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THE EVER POPULAR
HOUSEHOLD REMEDY

Which has now borne the Stamp of Public approval for

OVER FORTY YEARS.

OnTA
THE VALUABLE
‘Al;ﬁ‘ c.o'-tnﬂun':

PLEASANT TO TAKE,

\%,q QS ﬂLT’ Refreshing and Invigorating.
}“/:"7 " i Y

o i THERE is no simpler, safer or more
: 2:1. agreeable aperient which will, by
1,‘4& natural means, get rid of dangerous
O HEALTH-CIVINC waste matter without depressing the

E PLEASANT. COOLING spirits or lowering the vitality.
o REFRESHINC

& INVICORATINC. It can be safely used every day

ﬁ Q/‘g LS 2 even by invalids and children.
\S‘u‘*”f?@; THE BEST OF ALL

7%

AT ERUIT SALINE o FRUITPOWSEH

E S ) e HOUSEHOLD REMEDIES
asid - AT ALL TIMES.

Prepared cnly by J. C. ENO, Ltd,, *FRUIT SALT' WORKS, LONDON, SE.

Agents for Canada, Messrs. HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., Ltd,,
10, McCaul Street, Toronto.
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Sunny Surroundings

ACING the broad Thames Embankment—a situation unique in London—
the Cecil Restaurant makes special claims upon the man who would dine
or lunch amid sunny surroundings. Commanding wide vistas of open

| “Pace and interesting river traffic, with the main entrance giving off on to the
‘ Strand, London’s principal thoroughfare, the Hotel Cecil constitutes the ideal
Tesort of the busy City man or the visitor with ample time on his hands.

| f,l‘iVate receptions for Dinner Parties in separate Reception Rooms with beau-
' ul “Roge du Barri’’ Lounges. Restful seclusion—unobstrusive orchestral.

The Palatial Palm Court

HE chosen of London’s most discerning, most artistic bons-vivants.
ofty—spacious—Iluxurious—imposing without being sombre. Decor-
Cat ésated Louis Quatorze style—all the atmosphere of the best Parisian
oy leavened by a sense of insular seclusion. .
Chestra throughout the day. Light refreshments at any time. Theatre suppers.

Ask at the Canadian Magazine Travel Bureaw, Toronto, Canada,
for a copy of the Hotel Cecil Booklet. This shows, by text and
Wustration, some of the lucuries of the Hotel’s interior, tls
'mposing exterior, the cost of a stay, brief or extended, and con-
tains g variety of general information that will be found very
useful to the intending wvisitor to London.

Telegy i
i rs”  HOIELCECIL)
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April Number

BRITAIN'S INTELLECTUAL GREATNESS
By C. LINTERN SIBLEY

This is an article to at once set at rest the claim of Germany to intellectual
achievements superior to those of Great Britain. The discoveries of Newton
regarding gravitation, of Harvey regarding the circulation of the blood, of
Jenner regarding cowpox vaccination, of Telford and Macadam in highway -
construction, of Jessop in the uses of steel, of Watt in the application of
steam and the fly-wheel are only a few instances that Mr. Sibley gives of the
revolutionizing inventions and discoveries of British brains. Thisis an article
that every Briton ought to read.

RIEL BEFORE THE JURY
By BRITTON B. COOKE

This is the fourth of the great series ot historical studies which are
appearing under the general title of ‘‘Famous Canadian Trials.” Mr. Cooke i
presents an absorbing sketch of the prosecution and final execution of the
most notorious rebel in the history of the Dominion. (

PHIMISTER PROCTOR, CANADIAN SCULPTOR
By W. H. DeB. NELSON

A most interesting appreciation of the personality, ideals and accomplish-
ments of a Canadian sculptor who has won a distinguished place among
contemporary American artists, Excellent reproductions of some of Mr.
Proctor’s best work.

There will be as well a number of splendid short stories.

/ ‘

$2.50 PER ANNUM. Inciuding Great Britain, Ireland and most of the Colonies:
SINGLE COPIES, 25 CENTS. 4

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

200-206 Adelaide Street West . TORONTO
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HORROCKSES
FLANNELETTES

(Made by the Manufacturers of the celebrated Longcloths, Twills and Sheetings)

are made from carefully selected Cotton.

The nap is short and close.
No injurious chemicals are used.
Quality, designs and colorings are unequalled.

If purchasers of this useful material for Underwear
all the year round would buy THE BEST
ENGLISH MAKE, they would appreciate the

comfort and durability which inferior qualities of

FLANNELETTE do not possess.

See the name Annual Sale
J “HORROCKSES” on the upwards of
‘ selvedge every two yards. Ten Million yards.

Awarded the Certificate of the Incorporated Institute of Hygiene

F
°f information as to the nearest store where procurable, apply to agent :—

R. JOHN E. RITCHIE, 417 King's Hall Chambers, St. Catherine St.
West, MONTREAL.

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

ANYL" THE
‘ ME&&N@ INK

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
NEW METALLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE

Of alf NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
all Statloners Chemists and Stores or Post Fres for One Shilling (25c.) from the Inventors.

\R DENNISON & WALKDEN Ltp. 7 %%35E828S™ ENGLAND

.



6 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

ONDON GLOVE COMPANY

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND

Direct Attention to Their Unrivalled Variety of British Made
Gloves at Their Usual Moderate Prices.

THE

The ““CONNAUGHT®® Ladies | Ladies’ D kin GI » Buck
Superior Quality Cape | Finish,in Dark Tan or Grey
Gloves, (British made)in Tan | with Wool Lining and Fur
shades, Spear. Points, Prix | Tops, White Fur Lining at
seam sewn, 2 Press Buttons, | Wristasillustration,
Z1 cents per pair. Strap and Press

Bu_tton, $1.20 per

|
No. 315. — Ladies® Doeskin | ;i
Gloves, (British made) in useful | L tlos?
shadesof Grey, Tan or Beaver, adies’
Pique sewn, 2 Press Buttons, |
61 cents per pair.

Strong
Dark Tan Cape
Gloves, without Fur
Tops, with Warm
The *‘CANADIAN’’ Ladies’ Wool Lining, Strap
Buckskin Finish Gloves, excell- and Press Button,
ent wearing, in Tan or Grey, suitable for Sleigh-
Prix seam sewn, 3 Buttons, 95 ing. Driving, Etc.,
cents per pair. 95 cents per pair,

Ladies® Real Deerskin Gloves, in y o6 2
L Tha Grer, (B | e e ah.t
made) Prix seam sewn, 2 Press But- Fur Tops, Lined Fur
tons, $1.34 per pair. throughout, Pique sewn,
No. 310. — Ladles’ Best Quality Gusset Wrist Strap and
Ohamois Leather Gloves, Natural Press Button.

Colour, Hand sewn with Strong
Black Thread, Special Cut Thumbs, Ladies® Doeskin, Buck
2 Large Pearl Buttons, 85 cents Finlsh, in Tan or Grey,
per pair. 3 A F
Ladies® Strong Cape Gloves, in st w}".te Lot .P‘que
Tan or Oak shade, 6 Button sewn. as illustration, 2
Len%th with Wide Arms, Strap Press Buttons $1.34
and Press Button asillustration, per pair.

Spear Points, Prix seam sewn,

$1.20 per pair. »

Ladies? *CANADIAN™ Buck | Gioves, (Stish made) onevrstte 0Io!:
Finish in same style as above, in in rich ’shades of Tan or (English ma':; 0
Tan or Dark Grey, $1.44 per Grey, Prix seam sewn, Brown ©F palt
pair. 2 Buttons, $1.34 per Fur Tops a‘h,,gS’

Fur Lined 25 09
Button, ‘l
per pair:

MEN’'S CLOVES pair.

Strong Doeskin Buck Finish, in Men’s Ditto, with one
Tan or Dark Grey, (British made) Large Pearl Button,
Prix seam sewn, 1 Press Button, 23 $1.69 per pair.
cents per pair,

Ehe "on;muu'(; Buck Tlnllh
loves, in Tan or Grey, a splendid EN'S CGLOVE
Glove for wear, (Brit%/sh made) 1 " GLOYES
ress Button, 98 Strong Oape, Prix seam
cents per pair. sewn, Double Palms,
Men’s Real Deerskin Wask Bostg|in THS of
Gloves, in Tan or Black, Strap and Press
Da:lk)PG_rey, (British Button, as illustration,

made) Prix seam sewn, 3
1 Press  Button, $1.08 per pair,
$1.34 per pair.
Men’s Strong Goatskin
Cape Clcves, in Dark
No. 326, — Men’s Best Quality Chamols | T, shade, ;‘;"cd with
Leather Gloves, Natural Colour, (British | Best Quality Peerless
made) Prix seam Hand sewn with Black Wool, Hand sewn, with
Threa('i, 1 Large Pearl Button, 85 cents Strap and Press Button,
per pair. as illustration, $1.58
per pair. ;
i ufa
SUPPLIMENTARY DEPARTMENTS—Ladies’, Men’s and Children’s Hosiery and Underwear, English i oron“’

equally moderate prices. ; Westr
PRICE LISTS may be obtained free, on application to the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd., 200-206 Adelaide St- PANY’

Remittances, including postage, by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE c
General Post Office, London, England.fite Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.

saress  The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, EN

glaﬂd'
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Royal Vinolia Preparations combine good taste
and high quality at small cost

h
l’eper Royal Vinolia Toilet Preparations
€Sent the higher Standard of Quality

angd
Pth.e unsurpassable ¢‘ Vinolia’’ Standard
urlty,

oy ’
» AL VINOLIA TALCUM POWDERS __ i,
R % Varieties :

Ovay,
p VINOLIA—-an exquisite talcum, superbly

Crfum
e . s
d, comes in very large tin, 25c.

BQN
NIE PRINCE CHARLIE__; talcum with the

Pleag;
tin, 225 White heather perfume.

LRy

Cumy ;‘erIuoLETTE DE PARME__fipest qua.lit}l tal-

RQYAL med with [talian Violet odour, 20c.

Styleg, ‘RVINOLIA DENTIFRICES __ in three

ang iquido)l’)al \‘7in.olia. Tooth Paste, Tooth Powder

ag clea-nsin entifrice. Noted for antiseptic as well
8 powers. All three 25c. each.

Son, - “VINOLIA CREAM SOAP_ , pure white

7 Contain:

tieg taining all the valuable medicinal proper-

Toilet Soaoyal Vinolia Cream. An incomparable
P—50c. per box of three tablets.

Extra large

ROYAL VINOLIA VANISHING CREAM__; cool-
ing and refreshing cream that vanishes from the
skin as soon as it has done its healing work. In
jars and tubes, 25c.

LYPSYL _is an exquisite toilet preparation for
keeping the lips in a healthy rose-like condition, 15c.

ROYAL VINOLIA CREAM__for beautifying and
preserving the skin—sold in two sizes at 35c.
and 50c.

ROYAL VINOLIA FACE POWDER__imparts to

the skin the velvety appearance of a well ripened
50c. a box.

peach.

ROYAL VINOLIA PERFUMES__pave individual-

ity and distinctive flavours that

make them leaders in Paris itself. oY ’”"""'!n»
Vinolia Company Limited, hold the :
Royal Warrant of Appointment to

their Magjesties the King and Queen,
and to the Royal Family of Spain.

[ MADE IN ENGLAND AND IN CANADA g

p-oklet “The Care of the Skin and Hair’ and Sample of Royal

znOlz'a

Cream Soap for 2c. stamp. Vinolia Co., Ltd., Toronto

b_

S



CANADIAN- MAGAZINE

ADVERTISER

VV HEN ordering state Bust,

Hip and Waist measures
Rfkirt, Sleeve and Coatléngths;
measures over wrist and above
elbow. You cannot give too
many details, they will enable
us to fulfil your requirements.

The

TREND of FASHION

.shows an appreciation of the requirements
of the Times and is decidedly simple

LADIES

never look smarter than when dressed
in a neat well-tailored costume, and
with the advent of Spring's bright days
TAILOR-MADES will be the VOGUE.

We are prepared to supply a made-to-measure
costume (coat and skirt) in either Black or Navy
Blue Serge—Ideal for Spring Wear—for $6.00
— Tweed Mixtures supplied if preferred.
WORKMANSHIP & MATERIAL GUARANTEED
Money Refunded if not satisfied.

The
DUCHESS SPORTS COAT

is an ideal addition to your wardrobe.
It is very fashionable and just the
thing for chilly evenings. Honestly
worth $5.00 $3 50

It is now offered at

END instructions with

Express, Money Order or

Canadian Bills by Registered

Mail. We pay postage and

duty: there are no vexatious
extras.

A. CAMERON & CO.

« THE SCOTCH HOUSE”
164, Howard St. GLASGOW, Scotland

Our Catalog should be in your

hands, send for a copy to—
A. CAMERON & CO.

200, Adelaide Street, W.
TOrONTO, Ontario.

e SO e

i
ngb

h
END Bust measure, 1554
S of Sleeve and Bfg;ﬂﬂ
Colour desired. ThisC! a “c(
Coat in light-weigmr 4 well
Cloth, smartly ou B;“ 0
finished, can be had 1% 7 ours.
and all the leading ©

In eneurasthenia
a course of Vitafer *
self again.”

or other origin.

For Nervous

Vitafer does most good—in
least time—at lowest cost.

and
ditions, it benefits from the very first dose, and
makes you feel your old

Vitafer

The All-British Tonic Food

has the unqualified recommendation of British
Med'xcal Men, because it is the perfection of
Tonic Foods, superior to products of German

Note the moderate price which places it within
reach of all.
From Drug Stores, in tins, 50¢ and 75¢C 3
larger sizes $1.25 and $2.
Sole Manufacturers :—SOUTHALL BROS, &
BARCLAY, Ltd., BirmiNgHam, ENG.

Debility,
Dyspepsia,
Anaemia,

all ““run-down” con-

and the
flavour—FINE!
Simply a spoonful of «CAMP;’
boiling water, and milk to tas
and your ‘CAMP’ is waiting!

tey

‘CAMP

COFFEE

Usable, delicious

last drop.
R. Paterson & Sons

td.
Coffee Specialists
Glasgow
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That Lovely Complexion

You need not despair of having a lovely complexion
like that of your friend's. The daily use of ‘‘LA-
ROLA"” will give beauty to your skin and attrac-
tiveness to your complexion. ‘‘LA-ROLA” is a
high grade cream used by women and men. Very
soothing, has a delicate perfume and is absolutely
greaseless. Protects the skin from the ravages of
wind and frost, keeping it soft and velvety. Aftera
shave it soothes and refreshens the irritated skin.

CALL AT YOUR DRUGGIST TO-
DAY AND GET A BOTTLE OR
ORDER BY PHONE.

M’fgd by M, Beetham
& Son,
Cheltenham, Eng,

()
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For Indigestion —
BENGER'S FooD

Indige-tion, whether resulting from dietary
indiscretion, mental or physical strain, general
debility or advanced age, is quickly relieved by .
a period of *'Digestive Rest”—most effectively
obtained by the use of Benger's Food.

Benger's Food gives “ Digestive Rest” while
completely supplying bodily nourishment. Thus those
to whom ordinary food gives pain, find it at once
comforting and refreshing, and fully sustaining It
promotes a high state of bodily nutriticn, and in this way assists
nature in the quick restoration of health. Benger's Food is

For Infants, Invalids, and the Aged.

7777777777777

Benger's Food forms with milk a dainty, delicious and highly nutritive \
cream. Infants thrive upon it, delicate and aged persons enjoy it. §
Th!_: British Medical Journal says :—*“Benger’s Food has, by its excellence, \
established a reputation of its own.’ §
Booklets and Samples may be obtained post free from the Manufacturers— \
BENGER'S FOOD LTD., Otter Works, MANCHESTER, ENGLAND. \
or from their Wholesale Agents in Canada:— §
The National Drug & Chemical Co. of Canada, Ltd., Montreal, or any of their Branches at \
N Halifax N.S. Winnipeg Man. Vancouver, B.C. Nelson B,C. \
St. John, N.S. Toronto, Ont. Victoria, B.C. Ottawa, Ont.
London, Ont, Hamilton, Ont. Calgary, Alta. Regina, Sask.
r - through whom supplies may be obtained. B1osC &\\\‘_ S
. e v
‘ A lTHTHTHT @ @ _ ik ik RALHMMTHIHHHZTMRYES)Y \\\g\
; A1 H - RREERAY X\\ Y ;\\\\\\\\\\\\\\
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<A BABY’'S SMILE

is a sign of contentment,
and a good digestion. Don't
over - tax baby’s delicate
~ digestive organs with
starchy and unsuitable
foods. Keep as close to
nature as you possibly can.

The food that *‘Builds Bonnie Babies”’

Glaxo is pure milk and nothing but
pure milk, sterilized perfectly in its
manufacture, and identical in com-
position with Baby’s natural food.
It is prepared for
use in a moment
by the addition of
hot water only.
Write for YOUR
copy of illustral-
ed baby booklet.

Stalsy

Canadian Office :

418 Dominion Bank Building, Toronto

You need
not shake
this bottle

HP. sAucEj

is so perfectly blended—
there is no sediment—the
last drop is as
delicious as
the first.

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS' SOAP

For C

Oakey’s

H
EMERY CLOTE

Glass Paper, Flist

Oakey’s

f
“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POC';E,,.

Best for Cleaning and Polishin®

Oakey’s 2
«WELLINGTON" BLACK 5L

o

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EV

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LI sk
Wellington Mills, Londony

-
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1 CENT
-€ saved

HE ‘ TECK’ SLIP-ON COAT is just the this man
thing for Spring. It is light, warm and
Rainproof. Made in the most approved
styles, in Light Grey, Green, Fawn, and
Brown wear-resisting materials, on simple

yet graceful lines, giving a decidedly dressy
appearance. Scotland produces the BEST
RUBBERLESS RAINCOATS in the World.

WE GUARANTEE SATISFACTION or REFUND YOUR MONEY

The Coat we now offer is honestly worth §15.
In dealing direct with us, however, you save $6.00.
We are prepared to supply it delivered, $9 00
POSTAGE AND DUTY PAID . for .

Write for a copy of our Catalog;
it contains linen tape and instructions
for self - measurement. A Copy will
be MAILED FREE on request to—

l:l A. CAMERON & CO. D
200, Adelaide Street, W. :
TORONTO, Ontario. END all orders

with Express

When ordering state whether Light Grey, Green, Fawn, Mopey ", JOrder /= or
or Brown is required. Send all orders direct to— Dollar Bills by
registered mail

A- C AM E R O N & C O. direct to Glasgow.

S R GRS E
“THE SCOTCH HOUSE,”
164, Howard Street, GLASGOW, Scotland.

The Royal Military College

THI{ERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the
ac°3'8-l Military College of Canada. Notwithstanding this, its object and work it is
Th complishing are not sufficiently understood by the general public.
lnatme College is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving
In 1, Ction in all branches of military science to cadets and officers of the Canadian Militia.
Th t corresponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst.
y° ommandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial
'“bieét lent for the purpose, and there is in additon a complete staff of professors for the civil
algg rf)v‘;'gllgh form such an important part of the College course. Medical attendance is
ed.
“ca,‘{v ilst the College is organized on a strictly military basis, the Cadets receive a prac-
h&nd Scientific training in subjects essential to a sound modern education,
Ph?&lc course includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying,
he g Chemistry, French and English.
the oo Strict discipline maintained at the College is one of the most valuable features of
of al] krISe, and, in addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, drill and outdoor exercises
Com nds, ensures health and excellent physical condition.
°ﬂered ';‘é:ﬂulolnls in all branches of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force are
ally.
f°x~'%’: diplOmg of graduation is considered by the authorities conducting the examination
of the Minion Land gurveyor to be equivalent to a university degree, and the Regulation
he I&W Society of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree.
The 1-08th of the course is three years, in three terms of 915 months each.
®Xtrag it:tﬁ-lb cost of the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, and all
4 about $800.
e‘c;fhye annual col’npetitive examination for admission .to the College takes place in May of
I“ol.e%" at the headquarters of the several military districts.
"On sh ull gartlculars regarding this examination and for any other information, applica-
maﬂd&n%md e made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont, or to the Com-
» Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont.
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DO YOU KNOW THAT THE PRESENT RUSH OF
SETTLERS TO CANADA REPRESENTS
A NEW SETTLER EVERY MINUTE
OF OUR WAKING HOURS?

Have you ever CONSIDERED what makes

CANADA such an ATTRACTIVE FIELD
for SETTLEMENT ?

The Canada of today is a land of Peace and
Plenty, a place of Sunshine and Big Crops, a
country whose soil spells WHEAT and out of
whose farms thousands are growing rich.

Already CANADA'S per capita wealth is the greatest .
in the WORLD.

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS WRITE TO:—

of
W. D. SCOTT, Superintendent ot Immigration, OTTAWA, CANADA: 'y
J. OBED SMITH, Asst. Supt. of Emigration, 11-12 Charing Cross, London, S. W, Engl®
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Instant Results

You’re in a hurry! Just a
few moments to ‘‘dress up”
for the affair and you wanted
to look your best.” In just
‘ one of those moments you
: can render to your skin a
‘ beautiful, refined, pearly white
} appearance by the use of
\

|

Gouraud’s

Won’t Shrink
Woollens

ESIDES being a

Oriental Cream

wonderful cleanser.

. LUX adds to the
life of woollen and flan-
nel garments. Keeps
allloosely woven fabrics

The liquid face cream of
nearly three quarters of a cen-
tury of popular use. Society
and professional women of
two continents attest to its

rom shrinking or
thickening in the wash.

LUX dissolves readily mn

ot water, makes a'smooth,
Cream-likelather which can-
0ot injure the filmiest fab-

O e T T T O O e T T S

superiority.
\ Greaseless and
‘ healing, try it.

58984890185
O T T T T T e T T T e L T T T T T LT

Tics or the daintiest hands. [%Rg:ﬁiga
iLUX~pure essence of soap For Sale at
‘;1 ﬁakgs—is the favourite Druggistsand
\ q A ashing greparation in Department
| Omes of refinement. Stores
Sold at '
/ 10 cents FREE!

Send for Gouraud's Complexion

§ Made in Chamois and a booklet of powder
g Canada by leaves. Enclose 15c to cover cost of
g Lever wrapping and mailing.

B’rothezs

Limaite .

Toronto. Ferd T. Hopkins & Son

474 St. Paul St., Montreal

I e

T T T e T O L T T

I
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for the

Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely separate. Upper School prepares boy*

Universities and for business. Finest School Grounds in Canada—80 acres. 1

The School won University Scholarships at Matriculation in 1909, 1910 and_191 ?ﬁncip"'
REV. J. O. MILLER, M.A.,, D.C.L-.

RIDLEY COLLEGE
St. Catharines, Ont.

) Bishop's College
%chool

LENNOXVILLE P.Q.
Head Master: J, TYSON WILLIAMS, B.A., Emmanuel College, Cambridge-

This is an ideal place to send your boy, the suf
roundings are healthfu] and the buildings up-to-48%"

Men occupying some of the most prominent \
[ sanitary and well ventilated.
|

positions in Canada, both in the army, the professions
a in busi , h en educated at Bishop's A o A

Cmil 2 S\:m(;ss on betis ralucatad W LRCPS Universities and business life by an
ollege School. | of masters, chiefly graduates of Engl

s the
B " ared .M.C., Kingstom
oys are prepared for R.M.C ;ﬂig‘;ient §taﬂ'

sities.

FOR CALENDARS, INFORMATION, Etc.. APPLY TO THE HEAD MASTER.
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x .\
| BlShOp FORTY-EIGHTH YEAR

* A Church Residential and Day School For Girls.

: St
: raChan Full Matriculation Course, Elementary Work, Domestic Arts,

i Music and Painting,

l Ch()Ol Pocidont The Richt Rov: he I oed Billiogoob Tedinits,
| Principal, MISS WALSH | Vice-Principal, MISS NATION

WYKEHAM HALL, COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO.

JUNIOR DAY SCHOOL—423 Avenue Road, Head Mistress, Miss R. E. Churchard,
(Higher Certificate National Froebel Union)

i

FOUNDED 1865
PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys!

Beautiful Healthy situation, overlooking Lake Ontario with
20 acres of Playing Fields, Gymnasium, Magnificent New
Covered Rink,

Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal Military College
and Business. Religious training throughout the course,
Special attention given to younger boys.

A ; o<t | Trinity College School
|

For Calendar apply to the Headmaster—
REV. F. GRAHAM ORCHARD, M. A. (Camb.)
(Late Headmaster St. Alban’s School, Brockville.)

o %
3 { A
I —
Arts Courses only.
biigf SUMMER _
: ]H@ ST : P. M. P. 17 Millet,
ey JULY and AUGUST
EEN’S Artists, Colleges and Students
\ | UNIVERSITY using Oil and Water Colors
j should write for Catalogue.
ARy INGSTON, ONTARIO
5 EDUCATION MEDICINE e Special discount to out of town customers
SCHOOL OF MINING Dealers given trade discount and special
e MINING b discount on following:
C{{V%P.“CAL MECHANICAL Cambridge Colors (Madderton & Co.) )
ENGINEE%'TI%CC;TRICAL Medici Prints (Medici Society) Lom:on. Elng..
\ B s 'S , Eng. lored and plain platinum
w- CHOWN, Registrar Max;sne‘}lcz r(bléﬁ“gﬁ?uresngf)oﬁo n(:asters. -
& Co's. (London, Eng.) Pictures,
( " ‘)A(,r;laf?:‘;lr]fllsle;nd Bi(r,thday Cards etc.

Artists’ Supply Co., 77% York St.
TORONTO.
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DAY SCHOOL
FOR BOYS

Calendar sent on application
S Term C April 13th, 1915
Rev. D. Brace Macdonald, M.A., L.L.D., Headme*?

Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal
Military College and Business
UPPER AND LOWER SCHOOLS

ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE |

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO

A Residential and Day School for Girls

3 'oﬂ
Founded by the late George Dickson, M A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs: 13;; e
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year ! palb
Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Baske

Hockey, Swimming Bath.
Write for Prospectus

MRS. GEORGE DICKSON MISS8 J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,

President. Principal /
A Boarding School for Boys

bs.
Y Headmaster — A. G. M. Mainwaring, M. A, Trinity Colli,
ST+ALBANS ; -
Housemaster — J. J Stephens, M. A, Dublin University.
Visitor — The Lord Bishop of Ontario. y
4
Separate houses for Senior and Junior Boys. The School grovt

cover 24 acres.

es:
Recent R. M. C. Successes: — 1913, 4th, 6th, 7th, 11th, 13th plac
1914, 3rd, 6th, 7th, 8th places.

BROCKVILLE:  FoR PROSPECTUS ETC., APPLY TO THE HEADMASTER'/

A - ///r
! Glen adavs

651 SPADINA AVENUE = .

7
Residential and Day School fe
sTupR”
Veals.) nK;”ﬂd

Principal—MISS J..J-
(Successor to Miss

tyr
Classical Tripos, Cambridge U dy Sit%ea
2 an op!
Large well-ventilated house Pé?;‘; and E: w\’cﬁ
Highly qualified staff of Canaf s C“’%;cﬂ%l
teachers. The curriculum ds,cation, 5?‘5;0’

with modern thought and e itnatians- out‘l

tion for m;\triculanon'0‘7“!?:::) needs:

attention given to indivi o
Games, Rink. 195 SruM
New Prospectus from V7%
A

piver®®?! Gualfy
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mestminster College
Toronto
1 Residential & Day School for Gitls

Situated opposite Queen's Park, Bloor St. w.
Every educational facility provided. Pupils prepared for

Senior Matriculation.
Music, Art and Physical Education.
The School, by an unfailing emphasis upon the moral as well as the
intellectual, aims at the development of a true womanhood.
For CALENDAR APPLY—
JOHN A. PATERSON, K. C. MRS. A. R. GREGORY
President, Principal.

Or Stuttering may make life miserable
f"l‘ _your child, or for one of your
tam‘]y or friends. If it does, you owe it ‘
C° the sufferer to investigate the suc- ‘
CeS§fu1 Arnott methods of permanently \
Uring these disturbing impediments.
e will gladly give you full particulars

and references.

Cured pupils everywhere.

STAMMERING | | Branksome ball

t BERL’II;\};e Arnott Institute |
(SERUN, . . ONT.CAN. |

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Hon. Principal—Miss M. T. Scott
Principal— Miss Edith M. Read, M A.
Preparation for the University and for Exam-
inations in Music. Well equipped Art De-
partment  Thoroughly efficient staff, large
playgrounds, outdoor games, tennis, basket-
ball, rink. Healthful locality. Primary School

for day Pupils. :
For Prospectus apply to the Principal.

- Head Master:
C. S. Foshery, M.A.

MONTREAL

o \l ‘ ‘ :@

Successes R.M.C
Entrance 2nd, 10th
places, 1914.

McGill Science, 1st

place 1910, 1ist
place 1912, 2nd
place 1913 Ex-

hibition Arts, 1913.

Street, Froronto.

Eng)
Blish Literature, French and German, Physical
Oratory and Public Speaking,

Mrs. Scott Raff, Principal
Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation,
and Dramatic Art
send for Calendar

n}fbe MDargaret Eaton &chool of Literature and Expression

—

~ Bishop Bethune College

Oun, s
Fine lic?txil?re“ also received.
tWelya® Music:nn'l) Outdoor games and physical training.
L epartment (Piano, Theory and Harmony

) will be under the directi

- Oshawa, Ontario

A Residential School for Girls.

P’l'ep:“.‘,_‘ti Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto.
on for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.

on of a Master, and of a Sister, who for

€ars t,
B Voice ;\sxltt::ght.‘“ the School with marked success.
¥ term, i e will be in charge of a qualified mistress. 4
5 Particulars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF $T. JOHN THE DIVINE, Major St., TORONTO.
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Your Daughter’s
Education

will have a great influence
in moulding her character
and future life. The record of

orma Ladies) (6llege

covers 33 years of unqualified

success in all branches. It is a

Christian _college-home, ideal in

situation, methods and environment.
Picked Faculty.

For prospectus and terms write the
Principal.

R.I. WARNER M. A, D. D,,
St. Thomas. Ont.

nu—"’4

B vr L e e e e e

Sold
SEe |
STO}{IES |

o > ’
“Smart Set Maw’

after taking our course. The " Smarf Seto

is the most difficult magazine in _Amencae/
approach—yet they took his first 5 stories allat Oncrse,

e says his whole success is due to our CO“ML

This is surely a record—What we have done for !
Caton we can do for you. We also teach AVER‘
JOURNALISM — ACCOUNTING — ADVES
TISING — SHOW CARD WRITING — SA
MANSHIP.
Mark the course you prefer—cut out an
ad to-day for particulars.

THIS is what our student George Caton did

d mail this
WO -+ oo i i e i s e g b ora Sor= G i

Shaw Correspondence School
393 Yonge Street, Toronto ./-"'4

-

S

A good moral home, and an effective’

training are furnished simultaneously by

Woodstoc
College Bos

Boys

Varied curriculum, picked faculty, sound health-
ful environment. Correspondence invited.

A. T. MacNEILL, B.A. 33
Woodstock College - - Woodstock, Ont.

WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

add
278 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Ca%
% " cell aP°
A residential and day school, “Z]nieﬂt'
pointed, well managed, and conv o
2 . 5 10nS: to
Students prepared for Unmiversity Examinatio Torom
cialists in each départment. Affiliated with t}‘l:lesv R..G‘;
Conservatory of Music. F. McGillivray K"‘?‘formatlo
A., Art Director. For announcement and 1F

address the Principal. A
B.
Miss M. CURLETTE:

Courses: Matriculation, Art,
English, Music.
A carefully chosen faculty of twenty-five

instructors are in charge of these very
important subjects at

WoultonCollege

34 Bloor Street East, Toronto
A residential school for girls and young women.
Write for prospectus to
HARRIETT STRATTON ELLIS,
B. A.. D, Paed., Principal 36

'ASHBURY COLLEGE

Rockcliff Park, Ottaw?

s
RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOY :

ter SupP!
Modern Fireproof Building. Pure Water M.C

Small classes. Gymnasium. Chapel- cst l.,la‘?e’
Entrance 1914, all candidates passed, 0n¢ 9th, 1914
SCHOOL RE-OPENS SEPTEMBE
For Calender apply i—
REV. GEO. P. WOOLLCOMBE, M-A-
Headmaster

[01""'l t

>
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Royal Naval College of Canada

HE next examination for the entry of |

erm_NaV_al Cadets, will be lLeld at the
b i Nation centres of the Civil Service
; atrmS'Sl-oq in May, 1915, successful can-
Ay SS Joining the College on or about 1st

SUSt. 4 Applications for entry will be re-

b

TORONIO PLEATING.©.

14 BREADALBANE » STREET » TORONTO

ceiv |
€ . / 3G i
Wi"ﬁ!p to 15th April by the Secretary, Civil | PHONES N.6400~ 6401
b :nkce Commission, Ottawa, from whom ;
/c entry forms can now be obtained. |
y 1 . - . | ’ Jute Soleslastlonger than any others
n andldates for the examlnatlon n Ma | 10 YEAns WEAR! E:stcs(t'glsrﬁol&’n“%%‘holpunl»:“l'};gt(:'r;,
ext muSt b i y | 70 cent kind Cheapest for Scho?l Drill, A»:y‘lums.
ang e between the ages of fourteen DHilons, .3, Reatine g
GRAVE, New Barnet: “‘Got last pair

Sixteen on the 1st July, 1915.

F [
¢ ':rther details can be obtained on appli- |
1 to the undersigned. - : ‘

G. J. DESBARATS,
DePUty Minister of the Naval service.

/

‘ 9 years ago, now quite worn.” Mrs,
E., 15 Hill End, Droitwich, says:
(May, 1913), Haveused
your shoes for 2
vears, cannot
do without
them.”

Enclose length of
Walking Shoe.
Prices (add 25¢. for pestage.)

Colour—Brown, Black or White. 0
Children's Ladies’ Gents,

|
B

(3 | -~ A. Plain Shoes (without Strapping)........ 45¢ 43c 47e
partme 3 3 D. Superior Canvas (as per illustration ) — 65¢ 1lc
nt Of the Naval Ser\'lce Boots, suit fishing, climbing, &c. (nor ¥5¢ 79¢c
Ott ) - gitm. Strong Grey Cs.'mvas (Shoes 12¢ pertp.\)\r es8) 18(.:);: slﬂtlbc
3 . Superfine Shoes, no traps ( Boots 25¢ extra; — .03 09
awa, ]anuary 8th) 191 5 Superior Leather Soled Shoes......... i .85? 2)5et %llég

B sent's

| Red Rubber (Fine Brown or White Car lies’ $1.0 i
[ White Boots ( Leather or Rubber Soles) $1.83, $2.80, $3.65. If three pairs

Un
pairs 4c. Full List 2¢, including

isemei"t‘th(_)rized publication of this advert-
Will not be paid for. —72858.

at one time, reduction of 2¢ gﬂ' pair; six
| 'Boot List; single pairs less than shop or “store’ prices.

|
| PATENT SHOE COMPANY, Cumbernauld Road Stepps, near Glasgew.
| 25¢ postage does 2 pairs. Send M. O. direct. Established 28 years.

§\\\\\|lllllll||I|III|I|IIII|IIIIIIIIIIIII|II|II|III||IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIlIIIIIIIIIII||IIIIIﬁIlIIIIIIIIlﬁlIIIIlIllIIIlIlIIIlI///é

[/

These are a great many imported Note Papers, sold in Canada’

It is your duty to patronize Home Industry.

French Organdie - Linen Finish
Crown Vellum Vellum Finish

Note Paper and Envelopes
MADE IN CANADA

-

(T

Ask your stationer for these papers, they are dainty and exclusive.

| . v 4
f your Stationer does not carry these, write to us and send his name.

BARBER - ELLIS, laimited

BRANTFORD NTARIO

(TR

\

\‘
\~
-
%

(

( e
RO




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Do

o
-\
®

0
0
|
|
0
0
|
0
{
{
0
|
0
|
0
:
0
|
t
|
‘
\
|
\

THE CANADIAN BANK OF COMMERGE

HEAD OFFEICE. G- - - - - - TORONTE

Capital paid-up $15,000,000
Reserve Fund 13,500,000

SIR EDMUND - -WALKER, C.V.O,, LL.D., D.C.L., President,
ALEXANDER LAIRD, General Manager. JOHN AIRD, Ass't General Manager-

With branches situated in all the important towns and cities in Canada and with
direct representation in New York, San Francisco, Seattle, Portland, Ore., London, Eng-
Mexico City and St. John's, Newfoundland, this Bank offers unsurpassed facilities for the
transaction of every description of banking business.

SAVINGS BANK ACCOUNTS

Interest at the current rate is allowed on all deposits of $1.00 and upwards-
Careful attention given to every account. Accounts may be opened by two or more
persons, withdrawals to be made by any one of them.

THE ROYAL BAN

OF CANADA |

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 13,114,000
Capital Paid Up - 11,560,000 Total Assets - 130,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

.---- -------------

DIRECTORS: ”id”'i
SIR HERBERTS. HOLT, President E.L.PEASE, Vice-President E.F.B, JOHNSTON, K.C,. #nd vice-Pref
Wiley Smith Hon. David Mackeen G. R. Crowe James Redmond A. J. Browm (;n
D. K. Elliott Hon. W, H. Thorne Hugh Paton T. J. Drummond Wm. Robcr,t?
C. S. Wilcox W. J. Sheppard ALE. Dyment C. E. Neil
Officers.
E. L. Pease, General Manager
W. B.Torrance, supt. of Branches C. E, Neill and F. J. Sherman, Asst, Gen.-Mnnwe"

340-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA—340
Also Branches in Cuba, Porto Rico, Dominican Republic, Barbados, Grenada, Jamaicd

Trinidad and Bahamas Islands, British Guiana and British Honduras. , St5.
LONDON, ENC., Bank Bldgs., Princes St., E.C. NEW YORK, Coraer William and Ced®

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT séineHes __—

.
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The Household
Exchequer

should include the keeping of a * Joint
Savings Account "’ in the BANK OF
TORONTO. Either of two persons
in the household may then deposit or
withdraw money as required.

A Joint Account in the BANK OF
TORONTO is not only a convenience,
but it is also an incentive to thnft, and
to the accumulation of a .desirable

“ Bank Balance.”

Interest is added half yeardly to the
Balance.

Assets, over $61,000,000
Deposits 44,000,000




22 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

_7 e EEE— 77#‘774-7177(77 - - T % .
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|

| THE 22nd ANNUAL REPORT
AYSz.lf; glaa\r(;igior | OF THE GREAT-WEST LIFE

' || is now in print, and will be mailed
If you refer to the Government ' || on request. Main features of the
Reports you will ascertain that | 1914 Business were :—

this institution is one of the oldest 1

established of Canadian Banks, ‘

BUSINESS ISSUED, 1914 - $24,41‘2,261

¥ INCOME FOR 1914 - -  4,392,48%
o 5P ASSETS, Dec. 31st, 1914 - 15,736,44‘;
invite deposits, large and small. SURPLUS EARNED, 1914 - 892,951

(the largest by far in the

|
portion of cash reserves. We ) INCREASE for the year 2.353,78
\ Company's history)

The Bank of

BUSINESS IN FORCE,

. f Dec. 31st, 1914 - - — - 10822198
Nova SCOtla | INCREASE for the year 11,173.213
i S i X ' || NET DEATH CLAIMS, 1914 396,
Tﬁt&:’,};?holl;;“g:‘ik ‘1 DECREASE for the year 9,158
i | | GROSS RATE OF INTER- 39
PAID.UP CAPITAL - - $ 6,500,000 \ EST EARNED - - 7.93 /6
RESERVE FUND - - 11,900,000 |
TOTAL RESOURCES OVER 90,000,000 ‘ ASK FOR THE FULL REPORT
THE
BRANCHES OF THIS BANK I
2 i s 4 | «
}2u§§f;Xd,Ci‘i‘ri‘ig“glﬁ{é’!;"fa}&,‘;‘f i Great-West Life Assurance Co.
s HEAD OFFICE:  WINNIPEG
/
/
/
THE 4

Inpepenoent Oroer oF [ oRESTER

Policies issued by the Society are for the protect-

Furnishes ion of your Family and, caanot be bought, sold or
pledged. ‘a0 i

a Complete Benefits are payable to the Beneficiary in case of
System of death, or to the member in case of his total disability, 42 Million
Insurance or to the member on attaining seventy years of age. DO“‘“

Policies issued from $500 to $5000

For further intormation and literature apply to NTO
FRED J. DARCH, S.S. E. G. STEVENSON, S.C.R. TEMPLE BUILDING, TOR"/

THIS INVESTMENT
0l HAS PAID T% PER ANNUM

half-yearly, since the Securities of this corporation have been placed on the markel
10 years ago. Business established 28 years. Investment may be withdrawn 11

part or whole at any time after one year. Safe as a mortgage. Wirite at once

for f:‘xll particulars and.booklet. 3 ' 2 : “

National Securities Corporati® ;
LIMITED I

CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING - TORONTO, ONTAR
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WHY WORRY?

