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son of hope. Its lessons ara fall of 
ground for it. Dismiss all considera
tions of à religious character and sim
ply let the spirit-of Christmas fill your 
mind. Do not trouble yourself about 
doctrines or historical accuracy or any
thing of. that uncertain nature. Tike 
the simple plain facts of everyday life 
at this time of the year, the cordial 
greetings of friends, the new desire to 
do something to make others happy, the 
forbearance with each other’s shortcom
ings, the consideration for other people’s 
feelings, the pleasure in the happiness 
of other people that we all feel-at this 
time. Just think these things over {or a 
little while, and then ask yourself if, 
after ail that can be said against poor 
human nature, there is not enough good 
in us all, if we only gave ft a chance, 
to

“Make this earth an Eden 
Like the Heaven above,”

think that it is to be found in the gen
eral tendency of the age towards higher 
ideals, to a fuller recognition of the prin
ciples which ire the base of the religion 
founded by Him to whose birth the day 
is consecrated.

Christmas brings many pleasures with 
It, but it also brings many duties. One 
of these is to remember those who are 
not as fortunately situated as we our
selves may be. It is true that in Victoria 
there is little poverty that is abject, but 
there must be many instances where a 
little kindness would not be displaced. 
This has been a good year for our city. 
Let us show our appreciation of it by 
seeking out those who may not have 
shared in its blessings as fully as could 
be wished and extending to them some 
little help that may make the season a 
joyous one to them. Christmas is a par
ticularly delightful time, because it is the 
one time in the year when gifts can be 
freely given and accepted without any 
sense of obligation or patronage. No 
doubt much has bees done already in Vic
toria along the lines now spoken of, but 
there remains yet another day in which 
those who have forgotten can remember 
to do something, and those who have 
been forgotten can be remembered.

L-The Colonist will greet its readers 
again-on Christmas morning, but as 
good wishes are always timely, it takes 
this occasion alsoto.extend them to every 
one, old and young, rich and poor, 
friends and opponents. Whatever we 
may have during the rest of the 
twelvemonth, we have no enemies to
day, tomorrow or next day. If any peo
ple think they are in that class, we can 
assure them that they are mistaken. It 
would be a good thing if that could be 
sgid always. But as it cannot, let us 
all unite this Sunday in saying: 
t From all uncharitableness, Good Ldrd 

deliver us.

persists in getting behind the sofa and 
being an ogre, will be given a course in 
comparative mythology to show him how 
impossible it ig that there can be such 
things as ogres. The foolish mother 
who persists in rocking Baby and crodn-

sense, which some people call faith, but 
which is probably only the operation of 
a sub-conscious mind, which Is able to 
learn the truth of things Intuitively.

CURRENT VERSE
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The New Generation.
Weekly Mail and Empire. •

Scene—A’ nursery.
Time—The future.
Aunt (looking after three-year-old 

niece for the day): Did uns fall on the 
nasty floor? Let auntie kissum’s head.

Infant of the Future: I can assure 
you that a kiss can do no good. That 
is & worn out superstition among chil
dren.

Aunt: Den don't let us think about 
it any more. We can play with the Oh. the Garden of Toys ie well planted 
nice toot-toot. with seeds

Infant of the Future: The way in r™ ***£ tiaï,thlnl,tïft*8 
which you call a locomotive a toot- as thistles'1 w°letiea tad horne —

*8 -*?b ridiculous. And now that I And popguns beginning to sprout 
think of It, I may tell you that father’s The marble plant/ too, ,s just bringing 
dog le a St. Bernard and not a bow- , view 
wow. A crop of delight tor the toys

Aunt: Don’t be cross with auntie. Ae showers the lot from
We shall have a lovely time all day, m the beautltoi Garden of Tove 
and Thave asked a little girl In tor —Wallace Irwin, in Woman’s Heme Com- 
thls afternoon. panion for December.

Infant of the Future: Dear me, aunt,
I wish y»u had consulted me regard
ing the matter. I do not feel In the 
humor for entertaining today.
A SOUTH AFRICAN BATTLE - CRY.
Fvrh.n~ U "SÈSS"* To win a mtie fame ijsxcnange. To hear a fickle world applaud vour name?

