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T is one of the duties of those whom the 

students have chosen to fill the editorial 
settee this term to say a few words by way 
of preface to what we have got together in 

^ the following pages of the Academy Annual 
No. 4.

We have tried hard to do the best we could and 
we hope that those who are sufficiently interested in 
our school and its sayings and doings to read over 
what we have set before them this year will do so in 
the same spirit of friendly criticism with which they 
have judged our previous efforts. We thank our 
exchanges of last year for some friendly words which 
they found themselves able to say about us. A cer
tain college paper with a cover in yellow and black 
was kind en< ugh to say that the “ youngsters of the 
High School,” (meaning us) had good success in mak
ing their paper pay We don’t deny that we do 
make the Annual earn wlmjb we hope is an 1 honest 
penny ’ for us, but wo make no secret of that, and if 
those big editors will deign to call upon us at our 
office at the corner of Sack ville and Brunswick 
Streets, ‘ the youngsters ” will be most happy to tell 
them how we manage things so as to have a balance 
(last year a balance of $125) on the right side of the 
ledger.

It has been the steady aim of the ANNUAL for the 
four years of its existence to serve not only as a 
magazine of the best literary efforts of our pupils, but 
also as a means of giving some idea of all the interests 
—the whole life of the school we represent. Those 
who set our more formal tasks for us are too apt to 
look upon us as mere lesson-learning animals. They 
violate the axiom of geometry which says that the 
whole is greater than the part. If the dignitaries of 
the C. P. I. (we pass over our more immediate task

masters) would condescend to be curious about the 
whole of our school-life and work, not solely consider
ing the part they impose upon us, they might feel 
more disposed to listen to what we have had to say 
for the past four years about our studies. We think 
ot these worthy gentlemen as ‘ sitting on the hills 
like gods together, careless of mankind ’ or, at least, 
careless ot that part of mankind made up of the boys 
and girls. A person who will take the trouble to 
look through the following pages will see that there 
are many features of our school life altogether outside 
the limits of the cast-iron programme of work drawn 
up for us at the education office. This might suggest 
to any one familiar with the circumstances air.id 
which our school life goes on, the necessity of taking 
a view of everything we have to do instead of broking 
upon the Curriculum as the sole object of attention 
with us from the beginning of September to the end 
of June. Our reason for bringing up this hackneyed 
topic on our first page is that the claims of those wlio 
have the care of our education to a share in the 
deciding of what that education should lie, seem now 
to have some shadow of a chance of being recognized 
We hear talk now of allowing more options.—of 
turning a little Mathematics and Science out into 
the ‘ Optional ’ cold to keep the Languages company. 
The fines imposed upon those who wanted to study 
Latin, or Greek, or French, or German, seem now to 
have some remote chance of being removed. We 
know that we have very little influence, but we are 
glad to think that what little we have has always 
been used in advocating the rights of teachers and 
parents to a little say in what shall be taught.

So much then for the Annual’s views on this 
impoitant matter. Having unburdened our united 
editorial mind of this weighty subject, we begin to 
consider whether there is anything else worth the 
emphasis of mention in the space wherein the editors 
do air their views.

As to our numbers we are hardly so numerous as 
last term, although the size of the L class is somewhat 
phenomenal. We are sure the teachers must have 
learned since the term began to sympathize with the 
most unfortunate position of the

* Old woman who lived in « ehoe 
And had so many children ahe didn’t know what to do.’
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The teachers are really worse off than this ‘old 
woman,' for the heroic measures adopted Ly her for 
dealing with the difficulties of her position are not 
available in the case of the B class.

We ahe sorely overcrowded in our phesent 
QUARTERS. Would that the School-Hoard would take 
the trouble to think for five consecutive minutes 
upon the many inconveniences we daily and hourly 
suffer from this cause ! However, we manage to get 
along in spite of everything, and think that we don’t 
do so badly after all. The People's College must lie 
conducted with great regard to economy, no doubt, 
and so if we cannot always have what we like we 
must try to like what we have.

It is the last, but not the least, pleasant duty of 
the editors to wish that all who read our paper may 
have a merry Christmas time.

Again the hells ring,
The same old undn,

Telling Christmas is here 
With its pleasures again "

We come to refresh your memories (kind readers) 
with the mention of our existence, our interests and 
our Aims, and to wish you all the joy and happiness of 
the Christmas season as well as every prosperity in 
the coming year.

OUR CLOSING.

On the afternoon of Friday, November the twenty-fourth, 
the Assembly Hall was well tilled with students and their 
friends to witness the foitnrl dosing of the sdmol term, 
which ended in July last. Mr. A. M. Boll, Chaiiman of 
the School Board, presided. Near him was our old friend, 
Governor Duly, fiom whose hands the winners received 
their prizes and medals ; and also Bishop Courtney, Rev. 
Clarence McKinnon and Dr. A. II. McKay, the speakers of 
the afternoon. < Hirers on the platform were : Colonel Clerke, 
Principals Forfeit and Fean n, Professor Howard Murray, 
Rev. K. P. Crawford, Rev. II. B. McKay, Aldermen Geldert 
and Faulkner, Mr. Charles Archibald, Supervisor McKay 
and Secretary Wilson. Letters of ngret at being unable to 
be present were received from Gctur.tl Lord Seymour, Mrs. 
Charles Archibald, Rev. Dr. Black, and others. Shortly 
after three o’clock Chairman Bell began his opening remarks, 
and in them he urged all to take Progress as the watchword 
in life. He gave examples of men of his acquaintance 
occupying positions of honor, who, in their boyhood, were 
not content with doing what the ordinary hoy could do, but 
were resolved to attempt that which called forth the powers 
of exertion within them. To use his figure, they gained 
one round of the ladder of success, and finding themselves 
secure in this position, strove to grasp another higher up. 
Having gained the higher round they let go the lower. Thus 
ever upwards and onwards they went, till now they are 
looked upon as persons who made the most of their life. 
On the other hand, he knew many men who work hard and

make but little progress for they fail to seize the golden 
opportunities within their reach.

Mr. Kennedy being called upon for a report of the work 
of the term, said that the total enrolment was 348, as 
against 361 of the previous year. This number included 
215 girls and 133 boys. Of the 230 who took the govern
ment examinations, 213 were successful in winning the 
certificates applied for. Altogether there were taken 225 
ceitificates divided thus : -13 B, U7 C, and 85 D. .lodging 
from this record, lie regarded the wotk as up to the 
standard of that of other years. The course of study came 
in for some notice. He was not prepared to say that the 
work was excesMve, but as the Education Office invites open 
criticism of the syllabus of study hading to an improvement, 
lie had a suggestion to make, namely, to have more options 
in it. The arranging of these options is merely a matter of 
detail, hut he thought that keeping the numb' r of subjects 
necessary for a grade as at present, Latin, Greek, Fiencli, 
German, Physics, Practical Mathematics, and History 
and Geography should he plated in the optional list. 
Having fewer subjects we could do more thorough work 
in those we choose, and he a 1 the better able to pass 
the matriculation examinations of the various colleges. 
After stating that the pupils’ standing was determined by 
the government grading and not by the teachers, he asked 
the Lieutenant-Governor to present the prizes to the success
ful students.

This duty being over, Governor Daly made a few perti
nent remarks. He had often t du n part in our exercises and 
was always pleased to do so, but this was viry likely the 
last time he would address us in his official capacity, lie 
congratulated us on winning prizes and ceitificates, which, 
we are told, should be looked upon as rewards for diligent 
study in the past and incentives to greater industry in the 
future. To those that failed, his advice is tiv, try again, 
for he hoped that no such word as final failure appears in 
the lexicon of the Academy youth.

Rev. Mr. McKinnon, in his remarks, impressed upon us 
the importance of intelligence and integrity, twin graces 
upon which our empire is Imilt and by which it is guided, 
rather than by brave soldiers aiiu dignified statesmen, 
(piloting Pope’s line, “ Man never is, but always to be blest,” 
he said he looked forward with confidence. In accomplish
ing the great results of the future, perhaps it is to science 
and not to classics we must turn. At one time science was 
looked upon as a monster which would destroy ecclesiastical 
affairs, but now the genius of man has harnessed it to his 
services. He trusted we would go forth hearing the torch 
o‘ knowledge till every hamlet and every volley reflected its 
glory.

Bishop Courtney, also, was happy in his lemarks. He 
la gged us to ho accurate in our knowledge and to exercise 
our powers of observation. When facts have been acquiied, 
draw deductions from them and go out into the world with 
eyes open, 'lake Dean Farrar’s advice, “ Know all you can 
about one subject, and something about everything else.” 
The points made by his lordship were enforced by apt 
illustrations which will dwell in the minds of many present.

Dr. Mac Kay, Superintendent of Education, was the lust 
to address us. He sought to inculcate the necessity of 
acquiring habits of industry, and in speaking of their 
work paid a merited compliment to the teachers in the 
elementary schools. Owing to the lateness of the hour the 
doctor's remarks were brief.
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Before closing, Mr. Kennedy made an announcement, 
which was received with much applause. It was that Mrs. 
Charles Archibald offers u prize—a ten dollar gold piece— 
in competition to he determined by herself and the teachers. 
Particulars of this addition to the prize 1M are given in the 
proper column.

The musical part of the programme was well carried out.
A piano solo was given by Miss Annie Layton ; a violin and 
piano duet by Misses draco Hillman and Minnie Black ; a 
solo, ‘The Fairies,' was sweetly sung by Miss Tina Allen ; j 
* Rule Britannia,’ by the students, with Misses Annie 
Layton and Carrie Cunningh mi as accompanists on the 
piano, and Masters Gordon Crichton and James Thorne on ' 

the baas and kettle drums respectively ; ‘ Soldiers of the j 
t,hiecn,’ by the students, with Masters Frank Archibald and 
Kells Swenerton taking the leading parts, and Misses Tina j 
Allen and Annie Layton accompanying on the piano ; and 
the singing of the national anthem at the close.

The prizes and the winners were as follows :—

1. The Chairman’s Gold Medal : A gold medal offered by
Alderman J M. Geldert, Chairman of the School 
Hoard, awarded to the graduate making the highest 
aggregate in the subjects of the course.-Gilbert 
Sutherland Stairs

2. The Blackadar Gold Medal : A gold medal offered by
H. B. Blackadar, ex-Chairman of the School Board, 
given to the graduate making the highest aggregate 
in English, Physiology and History—four subjects.— 
Royai. Elliott Baths.

3. The Mayor's Gold Medal : A gold medal offered by
Mayor Hamilton, awarded to the graduate standing 
highest in Classics.—Alfred Edward Davis.

4. The Academy Gold Medal : A gold medal given to the
graduate making the best aggregate in Mathematics 
and Physics—four subjects.—Annik Mary PauLKY.

5. A Special Prize of Ten Dollars, offered by J.C Mackintosh,
Esq., for the best essay on “ The Advantages of being 
a British Citizen.” - Not awarded.

6. An Academy Silver Medal given to the student of the
B class making the largest increase in the aggregate 
of the previous year —Ella Gertrude Shields.

7. An Academy Silver Medal, awarded to the student of the
C class making the highest aggregate in the subjects 
of the course.—Allan Poli.uk Lai no.

8. An Academy Silver Medal, given to the student of the C
class taking the highest rank in Classics —Frank 
Rogers Archibald.

9. An Academy Silver Medal, awarded to the student of class
C making the highest percentage in Drawing and 
Bookkeeping —one subject.-CAROLINE Anderson 
Cunningham.

10. An Academy Silver Medal, awarded to the student of the
C class making the greatest increase in the aggregate 
of the previous year.—Katie Osman Sanders. 

it. An Academy Silver Medal given to the student of the D 
class making the highest aggregate in the subjects of 
the course.—Amy Kingsi.and Pennington.

12. A Prize offered to the student of the B class for highest
marks in Physiologyand Universal History. — Gilbert 
Sutherland Stairs.

13. A Prize offered to the student of the B class for the best
aggregate in English Language and Literature.— 
Jennie Morris Fenn.

14. Book Prizes offered to students standing highest in German:
Class B- Elizabeth Jane Naylor.
Class C-Lydia Augusta Fleming.

15. Book Prizes offered to students standing highest in French:
Class B—Claudine Ferns Smithers.
Class C-Gertrude Clara Louise Mitchell. 
Class D—Amy Kinosi.and Pennington.

16. A Prize offered to the student of the C class standing
highest in English, History and Geography—four 
subjects.- Caroline Anderson Cunningham.

17. A Prize offered to the student of the C class standing
highest in Mathematics and Science.— Frank Rogers 
Archibald.

18. A Book Prize, offered by T. C. / len & Co to the student
of the D class making the highest aggregate in Kng>li: h 
—two subjects.—Amy Kingsland Pennington.

19. A Book Prize offered to the student of the D class making
the best mark in Latin.- - Harry Eli Bates.

20. A Book Prize offered to the student of the I) class making
the best mark in Drawing and Bookkeeping.- Henry
Eversi.ey Boak.

21. A Book Prize offered to the student of the I) class highest
in Arithmetic and Algebra. - Harry Eli Bates.

22. A Bock Prize offered to the student of the D class making
the best mark in Science.- Harry Eli Bates.

23. A Book Prize in the I) class to the student making the
best aggregate in Geometry, History and Geography - 
two subjects.-Ralph Sanderson Bili.man 

Prizes and Medals Offered for 1899-1900.
The list is nearly the same as that of last year. The 

following is added : Two Prizes of Five Dollars each, offered 
by Mrs. Charles Archibald, to be awarded to the girl and 
the hoy who shall prepare the best original papers on the 
principal events in Canadian History of the current year, 
and read the same with best effect before judges. Only such 
pupils as are considered to read and speak satisfactorily in 
their ordinary class-work shall he allowed to compete for 
this prize. In 1, read A. M. Bell for Alderman J. M. 
Geldert. Nos. 6 and 7 arc discontinued.

Prizes can he won students who succeed in taking
their certificates. In ease of r, tie, reference will be made 
to marks made at the quarterly examinations during the 
term. The winner of any medal is excluded from winning 
a second medal.

LAST YEAR'S B CLASS.

Where the;/ are, what they are doing, and something about 
8ome of them.

Lizzie Barxaby never seems to he in a hurry. She 
believes in doing her work thoroughly and well. She takes 
her time about the business of education and is with us 
as a It student again this year.

Maiiy Barnbtead was a very good student and may he 
depended upon to do her best in all her undertakings.

Lizzie Baxter never had the appearance of a girl who 
was taking hi r student life too seriously. She has her B 
ceitilieate to show for what she knows about pur Course of 
Study, and is now adding a knowledge of domcetic economy 
to her other numerous accomplishments.

Kathleen Ben net pursues the even tenor of her way 
in her home in the city.

Kdith Brown is at her home in the city.
Margaret Browne is taking the work of the B class 

over again, in which she will, no doubt, become very 
thoroughly versed.

5
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Winn in Burbidob lias not had enough of hooks yet, 
and is now spending her leisure time in getting up the work 
imposed upon her by her college masters.

Nellie Chapman is at Normal School. She will main 
a good trainer of the young idea, for she was hcrscll a faith
ful student.

May Church, the "interrogation point” of the Ac idemy, 
has left us for the *• city of culture and hiked beans.” From 
that ns a working base she is propounding patera to the 
President of the United States.

Edith Clarice, after a quiet uneventful three years of 
high school life, is now at her home in Bedford.

Mary Colter never seems to be worrying over course* 
of study. She is in the B class again this ye'./.

Bessie Connor was a very good student, and always 
bright and cheerful.

Anna Currie is a general student at D.ilhousie, and 
will no doubt be successful in any studies she may choose

.Jbnnib Fbnn did very well at her leaving examinations» 
and is going on with Latin and Greek.

Mauri, Grant takes the B work a second time.
ViLAH Hall used to talk a good deal in the “ optional ” 

rooms. She is at her home on Victoria Road, city.
MiL .iB Hancock, one of our youngest,” is a marvel of 

precocity. She couldn’t bear the thoughts of leaving 
school so young, and accordingly is again enrolled among 
the famous B's.

Lottie Hart was a faithful student and could always be 
relied upon to do her best.

May Hart, owing to irregular attendance last term, is 
again with us.

Edith Hazi.k is wielding the birch at Beech Hill school. 
Success to her efforts.

Lena Hbartz continues her studies at Sack ville. The 
reputation of our school is safe in her hands.

Annie Huestis never could consent to be grouped or 
labelled among the acquiescent. Wo have a good word to 
say of her in another column.

Louise Hutt is resting from her school labours at her 
home in Dartmouth.

Guhsie Kelly accompanies her friend, Miss Grant, to 
and from school with a fair degree of regularity.

Jean Lindsay is enrolled in the Freshman class at 
Dulhousie.

Christine MacDonald is teaching at Windsor Junction.
Jean McHbffy is teaching in Hunts Co.
Flora McNutt attends Dalhousie as a general student. 

She probably takes the same classes as her friend, Miss

Alice Maxwell i teaching.
Mabel Mooney is at homo We are glad to hear that 

her health has improved.
Annie Pauley was a clever girl and a favorite with all. 

SI o carried off the Mathei. utics medal.
Louise Pennington was only with us for a part of the 

term and is making up for lost time by good work on the 
B. syllabus this term.

Fi.orrib Phelan was dissatisfied with her progress last 
year, and is now making up for lost time in the B class.

Carrie Pushie is studying music at the Halifax Ladies’ 
College.

Sadie Richardson didn't recover sufficiently from the 
shock of parting with Miss VonSchoppe, to be a very hard 
student. She is again in class B.

