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“ A woman'’s rank lies in the fulness of her womanhood : therein alone she is royal.” —GrORGE KLioT.
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Visitors to the Sanctum.

** The spring doth make poets of us all.”

Art in Ontario.

The exhibition of the Ontario Society of Artists may be, I sup-
pose, fairly typical of art in our province. It seems absurd, how-
ever, to talk about art as bounded by certain geographical lines or
restricted to certain spaces. That art here should be different from
art in Quebec, or across the border, is supposing art to be a veri-
table Hydra, with a head here, a head there, and body—who shall
decide where ?  For every class of enthusiasts, every school of art
will place its body in a different place, according as their fancy
draws its inspiration.

Art is cosmopolitan, and to speak of its localization is to use a
confusion of terms. But one cannot well speak of Canadian cheese,
for instance, as distinctively Canadian, 'unless there is that in its
flavor and availability which gives it an individuality. So with art.
Whether we, here in Ontario, are old enough to have a flavor in
art I cannot say. I only feel that it is not here.

The exhibition was heterogeneous in subjects, conception, style,
treatment and technique. There is obviously no connecting link
except that the exhibition is called that of the ** Ontario Society of
Artists.” There is no predominating influence. No master-spirit
has impressed his great individuality upon his fellow-workers. The
inspiration, object and feeling of all seem to be different. Hence
we cannot speak of these men as embodying art in Ontario. So far
as that is concerned, we have none. We have artists, but no art.
And until these men have so stamped their individuality upon the
life of the people that as the artist reflects every aspect ot our liv-
ing, with its complexities and issues, so shall the people in turn see
in him more than a painter of picturés, but a man who has revealed
them to themselves. Whether it is that we ourselves are not suffi-
ciently typical, I do rot know. Certainly there does not seem to
be enough rugged patriotism to induce anything distinctive in art,
music or literature. Climatic conditions do not, in cur case, affect
our national characteristics as might be expected. And the attitude
that men of art and letters take toward the political and social con-
dition of this country is not conducive to a healthy welded life of
art and people. That painting in Canada, as well as the sister
arts, shall be typical, strong and emotional it is essential that the
artist, be he poet or painter, be so much the very life of the pco-
ple that no part of that life shall be to them sordid or uninteresting.
I am speaking now solely for the sake of art, although I deeply re-
gret that so many of our best men keep aloof from the sphere of

politics. That the government of a country represent the best of
that country it is vital not only that the ablest and most honest of
our citizens come forward, but that the artists, the poets—those
who idealize, form an integral part of that government. They alone
can so purify and ennoble what is filthy and sordid that the state
shall be the better for their having lived.

One would expect, since there is no master-workman, no school
of art, no burning devotion to one object, that such an exhibition

» as that of the Ontario Society of Artists would be intensely inter-

esting as an exhibition of characteristic work, that each artist thus
representing an individuality distinct and separate would show us
the very best and truest of himself. I trust this is not so. Each
must surely be capable of better things. There is here nothing
strong enough to hold one fascinated as can even the poorest print
of one of the Old World masterpieces. One wanders from picture
to picture, admiring perhaps, disliking possibly, seeing evidence of
plenty of talent, skilful work, clever coloring, and yet come away
unsatisfied. There is nothing that appeals strongly to the feelings,
which takes hold of you and keeps you there in spite of yourself. I
am aware that this is crude criticism, but it seems to me that paint-
ing, of all things, has failed in its very reason of being if it does
not arouse emotion.

Nor can I see the object of exhibiting ugly pictures, no matter
how faithful the work may be. Surely art, if anything, ought to be
beautiful. When there is a choice ought not the beautiful, whether
of soul or body, be chosen? We do not walk ten miles to see an
ugly man, nor follow plain girls around the streets to get another
look at their faces. Then why immortalize anything but beauty ?
It takes beauty to lift us above ourselves. We crave for it. If one
can find beauty and strength contained in one picture, there is joy.

Reminiscences,

Whether reminiscences are not almost entirely sad is debatable.
Undoubtedly there is so much that is sad, that the bringing back
of past events nearly always awakens emotions of a melancholy
nature. * The tender sadness,” as a poet has it, ** that is half joy
half sorrow and altogether melting.” One attends a convocation,
but two years after one has graduated and finds oneself forgotten,
Here and there is a familiar face, occasionally a kindly smile, more
frequently welcome recognition from another graduate as forlorn as
oneself. At commencement exercises do you think we —that other
graduate and myself—looked on the platform and see others kneel
at the Chancellor’s feet. Not abit of it. We saw vurselves there.
I knew by his face, as he by mine, that each of us had gone back
two years, and once more trembled and shook during the few min-
utes ordeal. The day we had looked forward to for four years was
once more before us. I remember every detail, the exceeding
shakiness as tn knees, the deep regret that I had to wear an ugly
black college gown and hide the glory of a new spring costume,
the flowers people kindly sent, the congratulations, the crazy things
I said in the excitement of the moment, the sadness of leave tak-
takings and the blank feeling that the world had some way come
to an end. I suppose every graduate feels the same. There seems
nothing more to happen in life. Everything is over.

One has struggled and been happy, idled and been remorseful,
read hard and idled again, finally crammed for examination. A
long four years have been taken out of one’s life. Much has been
sacrificed, much gained. Home, for most of us, given up, friends
neglected, everything put to one side while the great plan of edu-
cation went on. For four years one stood, expectant, being con+
stantly fed intellectually. We, ourselves, were the important fac-
ors of this period. Everything was being done for #s. Our minds
were being, at the same time, house-cleaned and filled up sgain.
We grew to regard ourselves as beings of infinite importance. Self-
improvement, self-education, self-culture, self-care—this was our
college life. It revolved around ourselves. Ever through the whole
course on successive convocations and commencements, we saw
the day before us when we too should stand on the dais, the ob-
served of all observers, when the crown of glory—the degree—
should be ours. This was our Mecca. Thither we journeyed, toil-
ing, now led aside by gay Pleasure, now elbowed back into the
road by stern Duty. At last we reached the Promised Land. The
four years of work and waiting to an end, and—this was the end of
it all. Tis?—This brief space on a crowded platform, half-fright-
ened to death, not hearing a word that went on, the whole thing
over before it was begun, the mothers and sisters and fathers who
have journeyed hundreds of miles for this day, not even able to
catch even a glimpse of us |—this ?

A sense of utter disappointment comes over us. It was not
worth it at all.  For the time being, the receiving of the degree
ceases to be a mere symbol, a certificate of work done, but means
the prize we have been running for. It is the olive wreath and
not many days afterwards do we realize that the possession of a
degree does not end with commencement day.

It is with a keen sense of having struggled for something not
worth having that we spend the last few days in the University.
Behind us seems childhood and playhood, before us a grim life,
with its mysterious and dreaded possibilities.  What may the future
hold for us? A false step now, a wrong choice and one’s career
may be hopelessly spoiled. Then is the time when one’s relatives
and friends know the very best thing for one. And hence many
tragedies occur. John wakes up a year later to find that he has
entered a profession for which he is more than unfitted. ¥ a girl
or boy has a decided leaning in any one direction, no parents have
any right to force them in another. On the whole the day one
graduates is not a cheerful day. It is not cheerful at the time and
it is not cheerful to look back upon. We know,- alas! how the
rosy dreams have faded. We lelt the University ; behind us the
school room, before us the world. There was a name and fame to

win, a career to shape, money to earn for those who bad stinted
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that we might have this chance, comforts to bestow, and a whol>
world’s wrong to put right. In the glow of young enthusiasm this
did not seem too much to attempt. We felt ourselves strong, grow-
ing eager ; filled with noble ambitions.

Then as time went on, and one illusion after another faded, as
one felt the hopelessness of the struggle against ignorance and evil,
as disappointments accried, as the judgment of the world rolled on
crushing our very life, taking youth and freshness and faith and
hope as useless sacrifices.—there is not much left of the joyous
anticipation of a graduation day. There is now a more or less
contented stagnation where there was formerly

** A thousand restless hopes and fears
Forth stretching to the coming years.”

Mg Ctenl

VH‘:’temoon Tea.

For afternoon tea you need : Two small tables, fringed or em-
broidered tea cloths, doilies, an urn for bouillon, bouillon cups,
spoohs, a tea-kettle, tea pots, tea caddy, sugar howls, cream jugs,
sugar tongs, teacups and saucers, teaspoons, a pitcher for iced
water, tumblers, plates for finger rolls, plates for small cakes, bon-
bon dishes.

The afternoon tea, which may properly be placed under the head
of receptions, is not here considered. To serve it requires more
than one person. R ;

The simple afternoon tea of a lady who is at home informally to
her friends should be arranged by the waitress. She should have
command of this situation, as well as of all others in her depart-
ment. Bouillon should be /%07, a cup of tea should be hot and
fresk. Finger Yolls should be spread in such a manner that bits of
butter will not come in contact with gloves. A tumbler must be
only three-fourths full of water.

Place a small table—round if possible—where it will be most con-
venient for the hostess. Lay on it a daintily embroidered tea
cloth, two or three choice cups and saucers, with spoons, a small
sugar bowl with sugar tongs, a small cream jug, a dish of bonbons
and, at the last moment, a small teapot of freshly made tea.