South African football players, re- To be accounted as a genius? Yea. 
cently in London, have been Exciting there be those who label this success.
th'r^ulTw^Awri^toNot^ 5ot,ha/e ™ not «*«tber standard «11. 
and Queries says of it: ^hT<& ÎÆ»
consists of two words and should be In all the world Is there no test beside I 
Written Tgazha layo.’ ’Igama’ is Zulu • __
for ‘name,’ and ‘layo’ Is a possessive “*■ yes- ™e ms° who meets, with conx- 
pronouri, meaning either ‘his’ or ‘their.’ The da§v tn.tIt merely means ’That In his name.’ The Stty, m«o,^Lt-toelklng c»r« that 
The explanation is that Zulu etiquette "tri g m ““
does not allow warriors, when they The patient soul that never may aspire—
rush into battle, to mention the names „___, _ ,
of their enemies, but the leaders shout, H<lwe ” cramped the field wherein he

Mhhl^r,e^t,netothevlc-He •***-**• — •*»
TAY-PAY’S NERVES. W*0 t0"S ™rs WlU,OTt »

And teed* the path of pain for other’a 
New York Times. aa*e*

T, P. O Connor, the Irish politician, There are a myriad of such men todav 
began an after-dinner speech In Phil- W-ho, all unnoted walk the dolorous way— 
adelphla In this way: Upon their shoulders still the crow may

‘T must confess that I dread to make _ „ „
after-dinner speeches. At the most Bot they have not won sue-

HOW TO BE A CRITIC; THE GARDEN OF TOYS.
(By the boreal pole where old Santa Clans ilves

In his cottage of taffy and glass,
In the summer his sleigh is well pecked twÿ

And hie reindeer ere There the Saint reads
Saint smokes his pipe 

And leisurely hours he enjoys;
BOt °and10h£lll5ôes1‘e wltl1 hIe tab*»

To the beautiful Garden of Toys.

ing: ■There was, and perhaps Is St pre
sent—for he was an active enough fel
low twenty years ago, back In an east
ern province a man, who had a great 
reputation as an art critic, His opinion 
was asked upon every picture at which 
he looked, and, just as people came for 
miles and miles to see Katishaw*s el
bow, so they used to journey to his 
shrine for his opinion. On» day in an 
unwonted fit of candor he admitted 
that he did not know any more 
about pictures than any one else. 
He could tell

£>
Sleep, baby, sleep.

Thy father watches the sheep; 
Thy mother is shaking the dreamland 

tree,
And down falls a little dream on 

Thee.

pastured 
his books

on grass, 
and the

will be disciplined by the nearest Moth
ers’ Club. No child can be taught too 
early that sleep is the domination of the 
sub-conscioue Ego’ over the Objective 
Mind, whatever that all may mean. No 
well brought up child should be allowed 
to go to sleep without being set right 
in its ideas of suet matters..

But we have a sort of notion that 
the new cult will prove a failure. 
While the sunbeams dafice through thé 
leafy woods, the imagination of chil
dren, and' perhaps of some of larger 
growth, will peopfe the glens with fair
ies. - As long ae Night spreads her dark 
mantle over ns, so tong will thoughts of 
ogres and angels find a place in young 
souls. The good old ditties,, which our 
grandmothers sang to our .mothers, and 
their grandmothers sang to them, the 
ditties that have cotie dqwn through thé 
centuries, the only real classics, will 
never die. About twenty years ago there 
was a determined, effort to, kill Santa 
Claus, in America at least. None of the 
children’s' paper» Would print anything 
afcout him. But. they did hot kill him 
by any means. He simply arose in his 
majesty and swept his enemies to the 
winds. And. why? Because he repre
sents the essential gpod that is in the 
whole of us. He is more honored today 
id America than ever since Christopher 
Columbus discovered it. And so it will 
be with fairy tales. They will live, 
long after the serious productions of the 
day are forgotten.

thick

towhen he liked » 
picture, but so, he said, can any 
ope else. This was not all, however. Hé 
knew a lot of expressions. He could say 
“chlaro oscuro" in a way that made you 
feel like calling for your mother. He 
could talk of “atmosphere" in a tone 
thqt would almost make the canvas curl 
up with shame, when he said the pic
ture hadn't any; and when he talked 
of “breadth of treatment” and things 
like that, you began to wonder whe
ther you were an intelligent being or 
only something that happened along. 
And he looked exceedingly wise all the 
time. He would walk up to a picture, as 
though he was going to smell It; then 
he would walk back from it as though 
it were a poor relation. Then he would 
put his head sideways, Just like a little 
cock-sparpow. Then he would look very 
stern, and*with great deliberation emit 
some of the above-mentioned expres
sion» He was careful never by any 
chance to say whether the picture was 
good, bad or indifferent, and he had a 
splendid reputation.

