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School Attendance,
[lore Room Needed,

To the Editor MONITOR-SENTINFL. | training but that of the streets, with-

Please allow me through your col- | out realizing that someth ng should by

pmne to reply to questions which have done which is not bheing done to pre-
o 3 ll pare them for some measure of useful

ne in severa P a K :
recently been put to me i and intelligent citizenship. 1 do.not

guarters respecting the progress and | jmean to say that they constituté at

prospects of our School. | present a vicious cl But, growing

In my judgement, the work in u]li up as they are, they must almost m|

the departments is being conducted | necessity become, in one way or an-
JU O A1 M puw Apudloge Aa0a | other, a burdensome, if not a danger-
any, complaint or friction. ‘And the| ous clement in the community. We
building itself gives proof of the desi | have a law, which provides for compul-
of the pupils generally, as well as of ory attendance at the public schools.
the teachers, to preserve it in good I see no .reason' why this law should
condition. ~not be made applicable, if not to the
It is, however, ver evident to me | older boys and girls, at least to the
‘that arrangements must soon be made | young ones of the class to which 1
for the occupancy of the room now | now refer, and why provision should
vacant. It is useless to expect one per- | not be made to give them the yudi-
son to give adequate attention to six- | ments of an education. A small pres-
ty scholars, 1)ar!icu)nr]y of the lower | ent (\xpn-m]iluh-, may prevent a later
grades. It will he pecessary for the| expenditiye in the future. - This is 4
School Board at an early meeting to problem for the members of the Town
give this matter serious consideration. | Councl, and they would no doubt pe
No citizen of our, town can observe | supported in their endeavors to solve
the increasing number of children and [ it by every intelligent citizen.
youth daily and nightly seen on our Yours truly.
gtreets, who are getting little or no C. JOST.

R O S L G s S L S
A Christmas Child
By ISABEL E. MACKAY
She came to me at Christmas time and made m'e mother, and it seemed
There was a Christ indeed and he had given me the joy I'd yi'&;?gt

She nestled to me, and I kept her rear and warm, surprised to find

A-<The arms that held my babe so close were opened wider to her kind.

% [ hid her safe within my heart. “My heart,” I said “is all for you,”

But lo! She left the door ajar and all the world came flocking through.

: ! 2
She needed me. I learned to know the royal joy that service brings,
She was so helpless that I grew to love all little helpless things.

She trusted me, and [ who ne'er had trusted, save inself grew cold
With panic, lest this precious life should know no stronger, surer hold.

She layandsmiled andin hereyes I watched my narrowworld grow broad
Within her tiny, crumpled hand I touched the mighty hand of God. I

In the December (Christmas) Seribner

Nova Scotia Apples in London. |  Meunt Allison Closing.

E \

(From London Canadian Gazette). SACKVILLE, N. B, Dec'emher 3—
Nova Scotia is a more fami%inr € The Mount Allison Ladies’ college is |
hibitor of apples whose beautiful €0~ | o ojosing one of the most suc-
and unique flavor are the des-| ..o tomg in the history of the in-
pair of English growers R the: o stitution. The attendance of resident

i To .
he English consumer. 7 : o .
e ‘:-ftictu]lturnl show of last week it students has been l\houti lw: ”:,n o
methr'o cases and 30 barrels of ex- | advance of the corresponding te

*n o SES

cellent fruit.  Sixty cases also came | ]ast year, and has been ne?rlly up ::f
from the Ontario government. But | the limit of t}xe f\co(f111|110<31:xlt :m elc):r_
admirable as the Ontario frultA x.nust: vided by the n.\s':n(utum. “'l_ n C(’T_I
have been when picked, it had in some sity for an addition to the Lad “?S ;"i—
cases suffered in transit. ne |Hege is becoming more :m.d m'o'xe ev
The society has made . .m.“m\ ® | gent. The closing concert given In
awards fo the Canadian (-xhnnt“r’_ n- | Beethoven hall last evening by the
Gold med.l——Britisy e conservatory students was one of the
s 5 58 nd brilliant ever
Sil\::r-Gilt Knightian medal — gllsi; sbl;cc:::(t;:;tsa s A

jan government. ! :
s'lvs:;'mKnightim medal—Government | The programme consisted of - vocal,
1]

