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n-conformist sect, has 8

Y
ﬁﬁ} OMNIS MORIAR.
i i % 3 o
In the teeth of the -Word that bars
niy track, o 7
In the swirl of the Ebb that sucke

me down,

In the face of the storm that flings
me .

On . the wrath of a Deep grown
mdéuntaincus-walled, - /

I, I, tide by tide, and tack by tack,

Ag far as the chains will let me

free—

1, threading a course unbuoyed and

black, : 4

And . feeling Night where fanged

rocks frown,

Ere the last gpar sail, shall some-

how have crawled

To that Port whence shane no lght,

for me: /

Where, wrecked, if you will, lyﬁt

unappalled, &/

T shall know I am stronger Ahan
X my Sea! /
—Arthur Stririger " in “Flowers

From a Canadian Gaxden)/

if

ervice,- attended
falls flat and

a public pleasure

. dian Fictionists. .

rtaining: but

It is well to keep in mind

to ad tuge. :
that the hook is a satire, and hence not
an /authentie  picture of typical English
H}e.—mm.n Leveridge,

More Good Verse.

Another Canadian poet looms upon the
literary horizon. This js Alexander, its material abode, the body, so the

Louis Fraser who has just published a
on the whole,
excellent yvolume of poems. (
Other Verses').

“Sonmets and ' beauty the physiczl dimensions of the
oung  medium in which it is expressed (or em-
clergyman, a Nova Scotian Gael, whophas bodied). Otherwis¢é a ) reader of fietion
cultivated the Muse during  the
imaginative interva
Hfe of a minis

Mr. Fraser js a

» _that obtain in the
er of the gospel who has

/.

LITERARY NEWS

"'So«nn\eu and Other Poems’' Ns a new
hook of prems from Rev. Alexander Louis
Fraser, a Nova: Scotia poet,

J. K. Jertme is taking a very active
part i the British electicns. i Y

Bury St. Bdmunds, the birthplace of
“Quida,” has erected a fine monument
to that author.

“Far From the Madding Crowd,” by
Thomas Hardy, has been successfully
dramatized.

Shaekleton’s book -about the Antarcitic
is being published simultaneously in eight
languages>-German, French, Swedish,
Norweglan, Italian, Danish and Russian,

Gertrude Atherton is the latest of the
many distinguished women *who have
come out strongly in favor of wonfen's
suffrage. Mrs, Atherton has no doubt
whatsoever about the merits of the ques-
tion, but -she does not propose to enter
into any active campaign of the militant
suffragettes,

“My life is devoted to the one idea, that
of writing fiction,”” she apnounced just
. bhefore leaving San Franeisco. ““To -this
work ¥ eoncemntrate my whole life. I
lived long enough in Englacd to ap-
prm'iatgojuct what equal suffrage wonild
mean the- women the other side.
They have greater gricvances than the
women :in this country, altho there are
public guestions here and evils which
will never be solved nor remedied until
women can vote.” sreit

To fit again #Hito the home éir¢le after
four years' absence in college is a* lem
that confrouts not only the 'colleffe gir]
vut gives rise to anxiety on the part of
the home people. Marian K, Hurd and
Jean B. Wilson have chigen this theme
for the pivol of their story, ‘*“When She
Came Home From College.” Four years
at Vassar had developed the heroine into
a hdovant young creature, who believes
that her mission in life to become an
author, ‘Mn  her return to the Httls
western town, she feels strangely out of
place and cannot help viewing everything
with a critical eye. 8She soon has an
opportunity fo try her theories in house-
keeping, ‘and her struggles are both en-
tertaining and suggestive,

Since the publication of. Martin Eden,
which « is, @0 clearly, In great? measure,
autoblographic, many Httle personal
anevodotes: of Jack Londom's early MHfe
have come to light; for instance, an ad-
mirer of Mr. London’s work who ig fully
acqueinted with his. earle higtory, says,
that the effect of thusic, s the auvthoer
describes it . upan lils hﬂ“u. At not. a. bit'
more powerful than its effect on Mr.
London himself. On one of the first
occastons when Mr. London had &n op-
portunity to hear really éxcellent music,
his companion reported that the ‘author,
then only a big boy, was made “blind,
staggering drunk” on nothing but the
mvsde,

Miss Sarali Connell, the literary editor
of theé San . Francigco Town Talk, also

pays that San ¥ranciscans find no diffi- |

culty ir idantifying ' the vorious publi-
cations with which Maurtin Eden had =o
stormy a ume,
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CRITICAL NOTICES
B —————
“The Holy MountainX

