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to test the dog’s real disposilon his 
owner should" be turned out of court, 
and the dog let loose among the au­
dience.

This was done, after the dog had 
been muzzled. The dog, however, con­
tinued to display the greatest good 
humor, holding up one paw after an­
other and wagging his tail.

Finally, he ran to the judge, before 
whom he sat on his hind legs, beg­
ging in a most pathetic manner, 
judge thereupon pronounced the dog 

and

he stepped forward to execute 
perilous mission.

His eyes caught mine as he went 
the “flat sheets,” and a smile crept 
over his face as he nodded his head in 
recognition.

Carefully seizing the steel rope, he 
closed his legs round and disappeared.

It was a couple of hours beforè the 
“smoky” shaft was in a condition for 
men to be drawn, but by noon, all in 
the colliery, with the exception 
three men and two boys, 
safely drawn to “bank,” all more or 
'ess suffering from “stythe,” as smoke 
n a mine is called—some unable to 
stand, others dazed as if suffering 
rom the effects of drink.

One of the two boys who did not 
urn alive was Tom Green. He ac- 
omplished his mission in safety, and 
fter delivering the brandy made in- 
uiries as to whether anyone were 
ussing or not.
Then It turned out that three men 

nd a boy were working in a level a 
impie of miles or- so distant fr 
haft bottom, and with thém 
reen’s favorite pony—Punch.
This was more than Green

) his tie soul, that .it had not hurt her ve-ry 
much. Her fa-ther’s pet name for her 
was Teen-ie-Ween-ie, be-cause she 
was so small, y

The gar-den was like man-y an-oth­
er sub-urb gar-den, small and full of 
flow-ers, but quite des-tt-tute of tall 
trees. The, house it-self was one of a 
row, all ex-act-ly a-like, and the gar­
dens were of the same pat-tern.

Pre-sent-ly Mo-ther came out to do 
some'gar-den-ing, and her lit-tle girl 
stood with her fat lit-tle arms be-hind 
her, watching.

“Mum-mie,” she said af-ter a time, 
“can I have some of your lit-tle seed - 
ies, a creep-y, çraw-ly one?”

Mo-ther look-ed up. “A creep-y, 
craw-ly one! What do you mean, dear­
ie?” she ask-ed.

“One that would creep-y craw-ly 
er so high,” said Teen-ie Ween-ie.

“Oh!” Mo-ther laugh-ed; “yes, dear, 
you can have some if you like. What 
kind will you have?”

“The tall-est, tall-est that 
have,” an-swer-ed Teen-ie. z

“Well, you can have the rest of this 
pack-et of sweet peas; they are ve-ry 
tall, they will grow twice as high as 
the fence. Win that do ?,#>

Teen-ie clap-ped her hands with de­
light.

and temperate dinner, he was wont 
to play for a time on the organ or 
violoncello; he had a fine voice, and 
sang well.”

Sir Evelyn Wood is known to nearly 
every “Tommy” when in uniform, but 
in mufti he is not so easy to recognize. 
While he was commanding at Aider- 
shot some time ago, and was walking 
up and down the station there in muf­
ti, a private passed him without salut­
ing. Sir Evelyn remonstrated with the 

"Don’t you know who I 
he asked. “No,” retorted the 
“I’m Sir Evelyn Wood.” The 

soldier came up and put his hand on 
Sir Evelyn’s shoulder. “Look here,” 
he said, “you’d better be careful how 
you go. Just let Sir Evelyn hear you 
say that, and he’ll punch your great 
ugly head !”'

President Roosevelt made strenuous 
efforts in boyhood to overcome his na­
tural delicacy. If he were asked to 
sail, he would only consent to row; 
it to ride, he insisted on walking, in 
order to give more exercise to his 
muscles. Even in those days he show­
ed signs of future greatness. An» old 
stage-driver has supplied some re­
miniscences of the President’s boy­
hood. “It’s nigh on forty years,” he 
said, “since I used to take him. as a 
little lad riding with me on the stage. 
He used to have as much devilment in 
him as any other boys, but there was 
always something special about him 
which attracted me. I felt in my bones 
that he was going to be something. 
Woodchucks were his hobby, and he 
caught mbst of them himself.”

The President has tackled bigger 
game than Woodchucks since then. In 
a book which he has written, he tells 
some exciting stories of his encounters 
with cougars, bears, wolves, and wild 
boats. One powerful cougar, after in­
juring the dog, turned on him fiercely, 
and he had to jam the gun-butt into 
her jaw before driving home his hunt- 
flhg-knife. ,The stock of the gun was 
nearly bitten through when it was re­
moved. Mr. Roosevelt believes that all 
hunters should be nature lovers as well 
and not ruthless slaughterers of their 
victims. His eldst son is following in 
his father’s footsteps. He killed his 
first buck just before he was fourteen 
and his first moose—a big bull with 
horns that spread fifty-six inches— 
just before he was seventeen.—Chums.

You will soon have her run-ning a-bout 
a-gain.”

He was right. Teen-ie got bet-ter 
fast, and as soon as she was ab-le to 
go out with Dad-dy, he took her to see 
the sweet pea, and of course Mo-ther 
went too.

CURRENT TOPICS IN LIGHTER VEINon
FFrom Chums

& ~news that comes from Dawson 
week tells a sad story of the folly 

A number of men who might 
lived long and honorable lives 

ied that the mails were carrying 
, large part of the gold which the 

had found this year in the gold 
They robbed the 

and escaped with their booty. 
r wasting much of it several of 

arrested and one, dreading

A Short Programme
:“It's a most re-mark-a-ble plant,” 

said Dad-dy. “I ne-ver knew one to 
grow so tall as that.”

“And is-n’t it nice to come to me as 
well?” add-ed Teen-ie-Ween-ie. “I’ve 
sent Wob-in my love, and he has sent 
me his.”—M. E. H.

