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The City Hack

NoTe.—If ““the iabourer is worthy of his hire,” surely the beast of burden has his rights also;
yet the commercialism of the age—the consideration only for profit and loss—is responsible
for many heartless cruelties inflicted upon the horse. In health, he is often overworked; in
sickness, he is frequently neglected. Hay, with an occasional measure of oats, is his' daily
fare; the hot, dusty streets by day, and the foul, uncomfortable stable by night, would be
his invariable surroundings, were these not changed for the worse by the rigour of a
Canadian Winter. Green pastures and luscious grass are not for him ; he is a city hack.
His fate—to work for frugal fare and then die—was fore-ordained by man, his master ; his
birth, even, ensued as the result of mercenary motives, and when, by reason of old age or ill-
treatment, he is unfit for further service, the knacker is summoned and he forfeits his right
to exist until death occurs from natural causes. When we reflect upon the matter from the
standpoint of the horse, we must confess that man is sometimes ungrateful, unjust and cruel
to one of his most useful and faithful servants.

Full of “points,” but not of breeding,
Angular from stinted feeding,
And an animated skeleton, yclept—ye gods!—a horse;
Spavined, hide-bound, broken-winded
(Has the by-law been rescinded ?)
Yet he pulled up from the depot all the scenery for a farce!

Oh! the wistful look of anguish
Of the beast, that dared not languish,
Though the load was far too heavy for a dray-hotse in his prime;
Though hard usage and short rations
Had divorced humane relations
*Twixt the driver and a willing hack, played out before his time,

Little wonder that he halted,
That he trembled and—defaulted;
Little wonder that he winced beneath the lash against his hice.
Little wonder that he staggered
When, to prove he was no laggard,
He exerted all his energy and—tumbled down and died!
WiLLiam T. James.




Reminiscences of a Printer's Devil

The Song of the Printer.

Pick and click And his work beguiles
Goes the type in the stick, By chanting a song as the letters he piles,
As the printer stands at his case: With pick and click,
His eyes glance quick, and his fingers pick Like the world’s chronometer, tick! tick! tickt
The type at a rapid pace;
And one by one, as the letters go, 0, where is the man with such simple tools
Words are piled up steady and slow— Can govern the world as 17
Steady and slow, With a printing press, an iron stick,
But still they grow, And a little leaden die;
And words of fire they soon will glow: With paper of white, and ink of black,
Wonderful words that, without a sound, I support the Right, and the Wrong attack.

Traverse the earth to its utmost bound:
Words that shall make
The tyrant quake,
And the fetters of the oppressed shall break;
g&'ordilth.at can crumlgle an army’s npght,
Y;tt:ﬁe teyll;:ss:{)i';gltt)l:)ll(nbalx:llgeg:ie::zr?g‘:;ﬁmb While the printerstill grows,and God only knows
As he puts them in place with finger and thumb. When his might shall cease to tower.
But the printer smiles, —ANON,

Say, where is he, or who may he be,
That can rival the printer’s power?

To no monarchs that live the wall doth he give:
Their sway lasts only an hour:

O those who refuse to believe in a personal devil I stand forth, as
an individual who has been one, in refutation of a scepticism
founded on ignorance. But I have reformed; no matter what
my friends may say to the contrary, I respectfully submit this
as a fact, without a blush. Printer’s devils have been known to
reform, and why not I? I could point to dozens who have
risen to respectability and rank from association with the “hell-
box” and deeds of darkness, such as the washing of rollers.
True, a few have gone from bad to worse and become politicians,

but they were among the incorrigibles; whereas I am still picking up an honest

living out of a case of type, while my name is known wherever the English
language 1s spoken, and I need only mention it to be at once recognized: it is

John Smith. Though why I should be compared by the bard to ‘“the world’s

chronometer” I cannot comprehend, since I am denied “tick” on every hand.

I do strike occasionally, and I do feel ‘“all run down” and in need of being

wound up on Monday morning; but it does not therefore follow that my internal

mechanism resembles a Waterbury watch. On the contrary.

“The devil is not as black as he is painted;” as colored inks come more into
favour, he is gradually assuming a variegated complexion, which, though less
sombre, is somewhat more startling in its effect upon the spectator. In time,
perhaps gold bronze may, for a season, supersede the use of inks, and then the
imp will be transformed into the similitude of an angel of light.

In the days of my unsullied youth, in a city of England, I was wont to watch
a printing press in operation, and aspire to be the magician who fed blank paper
in at one end and conjured it through a mysterious maze of perturbed mechanism,
whence it appeared as knowledge pre-digested for public consumption. This led
to my being apprenticed to the craft—a singularly striking illustration of how the
way to the hell-box is paved with good intentions; for I protest that I chose this
career without any sinister purpose, being actuated wholly and solely by the
laudable ambition to become a public dispenser of knowledge by the ream or
token. To show that mercenary motives had no part. or lot in my side of the
contract, I need only say that my wages for the first year were eighteen pence
per week, with a rise of one shilling per week each subsequent year.
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I was not a little shocked at being accosted as “‘the devil” after having been
annointed on the countenance with dabs of red, green and blue ink by my
predecessor, assisted by several others; but when, picking up a broken type and
taking it to one of the men, I was told to “chuck it into the hell-box,” associating
this with my infernal sobriquet, I construed it as a personal affront and went to
the foreman for an explanation, who hinted that I might venture to consult him
as a sort of technical glossary as soon as my “footing” should have been paid.
This was another poser; it seemed to indicate there was no rest for the sole of
my foot in that office until the strong waters had gone down the thirsty gullets
of some twenty compositors, who declared that they could never look upon a
new apprentice without thirsting for ginger-beer or gore, but that, as they never
liked to go to extremes, they usually compromised on the happy medium and
took beer—plain beer, without ginger on the one hand or gore on the other. So
I returned to the domestic ark and reported to my father, who was shocked to
the extent of half a guinea. which was spent the next day in bread and cheese,
cigars and beer—principally the latter. That night I went home with an olive
branch (bot. Nicotiana) in my mouth, which I thought I might as well drop at
the corner of our street, lest it might not be understood by my father as an
emblem of peace; and when I had fluttered into the ark, it pitched and tossed
to such a degree that I was sea-sick all night and unable to rise on the following
morning. Although I had paid for my footing, I believe to this day I did not
get value for my money, for my footing was, if anything, more insecure on the
day that I paid for it than it had ever been before.

Tom Fisher, the senior apprentice, had a premonition that he was not
expected home that night and that his appearance might lead his mother to
suppose that something had happened, and so fell asleep on the bed of the press.
One compositor subsided upon a ream of full-sheet posters that had just been
printed, and expatiating (chiefly to himself) upon the occasion of the celebration
of his own apprenticeship, threw one arm into the ink barrel and defied interfer-
ence until he had had a snooze, from which he awoke with more than two black
eyes. Sim. Stephens predicted an illustrious future for me and promised to
teach me the whole trade from beginning to end in less than a fortnight, provided
I would roll the keg to where he could reach it without risking collapse by rising
in his fatigued condition. Jerry Kickerton, a man of moods with a set of prin-
ciples and feelings for each, had been standing with his back to the empty fire-
place holding forth, for my particular edification, on the rights and wrongs of the
working man. As his tongue ran away with the strength of his limbs, he slipped
from the mantelpiece bit by bit into the grate, whence he continued to harangue
the proprietor who had come to order him home. The foreman, somewhat
hilarious and very authoritative, called repeatedly for “order” (interpreted by
one of the apprentices as a demand for another glass of beer) while he delivered
a speech from notes he was unable to read, to which everyone was good-
naturedly deaf. Meanwhile a pressman warbled a comic song, with a face as
grave as a sexton’s and a voice as pathetic as that of an undertaker presenting
his bill. Only “Popsy” Peplow, who had stuck to the ginger pop whence he
derived the appellation, went home perfectly sober, and as Popsy was a law unto
himself and an anomaly to others, he did not count. He was said to have the
“evil eye,” which had the one peculiar power of making a man’s beer taste flat
when he looked upon it, and everybody felt relieved when he left.

Popsy had been kind and obliging to me, and was a manly fellow who did as
he pleased and never interfered with others, but secretly I despised him without
attempting an analysis of my feelings, so contagious is prejudice. We either
admire or hate our superiors, and more often than not “familiarity breeds con-
tempt.” The hero is no longer such when he steps down from his pedestal and
walks among us on terms of familiarity. We begin to pull him to pieces to find
wherein he differ from ourselves. For every point of similarity we mark one for
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us and two against him; but in respect to flaws in his character in which com-
parison is to our own advantage, we are unjust as we are unmerciful. The
weight of his own reputation is turned against him as a reactive force, and the
hero falls in our estimation as far below his true level as he was before above it.
Popsy had presumed to be heroic by running counter to popular opinion; Popsy
had been convicted of many points of similarity in comparison with common
clay, and he had his faults: therefore Popsy was & humbug—a mere upstart.
As he did not pass at par in the office, I discounted everything he did, which is
the way with people whose opinions come to them second-hand. Popsy was at
his frame the next morning as bright as a cricket, and for three days acted in the
foreman’s stead, who was laid up with biliousness. To-day, Popsy is the only
one of the crowd who sits in his counting-house while the other fellows have
their nose in the space-box. I ascribe his success not to the virtues of pop, but
to that force of character that enabled him to stand alone—and yet not alone,
for he had Right on his side—against opposition and current prejudice.

Just as, with the introduction of steam into navigation, the “old salt” so
familiar to us in Marryat’s novels has vanished, with his idiosyncrasies, customs
and nautical “lingo,” so with the advent of type-setting machines the typical
printer, with his eccentricities together with the glamour of the craft, its quaint
institutions and odd nomenclature, is fast passing out of being and remembrance.

To one not of the trade, the printing office is invested by the imagination
with the mystery of a Masonic Lodge. The strange names of the sizes of type
—Pearl, Agate, Nonpareil, Minion, Brevier, Bourgeois, Long Primer, Pica, and
so forth—the casual reference to the devil and the hell-box, the friar and the
chapel, shooting sticks, composing sticks, formes, quoins and chases, imposing
stones and dupes, frames, racks and alleys, founts, friskets, tympans, leads, slugs,
rules, reglets and quotation furniture, galleys and gutters, lean and phat takes,
live, dead and standing matter, jeffing and justifying, upper and lower case, caps
and small caps, mackle, make-up and making ready, inset and off-set, broad-side
and break-lines, clickers and companionships, dressing-on and driving-out, out
of register and out of sorts, underlays and overlays, ems and ens, leaders, quads
and dashes, stars, fists, daggers and double-daggers, not to mention the pi so
unlike that which your mother used to make,—-all these seem to suggest the
gibberish of the black art and explain the mild superstition with which printing
is still regarded by an intelligent public that has a fair knowledge of all handi-
crafts but printing. The position of the printer in the community is also unique.
‘Call him a mechanic, and he will resent it; call him an artist or a professional
man, and he is flattered; call him anything but a printer, and he will pity
your ignorance. Neither fish, flesh nor fowl, he is a nondescript and refuses
point blank to be classified. He is a caste unto himself, and as such he preserves
his originality with a stubbornness that is thwarted only by the insidious
encroachment of the spirit of the age, which is replacing his tools and methods
with modern innovations too rapid in their development to accumulate tradition.
As the “wayzgoose” has become the picnic, so the printer will slowly differentiate
into an ordinary citizen with a definite status. When this happens, all men will
be equal and the millenium not far off.

The office in which I served my time was a relic of the good old days, con-
servative to the last degree, from the “old man” down. We boasted that we
were still entitled by law to wear a sword, and anybody who might be sceptical
enough to challenge the statement was dubbed an ignoramus and told to go and
read English history. Not one in the office had ever verified it; but each was
so cock-sure that it was there—somewhere, that he would not wade through
history from Jack Sheppard to Julius Casar to find it. It was a test of one’s
orthodoxy to accept this without question. He who pooh-poohed such a time-
honoured fable—watch him with both eyes; he was a danger to society and a
menace to the state, Look out for the crown jewels when he is around ; traitors
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such as he would seize the crown and set up for themselves. There are some
things that are established beyond dispute, and so do not admit of discussion.
This was one. The sceptic was told to “read history” with such an air of assur-
ance that he inferred proof would be forthcoming on demand. Those who
insisted on chapter and paragraph were told to “Go to the devil, who is fresh
from school!” When we come to probe the minds of men, it is astounding to
observe the extent to which cheek and make-believe may pass for knowledge.

‘The compositors talked ponderously of the “power of the press,” while the
devil demonstrated it by getting his fingers nipped in the cog-wheels. No less
than three of the former came to work in a frock coat and one of the old stagers
had for ten years supported the dignity of a top hat, which had for ten years
previous to that been a ‘“‘wrong fount” in the office and the subject of criticism
on the street. The frock coats were all faded and the lapels of one furnished a
toboggan slide for flies, by reason of grease, beer and snuff. The snuff-box was
still in evidence among the elderly men, and, as an act of gracious condescension,
the devil was occasionally invited to take a pinch. In fact, the office was
redolent with the odour of antiquity.

At 11 a.m, the “cub” (alias the devil, alitas John Smith), gripping two
broom-handles by the middle, from which depended sundry cans, each containing
the wherewithal or an 10 U, sallied forth, with a brazen disregard of public
opinion, for the lunch beer, being exhorted to temperance on his return by those
who, having been devils themselves, opined they had received scant measure—
a custom that to-day is dying a hard, lingering death in England.

We still cherished the old custom of sending the imp with a bucket to the
farthest printing office, on All Fools’ Day, to borrow some two-line double demy
italic hair spaces, or on some other nonsensical errand. We also cultivated his
love for natural history by exhibiting type-lice for his edification, which to see is
never to forget. The trick was done in this wise: A galley of type was divided
in the middle and the opening filled with dirty water, wherein these interesting
little creatures were said to be disporting themselves. The imp was told to look
very closely or he would not see them, and while doing so the type was suddenly
pushed together, causing the water to spurt up into his eyes. And if this did
not cure him of curiosity, there were other equally pleasant little devices to
reduce him to that state of cynical stoicism for which the genus “comp.” is
noted. Alas! for the devastating hand of Time, the type-louse has become a
scientific microbe. Where is now the romance of printing ?>—the artifice of “the
art preservative of arts?” O Ichabod! O tempora, O Moses!

Shall I ever forget the first pi I made? I fancy I hear poor Jenkins turn
over in his coffin at the bare mention of it. My wife’s first pie may become a
vague reminiscence, but that pie never! It was one of the greatest achieve-
ments of modern times—according to Jenkins, it was unparalleled in history.
But when excited he was wont to exaggerate, and he may have overshot the
mark. He called heaven and earth to witness it, and prayed for my forgiveness.
Better I had never been born, much less apprenticed to printing, than perpetrate
that awful act of typographical confectionery. Poor Jenkins (excuse these
copious tears!) he died of an indigestion contracted through it. In after years,
whenever he was thirsty or financially “out of sorts,” he reminded me of that
p1, and this in such a reproachful tone of heroic resignation that I had not the
heart to refuse him. His demise was accelerated by futile attempts to clear his
crop of it with strong waters, and the only consolation I can derive from his fate

“is the fact that he frankly declared he was not afraid of meeting my equal here
or hereafter.

A double crown forme of intricate statistical tables in nonpareil had been
set up, anathematized, excommunicated, corrected, revised and proved for press,
and had just been taken off the stone to go down to the press-room, when I
appeared on the scene, fell over a box of new type on the floor and put my knee
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through the forme. Such a melancholy heap of small type and rules was never
before seen in a printing office—or since! Such a torrent of vituperative abuse
never escaped from mortal mouth as gushed forth from the blanched lips of poor
Jenkins! He was an irascible Welshman. He vociferated alternately in English
and Welsh, and when he ran short of expletives, he coupled Welsh words as
long as his arm with compound adjectives and nouns in English and fired them
at me like a gatling gun. He pranced, danced and skipped around me like a
madman, while I stood dumbfounded and petrified with terror. How he fumed,
and sputtered, and stuttered, and stammered, and hammered at me in a volcanic
eruption of the scoria of two languages, to arouse in my dazed intellect a con-
ception of the enormity of the mischief I had wrought! Didn’t T know that he
had worked on that forme for six weeks—pwllgerygotrobsantyffddth !—six weeks
—cuthrel deowl! What did I do that for? Six weeks!—worst job he ever
tackled in all his life!—nough to drive a man out of his mind!—all gone to
smash !—not the ghost of a pick-up in the whole adjectival mawrgwaithogogogoch!
Look at it, cuthrel deowl!—pied, squabbled!—all got to be set over again !—take
a week to dis. the p1 before a stamp could be lifted! O you combined, concen-
trated, conglomerated, amalgamated, unsophisticated kyacadruse-chariad-bach!—
contemporaneous villain-of-a-villain !—-ein-di-tri-ped wa-pinque-quaith-syth-ooith-
now-theg-einapumptheg!* The logic of this was unanswerable. I was conscience-
stricken, and fled in guilty dismay, closely followed down stairs by Worcester
Unabridged and consolidated coagulations of elongated elocution too numerous
to mention and too prolix for any Sassenach brain to comprehend.

I was detained at home for the remainder of the week by an indisposition
that baffled the diagnosis of the family physician, who concluded to try what an
aperient and a few days’ rest would do for me. I protested that what I really
needed was a complete change of air—a sea voyage, for instance. Denied this,
I took to boating on the river, and inadventently showed that I was speedily
recovering by going for a swim every day. On the following Monday morning,
however, I had a serious relapse, and was unable to leave my bed until a note
came from my employer to the effect: “Come back to work, and all will be
forgiven.”

Looking as penitent as I could, in fear and trembling I crept up stairs to the
composing room, much relieved to find that the man I most dreaded was absent.
Poor Jenkins had not yet returned from an unpronounceable place in Wales,
whither he had gone, on the day of the catastrophe, to attend the obsequies of
a thrice-deceased grandmother. He had left for me, with his kind regards, an
expression of his personal opinion concerning myself and future welfare that led
me to believe that, if what I had heard at Sunday school was true, his own
outlook, at that particular time, was more lurid than cheerful. When he did
come back in sackcloth and ashes, the havoc of grief for his lamentable bereave-
ment was touching to behold. We may know what it is to lose a grandmother,
but who can imagine the utter woe of one who had lost three grandmothers—or,
rather, one grandmother dead for the third time? No wonder that his hand
trembled, that his eyes were bleared and red with weeping, that in the absorption
of his affliction he had returned without his coat, which he supposed he had left
where he had mislaid his money. His first words were:

“Is that tabular forme on the press yet?”

On receiving a reply in the negative, he went to look for his coat, continuing
the search for ten days without success, but eventually turning up clothed and

* Or somewhat to this effect; I cannot be sure of the orthography. The Welsh language is treacherous
to other than the native born. A friend of mine, a reporter, told me that in trying to catch a quotation from
the Wels}n classics in a political speech, he spelled it as he beard it, with the result that he was disabled by
rheumatism in the wrist and his journal was involved in a suit for libe). This was the quotation in English:
‘ Llewellyn, our king, behold us still true to the traditions of our country!" This is what a Welsh scholar
made of it as it appeared: *'Llewellyn's pork gies eat not: I, us nor we ejaculate dog!” The case, how-
ever, was dismissed, the judge, after hearing the Welsh of it, holding that this was as close an approxi-
mation to the original as might reasonably be expected of an untutored Saxon,



Reminiscences of a l)rinfer’s Devil. 7

in his right mind.- Peace to his ashes! Though I sincerely hope he has
escaped incineration.

When I recall the fact that it was an itinerant printer to whom belongs the
notoriety of crossing the American continent on foot with a clean shirt and a
dollar bill without changing either, my memory sadly reverts to the towel that
was kept hanging in the office long after it had become “high.” Ugh! I smell
it now. Every one was worn to a relic before it received long-deferred sepulture
in the ash-bin. When decomposition set in, we had a presentiment that, some-
where on the surface of this planet, somebody was about to reap the flax from
which our new towel would be made, and one of the men would propose the
celebration of harvest home. But the hint seemed never to percolate beyond
the foreman, who was an ultra-conservative. In the meantime, as a mild protest
against the preservation of things effete, the hands began to wipe themselves
with white poster paper, which was cheap, and consequently failed as a suggestion.
Presently a more expensive paper was requisitioned for that purpose; but when
good linen stock was ruthlessly wasted in this manner, the employer came to the
conclusion that it was time to get a new towel. Only on one occasion was the
office towel washed, and then when the charwoman delivered a network of holes
and asked what she should do with the several acres of arable land extracted
therefrom, the proprietor denied all claim to the title-deed and refused to identify
his property. Some persons, I have no doubt, will deem this an exaggeration,
but did they ever work in a printing office? To the consideration of such I
submit the following poem by a typographical bard, who, with an eye to the
esthetic side of common -things, has embalmed the remains of one printer’s
towel in verse. This is not to be confounded with “Ethics of the Dust”:

When I think of the towel—
The old-fashioned towel,
That used to hang up near the printing house door,
I can think of nobody,
In these days of shoddy,
That could hammer out iron to wear as it wore.

The ‘“devil' who used it,
The tramp who abused it,
The **comp.’” who got at it when these two were gone,
The make-up and foreman,
The editor (poor man!)
Each rubbed some grime off, while they put a heap on.

In, over and under,
'Twas blacker than thunder,
And harder than poverty, rougher than sin
On the roller suspended, '
It never was bended,
And flapped on the wall like a banner of tin.

It grew harder and rougher,
And blacker and tougher,

And daily took on a much inkier hue,
Until one windy morning,
Without any warning,

It fell on the floor and was broken in two.

A good story is told in “Quads” of an inquisitive person who poked his
head into a printing office door and enquired :

“Who'’s dead ?”

“Nobody that I've heard of,” replied the foreman.

“ What's that crape on the door for then ?”

The foreman went outside and saw at a glance that the devil had hung the
office towel on the door-knob while he chased a lame pigeon up the alley.
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We had a red-white-and-blue cat, of a pessimistic physiognomy, grimly grue-
some with the scars of several nocturnal combats. Nobody would have taken
him for a cat of literary tastes, yet he ate the mice that subsisted upon an unsold
edition of “The Feast of the Gods: an Ode to the Great God Pan,” by a local
poet who also owed the printer, that in the course of years had become a cold
collation, in which only the instinct of 2 mouse could find anything edible. The
cat was named Japhet because he was always in search of his father, that he had
seen jump into the ink barrel but never come out again, a mystery to the solution
of which he devoted his declining days. He was born white, and might have
continued so had he not in early youth been associated with printer’s ink. It
was one of my functions to provide him with a coat of many colours—one of
the few duties which I performed with conscientious regularity. His tricolour
tail was a thing of beauty and a joy forever—to me; to Japhet, who was colour-
blind, it was a matter of indifference—except when he washed himself, and then
he shook his head dubiously, the ink not suiting his epicurean palate. But he
was not long for this world. One day, in quest of his sire, he meandered into
a press running at full speed, and two impressions were taken of him before it
could be stopped. One of the press-feeders—a wag in his way, and under notice
to quit—rushed into the office with his face smeared with blood and breathlessly
announced, ‘A catastrophe in the press-room! Nine lives lost!” The shock
was so sudden that the proprietor fainted; but when he came round and learned
that Japhet was the only victim, he smiled a sickly smile and tried to persuade
the book-keeper that he had only fallen asleep, remarking that the next time any
press-feeder made an ass of himself there would be a cataclysm, and he would be
in it. Poor Japhet! he was a restless creature. et us hope he now rests in
peace—or, rather, pieces.

Of all artizans the printer is, without exception, most given to travel. In
many instances, he becomes literally a journeyman as soon as he has served his
apprenticeship. The conditions under which he pursues his vocation are favour-
able to a nomadic existence, and the number of itinerants who ‘“carry the
banner”—as tramping is called—is hardly surprising. Type-setting is in itself a
varied education. The compositor is constantly picking up scraps of information
about men and things and places here, theie and everywhere. The monotony
of his work is irksome to an active temperament, and little wonder if hé picks
up with other things a desire to see the world and gain a personal experience of
the scenes with which he is conversant. The tools not furnished by the office
he can carry in his pocket; the printing office is ubiquitous; for the newspaper
hand there is always casual work to be had “subbing” (i.c., working as a substi-
tute for a regular man who wants a night off); and for the job printer temporary
employment awaits him in one or another office in every city, while the country
newspaper often helps him along with a few days’ or a few hours’ work—enough
for bed and breakfast. And should he be “dead broke,” he has but to make
known his needs to be relieved, so generally recognized is the shiftlessness of the
fraternity. Indeed, in England a union man could—-and perhaps still does, for
all T know to the contrary—draw from the funds of each union a mileage of one
penny between the town he is in and the next.

The tramp printer—often a good mechanic, and alas! also often a tippler—
has marked characteristics that call forth the raillery as well as the appreciation
of his fellow craftsmen, many of whom have carried the banner in their time
before settling down as famlly men. I remember one in particular who with the
first Summer zephyr was wafted into our knowledge factory.

‘’Day, gentlemen! Any chance of a job?” was his greeting.

He had been preceded the day before by another of his ilk, and the milk of
human kindness was dried up at its source.  Although it is next to impossible
to mistake the peripatetic printer, “the boys” pretended not to recognize him as
such, and eyed him furtively as a peddler in disguise—a wolf in sheep’s clothing.
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This ruse he had probably encountered elsewhere.

“Don’t know me, I see. Well, gentlemen of ‘the art preservative,’ I am a
travelling missionary of The Socxety for the Dissemination of Knowledge, in
whose interests | have the honour, for the time being, of carrying the banner.
I am not, as you observe, arrayed in purple and fine linen, nor have I fared
sumptuously to-day. I contain, at the present moment, one red herring, a penny
loaf and two beers. Taking no thought for the morrow, I require for to-day’s
sustenance two more beers or one square meal. It is for the philanthropic
among you to decide which it shall be; I have no choice in the matter.”

Six having subscribed one penny each, he continued :

“I am looking for work with one eye, and the means of existing without it
with the other. My right eye, gentlemen, is blind—atrophied ; literaily worn
out with looking for employment. Nature, however, has made up for this
infirmity by concentratmg my whole power of vision in the other eye. Tor this
reason, I rarely fail to minister to my appetite with some degree of rezularity.
I can work ; I have worked—in an emergency, and have recovered from the
effects thereof but I have it on the best medical authority that a relapse might
be fatal. 1 feel that I have not outlived my usefulness ; therefore I do not wish
to die yet. What useful function do 1 fulfil? Well, charity is a virtue, is it not?
Do I not cultivate virtue, then, in the human breast? I do; the argument is
unanswerable. Gentlemen, this meeting is adjourned sine die. I leave you
better men than I found you; for, be it remembered, ‘charity covereth a multi-
tude of sins.” Adieu.”

Just at this moment the foreman came up from the store with a rush job.
After a whispered conversation with one of the hands, he went up to the tramp-
and said :

‘“Here’s a job that’s got to be out to-night. You don’t go till this is in type.
Off with your coat and get to work!”

“But—"

“But you've got to. You can go to the better land when this is set up if
you like ; not before. Here, Smith, make up this man’s stick to thirty ems and
get him started.”

“Gentlemen, this seems to be an emergency ; I succumb,” said the tramp.

We all expected to see “miking” exemplified to perfection; but, to our
astonishment, he was transformed in an instant. His coat was off in a jiffy, and
in five minutes he was picking up type in a manner that curled our hair to see.
No two men equalled his output; his spacing was even and his proofs clean.
The foreman stood aghast, and when proofs of the job were pulled two hours-
before it was promised, he acknowledged the tramp had ‘“one on us,” and,
pointing to a vacant frame, “offered him a steady job at five shillings above the
union scale.

“ My dear sir,” said he, “I am not looking for a steady job; I go in quest of
the Home for Incurables. I fear I shall not survive this shock; the reaction
will be tremendous. The honorarium for my services you may bestow on such
as I; I would: not take the bread out of any man’s mouth. I am an ethical
culturlst that is really my forte. I will now depart to slow music.”

“There goes an enigma,” said the foreman as the typographical tourist went
out to absorb the sixpence.

The door was pushed ajar, and a voice exclaimed :

‘Gentlemen, take my word for it, every man’s an enigma. Each gets his
experience in his own way. This is my way; what d’ye think of it?”

“Not much,” replied the foreman. '

And so said all of us.

That night, about eleven o’clock, I met the enigma on the street so over-
whelmed with experience that he was unloading incoherent chunks of it upon
an indifferent public. T asked him if this exhibition was a part of his system of
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ethical culture, and was informed, after he had gradually identified me, that it
was merely a preliminary symptom of the relapse he had predicted. I saw him
safely to a shelter for the night, and went early in the morning to entice him
back to work ; but he had gone, and I never saw him again.

I look back upon my life and think of my schoolmates who have gone their
various ways along the highways and by-ways of life, and I sometimes ask
whether, if the choice of a career were again mine to make, I would choose to
be a printer. Every printer condemns his trade for its unremunerativeness, its
tediousness, the exacting conditions of success it imposes, and its predisposing
influences to ill-health, and, I think, justly; but I have observed how often, after
shaking the dust of their feet upon it, they drift back to it again. There is a
fascination in the types for the true printer which few such can long resist.
‘They are an intelligent, industrious class of men, and deserve better of the
public than they receive; yet I am inclined to the philosophy that we can best
gain the experience life is intended to teach where a wise Providence has placed
us. I think this life is the forerunner of another, and that the spirit in man
which survives all changes is of first importance. It matters little what we do
for a living so long as we do live, and live honestly as in the sight of God, mak-
ing the most of our opportunities in that state of life to which it has pleased
Him to call us. He knows all things; He knows what is best for us. There-
fore, as one who was once a printer’s devil and am now a printer, I try to accept
my lot with equanimity.

I have sketched with a free hand some of the lights and shades of a printer’s
life, and if the shadows impart a sombre gloom to the picture, I can only hope
that God, who sees the man behind the mask of outward appearance, may dis-
cern, even in the dissolute printer, possibilities of a wondrous unfoldment, which
by the alchemy of experience may be realized through the transmutation of the
base metal of animal desire into the gold of spiritual refinement.

WiLLiam T. JaMes.

A Message to Garcia

PPN all this Cuban business there is one man stands out on the horizon
N of my memory like Mars at perihelion.

When war broke out between Spain and the United States, it was
very necessary to communicate quickly with the leader of the Insur-
gents. Garcia was somewhere in the mountain fastnesses of Cuba—
no one knew where. No mail nor telegraph message could reach
him. The President must secure his co-operation, and quickly.

3 What to do!

Someone said to the President, “There’s a fellow by the name of Rowan will
find Garcia for you, if anybody can.”

Rowan was sent for and given a letter to be delivered to Garcia. How “the
fellow by the name of Rowan” took the letter, sealed it up in an oil-skin pouch,
strapped it over his heart, in four days landed by night off the coast of Cuba
from an open boat, disappeared into the jungle and in three weeks came out on
the other side of the island, having traversed a hostile country on foot, and
delivered his letter to Garcia, are things I have no special desire now to tell in
detail.

The point I wish to make is this: McKinley gave Rowan a letter to be
delivered to Garcia; Rowan took the letter and did not ask, “\Where is he
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at?” By the Eternal! there is a man whose form should be cast in deathless
bronze and the statue placed in every college of the land. It is not book-learn-
ing young men need, nor instruction about this and that, but a stiffening of the
vertebree which will cause them to be loyal to a trust, to act promptly, concen-
trate their energies: do the thing—* Carry a message te Garcia!”

General Garcia is dead now, but there are other Garcias.

No man, who has endeavoured to carry out an enterprise where many hands
‘were needed, but has been well-nigh appalled at times by the imbecility of the
.average man—the inability or unwillingness to concentrate on a thing and do it.

Shipshod assistance, foolish inattention, dowdy indifference and half-hearted
work seem the rule; and no man succeeds unless by hook or crook, or threat,
he forces or bribes other men to assist him; or mayhap God, in His goodness,
performs a miracle and sends him an angel of light for an assistant. You,
reader, put this matter to a test. You are sitting now in your office; six clerks
-are within call. Summon any one and make this request: Please look in the
encyclopadia and maké a brief memorandum for me concerning the life of
Correggio.

Will the clerk quietly say, “Yes, sir,” and go do the task?

On your life he will not. He will look at you out of a fishy eye and ask one
-or more of the following questions :

Who was he? .

Which encyclopzdia ?

Where is the encyclopaedia ?

Was I hired for that?

Don’t you mean Bismarck ?

What's the matter with Charlie doing it?

Is he dead?

Is there any hurry?

Shan’t I bring you the book and let you look it up for yourself?

What do you want to know for?

And T will lay you ten to one that after you have answered the questions, and
-explained how to find the information, and why you want it, the clerk will go off
.and get one of the other clerks to help him try to find Garcia—and then come
back and tell you there is no such man. Of course, I may lose my bet, but
.according to the law of average, I will not.

Now, if you are wise, you will not bother to explain to your “assistant” that
Correggio is indexed under the C’s, not in the K’s; but you will smile sweetly
.and say, “Never mind,” and go look it up yourself.

And this incapacity for independent action, this moral stupidity, this infirmity
of the will, this unwillingness to cheerfully catch hold and lift, are the things
‘that put pure Socialism so far into the future. If men will not act for them-
:selves, what will they do when the benefit of their éffort is for all? A first mate
with knotted club seems necessary; and the dread of getting ‘“the bounce” on
Saturday night.holds many a worker to his place.

Advertise for a stenographer, and nine out of ten who apply can neither spell
‘nor punctuate—and do not think it necessary to.

Can such a one write a letter to Garcia ?

“You see that book-keeper?” said the foreman to me in a.large factory.

#Yes; what about him?”

“Well, he's a fine accountant; but if I'd send him up town on an errand, he
‘might accomplish the errand all right, and, on the other hand, might stop at four
:saloons on the way, and when he got to Main Street, would forget what he had
‘been sent for.” ,

Can such a man be entrusted to carry a message to Garcia ?

We have recently been hearing much maudlin sympathy expressed for the
“‘down-trodden denizen of the sweat-shop” and the “homeless wanderer search-
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ing for honest employment,” and with it all often go-many hard words for the:
men in power.

Nothing is said about the employer who grows old before his time in a vain
attempt to get frowsy ne’er-do-wells to do intelligent work, and his long, patient
striving with “help” that does nothing but loaf when his back is turned. In
every store and factory there is a constant weeding-out process going on. The
employer is constantly sending away “help” that have shown their incapacity to
further the interests of the business, and others are being taken on. No matter
how good times are, this sorting continues; only if times are hard and work
scarce, the sorting is done finer—but out, and forever out, the incompetent and
unworthy go. It is the survival of the fittest. ~Self-interest prompts every em-
ployer to keep the best—those who can carry a message to Garcia.

I know one man of really brilliant parts who has not the ability to manage a
business ot his own, and yet who is absolutely worthless to anyone else because
he carries with him constantly the insane suspicion that his employer is oppres-
sing or intending to oppress him. He cannot give orders, and he will not receive
them. Should a message be given him to take to Garcia, his answer would
probably be, “Take it yourself, and be d——"

To-night this man walks the streets looking for work, the wind whistling
through his thread-bare coat. No one who knows him dare employ him, for he
is a regular fire-brand of discontent. He is impervious to reason, and the only
thing that can impress him is the toe of a thick-soled No. ¢ boot.

Of course, I know that one so morally deformed is no less to be pitied than
a physical cripple; but in our pitying let us drop a tear too for the men who are
striving to carry on a great enterprise, whose working hours are not limited by
the whistle, and whose hair is fast turning white through the struggle to hold in
line dowdy indifference, slipshod imbecility, and the heartless ingratitude which,
but for their enterprise, would be both hungry and homeless.

Have I put the matter too strongly? Possibly I have ; but when all the
world has gone a-slumming, I wish to speak a word of sympathy for the man
who succeeds—the man who, against great odds, has directed the efforts of
others, and having succeeded, finds there’s nothing in it—nothing but bare
board and clothes.

I have carried a dinner-pail and worked for a day’s wages, and I have also
been an employer of labour, and I know there is something to be said on both
sides. There 1s no excellence per se in poverty; rags are no recommendation;.
and all employers are not rapacious and high-handed, any more than all poor
men are virtuous.

My heart goes out to the man who does his work when the “boss” is away
as well as when he is at home. And the man who, when given a letter for
Garcia, quietly takes the missive, without asking any idiotic questions, and with
no lurking intention of chuckmg it into the nearest sewer, or of doing aught else
but deliver it, never gets “laid off,” nor has to go on a strike for higher wages.
Civilization is one long, anxious search for just such individuals. Anything such
a man asks shall be granted ; his kind is so rare that no employer can afford to
let him go. He is wanted in every city, town and village—-in every office, shop,
store and factory. The world cries out for such: he is needed, and needed
badly—the man who can carry a message to Garcia.

ELBERT HUBBARD.




¥ After the Stuff.”