It is just the same In music, and it Is 
not a little interesting to hear a lot of 
Piffle talk learnedly about that de- 
JdMRti art. They throw language 
VPKd In a way that is perfectly aston
ishing, and the poor soul, who simply

SOME COMMON MYSTERIES. ‘“"f g”d ®U8‘lC When he heara
■ /. résiliés that he Is many stage» lower

tid ÿon ever .>!&■. of the mysteries **“* ?!
which surround ne? We do not mean the . ’ . ... e a S“C“8sf“*
greater mysteries,'if :there can be any musical critic, l.y in a good stock of
gradation of things ^vfMhh are absolutely "or,dSl R ab®bIut9,y neces"*ary
inexplicable, imt of wftt may bp called ** yon 8h°u*d m^stand them. If 
the common mysteries of animate and jfc b*?pen tb *“• them ln the wron« 
animate nature. Takq a pansy, for exam- «toother party to the
pie: Observe its coloring. A chemist tlon 18 au,te llkely to conclude that hé 
mày take ^te sàp çÿ;A $iansy and Ala- or 8he fa ^nôrant of tiroir.proper ap- 
lyze it, and may to tell you of the t>UcaUo"’ and ‘bus your very blunders
ingrédients ofciwhlcfi* is oqmposed; but »ey 3"» a réputation tor exalted

* - • —si*, m
tain point, ceasro toïïake stalk or leaves so-calledriearnHig Is expended upon At 
and begihs to make Hdtvere, nor why it than upon maklng the laws of the1, na
is that after it has begun, to make flow- tion> 11,6 the funny part of the whole 
ers, it .deposits a certain kind of color- business Is that, If the opinion of- the 
Ing matter in one plat* and another kind Public andr the verdict of the years are 
in another place, and does it with1 a worth anything at all, the critics are 
beapfy of arrangement that art cannot “early always wrong, 
rival. PicWup a rose and breathe into 7^® are nbt sure that what has been 
year nostrils its delicate odor. Then ask 8aid above h*8 any special value, but 
your chemical friend'what the odor to, perhaps it may have. ■ 
and *6y one rose bas a different odor People who are
from another. He cannot tell you. . Of or At least to admit that they like 
course neither’ he nor any one else can them, tor fear that they may be dis- 
tcil you why- ÿon ate able to smell the playing ignorance. Of course there Is 
perfnme, but thqt ig getting into the An exception in the case of very rich 
higher realm of the mysterious. Dissolve people. They can like anything they 
sugar in hot'Water and let the eolation choose, just as they can spell anyway 
cool. It will form Cubical crystals, they like. What woult^be Ignorance in 
$ome of them may be imperfect, but all you or us, gentle reader; la only par- 
will show thecuhlcai structure. Exam- donable eccentricity and delightful 
ide granulated sugar under a glass and simplicity In them. You have perhaps 
note the shape of the crystals of which heard the following story: "Mama”, 
it is composed. They arg. always the whispered the small boy, “Uncle George 
same. Bat why they i are the same no Is eating with his knife.” And the 
tihe knows, any mote than any one mother answered : "Hush, Johnny, Un
knows what becomes of the sugar which cle George Is rich enough to eat WltM 
the water has disspi’fed. Whet sort of a the fire shovel, If be wants to.” But 
material is water that- it makes many 
other things disappear, when they are 
put ih it? They are there juet the same, 
but you caUnot see them. Ask your 
chemist again why «hot. water will dis
solve more of some things than cold 
water, will, add why of other substances 
it makes no difference whether the water 
is hot or cold. He cannot tell you any
thing about it. He only knows what you 
do, and that is the simple fact. It is all 
as great a mystery, to him as it is to you.

This sort of questioning might be re
peated "ad infinitum. The limitations of 
human knowledge' àré very narrow. We 
only know superficiaf things and are not 
very sure about many of them. Thrust 
a stick into water. U appeal's to be bent 
at the po^nt of contact with the water 
The stick Je not urbère It appears to be, 
and there is a stick where you can see 
none. What sort of a trick Is this that 
Nature plays upon Us? Go Into a dark
ened room. Make an aperture through 
which the sunlight from out of doors 
can chine; then hold at aahort distance 
from the aperture a piece of white pa
per ahd you will get an Inverted picture 
of thé landscape. This pretty little ex
periment any one can try, but no one 
can tell you'in what way the landscape 
paints itself upon the papfer. Plhce a 
little fine, dry sand upon a piece of 
glass, and draw the bow of a violin, or 
something else that'will give rapid 
vibrations down, the edge of the glass; 
the sand will take different symmetri
cal shapes according to the place where 
you draw the bow. All, that scientific 

know about this is'that it Is the

CHRISTMAS.
of them 1A girdle of traditions, some 

little more than mythe, encircles the 
globe, and they ail point to the extreme 
north as the- original home of man. To 
this idea science lends its countenance, 
not directly, of course, but In a round 
about way, for science does not at
tempt to deal directly with such mat
ters. It demonstrates that In the cool
ing process to which the earth 

time subjected, the

to quote that, old nursery hymn that 
most of us, thank God, had sung to us 
when we were children. Christmas is 
full of Hope for the world. It tells us 
that a millennium is not impossible, 
though it may be remote. It proves to 
us that there are ideals towards which 
we may strive and not vainly.