Ina corner of the room, or at one side in the background, lay
another table with a teacloth, and place upon it an urn of bouillon,
bouillion cups, doilies, teacups and saucers, spoons, a kettle of
boiling water, a pitcher of iced water, tumblers, plates of finger
rolls and small cakes, a dish of bonbons, a sugar bowl, a cream jug
and a tea caddy. On this table have also a teapot heating for the
next brewing of tea. Twenty minutes, or even more, may elapse
between the serving of the first cups of tea and those which follow.
Tea to be enjoyable must be freshly brewed. :

When the hostess has received a guest or guests, offer bouillon
from a tray which holds also a small plate of finger rolls and one or
two doilies. If tea, which the hostess offers, is preferred, offer
cakes with it.

Observe when a guest has finished a cup of bouillon or a cup of
tea, and, without the least appearance of haste, remove it on your
tray. Be sure that the hostess has always some fresh cups ready
to serve, and replenish the sugar bowl and cream jug when
necessary.

If tea and cake only are served, you will still need a table for
the hot water kettle, pitcher of iced water, tumblers, and whatever
is necessary to replenish the teatable of the hostess.

If Russian tea be served, select a fair fresh lemon and slice it
evenly. Place a small dish which holds three or four slices of
lemon on the tea table and have another in Reserve from which to
replenish.

Mother’s Boy.

Mothers, it will not hurt your boys to learn to do many things
pertaining to the domestic machinery of your home. They may be
taught as easily as girls, and would be delighted to feel that their
help was really needed and appreciated. Do not say ““What can
a boy do ?” for a boy can do any kind of house-work which a girl
can, yes, he can learn to use a needle and thread just as easily,
Do you not remember the trials you had in learning to sew, especi-
ally to use the thimble? Why not teach boys to sew on buttons,
and mend torn garmets as well as their sisters ?

I know a2 mother who has taught her boy to take off the bed-
clothes from his bed every morning, turn the mattresses, open the
windows, etc., and at a stated time to go back, make up the bed
and put the room in order. This he does daily, and the servent is
not allowed to assist him.

Another boy always swept and dusted the sitting and dining-
rooms, and whenever the mother orsister were hurried, washed the
dishes, laid the table, etc. That same boy now has a home of his
own, and his wife, not over strong, never has the care of the sweep-
ing, no hard work is ever left for her, but his trained eye sees all
the little places where he may assist, and in his quiet way he is
helping to bear his share of the burdens which most men think be-
long to the woman. Is he any the less a manly man, think you ?

If the boys are taught neatness and order in their homes as well
as personal neatness, their whole liyes will be a benediction upon
the mother who thus early gave them training. The future happi-
of our girls who are to become wives of these boys depends largely
upon the early habits and instruction which mothers are now giving
the boys.

A boy who is careful to not bring in dirt on hig boots, who puts
papers and books where they belong, who always hangs up his hat,
and who is looking out for places where he can help. his mother,
will make a better husband than the one who thinks his mother
was made purposely to wait upon him.
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The British Legation.

Sir Julian Pauncefote and Lady Pauncefote’s
Infe at the United States Gapital.

BY MRS. M. D. LINCOLN.

(Bessie Beech)

During a residence of more than twenty years in Washington,
nd noting the changes in Diplomatic circles, no foreign minister

plicity and gentle dignity of manner. She is fair with fine blue
eyes, and is still youthful in appearance.

The eldest daughter, Miss Maude Pauncefote, is a highly cultured
young lady and has traveled extensively. She is fond of her brushes,
and her mornings are usually devoted to painting and etching. Long
walks and drives, calls and receptions occupy the afternoons.

Miss Violet Sibyl Pauncefote, the second daughter, has only
recently been introduced into society. She is a lovely young lady,
devoted to out of door sports, and is a picture of perfect health.

Miss Lilian, the third daughter, is a fine type of a vigorous

BRITISH LEGATION

has, for my observation been more popular than Sir Julian Paunce-
fote, Minister from Great Britain.

Possessed of the most genial and gracious personality, Sir Julian
wins admiration in all circles. His extensive acquaintance with
foreign powers, fravel and contact with court life in many countries,
_ives him ease and dignity, as well as a ready appreciation of every
phase of our life at the capital of the United States. *

His numberless titles and honors have not hedged him about
with the exclusiveness some court representatives seem to enjoy.

Sir Julian Pauncefote, G.C.M.G., C.B., was born in 1828,
partly educated on the Continent, and seemed destined originally
for the Indian Army. He had received a cadetship in the Madris
Light Infantry, when, for family reasons he gave up his appoint-
ment, entered at the Inner Temple, was called in 1852, and
joined the Oxford Circuit. For a time he filled the office of private
Secretary in the Colonial Office to the late Sir William Molesworth,
Bart., Secretary of State for the Colonies. On the death of the
Colonial Minister he returned to the bar. In 1862 he was induced
to proceed to Hong Kong where he had an extensive practice, and
in 1865 he became Attorney General.

His works, especially the code of Civil Procedure,” is one of
the most complete and valuable ever published. In 1872 he was
appointed, and accepted the Chief Justiceship of the Leeward
Island.

In 1874 on his return to England the dignity of Knighthood was
conferred on him ; and by a vacancy in the Colonial office, he was
appointed by the Earl of Cafnarvon as Legal Assister Under Sec-
retary of State, and finally promoted to the Foreign Office by Lord
Derby, who was Secretary of State for Forelgn Affairs.

He was selected by Farl Granville to represent England as first
delegate on the Suez Canal Tnternational Commission, and in re-
cognition of his valuable service to the Queen, on the recommend-
ation of the Marquis of Salisbury, conferred the distinction of Grand
Cross of the Order of St. Michael and St. George ; and later he
was created K.C.B.

Without naming half the positions of honor and trust this dis-
tinguished diplomat has enjoyed, it is safe to assume that his train-
ing and experience has eminently fitted him for the duties of the
high office he now holds. Tndeed, this noble Briton has set an
example in our capital city which may well be emulated by un-
titled officials. :

Almost every day during the season one may see Sir Julian and
Lady Pauncefote walking on the beautiful avenues of Washington ;
and even going long distances to the suburban portions of the city.
One may see them, too, mak ing calls without a carriage, both bright
and sparkling with healthy and sensible exercise.

% The Misses Pauncefote are all extremely fond of walking and
equally fond of driving, fond of good generous open air tonics ; and
sensible enough to walk, if they choose, accompanied by the hand-
some dogs of which they are very proud.

Tady Panncefote, the youthful matron of this disting“i'She.d house-
hold, is a charming and genial hostess with sweet winning sim-

AT WASHINGTON.

English girl, with very dark eyes and hair, with her father’s char-
acteristics. The youngest, a fair-haired little maiden of thirteen
summers is enthusiastic in her admiration of Washington, as she is
of her music. Her heart is no doubt even yet touched by the sight
of the handsome goat turnouts seen here, for she used to drive a
team of goats in the parks of London. -
Since Sir Julian and Lady Pauncefote became residents of Wash-
ington, they have indentified themselves with many philanthropic
interests, prominent among which was their proffering the ball-room
of the British Legation for a concert in aid of the Woman’s Hos-
pital and Dispensary during 'the Lenten season. Sir Julian and
Lady Pauncefote after greeting their friends, sat with the family just
outside the ball-room where they enjoyed the rare musical selections.
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The footmen of the Legation were detailed to the duty of seating
the guests, and at least four hundred were comfortably seated in
the ball-room. The doors leading to the dining-room were thrown
open and late-comers were accomodated with good seats. When
at four o’clock the blinds of the beautiful crimson and gold ball-
room were drawn up, a flood of warm, bright sunshine fell on an
elegantly attired throng of society people.

At this concert, Mdlle. Marie Decca, the famous American song-
stress delighted the guests with her exquisite vocalization. So per-
fect was the blending of melody with the rare intonation and bird-
like passages reaching to F natural, one listening, could scarcely
realize how far into the almost unattainable realm of song this
gifted artist carried them.

The British Legation is well arranged, and admirably adapted
for entertaining almost as many guests as the executive mansion.
It is located on Connecticut avenue near a spacious park, in the
vicinity of many elegant residences in the fashionable *“ West End.”

Sir Julian’s plan of social entertainment varies somewhat from
that of the former British ministers. For this season they had ar-
ranged a series of dinner parties, one each week, thus during the
season entertaining a great many guests. A ball every two weeks,
with guests selected with reference to their congeniality, was another
part of the official program, now sadly changed by the death of the
Duke of Clarence and Avondale.

Last year the ball given by Sir Julian and Lady Pouncefote at
the close of the season to the Diplomats, and officials of our govern-
ment, was one of the most select and brilliant events in court
circles. Between four and five hundred guests were present. The
spacious ball room, drawing and dining rooms, afforded ample space
for dancing and promenade. At no time was there a crowd, one
of the contingencies Sir Julian and Lady Pauncefote are careful to
avoid. The decoration, the legal ensignia of the various diplomatic
crops, the superb toilets and rare jewels worn by the ladies, made
one of the most enchanting pictures of the many brilliant scenes at
the Legation. The dining room with its wealth of plate, cut glass
and rare china, abounded with every delicacy attainable, Another
marked feature in this court circle is the warmth of greeting one
receives. Sir Julian seems specially a favorite with young gentle-
men, and his manner towards them is social and entertaining.

In this, I do not mean that to the favored few, and these in
diplomatic circles, but to any courteous gentleman who has busi-
ness with the legation ; Sir Julian’s manner has the soul and heart
of true royalty, felt and appreciated by his American cousins.

