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You Can Buy an Otis-F énsom
Freight Elevator for as little as

$70

Some people seem to think that any kind of an
Otis-Fensom freight elevator is a costly affair, running
into hundreds of dollars.

This isn’t so, by any means.

Very likely the best freight equipment for your
purpose would cost very little. Yet the saving it will
effect will be proportionately as great as the most ex-
pensive equipment would afford you. :

We are looking for business men who have warehouses,
stores, factories, etc., and who do not know the vital economy of

a freight elevator.
We want to send such men a copy of our book---

“Freight Elevators and Their Uses”

Send Send for your copy to-day. It explains the value of freight elevators
Sire in general, and the peculiarly successful features of Otis-Fensom
your book freight elevators in particular.

Nathe ... OTIS-FENSOM ELEVATOR CO., Limited
S = Traders Bank Bldg., Toronto

“WARMER,” Says Probs.

Let the mercury soar as it will, the housewife can avoid its atten-
dant discomforts by taking the family ironing and her electric glad
iron to the shady verandah or the grateful coolness of the laundry.
No need for stifling coal fires or gas which cause headaches and
waste fuel. And the work is finished in half the time and with half
the effort.

The only heat is in the point of the iron—the handle is always
c0ol. Your fine things last longer, too, because there’s no hard rub-
bing,

Call and see the Electric Glad Iron in operation, or phone and have
one delivered to your home free on 30 days’ trial. Phone the Sum-
mer Comfort Number, Adelaide 404.

|  The Toronto Electric Light Co., Limited

{ 12 Adelaide Street East, Toronto

Lathes

Drills Matchers
Shapers Surfacers
Slotters Moulders
Drop and Tennoners

Helve Chain
Hammers Morticers
Punches Saw Tables

and Shears Sanders

Presses and Saws

MANUFACTURERS OF

Wood Working Machinery Iron Working Machine Tools

GANADA MACHINERY CORPORATION, Limited, Galt Ont
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DRINK

St. Leon Water

The
St. Lawrence
Route
is the
Shortest
to Europe

ONLY FOUR DAYS
AT SEA

o iy WHITE STAR—-DOMINION LINE

Sailing Every Saturday from Montreal and Quebec to Liverpool.

For allginfermation apply to nearest Railway or Stezmship Agent or to

Company’s Offices at MONTREAL---TORONTO---WINNIPEG.
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Bﬁ‘th
Room

clean the tub, tiling, taps.
pipes. basin, bowl, etc, with

Its fine Many uses

porous and full
particles directions
quickly on Large

absorb dirt Sifter-Can 10°

e e e |

ENNEN’S,

Borated Talcum
FOR MINE

For Prickly Heat and Sunburn
Relieves all Skin Irritations

Sample Box for 4c stamp

\

| GERHARD MENNEN CO.
Newark, N. J.

easickness

Betiappy 8 Well
While Traveling

O =
OO T T
PREVENTED —STOPPED e
OTHERSILL'S, after thorough tests,
M now officially adopted by practically all
the Great Lakes and New York Steatlu
,}‘hip Companies running south and many
ransatlantic lines. 3 iy
Three y(:srs ago Mr. Mothersill gave a l’t‘}’]’"
sonal demonstration of his remedy on lt'e
English Channel, Irish Sea and the Bx} 1]01;
and received unqualified endorsement .1;10
leading papers and such people as Bis o;;
Taylor Smith, Lord Northeliff, and hosts (;_
doctors, bankers and professional men. Le
ters from personages of international renow}r:
—people we all know—together 'w1th muc
other interesting and valuable mfonmatl.og
are contained in an attractive booklet whic
will be sent free upon receipt of your name
and address. X
Mothersill’s is guaranteed not to contain
cocaine, morphine, opium, chloral, or any
coal-tar products, b50c¢ box is sufficient for
twenty-four hours. $1.00 box for a Trans-
atlantic voyage. Your druggist keeps Moth-
ersill’s or will obtain it for you from his
wholesaler. If you have any trouble getting
the genuine, send direct to the MOTHER-
SILL REMEDY CO., 366 Scherer Bldg., De-
troit, Mich. Also at 19 St. Bride Street,
London, Montreal,, New York, Paris, Milan,
Hamburg.

DOG DISEASES

Books on and
How to Feed

& Mailed free on application to

H. CLAY GLOVER, V.S,
118 West 31st St., New York, U.S.A.
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Editor’s Talk

UMMERTIME and fiction are just about cause and effect.

S From now until the end of the hot weather most people

will worry along with a minimum of facts and a maximum

of fiction. We shall do likewise. The present issue is

the first of a fiction series to run through the summer. The

three short stories in this number have been chosen with par-

ticular regard for the interest of folk away from home, travel-

ing or' summer-résorting, or camping, or staying at home .to

look after the domestic regime while the rest of the family
are away.

At the same time we have not neglected those facts and
human-interest matters which have the engaging quality of
fiction. The page of cyclone pictures from Regina; the page
of news pictures from the old land; the (?haracte:r-sketch; the
regular departments all lightened up'to Sl.llt a fiction number—
all prove that everybody but the editor is able to take a‘real

holiday. wow o we

Our new serial will begin in a week or two. The story, ‘‘His
Little Girl,”’ by Miss Lucy G. Moberly—well, it’s the sort of
: g; that takes the least amount of sustained mental
flort. because it has the art of easy, graphic narrative wedded
: Oth;a evolution of a romance. ““His Little Girl’’ is an ad-
0 ture story such as is possible only in a continent like Europe;
s j impossible in America. Tt is the entanglement of a family
e By the international manoeuvres of the man
: i i f the story. Sir
‘ i irl becomes the immediate cause o . '
g%ose'll‘;t:é‘inin a young English officer returning from his
11es )

iment in India finds himself suddenly the guardian of a
regi ’

- i i kable complication
: : family history 1s a remar

hfttlil gelrll‘ltu:'Ve};OSGThe tracking of these adventures becomes the
of adv .

. ! i man. The lonely child and her
obsessl?n Of’ Sg ?h]flanbgflec%ion, the jilting of Sir Giles by his
e Je'llain in the case— But this is giving tl-le story
i “fhe- V} ittle Girl”’ speaks for itself: a grippily interest-
e e’cic fiction with a strong romantic and ad-
h no reader of this paper can afford to miss.

good thin

romance, caused

away.

‘ing piece of domes
yenturous turn, whic

A

IRONING DAY

OLD STYLE

Big fire. Long wait while irons
heat.  Hot kitchen, hot per-
son. Heat long after
it is needed.

NEW STYLE
Cool kitchen.

turned on to a

WESTINGHOUSE
ELECTRIC IRON

9.05 a.m. [Ironing begins.
10.30 a.m. Ironing completed.
Cuirent turned off. Cost
5c. Kitchen still cool.
Laundress ditto.

9 a.m. Current

Now, isn't it worth while to
iron by Electricity ?

Canadian Westinghouse Co.,
Limited
Hamilton, Ont.
District Offices :
Vancouver, Calgary, Winnipeg,
Toronto, Montreal, Halifax.

They Say the Climate of
Southwestern British
Columbia is the most de-

lightful in the World.

There are neither extremes of heat
nor extremes of cold. The grass
keeps green, and herds graze all
winter, It is warm enough in
summer to grow prodigous crops,
and the heat never parches. Irri-
gation is not required. You can
make from $1,500 to $3,000 a year
on five acres of land in the Lower
Fraser Valley, close to Vancouvei.
There are electric tram lines, rail-
ways and telephones. There are
macadamized driving roads, and
all modern city conveniences.
Artesian wells afford running
water, so the farmers have bath-
rooms in their fouses. I can sell
you a five-acre farm, close to
splendid churckes and stores, and
a high school, where collegiate
courses are taught, for from $125
to $400 an acre, and you can get
it for as little as $50 down, the
balance in small monthly pay-
ments, I publish a nice little
booklet that tells all about it.
Want a copy?

W. J. KERR
Limited
614 Columbia St.
New, Westminster, B.C.

Other Offices in Vancouver, Calgary
and Winnipeg.

Cure that Bunion

No need to suffer bunion torture another day,

DR. SCHOLL’'S BUNION RIGHT
removes the cause of your bunion or
enlarged toe joint by permanently
straightening the crooked toe, (
Gives INSTANT RELIEF and a e b

FINAL CURE of all ¢
bunion pain. Shields
plasters or shoe
stretchers never cure.
Dr. Scholl’s Bunion Right
A is comfortable, sanitary, con-
venient. Guaranteed or 4
¥ back. 50 cents each or $1.00 per pair at
drug and shoe stores, or direct from
The J .Scholl Mfg.Co.,472KingSt.W.
Toronto. [llustrated Booklet Free
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/\ | IN LIGHTER VEIN
S ave {IIT'IT t\o n | Back at Him.—“Young man, I saw you

put your arm around my daughter’s
§ e"en waist last evening.”
“And I suppose you noticed how she

struggled ?”—Detroit Journal.

®
On a Packet of Seed.

7 Unfathomable mystery. !
N g ey | Today let Kellogg’s
N g 1gree or history
ET o No Sherlock Holmes could guess. Toasted Corn Flakes
us senf:l : & "T'is true you bear in letters plain & tempt that one at
you this % The legend “Hardy Pride,” & 5
book. It tells 9 Bu’%oo:}t]:)v:r%vgezrr{ing of(;: is vain your table who is
how to heat your hom S e :
e 5 ;
f b] i y com : And whether, when you come to sprout, hardeSt to

ortably and save one-seventh You’ll prove an onion set : '
of your Coal Bill. ‘_:H The Hecla . Or somewhat shyly should put out
steel-ribbed fire-pot makes this saving. With three SRR, After that vou’ll
times the radiating surface of any other furnace, it send i s A b s :

&7 , S Perhaps a summer squash, alwavs serve th
more h he | . ys serve the
e heat to the living rooms and less to the chimney. A cantaloupe, an apple tree, 3
q Efveryone who is }l:ullding a home, everyone who has a worn- or ly pvsstanh Sweethearts of
out furnace or one that is wasting coal, will value the s i i
5 % A pas s H  3gestions Oh, well! What is to be must be.
and information contained in “Comfort & Health.” I’ll plant you in this row. S weet C o l' n
The charm of sweet uncertainty — the ﬂaky, Crisp,
We farmers only know! .
HE‘ :L A FU T N Mok S golden nutriment
Literary F k'n;—(?b “Yes, Spink that no other
aking.—Gabe—“Yes, Spinks s .
had a good job in Washington. He cereal vies
FOR COAL AND WOOD was fiction editor of the Congressional with!
Healthf A . . Record.” 3 ¥
A m:‘ll h::hlng _— possible with a leaky furnace. Coal Gas Steve—“Fiction editor?”

- }l' peasa}? -t is a menace to heall'h. The ‘Hecla Gabe—“Yes, he inserted (cheers), No bother to you— &
will supply your whole house with pure warm air because it can- (laughter),  and _ (applause) in. the : E
not leak gas or dust.  Every point where a leak might otherwise speeches published every day.”—Cincin- just open the package
ocgf‘l.l;;s fussd by our patlent process absolutely tight. fetl o ® » and serve with cream

ime and use cannot loosen the Hecla Fused Joint. Hope—“And you still have hopes of | § or milk. Heat the

Is 1/7 of Coal Bi i influencing old Titewad to become a 2 2

of your Coal Bill worth saving? Do regular attendant at your church?” milk if you prefer a
you want more healthful heat? “Yes, and I am more sanguine than hot dish. It’ssi
Write for “Camfort & Health,” ever.” ot dish. It's sim-
bbb ey ealth,” a book on “You are?” ply fine either
the sane heating of homes. “Yes. If the Government really be- r
Steel-ribbed F, gins the coining of half-cent pieces I !
el-ribbed Fire-pot regard it as a cinch.”—Houston Post.
170W ®
Wri Sold.—One day, Beckmann, the comic
rite Dept. CR. actor, was induced to take off a lwe}l)l-
known newspaper editor, Frankel by
No Dust CIare Brus. & co. name, in one of the characters he was
LIMITE representing in Berlin. He performed
b his task so cleverly that at the close
Preston, Ont. the audience broke out into loud calls
for Frankel.
The journalist brought an action, and

Beckmann was condemned to go to the
house of the insulted party and there

beg his pardon in the presence of wit-
nesses.

