THE

CANADIAN MAGAZINE

od90

3 ;- "?

o<

Ok POLITICS, SCIENCE,
ART AND LITERATURE

s

Y. AXXY
MAY, 1910 TO OCT. 1910, INCLUSIVE
&

L
= 8
s :e? TORONTO
(f > _ E - THE ONTARIO PUBLISHING CO., LIMITED
£ 2/ 1910



Contents of Volume XXXV

NOVEMBER, 1909—APRIL, 1910.

From Recent Photograhs.

FRONTISPIECES

i SR PAGE
TEEANTREERMAN B - WNIBE o oo onivs o vs ve o o s 0N e Painting by Paul Peel 2
B THE BRIGERANDR o oo o iea s ssg ke e R G Painting by J. A. Fraser 98
s e 0 R Ty R e e it R S e G Drawing by J. W. Beatty 194
SEI O LOOKT 20 FIRDLYOR IN" i oo oo Do u v Drawing by J. W. Beatty 290
‘“AND WHY 1s MR. BURKE STILL INSISTING

OMSBNEING X OU V27 rviiiins &0 ol 800G S vvnoagdn s Drawing by J. W, Beatty 386
““PaeN You Bora FoorLep ME FROM THE

kL R O T e Ty Drawing by J. W. Beatty 482

ARTICLES a' L ﬂv{

ARE WE PRODUCING A CRIMINAL CLASS?.............0.c.... J. Sedgwick Cowper 213
ARTIC HOST AND HOSTESS, THE. c.io.oovvivvrscionrsvinaavn Agnes Deans Cameron 3
A SouL’S TRAGEDY, AN APPRECIATION.............oeuun. George Herbert Clarke 231
AUBSTRATIAN LITERATURE: . oo v o vinaevoesomvednsonasoness Katherine Hale 174
BEAGTIES OF THE NILE .t viiuvvs o duwamian [llustrated. ... .. Albert R. Carman 99
BONANZAS OF THE SLOCAN......cvoceesavsae Illustrated.......... Harold Sands 409
¢‘BYSTANDER’’ AND CANADIAN JOURNALISM,

By e e R e W. 8. Wallace 553
CALGARY: A STUDY IN OFTIMISM. ....0cnvcvne Iigstrated. ...z oo Jane Pratt 483
CANADA’S WONDERLAND, . :vcvcevenasocnannss INlust. 4. O. Wheeler, A.C., F.R.G.S. 353
CONSTITUTIONS OF CANADA AND THE UNITED

A TR S S AR R T e R e William Renwick Riddell 108
CONTINUITY OF MUNICIPAL POLICY, THE. .. .....cooovuenueereanas D. B. Gardner 522
DAMASCUS THE TEMPTRESS. .. .ooocviueennnns Illustrated. ..... Albert R. Carman 505
EARL GREY’S ADMINISTRATION IN CANADA..... With Portrait. ..J. Castell Hopkins 223
SRy L R e R ) SR o Tllustrated. . Agnes Deans Cameron 3
SEIRAITHOF A LAYMAN, THE . ... voivvicassse A Review A Presbyterian Minister 265
B ADOONER, PRRSIDENT. 3. 5% o v vniedts s s o Tllustrated. . . Archibald MacMechan 363
FESTIVAL OF EMPIRE, THE...........c.00unu. Tlustrated. ...... Randolph Carlyle 25
GEORGE V., KING, A CHARACTER STUDY..............0novnvne. Hector Charlesworth 251
GERMANY AND ENGLAND: A COMPARISON. .. oo v veesvnnenanns L. E. Horning 115
GREAT SILENT FORCE IN CANADIAN DEVELOP-

IR, ~BREC s s e iA Ilustrated. ...... Clayton M. Jones 65
SRR AR RN UANAIE . e = e e T J Castell Hopkins 223
PEMIAARPORMIED - s - O s e n ke e S Archibald MacMechan 363

* . INDIANS OF VANCOUVER ISLAND.............. Illustrated........ Ernest McGaffey 433
Is THE OLD ROMAN RACE STILL DOMINANT?. ..........0oovouenens Stuart Jenkins 491
BEEREDWAD. e e e 167

From Very Recent Photograph.

Kine Epwarp, KING GEORGE, AND THE DUKE
DRI i Cl e i i e e 168

S kel i g S0 WL



CONTENTS iii
PAGE
KING GEORGE V., A CHARACTER STUDY.......00v0onnunvenssns Hector Charlesworth 251
LD MORPER PROREE THE o« 3 winivsooncs n s s 5o s tia dalniui e sian & Sir Gilbert Parker 33
TR AR S A TRIRALIAN, 25 oo o s o s o ot i S e T & Katherine Hale 59
MAKING THE RAILWAY SERVE THE PEOPLE. . ... Mustrated, .. .« .\ Leonard F. Earl 236
MERE TR S D RBRINE < vy voi s s et s B e Margaret Lillis Hart 355
METEOROLOGICAL SERVICE, THE............... Illustrated.......... R. F. Stupart
MUSICAL DEVELOPMENT IN ONTARIO. .- . cuvue voessnnnannessnns Katherine Hale 59
NAPOLEON’S BURIAL AND EXHUMATION:......Ilustrated.......... .« vvoueuins 387
Reminiscences of G. B. Bennett. Edited by A. H. U. Colquhoun.
NEw METHODS I¥ COLLEGE ATHLETICS... ....Illustrated..... Christopher Conway 161
NILE, BREADIE OF BRR. i e vais sonins Illustrated. ...... Albert R. Carman 99
NORTHERN ONTARIO CLAY BELT. ............. [llustrated. ...... Frank H. Newton 529
ONTARIO, THE NORTHERN CLAY BELT......... Ilustrated. ...... Frank H. Newton 529
FADL PREL ANDOHIBCART. . i it e s e T Isabel C. Armstrong 49
With Reproductions of Paintings.
PRESIDENT OF TORONTO UNIVERSITY, THE.................. Archibald MacMechan 249
PRINCE. ALBERT. TO LIVERPOOL BY WATER. .. ... ouvervasiveisienssns Len G. Shaw 130
PriINCE EpwaArD ISLAND, THE STRUGGLE FOR..Illustrated....... G. E. Kingsford 257
PYRAMIDS OF TEOTIHUACAN, THE............. IMustrated. .. .. .. Leonard F. Earl 236
IRATLWAY COMBRBION. - sobi vivi s vinds s i [llustrated. ...... Ernest McGaffey 433
RED MEN OF VANCOUVER ISLAND............. With Portrait. A Brief Sketch by
ERVRLG - FEAMIEION A5 5 cofii v syt s onis o« AN AR R A e T 339
RoYAL MIiLITARY COLLEGE, THE.............. Tllustrated ...... Randolph Carlyle 121
SAINT JOHN: THE CITY OF LOYALISTS........ THastrated: . ... cavn Emily Weaver 449
SALMON-FISHING IN BrITISH COLUMBIA. ...... Tlustrated....... Ernest McGaffey 217
STRUGGLE FOR PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND, THE. ... ....o0vnevnnereenans Ida Burwash 458
HOENTIVIC BROBT DAORIEBE ab o cronov v i Sie a3 5 e s, W. 8. Wallace 405
SLOCAN, BONANZAS OF THE. . ... ..ovuvnvvennsn IMustrated........ . Harold Sands 409
SMITH, GOLDWIN AT OXFORD................. With Portrait........ W. L. Grant .304
SMITH, GOLDWIN IN CANADA................ Tllustrated....4. H. U. Colquhoun 315
BMITH, GOLDWIN, “CTHR BYSTANDER" < ovviiiviciiiioriessvsenes W. 8. Wallace 553
PORERD - B R I N P o S oy v sts v v o s Illustrated. ..drchibald MacMechan 363
Sl e e e R R e e (T S A ) S W SO S L F. Blake Crofton 136
TORRINGTON, DR. AND HIS WORK............ With Portrait....... Jean Blewett 31
VICTORIA’S ENGLISH PALACES............... Illustrated. .. ... Emily P. Weaver 145
NN LA, IN CANADK, "THE. o i Iustrated. ...:. ... . Frank Yeigh 545
FICTION
P o e U U e R e e ED R e e e Peter MeArthur 366
B ] e T e e Arthur Stringer 205
BEOPeTRE RONLY i e Arthur Stringer 324
Bror; - Telsoion: TIT. - e e e o s o e Arthur Stringer 394
BT e B A N s e e e Arthur Stringer 536
DAUGHTER OF THE HORSE-LEECH, THE...............000o''vnns Peter McArthur 428
EMANCIPATION OF DOROTHEA, THE. . ... cu.vuvn i ieiieeannns Helen E. Williams 139
FOLLOWERS OF THE MYSTIC CROBS, THE. . . i\ ... oiiisrins s Ward Fisher 513
GARDBR-0F-O1D DERIGRIR CA. 20 o, ool oS s e L. M. Montgomery 154




iv CONTENTS

. PAGE
GRANDPERE FALARDEAU, HABITANT. .. cvvveevnnrnncniuntoeasanonnns James Fraser 526
HUME 'S DEBT. o e s T e e et o vion s wa e ot ¥ 6N & g 05 S0 ol Frank H. Shaw 441
JANE BEARDMORE’S SACRIFICE. . . vavesosuosaesoscsonsoecsssns Frank H. Shaw 13
TOVE’S RECOMPENSE. +.vvvcecarsnnsssosscttosncaeasasonasonans Marian Bower 420
ORANGE GROVE, THE. cicetvnvanreecnsnsiasiomioneiesnanienanss Shirley Raynard 349
PASSENGER, THE. ... :cuenetnssosasinatotenioneeasionatans Theodore Roberts 340

THustrations by Estelle M. Kerr.
RANPIEE CLAIM, THE. .. cocveirhoitansrrsasaronivonitonans Robert J. Hewton 169
BONG, THE. .ocvasveossvossossatesneissatansasossnsatsosassoss Dean Macleod 559
SPIRIT“OF THE DANOCE, THE. .0.vvvoviicnoensrtasssassnsssnans Mazo de la Roche 37
TROOPERS CALL, THE. ... viivivevssitnnessnssssaasns Frederick William Wallace 500
Rt ON A TORTLER THE. . oo it o tinene bas o wesos s disle 6oy oo St. Clair Moore T3
WHEN DoONALD’S SHIP CAME HOME. ....covcvvriinninonsnns A. Clark McCurdy 300
B IR AT TREE s v L aoaia s s b e ooy oo o aiss i A A me w0 G. H. Reade 269

POETRY
N e e Ty s 4 9 W ST IEv gy B wrww e & wTa s S ol & 's Y @y 508 Dean Macleod 448
T T P R e S PR RSO D 8 George Herbert Clarke 408
IR Tty TAR RIVER-. S . oo csneonsuivansssossesionssngeinans Theodore Roberts 558
COMING OF LOVE, THE. ... .co0eiitecnssasrsasassccanns Isabel Ecclestone MacKay 160
ORI EANTONED. - 7 o0 s.c i siain v s o slhd s awte slas siwinsnnls seesnasnne L. M. Montgomery 345
GRET ANGED, THR o o oo nele oo mosrv o Cahsasins Dobine s da T 's Katherine Hale 334
IN THE GRAY OF THE YEAR. .. .0oeesvsoscrnnsanasanossassnns William J. Fischer 552
BN AT C MR s vn e o e B e s e s eiiEane S s i William J. Fischer 135
T IEA MR SRR, 5 i b s o < Sa I b S v o o el o oy o < s Wi Douglas Roberts 48
ORCHARDS IN BLOOM......ooorveruarrasrsnnennnnsons Arthur Wentworth Eaton 166
PASSING OF A KING, THE. .00 coinnnerenrnansaninuone nsnans H. 0. N. Belford 222
PRAYER OF A MODERN, ... coccvoavesnsunssanssosassossannsenss H. W. Jakeway 120
e A S I S N P R R SR RO e T s Donald A. Fraser 440
SONG OF- NIAGARA, THE. . i ..c.ovbpvasstosiosonsconsarananss Katherine Lee Bates 58
P A RN PO S A S SR SRS H. O. N. Belford 365
A S e SR S O G Rl DR RS AL Alan  Sullivan 235
R S R B G D e e g T T D Jean Graham 64
DEPARTMENTS

GUBRENT “BVENTE: . evsovisaonssrsonssvnses F. A. Actand, 81, 177, 278, 370, 465, 561
AL FIIN OICI00K . oo s v'a v e oo sleie niws .Jean Graham, 86, 182, 278, 374, 470, 566
THE WAY OF LETTERS.....0covbeeccoccccces Book Reviews, 90, 186, 282, 378, 474, 570
WHAT OTHERS ARE LAUGHING AT.......... .Current Humour, 94, 190, 286, 382, 478,

574



UBLISHING CO.1MeD, (i

m
T il |
> waWwww.wwwwWww.

D

«w
V‘M
L




“Lacqueret” is the right
thing for renewing the beauty of
floors that are dull and lustreless.

There are so many uses for “Lacqueret” in the home that the
marvel is that any well regulated household chould be without it.
“Lacqueret " beautifies everything to which it is applied—makes old
fumniture look like new and adds a lustre to worn floors that gratifies the

particular housewife.

How to apply “Lacqueret” to Floors.

Remove all dust, dirt and grease from the floor.  Use one coat of colored “Lacqueret”
for refinishing worn, stained and soiled wood floors. If the surface is badly worn and

Two coats of colored “Lacqueret” isapt to produce too dark a finish. Stained, nat-
ural wood, painted oilcloth and linoleum floors that are in good order but simply dull
and lustreless only require one coat of Clear “Lacqueret.” This retains the original

color effect.

Write for our free Booklct, ‘‘Da'nty Decorator” and
learn for yourself the many uses of this household
beautifier.

MADE ONLY BY

INTERNATIONAL VARNISH CO,,
LIMITED
TORONTO

2343

>
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requires a second coat, use clear “Lacqueret” after the colored coating is thoroughly dry.
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LONDOM

The Premier Hotel of Europe

The Cecil is a cosmopolitan hotel in the broadest sense of the term,
with a fixed tariff based on strict relation to the MODERN COST
OF LIVING. Accomodation can be had from .the modest, but
comfortable, Single Room to the most Elaborate Suite. The public
Apartments—spacious and elegant—are unsurpassed in Europe.

BEDROOMS BREAKFAST
8ingle 60c., 15¢. and 85¢.
From §1.25 per day. LUNCH
Double $1.00
From $2.25 per day. DINNER
Suite of Rooms tl.zs‘.:::n and
From $6.25 per day. .4
oo SUPPER
No charge for Light $1.00
or Attendance. Or 4 la Carte.
ORCHESTRA All “fixed price”
AT ALL MEALS meals served in
On Sundays, Vocal Restaurant.
Concert after Inclusive Charges
Dinner. Quoted.
ISR T

IDEAL LOCATION: CENTRAL AND CONVENIENT
BOTH FOR BUSINESS AND PLEASURE.

Cecil Booklet, This little volume presents by illustration and description a
fair idea of the Hotel's luxurious interior, its imposing exterior, the cost of
a stay, either brief or extended, and contains a variety of general informa-
tion of service to the visitor to London. It can be had for the asking from

YOU can make a preliminary acquaintance with the Hotel by sending for the

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO, CANADA
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Th‘e Canadian Magazine
for June

\-“

BEAUTIES OF THE NILE—By Albert R. Carman. Many readers
will find this article even more interesting than ‘“Footprints of the Moor
in Spain,”’ by the same author, which appeared in the April number. My,
Carman has caught the spirit of the Nile region, and his descriptions are
exceptionally vivid. The article is well illustrated.

writes about Windsor Castle, Buckingham Palace, Oshorne House, Ken-
sington Palace and St James’ Palace, and about the Queen who occupied
these palaces and whose memory is stiil cherished all over the Empire.
Excellent photographs of these imposing structures accompany the article.

NEW METHODS IN COLLECE ATHLETIGS—By Christopher Con-
way. This is a timely article on advanced ideals in college athletics as
practised at MecGill University, Montreal. The photographs that illu-
strate the text are unusually spirited,

CERMANY AND ENGLAND—By Professor Horning, of Victoria
College. A careful student of British and German characteristics and
attainments in this article attempts to do justice to these two nationali-
ties and effect a sympathetic understanding of the ideals of hoth.

THE CONSTITUTION OF CANADA AND THAT OF THE UNITED
STATES—By William Renwick Riddell, of the King’s Bench Division,
High Court of Justice for Ontario. This is a comparison by a judicious
student and observer of the institutions of two great neighbouring coun-

tries. It is extremely interesting, and it provides material for serious
reflection.

Also a splendid assortment of short stories and interesting articles.

THE Canmpian Macazine
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Within Easy Reach
of the

COLONIAL OFFICES

and in close touch with the City
and all parts of the Town by
Tube, Motor, Tram, and Rail,

LONDON’S
BRIGHTEST AND
MOST UP-TO-DATE

HOTEL

WALDORF

'Phone service in every bed-
room : innumerable bedrooms
with bathrooms : electric lifts,

‘“THE HOTEL WHERE CANADIANS MOST
DO CONGREGATE”

Tariff booklet free from
CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL DEPT.

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
NEW MATELLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE
NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25¢.) from the Inventors.

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN L. & onoon 2o ENGLAND

IT HAS NOEQUAL “ The Queen of Toilet Preparatfons” It Entirely Remoyes and

Prevents

FOR KEEPING - ) g RoUGHNESS;
THE SKIN ¥, IRRITATION,
SOFT CIIAPE?._Etc.
SHOOTH e » o Prrine
AND WHITE SOOTHING AND REFRESHING xf ;0355’:;0:.

after Cycling, Motoring, Skating, Dancing, ete.
FROST, COLD WINDS
AT ALL SEASONS M, BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England ,.i HARD WATER.

Ask your Chemist for it, and accept no substitute.

e
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A Natural
Remedy

Time was when disease was thought to be due to the
dlrect influence of evil spirits, and exorcism and
magic were invoked to cast them out,

Science has taught us wisdom. The evil spirits
exist, ’tis true; we call them * Disease Germs,” and
they too, mnst be cast out. Once lodged in the
stomach or intestines, fever with its hallucinations or
biliousness with its aches and pains are the results, *

Eno’s
‘Fruit Salv’

is the approved remedy for driving out disease germs,
Its action is quick and thorough. It clears the intes-
tines, awakens the torpid liver to new life, stimulates
the mucus to a healthy flow, and cleanses and in-
vigorates the whole digestive tract. A single dose
will do wonders, a judicious use will make a new
man of you and prevent you from backsliding into
your old, half-sick self.

Prepared only by J. C. ENO, Ltd., London, S.E., Eng.

Wholesale of the NATIONAL DRUG & CHEMICAL CO.,
Montreal and branches.

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s
EMERY CLOTH
Glass Paper, Flint Paper
Oakey’s ,
“WELLINGTON’ KNIFE POLISH
Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery
Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc.

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

Wellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E.

DOCTOR STEDMAN'S
TEETHING POWDERS

Observe the
Trade Mark
27c. and 67c.

TRADE

Used by mothers the world over, for nearly
half a Century, the safest and best for

CHILDREN TEETHING

free from morphia or opium or any harmful ingredient

MARK,

per package of all Chemists and Stores.

on every Packet
and Powder

Depot: 125,

New North Road, London N, England
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QUALITY AND REFINEMENT
IN SUMMER CLOTHING FABRICS

Egerton Burnett, Ltd's. Superior Clothing Fabrics
are worn by the aristocracy in many different parts of the
world, and Ladies and Gentlemen who require really high-
class materials are invited to examine the choice collect-
ion of Patterns which will be mailed, Post PAID, to any
address in the Dominion, on request.

The collection includes a charming variety of Cotton,
Wool, Silk and other Fabrics for Ladies’ and Children’s
wear in fashionable shades and colors, also a splendid
assortment of Tweed, Flannel and other Suitings, Black
Suitings and Dress Cloths, Fancy Trouserings, Etc. for
Gentlemen and Boys.

E. B, Ltd's Royal Serges are well made of Pure Wool of good quality
(not re-manufactured shoddy), and they have been proved for over 85 years
to be of a strong and hard-

wearing character. 44 ins. The Guarantee
wideat 63 cts. per yard.

An inexpensive Pure Wool
Serge for Ladies’ and Child-
ren’s Walking Costumes ;
light in weight, strong and
wlm'ubha.{ In Navy, Black, A
Cream, Helio, Mole, Etc. 54

inches wide at $1.20 peryd. of Rellability.

A very superior qnality Costume Fabric of exceptional merit in Navy
and Black ; beautifully soft and woven in plain and fanecy designs. Re-
commended to Ladies who reqnire a really excellent Serge. Other
qualities in many colors from 49 cts. pe rd.

Costumes and Suits of many kinds are made expressly to order, and

genuine satisfaction has been given in Fit. Style and Workmanship.

[y o Jan. 24th, 1910.°
R O.()‘ )7 4 _**I was very pleased with the Suit received at the end of December,
et it is entirely satisfactory, and I hope to send another or(ld-rlsli(grgy.t

‘ostume to order, $* in$ 2 ; F. G. Esq., Cobalt, Ont.
: ()m(“';é(a;.l.‘ ‘s:::i‘&&sii‘wfﬁ.’- S ’Slf-pe'ﬁ.“e Fancy Samples, Measurement Blanks. Style Plates, Price Lists, Etc., sent
Ire: ges, Including trimmings. promptly, POST PAID, for the asking. Address —

EGERTON BURNETT, Ltd. ye.fida s, me Sl

Wellingtor: Flanncl Suitings.

WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENG. Superior quality.

DRESDEN-HOTEL BELLEVUE

UNIQUE POSITION, WORLD
RENOWNED, VERY SELECT.
All modern and Sanitary Comfort 2,
APARTMENTS and SINCLE BEDROOMS
with private baths and toilet attached
The favorite home of English and American Society.

Tariff booklet can be obtained from R. RONNEFELD,
AUTO GARAGE CANADIAN MAGAZINE, TRAVEL DEPT., TORONTO Gen. Manager.

D e R

~ BAD NEUENAHR

NEAR COLOGNE, GERMANY

CELEBRATED FOR THE EFFECTIVE TREAMEN'I: OF DIA-
BETES, GALLSTONE, NEPHRITIS, STOMACH DISEASES.

CH:‘\RMINGLY LOCATED in the valley of the Ahr. Five minutes walk from the World Famed Apollinaris-
Springs. ALL SORTS OF SPORT, Tennis, Trout-Fishing, Grand Concerts, Theatre. Canadians will find
first-class accomodation in the Kurhotel, directly adjoining the bathhouse.

et

For Booklets apply to KURDIRECTION BAD NEUENAHR, Rhineland, or THE ONTARIO PUBLISHING Co., Toronto.

coes.
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THE WORLD’S GREATEST GLOVE HOUSE IS

THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY

CHEAPSIDE,

LONDON, ENGLAND

GRAND PRIX, Franeo-British Exhibition 1908

Attention is directed to the following makes of Gloves all of which are of British or French manufacture and sub-

ject to Preferential Tariff.
Single Pairs at Warehouse Prices.

BRITISH MADE |

The ‘““MELTON"’
Ladies Tan Cape, pique
sewn, 2 press buttons. 61
cents per pair.
The “CONNAUGHT”
Ladies’ Strong Cape
Gloves, in Tan or Oak
shades, spear points,
grix seam sewn, 2 press
uttons, 71cts. per pair,

The “BLENHEIM”.
Best quality, Fine Cape
Gloves, British Made ?n
White, Tan, Oak, Dark
Grey or Black, spear
points, prix seam sewn,
2 pressbuttons. 91 cents
per pair.

Ladies’ Doeskin Gloves
British Made in White,
Grey, Beaver and Tan
shades, pique sewn, 2
buttons. 46 cents per
pair.

The CANADIAN. Buck Finish, British made

rix Seam Sewn, Tan or Grey, withSelf Sewn

Points, 3 Buttons, 95 cents per pair, :

Ladies’ Real Deerskin Gloves, in
Dark Tan and Dark Grey, British
made, prix seamsewn, 2 press but-
tons, $1.19 per pair.

Ladies’ 6 Button Length Stron
Cape British made, in Tan or Oa
shade, widearms, prixseam sewn,
spear points, strap and press but-
ton. $1.19 per pair.

Ladies’ 6 Button Length Doeskin,
Buck Finish, with strap and press

( buttons in
Tanand
Greyshades
$1.44 per
pair,

per pair.

'y
Ladies’ Smart Cape
Gloves, British made,
in Tan or Oak with
Black points as illu-
strative, and white
with self or Black
points, 2 press buttons,
71 cents per ppir.

Ladies’ Doeskin Gloves, w1th
Tab and press button as illustrat-
ed, in White, Pretty Beaver, Tan,
and Grey, British made. 69 cents

No Intermediate Profi s.
FRENCH MAKE —

Ladies’ Real Frencn Kid
Gloves, from selected
skin, superior Cut. Fin-
ish and sewing, in Black,
White, Cream, Pastel,
Beavers, Tans, Browns,
Greys, Green, Plum, Mole,
Navy, Amethyst and Lav-
ender, 4 buttons.

Tho “CLARETIE”
quality, 61 cents.

The “LEBON”
quality, 75 cents.

The “MEISSONIER”
quality, 85 cents.
Pique Sewn.
BON AMI. Pique Sewn
Real French Kid, in
Tan's, Browns, Beavers,
Greys, and Black, 3 Rows
self braid points, 2large
pearl buttons. 69 centsper
pair.
“DUCHESSE” Ladies’
best quaily Real French 3
K Gloves, in Black, White,
Pastel, Beavers, Tans, Brown,
Grey, and Mole, Paris points, 2
large pearl buttons. 85 cents per
pair.
HESTIA. Pique Sewn French
Suede Gloves, superior quality, in
Greys, Tans, Beavers, Browns,
Navy or Black, with braid points,
3 press Buttons, 71 cents per pair.
HERMIONE. Best Quality French
SBuede Glovespiquesewn, in Black,
Beaver, Tan, Brown, Mole and
Grey shades, with self braid points,
Grey with Black
points and Black
withWhite points
4 buttons, 91 cts,

The *‘ Arlington”
Men’s Tan Cape Gloves
medium weight, pigue
sewn, 8p e ar points, 1
press button. 70 cents
per pair.

Th ** Dreadnought”’
Real Cape Goat Gloves,
in useful Tan shade,
exceptionally strong
hand sewn, spear
points, 1 button. $1.09
per pair.

Men’s Seamless Tan Cape Driv-
ing Gloves with double palms and chamois
wrists, 2 buttons, $1.19 per pair.

The ‘‘CANADIAN’’ Men's buck
finish Gloves. in Tan, or Grey, prix seam
sewn, 1 press button. 95 cents per pair.
Men’s Real Deerskin G
quality, in Dark Tan or Grey,

oves. Best
prix seam sewn,

per pair.
STAINLESS BLACK SUEDE

The L. G. Co's., Celebrated Stain-
less Black Suede Gloves, the most
perfect Black Suede (love made, 3 buttons, 91
cents per pair. o & "

3 ton Length Saxe
g::‘eesll?vons‘:tl}riti»h made with elastic at
wrist as illustrated in Tan or Oak shades, piqne
sewn. 95 cents per pair, %

e’s Doeskin Gloves
g:‘t‘:o; Length, with elastic at
wrist, British made in Tan or Oak
shades. $1.19 per pair.

CHAMOIS

Ladies’ Natural Cham-

ois Gloves Dustless,
pique sewn, 3 buttons. 57 cents

2 buttons. $1.58 per pair,

per pair.

Mail Orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer,
A detailed and illustrated Price List sent gost free from Engl}x)nd, or mgy be obtained from The CANADIAN MAGA-

zINE Office, Toronto,
Remittances, including postage, by International
General Post Office, London, England.

Address all orders,

Money Orders, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY,

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND
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LONDON

The Prince of Wales
Hotel

DE VERE GARDENS, KENSINGTON
HYDE PARK, W.

For Home Comforts and Cuisine unsurpassed
Accommodaticn for 140 Visitors

THE PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL, W.

Situation most fashionable and central for pleasure and bus-
iness, nearly opgosite Kensington Palace and Gardens, quiet,
being just off the High Street, Kensington, near the Albert
Hall, within a few minutes’ ride of Hyde Park Corner.

THE PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL, W,

Terms, inclusive, en pension, weekly, single, £2 12s. 6d. and
upwards Special reductionsto families and officers.

Single Bedrooms y 4s. 0d
BB RIRE - s S e L
Luncheon , s v 7 i 5 s 28. 6d.
Dinner 38, 6d.

Or daily, with full board and baths . from 9s. 0d.

THE PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL, W.
Ladies and ¥ent]emen contemplating taking up or changing

their resi 5 o g .
tial Hfoetfgﬂence n London are requested to inspect this residen

* Telegrams: Telephone No.:
“*Suasively, London." 3022 Kensington (2 lines).
Address;: MANAGER, PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL
DEe VERE GARDENS
KENSINGTON, LONDON, W.
For Detailed Tariffs, Apply Canadian Magazine,
Travel Bureau, Toronto, Ont.
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CHIS Hotel, with its strikingly handsome ex-
terior and commanding position facing the

THE.
D E v E R E Kensington Gardens, is a well-known Kensing-
tonlandmark. It has Public Rooms and Lounges

on the Ground Floor, is fully licensed, and is

generally considered to be the most Select,

Fashionable, and Moderate Hotel in the district,

For Tariff, Address En pension terms, from 10/6 daily
MANACER ERE HOTEL En_pension terms, from £3/3/0 weekly

KENSINGTOY

A S Lift to all floors. Electric Light, radiators,

e Bedrooms centrally heated, Separate tables.