Ella Ross is teaching at Sheet Harbour.
Blanche VonSchoppe is in Boston.
Ella Shields took a modal for doing so much better 

than she did in the term before. She is now at Normal

Hilda Blatter was a clever student and passed a very 
creditable leaving examination. She is now at home in the

Ollib Smith is at Sauk ville. She was one of our best 
students.

Claudine Smithers took the prize in French. She is 
staying at home now.

Edith Wood we expect to have with us in the 1» class 
after the holidays.

Ethel Woollard is teaching in Moosnland. We expect 
lo hear of her success in the profession.

Miss Withrow is teaching at Scot’s Bay Road, Kings 
County.

Clinton Ann \nd paid dearly for his education as he was 
obliged to come in on the cars every morning with a whole 
bevy of students. He is now pursuing bis studies at 

| Dulhousie. We wish him success in keeping up with them.

Roy Bates came to us from over the Border—from 
Uncle Sam’s domain. His specialty was pretty nearly 
everything, but perhaps Latin and Greek bad the largest 
share in his favour. Last year’s Annual was indebted to 
him for some clever writing. After a severe conflict between 
his wish to be a Bachelor of Arts and his wish to be a 
Bachelor of Art, the l itter prevailed, and he is now a stu
dent at Victoria Art School preparatory to studying abroad.

Norman Baxter was a specimen of an almost extinct 
species, for ho was always ready to answer questions put to 
the class at large. His was the voice that often broke the 
ominous silence that followed the request of the Physiology 
teacher for "opinions.” l,e is now at Dalhousie.

Martin Gay Black often got so gay, and icnoed do so 
many things that were out of order in class time, that he 
was invited from the modest seat he had liken down at the 
back of the room, with the words, “Friend, come up higher.” 
The rest of the term lie spent under the awful eye of the 
teachers. He is now “ At Home” in Dartmouth.

Hope Blois could always prove any exercise in Euclid 
so clearly and rapidly by the indirect method, that he often 
dazzled our feebler intellects, and muddled us so that we 
were not quite sure what he had proven when done. He 
figured prominently as Editor of last year’s Annual, member 
of Debating Society, and lecturer on Political Economy. 
We hear that hr now joins in the U-pi-dec, and pursues his 
studies and the sophomores at our University.

Clarence Buckley was a good average student. You 
could always make a pretty good guess at what be knew 
about the lesson, for you could read his writing. This could 
not be said of many of the class. He now deals out pills 
and bitters over the counter at Buckley Bros.
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John Ciiisuoi.m was one of the most eloquent speakers 
of our Debating Society, lie was very fond of conning 
Kipling in his corner while the class were reading Greek. 
He can now he consulted at hi« home in Dartmouth.

II Aim y Cox hod was as well liked as any member of the 
class. He persisted in sitting curled up like a caterpillar, 
and was the cause of many a lecture on keeping the shoulders 
hack, chest out, ami chin in. At the Commercial College, lie 
is laying the foundation of future prosperity as a business

Hahhy Cox. One might have thought to hear Harry 
Cox sing that he was loud of music, did they not know of 
his aversion to key» in any form. He read Latin well, hut 
brought forth the wrath of the Long Suffering Man because 
lie would not speak loud enough to be heard two scats away. 
Now at home at Isaac’s Harbor, Guysboro Co.

Alfred Daviss, commonly known as “climber,” was a 
study. Although never even sliyhtly hurried% relying on his 
funner knotcledye, he got through in July with a good margin 
and not with a close share as some of us did. He was the 
bravest one in the class, for although he was constantly 
threatened with being razed to the ground, he never swerved 
from the path of duty, but carefully tilled and cultivated 
what will some day be his pride. He is now assistant pro
fessor of classics at Dalhousie.

George Huntley Gordon, like Milton, was born an 
age too lute, for he was a firm believer in the “Divine Right 
of Kings.” A good fellow, scholar, and writer, lie was never 
known to be a stone’s throw from his chum, Gib Stairs. 
XVe hear that in Dalhousie he has forsaken the Greek in 
which he revelled, and has taken up French.

John IIobin, little known because much absent, was a 
quiet, peaceable fellow, and had not an enemy in the class. 
He is in the B class again this year.

Douglas Hunter, or “Dug,” was a general favorite, 
because he was the funny man of the class. No one ever 
spoke to him that he didn’t make them laugh. Instead of 
keeping books as he is doing, he should be keeping his eye 
on Mark Twain, ready to jump into his shoes when Mark 
has no further use for them. He is now “financial manager” 
at W. A C. Silver’s.

Eluiudub Khiker was the crack mathematician of his 
class. He would adjust his spectacles, look at any exercise 
in the Algebra for a minute, and in another there it was done 
for you as nicely as possible. He is at home in Quoddy, 
Halifax Co., N. S.

Frank “ Bapuarusa ” Layton was a popular member 
of the class His handsome neckties were never out of place, 
nor did a single hair of his head ever depait from the 
etraiyht and narrow way, except on the memorable occasion 
when we rushed the D’s. Then they were ruffled, and the 
broad white band that served as a choker for his slender 
neck was so wilted and crushed that it was no longer of 
its usual height, but only 3$ inches. He is now “run
ning” a large publishing house in Boston.

Alex. MacDonald was a beautiful blonde from Capo 
Breton. His hair never reached the twelve inch lenglh, 
but he made strenuous efforts in that direction. It is said 
that once he did look at the other sido of the room where 
eat the daughters of Eve. We believe he is now enrolled 
among the “ Meds.”

G us MacDonald was the valiant Captain of our Cadet 
Corps, and well liked by all the Company. He is in swift 
pursuit of studies at Dalhousie, and taking Greek at the 
Academy besides, as he never was associated with that sub
ject while among us, but preferred to loaf Greek hour.

Arthur Mack ay was the most shy and retiring member 
of the male persuasion in the class. In the Gieck and Latin 
classes he was too modest to attempt a translation of the 
ancient writers owing to the inadequacy of our language to 
express his feelings of their sublime meaning He is now 
at his home in Pietou Co.

Johnson Mackay, although standing thiid in the July 
exams., has decided to take the “B” work over again, 
because he wants to make first in his class next year. 
Here’s to his health.

Jam. Meli.ish, although perhaps the smallest boy in the 
class, has by no means the smallest brain, as was shown by 
his taking a Dalhousie scholarship. He was always bright 
and cheerful, a smile on his own visage, and trying to put 
one on everybody else’s.

Guy Mitchell, alias Warren, was known by an 
unearthly and unprintable name. He maintained his good 
nature in spite of jest and joke at his expense. It was he 
who *et fire to the Lyceum lust winter, but the cleverness 
of his lawyers got him off

Robert Si.aytkr we could wish had stayed at school 
longer than lie did, for he was well liked, both on the foot
ball field and in the class-room. He is filling an important 
position in the Bank of Nova Scotia.

Gilbert Stairs is one of whom his class is proud. He 
has captured for us the first ; lace in the Province every ye 
since his entrance to the Academy. Captain of the Foot I 
Team, Lieutenant of Cadets, and financial editor of lust 
Annual, he was perhaps as popular as any boy in the . mss. 
Continuing his record, lie took the first scholarship at D.d- 
liousie, and we feel confident will make a good lawyer and 
politician.

Hugh Upham was a good sober student. He was never 
known to whisper nor to get into a scrape. He has 
developed a desire to become a preacher, and will undoubt
edly one day be one of our greatest pulpit orators. He was 
respected by all.

John Weldon was another who came to the Academy 
to study rather than scrim, although he was good at both. 
A good student, and a fellow known by all and disliked by 
none. We are uncertain as to his present whereabouts, but 
have heard rumors to the effect that he is going west to try 
ranching. Success to you, John 1

Frank Woodbury, the last on the list, and the las: one 
in the world whom you would think of as adopting the 
heathenish profession of dentistry. Ho was always bright 
and cheerful, and wo can hardly think of him as pulling 
teeth after the gentle way in which he could pull a young 
lady’s hair.

Samples of choice (?) English from examination papers:—
(1) (Speaking of camping out) - “ We were three miles 

from civilization of any kina except wild animals.”
(2) The people were afraid that the corpse would be burnt 

to death, so they removed it.

1
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LiKVT. C. C. Wool;.
Killed In battle near Belmont, South Africa, November l»th, 1811».

RECOLLECTIONS.

Being somewhat of a dreamer, and being alone with my 
thoughts, my memory reverts to my school-days, and to my 
school-mate, the late Charles C. Wood, of whose death “on 
the South African battle-field,” I have just been reading. 
My recollection of the two years we were together at school 
and gymnasium, are at present very vivid. I fancy f am 
again at school, and that this jolly, genial fellow is in the 
midst of my other school-mates. He was r. great favorite 
with the teachers, p.s with us, “ his school mates.” I can in 
my imagination see him ami his particular chum, Will 
Gordon, as they sat together day after day in the various 
class-rooms ; hot!' very intent upon their studies ; for Wood 
was very thorough, and always up to the mark with his 
lessons. Then when recreation time came, he was always 
in for any sport that was going, and was very enthusiastic 
about athletics of any kind whatever. We were all sorry ! 
when he left us to enter the Kingston Military College, 
when hesturtoi. to train for his chosen profession in life. 
At Kingston hr was very successful, coming out eighth in a 
class of fifteen, thus gaining a lieutenancy in the British 
army. It seenn sad to think he should fall so early in this 
campaign, for I m sure that all his school-fellows think like 
myself, that had he been spared he would surely have risen 
in this, his chosen profosssion ; nevertheless, although his 
c ireer has been short, he met his death gallantly lighting 
for his Queen and country. Therefore, all his class-mates 
while regretting his short career, must to-day feel proud of 
their former school-fellow, Charles C. Wood.

(The above cut represents Lieut. Wood ns he appeared when a stu
dent at Kingston Military Collegv.|

THE LIBRARY.

“ May blessings be upon the head of Cadmus the Phœni- 
cian or whoever it was that invented books.”— Thomas Carlyle.

Thinking that it would interest last year’s as well as 
this year’s pupils to know how the funds contributed to 
the support of the library by No 3 of the Annual have 
been expended the librarian has written down the following

brief statement of some improvements and additions nude 
during tbo past term.

1000 new catalogues were printed at an expense of $22. 
New books were added to the value of $62. [The total 
number now in the Library is 1030]. Donations to the 
amount of $i5 were received from friends of the school. 
This we mention here thinking that it might suggest to 
others the desirability of their going and doing likewise. 
The library was open for the pupils’ use from Dec. 2nd to 
May 17th last term, during which time 135 books on an 
average were given cut each week. Mention must be made 
of the assistance given last term in the work of exchanging 
books by Mias Annie Pauley, Miss Ethel Woollard, Mr. 
Johnstone McKay and Mr. Norman Baxter.

An addition to our shelves which we arc not ashamed 
of is a number of Buskin’s books by his authorized English 
publisher, George Allen. Our limited means usually drives 
us to consider rheapnesh in the selection of new books but 
we have this small shelf’s end just to show that we really 
/mow how a good book ought to be made. The grim old 
hunter and slayer of Shims whose words wo have quoted 
above would have tine scope for his invective if he could 
sec the gaudy wares set out on our booksellers’ counters. 
This suggests a word of caution to the users of our books. 
Do handle them carefully, The life of a book passed in a 
school circulating library is short at best. Don,t make it 
unnecessarily brief by ill-usage. In throwing a book 
across the room for instance try to have it alight on its 
side and not on one corner as that twists its buck and is 
apt to break tire binding. Speaking seriously however we 
think that the books might bo handled a little more carefully 
than they now are. Let each student feel tlv; responsibility 
of taking good care of a book as a part of his or her own 
property, as it really is, and help to make the life of a good 
book as long as possible.

Coming back to our report however : the Dickon’s shelf 
on which the ravages of time were sadly apparent was filled 
up by the addition of the lost or worn-out volumes. Later 
novels by Stevenson, Weyman and Doyle were added and 
something easier for the younger boys and girls by Heut), 
Ballantyne, and the writers of girls’ juveniles. Lack of 
space forbids further mention of new books. They will all 
be found in the new catalogue.

The School Board has appreciated the eflorts of the 
pupils and has gone to a slight expense in tilting up a room 
on the third Hoor for the better accommodation of our books 
and the work of keeping them in order and looking after 
their ‘going out’ and (more important still) their ‘coming 
in.’ [N. B.—There is any quantity of room in our new 
quarters so that any who are disposed to donate us anything 
whether books or money need be in no fear of putting us 
to the slightest inconvenience through over-crowding.]

THE IDLER.

Sing heigh-ho ! Nothing to do !
The little brown squirrel runs up the tree,
And the leaves are merry and nod at me,
And an idle song comes in from the sea,

And the cloud-boats float about in the blue— 
Sing heigh-ho I Nothing to do !

Sing heigh-ho ! Nothing to do !
Above my head as I lazy lie
Is the friendly, gentle face of the sky ;
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The breeze steals past like a quiet thought,
And care and trouble are all forgot.
1 am a child, and I love to look—
All the earth is my picture-book,

And days are happy and dreams come true - 
Sing heigh-ho ! Nothing to do !

Sing heigh-ho ! Nothing to do !
Glad anil fearless the talk that passes 
From little people among the grasses !
The cricket hides in the shade and sings,
The sea-gulls drift on their silver wings.

I lie and dream all the sweet hours through - 
Sing heigh-ho ! Nothing to do !

Sing heigh-ho ! Nothing to do !
Butterflies curtsey and pass me by,
Green is the grass, and blue is the sky ;
The joy of wind and the strength of tree 
Call to the youthful and strong in me ;
Hark ! the rush of the wild-bird's wings !
Strange and sweet are the notes he sings ;

The earth is fair, and the hours are few—
Sing heigh-ho ! Nothing to do !

Sing heigh-ho ! Nothing to do !
This I dreamed by a glowing grate,
When the wind was high and the night was late;
The trees in the wood were bare I knew,
With storm-clouds frowning their branches through,
And the gruesome fingers of frozen rain 
Made dreary music against the pane—

But for me the bright-winged summer flew—
Sing heigh-ho ! Nothing to do !

Annie Campbell Hvestis.

A FOOTNOTE IN ACADEMY HISTORY.

In a “ visitor's book” (dated Jnnuaiy 7th, 1870), which 
may bn seen in the library, there is the following interesting 
entry in the hand willing of Dean Gilpin, then “Head 
Master ”

[Heading.]
“ High School for tiie City of Halifax.”

VisitorV Book.
“ The new building was opened with ceremony, January 

“7th. 1879.
“Edwin Gilpin, n i>., Head Master, Senr. Canon of St.

“ Luke’s Cathedral and Archdeacon of X. S. 
“Herbert A. Bayne, Pu. 1>., Second Master, Teacher of 

“ Mathematics and Physics.
“ W. II. Waddell, Third Master, Teacher of English.
“ .las. Licchti, Fourth Master, Teacher of Modern Languages. 
“ The large room was filled with visitois. There were 70 

“ boys present. Addresses wore delivered by Dr. 
“ Allison, Xupt. of Education, the Lieut.-Governor, 
“ the Bishop of Nova Scotia, the Chief Justice. Rev. 
“ Geo Hill.”

fin the following page arc the autographs of Ihese dis
tinguished speakers ;—
"Adams G. Archibald, Lieut.-Governor, Halifax, Nova Scotia.

“ David Allison, Supt. of Education.
1 Geo. \V. Hill, Chancellor of University, Halifax.”

[The autograph of the Chief Justice (Young) does not 
appear.]

Following these names on this page and continued on 
the three following are the autographs of other visitors pre. 
sent on this occasion, among whom we notice :—“Jus. J- 
“ Bremner, Chairman of the School Board ; L. G. Power; 
“ Wm. Acklmrst, Chairman Teaeheis' Committee ; Win. 
“Taylor, Chairman North District Yi< Com. ; M. J. 
" Power ; Joseph 8. Belcher; Jus. W. Murray, Assistant 
“ Commissary General ; W. 11. Keating, Registrar of Deeds ; 
“John Pad held. Principal of St. Margaret's Hall; E. N. 
“ Keating, City Engineer ; John Forrest ; Robert F. Burns, 
“ I). n. ; James Sharp, Methodist Minister; George B. 
“ Dodwell, Prov. Exam, in I^inguagea ; Thos. Duncan, St. 
“ Andrew’s Church ; John Silver ; J. Taylor W< oil ; B. 
“ Curren, Supervisor; Allan Simpson, Presbyterian Minister; 
“ P. G. McGregor, Presbyterian Minister ; Jas. B. Morrow, 
“ Vice Consul of France ; Alex. McKnight, n. d, Principal 
“ of Presbyterian Theological College ”

These are some of the men who came to the Academy 
twenty years ago to see work begin in the “ new building.” 
What a change the short space of twenty years brings 
about ! At our last public function not one of these teachers 
was present, and of the list of visitors Dr. Forrest was the 
only representative. And where are the “ 79 boys ?” 
Scattered no doubt over all the continents of the globe, 
while some inevitably must have passed not only from the 
High School we know, but also from the school of life itself. 
So passes the glory of the world.

WINTER.

Now the whispering leaves have vanished,
And the trees stand bleak and bare,

And little frosty breezes 
Come shivering through the air.

Oh ! Summer’s days were pleasant,
And the summer sunshine sweet :

But not the less with happiness 
The winter days we greet.

How could we do without them,
Their beauty and their light,

The glory of new fallen snow,
The frosty stars at night !

Oh ! Childhood’s years were happy,
And the days of youth are dear ;

But to loving hearts and simple 
Life is happy all its year.

Now our life is in its summer 
With its warmth, and growth, and glee ;

But no less need we find goodness 
In the winter days to lie

There’ll lie beauty in the falling 
Of the snow so pure and white,

In the days of rest and loving,
And the glorious stars at night.