In our great republic of untitled nobility, as well as in the king-
doms of courtly and queenly rank, people of assured social and in-
tellectual position do not have to assume anything. They possess
what others who cannot claim either position or intellect, have to
assume to possess. .

Good breeding cannot be purchased, it comes by inheritance,
and no matter what one’s garb may be, or what reverses have been
experienced, the gentle air of refinement, the sweet dignity of good
breeding is always the royal ensignia of true greatness.

All through the Behiing Sea negotiation, Sir Julian Pauncefote
has maintained the same uniform consideration and ability which
has given him fame as a distinguished diplomat.

FRANK R. STOCKTON sails this week to be absent four or five
months in England and Scotland. With the excepticn of a brief
visit to Paris, Mr. Stockton will do no Continental travel, his main
object being to see English rural life. While absent Mr. Stockton
will work on his play for the Independent Theater in New York,
but aside from this will do no literary work.

RECEP1ION ROOM.
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The Forest Evensong.

Under the murmuring pines
I lingered one still even’,
Watching the sunset glory,
As the rays of dying day
Gleamed forth with its last heart-throb.
There rose in the pines above me,
A weird wild, shivering sob,
That fell to a low, soft sigh ;
And, borne by the passing breeze,
"Twas whispered through the forest,
And echoed by all the trees,
Until the mighty chorus
. Chanted low the plaintive strain,
And the music of the song
Rose and fell in sad refrain.
But when twilight’s shadows lower’d,
Softly sweet, it died away ;
"Twas the forest’s evensong,
The requiem of the day.

Avrice ELuis,

Written for the Lapigs’ PicroriaL WEEKLY.

A Westem L\egend.

HILE in a western state
1 erossed the village of
Showanema. Inde-
pendent it seemed, as-
serting itself there
where the interminable
prairie, with its prob-
ing eyes, forever watch-
ing its movements.
On one side, however,
it heard the murmur of
a stream ; perhaps, it
was because of the
words of this sweet
singer that the houses
without exception were
along this brooklet’s

banks. With the eagerness of one whose surroundings are new

and happy looking, I passed on thoroughly enjoying the morning
scene. A breezy, gratified laugh caused me to turn and I met the
amused eyes of a lady, young and pleasant to look upon.

¢ Pardon my abruptness,” she said, ¢ but this is frequently my
introduction. T find that strangers walk but a short distance be-
fore they grow oblivious of all sounds and sights, and stand listening
to our siren’s voice,” and she pointed to the stream, accompanying
the movement with a laugh, which seemed an echo of the gurgling
waters, to which, in truth, I had lost myself.

“T never listened {o waler-tongues as enchanting,” I 1eplied,
¢ however, you need not think I have nut given admiration to the
village you have here, but what are those ruins beyond ?” My eyes
for the first time roved further than the stream, in the tissues of
whose all bright beams seemed 10 have been woven.

“Those ruins,” she answered, *‘have been there, just as you see
them, as far back as I can remember, and, indeed, they exceed the
memory of our oldest people. The story say, and these ruins indi-
cate that years and years ago there was a village there of which
ours is almost @ copy, and that it was by waters as beautiful. The
legend is interesting, and if you care for old tales of this nature, I
will tell you concerning it this afterncon. My little brother here
may accompany you, if you wish a nearer view of the ruins. My
name is Grace Vimont, and you are—" 2

¢¢ Nell Constance, and I am very appreciative of your kindness.”

Attended by the lad I visited those ruins. At first I questioned
and listened, but soon we walked both silent ; voice and laughter
would have been unseemly, the earth scarce gave sound beneath
our footsteps. = There were about a dozen houses standing, the
others had fallen, and lay there heaps of bony ribs—one street of
moveless gloom. I put my hand on one of the doors and would
have attempted to enter, but the boy made a dissenting wovement,
while with his white face and dilated eyes, he might haye been an
apparition from the chilly air. In the rear, rose some pine trees,
not green and filled with drowsy sighing, but silent and dead—
skeletons of shadow. To my surprise, I not ced somewhat beyord
these a wigwam, with no companion. In front of it was a pine,
brown as its neighbors, to which was anchored a worm-eaten canoe.
Along the length of these ruins ran a stream, not full and whisper-
ing to flowers and leaves on its margin, but its waters were shallow
and its high banks were forsaken. There the sides stood, some-
times showing a stony front, but more frequently they inclined them-
selves as if seeking for the sunny stream, which formerly rushed
against them in rippling gladness, or bounded -over with a yelp of
delight. Below, over a dusky bed, ran the far-off water ; at first,
it’s voice seemed one of gentle indistinctness, but soon the attention
was claimed by the wierd murmur which came to you like a low
note of pain. A little removed from the opposite bank tall water-

weeds and full-grown sedge indicated a moor with its poisonous
exhalations. Turning I looked once more over the almost lifeless
scene, which seemed ‘‘unsunned in the sunshine.”

I met Miss Vimont, and listened to the burden of the legend
which is handed from parent to child in that pretty village.

One afternoon in the long ago, and many years before the birth
of the village, Showanema, two emigrating families rested by the
waters of the now low-lying stream. Finding there a desirable
land their homes were soon erected. Within a few years other
dwellings were added and by degrees it become quite an active
village. Like a picture those two houses must have appeared so
pleasantly located within the brooklet’s hearing and strangely, too,
within the sight of several wigwams. Only,one of the wigwams,

however, was inhabited at that time. The others had been vacated
by those whose daring spirits and restless love of hunting had found
the forests beyond more enticing ; but an aged squaw, refusing to
leave the burying ground of her people and her chieftain, remained
in her desolate lodge. That stream was one of her earliest memo-
ries ; her father, the chief of the camping tribe, had raised her that
she might look over the dirling waters, and she in baby glee had
exclaimed : ¢ * Ewayea, ewayea!” which was one of her first
utterances. The delighted Indians caught up the word, Ewayea,
and called the stream by that name.

Often she might be seen, that dark, old dame, with wind tossed
hair, sitting on the water-brink. She was living over, perchance,
the time when she had been wont to skim those star-brightened
waves in the lightest of birch canoes, to listen to the caressing
whispers of her lover, a young chief of a neighboring but hostile
tribe. A mile he would take as readily as a step, when at each full
moon he came over many of them to meet the maiden whom he
thought a vision of loveliness complete. She married the chief
in days of peace—but her youth and the chief were no more, and
she was there—the left—alone.

About twice a month several of her tribe would visit her bearing
provisions for her and her attendant, together with some delicacy
or gift which would evidence their love and attention. On one
occasion they surprised her by bringing in addition to their various
offerings, the child of a near kinsman, now the child of the tribe,
for its parents had died within a moon of each other. Though
the tall form was infirm and the withered hands would tremble, yet
willingly did she gather the lisping girl in her arms, and she thought
the little one full of sweet charms. She was no longer sad and
lonely, small hands flutfered about her soft as a bird’s wing, pretty
accents won her from herself, and little wants and plans of pleasure
kept her busy. The first change of any consequence was when the
whites settled there. The next morning after their arrival, a little
boy was attracted by the wigwam and ventured near. He grew
wide-eyed when he saw in front of it a very small Indian girl with
great dark eyes and coal-black hair, dressed in white doeskin
finished off with bright beads and beautiful tassels. After a goodly
stare on each side, he ventured near—and it came about that she
had a playmate. So they lived ; the days rippled on right plea-
santly, and Ewayea’s waters rippled in answering harmony.

All unconsciously childhood was taken away from these two,
and youth was given. Wild and wayward they would bound
across the stream in their racing canoes, and the waves would shake
all their sides in laughter ; sweet and gentle they would walk be-
neath the pines but no startled bird gave cry of sorrow ; full of
mirth and mischief they would tease each other, but their eyes held
no shadowy visions. Nothing had ever come between them, the
daylight of youth was undimmed, and occupyirg each others thought
and admiration they were happy. The squaw looking upon them,
with her weak, wandering eyes, saw in them only the children she
was accustomed to see together ; their looks and gestures meant no
more 1o her. Nothing bespoke an early end to their ebullient
youth ; nothing whispered to the merry stream that the time of its
singing would soon be over. All were happy, and in an unthinking
way.

The tribe had Leen told repeatedly of the slender maiden, with
head carried as proudly as the hind’s, and with scarlet freshness on
cheek and mouth ; in fact, it was thought such beauty was never
known among their people.

The visits by some of the tribe {o this lone wigwam were con-
tinued. One day it chanced that there was with them a young
warrior, tawny as antique bronze, who by his valor had gained the
chieftain’s favor, and filled the place of son. Tle brave was dis-
tinguishable by the deer-skin so profusely ornamented, by the crest
of eagle feathers, and by the painted weapons he always bore.

- He glanced upon the maiden, then fascinated brought his lips
together and watched her. He felt within him a great bound of
triumph and determined that no one should dare to woo her with
caresses, no whispers save his own should be sweet to her. . Later
<he left the lodge and soon two canoes were out on the waters.
The tawny lover followed shortly, and his face grew heavy with
rage, as he glared after them arfd he played now and then with his
unerring bow. On his return to the wigwam, he told the squaw of
his latest plans, that his followers had returned to the chief for
retinue befitting the maiden he would make his own, and that she
must, also, prepare 1o accomjany them to their camping ground.
The aged squaw raised her slow eyes to his face, and her woids
were unspoken, for she saw that she, who had been accustomed to
command, was powerless before that stern look. When the young
girl reached the wigwam a glance showed her that for once hfe was
denuded of all pleasure, and though unguessing the extent of the
shadow that had fallen, she sat down by the old woman and nestled
into her arms—and so sleep came (o them.

