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lj£: 2 ■HS inspiration, we are told is often Joror.to hew W.

bom of great sorrow or great joy. - am from the hills where eount*y|-f j 
know that Tennyson*' "In Memoriam’’ freezes sing and } liave cuddled many. 
waa inspired by the deep grief he felt chicks beneath this drooping wlneHyl 
for the lose of a dear friend. Eugene “Aye broods of ten and twelve aed |

more, I have mothered and pulled thrtv ^ 
Field wrote his sweetest child verses Mlnorca9 shanghais, Cochins, sir, anl 
after the death of his little boy. You games both Red and Blue." "But this 
have read "ills “Little Boy Blue ?'\we!l, * I know, this little chick is valued hlgn

er far than any brood of any chicks 
,v in God’s wide country are.” “I will 

* the man with the great human soul tsu you why,” she paused and stosd 
than ever you or I or anybody else— on a reflective leg; “That baby chiik

warmed to life from a Toronto -

uns cursive method of writing. He quotes, 
for his own literary maxim, the words of 
a French critic (presumably). Verser 
comme si c’était pour sol;’’ that ta, a» a 
novelist he has written, just to pour out 
what was in hi* mind about life a* If 
for his own satisfaction. In short,.fiction. 
In should be ihiagin^
tl vwTraraec ripte or "the phases of human 
life; and as Hfe Is n\ade up of relatively 
Important events with, all sorts of rid'e- 
bwues and episodes, thA, novelist ha* the 
right to j incorporate all of these, whether 
important or insignificant, hvtlT the con­
text uf-hia narrative, so long as they are 
not Inconsistent with the matter In hand.

We are, therefore, prepared to hear 
him defend his Early Victorian practice, 
but we are startled and confounded when 
De Morgan paradoxically submits that it 
is a “disreputable” practice, "and far 
from Modern, which everything ought to

De Morgan’s New Story May 
Revive Method of Early Vic­
torian Novelists—Importance 
of Short-Story Form For Cana­
dian Fictionists.

.
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non-conformist sect, has > live interest.
But the great opening service,- attended 
by enthusiastic throng*, falls flat and 
ends In a panic. Eventually the moun­
tain Is converted Into a public pleasure 
ground. At its grand opening it is visit­
ed by Alee and/Julia qn their honey­
moon. They ascend alone to t he top of j Ae jn ufe, love transcends faultless
the loftv ten pie. and—well the tale emlai , . , n-r_.na',itv transcendsabruptly, ns tüai vellously as It began. conduct, so, in art. personality transcenae

It Is a/clever! v-written, humorous story,1 perfection In technic.
Imaginative and ehtertaimng: but ma-nble Venus would be dearer to the
cnild^haw'^n dfap^dTÛh beert', desire than the most ravtohingly 

advantage. It is well to keep ii. mind beautiful creature ever , begottog by 
that the hook Is a satire, and hence not Humankind.
an authentic picture of typical English This is the first and fundamental 
life.—Lilian Leveridge. principle of all criticism, whatever be the

mode or medium of art. And the second 
More Good Verse. is like unto it, namely : As the hnpal-

Another Canadian poet looms upon the pa-ble mlrd of man transcend» In power 
literary horizon. This js Alexander, its material abode, the body, so the 
Louis Fraser who has Just published a. Intellectual or Imaginative substance of 
modest but. on the whole, a distinctly | a work of art transcends in dignity and 
excellent volume of poems ("Sonnets and beauty the physical dimensions of the 
Ollier Verses”). Mr. Fraser is a young medium In which it is expressed (or em-
clergyman, a Nova Scotian Gael, who, has bodied). Otherwise a reader of fiction
cultivated the Muse during the lucid would be oommi 
Imaginative intervals that obtain In . the novel 
life of a minister of the gospel who lias than 
the good fortune to have to carry on his a sonata by
pastoral work to the country: The fact sent; by Schubert; a mural canvas by
that our young poet is a Gael, has the | Puvls de Chevalines greater than a seven
spiritual vision of the Kelt, and has the inch by ten inch landscape by Corot; or 
environment of the fields %.nd streams any Gothic cathedral greater than the 
and hills to inspire him, leads one Parthenon.
reasonably to expect In these verses Jumboism In Criticism,
pleasing Imagery and verbal music. It hae itappened that tlie name pf the

Mr. Fraser does not disappoint us .in gigantic animal which made P. T. Bar- 
theee matters, which are the etieential num’s circus menagerie famous has been 
matters In poetry. He is at his best to appropria tod by H. T. Pirn*, the New 
his sonnets and amopgst them those miislc critic, to supply a verv apt
which i ommetnorate dead brother poets metaphor. The principle of aesthetic 
and men-of-letters. His sonnet to Mat- valuation which estimates g work of art 
tiiow Arnold js particularly fine; and Ills ejCC(nxMng to Its bulk Mr. Ftack has nick- 
descriptive phrase for the character of named "Jumboism.”
Arnold— in view of what, at present, seems to

have all tlie signs of a revival of the 
Early Victorian Novel, the leisurely, dis­
cursive double and three-decker, as tills 
kind of novel Is called In tlie sjang of 
literary criticism, I wish to show that 
such a reversion 1? Inconsistent both with 
the genius of our times and witn the 
progress of art and that for Canadian 
fictionists to essay the long novel rallier 
than the short story, as they may be 
tempted to do-, would be fatal to the de­
velopment of our literature.