G HE following is an interesting account of the experiences of Peter
4‘3 ? Aspinall and his partner, Tom Baker, in farming, prospecting and
W gold mining. We trust our friend, Peter, will be ultimately suc-

cessful in wresting good fortune from the several enterprises in

which he is engaged, which seem to have entailed discouraging difficulties.

While we wish him Dbetter luck, we cannot but admire his pluck and

perseverance, and the indefatigable efforts to make their mining claim a

lucrative investment.

o)

N . 4

GOLD.SEEKERS AT HOME:
The Winter Quarters of Petee Aspinall and Thomas Baker.

I send you, in as few words as I possibly can, my experience since my arrival
in Canada. . ‘

It was the latter part of March, 1893, when I first set foot on Canadian soll,
and on the first day of the following month I was placed in the employment of
Mr. William Octoby, Leaskdale, Scott Township, Ont. My term of employment
was two years, after which I received a medal for good conduct and length of
service. My next situation was with Mr. D. Walker, of the same village and
township. I hired with him for eight months. After serving the time agreed
upon, I spent the Winter hunting with some more boys, but was unsuccessful.
In the following Spring (1896) I hired with Mr. Alex. Octoby, son of my first
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master, for one year. During the Summer months I had a strong desire to go
West, and when I had served seven months out of the year, I told Mr. Octoby
I intended to go West and gave him one month’s notice.

Towards the end of October I left for Dryden, Algoma District, accompanied
by Thomas Baker, with whom I got acquainted eight months after my arrival in
Canada. About the time 1 landed in Dryden, there were only two houses and
a few shanties, and no work whatever. By the 6th of November, I had located,
applied for, and made first payment on, 160 acres of land, Tom doing the same
for eighty acres. We built a log shanty on the farm (might as well call it farm)
and stayed there for one month. Then we heard that a man had arrived at
Dryden and was going to put in a cord-wood camp. Now, as our financial basis
was not very solid, we went to work in the camp.

About the 1oth of January, 1897, I obtained employment in a gold mine,
and in a short time was very handy with the hammer. Towards the end of Feb-
ruary, the mine shut down; but the foreman got me a job with a party that were
going to test another claim. In ten days we were through. Then I went with
another testing party for ten days, where I took the job of blasting.

When I came back to Dryden, I was promised a job at the McLeod Mine,
but would have to wait until May. On the 8th of May I started at the McLeod
Mine, and stayed there until it shut down in the fall. About a week after the
mine closed, I went with a man that was out prospecting for a company, on con-
dition that if I found a prospect, I would get equal share in it with the company.
The first two days we found nothing; the third day I found a claim. We did
some work on it and sent some quartz to the company in Wmmpeg, fwho got it
assayed ($71.15), took it up and gave me an equal share in it (being one-elghth)
The following Spring (1898) Tom Baker and myself spent two months prospect-
ing, and found two claims. As money was getting low, I sold eighty acres of my
farm. Then we hired out for the rest of the Summer. In the fall we put our
money together and did all the work we could on the claims with it. In a short
time we were broke, so went to work in the bush tor the rest of the Winter.

The next Spring (1899) I bought eighty acres of land from a young man that
was called away to his home in Eastern Ontario. I then hired out for the rest
of the Summer, and in the fall Tom and I put our money together again and did
some more work on the claims, this time getting some free gold. In all, we have
put at least $500 into the claims. ¢

About the end of December, I built a shanty on my farm, and again went in
the bush for the rest of the Winter. Last Spring (1900) I started to work at the
Independence Mine, Gold Rock, via Wabigoon, and last fall moved into my
shanty on the farm. T have now seventy cords of green jack pine wood cut for
sale next fall, and with the money it brings I mean to build a house. Five acres
of my farm are ready for the plough.

I am sending you a photograph of Tom Baker, my shanty and myself. In
case you do not know which is which, Tom Baker wears the black shirt. I
expect to get Mr. H. Hiblorn, of 24 Manmng Arcade, Toronto, interested in
my claims.

Wishing you every happiness through the present year.

PETER ASPINALL.




The Way to Win

I.N introducing this record of twelve years' faithful effort to win success,

J f it need only be said that it is an account of a lad’s experiences in

Canada which is both interesting and instructive to those who would
emulate a good example set forth in precept and practice. The writer
is a shrewd, industrious, Christian young man, and one who will surely
continue as he began until perseverance places him in an independent
position, as it has already brought him into prosperity. Here is an object
lesson which our boys will do well to lay to heart, and being led by so
trusty a guide, they will not go far astray.

-

During the time I was in the Home at Stepney—about five months—I
would often turn over in my mind the question, What would be the best
calling for me to pursue in order to win success in life? I could not appre-
ciate the thought of learning a trade; I felt that I would like a more inde-
pendent calling. One day, while in the school-room, Mr. Turner, the head
master, said he would like to pick out some of the lads to go to Canada,
and asked those who would like to go to put up their hands. I at once
came to the conclusion to go to Canada, and no objections being made, I
was counted as one of the party.

The next two or three weeks was a series of medical examinations,
vaccinations and general preparation for our new experience. On the
afternoon of the 27th of March we changed our uniform for civilian clothes,
and that evening we marched to Paddington Station, headed by the Stepney
band, playing “The Girl I Left Behind Me.” We stopped on our way at
the Exeter Hall, where a luncheon was provided for us, after which a few -
of the gentlemen present gave us very appropriate addresses, including Dr.
Barnardo, who gave us a very encouraging address and wished us God-
speed. We then sang *“God be with You till We Meet Again.” We gave
three cheers for Dr. Barnardo and then proceeded to the station, where we
boarded the train for Liverpool, which we reached in the morning. At the
docks we embarked on the Allan Line Steamship, Parisian, where we had
breakfast. About noon we steamed out of the wharf.

I seemed to enjoy the water very much until I began to experience a
feeling as if I was going to turn inside out. I never felt so downright sick
before. However, I got over the sea-sickness and came up on deck the
fourth day pretty well dug out; but after I got filled up again, I enjoyed
the voyage immensely, and we reached Portland in safety, and every one
of us as sound as a bell. We took the train from there, and in three days
more reached Toronto. It was about midnight of April gth when we
marched into 214 Farley Avenue. We had supper and slept there about
four hours. After breakfast, Mr. Owen and Mr. Slater put us on different
trains for the four points of the compass, and some of us between them.

It was the tenth day of April, 1890, when I stepped off the train at the
flag-station of Varney. It was a wet day, and the roads were very muddy,
and there was no one there to meet me, and altogether everything looked
very discouraging. But I thought that the way to win was to look on the
bright side of things. About that time two farmers came along in a wagon,
who gave me a ride to Mr. D——'s, where 1 was received very kindly.
After supper I went to bed, for I was fatigued after my long journey. I
awoke the next morning very much refreshed and ready for my new exper-
ience. The sun was shining in all its glory, revealing a beautiful contrast



16 s anbv Downs Supplement.

to the preceding day. The first month went on all right, and Mr. Griffith
came around, an agreement was signed, and [ was to remain with Mr, D——,
But I must say that my first year in Canada was a trying one. Between
my broad English dialect and my corduroy breeches, 1 was the object of a
.great deal of ridicule amongst the Canadians. But I learned that the way
‘to win was to take it all in good part, and by so doing I soon won their
favour. [ made a great many blunders at first, so that my boss got out of
.all patience with me, and told me I would have to change my ways or I
would never do for this country. This set me thinking, and I came to the
.conclusion that the way to win was to change my ways, which I at once
proceeded to do, so that I soon gained the confidence and good-will of my
.employer, and also the favour and respect of those around.

I completed my term, and received the silver medal for good conduct,
which I prized very much. I hired with the same man for three years
longer, making in all seven years in my first place. At the end of that
time I left Mr. D——, as he did not need me any longer. During the next
two years I encountered some pretty tough places and rough, uncultured
people, niggardly to the last degree. I was beginning to think that it was
a hard way to win, but was encouraged by the thought that there is lots of
room at the top, and so plodded on until I fell in with the people I am now
working for, in which place I am now putting in the third year.

During my experience in Canada I have found that it is a country which
affords opportunities for lads to work their way up into positions of inde-
pendence, which are not found in any other country; but he must reach out
and grasp these opportunities, or he will fail. But it is my honest con-
viction that the only way to win is to have a Christian character. Nothing
in the world can keep a good man down. There are men constantly in
trouble lest they should not be appreciated. But every man comes in the
end to be valued at just what he is worth. How often you see men turn
-out all their forces to crush one man or set of men. How do they succeed?
No better than did the government that tried to crush Joseph. Learn from
‘the story of Joseph that the world is compelled to honour a Christian
.character. We find Christian men in all professions and occupations, and
we find them respected, honoured and successful. The secret of success
and the way to win, then, is to be a Christian. This is a grand age, with
grand opportunities, and he who is willing to work with an honest purpose
for honest results will make life a success. My experience in Canada has
-shown me that the greatest men have started in their shirt sleeves. It has
also shown me that it is a wise plan to make a practice of saving a little
every year, and in course of time I will be found independent.

There are a great many men looking for a good salary and little work.
This kind of jobs is rather scarce, and only an idle man will look for them.
I remember, a féw years ago, when several young men said to me that they
‘would not work for such low wages as I was then getting, they themselves
were working for high wages for a few months in the Summer, and in the
Winter they were going about in their best clothes idle, spending what
‘they had earned in the Summer, while I was steadily plodding on, always
making a little. 'Where are those men to-day? I do not suppose there is
one of them has any more than the clothes on his back. The way to win,
then, is to work for the best salary or wages you can command, but work
for anything rather than go idle. Necessity is always the first stimulus to
‘industry, and those who conduct themselves with prudence, perseverance
-and energy, rarely fail. The substance of my few remarks in regard to the
way to win, is to seek first the kingdom of God and His righteousness, and
-all other things shall be added unto you.

FREDERICK FORRESTER.
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Editorial Notes

ALL that is gracious
and appropriate has
been said many times
over upon the subject
that, during the past three months,
has been uppermost in the mind of
every citizen of the Empire, yet it
would be unfitting that we should
withhold our tribute of affectionate
respect to the memory of the beloved
and honoured Lady who has been
called from her. earthly to her
heavenly crown since our last issue.
By every one of her subjects, scat-
tered over those vast domains upon
which the sun never sets, her death
has been felt as a personal bereave-
ment; and nowhere more than in
Canada has the grief of the people
been marked by that ‘‘sorrowful,
reverent and sincere enthusiasm”
so gratefully and feelingly acknow-
ledged by the King in his earliest
message to his people. Nowhere
more devotedly than among her
Canadian subjects will her memory
be cherished as the great Consti-
tutional Monarch who, standing for
sixty-three years as the pivot of the
State, has set before her people an
ever-shining example of devotion to
public duty and private morality,
and maintained in her exalted posi-
tion a high and noble standard of
purity, justice and honour.

Honour to
a Noble
Memory.

THe world has never

11} Life ‘g seen her like before,
°l§e 30¢ and it will be long be-
uty.

fore the progress of
the ages produces her equal. She
was not a woman of commanding
genius, but her greatness consisted
in her goodness of character and the
love and loyalty which that goodness
universally inspired. That staunch
old Birmingham radical, John Bright,
is reported to have said of the
Queen that she was the most abso-
lutely truthful person he had ever
met. She was implicitly ‘¢ straight”
in every transaction of public and
private life, saying what she meant
and meaning what she said. The
very soul of honest dealing, she
was incapable of descending to the
tricks of statecraft, to devious and
crooked means of accomplishing
political ends, to employing lan-
guage as a means of disguising
thought. She trusted her statesmen,
and, above all, she trusted her people;
and in turn, no sovereign was ever
more devotedly served by her min-
isters; while the nation reposed in
the Queen throughout the whole of
her long reign the most entire and
unreserved confidence in her up-
rightness of purpose, in the wisdom
of her counsel and in the justice of
her actions. As the permanent
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Prime Minister of the Empire, as
well as from her intimate connection
with all the reigning families of
Europe, she possessed vast know-
ledge of men and events and an
unrivalled experience in the conduct
of state affairs; and the great
influence that her personal character,
fortified with this knowledge and
experience, gave her in the councils
of the nation was ever exercised
with prudent foresight and under a
high sense of responsibility. She
was a woman of superb moral as
well as physical courage, following
out unfalteringly and unfailingly
whatever her sense of duty marked
out for her as the discharge of her
high calling. In the fullest sense a
true gentlewoman, incapable of
meanness or personal animosity,
serene and strong in her high con-
ception of the right, endowed in
rare measure with womanly tact
and kindliness of feeling, the Queen
wasneverknown tocommit a blunder
or neglect a duty, and seldom, if
ever, to fail in saying and doing the
right thing at the right time and in
the right way. Well may it be said
that

‘¢ She reigned by right divine of duties well
fulfilied.”
*

A Monument As her remains were
i E borne to the tomb amid
mH Very  stately and solemn

eart,
pageant, and all that
is mortal of Queen Victoria was
laid in its last resting place in the

Mausoleum at Frogmore by the side

of her beloved husband, over whose
grave she had herself inscribed
the words ‘“With Thee at length I
shall rest, with Thee in Christ I
shall rise again,” we witnessed the
close of the Victorian Era, the
longest, the greatest and the noblest
in our annals; but she has left an
ever-enduring memorial in the lustre
of pure goodness that her life has
shed around the throne of England.

She has entered into her rest, but

has bequeathed to her subjects the

priceless heritage of a royal life of
stainless virtue, of inflexible honour,

of unfailing loyalty to her people, of
unselfish,unsparing devotion to daily
duty. To follow her example, to
live as she lived, is the highest
earthly ideal that can be set before
those who come after her, and well
will it be for the Empire over which
she ruled, if each citizen who has
mourned her loss will strive to show
himself worthy of the traditions of
the great Queen by maintaining in
his own life the dutifulness, the
moral strength, the singleness of
heart that have won the universal
homage and love of her subjects
and the admiration and respect of
the world.
H

IT must also be per-
mitted us to offer our
respectful and loyal
salutations to King Ed-
ward VII., and to join in the hope
and prayer that have gone up from
so many hearts that he may be
enabled to follow worthily in the
footsteps of her who is gone and to
uphold unimpaired the dignity and
honour of the British Crown. There
is, happily, the fullest reason to be-
lieve that His Majesty will faithfully
fulfil the high and sacred responsi-
bilities he has been called to assume.
As far as concerns the relations
between himself and his subjects,
the new King opens his reign under
the brightest auspices. No man in
England enjoys a larger measure of
personal popularity. He knows and
thoroughly understands the char-
acter and peculiarities of empera-
ment of all classes of those over
whom he has been called to bear
rule. He inherits from his mother
the gift of consummate tact, strong
common-sense and sound judg-
ment. With a genial disposition
and broad sympathies he combines
a charm of manner and bearing that
has endeared him to men of all
ranks in society. A hard worker
and good man of business, he has
shown himself ready to take the
lead in every public movement for
the spread: of education, the devel-
opment of the arts, the encourage-

God Save
the King.
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ment of science, or the betterment
of the physical, moral and intel-
lectual condition of the people, and
few men in England have shown a
more deep and practical interest in
all questions relating to the masses.
No better proof of this could be
given than his sympathetic and
generous support of Dr. Barnardo’s
Homes, and many of our readers
will recall the occasion of his pre-
sence at the Annual Meeting at the
Albert Hall, and the gracious and
kindly terms in which he expressed
the warm interest with which he
and the present Queen had watched
the successful development of Dr.
Barnardo’s work, and their good
wishes for its future. The British
people have indeed abundant reason
to feel assured that they will find in
King Edward a warm friend in all
that concerns their welfare and
happiness, and they can feel equally
assured that in state affairs his
influence will make for peace, free-
dom and good government. With
all our hearts, therefore, we can
hail the accession of the King and
pray that he may reign long and
happily over us.

*

IN our own little quar-
ter of His Majesty’s
possessions the past
three months have
witnessed no very startling develop-
ments, although, as might be ex-
pected with a family numbering
over 12,000, a day never passes
without something of interest oc-
curring that is perhaps regarded by
the parties concerned as almost as
important as a demise of the Crown.
Death has left more than one gap
in our ranks, and we have had two
or three cases of rather serious
illness, although, considering the
extragrdinary prevalence of ¢‘la
grippe” throughout the country and
the affections of the throat and
lungs and other disturbances of the
system that it leaves as its after-
effects, we may thankfully con-
gratulate ourselves on the general
good health of our boys and girls.

Health and
Inflyenza.

On several occasions our visitors
have reported finding at a farm
house everyone ‘‘down with grippe”
except the boy, and we have received
more than one grateful letter ack-
nowledging the helpfulness and at-
tention of the boy during the serious
illness of the grown-up members
of the household. Most of our
youngsters are endowed with good,
sound English constitutions, and do
not easily succumb to illness, and to
this is no doubt due the fact that, in
spite of the almost universal in-
fluenza epidemic, our boys have been
very poor customers of the doctors
during the past Winter.

*
““ WHO's to pay the
Ei‘.ptf}'if“’ doctor if he gets
P:)bllen?:s sick?” and ‘“ Who'’s

to pay the undertaker
it he dies?” are questions very
often put to us by some of our long-
headed farmer friends who wish to
provide against any and every con-
tingency involving the question of
dollars. It may perhaps be well
that we should take this opportunity
of informing our readers what reply
we give to these enquiries, and in
doing so we shall possibly relieve
the minds of others who are exer-
cised on the subject, and thereby
save ourselves numerous individual
letters. We must premise, how-
ever, that we speak from no legal
authority and simply take what
seems to us a fair and equitable
position in the matter. We inform
employers of our boys that the de-
gree of liability we undertake to
assume for the payment of medicine
or funeral expenses must depend
largely upon the circumstances that
have made this expenditure neces-
sary. Ifa boy, in the performance
of his duties and in fulfilment of
instructions he has received from
his employer, meets with an acci-
dent—is, for example, kicked by a
horse or caught in a piece. of
machinery—we consider ourselves in
such a case under no liability what-
ever, and expect, and as far as we
have the means of daing so, insist,
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-that the employer shall be respon-
sible for the expenses that have to
be incurred. He has, no doubt, a
legal right, with which we cannot
interfere, to apply towards these
expenses any balance of wages that
may be due to the boy at the time
the accident occurs, or he may
obtain some assistance from the
local relieving authorities, if these
authorities are disposed to grant it;
but, for ourselves, we decline to tax
the funds of the Homes in order to
relieve an employer of liability he
must otherwise incur on behalf of
his employee who sustains injury
in the discharge of his ordinary
calling. In short, a farmer who
sets a boy to feed and harness a
vicious horse, or perches a young-
ster on the top of a self-binder, or
sends an inexperienced hand to feed
a horse-power cutting machine,
must foot the bill if an accident
happens as the result. Again, in
the case of minor ailments, where,
perhaps, a visit or two to the doctor
is required, or a short course of
medicine, or a few days’ rest from
work, we consider that it would be
contrary to the terms and spirit of
the agreement for the employer to
charge the boy either for medical
attendance or loss of time, and we
should resist the attempt to enforce
such a charge. On the other hand,
if a boy is taken seriously ill, meets
with an accident outside of his em-
ployer’s service, develops some
constitutional defect, becomes men-
tally deranged, breaks down in
health and becomes incapacitated
from work, we are prepared to
relieve the employer as quickly as
possible of the charge of the patient;
to make suitable provision for him
and, within reasonable limits, to
defray the expenses involved; al-
though in justice to those who
supply the funds by which the work
is supported, we should, as a rule,
make use of any money that the boy
might be possessed of as a contri-
bution towards the expenses that
we were required to incur. It would
seem to us an undoubted wrong to
tax the income of the Homes which

is derived from the free-will offerings
of benevolent people, given often at
the cost of no little self-sacrifice, to
pay a hospital bill of, say, $50 on
behalf of a lad who had perhaps
twice that amount in the savings
bank ; but, on the other hand,
whether the boy had means of his
own or not, we should regard it as
a hardship to the employers of our
children, as well as a violation of
the principles upon which Dr. Bar-
nardo’s work in Canada is conduct-
ed,if we were to attempt tosaddle an
employer with the care and support
of an invalid, or to expect him to
meet a bill for medical expenses
that would far exceed any profit or
value that he might obtain, or have
the prospects of obtaining, from the
boy’s services; while, further, we
never, if we can prevent it, allow
any case of physical or mental failure
to become a burden to the institu-
tions of the country. Such, in brief,
has been the general policy and
practice of those representing Dr.
Barnardo in Canada in dealing with
the, happily, very small number of
cases of sickness or death that occur
amongst our young charges; and
we can but say further that, while it
is difficult to maintain hard and fast
rules in such matters, we have
always sought to act on the prin-
ciple of the Second Great Command-
ment, and when we have been met
in the same spirit it has seldom
been difficult to arrive at an under-
standing that has been accepted as
satisfactory by all concerned.

H*

IT would indeed be

In Grateful ungracious if we were

Re:o’grnitnon to leave the subject
Igindl;::ss. without bearing our

grateful testimony to
the generous kindness of employers,
foster-parents, medical men and
others, of which there have been
not a few instances in our experi-
ence, who have not only waived
their rights upon questions of ex-
pense but have refused to accept
fees or recompense, and have given
nursing, attendance and the kindest
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of care without charge or remunera-
tion. And if there have béen cases
in which employers have seemed
mean and exacting, there have been
other cases in which the most gen-
erous consideration has been shown,
in which sick or injured boys and
girls have been nursed and cared
for by night and by day with a
devotion and solicitude that could
not have been surpassed if they
had been the nearest relations of
the family ; while we could mention,
if it were desirable, the names of
medical men in Canada to whom
our young people are indebted for
an immense amount of professional
service for which not a penny has
been asked or accepted. We were
perhaps not altogether happily in-
spired in referring to this subject of
employers’ liability, but we are, at
anyrate, grateful for the opportunity
of warmly thanking all these kind
friends on behalf of our boys and
girls. We can but hope that the
thought will be borne in upon their
hearts ¢‘ Inasmuch as ye did it unto
one of the least of these, ye did it
unto Me.”

o*

Our Visitors have
been actively engaged
during the Winter,
covering between them
a wide area and seeing many hun-
dreds of boys in their homes. Mr.
Griffith has been defying the
elements in the counties of West-
ern Ontario looking up our lads in
that quarter, warning the unruly,
stirring up the indolent, commend-
ing the well-doers, admonishing the
ill-behaved, appeasing the dissatis-
fied, fighting the cause of the
aggrieved, and if we cannot add
being ‘¢ patient toward all men”—
it would take a man of angelic
temperament to ‘bear always with
equanimity the aggravations of bad
roads, deep snow-drifts, comfortless
hotels, nagging women, savage
dogs, grumbling employers—at any
rate exercising a marvellous amount
of tact, good humour and common-
sense in his dealings with the motley

On the Road.

variety of men, women and boys
that a visitor has to encounter in
the course of a long day’s work.
Mr. Gaunt has been similarly em-
ployed in the counties of Oxford,
Lincoln, Welland and Haldimand,
and has been successfulin ‘¢ straight-
ening out” numerous little matters
in which difficulties had arisen re-
garding terms of agreement, wages,
etc. It would indeed be impossible
to find anyone more painstaking,
discreet and conscientious than Mr.
Gaunt in dealing with and adjusting
any of the little points of difference
that must necessarily occur in the
course of negotiations with many
thousands of employers and boys.
He has the faculty of pouring oil on
troubled waters, and the advice he
gives is always in the best interests
of the boys for whom we are acting.
In the counties of Victoria and
Ontario, Mr. Reazin, whose activi-
ties have been sadly hampered by a
succession of unfortunate accidents
and mishaps, has, we are pleased to
announce, been able to discard
crutches and resume the war-path.
We have already received large
batches of reports from him, and he
is rapidly overtaking the slight ar-
rears into which the work in his dis-
trict had fallen through his being laid
aside. Our lads have a warm friend
in Mr. Reazin. He can see what is
good in a boy and knows how to win
his confidence, and we only wish we
had a few more local agents as
energetic, efficient and as keenly
alive to the welfare and interest of
the work as our valued represen-
tative at Lindsay. As a further
addition to our Ontario visiting
force, we have recently availed our-
selves for a few days of the assist-
ance of Dr. Bell, of Toronto, who
has visited the boys in the vicinity
of Bowmanville, Port Hope, Cobourg
and Colborne, doing excellent work
and sending in very satisfactory
reports, while for special journeys,
or in cases demanding immediate
attention, we have occasionally re-
quisitioned the services of our good
friend, Mr. John Hodgins, of To-
ronto, formerly of the City Detective



8 WUps and Downs

Force, whose shrewdness, capa-
bility and trustworthiness we have
tried and proved on many occasions
and under various circumstances.

H

OF the large stock of

Good,dBad reports that have filled
Ind?fl;erent our files as a result of

the labours and jour-
neyings of the various gentlemen
we have mentioned, we are pleased
to record that the very large ma-
jority are in all respects favourable
and encouraging. It must be borne
in mind that the visitors’ official re-
ports are in no sense ‘‘coloured”
or compiled with any idea of mak-
ing things either better or worse
than they are actually found. The
reports would lose their value to us
if they were anything else than a
strictly truthful and impartial re-
production of the information and
impressions gathered by the visitors.
While, as we have said, the great
proportion are all we could desire,
there are some which are good with
qualifications—the lad is a fine
worker, but has an ugly temper, or
is an intelligent, willing fellow, but
cannot be trusted to speak the
truth. Here and there we have a
decidedly unsatisfactory report, the
employer threatening to return the
boy to the Home, and the report
probably ending with ‘I gave him
a good sound talking to, and Mr. X.
has now promised to try him a little
longer.” But only in one or two
cases is the report what we are
obliged to consider thoroughly and
irredeemably bad, the boy incorrig-
ibly lazy, or vicious and depraved
in his character. Probably some-
one will ask how do we deal with
such cases, and there is no reason
that we know of for withholding the
answer. Our instructions from Dr.
Barnardo are to return to England,
at the earliest opportunity, any
child who has proved itself incorrig-
ibly ill-behaved, whose presence in
the country is a disgrace to the
reputation of the Homes, or of

whom there is no reasonable pros-

pect of him or her turning out to be

a respectable member of society.
We are naturally slow in taking
this extreme measure with either a
boy or a girl, but every year we
have to send back a small number
of unfortunates who have either
broken down permanently in health
or from other causes have to
be regarded as hopeless failures.
There are, happily, few of these
cases, but there are black sheep in
every flock, and Dr. Barnardo has
repeatedly pledged himself that he
will never make Canada a dump-
ing ground for the worthless and
undesirable.

K
k THE earlier weeks of
ep?s the year are a busy
an time with us at the
Records.

Toronto office in the
preparation of our annual returns to
the London office. For the first five
or six years after their arrival in
Canada we are required to send
home to Dr. Barnardo an annual
statement of each boy, showing in
tabulated form where he is located,
how he has conducted himself during
the year, what has been the con-
dition of his health, on what terms
he is engaged, how many letters we
have received from or about him,
how many letters we have written,
when he was visited and by whom,
and a full account of any circum-
stances in connection with his career.
All these particulars are afterwards
carefully recorded in the great
volumes provided for that purpose
at the Head Office in Stepney Cause-
way, so that by reference to these
records those who are interested
can trace the history and progress
of any boy who has passed through
the Homes and been placed out in
Canada. Some of our young friends
may not have realized that their per-
formances are watched and placed
on record in this full detail, and we
would impress the fact upon their
minds, in the hope that it will prove
an additional incentive to good be-
haviour and steady effort through-
out the coming year, so that there
may be no complaints or unpleasant
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circumstances to record when we
come to make up their reports for
1901.

o

As may be imagined,

V;l:;tgfa‘“d a good deal of hard
Servicz thinking, comparing of

notes and weighing of
evidence is involved in the prepara-
tion of these reports, and in this
connection we must allow ourselves
the pleasure of expressing our warm
and grateful appreciation of the de-
voted, unselfish and unwearying ser-
vice that has been rendered by our
office staff in Toronto, and which
has never been more conspicuous
than throughout the heavy Winter’s
work we have just got through.
Office hours are a name to us, but
certainly not a reality, and though
we once heard of one of our esteemed
colleagues, who is fond of statistics,
amusing his leisure by reckoning up
the number of hours of ‘‘ overtime ™
he had worked in a year, we have
never heard of anyone else troubling
themselves upon the subject; and
early and late, whenever the require-
ments of the work needed their
presence, our staff have been at
their posts and everyone doing their
full share. Foremostin ‘¢ length of
days” (using the term in a double
sense, as referring to hours of labour
and years of service), we must place
our friend, Mr. Davis, of whose
multifarious capabilities and qualifi-
cations it would be impossible to
speak too highly. That famous
historical personage, Mrs. Gamp,
was said to be equally at home at
‘‘a lying-in or a laying-out,” and
we are sure the same might be said
of Mr. Davis ; and as far as our ex-
perience goes, the remark applies in
his case to any intermediate stage
of existence. He is certainly equal
to all occasions, can prepare a com-
plicated statement of accounts, or
draw a tooth, can conduct a religious
service, or make a poultice, write an
excellent business letter, or cook an
excellent dinner, bandage a wound
or repair a lock, and, in fact, is
possessed of all-round usefulness

and general ability that he devotes
with all his time and energy to the
service of the Institutions. It is
many years since Mr. Davis had a
holiday, but we believe that Dr.
Barnardo has arranged that he and
Mrs. Davis will spend a few weeks
in England during the coming
Summer, when we hope the well-
earned rest and change will be both
enjoyable and beneficial to them.
Mr. Malcolm E. Davis has acted for
the past two years as clerk in charge
of the registers, and the task of
keeping these bulky records posted
up from day to day is no light under-
taking, demanding close application,
intelligence and accuracy. Mr.
Malcolm Davis has shown himself
to possess all these qualifications,
and we can testify to his being a
most faithful, conscientious and
painstaking worker. A change is
in prospect, rendered necessary by
the increase of work at the Winnipeg
Branch, by which Mr. Malcolm
Davis will be transferred to the im-
portant post of secretary of the
Winoipeg Home, and while it will
be a great satisfaction to us to place
the duties of this position in the
hands of one so capable and well
trained to fulfil them, we shall find
it hard to fill the vacancy on the
Toronto staff. In Miss Kennedy,
our chief stenographer, we have a
lady whose services are invaluable
to us in our large and growing cor-
respondence, and one upon whose
abilities, devotion to her work and
Christian character we must always
set the highest store. Miss Lake,
our second stenographer, is both
rapid and careful in her work, and,
we venture to affirm, is as willing,
punctual, attentive and uncomplain-
ing a worker as any office in Toron-
to could produce, while Miss Jack.
son, our junior, is a pen artist of
high quality, whose neat and pains-
taking handiwork in our books and
papers is a credit to herself, as well
as a comfort and satisfaction to
those who have occasion to refer to
them. We must not omit to mention
the latest addition’ to our Toroato
staff in the person of Miss Emma
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Webb, who has been recently ap-
pointed to the post of kitchen
matron. Needless to say, it has
given us sincere pleasure to be able
to offer this position to one of our
old girls, with the certainty that the
appointment is in all respects a most
suitable one.  Unfortunately, the
gain to the Institution is the loss to
Mrs. Owen, who has had to part
with one who has been an invaluable
help and comfort to her for several
years past and had become a main-
stay of the Editor’s domestic estab-
lishment. We could not, however,
permit private considerations to
stand in the way of an arrangement
that was for the welfare of the
Homes and the advancement of one
so highly deserving, and we look
forward to excellent results from the
new appointment in the efficient and
economical working of the Insti-
tution in Farley Avenue.

&
Our remarks in the
last Number, under
BOBS.  ihe heading ¢ Plans

for Organization,” in
which we referred to a proposal
that had been suggested for the
formation of an association of our
old boys, have already borne very
satisfactory fruit. The nucleus of
such an organization has already
been created in Toronto by several
of our old boys, who have formed
themselves into an association en-
titled ‘“ The Barnardo Old Boys’ So-
ciety,” or, briefly, ‘‘ The B.O.B.S.”
A president and secretary have
been appointed and a few elemen-
tary rules of procedure adopted,
and within a very short time it is
hoped to issue a personal invitation
to join the Society to as many
former inmates of the Homes as are
considered eligible candidates for
admission to the association in its
present stage, and whose addresses
can be obtained. A small member-
ship fee will be charged, but beyond
this we are not at present in a posi-
tion to make any definite announce-
ment of the plans of the executive,
and must content ourselves with

congratulating very heartily the
gentlemen who have taken the mat-
ter in hand, and who, besides being
‘“ old Barnardo boys,” are men in
good positions in the community,
and wishing every success to their
efforts,in which weshall hope to have
the privilege and pleasure of actively
co-operating. Should any of our
readers wish for further details
without waiting for the proposed
communication from the executive
of the Society, we advise them to
place themselves in correspondence
with the secretary, Mr. Alfred G.
Smith, to whom letters may be ad-
dressed at the office of the Homes,
214 Farley Avenue, Toronto.

&

As usual, we have a
lengthy list of boys
whose indentures ex-
pire on April 1st, and
who will then have completed the
terms of three, four or five years,
for which they were engaged on
their arrival from England, or when
they first started to earn their own
livelihood after being recalled from
“boarding-out.” Most of these
lads are now entitled to receive a
hundred dollars in cash, and will
exercise for the first time the privi-
lege of making their own bargains
for hiring and engaging their ser-
vices where and. as they please,
subject, of course, to the condition
that they are not committing them-
selves in any way that would be
discreditable either to the Homes or
themselves. It is an important step
in advance in a lad’s career, and a
critical stage of which we always
watch the development with keen
anxiety. We will not exactly liken
ourselves to a hen with a brood of
ducklings when the young creatures
first take to the water, because, if
occasion requires, we have the
means of following them in their
wanderings and are not confined to
helpless cackling from the bank;
but none the less we watch the
manceuvres of the brood as they pass
into deeper waters with something

First Taste
of
Independence.
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of maternal solicitude. ‘It is then
that we can really see what there is
in a lad, and can pretty confidently
forecast his career. The first use
he makes of his newly acquired
liberty, and his little capital, is a
fairly sure indication of the ten-
dency of his disposition. Will he,
in making his first bargain, proceed
a little cautiously and exercise some
discretion before binding himself to
any engagement, making a few
enquiries in the neighbourhood and
taking a little advice from others,
and finally making the arrange-
ment that he thinks will give
him the best return for his services ;
or will he develop a violent attack
of ‘“‘swelled head,” announce to all
his friends and acquaintances that
he is his own ‘“boss” and means
everyone to know it, create an im-
pression among all the employers in
the neighbourhood that he is a very
doubtful bargain at any price, and
end by landing himself in some
pickle in which we shall perhaps
have to come to his assistance, and
that will compel us to hear once
more the remark ‘‘What a pity the
Home didn’t keep a tight hold on
that boy for a bit longer?” We have
no doubt there will be both the wise

and the foolish variety among the'

lads who pass out of their appren-
ticeship on April 1st, but we are
pleased to say that already we have
heard of a good many lads who
have hired on with their present em-
ployers for another year, and gener-
ally at excellent wages. We are by
no means surprised at this, as labour
is exceedingly scarce throughout the
country, and a farmer who has got
a good boy, whom he has trained
into his ways, will offer him consid-
erable inducements before letting
him go. No doubt in some cases a
change is beneficial for a lad, as
adding to his experience and en-
larging his ideas, but, on the other
hand, rolling stones gather no moss,
and our experience unquestionably
shows that our most successful lads,
and those who are making the best
progress, are the lads who stick to
the same situation year after year,

and are satisfied with a compara-
tively limited range of experience.

o
To be the possessor

Th:ﬂyi“ for the first time of a
, substantial bank ac-
Otherwise.

count is also a test of
a lad’s strength of character and
brains. Men who have accumu-
lated large fortunes have said that
the first hundred dollars was the
hardest to make, and we can assur-
edly testify that it is the hardest to
eep. We almost invariably find
that if a lad leaves his first hundred
dollars in the bank, and then man-
ages to save the greater part of the
next season’s wages and adds seven-
ty-five or a hundred dollars to his
account, the habit of saving is
established and the process of ac-
cumulation becomes as it were auto-
matic ; but, alas! the reverse is too
often the case, and the attractions
of a bicycle, or a watch, or an old
horse and buggy that someone has
got to sell—and it is marvellous
how the people that have got these
articles to dispose of to their own
advantage seem to scent out the
youth with more money than wit—
prove too strong, and in comes the -
bank book with the familiar letter
of excuses, and away goes the
cheque, and we say with a sigh,
¢ Another fool and his money soon
parted.” It is too early as yet to
form any idea what sort of finan-
ciers our present year's ‘‘time-ex-
pired” lads will prove themselves,
but we are greatly in hopes that a
fair proportion of the number, at
any rate, will make a sensible use of
their opportunities and regard their
money in the bank as a nest-egg for
the future, instead of throwing
away the fruit of several years’
work in idle extravagance.

o

Our first party for the

The First season, that we expect
Contingent. Will number from 250
to 300, is due at the

beginning of April. Our application
list was full early in January for
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boys of all ages over twelve, but
there will be a large number of little
chaps in the party between ten and
twelve, and if any of our lads hear
of good homes in their neighbour-
hood for boys of this age, we shall be
glad to be told of them. For boys
of fourteen to seventeen the demand
is insatiable, and we could place
half a dozen ship loads if we were
able to bring them. As it is, we

expect very few over twelve or
thirteen, and, for our own part, we
are more than satisfied that such is
the case, knowing well that the
little lads will do better in the end,
and that it is a wise policy to confine
our emigration work almost ex-
clusively to boys of an age to adapt
themselves readily to the ways of
the country and to attach themselves
to their new homes.

