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of men; there will be nothing but 
machines. SLEEPING SICKNESS 

AN AWFUL PLAGUE
THE LAMENT OF A LONDONER; ing and bearing burdens and never 

resting all day long and never bringing 
any labor to an end. After the fields 
and the sky London seems trivial, a 
thing artificially made, in which people 
work at senseless tolls, for Idle and 
imaginary ends. Labor in the fields 
is regular, sane, inevitable as the labor 
of the earth with its roots. You are 
in your place in the world, between the 
grass and the clouds, really alive and 
living as natural a life as the beasts. 
In London men work as if in darkness, 
scarcely seeing their own hand as 
they work and not knowing the mean­
ing of their labor. They wither and 
dwindle, forgetting or not knowing 
that It was ever a pleasant thing mere­
ly to be alive and in the air. They are 
all doing things for other people, mak­
ing useless "improvements," always 
perfecting the achievement of material 
results with newly-made tools. They 
are making things cheaper, more im­
mediate in effect, of the latest modern 
make. It is all a hurry, a leveling 
downward, an automobilization of the 
mind.

There was a time when it was enough 
merely to be alive and to be in London. 
Every morning promised an adven­
ture; something or someone might be 
waiting at the corner of the next 
street; it was difficult to stay indoors 
because there were so many people in 
the streets. I still think, after seeing 
most of the capitals of Europe, that 
there is no capital in Europe where 
so many beautiful women are to be 
seen as in London. Warsaw comes 
near, for rarity, not for number. 
The streets and the omnibuses were 
always alive with beauty or with 
something strange. In London any­
thing may happen. "Adventures 
to the adventurous!" says somebody 
in "Contarint Fleming." But who

AUTOS CHANGE THE METROPOLIS
WHAT A BRITISH EXPLORER IN 

THE HEART OF AFRICA 
FOUND.

ARTHUR SYMONS SAYS IT IS THE WRECK AND MORAL OF CIVIL­
IZATION-CREATURES ON THE MACHINES ARE HARDLY TO BE 
CALLED HUMAN—THE UNEASY FACES, THE HOODS AND THE 
GOGGLES. Dr. Wollaston, a member of the ex­

pedition which was sent out last year 
by the natural history department of 
the British Museum to explore the 
Ruwenzori region, who has now re­
turned to England, has communicated 
to Reuter's Agency an account of his 
experiences, accompanied by only one 
European, Mr. Carruthers. Dr. Wol­
laston left Entebbe, the capital of 
Uganda, in September, and worked his 
way through the Province of Ankoli to 
Lake Albert Edward, where he crossed 
the Uganda Congo frontier. He then 
proceeded down that lake in a boat 
lent by the Congo administration. 
From the south of Lake Albert Ed­
ward the expedition proceeded through 
the heart of the Mfumbiro volcanic 
region, traversing ground were no 
Englishman had ever been before. For 
the most part the volcanoes were ex­
tinct. There were nine of them al­
together, the highest being about 14,- 
000 feet. Near the top they are cov­
ered with dense bamboo, which is sup­
posed to be inhabited by a race of- 
pygmies, who make their abode there 
and live by raiding the villages on 
the lower slopes. Although the ex­
pedition spent five weeks among the 
volcanoes, it was not found possible 
to visit the people at their summits. 
Nothing is known of them beyond the 
fact that they are of diminutive stat­
ure, and, as they are far removed from 
the Congo forest pygmies, they are 
probably a new race. From the vol­
canic region Dr. Wollaston proceeded 
down a steep descent to Lake Kivu, 
which was found to be full of islands 
surrounded by a glorious range of 
mountains and supporting a very thick 
population. Here is situated the fron­
tier between German East Africa and 
the Congo Free State. The best terms 
existed between the Germans and Bel­
gians. both of whom treated the ex­
pedition with great courtesy. From
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Arthur Symons, the celebrated Eng­
lish poet and litterateur, writes:

The part of London I used to know 
best is the part that lies between 
the Temple and Piccadilly, and some 
of It no longer exists. When the Strand 
was widened Holywell street, one of 
the oldest and quaintest streets in 
London, was pulled down; Wych 
street went, too, and Clare Market, and 
many dingy twisting lanes which could 
well be spared. But I deeply regret 
Holywell street, and when I tell 
strangers about it, it seems to me that 
they can never know London now.