Right at once I anticipate running into 
a number of critical ‘‘suags.’’ I shall be 
told that the .danger I .have in mind la 
quite imaginary ; that there is no likeli­
hood of a revival of the bulky and long 
(-winded) novel of the Early Victorian 
style. I can settle that matter In a very 
few words. In tlie meantime I wish to 
avoid a misconception—and 
fundamental — namely, a short-story

Which Is short, , nl„
neither Is a novel a story which is long. LacK ot Directness.
The two are different species. The danger-. In short, trie \ iclortane 
then, that I fear lies ahead of our Cana- sense of the value of directness and im- 
dlian fictionists Is that they will value mediacy—the essentially vital atgtocte of 
art according to the "Jumbo" standard life. Tills, on the other hand. Is the 
and will elaborate short-story material distinguishing note (if the short-story1, 
as such Into long stories, believing that Our present flay—Writers to this gem-® 
tbev are thus writing novel* and ad- view life worn* wHptockotogfcai. angle
compMihtiig...........!■!■» .« 1W-- -hatob»*ba»* them Aha .Imuqrfnce of
power ami beality than they would liy limning from the iStart the essential 
perfecting t'neir art in the smaller-sized lineaments of tlie incident* and episodes 
genre. Unless, therefore, our Canadian of life as we live .It. the strong dramatic 
fictionists understand precisely Uie ear- features of existence.
aentlal genius of the short-story, what This does not mean that they give us 
is its characteristic quality and how it the mere bones of a transcript from ex- 
must proceed, as they say in music, with peri trice. Tliey ape such excellent ptycho- 
Its "working-out.” they win commit the legists that they credit men and women 
very fault In art which they are most with imagination, 'and so Ingeniously do 

This is a volume of short stories by likely to do, namely, to elaborate short- they adjust tlie reader's mental vision 
rolesrv fWm story material into the mere outward u, what he wants to apprehend vividly 

Rev. G. w. tien» >r aigory . fom, rt the long novel, and tlwis employ that the latter himself adds from hi*
Briggs). Jt deals with incidents to con- a liy-brid fonn, neitiier true short-story heart and Imagination—from his ex- 
nectloft with the daily work of a pastor, t or true novel. perlem-c-thr required pictures «dor and

are three short «tories. "A «on Wm. De Morgan's Latest. movement which give the whole Its vital-'Hiere are three short stortow A Bom |fi Th(, s"nday World I con- Irtic and dramatic reality.
of Holland-, the love otory of a young tributed a complimenta-ry revk^w of ITromi tlwase point» of view, Trains îy. 
Hollander who had' after leaving a Bury- wilMam De Morgan's latest—and beet rapid and direct presentation of the vital 
pean monetery, lost a fortune, and was novel.. "It Oau Never Happen Again”— aspects of situation incident and ora-

a. double-decker (Toronto, Henry Frowde, malic movement, and the free play left 
forced to leave his home and to give up two vo|um^y jt.25 each), I recalled the to the reader s Imagination, the short- 
hl» sweetlieart. Çumlng to Canada lie fact that when this author's “Joseph story is an advance In. art over the Kerb- 
Joined the Northwest Mounted Police. Vance” appeared, the critics prophesied Victorian Novel To ,'“veT,ti

» . , . . . . . . . (or it both literary atwl conimerdal methodi ux>iiaJ be a «-cvoltitlon for the
The story of Ms restoration to h4a loved fau|lure xhe critic* lield that Its contewts bad In Li Lera i y Idea:», and, what I» xstm-gc, 
(me I» as romantic a* one cotijd wish for were a recrudescence of the Early Vic- to substitute a Ktaiidord of quantity for 
and yet It Ik sober fact a» It was torlan Novel—discursive, leisurely, gos- a standard n, quality and Intrinsic beauty. 
cV,rcmicled Irt the Canadian press at the stpy and, if not long-winded, at least Net a Miniaturist.^,
time. I long-drawn out with descriptive details The slicrt-xtoi y writer, however, is not

•‘The Desperado" telle the story of a an(i commentary •‘aertdee” in the narra- a mindaturit-t. lié fo-How®, both In 1m- 
mleapent life and tlie dan-gers ol evil | tivo. But, lo: the critics were fooled, aginative conception and in technical 
companionship. “The Outcast’ brings ’’Joseph Vance" was eagerly read by the craftnmrwhtp, the principle of dramatic 
h<me the sad results of the "social evil public, as if It were the most modern completeness. Hi» story, if it Is a genuine
In the story of a young girl who ha a "problem” ndvcl. slwrt story, lias a beginning, tievelop-
i»noe been the member of a wealthy and Now for two or three good reasons I ment and end, coherently constructed into
respectable family. All the stories are apprehend that De Morgan's mew novel the unity ot a single picture or trans-
based on real life and the facts have a nign of a revival of an old form of cript from life. It could not be this, how- 
been in no way altered. The author says, ; Hterary taste. First, "It Can Never evefr. if he did not with finely pointed 

*1 have tak'-n the liberty of adding some Hapfteti Again” is already repeating the pcmxil, assist the imagination of the 
coloring and shadh.-g to give them a Fiaeoe«« of "Joseph Vance” and "Alice- jeador to individualize the situations, in- 
better literary value. FCr-Sliort,” <le®ptte Its length and the rkient» and movement. This is the su-

! And Mr. Iverby s work is remarkably author’s goaslpy confidences with his preme art of the short-story writer: so 
'veil done. We have many * writers who readtrs; Secondly, De Morgan add* an ingenious, original and dramatic is his 
have written a great deal more than Mr. epilog, "The Autlior to His Readers craftsmanship tliat lie croates a form of 
Krrby but vviione "virk doe» not iwyln only.” in which he briefly details III* literature uueqmtiiad by any other for 
to approach his In chestei <*s of diction, theory of fiction and defend* his dis- vital delincatloai of conduct and character.