Though the whispering leaves have vanished,
And tlit trees stand bleak and bare,

These are merry little snowflakes 
That come dancing down the air, M.
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THE QUEER EXAMINATION.

One Saturday morning mother sert me across the field 
on an errand to Aunt Susie’s house. It was very hot and 
on the way home I sat down under a big beech tree to cool 
off a hit After a while I heard voices near me that I 
hadn't noticed at first, and when I looked round to the 
other side of my tree I saw a lot of the hoys and girls of 
our school and some of the teachers too, sitting round a well 
which I am sure was never there before. The well was full 
up to the very top of the clearest water I ever saw, and at 
first I thought of running home to tell mother about the 
beautiful well for I knew what a bother she always had 
with the water in the house well, but then I wanted to see 
what all the people were doing, so I went over and asked 
Ted Larkins, my chum. “ Why !” he said, “ we're goin’ to 
have the examination here.” “What examination ?” 1 
asked. “ You duffer !” Ted replied, “ Don’t you mind old 
Shaw said yesterday that the grammar examination would 
be at this well to-day 1" “ I never heard such a thing,” I 
said, “and what well is this anyway ? It never used to be 
here.” “ Where’s your eyes f’ snapped a big girl near me. 
She pointed to a sign hoard over the well which had these 
words painted on it in big gold letters, “ The Well of 
English Undefiled ” Then I noticed a man I didn’t know 
standing close to the well and looking into it. His face 
looked kind and wise and stern all at once, and when every 
now and then he looked up I saw that his eyes were so 
bright and clear that they seemed to see right through one.

I felt very solemn, and I suppose looked it too, ai d 
perhaps Miss Lane, our English teacher thought 1 was 
frightened, for she said kindly, “ You need’nt he afraid, 
Jerry, for you always know your grammar real good.” 1 
wished she hadn’t said that for the man looked up very 
sharply at us both, and I thought “ Now he’ll expect me to 
answer very hard questions ” and I just sat still and looked 
into the well and tried hard to remember the Rules of

As I stared into the well I began to notice a very odd 
tiling about the water. All the crowd was chattering round 
me and I saw that everything that any body said was 
reflected in the water—just like a sort of echo. 1 watched 
for awhile and then I saw that some things were reflected 
just as they were said and others with a difference. My 
cousin, Amy Thompson, was quite near me and I noticed 
that whatever she said was reflected exactly as she said it, 
but when she asked the girl next to her when the holidays 
were to begin and the girl said, “They begin Friday but I 
am going home Thursday,” what 1 saw in the well was, 
“ They begin on Friday but I am going home on Thursday.” 
As 1 was reading that I noticed poor Miss Lane’s sentence 
further on, but it was changed into “ You always know 
your grammar very well.” I happened to look at Miss 
Lane just then and saw that she was reading her sentence 
and blushing dreadfully and looking ashamed, and I felt 
sorry for her.

Then Lottie Campbell asked Tom Smith what he was 
to do in the holidays, and he said “ 1 most always go to 
Grandfather's hut this year I am going to stay home and 
help make hay,” 'out what was written on the water was “ I 
almost always go to Grandfather's but this year I am going 
to stay at home and help to make hay.”

So it went on for a long time. Everything that was 
correctly said was reflected just as it was saiu and all the

incorrect things were corrected. and by the well was 
quite covered with these written echoes, and one of the 
teachers said to the man who had been standing reading all 
the things in the well and making marks in a book, “ When 
will the examination begin ?” The man pointed to the 
water and said shortly, “ The examination is over, and very 
few either of the teachers or scholars have passed." He 
looked tired and sorry, and angry ton. “ But,” raid the 
teacher, “ You have not asked a single question.” “ There 
was no need,” said the man, “The way in which piople 
speak shows what their knowledge of grammar is worth.” 
Then he stirred the well with a silver rod and all the writing 
vanished, and the water r park led more than ever, so that 
everybody felt that he was very thirsty.

The names of those w ho had passed were then read, and 
they were very few, all the teachers, even, were not men
tioned. Cousin Amy’s name was one of the first read, and 
to my surprise, my name was read too. 1 must have saved 
myself by saying so little. Prizes were given to all that 
passed, and the prizes were all alike—beautiful little cut 
glass mugs, filled with water from “ The Well of English 
undefiled.” We were all so thirsty that we drank the water 
immediately, and I never tasted such water in my life—it 
quenched my thir-t and made me feel so happy, and w hen 
I looked at the others I saw that ns each drank something 
of the man’s look seemed to come into his face and he grew 
taller and strnighter and happier looking.

Then the man turned to those who had not passed and 
told each what his punishment must he. Some had to eat 
grammars for dinner or sleep on them for pillows or carry a 
pile of them on their backs. But Ted Larkins ! Oh, poor 
Ted !—who had never failed in a grammar lesson in school 
or spoken a sentence correctly out of it—there he was, with 
a huge book, called the Standard Dictionary of Slang, tied 
round his neck like a stone, and his pockets stuffed full of 
grammars so that his back was nearly bent double. 1 ran 
to help hiir, for it seemed too bad that just because I had 
said so little I had got through, while liV, who could have 
answered any number of questions in grammar, had failed. 
As I ran a branch of a tree caught my shoulder and I fell, 
and then Ted and all the others and the well were nowhere, 
and 1 opened my eyas to find sister Alice shaking me and 
laughing and saying “ Little Boy Blue, is that the way you 
mind your sheep ?' And I was so glad to waken and find 
it was all a dream. M.

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.

1. L. M. Ques. —What is the most suitable and fashion
able way for a girl of sixteen to wear her hair ? Should she tie 
it ? Ans.-- Most decidedly. She should tie it under her chin 
in a bow-knot, or else wind it around her neck and pin it with 
a stick-pin. The latter is preferable for out-of-doors, and then 
the hair is usually dyed the colour of any of the fashionable furs, 
gray fox, chinchilla or Sable being most in favour.

2. Snowflake, Truro. Ques.— Is a box of candy a suit
able present to give a young lady at Christmas ? Ans.—No. 
Candy is out of fashion. A box of sardines, each sardine deco
rated with the crest of the recipient, and the box tied with 
broad blue or pink satin ribbon, or an onion in a fringed silk 
doyley, is a prettier and more popular fancy.

3. Frederic. Ques — Should a gentleman when making 
a call put his hat down or hold it? Ans.- Ut should either 
hang it on the piano lamp (if lighted), sit on it, or put it in the 
coal-scuttle. The last is considered the best.

Public Archives of Hove Scotil
HALIFAX, N. S.
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4. Charming Jane. Ques.—What is the proper pronun
ciation of the word Dance ? Dilnce or Dahnce ? Ans.— 
Neither. Daxvnce.

Matron Ques. —On your usual reception day if you 
happen to be otherwise engaged, should you have on your card 
on the door, “ Not Receiving ” or “ Not at Home " ? Neither. 
Your maid should be trained to open the doot just wide enough 
to allow her head to be thrust out, and say very distinctly, 
“ Aint in.” Of course the white cap is indispensable for such 
ceremony.

6. Vi 1 NX s Rajiv. Ques.—Should gentlemen when making 
afternoon calls assist their hostess by passing around the tea? 
Ans.—Goodness, no! If they were to begin such a practice 
the ladies would be obliged to give up going to see their 
friends. What women in our country can afford a new gown 
after every call they make ?

7. ACTON. Ques. —On which side of a lady should a 
gentleman sit at opera ? Ans.—On the other.

8. Jim. Ques. - What is the difference between the Ameri
can, Canadian and English ways of pronouncing car f Ans. - 
Cah—Car-r—Cftw.

9. Mary L, Shubenacadie. Ques.—In what position 
should a lady hold her hands when she sits down ? Ans.— 
She should hang one over her shoulder and keep the other in a 
pocket made specially for the purpose.

to Dandy. Ques.—’Should a gentleman smoke on the 
street ? Ans.—Certainly. The pipe or cigar should be removed 
only if it prove a serious obstacle to desultory conversation 
with his companion ; and a well-bred adept will take pains to 
g.ve the person with him the full benefit of the smoke. While 
passing ladies he will be careful to replace the pipe or cigar if 
he has happpened to remove it.

11. Guhbins. Ques. — Do you consider a coat of arms 
necessary to a good position in society? Ans.—tiy all means —

rovided it be a coat of two arms. Even a man with one arm 
as two arms to his coat Stranger still, a man with two arms 

has been seen in public places with two coats to one arm. A 
coat without arms has not yet been admitted into select circles.

12. L. G. Ques.- May a young woman accept presents 
from a man to whom she is not engaged ? Ans.—Yes, but 
vegetables and snuff-boxes only.

13. Anxious Enquirer. Ques.—Should people go to 
left or right in passing one another on the street ? Ans — In 
Halifax it is the custom for two persons to dodge each other 
for half an hour, after which take whichever side you can get. 
If time be an object, use the gutter at first.

14. Alicia. Ques.—Two ladies meet a gentlemen whom 
one knows. Should the one who is not acquainted with him 
bow when her friend does ? Ans.—Certainly. She should lift

15. Cleveland. Ques.— How should a young man con
duct himself at dinner ? What general directions can you give 
for manners at table ? Ans.— On reaching the dining-room he 
should turn around three times and bow to his hostess, after 
wuich he will endeavour to be the first of the company to be 
seated, drawing his chair very far from the table so as to 
obstruct the passage of the servants and to allow his back to 
take a graceful bend during the meal. He should tie his nap
kin around his neck, ask to be served a second time with soup, 
tip over his finger-bowl in his neighbour's direction, and use a 
spoon with pie. He should take wine and that frequently, and 
declare his preference for what is not provided. The words, 
“ If you please,’ should be used very sparingly, and “Thank 
you, ' not at all.

16. Mrs. D. Ques.- How should a hostess withdraw her
self and guests from table ? Ans.— She should cough, smile 
uneasily, rattle her spoon in her cup, and say in a refined 
accent, “ Have you all had enough?’’ or, “Are you all fed ?” 
If her guests reply in the affirmative, she will say, “Well, get 
up, then,'' and set the example.

17. Gentle Vixen. Ques. Should a lady remove her 
hat at the theatre ? Ans.—Not at first. The lady or gentle
man directly behind her should be provided with a curry-comb 
or some other instrument with which the hat may be forcibly 
lifted from behind a few times, drawing the hair with it and 
causing as much pain as is possible. After this the sufferer 
will cheerfully remove the obstruction.

18. Devotee. Ques. - Should a church-goer smile at and 
treat pleasantly any stranger found in her pew ? Ans.-- Nc. 
She should stand it the entrance and beckon the stranger out 
before taking her seat.

20. CHESTERFIELD. Ques.—Should a middle-aged gentle
man he expected always to raise his hat to a young girl ? 
Ans. —Not when he is so tall that it is a effort to reach it; and 
never unless he happens to be a gentleman

21. Molly Gibson. Ques.—Two ladies are leaving a 
public place as two gentlemen enter. Should the gentlemen 
step aside to let the ladies pass, or vice versa ? Ans.— 
Unquestionably, vice versa. A true gentleman will always 
think of himself first. He will never inconvenience himself for 
anybody else.

JACK'S GRIEVANCE.

I've been deceived ; I always thought 
Girls did not care a rap,

Whether I lifted from my head,
Or simply touched my hat 

To all the gay and bright young maids 
That one is sure to meet,

If he decides to take a walk 
Upon a city street.

But now my sister Sue has said 
While tying my cravat,

“ 'Tis laziness, dear Jack, to touch 
Instead of raise your hat."

“ You know," I said, “it hurts the rim 
And puts it out of shape ;

Still just because I meet a girl,
Why I must bow and scrape."

“ 'Tis very well for you tc ay—
‘ A little thing to do ' ;

If you should have to lift your hat,
Now, how would that suit you ?

Say, if I met you on the street 
With half-a-dozen girls,

And you all had to lift your hats 
And muss your lovely curls?"

“ I tell you this, when I meet you, 
Because you've lectured now,

I'll just politely touch my cap 
To you,—to others bow."

“ And Jean," said Sue, “ detests the way 
Those lazy men all do,

With hand or cane just touch their hats, 
Not lift them off to you."

I must confess my anger grew 
At those last words of Sue's—

Of all her friends I liked Jean best,
I therefore had the blues.
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To think that she should side with Sue 
Was more than l could bear ;

I tried to smile and said to Sue,
" I am sure I do not care."

“ When I meet you two on the street 
I'll simply touch my hat,

And only lift it when I choose 
So please remember that."

As fate would have it, the next day 
I start îd off for town,

And as 1 walked up Clayton Street,
Those girls were coming down.

Of course I'd only touch my hat 
I had quite firmly said,

So as I saw them coming near 
I proudly raised my head.

But—just my luck ! lor when I passed,
The wind was very high—

It raised my hat from off my head 
And whirled it towards the sky.

Did ever wind such anger raise 
Or play a trick so mean !

It made it all the worse to think 
The girl with Sue—was Jean.

“ Why, Jack," said Sue, “ you overdo 
This lifting of your hat.

Pray do not send it down the street,
We don't require that."

Of course I laughed, for really there 
Was nothing else to do—

But I blessed that wind and vowed I'd have 
A reckoning with Sue.

And since that day if there's a wind,
Those girls torment me now,

And tell me just to touch my cap 
If I don't choose to bow."

Sadif. M. Hvestis.

PEACE AND GOOD-WILL.

Christmas Day was nearly over. The smaller children 
began to weary of their play, and nestled around Grand
ma’s chair for a story. The lire gleamed brightly on the 
tired faces of the little ones, and the kind old lady smiled 
pleasantly as they eagerly begged for their story : “ Do 
Granny, dear, please do. Tell us about Christmas.’'

“ Are you not too tired, to-night ?” she asked. A chorus 
of “ oh no’s ” was the answer. So after a moment of thought 
she began. “ It is a story, I heard years ago, when I was a 
girl.

Along the crowded streets of Bethlehem, two little 
children hurriedly made their way. The streets were 
thronged, for on that day all Judæa had come to pay its 
tax to Cicsar—each man to his native place. Crowds had 
been coming into the town all day from afar, and often, 
anxious voices were heard inquiring for a night’s lodging.

It is little wonder that these two homeless orphans 
feared for their shelter from the cold night wind, so they 
hurried toward the innkeeper to see if they might sleep

again in the Cave, which lie kept for travellers. Around 
the piincipal inn of Bethlehem, the crowd was so great that 
Mary and her brother were forced to stop. An anxious look 
swept over her face, as she put her arm with a protecting 
gesture around the blind boy’s neck. “ Oh, Baruch ! We 
cannot get near for the crowd is dense. 1 fear the keeper 
will forget us.” Mary’s voice trembled.

“ Be not cast down, oh my sister,” Baruch said cheerily. - 
“ Perchance if we sing he may hear our voices and not for
get his little friends.” “Truly,” she said quickly, “thou 
mayst be right. Cheose thou what we shall sing."

Above the din of the busy crowd, the two childish 
voices rang, in an old Jewish melody. Stern and anxious 
faces in the throng relaxed into kindliness as they glanced 
at the little singers.

They formed a pretty but pathetic picture. Each face 
was marked with strong Jewish featuies ; but the thinner 
face, and the dark sightless eyes of the boy showed that he 
was dependent on his sister.

Touched by the sight, one Judean stopped, handed them 
a small coin, and said kindly to Maiy, “ Art thou troubled, 
my child? Hast thou lost thy friends?” Mary, with gentle 
timidity, told him their fears. Not long before, he said, he 
had heard the innkeeper give lodgings to one, Joseph of 
Nazareth, in this cave. They were too late. “ Peace be 
with you,” the stranger said, as he passed on. Mary 
answered not, but her eyes tilled with tears, as she turned 
to her brother. “ Baruch, my brother, thou hast no resting 
place, surely we are utilictcd without cause.”

“ Nay Mary, be not so disheartened,” the lad answered. 
“ Our Heavenly Father hath some wise purpose. Forg.-ttest 
thou the words of the psalm of David ws have just sung?
‘ The Lord raieeth them that are bowed down, he relieveth 
the fatherless.’ Let us arise, ami go into the fields of the 
shepherds that we may sleep beneath His sky, and remem
ber that, as He careth for the sheep, so also will he care for 
us.” Ashamed of her hasty words, Mary said softly, “ Wo

It was not far, but they were very tired. It seemed a 
long way otf—longer than ever before. At last, seeing a 
pile of brush in the distance, they chose it as their resting 
place. It was a rude shelter, hastily erected fur the shep
herds. Beside it Mary and Baruch thankfully laid them
selves down.

Worn out with the long walk the girl fell asleep ; but 
Baruch’s head ached. Sleep would not come to him. For 
a time he listened to his sister’s quiet breathing, then sang 
softly to himself, and thought of his mother’s lust words, 
“ My boy, my only son, thou shall be called Baruch, for 
thou hast been blessed with great faith. Thou shall be 
favored of God, even though He hath taken from thee thy

Hardly had the thought left him, when the darkness, 
before his eyes so long, bioke away. He saw the stars 
shining in the sky, as clear as crystals. Gradually theia 
light faded away, as a greater light dispelled the daikness : 
and from out the brightness, an angel of God appeared. 
Baruch stretched out his hand, and felt for his sister’s face, 
but he could not speak.

Borne down by the wind came strains of heavenly music. 
The angel spoke. “ Fear not,” he said, “ for behold, I bring 
you good tidings of great joy, which shall be to all people. 
For unto you is born this day, in the city of David, a 
Saviour, which is Christ the Lord. And this shall be a sign

.
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unto you. Ye shall fini! the babe wrapped in swaddling 
clothes, lying in a manger.”