I suppose that many people will soon 
forget that narrow little lane, with its 
overhanging wooden fronts, like the

lighted, my chief pleasure. I had no 
motive In it, merely the desire to get 
out of doors, and to be among people 
and lights; to get out of myself. When 
I was living alone in the Temple, that 
desire came over me almost every 
night. The plunge through the Middle 
Temple gateway was like the swim­
mer’s plunge Into rough water; I got 
just that “cool shock" as I went out­
side into the brighter lights and the 
movement. I often had no idea where 
I was going. I often went nowhere. 
I walked, and there were people about 
me.

can look as high as the uneasy faces
can lookon a motor omnibus, who

under the hoods and goggles in a 
motor car? The roads are too noisy now 
for any charm of expression to be seen 
on the pavements. The women are 
shouting to each other, straining their 
ears to hear. They want to get their 
shopping done and to get into a motor 
car or a motor omnibus.

Could another Charles Lamb create 
a new London?
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And their pleasures are as their la­
bors. In the country you have but to 
walk or look out of your window and 
you are in the midst of beautiful and 
living things: a tree, a dimly Jeweled 
frog, a bird in flight. Every natural 
pleasure is about you; you may walk 
or ride or skate or swim, or merely sit 
still and be at rest. But in London 
you must Invent pleasures, and then 
toll after them. The pleasures of 
London are more exhausting than its 
toils. No stone-breaker on the roads 
works so hard or martyrs his flesh so 
cruelly as the actress or the woman of 
fashion. No one in London does what 
he wants to do, or goes where he wants 
to go. It is a suffering to go to any 
theater, any concert. There are even 
people who go to lectures. And all 
this continual self-sacrifice is done for 
"amusement." It is astonishing.

I lived in Fountain Court for ten 
years, and I thought then, and I think 
still. that it is the most beautiful place 
In London. Dutch friends have told 
me that the Temple is like a little 
Dutch town, and that as they enter 
from Fleet street into Middle Temple 
Lane they can fancy themselves nt 
The Hague. Dutchmen are happy if 
they have much that can remind them 
of Middle Temple Lane.

There is a moment when you are in 
Fleet street; you have forced your 
way through the long Strand, along 
those narrow pavements, in a contin­
ual coming and going of hurried, peo­
ple, with the continual rumbling of 
wheels in the road, the swaying 
heights of omnibuses beside you, dis­
tracting your eyes, the dust, clatter, 
confusion, heat, bewilderment of that 
thoroughfare; and suddenly you go 
under a large doorway, where large 
wooden doors and a small side-door 
stand open, and you are suddenly in 
quiet. The roar has dropped as the 
roar of the sea drops if you go in at 
your door and shut it behind you. At 
night, when one had to knock, and so 
waited, and was admitted with a nice 
formality, it was sometimes almost 
startling. I have never felt any quiet 
in solitary places so much as the quiet 
of that contrast—Fleet street and the 
Temple.

houses at Coventry; or they will re- 
member It only for its surreptitious : 
shop-windows on one side of the street.I 
I remember it for its book-shops. Per­
haps I liked the quays at Paris even 
better; it was Paris, and there was the 
river, and Notre Dame, and it was rhe 
left bank. But nowhere else, in 1.0 
other city, was there a corner so made 
for book-fanciers. Those dingy shops 
with their stalls open to the street, 
nearly all on the right, the respectable 
side, as you walked west—how seldom 
did I keep my resolution to walk past 
them with unaverted eyes, how rarely 
did I resist their temptations. Halt 
the books I possess were bought sec­
ond-hand in Holywell street, and what 
bargains I have made out of the four- 
penny box! On the hottest days there 
was shade there, and an excuse for 
lounging. It was a little shady par­
adise for book-lovers.