Telegrams: “Improvisor, London” p : s
Telephone : 524, Kensington Private suites and sitting rooms.

The Prince of Wales Hotel

is a fully-licensed High-Class Residential Hotel, with accommodation for 140 visitors: jt
is luxuriously furnished, and has a service so excellent, with prices so moderate, that
visitors staying n London for a longer period than a few days often find it to their
interest to reside at the above rather than at the larger or more expensive centrally-
situated Hotels. ~Arrangements can be made for Motor Garage, Stabling, etc., in the

immediate vicinity.

} LONDON. W.

Che Broad-Walk Botel

DE VERE GARDENS
KENSINGTON, w.

Tel. No.
858, Kensington &
Telegrams : In the immediate vicinity of
»»Kensingtonian, London.’’ the BROAD-WALK,
o Kensington
Gardens.

INCLUSIVE EN PENSION
TERMS, from 8/= per Day
BEDROOMS from 3/6 per Night

oo

ELECTRIC LIGHT LIFT TO ALL FLOORS

Dy

Address : MANAGER’ BROAD-WALK HOTEL, De Vere Gardens, KENSINGTON, W.
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April to October 1910

When the Arts, Industries and Agriculture of Modern times find full'expres-

sion in C lete and Compreh ive Exhibits from all parts of the globe.
Types of most modern Industrial machinery in the great MACHINERY HALL.
Famous Masterpieces and Ancient Carvings from Brughes and Ghent: Art
Treasures from Antwerp. Unique Reproduction of the House of Rubens: Art
Productions from Dinant: Leather Exhibits from Namur: Superb Hall of
Education exemplifying every phase in Scholastic and Technical Education: |
Work : Finest Exhibition of the Lace Industry ever shown.

SPORTS: FETES: AVIATION
Booklets and Full Information Free from the.New York Office of
BRUSSELS INTERNATIONAI_
AND UNIVERSAL EXHIBITION
389 Fifth Avenue, - - - NEW YORK

DO NOT FAIL TO_VISIT

ANT WERP 50 winiies tron Saiiassis

And make your Headquarters the

NEWw HOTEL STt. ANTOINE .

- - Entirely Renovated in 1910; - -
Fifty more Private Bathrooms added

Beautifully Illustrated GUIDE to ANTW ERP

Mailed Free on application to

Canadian Magazine Travel Dept. - - TORONTO, Ont. e,

Insist on learning from

|

|

;’ Wicking’ . . .
’1 Pianoforte Cutor;
|

INDUSTRIOUS
¥ HOUSEWIVES,
g> who fill in their moments of com-
parative leisure by plain or fancy
knitting, will do well toinsist that th
Beehive Trade Mark appears on ever:
REGISTERED  skein or packet of wool tﬁ -y buy. e

TRADE MARK.
£ 9
Est. 1785,

4 Brand stands for the highest
uality and finest range of wools procurable.
Baeehlve Wools, and their Uses” is an instructive and well illus.
trated booklet which, with Patterns and address of nearest Agent,
will be sent free on lication to the f:

J. & J. Baldwin,
& Partners, Ltd., Halifax, Eng.

You will then be able to play
and read music AT SIGHT.
English and Foreign Fingering.
Of all Music Dealers, 60c. post free
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By
Appointment

Murphy & Orr

IRISH LINEN,
DAMASK AND LACE HOUSE

Table Cloths Shamrock Pattern 2x2 yds, $1.63
Table Cloths Lily Pattein 2x2 yds, $2.32
Sheets, Pure Linen per pair 2x2% yds. $2.52
Sheets, Hemstitche per pair 2x23; vds. $4.46
Towels, Hemstitched Linen Huock $2.94

to $6.36 per Doz,
Pure Linen Cambric Hdk{s. from 3le. to

$5.14 per. Doz.

DRESS LINEN

New Seasons Patterns now ready and will
be sent Fost Free—Price from 12cts. per yard
—Every description of Genuine Linen Stocked
and everything sold at lowest Belfast prices.

List or Catalogue mailed on application to
THE ONTARIO PUBLISHING CO., LTD., TORONTO

Priced Samples direct from

MURPHY & ORR,

In times of sickness and ill-health, 5 Box 101 - BELFAST, IRELAND
the natural digestive organs are nearly
always deranged, consequently the

digestive functions become entirely
inadequate.

Failure to digest any food taken into
the stomach means failure to supply
nourishment when it is most required.

On the other hand, if the digestive
system can do any work, it should be
given work to the extent of its power,
then as strength increases,the digestive
organs regain their activity.

The great advantage of Benger’s
Food is that it can be prepared to give
either a carcfully regulated exercise
of digestion, or almost complete rest,
according to the condition of the
patient.

Benger’s prepared with milk 182
complete Food in the form of a dainty and
delicious cream, rich in all the elements
necessary to sustain life. Itiswell known

to medical men and is approved by them.
There is no real substitute for it.

Benger’s Food is sold in Tins, and can
be obtained through most wholesale
druggists and leading drug stores.
Maaufacturers:—
BENGER’S FOOD, Limited,
Otter Works, Manchester, Eng.

SPEAKING

EXPERIENGCE

THE DOCTOR: “ Ah! yes, restless
and feverish. Give him a Steed-
man’s Powder aad he will soon
be all right.”

Steedman’s Soothing Powders
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A tin of my very own-

and it's - .
“Calverl's

oth Fowder

Your chemist sells it. Tins I5c., 30c., 45c. and (1 Ib) $1.25.
Sprinkler-top glass jar, 35c¢. net. For trial sample send 2 cent stamp
to F. C. Calvert and Co., 349 Dorchester Street West, Montreal.
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NdOmNn
Hart Se¢.. . .
"’qu sbury Sguare

THESE centrally situated Tomperance Hotels

offer every modern convenience at moderate

expense. Spacious Public Rooms, Perfect

Sanitation. Passenger Lifts. Fireproof Floors.

Full Tariff and Testimonials on application

to the Hotels or from Canadian Magazine
Travel Dept., Toronto.

Bedrooms, including attendance: Single, from 3s. 6d.
to 6s.; Double, from 6s. 6d. to 11s. Inclusive Charge for
Bedroom, Attendance, Table d’Hote, Breakfast and
Dinner, from 8s. 6d. to 10s. 6d. ($2.10 to $2.60) per day,
Telegraphic | Kingsley Hotel, “ Bookcraft, London.”
Addresses Thackeray .. ‘Thackeray,london.” ,

AR

_Lhackeray Hotel -[oneon

Canadian Magazi)

Canadians Visiting England

SHOULD TRAVEL BY

GREAT CENTRAL RAILWAY

TO THE HOMES OF SHAKESPEARE, MILTON, PENN,
WASHINGTON, DISRAELI, HAMPDEN, GRAY, BURKE,
BYRON, WESLEY, GLADSTONE, And Other CELEBRITIES

, Art. Dept,

Express service of Corridor Breakfast, Iunchon and Dining Car Trains
London (Marylebone) and Rugby, Stratford on Avon, Leicester, Nottingham,
Sheffield, York, Leeds, Huddersfield, Halifax, Bradford, Manchester, Liverpool, &e.

Particulars of Train Service, and Cheap Fares can be obtained at any Great
Central Station or agency, from the Traffic Manager (over sea) Marylebone Station,

London and 6 India Bldgs., Fenwick St., Liverpool or post free from Publicity
Department, 216 Marylebone Road, London, N. W. Eng.

SAM FAY, General Manager.
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DIRECT FROM THE LOOM TO THE CONSUMER.
Write for Samples and Price List (sent Post Free) and Save 50 Per Cent.

ROBINSON & GLEAVER|

BELFAST, IRELAND s

Regent Street and Cheapside, London; also Liverpool.
Telegraphic Address : (“ LINEN, BELFAST.”)
{RISH LINEN AND DAMASK MANUFACTURERS

AND FURNISHERS TO
His Gracious Majesty THE KING,
H. R. H. The Princess of Wales,

MEMBERS OF THE ROVAIL FAMILY AND THE
COURTS OF KUROQPE.

Supply Palaces, Mansions, Villas, Cottages, Hotels,
Railways, Steamships, Institunions Regiments and
the General Publie, direct with every description of

€ ‘fwr ; -‘? - 3 ’ U a @ 12
% ; “From the Least Expensive to the Finest in the World.
Which, being Woven by Hand, wear longer, and retain the Rich Satin appearance to the last.

By obtaining direct, all intermediate profits are saved, and the cost is no more than that

v usually charged for common-power loom goods.

IRISH LINENS : Linen Sheetings, twoyards wide, 48c. per yard ; 2} yards wide, 57c.
per yard ; Roller Towelling, 18 in. wide, gc. per yard ; Surplice Linen, 24c. per yard ;
Dusters from 78c. Glass Cloths, $1.18 per doz. Fine Linens and Linen Diaper, 23c. per yard.
Our Special Soft-finished Longcloth from 1oc. per yard.

IRISH DAMASK TABLE LINEN: Fish Napkins, g94c. per doz. Dinner Napkins,
$1.56 per doz. Table Cloths, two yards square, 94c.; 2} yards by 3 yards, $1.90 each.
Kitchen Table Cloths, 23¢c. each. Strong Huckaback Towels, $1.32 per doz. Monograms,
Crests, Coats of Arms, Initials, etc., woven or embroidered. (Special atention to Club, Hotel or
Hless Orders. ) %

MATCHLESS SHIRTS : With 4-fold fronts and cuffs and bodies of fine Longclown, $8.52
the half doz. (to measure, 48c. extra). New Designs in our special Indiana Gauze Oxford
and Unshrinkable Flannels for the Season. OLD SHIRTS made good as new. with good
materials in Neckbands Cuffs and Fronts for $3.36 the half doz

IRISH CAMBRIC POCKET HANDKERCHIEFS : «“ The Cambrics of Robinson
& Cleaver have a world-wide fame.’’—The Queen. *‘ Cheapest Handkerchiefs I have ever "
seen.’’—Sylvia’s Home Journal. Children’s, from 3oc. to $1.18 per doz.; Ladies’, from 6oc.
to $2.76 per doz. ; Gentlemen’s, from 84c. to $3.84 per doz. [Hemstitched—Ladies’, 66¢."to
$8.40 per doz. ; Gentlemen’s, from g4c. to $6.00 per doz.

IRISH COLLARS AND CUFFS: CoLLArRs—Gentlemen’s 4-fold, newest shapes from
$1.18 per doz. Currs—For gentlemen, from $1.66 per doz.. Surplice Makers to West-
minster Abbey,” and the Cathedrals and Churches of the United Kingdom. *‘‘Their Irish
Collars, Cuffs, Shirts, etc., have the merits of excellence and cheapness.’’—Court Circular.

IRISH UNDERCLOTHING : A luxury now within the reach of all Ladies. Chemises,
trimmed embrmdgry 56¢. ; Nightdresses, 94¢. ; Combinations, $1.08. India or Colonial Outfits
from $52.68 ; Bridal Trousseaux from $32.04 ; Infants’ Layettes from $15.00. (See list).

N.B.—To prevent delay all Letter-Orders and Inquiries for Samples should be Addressed :

ROBINSON & CLEAVER, 42 A Donegall Place, BELFAST, IRELAND.

NOTE.—Beware of parties using our name. We employ neither Agents nor Travellers.

e e
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Light ‘and Heat for the Home BF N ’S

“EOS”
ESSENCE
PETROL || E3SENC

G A S FOR INVALIDS

Gasolene
fgr LIGHTING, HEATING & cooxmz INVALUABLE IN ALL CASES OF
: EXHAUSTION AND ENFEEBLED

i DIGESTION
Guarantee
asassanacs | Recommended by the Medical
Plant made *§ Profession Throughout the Worid.

entirely by |
English  Gas |
ngineers at |,
the EOS |
Works New. |
castle on
Tyne, Eng.

No EOS |
plant ever
discarded on
account of
unsatisfactory
working.

Agent, H. HUBBARD

27 COMMON ST., MONTREAL, P.Q.

Adssssasaa N NS

SAFE :  SIMPLE :

=
NONPOISONOUS :  BRILLIANT SAUCE

Very Compact 20 light plant occupies 4.2x2.3 floorspace : The

From 10 lights at $120 F.0.B. and upwards New Sa-ll-ce

Cables :—EOS London
Suitable for the climate of any part of Canada 1S now enj oyed
daily by those

withous Sy Siesiing oo instantly. 3220 Fhe Sout oy ot
keep practically nil. Wh o previous-
ly never used
sauces.

WRITE for FULL PARTICULARS
Wouldn’t it be

EOS PETROL GAS SYSTEM |

154 Cromwell Road, S. w.
to try it too ?

LONDON: ENGLAND

Agents Wanted |
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THE CENTRAL

BUSINESS COLLEGE
OF TORONTO

Among the eduecational institutions in Canads:organized and conducted, as a private enterprise, and
providing special courses of training for the benefit of young men and women, it is well known that the
CENTRAL BUSINEsS COLLEGE of Toronto oceupiesa leading place.

From the records of the school we can show that this College was organized by the present Principal, Mr.
W. H Shaw, In August 1892, nearly eighteen years ago, We began operations in a modest way, enrolling
during its first year but one hundred and fifty-five students, who were cared for by a staff of three teachers.
Now tz’ve show an annual enrollment of fourteen hundred and seventy students, and a staff of twenty-four
members.

This remarkable growth can be attributed more largely to the modern methods, which prevail in our
school, to the thoroughness which characterizes the work of every department, and to the constant endeavor
of the Principal and every member of the staff to see that all students receive such careful personal supervision
in their studies as to best ensure good results, than to any other causes.

The total number of students who have passed through the College, leaving their names on its register, is
now above the fifteen thousand mark, and with this force of representatives scattered throughout the various
provinces of the Dominion, aiding in the conduct of the Commercial enterprises of our country, souuding the
praises of the College, and sending their friends to enjoy the training which gave them a successful start, it is
no surprise to find this school the strong, well equipped, well organized institution it is to-day.

Our College is in session throughout the year, and is meeting with great success in locating its graduates
in good ‘;i)osiclons the moment they are rcady for nippolntments. The records show very many calls from
business firms which could not be supplied for lack of material.

The Spring Term opens April 4th, and merges into the Summer and Autumn wfthout any break for
holidays until December 25th next. Any one interested in business training should write the Principal, Mr.
W. H. Shaw, for a copy of our handsome catalogue.

RIDLEY COLLEGE Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely separate. Upper School prepares boys for the

Large and finest stock

St. Cat harines, Ont. Univensities and for business. Finest School Grounds in Canada—80 acres.
British Colonials

REV. J. O. MILLER, M.A,, D.C.L., Principal
for Stamp Collections.

VISITING ENGLAND?
6 Barbades 10c., 11 Jamaica 12c., 9 Mauritius 12¢., 6 Trini-

dad 9c., 5 Gold Coast 10c., 20 India 10c., 7 Brittsh Guiana
8c., 5 Nigeria 15¢. 50 different 10c,, 200 different $1.50,
36 page lll d Catalog of Colonials 4c., or free with Orders.

STAMPS BOUGHT FOR CASH

Canadians and Britich Colonials wanted, for which we pay
the highest prices. Send samples and return postage.

ROYAL ALBUM
exclusively for British Colonials. Send for booklet.

COLONIAL STAMP CQ. e

350 E, 53d Street, CHICAGO

If so you will be wanting to know where to stay. The
ideal rendezvous for the Colonial Visitors is the

QUEEN’S HOTEL,

UPPER NORWOOD, LONDON, S.E.

It is luxuriously furnished and possessed of an excellent Cuisine. It
stands in its own spacious private grounds in a delightfully healthy and
rural neighbourhood, and is yet within easy reach of the business, shop-
ping and amusement centres of the Metropolis. It therefore combines
the advantages of a First«Class London Hotel with those of
Country Surroundings, at a moderate cost.

It is within five minutes of the Crystal Palace, and is thus the
most convenient Hotel for all visitors to the

FESTIVAL OF EMPIRE AND PAGEANT OF LONDON
For Tariffs and full particulars apply to the Manager or to
The Royal Hotels Combine,
72 Victoria Street, London, S.W., Eng.

Or to the Offices of this Magazine
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Iation, Havergal Diplom , Bxamination usic
and Art. Resident Frenchand German Mistresses, Dofnesu.c Seie-e:s.choo.l,i:ix six
EBoston Normal Schoel,

MISS KNOX, Principal.

The Royal Military College

W national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the Royal Military College of Canada
T%%ﬁzg?g:tgending this, its object and the work it maccompushing are not sufficiently understood by the general public,
llege is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving instruction in al] branches of
militnrylgé?egge f()g cadets and officers of the Canadian Militia. In fact it corresponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst,

andant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial army, lent for the purpose, and
therzlgigozﬁll‘gition & complete stag of professors for the civil subjects which form such an important part of the College course
Medical attendance is also provided.

Whilst the eollege is organised on a strictly military basis the cadets receive a practicle and scientific training in subjects
lessential to a sound modern education,
: The course includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying, Phsyics, Chemistry, French
and English,
trict discipline maintained at the College is one of the most valuable features of the course and, in addition, the
cons’lt:]:t;:iactise of%ymnastics, drill and outdoor exereises of all kinds, ensures health and excellent Physical condition, '
Commissions in all branches of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force are offered annually,

loma of graduation, is considered by the authorities conducting the graduation for Dominjon Land Surveyor to
11;3 ﬁilfﬁvﬁent to n%miverslty degree, and by the Regulations of the Law Society of Ontario, it obtains tbe same examptions
asa B.A. degree,

full particulars of this examination and for any other information, application should be made to the Secretary of the
mumro%unpcn Ottawa, Ont. : or to the COmma.nd;nt, Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont, L4
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Bishop Strachan School

Forty-third Year

Wykeham Hall, COLLEGE ST., TORONTO.

A Residential and Day School for Girls.

Full Matriculation Course as well as elementary work, Domestic
Arts, Music and Painting. Centrally located yet with large
grounds. Lawn for Tennis and other games. = Skating Rink
and good Gymnasium. For Calendar apply to

MISS ACRES, Principal.

ST ANDREW'S COLLEGE

A RESIDENTIAL & DAY SCHOOL FOR BOYS

TORONTO

1701 REV. D. BRUCE MCDONALD, M.A.,L L. D., Head Master

ST. MARGARET’S COLLECE

144 BLOOR ST. E.,, TORONTO, ONTARIO

A COLLEGIATE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS AMID EXCEPTIONALLY FINE

SURROUNDINGS
ACADEMIC DEPARTMENT—14 teachers of the highest Academic CLASS-ROOMS built specially for the work.
qualifications, of whom 8 are in residence, and of these 4 are European LARGR LAWNS for games and recreation. Full sized outdoor skating
trained teachers of Modern Languages. rink !QESYI;E%%E it
26 VISITING TEACHERS—Music 19, Art 3, Physical Culture 2, Elocu- J stinct in its management from the scheol. Specialists
tion 1, Domestic Science 1. in every department,

. RECORD—1905-06 ; 14 at Universities; 20 passed examination in"Music
DAILY ATTENDANCE 140, of whom 50 are in residence; classes aver- at Toronto University, winning 11 1st class honors and 5 2nd class, and 10

age 10 each, at Conservatory of Music winning 3 first places in honor lists.
PREPARATION FOR THE UNIVERSITY a specialty extended course ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET FREE TO ANY ADDRESS
for those not contemplating a university education, s
GEORGE DICKSON, M. A,,
MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A., Late Principal Upper Canada College Toronto Directors.
Principal. MRS. GEORGE DICKSON

TRINITY Residential School
COLLEGE for Boys

FOUNDED 1865
SCH OOL Magnificent and healthy

situation.  Modern fire-
o B b B st proof Buildings. Extensive

Playgrounds, large Gymnasium. Skati Rinks, etc. Boys
prepared for the Uhiversities, Royal Military College
and Business. Special attention given to younger boys.

For calendar and all information, apply to the Headmaster
REV. OSWALD RICBY, M.A. (Cambridge) L.L. D.




|
!

20 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

F———————— = Faculty of
: g : 100 Specialists

Students may
enter at any time

Examinations,
June 20th to 25th

Applications must be in
on or before May 14th

Special Calendar for

o>

I — : : School of Expression
TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC
Send_ for 160 page Year Book Edward Fisher, Mus. Doc., Musical Director

FOR BOARDERS AND DAY BOYS
L O W E R Healthy situation. Use of We&mount Ath-

leti ds. 2 tenni ts. 2 rinks.
CA N AD A éy‘l:mf::zfn.’ Sloyd g?:m.c OErxcellent s;;[tler:x
C O LL EG E :ﬁo:;a:i:g, d\(',:lntﬂz:ln; and humidifying class

MONTREAL Boys prepared for the Universities and R.M.C. Kingston

Headmaster, C. S, FOSBERY, M.A.

——

Late Headmaster St. John's School

Queen’s {niversity and College

KINGSTON, ONTARIO

THE ARTS COURSE leads to the degrees of B.A. and M.A., D.Sc., and Ph.D.

THE EDUCATIONAL COURSES, under agreement with the Ontario Education Department, are accepted a
the professional courses for(a) First Class Public School Certificate ; (b) High School Assistant’s Interim Certificate
(c) Bpecialists’ Interim Certificate and (d) Inspectors’ Certificate. They also lead to the degrees B.Paed., D.Paed.

THE LAW COURSE leads to the degree of LL.B;

THE THEOLOGICAL COURSE leads to the degree of B.D., Ph.D.

THE MEDICAL COURE£ESleads to the degrees of M.B., M.D. and C.M., D.Se:
THE SCIENCE COURSE leads to the degrees of B.Sc., and M.Se., D.Se.

THE ARTS COURSE may be taken without attendance.

Calendars may be had from the Registrar, GEORGE Y. CHOWN, B.A., Kingston, Ont.

SCHOOL OF MINING APELITD ScuERE
Afiliated to Queen’s University ~KINGSTON, ONT.

THE POLLOW!N."OOUR_SEI ARE OFFERED
I. Four Years’ Course for Degree of B.Sc. .II. Three Yem’ ‘Course for.Diploma,

a. Mining Engineering. e. Civil Enginegring.

b. Chemistry and Mineralogy. 4. Mechanical ngineering,
c. Mineralogy and Geology. &. Electrical Engineering.

d. Chemical Engineering. h. Blology and Public Health,

i. Power Development.
For Calendar of the School and further information, &pply 1o the Secretary, School of Mining, Kingston, Ontario
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BGlen ddawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
A Residential and Day School for Girls

Thorough in all its d:gmmenu. Gives careful indi-
vidual attention, and the best physical, mental, and
B tex araet adwatiged f Mine d Langusges.

ers great advantages in Music, Art an :
Native Frg:rgh ;md Genﬁn teu'l;srsm Baw P
staff of experienced residential an ti TO-
fessors and Teachers. N -

Pupils are prepared for the Uni: ersities and for the
Music and Singing Examinations of Toronto Unlvenit&;
the Toronto Conservatory of Music, and the Toron
College of Music. .

For Prospectus and full information apply to

MISS VEALS,
Lady Principal.

WESTBOURNE

School for Girls
340 Bloor Street West, - TORONTO, CANADA

A residential and day school, well appointed, well managed
and convenient. Students prepared for University Examinations.
Specialists in each department. Affiliated with the Toronto
Conservatory of Music. Dr. Edward Fisher, Musical Director;
F. McGillivray Knowles, R. C. A., Art Director. For announce-
ment and information address the Principal,

MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

Victoria College

MONTREAL

ARESIDENTIAL hall for the women students of McGill University.
Situated in close proximity to the University buildings and laboratories.
Students of the College are admitted to the courses in Arts of McGill

University on identical terms with men, but mainly in separate classes In

addition to the lectures given by the Professors and Lecturers of the Univer-

sity, students are assisted by resident tutors. Gymnasium, skating-rink, tennis-
courts, etc. Scholarships and Exhibitions awarded annually. Instruction in all
branches of music in the McGill Conservatorium of Music.

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS, ADDRESS
THE WARDEN, ROYAL VICTORIA COLLEGE, MONTREAL, QUE.
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The Ganadian Bank of Commerce

Paid-up €Gapital, $10,000,000 Reserve, $6,000,000

DRAFTS ON FOREIGN COUNTRIES

Arrangements have recently been completed under which the branches of this Bank are
able to issue Drafts on the principal points in the following countries :

Austria-Hungary Germany Persia
Belgium Great Britain Philippine Islands
Brazil Greece Roumania
Bulgaria Holland Russia
Ceylon Iceland Servia
China India Siam
Crete Ireland South Africa
Denmark Italy Straits Settlements
Egypt Sweden Japan
Faroe Islands Java Switzerland
Finland Manchuria Turkey
Formosa Mexico West Indies
France Norway and elsewhere
French Cochin-China

NO DELAY IN ISSUING FULL PARTICULARS ON APPLICATION

BANK OF The Northern Life

The business for the year 1909 just closed

H AMI I TON shows the following results.

& Increase in Premium Receipts 147,
Head Office: Hamilton Increase in Interest Earnings 26%
Increase in payments to Policyholders 467
s MBI v e Increase in Assets 267,
Increase in Reserve for security of
= . and al M
b Toral, 2 lowTres. aad Gonacal Mamnges Pebiyhalders 167
D in Total
ol g Caital <. “§ 2900 e;;::;t;a::sesm otal Management i
Reserve and undivid- Decrease in Cost of New Business 167,

ed profits - - - - 2,900,000

Total Assets, over 35,000,000 Sound conservative Management should
appeal to you

The Bank of Hamilton invites the accounts Y
of Firms, Corporations and Individuals. ; Agents wanted

CORRESPONDENCE SOLICITED W. M. GOVENLOCK, JOHN MILNE,
Secretary. Managing Director.
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NORTH AMERICAN
LIFE

SPLENDID RECORD FOR 1909

The Twenty-ninth Annual Meeting of the North
American Life Assurance Company was held at its
Home Office in Toronto on Thursday, Jan. 27, 1910,
when the Report of the business for the year ended
Dec. 31, 1909, was presented.

INCREASE IN CASH INCOME

The cash income for the year from premiums, in-
terest, etc., was $2,028.595.40, showing the satisfac-
tory inerease of $133,117.95.

ECONOMICAL MANAGEMENT

The business continues to be conducted on an
economical basis; the ratio of expenses to premium
income remains practically the same, notwithstand-
ing the large increase in new assurances.

LARGE PAYMENTS TO POLICY-
HOLDERS

The amount paid on policyholders’ account was
$789,580.42. Of this sum $138,320.47 was for surplus
or dividends, while $327,111.96 represents payments
for Matured Endowment and Investment Policies.

ADDITION TO ASSETS

The assets increased in 1909 by $899.826.81, and
now amount to $10,490,464,90. As heretofore they
continue to be invested in the best class of secur-
ities available, the addition to mortgage loans being
$710,285.38.

INCREASE IN NET SURPLUS

After making ample provision for all liabilities
and distributing during the year the relatively large
amount for dividends mentioned, the netsurplus on
policyholders’ account was increased to §1,018,121.25.

INSURANCES INCREASED

The policies issued during the year, together with
those revived, amounted to the sum of $5,091,029,
being an increase over the previous year of 8$625,805,
the total buslness in force amounted to $41,964,641.

CAREFUL AND SYSTEMATIC
AUDIT

A monthly examination of the books of the Com-
pany was made by the Auditors, and at the close
of the year they made a thorough scrutiny of all
the securities.

A Committee of the Board, consisting of two
Directors, made an independent audit of the se-
curities each quarter.
J. L. BLAIKIE,

President.

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY

“Solid as the Continent”’

HOME OFHRCE TORONTO

L. GOLDMAN,
Managing Director.

[

An Investor’s
Safeguard

q The greatest and best safeguard
which an investor can have is the
advice of an old, reliable, and con-
servative investment house. The
wise investor realizes this, and buys
or sells only after consulting them.

q Dealing through them he may
know that he is paying, or receiving,
the proper value for his securities,
and that he is placing his money in
investments which have been thor-
oughly investigated under expert
legal and financial auspices.

{ We have issued a booklet on
conservative investments which will *
be sent gratis upon request, and we
shall be pleased to give a report
upon any investment you may have
or contemplate making.

q Our circular C-I describes a
thoroughly safe first mortgage bond
nvestment which will yield six per
cent.

q It will be gladly sent you.

(Members Toronto Stock Exchange)

HIGH GRADE INVESTMENTS
Toronto, Ont.  Vancouver, B. C.

FEmilius Jarvis & Co.

London, Eng.
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Every desirable
feature is contained
in the special
Reserve Dividend
Policies issued by
this Company.
See a sample
copy of our Endow-
ment at Life Rate;

it protects your
| estate and makes

provision for your

| future.
| Do it to-day.