With the new dawn there approached the unexpected train, and
departure was aranged. The young gil on being told that she
was leaving her home for all time blanched, and staggered for the
moment, then rallied all her strength tc assert self command. Sh-
missed the squaw and found her brooding by the waters which were
to the old a part of life, and which to the maiden had always been
joy-waves. ‘Again and again she would hear falling from the
withered lips the words, *“+Showain nemeshin, showain nemeshin! ”
till the murmur reached the ear of the stream and the waters grew
quiet, and not having the heart to bestir themselves remained ever
afterwards currentless.

All day they journeyed. The aged woman became weary unto
death ; and by her side rode the young girl, a far-away look in
her eye, which now and then disappeared, leaving gleams like
lightnings which plays along the lin€ of the cloud which brings the
storm. While the sun was yet high there came messengers to the

* Ewayea: lullaby.
{ Showain nemeshin : pity me.
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braves that a hostile tribe had drawn nigh, and an attack was
being planned. They reached their people, and out came the old
chief to give them welcome, when the over-wearied squaw fell life-
less at his feet, and the maiden rent the air with cries of anguish.

A few days later the young chief returned on the war path, all
streaked with red and blue and yellow. Hethought his love’s scorn
would vanish and she would greet with pride her warrior brave with
his girdle of scalps ; but the maid was not there. His heart burned
“like a living coal,” when he learned that she had disappeared.
Intuitively he knew where she had gone, and he departed on the
trial. :

She had returned to the lodge by the beautiful waters. The pale-
face, who had loved her from childhcod, all alone as he was, he
would be powerless to protect her ; so he induced her to return to
her tribe for a day or two, until he could arrange to come and carry
her far away. He attended her as far as be deemed wise. When
he had left her, she stopped awhile irresolute, perplexed by feelings
of longing and fearing, then turned and before long stood again by
the stream which raised its sweet voice faintly though its waters
were tideless and still. She knew not that a dark form had been
following her movements, stepping cautiously in the soft shadow.
All night she sat there, and just as the morning began to streak its
face with colors bright an Indian paint, the young chief strode to
her side. She crouched not nor gasped when she looked at him,
fired with jealousy and hatred, his eyes burning like fagots. A
moment, a second—and she fell pierced by his arrow. He lifted
her quivering so pitifully, placed her on the threshold of her white

lover, and turned away satisfied with this revengeful message. The
door was shortly opened and the young white’s eyes were held by
the breathless but still warm form of his' love. From her faithful
heart uprose the arrow tipped with eagle feathers, and her poor
eyes moved and glassed themselves on his. Hard his breath came,
and cold sweat melted from his brow, and with great pain throbs
in his brain and bosom, he carried his dead love to his room. He
paused as if uncertain, then girdling his weapons. and barricading
his door, departed on the murderer’s trail. 1In the fading light he
returned with a scalp at his belt, but bowed in grief as with great
age.
When a child his love had told him when death came she wished
to be laid in the clear stream instead of being buried in the dark
earth. So wrapped in snowy fur he bore her out when the moon
shone full, placed her in her own canoe and lowered it into the
waters. As it fell beneath the surface, the water uttered a great
gasp, then sank over her and sucked away. The morning light
shone on shallow waters, and there was no trace of the canoe that
had gone down with its beautiful burden. In its place, on the bed
of the stream, was the outline of a maid, while there arose a voice
from the low-lying waves which said : *‘ Showain nemeshin, show-
ain nemeshin !”

¢« That is all of the story,” concluded my informer, ‘‘the stream
never 1egained its depth and sweetness, and the villagers changed
its name to Showain-nemeshin, and, that too, is the origin of the
name of our own village. The water which eddied away that night
flooded the land beyond, and caused a moor, and the residents fled
from the sickness which was its issue. Even yet you may hear the
refrain of that far-off water, and it is said that you may sometimes
see a fair-haired youth and a dark browed maiden gliding in their
canoes across the space where the waters were wont to flow music-
ally long ago.” DAISY SHELTMAN.
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Show Forth Excellencies.

I. PETER, IL, Q.

I.—The word here translated *‘ praises ” is capable of at least
four or five different meanings. For instance, it may mean
¢ praises,” or *“virtues,” or ‘¢ perfections,” or ““ excellencies.” This
last is the word preferred by the revisers of the New Testament,
and that is the word we shall use this morning. Then, again, the
words here translated ‘‘show forth ” simply means to ‘ speak out,”
¢ to declare abroad,” *‘to make manifest ”; or, if used with refer-
ence to our conduct and character to ‘* reproduce ” or *“ represent *
that which we have seen and know to be in another.

Now, the great business of the Christian believer in his relation
to Christ on the one hand, and to the world on the other, is *‘1o
show forth the excellencies of Him who hath called us out of dark-
ness into his marvellous light.” In one respect, therefore, his mis-
sion is not different from that of his Master. Christ came to show
f.. & the Father ; to declare Him ; to bring Him out into the full,

—--nt of human observation. ¢‘ He that hath seen Me hath
- “ather.” In like manner we are to show forth the excel-
tencies ; to declare the virtues of Christ. He once spake of his first
discinles as his witnesses. There is a very special sense in which
that was true. For about three years they were His constant com-
panions ; they saw the miracles He performed ; they heard the
words He spoke ; they were with Him in the day’s burning heat,
and in the night’s cool shade. They were with Him in the exulta-
tion of His joy; they were with Him in the humiliation of His
grief. Some of them gazed upon the splendor of His transfigura-
tion, and some upon His soul’s direst agony. . Of those things, and
of the purpose of them, they were to be witnesses. In like manner
with us. So far as we have seen Christ ; so far as we have heard
Him ; so far as we know Him ; so far as we have fathomed the
mystery and understood the meaning of His excellencies, so far is
it our bounden duty to become His witnesses. It is a great mis-
take to suppose that His trial and condemnation and death are
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merely matters of historic interest. They are things of to-day as
well as of yesterday. They are going on now. To-day He is
standing before the world’s tribunal. To-day He is being tried by
the world’s judge. We cannot help that ; but we may, perchance,
influence the verdict. At any rate something will be accomplished
by the bearing of a clear, full testimony to the value of His ex-

cellencies. -
II.—Let us now observe, in the first place, that we have a char-

acter to be reproduced. We have to show forth the excellencies of
Him who hath called us out of darkness into His marvellous light.

Now, in reviewing the pages of history we meet but few men
whose character would repay the toil and trouble of reproduction.
It is not that the great majority of men are a failure. It is not that
they live and die without accomplishing any good thing. It is not
that at all. It is rather that their conduct is so ordinary ; that
their accomplishments are so few that the world sees no reason for
desiring that they should live again.

Now and then, however, we come across a man belonging to
quite a different order. A man who, either by the splendid light of
his mind, or by the wonderful tenderness of his heart has accom-
plished so much good and brought down so many blessings upon the
world that we would gladly, if it were possible, have such an one
return to us. Now, first upon the list of such men must be placed
the name of Jesus of Nazareth. He is the one great historical
character which the world must never lose sight of. He is the one
great historical personality which the world cannot afford to forget.
His coming into the world nearly nineteen centuries ago marked
the dawn of a new era in the history of humanity. He brought
life and immortality to light by His Gospel. In the beauty of His
life men find their ceaseless inspiration ; in the fellowship of his suf-
ferings and in the power of His resurrection their certainty of re-
demption. The world’s light and the world’s health and the
world’s holiness depend upon Him. No generation can be unfaith-
ful to its Lord with impunity. The moment we begin to forsake
Him we begin to go down.

Now, thank God, this character is being reproduced. In our
very midst His influence is being felt ; His work is being done, We
ourselves are witnesses that His mission was not a failure. We
speak of His ministry in Palestine. His ministry in Canada to-day
is far more glorious. We speak of the crowd that followed Him
then ; the crowd that follow Him now are far larger, more numer-
ous and more earhest. We speak of ‘the miracles He performed.
We are almost startled by them, but the miracles he performs now
are far more wonderful. We have heard that he once fed five
thousand men with five barley loaves and a few small fishes. To-
day, on this very continent, He is feeding millions of hungry souls
with the bread that perisheth not. Thus Christ is still with us.
His life, His energy, His blessing are as much things of to-day as
they were realities to Palestine in the days of His flesh.

For the sake of convenience we will speak of His excellencies
under three heads—the beautiful, the useful, the transcendent :

1. Zhe Beautiful.—I do not here use the word in its physical
sense ; I use it in its moral application. The difference is mani-
fest. Here is a rose. How beautiful! So it is—that is to say
physically—beautiful in form, in color, in fragrance. Here is a
face. How beautiful! So it is—that is to say physically. But
the virtues, the excellencies of the Saviour are not beautiful in that
sense. Note this suggestive fact. In no page of the New Testa-
ment have we the slightest suggestion as to His physical appear-
ance. Evidently, then, it was not the mind of the Spirit that we
should fix our thoughts upon the outward form. In what, then,
did these beauties consist ? In sympathy, in honesty, in purity, in
compassion, in meekness, in brotherly kindness. In such things,
you perceive, as the world thinks but little*of ; but in the Kingdom
of God such are the virtues which prevail.