At the hour appointed Frankel sat
in the circle of his family, together with

ber of relati d friends whom
;enE::l (::I;Jr?ve;z; ;zfstﬁg occelxsion, wait- MURPHY & ORR

ing the arrival of the delinquent. He Irish Linen an
tarried long, and half an hour had passed Line d Lace Honse,

in weary suspense, when, at last, the BELFAST, IRELAND.

door opened, and Beckmann put his head

A

: ’ in and asked: “Does Mr. Meir live «
7 \ here?” TABLE LINEN, IRISH LACE, |
o AR L5 N 2 CAMBRI )
)/ THE UNIVERSAL CAR S{ 4 “Oh, no,” answered Frankel, “he lives %ﬁ%%%ﬁiﬁ:mfgﬂﬁs A
: next door.” . COSIES, :
T d ; F d 4 % “Ah, then I beg ]your }?('imrdon,;’ sgid ',58?4%‘@55 DO‘}-LIES, *“
o-aay s r'or: the actor, and hastily withdrew, having GLASS CLOTHS, BAGS, j
¥ s 1s to-morrow s car. thus acquitted himself of the imposed TEA CLOTHS.
The buyu'lg World has come to penance to the gre.at annoyance of Hand Embroidered Linen Robes and Blouses.
d 5 : Frankel, and the }ntense amusement DRESS LINENS
understand that excessive welght of the assembled witnesses. And LINENS of EVERY DESCRIPTION,
. v » ® Plain and Embroidered.
m an automOblle spe”s danger""’ A Common Trouble‘——]’jarry——“]f like Ol;‘ly thor?uudhllelclinble CB;OI?d' stocked
7 . Whatshisname in Shakespeare. and supplied at lowest Belfast prices.
and needless expense. Vanadium B et v et e WEDDING LINEN OUTFITS a speciaty |
aw before. rice Lists and Samples Post Free .
steel has solved the problem. P Harry—“Huh! Tve got a laundryman
To-day’s light, strong, Vanadium- sspmic he et ik g
” O submit to a headache is to waste

”
Diplomatic.—“She had him arrested
for kissing her forcibly, and he was

built Ford is to-morrow’s car.

energy, time and comfort. To

» stop it at once simply take
More than 75,000 new Fords into service this season--- ﬁn‘?%efzggey are good friends now.” 2
proof that they must be right. Three passenger Road- “Yes; he announced in open court that N A i D R U s C 0
ster $775-.-five passenger touring car $850---delivery it was worth the money.”—Washington
car $i875---f.o.b. Walkerville, Ont., with all equipment. T r » Headacne wa‘er S
C'ata. ogue from Ford Motor Company of Canada, “ Flunked.—“How’s your son getting on Yeir Drveist vl
Limited, Walkerville, Ont., Canada. in college ?” statement :‘::t :he ;c:ntﬁrmxr
“Not at all. Every time there are, anything that myh:": hc:;t o:
two men on bases and it’s his turn to! nervous system. 25c. a box
bat, they bench him and give a substi-| ;
tute hitter a chance.”—Detroit Free L g g i e

Press.
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Arbiter of Railways

HE new Chairman of the Dominion Railway
Commission is personally just about all the
late Chairman, Judge Mabee, wasn't.

Up till a few days before his appointment
to the leadership of the most important tribunal
in Canada, Henry L. Drayton, corporation counsel
for Toronto, was as much of a “dark horse” as
any of the Democratic nominees at Baltimore. No
mere observer of the young counsel, just into his
forties, would have slated him for the post to which
Judge Mabee had given such a robust and strenuous
distinction. He hadn’t the make-up that popular
sentiment had associated with the Chairmanship of
the D. R. C. A small, rather stockish man, with a
square head on narrow shoulders; the carefully
groomed habit, the pale countenance of the typical
indoors city man, the precise, almost dapper linea-
ments of style—are all in contrast to Mabee.

Mr. Drayton embodies subtlety and finesse. It is
these qualities which give him that peculiar dis-
tinction which spectators in a crowded court room
would not take him to possess until they heard the
silken, smooth tones, and observed the suave, in-
sinuating force of manner of the man who has
just become the most important tribune in Canada.
Mabee was greater as a personality than as a
lawyer. Drayton is pre-eminently the lawyer. Judge
Mabee had a sort of sixth sense which enabled him
to get at the truth without the labour of detail.
Mr. Drayton, precise, intellectual, digging at his
papers in his little, black bag, has the coldly legal
method of approaching problems.

No pedlar ever unpacked a valise with more be-
wildering finesse than Mr. Drayton unloads that
black bag—till he has books, papers, by-laws, pri-
vate bills, letters, memoranda and all the visible
machinery of argument on the table before him.
With an elastic band twiddled about the fingers of

L

SPEAKER CHAMP CLARK,
Who Ran Second in the Race at Baltimore.

July 13, 1912

HENRY LUMLEY DRAYTON, K.C,

Who Succeeds the Late Judge Mabee as Chairman of
the Dominion Railway Commission.

one hand he proceeds to unfold the argument. He
may have heckling opposition.

But before the last word is out of the critic’s
mouth the Drayton smile anticipates it; he slides
in on the retort—

“That is perfectly true, but

“My friend Mr. H. is quite right.”

“Then the city of Toronto is a kind of philan-
thropic institution,” remarked a cynieal heckler in
the Ontario Private Bills Committee.

“We are more or less philanthropic,” smiled the
counsel.

And he proceeded to weave his deft web of argu-
ment with the skill and the nicety of a very alert
spider; never perturbed by an opponent; seldom
raising his clear-cut, quiet tone above the level of
conversation, but once in a while landing on some
obstreperous party in a real James J. Corbett style.

Such briefly is the temperamental characteristic
of H. L. Drayton; and it may exert some change
on the rather man-made procedure of the Railway
Commission court.

e oy

A Professor for President

HE second scene in the Presidential drama has
just finished at Baltimore. The actors have
walked off the stage to prepare speeches for the
next. The Democratic Convention was just as
historically stupendous as the Republican duel.
The selection of Governor Woodrow Wilson, ex-
president of Princeton University, as Democratic
candidate, has created a sensation. The excite-
ment produced is mainly because of two circum-
stances: In the first place his nomination is the
end of a long, intense struggle of forty-six ballots
to decide whether Speaker Champ Clark, frank
annexationist; Governor Judson Harmon, conser-
vative; Oscar W. Underwood, unruffled, from Ala-
bama; William Jennings Bryan, three times Presi-
dential loser; or Governor Wilson, the professor in
politics, should bear the party’s standard in Novem-
ber. The stage in the final moments was cleared for
Clark and Wilson, with Bryan in the wings prompt-
ing now and then. At one time Clark had Wilson
beaten two to one; then came the deadlock; then
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the gradual desertion of other forces to Wilson
and the final verdict: Wilson, 990; Clark, 84;
Harmon, 12.

in the second place the nomination of Woodrow
Wilson is remarkable because of the man himself.
Two years ago, Dr. Wilson had one of the best
academic positions in America. He was known as
a man of predominant ability; a quiet scholar, who
liked to write critical, constitutional books like
“Congressional Government,” and evinced prac-
tical interest in democracy by carrying on crusades
in college halls against millionaire student clubs.
Suddenly he resigned his position. ‘The lean,
tall, college president and political theorist
stepped out of the cloister and electrified the State
of New Jersey by announcing himself as candidate
for Governor. For years no Democrat had been
able to buck the Republican line. But Dr. Wilson’s
striking phrases got him through. He became
Governor. He was a success. The schoolmaster
whipped the trusts and the machine who were dis-
turbing. Last autumn, it became rumoured that he
was a Presidential possibility. The Doctor made
a great many speeches. He placed a young Prince-
ton chap, with turned-up trousers, called McCoomb,
in charge of his campaign. He is now near the
final rung.

Will a lion hunter or a college professor be the
saviour of the American people? What forces does
Wilson represent? His critics claim that he is
more radical than Bryan or Roosevelt and a risky
experiment. His admirers urge that he stands for
the new idealism in United States politics; for the
forces which in young Hunt, of Cincinnati, rescued
that city from the clutches of Boss Cox; for tariff
revision downward, the income tax—a cure for
millionairism; that he is the only true Progressive.
And Wilson says about the nomination, “I feel
very, very solemn.”

GOVERNOR WOODROW WILSON,
Democratic Nominee for President.
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Personalities and Problems

5---Herbert S. Holt, Power Financier
Whose Motto is— Competitors Must be Absorbed and the Public Pays the Piper

believes absolutely in the beneficence of
corporations. ‘To Herbert S. Holt, the
power and light financier of Montreal, the
benevolence of a big, well-managed corporation
somewhat resembles the kindness that animated
creation when first the command went forth—ILet
there be light! No doubt about it; he is the one
man capable of convincing you thar a great light,
heat and power company has something to do with
the sun, moon and stars. ;
Incidentally should you wander down Craig St.
any time before midnight, you would see the most
sumptuous daily free display of electric light the
year round in Canada. The Power Building where
Mr. Holt has his offices is seven storeys high; every
night in the most good-natured way illuminated to
resemble fairyland. All it lacks is WELCOME.
You feel at once that the big company of which
H. S. Holt is President stands for the diffusion of
light, heat and power at the‘most profitable rates
to consumers—and stockholders. And there is a
lordly magnificence about the M. L. H. P. Co. that
compels’ admiration. Ask the consumer. He will
tell you that six weeks ago the M. L. H. P. Co. re-
duced the cost of electric light and power to 7 cents
a kilowatt hour. Ask the shareholder. He will tell
you that the dividends are now 8 per cent.

THERE is at least one man in Canada who

THE two are co-operative. It is in the ritual of
the M. L. H. P. that whenever dividends are
raised, rates to the consumer are proportionately
lowered. Keep this up long enough and some day
Mr. Holt may be able to announce that the divi-
dends are a hundred per cent. and that light costs
nothing per kilowatt hour.

However, there are reasons why this paradox
will never take place. Mr. Holt knows them all.
There is probably nothing about the practical science
of light, heat and power that Mr. Holt does not
know. He is an eminent engineer; trained in the
mathematics of engineering at Trinity College, Dub-
lin—for he is a real Irishman, every inch of his
more than six feet one, and a big, well-knit, power-
ful man that knows the open, whether burrowing
underground to plant wires, or swinging across
prairie and up into the Rockies, to build railroads,
which he did for the C. P. R. away back in the
early eighties. :

He is also an eminent financier; millionaire and
President of the Royal Bank, whose recent amalga-
mation with the Traders Bank is the latest con-
solidation under the strenuous wizardry of Mr.
Holt. He is a liberal investor in stocks of
any kind that have any phase of industrialism at
the root. He is one of the top ring in Montreal
to whom most big financial deals naturally relate.
He is President, Vice-President or director of more
companies of various kinds than there is room in
this article to enumerate. From now on Mr. Holt
could very well afford to forget all he knows about
the net difference in the cost of lighting by gas
and by electricity, and confine himself to the quips
and cranks of the money market.

But H. S. Holt is instinctively an engineer. If
he were out of a job to-morrow morning he could

step into the engine-room of any power-plant in’

Canada and make big wages running the machinery
of light, heat and power. He can read you the cost
of a factory day’s work in kilowatts. He can look
at a dynamo and the engine she is direct-connected
to and just about tell from the tune she plays what
the stoker in the next room is doing with the steam
lump at the stoke-hole. He can look at your gas
jet and compute by the colour of the hydrocarbons
in the core just why the gas costs you a dollar a
thousand, less or more. He can walk into a kitchen
and tell any housewife what she is losing in time
and heat units by not using a gas stove. And on
the billboards of Montreal you may observe posters
advertising how to buy a gas range from the
M. L. H. P. for three dollars down and a dollar a
month—not including gas.

FUNDAMENTALLY H. S. Holt is the kind of
constructive Irish-Canadian that finds it as
natural to do things in a big, practical way, as to
eat or sleep. He struck Canada from Ireland in
1875, before there was a commercial electric light
in America; before trolley cars were in operation;

By AUGUSTUS BRIDLE

wken railroads in this country had less mileage than
the streets of Montreal have to-day; when even
gas was a luxury and when half the dwellers in
towns and cities had wood stoves or fire-places.

As a phase of this pioneering it happens that
H. S. Holt has’ the distinction of once having been
the employer of Sir William Mackenzie and Sir
Donald Mann on C. P. R. contracts. That was
some years after he had been engaged on engineer-
ing work for a string of railways in Ontario. He
remembers the strenuous days of railroading when
there wasn’t a pound of beef or a bushel of wheat
in the West. From '84 till 89 he did C. P. R.