, and general unity and conrletency.

|

NON 0MNI8 MORIAR.

In the teeth of the Word that bare 
toy track,

In tlie zwirl of tlie Ebb that suck# 
me down. / . _

In the face of thb storm that flings 
me back

On the wrath of a Deep grown 
m d urn a I ntni *-wa 11 ed,

I. I. tide br tide, and tack by tack,
As far as the chain* will let me 

free—
I, threading a, course unbuoyed and 

bl ac* It v 1
And feeling Night where fanged 

rocks frown,
Ere the last tpar sail, shall some­

how have crawled
To that Port whence shone no light

for me:
Where, wrecked, If you will, qnt 

iniaiipalltd, /
I shall know I am stronger/than 

my Sea!
—Arthur Stringer In “Flower*

From a Canadian Garden,”

God said—“Let 
liglft.’’

rTljn darkness felt 
And fled awa:

that little boy Blue was dearer far toBy Dr. J. D. Logan.r
I

ii was 
egg.” .| who loved the child in the song, will 

I ever know.
I Robert Louis Stevenson was a mar­
tyr to physical pain and some of hto wh0 as8Umed the? virtue Of knowledge
masterpieces were written when he .__
was suffering Intensely. Still, many but had it not. was shown in his true 
of Stevenson's poems have a light, glad colors. At his club—a mlddle-claShone 
strain, a harmony that continues to _h* was wont to create the lmfrresf-:sr ææ » - »*■ ■ "'•»« *<
suffering man could write such sweet, 
glad songs.

“The King is De 
-“Long Live the

Otherwise, ai
Here is a good story of how a manhighly 

Is marr 
which .

i

K be.”
Finally ; Art has its fashion*, it» vogue, 

Just as much as dress. And it onry need* 
acme one of literary significance to revive 
a literary fashion, and followers will 
surely Join his standard. De Morgan’s 
optlog has appeared at. a time, it 
happen*, when fiction is about at a 
transitional stage, and we may be sure 
that Ms words will have conelderaM# 
effect in favor of hi* own methods For 
these three reason* enumerated I con­
ceive It quite Wkely tliat the Early Vic­
torian manner of novel writing will again 
Ivavc a vogue, and if do. then it is the 
function of criticism to point out how 
this would be retrogression in art and 
how the short story I» the proper fic­
tional genre of our age, best fitted to 
express our spirit and to orient the 
qualities of our civilization.

Eager For the Vital.
Let u* get rid of the notion that be­

cause ours is a hurriçd age, we want our 
reading matter so made up that we can 
"sprint” thru the pages without toes of 
time—t ne toee time the better; that the 
.short story is our proper literary, genre 
simply because it is short. If the spirit 
of hurry, and the length of a story, 

.really governed our choice In this matter, 
we should all be devouring the Bible 
narratives or Aesop’s; Fables—which to 
contrary to fact.

The demand of„ouc age is to be phrased 
In another way: It 1» to bo defended from 
its peculiar psychological angle—the way 
men and women of our times look at 
life. Our age demand^ to art. In fiction, 
the expression of the essentially VITAL. 
To the Victorian* Hfe was as reel and 
earnest, ami In its way. a* hurried, as 
our own, but the method of conducting 
life was Inveterately conventional : ft was 
governed by unwritten laws of tradition, 
establislied precedent. In fiction this took 
the form of leaving nothing to the free 
play of the Imagination. The novelist 
must begin Ids story, proceed with it 
and end it, a* if the reader were a 
passive creature and the mind a re­
ceptacle into which every detail of pos­
sible Incident and of suggested reflection 
must l>6 poured.

By Sam W. Smd 
The last December sun is 

Below the western sky, 
And earth has quell’^ her 

To mark the Old Year to

Above his brow, snow-shd 
The cold, pale stars apped 

Like mourning spirits of tj 

Torch-hearers ’round his

f French. He was in the habit of bring­
ing Paris papers to the cltib, and wettil 
sit down in the club room pretending •' 
be absorbed in their contents. Em;'. 
once in a while he would smile feebly.

I
!

I And Just when n this theme tot
I me aay that Inspiration may be bom ...... . , .