You can make sure provision

for your loved ones by a policy in

THE

_ EXCELSIOR
LIFE

INSURANCE

COMPANY

Our Monthly Income Policy
will give your beneficiary
£ A Guaranteed Monthly Income
T twenty years after your death,

H
EAD OFFICE: TORONTO, CANADA

\

BOND
OFFERINGS

Lists of bonds which we offer sent on
%plication, Every Security poss-
:‘“e" the qualities essential in a souna
l’;"e\?fmenl, combining SAFETY OF
RINCIPAL AND INTEREST
With THE MOST FAVORABLE
NTEREST RETURN.

Government — Municipal
Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 47 to 67

W,
4 € shall be pleased to aid you in the
ection of q desirable investment.

Do

CoDMINION SECURITIES

o e

S ————

a

RO RRL LR OCC AR

2Tl 00
Radi0 FPe

The newest idea in
pens—the Esterbrook
line de luxe. Triple

silver plated — non-
corrosive and imparts
a ““velvet touch” as well
as a lasting brilliance and
unusual durability.

Putup in handsome leatherette
gold-embellished cases—a highly
artistic packing which they truly
deserve.

SEND 10c. i ntaining

12 of our most popular

. RADIO PEN. __

e

pens, including the
famous Falcon 048.

Esterbrook
Pen Mfg. Co.
New York,
Camden, N.J.
Brown Bros., Ltd.
Canadian Agents
Toronto

Paid-up Capital - - $7,000,000
Reserve Fund and
Undivided Profits = 7,248,134

213 B8ranches in Canada.
Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.
Savings Department at all Branches.

Deposits received of $1.00 and upward, and interest
allowed at best current rates.

General Banking Business.
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A Personal Matter

North o If that grey bearded old man of the scythe
 American Life were going to cut you off tomorrow, would you
Solid listen to a proposition whereby, for a moder ate
Continent sum deposited with the North American Life,
your wife would be assured a substantial annua
income as long as she should live? Of course
you would.

Well you do not know the time, but the call is certain. Still we make you that
proposition—an income absolutely guaranteed your widow every year as ong
as she shall live.

It will save you worry while you live; it will save the home when you die-

Get the little booklet “ The Real Service » which explains it fully. You have but to ask:

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANGE Co.
Head Office -  TORONTO, CAN.

HEAD OFFICE HAMILTON

CAPITAL AUTHORIZED.. $5,000,000
CAPITAL PAID UP $3,000,000
SURPLUS $3,750,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
BRANCHES
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That Satisfied
Feeling

fhat comes to one when an
Investment turns out better
than expected is the daily
experience of Policyholders
n the

London Life

Insurance Company

London Canada

Actual results under present
fates exceed estimates by
one-third, It is pretty safe to

Insure with such a Company,
IS 1t not ?

Protection and provision for
old age are wonderfully com-
ned under our Endowments

at Life Rate.
Write for pamphlet.

Policies
“GOOD AS GOLD”

As a Depository

FOR
Your Savings

we ask you to consider the strength and
stability of this old-established institu-
tion. From 1855 to the present time eiti-
zens of Toronto and people in all parts
of the world have found it a safe and
convenient place to deposit their savings.
The thrifty and conservative Seottish in-
vestors have entrusted it with many mil-
lions of pounds sterling. In the history
of our city and our country there have
been many ‘‘lean years,”’ many periods of
tthard times,’’ there have been national
and international financial stringencies,

and several financial panies, but there has,

never been a moment’s delay in returning
any funds of our depositors when called
for. To-day the Corporation has

SIX MILLION DOLLARS
of fully paid-up eapital, backed up by a

" Reserve Fund of

FOUR AND ONE-HALF MILLION
DOLLARS.
Tts Assets, which are all most conserva-
tively invested in the safest possible
securities, exceed

THIRTY-TWO MILLION DOLLARS.

But, though the Corporation has grown
to such dimensions, it encourages as much
as ever the depositor of small sums. B
has many small accounts; in fact, its in-
vested funds are to a large extent the ac-
cumulation of many small sums.
Tt has also some large aceounts which have
grown to their present proportions from
very small beginnings. For this reason it
cordially welcomes the deposit of a dollar,
knowing that in most instances the incen-
tive to save and the regular addition of
interest will ensure a steady increase in
the balance at the depositor’s credit. In-
terest is credited to the account at

THREE AND ONE-HALF PER CEN T.

per annum and is compounded twice each
year. Open your account with us to-day.

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street - Toronto
Established 1855




26 CANADIAN MAGAZINE

ADVERTISER

Blaisdell

American Tobacco Company

Standard Oil Company

State of Pennsylvania

Bell Telephone Company

Pennsylvania Railroad
Simply to select at random several
of the many great organizations
which use Blaisdell Pencils
wholly or in part.

They vote for

If the power of example counts
for anything, the endorsement
which these concerns give Blaisdell
is of importance to every buyer of
lead pencils.

Blaisdell 7200 is justly described an
“indelible wonder,” Order by number
from your stationer.

Sold by all progressive Canadian Stationers

aisoezos

|

PHILADELPHIA

: M’iﬁuunum:‘?ﬁn‘ﬁ?ﬁ,’ﬁb‘w@
i

WITNESSES

AY by day we are ‘
D receiving enthusiastic ‘
testimonial letters
from policyholders whose

Endowment contracts are -
now maturing.

These are our willing witnesses
who come voluntarily into court
and testify to the good faith of
The Mutual of Canada.

No wonder! For they are
receiving from $110.00 to $190.00
for every $100.00 invested in
premiums, to say nothing of the
protection they have enjoyed.

The amount of the return, of
course, varies with the term of
the Endowment. Don’t specu-
late! Take an Endowment policy
and share in the prosperity of

THE MUTUAL LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY
OF CANADA

WATERLOO, ONTARIO
100

R

the past year.

THE

Federal Life Assurance CO-‘

HEAD OFFICE: HAMILTON, ONT.

What a Boon

To the Insuring public has the Non-Forfeiture
clause, attached to all Federal Life Policies, been in
By this automatic loaning privilege, we
have kept in force many policies that would otherwise
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Jams Jellies Preserves Catsup Grape Juice

SELECTED FOR QUALITY

Qur name and label is a guarantee
that the contents of any of our bot-
tles, is the best that money, skill,

care and cleanliness can produce,

the contents are selected for quality.

E. D. SMITH & SON, Limited - WINONA, ONT.

g V i< TS
F you are using an imitation and you don’t believe
I that it is costing you more than the genuine Lea &
Perrins, try this :
Order a bottle of LEA & PERRINS. Eat one meal

with the imitation—eat the next with Lea & Perrins.
See how much you have been missing. The genuine
goes further and gives more satisfaction.
It does cost more to buy—but costs much less to use.

The white writing on
the Red Label:

indicates
he Original
and Genuine

WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE.

J. M. Douglas & Company, Montreal, Canadian Agents.
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FAMOUS CANADIAN TRIALS

111.—THE CASE OF PATRICK JAMES WHELAN, WHO WAS HANGED FOR
THE MURDER OF THOMAS D'ARCY McGEE

BY CHARLES S. BLUE

THE assassination of Thomas
D’Arey McGee stands out in
history as the supreme tragedy
of Canadian public life. It was an
event which, in the words of one who
knew the murdered statesman well,
““aaused to mingle with his precious
gore the tears of nations,’” and erown-
ed with martyrdom a career that is
one of the romances of political bio-
aphy.
grAI; goet, journalist, ‘‘patriot,”’ a'nd
orator, MeGee had won a reputation
in both the Old World and the New.
With voice and pen, on the platform
and in the press, in prose and in
yerse, at home and abroad, he had
fought the battle of TIrish freedom
with a power and passion which the
great 0’Connell himself had declared
was inspired. He had played a part
in revolutionary movements, incited
and assisted armed rebellion, and paid
the price in exile and years of storm
and stress. Then had come the awak-
ening, and his conversion to more
rational views, followed by his entry
into Canadian public life as the lover
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of peace and constitutional reform,
though not less the friend of Ireland,
as the eloquent advocate of British
rule and British institutions, the
statesman, and the nation-builder.

Suddenly, in the early hours of an
April morning in 1868, in the midst
of his legislative labours in behalf of
the young Dominion whose founda-
tions he had helped to lay, when his
eventful life had reached its meridian
and his genius was beginning to have
full play, there came the flash of the
assassin’s pistol, and at the door of
his temporary home in Ottawa lay
foully murdered one of the most gift-
ed men who ever sat in a Canadian
Parliament. A few hours previously
he had charmed the House of Com-
mons with a speech that has been de-
seribed as the most dramatic ever de-
livered in that chamber; a few months
later, according to his leader, Sir
John A. Macdonald, he was to have
retired from public life to devote him-
self to literary pursuits.

The sensation caused by the news
of the tragedy was profound. It was
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known that the vietim had had en-
emies, and none more bitter than some
of his own countrymen, who regarded
his change of views as a betrayal of
the cause he had formerly espoused
so zealously. Particularly had he ex-
cited the hostility of the Fenian Bro-
therhood. Aceordingly, it was in that
direction that the authorities looked
for a clue to the perpetrator of the
erime, and, within twenty-four hours,
the gaol at Ottawa was filled with sus-
pects. Eventually, the circle was nar-
rowed down to half a dozen, among
whom one Patrick James Whelan, a
working tailor, was marked out as the
principal. His antecedents and move-
ments were carefully traced, informa-
tion was obtained from several of the
other prisoners, and as a result he
was indicted on the capital charge.
Such was the eourse of events that
led up to a trial, the records of which,
buried deep in the files of newspapers
nearly half a century old, form one of
the most sensational chapters in Cana-
dian political annals, and offer an ab-
sorbing study in eriminology. The
character and circumstances of the
tragedy, the suspeeted motive behind
it, the celebrity of the vietim, the
mystery surrounding the accused and
his associates, and the promise of
startling revelations econcerning the
secret workings of the Fenian organ-
ization all eombined to invest with
peculiar interest and significance a
case that attracted the attention of
the entire English-speaking world.
Commenced in the old ecounty
court-house at Ottawa on September
Tth, 1868, the proceedings extended
over eight days, during which publie
interest was maintained at a high
piteh. On the bench sat the burly fig-
ure of Provincial Chief Justice Rich-
ards. who afterwards rose to the high-
est judicial position in the Dominion
—a capable judge, whose rough ex-
terior and quiet manner concealed a
wide and deep knowledge of law. The
counsel were a somewhat remarkable
group. For the Crown appeared a
young and comparatively unknown
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Ottawa  barrister — Mr. James
O’Reilly, Q.C. It was a matter for
gsome surprise that, in a case so im-
portant, the Ontario Government had
entrusted the prosecution to a single
lawyer, and an unexperienced one at
that; but Mr. O’Reilly had displayed
marked ability in his handling of the
cause in its preliminary stages, and
the confidence reposed in him in the
subsequent proceedings was amply
justified by the result. Certainly his
task was no light one, for opposed to
him were two of the leading lights of
the Ontario bar; indeed, two of the
ablest lawyers who ever addressed a
Canadian jury — Hon. J. Hilliard
Cameron, Q.C., and Hon. M. C., Cam-
eron, Q.C. Of the former it has been
said that as a speaker he had few
equals, either in Parliament or at the
bar, while in cross-examination he was
the terror of witnesses. Less aggres-
sive, and more dignified in manner,
M. C. Cameron had a reputation seec-
ond only to that of his distinguished
namesake and colleague. Associated
in the defence with these two legal
stalwarts were Mr. Kenneth Macken-
zie, Q.C., and Mr. J. O’Farrel, a Que-
bee lawyer, who, it was generally sup-
posed, had been commissioned by the
Fenian organization to look after the
interests of Whelan. TInecidentally, it
may be noted that while the aceused,
an Irish Catholic, was prosecuted by
one of his own race and faith, he was
defended by the most prominent
Orangeman of Ontario and a member
of the Government that had offered a
reward for his arrest! )
Largely because of his supposed
connection with the Fenians, publie
opinion was strongly prejudiced
against the prisoner. TIndeed, little
doubt was entertained as to his guilt,
the common impression being that he
was the hired or selected agent of a
gang of conspirators in Montreal who
had employed or encouraged him to
put MeGee out of the way as a ““trai-
tor.”” The authorities, and the Crown
counsel, were of a similar opinion
when the trial commenced, but the
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THOMAS D'ARCY McGEE

diffieulty confronting the prosecution
was, first, to establish cpmphclty on
the part of an organization the mem-
bers of which were pledge_d, on pain
of death, not to divulge its secrets;
and secondly, to prove the identity of
the prisoner with the murderer, who
had carried out his infernal work so
stealthily as to avoid positive recog-
nition. : :
The popular conception of a Fenian
in the sixties was that of a wild Irish-
man who combined in his person all
the repellent features of the worst
eriminal type. To those who held this
view, Whelan’s appearance must have
been somewhat disappointing. By a
journalist who attended the trial he
was deseribed as ‘‘a respectably dress-
ed and not at all a bad-looking Irish-
man, not very tall nor, apparently,
very powerful: with pale face, red-
dish hair, full beard and moustache;
light, restless eyes; an Irish nose
slightly tip-tilted, and a broad and
not very low forehead.”” All accounts

agree that throughout the trial he ex-
hibited remarkable composure. Occa-
sionally he showed a trace of nervous-
ness, and irritability, but generally
kis air was that of one unjustly ac-
cused, and, when the opportunity of-
fered, he strongly protested his in-
nocence. But that, evidently, was
only one side of his character. From
the evidence it appeared that his de-
meanour in gaol was vastly different.
There, it was stated, he whistled and
danced, and sang ribald ditties, curs-
ed and blasphemed, boasted that he,
and he alone, had ‘‘done for’’ McGee,
and altogether acted in a way that be-
trayed an utterly callous and deprav-
ed nature.

Of Whelan’s antecedents little was
revealed at the trial. A native of
Dublin, he claimed that he had served
for nine years in the army, and colour
was lent to his claim by the fact that
after emigrating to Canada he joined
the local volunteer cavalry at Quebee.
There, a witness had known him in
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1865 under the name of Sullivan.
Statements appeared in the press to
the effect that he was a notorious Fen-
ian who had been forced to leave Que-
bee on account of his sympathies, that
he had then gone to Buffalo, and asso-
ciated himself with the Fenian so-
cieties in that eity; and that subse-
quently he had got into trouble at
Hamilton, Ontario. But no evidence
on any of these points was submitted
at the trial.

There was no dubiety, however, as
to his movements for some months
prior to the murder. In the summer
of 1867 he was in the employment of
a tailor in Montreal, and it was in
connection with the first Federal elec-
tions, which took place about that
time, that he made his entry as the
villain of the drama that ended on
the gallows. MeGee was a candidate
for one of the Montreal divisions in
which the Irish element was strongly
represented. Factional feeling ran
high, and the seat was fiercely con-
tested. By his denunciation of the
Fenian movement the poet-orator had
raade enemies of many of his former
friends and supporters. He was
branded as a traitor, subjected to the
vilest ealumnies, and even threatened
with violence. Among his detractors
was Whelan, who, it appeared, left
his employment to join in the work
of attacking and, if possible, defeat-
ing him. Allowance must always be
made for the language used and the
temper displayed in the heat of an
eleetion, but the evidence showed that
the acensed acted in a most male-
volent manner, to say the least. On
one occasion he flourished a revolver,
and declared he would ‘‘shoot McGee
like a rat.”’ On another, he boasted
that MeGee would never take his seat
in Parliament, or, if he did, that he
would not keep it long for he (Whel-
" an) would ‘‘blow his brains out
before the session is over.”’

The Crown relied upon the evidence
of these, and other threats, to prove
intent, and, considered in the light of
subsequent events, it was certainly
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ominous. But it was far from sup-
perting the theory of a conspiracy or
plot.  The agent of a secret society
selected to carry out the death sent-
ence of a ‘‘traitor’’ is hardly likely
to proclaim his intentions from the
house-tops, and it is inconceivable that
the Fenian Brotherhood, noted for its
subtle and silent methods, would
select a bibulous and garrulous brag-
gart to execute its decree. The faet
is that the efforts of the Crown to
prove complicity on the part of the
Fenian organization completely fail-
ed. It has been suggested by at least
one historian that the whole truth was
not disclosed, that important evidence
bearing upon Whelan’s Fenian asso-
ciations was withheld or suppressed.
It seems fairer to assume that, owing
to the pledges of secrecy imposed up-
on the members of the Brotherhood,
the desired information could not be
procured. But whatever the reasons
may have been, there was assuredly
no tangible or conclusive testimony
as to the hatehing of a murderous plot,
and the promised revelations of the
inner workings of a dreaded move-
ment failed to materialize. Indeed,
the only evidence capable of being
construed as proof that Whelan had
accomplices was given by a witness
named Wade, who stated that he had
been present at meetings of a number
of Trishmen held in a small room im
the house of one Duggan in Montreal,
and had heard them discuss the fate
of McGee. ‘‘A man with a lightish
complexion and large nostrils’’ was
the vague description of the leader
who had done most of the talking at
these conferences, and the prisoner,
addressed as ‘‘Smith,’” had remarked
that MeGee, having sold his friends,
should be ‘‘had out of that.’”. Not
only was this story uncorroborated,
however; it was also open to the eri-
ticism that a secret society is not like-
ly to hateh murder plots in the pres-
ence of a stranger.

Whether Whelan had acecomplices,
or not, the evidence produced by the
Crown left little room for doubt as to:
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PATRICK JAMES WHELAN

Thcl Assassinator of Thomas D'Arcy McGee

the hostile nature of his own inten-
tions. The threats uttered in the ex-
citement of a bitterly contested elec-
tion might not have meant much by
themselves, but they assumed a de-
cidedly sinister aspect when viewed
in eonjunction with the story told in
the witness-box of a significant visit
paid by the accused to McGee’s house
in Montreal early on New Yea'r’s
morning, months after the election
fever had subsided. When he called,
Mr. D’Arey -McGee was in bed, and
the latter’s half-brother, J ohn Joseph
MecGee, took the precaution to lock
the outer door before arousing him.
When admitted to the library, Whel-

an, who announced himself as ‘‘Smith
of the Grand Trunk,’’ professed to
have information that the house was
to be blown up a few hours later,
whereupon he was asked to convey a
message to the police requesting as-
sistance, which message he failed to
deliver until three hours afterwards.
Subsequently, he made the statement
that had D’Arcy MeGee himself open-
ed the door of his house on the ocea-
sion referred to he (Whelan) ‘‘would
have shot the like a dog.”’
Having shown by his threats and
actions in Montreal that Whelan was
animated by no friendly motive to-
wards McGee, counsel for the Crown
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proceeded to prove how, frustrated
in his fiendish purpose in that city, he
pursued his prey to Ottawa and there,
with almost devilish deliberation,
awaited the opportunity to strike.
From the beginning of 1868, McGee
was shadowed at every turn. When
he fell sick, and returned to his home
in Montreal, the prisoner followed;
when he went back to Ottawa to re-
sume his Parliamentary duties Whel-
an was at his heels. Obtaining em-
ployment at his trade in the capital,
he spent his days in the workship, and
his nights in the House of Commons.
When MeGee was in his place in the
House, the prisoner sat in the gal-
lery ; when the member for the Mont-
real division was absent, so was Whel-
an. There was evidence that, on more
than one occasion when the latter oc-
cupied a seat in the gallery, he car-
ried a revolver in his jacket pocket,
and seemed nervous and excited. It
was also proved that twice he called at
MeGee’s boarding-house on the pre-
tenee of getting a drink. On St. Pat-
rick’s Day he attended the local cele-
bration and heard MecGee deliver an
oration in which he ominously declar-
ed that ‘‘even a silent Irishman might
do something to serve his country.”

The night preceding the tragedy
was a memorable one in the House of
Commons. The question of Nova
Scotia’s attitude towards Confedera-
tion was the subjeet of debate, and
MeGee was one of the principal speak-
ers. In an eloquent and statesman-
like utteranee he counselled a policy
of conciliation in respect to the Mari-
time Province. pleaded for modera-
tion on both sides, and strongly con-
demned those who were seeking to
foster a spirit of disaffection and dis-
union. In a significant phrase he
charged an honourable member with
“‘striking below the belt.”’

While its greatest orator held the
House breathless with his noble elo-
quenee, there sat in the Speaker’s gal-
lery the sinister figure of Whelan, fol-
lowing the words of the speaker with
an intensity that attracted the notice
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of those around him. A messenger
of the House testified that the prison-
er exhibited unmistakable signs of ex-
citement while McGee was addressing
the Chamber. When the words
“‘striking below the belt’” were used
he leaned over the front of the gal-
lery, gnashed his teeth, and shook his
finger menacingly in the direction of
the orator. He was also observed to
place his right hand inside his coat,
as if feeling for something in his
breast pocket.

At the close of his speech MecGee
left the House, and it was noticed
that Whelan immediately followed.
He returned later, only to go out
again. After going and coming sev-
eral times he was seen standing in
the outer lobby near the entrance,
and later he took up a position in the
shadow of the porch. According to
the testimony of more than one wit-
ness, he was there when the House
adjourned a few minutes after two
o’clock.

Meanwhile, what of McGee? Sir
(George E. Cartier testified that, pass-
ing along the corridor on his way out
with Sir Alexander Galt, he saw his
doomed friend and colleague putting
on his overcoat and smoking a cigar.
In the lobby the latter was joined by
Mr. Robert MacFarlane, the member
for Perth, and together they left the
building, passing out by the main
exit, where a few minutes previously
Whelan had been seen lurking, and
walking arm in arm down the centre
walk. Tt was a beautiful morning,
the sleeping city lying bathed in the
cold clear light of a full April moon.
The two members, conversing gaily
together, sauntered down to the cor-
ner of Metealfe and Sparks Streets,
where, after bidding each other
“Good morning,”’ they parted. Me-
Gee turned along Sparks Street to-
wards the Toronto House, where he
boarded, smoking his cigar and walk-
ing slowly and unsuspectingly to his
fate. Reaching the door of his tem-
porary home, he was about to insert
the key in the lock when there came
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the flash of the assassin’s pistol, and
he sank to the ground with a bullet
through his head. ;

Up to the point at which Whelan
was observed lurking in the shadow of
the Parliament Buildings, presum-
ably waiting for McGee to emerge,
the evidence was clear and convine-
ing ; but there remained to the Crown
the difficult task of linking up the
prisoner’s threatening movements
with the black act which followed.
The assassin had laid his plans cun-
ningly, and done his foul work with
great stealth. He had waited for the
opportunity to strike when, as he
thought, he would be undisturbed and
unrecognized. In the circumstances
positive proof of identity could hard-
ly be expected, and yet, without it, the
chances of conviction were slight.
Fate, however, came to the rescue of
the prosecution, and to the discom-
fiture of the prisoner, in the person
of a young French-Canadian named
Jean Baptiste Lacroix, who claimed
to have been an eye-witness of the
tragedy. In broken English he de-
seribed how he had seen one man
dressed in black with a beaver hat
trailed by another clad in a dark coat
and lightish pantaloons, and wearing
a cap. ‘‘The man in the rear left the
sidewalk, made a circuit in the street,
and came behind the first man, firing
at him while the latter appeared to
be trying to open the door of a
house.’’ Lacroix admitted that he had
not seen the murderer’s face, but he
was positive that Whelan was the man
who fired the shot. Certainly his dp-
seription of the assassin tallied in
every particular with the appearance
of the prisoner as it had been sworn
to by the witnesses who had observed
him in the House of Commons.

The eredibility of Lacroix was real-
ly the cerucial element in the case. His
evidence formed the connecting link
in the chain forged by the Crown,
and, if it failed to convinee, there was
an end of the inquiry. On the one
hand, he was held up as ‘‘a simple-
minded Frenchman’’ whose artless
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story was the best proof of his ver-
acity ; on the other, he was denounced
as ‘‘a clacqueur, liar, and boaster,’’
who had eoncocted the tale with the
object of obtaining a reward. KEvi-
dence was produced by the defence
to prove that he was a man of bad
repute, but what doubtless impressed
the jury in his favour, as it seems to
have impressed the judge, was the
fact that Mr. Hilliard Cameron’s
cross-examination failed to shake his
testimony in any important particular.

If any doubt remained in the minds
of the jury as to Whelan’s identity
with the assassin, it probably vanish-
ed with the production of the revolver
found in his possession, along with
the bullet which, after passing
through the head of poor McGee, had
lodged in the lintel of the door of his
boarding-house. The revolver had
been freshly loaded in one chamber
and the fatal bullet was exactly after
the pattern of those used by the pri-
soner. Finally, there came the ad-
missions made by Whelan in gaol. A
detective deposed that he had over-
heard him remark to a fellow prison-
er, ‘““Yes, I’'m a great fellow; I shot
that fellow like a dog. My name will
go down to posterity.’”’ Another wit-
ness spoke of a conversation he had
heard in the prison in which Whelan
blamed drink for his downfall.
‘“Whisky is the devil,”’ he had said;
‘“if it wasn’t for whisky I would never
have shot MeGee. I was as drunk as
the devil when I did it.”’ To a turn-
key he confessed that he had two ac-
complices, but that he was alone when
the murder was committed. ‘‘The
other two skedaddled home,’’ he said,
and he added, ‘‘If I had not been
drunk I would have gone home, too.”’

The evidence for the defence was
mainly directed to attacking the eredi-
bility of the prinecipal -witnesses for
the Crown. No attempt was made to
establish an alibi. In a powerful and
eloquent speech, Mr. Hilliard Cam-
eron contended that the case against
the prisoner rested wholly upon eir-
cumstantial evidence, and that his
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movements, both in Montreal and Ot-
tawa, were as consistent with inno-
cence as with guilt. The argument
as to the indirect nature of the tes-
timony was undoubtedly sound, but,
as has been indicated, that evidence,
though far from conclusive in some
respects, was singularly complete, and
closely interwoven. The threats in
Montreal, the visit to MeGee’s house,
the persistent shadowing of the de-
ceased by the prisoner, the latter’s
behaviour in the House of Commons,
his identification by Lacroix, the evi-
dence of the revolver and fatal bul-
let, and his admissions in gaol—all
these were connected links in a chain
which the efforts of the ablest counsel
in Canada could not break.

After a plain, unvarnished review
of the evidence by Chief Justice Rich-
ards, Whelan was found guilty, and
then came the most dramatie incident
of the trial-——an impassioned address
to the jury by the condemned man,
in which he vigorously protested his
innocence. ‘‘He spoke,”” we are told,
““with just emphasis, and proper ac-
tion, and with considerable foree and
even dignity.”’ ‘‘It was a scene,’’
adds the reporter, ‘‘which left a pain-
ful impression upon all who witnessed
it,”” and whieh provided a striking
climax to a sensational trial. Sentence
of death followed, and, after a tem-
porary respite, Whelan was hanged
on February 11th, 1869, his exeecu-
tion being the last of a publie nature
held in Canada.
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There are those who still maintain,
or rather, darkly hint that in the case
of Whelan there was a grave misear-
riage of justice, that he was convieted
and executed for a erime committed
by one who succeeded in evading the
penalty of his guilt by turning ‘‘in-
former’’; but in the light of the faets,
many of them uncontradicted, dis-
closed at the trial, it seems impossible
to form any other conclusion than
that the verdict returned by the jury
was a true and just verdiet. While
there must always be an element of
doubt in a eonvietion obtained on eir-
cumstantial evidence, there has sel-
dom been a case in which such testi-
mony pointed so strongly and irre-
fragably in one direetion as in that
under review.

It would also seem that the pie-
turesque theory cherished by his bio-
graphers, and by not a few historians,
that McGee was the vietim of a Fen-
ian conspiracy or plot must, for the
sake of historical accuracy, be aban-
doned. As has been pointed out, the
efforts of the Crown to trace his death
to that source entirely failed, and it
is significant that neither in the prose-
cuting counsel’s address to the jury,
nor in the judge’s charge, was the
word ‘‘Fenian’’ ever mentioned. The
motive of the murderer was, no doubt,
political revenge, but it would appear
to have been stimulated, if not inspir-
ed, by drink as much as by faetional
influences and by an insensate erav-
ing for notoriety.




SIR HAMAR GREENWOOD, BAR'T
BY W. A. CRAICK

HERE is a story told which so

I adequately explains the reason

for Sir Hamar Greenwood’s
spectacular advancement that it might
well serve as the foundation on which
to erect a short sketech of his career
and personality. In the early nine-
ties when the future baronet was in
the midst of his course at the Uni-
versity of Toronto, the local militia
company of his home town, Whitby,
was re-organized and he obtained a
.commission in it as lieutenant. Evi-
dently there had been a good deal of
dead wood in the ranks, for the cap-
tain cut down the company strength
to such an extent that just before the
summer camp was held, it became
necessary to send to Toronto for re-
.eruits. A brother captain happened
to be in a similar plight, so that all
told about thirty men had to be pro-
.eured in the ecity.

On the day that the camp was sche-
duled to ecommence at Whithy, the
new lieutenant was despatehed to To-
ronto with thirty dollars in his poe-
ket to bring the recruits to the town.
To do this with proper dignity, he
donned the uniform which had been
passed on to him by a former officer,
but found to his disgust that both its
appearance and its fit were by no
‘means as desirable as they might be.
Always a great stickler in the matter
of dress, it was distressing to him to
have to wear anything that was not
just right. Accordingly, on arrival
in the city, he betook himself to a
military tailor and expended the
thirty dollars in improving his sar-

293

torial appearance. Then he hurried
to the rendezvous where the thirty
men were waiting, and having pro-
duced a piece of chalk, marked on
the lapels of the coats of the first fif-
teen the figure one, and on those of
the second fifteen the figure two;
which done, he lined them up and
marched them down Yonge Street to
the Union Station.

The brilliantly uniformed lieuten-
ant, with scarcely a cent left in his
pocket, and the thirty recruits, equal-
ly penniless, boarded the train for
Whitby. They had no tickets; they
had absolutely no right to travel a
foot on the road. But the masterful
yvoung officer, with the utmost uncon-
cern, fairly coerced the conductor in-
to carrying the party to its destina-
tion.

““It’s all right, eonductor,”’ said
he; ““I’'m an officer of the militia. I
have orders to take these men to the
camp at Whitby. The transportation
will be paid. You needn’t worry.”’
These were some of the cool remarks
he addressed to the official; and the
official, quite overcome by the lordly
airs of the lieutenant, allowed him to
have his way.

Blessed with supreme confidence in
himself; at his ease in any cireum-
stances in which he may be placed :
never at a loss for the right word or
the correct action, Hamar Greenwood
has gone on his way mastering every
difficulty that has risen before him.
Even as a lieutenant of militia in a
small Ontario town he possessed, as
has been shown, a sense of his im-
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portance and a determination to
sweep things along as he deemed they
should be swept along, and this con-
fidence was bound eventually to carry
him to the top.

The general eircumstances of Sir
Hamar Greenwood’s career are by
now fairly well known. Partly no
doubt by design, partly through an
unconscious display of natural pecul-
jarities, attention has been constantly
drawn towards him. Theatrically in-
clined, both in dress and bearing;
gifted with undoubted histrionic pow-
ers, and withal possessed of a distin-
guished presence, he is one about
whose personality the limelight has
long been playing brilliantly and ef-
fectively.

The new baronet was born in Whit-
by on February 7th, 1870. His father,
a Welshman, who when he came to
(Canada was said to have been unable
either to read or write a word of
English, was a lawyer by profession.
According to local tradition, he was
a man possessed of many of the char-
acteristies that have since distinguish-
ed his son. His name was John Hamer
Greenwood, and all his children were
baptized Hamer, the future baronet
being- called Thomas Hamer Green-
wood. In his youth referred to famil-
iarly as ““Tom,’” he later dropped the
commonplace cognomen and, chang-
ing the Hamer to Hamar, became
known henceforth as Hamar Green-
wood pure and simple. The change
was entirely to be expected in one of
his peculiar temperament.

The young Whitbyite attended the
local schools and advanced to the
point where he was successful in
securing his third-class certificate.
He had the teaching profession in
view, for in the following autumn he
registered as a student at the Whitby
Model School. Hardly had he hegun
his attendance at the model classes,
however, than he got wind of a vae-
aney in the school in the village of
Manchester. In teaching cireles this
particular school was regarded as one
of the plums of the county, and
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Hamar, though *he had not the re-
quisite qualifications, resolved to have
the position. With that tenacity and
determination which have always
characterized him, he wheedled one
of the collegiate masters into support-
ing him, wormed a permit from the
county inspector, and got the appoint-
ment. At the end of the model term
he returned to Whitby and passed the
examination with flying colours,

There are not wanting anecdotes.
of his school-teaching days. One—
and it is most characteristic—relates
to a funeral. An old pauper had died
and was about to be buried in uncere-
monious fashion. Hearing of the pro-
posed indignity to the dead, the young
dominie decided that he would not
suffer the corpse to be interred with-
out some semblance of Christian bur-
ial. He accordingly took his prayer-
book and followed the hearse to the
cemetery, where he read the service
for the dead in impressive style. This
done, he took the opportunity to pro-
nounce a funeral oration over the
grave, which was so affecting as to
cause many of those present to shed
tears.

Even as a village school teacher,
Hamar Greenwood was able to gratify
his theatrical ambitions. In eol-
laboration with the teacher of the
school at Utica, a neighbouring ham-
let, he wrote a melodrama, which was
in due course staged in a hall in Man-
chester. He himself played the rile
of villain, and he did it well. Indeed,
he had been accustomed to perform
before audiences, domestic and pub-
lie, ever since he was an infant. The
village performance is still green in
the memory of old residents, who.will
now have an added interest in reecall-
ing its details. :

In the fall of 1892, several weeks
after the term had opened, Hamar
Greenwood made his initial appear-
ance in the corridors of 'Varsity.
Those who were students at the time
recall the curiosity that his advent ex-
cited. He was tall, good-looking, and
fashionably dressed. As he strode
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SIR HAMAR GREENWOOD,

through the halls, his lordly manner
compelled attention. Thanks to his
industry while a school teacher, he
was able to enter the University in
the sophomore year, escaping the en-
foreed misery of freshman existence.
His course was political economy, and
in his studies he contrived to main-
tain himself throughout in the first
class. He had the brains and the de-
sire to excel and, despite his airs and
graces, was an earnest student.

The class to which he belonged was
the famous class of 1895, about which
heaved and surged all the storm of
the memorable revolution of that year.
Greenwood was one of the leaders in
the insurrection, joining with Tucker
and Chisholm in his defiance of the
authorities and demanding both on
the platform and in the press a more
competent administration of uni-
versity affairs.

His vacations were spent in such
employment as would enable him to
replenish his finances, for he prac-
tically put himself through college.
He once spent some months handling
freight among the ’longshoremen at

BAR'T

Buffalo, not so much to earn money
as to acquaint himself with labour
conditions. He sought and found em-
ployment on another occasion as a
clerk in the Department of Agricul-
ture. But probably his most inter-
esting adventure was during the sum-
mer following his third year, when
he joined a theatrical troupe com-
posed of ambitious amateurs and
went barnstorming through Ontario.
The adventure ended disastrously.
The company failed to draw sufficient
patronage to meet expenses, and at
Kineardine it was disbanded.

The would-be actor had meanwhile
retained his eonnection with the mi-
litia. A fondness for uniforms and
dress parades had been early instilled
into him, for as a mere lad he had
been prominent among the collegiate
cadets of Whitbhy, and before leaving
the school had become cadet captain.
As an officer of the 34th Regiment he
was remarkable for his punctilious-
ness and zeal. In this conneection an-
other illuminating story is told. One
Sunday at the Niagara camp he was
the officer in charge of the picket for
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the day. 1t was one of the camp
regulations more honoured in the
breach than in the observance that
none of the troops should ecross the
river to the American side while in
uniform, The rule was constantly
broken and its infringement was con-
nived at by the officers of the camp.
In short, it was a dead letter. Lieu-
tenant Greenwood; however, had dif-
ferent views on the subject. Posting
his men along the bank of the river,
he gave them strict orders to arrest
any soldiers seen coming back from
the American side, As a result, dur-
ing the day some fifty men were
caught and put in the guardhouse.
The situation was eventually rather
embarrassing for the camp authori-
ties, but the difficulty was smoothed
over,

Various motives are said to have
induced Hamar Greenwood to ecross
the Atlantic in the summer of 1895.
At the time, he undoubtedly had a
hankering after the theatrical life,
and it may be quite true, as some
would have it, that he started for
England in order to offer his services
to Wilson Barrett, the eminent actor.
In this he would have had a fair pre-
cedent in the course of another To-
rontonian, Franklin MeLay. As it
was he had little enough money about
him to make so big an adventure, but
faith in himself and his destiny gave
him confidence. He erossed to Liver-
pool in a cattle ship and landed there
with five dollars in his pocket.

The twenty years which have pass-
ed sinee the young Canadian first
stepped on English soil have been full
of a bewildering round of activities.
He engaged in many pursuits, but al-
ways in such a way as to attract no-
tice. He assumed the attitude and
hearing of one who is already con-
vineed of his success. He was not a
small man pulling wires and resorting
to all sorts of artifices to gain his end.
He took what came to him as his right
and compelled others to regard him
as a person who meant to be as power-
ful as he felt. Though he may never
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have said it in so many words, Sir
Hamar Greenwood is quite confident
in his own mind that he is destined
some day to sit on the woolsack. With
such a convietion dominating him, it
is small wonder that he has progress-
ed, politically and socially.

The neweomer was fortunately able
to make a somewhat spectacular open-
ing for himself in the Old Country.
After landing at Liverpool he went
to Knighton, in Radnorshire, Wales,
to visit relations. Here he found an
election campaign in progress. Though
only familiar with British polities
through what he had read in the news.
papers, he was sufficiently well posted
in his own opinion to venture on the
platform in support of the Liberal
candidate. His oratorical powers,
trained during his course at the Uni-
versity of Toronto and embellished
by his stage experiences, were con-
siderable, and he was able to speak
with good effect. Tidings of his abil-
ity reached Liberal headquarters at
London and from that time he was a
marked man.

In the interval between the Radnor
election and his own nomination for
York, the young Canadian enjoyed a
variety of experiences. He worked for
a time in a broker’s office in London.
He spent some years as a lecturer and
organizer for the National Temper-
ance League. He wrote speeches for
second-rate politicians. He delivered
lectures on Canada. He engaged in
newspaper work. He studied law, be-
came a barrister and began the prae-
tice of the legal profession. He join-
ed the staff of platform workers of
the Liberal party and spoke at bye-
elections. Always assured, always im-
maculate, he left an impression of his
increasing importance wherever he
went,

The inevitable happened in 1906.
One of the audiences which he was
addressing on behalf of another ecan-
didate came to the conclusion that so
eloquent a man should be himself a
member. He was pressed to accept a
nomination and, the way being clear-
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ed for him, he was put up as one of
the two Liberal eandidates for York.
At the subsequent election he was re-
turned at the head of the poll, and
thus the first appreciable step on the
road from the small Ontario town to
the Imperial woolsack was taken.
The rest of his career is of too re-
ecent oeeurrence to require amplifica-
tion. He became Parliamentary Sec-
retary to the Right Honourable Win-
ston Churchill and was marked for
early promotion, but, unfortunately,
in the election of 1910, he was defeat-
ed by a narrow margin. Within a
few months, however, he was able to
econtest the constituency of Sunder-
Jand, which he redeemed for the Lib-
erals, and which he continues to re-
present at the present time. The fol-
Jowing year he married Miss Margery
Spencer, a young lady whom he had
met under romantic circumstances in
Jamaica, and since the outbreak of
the war he has been serving with the
reeruiting and ammunition depart-
ment of the War Office. He has evi-

dently done such effective work that
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a baronetcy has been deemed a fitting
reward for his services. In November
he was gazetted lieutenant-colonel of
a battalion in the new Welsh army,
and may yet see active service at the
front.

However much one may disparage
him or express dislike of his theatrical
manner and masterful ways, it must
be admitted that the new baronet de-
serves a good deal of respect. It is
no light thing to have risen from
humble beginnings to an eminence
such as he now oceupies, and that
without having to resort to question-
able methods. Where wealth has been
the customary instrument of advance-
ment, Sir Hamar has succeded in win-
ning out by sheer force of will, cou-
pled with useful oratorical and mental
powers, He has been consistent in
his political career and a hard worker
professionally. He has lived a clean
and honourable life, and if he has
some rather conspicuous peculiarities,
these may very well be overlooked in
summing up his outstanding achieve-
ments.




TEMPERAMENT
BY J. E. MIDDLETON

acquired—not recently—by a lad

at a Western Ontario high-school.
He did not learn the language of
Cicero because he enjoyed it, but be-
cause he had to ‘‘take’’ it. It was
scholastie cod-liver oil, assimilated as
a duty rather than as a pleasure, and
administered before meals by a gen-
teel personage who knew Harkness’s
Latin Grammar backwards. He could
detect a misplaced word or a false
case as easily as a hawk detects a
«chicken. Under his leadership the lad
plowed through Caesar’s Bellum Bri-
tannicum—striking a few stones—
and took a furtive peep at Virgil's
Aneid.

Every grammatical snag in the
depths of either author was hauled to
the surface for inspeection, classifica-
tion, and labelling. The boy learned
to spot an Ablative Absolute with un-
failing surety. He even aequired
some modest proficiency in translat-
ing commonplace English into Caesar-
ian sentences. The teacher sometimes
vawned politely (behind his hand)
when elucidating the text, or when
reminding the boy that the names of
countries, towns, islands, and trees
were feminine. Naturally enough,
the learner resolved in private that
Latin was a bore, and wondered why
he had to acquire any information
concerning its abhorrent struecture
and its objectionable conjugations.