“A Big, Powerful Man, that Knows the Open.”

contracts in Maine, Quebec and the Rockies; up
till 1892 he was associated with Messrs. Mackenzie
and Mann and James Ross building side lines north
from Calgary and Regina. Then he quit.

Mr. Holt says he got tired building railroads.
Anyway it was after Prince Albert and Edmonton
had been linked up to the C. P. R. that he went
east and got into Montreal, which in those days
was as badly lighted, heated and powered as a town
of that size could be and hang together at all.
There were a lot of jerkwater utility corporations,
most of them poorly administered. It became the
direct business of H. S. Holt, in company with Mr.
C. R. Hosmer, the telegraph builder, to merge
these into one company by the introduction of
modern methods. He hammered away at the con-
solidation idea till he got the old Gas Co., the Royal
Electric, Montreal and St. Lawrence Light and
Power Co., the Citizens’ Light and Power Co., the
Temple Electric, the Lachine Rapids Hydraulic and
Land Co., and the Consumers’ Gas under one
centralized management.

There was one root idea; the elimination of
competitors. The root has grown into a tree which
is the M. L. H. P,, the biggest thing of its kind in
Canada. The M. L. H. P. lives to eliminate com-
petition; mainly because H. S. Holt radically
believes and openly preaches that competition in
public utilities such as light, heat and power is the
worst of economics. To him consolidation is the
root of economy. It is an engineer’s principle; and
you find it in every centralized power plant. Inci-
dentally it means bigger dividends as well as re-
duced rates. But that’s the financial result that
traces back to the engineering principle.

There are two axioms in the economic science of
Mr. Holt. One is a paradox: that when almost
every other known commodity in civilization is in-
creasing in cost, light, heat and power are becoming
cheaper. -~ Cause—consolidation and centralized
management. ‘The other is: that if competitors
insist upon butting in, they must be absorbed—and
the consumer pays the wultimate cost of the
absorption.

So let the small competitor keep out.

THIS is the motto that is written all over the
Power Building, upon the third floor of which
the President of the M. L. H. P. has his office.
Down the corridor leading to the President’s door
are seven doors marked “Private”; a fashion which
seems to be spreading in Montreal. But there is
no such door leading direct to Mr. Holt. To reach
him you must present yourself at a general office,
show cause why he should be interviewed, and pass
through into the biggest private office in Montreal,
which happens to be also the Board Room, with a
long, handsome table in the centre doing its best
to cover a fraction of a tremendous Oriental rug
big enough to hold a symphony orchestra. At the
far end of the big room, in a profound, almost
mysterious silence, sits Mr. Holt at his desk.

Once ‘reconciled to the finality of the principles
embodied by Mr. Holt, you find him one of the
pleasantest men in the world. Dispute him on the
economics of light, heat and power and he over-
whelms you with batteries of arguments as swift
as the turn of a fly-wheel.

-Moment I mentioned “consolidated corporation”
he was off. Present agitation against corporate
activity in America he regarded as purely political.
So with the packing-house iniquity some years ago.

“Why the existing laws were adequate to remedy
such rotten conditions,” he said. “But for the sake
of a political sensation Roosevelt made it the sub-
ject of a White House message.”

But as to the business of LHPing Montreal:
here he showed first of all the schedule of rates
lowering from 1314 cents a kilowatt hour in 1902
to 7 cents now.

“That, of course, doesn’t apply to gas,” he said.

“But doesn’t the cost of one illuminant affect the
cost of another in competition ?” :

“There is no real competition between gas and
electricity. Neither is it possible to standardize the
rates for both. FEach has its own conditions.”

Speaking off-hand as an amateur I suppose the
price of coal has a good deal to do with the upkeep
of gas; since gas can’t possibly be manufactured
by water-power in transmission.

“So that with the cheapening of electricity—
what’s to become of gas that stays up, Mr. Holt?”

He smiled; scenting a fallacy.

“Years ago,” said he, “people talked about trolley
cars driving out railroads. The motor-car was to
eliminate the horse. More railroads and more
horses are used now than ever. Electricity will
never drive out gas.”

HE delivered an almost poetic eulogium on the

gas stove; depicting the affection that arises
in a woman for the stove that economizes time
and fuel.

“Electric heating is not largely practical yet.
It is too expensive.”

I omitted to ask Mr. Holt about gas grates and
gas fire-places. I fancy he has none in his own
house. There is no cottage too humble to be in-
cluded in his ramified system of pipes and wires.
Probably the homes of Montreal have more to do
with the system than the factories and the office
buildings and the street-car service—all big cus-



tomers of the M. L. H. P. In that big office Mr.
Holt can see clearly the nervous system that knits
them all together; from the time when it was little
old Montreal to the day when suburbs are tied
on over night and have to be wired and piped by
the next full moon. And it is one of his sources
of pride 'that some of the men who were with the
old companies fifty years ago are with the
M. L. H. P. to-day—not many, I fancy. ;

“But you see how the consolidation gains over
the competitive unit,” he said, with suave energy.

“Yes, you run the gamut it

“We study the whole problem. We have spe-
cialists who advise builders whether steam or hot
water or hot air is the best method of heating;
others who are experts on gas; experts on all
phases of electricity—and you have no idea of what
an immense economy it is to begin right. We aim
to economize for the consumer.”

“Being in the long run best economy for you?”

“Our interests are identical. It’s a question of
copartnership and of engineering.”

It is important to remember that when Mr. Holt
started in to consolidate L. H. P., Montreal hadn’t
even an arc light, no trolleys, not an incandescent,
scarcely a telephone.

Now thanks to the M. L. H. P.—he did not put

it that way; but he got up and walked to the Craig

St. window. A complex and powerful thought had
taken hold of him. He was switching on the power;
cutting out the controllers for top speed on the up-
grade—just like one of those yellow cars of Mr.
Robert’s climbing the hill below.

“Now all those wires—except the telephones—
are they the M. L. H. P.?” T asked him.

“No,” he said. “Not yet.”

“When on earth will you ever get them under-
ground ?”

He gave me a genially penetrative look.

“You don’t quite understand—Montreal.”

“Except that in municipal government it is not
too much unlike Toronto. But why?”

“Well, just this. And I guess it’s somewhat the
experience of most utility corporations in Canadian
cities. Ten years ago we offered to underground
every wire we had, if the City would guarantee
that no other companies would be allowed to erect
overhead systems. They refused. They wanted
competition. The wires you see down there belong
to three companies. And they are a miserable mess.
What else could we do?”

Merely as a poll-tax payer I saw the point.

“What do you think it would cost to bury all our
wires in this city?” he said, suddenly.

“Really I can’t do higher algebra by mental arith-
metic, Mr. Holt. How much?”

“Fourteen million dollars.”

“And when that money is spent that way—what
becomes of the dividends?”

He smiled. It seemed a more feasible problem
in arithmetic to compute that the interest on $14,-
000,000 would have something to do with keeping
the rates from lowering beyond seven cents a kilo-
watt hour—how long I didn’t ask him.

“Tt costs us $40,000 a mile to underground on
that street just below,” he said. “Oh, we are
undergrounding now as much as we can under the
conditions that exist. But it's slow work.”

“I'hose street cars—have you anything to do
with them?” : >

“Merely as merchants supplying them power, he
said, with swift emphasis. “We sell them a maxi-
mum of 18,000 horse-power a day. But we'sell
more than that to any one of a few big factories.”

E ASY to see that the M. L. H. P. does not do
much generating from-coal; in a city sur-
rounded by water powers. Sl 2

“On general principles if municipalities will
have competition, I suppose it's fair that the people
who elect municipal governments should pay the
piper, isn’t it?” :

I could see that he was coming to a curve.

“But 1 daresay a good many of the public in
Montreal are permitted to buy stock in the

Ml Ha P ;
“We have about three thousand shareholders in
Montreal.”

“And elsewhere?” £ :
“Throughout Canada, in the United States; in

England and Europe.” ;
“And the more you diffuse capital the_ more you
consolidate the works. How about inter-urban
consolidation ?” :
“That is difficult in Canada as yet.

far apart.”
p]a}ntssajvrenf)ooreasonpin Mr. Holt’s personality and
stock of ideas, why some day he should not be
President of a consolidation, unifying Montreal,
Ottawa and Quebec city—not to mention smaller
places en route. He admitted that this was a big
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feature in United States utilities—covering, for
instance, such a sweep as Chicago and St. Louis.
But of course that involves tractions; and as Mr.
Holt had said a moment before—the M. L. H. P.
had nothing to do with the M. S. R. Some day—
who knows? This federal idea is capable of being
worked on other systems besides railways. A
federal union of all the light-heat-and-power com-
panies in Canada—consider it, oh consumers of
cheap L. H. P.! Suppose that from the Power
Building, Montreal, it should be settled that when
dividends go up to stockholders half round the
world, rates should go down simultaneously in Van-
couver and Halifax; that when Winnipeg grounds
its wires, rates in Toronto and Ottawa should cease
to go down—and so on.

UT of course there are as yet only signs and
symptoms of this. And Mr. Holt is content to
consider himself a trail-blazer. At the same time
he knows as well as any man the diverse power
conditions in Canada. He spoke of the coal areas
up the Brazeau head of the Saskatchewan in the
Rockies; of gasoline tractors on the prairies; of
the crude oil possibilities beating out gasoline on
the prairie farms; of the inefficiency of producer
gas except in large units; of the extension of
water-power plants—and some of his own sta-
tionery is headed “Kaministiquia.” He is surely a
federalist in power. And the more he federalizes
the more obsessed he is with two or three great
principles. He pointed out the high risks in L. H. P.
as compared to banking, for instance; how that one
night he himself was telephoned our of bed to be-
hold a $300,000 blaze in a gas tank—that but for
swift preventives might have been a calamity.
“Every time that sort of thing happens off go
the dividends pro tem,” he said. “But the rates
can’t go up. And it takes a big consolidation to
safeguard and to stand that sort of risk.”
Contemplating the enormous possibilities of the
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f(;deral idea applied to L. H. P., it seemed a trifle
piffly to call Mr. Holt’s attention to the other side
of the question—best represented in public print
by one W. F. M. in Toronto. But the mere men-
tion of public ownership up against the federal
idea, though it may have felt like a fly on the horn
of a bull, set Mr. Holt off into a decisive and over-
whelming pronouncement.

“Public ownership is a series of fallacies, I
should say that the average municipality operating
a public utility is worse than a small competitive
corporation.”

I mentioned Glasgow.

“Best example we have,” he said. “And Glasgow
has the most absurd system of public utility book-
keeping imaginable. A municipality can’t pick the
right men, and, as a rule, it can’t keep books; and
most surely, as a rule, it knows little or nothing
about administration. Concentration is the modern
way. Public ownership is not real concentration.
It is a form of competition. London is making no
progress in public ownership. There the tendency
is to eliminate competition and to consolidate. The
reasons are obvious.”

“But of course you expect always to have more
or less war with municipalities?” .

“Regrettably. We don’t like war. We are too
busy operating utilities. And so long as we can
lower the rates for light and.power when every
other commodity is going up—the best municipali-
ties can do is to leave us alone.”

The argument seemed to be his. I doubt if any
other corporation man in Canada could in the same
space of time deliver himself with more superb ease
of conviction.

But I wondered how the case might be—if
Herbert S. Holt should wake up some day to find
himself Mayor of Montreal?

The next article will deal with George E. Drummond, Vice-
President of the Canada Iron Corporation.

One Ma;l, One Vote

By H. LINTON ECCLES

REMARKABLE piece of pending legislation
has, so to say, slipped into the hall of St.
Stephen’s at Westminster, where British,

and some think Imperial, politics are made. I am
not sure if the Canadian Press man in London
cabled over a story about it. If he didn’t he made
a bad break in his day’s work. If he did, it was
probably an unauspicious-looking paragraph—one
of those important news items in few lines that
have a habit of getting buried away by the make-
up man in a corner of the paper where the busy
reader scarcely notices them.

This piece of legislation-to-be—for nobody
seriously doubts that it will pass into operation as
soon as the present British Government can get it
passed—is called The Franchise and Redistribution
Bill, 1912. Popularly it is known as the “One Man
One Vote” Bill, and so no doubt it always will be
known. It is the bill for which democratic Britain
has been waiting ever since the great Reform Acts
of 32, 67, and ’84 began to be misinterpreted; that
is to say, almost ever since they went down on the
Statute Book.

