10

THE DOMINION PRESBYTERIAN.

STORIES
POETRY

The Inglenook

SKETCHES
TRAVEL

THE ANIMALS IN THE FIRE.

Walter had been out skating and the
cold wind which had swept down over
the frozen lake had made his toes and fin-
wers tingle, so that when he got home he
huenied o get warni Kuecling  down
close in front of the coal fire which tlamed
wid craeked in the open tive-place, while
his brother and sister looked over the
Chrisimas portiolio pictures, he gazed into
the glowing coals in the te. By and
by e climbed up into an arm chaiv. The
heat made him sleepy and he closed h's
eyes, e opened them in great astonish-
ment a moment later, when he heard a
shill “cock-a-doodle-do!™  which  soundéd
very close to him.  He knew there were
no chickens in the room since the chick-
ens were all out on the farm in the coun-
try, and he was just beginning to think
that he had been dreaming, when he heard
that “Cock-a-docdle-do™ again.  This time
it seemed to come from in front of him,
and he looked into the fireplace, though
how a “cock-a-doodledo” could come from
the midst of the fire he didn’t know. As
Lis eves fell on the fire he gave a jump
in the air and stared as hard as he could.
The n front ot i perched on a
piece of coal, was a comical little roos-
ter

“Well,” said the rooster, “you are the
slowest boy to get awake that 1 ever
knew, and I have awakened all kinds of
boys in my life. 1 am the Cock that
Crew in the Morn.”

“Did the Priest All Shaven and Shomn
wake up?” asked Walter eagerly.

“OF course lid,” answered the roos
ter; “else how could he marry the Milk-
maid to the Man All Tattered and ’ -

“Of course!” said Walter, 1
have thought of that.”

“We thought of 1t,” said another voice.
“We were at the wedding.  And a big black
and white eat crawled out of a hole
the coals and stood beside the rooster.
“1 am the Cat that Caught the Rat,’”
said he.  “Once upon a time 1 wore
and helped my master to marry the
Princess.”

“Bow-wow-wow!" barked a little dog,
which came running from a corner,

The cat jumped nimbly to the top of a
big piece of coal, where she put up her
back at the dog and made a great hiss
ing noi

“Oho!” said Walter.  “I  guess you
must be the Dog that Worried the Cat,
aren’t you?"

“1 thought you would know me,” bark-
ed the dog.  “I am the same dog right
along. | never belonged to a witen, 1f
a witeh came around | would bark at her.
Hello!  here’'s the Ugly Duckling, 1
guess 1'll bark at her;” but the wary old
duck scrambled off.

“Ilow is it that you are all here?” ask-
ed Walter.  “I thought you all were dead
a long time ago.  And | do not see how
you can live in the fire.”

“Oh, the fire does not hurt us,” said the
Cock that Crew in the Morn, before any
of the others could answer. “And we did
not die.  We never die; and we live in
the fire; not always in this fire, for we
like to go about from one place to another,
but seme of us are here most of the time.
You can see us in any fire if you look
carcfully.  The best time to see us is

in the evening, just before the lights are
lit: then we come out to see what is going

s

on.

nd you'll see something going on
now,” snapped a rved fox, jumping from
behind & mle of coals and dashing at the
rooster.  The rooster dodged to one side
and gave a derisive erow,

“Just let that old rooster alone.”
Hello! here's the Ugly Duckling. 1 guess
growled a deep voice; and Walter, looking
into the corner of the fireplace, saw a
great bear.  “T am the Big Bear who liv-
ed in the wood,” said Bruin. “Here comes
my son, the Little Bear.”

“What became of Goldenlocks?” asked
Walter of the Little Bear.  “Would you
have hurt her if you had caught her when
she came to your house in the wood amd
sat in your chair?’

“No, said the Little Bear, laughing; 1

would have played with her, and told
her where the  best berrtes grew that
sen”
Al what fun we do have i sum-
wer!” said the Sly Old Fox.  “Do you
know, Little Bo-Peep was watching her
sheep one day, when—-"

“Walter! Walter!  Come to supper,”
some one  called  suddenly, and at the
sound of the voice all the birds und beasts
scuttled for nooks and crannies in the
coals. Il tell you that tale another
time,” said the Sly Old Fox, and dodged
into his hole just as Walter's eldest xis
ter came into the room.

“Wake up, Walter; supper s veady,”
vhe said, shaking him by the shoulder; but
Waiter declared that he had not been
asle at all, but was just watching the
animals,  After supper he went back to
the fire, but there were too many p
in the room, and althonzi e cang
glimpee of one or two of the animals,
none of them came out and spoke to him.

But Walter hopes that sometime in the
twilight he will see them all again, and
then the Sly Old Fox will finisli the story
of “how “Bo-Peep's sheep all ran away.”