The teacher left. He was succeed-
«d by an elderly man with grizzled
side-whiskers and fervent emotions.
The first Latin lesson he gave was a
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SO.\[E smatterings of Latin were

treat. It happened to be an Ode from
Horace. He talked about the poet,
his grace of expression, his manner
of life, the range of his work. He
drew a swift picture of the society of
the period, of Maecenas, of the pride
and luxury of Old Rome. He men-
tioned the rhythmic efficiency of
Horatian verse. Then he read the
Ode in its stately original, used the
inflections of a trained actor, and,
plainly, was so moved by its simple
eloquence and its pure beauty that his
eyes began to glisten. He was impell-
ed to pull out an heroie handkerchief
—and blow stentorophonically. From
that moment the schoolboy got a new
vision of Latin. All he had learned
took a new significance. He danced
through two Books of Horace with
enthusiasm. The teachér had showed
personality, and it had an eleetrifying
effect on his pupils.

It may be said that this Person-
ality, which has a dozen different
names, being called Feeling in paint-
ing, Temperament in musie, Persuas-
iveness in oratory, Fire in battle,
Magnetism in acting, is the founda-
tion of human efficiency. Count over
in your mind the things that you re-
member most vividly. Generally yon
will find that these things have a
close relation to some shining Tem-
peramental displays, when the mir-
acle of man was made apparent to
you as if by lightning flashes.

Two instances are before us. Ben
Davies, the English concert tenor, was
singing ‘“‘I'll Sing Thee Songs of
Araby.” He is not a passion-juggler.
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But on this occasion he must have
felt the radiant loveliness of the song,
for when he finished waves of appre-
ciation were sweeping up our spine.
Again, ‘‘Shoney,”’ a tin-smith with
auburn locks and a clear blue eye,
was making tin pails. The deftness
he showed in cutting the metal, round-
ing it, wiring it, and putting it to-
gether occasioned remark. He ex-
plained the process, showed the latent
art in every snip of the blunt-nosed
sghears, and displayed such happy en-
thusiasm over the privilege of work-
ing in tin that the memory of that
August afternoon twenty years ago
will never fade. Hundreds of times
we have heard ‘‘I’ll Sing Thee Songs
of Araby.”” Scores of times we have
seen tin-smiths at work, but Ben
Davies and ‘‘Shoney’’ had soul, and
they are remembered.

Temperament may be shown in
mechanics as well as in art. It is
not an intellectual manifestation. The
illiterate savage showed it when he
called a lake in the Huron country
““the place where the sun dances on
the water.”” (We call the same body
of water Mud Lake.) Temperament
is emotional, a manifestation of the
naked Ego, breaking through the shell
of conventionality; a sudden radi-
ance. a mysterious revelation of the
PDivinity within. The man who re-
joices in the fitting of a machinery
joint so accurately that his sensitive
thumb roving over it cannot discover
an inequality is a temperamental ma-
chinist. The temperamental mathe-
matician turns to the intricacies of
Astronomy, and ‘‘knocks his sublime
head against the stars 7 Neither one
nor the other is proud of himself, his
deftness or his learning. He is rather
impressed with the bigness of all
‘things. the nobility of work, of life.
of activity. Temperament comes of
humility. Tt is a thrill of the soul at
a half-appreciation of the Infinite.

So far removed from mere mental
enlture and mental activity is this
strange soul-life that it is possible to
stifle it by learning, to choke it into
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ingensibility. Schools of painting,
schools of musie, schools of literature
tend to a dead-level of uniformity.
They teach technique. They are sup-
posed to encourage temperament,
when, often, all they do is to stimu-
late the unhappy practice of imita-
tion. Technique is a necessity. A
speaker cannot have the essentials of
oratory until he possesses a sub-con-
scious and perfected acquaintance
with the language he uses. Neither
in any of the arts can the soul be free
until the hands have won freedom.
It is possible for a girl to play a Bee-
thoven sonata or the great Chopin
Ballade without a false note, and still
to be a million miles away from the
message of the musie.

Students rush to hear Paderewski
play a familiar Etude. Afterwards
they seek to play it like him. How
did he learn? Not from his teacher,
not from other pianists. He is great-
er than they are. He had the sensitive-
ness to see the composer’s thought in
the musie, and the emotional respon-
siveness to interpret that thought—
in terms of Paderewski. To account
for any notable musician one must
not look at his teacher alone, but also
at his genealogy. His clairvoyance
in art may be a heritage from some
artistic superman or superwoman in
the dim past, and the spark must have
been fanned by suitable environment
in the first five years of life. The
conservatories turn out thousands of
graduates, but only an oceasional art-
ist. ‘That is not the fault of the teach-
ing wholly. Many of the pupils were
not careful in the choice of their great
grand-parents.

Strangely enough, though school-
knowledge may stifle temperament.
the true artist is mentally above par.
He or she has used knowledge and
culture as it should be used, for the
quickening of personality. Almost in-
variably the great musician loves
painting and poetry. He aequires
languages easily. He knows some
philosophy. The musician who never
heard of Giotti or Correggio will find
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no message in Palestrina. He who is
not familiar with Luther will be blind
to Bach., The labours of Hegel and
of Brahms are co-related. A true
artist has a selective mind, one which
can and will echoose from all the range
of human knowledge what is best
adapted for its own development.
And always the development is to-
wards the thinning of the erust which
covers the soul.

Temperament may be ecultivated,
but only by subjective treatment. A
complete, well-rounded artist is a
self-made man, no matter how many
university degrees may trail after his
name, There are times when a Mus.
Bae. degree may be a badge of servi-
tude. The genius for self-expression
comes not by courses and lectures and
degrees, but in spite of them. Tem-
perament is honest. It must not be
confounded with mere emotionalism
—usually a counterfeited passion
whieh shows in music by theatrical
pauses, unexpected and languishing
diminuendi, and affectation in phras-
ing. In Literature we do not put
Laura Jane Libbey on a parity with
Elizabeth  Barrett Browning, or
“Bertha M. Clay’’ with Christine
Rossetti. Laura Jane may have fine
moments, but a cob of corn with only

.
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o dozen kernels is always a poor cob.

The artist is big in his thought. He
has something to express. He has a
self beating against the bars, eager
to be free. And he is not ashamed.
It is the honesty of temperament
which makes progress. Men are not
content to abide by mere rules.
Wordsworth thought the rules of
poetry in his time were fetters. He
cast them aside. Beethoven began his
First Symphony with a chord which
every theorist declared was impossible
in such a position. Corot dispensed
with the indispensable ‘‘figures’’ in
his landscapes. Honesty of purpose,
courage and determination shine in
the works of these men.

There are thousands of lawyers, but
only a few great pleaders; thousands
of surgeons, but few with genius;
thousands of musie-students, but few
great musicians. Knowledge, apti-
tude, enthusiasm, energy, and toil are
all good, but back of them must be
the personality which gives life, the
heavenly grace of temperament. How
can it be stimulated? By teaching
that all technique is subordinate to-
the passion of life, the greatness of
self-expression, and the glory of hav-
ing something worth while to ex-
press.

QUERY

By ARTHUR L. PHELPS

‘WIND that comes out of the West,
And passes on to the East,
A kettle that sings at home,
A wayward man, and a priest.

Three young girls with their wishes three,
Under the face of the moon,

Two old men with their blind eyes,
A scientist, and a loon,

A cripple erouching in a door

‘With a eracked song on his breath,
White clouds in a blue, blue sky,

A red new birth, and a death.

‘Who shall understand these?
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'STAMBOUL FROM THE SEA OF MARMORA

Showing the Ahmedich Mosque (left)—the only Mosque with six minarets in the world, except one in

Mecca whic
Constantine.

has seven—and the celebrated St. Sophia (right), which was a Christian Basilica, founded by

'STAMBOUL OF THE SULTANS
BY ALBERT R. CARMAN

possessions that I saw ‘‘Istamboul ”’

while it was still securely Turkish.
The difference between a Moslem city,
overshadowed by a Christian. Power
—as, say, Cairo or Algiers—and one
wholly under the rule of the Faithful,
where the Christian and the Hebrew
are but inferior immigrants, is very
marked. You see this in passing from
(Cairo to Damascus. In Cairo, the
Moslem native may be resentful and
assertive—he is subtle and clever be-
yond even the appreciation of the
Western mind—but he lacks that air
of calm confidence, of good-humoured
toleration of the unhappy ones ‘‘be-
yond the pale,”” of serene satisfac-
tion with his own lot in life, which
characterizes the true Damascene.

When I was in Constantinople four
years ago, I had come from a Tripoli
still imperturbably Turkish and Mos-
Jlem, with a Turkish gun-boat of the
vintage of the ‘American Civil War
slumbering under its crescent flag in
the harbour. There was then no

2403

lT is one of my cherished mental

thought in its picturesque streets of
an Italian oceupation. As for ’Stam-
boul, the Bulgarians had not yet thun-
dered against the lines of Tchataldja,
and there was no notion in the shad-
ed alleys of the Great Bazaar or
the fluttering dusk of the ‘‘Pigeon
Masque’” or the stately silences of
St. Sophia that the rule of the Turk
on the Bosphorus might not last for-
ever. There was no echo of the swift-
ly approaching foot-falls of Fate.
’Stamboul was wholly Moslem. You
probably know that the Western or
non-Moslem sections of the population
of Constantinople, live and do busi-
ness in quite a different city This
European city is across the Golden
Horn from ’Stamboul, and is called
Galata below the ridge which shoul-
ders through the middle of it, and
Pera on top of the ridge. There are
plenty of Turks in both (Galata and
Pera; but here are found the Euro-
pean hotels and banks and embassies
and post-offices and shops. You land
at the wharf in Galata, and after pass-

14_——
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THE PALACE OF BEYLERBEY

This palace is now used as a Seraglio, the greater part of the front being reserved for the Harem, Itis

on the Asiatic shore of the Bosphorus, is built of white marble, is the most Oriental of the Palaces, and was
occupied by the Empress Eugenie during her visit to the Sultan in 1869.

ing the customs—I let Cook’s man at-
tend to that—you are driven up a
winding hill-street to the hotel plat-
eau in Pera. There is a funicular
railway eclimbing the hill through a
tunnel; but you learn to use that
afterward.

The hotel proprietor—I think he
was a Greek—showed us to our room,
and proudly threw open the blinds.
He had good reason to be proud. For
we stood at the open window, and
looked over into ’Stamboul. We seem-
ed to be on the edge of the platean of
Pera. Below us, the houses—mostly
Turkish—fell away down the cliff to
the Golden Horn, alive with eraft
and rippling in the sun. Here you
looked into a court-yard—there on a
vine-clad stone wall enclosing a gar-
den. But when you raised your eyes,
the age-darkened domes and graceful
minarets of the many mosques of
'Stamboul filled in the picture. We
saw much of ’Stamboul from this
point of view—alive with sunlight.
distant and misty through fog and
rain, sprinkled at night with the few
winking lights of a city of mystery.

But the true way to get the ‘‘feel’’
of ’Stamboul is to go there on foot
across the Galata bridge. Much has
been written of this bridge—especial-
ly of the old one which had been re-
placed, when 1 was there, with a
much broader, firmer modern strue-
ture. They say that you see more
varieties of mankind on that bridge
than in any similar space in the
world. You ought to; for it is the
bridge which connects Europe with
Asia (though ’Stamboul is geograph-
ically in Europe)—which leads from
Lloyd’s Register and the British Con-
sular Office straight into the Arab-
ian Nights. Just at the ’Stamboul
end of the bridge rises the Sultan
Valideh Mosque. The guides never
thought it important enough to take
us there; but it made more impression
on me than any other mosque in
’Stamboul. It rose a massive, almost
black, heavily-domed, secret shrine of
a mystic religion, impending over
this bustling bridge with its modern
traffiec like an impregnable fortress of
Islam, guarding the entrance to what
was then regarded as the capital of
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PALACE OF DOLMA-BAGTCHE

In white marble.

The most imposing of the Sultan’s Palaces.

It is used for official levees, and is

situated on the European side of the Bosphorus

the Mohammedan world. I always
said, when we were crossing the
bridge: ‘‘Now we will go into this
mosque’’; for, so far as I knew, there
was no objection. But when we got
there, it seemed to retire behind its
forbidding outer walls, and there was
no inviting entrance, and we were al-
ways in a hurry to go somewhere else
—s80 we never got inside. It was one
of the million sensations which you
regret having missed when you return
from abroad. If I could only walk
down to-day and find that mosque at
the bottom of Bleury Street, how
eagerly I would go in—and what an
interesting experience it would be!
But, in Europe, there is so much of
it—such an unending feast of count-
less ‘‘eourses’’—that your appetite
flags, and it requires something very
piquant, indeed, to seem imperative.

And ’Stamboul is full of the
piquant. Not far from this bridge-
head was a little native sweet-shop,
into which you dropped below the
level of - the pavement. Here the
knowing went to purchase ‘‘Turkish
Delight,”” fresh from the oven. You

could see it mixed and made and
cooked and cut into pieces and par-
celled up for you. It is too much
like gum for my taste; but connois-
seurs in candy rave over it. Farther
along was a corner fountain, of which
I have a picture. These are very
picturesque and characteristic fea-
tures of a Turkish street. Some bene-
volent Moslem donates them to the
people; and through them run for-
ever streams of fresh water which the
passers-by may drink from metal
cups. And water is a great boon in
a land where it is sold from goat-skins
by professional water-carriers to
thirsty souls.

We might be on our way to St.
Sophia. T shall not tarry here; be-
cause St. Sophia is probably the thing
in Constantinople you know most
about. It is the Chureh of Justinian,
built on the site of #he first Church
of Constantine, turned into a Mo-
hammedan mosque by Mohammed I1.,
the econqueror of Constantinople. It
has long been the dream of every
Christian monarch of the East to re-
cover the city and re-convert this
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TYPICAL CORNER FOUNTAIN IN 'STAMBOUL

Water is the great blessing of the Moslem.,

The Mohammedan ** Carnegie"” establishes fountains,

free to all comers

mosque into a church. For a time, it
looked as if Czar Ferdinand of Bul-
garia might have that honour. Now
—though written long before publi-
cation—I am betting confidently on
Czar Nicholas of Russia. There has al-
ways been, under Moslem rule, one
striking evidence that St. Sophia was
originally Christian. As you enter
what we would call the nave, you no-
tice that the carpets and matting,
which always cover the floors of a
mosque, are not directed right down
the middle of the building as is usual.
They have a twist to the right. That
twist is eaused by the fact that Mecca
is a little to the right of the exact
centre of the old Christian choir; and,
as the Moslem must face Mecea when
he prays, he cannot face the site of
the old altar—he must turn slightly
to the right. So the carpets are put
down facing Meecea, and not the cen-
tre of the choir. It gives the sacred
edifice a ‘‘skew-gee’’ appearance, and

advertises the fact that it was not
built by Moslems.

There are a number of other con-
verted Christian churches in Con-
stantinople—I have a record of six—
but the Ahmedieh Mosque and the
Mosque of Suleiman the Magnificent,
and the ‘‘Pigeon Mosque’’ are of
Turkish construction—and very beau-
tiful they are. They are Byzantine
architecture at its best. The effect of
the minaret—when it is tastily han-
dled—is most pleasing, especially
when seen against a dark and soaring
dome. The mosques miss the possible
gorgeousness of a Christian interior
—altars and aisles and choir-sereens
and side-chapels and all that sort of
thing. But their pulpits are some-
times lavishly decorated and their
marble mthrabs (altars) are beauti-
fully done, and their rugs are fre-
quently the loveliest work of Eastern
looms. They are great houses of pray-
er — practiecally nothing else — and
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faithful Moslems are always praying
in them; and the faithful Moslem
prostrates himself before a real Deity
—he is not content with a polite bow-
ing acquaintance, indicated by lean-
ing gracefully forward on a gloved
hand resting on the back of the pew
in front.

You probably remember your
“Prince of India’’ and the great ecis-
terns under the city. They are there
yet; and you may go down and see
them. We ventured into one which
was reached by going into a private
Turkish court-yard. The woman of
the house showed us down what look-
ed like long cellar stairs under her
home, but they disappeared in a dark
mass of water which stretched away
into the shadows among the forest of
pillars which support the roof—pil-
lars put there by Constantine. They

’
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say that the houses over it still draw
water out of it—but I did not ask for
a drink. Then there are the bazaars
—better by far than the bazaars of
Cairo, but not so imposing as the
lofty bazaars of Damascus. The Ori-
ental bazaar is the original version
of the departmental store. They sell
everything in it which an Oriental
wants to buy. But it is much better
than the departmental store in one
feature—it offers you plenty of com-
petition. In the shoe department, for
instance, there will be gathered all
the shoe-makers and merchants of the
city ; and, if one is too dear, you step
on to the next. You literally ‘‘step’’
on; for each merchant sits in a little
aleove about as big as a bay-window,
and it is only a step from one to the
other. How you chaffer and ‘‘bluff’’
and bargain and drink coffee over

TOMB OF SULTAN MAHMUD II

That of his son, Sultan Abd-ul-Aziz, is on the right. Two copies of the Koran repose in front,
h The large chandelier was gift of British Government to Sultan Aziz.

shawls cover the tombs.

Costly inscribed
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every purchase, you have read in
dozens of books of travel.

But we must hurry away from
Stamboul if I am to get you to the
Bosphorus before ‘‘ye editor’ rings
off our chat. Still first let us step
into this tomb—so typical a sight in
'Stamboul, It is the tomb of which
we have a picture—the tomb of Sul-
tan Mahmoud II. The building is a
low, richly-decorated, and domed
structure, standing amidst a grove in
the corner of a cemetery abutting on
the street. It is a most sacred place—
like all Moslem tombs—and you see
a priest reading the Koran in the
right foreground. Mahmoud II. lies
to the left, under heavily embroider-
ed shawls, the seript in view being
texts from the Koran. The railing
and candelabra are silver; and the
chandelier, apparently just over the
tomb, was a gift of the British Gov-
ernment to Sultan Aziz, who lies to
the right. Aziz was the Sultan whom
the Empress Eugenie visited when she
stayed in the Palace of Beylerbey—
that marble wonder of which I am
sending on a picture. You will note
the two fezes on the front of the
tombs.
of the Sultan who lies beneath. Mah-
moud was the first Sultan to substi-
tute the fez for the turban; and Aziz
preferred a shallower and less gaudy
stvle of fez. It may interest you to
know that Mahmoud destroyed the
great force of the Janissaries by the
simple process of killing them all off
in one day, appropriately called
““Black Hell’”’—much as Mohammed
Ali massacred the Mamelukes in
Cairo.

But to the Bosphorus. You eatch
a little steamer at one of the piers of
the Galata bridge. T discovered a
Turkish peculiarity while buying my
tickets for this steamer. They were
cheap; and I had to give the clerk
a coin which called for considerable
change. He took out of it pay for
the tickets, and then additional pay
for ‘““making change.”” We had pick-
ed up a bright little boy to act as

They are each the invention’
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guide on this occasion; and he ex-
plained it to me—else I would have
only thought that I had been ‘‘short-
changed.”” The sail up the Bosphorus
is an experience. When you get away
from the wharves of Galata, the
beauty of the shores of this vitally
important highway of trade constant-
ly delights you. I have pictures of
the two chief palaces which mark the
opposite banks; and you can easily
imagine how lovely they are, shin-
ing in all their marble splendour
against the green of the hills behind
them and over the blue of the Bos-
phorus. We landed just about op-
posite Beylerbey to visit the Yildiz
Kiosk which had recently been open-
ed to the public by the abdication of
Abdul Hamid who had, while still
Sultan, imprisoned himself there.

It seemed curious to be walking
through the rooms and gardens of the
Yildiz where but a few months before
it would have been entirely impos-
sible for any foreigner and most
Turks to penetrate. It was danger-
ous, during the reign of Abdul Hamid,
for a stranger to be found even in the
streets near the Yildiz. Abdul Hamid
went in constant fear of assassina-
tion; and that was why he kept rigid-
ly within. the guarded ‘‘prison’’ of
this kiosk and its grounds. Below him
on the Bosphorus stood two magnifi-
cent marble palaces, in which he dared
not dwell. The Yildiz is a fairly large
country-house in a garden, luxurious-
ly furnished in the Eastern style. At-
tached to it is a diminutive theatre—
stage, boxes, orchestra, pit, and gal-
leries complete. The Sultan could en-
ter his private box in what we wonld
call the gallery by a secret passage
from his own rooms, and he could sit
there unobserved and watch the per-
formances on the little stage. There
were other hidden passages for the
ladies of the harem, and ways of ae-
cess for the court. It must have been
a cheerful Arabian Nights entertain-
ment,

Behind the kiosk was a toy zoo—
the guide said for the entertainment
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THE CLOCK-TOWER OF THE PALACE OF DOLMA-BAGTCHE

of the ladies of the harem. There
were cages of animals in plenty, and
a museum of stuffed fauna of all
sorts. The Sultan himself loved this
part of his show. Through the gar-
den ran a very small artificial pond,
in whiech aquatic birds lived, and on
which were several of those swan-
headed boats propelled by the feet
so popular for children in the public

dens of our cities. Doubtless the

wn-up children of the royal harem
had many a fine sail here—and with
the wonderful waters of the Bos-
phorus rippling in the sunshine hope-
Jessly out of their reach just below the

rden. About a half-mile from the
kiosk. though still in the grounds of
the Yildiz, was a marble bathing-
house which suggested the courts of
Alhambra in Granada. There was
first a circular pavilion with several
apartments and retiring rooms up-
stairs: and this gave upon a flight of

broad steps leading down to a care-
fully-covered and enclosed ecireular
marble ‘‘swimming-pool.”” Or, rather,
I should call it a splashing-pool. Here
—the guide said—I am not respons-
ible for the statement—the Sultan
brought his harem and watched them
play in the water through the hot
days of summer,

And then we hurried back from
Selamlik, 1 remember, to swallow a
quick lunch and go to the Dancing
Dervishes. The Philistine infidel has
enough, in Pera, having a quaint and
quiet little monastery just off the
main business street. We got fine
gallery seats and looked down for an
hour or two on one of the strangest
spectacles which an earnest religion
can offer. T never know how to write
about such a subject as the Dancing
Dervishes. The Philistine infidel has
so often taken a humorous view of
these anything but humorous out-
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growths of religious fervour that I
know 1 should disappoint you if I
talked of them seriously, as they ap-
pealed to me. I never felt less like
laughing. Of course, these fanatical-
ly devoted ‘‘brothers’’ in this strange
order do not dance—they rotate; and
they rotate in a dizzy circle about the
room for an ineredibly long time to
a wierd monotonous chant which
set my head swimming of itself.

But I have been garrulous beyond
the patience of the most patient edi-
tor—if one may apply a superlative
to a non-existent virtue, so far as edi-
tors are concerned. And I will not
get a penny more for it, either. Still
as 1 generally must pay people to
listen to me, when I indulge in a
travel-monologue, I suppose I ought
not to grumble. Constantinople is a
memory which seems never to be ex-
hausted. And if the Turks go as the
result of this war, it is a memory
which those who have not already seen
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the city can never secure. Oh! I know
that the Mohammedan religion will
remain—there will be no interfer-
ence with that—the minarets will still
rise in slender grace over the domes
of ’Stamboul. There are no lovelier
minarets than those of Cairo. But
the soul will be gone—as the Moslem
soul has gone from Cairo and from
Algiers. It was still to be heard
breathing in the twisting lanes of
Tangier when I was there—it hovered
over Tunis, especially at night. It
met you at the wharf of Tripoli, and
it dominated everything at Damas-
cus. ’Stamboul slept under its mystie
charm — its other-worldliness — its
scorn of time—its indifference to the
baubles we Westerners strive for. It
is the spirit of the East. And when-
ever I am tired, or experience a sen-
gation of somnolent calm my friends
deseribe differently, I wonder—. 1
listen to the clanging street-car
gongs; and T wonder—.

TRADITIONAL SARCOPHAGUS OF ALEXANDER THE GREAT

It is in the Museum at 'Stamboul, is certainly a Greek antiquity, and possibly the tomb of one ot
Alexander’s Persian Satraps
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THE DEATH-SICKNESS OF
KRONAH

BY R. .

g HE old Kronah is now sick
I two days.”’
“Have I not said 1 would

draw Kronah’s toboggan as well as
my own until her sickness passes?
My mother will not be sick long.””
“The old good-for-nothing will
never be better again—she has the
death-sickness. Have I not let her lie
in my tepee for these years now, and
fed her? Was she ever hungry that
we were not hungry? She cannot
make the trail to Nemiskau; therefore
we leave her. Has it not been the
custom of our people to leave the old
men to die when they could no longer
hunt, and the squaws when they could
no longer raise children, or work? For
many moons the old mother has done
little work; her eyes are blind like
the bush-cat’s in daytime. She is no
Jonger fit to sew moccasins or net
gnowshoes. The old Kronah has the
death-sickness! I have spoken!”
Thus Wapestan, the Cree, passed
sentence on his wife’s mother across
a lonely camp-fire beside the frozen
Woswonabie River. Here they had
halted on their annual trip to the
trading-post, while all around stretch-
ed the wastes and ridges of the snow-
clad land. While the talk waged hot
between them, a heap of rabbit-skins
slowly came to life, the object of their
contention. Feebly and painfully a
withered arm crawled forth and push-
ed the coverings aside. Two sunken
black eyes, deeply set into a mask of
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parchment, looked forth pitifully be-
neath straggling gray locks. In spite
of her four-score winters, Kronah,
daughter of Muskwatin, the last of
the proud Nastopia chiefs, still ex-
hibited in pose and feature the blood
of the former lords of Ungava.

Her fever-weakened voice was faint
—her words were slow.

““You speak not the truth. Kronah
has not the death-sickness. In a day
or two I shall be well. Were the
snow not so deep I could even now
find the root that would drive away
the fire from my body. Still without
it I shall grow well.”’

Patiently, as was their nature, the
two squaws waited for their lord’s
answer. No entreaties could evoke a
sign of feeling, of sympathy, on that
stolid, immobile countenance. The
primitive brute heart within him had
never known pity; and, when he an-
swered, it was to repeat his heartless
determination.

So at dawn, old Kronah, daughter
of the one-time lords of the Ungava,
was left behind to die.

An epidemic had swept the Nas-
topia as a tribe out of existence. On
its heels, unresisted, the apathetie, im-
provident Swampy Crees swept east-
ward over the depopulated domain.

Kronah, last descendent of the race,
widowed at twenty, with a babe at
her breast, was brought by a return-
ing band of Crees into the yearly
gatherings at Lake Nemiskau, and in
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their tepees she found a home. The sleep. As she had predicted, when

missionary raised his little chapel
alongside of the trading-post, but
Kronah, steeped in the supersti-
tions and rites of the paganish Nas-
topia, rejected and despised the white
man’s faith. Hers had been a re-
ligion of strife and the letting of
blood, where might was right—a faith
of strong warriors and exacting saga-
mores, and she could not be reconciled
to the missionary’s story of peace.

Nada, her daughter, grown to girl-
hood, became the squaw of Wapestan,
the Cree. Upon the two women he
was a hard lord, for they were not of
his tribe and he treated them as cap-
tives. They suffered his jeers and
curses—often his blows—and through
it all obeyed their harsh lord meekly.
They dragged their belongings over
his trails and paddled and portaged
his ecanoe up and down the swift Un-
gava rivers. In camp they performed
all the drudgery.

And now sick and defenceless, her
usefulness ended, the elder woman
was left to die—just like a worn-out
sleigh dog. It was midwinter and the
snow was deep on lake and river, and
deeper in the great pine woods. Game
had been scarce and what little food
that they now had left Wapestan kept
for himself and Nada. He saw no use
in wasting any on one who was about
to die. Before leaving they built her
a rude wattle-house out of the alders
that lined the bank. Nada had la-
boured while the Indian slept, gather-
ing a supply of firewood which she
piled within reach of the tired arms.
““The old woman ecannot recover,’’
thought the Cree, but as a further
precaution he destroyed her snow-
shoes. Nada contrived to leave some
matches and a hatchet behind, and at
the last moment she found an oppor-
tunity to slip a fish-hook into the old
squaw’s feeble hand. Then she was
dragged away and the fever-stricken
Kronah was alone in the wilderness
of snow.

Wrapped in the folds of her rabbit-
skin, the old squaw fell into a deep

she woke, the fever’s violence had
passed. Weak and shaken by its at-
tack, she was able to struggle to her
knees. Food—she must have food!
so her strength would come back.
Then she would make the trail of
vengeance on him who had lied, who
had left her to die before her time,
who had wanted to be rid of her.

With the patience of her race she
went to work. Threads from her sash
furnished her with a fishing-line for
the hook she had, thanks to Nada's
thoughtfulness. Her ecareful search
for bait was fruitless, for as she lay
in the wattle-house the ermine and
the whiskey-jacks had forestalled her,
and the camping-ground was bare.

Weakened by the exertion, but still
clutching at life, the old woman
crawled back into the wattle shelter.
Bait she must have! She drew forth
her crooked knife and whetted it to
sharpness on a buckskin moceasin.
Then, with the stoicism of her race,
she hacked from her own flesh bait
for the hook. With the hatchet she
broke the thin sheeting of ice over an
air-hole on the river and soon hooked
a fish.

From juniper saplings she fashion-
ed snowshoe frames, filling them with
a mesh of willow roots. The wattle
house on the Woswonabie was soon
well stocked with fish and her leg
quickly healed. Once more Kronah
was ready for the trail, her feet in
the lashings of the rude snowshoes.

A short journey from the Woswon-
abie had brought Wapestan and Nada
to the Nemiskau post. They were
stretching their smoke-stained eari-
bou skins about the teepee poles when
the trader appeared and greeted
them.

‘““Whatchee, Whatchee, Nada!’’ he
said, and grasped the hand of each
in turn. ‘‘Where is the old mother,
Kronah?’’ he asked. ‘‘I do not see
her with you.”’

Nada threw up her head and her
eyes flashed two tiny sparks of fire.
‘What little of the blood of the old
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tribe she had inherited from her
spirited mother showed itself in the
gesture. But it gave only a flash. Ere
she could speak, Wapestan gave her
one glance, so brutal in its meaning
that with a shudder of fear she drop-
ped her head in obedience and passed
inside the wigwam.

“The old Kronah grew feeble on
the Woswonabie; last moon she took
the death-sickness, and many days
ago she died. The old Kronah is no
more.”’

The days passed by and Nada still
mourned the loss of her mother. Then
one morning Wapestan came out of
the store with an ugly-looking bear
trap slung over his shoulder.

““I go to set a trap for muskwa, the
black bear,’”’ he said, ‘“may be five,
may be six miles up the river. Help
me to open the trap, for a single man
ecannot open a bear-trap in the
woods.”’

The squaw silently obeyed and
with her assistance he forced open
the strong, sharp-toothed jaws and
locked them so that they could not
spring close upon him. Picking up
his gun and bait-bag, he slung the
huge steel trap onto his shoulder

in and strode off into the woods.
The broad hunting shoes he wore car-
ried him along over the hard, packed
snow at a fast pace till, about five
miles above the post, he came to the
banks of a little stream. This was
the spot that the hunter had in mind,
and on the near side he proceeded to
set and bait the trap.

The operation was nearly finished.
The trap was almost covered with
dry, powdery snow, when the snap-
ping of a frost-hardened twig caused
the Indian to start up in alarm. The
gight that met his gaze held him root-
ed to the spot. On the opposite bank,
close beside a towering dead spruee,
stood Kronah, the deserted one! In
her tattered ecaribou skins, travel-
worn and tortured by hunger pangs,
with the vengeful spirit of the old
tribe flashing from her eyes, she might
have been a spirit of the dead.
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From the bundle of rags that eloth-
ed her shrunken frame the squaw
slowly raised a hand. ‘‘Thou, son of
a white-hearted Cree!’’ she eried, ‘‘it
is I, Kronah, whom you left behind
to die.”’

At her speech the Indian’s fear
vanished. This was no spirit, then,
but flesh and blood, that confronted
him. The old one had recovered after
all, and taken his trail to Nemiskau.
His rage was kindled at the thought
and he sprang toward his gun. See-
ing the movement, Kronah drew her
axe and started to cross the stream.
A shot—and the squaw stumbled to
her knees, but rose again! Like a
wounded she-wolf she was upon him
ere he could reload, and the Indian
had but time to raise his gun in de-
fence when the furious axe-blow fell
upon the steel. Both weapons flew
from the fighters’ hands and strug-
gling madly the two became locked
in one another’s arms.

With one last mad effort the old
woman foreed the Cree backward,
throwing her weight upon him. Down
he went into the open trap that he
had forgotten, with a terrible ery of
agony.

By a frantic effort he hurled the
other off and attempted to rise.
But the strong-toothed jaws had clos-
ed about his loins and no single man
could release them. In a mad frenzy
of pain he thrashed about, while his
shrieks and curses rent the air. Deep-
er and deeper the cruel teeth bit in-
to the flesh and bone, and the white-
ness about the dying Indian grew
stained with splotches of red. His
struggles grew fainter, till, with a
last horrible shudder, Wapestan lay
still.

From where she had been tossed,
but a few yards away, Kronah, with
ia].broken leg, lay on her side watching

im.

“Wapestan, you will die, and I
shall die,”” she said, ‘‘but you will go
before me.”’

And lying there side by side amid
the snow hummocks, while the long
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winter night began to shroud the
great white North, they waited the
coming of death, each mocking the
other, ‘‘you will go first.”” And the
silent forces of mnature, inscrutable
and unfathomable as the wastes of

snow and ice, looked on at their petty
human hate, and the stars, silver and
scintillant, shone like a myriad my-
sterious cressets over the dying In-
dian and his vietim, witnessing God’s
justice.

THE WAR MAKER

By ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

HE lay on the gray of the earth

In the gray of the dawn;

Above him the stars faded out,

And the planets swept on;

A little wind woke from its sleep on the hill,

A sleepy bird stirred, trilled a note and was still.
He said:

“‘ Ere the sun’s first, swift lances are hurled

My soul must find wings to be gone

O’er the rim of the world!

‘What wings shall you find, O, my soul?

Have you fought to be free?

Have you killed for some terrible good

In a day yet to be?

Red dew, fallen thick as God’s dew on the mould,

Lies it there for an altar defiled

Or a hearthstone made cold?

You have fought; you have slain,

And the death that you gave has been given ;

Dead men, questioning, lie around

With their faces from heaven.

War is just; death is kind.

For a eause high and true,

Did these die, as night dies,

That new day might shine through?

In terrible silence they lie, mutely challenging one
Who would darken a world that an Eagle might build in

the Sun!

““0O God, blind the eyes death has cleared,
Blind the soul that has seen!

I have entered thy temple of war

‘With a spirit unclean.

I have fought without faith, without flame,
For a fair-sounding lie;

For pride have I slaughtered my brother.
0 God, let me die!”’



BETSY LOO AND THE ELEPHANT
BY PAUL SHEARD

Betsy Loo, ‘‘I know what 1
want.”’

This statement was in confirmation
of my opinion that Betsy Loo was no
ordinary child. I put away my paper.

““Yes, Betsy Loo,”’ I said with de-
ference. ‘‘What do you want?’’

““ An elephant,”’ said Betsy Loo.

““An elephant?”” I said. ‘‘What
sort of elephant, Betsy Loo?”’

Betsy Loo was silent for a time, as
if mentally reviewing a herd of ele-
phants, with a view to selecting a

one.

““An elephant,”” she replied at
length, ‘‘with a trunk on it.”

““Come, come,”” I said with some
impatience, ‘‘you must be more spe-
cifie; if you mean an elephant with
a trunk, why that’s no description at
all, as trunkless elephants are not
done, I believe. But when you say
‘g trunk onm i’ you put me in mind
of something to pack things in. Do
you mean an elephant wearing a
trunk on his back like a houdah?”’

Betsy Loo regarded me anxiously
for a minute, and then smiled.

¢Unele Grandad,”’ she said, ‘I
mean just an ord’nmary elephant—to
play with.” She waved a chubby
hand in a motion suggestive of all
kinds of elephants.

““Oh,”’ I said, ‘‘I see; you want an
elep t-” :

Betsy Loo nodded until her curls
bobbed.

“You don’t mean one of those
stuffed, shoe-button-eyed affairs they
gell in shops, do you, Betsy Loo?’’ I

a7

iy UNCLE GRANDAD,” said

said, adding somewhat adroitly,
‘‘that run around so attractively on
wheels.”’

‘‘No, indeed,’’ said Betsy Loo.
mean a real one, real live.”’

‘‘Real live,”’ 1 repeated.

“‘Like a horse,”’ said Betsy Loo.

‘‘Not like Maud here,”” I said, in-
dicating the flannel duck long since
cherished beyond any symmetry of
outline.

Betsy Loo’s curls shook.

‘“Why mnot?’’ said I coaxingly.
“‘Show Maud a little attention, and
twist her head around to the front.
She must find this constant Lot’s
wife’s attitude a bit trying.’’

““‘Lot’s what?’’ said Betsy Loo, per-
forming the surgical operation on
Maud with great speed.

‘““Never mind,’’ I said, ‘“‘but I dis-
like seeing dumb animals neglected,
even in effigy.”’

‘“‘Is Maud an eff—eff—19"’

‘“Yes,”” I said, ‘“Maud is, or, if you
prefer it, a symbol, a quacking tri-
bute to all ducks—the sincerest form
of flattery; and as such, due to con-
stant respeet and great care.’’

I picked up my paper and smiled
behind it at my own subtlety in
changing the subject.

My smile, however, was short-lived.

‘““When ecan I have him, Uncle
Grandad?’’ said Betsy Loo.

““Who?”’ I said ungrammatieally.

‘“The elephant,”” said Betsy Loo,
rolling her blue eyes at me.

“Well, well,”” T said, not having
anything else to say. ‘‘Now, let me
see.”’

HI
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For be it known that among all my
mundane as well as spiritual posses-
gions I valued the good opinion and
confidence of Betsy Loo above all
other things. When one has striven
hard against all odds to gain and hold
something, then that thing becomes
of the greatest importance and value.
Hitherto I had satisfactorily filled
my position of Bottle-Imp, or what-
ever you may call one who executes
strange missions with infallibility.
What Betsy Loo had demanded I had
prided myself upon procuring with-
out excuses, and now it was an ele-
phant. I recalled the lessons I had
given some time back, in which I had
explained, with an eye to future de-
mands, the mystery of the moon and
stars and the difficulties one would
confront in attempting to procure
them as nursery ornaments. Inwardly
I regretted my short-sightedness in
not having included elephants at the
time.

““An elephant,”” I said, ‘““Why an
elephant? What started all this talk
of elephants, anyway, Betsy Loo?”’

Betsy Loo disappeared like an otter
in a burrow, underneath the sofa.

‘““What now?’”’ I wondered.

““Here it is!’’ said Betsy Loo, rust-
ling the shiny pages of last week’s
comic supplement.

Dolt that I was! Surely here was
the elephant. I beheld again the very
series of pietures I had taken such
pains to explain two days before. I
recalled with chagrin how thoroughly
I had enthused over the pachyderm
in the pictures, enlarging upon his
excellence and intelligence.

‘‘Betsy Loo,”’ said I, rising and
pacing the floor, ‘‘that settles it. I
would have preferred it in some ways,
had you chosen something that could
be wrapped up in a package, such as,
say, one of those grocery shops with
the lovely red sausages hanging up.”’
1 stopped and cocked an eye at her.
“But,”” I continued hastily, ‘‘ele-
phants come under my range of office
quite as completely and practically as
do the other things. There are ele-
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phants and elephants, however, and it
is for you to decide whether you pre-
fer a tame one who eats hay with
his trunk, or a wild ferocious one who
goes charging madly through a jun-
gle. For my own part, I would give
the decision to the hay-eater.’’

‘“ And could I ride on his back, and
call him Peter?’”’ said Betsy Loo,
dancing on one foot.

“‘Child,”” T said, ‘‘“twenty of you
could ride on his back, and you could
call him Christopher Julius Caesar
Napoleon and it please you.”’

For this I received a bear hug and
a moist kiss. I deposited Betsy Loo
on the floor, and assumed that brisk-
ness of attitude necessary to the pro-
curer of elephants.

‘‘Betsy Loo,”” I said, buttoning my
coat, ‘“why should we quibble the
matter further? Action is the wateh-
word, and so we shall fare forth to-
gether. An elephant we shall have
by nightfall, according as you sug-
gest.’l

Betsy Loo danced up and down on
the other foot.

‘““Get your hat, rubbers, and mit-
tens,”” I continued still with great
briskness, ‘‘and we shall seek the ele-
phant marts, viewing by the way
many other species of the animal
kingdom, including the humorous
hyena, and the camel of humpish
fame. To the Zoo, Betsy Loo,”’ I
chanted. ‘‘To the Zoo, me and you,
Betsy Loo!”’

Betsy Loo donned her accoutre-
ments in high glee; and so, hatted,
rubbered, and mittened, we started
out. I was glad that our city boasted
a zoological institution. Betsy Loo
and I braved the spring sunshine, and
boarded the mnecessary street-car in
less time than it takes to tell. Betsy
Loo was jubilant. She allowed the
conductor to whom she handed the
tickets, as well as the gentleman on
her left, to share the seeret of our
faring forth.

