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When the Duke of Wellington first went
to the court of Louis the Eighteen, tbe
French marshalls whom he bad defsated
turned their backs upon him. The Kiog
apologized for their rudeness. ‘Never
mind, Your Mrjesty,’ replied Wellington
‘they have got into the babit, and they
can’t get out of it.’

-

One of the stories which Levi Hutchine
the old time clock maker of Concord, New
Hampshire, delighted to tell related to the
youth ot Daniel Webster. ‘One morning,’
said the old man, ‘while [ was taking
breakfast at the tavern kepi by Daniel’s
tather, Danpiel and bis brother KEzek:el,
who were little boys with dirty and snarly
hair, came to the table and asked me for
bread and butter. [ complied with their
request, little thinking that they would be-
come great men. Daniel dropped bis
piece of bread on the eandy floor,
and the buttered side, ot course,
was down. He looked at it a mom-
ent, then picked it up and showed it
to me, saying; ‘What apity ! Please give
me a piece ot bread buttered on both sides
then it 1 let it 1all one of the buttered sides
will be up.’

-

Ostentatious disclaimers of the patriotic
sentiment deserve as little sympathy as
the false pretenders to an exaggeratel
share of it. A great statesman is responsi-
be fcr an apophthegm ¢n that aspect of
the topic which always deserves to be

quoted in the same breath as Dr. Jobu- |

son’s toc familiar half-truth (*Patriotism is
the last reiuge of a scoundrel.’) When
Sir Francis Burdett, the Radical leader in
the eariy days ot the last century, avowed
scorn for the normal instinct of patriotism,
Lord Jobn Russell, the leader of the Liber-
al party in the House of Commons, sagely
restorted : ‘The honorable member talk
of the cant of patrotism; but there is
sometbing worse than the cant of patriot
ism, and that is the recant of patriotism.’
Mr. Gladstone declared l.ord John's re
partee to be the best that he ever heard.

*

Booker Washington is largely responsi-
ble tor the increased respect peid to his
race, says a writer in the Chi-
cago ‘Record-Herald.” ‘I heard the oth-
er day of an Atlantic lady of Southern
birth and southern prejudices who had a
northern philanthro t8a guest at her
dnper tablo. Hes _eral times alluded to
‘Mr. Wasbington.” She tried to bold her
temper, but finally broke out and exclaim-
ed: ‘If youdon't stop celling that nigger
‘mister’ [ don’t know what I will do.
“What sball I call him ? enquired the in-
nocent northener. ‘We all call him Pro
tessor Washington,” sbe replied. And
tbat reminds me of another story of an
old tashioned sonthern gentleman at Tus-
gegee, who, referring to the same subjzct,
said: ‘We bave to much self respect to
call & nigger ‘miater,” and we have too
much respect for him to call Lim Booker
Washinaton without a profix, beace we
call bim rofessor.’

Ol the great Profestor Gregory of Edin-
burgh Uaiversity, the truly worthy and
learned Professor Gregory’ who won the
‘esteem and veneration’ of Burns, this
tale is told in the latest volume of the
‘Famoue Scott’ series. One day when be
was giving out the tickets for his class he
had to go into enother room to tetch some-
thing. When he came back he saw a stu-

~ dent who was waiting for his ticket take

some money off his table and put it into
his pocket. The protessor gave bim his
pass and said nothing, but just as the lad
was leaving the room, he rose up and lay-

. ing his hand on his shoulder said, ‘I saw

what you did, and I am eo sorry. I know
how great must bave been your need be-
fore you would take the money. Keep it,
keep it,” he added, seeing that the student
meant to give the stolen money back to
him, ‘but, for God’s sake, never do it

again.’
-

In bis book, War Impressions, Morti-
ser Mempes relates that Cecil Rhbodes
once started a cemetery at Kimberly, bad
it elaborately painted with trees, and took
a great deal of pains to make it perfect.

