Schools and Collegele

The
Canadian Academy

of Music
Limited
12 Spadina Rd. Phone Coll. 1343

President,
Lt.-Col. A. E. Gooderham

Manager,
Alfred Bruce
Musical Director,
Peter C. Kennedy
Offers unsurpassed advantages

for the study of music. A brilliant
faculty including :—

Signor Otlo Morando, Vocal
Francis Fischer Powers, Vocal
Luigi von Kunits, Violin
W alther Kirschbaum,  Piano
Richard Tattersall, Organ

and many other eminent teachers
of whom full particulars may be
had in the Descriptive Year Book,
which will be mailed on request.

Frequent recitals and practical
ensemble, orchestral and operatic
work.

A magnificent piano course ar-
ranged by Godowsky.

Special Classes for young child-
ren.

French, German and Italian
classes.

Dancing (Classical,
and National).

Dramatic Art classes conducted
by Walter Howe, the celebrated
English Actor and Lecturer.

WEST-END BRANCH

1494 Queen St. W. Phone Park 95
E. R. Bowles,

Modern

Director

TORONTO
CONSERVATORY
OF MUSIC

A. 8. VOGT, Mus. Doc.,
Musical Director.

RE-OPENS

Tuesday, September 2and. Faculty of
100 specialists. Women’s residence.

SEND FOR YEAR BOOK, 1913-14.

CONSERVATORY SCHOOL OF
EXPRESSION.

F. H. Kirkpatrick, Ph.D., Principal.
Public Reading, Oratory, Physical

and Vocal Culture, Dramatic Art and
Literature.

SPECIAL CALENDAR.
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Great Age and Bouquet; is Heart Tonie,
!gizentive and Non-Gouty.

Ask Specially for WHITE HORSE.

Bold by all Wine Merchants, Grocers & Hotels.

CANADIAN

under the central dome of the build-
ing, from which radiated interminable
avenues, the clock of the not dis-
tant Domkirche struck four sonorous
notes. Dimly Fritz realized that it
was late, and with the realization
came the further consciousness that
he was tired. His legs ached and were
not doing their duty as legs ought to
do. He needed rest and there seemed
no earthly reason why he should not
have it. Accordingly he approacheu
a stall, clambered over the counter,
and assumed a recumbent position on
the floor. He felt vaguely the need
of a pillow, and groped about as if
expecting to find one. What his hand
actually lighted on wags a ball about
as big as a large orange. It was hard
and black, and Fritz had no concep-
tion as to what it could possibly be.
Then, smiling, as if he had done some-
thing clever, he put it inside his hat,
and pillowing his head on his hat,
composed himself for sleep. He was
just reaching that point where con-
fused thought merges into the phan-
tasmagoria of drunken slumber, when
he was violently aroused by his hat
being pulled suddenly away from
under his head, with the result that
the back of the head made sharp and
painful contact with the concrete floor
of the Central Meat Market.

Rudely awakened and excusably
irritated, he sat up and ejaculated an
oath.

To his amazement he found himself
garing up at the form of a young
woman who towered over him to what
seemed a superhuman altitude. Never
had he beheld a female form so ex-
tended or so thin. Moreover, to his
disordered senses her eyes appeared
as points of green flame, more like
the eyes of a cat than those of a mor-
tal woman.

“What in Heaven’s name is the
matter?” he demanded.

“You fool, you fool, you drunken
sot!” hissed the woman.
very near death.”

“Im afraid I don’t quite under-
stand,” he muttered.

“That! That!” cried his awakener,
thrusting the black ball in his face.
“That is death. But I preach death
to institutions, not men, however con-
temptible.”

Fritz was not certain whether he
was awake or asleep. On the whole
he inclined to the belief that he was
experiencing a peculiarly irresponsible
form of nightmare.

“Well, keep your ball,” he said at
length good-naturedly, “but pleaso
give me back my hat.”

“Sot and fool!” she cried. “There
is no understanding in you. A second
later and—— But there is not a mo-
ment to be lost.” And so saying, she
hurled the black sphere from her with
all the force at her command.

What followed was a terrific explo-
sion.

To Fritz it seemed that someone
had neatly divided his skull with a
hatchet and was pouring molten noise
into his cerebral hemispheres.

He struggled to his feet half-
stunned, half-sobered, and three parts
deaf.

Clouds of blue smoke filled the air,
and in their unravelling eddies was
visible the twisted chaos of tormented
ironwork and shattered® glass.

An incredibly acrid aroma filled his
nostrils. Some of the arc lamps were
extinguished, but a few remained
alight, and by their beams he saw
the tall figure of the woman who had
roused him rushing fleet of foot down
one of the long corridors of the build-
ing. A second later, emerging from
the curtain of smoke and dust, ap-
peared ' the black-coated form of a
policeman. The latter scarcely
gained, if at all, on the fugitive, but
other black-coated forms appeared
from the shadows and intercepted the
womain’s retreat. In a moment she
was seized, there was a brief struggle,
and then the unconditional surrender
of the criminal to the minions of law.

Then another figure appeared from
some side avenue of the great build-
ing, a man whose hair was white as
snow, but whose movements were so
rapid as to contradict any suggestion
of age. He was no police official, but
rather it appeared a friend of the
arrested woman, for he protested vig-
orously and with much gesticulation.
The only result was that he too was
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choicest con-

fections are in de-
mand —there you find
Ganong’s. They have
that difference in flavor
which satisfies the most
discriminating people.
Take a box with you—
to-day.

“You were

Depressed Nervous, Weak.'
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In these three words, taken from?*
her letter, MRS. BARNATT vividly

§ describes her own sulferings, but
she also describes th: daily suffer-
ings of thousands and thousands of
others. If the misery of permanent
depression, the acute tortur: of dis-
ordered nerves, or the many penalties of

- sheer physical weakness make your life a
burden, take advantage of MrS. BARNATT'S experience, and put
to the test the wonderful virtues of the greatest of all tonics

Mrs. C. BARNATT, of sz, Nightingale Road Dw v, writes : ~*F
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I can mow go about my work

with & new vigour that makes mv Jpuse.

hold duties a fleasuve.
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o feel so strong and well.”
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Test *“ Wincarnis ” Free.
If you send 6 cents Stamps (for car-
rirge) to Coleman & Co., Wincarnis
‘Works, Norwich, England, they wili

send you a liberal sampie bottle fr.e,
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real, on the G.T.R.,

C.P.R., and
and Eastern states as well as al
The buildings for the upper
date, sanitary and well ventilated
tensive playgrounds. 2
Boys are prepared for R.M.C., Kingston; the Universities, and Business Life, by

an efficient staff of Masters, mostly
Friday, Sept. 12th. For Calendars,

. ’ : IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION “THE CANADIAN COURIER.”

iﬁhﬂp’ﬁ College School

A Wennoxville B.8.

o Emmanuel College, Cambridge.

hool for boys is situated about 100 miles from Mont-
faine Ry., giving easy access to New York

Boston & M
1 points in Canada.

and preparatory school are beautifully situated, up-to-

, and comprise gymnasium, play-rooms, as well

raduates of English Universities.
nformation, etc., apply to the Head Master.

Head Master, J. TYSON WILLIAMS, B.A.

Boarders return



