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| . Remember when you were
@ kidP The sents that were
| shiny and bright, and that
Were’nt they the
that you were proudest of?

for your room—something
all year—something like
rooms. The
to you best

A crackerjack of

a Xmas present |

of thinking they don’t feel the comse
pliment.

Let ome thing that meets the eye of your little
bpyund‘irlonChrimMomiubcthntripb
nickel-plated, jolly, p
serviceable, and inspiring clock—BIG BEN. See
if you don't he:r.ghmuy: “Why! Isn’t that
a crackerjack? Is that for me to use myself?

Big Bea is a crackerjack-of-a-Christmas-prese
enttod.ndt::lnyhiem:;.kﬂe'nm d.ln;;
one, a arm to e a
tlock to tell time all day by. uﬁe stands seven
inches tall. He’s got an inner vest of steel that
insures him for life,—big, bold, black hands you
e-.nleen.dmgeinthedimmningl'

%

Big Ben is sold by 23,000 watchmakers. His
price is $2.50 anywhere in the States. $3.00 any-
where in Canada. If you can’t find him at your
dealer’s, a money order mailed to Westclox,
La Salle, I will send him anywhere you
say, attractively and express charges paid.

would have been easy and natural. Any
Somersetshire yokel can tell you that.
Old Sarum is about as far from Cadbury
as Cadbury is from Avalon. Shakspeare
makes the Duke of Kent cry in “King
Lear”: .

“Goose, if I had you upon Sarum plain,

I’d drive ye cackling home to Camelot!”

Round about Cadbury the Arthurian
legend is stil a living thing. King
Arthur and his knights, they say, sleep
within Cadbury hill, awaiting the time
when Arthur shall rise again to rule his
land; the time when that prophecy shall
be made good: “Arthur is come again,
he cannot die; Arthur is come again with
all good things, and war shall be no
more.” .

Here at Cadbury was Camelot; here
the racred mount where the king feasted
with his knights of the Round Table, in
that hall which was “the stateliest under
heaven.” Cadbury hill is Camelot hill.
Cadbury people have through centuries
handed down fromr gemeration to genera-
tion the traditions which identify this
place and that with the scenes of
Arthur’s story. High up on Camelot
hill, on the eastern side, is a deep well,
which, as far back as any records go
(and they go far, indeed), has been
known as -“King Arthur’s 'Well.” Why
should it be high on this hill except that
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unless, indeed, they were the men whe
built it, as they built the chapel on the
Tor. The modern English, to do them
grace, did unearth St. Patrick’s boneg
and prove the burial.
the sale of Horme Tooke’s library, pur-
chased a curious oM manuscript which
told where St. Patrick relics were im-
mured, and in 1823, some antiquaries,
guided by this writing, discovered the
tomb and found that its contents were
identical with its written description,
St. Patrick established the abbey, but
its greatness a splendor date from
the reign of Ine, the first Saxon king,
who built the great church, which the
first Plantagenet king rebuilt nearly
five hundred years later. And so
through the ages the cluster of fair
buildings grew until there stood, at the
foot of the Tor, a splendid range of
architecture that was the admiration of
the world, the pride of the pious, and
the envy of kings. All that is left is a
stately range of ruins in a gentleman’s
back garden! Beyond a stone fence, and
in the middle of a pasture, is a curious,
cupolaed building, all of stone from vane
to foundation—the abbot’s kitchen, with
four monster fireplaces, where they could
roast four oxen whole. Away yonder, in
a country byway, on another estate, is

the abbot’s granary. In the High street
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it once supplied the castle whose ruins
are in evidence? Traces of a British
road lead westward from Cadbury to
Glastonbury. Within the memories of
men still living the way was used as a
bridle-path. How old it is we can
imagine, for ever since there have been
any property divisions in these parts,
the boundary line of the manors and
parishes has followed this old British
road. And the only name it ever Lunew,
as far as we can learn, is “King Arthur’s
Lane.” .

Leland, in the time of Henry VIII,
saw Cadbury hill and Cadbury castle.
The region was then full of its fame,
and Leland wrote: “They that dwell-
about the foot of Camelot love to cele-
brate, extol, and sing the name of
Arthur, once a dweller in the camp.
That eamp upon its mountain height
was once magnificent and strong beyond
all others. O! ye gods! How vast the
depth of the fosses! How wonderful the
earthwork of its ramparts! How pre-
cipitous its slopes! It scems a very
miracle of nature and of art!”

The wind sets from the north. Tt
slants down the Mendip hills and brings
across the plain to the Tor the chime of
the cathedral bell at Wells, The clock
that tells the hour there is the famous
old clock of Glastonbury abbev. It was
one of the wonders of the 'Tourteenth
century, and is the ollest self-striking,
count-wheel clock in the world.  Time
and men have dealt lovinelv with Wells
cathedral.  And time would have ten-
derly cared for (”:h‘u\!l!)lll')' abbev, had
men permitted, for the work was stout
enough. But sirco Henry VI, nelish-
men have wanton'v lot (1 1

! oancient fhle |
go to wrack and 1o maine

Arimathea is nothiro ol oW, nor
the memory of th 1= cmes who eame
from Rome but lit:' o (han o
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Bob Sleighing in Laurentian Mountains, Quebeg

a picturesque and ancient building,’
known as the Tribunal, is now the office
of an alderman. Adjacent is a struc-
ture still more picturesque, built four
hundred years ago by Abbot Selwood as
the “Pilgrim’s Inn,” for the housing of
pilgrims when the hospitable space of
the abbey was filled. It is now, of all
things in the world, the George Hotel!
There is hardly a house ir the town
without a corbel-head, a muilioned win-
dow, a stretch of sculptured tracery, or
a bit of panel plundered from the abbey.
For the rest—seek it in the walls of the
ficlds where the sheep graze, and in the
underpinning of the road that leads
across the marsh to Wells, and remember
with what grace you may that you are
in a land which boasts of its reverence
for antique monuments!

The story of the sacred thorn-tree was
purely local, but the legend of the Holy
Grail spread over Europe, and with it
went the legend of King Arthur. And
now superior persons say that Arthur
never lived, or, if he lived, was never
conqueror of the world, nor even sover-
cign of Britain, but only a petty king
who played the tyrant in Cornwall! The
old bards were in the right, singing as
they did of a king of men. And the
laureate who made immortal by his
deathless song the memory of the ideal
Knight,

“Whose glory was, redressing human
wrong: S

Who spake no slander, no, nor listen’d
toi:”

who lived through all his tract of vears

 "Wearing the white flower of a blame-

less “l\‘."
was he not in the rieht®

So then. here on the Tor at Glaston-
bury, in the isle of Avalon. vou are in
King Arthur's country. and the heart of
it! “Legends.” vou sav? Al, but such
h‘gcllde.’ ' '

Lord Byron, at .




