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ABOUT RICHES

well-known  wealthy and influ-

| resident of -New York, speaking

1 acquaintance said: “I met your

1. yesterday at lunch. I
zhit he was only a rich man, but
something more.” To get rich
joney is not a very difficult thing,

u do not consider the cost.

ce plays its part in the accumu-

n 'of wealth; intelligence has

thing to do with it; hard work is

portant factor, but the reason
more people do net possess
1th is their preference for some-
else. ¥ the humblest day la-
determines to 'amass property
will subordinate weverything else
at end, he will succeed, unless
ent prevents. The truth of the
is that most people do not
the accumulation of wealth as
cme of human success. There
ther things that are worth more,
imply theoretically, but actually
thie purposes of everyday life.
would be a very hard world to

n if we all were striving -to get
. and made the heaping-up of dol-

the measure of our success.

one asked Agassiz, the famous
ogist, why he was not rich.  His

was that he hadn’t the time. A
ilar observation was made by ,one
the mefbers of the British Associ-
n, when that distinguished body
men visited Victoria some ten
ago. In a conversation about

ctrical appliances he mentioned a

- things in common use which he
had invented. . In reply to the sug-
gestion that he ought to be a rich
man he replied: “I suppose so, but
vou see I have had no time to bother
about that.” The men who were en-
abled by the railway “policy of Sir
John Macdonald to wundertake an
enterprise which, amplified under this
admirable business management, made
them millionaires, were no abler than
the great- Canalian statesman. He
might have been just as rich as any
of them, but wealth was not his de-
sire. What is true in the wider af-
fairs of mankind at large is true in
the narrower details of life, to a very
much greater degree than most of us
think or than appears at first sight.
Perhaps it is true of many of us to
an extent which we ourselves do not
realize.

It is strange how an idea ‘has de-
veloped in connection with religion
that econoniy is a virtue and . open-
handedness a vice. So far as the
teachings of the Founder of our re-
go, they seém to: be:in the
otheyp sdi io ae +xdaying
up treasures on earth Ts pofnited out;
the uselessness’ of' worrying over the
petty details of life 1s taught; the
advantage of seeking first of all
things “the kingdom of God” is dwelt
upon; the proper utilization of our
advantages 1is inculcated; but no-
where do the Gospels encourage the
heaping up of riches, but rather the
contrary. Yet how very often do we
hear parsimony extolled #as a virtue
and liberality as a sin. This article
is intended to emphasize the
somewhat seasonable thought that
there are better things than money.
Two men, both of whom would be
known to many Colonist readers if
their names were mentioned, one the
leacer of a great political party and
the other a very successful business
man, were once in. conversation.
They had had many sorrows come into
their lives, and after they had spoken
of them and how their careers had
been influenced by them, the former
said: “Let us resolve that in future
no day of our-lives shall pass in
which we do not make some one
happier because we live.” Here is
an admirable rule of conduct. It
does not imply that we- shall be
foolish or Quixotic in our efforts to
help’ our -neighbors, but only that we
shall think of others every day.
When once this habit has been ac-
quired it is surprising how easy it
becomes. At first it may seem a 1lit-
tie difficult to keep self from obtrud-
ing. Self is a good deal like a sore
finger. It is always getting in the
way. Train it to keep out. Even if
vou have no higher object in life
than to get rich and powerful, you
will find that too much of self is a
Leavy load to carry.

To get back to the beginning.
Wealth is a good thing, but he who
is only a rich man is not enviable.
Wealth  coupled with generosity,
which means not simply lavish giv-
ing, but a broadness of mind, nobility
of soul and wideness of effort, is one
f the most valuable of all things,
ind the man who has the two com-
hined is a king among his fellows. It
is hard for a rich man, says the Gos-
vel, to enter into the kingdom of God.
Hard, but not impossible. Hard be-
tause the effort necessary for the ac-

imulation of wealth is likely to
warf those qualities of the heast
from which alone we can derive true
lappiness; hard because the ability
1o gratify our passions and appetites
\ often leads to excesses; hard be-
ause the care of riches may prevé&nt

e pursuit of those pleasures which

me are worth what they cost and

hich bring forth happiness as their

ruit; hard because they are apt to
treate in a man an exaggerated
ense of his own importance; but
ot impossible. Indeed wealth, right-

employed, may not only broaden

1c sphere of a man’s usefulness, but

'ay enlarge his capacity for ‘enjoy-
nent, may win rewards that cannot
D& measured in the cofn of the realm.
l'or the kingdom of God is not in

