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The Ideal ’Xmas
Gift

COLUMBIA Grafonola and

a good assortment of Colum-

bia Records, will please the whole

family, not only over "Xmas, but

during the whole year and for
many years to come.

Instruments from $20.00 to
$650.—one for every purse and
every taste.

o

The illustration shows the

“FAVORITE” at $65.00.
THE Columbia Grafonola “Favorite”

was the first hornless instrument to
be offered for $65 or nesr it—and we
believe it is the best that can ever be
made and sold at that price. The
cabinet work is of the highest possible
craftsmanship—the wood used being
eithe. selected grain quartered oak or
strongly m:rked genuine mahogany,
hand-polished. "No finer finish is applied
to a thousand-dollar piano. The instiu-
ment is 18 7-8 inches square at the base
and 13 inches high. When the top,
which is especially deep, is rais-d, the
surface of the tura-table is on thg level
with the opening, thus bel.ng easly ac-
cassible. The turn-table is revolved by
a powerful three-spring drive'm'?tgr. The
tone volume of the “Favorite” is aston-
ishing, and its tone-quality is unexcep-
tionable. The spe=d of the silent motor
is regulated on a graduated speed-dial.

The “Favorite” is equipped with the
new exclusive Columbia feature

“THE TONE CONTROL SHUTTERS.”

Do not wait until too late to order your
*Xmas Grafonola. If you don’t want it

delivered now, you can select one, pay a
small deposit and have it sent home when

you like.

Any Columbia dealer will be glad to
show you the various instruments and to

lay one aside for you.

Don’t run the risk of being disappointed
—select one NOW. :

Insist on this

Trade Mark

Columbia Phonograph Co.

McKinnon Bldg. - Toronto, Ont.

Territory open to dealers.
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The Money-Prize

By ELIZABETH FLORENCE WEST

HE cold daylight of winter streamed
T into the upper room where the art
class met. It fell in a slanting
beam through the high windows, shaded
half-way up, and lay upon white plaster
casts with blank eyes, upon an assort-
ment of models of feet and hands and
on the agonizing group of the Laocoon
placed in the centre of the floor: it pene-
trated the forest of easels, touching with
various shades of copper and gold the
coiled or braided hair of the girl stu-
dents gathered around.

There were no young men in the after-
noon class; a few attended the morning
lessons in painting, and more came in
the evening to draw; but the artist in-
structor was the only male present at
the afternoon session.

The silence had remained unbroken so
long that the school mouse had glided out
to nibble the used-up bread ecrumbs
dropped from the hands of the workers
in “black and white.” He sat on his
haunches to investigate, nose and whis-
kers a-quiver, but darted back to his hole
in dismay as a resonant voice announced:

“I have news for you charcoal-smudg-
ers.”

All eyes turned towards the shaggy-
browed, black-bearded, swarthy face; the
purposely-cynical scowl veiled, as every-
one knew, the workings of a singularly
tender heart.

“The Board has decided to offer a.
money prize of thirty dollars for the best
drawing from a cast submitted at the
next examination. I hope the competi-
tion will have the effect of furthering
good-fellowship.”

Nobody ventured to speak though a
thrill of interest stirred the class; it even
affected Ellen Brown with the pretty
auburn hair, who was always displaying
her pearls of teeth in a faint smile, and
who never showed a trace of charcoal
on her slim fingers or on her blue over-
all apron; it plainly agitated little Mar-
Jory Lane of the tousled locks, who was
never without a smear on nose or cheek,
and who worked feverishly with flushed
brow, though she seemed to be chiefly
employed in rubbing out.

One dark head was bent lower as its
owner blackened a deep shadow and
picked out the neighbouring high light;
then it was lifted until the brown eyes
gazed up steadily. A giddy young mar-
ried woman, in the security of a far
corner, and behind the shelter of ‘her
drawing-board, whispered to her neigh-
bour:

“It’s easy to guess where the prize
will go. What chance have the rest of
us? When an instructor spends most of
the time over the drawings of one pupil
—well, it’s an old story; such things are
always happening.”

“But the men will be competing,
too,” answered her companion. “Tf
George Leslie tries, Elinor Burke will
have no chance.”

“If Leslie keeps sober, you mean.”

“Do you really believe those stories ?”

“Leslie is clever, no doubt; but he’s
erratic,” was the evasive reply.

As Elinor left the school and turned
to walk west towards the red sunset
where the car tracks converged in a haze
of sanguinous-looking dust her temples
were throbbing. On reaching her des-
tination she looked round at the dingy
carpet and cheap furniture of the lodg-
ing-house back-bedroom, and wondered
whether she would be able to call it her
own for another winter. Living in town
had cost more than she had anticipated.
If she could win the money-prize it would
help to pay for her next season’s lessons.
She mentally reviewed the competitors
and found that she feared none except
George Leslie; and he did not meed the
money ; he was fairly well-to-do, and was
already earning something by his pen-
and-ink sketches. Illustrating was the
goal of Elinor’s ambition; her eye for
the form of things, for line and curve,
was good; her sense of colour was not
so well developed; moreover, painting les-
Sons were expensive, and the life classes
she could not afford at all.

