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what has happened. It is hard
st the impression, however you
pute the blame, that the League
ions is in the greatest peril of
ing ‘an organization to. kesp
ny permanently crushed. That

pt is felt, and the signs are af]
t not visible of a disarma-}
bf any nation except Germany.’|

ould appear from this that the

ion of the Allied nations to}

licy of permanent peace and

ament was not a sincere or &}
conversion. It 1is simpl!'

r case of:

the devil was sick the devil Q

nt would be,
en the devil got well, thl-
il a saint was he!
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The Browning Flopement.

To the adventurous young women
of the present day Miss Elizabeth
Barrett must indeed appear a timid,
pocr-spirited creature. Let us sum
up their own case against her.

Afraid of Men.

She was, at the time when she e6n-
templated her great adventure, no
child, but a woman of forty—thera
or thereabouts. She was a woman of
independent means—£400 or £500 a
jear— she was far too unworldly
ever to know the exact figure of her
Jcome. She was a learned woman—
earned enough to transla@e the
jhoruses of the “Agamemnon” and
Jrceive, as clearly as Mr.. Gilbert
Murray himself, the difference be-
tween Euripides and the other Greek
dramatists. She was clever as well

as learned—clever enough to be a|

valued contributor to the Athenzum.
And with all that, she was:afraid of
men: afraid of strange men on the'
principle of omne ignotum pro- hor-
rifico: afraid of papa, who wanted to
keep her like a canary in a cage. It
does, when one comes to think of it,
seem rather absurd. And yet, when
the situation occurred, it was almost
normal, though it occurred only a
little more than seventy years ago.

Invalidism.,

It occurred, that is to say, in the
early Victorian Age, which, to us,
seems almost as rémote as the Stone
Age. It was the age, among other
things, of the feminine malade imag-
inaire; and Miss Elizabeth Barrett
was a shining example of that type.
No doubt she was delicate; but there
certainly was mnothing serious  the
matter with her. The medicines
which she needed were fresh air, ex-
ercise, freedom, and congenial . soci-
ety. Instead of that, she was re-
garded by herself and her family as
a2 permanent invalid. When she
went out of doors she wore that ob-
tolete and insanitary appliance, a
respirator; and she spent most of
her time on the sofa, in a 'darkened
room, complaining of headache, dos-
ing herself with sal volatfle and dab-
bing her fevered brew with a hand-
kerchief soaked in eau-de-Cologne.

' And so things might have gone on to
the end of the chapter if Robert
Browning had not read her poetry
and desired  her personal acquaint-
ance.

A Go-Between.-

Happily, he and she had a common
friend in Mr. Kenyon—a man of
sense—who realized that they were
kindred souls and ought to.meet; and
even so, the bridge which Mr. Ken-

took a lot of building. Browning, at
Kenyon’s suggestion, wrote to Miss
Barrett to say that he had derived
great pleasure from the perusal of
her poetry; and Miss Barrett replind
that the perusal of his pootry had
been equally gratifying to her. But
. this exchange of letters did not break
itbe ice—it only tapped the surface of
it. It may seem to us that it would
have been a simple matter for Miss
| Barrett to tell Kenyon to bring Brown-
ing to tea; but it did not seem a sim-
i ple matter to her. Browning wanted
to call; Browning proposed to call;
but Miss Barrett was not, at all sure
that it would be proper to allow him
to do so. She knew—she must have
known—from Kenyon that his parents
were respectable, and that his per-
sonal conduct was above reproach;
and yet she hesitated—consenting, in
‘principle, to receive a visit from him,
but making one excuse after another
for postponing it. She was not feel-
ing very well; it was such awful
weather; he would find her a most un-
interesting person.

There is nothing (she’'wrote) to see
in me; nor to hear in me—I never
learnt to talk as you do in London. if
my poetry is worth anything to any
eye, it is the flower of me. . . . The
rest of me is nothing but a root, fit
for the ground and the dark. And if I
write all this egotism, it is for shame;
and because I feel ashamed of having
made a fuss about what is not worth
it; and because you are extravagant
in caring so for a permission which
will be nothing to you afterwards.

Victorian Timidities.

That sort of thing actually went on
for five months. Of a truth the early
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Ex Stock:

Dory Anchors
Turnbuckles . #f
Luff Hooks 'BEH
Sail Thimbles
Wire Rope Thimbles
Sticking Tommies

Grommets

Wire Rope Clips
Connecting Links
Barrel Slings
Mast Hoops

yon set to work to build between them-
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hat-stand, and ended with a postscript
which opened the door to still further
procrastination: “If on Tuesday you
should not bé well, pray do not come!”
But Browning's health was robust.. He
came, and saw, and conquered; and
then it was his-turn to feel that per-

! haps he had been too temerarious. He

actually wrote'to say that, if his so-
ciety was disturbing to Miss Barrett's

|| peace of mind, he would, of course,

withdraw before irreparable harm was

'done, It was a silly thing to do; but
it did, at least, by wounding Miss Bar-
intt‘- venity, sting her into self-res
‘ spect. She retufned ‘Browning's lettor

to him, with the suggestion that he
should reconsider it. He not only re-
considered it, but burnt it, cursing
himself for a conceited ape; and then,
at last, relations were gradually. es-
tablished on a sound basis,

“That: Man.”