2. The Useful.—Here is where the Saviour triumphed. He
came to serve, to suffer. ¢ He came not to be ministered unto, but
to minister, and to give His life a ransom for many.” The world
0 which He came was intensely practical. Sin was a terrible real-
ity, and so was suffering and so was pain. He came, therefore,
not merely to cultivate the world’s tastes, but- also to dry the
world’s tears and to heal the world’s wounds. His excellency,
therefore, consisted in usefulness. One of the best things ever
spoken concerning Him was this: *‘ He went about doing good.”
One of the best things Ie ever uttered concerning Himself was
this: *“ I must work the works of Him that sent me.” He had
learnt and He had taught this magnificent secret—that if you would
influence men and save them you must work for them. Men be-
lieve in physical effort sooner than they believe in anything else.
There is sometimes more vital Christianity in the gift of a cup of
cold water than there is in a lengthened discourse. The Saviour
healed men ; He healed them of their diseases as well as proclaim-
ed to them the forgiveness of their sins. Redemption is always in
the line of service, it is always in the line of sacrifice.

3. The T'ranscendent.—By this I mean that there was always
something beyond, something still to aim at, something not yet at-
tained. There is an element of tameness in a task that is done, in
a difficulty that is overcome. The schoolboy will know what I
mean, The problem you solve to-day is not the problem you wish
to return to to-morrow. You want to be going forward to some-
thing else, and if it so be that your teacher asks you to go over
again that which you have already accomplished you feel hurt.
Hereéin lies the difference between studying the character of the
Saviour and that of any other. All others are limited and, there-
fore, in time you come to 2 full stop. There is nothing more to
be known ; nothing more to be learned. But not so with Jesus.
His excellencies are transcendent, and Eternity itself will be one
long celebration of His praises.

‘We are to show forth the excellencies of Him who hath called us
out of darkness into His marvellous light. I will endeavor to put
the truth in a thoroughly practical form. A friend of mine, refer-
ring to a great traveler, said : ¢ What a charming companion he

makes! How full of incident his life has been! How pleasant to
listen to the story of his adventures!” True, but we are all great
travellers. We are on our journey to a better land. ‘‘Here we
have no continuing city.” And, at any rate in the case of some of
us, the journey has not been without thrilling incident, without
critical adventure. When God calls a man out of darkness into

- light that’s a thrilling incident. Very well, tell that. When God

tells a man that his sins are forgiven, that his iniquity is pardoned,
that’s a thrilling incident. Very well, tell that. A dear friend of
mine recently got converted. Heisa butcher by trade, and for a
long time past has been in the habit of supplying a certain hotel-
keeper with meat ; and he never went to that hotel-keeper with his
meat without having a drink. But as soon as he got converted he
went to that hotel-keeper and said, *Now, Tom, 1 want you to
understand that I am a converted man, and I have given up drink-
ing, and I don’t want you to ask me to drink any more. And,
mind you, if you do I will not come near you any more. 1 shall
be very pleased to supply you with meat as usual, if you wish, but
I am a converted man and I will not touch the cup, so don’t ask
me.” Now, that is what I call showing forth the excellencies of
Him who hath called us.

II1.—Let us refer, in the second place, to the nature of this re-
production. One thing is perfectly clear. It is this: Before you
can have faithful reproduction you must first of all have clear and
distinct apprehension. In other words, before I can show forth the
excellencies of Christ I must know what those excellencies are.
How is this knowledge to be obtained ? By calmand careful medi-
tation. Notice yonder landscape artist. With sure and steady
eye he gazes upon the rustic scene. He reflects thereon, he medi-
tates thereon. He fills his soul with the picture he is going to re-
produce. It becomes a part of his very being. Now, when he has
so made the scene his own he has no difficulty in putting it upon
the canvas. In like manner, believe me, when once we have made
the virtues of Christ our own we shall have no difficulty in repro-
ducing them upon the canvas of our lives.
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Right in the first psalm we have a full-length portraiture of a

perfect man. He is described first in relation to what he is, not to
what he does not do ; and, secondly, in relation to what he is, to
what he does. He does not walk in the counsel of the ungodly ;
he does not stand in the way of sinners ; neither does he sit in the
seat of the scornful. ““But his delight is in the law of the Lord,
and in his law doth he meditate day and night.” Now that is the
secret of His blessedness. He delights in the law of the Lord. He
meditates thereon day and night. ¢ He meditates.” He extracts
and appropriates that which is good in righteousness and truth, and
having appropriated it he lives it out before his fellows.

And that is the secret of all beautiful life. Take the flower. It
appropriates ! It dppropriates light and warmth from the sun. It
has no beauty of itself. It is nothing apart from the sun. It is the
sun that paints the rose ; but the rose reproduces the color and the
ragrance of which the sun is the cause.

IV.—And now, in closing, let us say a brief word concerning the
people to whom these blessings belong. They are variously de-
scribed in this very passage. [First they are called a “ chosen gen-
eration,” or, more accurately, an “elect race.” That is to say that
just as the class of Abraham was selected from among all the fami-

Tlies of the earth ** for special honor and special work ” so the peo-

ple of God to-day have bestowed upon them a *‘special work todo
and special privileges to enjoy.” **A royal priesthood!” There
is a sense in which every believer in Christ is a priest of God. A
priest in olden times was one who served in the things of God. He
stood, as it were, between God and man ; between the majesty and
glory of the one and the suffering and need of the other. Every
Christian should feel that he stands, as it were, half way between-a
holy God and a perishing world, and that it is his business to min-
ister of the blessings of the one to the needs of the other. ‘A holy
nation!” That isto say a nation set apart for holy purposes as
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opposed to those nations who have nothing holy in all . their
thoughts. ‘A peculiar people!” What can that mean? Look
at the margin : ‘A purchased people.” That’s it! Peculiar be-
cause purchased. Peculiarly God’s own because purchased by His
own blood. As the child sometimes says of a silver coin, * It’s my
very own,” the Christian believer is God’s *¢ very own.”

Oh! what honor, what blessing, what dignity is placed upon
men in Christ! God grant that we may all prove faithful to it!

Rev. Robert Aglward, B.A.

Rev. Robert Aylward, B.A., pastor of the first Congregational
Church, London, Ont., was ‘born at Hunston, Sussex County,
England, July 22nd, I856. He received his education at private
schools and New College, London, England, and afterwards gradu-
ated with the degree of B, A. at Victoria University, Cobourg He
is also an associate of the Senatus Academicus of England and
Wales in theological science. Before entering the ministry -he was
in a mercantile establishment. He was ordained to the High St.
Congregational Church, West Bromwick, Eng., on June 11th, 1885’
where he remained until 1887, when he came to Canada. On his
arrival in Canada he became pastor of the Congregational Church
at Cobourg. In 1890 he resigned the pastorate of this church to
take the oversight of his present charge, which is the largest in the
denomination in Western Ontario. It was established in 1837.
The building occupies an excellent site on Dundas street, and isa
handsome and comfortable structure. Mr. Aylward was married
on October 5th, 1886, to Miss Bridget A. Ritchie, of Havanto,
England.
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The Decline of Dancing.

Ominous rumors have for some time past been floating through
the columns of the French press, to the effect that dancing is to be
done away with as an amusement unfit for this age of intellectual
pursuits and pleasures.

The Paris Figaro of a day or two ago declares that dancing, the
¢t dream of young girls,” is going out of fashion, merely because the
lady leaders of the Parisian salons no longer encourage this kind of
amusement at their receptions.

With the sprightliness which characterizes our contemporary, the
Figaro takes up the cause of the girls, and urges that some leading
society lady should revert to the custom of the ¢ good old times,”
and throw her drawing-rooms open for the benefit of the girls, and
also for that of the mothers of the girls. The absence of reunions
dansantes is also to be regretted from the point of view of the
mothers who have daughters of a marriageable age.

Meanwhile, it is evidently the waltz which is made chiefly
responsible for the indifference to dancing, The waltz is too
boisterous, it is said, and too exhausting; and it is, therefore, a
thing to be thankful for that it has been done away with in all
Parisian salons except those slightly attacked by Anglomania.
Another reason for the unpopularity of the waltz is said to be found
in the fact that it is, above all, a German dance.

Yet another objection to the waltz is, as the king of waltz com-
posers, Johann Strauss, of Vienna, points out, that it is impossible
to talk while waltzing, and that, while the quadrille is the triumph
of the flirt, the waltz is his (or her) death.

The clamor for quadrille and minuet dancing becomes greater as
the waltz sinks in the estimation of dancers; and if the present
agitation continues, we may, before long, revert to the pretty dances
at the end of the last century, and watch the jeunesse doree “trip
it neatly ” through the mazes of the *square ” dance.

But in order to enjoy these most charming of dances fo the full
the Watteau costume should be worn at them, and the men shouk;
see that, instead of wearing black coats with flying tails, and
trousers reaching to the tips of the toes ( a costume which would
look more ridiculous and inartistic than ever in a graceful “square
dance ”), they adopt the picturesque apparel, minus the wig and
queue, in which we see the beaus of the times when the Court of
Versailles was in its highest splendor, flit daintily over the parquet
floors, engaged in performing, together with their belles, the dances
of which every moment was said to be poetry incarnate,

‘¢ Be you the dentist-man ?”