“If ye hayve faith as a graln of mustard
pseed, ye shall say to. this mountain, Re-
move hence to younder place; and it shall
remove; and nothing shall be mpossible

unto you,''-8t. Matdhow,

Upon a Hteral application of this text, |
“The Holy Mountain,” by Stephen |

Reynolds (Johm Lane Chbmpany, New
York; price $1.60), is based, The novel is
pot~dntended to bhe taken as seriously,
however, as . its title and the above in-

scription would suggest. The authos |

terms it ‘A Satire on English life.” He
might truthfully have added, “A satire
on region.”” A perusal of the book leads
e fo Infer that Mr. Reynolds takes a
rather fiippant view of life and things in
general, and of religion in particulai
The seenes fluctuate between the town
of Trowbury in Wiltehire and London
Alce Trot , a youth not overburdened
with intell

€1

iterating 2 few families,

The simultaneous disappearance of Hll"i
hill froam the Downs and the appeargnoe |
i Londcn, causes  no |
"his is augmented by |
an  enterprising | vealed by

rominently | Trans-HhInalay
gets arlcat as to| distinguie!

201 “ 1nount

and Trow-

uddenly Into not
us a5 Lthe mol
rviewed by new

1Hn-

Hvt. is int

apd called upon to write ariicles,
ver lectures and address revival meet- | within
e.,
, and, consoquently, he finds him- | changed.
extremely ridiculous and embar- |

&t n
aseing situatle

1, for their own Iinterest. and ag-/
grandisement, I« ldm” thru varous far-
cleal scenes

Steadily the cament aboul tae Hol

s 28 « removed hill i« calk
spreade’ aiwd grows to_a wivite hoa J
Engiand-nearly all the world, in fact—
e intensely interested, It is decided to
use iL. for religious purpose=. To tiis

erd an immevse imperial temple i8] dous thet my former !
{ ied away like the red of evering in the
:is gigantic colonnade of
froin the, Pope of Rome to i\lxe newes: granite, this roydl highway of Buddha.”

reared upen s summit. In this entor-
prise ¢viry potentate and dcnonivation

~

\

the good fortune to have to carry on his
pastoral work in the country:  The fact ¢ ™;
that our young poet is a Gael, has the| Puvis de Chavannes greater than a seven
spiritual vision of the Kelt, and has the
environment of the fields ®and streams
and hills to :
reasopably  to expect in these verses
pleasing imagery and verbal music.
Mr, gum does not disappoint us
these matters,. which are the essen
matters in poetry. He is at his hest in

which commemorate dead’ brother poets
! His sonnet to Mat-
thew Arnold |s particularly fine; and his
descriptive phrase for the character of

and men-of-letters.

.“Unconscious Christian thou,”

is not ondy psychologically true but also
is the most succint of -amy yet used by
who has attempted to
the fundamental
quality of the agnostic English critic.
Much the same complimentary apprecia-
tion may be given to Mr. Fraser's son-
net to Wordeworth—

“Poet of calm,—like to a mountain mere
ithin some leafy dell.””

There is the gift of characterization dis-
played in that phrase, ‘‘Poet of calm,”
somnet rings with the soft
verbal music of the second lne quoted

Embosomed deep

and the who

. Mr. Fraser. however,” has one fault in
technic, namely, the uss of the preterito
For instance— :

A Bonny bird T saw when I did rove”

Of course, Mr, Fraser may reply that
Shakespere and other great poets have
“d@id”’ runder ' exigencies
of filling .out. the length: ' of a ‘lHmeé' of
verse. Yet, it is t{\wéthat‘»ﬂn‘m-“of'

. lne, n
P e
‘shows considerable gift of poeti¢ geniua
and gives much promise of a first-class
work from him in the future.
the sonnets ought to find their way into
the anthologies of Canadian poetry.
John, N. B., Globe Publishing Co., 40c.)

“The Broken Trall.”
This is a volume of short stories by
Rev. G, ‘W. Kerby of Calgary
At deals with incidents in con-
nectioh with the daily work of a pastor.
There are three short stories,
of Holland,” -the love story of a young
Hollander who had after leaving a Furo-
pean monstery, lost a fortune, and was
forced to leave his home and to glve up
Coming to Canada he
Mounted Police,

lis sweetheart.
joined the Northwest
The story of his restoration to his loved

of Sh ory Form For Cana-

SESDA SRS

By Dr. J. D. Logan.

As, in life, love tranagend's faultless
conduct, 8o, in art, personality transcends
perfection in technic. Otherwise, a
‘marble Venus would be dearer to the
heart's desire than the most ravishingly
beautiful creature ever , begotten by

Rumankiod.