The angel's voice was hushed, as the Heavenly choir 
sang, “ Glory he to God in the highest, and on earth peace, 
good-will towards men.” Earth and sky were tilled with the 
glory of the celestial singers. Stronger the anthem rose. The 
stars came swiftly back to their accustomed place, and the 
echoes of the hymn alone remained—peace on earth good
will toward men. Darkness came over Baruch again, but 
with it a new peace.

When day came, and Mary woke, lie told her his story. 
As he finished he said, “ Mary, I know the Holy One was 
born in the manger of the cave in which we slept. Are we 
not truly blessed. We may tell others the glad tidings."

Mary scarcely believed it to be real, so she said, “ We 
will go first into the city and see if it be true.”

Before the door of the cave, they found the shepherds and 
heard their wonderful story confirmed. Then with simple 
earnestness Baiuch repeated the glad tidings of the Messiah’s 
coming.

From distant ages until now," concluded Granny, 11 these 
glad tidings have brought joy and peace to mankind. It is 
our privilege at this Christmas season to remember the Gift, 
that has been given to us, and to show in all our words ami 
deeds that peace and good will towards others."

The little hearers said, “Thank you, Granny,” in sleepy 
tones, and kissed her good-night. .1/. G. 8.

A FABLE.

Two travellers, Bride and Ambition, determined to set 
out on a journey on the flowery road to the city of Know
ledge. In fitting themselves for the journey they provided 
themselves with a large store of the bread called Literature. 
When they started they were filled with the hope of great 
progress and the anticipation of great achievement. They 
had not gone far however ere they came across an obstacle 
in the way called Latin Verb. Here the walking was very 
bad and wherever they planted their feet they sunk in a 
bog called in the language of the people who had waded 
through, Conjugation. When nearly through Pride began 
to despair, and to fret saying that a man could get along 
very well in life by taking a shorter path to prominence 
which was not so beset with impediments, telling his com 
panion of the success of his brother Merchandise, who had 
risen to great fame in his native town ns a trader in ribbons 
etc. And of his cousin Cash who was a teller in a bank 
where he got high wages and could get what he wanted. 
This did not however discourage his companion, who seemed 
to he made of sterner stuff, kept in advance of his com
panion, Pride, and pressed on. At last they got over the 
mire Conjugation, pretty nearly discouraged particularly 
Pride who seemed to he so tired that he sat down on a 
pretty green bank of mo-s called Ease and soon was sound 
asleep. Being a man to he depended on, Ambition tarried 
till his companion would awake. To while away the time 
he began to dream day-dreams and was soon in a deep

Above the place on which they tarried there was a large 
flaahy-looking building called the Castle of Pleasure kept by 
a Giant called Laziness.

This Giant was a big strong fellow who was always on 
the lookout for young pilgrims who walked the flowery 
Path of Knowledge. While the two wayfarers thus waited

at the spot called Ease, he came upon them and, before they 
knew it ; they were bound. The Keeper of the Castle of 
Pleasure took his prisoners and told his jailor Self-Content 
to put them in a cell and feed them.

That night Pride and Ambition thought a great deal in 
their gloomy cell. They were greatly afraid. Ambition 
said to his companion, “ We must leave this place to-night." 
Then Ambition told Pride that he had with him a Key 
called Industry and a cudgel called Determination. The 
Key was made of such ingenious workmanship that it 
would open any lock.

About midnight the two arose and opened the door of 
the cell. When Ambition opened the Gate of the Castle 
the prisoners got out and were so refreshed by the clear 
cool air that their spirits rose and although they met with 
other obstacles they were so strengthened by what they 
had gone through that they easily overcame them and at 
last arrived at the City of Knowledge. X. V. Z.

A MIDNIGHT ADVENTURE.

Charlie and 1 were two boys living on West Street, in 
a suburb of London. Our father was a broker. I was 
lifteen years old and Charlie a year my junior. We were 
sitting up reading fairy talcs one wild stormy night in 
December, the rain coming down in torrents. Father had 
telephoned us, that he would remain in town all night, on 
account of the weather. Our mother had been indisposed 
all day and had retired early, not to her own room but to a 
quieter one in the back part of the house. Father had told 
us to let the groom sleep in the house instead of over the 
stable, but we thought that there would be no danger, and 
so did not obey instructions. Nevertheless we were a little 
bit nervous, and looked over our shoulders a good deal.

It was near eleven when we at last dropped our books 
and started for bed. We locked all the doors and windows 
and went upstairs. As we talked for a long time that 
night, it must have been about one when I fell asleep.

1 was awakened by the voice of my brother “ What’s 
that ?" he asked. We listened intently and presently heard 
a low noise as if somebody were moving down below. “ I 
must find out who it is," I whispered, Creeping to the 
door I saw the outline of a man standing on the stairs. 
“ What shall we do," 1 gasped. “ I have it,’’ said Charlie 
‘* You can get out of the window, on the verandah, slip 
down to the ground and run for help while I stay and keep 
the thieves here as long as possible.” “ No,” said I, “ they 
might shoot you if you stay. As I am the older I shall stay 
and you run for the police.” After much persuasion, 
Charlie consented to go. He hastily drew on his clothes 
and clambered to 'he ground and I soon heard his footsteps 
die away in the distance.

I put on some clothes and crept to my mother’s room. 
The ruffian on the stairs had seen me, and I hardly closed 
and locked the door before he tried it. He muttered a deep 
curse and began trying various keys in the lock. I hid in 
the ashes as much of the jewelry as I could find. I had 
just covered it over, when click went the lock and in came 
the burglar. Covering me with his revolver, he told me to 
be quiet. Just then an accomplice entered. While one 
kept me covered with his pistol, the other began searching 
for the valuables. Returning unsuccessful he seized me 
roughly, and with the aid of his companion, he bound
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me fast. I was utterly helpless. Then with the 
revolver at my head, he asked me where the jewels were. 
Just then 1 heard a noise on the street. I fairly leaped for 
joy, and resolved to tell where the jewels were, hoping the 
robbers would be caught before they could get off. I 
pointed to the ashes where the treasures were found and, 
with his companion, bearing the jewels in his hands, the 
burglar hastily left the room.

At that moment 1 heard a pistol shot, then another and 
then all was silent for a few seconds to be succeeded by the 
sound of a fierce struggle. In a few minutes Charlie 
dashed into the room, and soon set me at liberty. I was 
trembling still. He askod me if mother was safe. We 
ran to where she was sleeping and found that she was 
asleep and knew nothing about the whole afluir. Chiu lie 
said that he' had found two policemen, about a quarter of a 
mile off. They ran to the rescue, had come in through the 
open window, which the burglars had left, and hid seized 
one fellow while attempting to make off with the plate. 
The rogue fired twice before he was captured, but missed 
both times. The other two were only overpowered after a 
hard fight.

It was a very rough shaking-up for two quiet chaps like 
Charlie and me, and, altho’ we dislike monotony and are 
fond of a bit of hazard now and then, we don’t sigh for a 
repetition verysooiVof such a thrilling experience as that of 
our Midnight Auvbntuhe.

It. C. W.

VACATION EXPERIENCES.

(By an Old Pupil.)
Did you ever hear a person make remarks like the 

following : “ Oh, there is a book agent, don’t let him in.”
“ Agents are the most provoking people one could meet.” 
If so, listen to one while I tell you a few of my experiences 
in the field as a book agent.

One tine morning in May, with grip, umbrella, mackin 
tosh and my book well read, I proudly started out to make 
my fortune, although my heart sank at the thought of leaving 
home and friends. But book-agents must wear a smiling 
face so I buried my feelings and tried to look forward to the 
future, confident of success. I believed in my book and 
had studied it well. All I had to do was to talk people into 
my way of thinking and give them the idea that without 
my book life was not worth living.

The first day’s journey was very pleasant, and after 
spending the night with a friend, I started for my territory.

On reaching my destination, I first learned the where
abouts of the Post Office, then went to the hotel, left my 
things and stalled to call on any clergymen that might 
reside in the village. There were three who all proved very 
kind and sympathetic. I left my book with one of them 
and ho promised to look over it and give me a recommenda
tion if it was good. The second minister ordered the book 
at once and the third gave me a great deal of information 
about the place and some good advice.

Next move was to begin to canvass in earnest. Oh ! 
how I wished I was at home ; but that was weak, so I 
hunted up a secluded spot in one end of the village, and 
unseen by mortal eye I stripped off my coat, transferred the 
bag holding my prospectus from my pocket to my shoulder 
got my coat on again and I was a book agent indeed, 
Looking like an ordinary individual I went to work.

The first man I called on took the book, advised me to 
board at the hotel and gave me encouraging reports of my 
territory. The minister who had examined my book gave 
it a good recommendation and altogether the sun set on a 
brighter day than I had expected.

Time slipped on with some dull and some bright days. 
If ! got six or seven orders in one day I was happy, but 
when you only averaged three or four in a week the world 
looked blue indeed. Think of walking seven miles calling 
on twelve families, and talking, talking till you are tired 
only to be turned out with a provoking smile ami a positive 
refusal to take the book. It makes you feel angry, but if you 
want to make a success of this business you must swallow 
your anger ami thank the people for their patience and then 
get out, look happy and try again. I will not bore you 
with reports of work done. Will just tell yon some of the 
comical happenings and some of the hardships 1 witnessed 
and endured during that memorable fifteen weeks.

The brightest day in the week was Saturday when I 
received my mail from home. But sad to relate most offices 
are not always to be depended on.

Une Saturday I started for the Post Office, which was 
eight miles uway, only to find when I reached it that the 
post-master had left at four in the afternoon with the key in 
his pocket so there was nothing to do but go back disap
pointed and homesick and come back early Monday morning. 
While standing on the steps of the office Monday morning 
reading a letter from the company, telling me to start for my 
next station, the boat that I was to have taken sailed down 
the river before my eyes. I got over the eight miles back 
to my stopping place, packed my things, hired a team, and 
started for a station seventeen miles away in hope of catching 
a train that would take me to my town. But no, the train 
had just left. I took the next which landed me fourteen 
miles from my desired haven, and, as there would be no 
connection till late at night, I hung my valise on a stick, 
put it over my shoulder, threw my mackintosh over my arm, 
and using my umbrella as a cane started to walk. After 
eight miles of weary tramping a man in a waggon kindly 
picked me up and carried me to the end of my journey.

I called on a man one day and talked to him quite a 
while and he seemed so interested that my spirits rose in 
anticipation of the order I was about to receive, but, alas ! 
with a peculiar smile he told mo to see his wife and what 
ever she decided would be right. My heart sank a little 
but I tried. She seemed pleased but demurred a good deal. 
I told her at last that her husband had advised me to come 
to her. She then smiled sweetly and told me that she was 
“ Agent-proof.” Needless to soy that finished that call.

1 came across a man who wished to have the book lut 
lie had so many now that they could never get them all 
read. 1 argued with him, told him that this hook would be 
different from those he had and that ho would find it veiy 
interesting to pick up to read in odd minutes. No, no, he 
had such a number now that he really could not think of 
getting any more. Imagine my astonishment when he 
shewed me his huge collection to find that it contained 
twenty books, owned by himself and his son. It was useless 
to talk any longer so I left in disgust.

In L----- , I made the acquaintance of a young man who
knew everything (or thought he did). He hud been educa
ted abroad,—in a town not five hundred miles from his 
home. His knowledge of literature was very extensive, he 
could give a quotation from Burns’ “ Ude to Toothache,” 
which was profane.
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I showed him the fine pictures in the hook. Ho had 
seen all the lino pictures “ lie wanted to,” but did not seen, 
to he the possessor of so far ns 1 could see. When I 
said that the articles in the hook which I was selling were 
written by some of the best known men of the day and 
were something new, lie protested that he did not need it as 
he to ik the latest mag izines. One magazine was lying on 
the table, and to judge by appearances, not a first class one. 
At last he turned on me, tol l mo that he didn’t want the 
book, it wasn’t any good, never saw a book that was, 
wouldn’t give five cents for any book lie ever heard of. We

One day while walking along the rond in (,)------ 1 heard
shouting and the rattling of wheels Turning, I saw a horse 
and covered buggy coming through a field at a terrific speed ; 
the owner, a darkey running behind and shouting to the 
horse to stop. The man had put a bed-tick over tin- top of 
the buggy and the horse catching sight of it immediately 
attempted to g -t away front it, but in vain. Two men tried 
to stop the poor creature hut failed. They called to me to 
stand in front of him and shake my coat in his face. 1 did 
not take to the idea so I seized a fence pole and held it 
across his path ; needless to say the pole was sent spinning. 
The buggy smashed up against the gate and was broken ami 
the horse pursued his mad career down the road and was 
soon out of sight. The darkey followed saddened by the 
loss ( erty.

The ivxt excitement proved to lie the crossing of the 
river which had risen so high that nothing but the railing of 
the bridge was above the water. There was nothing to do 
hut walk the railing. I chose the one on the side from * 
which the wind was blowing so that if 1 were blown oil I 
should fall into the bridge and not into the river. 1 reached 
the other side in safety. Sometimes the river rises so high 
that the farmers who live in the low lands have to go from 
house to house in boats and either take the live stock to the 
higher ground or take them upstairs in the barns. The 
children are trtliereil to prevent tin a going too far away and 
getting into deep water.

I could relate many more of my experiences very interest
ing to myself although hard to describe in such a way that 
they would prove equally interesting to you : but l must not 
trespass further on the Annual’s space.

I would not give the experience I gained of human 
nature this past summer, for any amount of money, hut I 
think I shall never be a book-agent again. I met with much 
kindness as well as a good deal of hardship, and needless to 
8ay, I did not make my fortune. B. A.

A SCHOOL-BOY S WISH.

f Hy one of our youwjent.)

I wish I were a robin reil,
To sing upon a tree :

From cure and toil and lessons hard,
Always to be free.

I wish I were a sea-bird wild,
With ne’er a single thought

Of lessons given to prepare —
But which are sometimes not.

I’d rather be an anything,
With wings to fly away ;

Than study here upon this earth 
Hard lessons every day.

IN FRENCH CANADA.

The following incident which occurred while I was 
travelling through Canada last summer in the interests of 
a well known American technical journal, comes to my mind 
when asked for a contribution to the Academy Annual.

I had reached the town of Three Rivers, or more 
properly, Trois Rivières, (Quebec, for the purpose of visiting 
a waterfall in this which I had previously
ascertained was being utilized to generate electricity. The 
inhabitants of this town numbering some four thousand are 

I almost exclusively French, with hut few English occupying 
, as usual the prominent positions, and some Chinamen with 
j their unfailing laundry, and here the “ patois ” is almost 
; exclusively heard.

( hi calling at the otlice of the Electrical Co., where 
happily I could make myself understood, I learned that the 

j waterfall was some seventeen miles distant, the electricity 
for the town-lighting being conveyed from there on four 
small wires.

The following morning saw me on hoard a train, a freight 
to my discomfort, travelling to my destination. This train,
1 was informed, would set me down within a few miles of 
“ Les Grandes Chutes,” ns the fall is called. A lather 
unfavourable incident of the journey was my being cairied 
unknowingly beyond my station. Fortunately 1 was able to 
board a return train at the next stop.

I foun 1 three houses—forgive the word,—in a perfectly 
level mid open country on alighting from the train at tha 
station of St. Narcisse. This station consisting to all out
ward appearances, of a small shed, with the door locked and 
the key in tlie train-conductor's pocket, and not the 
slightest semblance of a platform.

A woman carrying a baby answered my knock at th® 
first house, but to my sorrow could not understand one word 
of English. Here now was a chance to try the effect of my 
French, the French I had acquired during my early training 
at the Academy, from one (now probably unknown to you). 
I hail been endeavouring to prepare myself for this ordeal 
ami bail mminged to piece together three sentences, and now 
the time had come ; so bracing myself 1 tried to say 
unconcernedly, “ Avez-vous une voiture 1 du veux d'aller à 
Les Grandes Chutes." Joy, oh ! joy, she understood, smiled 
and spoke. (Hi me ! so well might I have tried to interpret 
Sanskrit as to understand those words. Nothing daunted, 
I repeated my qustv-ns, and much to my relief I received a 
reply, oui, and again that babble of words. My pleased 
smile xvns followed by a look of perplexity and I smiled 
sadly as I shook my head and mumbled something like 
“comprends pas.” We are early taught the maxim, “try 
and try again,” so 1 followed up my rather uncertain success, 
this time on a new track to discover if possible for how 
much she would hire their “ voiture ’’ (waggon). After 
much perplexity on my part mid an amused smile on 
hers, accompanied by much gesticulating with her free arm, 
terms were arranged, and her father, a typical “ habitant,” 
began to harness up. During the delay so occasioned, I was 
kept busy trying to reply to the woman’s questions. These 
replies were, however, strikingly alike, for they usually con
sisted of a single word, “ comment,” and then a shake of the 
head, until the horse was hitched to the waggon, which was 
a French-Canndiun buck-board.

With this old gentleman as driver, a start was finally
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made. Now, thought I, what a splendid opportunity to 
improve my French, so with this laudable end in view I 
would point to an object and ask for its French name, and 
then to be unselfish 1 would tell him what it was colled in 
English. I endeavoured now ami then to form sentences, 
but not being able to understand the reply, the conversation 
lagged. After a drive of eight miles which was accomp
lished in two hours, we descended into a beautiful valley, 
drew up at a barn, and half the journey was over. My 
intention was to return the same afternoon.

