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DAILY BALANCE
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LIBERAL WAY OF CAL-
OULATING INTEREST
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Class Pins, College Emblems,
Medals and Trophies are given
special attention by our Insignia
Department, both in designing
and manufacturing, Gi;ring
your orders to Diamond Half
means direct price advantages.-
Ask to see our Bronze College
Seals, mounted on large Oak
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..ad any occasion
v wote the s'eady rise in the

= ::_m price of leather since the opening of

the great Russo-Japan war? Have

you any business with leather at

all> Whether you have or not,
the fact is that leather is “ sky-high and still soaring.”
You need no further proof than is witnessed by the
scramble of the generality of shoe manufacturers to
cheapen the cost of their production and to raise
their selling prices.

VICTOR PRICE 'REMAINS THE SAME.
. VICTOR QUALITYj} IS STANDARD.

This store takes up any extra burden
due to the increa ed cost of leather. Victor
Shoes are sold at $3.50 per pair and always
have been. But they have alwayg_é_e_e_n
worth more than any other $3.50 shoes and
are still more so now that other shoes are
cheapened. For sale at this store only.
Ask to see style H, the Winter Victor.

$3.50
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Tweed Hats

| Mortar Boards Silk Hats
The W. @ D. Dineen Co.
LIMITED

COR. YONGE AND TEMPERANCE STREETS, - - TORONTO

The College Bureau

3rd FLOOR, ROOM 13
Useful and Substantial

XMAS PRESENTS

are always acceptable, and serve as constant reminders of the
giver. Let us suggest

1. A FOUNTAIN PEN

We carry the WarermaN Ideal and Sterling Fountain Pens.

2. AN AMERICAN REVISED EDITION
OF THE BIBLE
Undoubtedly the best translation. We can secure these and
allow a liberal discount.

3. BOOHRS IN GENERAL

We can supply any you wish on short notice, and our prices
are popular. Order early.

H. H. CRAGG, Manager
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The Financing of the College
Year

We sent a cheque to-day to a man in Ontario for One
Hundred Dollars ($100.00) for commission on sales made by
us to people whose names he had sent to us.

We sold these people by correspondence.

You know people who are as likely to buy as the men
of whom he advised us.

If you need the money as bad as he did you, too, will send
in a list of good prospects at once.

There is no man whom the Kootenay would not interest if
he only knew what it was like :—Ideal Climate,—Beautiful
Scenery,—Flowers Everywhere,— Rich Soil,—Natural Irri-
gation,— Invigorating Air,—Pure Water,—Excellent Fishing
and Hunting,—Big Crops,—Profitable Returns,—all that goes
to make life well worth living in the Kootenay.

It is a home for the poor man and the delicate ; the retir-
ing rich are building their homes out there ;—in fact, it is the
place of places for every man.

We know what this valley is like and can recommend it;
we want you to know what it is lixe, and for that reason we
will send you our Beautiful Illustrated Book about this ideal
valley.

You may refer anyone to the head office, Northern Bank,
Winnipeg. They are well acquainted with our plan and work.

We want your list to-day.

The FISHER-HAMILTON Co.

Dept. J, Ashdown Block
Winnipeg, Man,
C. L. FISHER, '04, Pres. W. H. HAMILTON, '02, Gen. Man,
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EDINBURGH SERMONS
By the REV. HUGH BLACK, M.A. $1.25 Net

¢ During the last ten years Mr. Black has held a pre-eminent position among
the preachers of modern Athens. Now that he has severed his connection with
Edinburgh, and accepted a professor’s chair in New York, he has published a
number of his sermons and dedicated them to his old congregation. These sermons
are the work of a clear. incisive and independent thinker who possesses the supreme
gift of style, the power of coining happy, pertinent phrases, and of expressing in few
words thoughts that might easily occupy pages. This is a volume which ministers,
more than other men, should conscientiously study with a view to their own
improvement in the art of preaching.”

THE PILGRIM’S HOSPICE
By the REV. DAVID SMITH, M.A. $1.25

This book, by the author of ‘“ The Days of His Flesh,” the most important life
of Our Lord published for many vears, is neither doctrinal nor controversial but
devotional, seeking to quicken ouw .cuse of the ineffable mystery of the supreme
acts of Christian worship. It sets forth certain truths which the Lord sought on
the eve of His Passion to lay home to the hearts of His disciples, and which the
Holy Sacrament was designed to keep in continual remembrance.

The Upper Canada Tract Society

JAMES M. ROBERTSON, 102 Yonge St., TORONTO

Depositary

Henry Frowde’s New Publications

The Undertow

By ROBERT E. KNOWLES, Authorof “St. Cuthbert's.”

This is a novel that will “find you.” Mr. Knowles has pictured the world’s old
struggle of life; the rushing wave of good aspiration, and the silent undertow of the
senses. His characters are intensely real; his plot is unusual and very charming. He
has more than justified the promise of his earlier book * St. Cuthbert’s.”

The Adventures of Billy Topsail

A ripping story of sea life, the kind every wide-awake boy will be chummy with.

There is “something doing” every minute—something exciting and real and in-
spiring. The book is big enough and broad enough to make Billy Topsail a tried friend
of every reader—just the sort of friend Archie found him to be. And Billy is good
company. He is not a prig; he is a real boy, full of spirit and fun and courage, and
the wish to distinguish himself. In a word, as the lads say, he’s ‘“all right, all right.”

For sale at all Bookstores.

Published by Henry Frowde
Canadian Branch Oxford University Press, Toronto
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Uictoria College

QUEEN’S PARHK, TORONTO.

In Federation with the University of Toronto.

The Federation System enables Victoria to offer the following
advantages :—

1. A compact college life in a commodious and beautiful
modern building, provided with all the latest conveniences for
healthful work.

2. A large stafi of College Professors, composed of men with
thorough European training and ripe experience as teachers, and
of earnest Christian character.

3. Admission to-all the lectures and laboratories of the Univer-
sity Staff of eighty-eight professors and lecturers, who, together
with the fifty-eight professors and lecturers of the federated
colleges, constitute the largest faculty of Arts in the Dominion,
and one of the most efficient on the Continent. All University
examinations, prizes, scholarships, honors and degrees are open
to our students on equal terms with those of any other college. A
large number of prizes, honors and scholarships are also offered to
our students in our own College.

4. Two commodious residences for women students afford every
modern advantage for health and comfort and a refined social
life, A course of physical training 1s also given under an
accomplished directress and a women’s gymnasium forms part of
the new residences.

5. Excellent facilities are afforded both in the University and
College for post-graduates reading for the degree of Ph.D., and
also a full course in the Faculty of Theology.

Lectures in both faculties begin October 1st.

N. BURWASH, S.T.D.,, LL.D,,

President.
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STUDENTS! BUY OF THE TAKER

EAST & CO., Specialists in Trunks, Bags and Suit Cases, Club Sticks and Fancy
Canes, Umbrellas, etc. Repairs sent for and promptly attended to.

EAST & CO., 300 Yonge Street

Canada’s Great Umbrella, Trunk and Bag House.

DRESS SHIRTS NECKWEAR

GEO. A. LESTER

Men’s Hats and Furnishings
622 YONGE STREET
HOSIERY GLOVES

Harcourt’s College Gowns
NOW READY FOR STUDENTS

57 King Street West, - - TORONTO

EDUCATION DEPARTMENT CALENDAR
FOR 19006 (in part)

October :
1. Ontario Normal College opens.

County Councils to pay Treasurers of High
Schools.

Night Schools open (session 1906-1907). 18. Provincial Normal Schools close. (First

Notice by Trustees of cities, towns, incor- 2 }?”}?-' e 3 :

porated villages and township Boards to 20. Last ‘1‘}& for }IOtlce of formation of new

Municipal Clerks to hold Trustee el%ctions E(l}é?ﬁl sections to be posted by Township
8 ay as ici slections, due. erKs. .

on same day as Municipal elections e 91, High Sohiools fivst torta, ‘and Pablie &t

November :

Separate Schools close.

Ly - = iday 25. CHRISTMAS DAY (1uesday.)
9. KiNg’s BIRTHDAY (Friday). High School Treasurers to receive all
December : moneys collected for permanent improve-
1. Last day for appointment of School Audit ments.
ors by Puablic and Separate School Trus- New Schools and alterations of School
tees. boundaries go into operation or take efiect.
Municipal Clerks to transmit to County By-law for disestablishment of Township
Inspectors statement showing whether or Boards takes effect.
ot any county rate for Public School pur- 26. Annual meetings of supporters of Public
poses has been placed upon Collector’s roll and Separate Schools.
against any Separate School supporter. 29 Reports of Principals of County Model
10. County Mode! Schools Examination begins. Schools to Department, due. Reports of
11. Returning Officers named by resolution of Boards of Kxaminers on third Class Pro-
Public School Board. fessional Examination, to Department,
Last day for Public and Separa‘e School due.
Trustees to fix places for nomination of 31. Protestant Separate School Trustees to

Trustees.

14. Local assessment to be paid Separate
Scliool Trustees.
County Model Schools close. Reg. 58.

15. Municipal Councils to pay Secretary-Treas-
urer of Public School Boards all sums
levied and collected in township.

transmit to County Inspectors names and
attendance during the last preceding six
months.

Trustees’ Reports to Truant Officer, due.
Auditors’ Reports of cities, towns and in-
corporated villages to be published by
Trustees.

EXAMINATION PAPERS of the EDUCATION DEPARTMENT of ONTARIO
can be ordered through local booksellers, or address orders direct to

The CARSWELL CO., Limited

30 Adelaide St. East

TORONTO
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. Skates Sh

Hockey Boots
Skates
Hockey Sticks
Pucks
Toques and
Sweaters

arpened—10 cents_

Phone N. 2092

J. BROTHERTON

550 YVONGE STREET, TORONTO
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The Christmas Song

ETHEL HUME PATTERSON, '05.

message is the message of love. Love of God to man in
that He revealed Himself; love of man to man, for there
is to be ““ Peace on earth, good-will toward men.”

The Messenger of Love took up the song of the angels, and
sang it tenderly, compellingly to men, but they heeded not, and
silenced the Singer, but not the song. For some had heard it,
some had caught the glory of its celestial melodies and their souls
were flooded with its mighty harmonies.

Christmastide followed Christmastide, and the song of the
angels seemed to have been lost—the melody was gone, the har-
mony was broken ; and men took up the notes and tried to make
another song. They covered up the broken places, and lost and
tangled chords with the blare of trumpets, the beating of drums,
and the march of armed men; they built great churches and
cathedrals and gathered together great multitudes to sing, but
their songs were pitiful ; they left the market-place and the palace
and went into the quiet secret places to listen and remember, but
the great Song came not; they gathered together the wise men
who searched the words of wisdom. But in vain! They cried in
their despair, “ There is no Song” “ Never has there been a
Song,” “Let each man make unto himself a new Song.” But

w HE Christmas Song is the Song of Love; the Christmas
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God, who is Love, heard their cries and put His song into the
hearts of His servants, who sang again and again. And men
listened and were startled as the cry went forth:

“Lift up your heads, O ye gates;
Even lift them up, ye everlasting doors;
And the King of glory shall come in.”

And they flung wide the portals and the mighty cosmic har-
monies of God’s Infinite Universe rushed in upon their souls,
filling them with a new rapture and a new hope. And they are
singing a new song, piecing together the wrested notes and the
broken chords, so that some day in His own good time, there
shall be sung again God’s great symphony, which is to blend all
discords of doubt and suffering and sin into one vast harmony of
truth and beauty and love. .

“ Good-will to men "—it is the song of Christmas, and it is
the song of the New Year. It is not dead—nay, it calls to us
softly, persistently, imperatively. And we know the keynote, for
the keynote is love.

“Divinest self-forgetfulness, at first
‘A task, and then a tonic, then a need.”

And this is life more abundant, life fuller, richer, deeper—the
largest life.

Rejoice and be glad, for the song is not hushed! The chords
of the world’s thought and passion are still throbbing with the
touch of unseen fingers ; the air is still pulsating with music great
and glorious! Rejoice and be glad! Then lift your hope to the
larger Hope, your will to the great Will, your life to the great
Song of Infinite Love:

“(0 sing unto the Lord a new song—
Sing unto the Lord all the earth—
Sing unto the Lord, bless His name;
Shew forth His salvation from day to day.
Declare His glory among the heathen,
His wonders among all people.”
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George Agnew Reid

AN INTERVIEW.

34T was a cold, raw November day, with a hint of
snow in the air, as we made our way through
the somewhat malodorous district of Queen and
Dundas to the outskirts of the city. There alight-
ing from the car, a few minutes’ walk brought us
to the beautifully tree-shaded Indian Road.

Even before we had seen the number we had picked out the
quaint, many cornered, much-bewindowed house, with its ab-
surdly insufficient stone fence, as the home of Mr. G. A. Reid,
president of the Royal Canadian Academy, whom we had come
to visit. It was with some trepidation that we laid hold of the
big iron knocker; but the door was opened for us by Mr. Reid
himself, and his appearance and cordial welcome soon made us
feel at home.

Mr. Reid is a broad-shouldered man of a little above the aver-
age height, with dark beard and moustache, and hair that begins
to show a touch of white. He has a pleasant manner and a quiet
smile that is very genial and reassuring. He was dressed in a
loose-fitting Norfolk jacket, with corduroy velvet vest, a costume
that seemed to fit in very well with one’s preconceived ideas as
to what an artist should wear.

We were ushered through a narrow hallway into Mr. Reid’s
lofty studio, where in a little alcove a cheerful fire of logs was
burning. While we were putting certain questions we had time
to notice our surroundings. The studio is a large, square room
running the full height of the house to the beamed ceiling above.
A balcony runs along the south side of the room, while opposite
it is an immense window that floods the room with light. Scat-
tered here and there were the varied paraphernalia of the artist’s
craft.” On a sumptuously carved chest stood a curiously-fashioned
vase full of all sorts and conditions of brushes; some evidently
favorites, for their bristles were beginning to wear thin, while
others were quite new.  On an easel in another part of the room
hung a palette with its gay daubs of color. On the walls were here
an antique cast, here a bit’of tanestry or a rough study for some
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picture, while a piano with painted panels and a litter of books
showed Mr. Reid to have artistic sympathies beyond the sphere
of art to which he has given his life.

The why and wherefore of a man’s work must always be of
interest, and with this thought in mind we put a number of

GEORGE AGNEW REID, R.C.A.
A STUDY BY F. 3. CHALLENER, R.C.A.

questions to Mr. Reid dealing with the impulses that led him to
take up art as a profession, his ideals and activities, and his ideas
concerning artistic education in Canada. With this data we have
tried to sum up Mr. Reid’s ideas as faithfully as might be in the
following pages.
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Born and brought up on a farm near Wingham, Ontario,
where there can have been little opportunity or incentive for this
kind of work, it seems strange that he should have chosen it as a
life calling, and yet when he was eleven years of age he had
firmly made up his mind to be a painter. Possibly the force most
instrumental in fixing his decision was the English illustrated
papers and magazines that came to his home, for pictures of
any kind always had an intense fascination for him. Up to his

MR. REID IN HIS STUDIO.

eighteenth year he had never seen an original painting, but at
that time his firmly grounded intention and a very marked ability
for drawing led him to take a definite step, and in 1878 he came
to Toronto to study at the Art School.  After four vears s ent
here he went to Philadelphia, and for three years remained in the
Academy of Fine Arts of that city, under the guidance of
Thomas Fakins.  As no artist is fully equipped without absorb-
ing something of the atmosphere and inspiration of the old
masters, Mr. Reid, in 1888, visited the galleries of FEngland,
France, Spain and Italy; returning, in 1889, to Paris, where for

C



G. A. REID, R.C.A.

MORTGAGING THE HOMESTEAD.
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a year, he studied in the famous Julian Academy, under the in-
struction of that well-known artist, the late Benjamin Constant.
Here he won the prize of the combined academies for the painted
figure. In 18go Mr. Reid was elected to the Royal Canadian
Academy, of which he is now president, and from 1895 to 1900

A STUDY OF A HEAD. G. A. RE1ID, R,C.A.

served as president of the Ontario Society of Artists. Mr. Reid
has frequently exhibited at the Paris Salon and other large ex-
hibitions, and his work is well and widely known. He was one of
those fortunate enough to receive medals at the World’s Fair
Exhibitions of Chicago and St. Louis, and served as Canadian
representative on the jury of awards at the Pan-American Ex-
position at Buffalo. This, in brief, is a statement of Mr. Reid’s
past life and achievements; let us turn now to his ideas concern-
ing certain phases of our national art.