‘“And so you’re going to the Zoo
to get an elephant?’’ said the gentle-
man on her left.
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Betsy Loo’s curls bobbed again.

The gentleman smiled knowingly
at me.

“Funny ideas children get,”” he
gaid, ‘‘to one who understands them.”’

“To one who understands them,”’
I replied, ‘‘their ideas are the salt of
the earth. They know what they
want.”’

“ And the elephant?’’ said he.

«“Will be led home in state, sir,”’ I
replied with dignity. ‘‘Betsy Lioo,
as mistress and owner, will ride on
top, and 1 will lead the way in front.
Is that not right, Betsy Loot”’

“Yes, said Betsy Loo, smiling in
a way to ease my conseience. :

The gentleman came to his station
and rose to go.

“Don’t get too old an elephant,”
he said gravely, ‘‘and take a good
look at his teeth before closing the
deal. This is the right time of year
to bag one. I wish you luck—and

ou, sir, I envy very much indeed.”’

«What did he mean, Uncle Gran-
dad?’’ said Betsy Loo, after waving
this new friend out of sight through
the ear window.

““He meant,”’ I said, ‘‘that he was
sorry he ecouldn’t come along with us
and ride home on the elephant.”

All in good time we reached the
park and stepped out. We trod the
path to the menagerie with a firm
step and proud bearing, as befitted
the dignity of our enterprise. To set
out empty-handed and return with an
elephant on the leash! Surely a mis-
gion that Sir Galahad himself could
not have despised. ;

We halted many times on reaching
the cages. Betsy Loo, ever a prey to
the pleasures of the moment, insisted
on gazing her fill at each. We waited
to witness the hippopotamus yawn,
which requires patience. We saw the

of beasts play lazily with a
wooden ball. We marvelled at the
fortitude of the polar bear in his iey
tub. We came upon the camel, as I
had predicted we would, and also the
hyena, who, T thought, seemed inclin-
ed rather to sadness than hilarity.
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And so we loitered down the pleas-
ant paths, stared at by the blinking
eyes of caged beasts from many lands.
And as we walked 1 was wont to
change my gaze from them to Betsy
Loo, skipping in the sunshine. We
stopped before the girafle, and dis-
cussed him at some length, jocularly
referring to the advantages he had
over poor human beings. Never had
I known Betsy Loo to be more en-
thusiastic and buoyant or more ex-
travagant. Peanuts she dispensed im-
partially to all, extending a fat palm-
ful with equal gravity to the Sacred
Bull and the surly rhinoceros, dis-
playing, it occurred to me, a startling
ignorance of what the creatures real-
ly feed on. But although the child’s
quick steps seemed to weary ever so
slightly as we wandered through, and
although she held me in conversation
as to the qualities and habits of the
various beasts, still would she hark
back to the object of our pursuit, un-
til at length, as I handed over the
fourth bag of peanuts, we reached the
elephant-house.

‘We entered the large door and be-
held our quarry. A large black ele-
phant stood in a stall, whisking
thoughtfully about with a trunk
full of straw, and as we gazed, 1 felt
Betsy Loo’s hand creep into mine.

““Isn’t he a nice elephant?’’ I said.

Betsy Loo gazed round-eyed, and
said nothing.

‘‘Come, Betsy Loo,”’ said I, ‘“‘we
must find the keeper of this most ex-
cellent pachyderm. The keeper will
be our man, and we shall engage him
in profitable talk. Nothing can stop
us now, Betsy Loo.”’

She followed mutely down the aisle,
her hand still in mine, and her gaze
on the elephant, strangely quiet. I
located a little gray man in a blue
cap, sweeping with a broom, and halt-
ed before him.

‘““Are you the keeper of the ele-
phant?’’ T asked.

The little man stopped sweeping
long enough to move his hat back on
his bald head.
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‘T look after ol’ Sal a bit,”’ he said,
‘‘yis, sor.’’

Mentally I blessed the Irish.

“Then,’’ said I, feeling in my poe-
ket for a good cigar, ‘‘you are just
the man we want. This little lady
and I have come from afar, in order
to own, obtain, and possess an ele-
phant. You seem to have an excel-
lent elephant here, which will suit
us in every way. We would like
also to ride him home through the
streets.”’

I stooped to look at Betsy Loo, but
she was still gazing at ‘“O1’ Sal,”” and
clutching my hand.

“Through the streets?’’ said the
keeper, pocketing a good cigar.
“Thank youm, sor. Ol’ Sal through
the streets, did you say?’’

He looked at me, and, catching my
expression, let his gaze rest on Betsy
Loo.

“ s an easy thing ye ask, sor.
Shall I wrap her up in a bit o’ paper,
sor?’’

“Hm,”” said I reflectively. ‘‘In
that case you would send her up, I
suppose. We had rather intended rid-
ing her, hadn’t we, Betsy Loo?’’

Betsy Loo looked up and smiled—
an uncertain smile, I thought, and
edged a step nearer to me.

The three of us sauntered over to
old Sal’s stall.

“His teeth,’” said I, remembering
instructions. ‘‘They are in the best
condition, I suppose?’’

“Sound,’’ said the keeper, ‘‘sound
as rocks, barrin’ the one she had pull-
ed off her in August. She suffered
terrible with it, sor.”’

I winced.

““Does he, or she, rather, eat pea-
nuts?’’ I inquired.

‘“She does that, sor,”’. said our
guide.

““Betsy Loo,”” said I, ‘“how about
donating a peanut or two on the altar
of friendship?”’

Betsy Loo clutched the bag, and
edged closer to me. At the movement
a huge trunk was thrust invitingly
through the bars.

‘“Unecle Grandad,’’ said Betsy Loo,
running behind me and extending the
peanuts, ‘‘you feed him.”’

The keeper chuckled.

‘‘Sure, she’s quiet as a lamb,’’ he
said, ‘‘but a trifle skittish at times
with that trunk o’ hers. Easy, Sal,
ol’ girl!”’

In the elephant’s eagerness, the bag
of peanuts in passing became upset,
and the nuts rolled upon the ground.
‘We stepped back while the huge ani-
mal began gobbling up those within
reach.

‘‘Unele Grandad,’”’ said a small
voice, ‘‘I don’t want the elephant.”’

I smiled to myself.

“Why not, Betsy Loo?’’ 1 said.

‘‘He’s—he’s so big and—so—so
big!”’

I looked at Betsy Lioo shrinking be-
side me and back at the elephant.

‘““‘He is big,”’ I said, ‘‘but that, I
fear, is a fault common to elephants.
They don’t come in smaller sizes.”’

““If the little lady,’’ said the keep-
er, ‘“‘would care to step inside, and
git up on ol’ Sal, I could stan’ by
an’ see that nothin’ happened to her,
or she didn’t fall off like.”’

I turned on him with secorn.

“Man,”” I said, ‘‘does the tending
of ‘elephants do nothing towards
sharpening your human perceptions?
The little lady has changed her mind
and will not own an elephant. She
has taken advantage of her feminine
prerogative.’’

‘“ 'Tig an instinet,”’ said the keep-
er, ‘‘attained early and frequent, I
know me perceptions ain’t as sharp
as they once was. I’m right sorry ol’
Sal cut up so and spilt them peanuts.’’

I reached for another good cigar,
and handed it to him.

‘““You have been very obliging and
considerate,”” I said, ‘‘and we are
grateful indeed. Every man to his
trade, and the keeping of elephants
is not for me. I salute you as a man
who understands his work.”’

‘We strolled out of the elephant-
house and along the path to the gate.
The small feet lagged a bit, and so I
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impersonated an elephant as best I
could for the last hundred yards.
Betsy Loo slept soundly going home
on the car.

We reached the house just as the
lamps were being lighted, and, going
up to the nursery, found that Clara
had started the fire. Maud, the flan-
nel duck, stood on guard, seemingly
muech gratified at having her head
once more facing the right way.

Betsy Loo seized Maud, and clam-
bered on to my knee.

““Unele Grandad,”” she sighed
(some day, when I have the time, I'll
explain how I come to exist in the
combined capacity of wunecle and
grandfather), ‘‘Uncle Grandad, I’'m
go tired.”’

““But,”’ said I, ‘““we had a pleasant
time.”’

Betsy Lioo put down her head and
gazed at the fire.

“Lovely,”” she murmured. ‘‘I loved
feeding peanuts to the bunnys.”’

““The bunnys,’’ said I, ‘‘doubtless
appreciated the spirit of the giving,
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but I think they would have preferred
carrots.”’

Betsy Loo reflected.

““Next time,’”’ she said, ‘‘we’ll take
carrots, won’t we, Uncle Grandad?’’

‘““Yes, indeed,”’ 1 said, ‘‘and some
fish for the seals.”’

Nothing disturbed the silence for a
long time, save an ocecasional ecrackle
from the fire.

‘“‘Uncle Grandad—we didn’t get

”

““It was a small matter,”’ I said.

About an hour later Betsy Loo’s
mother came in, pulling off her gloves,
and in a whisper at my raised finger,
asked what we two had been up to
all afternoon. I said we had been
hunting elephants. And when she
said, ‘“‘My goodness, where?’’ I re-
plied, “‘In the land of Lost Elusion,”’
at which Betsy Loo’s mother smiled
and called me an ‘‘Old Silly.”’

I smiled, too, and did not answer
the charge, for I felt that if Betsy
Loo had heard she would have an-
swered it for me.




A FRONTIER RIVALRY

BY JOHN CAIN

arrived. Standing on the grass-
covered townsite near the spot
where later the Grand Hotel proudly
reared its high board front, he admir-
ingly surveyed its undulating beauty.

Building material formed the most
conspicuous portion of his outfit,
which was now to be unloaded. It
was not of a character to warrant
hope of ornate architecture. The lum-
ber was of common grade, and there
were black rolls diffusing a pungent
smell that prairie animals with nos-
trils expert in odours of the plain
had sniffed from afar and wondered
at. These rolls were of tar-paper for
outside finishing, which, however
much it may have offended the msthe-
tic eye or the sensitive nose, won the
devotion of early settlers for its
prized virtues of lightness and econ-
omy. But though the structural sup-
ply was a modest one, its owner felt
a radiant satisfaction in its posses-
gion. For was not the first building
of Bluefield to be fashioned from it!
And was not Bluefield to be the pet
town of the Chicago and Western and
the Milwaukee and St. Peter, which
companies, exeept in matters affect-
ing Bluefield. were soon to fight a
duel with steel for supremacy in the
new Northwest!

But the base upon which young
Ashton’s enterprise was to rest was a
box wherein was a machine, small but
potential in giving civilization a start.
Tt was an ‘‘army’’ printing press, the
simplest contrivance for the diffusion
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BLUEFIELD’S first eitizen had

of printed intelligence. The owner
had held the reins on the wagon earry-
ing the printing plant and the com-
missariat. To hired drivers having
no proprietary interest in the projeet
might be committed the task of guid-
ing the other freight. But the man
who was not only to be Bluefield’s
first editor, but its first inhabitant as
well, justly occupied the place of
honour in the driving.

And yet Ashton’s display of pride
in his plant did not have complete
inward justification. He had hoped
to buy a hand-press. But his capital
was not sufficient—the expense of get-
ting established being so indefinite—
to justify paying for one. And who
would give eredit to a man proposing
to start a newspaper in an almost un-
inhabited country? So the hand-press
ambition had been put aside.

‘When the wagons had reached the
gite yet without a structure to dis-
tinguish it from the rest of the sweep-
ing plain, the ‘‘army’’ surely seemed
large enough for the field. Ashton
felt that it would do for the present.
But being a pioneer he had faith in
the future, and out of his faith came
a vision in which he saw, not an
“army’’ machine, nor yet a hand-
press but that glorious possession, a
cylinder press run by steam.

A shout by one of his drivers di-
rected his attention to a forerunner
of the multitude which would make
this vision a reality. There was an
object far off to the east, where the
ground rose higher.
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““It’s an outfit,”’ called Joe lustily.

An outfit! A thing to thrill the
young pioneer! Bringing other peo-
ple into his new world—people with
hope and faith like his!

“Somebody else’s just fool enough
to want to locate in this infernal
ecountry,”’ was Joe’s guess.

Joe Weeks was a freighter when he
worked, and regarded raw prairie as
fit only to be teamed across. His sar-
ecasm missed its mark. The editor was
already planning to give whoever was
in the schooner a send-off in the first
issue of his paper. He rightly assum-
ed that this vessel of immigration was
being steered to the haven of Blue-
field.

Frequently he turned from the
work of unloading to watch with much
gatisfaction the approaching schooner
navigating the prairie main. When
it came near he had been on the
ground several hours and had a con-
geiousness of being at home, which
imposed a frontier obligation to ex-
tend to newcomers an effusive wel-
come.

““Jt’s probably a stock of gro-
ceries,”’” he remarked to Weeks. ‘‘That
is what a town really needs at the
start. If it is, it ought to be good
for a half-column ad. in the Pioneer.”’

Ashton walked toward the craft in
a cordial spirit. The schooner hove
to and a young fellow disembarked.

“Howdy. This is Bluefield, I sup-

>’ exclaimed the newcomer,
jauntily taking the initiative.

Ashton had seen within the canvas
a young woman, who, being so entire-
ly unexpected a person, was respons-
ible for his failure to promptly per-
form his semi-official duty. ‘‘Yes, this
is the coming city,”’” he responded,
gtriving to recover his balance.

“Well, we’ve come to stay,’’ said
the other. ‘‘My name’s MecCargar,
Jim MeCargar, and this is my sis-
ter,”” nodding toward the young wo-
man. ‘‘It’s a little raw, I know, for
a woman here now, but she’s a good
compositor and I brought her along.”’

“Compositor!”’ exclaimed Ashton.
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““Yes. You know what a composi-
tor is? She sets type,”’ explained
McCargar. ‘‘I’'m going to start a

newspaper here.’’

‘“A newspaper!’”’ The object Ash-
ton had seen on the horizon was a
cloud, and it had now covered his sky !
‘‘But you mustn’t do that. I’ve come
here to start one myself.”” Ashton
grasped at a claim of exclusive right
by reason of priority.

““Oh, yes, I must,”’ said MeCargar,
also striving against the force of bad
news. ‘‘I’'m here, and you’ve got to
make room for me. We’re getting a
little thick, I admit, for the size of
the town,’’ he added, with an effort at
facetiousness, ‘‘but she’s going to
grow.”’

‘“What kind of a press have you?t’’
asked Ashton, wishing to know the
worst.

“Only an eight-column hand-
press,”” replied MecCargar, airily,
“It’ll do for a while until business
picks up. What’s yours?’’

““I brought in an army,’’ said Ash-
ton in a tone implying that it was a
matter of choice. ‘“When I get the
field sized up I'll decide whether to
get a large hand-pressor a eylinder.”’

MecCargar smiled incredulously.
‘“Well, we're hungry,’”’ he said
abruptly, ‘‘and if you’ll let us start
a fire in your town we’ll fix up some-
thing to eat. Here’s my pasteboard,’’
he added, handing his competitor a
card.

As Ashton turned to go, MeCar-
gar’s sister was leaning forward at
the front of the wagon, her hand up-
on a hoop of the over-arching canvas,
and a most objectionable suggestion
of sympathy in her eyes. On his way
Ashton glanced at the eard he still
held in his hand. Amazed, he stop-
ped, staring wide-eyed at it, then
turned as if to go back, but changed
his mind, and still looking at the bit
of cardboard, strode on. He had read :
‘“‘James G. MeCargar, editor and pro-
prietor of the Bluefield Pioneer,”’

Fierce resentment burned its way
through Ashton’s being. He would

ik__;.--—_—-——
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insist upon having for his paper,
alone, the title of ‘‘Pioneer!’ ‘What
right, anyway, had this interloper to
come to Bluefield? There were other
townsites not yet pre-empted where
McCargar could go. Here, where
there was no local government, no
law, the primitive policy of force
seemed to him righteous, and he was
sure he could drive his slender rival
forth.

But his fever soon ran its course,
and in a saner state he saw the ab-
surdity of the scheme of violence. Be-
gides, there was the fellow’s gister. He
hated her, too, of course, but being a
woman she was entitled, especially on
the frontier, to respectful treatment.
And furthermore, he was conscious
of a feeling, which was doubtless in-
gpired by his strong public spirit,
that her presence might have a grac-
jous influence in starting the young
city aright.

‘Ashton had wavered, to be sure, in
choosing between Vidette and Pioneer,
and the choice had at last been made
by means of a toss-up, but now he
would have nothing but the name that
had been deereed by that ageney of
fate. BEven if he had been willing to
change the title it would have been
a matter of weeks to get a mew
¢head’’ from the type foundry. It
was, for all reasons, out of the ques-
tion. He would rush his type-setting
and fortify his prior right by getting
out his paper ahead.

Six days later Ashton’s journal
came from the press. It was not
much of a paper compared with issues
he has put out since, but it is highly
improbable that he has ever thought
as much of even his celebrated twen-
ty-page special edition, illustrated, as
he did of this little number, It chron-
icled at length the arrival of a stock
of merchandise, the starting of a
blacksmith shop, and the coming of
a crew of carpenters to erect a hotel.
1t made very brief mention of a sa-
loon outfit, the owners of which, he
noticed, had been greeted in a most
friendly manner by McCargar, which
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incident placed Ashton more firmly
on the side of temperance. Most space
was, however, given to prophetic
statements concerning the coming
greatness of Bluefield, with some fer-
vid words about the devotion of the
editor to its best interests.

1t had been reported to Ashton that
his rival had been overheard in a con-
versation with his sister cursing the
country, its winds and its water, and
pronouncing it unfit as a place of
habitation for anyone not having the
willingness of an Indian to endure
nature at its worst. This news caused
Ashton to put his item about the Me-
Cargars in this form:

“James (. MecCargar and his sis-
ter, Miss Mary McCargar, are here
from Yankton. Mr. MecCargar is
looking the town over with a view to
starting a newspaper, but as he is
not pleased with the country, and
finds the field already occupied, he
may decide not to locate here. If he
concludes to seek further, we fratern-
ally wish him good luck in finding a
location to his liking.”’

This brotherly statement was re-
garded by Mr. McCargar as offensive,
and when his paper appeared, it con-
tained this reply:

““ A wandering printer, whose name
in this country is Ashton, blew in here
the other day with a box of old type
and a seecond-hand toy press, and has
started what he calls a newspaper.
In this sheet, which we would not
take any notice of, except for the fact
that it may become a disgrace to the
town, the fellow attempts to be funny
with us, intimating that we do not
like the country, and are ready to
quit. Our faith in the country was
shown when we brought in our com-
plete printing outfit, and we ean truly
say that we have never liked any place
we ever lived in more than we have
the city of Bluefield during the seven
weeks we have been here. And we
have a right to feel that this is where
we belong, judging from the many
words of appreciation we have receiv-
ed from the day of our first publica-



A FRONTIER RIVALRY

tion, and the liberal patronage that
has flowed in on us. We are here to
stick, as this nomad will discover.
With a fine plant, and backed by am-
ple capital with which to enlarge it
when necessary, we are prepared to
keep right on publishing such a paper
as Bluefield deserves.’”’

‘When Ashton read this fulmination
his anger reached the degree that in-
spires violence. ‘‘The colossal liar!”
he exelaimed, as there in the date line
he saw the whole scheme to beat him
by claim of prior publication reveal-
ed in: ‘“Vol. 1. No. VL.”

The fellow’s insults demanded that
he be choked into an admission of his
depravity. Ashton was at once strid-
ing toward McCargar’s tent. The
personal thrusts alone might have
started him on the way to vengeance,
but it was the injustice of the con-
temptuous allusions to his entirely
new plant that really enraged him.
He would see that the shameful dis-
paragement of his facilities was stop-

But when MecCargar’s sister
met him at the door of the tent and
told him that her brother was ill, he
awkwardly tried to make her under-
stand that he was merely passing that
way, and even failed to decline a
sprig of goldenrod she offered him
from a bunch she had gathered on the

rairie. As he walked away, he re-
flected at length upon the subject of
the great difference there could be be-
tween members of the same family.
Such cogitation led him to decide to
bear himself in the controversy in a
dignified manner, and in the next is-
sue of his paper he dealt with his
rival in a properly disdainful way.

Bluefield grew rapidly. The track
' of the Chicago and Western soon
reached it on its way West, and then
came daily trainloads of people look-
ing for business or professional open-
ings, or most of all, quarter-sections
of free Government land. The blue-
joint grass which gave the town its
name was trampled down all over the
gite by buyers of lots. The tough sod
which had never before been disturb-
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ed by human kind was ruthlessly cut
for excavations over which were rais-
ed structures which were later regard-
ed as small and unsightly, but were
now looked upon as altogether admir-
able works of the builder. With ham-
mer and saw men were hurriedly
striving to make the place worthy in
its infancy of its great destiny. To
the hundreds of enthusiasts who were
founding a city, the strife of the news-
papers was but an incident. They
easily distinguished the papers as
Ashton’s Pioneer and McCargar’s
Pioneer, and any objection that may
have been felt because of the titulary
sameness was soon waived. DBut it
remained a very serious matter to the
editors, and rivalry for the growing
patronage of the community intensi-
fied the bitterness.

The need of loecal government be-
ing felt at Bluefield from the begin-
ning, steps were soon taken to organ-
ize the county in which it was situ-
ated. Bluefield was, of course, made
the temporary county seat, and the
matter of making it the permanent
one at the first election was regarded
as a mere formality, until the pro-
moters of a townsite ten miles away
attracted contemptuous notice by an-
nouncing their intention to compete.
But Bluefield presently realized that
it would be necessary to conduct a
campaign. The presumptuous man-
ager’s of Oakton’s candidacy had be-
gun work among the voters, and
strangely enough, were convineing
some of them.

Committees were quickly formed to
guard Bluefield’s interests, and the
work that followed gave MeCargar
opportunities for gaining prominence,
of which he took ample advantage.
So clever did he seem to be that in
addition to other honours he was
given the chairmanship of the import-
ant committee to keep advised of the
movements of the enemy.

One evening Ashton sat on his office
doorstep. He would have been utter-
ly dejected over the eminence his rival
was maintaining, except for the odd
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reason that he had that afternoon
heard that the rival’s sister had
spoken appreciatively of him. The
kind words that had been repeated to
him were the first positive evidence
that she did not believe it her sisterly
duty to hate him. He was pleased
now that he had put that sprig of
goldenrod away somewhere, and he
would try to remember where. As his
thoughts were hurrying into a rather
attractive field, they were checked by
the arrival of Chairman Stackpole of
the county seat executive committee.

““We've got.important work for
you, Ashton.’”” Mr. Stackpole spoke
with an intensity befitting a serious
matter. ‘‘Those Danes up the river
must be kept in line. They have been
friendly to us, you know, but MeCar-
gar is on to a scheme of the Oakton
people to win them over. There must
be all of sixty votes there, and you
know how clannish Danes are. If the
Qakton notion got around among them
they might swing over in a body. Me-
Cargar wanted this work. But he fig-
ured it would take several hundred
dollars and we can’t afford that much.
He’ll be more disgruntled when he
finds we’ve given you the job. But
in this fight we can’t let people’s
feelings interfere, and we know the
leaders of the Danes like you for the
way you've mentioned them in your
paper. So there’s the proposition,
and, of eourse, you’ll tackle it?”’

Ashton was already planning his
campaign, In his elated state he could
already see how proud he would be
when the returns came in, showing
the Danish vote solid for Bluefield.
But he controlled himself sufficiently
to say in a calm tone: ‘‘I’ll do the
best I can.”’

““Well, if you do that, we’ll feel
safe there,”” an expression of con-
fidence Ashton resolved to sustain.

But he was not so sure of success
after a week of electioneering. Oak-
ton emissaries had been making allur-
ing talks, and the colonists were show-
ing an annoying disposition to con-
sider the matter. ‘‘Ay tank Ay tank
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’bote et,”’ was too often the aggravat-
ing reply to Ashton’s best arguments.

Ashton soon saw a chance for a
master-stroke. The Jim River, which
runs through the district oceupied by
these settlers, was without good ford-
ing places there. This was having
some influence on the county seat
question, as the colonists on the east
side of the river had to ecross it in
going to Bluefield, whereas they could
go to Oakton without that thrilling
experience. While listening to the
maledictions of a worthy east-side eiti-
zen stuck in midstream with a pair of
mules, it oceurred to Ashton that it
would be wise for Bluefield to build
a bridge. No massive structure was
required, but one could be built cheap-
ly that would hold the Danish grati-
tude until election day. But the exe-
cutive committee did not approve the
project. Any bridge that would serve
the purpose would be too expensive.
And besides, if it enabled Eastsiders
to come more conveniently to Blue-
field, the west-side settlers ecould go
more easily to Oakton. No, the best
plan was to assure the Danes that as
soon as the country was organized,
Bluefield would see that a fine publie
bridge was built for them.

But when Ashton a few days later
reported that Oakton proposed to
build a bridge for the settlement, the
Bluefield committee found it could
spare the money, and gave a hurry
order for timber. And that was how
it happened that two bridges were
built at the bend near Cottonwood
gulch.

Ashton’s confidence was greatly
strengthened in the succeeding days.
A week before the election he knew
how every man felt on the moment-
ous question. His report was that the
sehtiment was entirely favourable to
Bluefield. This greatly encouraged
the committee. Oakton had conduet-
ed a despicable campaign, and the re-
sult would be close. It was possible
that the Danish vote would deeide the
contest.

MeCargar was busy getting out
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the issue of his paper which was
to appear the day before the election.
It was being filled with DBluefield
arguments, to be distributed widely
among the voters. The night before
the day of publication the press work
was to be done. When MeCargar en-
tered his office to do this printing he
locked the door. A form of type stood
on the imposing stone, all made up
except a portion of a column reserved
for a final article. The copy of this
article he now gave his sister, with an
injunction to hurry it up. ' As she
stepped to a case of type to set it she
saw that it was about the Danish vote.
Disregarding his desire for haste, she
read it through. Then she turned
angrily upon him. He had been
watehing her.

“You are not going to print this
ghe exclaimed.

I just am. Why not?”’

‘Because it is an insult to those
Danes, and will drive them all to vot-
ing for Oakton. It’ll make Oakton
the county seat.”’ :

““Well, what if it does—it’s nothing
to me.”’ @

““Nothing to you!’’ cried the amaz-
ed girl. ‘‘Why, it’ll ruin our paper
and kill you in the town. That’s what
it will do to you.”’

““See here, you. I know what I'm
doing. These fellows haven’t done
the square thing. They think Ash-
ton’s pretty smart, but 1'll show the_m
they don’t know what smartness is.
I want this thing set up as fast as
you know how. An Oakton man is
coming here to-night, and I want
papers ready for him to take out.”’

€11 not set it,”’ said the girl.

“You’ve got to set it. You talk
abont me ruining myself,”” he went
on, ‘‘but if you don’t help me get the
paper out with this in it, you’ll do the
ruining.’’ .

The awful conviction forced itself
upon her that he was in a plot to be-
tray his town.

7711 not set a word of it,”’ was her
ultimatum.

““Well, sit down there and keep
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quiet,”’ he commanded, and com-
menced the slow task of setting the
article himself.

The girl sat in a limp state, hope-
less of thwarting the scheme, which
was now very plain. Papers contain-
ing the offensive article would be dis-
tributed among the Danes in the last
hours of the campaign, and the dam-
age would be done so late that Blue-
field would not be able to repair it.
But how could she prevent it? How
save her brother from disgrace and
her town from defeat? She could
think of no plan. No, there was noth-
ing she could do. What! Could she
do that? The limp figure straighten-
ed up and became rigid. She could
try. It was a rather desperate thing
to attempt, but she could try. It was
not fair, maybe, but there was the
old justification of the importance of
the end. She looked over at her bro-
ther. He was awkwardly picking up
the type.

Oh, well,”” she ecalled, ‘‘if you in-
sist, I'1l set the stuff up!”’

‘“Now you’re showing some sense,’’
he responded, and gladly turned over
to her the composing stick. She was
an expert typesetter, and soon the
article was up.

‘When the article was ready, MeCar-
gar became confidential. ‘‘I hope you
can see this thing as I do,’’ he ven-
tured. She said nothing. ‘‘This is
the only way Oakton can reach the
Danish vote. The fellows who are
backing it have plenty of money, but
it wouldn’t work with the Danes. The
trouble with them is that they are
too all-fired conscientious. Of course,
it seems strange to you that I should
help Oakton. But Bluefield hasn’t
been fair with me, and you know I
don’t like the layout anyway. I have
merely sold Oakton advertising space,
but you can bet it pays me a big price
for the space. T know I ean’t live
here after this is discovered, and so
I got enough ecash,’”” he went on
shamelessly, ‘‘to make it an object to
get out of the country, and I’'m going.
I am to have $300 more if Oakton

k_
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wins, and you can get that and apply
it on what I owe you. The plant is
yours, of course, and you can prob-
ably sell it. Then I’ll have you come
where I locate.”’

She did not reproach him. She
had listened to his recital with rising
indignation, and now so bitter was
her feeling that she dared not speak.
But it made the deed she had re-
solved on easier to perform.

He placed the article in the form
and tightened the type in its steel
frame. The heavy page was raised,
and MecCargar and his sister carried
it to the press. Here it was rested
on its edge before being lowered to
the flat surface of the bed. The editor
had a weak arm, and needed assist-
ance in putting forms down on the
press. Now, as they were steadily
lowering the page, the girl’s foot
seemed to slip, she fell heavily against
her brother, weakening his hold and
losing her own, and the type fell with
a erash! The metal letters, thousands
of them, were jarred from their align-
ment into confused heaps of ‘‘pi,”’
and it would require days to assort
them. MeCargar’s Pioneer would not
be issued before election!

“It’s all gone to h—!"’" cried Me-
Cargar as he gazed at the wrecked
page, while his collapsed sister lay at
his feet on the floor.

““What infernal thing happened to
you?’’ he demanded.

She pointed with shaking finger to
an oily spot where she had stood. As
she thus mutely answered they heard
three light knocks on the rear door.

““That’s Ferguson,”’ he whispered.
““He's after the papers for Oakton.”

The knocks were repeated.

“I’m off, Mary. Tell him what I’ve
told you to say.”’

He stepped to the front door noise-
lessly and went out.

Again there was knocking on the
rear door. This time it was more
forcible. The young woman, rising,
called out: ‘“Who's there?’
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“I want to speak to MecCargar,”’
was the reply.

‘“‘He’s not here.”’

““Oh, yes he is. Say, McCargar, let
me in. It’s Ferguson.”’

““My brother has gone, Mr. Fergu-
son. He told me to tell you he had
gone to Oakton by the upper road.”’

Ferguson swore.

‘““How long has he been gone?’’

“Only a little while.”’

“Did he take the papers with
him?”’

¢ didn’t see him when he started.”’

The Oakton emissary hurried away.

The next day when Ashton heard
of the disaster at MceCargar’s he went
right over to offer the use of his ma-
terial. He found there, leaning over
the confused heaps of type, a discon-
solate figure. Only a very hard heart
could remain unmoved by so pitiful
a scene, and Ashton’s that morning
was by no means stony. What oceur-
red there is gathered sufficiently from
what appeared in the next issue of
Ashton’s Pioneer. This was mainly
devoted to election returns, and ac-
counts of the celebration of Bluefield’s
vietory. The returns showed that the
Danish colony gave Bluefield fifty-two
majority, and as its majority in the
county was but the narrow one of
thirty-five, it can be seen that but for
the Danish vote it would have been
defeated by seventeen, which faet,
aided by a certain comparison, made
Ashton a hero in the community.

But other decidedly interesting
news appeared under the head of
‘‘Consolidation,’’ in an article which
announced that the Pioneers had been
combined by the owners, Edward Ash-
ton and Mary MecCargar. A month
later the firm of Ashton and MeCar-
gar formed another union. The cere-
mony would have been performed
sooner, it is understood, but for the
natural desire of the bride to appear
on the occasion dressed to conform to
the advancing requirements of society
at the county seat.
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“LONG LIVE THE KING!”
BY MARY ROBERTS RINEHART

THE crown prince sat in the
royal box and swung his legs.
This was hardly princely, but
the royal legs did not quite reach the
floor from the high crimson velvet
seat of his chair.

Prince Ferdinand Wilhelm Franz
Otto was bored. His royal robes, con-
gisting of a pair of blue serge trousers,
a short Eton jacket, and a stiff, rol-
ling collar of white linen, irked him.

He had been brought to the opera
house under a misapprehension. His
aunt, the Princess Annunciata, had
strongly advocated ‘‘The Flying
Dutehman,’’ and his English govern-
ess, Miss Simpkins, had read him some
rather inspiring literature about it.
S0 here he was, and the Flying Dutch-
man was not ghostly at all, nor did
it fly. It was, from the royal box,
only too plainly a ship which had
length and height, without thickness.
And instead of flying, after dreary
eons of singing, it was moved off on
ereaky rollers by men whose shadows
were thrown grotesquely on the sea
backing. ¢

The orchestra, assisted by a bass
solo and intermittent thunder in the
wings, was making a deafening din.
One of the shadows on the sea back-
ing took out its handkerchief and
wiped its nose.

Prince Ferdinand Wilhelm looked
across at the other royal box, and
caught his cousin Hedwig’s eye. She
also had seen the handkerchief; she
took out her own scrap of linen, and
mimicked the shadow. Then—the
Princess Annunciata being occupied
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with the storm—she winked across at
Prince Ferdinand Wilhelm.

In the opposite box were his three
cousins, the Duchesses Hilda, Maria,
and Hedwig. Personally he liked
Hedwig best. She was the youngest
and prettiest, Although she had been
introduced to the court at the Christ-
mas eve ball, and had been duly pre-
sented by her grandfather, the king,
with the usual string of pearls and
her own carriage with the spokes of
the wheels gilded half-way—only the
king and Prince Ferdinand Wilhelm
had all gold wheels—she still ran off
now and then to have tea with Fer-
dinand and Miss Simpkins in the
school-room at the palace, and she
could eat a great deal of bread and
butter.

Prince Ferdinand Wilhelm winked
back at the Duchess Hedwig. And

just then—

“Listen!’’ said the Princess An-
nunciata, leaning forward. ‘‘The
‘Spinning Song’—is it not ex-
quisite?’’

“They are only pretending to
spin,” remarked Prince Ferdinand
Wilhelm.

Nevertheless, he listened obediently.
He rather liked it. They had not
fooled him at all. They were not
really spinning — anyone could see
that—but they were sticking very
closely to their business of each out-
singing the other, and collectively of
drowning out the orchestra.

The spinning chorus was followed
by long and tiresome solos. The crown
prince yawned again. Catehing He -
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wig’s eye, he ran his fingers up
through his thick yellow hair and
grinned.

Hedwig blushed. She had confided
to him onece, while they were walk-
ing in the garden at the summer pal-
ace, that she was madly in love with
a young lieutenant of the palace
guard. Ferdinand had been much in-
terested. He had asked to have the
lieutenant ride with him at the court
riding-school, and his grim old grand-
father had granted the request.

Ferdinand liked the young officer.
He assured Hedwig, the next time
she came to tea, that when he was
king he would see that she married
the lieutenant. But Hedwig was much
distressed,

“T don’t want him that way,’’ she
said. ‘““He—he doesn’t care about
me. You should see the way he stares
at Hilda!”’

“Pigh!’’ gaid Ferdinand over his
cup. ‘‘Hilda is not as pretty as you
are. We talk about you frequently.”’

““(ood gracious!”” exclaimed the
Princess Hedwig, colouring. ‘‘And
what do you say?”’

Miss Simpkins’s back being turned,
Ferdinand Wilhelm took another
lump of sugar.

“Say? Oh, not much, you know.
He asks how you are, and I tell him
you are well, and that you ate thir-
teen pieces of bread at tea, or what-
ever it may have been. The day Miss
Simpkins had the toothache, and you
and T ate the fruit-cake her sister had
sent from England, he was very anx-
ii)u’s’. He said we both deserved to be
ill.

The Duchess Hedwig had been
blushing uncomfortably, but now she
paled.

‘““He dared to say that?’’ she storm-
ed, and picked up her muff and went
out.

Only—and this was curious—by the
next day she had forgiven the lieu-
tenant, and was angry at Ferdinand
‘Wilhelm. Women are very strange.

So now Ferdinand Wilhelm ran his
fingers through his light hair, which
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was a favourite gesture of the lieu-
tenant’s, and Hedwig blushed. After
that, she refused to look across at him,
but sat staring fixedly at the stage,
where Frau Engel, in a short skirt, a
black velvet bodice, and a white apron
with two yellow braids over her shoul-
ders, was listening, with all the coy-
ness of forty years and six children
at home, to the love-making of a man
in a false black beard.

The Princess Annunciata, sitting
well back, was nodding, Just out-
side, on the red velvet sofa, General
Mettlich, on guard, was sound asleep.
His martial bosom, with its gold
braid, was rising and falling peace-
fully. Beside him lay the prince’s
crown, a small black Derby hat.

The Duchess Maria looked across,
and smiled and nodded at Ferdinand
Wilhelm. Then she went back to the
music ; she held the score in her hand
and followed it note by note.

It was very wearisome! If one
could only wander around the corri-
dor, or buy a sandwich from the stand
at the foot of the great staircase—or,
better still, if one could only get to
the street, alone, and purchase one of
the fig women that Miss Simpkins so
despised! And, after all, why mnot?
His aunt and General Mettlich were
asleep ; Miss Simpkins, the governess,
was at home with a headache. Why
not ?

With the trepidation of a canary
who finds his cage-door open, and,
hopping to the threshold, surveys the
world before venturing to explore it,
Prince Ferdinand Wilhelm rose to his
feet, tiptoed past the Princess An-
nunciata, who did not move, and look-
ed around him from the doorway.

In the royal dressing-room behind
the box, a lady-in-waiting was sitting
and crocheting. A maid was spread-
ing the Princess Annunciata’s ear-
riage wrap before the fire. The three
duchesses had shed their carriage
boots just inside the door. They were
in a row, curiously of a size.

Prince Ferdinand Wilhelm picked
up his hat and concealed it by his side.
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Then nonchalantly, as if to stretch
his legs by walking ten feet up the
<corridor and back, he passed the
dressing-room door. Another moment,
and he was out of sight around a bend
of the passageway, and before him
lay liberty.

Not quite! At the top of the pri-
vate staircase reserved for the royal
family, a sentry commonly stood. He
had moved a few feet from his post,
however, and was watching the stage
through the half-open door of a pri-
vate loge. His gun, with its fixed
bayonet, leaned against the stair rail.

Prince Ferdinand Wilhelm passed
behind him with outward calmness.
At the top of the public staircase,
however, he hesitated. Here, every-
where, were brass-buttoned officials of
the opera house. A garde-robe wo-
man stared at him curiously. There
was a noise from the house, too—
a sound of clapping hands and
““bravos.”’

The little prince looked at the wo-
man with appeal in his eyes. Then,
with his heart thumping, he ran past
her, down the white marble staircase,
to where the great doors promised lib-
erty.

glga, the garde-robe woman, came
out from behind her counter, and
stood looking down the marble stair-
case after the small flying figure.

““Well, well, well!’’ she said, won-
dering. ‘‘How much that child re-
sembled his royal highness!’’

The old soldier who rented opera-
glasses at the second landing, and
who had left a leg in Bosnia, leaned
over the railing.

““Look at that!’’ he exclaimed. ‘‘He
will break a leg, the young rascal!
Onee I could have—but there, he is
gafe! The good God watches over
fools and children.”’

““It looked like the prince,”’ said
the woman. ‘‘I have seen him often
—he has the same bright hair.”’

But the opera-glass man was not
listening. He had drawn a long saus-
age from one pocket and a roll from
the other, and now, retiring to a far
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window, he stood placidly eating—a
bite of sausage, a bite of bread. His
mind was in Bosnia, with his leg.

And because old Adelbert’s mind
was in Bosnia, and since one hears
with the mind, and not with the ear,
he did not hear the sharp question of
the sentry who ran down the stairs
and paused for a second at the garde-
robe. Well for Olga, too, that he did
not hear her reply,

‘‘He has not passed here,’’ she said,
with wide and honest eyes, but with
an ear toward old Adelbert. ‘‘An old
gentleman came a moment ago, and
got a sandwich, which he had left in
his overcoat. Perhaps that is whom
you are seeking?’’

The sentry cursed, and ran down
the staircase, the nails in his shoes
striking sharply on the marble.

At the window, old Adelbert eut
off another slice of sausage with his
pocket-knife and sauntered back to
his table of opera-glasses at the angle
of the balustrade. The hurrying fig-
ure of the sentry below caught his
eye.

‘“ Another fool!’’ he grumbled, look-
ing down. ‘‘One would think new
legs grew in place of old ones, like
the claws of sea-creatures!’’

But Frau Olga leaned over her
checks, with her lips curved up in a
smile.

““The little one!’’ she thought.
‘““And such courage! He will make
a great king. Let him have his prank
like other children, and—God bless
him and keep him!”’