From this thought to " Him whose 
name Christmas bears the transition is 
both easy and natural. His simple and 
beautiful life, His wise teachings, His 
inspiring . promises are all in keeping 
with -the Hope that, dwells within ns 
all. We would all of us like the story 
of Jesus to be true.' Our very nature 
makes us long for just such a story. 
The Hope that is within us can find 
what it needs most only in such a story. 
Then why not accept itT Why trouble 
our heads about what other people say? 
The song which the shepherds heard 
will, if we will only listen to it, set out 
heartstrings vibrating, in unison 'with 
it This is better than libraries of the
ology- À child can understand it;-a 
philosopher can do no more. The mess
age of Jesus is. a message of Hope, and

m
WHAT IS SUCCESS ?

ES6S5$!?jS!fti4S
HOPE.at onewas

polar regions would necessarily be the 
first part to become sufficiently cool to 
permit of the existence of life npon it, 
and this is to some extent an argument 
that man my first have appeared there. 
If he did' we hiye an explanation for 
some -things not so easily understood 
otherwise, and one of them is the origin 
of Tale Tide, which the Christian church 
has adopted es its great holiday. Decem
ber 21st to'.|he shortest day of the year. 
It is -the Plater solstice; that is, this is 
time when the sun reaches his furthest

Among the qualities of the human 
soul none is more wonderful than Hope. 
The dictionary makers tell us that the 
root of the word is unknown, in which 
respect. it is something like the quality 
for which it is a name. If we seek to 
define it, we are conscious of our in
ability to discover any combination of 
words to convey the exact meaning. It 
is born with us; it enters beyond the 
veil of death with us; It serves to light
en us on our way ail through life. Per
haps at times tie Same is so dim that 

. it seems about to expire, but it soon 
gains fresh strength, although its

never
il

apparent southern point and pauses 
before, beginning his northward journey 
When he is fully on his way we hare
Y rile Tide. Tf te very éasy to believe' brightness may be subdued. Wha$ is 
that people-living in. high, northern inti- this wonderful quality? Whence comes 
tudes would have observed tide period it? Will some wise materialist explain
ef the year as one,of rejgicing. It would by what process of evolution Hgpe can. , .
not be nearly as significant a period to have been developed from liKUganif Christmas Day to thé festival of Hope, 
people in a'latitujfc, in which- the sun matter? In some vague way the source 
ie above; the horizon every day in the of Hope séems to be" in memory, not FAIRY TALES,
year; but: to- the Mr North,- where he the tadHridual memory of any one, but, £ new cult has arisen” whkh declares
*,es not appear at all for several weeks, in that of Humanity. In the story of that fairy tales,' hdrsery rhymes and aH
#* return ** die?"nj J°”5W w»b d Eden we are told that onr first parents tho36 .other flat >ou Aha -
be an oe«ato= for rojoidn,. The Yule ,„oked back to their kvei, home, which, we^ broaght ap oA aro ^rmcipoa-Ânà.

the 8W0rd °f fire ga,rded- We d° n0t à* no longer be tOld to children; We-refer 10 11118 18 °rigin 6f H°pe’ buÈ iiavé reached, êb they telÏAé, an age when
11. t 0lUy by Wly otl Wuetration; the story.; the mind of infants should ,*« trained
AhT ft ,11,' 1, ot Parad$e« »nd the Peri eg told by 0p to deal wilth tllings of .real value,-