Rsturning some time later he tound it—
empty. ‘This won’t do !’ be ¢xclaimed to
his manager. ‘What's the meaning of it P
Tbe women had an idea that being a new
place it would be a trifle solitary. ‘Uhb,
but [ can’t have that. I'll offer them a
premium for the first man burned bere.’
The proffsred b nu o widows was quite a
large sum; but of no avail. Eventually
one poor woman allowed ber husband
to be buried there. He was interred with
great pomp, and a bandsome marble stone
erected over his grave. Even then the
scheme bung fire; how lonely that one
grave seemed ! Aond only when the bonus
was greatly increased did the prejudice be-
gin to weaken, and now ‘the cemetery is
filing up in quite & bealthy way.’
In an arucle in the ‘Ladies’ Home
Journal’ on ‘Some People I Have Married,’
2av. D. M. Steele says: *‘Two loreigoers
cumne to me one evening, neither of whom
could speak ten words of English. Each
was ignorant ot the other’s langusge, and
neither understond mine. Siae was a Slav
from Bohemis, and be a Germsn from Ba
varia. They bhad come across two months
betore, she with her parents, and he alone.
[bey bad first become acquainted traveling
steerage, and now wcre to be married.
The witness asked me to marry them.
But how could 1?7 At last an idea struck
we, and I asked: 'Comprenez vous Fran-
caise?’ They both assented eagerly : ‘Wee,
wee!' So [ sat down, wrote out the best,
or rather the least bad, tranelation that I
could, and married them with that. It was
a curious mixture. She knew littie German,
aod be still less Bobemian. The only
thing cosmopolite appeared to be the
‘language of the heart.” They talked be-

tween themselves some species ot colloquial |

Latin, and I married them in French.’
*

On her way out to Australia on the
‘Optir’ the Duchers of Cornwall and York
‘killed time’ by takiog photographs of any-
thing and everything. Oa one occasion
she expressed a wish to take a snap-shot
o' a certain picturesque and onginal mem-
ver of the ataff. One of the stevards was
sent to intorm the man of Her Royal High-
ness’s pleasure. Presently he returned,and
said in an almost tragic tone of voice: I
have intormed Mr. ——, your Royal High-
ness, ot your wishes, and begs me to say
that he will have the honor of presenticg
bimself 1n a few minutes.” This is most
annoying !” said the Duchess. ‘Surely, the
man might have put off hit busiuness tor a
tew minutes !" ‘Well,your Royal Higkness,
['m afraid he couldn’t,’ nervously and
apologetically replied the steward. *Why
not P’ queried tbe Duchess. ‘Well, your
Royal Highness,” stammered the poor
steward ; ‘with your permission, he's—
he’s—’ ‘Well, he’s what ?* asked Her
Royal Highness. *He’s just on the point
being sea sick !’

Chewed By & Lion.

1 board a ship returning from Africa,
a few weeks ago, was,Lieutenant Carpaux
just out of the hospital at Domson, to which
he bad been taken after an interview with
a lion. The lieutenant thus describes the
meeting, which eee .8 to have been an un.
usually lively one:

One morning I started off to sce what I
could do in the way of lion hunting. We
bad not gone far when I espied a superb
beast with a glorious mane. I fired and
he ran further into the scrub. I felt sure
he was wounded and went to look for him.

Alter beating about in the jungle for
some time I came to a small clearing, and
saw, filty yards off, the lion facing me and
lashing his side with his tail. I dropped
on one knee, aimed at the head and ficed.
The brute, roaricg awfully, bounded for-
ward toward us, and my comrade ran off
into the scrub. _

I ficed again and hit the lion, but with-
out killing bim, and in & moment we were
face to face. I was then knocked over,
and felt my right leg crinkle as it squeezad
in a vise. I tried to seize the brute by the
throat, but was too firmly beld down. The
feeling that I was lost came home to me
with terrific force.

Suddenly I felt the lion’s grip relsx, and
what seemed to me miraculous, he moved
off a few feet, and stood looking in the

direction in which my man had flad. “If
he thinks me dead,” I thought, *perhaps [
may be saved.” While he stood [ was able
to get hold of my rifls, and rapidly aimed
and fired , just as he was turning round to
finish me. He fell dead.

My leg was in & tearful state, and so
were my chest and shoulder; but no bone
was broken and no main artery cut. For
twenty days after the accident I was in the
hospital.

