
A4'S SPPLEMIENT CANADI NI eO.urI>,

T HEY are filling up my pet willow-tree hollowwith ashes and tomate cans and things, and
I am very angry. Fortunately, tbe birds sip

just as happily from a pool of ramn drops caught in
tbe curve of a broken tea-pot as fromn a moss-grown
stonie fringed with maîdenhair fern and the tassels
of the mneadow-rue. And the reflection forces itself
upon the tboughtful mind-perhaps tbose light-
hearted gentlemen of Irish extraction who so largely
bantile that wbich our wasteful civilization calîs
rubbisb, perbaps they are preserving the only re-
cord by which the said civilization shaîl be known
in future ages. A humiliating reflection truly. But
there are whole races of humanity who are known
to uis only by their kitchen middens, their rubbish
hcaps. Tbey left no fiterature; shaîl wc? They
had no architecture; we have, according to the im-
mortal definition of the Belovcd Vagabond, lots and
lots of little buildings writ large in granite and sand-
stone and most variously ornamcnted with little
scratches somnetimes as, much as haîf an inch deep;
but it is very doubtful, if knowledge increases,
wbether thcy will nlot ail be pulled down in another
hiundred ycars or so; and if knowlcdge goes the
other (vay, then they will f ait to pieces through
economnic construction. Our painting will not last,
because ail our colours arc adulterated. Andi good..
ness only knows whcre our music will be-put into
graphophiones, maybc, to show Japanese babies what
those ignorant olti barbarians tickled their cars with.
Only our dumps shaîl endure, and sing to unknown
ages the apotheosis of the tomato can.

This is frivolous, I know, but the subject is too
serious to bc trcated in any other way. If a ma-
terialist worships nothing eIse, hie must abase bum-
self before the march of Time. If hie would shut
off the last horizon of Hope, and go on mnost un-.
profi.tably for the "good of the race," let him look
at the moon through a telescope, or go on a Cook's
tour to Egypt, and feel the procession of ages crush
his soul-if hie bas one-into the dust. Weil, well.
I bad in my mmnd a few days ago one of the mallets
useti byi one of the hundreti thousand workmen that
IKhufu, Fharoah of Egypt, had to build bimi bis
Great Pyramid. The stones are there under the blue
Egyptian skies, on the rim of the desert of mystery.
The rough tool-they use the like to this day-is
here, in a ]and that was not dreamed of; the grip is
pýolshed dark brown fropi the grease of the mnan's
warm lhand, And hie?-

"«I feel chilly and g-rown old" ....

C APS are "in" again, the milliners and the De.

eselves. These are accompanied by str'aw and flag,
forming a charming decoration for summer."

1 wouldii't mind a bonnet like that white one with
the violets. It was probably worn with a dress of
green taffeta trimmed with velours and guipure, the
skirt being very full and ornamented with three
deep flounces, and the sleeves of pagoda form. I
only hope the girl who put it on had fair hair and
golden brown eyes, and that she did proper execu-
tion with that wreath of violets.

* * *k

jAM supposed to say quite a lot about books at
Sodd times in this page, but this time I can't think

of anything to say. I have read quite a lot lately,
too. One was Mr.. jack London's "ýAdventure."
Mr. London, in spite of the superior critîcs, certainly
has gifts. He bas written lately one or two famious
short stories about the South Seas, tbe 'best of which
contains a description of a hurricane in a grove
of cocoanut trees, which is about the last word on
the subjcct, and is, in a few illuminativc phrases, as
fine as Kipling's description in the "Bridge-Builders"
of the corning of the flood from the Ranigunga. But
his love stories are-I have no words at presenit to
say what they are, and it is too hot, and I amn too
lazy, to go for a Thesaurus. BÜt one reflects that
the last best gift of all the liter'ry gods must surely
be that faculty of good tastel and self-criticism
which seems to desert the modern magazine m~arket
and the hireligs who thereju pI y their trade. I
have read the last greatest b4ook of the decade, "The
Open Road"-isn't tliat the sfarne?-and should have
liked it ver y mugh if flot «pite so many trumnpets
had been blown ov'c- it. It is a strange, involvcd
book, but parts of it have th~e real breath of if e.
And I have read "M4arie Claire," of course, but she
takes a deal of thinking/ ovey. So I am n'fot going
to say anything about bboks, but abot wind belîs.

