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A MODERNIZED FORM.

PrOGRESS appears to its readers today
in a somewhat altered and more modern
form. The tendency, or rather the fashion
of the times in newspaperdom is to spproach
as convenient a form as possible and that
best suited to readers and advertisers.
The mott successful dailies which were
tor many years issusd as ‘‘blanket” sheets
of four pages have become modern and
now, with the advent of improved ma-
chinery and better taste, appear in a more
compact and convenient form. For almost
six years ProGrrss his been printed
on a six column page which,while generally
satisfactory has been open to the objzctions
of patrons that the pages were too large for
their number to do them full justice.
This siz2 his also made it impossible to
fold one paper within another so that each
vumber would be in one complete form In
ts present s'z2 it will be possible to do this
when the negotiitions pending a proper
tolding machine are completed. For these
reasons the form of ProcGrrss has been
modernized somewhat, and we trust our
readers will agree, improved. Advertisers
will certainly consent that upon whatever
page they are placed they will have
a more commanding position while those
readers who are partial to the form ot such
excellent journals as the Youths Com-
panion, London News &c. will, it may be,
wish that the modernizing bad been carried
a step farther and ProGress issued on
that siz3 sheat. Oar neighbor, the Mes-
senger and Visitor, will, we understand,ap-
pear in something akin to that form when
issued next week, a fact which speaks well
for its enterprise and determination to
keep abreastof the sge in jcnrnalism.
Such ckanges com2 around all in their
own good time and we hope the day is not
tar distant when ProGrress will be able to
appear when the occasion demands with a
cover and as many pages as a complete
tolding machine can fold, paste ard trim.

ITs MEANING UNKNOWN.

A learned society is rather unfortunate,
to say the least, when it is unable to tell
what its name means. This is the dilemma
of the Royal (zeographical Society of Aus-
tralasia. It asked the International Geo-
graphical Congress in London, last year,
to give an answer to the question What
is the true definition of the term Austral-
asia ? The Congress, being very busy with
other matters, had no time for this con-
undrum, and the question is still unanswer-
ed.

The Australian geographers declie to
accept the British defiaition of the word,
as given in the imperial statute, which
declares that ‘‘the term  Austral-
asia shall eignify and include New
Zealand and Tasmania as well as Austra-
lia.” Why, stk the Australian geographers
should New Zealand, Fiji, New Ca'edonia,
and the other islands of the south seas be
excluded ? In tact no geographical societies
and few writers accept the given definition ;
but confusion arises because everybody
uses the word according to his own idea of
what it embraces. The Australians them-
gselves here tried in vain to reach a common
understanding. A geographical conference
at Melpourne, ten or twelve years ago,
argued the question, but failed to attain
any conclusion, and none has been ar-
rived at sinc2, though the great society
with its branches in all the leading colonies
said in its memorial to the Landon Con-
gress that ‘‘we consider it a matter of daily
increasing importance.”

The fact is, there are few accepted
boundaries for parts of the world consider-
ed in & geographical, instead of a political
sense. What isthe geographical, the so-
called natural division between Europe
and Asia in the South-East? Cne famcus

authority says it is the Manytsch depres-
sion north of the Caucasus ; another that it
is the line following the crest of the Main
Caucasus range, and still another
that it is the southern boundary of Trans-

deals with the matter, gives three deter-
minations which deal with the total area of
Europe, according as one or aanother of
these boundary lines is accepted.

There is no agreement even as to the
number of continents, for some distinguish-
ed writers recognizs only three, Euro-Asia,
Africa and America; and when they talk of
the great diversions of the land surface the
number varies from five to eight according
to the different writers. Perhaps in only
one respect is this a matter of importance.
When a writer or speaker refers to a
region it is highly desivable to know how
much of the earth’s surface he includes
under the name.

Uatil a half century ago shere was much
confusion in booka and atlases with re-
gard to the names and extent of the various
oceans.The Royal Geographical Society of
London appointed a committee, in 1845,
to settle these matters and the conclusions
reached by the committee, with som2 mod-
ifi;ations, were generally accepted and
have proved advantageous. Thereis much
less confution with regard to the names and
extent of land surfaces, but such as exists
is not likely to te remedied unless some
authorative tribunal takes the matter in
hand, and th3 rest of the world accepts its
decisions.