Donations to the Homes

THE following amounts have been
donated to the Homes by our boys
since our last issue, and include all
contributions received up to March
19th :

Aplin, Arthur A., $1; Abbott, Leonard,
$1; Anderson, Thomas F., $:; Barlow,
Edward, $1; Bovingdon, L. George, $1 ;
Bray, Joseph T., 93¢ ; Barney, Joseph, $1;
Bryan, Robert, $1; Bransgrove, Chas.
H., $1; Blunt, Albert, $5; Blake, Rich-
ard, $1; Carss, Robt., $1.50; Chapman,
Benjamin, $2 ; Croft, Albert, $1 ; Cooper,
Henry, 75¢ ; Cundale, Charles, $t ; Camp-
bell, Edward, $3; Couves, William A. J.,
$1; Defew, William, $3.75; Drew, Sam-
vel R., $1; Digweed, Henry G., $4;
Evans, Frederick, $1; Evans, Joseph,
$1.06 ; Edwards, Henry G., $3; Foskett,
Isaac, $1; Fitch, William, $1; Flory,
Edmund C., $1; Fox, Randal, $1; Far-
rant, William, $1; Floyd, Frederick, $2;
Farrow, William, $1; Farrow, John T.,
$1; Fisk, Charles F., 6oc ; Farrant, Geo.,
$1; Glenister, Harold, $1; Guerrier,
Achille, $5; Green, Albert A., $1; Gill,
Ernest W., $1; Gawtrey, Thomas, $1;
Garrood, George, $6.70 ; Griffin, Charles,
$1 ; Hawkes, George, $1 ; Hutt, William,
$1; Hallday, Henry, $1; Holmes, John
J., $r; Hill, Bertram H. L., $1; Hamp-
son, Thomas, 1oc ; Hedden, Richard, $1 ;
Hearn, George, $1; Ireland, Ernest,
$1; Jones, Harry, $4.31 ; Lednor, Henry,

$1; Luff, William, $1; Lenson, Herbert,
$1; Lott, George F., $1; Lashmar, Wm,,
$2; Lawder, David, $1, Lovelock, Wm.,
$1; Manning, Sidney P., $1; Mansell,
Leonard, $1; Morgan, Ernest, 25c;
Morgan, Sidney, 25c; May, George, $1;
Newman, Ernest G., $1; Nichols, Jos.,
$1.37; Neil, Sylvester, $1; Newell, Al-
fred, $3; Newman, Ernest, 1oc; Oxbor-
row, Charles, $1; Oxford, George, $1;
Qates, Geo. E.,, $1; Oslen, Carl, $1;
Prior, Charles A., $1; Pullen, George
W., $1; Powell, Alfred, $6; Potter,
Charles H., $1; Rowden, George N., $1 ;
Rodel, Wilfred, $1; Routledge, Ernest,
$1; Radcliffe, Francis D., $1; Richard-
son, Reginald, $5; Rickson, Robert W.,
$1 ; Southern, Wilfred C., $1; Shapcott,
Frederick, $2; Seymour, William, $1;
Self, Walter B., $1; Sage, William, $1;
Shipton, John, $6; Smith, George, $6;
Spraggins, Frederick W., $1 ; Smith, Jas,
S., $1; Senior, George, $35; Stevens,
Thomas, $3; Stevens, Ernest C,, $16.25 ;
Stubbs, Joseph T., $3.40; Sanders, John
E., $2; Taylor, William T., $4; Trim,
William, $1 ; Tomlin, Edward, $1 ; Tovey,
Albert, goc; Venney, William J., $1;
Verrall, Albert, $1; Westwood, Joseph,
$6.75; Webb, Sidney J.. $2; Wright,
Richard, $2; Wardlaw, Arthur C., $1;
Williams, George M., $2; Wilson, Thos.
E., $1; Wilkes, Stephen, $1; Whitnall,
Thomas, $1; Woodstock, Charles, $1;
Ward, Thomas, $1; Webb, Joseph, $1;
White, Arthur, $1.



“ These Winter nights, against my window-pane,
Nature with busy pencil draws designs ¥
Of ferns and blossoms and fine spray of pines,
Oak leaf and acorn and fantastic vines,
Which she will make when Summer comes again.”

WHAT a happy thought, and one
which should cause us to
overlook the unpleasant fea-
tures of a forty-below-zero morning,
that Nature with busy pencil draws,
all through the Winter months, de-
signs which she will execute in
bright colouring *‘when Summer
comes again.” Nature has always
been represented to us as asleep in
the Winter season, but we are rather
taken with the idea the verse-
writer quoted has brought out—that
she is only perfecting her plans for the
coming Spring and Summer. Win-
ter should certainly not be a period
of idleness among our lads, there
should be no lying-up in bachelors’
‘“ shacks,” no renting of the squalid
room we sometimes hear of, where
half-a-dozen lazy fellows will put in
a four or five months’ existence,
which even the hibernating bear,
who is said to suck his paws and
live on his accumulated fat during
the Winter season, would be heartily
ashamed of.

The writer is a trifle warm on the
above subject just now, as he has
only returned from a district on the
main line of the Canadian Pacific
Railway where one of these ‘‘ bears’
dens ” can be seen. Happily, but
two of the six sloths are disgracing
the name of Dr. Barnardo ; and the
others are not by any means adding
to the repute of *‘ Young England ”
in this portion of the Empire. We
sincerely trust that our young lads,
many of whom are shortly severing
the ties of their four or five years’
engagements, and striking out in a
measure upon their own account,
will ponder over and absorb the ad-

vice of one who has in past time
known something of the life sur-
roundings and evil influences of the
Manitoba bachelor’s shack, and
make a point of securing an engage-
ment which will ensure healthy em-
ployment through all the Winter
months, and, above all, avoid the
dens of the ‘‘ biped bears’ as they
would the Asiatic plague, carrying
safely with them the familiar rhyme,
that ‘Satan finds some mischief
still for idle hands to do.”

“From the Log Cabinto the White .
House” is the title of a popular
book published in the United States
describing the wonderful change in
the surroundings of one of the
presidents of that great confedera-
tion, who, by virtue of magnificent
ability and phenomenal exertion,
transcended the bounds of a narrow
frontier life, with its coarse garb,
scanty food and rough manners, and
rose, while in the prime of life, to
occupy, not only with distinction the
presidency of the Republic,but to be-
come an accepted example to the pub
lic men of the civilized world ; and if
the affairs of Dr. Barnardo’s colony
in the great Dominion, where the
opportunities for advancement are
quite as great as they are South of
the forty-ninth parallel, proceed at
the rate reported, we here in Mani-
toba will soon feel called upon to
solicit the services of the versatile
““ Dick Whittington " for the writing
of a book to be entitled ‘‘ From the
Cow House to the Counting House;”
for did not a prominent collecting
agent inform the writer only a few
days ago that he had come across
several cases where youths of our
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clan are loaning money to their tem-
porarily embarrassed employers?
This statement the writer believes
to be correct, and while very much
to the credit of the lads in service in
this part of the King’s Dominion, he
trusts that in every case ample
security has been exacted ; further,
that when each transaction 1s closed
there will be no attempt on the part
of the borrower to put through one
of those deplorable deals which,
alas ! are becoming too common,
where the spavined and unsalable
broncho, or the ‘coo with the
broken leg,” is handed over to the
unsuspecting capitalist in settle-
ment of a claim which calls for
good bank notes or coin of the realm.

The man who becomes a money-
lender through sheer meanness—
‘““ money grubbing” as it is some-
times aptly cailed—is, no doubt, a
creature to be abhorred, and further,
we are told to refrain from giving
too much thought to laying up
.treasure on this perishable globe ; but
we certainly would like to see our
youths, as a class, cultivating a
reasonable economy, and showing
more of a desire to lay something
aside for the proverbial rainy day.

In this respect, no one knowing
the facts can deny that our little lads
are, by the help of the Homes, placed
in an enviable position- (although
they may sometimes doubt the state-
ment) in having their earnings col-
lected for them (not in the shape of
broken-winded ponies or tuberculous
cows) and placed in that financially
sound institution, the Canadian
Bank of Commerce, a cut of whose
Winnipeg Branch Office is shown on
these pages.

The rate of interest allowed by
the Homes—four per cent.—does
not perhaps equal the rates offered
by the needy borrowers above re-
ferred to; it is, however, twenty-
five per cent. higher than that
offered by any good bank, and the
security is, of course, beyond
question. While on this subject of
wages and savings, and for the
reason that there seems often to be
doubt and misunderstanding on the

part of boys and their employers on
this important topic, it is perhaps
wise to reproduce in these pages the
circular which has, during the last
fortnight, been sent out by the
Resident Superintendent of the
Winnipeg Branch, under the ap-
proval of the management of the
Homes :
WINNIPEG, March 1st, 1901,

DeAR SIR,—I write, by Mr. Owen's in-
structions, to call your attention to the
fact that your engagement with this boy
expires on April 1st, when the sum of one
hundred dollars becomes due from you.
I am instructed to request that this amount
shall be remitted here, to be received in
trust for the boy, in accordance with the
rule and practice of our managers. As
soon as the amount has been paid to us,
you will receive an official receipt, convey-
ing to you a formal release and discharge
from your liability under the agreement,
and at the same time the boy will be sup-
plied with a pass book, showing that the
amount has been deposited to his credit.
I think that he understands that the object
in collecting this money is not to deprive
him of any part of the wages which he
has earned, and which it is fully recog-
nized are entirely his own property, but,
on the one hand, that the managers of the
Homes may fulfil their responsibility in
seeing that all amounts due to the boys
under their care are promptly and fully
paid; and, on the other hand, that they
may guard against the money being fool-

“ishly squandered, and may ensure its

being placed in safe keeping where it will
gain interest until required for snme suit-
able purpose. The boy can, of course,
draw the whole, or any part of it, as he
requires to do so, by making an application
and sending in his pass book, so that the
money will not be beyond his reach; but
there will be a slight check upon thought-
less extravagance. .

With regard to future arrangements, I
am instructed to say that he will be left
entirely at liberty to make a bargain for
himself, as it is considered that’ he has
now reached an age to be able to act
independently in the management of his
affairs, and to engage his own services.
It is asked, however, that we may be
informed what arrangements are arrived
at; and if he should leave you, you will
kindly let us have the name and address
of the party with whom he hires, that we
may he able to communicate with him as
occasion may require. Yours faithfully,

(Signed), D. WHITE.

The above extract sets forth pretty
clearly the position taken by our
Institutions, when entering jointly
with one of our boys into an agree-
ment with an employer, and should
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answer many questions which have
in the past been put to the writer by
farmers of the province.

The Railway Contracts.
There would seem to be natural
cenditions, whether electrical or
otherwise, which keep up a constant
agitation of society in this Western
country, and particularly in Mani-
toba. It is true we are not given

occupies and excites the minds of
the residents of Manitoba, from the
smallest mite of a newsboy to the
financial giants who govern the
people with the interest table, is
that great question of transporta-
tion as it relates to the action of
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Winnipeg Branch of the Canadian Bank of Commerce.

to thunder-storms in the Winter
season, but mental epidemics, which
are to all appearances electrical in
their origin and action, are always
with us.  Just now the topic which

the Manitoba Government in leasing
the lines of the Northern Pacific
and Manitoba Railway Company
and the re-leasing of the same rail-
way to the Canadian Northern Rail-
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way Company. Manitoba, as a
glance at the map of North America
will show, is placed so far from the
centres of civilization that the ques-
tion of freight charges on her pro-
ducts for export is a serious matter,
and one which must be approached
in a perfectly business-like manner
entirely free from party bias. Un-
fortunately, this has wnot been the
practice of the great political parties
in Canada in the past in dealing
with setious problems, and so widely
did the public men of our country
differ in the decade following the
year 1870, that our great trans-
continental railway system, now
known to the world as the Canadian
Pacific  Railway, was  well-nigh
wrecked upon the rocks of pessim-
ism and distrust, one deep-thinking
and, we believe, thoroughly honest
statesman of our infant Confedera-
tion going so far as to prophesy,
on the floor of Parliament at Ot-
tawa, that the traflic of the proposed
line would not be sufficient to pay
for the oil on the axles of the cars;
and to-day, when we realize that,
although the enormous sum of $223,-
000,000 is said to have been invested
in this road, its net earnings are
sufficient to pay a most satisfactory
vearly dividend upon every dollar
of its stock, we may well be thank-
ful, as a people, that we had a man
at the helm in the early days of our
confederated existence optimistic to
a wonderful degree, and so pos-
sessed with the courage of his
convictions that even against the
greatest opposition he persevered
and lived to see completed, in 1886,
the only transcontinental railway
under one management in America.

The columns of Ups axp Dowxs,
being intended for the reception of
non-partizan views only, the writer
feels himselt on deiicate ground
in presuming to write on this im-
portant political subject, and his
desire is only to lay before the
readers of our magazine the estab-
lished facts as they are recorded in
the archives of our young country,
and in so doinyg, candour compels
him to state that the policy of the

Conservative party and their past
achievements in connection \with
matters of transportation have ex-
hibited to the country at large, not
only unbounded faith in the future
of the great West, but shrewd busi-
ness ability on the part of the
administrations which have been
directed by its doctrines. On the
other hand, the great Liberal party,
numbering in its ranks hundreds of
brainy men, is perhaps required to
act as a safety brake on the National
Coach, which might at times, when
under the control of the optimistic
leaders of their opponents, go at
too swift a pace, and we in Manitoba
can only hope that the best interests
of the community will not be sacri-
ficed for party triumph by either
section of our great pohitical system
when dealing with this most im-
portant matter—the finding of a
Canadian outlet for the immense
quantities of farm produce which
will be grown in the years to come
along the lines of railway in South-
ern Manitoba which were construc-
ted by the Northern Pacific Railway
Company some ten years ago.

B.P. P.

It was, ne doubt, with great pride
that Dr. Barnardo’s boys read in
the extensive lists appearing in the
press last month the names of num-
bers of our colony who have joined
their fortunes with those of that
resourceful defender of Mafeking,
General Baden-Powell, in his Afri-
can Police Force, and in order to
waken the memories of the Mani-
toba Farm youths who are scattered
through the great West, the Mana-
ger at Barnardo purposes in the
next issue of our magazine to pub-
lish the portraits of as many of
these gallant young fellows as he
can secure, a guessing contest to
follow these publications, in which
the successful competitors will be
entitled to prizes. Indeed, second
thought upon this matter has per-
suaded the writer to enliven the
interest of our readers in this issue
by offering a prize of two dollars’
value to the subscriber who suc-
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ceeds in furnishing the Mauager of
the Manitoba Farm with the name
of the young gentleman whose por-
trait is procduced on this page, and
who, by the way, has the honour of
carrying His Majesty’s mails over
an important route in Manitoba.
The portrait in question is num-
bered ** A1,” and all answers, which
must be sent by mail, are to be
endorsed, ““ Answer to Competition

CALLT
Left the Hive.

All our readers who are ac-
quainted with Ernest Hopkins will
agree with the writer that the man-
agement made an excellent begin-

No. Al.

ning for their operations of the new
century when Lrnest Hopkins, on
January 2nd, was selected after
careful consideration and sent to
the situation kindly oftered by Mr.

P. Gosling, of Avden, Manitoba,
where the young man is still lo-
cated. \‘olhmu further was done

in our Employment Bureau until
January 18th, when Arthur John-
son was sent to fill a post offered
by Mr. Charles Moulding, of Broad-
view, Assintboia, and it is  with
pleasure that we quote from a
report signed by this young man's

employer, written on February 14th,
as fellows :

He is giving the best of satisfaction,
and I think that he will continue to do so,
as he seems 1o have no lack of persever-
ance, buat strives to do his best, and s
always ready lor work when required. 1
may say that it the Home turns out that
class of lad generally, they are a credit to
Dr. Barnardo, their masters, and the
country from which they came.

Ernest Jordan was sent on Janu-
ary 18th to Mr. James Gardiner, of
Shoal Lake, and is reported as still
in his situation.

On January 23rd Williant Charles
Brown was sent to the employ of
Mr.  James Moore, MacGregor,
Manitoba, and is reported as giving
satisfaction with his work.

George I, Gavillet was sent out
on Jdmmn) soth to fill a position
with Mr. Angus McCallum, New-
dale, Man., and, up to date, satisfac-
tory reports have been received re-
garding the work of this little chap.

Arthur Brown, John Foley and
Alfred Raban, who have the honour
of leading the list for February, on
the st of the month were respect-
ively placed with Robert Hogarth,

Strathclair, Man., William H. Hal-
liday, Shoal Lake, and C. R.
Guppy, Rosewood, Man.

On February sth John C. Murray
was placed with Mr. George Seat-
ter, of Yorkton, .\.ssnubom, and on
the 6th no less than four lads went
out to try their fortune in the coun-
try, viz: Charles Bygraves, whose
present address is Samuel Coch-
rane, Solsgirth, Man.; Thomas
Costello, who was located with Mr.
John Sly, of Gladstone ; Thomas
Wilkinson, who went to the farm of
Mr. R. J. Hughey, Bagot; and
Alexander Ness, who was secured
what promises to be an excellent
situation with Mr. John W. Wood,
of Holland. William ]. Simpson
went out on the Sth to serve with
Mr. I.. D. B. Constable, of Clan-
william ; James McAllister on the
same day was placed in a most
satistactory manner with Mr. Wm.
Huggins, of Birtle, and Joseph
Mooney found his destiny with Mr.
J. McPhail, of Rossburn. James
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Graham left the Farm Home on
February 13th to cast in his lot
with Mr. James H. Moore, of Mac-
Gregor. On March 6th Robert
Galway, George Martin and George
H. Barry were placed in the follow-
ing situations consecutively: Messrs.
Isaac Bolton, Minnedosa ; Walter
Clayton, Gladstone ; David Pogue,
MacGregor.

Numerous letters have been re-
ceived during the last quarter from
youths who are out in situations ;
and as an item which will no doubt
prove of great interest to all the old-
timers of the Farm Home, we may
mention the fact that Herbert Chap-
man writes us that he is now pos-
sessed of a farm in Eastern Assini-
boia and is looking forward to
cropping 130 acres upon his pro-
perty this Spring. It may surprise
some of our readers to hear that we
have lads on our Manitoba list who
can claim ten years’ and more ex-
perience in this Western country,
and among this venerable section of
our colony we cannot mention a
more honourable and trustworthy
member, or one who has had a more
varied experience, than Frederick
Smith, of the party S.S. Parisian,
April, 1890. Hear what he says:

SEEBURN, MAN., Jan. 14th, 1901.
E. A. STRUTHERS, EsQ.

DEear SIR,—I received your letter ask-
ing of me to write you and let you know
how I am getting along. Sir, it is so
seldom I write a letter that I am a very
poor hand at it; but, however, I will try
to give you a line or two about how I am
doing. The year of 1900 is my tenth yearin
this country of Canada, and 1 really begin
to think sometimes that I really was born
here ; but that will never do, as I must
not forget old England. This last two
Summers I have been working on the
railroad, the first Summer doing section
work., This last Summer I was working
on bridges, culverts and moving houses,
so I cannot talk much about farming.
Sir, about railroading, 1 hardly know
what to say. I can't say I prefer it to
farming, but you don’t have to work such
long days as on the farm ; but the expense
is large staying in towns and the tempta-
tions you are thrown into with the boys
you work with staying at the hotels ; and
so, taking all things into consideration, I
think there is no place better than the
homestead for us lads. 1 have met quite
a few of our lads in the different places 1
worked this Summer; some are. doing

well and some are not. But, sir, there is
fact, and a very bad one too, I am going
to tell you. Do you know I met some of
the lads who came to this country with
me and some after me, and when I ask
how they are getting along and so on,
they did not want to know me, for fear
that people would know that they were
Barnardo boys! What ungratefulness!
After the Home bringing them to this
country and making men of us, this is how
they pay back their kindness to the Home
that gave them their start in life! Boys,
never be ashamed of being called * Bar-
nardo boys " ; it is no disgrace. At least,
I think not, as a Barnardo boy, so long as
we behave ourselves and do our work, by
being honest, truthful and noble in all our
character. It is no disgrace to be a poor
orphan. Sir, I heard the Doctor was out
tlus fall. Would like to have seen him,
but could not get up to the Home, as 1
was in Yorkton. It must be about five
years since I was at the Home, but it is
not because I am ashamed of being known
as a Home boy that 1 do not come up;
but really, sir, [ seem to be busy all the
time and cannot get away when I would
like. [ am enjoying the best of health
ever since 1 came to this country, and I
always seem (o be busy working. I am
working at John Angus’ till April 1st,
looking after his stock with forty-two head
of cattle. As to my character, I refer you
to him for it ; you have had it before, and
I am not ashamed for you to have it
again. Dear sir, you must excuse my
letter, as [ am no letter writer, as 1 told
you before. So will close by wishing you
and the Home prosperity and happiness
in all its branches, and by doing my best
to hold the name of the Ianstitution to all
that 1s good and noble.

A grateful Barnardo boy,
FREDERICK SMITH.

The writer is sorry, and we feel
sure the lads out in situations will re-
gret to hear, that our mnuch-respected
colleagues, Mr. and Mrs. Robert
Gray, who have been connected
with the work of the Farm Home
since the Spring of 1895, sent in
their resignations on February 11th,
and left the Institution on March
15th for a farm which, we under-
stand, they have rented near Mill-
wood. That Mr. and Mrs. Gray have
served the Homes faithfully during
their terms of office goes without
question, and although we can
hardly challenge the wisdom of
their decision in relinquishing the
work, which it is quite apparent
has told severely upon their health,
we cannot help—selfishly no doubt—
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regretting their departure from
among us and wish them every
success in their new venture.

Obituary.

On January 15th the management
at Barnardo were pained beyond
measure to learn of the death of
John Schzinger (Labrador, March,
1893), which lamentable occurrence
took place at the house of David
Caswell, the young man’s employer,
who resides near Wolseley, Assa.
The death of a young man in a
strange country and among stran-
gers is always an extremely sad
occurrence, but in this case every-
thing possible seems to have been
done by the kind people of the
district, and we believe that the
thanks of our Committee are due to
Dr. Elliott, M.L.A., and his nurse,
for their devoted services in con-
nection with the case.

The angel of death does not often
strike down members of our hearty
young colony, but a very terrible
warning that we should at all times
be prepared for a sudden summons
to appear before our Maker was
conveyed in the death of George
Whitham at Minnedosa on Febru-
ary 2oth. Poor Whitham—or as
we all called him at the Farm,
“ Dicky Whitham ”—had just fin-
ished an engagement with a promi-
nent farmer of Clanwilliam, leaving
this place with a most desirable
certificate of character for a new
post South of Minnedosa, and as
the east-bound express over the
North-Western branch of the Cana-
dian Pacific Railway was being
made up, he attempted—rashly, it
must be said-—to cross the railway
yard in front of the moving coaches,
with the result that he was knocked
down and run over by the same.
The body of our dear friend was
then taken charge of by the kindly
agent of the railway company, Mr.
Phelps, who appears to have done
all he could in the lamentable case,
in spite of the fact that great obsta-
cles were placed in his way by the
really inhuman action of the town
corporation in refusing to give the

remains a proper shelter while
awaiting burial, and on Friday, the
22nd, the body of poor Dick was
reverently consigned to its last rest-
ing place by the Rev. E. W. H.
Gill, of Minnedosa. As an evidence
that there are people in the pretty
little town of Minnedosa who are the
exemplification of kindness, in spite
of the sordid policy of the town offi-
cials, we wish here to mention the
voluntary attendance of Mrs. J. P.
Curran, Miss Flesherand Miss Wake
at the funeral, and to thank them for
the beautiful floral offerings they
were good enough to furnish, as well
as for the arranging of the musical
portion of the funeral service.

Prize-Winnets.

The lads who were fortunate in
securing prizes for cleanliness dur-
ing the quarter are as follows:

HOOPER. HOOPER.
McALLISTER. DEWAR.
OWENS. JONES.
OWENS. MCcATEER.

Farm Home Band.

Our old friends, who can remem-
ber the fife-and-drum organization
which flourished for a time and then
went the way of so many musical
companies, will hear with delight
that, under the orders of Dr. Bar-
nardo, a band instructor is to be on
the staff of the Farm in future,
instruments are to be secured, and
we look forward to the day when
no entertainment will be considered
complete without a few members
from the B.B.B.

It is most pleasing to note that
the demand for our youths  this
Spring has been unusually great,
which fact leads the writer to be-
lieve that in spite of the bad crops
of last year, the farmers of Manitoba
are making preparations for exten-
sions in their farming operations for
the coming season, and we only
wish we were in a position to meet
their demands.
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The Month of Spring

WINTER’S rime and ice have gone,
Snow has ceased to bleach the fields;

Gladsome Springtime flecks the lawn
With the violet blue, that yields

Grateful odours, and, in turn,

Trims the forest with the fern.

Now the land, in reeking sweat,
Bursts the shackles of the frost;
Bares its bosom to the wet
And the warmth for vigour lost,
Showered and shone o'er earth abroad
From the reservoirs of God.

Higher day by day the sun
Climbs the vernal equinox;
Makes the sap of maples run;
Draws the lichens from the rocks;
Anemonces from woodland nooks ;
Laughter from the brimming brooks.

Dandelions 10 sunny spots
Basking, ¢ild the vivid green;
Blue eves of forget-me-nots,
Peeping half-awalke, are seen;
While wake-vobins, vawning, say,
“Pink Azalea, is it May?”

I‘’rom the gay, vivacious South
Come the immigrants of Spring,

Songs of Summer in their mouth,
IF'reedom n the trekking wing ;

Chrysalis and cocoon burst,

LLager to be born the first.

Mating birds now build their nest;
Sprouting trees put forth their leaves;
Busy ants the grass infest;
Shoots the wheat for Autumn sheaves.
Hail this harbinger of Spring,

Every conscious living thing !

WILLIAM

T. James.



Home Chat

UR space has been so largely
monopolized in the present
number by the letters and

reports from the Western section
of our tamily that our Ontario
friends are well-nich crowded out,
and a very few jottings must suffice
respecting events in the East.

To begin with our little boarders,
the following half-dozen reports are
typical of the sort of intelligence
that almost every Muskoka mail has
brought us within the past few
weeks :

HuNrsviLLE, January i7th, 1got.
We arc very sorry at the departure of
Willie Perham, who leaves us on January
18th. Willie is a good boy, smart to fearn
i day school and Sunday school. He
won a prize book at day school and at
Sunday school. His Sunday school tea-
cher, Mrs. S. H. Jacobs, said Willie Per-
ham was one of her best boys in answering

Bible questions. M. A. ROBINSON.

Albert Edwards is well and doing well;
he is growing fast, and is strong and
healthy.  He has never been sick a day
since he has been with us. He is doing
well at school ; he got three nice books as
prizes at the end of the year. He had
attended 1935 days, out of about 201 days
for the year. He has a new teacher this
vear.  His Jast teacher thought a ot of
him, and the minister speaks well of him.

Jasmes WiLsoN.

The boys, Edwin Patching and Cecil
Smy, are well, and go to school every day
and also to Sunday school. They are
both good boys—the best boys Tever had.
They are obedient and truthful.  They
both got nice prizes off the Sunday school
Christmas tree.

Mrs. HuGu PATTERSON.

Our little Robert Chadwick is a very
good boy, and is doing well at school.
He is a little slower than some boys, but
he is sure. Anything he learns is never
forgotten, and I am sure as he grows
older he will be a credit 1o the Home,
Robert desires me 1o thank you for the
two addresses.  He was very anxious to
write 1o his two brothers.

ErLizaseTi ETTY.

Arthur Birkett is doing reaily well. 1
am not a bit afraid to send mail or money
down town with him. If he does 2 job
quick, I give him plenty of time to play.

He is always ready to go to Sunday
school, and is good-natured, and 1 think
he 1s doing well at school.
MARY DALBON,
Our little boy, Sidney Summerside,

keeps in splendid health.  He has had a
slight cold, but not 10 keep him home from

school.  He likes going splendid now,
and is getting along nicely  with  his

lessons. Heis a bright, active lutie boy,

and is very willing to do anything. Sid-
ney received the Uprs aND Downs and the
almanac you so kindly sent, and was much
pleased with them, and thanks you for the
Hannan KNEEstaw,

same.

Arthur Ford,

Our portrait gallery for the present
month is fairly representative.

Arthur Ford is, we have reason
to believe, a faithful, right-living
lad, not very strong or robust, but
with plenty of intelligence and
energy. He 1is attached to his
home, where he has always been
treated with consideration and kind-
ness. His address is care of Mr.
George A. Baird, Watford.

Frederick Booby has maintained
a good and creditable record during
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Frederick W. Booby.

the past nine years, and is a youny
fellow of good parts and excellent
promise. His savings bank account
1s a plant of slow agrowth, but
perhaps we may see it take a jump
during the next season.

Frederick and Walter Broster are
both good citizens and growing up
to be a credit to themselves and the
Homes. We do not know that

Fred. Broster.

either of them is likely to make any
great stir in the world, but they
are the sort of men whose presence
is « benefit and source of wealth to
the country. T
Arthur Ransom is a young fellow
who must always hold a high place
in our estecem.  Coming to Canada
as a small boy, he faithfully fulilled
his apprenticeship, earning the good-
will of his emplover and entitling
himsell to Dr. Barnardo's silver
medal. With themoneyaccumulated
by himsell and his brother, Herbert,
during their five-yvear 1erms of ser-
vice, they brought out their widowed

Walter Broster.

mother and younger brother from
England, and the good lady 1s now
established in a comfortable little
home at Nortonville, near Brampton
We can only add that if she is not
proud of her sons and what they
have done for her, she ought to be.

George Senior has worked for a
number of years past with Mr.
Stephens, of Northwood, in Kent
County. e is o fine farm bhand,
able to command the best wages
going, and withal as respectable,
steady and well-conducted a young
fellow as there is in the community.

William 5. A, Hosking 1s now a
lock-master on a small scale, having
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recently invested his savings in
sheep.  Willie is a thoroughly
bright, well-meaning lad, and, we
are sure, will do well for himself in
the future.

Doubtless our readers will share
the pleasure with which we read the
following clipping from the London
Lree Press of January 19th :

On Tuesday evening last  the Qdd-
fellows™ Hall at Bderton was crowded to
the doors by an enthusiastic audience on
the occasion of the reception of Troaper
George Richardson, upon his return from
the front in Afvica. The committee, who
had worked industriously for two days, pre-
sented asplendid programme 1o the andi-

Arthur Raansom.

ence, which consisted of patriotic sonygs
by Miss Telfer, Capte T 150 Robson,
M.P.PL Master Harold Summerton, and
recititions by Misses Ethel Robson and
May Morgin and  Mreo Adiom Robson,
Mre. Robert Jackson, of the County Coun-
o, addreessed the meeting for a0 few min-
utes, The Bire brass band delighted the
aundience  with  several  fine  selections,
When Trooper Richardson wias carvied
imto the hadl by Messes, Ro Beamish and
. Porter, great enthusinsm  prevailed,
and when Capt., Robson asked him to step
forward, he was greeted with tremendous
cheering.  The captain thercon rvead a
patriotic and complimentary address, and
little Miss Myrtle Beamish presented him
with & purse contadning $70. M. Rich-
ardson gave a very good account of the
battle of Belfast, the last he was in, and

George Senior.

the one in which he received his wound in
the right wrist and hand.,  Rev, A, H.
Rhodes also addreessed the aadience, and
welcomed back My, Richardson, who had
been a member of his church previous to
enlistment. Capt. Bart, Robson, of 26th
Bat., illed the chair to the entive satis-
taction of evervbody, and it was his goad-
will with the crowd that mamtained such a
wood state of order throughout the con-
cert.
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We have just had the satisfaction
of wishing God-speed to Henry
Reed on his leaving for South
Africa with the Canadian contingent
of recruits for Baden-Powell’s Police
Force. Henry gives us the im-
pression of a determined, resource-
ful young fellow, admirably adapted,
both physically and mentally, for
the rough and arduous work that
the force will find waiting for them
in South Africa. Henry will take
with him the good wishes of a
considerable circle of acquaintances,
including the members of the Sons
of England Lodge at Port Hope, of
which he is a member in good
standing.

James Clark has favoured us with
a highly interesting item of personal

intelligence in announcing his mar-
riage that took place on December
1st.  We cordially wish him all

possible happiness in his married
life.

The tidings of another event of a
similar character was conveyed to
us in the following report from Mr.
Griffith :

Mrs, Richardson, Camlachie, showed
me a printed invitation from Mr. and Mes.
Krenerick, Albion, Mich., to the wedding
of their daughter, Mary, to Mr. Daniel G.
Holland. Being 100 miles west of De-
troit, it was too far to go. The wedding
took place November 15th, 1900. Daniel
has been three years in the employ of the
Detroit & Cleveland Navigation Company,
of Detroit, and has been promoted twice,
is now assistant bookkeeper to them, and
is, by his letters, expecting another lift.

No man can make a good coat with bad cloth.—Proverd.

No victory worth having was ever won without cost.—Ruskin.

No wind is of service to him who is bound for nowhere.—Proverb.

No man doth safely rule but he hath learned gladly to obey.—Z/omas

a Kempis.

No man can be good, or great, or happy, except through inward

efforts of his own.— Wood.

No man is so tall that he need never stretch, nor so small that he

need never stoop.—Danish Proverb.

No man is rich whose expenditures exceed his means ; and no one is
poor whose incomings exceed his outgoings.—Haliburton.

. Noman can be brave who considers pain to be the greatest evil of
life ; nor temperate, who considers pleasure to be the highest good.—

Cicero.

No man has come to true greatness who has not felt in some degree
that his life belongs to his race, and that what God gives him He gives him

for mankind. — Phillips Brooks.

__‘“No,” a monosyllable, the easiest learned by the child, but the most
difficult to practise by the man, contains within it the import of a life, the

weal or woe of an eternity. — Johnson.

No man should form an acquaintance, nor enter into any amusements,

with one of an evil character.

A piece of charcoal, if it be hot, burneth ;

and if it be cold, blackeneth the hand.— Hztopadesa.



ECRET societies seem to be
the theme of most of the let-
ters coming to me from ‘our

boys” of late, and as the editor
suggests this subject for expatia-
tion, I can only do my duty bravely
and trust to luck to escape the con-
sequences.

TTT

Before incurring any fresh risks,
perhaps I had better apologize for
something which appeared over my
signature in the last number, in
which Edmund C. Flory—usually a
level-headed chap—thinks he has
discerned an insult to the Orange
Order, a respectable body of men
having worthy aims, however much
it may be misused by politicians and
members with an axe to grind, to
further their personal ends. The
alleged offensive remarks were as
follows :

And who, 1 pray, would recognize the
city scavenger in a 12th of July parade,
bedizened with gorgeous sash and badge,
as he celebrates the solemn ceremony of
escorting an ancestral relic of the good
old days on its annual airing ?

The ‘“ancestral relic,”’ as the con-
text plainly showed, is the anti-
quated high hat worn year after
year by the city scavenger, amongst
others, in the Orange procession,
and which never fails to evoke
good-natured ridicule in the daily
press of Toronto. From this Ed-
mund has imagimed that 1 have
alluded to Orangemen generally as
‘¢ city scavengers.” How he arrived
at this conclusion is past my com-
prehension, and how he can infer
from the above that the anniversary,
ot the event it commemorates, is
slighted would be a mystery, if the
purport of his expostulation did not

plainly prove that he has wholly
misunderstood and misconstrued my
words. Now-a-days, when every-
body is an A.B.C. or an X.Y.Z. of
some lodge, secret societies is a
dangerous subject for discussion,
especially for a blunt, outspoken
kind of a fellow like the under-
signed. And when umbrage is
taken at something one never said,
much less intended, it is time to add
another thousand to one’s life in-
surance and look about for a sec-
ond-hand suit of armour before
dealing in a flippant or irreverent
manner with things consecrated by
a goat-ride and hidden from the
profane by oath and shibboleth.
However, it is a common belief that
a man has to die but once, so, hav-
ing made my will if not my fortune,
it only remains for me to mark my
linen, tackle the subject, and see
what will happen.
ttt

Whenever this topic crops up, I
am reminded of two episodes in my
life, both of a highly entertaining
and ludicrous nature, which I find
difficult to dissociate from cere-
monials of this kind. One was an
initiation into the Knights of the
Golden Griffin (or words to that
effect). 1 was inveigled into the
dramatis personce of this show by a
friend, the doctor of the lodge, and
in due course was elevated to the
distinguished position of Noble
Chief of the Castle, or, in plain
English, I became the clown of the
pantomime. Of course, what hap-
pened while we were in solemn con-
clave assembled is bottled up in the
inmost recesses of my being, and
corked with a great, big, hair-rais-
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ing oath, to violate which meant a
wilful waste of the vital juices of my
veins and arteries. As I am ac-
counted a ‘‘dry” customer at the
best of times, I cannot afford to
bleed unnecessarily, and so 1 shall
not tell any of the ‘‘mysteries,
signs, passwords, grips, tokens, or
other secrets of this society.” But
this I will venture to divulge : we
wore swords—real soft-metal swords
with pewter scabbards, at $12 a
dozen, that would turn to the right
hand or to the left, just as they
happened to get entangled in our
anatomy on the most critical and
solemn occasions.