5 piano, organ and violin numbers;
silj:r-(g:::rmaanksian medals—S. G.| .nq a reading by Miss McSweeney,.O!
Earle (B. C). S R. Blanchard (N. Moneton. Two Halifax young ladies
s), F. A. Parker (N. 8.). appeared ‘on the programme and ac-
Silver Knightian medals—Stirling and quitted themselves with exceptional
Pitcairn (B. C.), Mrs. J. Smith (g. N lity. Miss Edna Davidson rendered
B If.B\«Iner); (P\I S‘): Vlendelssohn's “Rondo Cﬂl"lﬂ'iCClOS'O'
S C)r“t\' S; Li A. Kins- [in 2 very tasteful manner, while
B ?d\vesssex)lg; E ‘Snﬁ;h (N. 8.). Miss Midsey Smith sang Gounod's “Je
silx:nﬂa‘m.ai;n r,nodnls—030ar Brown | Veux Vivre” with a fine volumn of
and company (B. C.), A. Unsworth | yoice and excellent musical apprecia-
(B. C.), F. G. Kasto (8. C), C. E§ jon. Miss Dorothea Huestis, grarﬂ-
Archibald (N. 8.), T. W. Forster§ ., nter of Dr. Huestis, of Halifax,
(N. 8), F. C. Johnson (N. 8), W. also played Mendelssohn’s “Spring
Woodwork (N. 8. Song” in a very dainty and effective
Bronze Knightian medals—A. C. Stair | - onner. It is evident, from the
Ritchie (B. C.), Grand | p.injant showing of the: students
Gortrell (B, C.). | who appeared in this programme, that
no mistake was made in the changes
that were made in the appointments
to the conservatory staff last Sep-

STOPPED TOA?‘LIDE tember.

D WAS DROWNED.
Bandit Will Release Caid.

Joring

Nova

ST. JOHN, December 15—Kenneth

< here

Ray Knorr, of Kingsville, near z
N 3 4—Tt is ex-

- ars, was drowned Satur- TANGIER, December 1

e Sout e His mother sent him | pected that Caid Sir Harry McLeod
e i 7 : Will be released by the bandit Raisuli,
and nis thirteen year old hrother on who has held him captive for some
an errand. Passing a pond they | time, as soon as thirteen of his tribes-

stopped to slide, and the little fellow ::ﬁn itr}r]xprlsntr;‘eri %Zr:;eﬁz f:;ugf:;at‘evd;

: e othe : :

broke through the fce. His brotheriR, . ont of $100.000 and Bricishagho-

tried to rescue him, but himself went) tectign’ for Raisull and his family,

in. He scrambled out, but the young- | hayve heen Arranged. It is understood

er lad sank. The body was recover- J that the thirteen tribesmen are now
cn their way to Tangicr from Fez.

Original Christmas Story

The Rheingold.

Written for THE MONITOR-SENTINEL.

The postman had just made his

round and Dorothy came back to her
room with one thin uniamilar look ng
letter in her hand, and a certain dis-
appointed little homesick pain in her
|h(‘u|‘t. It only lacked two days of
Christmas and she had expected more
mail. For the first time, in all the
husy months which she had known
since comingt to the city, she had ex-
perienced a real twinge of homesick-
nes

The prospect of Christmas in a two-
room flat in big, strange New York ix
not ideal, especially where one Lms to
count one s pennies,

True, she had the dearest bhrother in
the world with whom to share the holi
day, but even he could not make i a
particularly festive one. John was only
a young journalist with large ambi-
tions and a small salary, and he was
already, denying himself in numerous
small ways, in order to gite his, sister
tho benefit of a years tuition in art,
in the metropolis.