The Chinaman is not wanting in a 
sense of humor. The Hon. Maurice 
Baring, the author of “A Year in Rus­
sia,” relates an experience with a 
Chinaman, who, while the author was 
in Manchuria, came from à house in 
the tumble-down village at which a 
midday halt had been made, and an­
nounced that his child was ill and 
that he sought a doctor.

Mr. Baring, who had some medical 
knowledge, went to the house, where 
lay a brown and naked infant with a 
very fat stomach. He made the baby 
put out his tongue. It was white.

"What has he been eatingl?” Mr. 
Baring asked.

“Raw Indian corn,” replied the fa­
ther. ~

Mr. Baring prescribed cessation of 
diet and complete repose. The China­
man appeared to be much satisfied, 
and asked Mr. Baring if he would like 
to hear a concert.

“Very much,” was the reply.
Then the Chinaman bade his visitor 

Presently another China-

The of
’cis of Tanana. had been (to be a veritable lamb, 

judgment for his owner.
gave man at once, 

am?” 
other.V, shame and disgrace of exposure, 

himself. If these men had tried 
id to earn an honest living as 
lid to scheme and plot to live 

,ii. work how much happier would 
ave been and how much pain 

" ... o : row would have been spared 
who love them, unworthy

[

)C J.OHN MILTON I
A BOY HERO re-

ev-
.The readers of the Children’s Page 

of the Colonist have during the past 
two weeks been learning about dis­
tinguished men of our time who have 

ever you come to our own city and who have 
been seen and heard by many of us.
He whose life story is briefly told to­
day has been speaking to millions of 
people for nearly three centuries.
Dtirlhg all these years he has, both 
from the printed page and from the 
lips and lives of those who have 
learned from him been teaching men 
to lead godly and upright lives, to 
seek truth and to strive for freedom.

John Milton lived through that time 
of strife familiar to you as the Stuart 
period. He was born soon after James 
the First came to the throne and he 
lived to- see his son executed and his 
grandson Charles II restored to the 
kingdom he was so ill fitted to rule.

Milton's father was a gentleman, 
and his home seems to have been a 
very happy and comfortable one. As 
a boy he was very beautiful. There 
is a portrait of him which his father 
who was proud of his little son caus­
ed to be painted. It shows a lad with 
long light brown hair, worn in ring­
lets, as was the fashion in those days.
His eyes are dark grey and his com­
plexion fair and delicate.

The boy was passionately fond of 
music and loved study. He says him­
self that from his twelfth year, he 
scarcely ever went to bed before mid­
night. He learned not only Latin and 
Greek as all boys of his day did, 
biit spent much time, in reading the 
works of an author who died while 
he was a child and in listening to his 
plays. This author was William 
Shakespeare. Another English book 
which the lad read eagerly was Spen- 

*ser’s Fairie Queen. If you come 
across one of these old volumes in 

-, the, library, it is scarcely likely y.ou
poor - lit-tle will be able to read the strangely These Birds Are Florists

spelled words, for it was during Mil- a Colonial naturalist thus described 
ton’s life time that the English lafi- the home of the bower-bird of Aus- 
guage took its present form. Mil- tralia:
ton’s father intended him to be a , “Not only does it build the most 
clergyman and had hifti. taught .at wonderful heme of any bird, but it ac- 
homB very carefully bqt'.his teachervùiaiiy lays out a garueri. ’ 
was forced, to leave England, like * ••its garden is as neatly and pic- 
many other good people, because he turesquely laid out àiT i£ it were the 
could not worship God in the way that work of riome skilful gardener, al- 
the rulers of England commanded. At though it does riot plant the flowers 
.fifteen, Milton wrote, some of his poems which it uses to. deck its bower. Its 
and at Alxbeen went to Cambridge. He practice is ta «luck the blossoms of 

apt.fcecoipe in lines
---- ------------------~ __ .relieve "6t white
eil tha^as à clergyman dr the Cfiuroh 
ok -England he would be bound to 
teach. Ho the young mari, went home 
and spent his time in studying and 
writing.1' Many of; his most beautiful 

hours of a sick l«d”w an? easily understood poems were
“Yes, yes,” mur-mur-ed the o-ther written at the country home of his 

seeds. \ fsjfcier. At this time Milton seems
“Broth-ers,” con-tin-ued the first to hav€ loved aI1 beautiful things and 

Speak-er, “it is im-pos-gi-hle. To grow shared in all the innocent amusements 
to our full height arid beau-ty, we need which the young men of hie time lov- 
a great deal of nour-ish-ment, and in et^ He went to Italy where he made 
this pot,'large as it is, there is not many friends and met the famous as- 
room for us all." tronomer Galileo, who, you know,

“You are right, broth-er," an-swer- was stretched on the rack for declar­
ed an-oth-er pea, “We must ei.-ther all ing that the earth was round. The 
grow to-geth-er and nev-er reach the Italians were a learned people in thoee 
win-dow, or. we muet choose one to days and it was a great pleasure to 
grow, and the rest must not." the young poet to visit their beautiful

“Which is it to ask-ed the first country and associate with their 
speak-er. learned men and accomplished women.