SWEET SCENTS OF JUNE,

Blossoms of Beauty 'hat Mark the Month In
the Sububs,

With the disappearance of the spring
flowers early in June begine a succession
ot other blossoms, marked, however, with
every different cbaracter.

Scarcely has the last great star ot the
dogwood fallen from the green ficmament
when the old farm lanes and the woodland
edges of the suburbs are milky with black-
berry blossoms, irail and exquisite flowers
arranged in singularly decorative tashion
slong the sprays. While the blackberry
| blossoms are not yet all open the tulip
popular unfolds its green cones into great
beautitul tulip like flowers, almost the
hanisomest blossom of any native tree in
this region.

This blossom of the tulip poplar has pe-
culiar distinction both ot form and color.
No person with an eye for such qualities
can look at it without being struck with its
fiiness as & motil for decorative design.

Thne pale yellow of the petals, scarcely
more than a cream tinted white with a
taint suggestion of green, is accentuated
by the rich salmon of the bee marks.
These noble flowers, starring the glossy
green of the folisge, a mass of great broad
truncated leaves, give the giant trees with
their tall rigid trunks of oxidizad silver a
singularly harmonious color effect.

While the blackberry blossoms are run-
ning riot beneath and the tulip populsr is
unfolding its glories on bigh, the wild grape
is thatching its bower agsinst the heats of
July and putting forth great bunches of
bloom that scent the whole thicket with
| the most delicious wild scor ot the season.

It is the coming of auch odors that marks
the advance of summer. The spring wild
| flowers are almost scentless, but mid-June
| and early July form & season rich in bal-
| samic smelis. The wild bayfields ot tie
| suburbs under the midday sun then give
torth a8 delicious haunting odor, so wildely
distributed thst one feels that it may per-
haps be the mere nstural perfume of the
June atmosphere.

Along with this mere delicious sweetnees
of the grace flowers and the more pronou
ced balm of the wild grape blossoms, go
the pungent balsams of the ycung hickory
leaves, the tulip poplar’s own tantalizing
halt sweet, half acrid smell, and the bun-
dred and one other odors, as of the hy-
gienic wild cherry, and the mingled balm
and spice of the broken spicewood boughs.

All the new wood tingles with life and
odor, the latter yielded naturally beneath
the heat of the esun, or spilled as it were
by bruising sccidente, like the breaking of
tbe box o1 precious ointment for which
M:ry Magdalen was reproved.

The sunny noon of early summer is rich
in odors that suggest heat and moisture,
but the quiet aiter-sunset hour also has its
peculiar charm of scent. When & surbur-
ban hilltops, with here a chimney, there a
garble and between them the dark pillars
of motionless trees are outlined against the
cool rich purple ot the eveaing horizon,
while higher up the ethereal electric spark
of the firefly moves in perverse flight acrose
the almost colorless sky. then from the
thicket along with the closing vespers of
the wood-thrush comes the exquisite
fragrance of the wild grape, until it seems
sights and sounds and odor are in perfect
harmony, each in some sort of mode of ex-
pression for the sume idea of peace and
blessedness.

Dreadful Depravity.

‘Over there,’ the Chicago Tribune makes
a Montana man say, as he pointed in a
westerly direction with his whip. ‘Over
there are what we call tho Bad Lands.

‘Abandoned farms, I suppose,” com.
mended his companion, a pale, intellectua]
young man from the east.

‘] do wish there weren’t such a thing as
politics,” said Gwendolin.

‘I don’t see why,” answered Marguerite.

‘They cause so much contusion. When
a young man looks ever so serious and
thoughttul and starts several times before
he says anything, you can’t be sure whether
he is going to ask if you think the Consti-

tution followe the flag.’