Leslie excelled in all these—when he
was at work; but he was often absent.
Some said that, on these occasions, he
was tramping off on sketching expedi-
tions or was locked in his room working
upon some conception of his own. Others
recounted other tales. Elinor could not
judge him: he was different from any
young men she had known. She felt to-

night the disproportion of his advan-
tages over her. He had always had the
best of teachers; she, before coming to
town, had taken lessons from an itiner-
ant drawing-master whose pencil stud-
ies of sheep and cows were hung on
view in the village post-office. She
soon outstripped her tutor—not such a
very great feat, she now reflected.

Since her coming to the city and join-
ing the art-class the artist in charge,
Mr. Crowleigh, had shown great inter-
est in her (so much indeed as to set the
other girls gossipping, he being unmar-
ried, but Elinor was not aware of this).
She had always gone early to class and
completed an hour’s work before the
instructor arrived.

She decided that, during the remain-
ing months before the examination, she
would give up painting altogether, con-
centrate her efforts imx wvne line,
await the outcome,

One evening the students were called
upon to enroll their names for the com-
petition. Leslie was not then presenti,
but later he sauntered in, lazily display-
ing his tall form and broad shoulders.
Would he place his name on the list?

ana |

Elinor wondered. He strolled across the |

room, studied the column of signatures
lying upon the table, and carelessly in-
scribed his own.

Elinor contrived to steal surrep-
titious glances at his work. She per-
ceived that what she attained by dint
of utmost endeavour he overpassed with
grace and ease. She recognized that
ease to be the result of past labour.

T HE day and hour arrived. Elinor found !

her nerve cool and her brain in
working order. Not until she was hand-
ing in her completed drawing, at the end
of the proscribed three hours, did she
observe that Leslie was not in the exam-
ination room. From some feeling of self-
consciousness she refrained from asking
her fellow-students concerning him, but
a scrap of conversation reached her ear
—“under the influence of liquor.” Eli-
nor shivered. The words hummed like
wasps about to sting. With his genius
—how dreadful! A mist of tears daz-
zled her sight and emotion constricted
her throat.

One afternoon she was told there was
a visitor in the parlor asking for her
She went down. It was Mr. Crowleigh.

“Well, child, I will just detain you one
moment.”

She met the gaze of his deep-set eyes
wondering at their intensity.

“I wanted to tell you first. You wil,
get a notice to-morrow. You have won
the prize for the best charcoal draw-
ing.”

Elinor never remembered what she an-
swered. A few moments later the artist
was gone. She was dazedly sitting in
her room when she was again summoned
to the parlour. To her amazement she
found her hand clasped by George
Leslie.

“I just met Crowleigh and made him
tell me—regularly made him tell—he
pretended it was against the rules. I
congratulate you! But, T say, Miss
Burke, I don’t want you to believe what
they’ve been putting out about me. I
never bother to contradict them—and it’s
none of their business why I stayed
away from the exam. But I don’t want
you -to listen to any of those silly stor-
les they gabble concerning me. I want
you to believe me when I tell you they
are not true.”

Looking into his face Elinor realized
that she would believe whatever he said.

SEND YOUR PHOTOGRAPH

We want to remind all the
young people who are readers of
The Canadian Courier that it is
time to send their photographs 1f
they wish to see them in the |
Christmas Number. It is our in- |
tention to publish three hundred or |
more, and the first three hundred
received will be used. Snapshots

will do, and we prefer to have
them unmounted. Address to
“Editor, Canadian Courier, To-

ronto,” and put your full name,
address, and age on the back of
each picture. No photograph will
be returned.

FLOOR FINISH

Use It For Nothing
But Finishing Floors

% LASTICA Floor Finish is not an *all
E purpose” varnish. It is strictly a
Floor Varnish, and is designed for no
other purpose than finishing floors. It is
trade-marked like this—

W
LLASTICA
FLOOR FINISH

Look for this Trade-mark on a_Yellow Label.
All others are imitations,

Because of the specially treated oil, and other high-
grade materials used in its composition, Elastica
presents an exceedingly durable surface, which it
is difficult to mar or scratch. Elastica will make
your floors beautiful, sanitary, mar-proof and water-
proof, and it dries over night.

Send for descriptive booklet, Ask your dealer.

- FRTERATIONAL, VARNISH (@

TORONTO - WINNIPEG
Canadian Factory of Standard Varnish Works

New York, Chicago, London, Berlin,
Brussels, Melbourne

Largest in the world and first to establish definite
standards of quality, L11

leel Perns

250 Styles

Esterbrook’s Inflexible
No. 322 is the favorite pen
in banks and with account-
ants. It makes fine clear
figures; the ink dries im-
mediately — no need of
blotting.

There’s an Esterbrook
Pen for every purpose—
fine, medium and broad
points

Ask your stationer,
Write for illustrated booklet.
The Esterbrook Steel Pen Mig.
ompany
95 John St., New York
Works, Camden, N.J.

Brown Bros., Limited
oronto
Carnadian Agents,

or Stuttering may make life miserable for
your child, or for one of your family or
friends. If it does, you owe it to the sufferer
to investigate the successful Amott methods
of permanently curing these disturbing im-
pecﬁ)ements. We will gladly give you full
particulars and references. ~Cured pupils
everywhere.

ARNO'IT INSTITUTE
Berlin, Ont., Can.