It never occurred to me that any 
street so old could seem worth pulling 
down; but the improvements came, 
and that and the less interesting 
streets near, where the Globe Theater 
was (I thought it no loss) had of course 
to go; and Dane's Inn went, which 
was never a genuine “inn." but had 
some of the pleasant, genuine dreari­
ness: and Clare Market was swallowed 
up. and I believe Drury Lane is getting 
new furbished and losing its old savor 
of squalor; and Aldwych Is there, 
with its beautiful name, but itself so 
big and obvious that I confess, with 
my recollection of what was there be­
fore, I can never find my way into it.

Striking westward, my course gen­
erally led me through Leicester 
Square. The foreign quarter of Lon­
don radiates from Leicester Square, or 
winds inward to that point as to a 
center. Its foreign aspect, the fact 
that it was the park of Soho, Interest­
ed me. In Leicester Square, and in all 
the tiny streets running into it, you 
are never in the really normal London: 
it is an escape, a short of shamefaced 
and sordid and yet irresistible remind­
er of Paris and Italy. The little res­
taurants all round brought me local 
color before I had seen Italy; I will 
see with pleasure the straw-covered 
bottles and the strings of macaroni in

THE ANTIQUITY 
OF SWEETS

GENUINE CASTORIA ALWAYS
3Bears the Signature of

THE ORIGIN OF MODERN DELICA­
CIES—IN THE DAY BEFORE 

SUGAR WAS IN USE.

We are using today, if in different 
combinations, very many of the 
primeval equivalents for sweets; the 
various delicacies “au miel et pistache” 
are only another form of the “honey 
and nuts or almonds" of which the 
earliest records tell us; in all proba­
bility, too, the candied fruits especially 
in evidence at the time differ only 
slightly from the "melipekta" and 
“dulciaria" of the old Greeks and 
Romans. Etymologically, too, at any 
rate, the popular marzipan of today 
may be the "martius panis" of Italy, 
as it is certainly the marchpane, that 
prime favorite with our mediaeval

The Kind You Have Always Bought
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London was once habitable, in spite 
of itself. The machines have killed it. 
The old, habitable London exists no 
longer. Charles Lamb could not live 
in this mechanical city, out of which 
everything old and human has been 
driven by wheels and hammers and 
the fluids of noise and speed. Whan 
will his affectionate phrase, "the sweet 
security of streets," ever be used again 
of London? No one will take a waik

BRAY STREET, NEW YORK CITY.THE CENTAUR COMPANY,

LORD KITCHENER’S LAWN.Uganda alone over a quarter of a mil­
lion have succumbed to sleeping-sick­
ness since it broke out a few years ago. 
The expedition reached the upper 
waters of the Congo at Kasonga in 
February, and proceeded by canoe 
down the river to Ponthlerville at the 
head of Stanley Falls, where it joined 
the railway to Stanleyville. Three 
hundred miles above Stanley Falls the 
new railway going up to Tanganyika 
which will eventually connect with the 
Cape to Cairo railway is in progress. 
Thousands of workmen are employed 
on the work, which is being conducted 
under the superintendence of over 60 
Belgian engineers. Dr. Wollaston 
states that after leaving Rumenzori he 
saw no evidence of ill-treatment of 
natives in any part of the Congo.

A good story is going around of the 
inventive genius of Lord Kitchener. The 
distinguished commander-in-chief desired, 
on the occasion of the recent visit of the 
Ameer of Afghanistan to India, to lay 
out an artistic garden for his gratifica­
tion. Bare exotics and flowers of great 
variety of colors, tropical and sub-tropi­
cal plants were brought to make the gar­
den beautiful. One thing was lacking- 
there was no grass to give a finishing touch 
of verdure, and the few days available did 
not permit of procuring it.

