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.* A MAN IN THE OPENI;BY CHESTER FIELD z'

By Roger Pocock.New York. March 27, 1913. 
My dear Toronto-Onters:

T’other day there walked into my 
studio a man whom I have been stu
diously (laughter)
Past

women must sometimes be rescued, 
not only from the weakness of others’ 
but from their own criminal folly.’ 
Many men and women will take a 
chance—a long chance—in their mari
tal arrangements, and find themselves 
too late for repentance, the parente of 
poor innocent children, diseased phy
sically or mentally—even, alas! spir
itually awry—the criminals 
morrow.

(Copyrighted 1*12, The Bebbo-MerrUl 
______ Cowpooy)_____________

"You give the leading woman a base 
voice 7"

He boiled over some mere.
"Ho you got an excuse tor coming.”
He spread out over the landscape.
"Thinkm’,” eez I, “that she'd no

thin’ move than Trevor to guard her 
honor.”

More talk.
"But you found her married with a1 

man."
He wanted to go alone to civiliza

tion.
"You stay here," I says, “ and Sal

vator, you're going 
board.”

light the stove, until the widow threw 
things, and he got the coal oil. Then 
be disremembered how to soak the 
kindlings before he struck a match, so 
he lit the fuel first, then stood 
pouring oil from the five-gallon 
When the fire lep’ up into the can, of 
course he had to let go, and when he 
seen the cabin all in flames, he gal
loped off to the woods, leaving the 
Widow O’Flynn to burn comfy all by 
herself. ,

By the time Kate reaches the cabin, 
the open door Is all flames ; but, hav
ing the ice ax, she runs to the gable 
end, and hacks In thru the window 
The bed’s burning quite brisk by then, 
but the widow has quit out, climbed 
to the window and gone to sleep with 
the smoke, so that Kate climbs in an 
alights on top of her sudden. The fire 
catches hold of my wife, but she 
swings the widow thru the window, 
climbs out, lights on top of her again, 
then takes a roll in the snow.

When the illustrious comes out of 
the woods to explain, d’ye think she’d 
listen ? I can just sec him explaining 
with dago English, paws, should-rs 
and eyes. She leaves him explaining i 
In front of the burning cabin. Three ! 
days from now young Ô’Flynn will 
ride home with his mother’s limb tied 
to the saddle strings, and if the 
swine’s alive then, he’ll begin explain
ing again, tho Billy’s quick and fret
ful with hie gun.

My wife humped this widow to the 
barn, and got warm clothes from her 
trunks for both of them. She fired 
out her baggage and the puppy piano, 
bedded down the widow in clean hay, 
hitched up the team, and hit the trail 
for home.

She hadn’t a mile to go before she 
met me, and what with the smoke 
from O’Flynn’*, the widow In the rig, 
and the
swine, I’d added up before she reined 
her team.

splendid cow-boy dress, stood by a 
chestnut gelding, such a horse aristo
crat. that 1 made sure he must sport a 
coat of arms. Moreover, in a gingerly 
and reluctant way, as tho under or
ders, he was kissing Mrs. O’Flynn. 
She beamed, bless her silly old heart!

Mrs. O’Flynn looks on her truthful
ness as a quality too precious for 
every-day use, and so carefully has It 
been preserved that in her fifty-fourth 
year it shows no signs of wear. Hençe, 
on reaching the house I was not sur
prised to find that her visitor was a 
total stranger.

From chivalrous respect for women 
—the species being rare on the stock 
range—cowboys are shy. usually 
tongue-tied. In a land where It is ac
counted ill-bred to ask a personal 
question, as, for instance, to inquire 
of your guest his name, where he 
cpmes from, or whither he is bound, 
cow-punchers take a pride in their 
reticence. They never make obvious 
remarks, ask needless questions, or In
terfere with matters beyond their 
concern.

In the cattle country a visitor asked 
to dismount, makes camp or house his 
home, never suggesting by- word or1 
glance a doubt that he is welcome to 
water, pasturage, food, shelter and 
warmth, so long as he needs to stay. 
I had not invited this man. to dls-

Ü -Joyful Heatherby The Heart of the Hills
avoiding for the 

- week—Leonard Liebling, co
in “The Heart of the Hills.” John Maid0" k°,f "The American

Fox. jr„ has struck a responsive hand' "WW nnt^ nhP"" L,b?r *'h! 
chord vibrating alike in all .hearts 1 ™ Chicago. I said
with a love for the wild, the stillness His frown crew lésa «n *-v in v 
of the foothills and the soft haze of It t<Z go™ for New Yorkr?°U tU"k 
the mountain side. Kentucky, with "Too high-brow'" I looked 
Its hills aind Its blue-grass, supplies in the eye of the unaucce^fS^pl^- 
the stage upon which Jason Hawn > Wright. “Too high-brow! WonJo-ful 
and Mavis Honeycutt, of the hill play! Just been waiting for 
country, and Gray and Marjorie Pen- moment to drop in at 
dlelon, of the Blue-grass -perform 
their life-pi ay. To the first
belonged the forest primeval. ' 
rifle had fed them, the ax had put 
the roof over their heads, 
loom and spinning wheel had 
their bodies.

