Sunday in Advent!

Al

ERE Listen to the Angels. o e
Listen; listen to the angels throug
ti:e midnight calm and clear,

Singing again their sweet, sweet song,
so old, yet ever so dear;

With voices, tuned @ivinely, telling the
wondrous story

O° the Virgin Mother, mild, and her
Babe, the King’ of glo

Listen, listen to the angels as that
blessed night of old,

They filled the air with harmony from
heavenly harps of gold;

As to the watching shepherds they
brought the tidings holy;

“Christ is born in Bethlehem and lies
in a manger lowly!”

Listen, listen to the angels singing
sweetly once again; -

“G.ory to God in the highest, Peace
on earth, Good Will to men-"

Oh, heavenly choir, Time sings for aye
your song which ushered in

The coming of Christ, the Saviour, to
redeem the world from sin!
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THE RUSSIANS’ RrELIGION,

The Mobhammedans Oppose the Gevern-
ment Efforts Towards Orthodox.

In its endeavor to crush out all form
of worship except that prescribed by
the Orthodox Church, the Russian
Government meets with a good deal of
oppcsition. The Protestants in the
Baltic provinces offer least resistance,
as they regard resistance useless. The
Catholics in the west; and the Sec-
tarians in central and Southern Rus-
sia. passively resist for a time, but
coercion in most cases does its work.
The Mohammedans in the Caucasian
provinces, however, not only stolidly
refuse to become converted to the
Greek church, but they also show that
they are willing to resist coercion by
force of arms. The Holy Synod is all
the more alarmed at this, as the Mo-
h: mmedans proselytize among the
members of the Orthodox Church. The
Danziger Zeitung, Danzig, says : X

‘“Phe coercive means by which the
conversion of the Catholics is brought
about is ineffective with the Moham-
medans. On the other hand, the pro-
paganda of Islamism is steadily ad-
vancing in the eastern previnces. Edu-
cation has done  much to bring this
about, especially among the Tartars.
Since they have learned to read, they
are influenced by printed and writ-
ten tracts. A secret organization serves
the interests of Mohammedanism
in Russia, and the clergy keep up a
lively intercourse with such centres of

ohammedan learning as China, Bu-
charia and Cairo. The Mecca pil-
grims also exercise much influence,
both over their co-religionists and
such members of the Orthodox Church
as reveal discontent with their faith.
The Mecca pilgrims have brought. to
Russia the doctrine of a future Mes-
siah, a Mahdi, who will be stronger
than even the Czar.

What is the cause of this.discontent
with the church of which the Czar is
the acknowledged head ? A writer in
The Christliche Welt, Leipsic, endeav-
ors to give an explanation. He says:

“At Odessa, some time ago, a case

i of assault was tried. Two peasants
had quarreled about religion, and the
one who claimed that God was superior
to Si. Nicholas was maltreated. This
is a specimen of Russian religion.
When the compulsory conversion of
the Protestant Livonians to the Or-
thodox Church took place, an Ortho-
dox prelate expressed his surprise that
th> Protestants objected : For had not
Luther at one time been the Court
preacher of Catharine of Russia ? This
meay serve as a specimen of theologi-
cal training in Russia. Once Czar
Nicholas I. took part in a religious
service. at Warsaw in which, accord-
ing to custom, the worshipper was to
kiss the hand of the officiating priest,
The latter in his confusion failed to
cffer his hand. Thereupon the Em-
peror cried out : ‘Give me your hand,
yvou dog, I want to kiss it.” That is
characteristic of Russian Churchlife.

“The Russian Church is a mixture
of barbarian naivete, the lifeless for-
mality of the Byzantine age, and a
wilderness of-confused ideas. To the
- Russian, the man who refuses to give
to a beggar is not a Christian. On the
other hand he will hang a cloth before
his saint’s image, and then enter upon
a carousal that would disgrace a beast.
Again, the typical Russian will strike
the floor of the church fifty times
with his forehead, and repeat two hun-
dred times the words : ‘O Lord, have
mercy on me!” _And then he will go
and swear a false oath for a drink of
whisky. ‘For does not God Himself
accept a bribe 27 By which is meant
that God will accept so many wax
cardles and paternosters as atonement
for sins. The Russian, too, is a fata-
list. Everything, whether the result
of one’s own doing or not, is in his
opirnion, ‘God’s willy The curse of
th2 Russian Chugch is its moral ster-
. ility; it has no regenerative and pro-
ductive power.”

RAMPANT IN PARIS..

Spiritualism Has
Writers Who Relfeve in It

That an excess of skepticism or un-
belief always brings a reaction toward
superstition is a well-known fact in
the history of religions. This reaction
is now being experienced in France,
which has acquired a reputation for
being the most irreligious of all coun-
tries. If we 'are to believe Jules Bois,
who writes a long article on the sub-

jeet of ‘“Miracles at Paris” to Le Fig- |
John J. Waller first

aro, that country is now on the return
swing of the pendulum, which is just
at present bearing her through a spas-
modic interest in spiritualism. Says
‘M. Bois:

‘“We must say this much in justice to
spiritualism, it has been the first to
raise the standard of revolt against
the materialism in which we are wal-
lowing. M. Zola has perhaps created
the symbolist school by the excess of
his naturalism. Spiritualism is a much
deeper reaction against the atheism of
Proudhon, the scepticism of Renan.
the braggings of Buchner. I know
that crazy people have been mixed up
in it, but there are weak heads every-
where. In fact it has been the conso-
lation and the pleasure of the highest
minds. Mme. de Girardin passed the
last years of her life in the company
of Mme. de Sevigne, of Sappho, of Mol-
iere, of Sedaine, of Shakespeare. Au-
guste  Vacquerie, in his ‘Miettes de I’
Histoire,” relates that at Jersey he
made the tables talk on the shores of
the sea. ‘I believe in spirits as firmly
as I do in donkeys,’ he affirmed. For
him, the scale of beings reached from
man to the sky, as from man to the
abysses of the earth. Vietorien
Sardou, thanks to the spirits, amused
himself with making little palaces on
paper with musical notes. . Flammar-
ion renewed the science of the heav-
ens with these studies. M. Jules Lor-
mina refreshed his imagination with
them, and M. Gilbert Augustin-Thier-
ry, in many romances, exalts reincar-
nation, that spiritualistic dogma.