Desirable Vacancies

The Excelsior Life Insurance
Co. has openings for—

ProvincialjManager

Two Inspectors

A number of General and
District Agents.

Liberal contracts will be given to
gentlemen possessing requisite qual-
ifications, which must include ability
for organizing and procuring new
business.

Apply, Head Office, TORONTO

THE EXCELSIOR

is a good company to insure in
and a good company to represent

UNLESS

The Great West Life Assurance Company provided
particularly attractive Policies, it would not—for three
successive years—have written the largest Canadian
Business of any Company.

the funds were invested at an

UNLESS ¢t f :
exceptionally favorable rate, it

would be impossible to pay the unequalled profits that
are being paid to Policy-holders.

UNLESS

would be lost,

strict} economy prevailed, the
advantage ‘of these high earnings

These and many other points of vital interest to those
looking for the best obtainable in Life Insurance, are
referred to in the Seventeenth Annual Report of—

The Great-West Life

Assurance Company

Head Office - - Winnipeg
Ask for a copy
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WE ARE NOW ADDING TO STOCK

the Finest Line of

LEATHER GOODS

(of Every Kind and Design. N —

BROWN BROS.

LIMITED
51-53 Wellington Street West, Toronto

PrimemFactor

q To the investor safety of prin-
cipal is the fiust essential. FEx-
cessive interest usually signifies risk
of principal.

q The ideal investment is one se-
cured by a first mortgage upon
property or assets having an econo-
mic value, and for which a ready
market exists. The Royal Trust
Company of Montreal holds a first
mortgage upon all the properties
and other assets of the Amalga-
mated Asbestos Corporation, Ltd.
as security for the bondholders.

q The Amalgamated Asbestos
Cerporation’s properties in Quebec,
produce about 707, of the world’s
supply of Asbestos. A constantly
increasing demand is the result of
the discovery of new and varied uses :
for asbestos. 24

q The Amalgamated Asbestos
bonds bear 57, interest payable
semi-annually by coupon in Toronto,

Montreal, New York and London,
Eng., and being in $500 and
$1,000 denominations are suitable
for large or small investors.

q Write for our special circular
No. C-2, describing the investment
fully. It will be promptly mailed
upon application.

€ We recommend the investment.

Emilius Jarvis & Co.

(Members Toronto Stock Exchange)
Toronto, Ont.  Vanoouver, B. 6, London, Eng.

HIGH GRADE INVESTMENTS
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Shrewd Business Men

recognize the value of a strong financial institution and, if it earns large
dividends and has accumulated & substantial surplus, they are willing
t> pay an extra premium, ranging from 25 to 100 per cent. to obtain pos-
session of its stock. :

has no stock, being a purely mutual company, but it earns and pays to
its policyholders large dividends and it has also accumulated a Reserve
larger than required by the Insurance Act, amounting to over $12,000,-
000, making it one of Canada’s strongest financial institutions.

You may—any healthy man or woman may—become a partner in
this Company by taking out one of itg participating policies and thus
reap all the advantages of proprietorship, without paying an extra prem-
ium for the privilege.

Ganada’s Big Mutual

offers to the Canadian public the very best there is in life insurance on
fair and attractive terms. The Company is well known throughout the

= Dominion for its successful management, for its absolute reliability and

for the remarkable results it has achieved for its policyholders.

The possession of a policy entitles you to membership in the Com-
pany as well as to full participation in its surplus earnings.

Head Office WATERLOO, ONT.

E. P. CLEMENT, K.C., Pres'’t. GEO. WEGENAST, Managing Director
W. H. RIDDELL, Asst. Manager Chas. Ruby, Secretary.
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JOINT DEPOSIT ACCOUNTS

Two or more persons may open a joint account with this Corporation,
and either may deposit or withdraw money. ‘This is a most convenient
arrangement for husband and wife (especially if the former has sometimes
to be away from home), mother and daughter, two or more Executors or
Trustees, or any persons who may be associated in an investment or business
of any kind. In the event of the death of -either person, the amount on
deposit becomes the property of the survivor.

Interest at Three and One-Half Per. Cent.

per annum will be added to the account and compounded four times

a year. =
The business of our customers and clients is treated as strictly

confidential. ‘
It is as convenient for you to make or withdraw deposits by mail as in
person. Send for pamphlet explaining our easy method of banking by mail,
The Corporation is a Legal Depository for Trust F, unds.

Canada Permanent Mortgage Corporation
Toronto Street - Toronto

S . — N ; o < : s :

Capital and Assets Dec. 31, 1909 $ 4,513,949.53
Total Amount Paid to Policy-holders 4,188,188.34
Insurance in Force - Dec. 31, 1909 $21,049,322.31

Sy

MEAD OFFIC



28 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISEE

THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up - - $1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund and

Undivided Proﬂts} - - $(,307,809.25

S.J. MOORE, Esq. President . THOMAS BRADSHAW, Esq.
D. E. THOMSON, K.C., Vice-Pres. JOHN FIRSTBROOK, Esq.
SIR"WILLIAM MORTIMER CLARK, K.C. JAMES RYRIE, Esq.

HEAD OFFICE, - TORONTO
W. D. ROSS, General Manager

Every Department of Banking Conducted with Absolute
SECURITY and SATISFACTION.

LETTERS OF CREDIT issued, available in all parts of the world.
EXCHANGE, foreign and domestic bought and sold.
COLLECTIONS given prompt execution.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at all branches,

Don’t Put Money in a Letter

LETTERS ARE FREQUENTLY LOST
AND NEVER RECOVERED.

Always Remit By

~ DOMINION EXPRESS COMPANY

Money Orders and Foreign Drafts

d

Th}y are, safe, convecient and ical and are i in Dollars, Pounds Sterling,
rancs,| Gulden, Kronen, Kronor, Lire, Marks, Roubles, etc., payable in all parts of
the world. If lost or delayed in the mails a prompt refund is
arranged, or a new order issued without further charge.

Money Transferred by Telegraph and Cable
Foreign Money Bought and Sold
Travellers’ Cheques Issued

HUNDREDS OF AGENCIES GENERAL OFFICES
THROUGHOUT CANADA TORONTO, CANADA
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for bread, |
pies, cakes,
b.i:s.¢ Wdubis
everything.
It’s the cham-

Zpion all-pur-
pose brand.

Western Canada
Flour Mills
Co. Limited.
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Let the Government Decide

The claim is made for E. D. Smith’s Fruits,
Jams, Jellies and Marmalade that they contain
nothing but the ingredients of fruit and sugar.
But don’t take the maker's word for it. Write
to the Department of Inland Revenue at Ottawa,
and ask for Bulletin No, 194. It will tell who
makes pure goods.

The law now permits the use of 10% of
glucose and colouring and preservative matter.

E D. Smith is in favour of a law to prevent
the use of any glucose at all or any colouring
matter or any preservative. Why ? . Because
none of these adulterants are used in his pro-
ducts. His goods are purer than the Govern-
ment demands,

But don’t take this statement for it, Send
for Bulletin No. 194, and see if there is one
single blemish against the E. D. SMITH pro-
ducts. Better still, get a jar of your favourite
fruit with the E. D. SMITH trade mark stamp-
ed on it, and note its good looks and good
flavour. It’s all Pure,

Ve

THIS TRADE MARK STANDS FOR ABSOLUTE PURITY
Manufactory at WINONA . - ONTARIO
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FHE ARCTIC HOST AND HOSTESS
BY AGNES DEANS CAMERON

AUTHOR OF ““THE NEW NORTH"

THE Canadian Eskimo is a gentle-

man. I foregathered with him
last year on Canada’s Arctic fore-
shore, and would make my statement
with authority and prove it by the
scribes.

The Century Dictionary says that a
gentleman is ‘‘Any man whose breed-
ing, education, occupation, or income
raises him above menial service or an
ordinary trade.”” This definition would
seem to have been made for the Kog-
mollye and Nunatalmute of the Mac-
kenzie Delta. These fellows with
their well-knit bodies and athletic
sprightliness have for their occupa-
tion seal-hunting and walrus-sticking.
Lords of their own ice-floes and ocean-
edges, they scorn ‘‘ordinary trade’’;
and with family-trees finding root in
ancient Tartar soil, carry escutcheons
all unsullied of menial service.

What other demand does the dic-
tionary of the Southerner make of
Eskimo gentilesse? He must be, ““A
man distinguished for fine sense of
honour, strict regard for his obliga-
tions, and consideration for the rights
and feelings of others.”” T.et Sergeant
Fitzgerald, of the Royal Northwest
Mounted Police, stationed with the
Mackenzie River Eskimo, speak for
them. TIn his Departmental Report
this officer states: ‘I have found

these natives honest all the time I
have been at Herschel Island. I
never heard of a case of stealing
among them.”” He has been there
five years.

Up there on the Arctic the bare
word of an Eskimo is accepted of all
men. If a Kogmollye says to a
mounted policeman or Hudson’s Bay
Company factor that he has an order
from a whaling-captain to get certain
goods for himself, the unwritten or-
der is honoured though it may date
back two, or even three, years. An
order presented by a white man must
always be in writing and certified.

But there must be further trial be-
fore this man may bind knighthood’s
spurs over those watertight skin boots
of his. Tt is Barrow who asks and
answers: ‘‘For what, I pray is a gen-
tleman — what properties has he
whereby he is distinguished from
others and raised above the vulgar?
Are they not especially two, courage
and courtesy ?”’ By experience we
proved the delicacy of feeling, the
strong pride, the spontaneous gener
osity of these people; and who would
dare impuon the courage of this one
man of all men who faces in single
combat the polar bear and asks no fa-
vours of fate?

Emerson and Steele carry on the
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cross-examination. In his essay on
““Manners,”’” Emerson lays down the
dictum: ““A gentleman is a man of
truth, lord of his own actions, and
expressing that lordship in his be-
haviour.”” Truth, independence, high-
bearing — our gentleman qualifies ‘n
these before any grand jury or com-
mittee of his peers.

On my way to the Farthest North,
at Fort Simpson on the Mackenzie, I
picked up in the old Hudson’s Bay
Company’s library a thin-worn copy
of “The Tatler,”” and turning it over
one day in the topik of Oo-vai-oo-ak,
Chief of the Kogmollyes, by a strange
chance I stumbled across the touch:
stone of gentlehood as laid down by
Dickie Steele: ‘‘The appellation of
‘sentleman’ is never to be affixed to
a man’s circumstances, but to his
behaviour in them.”’

This completes the case for the
Nunatalmutes and the Kogmollyes
standing before you, six feet in their
seal-skin socks, smiling their well-
bred smile, looking you in the eye
with a glance that is a superb chal:
lenge, and caring not a clam-ghell for

4

your verdict, whatever it may be.

Why would I enter the lists and
take up icy spear for this Polar gen-
tleman, this fellow British subject ?
Because he is so very worth while
Because through the years the whole
world has conspired to libel him. Be-
cause within a decade or two he will
have passed utterly off the map, and
because it is so very much pleasanter
to write appreciations than epitaphs

The Eskimo came to us last sum-
mer as such a surprise! We reached
him after months spent in the tepees
of the Cree, Chipewyan, Dog-rib.
Slavi, Yellow-Knife, and TLoucheux,
making our way northward and ever
northward ; and these Indians, inter-
esting as they cannot fail to be, make
an excellent foil to the Eskimo. Tn-
what way? The Eskimo, occupying
sea and land, a true amphibian, has
more food in his range than the Indian
has, and consequently, with his wives
and babies and dogs, is fatter and
better nourished. e shows the ef-
fects of his good living in a merrier
manner, a jauntier bearing, a more
assured carriage.
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This man wins you at
frank directness; his is
of a fearless child. The Indian, like
Ossian’s hero, scorned to tell his
name, and on occasion would dodge
the camera; the Eskimos all liked
to be photographed, pressing to our
side like a friendly class of boys and
girls round a ‘‘chummy’’ teacher,
volunteering data of age, sex, and pre-
vious condition with all sorts of covet-
able bits of intimate family history.

You respect the Eskimo because he
is brave, enduring, resourceful, adapt-
able, because he takes hold of exist-
ing conditions and bends them to his
will, asking odds of no man.You
love him because he is kind to his
dogs and gentle to little children. His
entire

once by his
the bearing

willingness to take you on
credit is contagious. Trust begets

trust, even in walrus latitudes.

Then this Kogmollye is such a cle-
ver chap; with no teacher from ‘‘out-
side,”” no manual-training classes or
technical schools, no modern appli-
ances, he does so many things and
does each so admirably. He is a
hunter by land and sea, a furrier, a
fisherman, a fearless traveller, a
carver, a metal-smith, and he takes
in every task the pride of a master-
mechanice, for such he aims to be.

ARCTIC HOST AND HOSTESS ]

The duties of men and women are
each well-defined. The head of a
Nunatalmute or Kogmollye household
is the blood-and-flesh winner, the
navigator of the kayalk, the driver of
the dogs. It is he who builds the
houses on the march, and when oc-
casion requires he does not consider
it infra dignitatem to get the break-
fast or mind the baby. The wife
dresses the skins, prepares the food,
makes all the clothing; and the lord
of the igloo demands from her the
same perfect work that he turns out
himself. When an Eskimo' wife has
finished making her spouse a pair of
waterproof boots, she hands them to
him, and he blows them up. If there
is one little pin-hole and the air oozes
out, he throws the boots back to her,
and two ways are open for her to take
up the pedal gauntlet. She has to
meekly start to make another pair of
boots without murmuring a word, or
leave him to take to his bosom a new
conjugal bootmaker. We noticed with
interest in witnessing this little tab-
leau that there was no recrimination,
no word was spoken on either «ide.
the exacting husband contenting him-
self with blowing up the boots and not
the wife.

We watched with uncanny fascina-

e —
-

AN

ESKIMO FAMILY
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tion one old woman currying a seal-
skin.  Her tongue was kept busy
cleaning the scraper, while her mouth
was a repository for the scrapings,
which went first there, then to a
wooden dish, then to the waiting
circle of pop-eyed dogs. The whole
performance was deft and executed
with a precision of movement that
held us during all the time the exhi-
bition was on.

If a white woman were to be ship-
wrecked and thrown upon an Eskimo
foreshore, presenting herself at a
“Husky’’ employ-
ment bureau, many
surprises would be
in store for her. In-
stead of demanding
references from her
last employer, the
genial proprietor
would most likely
first ask to inepect
her teeth, Your
teeth are as import-
ant in prosecuting
the female KEskimo
handicraft as your
hands are.

A young wife's
cobbling duty does
not end with making
for her mate boots
" that shall be utter-
ly waterproof ; each
morning she must
arise before the sea:
gull and chew these
into shape. You see,
after the boots are wet each day
they get as stiff as boards, then
they must be lubricated with oil and
chewed into shape; and fine jobs the
women make of them. We watched
Mrs. Oo-vai-oo-ak the Younger at
this wifely duty. Taking the big boot
up in her well-shaped hands, incis-
ively the white teeth made their way
quarter-inch by quarter-inch around
the border between upper and sole.
the indentations in the finished part
looking like the crisped edges left by
the fork round the rims of the pies

A ‘‘DOG-RIB'’ TRAPPER

your mother used to make so well.

If there are several men in the
family group, or boys old enough to
take their place with the hunters, it
is several hours’ work to chew the
boots before the matutinal meal.
Solomon’s eulogy of Mrs. Oo-vai-oo-
ak corrected to the latitude of seventy
degrees north would read: “*She seek-
eth fish and the liver of seals and
worketh willingly with her hands; she
riseth also while it is yet night, and
cheweth the boots of her household.”

Our mothers used to buy a web of
cloth and proceed to
shrink it before they
cut out the gar-
ments for the grow-
ing family of boys
and girls. The Eski-
mo wife and mother
makes every stitch
of clothing used by
the whole family,
summer and winter.
There are no village
tailors, and no con-

venient  hand-me-
down suits to be
bought. Nothing

that the white man
makes is of any use
in the way of cloth-
ing for the Eskimo,
everything that this
man wears is tailor-
made by his own
private tailoress.

Mrs. Eskimo is
not only a modiste,
she must be a currier and furrier as
intermediary trades before the winter-
suit of the seal can be turned into
the spring suit of her lord. The Es-
kimo is particular about the fit of his
clothes. You never see a man walk-
ing round in a misfit Poole coat of
fur, nor a woman in a walrus gown
that was not fashioned for the lines it
covers.

Every bit of Eskimo skin-clothing
is as soft as a kid glove. This effect
is not produced without patient la-
bour, and again the teeth of the wo-

»
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men are brought into requisi-
tion. The sealskins or hides
of the reindeer and bear are
staked out in the sun with
the skin side up and dried
thoroughly. Before this stiff
hard material can be worked
up into garments it must be
made pliable, and the wo-
men do this by systemati-
cally chewing the fibres.
This is a slow and painstak-
ing task. Creasing the hide
along its whole lengt,h, the
women take it in their hands
and chew their way along
the bend from one end of the
skin to the other, working
their way back along the
next half-inch line, Watch-
ing them, one is reminded of
the ploughman driving his
team afield up one fmrm\'
and down the other of his
paternal acres.

It falls to the lot cof the
woman, too, to do her share
f boatmaking. The frames
of both kawal: and oomialk
are deftly fashioned by the
men, who use in their con-
Sh'll('tlon not a single nail or
piece of iron, the \\ood being fas-
tened toaebher by pegs and thonrrq
of skin. The women measure the
frame to be covered and then sew
green hides of the proper shape to
fit, making wonderful overlapping
seams that are absolutely watertight.
As the whole of this has to be com-
pleted at one sitting, a “‘bee’’ of the
women of the nemh‘)ourhood is often
held, for it is necessary to put the
skin covering on while the hides are
raw; as they dry they contract and
make the covering of the craft as
licht as a drum.

No sympathy needs be extended to
the Eskimo wife because of the physi-
cal work she does; this very labour
and exertion makes her as strong as
the man is, and one sees verv little
sickness up there. The countrv and
conditions demand strong minds in

INDIANS SEEN NEAR GREAT BEAR LAKE

strong bodies, and the elements make
no gentle allowances for a ‘‘weaker
vessel.”” The dictum, ‘T will not be
won by weaklings, subtle, suave and
mild, but by men with the hearts of
vikings and the simple faith of a
child,”” applies with unflinching exac-
titude to man and woman, babe and
stripling. These women, when neces-
sity arises, drive dogs, draw. sledges.
and sit out all mnht on the ice mth
their hooks, fishing for " the family
food, PR

One scarcely knows for which of his
clever arts to most admire the Eski-
mo. His rare gift of carving in ivory
must surely have been bronoht from
some ]apanese ancestor. For this
work he takes either ordinary hone or
the ivery of walrus-tusks and makes
from it beautiful ornaments, copying
the birds and fishes and animals
around him, or following the suggest



HUDSON'S BAY COMPANY'S POST, FORT SIMPSON, IN WINTER

ed design of the white on-looker. Out
of little bits of secrap-ivory he will
carve for you the human figure with
an intelligence and a knowledge of
anatomy that sets one wondering.
Where did this man get his versatile
ability ? Only the walrus knows. The
whalers and rare white visitors to
these people have inducted them into
the art of making cribbage-boards.
They use for each piece a complete
tusk of walrus-ivory, covering the
whole with a very wealth of descrip-
tive carvings illustrating all that

comes into the yearly round of an
BEskimo’'s life—snow-igloo, dog-team,
walrus-sticking, and bear-hunting.

So far as I could find out, the
“Husky’s’’ connection with cribbage
ceased with his making these edition-
de-lure boards of choicest ivory. He
himself seemed to have gathered no
inkling of the fine points of the game
which instinctively one associates
with Dick Swiveller as tutor and the
little Marchioness as pupil.

In the world ‘‘Outside,”” far from
igloos and ice-floes, where people ga-

WHIP-SAWING IN WINTER, FORT SIMPSON, MACKENZIE RIVER

ne
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ther round cheery Christmas fires with
‘““one for his nob,”” ‘“‘two for his
heels,”” and ‘‘a double run of three,”
these ivory crib-boards are sold for
from $75 to $100 each. We have two
of them among our most cherished
trophies, and with them an ivory ring
beautifully formed, which we saw
made to our order. Set in the ring
is a blue stone of irregular shape,
which was fitted into the ivory ma-
trix with a nicety of workmanship
that few jewellers could attain. By
patient work the cavity was made the
exact shape of the stone it was to
receive, and then the ornament was
gently pushed into its setting, the
whole a wonderful triumph of clever
workmanship.

The auger or gimlet with which
ivory and bone are pierced is a clever
tool cleverly used. A rigid needle is
made to play in a socket at right
angles to a block of ivory held in the
mouth. Two thin strings or thongs
are wound in opposite directions round
the needle, the whole being set in mo-
tion as a child spins a top, and in a
wink a hole is pierced through the
ornament or utensil worked upon. I
had fashioned for me a gavel in the
shape of a sleeping seal, made of fos-
sil ivory from the Little Diomedes.
The contrast of the weathered brown
of the outside of the ivory, with the
pure white of the inner layers, when
worked up into a carved design, gives
the effect of a cameo and intaglio
combined.

When the white man and the Es-
kimo meet, it is a question which will
learn the more from the other. Cer-
tain is it that the Eskimo lays under
tribute everything that comes under
his observation, turning it to wise ac-
count. His method of hunting the
seal is a direct ‘‘steal’” from the
polar bear. The Eskimo father takes
hig son of eight or ten years with him
for a long day on the ice and bids
him watch the bear kill the seal, tell-
ing him that the closer he can imitate
the stratagem of that sly hunter the
better. What do the Innuit father and

son see in that polar kindergarten ?

A seal is on the ice by the side of
ite hole stretching its flippers luxuri-
ously in the year’s first sunshine. The
big white bear has sighted his prey
from behind an ice hummock at a
distance whence the seal appears but
a black speck. Throwing himself on
his side, the bear, himself not much
removed from the colour of the ice.
“‘hitebes’’ himself along in much the
same fashion as a baby crawls. The
seal at this season takes short cat-
naps of twenty or thirty seconds each,
waking up from each one and survey-
ing the landscape o’er. When the
seal sleeps, Bruin hitches. As the
seal opens his eyes the bear lifts his
head and imitates the voice of an-
other seal, the sound being so decep-
tive that a man’s ear cannot detect
the imitation. The admiring Innuit
calls this, ‘‘talking seal,”” and bids
his little lad practise it in his play-
time.

This alternate ‘‘hitching’’ and
“‘talking seal’’ goes on until the bear
is within striking distance, when a
sudden rising to his four feet and a
powerful pounce ends the duel of du-
plicity on one side and drowsiness on
the other. If the seal is quick enough
to reach his hole before the hidden
umpire of destinies calls ‘‘Strike one,”’
he makes a home-run and congratu-
lates himself. For those who would
bet on the game, it is fair to say that
the poor seal does not succeed one
time out of ten.

The Innuit, from top to toe dressed
in skins, looks even more like a seal
than a bear does, and pursues his
quarry from a distance in identically
the same way, saying that if he could
““talk seal’’ as well as a bear he would
have greater success.

Sometimes the Eskimo essays a
waiting game; he seeks a seal-hole
and waits for his victim to come to
the surface. To'find the home of the
seal, he uses his keenest-scented dog,
harnessed. The dog never makes a
mistake. When he smells the seal
he makes a bee-line for the hole, drag-
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ging the sled and driver bumping over
the ice toward it.

And now we see the Eskimo wait-
ing for his dinner. Who shall say
what thoughts flit across his furry
mind as absolutely motionless he
stands or sits at that hole waiting for
the seal to come to breathe? As we
watch the Eskimo, hours may pass
by before that tension of his whole
body tells us it is time to get our
kodak ready if we would strike as he
strikes. The approach of the seal is
heralded by strings of bubbles, the
animal emptying its lunge as it rises
to the hole to breathe. As the wide
nostrils reach the surface and the seal
begins to take one long delicious in-
spiration, the Eskimo brings his spear
directly over the centre of the hole
and strikes with the speed and cer-
tainty of a coiled snake.

The skull of the seal is almost as
thin as parchment, and this is in
marked contrast to the skull of the
walrus, which is go hard that it flat-
tens a bullet. One is surprised at the
size and weight of a seal’s brain, al-
though the stories we have been tell-
ing show it to be the victim of brains
more cunning. Still, the wonders that
are done by animal-trainers with cap-
tured seals would show their brains
(the brains of both trainer and
trained), to be of high order indeed.

Merrily the seasons glide with the
Canadian Eskimo; there is no monot-
ony in his round of days, and not one
of his loyal British cousing to the
south is fuller of the mellow juice of
life than this man. His hardest time
is at the very beginning of the year,
when the days are lengthening, the
larder thinning, and the seals are safe
in open water. By the time the ver-
nal equinox is cheering the hearts of
people in the temperate zone this man
begins to turn his thoughts and foot-
steps towards the trader’s door hun-
dreds of miles away, where furs can
be changed for ammunition, tobacco,
and tea.

This journey is made in easy stages,
following the shore ice and stopping

wherever there is a chance to kill a
seal. These are not always speared
or shot, they are sometimes caught in
nets made of the skins of their pre-
deceased relatives. One Kogmollyc on
Herschel Island in the year 1905
caught twenty-eight seals, at different
times, in one net.

As a rule, two or three families tra-
vel in a little cavalcade, one old wo-
man walking ahead of the doge to
encourage them, and the men wander-
ing about on the ice in search of seal
holes. FEach evening they make a
one-night stand and always draw s
full house which they have first con-
structed of ice and snow. Their snow-
knives made of old saws are formid-
able enough looking weapons and, like
the sword of Hudibras, would do to
toast or strike withal.

As the men finish the house, the
wives and children take the bedding
and impedimenta from the sleds, over
the snow go willow mats and then
deerskins, the seal-oil lamp is lighted ;
and as the women fit up the good-
for-this-date-only home, the men un-
harness the dogs and feed them. Dog-
harness is taken into the house so that
it will not be eaten, for everything of
animal origin is potential food up
there. = A missionary’s temporary
church made of skins was once eaten
to the ridge-pole by a pack of hungry
canines, a house of worship that lit-
erally went to the dogs. These dogs
of the Eskimo are acute of hearing,
and the word of command is given in
a low tone, a startling and pleaging
contrast to the mixed invective of
French and Cree used by the Indian
south of this range.

February, March, and perhaps
April are spent in reaching the trad-
ing-post, where a few weeks pass in
looking around and dallying with life.
When the Eskimo starts northward
the days are longer, seals basking in
the warm sun are easy, and the Es-
kimo might well hum (if he had ever
heard it) the line, “‘I took a day and
found the world was fashioned to my
mind.”” With the June sun the land
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becomes bare of snow; geese, swans,
and ducks are plentiful. This is the
month of fat things, the month the
Innuit chants about in his sing-songs.
Beagulls’ eggs furnish raw omelets,
the “‘salmon of Mackenzie” is fish to
their net, the white porpoise comes
within range, and walruses have been
sighted with their sun-dried hairy
hides. This sea-elephant with his
awkward gait but incredible swiftness,
his little red eyes set in his unsteady
head, and his tempting ivory gleam-
ing in the sun, might well by Can-
sdian law be protected for the ex-
clusive use of the Eskimo; for this
brownish-coated bulk of quivering fat,
this tank of living blubber, is treasure-
trove to the ‘““Husky,”” meaning many
meals and much rejoicing, while to
the white man he is but an object of
curiogity and questionable sport

By mid-August or September our
momads have provided themselves
with many a sealskinful of porpoise-
oil and seal-oil—light and fuel for the
long vigil of the winter igloo. Barren
Ground caribou (Rangifer arcticus
gather now in big herds for the mating
season and the yearlv southward mi-
gration. Their gking are prime; and
in these happy hunting grounds the
Eskimo keeps his early autumn, not
returning to the ocean-edge till suffi-
clent snow allows dog-sleds to carry
out the heavy haul of ‘‘meat in due
season.”’

There is an unwritten law which
governs the individual in every Eski-
mo community. The aged are re-
spected; criminals and Iunatics are
quietly removed from the drama by
one of the tribe : supposed incurables
commit suicide and in that act go to
& hot underground heaven. The body
of the dead is sewn up in ekins and
kept in the igloo for a while, as the
spirit of the departed hovers round
and would feel hurt at the indecent
haste of a speedy burial. On account
of the hard frost all sepulture is made
on top of the ground, the covered body
being merely weighted down by drift-
wood, the Eskimo following the In-

dian fashion of placing a man’s most
cherished belongings on his grave.

Conjugal and filial love show them-
selves in providing enduring anchor-
ing-logs for the graves the mourners
would respect. Travelling with your
“"Husky” guide, he says to you as
You pass a grave by the wayside,
“‘Good fellow him buried there; big
logs, big chief, I think.”” For 120
hours after death the fellow-tribes-
men mourn for him who is gone. No
work is done and no hunting, no wil-
low-mat disturbed, no lamp trimmed,
no boots chewed. In the Eskimo cal-
endar it takes five days to bemoan a
dead man and three days to rejoice
over a dead bear, both mourning and
rejoicing being celebrated by cessa-
tion from work.