Then Lord Kitchener’s resourcefulness 
came into play. The garden was sown with 
mustard and cress seed, with the result 
that there was in due time a delightful 
green sward effect which astonished all the 
visitors, and not least the Ameer himself. 
—London Mail.

ancestors.
Before the general use of sugar it la 1 

evident that the variety of sweets, as, 
we understand the term, must have 
been limited; even when it became 
known, Its price—according to some 
authorities equal to thirty shillings a 
pound of our money—must have made 
them in a very special sense caviare 
to the general.

But when sugar came Into general 
use sweets blossomed forth into a 
thousand varieties; indeed, a thousand 
is but a paltry estimate when we re­
call the boast of the Spanish confec­
tioner In Beaumont and Fletcher’s 
play: “I can teach sugar," he tells us, 
“to slip down your throat in a million 
ways." The old dramatists give us 
here and there feeling allusions to the 
furore for sweets that came in with 
"the spacious times of great Eliza­
beth."

One of the servants of old Capulet 
begs his comrade to save him a piece 
of marchpane; there are some who 
tell us, on the authority of on old 
cookery book, that those "pretty lit­
tle tiny kickshaws” that Mr. Shallow, 
J.B., bade to be brought into the arbor, 
were a recognized description of 
sweets; we meet with "kissing com- 
fits" over and over again, and we are 
told that these were not, as the name 
might persuade us, those innocent 
discs of barley-sugar twisted up in 
colored paper and yclept "kisses." 
which are still to be found in old- 
fash oned shops, but partook rather of 
the nature of our aromatic cachous 
Even the "sweet potatoes" beloved of 
Falstaff were not improbably more or 
less what we now call crystallized, and 
were eaten much as we eat preserved 
quinces and apricots.

A packet of sugar was at one time a 
costly present to make even to royalty; 
the touch is quite true that makes 
Simon Aylward the bearer of a parcel 
of rose sugar as a gift to the Lady 
Loring; history tells us about the 
“comfit box” that the great Guise 
missed as he was enticed to his doom. 
—London Globe.

Kivu the expedition traveled to Tan- 
ganyika through the unknown valley 
of the Russisi, a very interesting and 
mountainous region. Tanganyika was 
reached at the north end at a place 
called Uvira. Here Dr. Wollaston 
came upon the sleeping-sickness coun­
try, and from this point through the 
Manyuema country traversed a re­
gion devastated by this terrible plague. 
He describes the sights as being fear­
ful, with people dead and dying on the 
roadside, as it is the custom of these 
people to turn out stricken natives to 
die. In this country the population 
are dying by thousands absolutely 
without any medical attention. In

down Fleet street any more, no one 
will shed tears of joy in the “motley 
Strand," no one will be leisurable any 
more or turn over old books at a stall, 
or talk with friends at the street cor­
ner. Noise and evil smells have filled 
the streets like tunnels in daylight; it 
is a pain to walk in the midst of all 
these hurrying and clatterin ma­
chines; the multitude of humanity, 
that "bath" Into which Baudelaire 
loved to plunge. Is scarcely discern­
ible. It is secondary to the machines; 
It is only In a machine that you can 
escape the machines. London, that was 
vast and smoky and loud, now stinks

No wheels could come nearer to me 
in Fountain Court than Middle Temple 
Lane, but I liked to hear sometimes at 
night a faint clattering, only just audi­
ble, which I knew was the sound of a 
cab on the Embankment. The County 
Council, steadily ruining London with 
the persistence of an organic disease, 
will no doubt soon turn the Embank­
ment into a tramway for electric 
trams; but when I knew it, it was a 
quiet, almost secluded place, where

: people sauntered and leaned over to 
look Into the water, and where, at and reverberates; to live in it is to 
night, the policemen would walk with live in the hollow of a clanging bell; tonight, the policemen would walk with

breathe Its air is to breathe the foul­
ness of modern progress.

considerately averted head past the 
slumbering heaps of tired rags on the 
seats.

The gates on the Embankment shut 
early, but I often came home by the 
river, and I could hardly tear myself 
away from looking over that gray.