THE FORECLOSURE OF THE MORTGAGE. G. A. REID, R.C.A.



George Agnew Reid. 125

Canadian art, he says, is only in its infancy. We have no
Canadian school; we have only influences. The French and
English schools, perhaps, have had the most to do in moulding
Canadian art, while probably the former was the more influential
in Mr. Reid’s individual case. As yet we have not developed any-
thing distinctly Canadian, or, if we have, the difference is so subtle
as to escape notice. But Canadian art is bound to develop along
this line, and have for its ultimate end the expression of Canadian
life, sentiments and characteristics. Of course, here also we meet
with the difficulty that our life does not differ materially from
that of other lands. Perhaps the most characteristically Canadian

SPRING G. A. REID, R.C.A,

of Mr. Reid’s pictures are his scenes of lowly life. “ Mortgaging
the Homestead,” “The Foreclosure of the Mortgage,” and
“ Family Prayer,” will be familiar to all. But aside from this
phase, Canadian‘art ought to represent the idea of nationality and
development. This will probably come in the process of time with
the more esthetic character into which our national art is likely to
develop. This will call for the symbolic treatment of the patriotic
idea, the depiction of historical episodes in our development, and
all those ideas which demand imaginative treatment. 'This, of
course, will only be possible through the somewhat bigger treat-
2
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G. A. REID, R.C.A,

THE PIONEERS—A MURAL DECORATION .IN THE CITY HALL, TORONTO.
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ment of the subject which will likely come with the advent of
decorative and mural painting. In this connection it might be
mentioned that a proposition has been brought before the Ontario
Government for the decoration of the Parliament Buildings, which
scheme, though received with a certain amount of favor, is still
in abeyance. A plan was also brought before the City Council

ADAGCIO. G. A. REID, R.C.A,

for the decoration of the municipal buildings, but owing to finan-
cial reasons it was not carried through. To show the possibilities
of this work, and to encourage efforts in this direction, Mr. Reid,
at his own expense, painted the six large panels, the beginning of
a series in honor of the pioneers, which are to be seen in the
entrance way of the Toronto City Hall.

The central organization for the propagation of artistic ideals
in Canada is, of course, the Royal Canadian Academy, of which
Mr. Reid is President. This institution was founded in 1880, with
the same object as the Royal Academy of England—to be a
national association of artists, sculptors, designers and architects.
The Academy has also founded a National Gallery at Ottawa,
where members on being elected deposit a diploma picture. These
pictures form the nucleus of a national collection. Mr. Reid is
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represented in this gallery by two important works, “ Mortgaging
the Homestead,” and “ Dreaming.” As yet the collection is small,
though there are some foreign pictures, chiefly English, but it is
the hope of the members of the Academy that within a short

FAMILY PRAYER. G. A. REID, R.C.A,

space of years they may be able to induce the Canadian Govern-
ment to purchase representative works of the different foreign
schools, and thus form a valuable artistic asset to add to the some-
what scanty advantages of the Canadian art student. In addition
to this, the Academy carries on its work by annual exhibitions in
Toronto, Montreal and Ottawa, while two exhibitions have also
been held in Halifax. It is the intention to gradually widen the
scope, till they take in all the principal cities of the Dominion.
The permanent collections accessible to the public in Canada
are only two in number, the afore-mentioned National Gallery at
Ottawa, and one at Montreal, which is under the auspices of the
Montreal Art Association, and is managed by citizens interested
in art. It is quite largely endowed, and though small is a very
creditable collection. Mr. Reid is the secretary of a movement
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for the establishment of an art museum in Toronto. Some steps
have been taken towards this object, with encouraging results, and
the erection of a temporary building to serve this purpose till some-
thing more suitable and permanent can be developed is now under
consideration. Outside of these sources there is a collection that
has been bought by the Canadian Government, and a few pictiires
purchased by the Ontario Government, prominent among which is
Mr. Reid’s “ Berry Pickers.” These, by agreement with the
Ontario Society of Artists, have been placed where the public
may have access to them, in the halls of the Ontario Normal
College.

The last question we put to Mr. Reid was regarding the steps
that might be taken to encourage the study and appreciation of art
among university students. In reply Mr. Reid thought that this
might be accomplished by the establishment of a chair of Esthetics,
such as Ruskin held for ‘'some time at Oxford, though in a
measure the extension lectures in Greek and Italian painting and
sculpture have answered that need. Professor Kirschmann’s lec-
tures on the psychology of color were, he remarked, both inter-
esting and instructive in this direction, while the magnificent col-
lection of prints that now adorn the college halls are likely to do
more than anything else to engender a love of art among the
students.

As we were about to leave Mr. Reid very kindly offered to show
us some of his work. There at the rear of the studio was “ The
Iris,” with its beautiful, delicate coloring, that attracted so much
attention at the last Canadian National Exhibition. From behind
a stack of canvases Mr. Reid brought out another picture—of a
girl, sitting in a kind of reverie—its dominant color a pale yellow,
which was almost, if not quite, as attractive as “ The Iris.” Then
there were a series of landscapes in oil crayon, pastel and water
color, done with broad strokes of yellow and purple and greens—
scenes at Rice Lake and the Catskills, where Mr. Reid spends his
summers—night scenes, and beautiful snow effects, though Mr.
Reid remarked that such pictures were rather at a discount since
Kipling made his unfortunate remarks about “ Our Lady of the
Snows.” ;

But the afternoon was already darkening into evening, and very
i reluctantly we left the Mecca of art, with an inward wish that
we might more often have the opportunity of enjoying just such
afternoons as this. e licd,
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Carol

J. R. NEWELL.
i15

ROM the starry heav'ns descending
Herald angels in their flight,
Nearer winging,
Clearer singing,
Thrilled with harmony the night.
“Glory, glory in the highest!”
Sang they yet and yet again,
Sweeter, clearer,
Floating nearer,
“Peace on earth, good-will to men!”

HE

Shepherds in the field abiding,
Roused from sleep that gladsome morn,
Saw the glory,
Heard the story -
That the Prince of Peace was born.
“Glory, glory in the highest!”
Sang the angel choir again,
Nearer winging,
Clearer singing,
“ Peace on earth, good-will to men!”

T

Swept the angel singers onward,
Died the song upon the air;
But the glory
Of that story
Grows and triumphs everywhere.
And when glow the Yuletide heavens,
Seems that glorious song again
Floating nearer,
Sweeter, clearer,
“Peace on earth, good-will to men

Wallaceburg, Ont.

122
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The Shelley:-Keats Memorial

PELHAM EDGAR, PH.D.

O the properly-constituted Christian the deserving beg-
gar is always welcome; in the open-hearted Christ-
mastide he sues with an irresistible appeal. I choose
this moment, therefore, to bring to your notice a

project which must command the sympathy of all those who

cherish the tenderest traditions of our English poetry.

The proposal, in brief, is to raise by private subscription a fund
of some thirty thousand dollars, for the purpose of purchasing
and repairing the house in which Keats died, and establishing in
it a library which shall serve as a permanent memorial to both
Keats and Shelley. The graves of the two poets are in constant
jeopardy owing to vandalistic schemes of civic improvement,
and not long since the proposal to remove the remains of Keats
and Severn was with difficulty frustrated.

The initial impulse in a movement, which is now international
in character, must be credited to a small group of American
writers, who met in Rome in 1903, and organized a committee
of English and American men of letters to carry the project to a
successful issue. FEleven thousand dollars have already been sub-
scribed, and I am glad to say that Canada is to be given an oppor-
tunity of becoming associated in the movement. ;

The caprices of nature are no less bewildering than her ordered
regularity, her patient care no less amazing than her prodigal
wastefulness. In the heart of Cockney London a poet was born
whom all the laws of heredity and environment, as we imperfectly
apprehend them, condemned to a life of commonplace circum-
stance. His swiftly maturing genius imperiously created for itself
a world of ideal beauty into which the brightness of classic myth,
and the sombreness of medieval story poured their brimming
streams. In another home set amid the Sussex fields a boy grew
up whom fortune would seem to have marked out as a governor
of wide estates, a pillar of orthodoxy, a barrier of respectability.
His impetuous genius also breaks the meshes of its environment.
He flings himself athwart all the conventionalities amidst which
his youth was nurtured, his voice becomes a clarion of revolt, his
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very name a symbol of anarchy and opprobrium to the generation
which gave him birth.

Thus I would indicate the apparent capriciousness of Nature,
yet withal her infinite care, when in the leisurely revolution of
her centuries she compounds with subtle alchemy the elements
from which genius is fashioned in the fulness of the years. Not
once, but many times, she makes and breaks the mould. And
having observed her care now mark her wastefulness. Among
her many million births are two in whom the divine spark is
hidden. She casts them forth into the world. They battle and
grow strong. The power, the penetrating insight, the human
tenderness, the divining sympathy which the slow centuries have
moulded are now unfolding to their perfect fruition. But Nature
with that unfathomable indifference which is the deepest mystery
of life, slays the one in Rome at the age of twenty-five, and over
the other the waters of his beloved Mediterranean have closed
before his thirtieth year has passed.

What these two extraordinarily gifted youths have left us is
much ; what they might have accomplished had longer life been
theirs is mere surmise for the imagination to dwell wupon,
although tracing out the shining path of their development we
may see indications clearly evident of the direction in which their
genius was tending. Shelley’s mind had fed upon the ambrosial
food of dreams, and with a whimsical reflection of the truth he
once said that one might as reasonably go to a gin-shop for a leg
of mutton as expect human poetry from him. But this is the poet
of the “ Prometheus ” and “ Epipsychidion” who is speaking,
not the poet of the exquisitely human verses to Jane Williams,
nor the poet of that masterly fragment of “ Charles I.,” in which
is revealed the capitulation of his distaste for history and a new
evidence of his power to deal with the business of daily life, and
to represent the characters of men whose feet are planted on the
earth. The “Triumph of Life” gives us assurance that the broad-
ening of his human sympathies would have involved no diminu-
tion of his soaring optimism, though it would have been tempered
by contact with realities and by a saner wisdom. And always, we
may be sure, his moods of despondency and his moments of
springing ecstasy would have engendered snatches of lyric song,
which would perpetuate to all time the emotion of an hour.
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Prophecy writes with no more uncertain finger in the case of
his brother poet. Between two modes of perfection there is no
rivalry, and comparison for the sake of ranking one poet above
the other is futile. I feel that Keats’ was the more richly
endowed poetic nature, and Shelley’s the more multifarious mind.
Shelley was about equally interested in the national debt, a chorus
of Aristophanes,’and an experiment in chemistry. Keats thought
and lived in poetry, and for poetry alone. He had no monsters to
slay, no chimeras to pursue. He would have jumped down Etna
for any public good, but his common-sense measured to a nicety
the amount of personal sacrifice which the world merited, and he
was cheated by no delusions. Shelley, on the other hand, was
perpetually jumping down Etna; perpetually the vision of the
future obscured the vision of the present hour; with the result
that in Keats we feel that poetry is the ripened fruit of slow
hours of brooding meditation upon beauty and poetic truth;
whereas in the case of Shelley poetry is merely the most natural
channel into which are poured with impetuous speed his millennial
politics, his own and Plato’s metaphysic, the hopes and fears, the
sympathies and antipathies of a revolutionary enthusiast.

To Those Who Wait

H. ISABEL GRAHAM.

ISCOURAGED soul, thy God doth answer prayer;
D Await His time and will; we know not where,
Or when, or how. Love never can forget,
He worketh hitherto, and who shall let?

Do well thy task, unlovely though it be,

And some sweet moment there may come to thee,
As unto Gideon by the threshing-floor,

An angel swinging wide some long-closed door.
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A Letter from Dr. Grenfell

Hosprrar, STEAMER “ STRATHCONA.”
L.ABRADOR COAST.

WILFRID GRENFELL,.

|O make no effort to send the contribu-
tion asked for your paper would ill be-
come me; for our work has received
so much at the hands of Canadians,
and even Toronto University herself
has sent us of her sons.

A contribution I have just received
from Montreal for the work would
suggest the message I should like to
give. I was lying at anchor under the
shelter of a group of rocky islands
well down the Fast Labrador coast. We had just been doctoring
among the numbers ‘of fishermen that make this their head-
quarters for the summer fishery. As we landed, a thin column
of smoke over the southern horizon heralded the approach of the
fortnightly mail, which was overdue. I was away visiting a sick
woman, whom wé had to send to the hospital, when the mail
steamer sounded her syren off the harbor. Before I got aboard
the hospital steamer, the mail-boat had again departed. My
arrival over the rail was greeted by a Square- -shouldered, keen-
faced young fellow of twenty-five.

Clothing of civilization! Who can this be? I suppose I looked
it. For he volunteered the information:

“I’m the man you wired for.”

“ Wired !”

“Yes. Don’t you remember? To Montreal.”

“ What's your line?”

“T'm an electrical engineer.”

“ And your name?”

“ X_ »

“Right. Excuse me half a minute.” Diving into the chart-
room, I seized the letter file, and soon hunted up his letter, dated
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_ January 6th, marked “ Received, July 1oth.” Present date is
August 6th.

Briefly, what he had to say was, what I would every man could
say: “ My object in life is to make it tell as much as I can.”

Apparently he was just free of any personal ties, and so able
to stand his own expense. So he thought a mechanical engineer
would find a place down here where there would not be a man in
the next street able to do things better than himself. Preferring
another guerdon to dollars, he had written his letter, and my
wire had filtered back in the course of time, saying, “ Come right
along.”

Now it is often charged to Christian missions that men go into
them because they cannot get anywhere else, or for what they can

DR. GRENTFELL.

get out of it. I think the latter is the commonest accusation, be-
cause the weakness of intellect idea has been abandoned more or
less of late, as the truth gets known about the type of men who
are out in the foreign fields.

On the Strathcona we have an electrical apparatus, an X-ray
installation for our medical work, and the other electrical fittings
helping us to make our work more effective and up-to-date. Tt
was out of order, and none of us knew how to put it right.
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Friend X has just emerged from the engine-room rather .
hot and dirty, because the dynamo has been stuffed up in a
corner above the condensor. But he has put that electrical
aparatus right, and I think he is just as satisfied as if he had
an extra dollar or two, and, perhaps, he has just as much right
to be thought sane in spite of it. We have laid before him the
work we can give him to do, and which we cannot get done, if
he doesn’t do it, because we cannot afford it. He has decided as
soon as our sea freezes us out (which it does not do before
December), to run up to Montreal and get some more tools. It
appears to us all that he is going to make himself tell somewhat in
our little corner of the earth during the next twelve months.

What enables me to give the time to write this letter to you
is, that there is a Havard melical down in our surgery, inter-
viewing the fishermen, who have been coming aboard since
morning for various ailments. He is a volunteer for exactly the
same reason.

* When I left the little hospital on Caribou Island there were
two young fellows from Bowdoin University staying there,
recommended to us by President Hyde as two of “the strongest
men he knows in the university.” They are not engineers, and
they are not doctors. You might say they are just “ digging,”
or doing anything else that comes along. As a matter of fact, the
day I left they were actually digging out the foundation for an
open-air shelter, which has since been completed. It is a very
cute arrangement, and serves both for our convalescents and our
tubercular patients—beds and all. It is going to be an uncom-
monly forceful sermon to a very large number of people, on the
benefit of fresh-air, sunshine and the simple life. I ought to
have said that these men seemed to me to be the kind of men the
world wants more of.