i

I * tover
can., Payne Ersklne, who wrote “The 

fountain Girl," has just given to the 
world a new book. "Joyful Heathor- 
;tiy" Is his masterpiece. Its' story is 
full of the joys, the sorrows and the 
trials of everyday life, natural home 
scenes which stir the heart, excite the 
emotions and charm us. 
terly depiction of wholesome char
acter and refreshing rural scenery 
The story has a New England set- 
Sng, Its principal scenes being laid 
it Boston and a nearby coast town. 
4 strongly appealing romance twines 
i self about two 
I ieatherby, a charmingly 
*wntry girl, and Mark Thorn, an 
artist, who. rambling aimlessly about 
one sunny day In hope of gathering 
dhapiraiton from the waving fields 
afod bios son In g trees, came suddenly 
ifpon Joyful Heatherby.laden with e 
basket and an armfu-l of pink apple- 
blossoms, trudging merrily thru a 
nrip of woodland. Tlhe romance be- 
|tns. A 
Heatherby, 
trailing arbutus was to he found in 

, ®be spring, where chestnuts lay 
{hickest in the fall, where the flying 
* morels had their neats, and the 
ewte their holes, leaves her childhood 
borne, the Hi tie yellow cottage with 
As few acres of cleared land, and 
rbams thru wider fields. This de
lightful story comes from the press 
(rf McClelland and GoodchUd, and is 
op sale at all the book stores.

of to-
:

A Definition.
“The Kindergarten" Is a cluster of 

young (very young) men who, home
less and alone, more or less, Ln New 
York, reply upon their adopted Aunt 
Raggs for sympathy

( I-‘-.I

,, , and advice upon
all occasions, sorrowful or Joyous

The "Sister-pal” and I took" the 
kindergarten to a recital at the Wal
dorf last week. They were much en
amored of Mabel Beddoe, contralto, of 
Toronto. My criticism, as published 
read thusly:

"Miss Beddoe delighted in a group 
of songs and a Verdi aria, she is 
charming to look upon and her voice 
Is full, clear and powerful, sympathe
tic in quality, smooth as to legate and 
sweet in pianissimo numbers”—all of 
which is perfectly true. But the kln- 
(lergartners read It and demurred. 
“You don’t say what a queen she 
looked! Everybody’s saying it—why 
don’t you print it?” So hereby Raggs 
puls It on record*: “Mabel Beddoe, To
rontonian, is a queen to look upon!"

A Dreadful Fright.
L'sten to this, all you stage-struck 

Toronto girls—this extract from 
letter written to Raggs two days ago 
by a young actress-girl from

a spare
to tell you that I think"—here1! tixed 
my right eye securely on his left”-- 
that I think that your career as r. 

playwright"—he looked expectant— 
“has only just begun," I concluded 
firmly.

He almost smiled. I did not flinch. 
He took from an Inside 
ounces or so of cardboard.

It Is a mas
s'—

two
to earn yourThet

VI.and the 
cslothedi

As far as their eyes 
could reach, they claimed mountain, 
river and tree for their own* and 
there was none to dispute. The first 
invader came from the Blue-grass 
country. It was Colonel Penflleton. 
He came to gobble the coal : lands, 
and it was to lilm that the hojne of 
little Jason had ibeen sold for U 
taneo. it was ho sooner doge, how 
than the boy made a

►or, I ain’t claiming that this Salvator 
actually earned bile grub this month. 
He can clean a tables now without be
ing kicked Into a curry hash; he can 
chop water holes thru ice, and has 
only parted with one big toe up to 
date; he can buck firewood tf t tend 
him with spurs and quirt; but his 
<11 shTwashing needs more rehearsals, 
and he ain't word perfect yet at 
scrubbing floors. He’s leas fractions 
and slothful! rince he was up-ended 
and spanked In presence of a lady, 
but, o,n the other hand, there's a lack 
of _ joy, cheerfulness, and application. 
He’s too full of dumb yearnings, and 
his pure white soul seems to worry 
him, but then there’s bucking horses 
for him tv ride In spring, and first 
exercises In beams. My bear had 
ought to be a powerful tonic.

I sent a cable message by Tearful 
George to the song and dance artist 
who’s running the swine’s opery. Just 
enquiring tf he’d remitted Salvator to 
collect my wife. The reply Is Indig
nant to say that the swine le a Her. 
Likewise there’s a paragraph in the 
Vancouver papers about the iiluetri - 
ou3 young composer. Salvator M’Jlaml, 
who’s disappeared, it seems. Into the 
wi.ds. His wife Is desolated, his kids 
is frantic, the Salvator!, a musical so
ciety, is offering rewards, which may 
come’ In useful, and the rest of man
kind throws fits. This paper owns up 
that tihe departed is careless and ab
sent-minded, and I Just pause to ob
serve that he hasn’t made my bed. 
He’ll hove some quirt for supper.

As to my wife, she’d never believe 
that the swine wasn’t sent to fetch 
her, or that he's deserted hie wife and 
family. She thinks he’s a little cock 
angel, and me a cock devil. She’ll] 
have to find him out for herself.

VIL
My wife has run away with him.

figures, Joyful 
Innocent pocket IS 

"I iiay, old 
Raggs, would you mind distributing 
these among your friends? They're 
all good seats."