“In our days the movement has
grown in innumerable directions. The
painters, usnally so material, have set
to work to-reproduce the miracles. M.
Odilon Redon, in his lithographs, re-
creates the terror of the wandering

- ghosts. Mr. James Tissot puts his tal-
ent at_the service of fhe ‘materializa-
tions’ of phantoms. Count Antoine de
La Rochefoucauld, yet more subtile,
seizes the angelic soul at the moment
when it leaves the body, in the state of
ecstacy. M.Vatere Bernar draws har-
pies; M. Phillippe-Charles Blache sur-
prisés the melancholy spirit at the
threshold of the invisible; M. Henry de¢
Malvost invokes the devil himself with

Hiad a BRoom — Great

P
}‘&):miﬁ!lli " Auguste Holme

C: e. Auguste 8, T :
mes; the beyond; the poet-
ess, Mme. Zola- in, hears the voice
of the invisible. What shall I say?
The boulevard itself forgets to rail, or
rather dares not. On the Tortoric ter-
race M. Aurelien Scholl relates to me
the prodigies of Home, Who altered the
hour on a cloth without touching it,
and Maurice Montigut still shivers at
the recollection of his juvenile exper-
fence at table-turning. :

“M. Paul Adam has suffered for more
than a year from the hssault of a
ghost, who gives him troublesome ad-
vice. At the house of the Baroness
Deslandes we see spirits writing and
rapping. . . . The modern chiefs of
the state have, it appears, the same
love of miracles as the emperors and
kings of the Middle Ages, who lived in
the company ‘of astrologers, scorcerers,
and alchemists. The correspondent of
The Daily News, having asked of Pres-
ident Carnot his religious belief, the
latter answered that he was a disciple
of Allan Kardec, but that he adhered
to the Catholic religion for state rea-
sons. And every one knows of the
tears shed by Queen Victoria over the
death of the medium who had given
her the opportunity of talking with the
Prince Consort.” :

After filling a couple of columns
with stories of Parisian ghosts, med-

The celebrated mus-
ves

in the good old style, M. Bois closes
with.the following reflections:
“Unfortunately the majority of the
spirits are too simple; sometimes they
are even ignorant and superstitious.
On how many of their communications
do the asses ears of King Midas ap-
pear. One of their apostles, who is
possessed of a wise and inspiréd in-
tellect, M. Bouvery, confesses to me
that in certain seances they go soO
far as to punish the spirits. Spirit-
ualism to be born anew must under-
go the ordeal of the phenix. To-day,
rebaptized in America as ‘the new
spiritualism,” disembarrased of its old
errors, it attempts, in the hands of
savants such ‘as William Crookes, Ak-
sakoff, Richet De Rochey,Gibjer. Belra-
duc and Dariex to furnish experimental
proof of the survival of the ego.. If the
soul survives, what a source of resig-
nation for the suffering, what a balm
for the wounds of society! I know of
no generous intellect capable of a lack
of interest ih so great an undertak-
ing.”—The Literary Digest.

Prayer Meetings.

There is a class of peopie who roam
the land making fearful havoc. They
sound no war-whoop, but their track
is marked by devastation. They are
* that class of persons who go from
church to church charged with the
mission of talking religious meetings
to death.” The writer says:

One of the chiefs of this barbarian
tribe of prayer-meeting Kkillers is the
expository man. He is very apt to
rise with a New Testament in his
hand, or there has been some pdassage
that during the day has pressed heavi-
ly on his mind. It is probably the first
chapter of Romans, or some figurative
passage from: the Old Testament.. He
says, for instance: “My brethren, I
call your attention to Hosea, 7th and
s$th: “Ephraim is a cake not turned.”
You all know the history of Ephraim.
Ephraim was—ah—well! He was
a man mentioned in the Bible.
You all know who he was. Surely no
intelligent audience like this need to be
told who Ephraim was. Now, the pas-
sage says that he was a cake not
turned. There are a good many kinds
of cake, my brethren ! There is the In-
dian cake, and the flannel cake, and
the buckwheat cake. Now, Ephraim
was a cake not turned. It is an awful
thing not to be turned. My friends,
let us all turn !

It sometimes happens that this un-
desirable character confinés himself to
the meetings of his own church. In-
teresting talkers are sometimes detain-
ed at home by sickness;but his health
is always good. Others dare not ven-
ture out in the storm; but all the ele-
ments combined could not keep him
from his place. He has the same pray-
er now that he has used for the last 20
yvears. There is in it an allusicn to
the death of a prominent individual.
You do not understand who he means.
The fact is, he composed that prayer
about the time that General Jackson
died, ;jand he has never been abl® o
drop the allusion. He has a patroniz-
ing way of talking to sirfners, as much
as to say: “Ho! you poor, miserable
scalawags, just look at me. and see
what you might have been.!”

The land is strewn with the carcases
of prayer-meetings slain by these re-
ligious desperadoes. They have driven
the young people from most of our de-
votional meetings. How to get rid of
this afiliction is the question with hun-
dreds of churches. We advise your
waiting on such persons and telling
them that owing to the depraved state
of public taste, their efforts are not ap-
preciated.- If they still persist, tell
them they must positivly stop or there
will be trouble. As you love the church
of God, put an end to their ravages.
It is high time that the nuisance was
abated.

EUROPE’S GAMBLING HELLS.