They are not making any dollars either. Not that I am
against making dollars. They have got to be made, and God
bless everyone who makes them. Only you see I consider T am
on the defensive when writing on missionary work in an uni-
versity magazine. For somehow the title “ missionary ” did not
seem to command itself to the young men at the universities in
my day.

After the winter on the north Newfoundland shore, when this
hospital boat came out of winter quarters, I would have had to
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close the hospital there, as we did last summer, for the want of a
man to carry on the work while we were afloat. But we were
able to hold on till, at last in June, another medical volunteer
stepped ashore from our tardy mail-boat.

We were rather hard put to it at the time for a nurse, and the
new volunteer began by thirty-six hours’ without sleep, taking
a night-watch by an unconscious fisherman landed from a
schooner the same day.

When last I saw him, he had just been there six weeks. We
had been in twice to empty the hospital, by carrying the patients
to the next northern hospital, as he only had one nurse, and she

THE MAIL GOING ASHORE.

a volunteer from England. The daylight was already coming
over the hills, and the doctor was standing by the bed of a child
of about eight years with acute osteo-myelitis. He had opened
abscesses in eight places, both arms, both legs, both thighs, his
back and head. The child was too ill to move, and our volun-
teer was bound on saving him. Certainly he was only a fisher-
man’s boy, and the doctor won’t get the fee that Lorenz received
from Armour; but he will get a fee that will satisfy /im all right
if he pulls that child through. Because that child should have
died otherwise. He told me he belonged to a Christian Endeavor
band. I don’t know which ecclesiastical denomination. But it
seems to us down here to breed the right kind of Christian.
There is an orphanage on the hill above the hospital, and in
this we have got a small collection of waifs and strays. They
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are getting education, and they are getting food and clothing
instead of semi-starvation and the liability to consequent tuber-
cular trouble so common, alas! among our poorer brethren, even
in this wonderfully healthy climate. These are in charge of a lady
of education and means from England—a lady of social stand-
ing—who has come out to live amongst us because she thinks
she can make her life tell more here than where she was at home.
Those orphans seem mighty fond of her, too.

I am not going to multiply instances. My contention is that the
missionary life is a sane life, whichever way we look at it. It
does not really need the story of a Harry Thaw, or any other
social degenerate of the extreme type, to convince reasonable
minds that man can better serve the purposes he was made for by
living for other ideals than those, alas! which are “ normally ”
considered sufficient.

Of course, we can enjoy the spirit of games. Three of us have
carried our university colors for athletics. Any of us can do our
share with a rifle when a good shot means venison for dinner, or
sealskin for a new pair of boots. We landed as many fine salmon
the other evening, fishing in one of our rivers, while our steamer
was loading wood nearby, as did a man of wealth whom we found
from England fishing in the same pool, and we did not require
any stronger tackle than he did. He is fishing there yet, and
heaven only knows what he is going to do with /Ais salmon. We
had good use for ours. He was out fishing last year, and the
year before. And it does not seem, as one gets older in life, that
any sport, however manly, should assume the nature of a recur-
ring decimal. One reason why I can recommend the missionary
life to any man is because in most of the fields he will find an
ample scope for any every talent he possesses. I used once to
picture to myself that it would have been great to have been the
modern Yankee at the Court of King Arthur. You can sample
that pleasure in most of the mission fields. Indeed, they call for
the very best that the very best men can give them, and in return
they give men, who may have everything else in the world, things
better than they can get in any other way, and make them into
that, perhaps, nothing else can make them into. We have now
on this coast four small hospitals, one hospital steamer and two
motor-boats, besides our industrial work .



Three Poems by Ethelwyn UWetherald

0,

Three Poems by Ethelwyn W etherald.

ONE DAY OF ECSTASY

NE day of ecstasy my soul has known:

All through the black night I had striven alone,
With Pain’s unsated beak at flesh and bowne.

Then just at dawn, like to a healing rain,
Soft slumber fell on writhing nerve and brain;
I woke to find my enemy was slain.

Body and soul sheer bliss! .The hours a fleece

Of young lambs nestling at the feet of Peace.

How will it be when life’s long pain shall cease?
I % O

IF YOU LOVE ME

If you love me tell me so
In your greeting, in your eyes,
In your footstep, swift or slow,
In your tender-voiced replies.
Lowve that stays in heart and blood
Lives forever in the bud;
Once in words 'tis past recall—
Down the lovely petals fall.

If you love me tell me so
As the dawn may hint of noon,
As a glance the deep heart's glow,
As hepaticas of June.
When the swmmer riot runs
"Neath the glare of burning suns,
Naught so far—not anything—
As the first faint breath of spring.
E 2 I :

PLUCK

Thank God for pluck—unknown to slaves—
The self ne’er of its Self bereft,

Who, when the right arni’s shattered, waves
The good flag with the left.

139
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The Future of the Novel

JHAT is the value of the present-day novel?
Whither is it tending? What will be its ultimate
form? These are questions which papers with
far greater pretensions than our own humble pub-
lication have asked and attempted to answer.
They are questions that cannot fail to interest those who are
human enough to feel a love for the novel as it comes to us in its
better forms.

With the end in view of obtaining the opinions of men most
competent to judge of these things, questions of such a nature
were submitted by AcTA to a number of eminent authors, both
on this Continent and in the Old Land. Our requests for such
opinions were answered with the utmost courtesy by many of
those solicited. Some few, such as Rudyard Kipling, Ian
Maclaren and. Hiram Corson professed their incapacity for the
tasks assigned to them. But from a number of others answers
were received bearing, more or less directly, upon the question
at issue. While none of our correspondents profess to give the
final word on the subject, their answers will nevertheless be of
profound interest to many who have formed a high opinion of
them as critics and novelists.

There comes first to hand this characteristic reply from John
Kendrick Bangs, .v&hich, while it does not propound any com-
prehensive theory, at least indicates the more or less dismal
future of many of our novels:

“'The future of most novels will be either the waste-basket or
the ash heap; some will be preserved in Carnegie cold-storage
libraries ; while a meritorious few will be shelved in the hearts
of the readers, where we find much of Thackeray, some of Dick-
ens, with a Hawthorne or two already.”

éw.'f> ’7M
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To several who were good enough to answer us, the future
seems hidden in obscurity. Thus Andrew Lang, the distinguished
English Litterateur characterizes it: :

Sl “I cannot venture into prophecy. About the
future of the mnovel only Omnipotence knows, and only
Omniscience what unborn authors may be, or whether or not
public taste will go on from bad to worse.”

7 @l"(,}/%/g/(? 7wt
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Nor is the course of the novel any mcre apparent to one who
stands .in as conspicuous a place among novel writers as does
Anthony Hope. After expressing his interest in the subject, he
says:

“The character of your magazine has tempted me to say
something, for every college man has a feeling for college
papers. But in the end, what is there to say? If I could foresee
the course of the world, I might foresee the ¢ future of the novel.’
But I can’t. If any of your other correspondents can, I should
be most interested to see their answers.”

e

But some of our correspondents are evidently inclined to re-
gard the drama as a more virile form of literature than the novel.
Thus, at least, it appears to Hamlin Garland:

“ The novel in some form will continue, but I think the drama,
as a more direct representation of life and embodying as it

does so much of sculpture, painting and music, will come year by
i
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year to a greater vogue if not to greater dignity. It will not
supersede the novel, but it may come to subordinate it.”

Vg Eciedy fom
Nl con o i tione >

Few men are in a better position to express an opinion in re-
gard to this than the leader of the Celtic movement, William |
Butler Yeats. As a dramatist and a novelist he is likely to
speak with authority as to the comparative merits of the two:

“I am nothing of a novel reader, or rather have read nothing
of any novel, for some years now, written later than ‘ Gil Blas.’
I think the last modern novel I read was about half of Huyss-
man’s ‘ En Route,” five or six years ago. I should think that the
novel will flourish most in countries where it finds new forms of
life. In England and France it is, my friends tell me, threaten-
ing to die out in philosophy and essay writing. The United
States have all the old delight in it, and have great numbers of
people that write stories and that must be because they are very
curious about themselves, and have so much life that has never
come into literature. Here in Ireland we are taking to play-
writing because we are curious about ourselves, yet not good

readers.”
A
/

But there are others who are more hopeful for the permanence
of the novel. Winston Churchill is without question very closely
in touch’ with the literary movement on this side of the Atlantic,
and he writes as follows:

“In reply to your enquiry, I confess to a very Catholic taste in
novels, and T must also acknowledge that I have not the faintest
idea whither this form of literature is tending. I like Mr.
Howell’s work, and I like Mr. Barrie’s work, and Mr. Kipling’s
work, and Mrs. Wharton’s work, and Mark Twain’s work, and
Mr. Herrick’s work, and Hamlin Garland’s, and the work of -
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many other men and women prominent at the present time. I
have taken these names at hazard as they occurred to me. A
good novel is, and in my opinion always will remain, a true
picture of life, and as there are so many phases of life it seems
to me that we are to have many kinds of novels. Perhaps it
might be a fair parallel to assert that the profession of novel
writing, like the profession of medicine, is tending toward the
production of specialists. Some novelists treat of one phase of
modern life and some of another, each according to his bent and
taste and power of observation. It would be untrue, in my
opinion, to assert that any particular type of novel is about to
prevail.”

Professor Moulton has frequently expressed his opinion in
regard to other forms of literature. We who have heard these
expressions will receive his views on the subject with great
satisfaction :

“In answer to your query I would say that the future of the
novel depends upon the further question, How much definiteness
attaches to the word ‘novel’? 1. If by this is meant prose
fiction in general, then I should say that it will become more and
more important as time goes on. Fiction is, in the study of
humanity, what experiment is in the natural sciences; instead
of being limited (as in history) to what happens to have hap-
pened, the novelist selects the most important conditions of
things, and shows what would happen. Thus as the experi-
mental side of human science fiction will gain increasing recog-
nition, and become the dominant literary form. 2. If the ques-
tion is of the ‘novel * as distinguished from other forms of prose
fiction, then I feel unable to guess the future. The trend is from
elaborate to simple, and that favors the novel; but fashions may
change without apparent reason.”

. el
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Nor is the last contribution we publish of less interest. As a
literary critic Professor Dowden is known to us all and his con-
tribution to the discussion will be valued accordingly:

“The subject, ‘ The Future of the Novel,’ is a great one, and it
cannot be disposed of in a few words. The novel has been a
great instrument for exploring human nature and human life,
and it is too valuable a tool of the spirit to be soon laid aside.
The field in which it operates seems to me to be inexhaustible.
Humanity and the life of humanity are always, and are never,
the same for two generations; and there will always be new
combinations of thought and feeling, new provinces of action,
new hopes and fears, new manners worthy of representation in
art. Within my own lifetime the novel has grown much more
than it was in former days a cosmopolitan power. We come to
understand through it something of the mind of Russia, France,
Italy and America. And of course such cosmopolitan work rests
upon national and local fidelity.

“TI am not greatly alarmed by the vast mass of inferior work
produced. Many experiments must be made and only a few
eminent successes can be attained. And I am not sure that the
average modern novel is inferior to the average play of the later
Elizabethan and Jacobean period. Both are poor enough; but
the many failures are warranted by the few high achievements;
they disappear, and the achievements will remain.”

Thus we have given our readers the views of some of the most
eminent of English literary men, though the question perhaps
remains unsolved. However, our purpose is accomplished if we
have imparted to our fellow students a desire to search out for
themselves the various currents which make of our literature a
thing of unceasing change, and therefore of unceasing interest.



WOMAN’S LITERARY SOCIETY EXECUTIVE, 1906-1907.

s B. M. Dunham, 08, Miss G. Miller, 10, Miss J. F. Baird, '08, Miss M. Gale, 09, Miss M. Wallace.’09, Miss F. E. A. Laird, 08,
Secretary. Treasurer. Ass’t. Critic. Pianist. Co retary. Local Ed. “ Acta.”

Miss M. N. Dafoe, 07, Miss M. McCrae, 07, Mrs. Blewett, 01, / M. Miles, 07, MiSSLEf G. Chadwick, 07,
w.

Critic. President. Hon. President. ice-President. od. * Act,




Where Adonais Rests. 145

Where Adonais Rests

3 EDWARD WILSON WALLACE, ’04.

# E could not have chosen a more fitting time for our
» pilgrimage. We had spent the morning without
the gates, tracing St. Paul’s last journey to that
lonely hollow among the rolling folds of the Cam-
pagna where he suffered martyrdom; we had

< joined in imagination and sympathy that weeping
band of Christians that bore back the mutilated corpse to its
resting-place beside the road to Ostia; and our thoughts were
deep and wordless. And now that rare event in Rome, a rainy
afternoon in June, added a touch of melanchody to our thoughts,
as we turned to that

s |

“Slope of green access,
Where like an infant’s smile, over the dead
A light of laughing flowers along the grass is spread;

“And grey walls moulder round, on which dull Time
Feeds, like slow fire upon a hoary brand;
And one keen pyramid with wedge sublime,
Pavilioning the dust of him who planned
This refuge for his memory, doth stand
Like flame transformed to marble; and beneath
A field is spread, on which a newer band
Have pitched in heaven’s smile their camp of death,
Welcoming him we lose with scarce extinguished breath.”

This spot, the Protestant cemetery, is to the Englishman the
most pathetic and appealing in Rome. For here, just within the
Porta di San Paolo, under the shadow of the pyramid of Caius
Sestius, sleep in calm seclusion sweet Shelley and his beloved
Adonais, John Keats.

We passed along a road shaded by lofty trees until we reached
a high stone wall, and turned aside to the gate. I pulled a bell-
rope, and the clang of the little bell awakened strange echoes
within that mysterious enclosure which we could not yet see. We
waited for some bent and grizzled old man to open the gate. In-
stead, a pretty young girl came running from an adjacent house,
and smilingly turned the lock, and pushed open the heavy gate.
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It was strange to find a creature so radiant with life and youth as
guardian of that sombre abode of the dead. And yet it was most
fitting For here are gathered no aged wanderers who have
waited for the last harbor bell to toll, and have joyfully hailed its
tardy summons. Here rest young men and women—the painter
who laid down his brush before he had learned to reflect the
beauty that illumined his own soul; the sculptor whose chisel

THE GRAVE OF SHELLEY.

still lagged behind his aspiring thought when it dropped from his
hand ; the poet whose strings snapped before he had drawn from
them the celestial harmony that he had faintly heard and pas-
sionately followed. From England and America they came when
life was radiant and all youth’s roads led to Rome. The glow of
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morning had not faded when the night fell, and they passed to
this beautiful place of silent shadows, where flowers grow, and
birds chant, and the little stream makes a sweet singing under
the restless trees, and black cypresses stand as sentinels of the
dead.

As we wandered amid the mute memorials of those who
lie here, the words of Shelley were vividly recalled: It might

THE GRAVE OF KEATS.

make one in love with death to think that one should be buried
in so sweet a place.” Strange foreshadowing were these words
in the preface to ““ Adonais ” of the time so near at hand when
he would come to rest in this sweet place.

We turned first to look for his grave in the New Cemetery.
Amid the multitude of graves it was difficult to find until the
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young gate-keeper directed us in her pretty broken English. It
lies beside the wall in a shaded corner. Upon the ground is a
plain white stone, with a touchingly simple inscription :

PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY, COR CORDIUM
Natus IV Aug. MDCCXCII
Obiit VIII Jul. MDCCCXXII

Nothing of him that doth fade,
But doth suffer a sea change
Into something rich and strange.

