'without a source, and this you
that is loving me so will go and
find God. Just as your love
draws my heart to you, so His
love will draw yours to Him. No
matter what you have done, He
will know the love in you, and
you will find God. Oh, I know,
Marie; I am not afrald of God, I
never have been.'”

one. Heatherby Cove being near the
scene of the disaster, he was taken
there and carefully nursed back t'o
health by Mrs. Heatherby. Upon his
recovery he returned to take up his

k again.
gt Cast Adrift.

Shortly afterwards Joyful was left
alone in the world and went to the
great city to find employment. Here
she met her “monsters”—frightful
ones; and had it not been for a true
knight—Mark Thern himself—who
came to her rescue, the fighting might
have been fierce. She was, as the
author expresses it:

“Adrift! Adrift in the drifting mist!
Adrift on the open sea.

With never a rudder, and never a sall,
‘Where rudder and sail should be.

Nay, what avall are rudder and sall
‘Where wind nor tide may be?

An unseen hand must guide to land,
Or the ship is lost at sea.”

But alas! It is true as of old bha.}
“Whispering tongues can poison truth.
Joyful, becoming the victim of well-
meant but mistaken Interference, her
simple, <childlike trust shattered,
turned her back on her best friend and
fought her way alone. For months
Mark tried to trace her, but in valn.
Meanwhile he worked steadily at his
painting, winning in time both fame
and fortune,

Other life-threade are 1introduced,
and the shuttle weaves back and forth,
back and forth without pause or rest
in the hands of destiny. The threads,
the dark and unlovely with bright and
pure, cross and re-cross and imter-
twine. The pattern, puzzling and in-
tricate, I8 complete at last, and we see
that the design has a meaning—that
“monsters” exist for loyal hearts to
fight and conquer, and that a “maiden
knight” may say, with Sir Galahad of
old, “My strength 1s as the strength of
ten because my heart in pure.”—Mg-
Clelland and Goodchild, publishers.—L.

THE DAY’S WORK.

You may not own a carriage and
pair;
of these artistic zine edifices, may be
empty; but if you are equipped wnh
a hobby horse you are a happy indi-
vidual, for it8 possession will ensure
you many glorious hours of recreation.

Some people keep &  whole stable
full of hobby horses (for frequently
one hobby is born of amother), which
which they ride in turn;.but the per-
son who has only one is likely to be-
come better acquathted with it s oo

Hobbies are the lineal descendants
of the renowned old steed Pegasus,
and are hred in the wild, free places
of the earth. . They bear their own-

whence the weary, jaded riders retu:
refreshed, to pursue thelr ordina
vocations. s s, S

He who rides the hobby horse never
takes the bedlam road; it is the man
of one idea who goes mad.

Your hobby may be anything from
stones to stars, art to agriculture,
beetles to books; a bibliomaniac is
greatly preferable to a dipsomaniac,
and much less likely to become an in-
mate of & lunatic asylum. The great-
est obstacles in the pursuit of hobbies
are the clean or mean housekeepers
who object strenuously to what they
are pleased to-call a "clutter’ or to
any outlay on articles. that to their
narrow vision are apparently useless.

One city man, whose harmless hobby
was the collection of stuffed birds,
was obliged to keep his interesting
possessions at a taxidermist’'s on ac-
1count of the violemt opposition of his
wife. Another, who had a great love
for live birds was not permitted to
keep any. He however got even with
his better (?) half, for during her pro-
longed absence in Burope he turned
the drawing room into an aviary. Let
us hope she was wiser on her return.

Do not discourage your children,
oh, mothers, by throwing out what
you term their rubbish! The hobbies
of the little ones are often dearer to
their hearts than the old rocking horse.
The collector of pebbles may be an in-
fant geologist.

One child, who at the early age of
four showed a marked predilection for
gathering bugs and butterflies when
out walking with her nurse was en-
couraged, not reprimanded and at the
age of twelve she won a prize at the
exhibition for the finest collection of
Canadian butterflies.

The cultivation of a hobby prolongs
yvouth by adding a fresh zest to life,
The artist walks miles to paint the
lovely bit of landscape: the bookworm
is never tired of haunting the old book
stalls, the antiquarian revels in past
ages, the boy who collects his postage
stamps or catches his specimens of
natural history, has no desire to linger
on the street corner.