This is the first and ' fundamental
principle of ail criticisin, whatever be the
mode or medium of art. And the second
is lke unto jt, namely: As the impal-
pable mird of man transcends in power

l‘m-teb{e«ctual or imagirative substance of
a work of art transcends in dignity and

would be- committed - to asserting that a
novel by Laurasdean Libbey was greater
than a- short Vidby Poe or Kipling,
elhoven greater than a
a mural canvas by

ineh by tem inch landscape by Corot; or
any Gothic cathedral greater than the
Parthenon., ;

Jumboism in Criticism.

It has happened that the name of the
gigantic aidmal which made P. T. Bar-
num's cireus menagerie famous has- been

ted by H. T. Finck, the New

York music critic, to supply a very apt
etaphor. The principle of aesthetie
lation which estimates a work of airt
eccording to ite bulk Mr, Finck has nick-

In view of what, at present, seems to
have all the signs of a revival of the
Warly Vietorian Novel, the lelsurely, dis-
cursive double and three-decker, as this
kind of novel is called 'in the slang of
Hterary criticism, I wish fo show that
such a reversion is ‘ncounsistent botin with
the genius of our times and witn the

gress of art and that for Capadian
fictionists to essay the long novel rather
than the short story, as they may be
tempted to do, would be fatal to the de-
velopment of our litéerature. ;

Right at once I anticipate running into
a number of critical “snags.” 1 shall be
told that the.danger I .have in mind is
quite imaginary; that there is no lkeli-
hood of a revival of the bulky and long
(-winded) novel of the Early Victoriau
etyle. I can settle that matter in a very
few words, In the meantime I wish to
avold a misconception—and this is
fundamental — namely, = a  short-story
i= not a story which is short,
neither is a novel a story which is long.
The two are different species. The danger,
then, that 1 fear lies ahead of owr Cana-
dian fictiomists is that they will value
art according to the ‘‘Jumbo’” standard
and will eélaborate short-story material
as such into long stories, believing that
they are thus writing novels and ac-
vomplisl ! .,
power gaind beaflity than they would by
perfecting their art in the smaller-sized
genre. Uniless, therefore, our Canadian
fictionists understand precisely the es-
sential genius of the shortsstory, what
is its characteristic quahty and how it
must proceed, as theéy say in music, with
fts “working-out,” they will commit the
very fault in art which they are most
likely to do, namely, to claborate short-
stor1y material into the mere’ outward
form cf the long novel, and this employ
a hybrid form, neither true short-story
nor true novel,

Wm. De Morgan’s Latest.

TLast week in The Sunday World I con-
trimited a complimentary review of
Willam De Morgan's latest—and best
novel,, “It Can Neveér Happen Again’'-—
a double-decker (Torcnto, Henry Frowde,
two volumes, $1.2% each), I recalled the
fact that when this author's *“Joseph
Vance” appeared, the critics pro‘;';?nﬂml
for it both Iterary and comdercial

bne i as romantic a2 one coujd wish for
chironicled i the Canadian press at the | ginw and, if not long-winded, at least

““I'he "Desperado’’ tells the story of
the dangers of evil|
“The - Outcast”
heme the sad results of the “scclal evil’
in .the story of a young girl
onee beer the meémber o a wealthy and
respectable family.
life aud the facts
i'been in no way altered. The author gayvs,
| I have taken the ltherty of adding some
4! smccees of “Joseph Vauce” and “‘Alice-

misspent life and

companionship. bring® | «Jjoseph Vance” was eagerly read by the

| Hterary  taste. TFirst, “It Can Never

Iserby’'s work is remarkably
We have manyswriters. who
have written a great deal more than Mr,
Kerbty. but whose
to appfoach his In chasteress of diction,

and general unity and conristency.

Fun From Jacobs.
(Copp, Clark Cn,), ia
of short stories 4

place among the Engligh writers of hu-
In these storics we meet with such

wetehman, Ginger Dick, Peter Russet and

and unaffected as vver,

“The Toll-Hovse,”

energy or piety—the \'('l’_\‘i
st gort of person one would expect to|
work a miracle—in comgany with his|
flancee Julia Jepp, Hstens to a sermon |
on the above text. He, thereupon, makes | tl
a practical application of it to Ramshorn.
Hill, which is immnediately removed to a|
suburb of London, unceremoniously ob- |

3 w called literary style, except
t of telling a story as directly dnd
as possible-we
¢ show a profound knowledge

man in particular,
who' has not bad the pleasure of enjoy-
stories has some-

In the Secret City.
true epirit of the explore:
Sven Hedin in

1 traveler had set his heart
3l ,“'

ty. | Lhasa. To gain this he

yaper | ships of which few men wonld be capa-

none’ of which he is capable of | for goal when his thoughts and desires

“In Lbasa I could add nothing to the
His father, the|krowledge ¥ Younghushand's
Mayor . of Trowbury, and other noted | expedition
y Selala I had eonceived a great fancy for

] d no geographi-
cal problem on eartli had greater attrac-
1 future enterprizes

thoro a scientific
could possibiy

1is task was so tremen-

ging for Lhasa interest; and **

| Tsargpo vajlley,

were a recrudescence of the Early Vie-
tortan Novel—discursive, leisurely, gos-

long-drawn out with descriptive details
and gommentary ‘‘asides’’ in the narra-
tive. But, lo: the critics were fooled.

public, as if it were the most modern
“problem” nbvel.