Unbidden tears sprang to my eyes as I stood at last before the
grave where is buried the heart of the sweetest poet of our
tongue. The violets had ceased to bloom, no lark soared in the
leaden skies. Yet, as I recalled his description of himself:

“He as I guess,
Had gazed on Nature's naked loveliness
Actaon-like; and now he fled astray
With feeble steps o'er the world’s wilderness,
And his own thoughts along that rugged way
Pursued like raging hounds their father and their prey,”

there came the thought that only here could this sensitive plant
find shelter from the world’s chill winds, and I was glad that he
lay there. As I stooped to pluck a leaf from the violet plants
besides the stone, I murmured his own elegy for Keats,

“ Awake him not! surely he takes his fill
Of deep and liquid rest, forgetful of all ill”

But even more than Shelley it is Keats whose spirit creates
the atmosphere of this place. He was the bold venturer who first
came hither and dared to explore its silent depths. We turned
down the slope where lie many whose names are familiar, and
many more whose names remain only in the memories of the
dead, and passed through another gate into the Old Cemetery.
Here is no populous city of the dead. It is a simple grass-grown
plot with a few trees to shade it. In winter it must be radiant
with violets and daisies. When we saw it the only blossoms were
the white tombstones that gleamed in the glistening grass. We
pushed our way, guided by some unerring instinct—was it
Shelley’s “spirit of the spot?’—to the far corner of the en-
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closure. A little stream was murmuring in the grass; all else
was deathly still as we stood among the ivy before Ais resting-
place. Saddest, bravest of England’s poets, what inspiration
prompted thy bitter epitaph?

. This Grave
contains all that was mortal
of a
YOUNG ENGLISH POET
who
on his death-bed
in the bitterness of his heart
at the malicious power of his enemies
desired
these words to be engraven on his tombstone
“Here lies one
Whose Name was writ in Water.”
Feb. 24th, 1821.

No name appears upon that stone, for his name was writ in
water—and so remains, writ in the tears of the devoted lovers of
his song. That sobbing stream, those tender ivy leaves, the stone
itself will perish and decay, the very spot where he rests will be
obliterated before his verse is neglected and his name forgotten.

“He came and bought, with price of purest breath,
A grave among the eternal”

Strange was the fate that brought these two men to this com-
mon resting-place, but it was a kind fate that made this resting-
place so sweet. It is as though Death himself, behind whose
hideous mask Shelley dared to peep, and saw the kindly smile,
and learned somewhat of the nature of that feared but gracious
Guide to the Eternal, had repaid that moment of insight with all
the charm that he could lavish upon this loved and lovely spot.
If the spirits of the dead ever return to earth, we must surely
believe that the tender poet of Endymion’s woes, and he who
wept so exquisitely the death of his friend, often float about these
shady walks, and make the air musical with their unheard whis-
perings. They seemed very near to us that evening as we turned
away in the twilight dusk and passed from the silence of the city
of the dead into the clangor of the city of the living.
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A Recipe for Sunshine

B Jo M 07
TAY ! Are there sighs?
We know that sunlit skies
Are over there, beyond the gray,

And we nzed on'y push the clouds away
To see the everlasting blue
Shine through.
Then will you say
With me, to-day,
I'll shove—
And try to move .
My clouds away from hence,
Keep them behind a fence
Of good resolves and carz,
And do my share
Toward brighteninz up God’s earth !
Remem>ering the while the birth
Of Him who brought
Good-will to men and sougat
To sive peacs,
Ard from our deeds, release,
Whose comirg drove the clouds away,
Ard made this blessed Christmas day.
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Unretouched Photographs

ALBERT R. CARMAN.

THE ADVENIURE.
3 T was a day of spring sunshine. The sky
was full of blue to which floating islands
of white cloud gave vivid life. The
widening nostrils sought an air that fed
one’s ambition and called to adventure.
Upon such 'a morning, Kipling’s
“Spring Running ” seemed real. I
e T was walking along the turf beside a
(_gy’ suburban road, the growing city not having yet
RN bound the edges of the fields just here with its
’{ﬁ prim pavements. The buds were hardly visibly
A swollen. All the summer—all of life—all of
¢ WV?}: everything seemed before one.

2% Just then through the bare branches of the
5 trees my rapidly travelling eyes caught the out-
45 lines of a building that cast a shadow over the

morning. It was an Institution for the Blind.
There was no blue in the sky for its sad citizens.
How could there be hope, ambition, the call to adventure, in the
air for them? Just then, down a bit of sidewalk from its wide
gates, I noticed two children coming—slowly, timidly, experi-
mentally. They were plainly new comers to the Institution, and
were not yet at ease on even this fragment of home sidewalk.
They were a boy and girl, and they came hand-in-hand.
The sidewalk ended at a road through which ran the rails of
a suburban electric railway. It occurred to me that these
pathetic little figures might be in real danger if they were so
wholly new to their surroundings as not to know that the railway
ran just there. So I lingered, though the siglit of a blind child
would put out even that dazzling sun for me.
They came on in absolute silence ; and the face of the boy who
was leading slowly individualized itself. Ambition? It was full
of it. Even a pale shadow of resolve lay about his lips. The
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face of the little girl, who hung back a trifle, wore an expression
that I felt I must be mis-reading. There seemed to be pride in
it—not a slight pride, but a full glow of it—and she was plainly
very nervous. Clearly there was something in the wind; and I
decided to wait and see before speaking. I should add that
their relationship of big brother and little sister was written all
over them. He must have been fully ten. :

They reached the edge of the sidewalk and paused. Then he
gave her hand a little squeeze, and said:

“You wait there.”

The girl gasped and stood still, her face turned toward where
she could hear her brother moving. He took one—two—three
short, uncertain steps toward the rails, every nerve in his little
body a-tingle. His head was thrust out forward; and his face,
which the sunlight flooded, was full of expectancy. Suddenly
there came from the girl a sharp cry:

“Tom! Tom! Come back!”

The shrill voice was full of anxiety and fear. “Tom” hesi-

tated a moment, and then turned and ran back to her, shouting

triumphantly :

“I felt it. I felt it shaking the ground. Really I did.”

And they each took both of the other’s hands, and their faces
shone on one another with the high joy of achievement. Her
pride in her big brother now filled all her countenance. He was
the bold, daring adventurer who had pushed off into the ter-
rible unknown and come back to her in miraculous safety; and
his quivering face showed that he was conscious of what a hero
he seemed. !

But I thought that, perhaps, there was a little shame in it—a
little doubt whether he did really feel the car coming. I noticed,
too, that they didn’t wait for the car. If they had, they must
have waited fully five minutes.

THE SUBURB.

The suburb of a great city, distant from the centre, and semi-
detached as it were, presents a phase of the social side of modern
civilization quite distinct from all others. It is free from that
lonely sense of entire immersion in an impersonal océan which
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is the most marked characteristic of mid-city life. We get to
know something about most of our neighbors; and about the
others we have leisure and interest enough to guess. The elderly
barber who lives with his grey-haired wife on the corner, and
whose grand-daughter plays in and out of the little shop—what
city man thinks of a barber as having a wife and grand-children?
-—does most of his work through the long quiet evenings; and
he has an abundance of time to form theories about his neighbors.
He is French and the neighborhood is English; so his sources of
social information are limited. A

“I do not let rough words in my shop,” he assured me one
day while cutting my hair too close, as he always did—it was
the custom in his day. “1I used to have a Protestant minister

‘come to my shop when I keep down on St. Antoine Street. But

I never have no cursing when he is there—I do not like it.
You're a minister, sir? What! No? Why, I see you around
your place all day, having not’ing to do. Why, I thought you
were a minister for sure! Why, d—n! that’s funnee.”

The suburb lacks quite as distinctly the intimate and preter-
naturally well-informed social life of the rural village community.
We all have a great many other interests; so that our concern in
each other is of the casual and door-step sort. Going into the
city on the car, we are neighbors ; but, once down town, our paths
diverge. The corner grocery is not the social club it is in a
village ; nor is it the purely brisk business scene it is in the city.
It is a sort of clearing house for neighborhood jokes, and the
grocer presides spasmodically at the running function. There
we learn, for instance, that the socially inclined Chinaman, who
works in a laundry at the other corner, paid a compliment to one
of the young ladies of the street recently.

“That’s a pletty girl,” he remarked to her sister with great
unction, as the favored one went out of the room.

“Do you think so, John?” asked the sister amused.

“Yes,” drawled John. ‘ She likee my girl in China.”

In fact, one of the chief points of interest in the grocery is that
the few foreigners who live in our suburb distinguish them-
selves there sharply from the dull commonalty of the rest of us.
The tall transparent-skinned Swedish maid of one of our families
came in one day, and wanted to buy some “caramum.” That
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was too much for the English clerk, although he is studying
French. She expected him to be puzzled by it; but she ex-
plained that she wanted it to show her mistress how they made
something in Sweden—it was *little breads” she wanted to
make ; but the clerk could not satisfy her, although he tried
caraway seed and several less likely things. What she wanted
is still a neighborhood mystery ; for she did not stay long.

Then we have an Italian boot cobbler from whom the enter-
prising grocer is learning the language of Italy. But the equally
enterprising Italian is learning English, but not to like an English
neighborhood. When he learns that one of us has been to his
country, his face lights up with interest and reminiscence, and
a petition for a sympathetic understanding of all he is feeling.

He has not much to charge our climate with. He has been per-

sonally just as cold in Italy. But the companionship!
“ They sometimes cry in Ttaly,” he said to one of us; “ but then
they sometimes laugh.”

Tur “ KELLNER.”

These birds of strange mental plumage, who lodge furtively in
our suburban boscage, always seem to me to be living satirical
comments on our great North American boast of individual en-
terprise. In fact, I never hear one of our own people contrasting
our imperial enterprise with the “stick-in-the-mud” character-
istics of European peoples that my mind does not carry me back
to a warm May evening in that city of perennial charm—
Vienna. We were dining in the garden of the hotel after a day
spent in the neighborhood of the Graben and grey St. Stephen.
A cheerful-faced “kellner ” hung about our table—although it
was not his—because he liked to practice his English upon us.
He was a young fellow, full of a gentle hopefulness, and dream-
ing of the day when he should have a hotel of his own.

“Yes,” he said that evening, reminiscently, “I learned my
English in London; and it was not an easy thing, T tell you. T
went there when I was a young chap "—this kellner was very
proud of the word “chap,” and worked it in whenever he could.
I could not speak a word of English, and I did not know a
person. Pretty soon I met a man speaking German on the street,
and he took me home with him. He got me a room and promised
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to get me a place as—as—boot.” But he did not get me a place.
He got my clothes from me to take somewhere ; and then I never
saw him again. They turned me out on the street.”

I have not attempted to reproduce the lad’s pronunciation ; for
I doubt if spelling could do it. He had a strong Cockney accent,
pronouncing his “a’s” like “i's”; so much so that we could
hardly tell whether he said to take a “trym” or a “tryn” to any
given point of interest. Then this accent was underlaid with a
rich German thickness of speech which someway made it more
musical.

“Well,” he went on, “a chap told me to go to Brighton for a
job he knew. So I went down. And it was awful. I worked
from four in the morning till twelve and longer. I cleaned the
boots—I wash the pots—I peel the potatoes—I scrub the floor.
Yes, I do everything. I sleep in the kitchen on the table.”

We shuddered, thinking what it might have been to get a
piece of cake made on that table; but the placid-faced * kellner ”
took it for sympathy.

“Yes, it was awful,” he repeated calmly, as if telling some one
else’s story. “1I got away and walked back to London. By now I
I could speak English a little; and I got a better place. But
still T had to work very, very hard. You have no idea. I never
had sleep enough, and they ordered me around like a dog. 1
worked in the boarding houses; and if you had seen .’ And
here his smile congratulated us on being in clean Vienna.

“But I got to speak English at last, and then I would only take
good places. They pay well there for good men—better than
here.”

“ Why didn’t you stay?” I asked.

“Oh, I had to come back to put in my time with the army,” he
explained, cheerfully. “Then I did not want to stay. I only
went over there to learn FEnglish so I could speak it to guests
here.”

Did any one say “ enterprise?” I wonder how many Canadian
waiters would go through that experience in Vienna just to pick
up German so that they would be a trifle more valuable as waiters

at home.
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Fleur de Lys

HELEN M. MERRILL.

N olden gardens in golden France
Where amber waters gleam and dance,—
Old gardens murmurous with streams
Whose music sootheth like sweet dreams,
And spiced breezes singing low
Like vague love-hauntings come and go,—
The strolling yellow lilies blow;
In gardens where the moon and sun
Their circling courses idly run,
Dream gardens of my sires of old,
They rove in winding lines of gold

To-day I wonder if there be

Such olden gardens o’er the sea,

And amber fountains in whose song

A minor, rythmic lapsing long

Hath been and sad—yet not so sad

But that mine exiled heart be glad

Of vain oppression’s strife. To-day

Do yellow, stream-side lilies stray,

And shadows on carved marbles fall,
Leaf-checkered, and on stream and wall;
And sun-dials mark the dream-held hours
Full sweet with bright, old-fashioned flowers?

Oh, if these gardens be but dreams—
Of yesterday—mnor by the streams

Do roving yellow lilies blow,

A new-world garden well I know
Wherein they bloom so wondrous fair,
Their fragrant glory lendeth there

An old-world glamour of romance,— .
O golden lilies of olden France.
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Eleutheria
I pardon something to the spirit of liberty.—BURKE.
J. C. ROBERTSON, M.A.

UPPOSE a typical well-educated Anglo-Celt of the

present generation to be suddenly transported from-
¥ the England or America of this year of grace into
# W2 the midst, one after another, of various peoples living
at different stages of the world's journey from long ago till now ;
what report would he bring back? What would be his compara-
tive verdict? Ask such a traveller through the ages what inci-
dents had interested him most, what persons had most attracti
his regard, and his answer might not come within a thousand
miles or a thousand years of ancient Greece; but ask him where,
as an intelligent fully developed human being, he had found him-
self most at home, with what race he had discovered most points
of contact and been able to enjoy the most genuine converse—
ask him this, and ancient Greece would have few rivals from
the dawn of history to at least the Elizabethan age.

This sympathy between Hellenism and the spirit of our mod-
ern civilization is by no means perfect at all points. Our
standards, instincts and ideals are far from being wholly Greek;
sometimes to our loss, and sometimes to our gain. The spirit
and essence of the Greeks is quite too elusive to. be summed up
in a single formula; too many-sided to be seen adequately from
a single point of view, and it is to one only of the chief points of
contact between that distant era and our own that attention will
here be drawn. ;

One of the most noteworthy characteristics of the Greek (per-
haps we might rather say one of his most obtrusive prejudices),
is his deep-seated instinct for autonomy, his feeling that inde-
pendence is necessary for perfect, or even tolerable, living. Tt
is one of the commonplaces of Greek history how that passion
for autonomy affected his political relations. Split up into num-
berless small states by mountain ranges and deep inlets of the
sea, Greece never became a united nation; with difficulty, and
scarcely even with difficulty, did these warring atoms combine to
resist so terrible a danger as the Persian invasion; and every
effort to bring about anything like organic Pan-Hellenism was
defeated by a passionate and jealous individualism.

4
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The geographical conditions which fostered this growth of
local independence produced also within small compass a wide
variety of experience and a multiplicity of types that saved
Greece from the dead level of monotonous uniformity so char-
acteristic of the great Oriental civilizations ; the play of opposite
natures, the contact of diverse types of mind fed that intellectual
flame which burned so brightly among the Greeks. Marathon,
the prototype of all battles for freedom, not merely saved Furope
from political subjugation to the torpid East, but rendered Eur-
ope the further service of enabling Greece to develop along her

PROF. J. C. ROBERTSON, M.A.

own lines, and thus to achieve that glorious many-sided civiliza-
tion which ultimately passed over to the modern world.