Sheltered behind the rows of coats
from Adelbert’s spying old eyes, she
crossed herself. i

%

The crown prince was just a trifle
dazzled by the brilliance of his sue-
cess. He paused for one breathless
moment under the porte-cochére of
the opera house; then he took a long
breath and turned to the left. For
he knew that at the right, just around
the corner, were the royal carriages,
with his own drawn up before the

|
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door, and Beppo and Hans erect on
the box, their haughty noses red in
the wind, for the early spring air was
biting.

So he turned to the left, and was
at once swallowed up in the street
crowd. It seemed very strange to
him. Not that he was unaccustomed
to crowds. Had he not, that very
Christmas, gone shopping in the
Stadtplatz, accompanied only by Gen-
eral Mettlich and Miss Simpkins, and
bought his grandfather, the king, a
burnt-wood box which might hold
either neckties or gloves, and his
cousins silver photograph-frames?

But this was different, and for a
rather peculiar reason, Prince Fer-
dinand Wilhelm had never seen the
back of a crowd! The public was al-
ways lined up, facing him, smiling
and bowing and God-blessing him.
Small wonder he thought of most of
his future subjects as being much like
the ship in the opera, meant only to
be viewed from the front.

Also, it was surprising to see how
stiff and straight their backs were.
Prince Ferdinand Wilhelm had never
known that backs could be so rigid.
Those with which he was familiar had
a way of drooping forward from the
middle of the spine up. It was most
interesting!

The next hour was full of remark-
able things. For one, he dodged be-
hind a street-car and was almost run
over by a taxicab. The policeman on
the corner came out, and, taking Fer-
dinand Wilhelm by the shoulder, gave
him a talking to and a shaking. Fer-
dinand Wilhelm was furious, but pol-
icy kept him silent ; which proves con-
clusively that the erown prince had
not only initiative—witness his flight
—but self-control and diplomacy.
Lucky country, to have in prospect
such a king!

But even royalty has its weaknesses.
At the next corner Ferdinand Wil-
helm stopped and invested his small
change in the forbidden fig lady, with
arms and legs of cloves. He had
wanted one of these ever since he

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

could remember, but Miss Simpkins
had sternly refused to authorize the
purchase. In fact, she had had one
of the raisins placed under a miero-
scope, and had shown his royal high-
ness a number of interesting and high
ly active creatures who made their
homes therein.

His royal highness recalled all this
with great distinctness, and, immedi-
ately dismissing it from his mind, ate
the legs and arms of the fig woman
with enjoyment. Which, not the eat-
ing of legs and arms, of course, but to
be able to dismiss what is unpleasant
—is another highly desirable royal
trait.

His movements, although agreeably
indeterminate, had by now a definite
object. This was the park, and a cer-
tain portion of the park at that.

It was not the long allée between
rows of trees trimmed to resemble
walls of green in summer, and curi-
ously distorted skeletons in winter;
not the coffee-houses, where young of-
ficers in uniform sat under the trees
reading the papers, and rising to bow
with great clanking and much cere-
mony as a gold-wheeled carriage or a
pretty girl went by.

Prince Ferdinand Wilhelm had the
fulfilment of a great desire in his
small, active mind. This was nothing
less than a ride on the American
seenic railroad, which had secured a
concession in a far corner of the park.
Hedwig’s lieutenant had deseribed it
to him—how one was taken in a small
car to a dizzy height, and then turn-
ed loose on a track which dropped
giddily and rose again, which hurled
one through sheet-iron tunnels of in-
credible blackness, thrust one out over
a gorge, whirled one in mad curves
around corners of precipitous heights,
and finally landed one, panting,
breathless, shocked, and reeling, but
safe, at the very platform where one
had purchased his ticket three eterni-
ties, which were only minutes, before.

Prince Ferdinand Wilhelm had put
this proposition, like the raisins, to
Miss Simpkins. Miss Simpkins re-
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plied with the sad story of an Eng-
lish ehild who had clutched at its cap
during a erucial moment on a similar
track at the Crystal Palace.

““When they picked him up,’’ she
finished, ‘‘every bone in his body was
broken!’’

“‘ Bvery bone?’’ queried the prince.

““Every bone,’’ said Miss Simpkins
solemnly.

“The little ones in his ears, and
all?”’

““Fyery one,’’ said Miss Simpkins,
refusing to weaken.

The prince pondered.

““Fe must have felt like jelly,”’ he
remarked, and Miss Simpkins had
dropped the subject.

So now, with freedom and his
week’s allowance, except the outlay
for the fig woman, in his pocket, Fer-
dinand Wilhelm started for the Land
of Desire. The allée was almost de-
serted. It was the sacred hour of cof-
fee. The terraces were empty, but
from the coffee-houses along the drive
there came a cheerful rattle of cups,
a hum of conversation.

As the early spring twilight fell,
the gas-lamps along the allée, always
burning, made a twin row of pale
stars ahead. At the end, even as the
wanderer gazed, he say myriads of
tiny red, white, and blue lights, rising
high in the air, outlining the crags
and peaks of the sheet-iron mountain
which was his destination. The Land
of Desire was very near!

There came to his ears, too, the oc-
casional rumble that told of some pal-

jtating soul being at that moment
hurled and twisted and joyously
thrilled, as per the licutenant’s de-
seription.

Now it is a strange thing, but true,
that one does not reach the Land of
Desire alone; because the half of
pleasure is the sharing of it with
someone else, and the Land of De-
gire, alone, is not the Land of Desire
at all. Quite suddenly, Prince Fer-
linand Wilhelm Franz Otto discover-
ed that he was lonely.

He sat down on the curb under a
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gas-lamp and ate the fig woman’s head,
taking out the cloves, because he did
not like eloves. At that moment there
was a soft whirring off to one side of
him, and a yellow bird, rising and
falling erratically on the breeze,
careened suddenly and fell at his feet.

Ferdinand Wilhelm leaned over
and picked it up. It was a small toy
aeroplane, with yellow silk planes,
guy-ropes of waxed thread, and a
wooden rudder, its motive power vest-
ed in a tightly-twisted rubber. One
of the wings was bent. Ferdinand
Wilhelm straightened it, and looked
around for the owner.

“Gee!’”’ he said in English. “‘Did
you see it go that time?’’

A small boy was standing under
the next gas-lamp.

Ferdinand Wilhelm eyed the
stranger. He was about his own age,
and was curiously dressed. He wore
a short pair of corduroy trousers,
much bloomed at the knee, a pair of
yellow Russia-leather shoes that
reached well to his calves, and, over
all, a shaggy white sweater, rolling
almost to his chin. On the very back
of his head he had the smallest cap
that Prince Ferdinand Wilhelm had
ever seen.

Now this was exactly the way in
which Ferdinand Wilhelm had always
wished to dress. He was suddenly
conscious of the long trousers on his
own small legs, of the ignominy of
his tailless Eton jacket and stiff, roll-
ing collar, of the crowning disgrace
of his Derby hat. But—the lonely
feeling had gone from him.

“‘This is the best time for flying,”
he said, in his perfeet English. ‘“All
the exhibition flights are at sun-
down.”’

The boy walked slowly over and
stood looking down at him.

““You ought to see it fly from the
top of Pike’s Peak!’’ he remarked.
He had caught sight of the despised
Derby, and his eyes widened, but with
instinetive good-breeding he ignored
it. ““That’s Pike’s Peak up there.”’

He indicated the very top of the
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Land of Desire.
up.

‘“How does one get up?’”’ he
queried.

“‘Ladders. My father’s the man-
ager. He lets me up—sometimes.’’

Prince Ferdinand Wilhelm stared
with new awe at the boy. He found
the fact much more remarkable than
if the stranger had stated that his
father was the King of England.
Kings were, as you may say, directly
in Ferdinand Wilhelm’s line, but
seenic railroads—

““I had thought of taking a jour-
ney on it,”’ he said, after a second’s
reflection. ‘Do you think your father
will sell me a ticket?”’

“Billy Grimm will.
you.”’

The prince rose with alacrity. Then
he stopped. He must, of course, ask
the strange boy to be his guest. But
tickets! Perhaps his allowance—

““I must see first how much it
costs,”” he said with dignity.

The other boy laughed.

““Oh, gee! You ecome with me. It
won’t cost anything,”” he said, and
led the way toward the towering
lights.

For Bobby Treat to bring a small
boy to ride with him was an every-
day affair. Billy Grimm, at the tie-
ket-window, hardly glanced at the
boy who stood, trembling with antici-
pation, in the shadow of the booth.

‘““Remember, Bob,”” he said, pass-
ing out the two tickets to fairy-land
as if they were mere bits of paper,
“‘I haven’t pulled your ears for luck
yet. Just wait until closing-time!”’

‘““It’s my birthday,”” explained
Bobby, as they climbed the steps to
the waiting car. ‘‘In America they
pull your ears on your birthday.
‘What do they do to you?’’

Now Ferdinand Wilhelm had had
a birthday lately. He had a vivid
recollection of early mass in the pal-
ace chapel before dawn, with the pre-
lates of the church praying for his
long life and health and wisdom; of
being taken at eleven o’clock to see

The prince stared

I’ll go with
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his grandfather, the king, and of
suffering a grilling examination in
army tactics at the hands of that
grim old man of blood ; and of a tiring
reception that afternoon, when the
court had brought its respects and
good wishes, as well as the admirals
of the fleet and the generals of the
army, and the burgomaster had read
him a long address, while he stood
until his legs ached. Also, he remem-
bered that he had had preserved pine-
apple at tea that day, by way of spe-
cial jollification. Nobody had pulled
his ears.

““They—oh, they don’t do very
much,’’ he said evasively.

““Doesn’t your mother let you or-
der what you want for dinner, or
give you presents?’’ Bobby asked.

‘“My mother’s dead,’’ said Ferdin-
and Wilhelm.

He did not have a lump in his
throat when he said it. His mother
had died years before, as had his
father—both felled by the dagger of
an assassin. To Ferdinand Wilhelm
they were two pictures that hung on
his bedroom wall, and, of course, there
was his father’s sword. He rather
fancied the sword. Once or twice, in
his rare moments alone, he had buek-
led it on. It was much too long, of
course, unless he stood on a hassock.

The car came just then, and they
climbed in. Perhaps, as they moved
off, Prince Ferdinand Wilhelm had a
qualm, occasioned by the remem-
brance of the English child who had
met an untimely end; but if he did,
he pluckily hid it.

‘““Put your lid on the floor of the
car,”’ said Bobby Treat, depositing
his own atom there. ‘‘Father says,
if you do that, you’re perfectly safe.’”

Ferdinand Wilhelm divined that
this referred to his hat, and drew a
small breath of relief. And then they
were off—up an endless, elicking
roadway, where, at the top, the car
hung for a breathless second over the
gulf below; then, fairly launched, out
on a trestle, with the city far beneath
them, and only the red, white, and
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blue lights for company; and into a
tunnel, filled with roaring noises and
swift-moving shadows. Then came
the end of all things—a flying leap
down, a heart-breaking delirious
thrill, an upward sweep just as the
strain was too great for endurance.

“Jgn’t it bully?’’ shouted Bob
against the onrush of the wind.

“Fine!”’ shrieked his royal high-
ness, and braced himself for another
dip into the gulf.

Above the roaring of the wind in
their ears, neither child had heard
the flying feet of a dozen horses com-
ing down the allée. They never knew
that a hatless young lieutenant, white-
lipped with fear, had checked his
horse to its haunches at the ticket-
booth, and demanded to know who
was in the Land of Desire.

“Only the son of the manager,
and a boy friend of his,’’ replied
Billy Grimm rather curtly. ‘‘What’s
wrong? Lost anybody?”’

But Hedwig’s lieutenant had
wheeled his horse without a word,
and, jumping him over the hedge of
the allée, was off in a despairing
search of the outskirts of the park—
despairing, because those who had
glain the father still lived to threaten
the son. The terrorists! He shut his
teeth to stifle a groan.

As the last horse leaped the hedge
and disappeared, the car came to a
stop at the platform. Quivering,
Prince Ferdinand Wilhelm reached
down for the despised hat.

“Would you like to go around
again?’’ asked Bobby quite casually.

His highness gasped with joy.

«1f—if you would be so kind!’’ he

said.
And at the lordly wave of Bobby’s
hand, the ear moved on.

IIL.

The old king was dying. To the
Princess Annunciata, his spinster
daughter, the news had come as she
sat dozing in the royal box at the

Ta.
And the crown prince, who might
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now at any moment be king—the
crown prince was missing!

The news had spread quickly.
There was wild consternation at the
palace. In the public squares crowds
were silently gathering, and in every
group there was whispering of the
terrorists who had stabbed Prince
Marmaduke and his young wife, and
who might now—but then, such a
child! It was incredible!

Across from the palace, with only
the great square between, lay the
Royal Opera. Old Adelbert, having
locked up his opera-glasses—for, with
the king dying, there would be no
opera that night, nor, indeed, for no
one knew how long—old Adelbert
limped down the marble stairs and
into the square, black with people.

The erowd was very still. Always
it stood facing in one direction—to-
ward that wing of the palace where
the old warrior had his apartments,
and where now he lay dying.

The curtains were open, and the
casement of one window, which open-
ed on a baleony, was thrown wide.
Now and then shadowy figures passed
it and once the Princess Annunciata,
with wide, grief-stricken eyes, had
come as if for air, and had stood for
a moment, unconscious of the eyes be-
low.

““A good woman!’’ said old Adel-
bert, finding himself, in the dusk, be-
side the garde-robe woman. ‘‘She re-
mained unmarried to be with her
father. And now he goes, and she is
alone. It is the way of the world.”’

Olga had been staring before her
with dull and sunken eyes.

““They—have they found the—
crown prince?’’ she asked thickly.

Adelbert stared.

‘‘The erown prince!”’

‘““He is missing. I—I thought it
was only a prank, but—two hours!”’

““What did you say?’’ Adelbert
was old, and the soft hum of the
crowd confused him. ‘“What was two

hours?”’
““Nothing.”” She drew a long
breath. ‘‘He is missing!”’

‘_*;1
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Old Adelbert started violently.

‘“He is not there, in the palace?’’

‘““No. He disappeared from the
opera-house this afternoon. Every
regiment in the city is out.”

And true enough, at that moment,
the erowd surged back against them
to allow the passage of a company of
soldiers. For the first time in the
knowledge of man the palace was
practically unprotected. The king’s
guard, every man of noble birth,
marched through the crowd, young
faces eager and intent under their
tall black shakos, lanterns swinging
in time to the muffled beat of a soli-
tary drum. It was General Mettlich’s
own regiment, and the erown prince
himself wore its uniform on gala oc-
casions.

Up-stairs, in an anteroom of the
king’s bedchamber, General Mettlich,
old friend and comrade of the dying
monarch, had been placed under re-
straint. Twice, in frenzy over the
loss of his charge, he had tried to fall
on his sword. Now he sat between
two guards, his face whiter than the
king’s own, waiting for what must
soon come—for the dreaded moment
when, the archbishop having solemn-
ly announced from the balcony the
death of their old ruler, the people
below would call to him, General
Mettlich, to show them from the rail
their boy king.

As the sound of the solitary drum
came through the open window, the
old warrior stirred. One of the guards
~~crowning humiliation, a captain of
his own regiment—laid a quieting
hand on his arm.

Down in the square, old Adelbert
at the same moment put a hand on
Olga’s arm. His mind moved slowly.

““From the opera-house!’’ he said.
“‘Impossible! There were the usual
ouards—unless—’’ He turned and
peered into the garde-robe woman’s
face, ‘‘It was he then!’’ he mutter-
ed. ‘“And you knew!”’

‘““He was so little, and he has so
few pleasures,”’ cried Olga passion-
ately. ‘It is always study, study—
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and I saw his eyes.
his father’s!’’

Old Adelbert made no reply. He
caught her arm, and, struggling, pull-
ed her behind him through the crowd.
Where it refused to yield, he brought
down the iron point of his wooden leg,
and his progress was one of oaths
and groans.

““Where are you taking me?’’ gasp-
ed Olga.

““To the Princess Annunciata,’’
said the old soldier. ‘‘The child is
only lost, wandering. It is not the
terrorists, after all. Only—may be he
found in time!”’

Olga wept softly. She complained
that her shoes were bad and her jae-
ket old. If she had only time to go
home and put on her braided coat—

““Come! Use your breath to pray,’’
said old Adelbert roughly, and plant-
ed his iron toe on her shabby ones.

So she was led as a lamb to the
slaughter. Finally they came to an
open space under the stone balcony,
where one sentry kept the crowd back,
and walked sadly to and fro with
his gun over his shoulder.

Adelbert stepped. boldly into the
lighted square, and faced the sentry.

““I would see the Princess Annun-
ciata,’’ he said, and saluted.

The sentry stared.

‘“Adelbert, from the Royal Opera’’
—under his breath—‘‘with news of
the erown prince.”’

The sentry swiftly turned the geo-
metrical right angle that is a specialty
of sentries, and crossed with rapid
strides to the arched stone doorway
which was the old king’s private en-
trance.

‘“ Adelbert of the Royal Opera, with
news of the erown prince,’” he repeat-
ed to the sentry there.

And so it happened that into the
ante-room where General Mettlich sat
on a sofa between two eaptains of the
guard; where the Duchess Hedwig,
kneeling at a shrine with her sister,
was erying over a small silver photo-
graph-frame; where the Princess An-
nunciata, distracted, walked back-

They were like
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ward and forward, wringing her
hands—into this room, preceded and
followed as far as the door by sen-
tries, and then left to stumble into the
bright light by themselves, came Adel-
bert of the opera-house and the garde-
robe woman, Olga.

The Princess Annunciata stared.
Then she came toward them swiftly.
0Old Adelbert could not kneel, having
Jost his leg fighting for the old man
in the next room. Also, he was out
of breath.

““‘Highness!’’ he said. ‘‘Highness!”’

Then—oh, pitiful climax to a mar-
tial career! It came to him suddenly
that just beyond that door his king
lay dying; and old Adelbert burst
into ignominious tears.

‘Women rise better than men to
great emergencies. ‘Olga forgot her
worn shoes and the braided coat
which was at home. She saw only
the frantie eyes of the Princess An-
nunciata, and her fear left her.

‘‘Highness,”’ she said gently, ‘‘the
little ecrown prince was—was not ab-
dueted by the terrorists. I think he is
gafe. He—he ran away, quite by
himself. It was only a boyish prank,
highness—the desire of a caged bird
to ﬁy-”

“Why, if you knew this, did you
not raise an alarm?’’

] gaw him running down the
staircase of the opera-house, excel-
lency. He looked at me, as if to ask
me not to tell. And I did not.”” She
looked bravely at the princess, al-
though she knew that her confession
might cost her dearly.

““Highness, I have but this moment
learned it,”’ said old Adelbert, get-
ting his voice. ‘‘I brought the wo-
man here at once. I thought it might
distress the—his—majesty, and I—I
was in the Bosnia campaign. He—
he came once to the hospital, where
1 lay, and patted me—"’

The disgrace of old Adelbert was
complete. He broke into snivelling
gobs. Throwing his arms up against
the side of the doorway, he wept un-
restrainedly into the velvet hangings,
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with the royal arms in gold and sil-
ver.

The Duchess Hedwig came over to
Olga, and patted her on the sleeve of
the jacket which was not the braid-
ed one.

‘“We are grateful to you,’’ she said
softly. ‘‘No harm will come to you,
I am sure. Will you tell the gentle-
men in the next room what you have
told us?”’

So Adelbert and Olga were taken
to another and a larger anteroom-——
a room all gold and blue, where the
court was gathered, and where the
prelates of the church and the gen-
erals of the army and the admirals
of the fleet were waiting with white
faces and strained eyes. And there
Adelbert was himself again, and a
man among his peers, wearing, in-
stead of a jewelled order, his insignia
of valiant serviece, a wooden leg with
a sharp iron point.

And there he told his story.

1V

On his narrow iron bed the old
king lay peacefully dying. He had
not moved for an hour, and it was
the prayer of the court that he might
not recover consciousness before the
end. He would wish to see the little
erown prince.

Beside him knelt his private chap-
lain. The three court physicians had
withdrawn from the bed, and stood
consulting in an alcove. The two sis-
ters of merey who had cared for the
old king for years, stood looking down
at him.

‘I should wish to die so,”’ whisper-
ed the elder. ‘‘A long life, filled with
many deeds, and then to sleep away!”’

“A long life full of many sor-
rows!’”’ whispered back the younger
one. Her mild blue eyes rested on
the writing-table, where, under the
lamp, were the photographs of his
dead wife, his slain son. ‘‘He out-
lived all that he loved.”’

““Except the little Ferdinand.”’

Their eyes met, for even here there
was a question.
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As if their thought had penetrated
the haze over the old king’s faculties,
he opened his eyes.

“Ferdinand ?’’ he asked, with dif-

ficulty. ¢‘I—I wish—"’
“Yes, yes,”’” said the younger sis-
ter. ‘“You shall see him soon.”’

Which, of course, was literally true,
and no prejudice to the good sister’s
soul. The chaplain had so instruected
her. For if the terrorists—

The old monareh closed his eyes,
but a moment later he opened them
again,

““Mettlich?’’ he asked.

The elder sister tiptoed to the door.

‘‘His majesty is conscious; he has
asked for Gieneral Mettlich,’’ she said.

The Princess Annunciata took the
general’s hand and led him to the
door of the bedroom.

““Courage!’’ she said.
a word!”’

General Mettlich stood a seecond
just inside the door. Then he stag-
gered to the side of the bed and fell
on his knees, his lips to the eold white
hand on the counterpane.

““Sire!”’ he choked.
Mettlich!”’

The old king looked at him, and
put his hand on the bowed gray head.
Then his eyes turned to the Princess
Annunciata and rested there.

““A good friend and a good daugh-
ter! Few men die so fortunate, and
fewer sovereigns!’’ said the old ruler,
and placed his other hand on the
head of the princess as she knelt be-
side him. His eyes, moving slowly,
travelled to the photographs on his
writing-table and rested there.

The elder sister leaned forward and
touched his wrist.

““Doctor!’’ she said sharply.

The doetors came forward hastily,
and grouped around the bed. Then
the eldest of the three, who had usher-
ed her into the world, touched the
Prineess Annunciata on the shoulder.

“Madame!’’ he said. ‘‘Madame, 1
—the king has passed away.”’

General Mettlich staggered to his
feet and took a long look at the face

““And not

“It is I—
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of his old sovereign and friend. Then,
his features working, he opened the
door into the large anteroom.

‘‘Gentlemen of the court,’’ he said,
“it is my duty—my duty—to an-
nounce—’’ His voice broke; his griz-
zled chin quivered. Tears rolled down
his cheeks. ‘‘Friends,”’ he said piti-
fully, ‘‘our—our good king—my old
comrade—is dead!”’

V.

Three glorious times the car had
made its\ trip to Pike’s Peak and re-
turn. Three rapturous, breathless
times it had swept into the sheet-iron
gulfs of the Grand Canon, only to
elimb out again of its own momen-
tum. Three times it had swept
through the blackness of the tunnels,
and as many times had brought up
in safety at the landing-platform.

Then, having no charm of novelty
for him, the scenie railroad palled on
Bobby. They climbed out and stood
on the platform, and by the light of
a gas-lamp the small American con-
sulted a large nickel watch.

‘““Gee!”” he said. ‘‘It’s supper-
time; I thought I was feeling empty.
Say, can’t you come home to supper
with me?”’

Ferdinand Wilhelm consulted his
own wateh. It was gold, and on the
inside of the case was engraved :

To Ferdinand Wilhelm Franz Otto, from
his grandfather, on the occasion of his
taking his first ecommunion.

It was seven o’clock! Miss Simp-
kins would be very irritable; she dis-
liked waiting one moment for her
supper. But perhaps she had been
frightened, and if she had, a little
more alarm would probably make her
glad to see him.

““Do you think your mother will be
willing ?’” he asked.

“Willing? Sure she will! The
only person—but I’ll fix fraulein.
She’s a Bohemian, and they’re al-
ways cranky. Anyhow, it’s my birth-
day. I’'m always allowed a guest on
birthdays. s
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So home together, gaily chatting,
went the two children, along the cob-
ble-paved streets of the ancient town,
past old churches that had been sack-
ed and pillaged by the very ancestors
of one of them, taking short cuts
through narrow passages that twisted
and wormed their way between and
sometimes beneath century-old stone
houses; across the flower-market,
where faint odours of dying violets
and ecrushed lilies-of-the-valley still
elung to the bare wooden booths; and
so, finally, to the door of a grim build-
ing where, from the porter’s room
beside the entrance, came a reek of
stewing garlic.

Neither of the children had noticed
the unwonted silence of the streets.
‘What few passers-by they had seen
had been hurrying in the direction of
the palace. Twice they had passed
soldiers, with lanterns, and once one
had stopped and flashed a light on
them. 3

““Well, old sport?’’ said Bobby in
English. ‘‘Anything you ecan do for
me?’’

The soldier had passed on, mutter-
ing at the insolence of American chil-
dren. The two youngsters laughed
consumedly at the witticism. They
were very happy, the lomely little
American boy and the lonely little
prince—happy from sheer gregarious-
ness, from the satisfaction of that
strongest of human inclinations, next
to love—the social instinet.

The porter was out. His wife ad-
mitted them, and went morosely back
to her interrupted cooking. The chil-
dren hurried up the winding stone
stairease, with its iron rail and its gas
lantern, to the third floor, where the
parents of Bobby Treat made their
temporary home.

In the sitting-room, the sour-faced

erness was darning a hole in a
small stocking. She was as close as

ible to the green tile stove, and
she was looking very unpleasant; for
the egg-shaped darmer only slipped
through the hole, which was a large
one. With an irritable gesture, she
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took off her slipper, and, putting one
coarse-stockinged foot on the fender,
proceeded to darn by putting the slip-
per into the stocking and working
over it.

Things looked unpropitious. The
crown prince ducked behind Bobby.
The fraulein looked at the clock.

“You are fifteen minutes late,’’
she snapped, and bit the darning
thread—not with rage, but because
she had forgotten her scissors.

““I’'m sorry, but you see—"’

‘“Whom hast thou there?”’

The prince cowered. She looked
quite like his grandfather when his
tutors’ reports had been unfavour-
able.

‘““A friend of mine,”’ said Bobby,
not a whit daunted.

The governess put down the stock-
ing and rose. In so doing, she caught
her first real glimpse of Ferdinand,
and she staggered back.

““Good heavens!’’ she said, and
went white, Then she stared at the
boy, and her colour ecame back. ‘‘For
a moment,”’ she muttered, ‘‘I—but
no. He is not so tall, nor has he the
manner. Yes, he is much smaller!’’

‘Which proves that, whether it
wears a crown or not, royalty is al-
ways measured to the top of one.

In the next room, Bobby’s mother
was arranging candles on a birthday
cake in the centre of the table. Pepy,
the cook, had iced the cake herself,
and had forgotten one of the ‘“‘b’s’”
in ‘‘Bobby,’’ so that the cake really
read:

BOBY—XI YEARS.

However, it looked delicious, and
inside had been baked a tiny black
china doll and a new American penny,
with Abraham Lincoln’s head on it.
The penny was for good fortune, but
the doll was a joke of Pepy’s, Bobby
being aggressively masculine.

Bobby, having passed the outpost,
carried the rest of the situation by
assault. He rushed into the dining-
room and kissed his mother, with one
eye on the cake.

l_._—*;.
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‘‘Mother, here’s company to sup-
per! Oh, look at the cake! ‘B-O-B-Y’!
Mother, that’s awful!”’

Mrs Treat was very young and girl-
ish. She looked at the cake.

““Poor Pepy!’’ she said. ‘‘Suppose
she had made it ‘Booby’?’’ Then she
saw IFerdinand Wilhelm, and went
over, somewhat puzzled, with her
hand out. ‘‘I am very glad Bobby
brought you,’’ she said. ‘‘He has so
few little friends—’’

There she stopped, for the prince
had brought his heels together sharp-
ly, and, bending over her hand, had
kissed it, exaetly as he kissed his Aunt
Annunciata’s every morning at eleven
o’cloek. Mrs. Treat was fairly start-
led, not at the hand-kiss, but at the
grace with which the tribute was ren-
dered.

Then she looked down, and it re-
stored her composure to find that Fer-
dinand Wilhelm, too, had turned eyes
toward the cake. He was, after all,
only a hungry small boy. With the
quick tenderness that all good women
who have been mothers feel toward
other children, she stooped and kissed
him gravely on the forehead.

Caresses were strange to Ferdinand
Wilhelm. His warm little heart leap-
ed and pounded. At that moment,
he would have died for her!

Mr. Treat came home a little late.
He kissed Bobby eleven times, and
one to grow on. He shook hands ab-
sently with the visitor, and gave the
frdulein the evening paper—an ex-
travagance on which he insisted, al-
though one could read the news for
nothing by going to the café on the
corner. Then he drew his wife aside.

““Look here!’”’” he said. ‘“Don’t tell
Bobby—no use exciting him, and, of
course, it’s not our funeral, anyhow
—but there’s a report out that the
crown prince has been kidnapped.
And that’s not all. The old king is
dying!”’

““How terrible!”’

““Worse than that. The old king
gone, and no erown prince! It may
mean almost any sort of trouble. I’ve
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closed up at the park for the night.
The whole town is packed in front of
the palace.”” His arm around his
wife, he looked through the doorway
to where Bobby and Ferdinand were
counting the candles. ‘‘It’s made me
think pretty hard,”’ he said. ‘*Bobby
mustn’t go around alone the way he’s
been doing. All Americans here are
considered millionaires. If the erown
prince could go, think how easy—’

His arm tightened around his wife,
and together they went in to the
birthday feast.

Ferdinand was hungry. He ate
eagerly—chicken, fruit compote, po-
tato-salad—shades of the court physi-
cians, who fed him at night a balanced
ration of milk, egg, and zwieback!
Bobby also ate busily, and conversa-
tion languished.

Then the moment came when, the
first eravings appeased, they sat back
in their chairs while Pepy cleared the
table and brought in a knife to eut
the cake. Mr. Treat had excused him-
self for a moment. Now he came back
with a bottle wrapped in a newspaper
and sat down again.

““I thought,”’ he said, ‘‘as this is a
real occasion, not exactly Robert’s
coming of age, but marking his ar-
rival at years of discretion, the period
when he ceases to be a small boy and
becomes a big one, we might drink a
toast to it.”’

‘““Howard!”’ objected the big boy’s
mother.

‘“A teaspoonful each, honey,’’ he
laughed. ‘It changes it from a mere
supper to a festivity.”’

He poured a few drops of wine in-
to the childrén’s glasses, and filled
them up with water. Then he filled
the others, and sat smiling, this big
young. man, who had brought his
loved ones across the sea and was try.
ing to make them happy up three
flights of stone stairs, above a porter’s
lodge that smelled of garlic.

““First,”” he said, ‘‘I believe it is
customary to toast the king. Friends,
I give you the good king and brave
soldier.”’
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They stood up to drink it, and even
Pepy had a glass.

Ferdinand was on his feet first. He
held his glass up in his right hand,
and his eyes shone.

“Po his Majesty the King!’’ he
said solemnly, but firmly. ‘‘God keep
the king!”’

Over their glasses, Mrs. Treat’s
eyes met her husband’s. How they
trained their children here!

But Ferdinand Wilhelm had not
finished.

I give you,”’ he said, in his clear
young treble, holding his glass, ““the
President of the United States. The
President!”’

“MThe President!’’ said Mr. Treat.

They drank again, except the frau-
lein, who disapproved of republics,
and only pretended to sip her wine.

“Bobby,”’ said his mother, with a
eateh in her voice, ‘‘haven’t you some-
thing to suggest—as a toast?’’

Bobby’s eyes were on the cake; he
ecame back with difficulty.

““Well,”” he meditated, ‘‘I guess—
would ‘home’ be all right?’’

““Home!”’ they all said, a little
shakily, and drank to it.

Home! To the Treats, a little
house on a shady street in America;
to the friulein, a thatched cottage in
the mountains and an old mother; to
Pepy, the room in a tenement where
she went at night; to Ferdinand Wil-
helm, a formal suite of apartments in
the palace, surrounded by pomp, or-
dered by rule and precedent, hard-
ened by military discipline, and un-
goftened by any love other than the
grim affection of the old king.

Home!

VI

After all, Pepy’s plan went astray,
for the fraulein got the china baby,
and Ferdinand Wilhelm the Lincoln

penny. ; .
“That,”” said Bobby’s father, ‘‘is
a Lineoln penny, young man. It bears
a portrait of Abraham Lincoln. Have
yon ever heard of him?”’
The prince looked up. He knew the
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Gettysburg address by heart, and part
of the Proclamation of Emancipation.
“Yes, sir,”’ he said. ‘‘The—my
grandfather thinks that President
Lineoln was a very great man.’’

““One of the world’s greatest. 1
hardly thought, over here—’’ Mr.
Treat paused and looked speculative-
ly at the boy. ‘‘You’d better keep
that penny where you won’t lose it,’’
he said soberly. ‘‘It doesn’t hurt us
to try to be good. If you’re in trou-
ble, think of the difficulties Abraham
Lincoln surmounted. If you want to
be great, think how great he was. If
you want to be good, just remember
how good he was.”” He was a trifle
ashamed of his own earnestness. ‘‘ All
that for a penny, young man!”

The festivities were taking a serious
turn. There was a little packet at
each plate, and now Bobby’s mother
reached over and opened hers.

““Oh!”’ she said, and exhibited a
gaudy tissue-paper bonnet. Every-
body had one. Mr. Treat’s was a
dunce’s cap, and fraulein’s a giddy
Pierrette of black and white. Bobby
had a military cap. With eager fin-
gers Ferdinand Wilhelm opened his;
he had never tasted this delirious
paper-cap joy before.

It was a crown—a sturdy bit of
gold paper, cut into points and set
with red paste jewels—a gem of a
crown. He was charmed. He put it
on his head, with the unconsciousness
of childhood, and posed and smirked
charmingly.

From a far-off church a deep-toned
bell began to toll, slowly.

Ferdinand caught it—St. Stefan’s
bell! He sat up and listened. The
sound was faint; one felt it rather
than heard it, but the slow booming
was unmistakable. Only once before
had Ferdinand heard it, except for
mass, and that was when his uncle—

He got up and puhed his chair
back.

Other bells had taken it up, and
now the whole city seemed alive with
bells—bells that swung sadly from
side to side, as if they repeated:

L,___..-—*—;.
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‘“Alas, alas! Alas and alas!”’
Something like panic seized Ferdin-

and Wilhelm. Some calamity had

happened—some one was—perhaps
grandfather—

He turned an appealing face to
Mrs. Treat.

““I must go,”” he said. ‘‘I do not
wish to appear rude, but something is
wrong. The bells—"’

The friulein had been listening,
too. Her face worked.

““They mean but one thing,’’ she
said slowly. ‘I have heard it said
many times. When St. Stefan’s tolls
like that, the king is dead!”’

“No! No!’”’ eried Ferdinand Wil-
helm, and ran madly out of the door.

VIIL

With the first boom of St. Stefan’s
bell, the great ecrowd fell on its knees.
Other bells took up the dirge, and
above their slow, insistent peal rose
the nearer sound of a people mourn-
ing.

The archbishop eame out upon the
baleony, and stood for a moment with
both hands raised. What he said no
one heard, but all knew.

Hedwig’s lieutenant, riding fran-
tically up one street and down an-
other, heard the bell. With his horse’s
bridle over his arm, he knelt on the
cobblestone in the street, and prayed
at the passing of his king’s soul. And
if the lieutenant shed a tear or two,
why, there were few dry eyes in the
city that night.

‘When he had crossed himself and
risen, behold, running down the
street, sobbing and panting, a small
figure in blue serge trousers, a short
Eton coat, and a rolling white collar,
with a gilt paper crown on its head.
The boy, who did not recognize the
lieutenant, having ecried much and
Tun more, gasped:

“Take me to the palace instantly!”’

Without ceremony, Hedwig’s lieu-
tenant flung his king into the saddle,
and, springing up behind him, rode
wildly to the palace.
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The Princess Annunciata had come
out of the death chamber, and stood
staring at the archbishop.

‘“What are we going to do?’’ she
asked. ““What are we going to do?*’

From a corner the Duchess Hedwig
sobbed aloud. She was sitting alone,
holding the silver photograph-frame.

And then, suddenly, the door was
flung open, and in it, with the lien-
tenant behind, stood the boy king.

““My grandfather!’’ he said, and,
seeing their faces, fell to snivelling
into a very soiled pocket-handker-
chief.

General Mettlich opened the door
from the room where the court had
assembled. He saw the disreputable
figure of his sovereign, and, with a
cry of thankfulness, he knelt and kiss-
ed the small, not over eclean hand.

Ferdinand Wilhelm straightened
his shoulders. It had come to him
that he was a man now, and must do
a man’s part in the world.

“I wish to see my grandfather,®’
he said, fighting back the tears.

General Mettlich rose and stood
looking down at him.

““Your people are waiting,’’ he said
gravely. ‘““To a ruler, his people
must come first!”’

And so, in the clear light from the
room behind, Ferdinand Wilhelm 1.
first stood before his people. They
looked up and saw the erectness of
the small figure, the steadiness of the
blue eyes that had fought back the
tears, the honesty and fire and cour-
age of this small boy who was their
king. And they rose and cheered
mightily.

Down below, in the erowd, a young
American woman clutched her hus-
band’s arm, and together they stared
up.

““‘Dick!’’ she said. ‘‘Dick, it’s Bob’s
little friend!’’

‘“Nonsense!”” he retorted uneasily.
“Tt looks like him, but the thing’s
absurd. See, they’ve crowned him
already

‘“Oh, they haven’t crowned him!*’
She was half weeping, half smiling.
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“LONG LIVE THE KING!”’

“‘The absurd little chap ! They’ve for-
gotten to take off his paper crown!’’

Viil:

The king, having been pronounced
safe and well by the court physicians,
had a warm bath and was put to bed.
There was much formality to this pro-
cess now, but finally he was left alone
with Oskar, who had put him to bed
and got him up since he had passed
the wet-nurse stage—alone, of course,
as much as a king may be alone; for
there were guards outside each door
and below his windows.

““Osgkar!’’ said the king, from his
pillow.

““Your majesty?’’

Oskar was gathering the royal gar-
ments, which were to be burned, as
Heaven only knows where his ma-
jesty had been, and what germs—

““Have 1 a small box anywhere, a
very small box?”’

““The one in which your majesty’s
seal ring came is here, as is also the
Jarger one which had school-room
erayons in it.”’

““Give me the ring-box and my
trousers,”’ said Ferdinand Wilhelm
1., and sat up in bed.

Having received both articles, he
proeeeded to feel carefully in all the
pockets of the trousers. At last he
found what he wanted, and the new
Linecoln penny rested in a cushion of
white velvet, on which were the royal

arms.

Ferdinand Wilhelm looked careful-
ly at the penny, and then closed the
1id.

“Whenever I am disagreeable,
Oskar,”’” he said, ‘“or don’t care to
study, or—or do things that you think
my grandfather would not have done,
T wish you’d bring me this box. You’d
better keep it handy!”’

He lay back and yawned.

“Did you ever hear of Abraham
Tinecoln, Oskar?’’ he asked.
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““I—I have heard the name, your
majesty,”’ ventured Oskar curiously.

““My grandfather thought he was
a great—man, I—should—like—"’

The excitements and sorrows of the
day left him gently, He stretehed his
small limbs luxuriously, and half
turned upon his face. Oskar pulled
the blanket around his shoulders, and
put out the light.

Half an hour later, General Mett-
lich passed the guard and tiptoed into
the room. He knelt by the bed in sil-
ence, and into the old soldier’s pray-
er went all his hopes for his country,
all his dreams, all his grief for his
dead sovereign and his loyalty to his
new king.

In his stone-floored room behind a
milk-shop, old Adelbert prayed also.
The events of the evening had awak-
ened his warrior spirit again.

““Oh, God, make him a soldier!"
he prayed. ‘‘Let him lead this coun-
try to victory!”’

Olga, the garde-robe woman, sat
late that night sewing, for the garde-
robe alone would not support her.

‘““How like his father he looked!’’
she said. ‘‘And he smiled at me, God
bless him!”’

The Duchess Hedwig, having sent
away her maid, sat in front of her
dressing-table and looked long at the
silver photograph-frame.

“Dear little Ferdinand!”’ she
thought, and then her mind travelled
to the young lieutenant. After all,
she thought, the young officer was
noble, and such things as she dream-
ed of had been known. ‘I hope I
shall look well in black!”’ she reflect-
ed, and held one of her black silk
stockings to her cheek to see.

The American mother bent over her
boy’s bed, and kissed him softly on
the lips.

““I wonder,”’ she said, ‘“in all that
great palace, did any one Kkiss the lit-
tle king good-night?’’




THE OLD PROSPECTOR

By CARROLL AIKINS

WELL, I may be a mad old crank
‘Without a dollar in the bank,

One of a thousand other fools

That burn their hands with miners’ tools;

I may be that and more, but still

I know there’s gold on Cougar Hill,

And if T were a younger man

I’d hear it rattle in my pan.

But way down East in Hamilton

I’ve got a well-off only son

‘Who rides to office every day

In what he calls a landaulay,

And every night he dresses up

And has the fine folks in to sup.