patirig" In ! festivities, which have had * certain and nm stead of ptotare books representing crea-
tjheir origin in t6pe» far-08 days, which bh,^aeb'e. happiness, of an absolute tores, that common sense Wtii tell u& do 
eeologiats call ,the Tertiary Period, days ,reedoei1 from e11 care or desire, and if not exist,' the. suckling financier will be 
lorig-Bifore't^a^hilrj' inailbmoth roamed 11 this tbat seems to be. the,foundation given neatly bound vplnmes, made of 
over the piains of Yukon and Siberia, ot Hot,e'. We read- that God created linen, rind the pictures will be of bonds 
days when there wee no such thing as #1B in His own imake- May not Hope and stock certificates and thé baby wilt 
ice or snow eh all this world, and when, ^ tbe memory of the divinity that is be accustomed from earliest infancy to 
if trrifiltjonsi d|> fiot^ aitegether lie, a very withto us? f cutting off Coupons. As soon as it gets
high degree of dtilizatioa wee reached— It need hardly be said that in suggest- old, enough it. will be educated, So that 
in short, the. days of thé tree Eden. The Mg this we are no| thinking of^mere it will irot cry for. its bread and mrlk, 
fact1 that the church in its wisdom has expectancy or anticipation. We do an but will cut off a coupon and. present 
taken this festival of the coming of the end hope, for good results. Wè it to its nurse. When it is sleepy nurse 
eun and consecrated it tq the memory learn of what others have done and ex- will sing: 
of the coming of the light of the pect certain results to follow. But this 
World, adds to the interest of the occa- is hope in a minor sense only. It to 
eion eten from an historical point of not. that sublime impulse of the soul, 
view,-.ahd the connection of tbe holiday which “maketii ue not ashamed" no 
season with the traditions and mythe of matter how difficult and dreadful may 
uncounted centuries does not detract in be our surroundings, which makes us 
the slightest degree from the value of the superior to all material circumstances, 
religious associations which surround it. and tells ns that in some way, which

we may not hope to understand, we are 
greater than everything else but God 
Himself. May we not say that Hope 
is the spark, which, when we have shuf
fled off this mortal coil, will grow in in
creasing brightness until .1^, becomes one 
with the Fountain of Light?

This theme is of special interest at

:

sumptuous dinners, even at such a din
ner as this one, If I know that at the 
end I must make a speech, I am ner
vous, I have no appetite, I find little to The doors are shut, the windows fast 
admire in the best efforts of the chef. Outside the gust la driving past,
In truth, gentlemen, I can readily lm- Outside the shivering ivy flings, 
agine Daniel, If he was sut all of my While on the hob the kettle tongs—Margery, Margeiy. make the tea,Slngeth tiie kettle merrily.

The stieams, are hushed up where thy
The ponds are frozen along the road;
The cattle are housed In shed end byre,
While slngeth the kettle on the fire; Margery, Margery, make the tea,
Slngeth the kettle merrily.
The fleherman on the lay ln hi* Boat 
Shivem and bottom ap his coat;The traveler stops at the tavern door 
And the kettle answers the chimney’s
Margery, ’ferisgety, make the teri,
Slngeth the kettle merrily.
The flféHght dances Upon the Wall; Footsteps are heard In the outer hall, 
And a kiss and a welcome that fill the room,
And the kettle alngs In the glimmer and gloom__
Margery, Margery, make the tea,Slngeth the kettle merrily.

„ —William Wilfrid

A CANADIAN FOLK SONG.

mind, heaving a sigh of relief as the 
lions drew near to devour him—heav
ing-A Sigh of .relief and murmuring:

“ ’Well, Iff there’s any after-dinner 
speaking to be done on this occasion, 
at least it wo«£t be done by me/ “

„ THE GftÈAT WALLACE.
Saturday Night

.A Canadian traveling In Scotland 
was greatly amused by an Incident 
that he witnessed at Stirling, and Is 
telling his friends about It One of the 
objects of interest at Stirling is the 
monument to WlUlam Wallane, the na- 
tional hero. On the 
erlcan, and when hi 
ument he became Interested -at once, 
but- It soon became apparent that he 
did -not understand.

“Wallace!" he exclaimed. "A monu
ment to Wallace over here! Why do 
they take so.much interest ln him over 
here?”

It was evident that he knew only ot 
Gen. Lew Wallace. The Canadian de-

ii

conversa

it!»
ia 'Ml

train was an Am- 
e heard ot the mon-

I
Campbell.

THE ETERNAL WORLD.
'

There are a lot ot 
d to like things. cided not to undeceive him, and at 

Stirling got Tits' reward. The American 
accosted the Scot who guarded the

O beautiful eternal world !
My soul afteorbe thy wondrous light,

As one by one the friends 1 know Pass outward through thy portals bright. I dream of glad unclouded days,
Of raptnrena.flights to worlds afar And visions of the Lord of Life,
In realms where all Hie angels ere.

O wonderful eternal world !
Already In thy peace I dwelt;

The petty tblhgs of earth depart.
And angels whisper, “All Is well.”My faim en|aTgee with the years,

New visions come to cheer my way.
And brighter grows the pilgrim path 

-That leads to everlasting day.
—Beseie Bland, in the Living

gate at the railway station.
“Tell me,” he said, “about this Wal

lace—there’s a monument to him up 
there.”