How They Are Operated and Some People
Wheo Yisit Them.
famous Mediterranean gam-
bling resort continues to draw
moths to its golden flame,
notwithstanding the competition
of other places. In an article ex-
pianatory of the management of the
nclerious Casino of Monaco, in the
December Pall Mall Magazine, Mr.
tells how the

gambling’ tables got to that place.
There were tables there long before
the celebrated “Pere” Blanc arrived.
As far back as 1853 the late Prince
Charles granted a thirty years’ conces-
sion to a company to carry on the
kusiness: Then the fortunes of the
Grimaldis’ were at the ebb-tide. The
affairs of Charles III. had touched the
low-water mark of princely penury,
and his kingdom was little more than
a lair for pirates. At that time Fran-
cois Blanc was exploiting roulette at
H¢mburg. But the shrewd old fellow
saw trouble ahead, and turned his
eyves towards Monaco. Some years be-
fore the late Emperor William decid-
ed to close all the gambling houses in
Germany, old Blanc began to prepare
for the notice to quit, which he got in
1311, He went to Monaco with $340,000
and purchased the gambling rights
and privileges, and thence forward the
little kingdom became the great auth-
orized centre for roulette in Europe.
We quote the following = concerning
Blzne and the “eminence” to which his
millions lifted his family:

‘Pere Blanc, who was a man of the
French bourgeois type, simple in his
hakits, but clever and \strong-headed
in finance, died July 27, 1877, leaving a
fortune of nearly seven million pounds.
The spirit of largesse which he dis-
played in working all his enterprises
was the secret of his success. For in-
slance, when he heard that five mil-
lions of france were required to com-
plete the Paris Opera House, he pull-
ed out his cheque-book and wrote an
order for the amount; but, strange to
say, he was the only person forgotten
in the distribution of seats on the oc-
casion of the first performance. This
was, of course, an oversight of the
most ironical character, and full re-
paration was subsequently made him.
All the most celebrated artists of the
day were anxious to sing at the gor-
Lecus theatre which Garnier bufit for
hini, and streams of gold flowed into
his coffers at Monte Carlo. Old Blanc
never gambled himself; he simply

The

stood by the roulette wheel and the

jums, table-turnings, and rappings, all |
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ways in his ‘watchword: ‘Rouge perd,
et Noir perd, malis c'est toujours Blanc
qui gagne! (‘Red loses and black loses,
but white (Blanc) 'always wins.’)

““In all his enterprizes he wa§ sup-
‘pcried and seconded by Mme. Blanc,
who was a wonderfully shrewd ‘busi-
ness woman; and in all questions re-
lating to the engagements of artists
for the theatre or Casino, the decora-
tion, of the rooms and the entertain-

ment of patrons of the play, she was

his trusted adviser. Pere Blanc left the
whole of his immense fortune to her
and her four children, with the ex-
ception of £20,000, which Me bequeath-
ed to the ancient church of St. Roch,
in Paris, to be spent in masses for the
repose of his soul! With this enormous
{ wealth at her command, Mme, Blanc
was able to make a splendid display
in Paris society, and to obtain ambi-
tious positions for her children. Both
the daughters married princes—the
hand and fortune of Marie Blanc go-
ing to Prince Roland Bonaparte, son
of Prince Peter, and a cousin of Na-
pcleon IIL; while the eldest daughter,

Lcuise, became the wife of Prince
Cor stantine Radziwill, a descendant
of an old Polish family affiliated to

the house of Horticus. Of the sons,
Edmund Blanc has been mayor of St.
' Cloud, and is again member of the
' Chamber of Deputies (after having
. had his election invalidated for spend-
ing the proceeds of his shares In
Monte Carlo too freely among the pea-
sants of his division in the Pyrenees),
while Camille Blanc is a successful
bréeder of horses and a liberal patron
of the French turf.”

Mr. Waller, who is familiar with the
scenes of Monte Carlo, tells some
! things interesting in their way, as fol-
lews: \

“An exact record is kept of the pro-
fits of each table every day, but it is
sufficient for our purpose to strike an
average. The earnings of a roulette
table during the winter average £400
a day, and during the summer £350.
For the trente-et-quarante tables the
averages are £300 and £250 a day re-
spectively. Of course the takings of
these tables vary very considerably.
A plunger may walk into the reoms
at any moment and have a run of luck
which will not only prevent any par-
ticular' table from making a profit,
but force the cashier to advance more
mcney to keep it going. This feat is
errcreously called ‘breaking the bank’;
but, depend upon it, all such winnings
find their way back again to the
tables. As Pere Blanc remarked: ‘He
who breaks the bank to-day will be
broken by the bank to-morrow.’ It was
so with ‘Lucky Chance Wells,” whose
play I watched closely from day to
dayv, an8 who undoubtedly won nearly
£50,000 during two visits of ten days’
Guration; he lost not only the whole
of it at two subsequent visits, but also
£10,000 of the money of people whom
he duped with his bogus patents. So
with a well-known London money-len-
der, one of the best customers of the
tables, who visits Monte Carlo every
season. He generally plays the maxi-
mum of 12,000 franes (£480) a coup at
trente-et-quarante, and has won large
sums from time to time. He informed
me, however, last winter, that he was
aln.ost always a loser at the end of his
stay: that he made £10,000 his limit of
los¢, and that during the last ten or
twelve years he had left at least
£100,000 upon the tables. These are
only typical cases. The winner at
Mcnte Carlo returns to make a little
more; the loser returns to try to get

end, la banque gagne toujours!

“Kach roulette table is given a capi-
tal of 60,000 francs (£2400) every day
at noon, with which to open the play;
each trente-et-quarante table receives
100,000 francs (£4000). Only upon rare
occasions, when some heavy player is
having a run of luck, is it necessary t
make a second call. Wells, for instance,
forced the chef de partie to fetch fur-
ther capital no less than four times
in one afternoon.” ;

Monte Carlo is tempting bait for all
blackmailers, and the most ingenious
schemes are concocted for extorting
money from the bank. - Here is a
sample:

. “A little band of five Paris journal-
ists who were down for the pigeon
shooting and racing season also con-
ceived a plot by which they obtained
£1000 from the manager. A baab
scarce was raging at the time. They
bribed one or two of the night watch-
men to place half a dozen bogus shells,
with a piece of lamp wick hanging
from them, under the windows outside
the building and beneath the gambling
tables in the interior. These ‘engines’
were found at daybreak by the ‘pom-
piers,” and a scene of great excite-
ment ensued. In vain did the mana-
ger try to hush up the affair; the news
of an attempt to blow up the Casino
spread like lightning. As soon as the
doors ppened Messieurs les journalistes
went in a body to interview the man-
ager. ‘We know all about the out-
rage,’ they said, ‘and unless we re-
ceive £1000 by four o’clock we shall
send a column about it to the papers
we represent.’ They got the money.
Their accomplices, with whom they had
promised to divide, were, however, ar-
rested and sentenced to two years’ im-
prisonment.” ;