ars

some far-off corner. of ‘His universe
to be reached.only on angel's pinions
at some indefinite date in the; future.
It lies around-usi’ And that kingdom
our own hearts; it is in the hearts of
those who love us. Another kingdom
we can all gain, no matter whether
our bank account is big or we have
only enough money for .our daily
wants. From day to day we can
make deposits in the treasury of love,
and we will find that the interest is
paid regularly and at compound rates.
It is good no doubt to be rich; it is
good no doubt to be powerful; it is
better to lay wup treasure in the
hearts of those around us. There are
some who can accomplish all these
things, but not many. All of us can
do the last.

THE GREAT WINDS

‘When Columbus was on his memor-
able voyage, which reSulted in the dis-
covery of America, he observed with
satisfaction, and his sailors with
alarm, that the wind blew steadily for
many days together from the easi-
ward. The venturous commander
hoped that the wind would carry him
to India; the sailors feared that they
would never be able to reach home
again in the face of it. Columbus had
discovered the Northeaat trade wind.
If he had gone a little further sou‘h
he would have sailed into an area pf
calms and fitful winds, the “doldrums,”
as sailormen call them, the home ecf
the waterspouts, of which phenomena
we shall have something to sav on
another = occasion. The doldrums
passed, if his. voyage had been still
further south, Columbus would have
encountered another persistent wind,
also blowing from the eastward,
and what we know as the Southeast
Trades. What is the cause of these
great winds, the first-named bf which
has played so important a part .n
the history of mankind? Possibly the
cause is not absolutely determined, put
there -is’ an accepted explanation of
them, which may be given. The heat
of the sun in the tropics rarefies the
air and causes it to ascend. This
creates a partial vacuum, which the
adjacent air flows in .to fill. If the
earth were stationary, the air cur-
rents would'be directly from the north
and south, but as the earth is revolv-
ing from west to east, these currents
get a westerly set, that is, they lag
a little behind the movement of the
solid globe. Hence they form north-
eastgrly and southeasterly winds, re-
spectively. Perhaps it may be well
to mention here that an air current is
called/ By the name of the quartsr

whcnc&Mmes, and a water currentf

from the direction: in which” it*is’ go-
ing. Thus the Gulf Stream is a north-
easterly current, but a. wind following
it would be southwesterly. There ire
many influences qualifying these great
air currents, such as the configuration
of the land, the varying effects of
heat over .land surfaces, and probably
others, but speaking generally, it may
be sald that the Trades, as these per-
sistent air currents are colloquiaily
called, are a part of the regular sys-
tem-of atmospheric circulation. These
Atlantic. trade-winds are substantiaiiy
confined to the region lying be'tween
30 deg. north’ latitude and 30 deg.
south latitude. The area of calms
lying between them varies in wid‘h.
Somietimes the Southeast Trades ex-
tend north of the Equator and almoit
into the domain of the Northeact
Trades, so that & vessel will hardly
have lost one before picking up the
other. This does not often happen.
When it does, the effect upon Europ:
seems to be to cause a dry summer,
for the narrower the equatorial calin
belt the less the evaporatien and the
fewer the waterspouts, and hence the
less weighted are the rain clouds
which find their way to the north.

But there are counter air currents
to these, although they are not so
pronounced. Thus we have the great
west wind of the North Atlantic,
which, carried back to Europe tae
ships of the early navigators, .ani
made voyages to and from the newly-
discovered continent a mere matter of
routine. The west winds are not so
persistent as the Trades, but they
make up for this in their greater vio-
lence. West-bound trans-Atlantic
steamships are much more likely to
encounter great head winds than are
those bound to Europe. North of the
zone of the west wind is a great area
where the air currents are uncertain
both as to direction ‘and force, the
variableness being doubtless due to
the preponderance of the land area
over the water surface. As a general
rule the greater the extent of the
ocean the 'more constant and the
more uniform are the winds. There-
fore it is, says Bullén in his “Our
Heritage of the Seas,” that ‘“nowhere
in all the oceans is, there to be found
so pleasdant and placid a region as
that which lies between Africa and
South America south of the line.
Within that vast space, bounded by
a fairly well-defined line drawn from
east to west in about 26 degrees south,
storms are unknown. The steady,
gentle circulation of the atmoaphere
here apparently needs no such violent
stirring up as is fairly common in
other oceans, and at all seasons of the
year it may be safely navigated in a
small boat.” = . Before the ad-
vent of steam it was the paradise
of the sailor, who often boasted that
he ‘could- sail for thousands of miles
_without touthing a brgce except tqy
freshen the nip, i. e; to take a pull
so that the ropes should not be tor
long bent at the one spot.”