“Delighted!” I beamed upon him. 
‘Its a great little musical comedy!"

And they tell me that lie is 
writing two plays—one with each 
hand. This goes to show what great 
influence a word from the wlçc may 
have In causing drooping spirits to 
soar again.

One day last week a dramatic dls- 
of conditions, social .. nd 

economic—so bold that the police de
partment refused the producers a per
mit to offer the play to the morally- 
squeamlsh theatregoing public (?!)— 
was produced by subscription at a 
New York theatre.

ie
ide

; noxvpit- Iier,
,. , =vo* treat Xhe

would one day have Ms land, bWrlc. 
After many years of struggle atvdvoi: 
and wanderings in a strange land, the 
need 1-3 accomplished and lie 
to his own loved hills, and when he 
rides thru Lite camp with Mavis on 
a pillion behind, in laughing accept-
Ü£Ce„°I P|oneer custom, wom
en and children wave at them from 
doorways and the miners swing their 
hats and cheer them as they pass. To 
them the might)- on-sweeiplng hills 
sent back their own peace, God- 
guarded and never to be menaced by 
the hand of man. In the lmterven- 
tng years the paths of Gray and Mar
jorie had 'been more smooth. The 
two couples hod met In the hltle long 
ago, and In the dreams of each girl 
another image would always live • 
Just as always Jason would see an- 
other S] eyes misty with tears for him, 
TV hLte in Gray s heart a Wod-thrush 
would shig forever.
Jason and Gray had each gone back 
•to his own, and the heart of the hills 
and the heart of the Blue-graçs 
as one with the heart of the world. 
The book is of thrilling Interest from 
beginning 40 end. McLeod ,and Allen 
are the publishers.

!few years later 
who knew where the first

rJoyful
.

cussionreturns a mount. j
Judged by these signs—chivalry, 

reticence, courtesy—Mrs. O’Flynn’» 
guest was not a cow-boy. His florid 
manners, exaggerated politeness and 
Imitation of our .middle-class English 
speech stamped him bounder, but not 
of the British breed; f’Later, in mo
ments of excitement, he spoke New 
York, with a twang of music-halt

Even in so lonely a place it Is cur
ious to remember that such a person 
should appeal to ma Still in hi» com
mon way the man had beauty, car
ried his clothes well, moved With 
grace. So much the artist ln me sa* 
and liked, but I think no woman could 
nave seen those tragic eyes without 
being indluenced.

"Ah! Mrs. Smith, I believe?” He 
stood uncovered. “May I venture to 
nsk if your husband Is at home? I 
think I had the pleusuah of knowing 
him years ago down in Texas.”

“He’ll be back by noon."
"Thank you, madam. Fact Is, we 

were very much surprised to see your 
chitiney smoke. We thought this ex
quisite place was Iqulte unoccupied. 
Indeed!"

"Who’s ‘we’?”
"Oh, we’re the outfit riding for Gen

eral Schmidt. We’ve come in search 
of the spring feed. We were informed 
that Ponder’s place was unoccupied, 
open to all. Am I mistaken ln sup
posing that this Is Ponder’s place?”

"It is."
“Er—may I venture to ask if yffur 

husband hoflefs squatter's rights, or 
has the homestead and preemption ?’’

“You may ask my husband.”
“Thank you, madam. Our foreman 

instrucked mç to say that if the place 
proved to be occupied. I was to ask 
terms for pasturage. We've only two 
hundred head.”

“Mr. Smith will consider the mat
ter,” s, •

’•’We’re camped ln a little cave at the 
south end of the bench, deuced com
fortable.”

Of course I know I’m a fool, and ex

ilyour
own city, who is traveling thru the 
south on twenty-five dollars a week, 
living In lodgings recommended by 
the local Y. W. C. A. This Is a per
fectly accurate, unembellished para
graph from her pathetic little epistle:

"I am Just recovering from a dread
ful fright. Saturday, about midnight, 
Elsie and I heard someone shrieking 
for help. We ran downstairs, and the 
man who owned the house was chok
ing hts wife. The two of us coaxed 
and pleaded with him. 
went to friends and we girls were left 
alone in the house with. him. I tried 
to be brave, but I nearly died with 
fright. I think he was a little Intoxi
cated. I think I will never risk get
ting married.”

Stay at home, stage-struck girls. I 
could tell you tales that would "make 
your blood run cold"—wdof!

Hastily yours.

I*

What’s the Use?
Medical men, politicians and pillars 

of the church and society were In
vited to see "Damaged Goods." The 
critics said "Rats! What’s the use?" 
or words to that effect.

Two days later an article appeared 
in a New York paper, headlined: “Only 
Physically Fit Need Apply to Marry. 
Pastor will decline to officiate unless 
M. D„ approves match. • • • •
Rev. Hugh V. Wilson believes 
Episcopal church will take up the 
problem and instruct Its ministers to 
refrain from marrying unfit persons."

Is there any connection between 
these two "items of interest" ? Are 
the theatre and the church “working 
together for good?"

Human nature is such that men and

|

I
complete absence of the

The Amateur Gentleman
She would want to cry lnThe woman my arms.