If one had enough money, New York
was an enchanted wonderland, where
one had to wish and have one’s de-
sires; and even if one lacked the wiz-
ardry of wealth, it was always a won-
derful, . thrilling, stimulating place
"She loved its lights and its crowds,
and its strepuous rush of lii:. Put at
Christmas it was different. The lights
seemed glaring, the rush was tiring,
the crowds made one lonely,

She had often in the last few days,
let her imagination picture the Christ-
mas which she and John mould have,
if they had as he expressed it, mone
to burn; but even her phrightest fanci
would fail to rival in her thoughts the
dear familar charm of the day at hom
There was only one thing however,
which, if wishes were horses, might be
theirs in New York, but  which couid
not possibly be theirs in the small
Lome town. Both she and .John were
passionate lovers of music and Schu-
mann-Heinck was singing in Wagner's
“Rheingold’: on Christmas night,

The Rheingold! with itg wonderful,
soul-haunting melody sung and staged
as they produce Grand Opera in New
York,

Ah well! it was useless to think of
it. Wisheg were not horses and so beg-
ga could not ride, not even in a trol
ley car, to grand opera at five dolars
a seat,

She turned over the thin letter in
her hand curiously; then as she noted
the printedi matter on the envelope,
she was censcious of a fluttering feel-
ing of expectancy. It bore the name of
a publishing house in the City to
wh.ch some six months prv\'inusl she
had sent a short story. ‘
She had sent so many  manuscripts
upon their ways, only to have them.
one by one returned to her that to
have .hud one unaccounted for had been
a relief, rather than otherwise. It had
however, long ago entered the limho
of things forgotten, But now, ag she
read the printed name, she remembered
and thrilled with a  sudden hope, for
the thin letter was very different from
the bulky package of a returned

¥ “un-
available,”

With nervous fin gers

she tore open
the envelope

and a yellow slip of pap-
per fluttered, unheeded to the floor as
she breathlessly read the few

. type-
written words which ac

companied it,
They had accepted her story!

Had sent her a cheque for ten dol-
lars! Oh the joy of it!

Instantly ali her discouragements
were forgotten and she revelled in
rose-colored dreams. 'In the first flush
of happy surprise it was not the mon
ey that counted. It was the knowl lze
that, after all, her work was of some
account. The money merely stood for
an ackpnowledgement of the fact that
her story possessed a real market val-

ae. Finally, however, the practical

side of it came uppermost and she re-

alized that she, who had spemt her

last dollar for John.and the dear
ones at home had still the means of
giving and making plans for her own
Christmas,

Her first money! well, v conld not
spend it in any sordid practical way.

The Rheingold!

The thought came to her as a happy
ingpiration. But how to manage John

She knew well enough that he would
never think of letting her end her
money on him and in that
would only hurt him if L
matter and he would t on taking
Fer and payi for it himself. But s
could bhuy the tickets. Then he would
ieel obliged to po. She would g0 this
afternoon. At once. There was plenty
of time yet if she hurried

Hali an hour - later, Dorothy
an attractive little figure in her smart
suit and furs, with her pretty pi
quant face aglow, was riding (as she
supposed) down town on a Broadway
car. She was not particclarly l'nn]lv:x‘v
with that part of the ¢ty to which
she was. going but she fi It (quite equal
to finding her way. When the first fow
blocks had been passed the route see m
ed strangely unfamiliar to
had trusted to memory in choosing
her car and it was chara teristic of
her general impulsiveness, that
had boarded it without making
inquiries, but now as the streot

gan to look dimgy and s ord

\ll" failed 1o l‘.r__!‘- any

landmark
whatever, she spoke {0 the conduct

“This car the Metropolitan?’

“No ma’am, it d not. You jret of
here and wait for Fifth Avenue ane
Fifiy-ninth St. car.'”

She had evidently gotten completely
turned around. With a feeling of vexa
tion at the del hich her  blunder
had caused her, ) got off the car
and cros over to await the one
which was to take her to her destina-

tion, looking around her curiously the

iar place.

It was a poor part of the city but
the streets were lined with shops.
There were toy —Jnu" . delicatessen
shops, dingy little shops of all kinds
True, they were very very different (

from those along Fifth Avenue but |

still, theix windows, bright #and at- f
tractive fo¥ the most part, made a
brave showing in their tricked out fin- !
ery and the hurrying, motley erowil
of holiday shoppers with ‘their multi-
tudinous paper parcels and  bundles
were proof of the fact that they were
well patronized. She happened to be
standing directly in  front’ of a larg
toy shop and presently she bhecame
conscious of chikdish voices. Turning
she saw a small boy and girl stand-
ing before the window, looking in
with eager eyes and, after the manner
of children choosing the things ll'.v_\'
would have.

speak fer de air-rifle. - What do
you want Mary?