For this free play of the activities of the human soul, political
freedom was at that time a chief prerequisite; not merely free-
dom from external domination, but freedom from the interfer-
ences, the necessary concessions and repressions and mutual

accommodations that must have resulted from the unification of
Greek government.
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But, it is often asked, was not the development of civiliza-
tion imperilled by the very freedom which fostered it? Was
this not the fatal flaw that in the end brought ruin upon these
pioneers of civilization? In a word, did not Greece fail because
she loved independence not wisely but too well? Certainly no
one believes that in itself it is a good thing for a great nation
to cease to be, but may there not be cases where it is the lesser
of two evils? We should not always estimate the success or
failure of a nation merely by its ability to set up and maintain a
stable organized government, any more than we should neces-
sarily count that man’s life a failure which has come to an early
end, or that man’s life a success which has persisted to a ripe old
age, fortified against all attacks of poverty or pain. The ala-
baster box must be broken to set free the perfume and the balm;
the seed must perish to bring forth more abundantly. So it
may be with a nation; so apparently it was with Greece.

Division of labor, difference of function may exist in those
various components of civilization we call nations, and Greece,
we find, was called upon to contribute to the upbuilding of
humanity in quite another way than Rome. It was the part of
Greece to furnish to European civilization inspiration and the
breath of life; Rome was to give the strength of frame which
should contain the living spirit. That being so, one need have
no regrets for the failure of Greece, so often deplored, to
develop one strong central government such as might have saved
her from disintegration and the later domination of Macedonia
and Rome. Under Spartan predominance certainly.  Greece
might have persisted as a nation, but what then would have be-
come of her intellectual and spiritual mission? Such a saving
of Gréece would have been a loss to the world. Over against
the fact of the political failure of Greece, and more particularly
of Athens, must then be set the doubt whether the special gift of
the Greek race to humanity could have become so precious but
for that very failure.

‘This consideration gathers force when we reflect that no one
thing bequeathed by that ancient people to the world has been
so'valuable a heritage as the spirit of  freedom—freedom. politi-
cal, intellectual and spiritual. In Greece man first learned to talk
frankly, to reason freely, to investigate without let or hindrance
whatever concerns his mortal or immortal being. Neither state
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nor church, priest nor potentate had power to stifle this free
activity of all the powers of the human reason.* In fact those
other great gifts of Greece to the world which we commonly
enumerate—her literature, her art, her science and her philosophy
—these could never have been brought to such brilliance of per-
fection in any atmosphere but one of unhampered liberty.

It is not necessary for one moment to deny its proper value to
that antithetical principle of authority and discipline which
Rome represents. The world moves forward, not in one straight
line nor under the influence of one steadily moving force.
Rather its progress may be compared to a species of tacking, the
sails spread now to catch the breeze that blows from the
eternal hills, and now to that which comes from the unresting
sea. At one epoch the momentous thing is to consolidate, to
organize, to develop a strong framework which shall preserve
against disintegration and collapse. Then comes a period when
there is danger lest the crust harden too completely, lest the
framework intended 4o support and to preserve become rather a
prison-wall to cabin and confine the spirit; danger lest stagnation
and the conservatism of age—long tradition stop all progress, and
“custom lie upon us with a weight heavy as frost and deep
almost as life.” Now is the time for the spirit of man to burst
the bonds of authority and custom, and issue from what was fast
becoming its prison house; now the time for all the relaxing
forces of nature to operate and break up the soil, as in spring
time, for fresh growths and renewed garnerings. This alter-
nating process is that which seems to have obtained within his-
torical times, and we can readily imagine it as existing through-
out the prehistoric ages of advancing civilization; but nowhere
has the play of the two opposing forces (centrifugal and cen-
tripetal we may term them) been so clearly seen as in the history
and influence of Greece and Rome.

When one has taken this truth to heart, and has realized also
how completely the medizval world, both in its secular life and
in its theology, was under the dominion of the Roman spirit of
subordination to external authority, only then does he begin to
comprehend why at the time of the Renaissance the revived

* True, Socrates was put to death by the Athenians in an outburst of
intolerance, but the incident was exceptional, not typical, and they had

already allowed him to live to the age of seventy without interfering with
his perfect liberty of action.
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acquaintance with the spirit of Greece (and even with its pale
reflection in Latin literature) should cause such an outburst of
activity in all western FEurope; why new conceptions should
arise of civil and religious freedom; why there should be such
a rapid growth of individualism, such a quickened sense of the
dignity and high worth of the human soul, such a joyous aspira-
tion for the free development of humanity.

In the nineteenth century also, as at the Renaissance, there
came again after a torpid period of subservience to authority, a
revival of the Hellenic spirit of reasonable freedom, warring
against all obscurantism and all repressive authority; the spirit
which insists on proving all things and which will hold fast to
nothing that the reason does not pronounce good; which de-
mands the right of unhampered inquiry and investigation, and
which has secured for each individual a larger freedom (civil,
palitical, intellectual and spiritual) than the world has ever
known before; and which finally tends continually to enlarge
the opportunities of each to develop freely whatever powers and
capacities he may possess. Other influences, to be sure, have
combined with the Greek to bring all this about; yet none the
less is the spirit which, in the last century, has moved upon the
face of the waters to be identified with that ““ eternal spirit of the
chainleSS mind,” which ﬁxst conspicuotisly stirred the Greek

“the eldest child of liberty.’

From this point of view one may more 'vleqmtelv gra=p the
meaning of Sir Henry Maine’s often quoted saying: “ Except
the blind forces of nature, nothing moves in this world that is
not Greek in its origin ”’; the same idea which is less strikingly
but mere moderately expressed in the more recent words of Sir
Richard Jebb: “ The creative mind of ancient Greece was the
greatest originating force which the world has seen.” And
when, as not infrequently, some sermonizer, too eager to point
his moral, asks, “ And where is Greece to-day?”’ the same
answer may be given him as to the inquirer for Christopher
Wren’s monument : Circumspice. Greece is living all about us,
in the very air (if it be pure, bracing air), that our minds and
spirits breathe; her influence, rightly understood and rightly
estimated, we cannot escape from if we would: nor would we
if we could, for to this western world she spells “the uncon-
querable mind and freedom’s holy flame.”
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'Germany Fifteen Years ﬂﬂ‘er

‘4

L. E. HORNING, PH.D.

N September, 1891, at the end of a sojourn of two years and
a half in Germany, I joyously began my homeward way to
the Canada, which it seemed I had only begun to truly tave
after I had missed her sunshine and bracing air for so many

long months. And yet I vaguely planned an early return to the

Fatherland, for that was what it had become to me, not only

because my name and race can be traced back in German records,

but still more because atadennc Lernfretheit and Lehrfreiheit had
won my heart’s best loyalty.

So when, at last, after fif-

teen years, the way opened

up for a sabbatic year
abroad, my steps turned in-
stinctively to the land where

I had spent so many happy

and profitable hours. Eight

days after leaving Toronto

I was on German soil,

speeding on my way to

Leipzig, the book centre of

Germany, and was once

more taking pleasure in

talking and thinking in the

German, the great Teu-

tonic sister of our own

mighty speech. Now, when
one meets a friend after fif-
teen years of separation, it
is a matter of course that
changes will be noticed,
especially if at the time of
separation the friend was
young. And if an FEast-
erner were to revisit Win-
nipeg after a lapse of fifteen years, he would doubtless exclaim

DR. HORNING.
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with wonderment at every turn. But one scarcely expects to see
so much change in a country as old as Germany. Fifteen years
is a very brief space in the life of a country whose records run
back over one thousand years of time.

My first stay in Gerniany was mostly spent in Breslau and
Gottingen with enough trips in various directions to make me
feel I could claim to know the country fairly well. Last April I
came to Leipzig to at once take my old place at the student’s
desk, as the summer term was just beginning. At its close, in
company with an ardent Britisher from Australia, I took a long
round-trip, which included Jena, Nurenburg, Regenshurg,
Munich, Innsbruch and the Tyrol, the Appenzell district of
*Switzerland, Lucerne and its historic surroundings, the Black
Forest, Strasbourg (Alsace), Heidelberg, Frankfort-on-the-Main,
Eisenach and Weimar, and then for the “ after-cure,” as a Ger-
man friend cleverly called it, three weeks inthe Harz Mountains.
With so much experience, and after having made, during both
visits to the country, a careful study of German magazines and
newspapers, I feel that [ shall not be going too wide of the mark
when I undertake to pen.a brief article under the above caption.

The very first thing that struck me on revisiting Germany was
-that its people had changed from little Germans into big ones, or
in other words, they had become important citizens of the world,
found on all highways and in all ports, striving and struggling
strongly and sturdily alongside the Englishman and the Ameri-
can. In 1891 the German Empire was just twenty years old;
now we see the full vigor and strength of the man in the prime
of life, who is able and willing to plunge into the midst of affairs,
conscious of his powers and with faith in his equipment. And
so it has come about that commercial England is feeling keenly
on every sea the competition of her younger rival. Germany’s
commerce has increased by leaps and bounds, and is still irre-
sistibly going ahead. One result is reflected in the rapid growth
of a navy, needed for the protection of that commerce, but con-
sidered by some to be a growing menace to the peace of Europe.
But other developments follow naturally in the train of this com-
mercial prosperity. Germany, as well as America, has its pluto-
crats, who can afford grand houses, fine horses and automobiles,
or, if their tastes run in another direction, fine libraries with first
editions of the great writers. This latter is rather a sore point



164 Acta Victoriana.

with me, as I had hoped this time to stock my library with some
such treasures, having been unable to do so from pecuniary
reasons in the earlier days. But, alas! books I could have pur-
chased fifteen years ago for 20 or 30 marks now cost ten times
as much, and are beyond any but the wealthy. Luxury is in
evidence on all sides, but poverty is no less frequently seen; the
contrast between rich and poor increases, and the attendant con-
tests between capital and labor continually recur. And no
wonder, for the prices of all necessities of life are away up in
the clouds. Think of paying 40 cents a pound for beefsteak and
ham, and 10 cents a pound for apples far from as good as our
Northern Spies! Taxes! They seemed high enough years ago,
but they have gone on increasing with the increasing needs of *
the Empire, until last August, it became necessary to invent a
new one, viz., on railway tickets. So far as I know, the air is
still free.

There have also been very important developments. Politi-
cally my wrath was once kindled against a German professor,
who assured me that Germany would have to fight for England
soon, as she was rapidly ageing. But the Flying Squadron of
Venezuela days rather opened the eyes of some of our con-
tinental friends, and the Boer War showed that not John Bull
alone, but John Bull & Sons, Unlimited, were to be reckoned
with in any future trouble. Then there have been great changes
in the Occident, where Japan is a great power and China is mak-
ing tremendous strides in the same direction. Russia is power-
less in the East, and Austria seems on the verge of disintegra-
tion. Effete England, under the leadership of the *first
diplomat of Europe,” King Edward VII., is the friend and ally
of all the greater powers in both East and West. Germany is
isolated, and if war come, she will fight against not for England.
But the Fatherland has also very troublesome home-politics.
The German language is being forced upon the Poles in the
north-east and the Danes of Schleswig-Holstein, with the result
that they are all being driven into a large unit of bitter opposi-
tion. Then there is the large Socialist party, with its 79 members
in Parliament, out of a total of 397. These, representing 400,000
voters, with growing numbers, may easily become at the next
¢lections the strongest party. And the terrible burdens of the
“folk-stupefying” military system is constantly making Socialists




Germany Filteen Years After. 165

and recruits. What would happen if the next elections should
result in large Socialist gains? The fear of something of this
nature is forcing the other parties to unite, but the latest by-
elections have not brought the Unionists any great success. And
the wonderful exploit of “ William I. of Kopenick,” as he has
been called, is but fuel to the flame. 'There is also the trouble-
some colonial policy, some twenty years old, which, so far, has
been very much of a fiasco. No wonder that the Emperor in his
Breslau speech in September thought it necessary to utter a
warning against pessimism in German affairs, for pessimism is
only too well justified.

In another direction a very striking, and, to me, very accept-
able change has come about in this fifteen years. My friends
used to laugh at my temperance talk, but to-day there are
60,000 temperance people, with a far larger number of moderate
drinkers, and non-smokers also abound. These changes are un-
doubtedly in the right direction. Curiously enough they seem, in
many instances, combined with what some readers might call a
“fad,” viz., vegetarianism, as a dietary principle.

So far about the only change I have noticed in the religious
life of the people is a growing toleration of the sects, which are
gaining a foothold alongside of the three main religious bodies—
Catholics, Lutherans and Reformed. The Baptists have a fine
new chapel in Leipzig, and the Methodist cause is a rapidly
growing one both here and elsewhere.

In all educational and scientific life Germany still holds the
foremost place. The greatest respect is paid to the scholar, and
the utmost freedom is granted to the investigator in every field.
Freedom in teaching is a priceless jewel, and freedom in learn-
ing an equally great treasure. The universities have doubled the
number of students in fifteen years. New schools are added
every year to an already liberal system, and everywhere and in
all classes the school is generously and willingly supported.
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A Uisit to the Battlefield of Waterloo

G. E. TRUEMAN, '00.

A O the true Britisher the name of “ Waterloo ” is one
to conjure with. Pride of Empire and pride of Vic-
tory are its associates, and the sluggish heart is
stirred with patriotic fervor at the thought of that
day of conflict. For, just as England sailed into
maritime supremacy, as one has put it, on the prow
of Nelson’s flagship at Trafalgar, so at Waterloo did
she settle her claim of holding the balance of power
in Furopean politics. Yet, even as he stands upon
the spot where history was made, the casual visitor,
unless he has the true historical instinct, is liable to be disap-
pointed at his first impression of the battlefield. If, however, in
imagination he peoples the gently undulating plain before him
with contending armies, sees the spirited charge and repulse,
hears the reverberating boom of cannon, and, in general, wins
again the most crucial conflict ever won by the unyielding bravery
of men, then he will feel that it is one of the greatest privileges
of his life that he has been permitted, himself a son of the Em-
pire, to stand upon the spot where English blood swept back in
its torrent the most colossal ambition of the century.

But it is not my intention here to retail the history of the
battle, concerning which so much has already been written; nor
is it to discuss the causes which lead Napoleon to suffer his last
disastrous defeat. I wish merely to describe briefly the battle-
field as it now is, with such reference to the battle itself as may
enable one who has not been on the spot to form a somewhat cor-
rect impression of the position of the contending armies and the
incidents of that memorable day in June.

The visitor coming from Brussels does not alight at the village
of Waterloo as he might expect, but is carried on some two.or
three miles farther to Braine I.Allend, an unpretentious place
about a mile and a half from the field of battle. His martial spirit
is at once aroused—a fitting thing for the occasion—by a right
flank movement on the -part of a horde of hotel porters, hack
drivers and touts of every description, all on the lookout for the
“rich American.” Just before we left Brussels, however, a
kindly disposed woman had informed us that there was only one
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reputable hotel there, and that was Mrs. Brown’s—with a,long
tale of how Mrs. Brown’s bartender had set up in opposition to
her, and how he was overcharging everybody, etc., ad infinitum,
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until in despair we promised we would have our dinner at Mrs.
Brown’s. We did so, and during our wait inspected the museum,
in which is displayed a number of sabres, bayonets, guns, cannon
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balls, etc., picked up on the field of battle—all interesting. A
rather odd curio is a cross section of an apple-tree, about eight
inches in diameter, with a cannon ball embedded right in the heart
of it. On the way over, we were much amused at a notice printed
on the back curtain of the bus just ahead—evidently by some
enterprising individual not thoroughly conversant with the usages
of our omnipresent English adverb. It read: “ This is only the
omnibus that goes round the battlefield.”