South of the Southeast Trades

R a— A i

is

e

a region” of coniparative ; calm, and
south : of v that is the realm of the
greateést “of ‘all .the winds, the great
“Antistrades,” or “passage,” awinds, a
mighty current, which encircles the
globe. The writer just quoted, and
whose delightful treatment of the
subject has been followed in this arti-
cle, describes this great current as
follows: “A wind that, in my own
small experience, has enabled a ship
to run five thousand miles at an aver-
age rate of twelve knots an hour,+a
ship that is propelled solely by the
wind. A wind 8o steady, both in force
and direction, as to require scarcely
any trimming of the yards for a week
at a time, but withal so. fierce, so
strong, that everyghing aloft needs to
be of the best, and the courage of the

‘' master correspondingly high -to -take

full advantage of it. . A splendid wing
for a strong ship and a brave man,
but a terrible wind for a weéakling,”
The winds of the Pacific Ocean pods-
sess a character of their own. They
can in a general way be divided into
the same classes as the Atlantic
winds, but they are much less .con-
stant, subject to greater extremes of
violence, and more frequently broken
by fierce storms. In thé South’ Pd-
cific, where there-is a vast expanse of
almost unbroken water, the Southeakt
Trades are broken by periods of calm,
occurring at unexpected intervals, and
tempests of frightful violence. With-
in the Tropics the Pacifi¢ trade winds
blow with considerable regularity, but
they are liable to be interrupted both
on the American and Asiatic coasts
with storms of uncertain character
and great violence. North of the re-
gion of the Trades is a region some-
what similar in character to the
North Atlantic, where the winds dre
uncertain in their  direction and
storms are often> violent. The same
cause which deflects the Northeast
Trades in a westerly direction has its
effect over the Pacific, and the north-
erly winds, which sweep down* over
Alaska, are diverted towards the weést,
and thereby the northern fislands of
the Japanese archipelago and eastern
Siberia, although in the same latitude
as our own province of British Cel-
umbia, are rendered almost unadapted
to settlement. :
Thus we see that there are really
four great winds, the Northeast
Trades, the Southeast Trades, the
Westerlies of the North Temperate
Zone, and the Westerlies of the Soyth
Temperate Zone. There are two gre‘ét
calm zones, namely, the Equatorial
“doldrums” and that of -the South
Temperate Zone. Lying pnerth ind
south of, the. zones.of. the Westeries
iIs"a vast réglon of ‘variable wirds,
but, in the’ Northern Hemisphere &at
least, it is characterized in winfer
by a great air current from the
north, which, as we have seen, is-de-
flected westward and lowers the win-
ter temperature of northeastern Asia,
and we may add that of Labrador,
Quebec and all the great region lyipg
around Hudson Bay. It is probably
to the westerly ‘set of this great at-
mospheric current that the cold win-
ters of Eastern Canada and the New
England States are to be attributed.
We shall deal with some other aspects
of this subject in a future article.

0

SAPPHO

Sappho, or Psappha, as her name
should be written so as to give the
equivalents of the Greek letters, which
she herself used in spelling it, lived
about the year 600 B.C. Her home was
in the Greek Island known as Lesbos
at that time the centre of Greek cul-
ture and refinement. She was of the
Aeolian race, concerning the origin of
which substantially nothing is known.
These Aeolians peopled several of the
islands in the Aegean Archipelago and
founded twelve cities’ in Asia Minor.
They paid great attention to literature,
and in Lesbos, this reached a height of
development which has never been éx-
celled' in respect to the expression of
the passions and all that is beautiful in
nature. Women were specially eminent.”
‘Women's clubs were many and at first
|devoted to the study of the arts, but
{love was the invariable theme upon
which they dwelt, whether they can-
veyed its emotions in song, paintingor
sculpture. There is no- record of #n-
other community like Lesbos, for no-
where else do we find a people given
fup wholly to the study of the beautiful.
Its fate was disastrous. "Gradually the
baser passions gained the upper hand
and to quote from Symond's “Sappho
and the Aeolian Stock,” ‘“the fruit: it
|bore was bitter and rotten. | Lesbos be-
|came a by-word for corruption. The
| passions, which for a moment had
flamed into the gorgeousness of #4rt,
burning their envelope of words and
limages, remalned a mere furnace -of
sensuality, from which no expression of
the divine in human life could be -ex-
pected.”