Leaving my charioteer to procure his dinner at leisure at 
the solitary house in the vicinity, I hurried over to the 
power house and there met the manager of the company 
who, though a Frenchman, fortunately spoke excellent 
English, and to whom I soon explained my errand. He 
hod been compelled to camp out there while a broken dam 
was being repaired. We were soon discussing the subject 
in hand, “ Electricity and its development by water power,” 
over a meal prepared in his camp.

Within two hours of my arrival, I was ready to set out 
on the return journey, having procured all the requisite 
information about the plant, and would have done so had 
not a tremendous thunderstorm set in, entirely precluding 
all thoughts of an immediate departure. The storm was 
terrible while it lasted, lut the sun soon shone brightly and 
had I wished I might have set out then, but I was pre
vented by the fact that the distance was too great to bo 
accomplished by our steed intime to catch the last train to 
Three Rivers, so at the earnest request of the manager I 
concluded to spend the night in his camp and to take the 
morning train. With the sun shining brightly I wandered 
around in the refreshing atmosphere viewing the fine water
fall from various points. At this point on the river Ratiscan, 
a tributary of the the St. Maurice, there is a full of seventy 
feet, which, for power purposes, has been developed by the 
construction of an immense masonry dam at the top 
Behind this the water is storid and is carried as required in 
a huge iron pipe to the power house one hundred yards 
away. I will not weary you with a description of this 
plant, or any portion of it, but 1 cannot restrain my 
enthusiasm over the beauty and grandeur of a waterfall. It 
is a most fascinating sight—art enormous volume of water, 
pouring over a cliff, broken up into seething streams and 
Hying spray. Logs in the very midst sail down calmly, 
reach the edge, pause, turn on end and, tossed to and fro, 
dive into the abyss beneath ordy to come up serenely to the 
surface as if they enjoyed the fun.

The time passed pleasantly. Night came and rain with 
it. Logs came down stream in large numbers increasing the 
pressure on the already weakened dam, but as nothing 
further could be done to strengthen it we retired, not 
knowing but what we should he awakened by the sound 
of its destruction and to see the flooding of that peaceful 
valley. Our slumbers were undisturbed however, and we 
awoke in the morning rejoiced to find the dam still in 
position. After breakfast a French lad piloted me to the 
first house, where a covered carriage was secured, as it was 
raining hard ; the early train was caught and Three Rivers 
finally reached. E. M. Archibald

Johnny, to his elder sister—“Did you ever live in Heaven ?” 
Sister, highly flattered- “ No ! Do I look like an angel ?” 
Johnny, who has visions of a lump of sugar, and who is fond 

of big words—“ No! but you look like one of the “patriarchs.1

EXPERIENCES OF A TENDERFOOT.

The name ‘ tenderfoot,’ perhaps, is very suggestive. 
You will expect to hear of all kinds of queer mishaps 
crowding on some poor individual who seemed to have got 
out of his element, so to speak ; but Dave did not thinx his 
mishaps either queer or funny. However, we shall leave 
the render to judge.

David Greene was born down east as the weste rn cow 
boy would say, and had just moved to Colnrudo with the 
iilea that there was more sport to lie had, and more money 
to bo made in the sparsely populated west than in the 
crowded east. Having installed himself pretty snugly in 
his new home Dave began to think be would like some 
sport, and a deer hunt was his idea of what outdo-r sport 
ought to be.

Now Dave had never hunted a deer in his life, much 
less shot one ; but he had read many vivid accounts of how 
some pleasure loving citizen had laid low a noble buck, and 
had the head mounted and set up in his office as ntiophy of 
those glorious days spent in the woods. And Dave hud just 
enough of that trait of character known as conceit to think 
he could do the some. Accordingly he mode arrangements 
with a reliable guide, whom we shall call Joe, to pilot him 
in his first deer hunt. Joe owned a hg camp on the v<ry 
edge of the deer country and Dave thought himself lucky 
to secure such a good guide and companion. Joe was to
meet him at X-----  station and they were to walk from
there to Joe’s camp, some five miles from the station. And 
then for the hunt.

To say Dave talked of that trip would be putting it 
mildly. It filled his dreams at night and was his chief 
topic in the day. He started to prepare about a week 
before the time agreed upon, so, ns lie observed, he would 
not be rushing around like a clown on the last night. 
Every day he would bring home some article he imagined 
he would nerd until cans of meat, coffee, condensed milk 
and what not formed an awe-inspiring pile in the back 
room in which he intended to do his packing.

Finally the night for packing arrived, and Dave slatted 
in. He stuffed trunks, valises, portmanteau anil carpet hag 
all of which you will remember have to be carried five 
miles. Dave did not. He perspired like a furnace stoker 
and wound up by saying he would have to leave ' .ie canned 
meat and one of his seven suits of clothes at home. What 
was the good of taking meat anyway. Was he not going to 
shoot deer Î Wonder he never thought of that before. Sr 
unlike him to lose his head. Then he took an inventory oi 
his luggage, read over a document which covered a side of 
foolscap and smiled a satisfactory smile saying “ I guess 
that is all I need.’’ He went to bed just as the clock was 
striking three. About an hour afterwards he came to his 
senses with a start, sprang up, and rushed down to the 
basement to get his ammunition which his wife had made 
him put there for fear, as she said, it might go off and |Hit 
an end to his hunting trip by sending them both into 
eternity.

Dave was up and off next morning, requiring a truck 
and a cab to transport him and his luggage to the station.
He arrived at X------and found Joe waiting with a rifle in
his hand and a belt of cartridges round his waist vainly 
wondering what kind of a sportsman he wt s to be with for 
the next few days. He soon formed his i pinion when he 
saw Dave hustling out of the train with .dl his luggage
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coming after him in the hands of the baggage men. Now 
Joe was a quiet little man and did not like to say too much ; 
but he told Dave plainly to address all that trash hack 
home ami strange to say Dave did, feeling somewhat crest
fallen. Of the five mile journey over the rough foot path 1 
will say little except that for the last mile Joe had one 
hundred pounds of luggage and Dave had nothing and could 
not keep up.

Dive slept more soundly that night on fir boughs in the 
log camp than ever he did on a spring bottom bed in his 
own comfortable home. Visions of deer with noble heads 
and far reaching antlers filled his dreams. He awoke in 
the morning to find to his sorrow that the do. r heads he 
had dreamed of were probably on the shouldei < of those 
animals who were ptrading the forest. Joe and his patron 
occupied their time lor the first day setting the camp to 
rights, and resting, in order to be in readiness for the 
morrow.

The next morning found Joe ami Dave on their way to 
a stretch of timberland in which Joe hoped to start a deer. 
On arriving Joe placed Dave in a narrow defile through 
which a deer it started would probably pass. He then 
entered the timber to try to start Dive’s favorite game. 
Dave sat down on a log and prepared to shoot anything 
that looked like a deer. After waiting thus for about two 
hours lie began to get cold and lonely. He stood up, beat 
his hands, and then, taking a mouth organ from his pocket, 
proceeded to pass the time by playing “She was bred in 
Old Kentucky ” etc,, remembering of course to keep a good 
lookout for deer. In the meantime Joe had started a fine 
deer which had made off in the direction of Dave and, 
feeling sure Dave would get a shot, hurried after. When 
he arrived he found him with his hack against a tree play
ing the above mentioned song. Joe laid aside all reserve 
and told Dave in language more forcible than polite that he
was a-------— great big pale shined down east tenderfoot
and then started for camp, while Dave followed like a dog 
who had been beaten for an unknown offence.

Next day they tried it again. This time Joe was to 
take the center of the timber and start the game and Dave 
was to go along the outskirts and shoot. Remembering his 
failures of the day before Dave resolved to shoot this time 
for sure. About half way along the timber Dave heard 
something coming through the woods like a cyclone or a 
eastern freight train. He clutched his rifle and the buck 
fever clutched him. He opened his rifle and instead of 
placing a cartridge in the chamber he put in his jack knife. 
Just then the cause of the noise appeared and Dave threw 
the rifle to his shoulder shut both eyes and pulled. When 
Joe appeared Dave was trembling with excitement and 
declared lie had seen a buck as large as an ox and had hit 
!iim hard. Just then the knife slid out of his gun. Joe 
looked at the knife and then at Dave and remarked that 
the only difference he could see between a down east 
sportsman and a jackass was the shape. Dave dues not 
know tv this day how the knife got into his rifle.

Next cime a day of rest. Joe said Dave needed it ; 
his nerves were unstrung.

After this Joe decided to take Tom, his son, a lad of 
fourteen, w'io by the way was acting cook for the camp, 
with them and send him with Dave when they separated.

On the following day Dave and Tom had been waiting 
for some time at an opening in the timber which led to a

meadow-like swamp on which the deer like to feed. Dave 
kept his eyes riveted on the opening ready for the first deer 
that should appear. Suddenly he saw a deer’s head bobbing 
slowly a'ong through the low bushes not more than a 
hundred yards away. Quicker than thought he opened a 
broadside on that deer and before Tom could stop him he 
hail put a bullet through the top of a hat worn by a 
man looking for stray sheep.

The man came out of the bushes and was going to wipe 
all Colarado up with Dave and then send him to l’luto for 
a reckoning, but for the timely arrival of Joe, who took 
charge of the offending Nimrod and led him back to camp.

On the following day Joe said he would give Dave one 
more chance. On arriving Joe kept him in sight and Tom 
acted as starter. They climbed on a ridge which over
looked some good clearings where the deei were liable to 
pass. They had not been there long when Joe saw a deer 
approaching. He pointed it out to Dave and told him not 
to fire until he told him. When Joe said “ now” Dave cut 
loose and pumped lead into the air faster than ever man 
did before or since. He did not stop until his rifle had 
been empty some three minutes, ami then stopped, Joe 
says, from exhaustion.

Meanwhile the deer had gone on up the timber and 
seeing Tom had started hack. Joe saw him and told Dave 
he was coining. Dave filled the magazine of his rifle feeling 
as he did so a desperate resolve to shoot this time straight 
at the deer and not the other way. The buck came close by 
making a beautiful shot. Dave started, caught his toe, and 
man, atones and rifle went down the ridge. The rifle 
exploded, stuck upright in the earth, while Joe stood on the 
ridge above in fear and trembling. When Dave reached 
the bottom lie jumped up ami ran for his deer and Joe 
exclaimed “ Just what I thought ! one of nature’s fools ! 
and nothing in nature can hurt him.” This was Dive’s 
first and last experience in deer-hunting. li. A. K.

SONS OF BRITAIN.

What do they win who tight for Britain’s glory 
In the wild lightning of a fearful night?

Is it for triumph sung in song or story,
That “Sons of Britain ” may be writ in light?

They win a soldier’s death—they die for Duty—
Nor her alone, for Truth hath clasped her hand ;

They seek not wealth to gain, nor fame, nor booty,
But shed their blood for love of Motherland.

What is this death Britannia’s sons are dying?
Is it vain striving for some bitter end ?

The hearths forgot where wives and mothers crying 
With wildest prayers the height of heaven rend.

Nay ! Nay ! the end is glory for old Britain,
Who- after God—in loyal hearts stands first ;

And victory in every death is written 
To show each mother what her love hath nursed.

How hold they hope when other nations perish ?
(Sod moves his hand, and storms and battles cease :

This is the calm in time of death they cherish,
When, wais o’erpast, He smiles as God of Peace.

-Amy Kinyslantl Pennington.
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A. M. Bell, Esg.,
Chairman of the Board of School Commissioners for the 

City of Halifax.

THROUGH THE LAND OF THE MAPLE LEAF.
Thb afternoon sun was slowly sinking behind the 

western hills, as we stood on the platform of the Hamilton 
Station, waiting for the east hound train.

It had been an intensely hot day—the sun shining as 
only an < hitario sun can shine—so we hoarded the train on 
its arrival and sank into the seats tired, hut thankful that 
for three days at least, we should not need to use our own 
propelling powers.

As we left the station, the waters of beautiful Burlington 
Bay appeared on our right, gleaming with the crimson and 
gold of the setting sun. Soon the little village of Dundas 
became visible, lying about three hundred feet below us, 
and looking like a Lilliputian town, as we gazed down 
upon it.

About an hour after, we reached the Royal City— 
Guelph, which, like Rome, is built on seven hills, the river 
Speed winding like a silver thread the valleys.

Passing on we soon arrived at the town of Rock wood, 
the first glimpse of which brought Goldsmith’s “ Traveller ” 
to our minds—“ its uplands sloping deck the mountain side, 
wood over wood in gay theatric pride ”—and it lacked not 
even the “ temple’s mouldering top between,” for here and 
there on the sides of the hills the spire of a little church 
gleamed through the trees.

On we sped, and soon, “ the glimmering landscape *’ 
faded from our sight, and our progress was marked only by 
the flash of lights in the farm-house windows as we passed.

About nine o’clock we reached Toronto, but we could 
not see anything except the bay and the Grand Union 
Station, which is similar to Halifax Station, only very much 
larger. We did not wait long as the trains connected 
closely.

The scenery between Toronto and Kingston must l>c 
magnificent when viewed by daylight, for its quiet beauty 
in the dim uncertain light was very impiessive.

The site on which Kingston is built was formerly Port 
Frontunic, which was founded in 1073 by Count de 
Frontenac.

Fair Luna was now shedding her radiance over all, and 
as the St. Lawrence broke on our sight, it looked like a sea 
"f silver stretching along our course. There is always an 
awe inspiring effect in moonlit water ; but words almost 
fail one, when trying to describe that scene. Tiny wooded 
islets dot the river at frequent intervals, and between the 
trees the New York shore can lie seen plainly, as the river 
is in some places only one mile wide. As the train rushes 
on, it only reveals new scenes of beauty.

We reached Montreal at seven o’clock next morning, 
where we changed curs for Halifax.

It surprises one somewhat, just after leaving Montreal, 
to hear the conductor announce that the train is nearing 
Victoria Bridge ; but a moment afterwards the mystery 
explains itself- a rush and a hollow roar is heard and in a 
moment all is darkness with only a faint, flitting ray of grey 
light now and then from the openings overhead. We 
passed on for two miles and at length emerged at St. 
Lambert, from which the road diverges from the river-side 
and runs through a rich ami fertile country, where quaint, 
foreign-looking houses and barns may be seen on all sides.

When we reached Point Levis a very heavy rain was 
falling, but, in spite of the inclement weather, everyone 
seemed smiling and happy, evidently caring but little for 
the rain.

Quebec loomed up through the mist like a huge foitifixa
tion, the tall buildings looking like huge sentinels, and the 
highest part crowned by the citadel, which holds the key to 
the St. Lawrence.

The railroad once more runs parallel with the river and 
as we pass along every mile shows an everchanging scene of 
beauty. The river grows suddenly wide—the isle of Orleans 
appears in the centre with a wide expanse of water on each 
side of it.

On rushes the train - past small stations where queer 
looking country people embark, chattering a strange mixture 
of English and French. One sees the “ habitant ” in his 
native place—with his own manners—his own language and 
costume. It all seems strange to an English-speaking 
Canadian, but one becomes accustomed to it after a time.

The storm kept on with unabated fury, and as the night 
fell, it began to thunder and lighten, which, with the inky, 
blackness made it a veritable “ Wulpurgis night,” the shriek 
of the engine filling the place of the witches’ cries.

The storm was done by the time we reached Dalhousie 
Junction and the moonlight fell on the water cf Bay 
Chaleur, revealing a scene of beauty never to be forgotten.

The route seemed full of surprises —ever and anon 
through the trees, a vista of matchless grandeur would pre
sent itself—each seeming more beautiful than the former one.

All Canadians are proud of their country ; but after 
travelling through it and knowing whereof we speak we 
feel prouder than ever of the land that gave us birth.

" Breathes there a man with soul so dead,
That never to himself has said,
This is my own, my native land ? ’

Pearl Sen elle.

55
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THE GIRLS’ LITERARY CLUB.

Tbeic is no use 
denying the fact; 
uur club is a most 
decided success, 
as nil the gills 
will say who have 
taken an interest 
and an active pail 
in its welfare and

The meetings of 
lust year, which 
were held on Fri
days, were on the 
whole very well 
attended, and the 
programmes ren
dered were al
ways a success. 
The Monster 
Monotony came 

not within reach of our vision, for each day the meeting 
was varied and interesting.

At one time we would have a mixed programme in which 
different members of the club would read, recite, sing or 
play, according to their abilities. Then again we would 
spend an afternoon with some noted writer or writers of 
to-day, and this was always very instinctive.

A tavourite subject of discourse during the latter part of 
the term was, “ Useful Occupations for Women.” Several 
very good papers were written on this subject, and then dis-

cussed. This kind of programme gave each member a chance 
! to speak and express her views on the subject in hand. 

Until in the papers and in the discussions valuable hints 
were given which will not soon be forgotten.

We had also a very pleasant afternoon, when Dr. Jane 
I Hearts very kindly favored us with an address on Hygiene,
, the good advice of which will we hope, long be remembered. 
Then we had a “ Mock Trial,” and at another time a spelling- 
iv.ateh. These latter, perhaps seemingly not “just the thing” 
at Literary Clubs, caused great amusement and aroused the 
spirit of humor in all.

This term, after the summer's sleep, our club aroused 
itself, as never before, to its duty. We find that it is a 
wonderful help in imparting courage, broadening our views 
arid sharpening our wits, in which respects however, wo still 
need improvement.

Our youngest class, the D’s, although fresh to our ways, 
have taken hold of matters in a most surprising manner, and 
do not need either pushing or coaxing from the older and 
more experienced members. For this they have our sincerest 
thanks.

We have had our trials, but through them our friends 
and teachers, Misses Mackintosh and Peters, have been 
most kind and helpful, and most patient with our timidity 
and back-slidings.