So she’s In bed here, her burns 
dressed with oil from a bear who held 
me up once on the

dimmer kidney» long 
or,” said a comfort- 

pes from a butcher's

s
iThe-n “The Amateur Gentleman,” Jef- 

. fery Famoi’s latest novel, is In every 
way worthy to be the successor of 

It Is a story 
of romance and adventure and In 
the working out of the plot and In the 
delineation of the characters It Is 
of the strongest novels of the day. 
Chief Interest centres in Barnabas 
Barty, son of England's champion 
prize-fighter. Hie mother, an aris
tocrat, had eloped with the pugilist, 
and in consequence was cast off by 
her family. It was the hope of the 
senior Bartv and his boon companion 

'"Natty” Bell, that Barnabas w.ould 
follow ln his father’s profession. Fate 
willed otherwise, Barnabas had taken 

"to books, and when an unde died 
- end left him a paltry three and a- 
, bait millions he at once resolved to 
prove the fallacy of the old-time be
lle#, that a gentleman had to be born 
and could not be made, by becoming 
a gentleman. His first adventure la 
with Lady Cleone and Sir Mortimer 

He purchases a house In 
London where he lives in fine style 
and where exciting and thrilling ad
ventures crowd one upon another 
with ever-increasing rapidity. Hit; 
battle for the love of Lady Cleone. hts 
battle to save her disreputable; half- 
brother. his mad steeplechase on the 
Black Terror for a *100,000 stake _ 

-only Incidents in a remarkably Inter
esting narrative. Much amusement 
I# afforded the reader when Barna- 

honored by the presence of 
Prince George, beholds the entrance 
™ bis father and Ills chum. "Natty" 
Bell. It is a supreme moment for 
'Barnabas. lie proudly introduces 
them as one by one the noble throng 
titles out. It Is a supreme moment,

- A00' the reader, for the author 
,™abes clearer than ever that Barna- 

„ bas Is a real man with a soul and a 
heart. This scene closes the 
of Barbara as an "amitoor" gentle- 
ptan, and lie goes home to resume 
toe career of being a mam. Lady 
Cleone follows ,him, and "thus 
«d happiness come to Mr. Barnabas 
Then least expected, as may R come 
to each of us when we shall 
proved ourselves ln 
and worthy.” This book 
fished by the Mussons l_. 
great demand at the stores.

the
Sky-line trail. It’s 

good oil. The widow’s asleep In my 
cabin, and I’m right to home with this 
letter wrote to you, mother. I guess 
you know, mummy, why me and my 
pipe and my dog arc welcome now, 
which you’ve lived ln your time and 
loved.

So hoping you’re ln heaven, as this 
leaves me at present. Yr. affect, son,

Jesse.

■

8"The Broad Highway.” Nevertheless
b economy ln buying 
pal expense attached k them nicely, 

k. accordingly, but in 
the beef and may be

beatone

Raggs.

ne dish. Wash and 
. Drain and remove 
ve left almost a pint 
or cream it and use

I

-

xk BOOK NOTESWhere Are You Going to ?

Elizabeth Robins’ new book.
Where Arc You Going To?” i pub

lished by William Briggs, the atten
tion of the reader is wrapped 
around the lives of two young girls, 
the older of whom telle the1 story 
At the time the tale begins she 
says: “We were both so young when 
we went to Duneombe that I can
not clearly remember what life was 
Ilk© before. . ' . . As far back as we 
remember it at all, we "remember 
roaming a house, which we did not 
yet know as small, set in a- place 
which is still wide and green-' . . . 
We remember roaming this expanse : 
always, in the beginning, with our 
mother. A region where we played 
with the Infinite possibilities of .exist
ence—from the discovery of a wheat- 
ears’ hidden nest to the apparition 
of a pack of hounds on the h'irlzon, 
followed by men in red coatis and 
ladies In sober habit, on horses that 
came galloping 

over

CHAPTER VI.
iRobbery-U nder-Arms.

Kate’s Narrative..

vm.
I could pick up stairs like apples. 

Here’s me with my pipe and dog in 
my home, and my dear wife content. 
The Dook of London has no more, ex
cept frills- I hardly know whar to 
begin, ’cept wihar 1 left off without 
mentioning how they run away. The 
illustrious didn’t have the nerve, so It 
was my lady who stole over to 
stable in the dead of night, and hzur- 
neeoed the team so silent I 
woke. She drove off with her trunks, 
the puppy piano, and her swine, on a 
■bitter night with eighty mile ahead 
■before she'd get any help If things 
wont wrong. She has the pure gr.it, 
my great thorobred lady, and It 
makes me feel real good to think of 
the way she followed her conscience 
along that unholy trail thru the black 
pines.

By dawn she put up for breakfast 
at O'Flynn’s.

We have started a visitor’s book. It 
opens with press cuttings of Inter
views with Professor Bohns, "the fam
ous archaeologist, who came to ex
amine the paleolithic 
South Cave.
ing to a summons for assault, brought 
by the late Mr. Trevor against J.
Smith. There Is a letter from a big 
game hunter. Sir Turner Rounde, who 
came up the canon collecting speci
men pelts of uvsua horrlbills, which 
Jesse maintains is not a grizzly bear.
But the gem of our collection is a let
ter of lengthy explanation from an 
eminent Italian cur, who spentia whole; 
month at the ranch last winter. No
body Is more hospitable, or more 
hungry for popularity than my dear 
man, but I think that special prayers
should be offered for his visitors. He | Pect to be treated as such. But this 
has a motto now: “Love me: love my ! man claimed to have camped at the

South Cave without passing this 
house, which was Impossible.