Festivities, as in other lands, are
marked by music and dancing, the
dancing is more a rhythmic swaying
of body and limbs than a tripping of
fantastic toes. The chief musical in-
strument we saw was the keeloon, or
tambourine, of reindeer-skin, furnish-
ed with a handle and played by
striking the encircling hoop and not
the stretched parchment.

It was with real regret, when the
parting of the ways had come, that
we said good-bye to these Mackenzie
River Eskimos, the Kogmollyes and
the Nunatalmutes. The Kogmollycs
are the people that Sir John Richard-
son met, and they have ‘‘from the
beginning’’ occupied the shore from
Baillie Island west to Barter Island.
For thirty-seven years the Kogmol-
Iycs have been trading at Peel River
with the same Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany’s officer, Mr. John Firth. The
Nunatalmutes moved into this region
in 1889, when the American whalers
first visited Herschel Island, being
driven by scarcity of game to desert
their hunting-grounds in Alaska in-
land from Kotzebue Sound. The two
tribes now live on and near the Mae-
kenzie Delta in peace with each other,
and they intermarry.

Nature to these Eskimos is espe-
cially benign. The junction of the
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Mackenzie and the Peel is covered
with a forest of spruce, and even to
the ocean-lip footprints of moose and
black bear are seen. In the delta are
found cross, red, and silver foxes,
mink and marten, with lynx and rab-
bite according to the fortunes of wor
Rast of Cape Parry, the Eskimos tell
us, bears are so numerous that from
ten to twenty are seen at onme tit.e
from the top of a mgh hill.

These ‘‘Huskies’’ in immediate con-
tact with whalers and traders have
two assets, labour and fur, which are
convertible mto goods for the white
men. The resultant bill-of-fare in the
summer geason is a Delmonico spread
—bacon, venison, blubber, seal, fish,
bread, tea, coffee, ‘‘consecrated’’ po-
tatoes, tinned tomatoes!

What do their neighbours, the In-
dians to the south, enjoy ? Vermilion
flour once a year, if they belong to
the treaty tribes, tea and tobacco al-
ways, moose-meat, caribou, fish, rab-
bite, and starvation as God sends.

The Chauncey Depew of the Kog-
mollycs, the man with the best stor-
ies and most inimitable way of telling
them, is Roxi. It was Roxi who told
me the love story of his cousin, the

Nunatalmute Lochinvar. This young
man wooed a maid, but the girl's
father had no very good opinion of
the lad’s hunting ability and was ob-
durate.

The lover determined to take des-
tiny into his own hands and force the
game. A deep ravine of ice lay be-
tween his igloo and that of the family
to whom he would fain be son; over
the chasm a drift-log made a tem-
porary bridge. One night Lochinvar
crossed the icy gully, entered the
igloo of his elect, and seizing her in
her shin-ig-bee, or sleeping-bag, lifted
the dear burden over his back. Then,
in epite of struggles and muffled cries
from within, he strode off with her to
his side of the stream.

Safely crossing the gulch, he gaily
kicked the log bridge into the gulf
and carried his squirming treasure to
his own igloo floor. He had left his
geal-oil lamp burning and now it was
with an anticipative chuckle of glee
that he undid the draw-string. We
end the story where Roxi did, by
telling that the figure which rolled out
sputtering from the shin-ig-bee was
the would-not-be father-in-law instead
of the would-be bride.
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FJANE BEARDMORE'S SACRIFICE

BY FRANK H. SHAW

SPECULATIVE builder bought
the coastguard station on Ber-
rymore Head, and at once proceeded
to dismantle it. An economical gov-
ernment had decided that the station
was totally unnecessary; the passage
of time had brought steam, and the
leviathans of to-day seldom, if ever,
approached within signalling distance
of the trim white colony, which was
chiefly distinguishable from the sea by
its towering flagstaff and its surround
ing whitewashed wall. Sailing-ships,
so authority would have it, were prac-
tically extinct, and really, these coast-
guard stations meant so much fo-
upkeep that it was necessary to cut
down wherever possible. There were
those who remembered the days whn
each and every day brought some
white-winged homeward-bounder al-
most within hail of the blue-black
cliffs, to run a parti-coloured string of
flags to peak or masthead, and so to
await the single pennant that would
be hoisted on the gaff of the white
flagstaff ashore to indicate the mes-
sage was taken and would be flashed
to Lloyd’s at the time appointed. But
now, it was reckoned as something of
a miracle if one ship a week were
sighted; and the coast was so well
known that there had not been a dis-
aster for twelve years—shipmasters
were growing more cautious; and, af-
ter all, what was the need of a coast-
guard station at all? To prevent
smuggling ? Rubbish. There was no
smuggling nowadays; it was not worth
while. To prevent wrecking ? Tt was
an age of enlightenment, and no one
would ever dream of luring a ship to
13

its doom. So the speculative builder
and his men appeared; the clang of
pick and shovel sounded loudly above
the fret of the sea on the reefs be-
neath the Head; carts trundled slowly
away, deep ruts appeared in the even
green of the sward; out of simple
beauty was bred unsightliness; again,
Nature did its work, and the gaping
cellars and foundations were clothed
with earth and living green once more.
The coastguard station might never
have had an existence save as a
dream.

Jane Beardmore was one of those
who remembered the old era, when
the homeward-bounders hauled their
main yards aback and waited patient-
ly for the answering pennant from
the Head. It had been part of her
life to gaze out to seaward day after
day, week after week, year after year,
straining eyes that were at first bright
and far-seeing, but that afterwards
grew dim and weary for a sight of that
ship she had once waved adieu to
the ship that never hove its topsails
above the horizon and wafted its wel-
come message of eafe journeying to
the land. It had become a habit with
her to pace the verge of the cliffs
with the dawning of each new day,
there to stand patiently and watech the
light sea-mists roll back from the oily
water like the jealous unveiling of a
priceless picture. But generally the
sea was blank from north to south;
the ship she longed for never appear-
ed. Other ships did — great iron
sailing vessels, four and five-masted,
wonderful, prideful, astonishing; gi-
gantic steamers occasionally sent a
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trail of evil smoke over the perfection
of that vast expanse of shimmering
green, but never did that stubby, fore-
shortened brig, the Endymion, reveal
hereelf to human gaze. Her owners
had given her up for lost twenty
years before; but when hope is one’s
only food it dies hard, and still Jane
longed and trusted that some day the
miracle she expected would be
wrought and the ship would return to
port.

Not so much the ship, but what
that ship contained — her man, Job
Treepenny. For had not Job promised
with all earnestness that on the com-
pletion of that voyage, which com-
menced twenty years before, he would
marry the woman of his heart and
settle down definitely ashore, to give
up for ever the roving life, and join
his lot with those others at the foot of
the cliff who dragged a meagre living
from the bowels of the deep? And
Job wae always a man of his word;
there was really no need for the sim-
ple ring, with ite insignificant pearl,
that he had placed on her finger the
night before the Endymion sailed on
her last voyage.

But the slow passage of the years
brought no fulfilment of Job’s pro-
miee ; only a slow diminution of that
early glorious hope, only a weariness
of soul to the patient watcher, only a
slight bending of the once proudly up-
right figure and a streaking of the
bonny black hair that it had been the
man’s pride to finger gently, the while
he spoke of what the years would
bring. Vain dreams, vain promises:
and now nothing remained but the
single watcher. Job was forgotten;
the FEndymion was forgotten; but
Jane alone lived on, hugging to her
breast the passionate conviction that
gome day Job would return. It was u
foolish hope; in these days of deevo-
sea cables and fast-steaming liners the
sea holds no secrets; but then Jane
was undoubtedly foolish. The people
down there in the little fishing ham-
let under the cliffs would touch their
heads meaningly when a red cloak

was seen against the towering dark-
ness of the Head ; and everyone knows
what that means. Jane was a little
lacking in mental brightness; this
constant watching of hers had become
a mania, that was all.

With the disappearance of the sta-
tion Jane herself began to feel a little
lonely. The snug, white colony held
an air of companionship; it, too,
seemed to indulge in a never-ending
wateh for something that must ap-
pear; and the navy men themselves,
courteous with the rough courtesy of
the sea, never smiled behind their
hands when she appeared, with her
inevitable question; ‘“Hast seen aught
o’ the Endymion, men?’’ They an-
ewered her gravely, an answer that
was familiar by much weary reitera-
tion; ‘‘Not yet, lass, but time will
show.” Ay, but time did not show;
twenty years had gone, and still—

Yes, undoubtedly it was lonely up
there on the Head; for it was but
seldom a human figure showed against
the ekyline. That is, it would have
been lonely to anyone else but Jane;
but she was different somehow She
belonged to Job, and she had need of
no one else, save of Job and her
house.

There were some who laughed
when they saw the woman’s home;
in reality it was a somewhat incon-
guous blot on an otherwise fair
landscape. It had been built early in
that time of waiting, and Jane her-
self had done much towards its build-
ing. She was hale and strong then,
capable of performing a man’s work
without weariness. Her instinct then
had been to make a haven for Job
when he returned — a place of peace
where he might rest his tired head,
and yet hear through his dreams the
whisper of the sea he loved, and the
hoarse clamour of the wind that was
his friendly enemy. No one knew all
that home meant to her; it stood for
everything life held dear—it was her
home and Job’s, tenanted by vague
memories of the handsome brown-
taced man with the neat beard and
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the kindly eyes. And it was her pride
to have it ready against the ultimate
home-coming. Job must never re-
turn to lack a welcome. Some day
she would open the door to see him
striding over the downs; and she pie-
tured the glad light that would spring
into his eyes as those eyes rested
first on her, then on the house, for
everything that could make for peace
and contentment was within the open
door.

There was the old oak settle that
she had brought at a cost of much
labour from the hamlet when her mo-
ther died. Job had said that it was
the grandest invention ever brought
out in the way of restfulness for
weary limbs. Many a passing tour-
ist, calling at the strange little house,
had cast covetous eyes on its simple
beauty, and made astounding bids of
money for its possession; it was a
gem of price, but it was there for
Job, and all the wealth of the Roths-
childs had not bought it now. There
was the sea-chest, great and heavy,
Job’s legacy to her on his last leaving
port.

“She’s naught but a small craft,
the Endymion,”’ Job had said, when
he asked permission to stow the chest
away in Mre. Beardmore’s kitchen.
“There ain’t room for a man’s traps
proper, she being well manned for a
craft of her size. It’ll be a canvas
bag for me, Jane, lass; just enough
to keep me changed; and as for these
duds here, why, keep ’em against my
return. There’s a mort of small etuff
that a man picks up abroad; happen
it might sarve ye a good turn in fur-
nishing the house when we’re wed.”

The gatherings of ten years of
ocean-roving ornamented the living-
room now; quaint Chinese idols,
South Sea carvings, a shark’s back-
bone and open jaws—Job had a tale
to tell of those jaws, a tale that cent
a loving woman shuddering and press-
ing her trembling hands over her ears
to shut out the horrid clash of his
closing teeth.

““Missed my foot by less than a

quarter fathom,’”’ said Job, when he
told the tale. ‘‘If the starboard watch
hadn’t been lively on the rope he’d
have had me sure.”” That wae the
time when he went overboard on the
line to rescue the captain’s little
daughter, who had fallen from the
taffrail in a vainglorious attempt to
defy authority.

“But we got him after all,”’ said
Job. ““It was me ’at baited the hook,
an’ we nailed him. Yes, lass, T helped
to eat him. Why not? He’d have
eaten me fast enough.’’ So there were
the spine and jaws, installed above
the curious wooden mantelpiece,
flanked on the right by a model of
the Truefit—the ship Job had served
his time as ordinary seaman aboard—
and on the right by a rough painting
of the Boscawen, full-rigged ship,
weathering a Cape Horn snorter, and
looking pretty sick at the ordeal. As
for curious shells, stones and the like,
their name was legion. They filled
every crevice in that house of many
crevices; one need not turn round
there to lay hands on some memento
of the absent man. The room was
odorous of the sea and those that use
it; it had been Jane’s pride that it
should be so.

In effect the living-room, half-
kitchen, half-parlour, wae a practical
duplicate of the cottage under the
cliff, where Jane had lived all her life
until the year after Job's departure.

“The biggest looking room I’ve
ever sat in,”’ had said Job, smoking
a reflective pipe, and waving a hand
that was as rough and hard as the
underwater hull of the Endymion her-
self. ““Never wish to sit in a snugger
place. T've travelled east an’ I've
travelled west, but never the like o’
this place did T see in all my goin’s
to an’ fro.”” Jane remembered that,
as she had remembered every word
her lover had spoken, and when the
time came for her mother to embark
on the last, long voyage with a
smoother haven at the end than any
about all the British coasts, she had
pleaded with the owner of the cot-
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tage that she might be allowed to
remain. But the owner had other
views; the cottage must go — it was
old, it had been condemned by ex-
perts as insanitary — it must certainly
be pulled down. Jane had held out
to the last, but she had to leave in
the end; and with her went every
fragment of the old place that was
not an integral part of its structure.
Thus it was that the infrequent viai-
tors, filled with weak laughter at the
unsightly exterior of the cottage on
the cliff, entered to scoff and remained
to wonder. For the walls of the living-
room were panelled breast-high with
rare old oak; Jane had fixed it in
place with her own capable hands,
lest a hired workman should have his
own ideas and refuse to conform to
directions. The open hearth was the
game; the ingle-nook had been trans-
ported bodily from bottom to top of
the cliff. Upstairs in the one room
under the eaves was the great four-
posted bedstead, also of solid oak and
wondrously heavy. In that room,
too, were tables and chairs, all made
when men worked thoughtfully, with
an eye to a future generation that
should praise their work. In her
youth Jane had found no great diffi-
culty in moving many of the articles
unaided ; now she realised the flight
of time, for her shrunken muscles
seemed almost painfully futile for the
work. Only by dint of heavy exer-
tion could she transport the oaken
chaire from the room to the narrow
landing on the days when the room
was ‘‘done out’’; and as for moving
the chests and tables, that was a frank
impossibility.

But what of that? Job would find
that his every fancy had been hu-
moured when he returned; and she
could picture to herself—she did it
daily, for she had little else to do—the
glad look of content that would come
to his face as he entered the open
door, and sank into the cushioned
corner of the settle. It was all for
Job, and the work had been light, for
hope was far from dying in those

long-gone days. Not that hope wae
dead yet; he would return in God’s
own time ; that was a matter that had
long ago been settled between Jane
and her Maker ; but at times the wait-
ing grew tiring, and her eyes werc
not so keen to detect the triangular
patch of whiteness against the green
of the open sea.

But if the interior of the cottage
were a dream of quaint and thought-
ful comfort, such could not be said
of the exterior. There had been much
scoffing when Jane had announced he®
intention of taking up residence on
the very brink of the cliff, under the
shadow of the white coastguard sta-
tion, and Jane was proud. Added to
that, money was not so plentiful as
now, hired labour cost heavily Men
would refuse to tramp all the long
weary way from the hamlet to the
cliff top — to ascend its face were a
sheer impossibility—to draw an or-
dinary workman’s wage. Jane found
that she had only herself to rely on,
save and excepting Johnny Faal, the
village imbecile, a cunning man of
his hands when humoured rightly, and
us strong as any three men in all
the country round. Slavishly Johnny
offered his nelp, and throughout one
summer the strangely assorted pair
toiled with the rough boulders that
littered the waste piece of ground
Jane had pitched on for her new
homestead’s place. The good-natured
coastguards would offer hints freely ;
and more than once, when a piece
of timber had to be lifted that taxed
even Johnny's efforts to the utmost,
they would put their brawny shoul-
ders under the weight, until the idiok
would drive home the long iron bolts
—relics of some ancient wreck, these
—and declare all safe. But Johnny
Faal was dead, too—blown down the
cliffs in a brainless search for rare
eggs to decorate the quaint rooms—
and only Jane remained.

Up to a height of some five feet
the -cottage was built of rough stone
—stone that hardly knew the chisel
or the hammer. As they had been
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found, so had they been used; and
the interstices had been lavishly plas-
tered with mud and mortar. But then
the supply had failed; and as stone
was dear and wood, by comparison,
was cheap, the rest of the building
was composed of old ship’s timbers,
roughly hewn logs—each one of which
could have told a tale of striving and
peril—flotsam gathered with infinite
trouble at the brink of the restless sea.
Timber everywhere; and there were
strange = groanings and rattlings o’
nights when the south-westerly gales
blew forcefully, as they did there-
abouts, as if each timber were telling
the tale of ite setrivings of olden
times. But it was warm and wea
therproof within, whatever its outside
appearance might be; and the roof,
timber again, lavishly bestrewed with
tar, let in no single drop of water, let
it rain never so constantly.

Here, then, isolated from the world,
and lonelier than ever, now that the
coastguards had gone, Jane dwelt. A
forgotten uncle had died and left her
a modest competence; monthly a let-
ter would arrive from Exeter contain-
ing a sufficient sum for all her needs;
beyond her few fowls and ducks she
had small interests. But the capital
sum of her fortune would come in
useful when Job returned, weary as
he must be weary after all these
years of striving, to rest on his own
hearthstone. Each dawn saw her
peering out to sea, each sunset saw
her return slowly to the cottage, to
place in its narrow window a lighted
lamp to guide the wanderer home.
But Job never came.

Rk

“There ought to be a lighthouse on
this headland. I consider it little
ghort of criminal that this particular
portion of the coast should remain to-
tally unguarded. Why, the early his-
tory of this district is one long list
of the most appalling wrecks. Lives
by the hundred have been lost within
sight of these windows, or the spot
where this house now stands. And
T euppose you Trinity House people

will not think it necessary to build a
proper lighthouse until public indig-
nation is aroused by some wreck of
colossal magnitude.”’

“My dear Francis, you have to re-
member this: the early history of this
place is separated from the present
day by a considerable period of time.
I grant you there were wrecks here
when shipe were exclusively pro-
pelled by the wind, but we have
changed all that. Study any chart
published within the last twenty
years, and you will see that the
Smallstones Light effectually guards
this headland and leads any ship into
safe harbourage at Wendellsbank, fif-
teen miles farther up the coast. There
hasn't been a wreck here for fifteen
yeare to my certain knowledge; oh,
yes, there was one three years later,
T believe, but then it was proved in-
dubitably that the captain was drunk
and the first mate colour-blind. He
mistook the Smallstones for the Outer
Gubbard, which no sane man ought
to do, seeing the latter is a red flash,
and the former a white occulting
light.”

The first speaker stuck to his point
tenaciously. ‘‘But supposing that cir-
cumstances happened the same again,
what then? Suppose, for purposes of
argument, that another ship happened
along this quarter, a westerly gale
blowing, and making this a lee shore
—and supposing that this second
ship’'s captain were drunk and her
first mate colour-blind — who would
be morally responsible for the deaths
of all her crew ? Or supposing, still
for the purposes of argument, that
her captain were colour-blind and her
first mate on deck, attending to the
braces, the deaths of all hands would
be on somebody’s head. From my
point of view, I'd blame Trinity
House.”’

“Well, Trinity House would sleep
easily enough of nights. Such coinei-
dences as that don’t happen; twelve
years ago there were twice as many
sailing ships as there are now, so the
possibilities of a recurrence of such
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a thing, remote in themselves, are
halved.”

““And if such a catastrophe did oc-
“cur, what then ? Here the coastguard
station is dismantled; there isn’t a
lifeboat nearer than Wendellsbank, so
far as I'm aware, and by road from
there to here is nearer twenty-five
miles than fifteen. Whilst I'd defy
any lifeboat ever built to weather the
Outer Gubbard in a westerly gale.”
The Trinity House man shrugged his
shoulders,

“We're not to blame for the gov-
ernment’s shifting the rocket appar-
atus; we aren’t responsible for the
coastguards. Anyhow, you're going
wide of the mark; we were discussing
lighthouses.”’

The argument deepened, and be-
came still more unintelligible to Jane
Beardmore, who, after serving the
tourists a simple meal at their cour-
teous request, had stood back beside
the window, where she could com-
mand a passable view of the sea. She
was very seldom out of sight of the
ocean.

It was seldom she had visitors;
these two gentlemen had happened
upon her unawares; but there was al-
ways a good store of food in the little
house, for Job was a hearty eater,
and had his own idea of what con-
stituted a good meal. Hence Sir
James Fordyce and his companion
had no fault to find with the fare
provided, and showed their apprecia-
tion by eating heartily, after a four-
teen-mile walk over the breezy, life-
quickening downs.

Jane listened still; anything that
concerned the coast was her business;
and by dint of ignoring the longer
words she contrived to arrive at the
facte of the case. Undoubtedly the
coast wae dangerous, or rather it had
been dangerous before the era of
steam. She knew quite well that in
the event of any catastrophe the men
involved must surely perish, for it
was impossible for a single boat to
leave the hamlet below the cliff in
anything of a breeze. And to at-

tempt to swim ashore, with the surf
beating monstrously on the Flatling
Reef, a jagged monstrosity, meant
only death. A swimmer would not
bhave time to drown; he would be
caught up by the cruel waves and
dashed to fragments on the spikes
and ridges of the low-lying rocks to
seaward.

‘““Well, you’ve certainly made me
think ; T admit that. T shall put it to
the corporation, and they may -see fit
to erect a lighthouse hereabouts.”’
The travellers had finished their meal
and were preparing to go their way.
Replete and happy, the younger man
glanced about the room.

“Jolly snug den, this. Do you
know, T wouldn’t half mind having
it for my own. A chap could write
big stuff down here, with that sound
in his ears.”” He motioned with his
hand to indicate the wind that was
rising with a soft screeching sound.
‘“By Jove! yes, a man ought to be
able to write with both hands at once
here.”” And being a man of quick
impulse he turned to the attentive
woman behind him.

““Is this place for sale ?’’ he asked
A spasm shot, across Jane’s face ; there
was passion in her voice as she an-
swered : ‘‘Money couldn’t buy it, sir.
For all the gold in the world I
wouldn’t part with this bit of a home
of mine. Tt’s waiting for when my
man comes home — as it's waited
these twenty years or so.”” The ques-
tioner lifted his eyebrows, and glanced
across at his companion. It was evi-
dent that he shared the opinion of
those in the hamlet beneath the cliff:
that Jane was a little mad. Swiftly.
perhaps a little incoherently, Jane
told them what that home stood for.
They heard her patiently to the end:
then the writer bowed gravely.

“T gee; yes, I see. This house
could never be sold. I fear I was a
little thoughtless; a beautiful idea,
though, to keep the place as a wel-
come for a man who has been absent
so long. Yes, yes; the place is be-
yond value — priceless.”” He was
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already weaving fancies about that
little, lonely place and the bent wo-
man, with the sad, wistful eyes.
““Madam, I hope your wish will come
true, and that Job will return. Now
—" He made a motion towards his
pocket, but something in Jane’s face
checked the impulse.

“I'm more than paid by them
words, sir,”’ she said. ‘‘It’s the first
message of hope I've had these dozen
years. And Job — he was a sailor,
sir, free-handed, ready to share his
last crust with a hungry man — I
wouldn’t like to have to tell him
when he returned that I'd asked pay-
ment for a simple meal.”

The two men left the house, but
as they topped a rise in the ground
and looked back for a final view of
the sea, the writer felt his heart ache
with a ready sympathy.

“Jove! what a stupendous idea!
That woman waiting, waiting, until
her lover returns, confident that he is
not dead! It’s immense. It deserves
an epic poem to iteelf. Well, poor
soul, she’ll wait in vain.”

““Yes; ships don’t turn up after
twenty years. I remember the loss of
the Endymion; my father held
shares in her. Of course, she was
lost ; there was no doubt of that. Now.
as you were saying, Francis—'"" And
the discussion was resumed.

Fired by the words of hope Jane
left the house and took up her usual
position fronting the sea, her back
against a gigantic boulder, her eyes
on the far horizon. Somewhere be-
hind that curving line, she knew, her
Job was — frozen up, perhaps, in
Antarctic solitudes, stewing on a coral
island beneath the Line — but some-
where; and in God’s own time he
would return. Her face was quite
calm as she watched the sun droop,
a red and threatening ball, into the
gea.

‘“There’ll be a mort o’ wind soon,”’
she thought, as she entered the house
again. “‘If it doesn’t come to-night,
‘twill come afore the week-end. God
help them at sea, say I.”

It was half an hour later that she
made the discovery. The oil-barrel
was empty; in some strange fashion
it had leaked its contents away
slowly. It stood in a dark corner of
the back room, and rang hollow to
the touch when, no oil flowing from
the tap, she rapped it soundly. A
lighted candle showed her that the
oil had run away under the flooring,
though under the worn linoleum the
planke were still dripping with the
combustible.

The lamps were burnt dry; the ar-
rival of the strangers had interrupted
her just as she was about to replen-
ish them. And for close on twenty
vears she had kept a light burning in
the window to guide Job home at last
Not now must the signal fail—now
that the fresh hope had been bora in
her soul. Whatever happened she
must procure oil, even though it
meant a weary trudge through the
night inland and then towards the
sea again, by way of the rough road
that led to Bellarshay. What did the
roughness of the road matter? She
was hale and strong, ready for more
than that in case of need. Eight miles
at the least; say two hours and a half,
and the same to return; or allowing
for the fact that she would be bur-
dened, and that the greater part of
the way was uphill, say three hours.
She could be back well before mid-
night even then, with the oil. Yes,
she would go.

She took down her shawl from the
hook where she had hung it eviry
evening since the house was built,
pinned it under her chin, took the oil
flask from its place, some money
from a drawer, and left. She did not
lock the door; Job might return
whilst she was absent, and finding the
portal sealed might count her faith-
less to her trust.

The keeper of the little store at
Bellarshay looked with eome sym-
pathy at the wind-blown figure that
presented itself at his counter a long
three hours later.

“Ile, did ye say, Jane Beardmore ?
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Aye, I've ile in abundance. A dozen
new casks in by carrier from Penz-
ance this very day. Name your
needs.”’

Silently Jane passed the flask over
and laid her money on the counter.
Not until the oil was decanted did
she speak.

‘““Send me up a cask to-morrow,’
she said. ‘‘There’s bad weather com-
ing on, and a woman might be wea-
ther-bound without a light.”

“They be mortal big casks, Jane;
full size. The ile company’s refused
to supply half-sizes now.”” The man
was a trifle dubious.

“Then send up a full-size cask; I
must have my drop of oil, James. I
can pay good money for it, aye, an’
for cartage, too. You knows I allus
pays my debts.’”” The man promised,
but demanded payment in advance.
Jane found the necessary money, but
James lacked change, and after at-
tempting to persuade her to take
something else by way of makeweight
in vain, he retired grumbling to a
room in the rear for the necessary
loose cash. Jane was a trifle weary
with her long walk. She sat down
heavily on a packing case beside a
wall, her head dropped forward oca
her breast a little. Suddenly she sat
upright, listening intently. The wall
behind her was merely a matchboard
partition ; the room on the other side
was something of a general resort for
the few males of the hamlet. It was
whispered that brandy and wine that
had never paid a cent of duty circu-
lated in that small room, for the shop-
keeper was not one to scorn to turn
an honest or a dishonest penny. Jane
had heard men talking; one heated
voice dominated the general murmur;
a heavy fist struck a table that creak-
ed its protestations.

“Tell ’ee it’s as easy’s easy,”’ said
the voice. ‘‘Whoy, my granfer he
used to speak on it to his death.
Ships — aye, & mort o’ ships, big
uns, an’ rich uns — have gone to
pieces on Flatling Reef. What did it
matter if a lamp was slung in a wrong
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place; no one were wiser for’t. They
coastguards ’ud ha’ been mighty
smart to stop it, but they’ve gone
now. There’s a rich fortin for them
‘at’s bold enough to take the risk. Tie
lanterns to a few donkeys’ heads,
walk ’em up beyond a bit, an’ there’s
not a ship at sea but’ll take ’em for
ships’ ridin’ lights an’ make for
anchorage. With a westerly gale
brewin’ too; it’s sheer fleein’ in face
o’ Providence not to do it.”’

‘“Be’est asleep, lass; here’s thy
change,’”’ grumbled James, the shop-
keeper; and Jane aroused herself hur-
riedly. She was well aware that if
she mentioned a word of what she
had overheard, means would be found
to silence her for ever. The shop-
keeper himself was, as likely as not,
prime mover in the projected scheme ;
a glance at his face told her that he
would not hesitate to effect her
silence. And the talk she had heard
had not conveyed a clear impression
to her mind. She hardly understood
as yet that the men of Bellarshay,
held in restraint for years by the
presence of the coastguards, were re-
verting to type, and becoming wreck-
ers. Their forefathers had never gone
to bed without voicing the old-time
prayer: ‘‘Lord send a ship ashore
afore marnin’.”’ Now, undeterred by
any sight of intrusive uniforms, what
was to prevent them ? The little bay,
iteelf a danger spot, entirely useless
for anything bigger than a fishing
cobble, lent itself admirably to the
plot.

““Seem maxed like, lass—hast seen
a ghost? I have it; Job’s coom
back.”” The shopkeeper laughed
coarsely, but Jane took no heed of
the jest. Her brain was in a whirl;
she was trying to fit pieces together;
the words she had heard that day
from the two strangers seemed to fit
in somehow with the talk of the fish-
ermen; but as yet coherence would
not come. There was some work con-
templated, what it was she did not
exactly know; and it was necessary
that she should return with the oil,
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lest Job should miss the house in the
darkness. She gathered up her
change, clutched the oil flask to her
breast, and set forth on her lonely
journey.