If you have not a hobby go out and
pray the gods to give you one, it can-
not be bought, but the poesession
thereof will afford you many hours
of innocent enjoyment, ‘

Katherine A. Clatrke

SOME AXIOMS& FOR WRITERS.

Good writing comes from olear
thinking.

First master your material and then
if you have the gift—write.

To master the eraftsmanship of writ-
ing requires a lolL of good hard work.
A complete mastery of the English
language 18 essential. You get your
vocabulary from good reading, think-
ing, and trying to make others see and
believe what you have .in your mind.

The three essentials of good writing
are accuracy, clearness and under-
standing.

Cultivate the mastery of the style of
writing that seems best adapted to
your abfilitiea.

‘Write to hold your readers at all
points. The mind is always looking
for a chance to leave the printed page.
~—The Editor
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.8—MUSKOKA WILDFLOWERS

Trilllums in all their glory you will
find in the shady nooks growing In the
carpet of decayed leaves, moss and
humus. The common white trilllum is
abundant along the rallroad right of
way, and divides attention with the
butter-yellow of the marsh marigold,
but deeper in the woods one comes up-
on the other varieties—the red tril-
Hum with {ts long, lance-like, dark
red petals; the painted trillium with
the pink purplish lines of the centre
of the flower suggestive of “hand-
painted” chinaware; the all pinkish
trillium with unusually large petals.
These varietirs sll grown in abund-
ance in the Muskoka woods and thick-
ets, the common white ‘almost every-
where, but the phinted trilllum usually
in clusters.

A very dainty white blossom is that
of the star-fluwer, cousin to the ane-
mone. The stail, thin and slender,
rises but a few Inches from the ground
and bears a single circle of sharply
pointed leavas. From the centre of this

mero, words, but in addition practically
opened up the way for his friend. The
result was most happy.

It transpired by-and-by that Joyfui|
had a lover, one whose mastertul,
cocksure wooing hrought her fears and|
tears, and who, unlike her ideal knigh=, |
knew nothing of any monsters to be
foughts Shortly alter this discovery
Mark was~found in a wood, all but
done to death in soma strange assault!
which he srefused to explain to any-l

{ ing the six-pointea star-shaped flow-
| er;

fragrant wild flower, but upon exam-
ining it you find bird-shaped, reddish- |
| pink

circle stands up a pin-like stalk bear-

sometimes there are two flowers
on separate flower stalks, and very
rarely. three,

A leaf much [ike the wintergreen
may deceive you into thinking that
you have come upon a bed of that

flowers standing short {

up on

stalks that rise erect from the spread- ?
ing, running shoots. The three petals |spoons

} lower one has a lightist pink fringe.

| No manuscripts returned: keep a copy

join together to form a tube, and the

from which the flower gets its name—
the fringed polygala. The flowers
grow at the top of the stem and just
below them a few broad leaves upon
‘he stalk.

The saxifrage with its Cclump of
ragged leaves clinging close to rock
or soil, and {ts umbrella-like cluster

of small white flowers is abundant
everywhere. The club moss is lusci-
ously green in appearance, and one

cluster of it will be seen to bear hun-
dreds of tiny clubs erect on slender
handles. whilé¢ a neighboring bunch
has crowded thickly together the tiny
green rosettes that form part of its
flowering apparatus. One may lift
clumps of this moss bodily from the
rock and find so little soil in or about
it, that it seems surprising that it
grows at all.

Solomon’s seal, and its imitators and
relatives ara found plentifully, the
purple twisted sizlk being particular-
ly graceful and dainty.

AMATEUR POETS!

I want to publish a short, original
poem each week. Canadian and time-
ly topiecs preferred. Handsome book
given for each contribution accepted.

of what you send Address: Literary
Editor, Sunday World, Toronto.

The Departing Guest. "
“Jacobs looks very satisfled.”
the

HAPPINESS OF HAVING A HOBBY. |

your garage, if you possess one|

ers far from sordid cares irto a bles:
sed region of rest 'and relaxation from

érous a recognition.—Canadian Mall.

ment with Miss Stewart?”
inquisitive fricaq.

