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Hotel York

New York

NEW AND ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF
Seventh Ave., Cor. 36th St.
EUROPEAN PLAN

$1.50 to $2.50, with detached bath

hiTis {82.00 to $4.00, with private bath

« i the
Occupies the geographical centre of the city, near
vortel))( oftra.vgl. gWithin from one to five mmlltdeswivm;ln‘
of twenty-one theatres. Cars pass the door, an an Grill
five minutes of all the large retail shops. Nomtle ey
Room. Cuisine of superior excellence. Moderate p

H. G. WILLIAMS, Manager

Insist that your dealer always sends

O’KEEFE’'S “PILSENER"”

“Tur Ligar BEEr IN THE LiGHT BOoTTLE"
(Registered)

ShHe O’Keefe Brewery Co.
of Toronto, Limited

School Teachers

Are you looking for profitable
employment during the
summer months ? You can
make from five to ten dollars
per day taking subscriptions
for the Canadian Courier.
For full information uwrite
the Circulation Manager,
61 Victoria Street, Toronto.

CANADIAN

COURIER

THE HUMAN SIDE

By ARCHIE P.

McKISHNIE

DAWN.

Adown the sky-sea, where the night
has lain,
Dawn throws her golden bars;
God drags across the world His crim-
son seine,
And gathers in the stars.
* k%

THE SURVIVOR.

THE alley behind the decrepit

shacks was choked with snow.
Slum pollution had infected it as it
fell so that it lay grimy and cold like
death; no” brightness, no beauty, only
choking chill. Through it, stretch-
ing like a narrow ribbon on dirty
sand, a path had been trodden as far
as the great ash-heap. This path
had been made by little Lu, the
hunch-back queen of Slum - Land.
Lu reigned by Divine ordinance.
Her domain was the blind, unused
alley. Her subjects were the starv-
ing and despised of God’s creatures,
for which a great city had no sym-
pathy. Her palace was a draughty,
broken-down hovel, her ministers the
beast-like parents who held high car-
nival from a big bottle when Lu’s
pennies from her sale of papers per-
mitted, and who beat her maimed
form unmercifully when she returned
from the streets empty-handed. But
her loves were the few subjects who
had thus far survived the fight of
cold and starvation. Only three re-
mained now. Shabb, the one-eyed
cat, Jeff, the aged setter dog and
Gyp. Gyp was a tame crow, a sad,
degenerate bedraggled crow that had
sometime held a high position. He
had a slender band of gold welded
about one leg to prove that he had
once lived in pleasant places.

All gueens must have favourites,
and of her subjects Gyp was the fav-
ourite of queen Lu. Perhaps it was
because he was black, black like her
own little despised self, or it may be
that the superstitious nature of her
kind attached itself the more firmly
to him because he could mutter gut-
terally a few words in the English
tongue.

The winter day was just closing
down when Lu passed along the
black path toward the ash-heap.
There was a long red gash in the
sky, just above the high smoky build-
ings, and there was almost a kiss of
warmth in the slender gleam of sun-
light that slanted through the rent
and touched Lu’s face. Half way
down the path, her subjects met her,
Gyp fluttering to her shoulder first
of all with a hoarse “Hip Hip Hor-
ray,” and lean Shabb, arching her
back and purring a welcome. Jeff,
the aged setter, came last, stifﬂy and
gleefully. Back to the great pile of
ashes queen Lu led her subjects
speaking to each one and calling it
by some endearing name.  There
they nestled down close together and
from beneath her thin, worn jacket
Lu took some hard crusts of bread
and divided them amongst the fam-
ished creatures. As she watched
them devour the crusts, a deep beau-
tiful light came from another worl_d
into her little black face and beauti-
fied it, and she talked to them as a
queen should talk to those depending
upon her. ; ; =

“It’ll be spring right soon now,
she told them, “an’ none ob you all
1 feel de cold any more soon. May-
be’—and she glanced back ‘t‘:oward
the palace in the shadow, mayb(z
we'll all jest nat’ully light out fo
de kentry den, de kentry whar de
i ’ de trees am.
blr‘fleozn sive the King,” muttered
Gyp, edging toward the cat, his

beady eye on of
crust.

A flock of wild crows passed high
over the city, directly above them.
Gyp hopped to the fence and watch-
ed them, his head on one side.

“Ef you all wanten go, Gyp, why
jes’ go’long.” Lu spoke, a catch 'in
her voice. From the blackline, high
in air came a cry of welcome to the
tame crow. But he simply 'watched
the line vanish and then came back
to his queen, nestling up against her
and muttering unintelligible sounds.