The wind was rising, it muttered
vindictively in her eyes as if threat-
ening wild terrors for the future. But
Jane hardly heeded it; to her the
wind was a friend; she had breasted
it bravely for years and had heard it
thunder glorious promises in her ears;
promises of Job’s return. And it was
at her back for the earlier stages of
the journey. To be sure it fronted
her as, gaining the summit of the
downs, she struck towards the sea
again, but she was strong and virile;
and so much depended on her light-
ing the lamp that night of all nights.

But it was unfortunate that, the
perils of the way having been passed
without scathe, her foot should turn
on & loosened stone and throw her to
the ground so heavily that when she
attempted to rise a sharp pang told
her that serious damage had result-
ed. Setting her teeth she crawled to
her own doorway and entered, to be
welcomed by the cheery glow of the
cunningly tended fire. It was an
effort to fill the lamp, but she did it
somehow, and not until the light was
burning bravely did she pay heed to
her own hurts. It was not a break,
merely a severe sprain; but it threat-
ened to keep her to the house for
days. She bandaged it with drip-
ping cloths and crawled wearily to
bed; but sleep deserted her eyelids,
the words she had overheard drummed
through her brain with ceaseless
reiteration.

L

The wild promise of the night was
more than fulfilled by the new day. A
terrific gale was hurtling inland,
bringing with it a soft fog of driven
spray, that spattered Jane’s windows
even on the summit of the cliff. The
sky was overshot with massive
clouds that seemed to be indulging i
a giddy game up there, chasing one
another in from seaward recklessly,

to speed inland like racing horses with
tossing manes and space-spurning
hoofs.

Jane Beardmore rose wearily, and
setting foot to floor, knew that her
injury was no trifle that a night’s rest
would displace, but something un-
doubtedly serious. But she was a
woman of spirit; and as soon as the
fire wae lighted she contrived to drag
herself into the open, and, by means
of crawling on all-fours, to the edge
of the cliffs. There was nothing to
be seen below save the leaping waves
that seemed to threaten to drag the
hamlet from its foundations and carry
it out to sea on the backwash of the
breakers; these and the scurrying
spindrift. A wild day for those at sea;
and Heaven help those who made a
mistake in their reckoning then!

She stood there, waiting for the
occasional breaks to reveal to her a
wider expanse of storm-lashed water,
until the clamourings of hunger drove
her back to her own fireside. The
magnitude of her own disaster had
driven the recollections of the past
night from her mind; in a storm she
always felt distrait and fey; her
thoughts flew instinctively to the
missing lover; and beyond that point
they would not stir. Now she busied
herself with preparations automati-
cally; and the day dragged through
to a gloomy close. It was late in the
afternoon when Jabez Talliwick, the
man who did the carting from Pen-
zance and fulfilled such small com-
missions as Jane entrusted to him,
arrived with the barrel of oil. To
unload it and put it in place was
heavy work; for Jane was almost un-
able to aid him; but it was done some-
how at last, and the burly carter
stood back wiping his brow with his
red handkerchief.

“Ye’ll take back the empty?”’
asked Jane, busying herself with lay-
ing out a cold meal for the man.

““Nay; I'm not for that to-night.
I'm goin’ on — there’s a mort of
stuff to be picked up inland—I'll call
another day. Nay, but it's a long
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road; happen I'd better take it
along.”” And he stowed the empty
barrel in the cart, after he had con-
sumed the meal and washed it down
with copious libations from the emall
barrel of cider that was kept against
Job’s home-coming. Jane stood at
the door until the cart had trundled
away into the mists; she shivered a
little as she stood there, and won-
dered vaguely what that shudder por-
tended. She was not colder than
usual; she was used to the ravings of
the storm; this seemed to be an in-
ward shiver, as if her heart had been
seized with misgivings. What did it
mean ?

Night fell darkly on the world; Lut
the sea-fog seemed to clear as if by
magic with the growing of the dark.
Jane completed her household tasks,
trimmed her lamps, and seet the
brightest in the window as usual;
drew her chair up to the fireside; and
gave herself over to her simple
thoughts. But somehow they failed
to come with their wonted clearness;
they were obscured by a strange
haunting fear of something to which
she could put no name. Her ankle
was paining her too; that diverted the
steady train of reflection; and for
once Job’s image, usually clear cut
before her mental eye, was blurred
and indistinct. There was something
else that needed her attention—some-
thing that seemed to be dragging her
out to front the sea.

Painfully she dragged herself out
again until she had reached her old
position on the cliffs—no, there was
nothing there. Nothing out of the
common, that was—only the lights
down below seemed to be burning
brighter than usual. The revelation
came to her suddenly—these lights
were strange — some ghe had never
seen before. And they were not still;
the lighted windows of the hamlet
were fixed and immovable; but these
new glimmers were higher and con-
stantly moving to and fro, exactly as
if ships of size were riding securely
at anchor. Ah! she understood it

now. Like a flash the meaning was
made plain. The wreckers were at
their work again — each of those lan-
terns was tied to the tail of a donkey,
and as it was driven slowly to and fro
the light swayed and reared in ex-
actly the same fashion as an anchored
vessel’s riding light. A ship approach-
ing the land from the seaward side,
seeing these lights, would at once
come to an inevitable conclusion.
Those responsible for her safe navi-
gation would think they had passed
the Outer Gubbard Light instead f
the Smallstones, and that this haven
under their lee was neither more nor
less than Wendellsbank. And the en-
trance to Wendellsbank was wide an ¢
free from danger — whilst the en-
trance to Bellarshay was fraught
with dangers, and no ship could pass
the Flatling at night, especially on
such a night as this.

Something must be done—she knew
that. She was inside the cottage
again, weak and trembling, obsessed
anew by those strange, vague fears
that were momentarily becoming less
vague. Something must be done—
but what? Should she sally forth
and make her way to the hamlet be-
neath, there denounce the scoundrels
and threaten them with the long arm
of the law unless those lights were
at once veiled? That were impossible
—even if she succeeded in reaching
the hamlet—and that in itself would
be a monstrous task, for she must
crawl on hands and knees — they
would refuse to obey her com-
mands; more than that—they would
probably put it out of possibility for
her to lay an information. Men who
would lure a whole hapless crew to
destruction that they might enatch
some fragment of salvage from the
hungry sea, would not hesitate to
silence her for ever.

What must she do? Go to Wen-
dellsbank—fifteen miles away by sea
and twenty-five by road? Equally
impossible. In her then condition a

week had been all too short for the

journey; and even if she reached the
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spot hours, aye, days, might elapse
before the authorities set out. There
was nothing to be done, nothing—
she wag only a weak woman, unable
to cope with the massed circum:
stances. Nothing — save that she
could watch patiently through the
night and pray that no ship might be
driven towards those false beacons,
that promised safety and ghelter
where there was only death.

For hours Jane crouched there
against the great boulder, peering out
to sea through salt-smarting eyes,
praying, now audibly, now whisper-
ingly, to the God of the sea for mercy
and help. But only the howl of the
gale answered her — it would seem
as if all mercy and pity had been an-
nihilated in that mad revel there
about her and below. The thunder
of the beating surf drummed
through the howl of the storm ; the
screech of the pebble beach, dragged
down by the ton by the hungry
waters, was like the wailing scream
of countless dying men. Jane clasped
ber hands fiercely together and
prayed on—without hope.

It was midnight when her well-nigh
exhausted eyes detected a faint speck
in the infinite distance. The wind
had lulled somewhat, it was merely
gathering its forces together for an
onslaught, compared with which all
that had gone before was the merest
sighing of a tropical zephyr; and the
last of the sea-fog had cleared from
the face of the waters. In that black-
ness the lights below blazed with
alarming distinctness; but that tiny
speck far out to sea was undoubtedly
another light — a light carried by a
homeward-speeding ship. Jane knew
well every signal that had ever been
shown by the users of the sea; had
she not watched through half her life-
time in hope that ultimately the one
light of all would blaze across her
vision? Tt was a sailing-ship’s side-
light ; yes, tired though her eyes were,
she could make out the greenish
sheen. A ship making up for shelter,
overburdened by the weight of the

storm—making up for the shelter of
the haven under her lee, which all on
board must confidently hope to be
Wendellsbank.

The ship was doomed; Jane was
hopeless to aid. Within an hour, nay,
in half an hour, her keel would take
the fangs of the reef, the gallant hull
would be rent and torn to fragments ;
her crew would be the sport of the
relentless waves — not a single man
would escape with life. What was
to be done? Nothing — she could
only beat her hands helplessly on her
breast and renew those futile prayers
for aid. If only God would answer her
prayer! But no — no answer would
come—stay, though what was that
thought that wae growing to birth in
her brain? Not a suggestion from
God, that; a command from the
devil, rather. No; she dared not do
it—she dared not.

But the plight of the ship was des-
perate; as she watched she saw the
light swing a trifle inwards as if those -
on the vessel had seen the lurching
signals and were making the harbour.
age at last. Yes, the position of the
light was shifting—no longer was the
vessel endeavouring to claw off the
shore. The wind was rising again
madly; and only half an hour re-
mained.

Feverishly she sped towards the
cottage, forgetting her injury, for-
getting everything save her need for
action. She seized upon whatever
came to hand and flung it into the
open; but the light objects were
caught up by the wind and carried
recklessly into the darkness. No;
that would not do. Before she could
kindle a fire the fuel would be blown
in a hundred directions.

Back again to the cliff-top now to
peer strainingly out to sea. Yes, the
ship had fallen to the lure—she was
gathering way and plunging onwards.
Only a few minutes remained before
the end.

She did not know how she covered
the ground; ehe did not know what
wild outeries against God’s will had
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darted through her soul; all she knew
was that ehe was feverishly smashing
in the head of the full oil-cask and al-
lowing the contents to gush into the
room. She was filling pails with the
inflammable stuff, dashing them wild-
ly everywhere, careless of ruin, until
the house itself was soaked with para-
fin—Job’s house, the place she had
made for his welcome. What of it ?
Job himself would have been the first
to do the same when his fellow-sea-
men were in such dire peril; and those
men out there were men who would
have called Job brother. They must
be saved; no matter what the cost.
A few more pails of oil were carried
upstairs and flung recklessly on bed
and bedding, high up amongst the
rafters. With a heart that seemed
suddenly to have turned to stone,

her hands a-tremble, Jane lifted the
" brightly burning lamp from the win-
dow and threw it from her. It ex-
ploded loudly, and she was followed
to the door by a crawling tongue of
flame ; the house was ablaze in a gec-
ond, it burned like tinder.

Her soul was reeling to its centre;
those eager flames were devouring all
her hopes; now that the work was
done irretrievably she had time for
remorse ; the slow, hard remorse that
comes to the lonely woman; But it
was done — nothing could alter that
fact. Gone were the cosy nooks that
Job had loved ; never again would she
rest her weary eyes on them. She
stumbled towards the edge of the cliff
and looked out to sea. The flames
had risen to fever height; they
rosred with gleeful exultation, licked
by the wind, they shot up high
in air, only to be levelled flat
and carried away inland, a beacon
such as no man might see and mis-
take. The lurid light behind her
dazzled her somewhat; it was not
easy to make out objects with any dis-
tinctness — but, yes — there was
something — a green light that slowly
swung away from the land, to reveal
the white light astern. The ship had

taken the warning and was clawing
off into safety.

Jane Beardmore did not faint; she
was made of too stern metal for that.
The inevitable reaction came upon
her; she was homeless, alone, and
refuge down there in the hamlet was
imposeible. The wreckers must know
what she had done and why; they
would not be disposed to kindliness;
perhaps they would go farther and ask
a definite explanation of her. But
she must find refuge somewhere; the
wind was piercingly cold; it seemed
to drive the strength from her. She
sought about for harbourage, and,
helped by the glow from her burning
home, found it amongst the over-
grown remnants of the station.

*

It was there a gray-haired man
found her two days later, with a few
poor fragments of the cottage about
her, such trifles as she had saved
from the general ruin. There was a
look of dazed amazement in her eyes
as she lifted them to his; but all sud-
denly the amazement fled.

“Job!” she said simply; ‘“Job!”

‘“Ay, lass, it’'s Job. Come back to
ye from afar; back saboard the very
ship ye burned off two nights agone.
We was makin’ for them false lights!
Me, being a bit hazy after livin’ for
a matter o’ twenty year amongst the
savages out in the South Seas,
where never a ship passes, wasn’t
able to make out that Small-
stones wasn’t the Outer Gubbard. We
was makin’ fair for anchorage, until
we saw the blaze, an’ sheered off with
not a cable’s length to spare. They
telled me how ’twas down there yan-
der—but, why, lassie, lassie, cryin’ ?”’

“Ay, Job cryin’ with gratitude. I
know now what that voice was biddin’
me set the cot afire — but there’s no
home for ye, my man, there’s no
home left.”

Job gathered her in the arms that
had been empty for twenty years, and
she forgot the loss in the greater gain.
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THE CRYSTAL PALACE, LONDON, WHERE THE GREAT FESTIVAL OF EMPIRE WILL BE HELD

THE FESTIVAL OF EMPIRE

BY RANDOLPH CARLYLE

THE story of gray old London:
““Heart of the Empire,” told in
twenty-four living historical scenes by
15,000 performers! That is what Mr.
Frank Lascelles, Master of Pageantry,
has set himself to do by way of pro-
viding the central feature of the Fes-
tival of Empire, to be held at the
Crystal Palace, this summer.

It is a formidable task, but Mr.
Lascelles builds his hope of success
on the achievements of the last few
vears. He triumphed at Oxford,
where the Don of the University was
taught to count it no dishonour to
play ‘“lacquey” to the draper’s
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“lord” on the pageant ground; he
produced the history of Bath in a
week of sunshine, and the good people
of Mr. Pickwick’s favourite city still
talk of it and treasure albums of pic-
ture post-cards.

And then came the Quebec Ter-
centenary on the broad Plains of
Abraham. Sir Wilfrid Laurier said
of the spectacle that it had advanced
the social relations of the people by
thirty years. The record is enough to
make any man undertake a task which
at first thought seems Utopian. But
it will be carried through, and by the
time the last chorus has been chant-
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ed — as the spectators are leaving
the beautiful grandstand, which has
been designed on the lines of the old
Greek amphitheatre — Mr. Lascelles’
man will be hurrying his luggage to
the docks. The Pageant-Master is
needed in South Africa for the speec-
tacle which is to mark the opening
of the Union Parliament.

Exactly how the Festival of Em-
pire originated, no one seems to know.
But the story is told that when the
Prince of Wales saw the Quebec
pageant, he said, ‘“Wonderful "’ Any-
way, the Festival is to be held and
the Old Country is promised the most
remarkable spectacle of the last fifty
years. It is to be a social gathering
with contingents of 200 persons from
each overseas State. They will take
part in the final scene of the pageant
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—symbolical of the children gathered
round the mother.

In each overseas State, the Gov-
ernor-General or High Commissioner
is at the head of a local committee
and the enthusiasm with which the
whole project has been taken up leads
the Festival officials to believe that
the Crystal Palace will be in the eye
of the world for nearly eight weeks.
The programme of festivities is so
long and diversified that a Utopian
magazine would be required if details
were demanded. Empire concerts,
historical costume ball and carnival,
art exhibitions, inventions exhibition
are a few of the features. Alto-
gether, it is a wonderful scheme and
an average daily attendance of 100,-
000 ig expected. It is not a commer-

cial scheme. The promoters, with the .
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Earl of Plymouth as their chief, will
be well satisfied if the meaning of the
word ‘‘empire’’ is firmly impressed on
the mind of every person who visits
the Crystal Palace. Between the
mother country and the outposts of
the Empire the blood ties are in many
cases thin and atrophied. This Festi-
val has been conceived with the idea
of illustrating, in a social manner, the
importance of each link in the chain
of Empire. Any profits that accrue
will be devoted to King Edward’s Hos-
pital Fund.

 The pageant of London is a happy
inspiration, for the history of London
is a history of the Empire. The story
is to be traced from prehistoric times
up to the passing of the great and am-
bitious Napoleon. And it will not be
a pageant of a theatrical character.
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The most eminent historians in the
country have been delving among
their old nests of reference this many
a day in order that historical accuracy,
even to the shape of a shoe-buckle,
shall obtain. And each scene will
mark some vital evolution in the his-
tory of the country. :

At the same time, the Master o
Pageantry must have an eye to the
theatrical. =~ While desirous equally
with the historians to make the pic-
ture correct historically, his is the
hand that brushes away the dust on
worm-eaten volumes of records and
discovers the ‘‘kernel’’ so pleasing to
the crowd. An anecdote to illustrate
the point : For a fortnight a number of
historians had been gathering detail
for the scene, ‘‘London of Merrie Eng-
land.”’ An awe-inspiring mass of data
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had been collected, dealing principally
with the triumphal procession of
Henry VIII. from Windsor to El-
tham. But there was something
lacking. Tht Master of Pageantry
himself went to the bookshelves to see
if anything had been missed. He
marked each detail of the procession
and at last discovered that as the
King ascended Shooter’s Hill a body-
guard of archers shot a flight of ar-
rows into the air as a welcoming sa-
lute. The historians had not over-
looked the fact, but when the Pageant-
Master read aloud: ‘‘and each arrow
was tipped with a whistle so that it
sang through the air,”’ they realised
the meaning of the words ‘‘Pageant-
Master.”” That one point was worth
a fortnight’s search. Whistling ar-
rows are being made for the Pageant
of London. :

One of the most thrilling scenes in
the pageant should be the ‘‘Danish
28

Invasion.”” History tells us that the
Danes made repeated attempts to get
up the Thames in their large-prowed
boats, but they always found London
Bridge an insurmountable obstacle.
At last Olaf ordered his men to row
up to the bridge, make fast their boats
to the uprights, and then row back
dragging the bridge with them. For
the purposes of the pageant a fac-
simile of the original London Bridge
is being built across the lake in the
pageant-ground, and the defenders of
it must be prepared for a cold douche
when the structure is wrecked by the
attaching Danes. Apropos of this
scene, the Master of Pageantry was
presented with a model of a viking
ship which was discovered in 1880, in
a grave-mound at Gohstad, near Sande-
fjord, just outside the mouth of the
Christiania Fjord. On the lines of
this model will be built the Danish
boats that are to be utilised in the
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Danish invasion of London scene.

The original of the model that has
been received is preserved in the Mu-
seum of Antiquities at Christiania.
She was about seventy-seven feet long
from stem to stern, sixty-five feet on
the keel, 163 feet broad amidships,
depth at the same point 514 feet,
rising to 8% feet at either end. She
was clinker-built, pierced for sixteen
oars a side, with a block amidships
for stepping the mast, fitted with
small shutters for closing the oar-
ports, when not in use, rudder hung
on the starboard side, whence this side
got its name (steerboard).

Outside, along the gunwale, were
hung thirty-two shields on each side,
painted alternately yellow and black,
and hung so as to overlap each other.
The ship had been buried in eclay,
and was very well preserved except
the extremities of the stems, which
penetrated into a wsurface layer of
mixed clay and mould, and had rotted

away. Hence we do not know if the
stem and stern posts of this vessel
ended in a carved dragon’s head and
tail. Probably they did, as dragon
heads were found carved on the tiller
of the vessel, on the remains of a high
seat (state chair of the owner), and
on the barge-boards which had sup-
ported a tent over the vessel when at
anchor.

The beautiful lines of the ship and
her excellent design and workmanship
show that at the time she was built
(probably about the end of the eighth
or beginning of the ninth century)
the art of shipbuilding in Norway was
very highly developed. This ship is
generally supposed to have been built
for use on the comparatively smooth
waters of the Norwegian fjords, and
the vessels in which the vikings
crossed the North Sea are probably of
a stouter and heavier build. That the
sailing qualities of such a ship were
quite equal to a long ocean voyage is

THE ORIGINAL LONDON BRIDGE
A REPLICA WILL BE USED IN THE ‘‘DANISH INVASION'' SCENE OF THE FESTIVAL
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shown by the fact that a model of
this vessel, which was built for the
Chicago Exhibition at the shipbuilding
yard of Framness, in Sandefjord,
close to the place where the original
was discovered, crossed the Atlantic
under her own sail, and sailed up the
inland waterways to Chicago.

A grave-chamber had been built in-
side the ship. This had been broken
into by cutting through the ship’s
side at some remote period, probably
soon after the interment. It was the
practice to bury the dead with his
weapons and treasure, and mound-

breaking in search of these is often
mentioned in the Sagas. According-
ly, no weapons or objects of value
were discovered at the nineteenth cen-
tury mound-breaking, though many
objects of interest and of the highest
antiquarian value were found.

The Festival of Empire will extend
over three months, and during the
whole of that time visitors are not
likely to have a moment’s rest in the
daytime. Tt is a great, even a noble
scheme ; it means more to the Empire
than the Empire may realise at the
moment.




DOCTOR TORRINGTON AT HOME

DR. TORRINGTON AND HIS WORK

BY JEAN BLEWETT

MORE than half a century ago

Doctor Torrington left behind
him his beloved England, the coun-
try of musie-lovers and of soft voices,
t» cast in his lot with the people of
Canada. It has meant much to him,
but infinitely more to the country
Even half a century ago we had
plenty of musical talent and ambition,
but we lacked an executive force to
direct and develop them.

Then came Doctor Torrington,
whose name in time grew to be a
household word. Into his work he
brought the confidence of training and
education, the activity mental and
physical of one thoroughly in love with
the task and imbued with the belie*
in its importance ; and, what stood for
more than all, a big sympathetc na-
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ture and a personality forceful enough
to make itself felt.

His first position in Canada was as
organist and choirmaster of Saint
James Methodist Church, Montreal.
During his twelve years there he was
connected with many musical organi-
sations, had charge of the 25th Regi-
ment (King’s Own Borderers) band,
the Montreal Orchestral Union. and
other companies. When the patriotic
people decided on a musical festival
by way of welcoming the Prince of
Wales, our present King, on his visit
to Canada, the leadership was given
into the hands of Doctor Torrington.
To such successful issue did he bring
it that when, later, the cousins across
the line were about to celebrate the
first Peace Jubilee in Boston they
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invited the Doctor to take charge of
the Canadian contingent. Not con-
tent with having his occasional help,
they set about securing him for them-
selves, and to this end offered him
the organ in King’s Chapel, Boston,
which he accepted.

Unflagging as ever in his zeal, he
formed and conducted societies
throughout the State, conducted the
mass rehearsals for the second Jubilee.
took part in the Harvard Symphony,
and Handel’s and Haydn’s orchestra,
keeping up the while the organ re-
citals in many churches, among them
Henry Ward Beecher’s, and also in
the Boston Music Hall.

In 1873 he came, in the full flush
of his achievement, to take the orgnn
and choir of the Metropolitai. Church,
Toronto. So strong a factor in the
success of the church did his musiz
btecome, that in places throughoait
Ontario the Metropolitan is still spo-
ken of as ‘‘Torrington’s church’ by
the middle-aged men and women who,
as boys and girls at school in Toronto
twenty-five or thirty years ago, fell
under the spell of the master musi-
cian’s touch on the organ-keys and
the singing of his choir.

The history of Doctor Torrington’s
career in Toronto has been, and con-
tinues to be, one of unabated faithful-
ness and vigour.. He has always re-
fused to fear work, or be daunted by
difficulties. Among his early efforts
was the reorganising of the Philhar-
monic Society, which, under his di-
rection produced such works as “‘The
Messiah,”” “‘Elijah;”” “Hymn of
Praise’” and ‘‘Creation.”” At the
present time the Toronto Festival
Chorus, organised by him in 1886,
West Toronto Chorus, with the To-

ronto Orchestra, are, under his direc-
tion, producing similar works. Doc-
tor Torrington stands identified with
many musical events of note, among
them the special performance to cele-
brate the late Queen’s Jubilee of suc-
cession to the throne; the opening of
Massey Music Hall in 1894, by re-
quest of Mr. Hart Massey, the donor
of the Hall, with Handel’'s ‘‘Mes-
siah,”” and the gala musical per-
formance with orchestra and chorus
in honour of the present Prince of
Wales’ visit in 1901. In recognition
of his worth, the University of To-
ronto bestowed upon him the degree
of Doctor of Music.

Doctor Torrington, as head of the
College of Music, as conductor at the
production of some massive work, or
waking the echoes in Boston Music
Hall or one of our own large churches
with that wonderful touch upon the
keys which marks him master of his
craft, is a notable figure, worthy of a
name and place that are peculiarly
his own,

But a word about the Doctor Tor-
rington of the library in his Pembroke
Street residence, with its open fire.
its profusion of books, pictures, mu-
sic—its atmosphere of pure home
life. The stronger the personality,
the more closely knit is the inner
circle to which it is revealed. To the
world at large he is the musician pure
and simple ; to his pupils he is known
as autocrat; but to the ‘‘hearthside
folk’” he is the genial, kindly soul, the
faithful friend, the “‘Torrington’

whom his followers admire as a man
and love as a boy—yes, as a boy—for
enough of the eternal youth of genius
is his to keep him a boy till the end
of the chapter.




THE LAND FOR THE PEOPLE

AN OUTLINE OF PROPOSED LAND REFORM IN ENGLAND, INVOLVING
SMALL OWNERSHIP, LAND BANKS, AND CO-OPERATION

BY SIR GILBERT PARKER

THE traveller over the vast prairies

of Canada, fifty years ago, saw
only alkali plains on which the buf-
falo fed; the first settlers in Australia
looked out upon the salt-bueh plains
where it seemed that only the dingo
and the kangaroo could find a living.
What a change has taken place! Now
the vast West of Canada, which was
supposed to be an alkali desert, in-
capable of effective human settlement,
is transformed into waving seas of
golden grain which help to feed vast
populations in Europe and give
homes and work to growing millions.
The salt-bush plains of Australia, the
undulating wastes of New Zealand,
have become wide fields of pasture
and farms of wheat. It is as though
a magician had spread out his wand
and altered the surface of those lands.
Behind that progress, behind those
changes, has lain the principle of
ownership : first, tenancy, as in the
case of Australia and New Zealand,
then ownership; in the case of Can-
ada, ownership—ownership—owner-
ship. The traveller in England half
a century ago and more, looked out
upon innumerable spaces covered
with waving corn. England was feed-
ing herself to a large degree. The
small owner, the yeoman farmer, was
to be found everywhere.

All that has changed. Our colonies
have plunged forward from the wild
grass and the wild pasture into rip»
rich, abundant cultivation. We ha re
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gone back into the more primary con-
dition of a nation. The land is being
turned into one great pasture; tae
small yeoman has gone; his children
have fled to take refuge in new lands,
or to be lost in the bitter competition,
the smothering congestion of great
cities. We have thrown away so much
agricultural wealth, seen with listless
minds the breaking down of the very
foundations of national strength that
it would almost seem too late to re-
construct, to rebuild.

Fortunately, however, all parties are
u accord that something should be
done. They are agreed upon all the
terms of the agricultaral ana land
problem save one, and that, unfortu-
nately, is the solution. Towards the
solution they travel a long way to-
gether, being agreed that small hold-
ings are the basis of real reform. But
on the vital question of tenure they
part company with some violence. The
Liberal party turns to perpetual ten-
ancy and land nationalism: the
Unionists turn to ownership. Union-
ists do not propose to do away with
tenancy, but propose that tenancy and
ownership shall exist side by side.
There are parte of the country where
large tenancies have been and are
successful, where very small farme
and small owners would not find fa-
vourable conditions; but universal and
perpetual tenancy, which denies full
scope to ambition, which prevents a
man from realising the desire to pos-
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gess, to own, to enable him to say,
““This is mine, all mine!”’ cannot but
undermine the vigour, hope, and
power of a people.

Still less can tenancy succeed when
the State is the landlord. The suc-
cess of tenancy depends not only on
the skill and industry of the tenant,
but on the sympathy and assistance
of the landowner. It has even been
urged that the small owner will suf-
fer through being thrown on his own
resources and deprived of a landlord’s
helpful sympathy. But so is the man
who becomee the tenant of the State
or of a County Council. He cannot
expect from a public body, the trus-
tee of the public, the aid which the
private landlord can, and does, give
to help him through hard times. The
tenant of the State, at the best, suf-
fers all the disadvantages of tenancy
and ownership without enjoying the
advantages of either. But under the
Small Holdings Act of 1907 his posi-
tion can be made still worse, for he is
forced to pay full rent, and also to
repay to the Council the purchase of
the land; and then, having paid the
purchase price of the land, he never
gets it. but remains a tenant for ever.
We propose a better way, the origin
of all progress—Ownership.