We receive our first indication that we are approaching histori-
cal ground when there rises before us a huge mound of earth
capped by a lofty pedestal on which rests an immense bronze.
lion, 48,000 pounds in weight. This Mont du Lion is 200 feet

MONT DU LION.

high and about 1,700 feet in circumference. It was erected to
mark the spot where the Prince of Orange was wounded, and
was, so our loquacious guide informed us, entirely the product
of woman labor—they getting the princely reward of 4d. a day
for their toil during the four years needed for its construction.
Outside of the fact that the dirt was all carried in baskets, the
interesting thing is, that the soil was taken from near the four
cross roads to level the ravine that proved so fatal to Napoleon’s
cuirassiers. Ascending the 225 steps leading to the summit of
the mound, a splendid view of the scene of battle is presented.
While there with our guide and guide-books, I sketched the plan.
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which is inserted opposite. Remembering how impossible it is
for one to get a clear idea of the relation of the armies, from any
ordinary historical account, I feel sure that anyone interested in
the subject will be amply repaid for any little study it may
necessitate. As we look south to right and left, at our feet in
crescent form lay Wellington’s army, the right flank resting at
and beyond the farm of Hougomont ; the left reaching across the
Charlerai road to the Ferme Papellatte. Napoleon’s army ex-
tended also in crescent form, the centre about 1,700 yards dis-
tant from the centre of the enemy. The French right flank
rested at the Chateau Frischermont, its left stretched into the
forest beyond the Nivelle road, as far as Mt. Plaisir. In this por-

LA HAYFE SAINTE.

tion of the field time has wrought its greatest changes. Formerly
the whole district south-west of Hougomont was forest land.
This has now been cleared. In the place of the elm trees, as far
as the eye can see, there stretches the cultivated land and the
white-walled homes of the industrious Belgian farmer. In fact
the whole field presents almost the same peaceful scene that one
of our own fertile Ontario farms would at a similar time, except
that there are practically no fences to mark off the lots. This is
characteristic of continental farming to some degree. Running
down from Brussels to Liege, on either hand of the track for
miles at a stretch, the fields were quite undivided by fence or
hedge.
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But to return to the Mont du Lion. Before us lie the two
strategic points of the day, l.a Haye Sainte and Hougomont.
Farther down the Charlerai road is ILa Belle Alliance, where
Wellington and Bliicher met after the battle. A hundred yards
or so still farther, on the opposite side of the road, is the monu-
ment erected to the French guard, who, alone of the fleeing army,
courageously stood their ground, preferring rather to be cut to
pieces than by flight to lesson their leader’s chance of escape.
A shattered bronze eagle stands upon a pedestal of stone.
Although in its death throes, this emblem of France still holds in
its talons the prostrate flag. Beneath is his simple inscription:

Aux
derniers combattants de la grande armee
18 Juin 1815.

Over to the left is the monument to the Prussian soldiers
erected on the” spot where they first engaged the body of the
French flank. Away back at the junction of the Charlerai and
Nivelle’s roads is the farm of Mont St. Jean, Wellington’s head-
quarters, and where his despatches were penned. Both this farm-.
house, as well as L.a Haye Sainte and La Belle Alliance, are in
outward appearance quite similar to scores of other Belgian
peasants’ homes—the counterpart of which may be seen in our
own country along the shores of the St. Lawrence.

At the farm-house of La Haye Sainte, however, the tenants,
who are caretakers as well, still show to the tourist the evidences
of the keen contest that raged there during the afternoon of the
battle. In the doors are seen the bullet holes made both from
within and without. At the end of the hall is the well where the
twenty-five Hanovarians were thrown after the French had
effected the capture of the place. On the walls behind, too, are
evident traces of cannon and grape shot. But the yard with its
stacks and loads of hay, its farm implements scattered in pro-
fussion about; its chickens and general air of domesticity, seems
to render incongruous the stories of struggle and carnage with
which we had always associated the name of I.a Haye Sainte.

Anyone who has read Victor Hugo’s “ Ies Miserables,” and
the graphic picture of IHougomont he draws, needs no fuller
description of its appearance. It has not altered much since his
day, nor, indeed, since the great day. Nearly one hundred years:
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have passed since Napoleon’s unsuccessful attempt to capture this
little nook, which, if taken, would probably have given him the
world ; but so generously has time dealt with this historic spot
that nearly everything remains there which was rendered memor-
able from the conflict. True, the chateau is now but a farm,
carts and farm plugs fill the yards, where carriages and gayly
caparisoned horses once were seen. But the old northern gate, or
“ Porte du Nord,” is still the point of ingress, and, with the ex-
ception of the archway, destroyed in the attack, is practically
identical with the one the French beat down during the struggle.

WATERLOO

Forma o8 Hougomont

CHATEAU DE HOUGOMONT.

The old red wall, stone below and brick above, which through the
trees the enemy mistook for the red coats of the British soldiers,
and at which, as a consequence, they fired volley after volley,
still surrounds the yard and orchard. There is visible evidence
here that many repairs have been made. The accompanying cut
shows in the foreground the old wall, now disused and over-
grown with nettles, into which three hundred bodies were hastily
flung after the action—and legend has it, so hastily that on the
night following the burial weak voices were heard calling from
the place of entombment. The chapel burnt after the temporary
occupation of the French now consists of nothing but ruined
walls. These enclose one room, near the altar of which there
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stands a wooden statue of St. Anne; feet charred by the fire;
head of the infant Christ carried away by a cannon ball, but the
figure itself, so say the people round about, was miraculously
saved. From the side of the chapel protrudes a wing of the
chateau, the sole relic of the manor of Hougomont. Beyond
the south gate, the back on the trunks of the trees there, is all
-~ seamed and scarred from the effects of the bullets. This centre
witnessed the most prolonged attack of all, and, with the possible
exception of La Haye Sainte, the fiercest.

Night came on before we had finished our tour of the field, so
we were forced to leave unseen some of the interesting places—
Frischermont, for example, and the ferme du Caillon, where
Napoleon slept the night before the battle and from which he
stole at midnight to inspect the field and to creep quite up to the
garden wall at Hougomont. With the fall of the shadows the
mind naturally turned to that other twilight nearly a century ago.
We looked down the road towards Genappe to see the First
Consul’s hope of universal sway fleeing with his fleeing army.
When he himself reached Genappe, so runs his own account, the
one long streeet was so blocked with disbanded soldiers, generals
without corps, officers without regiments, horses without riders,
tumbrels, baggage, guns and broken shells, that he had great
difficulty in moving along. On the battlefield of Waterloo the
battle had been won and lost, but the true Waterloo lies not in
so many square rods of Belgian soil, but in the invincible bravery
of English hearts. Here it shall always remain—long after
Hougomont and La Haye Sainte have crumbled into dust.

The Stable Boy’s Guest

JEAN BLEWETT.

HE wise men came to the inn that night, “Now, open to us,”
6 they cried,
“We have journeyed far to kneel to One who ’'neath this roof
doth abide.”

The door was opened with eager haste, “ Of whom do ye come in quest?
Can it be that a lord of high degree is with us this night as guest?”




The Stable Boy's Guest. 173

Answered the wise men: “The eastern sky is luminous still, and clear
With the radiance bright of a golden star that had led our footsteps
here.

Blessed O keeper this house of thine, from thatch to foundation stone,
For the open door and hearth fire warm when the King came to His
own.”

“The king! the king!” loud the keeper’s cry, “the king in this house of
mine !

Lights ho! lights ho! set the place aglow, bring forth the meat and the
wine.

The king! let the guest-room be prepared—honor and homage we pay
To royal son of the royal line who tarries with us to-day!”

From room to room of the inn they went, the wise men and keeper
proud,
But not a trace of the one they sought found they in that motley crowd.

"You have other guests?” the wise men asked, and the keeper's face
flamed red,

“But a straggling pair who came so late they found neither room nor
bed.”

“ My masters,” spoke up an uncouth lad, “As T gave my cattle feed,
Came creeping down to the stable door a woman in sorest need.

I made her bed in the manger low, at head of the oxen mild,

And, masters, I heard a moan of pain, and the cry of a new-born child!”

“A prince shalt thou be,” the wise men cried, “for the kindness and
pity shown,

A prince shalt thou be for succor given when the King came to his
own!”

“Nay, I'm but a stable-boy,” he smiled, his eager eyes aglow,
“No king, but a little naked babe sleeps out in my manger low.”

Hast come to these homes of ours, O Christ, in search of a meal or bed,
And found no welcoming cheer set forth, nor place to pillow thine
head!

Oh give us the passionate wish to serve, give us the pity divine,
Then come Thou as beggar, as child, as king, the best that we have is

Thine.
-—From The Cornflower and Other Poems.
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A Young Matador

C. LANGTON CLARKE.

X3 ’

WISH I was a matador, or a picador, or a toreador,” said

the small boy on the other side of the heavy kitchen table,

looking up from the book over which he had been poring.
He was a very small boy, with bare, skinny legs dangling,
large bright eyes, and a crop of sun-bleached hair which stood
up all over his head like a field of stubble.

“ What’s them?” asked his father, with a cock of his chin
whisker, and a side glance round the edge of the heavy-rimmed
spectacles, through which he was reading the patent inside of the
local paper.

“ Bull fighters,” said the small boy ; “ Spanish bull fighters.”

“My sake’s, Willie,” said his mother, rotund and placid, lay-
ing down a half-finished grey sock. *“ You'd never want to be
in no such business as that.”

“Wouldn’t I?” There was a thrill of ecstasy in the high-
pitched voice, and the finger tips made white dints in the freckled
cheeks. “Wouldn’t I? It'd be just grand. There’s a big ring,
like a circus with sawdust, and thousands and thousands of
people. And, then, they let in a big fierce bull, the fiercest they
can find, and the toreadors—he pronounced it ‘ tauradors,” never
having heard of Carmen—they wave red flags, an’ stick little
spears into him till he’s crazy, an’ then in comes the picadors on
horses with long lances, an’ the bull, he jest charges ’em right
an’ left, an’ rips up the horses, an’ horns the men, till he’s jest
got ’em all scared to death.”

“That must be reel excitin’ and amusin’,” was the father’s
comment. -

“ An’, then,” the small boy continued, disregarding the sar-
casm, and working up to his climax; “in comes the matador.
And he’s the grandest and handsomest man there, all dressed in
gold, with a long sword, an’ when the bull sees him he goes
right for him, but the matador ain’t scared—not he. He jest does
like this.” The boy wriggled out from behind the table, picked
up a toasting fork, and threw himself into an exaggerated
fencing attitude. ““ He waits till the bull’s horns is only a few
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inches away, and then he leans over, an’ drives his sword into its
neck, an’ the bull falls dead at his feet. An’ then he puts his
foot on the bull, an’ folds his arms an’ looks all round at the
people, an’ they throw him hundreds and hundreds of dollars.”

“That’s a good price for a bit o’ butcherin’,” said the father.
“I s’pose all them other fellers is workin’ for wages?”

“I don’t know,” said the boy, peevishly, irritated at the
parental lack of responsiveness. “I only wisht I was one of
‘em.,”

“ Well,” said the father, “ you'd better get yourself appren-
ticed to one of them what-dye-may-call-'ems, an’ if you want a
little practice, there’s that ugly critter of Si Wenham’s in his
pastur’, an’ your uncle Abel’s old Gettysburg sword upstairs.”

He chuckled at his own humor, and ignored his wife’s in-
dignallf, “Why, William Selby, how can you go puttin’ sech
idees into the child’s head?”

The boy clambered back onto his chair, and resumed his read-
ing, but every now and again the muttering lips were pinched
together, and the bright eyes, fixed vacantly on the white margin
of the page would see pictured there a green pasture, a frenzied
short-horn bull and himself brandishing a shining blade, and
playing matador. Thus often do the thoughtless words of the
old germinate and fructify in the minds of the young.

Next morning when he had dried the breakfast dishes for his
mother, carried in several armfuls of wood, and attended to vari-
ous household duties assigned to him—he was a conscientious
little boy and never scamped his work—he slipped upstairs to
Uncle Abel’s room, and, climbing on a chair, took down the old
cavalry sabre which hung over the bed. It was not like the
matador’s sword, which the picture showed long and straight,
but the steeel was nice and bright, with a spot of rust here and
there, which he supposed to be the blood of enemies whom his
uncle had killed in the great war.

When he came out from the room he carried the sword with
him, deftly concealed, for the hilt rested against his collar bone
under his flannel shirt, and only about half an inch of the scab-
bard peeped from under the fringe of one knickerbocker leg.
He was doing no wrong, only following his father’s advice, but
he did not want his mother to see the sword. Women wecre
unreasonable and easily scared.
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He slipped out by a side door, and scuttled across the orchard
as fast as his short legs, and the inconvenient nature of his
burden would allow. Well out of sight of the house he thrust
the weapon through a convenient rent in the waistband of his
knickerbockers, and assumed a walk more befitting the dignity of
a Spanish bull fighter.

Silas Wenham’s bull was well-known throughout the district.
Si himself said he was the ugliest-tempered piece of beef that
God ever put breath into. His second son still walked with a
limp, and a hired man, with a taste for litigation, had threatened
to sue him for three broken ribs and a dislocated shoulder. He
himself, a man of great stature and herculean strength, had had
more than one tussle with the brute, and had owed his escape
from injury more to good luck than to his own prowess. He
was always threatening to kill the animal, but until he could
make up his mind he kept him in a five-acre pasture lot with a
strong fence around it.

It was on the top rail of this fence that Willie took his seat,
with the drawn sword across his knees, and watched the great
brown beast as he placidly cropped the grass in the upper part
of the field. He was a pathetic little figure as he sat there, in his
ragged shirt and knickerbockers, with his hair bristling through
rents in his battered straw hat. Not that Willie had not fine
clothes for occasions, such as when he drove in state with his
parents to church. There was a white sailor suit for summer,
and a black velvet Fauntleroy for the cooler months, but the boy
loathed them both as entailing a preposterous cleanliness, and
calling for a harrassing amount of parental supervision. Then,
too, he found that velvet and starched linen were not only dis-
tressingly confining to the limbs, but interfered sadly with the
free play of the imagination. During the dullest sermon his
fancy never soared to such an ecstatic pitch as when he was
lying, ragged and unkempt, under his favorite apple-tree.

Just now, however, he wore neither rags nor Sunday finery,
but a brave velvet dress, sewn thick with gold braid, and a broad
hat with a fine curling feather like the man in the picture. The
rough hewn fence became a lofty gleaming barrier, sawdust hid
the green of the pasture, and the atmosphere thickened into row
upon row, and row upon row, of white strained faces.
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And now the flitting phantoms with which he had peopled the
arena drew back, and it behooved him, the matador, to play his
part. If only he could induce the terror of Andalusia to charge
him, as he stood in safety behind the fence. There was a white
spot, the size of his hand, just behind the play of muscles on the
huge brown shoulder. A fair mark for a death-dealing thrust
from his trusty blade. Not really death-dealing, you know, but
just enough to bring out the red blood on the white hairs. Not
altogether sportsmanlike, perhaps; not what a really truly mata-
dor would do, but even his exuberant fancy did not altogether
blind him to his own limitations.

He slipped down from the fence and advanced a little way into
the field, brandishing the sword, and striking heroic attitudes.
The bull raised his head, but after a swift estimate of the ground
he would have to cover to catch the boy, and the distance the boy
would have to run to reach the fence, concluded that he would
only be wasting time and energy for nothing, and resumed his
grazing.

As Willie stood, regarding his foe with folded arms, and a
haughty stare, but with every muscle of his small legs braced for
emergeicnes, he heard his name called shrilly, and turning saw
a little figure, with flying skirts and hair, racing towards him,
anglewise, across the lower end of the pasture.

It was Dolly Wenham, Si's four-year-old daughter, and his
own true love, a knot of whose hair ribbon was securely bound
to the band of his old hat, and whom he had borne countless
times to safety from the jaws of dragons and the clutches of
giants and pirates. :

“Run for the fence, Dolly. Run! run!” he yelled at the full
pitch of his lungs, “or the bull'll ketch ye.”

The child turned to obey, but tripped and fell heavily, and loud
lamentations were borne to his ear.

The bull also heard, raised his head once more, and began to
take an active interest in the proceedings. This prostrate bellow-
ing child, almost in the middle of his lot, was an altogether dif-
ferent proposition to an active boy, within easy running distance
of an impregnable fence. With a vicious lashing of the tail, and
uttering deep-chested, blood-curdling grunts, he swung himself
about, and came down the field at a slow, lumbering trot.
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Willie’s first impulse was to run—to tumble over that fence
somehow—anyhow—and keep on running. All the stimulating
accessories of the bull ring, which his imagination had conjured
up, had vanished, and he was down to cold, hard facts. He was
just a little boy—a badly scared little boy—and that brown, shin-
ing mountain of meat, with its wicked red eyes, would toss him,
and gore him, and trample him, if—if he stayed long enough to
give it a chance.