The Gause
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The jury in the case of Mrs. Naramore,
the Massachusetts woman who last spring
killed her six young ehildren and tried to
kill berselt, could hardly do otherwise than
find her inssne. She will be commiited to
an asylum, and the case will fade from the i
public mind until recalled by a similar one
in the future, as it will surely be. Itis
not an uncommon thing for mothers to kill
their children and then themselves. The
eurprising part of it is that this does wnot
happen more frequently, and it is not
always caused by ivsanity. There is not a
sadder page in all history than the record
of this Mrs. Naramore, as carefully gather-
ed and made public by & minister of Bos-
ton, and it is duplicated today in thousends
of homes, It is the story of an honest, virt-
uous, kind hearted, industrious girl who
marries a man that gradually develops into
an idle, drunken, immoral and cruel hus-
band. She brings children into the world
with deplorable frequency; she struggles |
against il health, increasing domestic cares
poverty, abuse. She sees her clildren
halt starved, beaten, denied every right of
childbhood, outcasts in the neighborhood.
She faces the absolute c rtaiaty that this
state of affairs is going to continue. In
Mrs. Naramore's case the last blow was
struck when she learned that her husband
was about to give away all of hor children
to strangers, as the lawsof Massachusetts
afforded him the unquestionable right to
do. Then she decided to go out of life
herself, and take them with her.  Perhaps
she was intane, but mothers everywhere
will agree that, under these circumstances,
a woman need not necessarily be insane
to come to this decision. And yet in al]
such cases let the mother be put to desath
or imprisoned in an insane asylum, but let |
the father go scot free—for such is the |
law! |

In Rochester, N. Y., a few weeks ago a
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mother, 45 years old, committed suicide
leaving ten little children. Their father,
ber husband had run away with another
woman and left rot a dollar for their sup-
port. There was undoubted evidence that
she was insave, for she did not attempt to
take with her even her youngest baby.
These are not exceptional cases. They
are merely individual instances from the
daily record which we find lying fresh by
our plate when we go down to breakfast
each morniog. Sometimes, by way of
variety, the husband kills his wife, wholly
unrestrained by thought ot leaving his chil-
dren motherless. The Chicago Bureau of
Charities reports nearly two thousand
families under its care who bave been de-
serted and leit penniless by the fathers.

' Tre number ot divorce cases on the

dockets of the courts in all the large cities
never has been equalled, the wife in the
vast majority of them being the plaintiff.
In view of these dark facts is it surprising

' that women are beginning to show a de-

cided disinclination to marry?

The laws salways have placed every
possible obstacle in the way of the married
woman. All this long struggle for more
than half a century to secure changes in
the property laws bas been wholly in
bebhalf ot wives. Single women fifty
years ago bhad practically the same
independence regarding property as they
have to day. It was only when a
woman became a wifte that every personai
right was swept away and every vestige of
individuality destroyed—her name, the
power to hold property, the control of her
earnings, even the custody of her own
person. Fifty years ago & minister of the
gospel asked Susan B. Anthony why she
did not marry and bhave children, a+ was
every woman's duty, and she answered ; ‘I
Gelieve it is better for me to try to secure

Continued on page sixteen.
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YOUR WHEEL
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. H. Thorne

Should be at your serviceall the
time,

Ifit'sa
CLEVELAND
it will be.

$ 35 00 up. DUNLOPS.

Good Gusrantee.

Parts always in Stock.

& Co's., Ltd.,

MARKET SQUARE.

A GOOD BICYCLE

“

Well made, of a neat design and
properly fitted, impresses people with
the prosperity and progressiveness of
the owner. Aluminum finished Gen-
dron Bicycles are thoroughly up-to-
date in every particular, fully guar-
anteed, Dunlop Tires, prices to suit
all pockets,

R. D. COLES,

191 Charlotte Street.

—”

AIRS REQUIRED

FOR

Dominion and Perfect
BICYCLES

[ban any other wheels on the market, Ifany
J) )arts are roquired they are in stock. Dunlop
7/ Tires. Good guarantee,

:s:i:) 00 up:.

J. CLARK & SON,

| Germain Street,

- Near King.

E. P. DYKEMAN, Salesmau.

The reason we get the biggest
share of the bicycle bnsiness is on
account of our past reputation for

making things geod. We give

guarantee that IS a guarantee,
and keep the parts to back it up.

a

New Wheels, $35.00 Up
Old Bicycles, 10 and $I15

CANADA CYCLE & MOTOR CO., Ltd.,

THE BIG BICYCLE STORE.

No, 64 King Street,
Telephone 764,
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