Dorothy -started at the = name and
listened for the voica of its owner,

“T chooth the dollie in blue and the
pink cnina tea-thet,” lisped Ma

The little lisping voice went straight
to Dorothy’s heart. Her thoughts flew
to her. home where five year-old haby
Mary was the spoiled and petted darl-
ing—a - veritable small princess, who
swayed the entire house, their Mary—
the r Mary, who shared the name and
whose voice was so strangely like the
voice of the child before her. She want
ed to see this Mary's face.

“Are you choosing the things you
want Santa Claus to bring you?”’ she
queried of the two.

The little face that turned to her
howevér, hore no résemblance to that
little face at home, though pretty
with that white pathetic prettiness =o
often seen among, the children of the
city’s poor. -

But where their Mary’s face was
rcund and rosy and Sdimpled and the
eyes were the eyes of happy care free
childhood, thig Mary’s face was pale
and thin and. pinched-looking and the
eyes: werc  wistful eyes  wherein, al-
ready, lay the,shadows of poverty and

'
i
while as one does when in an g l ;
)
i

denial. j
I'he boy was the spokesman for ti
two and answered her quegtions. T3
“Santa Claus ain't comin’ this year”
he said. “Mary an” me are jus’ lookin’

round. Got me papers  sold out early

an’ 1 tol” Mary I'd take her out an’ |

show her de sights."”

“Why isn't Santa Claus coming this
vear?” asked Dorothy, though she felt
the’ futility of the question.

“Dunno! Less he’s got a grudge ’
the Llokes wat has hard times.

it a ne three days ol’ kid at our
place e father, he’s been sick all
fall an” ain’t able to do’nothin’ vet
but odd jobs. He's going
steady after New Years though.”

He winked at Dorotny and whisper
ed over the head of the toy-abkorbed
Mary. ° don’t know bout Santa
("laus y Don’t queer it for her,”

~All the more reagon why Santa
Claug will’be sure to ecall at vour
honse saw Dorothy _answering him

nce which  implied a ready
! with his wink. “Where do
you liv she added

For the girl had  seen the
her Sourney the moment that
wistful eyes had met her own. |

For brief  moment only had the
Rheingold held her with the thougl
[ its gloric intoxicating music and

ndid setting.

I'hen a vision of it all flashed Ve-
fore her with herself powerless to en-

ause hg the ti rh
been hers to |

nd which she had witheld,

anwhile her guestion as to local-

ity was being answered with a wealth
of detail which compelled her admira
tion but left her no wiser., It was ev- |
idently a ma ¢ of corners and many
turnings, “first ter yer right an’ then
ver left: and then ter yer right

you come with- me and show |
said Dorothy, I should likt to |
. e
mme  on Mary. Le’

The lady wants ter see de

S0 the three of them started.; After
turning two or three corners and sitle
streets her small guides paused at last |
before a forbidding looking tenement,
where the hoy producing a latch-key,
(-I..vm«l the door into a dismal entry.
I'rom there up three flights of bare,
dirty, interminable stairs, they climbed
pauging again on the landing before
afiother door where a feeble, wailing
cry issuing from within prepared the
girl in a measure, for what she was to |
see., ;

The door opened into a cold cheer- |
less room lacking even the comfort of |
a fire. A bed in one corner, a cooking
stove, an old table and two or three
chairs comprised the furniture. Aud in
the bed a woman lay feebly t
hush the fretful cries of a  thre
okl baby.

Dorothy in a very passion of pity

scarcely knew where {u begin,
Ten dollars! She longed for fifty ”l"[
a hundred. But still it was \\nnvlm[n]i
the amount of good that ten dollars
would do if rightl; spent. Affer g con-
sultation with the mother as ta the
things most needed she started f, the
small boy, whose name, she ‘ascertained
was Bobbie, again acting as guide.
They began by ordering coal and
other necessities. That done, they en-

tered a bake shop where they made i
purchases in a way to fill the soul oi.
Bobbie with expectant bliss.