The policy of ownership is based on
human nature and experience. Dcep
in the heart of every man is the de-
gire of ownership. To have something,
however small, which he can call his
own, calls forth all that is best in him.
He is stimulated by the burden of re-
sponsibility and the fulness of reward.
The life of the small owner is not an
idyll; it is a serious, often a very hard
reality. Small ownership no more
gives immunity from toil or care than
any other occupation; it has its blanks
as well as its prizes. But it gives to
the owner the full and undivided re-
ward of his labours; all that he puts
into the soil is repaid to him, and to
him alone. And more, the land being
his, he has always something to leave
behind. The tenant can only leave
hie savings; the owner can leave his

savings and his property as well. It
ie in human nature that a man should
desire to be an owner; and the suc-
cesg or failure of all things depends
on their being in conformity or oppo-
sition to natural law. As applied to
land tenure, this theory has been
proved by every nation. By accept-
ing it, and translating it into action,
they have found a solution of those
agrarian problems which now afflict
us. It is not only the old and over-
crowded countries of Europe which
have sought and found the solution in
the distribution of the land among
small owners. Our own Colonies
whose land is thinly peopled and be
longs to the State, have created pri-
vate ownership, and have even found
it desirable to break up large estates
into small ownerships, in pursuance
of their policy of closer settlement.
The younger nations are doing this
to attract men to the land and to fill
their empty spaces; the older nations
have done it in order to find place for
their redundant population, and to
stimulate the capacity of the soil as
employer and producer. But all alike
have acted on the doctrine that it is
ownership which most attracts and
binds men to the land, and that small
ownership begets in the highest de-
gree the energies which secure the
utmost return from the soil. It is for
the future to show the results in the
New World ; but there is a century of
triumphant experience to which we
can appeal in the Old World.

Having adopted small ownership as
the basis of true land reform, the
first question is how these ownershipa
may be created. There are two classes
of men with whom we have to deal
—those who already rent land, who
are willing to buy, and whose land-
lorde are willing to sell; and those
who have no land, but who have the
capacity to make good husbandmen,
given the opportunity. And in both
cases we have to assume that the
would-be purchasers have little or no
capital of their own, certainly not
enough to enable them to pay any
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substantial share of the purchase
price and still retain working capital.
That the energies of such men should
be utilised to their fullest extent in
the regeneration of our greatest in-
dustry is a matter of national con-
cern; and therefore the resources of
the State should be employed to re-
lieve them of the handicap placed on
them by want of means. This obli-
gation has been admitted by England
in the case of Irish agriculture, but
it is not necessary that the method
adopted there should be adopted here.
There are objections to the creation of
a new loan by the State which could
be met by the establishment of a
Central Land Bank, having the guar-
antee of the State behind it, at any
rate in ite earliest stages. This Cent-
ral Land Bank might have four or
five dependent or branch banks in
the five great districts of England—
the North, the South, the East, the
Weet, and Wales. Or, again, there
might—there no doubt would—be
Provincial Land Banks, founded by
private enterprise, in which ths public
and the Government might take
stock, and these would provide pur-
chase-money for the small owner. No
hard-and-fast limit need here be set
to the amount of money to pe ad-
vanced. In Ireland the tenant pur-
chaser is provided with the whole
amount of the purchase money, and
the English Act of 1892 requires the
purchaser to find one-fifth. But it is
clear that, if the scheme is to be a
reality and a success, the greater part,
if not the whole, of the purchase
money will have to be advanced.
Behold, then, our owner settled on
his little farm. He has the land, the
pride of ownership, a little capital
perhaps, but not enough to carry him
on. He cannot make bricks without
straw, and he has no straw. Had the
small owner no one to fall back upon
he must fail; indeed, that is largely
why he failed in the past. And it is
true that he will have no landlord to
fall back upon. But it is part of the
Unionist land reform policy to pro-

vide a substitute for the landlord, to
enable him to fall back upon—him-
self.

Here we come to the last and most
vital item of the Unionist policy—co-
operation. Without providing for the
organisation of agriculture it would be
folly to risk the national credit in at-
tempting its regeneration, and it
would be cruel to expose industrious
men to almost certain disappointment:
and ruin. An agricultural organisa-
tion must take the form of co-opera-
tive effort. Co-operation, mutual help,
is only self-help under another aspect.
The individual is merged in a com-
munity of men in like case with him-
self without losing his individuality.
He contributes to the general body
the results of his character and ener-
gy, and is repaid an hundredfold by
getting the support and assistance of
his associated fellows. Co-operation
walks beside the small owner all the
way, buying for him, eelling for him,
and financing him.

Finance has been the stumbling-
block over which peasant proprietary
has fallen in the past; co-operation
alone can remove the obstacle. The
small owner must have easy access to
cheap money, and the access to cheap
money through the big joint-stock
banks not being easy for the small
man, he must form banks of his own;
he must create credit for himself.
This he does by forming co-operative
Village Banks on the lines laid down
by Raiffesien, such as cover the Con-
tinent and are succeeding go admir-
ably in Ireland. These Village Banks
must not be confused with the Land
Banks which provide purchase-money.

The Land Bank hag fulfilled its
functions when the small owner is
placed on his farm. The Village Bank
then steps in to provide the working
capital for ite cultivation. The Vil-
lage Bank has no shareholders and no
subscribed capital. It operates in a
small area; its members are known to
one another, and are elected for their
character. With them, and them
only, it deals. Ae they cannot become
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members unless they have a good
reputation for industry and honour,
they are able to borrow the money
they want for stocking their little
farms, for seeds, implements, and the
like, on the personal security of them-
selves and one or two friends. Their
character becomes an asset, because
they are dealing with men who know
them personally. The Village Bank
obtains its money by deposits, or by
advance from a Central Land Bank,
or (as in Ireland) from large ordinary
banks, with or without a Government
guarantee. Borrowing at low rates,
having no dividend to pay, and no
staff or office expenses, it can lend to
its members on very easy terms—of-
ten only a penny per pound per
month. Being based on the principle
of mutual help, the Bank Committee
consider the purposes for which loans
are asked, and advise the borrowers as
to the employment of the money.
The small owner buys in small
quantities, and so has to pay retail
prices for seeds, manures, feeding
stuffs, implements, and so on. Con-
veying them in small quantities, he
has heavy charges for transport. Be-
ing a small customer, and of little
account, dishonest dealers often palm
off inferior articles upon him. He
thus buys in the dearest and frequent-
ly the inferior markets. In his farm
work he is handicapped by lack of
suitable implements. He cannot af-
ford expensive modern machinery; he
works on too small a scale to make
its use profitable, even if he could;
and yet competition requires him to be
up-to-date in his methods. Co-opera-
tion takes him by the hand and helps
him past these difficulties. Co-opera-
tive societies buy what their members
need, from machinery down to fencing
wire, direct from the manufacturers
at wholesale prices, and transport in
bulk, thereby getting cheaper railway
rates. Their custim is worth having,
therefore the manufacturers supply
them with the best material. Neigh-
bouring small owners combine to buy,
or hire, expensive implements, and

use them in common. Thus by co-
operation the working costs of the
small farmer are lowered and his effi-
ciency increased.

Last of all in the industrial process
comes the distribution of the produce
of the farm. Here, again, the small
man, by himself, is seriously handi-
capped. It is almost impossible for
him to sell his stuff to the best ad-
vantage. If he hawks his produce
himself, he has to neglect the busi-
ness he knows best; if he gells through
dealers, he is often at the mercy of a
“‘ring’’; in any case his profits pass
through many hands and shrink in
passing. He cannot study the mar-
kets, nor, if he did, can he avail him-
self of higher prices in places at a dis-
tance. He cannot make contracts to
supply goods, because he has not the
quantity of produce to enable him to
fill his contracts regularly, nor grade
it to a regular standard. And always,
and in small quantities, he has to pay
high rates of carriage. Once more co-
operation steps in and takes the busi-
ness of distribution off his hands.
The Co-operative Society advises him
how best to sell his stock, and it sees
that he gets full value. It collects his
milk, fruit, eggs, and vegetables at
ite depots, and sends them away in
bulk, and therefore cheaply, to the
centres where it has contracts, or
where prices are highest. Thus the
small farmer gets the best return for
his labour, is relieved of business
which he does not understand, and
shares in the profit of the societies
which have helped him.

To encourage and assist the devel-
opment of co-operation, in finance,
production, and distribution, is an es-
sential and integral part of Land Re-
form. Without credit and co-opera-
tion, small ownership cannot succeed.
Without ownership, credit and co-op-
eration will not produce their highest
results. It is by the combination of
all three that we can hope to call out
the best qualities of the husbandman,
and give his energies the fairest pros-
pect of success.
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BY MAZO DE LA ROCHE

WITH a great sigh of relief, Doctor
Girard lifted the latch of the
Seigneur’s gate and passed into the
quiet shade of the laurels, and the
grateful coolness of the grass path
which led to the Seigneur’s front door.
The door stood open, and somewhere,
from the dimness beyond, Madame
Berthe emerged at the sound of the
knocker. At sight of the doctor, she
began to talk volubly as she ad-
vanced.

“Ah, Monsieur Girard! How glad
I am that you are come at last! Mon-
sieur de Valleau is greatly exhausted
—+the result of this terrible attack, you
understand—the eyes staring—the
chin sunk—and he shivers—mon
Dieu! like this—'' and her plump
sides shook in futile imitation.

Doctor Girard removed his broad
straw hat and fanned his heated and
bewildered face.

““But, nom de Dieu, madame,’’ he
objected, ‘it is incredible! When I
left monsieur this morning, he was
vastly improved, the pulse tranquil,
the brow cool—it is incredible—in-
credible.”’

He repeated the word several times
mechanically as though to conceal be-
hind it some half-formed thought.
Then tentatively, he raised his eyes
to the face of the housekeeper with
the kind keenness peculiar to men in
his profession.

‘““Madame Berthe,”’ he said, speak-
ing softly, as he always did to women,
““what did Monsieur de Valleau do
that induced this second attack ?”’

The quiet insistence of his tone
produced in her a sort of agitated
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calm. Her breast heaved, but her
voice reflected the calmness of his.

“Is it necessary, professionally,
monsieur, that you know ?”’

“Very necessary, indeed.”

“For the good of Monsieur de Val-
leau ?”’

“For his good.”’

Madame Berthe raised her arched
brows appealingly; the doctor bent
his bristling gray ones in final deci-
sion. ‘“‘For his good.”

“Trés bien!’’ she broke out. ‘I
will play the spy! My tongue shall
repeat what my eyes had no right to
gee. But if it benefit Monsieur Louis,
for what does my honour count ? You
understand! And to speak—what re-
lief! I feel sometimes Monsieur
Girard that I must burst with the
seeret if T retain it longer!”

The doctor nodded sympathetically
and she went on:

“You ask, monsieur, what the
Seigneur has done to induce this re-
lapse. I answer — nothing. He is
powerless, I believe, to combat the
cause of these sicknesses. And the
whole cause, Monsieur Girard, is the
Stradivarius violin! It calls to him
with a thousand tongues, each one
more false than the tongue of a wo-
man—hein? You laugh? But we are
false, monsieur. Once with that
brown harlot on his arm he is become
as a straw, blown about by every gale
of melody. After the ecstasy, there
is the price to pay in his poor throb-
bing head and broken nerves—uvoila!
I send for Doctor Girard! As for
Mademoiselle Gabrielle, she only en-
courages him in his madness, and she
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—my faith — with four Saints’
names !”’

She paused to take breath. Doctor
Girard, seizing the opportunity, led
her with gentle pressure into the dim
parlour, and, placing an arm-chair for
her, he seated himself opposite with
an air of determination.

““Now,”’ he said, ‘‘behind all these
metaphors, there is something more
than a bagatelle. Seated so, we can
discuss the matter with more com-
posure, and you will be able, my dear
lady, to lay the entire case before me
with your accustomed precision and
admirable discernment.”’

Madame Berthe relaxed for a mo-
ment into an appreciative smile; then,
with a wave of her plump hands
brushed an imaginary veil from be-
tween them, and began:

*“Voila! the whole story!”’

*‘I have lived in this house, as per-
haps you know, for more than forty
years. I arrived from Old France
a year before the birth of Monsieur
Louis, the present seigneur, and con-
sequently, two years prior to the death
of my dear lady, his mother. Since
that time he has been as a son to
me, always gentle, always consider-
ate, and yet, on occasion, of a mulish
stubbornness. When he desires any-
thing, one may as well give in with a
good grace, for he will have his way
in the end, of a surety.

‘“As a child, he was like a little
bird, so full of musie, hearing voices
where others were deaf. For example,
the great poplar that shadows the
house—you have observed it ?’’

“One of the stateliest of its kind,
madame.”’

“Eh bien! He would lie on the
grass by the hour with his little face
turned upward toward its trembling
leaves. ‘Don’t you hear it Tante
Berthe ?” he would call, ‘That’s the
Spirit of the Poplar whispering to
me!” And me, monsieur, I heard
nothing save the leaves rustling. in
that aggravating way that poplars
have, but pouf! I made pretense to
hear it also—to please my little Louis.

““‘Alors, when he was fourteen, the
old seigneur presented him with a
violin all inlaid with pearl. That was
the beginning. Before a month, he
could play anything with assurance
from the songs of Old France to the
boatman’s chant of Canada. But for
the dance music, he was superb! In-
comparable! You know Remi Ledue,
monsieur, who keeps the tavern ?”’

‘‘He is a rascal, madame.”’

‘“Without doubt. But you admié
that he fiddles well? Alors, I have
seen Monsieur Louis and Remi, as
boys, at a country dance, making mu-
gic that put the devil in one’s heels
—and such a picture they made—
young Remi with his wicked black
curls and bold eyes and my dear lad
gso slim and pensive and all lost in
the melody. But to return! Finally
Monsieur Lambert, Louis’ tutor, de-
clared it a waste of time for the boy
to drudge over Latin and mathematics
with so great a talent unrefined and
the old Seigneur was persuaded to
send him to Montreal to make a study
of the violin. So Monsieur Lambert
conveyed him thither — the worst
day’s work of his life. For five years
we saw him only during short visits.
Then, when he was twenty the old
Seigneur gent for him. He was grow-
ing feeble and he wanted his boy at
his side. Mais — do you think that
Monsieur Louis remained here in con-
tent ? No, it was nothing but Rome,
Rome, Rome! It seemed that a great
master of the violin taught there and
nothing would do but he must have
lessons of him, and, en passant, I be-
lieve, to see a little of the world. Now
had it been dear Paris—but Rome!”’
Madame Berthe’s dimpled fingers
waved contempt.

‘““However, Rome it was, and musie
it was, till there was no living in peace
with him! For me, I liked his playing
less than before — all the esprit, the
gaiety had gone out of it. It made
one think of Ember days, and cold
night winds and the poplar tree.
Finally, monsieur, the music came
between the father and son. There
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was no longer the same camaraderie.
They would sit almost silent at their
meals, the old Seigneur worried and
depressed ; Monsieur Louis dreamy
and preoccupied. In spite of myself,
I was in sympathy with the boy. T
is the woman’s way, n’est-ce pas?

‘““And, en effet, there was small
pleasure in a little village, for a young
gentleman of his attainments. Then,
one spring morning, quite unexpected-
ly, the old Seigneur died in this same
arm-chair. Mon Dieu! After the first
hour of grief, I could see the resolve
in my boy’s eyes, shining in spite of
himself. One night, a month later,
he led me to the hall window, which
gives on the south. ‘Tante Berthe,’
he whispered in my ear, ‘don’t you
hear the Spirit of the Poplar Tree ?
It's calling me—'Louis de Valleau,
come to Rome!’ And oh, Tante
Berthe, I must heed the call, and go!’

“It was his way of breaking the
news to me; and of what avail was it
that I should demur? Aprés tout, he
was a de Valleau and I his house-keep-
er. So, almost before I realised it,
our adieux were made, and I was left
to face the solitary years.”’

She fell silent and the unheeded
tears ran down her cheeks. Doctor
Girard looked out at the poplar,
whose trunk, an arm’s length from
the window, showed sternly against
the green of the laurels. When he
had given the house-keeper time to
recover her composure he turned to
her and said gently:

“We all know, madame, how the
Seigneur went to Rome, and how you
bore those years of loneliness without
complaint.”’

“Thank you, monsieur. It was al-
most seven years till his return, but
he wrote faithfully. It coes without
saying what pride I had in his suec-
cess.

“Alors, he wrote one day that a
beautiful and gifted Italian lady had
given him a rare old Stradivarius vio-
lin of great value. Monsieur,”” with
a slight shrug, ‘‘everyone knows that
he married her, and that four years

later, he came home, broken in health
and spirit, with the Petite Gabrielle
in his arms, all that was left to him
of Rome and that unhappy union
Tell me, what do they say in the vil-
lage concerning her?”’

““That at the best, she is worse than
dead to him; that, at the worst, he is
better here than there.”’

““Ah, they know much, monsieur,
but not the worst, which is—"’
Madame Berthe leaned toward him
with an air of mystery and whispered
—“that she was no great lady but
une danseuse, who won her bread by
her agility and so pirouetted into the
heart of my boy. Would such as she
be faithful even to a de Valleau?
Mon Dieu, no! But he is loyal to
her — quixotically so — to the extent
of sending her every sou that can be
spared. Spared! Heaven forgive him!
He does his best to starve us that the
economies may be sent to her at
Rome!”’

“These economies, then,”” asked
the doctor, ‘‘is it that they affect the
health of Monsieur de Valleau to such
an alarming extent or — but I see,
madame, that the half of your dis-
closures have not been made. Pray
proceed.”’

“Ah, doctor, the Seigneur would
rather die than that I should inform
you of this? But in what a dilemma
am I? Shall T allow him to die when
you perhaps can save him ? Doctors,
too, like priests, remember nothing
that is best forgotten, hé? Eh bien,
there are two things from which you
must save the Seigneur, himself—
and the Stradivarius violin.”’

Doctor Girard nodded, his patient
dark face immobile. Madame Berthe
proceeded.

‘““Musie, in its place, monsieur, is &
joyful thing. Am I not a Frenchwo-
man ? The promenade — the cos-
tumes — a tang of the sea in the air
— the military band — oh! trés agré-
able! Mais — music in the dead of
night, a piercing bizarre wailing of
one violin — is it agreeable, mon-
sieur? Does it soothe the senses?
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As for the dancing of Mademoiselle
Gabrielle, I call it indecent. And,
without doubt, it is that which kills
the Seigneur by inches.

‘It was in this manner that I be-
came cognisant of it. In November
last I was a martyr to neuralgia of
the teeth. Eh bien! One night about
the hour of twelve I raised myself
from my couch in despair. I am
crazed with pain. Will nothing re-
lieve me ? Suddenly, I remind my-
self of the ginger tea. I determine
to make a cup with just a suspicion
of whisky blanc.

“I light my candle and grope my
way toward the pantry. Then, as I
open the stairway door, I am para-
lysed with horror by an unearthly
gound of music. During a moment I
try to convince myself that it is but
the howling of the wind, for it is a
stormy night. But no, as I strain
my ears I become certain that it pro-
ceeds from the chamber of Monsieur
le Seigneur. It is the violin! And,
blessed Mother! Such music! It
was like the cry of a soul lost at sea
—it was as the creak of the guillotine
—still more it resembled the dance of
the dead leaves in November and the
bare branches of the poplar scraping
on the eaves.

‘“But there is not much of the dance
in me. I stumble down the stairway
to the Seigneur’s door. I press my
eye to the keyhole. My knees tremble
as with the ague.

““The chamber is half-lit by a shifty
moonlight. There is one bright patch
directly before the door. Suddenly I
become aware of the sound of quick
breathing. I press my eye still closer.
Then in the moonlight I see made-
moiselle in her night-robe. She darts
forward, she crouches, she spins like
one possessed. Her lightness, her
grace, her tricks of the hands and
head are those of the trained dancer.

‘I can no more remove my eye
from the keyhole than I can remove
it from its socket. T remain there I
know not how long; then the music
ceases and I see no more of made-

moiselle. The voice of the Seigneur
comes then, very weak and broken.
He is saying—'Draw the blind, my
child, and then to thy bed. Promise
me that you will forget this night.’

“I hear the child say, ‘Yes, papa’
—the sound of a kiss — then, in a
moment, she is in the hall.

““Once the door is safely closed, I
clutch her by the arms and drag her
to the pantry. She makes no sound.
She is dazed by my attack.

“ ‘Little evil one!’ I scream, shak-
ing her — in truth I am beside my-
self—Explain !’ I seream, ‘explain!’ ”’

The house-keeper’s voice rose to a
high pitch and Doctor Girard made a
warning gesture.

‘““Ah, forgive me if I appear foolish-
ly wrought up, monsieur, but these
occurrences have preyed on me for
nearly a year! For the rest, there is
little to tell. I questioned Mademoi-
selle Gabrielle closely. She is a truth-
ful child although like no de Valleau
I have ever seen. She said, looking
me in the eyes: ‘My papa called me
and I ran to him in my nightrobe.
When I entered his room he was play-
ing the Strad. Without resting hig
bow, he nodded and emiled at me and
gaid—‘Dance!”” I cross myself,
Tante Berthe, it is the truth. I knew
the way at once.’

‘“ ‘Had this ever occurred before ?’
I demanded. Yes, twice, she replied;
once a long, long time ago, and once
in the summer. Did I not remember,
when her papa was ill? Hélas! 1
had cause to remember!”’

““And the next day ?’’ interrogated
Monsieur Girard.

‘“My toothache was departed.’”’

““And Monsieur de Valleau ?”’

‘‘Enervated beyond speech, and ir-
ritable, mon Dieu! like a caged lion!”’

‘“And Mademoiselle Gabrielle ?”’

‘“As though nothing had happened
—gay, singing through the house,
gambolling with some young kittens,
and imploring me to make a pdté for
her supper.” ’

“How often has this occurred
since ?”’

T R——
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““Once again in the early spring and,
during the last month, three times.”’

““You have seen nothing ?”’

‘““Absolutely. At times I awake in
the night starting with perspiration,
listening involuntarily for the sound
of music. It is but a fancy. Only
by the extreme exhaustion of the
Seigneur on the following day can I
draw any conclusions concerning the
night before. I am convinced that
my dear Seigneur is powerless to re-
sist this evil, and, as for mademoi-
selle, who can blame her? She is as
the good God made her. The dance
is in her blood. Does the bird know
why he sings ? Tt is the Stradivarius
alone which is responsible. While it
is in the Seigneur’'s chamber may the
Saints pray for him! Voila tout.”

With this pious invocation Madame
Berthe laid her palms together with
some complacency. It was not often
that she had so good a listener or a
narrative o thrilling.

Doctor Girard rose without com-
ment.

“I neglect my patient,”” he said
abruptly. ‘“‘If you will pardon me,
madame—"’

He bowed at the door and turning,
ascended the steep stairway. At the
turning his spare figure was lost in
the upper dimnese.

In the chamber of Monsieur de
Valleau, it was so dim indeed, that
a moment passed before the doctor
oould discern the face and hands of
his patient showing pale against the
carving of his high-backed chair. Then
he advanced.

‘““Ah, a pleasant morning to you,
monsieur! Shall T open your shutters
a bit? I can make nothing tangible
out of you in this gloom.”

““Yes — and nothing very tangible
in the sunshine either. I am growing
to be such stuff as dreams are made
of, doctor.”’

The voice came with penetrating
clearness, vibrant as the tone of a
‘cello. Doctor Girard unlatched the
shutters, admitting a pathway of sun-

light. Then, being seated, he laid his
fingers lightly on the Seigneur’s wrist.

“H'm! As I expected — extreme
lassitude, following a period of intense
excitement. It is inevitable.”

He raised his eyes to the Seigneur’s
face with frank scrutiny. The Seig-
neur’'s own eyes, long-lashed, with
something of the delicacy of a wo-
man’s, narrowed a little, then he
smiled faintly.

“Whom am I to thank for the in-
sinuation in your tone, Monsieur le
Docteur ? Ts it that you imagine I
have been drinking?”’

It was not the habit of the little
doctor to beat about the bush. He
came to the point now with trenchant
directness.

““Not alcohol, monsieur, assuredly
not. But there are other excesses as
evil in their effects.”” He nodded to-
ward where the Stradivarius lay in ite
rosewood case. ‘‘Music for example!
Sometimes people become crazed over
that. I have been observing you
carefully, monseigneur, and I think
that ie at the root of your trouble
I may as well say I am positive this
is the case.”” Catching a gleam of
anger 1n the Seigneur’s eyes, he add-
ed, with a slight shrug: “You see, I
an your medical adviser, otherwise,
to me, you were above suspicion. But
that which I suspect—I know.”’

Louis de Valleau made as though
to rige, then, with a certain weariness
of movement, habitual to him, and
now accentuated by his physical de-
pression, he threw himself back in his
chair and faced the doctor.

““Ah, Girard,”” he said, with one of
his sudden emiles. ‘“You have me at
last, old humbug! It goes without
saying that you are right. TIt’s the
music madness that is killing me—
the madness of music — and motion
—the music of motion”’— he passed
his hand confusedly across his eyes—
““Ah, faith! I'm a poor sort of fellow.
I shall go on a little longer, while the
spark holds out to burn and then—at
last—TI shall step off into the night,
and so—bon soir!”’ He made a light
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gesture of the fingers as one who casts
away a cigarette, at the same time
watching the elder man, somewhat
boyishly, to observe the effect of his
words.

Doctor Girard scratched his grizzled
chin in thought for a moment, then he
raised his inquiring gaze to the
Seigneur’s face and asked slowly:
“And when you step off into the
night, Louis le Débonnaire, will
Mademoiselle Gabrielle accompany
you, or will she remain behind per-
chance to reap the harvest you have
sown ?”’

¥

An hour later, Madame Berthe, in
attendance in the hall below per-
ceived the little doctor marching
soberly down the stairs with the
Stradivarius violin held awkwardly be-
fore him. As he reached the bottom
step he extended the instrument to
madame, who took it by the neck
gingerly, and for a moment they con-
templated its urbane polished surface
in silence. Then madame, breaking
inbo tears, laid her head in the black
lace cap, quite simply, on the homely
breast of Doctor Girard.

With a tenderness in which there
was a hint of exasperation, he patted
her plump shoulder, grumbling : ‘‘Ma-
dame, for the love of Heaven, con-
tain yourself! Tut! tut! For what
are you crying ? God bless me, what
a woman!”’

The pats became almost fierce, and
Madame Berthe was induced to raise
her head and straighten her cap,
which was drooping dejectedly over
one eye.

“I am an old fool!” she ecried.
“But it seems too good to believe!
Tell me, doctor, did Monsieur de Val-
leau surrender it willingly ? Shall T
dare approach him ?”’

“‘Of a certainty. You will find him
quite penitent and very docile. Be
cheerful in hig presence, make a deal
of him — you women know the way.
Above all, see that he eats plenty of
nourishing food. It is of the utmost
importance. Some good Burgundy. a

cutlet to breakfast, French chocolate
broiled chickens, grapes— in short,
let him live well. We cannot produce
a materialist, madame, from a diet of
music and pills!”’

He knew more of the house
keeper’s economies that she was
aware. As he stood on the threshold.
he added in a whisper: ‘““And if he
demands the violin, send for me, send
for me.”’

The doctor’s spare figure had barely
disappeared behind the laurels, when
Gabrielle emerged from them. She
was in white and her curling brown
hair hung loosely about her face. The
warmth of an honest wrath showed in
her olive cheeks. Her eyes smaller
and more almond-shaped than her
fathers, had in their depths a latent
recklessness that went well with the
poise of her small, finely formed head.

“Tante Berthe!’’ ghe burst out,
‘““are you in love with Doctor Girard ?
Tell me — I demand to know! For I
saw you in his armse one moment ago
—with my own eyes! Tante Berthe,
I think you are a very wicked old
woman, I do indeed! As for Doctor
Girard—grr-r!”’

She towered fiercely over poor Ma-
dame Berthe, who had sunk in a
confused heap on the door-sill, and
now, rocking herself to and fro, in-
quired pathetically: ‘““What has come
over me this day?”’

““Tell me, were you making love,
ma tante ?”’ reiterated the child. “‘Tt
is no use to deny. I caught you in
the act. Last féte day I saw Henri
Gosselin and Marie Roy making love.
It was the very same — her head on
his shoulder, her hat over one eye,
as your cap to-day — oh, it was un-
speakably the same!”

The picture of herself thus conjured
up touched Madame’s ever keen sense
of humour. She began to laugh
hysterically.

““Oh, naughty child!’”’ she gasped,
embracing Gabrielle, ‘‘for what was
I born! T leave my beloved France
and come to these wilds to nurse your
dear grandmamma. T bring up your

i Sl
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poor papa. I am a mother to you al-
though you are like no de Valleau 1
have ever seen. Finally, in my old
age, I am accused of making love to
a bourgeois Canadian doctor! C’est
fini, let me crawl away to die!”

Gabrielle was conscience-stricken.
She pressed her cheek to that of the
house-keeper and slipped her arms
about her neck whispering: ‘‘Forgive
me, ma tante, it is I who am wicked,
me, with four Saints’ names. I will
eat mutton broth to my dinner — I
will embroider my sampler for an hour
—7T will even wear my hair in plaits
without complaint! Do you love me
now 2’

“La, la, chérie! Attends donc!
And I shall tell thee why thy foolish
old nurse laid her head on the shoul-
der of Doctor Girard. Tt wae that
she might shed tears of thankfulness
because she believes that he will be
able perhaps to make thy dear papa
quite well again.’’