My win4.bell swings ini the little kitchen window,
high up, on a level with the branches of the clm
outside. Ail the small wandering airs wbicb stray
amnong the green leayes, ail the little gray winds of
eveniflg, ail the goldIen winds of dawn, breathe on
the wmnd-bell and wake the strange fairy music that
it holds. It is one of the proper kind, flot made of
glass, but of gold :and silver leaves of thin metal
swinging froin a metal ring, and when it sings, it
sounds like the runsh of tiny feet, the beat of tiny
drops, the clash ' of innumerable small cymbals. At
night when it moves softly in the pale square of
jthe window, itý is if Titapia and lier hosts had
hovered for a moment without. andi were nausinp, in
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and was content, with the unfathomable conten'
japanese women.

Then the war came and Koizumi was content,
that Sato should go as a soldier with a score
other, young men from the village. She wenil
see themn off, with ail bier neighbours, and she bo
to Sato, who saici, "Honourably keep yourseli
good health until I return," and she said, "Hen'
ably deign to corne back to your friends, who
be mucli distressed at your unfortunatç absc
from the Cherry-Blossomn festival,"' and then v
one said "Banzai," and they were gone.

Only three ever came back, and Sato was nlot
of theni.

Koizumi's father fretted himself to death
about then because he was too old to go and fil
and she went to work to make match-boxes, foü
is necessary to live. Against the window of
room where she worked there leaned the pale gr
green leaves oi a willow, and sometimes a pig
rested on the sili; but there was always a li
draught there, and so the thin silver leaves of
wind-bell which hung in the opening stirred
whispered continually.

The griefs and contents of the East are bey,
the fathoming of the West. -Koizumi was plumip
cheerful, and hier littie broad face had upon it
delicate blooi of a nectarine. That was becauise
wind-bell.sang to hier; and what it sang was alw
the first three uines of Sato's song about the Li
Waterf ail. So she knew that Sato was near
waking and sleeping with the waking and sleep
of the thin winds, and she was very, happy.~
see, when he was wbat they cali alive, hieI
scarcely ever even spoken to her, and now hie sp(
to hier every time the wind blew. and to n'o oti
soul but bier. But hie neyer finished. the so
Koizumi knew that if hie finished it, hier life wol
not be able to contain that fulfilîment. So she j
waited.

No one knew that Koizumni, as she bent over 1
match-boxes, heard aIl day long,

"Very pleasant it is, in the weariness of the evenii
To lie at the green edge of the little waterfall,
And 1111 the bands with violets,"

only often the very old and the very wise, an
peasant woman or the Shinto priest of some f
gotten shrine, would look at hier face and sec tC
she had already gained another existence.

English is s0 clumnsy. It is hard to tell the lit
tale of the Little Waterfaîl in such a concrete s(
of language; the wînd-bell would tell it he
According-t0 Western ideas there is really no sto
to tell. Only one day of high wind and cold gr
cloud Koizumi heard the whole song,

"Very pleasant it is, in the weariness of the evenir
,To lie at the green edgc of the littie Watcrfall,
And fill the hands with violets,
Sweeter to Amaterasu than the breatb of Kyc

incense."

And Koizumi smîled at everyone, ail those po
deaf folk who heard only a hurry of little miusic
notes, and neyer knew that it was Sato calling h
from the immortal air, in that the time was corr
And she went to a man who had a sword, and aski
him if hie would honourably dcign to ]end it to hE
The nri had seen better times before the new r
giie, and it was a beautiful little sword in a shea
of ivory-like enamiel pictured with honourab
deaths, It was no sort of a tool to lend a litt

peace.