Now for two or three good reasons I
apprehend that De Morgan’'s mew novel'
f» a sign of a revival of an old form of

HapPen Agsin'’' is already repeating the
For-Short,”” despite its length and the!

author’'s goselpy confidences with his|
readers; ' Secondly, De Morgan adds an

named ‘‘Jumboism.” .really governed our choice in this matter,

ceptacl :
sible incident and of suggested reflection |

mediacy—the essentially vital

life. This, on the  other hand,
distinguishing note of the ' ghort-
Our preg wa— In

lineaments of the hicldents and 2
of Wfe as we live it, the strong @ramatic

matic movement, and the free play left
story is an advamce in art over the Early

method would be a revolution . for the

failure. The critics held that its contents|bad in Hterary ide:
to substitute a ¢

cript from life. It could not be this, how-

pencll, assist the imagination of the
reader to individualize the- situations, in-
¢dents and movement, This is the su-
preme art of the short-story writer: so
ingenious, original and dramatic is his

( )
#l c'etait pour sol;”
mm he has written just to

‘ctirsive ‘method of writing. He
for ‘his own literary maxim, the
a French critic

life; and as lfe is
fmportant events wi
issues and episodes,

We are, therefore, prepared to hear
him defend his Early Victorian praciice,
but we are startled and confounded when
De Mor&un paradoxically mhmd}ln that it
is a ‘‘disreputable’ practice, ‘‘and :
from Modern, which everything ought to
be.” 2

Finally{ Art has its fashions, its vogue,
Jjust as much as dress. And it only

a lterary fashion, and followers will

happens, when fiction 1is about at a
transitional stage, and we may be sure
that his words will haye considerable
effect in favor of his own method. For
these three reasons enumerated I con-
ceive it quite lkely that the Karly Vie-
torian manmner of novel writing will again
have a vogue, and if oo, them it is the
funetion of criticism to point out how
this would be retrogression in art and
how the short story is 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 us get rid of the notion that be-
cause ours is a hurried age, we want our
reading matter so made up that we can
“sprint” thru the pages without loss of
time—the less time the better; that the
short story is our proper literary geore
simply because it is short. If the spirit
of hurry, amd the length of a story,

we should all be devouring the Bible
narratives .or Aesop’s’ Fables—which is
contrary to fact.

The demand of.our age is to be phrased
in another way: it is to be defended from
its pecullar psychological angle—the way
men and women of our times Iook at
life, Our age demands in art, in fiction,
the expression of the essentially VITAL.
To the Victorians life was as real and
earnest, and in its way, as hurried, as
our own, but the method of conduycting
life was inveterately conventional; it was
governed by unwritten' laws of tradition,
established precedent. In fiction this took
the form of leaving nothing to the free
play of the imagination. The novellst
must begin his story, proceed Wwith it
and end 1t, as if the reader  were a
passive creature and the mind a re-
e into which every detall of pos-

must bé poured.

Lack of Directness.
In short, the Victorians lacked the
sense of the value of directness Mt‘h;l;
s the
story.

view lif

1 eplsodes

features of existence.

This does not mean that they give us
the mere bones of a trasnecript from ex-
pericawce. They are such ex ent psycho-
logists that they credit men and women
with imagination, ‘and so ingeniously do
they adfust the reader's mental vision
to ‘what he wangs to apprehend vividly
that “the latter himself adds from -his
Heart and bmagination—from his ex-
perience—the required pictures, color and
movement which give the whole its vital-
istic and dramatic’ reality. :

From these points of view, namely,
rapid and ‘direct presentation of the vital
agpects of rituation incident ‘and dra-

to the reader’s imagihation, the short-

Vietorlan Nevel. - To revert to the older

%, and, what is worge,
«ard of quantity for
4 standasd o7 guality and intrinsic beauty.
‘. Net a Miniaturist, .
The short-story writer, however, is not
a mindaturiet, Hé follows, both in im-
aginative . conception and * in- technieal
craftmansghip, the principle of dramatic
completeness. His story, if it is a genuine
short story, has a beginning, develop-
ment and end, coherently construeted into
the ‘unity of a shigle pleture. or trans-

ever, ff he did not with finely pointed

epilog, ‘““The Author to His Readers
Only,” in which he briefly details his

C lHterature unequalled by any other for
theory of fiction and defends his dis- vital delineation of conduct and character,

craftsmanship that he creates a form. of

———

E. PHILLIPS

Modern Writers in Miniature |

| 8y Donald G, French.