Mr. McFarlane is a Toronto boy who 1» cf more than mere physical pall. 'fh* !isd been carried sway by t.n 
making his way to the front as a Jour-'1 Somebody, who believes that the price and say audibly, Bon—Irra
nallst and story-writer. Bern to Isling- of existence in Toronto City is too high bon. 
ton in 1876, lie was
finishing at University College In Honor j
Modem»; He was one ot a colony^rf ! ^ That 8ad.faced hen that lightly
young Canadian® who set out for Ne jlops your fence and scratches up your really does understand French. I am 
York some few years ago to make writ- g.drtjen truck and swears back at you inclined to believe that he dosen't.” 
ln« Uieir profeeeion and mean® of sup- an<j jj0p8 away Vhen you cautloubiy “l suppose lié must understand 
port—and he Is one who bas succeeded approach her is not to blaipe. What French,” said another member. "No
UMtedh^atMnimJaritoes and p!rtil^riy do®» «he know of Toronto’s high priced one would be such an ass as to carry
e™ ÏÆlïtortrâ» re: necessities. I met a little one-legged on like he does If he didn’t.”
centiy published book ran in serial form lien, who mothered g one lone chick; "I’d wager a bottle of wine that he 
thru The Youth's Companion. Speaking the sweat from working over time doesn’t.”
of h|s work Mr. McFarlane say*: “I npon her brow stood thick. “Sister* , “And I’d bet against you if we could 
think it great fun to write for boys. I and brothers, one-legged hen, hoy/ manage to decide it.”
T^«^,rWsStf"»1 mW!”t am a\£> man>’ may you be?" She laughed a A friend who had been introduced
greatly interested in boy^ chib* and such laugli with bitter scorn and cockod to the club remarked, "I’ll find out.”
work—the best Oil the continent is that lier eye at me. Said .1 “I came from He walked quietly over to ------- anl
seen In Toronto at the Broadview In- country hills where many hens abound, so id, "Monsieur, qu’elle heure est fl î’ 
stltute. I am at ^present preparing an an(j mother-hens with Just one chick The Hnqplst smiled a Parisian emlto 
article about this. are seldom ever found-” "Now, tell jl>e and gracefully handed over the paper -

hen and tell me true, how ever can it with a "Tree bon !” 8

Arthur e. mcfarlane.;

to asserting that a 
by LauraVeon Libliey was greater 
a short jrvûby Poe or Kipling; 

eîlîoven greater than a Ieducated in Toronto, —sends me the following:.
The Toronto Chick.

One evening several gentlemen at an 
adjoining table had been observing his 

Eggs are 55c a dozen in this city of antics. At last one of them said—
“I should like to know whether— -

'11
. LITERARY NEWS The cattle in the fields lie 

And flocks their silence W 
While men seek vainly to 

Their thoughts that bant
I

"Sonnets and Other Poems" Ns a new 
hook of piem* from Rev. Alexander Louis 
Fraser, a Nova Scotia poet.

I

The night drags slowly to 
And nature bates her br< 

The ciock-hands meet a; 
yearn

To .the grim hour of dea

The bell tolls twelve—eyml 
That ends a monarch’s i 

But, hark ! How Jojjoua rii 
In coronation strain !

"The king is dead ! Loi 
king!"

The New Y ear. Nineteen 
Him' whom we hail as prod 

High gifts to hopeful men

J. K. Jerime Is taking a very active 
part In the British elections.ii

Rurv St. Edmund*, the birthplace of 
"Ouida," ha* erected a line monument 
to that author.

■ “Unconscious Christian thou,”

is not only psychologically true but also 
Is the most succlnt of any yet used by 
any other poet who has attempted to 
summarize in verse tho fundamental 
quality of tho agnostic English critic. 
Much the same complimentary apprecia­
tion may be given to Mr. Fraser's son­
net to Wordsworth—

"Poet of calm,—like to a mountain mere 
Embosomed.deep ytthln some leafy dell."

There Is the gift of characterization dis­
played in that phrase, "Poet of calm,” 
and the whole sonnet rings with the soft 
verbal music of the second tine quoted 
above.

, Mr. Fraser, however.® has one fault in 
technic, namely, the use of the preterite 
of the verb "do." For instance—

"Far From tlie Madding Crowd;" by 
Thomas Hardy, has been successfully 
dramatized.

Shackleton’s book about the Antarcltlc 
is being published simultaneously In eight 
lenguages^-German, French. Swedish, 
Norwegian, Italian, Danish and Russian.

3 4-
'

I■

Gertrude Atherton to the latent of the 
many distinguished women "who have 
come out strongly in favor of womeiVe 
suffrage. Mrs. Atherton has no doubt 
whatsoever about the merits of the ques­
tion, but she due» not propose to enter 
into any active campaign of the militant 
suffragettes.

"My life to devoted to the one idea, that 
of writing fiction," she announced Just 
tieforo leaving San Francisco. "To this 
work T concentrate nay whole life. I 
lived tong enough In EnglacA to ap- 

• predate Just what equal suffrage would 
mean to the women tin *fho other side. 
They Have greater grievances than the 
women in t.me country-, altho there are 
public questions here and evils which 
will never be solved nor remedied until 
women can vote."

Our Canadian St Lawrencei Harold McGrath , 
was born thirty- ■■ 
eight years ago in 
Syracuse, N. Y.

*U He was educated in 
Syracuse schools 
and made hi* start ! 
as a reporter on 
one of his city 

. newspapers. In 1891 
m h<* went to Chicago „ 
H and worked there 
HI as a paragraph er 
H on The Evening :
|| Mull. His newer 

™i paper career took 
hlm fronl' Chlcâgo 
to Albany, then to 

1 New York: At last 
lw found his field In the writing of en­
tertaining and imaginative fiction such as 
'The Man on tlie Box.” “The Lure of the 
Mask.” "The Goose Girl," He ha» visit­
ed Italy several times and lias embodied 
Incidents of his travels in his stories.