‘Mc’)nte; Carlo has a very curious ‘“pen-
sion” list. On ‘it are inscribed the
names of men and women who have
lost their fortunes at the tables and
who are allowed small sums daily for
the rest of their miserable lives. Mr.
Waller savs:

“This practice, which was inaugur-
ated by Pere Blanc in his paternal care
for the decaves, is also being-&Fopped
as the pensionnaires die out. The pen-
sions now paid range from five francs
to forty francs a day, according to the
amount which has been lost at the
tab}e_s and the social position of the
recipient. For instance, a tall Scotch-
man who is a familiar figure upon the
Promenade des Anglais in Nice, re-
celvs two louis per day. He lost a
quarter of a million at roulette. He has
still a small income, and the bank
therefore considers thirty shilling per
day sufficient to keep this broken ves-
self from coming to the ground. If
one could go through the whole list,
what a story might be written anent
each item.”

In conclusion we quote Mr. Waller
concerning  the shicides a% Nonte
Carlo, as follows:

“The number has been comparative-
ly small during the last two years—
ﬁve_and four respectively. This charge
against the tables is always greatly
exaggerated. Some writers upon Monte
Carlo wou_ld have us believe that ev-
ery morning at sunrise the gardens
around the Casino are like a Gehenna,
strewn with the corpses of men and
women who have ruined themselvés at
the 'gables the night before...... When
tall-:m_g one day to the doctor, whose
du}}f it is to examine the body of every
suicide on behalf of the police at Mon-
aco, he assured me that the number
seidom exceeded half a dozen per an-
num. Six too many, surely; but how
many people commit suicide in. Eng-
land every year through failure in
trade and losses upon the Stock Tx-
change? It must be remembered that
Monte Carlo represents gambling in a
concentrated form, just as the Stock
Exchange represents condensed specu-
lation, and that men who are already
ruined often fly to the Casino to make
a final coup. They generally fail to
retrieve their fortunes. One wonders,
therefore, that the death-roll is not
greater.”

A LYRIC OF- JOY.

I know a little henchman
‘Who sets a yellow star

To seal the cinders of the night
‘Within a hollow jar.

And when the jar is broken,
A marvel has been done;

There lies within the rosy dusk
That coal we call the sun.

But more than any wonder
That makes the rose of dawn,
Is that inheritance of joy
My heart is happy on.
—Eliss Carman in the Chap Book.

his money back again. And so, in the |

“Susan, just look here
this table !” ‘“Lor, Mum,
self !
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With stars, with trailing galaxies,
Like a white rose-bower in bloom,
Darkness garlands the vaulted skies,
Day’s adorn’d tomb;
A whisper without from the briny west
Thrills and sweetens the gloom;

Within Miranda seeks her rest
High in her turret room.

Armies upon her walls encamp

In silk and silver thread:

Chssed and fretter her silver lamp

Dimly lights her bed;

And now the silken screen is drawn,
The velvet coverlets spread;

And the pillow of down and snowy

lawn

Mantles about her head.

With violet-scented rain

Sirinkle the rushy floor;

Let the tapestry hide the .tinted pane,
And cover the chamber door;

But leave a glimmering beam,
Miranda belamour,

To touch and gild my waking dream,
For I am your troubagiour.

I sound my throbbing lyre,

And sing to myself below;

Her damsel sits beside the fire
Crooning a song I know;

The tapestry shakes on the wall,

The shadows hurry and go,

The silent flames leap up and fall,
And the muttering birch-logs glow.

Deep and sweet she sleeps,
Because of her love for me;

And deep and sweet the peace that

keeps

My happy heart In fee!

Peace on the heights, in the deeps,
Peace over hill and lee,

Peace through the starlit steeps,
Peace on thé starlit sea,

Beq%;”se a simple maiden sleeps
Dreéaming a dream of me!

—John Davidson in the Chap Book.

VICTOR AND VANQUISHED.
T ¢

Through the crowded streets returning

at the ending of the day,

Hastened one whom all saluted as he

sped along his way;

In his eye a gleam of triumph, in his

heart a joy sincere,

And the voice of shouting thousands

still resounding in his ear.

Passed he 'neath a stately archway to-

ward the goal of his desire,

Till he saw a woman’s figure lolling
idly by the fire.

“I have won!” he cried exultant; *“I
have saved a cause from wreck,

Crushed the rival that I dreaded, set

my foot upon his neck!

Now at last the way is open, now at

last men call be great—

I am leader of the leaders, I am master

in the State!”

Languidly she turned to listen with a
decorous pretence,
And her cold patrician features mirror-
ed forth indifference.
‘“Men are always scheming, striving
for some petty end,” said she;
Then, a little yawn suppressing, “What
is all of this to me?”

I1.
Through the shadows of the evening,
as they quenched the sunset glow,
Came the other, faring homeward,
with dejected step and slow;
Wistful, peering through the darkness,
till he saw, as oft before,
‘Where a woman stood impatient at the
threshold of the door.

“I have lost!” he faltered faintly. “All
is over”’—with a groan;

at the face beside his own.
Two soft eyes were turned upon him
with a woman’s tenderness,

with a passionate caress,
And a voice of thrilling music to his
mutely uttered plea
Said, “If only you are with me, what
is all the rest to me?”
ITI.

All night long the people’s leader sat
in silence and alone,
Dull of eye, with brain unthinking, for
his heart was turned to stone;
While the hours passed all unheeded,
till the hush of night had ceased
And the haggard light returning fleck-

* ed the melancholy east.