But he’s not proud, sir, not a mite,

And he’s prepared to treat me right,

And I can see myself already

A-drinking tea with his good leddy,

Or sitting in the cosy seat

Beside the fire, with my cold feet

In velvet slippers, and a maid

To mix my whiskey-lemonade.

A fine life that, a fine life sure,

And what an old man could want more
1 cannot think—unless he might

Miss the keen air, the sense, and sight
Of mountain peaks, a-gleam with snow
Or the green, glacial freshet flow

Of bubbling creeks, or the big pines,

Or any of the forest signs;

Unless he was so used to camp,

‘With only the high moon for lamp,
That any four-walled room would seem
A lonely place to lie and dream;
Unless that mad old erank had learnt
To love the tools that seared and burnt,
To live to-morrow every day,

Knowing the streak would surely pay—
And so it will—by God, it will;

So I'll go back to Cougar Hill!
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THE AFFINITY
BY FRANCIS HAFFKINA SNOW

HRISTOPHER HOGUE, head
bookkeeper and private seere-
tary to a New York millionaire
occupying palatial offices on the six-
teenth floor of one of the Metropoli-
ton skyscrapers, came forth from the
iron eage which shot him and a score
of other hot and tired people earth-
ward to life and liberty one swelter-
ing August day, and swinging his Ma-
Jacea cane jauntily, walked slowly
through the yellow marbled tesselat-
ed corridor and down the wide gran-
ite stairway to the crowded street.
Mr. Hogue was in a particularly
suave and contented frame of mind
that late August afternoon. Through
a ‘‘tip”’ handed him a few days be-
fore by his employer, who was one of
the restricted group of ‘‘big’”’ Wall
Street magnates, he had cleared up a
little matter of nine hundred dollars
in tobacco stock preferred; and the
eheque had been passed over to him
scarce fifteen minutes before, and now
lay securely tucked away in the right-
hand inner pocket in his coat. Also
he had incidentally received what was,
practically, assurance that his salary
after the New Year would be aug-
mented to the extent of five hundred
American dollars. Thirdly, he
and his wife had recently attained
the coveted five-thousand-dollar-mark
in their savings in the Fifth Avenue
Commercial Bank, and were al-
ready looking forward to their second
decimal, which touched, they intend-
ed to purchase their own home in a
eonvenient suburb and with an auto-
mobile at best—a horse and carriage
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at worst — live like ‘‘somebody’’
thenceforward. Lastly, he had had
an especially gratifying lunch that
day in a Spanish restaurant off Wall
Street to which a fellow-clerk had
brought him—a lunch in which Span-
ish omelet and frijoles and roast chie-
ken and red wine had figured promin.
ently. All the long hot afternoon he
had felt dozy and comfortable, and
now, because of the savoury memory
lingering with him still, and all the
other circumstances already enumer-
ated, he was going home to his wife
and family in a very happy and, if 1
may so express it, ‘‘prosperous’’ state
of mind.

For at the age of forty-four he felt,
with some ground of reason, that he
had done well. His position was solid
and responsible ; a full dozen of clerks
and bookkeepers were, to all intents
and purposes, subservient to his or- .
ders; his wife was devoted and affec-
tionate as well as a good manager; his
son and daughter were doing well at
school and college—he lived well, ate
well, slept well, and steadily grew
stout and bald and prospered.

Henee did his mild blue eyes, some-
what round and prominent, shine be-
nignly through his gold-rimmed spec-
tacles; his rotund, ruddy face beam
sweet contentment on all who sat be-
fore him in the up-town Broadway
subway; and many a fagged-out, ten-
dollar-a-week clerk — high-collared
and flat-chested—and many a pale,
anemie, nervous girl stenographer
gazed on his benign and smiling face
with envy, as they swayed and stag-

L__—.
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gered in the swiftly-moving train
which roared and thundered on its
underground up-city course.

“Some men have luck,”’ thought
the ten-dollar-a-weeks, with that pe-
culiar bitterness which only the in-
efficients and ‘‘not-counters’’ experi-
ence (most illogically!) when con-
fronted by the inearnation of success.
And the girls wished their fathers or
brothers were as well dressed, with a
fancy waisteoat as well filled out; and
a suit as well tailored and shoes as
shapely and well shined; and a real
gold cameo ring upon the third finger
of the right hand and shining gold
spectacles and a Stetson hat as glossy
on their heads. The dirty, sweating
Ttalian labourers, jabbering in their
staceato Sicilian dialect and blissful-
ly unconscious that they were chaste-
ly if not scantily elad only in under-
shirt and trousers, paid no attention
to him at all, so far as he was aware,
but had he known it, one of them—
the dirtiest and most offensive of them
all—was already with his neighbour
commenting on Mr. Hogue’s benign
and prosperous appearance.

““QOh, the devil, look at the rich
chap !”’

And the other had answered him
with a muttered curse, as he thought
of his own hard lot, with resignation
withal—

“Oh, yes, when a man gets up in
the world. . . .’

But of this Mr. Christopher Hogue
knew nothing. He had purchased

himself an Evening Sun and was en-:

joying, with inward chucklings, that
playful journal’s capitalized and edi-
torialized scoffings at Boston, the uni-
verse’s hub.

He took a peculiar satisfaction in
always turning first to the editorial
page, because he thought it suggested
an air of importance, but he soon
found himself turning with more
eagerness to the columns that record
the transactions in stocks and bonds.

At Forth-seccond Street the train
stopped with its usnal vicious jerk;
the usnal motley throng got off and
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the usual motley throng got on; and
the Broadway Express started again
with the same usual jerk, and the pro-
ceedings from start to finish were just
as usual and as nightmarish as the
underground railway offers in its
diurnal way.

‘What was unusual was the pretti-
ness of the girl who tripped as light-
ly and as nonchalantly in as though
subways and express trains did not
exist; and sat down directly fae-
ing Mr. Hogue. ‘‘Pretty, indeed!”’
thought Mr. Hogue, as at a sudden
lurch of the train, he looked up mo-
mentarily from the Sun’s Bostonian
chuecklings and innuendoes, and his
eyes fell upon her face.

Mr. Hogue had never known muech
of women. A raw country boy, he
had married at the age of scarce nine-
teen, an insipidly pretty girl who liv-
ed in the Connecticut village whence,
some score of years before, they had
migrated with all their goods and
chattels to the great city, which with
its muffled roar and long tentacular
feelers had reached out at last and
supked them, bag and baggage, in. His
wife, with all the cooking and dish-
washing and child-bearing of the
early days, had paled and withered
and become augular and unattractive;
this he vaguely realized; but he had
become used to her, and they had
fought and struggled on together, and
she was very close to him; his life had
been busy; he had never had bad
habits or evil associates; he had never
departed from the path of rectitude
or even thought of the possibility of
so departing. Hence had his life been
morally quite impeccable and mono-
toned ; to paraphrase Rostand ‘‘a wo-
man’s skirt had mnever crossed his
life,”” (Wives, in such comparisons,
never count!)

Usually, when Mr. Hogue saw a
pretty girl he gazed on her with a
species of kind but furtive interest, as
becomes a married man who feels the
chain. But to-day, for some inex-
plicable reason—perhaps it was the
sense of confidence engendered by his
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prosperity ; perhaps it was just the
striking piquancy of the girl’s dark
eyes and creamy face or the jaunty
elegance of her attire—a suit of dark
blue, whose tailored skirt, very short,
exposed two slim and dainty ankles,
shimmering through hose of fine silk
and remarkably small, neat feet; per-
haps it was the red Spanish wine in
the Café de Madrid off Wall Street.
But why speculate further? Mr.
Hogue’s glance was no longer fur-
tive; this time at least he did not feel
the chair, and his round and ruddy
face became even rounder and rud-
dier; and his prominent blue eyes
fairly popped through his round and
shining spectacles; and his wide,
clean-shaven, somewhat prognathous
lips pursed—I will dissemble no long-
er—Mr. Hogue stared in open admir-
ation of a young girl’s beauty, for
the first time in his life. And strange
dreams and yearnings of his youth
which he had thought long dead with-
in him surged suddenly and unaec-
countably out from some obscure cor-
ner of his brain; and danced a wild
elfin dance in his methodical, well-
grooved and well-oiled consciousness,
as, forgetting all rules and preced-
ents, he gazed at the girl across the
aisle. i 4

QCatching his fixed, insistent gaze,
the pretty girl lowered her dark eyes
the fraction of a second modestly;
but immediately raised them and
ecaught his glance again; she smiled,
suddenly and as it seemed involuntar-
ily ; Mr. Hogue also smiled, with his
heart, quite unused to such new and
strange emotions, beating a highly
virtuous and indignant tattoo against
his ribs; then Mr. Hogue, embarras-
sed, turned his gaze away anq back
again upon his paper, into which he

lunged with a strange ardour, con-
sidering that he was reading over and
over the same identical sentence which
he could not comprehend.

At Seventy-second two things hap-
pened. Mr. Hogue got out to change
to local; the pretty girl smiled open-
ly at him again as he departed.
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One—or rather, two— little smiles
from a pretty girl—what of it?

This of it. Mr. Hogue was flutter-
ed and discomposed. Mr., Hogue was
filled with dream and revery ; pervad-
ed with a nameless melancholy. His
wife and children could make nothing
of it; at dinner he was absent-mind-
ed and abstracted; he had lost his
wonted appetite; he was cross and
irritable. And after dinner he went
off by himself to sit in his ‘““den’’ in
the darkness, where he smoked in-
numerable pipes of tobacco (The
Prinece Charming, of course, the kind
that’s got the punch that hits the
spot on every fire-up; say! that’s
Prince Charming—the national smoke
(add, ad Ubitum ad nauseamque,
other chastely and elegantly worded
eulogiums of the same sort)—and
growled at his ‘‘half orange’ (as
they say across the border line in
Mexico) when she came in after the
woman’s work was over, and in gen-
eral made himself so conjugally and
paternally undesirable that Mrs.
Hogue’s feelings were aroused.

““‘Christopher,”’ she ultimated quer-
ulously (she was tired both in mind
and body after a fretful day), stand-
ing before him in the darkness,
{“Whatever is the matter with you?
You’re quite unlike yourself—has
anything happened ?’’

*No,”” growled back Mr. Hogue’s
voice sepulchrally from the smoke-
filled darkness.

““Then what, in mercy’s name, is
the matter with you?’’

Silence.

““Did you hear me?’’ asked Mrs.
Hogue with some sharpness.

“Yes, I heéard you!”’ exploded Mr.
Hogue like an overcharged cannon
from behind a ecloud of smoke. ““Go
away now and let me alone; T won’t
be hen-pecked. Don’t bother me!”’

““Well, T declare!”’ retorted Mrs.
Hogue, with rising indignation. ‘‘One
would think from the way you talk
that you were Sultan of Turkey!’’

And with fire in her eyes—happily
Mr. Hogue could not observe it—she

:
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turned and left the den, banging the
door after her. For some subcon-
seious reason, Mr. Hogue, despite his
sultanie propensities, expected her to
return, but one hour passed away and
then another, and she made no re-ap-
pearance. Then Mr. Hogue became
deep down in his consciousness by-
rouie.

“Of course! All women were the
same. Nagging and fault-finding—
confound it all, they were all hen-
peckers anyway, even the best of
them!”’

A man couldn’t be blue and melan-
choly in any ecomfort with such a wo-
man—who wants to know everything
and gets mad if you don’t tell her
your inmost thoughts.

““What was marriage anyway-—
slavery? Can’t a man have any pri-
vate feelings to himself?”’

His wife’s face rose up before him
—thin, sere of tint with tell-tale lines
and wrinkles grooving their inexor-
able way everywhere. He suddenly
realized that though scarcely his own
age she was already old; he, on the
contrary, still young.

Then he thought of the girl. Ah,
the girl!

A thrill like that of a thousand vio-
lins went over him as he thought of
those dark and glowing eyes, that
complexion of velvet eream—those be-
witching ankles, translucent through
shimmering silk.

Oh, beauty—beauty—what was that
line of poetry he had learned at
school ?

That day he had discovered that he
was young—young and—well, why
shouldn’t he say it, if only to him-
self t—attractive. (Mr. Hogue stared
truculently and defiantly at the dark-
ness). Yes, attractive!

How she had smiled—with such
softness—such bewitching favour, For
him!

His heart swelled big within him
as he went up to bed. His wife had
already retired, and lay very still in
the big, four-poster bed. She did not
speak a word as he undressed in the
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darkness and lay beside her. Plunged
deep in his new inner world he felt
only a cold and hard indifference as,
muech later he heard her niffling and
sniffling in the darkness.

This was, mind you, their first seri-
ous disagreement in many years. Mr.
Hogue was usually as bland and
placid as the surface of a summer
lake. Mr. Hogue had never in twen-
ty years’ time exploded like an over-
charged cannon into Mrs. Hogue’'s
nocturnal face. Hence you will easily
understand Mrs. Hogue’s astonish-
ment, her indignation, her feeling of
hurt and offence. Half the night she
lay awake, thinking of it; in the
morning she was listless, heavy-eyed,
more sere and yellow than ever.

Mr. Hogue took his coffee, eggs and
rolls in silence behind his paper. Mr.
Hogue departed silently, morosely,
without a word, without the parting
kiss which for twenty years had light-
ened and sweetened Mrs. Hogue’s
toilsome, lonely day.

Mrs. Hogue retreated after break-

fast to her unmade bedroom and om
the unmade conjugal couch cried as
though her heart would break.
For some unaccountable reason, for
some unexplained, unexpected way,
like a bolt from a summer sky, she
had lost her husband’s love. And this
to a woman who has lived and slaved
and planned and pinched and saved
for a man for twenty years is the
same as saying that she had lost her
world.

Ah, Mr. Hogue, do you know, as
you sit scowling and frowning over
your books to-day that your wife's
heart is breaking?

Mr. Hogue was a changed man. He
wore his glossy Stetson at a rakish
angle and looked boldly now as he
walked or rode into the faces of every
pretty girl he met; looked with what
he felt was a knowing, devilish air;
the air of a young and dashing blade.
who knows, as he plunges his gaze in-
to the langorous eyes of some fair
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young beauty, that her heart responds
to the undisguised tribute of his ad-
miration. He turned around after
they passed with a muttered ‘‘Doosed
pretty girl’’; he estimated their beau-
ties openly. And always he looked
for the dark-eyed girl with the creamy
eomplexion who had so charmed him
on that eventful day. But New York
is either strangely small or strangely
vast. You may meet once and meet
by accident again the very next day
in the most uncxpected place; or you
may never meet again; so was it in
Mr. Hogue’s specific case.

Was it because of this that Mr.
Hogue, beneath his new character of
tardily blossomed Don Juan, was sec-
retly ill at ease and melancholy? Or
did he think of the seared and with-
ered little woman at home who did
her duty silently, waiting, waiting,
with heart-burn and longing and
many secret tears for the mighty tide
of love, now antipodally remote, to
turn with joyous cymbal-clash and
harps of canorous foam and bear back
to her upon its gigantic erest one lit-
tle human heart—to her, a universe?

One week, two weeks, three weeks.
Mr. Hogue travelled regularly back
and forth each day from home to
business, from business to home; and
life to him now was a totally new
strange thing, a vast and perilous em-
prize. His world was no more an or-
derly well-oiled groove; the centre of
his universe had shot forth from its
orbit like a comet on a wild tangental
eourse; his earth revolved dizzily
about a dark and unknown pit; his
sun and moon and stars had dimmed,
and died; or rather, a strange night-
marish brilliancy had replaced them
all, which dazzled and bewildered
him in equal parts—the fallacious
light (alas!) in woman ’s eyes.

Fallacious? Of course, he knew it
was fallacious! Had he not read in
the window of a picture dealer the
eloquent and epigrammatic toast,
‘“Here’s to the light that lies in wo-
man’s eyes—and lies—and lies—and

lia'l’
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Fallacious in the majority of cases,
of course; for most men, not necessar-
ily so in his case. His heart still glow-
ed with happiness and pride when he
remembered the smile, nay, by the im-
mortals! the two smiles of the dark-
eyed, ereamy girl.

The main interest and end of his
existence now revolved concentrically
around one thought—to have one
single soul-adventure — one grand
amour. At night, in the darkness, ly-
ing by his wife’s side, hardly con-
scious of her breathing, he placed each
and every one of the girls whom he
had met that day—blonde girls, dark
girls, rosy girls, pale girls, all kinds
and varieties—but always pretty
girls, under the relentless searchlight
of this thought and always they were
weighed and found wanting. And al-
ways the procession and cortége was
banished and eclipsed by the vision of
the dark-eyed ereamy girl who had
first opened his eyes to this new
world. She was the mystic and un-
obtainable ideal of his dreams; she
and she only was his soul affinity.

It was after the third week that he
had his unique experience, which
brought to him a great illumination.

Down-town as usual he rode in the
tightly jammed subway express;
strap-hanger from long experience
among the best, he successfully nego-
tiated the complex problem of keep-
ing his balance, reading his paper,
holding his cane, and baulking the
frantic and concerted efforts on the
part of those around him to perform
a minuet upon his well-shined feet.

At Fourteenth Street, as usual, a
motley and heterogeneous throng got
off, and Mr. Hogue among them.
With a sigh of relief, he entered the
comparatively empty local and sank
into a seat. Two girls sat in the cor-
ner across the aisle talking with ani-
mation. Boldly Mr. Hogue, with his
now habitual Don Juanesque glance
stared, at the one—a ravishing blonde
Juno wearing a suit of white linen
with purple revers and a big white
plumed hat—by gad! a beauty! The
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other girl was hidden behind the hat
—50 he feasted his eyes upon the
blonde alone. After a time she turn-
ed, as though drawn by some mag-
netic attraction and caught his gaze—
she giggled and nudged her compan-
ion, who peered out beyond the peri-
phery of the encircling plume. With
a suddenly thumping heart Mr.
Hogue recognized the dark-eyed,
creamy girl whom he had'solemnly
elected as his soul-affinity.

The whole world seemed to whirl
before him. It was now or never!

He rose and walked, with the sol-
emnity of one who marches to wed-
ding strains, across the aisle, stopped
squarely before the dark-eyed girl,
and with what he fondly imagined
was a composed yet fascinating smile
deliberately raised his hat.

The dark girl suddenly grew pink
and dimpled, and as suddenly seemed
to choke—a convulsion which she
checked indifferently well by means
of a lacy handkerchief. She smiled
up to him then, a flashing smile, turn-
ed and whispered to her broadly-smil-
ing companion, who also choked, and
cast her glowing mischievous eyes up
to meet him again.

Mr. Hogue hanging gracefully from
his strap, leaned over her.

““T have been looking for you for
over three weeks,”’ he began with, in
his low and ardent voice, a species of
kind and tender reproach.

The creamy girl looked at her
openly laughing friend severely.

‘“O, have you?’’ she countered
neatly.

““Yes; always I thought I saw your
face—but always it turned out to be
some one else,”” pursued Mr. Hogue
wjth a smile, yet with a melancholy
air.

The creamy girl gazed at him grave-
ly and intently.

““How sad!”’” was her only com-
ment.

Mr. Hogue, encouraged, kept up
the conversation bravely.

‘I have never forgotten the day I
met you in the subway—"’ ‘
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‘““Haven’t you?’’ ,interrupted the
girl sweetly.

‘‘No—never. I have longed so much
to meet you again—to make your ae-
quaintance.’’

‘“Well, you’ve made it, haven’t
you?”’

‘““No,”” replied Mr. Hogue, with
ardour. ‘‘Not till I know your
name.”’

““My name—"’ The girl again seem-
ed to choke. ‘“You tell me yours
first:”’

‘“My name is Christopher Hogue,**
said Mr. Hogue with weight and dig-
nity.

““Really ?’’ asked the girl with great
seriousness. ‘‘What a surprise! I
thought it might be Christopher Col-
umbus, or something like that.”’

The two girls suddeny and eon-
temporaneously sereamed with laugh-
ter. Mr. Hogue, disillusioned, grew
pink and gazed down at the ereamy
girl severely. This surely was not
love, which, as everybody knows, is
founded on respect.

“Your pleasantry, my dear young
lady,” he said, with kind reproof,
‘‘seems a little out of place.’’

“Does it?"" said the girl quickly,
as the train pulled into Astor Place.
‘“Not more so surely than your at-
tempt to flirt—a man of your age—
with such a foolish facel’’

And she suddenly arose and fled
with her companion, both shaking
with inextinguishable laughter,

Mr. Hogue stood literally rooted to
the floor as the guard slammed the
door after them. He turned and
found a good half-dozen pairs of
amused eyes fixed on him intently
and most discomfortingly and over in
the opposite corner (0O, unkind fate!)
sat little Timmins, his under ledger
clerk, all bent over to ecatch every
word and grinning a hyena grin.

With chill, majestic dignity My,
Hogue stalked to the other end of the
car and got off at the next station.
He was too crushed even to feel mel-
ancholy. All his rainbow-tinted
dreams lay like a heap of fragile and
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exquisite china shattered to pieces at
his feet. All his cloudy castles of
inner vision suffused as with the gol-
den radiance of Eos, rosy-fingered,
ringing with the divine strains of the
lyre of Apollo, god of Musie, had be-
come dark and mute and vanished in
an impenetrable void. Only life was
left—Ilife—stripped bare and naked—
forever bereaved of its immortal con-
solation—Love—and the Ideal!

All day as he worked over his em-
ployer’s millions, Mr. Hogue was
thinking. As his fingers juggled with
great numbers which waxed and wan-
ed like ocean tides beneath his busy
pen, so was his subconscious mind,
which functioned independently of
all mathematical processes, busied
with the great problems of our hu-
man life. . . .

And finally when the hands of the
office clock marked exactly five, Mr.
Hogue’s calculations, alike psychical
and mental, were completed.

He suddenly brought his fist vio-
lently down upon his ledger—

“I’m glad!’”’ he ejaculated, half
aloud, scowling fiercely at little Tim-
mins upon his stool, who, suddenly
alarmed, made frantic efforts to con-
eeal his hyena smile behind his hand.

The soul of Mr. Hogue as he shot
down in the iron cage that night in
a purified and chastened frame of
mind, might be compared to a nug-
get of base metal transmuted in a

solution of black acid to 14-karat gold.
No longer flew the centre of his uni-
verse upon its wild, tangental way;
but radiated calmly in its accustomed
orbit, its pure and mellow ray. Hard
work and the daily duty of man, and
a stainless conscience, glorified by the
confidence and love of one good wo-
man—this was the cosmic secret of the
ages; this—this only—brought self-
content and happiness.

So thinking, Mr. Hogue, for the
first time in three weeks, beamed
forth again benignly upon his fellow
passengers in the up-town subway
from behind an enormous box of Am-
erican Beauties and other mysterious
boxes and packages of various sizes
and shapes—a warm, refulgent, tri-
umphant ray, like a sun that has been
but momentarily eclipsed by dark and
ugly clouds. And for all the pretty
girls he had but a kind and paternal
glance—silly, futile little things—
they were unworthy of a strong man’s
scorn !

No longer was his glossy Stetson
cocked at a rakish angle, but reposed
soberly upon his head; no longer
shone forth his mild blue eyes through
the round gold spectacles the ardent
Don Juan conquering ray. Soul ex-
perience? Grande passion? 1 blush
with shame at the word that epitom-
ized Mr. Hogue’s emphatic thought;
I will not transeribe it. The tide of
love had turned.
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THE MAGICIAN'S BOX
BY MADGE MACBETH

tion and trying to reduce the tem-

perature of his burning skin, sat

listlessly in an open-air theatre.
The amusement park was crowded
with steaming humanity and a pre-
ponderance of babies under one year;
Jack had accidentally trodden upon
them as they erawled about the grass
until their shrill cries racked his al-
ready over-taut nerves to the break-
ing point, so he flung himself into the
less erowded theatre hoping that no
one under the age of seventy would
be admitted. He was a stranger in
Montreal, was obliged to spend the
night there, and did not know what
to do with himself.

The seat upon his immediate right
was vacant and remained so during
the whole of a very poor perform-
ance; that upon his left was oceupied
by a man who seemed to come pretty
well within the age limit set by Jack.
He appeared to find the performance
uninteresting also, and kept up a run-
ning fire of ‘‘David Harum’’ com-
ments which amused the young man
more than most vaudeville shows
would have done. Finally, the old
fellow gave forth a sigh of expectant
pleasure and sat erect in his chair.
Jack, glancing toward the stage, saw
that a conjuror had stepped before
the footlights, but he did not antici-
pate finding any greater pleasure in
his performance than in that which
had already taken place. The eating
of a couple of yards of burning paper
and the evolution of a common hand-
kerchief into a Union Jack did not
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JACK DENNIS, bored to extine-

seem feats worth while on such a hot
night. So the youth smiled with tol-
erant and lofty amusement at the
other’s attitude. Becoming conscious
of this, the old man grinned an ami-
able, toothless grin and waved a de-
precatory hand.

‘I always takes partic’lar notice
of them jugglin’ tricks,”’ he said by
way of explanation, at the end of the
performance, ‘‘sence I seen a girl dis-
appear for good out of one of them
magician’s boxes.’’

““A case of the quickness of the
hand deceives the eye,”” suggested
Dennis. ‘‘A good conjuror can make
black look white, any day.”’

‘“No, sir!”” The old man shook his
hand positively. ‘It can’t be called
a usual case, but the girl, she got
sperited clean away—out of the box
—out of the town—out of the coun-
try—clean.”’

“‘That certainly was remarkable,”’
said Jack, as they walked with neces-
sary slowness down the aisle.

“I’ll tell you the story if you like
—a queer thing,”’ the man mused—
‘‘there’s something that makes me
think of her, when I look at you—but
first T must have one of them ice
cream dippers to keep the heat from
sizzlin’ my brain to soup.’’

‘““Why not come back to my hotel
and have it there?’’ invited the other,
glad of any diversion so long as it
was removed from crowds and heat-
peppered, perspiring babies.

So the two oddly-assorted compan-
ions were presently seated at a small
table where they soon became so en-
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grossed in one another that the con-
stantly changing scene about them
lost all interest.

““You see, 1 come from a little town
that you’ve likely never heard about
—bein’ an American. It’s in the
Lower Provinces where we live slower
and more easy-like than they do
hereabouts. We don’t aim to be so
progressive, except when our Mem-
ber comes on a visit and talks a lot
about home improvements and all
that! I’ve seen a heap of life’s ups
and downs—mostly downs! Not my
own,’’ he added hastily, ‘‘but them of
other people’s. Everybody tells me
their troubles, because they eclaim I
haven’t got none of my own—not
bein’ married.”” He chuckled.

““You surely are not a woman hater,
Mr. —’ Jack laughed back.

‘“Holecombe’s my name, Julius Hol-
combe, and if ever you get into trou-
ble, you call on me; why, I've got a
reg’lar reputation—but that ain’t the
story. 1 s’pose it ought to begin with
a feller who lived in our town ecalled
Ben Hargrave. He was the cussed-
est kid you ever knew, and grew up
into the sallow, long-faced, sneaky
kind of a man who favours in appear-
ance an olive with a moustache. He
had the worst disposition of anybody
livin’; just like a blood-sucker out on
a Sunday school picnic. Ben wasn’t
happy unless he was makin’ someone
else miserable. You’ve seen a boy
torture an animal or a smaller boy
who couldn’t hit back? Well, sir, that
was Ben Hargrave to the life! Folks
used to say that his ma fed him thick
soup to keep people from seein’
through him, he was that thin. But
even thick soup didn’t do no good
as he grew up. Everyone seen through
him—he wasn’t subtle, as you might
say. He lived with no other thought
or objee’ or aim in the world than
himself.”’

““You evidently were not fond of
him,”’ said Jack in the pause which
followed.

‘“No one was! Why, son, he was
the kind of man who hated anyone to
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do him a favour, fearin’ that some
sleepin’ sense of decency might
prompt him to be grateful ; and thank-
in’ anyone for anything wasn’t in
Ben’s line. Figger, then, how hard
we all took it, when Belle, the jedge’s
daughter, gave out that she was goin’
to marry him.’’

‘“She was a nice girl?”’

The old man’s eyes grew misty.

““The sweetest ever,”’ he exelaim-
ed. ‘‘I knowed her sence she was a
baby; she—oh, but what’s the use of
tryin’ to tell you how sweet she was?
How she took care of her pa jest the
same as if she was a grown-up per-
son, how she carried baskets to the
sick and needful when she wasn’t
higher than that, how she brought
happiness and goodness into places
where they never been before?! Peo-
ple used to say that it was better than
hearin’ one of the parson’s sermons
to talk to Belle—'’ he shamelessly
wiped his sleeve across his eyes and
Jack did not smile.

‘““Well, you see, Ben he was like a
kind of loathsome disease in the town.
When people seen him comin’ they
would cross the road, or duck in a
store, or get out the way, the best
they could. But because he was so
terrible mean, he was about the rich-
est of us, and the jedge borryed
money from him he couldn’t pay.’’

““The old story of the lovely young
daughter selling herself to pay the
mortgage on the farm,’’ sighed Jack.

“‘Not precisely, as you might say,’’
Holeombe contradicted. ‘I don’t
think she knowed so much about the
money till she had give her word.
She was sorry for Ben; she didn’t
think he would have been so mean if
people had give him a chance, and
he played for her with all his bull-
dog strength. He done it cleverly,
too—throwin’ his worthless self on
her tenderness and sympathy. Oh, he
knowed that was the way to get
Belle!

‘“Well, son, the old jedge took sick
and died. Then Mis’ Hargrave said
Belle was to come to her house till

K.“—]
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it was decent for the marriage to take
place. Poor girl, she must have got
many a shock from that time on;
livin’ under the same roof with a man,
specially a mean, low-down brute,
don’t show him up in a noticeable
rosy light! But she stuck to her word
and all of us poked our fingers in her
pie and tried to get her away from
the Hargraves. Ben told her about
the money the jedge owed him, and I
have no doubt made her feel that she
was acceptin’ charity from him and
his ma.’’

“Why didn’t she run away—why
didn’t she go to work?’’ Dennis broke
in with sympathetic anger.

“You forget that I’'m speakin’ of
nigh onto thirty years ago, in the
Provinee of New Brunswick. Girls
didn’t go gallivantin’ off to the towns
alone in them days, an’ suitable, pay-
in’ jobs for ’em wasn’t so plentiful as
they are now. I do think, however,
that if Bell could have persuaded
Ben to give back her promise, she’d
have found some way of makin’ the
money due him, right. As it was, she
worked out her debt to the last cent.
A couple of weeks after she’d moved
to the Hargraves along comes a young
feller from the States—a crackerjack
as ever was! Snoopin’ round with an
eye to some of our timber, he was, and
all the girls went plum crazy over
him. Bein’ in mournin’ and all that,
I reckon Belle wouldn’t have seen
much of the stranger, hadn’t he asked
Mis’ Hargrave to take him in as
boarder, and she couldn’t refuse
the chance of makin’ a little more
money for Ben. At that time parties
was so thick and fast, gossip was
runnin’ purty free, and it took the
stranger just about three hours to
I’arn the story of Ben and Belle.

““They say Ben ordered her not to
speak to him after he seen ’em to-
gether a couple of times.”’

‘“And did she obey him?’’ asked
the young man eagerly.

‘“Not her! Livin’ under the same
roof with Ben wasn’t calculated to
make her more respectin’ of his no-

tions, you see, and besides, don’t let
me give you the idee that Belle Nolan
hadn’t no sperit. She had. And she
vowed she’d hold off marryin’ him till
she was out of his debt. As soon as
she seen Ben makin’ that other sort
of fool of himself, she up and told him
there was no reason for her not bein’
civil to the stranger, and he had to
be content with that.”

““She grew to know—the fellow
well, then?”’

“It don’t take long for certain
folks to know each other,”’ remarked
old Holecombe, sententiously. ‘‘They
met at table, at the store, at church,
and such; mind, there was no sneak-
in’ love-makin’, passin’ of notes, or
the like, but their ordinary ‘good
mornin’,’ and ‘good evenin’,’ was a
darn sight more than a greetin’. By
gosh, young feller, I ain’t nothin’
with faney language, but let me tell
you, ceremonious as their few words
always was, underneath all the square
deal they was givin’ each other and
that skunk, Ben, they was just a-
hungerin’—a-hungerin’!”’

Holeombe stopped and Jack was
jealous that he could not follow him
in memory back through the years to
the time when Belle and the Ameri-
can stranger were playing the game
of honour as only two upright souls
can play. He signalled a waiter, who
brought another plate of ice cream,
and the old man back to the present.

“I allow most every one of us in
town had the same thoughts about
them two—they was matched in
heaven, if there is any truth in what
the Bible tells us! And all durin’
the summer Ben cut up as only devils
can, urgin’ the girl to marry him one
minute and half threatenin’ to throw
her over the nmext. You might think
that was what she wanted—but don’t
you see, she felt she owed him an
awful debt and could hardly marry

_anyone else and ask them to pay it.

And the longer she lived in the Har-
graves’ house—workin’ though she
were, the harder it was for her to
break away. You see, little things

R ———



THE MAGICIAN’S BOX

counted with us in that quiet town
thirty years ago, and Belle was awful
partic’lar. The stranger, he couldn’t
see it just that a-way. You couldn’t
blame him. But he knowed he couldn’t
persuade Belle that she’d be right in
breakin’ her word to Ben, till she’d
worked out her time, at least.”’

He stopped and Jack waited im-
patiently for him to go on.

‘“You could hear him scream at her
all the way to the town hall, when
he’d go blind mad with jealousy, and
the next minute he’d be on his knees
prayin’ for her not to give him up
when he most needed help. I tell you,
young man, things come to sech a
pass that there was a lot of the boys
who held a meetin’ and was goin’ to
kidnap Ben for a while and give him
a piece of their minds before the
weddin’—but before they got the
thing pulled off he was took with
typhoid.

““Stinginess kept him from gettin’
a nurse. Course, in them days they
didn’t have trained ones plentiful,
but there was people he could have
got to help. He wouldn’t take medi-
cine from no one but Belle; wouldn’t
eat the food his mother cooked;
wouldn’t let no one else set with him.
And in his crazy delirium, when he
was more human than ever before,
he used to scream for her or against
her by the hour!

“‘Imagine him gettin’ well!”’ the
old man hurried on, ‘‘him that ought
to have died before he was born! She
did it—she pulled him back from the
place that is just a shade hotter than
this town to-night. And do you think
he was grateful ?”’ Holecombe laughed
mirthlessly.

“Do you think he could see that
she was sicker than he was by the
time he was able to set up a while,
and did he ever consider her a little?
No, sir! If she left the room, he
worked himself up into a terrible
fever, thinkin’ she’d gone out to meet
the American, and at last one day, be-
fore the doctor, he accused her of
tryin’ to kill him with negleet.”’
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‘““Well?’’ asked Jack with an ugly
look.

‘““Well, the doector hauled off and
hit him, but Belle, she turned dead
white and slipped to the floor in her
tracks. In spite of that the mother
and son got her up and around by
evenin’ and that is where the ma-
gician’s box comes in.”’

Jack leaned forward so as not to
miss a word.

““The whole town was goin’ to turn
out for the performance. We hadn’t
got a show for some months and the
magician’s comin’ was an event. Ben
and Belle had some words over it, she
claimin’ that she wouldn’t go on ae-
count of bein’ still in mournin’, to
say nothin’ of bein’ poorly—and Ben
arguin’ five months was long enough
to mourn, and as for bein’ poorly,
she might just as well be settin’ in the
town hall as home flirtin’ with the
American! With that, his ma up and
accuses Belle of not bein’ true to Ben,
of tryin’ to torture him by heartless-
ness; her, and her alone, that brought
him back from the valley of sinkin’
souls into the world he done his best
to blight.

‘““Belle give in. Then she shet her
lips tight and said no more.

‘““The whole town was there, includ-
in’ the American feller., He was sit-
tin’ a wee mite behind Belle, and 1
bet my shirt he never even knew
there was a performance goin’ on!
He just sat and watched her. Finally,
along about the end of the evenin’,
the magician comes on the stage and
addresses us. ‘Ladies and gentlemen,’
he says, ‘my last trick will be my
best. It’s a cabinet trick which is
seldom attempted because of its dif-
fienlty. I will ask any lady in the
audience to oblige me by steppin’ on
the stage and takin’ her place in the
box yonder. I will then show you
how the lady will disappear out of
the locked and roped cabinet. Dis-
appear—entirely.’

‘““He waited a minute, and when no
one moved, he looked plum at Belle,
sittin’ in the front row all dressed in
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black, and he says, ‘Won’t you oblige
me, miss? I assure you there’s noth-
in’ in the least disagreeable about it.’

“Bell looked at Ben, hesitatin’.
Now, son, listen to me!”’ Holcombe
emphasized each word with his fist
upon the table. ‘‘Just to show how
ornery he was, he made Belle go on
that stage because he thought she
didn’t want to! Somehow the notion
tickled him—the idee of havin’ her
locked up in one of them boxes, spe-
cially when he had a hand in it! He
and Tom Hodgins tied the ropes
round, same as we seen 'done to-
night, and they also tied up an empty
cabinet standin’ on the opposite side
of the stage. Then they took the
chairs on the platform while the ma-
gician give ’em a long speil about
havin’ trouble to make her disap-
pear on account of the knots they tied.
In the meantime the American got
up and went out.

‘“ ‘Now, friends,” said the feller,
and I can hear him as if it were yes-
terday, ‘these gentlemen will unlock
the box—the one which they tied, and
you will find it empty.’ ”’

““Yes?”’ breathed the boy.

‘“Well, durn me, if it wasn’t true!’’

‘‘Ben was up in the air in a second,
“Where is she?’ he yelled. ‘In the
other cabinet, of course,” answered the
magician, calm-like and believin’ it,
too.

“We didn’t, but we looked on quiet
while Ben he tore at the ropes. There
was an awful hush as he turned the
key . he turned the knob
he flung wide the door
cabinet was empty!

‘““He was terrible surprised, that
magician! We wasn’t, for we didn’t
expect the impossible. Belle was
sperited clean away, and the Ameri-
can, too, right out of town, with the
assistance of a horse and buggy and
the railroad train some miles farther
on. And there wasn’t a man jack of
us but was glad; Ben knew it and
made very little row for him. But

the
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one day when the doctor was bold
enough to tell him how everybody
felt, he just naturally bust a blood-
vessel in his rage and died.”’

‘““‘But what became of her?’’ asked
the young man.

“I wish I knew,”’ answered Julius
Holcombe, wistfully. ‘I always
thought she would have written, ex-
cept for lettin’ Ben know where she
was at, but, son, she ought to known
me better; I was mighty nigh as old
as her pa, and I loved her a lot, I did.
I wouldn’t have told. I haven’t got
long to live, boy, but 1’d cheerfully
give five years out of my life, to look
into her purty face once more, and
hear her say she was happy. Five
years,”” he murmured dreamily.

Jack motioned a waiter and sent
him away with a card. The two men
sat in silence a few moments, then
Holcombe rose slowly.

“It’s about time I was movin®
along,’’ he said, ‘“‘but I've enjoyed
tellin’ you about Belle, and if you
ever meet—My God!’”’ he reeled a
little and clung to the chair, as a
beautiful woman wound her way be-
tween the tables toward them. Ad-
miring glances followed her and the
waiter who acted as pilot held him-
self with particular erectness, as
though proud of his position. She
stopped at Jack’s chair and laid her
hand upon his shoulder. He looked
up at her with the adoration of an
erring man for an angel, in his fine
gray eyes.

‘‘Mother,”” he said gently, ‘‘I sent
for you to meet an old friend of
yours—DMr. Julius Holeombe. We have
been talking about the time of long
ago and he wants to hear you say
that dad and I have tried to make
you happy, mother mine.”’

The woman looked up with a radi-
ant smile.

‘“Belle—little Belle,”” whispered
the old man brokenly. ‘I do believe
it’s dear little Belle!”’

And it was!
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BY LINDSAY CRAWFORD

THERE may be a real battle of
Armageddon after all. A Cairo
despatch to The Damly News
(London) says: ‘‘ Armageddon, on the
historic highway connecting three
eontinents, is passed through daily by
Jews and Christians fleeing to the sea
eoast. +A division of the fourth Turk-
ish army is encamped in the immedi-
ate neighbourhood. The strategic po-
gition of Armageddon makes it not
improbable that one of the battles of
the present war will be fought there.”’
The place referred to is probably El
Lejjun, which by most authorities is
said to be on or near the site of the
Biblical Megiddo, or Armageddon, the
last great battle between the forces
of good and evil at the day of judg-
ment.

In the meantime the Turks are on
the run in Egypt and the Caucasus.
Their sufferings up in the storm-
swept passes of the snow-clad Caucas-
jan hills have been terrible, and the
big army organized by Enver Bey has
practically ceased to exist. The occu-
pation of Tabriz in northern Persia
eompleted the discomfiture of Enver
Bey and destroyed all hopes of the
Persians aiding Turkey and Germany
against Russia. In the south the Bri-
tish have likewise convinced Persia
that the future of this war lies with
the Allies. The occupation of Meso-
patamia by British Troops will kill
@erman ambitions in this quarter and
exercise a potent influence over the
Oriental mind, liable to be swayed by
appeals to religious fanaticism.