*“ All this you do now most sol-
emnlyswear—" the Most Magnani-
mous Mogul’s Minion would say, as
he tripped over his sword and
butted the trembling, blindfolded
novitiate in the diaphragm, who,
taking this meekly as a part of the
ritual, feebly gasped, ‘‘1 do, Most
Valiant and Courteous Knights,
one and all.”

‘“ Will you, without mental reser-
vation, swear——" interrogated the
High and Mighty Knight Guardian
of the Golden Griffin, with a drawn
sword at the candidate’s heart (or
thereabouts—generally ten degrees
latitude south of the midriff), ‘ Will
you swear——" Before he could
get any further, this would be the
signal for one of the awkward squad
to collide with the H.M.K.G.G.G.,
and cause that worthy to prod the
inoffensive victim in the south tem-
perate zone, when he would swear
emphatically and without mental
reservation.

Moreover, we had enough para-
phernalia and “ properties ” to equip
a stock company with the capacity
of a tragedy in every act, not to
mention one or two good come-
dians, who, in their enthusiastic but
grotesque attempts to be impres-
sively realistic, invariably turned
what was intended as a melo-dra-
matic situation into a howling farce.
But I must not tell anything about
it, because those swords. have not
yet found their way to the junk-
shop. Enough to say that, realiz-

ing my ,inability to maintain the
dignity of the office in the face of
so much buffoonery, I gradually sub-
sided from the eminenee of a Noble
Chief to the level of an ordinary
mortal, and by absenting myself
from the meetings and allowing my
dues to accumulate, I got rid of the
hallucination of knighthood and
was restored to reason, though oc-
casionally I still feel light-headed
when my thoughts revert to the
‘“ Castle,” with its sieges and tourn-
aments, its banquets and mystic
revels, the ride on the goat and the
fearsome encounter with the Golden
Griffin. Gramercy, these be par-
lous times to recall! Avaunt thee,
spectres ; I’ll have none of ye!
ttt

The other episode was my sleep-
ing in the same room with an in-
veterate ‘‘joiner” —an individual
who was past-master in everything,
from Masonry down to the lowly
and unostentatious Jocund Junta of
Jolly Bricks, and who had the un-
fortunate habit of talking in his
sleep. Here no sword shall daunt
me ; I will quote some choice selec-
tions of the hocus-pocus :

“You haven’t got that coffin in
the right place; turn it around so
he can see what’s inside of it.”
‘“Eh? Who says the altar’s not
ready for the victim? Here’s the
knife, and here’s the bucket to
catch——" (mutters incoherently).
‘“ Here, Jimmy, put the saw and
sword in their place and hand me
that thigh-bone ; and you, Teddy,
stand ready to light the brimstone.”
‘“ Have you made the tongs hot?
Bring in the candidate, then.”
(Drones a weird chant ; words un-
intelligible.) ¢ Put your hand on
your heart and repeat after me: I,
Sennacherib Smith, do hereby pro-
claim, avow, and solemnly swear
that I am the said Sennacherib
Smith, and none other, and that I
am in very sooth the person who
was proposed and accepted and
elected in this order, and none
other ; that I do freely, of my own
free will and accord, present myself
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for initiation in this society ; that I
will keep inviolate all the mysteries,
tokens, and ” and so on, through
the whole rigmarole, until 1 was
enabled to accost him on the follow-
ing morning with the signs of recog-
nition, and scare him out of his five
senses with disclosures that shat-
tered his oaths of secrecy in several
and sundry societies, and convicted
his tongue of being indeed ‘‘ an un-
ruly member.” All of which con-
vinced me that there is more or less
poppycock in secret societies, sand-
wiched between wholesome ethics
and discipline, if adhered to.

) [] )

TTT
Like many another good thing,
secret societies in which the ritual
and ceremonial are overdone are
apt to degenerate into the burl-
esque, and when this happens, the
salutary effect is smothered in ver-
biage and grandiose mummery.
Some people admire—nay, prefer—
grandiloquent titles and sounding
rhetoric, just as some readers will
read only sensational and gushing
fiction, for of such is the kingdom
of fools. What I would most earn-
estly inculcate in my readers is an
appreciation of the simple, the na-
tural, the unaffected, and an ab-
horrence of all shams, whether of
insincerity, affectation or deceit.
Ridicule and satire may offend, but
he is a true friend who shocks us

with our own faults.

Tit
There is much to commend and
more to admire in the majority of
secret societies. At their very worst,
they afford pastime and keep young
men away from the streets and the
saloon. In their more useful as-
pects, they usually promote a pro-
vident disposition by inducing a
person in health to provide against
sickness and adversity ; they incul-
cate a brotherly regard for the wel-
fare of others, and a democratic
spirit that recognizes no inequalities
in the lodge-room, but permits of
the mingling for the time being of
persons of different degrees of cul-
ture and social rank, thus creating

a sympathy between the classes and
the masses, and so, perhaps, raising
the manners and the morals, the
aptitudes and the aspirations of
those who, without such stimulus,
might be indifferent to their oppor-
tunities for advancement.  The
young fellow who regularly attends
lodge meetings gains control of his
tongue (unless he prefers to be
squelched) and a facility in the
public utterance of his thoughts—~ a
very useful and desirable advan-
tage ; he observes how public meet-
ings are conducted, and should
obtain a general knowledge of par-
liamentary usages ; he should ac-
quire the courtesies and etiquette of
social customs and intercourse in
conversation and debate; and, in
noting the faults of others, guard
against the same in himself. More-
over, he enlarges the circle of his
acquaintance, and to a man in
business this is of great value ; even
to an employe it may be of service,
for we cannot foresee the circum-

‘stances in which two persons who

have once met will meet again. We
ought always, therefore, to strive
to make ourselves agreeable and
obliging to others, if for no other
reason than that we might thus be
making a friend for the future.
The popular man is ever he who
keeps his own selfishness in the
background and turns the best side
of his nature to the public. The
association of man with his kind is
an education of itself, and the gen-
tleman is he who is correct in his
manners — in other words, who
comports himself towards his fellows
according to the Golden Rule. To
the extent that secret societies afford
the means for social intercourse
unhampered by artificial restraints,
and promote morality and the graces
of some degree of refinement, to
that extent do they present oppor-
tunities for self-knowledge and self-
culture. Therefore, I consider that
our boys owe it as a duty to them-
selves and society to join some
reliable friendly association that
combines with the social amenities
the practical desideratumn of sick
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and funeral benefits, which in many
cases save a4 man from pauperism.
TTT

I have received a lengthy com-
munication from IFrederick H. Beaz-
fev, Marston P.O., in which he
advocates the formation of a society
exclusively for Dr. Barnardo's girls
and bovs, who are to be styvled
respectively Ladies and Gentlemen,
and are to conduct themselves as
such **at all times and all places,
and in all kinds of company.” He
suggests a ribbon of red, white and
blue as a badge, the national
colours, the red signitving no smok-

ing or chewing of tobacco; the
white, no swearing or foul lan-

guage; and the blue, temperance.
He thinks the entrance fee should
be three dollars, this to include
medical examination fee, and seven-
tv-five cents per quarter dues, and
from the payment of this small
amount he proposes to pay sick
benefits and a sum of $230 at death,
which could not be done. Dr.
Barnardo is proposed as Supreme
Grand Gentleman, Mr. Alfred B.
Owen as Supreme Grand Vice, and
the visiting agents as executive
officers.

While this suggestion is not
without its merits, information has
just reached me that a society of
our boys actually exists under the
name and title of Barnardo Old
Boys’ Society, otherwise known as
B.O.B.S.— Bobs. This, it seems,
has sprung into vigorous being in
Toronto quite recently, and by what
I hear of the zeal of its promoters,
it is likely to spread rapidly through
Ontario and the North-West as a
kind of fraternal grip which takes
hold of a fellow and makes him feel
in his bones that five or six thous-
and other fellows are willing and
determined that he shall be their
brother. The question now is: Can
you give me the grip, and so prove
yourself a member of what, I am
told, is going to be a society that

will be worth the while of every old
boy of Dr. Barnardo’s to join?
Bravo! for the Toronto boys for
starting a good thing and booming
it along. Say, vou fellows out in
the North-West, come in out of the
cold, and I'll promise you a warm
recepliosn.
TTOT

Mr. Owen has told me that a
committee was formed to call upon
him, and that he went fully into the
matter with them. A president and
secretary have been elected, rules
adopted, and the advanced stage
has been reached when a circular is
to be prepared and sent throughout
the Dominion to all who are eligible
for membership. This circular, |
presume, will set forth the aims and
objects of the society, and state the
conditions necessary to enrollment
among the ** Bobs,” which are, for
those who are eligible, the filling up
of an application form and the pay-
ment of a small entrance fee of fifty
cents. The annual gathering dur-
ing the Exhibition week, to which
hitherto all comers have been wel-
comed, will, after this, be the
festival of the society, and the
hospitality of the Homes will be
restricted to its members, which, it
15 anticipated, will practically in-
clude all our boys of good character.
As the number of our lads who do
not come within the terms of this
broad definition are extremely lim-
ited, it appears to me that scarcely
any boy need be excluded who will
brighten himself up.

TFT

This is a thing that ought to ¢o
like ‘¢ hot cakes,” and if it doesn’t,
I shall be very much disappointed.
But it will ; make no mistake about
that. The right kind of chaps have
taken hold o. it, and they are the
boys to make it go. Sec if they're

not !



Life on the Western Plains

NCE again it is the turn of that
section of our big family whose
homes lie to the Westward of

Lake Superior to give us their ex-
periences and views of things gener-
ally. It is just a yearsince we heard
last in Ups anp Downs from our
boys in the West, and during those
twelve months their number has
considerably increased, and those
whose letters we reproduced or
mentioned a vear ago have been
developing in wisdom and stature,

appointment of last. Our young
con'espondents, at any rate, have
evidently not lost their spirits over
the troubles of the country, and find
no occasion to repine over their lot.
Western air is not favourable to the
“blues” at any time, and the ex-
hilarating brightness of the atmo-
sphere seems to communicate itself
to those whose work keeps them a
great deal in it, so that we cannot
wonder that Manitoba farmers can
still feel cheerful under somewhat

Prairic Pastures.

and, with very few exceptions, have
made good, steady progress. [t has
not been a year of prosperity for the
Western farmers.  The promise of
the Spring was magnificent, but the
long drought of the Summer mounths,
followed by weeks of heavy rains at
the time of harvest, brought disas-
trous consequences. No one, how-
ever, seems to have lost heart or
faith in the future of the country,
and the farmers are looking forward
to a good crop next season that will
compensate for the failure and dis-

adverse and
stances.

For the benefit of such of our
readers as may have forgotten our
previous references to the develop-
ment of Dr. Barnardo’s work in the
Western Provinces, we may again
record that the Home in Winnipeg
was established in the Autumn of
1896 as a branch distributing agency
for boys from ten to thirteen years
of age, and has, therefore, been in
existence for rather over four years.
Mr. and Mrs. David White were

distressing  circum-
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appointed at the opening of the
Home to the posts of Resident
Superintendent and Matron, and
have since filled these positions with
a very large and gratifying measure
of success. Mr. White has under
his immediate charge the placing
out of the boys who are consigned
to Winnipeg, and of the correspoun-
dence and oversight of those placed
in situations, while Mr. Struthers,
who has been so well and widely
known for many years past as
Manager of Dr. Barnardo’s great
Industrial Home for Youths, near
Russell, keeps a general oversight
of the work, supervises all the
accounts, and is appealed to in all
matters of difficulty and importance.
The permanent staff consists, in
addition to Mr. and Mrs. White, of
Miss Betts, the clerk and steno-
grapher, and Mr. Newman, whose
time is employed in visiting the
boys, while during the last year the
visiting staff has been strengthened
by the employment for several
months of Mr. Stanley Mitchell, who
saw a great many little boys in their
homes, and whose visits will, we
are sure, be pleasantly remembered
both by the boys and their employers.
The Winnipeg Home was regarded
at first somewhat in the light of an
experiment, but it has long since
outgrown the probationary stage,
and we can now claim to regard it
as a most successful and valuable
outgrowth of our Canadian work.
The building itself is not pretentious,
but the house is roomy and well
built, and it gives comfortable
accommodation for parties of boys
on arrival from the East, and at
other times provides a shelter for
the sick, lame, lazy or unfortunate
whom we have to receive back under
our charge. In all 880 have passed
through the Institution up to the
present date. Most of the boys have
been transferred to Winnipeg after
being boarded out for some years in
foster-homes in Northern Ontario,
while others have come direct from
England. From the first commence-
ment there has been a brisk and
rapidly increasing demand.for the

little boys who were to be placed,
and from all parts of the Province of
Manitoba, as well as from the Terri-
tories as far West as British Colum-
bia, and Northward to Edmonton,
Battleford and Prince Albert, appli-
cations have poured in in far larger
numbers than could ever be supplied.
As far as in us lies, we have sought
to select good homes for our little
lads—that is, places where they will
be treated with humanity and con-
sideration, will be under kindly and
wholesome influences, and will be
well trained for their future life in
the West. There have been cases
in which our judgment has proved
to have been in fault, but we are
thankful that these mistakes have
been few and inconsiderable and
have been promptly rectified, and at
the present time we believe that we
may say as nearly as possible of all
our lads in the West that they are
well provided for, and that their sur-
roundings are conducive to their
happiness, health and welfare. Their
work is chiefly herding cattle—that
is, until they are considered men
enough to take a team in the field.
Our boys in the East, accustomed to
small fields and fenced enclosures,
will have little idea what herding
means. They will have to imagine
the mighty prairies rolling in vast
billows of grass as far as the eye can
reach, and dotted here and there
with bands of cattle or sheep, that
graze and wander where and whither
they like among the rich herbage of
the prairie.  The only limit of their
wanderings is when they reach the
breaking or the cropped land of the
settlers. This cultivated land is
often unfenced, but the herd law
requires the owners of stock to send
someone in charge of the animals to
herd them and keep them out of
mischief. The herd boy has a pony
and rides off with his charge in the
morning, generally taking his little
dinner-pail with him, keeps them in
sight during the day and brings
them home to the corral in the
evening. Itis not a very hard or
irksome occupation, and our little
lads become expert horsemen and
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thrive and flourish prodigiously on
the fine fresh air of the prairie and
the healthy, out-of-door life in which
they pass the Summer moaths. In
the fall and Winter there is, of
course, no herding to be done, and
whenever it is possible we stipulate
for their attendance at school. In
most cases they are engaged for
terms of from four to five years,
during which time they are boarded,
lodged and clothed by their employ-
ers, and receive in cash at the end of
the term a hundred, a hundred and
twenty, or a hundred and twenty-five
dollars, as the case may be. During
the last two years of this apprentice-
ship they will probably have ceased
to be herd-boys and will have
learned to plough, harrow, drive the
seeder, mower and binder, and be-
come good farm hands, so that by
the time they reach the end of their
engagement they will have mastered
the practical work of prairie farming,
will know the country and its ways,
and with the hundred dollars in the
bank as a nest-egg for future
savings, they will have received, as

we think and believe, a start in life -

that most of them will turn to good
account. And now having said this
much of our Winnipeg Home and
our Winnipeg boys, we must leave
them to tell their own stories. We
have again a famous budget of con-
tributions telling of their experi-
ences, and we thank them one and
all for their letters, while not less are
our thanks due to their employers,
who, in many cases, have kindly
taken the trouble to add a few lines
to their little boys’ letters, reporting
upon their progress and conduct.
The letters are well worth reading,
and we flatter ourselves that they
are proof positive and incontestable
that the Canadian North-West is a
fine country for Dr. Barnardo’s boys
and that our boys are proving them-
- selves to be good,. useful and suc-
cessful settlers.

James S. Boucher writes from
Rapid City, Man.:

I have been here for two years. I have
been in my present place the last six
months, and I am getting along splendid.

I look after twenty head of cattle, two
horses, cut wood, milk cows and do the
chores, and this Spring I am going to
start in and plough and harrow. Mr.
Palen is going to teach me to run the
seeder, and I can rake hay, coil and build,
Mr. Palen says, with the best of them.
Any boy with ambition in him can get
along well in Manitoba. I am more than
pleased with my present home, and I hope
in time to have a farm of my own in Mani-
toba. I am thankful to Dr. Barnardo for
fetching me out to Manitoba.

Yours respectfully,

JAMES STANLEY BOUCHER.

James Boiling, a contemporary in
Canada of our friend, Boucher, says
of himself :

I was herding all last Summer about
eighty cattle and horses. The crops were
very poor last Summer on account of the
heat. We had 540 bushels. I have not
much to do this Winter but to clean the
stable and to help feed cattle and horses.
I helped to put up about seventy tons of
hay last fall. I have learned a lot about
farming since I came here. I can plough,
harrow, disc-harrow, rake hay and cut
hay, I help to build the grain stacks.

Evidently both these Jameses
have been making good use of
their time since they landed in the

West two and a-half years ago.

The same can certainly be said of
Alfred A. Hinton, whose master,
Mr. Jacob G. Fines, of Balmoral,
Manitoba, reports of him thus:

I am very well satisfied with him. He
is a very good boy, and he is willing to do
anything that I tell him to do, and I can
trust him. When I go away, he will have
it done when I come back. If I had had
my pick out of a hundred boys I don't
think I could have got any better.

Alfred himself sends us a long
and interesting account of his ex-
periences, going back to his voyage
from England and his life in Musko-
ka, where he was boarded out at
Bracebridge with Mr. and Mrs. An-
drew Nicholls, of Bracebridge, and
evidently was a very happy little boy.
On his first arrival in Manitoba he
met with a misfortune common
enough in those Northern latitudes
in having one of his toes frozen,
necessitating his return to Winnipeg
and a brief stay in the hospital
We imagine, however, that Alfred
has by this time become thoroughly
acclimatized and has learned to take
care of his toes as well as the rest
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of his anatomy. He says ot his
present home :

My master is very kind to me. The
crops were not very good last vear. They
averaged about five to twelve bushels per
acre, but a lot of the grain got blown up
in the Spring and the grubs ate alot of it
too. [ like this countey fine. T amin very
good health and get plenty 1o eat and
plenty of clothes, and [ hope all the boys
have as good a home as T have. There
are some wolves around here, but we can-
not get o shot at them, [ bad a preay
woad time at Christmas, and T had lots of
pudding.  We go out hunting sometimes,
and we sometimes get ot of game.
Last Summer we wem fishing, but we did
not get many fish.

Mr. Ezra Shaw, of Davin, the
emplover of Charles Jones, informs
us that heis “polite and willing to
do anvihing that he i1s told,” and
adds, “*boys like Charlie are a credit
to the Homes.” Charlie
writes a very cheerful report ol his
surroundings, concluding his letter
with the remark that he is eaclosing
a dollar as a denation to the Homes.

Edward Hack writes from Gren-
fell that he likes his place very well,
and savs, ¢ am getting so that |
can do anvthing on the farm—
plough, harrow, milk and attend to
the whole of the cattle.

Henry Thomas Hill, who also
lives at Grenfell, tells us that he
has been five vears in Canada, “‘likes
the country fine,” and is doing well.
Mr. Niblock, Henry's cmplover,
reports of him that he is giving
good satisfaction.  Henry will have
completed his engagement in the
Spring, but Mr. Niblock will be
alad o hire him again if they can
come to terms.

Charles R. Elliott is another
member of the Grenfell community,
having  struck that thriving little
town in October last. The following
are Charlie’s first impressions of the
land of his adoption :

I have only been in this country four
months, yvet [like it very well so far. The
Winter has not been so cold as T was led
10 believe it to be. | like living on the
farm much better than living in London,
I knew unothing about furming when 1
came here fiest, but now I can milk very
well and I feed the cows and horses and
keep their stable clean. 1 can put the

himself

harness on the horses and can”drive them
a htie bit, I have i good, comlortable
homa herve and dike it very much, and am
treated like one of my  master's own
tamily. My master has given me a photo
of mysell and one ol my new home to
send vou for Urs axpIDowss,

. . ™ JSo—

Mr. Axftord, with whom Charlie is
living, says of him:

Considering thiat he knew nothing about
faeming betore he came here, he has done
very well indeed, and T am well pleased
with him so far, and T have no doubt that
he will ** wo ahead,” as hie seems anxious
1o Jearn and hopes some day to start for
himselt.

We should have been  highly
pleased to have reproduced the por-
trait of Charlie’s smiling countenance

we

Charles, Arthur and George Dickason

and the comfortable-looking  little
domicile of the Axfords, but when
they reached here these photographs,
like all earthly things, were fast
fading away, and we fear it would
have defied the skill of any Toronto
engraver (o produce a creditable
cut from them.

With the Dickason brothers we
are more fortunate, and herewith
present to our readers an excellent
portrait of the trio. In doing so, we
are pleased to be able to say of
them that they arc lads whose
rccord has been in everv way a
credit to the Homes, and who, we
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feel sure, will make their way in the
country. George has lately written
to us of himself to report progress,
and says ¢

[ look after seven cows and milk theee.
We have ninety-two altogether, but the
other men ook after theme We have nine
pigs and thirty horses. T worked out in
the harvest field alt last Fall. 1 baild loads
for two teams, but we had so much rain,
and it spoiled quite a bit of the wheat.
Manitoba s asplendid wheat country. |
went to school four months. 1 go (o
church and Sunday school about every
fortnight, and [ wouald yo every Sunday of
it was not so far awav,  1Cis seven miles
away, L liave not beew sick since I came,
I have been with Mr. Power for two vears
and foue months now, and 1 shall siay
with hin as long as he wants me,

The following appears as a little
foot-note to George s letter:

As T foreman on the Power ranch,
George is under my care quite a bit. e
is a0 very obedient bov, ad a0 bov dhad 1
can rely on. We like him line. He seems
to be veey fond of animals and takes great
care of anything put under his care,

Youres truly,
D, Mines,

Charles has also written of him-
self as follows :

am glud 1o say we are all quite well

and enjoving a good deal of the comforts
of life. We have been having a very nice

Winter here, but there has been a lot of

snow.  We have filiy horses and  sixty
head of cattle stabled this Winters but we
bave a laege stable, and it is nearly all
inside work, and we keep a live going all
the time,
twentyv-five horses this Winter. They are
all thoroughbrad horses, and some of them
are good race horses. We have one black
mare that made the hadtbmile cecord for
Manitoba in 30¢ scconds.  She ran three
hewts better than 30 seconds. 1 glad
1o siy my brothers are getting along hine.

Need we say that it gave us the
heartiest pleasure to receive the half
dozen letters that follow from and
about our young colonists :

OaK RIvER, January 28th, 1qor.

Dear Mr. Owex, -Inregard to George
Revell, 1 like him veev well; he is a fine
boy. e can do almost any kind of work,
and he is very willing to do anything that
there s to do. 1 would not like to do
without him now,  Yours truly,

JaMes Brack.

1 will try and tell yon some ol my ex-
periences. 1 did not know anything about
farm work when 1 came here, but I am
gradually learning. My emplover, Mr.
Black, taught me how to plough and culti-

I aum looking after a stable of
o~

vate and roll the land. T help to feed the
attle, and attend the horses and milk the
cows.  Our schoolt opens the first Monday
of February, | intend going for a while,
The school is only a short distance from
here. T like Manitoba very well, and
think it's & fine country with lois of work
for everyone, and [ hope some time in the
future to have a home all my own, | will
be fourteen years old February zand. |
am growing to be a big, fat bov. My
emplover is very kind. e was married
this Winter, so I have a mistress now, who
is also very kind. Yours truly,
GEORGE REVELL,

WareLLy, January 28th, 1901,
DeEAR Sik,—1 like the country  very
much and 1 like the peoopie very much,
This is the country for boys who arve not
adraid to do o dittle work, and | am good
and healthy. Yours sincerely,
’ ALEX, SIDNEY Pocock.

DEAR SR, - Alexs is improving greatly,
although sometimes a little slow; but [
suppose the very best of people have their
faults.,  He was herding the cattle last
Summer, and done very well. 1 think it
would be hard to get a boy of his age to
do better. Yours wruly,

Davip MiLLeR.

VaLeey PO,

Dear Sik.—1 just write i few dines to
fet you know how I am getting along in
this. West comntry. [ like this country
very much, as T think it is the best country
for a voung fellow 10 make a fiving, Ifa
boy has wowilly heis sure to find a way up
here. The soil s good, land is cheap,
good facilities, in fact, evervthing that can
be desired for a good start s found in
most of the Territories. 1 came out here
m the Spring of 180, and bhave been
working foe Mr, Fry eversince. We live
about ten miles South of Moosomin. |
have to herd  cattle in the Sammer
and  work  about  the stables in the
Winter.  Mr. Fry and his sons have 040
acres of land between them. 1 can drive
ateam as good as any man., | dise sixty-
four acres of breaking tour times and
plough about thiety.  We have to hiul our
firewood from the Moose Mountiin, about
thirty-five miles.  Takes about 1wo days
to make the trip. Give my love 1o all the
boyvs and girls i the Home. 1 hope that
they will ‘be as lucky as what [ was in
wetling a nice home, My brother, Henry,
is living with a Me. Roe. He is quite
close to me. | him  every dday,
Give my best vespects 1o Do Barnardo
when vou see him and tell him that 1 am
proud to be one of his boys. The Lord
bless him and keep himn Yours traly,

Josern HARRLS,

As Joseph Harris is writing to you, |
will put in a few lines about him.  He has
grown a big, strong boy, and 1 must say
has conducted himsell pretty well since he
came to me.  He will make a good

soee
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farmer, and [ am sure will be a credit to
the Home. He is very careful about his
business and does it well. Is very truthful
and obedient, in fact, we like him very
well. Youry truly,
MappisoN F. Fry.

SUMMERBERRY, January 28th, 1901.
MR. OWEN.
DEeAR SIR,—-I thought I would write you
a few lines. I came out in August, and 1
like the country very much. I herded the
cows last Fall, and this Winter 1 do chores
morning and night and go to school. 1
am in the Second Book. The school is one
and a half miles away. Sometimes I get
a ride and sometimes I walk. My brother,
Jabez, lives about eight miles from me,
ARTHUR ORCHARD,

I take pleasure in writing you a few
lines concerning my boy, Arthur Orchard.
Arthur has proved himself a trustworthy
and honest boy since he came to me last
August. He has traits of character that
everyone admires in a boy. He is truth-
ful and obedient and kind, and always
good-natured. He always does his work
well whether I am with him or not, and |
have never known him to shirk his work.
Arthur is growing this Winter, and is very
stout and fat. This climate seems to
agree with him first-rate. He loves to go
to Sunday school and church, and looks
forward to it all week. We find him very
handy to help either outside or about
the house, and would not care to be with-
out him. I trust Arthur may grow up
into a Christian young man, and be a
credit to the Homes and his_ kind friend,
Dr. Barnardo. Yours very respectfully,

EDGAR A. BOWERING,

ROCANVILLE, January 31st, 1goI.
DEAR SIR,~—1 take pleasure in writing
you these few lines to let you know that I
like my place well. I can drive a team of
horses, I milk two cows, and do other
chores. 1 was learning to plough last
Summer and I am going to learn to harrow
in the Spring. 1 get lots of sleigh rides,
I go to church with master and mistress
when they go. I went to school last fall,
and [ had to walk three miles to school.
There is no school in Winter, but I learn
every night, so I don't have much time to
spare to write many letters. I went to
Wapella on Christmas Day with my
master and mistress, and I had a good

time with the boys that I know there.
Yours truly,
ALBERT WILLCOCKS,

Dear Sir,—As Albert Willcocks is
writing you, I thought I would write you
a few lines to tell you that we have got a
very good boy. He is honest and indus-
trious and truthful. My little girl, two
years old, is as fond of him as she would a
brother, and he is good and kind to her.
Heis a far better dispositioned boy than
we expected, We are well pleased with
him and would not like to let him go for

any reason. As we have no school in our
district, he learns all he can at nights,
He says he wants to have a farm of his
own when he is old enough, and so he
will if he keeps on as he has done since he
came to us last Summer,

Yours truly, MRs. U, HyDE.

January 3oth, 1901.

DeArR SIR,—1 like this country very
much and think it is a good climate for
health. It is very beautiful in Summer
and the Winter very cold. There has
been much stormy weather for the last
few weeks. The snow is piled up like
big walls. The roads are very bad and
there are many people upsetting. The
nearest village is four miles miles from my
home, and that is where I go to church,
I can see the train every day. It runs
quite close by my house. I have been
here nearly two years now, and I feel
very happy. We are hauling firewood
from the bush now. I am going to school
to learn German. I have a mile and a
half to go morning and evening. My
master heard that Dr. Barnardo had
visited Canada. We were very sorry
that we could not see him. I am not
ashamed of being called a Barnardo boy,
but I am only too thankful for his work
which he has done for me. This is all |
have to say at present. I remain,

Your friend,
W. H. HARDING.

. DEAR SIR,—1 take great pleasure in
writing these few lines in regard to my
boy, William H. Harding. He came to
me August 12th, 18g9. He is doing
very well. He is learning to farm very
fast. He can plough, harrow, feed stock,
cut wood. I think it is a very good thing
for this country. I am going tohave another
boy before long. I must say my boy is a
credit to the Old Country. 1 have 389
acres of land, 130 under crop. I bhave
seven horses, fifteen head of cattle, a
number of pigs and chickens. [ like this
country well. I have been in this country
twenty-six years. The Winters are a
little cold, but dry and healthy. We are
sending him to school to learn German.
Excuse bad writing. I never learnt Eng-
lish. I remain, your friend,
JoHANN S. JANZEN.
I enclose one dollar for Dr. Barnardo’s

Home.
Qu'ApPELLE, N.W. T,

DEeAR FRIEND,—]1 now take the pleasure
of writing these few lines to you to tell you
I am well and happy, hoping it to find you
the same. I have been out in this country
four years next first of June, and I have
learnt quite a lot of new things. Ican gang-
plough and harrow and disc and rake.
I have to herd the cattle when it is too
wet to do anything else. Mr. Poilock
wants me to stay with him this Summer
and herd for him. He says he will give
me forty dollars and my board and clothes
for the year. I think I shall work for a
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few years and make a little money and try
to hunt up some of my old friends and try
to get them to go to England with me for
a visit; but I don't think 1 will stay very
long. I am better out here than if I
were at home, because 1 would only be a
bother to my mother and wouldn’t be
learning anything - perhaps in the streets
blacking people’s shoes or something.
With best wishes for a prosperous New
Year to youall, I remain your sincere
friend, BERTIE RICH.

I take great pleasure in writing you a
few lines regarding the boy, Bertie Rich,
who has been employed for over a year.
We have found him to be a good, trust-
worthy boy, and getting to feel quite a
farmer, He can do most anything on a
farm, and if he continues on as good as he
has been with me he will be a credit to
Dr. Barnardo’s Home. Yours truly,

Joun E., PoLLoCK.

George Morris, writing from
Baldur, Manitoba, tells us that he
likes his place where he has lived
for the past two years, that he has
two little companions to play with,
is going to school, is looking for-
ward to a concert in the village,
likes Uprs AND Downs, and thinks he
will close his letter with good wishes
to all.

Michael Baker says:

I have been here three years now. I
have got a good home. Mr. and Mrs.
* Patterson are good 1o me. I go to school
every day in the Winter. I have a mile to
walk 1o go to church and Sunday school.
We are four miles from Hargrave ; that is
where the church is, 1 got quite a lot of
presents at Christmas. Mrs. Patterson
gave me a watch and chain, and I can
tell you that I was proud of it. We have
nine horses and fifteen cattle. I help with
the chores when 1 come from school. The
crops were poor last year. We had a lot
of bad storms and hail. George Neal
lives half a mile from us, and we have
great fun at night sliding down the hill.
He is a Home boy. We are getting up a
new house in the Spring. Mr. Patterson
tells me I will make a good farmer.

Albert Green informs us that he
is ‘‘getting along first-rate.” He
adds: ‘I have been here nearly
two years now. We work 120 acres
of land. I can handle harrow and
drag barrow. I am treated as well

as the others, and clothed as well. -

When 1 first came here I went to
herding, and 1 liked it very well,
and last fall 1 worked the team at
harrow. 1 have to cut wood and

feed the pigs and take the cattle
down to water. It is very cold up
here. There is not much work
going on now. There was a nigger
concert here on New Year’s Eve,
and I acted as a girl, and there was
a dance after, and | stayed all
night.”

Walter Marsland has contributed
a matter-of-fact narrative of his
experiences that includes -certain
occurrences that we cannot look
back upon with unmixed satisfac-
tion. However, Walter appears to
be doing well in his present place,
and, we have every reason to believe,
will make a good Canadian citizen
when he grows up.

Cyril Williams is a little lad from
the South Norwood Schools who
formed one of the last party, and
these are, therefore, very early days
of Cyril’s experiences in Canada.
He gives a very cheerful account of
himself, however, and his master,
Mr. James Higginson, of West-
wood, writes of him as follows :

It gives me great pleasure to say that
Cyril Williams is trying to do what is
right. I bhave found him truthful and
honest in every respect, and he does his
work very satisfactory. I notice that he
is growing very fast.

George Pike, another very recent
arrival, tells us that he ‘f‘likes
the country first-rate,” and thinks
““Canada is a fine place.” He is
going to try his best; thinks he is
already growing big and strong,
and has already made up his mind
to have a farm of his own.

Albert E. Mothersole says :

I am living with English people. I like
my master and mistress. I have all [
want to eat and drink. I don't have very
much work to do. We had a very bad
crop. We had two hail-storms, which
done very bad damage. I liked herding
last Summer, and had a good time at it.

- Albert’s employer, Mr. Tudge,
adds a few lines to his letter, in
which he tells us that he has no
fault to find with Albert, and adds,
‘‘he is always willing to do what he
is asked, and does all he can without
asking.”

We heartily congratulate our
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young friend, Henry Coventry, on
the excellent reports he is able to
give of himself, and that his em-
ployer gives of him, in the following
letters :
CortHaM, February gth, 1g9o1.
Dear MRr. OWEN,—1 am glad (o write

you again this year to tell you liow I have |

been getting on and how much I like my
life in this country. I have grown a lot
and am able to do quite a lot of work., My
master can trust me with a team now, and
last Summer [ did all the harrowing,
helped with the bay, and built the loads.
I like working outside much better than
in the house. This Summer [ hope to be
able to drive the sulky plough with three
horses. This Winter, when my master is
away, I can feed the cows and water
them, and look after the horses, and clean
the stables out and mitk. I have also had
quite a lot of fun this Winter. I had a
good time at the Christmas tree, and often
go and play with the other boys. [ like
my home very much and am well and
happy. I don’t seem to know of anything
else to say, so I will say good-bye.
Yours faithfully,
HENRY COVENTRY,

DEear SiR,—I am very pleased to add a
few lines to Willie's (as we call him) letter.
Am very pleased to be able to still say, as
I said last year, that we are very pleased
indeed with him. He does splendidly, is
most willing, and, whatis even better still,
can be fully trusted. Have the satisfaction
of knowing that when he is left to do any
work by himself that it will ba done as well
as he can do it. If he continues in the
future to do as well as he has up to now,
I am quite certain that he will do well,
and be a credit to himself, the Home and
his present master. Yours faithfully,

H. H. WiLLway.

Henry’s little brother, William
Ernest, has just been recalled from
his foster-home in Muskoka with a
view to his going up to be near
him, and by the time this reaches
our readers the two little brothers
will be settled in the immediate
neighbourhood of each other.

Alfred James Bowden sends us a
budget of interesting news about
himself and his doings, and is
evidently a happy and thriving
little lad. Mr. Herbert Sykes writes
of him, as follows :

CARIVALE, N.W.T., Feb. 1st, 1901.