But the other, the defeated, laughed a
laugh of merriment,

And he thrust his cares behind him
with an infinite content

Recking not of place and power and
the smiles of those above,

For his darkness was illumined by the
radiance of love.

each had counted up the cost;
And the vanquished was the victor,
and the winner he that lost.
—Harry Thurston Peck in The Book-
man.

WATCH THEREFORE.

In Palistine the moonbeams shine

Tpon each lonely hill,

Where shepherds keep their
sheep,

And all the land is still.

drowsy

But through the night a path of.light
Streams out across the way,

While servants. feast until the East
Gives warning of the day.

“¥ull many a year in hope and fear,

A band of slavish men,

We vx;%tch for him with eyes grown
im,—

He will not come again!”

Then) he paused and gazed expectaht |

Two white arms were flung about him !

Each had grasped the gift of fortune,

! T can write my Name in the Dust on the top of

! Now I never had no Edgercation my~

e——— T

Far away, at the dawn of day,
I hear the master come,
And tfhet rhythmic beat of his horse’s
eet,
Nearer and nearéer home.

But no one walits at the castle gates,
And on the castle floor
The sunlight creeps while the porter
; sleeps
Till his Lord is at the door!
—Herbert Miller Hopkins in the Book-
man.
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| TREATING THE WRONG

DISEASE.

How large bills are run up without
benefit to the suiferer.

Many times womien call on their family
ghysictans, suffering, as they imagine, one
rom dyspepsia, another from nervous dis-
ease, another from Mver or kidney disease,
aneother with paim here and there, and in
this way they all present alike to them.
selves and their easy-going, indifferent, or
over-busy doctors, separate and distinct dis-
eases, for which they prescribe their pills
and potions, assuming them to be such,
when, in reality, they are all only symptoms
caused by some womb disease, The physi-
cian ignorant of the cawse of suffering, en-
courages his practice until large bills are
sade, The suffering patient gets no better,
but probably worse, by reason of the delay,
wrong treatment and consequent complica-
fions. A proper medicine, like Dr. Pierce’s
Favorite rescrt?)tion, directed lo the cause
would have entirely removed the disease,
thereby dispelling all those distressing
symptoms, and instituting comfort instead
of prolonged misery. It has been well said,
that *‘a disease known is half cured.”

Dr. Pierce’s Pavorite Prescription is a
scientific medicine, carefully compounded
by an experienced and skillful physician,
and adapted to woman’s delicate organiza-
tion. It cures all derangements, irregu-
larities and weaknesses of the womanly
organs. It is purely vegetable in its com-

sition and perfectly harmless in its ef-
ects 3w any condition of the system. For
morning sickness, or nausea, due to preg-
nancy, weak stomach, and kindred symp-
toms, its use, wil me very beneficial. It
also makes cHil easy by preparing
the systema for pestwrition, thus assisting
Nature and shortening ‘‘labor.”’ The period
of confinement is also greatly shortened
the mother strengthened and built up, and
an abundant secretion of mourishment for
the child premeted. Soid by all dealers,

DOCTORS GAVE NO RELIRF.

Rheumatism and Gout of Ten Years’ Stand-
ing Fled Before Kootenay,

(Testimony under oath.)

Michael H. Dwyer, well known in
,Hamllton, tells a story that reads like
'a miracle. He suffered untold pain
|and was told that only removal to 4
| warmer climate could benefit him, but
Kootenay Cure did what doctors coufd
not do, and now he is well. He volun-
|teers a statutory declaration of his
i case as follows:
| County of Wentworth,
‘ To Wit: I, Michael
{ H. Dwyer, of the City of Hamilton, in
the County of Wentworth, .driver, do
solemnly declare:

1. That I am a driver of a hread
s wagon in the city of Hamilton, and
live at No. 52 Leeming-street, in said
city.
| 2. About 10 years ago I first became
i afflicted with rheumatism and, gout,
‘and during the last 10 years I have
been treated by several physicians,
{and they all advised me that it was
'impossible to cure me here, and that
the only remedy for me was to go to
a milder climate,

3. Acting on such advice, I gold part
of my goods and intended, about the

middle of September, to go South to!

live there. °
| 4. I was confined to my house last
| December owing to this disease, and
was unable to do any work whatever.
5. I commenced taking the Kootenay
Cure which Mr. S. S, Ryckman, M. P.,
gave me, about the midddle of April
last,and after about one week’s using
this medicine I was sufficienty cured
to- be.ablé to start driving a bread
wagon, which work. required me con-
| stantly getting on and off my wagon.
6. The pains which I always
had. in my sides are now completely

gone, and I am now able to work with- |

out suffering any pain whatever.

7. I consider my case almost mira-
culous.

8. I have consulted a large number
of doctors as. to my case, and have
tried any number of remedies, yet no
lmedlcine that I ever tried can begin
to compare with this.

9. In the-past I have suffered al-
most indeseribable agony from this

|
!
i disease. My general health has won-

| derfully improved since taking this

| medicine. i
| And I make this solemn declaration
consecientiously believig it to be true.
ete. MICHAEL H. DWYER.
Declared before me at the Ci of
Hamilton, in the’ County of Went-
worth, this 11th day of May, 1895.
FRANCIS FITZGERALD.
A Notary in and for the Province of
Ontario. :

| ENGLISH

| #ORE NOTES BY SIE EDWARD RUS-

A T

e

SELE,

His Visit to Torouto—A Groat Compliment
to Camadian Newspaper Men—A Stay
at The GQueen’s--Notes of Travel.

Sir Edward Russell, editor of The

/| Liverpool Post, continuing his articie

on “An Old Hand in the New World,”
told of his visit in New York and Chi-
cago., From the latter place he vistted

tion of its many grand features, not
forgetting the trolley lines, he tells of
his Toro@to visit. Before giving that
part of his article in its entirety it
might be well to point out a mistake
regarding Sir Oliver Mowat’s politics
which the learned editor dubs ‘‘Conser-
vative.” It would be, perhaps, too
much to expect the editor of a large
English daily to keep himself posted
on such distant subjects_as the politi-
cal color of.the governing bodies of
each of the integral parts of the Do-
minion, although his rerming Sir Oli-
ver Conservative is yet perhaps quite
correct.