Joying his fricaa’s
| sisted the curicus one.

gently. “She toid me what her dress-
maker’s yearly bill
what my income was.

e R T e v . b
John “A. Moroso, autaor pi ‘“The
Quarry,” is by birth a SBouth Carolinian,

was for years police reporter and
writer of special articles for The New
York Times, . y

. ¥ msp— ks

Sixty American teachers have been
studying the Montessori method in Rome
and will conduct montessori classes next
term. -

- Mrs. Emma Payne Hrskine, author of
“‘Joyful Heatherby,” ‘‘The Mountain
Girl' etec., is the ter of an English
artist, and a New York descendant of
the Puritans. She lives a quiet home
life, absorbed in art, books and music.
Her home is in North Carolina, which
he made the background of *I'he Moun-
tain Girl.” .

. “The Correspondence of Goldwin
Smith,"” edited by T. Arnold Haultaln, ia
being published in Canada by McClelland
and Goodchild, Toronto.

!‘he. 'Cnnuhm Magazine for Juns is
‘well {llustrated by reproductions of paint-
ings, It contains the usual good supply

‘} of fiction, verse, -and special articles, Dr.

Workman begins a series of papers on
Higher Criticism. ‘““Autographs of Can-
adian Rulers” makes an Interesting study
in chirography; Dr.  Logan q'llculael
"Musical Tendencies in Canada.

June Westminster Magazine is out with
the announcement of the discovery of a
new Canadian writer, Bryan Grant, wy'ou
#serial story, ““White Man’s Canyon,” is
sald to give promise of the addition of
another successful novelist to the ranks
of Canadlan authors,

e ot g ens. g et
- er tells us, was begun 4
mer of 1894, at a littls place called Mabel-

thorpe In lLancoiusiure, o e cwsr wast
of For several months the
author worked in absolute seclusion in
that out-of-the-way spot, whieh was then
not yet overrun by excursionists, and on
the wonderful sands stretching miles upon
miles coastwise, and here and there as
much as a mile out to sea, he tried to
live over again the days of Montcalm
and Wolfe. Appropriately enough the
book was begun in a hotel at Mabelthorpe
called “The Book in Hand.” The name
came from the fact that, in a far-off day,
a ship was wrecked upon the coast there,
and the only person saved was the cap-
tain who came ashore with a Bible in his
hands., There was much trouble in find-
ing a title for the book. At last one day
Mr. Grant Richards, the English publish-
er, who was at that time a journalist,
went down from London to Mabelthorpe
to interview the author. Gﬂber‘t Parker
told him of his troubles, saying: ‘“You see,
it is the strugrle of one simple girl
against pr{ncipalftlu and powers: it is the
final conguest of the d over the great.
In~other words, the k will be an il-
lustration of the text, ‘He has put down
S o el e, S
alted the humbié and meek. e

a flash, the title came—The Beats of the
Mighty. ,

Interest is said to be reviving in Kip-
ling’s works ,in FHngland. He has also
turned playwright, and {wo of his one-
act plays are proving very popular.

Failed” and ““The Harbor Watch.”
oseph Conrad, the writer of sea stor-
ie;v, wl?ou work 1s as yet known to a lim-
ited circle of readers, is becoming n!\oro
popular as an author, and new e'fll't ons
of his books “Youth,” “Lord Jim,” "“The

Point of Honor,” and “Romance” are now
being lssued. «

—

Canadian Poetry
A Sixrvey For English Readers.

The Poetry Review recently con-
talned an interesting article by Bern-
ard Muddiman of Ottawa, on “Sowne
Aspects of Canadian Poetry.” Into
some dozen pages Mr. Muddiman has
compressed an admirable history of
poetry in Canada, “Just before the
Act of Confederation in 1867 created
modern Canada, in the history of her
literary growth eomes a wonderful
year or two. For while the idea of
a federated British North America was
germinating in men's minds, a group
of young poets was born. This was
the real beginning of Canada’s liter-
ature, The inciplent stage of colonial
half-culture had terminated. The
crudities of the honest but hopeless

early writers ceased. In the Maritime

Provinces in 1860 Charles G. D. Rob-
erts, and in 1861 Bliss Carman were
born—these two are the etrength of
‘the Acadlan group of writers; while
in Ontarlo, in 1861, Archibald Lamp-
man, and Wilfrid Campbell first saw
the light, to be immediately followed
in 1862 by Duncan Campbell Scott.
This latter group of writers can be
called the Ontario school. Of these
two 'schools by far the most powerful
is the Acadlian, created by the cousins
Roberts and Carman.”

