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Wl y on Fa n dora
When a knîfe is duil a
Pandora owner neyer
wastes tîme hunting for
a #$steel." She just
walks over to tfxe
ernery rod attachment
tc> Pandora, gives knife
six or eight passes over
the high-grade emnery,
which puts on the
keencst kind of an
edge.
Titis combined emery rod
and towel drier 19 a patent-
.d attachmnent you cannot
uecure on any other rang.
.Tust one of the imany Im-
zirovements that go tu
niake Pandora the. handlest
range you can buy. 14

1 1s
Adds a doudcous zest

and plquancy to
OU LTRY, QMET8SAUCE

SOUS, ISIIET,
MADE AND BOTES IN ENCLAN ...-SoW IBY ALL oeOER

1Literary Noe

T HE child of every potentate on
earth except a litcrary man bas
the path of life made easy and

respectable for him. John Smithi may
be a Iight, airy creature but the crowd
wvill stop-remember that bis father
ainassed four millions and conclude
that John's quality of manhood must
be characterised as "a dream." Not
so if John's father was guilty of even
twenty good novels; the paternal
achievemcnts would nlot make him a
more fit subject for adulation than
Tom, thie grocer's son, or Bill whose
father is in the coal business. The
descendants of so popular a writer as
Char-les Dickens have lived even in
abject misery until somebody who re-
inembered David Copperfield brought
the matter before the governiment and
secured the famous two-dollars-and-a-
haîf a week pension for Mary Ange-
lina Dickens and ber three sisters,
which occasioned recently so rnuch
discussion throughout the Empire.
The other day, a continental corres-
pondent saw Adele Hugo at Neiully.
Hle was astonished to find himself in
the peculiar predicament of baving to
explain to soute neighbours of bers
her identity as the daughter of the
great Victor. But perhaps the reason
in this case is Adele herself. She is
a mystery. She lives in a bouse alone
with but one attendant. Gossip says
tbat she bas neyer smiled nor spoken
a word for twenty years. Those who
would penetrate tbe veil which
shrouds hier Mie speak of an army
captain-a big, bandsome Saxon; of
an elopement in the dead of nigbt;
and of the daughter's return-heart-
broken. Such things have bappened.

M R. MAURICE HEWLETT,
whose new novel has just ap-

peared in England, is one of the
numerous examples of a literary mian
claimed front the law. Mr. Hewlett
was called to the bar in 189o and'
practised witb v;qried success for a
short period. He found that day
dreamns of heroes and heroines, for
wbich his literary temperament was
responsîble, did not contribute much
to legal advancement, and after soe
consideration be decided to forsake
the dusty purlieus of the Iaw for'the
alluring but oftert treacherous paths
of romance. Mr. Hewlett entered the
Iiterary circle by lecturing at South
Kensington and University College.
He established a reputation as an au-
tbority on mediaeval tumes, and it
was not long before editors were
wýriting to him for contributions. iEs
rise has been steady and rapid; to-
day he is recognised among the best
living exponents of pure and schol-
arly English.

M RS. EVeRARD COTES (Sara
Jeanette Duncan), the Canadian

who has made an enviable place for
herself ini the literary world of Eng-
land, announces through her publish-
ers, Methuen and Co., her latest nove]
"The Burnt Offering." This -story is
a romance of anarcby in Bengal and
purports to be a commentary on the
Indian situation. Mrs. Cotes is an
old Brantford girl and a graduate of
the Collegiate Institute of that city.
She gained her first experience of
writing upon the editorial'staff of the
Toronto Globe and Montreal Star.
Shie drifted to India and becamne the
wife of Everard Cotes, a well-known
Eastern correspondent. Mrs. Cotes is
the author of a full dozen volumes
of which the best known are perhaps,
"A Social Departure," "An Amnerican
Girl in London," and "Those Delight-
fui Americaxs."

IN AMSWEUING THEISe AVIRWtSEMEtS PLýAS£ 'MENT10N 'ME "CANADIAN COURIIEL"

HGLBROO

M

xange