There was a m-dment’s si-iénee, He was called home by the troubles 
then the lit-tle seeds all ex-claim-ed In his native country where the great 
to-geth-er: “Choose one, choose one, struggle for freedom was going ' on. 
and reach the window." He became a school teacher and

“It Is well," said the first pea; "we wrote, Instead of beautiful verses, very 
will choose the lar-gest." clever books, llttte and big, againsl

Teen-ie heard no more, and when the king’s party and the church a» 
she woke in the mom-log she could well us others which are still consid-' 
not be sure wheth-er she had dreamt ered to be among the wisest evei 
It or not; but as seen as break-fast written on (he subjects they treat of. 
was ov-er she went in-to the gar-den When Milton was thirty-five years 
and care-ful-ly dug up all the peas but old tie married a pretty young girl, 
one, and platrt-ed them In an-oth-er Mary Powell, whose father was a 
part of the gàr-dèn, leav-ing on-ly the Royalist. The marriage 
larg-est one in the p.ot. uhhailpy one.' M!Iton

And then how care-tal-ly she watch- gravé and between his teaching and 
ed and wa-ter-ed it, and how hard it writing had little time to spend on 
wae^not to dig It up and see If it wae his young wife. They quarrelled and 
grow-tog! But shvjwaii-eu ve-ry pu- parted, but afterwards became good 
ti-ent-ly, for such a small girl, and friends,'arid three little girls were born 
then, one day, Mo-ther was start-led by before death divided the parents for- 
a shriék of de-lfght from the gar-den. ever.
The pea had be-gun iti grow. When Cromwell ruled, Milton was

Day by day. Lt grew, put-ting out a lits trusted friend and adviser. He 
leaf here and an-oth-er one there, but . tost his sight, but the loss did not 
still growing on apd on up the wall, prevent him from working as hard 
Dad-dy put up a String for It to climb as ever. Wtien Charles II became king 
up by, and Teen-je 'watch-ed It witti | he was pressed by his brother James 
dail-lyd tn-ereas-ing ex-clte-ment. §he to punish the man who had written 
had tiéen In-to see her lit-tle neigh- in ,defence of the death of his father, 
hour Rob-ln, and talked mys-teri-ous- But the king, who in spite of all his 
ly of her new pos-ses-sion. faults loved learning, refused to . in-

“I am send-lng you my love,” she jure the-poor old blind poet ajid.MU- 
1 Mm; “some day you will see it ton was left to write the greatest poem 

come peep-ihgi peep-ing a-Iong, 'and of its kind In thé English language, 
it will look right in at your win-dow, 1 Paradise Lost, 
and you will be so s'prls-ed."

And still the pea grew.
Then came a sad time, for poor lit- days could earn in a month, 

tie Teen-le tel) 111, and lay In her lit-tle last- days of Milton’s life were spent
bed all day as well at night, and didn’t in writing Paradise Regained and
know Mum-mie or Dad-dy, but could Samson Agonistes. The blind giant
on-ly talk a-bout the pea, and that of olden times must have called forth
now it would nev-er grow. Of-ten she the svmpathy of the blind poet. Great 
tri-ed to get up and go and wat-er it, men have their faults -and although 
but was not strong e-nough. In vain Milton tried to do right he was not 
Mum-mie told her Dad-dy was taking always kind. His daughters ,oom- 
care of" it—she did not hear or heed, plained bitterly when he made them 
but fret-ted and fret-ted un-til Mum- read Latin books to him which they 
mie be-gan to be a-fraid she was go- djd not understand. Perhaps there 
tog to lose her lit-tle girl, and on-ly are SOme girls who think they would 
Dad-dy knew that the pea had' reach- },ave been glad to perform even such 
ed the win-dow sill, and was put-ting a task for the poor Qjd bllnd man, 
out two long arms with many flow-er wbose words have been eagerly read 
buds on each. through all these years. But It is
• And at last one day when Teen-ie not always those who should know 
was toss-ing rest-iess-ly as us-ua-1, people best that understand them most 
and cry-ing that her love would nev-er perfectly.
get to Rob-in now, for it would nev-er jn bis old age the poet must have 
grow, Dad-dy came.to and said some- formed a venerable picture as he sat 
thing to Mo-ther. She at once lift-ed before his door, to enjoy the fresh 
Teen-le out of bed and car-ri-ed her ajr dressed in a grey coat of coarse 
to the win-dow, while Dad-dy drew cloth Although blind his eyes re- 
back the blind. , 1 tained their shape and color, and his

Look, dar-lthg. sair Mo-ther; see face must have shown that his mind 
how your pea has grown. i kad ajwayS been busy with pure and

(Concluded)
I quite agreed with him, and 

about to make some observation whe: 
he said: “I’m going to get out of th 
pits, sir, for at the end of the wee. 
I*m going to enlist as a soldier.

I could advance neither pros 
„ for or against Green’s proposttioi 

as at that time toy knowledge of mill 
tary matters was anything but pro 
found. True, I had occasionally seen . 
battery oi artillery pass through ou 
village, but as the advantages or dis 
advantages of life in the army I knev.
nothing. . ,

I halted at the old stone bridge lend­
ing Into the village, and for a few 
moments we stood chatting. I shall 
always remember his parting

“The sun looks grand to-

wa;
11.• \ig 1 » they are.

tioned last week that Sir 
haughnessy had been inVic- 

of the things that he and

rom the 
was

We
Th'ima.'
,i,,. ..Hiclals who were with; him came 

about was the laying of a track 
the old station to the new prop- 
bought by the E. & N. R. R. 

old Albion Iron Works 
buildings have stood for many years. 
It has been decided by the city coun­
cil rhat they will not allow the C. P. 
r company to use that part of Store 
street for running their cars où ex­

conditions to which the rail- 
It will

?ar, so> despite the expostulations of 
ie men he had come to succour, he 
ent in search of the missing miners 
id—Punch.
The dead bodies of men, boys, and 
toy were found In a working twelve 
urlongs from the shâft-bottom. Poor 
j-reen s life had been an unhappy and 
hard one, but his death was truly noble.

cons
ii
f,’

‘Oh! yes, Mum-mie!" she cried, “and 
may I have a flow-er pot?”

So Mo-ther gave her a flow-er pot, 
and help-ed her plant the seeds.

That even-ing when Dad-dy came 
home, he was ve-ry much sur-pris-ed 
to find a large flow-er pot stand-tog 
close a-galnst the fence which sep-a- 
rat-ed his garden from the next.