He DiedU
fitJF51 There is a mighty river running thru; our golden land;

Harbored along its maple shores where ocean vessels stand,
No longer prowls the Indian with his little bark canoe,
But fleets of st*U-made vessels plow thy mighty waters thru.
We no longer hehr the echo of the Indian and his oars,
That broke the silver silence of thy rippling, pebbled shores.
Thy mission, oh St. Lawrence, Is to float vessels on thy br^tst,
With produce to stl~nations, from our prairies in the west*

’Tls sweet at set" of sun to view thy silver mirror spreading wide,
And see the mist of mantling blue float round tlie distant mountain 

side,
Where the mighty cliffs look upward in their bright majestic glow,
As pictured from thy pebbly shores, two hundred years ago.
On thy fair bosom, silver stream, the wild bird spreads his snowy Mil, 
And round his breast the ripples gleam, as down he bears before the

gale .( , „ , ,iiÆ
At midnight hour as shines the moon, a sheet of silver spreads below, 
And f

this is
I ■ I

: la not a story
His father dletl rich, by 

much richer man than his 
succeeded In his enterpris 
a splendid mansion; he see 
family very respectably In 
and then he died* rich. 1 ’ 

‘He died rich !’ "^et the 
‘How hardly shall tliey 
riches enter into the kin gw 
en,’ ‘It is easier for a <l 

thru the eye of a needle, 
rich man to enter the-kingto 
*n.’ He had a Bible; he 

•1 Place of worship; he kne\ 
similar texts well; he had 
explained; he professed 
them; yet he ran tlie hazu

tacked the"A bonny bird I saw when I did rove"

Of course, Mr. Fraser may reply that 
Bliakeepere and other great poets have 
repeatedly used “did" .“under exigencies 
of tilling .out the length of a litre of 
vfcrsc. yet;: It 1* true that the - us
^sic^r^eUve^%taW.^,un.e 
shows considerable gift of poetic genius 
and gives much puomleo of a flret-claee 
week from him in the future. Some of 
the sonnets ought to find their way into 
the anthologie» of Canadian poetry. (St. 
John, N. B., Globe Publishing Co., 40c.)

I

, ! iiI
i

mm.
ot■i mTo fit again trfto the home otrçle after 

four years’ abeence to college is a problem 
that confront* not only the college girl 
but gives rise to anxiety on the part of 
tlie home people. Marian K. Hurd and 
Jean B. Wilson have chosen this theme 
for the pivot of their story, "When She 
Game Home From College." Four years 
at .Vassal- had developed the heroine into 
a buoyant young creature, who believe» 
that lier mission In life to to become an 
author. On her return to tho little 
western town, she feels strangely out of 
place and cannot help viewing everything 
with a critical eye Hhc soon ha* an 
opportunity to try her theories In house­
keeping, and her struggles are both en­
tertaining and suggestive.s.

Since the publication of Martin Eden, 
which to, »> clearly, In great/ measure, 
autobiographic, 
atieixwjotes of Jack London's early life 
liave come to liglit, for Instance, an ad­
mirer of Mr. London-# w.irk who is fully 
acquainted with Iris earl- history, say», 
that the 
describes
moYe powerful than its effect on Mr. 
London himself. On one of tho first, 
occasion» when Mr. London had Ml op­
portunity to hear really excellent music, 
hto companion reported that the "author, 
then only a big boy, was made "blind, 
staggering drunk": on nothing but the
ir.v(do. v..................

Miss Sarah Coonell, the literary editor 
of tlie San Francisco Town. Talk, also 
■aye .that Ban FraiiçlHcan» find no diffl- 
culty In Idiurtlfylii* the various publi- 
<allons with wMclt Martin Eden had to 
stormy a time.

un-

f

“The Broken Trail.”
rom thy bosom the stars reflected, true witnesses of heaven 
aglow.

In fancy- we hear the echo of the Indian's pliant oar.
As his little bark shoots outward from the shadows of the shore,
And the dusky maiden whispers back to him a tale of love,
With tbfe silver ripples round them, and the canopy of heaven shei*. - 
Yet again L hear the war-cry, and I see the maiden’s tears,
As the pages of tradition are turned back to former years.
I can see our cities rise as our forests are laid low 

. Since our pilgrimage was started, two hundred years a%o.

My Favorite Character
Who and Why ?

s

I
one whom tlie Bible speai 
emnly as In danger of lowlri 
fox he made up his. mind t 
and richer, and hé died ver 

‘He died rich v And y 
that there were hundreds o 
heathens In the world, wh 
or missionaries; he knew i 
had only given a small r 
scrlptlon to advance tha 
Jsct. ,

‘He died rich !’ Yet he 
■ ■ *ound him were tens of th 
I *nK In Ignorance, vice, i 

f!lo»e to that dingy’ coi 
tliat he visited so regular 
than fifty years, there > 
■nd courts, wliere evil trh 

I one godless generation tre 
other in sin. There was n< 
or Bible-woman .for that 
rich man could easily hav 
one or more, but he did 
course was too busy to vis I self.

‘He diedjdch !’ Yet he r; 
and many an application r 

I on, the ground that the 
*nany calls of this descrip 
could not give to all—he 
not afford It.

f'Ottg before 4the rich n- 
became very unhappy; 1 
indeed, been really happy 
dav*. The followlqg extr 
ny a merchant to a frient 
rounded by Immense weal 
Posed to take supreme dj 
•ceumulatfon, may part 
other rich men :

‘A* to myself, T live lj 
"eve, constantly occupied 
Passing the night wlthrl 
1 o-m Wrapped in a làbyrin 
and worn out with cAre. I, 
'•«•■time. The love,of labor 
*"t emotion. When I rise I 
'ng. my onlv effort is to 1 
during the day. that when 
I may he enabled to aid 