"Camped at South Cave?” said L 
‘‘In that event Î need not detain you. 
Mr. Smith no doubt will call on you 
after dinner. Good morning, sir.”

But this was not to his mind, and T 
gathered vaguely that my husband 
was not really wanted at the BatyY 
camp. I even suspected that (hts 
visitor would rather deal with me than 
to see my husband. It required more 
than a hint to secure hts departure.

Jesse returned at noon. He had set 
off singing, but at dinner he was so 
thoughtful that he never even noticed 
my casserole, o dish he was expected 
to enjoy, and when he tried afterward» 
to light an empty pipe, I saw that 
there was something wrong, 
ceived the story m our callef with the 
noises of one displeased, 
tor. Kate." he summed 
make a first-class stranger, 
me. you say. in Texas?”

Hearing from her kitchen Mrs. 
O’Flynn’s sharp grunt of dissent, I 
closed the door.

"You’ve left the key-hole 
Jesse, rising from the table, 
a walk.’

“Now, Kate dear," Jesse eat down 
beside me on the Apex Rock, "this 
morn you got your first lesson In rob
bers. How would you like a visit to 
Cap Taylor at Hundred Mile?”

My voice may have quivered just 
a little. "Danger?” I asked.

tes by grinding the 
kten whites of three 
pneg and then mixed 
ok In a covered 
of sweetbreads will

ly leave for the edti- 
burchased, not beef. 
|ning, butter, parsley 
town in a little hot

McClelland & Goodchild are bring
ing out four new books the first week 
fn April. They are: "The Gloved 
Hand, ’ by Burton E. Stevenson ; 
“The Malden Manifest.” by Della 
Campbell MacLeod: “American No
bility," by Pierre De Coulevain; and 
"The Woman in Black," by E. G. 
Bentley.

house, when Sir Gilbert had made 
a speech about Ireland, to which 
Mr. Lardner was replying. Mr. Lard- 
ner persisted in referring to Sir Gil
bert as “the right honorable gentle
man”—a title reserved for

Ideposits at 
Next are papers relat-

Icouncillors—until Sir Gilbert inter
jected: "I am not right honorable." 
One of tho Irishmen promptly 
plied: “W'ell, you ought to be; many 
a worse man is.” Hearty laughter be
tokened general approval of the com
pliment, to which the recipient 
bowed his acknowledgments.

"
iCarnaby. re- I

IHoughton Mifflin Company
«ounce that they have» put forward 
their publication day Inc April from 
the 12th to the 261h Thj.books to be 
sent out on that <fcy include 
"Gettysburg," by Elsie Singmaster; 
"Justice and the Modern Law," by 
Everett V. Abbot; “The Value of Or
ganized Speculation,” by Harrison H. 
Brace; "Strange 'Stories 
Lodge of Leisures," translated from the 
Chinese by George Soulie; "Stowe 
Notes," by Edwin Martin Taber; "A 

out of the yague, Naval History of the American Revo- 
the green rim of. the lutlon,” by Dr. Gardner W. Allen; and 

world, jumping the five-barrerU gate "Polly of Lady Gay Cottage," by Emma 
and vanishing in a pleasant fanfare of Dowd, 
horn, ofr baying and hallooing, leav
ing us standing there in a itlrred 
and wonderful stillness." Suchi 
the beginning o# the two child-llvçs.
Everyone has marked the shrinkage 
in those nobler spaces we knew as 
children. We never doubted but the 
boundless heath belonged to us as 
much as our own garden did. It 

so with these children, but in a 
short time they found that

their own home, which they thought 
So grand and spacious, had been only 
a sort of farmhouse. The story'takes 
the children to womanhood, ' leads 
them thru «(hiding paths thickly set 
with brambles, their little Joyè al
ways turning to sorrow. It is à well- 
written book. The writer, makes her 
characters personally known to the 
reader, and every chapter is full of
the deepest interest,
which this novel

neveran-
1 -I

|ghness and lack of
I

“The Passing of the Manchus,” by 
Percy Horace Kent, brings the revo
lution in China and subsequent hap
penings In the new republic, down 
to the present day. Mr. Kent covers 
all the ground, and does so with
out prejudice, tho he feels keenly 
—as do many others who are at 
too head of national affairs—that 
China is rousing herself from cen
turies of slumber, to make her pres
ence felt thruout the world. The vic
tory of the republic Is, however, not 
yet complete; the country is torn 
by the dissentions of her rulers, and 
by the difficulties of the financial 
situation. Mr. Kent fixes the hopes 
of China in the eminently peaceful, 
nature of her vast agricultural pop
ulation, and in the Interests of her 
merchants. Western progress in the 
far east, altho already felt, must 
necessarily be slow.