A NEW INTOXICANT.
While the enemies of alco%ol in its
various forms are exhaus‘ing their in-
genuity in d2vising methods for suppressing
its use as an intoxicant, the ingenuity of
people who crave this sort of stimulus is
equally active in finding new means of
gratifying their craving. There is an old
story ot a town in Europe where sul-
phuric ether was habitually imbibed as
a substitute for whiskey; the morphine
fiend and the chloral fiend are well known
to {(he medical profession; and
laudumn cock-tails are a not izfrequent
pick-me-up. Now comes news from a
Connecticut town that cocaine snuff has
become the rage with its inhabitants, and
that they are wasting their substance and
ruming their health by its use. The latest
new intoxicant 1s described as being com-
posed of cocaine, sugar of milk, mignesia,
and menthol, or peppermint extract, and
applied to the nostrils like tobacco snuff.
It was first compoundzd by a physician as
a remedy for catarrh, but, having been
found also to possess also exhiliarating
qualities the use of it has spread to all
classes of the population. Oae working

man is s#aid to spend as much as
$5 per week upon it and the town
druggists cannot supply the demand.

Among its victims are children of tender
years and hundrads of factory work people.
W here it is consumed to excess it produc-
es sleeplessness, hysteria, and finally par-
alysis. An appeal to the legislature is
talked of for suppressing the evil but mean-
while it rages with great violence. Here
is a new field for reformers and philanthro-
pists to work in, as soon as they shall have
succeedod in supressing the use of alcho-
lic drinks. And by the time they have
finished with cocaine ahd snuff, something
newer and more popular will have been
invented, so that they need never ba out of
a job.

Dr. Gosropeex DerisENKO, a Russian
scientist, who is the latest to believe he
has dizcovered a cure for cancer, now re-
veals the basis of hisremedy to be swallow-
wort. This poisonous plant of the milk-
weed species has already been used in
medicine and some slight degree of cred-
ebility is given to Dr. DENiSENKO'S theory
by the fact that the saffron colored juice
ot the swallow-wort has long been used by
peasants to rid themselves of warts. Still
to be taken internally an entir:ly new pro-
blem must have presented itselt as the
juice contains two poisons; and i) the ef-
fort to neutralize their toxic effect Dr.
DENIsENKO can scarcely have preservad the
juice’s true medical efliziency as an anti-
toxin.

Dr. Freveric A. Cook who is to lead
an expedition next year to explore the
praetically unknown Antartic zone, may
be justly tormed the pioneerin the few re-
vival of ingerest in the new Antarctica.
Although the BuwLL cruise resulted in a
successful landing on one of the islands of
the South polar region and three other
European expeditions are now in course of
preparation, to Dr. Coox belongs the
honor of having been the first in this day
and generation to turn his eyes towards the
South pole.

The transfer of the remains of Louis
Pastrur from his late resting place to the
magnificent tomb in the PAsTeUR Institute
took place last Saturday with very little
ceremony. The great scientist had before

Caucasia ; and a recent publication which .

his death, expressed the modest wish that
the occasion should be private. Thke re-
moval took place upon practically the
seventy-forth anniversary of the illustrious
chemist’s birth—December 27, 1822. A
national funeral was decreed for this found-
er of the modern ecience of bacteriology by
President FAure and his funeral took place
at Notre Dame on Dec. 31, 1895. France
wished to enshrine his ashes in ths Pan-
theon but he chose to be buried in the little
garden of the PasTEUR Institute.

A few days ago the Brazilian govern-
ment was reported to bhave discovered do-
cumentary evidence to prove that neither
England nor Venczuela was entitled to
the Guiana territory for which they are
contending, but that Brazil alone was the
real owner of the disputed tract; now the
cable brings the news that Brezil has
magnanimously resigned her claim. Neither
the aseertion nor the renunciation ot a
claim which has been permitted to slumber
for three centuries can be considered a
matter of sarious moment; but the sim-
plicity of the Brazilian cffizials who con-
ceived the idea of resurrecting thase musty
proofs of title are amusing.