He looked back from the advancing bull to Dolly. She was
up now and running for dear life, but—Oh! consarn girls’ fool-
ishness—not for the neighboring fence, but back along the way
she had come. The bull would catch her now sure—sure, and—

He was sick with fright, and his legs shook under him, but he

did not hesitate. As fast as his scuttling legs could carry him
over the short grass, he ran to interpose himself and his sword
between the monster and its intended victim.

Fifty yards away the bull came to an abrupt stop at sight of
" a frantic little figure, which leaped from side to side across his
path, shrilled objurgations at him from tremulous lungs, waved
a long shining piece of steel, and insulted him by the display of
an old red cotton pocket handkerchief. It was something alto-
gether new in his experience, and worth a few moments con-
sideration. He bellowed his surprise and wrath, tore up a few
yards of turf with horn and hoof, and came nearer, while the boy
redoubled his yells and gesticulations.

Then the massive curled frontlet was lowered till the snorting
mostrils stirred the grass, and the bull charged with the
momentum of an express train on a down grade.

The ponderous mass was almost upon him when the boy leaped
desperately aside. A vicious sidelong dig of the horn caught his
bulging shirt, but the material was old and rotten, and ripped
easily. The shock twisted him half round, and he fell on one
hand and knee, but before the bull could turn he was up again.
His sword and handkerchief were gone, dropped in that wild
spring ; his heart sent the blood pounding against his eardrums
till he thought they would burst with the hammering, and his
lips were deadly dry, but he licked his lips moist again, and
gritted his teeth, and faced his enemy like the gallant little soul
he was.
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Again came the headlong terrifying charge, and again the boy
escaped as if by a miracle, but dazed and spent, deaf and almost
blind. The horizon had contracted, ringing thirty yards of turf,
and there was nothing in the world but just himself and this
ravening creature, which was seeking his life. He tried hard to
brace himself for another struggle, but his head swam, a deadly
nausea gripped him, and he sank to his knees.

As through a mist he watched his enemy gather himself to-
gether, he saw the great head sink, and the shoulders heave, and
then—his vision was blotted out by a gigantic form which leaped
in front of him.

He heard the thunder of charging hoofs, saw the figure leap
aside, and the gleam of an axe, swung by immense arms, heard
the bite of steel crunching through flesh, bone and marrow ; the
bellow of the death agony, and the bewildering crash of a ton of
beef collapsing in mid-stride. A yard from where he knelt he
saw a vast brown head, with lolling tongue and bloody foam
about the muzzle, and wicked red eyes which even in death
glared at him, and, in a dull fashion, he realized that he was
saved.

Next moment strong arms caught him up, and Si Wenham’s
whiskered face was bending over his.

“Thank you, Si,” he said, faintly, for his mother had taught

him to be polite.
The big man’s chest heaved with the violence of his exertion,

and his voice came in gasps. .

“Ef you ain’t the finest little bit o’ grit in six states,” he said.
“To think o’ you playin’ a game of tag with old Jake fer the
little girl. I seen the whole thing from the back o’ the wood-
shed, an’ it’s a lucky thing fer you, Willie, as my legs is long an’
the axe was lyin’ handy.”

“You killed him, fine,” murmured the boy, drowsily. * Jest
like a real matador ; on’y you—ought—to ’a—took—the—sword.”

And then he fainted.
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Puck of Pook’s Hill. By Rupyarp KIPLING.

RUDYARD KIPLING.

VERY once in awhile
some wise one arises
to proclaim that Kipling
has had his day. They
said so as he rested after
his early successes; his
answer was the “ Reces-
sional.”  They cried it
again and he gave us
“Kim.” But a few short
months ago we read an
article, proving beyond a
question, that the cult of
Kipling was a dead letter,
and once more he turns,
from his motor-mania, and
the, at times, wearisome
Pycroft, and we have
“ Puck of Pook’s Hill.”

It is the old Kipling—
the maker of Mogli and
Kim and William the Con-
queror ; the man who made
beasts and engines, ma-
chinery and ships speak
with the human voice.

From the opening line of

Puck’s song we {feel the
thrill of age old story of
grandeur of our heritage.
It is patriotism without
the faintest touch of jingo-
ism. We are glad we are
English, because English-
men could do such things

e ]

and English soil could breed such sons. There are a number of
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short stories dealing with the time when the Roman ILegionaries
built their walls and planted their standard on the shores of
Merry England; of the men who fought for the fierce Duke at
Santloche; of a wild cruise in a Danish longship to the shores
of Africa—all told by the men who did the deeds in simple,
honest, manly language. It is a children’s book, I suppose, for
as we grow older we lose faith in fairies, or pretend we do. But
all those who found something in the jungle stories to call them
back to the brave dreams of youth, will feel the same thrill as
they read the story of the brave days of old.

The verses interspersed between the stories are some of the
best work Mr. Kipling has ever done. From Puck’s song that
begins:

“ See you the dimpled track that runs,
All hollowed through the wheat?
O that was where they hauled the guns
That smote King Philip’s fleet.”

To the children’s song with its refrain—

“Land of our birth, our faith, our pride,

For whose dear sake our fathers died;

O Motherland, we pledge to thee,

Head, heart, and hand through the years to be.”
that closes the volume. We feel the touch of the same earnest
patriotism that marked the great “ Recessional,” while the whole
book rings with the splendid purpose of the man who has found
himself again.

® & ©

Disenchanted. By PirrrE LoOTI.

The modern atmosphere of ancient Turkey, and particularly
of the typical old city of Stamboul, with its characteristic archi-
tecture and colorings, its omnipresent Islamism, its exotic addi-
tions of a decidedly western flavor, its dogs, and its ever-present
Levantine laziness is presented with decided vividness in Pierre
Loti’s new book, “ Disenchanted,” one of the late list of the
Canadian Macmillan Company. -

The story centres around an intellectual French litterateur,
who occupies a diplomatic position in Stamboul. His literary
work has attracted the attention of the women of the higher
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classes of the city, and through clandestine meetings and cor-
respondence, with three of these, he makes a study of the un-
happy lives of the Turkish women under the prevailing system
of forced marriage. He even braves all kinds of dangers from
social and religious sources, and visits frequently the long-for-
bidden Turkish harems. The book presumes to present a sum-
mary of his findings, but if these presentations are true the
Turkish women of the best classes must present rather a higher
level of culture than their sisters in England or America. He
makes his heroine, who, by the way, is a very attractive young
wife just out of her teens, and who is presented as typical of her
class, a ready linguist, a devoted student of Kant and Nietzche,
as well as of the recent romanticists, an artist of some note and
a musician who plays and sings the works of the masters, and
renders worthy concertos of her own composition. The story
is remarkably well told, however, is full of action and forces one
to sympathize with its ostensible purpose.

The Westminster Co., Limited

The Doctor. By Rarpu CONNOR.

No one has done more to direct the eyes of the literary world
towards Canada and Canadian novelists than Ralph Connor.
This, his latest book, cannot fail to enhance his reputation. The
plot of “The Doctor ” displays a better conception and fuller
development than that of any of his former books. The interest
of the reader is kept at the tension point to the end. Like all his
other books, he unites in this pathos, humor and quaint character
drawing. He is faithful to life in his portrayal of human moods
and passions. T'wo strong characters are presented in the doctor
and his brother, the preacher. Altogether, it is a splendid book
for a college man to read, calculated to stir the sympathies and to
arouse to high endeavor.

$ § ¥

The Silver Maple. By MARIAN KEgrrH.

This is a fit successor to the author’s former book, “ Duncan
Polite.” Though not surpassing it in characterization, the book,
as a connected whole, is much better. It is a tale of early Cana-
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dian life, told in -a simple and interesting way. Perhaps the
grandest character is the aged “ Granny,” who is able to restrain
the fiery passions of her husband, Big Malcolm MacDonald, and
whose sympathetic heart is the solace of her grandson, Scotty.
Scotty is a bright, wholesome lad, with the small boy’s scorn of
anything effeminate, which, nevertheless, always yields to his
sense of chivalry. The noble Scottish principles, which Granny
has firmly inculcated in “ her boy,” do not desert him, but bring
him safely through his trial with the unprincipled world. Isabel,
with her bounding spirits, and innocent of “the sin of pride,”
naturally wins the love of Scotty, and forms one of the alto-
gether attractive characters of the book. Rural life in an early

MARIAN KEITH.

Canadian settlement is well depicted, with its racial feuds gradu-
ally breaking down before a common patriotism and the advance
of education and religion. The humorous element is supplied by
Weaver Jimmie's attempts to woo his buxom bride, which are at
last rewarded. The whole neighborhood comes to the wedding,
“ for one always bestowed a compliment upon one’s host by
attending,” and, in the words of Store Thompson, “ It was jist
an auspicious consummation-like.” There is nothing pretentious
about this book, either in style or plot. It is a wholesome, in-
teresting tale, breathing the spirit and life of nature.
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The Upper Canada Tract Society

Edinburgh Sermons. By HucH BLACK.

The acceptance by Mr. Black of a professorship in Union
Theological Seminary, New York, lends a special interest to these
examples of the preaching that gave him so prominent a place in
the Scottish pulpit. The sermons are all excellent, and with their
concise effectiveness of style, and especially when reinforced by
the personal magnetism of the speaker, they go far to account
for the phenomenal success of Mr. Black at Free St. George’s.
Assuredly, too, the preacher’s choice of subjects is part of his
secret. Mr. Black spends little time on problems or questions of
criticism, but at once challenges the attention with a direct and
fresh treatment of such every-day themes as “ The Temptation
of Distance,” *“ The Courage of Consecration,” *“ The Discipline
of Change,” and “The Heroism of Endurance.” These and
kindred subjects at once arrest the ear and lead onward and up-
ward to higher levels of life and wider horizons of privilege. To
those who are familiar with the name and work of the brilliant
associate of Dr. Alexander Whyte, these Edinburgh Sermons
will be especially welcome. All others,” who, would show what
manner of man he is, would do well to secure the volume and

read it.
v ¥ ¥

The Problem of the Old Testament:- By Jamrs Orr, D.D. Lon-
don: Nisbet & Co. 1905. Pp. lii,, 562.

This book is notable as a contribution to the discussion of Old
Testament questions by one of the best and most respected of
living British scholars, who, nevertheless, finds it impossible to
agree in every part with Wellhausen and his school. The author
is eminently fair and courteous to his opponents; he recognizes
the merits and the important services of criticism; he will even
admit many opinions and conclusions of critics. He says (Pre-
face, p. xv.) : “The author is not of the opinion that much good
is accomplished by the violent and indiscriminating assaults on
the critics sometimes indulged in by very excellent men.” Again
(p. 9) he says: “The truth is, and the fact has to be faced, that
no one who studies the Old Testament in the light of modern
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knowledge can help being, to some extent, a ‘ Higher Critic,” nor
is it desirable that he should.” “* Higher Criticism,” rightly
understood, is simply the careful scrutiny, on the principles
which it is customary to apply to all literature, of the actual
phenomena of the Bible, with a view to deduce from these such
conclusions as may be warranted regarding the age, authorship,
mode of composition, sources, etc., of the different books; and
everyone who engages in such inquiries, with whatever aim, is a
* Higher Critic,” and cannot help himself.” “ There is nothing in
such scholarly examination of the Bible, even though the result
be to present some things in a new light, which need alarm any-
one.”

These are wise words and are to be commended to the
thoughtful consideration of some among us who still regard a
critic as a ruthless antagonist, who would destroy their beloved
Scriptures or tear them to pieces.

It is not the critic but the rationalist that Dr. Orr fears. He
thinks, however, that the tendency of much of the scholarship of
the time is toward a rationalistic view of the Bible, and it is
against that tendency that he would lift up a solemn warning.
Much of what he says of the extravagance of the modern school
—baseless speculation, minute dissection of documents often on
purely subjective grounds, exaggerated scepticism, etc.—is only
too true. But the author overestimates the danger and is un-
able to see that the readjustment of the theory of the history in
the light of recent research, both archaological and critical,
shows not less, but even more clearly than before, the true in-
spiration of Israel’s seers and prophets and the certainty of a
divine revelation. The book is one that ought not to be, and,
indeed, cannot be, ignored by candid students of the Old Testa-
ment.

Copp Clark Co., Limited
Prisoners. By Mary CHOLMONDELEY. Toronto.

A compromising situation which leads Michael Carstairs to
confess to the commission of a murder of which he is wholly
innocent that he may shield from unjust suspicion his cousin, Fay
Bellairs, is the sordid and withal hackneyed plot of Miss
Cholmondeley’s new story, “ Prisoners.”
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The simple nobility of Michael’s great sacrifice and the utter
unworthiness of her for whom it was made, only adds to the
sombre interest of the story. Why did he ruin his life, we cannot
help but ask, for such a one? For with that strange, almost ruth-
less, interpretation of character, Miss Cholmondeley points out the
total failure of Fay Bellairs to rise to the heights when such a
sacrifice is understandable. In the utter heartlessness of the
heroine, if such she may be called, when, with a word, she might
have freed the man she claimed to have loved, and the calculat-
ing, cold-blooded self-interest that we note, when, after years of
suffering, Michael is released, though the confession of the real
murderer, broken in mind and body, only to find that she, for
whom he had cast everything aside, with simple gallantry and
self-forgetfulness, had turned her fickle affection to that stolid
and insipid, though well-to-do country gentleman, his brother.
In this we have the characteristic note of all Miss Cholmondeley’s
writings. It is with something of the cynic’s viewpoint that she
touches the follies, foibles and mistakes of men. It is not like the
surgeon, inflicting pain for an ultimate good, but rather a minute
dissection, that we may see the inner, underlying motives of
mankind.

It is not a pleasant book. It will not tend to increase one's
love or belief in one’s fellow-men, but despite this it-is not a book
to be passed by unnoticed. In its marvellously acute power of
characterization, its finished style, its epigrammatic dialogue and
general masterly workmanship, it is a work that stands head and
shoulders above most of the popular books of the day; and
whether it is enjoyed or not, which will depend largely on the
matter of temperament, it is a book that will well repay the

reading.
¢ & ¥

The Saint (Il Santo). By SENATOR ANTONIO F0G0ZANO.

This is an Ttalian story. The free spirit of the Lombard Hills
pervades it, but its central theme is the age-old and ever-new
subject of the importunate demands of the goddess “custom,”
exemplified here in the power of the mighty organization of the
Roman Church. According to its rigid formula, hallowed by the
dust of antiquity, the Church lays its restraining and confining
hand upon its members, and this whole volume is an eloquent
plea for an uncompromising adherence to one’s own personal
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convictions, unhindered and uninfluenced by the usual and the
expected. It is, however, an appeal for these things within the
Church. ;

About this propaganda is woven the tale. The humble hero of
the story, Piero Maironi, has turned from the life of a Latin
city, with its unconventional entanglements, to the bedside of his
dying wife, for years insane. A vision given him, after her
death, in the little chapel near his home, changes the course of
his life. ““ Magister adest et vocat te” rings in his ears and he
joins a monastic community at Santa Scolastica as an under
gardener. Here he gets a reputation for unusual piety, but is
expelled (with the gift of the habit of a lay-brother) from the
community through the influence of those who hate the Liberal
movement with which he is connected, through his confessor, Don
Clementi. He ministers to the peasant folk at Jenne, and his
fame spreads. Henceforth the story is one of his personal popu-
larity, the spread of the Liberal movement, the sympathy and
helplessness of the Pontiff, the merciless persecution and untiring
intrigue of the curia, woven in and out with the persistent
shadowing of Maironi by an infidel paramour of his earlier days,
Jeanne Desalle. At last she receives the crucifix from his hands.