When the rich msn we i 
Wot longer labor for mord 
:*ic8.pable of enjoying w 
-a strange mania seized 

that poverty was cert 
"®on him. The following 
of an American million» l] 
to more than this one « 
r?flto no«*essed with sn 
“I* tost Illness, tliat he w 
floverty. Ho Insisted the 
fvblch we.* done for bis c' 

upon the most economl 
7°uld flot ev^n 
*•* the sheets shout 

and he woulr 
*ble to replace them ! M 

Uft behind property, tr 
or *Wo hundred tliousani 
/He died rich And l o 

v/1’- some mt-n pçatoed 
• WL*r,n“- and has beep don 
-Rsalm xiix. And oth 

■m, encouraged, bv i)ie 
JP foy^hl- riches. r*ut 

"Yor death, and in the e 
vjrtore rfebes n-oO t ->ot 
"**h he ditiq. if he died - i 

Without faith In Ch

little personalmany
There are many character* in fiction 

who are as real to us As any historical 
personage—there are possibly some whom 
we tee! that we know as well as if they 
were living acquaintances of ours to-day 
Now, reader, have you a favorite among 

shadow people? If so, tell about 
him or her, in not more than 300 word*. 
Write plainly on only one side of the 
paper, sign name and address (and pen- 
name if you wish). CMp out the heading 
above, paste It on tlie corner of your 
envelop* and address: Literary Editor, 
Sunday World, Toronto. Answer* will be 
received up to January 23. A hand some 
book will be given for the beet essay. 
We reserve the right to publish any or 
all essaye received. No manuscript will

\

i

!
pftcot of pHlrifi. *■ '
It ".Upon" »» IveLi.-Jt

tlie author 
not a bit Since far above thy majestic flow, there's been inspiring sights; Xfl 

We've seen the Indians, warning fires flare up against the night. 1 
Those early days in the olden time have tried the souls ot men;
A cabin In the wilderness was not safe from hostile band.
But that era now has passed away, let our visions not turn back 
To the legends and traditions that followed the Union Jack,
And tho broad majestic river to the eastward ever flow,
And the breeze that floats the Union Jack brings peace on earth- below.

56 Davenport-road, City. H. R. Barber.
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January Canadian Magazine.

Tlie Canadian Magazine for January 
begins the new year with a very Im­
portant and Interesting article by 
Professor A. P. Coleman, of tlie Uni­
versity of Toronto. It is entitled “The 
Interglacial Beds at Toronto,” and de­
scribes In a popular manner the in­
formation that has been obtained by 
scientist.* regarding the- unusually In­
teresting piece of geological forma­
tion. The article Is splendidly illus­
trated. Another good article ■ is “Tire 
Frontier Problem,” by Joseph Wear­
ing. This is an account, with Illus­
tration», of tlie work that is being 
done by The Reading Camp Associa­
tion to educate men working In camps 
along the Canadian frontier. “The 
White Man’s Angry Heart,” by Har- 

‘Old Sands, Is a consideration of tlie 
British Columbia Indian and of hie 
suspicion regarding the encroachment 
of the white man on what he regards 
ala his especial territory. Other time­
ly articles are “The Conservation of 
Natural Resources," by Bllhu Stewart; 
"Edmonton to Prince Rupert," by 
Harold Havens, and "Western Politi­
cal Dominance,” by Arthur L. Ford. 
The fiction Is strong, with 
ing novelette by Lloyd Osbourne, en­
titled "The Kitten That Did,” and 
short stories by Arthur L. Sainsburv 
and May Wynne, with verse by E. 
Pauline Johnson, Ethelwynn Wether- 
ald, H. O. N. Bel ford, Florence Cainon, 
Donald A. Fraser, Margaret O’Grady 
and John Mortimer.

unique, and the kind The Strand read­
ers have come to look for. Lewis 
Waller, the English actor, writes his 
reminiscence»: the Hon. Mrs. Fltsror , 
Stewart discusses "Plain Men” and In­
cidentally explains why they sometimes 
have so great a fascination for beau­
tiful women; Henry E. Dudeney writes 
Interestingly about “Queer Fallacies i 
and Brain Twisters,” while fifteen 
humorous artists contribut e their 
"Funniest Christmas Picture.-’ “If In­
sects were Bigger” Is a terrifying arti­
cle recounting what might happen 
were Insects a million times larger 
than they are. The Illustrations aiefle ' 
are calculated to give one nightmare 
for a week. The color section, entit­
led “My Most Beautiful Masterpiece,”

'Is a contribution from eminent photo­
graphers. each of whom has selected j 
ills moot artistic example of feminine 
portraiture. ‘ Curiosities of the Chase j 
Boar.1" w#t Interest all who indulge 
In the Napoleonic game.

be returned.

“The Holy Mourrtaip-3
"If >e liave failli a» a grain of mustard Fun From Jacobs.