M. Axpre Tuevrier the post and ro-
mancer who has been teated by the French
academy in ths vicated chair of ALEex-
ANDER Dumas, will be best remembered
ouatside of France as the friend and editor
of that strange girl MARIE BASHKIRTSEFY.
Some of his verses are engraved above her
tomb. Th2academy crowned his poems
when they were first gathered into a
volume, but he began writing verses nearly
forty years ago. He is now a white haired
man of sixty threa residing in what is said
to be an ideal country house just outside
of Paris and is mayor of the Commune of
Bourg-la-Reine.

While M:jor McKiNLEY was out sleigh-
ing at Canton, O , on Christmis atternoon
he saw some boys with thzir sleds, and
called out to them ¢'Hitch-On!"” It might be
remarked that this is a singulary appro-
priate try for a president-elect To aspir-
ants for a place in the Cabinet, the
words will sound sweet indeed. To oflice
seekers in general, the simple monc-
syllables will secm very dulcet and melod-
ious. The Canton small boys should have
photographed that invi‘ation on the spot,
for it is an historic and precious slogan,
that sweet ‘“‘Hitch on!”

THE CLOSEOF A MERRY DAY.

A Young Man Met a Stuffed Stork and
Demolished it.

While many residents of the city cele-
brated X mas by getting considerably under
the influence of the ardent —a custom more
honored by the breach than by tke ob-
eervance—very few of them had the same
experiencs as one of the clerks employed
at Sand point. Ths particular gentleman
went on a good time with a number of
triends one evening recently. As is usual
on such occasions wine flowed freely, a fact
not calculated to increase the young man’s
clearness of perception or visien. During
the evening in question he partook of sev-
eral glasses of liquor and when the tims
came togo home was pretty well jagged. His
friends noting his condition and wishing
to enjoy a joke athis expense quickly re-
lieved him of his watch and spare
cash, stripped him of most of his
clothes and sent him to his boarding
house in the small hours. The proprietor
of the boarding hoase, by the way, was an
enthusiastic student of natural history and
one of his dearest treasures is a large
stuff2d stork which adorns the {ront hall.

The stork was a marvel of the taxider-
mists’ art fearfully and wonderfully made
A few days previous it had suffered the loss
of an eye and was at once sent to the
taxidermist to have the missing membszr
replaced. It was returned on the same
evening after his Christmas. And when the
young man opened th2 front door with his
litch key hs2 at onca discovered the stork.
Then came trouble. In his hazy condition
he thought the bird was some monster come
to torture him and he at once proceeded
to make things lively for it.

A mix up followed in which his storkship
was decidedly worsted inasmuch as he got
his long slender neck broken short off.
The next morning the landlady waited
upon her pugnacious border with a bill of
repairs and he realizad that his fun had
not ended.

A Mistake in The Title,

A little boy of seven years attended a
performance of Little Lord Fauntleroy in
the Institute this week and upon his return
home he described aswell as possible the
interesting little play. His mother’samuse-
ment may be imagined when he informed
her that *‘Fauntleroy’s mamma didn't want
to give her little boy up to old God Haver-
sham.” He was evidently unacquainted with

the titles of nobility.

Highest of all in Leavening Power.— Latest U. S. Gov’t Report.
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VERSES OF YESTERDAY AND TODAY

Wanema,

Far back in unwritten ages, when only the light
canoe

Had learned the course of the river, and the flow ot
its waters blue

When only the Red man’s wigwam varied the land-
scapes green

And only the Indian children gave life to the forest
scene,

A fierce war had raged but was ended. The Mohawks
accepting defeat

Had flad in dismay to the river, anl hurriedly bea !
a retreat.

Wamagon, the chief of Meductic, looked scorn on
the fl:eting foe

As high on the bank of the river, he proudly stalked
to and fro.

““Wanema,” he called, **come, Wanema,” and up
from the torest glade,

In response to his call, come bounding—a beautiful
Indian maid.

‘Wanem3, my child,” he repzated, as his daughter
flaw to his side, .