Of all the productions of that age
the works of Sappho are pre-eminent.
She wrote much, and sang her beatiti- |
ful lyrics to admiring audiences. Only |
fragments of her work have come down .
to modern times. There is g60od reason
for supposing that they existed in com-
plete form a thousand years after ber |

1
'\
I

all the other /ancient lyrics were hunted
out and destroyed by Gregory Nezidn:!
zen, a zealous advocate of Christianity;]
who laid claims himself to poeticall
genius. Two of her domplete poems;
have come down to us. One is a hymn>
to Aphrodite, the other is entitled “Te"|
the Beloved.” Neither of them are ldng;"
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death, about avhich time her poems and A

and the last named especially is a mar-
vellous expression of passion. Thomas
‘Davidson says of her: “Take Homer’s
unstudied directness, Dante’s intensity
without his mysticism, Keat’s sensibil-
ity without his -sensuousness, Burn's
masculine  strength, ‘and Lady Nairn's
exquisite pathos, that goes straight to
the heart and stayssthere, and you
have Sappho.” That this is no modern
exaggeration, based upon the imagina-
tion as fired by the study of the frag-
ments of her writings which have come
down to us, is apparent from the
esteem in which shé'was held in an-
cient Greece. Aristotle placed her in
the same rank.as Hemer, and as. the
latter was known as “the Poet,” so she
was known as “‘the Poetess.” Plato
calls her the Temth Muse. Solon. on
hearing one of her poems read, prayed
that he might not die until he - had
learned it by heart. Indeed all the
writers, who could have known = her
complete. works, are in'accord as . to
their wonderful beauty: " She was not
deified, but she was regarded as a fit
companion of the gods.

Sappho is one of the few women of
ancient days, whose features has been
preserved. The Greeks placed them
upon coins and all of these have not
been lost. - These show a countenance
that is classical but not beautiful. The
face is oval; the nose long and
straight; the upper lip and chin short;
the eyes set wide apart. The features
suggest a large woman, although this
iz not the way Alma-Tadema in his

lyre seems to have interpreted’ them.
The known facts of her life are not
many, and very much that is told
about her is simply the invention of
the comic poets of Greece, who delight-
ed in turning everything into ridicule.
The play called “Sapho,” is not histori-
cal. The story that she threw herself
from a rock, because Thaon, a hand-
some Leshian youth, would not return
her love, is either a pure invention, or
is an association with- her name of an
incident in which some one else was
the actor. She went to Sicily when
very young, and it. was there that her
poetic genius, first found -expression.
On her return to Lesbos she had many
admirers, the most .distinguished of
whom was Alcaeus, the greatest states-
man, warrior and poet of his time.

a poem addressed by him to her and of
her reply, which are perhaps as ancient
specimens of love letters as are extant.
He wrote:

“Violet crowned, chaste,” sweet,-smiling

! ‘$appho' i 10 R 1y

1'faih’ would speak, bat-bashfulness for-
wIpids 9B ‘

Her reply began: ‘

“Had thy wish begg®pure and manly
And no evil on tongue, ;
Shame had not-possessed thine eye-lids;

From thy lips the right had rung.

She repelled all suitors, and seemed
even to have determined to live a vir-
gin life. Later she changed her mind,
and married & wealthy man, by whom
she had a daughter described in one
of her verses as ‘“fair as any golden
flower.” Sappho lived to a good old
age and died in the enjoyment of the

trymen. Indeed, though, as has been
said above, she was never deified, tem-
ples were erected in Her honor, and
every tribute that could be paid to her
, memory and character was freely
given. There can be no guestion as to
her rignht to the first place and greatest
place among women ‘in litdrature and
xin» point of fact no lyric.poet of any
{age or country can be compared with
her. Strabo, writing® two thousand
. years ago, said of her: “Sappho is a
"kind of miracle; for within the me-
;mor:{ of man there has not, so far as
iwa know, arisen any woman worthy
even to be mentioned along with Sap-
‘pho in the matter of poetry.” She left
| nine books, of poems. - With her origin-
ated what is known, as “the Sapphic
stanza,” of which Swinburne has given
us a fine example in his poem address-
ed to her, from which we quote the
first stanza for the purpose of showing
its form:

“All the night sleep ¢ame not upon my
eyelids,

feather,
Yet with lips shut close and with eyes
of iron
Stood and beheld me.”
/

Among/the things attributed to Sap-
pho was the invention of the plectrum,
an instrument for striking the lyre,
which may be called the first step to-
wards the piano.
few fragments of her verse that have
been preserved it is impossible not to
feel keen regret at the fanaticism
which destroyed her works. Thus of a
poem on summer all that is left is this:
“The lullaby of waters cool

Through apple-boughs is goftly blown,

And shaken from the rippling leaves,
Sleep droppeth down:™

Another fragment ‘says:

“I think there will be memory of us yet
in after days.”

and the fact-that, mearly twenty-five
with éach other in appreciation of her

genius, shows that her thought
prophetic.

was

~ Willing te E. Sociable.

A -lttle three-yearsold, who is very
precocious, was lying in his’ bed, being
put to sleep in the 'dark, with his grand-
father .sitting .beside waiting for him
to go to sleep, when this one-<sided con-
versdtion took place: “‘Hello, grandpa,”
No: answer.” ‘“How '@ do, -grandpa.”
No answer. “How you feel, grandpa?”’
Same answer, After -a few minutes’
silence: “Glad to see you, grandpa!"

painting of the poetess singing to herk

There is preserved the opening part of

respect and admiration of all her coun- |

Shed not dew, nor shook nor unclosed .a |

As one reads the|

centuries after her death; writers vie

‘What They Use it For

Among Prescott’s biggest industries
is a distillery and a casket factory and
it frequently happens that in seasons
when “rolling stock is scarce, coffins
and whisky are shipped in the same
car. "

Recently one of the delegates to the
W. C. U. convention in Cornwall
noticed this proceeding while tae
express train was at Prescott station.

“See,” she remarked aggressively,
“the brazenness of Satan! He ships
his poisonr and the coffin for his vic-
tims in the same car.” ;

“Oh, no!” replied a Prescott citizen
who had just boarded the train, “that
car is going to a town where , they
have a sanitorium. You see they use
the whisky to stop the coughin’.”—
Saturday Night.

Absent-Minded

Madame. Sarah Grand, like many
other literary people, is very absent-
minded, so much so, in fact, that the
following. story. might be doubted were
it not told by a friend of hers. This
lady one day called on the popular
authoress and found her greatly agi-
tt:zted, with a large book open before

er. /

“What is the. matter?” asked
caller, -anxiously.

“Oh, I've lost my pen,” replied Ma-
dame Grand, “and I mugt find it in or-
der to finieh my story so that 1 can
catch the post.”

Then she- paused, and began to
laugh. “Why,” she exclaimed apolo-
getically, “I believe I was looking for
it among the ‘p’sl in the dictionary!”

For M.P. Only

Matthew Parkinson, the discoverer
and interpreter of Canada’s one hun-
| ared and forty-six poets, is a Presby-
terian, and comes from Huron county.
Besides these distinctions, Mr. Park-
inson is also somewhat of a humorist.
For some time Mr. Parkinson has
been a member of the Toronto board
of education, and reeently one of his
constituents was urging him to run
for alderman. “No,” said Mr. Parkin-
son with a confidential air. “The fact
is that ‘from this onward I am going
to devote my energies to nothing else
than M. P’ .

“What! 'Member of Parliament?”
said’ his friend.

“Oh, no,” replied the ex-school trus-
tee blandly, “Mat Parkinson”—To-
ronto News

the

Sponges to Save Champagne

“The champagne makers of Reims
buy a lot of our sponges,” said a
wholesale-dealer. “They squeeze
champagne out of them. They must
squeeze in the year’s course 1,000,000
bottles of champagne out of sponges.
Mystified, aren’t you?

“But there is no mystery about the
matter. Champagne, as it ferments,
is powerful stuff; it breaks the
strongest - bottles and in th: past all
the champagne that broke its bottles
and escaped was lost.

pagne in'elean sponges and every day
or twd théy o0 over the plant and if
any.of the bottles have broken they
squeeze into casks the wine that the
sponges have: retained.

“Thig wine, clarified, refined and
bottled again, makes a very good sec-
ond quality drink.” :

A Contribution

One morning last week a mission-
ary worker was solieiting contributions
toward helping the work along. Stop-
ping at a house she pulled the bell,
which was answered by a sickly look-
ing woman:

“Can you contribute anything for
the drunkards’ home?’ she asked of
the woman whom she had summoned
to the«door.