She led Gabrielle to the oak-beamed
parlour then and told her what had
taken place and how they must be
heedful to keep the Seigneur always
cheerful and that it was to be her
little part to bring him flowers, to
read to him ; that she must be a little
mother to him in place of a daughter,
and she must kiss him on both cheeks,
but never, never, speak of the evil
Stradivarius. Monsieur Girard de-
pended on her.

Gabrielle’s cheeks flushed as she
listened and her eyes widened in con-
templation of her new responsibility.
Heretofore, she had been refused ad-
mittance to the Seigneur’s room dur-
ing his illness; now, she would be
allowed to lavish all her love on him
and that would make him well with-
out fail. She hugged Tante Berthe
rapturously and then demanded:

“But if I nurse my father what
will be your part?”’

““Ah, that is the heart-break, ma
petite! Monsieur Girard says it is
imperative that thy papa have the
best of food, the most expensive wine,
peaches, chocolate, young fowls and

cutlets — where is the money for
these ? That is what vexes me. You
see, our little garden here produces
none of them; indeed, we shall have
to send to Quebec, I fear. I have
almost no money, and I dare not
harass thy papa when he is so ill.
Where, then, can we obtain it ?’’

“Tante Berthe, I know, by the way
your lip twists, that you have some
plan. Is it to ask Monsieur le curé ?”’

The house-keeper smiled uneasily.

“No, not that. Thy papa would
prefer to die—I am certain. But there
is a way—it is true I have been
thinking of it—it seems unavoidable
—to sell the violin.”

Gabrielle reddened to the neck. She
left her seat and went to where the
Stradivarius lay on a marble table.
She drew her fingers -caressingly
across the strings and said slowly
with a little catch in her voice: “‘If
would be like stealing—like stealing.”

“Fi donc!” exclaimed Madame
Berthe hurriedly. ‘“What things you
say, child! When the good papa is
quite well again, he can buy it back.
I will make that stipulation on the
bargain.”’

The truth was that she had deter-
mined not to give the Stradivarius
house-room for another night. Might
not some ghostly bow draw from its
strings the prelude to another mid-
night dance? Come what might, she
would save Louis de Valleau and his
child from themselves.

“Ah, but no one would buy it,”
said Gabrielle, hopefully.

“T have thought of that also,”” said
Madame Berthe. ‘Tt shall be Remi
Teduc, the landlord of Le Chien
Noir. He broke his fiddle yesterday
over the head of Jean Baptiste Ratte
because he would beat time on the
floor with his hob-nailed boots. Eh
bien! Remi shall buy the violin and
when thy dear papa is quite himself
again, we shall buy it back, my pet
—mn’'est-ce pas?”’

Gabrielle nodded; she dared not
trust herself to speak. She was strug-
gling to grasp the extent of the void
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which the loss of the Strad would
make in her eventless life. It had
been as one of the family. Its silvery
notes had called her with the yearning
of a mother’s voice. When a little
child she had gazed at her own re-
flection in its deep red-brown sur-
face as in a mother’s eyes. A hot
tear splashed on it, and with her fin-
ger she traced the moisture on the
polished wood. It took the form of a
cross. She was thrilled by the
thought that it was marked thus with
the sacred sign for a sacrifice.

The remainder of the afternoon she
went about dreamily, scarcely speak-
ing, and once, when her father drew
her to his side and kissed her, she
burst into tears, and implored him to
say that he loved her and was en-
tirely pleased with her. When the
tea hour came, she carried her salad
and brown bread to the porch and ate
it from the doorstep, and grew com-
forted in watching how the sunlight
left the lowlier things, bit by bit, till
at last only the topmost branch of the
poplar tree was gold.

Inside, Madame Berthe consumed
many cups of strong tea preparatory
to her encounter with the landlord of
Le Chien Noir, with whom she meant
to drive a thrifty bargain. At twilight
she emerged, wearing an air of great
cheerfulness and her winter cloak,
which only partially concealed the
form of the Stradivariue beneath her
arm,

She would have embraced Gabrielle,
but the child turned her face away, so
she contented herself with kissing a
bit of white neck that showed between
the curls.

When the gate clicked Gabrielle,
watching through her hair, saw the
ample bonnet of Tante Berthe bob-
bing above the hedge as she trudged
down the road. How hot she must be
in that heavy cloak! Gabrielle felt
sorry now that she had not kissed her,
and, after a moment’s reflection, she
ran to the gate to wave a kiss and call
an au revoir. Madame Berthe halted
and returned the salute as well as she

could, being so much incommoded.

There was no difficulty in persuad-
ing the landlord of Le Chien Noir to
purchase the Seigneur’s violin. Al-
ready, he was lamenting his stupidity
in breaking his own beloved fiddle
over the bullet head of Jean Bap-
tiste Ratte. The poker would have
been equally effective and infinitely
harder to break! So he paid the ten
pounds which Madame Berthe de-
manded, so cheerfully, that the good
soul felt a pang of regret that she had
not made it twenty. In this manner,
the Stradivarius, which had been the
idol of a Roman antiquary became the
pride of a little inn-keeper of Quebec,
and its mellow-throated strings were
tuned to lowlier themes.

Thus supplied with ample means
to indulge her housewifely instincts,
Madame Berthe purchased seasonable
delicacies to tempt the appetite of
Louis de Valleau, who dutifully ate
his pdtés, his Burgundy, his mellow
peaches, his clam purée, without in-
quiry as to their probable source.

As the daye passed without refer-
ence to the Strad from her father,
Gabrielle’s courage rose and she be-
gan to be very happy in her post of
nurse and little mother to him.

They spent their days together, and
when twilight fell they would draw
their chairs close to the window to
catch the last light on the page she
was reading.

One evening she read ‘‘La Feuille.”
It was in late Seéptember, but the
breeze that ruffled her brown hair,
was balmy. As she reached the words:

“Je Vais ot va toute chose,

O va la fewille de rose

Et la feuille de laurier.”
—the Seigneur’s white fingers cov-
ered the page and he drew her closer
to him.

““Shut the book, sweetheart,’”” he
said, ‘‘shut the book and let us sit
quiet for a while together.”

So Gabrielle stretched her arm
across hie knees and laid her head
against his breast with her face up-
turned to his; and the Seigneur look-
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ing down at her, praised the tinting
in her cheeks and hair and said her
mouth was like her mother’s.

The thought of her seemed to in-
crease his sadness, and presently he
suggested that they take a turn in the
air on the balcony beyond the bed-
chamber. So they paced up and down
with his arm about her neck. The
peacefulness of the night was falling,
and from the garden’s obscurity the
sweet odour of the white stocks came
up to them.

When the Seigneur tired, they
leaned their arms on the balustrade
watching how the lights came out,
one by one, in the village below. The
Seigneur discovered a yellowing
branch on the poplar tree and said
that autumn was come at last, but
Gabrielle insisted that it was but the
work of some destructive worm. He
did not answer and she heard him re-
peat to himself:

“T go where all things go,

Where goes the leaf of the rose

And the leaf of the laurel tree.”

Gabrielle, elipping her hand into
his, whispered, ‘‘Father, will you not
come in now? The dew is falling.”
He gmiled at her and obeyed At
the door she whispered again: ‘‘Fa-
ther!”

‘““Yes, sweetheart.””

“Father, I do not intend to read
those verses about the fallen leaf
again, because they make you sad.”

*

When Gabrielle awoke that night
the moonlight was on her face, and
she believed for a moment it was that
which had aroused her. Then she
saw her father standing at her bed-
side. In contrast to the sombreness
of his long maroon dressing robe, the
clear-cut purity of his lineaments was
such that she fancied him a part of
her dream. He touched her again.

“Wake up, ma petite! Father needs
thee.”

She raised herself to her knees and
laid her hands on his breast. “‘For
what, mon pére? Art thou ill?”

He bent over her and answered in
a half-playful manner, as though to
reassure her: ‘“‘Mais, non. Not ill.
But my heart cries out for the old
Strad — to hear it singing on my
breast — ah, little one, I am not to
be denied this time! You see tho
music is here,”” touching his forehead
““and it must get out at the fingers
or -— confusion — confusion — mad-
ness — no, I don’t mean that, not
that — but bring the Strad to my
room without delay — I won’t be de-
nied, Gabrielle.”’

‘“But, papa,’’ she gasped in terror,
““the Strad — the Strad — it is not
—oh, mon Dieu — it is gone — a long
way—Tante Berthe—"’

“T know. You must pass her door
—but go on tiptoe. Have care on the
staircase, the third step creaks — re-
member. Oh! we shall not disturb
madame !”’

He gave one of his old light ges-
tures, stood in the doorway a moment,
smiling at her, and was gone.

Gabrielle pressed her fingers to her
eyes and forced herself to face the
task which lay before her, to regain
the Stradivarius at any cost to take
the music from her father’s head—
his poor bewildered head — lest he
should go mad with the music always
singing in his brain. She crept to the
chair where ner clothes lay folded.

‘“Blessed Sainte Gabrielle,”’
murmured, as she drew them on,
“help thy child.”” Then she fell to
repeating over and over with a sense
of comfort—‘‘Mamma, oh, mamma!”’
She had never said that before.

Her frock on, she stole, scarcely
breathing, to the staircase. The third
step creaked loudly. She had forgot-
ten to avoid it. There was a moment
of painful listening in which it seemed
to the child that her whole being be-
came as an ear, shat she could hear
with her fingers and her forehead.
But the midnight silence was broken
only by the ticking of the great old
clock in the hall below. She ven-
tured the remaining steps.

With timid fingers she drew the

she
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boltse on the front door and stepped
out into the moonlight. She had
never been alone in the outdoor night
before, and the familiar scene in the
unfamiliar aspect brought a clutch of
dread to her throat. The chirp of the
crickets which in the morning was so
merry, seemed at this hour to have a
sombre note. ‘‘They never sleep,”
she thought, wonderingly.

On the grass path there was no
need to tiptoe. The full moon hung
low and luminous in the sky and
every grass spear glistened with its
weight of dew.

“The fairies are at work,”” she
thought now, ‘‘spinning the cobweb
for the morning.”’

Something alive started from the
grass at her feet and she fled back
to the friendly shelter of the stone
porch.

““Gtabrielte Catherine Anne Marie,”’
she panted, ‘‘little coward, wicked lit-
tle coward — and you with four
saints’ names!”’

She began then to repeat her bed-
time prayer aloud, and, thus armed,
she passed safely over the grass path,
through the vine-covered gate and on
to the road. How long and white in
the moonlight! She ran quickly and,
after a little, she left off saying her
prayer and repeated again: ‘“Mamma,!
mamma!”’

At the foot of the hill which led to
the church there was a little roadside
Calvary. She knelt to cross herself
and started to see a small bird fly
from ite shelter. The road was rough
and once she fell, but even as she
eried a little in self-pity, she saw the
bright lights of Le Chien Noir, and
was cheered. At the doorstep she
gummoned her courage and knocked
with her knuckles. The music within
ceased and the landlord flung wide
the door. His burly figure filled the
opening; the Strad was tucked under
one arm. At sight of the girl his
handsome florid face gaped in mute
astonishment ; his very curls seemed
to stand more upright.

But Gabrielle had no time for ex-

planations. She stretched out her
hands toward the violin imperatively.

“For to-night — just this once—
Monsieur le Seigneur demands it—
my papa, you know!”

‘“Bapteme! Ma’m’selle,
gone mad ?”’

“No— oh, no! Not me — but my
papa — if he does not get his violin
—he is very ill, and the music is all
in his head, you see—"’

““A thousand pardons, ma’m’selle!
If T had the intelligence of a pig 1T
should have understood at once. You
will permit that I carry it to the gate.
N’est-ce pas? The hillside makes a
lonely walk for so young a demoi-
gelle.”” Gabrielle shook her head.

“But no, M’sieu Leduc. I prefer
much to go alone. I shall run all the
way and the Strad is very light.”’

“Mon Dieu! You should see me
run! An antelope, Ma'm’selle Ga-
brielle.”” He looked at her intently,
observing how she was growing some-
thing more than a child. Gabrielle
impatiently took possession of the vio-
lin with—‘‘No, no, I shall run faster.”’
Then, looking wistfully up at him she
added : ‘“You will keep it secret—my
coming ?”’

““As the grave, Ma'm’selle. What
a mystery for Saint Loo! I am dis-
coursing sweet music on the Strad
—T am called, summoned to the door
—TI perceive a vision in white—the
violin is wrenched from my grasp—
the vision disappears—pouf! like that!
I am alone. Quelle grande mystére!
Also, mysteries are good for the
trade.”’

The last was to himself, for Gabri-
elle having gained possession of the
Strad, ran off without ceremony, and
was now but a white shadow up the
road. As for fear, she felt none, with
the glim brown body of the violin
pressed against her breast. When she
passed the little Calvary this time,
she looked the other way and made
no sign.

At last she felt the cool moist turf
of the path beneath her feet and
latched the gate behind her. Close

are you
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beside her father’s open window, its
branches almost entering the room,
stood the poplar, very still and slen-
der, wearing an air as of meditation.

She entered and passed swiftly up
the stairway. In her own room she
slipped off her clothes to her night-
gown. Then, barefooted, with quick-
ening pulses she turned the handle
of the Seigneur’s door. He was sit-
ting in his high-backed chair drum-
ming softly with his fingers on the
carved arms. He reached eagerly for
the violin. Gabrielle brought it and,
leaning against his chair, watched his
gkilled fingers turn the keys to the
desired pitch.

““Was I gone long, papa?”’

“Gone long? Oh, no — but a mo
ment. Thou art a dear little one—
diable! When had I it tuned so low ?
And the E string — it is execrable
—ragged, ragged, like madame’s
fringe! Ah, hear that, Gabrielle!
reedy, sweet, is it not? Up to con-
cert pitech to-night, my love! TFaith,
I have neglected thee! But now—
you hear that, Gabrielle? In marvel-
lous form!”’

He drew his bow and delicate ca-
dences filled the air. Gabrielle went
to the open window and knelt there,
cooling her hot brow and neck. A
light breeze had sprung up and
through the quivering leaves of the
}};oplar the stars glowed and peered at

er.

She was very tired, her legs
trembled ; she wished that to-morrow
might be like all other days. She
would forget about to-night then. Of
course Tante Berthe would be furious.
Very likely she would only get lentil
soup for dinner. But what did that
signify, when her father was made
happy ? For herself, she was glad
also to have the Strad at home again.
It stood for all the fanciful imagery
of her childhood. Its strings were the
genii which called from their haunts
the little people of her own dream
world.

Now, to her listening lazily, the
music came as a whisper through the

marshlands, just enough to stir the
rushes. She could see them gently
swaying, she could hear the waters
lapping ; then it gained a note in vol-
ume and she heard the fairies coming.
Coming running down the hillsides,
climbing up the swaying rushes. She
could hear their whirring wings and
their joyous laughter tinkling. Then
a cloud fell, and the marsh god in his
twining purple draperies rose and
hovered o’er the marshlands dancing
in the fitful moonlight—*‘These are
the thoughts,”” pondered Gabrielle,
““that Tante Berthe says come from
the Evil One!”

She tried to put them from her and
turned her face to the room. But
try as she would, she could not quite
free herself from them. She saw her
father through the haze of the
marshes and he seemed a part of the
dream. She was not tired now, but
cool and rested.

" A fresh gust of wind blew the white
window curtains into the room, twist-
ing and untwisting, bellying like sails.
Gabrielle rose.

She looked her father in the eyes.
He smiled at her. This was a night
when the Italian mother was domi-
nant.

She raised her arms and stretched
them to their fullest length. The
sleeves of her gown fell away from
them and her flexuous young body
hung for a moment in suspense. Then
the fire of the dance leaped in her
veins and she threw herself with
graceful force from posture to posture,
her white limbe bathed in moonlight.
Then as the music grew wilder, she
became only a part of the harmonious
whole, like the waving poplar and the
singing violin. Her light movements
were as unstudied as those of a bird
that swings on a wind-blown bough,
and as abandoned. At times she was
almost hidden in the shadow — only
a pale something that rose and sank
and softly whirled, and again she
sought the patch of moonlight and
happy laughter bubbled from her lips;
her robe made a fluttering sound.
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Louis De Valleau’s white fingers
flashed along the strings, his great
eyes glowed. He was pouring out his
soul through the Stradivarius and she
—she had never danced so well be-
fore. It was a supreme moment. They
both realised it, and as their eyes
met once, they exchanged glances of
admiration and delight as the dance
proceeded

One moment more and the music
softened dreamily; the dance grew
more harmoniously sustained ; then—
little by little—the melody trailed off

into a tranquil chord scarce audible.
The breeze fell, leaving the curtains
limp and white against the window,
where the poplar tree stood motion-
less with an expectant air. Gabrielle
sank to her knees exhausted. It was
ashes after fire.

She crept to her father’s chair and,
laying her arms across his knees,
looked up into his face. The Strad,
silent now, was still held lovingly be-
neath his pointed chin, but the soul
of Monsieur le Seigneur had gone out
into the night.

THE INLANDER
By DOUGLAS ROBERTS

MILES of sunny meadows call me,
Plaing and hills and mountain sides;
Call me inland from the ocean,
From the vast of swinging tides;
And T long for little rivers
Where there are no swinging tides.

Heavy orchards, vivid meadows,
And the fall of inland rain:
How I love to hear it falling
On the fields of bending grain!
Desolate the hollow drooping
Of the naked ocean rain.

When I hear the great bell ringing,
Distant on a fog-dark sea,

Swung by oily, heavy currents,
Far the thronging world for me,
Then I long for my warm meadows,

For their voice comes loud to me.

When the tempest of the ocean
Sweeps across the blackened sky,

And the blackened waters whiten,
Lifting white against the eky;

When the wide world writhes in motion

And the desert sea drives by;

Then I swear to heed the calling.
Let the oceans hand in hand,
Rule the fate of half that’s human,
Calling youth from every land:

I #hall be beyond its calling,
In a swall familiar land.
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FaUl PEEL AND HIS ART

BY ISABEL C. ARMSTRONG

HE day was a mellow, hazy one
in October, 1890, and the beauti-
ful, symmetrical tree that graced the
corner of Oxford and Richmond
Streets in London, Ontario, was a
mass of golden glory. Early frost had
done its work thoroughly and effec-
tively ; not another tinge of colour was
visible in the tiniest leaf. Two men
approached slowly from the west and
paused to admire ; one, slender, grace-
ful, of medium height, with closely
cropped dark beard and great dark
eyes, gazed long and wistfully, then
reverently raised his hat from his
curly head. There was a note of
finality, almost of despair, in his voice
when he broke the silence.

“I can’t do it, I can’t do it,”” he
said,

An artist, who had already won
honours, and for whom a great future
was predicted by the critics, stood in
the presence of the handiwork of the
Great Master Painter, awed and over-
whelmed with a sense of his own limi-
tations.

Paul Peel was scarcely thirty, and
he had already won fame as a
painter. He was acknowledged by
some critics as the greatest artist that
Canala had yet produced, and the
previous year he had attained the
height of many a struggling artist’s
ambition by winning a gold medal
at the Paris Salon for his picture
‘“After the Bath.”

The little curly-headed Paul Peel,
who from his babyhood mixed colours,
played with crayons and pencils and
eagerly watched the work of his
artist father, was an artist by heredi-
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tary right. Ancestors for generations
had been devoted to art, one at least
having been famous as a painter
From the time that he could direct a
pencil, Paul drew pictures, but so, for
that matter, did all the other mem-
bers of his family.

School days came with tiresome
tasks and unlearnable lessons. Arith-
metic was beyond comprehension; but
there was always a solution to the
difficulties, if not to the problems. If
the devoted friend and seat-mate
would work out the problems for both,
Paul would draw him a wonderful pic-
ture of a horse or whatever he de-
sired in return. Brilliant, Paul was
not, to be sure, and teachers would
have lost patience with any other than
the merry, curly-headed little lad who
was always sorry for his short-com-
ings, while éontinuing to cover exer
cise books and everything else avail-
able with pictures drawn from life.
No one could be angry long with a boy
who was so whole-souled, warm-
hearted, truthful and beauty-loving.
Even when he was most trying, some-
thing in the candid brown eyes, a
look of wonder, of vision, checked im-
patient words, and the teacher instead
gathered together the crude sketches
to show to friends later, always with
the same remark, ‘“That boy is going
to do something worth while yet.”

But not even the artist father who
fostered every evidence of artistic
talent in his children dreamed of how
much was in store for his son. An
older sister was considered more tal-
ented until the first competition be-
tween the two was hell when Paul
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was ten years old. One night Father ter picture gets the harp,” he said.
Peel brought home a Jew’s harp. The The children set to work, one at
children were delichted. each end of the table. Mildred’s

“Whoever wins this fairly can have brows puckered as she slowly began.
it,”" he announced. ‘‘I want each of Paul’s strokes were swift. sure and
you to draw a picture of two boys bold. He finished first, and his pic-
fighting. The one who draws the bet- ture was full of life and energy. The

A LIFE OF MISERY



AFTER THE BATH
This painting received a gold medal at the Paris Salon, and was bought for the
Hungarian National Art Gallery

boys clinched in a truly scientific man-
ner,

The father smiled kindly as he
patted the little girl’s head. “I'm
afraid Paul gets the Jew’s harp,”” he
said. ‘““No one but a girl would have
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male those wrestlers pull each other’s
hair.”’

The family dog was one of the best
beloved members of the family to the
Peel boys by whom he was owned.
Such a useful old fellow he was and
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such an invaluable steed to hitch to a
sleigh in winter time. One day the
doggie was tormented and abused by
a larger lad and that was the day Paul
fought his great fight. Scientific rules
were forgotten and all the lad’s right-
eous indignation found vent in
punishing the enemy with fists, feer
and anything upon which he could lay
his hands.

The future artist was minus a tooth
by the time he was separated from
his crumpled opponent, but that was
a mere detail. That night the de-
feated boy’s father paid a visit to the
Peel home, and Paul was called into
the room. Battered from the fray,
with mouth swollen but head erect
and eyes fearless, he entered.

“Paul,”” said his father reproving-
ly, ““do you know you might have
killed this gentleman’s son to-day ?”’

“But he nearly killed our dog,”” was
the unrepentant reply.

Always, between times, Paul was
making pictures and dreaming of those

he would paint some day. With
copies he had no patience. He was
ambitious to paint from life. He

didn’t want to do something that
someone else had already done. Young
school friends were his models, the
tiny girl who toddled proudly along.
weighted down by a big umbrella, the
group of boys playing marbles, an
old woman with a basket of eggs, the
old man selling papers, even the In-
dian in front of the cigar store.

When the other boys were let loose
for play, his delight was to slip around
to his photographer friend’s studio on
Richmond Street, where the invita-
tion wae always forthcoming to enter
the mysterious ‘‘dark room’ where
such wonders were performed.

“Come, Paul,’’ the photographer
would say, ‘‘and watch how these
lights and shades are produced.”’

An exclamation of surprise and de-
light would follow, then a perfect tor-
rent of questions such as not another
boy in ten thousand would dream of
asking.

“T knew he was a precocious boy,

but I didn’t dream he was such a
genius,”’ said the photographer friend
recently. ‘I liked to have him
around. His interest was so real and
so intelligent, and I loved the boy.
Everyone did who knew him.”

By the time he was fourteen his
pictures were capturing prizes at the
Western Fair, and his work, though
crude, was beginning to attract atten-
tion. Landscapes he painted well,
but he preferred figure painting,
something with real life. At eighteen
he was studying in Philadelphia,
where he remained four years.

In Philadelphia, a number of the
more serious pupils formed the habit
of meeting in Peel’s rcom in the even-
ing for work and for the discussion of
some phase of art. One night it was
suggested that each should picture his
conception of joy. When the sketches
were finished, the young Canadian’s
was declared by all to be far the best
He had pictured the return home of
one of the students, Gustave, with a
first prize, and the happy meeting
with mother and sisters.

Tor three years he was demonstra-
tor of anatomy in the Philadelphia Art
School, a position of honour bestowed
upon the best pupil. Tt was charac-
teristic of him that he never men-
tioned this at home.

From Philadelphia he went to Eng-
land, but only stayed in old T.ondon
a chort time. The French schools
appealed to him strongly. In Paris
there were artists under whom he
wished to study, and ambition was al-
ready whispering of at least honour-
able mention in the Salon.

The School of Beaux Arts was his
goal, but in order to be admitted, he
must paint a picture worthy of ac-
ceptance. A portrait he decided it
should be; but whose ? He decided to
paint his own portrait by looking into
a mirror.

At last it was completed, and,
armed with the canvas, young Peel
set out for the school. The great
Jeréome, kindly as he was great,
looked at the modest, unassuming
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young man, in whose appearance were
none of the eccentricities affected by
devotees of art.

“Well,”’ he “your
alone ought to admit you.
the very first pupil who
brought his model along.’

In Paris his progress was phenome-

courage
You are
has ever

said,

o

HIS ART

nal. He outdistanced all competitors,
not by leaps and bounds, but with
steady, rapid strides. Jerome was his
revered teacher and, later, Benjamin
Constant.

“You are from Canada? It was
Paul Peel’s country,”” said an old
artist to a visitor in one of the Paris

{

THE UNEXPECTED MEETING
This picture is owned by Queen Alexandra
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studios one morning last summer.

“Paul Peel is still remembered 2’
asked the Canadian.

“Remembered ?”” was the reply
“By the older artists in the schools,
yes. Ah, he was the student! He
never ceased studying.”’

Working, working, working, always
working and dreaming, he had no time
for the life of Bohemia, for which he
had still less taste. Always before
him was his ideal, success, honour
(“‘a vision with a beckoning hand’’)
—and his achievements were so com-
paratively small. Always he said
with the look of vision in the frank
brown eyes, ‘“Some time I'll do some-
thing worth while.”’

The very first year his dream was
realised, for one of his pictures, **How
Bitter Life is,”” received honourable
mention at the Salon. It was a pic-
ture full of pathos: an old artist sit-
ting before a canvas painting a little
child as Cupid, and behind him, a
tired little boy model, who, wearied
with his eramped position, had fallen
fast asleep.

Paul Peel was now a young man of
medium height, slender. agile, grace-
ful, as simple, sincere and unaffected
as in the days of early boyhood. A
peculiar winsomeness of manner at-
tracted to him many friends. T.ess
noble natures would have been
spoiled by the fame that came to him.
so quickly.  But not so Paul Peel.
His reverence for his art was too great,
He hal a wholesome dislike for at-
tire that might attract attention and
an aversion to intruding his own per-
sonality. His pictures were the im-
portant things; he himself preferred
to remain in the background.

An accomplished linguist, speaking
French more fluently than his mother
tongue, and also German, Ttalian and
Danish, he was also a lover of music
and performed very creditably on the
violin. Fencing was one of his recrea-
tions, and he used the foil with such
skill that he frequently fenced with
the experts of Paris.

He was still as fond of animals as
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in the days when he avenged the in-
juries done to his pet dog, and wher-
ever he went, the children found a
friend. He never had the slightest
difficulty in getting little ones to pose
for him.

While painting at Pont Avin one
summer the picture ‘‘Fording the
Stream,’” which hangs in the Toronto
City Hall, he hal as his model a lit-
tle boy with an unspellable name.
which, translated into English, means
" Little Wooden Horse Head.” The
peasants rise with the sun and go to
bed with its setting and the cuddle-
some “‘Little Wooden Horse-Head”’
had never seen the stars. One night,
when Mr. Peel had been painting
later than usual, the stars twinkleq
out on the way home, ‘‘Took, look!”’
cried the boy, “little candles in the
sley

Then there was the little Danish
model of “The Unexpected Meeting
of the Little Boy and the Toad.”’ The
boy, the son of a gardener, ran into
Mr. Peel’s garden one morning much
excited.

“You must paint quickly to-day,
Mr. Peel,’’ he said. “‘T haven’t much
time. My father’s digging a well,
and I've got to go and see it.”

In Denmark there was also the or-
iginal of the ‘‘Little Girl with Wreath
of Daisies,”” five-year-old Marie. who
was so afraid of grasshoppers that it
was an ordeal for her to stand on her
bare feet in the field. But not when
“M’sieu Peel” carried the long stick
and whacked the ground to keep away
the grasshoppers and perhaps a
mouse. And he was always very par-
ticular to humour her whims and save
her anxiety.

No wonder his little models loved
him !

One beautiful golden summer time
in Brittanv when accompanied by hig
sister Mildred (now Mrs. George W,
Ross, of Toronto), he found the
crowning happiness of his life, the
love of one woman.

They were staying at the same pen-
sion, Paul Peel, his sister and a




THE BRITTANY FISH-MARKET
Reproduced by courtesy of Mr. J. A. Hunt, of London, Ontario

beautiful and brilliant Danish girl,
Mademoiselle Isaure Verdier, a clever
miniature painter and a member of a
noted musical family. An artist she
was of talent and also a musician, the
author of several compositions of
merit ‘and an accomplished pianist.
Mildred Peel and Mademoiselle Isa-
ure went sketching together, an ir-
troduction to the brother followed and
then an idyllic romance. Jt was &
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case of love at first sight and love
that was true and unselfich to the
end. The marriage, which proved
happy, took place in Paris two years
later.