DEAR SIR,—As you wish to hear about
our lad, I send you a few lines. Alf. is a
good lad generally, small but all there,
and, for the work I have, does well. He
herds the cattle on the prairie part of the
Summer, when the grass in the fields gets

short, and this Winter he helps Mrs. Sykes
in the house and milks, [ could not get
hiai to school this Winter, as I would have
liked. We tried all the places in town,
and offered to pay his board, but could not
get him in except at the hotel. [ hope to
have better luck next Winter, and will try
to secure some place during Summer for
the Winter. He attended school Summer
before last, and my wife tries to give him
lessons this Winter; but, as she says, he
gets more meals than lessons. I conclude
by saying we are well satisfied with onr
lad.  He is a bright, good-tempered,
obedient child, and all he is lacking is
size.

Mrs. Jeftrey, of Dugald, Mau.,
gives us her opinion of her little
boy, James H. Reeves, that he is
trusty, useful and well-behaved, and
that he will make a good Manitoba
farmer. James inlorms us that he
likes living on the farm, doesn’t
mind the cold, and has lots of fun
at school with the football.

Johun Carmody has compiled the
following little narrative of his
Canadian experiences :

Marvee CREEK, Assa., Jan. 21si, 19c1.

DEear MR. OWEN,—Just a few lines to let
you know how I got along since I came to
Canada in 1893. I went to Mr. Ward in
Hunisville, Muskoka, where [ stayed four
years, and from there I was sent to Mr.
Blenkin, Assa., where [ staved some time,
and then [ had to leave on account of my
eyes being bad. Then I had to begin
wearing glasses. I stayed a week or two
in Winnipey, then I was sent to Mr. Hal-
stead, Millbrook, Man., and 1 have been
with him nearly three years. Last Summer
Mr. Halstead lett Millbrook for the ranch-
ing country, so you see I have quite a lot
of travelling about. There is some very
beautiful scenery around here and we have
a splendid climate. There are lots of
wolves and wild game out here ; we almost
live on prairie chicken. Most of the people
here are ranchers. It is a good couantry
for cattle, they feed out alt Winter. It is
far milder than Manitoba. Just at present
we have no snow. We had a heavy snow-
storm two weeks ago, but the chinook
came and took it all off again. I must teil
you that I am in perfect health and quite
happy in my situation. Mr. Halstead has
taken a trip out West to see the country,
and I am left in charge of all the cattle, [
have thirty head of cattle and a team of
horses to look after. So now I will close
my letter. [ remain,

Yours respectfully, JOHN CARMODY.

William F. Oakden, whose home
is on a ranch among the foot-hills ot

the Rockies, writes from Macleod
P.O.. Alberta :
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I have been here very nearly one year.
I am pleased to inform you that I have en-
joyed good health and like the country
very well. The Summer was a bit hot and
we had some mosquitoes, but one does not
mind them much after getting accustomed
to their habits. Master's horses were
brought in from the prairie in the Spring,
and 1 used sometimes to herd them on a
pouy, and therefore learned to ride horse-
back. No doubt I shall do more of this
work in the future, as 1 have grown a good
bit and can manage my riding-horse better.
Now during the Wiater [ help about the
house and attend to the fowls.  Although
at the beginning of February, we have not
yet had very much cold weather nor snow,
but got big gales of wind called chinooks
in the early part of the season.

We heartily congratulate Willie
on having become accustomed to
the habits of the mosquito. We
confess that personally we have
never succeeded in reconciling our-
selves in any degree to the habits
and customs of these insects, and
when we meet them the attraction,
which is great, is all on one side.
Mosquitoes apart, we feel satisfied
that Willie's lot is a happy one, and
when we visit him again in the
Spring we shall expect to hear only
good accounts of him.

We have the same expectations
of our jolly young friend, Charlie
Brown, in his home among the
Germans at Wetaskiwin. He writes
us that he and his brother, Willie,
are ‘¢ getting on fine,” and are now
attending an English school, where
the teacher, Mr. John McVicar, was
once on the staff of the Homes in
England. He sends numerous
kindly greetings from our German
friends, for which we sincerely thank
him. We hope by the time we see
them next May they will have
reconciled themselves to the defeat
of their friends, the Boers, for whom
Charlie was so full of sympathy
when we last met him.

Willie Dunent has some pleasant
things to say about Ups AND Downs
and further informs us that he is in
good health, is going to school at
present and likes to live in the
North-West.  His little brother,
Frank Edward, will soon be on the
way to join him, and it will be a very
happy re-union for both the little

chaps, who have been separated
since Willie was transferred from his
Muskoka foster-home in Orillia,
leaving Frank behind to have an-
other three years’ schooling.

Fred. J. White, a fifteen-year-old .
boy, who has lately completed his
third year in the West, says:

The weather is not so cold this year as
other years. The crops were very good
this year. Soon the Spring will start
again and then there will be no time to
idle around. Now we have 149 head of
cattle. We killed one cow for Winter and
thirteen pigs, I like the country very well,
I think I will stay at Mr. Christopp’s till he
kicks me out, but I like the place well and
am getting along well.

We observe that Fred has in-
gratiated himself into the favour of
the lady school teacher of the dis-
trict, and that lady has very kindly
added the following footnote to his
letter : .

I am at present teaching school at
Strassburg and am boarding in the home
of Fred. White's employer. Fred. is a
bright, energetic and truthful boy. Heis
exceedingly willing, and scems to be very
proficient at bis work. Above all, he is
happy and contented, which goes a long
way. Fred. certainly seems to have a
bright future before him. If all the boys
are placed as happily as Fred. is, then Dr.,
Barnardo is doing a work that should
render him blessed. Yours sincerely,

W. M. LiTTLE.

Ernest C. Holden, a boy who
went direct to the Winnipeg Home
on his arrival from England in the
Spring of 1897, has sent us a capital
account of his work and of his im-
pressions of the country. He writes:

My master says I am getting along well
at farming. I have worked four horses in
the gang-plough, harrows and the twenty-
four horse seeder. 1 have raked all the
hay since I came to Mr. McGhie's farm.
Last year we did not get much hay put up,
being so dry a season, but the year before
we put up 145 loads. I andanother fellow
stocked for three binders. It was pretty
hard work, but we managed todo it. Two
of Mr. McGhie's sons have a threshing
machine, so we do not stack our grain. 1
drove a team all threshing time. We had
about 3,500 bushels of wheat and 1,400 of
oats and 8oo of barley. After threshing
was over came the fall' ploughing. I
drove one gang and the hired man drove
the other. Mr. McGhie has a lot of land
to go over, for he has eight quarter-
sections. When the frost stopped the
plough there was a break in the work, for
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nothing could be done till snow came.
Now, as it is Winter, I do nothing but
chores. There are thirty-eight head of
cattle, twenty-two horses, six sheep and
fifteen pigs to look after, so there won't
be much feed left by Spring. We draw
all the straw into a back yard for the
cattle. I do not like choving around as
well as working in the field, but I suppose
Spring will be on soon. That is all [ have
to say about farming in the meantime, but
I am going to say something about home.
This Christmas I got more letters from
home than 1 ever got since 1 came here.
My brothers and sisters all want me home,
but I have not made up my mind to do so
yet. I have a notion to take up a farm in
this country. I think the atmosphere is
very healthy in Manitoba. [ remain,
Yours sincerely,
Arden, Man. ErNEsT C. HOLDEN.

We are much pleased to have a
good report from Alfred Allen, who,
his mistress, Mrs. Calvert, tells us,
is ‘‘ doing very well,” has ‘‘ turned
out a splendid milker,” and in other
respects ‘ has wonderfully improv-
ed.” This is what Alfred has to say
for himself :

I am getting on fine. I like my place
very much. My master and mistress are
very kind to me. [ have six cows to milk
and water. We have six horses and
twenty head of cattle and one pig. 1 have
to do the chores. 1 can feed the cattle
now. I came to this country in 1899. 1
like this country better than England. I
can ride a horse now. I am going to
learn to drive a team next Sum-
mer in our rake. I am going to haul
loads of hay. I go to Sunday school. |
went to a Christmas tree, and one of the
gentlemen put a present on the tree for
me. I have grown to a big boy—every-
body says so.  You won't know me when
you come round to see me in April. |
would not like to go back to Stepney
again, because anyonc can make a living
in this country. It is a good, healthy
country. Of course, it is cold in the
Winter. 1 don’t mind about the cold.
Dear Mr. Owen, I have not any more
- to say at present. I will have more
news to give vou in April. Wishing the
Home ecvery success, 1 remain your
sincere friend, ALFRED ALLEN.

Reginald G. Taylor is evidently
living in the full whirl of advancin
civilization, as his letter tells us that
a branch railway runs within a
quarter of a mile of his employer’s
house, and that there are three trains
a week over the line. Despite the
distracting effect of this rush of
passing traffic, Reggie seems to be

in good health and able to attend
to business, herds sheep in the
Summer and does chores in the
Winter. He informs us with evi-
dent pride that his master has a
team of driving horses that take
prizes wherever they go, and that
his master is equally fortunate with
his thoroughbred sheep.

William G. Roberts has evidently
made a good start in the country.
His employer, Mr. Gregory, of Bea-
ver Dale, in the Yorkton district,
reports that he is making steady
progress, takes an interest in his
work, is truthful and honest, and
“very handy in doing chores.”
Willie writes of himself :

I arrived in Canada last April. | came
out on the ship called Cambroman with
over 200 boys, My brother and I and two
other boys came from the Jersey Home.
The next day thirty-seven of us werc sent
up to the Winnipeg Home, and then sent
out to our situations. I am glad to tell you
I have got a comlortable home, I like my
place very much. We have some very
cold days in the Winter. There is lots of
snow on the ground now. My work is
doing the chores. I have learned to milk
and saw wood. I tried to do a little gar-
dening last Summer, such as sowing seed
and weeding. [ am going to have a gar-
den this year. We had a very dry Sum-
mer ; some days the mosquitoes were very

bad. I am saving all my money to buy a
calf. My master says he is going to keep
it for me. My mistress is going to give

me a hen and a set of eggs to raise some
chickens. [ am glad to say I am feeling a
little stronger than when 1 came out here.
I hope 1 will be able to do lots of farming
this Summer. This is a splendid country
for boys.

From the neighbourhood of Ox-
bow, that has been one of our
happy hunting-grounds for some
time past, and where we have a fine
little settlement of boys, we have
received the following four letters
that will be read with interest, and
which suggest that the writers are
good boys in good places :

I live about six miles North of the town
of Oxbow. | can see the train every day
from here. I will soon be here a year,
and am very happy and pleased with my
place. [ have only one mile to go to
church, school and Sunday school, which
I attend regularly. I am now in the Third
Book. [gotthe prize for good attendance
last Summer. We had a Sunday school
picnic, at which 1 enjoyed myself very
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much. I learned to drive three horses
last fall and harrowed for a few days with
them. My master said it was all right.
I’'have not many chores to do, there being
just three horses and five head of cattle
and fifty fowls to attend to. My master
had 225 bushels of wheat and 170 of oats.
The crops were very poor in this part of
the country this year. In the Summer we
milk four cows. My mistress milks two
and I two. [ think there are very few
boys who have as good a home as I. In
the Winter my masler puts on the fire, and
when it is going good he calls me. At
Christmas I had all the turkey and plum
pudding I could eat and the same on New
Year's, which, you know, me being Eng-
lish, was no small portion.
Yours truly,
HENRY LAWRENCE.

of ducks on the river. There is a lot of
wolves around where we live. We are
going to.put in 200 acres of wheat and
oats, and [ can stock wheat and pitch on
the loads. There was poor crops last
Summer. We expect better ones next
Summer, so 1 will be able to give you a
better account of the country the next
letter I write to the UPs AND DOWNS,
Yours truly, JoHN WATSON.

February 4th, 1901.

DeArR MR. OWEN,—In answer to your
letter, I now take the pleasure in writing
you a few lines. [ am getting on first-
rate, all but breaking a few articles.
Dear sir, [ came out here in 1898. I came
across the ocean on the good old ship,
Labrador, and we landed at Quebec, where
we took the C.P.R. to Winnipeg, which

A Calgary Cattle Corral.

Mr. Wiggins, Heury's employer,
has added a little note to Henry’s
letter, in which he says :

He suits me very well, being very willing
to do his work. Of course, he is, like most
other boys, a little forgetful at times, but
on the whole, he does very well.

DearR Sir,—Just a few lines to you,
hoping you are well. I like the country
fine, and I can milk cows, and the Winter
is pretty rough, and I can plough and
harrow, and I herded 100 head of cattle
with a pony, and 1 went to day school and
also Sunday schoo! in the Summer. [ like
the place that I ant at, and there is a lot

was a three days’ trip. When we got to
our landing place we were all glad to
stand on solid ground again. We stayed
in Winnipeg three days, and then I was
sent to my destination, which was Mr.
Gregson. When [ was going home—for
that is what I call it—I did a lot of talk-
ing and asking questions about those little
gophers, which were quite strange to me,
When I arrived it was dinner-time, and 1
done justice to everything that was on
the table. After dinner [ went out to
explore the farm. It was haying-time, so
I went out to help them draw in. It was
so hot that I could hardly work. They—
the man and Mr. Gregson—kept telling
me about the mosquitoes ; but I could not
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make out what they were; but they told
me to wait and see, so I waited patiently,
for I wanted to see. Pretty soon some
little flies settled on me. They were very
bad that night. Mr. Gregson began
laughing, and all at once the mosquitoes
began to bite so wicked it kept me slap-
ping my face and hands ; but atter a \v}lile
I quit slapping myself, but 1 was just
covered with lumps. Then the harvest
began and then the Winter. We had to
cut a lot of wood, and we cut joo cords of
wood. I like the country fine, all but the
Winter ; but it is healthy, and that is the
best part of it. We have two men this
Winter, and we are cutting a lot of wood.
1 must now bring my letter to a close with
best wishes to Dr. Barnardo and all the
girls and boys of the Home. I think this
is all this time. Yours truly,
ERNEST S. BUCKINGHAM.

DEAR SIR,—I have been with Mr. Lang-
rish three years now. If I had my choice,
I would prefer Canada every time. The
valley is very pretty in the Summer. We
have the river only 200 yards to the house,
I am getling quite a farmer now. I
ploughed seventy-five acres last Summer.
It was rather hot last June; it was so hot
we could not plough. We had 400 bushels
of wheat and 1,800 bushels of oats. We
had 130 bushels of oats to the acre. We
have six horses and a colt, and thirty head
of cattle -and two pigs. I go to Sunday
school every Sunday. I like Mr. and Mrs.
Langrish very much. 1 get plenty to eat
and some warm clothing. Mr. Langrish
gave me a waltch this Christmas for a
present. I have a fine time on the river
skating, playing hockey sometimes. [
think I must close my letter now ; it is ten
o'clock, and I must go to bed now. With
best wishes, I remain, yours truly,

ARTHUR WILLIAM PIDDOCK.

Our esteemed friend, Edward S.
Dudman, tells us:

I have been in Canada over three years,
and it does not seem to me so long as it is.
I am among the Germans, and they are a
God-fearing people. 1 have not much to
do in the Winter as feed the cattle. I can
talk German better than English,and this is
a very good country for the Barnardo boys,
They learn all farm work, ploughing,
raking and so forth. Mr. White has been
out here two times, and I have got from
him two letters. In the village is a school
and church, and the children go to school
in the Winter, and they go every Winter
till they are fourteen years of age.

Along with Edward’s letter is one
from his master, Mr. Jacob Wilb,
in which he says a great many kind
and flattering things about his boy;
but the letter, being in German,
would not be intelligible to the
majority of our readers if it were
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reproduced, and they must accept
our word for its contents.

Alfred C. Ellis writes from Indian
Head that he has had a fine time
since he came to Canada, has
gained sixty pounds in weight, is
growing strong and big and can do
a great many things that he couldn’t
do at all when he came out.

William J. Pearce is having ‘‘fine
times” at school this Winter, and
evidently is happy and thriving
generally.

Freddie Holmes tells us that he is
‘““making money every day” from
the small premium his mistress
allows him upon the products of
the poultry yard. He says, ‘ we
live in a very pretty place close by
a large lake; it is a large brick
house. I have a nice room all to
myself and a good warm bed.” Mr.
Calvery, with whom Freddie is
living, adds a note to his letter, in
which he reports that the little lad
is doing very well and that they all
like him.

Henry Curtis writes :

I am quite well and I am getting along
nicely. [ like the country very well. |
have thirty-six head of catile to look after,
and it keeps me busy. I have a good
home here, and they use me like one of
their own. If there is anything going 1
always go to it. I always drive a team all
Summer. 1 went to the Winnipeg Fair
last Summer.

Mr. Walter Kerr, of Seldon,
passes his verdict upon the character
and counduct of our young friend,
John James Burton, as follows :

I cannot say but what [ have always
said. Jobn is a good boy and a good
worker and can be trusted, truthful and
honest, and there was never better ever
sailed from old England.

Johnny himself sends us a very
sensible and cheerful little account
of his surroundings, and although
he is evidently discouraged by the
failure of his master’s crops (the
entire crop seems to have been
destroyed by hail), he is looking
forward hopefully to the future. He
is already a stockman on a small
scale, being the owner of a pony, a
cow and two ducks. No wonder
Johnny cansay, ‘““lam glad I am a
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Barnardo boy and have come to
Canada.”

Mr. John M. Morris, of St.
Charles, gives us the satisfactory
news of Frank Francis that he has
never given any cause of complaint,
and he adds: ‘‘If all your boys
turn out as I have every reason to
believe he will, they wifl make good
and useful subjects.”

Frank himself relates his experi-
ences in rabbit-catching, and gives
us some interesting little details of
his life on the farm, concluding by
informing us that he is looking for-
ward to taking up a homestead of
his own when he is a little older.

Henry Rolfe gives a tragic ac-
count of the damage wrought by
a hail-storm, that, according to his
description, carried away houses
and barns and destroyed the crops
over a large area. Nevertheless,
Henry has a good word for Mani-
toba, that he thinks is a good coun-
try both for boys and wheat.

Little six-year-old Cyril Milson
has been practically adopted by an
excellent couple at Forest, Mani-
toba, and his foster-father, Mr.
Arlon Hamilton, describes him as a
fine, manly, cheerful, intelligent,
healthy boy. His brother is living
in the same district, and they oc-
casionally meet. Mr. Hamilton re-
marks : ‘‘ There is plenty of room
for all the boys of his stamp that
you can bring out.”

We must heartily congratulate
our young friend, Ernest Basing-
thwaite, upon the very satisfactory
extracts we are able to quote from
the following letters that we have
received from himself and his em-
ployer :

DearR SiR,—Just a few {lines to say
how I am getting on at farming in
Canada. 1 have been here for two years
8th next April, and [ have two more
years to spend here. I like this place all
right, and I cannot grumble at anything,
neither the people nor work., I can
plough, harrow and lots of other things.

I am very pleased to say that Ernest is
a very truthful and good boy. He is a
very good worker and will do all he is
able, and we cannot look for more. We
are all very fond of him.

RORERT LEFLEY.

Willie Howard gives a cheerful
little account of himself that shows
that he is contented and happy in his
home. Claud Leophard likes his
place and ‘¢ can stand the cold fine.”
Arthur Porter thinks the boys are
“much better here than in Eng-
land,” and tells us that he himself
gets a good living, is well treated
and has a chance to learn some-
thing. He adds:

When I came to Canada I knew nothing
about farming. In the first place I could
do nothing but look about, but I got to
work doing chores. My first charge was
to feed the fowls and carry wood into the
house, then I got charge of the pigs. It .
took me some time to learn to feed so that
the animals would not waste food ; but I
was shown a few times and told ail about
it, and now Ican manage very well. I
have been here a little over a year, and 1
now have charge of fowls, pigs and
cattle, and I am learning to handle the
horses, and I expect some day, if | am
spared, to have a farm of my own. I like
the work and I think it is the most inde-
pendent kind of life that a man can live.
We raise nearly everything that we need
to live on.

Altogether Arthur’s letter, which
is evidently quite his own produc-
tion, is a most sensible, as well as
remarkably well-written contribu-
tion, and shows that our young
friend has a shrewd, level head on
his small shoulders.

Henry Thorne tells us of his mas-
ter and mistress, Mr. and Mrs.
Smyth, ‘“They think a lot of me,
for I am the only child” This is
fully confirmed by Mr. Smyth him-
self, who says, ¢ Henry is setting a
good example for the Barnardo
boys, and there will be a number of
applications from this part this
Spring.”

Bernard Jarvis has given us such
an intelligent and graphic account
of his experiences that we must
reproduce his letter in full. Evi-
dently Bernard has found the West
a land of plenty, and when we read
in his letter of the consumption of
beef, bacon, ducks, chickens and et
ceteras, we were quite prepared for
the information that his master is an
Englishman,and, we should imagine,
one of the right good sort :
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STANLEY GRANGE, MOOSOMIN,
January 3oth, 1901.

My DEAR SiRr,—It gives me the pleasure
to write to you. You will be pleased to
hear I am well and happy, and getting on
well at farm work. Ihave lotsto do. My
master has lots of cattle, horses and
sheep, and I help him to feed them, and
when my master goes to town with wheat,
I have to do them alone. I am looking
forward to Spring when we can work on
the land, as [ like to drive the horses at
plough and other work. We shall have a
lot of grain to sow, as we have three farms,
160 acres each. We had a good Christ-
mas and lots of nuts and candies. [ would
like the boys in the Home to live ina farm-
house. e get lots of bacon and good
food. This fall my master and I killed a
beast, three pigs, twenty ducks, thirty
chickens and turkeys, and we get lots of
prairie chickens and jack-rabbits, all for
our own eating. In Summer-time we kill
sheep as we want them and hang the meat
in the well to keep fresh. I have never
been ill since I came here. [ don't like the
Winters, when there is so much snow, and
the blizzards are a caution! We had a
good granary full of wheat last fall, but
the wet weather damaged it. My master
has only made fifty-eight cents a bushelfor
it, but we have half of it to sell yet, so
may be it will make a little more on to
Spring. We sold a fat cow to a butcher in
Moosomin. She weighed 1,270 Ibs. My
master and I took her in, and there was
lots of snow. 1 like being among the
young calves and lambs, and we generally
have a foal. I hope to get to be a farmer
myself. Sometimes my master teaches
me all kinds of work, and [ shall be able
to manage a farm when I am old enough.
My master is an Englishman, and we have
some nice talks about the Old Country.
He has a sister living in Nottingham. Her
husband is a Wesleyan minister, and my
master has asked his sister to call and see
my mother. I shall be pleased if she does.
My mother would like me to go home, but
I can get on better here. I don't forget
how poor we were when I was there.
With kind respects, [ am, my dear sir,
Yours respectfully, BERNARD JARVIS,

A year ago we published a letter
from Edwin Priest, and during the
twelve months that have since
elapsed Edwin has evidently made
good headway. Mr. David Wood,
of Elkhorn, with whom Edwin is
learning his business as a Manitoba
farmer, writes of him as follows :

I might just say that he bas grown to be
quite a big fellow. He isa good boy. He
is very steady and never neglects his work,
I think he will make a good man, and I

am sure he will get along well in this
country.

Edwin himself writes:

I am getting along very well. In the
Summer [ drive three horses and a sulky
plough. Last Summer we Summer-fal-
lowed 100 acres with two three-hotse
teams. I can also harrow, and last Sum-
mer I drove the horses on the mower. We
are going to put in 200 acres of wheat in
the Spring, forty acres of oats and a little
barley. We always have a nice garden.
We keep quite a few stock, six horses, ten
head of cattle, two pigs, 100 hens. 1 can
milk cows. llike doing chores very much.
My master owns a John Abell's Toronto
Advance steam threshing outfit. I was
drawing water for the engine last fall.
We were out threshing about a month. 1
liked it fine. Ihave the job of starting the
fire in the Woodville Presbyterian Church,
and I have to go an hour before service so
as to have the church nice and warm, 1
like the country very mdch, It isa little
cold in the Winter, but the Summer is so
nice that we forget all about that. I
would rather live here than in England, as
it is much easier for a boy to get along
here, and if he works good, he can easy
make a good home for himself. 1 intend
to get a farm as soon as [ am able.

Willie Lane evidently dreads the
Manitoba cold ; but we fancy he is
making the worst of things when he
says, ‘‘ If you put your nose outside
it will pretty near take it off you.”
Nevertheless Willie proceeds to say
that he is having a good time, that
his health and appetite are good,
and sums up by the philosophic re-
mark that he ‘“can’t kick.” When
an Englishman can’t find anything .
to kick at, we are justified in con-
cluding that there is not much the
matter with his lot in life, and we
can set Willie down to be all right in
spite of having his nose nipped by
the cold.

Frank Harvey thinks Canada is a
first-rate country and informs us
that he is feeling *‘stronger than
ever.” Mr. Keating, with whom
Frank is living, adds a little note,
in which he speaks highly of Frank’s
usefulness to him and mentions that
when he was cutting his grain there
were some days when Frank.
shocked right up to- the binder,
which, he remarks, was pretty good
for a boy like him. We quite agree
with Mr. Keating, and we think he
may be congratulated on having a
very good man on his farm.

We should imagine from Master

~ Joseph Hardwick’s letter that the’
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commercial instinct® is rather
strongly developed in that young
gentleman’s mind. He expresses
his opinion that Manitoba is a
‘“‘good country to make money,”
and in support of this opinion he
refers to the fact that in the Summer
the cattle are turned loose on the
prairie, where they cost nothing,
while the hay for their Winter feed
grows wild, and also ‘‘costs no-
thing only the labour to cut it.”
““In this way,” says Joseph, “a
person can save a great deal of
money, so [ think Manitoba is the
best place to live in.”

John Tyler, whose home is at
Buffalo Spring Creek, West of Innis-
fail, Alberta, has rather a gloomy
story to tell of the failure of the
crops in that section and the diffi-
culties of harvesting ; but as far as
he himself is concerned, he is evi-
dently doing well, and indeed we
might be accused of flattering Mas-
ter John over highly if we were to
give our own opinion of his good
qualities of head and heart. Suf-
ficeit to say that we have no mis-
givings as to John turning out a
credit to the Homes and a good
citizen the Western Province.

Charles Vestey found the difficul-
ties of herding considerably in-
creased by the scarcity of water,
which made it necessary to drive the
cattle a long distance. He is to
take part in some private theatricals
that are being got up by some
young folk inthe neighbourhood, and
he informs us that in the perform-
ance of his part he has to die. In
the meantime, however, he is evi-
dently very much alive and generally
on good terms with himself and the
world.

Herbert Girdler gives an interest-
ing account of the progress of events
in the neighbourhood of Osler, in
the far-distant province of Saskat-
chewan. He tells us they are hav-
ing a fine Winter out there, although
occasionally stormy. The crops
were poor last season, but Herbert
and his master are not out of busi-
ness yet, and evidently mean to be
on deck for another year. He says:

I ploughed about sixty acres last fall, so
we will have a lot ready for Spring. We
have it all harrowed too. We have got
twenty acres more toplough. We intend to
put in fifty-five acres of wheat and twenty
of oats and barley and five for gardening.
We intend to put in a lot of turnips this
Spring and a lot of potatoes, if we can.

We have to thank Fred Anderson,
not only for a very interesting letter,
but for a dollar that he enclosed as
a donation to the Homes. Mr.
Simon Anticknap, of Regina, with
whom Fred is living, writes of him:

He is a smart lad and I would not be
without him. He is just like one of our
own. The childrenand he get along well,
and my wife thinks there is no Jad like him,
He does whatever he is told and he is very
truthful. I made him a present of a calf
and I gave him a watch for Christmas, 1
will give him all the schooling I can. I
did not get much myself, and I know the
want of it.

Fred E. Williamson reviews the
season’s operations and his own
share of them as follows :

I am very fond of farming. I was
ploughiag all Spring, and after we got
through seeding I ploughed eighteen acres
of Summer fallow twice, and then we went
to the hay. We had poor luck with it.
We only put up fifteen tons where we
should have bhad about sixty toms. It
makes us very short of feed. After we
got through haying, we had about 110
acres of grain to cut, My master’s son
cut forty-five acres and I cut the rest,
After we got through cutting, my master
and I did the stacking alone. I didn't
manage to get any fall ploughing done.
We will have to hustle in the Spring to
catch up with our behind work. My mas-
ter has twenty-two head of cattle, ten
horses, nine pigs and lots of fowl. Most
of the people around here do mixed farm-
ing. We have had lots of snow-storms
this Winter, Last Winter we had no snow
hardly. It has been very cold this last
week or so. My master's son and I
hauled the hay with two teams.” We have
about twelve miles of a draw. I like
teaming very much, We haul wood with
two teams, too. I had a very pleasant
Christmas and a happy New Year. I en-
joyed myself very much. I have been
hauling straw and wood myself this last
two weeks. Our feed is short. I hope
we will have a better Spring this year.

Howard Oakley is a little ‘*“ Brum-
agem” lad from last Summer’s party,
and we learu from Howard’s letter
that he is very happy in his new
home. Mr. Donald Paterson, his
employer, writes :
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DearR MR, OwEN,—With regard to H.
Qakley, I am well satisfied with him. He
is becoming very useful around. He is
quite happy all day long ; never seems to
have felt lonesome since he came here.
He takes a deep intercst in his Sunday
school studies; also in the day school
work., 1 am going to give him all the
show possible for going to school.

We are reminded by Henry
Harris’ letter that life on the prairies
isn’t all fun and sunshine. Henry
says he likes herding, but ‘‘when
you get wet through to the skin it
is miserable,” and he thinks harrow-
ing is nice work unless it gets
windy and the dust rises and blinds
him. Well, Henry, a soaking to the
skin and a blinding with dust are
not pleasant in any part of the
world, but Manitoba is not the only
country where these troubles have
to be endured. There is nowhere
that the roses grow without thorns
or the cherries without stones.
March winds and April showers
bring forth May flowers, and though
neither the winds nor the showers
are pleasant while they last, we
must bear them cheerfully, looking
forward to the flowers and the har-
vest and remembering that the good
hand of our God is over it all.

Ernest Whittingham, whom his
master, Mr. Gray, of Franklin,
Manitoba, describes as a *‘ good
Canadian and a credit to Dr. Bar-
nardo,” informs us that he intends
to stick to farming. His master is
often away, and Ernest tells us that
he is ‘“boss” of the place during
his absence and has everything
under his charge. Mr. Gray con-
firms this and writes that he is not
afraid to leave things in Ernest’s
charge, as he ‘“always does his
work as he is told.”

John James Smith likes working
on a farm, ‘‘knows quite a bit
about stock,” and thanks Dr. Bar-
nardo for bringing ‘‘us boys and
girls ” to such a good country. He
has made up his mind to take up a
homestead for himself as soon as he
is old enough.

Alfred Boyd has been in ‘‘ excel-

lent health " since he came to Can-
ada four years ago and says he has

grown like a weed. Mr. Angus
Beaton, of Kissina, Alfred’s em-
ployer, has added the following to
his letter :

DEAR SIR,—As Alfred Boyd wishes me
to say something on his bebhalf, I can say
about him that he is a good boy, and a
very industrious boy, and a boy that can
be depended upon. No doubt some of
your boys meet with hard cases of em-
ployers, and that is how some of the
poor boys happen to get a bad name.

Yours respectfully, ANGUS BEATON,.

George ]. Millard informs us that
he stands five feet in height, tips the
scale at 120 Ibs., likes the country,
and thinks it is the very place for
young boys and young men. His
home is near Lorlie, thirty-five miles
North of Wolseley Station on the
C.P.R.

Thomas Crouch gives a cheerful
little account of himself that sug-
gests that he is passing his first
Winter in Canada very happily.
Thomas Marsh has, amongst other
accomplishmeats, mastered the art
of knitting, and informs us that he
has knitted himself two pairs of
mitts this Winter. His mistress
tells us that he is ¢ strong and
healthy and getting on nicely.”

Alfred Saunders has not had
¢ the best of luck” since coming to
Manitoba, complains of the cold and
has had a narrow escape of being
kicked by a horse. None the less
he tells us that he has ‘‘ got along
very well”” in his present place, so
that we may hope Alfred will have
a less doleful report to give of him-
self when we next hear from him.

There is nothing doleful about the
following that we quote from a well-
written little letter that has come to
hand from Willie J. Wedgwood :

1 like farming very much. [ have to
feed cattle and only .one horse. We use
oxen instead of horses. If I was asked
which I liked best, England or Canada, 1
would prefer Canada. All the time I have
been in Canada 1 have been in good health.
I have.a very good place, and I have en-
joyed being in Canada. I have learned to
drive the oxen and the horse. 1 like
working with stock very much, since I
have been accustomed to them. [ haven't
found Canada so cold as I thought it was.
So far, I have seen many strange things
in Canada which [ never thought of in the
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Old Country. I have had rides in the
sleighs, and never seen them nor rode in
them before. I had a ride in the electric
car, and it was very wonderful to me.

Miss Clemis, of Morris, says of
Willie : .

I take pleasure in writing you a few
lines regarding the little boy, Willie
Wedgwood, we got from the Winnipeg
Home. He has been with us six months
now. He is getting to be a usetul boy at
farm work, and have found him truthful
and honest, and he is very good-natured
and tries to do anything I ask him to do.

Fred Robinson, writing from High
Bluff, says he is glad he ‘ struck
this place,” where he has a ‘“ great
old time.” He encloses his photo-
graph, which we should have been
greatly pleased to reproduce if we
could have done justice to it; but
as it is, our readers must take our
word for it that Fred’s looks are
‘“all right” and that he has quite
the appearance of a boy who is hav-
ing a ‘“good time.”

John T. Blake contributes an ex-
ceedingly interesting account of his
experiences that we wish we could
publish in ful. We must be con-
tent with saying that during the
last few years John has gained
forty-five pounds in weight, a great
deal of valuable experience, an ex-
cellent character from his employer,
and a good name in the neighbour-
hood. Messrs. Shuttleworth, of
Cordova, to whom John is appren-
ticed, express their opinion of him
that he will be an ‘“honour to the
Homes.”

Walter Copping is well and happy
- and likes the people, a likiug that,
we are pleased to observe, is cor-
dially reciprocated. Mr. John Mac-
donald, writing of him, says he is
improving every day, making him-
self useful and willing to do as
much as he is able. ¢ He is fond of
handling the stock and very kind to
the horses.”

Thomas J. Whitt has delivered
himself of the following summary
of his views of the country and of
his individual experiences therein :

I came out to Manitoba in 1897. I think
Manitoba is a healthy country, as there is
plenty of work for boys, and freedom. I

was in Greenway three years with Mr.
Martin. [ then came to Altamont. [ am
staying with my present employer, who is
a bachelor, Well; 1 have learnt to
“bach” and cook my own meals once in
a while. I am baving a good time at
present. I am supposed to do the chores
in the Winter. We are having a fine Win-
ter this year. We have plenty cf snow.
Well, I must tell you about an elk. As
we were going to the stable, we happened
to look at the top of the field, we saw a
big elk standing there with his side to us,
and one of the young men of the house
shot him through the body. He made
fine cating, and was reckoned the first of
the season. [am going to Sunday school.
I have only missed about nine Sundays in
four years. I attend the English Church.
With kind wishes for all the boys and
cheers for our King and Dr. Barnardo, I
remain, dear sir, yours very respectfully,
THoMmas J. WHITT.

Charles ]. Magowan, one of our
Pheasant Forks contingent, wishes
every boy in Canada had as good a
place as he. Herbert Nunn is with
the postmaster at Pasqua, and
fetches the mail every morning from
the train. His master’s crop was
almost a failure last year; but he
adds, ‘“We have had a lovely
Winter so far; the horses are run-
ning out all Winter.”

Willie Russell is ‘“as happy as
the flowers in June,” has been to
school three Winters and hopes
some day to have a ‘‘farm of my
own and some of the boys to help
me.”

Robert Hancock likes farming,
likes living in the North-West,
thinks it is a good country and a
place where anybody can make a
living if they try. Joseph Murray
can do his chores ‘“without any
trouble,” has *‘ lots to eat and drink,
lots of good clothing and there is
lots of wolves on the prairie.” Mr.
Freeman, Joseph’s employer, adds,
““We all like Joe; he is a very good
boy and kind to the children. He
attends English Church service every
Sunday and Sunday school.”

Albert Burfoot has lately been
transferred to a fresh situation, and
the change would appear to have
been for the better, as he tells us he
has learned more in the three months
he has been with Mr. Sutherland
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the eighteen months he
Mr.

than in
spent at his previous place.
Sutherland writes :

For the short time Albert has been here
he has done very well, and it he continues
1o improve as he has done in the past he
will soon be very helptul.

James T. Towner is described by
his master as ““a good, honest,
hard-working boy and one who tries
to do his best.” James thinks he
has got in with nice people and is
“delighted to be out in this wild
and woolly West.,” He sensibly
observes, **If the boys in England
only knew what is good for them,
[ think they would come out to this
country. Life is so free and easy.
[ have been here nearly a year, and
when | am twenty-one 1 am going
to do my best to get my little
brothers and sisters out here with
me. Evervone thinks the younger
an Lnglishman is when he comes to
this country, the better it is for both
him and the country.”