It is put to cook, 
ick. Place In cold 
and put to cook In 

iking is well undfcr

?
arc

from the
>

enough to make as 
latency, season and 
|hy with the singer

!bear, not my missus."The widow had broke 
her leg reproaching a cow, and sent 
off her son to the carpenter at Hun
dred and Fifty Mile House to get the 
same repaired. Her bed was beside 
the stove, with cord-wood, water and 
grub all within reach, 
awkward tho that the stove had peter
ed out, and the water bucket froze 
solid while she slept, so she was ex
pecting to be wafted before her 
got home, when Kate arrived In time 
to save her from heaven. The signor 
volunteers to make 
grub while Kate fed and wn tered th- 
team, so my wife has the pleasure of 
chopping out a five-foot well at Bent 
Creek, while this unselfish cavalierlo 
stayed ln the house and got warm. 
Naturally he didn't know enough to

My jealous hero has told the story ! 
of an old admirer, once my fellow-tstu- 
dent. who brought me a dumpy piano 
for which 1 had so starved, told me 
the news, talked shop, and would make 
me a prima donna—my life’s ambition.
The trap was well baited. Lonely, 
and terrified by the dread majesty of 
winter, I craved for the lights, the 
crowds, for my home, for my people, 
for my art. And there are little things 
besides which mean so much to a 
woman.

Salvator turned out to be a cur, his 
mission despicable, and yet no woman 
born can ever be without some little 
tenderness for one whose love mis
leads him. And I who sought to read 
a lesson to poor Jesse, learned one for 
myself. I am no longer free, but fet
tered, and proud of the chains. Love’s 
chains, worth more to me than that 
lost world.

And yet I wonder if in heaven there 
are blessed but weak little souls like 
mine, which grow weary at times of 
the harps, chafed by their crowns of 
glory, bored to tears with bliss, ready 
to give It all up just for a mice gossip.
That would be human.

Where spring has come like a visi
tation of angels, where winter's lone
liness is changing to summer's happy • 
solitude, I look into mirror pools, and 
see contentment. Oh, hotv can civiliz
ed people realize the wonder and
glamor of this paradise? Up in the -r dnnno »» ^
black pines it is winter still, but nil bur ifl WtTn' d^n*?r’ £
our towered, bayed, sculptured, sunny ! be '-ee to alt'nnmint " "as safe’ rd V I
precipice is alive with flowers and ! *' ^ I-rompt. B
birds, while the slopes at the foot of 
the wall are white with the blossom !
of wild orchards. Here our bench pas- HTAT A TTTT r A
lure is a little sky with marigolds for fllJI A VILLAGF
stars. Down in the lower canon the AA-A-flVJI.,

IN ALL CANADA

up 1

The names of Thomas Hardy and of 
Sir Oliver Lodge are among those 
of well-known writers which were 
signed to the petition recently circu
lated in regard to the rebuilding of' 
Delhi. There is a widespread feel
ing that Indian architects, designers, 
and workmen, rather than Europeans, 
should be employed ln the rebuild
ing.

In "The Career of Beauty Darling.” 
Dolf Wyllarde. has given us a story 
of the musical comedy stage. It is 
laden with intense tragedy. The hero
ine fights a losing battle gallantly, but 
fate at last wins. It is the old story 
of the struggle of a poor girl for 
operatic fame.

Doublcday, Page & Company will 
shortly publish a new novel by Gene 
Stratton-Porter, author of “Freckles,” 
"A Girl of the Limberlost,” and "The 
Harvesters," under the title of “Lad
die."

Next week there will be on sale 
Pierre LcCIergue’s new book, entitled 
"The Enchanting Mysteries of Kath
leen Carter,” published by the Mac- 
millen Company.

Payne Erskine, the author of “Joy
ful Heatherby,” is in reality Mrs. 
Emma Payne Erskine, a talented and 
cultivated woman, who was formerly 
a resident of Racine, Wis-, but who 
has in recent years made her home 
in North Carolina. Mrs. Erskine Is 
the daughter of an English artist 
who came to America from the Shak- 
spero country, and married a de- 
scfndam of the Puritans and French 
Huguenots.

A volume lately Issued by William 
Briggs is entitled "The Traitor," and 
is written by F. Clifford Smith. Mr. 
Smith is the managing editor of 
The Montreal Star, and is known 

: of Canada's best writers. Many 
of the stories in the volume are illus
trative of life in French Canada.
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fire and cook

have As n result of the publication of 
Conquest of California in 

1561,” by Elijah R. Kennedy, an in
terest in Colonel E. D- Baker, live 
hero of that book, has been arous
ed on the Pacific coast. Resolutions 
have recently been offered in tne 
Oregon legislature, repeating an early 
request that the remains of Colonel 
Baker may be removed from- San 
Francisco to the capitol grounds in 
Salem. At the same time, the book 
has started a movement In San Fran
cisco, to erect a suitable monument in 
the new civic centre of that city.