The view of Toronto,on approaching
it from the. lake, is good. It answers
to Toronto’s designation—“the ecity of
churches and colleges.” Toronto is a
very nice city, and the Queen’s Hotel
is a fine old mahogany sort of old-
fashioned hostelry, with a distinctly
individual courtly landlord, many ex-
cellent traditions, a fine dining-room,
and very comfortable, cozy ways, The
moment yon enter Toronto, however,
vou feel that things are quieter than
in the States. I had what might be
described as a sort of Aberdeeny feel--
ing, though the effect and cause were
vague. The shopping streets are good
and the shops excellent. . We went
driving about under the cordial con-
!voy of Mr. McMurrich, an alderman of
ithe 'city. We saw Rosedale Ravine,
over which loveiy place there is a
bridge through public grounds, and the
foliage was at its reddest, yellowest,
brownest, most brilliant. We saw a
fine recreation club—on a considerable
scale and furnished with all the facili-
ties for games.
ment House, and I sat in the seat of
the leader of the Opposition, being de-
termined to be “agin’ the Government.
It is a handsome hall, but chairs and
desks are stiff and uncomfortable com-
pared with the good old green benches
of the House of Commons. This; be
it understood, is a provinecial Parlia-
ment. The central one is at Ottawa.
“Sir Oliver’s” party, the Conservatives
—with no meaning much to their name
any more than the Liberals have—have
been in office over twenty years, and
the Premier is very popular. So is the
respected leader of the Opposition, Pit
he doesn’t get across the House. We
also saw Toronto College, and found
it very well furnished with buildings.
I received two interviewers, very pleas-
ant, courteous young journalists, one
of whom showed a good knowledge of
English politics, And this reminds me
of my first experience of interviewing,
which was at Niagara. An exceedingly
agreeable and intelligent gentlemen,
who .represented a large clientele of
newspapers, came to me,.and I freely
answered all his questions.” What I
said about American journalism he
gave in the main accurately, but I did
not say that I found American journal-
ists distourteous. In fact, I had not
seen any. Somehow the interviewer
got the wrong notion in his head, and
put an ukfortunate line of the sort in
his interview. This, naturally enough,
was published in most of the cities of
the United Btaes, my interviewer send-
ing the inte
English editor being a spokesman of
some intergst. That was all right. But

and that in one of the most
e morning newspapers,among
er of sennsational head-lines
abouf me over the account of the in-
terview, was this—“Never found cour-
tesy till he met a Boston man.” Of
course this was pure rubbishy inven-
tion, and I had not met a Boston man
at all, but only a newspaper corre-
spondent stationed at Niagara, who
had sent the interview to Boston
among many other places. This was
an-amusing suggestion of what Ameri-
can interviews may be worth in ac-
curacy and in authority.

We set out at nine by a sleeping
train for Montreal, which the natives
call Muntreal. There is usually a boat
which takes you by a beautiful and
interesting passage, but this stops at
the end of September. At six in the
morning we awoke, and saw just a lit-
tle of the Thousand Islands, very pret-
ty and dainty and Lady-of-theLakeish,
charming little islands, emerald gems
set about in a beautiful expanse of
water. We arrived at eight and I
found the Windsor one of the finest
hotels I encountered on my travels.
Sumptuous, not too new, furnished lux-
uriously, with a magnificent central
hall or “rotunda’” (but not round),pav-
ed with marble in squares, great corri-
dors all the breadth of the house used
to promenade and lounge, richly car-
peted and furnished and with fine
drawing-rooms abutting on them all
the way. Altogether there was an am-
plitude and richness about the Wind-
sor which produced a most soothing
effect. Here the weather was sharply
cold. Montreal is more imposing than
Torontd. The great churches of the
Catholics, Notre Dame, Gothic with a
marvellously rich vast Lady chapel at
the rear—not visible from the main
building—and St. Peter’s, after the
style, reduced, of St. Peter’s at Rome
—overshadow the other churches ;
but the ecclesiastical buildings altoge-
ther are very fine. The Law Courts
have a good- building, but of no very
striking architecture. The great thing
at Montreal is the Mountain, a height
covered with the richest foliage and
ascended by a winding carriage way,
the ascent being rewarded by continu-
ous beauty of variegated leafage, and
at the summit by one of the finest and
most® complete views of a handsome
city to be seen anywhere. The Mont-
real Mountain, whether seen from be-
lJow as a background to the city, or en-
joved by exploration, is quite a thing
by itself, and the ‘‘Muntreal”’ people
may well be proud of it. There are dig-
tinctly French quarters in Montreal
The suburbs are comfortable and do-
mestic—not suggestive of great opu-
lence. ¥

The cathedral eontributes a quaint ele-
ment by its quasi-Bavarian interior. The
inglish cathedral has most interesting
monuments, though it is just a plain
rich Georgian church. There is a Very
cuaint old French quarter—a large
| proportion of . the population are
{ French. There is an old cardinal’s pal-
|-ace—there is an ancient university.the
| Laval—and one of the most interesting
buildings is the old church of

NOTRE DAME DES VICTOIRES

| This may easily be missed, but should
inot be. It was partially destroyed in
1759, but was rebuilt on its old walls,
The place is very antique in tone and
| has curious altars. The victories refer-
red to in its title were the first defeat
of the British invaders under Phipps
in 1690, and 14 years afterwards of the
shipwreck of an invading British fleet,
which the French regarded as a mira-
culous interposition of Providence in
their favor. Wolfe’s siege of Quebec
in 1759 was not =o miraculous—but it
served.