Y
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London as It is now Is the wreck and 
moral of civilization. We are more 
civilized every day, every day we can 
go more quickly and more uncom­
fortably wherever we- want to go. We 
live by touching buttons and ringing 
bells, a new purely practical magic sets 
us in communication with the ends of 
the earth. We can have abominable 
mockeries of the arts of music and of

z<
harsh parapet. The Neva reminds me 
a little of the Thames, though it rushes 
more wildly, and at night is more like 
a sea. with swift lights crossing it. 
But I do not know the river of any 
great capital which has the fascina­
tion of our river.

the undusted windows. The foreign 
people you see are not always desir­
able people; but do not their shapes' 
and colors come as a relief to you after 
the uniform shapes and colors of Eng- 
ilsh make?
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would see London steadily ! metal mouths. We have outdone theI have always been apt to look on 
nuppet show, and all If you 

from the point where its aspect
the world as a THIS IS 
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wildest prophetic buffooneries of Vil­
liers de l’Isle Adam, whose "celestial 
bill-sticking" may be seen nightly,

isthe men and women merely players.
finest, go on a night when there has 
been rain to the footpath which crosses 
Hungerford Bridge by the side of the

whose wires we do not see working. 
There is a passage in one of Keats’ 
letters which expresses just what I 
felt. "May there not," he says, “be 
superior beings, amused with any

A building roofed 
with Galt "Sure-grip" Shingles, and with its sides protected 
with Galt Steel Siding, will come through a hurricane unharmed, 
while other buildings will be badly shattered, if not demolished. 

Galt “Sure-grip" Shingles are locked together so securely 
and lie so closely to the roof that they leave no opening for 

the wind to get under and rip them off.

defacing the majesty of the river; 
railway track. The river seems to I any gramaphone can give us the equiv- 
have suddenly become a lake; under aient of his “chemical analysis of the 
the black arches of Waterloo bridge! last breath." The plausible and in- 
there are reflections of golden fire, sidious telephone aids us and intrudes 

a upon us. talcing away our liberty from 
! lovely tangle. The Surrey is dark, us, and leaving every Englishman’s 
Iwith tall, vague buildings rising out house his castle no longer, but a kind

raceful, though distinctive, attitude, „.
my mind may fall into, as I am enter- there are reflections of golden . 1 
tained with the alertness of the stoat multiplying arch beyond arch, in 
or the anxiety of the deer?" Is there lovely tangle. The 
not. in our respect toward one another. a

of the mud on which a little water. of whispering gallery, open to the hum 
crawls. Is it the water that moves, or of every voice. There Is hardly a streetsomething inevitably automatic. Do 

we see. in the larger part of those 
fellow-creatures whom our eyes rest 
on. more than a smile, a gesture, a 
passing or a coming forward? Are 
they more real to us than the actors 
on a stage, the quivering phantoms 
of a cinematograph? With their own 
private existence we have nothing to 
do; they do not, so far as we are con­
cerned. exist in part at least to be a 
spectacle to us. to convey to us a sense 
of life, change, beauty, variety, neces­
sity? The spectacle of human life Is 
not only for the gods' eyes, but for 
ours; it is ours in so tar is we can ap­
prehend it, and our pleasure and sat­
isfaction here are largely dependent c.n 
the skill with which we have trained 
ourselves to that instinctive, delighted 
apprehension. To a few here and 
there we can come closer; we can make 
them, by some illusion of the effec­
tions. seem more real to us. But as 
for all’ the rest, let us be content to 
admire, to wonder, to see the use and 
beauty and curiosity of them, and to 
intrude no further into their destinies.

the shadows? A few empty barges or left in 
steamers lie in solid patches on the

London where one can talk
with open windows by day and sleep 
with open windows by night. We are 
tunneled under until our houses rock. 
We are shot through holes in the earth 
if we want to cross London: even the 
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Galt Steel Sidings are wind-proof, too. They don t shrink, 
leaving cracks for the wind to sneak in, as does lumber, particularly 
the unseasoned kind whicho ne gets nowadays.

water near the bank; and a stationary 
sky-sign, hideous where it defaces the 
night, turns in the water to wavering 
bars of rosy orange. The buildings on Fire, wind, water 

as brick or stone.
• 3 83 • a e Warmor than wood—and at no greater cost,

r and frost proof. Galvanized or painted. Handsome
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the Embankment rise up, walls of last liberty of Hampstead Heath 
soft grayness with squares of lighted! about to be taken from us by railways. 