Many will be interested in know
ing that McClelland & Goodchild have 
obtained the Canadian jobbing rights 
on "Auction of Today,” by Milton C. 
Work the originator of the auction 
count now universally used. It con
tains the new code of auction laws, 
the latesL decisions of the card 
mittee of the 
York, a 
tem of 
al leads
doubling, and a table of "summarized 
penalties.” The book is having a large 
sale.
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^ BOOKS jt

IThe subject 
treats of Is the 

white slave traffic, a business which 
is arousing the indignation of both 
the British and American publia.
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Nature Neeçls Aid in Making 

New Health-giving Blood.Novels Most in Demand 
by Toronto Readers

:
1The Judgment HousepH you with tear» 

ky do not want to 
I coming from the 
s of the stomaçh

In the spring the system needs a 
tonic. To be healthy you must have 
new blood just as tlhe trees must 
have new leap to renew their vi tality. 
Nature demands 11, and without tills 
new blood you will feel weak 
languid.
rheumatism or the sharp, 
pains of neuralgia. Often there are 
disfiguring pimples or eruptions on 
■the skin. In ether, cases there is 
merely a feeling of «tirednese and a 
variable appetite. Any of these arc 
signs that the bfyjod is out of order— 
that the indoor life of winter hae les
sened your vitality. What you need 
in spring is a tonic medicine to put 
you right, a.nd ln all the 
medicine there Is no tonic cam equal 
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills.

*

"Tî= He»- »r the mu,.-ItWL !“ 'McLeod & Allen).
The Crys,al btoppsr,” by Maurice 

LeBiani»; (The Musson Book Com-
Cv': t^' vhle Wo,f’" by w- Lacey 

T,'Tau Mus£lon B»°k Company). 
Tlie Daughter of Brahma," by T A

5’ vV.vl!p: (McLeod & Allen). "The 
Happy l\ arrior," by A. S. M. Hutcli- 
•Whi’ ‘^cCIeüand & Goodchild). 
t , -'h oe ,Art' 1 Going To? " by Eliza- 
•W«n.s?bin£i (,Tllc HriKgs Company), 
bunshine Sketches." by -Stephen Lea- 

< rhe Bodley Head). “The 
, b.v Booth Tarkington; iThomas 
Langton Company). "Joyful Heath- 
F „ by Payne Erskine; (McClei- 
Iand & Goodchild. "Comrade Yetta," 
by Albert Edwards: (The Macmillen 
Companw). "One Woman's Life," by 

Herrick; (The Macmllien 
Company,. "One Woman's Life," by 
A' _ Roberts : (The Macmillen
Company). “Witching Hill," by E. W. 
Homung: (McClelland & Gqodchlld). 
Üv Twin by Ftorence Morse Kings- 
1*3 , (McClelland (j Goodchild). "The 
Day of Daye," by Louie Joseph Vance ; 
true ( opp-Clark Company). “The 
VMt Despatch," by Natalie Lincoln; 
feuifn. poPP-G'ark Company). “The 
bishops Purse." by Cleveland Mof- 
SLV JJ1’" Copp-Clark Company). 
R* I* 0f _an FaSle." by E. M.
"-o' iJbe Copp-Clark Company). 
The Maiden Manifest." by Delia 

< ampbe 1 MacLeod; - McClellan^ & 
Goodchild). "The Night" Born," by
SV»>! Lv,ndnn.i 1 B"i! * Cock bum). 
lbte;!a Marie," by W. J,-Locke: (Bel! 

tiockburn). "Bobbie," by Olive 
4^Sins „Prouty: (Henry Frowde). 
Apple of Discord." hv Henry f 

Rowland; (William Briggs). "The
SmMggsL1'' by A" B" Ree'e; I'Yil-

From Copp-Clark Publishing’'(Com
pany has just come "The Judgment 
House," by Gilbert Parker. Lh; this 
book the author lives up to thq rep
utation he has majle- for himself In 
“The Weavers." arid In “The [Right 
of Way.” The scene is laid jvartly 
in Africa and partly In Engtanj. and 
the threads of the story wind them
selves about the love of a wrimAp and 
■two men—one a 'millionaire, w'ho 
has made a fortune in the veldt, and 
the other a diplomat. Rudyard 
Byng, with his four millions sterling, 
sees a good deal of London society 
and falls In love with Jasmine itîreli- 
fel, a girl with beauty of face, ‘keen
ness of intellect and an eye to the 
advantages of wealth. Jasmine Is the 
prospective bride of Ian Stafford, 
the diplomat, who has his own way 
to make in the world, but she marries 
the four millions. Three years later 
she meets lier old lover. The old 
intimacy springs up anew. Byng, 
owing to the unrest In South Africa, 
has increasing business worries, and 
is forced to leave Jasmine much to 
her own resources, and he 
overhears hie friends discussing her 
association with Stafford in a way 
that is quite uncomplimentary to her 
character. In the end, however. 
Stafford awakens to his wrong-doing. 
He is killed in the Boer war, and 
Byng and Jasmine are brought, to
gether again on (the bloody battle
field where the)- start life anew; This 
book is one of the best sellers of the 
season.
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trees are in summer leaf. The canar
ies are nesting, tlic hummng-birds 
have just come, the bees are having a 
wedding, just as Mendelssohn told v:s, 
and Jesse and I are quite ashamed of 
ourselves, because this widow’s re
proachful eyes have found us out. We 
Rrr not really and truly grown up.