“ Ves, sir. What can I do for you?”

““Waal, I want tew git a pairo’ teeth. They’re all the style
our way.”

“¢ Sit down, sir, and I’ll take the impression of 5

“Oh, you needn’t bother measurin’, Jest pyigﬁro':,‘f u‘thi"e"y
good-sized pair. They hain’t fer me, anyhow ; they’re fer mother.”

out
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No. 13 —Miss Bell.

Canadian art and literature, if they can be said to exist, are in
their infancy. That every true Canadian should strive to encour-
age our young efforts to build up a natural art and literature is be-
yond question. = Such efforts in the last few years have indeed been
encouraged, though the movement is circumscribed and the chances
of making a livelihood to the votaries of art and literature in Can-
ada are small, as the picture-buyers of Montreal and Toronto go to
the Old World for their art.

Miss Bell, the artist, is the daughter of Mr. Andrew Bell, C. E.,
of Almonte, Ontario. . His brother, the late Dr. John Bell, will al-
ways be remembered in Montreal with respect and affection. All
those interested in science appreciate Dr. Robert Bell, of Ottawa.

Mr. Bell’s work on the dam at Carillon was the cause of his leav-
ing the Province of Ontario and bringing his family to settle in St.
Andrew’s, a small village two miles from Carillon, where the dam
across the Ottawa was to be built. Here Miss Bell lived for some
time, showing always a great taste for drawing, amusing the lit-
tle ones with wonderful pictures of fairies and giants, painting blue-
eyed, rosy-cheeked paper dolls to delight the hearts of small friends
and sisters. * When Min is a great artist,” the children said.

Miss Bell entered the art school in Montreal, when she studied
under Mr. Harris. She showed the most marked talent, and her
masters felt when she left to join the Art League of New York that
they were sending a pupil across the border who was to do them
credit. Her progress here was rapid, she passed almost immed-
iately from the antique to the life class. Miss Bell’s delicate con-
stitution could not stand the close and hard work of the school.
She struggled bravely against this grave disadvantage, but was
obliged to give in and return home. On the completion of the dam
Mr. Bell returned to Almonte, Ontario.

Miss Bell remained at home for a year, recovering her strength
in the hopes of continuing her studies in Paris, the Mecca of all
art students. This wish was fulfilled, and in the spring of 1888
she joined Miss Houghton, who was studying there. They lived
together going to the studios of Mr. Largare, an American, and
Carlo Rossa  As the spring advanced into summer, and the heat
grew more intense they left Paris for Port Aven in Brittany.

The country life and the surroundings of the quaint old world-
place so fascinated Miss Bell that she remained till the following
spring, painting a picture for the salon, *La petite Malade.” 1t
was favorably criticised by 'Carolus, Durand, and Rocle said that
with study and work there were qualities in the picture which pro-
mised that the young artist skould become a master. The picture
was hung in the salon, Miss Bell returning to Paris for the great
event.

Miss Bell and Miss Houghton once more settled down together,
but in the Luxembourg quarters, dear to the hearts of art students.
They joined Cola Rosse’s classes where Courtois, Dagnan Bouvert,
Bixens and Blanc corrected.

This was the spring of the great exhibition at which collections
from all patts of the civilized world were exhibited. Such great
opportunities were eagerly siezed, and delightful days were spent
in the different galleries.

This summer Miss Bell and her friend crossed to England where
they spent the summer and late autumn in St. Ives, Cornwall.
Here Miss Bell painted her strongest picture * Twilight.” Her
knowledge of tecnique is clearly shown. Her power of seeing and
depicting sentiment in the people about her, the feeling of rest and
tranquilify which pervades this hour combine to render this picure
charming. The two artists returned to Paris for the New Year.

They took a studio apartment near their old quarters and once
more returned into the delightful life of freedom and hard and inter-
esting work, which makes the Bohemia of Paris so entrancing. At
an exhibition of student’s work held in one of Cola Russe’s class-
rooms, Courtois mentioned Miss Bell's name among the best
workers in the school, adding he did not understand why the work
of Marie Baskkerseff should be talked of in a school where there
were students who worked as’the ladies he had mentioned did.

After a summer spent at Montigny near Fountainblea, another
winter of hard work in Paris Miss Bell’s and Miss Houghton’s
thoughts were turned homeward. ~Miss Bell did not return till the
autumn of 1891. A delightful trip was taken through the Low
Countries to wind up with three months painting in Etaples pas de
Calais.

Miss Bell is now established in Montreal as a painter of children’s
portraits.

In appearance Miss Bell is small with quantities of brown hair
and blue eyes. When one looks at her delicate physique, one
wonders that so much will and determination could be contained in a
body so fragile and delicate.

In this series have already appeared :
No. 1—Lady Stanley.
“ 2—Hon. Mrs. Dewdney, Ottawa.
* 3—Hon. Mrs. Herbert, Ottawa.
« 4—Miss Marjorie Campbell, Toronto.
o g:Mlas Pauline Johnson, Brantford.
4 Agnes Maule Machar, Kingston.
* »—Hom Mrs Nelson, Victoria, B. C.
* 8 —Madame d’Auria, Toronto.
» g—Lady Tilley, Ottawa,
* 1o—Agnes Knox, Toronto.

* 11—Maud Ogilvy.
« 12—Mrs. Martha D. Lincoln, Washington.

A pricuT little four-year-old boy was lying in the grass and
looking into the sky, when he spied the moon. He wasastonished
to see it in the daytime. Suddenly jumping up, he rushed into the
house and cried :

0 mamma, God forgot to take his moon in last night ! ”

* What the world of lashion is doing.”

GENERAL.

His Excellency the Governor General and party left Ottawa last
week for Metapodia, where he will spend the summer, except for a
short visit to prorogue parliament.

* ® * *
CANADIAN ladies should bestir themselves with zegard to the

ladies’ exhibit at the World’s Fair next year. A committee of
selection has been appointed, and the finest specimens of ladies’
work shown at the principal exhibitions this fall will be chosen to
represent Canada at Chicago. This will also lend an additional
interest to our own exhibitions this year.

S # * #
THE actress Adele Sandrock has been declared a bankrupt.

Her liabilities are officially stated at 70,000 florins, mostly due to
the persons who made the dresses worn in her recent American
tour. Her assets consist of these dresses and a set of jewelry.

TORONTO.

SirR LEONARD AND LADy TILLEY arevisiting the city. They
are the guests of Lieut. Col. Toller.

# * * *

MRs. BROUGHALL, wife ot Rev. A. J. Broughall, and Miss Lloyd
of Port Hope left on Tuesday for Europe, where they will travel
some months.

* * * ®
ON Thursday evening the Heintzman Co. band serenaded Mr.

Thomas Paddon, an old employee of the, firm at his Villa on
Bolton avenue.
* ® * *

THE hall of the College of Music was well filled on Thursday by
the friends of the pupils when a very creditable programme was
gone through.

* * * &

THE season at Victoria park was opened last week when a large
number visited this popular resort. A large picnic from Scarboro
was also held there.

MISS BELL, ARTIST.

MRs. GERMAN entertained the members of the Stationing Com-
mittee of the Toronto Conference to an ¢ AtHome,”
sonage, Parkdale, on Tuesday evening.

* # * *

NEARLY $600 was realiz d by the Public school children’s con-
cert in the Mutual street rink on the 3rd inst. The concert is to
be repeated on the evening of Dominion Day.

S * * *

ProF. JoHN D. LAWSON, son of Mr. J. Lawson, of King street,
east, has this week had conferred upon him the honorary degree
of LL.D., by the University of Columbia, Mo.

* * # *

THE Warden of York’s annual excursion took place on Tuesday,
the Hamilton Steamboat Co. taking the party there.” We go to
press too soon to give a full account, but more next week.

* ® * " :
MR. L. VANKOUGHNET Deputy-Superintendent of India affairs,

has left for England at the bidding of his physican. There are
some fears that he may not be able to resume duty, owing to his
ill-health.

at the par-

® * * *

A LARGE party from Toronto went up to the new natural gas
wells at New Toronto last Saturday. A demonstration of the large
powers of the last well was given, and a capital little speech made
on the subject by Mr. Wright, of Montreal.

* * * *

Miss ALICE WOODWARD TURNER, of the Philadelpnia School
of Oratory, reader and teacher of the Delsarte system of ex’pressibn
and physicial culture, will spend the summerin Toronto. She has
studied with Mme. Geraldy Delsarte, and comes very highly re-
commended. .

* # ® *

WE regret to hear that Mr. G. E. Brame, the well-known
musician is suffering from severe trouble with his throat. I hopeit
will be nothing lasting and that, with a long summer’s rest before
him, he will completely regain his usual strength. We cannot
afford to lose this unassuming and genial worker. I have many
recollections of some of bis jokes, which only lack of space prevents
my relating here. ;

Weekly.

TaE Band Concerts commenced last Monday, the Q.O.R. band
playing in the evening in Clarence Square. The forthcoming dates
are as follows :—June 18th, alternoon, High Park, Q.O.R.; June
22nd, evening, Riverside Park, Grenadiers; June 24th, evening,
Queen’s Park, Q.O.R.; June 25th, afternoon, Island Park, Gren-
adiers.