“Hul-Io!” he cri-ed; “what’s this 
do-ing here?"

Out ran Teen-le-Ween-ie. “Please, 
Dad-dy, don’t touch lt," she cried: 
“Ive put lt there. I want a creep-y, 
craw-ly to go right up the wall."

"Oh, you do, eh!" said Dad-dy, lift­
ing her up, “and why?"

"Be-cause I want—oh, Dad-dy, it’s 
love-ly!” and Teen-le’s eyes shone; 

“I went It to go climb-ing, climb-tog. 
up the wall un-til it comes to Wo- 
bin'si win-dow."

"Who is Wo-bin?" in-ter-rupt-ed 
Dad-dy.

"Why, don’t you know, Dad-dy? The 
lit-tle boy that’s so ill and won’t ev-er 
get bet-ter.”
- “Ah, so it is; lit-tle Rob-in Ne*- 
daie, his win-dow is next to 
isn’t it, sweet-heart?”

“Yes,” she nod-ded gai-Iy.
“And you want him to see your flow-' 

er?" ask-ed Dad-dy.
“Yes, ’cause you. know he can’t see 

an-y trees or an-y-flng from his win­
dow, just the sky, end I ’spect he’» 
like a change."

"I ex-pect he would,
Chap ! " said Dad-dy.

Bed-time, Teen - lej^V cal I - ed Mo-ther, 
Dad-dy, car-ri-ed her up-stairs on 

his shoulder* where-/é|iè was soon tuck- 
ed In-to her nt-tM White bed and went 
fast a-sleep. • "

In the night w#B 
qui-et, she woke i 
was. op-en, and the 
bright-Iy in-to tireï

're the

sit down.
man came into the room, and taking a 
large and twisted clarion, like the 
wreathed horn old Triton blew, he 
blew on it one deafening blast, and 
hung it on the wall again.

There was a short pause. Mr. Bar­
ing waited in expectation, but the 
Chinaman turned to him with a smile.

“The concert is now over,” he said.
When the Englishmen had finished 

lunch, and just as they were about to » 
resume their journey, the Chinaman 
in whose house Mr. Baring had been 
entertained again rushed up, breath­
less.

“In your country,” he said, “when 
you go to a concert do you not pay for 
it?”

I
rept on
mad company will not agree, 
therefore be sojne time before ^iew 
freight sheds, or perhaps a new *3ta- 
ti,,n will be built, and merchants will 
get goods coming by the E. & N. R. R. 

promptly as they should.

fworas.
They were,
night, sir.*’ ...... _ .

Well might he gaze upon the glorious 
setting sun, for it was the last time

,htes seîttog^beaifty1 * UP°n “
As I intended returning home the ?Yfoor mtle orphan girl, and

following day I insisted upon shaking ?£euve<i ln a Poor,hut, with no one 
hands with him, upon which he some- ° . e care,,of her. save Sarah, a 
what awkwardly demurred, remarking , ry cr°ss old woman, who always 
that his hands were black and would locked Johanne Indoors when she went 
soil mine, bu.t I would not be refused, out to work.

I sat up with my relatives rather Johanne helped to support herself by 
late that night, and my uncle gave me making horse-hair chains, which Sarah 
some very interesting information sometimes# sold in the market olaces 
about mines and mining, the dangers for then ttiey were considered verv the pitmen underwent, and the awful pretty, and Johanne was very skllM 
calamities that from time to time hap- at weaving them y
P6While Ivina to bed that night with T task was vei"y tiresome, but
my cousin Ned, I told him -of Green’s because therawss0"^1 °l 8n‘mbUns' 
resolve. “I don’t wonder at It,” said u 80 much t0 be done’
Ned. "The lad is half starved and ,y_nat doubled her. most was her tone-
kicked about by his brutal father, and ““ass, for. many a day Johanne was
I shall be glad if he does enlist", for he left quite atone, while Sarah trudged
will be better off and receive more tiu- away to market with the door key
mane treatment than he does now. 'hidden déép down to her pocket.
But I’m tired; so good night." And One summer morning the old woman 
within five minutes my cousin was started off very early, calling out as 
snoring heavily in\the arms of Mor- she turned the key in the lock "Don’t 
Pheus. be; a lazy" girl, Johanne! Mitid that

Thoughts of Green persistently kept you finish the second dozen of plaits 
flashing through toy mind,; and lt, before I get back1” P
toïéLhfnîe tOW*rdS H10"1" ^"ne . worked hard all the morn-

- B?SSttS/KSE
I sprangyqiltoldy'out of bed and join- foilcwed^ elose^ at her heels," rubbing ^*1 <ten "*b!v5 

ed Ned at the ttindqw.. I was hoigrified against ;J«r anjj purring -yqrx
at the sightiwtilch matr-my gaz» fcg catjtolk: "Pwfrjito»d;.Jo4a? 2^.°^
the’ pithead
of flames that-shot-high Into thelfcav- to give some opiHMtf nice Wead and —
ens. An immense black éloùd of dmoke milk to me?" ,» .. ,
hung above-the flamek, wliich taade After luncheon she worked hard at mi.-Uess" wish-^tfiPto’ grSwF high e 
greeat™e^ty8eêm * ^ ~Wlth îong^Tv W* S^ed ,,ike a TÆriTh^nd^m^doon
6rienatr fewensecoynds both of us hoys Jeanne l° W‘th ^ ^ Wear'y
were downstairs where we found my to run out lnt0 th meadow and ro„ 
aunt conscious of the danger, crying dow th hm d a , v. 1m] 
bitterly, as her husband had descended h” k „ the 11
the mine shortly after midnight. aUtbe botton? Her fingers be-

I shall never forget the horrors of ? , t0 ache oyer her work, and the 
that morning or the sea of human ba!r 8re'y tangled. Still ^he went on 
faces, many white and hard set, be- one was finished. Then
longing to men and ,women from the slie Put her head on the table and 
surrounding pit villages. cried. Poor, tired, lonely little girl.