There is a capital, well supplied little
market down below Dufferin-terrace.
Sleepy and small Quebec is. Its in-
terest is all picturesque and historic
and archaic. The boys who sit lazily
and successfully catching smelts on
the pier seem to be types of the ac-
tivity and enterprise of the beautiful
and queer old place, whose commerce
has slipped away from it to return no
| more.

the Falls and after an eloquent deserip- |

We saw the Parlia-|

" The Parliament buildin
some and h Y mbeliin

prepar.
the session. Quebec is theega,r?g‘:l A

ary capital of one of the

Just as Toronto iz of anotheg.m oy
There is a line of boats from

treal called the Richelieu and om

Navigation Line. My next trip taken

:;rtm'? hmI th:ﬂevsnmg of the &a,y 0
e arrived at Montr

one of these boats. el b

DOWN THE ST. LAWRENCE

to Quebeec. This was my firs -
no means my greatest expe%lenqebnt
river-steamer traveling in Am
Thiere was no need to dine beforg go.
ing. Everything is provided on e
boats, and almost as soon as we hag;
started a bell was rung for an excel,
lent meal, with five times the variety )
and five times the excellence of -
repast under such conditions in Ean
land, and, as Transatlantic prices
very chéap. The boats are curiou*(
built, so as to make the deck g SOrt o
irregular saloon with stateroomg
each side of it, while on the deck
low there are the dining angd refre
yment airangements, and places
1t'hose who pay a lower rate of

| sage money. Smoking is not aljg
i the salodn, -and when the weath
ioutside is too inclement for thut‘h'
| light it is rather poorly and spuali

| provided fori. Otherwise the boatg ;‘3
very convenient and ple : p
in. hSonLetlmee thg roretodh .
rough, ut we were

! After “‘early to bed” we we-:fr‘t:-t 3;"“"
to rise,”” and by 6 o’clock we
ttilzl-essedhand in a right mind to e

-~ uee g»ezr aps unsurpassed approach to

| If I bad to name offhan ‘
strik'mgmzights. apart tromdm’me mmost_ ;
'ery, that 1 had seen in travel, I should
perhaps say Constantinople (from the
harbor), Edinburgh, Gibraltar, Qu
bec and Guernsey—the three 'laat be;
the water approach. And :
might challenge any of the otherg and
jprove hard to beat. As we came down'
the river—which is broad and

ful, and we saw it to great B.dva.nttg‘g>

in the richer, redder light on the pre.

vious evening as we left eg)s
we were interested in sevenfa(.’lngre&r
townships which had their historys
but it was rather sad to see that mea
of them as places of trade had g
down ‘beyondl recovery. There
wharfage and quay-space and noth
to occupy it. All looked asleep and y
‘Wakeable. As to s

QUEBEC

itself, it has a splendid scen posis
tion, It is from a distance a’ﬁmu
mild Gdibraltar, rendered picturesquely
instead of ruggedly beautiful by 4 fing*
stretch on each side of mountain
dered landscape. Old Quebec is on tha
river level, but it creeps up towards
the heights. Such of the heights ‘as
are not built upon are in much -
same state as at-the time of General
. Wolfe’'s victory, the Citadel s
margined by the celébrated Dufferin.
. terrace—a promenade of great
made of wood, from which the proge
pect is truly delightful. Above this
again there has lately been built, in a
chateau-style of architecture, carried
out with bold spirit and considerable
merit of detail, a very grand hotel,
called the Frontenae. Within and with.
out, this is a most striking structure,
The shape and placing of the rooms,
the decorations, the ample provision
every facility that travelers can
quire, entitle the Frontenac Hotel
the high reputation it has gained; an
the manner in which: lit crowns
view on its splendid lofty site gre
adds to the effect of the prospect
Quebec from the river, which musti
ways have been very fine. To imagi
it in any degree you may figu
yourself a vast basin smiling
scape, having a radius, I suppo
about 30 miles, with Quebec on it
rock for the axis of the circle, 2
great river and its branchings
its outlet to the sea lying broad
expanse below. Seen from the
level, Quebec is all the more st
for its steeples and cupolas, s
which are of burnished metal,and
in the sun with quite Oriental
liancy, while here and there, as ii
accident, there is suggestion of
minaret, which helps the illusion.

A thing quite by itself is {

THE CALASH

and the rapid driving. When
land and are driven swiftly up
the boat to the higher part of
bec you are puzzled to unders
how the horses can achieve the
at such a pace. The descent is
greater surprise. For though th
horse vehicles are -dashing—so
speak—as if “down the side of
se”” with the aggravation of
or three elbow corners of the
awkward sharpness, they never
gate their speed. e
They came down as they go up, full
trot, and the native horses step 3
irgly with a sure-footedness that
never fails. The calash (doubtless.
properly caleche, but mnever so pro-
prcnounced) is a high vehicle—much
too high for weak nerves—for twd
persons. It hasa hood. On any road
it would seem springy and rocky
Plurging down gradients about ag
steep as the street coming down fromy
Linccln Cathedral their career is terris
fic. Jehu, the son of Nimshi, woul
have quailed at such-a wild and whirl
ing enterprise.

see the old historic stairway from
Wolfe’s Cove to the Plains of Abras:
ham ,where the decisive fight ' took
piace, and these ‘“Plains,” now a races
course, are one of the sights of Que
bec. They lie a little way out ofth
town. Another of the sights is
' THE CITADEL,
but this is simply barracks. “ A chee
goldier belonging to the Canadian M
tia took us around, and told us a s
story about a little pop-gun sort
cannon which occupies a place of hons
or in the centre of the fortificat
Tt is labelled ‘“‘Captured at Bun
Hill.” Our militiaman -cicerone
th:it he was once taking round an Ame
erican visitor, who drily observed,
m.aking his observations the drier by &
very national intonation and inflection,
“yes ! You've got the gun, but we've
got the hill.” Tt is evident that
cule; which ‘“never kills,” 1s quite as
ineffectual in moving pop-gun can<
nons. All the same it is an-interesting
object. :
The place
WHERE WOLFE FELL
and the joint monument to him and
Montcalm are very interesting to See.
“Here  died Wolfe victorious,” 18
inscription on the memorial at
former spot, where “England 3
at a blow an American empire.’
joint monument .is in a pretty
closure, a small public park known
the Governor’s Garden. It was the Ias
| of the two opposing generals to fall
the decisive fight in which one was¥
t tcricus and the other defeated,
| generous instinct inspired the
commemoration of them in 1828,
the. inscription on the obelisk |
that to these warriors valour gave
common death, history a COMIDE
fame, and posterity a common
ment.
Quebeec abounds in quaintni
| Breakneck Steps have been m -
| but still suggest lvery ?isttintc;%‘w W
they were in their ancien i
ONE,
BLARNEYSL[‘_:’

n1v
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' LTAR S5l
GIBRA NAPLE
The travel to Europe by the Soutbmr
"will ge particulariy large after the New ﬂ.d.
It is advisable that you secure your b‘ﬂ-.
once in ona of the Five January EXxpre!
Steamers in order to have selection.