Yet not, so far, on a very dignified
basis. Mr. Barrett used to refer dark-
ly to Browning as “that man;” and'
Browning had to slink in and out of
the house like a servant's “follower”
in a place in which no followers. are
allowed. When, the -ice  being now:

marriage, he discovered that the ob-
stacles were formidable, and was told
that they were insuperable. Miss Bar-
rett reported to him a conversation
which she had had on the subject with
her sister Arabella, who was in her
confidence.

“If a Prince of Eldorado . should
come, with a pedigree of linéal descent
from signory in one hand and a ticket
of good behavious from the nearest
Independent chapel in the other—"

“Why, even then,” said my sister
Arabella, “it would not do.”

And Miss Barrett further warned
him what would be the consequences
if her father ever found out that he
was anything more than a literary
confrere with whom she investigated
the precise meaning of the more ob-
scure passages in the Afschylean
choruses:—

‘We should- be able to meet never
again in this room, nor to have inter-
course by letter through the ordinary
channel. I mean that letters of yours
addressed to me here would infallibly
be stopped and destroyed — if not
opened.

Things were actually as bad as
that; Miss Barrett was actually as
scared as that. Her father not only
had no right of jurisdiction over her—
it was not even in his power to bring
pecuniary pressure to bear. She was,
as has been said, forty, and had an in-
come of her own on which she could
comfortably have set up a separate
establishment. Browning was social-
ly eligible, and could not be suspected
of fortune-hunting, as he had a suf-
ficient allowance from his father. Yet
she had not the courage to assert her-
self. It had been a struggle for her to
deceive her father, but she absolutely
dared not defy him.

The Elopement,

So they decided to elope, and they
eloped. It was at once a justifiable and
an unnecessary elopement; but Miss
Barrett’s heart trembled to the very
last. She screwed her courage to the
sticking point with sal volatile; and
she collapsed on to a sofa and called
for more sal volatile after her flight
had been successfully accomplished.
She nearly gave herself up for lost
when the barking of the lap dog in her
muff threatened to betray her; but she
did get off—carrying a portion of her
trousseau in that very early-Victorian
receptacle, a carpet-bag; and there
was, towards the end, at least one
gesture which demonstrated that she
was still more afraid of being left than
of being taken. Her father had an-
nounced his intention of transporting
his entire family to the country while
his house in Wimpole Street was in
the hands of the decorators; and that
danger moved Miss Barrett to suggest
to Browning that their enterprise
might advantageously be speeded
up:—

If we are taken away on Monday
« » « What then? , . . It seems quite
too soon and too sudden for us to set
out on our Italian expodmo\r now—
and perhaps even we could not com-
pass—— Well—but you must think.for
both of us. . . . I will do what you
wish—understand.

Across the Channel.

He did not understand. The sitna-
tion was one in which he might even
have quoted (though he did not) the

jold saying about a nod and a wink
and a blind horse. Left to himself, he|
would probably have missed the train, |

for in his excitement he had read the

time-table wrongly; but Miss Barrett

| happily retained sufficient presence of

mlnd,to’ointontlik ermtohnn.so

really broken, he began .to. talk. ef{

“Light a§ Cél‘g’ﬁfe’s- Talc”F .~
passed throi ugh a silken mesh

JreacivE o sptdw' b which “only the
shining dew makes clear—then imagme a
ulkwormﬂbrnduﬁne.

Imagine a ‘mesh 'formed by tbouundn of ‘such
gossamer-like threads contained within a single square
inch. Conceive this weave to be 3o fine, so fine that
only dust of flower-bloom, or powder as microscopic,
could sift through it. EWAW

* Through so incredibly miniute.a filter Colgate’s Tale

is passed. By what other means could come its delicate,

bmth-lihqnalib-—ihairmeuhahmthmtlﬂsﬂedm
lighter than gossamer? _

To the tendu m-oendtm or wind-whipped skin
what can be more cooling, what be gentler or
.more fragrant than ’s Talc ?

What talc, while adding its charm to the complexion,
mcrmwithntudoes Colgate’s Talc ?

Soﬁne.soveryﬁneltu.
Andperﬁunedtoyourlﬂnng.

COLGATE & CO.
Established 1806
NEW YORK LONDON PARIS SYDNEY
Makers of Coleo—the Pure Vegetable Oil Soap
137 McGill St., Montmal
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(Cleveland Paper Claner.

At this time of the season, for some years past we have been featuring a one price sale. This time

it is 25 cents, and the first comers get the best bargains.
Perhaps you will see what you want among these items, if not we have many more things. Come and

see them all. 4o o )

A Tin Pin Hardwood Extension Clothes Rack.
A Handséme Nickel-Plated Dinner Bell.

A Fine Woven Wire Dish Cover.

A Galvanized Iron Coal Shovel. > -
ABoss Barber Razor Hone, made to sell at $1 :
Ladies’ F'me White Muslin Collars.

Ladies’ Sport Hats.  iat

Men’s Coloured Socks. "~

Ladies’ Cotton Hose in White and Bla
Men’s Leather Belts.
Men’s Wash Ties. -
A Large Tin of Talcum.
A box of Stationery.
A 6 Yard Card of Lace Edging.
Hats, Mounts and Ornaments.
Infants’ Muslin Bonnets.
Ladies’ Dust Caps. |
Fibre Lunch Boxes. >
Improved Skirt and Coat Hangers.
Hair Brushes. b
_ Plain and Fam:y Hair Ribbons. b
 Children’s Jersey Ribbed Pants. :
Paper Bordermgs in great vanety Worth

Cut Glus 10” Vase

Ladies’ Muslin Tea Aprons. ... ... _._ "~
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