One hundred and twenty men and Pussy had been catching fliea in the 
boys were entombed below In a living Patch of sunlight on the floor, but 
grave, and this total would have been when she heard her dear mistress cry- 
trebled had the fire broken out late ing aloud so bitterly, she turned about 
enough to allow the day shift miners and walked slowly toward her to see 
to descend. what was the matter. Johanne’s face

Women with white haggard faces was hidden. Pussy was puzzled. She 
were convulsively clutching their hands lifted a soft paw, and laying lt sym- 
together, some praying, others crying pathetically on Johanne’s knee, said, in- 
hysterically. • qutringly, “Purr-me-ow!" *
in?thernHheLt0^,°/^f=^m=er/nrm' The llttle 8*rI seemed to hear, 
ing. the pithead were ablaze, and little “Pt^rr-mp-f>llw'>,, aqira/i
wonder, as the wood was soaked with uw * asKea
tar and grease. The smoke in dehse 
volumes kept pouring down the down­
cast shaft, which was the chief means 
of entrance to and exit from the mine.

All thoughts were turned towards 
the “smoky” shaft, up which a thin 
vapoury column of smoke ascended, 
but so faint that experienced miners 
grew sick as they looked at it.

“The ventilation in the mine is grow­
ing defective,” I heard a strong beard­
ed miner whisper to a comrade. "I’m 
afraid that there is small chance of any 
of them being found alive.”

Luckily the “smoky” shaft was fully 
thirty yards from the main pit-head.
And the cages in it were worked by a 
separate set of engines.

Nemesis must have been at work on 
that September morning, for the 
“smoky” shaft was found to be un­
workable.

The fire was still blazing at the main 
pit-head, and soon the immense pulley 
wheels fell with
the shaft, the top of which was well 
alight. The pulley legs had been burnt 
through and, overcoming the point of 
resistance, the wheels, many tons in 
weight, fell with deadly effect, tearing 
the oak buntings in the shaft as 
though the latter had been made of 
matchwood.

i

The Methodist church lost a wise 
an I good man when the Rev. Dr. Potts 
passed away on October 16th. He 

known all over Canada for his 
eloquence and his labors In the cause 
of all that is good. For eleven years 
he has been the general secretary of 
. ducat ion for the Methodist church. 
He is one of ttiose who has, during 
the more than half a century since he 

to Canada as a boy of seventeen, 
from five separate

SO

The concert was paid for, says Mr. 
Baring.came

seen Canada grow 
colonies near the Atlantic ocean to a 
powerful and united people whose land 
stretches from the Atlantic to the Pa-

Where?
A story is told of an Irishman whose 

nephew went to New York to work for 
him.

The
youth’s ignorance 
him very small wages, 
however, was wiser than he looked, and 
at the end of the year informed his 
relative that he had obtained more luc- 

emploÿment, and intended to

yours,
uncle, taking advantage of the 

of New York, paid 
The nephew.

cific.

lt is not often chat great rulers 
have been great reformers. Long ago 
King Alfred was such a] man. 
changed the laws of England, made 
new ones and he taught his people in 
many ways. In our own time Presi­
dent Roosevelt seems to be acting in 
much the same way. He has deter­
miner! to put an end to the state of 
things which permits very rich men to 
rob the whole country in order that 
they may grow richer still. In a 
speech the other day the president de­
clared that one of the worst things 
about this dishonest way of doing 
business was thdt young men were 
taught to believe that they could not 
succeed pnless they resorted to all 
sorts of roguery and trickery to gain 
then ends. -If men went on in .this 

> cheating*1 «Lntt>' Wrorigmg - dne *n- 
other and làvtfs we're not made and put 
in force to prevent it there will, the 
president thinks, be some such ter­
rible struggle as that which more than 
a hundred years ago took place In 
France. When the tyranny of the 
nobles could no longer be borne the 
streets of Paris ran with the blood of 
many good and. innocent persons whom 
the maddened people punished With 
the guilty who caused them so much 
misery. . It will be a great blessing 
for the whole world, as well as for the 
United States, it men are taught that 
under the laivs of a civilized country 
they cannot rob their neighbors.

When a man puts money in the 
bank or lends it to a company he Is 
paid for the use of it a certain sum 
which is called interest. The bank in 
its turn lends it again, but it should 
always keep enough money, gold, in 
the vaults, to pay back the money that 
has been intrusted to it for safekeep­
ing. Sometimes, in spite of the utmost 
care, it happens that the bank lends 
money to some one who cannot repay 
it. If this sum is very large and 
people hear of it they, come to the 
bank and demand their money. Bank 
notes are only promises to pay, which 
the bank uses to carry on business 
with. Now when people get afraid 
that a bank has lent more money than 
it should, and that the borrowers can­
not pay they, all come with their notes 
and their bank books and ask for gold. 
This is what is called a “run” on the 
bank. It is a terrible sight to see 
men and women coming in thousands 
to a bank, each fearing that perhaps 
all that they have saved in a lifetime 
has been lost. The tellers pay out 
money and It sometimes happens chat 
the frightened people become satisfied 
that they can pay them . all and re­
fuse to take their deposits away. In 
New York the other day the Knicker^- 
bocker Trust Company paid out money 
all day and at last was forced to state 
that it could pay no more, 
banks have also failed. There is al­
ways money in the United States 
Treasury to lend to banks and com­
panies that are considered worthy of 
'rust in a time of trouble, and this 
money is now being used till people 
have learned again to trust the banks. 
U must be remembered that after all 
money is not lost, and though many 
people suffer the whole country will 
after a time be as well off as ever.