The absurdity of the plural vote is scarcely un-
derstood in Canada, because, happily, Canadians
for their own sakes have not been called on to
understand it as a vital thing. Through the mis-
application of the principles of the Reform Acts,
there has grown up in Britain a class of voters
who hold and have exercised an unfair advantage
over the average voter. By the simple expedient
of owning property in another constituency besides
the residential constituency, these privileged persons
have become possessed of more than one vote.

HE Bill just introduced into the House of Com-
mons by Mr. Pease, the Minister for Educa-
tion, on behalf of the Government, will place the
plural voter where he belongs—on a level with his
fellows of the free franchise. Instead of seven and
a half million persons having eight million votes, the
Franchise Bill will ensure ten million people each
possessing one vote, and no more. It will bring into
the daylight of understanding the at present ob-
scurely defined election law that has led to various
revising barristers putting various interpretations
upon such confused points as to which particular
lodger with a latchkey is entitled to vote, and
whether the payment of a shilling more or less per
week for a rented room prejudices a man’s right
to have a say in the election of the people’s re-
presentatives.

The spectacle of the wealthy property owner—
and let it be remembered that there are many such

- on the Liberal as well as on the Conservative side

of politics in the Old Country—rushing in his auto-
mobile from the polling booth in one town or vil-
lage to the polling booth in another, or several
other, towns or villages, will be at an end. In a
word, whether a man owns one house or fifty, or
owns not at all, so long as he is otherwise qualified
he will vote once if he chooses, but no power or
pull in politics, when the Franchise Bill becomes
an Act, will give him the right to register his
preference at the polls more than once in an election.

The plural voter goes, and in his stead will reign
the citizen who has qualified simply by reason of
his residence or occupation for six months, but
without condition as regards property. Also the
system is started of keeping a continuous register
enabling every man who has fulfilled the six
months’ residence or occupation qualification, to
have his vote within two months of the end of
the period.

IT will be seen that the British Government’s Fran-
chise and Redistribution Bill is not a Reform
Bill in the sense that the measures passed in 1832
1867, and 1884 were Reform Bills. And yet it is
a very notable and very considerable piece of re-
form legislation. The present Bill merely enfran-
chises those classes of voters who were meant to be
enfranchised in principle by its predecessors, and
some of whom were disfranchised owing to legal
obstacles and entanglements introduced after the
acts began to be in force. '

~ The Bill does not penalize the property owner;
it gives him the one straight vote he is entitled to
as a citizen. On the other side it settles the stand-
ing of thousands of citizens who were never sure
of their vote from one election time to another:
whose franchise has been shuttle-cocked about b};
the rulings, unrulings, and misrulings of revising
barristers, until even those legal luminaries them.
selves became confused at their own clamour.
There are sons of monied men living under the
paternal roof who are excluded from voting by
the same set rule as poorer men’s sons are shut out.
But many rich middle-class voters are brought in
along with many poor ones, also on well defined
principles. That is just what the latest effort in
franchise legislation sets out to do—to put the rich
man and the poor man on the same level as regards
qualification or disqualification of voters.

%
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How They Two Recovered Youth and Happiness
By ARTHUR E. McFARLANE

URING that week almost every one else was
out after ’lunge. It was probably for this
reason that, .on Thursday, George Vander-
decken went down to the Ragged Rapids

for black bass. ¢ i

The Raggeds broke white across the Wistassining,
in the midst of the thick, second-growth pine woods,
some three miles below Little Pickerel Lake and
two above the Steel City Club-house. Their gallop-
ing waters possessed as much of the disorderly
picturesque as their enclosing shores did of pure
sylvan beauty. But, because they lay in a deep
bend of the river, the road across the portage
which they necessitated passed almost out of hear-
ing of their lusty, all-bemuting roar. In the regular
bass season they were frequented enough. At other
times only an occasional sketcher or.camera en-
thusiast was wont to make them visitation.

This not being the bass season, Vanderdecken
expected to be alone. He beached his canoe above
the first chute, climbed the bank, and pushed on
down through the thorn and juniper scrub. Another
dozen paces and he was parting the last screen of
cedars that overhung the shore below.

Poised ankle-deep in mid-current was a young
woman. Her hair had blown across her face; and,
with rod nipped under arm, she was standing lance-
straight against the wind, trying to twine the flying
wisps into their place again. She wore a drooping
canvas hat, a raw-silk shirt-waist with elbow sleeves,
and a kilted grey outing skirt, which—doubtless
because she was tall and large of limb—did not
give her the customary effect of dumpiness. From
below it there came the coal-like glinting of a pair
of small rubber boots. She turned to spring her
line again, and then Vanderdecken saw that she
had a fine, breezy, sun-and-tan beauty. :

At this moment, too, she caught sight of him.
And not only did she show no nervousness: she
watched his approach with a kmd“of bright, im-
personal recognition, as if to say, “No doubt you
also belong to the club, even if as yet I haven’t
met you.” Then she quietly returned to business.
With a muscular ri~~le of well-rounded triceps and
shoulder-blades she made another cast.

He liked that. And girdling up his waders, he
struck out into the thrust and whirl of the river.
He could see now that she was standing on the edge
of the “Bowl,” a great, twenty-foot, central eddy,
brimmed about with water-washed limestone. He
started for the shoal rocks on the other side of it,
keeping always well up-stream so that she might
not misunderstand him. ; s

He had all but reached his position when the
“chute wind” caught him and flicked off his hat.
He slapped out for it with his jointed stefel, but
it circled impishly away. There was no time to
go around, and the “Bowl” was much too deep to
cross. And then he became aware that the lady
was moving rapidly along her arc of the watery
ledge. Her skirt went in to the hem, but she re-
covered the battered felt, with all its millinery of
feathered barbs, and held it out to the owner on
her split bamboo. ; 5

That also George Vanderdecken liked. ]ove’
he shouted, above the tumult of the falls, “you’re
mighty good! Almost every fly I brought down
with me is on it!”
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“Nothing at all. You'll find you'll have the best

of uses for them, too!” ; e >
Once more she sent her silk twisting and looping

far down the main current. And, in a zipping
flash, ske had another bass.

R a long minute it fought fiercely to and fro
FO throughg the dark-green swirl she had hooked
it in. Then the line swung out, and the _spitting
fin of water drove through the hurrying “racers
straight up-stream. Next moment it was veering
sharply, and, as if by direct intention, cut sheer
athwart George Vanderdecken’s bows! ;

It was sudden enough, but his gaff-net twitched
with eagerness. ‘“May 1?7

She laughed and nodded. o

He gathered in the fish, dropped it into the creel,

d held up one finger. - :
an“It’s theptenth!” she cried, almost with the rush

and exhilaration of the rapids themselves. “Mr.
Davidson wanted me to go up to the lake with him
and troll, but I told him I'd rather stop off here

and catch something !” R
Ten minutes more and a bass on his line was

sweeping down by her. Manifestly it was her turn
to make the capture. But he could feel that it was
a big one, and started to her aid.

He was within a yard of her when his foot went
down the slope of a weedy boulder, and in a moment
he was floundering. As if it were entirely a matter
of course, she flung out an arm and clipped fingers
with him. Her hand was as firm and cool as an
apple, and of the vigour of a man’s. But the look
of almost scolding nervousness she bent upon him
till he was in safety again was féminine enough.

During the hour of glorious fishing which fol-
lowed, other and kindred incidents took place. In
all of them the lady showed well-nigh as little re-
straint as does that ideal woman who reigns at
times over every man’s secret imaginings. It was
an experience wholly new to Vanderdecken, and
by now he did not merely like it. It seemed better
to him than good cigars, or a new gun, or bass-
fishing itself. It was reminiscent of something, too.
Every minute he felt that more and more. But
of what was it reminiscent? . At the end of another
Lalf-hour his inability to say had become a con-
stant tantalization.

Both creels full, they journeyed in to shore to-
gether. The shimmering rainbow fays poised and
flitted above the frilling eddies, and even so did
the elf-light seem to flash again and again over
Vanderdecken’s memory lens, but all too instan-
taneously for the sensitizing plate to grasp and
hold it.

In truth, had he not been perplexing himself so
absorbedly, he might have noticed that in her eyes,
also, memory was at work—and not with any
shadow pictures, either.

IN the cool lee of a big waterside basswood she

dropped her trappings. “I hardly think I’ll be
going out again. Mr. Davidson was to return at
noon, so he ought to be here at any time.”

The shore was broken into a series of tiny, shallow
hays. Vanderdecken began to pile flat stones across
the mouth of one of them. “I mayn’t go out again
myself,” he said; “but I always make a sort of
pound to keep my fish in, even for a little while.
If you'll just sit down and take it easy, I'll dike
off half of it for yours.”

“Sit down—fiddle-de-de! Do I look so anemic?”
She rolled back her sleeves a little more—evidently
she was a swimmer, for the tan did not end at the
soft hollow of her elbow—and began to build out
a causeway from the other side. Again Vander-
decken received that memory flash.

She had almost finished when she looked curiously
around at him. “Shall I tell you something?”

“Why, yes, if you will—?”

“Well, I've done just this same thing years and
years ago, when I used to spend my summers in
the country and go out fishing with a little boy
cousin of mine.”

“You did? Why—why—]Jove !—of course I know
now! I had a small cousin in the country, too.
We used to fish together in a creek back of her
father’s farm.” 'The memory streamed into his
mind again with the pouring quiver of the biograph.
And he stood looking at her as if he expected to
see. her hair suddenly become corn-coloured, and
her eyes turn from brown to bazel. She was not
the same. For the matter of that, his small cousin
was now a sedate little “housemother” in East

Orange. But the thing itself had been the same!
“T know mow,” he kept repeating. “Of course I
know.”

“It came back to me again and again this morn-
ing,” the girl said, smiling. “It was pretty good
fun, wasn’t it?”

“Fun? It makes me feel as if I'd been traveling
through the bad lands ever since!”

“T'ell me, did you make all-day expeditions of it?”

“Always, unless it rained. And did he occa-
sionally try to fall in—and you saved him first and
lit into him afterward?”

“Well, if I did, he always richly deserved it. And,
in your case, did you ever give the lady any thanks
for saving you?”

“T don'’t believe I ever did! And what about your
hair? Wasn’t it everlastingly getting into your
eyes?”

y“I never could keep a hair-ribbon for two days
together ! It used to get into his, too, and generally
just when he had a bite! And then he’d be simply
furious. How did you do about your dinner?”

“Look here”—in his ardour he fairly commanded
her—*you arrange to come up again to-morrow,
resolved to stay till the afternoon, and I'll show
you then exactly what we did about our dinner |”

She met his eyes with the same tumultuous im-
pulse. “I’d just be afraid to tell you how much I'd
like to! But—but—I guess I couldn’t very well
explain to Mr. Davidson. And if I came without
telling him, you'd think it sneaking of me.”

He gazed at her, boyishly honest, and his face
began to fall. “Yes—I suppose— No, now, by
jinks, T wouldw’t either! For you'd be coming as
a kid and not as a grown-up at all. It needn’t make
any difference what particular stupid person either
of us is now. We are offered this chance to be our
proper selves again. I only want you as that hair-
ribbonless ten-year-old who'd never heard the name
of Davidson.”

“Do you really mean that? Cross your heart?”

“Cross my heart!” ;

“Very well, then,” she smiled out bravely, “I
shall come! In that case, though”—her colour rose
again—“I'll have to ask you to go away now, before
he calls for me on his way home.”

Five minutes later he had reached the head of
the chute and was pushing off his canoe. From
out on the portage road there lilted in a long,
cheerful, but peremptory yodel. Undoubtedly it
was Davidson, who was even at that moment
approaching. :

¥ 5 tirs
‘GD ID your creek run out of the bush into flats,
with big beeches every little way along it?”

“There were big beeches overlooking the two
best ponds we had. We used to lie down behind
their side roots, and the fish couldn’t see anything
but our rods and noses.”

“I know! T know! I used to take off those red
hair-ribbons of mine so as not to scare them. It
was then that my hair would get into his eyes and
make him so raging.”

Again they had been fishing for two ecstatic
hours. Again the falls bellowed from behind their
drifting screen of pearly mist. Again the rainbow
fays shimmered and poised, and the obstreperous
wind and the sun talked to them in joy.

He hooked another bass—an unusually large one.
As he let it flop into his creel, he looked at her
wit}'1 challenge. “Huh, I guess he’s the maziest
yet!”