OPPENHEIM

Mr. Oppenheim is one of the leaders

in Lomlon, England, and educated at the

| Wyggeston Grammar School, [eicester,

He wrote his first novel when he was

L only sixteen years old,

His father was a prosperous husiness
man and the younger Oppenheim was ‘as-
sociated with him and took over the bls-
iness some ten'.years ago, After a few
yéars he disposed of it and now devotes

his time chiefly to literary work, altho he | novels in his travels,
is indirectly connected with many cém- made it a hobby to fre

has an ¥nglsh background, Jeanne 'is
of the sensatiopal sehool of fiction writ- &8n heiress who cares nothing for soclety.
or.wealth, bt s he -

ers;” He was born over forty years ago ple : gC ST IPSNES (n the: p
figure of the romance of the story, is a
manly, hones
mande many elements of horror and mys-
tery are combined and various thmMing
i 1 v o |
episodes abound.
of his work, there can be found scdrcely
any specitl literary values: with Oppern-
heim the v o

need scarcely expect literary polish wi
the production is so rapid. .

w

things of life. Andrew, the other

t man. In unfolding thelro-

He writes two books a

He finds much of the material for his |

mercial enterprises, the cit’es which T visit,| By studying the | -

.He travels a great deal and does much
ting to his secretary. He bas a fine coun-

coast,
Oppenheim stories are full of stirring
adventure, deal with crime and mystery |

with the world, national und international |
relations, and with fashionable society. |
While he pays but little attention to mor-
allsing and telis the story for the story's

|

work and his tales have a genuine neY-1 i
".

chological &nd humanitarian interest.

Some of his leading novels are: “Al poneibility for the use of hig talent as to
> 87 aver tale inter- . ; *
Maker of History” a clever tale of inter- Reaste it in the production of such & book

national complications, centred round an|

tify; “'A Sieapi

jove and politic®, the chief character being |

c

Fren
j that forme the plot of the book.”

l,n;,r's represented among the patrons, a}

gcod idea for a story inevitably su

‘ ; ¢ € 1 o ests |

of his literary work on the train, dicta- |itself, The'rest is comparatively i’:sf' i
write scarcely g line,- but dicts % the

whole book to my secrp - . r
try home at Sheringham on the Norfolk | sizlments. ) my, secrptary in. long in.
¥

Of my novels the one I call
west s "T‘he Maker of History,’ A young
ch dancing girl told me the story

n man-

“Bella Donna.”
It is to be deplored that an author who

ckens, should so disregerd his res-

ng or instructive in thiz work. It Is

. live Wto hen
2 Sighed she, “1
> hills. where cou
d J have cuddled m
 this drooping.

ten and twelve
mothered and pulled
als, Cochins, sir,
£ “ mu ;n
tle chick ig valued h
et far than.any brood of any chicks
in God's wide country are.” !
tell you why,”
on a reflective

are told, is oftén he
row or great joy. Wo :::h‘ a
: ¢ “In Memoriam” . 00 o8
| was inspired by the deep grief he f‘il""
‘| for the loss of a dear friend. Eugenc |
Field wrote his sweetest child versss :
eath of his little boy. You
“Little Boy Blue 77, well, *
wasg dearer far to

Inspiration, W,
born of great sor
know that Tenny

T know, this 1i Goa sald—"Let

| that little boy Blue
% the man with the great human soul
| than ever you or I or anybody else—
the child in the song, will

she paused and stos

leg; “That baby ¢hi

was warmed to life from a Toromts
| Pl ;

Robert Louls Stevenson was & mur-
‘tyr to physical pain and some of hi3
. masterpieces were written when

ering intensely.

‘ ;King'is De:
g Live the

“ By Sam W. Sma
at December sun is
the western sky,;
rth has quel!'(
park the Old Year d

Here is a good story of how a ma
who assu med the virtue of knowledg
but had it not; was -shown in his
's poems have a light, glaid colors. At his club—a middle-clak
strain, a harmony that continues (0 _he was wo
vibrate after you have laid the volume
| it is hard to understand how a
. suffering man could write such swe«t,
' giad songs. :

Still, many

. of Stevenson

nt to creaté the fmp
fon that he was a compléte master
French. He was in the habit of brin
ing Paris papers to the club, and wot
sit down in the club room pretending
be absorbed in their contents. Eye)
once in‘a while he would smile feehiy,
as if he had been carried away by th
jokes, and say au

wome one of literary significarce to revive } -

And just when on this theme Iot
i me say that inspiration may be borm:
more than mere physical pai