“Yes," replied the woman. “Come
around next Saturday night and get
my husband.”—Philadelphia Ledger.

Leord Kitchener’s Reply

Lord: Kitchener of Khartoum, while
walking in St. James Park was ac-
costed by an effusive stranger, who
grasped his hand and said:

“Hello, Lord Kitchener, I bet
don’t know me!”

The General gazed at him unmoved.

“You win,” he remarked, laconically,
and walked off.—London Opinion.

you

Worse and Worse

A convict in a German prison had
been extremely refractory. One means
and another had been tried, but noth-
ing could break his spirit. One morn-
ing the governor said to the warder:

“I say, Huber, the scoundrel is be-
having worse than ever. Put him on
bread and water.”

“But he is already doing two fast
days, sir.”

“Then give him a cookery book to
read. We must break his spirit some-
how.—Illustrated Bits.

Humor at School

Among some specimens of humor at
school, contributed to the Pall Mall
Magazine, by Mr. H. J. Barker, we find
the following, which shows that some
children may be quick and alert when
dealing with the concrete, though dull
{ with the abstract. - Qne of his majes-
ty’s inspectors was examining a class
of young boys in mental arithmetic.
“Now, my boy,” he said, pointing to a
! curduroyed youngster in front, ‘“how
{ many do five and four make?’ The
lad scratched his head, looked inquir-
ingly at the ceiling, but gave no
i answer. “Look here,” said the gentle-
{ man, “supposing I first gave you five
rabbits, and then afterwards gave you
another four.” How many
would you have altogether?”
turned his eyes upwards again for a
moment and then cried out confidently
“Just ten, sir!” “Ten, you dunce!
said the inspector, sharply, “how ever
do you make that out?” “Coz, sir,
I've got a rabbit of my own at home!”

Where's This Place?

Canadian Courier

The following advertisement in g
certain Canadian daily does not high-
ly favor. the city referred to:

FOR SALE

To any persons, Firms or Corpora-
tions finding it Absolutely Necessary
to locate in we offer our Four
Story and Basement brick factory
building 40x100 feet, 240 and 242
gtreet, at less than half what a simi-
lar building could” be built for at
present.

Our reasons for offering to sell are
that manufacturers are heavily taxed
on their real estate, machinery and
stock. Labor, both- skilled and un-
skilled, is scarce. Fuel is high, cost
of living very high, and the city coun-

|

THE STORY TELLER !¢ ¥ mithou nots sritice

“Now, though, they pack the cham-’

rabbits |
The boy |

cil will without notice sacrifice exist-
to
handicap your facilities for doing
business,  and will refuse, if you de-
sire to object, to give you a hearing.

Building could be altered readily in-
to'a tenement bulilding.

This offer holds _good during the life
of this advertisement.

The ——— Co., Limited.

Adequate to the Conversation -

It was on a street car in the city of
Washington. Two colored women, in
cheaply gorgeous splendor, were talk-
ing, and one chanced to mention a
Mr. “Jinks” in her conversation. “HEx-
cuse me,” said the other woman, “but
his name is not ‘Jinks. It is Mr.
‘Jenks.'” “Oh, I sees,’ said the other
woman complaisantly. “I sees that
you puts de access on de pronoun:’—
Lippincott’s.

Bensitive Subject

“Spacer out of a job? Why, I
thought he was running a fashion de-
partment ‘in a woman’s magazine.”

“Yes, but he caused the magazine to
lose 80 many subscribers they 'fired
him.” 3

“How in the werld did that happen?”

“Why, the lobster headed his column
‘New Wrinkles for Women.'”—The
Wasp.

Frightened Animals

A motor car was proceeding along
a country lane. In it were seated Ltwo
motorists, wearing the most correct
thing in the way of fur coats, goggles,
ete. < b

On swinging round a curve they
came full upon a groom who was exer-
cising a couple of horses. - As theani-
mals appeared to be very restive the
car was brought to a standstill, but
the horses’ terror only grew worse.

One of the motorists called _to the
groom:

“Can’t you get them past?
stopped the car.”

We've

ed:

“On, it ain’t the motor, sir! If you
gentlemen will only get out and "hide
‘behind ‘the hedge for a minute i’ll be
all right.”—London Express.

Out of Her Class

A member of the school board of a
certain Pennsylvania town relates the
sad case of a young woman who failed
to pass her examination for appeint-
ment as teacher in the public school
of that place.