_She took it up on the instant. “Well, I bet he
ain’t asbig as that one I caught yesterday !”

“Ah, you on'y say that because you know it’s too
late to measure them up.”

But her own line was again on the jerk. “There,
you see, I've got another. I'm ketchin’ the most/”
. “Well, an’ good reason, when you're always fishin’
in my place as well as your own! Every time my
cork bobs you go and scrouge over beside it !”

It was not merely a case of “beside it” this time,
but on the other side of it. Their tackle was
crossed, with two bass on !

“First cut!” he yelled ferociously.

“But what did you let him come over where I
was for?” she shrieked as venomously back.

“Well, that doesn’t make any diff, does it? It’s
the fellah that hollers ‘First cut!’”

“Aw, you always say that! And, there now, my
line’s broke—and the hook an’ lead gone and
everything !”

“Aw, gee, no, it ain’t, is it? Aw, jiminy, T didn’t
mean to! Don’t yuh care. Tll lend you mine for
a while, and then T'll fix yours up better'n ever!
I'll give yuh that mud-cat I caught, too! But don’t
yuh care [/ 3

SHE was not shedding tears. But, for the time,

their fishing was ended. It was almost noon,
however; and there was fun ahead which they were
ready enough to get to.

In addition to his regular kit, he had brought
down a hatchet, a big tin can, and some small
sundries in a dunnage-bag. ;

“In the first place,” he said, “we need a stove.”

“Arstover”

“So you've forgotten how to make a
Then T'll have to show you all over again.”

About a hundred yards up the shore, sheltered
by a clump of cedars, a spring jetted from the bank.
And all about it lay a drift of granite “hard-heads.”
“Here’s where that range goes up,” he announced,
and proceeded to roll three big, smooth-faced
boulders together for the back and sides. The lady
helped him fill in with smaller stones and clay; and
presently. they were in possession of something so
far superior to the steel-and-nickel article of com-
merce that it seemed insulting to call it a stove at all.

“What'll you cook on, though?” she asked. “We
used to do ours on an old pie-pan.”

“Huh! Pie-pans is like getting your dinner at
home! T've got to fix the fish, first. But if you'll

stove ?



“Say, you're doin’ loolaw to-day !

get the kindling while/ I’'m at that, then I'll show
you!” ‘

She took the hatchet and started off along the
shore. And when, fifteen minutes later, she re-
turned with an armful of driftwood, and chips
from various stranded pine stumps, he had three
good bass ready for the griddle.

“Scrumdidious, even if they’re not minnies!”

He touched off the lightwood, and then, bringing
out his big tin can, threw it into the growing blaze.
The “Niagara Peaches” wrapper browned blister-
ingly from it. The solder began to run like mer-
cury. With a little “clink” the ends flew off and
the whole thing opened out. He let it purify in the
flames for a few minutes longer. Then he forked
it swiftly out and across to the water. When it had
cooled, he straightened it upon a rock, turned it
over, and. laid it upon the middle of the stove.
“What do you think of that?”

“Great!”

She dropped a dab of butter on the fryer. They
spread the bass side by side, and let them sizzle.

Some clean splinters of pine remained from the
kindling. It did not take him long to give them
points and edges. “They’re a lot better than forks,”
he explained.

She went down the beach again, and catching one
of the lower limbs of the big basswood, proceeded
to nip off a hatful of the broad, heart-shaped leaves
for plates. And, “Whee!” she cried, a moment
afterward, “I’ve found a table, too!”

It was a two-foot square of bleached-out pine
slab. He skipped down and carried it back for her.
I’ll let you smell
the fish for that!”

She smelled them. “M-m-m-m!”

The table was soon spread. “It hasn’t any legs,
you know,” she apologized; “so we'll just have to
sit down opposite each other, tailor fashion, and
each take an end of it on our knees.”

He lifted off the frying-pan, laid it on the stones
beside them, and they fell to.

It was a feast that went beyond any-
thing ever prepared in Arcadia; and
they ate it with the earnestness of a
hunger which was in no wise simulated.
They desired neither bread, nor spiced
meats, nor any dessert. In those bass
was the delectable savor of another age.
The meal was a rite, too, the consecra-
tion of liberty regained.

HEY fenced for the last brown mor-
sels with their forks. And then,
having sealed their emancipation by
drinking in turn from the old Chianti
flask which served Vanderdecken as a
water-bottle, they sat back and regarded
each other as with new eyes.

In hers there was a mocking gleam.
“] know what you’d like to do now, I'll
swear I do! And I dare you to own
up to it!”

“What ?”

“You want to build a playhouse!”

“Well,” he chuckled outright, “we
never called them playhouses. We
called them cronies.” :

A clump of evergreens formed their back wall
and one of the sides. The other was furnished
them by the ledgy, overhanging bank. To put the
thatch on they climbed to the top. And they had
to steady each other a little to lean out, as they
knelt there on the edge. ok

In their nostrils was the balsamy odour of the
bruised cedar twigs and the fresh, loamy smell of
the woods. Far off in some hidden wild raspberry
patch a berry-bird kept sounding the long sweetness

is quavering pipe.
Of“lior(gl,” the )g()gn% man murmured, as he rose to
his feet again, “what idiots we are to grow up,
a !,’ . .
an‘}‘,\v{fe}il, we're getting a good deal of it back again,
yo‘L‘lOkhrjogv;,c;u—-I don’t believe yow've ever lost a bit
: ")
Of‘};’ld lost so much of it that if any one had’ told
me when I came up here that in two days I'd be
doing this i § S
“Lget’s sit down in the bcrong/ again for a while.
ed to the beach. ! !
g‘Ihe(i’ond’{olggow, though,” she saig,: “T think this
cozy corner is a lot too fine to use!

I¥ was a cozy corner composed of an old log
heaped with bracken and a pair of moss-upholstere
tamarack stumps. She let herself slowly down into
it and gave her soul to pu:e delight with eyes that
shone and a mouth that fairly lat_lg}z’ed aloud.

“T guess it’s worth while, isn’t it? he asked.

“Worth while!—I feel now as if we two people .

were in a position to settle all the problems that
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have ever afflicted men and women !”

“Problems? Why, I see now that there needn’t
be any problems at all. We had everything straight
in the beginning as youngsters—as boy and girl.
We never had any difficulty in understanding each
other. We knew how mighty little we really differed.
And like a lot of batty clams we've simply been
tying ourselves up, eyes and all, in five thousand
kinds of mummy wrappings ever since!”

“I know it! I know it! But surely some others
have been like us! We can’t be the first to conjure
it back again. Tell me—are men—the rest of them
—all so hopeless? Don’t they, somewhere or other,
keep a little of the real thing in them?”

“Well,” he said, blushing needlessly, “we're an
awfully dignified bunch of four-flushers, you know,
and I can’t speak for past thirty; but I guess till
then most of us keep a whole lot of it, always care-
fully concealed, of course. Now I want to know,
how is it with women ?”

She reddened in her turn, but came courageously
to the confessional. “I’ll tell you how it is with
them. I believe there’s hardly a woman alive but
would fling away everything else on earth—at least
everything but the kiddies—for just this!”

They fell into a relishing little silence, meeting
each other’s eyes every few moments as if in a
hand-clasp.

“I—TI’ve a good mind,” he said, “to say something
childish.”

“Her skirt went in to the hem, but sie recovered the battered felt.”
Drawn by H. W. McCrea.

“Well, I guess you may, all right.”

“I'm happy.”

She laughed again.

“I am, though. And I herewith jolt one to that
cheap philosopher who says man never is, but always
to be blest. I'm happy right here and now. Do
you remember when you used to imagine yourself
a candy house, with candy walls and candy furni-
ture, and’ everything candy; and whenever you
wanted any, you just turned and chawed it off?
Well, that’s where I've got to at the present moment !
Think I want to go to heavenr  Shucks! you
couldn’t get me away from earth with a logging-
chain !”

“Nor me, either, I'm afraid. And I could own up
to more than happiness, too.” Her colour deepened.
“It's the luniest thing, ever, to say, but do you
know, the last few hours have given me the feeling
that in spite of this old world I'm good !”

««\Y/ ELL,” he beamed, “that is pretty luny, all -

right! But, to tell you a secret, I'd really
guessed that you were, myself. And now I'm going
to be rash, and say something that is a great deal
lunier.”

More jarring than the fatal horn in “Hernani,”
from the portage road came that cheerfully knell-
ing.yodel. o . b

%‘hey started back to their “pound.” “Look here,”
he suddenly broke out, “I don’t know that I want
to run away this time. I'd like to stay and meet
your husband.”

“My husband? Good gracious! Did I—have you

2

been—? Why, Mr. Davidson’s my brother-in-law.
He’s married to my sister Evelina1”

In the gulping precipitation with. which he
gathered his fish together, threw his gear into the
dunnage-bag, and charged for his canoe, there was
a striking imitation of good farce-comedy.

ABOUT eleven next day an ancient kingfisher,

who also made the “Bowl” his favourite fish-
ing-place, beheld something which greatly astonished
him. For some time the pair had left their rods
leaning against the big basswood; one might have
said that they had forgotten them. From the spring
above their camp a little stream ran down to the
river. Without appearing to have any reasonable
idea of what they were doing, or why they were
doing it, they were digging at its channel with
pieces of stick, and clearing the stones out of the
way. To move a particularly big one, he had to
take one side and she the other. Their heads bowed
more and more together. Her hair blew into his
eyes. And on the instant, as if those random wisps
had grasped out at him, he leaned breathlessly for-
ward and kissed her !

If he knew why he did that, he did not show it
by his actions. Having done it he got to his feet,
and stood gasping and quivering. One might have
imagined that some one had just kissed him. “I—
I—I love you,” he said at last. “That’s why I did
it. I nearly did it twenty times before!”

As for the lady—since we have set
out to tell the truth—she said, “Great
Caesar!” 'Then she began to tremble.
“Oh, you mustn’t—not now, anyway !”

“Why not now?” He seemed to be
becoming braver. “It can’t be any truer
in a thousand years!”

“But it’s only three days!
is perfectly frantic!
on the merest impulse

“Then it's the strongest impulse I've
ever had in my life! And I don’t want
to bind you, now. I wouldn’t let you
even if you were willing yourself. I
only want you to know how it is with
» me. And T've felt it, too, since yes-
L iterday i

The thing
And you'’re acting

12

E VEN in the wildness of her agitation

she had to laugh, though the laugh
itself was wild enough. “But let us try
to come to our senses. Can’t you—can’t
you see that people will say that we
couldn’t possibly know the first thing
about each other?”

He challenged her to say so herself.
“You know me better after these two
or three days down here than any other
woman ever has or can! You must
know you do, too! And tell me now,
at the bottom of your heart, don’t you
feel the same way about my under-
standing you?”

She nodded. “But, but g-granting
that I do, that wouldn’t make it any the
less perfectly frightful to Evelina!”

“Then we shan’t discuss it with
Evelina.”

“I guess we shouldn't, if there was anything else
we could do! You don’t know her yet! But I'm
not sure myself whether I'm not just dreaming—
or crazy!”

“Look here”—he caught at her hands—“don’t you
feel as if some mysterious chance or accident had
given us two people the gift of the Golden Touch?”

“Yes, I—I can say that, anyway.”

“And don’t you feel, too, that we have the power
to keep it, to keep it till the very end of time—if
only we—we don’t let ourselves get parted again?”