John W. Batkin thinks the country
must be healthy, as he has only been
sick two davsin four vears. Richard
Champion is “having a very good
time and getting along all right,”
although last Summer a cyclone
struck the section in which he is
living, destroving his master’s crop
and overturning the neighbour's
barn, 160x 30 {t., as well as wrecking
his house.

Joseph Windred likes his place
very well, can harness and drive the
team and last Summer did all the
raking. The calf that Mr. Griffiths
(his master) gave him is thriving,
and so we imagine is its owner.

Thomas Collins has been three
years in his present place, is grow-
ing, learning to plough, likes the
country and does not think he will
ever want to go back to England.

Joseph H. Eaves hauls crcam in
the Summer and is learning to be a
buttermaker. Mr. and Mrs. Holden
are very kind to him, and he thinks
Manitoba is a far better country to
live in than England.

Of the following letters we can
only say that we are sure our

readers will appreciate the interest-
ing little description they give of
life and work in the West:!

Broomun.r, February gih, 1901,
ALFRED B, OweN, Toronto.

Dear Sir,—I was glad 10 receive your
letter of 1gth inst,, and | will now try to
give you as much about mvself and ex-
perience of the past year as | can.  As
vou know, when T arrived in this country
the Spring of 1897, I was with Mr. T,
Noon, near Virden, where | remained for
three years until last Spring, when 1 left
him and came South of Reston and hired
with Mr. W. E. Oberlin, and | am still
there, and T like my situation splendid, as
they are kind tome,. T am glad 10 say that
this last vear I have learned o tot of work,
such as ploughing, harrowing, disking,
driving the mower and hay-raking, coiling
hay and stooking grain, and I can load
very good. But T have lots 1o learn yeu
I have been going to schoot from the time
it froze up until holiday, and 1 expect 10
LO again as soon as it opens, which will
be February roth, and, if nothing happens,
U will go until Spring work begins, 1
have very little work to do this Winter—
scarcely  enough 1o keep me out of
mischief. ' think this is all | can tell you
this time, From yvour obedient servant,

Warrer L. CiaMBeRs.

Broozmue, Febrouary gth, 19or,
Mr. AL B Owey, Toronto.

DEar S, -One of vour bovs, Walter
L. Chiumbers, has been with us since May
srd, 1900, and [ take much pleasure i
recommending him as a good, steady,
trustworthy bov, though very small
stature. He s very active and willing to
learn s he is very tond of charch and
Sunday scheol, which has made him quite
a0 favourite o the acighbourhood.  We
have taken a great mtervest in him and awe
sending him 1o school this Wimer 10
improve his education, and he seems glad
of the chance. Yours truly,

W kL OBERLIN,
Binscarri, Max,, Feb. sth, 9ot

Drar Sir.--1 write these few lines to
you, hoping you ave quite well. | received
your letter last mail-day, and was very
glad to hear trom you. Now [ must tell
vou about my experience. | ocame out
from England in 1894 and went to Muskoka
to a man named Mr. Briese, and 1 thought
that they were very kind tome. The work
I done was to do nothing but to look after
geese and hens, and T thought it was great
fun to be chased with the gander, for he
wias such i cross one; and in the Winter
[ went to school, and when [ was done
there, I thought it was all fun: and it is
pretty near all work now, but 1 do not
have much more to do than do the chores
and to cut at litte wood. I was in Muskoka
four vears, and then [ left there and went
to Toronto, and was in there about a
week, and then left for Winnipeg, and |
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was in Winnipeg two days; and [ lefi
there and went to a man called Wmn.
Douglas, and [ was in there eighteen
months; and 1 left there, for I had a pain
in my side; and I went to the Winnipey
Hospital, and I was in there nine days;
and I went 1o the Winnipeg Home, and
was there three weeks: and then | was
sent to a man called Robert Calvert, near
Binscarth, four miles out of town. Itis a
very mice place. | do not have much to
do but to herd the cattle and milk in the
Summer, and 10 go 1o school in the
Wiater, T am o quarter of a mile off of
school, and I go every day.  There are
just ten scholars going 1o it, but they are
not rough; they are good children and
kind,  We have fun playing and wrestling.
I am the boss of them all, None of them
can put me down.  We have twenty-three

I herd in Summer about fifty head of
cattle and nine horses. | have a nice
dog, and [ like to herd in Summer, There
are lots of ducks and prairie chicken and
gophers. We had a bad hail-storm. |
was out with the cattle: one of the stones
hit my dog and made it howl. Some of
the stones were alinost as big as hen eggs.
[like Canada very well, and [ hope to have
afarm of my own some day. I don't fecl
the cold as bad as Jast Winter. | got my
nose frozen once when driving the cattle
10 the well, but it never felt sore at all.
Now [ will conclude, hoping that Dr.
Barnardo and all helping in his work will
have a bright and happy New Year.
Jases Sipagy Syiri.
WarkLLa, February Sth, 1901,

Dear Sig,—This 10 say that James

A Calgary Sheep Ranch.

head of cattle, three horses, wagons,
sleighs, cutter, covered buggy, seventeen
hens, four ducks. We did not have a crop
this year, for the boss is going into raising
cattle. 1T hke the country fine, and 1
thank Dr. Barnardo for sending me out
here, for I think T am better off now then
I ever was: and I think that if every boy
does things right, they ought to get alonyg
well too, for you will never earn anything
il you don’t do them rvight.  Well, | must
draw my letter to a close, for I am like a
clock run down and nobody to wind me
up. Your sincere friend,
ALBERT FRYER,

DiearR Sig,--I left England a year ago
last Spring, and 1 have been in Canada
for almost two years at Mr. Murray’s, and

Sidney Smith is a very good boy. Heis a
good and careful hand, so that s what he
s most needed for, e is alwayvs obedient

and willing to do what heis able. Welike
him very much, Yours truly, AEA

JaMes MURRAY.

DiEar MR, OweN,—I1 now take the
pleasure of answering vour letter, which [
received a few days ago. Well, I like
this country all right, but it is very cold
and stormy some days, but we can’t help
that.  Perhaps this country would not be
so healthy if it was like England; but the
Winters are not so severe as they used to
be. This is a fine Winter, taking it all
round.  Well, as regards the crops, they
were poor; but we had a pretty good
crop to what a lot of the farmers had
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around close here, Well, I get all I can
eat and drink and plenty of clothes, and 1
like farming all right, and 1 like reading
Ups AND Downs very much. Mr. and
Mrs. Gilbert are good to me, and Alfred
too (that is the son). We have four little,
tiny calves, but we are only milking three
cows and another one which was milking
in the Summer. We have eighty-three
head of caltle altogether and nearly one
hundred head of horses and about 100
hens and three pigs. I do nothing but
herding in the Summer, and in the Winter
I just chore around the place, so you see I
am not working very hard. [ seen Mr.
Newman twice, and I was glad to see
him. There are two other boys from the
Home not far from here. I see them in
the Summer sometimes, We have 240
acres fenced in for pasture, to put the
cattle in in the fall when the nights get
cold. e also put a lean-to—as they call
it—to the house to put wood and coal in,
and we have three wells; one we use for
the house. \We have them all curved in
and pumps in all of them, so you see we
have plenty of water. Well, I think this
is all [ have tosay this time. So good-bye.
Your sincere friend,
ALBERT HENRY DoLLIN.

CARTWRIGHT, MaN., January 29th, 1901,

DEeAR FRIENDS,—I am about to tell you
my experience in Canada. Well, [ came
out here on June z5th, 1897. My first
thing was to herd catile in the Summer ;
in the Winter I attend to the cattle, pigs
and horses, clean out stables, draw feed
for the cattle, cut wood, and milk cows ;
in the Spring [ plough and barrow. Last
Spring I sowed a little. In the Summer 1
help with the haying, such as rake it, coil
it, and help to load it, as well as herd the
cattle. In the Summer you will see wild
ducks and chickens, and on the prairie
you will see gophers anda few foxes and
wolves—not very many. The Summers
are very warm some days, and in the
Winter it is very cold; but it is a nice
country. Just the same, it is quite differ-
ent 1o what England is. Our nearest
neighbour is about a quarter of a mile, but
that is not far for Canada. [ think this is
alt I have to say for Canada. I remain,
yours truly, StoNey F. G. AGGETT.

Care A. McWaldie.

LIDFORD, MAN., January 2gth, 1901,

MR, A. B, OWEN. J v I 190

DEAR FRIEND,—] am going to write
and let you know a little of my experience
since I came 10 Canada. Well, first [ was
placed out in Muskoka with another young
lad about the same size as myself. We
were both sent there to go to school, His
name was Thomas Rea, but I have never
heard of him since. I was there ten
months, and then I was sent out to Mani-
toba to work, First thing I done was to
eat a good supper, and then we went out
to do the chores. I did not get along very
well at first.  The cattle used to be very

frightened of me ; at first [ could not get
near them, but they soon got used to me
and I got used to them. We have two
horses, six cows and six calves, six pigs,
four geese and about forty hens, We
have haif a section of land. We have
three hundred bushels of wheat and seven
hundred of oats, Tihe boys used to laugh
at me’ at first. They used to say, ‘ The
blooming Englishman; hear him!” I
am working for Mr. Beattie, [ have been
here three years now, and I expect to stay
another three yet, if not longer, for I like
it very well. I came out to Canada in
1897, in March party. Ilike Canada very
well. If it was not so cold in the Winter,
I would like it much better. Now I think
this is all for this time.
I remain, yours truly,
ALFRED KNIGHT,

Fred Miller, like most of our cor-
respondents, favours us with a list
of his employer’s live-stock, and also
imparts the information that the
Manitoba Winter is cold. Des-
cending to personal matters, we
learn from Fred’s letter that he is
going to school at present, that he
and another of our boys, Fred
Staples, took part in a dialogue at
the Sunday school Christmas enter-
tainment, which was much appre-
ciated by the audience, and that he
is in hopes of his mother coming
out to him from England.

Mrs. Irvine, of Saskatoon, des-
cribes her little boy, Arthur Smith,
as a ‘‘good, careful young one,
who takes as much interest in car-
ing for the stock as if they were his
own.”

Mr. J. W. Easton, of Moosomin,
said of Joseph Nash that he is
‘*“ willing and anxious to learn, and
there has been continued improve-
ment from the time when he first
came until the present” ; while Mr.
John E. Easton, of the same settle-
ment, writes of his boy, Albert

Stubbington, that Albert ‘¢ still
sticks to his text: ‘hoaesty and
obedience”” He adds, ‘‘He is

simply a necessity. Don’t know
what I should do without him.”
Albert’s brother, Henry, is at
Silver Creek with Mr. Herbert B.
Gray, and evidently doing well.
He tells us he likes Manitoba,
especially in the Summer, and Mr.

~ Gray's report is as follows :
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So far, he has behaved. very well, and |
think he will make a good worker when
he gets a little older and stronger. He is
usually a very willing lad, and does all one
can expect for a lad of his age and size.
He has been going to school part of this
Winter, and has made wonderful progress.
When he cannot go to school I give him
lessons at home in the evenings, and find
him very quick at picking up things.

Charles Dillon is another boy who
is evidently quick at picking up
things, judging by the facility with
which he has acquired the German
language. His letter is written in
both languages, and a most credit-
able production it is, showing that
Master Charlie has the ¢ makings ”
of an accomplished linguist. We
gather that he is happy in his home
and thriving generally.

Sidney V. Townsend, another
German-Canadian, informs us that
he can talk, read and write German,
but ‘“shall never be one, because
they are Boers.” We admire Sid-
ney’s patriotism, and we are proud
to think that he is upholding the
British cause in a foreign settle-
ment; but none the less we hope
that the time is not far distant when
this feeling of antagonism will be a
thing of the past, and men of British
and German origin will live and
work loyally and harmoniously to-
gether in the development and pros-
perity of the country.

George Bromley appears to have
importuned his employer to say
something for and against him, and
Mr. Brown has gratified his wish
by describing him in the first place
as a mischievous little scamp, but
proceeding to say that “he is always
lively, good-natured and indus-
trious.” Mr. Brown observes that
George seems particularly anxious
to have something to call his own,
and has set his heart upon the pur-
chase of a calf. Mr. Brown has
given him no encouragement so far
in the transaction; but he tells us
that if George does well during
the coming Summer, he thinks he
will make him a present of a calf
and keep it for him. George him-
self writes a bright little account of
his home and of his experiences at
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farming, including his earliest at-
tempts at milking, when he sat
himself down to an animal of the
wrong sex that responded to his
attentions by promptly kicking him
over, to the huge amusement of the
on-lookers.

George James likes his place,
where, he tells us, he has ‘‘ plenty
of food and clothing.” His em-
ployer, Mr. Hanson, has kimndly
contributed a few lines that give us
a satisfactory impression of George’s
conduct and progress, while the
letter concludes with an expression
of Mr. Hanson’s opinion that the
North-West territories of Canada
are as desirable a place as any for
the settlement of boys from institu-
tions, and that he considers our
boys as desirable as any class of
emigration that comes to the coun-
try, an opinion in which we need
hardly say we unreservedly concur.

Robert Thalman has compiled an
intelligent and very readable ac-
count of his experiences, which we
should be glad to publish in full if
considerations of space permitted.
He is settled in one of the principal
wheat-growing districts of the Pro-
vince, and tells us that ¢‘last year’s
crop was not so bad, considering
the weather,” and that the wheat is
yielding about fifteen bushels to the
acre. The fall was favourable for
ploughing, and his employer has
300 acres in readiness for crop in
the Spring. Among other incidents
of his career in the West, Robert
records that he has never had a
day’s sickness, has learnt to do
almost anything on a farm, and is
evidently making a success of him-
self generally.

John H. Bruton is another of our
correspondents who expresses his
approval of the country and of his
position and prospects therein. His
employer, Mr. Farquhar McCrea,
describes him as ‘a bright little
fellow,” and gives us to understand
that he is doing thoroughly well. -

Arthur Dunning is at present
living in Solsgirth, Manitoba, but
will very shortly be moving with his
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employer to Red Deer, Alberta. In
asking for permission to take Ar-
thur with him, Mr. Climie gives us
a very favourable and- encouraging
report of our young friend’s conduct
and capabilities. It appears as
though the move will be a good one
for Arthur, and he tells us in his
letters that he is looking forward to
a less severe climate, in which ex-
pectations he will not be disap-
pointed, although there is nothing
very balmy about the Winter at Red
Deer, and the settlers of that local-
ity know what cold weather is as
well as their brethren in Manitoba.
Arthur tells us that he likes riding
and working among cattle. His
employer and his partner will have
about 400 head of cattle between
them, so that he expects his time
will be fully employed in the saddle.
The rest of his letter describes some
festivities at which he has lately
been a guest, including a dance,
from which he tells us he only
returned at six in the morning—
rather a bad preparation, we should
imagine, for a day’s work.

Fred Woodhouse, who began his
Canadian career in April of last
year, writes :

I am very pleased to give you my little
experiences since my arrival here. Mr.
Black put meto herd along the Pipe Stone
Valley. Itook my cowstoarunning stream
to water, and all the cattle would go into
the deep, and I was many a time sure that
they would be drowned till I learned cows
could swim. Frank Thallbun, of the
Stepney Home, and I herded together,
and we put in very pleasant times. [ have
learned to milk two cows every day. [
like milking very much. I tie upthe cattle,
One big steer used to play hook with me,
but he is sold, and [ am very glad. Mr.,
Black is going to learn me to plough and
harrow. Ilike the country and my present
home. I am made one of the family. Be-
lieve me, yours truly, )

FRED WOODHOUSE.

Mr. Black has added a few lines
to Fred’s letter, in which he says :

I am very pleased to relate that Fred
Woodhouse is a well-behaved boy. Trust-
worthy in every respect. Should he con-
tinue, 1 shall do my utmost to make him
an honourable young man. [ might add
Mrs. Black and my family are very fond of
Fred. Yours truly, JoHN BLack.

Charles J. Bright has much the
same story to tell as most of our
other correspondents, and we pub-
lish his letter, not on account of
there being anything startlingly
novel in his experiences, but that
his friends may have the satisfaction
of seeing that he is well and flour-
ishing : :

PHEASANT FORKS, Assa.

DEAR SIR,—]Just a few lines to let you
know how 1 am getting along. You
asked me to give you a little account of
myself, which Ithink I can. In the Sum-
mer [ used to sece after the cattle and
horse, and bring them home every night.
We were milking eight cows, I used to
help to milk and feed the calves. In the
hay-time I stacked most of the hay.
There was about 100 loads. There was
not much grain this year. There islots of
wild fruit in this part of the country.
There is all kinds of wild animals, duck,
geese, and a kind of a wild turkey. [ was
with the threshers four days cutting bands.
The nearest neighbour to us is three miles
off. When the cattle are put in the
stables 1 help to feed them and clean out
the stable, and sometimes water them now,
because my master has got a pump; it is
easy to work. I saw the wood and take
it into the house. It is sometimes cold.
The snow is very deep this Winter. My
master has about fifty head of cattle, and
three horses and one colt. My master has
been sick. He is well now. This is all I
can say this time. From your sincere
friend, C. J. BRIGHT.

Robert B. Lee is a very small boy
and a very young settler in Mani-
toba, but his employer, Mr. Lelond,
of Arrow River, gives an excellent
account of him. He writes:

In regard to Robert Lee, will say that
we have every reason to be pleased with
him as yet. For so small a boy we think
he is a smart little lad, never having to be
told twice to do anything, and never giving
any impudence. We will be sending him

to school in the Summer; as yet it is too
cold.

Robert himself sends us a little
letter, in the course of which he
tells us that he “likes the people
all right and likes the country all
right.”

George Miller writes that he is
doing very well at farming, is a
pretty good rider, has not yet been
frozen, and likes his place very well.
His employer, Mr. James J. Boothe,
reports of George that he is ‘“a
very good boy, very smart to learn,
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and shows no signs.of being lonely
or dissatisfied.”

Henry S. Damon is evidently a
keen sportsman, and his letter gives
us a list of the wild animals of the
West, including rabbits, wolves,
foxes, gophers, badgers, lynx and
skunks. He tells us that there are
many wild birds, among which he
mentions partridges, prairie chic-
kens, snipe, ducks and geese. Last
Summer he himself killed two bad-
gers on the prairie. This is certain-
ly a remarkable feat for a youngster
of thirteen, but we fancy the dogs
must have had a hand in the killing.
Personally, we should hesitate con-
siderably before offering any vio-
lence to a badger, and when we see
them snarling on the top of their
badger earths, we always prefer to
give them a wide berth.

The wild fruits of the country
rather than the beasts and birds
appeal to the imagination of our
young friend, Thomas Metcalfe,
and in his letter he discourses upon
the raspberries, strawberries, goose-
berries, choke-cherries, red cherries
and black currants that are found
on the prairie or among the “bluffs.”
Like most of our other correspon-
dents, he likes the country and is
happy and contented in his present
surroundings. He informs us that
his master had given him some seed
potatoes, from which he raised thir-
teen bushels that realized thirty
cents a bushel.

Albert Evans has evidently made
a good start in the country, his
employer writing us that he is “a
good, honest boy, capable of learn-
ing anything there is to do on a
farm, and greatly ‘taken up’ with
the horses.” Albert himself writes
us that he is breaking in some colts,
and his letter gives us the idea of a
man of business who will make a
successful Western settler.

Hugh W. Wood, writing from
Shoal Lake, informs us that he is
living in the ¢ prettiest place in
town.” He has learned many use-
ful things (useful should not be
spelled with a y, my son); has been

going to school during the Autumn
and will begin to attend again very
shortly. He informs us that he
likes Canadian schools much better
than the English, and generally
prefers living in Canada, ‘ for we
get better to eat.”

Alexander Guthrie, whom we re-
member as a sturdy little North-
countryman, has evidently fallen
into good hands, and writes of the
kindness of Mr. and Mrs. Simper,
of Regina, the people with whom
he is living. Alex. has designs
upon a collie pup of his master’s,
and tells us that as soon as he has
grown a little bigger he intends to
make a little sleigh and hitch the
dog up to it. Evidently Master

‘Alex. considers that his attainments

have considerably enlarged, his let-
ter concluding with the remark,
““when I first come here I could do
nothing to what I can do now.”
Mr. Simper has enclosed a few lines
in Alex.’s letter, in which he des-
cribes him as ‘‘a good boy, very
truthful and honest.”

James E. Cundy, writing after an
experience of eighteen months in
the country, feels ¢ very grateful to
Dr. Barnardo” for placing him in
the West. He speaks like an old
stager of the strangeness of every-
thing when he first arrived, but evi-
dently nothing in the line of Mani-
toba farming comes very strange
nowadays to our friend, james.
His mistress, Mrs. Wilson, of Dug-
ald, reports of him as follows :

I know it will please you to know that,
like so many more of your boys, he is,
taking him all through, a very good boy.
I sometimes think in his eagerness to
please he puts our own boys to shame.
When trying something new, he will say,
‘I have tried to do it right,” and be so
pleased with a kind word of approval.
There will creep up a little bit of the wild
nature now and then, which only makes
the training and discipline received in your
Homes stand out the more clear. [ think
it is just wonderful. If it were God's will,
1 should be delighted to help more in this
good work, for we remember the words of
the Lord Jesus, how He said ‘It is more
blessed to give than to receive” ; but it is
mine to pray that those who can may have
their hearts and pursc-strings opened.
God's blessing on all concerned.
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Albert Hickford, as represented
by himselt and by his employer,
will, we are sure, be an interesting
subject to our readers. ‘‘] am get-
ting along all right,” writes Albert.
““ We are having fine weather for the
present. T am in a good place and
get plenty to eat. We are going to
try and put up a hundred cords ot
wood. We have got about twenty-
three cords of wood up. My em-
ployer says I am a good hand to
chop wood. If there is anything [
like it is chopping wood. [ like this
country first-rate. 1 will be four
years in my place next Spring. I

Frank H. Harse.
thank Dr. Barnardo tor sending me
out here. There is plenty of room
for the boys who like to come.”
Mr. Thompson says, ““ | find Albert
is getting to be a very useful, good
boy. He can handle a team very
well and has got quite into the way
of doing almost everything on the
farm. [ think when his time is in
he will be able to farm for himself,
and I also think that will suit him
best. I would like him to settle
close to me, for good advice would
mean a good deal to him from some
disinterested party.”

The above is a good reproduction
of a portrait received of a *““cheerful,
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willing little lad,” Frank H. Harse,
who, in ‘the third yecar of service
with Mr. Wesley Howard, of Mather,
Man., is still ‘“doing very well”
Frank came to this country in Nov-
ember, 1894, and was boarded-out
in Muskoka for several ycars prior
to June, 1898, when, with an excel-
lent recommendation from his foster-
tather, he went to his first and
present situation.  Our readers will
see from his physiognomy that Can-
ada may realize in him no mean
citizen, but one who will doubtless
contribute to its prosperity.

William  John Jones considers
Estevan is a ‘““nice part of the
world tolivein.” The town is ¢ go-
ing ahead nicely,” and evidently from
his letter, William is going ahead
nicely with the towa.

Richard Kitcheman has contri-
buted for publication a long and de-
tailed account of his experiences,
most of which is exceedingly satis-
factory. Richard evidently has in-
dependent ideas of his prospects in
life, and speaks in a philosophic
spirit of such little trifles as the
occasional crankiness of his master,
dismissing the subject with the re-
mark that “ a fellow must expect a
boss to be cranky sometimes.” We
can only quote the last clause in
Richard’s letter, that does not sug-
gest that our friend will experience
any very serious difficulty in finding
a situation next Spring: I don’t
know whether I shall leave Price’s
or not this Spring. It all depends.
There are two or three fellows
around here want to get me next
year if they could, but I don’t know
who [ shall work for. I ain’t a
good scholar, but [ wrote you a
splendid long letter this time.”

Master Sidney James Prodgers
has not written ‘‘a splendid long
letter,” but has said enough to con-
firm the statement with which he
starts out, namely, that he is ‘‘ get-
ting along first-rate.” Like most of
our correspondents, his letter con-
tains areference to the Winter’s cold,
but he comforts us by the remark
‘““we have a few fine days now and
then.”
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Mrs. Dash expresses her opinion
of Sidney as follows :

DeArR Sir,—As Sidney is writing, [
must say a few words in his favour. 1
think heis a very good boy and suits me
very well. [ find him very clean, honest,
and truthful, not so quick as some, but
sometimes quickness is carelessness, and
he may have the better part. I like him
very much, and hope he will still improve
as he has the time he has been here.
Wishing you all success and a happy New
Year, yours truly, ANN Dasn.

Mr. George Sunley, of Miniota,
gives the following report of our
young friend, Amos A. Gurr :

Amos received a letter last night from
you asking lim to drop you a few lines to
let you know how he is getting on. [
think bhe is doing very good; he is quite
interested in farming, and a very good
boy and liked by all who know him. He
is a splendid plougher, and can harrow
and disc-harrow, and this Summer I in-
tend to try him at driving the binder, so
you may be sure he is no sluggard on the
farm.

Ernest F. Hayne, whom we must
compliment upon the excellence of
his penmanship, responds as follows
to our invitation to contribute a
little account of his doings :

I am getting along first-rate with Mr,
Stephens, and 1 enjoy the best of health,
not having any sickness of any account
since I came out—only when I ate a little
too much; but I am fat and strong and
able to do my work easy. We have seven
horses, six cows and six calves ; also some
hens and pigs. We got a new gang-
plough last year, and I can make a pretty
good job with it. It takes four horses to
draw 1t, and all [ have to do is to siton the
seat, drive the horses, put the plough in
at one end and out at the other, and it
does the rest. We have a lot of imple-
ments, and we need them all, for we have
a lot of land to work—about 200 acres.
Mr. Stephens and I work it all ourselves.
We were across the lake for wood Satur-
day, and it is pretty hard to get. There
are about thirty teams in there every day.
Pelican Lake is {roze about two feet thick,
aud there is quite a lot of fish in it, mostly
all suckers. There is lots of snow here
this Winter, so the sleighing is good. 1
can draw wood with a team and do quite a
few things in the farming line, Some-
times Mr. Stephens says I am just the
stufl. I do most of the chores when he is
busy. He bought me a saddle, and I am
proud of it. I go to church every time,
which is only fortnightly, but is Dbetter
than none. 1 am very fond of Canada ;
it is so free and beautiful. Tt is a little
cold in the Winter, but il makes one aip
around lively, and another thing, you can

cross anybody’s field without being locked
up like they do in England. 1 was very
sorry when I heard of good Queen Vic-
toria’s death, It was so sudden, and I
don’t think King Edward VII. will ever be
as good to the people as she was. We
have the almanac you sent me hung up in
our house, and it is very nice, so is the
Ups AND Downs, Wishing the Home
success, [ remain yours truly,
ERNEST F. HAYNE.

Master Thomas Barnfather evi-
dently thinks the Editor is getting
lazy, or else is dissatisfied with the
editorial efforts, as he has under-
taken to introduce his own matter
to our readers in these terms :

From the town of Whitewood comes a
short letter from our young friend, Thomas
S. Barnfather. Thomas is a very poor
writer, speller and composer, but he has
managed (0 pul together a capital little
account of his life in Canada. He writes:
It was a happy day when I landed on the
Canadian side. I like Canada very well.
I will tell you about my work. [ do all
the chores around the house. [ cut wood
for two stoves and carry water as well.
My master and mistress is like my father
and mother tome. I think they are better.
I was herding fifty-one head of cattle last
Summer. We have finished our fall
ploughing and have about one hundred
acres ready for Spring work. This Win-
ter has not been a very cold one at all,
This Winter has been very scarce of feed
for cattle and horses. We have about
fifty-one head of cattle and eleven head of
horses. We have great fun on the skates.
We took the trouble to clean off a pond.
It was 160 yards around it. I liked the
trip very well coming to Canada and had
a fine time. \We had a few waves wash
over the deck of the vessel. 1 like this
country better than the Old Country. I
did not care for it. It was not very
healthy at all.  There is lots of work on a
farm from one year’s end to the other. 1
have been sick only once. God bless Dr.
Barnardo. Yours truly,

THOMAS S. BARNFATHER,

Ernest Routledge is evidently a
better  correspondent than his
friends, as he tells us he has written
six letters to his relatives at home
without receiving a solitary reply.
He is going to school at present,
and, we imagine, is a boy who will
make good use of his opportunities.
One of his adventures he relates as
follows :

I had quite a time this Summer. 1 had
the geese at the well watering them, and

the woll come and got one of my geese,
and I hollered as loud as I could. He
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dropped the goose. It wasn't quite dead.
It is getting along all right, I picked
sixty quarts of raspberries and ten quarts
of wild plums.

Very heartily we congratulate our
young friends who are the subjects
of the two following letters, that we
have the utmost gratification in re-
producing :

PiLot Mounp.

DEAR SIR,—It affords me pleasure to be
able to report favourably of George
Hughes. We find him a very truthful and
trustworthy boy. We can’t speak too
highly of him, for we have never heard a
word of complaint against him, neither
from school or any other place he has
been. Of course, like all other boys, he
has to be corrected sometimes; but in
general his conduct is good. I will close,
wishing you every success in the work of
the Home. Yours truly,

RoBERT Lawson.
GopHER HiLL FARM, LORLIE,
January 29th, 1901.
MR. ALFRED B. OWEN.

DearR SIR,—I understand that James
Joyce is writing to you a short history of
his experiences since he came to me from
your Homes. He asked me to write a few
lines also, to go in his letter. I told him I
would, and tell you how bad a boy he
was ; how many times I have had to flog
him to make him better, ctc., etc. When
I told him that, he only laughed. How-
ever, when James came to me a year ago
last July, which would make it about
eighteen months ago, he was so small and
had such a baby face on him, and such an
open countenance, that I took to him at
once ; but I had no idea he would so soon
be able to ride a horse and become so
useful as he has. Before saying too much
in his favour, I will just say this—and I
know you will agree with me—it is this:
There has never been a perfect boy, man,
girl or woman since the world began, with
one exception—that was our Lord and
Saviour. We could not therefore expect
perfection in anyone. Now, as (o James'
conduct since he came to me, I am very
weil pleased. I don’t think I could be
better suited if I travelled America over.
The lad is not one of those smart boys
who knows everything, neither is he a
great, strong boy, able to do a man's
work when he is only thirteen years old ;
but what I do like about him is, he is
very willing to do anything I ask him
without grumbling. He takes a great
interest in everything about the farm ;
is very fond of the horses and colts. He
does a good deal of driving with them. I
can trust him in everything ; is truthful.
This is a good point in his favour, and, as
far as my interests are concerned, he
looks after them well ; in fact, he isa great
deal more help to me than a six-foot man
I paid $100 and found for a year, before

James came. Heis liked by all the neigh-
bours, especially his Sunday school tea-
cher, who calls him * Little Jimmy.”
Never heard a bad word from the boy.
This, 1 think, shows scmething of his
bringing-up. His parents must have been

ood, and taught him how to behave. In
short, Ilike him very well, and at some
future time, if he continues as well as he
has begun and looks after my interests as
well, he shall not lose by it. I am the
father of ninc children, most all grown up
now—several married, with children of
their own—so James is like my younger
son to me now. In closing this, I wish
Dr. Barnardo’s boys and girls success in
their new homes in Canada. With my
best respects to you, I remain,

Yours truly,
Wn. H. WESTON,

The following is taken from a
brief epistle from Percy Sinnett, to
which is appended a note from his
mistress, both of which express a
satisfactory state of affairs as at
present existing as well as a bright
outlook for the future :

I am glad to say I am quite well and,
hope, doing well in my situation, which I
like very well. I bave not been going to
schoot this Winter, but am going again in
the Spring, as the weather is now very
cold here. Ilike farm werk very well, and
my boss says he thinks I shall make a
very good farmer when I grow up. The
country round here is very pretty in Sum-
mer. Where I live is close on the shore of
Lake Manitoba, which is a fine, large lake,
where we go bathing on warm days. 1
read Ups aNp Downs, which I like very
much.

OAK POINT, February 4th, 1901.
ALFRED B. OWEN, EsQ.

DEeAR SIR,—As one of Percy Sinnett's
employers, I take great pleasure in adding
a few words in his behalf. We have now
had him here for over a year, and almost
regard him as one of the family. He is a
bright, active boy, and bids fair to grow up
a good, useful man and a credit to
society. Yours sincerely,

MRs. G. HACKLAND.

Mr. R. Wade adds a footnote to
the following letter from Arthur
Saville, in which he says Arthur is
growing fast and fat and getting
along all right at farming.

DEAR SiR,—I came to Canada in 1895
and was sent to Muskoka, and was there
two years. I used to go to school and do
chores in the morning and evening. And
then my time came when I was sent for
from the Home. And then I was sent to
Manitoba and put in the care of Mr. Wade,
where I am at present, I like my em-
ployer very well. When I first came to
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Mr. Wade, I used to kerd cattle and cut
wood ; but now I can drive a team of
horses and do a lot of work on a farm.
I ploughed about forty acres of land last
Spring, and harrowed it. And afier we
had the crop in I drew all the manure out
of the.yard. And after that was done it
was time to start haying. We had about
forty tons cut all ready to haul in, but my
boss went on cutting the grain, and all the
hay got spoiled with the wet weather, But
we saved the grain by turning the stooks.
We had about a month of wet weather.
But, after all, we got the grain into the
stack dry. When we got it in, I started
doing some fall ploughing, and got about
twenty acres ploughed, and then it froze
up, so we had to stop. And after two or
three days we got threshed. I wason the
straw stack. 1 thought it was a dusty
job. My boss had about 600 bushels of
wheat ; but our oats did not get ripe
before the frost came. But now it is
Winter, and it is very cold, and we keep
in the house most of the time. I got all
the Winter's wood up. So you see we
have nothing to do only feed the cattle
and horses. We have lots of snow around
our stables that came when the wind blew,
and we have a lot of shovelling to do
sometimes. I was very sorry when 1
heard that our Lady Queen Victoria was
dead. I hope it will be * Long live the
King !" Yours truly

Birtle, Man. ARTHUR SAVILLE,

Gordon G. Martell, also with Mr.
R. Wade, relates his experience of
life on a Western farm and herding
on the plains, which seems to agree
with him, for he speaks of passing
‘‘“the day happy” on the prairie,
and having lots of fun sliding down
snow-drifts. ‘¢ The daily round and
common task’ is not a fruitful
theme to an unimaginative mind,
yet a letter full of commonplaces and
a catalogue of the live stock, while
wholly devoid of complaint or cause
for apprehension, is indicative to us
of contentment and the smooth cur-
rent of an uneventful life. Adven-
tures are for the adventurous, but
always somebody must pay the
piper.

Percy Matthews, writing from
Pheasant Forks, Man., refers to his
rough passage across the Atlantic,
but evidently thinks the game was
worth the candle, for he says he
likes Canada very well and thinks it
is ‘‘ the best place for a boy to geta
start.” Among other items of in-
formation, he mentions the fact that

‘national
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‘““we have 200 head of cattle and
about 5,000 bushels of wheat”—a

good showing even for the great
West.

This is what Alfred Smith has to
say of himself after a residence of
three years in Canada :

GRANGE P.O., January 27th, 1901.
DEeAR SIR,—I now write to you, hoping
this will find you quite well, as I am my-
self. I have not had much experience
during the last year. 1 have been three
years in the country next Spring. We
had a good crop the year before last, but
not very good last year, as it was so dry.
Our Winter work is drawing cordwood.
The town is abou! eight miles from here.
We are having a very nicc Winter so far.
We were very sorry to hear of the death
of the Queen. 1 suppose all are. [ am
seventeea years old. This is all [ have to

say for the present. I remain,
Yours truly,
ALFRED SMITH.

This is what Alfred’s employer
has to say of him :

Alfred has asked me to say a few words,
and [ presume it is as to his conduct and
general efficiency ; and I may say that he
has changed a great deal. Since he came
to live with me he has made a rapid
growth, and is very healthy. He is very
attentive to his work generally, and if he
improves as much in the coming year as
he has in the past, I will be able to give
him a good recommend. Kept from the
influences of bad company, he will become
a good, reliable boy. Wishing you every
success in your work for humanity,

I am yours,
R. H. ENGLISH.

From Myrtle, Man., we have re-
ceived two letters, one from William
Whittaker, in which he tells us
what might easily be inferred from
his syntax, viz.: that he is learning
‘“the German” ; and the other from
his employer, Mr. John H. Dyck, a
worthy German yoeman who has
mastered the English tongue to the
extent of expressing himself in a
manner that  leaves no room for
doubt that he and William are on
the best of terms with each other
and in no mood to part. If, with
the German language, William ac-
quires the German thrift and the
traits which make our
Teutonic cousins ever welcome to a
home under our flag, there will be
no cause for regret. For patience,
prudence, perseverance and pros-
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perity the German settler is hard to
beat.

George T. Dymond deplores the
loss in crops by hail and drought,
says he is in good health, and in
regard to the Empire’s bereavement
has this to say :

We are all very sorry about the death of
Queen Victoria, and had a flag up half-
mast at the house till after the funeral.
We went to the memorial service at the
English church.