London has civilized itself into thewindows, which make patterns across 
them. They tremble in the mist, their 
shapes flicker; it seems as if a breath 
would blow out their lights and leave 
them bodiless husks in the wind.

likeness of a steam roundabout at a 
fair: It goes clattering and turning, 
to the sound of a jubilant hurdy-gurdy; 
round and round, always on the same

WHY NEW YORK 
IS CALLED GOTHAM
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From one of the tallest chimneys a track. but always faster; and the chil- 
reddish smoke floats and twists like a--.....dren astride Its wooden horses think
flag. Below, the Embankment curves 
towards Cleopatra’s Needle; you see 
the curve of the wall, as the lamps 
light it, leaving the obelisk in shadow, 
and falling faintly on the gray mud in 
the river. Just that corner has a mys­
terious air, as if secluded, in the heart 
of a pageant; I know not what makes 
it quite so tragic and melancholy. 
The aspect of the night, the aspect of 
London, pricked out in points of fire 
against an enveloping darkness, is as 
beautiful as any sunset or any moun­
tain; I do not know any more beauti­
ful aspect. And there as always in 
London. It is the atmosphere that 

! makes the picture, an atmosphere like
Turner, revealing every form through 
the ecstasy of its color.

It is Whistler who has created the 
Thames for most people; but the 
Thames existed before Whistler, and 
will exist after the County Council. I 
remember hearing Claude Monet say, 
at the time when he came over to the 
Savoy Hotel, year by year, to paint 
Waterloo bridge from its windows, 
that he could not understand why 
an English painter ever left London. 
I felt almost as if the river belonged 
to the Temple; its presence there, 
certainly, was part of its mysterious 
anomaly, a fragment of old London, 
walled in and guarded in that corner of 
land between Fleet street and the 
Thames.

they are getting to the world s end.
It is the machines, more than any­

thing else, that have done It. Men 
and women, as they passed each other, 
in the street or on the road, saw and 
took cognizance of each other, human 
being of human being. The creatures 
that we see now in the machines .are 
hardly to be called human, so are they 
disfigud out of all recognition, in 
order that they may go fast enough 
not to see anything themselves. Does 
anyone any longer walk? If I walk I 
meet no one walking, and I cannot 
-wonder at it, for what I meet is an up­
roar, and a whizz. and a leap past me, 
and a blinding cloud of dust, and a 
machine on which scarecrows perch 
is disappearing at the end of the road. 
The verbs to loll, to lounge, to dawdle, 
to loiter, the verbs precious to Walt 
Whitman, precious to ever lover of 
men and of himself, are losing their 
currency; they will be marked O 
for obsolete In the dictionaries of the 
future. All that poetry which Walt 
Whitman found in things merely be­
cause they were alive will fade out of 
existence like the red Indians. It 
will live on for some time yet in the 
country, here and there in the country 
where the railway has not yet smeared 
its poisonous trail over the soil; but 
in London there will soon be no need

THE NAME HAS A DERISIVE 
MEANING, BUT FEW NEW 

YORKERS KNOW IT. mapAsk a hundred New Yorkers why 
their great city bears the nickname 
"Gotham" and perhaps only a half 
dozen of them will be able to give you 
an intelligent answer. The name Go­
tham was first applied to the city of 
Manhattan in "Salmagundi," Wash­
ington Irving’s humorous sketch, writ­
ten in the early part of the nineteenth 
century. This sketch was evidently 
Intended to imply that the people of 
the fish-shaped island made undue pre­
tentions to wisdom and that there was 
both wit and satire in the suggestion 
is shown by the story of the first Go­
thamite. Gotham was a parish in Not-