*e«d, ye shall say to this mountain, Re- "Bailors’ Knots” tCopP, Clark Co ). 1»
* . , , , „ . ,, a collection of short «tories by W. W.move hence to youmler place; and it shell who holds to-day tlie leading

remove: and nothing shell be Impossible place among the English writers ol hti- 
Matthew mor. In these stories we meet with suchUpon a literal application of this text. I familiar characters as the iiiglit-

„Ti,„ ttolv Mountain " by BLepheti ! watchman. Ginger Dick, Pete: Russet and 
townohto (I«lm LW tWuny Nea i. soutveful Bob Pretty, but tho

ssyssyr-5 « SSÛr S-'T
r3s-5«ÆSi2^W 5TLS SVWLSSK-'SST A2SS.1S SZJTX &3JL»rs a'xwaL'!.iJ!rssf«."*-■ »• — — •— - s,r,s trtrtss'iS’Sson iWgloiÿ A of.vVvvUw uik^ H "lay tin, ghot*. ’ Tl,li« yarn ' in Lomlon. England, and e.huatcd at the figure Of tho romance of the «tory. |8 a
-nr,i°r,...... .. viotx- î if?, itwi thliuis lit recall the creciplncn* of one of Jacobs’ i WyggCKton CJrammar School, l/eicest^r, man l*., hun^t-t man. unfolding: the) ro-

vurile, ^W'much ' " rote h.s first novel when he was !»s“?Æ Irving .Bachelier explain* that he wrote
,TTr TbuTv -nto ‘wiUHhlZTml al«ut jZXZ' wT n to° l! only sixteen years old. epl^des abound. In this "and In fart ah ! hi, latest book. "The Master," to help

l * '°Ah -Tr^ttfau. a youth wk mcrlundcne.l rriiîcaüy 'ritbout telling the atorie». | His father was a prosperous bushicss “f htowork t^^cMj^found scarcely ekilg tlie testing o< brotherhood, to shew
.WsK man and the younger OPPenhelm wa.W the power of high thihking and to moke

« k » ral.L 4» wfth hi, the sr. of telling a story as directly and sociated with him and took over the bbs- ite prit»* two book. ,a year ,„d one a strong plea for universal peace, but
fiancee Julia J,W. listen* to a sermon SXundInowMge tf lm- ,r*“* w”ne tpn tiyears ago. After a few . l^p^'urtiîm raSd.^ P ” Wher° | ato- to indicate what can be done with
a"practUed'aiSllîtoation^of'ti'^o'^Hain*iionr natme in general and the sailor- X®6" he ^°,cd " and n"w ; He fin,Js much of the material for his a ®MWe mlnd m,<ler training which com-
Hlll.ttwhivh is itmnetiiatriy removed to a man In particular, and that any reaoer Ills time chiefly to literary wotk, altho he ■ novels In his travels. He says “I have i P*to It. to depend upon latent powers and
suburb of Lottoun. unceremoniously ub- jd ,11^. 18 lndirectly connected with many cbm- IV^.1.' 3/1,°,b^yTto,frequent cafes In all i fee! Ill own way to tint truth.

Of the Xy-TtoVe^ — h“ deaI and dws mu-h Bachelier. ”, piannod

hill In,h Hie Downs and (lie appearance —Z , ... <Hl trft great deal and does much gcod Idea for a story inevitably suggests a boy to whom no language is taught
>of a m-'Ui lain In Ixmtkn, causes no In the Secret City. ; of hia literary work on the train, dicta- Itself. The rest Is comparatively easy. I anC w!to tint’s, therefore a new Inlet of
small sensation. This is augmented by The true spirit of the explorer' Is ting to his secretary. He bas a fine coun- write scarcely g line, but dictatte the
the Halfpenny Press, nit enterprising vcakxl by Sven Iledlir In hia now book, . w,1o|e book to my aecrbtarv in lone hi.
London daily which figures promlnsntly Tinns-illitialaya. For many years till.- trv home at Sheri ngham on the Norfolk sic Intents. Of mv novels tire one I call
n (he Story. Rumor gets afloat its to dlrtinguibhetl traveler had tot his heart coast. , best Js "The Maker of History.' A young

i thcct-uae of the phenomenon, and Trow- yr-ott entering the fortiithk-n c.:ty -or oppenhelm stories are full of stirring I 1french dancing girl told me the story 
■ springs . .-.uddenly lino notoriety. Lha-a. To gain this he had risked Ilia J J , ... J . _ i that forms the plot of the book •

Air. .becomes famous as the mountain- life more than onto and endured hard- adventure, deal with crime anil mystery . M[. Oppenhelm -nirriru vri. „ _
mover, lie Is 'ntervicwWl hy newspaper ships of which few men would be capa- and possess considerable complication oT\ hjnr the danvhter of
met. and t ailed upon to write articles. We. On his last Journey he wqs almost , acduaiutanee I ufacturer in 183» American fliao-
deHvt-r lectures and address revival meet- ! v.ltMn striking distance of the longed- plot- The> <ll8p,a> a " <le acquaintance uracturer, in 1J3-.
leg. etc., none* of which h< la capable of for goal when his thoughts and deal res with the world, national -and International
doing, and, consequently, lie Unde 1dm- changed. Ill Ms own words: 1 relations, and with fashionable society.
m U In extremely ridiculous imd ember- "In Lhasa I rouit! add nothing to the While lie pays hut little attention to mor- 
rawlng Situation*. HI# fat lier, the knowledge acquired bf Youughuwliand's allring and tell# the story for the story's
Mayan* of Trowhurv, ami oilier noted expedition two years be foi e. <>n the sake, thei-e is often a serious note in his
men, foi- their own Interest and ag- Seisin I had conceived a great fancy for work and hi* tales have a genuine psv-
giandisemonl. i v;- ! dm" thru various far-i the TraiiF-HImalava. and no gecgrapM- chologlcal ind humanitarian interest,
cloal scenes cal problem on eartli had greater attrac- Some of Ills leading novel* are: “A

rhea <11 iy the lenient about i.i Ilnlvl tion* for me. .All my future enterprise* Maker of History” a clever tale of Inter-
Mountain, as the removed hill i- . aXed; el-.ould have the object of makirg a* nstlonai complice Mona, centred round an
■pread* aiul grows !o_a white h<at. All tlioro a nclentiflo Investigation of tho innocent Englishman; “The Master Mura- 
Efighmsk-neaily at! the world. In fuel— lTran«-Hlma!ava as could possibly 1)" mer"—a story of love and lntr1g.;c;“Amin.