Two children were born, Robert
André and Eileen Margaret; called by
their father the pet names ‘‘Menzi-
ko'’ and ‘*Moutté.”

One little incident in the domestic
life, which occurred in Denmark, is
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tenderly cherished in memory by tha
sister who witnessed it. From the
seat outside the door of the Denmark
house was visible a bird’s nest, high
up in the eaves. Moutté and Men-
ziko watched it each day, asking the
father many eager questions about
the occupants. One sunshiny day a
tiny, unfledged bird was found stiff
and cold on the gravel. The children
were full of sorrow and poured forth
more questions. Paul Peel, seating
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himself on the bench, placed the lit-
tle dead bird on his knee and drawing
his babes close beside him, with pencil
and words suited to their understand-
ing, illustrated the parable of the lit-
tle bird, which had disobeyed its
mother and, trying to get out of the
nest, had fallen to the ground. There
it lay and it would never go back
home again. Up in the nest was a
lonely bird-mother, grieving for her
little run-away son.
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His own children were the little
originals of perhaps the most famous
and best known of Paul Peel’s pic-
tures — (‘After the Bath.”” This
painting was hung in the Salon. The
National Gallery of Hungary made the
artist a generous offer for the picture,
which was the sensation of the year.
Wealthy Americans offered a larger
sum, but the artist preferred to sell
to a national gallery. The directors
of the gallery, unknown to the artist,
discovered the financial sacrifice he
was making, and, much to his sur-
prise, made up the difference, seven
hundred dollars.

Shortly after the sale, Sara Bern-
hardt went to the studio and was
much disappointed to learn that the
picture was gone.

“I would have been willing to pay
any price for it,”’ she said, ‘‘that little
girl with the red top-knot reminded
me so much of myself when I was
little.”’

It was just such a chance resemb-
lance that caused Queen Alexandra
to buy in Copenhagen one of his pic-
tures, ‘“A Boy and a Dog.”” Queen
Alexandra, then the Princess of
Wales, said the little child resembled
one whom she knew and of whom she
was very fond. King Edward was
also a patron. He bought several of
the young Canadian’s paintings.

In 1890 Paul Peel paid his last

visit to Canada and his childhood’s
home in London, called there by the
illness of his mother. The old friends
found Paul Peel ‘‘just the same boy,”’
entirely unconscious of anything un-
usual about himself, still keen to
recognise his own shortcomings and
to appreciate merit in others, still
dreaming of ‘‘doing something worth
while yet.”’

The year following his return to
France, he and his wife and mother-
in-law, Madame Verdier, took a beau-
tiful house in the Bois for the opera
season. An epidemic of grippe was
raging, and there was illness in almost
every home in the fashionable quar-
ter. Madame Verdier and Mrs. Peel
were feeling very much depressed,
and Mr. Peel was taken suddenly and
severely ill. It was  afterwards
learned that the daughter of the land-
lord had died a short time before of
tuberculosis. The house had not been
thoroughly disinfected, and the germs
fastened upon the grippe-weakened
body of the young artist. The most
gkilful doctors in Parig were called in,
but from the first the case was a hope-
less one, and in ten days the news
was flashed throughout the world that
the life of one of the most promising
young artists of the day had been
snuffed out after a brief span of
thirty-two years of faithful work, joy,
sorrow, love and fame.




THE SONG OF NIAGARA
By KATHARINE LEE BATES
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An alien song. Though day by day I listen,

No syllable of that majestic chant

May my adoring passion comprehend.

With many a lucent, evanescent hue

The plunging torrents glisten.

Far-seen, colossal plumes of spray ascend,
Their dazzling white shot through and through
With quivering rainbows, until every plant,
Each hoar, blue-berried cedar loved of bird,
Each fine fern tracery, the cold mists christen
To spirit grace. The frosted branches bend
With sparkle of such jewels as transcend

All fantasy of elfin-cratt. Yet who
Interpreteth the great enchantment’s word ?

Ye primal Sibyls, if eyes hardly bear

The glory of your opalescent robes,

Your diamond aureoles and veils impearled,
May the stunned ear divine

Your awful oracle ? August, yet wild,

Do your tremendous peans still prolong
Creation’s old, unhumanised delight,

The laughter of the Titane? Were ye there
With your deep diapason answering

The Archangelie, chanting, golden globes,
What time they chorused forth their crystalline,
Exultant welcome to the stranger world ?

Or is it, tolling cataracts, the doom,

The unrevealable, forbidden thing,

Your antiphonie, solemn voices boom ?

Or peradventure do your peals proclaim

Some all-triumphal Name

That could it once be won

By mortal ear

Would ecstasy the griefs we suffer here

And charter love to wing

Her radiant flight beyond oblivion ?
Dread Sisters, ye who smite

The senses with intolerable roar,

Is there no meaning in your ceaseless song,
No word of God in all your mighty throng
Of multitudinous thunders evermore ?




MUSICAL DEVELOPMENT IN
ONTARIO

BY KATHERINE HALE

ORONTO has been called the
choral capital of America. It is
perhaps the pulse of the musical life
of Canada, and has become undoubt-
edly the centre of that life in the
Province of Ontario.

But this is not to say that Toronto
is inherently more musical than other
Canadian cities. It would indeed be
difficult to imagine a city less ready
to recognise ability that is unherald-
ed by the adroit press agent, and less
imaginative in its conception of the
most subtle of all the arts. Toronto
lacks ‘‘the foreign element’’ which
lends warmth and expression to audi-
ences in cities of smaller population
and lesser area.

Non-temperamental we may be,
but none can deny our activity. From
Miss Isadora Duncan, opening the
season with cumbersome dancing, to
Mischa Elman with the Symphony
Orchestra practically closing it (un-
less we are to have the much-desired
aftermath of Grand Opera from the
Metropolitan Opera House) there has
been a succession of important events
which have drawn their quota of visi-
tors from almost all parts of Ontario.

The Toronto Symphony Orchestra
has brought, in five of its succession
of six concerts, Madame Gadski,
David Bispham, Sergei Rachmaninoff.
Fritz Kreisler, and Mischa Elman,
and has given to the poeple, among
other notable compositions, the
Seventh Symphony of Beethoven
(that romantic and audacious theme
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completed in 1812, and just as
fragrant and as fresh as it was
one hundred years ago), the celebrat-
ed Concerto in D. Op. 61, for Violin,
by the same master, played by Kreis-
ler (with the orchestra) leading the
audience into a perfect maze of
beauty evoked by the pure tone of
the soloist, now soaring above now
threading its way amongst the many
voices of the instruments and, on the
night when the Russian composer
Rachmaninoff appeared, the Sym-
phony in D Major by Haydn—uncon.-
ventional, erratic, but in its harmonic
progression, and the pure volkslied of
the andante, prophetic of much that
was to follow in what we call the
modern school of music, of which
Haydn was the father.

The work of the Symphony Orches-
tra can hardly be over-estimated in its
relation to the musical life of Ontario,
for the time is rapidly approaching
when, as an organisation, it will be
on such a firm financial and artistic
basis that its work will be felt all
through the smaller cities and towns
of the Province. It is true that even
to a small BEuropean community it
would seem a kind of starvation to
hear a great symphony or concerto
only once a year, yet to us that may
prove the awakening, at least, of a
musical consciousness.

The Toronto String Quartette has
done good work this season. Pos-
sibly their most noteworthv concert
was that of January 15th, « “en they
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introduced Miss Elizabeth Clark, a
contralto from New York—not note-
worthy on account of Misg Clark, but
because on that evening the Beet-
hoven Quartette in E Flat was &0
beautifully rendered by this exquisite-
ly finished four.

The warm and colourful playing of
the String Quartette may in part be
accounted for by the happy mingling
of nationality and temperament
which it represents. The first violin,
Mr. Frank E. Blachford, is a Can-
adian who developed his art in
Germany and represents much of
the unrepressed poetry of the Teuton
in his playing. Mr. Roland Roberts,
second violin, is an Englishman with
Scottish experience. Mr. Frank C.
Smith, viola, who studied with Max
Bendix, of the Thomas Orchestra, is
an American; and Dr. Frederic Nico-
lai, cellist, who was born at Liege,
Belgium, is a Doctor of Law, a stu-
dent at ‘“The Conservatoire Royal,”’
Brussels, and late principal ’cellist
with Sir Alexander MacKenzie’s Can-
adian Festival Orchestra of a few
years ago.

Doctor Ham made a popular depart-
ure in engaging our own orchestra for
the National Chorus, and, as usual,
was most happy in his choice of solo-
ists. Madame Matja von Rissen-
Stone was by all means the most in-
tellectual prima donna that we have
had this season; one does not even
except Madame Gadski, whose art is
8o pure and so finished. Madame Von
Eissen-Stone represents the new
school of singing. which is of the
mind as well as the voice and heart.
Also, she gave unfamiliar arias and
songs—news from the far-away cen
tres of thought and feeling. She sang
the big aria from ‘‘Achilleus” by
Bruch, and Wolf’s ‘‘Mignon’’ —
strangely enough on the evening of
the same day that one had heard
Ambrose Thomas’s opera of the same
name — and ‘““The Blind Woman’s
Song”” from La Giaconda, a fragment
that made one pause and wonder:
also charming groups of Teider, which

were rendered with infinite grace and
charm.

The National Chorus made a dis-
tinct impression in their presentation
of the ‘“Mefistofele’” of Boito, and the
finale of the first act of “Parsifal.”’
In both works the chorus was aided
by Mr. Frederick Weld, an admirable
baritone, and a choir of boys wheo
sang with a purity of tone and a care.
ful precision that took one back to
the cathedrals of England and of
France, where, across the cool dusk
of coloured space, drifts the breath of
Song as pure and impersonal as a
bird’s.  The ensemble of soloist,
chorus, choir and orchestra made the
presentation of these two themes truly
notable, especially in the ‘‘Parsifal’’
music, which is intensely difficult tc
depict in its true inwardness, without
the glamour and the colour of stage
setting.

The Mendelssohn Choir struck a
modern and at the same time a mys-
tic note, in ‘“‘The Children’s Crusade””
by the French composer (Gabriel
Pierné, who writes in music much as
Maeterlinck does in literature, using
very simple and childlike phrases to
make profound effects. Tn 1904 M.
Pierné won the triennial prize given
by the city of Paris for the best
achievement in musical art, so the
piece may be safely considered as
representative of the modern French
ideal, in which delicacy is blended
with strength and imaginative power.

The composer has taken the roman.
tic period of the thirteenth century
for his setting, when throughout the
age of chivalry rang the mystic call
of the spirit, inciting even the little
children to march in the divine cause
towards Jerusalem. In tenderest so-
prano tones arises the motif of the
Cantata :

Wake! wake! awake!

Set forth for Jerusalem,
Where Jesus waits.

Nothing could be lovelier than the
exquisitely simple songs of the in-
spired children, as they set forth:
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We'll pluck sweet flowers,

And many a cross we’ll weave

Of green leaves and red roses
For Jesus.

For, like the little swallows in autumn,

That fly away homeward,

So must we seek the sun.

We must go to the sun,

We all shall gather flowers,

And green leaves and red roses
For Jesus.

The composer has divided his story
into four parts, the Forth-Setting,
picturing the Celestial Summons,
with the response of the children and
the vain pleadings of the parents; The
Highway, the children’s journey to-
wards Genoa; The Sea, depicting the
scenes and incidents on the arrival of
the children at the Mediterranean,
and The Storm, an intensely dramatic
episode, where the cries of the chil-
dren mingle with the roaring winds
end the tumultuous billows, across
which arises the heavenly vision of
the Saviour who welcomes and takes
to himself the little pilgrims.

At times the music is transcendent-
ly beautiful, and under its spell we,
too, enter that journey along the high-
way in the spring morning, while the
children gather flowers and sing their
quaint medizeval hymns which we
hear in four distinet choirs—one in
the distance behind the stage, another
in the far distance, and the two
choire on the stage; at first antiphon-
ally, then together, and finally dying
away in distance.

Tt is all real picture-making and mu-
sic of a nature so pure and exalted.
that the amount of work entering into
the inception and its presentation can
hardly be realised at a first hearing.

This new work, given on two even-
ings, and the Brahms Requiem, which
opened the series of concerts on Mon-
day night, were the principal Men-
delssohn events, although the second
evening, devoted to short numbers,
chiefly of a capella character, seemed
to draw out a peculiarly free and
lovely tone from the choir which. from
season to season, grows in that com-
bination of qualities which differ-

entiate it in ease, purity, and rapture
of tone from any other choir in the
world.

Precise, perfect, and coldly clear
was the music of the Chicago Orches-
tra, which is now associated with the
Mendelssohn Choir. Mr. Stock de-
mands impersonal perfection from his
men, and gains effects that are mys-
teriously lovely at times, but never
entirely human. The much-looked for
orchestra matinee was a disappoint-
ment to most of us. In the first place
Mr. Stock took an hour of the time
of the large audience gathered on a
mid-week afternoon, to present an
experiment, in a new composition of
his own—a symphony in C minor. By
all means let us have new musie, but
in a city of few orchestral concerts,
the new music should be sufficiently
inspired to convey a direct message
to the listener. In Mr. Stock’s case
the symphony seemed to be a jumble
of memories, half-formed ideas, and
motifs leading nowhere in particular,
interspersed by a few passages of
genuine beauty.

Then one hoped much from the solo
pianist, Busoni, of the leonine head
and the black gloves who sat directly
behind the Orchestra, listening to the
symphony with a wise and discerning
air. And Busoni came and laid his
black gloves on the Steinway Grand,
and ran his fingers over the keys,
emitting a series of musical sparks as
keen and clear as far-away stars. Then
the Orchestra struck into the Allegro
Maestoso of the Liszt Concerto, No
1 in E Flat, and in a few minutes we
heard the voice of the piano in the
astonishing cadenza which introduces
us to the soloist. All the way through
Busoni continued to astonish us by
his peerless style and technique. He
played like a master, and called forth
answering volumes of sound from the
audience ; but I venture to say that he
never evoked a sigh from any listener
that whole afternoon, or ever, to any
pilgrim heart of music in that as-
sembly, answered heart to heart: for
he never even began to create where
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mere technique always leaves off.
The Schubert Choir and the People’s
Choral Union are o.ganisations which
touch the heart of the demoeratic
mass of people, and surely in this age
we are all more or less democratic
‘“Les Rossignols de la democratie,”’
we might call these singers who Ao
not profess to professional or even
trained voices, save for that training
which comes through their united
work in the two choirs which Mr.
Fletcher o ably conducts, and induces
to such spontaneous and truly musical
effects. Their work, combined with
the sunny energy and abandon of the
Pittsburg Orchestra under Emil Paur,
was a thing of living, joyous vitality,
albeit, they did essay somewhat reli-
gious music in the motett ‘‘Godhead
Throned in Power’” from Mozart’s
“King Thamos,” and Handel’s little
known short oratorio ‘‘Zadok the
Priest.”’ Madame Jomelli, the French
prima donna, is a notable example of
the bel canto—the almost forgotten
or lost art of pure open-throated Ttal-
ian singing. Her voice, liquid, natur-
al, and golden as a bird’s, is a delight
to remember, and the orchestra never
before in any visit to Toronto reached
such a supreme height as in the
Brahms Symphony No. 1 in C Minor.
Apart from the usual concerts of the
well-known organisations mentioned,
we have had in Toronto this season
artists who have come to us under the
direction of the Massey Music Hall,
whose late manager, Mr. Stewart
Houston, was so ardent in his efforts
to bring the world’s greatest artists
to our doors. Harly in the season
came Madame Fanny Bloomfield Zeis-
ler, an artist who holds her own
among the finest pianists, Miss Tilly
Koenen, the Dutch contralto, whose
glorious voice was heard by a mere
handful of people in Massey Hall, and
Mark Hambourg, the well-known in-
terpreter of Chopin. One of the most
interesting evenings of the season, and
the most artistic, if we except the
splendid declamatory singing of Doc-
tor Ludwig Wiillner, was the Liza

Lehmann concert in February, when
Madame Lehmann herself conducted
a quartette composed of four English
singers who gave ‘“The Persian Gar-
den’’ in a fashion which must have
brought joy to the heart of old Omar
himself, could he have heard it. The
four well-modulated voices singing
with such splendid comprehension
brilliance, and exquisite care for
nuance did indeed strike us “‘like a
shaft of light,”’ turning the deathless
Oriental poem into a medium that
seemed composed as much of per-
fume, light, and colour as the mere
blending of human voices.

It has been stated that woman
never has, and probably never will,
excel in the art of musical composi-
tion ; but while we have Maud Valerie
White, Chaminade and, best of all,
Liza Lehmann, we are not quite
desolate. Indeed, in the originali-
ty and the technical art which
underlies the musical structure of
“The Persian Garden’’ several operae
lie hidden. For this is philosophy
immortalised in musical sound. And
the delicious humour of the ‘‘Alice-
in-Wonderland”’ cycle deserves an
equal admiration. Real humour is so
rare and so regenerative.-

In Doctor TLudwig Wiillner, the
German baritone, one recognises the
influence of his great countryman,
Wagner, who made the ultimate com-
promise between voice, words, and
acting. Wiillner makes a drama of
each song, and evokes the picture by
eyes, shoulders, hands, as truly as
by voice. His ‘‘Earl-King,” ‘‘Two
Grenadiers,”” and those more intimate
and essentially tragic songs of Schu-
bert and Schumann were forces to
shake the soul in the grasp of such an
interpreter. Listening, one felt that
it is dimly possible that an art, quite
new in form, may arise out of this
mixing of the arts in what Symons
calls ““one subtly intoxicating elixor.’”

Such is a résumé — necessarily
restricted by space — of the leading
events of the season. Yet, the head.
ing of this article has hardly been

’
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touched upon, for to write of musical
development we must go far behind
outstanding events, to the inner and
early life of the people.

Certain facts are aiding in the de-
velopment of musical life in Canada,
and, on the other hand, there are
conditions which are retarding its
growth.

The formation of choral societies
from one end of Canada to the other
shows a wholesome development to-
wards the popular understanding of
big and sweeping ideas. Musical
clubs are also doing distinctive work
of far-reaching value. In Montreal
Winnipeg, Vancouver, Halifax, To-
ronto, as well as in countless towns
and even villages, these organisations
are holding meetings once a week dur-
ing the winter, and, by the study
which they impose, a truer idea of
musical interpretation is effected.

But to go deeper than singing soci-
eties and clubs, what are we doing
for the musical education of children
in Canada ? After all, this is the root
of the whole matter. We go back to
the old question ‘‘Is music to be con-
sidered as an accessory or a necessity
in education ?”’ 3

For myself, I believe that a practi-
cal knowledge of the underlying laws
of this science — time, harmony,
melody, absolute piteh, all of which
may be taught with simplicity to
children from the ages of ten to fif-
teen years—would do more to make
them valuable citizens than a good
dea! of the dabbling in nature study
that is going on at present. When
we realise that our whole universe is
built directly on the principles of
musie, that—as we understand the
fact — its very constitution, co-rela-
tions, and effects go perhaps farther
than any other science to disclose the
existence of a Supreme Being, its im-
portance as a factor in every-day life
must be borne in upon us very for-
cibly.

I believe that it would be a wonder-
ful thing, a revolutionary thing. to
show children how invaluable to free-

dom are the fixed laws of sound—
that laws are wings, not chains, and
that thereby we may mount, at last,
so high that we may see God.

It is not so daring as it sounds
to present this  suggestion, for
it originated in Toronto many years
ago, in one of the most brilliant minds
of the century, although comparative-
ly few people realise that Professor
Goldwin Smith has been perhaps the
only writer to insist on the universal
teaching of music in schools as a
specific against anarchistic tendencies
It is a proposition worth the attention
of statesmen and educators.

Our present Inspector of Public
Schools in Toronto—Mr. J. I.. Hughes
—is fully alive to the value of musie
from an educative standpoint, and
part-singing, with all that it implies,
is carried to a fine degree of perfection
in the Toronto schools. Doctor Vogt
also, in ‘‘The. Children’s Crusade,”’
adds a further impetus in the musical
education of our youth.

It seeme to me that the factor
which is retarding our development
more potently than any other, is a
certain spirit of dilettanteism abroad
in the land. Taken in the mass, peo-
ple are in a mental attitude as regards
music that is almost as amusing as it
is pathetic. Fancy a man of mature
years, possessing probably a college
education, with so little ‘ordinary in-
telligence — musically speaking—that
he violently disclaims a liking for any-
thing but ragtime! Yet you all know
that such men, and women too, are
vastly in the majority. Indeed, it is
quite unfashionable to care for a Sym-
phony in this day of the musie-hall
eraze.

I do not speak of the student-atti-
tude, the sincere musical conviction,
which will turn one little city like
Toronto into the ‘‘Choral Capital of
America.”” T am speaking of a gen-
eral trend, or leaning, towards the
easy and the obvious which does ex-
ist from Halifax to Vancouver. And
it is this tendency which rears up
before the professional musician at
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the very outset of his career. The
people at large do not want arias and
folk-song, and the lovely melodies of
Brahmsg and Schubert and Schumann
on the concert programmes of the
small cities and the large towns; they
want the latest ballads with a catchy
refrain.

One thing which may help to coun-
teract this tendency is a deeper
understanding of the practical inter-
relation of the arts. Until we begin
to realise the kindredship of all forms

of beauty — design, and colour, word,
and tone, and tint—we shall not lay
the foundation for either an ordered
or a natural appreciation of high-class
music.

Musie, in other words, must be-
come a vital means of expression, as
well as an ornament of life, before we
may attain any real development; but
some gratification surely lies in the
fact that a tendency, at least, towards
this development seems to be more
imminent from year to year.

VIA AMORIS

By JEAN GRAHAM

"I'was through the fragrant woods of May
They wandered long ago,

"Neath boughs with apple-blossoms flushed,
Or chilled with cherry’s snow.

Two friends were by her side that day,
And filled the groves with song;

While Life was naught but light and flowers,
So gay they danced along.

She turned from Spring’s far dome of blue,
To gaze in Love’s deep eyes;

And saw within that sapphire shrine
A fairer heaven rise,

A slender hand then touched her own,
A golden voice laughed low;

While Youth’s bright -hair in radiance gleamed
"Neath May’s soft wreaths of snow.

The wistful shades of twilight fell,
The blue eyes smiled ‘‘Good-bye.”’
‘“‘And must we part?”’ she sighing said—
““Ah, well, one friend have I.”’

She turned to clasp a comrade true,
But Youth escaped her hold;

The distant hills one moment glowed
As flashed her hair of gold.

Beyond the purple peaks they passed,
Beyond the ocean blue.

How could she know when Love had gone
That Youth must leave her too ?




THE GREAT SILENT FORCE
IN CANADIAN DEVELOPMENT

BY CLAYTON M. JONES

TWO events have occurred on this

North American continent which
have been of the utmost importance to
the progress and prosperity of ite peo-
ple. The first event. occurred in
1793, south of Mason’'s and Dixon’s
line, and the other one hundred years
later occurred and is occurring north
of the forty-ninth degree parallel,

Eli Whitney, a Connecticut school-
master living in Georgia, invented a
practicable gin for clearing cotton of
its tenacious seed, and the South had
no sooner realised what this new in-
strument meant than it suddenly
sprang into competition with India
and Egypt in supplying the world
with cotton,

In our own time, a fifty-three-cent
duty on bituminous coal coming from
the United States into Canada is caus-
ing a tremendous development of
another source of power, the power
of falling wuter. For, just thirty years
after Whitney invented his cotton gin,
Michael Faraday, after toiling ten
years, discovered a method for the
commercial production of electricity
by the rotation of a coil of wire in a
magnetic field.

But it was not until the World’s
Fair at Chicago in 1893, that people
awoke to the great possibilities of the
electrical system of distribution and
production as a medium for the trans.
portation of power. In the same year
that Faraday made his epoch-making
discovery, Peter Cooper built the first
steam engine in the United States to
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compete with the ox-cart and the
stage-coach of the times, McCormick
invented the first reaper and Morse his
"new-fangled”’ telegraph,

In this manner people learned how
to transport passengers and freight by
means of steam and thought by means
of electricity. But whoever heard of
such a thing as transporting power ?
The notion was ridiculous.

“Why,” they said, ‘‘power is not
like bules of cotton or bushels of
wheat. We can make the steam en-
gine carry those things all right, but
power is something that you cannot
get a hold of. It is an invisible, in-
tangible force in action, as the steam
in the cylinder of an engine or a
man lifting a weight. Certainly power
can not be transported,’’ they said.

Because of this grounded convie
tion, the possibilities of Faraday’s re-
searches were slow in being perceived.
and so the great water-powers of the
world were going to waste simply be-
cause the power which might be de-
rived from falling water had to he
used on the spot where it was not
needed and could not be sent to the
cities and the farms and the mines
where it was needed. So the cities
were lighted by dingy gas and oil
lamps and the streets cars were
pulled by horses because it was not
found feasible to place a steam en-
gine aboard each car. All the various
uses of electricity, from the filling of
a tooth, the cooking of food and the
lighting and warming of a house to
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the running of factories and the mov-
ing of trains, had not as yet come
into existence because of this reason.

Although Canada has vast deposits
of coal throughout the Rockies on the
one sea-board and Nova Scotia and
Cape Breton on the other, a tariff on
bituminous coal made her especially
alert to other sources of power, and
when the possibilities of power trans-
portation by the electrical system
were fully demonstrated, and the
first great hydro-electric plant started
at Niagara Falls, Canada saw in the
development of her vast water power
resources, possibilities for industrial
and commercial expansion which
would render small in comparison the
great and sudden jump in prosperity
of the South due to Whitney’s cotton
jin a hundred years before.

Doctor I. C. White, State Geolo-
gist of West Virginia, stated at the
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Governor’s Conference in Washington,
recently, that one hundred years will
see the end of the coal supply in the
United States if the present wasteful
methods of consumption continue. As
the price of coal continually rises, the
factories run by steam gravitate to-
ward those places which combine the
advantages of raw material with
cheap water-power. That is why {he
former purely agricultural sections of
the continent which possessed unutil-
ised water-power are now being in-
vaded by the factories. They arc
spreading both ways from the mani-
facturing portion of the States, south
across Mason’s and Dixon’s line into
the cotton fields, and north across an
international boundary line into Can-
ada. Their invasion and growth from
a native soil means as much to Canada
as the thousands of farmers and mil-
lions of dollars which are pouring into
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ROW OF GENERATORS, IN WINNIPEC ELECTRIC RAILWAY POWER-HOUSE,
FIFTY MILES FROM WINNIPEG

the Canadian West to develop its
agricultural possibilities and the har-
nessing of the great Canadian rivers
and the building of the power houses
are as dramatic in their scenes of life
and death and irresistible progress as
the pitchfork charge of the husky til-
lers. of the soil across an international
boundary line.

Hezekiah, King of Judah, who
reigned from 717 to 688 B.C., was a
pioneer in the harnessing of rivers.
He constructed a system of water-
works for the city of Jerusalem,
probably without dreaming that in
twenty-five hundred years from then
the race would be harnessing the
rivers in the self-same way, not only
for drinking purposes and irrigation
but also to qo the work of man
through the medium of a wonderful
new force transmitted on wires of

lead-pencil size two hundred miles
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away to the places where needed. For
in the Bible we read: S

“He made the pool and the conduit
and brought the water into the city,
stopping the upper part of Gihon and
bringing it straight by an underground
way * h

“He stopped the upper water courses
of Gihon and brought it straight down to
the west side of the city of David, and
Hezekiah prospered in all his works.”

But the rivers that could have done
the work of all were allowed to let
their power go to waste, and thou-
sands of slaves tugged and perspired
in the sun for thousands of years; and
in this manner building great temples
by their pigmy efforts, because men
had not yet learned how to harness
the rivers that flowed swiftly by them.
As late as 1630 Galileo said :

“The laws governing the motions of
the stars were better understood than
those controlling the movement of %he



KAMINISTIQUA POWER-HOUSE BELOW KAKABEKA FALLS, NEAR FORT WILLIAM

water on. the earth.” Then two
hundred years later Faraday discov-
ered the missing link which would
bring the power of the river into your
kitchen, parlour or factory.

Canada is taking full advantage of
these great advances in science, for
they will prove to be the foundation
upon which all the future prosperity
of the Dominion will be based. The
census of production shows that the
amount invested under the head of
“electric light and power’” in 1900
was $11,891,025, and in 1905, $80,-
893,445. The value of the products
of the manufacturers in Canada in
1901 was $481,053,575, and in 1905,
$718,352,603. These figures show the
rapid development due to the increas-
ing use of electric power and the
harnessing of the great rivers of the
country.

When the developments of electric
power at Niagara are completed,
Canada will have 400,000 horse-power
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for distribution as compared with
300,000 horse-power on the American
side. Preparations are being made by
the Ontario Power Company for the
construction of another pipe line from
the intake at Dufferin Islands to its
power house below the bank at the
foot of Horseshoe Falls, a distance of
about three-quarters of a mile. The
company contemplates increasing the
output of the plant by about 65,000
horse-power, the cost of which is esti-
mated at about $800,000. The ad-
ditional pipe line is mad