The ideal of the teacher is mediaeval—a life of renunciation.
His faith in the efficacy of the Roman Church suggests to a Pro-
testant mind the question whether Catholicism can provide for
actual personal religion of the masses with anything like its
present system. DBut the great declaration which it flings before
every man is the one which the world needs to consider. Is
Christianity merely an ideal system of mystical philosophy, or is
it an actual guide for the life of those who profess it as a revealed
religion with all that the term implies? The demand throughout
the book is for honesty and real faith.

The book is on the Index Prohibitorum Librorum. It has been
accepted as the creed of a group of young Italians—the Chris-
tian Democrats. Tt is an able expression of the Zeitgeist of Italy,
and, perhaps, of the world; and in the words of another, its
appearance is more than a publication, it is an event.
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Knights Who Fought the Dragon. By EpwiN LESLIE.

At the great Nashville Convention, Rev. J. A. Macdonald made
the following statement : “ What Ralph Connor has done for the
lumber camps of the Ottawa, the ranches of the foothills, and the
mining towns of the Rockies, someone will yet do for the
mission fields of Africa and the Orient.” This is the very field
which Mr. Leslie has entered in his book, “ Knights Who Fought
the Dragon.” It is a story of missionary life in China at the
time of the Boxer uprising. The book is carefully written, the
story a good one, the love element dignified, and the char-
acters well drawn. We believe that one day we will have great
reason to be proud of Edwin Leslie as a Canadian author.

$ ¢ @

Quiet Talks About Jesus. By S. D. GORDON.

Very simple, like its companions, is this little book of Gor-
don’s. They are, indeed, quiet talks; homely, almost colloquial
in word and phrase, yet touched with that deeper, truer insight
that makes them speak straight to the heart. Very quietly and
reverently, yet in plain, ungarnished language he deals with the
matchless story of the Christ, explaining and expounding, here
and there, by some quaint suggestive phrase or illustration, strik-
ing in its familiar simplicity. With this as a foundation he
presents the different cares and relationships of our daily life,
and shows how they may be changed into something almost
divine under the guiding supremacy of Jesus Christ. In this
little book there is no thought of theological profundity. It is, as
its title suggests, a book for a quiet hour; a book to encourage
and inspire and one that leaves us the better for the sweetness of
its story.

Henry Frowde, Toronto

The Undertow. By RoErr E. KNOWLES.

The thousands who were delighted last year with Mr. Knowles’
“ St. Cuthbert’s ” will not fail to be charmed by this, his second
effort. “’The Undertow ” is a strong novel, and gets a hold in
the beginning on the reader which it keeps to the end. It is a
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book of esoecial interest to the college man or graduate. Stephen
Wishart, the hero, was a college man, who, after graduation, had
a fierce inner battle to fight. How he fought and overcome
forms the basis of the story. No one can read of the young min-
ister’s struggles and final victory and not have his deepest sym-

REV. ROBERT E. KNOWLES.

pathies aroused, and feel stronger himself at the close. A fine
character is created in Robert Wishart, father of the hero, as
also in Stephen Wishart’s wife. The book possesses a few slight
faults in workmanship. The emotional element, at times, seems

6
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to be overdone. The general excellence of the book far out-
weighs all this, however. Mr. Knowles has added considerably
to his own reputation as a writer, and incidentally to the grow-
ing fame of Canadian writers of fiction.

L 2
The Adventures of Billy Topsail. By NorRMAN DUNCAN.

There is no doubt that “The Adventures of Billy Topsail ”
is a book which will be seized with avidity by the youth of our
land, and the cry will surely be,  Just one more chapter!” when
bedtime is announced by the fond mamma. But it will be read
eagerly by others than the boys, for it contains the same charm
which in “ Doctor Luke” and “The Way of the Sea” trans-
ported us to the barren Labrador coast. Billy’s character is, per-
haps, not very clearly defined, but he is only the pivot around
which swing vivid pictures of the lives of the hardy fishermen.
The “city boy” seems a little out of place, even for the pur-
pose of contrast, but he does not detract materially from the
atmosphere of the whole. The stories are full of picturesque
figures, which possess an attractiveness only increased by the
quaint dialect. It is a wholesome book and gives one a desn‘e to
get out of doors and do things.

Dictoria’s Graduates in Literature

Just as we were going to press there was brought to our notice
a book by one of Victoria’s most distinguished graduates, Dr.
W. H. Schofield, Professor of Comparative Literature in Har-
vard University. The book is one on English literature dealing
with the period between the Norman Conquest and the time of
Chaucer. It is the first of two volumes to come from the press
of the MacMillans of Canada.” Mr. Schofield’s book will be

reviewed in our next issue.
v % ¥

In Mr. Petrie’s forthcoming book on the Egyptian Explora-
tion Fund Expedition, we were pleased to know that another one
of Victoria’s graduates has had a share. Mr. C. T. Currelly, who
has for some time been connected with the expedition in a high
official capacity, has contributed a couple of chapters to the book,
dealing with certain phases of the work on which he is an
authority.
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Among the later books coming from the press of William
Briggs for the Christmas trade is one of peculiar interest to the
men and women of Victoria. It is a book of poems, “ Among
the Immortals,” dedicated to the late W. Graham Wright, ‘o7,
by his father. Particularly in one poem, “ Bereaved,” Rev. Mr.
Wright has given us verse, exquisite in its beauty and pathos.
The general plan of the ‘book is unique, since it follows the
Bible story, telling in “ songs and sonnets ” many of the lyrical
and dramatic parts of the Immortal Book. It may be of in-
terest to add that the proceeds of its sale are to go toward the
establishment in this College of a prize in memory of him
who has crossed the Great Divide.

’

.5

Age’s Lament
C. W. STANLEY, '09.

WOULD I had my youthful dreams,—
A youth is ever what he seems,
He may have any being he deems
In very sooth;
Then might I muse on tree-clad hills,
On blue and distant, hiding hills,
For Beauty holds me as she wills,
And Distance me with yearning fills,
The Unseen with a mystery thrills,—
They did in youth.

I would T had the dreams of youth,

Elysian dreams, yet so like truth,

Whose charm dispelled wrought me no ruth
Nor e’er a sigh;

That I might gaze on evening sky,

With ravished heart and wistful eye,

To watch the phantom, fleet clouds fly

In splendid shapes of mystery,

As did I oft in days gone by, .
In days gone by.
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The Nevado de Toluca

A. P. COLEMAN, M.A., PH.D.

UR narrow gauge railway climbed through pouring
rain that threatened to wash away the very founda-
tions of things from the City of Mexico over a pass
- at 10,000 feet and then hustled down into another

Valley as darkness fell, halting at the City of Toluca. Street cars
“drawn by little mules met us at the station, and after a formal
address by the Governor of the State of Jalisco, we were taken
to our hotel. Round the bare stone paved patio there were
arcades, where we loitered until rooms were assigned us, and
then until a half dozen porters came staggering in from the
station with our mountainous luggage on their shoulders.

The formal dinner with five kinds of wine that evening in the
council chamber of the state needs no description. It was in-
teresting as the first of many banquets in the hospitable cities of
Mexico, where champagne started tlie flow of eloquence in half a
dozen languages from our polyglot company.

In the morning we took a train to a village some miles off
through the corn-fields, and there found our ponies and a most
picturesque escort of Rurales (mounted policemen) armed with
carbine and sabre, and with a band playing lively airs. When our
party of thirty had mounted we rode through the village streets,
with all the inhabitants lined up on the sidewalks, or crowding
doorways and windows. There was great enthusiasm among
them, gaily dressed men and women, with brown faces and black
eyes, laughing and chattering, while boys threw firecrackers,
which our steady ponies ignored, and three men on the church
tower made the three bells swing over and over, and almost crack
their throats to add to the welcome.

We trotted or cantered through this and a smaller village; our
guards riding before and behind, and then began to climb at a
slower pace. There was a spatter of rain and our Rurales
pulled black covers over their encrmous sombreros, and put on




The Nevado de Toluca. 193

their ponchos, which were black also. From gay cavaliers in
uniform with shining arms they turned to somber mutes in a
funeral procession. We entered a forest of splendid long-leaved
pines, and the climbing became steep, as our trail ziz-zagged up
the slope, so that the ponies, though plucky, needed some urging.
At last the top of the mountain ridge was reached, when our
path led downwards again, for we were to lunch at the Hacienda
Veladero, a widely-spread farm-house in the midst of a great
estate, in the valley below. Stone walls about the patio, a one-

DR. COLEMAN,

story house of stone and tile, cool floors of stone; everything
was built for eternity, except the mountains of rolls, of meat
and of beans that awaited our hungry crowd on the long oak
tables of the bare dining-room.

After lunch we had a long and tiresome climb of several
thousand feet up the mountain slope, and through the pine
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woods above the level of wheat and barley fields before our
camp was reached at about 10,000 feet, where two rough board
sheds had been put up just for our accommodation. Supper
was late, for a whole sheep was slowly boiling in a huge stone-
ware crock, while the water was heating for tea in another one.
It was after dark before the meal was ready, and we ate stand-
ing along a sloping table out of doors, by the light of guttering
candles and blazing fires.

At 10,000 feet, even in the tropics, the nights are bitterly cold,
and the canvas cots they had laboriously brought up to the camp
on mule back were chilly things to sleep on: We should have
been more comfortable like our Rurales, outside under the stars,
for they slept on the ground.

At dawn some enthusiast shouted in German, “ Get up and
see Popocataypetl,” so we all bundled out shivering to see the
marvellous white cone of that distant volcano gleaming among
the ruddy morning clouds.

Soon came breakfast and another long climb on horseback, to
tree line at about 12,500 feet, and then over the sharp rim of the
crater, for the Nevado de Toluca is an extinct volcano. Our
party rode down into the crater, now cool and gray, with its soil
of cinders and bombs, and its three beautiful -little lakes round
a central cone. These lakes are, perhaps, the highest in North
America, being over 13,000 feet above the sea. For our pleasure
eight stalwart peons had toiled up all the day before, and all the
morning, while we ascended, carrying on their shoulders a dug-
out canoe, thick and water-soaked, which must have weighed a
ton. At last they dropped it beside the largest lake, about half a
mile long, and whoever would had a ride on the crystal clear
water of a lake above the clouds. '

A number of us, especially English speakers, climbed the
highest peak on the crater rim, a shattered and jagged point of
lava, 15,000 feet above the sea. From this point we looked down
on the rest of the world, the busy crowd by the lake beneath us,
the broad plain around the mountain with dim villages and the
red roofs of Toluca, and on distant mountains shrouded in
clouds.

Going down the rugged inner slope of the crater we were soon
beside the lake again, bustling to find our horses and get under
way for the long ride to Calimalya, the village where we were
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to take the train back to Toluca. It was a rapid change from
the frigid pinnacles of the Nevado, with their snow-drifts and
icy breezes, to the hot breath of the plain. There yucca palms,
free cacti, and huge century plants reminded us that we were
once more in a tropical climate, where boys and girls go without
much clothing other than their brown skin, and grown people
wear only cotton garments topped with a sombrero, suggesting
the volcano in shape and size, to ward off the vertical sun.

The Winter Canstellati_ons

T. H. PARKER, '07.

HE object of this sketch is to encourage acquaintance-
ship with the constellations and the planets, by
noting briefly the appearance of the heavens during
the winter months. One will be surprised how

quickly the names of the chief stars may be learned, and how

readily their positions are fastened in the memory. As these are
gradually acquired our interest in the wonders of the sky grows
accordingly.

At the outset it should be said that of all the constellations seen
during the round of a year, those keeping watch from December
to March are most splendid. Of the twenty or more stars of the
first magnitude, over a third may be seen during this time.

Using the map it will not be difficult to find the principal stars
and their groups. Our map pictures the heavens as they appear
at midnight on December 1st, at 10 o’clock p.m. on January 1st,
and at 8 o’clock p.m. on the 1st of February. To use the map
hold it overhead, having the points east, west, north and south in
their proper places. We must imagine it to extend down to the
horizon on all sides, as a dome. The centre of the map marks
the zenith.

Another way, and more convenient perhaps, is to lay the map
flat, and have the lower side the same as the direction in which
we are facing. Suppose we are looking toward the north. Then
by both methods the Great Dipper will be seen nearly upright, as
if standing on its handle. A little study will show other groups
arranged as is indicated. We shall begin with the well-known
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sign of the Dipper in the north-east part of the sky. This is
marked on the map as Ursa Major. The two outside stars in
the bowl always point to Polaris, or the Pole-star. Between
the pole and the handle of the Dipper lies the Little Dipper, or
Ursa Minor. It appears upside down. On the other side of
Polaris we see a W-shaped group of five stars. This is Cas-
siopeia, the mother of the beautiful Andromeda, whom we re-
member was rescued from a cruel fate by her lover Perseus. The
curved sword of Perseus is seen just south of Cassiopeia, having
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a bright star, Algenib, midway in the blade. Continuing this
curved row of stars we come to the brilliant white star Capella
in Auriga.

West of Algenib we distinguish the maiden Andromeda,
marked by the stars almost in a straight line. Still further to the
west lies the Great Square of Pegasus. Aside from legendary
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interest, Andromeda possessed the first nebula observed with the
naked eye. North of the middle star are seen two fainter ones.
On a clear night a tiny wisp of light may be seen close to the
uppermost of the two. This is the Great Nebula in Andromeda.
In the constellation of Perseus also is found the wonderful
“Demon Star,” which the Arabs named Algol, the ““winking "
star. This is a remarkable variable, whose light is periodi-
cally cut off by a huge dark companion. Algol is marked on the
map immediately above the word Perseus.

Turning now to the south we notice a small group glittering
almost overhead. Can these shy twinklers be the famous
Pleiades? Yet this is the constellation which has been held in
reverence from the most remote ages, and of which was written :

“Though small their size, and pale their light, wide is their
fame.”

This little group has been linked with the traditions of nearly
every land. They can be seen from every inhabited part of the
globe. Below the Pleiades we find another well-known group,
the Hyades. They are V-shaped, distinctly having the bright
red star Aldeboran at the end of the lower branch. A pretty
double is seen on the same side. The Pleiades and the Hyades
belong to the constellation Taurus. These but serve to usher
upon the scene the finest of the constellations, the mighty Orion.
Just now he is seen high up in the south-east. The general out-
line is soon observed, and once studied is never forgotten. No
other constellation possesses as many bright stars. Orion has
two of the first magnitude, Betelgeuse, the right shoulder, a red
star, and Rigel in the foot, an equally bright white star ; there are
four of the second magnitude, including the three matched stars
in the Belt; besides are three of the third, nearly fifteen of the
fourth, and stars of lesser glory without number. The Great
Nebula in Orion is midway in the pendant of stars hanging from
the Belt and forming the sword.

On the opposite side of Taurus from Orion are the constella-
tions of Aries, Pisces and Cetus. The latter contains another won-
derful variable star, which was named “ Mira” (Omicron-Ceti).
Its position is marked on the map, being just above the word
Cetus, though its place in the heavens is rather difficult to
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describe. Before quitting our survey we must find Sirius, the
Great Dog-star. It surpasses all others in brilliancy, and is with-
out a rival among the fixed stars. It is always readily found from
the three stars in the Belt of Orion. These are nearly in a
straight line with Sirius. Directly north we come to the bright
star Procyon or the Lesser Dog-star. Between Procyon and
Polaris shine the two celebrated stars in Gemini, Castor and
Pollux, the former being nearer Polaris. At this time the
brothers are honored as being the hosts of the planet Jupiter.
Last year this huge planet was in the constellation of Taurus, but
with his retinue of satellites is travelling steadily eastward among
the stars. During the months of winter Jupiter will be con-
spicuous in Gemini. In the extreme east Regulus is just rising
at the end of the Sickle, the herald of the constellation of Spring.

Notes

Nothing less than a supreme ambition to overcome obstacles
hitherto unsurmounted, and an insatiable desire to discover
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