In Egypt the long-awaited invasion

461

took definite shape in two concerted
attacks on the British lines guarding
the Suez Canal. The official report of
these engagements says: ‘‘In the en-
gagement at El Kantara, on the Suez
Canal, the Turks made their first at-
tack before dawn. Owing to the Bri-
tish inundations the enemy was forced
to advance on a narrow front over
very soft ground, where some of them
were stuck waist deep in the mud.
The attack failed before dawn came.
At daybreak another attack was push-
ed from the southeast. From all ac-
counts the enemy never had a chance
of succeeding. The Syrian troops
came bravely on, but the British fire
was too much for them. A shell from
one of the warships wiped out a party
of officers. A low ridge where the
Turks were attempting to entrench
was swept by artillery. The advance
of the Indian troops completed the
work of the guns, and by three o’clock
in the afternoon all was over. The
next day the British, pushing out
from the canal, found the hostile eol-
umn had retreated, and had even
abandoned a position several miles to
the east, which had been strongly en-
trenched as a point d’appui. Since
then prisoners with rifles and other
trophies have been streaming in. The
prisoners, some of whom expected to
be delivered up to torture, were de-
lighted to find themselves well treat-
ed and well fed.”” By the time these
notes see the light of day the fate of
the main Turkish army of invasion in
the arid desert over which it must
cross will be known. Those who know
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the country through which it has to
pass to reach the Suez Canal express
the opinion that the whole forece may
perish in the desert as the British
have destroyed the wells for one hun-
dred miles east of the Suez Canal
The invasion of Egypt has fizzled out,
the only advantage reaped by Ger-
many—and this is not unimportant—
being the retention in Egypt of one
hundred thousand men whose services
would be invaluable in France and
Flanders.

The fighting on the eastern and
western fronts has been fierce and
costly, but beyond the terrible slaugh-
ter among the Germans, there is as
yvet no serious inroads into German
territory. Germany still has the ad-
vantage of fighting on the enemy’s
soil. Big operations are on foot in
the east, where Austria-Hungary, re-
inforeed by Germany, is making an-
other desperate effort to obtain a foot-
ing in Galicia as a line of defence
against the threatened invasion of
Hungary. There has been desperate
fighting in the Carpathian passes, but
at time of writing the Russians are
not worrying as to the outcome. Sim-
ultaneously with this fresh Austrian
offensive, Hindenburg hurled dense
masses of his troops against the Rus-
sian defences in Central Poland, only
to be thrown back, mangled and dis-
comfited, Thousands of Germans went
bravely to their doom on the Bzura
River, thrust forward to certain death
by succeeding ranks that gave them
no time for pause. Many of these
troops—mere lads—arrived at the
Russian trenches too exhausted to do
more than call for quarter, which
could not be given because of the
dense ranks that followed them. Were
the people of Germany aequainted
with the true facts it is impossible to
conclude that this wanton slaughter,
barren of any military advantages,
would be allowed to go on very much
longer.

The war has been brought home to
Canadians by the attempted destruc-
tion of the C. P. R. bridge between

Maine and Canada, at the St. Croix
River. A German-American named
Von Horn placed dynamite under the
bridge, but the damage was not so
great as he had expected. Canada has
applied for his extradition, and the
press on the other side seems to be
fairly unanimous in condemning the
outrage, and in leaving to Canadian
courts the trail of Von Horn for the
serious offence for which he has been
placed under arrest. The prisoner has
set up the plea that his erime was
““political’’ and ‘‘an act of war.”’ The
New York Eveming Post, writing of
the outrage, warns Germans in the
United States against a repetition of
such acts. ‘‘It needs merely to be
said that, if anything of the kind re-
sults, and if excited Germans, singly
or in a body, attempt outrages any-
where along the Canadian border, the
whole power of this Government must
be exerted, if necessary, to suppress
and punish them.”’

The law is very explicit in regard
to “‘acts of war’’ by those residing in
the United States. Section 5286 of
the Revised Statutes of the United
States provides: ‘‘Every person who,
within the territory or jurisdiction
of the United States, begins, or sets
on foot, or provides or prepares the
means for, any military expedition
or enterprise, to be carried on from
thence against the territory or do-
minions of any foreign prince or
state, or of any colony, distriet, or
people, with whom the United States
are at peace, shall be deemed guilty
of a high misdemeanour, and shall be
fined not exceeding three thousand
dollars, and imprisoned not more than
three years.”’

Two events of great importance
during the past month were the de-

cision of the German Government to

take over all foodstuffs in Germany,
and the announcement from the same
quarter of a blockade of the British
coast. The cornering of the food of
Germany by the authorities made it
incumbent wupon Great Britain teo
place food on the list of contraband
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gshipments. The blockade of the Bri-
tish Isles is an equally serious affair
for Germany as it has brought her
into direct conflict with neutral coun-
tries whose shipping is exposed to
danger. Protests have been entered
by the United States and other caun-
tries, but the feeling at Washington
is that no action will be taken until
a German submarine blows up an
American vessel. German submarines
have been active around the British
ecoast since the maval battle in the
North Sea and the loss of the Blu-
cher. That raids by German sub-
marines on British commerce might
make a United States merchant ma-
rine valuable to Great Britain as a
means of supplying food, is the opin-
jon of the London Daily News, which
in an editorial justifies President Wil-
gon’s attitude on the Ship Purchase
Bill now before Congress. The paper
gays this ‘‘unprecedented develop-
ment of state socialism is the only
means whereby the United States ean
recover its place in the world of ship-
ping.”’ The editorial sets forth that in
the present war the submarine has be-
come a serious menace to England’s
food supply, and in any future war
will dominate her position unless in
the meantime seience should discover
some effective means of defence.
““Should it then threaten our ship-
ping with destruction and ourselves
with starvation,’’ says the Daily News,
it will not be an unimportant faect
that a great neutral country, possess-
ing a mercantile marine of its own,
ean send its ships into our ports un-
molested and unafraid.”’

The Princess Patricia Regiment—
the first Canadian force to reach the
firing lines—has been in the trenches
off and on since Christmas. The lists
of casunalties are beginning to arrive,
six being killed in action.

Mr. Alexander Powell, war cor-
respondent of The New York World,
and the anthor of ‘‘Fighting in Flan-
ders,”’ addressed the American Club
in Ottawa last month. His stories of
German atrocities witnessed by him-
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self created a profound impression on
his auditors, who included members
of the Cabinet, military men, and sev-
eral other prominent people, inelud-
ing Sir Wilfred Laurier. In one case
a man and his son were dragged out
of their house and bayoneted in the
presence of the mother and daughter
as revenge for the killing of a Uhlan
who was really shot by a Belgian sol-
dier. Mr. Powell said: ‘‘I counted
twenty bayonet wounds on the face
and neck of the father. I helped to
bury the victims.”” A fleeing woman,
carrying a baby, was overtaken and
the baby shot. IHe also himself en-
tered a cottage and saw a girl still
alive with both hands and feet cut off.
He said he felt it his duty to make
these facts publie, as he found many
in Canada and the United States who
were not willing to believe the reports
of atrocities. He said he wished to
impress on Canadians that a long and
hard fight was ahead. ‘‘It will be a
terrific struggle,’”’ said Mr. Powell,
““to drive the Germans back upon
their own soil, but you've put your
hand to the plough, and there should
be no turning baek till the furrow is
completed.’’

From time to time reports appear
alleging that Irishmen are shirking
the fight in Europe. It is true that
many Irishmen are sceptical as to
the outcome of the Home Rule Aect,
and the willingness of their oppon-
ents, or the ability of the British
Government to allow the Aet to go
into operation without further mutil-
ation by an Amending Bill. On the
whole, however, the Irish are behind
the British Government in this fight,
trusting in the Government and peo-
ple of Great Britain to see an Irish
Parliament established. An ex-mem-
ber of the Irish Party, Mr. T .M.
Kettle, now Professor of Economiecs
in the new National University, and
a lieutenant in the Irish Division of
Kitchener’s army, spoke recently at
a recruiting meeting in Nanan, near
Dublin. Speaking in this Nationalist
distriet, Professor Kettle said:

R o e




464

They had been told that the war
did not eoncern Ireland, and the two
ideals proposed to them were to stop
at home and sneer, diversifying their
leisure with praises of the barbarism
of Berlin. It was even said that the
German outrages in Belgium had
been exaggerated, and that Belgium
had brought them on herself by not
standing aside and letting the Ger-
mans through. But with the excep-
tion of a small section of dissentients,
Ireland was heart and soul with the
Allies in their battle for justice and
for the foundations of ecivilization.
The cause had been made plain by
Cardinal Mereier’s Pastoral, which
was one of the noblest documents in
the whole epic of human freedom. Let
Irishmen now recognize the changed
conditions under which they lived,
and be with the Allies ‘‘not in thought
only, but in deed, and take a strong
and positive part in the war. It was
the supreme moral crisis of our time.

Ireland had never been a sue-
cess as a neutral or a trimmer.”’” They
had established the Volunteers for
national defence, but the war had
made it clear that ‘‘unless the liber-
ties of Ireland were defended on the
Continent they could not be defended
at all. Call it a paradox, but the ab-
sentee at the present time was the
man who stopped at home. If the
Volunteers were either to learn their
trade as soldiers or to fulfil their fune-
tions as defenders of the liberties of
Ireland, they could not stop in Ire-
land. A great many of them had
eome, but he dehberately asked more
of them to come, not in separate umts
but in organized bodies. . . “1
cannot help hoping that when Catho-
lic and Covenanter, Unionist and Na-
tionalist, have written in blood their
joint aceeptance of this bill of hon-
our on the Continent they may pos-
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sibly find an easier way of settling
their differences at home after the
war. 1 should like to think, at any
rate, that the four Kingdoms of Ire-
land, England, Scotland, and Wales,
as a result of that unity and comrade-
ship between soldiers, which is the
strongest bond that binds men, should
come into the new Europe after the
war with all the good omen that, as
we know, goes with the four-leaved
shamrock. It means, at any rate, that
we are against the modern gospel of
Prussia.”” He wondered if anybody
who spoke lightly of a German in-
vasion wanted a new confiscation of
Ireland, which would be its first-fruit,
and a new language problem which
would be its second.

The most interesting despatches
from the front are to be found in the
letters home of soldiers in the firing
line. A letter from the front, print-
ed in The Manchester Gua,rdwn says:

I stopped for a few seconds by the
side of a German who was dying. He
was in great pain, and when I asked
what I could do for him he said, in
a pathetic tone that went to my
heart, ‘‘Nothing, unless you would be
so good as to hold my hand till all is
over.”” T gave him my hand and stay-
ed to the end. It seemed to comfort
that poor chap a lot. He was able to
speak good English, and we had quite
a pleasant chat, considering the cir-
cumstances. He thought the war
would last another year at least, but
had no doubt that his own country
would be beaten in the end. ‘‘Our
people didn’t make enough allowance
for the fighting spirit of the British.

The British ‘‘fighting spirit’’ is one
of the most inspiring and hopeful evi-
dences of British progress at the
front, and will in the end prove too
strong for the boastful militarists of
Prussia.
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POETRY WITH A PREFACE

A REVIEW OF MR. ARTHUR STRINGER'S VOLUME ENTITLED ‘OPEN WATER"

BY ARTHUR ‘E.. 'PHELPS

MAN writes in serious and
A urgent contention about poetry.
We may not agree with his
arguments; we may repudiate all
that he says. Yet we welcome the
fact of his contending. It indicates
a revival of interest of a proper sort
in a subject that should not be ne-
gleeted. Much versifying is being in-
dulged in in the world to-day. We in
Canada are not behindhand in the
matter. Indeed, did not an Ameri-
can editor exclaim that he thought
we must grow poets over here as
lentifully as we grow mullein stalks?
ut, this notwithstanding, our gen-
eral output of verse is not likely to
suggest that much mental stress went
into its production. Versifiers from
all over the country are hawking
their spontaneity—fluff-candy stuffed
in paper sentiment. But few offer
for consumption the bread of beauty
or the meat of thought. They do not
write prefaces. They have not taken
their work joeularly enough to un-
derstand it seriously. Their regard
for it has been full of too tragic hopes
and too serious despairs. They have
not laughed over it and thought about
it. Poetry they have never conceived
of in the light of its tradition and
classic inheritance as an art demand-
ing care, technique, and ecraftsman-
ship. Perhaps the poetasters have
not been alone at fault. Our publish-
ers have not stood united in making
the suggestion that poetry is an art.
Too often it has been that if a poet
6—467

paid his money he could take his
choice—as to what he published! So
we welecome Mr. Stringer’s recently
published book, ‘‘Open Water,”’

Mr. Stringer is regarding his work
seriously in the real and proper sense.
Evidently he is apprehensive of the
fact that poetry is an art. He has in
mind the great traditions. In faet, so
much has he them in mind that he
feels justified in suggesting a step be-
yond them. He would be the serious,
elate herald of an advance movement.
He would venture. That is why, I
Imagine, he calls his book ‘‘Open
Water.”’

In his preface (for he writes a pre-
face, and that is the thing we wel-
come) through some ten pages he
urges the contention that poetry must
advance as have the other arts, that
we have too long been trammelled by
the conventions and a sort of iron-
bound tradition of poetic form. He
says:

‘“The iambic pentameter of his native
tongue . ._has been found by the
later singer to be ill-fitted for the utter-
ance of those more intimate moods and
those subjective experiences which may be
described as characteristically modern.
Verse in the nature of things has become
less epic and racial and more lyric and
personal. The poet, consequently, has been
forced back-into the narrower domain so
formally and so rigidly fenced in by
rhyme This verbal embroidery,
while it presents to the workman in words
a pleasingly decorative form, at the same
time imposes on him both an adventitious

restraint and an increased self-conscious-
ness. The twentieth century poet, singing
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with his scrupulously polished vocaliza-
tion, usually finds himself content to re-
echo what has been said before. He is
unable to travel light; pioneering with so
heavy a burden is out of the question.
Rhyme and metre have compelled him to
sacrifice content for form. It has left him
incapable of what may be called abandon-
ment. And the consciousness of his tech-
pical impediments has limited the roads
along which he may adventure. His pre-
oceupation with formal exactions has im-
planted in him an instinctive abhorrence
for anything beyond the control of what
he ealls commonsense. Dominated by this
emotional and intellectual timidity, he has
attributed to end-rhyme and accentual
rhythm the self-sufficiency of mystic rites,
in the face of the fact that the fewer
obstacles between feeling and expression
the richer the literary product must be,
and forgetting, too, that poetry represents
the extreme vanguard of consciousness,
both adventuring and pioneering, along
the path of future progress.”’

Such writing as this is serious writ-
ing. The writer has thrown out a
challenge. He has asked for a
thouglitful hearing. And before go-
ing beyond such a preface the read-
er pauses to consider. One of the
first things noticed is the fact of the
use of certain words. It may be
possible to regard them as suggestive
of a line of eriticism. The words, on
the one hand, are these: ‘‘Technical
obligations’’, ‘‘Restraints’’, ‘‘Too
fixed””, ‘‘Impossible’’, ‘‘Incarcera-
tion’’; and, on the other hand, ‘‘ Free-

dom’’, “‘Emancipation’’, ‘‘Rebel-
lion”’, ““ Abandonment’’. Now, gen-

erally speaking, such words upon the
lips of a propogandist mean that one
day he will be called prophet, or ac-
cused of short-sightedness. In this
connection, before time has proved
the matter out to a coneclusion, op-
portunity for present opinion arises.
In a literary sense, is Mr. Stringer
short-sighted or is he an emancipator?
Is he sounding the bugle and calling
to poetry to move forward? Of
course, he is not alone in doing all
that he has done. Hundreds have
been doing it of late. But he has
come out into the open seriously con-
tending for it. How shall we regard
him? He says a few things upon
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which ecriticism may definitely im-
pinge. Speaking of the faet that
poetry has remained stable in the
matter of structure for the last cen-
tury, he says:

¢‘This has resulted, on the one hand, in
a technical dexterity which often emough
resembles the strained postures of aero-
batism, and, on the other, in that con-
stantly reiterated complaint as to the hol-
lowness and aloofness of modern poetry.
Yet the poetry is remote and insincere,
not because the modern spirit is incap-
able of feeling, but because what the sing-
er of to-day has felt has not been directly
and openly expressed.’’

This ‘‘hollowness and aloofness of
modern poetry’’ we have all felt and
deplored. But surely it has not been
brought about solely because conven-
tion has demanded that our poets use
rhyme and accentual rhythm! If our
poetry has lacked content, may it not
also be suggested that the writers had
no content to put into it? Is not Mr.
Stringer doing a rather dangerous
thing when, even though he admits
rhythm of some sort as fundamental-
ly necessary, he is advocating the re-
pudiation of rhyme and aceentual
rhythm in order to promote freedom
and abandonment? He says: ‘‘The
fewer obstacles between feeling and
expression the richer the literary pro-
duct must be.”” Even leaving aside
the fact that the sculptor’s obstacle is
his medium and its possible sugges-
tions, and granting the truth of Mr.
Stringer’s statement as it stands, it
might be no argument for his eon-
tention. Poetry pleases us by virtue
of many characteristies; its intellect-
ual and emotional qualities, its strue-
tural form, its musie, its rhythm. If
we leave out at least two of these char-
acteristics because they seem like
obstacles, will not poetry become im-
poverished to that extent? And, fur-
ther, as we are talking, of course, of
great poetry and what constitutes it,
by the supreme craftsman, the born
poet, would these things be regarded
as obstacles at all? Shelley possessed
abandonment in sufficient degree
surely? Mr., Stringer, wittingly or
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MR. ARTHUR STRINGER

Author of *“Open Water"

not, raises some great questipns by
his challenge. He is surely right in
finding fault with much of our mod-
ern poetry. But whether his diag-
nosis of the trouble is a convineingly
correct one is a matter which remains
gomewhat in doubt. One is still a lit-
tle afraid of the “‘free verse’’ poets.
There lurks the suspicion that to
write ‘‘chicken tracks all down a
page,’’ as the irregular lines of free
verse have been called, is an easier
thing than to embody the content in
the pleasing garb of music and ac-
centual rhythm, but not a greater,
more consummate thing. Howe_ver.
one definite implication of Mr. String-
er’s work is a plea for more content
in the poetry which is being written.
Such a plea is to be applauded to-
day without question. Opinions may

differ as to whether he should contend
for less structural exactness and tra-
ditional form.

After all of which has been said—
comes his own verse! One picks up
the volume, digests and challenges or
accepts the preface. The poetry one
reads and enjoys. There is ‘‘some-
thing in it.”’ Perhaps just that is
the final eriticism Mr. Stringer would
most desire. Apart altogether from
what some might regard as the theo.-
retically dangerous theories of the
preface, the practical result of the
theory as embodied in the poems of
the volume is quite pleasing. The
characterizations, the transcriptions
of human moods and passions, the
phrasing, the deseriptions, indicate a
certain amount of poetic insight and
passion and power of which we as
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(Canadians are proud. But it is to be
hoped that too many less endowed
poets will not arise among us de-
manding all Mr. Stringer’s ‘‘emanci-
pation’’ inm matters of form while
they posséss little or none of his in-
sight and craftsmanship.

Certain of the poems are here ap-
pended without comment other than
the remark that they may be regard-
ed as fairly representative of the
work in the volume:

I SAT IN THE SUNLIGHT

I sat in the sunlight thinking of life;
I sat there, dreaming of Death.

And a moth lit on the sun-dial’s face,
And the birds sang sleepily,

And the leaves stirred,

And the sun lay warm on the hills,
And the afternoon grew old.

So, some day I knew that birds would
sing,

And the leaves would stir,

And the afternoon grow old—

And I would not be there.

And the warmth went out of the day,

And a wind blew out of the West where
I sat,

And the birds were still!

THE PILOT

I lounge on the deck of the river steamer,

Homeward bound with its load,

Churning from headland to headland,

Through moonlight and silence and dusk.

And the decks are alive with laughter and
musie and singing,

And T see the forms of the sleepers
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And the shadowy lovers that lean so close
to the rail,

And the romping children behind,

And the dancers amidships.

But high above us there in the gloom,

Where the merriment breaks in a wave at
his feet,

Unseen of lover and dancer and me,

Is the Pilot, impassive and stern,

With his grim eyes watching the course,

AUTUMN

The thin gold of the sun lies slanting on
the hill;

In the sorrowful grays and muffled violets
of the old orchard

A group of girls are quietly gathering
apples.

Through the mingled gloom and green they
scarcely speak at all,

And their broken voices rise and fall un-
utterably sad.

There are no birds,

And the goldenrod is gone.

And a child calls out, far away, across the
autumn twilight;

And the sad gray of the dusk grows slow-
ly: deeper,

And all the world seems old.

A SUMMER NIGHT

Mournful the summer moon

Rose from the quiet sea,

Golden and sad and full of regret
As though it would ask of earth
Where all her lovers had vanished
And whither had gone the rose-red lips
That had sighed to her light of old.
Then I caught a pulse of musie,
Brokenly, out at the pier-end,

And I heard the voices of girls
Going home in the dark,

Laughing along the sea wall

Over a lover’s word!




The Library Table

WESBLOCK: THE AUTOBIO-
GRAPHY OF AN ATUTO-
MATON

By H. McD. Wavrrers. Toronto : J.
M. Dent and Sons.

THIS seems to be a book without
plot, purpose, or motive. It is
go intimate that one feels that
it was written for close friends or
relatives, and not for the inquisitive
outsider. The incidents to Wesblock’s
life, as recorded in the book, are com-
monplace, and one wonders just why
the author was prompted to put them
before the public. The various stages
of Wesblock’s career—his home life
with his parents, his course at Me-
Gill, his period as manager of a saw-
mill near Montreal, and othgl: ven-
tures leading finally to a position in
the eivil service at Ottawa—are un-
doubtedly of peculiar interest to cer-
tain persons, but they scarcely will
move the great reading mass of the
people. However, that frequently is
the fate of great books.

MEMORIES
By Jounx GaLsworTHY. Illustrated
by Maud Earl. London: William

Heinemann.

LOVERS of dogs the world over
cherish the memory of this story
of the life of a Cocker Spaniel, and
even those who do not love dogs love
the story on its own merits. The
story appeared first in Mr. Gals-
worthy’s volume of studies and essays
entitled, ‘‘The Inn of Tranquillity.”’
an

Now it appears in a fine book of its
own with many charming illustra-
tions by Maud Earl. The book is
eight by eleven inches in size, and
some of the illustrations are in col-
ours and occupy a full page each.

L
CANADIAN ETCHERS

By NewroN MacTavisa., London, 44
Leicester Square: The Studio.

HE January number of this ex-

cellent art journal contains an
article by Newton MacTavish, en-
titled ‘‘Notes on Canadian Etchers.”’
This, we believe, is the first distine-
tive treatment of the art of etching
in Canada. Not all Canadian etchers
are mentioned, and indeed the re-
view is confined to the work of Clar-
ence A. Gagnon, Dorothy Stevens, H.
Ivan Neilson, Gyrth Russell, and
Percy Grassby. But even with these
few names Mr. MacTavish has been
able to make a good case, and the re-
productions display work suech as
would merit acceptance anywhere.

McCAUL: CROFT: FORNERI

By Jon~x King, K.C. Toronto: The
Maemillan Company of Canada.

HESE sketches of three outstand-

ing personalities of early univer-
sity days in Toronto compose a vol-
ume that gives the reader more than
a glimpse of the beginnings of higher
education in Ontario, but as well an
acquaintanceship with three profes-
sors who had much to do with the
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moulding of the character of the
Canadian youth of that time. The
Reverend John McCaul, LL.D., was
the first President of University Col-
lege, Toronto. He took a leading part
in the founding of Upper Canada
College, of which he was the Prin-
cipal from 1837 to 1842. He occupied
the position of Principal of Univer-
sity College from 1853 to 1880. Henry
Holmes Croft was the first professor
of chemistry and experimental phil-
osophy in King’s College and in the
University of Toronto; he served in
that capacity from 1842 to 1880.
James Forneri was the first professor
in modern languages in University
College (1853-1865). The careers and
accomplishments of these three early
educationists in Ontario make ma-
terial for valuable and interesting
history, and one suspects that the
author has been able to embellish his
pages with touches of personal rem-
iniscence.

SAILOR TOWN: SEA SONGS AND
BALLADS

By C. Fox-SmirH. London: Elkin
Mathews.

THIS is the second volume of de-

lightful sea verse that Miss Fox-
Smith has contributed to the Vigo
Cabinet Series. The first, ‘‘Songs in
Sail and Other Chanties,’”’ is memor-
able especially for its ‘‘Paradise
Street,”” which runs:

As T was a-walking down Paradise Street,

A bonny young maiden I chanced for to
meet:

She gave me good morning all as I went

by,

With lips full of laughter and love in her
eye.

‘‘Here’s wine in a flagon, and white bread
and brown,

And a bnght pretty parlour where you
may sit down,

A fiddle to dance to, and friends t“o or
three:

Turn again, turn again, lad, from the sea!’”

In the second volume we do not find
anything quite so gripping as the
foregoing, although ‘‘Hastings Mill”’
is the kind of verse that ome reads
again:

As T went down by Hastings Mill I lin-
gered in my going

To smell the smell of piled-up deals and
feel the salt wind blowing,

To hear the cables fret and ereak and
the ropes stir and sigh,

(Shipmate, my shipmate!) as in days gone

by.
*

BIG TREMAINE

By MARIE VAN VoOrST. Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company.

l’I‘ is amazing how econservative we

remain in the matter of plot-mak-
ing. From our youth up we have
been familiar with the heroie lad who
suffers for the sake of his weaker bro-
ther. We know how nobly he earries
his undeserved odium and how meekly
he allows himself to be mlsunderstood
and ‘“‘put upon.”” We are so well
acquainted with him in all his phases

—
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that his reappearance in ‘‘Big Tre-
maine’’ is like the return of an old
friend. Perhaps we have grown eri-
tieal, but in ‘‘Big Tremaine’’ the rea-
son for the hero’s long sacrifice seems
hardly adequate. He shields his bro-
ther for his mother’s sake and keeps
gilence until his brother’s death brings
the truth to light. One fancies that
Mrs. Tremaine might just as well
have faced the truth in the first place.
The story deals with the return of
the supposed prodigal and his efforts
to make a name and a position for
himself in the place from which he
had fled under a cloud. The love in-
terest comes in when he meets Isobel
Malvern, the daughter of the man he
is supposed to have defrauded. The
gituation is easily full of misunder-
standings and heart burnings of a
somewhat stereotyped order, but all
comes right when Isobel triumphantly
vindicates her love by refusing to be-
lieve the slander. When the truth
comes out she is in the proud posi-
tion of ““I“told you so,”” and John
Tremaine is happily conscious that, at
least, one person believed in him de-
spite appearances.

M
w

THE WINNOWING FAN

By LAureNceE BINYON. London: El-
kin Mathews.

FROM one whose work has been ad-
mired for its mystery and gentle-
ness we might not have looked for
these strong, vengeful ‘‘Poems on the
Great War.”” But it all goes to show
that even a gentle poet may on occa-
sion be stirred to fighting passion.
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The little volume includes ‘‘The
Fourth of August’’, ‘‘Louvain’’, and
““Ode for September’’, but the one
that stirs us most is ‘‘To the Enemy
Complaining’’:

TO THE ENEMY COMPLAINING

Be ruthless, then; scorn slaves of seruple;
avow
The blow, planned with such patience,
that you deal
So terribly; hack on, and care not how
The innocent fall; live out your faith
of steel.

Then you speak speech that we can com-
prehend.
It cries from the unpitied blood you
spill,
And so v;e stand against you, and to the
end,
Flame as one man, the weapon of one
will,

But when your lips usurp the loyal phrase
Of honour, querulously voluble
Of ““chivalry’’ and ‘‘kindness,’’ and you
praise
What you despise for weakness of the
fool,

Then the gorge rises.
dead!

The wolf beneath the sheepskin drips too
red.

Bleat to dupe the

—The Macmillan Company of Can-
ada are issuing at ten cents a copy
the following booklets on the war:
“Why Britain is at War,”’ by Sir
Edward Cook; ‘““Why India is Heart
and Soul with Great Britain,”” by
Bhupendranath Basu; ‘‘Neutral Na-
tions and the War,”” by Viscount
Bryce; ‘‘Our Russian Ally,”’ by Sir
Donald Mackenzie Wallace, and

‘““How Britain Strove for Peace,”’ by
Sir Edward Cook.




(00D FOR THE DRESSMAKER

Harrison Fisher, the illustrator,
tells the following at his own ex-
pense :

‘“T was once lounging about a hall
wherein certain of my illustrations
were being exhibited when I chanced
to overhear a woman, standing in
front of one of them, exelaim, with
heartfelt fervour:

““‘Ah! If T only knew the artist
of this!’

‘“Pardon me, madam,”’ said I has-
tening up, “but T am the artist.’’

‘“ ‘In that case,’ said she, with a
winning smile, ‘won’t you tell me the
name of the dressmaker who made
that perfectly dear frock your model
wore?’ ’—TLappincott’s.

*
A DEPRESSION

Visitor at the Art Gallery—‘‘1’m
afraid T don’t get this picture at all.
To me it looks like a big black smudge
in lampblack. One of the works of
the new school of futurism, I sup-
pose?’’

Attendant—‘‘Oh, no, sir; that’s a
regular landseape, and one of the
prize winners, sir. (Consults cata-

logue.) It’s called ‘Montreal Har-
bour at Noon.’ ’—Montreal Herald.
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Tar Lover To THE CUBIST PORTRAIT
oF His INAMORATA

Beautiful brown and blue eyes!
Spread over the front of your blouse!
Oh, most adorable nose !
Is it a nose or a mouse?
Chin where your mouth used to be,
Oh, how it fascinates me!
Red green, and yellow, and blue,
Those wonderful sharp teeth of
you !

Poing-pointed, tapering ears,
Each of a different size!

Strands of a strange-coloured hair,
Hiding some of your beautiful eyes‘
Oh, adorable being look down,
From the top of the wall where

you frown,
And tell me what is it you’re in,
A landscape, a dress, or your skin?

Bora Wavys

The Viear (to the old lady, the last
of whose family has married)—“You
must feel lonely, Mrs. Muggine, after
having such a large family.”’

Mrs. Muggine— ‘Yes, I do, sir.
Sometimes I misses ’em and sometimes
I wants ’em; but I misses ’em more
nor T wants ’em.’’



WHAT IS AN

INTERNAL BATH?

BY R. W. BEAL

UCH has been said and volumes
M have been written describing at

length the many kinds of baths
eivilized man has indulged in from time to
“time. Every possible resource of the hu-
man mind has been brought into play to
fashion new methods of bathing, but,
strange as it may seem, the most import-
ant, as well as the most beneficial of all
baths, the ‘‘Internal Bath,’’ has been given
Jittle thought. The reason for this is prob-
ably due to the fact that few people seem
to realize the tremendous part that in-
ternal bathing plays in the acquiring and
maintaining of health.

If you were to ask a dozen people to de-
fine an internal bath, you would have as
many different definitions, and the proba-
bility is that not one of them would be cor-
rect. To avoid any misconceptions as to
what constitutes an internal bath, let it
be said that a hot water enema is no more
an internal bath than a bill of fare is a

r.

dn;?eit were possible and agreeable to ta!(e
the great mass of thinking people to wit-
ness an average post-mortem, the sights
they would see and the things they would
Jearn would prove of such lasting benefit
and impress them so profo_undly that fpr-
ther argument in favor of internal bathing
would be unnecessary to convinece thgm.
Unfortunately, however, it is not possible
to do this, profitable as such an experiment
wonld doubtless prove to be. There is,
then, only one other way to get this infor-
mation into their hands, and that is by

nainting them with such knowledge as
will enable them to appreciate the value of
this long sought-for health-producing neces-

ntly_:‘.ew people realize what a very little

b

thing is necessary sometimes to improve
their physical condition. Also, they have
almost no conception of how little careless-
ness, indifference or negleet can be the
fundamental cause of the most virulent
disease. For instance, that universal dis-
order from which almost all humanity is
suffering, known as ‘‘constipation,’’ ‘‘auto-
intoxication,”” ‘‘auto-infection,”” and a
multitude of other terms, is not only cur-
able, but preventable, through the consist-
ent practise of internal bathing.

How many people realize that normal
functioning of the bowels and a clean in-
testinal tract make it impossible to be-
come sick?. ‘“Man of to-day is only fifty
per cent. efficient”” Reduced to simple
English, this means that most men are try-
ing to do a man’s portion of work on half
a man’s power. . This applies equally to
women,

That it is impossible to continue to do
this indefinitely must be apparent to all.
Nature never intended the delicate human
organism to be operated on a hundred per
cent. overload. A machine could not stand
this and not break down, and the body
certainly cannot do more than a machine.
There is eertainly too muech unnecessary
and avoidable sickness in the world.

How many people can yon name, includ-
ing yourself, who are physically vigorous,
healthy and strong? The number is ap-
pallingly small.

It is not a complex matter to keep in
condition, but it takes a little time, and in
these strenuous days people have time to
do everything else necessary for the at-
tainment of happiness, but the most essen-
tial thing of all, that of giving their bodies
their proper ecare.

Would you believe that five to ten min-

&,__-_—'
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utes of time devoted to systematie internal
bathing can make you healthy and main-
tain your physical efficiency indefinitely ?
Granting that such a simple procedure as
this will do what is claimed for it, is it
not worth while to learn more about that
which will accomplish this end? Internal
Bathing will do this, and it will do it for
people of all ages and in all conditions of
health and disease.

People don’t seem to realize, strange to
say, how important it is to keep the body
free from accumulated body-waste (poi-
sons). Their doing so would prevent the
absorption into the blood of the poisonous
exeretions of the body, and health would
be the inevitable result.

If you would keep your blood pure, your
heart normal, your eyes clear, your com-
plexion clean, your mind keen, your blood
pressure normal, your nerves relaxed, and
be able to enjoy the vigor of youth in your
declining years, practise internal bathing,
and begin to-day.

Now that your attention has been called
to the importance of internal bathing, it
may be that a number of questions will
suggest themselves to your mind. You will
probably want to know WHAT an Internal
Bath is, WHY people should take them,
and the WAY to take them. These and
countless other questions are all answered
in the booklet entitled ‘“‘THE WHAT,
THE WHY and THE WAY OF IN-
TERNAL BATHING,’”’ written by Doctor
Chas. A. Tyrrell, the inventor of the ‘‘J.

B. L. Cascade,”’ whose lifelong study and
research along this line make him the pre.
eminent authority on this subject. Neot
only has internal bathing saved and pro-
longed Dr. Tyrrell’s own life, but the lives
of multitudes of individuals have been
equally spared and prolonged. No other
book has ever been written containing sueh
a vast amount of practical information to
the business man, the worker and the
housewife. All that is necessary to secure
this book is to write to Dr. Tyrrell, at
Room 215, 280 College Street, Toronto, and
mention having read this article in The
Canadian Magazine, and same will be im-
mediately mailed to you free of all cost
or obligation.

Perhaps you realize now, more than ever,
the truth of these statements, and if the
reading of this article will result in a preo-
per appreciation on your part of the value
of internal bathing, it will have served its
purpose. What you will want to do now
is to avail yourself of the opportunity of
learning more about the subject, and your
writing for this book will give you that
information. Do not put off doing this
but send for the book now, while the mat.
ter is fresh in your mind.

“Procrastination is the thief of time.**
A thief is one who steals something. Don*t
allow procrastination to cheat you out of
your opportunity to get this valuable in-
formation, which is free for the i
If you would be natural, be healthy. -
is unnatural to be sick. Why be unnatural
when it is such a simple thing to be well?
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Fortify
your body
with

BOVRIL

BRITISH TO
THE BACKBONE.

Of all Stores, ctc 2-0z. 40c. ; 4-0z. 70c.; 8-0z. $1.30; 16-0z. $2.25.
Bovril Cordial, large, $1.25; 5-0z. 40c. 16-02 Johnston's Fluid Beef (Vimbos), $1.20

| Il( lllllllllllm

Delicious and T R}I O

s at 1.0z, 25¢,;

MADE IN

DG CANADA
Appetizing

Ingersoll Ingersoll Ingersoll Green
Pimento Cream Cheese Chile Cheese

Cheese : : :
=18 superior to any nrdmary

Ingersoll Cream
cheese— in flavor — in rich

Cheese l"l(‘ndtd

Consists of lnger-

soll Cream Cheese
and sweet Spanish
Pimentos.

Very appe!izing.
In. packages 10c.
and 15c.

Ask Your
Grocer

creaminess—in nutritive
properties. It spreads like
butter, never loses its fresh-
o op 0 you -
ness and is l‘nghly economical.

In packages 15c. and 25

“Spreads like Butter”

The Ingersoll
l’ackin}; Co.y Ltd.

with. California
Chile. Piquantand

delicious.

In yacl&agcu ]:-Jc

07

ngersoll, Ont,
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K

CANADA'’S
Greatest Piano is the

Gerhard Heintzman

The same wonderful skill
The same fine materials and
The same painstaking methods

that established the reputation of
Gerhard Heintzman Pianos during
the past Half Century are maintain-
ing it now.

Send for New Catalogue and Special

Discount Sheet for the New Year
TERMS ARRANGED TO SUIT

GERHARD HEINTZMAN, Ltd.

41 Queen Street West - TORONTO, ONT.

Opposite City Hall

Hamilton Salesroom, next to Post Office

6

Lﬂ
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A Fine Time
To Work Out
the Food Problem

High prices of meats will induce people to plan meals with more
reason and better judgment of food-strength and cost.

Many of our strong men, college athletes and others, leamned from
actual experience that a vegetarian diet produces better results than a diet
including meat.

Many famous names appear in the vegetarian list. Names whose
Owners are champions and prize winners in their chosen field.

After all the argument for and against any particular kind of diet,
the question can best be solved for the individual by personal test.

Certain it is that those who have never tried it, have some facts to
learn by breakfasting this way:

Some Fruit.
Dish of Grape-Nuts and cream.
Crisp, Buttered Toast.
Cup of hot, well-made Postum.
Plenty for a strong man—day worker or brain worker.

Looks “ thin,” you say. Our word for it, you will reach lunch time
fully sustained—food well digested—head clear .and ready for the noon-
ay meal.

b Grape-Nuts food is sold at the same price to-day as it has always
cen sold. No rise in price.

There’s a way to reasonable economy in food and that’s not all—

“There’s a Reason”
(Made i canaiy 19 Grape-Nuts

Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Limited, Windsor, Ontario
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VICKERMAN’S
SERGES WEAR WELL
NEVER FADE
Black—Blues—Greys
Absolutely the best Cloths sold in Canada

@ BVIGKERMAN &SONS[™ &4

This name in gold along the edge every three yards.

NISBET & AULD, Limited - - TORONTO

Wholesale Selling Agents in Canada.

Xﬁ Condensed 2 ~ e
Billing ST

Underwood

Typewriter

will often save
its cost in a
few months.

United
Typewriter

Company, ..

in all Canadian Cities

Head Office:
Toronto.
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Quick Action

Quickly
Cuts
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TRADE

MARK

Known the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

Currers TO His; MAJESTY
.

SHEFFIELD

ENGLAND

AT G

=== Plain Sauce Chili Sauce Tomato Sauce

A palatable and nourishing meal pre-
pared from the highest grade beans and
flavoured with delicious sauces.

Cooked to perfection and requiring to
be warmed for a few minutes only, they
provide an ideal summer dish and save
you the labour and discomfort of pre-
paration in a hot kitchen.

The 2's tall size is sufficient for an
ordinary family.

o e Morxtrcé‘l I‘

-------

. '
ﬁl

Clark’s Pork and Bean

_——/

e
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- This Stbry Told a Billion Times

_Here is a story we have told a billion
times in magazines like this. Again and
again we have told it to nearly every
housewife in the land.

_ Millions who read it ordered these de-
llghts. Their folks, morning, noon and
night, revel in Puffed Wheat and Rice. But
other millions miss them. For their sake
We repeat the story over and over here.

The Premier Food Delights

Puffed Grains stand pre-eminent among
cereal food delights. They are the best-
‘cooked grain foods in existence. They are
the only foods in which every granule is
blasted " by steam explosion.

They are Prof. Anderson’s scientific

ﬂo-.?'cr"e as breakfast cereals. At noon or night-time
.e't hm bowls of milk, Use like nuts in candy making.
With “"Fry children eat them dry, like peanuts, or doused

F'.hc ted butter,
like hlml out how folks like them, and which grain they
est. Each has a different flavor. These are table

Puffed Wheat, 12¢
Puffed Rice,

Except in Extreme West
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foods, endorsed by all authorities. Every
atom feeds. Digestion is easy and com-
plete. The one regret is that all grain
foods can’t be treated likewise.

They are bubbles of grain, airy, flaky,
porous. They are thin and erisp and fra-
gile. The wheat and rice kernels are, by
steam explosion, puffed to eight times nor-
mal size. And terrific heat has given the
morsels a taste like toasted nuts. Nothing
more unique and inviting ever came to a
morning table.

Imagine these bubble-like dainties, with
a myriad toasted walls. Do you serve any-
thing else so fascinating as these tit-bits
puffed from grain?

15¢

joys which every home should have. And as food
which do not tax the stomach these stand unique.

There are all these reasons for getting Puffed
Grains. Do you know a single reason for not?

Order now the one you haven't had.