ARTHUR E. McFARLANE.
Mr. McFarlane is a Toronto boy Who 18 of

making his way to the front as a jour-" Somebody, Who believes that the price
nalist and story-writer. Born im Isling- of existence in Toronto City is too hizh
ton in 187, he was educated in Toronto, b
‘finishing at University Coilege 'in Honor
He was one of a colony of]
young Canadlans who set out for New
York some few years ago to meke writ-
ing tbeir profession and means of sup-;
port—and he is one who bas

He has done work for the
United States mag y
enjoys writing stories for boys. i
cently published book rau in serial form |
thru The' Youth’s Com
of his work Mr., Mcl'ar
think it great fun to write for boys.
know why BStevenson enjoyed writing
Islan@ so mwuch, I am alsu '

boye’ clubs and such
' the continent is that
seen in Toronto at the Broadview In-
I ‘am ' at’ present preparing au
article about this.”

&

POPULAR FICTION
WRITERS'

Haroid McGrath |

is. brow, snow-shé
‘he cold, pale stars appes
ke mourning spirits of ¢
orch-hearers ‘round his

dibl}?. Bon

One evening several gentlemen at
adjoining table had been observing
At last one of them said—
d like to know whether—

—gends me the following:
The Toront

Eggs are 55c a dozen in this city of antics.
That sad-faced hen that lightly
' hops your fence and scratches up you:”
/ gdrden truck and swears back at yvou
en you cautiousiy”

tle in the fields lie
ﬂgclt! their silence K
. While men seek vainly to
 Their thoughts that ban

and hops away suppose " he
| approach her is not French,” said-

does she know of Toronto’s high priced
necessities. I met a little one-leggad
a one lone chick; .
. the sweat from working over time
upon._her brow stood thick, ‘‘Sisters
and brothers, one-legged hen, now
/many may you be 7"’ She laughed a
laugh with bitter scorn and cockutl

aid her member. *
one would be such an ass as to car
on like he doés if he didn’t.”
bottle of wine that

azines and particularly

night drags slowly to

ture bates her by
otsck-hands meet
éarn

hen, who mothe 'I'd wager a

: 1 I'd bet against you if we
manage to decide it.”
A friend who had be ‘
_ to the club remarked, “T'll find out
Said I “TI came from He walked guietly. over to ——
soid, “Monsieur, qu'elle heure est
The lingnist smiled a Parisian s

‘To the grim hour of de

reasure
greatly” interested
wark—the best

her eye at me.
country hills where many hens aboun:i,
and mother-hens with just one chivlk
{ are seldom ever found.” ‘“Now, tell jue and gracefully handed over the
‘hen and tell me true, how ever can jt

Our Canadian St. Lawrenc:

ur golden land; -
ocean vessels stand,

‘bell tolls twelve—sym
That ends a monarch’s
hark ! How jogous
coronation strain !

; e ;
“The king is dead !
A " /;’
New Year, Nireteer

thom we hail as pror
gifts to hopeful me

“He Died

_ His father died rich, b
_much richer man than his
succéeded in his enterpris
& splendid mansion; he sef
family very vespectably in-
and:then he died’rich. !/
‘He died rich I’
‘How ' hardly shall - they
ricihes enter into the kingd
Z It is  easier for a
thru the eye of a needle,
righ man to enter the kingd
qq." He had a Bible; he
Place of worship; he kney
similar texts well; he had

- explained; he
them; yet he ran the haz
one whom the Bibie speal
emnly as in danger of losin

o or he made up his. mind
~and‘richer, and he died ve
‘He died rich !’
that there were hundreds o
- heathens in the world, w
_or missionaries; he knew

: only given a small
;::’men to advancé tha

- 1] s,
. ‘He died rich!” Yet h
round him were tens of th
Ing in ignorance, vice,
Close to that dingy’ coi
that he visited so regula
; fifty years, there
‘and courts, where evil tri
 One godiess generation tra
other in sin. There was n
or Bible-wathan for that
rich man could easily ha
one or more, but he did
W was too busy to vis

- with a “Tres bon !™

There is a mighty river running thr
Harbored along its maple shores whe ,
No longer prowls the Indian wit his lttle bark canoe,

But fleets of stell-made vessels plow thy mighty waters thru.
r the echo of the Indian and his oars,
That broke the silver silence of thy rippling, pebbled shores.
Thy mission, oh 8t. Lawrence, is to float vessels on thy breas
With produce to all nations, from our prairies in the west.

eight years ago 1n

He was educated in |

and made his start |
as a_ reporter on

We no longer h

went to Chicaga
i} and worked there
as a paragrapner

.,"Pis sweet at set of sun to view thy silver mirror nﬁp’ea&ﬁ:w %
t of mantling blue float round tHe d_;st;nt»mom

1 i . And -see the mis
| him  fromi Chicdgo |
to Albany, then to]
New York: At last
the writing of en-}

Where the mighty cliffs look upward in their bright majestic glow,
As pictured from thy pebbly shores, two hundred years ago. . 3
On thy fair bosom, silver stream, the wild bird spreads his snowy

And round his breast the ripples gleam, as down he bears hefore the

he' found his fleld in
tertaining and imaginative fiction such as|
the Box,” “‘The Lure of thel
Masi. He has visit-|
ed Italy several times and has embodied |
incidents of his travels in his stories.