The gateman glared. “Dlnna ye ken 
ahoot hlm?” Üë demanded. “Have ye 
no heard 9’ Scots wha ha’e wi’ Wal
lace bled?"1’ and,he slammed the gate 
in th,e face of the offender. Then the 
Canadian explained to his fellow trav
eler that there was another Wallace 
than Léw.

I r-'i!Mary had a little lamb,
Its fleece was white as snow; 

l And everywhere that Mary went, 
The lamb was sure to go."

One day the giri got- tired 
Of seeing it around 

And held it to the butcher 
For fifteen cents a pound.

No longer will the restless infant be 
lulled to slumber with Scott’s lovely, 
but utterly anachronistic song which in
forms the baby that his sire, to a knight, 
when ip point of fact he may only be ati 
editor, or a broker or-a shoemaker or 
one of those gentry, who in- gown and 
bands are alleged to devote ail"' their 
talents to making the worse appear the 
better reason, but something like the 
following will take its place:
O hush thee, my baby, thy father’s down 

town,
Thy mother is trying her ne* Paris 

gown. , - , -

And instead of that utterly impossible 
ballad of -the four and twenty black
birds, we will have this;

, Sing a song of- sixpence,
- Pocket full ot “ao8«h,,

• F our and twenty "town lots <• 
Lying in a row.-. 4, t 

t When the Boom wss opened, 
Listen, baby, dear.

Daddy caught a "sucker t,
' And made fifty thousand clear.

Of course there will be a foot noté 
explaining that “sixpence” is an obso
lete piece of money, and that “dough’’ 
is a profane word used to express the 
source of all good, or the root of evil 
as the case may be. No longer will 
any one entertain the “’Baby’s Creed,” 
which runs as follows:

I believe in my papa,
Who loves'me very dearly 

I believe in Santa Claris,
Who comes to see me yearly; :

I believe the fairies dance 
O’er the fields of heather;

I believe the birdies talk 
On the bough togethA;

I believe my dolly knows 
Every world that’s spoken;

-I believe it hurts her, too,
When her nose is broken : ]

O, I believe in lots of things, k 
I can’t-tell half tbe-zrest;

But I.beiieve.in yout, Mamma, '«■. 
First and last and best.

All such things, are to be abolished 
The little tot, who tells you that she wti 
quiteriste

£as she was going to sleep, will be steroljr 
corrected ant Informed that -it was prolé 
Âbly a mosquito, and be given a lecture 

ought to be a sea-1 oe typhoid-géra» -Ib» litti«r»Uoy„. who

Churcho
ACCURATE GOOD WISHES.

Washington Star. "
Secretary Taft tells an amusing story 

pf a short colloquy which he heard In 
Havana.

An American " "soldier of fortune” 
hastened to Cuba at the duthreak of 
thé insurrection, and offered his ser
vices to the republic. As he had serv
ed in tfiè Spanish war, and had com
manded a militia Organisation, he was 
welcomed and given the command of 
a detachment of rural guards. -Shortly 
after, he was despatched in pursuit of 
a band of Insurrectionists reported ln 
the neighborhood, only to allow them 
to slip through his fingers. With 
apologies he reported to hie Cuban 
superior.

“Stake no apologies whatever, Senor 
Lieutenant," the Cuban said, gracious
ly. "True, you Inflicted no loss upon 
the enemy, but it was an exquisitely 
conducted campaign! It Is a great 
waste of talent, senor, that you should 
be employed In .these minor, even In
significant, disturbances ;your field of 
operation . should be muph, oh, vast
ly, greater! You deserve to be with 
fcne ot-your own great generals—Grant, 
or Sheridan, or Lee!"

"Blit—but they are dead, general!’.’ 
the American said, his self-satisfaction 
beginning to be troubled with doubts.

“Ah, I am fully aware of that fact, 
Sonor Lieutenant!" the other replied, 
pleasantly, • - - •

Christianity is of Syrian origin, speak
ing historically; it found its’ most cor
dial recognition at first In'Egypt. Long 
before, Rome paid any more than slight 
passing attention to the new cult, it had 
devoted followers and very learned teach- 
ers ia Alexandria. Oddly enough 
first seats b{its influence no longer rec
ognize it, except under a sort of politi
cal compulsion. . Christianity is tolerated 
in Syria and Egypt, because the Moslem 
authorities.dare not drive it out There 
to something quite remarkable about 
tills. It is,one of the extraordinary facts 
of history that races, which at the time 
of Christ were dwelling àbmèwhere in the 
forests and mountains on the borders of 
the Roman Empire, «re now bearing the 
banner of the religion, which was taught 
fint in the lands around the Levant 
Upon tbit fact stime of thoie ivtlo ldve 
to specOiate upon unfathomable things, 
tang one et their strongest arguments j 
for the identity of the' Angto-Germanlc 
people with the Lost Tribes of Israel. 
Bat he these this theory, as it mey, it to 
worthy of remark that Christmas is no 
acknowledged in the land where it origin
ated. There afe no barois sung on the 
hillside where "the shepherds heard the 
song of “Glory, to God in the Highest: 
and on earth Peace.”