The Quaker Qats (Ompany

P eterborough, Ont.

Sole Makers

Saskatoon, Sask.
(841)
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“ He has done Remarkably
Well on it.”
Yew Tree Farm, Peasenhall,
Suffolk, Jan. 18, 1914
Messrs. Keen, Robinson & Co., Ltd.
Dear Sirs,

Would you care to see a photograph
of our little son, who was brought up
entirely on cow’s milk and Robinson’s
“Patent” Barley until he was fourteen
months old. He has done remarkably
well on it, and we send you a splendid
photograph of him taken naked, when
16 months old.

Yours truly,

(Signed) B. M. MOORE.

Robinson’s Patent Barley

When a child is so delicate that it rejects all other food, it will readily assimilate
and enjoy Robinson’s *‘ Patent” Barley—rthis preparation will build up your child
as no other food will. It is nourishing wholesome, palatable and very digestable.

MAGOR SON & CO., Limited, Canadian Agents - MONTREAL

———

=
=
=
=
=
=

The best surprise is always Ganong’s
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COFFEE
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As near perfection
A4S you can get in
this world.

B AR
CHASE & SANBORN

MONTREAL
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Drudgery and Har Work Avoided

Like the sewing machine and other great
labor saving devices

BISSELLS

*“Cyco” BALL BEARING
Carpet Sweeper

—the handy, inéxpensive cleaning device for every
day use—has contributed its share to woman's eman-
cipation from drudgery. It runs so easily it is hard
to believe that it can be sweeping so perfectly. It
confines the dust, freshens, brightens and preserves
carpets and rugs. An extra sweeper for upstairs adds
to the comfort and saves steps. Erices $3.00 to $4.75
at the best stores everywhere. Booklet on request.

BISSELL CARPET SWEEPER CO,.
Grand Rapids, Mich. Niagara Falls, Can.

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

Acknowledged to
be the finest crea-
tion of Water-
proof Collars
ever made, Ask
to see, and buy
no other. All

stores or direct

THE ARLINGTON CO.
of Canada, Ltd.
68 FAAZER AVENUE
TORONTO

No Smarting — Feels Fine— Acts Quickly.
Tryitfor Red, Weak, Watery Eyes and Gran-
ulated Byelids, Illustrated Book in each Pack-
age. Murine is compounded by our Oculistg—
not a “Patent Medicine—but used in successful
Physicians’ Practice for many years. Now dedi-
cated to the public and sold by Druggists at %¢

and b0c Per Bottle. Murine Hye Salvein Aseptic
Tubes, 25¢ and b0c. Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago
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It Does
Really
End Corns

Alter all these years many
people still ask if Blue-jay really
does end corns.

What a question!

Blue-jay is ending a million
corns a month. Perhaps half the
corns that develop are being re-
moved by it.

Were there any question do
you think we would offer to send
you samples free?

You can prove in two days that
corns are needless. Apply Blue-
jay tonight. It is done in a jiffy.
Then forget the corn. In 48 hours
the corn will loosen and come out.

That's the usual thing. Stubborn
corns may take a little longer, but
they come out just the same. And
without any pain or soreness.

When will you let it end yours?

Blue-jay
Ends Corns

15 and 25 cents—at Druggists
Samples Mailed Free

Bauer & Black, Chicago and New York

Makers of Physicians’ Supplies

KErMaATH BOAT MOTORS ==
= - TN~

4 Cycle, 4 Cylinder, 12 to 20 H. P,
] Highest quality. Silent operation. No vibration,
Controls like the finest Motor Car engine, Ex-
tremely economical on fuel. Used as standard
equipment by over 60% of the world's leading
boat bullders. Catalogue on request.
to 8360 depending on equipment

KERMATH MFG. CO., Dept 42 Detroit, Mich.

' No craving for tobacco in any form
@after the first dose. :
Don’t try to quit the tobacco habit unaided. %\

It’s a losing fight against heavy odds and means a
serious shock to the nervous system. Let the to-
bacco habit quit YOU. It will quit you, if you will
just take Tobacco Redeemer, according to direc-
tions for two or three days. It is the most marvel-
ously quick and thoroughly reliable remedy for the
tobacco habit the world has ever known.

Not a Substitute

Tobacco Redeemer is absolutely harmless and
contains no habit-forming drugs of any kind. It is
in no sense a substitute for tobacco. After finishing
the treatment you have absolutely no desire to use
tobacco again or to continue the use of the remedy-
It quiets the nerves, and will make you feel better
in every way. It makes not a particle of difference
how long you have been using tobacco, how much
you use or in what form you use it—whether you
smoke cigars, cigarettes, pipe, chew plug or fine ct
or use snuff, Tobacco Redeemer will positively
banish every trace of desire in from 48 to 72 hours.
This we absolutely guarantee in every case OF

money refunded. "
Write today for our free booklet showing the dead);

effect of tobacco upon the human s?'stem and positivegro,‘z

that Tobacco Redeemer will quickly free you of the abit.

Newell Pharmacal Company
3 St. Louis, Mo

=

{ < LIMITED -— !
70 C.CRICHARDS AT €
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ROCKER DUMPING GRATD

HERE are some
features in Hot Water
Boilericonstruction
that have been so satis-
factorily worked out there
is no occasion for any fur-
i sbia.gar e 1o ther. experimental - work,
:*;f:vz:m:w:;:;m'hm or departure from the
thoroughly tried lines.

One of these features is the Rocker and Dumping Grate. It is of
a4 pattern that is tight enough to prevent loss of coal as a set of
grate bars, yet it affords plenty of draft. By working the Shaker
the bed of ashes on the grate is loosened and the waste falls away
readily. Should a fire go black out the Shaker may be turned
Completely over, reversing the grate and dumping all the unburned
Coal without breaking it into small pieces. The selection of Rocker
and Dumping Grate for the ‘‘Sovereign'’' Hot Water Boiler was made
after considering every other design of grate practical for hot
Water boilers.

[ "o TAYLOR - FORBES [Ermer

COMPANY, LIMITED i
’

TOTOnt " 3 Calgary—P. D. McLaren, Ltd., 622 Ninth Ave

vunue‘;‘n,]m Cng ot West. St. John, N.B.—W, H. Campbell, 16 Water St

“?_“N)u\'(‘r -1070 I ﬁn}vr. Street. (‘:m'hcc. Que.—Mechanic's Supply Co.
nnipeg—Vulcan Iron Works. Hamilton, Ont.—W. W, Taylor, 17 Stanley Ave.

Head Office and Founderies: Guelph, Canada
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You Owe Your Face

a Good, Clear Skin

And Stuart's Calcium Wafers in a very
Short time Will Clear Up Your |
Complexion Naturally.

Just in a few days one may clear the skin of all manner of
blemishes such as pimples, blotches, liver spots, etc., if one will use
Stuart’s Calcium Wafers.

Don't use pasty lotions and creams to fill up the pores when they
are working constantly with the blood to throw off the impurities
of your system. »

Many a face is made with beautiful contour and artistically lined,
but when the skin is discolored one cannot see the beauty of the face
lines. One notices only the skin blemishes.

It's because pimples and eruptions come from the inside—from
impure blood—and you can’t cure them by rubbing stuff on the out-
side of the face. Purify the blood and the blemishes will disappear-

Stuart’s Calcium Wafers will often clear the complexion in a few
days’ time. That's the wonderfull part of it—they act right cff—in 2
hurry. That's because they're made of just the ingredients needed to
drive all poisons and impurities from the blood. That's why doctors .
prescribe them so constantly.

You will speedily enjoy a beautiful complexion if you use these
wonderful little Wafers. Your face will become as clear and pure a5
a rose. Nobody likes to have pimple-faced people around. with
Stuart’s Calcium Wafers you don't have to wait for months before
getting results. Even boils have been cured in a few days’ time Wlt,
these remarkable effective blood cleansers. Your whole system W1 1
feel better in a marvelously short time, and my, what a difference
in your looks!

You can get Stuart's Calcium Wafers of any druggist at 50 cents
a box. A small sample package mailed free by addressing
Stuart Co., 175 Stuart Bldg., Marshall, Mich.

/
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Canadian Beauty
Electric Air Heater

_This portable Heater is specially designed tor the
Spring and Fall months, as it will take the chill from the
air in a good sized room in a short time, and even in
moderately cold weather will heat an average sized room

Someone must do the

scientific experimenting—
if you are to have carbon paper that will do its
almost inconceivably delicate work and fulfill its
heavy responsibilities.

TRADE

ThL \

CARBON PAPER

shows the result of our 20 years’ experience and ex-
periments in its permanency—in blue or black its
copies never fade. In its neatness—MultiKopy car-
bons rival the original in cleanness and clearness.
In its uniformity and in its economy—one sheet of

MultiKopy will make 100 clear copies, or you can
manifold 20 at one writing.
Write Now for Sample Sheet—FREE
Canadian Distributors : United Typewriter Co.,
135 Victoria St., Toronto, Can.
F. S. WEBSTER CO.
363 Congress St., Boston, Mass.
Chicago Philadelphia
Pittsburgh
Ask for Star Brand Typewriter Ribbons

at little cost. It is very convenient for the bath room,
nursery, den or library.

The Radiator is supplied with seven feet of Heater
Cord and attachment plug and can be attached to any
]amp socket.

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE

%lowing other Electrically Heated Devices for Domestic
se.

RENFREW ELECTRIC MFG. CO., LTD.
Renfrew, Ont., Canada

Mozart, one of the greatest composers that the musical
world has ever known, literally starved to death when
only thirty-five years old.

And this incomparable genius was lost for want of
Proper food.

Brain power, as well as physical energy, depends much
on the way the body is nourished.

The man who works with his head as well as with
15 hands finds renewed health and vigor in

O’KEEFE’S “PILSENER” LAGER

Rich 1n food value, refreshing and mildly stimulating, it 1s an
ideal food tonic and strength-builder

If your dealer will not supply you, 'phone us Main 4202, and
We will see that you are supplied at once.

O’'KEEFE BREWERY CO “"Te°: TORONTO
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In
Regard

By
Wire
Fence

Under our established trade-name
DENNISTEEL we have placed on
the market this year a very superior
line of wire fabric fencing.

This fencing bearing as it does our
trade-name has behind it our
lengthly reputation for high quality.

It is sanitary and will increase not
only the intrinsic value of your
home but also its ‘‘home' value.
It costs less than wood and lasts
years longer. It's a fence we're
proud of.

Let us tell you about it. Right now
is not too early. WRITE TO-DAY.

THE DENNIS WIRE AND IRON
WORKS CO. LIMITED
LONDON

CANADA

R T W R A AR R R
Agents Wanted
R N S T SN R

There is nothing quite SO
appetizing for Breakfast as

Fearman’s Star Brand
Bacon.

and at the present prices
there is nothing more
economical.

Ask your Grocer for

Fearman’s Star Brand
Made by
F W Fearman Co., Limited

Hamilton.
/
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] RED
< MAN

GRAYWOOD

The Collar That Made the Red Man Brand Famous
20C. or 3 For 50cC.

The acme of perfection in a high close fitting double
fold collar. The most popular collar in America to-day.

Bavywoop slightly higher. TEAKWOOD slighly lower.
For sale by Canada’s best men’s stores
EARL & WILSON - New York
MAKERS OF TROY'S BEST PRODUCT

"“.

guarantee
on roofing ?

A useless risk is to buy roofing
not guaranteed by a responsible con-
cern. When you buy our roofing you
get the written guarantee of the world’s
largest manufacturers of roofing and
building papers.

Buy materials that last

Certainteed

Roofing

—our leading product—is guaranteed 5 years for
1-ply, 10 years for 2-ply and 15 years for 3-ply. We
also make lower priced roofing, slate surfaced
shingles, building papers, wall boards, out-door
paints, plastic cement, etc.

Ask your dealer for products made by us. They
are reasonable in price and we stand behind them.

General Roofing Manufacturing Co.

World’s largest manufacturers of Roofing
and Building Papers

New York City Bos!on Chicago Pittshurgh
Philadelphia  Atlanta  Cleveland Detroit

St. Louis Cincimatti Kansas City Minneapolis

San Francisco Seattle London  Hamburg Sydmey

L

L
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“Made in Canada”

As light as lager,
but better for you.

i

R

A Case of
COSGRAVES

in your Home

Will make a most fitting
refreshment when a friend
drops in of an evening.
Just telephone your dealer
—he will do the rest.

CLLDURERTEOE ERURERTERTR AR ARROR RV

S A T R T T N TH T

In pint and quart bottles,
at all dealers Also at
hotels. %L

S T
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Edwardsburg
"Crown Bran

POUR IT ON PORRIDGE

YOU can’t imagine how delicious a dish of Oatmeal Porridge

becomes when it is sweetened with ¢ Crown Brand” Corn Syrup.

Have it for breakfast to-morrow—watch the kiddies’ eyes sparkle with the first
spoonful—see how they come for ‘more’.
Much cheaper than cream and sugar—better for the children, too.

Spread the Bread with ““‘Crown Brand"—serve it on Pancakes and Hot Biscuits,
on Blanc Mange and Baked Apples— use it for Candy-Making.

| «772.Y WHITE” is a pure white Corn Syrup, more delicate in flavor thar
“Crown Brand.” You may prefer it.

ASK YOUR GROCER—IN 2, 5, 10 AND 20 LB. TINS.
THE CANADA STARCH CO., LIMITED

Makers of the Famous Edwardsburg Brands.

Il Works:3Cardinal, Brantford, Fort William. Head Office: Montreal:
/

, OUREXPERENCESTARTSYOU

DAy

Send for Free Book giving full particu-
FITS lars of TRENCH’S REMEDY, the world
Earning $35 to $50 pe

famous cure for Epilepsy and Fits—

St ie > tres t. 25 years E1  Wo furnish Complete Equipment.
Slmpl(‘ home tr(.'dtm?n y Small capital starts you to a big income. H&"Ill:
success. Testimonials from all d ] alde you-—teach you the business.
: ok I-{ exclusive plan puts you at once into this pop~
parts of the world; over 1000 in one year ular, pmﬂ{.bl, amusement field . FREE
‘ Catalog; Plans and Details—~
» — — nows
TRENCH’S REMEDIES, LIMITED B e, i tromousouthtn. Tavestigsies
Co. rborn St. Dpt:405,

421 St. James Chambers - TORONTO |

I—-—--l---I--l—l-—-_--l—lll—-——

CLOTHES WASHED RAPIDLY

A great boon to the busy housewife, is the Connor Ball Bearing Washer. = Washes
clothes spotlessly clean three times as fast as she can do it with a wash board. Does the
trick, too, without loosening a button or fraying an edge. Treats delicate fabrics very gently.

CONNOR :ikive WASHER

Just think of all the washboard wear on your clothes that the Connor Ball Bearing Washer
would save. Just think how much longer your clothes would last. Think, too, how much
easier it would be to do the washing on a machine that almost runs itself-—runs on ball
bearings. It's the handy helper you've needed for a good long time.

WRITE FOR BOOKLET TELLING ALL ABOUT IT
J. H. CONNOR & SON, Ltd., - - - OTTAWA, ONT.
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thousands of them throughout the

IF THE BABY IS CUTTING TEETH world make daily use of the genuine
P e MURRAY & LANMAN'S
Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup (The Original, Conturyold)
A SPLENDID REGULATOR FlOI'lda Water

PURELY VEGETABLE—NOT NARCOTIC Widely regarded as an indispen-
sable aid to beauty and comfort.
Its sprightly fragrance is accept-
able to the most discriminating
taste, and its delightful, refreshing
effect best attained when it is
added to the bath. : : : : :

Sold by Leading Druggists
and Perfumers

LANMAN & KEMP
New York and Montreal

Mrs. Newlywed says :

“I find it so hard to economise, but I must dc

so for a while.”

Mrs. Wiseneighbour says:

“Why not do your own washing? It isn't hard if
an EDDY Washboard is part of your equipment.
I have a “ Household Globe ” it's a wonder-worker
—Iloosens the dirt so easily—and I pever tear the

clothes."
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Make Sure—

Write the date and the title on the film at the time you

make the exposure. Add to the value of every negative with
a permanent record that you can always have for reference.

It's only a matter of seconds with an

Autographic Kodak

The Autographic records are made on the margins befween the expos”
ures. It is not intended that they be made to appear in the prints them-
selves but that they be simply preserved as an authoritative reference. It

is obvious, however, thgt they may be shown on the print itself—if desired.

Autographic Kodaks and Autographic Films at all Kodak dealers. Our booklet,
“ Autographic Kodak," free at the dealers or by mail, gives the details.

CANADIAN KODAK CO.,, LIMITED, TORONTO.
/
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99 Chambers Street, New York T17 Market Street, San Francisco

““Citizenry, Trained and

Accustomed to Arms”’
— PRESIDENT WILSON

Get accustomed to gun powder. Learn to shoot straight. That’s at least 50%

of a soldier’s equipment.

Perhaps the training will stand you in stead in some moment of personal dan-
ger. The lives of your wife and children may sometime depend on your {8
steadiness and courage. The best weapon to practice with is the -

IVER JOHNSON

SAFETY AUTOMATIC REVOLVER

It is absolutely safe. Itisaccurate and reliable. Itissimple
In operation and will not fail you in a pinch. There are
no levers to adjust or forget. Its safety is automatic
—part of the action. All you have to remem-

er is to pull the trigger.

Costs $6 at Hardware and
Sporting Goods Stores

Send for an 84-page book on
Revolvers, Shot Guns, Bicycles and Motorcycles. It is free.

Western Walnut
Grip, fitted to a
6-shot 32 calibre

Iver Johnson's Arms & Cycle Works
145 River Street, Fitchburg, Mass.

e Don’t Wear

a Truss!

Brooks' Appliance, the mod-
ern scientific invention, the
wonderful, new discovery that
cures rupture will be sent on
trial. No obnoxious springs
or pads. Has automatic Air
Cushions. Binds and draws
the broken parts together

FOR SALE |

5_0x120 feet, very central in
city of Toronto, % block from
Yonge Street. Ideal site for
manufacturing building, Side

ane,
X £ nl\'I. yot? wouhlisl a 'bltokon nn;;o.
" " * ke - - salves. o plasters.
App]y' Canadian Magaz"‘e C. K. BROUKS the Discoverer “gs. Durable, ::)h D. s.n‘;

Toronto, Canada on trial to prove it. Catalogue and measure blanks
mailed free. Send name and address to-day.

¢. E. BROOKS, 1810A State St., Marshall, Mich.
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Good-bye Dyspepsia

No More Gurgly Brash, “Lump of
Lead,” Bad Digestion, Heartburn
or Stomach Troubles

QUICK RELIEF. COSTS NOTHING TO TRY.

The man who can’t help making faces at his stomach, the man or
woman with a grouchy digestion, or with downright dyspepsia need
fret no more over stomach troubles.

The heaviest, richest dinners, the most unspeakable quick lunches,
all can be taken care of without imposing on the stomach. ‘A scientific
digestive can do the digesting, where the stomach either did not do it
before, or did it very imperfectly.

When you take one of Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets after a meal,
the food is digested by the tablet even better than your own stomach
can do it.

This is why the use of Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets has become so
universal among those who suffer from any kind of stomach troubles.

Take one of Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets after your next meal and
if you are given to belching, sour risings, fermentation, heavy, lumpy,
feeling in the stomach, indigestion, dyspepsia, loss of appetite or any
other stomach derangement, you will find at once a remarkable im-
provement.

Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets are the most wonderful tablets on
earth for any kind of stomach trouble.

They enrich the gastric juices, and give the stomach the rest it
needs before it can again be healthy and strong.

Try one after your next meal, no matter what you eat. You'll
find your appetite return for the meal after and you will feel fine after
eating.

Stuart's Dyspepsia Tablets are for sale at all druggists at 50c a box.

Send coupon below today and we will at once send you by mail a
sample free.

FREE TRIAL COUPON

F. A. Stuart Co., 201 Stuart Bldg., Marshall, Mich., send
me at once by return mail, a free trial package of Stuart’s
Dyspepsia Tablets.
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DIAMONDS
$1-2-3 Weekly

Save money on your Dia-

%

We are Diamond Impor- '
ters.

Terms 20 per cent down, $1-2-3 weekly. -
We guarantee you every advantage in price and quality.
Write today for Catalog, it is free._ -
We send Diamonds to any part of Canada, for inspection
at our expense.
Payments may be made weekly or monthly.
We allow a Special Discount ot 10 per cent for cash.
JACOB BROS. - piamond Importers,
15 Toronto Arcade, Toronto, Can.

pATENTS SECURED OR FEE RETURNED

Send sketch for free search of Patent
Office Records. HOW TO OBTAIN A PATENT and WHAT 70
INVENT with List of Inventions Wanted and Prizes FREE
offered for inventions sent free. Paten‘s advertised
wA"'l'ED, NEW IDEAS. Send for our List of Patent Buyers,
VICTOR J. EVANS & CO., 835F Washington, D.C.

Who Would Have Guessed ‘

that behind the piano was a full sized
table, reposing peacefully against the
wall, ready to be set up at a moment'’s
notice! Just see how easily itis put up!
Feel howlightitis—only eleven pounds!
Try to shake it—isn't it irm! Never a
wobble! This is our new

FIELITES

FOLDING TABLE

—the very latest model. We are proud
of this table, and we know you'll be de- [
lighted with it too. Once you set eyes |
on it you'll want it—and when you learn
the price you'll buyit. Your Furniture

ealer has it, or will get it for you. ,

Ask him. |
Made in Canada J‘

Write for FREE Booklet A describing \
our "* Peerless ' and "' Elite ' T ables

HOURD & CO., LIMITED

Sole Licensees and Manufacturers

LONDON, ONTARIO
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'/1 " Meriden, Conn.
New York

Fatlern.
The, Continental

is an example of
the beauty that
ies in simplicity
Gharmjng
for its historical .
suggestion and
most fitting to -
the line o
1847 ROGERS BROS.
Silver Plate -the
trade mark whic
is an American
institution.
Sold by dealers
with an unqua
ified guaran{ce,
made possible by
the ac;huﬂ fest of

over 05 years.

Send forl”uslralcd Catalogue fi§

MERIDEN

Limited
Hamilton, Canada

Glic Torikds Landest Makers of
SM,‘,‘..SS.-AE.M.)PAW

Chicago
San Francisco [
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Z1G-ZAG HEAT TUBES
on 7] HEAT EVERY ROOM ALIKE

The Irish Rangers to the Front

On Mobilization the Irish Rangers were detailed to the Armouries

at 91 Stanley Street, Montreal, which was the old Stanley Street

Methodist Church. On account of the high ceilings and immense

space area, about 500,000 cubic feet, the question of heating it at
once arose. Several of the officers felt sure that steam or hot water
heating would be necessary but the majority of the Rangers came to the
front and decided on hot air heating, consequently four No. 24 Kelsey
Generators were installed and are now doing more than the contract
called for and with a minimum amount of fuel.

Full particulars furnished and estimates given

‘Send for Booklet

The JAMES SMART MANUFACTURING Co., Limited

WINNIPEG, MAN. BROCKVILLE, ONT.

FOR HOME BUILDING

Milton Fireflash Brick is Particularly Desirable.

MILTON BRICK

“A Genuine Milton Brick Has The Name “MILTON” on it.”

are of two distinct styles—red fireflash and buff fire-
flash. The colors—being natural to the shale—are
permanent and not effected by climate or weather.

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO. Dept. D-
MILTON, ONTARIO
Agents for Fiske Tapestry Brick.
Toronto Office . B i s 50 Adelaide Street w.
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What Flavor Shall I

Use Today ?
The happy solution to
this frequent problem

Puddings

is Sauces
Frostings
Custards
Ice Creams
Cakes
Candies

Mapleine

The deliciously differ-
ent flavor and its rich
golden color makes the
dish doubly attractive.

Dept. “H.”

Grocers Sell Mapleine.

Crescent Manufacturing Co.
Seattle, Wash.

IN COMMEMORATION
OF LORD ROBERTS
To the Editor DAILY CHRONICLE

tosuV‘General Sir Horace Smith-Dorrien wrote
gi Mme with regard to my fund, and has kindly
Yen me his full consent to quote his letter.
© says:—
oﬁNO suggestion has been so practical as your
o:r-to provide the men in the trenches with
Oty ril, and such a projeet, bringing strength to
at :gilg}:e{; as it willl, zvould, I ﬂm sure,dhlm;e
. e approval of our much-regreted late
F&ﬂd'MarshaI. = '
fiej ave already forwarded to the trenches suf-
ver M to make over 23,000 cups, which has been
Selye much appreciated by the soldiers them-
def, 8. The expense of this gift has been partly
the 4yed from the entire profits derived from
(’Ontm?le of the ‘‘Lord Roberts’’ posteard, which
. ns his photograph, a facsimile of his hand-
t egzng’ and his address to the troops. Six of
addy, ¢ards will be sent on receipt of a stamped
aSSed envelope and a postal order for 6d.
Sty M desirous to raise a fund to secure a eon-
of bit:“l‘r’ly of Bovril, as there are many weeks
Any: erly cold weather still to be faced. I am

‘ho&?&ls to send out 100,000 cups at once, and
Port € most grateful to those who will sup-

My fund by sending me a donation,
39 Br GLLADYS STOREY,
s°adhmst-gnrdons,

Outh Hampstead, N.W.,
Jan, 20th, 1915,

Let the Knox Cooks cut
your ‘‘ high cost of living”

It isn’t necessary to stop eating delicious
desserts, puddings, salads, etc., to economize.
For by using

KNOX

GELATINE

you can make quickly and cheaply all these
dainty dishes.

The gelatine in each package is so divided
that the housewife can use it to serve a small
family or a large party—each package makes
TWO QUARTS (% gallon) of jelly—

enough to serve sixteen people.

This Evening Serve a Knox Snow Pudding

1 envelope Knox Sparkling Gelatine. 1 cup
sugar. Whites of two eggs. %/, pint cold water.
3/, pint boiling water. Rind and juice of two
lemons.

Soak the gelatine in the cold water ten min-
utes. Dissolve in boiling water and add grated
rind and juice of the lemons and sugar. Stir
until dissolved, Strain and let stand in a cool
place until nearly set. Then add the whites of
the eggs, well beaten, and beat the mixture until
it is very light and spongy. Put lightly into
glass dish or shape in mold. Serve with thin
custard made of the yolks of the eggs, or cream
and sugar. Different fruit jucies may be used in
place of part of the hot water.

NOTE—If you use Knox Acidulated Gela-
tine, which contains Lemon Flavor, you will not
need to buy lemons.

Send for this Free Recipe Book

An illustrated book of recipes for Desserts,
Jellies, Puddings, Ice Cream, Sherbets, Salads,
Candies, Etc., sent FREE for your grocer's
name, Pint sample for 2 cent stamp and
grocer's name.

CHARLES B. KNOX COMPANY
499 Knox Avenue, Johnstown, N.Y.
Packed in Johnstown, N.Y.and Montreal, P.Q.

GE‘LAUN.E

i
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The superb reproducing
tone of the Columbia Grafonola
makes it the supreme musical instru-
ment. Because of its fidelity,richness and
naturalness, Ysaye, the world’s supreme
master of the violin has perpetuated the
marvellous purity of the Ysaye tone
exclusively on Columbia Records. And
this same surpassing tone distinguishes
every one of the thousands of
Columbia Records.

YSAYE

All Ysaye records are Columbia Records
but you can play them on your own in-
strument whether it is a Columbia or not,

Any one of 8500 Columbia dealers is waiting to demon-
strate to you Columbia Grafonolas and Columbia Records.
He will gladly play any records you choose including the

Columbia Dance Records, which are personally supervised

in the making by Mr. G. Hepburn Wilson, the world’s
greatest authority on modem dancing. Your dealer will

send any model of the Columbia Grafonola and any list of
records to your houseon approval—and for your convenience
easy terms of payments may be arranged.

Columbia

GRAPHOPHONE COMPANY
Toronto - Canada

Dealers wanted where we are not actively represented.

Write fokpurliculun.

) Columblia Grafonola
s “Leader.” Price$100
Easy Terms. Others

CANADA"”
from $20 1o $650

“MADE I
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Shrewd Shoppers Buy

“D & A” or “La Diva”

Corsets because not only are they
made in Canada, but because,
dollar for dollar, they are better
value than corsets imported from
the United States, Etc.

Dealers who are not blinded by prejudice, or the hope of unduly large
profits, sell and recommend the D & A" and the ‘““La Diva' Corsets.

Made by the *‘Dominion Corset Company,” one of the best equipped Corset factories in the world.

For Bab y

Every mother knows that one of the most
difficult tasks is attending to her baby’s toilet.

T the little infant baby could only speak, how
much easier it would be for Mothers to make
them more comfortable.

With what anxious eare and love .a Mother
will wateh her little baby, doing everything in
her power to prevent it from being chafed or
uncomfortable.

Turnbull’s ‘“M’’ Bands are, we believe, the
only article made that will give the baby real
comfort when wearing a diaper.

Turnbull’s <“M’’ bands are made from only
the purest, softest and cleanest Australian
Merino Wool. They are worn next the skin and underneath the vest. :

You will notice in the illustration how tapes are attached to the linen tabs on the
front and back and go over each shoulder. This absolutely prevents the garment streteh-
ing when the diaper is pinned to the tabs.

This keeps the diaper in proper place, no matter how active or restless the baby may
be. Prevents all chances of accidents or soiled clothes, and keeps the little one comfortable
and happy. They are a comfort to the baby and a delight to the Mother. Three garments
in each box, mailed post paid for $1.00 per box. Buy a box to-day. From your dealer, or

C. Turnbull Co. of Galt, Limited -  Galt, Ont.

Manufacturers of Turnbull’s famous “CEETEE" Underclothing, Turnbull's high-class l_'ibbed Underwear
for ladies and Children, Turnbull's “M " Bands for Infants, and “ CEETEE"” Shaker Knit Sweater Coats.

A Box of ** M" Bands makes a most abpreciable gift.
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MADE IN CANADA
TELEPHONES

QUALITY GUARANTEED
PRICES ARE RIGHT

WE MAKE HIGH-CLASS TELEPHONES

For the CITY

For the TOWN

For the RURAL LINE

For the FACTORY

For the APARTMENT HOUSE
For the SCHOOL

For any SERVICE

No need to buy a Telephone that is not made in
Canada no matter for what service you need it.

Canadian Independent Telephone Co.

LIMITED
TORONTO

_—
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“Julian Sale?”

THE NAME BEHIND THE GOODS IS
YOUR GUARANTEE FOR THE QUALITY.

) ¥ e “I° o 9
( @U i Rite-Hite
; "‘Fg/; 3

o
i - ;r >7

Q};JWARDROBE
TRUNKS

For your winter trip to Cuba, to Bermuda, to Florida, to
California. You may travel in comfort, ease, and luxury, if
your travelling companion be a ‘‘Rite-hite” Wardrobe Trunk.

For excellence, the most superbly fitted trunk on the
market to-day, greatest in capacity, most conveniently
appointed, most perfectly arranged for carrying your ward-
robe with the least possibility of mussing or wrinkling, a
wardrobe and chest of drawers under ‘‘one roof”, splen-
didly finished, the regulation size, and minimum weight.

A Post Card will get you a special booklet telling you
all about ‘‘Rite-hite” and ‘‘Berth-high” wardrobe trunks.

“RITE - HITE” Trunks “BERTH-HIGH’’ Steamer Trunks
$50. to $100. $45. and $60.

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Limited

105 King Street West, Toronto.
b
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In Times of War

the income of the person whose capital is invested in
stocks and bonds, even of the highest class, is liable
to be adversely affected. At such times the value of
a substantial balance in the Savings Department of
THE BANK OF BRITISH NORTH AMERICA

is apparent.

Your capital is safe, unaffected by disturbed con-
ditions, and always at your disposal; while at the same
time your income is assured.

THE BANK OF BRITISH NORTH AMERICA

CAPITAL (Fully Paid) $4,866,666 .. Reserve Fund $3,017,333
Head Office:—LONDON, ENG, ... Head Office in Canada:—MONTREAL
H. B. MACKENZIE, General Manager, Montreal
SAVINGS DEPARTMENT AT ALL BRANCHES

\
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UUNBET

THE

VANDERBILT
HOTEL

Thirty-Fourth Street Ea NEW YORK CITY:

at Park Avenue

T

ARIHITTHITITIHITET IR SHRITIH RIS

AN IDEAL HOTEL WITH AN IDEAL
SITUATION

e WALTON H. MARSHALL, Manager.
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OWNED BY CANADA OPERATED BY CANADA

CANADIAN GOVERNMENT RYS.

INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY

PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND
RAILWAY

MARITIME .
EXPRESS ‘ 8.45 a.m. Daily

Leaves Montreal, Bonaventure Union Depot for

St. John and Halifax

B Where Canada's next contingent will embark=E]

Connection for Prince Edward Island, The

Sydneys and Newfoundland.

Excellent Sleeping and Dining Car Service-

[
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Kill two birds

with one stone

and travel via THE

CANADIAN ROCKIES

to the

PANAMA PACIFIC EXPOSITION

If you are planning your 1915 trip to San Francisco, make sure your
ticket reads via Canadian Pacific, otherwise you will miss the grandeur
beauty of nature’s most stupendous works—The Canadian Rockies.

BANFF LAKE LOUISE FIELD GLACIER

Are important tourist stop-over points on the Canadian Pacific Railway
route to the Pacific Coast. These have excellent hotel accommodation,
with opportunties for riding, climbing, swimming, boating and golf.

Agents will personally call on you to arrange your itinerary,
Write, phone or call on nearest C. P. R. Representative.
E.-FELSTURDEE M. G. MURPHY

Ass'’t, District Passenger Agent District Passenger Agent
TORONTO TORONTO
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The Ford Sedan
Price $1150

Prices of other Ford cars are: Five-pas-
senger Touring car $590, Two-passenger
Runabout $540, Two-passenger Coupelet
$850. All cars fully equipped, including
electric headlights. Prices F. O. B. Ford,
Ont. Buyers of all Ford cars will share in
our profits if we sell 30,000 cars between
August |, 1914 and August |, 1915. Write
Ford Factory, Ford, Ontario, for catalogue
E-1.

Jord _z

7 THE UNIVERSAL CAR
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66
Cubic

Inches

Larger

It matters not who the car owner is, he
wants two things: Safety, Service.

BECAUSE he gets these two and many
others from Dunlop Traction Treads you
find the car owner, whether he is Doctor,
Merchant, Farmer or Manufacturer, one of
the many seen driving cars equipped with

the “Most Envied Tire In All America.”

Speed for the Doctor.
Reliability for the Merchant.
Comfort for the Farmer.
Durability for the Manufacturer.

SARETY-FOR-ALL
And these hosts of motorists not only
travel in perpetual safety, but they never
hear anything about rim-cutting, insufficient
air capacity, etc., unless their acquaintances
whose cars are unequipped with Dunlop
Traction Treads tell them their tire troubles.
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Just What

HE Overland Coupe is especially
designed for madam's comfort and

requirements.

The doors are of extra width and
height. This permits her to wear her
largest hats, without the inconvenience
of stooping or turning sideways when
she alights or enters.

As the body is very low only a
short step is necessary when getting in
or out,

 This model comfortably seats four-—
without crowding the occupants or
crushing their gowns.

The seat cushions are deep and soft,

Y TAnON
memnER OF

Catalogue on requesl.

f.ob.
Hamilton,
Ont.

She Wants

The method of driving is the simplest
yet devised.

On the steering column is a small
set of electric buttons. By just pressing
these buttons the car is started, stopped
and lighted.

The interior is finished in that
fashionable mouse gray Bedford cord
cloth.,

The first look at this little beauty
will bring you to the full realization that
there is but one Coupe for you—the
Overland.

Deliveries can be made immediately.

See it today.

Please address Dept. 4.

The Willys-Overland of Canada Limited

HAMILTON, ONT.

§
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Light Tan Suit dyed
Navy Blue

If You Don’t Like The Color Of Your
Clothes, Dye Them With Diamond Dyes

To have your clothes exactly the color
that you like is a simple matter if you will but
use DIAMOND DYES.

Recoloring garments is not an intricate
process, but very simple. .

Many other women use them with com-
plete success and you can too.

Miss S. T. Green, writes :—

“I have proved to my satisfaction that DIAMOND DYES are
very_easy to use.

“ My light tan suit, which I bought late last summer, did no
please me. I thought quite a while about dyeing it before I made
the attempt because I had an idea that DIAMOND DYES were
very difficult to use.

“I decided to recolor my suit and really it is wonderful how
simple it is to produce magical changes with what you have correctly
termed the ‘‘ Fashion Helpers.”” My suit is now navy blue and very
much prettier than it ever was before.”

Mrs. J. R. Farley, writes :—

‘I had often heard friends of mine talk about how easy it was to
dye articles, but I always took what they said with *a grain of salt.’
I have often thought that I would like to dye things, but it wasn't
until a tourteen year old niece of mine recolored some curtains that
I felt I could surely use DIAMOND DYES successfully.

““The brown gown that the picture I am sending you shows was
originally light brown. I thought that it looked a little bit too
summery for winter wear, and so recolored it. This I found was very

easy to do, and my chief regret is that I have not used DIAMOND

DYES for years.”

Diamond Dyes

“A child can use them”

Simply dissolve the dye in water and boil the material in the colored water.

Truth About Dyes for Home Use

There are two classes of fabrics—animal fibre fabrics and vegetable fibre fabrics.

Wool and Silk are animal fibre fabrics. Cotton and Linen are vegetable fibre fabrics. * s
or “Mixed” goods are usually 60% to 80% Cotton—so must be treated as vegetable fibre fabrics:

It is a chemical impossibility to get perfect color results on all classes of fabrics with an
that claims to color animal fibre fabrics and vegetable fibre fabrics equally well in one bath.

We manufacture two classes of Diamond Dyes, namely—Diamond Dyes for Wool or S'I,k %
color Animal Fibre Fabrics, and Diamond Dyes for Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods to color Vege-
table Fibre Fabrics, sothat you may obtain the Very Best Results on EVERY Fabric.

DIAMOND DYES SELL AT ro CENTS PER PACKAGE.

Valuable Book and Samples Free.—Send us your dealer's name and :tddrcss’-’lhe
us whether or not he sells Diamond Dyes. We will then send you that famous*book of helps;
Diamond Dye Annual and Direction Book, also 36 samples of Dyed Cloth—Free.

THE WELLS & RICHARDSON COMPANY, LIMITED

Light Brown Gown dyed
Dark Brown

. 1]
Umon'

y dye

tell

A

MOUNTAIN STREET, MONTREAL, CANADA



ES, Big Ben made his

mark in this world by

helping live-wire men
make theirs ; he was less
than eight months old when
he broke the world’s record
d4S a Success,

For five years he’s occupied the
pedestal of fame in the alarm
clock field—23,000 dealers have
placed him on a mahogany pedes-
tal, but in three million homes
he's just plain Big Ben.

Just Plain Big Ben

Big Ben stands seven inches
tall; big, strong, handsome, alert,
smiling, true. His bold, black
hands and numerals show up
plainly in the early morning light.

He'll call you with one straight five
minute ring or ten half-minute notes at
half minute intervals unless you switch
him off. A drop of oil a year will keep
him fit for a lifetime of service.

His price is $2.50 in the States; $3.00
in Canada. If not found at your dealer's,
send a money order, addressed to his
makers, ‘* Westclox, La Salle, Illinois,”
and he'll come to your door - charges
prepaid. .

| i
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The Morning
Cup

will be just as hot, just as snappy,
just as satisfying and no hurt fol-
lowing if you use

POSTUM

in place of coffee.

Why tear down nerves, heart and
stomach with coffee, when you can
do better ?

Regular Postum—must be well-boiled.

Instant Postum— soluble —no boiling —

! made in the cup with hot water, instantly.

Both kinds are delicious
—cost per cup about the
same—sold by Grocers.

“There’s a Reason’’ for Postum

“ |

MADE IN CANADA

ACCOUNT BOOKS

MEMORANDUM
and PRICE BOOKS

LOOSE LEAF
LEDGERS and BINDERS

COMPLETE STOCK OF
EVERY KIND, OR SPECIAL
PATTERNS OF ANY STYLE

MADE TO ORDER

Established Over Half a Century

BROWN BROS.:

Manufacturing Stationers.

SIMCOE AND PEARL STS., TORONTO.

e

\
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' B non-acid.

A “DRUGGEY "' taste
is not necessary to |
make a dentifrice effi-
il cient.

The delicious flavor of Rib-
bon Dental Cream makes |
the regular care of the teeth |
a treat. Its thorough, anti-
septic cleansing checks
decay-germs and leaves
the mouth wholesome and

Send 4c. in stamps for a generous trial tublf
and our Booklet “The Jungle Pow-Wow.’

COLGATE & CO.
Dept. “P,” Drummond Bldg., Montreal.

W. G. M. SHEPHERD, MONTREAL
Sole Agent for Canada.

COLCATE'S

RIBBON DENTAL CREAM

BIRD
PERFUME

2 DISTILLED IN CANADA
" “THE PERFUME
OF HAPPINESS'’
MEDALS 38 AWARDS

JOHN TAYLOR & CO,, LTD.
TORONTO

\‘,‘)'1 ‘w - |
R
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T. M. PUST PRINTING CO. LIMITED, TORONTC
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