)( IHe NATURE STUDY ;rative
"You are making a great mistake,”, 

protested the uncle, "In leaving a steady 
job for a little more money. You 
should remember that a rolling stone 
gathers no moss.”

“Moss?” queried the lad; “and where 
is there a market for moss?”

And the next Time
“John, do you practise regularly on 

the piano while I am away at business?"
“Yes, father," replied the boy.
“Every day?"
“Ybs father.”
“How long did you practise today?”
“Three hours.”
‘‘And hew long yesterday?"
“Two hours and a hair."
“Well, I am glad to hear that you 

are so regular.”
“Yes, father.”
“And‘ the next time you practise be 

sure you unlock the piano. Here is the 
key. I locked the instrument last week 
and I have been carrying the key in 
my pocket ever since.”

With » Difference

P was dârk and 
£ The- win-dow 
bn was shin-ing 
|n. Teen-ie sat 
Bye§v> Down in, 
! ràlc-es; • She

Wetalk-Ing to-

1
:
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,•nrtemlAt
“The hdime of the bird," which is not 

really a nest, is constructed oï twigs. 
In building their boyyer the birds 
choose a secluded but sunny place in 
the most retired part of .the forest. 
The twigs are closely woven 
bound with grass so that a smooth sur­
face is presented. At the entrance to 
their retreat they pave the ground 
with bright pebbles. The floral paths 
they make are always circular, enter­
ing the bower at each end of it.

“Not only drr they use flowers in 
beautifying their abode, but they bring 
to it every bright-colored object they 
can find and carry in their bills. The 
bower thus becomes a perfect treasure- 
house.

“The bower-bird belongs to the star­
ling family, and is the only bird that 
makes a garden to its home, although, 
of codrse, its love of collecting bright- 
colored objects is shared by some oth­
er birds; the jackdaw, fot example.”

a H

1 jand
I »

-

Mi“Good gracious!” exclaimed the ner­
vous visitor, “what vulgar little fel­
lows those boys are out in the street.” 

“I can’t see them,” said the hostess, 
“But surely you can hear how they’re 

“I’m rather near-sighted, you know,” 
shouting and carrying on.”

“Yes, but I can’t tell whether they re 
my children or the neighbours’.”

8
I

■
!;

?!“Why didn’t you come to our party 
Saturday?" asked one youth of an­

other. “I suppose you had something 
better to do?”

“No, I assure you; on the contrary, 
it was something much worse,” replied 
the culprit nervously.

on
:

E li

! IThe reason why birds do not fall off 
their perches is because they cannot 
open their feet when their legs 
bent. When a hen walks, its toes close 
as it raises its foot and open as it puts 
it down.

pussy once

POETS \more.
StUl Johanne did hot answer. Then 

poor puss, worried a’nd troubled, lift­
ed Up rfer voice and wailed, “MI-eau! 
mi-eau! ! ml-eau! ! !”

This went to Johanpe’s heart. “Poor 
pussy.” she said, lifting the pat. up in 
her lap. “I have madé you feel quite 
unhappy. Settle down comfortably 
and I’ll stroke your chin. Well, there; 
now be still and I’ll sing yop to sleep.”

She rocked to and fro near the open 
window, singing song after song, until 
pussy fell into a doze. A wonderful 
voice Johanne had. It wag clear and 
sweét' and strong. So sweet it was 
that a lady passing by the house in a 
carriage ordered her coachman to stop 
that she might listen.

“How beautiful!” she said.
“Yes,” said a neighbor, stepping up 

to the carriage. “Please, ma’am, it’s 
little Johanne. The dear child! She 
has the, sweetest. vaice in town." .

Evidently the lady thought so, too, 
for she made inquiries about the little 
girl, and finally took her away 
Sarah and sent her to a school to 
have her voice trained. From there 
Johanne went to another school, and 
when she left that she went out far 
and wide to sing in every country of 
the world.

People called her Jenny Lind, the 
Swedish nightingale, but when we hear 
that name we shall think of dear little 
Johanne and her cat.

are WITH THE iWhen Qrand-papa Wae Young
There were no cars to carry folks 

At forty miles an hour;
The stage-coach with its sounding horn. 

The only motive power.
But it must have been exciting 

Right there amidst the strife,
When a highwayman would shout* 

‘Hold,
Your money or your life!’

And very seldom were they caught.
Or rarely were they hung,

These highwaymen of long ago, x 
When grandpapa was young. ,

was a very 
had grown OUR LETTER BOX 11

m iDear Editor—
I thought I would write to you as I 

saw other girl’s letters to the paper. 
I go to the Central school, ln. my 
summer holidays, I wen; to Vancouver 
and I stayed ttiere two weeks with my 
Auntie. I went out to English Bay and 
saw moving pictures and to Second 
Beach for a picnic, stayed ail day. The 
park is much bigger than the park in 
Victoria. It has animals in it. I 
would rather live in Victoria becausë 
there *re more pretty gardens, and 
houses in Victoria are much further 
apart than in Vancouver. It is busier 
in Vancouver than in Victoria. When 
I was in Vancouver, I stayed on Gam­
bie street, just one street from 
town. I went on the Ferry Boat to 
North Vancouver and had a picnic 
and came home at night.

MAUDIE DONOVAN.

■

11And crinoline and high-heeled shoes 
Were worn by ladies fair;

Nor Avould a grand dame then be seen 
Without her powdered hair. •

If our mammas wore crinoline 
Then when they gave ‘At Homes,’ 

One half the guests would be left out. 
For hoops fill up the rooms.

1 battles fought and ladies won,

Ml
m
H

IOther an awful crash into
Of battles fought and ladies won, 

These were the themes thqy sung, 
In good days of long ago,

When grandpapa was young.told

!The men, too, wore low buckled shoes. 
Their hose of silken sheen,

And velvet coats and powdered wigs, 
Say, wasn’t it a dream?