The pride of place as the national
poet is giyen +to Roberts, whose
“Orion,” published in 1880, “marks the
commencement of Canadian litera-
ture.” His sonnet on “The Sower” is
the epic of the Canedlan wheatiands
in a nutshell.

A brown, sand-colored hillsdde, where
the soll, i
Fresh from the <£requent harrow,
deep and fine,

Lies bare; no break in the remote
skyline,

8ave where a flock of pigeon stream
aloft

Startled from feed n low-lying
croft,

And here the sower, unwittingly

: divine, j

Exerts the silent forethought of his

. toil.

Alone he treads the glebe, his meas-
ured stride

Dumb in the yield soil; and tho

small joy
Dwell in his heavy face, as spreads
the blind
Pale grain from his dispensing palm
aside,
This plodding churl grows great in
his employ,
Godlike, he makes provision for

mankind,

kOlBRT BROWNING’S INCOME.

A letter written by Robert Brown-
ing has recently been printed, which
is of considerable interest, because it
was addressed to the government offi-
cials who tried to tax his income from

literary sources.

To gou government officlals Brown-
ing wrote: “My poems are unpopular
and unsaleable, being written only for
myself and a certain small number of
critics whose approbation is .la.thfno-
tion enough. I publish them-—never
more than one in a year, at various
intervals, sometimes of several years.
My publishers give me & ‘royalty,
whatever they please, and I derive no

more profit from the transaction: I
should do so if the works reached a
second edition, but they never do
reach it.: only one pilece, many years
ago, had that distinction.” Browning
also wrote that the collected edition
of his works had not repaid him the
money which he had spent on  ths
original and more expensive prinﬂng
of the volumes. Once he wrote a
poem for a magazine, and the editor
pald him a hundred vpounds for the
production, but it could not be rack-
oned a part of his income, for he had
glven it away in charity.

We do not know the year in which
this letter was written, but Browning
never made a fortune from his liters
ary work. His plays were unsuccess-
ful on the boards, and the great public
did not devour any of his productions
very greedily. If Browning had not
been & man of means, it is quite prob-
able that we should never have read
“The Ring and the Book,” “Pippa
Passes” or any of the other works of
the most Shaksperean writer since
the time of Shakspere, a loss which
to some of us would seem very con-
siderable indeed. And what is true
of Browning is equally true of Shelley,
and perhaps of Goethe. Matthew Ar-
nold also declared to the income tax
officials: “You see in this report the
evidence that I am an unpopular au-
thor.,” Henry James is another writer
who has never anade a good living
from his works, and stiil another was
George Meredith. Doubtless the world
in general would be greatly surprised
to know how much of the flnest Iit-
erary work hes been only a source of
expense to the writers,

THE MESH OF CIRCUMSTANCE.

Innocent = country lad—wrongtully
convicted of murder—cincumstantial
evidence—conviet and gu pe,

Of Bliss Carman, Mr. Muddiman says |
that for absolute poetry he is the lea.d-“
ing Canadlan singer. And he glves|
samples of his songs to bear out the
statement, Coming to Archlbald"
Lampman, the writer calls him the!
poet of the Canadlan seasons. Here
Is a scrap from Mr. Lampman’s plcture
of Ottawa under snow:

Icy fringes, violet shadows,
Every roof a creamy sheet;

Ridges of gray broken silver
Up and down the misty street.

One by one Mr. Muddiman brings
the Canadian poets before us, Men-
tion should be made of Robert Service,
whose poems are well known in this|
country, where his “Songs of a Sour
Dough” attracted much attention. |
Then, too, of course, Drummond with |
his “Habitant” poems is not forgotten.
He is the interpreter of the country
folk of Quebec. The epirit  of his
boems, written in quaint dialect, full
of humor and pathos, has won for
Drummond a wide reputation,
It is gratifying to see Canadian poets
and their works meeting with so gen-

|
i

Dissolved, Not Broken.
“So you've Lroken off your engage-

asked the

His victim shook his head.
“I_\:'o." he replied, “I didn’t break it

“Oh. then she broke it off?"
“No,” dnswered the young man, en-
growing wonder.
“But it is broken off, isn’t?” per-
“Oh, yes!” explained the young man,

was and I told her

“Yes. Send Becky to! count
again.”"—Tit-Bits, \

| N

gegement gently dissolved,”—Tit-Bits.