This time she could only nod. :

“Then if you feel—if you believe that, don’t you
seeS}tlhat that'sdall there can be to it?”

e wavered, then let herself go. “We're ut
mad, both of us—and we’ll havge to keep it Efgz
Evelina, some way or other—but I do believe it

After what occurred next, they walked over to
the “crony,” their arms still about each other. And
the cozy corner took them both into its embrace
together. Out in the river the white-green
waters of the Raggeds bellowed and flung them-
selves tumultuously ; the four winds circled in impish
tumult round and round that pearly, drifting bridal
veil; and the rainbow fays leaped and danced like
all Titania’s train, ‘

And then, as in all truthful endings—alien, un-
}v1shed-f0r, ridiculous, and unromantic—there ’[’)roke
in upon them the harbinger of the world outside.
'o speak more humanly and directly, with a sliding
of gravel fr(_)m the top of the bank, his boots ahead
of him, arrived Mr. William Davidson, He had
(Concluded on page 28.)
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John Gyles, Captive

How a Mere Boy Met a Great Responsibility

over the hills and water about the fort up

the Jemseg, brightening into glorious green

the great reach of pines bordering the
lower bend of the river, burnishing the russet ochre
of elm and walnut, and freshening the full grey of
the low, hewn-stone buildings. ¢ :

The Jemseg was a channel-like stream, three miles
in length, connecting the River Saint John with
Grand Lake, a great sheet of water to the north.
The Fort, built here by the French, had been one
of their chief strongholds. From it, under Yillebon,
had gone forth many an expedition against the
English settlements. But as frequent washings of
the river, in flood, made the defences unsafe,
Villebon had moved up River St. John, to Nash-
waak, and the fortress at Jemseg with its gardens
and its broad extent of marsh, was now the peace-
ful habitation of Louis d’Amours de Chauffour, a
French Seignior. ‘ :

The small silver bell in the turret of the little
chapel was pealing its call for evening prayers.
Not a sound, besides, broke the stillness of the
lonely scene. Leading the way to the chapel walked
the wife of Louis d’Amours, the lovely Margaret
Guion, of Quebec. Following her were her two
children, an old man, physician and servitor to the
family, the maidservants, and a youth whose 'fa1r
hair easily bespoke his English blood. The Sieur
d’Amours, himself, was not of the number. He
had been for some months in France on important
interests.

At the gateway of the sentry court the lady
paused, and spoke a kindly word to the English
youth, then entered the chapel, followed by her
train, and the old Servitor, who in the absence of
the priest and the Sieur, read the prayers for the
household of Louis d’Amours. :

The youth did not join the company, but paced
the small court within the enclosure, his eyes fixed
intently at every forward beat out upon the lower
bend of the river. Plain on the sunlit water at the
river’s mouth could be seen a single canoe. An
hour before, when he had been making ready the
chapel for service, it had been but a black speck;
now it was making swift course up the Jemseg, and
heading for the Fort. Anxiously he watched its
approach, gazing out often over the low wall, front-
ing the river, then hurriedly resuming his patrol
when the chanting voices ceased; and while the
little procession passed out, kept his gaze away
from the channel and facing the courtyard buildings.

As the children crossed the square they ran to-
ward him, and each seizing a hand, contllr‘med with
him his pacing across the little court. “We have
you a prisoner !” exclaimed the girl.
© “Hush!” cried her brother. “You know our
mother told us not to say that to our good Gy‘les!

“I do not see how it is wrong,” said the girl. ”

“Because I am in truth a prisoner, little one,
replied the youth, “and the lady would not hurt

feelings.”

m}‘,‘You wgere once, and many years, I know that,”
she said. “But you are not now, for my father
bought you away from the savages and you belong
o us.” :

3 “And don’t you think that is being a prisoner,
still?” he asked. “Would you like to be bought,
and sold, and belong to people?” ; :

“It is all the same as we are,” replied the child,
gravely. “We belong to someone, and when you
are loved it makes no difference. And we all belong
to God, everybody on the river, Gyles.”

“Not the Maliseet Indians, I hope,” said the lad,
grimly, stretching out his hands and arms, scarred
with thongs and burns, his flesh recoiling in “cold
pricks at even the memory of his tortures. “See
what they did for me, little ones; do you think they
belong to God?” :

“Well, anyway, it must be better to be prisoner
here where we love you, and are geod to you,” re-
plied the child. “And my father said, when he left
us, that he put us in your care, Gyles. I heard him
say that to our mother.” |

And the while he was talking the youth had led
the children away from the ramparts, and toward
the gardens, and now calling their attention to some
late fruit inside, he passed quickly on alone toward
the house, at the outer door 'of which stood Mar-
garet Guion and the old Servitor. g

“There is a canoe coming up nver.',” he said, with
respectful but eager tone. “Would it be word from

Seignior ?” |
ttl?‘lbt eéinnot be he,” replied the lady. “He would

T HE yellow light of an October sunset shone

By GRACE McLEOD ROGERS
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not reach home for a two weeks yet. Where is
it?” and both she and the old man followed the
Sentry as he led the way to the little court, in full
view of the river. The approaching canoe could
now be plainly distinguished, Two men plied the
paddles, a third sat between, and swiftly over the
yellow water they were urging the bark boat.

“Some news from the Grants below,” said the
lady, with forced calmness. “Are they strangers,
Gyles?”

“T'wo are Indians, Madame, the third face I
cannot see.” \

“I hardly think they come to harm us, dear lady,”
said the old Servitor”; if they be Indians they are
our friends.”

And now the cance made straight for the little
cove on the shore, directly under the wall, where
stood the waiting group, and Madame d’Amours
gave a glad cry as she saw the face of the centre
Indian. ““Tis old Franceway,” she exclaimed. “He
is always to be trusted. - Gyles, will you speak with
him for me?”

“I will do as T am bid,” he replied, “but I hate
and fear every copper face of them, friend or foe.”

M ARGARET GUION and the Servitor accom-
panied him to the little stone flagging up to
which the strange canoe was drawn. She saw the
lad’s face pale and flush as he spoke with the
Indians. “What is it ?” she cried. “Tell me, quick.”
“Madame, the English are revenging the raids
of the French and Indians; and are out on an ex-
pedition to capture the French occupations. ' They
are on their way up here, and then on to Villebon
at Nashwaak.”

“And my husband absent !”
hands. “What else does
Church, of Pemaquid?
will kill, or take us all prisoners, Gyles!”

“Not us all, Madame. He could not take captive
one of his own countrymen, and I may be able to
plead for your safety.”

Not marble could” have grown whiter than her
own face as she looked into the pallid, .eager one
of her young servant, and read the import of his
answer. These invaders were his own people, and
from them, and through their raid he could get his
release.:. But what of her and her children, and the
;foréress, containing all their possessions in this new
and ! :

Whatever of dread her heart might hold, Mar-
garet of Guion knew nought of fear, expressed.
“Gyles,” she said, “when the Sieur d’Amours left
home he gave me instruction to oversee all that I
could, with my own eyes and wit; when I came to
a hard place to trust to yours, and he left us in
your charge, though you are but a lad of seventeen,
and a servant in name, and a foreigner in race. I
have not told you this before because I had no
need, but I have told it you in my trust and con-
fidence reposed, and T meant in good time, when
peril came, to let you know his very words.”

“Your children told me of it, Madame,” he
answered. “I bhad not thought of so great an
honour being put upon me.” And he turned again
to the Indians and talked for some moments, “It
is true that it is Colonel Church, Madame,” he
said. “Franceway tells me that he has already
been to Minas and Chignecto, and is on his way
to Villebon at Nashwaak.”

“We know him well!” she exclaimed. “He and
his men in their flat-bottomed, black boats, are
worse than pirates. He will think this place still
a fortress, and will burn and sack.”

“Unless you do what the Sieur bade,” said Gyles.

“What did he bid?” she asked.

She wrung her
he say? TIs it Colonel
He knows no mercy. He

“M ADAME, he told me if any trouble came we
were not to try to save the place, because
we had not a large enough household to defend
any attack, but we were to flee up to Grand Iake
and get you and the children in safe keeping at
the Big Grant. This is what I suppose he meant
when he told you to trust to me if peril threatened.”
“You lie!” cried the Lady Margaret. “Why
should T flee like a frightened child! I can stand
by my own! The Lady L'Tour stood by her
fortress. Margaret of Guion can do as well1”
“She did not do well, Madame, if I heard the
story aright. The Sieur said I was to see that you

were safe away from the place.”

“And then you can be free yourself I” she said.
“How do I know that this is not a pretext to get
all our stores besides! This Colonel Church would
take you away to your home again, in Pemaquid.”

“Yes, Madame, 1 know that.”

“And yet you ask me to trust you!” she cried.

“No, Madame, your husband, the Sieur d’Amours,
he asked you to trust me, and bade me care for
you.”

Her face flushed at the quiet, grave words, and
she moved to him, offering her hand. “I did not
mean to be so hard,” she said, “but it is not easy
to believe you could do this thing for us when
freedom and home are in your grasp. My husband
bade you, and gave you the trust, and he would
expect you to be true to it, because he is that sort
cf a man. He does right for right’s sake, not for
any one’s command. And he would think you were
our servant and must obey orders. But because I
am a woman I can see your chance, and I know
how you long for your own home and your own
people, and how verily a prisoner you are here even
though you have freedom of foot. But, Gyles, the
Sieur d’Amours, he would believe that you would
do your duty now, so do I. I would like well to
stay here and face the grizzly old Briton and save
my treasures, but I dare not disobey my husband’s
commands, and I will do as you have said he bade
me. Must we leave this very night?”

“We dare not wait,” said the youth. “Franceway
is going down the portage with his brothers, They
are strangers here and on their way to their home
in Norridgewick. But they can make their way
to one of the villages on foot, and he will come
back here by midnight. With his large canoe for
the maids and the luggage, and your own for your
children, you can all be in safety by dawn.”

“And when you have made ready the place, as
the Sieur commanded, there is the little pirogue in
which you can follow.”

“Yes, Madame, there is the
which I can follow.”

Her quick ear caught the repetition of her words,
and. her own young heart, her mother heart, re-
sponded to the lad’s hopeless tone.

little pirogue in

% YLES,” she said, “I know the struggle is

hard, and will be harder still when we are
gone, but I believe you will be faithful to us. I
wish I could promise you your freedom, but I can-
not. The Sieur is not the stamp of man to be
turned by a sentiment. He does ever what he
himself deems just. He bought you from the
savages out of kindness of heart, but I know he
thinks he owns you and that you are to do his will
implicitly, so I can make no promise. But, Gyles,
I have no one else on whom I can depend in this
strait. Old Salvadore is too feeble to do more than
hold his strength for the journey, and my children
and I must look to you for protection.”

“There is not a moment to lose, Madame,” said
the Servitor, who had been having a further con-
ference with the Indians. “T'he British burned
every house at Beaubassin. The soldiers are rough
men and cruel. You, Madame, must be out of this
in safety.”

Hastily the lady explained to him her husband’s

‘wishes and commands, and soon she and her house-

bold were making ready for the departure. The
unexpected return of the Indian in an hour made
their haste even more imperative. Down river he
bad learned that an additional force had joined
Church, that they were waiting at the bend all
night and at early morn would probably make their
attack. :

All silently the little procession left the house
and descended the pathway to the flagging, where
lay the canoes. In the Indian’s large one were
placed the maid servants, and their few necessary
stores, and leading the way the Indian started off.
Close behind was the light, strong craft of Madame
Guion’s, paddled by Fer own hand. With her were
her children and the old Servitor. And drawn up
on the shore was the stout little pirogue which was
to be left for the youth. The hunting moon, yellow
and \full of glory, shone over the wild, lonely land.

Madame Guion drew back a few paces and out
of the others® hearing.

“Gyles,” she said, “in the little room over your
own is a strone box, locked and strapped. It holds
my silver and jewels, and a few treasures besides.
Weritten on it are plain directions how, and where, to
kide it in the garden behind the chapel. You will




find the spot prepared, and I had intended placing
it there myself, but the extra haste hindered me
and I must leave it to you. No one knows of the box
or its hiding-place but ourselves and the Sieur
d’Amours. Drive the cattle out of the enclosure,
so that they may stray to the marsh and perhaps
be spared. “On the escritoire is a paper, which you
are to fasten on the great outer gate. Put it in
plain view. In it I have demanded that Church
leave our place untouched. He cannot but respect
it if it meets his eye, for I have told. him of my
husband’s repeated kindness to the English. Until
you join us I will not know if this is safely posted,
or if the box be hidden. I would trust you, myself,
Gyles, even if the Sieur d’Amours had not bidden
me.”

“I will do my best, Madame,” he replied, with
grave salute, passing in the paddles, and steadying
the canoe for her step.

A moment and the light sentient bark shot out
and up the stream, and the English lad stood alone
at the foot of the old French stronghold, free from
the people whose bond-servant he was, and in easy
reach of his countrymen twenty miles below.

Swift through his mind passed the nine years
of his captivity, that terrible night of the massacre
at Pemaquid, his father and brothers killed before
his eyes, his own forced march with the savages,
its sufferings and his captor’s cruelty, the agony qf
those long, dreadful years at Meductic, with their
hunger, and fear, and torture, then that long tramp
to the big fortress, where he was offered for sale,
and purchased by the Sieur d’Amours, and brought
to this little, old stronghold. But here the torture
had ceased. Good food, a quiet bed, and easy work,
the love of the children, the trust of his master,
and the kind care of the Lady d’Amours—all this
had been his lot. Yet even this was not liberty.