My Favorite Character'l
Who and Why?

‘“The Man on
" “"The

r as shines the moon, a sheet of silver spreads b

At midnight hou |
ed; true witnesses of hea

_ And from thy bosom the stars reflect

In fap€y 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 rhaiden whispers back to him a tale of love,
With the silver ripples round them, and £b
Yet again I hear the war-cry, and I sée the maid
As the pages of tradition are turned bdek to former years.
I can see our cities rise as our forests are laid low .
Since our pilgrimage was started, two hundred years ago.

y of heaven abet

=

There are many characters in fiction
who are as real t6 us 4s any historical
personage—there are possibly some whom
we feel that we know as well as if they
were Hving acquaintances of ours to-day |
Now, reader, have you a favorite among
these shadow people? If so, tell about
him or her, in not more than 200 words.
Write plainly on only one side of the
paper, sign name and address (and pen-
CHp out the heading
paste it on the corner of your
envelopé and address: Literary Editor,
Sunday Werld, Toronto. Answers will be
reeeived up to January 23.
book will be given for the best essay.
We reserve the right to publish any or
all essays received. No manuscript will

Since far above thy majestic flow, there’s been inspiring sights;

We've seen the Indians, warning fires flare up against the night.

Those early days in the olden time have tried the souls of 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 Unifon Jack,

And tho broad majestic river to the eastward ever flow,

d the breeze that floats the Union Jack brings peace on earth below.
56 Davenport-road, City. ‘ :

name if you wish).

H. R. Barber.

unigue, and the kind The Strand
ers have come ta look  for.
he English actor, writes |
niscences: the Hon. Mrs. Fi
Stewart discusses “Plain Men” and
cidentally explaing why they sometin
have so gréeat a fascination for b
tiful women; Henry E. Dudeney
interestingly about “Queer ¥
and Brain Twisters,”
humorous artists contribut e
“Funniest Christmas Picture,” N~
socts were Bigger” 1g a terrifying artl-
cle recounting what PP
were insects o million times largeér
The illustrations
are calculated to give one nigh Add
. The color section, entit-
} My Most Beautiful Masterpiece,’
s a contribution from eminent photes
graphers,” each of whom has selected
his most artistic éxample of feminine
“Curiosities of the Cliess
4’ will interest all who indulge
In the Napoleonic game, ; 4

: Old Upsala.
Gentle girl, of Old Upsala:
Right has fluttered from the ses,
'Round her pallid wings a halo,
. Of the old moon’s mystery.

January Canadian Magazine.
The Canadian Magazine for January
1beging the new year with a very im-
interesting article
Professor A. P. Coleman, of the Uni-
wersity of Toronto.
Interglacial Beds at Toronto,” and de-
scribes in a popular manner the in-
formation that has been obtained by
scientists regarding the: nnusually in-
teresting |piece of geological forma-
tion. The artcle is eplendidly illus-
trated. Another good article .is ‘“The
Frontier Froblem,” by Joseph Wear-
{ing. This is an account, with illus-
of the work that is
done hy The Reacing Camp Associa-
tion to educate men working in camps

portant and

My Favorite Poem
‘What It Is and Why?

1t is entitled “The

“Hé died rich ' Yet he r
many an gapplication

on the ground that the

many calls of this deserip

ve to all-—he

could not gt
flot afford it
. Long before the rich n
become very ‘umhappy;
Indeed, been reall
The following ‘ext
: & merchant to a friend
. Tounded by immense weal
fo _take supreme d
Aceumulation, may
W!!er rich men:
A8 to myself, T live 1
Ye, constantly occupied
Passing the wight witha
&m wrapped in @ labyrin
And worn out with care. I
e, "The love.of labo
#%t emotion. When 1 rise
g, my oniv effort is to 1
during the day, that when
may he enabled to sl
When the rich man we 1
not longer labor for mors
able of enjoving w
‘range mania seized
‘4%, that poverty was cer
. The followin
of an American millionaj
more than this one c4
me vormessed with an
bls last 1115 ess. that he w