‘I have sworn by the victory given, to make you
next moor--a bride.

“Your brave is the mizghty O2.da-ga,”a warrior of
muscle and might

«He prays to the gods and has power, to win us
guccess in the fight.,”’

Wanema stood silent and troubled--3he loved not
Ondags, the seer

And her heart throbbed with passionate anger, but
never a tremor of fear

Till she thought of the Mohawk captive, she had left
but an hour ago,

And she sighed “I am false to my father, I have
given my heart to the foe.”

So the days sped on’ and Wan:ma still tended the
wounded brave

Till her pity was changed to adoring and love was
the solace she gave.

““WWamagon my father is ruthless—if they send not
your ransom today

My Mohawk—your fate will be torture—you better
had died in the fray

Yet listea | Wanema will save you. Tonight will be
gloomy and dark

And you must steat dowa to the river, where I shal)
have anchored my bark.”

“Wapema ! Wanema, my princ2ss I never §shall
leave you alone sl
You bid me dzpart and forget you; is the heart of
i . your lover a stone ? ---= ——

with
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‘Ccme with me Wanema’ he pleaded ‘Come
me or here I will stay

They will wed you next moon to Oadago and my-

seif, I care not if they slay.’

She was won; when the day turned to darkness and

the tribe of Meductic slept.

The Mohawk and maiden in silenc2, down to the

river crept.

Ah welcome its musical ripple, as it seemed to

murmur farewell.

But a wild laugh of scorn and derisoin echoed o’er
water and dell.

*Oadago, tha scer knows your secret, your bark is
afloat on the tide

‘*Wanema shall ne’er wed the Mohawk, nor jyet be
Ondaga’s bride.

¢Here, here, ye shall stand forever, till the river
shall cease to flow.’

‘Or the boat fl yats back to its haven,
itself below.”’

‘And here I shall stand and guard you, till time
shall have ceased to be,

The heart of the haughty Wanema, will throb in
the heart of a tree.”

And still by the mighty Oaigoudi they wait for the
turn of the tide

Till the curse of Oadaiga is ended and the Mohawk
can claim his bride

Three trees, tall, majestic and stately—their giant
heacs haughtily rear;

For two are the maid and the Mohawk—the third
is Ondaga, the seer.

and anchors

LiLy JORDAN
Woodstock, N. B.

The Red-Topped Boots,

To the last my memory wanders
To the happv chiidhood days,
Bringing j )yous recollections
Of its sports and childish ways;
But one moment seems theé brighter
And my memory longer stops
At the time I wore so proudly
Boots with red morocco tops.

Fleeting time in quick snccession,
As the years roiled swiftly by,

Brought new scenes and new erjoymsents,
Changing as the moments fly;

But of th~se my mem’ry wearies,
Ani their view it xlnd(l‘y drops,

Just to see those boyhood treasures—
Boots with red morocco tops.

Proud I walked to school in winter,
Braving snows and piercing cold,
Richer than the envied miser,

With his hoard of shining gold,
And it seemed—perhaps 'twas fancy,
That the worl: in wouder stops
Just to gaze for but a momext
At those red morocco tops.

How I thought I was the envy
Of the boys across the way,
W ith their boots, so plain and clumsy,
That they’d worn for many a day;
How I felt’way up above them,
And to play would never stop,
Just because my boot was finished
With a red morocco top.

Years may bring us many a lesson
But we tail to heed the best
If we think thit wealta or station
Makes us better than the rest;
And the one wko proud and haughty,
W i‘h the homble never stops
Is more {)0lish than the schoolboy
Proud of boots with flaming tops.
—Con R. Nortoo, in Chicago Inter-Ocean.

All Foreligners,

The Philadelphia North American quotes
the saying of & man who is disturbed about
the future ot his native land.

Mr. Banner—the foreigners are getting
an awtful hold in this country.

Cresby—Thoey are, indeed. Why, I

read over a list of men naturalizad by the

court yesterday, and every oae of them
was a foreigner.

A LifesSaving Dog.