The mother of the disappointed
young woman was asked by a friend
whether the daughter had' succeeded
in running the gauntlet of the exam-
iners. i

“No,” was the reply in mournful
tone, “Jenny didn’t pass at all. - May-
be you won’t believe, sir, but them ex-
aminers asked the poor girl about
things that happened years and years
before she was born.”—Harper's

S

To their surprise the -man respond- !

“CURRENT VERSE

Brotherly Kindness
Is it worth while that we jostle a broth-

er,
Bearing his load on the.rough road -
of life?
Is it worth while that we jeer at each
other &
In blackness of heart that we war 'to
the knife?
God pity us all in our pitiful strife.

God pity us all as we jostle each other;
God pardon us all for the triumph we
feel
When a fellow goes down
load on the heather,
Pierced to the heart; words are keen-
er than steel,
And mightier far for woe than for
weal.

‘neath his

Were it not well on this brief life’s jour-

ney,

On over the isthmus, down into the
tide;

We give him a fish instead of a ser-

pent,
Ere folding the hands to be and
abide

For ever and aye in the dust at his
side. .

Look at the roses, sah(t!ng each other;
Look at the herds, all in peace on the¢
E plain;
Man, and, man only, makes war on his
brother,
And laughs in his heart at his peril
and pain,
Shamed by the beasts that go down
on the plain.
Is it worth
X humble
|  Some poor fellow down in the dust?
God pity us all! Time too sdon will
tumble
AH of us together,

while that we battle to

like leaves ih a

gust,
Humbled, indeed,| down into the dust.
—Joaquin Mille}, in Trestle Board

Wet Weather Talk

‘Tain’t no use to grumble and complain;
.It's just as cheap and easy to rejoice:
| When God sorts out the weather and
| sends rain,
| _ W’y, rain's my choice.
i [n this existence, dry and wet
! Will overtake the best of men—
Some little skift o' clouds’ll shet *
The sun oft now and then:
They ain’'t no use, as I kin see,
In mortals sich as you and me,
A-faultin’ Nature’'s wise intents,
And lockin’ horns with Providence.
It ain’t no use to grumble and complain,
It's jest ‘as cheap and easy to rejoice;
When God sorts out the weather and
sends rain,
W'y, rain’s my choice.

—James Whitcomb Riley.

The "Tryst.

Soft grey light on a summer sea,
A glow of pink in the . west,
Sad waves lapping the silver shore—

" Ah! this is rest, sweet rest.

Dim pines murm’'ring beyond the bank,
Moonlight streaming through,

A golden path o'er the ocean’s breast
That leads, my love, to you.

How weary the years since you left me,
v

Weekly.

Both Daring and Sensible

The . Christian Intelligencer. (New
York) quotes.from the “Memoirs of
the Countesse de Boigne” the following
account of an incident ‘which happen-
ed during ‘her stay inm: Rome in the
latter years of the eighteenth century:

It happened that a well-known Eng-
lishman, handsome, chlever, of hign
social position, and Jimmensely rich,
fell in love with a Migs Taylor, who
could bring her husband nothing bul
her pretty face. Mr. Wilbraham
Bootle, however, aspired to obtain her
hand, and easily obtained her consent
The marriage day had been fixed: Al
a great dinner at Lord Camelford’s
the conversation turned upon an ascent
that had been made in the ' morning
to the cross upon .the dome. of St.
Peter’s. To reach the cross, it was
necessary to pass outside the ball.
Mr. Walbraham Bootle "sald that he
did not possess a steady head, would
never be able to reach the cross, and
that nothing in the world would induce
him to try.

“Nothing in the world,”
Taylor.

“Nothing, I assure you.”

“What, not even if I were to ask
you?”

‘You would noteask fne to do a
thing for which I frankly admit my
dislike.”

“Excuse me, I do ask you, I beg-.of
you, and, if necessary, I insist.” \

Mr. Walbraham Bootle attempted to
laugh the matter .off, but Miss Taylor.
insisted, notwithstanding the fnterfer-
ence of Loxd Camelford.

The whole company met two days
following at St. Peter’s to watch the
performance of the task imposed upon
the young man. He performed his
trial with great coolness,, and when
he came down the triumphant beauty
came toward him with outstretched
hand; he took her hand, Kkissed Iit,
and said: “Miss Taylor, I have obeyed
the whim of a charming girl. Per
me now in return to give you a %piece
of advice; if you wish to keep your
power, never misuse it. I wish you
all prosperity, and now good-bye.”"—
Literary Digest.

said Miss

Attendance at church service is obli-
gatory upon the part of soldiers at cer-
taih English ports, and amusing stories
are told of the excuses that are some-
times resorted to in order to escape
this requirement.