As he is so modzst in his allusions
to himself, we cannot do better than
quote what his master has to say of
him :

WAPELLA, AssA., February sth, 1901,
ALFRED B, OWEN, Eso.

DeArR SIR,—In reference to the boy,
Thomas George Dymond, I think I can
say truthfully that, take him altogether,
there are few better boys for work. He
has had a great deal left to him the last
year, and he has given us much satisfac-
tion. Of course, like all lads, he has his
faults, such as want of care; but this, I
hope, will be obliterated as he grows
older and wiser. He still identifies him-
self as a member of our family, and I
think if he were to leave us, he would do
it with regret. I am sure we would do
anything in our power to advance his
prospects in life, and we live in hopes of
seeing him grow up a good and trust-
worthy man. I remain,

Yours faithfully,
JounN C. BRUCE.

Mr. R. Montgomery, whose farm
is at Dennington, Assa., thus sum-
marizes his opinion of another of
our lads, upon whom our hopes are
fixed : ‘“ We are very well satisfied
with F. Gittings. He has now been
with me nearly four years, and is a
good little worker.” After our hav-
ing driven fifty head of cattle and
other live stock out to grass in the
editorial pastures of Oblivion, the
residue of Fred. J. Gittings’ letter
reads as follows :

DearR MR, OWEN,—I now take the
pleasure of writing a few lines, hoping you
and Mr. White are quite well. When I
came to Canada first, I didn't like it at
all; but now I won't leave it for a while.
I am beginning to like it better every day.
I have a nice young horse to ride every-
where I want 10 go. I like my place very
well ; couldn’t wish any better.

The following communications
speak for themselves:

PARKIN P.O., WAPELLA,
January 28th, 1901,

DEeAR Sir,—I will try and make my one
year's experience as interesting as pos-
sible. I came from England to Canada
on the good ship, Arawa, with the July
party of 1899, The trip up the St. Law-
rence was lovely. It being a fine day, we
had a good view of the river. On each
side there was beautiful scenery. It was
dusk when we landed, so that we did not
see much of Quebec. A number of us
were sent to Winnipeg via C.P.R., and I
among them. My first place was with
Mr. J. French, of Fort Qu'Appelle. 1
stayed with him, for a few months; but
the place did not suit me, so Mr. White
sent me to Mr. A, White, of Parkir, where
I am at present, and intend to stay. I
like the country very well; it is just the
place for boys who want to get a start in
the world. In this country a fellow can
get lots of money if he is a good worker.
When I came here 1 was very pale and
thin, and now if you was to see me, you
would wonder how I have grown. I have
not had a day's sickness since I came
here. This country has made a great
change in me ; even my mother would not
know e ; for my boss has been very kind
to me. When he saw I was willing, he
would help me, and now I can do all the
chores myself; which I did all the Sum-
mer, besides herding the stock. Wishing
the Home success, I remain one of your
boys. J. THORP.

Care of A. SHAW,

REGINA, January 26th, 1901.

My DEAR MR. OWEN,—I received your
letter yesterday, and 1 am pleased to
write to you to tell you how I am getting
along. I have been with Mr. Barton four
years in April. I like my place very
much, and the country as well. Itis very
cold in Winter, but I don’t mind it much.
I can now drive a team and milk very
good. We have only four horses and one
cow here now ; the others are turned out
for the Winter. I have a pony to ride on
in the Summer to go to town and fetch the
cow home. [ am going to school now, I
do my work in the morning before going,
and I help Mrs, Barton all I can. Our
horse took first prize at the show. 1 have
got a very good home. 1 go to church
and school on Sunday. Mr. White was
here, and he told me to learn as much as I
can. I hear you are going to England
next month ; I hope you will have a pleas-
ant journey. With my best wishes, from

JoHN HENRY.

Themas Cuthbert, an employee of
Mr. Dunn, of Stevenfield, Man.,
tells us what he can do on a farm
and enumerates the various animals
that look to him for care and food ;
and while he is discouraged by the
failure of last season's crops, looks
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forward to Spring with expectations
of earning from Nature a recom-
pense for the loss.

William Kness writes from Wa-
wata to say that he is in good
health, likes the ‘¢ beautiful coun-
try ” out there for its fresh air, as
also his situation, where, he says,
““ they do all they can for me.” Of
our magazine he writes: ‘“[ like
the Ups aAND DowNs very much; it
cannot come any too soon, for I am
looking for it before it comes.”

The most interesting information
contained in the letter received from
William Wood, located at Rosen-
feld, is that another of our lads sent
to join him has also found a good
home, where their master and mis-
tress, he says, ‘“are like a father
and mother to us.”

George Morgan speaks his mind
straightforwardly, and shows his
good sense in all but the one mis-
take, viz.: his avowed intention to
quit farming when his term expires.
We should like to hear in his next
letter that he has reconsidered the
matter and chosen to remain a far-
mer, which is much ‘‘the better
part.” He writes:

ELM VALLEY, RESTON, MAN.,
February 2nd, 19o1.

I received you letter last Wednesday,
and I thought I would do as you requested
me to do. I heartily thank Dr. Barnardo
for bringing me out to Manitoba, and so
will many a boy if he looks on the right
side of Canada. I have often thought
that staying at one place for five years
was nothing but slavery, and other boys
have thought so too; but it isn't ; it is the
best that can be done for us. We are
clothed and fed, and at the end we have
$100 to our names, and Dr, Barnardo sees
that we get it, toc. Besides the $100, we
learn a lot of valuable information, I have
learned, since I have been at this place,how
to make bread and butter, how to cook
generally, plough, harness up horses, milk
cows, and other things, all of which will
come handy to me if I don't farm, which 1
don’t intend doing after leaving here.
This country is very much healthier than
England ; although it is very lonesome,
and not much fun—not here, anyway, But
we are as is the best for us. Ithink thisis
alt I bave to say, so good-bye, with good
wishes and a happy and prosperous New
Year. I remain

Que of the boys,
GEORGE MORGAN,

We tenderfeet (or is it foots ?) have
heard of cowboys and their doings.
If we are to believe the funny
column of the papers, they are apt
to ride into town and shoot chips off
the inoffensive passer-by, just to
‘““ show off ” their marksmanship. In
view of these alleged facts, we have
a dreadful prospect to face. Here
we have one of our boys who brags
that he is a real, live cowboy, known
in his own neighbourhood by the
hair-raising name of ‘‘ Rough-rider
Bill,” in recognition of the feat of
having ridden a frisky colt with his
back towards its head-—a position
which we should suppose would be
useful to the Boers in fighting a
rear-guard action, provided the
horse kept straight ahead and did
not turn back. Without wishing
this to be construed as a challenge,
or as an invitation to come and
shoot the lines of beauty off our
anatomy, we may inform Rough-
rider Bill that it makes little dif-
ference which way we may be put
on a bucking broncho; in either
case the result would be the same.
But to return to the dreadful pros-
pect : Bill has threatened in a post-
script to write a story for Ups AND
Downs. Now, suppose the Editor
should regret to state that the story
is not available for publication, not
having a fire-and-burglar-proof safe
on the premises, how shall the in-
timation be expressed to our cow-
boy contributor with safety to the
tenderfoot? ‘‘There’s the rub!”
Or suppose we should come out
with ¢ Rough-rider Bill, the Broncho
Buster,” a lurid exposition of cow-
culture @ /a Buffalo Bill, at least
half a dozen feather-pated boys
might ‘“scoot” to the ‘‘wild and
woolly West,” and then Bill, if
you are determined to write a story,
think, think of this! His letter is
quite a story in itself :

CALGARY, ALTA., January 28th, 1901.

DEAR StR,—I am going to write a few
lines to Ups AND DOWNs. In the first
place, I came to the North-West in 1896
and I am here ever since. [ have learnt
gardening, farming and ranching ; but I
like ranching best of the three, because
there is more life in it, especially when it
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comes to riding a young broncho, or
roping a wild steer, or branding fifty or
a hundred young, frisky calves. Then, you
bet, there is lots of roping ; then I have
seen me rope fifty calves a day, and help
to brand them at the same time, and,
maybe, go down on my head a good deal
more than fifty times a day. But when it
comes to riding a bucking broncho, I can
sit on the saddle with the next, or ride a
wild steer either. My master has 200
head of cattle and fifteen head of horses,
and one of the horses bucks every time I
get on it. Last Summer ! was all the
time looking after cattle. But the best of
the fun was one day it had been raining,
and I had been riding my cow-horse (as a
cowboy calls his well-trained horse) all
day, and had got tired out keeping the
newly-branded calves in range. I came
home to get a fresh horse to fetch the
calves and cows in for the night. 1 went
into the stable, and there was no other
horse than this bucking broncho, so 1 put
my stock saddle on and took her outside
the corral and got on, and I tell you she
bucked good; but I sat there like one
rivetted to the saddle and laid on my
switch and spurs, for a good rider never
tries to stop a horse. When she got
through her performance, she galloped
off like a race-horse ; but before I got far
she began again, and fell down and rolled
over me, and left me to drive home
seventy-five head of cattle on foot, so you
see what a broncho is. I can plough and
harrow and drive horses good. 1 rode a
colt with my back to its head, and so I am
called ‘“Rough-rider Bill.” This is- all
this time, From yours truly,

WirLiam T. BosTocK.

P.S.—I am going to write a story for
Ups AND DOWNS, so I will send it to the
Editor.

As space is getting to be a de-
sideratum, we must let the remain-
der introduce themselves :

RIDGEVILLE, January 28th, 1901.

DEAR SIR,—This is my second Winter
in Canada, and I like everything except
the very cold weather ; but our house is
sheltered with a good bluff, so that we do
not feel the cold winds so very much until
we get out in the open. I like my place
very well, and I look afrer the fowls and
calves and help in everything ( can. [
don’t think I shall be big enough to plough
this year, but I will do what I can to let
the two men keep at their work. I don't
go to school ; I cannot stand the cold, but
I do plenty of reading and sums in the
evenings. I am very well, and the people
say I am growing fast. With best wishes,

I am yours truly,
ALFRED DENYER.

RIDGEVILLE, January 28th 1901.
A. B. OweNn, Esg., Toronto.

DEeAR SIR,—At Alfred’s request, I send a
line or two. When I sent for a boy to the
Home 1 did so in fear and trembling
almost, for fear I might get a lazy or very
wicked boy ; but so far I am very well
pleased with Alfred. He is not strong, but
he is active and willing, and, as so many
boys do, does not require continual watch-
ing and telling what 10 do. If he sees a
thing wants doing and he can do it, he
goes and does it. I am sorry that he is
s0 touchy to the cold, but he cannot help
it. He has had to cease going with us to
Sunday school. When the weather was
scvere he would be crying with the cold,
and that in the sleigh. So that he cannot
go to week-day school, but we teach him
at home. He is very fond of reading, but
he just hates writing. I think he has the
making of a good farmer in him if he
does not get spoiled.

I am, yours truly,
SIMEON SMITH.

SHOAL LAKE, MaN,, February 8th, i1gor1.

DEAR SIR,—I received your letter, wish-
ing me to tell of my experience since
coming to this country. [ came out in
1897 on the Labrader and had a fairly good
passage. We arrived at Quebec and then
took the train for Montreal, and arrived
there at six o'clock in the morning. From
there we took the train for Winnipeg. In
a couple of days Mr. White sent me to
Shoal Lake, to work for Mr. Dyer. I
thought it a very strange place at first. It
was so lonesome ; the nearest house was
a mile away ; but | soon got used toit. 1
just herded the cattle and did a few chores.
I was very small then and not very strong.
I am aiot bigger and stronger now. I can
do nearly everything on the farm. Last
Spring 1 learnt to plough, and I liked it
very much. I did some harrowing as well,
and in the Summer I drove the horses for
Mr. Dyer when he was breaking. We
will probably milk eleven cows next
Summer. As soon as we milk we separate
it with an Alexandra Cream Separalor,
which requires two men to turn it. We
then feed the milk to the calves. There is
another boy working here, and we get
along all right. I guess I must close now.

Yours truly
J. H. RICHARDS.

McLEeaN P.O., Assa., NNW.T.,

February 2nd, 19o1.

DeaR MR. OWEN,—1 received your
letter of January 1gth safely, and in
answer [ like the North-West of Canada
very well, and 1 have had good health
since | have been out here, and I like where
I am now very much, and we go to church,
and we had a Christmas-tree a few days
after Christmas, and we had singing and
reciting. [ said two pieces,and had too
books and several other presents given
me off the tree, and I enjoyed myself very
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much. I will close now, t'hanking you for
sending UPs AND DOWNs and almanacand
all your kindness to me.
I remain, yours respectfully,
WiLLiaM J. SUTTON.
Care of Mr. Joha G. Matthews.

MR. OWEN.

DeARr Si1r,—The boy, William J. Sutton,
is a good lad and willing, and I think will
get along all right in this country. He
suits me very well.

I remain, yours truly,
JounN G. MATTHEWS.

PLum CouLEE, February 3rd, 1901.
DEeAR SiR,—I now take time to write a
few lines to you. I am now going to
school and I learn both kinds of speech—
English and German. I can talk good
German, and when [ first came here I
could not speak one word. There are
three more boys in this locality, one of
them is about a mile off. His name is
Charles Pattern. He goes to the same
school as I go to. The crops were very
scarce this year because it was so dry. [

think this is all this time, so good-bye.
Yours truly,
EpwaRD TAYLOR.

PLuM CoOCLEE, February 4th, 1901.
MR. A. B. Owen.

DEAR SIR,—Your letter to Edward re-
ceived some time ago, and as he is
answering you to-day, I will also enclose
several lines in regard to him. He is smart,
good-tempered, and quick to learn any-
thing in the farming line, although, like
most boys, he is apt to be careless and not
sufficiently thorough; but he is getting
much better of that. He is growing fast
and will be quite tall, I think, and 1 am
sure if he goes on as he has been doing he
will soon be, when he come to farm for
himself, an independent man.

Wishing you all success, I remain a
well-wisher of Dr. Barnardo.

J. J. WIEBE.

SINTALUTA, February 14th, 1901.

DEAR SIR,—-I have just sat down to
write a few lines to let you know how I
am getting along. I like my place very
much. We have twenty-eight head of
cattle, and sixteen head of horses and one
pig. 1 like the country very much. 1
herd the cattle and some horses, and I
have a pony and two dogs to help me to
drive them. [ help to clean out the stable
and feed them. I have no water to iift;

we have a running stream and the cattle-

can go and drink. I harrowed three days
in the Spring. I am trying to get along
as well as I can. My employer says very
little to me. We had a Christmas tree in
our schoolhouse. I enjoyed it very much.
I remain, very sincerely,
CHARLEY STUBBINGS.

SINTALUTA, January 29th, 1901.
MR. ALFREP B. OWEN.

DeAR SIR,—I take great pleasure in
writing you a few lines regarding the boy,
Charley Stubbings, who has been in my
employment for nearly three years. We
have found him to be a good, trustworthy
boy. If he continues as he is, he will be a
credit to Dr. Barnardo's Home, and 1
have no reason to think otherwise.

Yours truly,
GEORGE POLLOCK.

The ungracious part of our task
remains. There lies before us a
goodly pile of manuscripts that—
alas! for the expectations of the
writers—are fated not to appear in
any other form. Stern necessity,
arising from the fact that our space
is positively limited, prohibits our
extending further these records of
life on the Western plains. It will,
we fear, be a poor consolation to
these young scribes to be told that
we highly appreciate their efforts
and have received and read their
letters with the greatest pleasure.
We wish we could have said, ‘‘ Let
’'em all come;” but, as it is, our
friends must accept the inevitable
and our sympathy in the disappoint-
ment that, we are afraid, a great
many will feel keenly when they find
themselves or their contributions
left in the cold. On behalf of the
readers of Ups anp Downs, we
thank all those who have contributed
these accounts of their experiences,
both those whose letters we have

published and those whom we have

been ferced to reject, and we heartily
wish them the fullest measure of
success and happiness throughout
their future careers as settlers in the
great West.



Motto for 1903.

“E‘ new commandment 3 give

unto yon,
one anotbet.”

That ye love

Notes and Comments

WE felt this opening
year was to be a
marked one in our
history, but we hardly
thought its great event would come
so early, and we should see the
precious life of our beloved Queen
go out in its first month. But God
has willed it so, and we should now
each one devoutly thank Him
that He has spared our dear lady so
long to guide the affairs of state
with such rectitude and honour, and
set to all the world such a noble
example of Christian womanhood.
And now, dear girls, let us look
over the records we have of that
noble girlhood, and see if there are
not some lessons we may learn
from the rules that governed her
life, which will help us each to live
lives full of noble self-forgetfulness
and devotion to duty ; for He who
sees a sparrow fall cares just as
much for a little kitchen girl scrub-
bing a dirty floor as for the highest
born maiden in the land.
*

For one thing, we find
the little Princess was
always an early riser.
Up before the sun had
dried the dew from the grass, she

The Queen.

An Early
Riser.

began her studies and her daily
routine of duties. No light and trif-
ling matters were the studies of the
coming Queen ; she had to be duly
drilled in all the different matters
connected with the government of
our great country. The little girl
did not always like these hard les-
sons, but was good and bidable
when her mother’s wishes were ex-
pressed on the subject.

ot

WHEN at length it was
thought best to let her
know why she must
work so much harder
than other girls, the matter was
told in a history lesson. Did she
boast at once of all the pleasure
and ease she would have? No,
she clasped her little hands and,
with streaming eyes, exclaimed,
“Oh, I will be good—1I will be good!”
promises which have been nobly
kept, and through the seventy years
she lived after they were made, not
acted up to now and then on state
occasions, but daily and hourly, in
her home, among her children, in
the privacy of her country life, and
among the lowliest servants of her
household.

“1 will be
Good.”
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ANOTHER - thing that
was a prominent fea-
ture of her early train-
ing was the exact
truthfulness daily instilled and
insisted upon. It is recorded that
she once reminded her governess
that - she had been troublesome
twice, not once, as she was tell-

Truthfulness
and
Thoroughness,

ing her mother during a visit
to the school-room. She always
had to finish one thing before

she began another even in her
play, and could not go from the
haycock she was tired of making to
chase a butterfly till the former was
completed. At nine years of age
she knew her Bible well, and a great
many other difficult things also.
Another very good rule in the early
life of this little royal lady was the
one that she must never get into
debt. If she wanted anything ever
so much, she must not exceed her
allowance ; and once when she did
want a toy very badly, she got the
man to put it on one side, and very
early on the dav her money came
she went on her donkey and fetched

it.
&
THESE seem almost
The Moral enough for us to re-

member. Let us just
sum them up and see
if we can use them too, for we all
want to be what the Queen’s mother,
the Duchéss of Kent, wanted to
make her daughter—*‘ A good wo-
man,” she added, “then you will be
a good Queen.”

First.—An early riser. The morn-
ings are cold, and it is hard some-
times; but the Queen did it.

Second.—A hard worker, but not
scrubbing floors and washing dishes.
No, dear girls, but harder work than
that—long Latin and Greek lessons
and difficult questions of constitu-
tional history.

Third.—Determined to be good,
with a thousand temptations to
vanity, self-indulgence and pride,
and she rose triumphantly over all.

Fourth.—To speak the truth al-
ways, even if the truth brought
punishment.

of Her Life.

Fifth.—To finish what she began,
and let no other pleasure draw her
away from duty.

Stxth.—Never to get into debt ;
and her allowance was a very small
one.

Will you read them over now and
then, and when the temptation to be
lazy, idle, naughty, untruthful,
flighty, or to get in debt, comes in
your way, turn aside, because you
want to be like Victoria the Good—
a good woman.

o

Miss LovEDAY writes
to us of health re-
stored and vigour re-
turned, so we hope
we shall welcome her back in our
midst by Easter, with all her vim
and elasticity in full play once more.
Meantime she is visiting at Iiford,
renewing old friendships, and will
have much to tell us all of changes
and improvements in the place we
love so well.

Miss Loveday.

B

IT was my good for-
tune, when I went to
see Amy Reynolds, to
find the house all
ready for the friends who were to
come and help Amy with her first
quilt. As I had no other girls to
see in that locality, I stayed to
enjoy it all. Amy soon had herself
in apple-pie order, and then the
girls began to come. One or two
walked in from neighbouring farm-
houses, others came farther in
buggies, and soon there was a buzz
of merry young voices in every
corner of the cosy farm-house.
Wraps were laid aside, cold fingers
warmed, thimbles hunted up, and a
thousand-and-one excuses made be-
forehand for the bad work they
were going to do because they
could not sew well, and because
they never had quilted before. Then
they all trooped away up-stairs to
a warm room under the sloping
roof, where the quilt was stretched
ready for their blunders and their
successes. There were chairs to be
carried up, forgotten scissors to be

A Quilting
Bee.
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hunted out of coat pockets, then all
were safely settled round the frame,
and nothing but the clack of merry
tongues and sounds of hearty laugh-
ter reached we older folk down-
stairs. Of course, I ventured up-
stairs, too, and put my stitches in
one corner of the quilt, but I did
not stay very long, the room being
limited. Quilts are not capable of
accommodating an indefinite num-
ber of workers, and I knew they
would be too polite to talk about
things I did not quite understand
whilst I stayed with them. Quilt-
ing is evidently appetizing work,
for when the dinner-bell rang, and
the workers came down in answer
to its summous, the dainty viands
vanished with amazing celerity ;
and yet they did a great deal of
laughing and talking, too. Amy’s
quilt was quite a success. Her
friends were very good work-wo-
men, and when my train-time came
I was quite sure that it would be
finished before night-fall. And I
left well-assured that Amy has
prospects of a bright, happy wo-
manhood with her kind friends in
Essex. &

ONE of the girls sent
me a little note, the
other day, asking me
to help her with a
day’s shopping. Of course, 1 was
glad to comply, so we met one
morning about eleven, and set off
at once for the stores. Being in the
Western part of the city, we thought
we would try some of those stores
first, but were soon satisfied that
our needs called for a larger assort-
ment, so we went at once to Yonge
Street. Here we were quite puzzled
between the rival claims of Eaton
and Simpson, so decided to see
both stores before making our se-
lections, and you can fancy the fun
we had turning over the goods at
both places; but at last our pur-
chases were made, and we began to
carry them to Jenny’s patient friend,
who was seated in the waiting-room
at one of the stares, amusing himself
as best he could, whilst we hunted

A Day’s
Shopping.

down bargains and purchased sup-
plies enough to last an economical
girl nearly a year. I do not think
we forgot anything. There was a
fairy boat which would hold the
cents of the wee boy of the house-
hold, a warm little bonnet for the
baby, besides all kinds of things
useful and ornamental for Jenny
herself, and you can imagine how
pleased she was when she found
she was to return home with some
money in her purse. When we
carried our last parcel to the wait-
ing room, we were gravely asked if
these were really all, as the *‘pa-
tient friend” before referred o
thought he had better go and sell
the cutter and buy a wagon if there
were more to follow. Being as-
sured those were all, he produced
some string and a capacious bag,
so the big parcels were tied together
and the little ones put in the bag,
and I hope they all reached their
destination safely and are now
doing their duty by making their
owner as warm and pretty as any
girl she meets.

B

Just at this time of
the year there are us-
ually revival services
being held in almost
every district. You will all be
hearing of these services, and a
great many will have the ‘chance of
attending them. Dear girls, these
are solemn opportunities for which
you will be responsible. When the
gracious, tender love of our Saviour
is presented, and we turn away
unheeding, we run a terrible risk of
eternal loss. It may be that never
again will the words of invitation
come personally to us. Let no fear
of ridicule or any other feeling keep
you back if you desire to be enrolled
among the saved. The triflers may
laugh. Let them ; those laugh who
win, and the girl who wins Christ
Jesus the Lord, is the only one who
can laugh loud and clear with joy
through every vibration. A short
time ago, in one of our papers,
a story was told of two men

Revivals.
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attending a revival. | The worst
accepted Jesus, the other laughed.
The one won back the home his
sins had almost lost, and was
spoken of in the newspaper as a
convert ; the other soon had his
column in the same paper, and a
home for life in the state prison.
To both the message came. One
laughed then, the other laughs now.
Some of our girls have found true

joy, and are rejoicing so much

they want you all to share with
them. One writes and asks us to
tell you all that she just went for-
ward when the invitation was given,
and in half-an-hour all was made
clear to her, and she left full of joy.
Another tells how her experience is
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embodied in the verse of the hymn
that says :

My God is reconciled,

His pardoning voice I hear;
He owns me for His child ;
I can no longer fear.
In confidence I now draw nigh,
And, Father! Abba, Father! cry.
She speaks further of her confi-

dence and joy, and wants all her
companions to know how blessed
and joyous a thing it is to serve the
Lord. Still another writes of her
happiness and rest in Jesus, made
doubly great by the fact that her
dearest earthly friend has found
Christ too.  Let us hear from you,
dear girls, when this great change
comes in your life, that we may
rejoice with you. S. Owen.
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Lizzie Hayter, $1.00; Edith Allum, $1.00;
Emily Griffiths, $1.00; Margaret 0Odd,
goc.; Mary Vale, soc.; Ellen Simpkins,
$1.00; Mary Strong, $1.00; Edith Darby-
shire, $1.00; Annie Elizabeth Ellis, $1.00;
Ethel Summers, $1.00; Harriet Weston,
45¢. ; Lizzie Hatcher, $2.00; Annie Neale,
$1.00; Edith Stevens, $1.00; Emma ]J.

Lewis, $1.00; Matilda Brown, $1.50;
Annie Brooks, $1.00; Lizzie Perry, soc.;
Nellie Rixon, $1.00; Emma Theresa Baker,
$1.00; Josephine Livingstone, §1.00; Jane
Hayes, 7s5c.; Hannah Wincey, $1.00;
Mary Cambridge, $1.00 ; May Bird, $1.00 ;
Mary Vale, $1.00 ; Harriet Weston, $1.00 ;
Annie Whelham, $1.00; Minnie Moyes,
25¢c. Total, $31.20.




Chit-Chat

HERE have been few changes
at Hazel Brae since our last
issue. Only a continued

stream of girls, one coming and
another going to new scenes aund
new duties,

Mary Hull recovers very slowly,
and has not left the hospital yet.

Minnie Gouge is now able to get
about a little on crutches; but it
will be a long time betore she can do
much running. Perhaps she has
done a little too much in the past.

Mabel Geer is in the hospital, a
dear, patient sufferer, very ill.

I2dith Rampton is at
Hazel DBrae convales-
cent, but not ready for
the battle of life yet,
and glad of such a lov-
ing shelter.

Lucy Fry broke her
leg on a shde, and after
a few weeks in the
Guelph  Hospital has
come for a rest and to
get the free use of her
feet again.

Amy Hodges has
grown strong enough
to go out again, and is
now in a position in
Toronto, where she is
greatly appreciated for her faithful
attention to her duty and her un-
rarying amiability.  She is missed
at Hazel Brae, where she has so
long been at work in the kitchen
and alwavs had a cheery word and
a helpful hand for any vounger girl.

From our little ones who are
boarded out we get some encouray-
Ing accounts,

Lily Meddings and Alice Thomp-
son arc reported well and strony,
remarkably good children—really
the most obedient children | ever
saw, peaceable and very tond of each
other. They are quite industrious,

Maggic

and seem very anxious to do lttle
things. A note from the teacher
tells us how good they are at school.

Annie and Ida Grieves, two little
sisters, are very affectionate, neat,
cheerful little girls, with no mala-
dies but the toothache.

Mary Hepburn is a bright, merry
little woman, well cared for and
loved. She has written to tell us of
all the good things Santa Claus
brought, and how well she is get-
ting on at school.

Jennie Wilson
have a good home

IFane
kind

and Lucy
and a

Whitnell, with Brothers Tommy and Willie,

mother, who says, * they have been
very good children, kind and obed-

ient, since they came to me.” They
are doing well at school.

Maggie  Whitnell looks very
happy with her two brothers. She

has one in the house with her, and
takes the best sisterly care of him.

Mary Francis writes a bright little
welcome back to Canada to Miss
Woodgate, and tells us how grown
np she looks in her cap and apron.
She has lots of friends she wants
to know about, and if she writes to
all whose addresses she wanted she
will have a big correspondence.
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Hetty Gatchouse.

Elsie Fell is doing well in her new
home and has won for herself such
a good reputation that a neighbour
writes for one like her. Is not that
nice ?

Good news comes from the far
West of Elsie White. She is so
well and happy, and has a good
school close at hand and lots of
friends to enjoy the winter fun with,
Clara Welch is doing well at

school and is quite content and
happy. She passed the Hazel Brae

girls on their way to church one day
lately in such a nice sleigh they all
wanted to change places with her.

The two sisters, Ada and Annie
Watson, have both written us cheery
notes. Ada likes her home and
the kind friends where she is shel-
tered, and especially a kind Annie,
who acts the part of her absent
sister. Annie 1is older, and has
some light household duties which
she seems to enjoy doing, and is
very thankful for her kind Christian
home.

Kate Holmes tells us of her home
life and the good times she has had
at the Sunday school Christmas
treat, and her regret that she cannot
get to school because the teacher has
typhoid fever.

Mary Simpson is well pleased to
be back again in Canada, and writes
brightly about her new home and
surroundings, with which she seems
well pleased.

Hetty Gatehouse has a very
pleasant home, where she is well
and tenderly cared for, and will be
brought up to be thoroughly self-
helpful.  Her little sister is one of
our boarded-out children, and is
doing well.

The following extracts are taken
from recent reports of one of our
lady visitors :

Kate E. Collinson is very for-
tunate in her home and surround-
ings. She has been given a real
warm place in her friends’ hearts,
and they are pleased with all that
pleases her and anxious to see her
grow into a good and noble woman,
and we hope she is likely to fulfil all
their wishes. She looks a bonnie
lassie now, with every promise for
the future.

Ethel and Lily Stanley are happy
in being near to each other, and
Eithel went and spent Christmas
with Lily, and the sisters had a real
good time together and went out to
tea nearly every day. It was a
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Kate E. Collinson.
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little hard to part when the visit
was over, but they have the pleasant
prospect of meeting again, and
each has a good home and kind
friends.

Margaret Holland finds herself
in happy circumstances.  She is the
dear pet of the family, and has every
opportunity given to her for im-
provement and pleasure. She was
away at school when I visited the
home, but we could see her little
red head peeping over the snow as
we went up the first hill and found
the bright little maiden on the top,
full of health and bright spirits.

Ethef and Lily Stanley.

Gertie Skinner was indulging in
the la grippe at the time of my visit.
She was well out of the way, so I
heard all kinds of good things about
her, and left very confident in her
home and herself.

Dear little Edith Savin bad hardly
out-grown her shyness when she
was visited, but she gave promise
of being a very good little girl,
which we must hope she will main-
tain.

Eva Sapsford, one of our little
girls of September, 1899, is gaining
agood record for herselfas a faithful
worker, obliging, truthful and pleas-
ant to live with.

Caroline Rowe (July, 1900) thinks
Canada is very lovely. She sees all
through a golden halo, for she has
won a warm place for herself with
her employers and is consequently
happy and content.

Mary and Georgina Scott are
1899 girls, who are doing their best
to make a good name for themselves
and all of us. I cannot find out
that Mary has a fault, but I suppose
she has, and if she does not take
her medicine regularly and get back
her vigour that grip has stolen
away, she will get a big scolding.
She has a good influence on other
girls and tries to make them like
herself—regular at church and Sun-
day school, and I am glad Louisa
Hubble has such a nice companion
and friend. It is perhaps a factor
i the very good report she gets
for faithfulness and industry, though
Louisa had this character before she
knew Mary so well.

Mary Spencer has a grand repu-
tation. Last year | heard she was
good, very good, but this, I am as-
sured sheis a perfect prize. ‘‘Yes,”
her mistress says, ‘“a perfect prize.
No other word expresses what Mary
is to me.”"  She has never yet given
a cross lool, or spoken an insolent

word. She 1s amiable, industrious,
obliging, sympathetic, intelligent

and refined, anxious to improve her
mind and education, and willing to
work hard to do so. Girls! girls'!
we want 300 such.

Eliza Coles almost matches Mary
Spencer. She is a dearly loved and
valued friend to her mistress, and
has a dearly loved and valued friend
in her mistress, so that is well, and
we hope they will be together till a
dearer friend claims Eliza.

Violet Lewis is living with a dear
‘““ auntie,” who loves her little Eng-
lish Violet well, and hopes she may
keep her as long as she did her
former English flower—twenty-five
years. Well, Violet will be able to
decide that matter for herself, if
both live.

Alice Willmot has a good home
and pleasant surroundings so near to
her dear brother they can meet two
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or three times every week, at Church,
Sunday school and the Young
People’s meetings. Both of them
enjoy those privileges very much and
are well content with their lot in life.

Miss Gibbs, who now undertakes
the visiting of all the girls situated
East of Toronto, has contributed
the following extracts from her
diary :

Amy Gough, after a few changes,
has now succeeded in getting a
thoroughly good home, two or three
miles {from Brighton. She has
many things to learn, but we feel
sure if she is patient and willing,
she will soon improve under her
kind mistress’ tuition.

Martha Fletcher is also on a farm
in the same neighbourhood, is giv-
ing satisfaction, and, we trust, is
seeking to live a new life, having
lately received help from some
special meetings she has been at-
tending. We know God’s blessing
will rest on Martha if she continues
to do well.

Ellen B. Andrews has been out
in Canada since September, 1895,
and has for more than three years
kept her present place, a few miles
from Gratton, where she has earned
a good character, having been
guided, we believe, by Christian
principles. She has two sisters in
Canada—Lizzie in the North-West
and Ethel in Springfield-on-Credit,
who has had but the one home since
she went out from Hazel Brae.

Martha Skinner came out in
October, 1892, and has for years
been with Mrs. S , a few miles
from Cobourg, where, by her good
conduct, she has won the esteem and
affection of not only the people she
lives with, but also of all who know
her.

Florence Dewick has had a happy
home for more than three years with
Mrs. K in the neighbourhood of
Bomanton. She is a good, trust-
worthy girl and will, we hope, try
to overcome any little faults she may
have.

Lily A. C. Taylor, one of last
year’s party, is in a good home near

Cobourg. She is learning nicely
and quite enjoys farm life. Her
mistress finds no fault with her, so
we hope Lily will be happily settled
here for a long time.

Rose M. D. Cook came out in
September, 1893, as quite a little
gitl; has been nearly two years
with Mrs. M , not far from Co-
bourg, and is helpful in many little
ways, and being patiently taught
by her kind mistress, Rose, I think,
1s trying to do her best, and must
remember that by being faithful in
all the little things of life she may
some day have greater work to do.

Florence Herbert came out in
September, 1898, and is still going
to school; but she is now getting
old enough to earn wages. She
does not, however, want to make
any change, and in a pitiful way
looked up at me and said, ‘“ May I
stay here always?” She has evi-
dently entwined her affections
around the family she lives with,
and the thought of separation is
hard to bear.

Kate Holmes had had nearly a
year’s experience on a farm near
Duunsford, and is in many ways a
good little girl, and, we hope, will
improve as she grows older.

Lizzie and Cinderella Boswell
came out last Summer. Both are
living on farms near together in the
neighbourhood of Dunsford. They
have, of course, much (o learn, but
with patience and perseverance
will, we trust, become good, useful
members of society.

Josephine Newton, also one of
last year’s party, is a good little
girl, evidently enjoying country
life.  She is fond of animals and
has some special pets among them.

Lizzie Sheriff, living on the next
farm to Josephine Newton, has also
a good home, is quite happy and
giving satisfaction.

Jessie Schaffer, one of our elder
girls who came out in November,
1894, has kept her places well and
won for herself a good character.

Mary E. Hepburn. Alice, Mary’s
big sister, will, we feel sure, be glad
to hear that ‘‘ Winnie,” as she is
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called, is being well cared for. As
she came running in from school,
she fooked as bright and happy as
she could be, and talked freely of all
she was doing. The only fear seemed
lest Miss Addie and ¢ Grandma
should spoil her.

Alice Wilson, who came out last
October, isapparently settling down
very happily. Her mistress is quite
pleased with her and finds her use-
ful and very willing to learn.

Gertrude Saalborn, also a new-
comer, is doing well, is treated like
the family, and is, no doubt, quite
contented with all her surroundings.

1%
BN

Elizabeth Foden.

Lizzie Foden, whose portrait ap-
pears in this column, has contri-
buted the following by way of in-
troducing herself to the readers of
Uprs anp Downs:

Drar GIrLS,—I think it is almost time
[ wrote to our paper, as it was 1898 when
[ wrote to it last,

[ should like to know where all my old
friends have gone to that came out the
same time 1 did, in 1894.

