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est style in Evenicg Dreîs Suits.
The world's choiceit mnterials

are here for your selection and
satisfaction, every. possible way,
assured.

Brodeîiclt's designers, cutters and
tailors will place you in the desirable
"faufflessly attireci" position.

W. use only the finest silk in
oui fininga and promise you value

nsurpassed ini tach of these pruces
$40, $50 and $60

Wrie for samples and
self-mea,uremîent chart.
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PE-OPLE AND PLACES ,iiflj
A POLITICAL EXTRAVAGANZA.MR. MEDILL McCORMICK of Chicago is an American publicist ofnote who dreams still that pipe dream of long ago that Canada willbe forced out of business bv his country andi compelled by fate tobecome part of .the UJnited States. He has been recently making atour of the Dominion, taking a look at some of Canada's mushroomn townsand sizing up the twentieth Century' prospects. The other day, 'taking a runout of Toronto, lie found himself at Ottawa. Mr. McCormick gave an inter-view. He talked annexation. 'The first thing lie said was that Canada didnot want to lose her identity in that of the'United States. Then, he addedpolitely that the United States did not want to lose her identity in that ofCanada. However, when Canada grew up to be two-fifths ais big as theUjnited States, she would be sure to be absorbed by the United States.Proceeding by easy stages, Mr. McCormnick began a consideratioii of thecapital city of his vast visionary state. 'One of his audience, minding his'manners, suggested Washington. The Chicago publisher thought of theWhite House and the wide, free streets, but onily smiled. "Ottawa ?" Noreply. "Toronto," hazarded someone. "Ah'," gasped Mr. McCormick, "Idon't see why Toronto would flot make just as good a capital of the newnation as Washington is of the United States. -I like Toronto. Except forthe 'E. R.' on the post boxes, and a few little things like that, you might thinkyou were in one of the large American cities.' I don't see why it wouldn't'make as good a capital as Washington."

So small a matter might'have been adjusted long ago. Lt would lie amere trifie to, change "E. R.", to, "U. S." on the mail boxes. Lt is of no interestto Mr. McCormick that Canadian people are studying an election campaign inGreat Britain, from three to five tlisand miles away, with mucli moreinterest and knowledge than they ever displayed in a United States electionriglit next door. He forgets that we are building a Canadian navy - in
imagination at least. He seems quite oblivious of tlie fact that the borderbetween Canada and the United States is one of the most remarkable in theworld; a border along which a hundred years ago there was a long, liardlittie war for the sake of Empire, followedby an era when having kept outAmerican soldiers, Canada let in practically duty, free American goods. Whenthe Civil War broke ou 't, thousands of young Canadians crossed that samneborder to, help, the cause of the Union. When the United States began,. tobuiild up an industrial fabric, using Canada for a practically free outsidemarket, Canadian autonomy evolved thç National Policy; ,and the partywhich stood then for Pree Trade bas since put up the tariff wall so higli thatUnited States capitalists have invested a couple of hundred million dollarsof capital in Canadian factories.

Surely Canada bas been footballed about by the two ,great English-speaking powers, one ber mother, the other an eider sister. But we havegrown a little too fast and serionisly of late to regard such pow-wowings asthese of Mr. McCormick as anything but idle extravaganza.

a A CITY 0F SUNDAY SLEEP.
A NOTHER newspaper man has been taking a rise ont of London, Ont. Mr.Edmund Vance Cook ofý Cleveland, Ohio, lias heen visiting tlie inlandcity of Ontario and records some of lis impressions in the Cleveland press.Thle Canadian Sunday in London struck Mr. Cook aIl of a heap. He penshis experiences thus:

"Pictuire the Arnerican guest at the Tecumsehi House, rolling over in bed,furnbling to the phone and yawning, 'Sen' me up mornin' paper.' The bellboybrings stationery, of course. 'What's this?' demands tlie. guest. . 'I wantmornin' paper.' The bellboy vanislies and returns with more stationery, black-edged. Yessir. Mournin' paper, sir.' The guest says a word or two andtlie bewildered boy tries again, and yet again, bringing him everytliing.f romflypaper to sandpaper. 'N\ewspaper!' r 'oars tlie guest, in black-face caps.'Morning niewspaper 1' Tlie boy drops bis jaw. Noospaper? On the Sawbatb?And in Lunnon? Man! Man!f And lias no one warned youi to fiee from thewratli to comne? The visitor goes out into the sulent streets. Everything isshut up so tiglit lie marvels tliat the churclies are permitted to do a side-door
business. Lt is Stunday in London! A cemetery is a carnival to it."

THE CALL 0F THE WLLD.
R EV. FATELER HUS SON of Edmonton is the man who superintends themissionaries of bis church; those who, coming into the wigwams alongthe Mackenzie basin by the crackling camSfires, tell the Ioaflng buntersthrough the gloomr of the Arctic nights the "old ,old story." The liigli priest to,the Indians is affectionately called the "patriarcli of the Nortli" by' theEdmonton people. None bave a better dlaim to this title than this kindlyold m~an, wbose beard lias grown white witli thirty-five years of toil amongthe lonely at the fringe of civilisation. At sixty years of age, Father Hussonsteps tUp the street with the vigour of a popular young curate, just out ofcollege. The other day lie returnied to the Edmionton moniastery after a flfteeni-hundred-mile jauint to Fort Chipewyan. He bit tlie trail last May en tourof the missi1on stations. Before it was tume to start home, lie liad preachedat twelve of them; also lie had taken a run out into'the outlying districtsof the parishes to size up tlie prevalent economnic conditi ons. Father ilussonreports that the Redmen worried niany moons wlien the hunting was s0 poorlast wînter. Not a few chiefs growled witlit their dinners, and diseasemnade sleepless niglits in the lodges. WVinter cornes once more and with itmissionary problents. Fatlier Husson wilI make a fiying trip to Monitreal andbook a few supplies; then the "Patriarcli of the Northi" wilI again bury bimi-

self~ in the unknown.
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MAC Laren"s

IMPRIAI
lits into, every need for lunch thal
must be prepared in a hurry. It
spreads lîke butter and can be used
tu dozens of different ways. Ready
to serve as it cornes froan the jar.
Coaxes an appetite and satisfies it.
A doudious'dainty'and nourishing
food in one. No matter how long it
has stood on y'our pantry ahelf, it
never loses lts delightfully indîvidual
flavor, it nevyer becoziies hard or dry.
There', no cheese 00 good fron every
point of view - no botter '"friend in
need"e to, keep oil your pan try-shelf.

Soid in opsijars. i>y sit groors, 10, np.
MacLAREN I1WPERIAL CREBSE.COMPANY, Limnited

Toronto, Ontario, and Detroit, Michigan

G. H.MUMM &
EXTRA DRY

Trhe most exquisite dry CI
pagneimported

SZelected Br
A superb Brut Wine of ur

passeci style and flavoi
There is probably flot a
un the world where me
taste gather where the n
of G.H. MUMM & <
is not a synonym for the
champagne that can bei1
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