Then our ent

\

{ 2zain, still you could spend

salts and a dash of
gave It to him; and for six months the
man could not think of anything in the
world except new schemes for getting
the taste out of hig

and the hunt—all told with a human-
ity and freshness which makes ‘the
story just worth reading. The author
does not inflict upon the reader the
usual harrowing detalls of fietion
prison life, and his characters are not
seriously overdrawn.

eroes are expected to wrise from
boverty to affluence in a short time,
and James Montgomery is not a bad
sort of chap. Mike Tierney of the po-
Hee 1s a good character, but the de-
Hneation is faulty in the closing chap-
ters. The real Mike would not have
displayed any soft 8pot. Also RIN
Hawkinsg’ conversion was rather too
sudden and too permanent for Bill's
clagss. Howsver, there 18 no padding,
every page belongs to the story, and
while you would not want to read it
an inter-
esting hour or so with “The Quarry”
and put the bok down without any
disagreeabl taste In your mouth.
“The Quarry,” by John A, Moroso:
Mggl%'llalr‘xd and Goodchild, publishers,

Jimson: “Oh, yes. I knew old Bim-
son. He was a good sort. He 4id a
very kind action once for me when the
clouds were dark and threatening end
the world lotked so black.”

Pimson: “What did he do?

Jimson: "He lent me an umbrella,”

A sad looking man went
chemist’s, *“Can you give me,” he
asked, “Something that will drive
from my mind the thought of sorrow
and bitter recollection?”

Then the chemist nodded, and put
him up a little dose of quinine and
wormwood and rhubarb and Epsom
castor-oil, and

into a

mouth,

f

cse
are dramatizations of “The Light That

cers,

It really

: g
By Camille Hammrt_oll;” L
.a preliminary to the Inqu
dl.cnul”' ons which the academy of
science is preparing thers took place
last week in Paris and its mb\n'h-» a
series of experiments arranged by ‘the
congress of paychology and carried
out by different finders of aprings
and seekers of metals using a hazel
rod, a pendulum and & magnetized
metal wire. If the results have not
been always conclusive, they have
nevertheless shown that at the botbom
of it all there is something real which
is worthy of being studied. i
We cannot in fact ascribs to hazard
®o many lucky coincidences, gltho that
is the elegant way in which embar-
: sometimes
i o ol . s
ner has nothing scientific about it. We
mt?l;"t.ho::f‘m resort to umgaterd
an d meny controversl
doubtless arise befors everybody is in
agreement on the subject of the mys-
terious power of

the rhabdoman-

Unexplained Facts.
seems very difficult to ex-
plain the facts which have been ob-
served these last days; such, for ex-
ample, as these: In the Bols de Vin-
cennes, diviners guided by their rods
were charged with discovering some
dry subterranean cavities,
plore the ground and thelr helm
wood or metal wavers here and there,
One of them, Mr. Pelatrat, announces

They ex-
of

HOW TO

HOLD DIVINING ROD.

the
of

ancient wells.

thing that
and, as in
tendency
smile on
in the

and 'that Louls

like to imprison
limit of present
Every discovery,
8Tess obliges us

izon, The
phenomena

mense world

which we are

in the bosom

hands.

bility, there was

by subterranean

ocribing has been

the emanations!

protect the printe
belleved them Borcerers,
imagined that writing could be repro-
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BULGARIA LOST
FOUR PER CENT,
 OF MALE FOR

Total Casualty List of Eights
 Six Thousand in War tg
Drive Turk Out of

; Europe. ‘

A e 2

- SOFIA, June 7~Figures were
lished the other day which give
idea of the terrible slaughter thet
taken place on the battiefields
‘Balkans.