Henry Holeomb  Benn in St. Nich
olas.
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THE OLDEST CITY IN THE WORLD

i you were suddenly asked to name the
oldest ity in the world which is still in
a flourishing condition, what would be
your answer?  In nine cases out of ten
son to whom sueh a query might
be  propounded  would  hark  back to
Egypt, Greece or Rome.  He would be
The oldest city in the world is

vre and Sidon have crumbled on the
shore; Baalbee is a ruin; Palmyra is bur
ied in desert; Nine and  Babylon
have disappeaved from the Tigris and the
Euphrates.  Damasens yemains what 1t
was hefore the dayve of Abraham—a cen-
tre of trade and travel -an isle of verdure
in the desert: presidential capital,”
with martial and red associations ex-
tending through thirty centuries.

It was near Damascus that Saul of Tar-
sus saw the haht above the brightness of
the sun; the street which is I Strait,
in which it was said “he " ostill
runs through the city.

The city  which Mohimmed surveyed
from a neighboring height and was afraid
to enter hecause it was given to man to
have but one parvadise. and for his part
was resolved not to have it in this
I, is today what Julian called the
ye of the Bast,” ax it was in the time
of Isaiah, “the liead of Syria"”

From Damascus eame the damson, our
Llue plums, and the delicious apricot of
Portugal called  damasco;  damask, our
beautifui fabric of cotton and silk, with
vines and flowers raised upon a smooth
bright ground; the damask rose introduced
into England in the time of Henry VI
the Damascus blade, so famous the world
over for its very keen edge and wonderful
elasticity, the secret of whose manufac-
ture was lost when Tamerlane carried the
artist into Persia; and that beautiful art
of inlaving weod and steel with gold and
wlver, a kind of mosic engraving and
senlpture  united - ealled damascening
with which  hoxes, bureans, and  swords
are ornamented,

ye

It takes more than w
nothing to make you amount to some-

thing :
A good many eermons are like up-to-
)\ iaht :

THE NEW STATESMANSHIP.

“1 see a new statemanship arcing. The
old guard in both parties must go.” These
words of ex-president Saunby at the re
cent session of the Manitoba Conference
are undoubtedly true, and constituie the
most hopeful feature ot our provincial
public hfe.

A more splendid opportunity for the de-
velopment of o greay natlp Was o iever
afforded any people than i given to uz
m this great West, and thougn Maniiola
is small in extent as compared with Un-
tario or the new-born provinces, she has
vast resources and immense poseibilitive,
We have a magniticent stage upon wiich
to play our part. nl us he ceniuries
of civilization from whoee experien

ay  gather wisdom. DBeacon-lights
kindled, warning ue from rocks and shcais
where many a gallant vessal of national
power and promise has met its  doom.
Tlirough the listory of natine runs the
truth, written in terins of tears and blood,
that “‘the wages of sin is death.” Civilza-
tions of former days have experimented
with unrighteousness and the result is
written upon their tombe, If anything i
evident to us, this should be, viz, that
the eternal laws of righteousness cannot
be violated or ignored with impunity. If
we fail to find the path to power and per-
manence, we are without excuse,

Uitherto these thiugs have not weighed
with us as they shoaid. In the conluct of
prblie affairs we have eliticians en-
ough, but of high-sould statesmen there
has been a greath dearth. There has been
a disposition to regard e resources of
the province as a fair tield for exploita-
tion by those entrusted with the key to
public property. The jpacty Juggernaul
has rolled ruthlessly over the quivering
forms of personal honor and political
truth; and the virgin ecil of this prairie
province has been stainea with the blond
of every high principle slain i sicrilice
1o the exigencies of a wretchel pastizan
career,

It sureiy Ie a great humiliation 1o every
patriotie Manitoban to eonfess, as he must,
that m these respects we have been grow-
g worse.  Things were deplorable en-
ough in the early days of thtis province
when the premiey and his colleagues did
ot blush to spend  their nings m
some log shanty on the banks
exercising themselves in jigs and flings to
the ragtime accompanm of some sup
erennuated fiddler, i comoany wih dis
solute half-brevd wome 1
fhowever was persoaal and i
Amusements Wwere seacce,
retinement exists and the social and com-
mercial advancement of the provinee af-
fords opportunities frr other io .
dulgence.  The vices of oar potic ..ll.lc.nl-

w

cye are more intellectan), more caleiaied,
therofore farther-reiching and mo nel.
Uhe greed of gan, the Juet of power, the

apportunities of office, the pride of party
aud the regard for wani, arve the demons
which today transnm men into beasts
of prey and venomous asps.

“The darkest hour is just before the
dawn.” At last the veil of night begins ‘o
withdraw and the stars to pale. A new
statemanship looms on the horizon. Scon
w¢ hope to see the mountain peaks f'ame
wnd the lindscape eateh its true colors.
Wild beasts that plunder by night seec
their laire when morning Jdawns. It shall
he so in onr politial Lfe.

Tt is little enough fo believe that ccn
suries of Christian teaching nas sufficicntly
Jeevened the Anglo-Sxon moral consc iou-
ness to render imposeible a cont |l\l.ll'i-'J|.| of
exposed political intrigue rnd spoliazion.
The demand for a new order of things is
elimant, and is finding a vesponse in the

hip now being angendered

date ghty little
done up in much flourishment.

new t !
in the young blood of fh's province.