THE DRUM.
Roll! Roll!'’TIs a sound that thrills sheer to the seat; 
When I hear it,
It to not to dear It,But rather té ubeer It!
Now.
Reced
Or swelling Sonorous, and telling 
With ontinous rattle 
Of battle.
Lo, squadrons in foaming 
For storming!Roll! RoI-lTNot the shrill of the life.

With glorious lift, teh at the spirit, control,
Suant throbbing.' Away 

They have plunged to the fray 
With the light of emprise 
In their eyes.
Boll! Boll!What leefle over valley end elope Through the roar and the hum?

the rest of us are not so, and many of 
us are aihsmed to say that we Ilk* 
things, for fear of the people who talk 
of chlaro osouro, fugues, realism and 
other things. But let us not worry. If 
you like a thing say so. Have’nt you 
noticed sometimes at a musical per
formance how some of the learned peo
ple will sit enraptured while some art
ist executes something so elaborate 
that we wonder what: it.is all about, 
and how they sigh When it Is over. 
Perhaps you think the sigh is prompt
ed by exquisite pleasure. It may be In 
one case out of a hundred, hut ln the 
other ninety-nine ..It Is due to relief. 
“What a wonderful strain that was,” 
exclaimed the critic; and the common 
man replied:/ “If he strains that way 
much longer he’ll bust" This article to 
not intended to Imply that there to not 
such a thing as high art, hut only that 
much that poses as art is simply arti
ficial..

now pleading;plangent,
these

Christmas time.. The story of the 
watching shepherds and the song of the 
angels may or may not be veritable his
tory; but it is true, nevertheless, that 
man has ever been looking for a voice 
from Heaven. “Art Thou he that shall 
come, or shall we look for another?” is, 
a question as old as history, and prob
ably as old as humanity itself, not al
ways asked in the same form, not al
ways asked of some person, but at all 
times, and in all lands, the spoken or. 
unspoken question of mankind. For un
counted centuries human wisdom, that 
», the wisdom that deals, with weights 

and measures, the scalpel and the micro
scope, and such things only, has told us 
that- we are of the earth earthy, and 
nothing more; yet there is something 
within us that refuses to assent to sudh 
a view, something that tells ns that we 
have a right to look for that which 
is tetter than the material things with 
which we are surrounded, that tells us 
that there to somewhere some one who 
will vindicate us.
Redeemer liveth," said Job. 
translators made him say “Vindicator” 
and perhaps that is the better word; but 
that is quite ■ immaterial 
patriarch meant was that he was abso
lutely certain that he was in alliance 
with the divine, and in due time he 
should be justified aud stand face td 
face with tbe Eternal One. This declar
ation was the inspiration of Hope. Aim 
there has been no change in humanity 
since the remote day when the story ef 
Job was written. Disabuse your mind of 
the notion that these things have chang- • 
ed any during the centries. Whet was 

of Job may be true of each of us.

*,

aInsistent .
Cen clutch 

Like t**t dominantmany

S 1Through the roar and tb 
•TIs the voice of Hope—

’Tla the drum!,
Hark! piercing through darkness and dele; 
Inspiring to valor 
White pallor.
It carries the créât to the gates 
Where red sacrifice waits—
Waite with ita chrism for the eoul!
Roll! Roll! CLINTON 8COLLARD.

THE WATER HOLE.
From the Denver Republican.
The hussard floats above It, wings aslant— 

Hie feaeta are those who perish at tile 
brink—-

And, far off where the dying cattle past. 
Like shadows do the desert skulkers 

slink.

; q:
:

Ija ■

• M
!Our correspondent “Lnx” Is Informed 

that the Colonist does not Intend to 
open its columns to polemics. He takes 
exception to the statement that belief 
Is a mental ' process and proceeds to 
analyze the Athanaelan Creed. . This 
creed, like, every other creed, Is not be
lief, but simply an attempt to state 
something. It may be ln a colloglcal 
sense “a belief.” The articles printed 
on this page are not in any sense con
troversial. and we do not propose that 
they shall become the subject of con
troversy, so tar as 'the columns of this 
paper are concerned. This may seem at 
Irst thought to some people an unrea

sonable position to take, but on consid
eration they will see that It is not. 
Nothing Is more profitless than a 
cusslon ovèr the words in which 
church has endeavored, to express Ideas, 
which effort, as we pointed out In an 
article on “Creeds" must ln the very 
nature ot the case he unsatisfactory. A 
long experience has taught the writer 
ot this paragraph that much of the in
difference exhibited towards religious 
instruction arises from the stress laid 
by many religious teachers upon cer
tain words.