How a mongrel *‘good for-nothing” dog
a cur of the streets, saved a man’s life, was
lately recorded by the Louisville Courier-
Journal as a part of the news of the day.

Louis Carr was painting the rear of a
vacant house in Louisville. As the noon
hour approached he was at work at the
very top of hislaider, just under the eaves.
Being in haste to finish his stint, and not
wishing to spend time to go down and
move the ladder he stretched as far as pos-
sible to one side.

Just then he felt the ladder slipping
away from him, and as the only means of
saving himself he dropped his brush, and
seized the gutter with both hands. Down
went the ladder, and there the painter
hung thirty-flve feet from the groand.

He shouted for help, but no one heard
him ; no one but a small dog which came
round the corner in response to his cries.

Evidentlr the dog took in the situation
at once. He barked furiously, winding up
with a long howl. Then he ran out of the
yerd and across the street to a police sta-
tion. There he barked again, and then
ran back to theyard. These manoeuvres
he ropeated two or three times, till the
policeman began to see that something
was the matter, and followed him to the
rear of the house.

Then it was but the work of a moment
to put up the ladder and rescue Mr. Carr,
who was all but ready to drop from ex-
Laustion.

No owner could be found for the dog,
and Mr. Carr of course adopted him as his
own.

‘A Mail-Car.'

An amusing story is told by the New
York Tribune of a woman who resented
what she supposed was an exclusive privil-
lege grantzd to men.

A determined-looking woman tried teo
get on a street-car in Philadelphia the
other day, when it made a momentary stop
on account of a blockade; but the con-
ductor said to her:

‘Take the next car, madam; we can’

carry passengers.’

‘What's the reason yoa don’t?’ she in-
quired, at the same time making an effort
to scramble aboard just as the car started
up.
‘You can’t get on; it’s a mail-car!
shouted the man on the rear platform.

_ ‘The idea !" muttered the woman, shak-
ing her green umbrella at the rapidly dis-
appearing conductor, to the infinite delight
of a number of spectators. ‘A male car,
and you won’t let women rid2 omit! I’ll
report you at the depot—see if I don't !
and she made a m2ntal note of his number.

New Method.

A man who was for some years in the log
and lumber business on the shores of Lake
Michigan tells a little iacident illustrative
of the Irishman’z unwillingness to acknow-
ledwe his ignorance of any subject.

One day a young Irishman applied for
work,

““Can you raft and boom logs?” asked
the lumber merchant.

*“Av coorse, sorr,” returned the unem.

ployed, with cheering promptness.

““Well, then,” said the lumber merchant,
‘‘go up on the gap above the railroad pridge
and boom all the logs you find with my
mark. Anvy of the rattsmen will tell you
about the mark, the locality of the gap, and
so forth.”

The Irishman hesitated a moment, and
then with an ingenious smile, he said :

“I'll be afther goin’ directly, sorr; d’ you
boom the logs as we do in the owld coun-
thry, I dunno? Is it wid a shovel ye boom
’em, sorr, or how ?

Better Left Unsald.

Perhaps most persons make occasionally
what is known to the vocabulary of slang as
‘a bad break,’ and breaks of this kind are
usually hard to mend.

Aunt Clarissa had come from a town a
considerable distance away to Speni
Thanksgiving. The weather was inclement,
and the visit had to be restricted to hom3
of her married niece.

‘It is too bad, Aunt Clarissa,” said the
niece, when the time for leave-taklng came,
‘that you bave bad no chance to go about
and see things out-of-doors. I do hope
that when you come to vicit us again it
will be warm weather,’

And it did not occur to her until the
next day that aunt Clarissa had talked of
returning in a ftew weeks to spend the
Christmas Holidays.

»

An Artistic Case,

Besides adding excellence to their in-
struments, the Pratte Piano Co, endeavor
to give grace and beauty to their cases. In
the west window of their warerooms, 1676
Notre Dame Street, they have now on view
& piano ot a somewhat antique design, in
beautiful satin wood, an appearance of re-
finement seems to tollow its presence visi-
tors are always welcome. There is always
something interesting to see, for the music-
ian and any-ope interested in the progress
ot Canadian manufacture.
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