Are The Talisman of Happi­
ness in Refined Homes

It is a poor way to value a piano as 
a decorative piece of furniture or as a 
means to occasional diversion. Such 
noble instruments as the

Scutl
It was for their very obvious quali­

ties of illusion that I liked to watch 
the people in the foreign quarter. 
They were like prisoners there, thriv- 
ing, perhaps, but discontented; none 
of them light-hearted, as they would 
have been in their own country;grudg- 
Ingly at home. And yet there was much 
piteous false show among them, soiled, 
sordid ostentation, a little of what we 
see in the older songs of Yvette Guil- 

' bert.
London was for a long time my su­

preme sensation, and to roam in the 
streets, especially after the lamps were

à43

tinghamshire, 
in the old
John wished
the parish.

England. It is told 
how King 1X IlId 15 3story 

to 
but

LOUIS XV DESpass through 
the townsmen,

not fancying the passage of the king 
over a route made in the public road, 
decided to prevent the transit by all 
pretending to be insane. When the 
ruler and his party arrived they there­
fore found everyone of the inhabitants 
employed at some clownish task. Thus 
a group were playing "ring-a-round- 
a-rosey" around a thorn bush to keep 
a cuckoo from getting away; some 
were trying to drown an eel or a fish 
and dipping water with a sieve and 
doing other crazy stunts. The king 
denounced the people as a pack of 
fools and idiots when he saw these 
performances and quickly departed 
with his retinue. The people of Go­
tham were delighted with the success 
of their scheme for turning aside the 
king, regarding it as superlatively clev­
er. After this Gotham came to have 
the reputation of being a sort of head­
quarters for conceited fools. A book 
entitled “The Merry Maids of Gotham" 
was published in the time of Henry 
VII. In this was the story of the 
"Three Wise Men of Gotham,” one of 
whose exploits was to go to sea in a 
bowl.

are designed for higher purposes. Indispensable in a finely-appointed home, a 
"Gourlay" is also the synonym of refinement and purest pleasure.

Authentic in all details of construction and style, every "Gourlay" has the 
"GRAND" QUALITY OF TONE 

which distinguishes the highest art in piano building from the 
merely first-class. If a "Gourlay" is a little high priced, it is 
worth the price. Besides we arrange

Payment Plans To Suit All Purses
Write us your needs. We ship the "Gourlay" any- 

f where in Canada on approval and guarantee perfect 
satisfaction.

GOURLAY, WINTER & LEEMING
Head Office —180 Yonge Street, Toronto.

LONDON BRANCH, 195 DUNDAS STREET.
1. W. Exley, Manager.

Underwear made-to-order, for you couldn't 
possibly excel in fit nor equal 

in value

EN-ANGLE
Guaranteed 
Underwear

II.

DOAs you come back into London from 
the country, out of air Into smoke, 
rattling level with the chimney-tops, 

______and looking down Into narrow gulfs. 
Can’t shrink nor stretch nor bind not bulge; out- I swarming with men and machines, 
lasts other kinds; and is sold with a guarantee I you are as if seized in a gigantic grip, 
that insures you against any possible fault ! First comes a splendid but dishearten- 

ting sense of force, compelling you to 
i admire it, then a desperate sense of 
helplessness. London seems a vast 
ant-heap, and you are one more ant 
dropped on the heap. Your are stunned, 
and then you come to yourself, and

P
Trade-marked like this 
in red as ure sign of 
value. Made in many 
fabrics and styles, at 
various prices, in form- 
fitting sizes for women, 
men and children.

- KIONE 
RHEUMA 
LIGHT $ D 
D48ETCyour thought revolts against the ma­

terial weight which is crushing you. 
What a huge futility It all seems, 
this human ant-heap, this crawling 
and hurrying and sweating and build-
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