Finally, ‘however, they brought up at
the toy shop. The sama shop wherein
were “the blue dollie and the pink tea
thett,”” for Dorothy was determined
that that sett and no other, should
oladden the heart of Mary. Thege two
articles purchased it was an easy mat-
ter Ao dispatch her small guide to an-
othé¥bake shop for a delicacy which
she \professed to have forgotten, the
~\\‘hi]v she made use of his absence to
procure the coveted air rifle.

Then with their arms full of parcels
they went back to the tenem Doro-
thy, realizing with growing dismay

(Continued on page six,)
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| ¢Man’s War Against Women,’

| afirus has gone on from the ¢ Beginning™

and Ch

Written for Tue Mox1TOR-SENTINEL.

That prolific writer. Marie Corelli, having
thrown the light of her vivid imagination on
| many subjects, speculative as well as mater-
ial, both in the world and beyond the world,
| has an article in one of the late magazines,

which she

ever sinee Father Adam appealed to the Al-

wighty « st the “women Thou gavest

[ me’ » gave me ihe apple, of which mo |
| doubt he had the biggest Lite). has come

{ down through the ages and is still being

waged up to the present day.
Poor eld Adam! Eversince that far off evil
day in Eden when he heard the voice of God

in the evening's cool; ten thousand Corellis

| have hurled the shafts of their indi

| protests upon his guil head—if the legend

be trme even great Isha [mother of all] walk-
ed with her fair brow upraised,
¢hildren she bare to him, while

| sorc and burdened with the curse we

lonely way on to the dread deom.
Is it true that all down through the ages
stood in hLostile array against the
sex! Born,? bred and trained by
s she so failed in her high calling
r offspring dy to turn and rend
her! Have the husbands and sons whom it
to send forth stoney of spirit,
led her in the hour of need ?
¢ women of this twentieth century
lted in point of privilege Do

good women ) eive the hom-

age, and are they not throne and crowned |
in the hearts of all manly high minded wen?

Do not her children rise up and cail her |
| L

blessed If men come up to mankood

| bumptious. arrogant and selfish, where lies

the blame? The woman who permits her
little son to tease and harass his sisters, to be

to herself, and make the home alitter of
untidiness through his careless habits, thus
adding a heavy burden to her daily toil and
care, and then excuses him Dbecause he is a
boy—*‘and boys will be boys"~ must reap the

harvest of her sowing

*¢ You are very particular with your little
son” said one lady to another—¢*Yes, I am

| bringing up some other woman's husband.”

Everywhere women are clamoring for their
rights—real or fancied—They press boldly to
the front to mis with the strugglin

| rushing, burrying throng, that hasten to be
| first at the moving of the waters to strength-

en their individual interests.

All honour to the woman [and their name
is Legion] who, compelled by the force of eir-
cumstances, perliaps because of the needs of

| those who may be dependent upon her, goes
| bravely forth to fight the battle of life single

handed—assuming cheerfully its duties and

| responsibilities, gaining for herself the con

fidence and respect of the opposing forces —if
such there be.

The ery of the ¢Suffragette” is in the
land both long and loud—They boldly be-

siege the ¢ Powers that be,” demanding the |

franchise or they —they march with

strident step and defiant air, to the ancient |

hall wheie wicked men sit behind closed doors
making the laws, without permitting them
to have a ‘“finger in the pie” crying loudly
for a right to enter the lists and strike for
life and liberty in the wordy war.

Mistaken womanhood! Will they forego
the favors they already hold. to wield the si-
lent potent influences which touch the secret
springs that control great issues—a power
greater than the right to vote on every ques-
tion in the wlole civic caleudar

.

If men war against women it is forever for
them a losing battle.

So long as she is conscious of, and exercises
her inherent right to rule and govern wisely
thehearts, and through that the intellect and
and inner con usness, those who come
within her influence willingly or unwillingly
will acknowledge her sway.