* * # *

THE marriage of Miss Mary Emmeline Biggar and Mr. George
F. Burton, was solemnized at St. George’s church last Thursday.
The bridesmaids were Misses Mary and Isabel Biggar, Miss Gladys
Burton and Misses Mary and Noah Casey. Mr. Hugh Langton
was groomsman, and Rev. Canon Cayley officiated. There was a
reception afterwards at the house of the bride’s father, 249 Simcoe
street, at which a large number of friends and relatives were pre-
sent.

® * ® *

PACKED or crammed is the only expression for the state of St.
James Cathedral on the occasion of Mis Ella Gooderham’s marriage
to the Rev. E. C. Acheson last week. The bride’s dress was of
gros grain silk, trimmed with venetian point lace, the bouquet be-
ing of lillies of the valley. The bridesmaids, Misses Maggie,
Lillie, Violet aud Aileen Gooderham and Miss Mattie Lee wore
dresses of Fau de Nile silk covered with cream spotted lissee and
wool, large leghorn hats trimmed with white roses and green and
white ribbons. Mr. Carter of New York was best man, and the
ceremony was performed by Rev. Canon du Moulin, assisted by
Rey. Canon Sanson. The happy couple left in the afternoon for the
New England mountains, where they spend their honeymoon.

% * * #

I cAN’T notice any more weddings this week. Their number
has been simply appalling ; every paper I pick up has accounts of
a greater or less number, and if this goes on much longer——
Well, T can't positively say--but I shall really begin to think of
getting married myself.

® * * *

THE annual commencement of the Univetsity was held in the
Pavilion on Friday last. A large and fashionable audience was
present to witness the ceremonies, but héw did the geese, hens,
etc., who made themselves so conspicious by their cackling during
one portion of the proceedings, manage to gain admittance. The
few, however, gave a relief to proceedings which, much as I stand
in awe of all dons and other magnates of our universities, might
otherwise been a trifle dull. Our sex were well to the fore, for
Miss Lawler had the degree of M.A. conferred upon her, Miss L.
D. Cummings took the William Mulock scholarship for Mathe-
matics and to Miss J, A. Street was awarded the Morse Classical

scholarship.
* * * *

ONE of the largest audiences I have ever seen in the Pavilion
assembled there on Friday last to witness the exercises in physical
culture performed by 150 young ladies from our public schools.
The stage was very prettily got up, and formed a very effective
background to the pretty scenes formed as the various motions and
exercises were gone through, under the able direction of Capt. J.
T. Thompson. Mr. A. P. Perrin had charge of the musical pro-
gramme, while Mr. and Mrs. Ramsay, the former as a vocalist,
the latter at the piano, rendered effective service. We are well
ahead in Canada as regards the physical culture of our young folks,
and it is pleasing to see that when they come before the public
their appearance is so well appreciated.

* * * *

Tur first concert of the Toronto Orchestral School was a de-
cided success, and should encourage its promoters to go on in the
good work. The School has now over sixty members, mostly
young musicians and forms a free training for them. . I fancy the
best performance of the Orchestra was Gillet’s ¢ Lion du Bal ” in
which a fine pianissimo effect was obtained, and which was deser-
vedly encored. The orchestral work all round was very good
indeed, considering this is a new Society, and does great credit to
Mr. W. H. Torrington, its director. Among the soloists Miss
Maud Snarr, Miss Lena “Adamson, Miss Massey, Mr. Welsman,
Mr. Chattoe and Master Bertie Plant all acquitted themselves
creditably. Inspector Hughes presented Miss Adamson and Mr.
Torrington with florial tributes, accompanied by a few appreciative
words, to which Mr. Torrington suitably replied, claiming at the
same time the support of the public for the new enferprise, Miss
Massey was also presented with a fine bouquet.

—_—

HAMILTON.

MosT of the society people here were present last week at Senator
Sanford’s reception, at which the guests were invited for a double
purpose, to meet Mrs. and Mr. E. Jackson Sanford, and to open
his new residence, ‘“Wesanford,” which is now, after being for
two years under the sway of the workmen, one of the most magni-
ficent mansions in the Dominion. The decorations throughout are
most artistic, the guest chambers being fitted up in Louis XV.
style ; and some of the paintings in the drawing-room, such as
¢ The Child of Christ” by Hoffman, are a treat to witness.

* * * #

EvERY arrangement had been made by the nurses at the Hospital
for getting exercise in the intervals of rest from their arduous duties,
by forming a Tennis Club to play on the lawn of the House of
Refuge. Although strongly supported in their endeavor by the
medical staff, through the apparently unreasonable opposition of
the chairman of the Hospital committee they have been refused the
simple privilege they asked for.

® * * "

Mg. J. M. GiBsoN and Mrs. Gibson left last week for a three
months’ trip to the Rocky mountains and Pacific coast. Col. Gib-
son has long looked forward to this journey, and expects to return
from the Rockies full of fresh health and yvigor,



Ladies  Pictorial

Handiwork.

Any question of general interest vegarding lome decoration
will be answerved in this column. Any suggestions, conlribu-
tions or letters from those infevested in this department will be
welcomed.—Ed,

Lramps.

The tall pedestal lamps are becoming exceedingly fashionable
just now, especially those made in wrought iron, entirely hand fash-

PEDESTAL LAMP.

ioned, and which-have quite a medizval appearance. We append
a sketch of one of these lamps with a very pretty shade in old rose
crepe and white lace. A drawing of another pretty shade is also
given. This can be made in any color, of course, the paler colors
giving the best lighting ; but a charming effect is often produced
by some of the deeper crimsons in these shades.

Fancy Baskets and Bags.

We append three illustrations of the above, which are such as
can readily be made by any of our readers, and at the same time
both novel and pretty.

No. 1 is a sachet bag, made of pink surah silk, tied with baby
ribhon and suspended by wider pink ribbon tied in 2 bow.

No. 2 is a work basket, made from an ordinary collar box,
covered with figured ribbon and draped with India silk ; the pin-
cushion is of silk and the rosettes of ribbon.

No. 3 is a basket for odds and ends, the framework being made
of cardboard and covered with lace and bows, the arrangement of
which is readily shown in the drawing.

Table Linen.

The smallest family we know of consists of just two, and as at
this season very many of these tiny establishments are being set up
perhaps a word to the prospective bride of economical tendencies
regarding her table linen, may not be altogether out of place.

In this direction a supply larger than is absolutely necessary for
every day use is judicious. Using it in turn makes it last much
longer than when the entire supply is either on the table or in the
wash, Linen wears out much worse in washing than in service.

A canton flannel covering for the table, which also serves as a
pad for the cloth, is an absolute necessity. Irish linen is the most
expensive quality, but Scotch, though much cheaper, has many
pretty, desirable patterns and wears like iron.

Four tablecloths three yards long should be owned by the small-
est family. Perhaps this seems a little long for a tiny table, but
nnless you mean to indulge in the luxury of company linen, you
will find three yards none too much when extra leaves bave to be
alded when guests made this additional length a necessity. Three

LAMP SHADE,

dozen napkins of medium size, or two dozen medium andjone}doz-
en extra dinner ones, as you choose, but three dozen in all, are
really necessary, for napkins soil much more quickly than table-
cloths, and, therefore, the number should be in larger proportion.

The breakfast and luncheon sets that come in two yards and a
half length cloths, and a dozen small napkins to match are very
pretty and reasonable, and save the better linen when the family
are alone and no elaborate meal is to be served.

One dozen fruit napkins in any pattern the buyer prefers,.are as
important as the more elegant linen cloths and napkins, for berries,
peaches and grapes make very ugly stains on the pure white surfaces,
and the young housekeeper will find the gay little colored squares
made for this purpose a rare saving of money and expense. Drawn
work, deep fringing and monograms or initals done in white are
stylish forms of decoration for borders and corners of table linen.

The extras for the table include centre pieces, carving and tea
cloths and the finger bowl doilies. ~Of these you can have as many
or as few as you like, according to the time you and your friends
have to spare in order to decorate them with the fine handiwork
now so popular.

These last are the luxuries in table linen, but the former articles
must be had -in every household where dainty but inexpensive
drapery makes of the dining table a feast for the eye as well as a
pleasure for the palate. :

NO. I.

How to Re-Gild Chairs.

In re-gilding a chair it must first be washed very carefully with
wh?te soap and warm water, rubbing it well, and seeing that all
stains are removed. When perfectly dry, every part that requires
gilding is to receive a coating of Japan gold size put on with a
medium sized camel’s hair brush. Should any portion to be
gilded be left unsized, the gold, of course, will not adhere. When
the size has become tacky, which will be in two or three minutes,
the gold leaf is laid on, but if this is done too early the gold will
show a mat surface. Having slightly warmed the gold leaf, take a
sheet of paper that has been well waxed on one side and pick up a
gold leaf with the edge of the waxed surface and lay it flat on the
seat, blowing it gently to make it settle down. Continue to lay on
the leaves this way, always making them overlay each other at the
edges until the seat is covered. Then cut a sheet of gold leaf in

small pieces and lay one of these on wherever the gold looks thin,
or has broken or does not cover. Next press the gold with a small
pad of cotton wool, gently and firm all over, rubbing away the
pieces that do not adhere, and flattening the whole surface. A
clean dry camel’s hair brush will help to take off gold that has not
adhered. Follow out the same process with other parts of the
chair. The gilding finished, make some clear size by cutting
vellum shavings smali, putting them in a glazed earthen dish and
covering them with water. The dish is then to be covered and set
in the oven until the shavings are quite soft. Strain the shavings
from the water and leave it to get cold, when it will be in a jellied
state. Lay a coat of this upon the chair, and next day varnish the
gilding with white spirit varnish.,

PuoTos may be prettily framed by covering cardboard to fit the
picture, covering the f(ame with artificial flowers or tiny loops of
baby ribbon ; ribbon may also be puffed around the frame.