To the ladies of Halifax, we extend a hearty invitation 
to visit us at all times ; and wo hope for once, a general 
invitation will be accepted by many, and that during this 
winter me may have some interesting and inspiring remarks 
from our friends outside.

We wish to announce for this winter, the attractions of 
debates, calisthenics, discussions on etiquette, practice in 
singing, Shakespearian readings and various other novelties.
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. V ;

Officers Of Cadet Corps.
The Academy Cadet Corps, with the above capable and energetic officers, promises to have a 

successful year. Drill was suspended during the football season, but is practised now as regularly 
every Friday afternoon in the New Drill Hall. We hope soon to have our rifles moved from the 
Academy to the Armouries of the New Drill Hall, which will be a much more convenient arrange
ment than at present.

A MERRY LITTLE SONG.
A merry little song was a-leaping thro* the window,

A merry little song comes a-tripping from below,
It danceth like the breeze, and it laughetli like the sunshine,

And who it is that sings it, I’m sure I do not know.
A merry little song with a note of wildness in it,

So suddenly it springs from the silence grim and gray.
With a ripple and a rush, like a burst of happy laughter.

It falls across the grave thoughts and frightens them away.
A merry little song with a thrill and trill about it ;

It quivers in my ears though I could not catch the rhyme,
My lips begin to whistle and my idle fingers drum it,

And it sets this brooding heart ot mine a dance to keep the time. 
Oh what are bitter thoughts —what are memories that sadden ?

And who shall say that pain is a giant fierce and strong?
For they vanish in the dusk and are lost among the shadows 

With the ripple and the rush of a merry little song ? A. H.

LEAF-SHADOWS.

Hush, don’t you tell, little Dream-Child. They thought 
I should be frightened when 1 came home alone that night.

The road was long, they said, and the houses few and 
far between, and I must walk fast so as to reach home early.

And I said “ yes ” to it all, but I did not do it. 1 love 
the dark night. It is a strange, wild time, when lonesome 
things come out to play, and the acacia leaves shrink up and 
are afraid. I will tell you about it, little Dream-Child, for 
you will not laugh or disbelieve me.

Up on the top of a great yellow star, there always sits a 
Strange Thing. It is a Strange Thing, for no one has ever 
seen It's face. Yet I know that It is there, for the Wind 
told me and the Wind has been everywhere. The face is so 
bright that it lights up all the world, but so terribtg beautiful 
that no one can go near it, not even the little birds that fly

so high. It is in the day-time that the strange thing looks 
down upon us, and the brightness of It’s face is the sunlight

There are wild timid things on earth among us. They 
hide away in the corners till the night comes, and then, 
under cover of the darkness, they steal out softly when 
other things sleep. The Strange Tiling knows this, and It 
loves the little wild things and would not frighten them for 
all the world ; so it draws a dark veil over It’s face in the 
night time, and lets the earth grow gray.

Now, the ban Is of the Strange Thing haVe a wonderful 
power. Their palms are of silver, and they gleam like 
phosphorus on wet oars. All day long they arc closed, hut 
at night the Strange Thing lifts It’s arms high and stretches 
them out over the world, with the palms earthward, and the 
light from them, quivering down to us, is what we call 
moonlight. Such a sweet and tender light it is that the 
wild tilings are not afraid of it, and do not run to hide their 
faces when it comes. The shadows, the Wind says some
times, are the children of the Strange Thing, but at other 
times he tells me they are the ghosts of real things that 
have passed away. He is an odd fellow—the Wind.

They thought I should he lonely coining home—lonely ! 
—and it was beautiful /

The Strange Thing had veiled It’s shining face, and 
lifted It’s arms high in Heaven, and across the fields and 
tlirough the tree-houghs the silver light fell. It turned the 
brown road before me into a great, white pathway, and 
made the ugly things on earth look beautiful. The change
less stars came out to look down upon the changed earth, 
and I wished that I could he up there with them, to look 
down and see it, in all the trembling splendour of its light 
and shadow. U, there are voices, little Dream-Child, voices 
in the very silence of the night ; and the thoughts that

Public Aic';iv:s of llovi Scum 
HALIFAX, N. &
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come to us in the «lark arc not like the thoughts we think 
in the day,

Hut tlie tiling which 1 stood and watched longest was | 
the dunce ol" the leaf-shadows on the road. There seemed I 
to he a million of them,—they reached quite across the

The restless spirit of the day-time seemed to have 
entered into them, for they would not lie still. Glad little 
shadow-leaves, how they leaped and quiveied ! They spoke 
no word, they made no sound, there was no tapping of their 
dark feet noun the white earth, but they danced to « 
strange, titful music, which no one but themselves could 
hear. 1 cannot tell where it came from. Perhaps the 
Strange Thing sang to them from among the clouds. Per
haps the light from her shrouded face turned into music, 
and came stealing down to set the leaves mad, and make 
them dance. Perhaps the stars were merry, and the tune to 
which the leaves kept time was their chiming laughter. 1 
do not know. Hut 1 know that each danced as if it were 
the happiest thing in all the world, and looking at them 
altogether, their movements were so sudden ami so change
ful, and so glad, that they made me think of laughter. It 
made me wild to hear the music that they heard, little 
Dream-Child—to he a leaf-shadow and die in a night.

“ Come down," the shadow-leaves seemed to say to the 
living leaves on the boughs above them. “ Come down 
and play with us.”

“ Not now,” the others rustled back. “ When autumn 
comes we will come and play, for then our work will be

“ Hut it is a long time to wait,” the shadow-leaves 
seemed to answer suddenly.

“ Patience,” cried the tree leaves, “ we will play together 
yet”

All this was in the summer, little Dream-Child ; but 
the other night as I came home, the ground was white with 
snow, and the Strange Thing sent a light down upon earth, 
that made the snowy road and houses gleam like diamonds 
out of the dark.

But that night I was lonely, for there were strange, bare 
shadow-boughs upon the road, that shook and quivered as if 
in pain. No real leaves rustled up above me. No sliadow- 
piaves danced with noiseless footsteps on the snow.

The tree leaves had come to play in the autumn, but 
they were too late, for the shadow-leaves had gone. There 
was no trace ol them ; and in their bitter disappointment 
the tree leaves drooped and withered, till they lay brown 
and dead on the sidewalk. The road mocked them, saying, 
“ You came down here after shadows and you found nothing. 
It is not well to chase a shadow."

But the Strange Thing sung a grand song from Heaven, 
a song of wonderful things that were happening in a Some
where land ; and the notes of the song were too beautiful 
for human cars to hear, and so they turned to snowflakes, 
and, falling softly, softly, covered up the tree leaves, and 
hid them from the gaze of the stars.

It would have made me sad, little Dream-Child, to think 
of the leaves that were gone, but the Wind laughed at me 
and told me a strange and beautiful thing.

“ It is not a sad thing to die," it said cheerily. “ Do 
you know that the shadow-leaves are the ghosts—the spirits 
of all the leaves that die ? The tree leaves who died this 
fall will next summer be leuf-shadcws ; and they will dunce 
on the road at night, to the music which only they can hear,

and talk, in their silent fashion, each with his own chosen 
friend in the tree above. Ami always till the world ends, 
the little shadow-leaves will call to the tree-leaves to come 

i and play ; and the tree-leaves will come, not knowing they 
are coming to their death, for the Strange Thing has ordered 
it so. It is not a sad thing to «lie, 1 know.”

And I was comforted. And so must you be, little 
Dream-Child, for it is only a game that the shadow-leaves 
play in the summer nights—little spirit-leaves who are so 
happy because they hear and understand the music of the 
Strange Thing.

Do not tell me, O real things, with hard, stein faces, 
that there is no little Dream-Child, that she is not even a 
shadow, but only a creation cf my own imagination. She 
is my little Dream-Child, and when all the lestof the world 
is far away, she conics to me and 1 tell her stories in the

Dream children are better than real children, for real 
children must grow into men and women. And shadow 
stories are better than true ones, for true stories arc sad. 
Hush, little Dream Child, don’t tell, for the world would 
laugh, but we will pretend to be shadow-leaves—glad 
shadow-leaves, dancing to the music of the Strange Thing in 
the white light on the road.

Annie Vamp belt. Hukstis.

FOR PEACE.
From out the rolling mist of years 

Comes forth n joyous song
Of peace on earth, good-will to men —

Sung by the angel throng.

Long years have passed since first that song,
Sung by the angel band,

Pealed forth to listening shepherd's ears,
In that far distant land.

Ami yet discordant sounds arc heard,
Anil nations strive for might :

Man wars against his brother man,
And Wrong against the Right.

Oh, Prince of Peace! thou Gift of God,
Sent down from Heaven above,

Grant that the golden age may come—
The golden age of Love !

Oh, Prince of Peace in righteousness,
Thy Throne established be !

And may the nations of the world 
Give homage unto thee.

May Discord’s voice no more be heard,
And wars and tumults cease,

And soon the happy morning dawn 
Of Universal Peace. E. C.

A TRUE STORY OF A DOG’S KINDNESS AND 
INTELLIGENCE.

There is a place in British Columbia known ns Atlin. It 
is a very hilly country—bleak, bare, and almost barren, 
rocks piled up like mountains, and mountains and gorges on 
every side.

Many rich gold mines have been found there, and many 
people have rushed into the place in the hope ol getting a 
share of the precious metal. There are few roads in the 
country, and the chief means of getting from one place to 
another is in sledges drawn by dogs. There are very few



THE ACADEMY ANNUAL 21

horses and they are not very valuable or very useful. 
A fair horse can be bought for $10.00 whilst a good dog is 
worth $75.00. The dogs take the place of the horse, ami 
good animals are very highly prized. The breed is half 
wolf, half bear in appearance, and in character the animals 
are docile and easily trained, and when well treated are 
kind and affectionate. But when injured or provoked they 
are very ferocious and pugilistic.

In this country there were two splendid specimens of the 
best breed. They were brothers, very intelligent animals 
and very fond of each other. One was named “ Bob”the 
other “Ben.” And poor Ben although in every other 
respect a splendid dog was absolutely blind. He could get 
about the place and was all right in the team, but he was 
not able to secure food for himself and was liable to meet 
with accidents whilst other dogs in the place were prone to 
take advantage of his infirmity, and attack him when on his 
daily wanderings.

Now Bob knew that there was something wrong with 
his brother and by every means in his power showed his 
devotion and care for him. He would hunt out old bones 
and carry them to him. He would walk a short distance 
behind when Ben went fur his strolls and if man or 1 east 
attempted to interfere it was not long before Bob’s teeth 
and claws were leaving their marks on the body of the foe. 
And with Bob,— he was like the Grey dog of Keumuire,— 
there was no give in. He conquered or he died • but he 
always conquered.

One day poor Ben in his blindness strolled out to the 
end of a wharf, and missing his footing fell into the rapidly 
rushing river. He could not see the shore. He could not 
tell in which direction the landing was and all his efforts 
were only taking him farther away from help.

But Hob was not far off and as soon as he saw what had 
happened he jumped into the water, swam out to his 
brother, turned him in the proper direction and, after a big 
struggle in the cold water, brought him safe to land.

Ever afterwards Bob was a hero in the place and he had 
plenty of friends who were always ready to give him good 
things for himself and his blind brother. K.

UNSELFISHNESS.
'Twas Christmas Eve 
Anil I had leave 

To go tt-aliopping without fear.

The sun was bright,
And I was light

As thistledown that floats in air.

I bought a drum 
And also some

Most tempting looking ’lasses candy.

The drum for me 
To beat you see

The candy was for brother Andy.

Unseltishness was such in me,
The fear that he so sick would be, 

Compelled me soon to eat the candy.

And now Ma says that every cent 
That I can save up during Lent 

Must go to misaion'ries and Andy.

A METALLIC JINGLE.
O, a merry wight was Billie Blue,

And if the cause you seek.
Why he'd owned a coin of bright A u 

For part of half a week.

But a strolling circus struck the town :
Admission was not free,

And, instead of gold when sun went down, 
Bill had some loose A g.

And then rjg slow he homeward went,
A pie-chop hove in view.

Soon he his money all had spent,
But a disk of dull C u.

In sorry plight was Billie Blue ;
Ilia heart was of P h,

That • spendful ’ day he long did rue ;
For the fates were like F e.

K. K

MORTALITY.
A wilding rose drank deep the early dew 

Awaking fair just at the rise of sun ;
But drooping leaves no more of beauty knew—

A wild red rose had died ere day was done.

A tiny boat upon the tide of Time
Sailed on so swiftly o'er that troubled sea,

That ere the sun of morning reached its prime 
It passed again into Eternity !

—Amy Kingnland Pennington

OUR ACADEMY GIRLS.

Much has been said, at different times about how the 
boys of the Academy have distinguished themselves : but 
whüe we accord them their merited praise we must not 
forget that the Academy girls deserve their share of honor
able mention.

Many of our former students are yet studying in the 
college^, yet the following record will show that some have 
already made or arc making successful careers for themselves.

Miss Ethel Muir took the degree of B. L. at Dalhousie, 
and two years afterwards the degree of M. L. She carried 
off a doctor’s degree from Cornell, and is now teacher of 
Philosophy at Mount Holyoke College, South Hadley Mass.

Misses Mary MacKay and Hattie Jamieson are M. A.’s 
of Dalhousie. Misses Katie MacKay, Bertha Hebb, Jessie 
Campbell, Florence Wilkie, Lilian Marshall, Leila Davidson, 
Elizabeth Kennedy and Georgina Moody arc B. A.’s of 
Dalhousie. Miss Gertrude Lawlor graduated last year at 
Dalhousie with First Bank Honors in Mathematics.

Miss Annie Huestis a former student is distinguishing 
herself in the Literary field. Her poetry has appeared in 
such well-paying publications as the New York Independent 
and St. Nicholas, besides in other papers and magazines of 
lesser note. The Annual is indebted to Miss Huestis fur 
what we think are some of the very best things that have 
appeared in it. Her genius is none the less appreciated 
because it has not been ticketed, 1 certificated,’ and estimated 
in percentages in the usual way. All her schoolmates join 
in wishing her an increasingly successful career.

This is a hastily prepared list of a few of the girls who 
are bringing honour for the school they studied at. We 
hope to mention others next year.
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Football Team.

BROOKSIDES vs. ACADEMY.
The Brookaides played our team,
The result it didn’t seem 
To satisfy the gentlemen at all.
We lieat them eight to five,
And all came out alive,
And somehow we were always on the hall.

The Brooks were doomed to fall,
For they couldn't find the ball,
And our hustling backs just ripped their lino in two. 
Poor Bruce he couldn’t score 
As he had done before,
And the blue and gold will float above the blue.

We played another game,
The result was much the same,
But a little more in favor of our boys.
With twenty-one to nought 
A lesson they were taught,
It seemed to us we’d only played with toys.

The cheering it was loud,
Our Boys they seemed quite proud,
For to beat the Brooks had always been our aim.
And every one hath said it.
That its greatly to our credit,
That we beat the Brooks who have such wond’rous fame.

-H. AS. W.

H. A. A. A. C. NOTES.

At the annual meeting of the Halifax Academy Amateur 
Athletic Club held on the 22ml. of September, the following 
officers were elected for the ensuing year :
Honorary President..................... Principal Kennedy.
President.......................................Fred W. Day.
Secretary-Treasurer..................... (1. M. Johnstone MacKay.
Captain of Football Team........Fred YV. Day.

FOOTBALL.
As it was thought best to form a team comprised entirely 

of this year’s students, wo did not enter the Junior League. 
Hut if the present team holds together well, there should 
be a good chance of its doing something in the league next

The first game of the season was played two or three 
days preceding the meeting reported above. This was a 
match between an Academy team and one from Dartmouth. 
The former was defeated by a score of 5-0.

As yet no regular Academy team had been formed, but 
the Y. M. C. A. Athletic grounds having been secured for 
practice, the boys settled down to work and a good fifteen 
was soon chosen. We generally had practice twice a week, 
when games were played between the various classes or 
between teams chosen on the grounds. The boys always 
turned up in force on these afternoons.

The first game the Academy played was a practice 
match with the Junior Y. M. C. A. on the 13th. of October



THK ACADEMY ANNUAL 23

The.....

Dominion Coal Co. iü2l,ed
OFFER FOR SALE

Round, Run - of-Mine, 
Nut, Pea, Slack & Duff ^eOALS.
For Steam, Gas and Domestic Purposes, f. o. b. Cars at Mines, f. o. b Vessels at 

its piers at Louisburg and Sydney, C. B. ; also delivered by the Cargo at any 
port in the Maritime Provinces.

Consumers on the line of rail, away from the Sea Coast, can be supplied with COAL 
f. o. b. cars at any port having rail connection with the water front.

For prices and other information where there is no local agent, apply to

Also.

Briquettes...
Dominion Coal Co., Limited, Glace Bay, C. B.

Or to M. R. MORROW, General Sales Agent for the Maritime Provinces, HALIFAX, N. S.

Before Buying Your Xmas Presents
You will do well to inspect my stock of Xmas 
Cards, Toy Books, Novelties, Dolls, Station
ery and Games, all of which are new and prices

E. PR0UDFOOT.
-------►-•58 BARRINGTON STREET,

right.
Down town Agency Nova Scotia Nursery.
A full line of School Books and School Supplies. «ffMinepg paplopi*

E. P. MEAGHER 53 Barrington St. HALIFAX, N. S.

Hockey
We have had a superior grade of HOCKEY STICKS made 
to patterns we have furnished. * * * The material is the best 
second growth Ash. The weight, thickness and strength are 
what the best players demand.
We invite inspection by those who know how to appreciate 
the fine points of a good stick.