He could see his mother’s face, could hear again
her parting words as they carried him from her
on that dreadful night. Her sweet, white face—
how often the memory of it had lulled him asleep
in these bitter years, those early, young years with
his dusky captors, when the tortures broke both
flesh and heart! To think of seeing her again!
How blessed it would be! He could hide the strong
box, post the proclamation, and then make his way
down to the invaders. He might, by pleading, even
save their attack upon the place, and thus render
his master a service above what his mere servitude
demanded. :

The thought made his step buoyant and quick as
he sped up the pathway to the house. The strong
box lay outside Madame d’Amours’ own apartment.
Tt was bulky but not heavy to carry, for the
treasures in this new land were few. An hour had
passed before he had it in safe keeping in the little
vault outside the courtyard square. Now and then
as he worked he paused to listen, alert _for _the
slightest sound that might come upon the still, night
air, but no noise broke the utter silence, apd he
completed his task, smiling to_think how easily he
could have faken the chest and its contents as bounty
for his safe passage with the invaders.

s if he would never accomplish all
the charges, and his fingers fumbled over bolts
and bars; but at length the place was segured, th(ei
cattle and sheep driven away, and the notice plla}:tel
on the heavy plank gate. Going up to his ;1 i
chamber at the stair’s head, he took from a ches
some skins he had trapped, ga.thered_togetherha
few articles of clothing, and hurried again down the
stairway, and out the great 'door. Hastening to the
riverside, where his little pirogue lay, he threw tn
the pelts and was turning to take back the key 3
its hidtng-place, when a short, thick-set man Sltlej';()ip?
out from the walnut clump, and a voice ca é in
rough tones, “Are you in possession of the Sieur
! rs’ domains?”
dpélgloclli the youth turned to the water. Dowg
shore a few yards was a long, black boat, }r]nantn?d
by several men. Straight his f:ager'thoug fts od
him that this was one of the _mvadmg craft, a}:ﬁ
that the man who ad%resseg him was perhaps the
er, Colonel Church. ; :
COK] l}:l:lr%dsmile flitted over the youth’s anxious face.
How good it was to hear his own tongue agffam,
even though so roughly couched, and half !nh cte}a:.rs,
yet feeling someway strangely at home wit slo
grizzly warrior of his own race, he‘ came nea;, .
that his face showed clear in the bright moonlight,
but he did not speak. :
The stranger ]f)rowned and laid a heavy hag%v (})ln
the boy’s shoulder. “Give answer, he said. A cz
are you, where is the Sieur d’Amours, and wha

i in the enemy’s country? Brown-
are you doing here, 1n y i

faced though you are I know you

e Louis d’Amours,”
“T am servant to my master, Louis ,

replied Gyles. “He bought me from the Indians

T seemed a
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three years ago. They had killed my father and
brothers, at Pemaquid, and taken me prisoner.” He
stripped up his sleeves from his scarred arms—
“this is the life I led,” he said, “till I came into
d’Amours’ hands.”

“And since then, lad >—speak the truth, for I am
Church, and I am sent out to avenge such deaths
as your father’s, and such living deaths as yours.
The French are in league with the savages in all
their depredations. Since coming here, lad, how
have you fared?”

“I have fared well,” said the lad, gravely, “so
well that I am left in charge of the place to protect
it against your attack.”

The gallant soldier laughed.
war!” he exclaimed.
“Through one you are
taken, through another
freed! How much loot
is there inside? Could
you get enough for me to
make it not worth my
while to attack? I knew
the Sieur himself was ab-
sent, but where are the
household ?”

“They are not here,”
said Gyles. “The place is
vacant.”

“Well, I've never yet
burned women and chil-
dren!” exclaimed the
Colonel, “but there must
be treasures here. Show o
me where the prizes are.” 7

.

“The fortunes of

W)
THE youth led on up 7
the. steep path ; /
through the wood to the ‘
heavy plank gate, and "
pointed to the placard.

“Madame d’Amours
thought you would not
destroy nor pillage, when
you had read this,” he
said.

Church chuckled grimly
as he stepped close up to
the document, which by
the moonlight that lay so
bright over the land, could
be plainly read. “So she
claims protection for her
possessicns and her do-
main in earnest of her
husband’s repeated acts °
of kindness to FEnglish
captives,” said the soldier.
“So much so good, but is
it true? And why did
you stay behind when the
lady fled?”

“I had promised my
master to see her safe
away if danger threaten-
ed,” explained the youth;
“and there were things
she asked me to do be-
sides—to post this placard,
and secure the place
against your attack. That
was why I remained, but
I was not going to follow
her. I- planned to go
down stream and find you when you were at anchor,
and ask you to take me to my mother and my people
at Pemaquid, and I thought if I told you of the
kind treatment I had met at their hands that you
would spare the place here and go on up river in-
stead, to Nashwaak.” :

“T'll gladly set you free,” said Church. “You'll
be a star in my crown. But show me the booty.
Quick, boy, the tide is dropping and I will be stuck
here as we were on that blasted mud flat at Minas.
Open the gate and let us get at the loot.”

The boy flung him the great key. “Open if you
will,” he said. “I could not hold out against you
and your men even if I resisted;” and he retreated
down the path to the river side.

Something in the tone moved the old soldier’s
heart, and he followed quickly and came up beside
him, where he was bending over the pirogue,
arranging the bundles inside its small space, and
drawing it farther up shore.

“You can accompany me in my own boat,” said
the Commander, “unless you like your own craft
better, and would rather follow in it. The force
is at anchor in the large river, just below the
Jemseg mouth. I came up to reconnoitre. Bright
moonlight hinders my sleep, and T am restless while
it lasts. I thought to have a quiet look around, un-
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detected, b.efore we attacked, but I soon discovered
that the birds had flown. How soon will you be
ready for the start?”

THE_youth sprang to his feet. “I am not going
with you,” he said. “I am staying here.”

“Suppose I burn the houses, kill you, and go on
up the Big Lake and discover your lady, what
then?” asked Church.

But the youth did not answer.

“You would stay here a captive, a slave, with life
and freedom in your grasp!” exclaimed the other.
“You are indeed a fool.”

“But I am not a craven,” replied Gyles. “I gave
my word to the Sieur d’Amours to guard his family
and his fortunes in his
absence. I belong to him,
and must keep my faith.
I did intend to go- with
you, but when you told
me to discover you the
treasures, I knew that my
duty was here, to obey
my master’s orders.”

“And your mother, at
Pemaquid, waiting these
many years for your. re-
turn—has she no claim
upon you?”

The boy’s voice broke in
a half sob, and he dropped
down on the stone flag-
ging at the water’s edge.
“I think she would tell me
to stay,” he said, stolidly.
“Mothers do not call you
from your trust. Mine
has waited long, she must
wait longer yet, till I am
free with honour.”

The old Commander’s
eyes blinked, but there
was no blinking in his
voice when he spoke.

“Stay on,” he said, “and
I will write a document to
your lady that will bind
you yet closer. The place
here I may spare, not be-
cause of you, but because
1 like the little lady’s wit
in supposing I would lis-
ten to her pleadings, and
it humours me to save her
and her household. This
time I pass, but another
voyage when the Sieur
d’Amours himself is at
hand and I can cross
swords with a gentleman
of honour, I'll have my
revenge. I'd not stoop to
take even the key from
the hand of a fellow so
bound in spirit as you

2

are,” and flinging it upon
the ground he strode
away.

But at the turn of the
path he came back.
“There is yet time,” he
said. “If you should

change your mind, and

choose to follow us, even
when I am at the river’s mouth we will turn back
to meet you. My men will keep the watch. But
if you show no sign of rélenting by then, get you
gone, and quickly, from here, for I will be sending
up a letter to the Lady d’Amours who so keeps you
in bondage, and should my men find you on ‘the
spot I will give them orders to fire every building,
so that there will no longer be shelter here for the
lady or her slave!”

FOR the whole hour while the black boat rapidly
sped down the little river, the youth sat on the-
stone flagging by the shore. The waters fell away
from the sand at his feet, as the moments passed.
The moon sank behind the black woods beyond the:
Gr'and Pond. Once, as the boat came near the:
point at the Channel’s head, he seized his slender
pirogue and started to draw it down the sand, but
quickly dragged it back; and quietly sat there until
the black boat became a speck, and was lost in the
blur of the great waters beyond the river’s mouth,
Then, wearily, he drew down his own craft, picked
up the key and secured it in a wallet, pushed off
from shore, an! without a glance backward, pulled
away up the little river to the Big Pond, and the
Lady Margaret who had given herself and her
(Conciuded on page 23.)
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The Materializing of Cecil

married, although everybody in Hillburn pitied

old maids; but it did worry me, and I frankly

confess it, that I had never had a chance to be.
Even Nancy, my old nurse and servant, knew that,
and pitied me for it. Nancy is an old maid herself,
but she has had two proposals; she did not accept
either of them, because one was a widower with
seven children and the other a very shiftless, good-
for-nothing fellow; but if anybody twitted Nancy
on her single condition, she could point triumphantly
to these two as evidence that “she could au she
would.” If I had not lived all my life in Hillburn
I might have had the benefit of the doubt; but I
had, and everybody knew everything about me—or
thought they did.

I had really often wondered why nobody had
ever fallen in love with me. I,was not at all
homely ; indeed, years ago, George Adoniram May-
brick had written a poem addressed to me, in which
he praised my beauty quite extrava-
gantly; that didn’t mean anything, be-
cause George Adoniram wrote poetry to
all the good-looking girls, and never
went with anybody but Flora King, who
was cross-eyed and red-haired; but it
proves that it was not my appearance
that put me out of the running. Neither
was it the fact that I wrote poetry my-
self—although not of George Adoniram's
kind—because nobody ever knew that.
When I felt it coming on I shut myself
up in my room and wrote it out in a
little book bound with red morocco
which I kept locked up. It is nearly
full now, because I have been writing
poetry all my life. It is the only thing
I have ever been able to keep a secret
from Nancy. Nancy, in any case, has
not a very high opinion of my ability to
take care of myself, but I tremble to
imagine what she would think if she
ever found out about that little red book.
I'm convinced she would send for the
doctor post-haste and insist on mustard
plasters while waiting for him.

Nevertheless, I kept on at it, and what
with my flowers and my cats and my
magazines and my red book, I was
really very happy and contented. But
it did sting that Adella Gilbert, across
the road, who has a drunken husband,
should pity “poor Charlotte” because no-
body had ever wanted her. Poor Char-
Jotte, indeed! If I had thrown myself
at a man’s head the way Adella Gilbert
did at—but there, there, I must refrain
from such thoughts. I must not be
uncharitable.

The Sewing Circle met at Mary Gil-
lespie’s on my fortieth birthday. I have
given up talking about my birthdays,
although that little scheme is not much
good in Hillburn, where everybody
knows your age—or if they make a mis-
take it is never on the side of youth.
But Nancy, who grew accustomed to
celebrating my birthdays when I was a
little girl, never gets over the habit, and
I don’t try to cure her, because, after all, it’s nice
to have some  one make a fuss over you. She
brought me up my breakfast before I got out of
bed—a concession to my laziness that Nancy would
scorn to make on any other day of the year. She
had cooked everything I like best, and had decorated
the tray most beautifully with dear, pale-pink, baby
roses from the garden, and ferns from the woods
behind the house. I enjoyed every bit of that
breakfast, and then I got up and dressed, putting
on my second best muslin gown. I would have put
on my really best if I had not had the fear of
Nancy before my eyes; but I knew she would never
condone that, even on a birthday. I watered my
flowers and fed my cats, and then I locked myself
up and wrote a poem on June. I kad given up
writing birthday odes after I was thirty.

IT had never worried me in the least that I wasn’t

s

IN the afternoon 1 went to the Sewing Circle.

When I was ready for it I looked in my glass
and wondered if I could really be forty. I was
quite sure I didn’t look it. My hair was brown
and wavy, my cheeks were pink, and the lines could
hardly be seen at all, though possibly that was be-
cause of the dim light. I always have my mirror
hung in the darkest corner of my room, Nancy
can not imagine why. I know the lines are there,

By L. M. MONTGOMERY

Author of **Anne of Green Gables.'

of course; but when they don’t show very plain I
forget that they are there.