Weekly.
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SprRAYS of flowers worked in the Dresden china patterns on
squares of fine linen are nice for d’oyleys. Pansies or great leaves
of linen are used for finger bowl d’oyleys and are button holed
deeply with silk.

SToVE or fire screens can be beautifully made of paper. An
enormous horseshoe, with leather nails, is filled in with crepe
paper of a soft shade of green, and over thisarelong bulrush leaves
in dull green and a few brown bulrushes ; a full ruching of paper
surrounds this unique screen.

NO. 3.

FAN photo frames are not new but their beauty consists in the
fact that they are easily made at home ; the Chinese grass fans
with a color interwoven are nice ; fasten two of them together with
strong stitches which conceal with a bow of ribbon and bring the
handles securely together by tying with ribbon ; to make the fans
firmer take a thin strip of wood or cardboard and fasten across the
back of the twin fans ; take the photographs and attach one in the
centre of each fan securing firmly at the corners and put tiny bows
at each corner ; hang to the wall by ribbon.

Ir?_ The Garden.

** A bit of heaven on earth.”

The Editor of this Department will be pleased to recrive sug-
gestions. and contributions from those interested in gardening.

Iita France Roses.

Perhaps there is no rose that comes nearer to the heart of the
grower than this well-known variety, so beautiful in bud and with
its delicious perfume. To be able to grow and winter this rose in
the open ground is the pride of all rose growers, especially when
the plant has been raised from the reed of a Tea rose.  We are
never certain of finding it alive in the spring," although on weli-
drained soil plants have been known to live for years. But no
one who has grown it successfully will care to give it up for the
loss of a plant, for it is a constant bloomer and will pay for itself
the first season. For a wonder it secms to thrive well on the ma-
netti as a stock. A number of sports of this variety have been
placed on the market, but none have proved equal to the old vari-
ety. The Duchess of Albany was claimed of a deeper color, and
the newer introduciion described as a white La Franced was named
Augustine Guinoisseau. Some of our growers class La France with
the hybrid perpetuals, but on account of its tenderness it seems to
partake more of the tea blood, and should be classed with the hy-
brid teas. No rose garden is complete without this variety, which
is sure to make friends with the grower.

THE CANNA,
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Fasbhions.

** What we really want {s advice.””—RUDYARD KIPLING.

Address letters velating to this depariment to Editor * Fash-
ons” Ladies’ Piclorial Weekly, etc.

“ Prince Little Boy.”

To conform to the present style, little boys go almost directly
from their pretty white dresses into pants. The intermediate state
of kilt skirts, to lenghten out the days
of baby-sweetness, is so brief that it
avails little in reconciling mothers to
the final surrender. The knee-pants
are very short, and the skirts of soft
china silk fall loosely at the waist.
Fancy jackets and coats, to be worn
over them, offer some compensation by
their beauty, but such a decided inno-
vation does not inspire confidence for
the future.

The *“best or dress-up suit for these
same little men is of velvet, or vel-
veteen, the pants short and buttoned
at the knee. A silk blouse-skirt is
worn under the coat and is finished
with broad collar, and cuffs which
turn over on the outside. The coat is
short, falling open from the throat, and
is richly braided. Ties are of soft silk
(frequently white, or cream), and care-
lessly tied under the collar, in wide
bow. Suits are also made from cord-
uroy or light cloths, but all are trim-
med with braids, or bindings, etc. Sashes (to match the ties)
knotted and the ends falling at the left side, are worn by very little
boys. Whatever the suit (unless it be fancy dress, for page at wed-
ding, etc.), the hose are always black.

Nothing takes the place of the sailor-suit, for *‘ rough and tumble,”
affording freedom of motion and adapted. to out-of-door sports that
all boys delight in. These suits are much prettier than formerly,
with great variety in the striped shirts and collars, worn under the
blouses to relieve them. Boys greatly prefer fun to fine clothes, and
enforced martyrdom in that direction does not improve health or
temper in “‘areal, livejboy,” which, after all is theonly kind worth
having.

Summer Blouses.

Blouses and shirts now form an indispensible portion of every
lady’s summer outfit, and no more popular article of woman’s wear-
ing apparel can be found. This popularity is due to more than
one reason. In the first place these garments give a looseness,
coolness and sense of comfort and freedom to the wearer that no
other form of bodice does. Secondly, and what is even of primary
consideration to many is the cheapness and facility with which they
can be made, home-made blouses being often quife as stylish and
effective in appearance as any other. For the past three or four
weeks we have been reproducing sketches of the latest styles in
these garments, and this week we issue three more. No. I is used
as a tea jacket or indoor blouse. It was made in soft cream-colored
flannel, embroidered with a tiny pattern in blue and red silk. It
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is edged with a pinked-out ruche,” which also outlines the front
neck and sleeves.

No. 2 is a very serviceable blouse, easy to make and get up, the
one we noticed being in a pretty shade of grey-blue, the floral pat-
tern being in white. This is a2 most useful form for everyday use,
at the same time giving a good appearance.

No. 3 is also one of the garments made for use more than show,
and is in white zephyr with pattern in pink, a pleated frill in front
and turn down collar. This, when worn with a large tie, as shown
in the sketch, has a very pleasant effect. The materials used in
making up these blouses and shirts are very varied, but, of course,
are of a light description. To wear under boating jackets nothing
is better than ordinary print, but to those who can afford the addi-
tional expense the lighter makes of silk give a richness to the gar-
ment that no other material can give. Pongee silk is much used,
and has the merit of lowness in price to recommeéndit. Flannel is
also common, and for athletic ladies who do much in the way of
rowing, tennis, etc., we can recommend no better material.

Summer Tweed Dresses.

There are not two opinions in the world of fashion as to the
neatness and smartness of a well-made tweed gown for summer
wear, always provided, of course, that the colors of the material
are fresh and pretty. Especially when arranged to wear with silk
or cotton blouses and an open coat, and when provided with a vest
of its own material for the cool, dull days, which are sure to come
with every summer, a neat, tweed frock will be found very neces-
sary for immediate use. At the same time nothing in the way of
a dress looks worse than a badly fitting tweed gown, and all ladies
who value their appearance will see that the style in which the
dress is made is irreproachable, and this we may add can only be
secured by going to a ladies’ tailor for these garments. There are
many new materials in the tweeds this season. One of the newest
and prettiest I have seen has been a brocaded woollen, in which

NO. 2,

floral or other patterns are actually woven in the material, much
as is the case in a brocaded silk. No amount of wet or wear can
possibly injure this material, which at the same time has a much
prettier appearance than the ordinary plain tweeds. Silk is much
used also this year woven in with the woollen in the material and
I saw a very handsome dress a few days since in which gold braid
was woven in, not placed upon the material, and *which gave an
almost ultra richness to the appearance of the gown. I like the
silks woven in better, they add a peculiar softness to the appear-
ance and make the material look more pliant and less stiff than the
ordinary tweeds.” The plaids are not so much in vogue as they
were last season, but still many are being used, more especially for
rough-holiday wear.

Bathing Suits.

The most becoming bathing suits are of Jersey webbing in either
wool or silk ; they come in dark’ blue with red or white stripes
about the neck and bottom of the skirt, and in white, red or black,
banded with a contrasting color ; the waist and trousers are in one,
and upon this the waist is buttoned and the stocking drawn up
over the knee.

Dressier suits are of flannel of a dark color with collar and bands

" of figured French flannel ; a sash is wound about the waist with

worsted tassels.
Brilliantine makes excellent bathing suits as it does not hold the
water. ?
Silk is fashionable but the taffeta and not the India silk should
be chosen as the latter clings too closely to the figure.

—Most of the suits are cut with round necks and are sleeveless or
— v
with very_short"sleeves.

Bridesmaids Hats

The brides-elect among my correspondents so frequently ask my
advice as to suitable hats for bridesmaids, that I am sure they will
be interested to hear of some very pretty hats, which will be worn
at a fashionable wedding during the present month. - The hats are
rather large, and very picturesque in shape, being made of white

NO. 3.

point d’ esprit net drawn over a frame work of gold wires, and
quite transparent in effect. The gown, which is almost flat, is
smartly trimmed with long French bows of white ribbon, and
clusters of gloire de Dijon roses, surrounded by wonderfully
natural-looking foliage.

Children’s Costumes.

We publish on page 393 a few sketches of the latest styles in
children’s costumes shown by the W. E. Sanford Manufacturing
Company, of Hamilton. This firm, while making all kinds of
men’s, youths”and children’s clothing, form a speciality of the lat-
ter department, and nowhere in the Dominion will be found a
greater variety of make and style. The firm is an extensive one
in fact, the most extensive one in Canada, employing over 1,500
people, and covering with their sixteen travelers the whole ground
from the Atlantic to the Pacific, and having branches at Winnipeg,
Victoria and Toronto. The latter branch will shortly be removed
from the present position on Wellington street to large and com-
modious premises in the Merchants Building, Bay street. Senator
Sanford, whom to mention is to kn<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>