A M BELL & CO Head(luarters for Sticks, Pucks & Skates.
y HEAD FURNESS PIER. WATER STREET. HALIFAX. N. S
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Faulkner & Co. GEO. E FAULKNER 
J. FRASER CAMERON.

-Mi STOCK BROKER

Insurance and Investment Agents.
Representing : The Western Assurance Co. ; The Manchester Assurance Co. ; The Canada Accident 

Assurance Co ; The Dominion Permanent Loan Co. ; The European Exporters Association,

Stocks, Bonds and Debentures bought and sold on Commission. MollisSUalilailS,

Annuals, Henty’s-
and other popular books 
for the * * * * *

Boys and Qirls^»—
Special prices for the young folk during the Holidays. 
Call and see for yourselves.

S. F. MUESTIS, » 141 Granville Street.
niua«iU_......ussEC

Keep your eyes«
In working order. When they give you trouble, come 
mid see me, mid if glasses are needed you can get 
them here. Eyes Tested Free, 
g-tf Si’F.viAt. Discount to Students.Tr*

H. W CAMERON
219 BRUNSWICK ST.

-McA. & W. MACKINLAY^
Publishers

Booksellers, Stationers and Blank Book Manufacturers.
•--- -------HALIFAX, N. S.« — •

60LWELL BR0S.»
HOLLIS

ST.

DIRECT IMPORTERS OF

■«‘GENTS’ FURNISHINGS.
Hats and Caps, Athletic Goods, Trunks. Valises. Bags. Purses. Walking Sticks.
Umbrellas. Gloves. Underwear, Shirts and Waterproof Coats.

ESTIMATES FURNISHED FOR CLUB OUTFITS. 
ALL PRICES LOW FOR CASH.
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in which the Academy was beaten 3—0. Then we 
received a challenge from a city team, the “ Brooksidcs,” 
to play on the 18th. We accepted their challenge and 
defeated them with a score of 8—6. After this game we 
played a return match with Dartmouth in which the 
Academy team was victorious with a score of 8—0.

On the 8th of November wo played another game with 
the Brooksidcs in which they were defeated by a score of 
21-0.

Soon however the weather became so unfavorable that 
wo determined to give up playing for this season. But 
just after making this resolution we received a challenge 
from the Deaf and Dumb Institution to play on Wednesday 
the 22nd. November. In a well contested gamo they were 
defeated by a score of 8-0. The weather continued so open

| that we played later than ever before, and on the 5th of 
December we wound up the season’s play by defeating the 
Orients by a score of 12—0.

HOCKEY.

The weather now seemed to be fast approaching the 
ice-forming stage, so it is little wonder that the boys began 
to neglect football and to get ready fur the Hockey season. 
A meeting of the Athletic Club was called on the 27th. of 
November when if was decided to apply for a position for 
an Academy team on the Junior Hockey League. A com
mittee was elected consisting of one boy from each of the 
classes for the purpose of picking out a team after seeing 
the boys play. There seems to be very good material in 
the Academy from which an excellent team may be formed.

Perhaps nothing is of more interest to lovers of the past than its relics—its real, substantial relics—treasures that 
can be seen with the natural eye, and not with that of the imagination only.

The mahogany arm-chair, a cut of which appears above, was once the property of Sir Walter Scott. It was brought 
from “ Abbotsford ” by his nephew Colonel Huxley, after the death of Sir Walter in 1832. Colonel Huxley dying soon 
after, the chair was bought by the late Judge Sawcrs, who was bom at Crookham, Northumberland Co., England, on 
the fifth day of December, 1791, and came to this country in the prime of Sir Walter’s literary career. The judge’s 
niece, Miss Margaret Nixon, left her birthplace, Edinburgh, Scotland, in the year 1827, going to London, where she 
stayed until 1831, when she joined her uncle at Halifax, N. S., remaining with him up to the time of her marriage in 
1848 with William Howe, Q. C., late registrar of the court of probate at this city, and nephew of the late lion. Joseph 
Howe. On the decease of the old judge in 1869, the chair came into the possession of the said Mrs. Howe, and is still 
held by her. It is in excellent condition.

Sir Walter’s writing-desk was formerly attached to one of its aims,and the space which the screw occupied is still visible. 
# * * * # * *

Scarcely less interesting is the hand-painted chinawaro which was at one time owned by the regiment of Sir John 
Moore, whose burial during a lull in the storm of war is so beautifully described by the poet Wolfe. This china 
was bought from the regiment by the aforementioned J udge Sawers.
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TIM’S ANGEL.

It was ciild, bitterly cold, with a strong wind blowing 
from the north. The streets were brightly lighted as it was 
nearly six o’clock at night, and the shop windows looked 
very gay, dressed out in their Christmas decorations. The 
side-walks thronged with happy faces—the air was filled 
with the usual excitement of Christmas week. But there 
was one sad, wistful, little face amongst the crowd, belong
ing to a small boy of about leu years, who was gazing in a 
pastry-cook’s window with longing eyes, lie was a ragged 
little urchin such as is often to he seen on the streets of any 
town, with nothing particularly noticeable about him 
excepting that he looked very ill. Tightly held under one 
arm was a small, curly-haired dog. dust at that moment a 
tall young man, who might have been twice the ago of the 
small boy came down the sidewalk and paused to look in 
the window too. The owner of the dog turned, and having 
studied the young man’s face for a moment, said in a plain
tive voice, “ Please sir, gi’ me a cent ?”

“ What will you do with the cent if I give you one ?” 
inquired the young man kindly.

“ Buy a roll for Smut returned the waif promptly, 
stroking the dog’s head with a loving hand ; “ lie’s had 
nuthin’ to eat for two days.”

“ And when did you last taste food ?” asked the young 
man, looking down with a smile at the ragged scrap of 
humanity beside him. “ Day, 'fore yes’day,” said the child 
mournfully. “ 1 can’t earn no money now. I aint strong 
like I was las’ year.”

The young man’s heart grew tender. A year ago his 
only sister had died—after one brief week’s illness. Chris
mes therefore brought sad memories to him ; though he hid 
his grief deep down in his heart and showed a smiling face 
to the world. His own loss, however, had made him far 
more sympathetic towards others, especially children, for 
had they not always been favorites of Daisy’s ? He looked 
at the waif for a moment and then asked gently “ What is 
your name ?”

“ Tim,” replied the child squeezing the dog still more 
lightly.

“ Well Tim come with me and I will give you something 
for Smut and for yourself too.” Opening the shop door he 
led the boy in and having ordered some rolls and other good 
things, stood aside and watched the child eagerly devour 
them ; while Smut regaled himself with milk and biscuits. 
When their hunger was appeased he took them out again, 
and dropping a ten cent piece into the urchin’s hand said, 
“ Now run along and see if you can find a place to sleep in 
for the night.” The child gave him a look of deep gratitude 
ar.d murmured, “ Me an’ Smut is so happy. You is good ! 
You must be an angel.” The young man turned away with 
a smile. “ Angel indeed ” he said to himself “I am a fine 
specimen of an angel ! But I am glad the youngster 
enjoyed it,” and “ he added, the smile fading from his lips, 
“it would please Daisy.” Hero he gave a sigh, which was 
half a sob, and quickened his steps.

Christmas Eve—Snow had fallen heavily all day and 
everything lay wrapped in a soft, white mantle. Merry 
sleigh bells echoed through the streets, while lights shone 
out from the windows of various churches where service 
was being hold. Outside one of these stood a small boy 
shivering with the cold, yet trying to protect a little dog 
from the frosty air by the ragged edge of his thin coat. It

was Tim who feeling half-frozen and strangely ill was 
longing to enter the church yet hesitated at the door.

What brought him to such a place at such an hour ? 
This was the secret—something within him whispered that 
lie and Smut would soon have to part, that he was going 
where Smut could not follow and he longed to sen his 
angel once more. He was sure if only he could find his 
angel Smut would bo safe from all trouble and hunger. In 
his childish mind churches and angels were in some way 
connected, so he had madn his way to the nearest place of 
worship never thinking that with so many churches in the 
town, his chances of finding his angel in this particular one 
were very slim.

After a few minutes’ hesitation he pushed open the door 
and slipped inside. A bright light lit up the porch and 
sounds of music came from within. Noiselessly opening an 
inner door he stood within the Church. What a sight met 
his gaze ! Evergreens and holly adorned the walls and 
pillars on all sides while the chancel, to his bewildered eye, 
appeared a perfect mass of flowers, The pews were filled 
with people but he heeded them not. His eyes were 
fastened on the choir of men and boys, who in their pure, 
white surplices seemed indeed to this poor waif, creatures of 
another world. Suddenly he gave a gasp and clung to the 
door for support. Yes there he was—his own angel stand
ing among the white-robed men, the light shining full upon 
his face. In another minute they had turned and wore 
coming slowly down the ais;e. Tim kept his eyes riveted 
on his angel, watching him draw nearer and nearer. Would 
he see Smut? Surely he would not pass so close without 
one glance. !

Ah no ! indeed he would not ! for there he was looking 
straight at Tim with such a smile. Tim’s fear vanished 
and holding out the dog with both hands he whispered 
“ Please sir will you be Smut’s angel ? I know as you’d 
take care o’ him if I could find you. Smut’s ”—here his 
voice broke off suddenly and he dropped senseless to the

Tim’s angel took him home and doctors did all in their 
power to save him ; but it was of no avail, Poor little 
waif ! He however was quite content so long as his angel 
held him in his strong arms and Smut lay on the bed beside 
him. And as the sun slowly rose on Christmas morning, 
colouring the snowy world with radiant hues, Tim passed 
away beyond the hills of time to where the sun would 
shine forever. Florence Ancient.

BOOK REVIEWS.

A new edition of the poem, Mary had a Little Lamb, with 
introduction and notes, for use in the. higher classes of 
Kindergartens, by Joshua Kafooselum, of the Omieye 
School of Scoopimin, N. Q.

We have great pleasure in recommending this very much 
needed addition to the present list of our school books. The 
well-known difficulties of this poem are dealt with in a very 
able manner. We have no doubt that the book will have a 
large sale and be the means of making a little money for 
Mr. Kafooselum.

The New Electric System of Education, by Pi of. 
Quickencheaj). This is an attempt to carry into effect a 
suggestion made some years ago to a Halifax audience by a 
popular lecturer. The plan proposed at that time by this 
lecturer and worked out in detail in the book now under
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Attractive and IJQeTL mz
We have an attractive and well-assorted stock of STORY BOOKS. BOOKS Suitable for Xma? Gifts. 
PICTURE BOOKS FOR CHILDREN. CALENDARS. BOOKLETS. XMAS CARDS. BIBLES. 
CHURCH OF ENGLAND PRAYER BOOKS, with Hymns A. & M.. and with Hynnal Companion. 
PRESBYTERIAN BOOK OF PRAISE. METHOD ST AND BAPTIST HYMN BOOKS, and 
ANNUALS FOR 1899.

British American Book and Tract Society-®®»— 115 Granville Streel-
•-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- •

COAL ! COAL !
ALWAYS BUY YOUR COAL FROM US IF
YOU WANT IT CLEAN AND LUMPY.

Oeoc E= BoalMCOo
WEST INDIA WHARF.

J. C. MACKINTOSH^®-
Banker and Broker.

166 HOLLIS ST., HALIFAX, N. S.
Dealer In Investments, Securities, Bonds, Debentures, Bank 

and Miscellaneous Stocks.
Special Attention given to Investments for Trusts and Estates. 
A General Banking Business Transacted.
Collections made in all parts of the Dominion and all over the world. 
Sterling Cheques issued on the Chenue Bank of London, which 

can be cashed in every part of the habitable globe. . . These cheques 
are paid everywhere withont trouble and expense.

<Pjnc^ tailoring

E. MAXWELL & SON,
182 GRANVILLE ST.

Cahill’s*#-
Barber Shop.

68-70 Barrington St., Halifax, N. S.
Best Equipped and Largest in the Provinces.

7 BARBERS.

@Iite Studio*^

GAtiVIN & GENTZEL. A Pianos and Organs
PROPRIETORS. f [ Lead all others, more of them In use, 

and being sold in Nova Scotia

18 SPRING GARDEN ROAD, HALIFAX, N. S.
than any other makes.

TELEPHONE 602.
ESPECIAL KATE TO STUDENT8%

Miller Bros. & McDonald,
Sole Agents 46 BARRINGTON ST.,

Kara Pianos acd Organs. HALIFAX.
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'phe Increasing Sales of the-<^*-^
IZSr^T-ITJLTIOlSr

^f^Blend Ceylon Tea You arc requested to call and examine our
stock of Fine Perfumes, Sachet Poxodcrs

Is surprising. Put up in half pound packages, 
and sold only by

and Xmas Novelties.
Everything New and l 'f-to-Datc.

ALBERT H. BUCKLEY, Ph.M.
E. M. WALKER,

Telephone 38. Ochterloney St., Dartmouth.
CHEMIST.

49 Spring Garden Road, Halifax, N. S.

Scholars’ *ie careful of your eyes

Eyestrain produces headache, weakens L
the nerves, and undermines the health. / ! \
It can only he avoided by wearing pro- / \ __J1 n\
perl y fitted glasses. /

All young persons should have their rA-NtL. V "t \ \1
eyes examined. We make no charge DA/JoIl V / , PI
,or"“""- P)

Every facility for accurate fitting. / j yl) if
Prices Moderate. j r

C. A BURBIDCE-1—.
h409‘Mou.isRsTR!ETRE’ Chemist and Optician.

Now'
is the time to insure your

Life
in the Manufacturers Life Insurance Co.
All Canadian. Safe. Modern. Prosperous.
Branch Office : St. Paul Building,

HALIFAX. W. T. STEWART. Manager.

W, S S LL VE R=#- Corner Cçijri*? a®l H'i>LUb Streets-

U^UW-StiïtX,'
....Specials for the Holidays....

Boys’ White Dress Shirts, 55 Cents.
Boys Flannelette Shirts, - - 25c., 45 “ ^
Boys’ Under Shirts, - - 25c., 45c., 75 “
Boys’ 2 piece Tweed Suits, - $2.50 to $3.50

GLOVES, IIOWS, TI

Boys’ 3 Piece Tweed & Serge Suits, $4 00 to $5.00 
Boys’ Custom Made Suits to Order, $7.00 to $10.00 
Boys’ Linen Collars, - - - 3 for 25 cents
Boys’ Golf Stockings, - 50 cents.

EH. WIT 1»H.

The Confederation Life
holds insurance to the amount of

Thirty Millions of Dollars
What an evidence of the approval of 
tin- Canadian people of the Company 
and its plans.

Assets, - = $8,000,000.
Maritime Provinces Branch :

F. W. GREEN, Manager. 
Offices, Métropole Building, HALIFAX.•------------------------------------------

Ret
Buy^^

den’s S'ioes.
This advertisement is intended especially for the students.
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review, ia to bring electricity into use in hastening the pro
cess of education which still appeals to move too slowly. 
The learned professor first gives a diagram or plan of the 
human brain with the position of the various powers of the 
mind clearly located as conclusively proved by the labours 
of modern scientists. The professor then proceeds to 
explain his remarkable education-hastening invention, lie 
joins to an electric battery by means of knobs and wires 
the part of the biain where the increased stimulus is 
needed. Then by turning on the electricity a current 
passes through the part of the brain connected with the 
battery, and any degree of stimulus may bo obtained for 
any faculty called into play in the preparation of school 
tasks. To take an example. In Chap. 111. the writer 
speaks of the frequently heard complaint that too much 
time is taken up in the study of Latin. By connecting 
with the battery the section of the brain where the linguistic

faculty is situated, the lesson can be learned in half the time 
considered necessary. In the next chapter he tells of how 
a school-girl twelve years old learned fifty pages of Agri
cultural Chemistry in one night. In short, the professor 
proves that the time and expense involved in our present 
antiquated system are reduced by more than 50 per cent. 
All the needed appliances, including batteries of extra 
power for stupid pupils, may be had upon application to the 
publishers of this book, Messrs. Weeworkum <fe Co.

ThouyhtMn in Pnewlels, by Ahjernon Kvereley. This is 
a new Christmas look printed on beautifully tinted paper, 
with one poemlet on each page. It is bound in dark blue 
imitation leather, which will match well with a dress of any 
light material. Read before a blight tire the effect will be 
very striking. Specially adapted for Clnistmas presents. 
Price reduced to $3.

Wj'lJj

Tiib above lithograph is from the piece of amateur photography which won 
the Annual's prize this year. The photogrngh was taken by Harry Marshall of 
Class C. The scene is a bend in the road on the west side of North-West Arm.

LIST OF STUDENTS ENROLLED AT THE ACADEMY 
THIS TERM.