At one port where a number of re-
| eruits were temporarily stationed an old
| sergeant was ordered to ascertain to
what religious sect ea¢h man belonged,
and to see that he joined the party told
off for that patricular form of worship.

Some of the men had no liking for
church, and declared themselves to be
atheists. But the sérgeant was a Scots-
man and a man of eéxperience.

“Ah, weel,” said he, “‘then ye hae no
need to kape holy the Sabbath; and the
stables hae na been claned oot lately.”
And he ordered them to clean out the
stables. This occupied practically the
whole day, and the fmen lost their usual
Sunday afternoon’s leave.

Next Sunday a broad smile crept over
the face of the sergeant when he heard
that the atheists had joined the Church |
of England.—Tid-Bilts.

Prince Willlam of Sweden told a New
York reporter that Americans all work-
ed hard and looked happy.

“In my country,”” the prince went on,
“we work hard, too, but we have not
your happy look. Perhaps it is the cli-
mate. At any rate, we tell a story that
will give you some idea of our national
expression, though not,, I'm sure, of our
national character.

“A Frenchman visited a Swede in
Stockholm, and one morning the two
friends set out for a walk., Suddenly
the Frenchman exclaimed impatiently:

ear,
And silently sped away,
When the goed ship sailed thro’
golden streak
And vanished for aye and aye.

E the
i

| How Iohely I stand on the moonlit
| nights e S e

{" "Alone by the saddening sea, -
| And strain my eyes for the homebound

ahip
That never returns to. me.

Till the chill winds
tant lands,
And the salt spray wets my face,
As 1 gaze in vain thro’ the white night
mists )
Out into empty space.

vblow from the dis-

And the bar moans low in the rising
gale; )
The crested breakers foam; z
The storm wraith shrieks in an agon
To call wayfarers home.

Oh, the  frosts of years have touched
my hair,
And hope has long since fled,
But we will keep our tryst, dear heart,
When the sea gives up its dead.
Prescott, Ont. —M. L./ﬁtuart.

The Mystery.

Spirit of the Deep,

With roar of water, strife,
Is thine the requiem,

Or the paean of Life?

Is it the mad
Eternity of Doom;
Or Death’s abandon
Of the ravening Tomb?

My night is dark

A3 thy profound abyss;
Yet blinder faith

Hath Soul’s imperiousness.

In the wild turmoil
Of thy surging main,
There i8 omnipotence,
And there is—a Name.
—M. C. Ironside.
Victoria, B. C.

Of Chrysalis Time

Now is the Year's soft afternoon,
And now a dimness veils the world,
Whose light might be of the sun

moon,
So well in misty swathings furled.

And lo! heneath yon slanting ray,
A creeping life its path pursues;
To fold its self-spun shroud away—
Its form in changeful sleep to lose!

BEv’'n so, the Day—the Year, perchanee,

With all its shimmering after-bloom,

Is clothed, amid its growing trance,

With wefts self-drawn from mystie
loom.

In chrysalis, or in cocoon—

Such as the Soul herself might spin,

Were it not well a while to swoon,

Some winged, waking life to win?

—From the Contributor's Club of tne
December Atlantic.

Old Mothers

I love old methers—mothers with white
hair;

And kindly eyes, and lips grown softly
sweet

With murmeéred blessings over sleeping
babes,

There is a something

grage

That speaks the calm of Sabbath after-

in their quiet

noons;
And knowledge in their deep, unfalter-
ing eyes
That far outreaches all philosophy.
Time, with earessing touch, about them
weaves
The silver-threaded fairy-shawl of age,
While all the echoes of forgotten songs
Seemn joined to lend a sweetness to thelr
* speech.
Old mothers!—as they pass with slow-

“‘You look as sour as a pickle. Why
don’t you smile. Why don’t you havej
a pleasant, good-natfired air when you |
are out of doors?” , !

“‘“What!" growled the Swede. ‘And!
have everybody stopping me for a match |
or asking me how to get somewhere? ”
—Washingtou Star. ° l

timed step,

Their trembling hands cling gently to
vouth’s strength;

Sweet mothers!—as they pass, one sees

again
Old , garden-walks, old roses,
foves.

—Charles S. Ross, in the Century.

and old
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