These pais Why should the poor sour woman
actually makg new, rich, red blood— be afra’d of tallies? But then you see Dunr|et (Ont.) Man Tells How Quickly
^Uri 116ed,’nu sprtn*' T:ils 1 was dreadfully afraid of the land- They Built Him Up and Brouoht
new blood drives out the seeds of dis- lord, until, emerging gaunt and hag- a J . ^ Brought
ease and makes easily tired men, wo- gard from his winters sleep. Eph came " Baek to Perfect Health.
rî-ongand ChtLdren b‘rUrht’ aCUV® and 1^“'rne for treac’f' »« h'(d a dish DUNNET, Ont., March 28.-(SpeclaL) 

t v. tt— , °‘ *°'den syrup, bless him, and no —That there is not a village or ntwt
lands '■ .'T* , I^ve lB" bab^*h0rt of nlne feet from tip to tip, office in Canada that cannot preride
lands. N- S., writes. I take great could ever have got himself in such a genuine cure by Dodd’s K!dn»v

Ptni"®*, WhaL WU" ® me8S- He «till thinks I'm rather Pills has been shown again and agaim
liams Pink Pill* have done for me. dangerous. In this little village many people bear
I am a r.siierman and fifteen years One morning, it must have been the Stateful .testimony ' to the wonderful
ago thru hard work my system be- twenty-sixth. I think, we had a caller, curative powers of this simple réin
carné run down and I could scarcely destined. I fear, to entry ln our v?si- edy* Mr. Alex. Roy is one of these,
work at all. I lost in my tor’s book. Jesse had ridden off to used Dodd’s Kidney Pills for a
blood became poor, and I was very see how his ponies thrive on the new Rundown system.” Mr. >Roy states: 
weak. I consulted several doctors grass. Mrs. O’Flynn was redding up head ached, my limbs were heavy,
but their treatment did not help me after breakfast, and finding myself ln ilnd my, 8klr> had a harsh, dry feel- 
so I decided to try Dr. William»’ Pink the way, I took my water colors down ■KL.aniL.wou*<* itch and burn at 
Pills and in a short time I was en- to Apex Rock, to see if one sketch Three boxes of Dodd's Kidney
tirely well again. My wife and would hold winter, spring, summer, as 1 „„ . ,
daughter also used them with bene- viewed from the centre of wonderland P>‘ls simply cure the

We think so much of the PU is Now our bouse be’ng in full vIpiv The work of the kidneys Is
as a family me Heine that we always from (he ape':, and sound traveling I thohinnrt T’v8je matter ouî °£keep them in the house.” magically In this clear atmosphere ! order thev til to dL theîr

These pills are sold by al! medi- | heard voices. MrsNvFlynn had a vis- ! waste i n a 11 er re n an «■ n the 
cine dealers or can be had by ntaM j Itor. and I was in such a jealous • potrifi..» and c-ufses seriouL diseases' 

fm OT'boxta., >• burry to share the gossip, that my The mnufal cure is to make the kid-'
rL ^ '-Icams Medi- I sxetch went over the cliff as I rose to I ncy a do their work Dodd's Kidney

Clue,,Co. Brockvi+le. Ont run. A rather handsome man, in the Piiis aiwaj s do this-

Elizabeth Robins' notable book, 
“Where Are You Going To?” gives 
a suggestion as to how the nefar
ious white slave traffic is being car
ried on with apparent impunity. The 
book is Issued in the United States 
under the title of "My Little Sis
ter,"
of discussion
"The Magnetic North" Is 
strong story by the same writer.

but can tell of .genuine
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as one and is creating a great deal 
on both continents.

another
/ •

Sir Gilbert Parker’s 
political circles is as 
eminence in literary circles, 
member of the Unionist party in the 
house of commons, and he is as 
popular as a man as he is val
uable as a fellow-partizan. One of 
the points of his popularity is that 
he is fond of a joke, even when 
it turns upon himself. This is illus
trated by a recent incident ln the

eminence in 
great as his 

He is af H. A. Cody, the author of "The 
Frontiersman," "The Long Patrol," 
etc., will shortly issue thru his pub
lisher. William Briggs, a new novel to 
be entitled “Chief of the Ranges.” 
Mr. Cody’s books have steadily won 
their way to the front, and his name 
Is now one that Is widely known. 
His books appeal to the same clien
tele as Ralph Connor appeals to, and 
are steadily Increasing in popularity.
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Tobacco Habit Mr. E. Phillips Oppenheim has writ
ten a strikingly 
love 
which
against each other, and a woman's 
words decide the destinies of nations. 
It Is called "The Mischief-Maker.”

dramatic story of 
and international politics, in 

two strong men match wits
Dr. McTaggart’s tobacco remedy removes all 

desire (or the weed In a few days. A vegetable 
medicine, and only require» touching the tongue 
with it occasionally. Price 82.00.ELL

:ASV
A

f
fit.Liquor Habit

Marvellous results from taking his ren-edy 
(or the liquor habit. Safe anil inexpensive 
home treatment: no hypodermic Injections: no 
publicity, no loss of lime from business, and a 
cure guaranteed Address or consult l>r.. 
McTauoart. Î6 Yonge street, Toronto, Canada.

5,000 OUT OF WORK.
Not men. but corns that *err| put 

out of busines-,' last week by.f'Mt 
lam’s Corn Extractor. No corn 'ican 
’Ive tf treated by Putnam's. It is gate 
rainless and sure. Use only Pytna'm’s, 
25c at all dealers.

I The honorary' governors who will’ 
visit the Toronto Genera! Hospital dur
ing the week commencing on March 
30 are Messrs. James Lumbers and
R. J. Christie.
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