Girl*—Christina Alien, Carrie May linker, Lizzie 
Fred rira Jessie Ilarnaby, Harriet Muir Bayer, Florence M iy 
Bishop, Laurie liiowne, Margaret E'izabetli Browne, Annie 
Elizabeth Christie, Inn Jane Clark, Mary Colter, Ethel 
May Conrad, Winnifred Ray Coined, Ethel May Corkum, 
Laura Crimp, Caroline Anderson Cunningham, Carrie Isabel 
Dauphiney. Olive Sutherland De Blois, Caroline Inglis 
DvWolfe, Agnes Miller Dennis, Alvina Winnifred Drysdale, 
Clara Catherine Duncmi, Blanche Mai y Eaton, Lydia 
Augusta Flemming, Alice Maude Frame, Beatrice Emma 
Frye, Ella May Gibson, Mabel I.auiie Grant, Mildicd 
Claudine Hancock, May Elizabeth Hait, Bertha Annie 
Higliam, Charlotte Annie Higlinm, Marian Sarah Herman, 
Etta Maude Hogan, Alice Howorth, Sara Miner Hull,

! Florence Augusta Kelly, Mary Alice Law lor, Margaret Lewis 
Low. Ethel May Mesm vey, Gertrude Clara Louise Mitchell, 
Maggie Catherine Morrison, Eliza bath Blanche Mumford, 
Hattie Hill MacDonald, Annie MacLeod, Emily Myra 
Partridge, Lurnc Alberta Pennington, Florence Phelan, 
Alice Prescott, Sadie Hopewell Richardson, Evleen 
(ieitiude Rockett, Katie Osman Saunders, Lillie Stuthem 
Seeley, Minnie Grace Spencer, Eunice Coleman Sterns, 
Jessie Florence Whiston, Gertrude Muriel Williston, Sadie 
Caroline Wisdom.

lioys.—George Allen Andrew, Egbert Annand, Frank 
I Rogers Archibald, Winthrop Pickard Bell, Cecil Leroy 

Blois, Walter Guidon Heartz Braine, George Nelson Baker, 
William Taylor Burton, Cecil Churchill, Gordon Lithgow 
Crichton, Frederick William Day, Brcnton Eaton, Harry 
Leo Forbes, George Stewart Gould, Charles Grant Hobart, 
James Waller Hobin, George Hunter Holder, Donald 

I James Johnstone, James Matthew Warren Kirker, Allan
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Pollok Liing, Frank Robert Ligan, William Joseph Lowry, 
George Muir Johnstone MicKay, Hirry Winsor Martin, 
Arthur McIntyre Morrison, John Nicholson, Malcolm 
Nichols-m, H-rbert Fra ter Starr Paisley, Ralph Hulls 
Kwenerton, Fre-1. Georg; Taylor, H irvey Thorn-, Stuart 
Wisdom, Arthur Woo-I, Williim Weatherspuon Woodbury. 
—Total in Class II., 91.

Class C,.
Girls — E Iitli M iy Crowell, C instance Katherine 

Danali, Mug tret Yaustone Dennis, Margaret Elcan ir 
Dickson. Lydia -I me Drake, Liun Frances Evans, Helen 
Martha Forrest, Winifred May Friser, Ellen Fletcher 
Goull, 11-len Joyce Hirris, Olive Moriel Hill, Jennie 
Mabel Huhley, Annie Eva Jamieson, Alice Mary 
Johnston. Flossie Mini Kicrstu-l, IDatrice Olivo McGrith, 
Anna Meikle MaeKenzie, Alberta May McL-od. Minnie 
Isabella McLeod, Luira Miy Maxwell, Amy Kingsland 
Pennington, Cu'oliiv; MucCuïl It tad, Ada Munie R-ynolds, 
Gertrude Miggie Settle, Lula Erma Wiswell. Jennie Eliza 
War-1, Maggie Blanche Adams, Grace Winnifred Kaye 
Hillman, Minnie L mise Black, Grace Evelyn Bowman, 
Helen Stirling Burt m, Annie G rassie Creighton, Mabel 
Sophia Crook.

ttmjs. —Ch tries Tapper Baillie, G irdon Payzant B.irss, 
llirrv Eli Bites, Rtlph Suiderson Bilimm, Henry Everslcy 
Boak, ltoy Clifford Buckley, Willi un Bull-ick, Henry 
Jenmiin Creighton, John William Davidson, Lloyd 
Hamilton Fvnuity, Geral-I Gorham, Gordon S. Harrington, 
David Burke Liwlor, Walker Stewart Lindsay, Henry 
H-rbert Marshall, John Morrison, Douglas Graham Gland, 
William Charles Ross, Otho Rupert Sharp, George Roy 
Soulin, Carl Black Thompson, James Hall Ribeleigh 
Thorne, Richard Chapman Weldon, Jr., Cameron Rishy 
Whitehorn, Edward Rhind Woodill.—Total in Class C.,, 58.

Class Cs.
Girls.—Mary Lillian Angevine, Mary Helen Archibald, 

Winifred Glen Barnstead, Blanche Gertrude Brunt, Marion 
Amelia De Wolf, Ilariot Birnes Dodd, Mary Cruickshnnks 
Dunhrack, Henrietta Evelyn Garroway, Edith Margaret 
Grant, Berth i May Gray, Elsie Dora Howell, Bessie Louise 
Keeler, Pauline Leona Murray, Katie Morrison, Catherine 
Macdonald, Miry Elliot McLennan, Nellie Shepeard 
McLennan, Clara Beatrice Pi lie, Mable Publicover, Ruth 
Richardson, Mary Christiana Robinson, Elizabeth Helena 
Ross, Bertha Maud Smith, Rebecca Elizabeth Turner, Lizzie 
Walsh, Hattie Beatrice Webber, Amy Glen Witter, 
Eupheniia Mary Wood, Jean Isabella Wood, Emma Matilda 
Mumford, Lucy Viola Mitchell, Sadie Katherine Webber.

lioi/s.—Arthur Austin Bentley, Harris Harding Bligh, 
Frank Heher Calder, Paul Henry Creighton, Charles 
Louis Eckersley, Charles Frederick Gorham, Cyril 
Herbert G irliam, Walter Alton Henley, John Rentforth 
Kelly, Edward James Longard, Leland Stanford Lydiard, 
Robert Thom is Lynch, Charles William Macaloncy, 
Vivian Martin, Gonlon Carliss Moore, Ross Tilton Mosely, 
James E-1 war-1 Noonan, Rupert Henry Judson Settle, 
Charles Ross Sutherland, Karl Casoni Vossnack, H-mry 
John Walker, James Duggan Walsh, Herbert Thornton 
Scott Whiston, Robert Albert Wood, John Henry Congdon. 
—Total in Class Ca., 58.

Class D,.
Girls.—Janet McLaren Auld, Bertha Alice Barnstead, 

Ethel Mary Beattie, Florence Mary Bell, Nellie Brown,

Mary Constance Chapman, Bella Gray Chisholm, Lydia 
May Colbert, Laura Maud Conrad, Charlotte Bertha Daniel, 
Beatrice Eleanor Divisa, Addina Evelyn Duncan, Dora 
Guille Faulkner, Re ta Minerva Fraser, Jessie Isadora 
Garrison, Mabel Gentles, Maggie Gillies, E'liel Mary Grant, 
Mabel Gomlge, E lyth Helena Hardy, Ethel Evelyn Huhley, 
Minnie Blanche Jodrey, Ruby Marita Kaye, Mary Louise 
Marsh ill, Estella Dora Michaels, E'liel Rosamond Mills, 
Elizabeth Burchell Moir, Beatrice Morris, Mary Morrison, 
Blanche May MacDonald, L-titia Ann Mel) maid, Queenie 
Eliza MaeKenzie, Winnifred May McLean, Hilda Mowbray 
McLellan, Jessie McMillan, Jennie Clinton Nisbet, Grace 
Evelyn O’Connor, Marion Currie Outliit, Bel va Lenore 
Parks, Jean Amelia Puvois, Annie West Rogers, Mabel 
Sims, Violet Cussicls Smith, Alberta Wier Sturmy, Eva 
Gertrude Sutherland, Mary Ellen Tulloch.

Bn;/s.—Rtlph Pickard Bell, Duncan Carroll, William 
Geoffrey Doiill, R >y Kcnmth Elliott, Frederick A. Grant, 
Alexander 1 > miel Morrison, James A. Mowntt, Burns 
MacLean, Charles Lircn S nitli, Frederick Clnrnley Smith, 
William Burton Spencer, Laurence Chillies PurvesTremaine. 
Thomas Robert William Pelham Tlmriuan.—Total in Class 
D,., 59.

Class Da.
Girls.— Saraii Maleev Archibald, Sara Van Buskiik 

Bingay, Alberta Loraine Black, Margaret Chisholm, Gladys 
Reynolds Clarke, Clan A vice Crease, Alice Phoebe 
Do Wolfe, Laura Elizabeth Eastwood, Vera Fielding, Amy 
Barron Foo'e, Jennie Drummond Fiaser, Helen Lindsay 
Grant, Eva Agnes Goudge, Charlotte Graydon, Bertha 
Holley, Ethel May Keating, Mary Olive Keating, Mary 
Jeanette Kirker, Hazel Muir Mason, Laura Jean Macdonald, 
Zillah Catherine Macdonald, Ernestine Loraii e McLellan, 
Edna Blanche McNutt, Winifred May Nicolle, Eupheniia 
Mary Nicholson, Pearl Maude Senelle, Elizabeth Smith, 
Lillian Jeanette Spencer, Laura Mabel Stephens, Lily Mary 
Thomas.

Boys.—Albert Johnson Barnes, Rufus Osborne Bayer, 
Arthur Edward Bo.ik, Charles Foran Button, Robert Roy 
Campbell, Edward Foster, William Hamilton Foster, 
Franklin George Greig, Alfred Stanley Hilchie, John 
Dexter Hills, Harry I >ouglas I loll md, Alfred Edwin 
Jamieson, Charles Sutherland Johnson, Charles Campbell 
King, Daniel Lament, Frederic Warren Miller, Alexander 
Morrison, Walter Scott Mulhall, James Edmund Myers, 
Judson Stuart McGregor, William Ross McKenzie, Frank 
H irris McLean, Roy Nicholson, Clinton Ashworth Proctor, 
Wilbur Bertrand Proctor, James Grant Stenhouse, Frederic 
Osborne Sturmey, Robert Sedgewick Hutchins.—Total in 
Class D-., 59.

Total number of students in attendance this term 325.

HOW MICKEY DID THE WASHING.

Mickey did wash the clothes and gave them a good 
washing too. But I think in future mother will dispense 
with his help and will continue to have the week’s laundry 
done in the old way.

Mickey, which by the way is not his right name, is the 
big brother of the family, and has so far advanced in his
studies that he is in the highest class at---------Academy,
and thinks he is just chock full of original ideas, and he 
will some day startle the world with his wonderful 
achievements.
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Tl 11 are cordially invited to come and see us at the old stand and

___— -------------------- inspect our great display of brand new stock of Xmas Books,
Including all the principal Annuals. Also Xmas Cards, Calendars and Novelties in great 
variety. A Grand Fountain Pen, just out, “The Hustler," only $1.78, satisfaction guar
anteed, otherwise returnable. A full line of School Books and Fine Stationery constantly 
on hand. No trouble to show goods at

-Hk Provincial Bookstore.
C. H. Rllggles & Co. Successors to MORTON & CO.

14it BAKKINOTON STREET.

Tailors and Clothiers

are the three very important features that have 
made our SkîftS a household word.

The Milliner and Outfitter.A. ©e©NN©R

ROBERT STANFORD*^
Importing Tailor—^

156 HOLLIS STREET, - HALIFAX, N. S.
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Mickey, as he says himself, is almost a Watt, or Stephen
son or one of those men, and he will one day revolutionize, 
the world by his labor saving devices.

Somehow or other Mickey managed to get a small engine 
and boiler and a various assortment u( belts, pul lies and 
shafting so spread out over the barn, .that it is more than 
one’s life is worth to go out when Mickey has steam up, 
which is pretty nearly all the time.

Mickey no longer chops wood, he has a saw rigged tip, 
and cuts up everything in sight, valuable or otherwise. 
Hut, as Kipling says, “That is another story.”

Mickey thought the week’s washing could be done up, in 
short order by machinery, and much more nicely than the old 
conventional way.

I am not going into particulars as to how Mickey 
improvised his wonderful creation of a washing machine. 
Sufficient to say it was a complicated arrangement of water
tight barrels, which went first this way at lightning speed 
ami then that way, and sometimes both ways at once. 
And what with belts and gear-wheels ami stop valves and 
hot and cold water, steam valves and that sort of thing, 
Mickey thought it was a thing of ‘ beauty 1 and was to 
prove a joy forever to his mother.

Monday afternoon Mickey was most industrious, lie 
gathered in all socks and flannels he could lay his hands on, 
table cloths ami napkins, all the got d blouses in sight, 
coll irs and cuffs, a dirty old horse blanket, two or three 
pairs of overalls, all bespattered with engine grease, his 
football suit and a few other things. All was wheat that 
came to Mickey’s mill.

All were dumped together into the washing machine. 
Then Mickey filled it up with water, fastened the trap-door, 
turned on the steam jet and let her go.

After giving the clothes a thorough good boiling ami 
sinking up, Mickey slowed up the engine, and changed the 
water. And if you could judge from the look of the water 
the experiment was going to be a “ howling success,” for the 
water was as black as your boots. Hut, oh my ! how was 
poor Mickey to know that the children had been playing 
with his washing machine, and emptied a bottle of shoe 
blacking in the interior, as well as driven a score of nails in 
various directions around the circumference of the inner 
barrel of the machine. So Mickey was elated if somewhat 
surprised as well, at the amazing amount of dirt which 
could bo got out of a small wash of clothes. He therefore 
proceeded to till the machine up again with water, and turn 
on the steam.

He again emptied the water and found it much cleaner 
than before. So he filled it up again for a final scouring 
aud started the machine once more.

ribbons by the sharp nails and discolored with the dye out 
of the other clothes.

Everything that went into the machine, even the greasy 
overalls, were washed clean, without a doubt. All the 
woolens were shrunk, at least the pait that was not torn 
into rags. Yet Mickey did wash the clothes and ho gave 
them a good steaming too.

Hut I have to record, unwillingly though it may be, 
that as a Laundry man, he is not a success. “ Birdie.”

AN ACADEMY GIRL’S SONG OF HER WORK.
With fingers weary and worn, with eyelids heavy and red,
A school-girl sat in her rocking-chair, wishing that she were dead. 
’Tis cram, cram, cram, till the brain is all in a whirl,
And still with a mind determined to win, plods on the tired school-

Work, work, work till the clock is striking ten,
Work, work, work, when tire daylight conies again.
'Tis Latin, (ieometry, French ; Algebra, History and (ireek,
Till the" welcome sound of the one o’clock gong, brings us the 

freedom we seek.
Work, work, work, in the drear December light 
Work, w ork, work, when the sun is shining bright.
Its oh ! from nine to one, Its oh ! from three to four,
Till one almost feels like banging the hooks and (lying out the door, 
Oli ! teachers witii sisters dear, oh ! teachers, so learned and wise, 
It’s not only hooks we're wearing out, but our bright and fresh 

young lives.
Oh ! stop, stop, stop, consider our pitiful state,
Aud beg the Board to lighten our tasks, or soon t'will lie too late.

GOAKS.

By one of our incorrigible* still at large.

What is the greatest obstacle in the H. Class? I.aiiig’s 
Nek.

Which student would make the best Shepherd ? Miss

Who is the greatest magician in the school ? Miss 
Herman.

Who is the most spiritual young man in the Academy? 
Mr. Soul is.

What girl in the C, Class is the best archer ? Miss 
Bowman.

What student ng medicine would be a quack 
doctor ? Miss Dr-ke.

What boy in the. C, Class is most likely to be found 
near a rose ? Mr. Thorn(e).

Why should the B. ('lass be well supplied with bread ? 
Because it contains two bakers.

After a couple of minutes something seemed to have 
gone wrong. Mickey said it was the governor. Anyhow 
whatever it was, it certainly was um/omvmble, for just 
about that time commenced a race against time that was 
simply awful. Round and round went the machine faster 
and faster, and for a few minutes Mickey lost his grip of 
the situation, until he recollected that by shutting oil' the 
steam the machine would stop going sometime during the 
afternoon which it eventually did. Mickey undid the 
fastenings and took out what once was a pretty good assort
ment of clothes. Just here is where he discovered that 
the children had been driving nails.

It almost breaks my heart when I think of my nice 
blouses, alas blouses no longer, for they were torn into

How does the Da Class resemble the Russian emblem ? 
Because it has a Bear (Bayer) in it.

Why should the 1». Class be the most learned ? Because 
it contains Braim and a double supply of Wisdom.

Why is recess in the Assembly Hall like a poultry yard 
at evening ? Because there is a rush for the perch.

Formula for computing number of pupils in the 
Academy, d + da + c + c8 + Im (where n = infinity.)

Who is the most dangerous boy in the Academy ? 
Robert Wood, because he is always calling out to ‘ Lynch.’

It is said that the C9. is going to present the Principal 
with a cushion for bis chair in the Assembly Hull. W-lt-v 
H-ul y has taken the contract for supplying the hair.

1'iitiiw , ... of tic .a Scotia
HALIFAX, N. ,S.
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A Steady Aim
S
t
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is required to succeed in any line.
Our Steady Aim is to suit our Customers.
We will not bore you with a long adver
tisement, but we want to impress the truth 
on every one that our aim is to make every 
customer satisfied.

We think every Shoe in our stock is made 
of good honest leather. If you find any shoe 
you buy from us is not good as represented, 
come right in and tell us all about it, and 
we will make things satisfactory to you.

We want your Trade, your Good Will.

Taylor’s
Palace Boot and Shoe Store,

156 Granville St., Halifax, N. S.

SOLE SLATER SHOE AGENTS.
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ALLEN’S™ BOOKSTORE
DEPOT FOR-»™-—'

School Books, Exercise Books,
Waterman’s Fountain Pens,
Drawing Instruments, Drawing Papers. 

Largest stock of standard Books——-
Books for the Boys & Girls.

T. C. ALLEN & CO. 124 and 126 Granville St,

We carry the largest assortment, 
and are quoting very low 

prices for the holiday 
trade. ***■*-

-*174 to 190*- 
LOWER WATER STREET.
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