To see them dancing at a ball 
So courtly yet so gay,

My Grandpa says he can’t forget 
The picture to this day.

If I had been my grandpapa 
And lived those folks among,

And he’d 
While

For this wonderful poem Milton re­
ceived less than a tradesman in these

The
1

1 I ■
There was only one means of saving 

the imprisoned miners below if not al­
ready dead, and the idea occurred to 
the chief engineer.

The mine, which stands on the slope 
of a hill, received Its water supply from 
a large reservoir situated at the top 
of this hill.

Hundreds of willing hands grasped 
ahovehf and pickaxes, and within half 
an hour hundreds of tons of water 
from the reservoir werè pouring down 
the down-cast shaft.

The wind was blowing in a contrary 
direction to the “smoky” shaft. It seem­
ed to me then, And it does now, that 
an all-wise Providence had so ordained 
this.

IThe biggest cold storage room in the 
world is the great berry swamp called 
the Tundra, which stretches for hun­
dreds of miles across the bosom of the 
Arctic Circle. The abundance of food 
furnished by these berries, causes 
counted millions of birds to go to the 
Arctic regions to make their nests 
and rear their young.

The vegetation of these 
swamps consists of cranberry, cloud­
berry and crowberry bushes. Forced 
by the perpetual sunshine of the Arc­
tic summer, these bushes all bear 
enormous cropg of fruit. But the crop 
is not ripe until toward the end of 
the Arctic summer, and if the fruit­
eating birds were to wait until it was 
ripe they would starve to death. But 
each year the snow defends on this 
immense crop of ripe food before the 
birds have time to gather it. The 
snow covers it over with a deep cov­
ering, and preserves it both from 
freezing and decay through all the 
lorçg winter. So when the snow melts 
again the last year’s berries are fresh 
and pure, and this frozen meal of de­
licious fruit stretches across the great 
breadth of the Arctic regions. It never 
decays, and is ready the moment the 
snow melts. Ages have taught the 
birds that they have only to fly to 
the Arctic Circle to find a store of 
food that will last them till the bushes 
are once more forced into bearing by 
sunshine.—Presbyterian Witness

iThe accidents which happened last 
eek .to the Charmer and the Tartar 

how that in spite of science the 
isest of men are sometimes very 

helpless. These two great vessels

been me—why I’d be old 
gtandpapa was young.

—Frances Macdonald.
un-

I

)Cran
•ogether ln the fog to which their lights 

uld not be seen nor the directions 
.'rom which the sound came determin- 
"1 The sinking of the great ocean 
oner the Empress of China, at her 
'lock in Vancouver, was probably the 
result of carelessness, and it Is well 
'hat no greater damage was done.

When the Empress is ready co sail 
" ne of her passengers will be the Hon. 
R. Lemieux, who is about to cross the 

can to consult with the Japanese 
Government about the emigration of 

panese to this country. M. Lemieux 
determined to do his best to pre- 

"nt any ill-feeling between Japan and 
nnada.

TEEN-IE’S LOVE The little Heart
A little heart hid a thought of spite 

Deep in its innocent white away;
And it whispered when It kneK to 

pray,
“Nobody knows for it’s hid from sight.”
But the little heart lay wide awake 

And the silence spoke to it and said: 
“O dear little Heart, the thought is 

red, . --
Like a danger sign for safety’s sake.”

The little Heart heard but heeded not 
And it nursed the thought and kept it 

warm,
Safe from the tempest of inward 

storm,—
And 'thought, “In the morn ’twill be 

forgot.”

barren

INAre you writ-ing to Aun-tie, Mum- 
mie?”

"Yes, dar-ling; shall I send her your 
love?”

“Please!” Teen-le nod-ded her yel­
low curls ve-ry em-phat-i-cal-ly.

“Mum-mie,” af-ter a long, thought­
ful pause—“ can peo-ple send their 
love in an-y o-ther way, ’sid-es a let­
ter?”

“Yes, cer-tain-ly," an-swer-ed Mo­
ther, still writ-ing bus-ily. "They of­
ten send pres-ents, of sweets or cakes 
or flow-ers, and all kinds of dif-ferent 
things.”

“And do o-ther

i|

1One of the. cages -In the “smoky” 
shaft had stuck fast near the mouth, 
while, of cqyrse, the other was at the 
bottom.

A suggestion was made by some one 
—perhaps brandy was badly needed 
below. The only- mode of ingress was 
by the rope attached to the cage at the 

Won the Case bottom of the shaft.
I rorn a German city is reported an volunteer?! In a trice a score of min- 

' using trial, in which a dog played era* among whom were several shaft­
leading part. The owner of the dog inen* sprang to the front anxious for “Oh! yes,” Mo-ther smil-ed to her- 

i ’ sued by an engineer, who claimed t^ie honor- Miners as a class possess sejf as s]le Seal-ed her en-ve-lope, as 
mages for a bite from the animal. heart lions. Rough they may though at some-thing ve-ry nice;

also said the dog was vicious. ^ but they are diamonds in the “some-times they like- them bet-ter.” 
At the trial a veterinary surgeon rou£h. The lit-tle girl looF-ed thought-ful,
° was called in did his utmost to Among the miners xvho thus so nobly and pre-sent-ly she ivot-ted out in-to 
Fate the dog by teasing -him, but volunteered was Tom Green, and lie : the sun-nv gar-den. Khe was an on-ly 
animal kept hia temper. The com- was. chosen. A couple of this filled | child, so had been a lit-tle spoilt; but 

•’nant then demanded that in order with brandy were tied to his back, nd | she was such a cheer-ful, lov-ing lit-

«

:Teen-ie look-ed, and there nod-ding lofty thoughts, 
and tap-ping at the win-dow
big spray of sweet pea cov-er-ed with tion of Milton’s day: 
pink blos-soms. The lit-tle girl gave a in summer and five in winter, and 
fee-ble cry of joy, and Mo-ther car-ri- began each day by hearing a chapter 
ed her back to bed, and tuck-ed her up. in the Hebrew Bible; The man who 

“There is just such an-oth-er spray ' read, then left him to meditation; 
peep-ing in-to Rob-in’s win-dow,” she and returning at seven, read and wrote 
said. And Teen-ie im-me-di-ate-ly for him till twelve. He then allowed 
went to slee#. himself an hour for exercise, general-

“Capi-tal!” said the Doc-tor when ly walking, but sometimes he had re- 
he came. “We shall do now, Mo-ther. course to a swing. After his early

Would anyone peo-ples like that 
as well as a let-ter-” ask-ed the nt-tle 
girl.