Not many years ago in one of the towns in
this province au exciting election was pend-
ing, grave questions involving important is-
sues were at stake, to be carried or defeated
by the opposing factions, In the camp of
one of the great parties there was consterna
tion and dire dismay, the man who had
hithérto Jed them on to vietory in whom
their trust and gaufidence was strong and im-

plicit, was about to fail them, refased to face

the contesty Whidt power unknown or un-

secn had thus destroyed their hopes and left

them bereft of strength,
In a darkened room in his'home the wife,

; Men and Women
|

ristmas Bells.

who, through all the fierce conflicts—the
trying difficult ways of his strennous public
life, had been as a tower of strength and £n-
couragement with sweet womanly counsel,
lay helpless and sufferitig on her bed of pain,
He had looked into her eyes and read the
half unspoken thought, ¢I cannot bear the
” ¢ must refuse” ¢
not go against the wishes of my suffering
"—Then with the consent of the hus-
id into thet home went a committee of the
s and one entering softl; the sick rocmn
very gently told the story of the situation.
With quick comprehc n and brightenin
eye she reached out a trembling hand. <<Tell
my husband he must obey the call of his
country. an only pray for his success.”
A great political party awaiting the ver-
dict of a silent suffering woman —great ques-
controlled—great issues reached.
Thus will the women of this twentieth
stapid fast by their royal prerogative
—their womaniy prestige, forever theirg—
cultivate all womanly gr
thus will their will reach out beyond the
state—be greater than any serviece they can
render—higher then the prestige conferred
upon them by shari in civie reforms
though ever much they are needed.

And now the call of the ages comes (o the
dying year—already wrapped in his icy man-
tle, his stilfening fingers trace the last re-
cords oa the tablets of time, to be hidden
away in &he vast sarcoophagus of the umi.
verse until that day when the Boo all
be opened and the Throne ¢
Fut as he goes ouf to lie down with 17t

theren—the innumerable hosts of the dead

ars—he turns once more his failing eyes to
¢ world he loved, and the children that
have gathered abont his feet,

i
|

Ring the bells!—glad bells!— Christmas
bells! —The Babe of Bethlehem is born!—
The lights flash out in palace hall and cot-
] > home, and the song of the angels floats
out from lofty Cathedral and heneath the
| spire of the village church.
E The little children come with dainty dane-
ing feet—with shining eyes, and cheeks thag
glow with the roses’ bloom. The feast is
‘is spread—the Christmas tree bends be-
neath its l.—And those who are going
! down life’s western slope turn and look back
| with smiling faces, in spirit grown young

again, as they mingle their voices with the
lmuair and laughter of the happy children
for it is Merry Christmas—Ring the bells!—
; Glad bells!—Christy bells

| Tnll‘ the bells!---sad bells — mourning

bell for there ¢‘are vacant chairs,” and
“silent voices” and aching hearts in cottage
home and palace hall, and sorrow that shad-
ows even the brightness of the Stur above
the manger where Christ was born—and
8 where sin and vice hide
| away from the light to work all evil, and
| places foul and rank where hunger and want
| shiver in the wintry’blast, and the children
| ery feebly for bread, and despairing. women
! to) die, praying only for the end,
| and ther isho light of the Star of Bethle-
hem—no shout of happy children-no glad
| bells,—Oh Thou that sittest in the Heavens
| send us help!—Oh Son of God, that taketh
away the sins of the world, be mercifuli
SARAH J. H. HEAL

—_——————————

The Sabbath Alliance Law.

| MONTREAL, December 15 — An-
other step in the efforts to compel the
moving picture and penny arcade
;whu\\-s to close on Sundays was made
| today on the order of Premier Gouin,
| as attorney general of the province.
Yesterday the provincial police notifi-
| ed all. these places that they must
| close on Sundays, and today the detee-
&ti\'e‘ force made a round of thirty odd
placgs doing this sort or business, It
s found that all were open as usual,
with the exception of three or four.
| The names of the offending places
'\\1-7‘0 taken, and will be reported to
the justice department, when a test
case will be made to settle the legal-
ity of their Sunday business, The
majority of the proprietors of these
shows declare thait they wHl keep
open every Sunday antil the law de-
finitely decides the point. Since Soh-
mer and Dominion FParks are open
every Sundayv under provinecial liecense
| they objeet to the same authority for-

| bidding them from doing Sunday busi-
ness,