TIME TO “GET."
cr~ _• Harper’s Weekly.

In South Africa candles are used tor 
lighting purposes in the homes, and 
when a young Boer maiden has gentle
man visitors the mother sticks a pin 
In the candle, and when it. has burned 
to the pin the callers understand that 
It la time for their departure.

Mrs. Early, a society matron of 
Washington, recently made a visit to 
the Transvaal, and was so impressed 
with the custom of the Boers that she 
determined to Introduce it Into her 
own home. Consequently the electric 
lights were removed and candles sub
stituted in the drawing-room.

Mr. Staylate, a frequent though not 
always welcome caller, was one of the 
first visitors to call after the Inaugura
tion of the new custom. He witnessed 
the placing of the pin In the candle by 
Mrs; Early, and after she had gone 
ventured to Inquire:

“Why," Miss Early, does your mother 
stick a pin in the candle?”,

‘"Oh,” responded the young woman 
with en air of apparent Innocence, 
mother learned that ln South Africa 
as a way of sending home the Boers."

The popularity of Christmas to very 
remarkable. It has had a hard straggle 
against heavy odds. Puritanism would 
have none of it and even the church was 
disposed to dispute its eminence in the 
poptilhr inind. Once it was styled a relic 
of paganism; then, among Protestants, 
a relic of popery, and in days when a 
name was enough to condemn any thing 
this was all that it was necessary to say. 
Even now there is a disposition among 
some people, to deprecate any special <Sei- 
tebration of the day for one reason or 
another. Bat in spite of all this it gains 

.in popular favor.' "More is made of it 
every year. It to as^great a day from a 
religious point of* view as ever ; it was, 
and it to a very much greater day from 
the family point of view. Iq the United 
States it has quite taken the -first place 
i? popular -*et»ewt from Thanksgiving,, 
once the great aémi-reiigions holiday of 
the Republic,,I ere mâst bf a rea*9D 
for this and we are glad to be able t«

a molten sky, 
i it through the

Like burnished copper in 
(The sun has enone upon 

de-y,
And toward it, o’er the reaches hot and 

dry,
The creatnres of the wild have dragged 

their way.
Upon its edge, among the foot prints there. 

One reads with ease, npon the whlten- 
slope

“l know that my 
Some ,|g

1
What the

ed
The «tory o# each flight against despair. 

And how, at lait, bave man and beast 
found hope! m

PICTURE AND LAMP.
From the New Orleans Timee-Democrat. 
Once on a time I came npon a picture, 
’ The Virgin’s face,
And there ln front a lamp wae ever born» 

Ing.
Fixed in Us place.

Where’er I go, deyr 
And all of me

Is as a lamp before, foreves burning 
With love of thee.

men
case. They do not even know whether 
the. knowledge is "of any value or not 

And so we might go on, taking up 
one aspect of common things after 
other, and showing "by what a cloud ot 
mysteries we ire. surrounded. But not
withstanding all this, .there are some 
péople *hcr tyust hare what are caHed 
thé higher my'sterlee explained7 to them, 
s» that there, will pot be the least ne
cessity for relying;: upon that innate

IS; I&n-
one, your fsce a bidet h,

true
We have only to let the spark of H

gluminate It.
This holiday season

o
Flatter—Do yon have any trouble with 

the beat?Klcker-ruNon.i whatever; Jbmt we have^, 
considerable with the cold.—-New York 
Son. •.
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LACE-
. Yates A Douglas St.

THE STORY TELLER

IFT
IUIT. Clothing like ours Is 
asible, serviceable gift that 
iRTMENT ia an attractive 
ike our clothes and like to be 
b a smile of satisfaction on 
side of them.

$4.00 up
Assortment of _

OATS

RING RESULTS

Victoria,
1 C.

» CO.
GOVERNMENT STREET 
: IMPO RTERS.
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newest perfume to in one ot the 
family. Don't forget that we 

tomizera, Razor Strops, Shaving

DRUGGIST
Street.

ït-Reform
uggestions

t

mas Gifts .
its
rercoats 
ncy Vests 
ess Suits 
îoking Jackets 
essing Gowns 
ys’ Suits 
nbrellas 
incoats

FREE!
h Every Purchase, an 
leal” Trousers or Skirt 
lger will be given free.

Iardrobe
Victoria, B. C. '
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