Xk for descriptive books. 1
B:ms, lans of Steamers and all lntormm’“ b

may be obtained from
BARLOW CUMBERLAND,
SOLE MEDITERRANEAN AGENCY,
72 Yonge-Straet - Foro

As you come along the river you.

monu* &

P e s,

- pad

‘s only her first VoY
ﬁhe S1:vsuz, only a litt
mer of 2500 tons, she was
%kind of cargo steamer,

of forty years of exy
uxiprovements in framew

jery, and her design
s thought just as muc
though she had been 4he
one can make a floati
) will pay her expenses it
enough* money into t.
~d charges for private bath
rooms and such like ; but
s of competition and lov
square inch of a cargo §
pullt for cheapness, great
er and a certain stea
his boat was perhaps 240
32 feet wide, with arr
¢ enabied hor to cATY cat
n and sheep on her uppd
. wanted to; and there ¥
\datism for Steerage passe
her great glory was the
ghe could store aw
s, Her owners—they W
known Scotch family—c4
h' her from the North, 1
pbeen launched and ch
ool, where she was to
Io‘l:ivrzw York ; and the own€
er, Miss Frazer, went to @
the clean decks admiring
nt and the shiny brass
nt fittings and partig
straight - bow over

cked a bottle of

R pasne: when she rlxa,d
i eamer the Dimbula.

heustitul September afterno
poat in all her newness (she
ed lead color with a red fu
ed very fine indeed. Her
swas flying, and her whistle
to time acknowledged the
friendly boats, who saw th
new to the sea and wished t

come.

v‘e‘lAnd, now,” said Miss
lightedly, to the Captain,
ghip, isn’t she ? = It seem
other day father gave Eh
her, and now—and now I ve
her. - Isn’t she a beauty?
was proud of the firm, and
though she were the contrg

?o"".Oh, she’s not so bad,”
replied, cautiously. “But
that it takes more than the
to make a ship. In the
things, Miss Frazer, if you
she’s no more than irons
and plates put into the for
She has to find herself yet.
“But 1 though‘{;l 1;atheé'"
ceptionally we ound.
ex“sg she is,” said the skij
laugh. “But it’s this wajy
Miss Frazer. She’s all he
parts of her have not learn
together yet., They’'ve had
“But the engines are wWo
tifully* I can hear them.
“Yes, indeed. But thd
than engines to'a ship. E
her, ye'll understand, has t(
fip and made to work wi’
—sweetenin’ her, we call
m“y'u
“And how will you do it
asked.

“We can no more than
gteer her and oil her; but
- pough weather this crossin
—she’ll learn the rest by
‘@ ship, ye'll obsairve, Miss
no sense a reegid body, clg

" ends. She's a highly compl

o' various an’s conflictin’
tissues that must give

cordin’ (to her personal

eelasticity. Mr. Buchanar
Engineer in his blue coe
buttons was coming tow
I'm gayin’ to Miss Fraze
our little Dimbula’ has to
ed yet, an’- nothin’ but a
it. ' How’s all wi’ your e

“Well enough—true by
rule, of course; but ther
tanee-ity to ’em yet.”
the girl. “Take my word,
an maybe ye'll comprehend
after a pretty girl’s chrasf
it does not follow that t
thing as a ship under th

“work her.”
+ “I was sayin’ the ver
Buchanan,” the skipper in{

‘“That's more metaphy

can follow,” sald Miss F'
‘ing.

, “Why.s0o ? Ye're good
I knew your mother’s faf
o Dumfries.” Ye've a ve
metapheesics, Miss Fraze
have in the Dimbula,” 1
answered.

“Eh, well, we must go
deep water and earn Mi
deevidends. “Will you
my: cabin for tea?”’ the
“We’ll be in dock the nig!
you're goin’ back to Gl
think o’ us loadin’ her dov
her forth—all for you're

In the next few days
nearly four thousand tons
into the Dimbula, and
from Liverpool. As sool
the lift of the open water
began to talk. If you
to the side of a cabin the
are in a steamer you w
dreds of little voices in e
thrilling and buzzing an
and popping and gurgling
and squeaking exactly Ii
exchange in a thunder
ships shriek and growl 2
use bad language, but
throb and quiver throug
dreds of iron ribs and
rivets, The Dimbula w4
1y built, and every piecd
letter or a number or bd
it, and every piece had b
or forged or rolled or pu
and had lived in the roaf

the shipyard for mont

every piece had .its own
in exact proportion to
trouble spent upon it,
rule says very little ;
rlates and wrought iro

beams that have been b

and riveted a good dea

ously. Their conversaf

i8 not half as wise as h

cause they are all, thou

know it, bound down oy
in lack darkness wher
tell what is happening
what is going to nappen

A very short walile
passed the Irish ceast

. headed old wave of the
ed lesiurely over her
and sat down on th=
used for hauling up ihe

heavy swash. Now, t

the engine that drove i1

ly painted red and
which, nobody’ cares fo

“Don’t you do that ag
tan sputtered through
cogs. “Hi! Where's t

The wave hal slovche
& plop and a chuckle, b
where he came from,”
wave, and went throug
capstan, who was bol
plate on the iron dack

“Can’t you keep srill
the deck beams. Wt
with you ? One min
twice as much as yoa o
next vou don't.”

“It isn’t my fault,” s
“There’s a green Lrute
that comes and hits m

“Tell that to the shi
been in the positio
months, and you ve ne
this before. If you
you'll strain us.”

“Talking ‘' of strain,
rasping, unpleasant ve