We conclude with a short descrip- 
He rose at four

was a But the blue sky wept: the sun was sad, 
hung their dainty heads« And the roses 

Dropping tears on the violet beds; 
And the little Heart was far from glad.

1 hiFSo the ugly thought was thrown away, 
And a lovely one came in its place, 
Then smiles a rose in each flower face 

—The sun came out and the Heart was 
gay.

«—Etta Wallace Miller, ln Youth’s Com- 
panlon. . —

1

II :l
i 1

àx

Î

November 1, 1907.

L
Scotsmen are

any other people 
e Dominion. I have even 
me brisk little Western 
some business men will 

tny but Scotsmen, on the 
t one should not take an 
le when a better may be

letter is not written for 
of ministering to the 
y. That, by som$* 
Ireadv robust enough.

to let my countrymen 
hould they come to 'Can- 
11 start the new life here 
net and appreciable ad- 
a man be intelligent, en- 
itrious, keen, and a Scots- 
cast all fears and doubts 
Success is as certain as 

nan can be.

na-
ac-
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1L1NG LAND

e Summer Tourist and 
Ich Financier

rbie, of the London Daily 
[is of questioning a Lon- 
iRockies about his experi-

rubrious Cockney In the 
Rocky Mountains, at a. 

b railway station, where 
was sprinkling gaudy 

krith a garden hose. My 
sauntering through the 
of early morning at the 

t. From the centre of the 
bpended a pot of paint, 
pher end of the stick was 
n. The two laborers set 
kad, and the cadaverous 
ing on one leg, inquired

cently pleased that I felt 
r the. tall mountains and 
ters of his adopted coun- 
d with a restrained pride 
[joyed my trip across the 
He agreed with a good 
anada is a fine territory. 
7 long he had been in the

^ear,” he replied, mourn-

Ike it?” I inquired, 
bplied, resuming thé na- 
bf his countenance, “lfs 
Lke it all round, if a man 
bghing it.”

J for a little longer, and
I up his end of the .dual 
■the two laborers strolled 
■way to the garden of a
II stood and watched them 
litil they were out of sight, 
■tedium of the eyes.
Ith all my heart that this 
laming his twelve to six- 
I a day, living in a com- 
|e lighted by electricity. 
In all sides by tl\e purest 
I most splendid of scenery, 
Ichool for bia. children.
I and shooting for himself 
pu Id wish, and the railway 
hand, truly and earnestly 
I just because he is some 
I miles from the :Tbree 
B.te, that he is roughing it. 
Is so persuaded, how may 
I patient and gentle read- 
le the dark minds of my 
pen in England?" How 
I convince the intelligence 
lat the heroic work of the 
lone, and that Canada is 
r land meet for the 'sum- 
Ind meet for the rich fin- 
lould I could bring home 
Is of England the same 
Inazement as almost scat- 
Ises in the course of a 
bme journey from Quebec 
I would I could make them 
k of these great cities, the 
I little towns beside the 
lers, and the sweet sense 
Imeliness which breathes 
riton’s fireside in Gabada. 
[you cannot over-estimate 
[Canada. Her forests, her 
pheries, her fruit valleys, 
[tic wheat fields teem with 
realth. To realize.the in- 
| of Canada, her dominions 
I with the eyes. But with 
my heart, I do verily and 
lure you that to every 
Lrd-working man in Great 
last territory, peopled with 
k of London, offers friend- 
1, civilization, and pros­
lays of roughing it—peace 
pot carrier—belong to the 
In this established coun- 
|k alone stands between a 
tune. He may miss this 
may find the winters (un- 
British Columbia) a test 

k, and his wife, if he go 
b, may now and then long 
lighbors; but he will not 
k it, and fortune is his for

reparations are in full 
Iber and every hunter will 
Ings stirred and his anti- 
leased by a perusal of the 
[stories appearing in the 
[October number of “Rod 
[Motor Sports in Canada,” 
hdian sportsman’s maga- 
Id by W. J. Taylor at 
bnt. The number opens 
[fully Illustrated and dèS- 
[ picture, “The Lord of the 
I—the grand Canadian 
lorn this story to the end, 
pies the pride of place, 
r deer, goats, caribou, 
L and ducks are given in 
fence and added to the in.* 
feory arouses is the know- 
hilar occurrences may be- 
|o will shortly invade the 
[udes of the backwoods, 
hter these experiences 
[with irrestable force and 
nd this Hunting Number 
lanion they can take with 
r expeditions. Let their 
here it may be in Canada, 

hunted what the hunters 
something to learn on 

lorn the pages of the car- 
this magazine. Partiou- 

b the article on The High 
and Fatalities in the 

tohn Arthur Hope, while 
r I Have Made a Success 
nting,” by Jack Miner,' 
Ld by every hunter. Each 
ertain ways of his own, 
bomething from a descMp- 
nethods adopted by one 
b a success of the art. The 
Lions on the Vancouver 
ersy which appear this 
th notable for the strong- 
knews of the writers and 
Hart may he expected to 
re. opening up. as he doeSj 
Lnd new subject».
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