Answer this in not raore than 30 words

Write answers_plainly on ove side of than they are,

papereonly: sign pame and address.
out above eadings; paste it on the corner
of your envelope and mail to:
Editor, Bunday World, Toronto

closes January Handvome book

Bookmen and Books.
Irving .Bacheller explaine that he wrote
In this and n faet all | his latest book. ““The Master,” to help
| alcng the feeling of bLrotherhood, to show
rlot, the episodes are everything, | the power of high thibking and to make
vear, and one|g strong plea for universal peace, but
’”c?a.lso to indicate what can be done with
| a child’s mind under training which com-
1 powerg and

White Man’s Angry Heart” by Har-
‘oId Sands, is a congideration 'of the.
British Columbia Indian and of his
suspicion regarding the encroachment
of the white man on what he regards
‘ds his especial territory. Other time-
Iy articles are ‘“The Conservation of
Natural Resources,” by Elihu Stewart;
"Bdmonton to Prince . Rupert,”
Harold Havens, and “Western Politi-
cul Dominance,” by Arthur L. Ford.
The fiction is strong, with an amus-.
ing novelette by Lloyd Osbourne, en-
titled ‘“The Kitten That Did,”
short stories by Arthur L. Sainsbury
and May Wynne, with verse by K.
Pauline Johnson, Ethelwynn Wether-
ald, H. O. N, Belford, Florence Calnon,
Donald A. Fraser, Ma
and John Mortimer.

He says “I have |.pels it to depend upon lat
quent cafes in all | feel its own way to tl

1 Sl s

Down the dusk highway glimmer
Lights that beckon from the towng '

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

a boy to whom no language is taught
anc who tinds, therefore, g new Inket of
: He sees clearly a truth
ts whieh arcient custom bas blinded us,

viz,, that war is the greatest evil in the Sweet-eyed maid of Swedish meadow:

TAst the wind from Norway's pins,

As it speeds to meet the moonrise,
On the burnished Bsltic brine.

¢ '
When the gold had left the upland,
Haid we not the day hal fled?
4nd ot eve when home returning,
Sighed we not, that Love was dead?

I it be that Love has left us;
I it be the day has died,

This sweet Hght that Lends ahove U,
Is the spirit glorified.

Gentle girl, of Old Ppram:

By the tears in eves of Flue,
Love’'s worn 4ny muy wake 1 rapturs,
Swester than the ald lght knew.

in the Januar¥

Yet we susgpect that rzal peace would
not ‘su much

Mr. Cppenheim marricd w3 s 4 o
and possess considerable complication of | kine, th‘nr dm‘;zh“(o:r“o’? "I‘_: %{in;:x::lo Hap- | knowihg how to talk as by thelr knowing

plot. They display a w!de acquaintance' ufacturer, in 1892, vhich was done for his cr

1pon the mast economis

haw [to talk too much.
rgaret O’Grady

_and 4 & 'Steriff of Dyke Hole,”
sake, there Is often a serious note in his| has attained the standing of Robert | Cillum (Copp, Clark
. Flyingplover,”
Itoberts (William g58).
“Tiida Jage's Orphans,”
Baunders (Willlam Briggs).

innocent Buglishman: *“The Master Mum-| 88 “Beila Dorna” (Capp, Clark Co.) | gipdy,”
mer”—a story of love and intrigue;* Anna, | Certal 2
ithe Adventuresz'—a tale of double iden-| i
; Memory” has a psychic: notldpg  more or less 'they the bare, | Robertd Rhinehart (McLeod & Allen)
noch Strone” deals with \Qhrn(a! career of a create;» of the demi-

ponde, struggling to retain her hold on | Dougles (Mcl.eod & Alien),
s labor leader in parilament : mer and life, and faiting wniserably in
“Jeanne of the Marshes,”his latest story, the end.

The January 'Qtrlnd.
The January Strand Magazine Is a
holiday fiction number and contains
excellent stories by E. Phillips Oppen-
helm, Horace Annesley Vachell, Ar.
thur Morrfson, Beatrice
Richard Marsh and 7. Nesbit. The

serial story - of A, B, W, Mason, “The
Murder =t the Viila Noose,” enryisg (o0
reader to an ~xéiting peist
‘I'he articies are Interesting and ‘Canadlz

replace them !
left behind proverty t
two hundred thousang
He died vich * - And b
'l SOme men praised
e, and has heen don

Compasy).
by G. E. Theodore

of Ol1 Bur-

v there is nothing either elevat- | Brigge).
“When a Man

-f'.'l;;;urated,h'_\' the
P hi~ riches,
&fer death. and in the -
%‘” *t,hpq ¢ nrnft not
he diva. 1f he died «i
8, without faith in Ch

“The lanutern

Loveli” (McLeod & Alen).