That night came the great frost
that gripped so many of the slug-
gish life-streams in the slums. At
noon, the following day, the heavy
clouds drew back and the sun came
out and kissed away the grey snow,
and the black path Lu’s little feet
had made. Gyp, who had crouched
all night between the ash-pile and
Jeff’s protecting, shaggy coat, shook
off his stupor and staggered out into
the warmth. But Jeff, poor old
toothless Jeff, did not stir. Neither
did grey Shabb. Gyp sat a long
time upon the ash-heap and watched
for them to awake. At last he gave
a low cry and fluttered down. He
fluttered along where the narrow
path had been and by and by found
himself outside the palace walls. He
remembered how cruelly he had been
chastised by the ministers, once upon
a time, for daring to approach this
palace, but love was calling him. Up
on the narrow sill he hopped and
peered into the bare room through
an unglazed window. 'The ministers
were gone. A big bottle lay on the
floor, and over in a corner on a pile
of rags his little black, hunch-back
queen was sleeping sweetly.  Gyp
hopped down and across to where
she lay. But he could not waken her,
although he rubbed his head against
her cheek and croaked softly as he
had done often before.

When Gyp came out of the palace
a wide flame of gold and purple il-
lumed the skies. The grimy snow
had vanished from the alley. The
narrow, black path was gone.

From the north, flying low over
the city, came a flock of Gyp’s kind.
Then Gyp with a low cry that might
have either been joy or sorrow leap-
ed to air and followed the flock
southward.
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LIL BABV.CIL0.

My weenty lam’ she fine de fold
"Hind hills ob gold, -
"Hind hills ob gold;

De shepher’s know dat she done stray
From me away,

From me away;

He seek her fro de chilly snow,
Li’l" baby Clo,

Li’T baby Clo.

No baby voice, no baby song,
De night am long,

De 'night am long;

Dese ole arms empty am t' night

Wifout a- weenty gal in white;

See mammie rockin’ to an’ fro,

A-croonin’ t’ a shadder Clo.

A-holdin’ jest a lil’ dress,

Close t’ her breas’,
Close t’ her breas’,

A lil' nighty-gown ob white,

Is all ole mammie hab t' night;

She dream a-rockin’ to an’ fro,
She hol’ her Clo,

Her baby Clo.

Dear, weenti lammie gone from home,
De night am lone,
De night am lone;
De moon-light tech a empty cha'r,
An’ kiss a dolly sleepin’ dar:
Hush, don’ you wake her, she cry so
Fer baby Clo,
LY baby Clo.
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BYRRH TONIC WINE taken with
Soda or Seltzer is the most refreshing
of drinks,

Sold af all Cafes and Stores.

 LONDON &
LANCASHIRE

FIRE

INSURANCE COMPANY

ONTARIO, MANITOBA and
NORTHWEST BRANCH

ALFRED WRIGHT, Manager - TORONTO

CANADIAN
HOTEL DIRECTORY

TORONTO HOTELS

King Edward Hotel
—Fireproof—
Accommodation for 750 guests. $1.50 up.
American and European Plans.

Palmer House
200 Rooms. $2.00 up.
American and European.

ONTARIO HOTELS

Caledonia Springs Hotel
(C. P. Ry.)
CALEDONIA SPRINGS, ONT.
American Plan, $3.00 up.
Accommodation for 200 Guests.

The New Russell
OTTAWA, CANADA
250 rooms.
American Plan $3.00 to $5.00.
European Plan $1.50 to $3.50.
$150,000.00 spent upon Improvements.

MONTREAL HOTELS

The Place Viger (C. P. Ry.,
American Plan, $8.60 up.
Accommodation for 200 Guests.

QUEBEG HOTELS

The Chateau Frontenac
(C. P.Ry.)
American Plan, $3.00 up.
Accommodation for 450 Guests.

Quebec’s Greatest Year
Lake St. Joseph Hotel

Before, during and after the Tercentenary, THE
hotel is the LAKE ST. JOSEPH, in Laurentian
Mountains; 100 rooms; 50 minutes from Quebec;
station in grounds; special train service; boating,
fishing, tennis, golf, croquet: all electric appli-
ances; telegraph. Rates, $2.50 up. Best New
York management. Write for booklet. Manager,
Lake St. Joseph Hotel, Quebec.

MANITOBA HOTELS

The Royal Alexandra {\C. P. Ry.)
WINNIPEG, MAN.
European $2.00. American, $4.00.
Accommodation for 600 Guests.
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BRITISH COLUMBIA HOTELS
T T A ey bkl talios o uel s b NG

Glacier House \C. P. Ry.)
GLACIER, B. C.
American Plan $8.50 up.
Accommodation for 200 Guests.

Hotel Vancouver .C. P. Ry.)
VANCOUVER, B. C.
American Plan $8.60 up.
Accommodation for 400 Guests.