Intensely Intvested. It to <><•! 'ed to n ... ompitshed by one man in a single I the Adventuress”—a tale of double iden-
uae It for rehctoiie perpoees. To ti ls, jouvnty. Yes, this tark w as so tiomen- tlfv; "A B.e iping Memory" has a psychic 
erd an Immerse Imperial temple Is j 1)111 th*t my former luqÿlng fqr Lhasa Interest: and "Enoch Strone" deals with \hruta! 
rra-ed upon Its summit. Insti l- enter-j <M(«1 n way I,he tlie red of evening in the love and politic*, the chief character being nnonde. struggling;
prise every- potentate and dettuntintloti ITsargpd vajlcy, G.ls gigantic colonnade of a labor leader In parliament me: and lire, and faibng miserably in
from tiie, l’ope of Rome to plie newts, granite, this royll highway of BuJditia.-’ "’Jeanne of the Marshes,-’his latest sto-y, the end.

Modern Writers in Miniature
E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM

1 Answer this in not more than 360 words 
(Including quotations)'. Deal with the 
poem itself and not with tile author. 
Write answers^ plainly on cue side of 
paptreinly : sign name and address. Clip 
out above headings: paste it on the corner 
of your envelope and mall to: Literary 
Editor, Sunday World. Toronto Contest 
cloees January 15. lit 10. Handsome book 
giver, for Vert essay.

I
3y Donald G, French.

/
1

an uncanny story of a liaunteci house ers- ne was born over fortv coals ago
and the experience of four men In at- j, _ ................. . , __, . ,____...
tempting to "lay the ghost. ’ 
recall the creepincws of one of 
earlier talcs, "The Monkey's Paw."

waruejy possible to tell much 
• • -----■ or to discuss "

Bookmen and Books.1
i

] Old Upaala.
Gentle girl, of Old Upeala:

Night ha* fluttered from the ses, 
'Round her pallid wings a halo,

Of the old moon’s mystery.

Down the dusk highway glimmer 
Lights that beckon from the tow»! 

And the gray, old ships are calling. 
Ere Fyrisa roll them down.

t

!

t
I

*

knowledge. • • He^sees clearly a truth 
t» which ancient custom has blinded us, 
viz., that war is the gieatest evil in the 
w-jrlc,.”

Yet we suspect that rail peace would 
be vrCTiirttd not so much by men riot 
kr.owitty how to talk as by their knowing 
how to talk too much.

an amue-
Sweet-eyed maid of Swedish meadow:

List tlie wind from Norway’s pine, 
As it speeds to meet the moonrise.

On the burnished Baltic brine.

When the gold had left the upland, 
*t1d we not the day bn-l fled?

And at eve when home returning, 
Sighed W not, that Love was dead?

If It be that Itove has left us;
Ii It be the day hae died.

Tills sweet light that Vends above us, 
Js the spirit glorified.

<r~
;iBooks Received.

“Bslla Donna," by Hichens (Copy, 
Clark Co.)

"Sheriff of Dyke Hole,-’ by Rldgwell 
Ctilum itiopp. Clark Conspaiy).

“Flylntrp'ovKr,” by G. E. Theodore 
Robert* fWIHIam Briggs).

“Tilda Jane’s Orphans,"

turn 111
“Bella Donna.”

out.The January Strand.
The January Strand Magazine Is a 

holiday fiction number and contains 
excellent stories by E. Phillips Oppen- 
Itolm, Horace Annesley Vachell, Ar­
thur Morrison, Beatrice 1 Molyneaux, girt, of Old Fpntimr
Richard Marsh and B. Nesblt The , By.tbe t"ara ews of Hue.

, . Love s worn day- muy wnke a rapture,
aerial story ef A. E. W. Mason. "The Sweater than the old light knew.
Muriter r.t flao Vffla flsjg* ten ir# tie
lrî~T XL*!'.rf10”* r.1*1 •" -k" - H. O. N*. Zfcsffonii. m the January 
story. 1 he articles are Interesting and 'Canadian Masuria*.

It to to be dep!o-ed that an author who 
has attained tlie standing of Robert 
Hlckcns, should »o disregard his ree-

I pone 1 bill!y for tb-? ure of Mg talent as to 
waste It in the production of such a book 
as "Hefia Donna” (Copp, Clark C».) 
Certainly there I* nothing either elevat­
ing or Instructive In tlil.r .work. It Is 
nothing more or 1er» then the bare, 

rarer-- of a nreatem cf the demi- 
lo retain h<r hold on

by Marshall
Sauiiders (William Briggs).

■-Cuttle* snd Chateaus of 014 B'ir- 
rUndy." by Francis MtHoun (WlitUm 
Briggs).
l-When a Man Marries.-’ by Mary 
Robe rts Rhine hart ( McLeod * Alien), 

"The l.a:iterii of Luck,” by Hudeon 
Douglas (McLeod A Alien),

•■llargerlta’s Soul." by 
Loveir (McLeod & Allen).

'
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Canadian Writers

POPULAR FICTION 
WRITERS

/

My Favorite Poem
What It In and Why?

CRITICAL NOTICES
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