The flgures are official. !
to the Bulgarian losses alone, and |
this terrible list one will have to &
‘the losses of the ‘Servians, Greek
Montenegrins and Turks. The ret
show that there have been:

Killed—38560 officers, 29,711 :

‘Wounded-—950 officers. 52,560 5

Missing, 3,693 ofilcers and men,

This makes a total casualty list.
86,734. When one considers that ¢
 total Bulgarian force cannot pe
have numberad more than 880,000
total of the dead is spapiling, con
ering the fact that the war was |
quickly over. ;

- Bulgaria has a total male populat
of some 2,200,000 of all ages, so t
one male in every twenty-five {m
country is eilther dead, woun

missing.,

During the two years of the
Africen War the total British &
in South Africa were: Officers,
men, 20.870.

The total British casualties Quring the
war (including sick, wounded. am
'g;l;::on), were: Officers, 4,188
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What Barristers Earn |

By W. B. Thompson.

LONDON,; June 7.—Who will be ¢!
new judge? There {s much inte
ing speculation in legal circles as
who will be the occupant of the n
seat on the judges’ bench in the X
Bench Dilvision of the High Court '
Justice. The recommepdation of
commission which has been ing
into the congestion of public busines
on the common law side—that an &
ditional judge should be appointed—
is quite expected to be ecarried
effect very shortiy.

The “favorites” most freq
mentioned are Sir Frederick Low !
C., and Mr. Tindal} Atkinson, K.C.. b
sound and prominent advocates i
much distinction. But even if the g
were offered to them it is uncertsl
if ili‘ ;vould be tacva:pted. jﬁ;om :" fin-
anc point of view a 4 )
the high courts is frequently an “Irish~
man’s rise” to a successful King’s
sel. The “remuneration” of $25
year attaching to the position o g
represents but a majority of the ane<
nual incomes earned by leaders of the
bar both in the king’s bench and chan
cery divisions. There are numbers ¢
King’'s counsel practising in the hig
courts whose fees and emoluments
total well over $100,000 a year, .
leaders like Sir Edward Carson, K.C
M.P,, 8ir Edward Clarke, K.C.
E. Smith, K.C, MP, and Mn D
K.C.,, M.P., for example—none of them
looks at a brief under 200 guineas RD-
solute minimum, and in the m
of cases the initial fees are consider-
ably higher, rising to 500 or 1000
eas. - Then their “refreshers” .
from B0 guineas to 100 guineas
day, and-when cases last for ver
days, with probably dally “consult
tions” at 20 guineas each. it is a
surprising there is no big rush on i
part of prominent advocates to 0¢
seats. on' the judicial bench—if
qgestion of finance is chiefly con
ad.

‘Chancery counsel earn ar
even than the King's benchmen, -l
are more in the public eye than
former. It is a common thing for
front rank chancery leader to
1000 gulneas marked on %is brief
150 guineas a day “refresher.” UnMl
the King’s counsel, practicing on-
King’s bench side, a chance der
is tied down to his own count % g
3 clixémcery cg\:n}sel is called he has
ecide to whleh particular gourt
will attach himself. He must not go
into another chancery court under &
speclally high fee. Counsel in 19
King's bench division are quite differs
ent in this respect: they can “roam®
all over the courts and take up cases
before any of the King’s bench judges
It must be borne in mind, of coursér
that chancery work is much mors ifi*
tricate and exacting, and involves oonls
siderably more- strictly legal ar, :
such as in patent law, will. and big
commercial cases. Important
and principles frequently hang upos
the construction of ancient documents.
old deeds, and sections of m vol-
umes, out of which little humor oaf
gooe; nﬁ:ltracted. : Sometimes 4‘::]
80 as “special”’; a le
Indicating that counsel only goes into
court in exceptionally special cases,
This means that counsel must have
had an unusually big practice and
big demand for his services when N
can throw up ordinary court work &
embark as a “special.” Naturally,
big fees have to be paid for this
of work,
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A minister, who was not averse o
occasional toddy, hired an Irishmen
clean out his cellar, Pat soon disc
ered a multitude of empty bottles,
hope repeated its specialty of J
Ing eternal In the human
he was carefully examining each bets
tle by holding it to the light, the mifie

“They are all dead ones, Pat®
“They are, are they?” replied
Irishman. “Well, there's one

ter with them when ! werd
ing Y g sy
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