Like many more lucky girls, I had an in-
vitation Lo go to Toronio to see the Doctor,
and glad I was to take the chance. 1 had
a4 real good time while I was there, [
hope some of you will know my face when
you see it, though I have changed a great
deal since 189y,

UWps and Downs

Berore I bring this letter to a close there
is one thing I want tasay: Read the piece
on volling stones. 1 never want to let
that kind of restlessness come over me and
get our Home friends to be always chang-
g my place. Your friend,

L. Foben.

Lizzie Sheer has asked us to find
space for the following letter of
greeting to her old friends :

DiaR SI1SsTERS, —1 am sorry that 1 have
not been able (o write a letter to you be-
fore, but I will try and make up for it this
time. I hope you are all well, as it leaves
me the same. [ was at a lady's social,
and we had all a good time, and [ was at
a concert the next night, and there was a
lot there, and we had a good time, and 1
siw in the Christmas number that there
are a few of the girls thin 1 know, so |
would like to remember them.

Dear girls, I have not much time to write
this time, so I must come to a close, with
all my best wishes, and hope to sce this
letterin the Ups AND DOWNs; and may we
all give Dr. Barnardo three cheers for his
Kindness to us all. [ think that we should
speak of the Queen.  She has been a good
Queen over us ally so I rhink that it would
be wrong to forget the Queen, as she bas
been a good Queen.

I think thisis all for the preseat, from
your dear sister. I remain, yours truly,

L1271 SHEER,
Carc of J. A. S, Macpherson,
Islington, P.O., Ont.

Jane Lingard has sent us the fol-
lowing account of her first holiday
in Canada :

Drar Gires,—Some of you will be glad
10 see a letter from me, and hear how my
holiday was spent.

It was New Year's morning. 1 started
on a short journey to Peterborough, arriv-
ing there about nine o'clock.  When | got
there T was taken to the waiting-room to
sce Miss Woodgate and Miss Gibbs, 1
had the warmest welcome 1 could want.

I was very much delighted to see Miss
Wooadgate, for it was so long since I had
that pleasare, neverin Canada before. She
just looks the same as ever—-so kind and
loving, and her sweet smile. I don’t think
she has changed a bit,  Miss Gibbs is also
just the same.

Ldon’t think we could find another Home
in the world where the managers have
such unchanging love as our Home ladies
have for us.  You will all igzree with me
when [ say I think our Home is the hap-
piest place in the world.

The next thing we did was to go to
prayees, which [ enjoyed veey much. Tt
is such a privilege to have family prayers.
After prayers I had a nice lunch, then went
upstairs 1o the Infirmary and spent the
morning with the sick girls. Then we had
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dinner, composed of turkey and other good
things. After dinner I walked down to
the post office with Bessie Smith. We en-
joyed the walk very much, and I got back
in time o have a nice long visit with Miss
Woodgate and Miss Gibbs. They bad
lots of news for me, for I had not heard
anything about the Home for a long time.
After tea we all went to the schoolroom
and played games for a long time, then we
sang together. T sany a piece and recited
something, too, and one or two others
gave us some pieces, which were very nice
indeed. Then we had some candies and
oranges, and it came to the time when I
had to go home. Well, I will bring this
letter to a close, with love to all, from
JANE LINGARD.

Kate Tane tells us of her life in
Canada and her duties and plea-
sures :

I am writing in answer to your letter,
and I thank you for sending me the Ups
AND Downs. I got my Scripture Union
Card, and I have not been to bed one night
since 1 got it without reading my portion,

My master was reading the Ups axp
Dowxs, and he said he did not see my
name or picture or any of my letters in i,
so I made up my mind I would write a
letter and ask you to put it in the next
number.  So I suppose T must try and
make it as interesting as possible. 1
will tell you all about my home. It is not
on a farm, My master is a carriage-
maker, with six children and no mother.
There are four girls and two boys.  Four
go to school when the roads are good, but
only three are going now. Itis a whole
concession to the school. The church is
only five minutes’ walk. 1t is a Methodist
one. I goregularly 10 church and Sunday
school, and my teacher gave me a nice
card at Christmas.

We are holding revival scrvices now
every evening curing the week. [ have
only missed once,and I think that is pretty
good, as it starts at seven o'clock and
closes at eight, so you see I am home in
good time,

We live right next to a store, and there
is another one not far away where one of
our girls lives, named Daisy Hotson., 1
often go there to do trading, and I have
had tea there twice. They are very nice
people.

There are six or seven Home girls round
bere, but [ must not take the room (o tell
all their names. I see four of them at
Sunday school every Sunday. I wish you
would give my love to Maud Jeffrey and
telt her I hope she will soon be back. 1
miss her so much. )

I think I must close now, so good-bye.

I remain, yours respectfully,
Kate TANE.
Cavan, January 171h, 1901.

Mary H. Smith has had the op-
portunity of seeing something of

New York at Christmas time, and
sends us a long letter which is full
of interest :

Drar GirLs,—It is not very long since
I wrote to Ups AND DOWNS, but as this is
Christmas time, I think you will like to
hear something about the stores in New
York. We must take it for granted we are
1alking together whilst I try and tell you
all T saw.

My mistress and another lady and my-
self went down town on Tuesday, Decem-
ber 18th. We weat by train and came
back on the cars, reaching home by half-
past eleven, We had a very nice time,
though we had pretty hard work to get
through the crowds. Mrs., H kept hold
of my hand for fear she should lose me.

The stores were all grand, decked with
evergreens ana Christmas greetings, and
Santa Claus standing up heve and there,
waiting with his bag for letters and things.
Then there were toys of all kinds—dolls,
horses, ships, games, cradles, dolls’ beds
and chairs, sleighs, books, sets of dishes,
little cook-stoves, washtubs and boards,
and hundreds of other things which would
take up too much room to tell.

Then we saw Santa Claus in his sleigh,
with four reindeer running over the hills
and mountains and through the tunnels.
We saw him again with three geese flying
over the Brooklyn Bridge, then we crossed
the road and saw him in his automobile,
the wheels going round as fast as possible,
and a big load of toys. Then, girls—uwill
you believe it 2—we saw his house, with &
pond beside it with fishes in it. There
was also a little boat, too, but we did not
see Santa. Then we saw in one of the
windows a real, live Santa. There were
such crowds round him, but we pushed our
way preity well up 10 the window. There
he was, taking some of the names down
wilth a great, big red and blue pencil, which
I guess was to last him for several years.
He looked all round, then pointed to some
of the toys he was going to send them.
He pointed 1o me, and showed me a doli,
and put my name down.  Well, girls, we
did have & good laugh. I think you would
have laughed, too, had you been there.
We went through all kinds of stores, and
in one we saw a church. It was in the
wall, and the snow was falling and the
stars shining, and just at the door a lady
and little girl were going in. It was all
lit up, and the organ was playing a well-
known anthem, ‘‘ Hark, the Herald Angels
Sing.” It all seemed so natural.

I enjoyed myself very much. Now,
dear girls, I will bring my letter to a close
by wishing you all a bright and bappy
New Year, Let us spend the new year
better than the old by following closely
after our Heavenly Father. Now I must
say no more, but love to you all.

I remain, yours truly.

MARY HARRIET SMITH.
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We have the greatest pleasure in
publishing the following letter from
one of our Toronto girls, of whom
we can conscientiously say that she
is one of the best, and of whom we
believe that in the ‘¢ daily round and
common task” she is walking faith-
fully ‘“ in His steps.”

27 CALLENDAR STREET, PARKDALE,
February 15th, 1g9o1.

DEAR GIRLS,—As | have never written
to the Ups AND DownNs, I thought I would
try and write a short one. I came out to
Canada in the year 1897, in the September
party. My first place was out on a farm,
and I shall never forget the good times I
used to have there. But I took sick and
had to leave; but I am in a good place
now. I have been here since August,
18g9. There is just one little boy, but he
is just full of mischief ; he runs all over the
place, and he is just beginning to talk. 1
think the weather we are having now is
just fine. I do love to hear the sleigh-
bells going, it makes it seem so much
brighter.

Last Summer we were away for six
weeks, and [ did have a fine time. [ had
to look after baby, and we almost lived
out of doors.

I think those of us who live in Toronto
ought to feel very thankful for the kind
friend we have in Mrs. Owen, and the
pleasant Sundays we may spend there. 1
was there last Sunday, and 1 did enjoy my-
self real well. You can’t help it, and for
awhile, at least, all our silly and trifling
troubles are forgotten. I think most of
the girls were al the Christmas party,
and we were all very sorry that Mrs.
Owen was so sick, but we are glad she is
better now. But I am sure we all left
feeling somewhat brighter,and encouraged
to press forward.

Dear girls, I think if we all tried to do
our best, we should and would be far hap-
pier than we are. We are all too ready
to get cross at any little thing that comes

up ; at least, I know I have to try hard to
overcome such feelings sometimes. But
even if we do fail, we can try again,

I can wash and iron nicely now and I
can bake just a few things. My mistress
gas promised to learn me if I stay with

er,

And now, girls, I will say good-bye for
this time, as you will be tired of reading
such a letter. I will write a few verses at
the end, which I hope we may all feel are
true. I remain, yours truly,

Bessie KITTON,

[ ALWAYS GO TO JESUS.

I always go to Jesus
When troubled or distressed ;
I always find a refuge
Upon His loving breast,
I tell Him all my trials,
I tell Him all my grief,
And while my lips are speaking
He gives my heart relief.

When full of dread foreboding,
And flowing o’er with tears,

He calms away my sorrow
And hushes all my fears.

He comprehends my weakness,
The peril I am in,

And He supplies the armour
I need to conquer sin.

When those are cold and faithless
Who once were fond and true,
With careless hearts forsaking
The old friends for the new,
I turn to Him whose friendship
Knows neither change nor end ;
I always find in Jesus
A never-failing Friend.

T always go to Jesus ;
No matter when or where
I seek His gracious presence,
I'm sure to find Him there.
In times of joy and sorrow,
Whate'er my need may be,
I always go to Jesus,
And Jesus comes to me.

No cloth is too fine for moth to devour.—Proverd.

No greater promisers than those who have nothing to give.—Proverb.

No bees, no honey ; no work, no money ; no gains without pains.—

Proverd.

No bird ever flew so high but it had to come to the ground for

food.—Duitch Proverb.

No evil propensity of the human heart is so powerful that it may not

be subdued by discipline.—Seneca.

No girl who is well bred, kind and modest, is ever offensively plain ;
all real deformity means want of manners or of heart.—Ruskin.
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HNOTHER three months, and
here we are still, most of us

jogging along quite cheerily,
for all the varied experiences that
have fallen to our lot, some bright,
some not so good, and one or two
that have made us feel rather sad.
Still, if we look for the good things
in our lives, it is wonderful how
numberless they are, and the sad
ones seem to shrink up and look so
small beside them.

Some members of our family have
dropped out and gone back to Peter-
borough to start out again and try
if the country suits them better ;
while two have been more enter-
prising still and gone to the North-
West—Matilda Roberts, who has a
nice situation at Headingly, about
two miles from Winnipeg ; and May
Hammond, who has goné to be with
her brothers. Among the other
changes most are decidedly for the
better, some of the girls just doub-
ling the wages they had in their
last places. We have now about
six girls receiving $10 a month and
more; and most of the girls from
fifteen to eighteen years old are
getting from $6 to $9 a month, with
the promise of ‘‘more to follow,”
while our little girls are having $3
to $4, or the value in clothing. One
or two sick ones, who have been
down to Peterborough for rest and
change, have returned to us doing
great credit to Miss Woodgate’s
care and kindness, looking so bright
and well, it is like getting a breath
of Hazel Brae air to see and talk to
them. And now Margaret Buck
and Florence Flack are in very
comfortable places, much thought
of, and apparently very happy.

The visiting has been rather
neglected, but the girls have tried
to make up for the deficiency by
visiting 'us, and very welcome they
always are.

Sunday gatherings have been very
large, and our lassies seem really
to enjoy them. On Sunday there
were twenty-six, and the singing
goes splendidly. The next thing is
to be the Bible Class; not a stiff
class such as we have at Sunday
school, but just a cosy talk among
ourselves, in which all will take
part and we will each one try to
help and encourage the other.

And we had a Christmas party!
Such a party! But someone else
must tell all about it, as I only saw
crowds of bright-faced, happy-look-
ing girls and heard such a noise
as only a crowd of girls can
make. So far as we could count,
there were a hundred and ten here,
who were welcomed by Mr. Owen
and made to feel at home by Miss
Kennedy, who was so kind to all
and won the hearts of most by her
kind, bright words and ready sym-
pathy in all kinds of fun and chatter.
I can’t remember half the nice
things the girls have to say about
her; but for my own part, I cannot
say enough of her kindness in giving
up the evening to fill such a tiring
position and do the duties of hostess
for me, and 1 hope we shall very
often see her among us.

One very encouraging feature in
the last few months’ work has been
the way some old girls, who had
been lost sight of in the Toronto
crowds, have re-appeared, in most
instances filling good positions, and
they little know what a real pleasure
it is to see them among us again.
Isabella Thornton is quite a young
woman, and has been on her own
account for three years, and is now
holding a good position with a very
good salary, and is in every way a
“daughter” to be proud of, as we
are. But Isabella has had to fight
her way there and stick atit. Some-
times it seems to me that what a
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great many of our girls lack is the
energy to stick at a thing and do it
thoroughly, notwithstanding dif-
ficulties and dxscouragements So
often the complaint is, ‘“She is a
good girl, but so careless about her
work; sheis not thorough enough.”
Our Heavenly Father, in His Word,
tells us ‘“ Whatsoever ye do, do it
heartily, with good will, doing
service.” Heartily, thoroughly and
willingly, not half-heartedly and then
sulkily. But here I am away into
another ‘‘sugar-coated sermon,”
with Isabella for a starting point.
What will she say to me?

Arabella Dunford has been for
years in one place and is getting
on splendidly. We quite hope to
see her at our Sunday gatherings
very soon.

Annie Cogley is in a very good
place on Avenue Road, and we hope
she will settle down now and get
herself well supplied with clothing
and a bank account. How grand
it sounds! But really it is very fine
to have one and another coming
along with her money to be ‘‘sent
to the bank,” as the girls are
beginning to realize the importance
and comfort of a ‘‘bank account)”
and are trying to start or increase
one already started.

We have new members in our
family too. - Annie Hubbard has
come into Toronto from near Col-
lingwood, where she has lived so
many years in the Scotch settlement
and has learned to talk Gaelic and
sing very sweet Scotch hymns. She
has a very good situation, with big
pay and not much work. Very
nice, is it not, girls? Amy Hedge,
who has been laid up at Hazel Brae
for so long, is among us, and, to all
appearances, getting on very nicely
in her city home.

Clara Donnelly, too, came last
month from Milliken to take a situ-
ation in Parkdale, where we hope
soon to place her sister, Fanny, near
her. Clara is getting good wages
and has not a hard place, and is
very much liked, and says she has
one of the nicest places in Toronto.
Annie Kane came at the beginning

of the year, and is living as house-
maid away up Yonge Street. She
has learned her work so quickly,
and does it very well. The only
complaint is that she is tco enter-
prising and attempts more than she
has strength to accomplish; but
she seems thoroughly happy and is
liked very much. Then there is
Jessie Foster from Cooksville, who
went straight off to a place, where
she has settled down “just as if she
belonged there always.”

We have another aspiring little
housemaid in Alice Hornby, who, I
quite expect, will push her way
right up into the front rank; but it
is early days yet to know how she
will get along, though I have little
doubt but that she will do well.

Another one is Gertrude Woods,
who has been for four years with
her mistress and moved in with her
from the country. She is a bright,
lively girl, strong and healthy, “and
quite a capable little servant, and
with all her experience and know-
ledge of her mistress’ ways, is worth
good wages; for it really is a great
thing to us mistresses to have a girl
who knows just how we like things
done and when, and can do them
even if we are absent and, better
still, are willing to do them.

The last is Violet Smith. She is
quite a new-comer; but we hope
she is going to uphold the good
reputation of our Toronto girls.

So much for our new members,
and about the old? Well, of course,
they are good! Now and then a
little one is sulky and inclined to be
wilful. It is naughty and very silly ;
but they are quite our ‘*little ones,”
and will know better soon. And
some of the bigger ones do a little
“kicking” for privileges that they
do not really wish for ; but because
others have them who are a little
older and more staid, they think
they must too. But our girls gen-
erally listen to reason and are sen-
sible enough to settle down again
like the most of them, who plod
along quite contentedly and happily,
just doing each day’s work as it
comes along as well as possible,



74 Wps and Downs

and thoroughly appreciating and
enjoying the outings in their due
course.

Bessie Kitton is one of these.
She does not get big wages, but is
thoroughly ‘“at home” and very
much liked, and she works steadily

along, learning all she can, doing
all she can, and always looking so
bright and happy, for Bessie has
found the secret of true strength
and real happiness.

EMiLiE G. OWEN;

Faithful Service

LITTLE kitchen-maid was sit-
ting, the first night of her
arrival in a great household,

feeling very lonesome and wishing
herself at home.

She was going to bed in the little
attic that was to be her own room,
sitting on her box with a sort of
affection for the one thing that
came from home, when her eye fell
on an old bit of newspaper that was
in the drawer for her clothes, and
was more than a year old.

It was a list of deaths, and the
word ‘‘servant” catching her eye,
she read it, hardly thinking of what
she was doing.

This is what she read :

On the 4th "inst., at Piccadilly, Mrs.
Joan Jarvis, for fifty years a faithful ser-
vant and friend in the family of James
Lewis, Esq. She lived respected and died
lamented.

The girl sat still on her box,
thinking how much was summed up
in fifty years of faithful service—how
many days of good, honest work,
how many good times and cross-
going times ; and what a thing to
have said of her, that she was friend

as well as servant, and lived re-
spected and died lamented !

And she thought how that Mrs.
Joan Jarvis must have stayed on
day after day and year after year in
her old place, till she loved all in it,
and all loved her.

¢ Perhaps she began as a kitchen-
maid, crying on her box,” thought
the poor little girl ; * but think how
she ended—and why shouldn’t I do
the same?”

And she did, too!

She listened to nobody who ad-
vised her to change; she went
steadily on through good days and
bad ones, till she rose to be cook,
and then afterwards housekeeper,
and did indeed die in the family of
a son, who was a little child when
she came to his father’s.

To have served long and well in
one family is a sure token of not a
few Christian graces, not a little
real goodness.

Such servants serve their earthly
masters well, because they also
‘“ serve the Lord Christ.”

[Copied and sent by Mrs, Haultain,

with many good wishes for the dear girls
who may read it.—December, 1900.]
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GERTIE was a really good little
girl, and her record of seven

years in Canada had been an
altogether unblemished one. Dur-
ing this time she had grown from a
rather dwarfish, unshapely little
person to a remarkably comely,
graceful young woman, and if not a
beauty, was in face, features and
general make-up a sight pleasant
to behold. The peculiar Ilford
waddle, suggestive of boots three
sizes too large and three times too
heavy, and which conveys the idea
of trying to walk and sit down at
the same time, had developed into
a trim and sprightly carriage with-
out a trace of the old-time institu-
tional shuffle. We will not assert
that Gertie was altogether indif-
ferent to those personal attractions.
She had a decided notion of herself,
but was withal a sensible, level-
headed little party, and blessed with
a decidedly smaller share of vanity
and self-admiration than falls to the
lot of most young people of her age
and condition of life. She could
find plenty of objects for her gaze at
least as interesting and attractive
as the looking glass, and ‘* where-
withal shall 1 be clothed” was by
no means the great problem of
Gertie’s life. She had had a good
home for the seven years of her life
in Canada with Mr. and Mrs. Mor-
gan, of Michigan Street, in Toronto,
and these excellent people had
trained her from the first in a wise
and kindly spirit. She had never
been formally adopted, but in the
seven years that she had been a
member of the Morgan household
she had been cared for and watched
over as one of their own, and had
almost learned to forget that she
was not one of the family. In the
household arrangements, no dis-
tinction was ever made or thought
of between Gertie and the Morgans’
own children, and Mrs. Morgan,

who was in delicate health, had
learned to depend upon her as an
elder daughter, and a considerable
share of the domestic management
rested upon Gertie's capable little
shoulders. Outside of the house-
hold she had few acquaintances.
She had becn for some time a mem-
ber of the Presbyterian Church, and
was one of the most regular at-
tendants at Sabbath school and En-
deavour mecting, and was thought
a great deal of both by her teacher
and the pastor ; but, being rather a
reserved, self-contained little person,
had never got much beyond a speak-
ing acquaintance with the girls of
her class or of the Christian En-
deavour Society. For the boys
Gertie had not, up to this time, dis-
played any great fondness, and
often had Mrs. Morgan remarked,
with satisfaction and thankfulness,
that there was nothing *fast”
about Gertie. Joe, a youth of
somewhat rough exterior, who de-
livered milk at the Morgan house,
had at one time paid some little at-
tention to Gertie, and had taken her
to the Island one Saturday after-
noon in company with the Morgans’
little boy, but a few evenings later
Gertie, having an errand to a shop
on Yonge Street, encountered Mas-
ter Joe issuing forth from a saloon,
held up by two companions and
evidently in a very ‘“ far gone ” con-
dition. He caught sight of her,
and, making a drunken lurch in her
direction, lost his balance and fell
heavily to the sidewalk, dragging
down his equally drunken escort, to
the huge delight of the spectators.
Gertie fled in horror and dismay,
and during the few days that fol-
lowed before Joe’s misdeeds led to
his receiving the ¢ sack” from his
employer she would neither speak
nor look at him, and the milk was
received in severe and solemn
silence. With this very unpropi-
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tious exception, Gertie had kept the
boys at arm’s length, and although
more than one eligible youth had
made some advances towards ac-
quaintanceship, none had received
any encouragement. But now at
length a very great and important
transformation had come to pass in
Gertie's ideas and prospects, and a
great ruffling had occurred in the
bitherto smooth and placid current
of her life. The cause was none
other than a bhandsome young
gentleman, Walter Rigby by name,
whom Mr. Morgan had brought
home to supper one evening to dis-
cuss the affairs of the Sons of Eng-
land lodge, in which they both held
office, and who had since become
rather a frequent visitor of the
Morgan household. It was not
long in becoming evident that these
visits had some other object than
the discussion of lodge business
with Mr. Morgan and the balancing
of the lodge books, and soon it
dawned upon Gertie’s mind, with a
sense of consciousness that was
very delightful, that it was for her
sake that Walter could devise so
many excuses for calls upon the
Morgans. She was a very proud
and happy little person in those
days when Walter's attentions grew
more and more pronounced, and
when his coming to tea on Sunday
evenings became an established in-
stitution, with the invariable sequel
of his taking her to church and their
strolling slowly home afterwards,
when she would take his arm, and
they would talk—well, like young
people under the same circumstances
always have talked, and, we sup-
pose, always will talk. She didn’t
trouble to enquire very closely into
Walter’s position and prospects, but
she knew that he was practically
the manager of a thriving manu-
facturing concern down town, and
she had heard Mr. Morgan speak of
him as a young man of excellent
business qualifications who would
certainly make his way in the world.
She knew he came originally from
England, and she had an impression,
although it must be admitted this

arose rather in her own imagination
than from anything Walter had ever
said on the subject, that his family
were people of high social standing
in the Old Country. For the rest,
Walter was undeniably as good-
looking, well-informed, pleasant-
mannered a young fellow as could
be met in a day’s march, and Gertie
was very deeply and very earnestly
in love. And then came the happy
evening when Walter asked her to
be his wife and told her how much
he loved her and thought of her,
and how happy they would be to-
gether, and so forth, and she had
whispered “Yes,” and they had kissed
and she had cried, all in the old, old
style that is often very old, and very
stale, and very bitter to look back
on; but, to Gertie, was all new, and
sweet and lovely. And as soon as
she reached home she poured out all
the happy tale to Mrs. Morgan, and
Mrs. Morgan lovingly congratulated
her and told her that she and Mr.
Morgan knew Walter to be a sterling
Christian young man who would
make her a good husband. The
next day Walter bought her a lovely
diamond ring, and everybody who
cared to know was soon told that
Gertie was engaged to Walter
Rigby and that they would be
married before very long. And yet
amidst all the joyfulness, and con-
gratulations, and bright prospects,
there was a dark shadow in Gertie’s
mind that would at times persist in
casting itself over her very happiest
moments. Walter did not know
she was a Home girl, and if he
found out, might it not make a con-
siderable difference in his feeling
towards her? She felt sure he
ought to be told, and yet she could
not bear to tell him. Such horrible
things were said about Barnardo
boys and girls, and whatever might
he think of her? She had been in-
troduced to him as Miss Gertie
‘“Morgan,” and she knew that he
supposed she was_a relation of the
Morgans, although he had never
pressed her about her family or
antecedents. He never seemed, in
fact, to want to talk about their
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families or relations on either side,
so that it had been quite easy to
leave him under his mistake but it
made Gertie very uneasy; and, if
the truth must be told, she had had
several bitter weepings on the sub-
ject after going to bed at night
when nobody could see her or won-
der what was the matter. She
could not bear the idea of deceiving
Walter. She felt sure he must find
her out some time or other, and yet
to risk losing his affection or mak-
ing him think less of her was more
than she could endure. It made
her feel quite hard and bitter
towards the Home, although her
conscience told her how ungrateful
this was, and when Mrs. Morgan
suggested that she should write to
the ladies at Peterborough and tell
them of her engagement, she made
an excuse for not doing it at present.
Up to this time Gertie had always
regarded Dr. Barnardo and the
Home with much loyalty and affec-

tion, as, indeed, she had every
reason to.
Her father had been a ware-

houseman in London, and a very
sober, respectable man. Gertie
had passed her infancy and early
childhood in a very happy, well-
ordered little home in the suburbs
of London, but sickness had come
in, and her father, after a long,
painful illness that swallowed up
what little money he had saved,
died, leaving the mother, a sickly,
delicate woman, to struggle as best
she could with the two children—
Gertie, aged four, and her small
brother, aged two. Gertie had a
very distinct recollection of the suf-
ferings and hardships of those
early days, of the wretched room
in the East end of London to which
the poor mother was forced to move,
and where she struggled bravely by
work with her needle to keep a
home together for herself and her
children. Gertie could well recall
the severe Winter when, for weeks,
they were without fire in their room,
and often without food, when al-
most the last of the scanty belong-
ings had gone to the pawnbroker’s,

and her mother, emaciated, starved,
sick and dying, struggled on to keep
together even the wretched sem-
blance of a home that was left to
herself and her children. She
could remember when her mother
had become too weak to go to and
fro with the shirts that she was
making, and she used herself, with
much difficulty and labour, to hug
the parcel in her little arms and,
with the piercing wind searching
through her thread-bure garments,
make her way through the streets
to the big warehouse where the
gentleman of dark complexion with
the large nose and the very big
rings on his fingers used to open the
parcel and severely examine each
garment before handing out the
ninepence that represented, oh, so
many hours of her poor mother’s
painful stitching. Gertie could
never forget one terrible afternoon
when her mother’s cough had been
worse than ever; when they had
had nothing to eat since the day
before, and she and her little
brother were huddled together on
the poor bundle of rags in the cor-
ner of the room that they called bed,
her mother had suddenly dropped
her sewing and came over and sank
down beside them; and how they
couldn’t wake her, and they were so
frightened that she ran down stairs
to tell the woman who let the rooms;
and how there happened to be a big,
good-natured man, who turned out
afterwards to be one of Dr. Bar-
nardo’s beadles, talking to the
woman ; and he had come upstairs
with her and spoke so kindly to her-
self and her little brother. And then
she could recall how that night they
were all moved away and she and
her brother taken to a house with a
big lamp that had something on it
about ‘‘No destitute child ever re-
fused admission,” and inside there
was some lovely hot cocoa, and lots
of good bread and butter, and a
warm, cosy bed. Gertie could never
recall quite so clearly what hap-
pened immediately after, but she
remembered being told that her
mother was dead, and going with
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her little brother to a big building
with a lot of policemen and import-
ant-looking men standing about,
and being asked a great many ques-
tions by a solemn-looking man who
wrote down the answers in a big
book, and of her hearing something
about an inquest, and a verdict and
death by starvation. And she
could remember more clearly than
anything else being taken to see
her mother, lying so still and cold,
and white and thin, but so peaceful,
as if she was resting quietly after
the years of pain and struggle. And
then came five years at the Village
Home at Ilford that were very
happy ones for her, as her Cottage
Mother, although an austere old
maid of the Plymouth Sister species,
was at bottom a true-hearted,
kindly soul who loved her little
charges and sought prayerfully and
conscientiously to do her duty by
them.

When it was settled that she
should come to Canada, Gertie was
almost broken-hearted at leaving
the Village and her Cottage Mother,
and although the home-sick feeling
soon passed away after she went to
live with the Morgans, she had
always felt a very real affection for
the Village and its associations. On
the voyage out Mr. Owen had made
a good deal of her, and she knew
Mrs. Owen well and had been often
at her house in Toronto. She had
always welcomed Miss Gibbs when
she came each year to see her, and
altogether she had felt until now
quite happy in being a ‘‘Home
girl,” and never in the least inclined
to disown it. Of course, she knew
that some people did not like the
Home girls and boys, and that very
horrid things were written about
them in the papers ; but Mr. Morgan
would always speak with indigna-
tion and disgust of these newspaper
attacks, and Mrs. Morgan had re-
signed her position on the board of
one of the large Toronto Institutions
because of some disparaging re-
marks upon Barnardo children that
had been made at a meeting, al-
though not till she had given the

assembled ladies her mind upon the
iniquity of their insulting and trying
to injure a body of young people
whose only offence was that they
had been poor and orphaned. But
now, under the altered circum-
stances of her engagement, these
things came back to Gertie in a new
and painful light. Would Walter,
if he knew her history, imagine that
she was diseased and degenerate,and
all the other nasty things that she
had heard ascribed to the Home girls
and boys, and that had provoked
Mr. Morgan's righteous indigna-
tion? Could he think the same of
her if he was told that she was ‘‘one
of those Barnardo girls?” The
conflict of feeling was very great,
but Gertie had not heard in vain of
that great loving, tender Friend
and Elder Brother who knows and
understands all about the trials and
perplexities of His children and is
the Burden-Bearer for every heavy-
laden soul. One night, when the
thoughts of what she would have
to explain to Walter had been
more than usually tormenting her,
she shut herself up in her room and
there on her knees poured forth the
whole story into the sympathizing
ear of the Friend she knew and
trusted, and the answer was borne
in upon her heart, clear and true,
bidding her to be of good courage,
act honestly and leave the rest to
God. Gertie rose from her knees
strengthened and comforted, and
with her mind resolutely made up
that at the first opportunity she
would unburden her mind to Walter
and do what she now felt sure was
her duty,regardless of consequences.
It was a hard struggle, and Gertie
was no heroine, but just a simple-
hearted little girl who had learned
to love Jesus Christ and to follow
His bidding. Walter was to call
for her the following evening at
half-past seven and to take her to a
concert at the Massey Hall. They
would be sure to walk home together
afterwards, and then, when they
were alone, she would make a clear
breast to him of the great secret
that, to poor little Gertie, had by this
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time come to be regarded as a most
desperate disclosure. Strong in her
resolution, Gertie went through her
day’s work cheerfully and briskly ;
but, alas! when the evening drew
near circumstances seemed to con-
spire against her carrying out what
she had so bravely determined upon.
The evening paper was delivered
about five, and glancing over its
columns, the first thing that met
her eye was an immense scare
heading stretched across two col-
umns, ‘‘Robbery by a Barnardo
Boy!” and underneath was an ac-
count of the theft by a boy of a
setting of duck’s eggs from a
farmer’s barn in the West. The
principal leading article in the paper
commented upon the event, and
referred to Barnardo boys and girls
generally as the diseased off-scouring
of humanity, gathered from the slums
of Whitechapel, crowding the goals
and penitentiaries of Canada, and so
forth. Poor Gertie’s spirits sank to
zero and were not in the least
revived by the whole-souled indig-
nation that, during the whole of the
evening meal, Mr. Morgan poured
forth upon the writer and compiler
of the offensive article and despatch,
and whom he wished to see tarred
and feathered, horse-whipped ' and
otherwise chastised for their mis-
deeds. Gertie knew that Walter
took the same paper and, of course,
would have read the article, and
now, with this fresh in his mind, she
must tell him that she was one of
the class of whom he, no doubt,
would believe all the editor said of
them. It seemed terribly hard, and
just before they left the house for
Massey Hall Gertiehad torun upstairs
for a minute and ask that she
might be given the strength to do
what she knew to be right, and not
shrink from it when the time came.
On the way to the Hall, another
unpleasant incident happened that
upset Gertie not a little. They were
riding in a Queen Street car when,
on the corner of Bathurst Street,
there bundled in Mr. Owen and a
small boy with a valise, evidently
on his way to the Union Station.

At any other time she would have
been pleased to see him and they
would have chatted all the way
down, but to-night it was so awk-
ward, and what would Walter think,
and would he know who Mr. Qwen
was, and suspect things? She had
quite made up her mind what she
would say to Walter and had, in
fact, rehearsed many times over a
nice little speech in which the news
would be broken in the easiest and
least objectionable manner possible;
but now this untoward appearance
of Mr. Owen seemed likely to upset
all these calculations. She quite
lost her self-possession, and was
only conscious that Mr. Owen gave
a nod in the direction of Walter and
herself, and settled himself down at
the other end of the car, and was
looking straight before him with an
amused sort of expression on his
face. She then realized that Waiter
was looking at her with a very
uncomfortable, annoyed expression
that she could not in the least
understand. Surely he did not sus-
pect her of flirting with a stranger,
but what made him look so vexed ?
Mr. Owen certainly looked the last
sort of person to be exchanging
smiles with a young woman in a
car. He was looking rather more
shabby and ill-dressed than usual,
and disarmed suspicion by burying
himself in a heavy-looking English
paper that he read vigorously until
the car stopped at Simcoe Street,
when he got off with the boy without
looking again in her direction. Still,
what could be the meaning of the
very queer look that Walter gave
her? When they transferred at
Yonge Street and left the second
car, they were in the middle of a
large crowd and had little oppor-
tunity of speaking; but all through
the concert she fancied Walter
seemed troubled and abstracted,
and when she reflected upon what
she was to tell him afterwards, a
very big lump seemed to rise to her
throat. The concert seemed long,
and she was glad when it was over
and they were on their way home.
Walter proposed that they should



8o Wps and Downs

walk, and she made up her mind that
as soon as they were crossing the
Park, where everything was quiet,
she would begin the story. Very
little was said as they passed through
the Ward on their way West, Gertie
feeling her heart too full and the
big lump too near her throat, and
Walter seeming unusually silent.
At length they were in the Park,
and Gertie knew the time had come
to speak. She had the first little
sentence all in readiness for delivery,
and she ftancied she was in the act
of opening her mouth, when suddenly
Walter spoke very slowly and grave-
ly, and as though the words were
costing him a great effort:

‘“Gertie, dear, I have something
to tell you that I ought to have told
you long ago. I hope it won’t make
you think less of me. If it does, I
must bear it. It's nothing I'm
ashamed of, although I did wrong
not to tell you sooner. Gertie, I've
got no father or mother on earth,
and I am one of Dr. Barnardo’s
boys.”

“Oh, Walter!” Gertie gave a
sudden little scream that made him
stop short and turn quickly round
to her. There was no one looking,

and the next moment Gertie’s arms
were round Walter’s neck and her
head on his shoulder. “‘And I
meant to tell you, Walter dear,
this very night, I am one of Dr.
Barnardo’s girls, and I came from
Ilford, and and "

The following evening a young
couple called at 214 Farley Avenue
and were shown into Mr. Owen’s
office, from which sounds of merry
laughter were soon heard and very
funny explanations were entered
into. Two of the happiest young
people in Toronto left the building
shortly afterwards, ushered out with
much hearty hand-shaking. A month
later, very dainty lttle wedding
cards were received at ‘ Hazel
Brae ” and Farley Avenue announc-
ing the marriage of Miss Gertrude
Morgan to Mr. Walter Rigby, *both
of Dr. Barnardo’s Homes.” Walter
is now a prosperous and successful
man of business and Gertie a very
charming little wife and mother,
and, if we are to believe their own
account, they have been very happy
together ever since, and expect to be
till ¢“ death us do part.”

A. B. O.

ALways as much virtue as there is, so much appears ; as much good-

ness as there is, so much reverence it commands.

The high, the generous,

the self-devoted sect will always instruct and command mankind. Nevera

sincere word was utterly lost.

Never a magnanimity fell to the ground.

Always the heart of man greets and accepts it unexpectedly. A man passes
for that he is worth. What he is engraves itself oa his face, on his form,
on his fortunes, in letters of light which all men may read but himself.
Concealment avails him nothing, boasting nothing. There is confession in
the glances of our eyes, in our smiles, in salutations and the grasp of hands.
His sin bedaubs him, mars all his good impression.” Men know not why
they do not trust him, but they do not trust him. His vice glasses his
eye, demeans his cheek, pinches the nose, sets the mark of tne beast on
the back of the head, and writes, O fool ! fool! on the forehead of a king.
- -Emerson.