We had a large Sewing Circle, young and old
alike attending. I really cannot say I ever enjoyed
the meetings—at least, not up to that time—although
I went religiously because I thought it my duty
to go. The married women talked so much of their
husbands and children, and of course I had to be
mum on those topics; and the young girls talked
in corner groups about their beaus, and stopped it
when I joined them, as if they felt sure that an
cld maid who had never had a bheau couldn’t under-
stand at all. As for the other old maids, they talked
gossip about everyone, and I did not like that either.
I knew the minute my back was turned they would
fasten onto me and hint that I used hair-dye and
declare it was perfectly ridiculous for a woman of

“A man was standing by the south window.”
Drawn by H." W. McCrea.

fifty to wear a pink muslin dress with lace-trimmed

frills. I dare say it was ridiculous; but what is the

use of being an independent old maid with nobody
to care if you can’t be ridiculous when you want
to be? A person must have some compensations.

There was a full attendance that day, for we
were getting ready for a sale of fancy work in
aid of parsonage repairs. The young girls were
merrier and noisier than usual. Wilhelmina Mer-
cer was there, and she kept them going. The
Mercers were quite new to Hillburn, having come
here only two months previously. They were very
nice people, and Wilhelmina was a very nice girl;
but it did seem as if her tongue was hung in the
middle, and if she ever thought of anything except
the boys, it didn’t show in her walk and con-
versation. :

I was sitting by the window, and Wilhelmina
Mercer, Maggie Henderson, Susette Cross and
Georgie Hall were in a little group just before me.
I wasn’t listening to their clatter at all, but pre-
sently Georgie exclaimed teasingly :

“Miss Charlotte is laughing at us.. [ suppose she
thinks we are awfully silly to be talking about
beaus.”

The truth was that 1 was simply smiling over
some very pretty thoughts that had come to me

/

about the roses which were climbing over Mary
Gillespie’s sill; I meant to inscribe them in the red
book when I went home. Georgie’s speech brought
me back to harsh realities with a jolt. It hurt me,
as such speeches always did.

“Didn’t you ever have a beau, Miss Holmes?”
said Wilhelmina, laughingly.

A silence had fallen over the room for a moment,
and everybody in it heard Wilhelmina’s question.

I REALLY do not know what got into me and

possessed me. I have never been able to account
for what I said and did, because I am naturally
a truthful person and hate all deceit. It seemed
to me that I simply could not say “No” to Wilhel-
mina before that whole roomful of women. It was
too humiliating. I suppose all the prickles and
stings and slurs I had endured for fifteen years on
account of never having a lover had what the new
doctor calls “a cumulative effect,” and came to a
head then and there.

“Yes, I had once, my dear,” I said,
calmly.

For once in my life I made a sensation.
Every woman in that room stopped sew-
ing and stared at me. Most of them, I
saw, didn’t believe me, but Wilhelmina
did. Her pretty face lighted up with
interest.

“Oh, won’t you tell us about him, Miss
Holmes?” ‘she coaxed, “and why you
didn’t marry him?”

“That is right, Miss Mercer,” said
Josephine Cameron, with a nasty little
laugh.. “Make her tell. We're all in-
terested. It’s news to us that Charlotte
ever had a beau.”

If Josephine had not said that, I might
not have gone on. But she did say it; and,
moreover, I caught Mary Gillespie and
Adella Gilbert exchanging significant
smiles. That settled it and made me
quite reckless. “In for a penny in for
a pound,” thought I, and I said with a
pensive smile: “Nobody here knew any-
thing about him, and it was all long,
long ago.”

“What was his name?” asked Wil-
helmina.

“Cecil Fenwick,” I answered promptly.
Cecil had always been my favourite
name for a man; it figured quite fre-
quently in the red book. As for the
Fenwick part of it, I had a bit of news-

aper in my hand, measuring a hem,
with “Try Fenwick’s Porous Plasters”
printed across it, and I simply joined the
two in sudden and irrevocable matri-
mony.

“Where did you meet him?” asked
Georgie. :

I hastily reviewed my past. 'There
was only one place to locate Cecil Fen-
wick. The only time I had ever been
far enough away from Hillburn in my
life was when I was eighteen and had
gone to visit an aunt in New Brunswick.

“In Blakely, New Brunswick,” I said,
almost believing that I had, when I saw
how they all took it in unsuspectingly. “I was just
eighteen and he was twenty-three.”

“What did he look like?” Susette wanted to know.

“Oh, he was very handsome.” I proceeded glibly
to sketch my ideal. ‘To tell the dreadful truth I
was enjoying myself; I could see respect dawning
in these girls’ eyes, and I knew that I 'had forever
thrown off my reproach. Henceforth I should be
a woman with a romantic past, faithful to the one
love of her life-—a very, very different thing from
an old maid who had never had a lover.

“H E was tall and dark, with lovely curly black

hair and brilliant, piercing eyes. He had a
splendid cleft chin, and a fine nose, and the most
fascinating smile.”

“What. was he?” asked Maggie.

“A young lawyer,” I said, my choice of his pro-
fession decided by an enlarged crayon portrait of
Mary Gillespie’s deceased brother on an easel before
me. He had been a lawyer. :

“Why didn’t you marry him?” demanded Susette.

“We quarrelled,” T answered sadly. “A terribly
bitter quarrel. ' Oh, we were both so young and so
foolish. Tt was my fault. I vexed Cecil by flirting
with another man”—wasn’t I coming on?—“and

(Continued on page 27.)
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Lorne Street, with a Mile of Houses Down; Described Below by Judge Hannon, who

Lived on that Street.

Smith Street, Reduced to a Mass of Wreckage in a Little More than One Minute.

It was the C. P. R. Right of Way, but the Cyclone had it.

Elevators and Warehouses, Houses and Waggons in One Colossal Upheaval.

The Metropolitan Methodist Church and the Y.

Church in the Background out of the Storm Zone; Looking
North from the Parliament Buildings.

W. C. A. Building.

Story of the Storm

Told by Judge Hannon, whose home on Lorne Street was
wrecked, whose family had an almost miraculous escape
from death, but who, with true Western hustle,
found time to write his experiences for the
Canadian Courier.

Photographs by Rossie and Progress Photo Co.

OR a week we had extremely hot weather, 90
in the shade and upwards, without very much
relief at night. Sunday afternoon I had gone

for a walk and had reached about a mile from home
when the approaching storm became so threatening
that I thought I had better make the turn. I re-
traced my steps with all speed, as the storm came
on; the forked lightning was vicious in some three
sections of the horizon. Approaching home I
crossed from Smith to Lorne Street on Fourteenth
Avenue, which is in the very heart of the destruc-
tion in the best residential district. The lightning
and the great black clouds with some thunder simply
indicated to me the swift coming on of a very
heavy storm.

As I struck Lorne Street, one block from my
home, the rain began, and I ran that last block at
my top speed through heavy sheets of rain and
strong wind. Reaching the verandah I took in a
couple of chairs. Before I could go upstairs to
change I was struck by the shrill whistling of the

(Concluded on page 24.)

f{.‘he Carload of Stones Was Not Carried Away from the C. P. R. Round-house.

A Bedroom Suddenly Exposed to View.
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UNDERSTANDING OUR FOREIGNERS.
THE stfangers who are within our gates con-

tinue to be “taken in” and bamboozled and

patronized and “missioned” and plundered

and put upon and educated and—everything
but intelligently understood. We will do anything
in the world for them—and to them—except set
our imaginations at work in an effort to find out
what they are, and why. We just marvel at them—
that they can actually come to this Heaven-blessed
country and really see our superior selves living the
beautiful lives we so easily see ourselves living, and
yet go on being so unlike us as they manage to do.
It is truly beyond words. How obdurate they must
be! Why, we should think that one good look at
a Canadian would convince them that they were
all wrong where they differed from that “specimen
brick,” and set them copying us like so many in-
dustrious monkeys.

e oue

ELL, it doesn’t. They pick up our language
in such broken fragments as they find most
easily masticated; and they pick up a living after
the manner of their own kind; and they have their
quarrels and their pleasures—and they usually go
about both of them in a fashion which brings them
into collision with our laws. Doubtless, they wonder
at us quite as much as we wonder at them; but we
are both very slow at understanding each other.
And mutual understanding must come before we
get very far on the road toward assimilation. A
little understanding, indeed, would help a lot. Take,
for example, the playful habit the Italian has of
carrying arms and using them. We send him to
jail for it, and we scold him and assure him that
he doesn’t need a knife, and sometimes forcibly
take his “side-arms” away from him. But we never
take the pains to think out why he wastes his good
money in buying weapons, and to ask ourselves if
we may not be in a large measure to blame. One
. might think that we would come to suspect that
it is not pure perverse wickedness which makes the
Italian carry a knife, when we see practically all
Italian immigrants doing it. Surely this might
suggest to us the idea that there must be some
general cause for what looks like a national habit.
And if we could get at the cause, we would do
more toward wiping out the effect than by jailing
individual Italians after they have stabbed somebody.
wow W
IF you will imagine yourself to be an Italian
immigrant for a moment, you will see the cause
plainly enough. At home, in “sunny Italy,” you
have had a profound distrust of the authorities, and
have looked to your own right hand for your safety.
You may have belonged to a secret society which
made that safety more secure; but even the secret
society has defended its members by an extreme
readiness to use the knife when necessary. That
has been your home training. Very well; you
think of venturing forth out of Italy, the centre
of the world’s civilization to you, the country which
was old before “America” was discovered; and
risking your skin in that far-away ‘“America”
where there must be much less law and order than
at home. If you have any doubt on that point, you
will probably have bought some books on “America”
in your Italian book-store—the novels of Fennimore
Cooper, for choice. There you have learned that
deadly combats with Indians form a daily part of
the lives of most Americans. I may just say that, in
Naples, Fennimore Cooper’s yarns, turned into
Ttalian and illustrated in the most blood-thirsty
fashion, are to be seen in many bookshop windows.
WY e ol
SO you start out for “America,” believing that,
when you step off the ship, you will be taking
your life in your hands. And what is the first
thing you see? In one Canadian city that I know
very well, the street all about the Italian Labour
Agencies is lined with second-hand stores in whose
windows are displayed all sorts of revolvers and
ugly-looking knives. They are more frequent in
that district than any other single sort of mer-
chandise. Now what does the Italian immigrant
.infer? Why, what else than that his previously
conceived notion was right, and that any man who
would be safe in “America” must be well-armed?
He probably thinks that all these “gun shops” mean
that every Canadian carries a revolver; and he feels

exceedingly insecure until he gets one. The fact
that the police do not want him to be armed doubles
his conviction that he ought to be. He has grown
up with an innate distrust, as we have said, of all
police. So he buys his revolver or his knife; and
he meets all too many occasions upon which un-
deniable bad treatment leads him to think that this
is a time when he should “show himself a man.”
g %
HEN consider the Chinaman. He has a weak-
ness. He loves “a little game.” I know lots
of “whites” who have the same weakness; but they
know enough to play their “little games” while
keeping within the law. The Chinaman wants to
take a risk. He does not understand the Stock
Exchange, and so cannot take his risk in the kid-
gloved manner affected by our best citizens. If
he knew a little more, he could gamble, not only
with impunity, but amidst the admiration of the
community. Nor is he sufficiently informed to join
in the riotous real estate ‘“game.” If he could only

do that, he would be so respectable that we would
see in him the makings of an ancestor of one of our
future “best families.” But poor “John” doesn’t
understand these “games.” They are too deep for
him. Still he wants to frisk with the “elusive
goddess” a trifle, just to sweeten his hard hours
of labour. And he gathers together in a quiet
company in a little back room and starts to enjoy
the game he does understand, when we send our
police—who never play anything but checkers—to
break up his party and drag him into court. He
and all his tribe are not nearly as much a menace
to the community as one “bucket-shop” artist—I
beg pardon, there are no “bucket shops” officially
now. What I mean is one man who encourages
stock-buying on small “margins.”
e o o

N OW do you not think that this refusal to let

the Chinaman relax a bit ‘over a game of
“fan-tan” may drive him to worse vices? Re-
member, he is a pretty lonely individual out here—
a bachelor, an alien, finding no association with
“whites,” except with those who want either to rob
or to preach to him. I think that Chinamen might
be doing worse than losing a little money to each
other. As for the “Dago,” why not give him a
help along the right direction, by forbidding the
exposure of arms for sale, and enforcing the law?
He will believe what he sees ten times as quickly
as what the police tell him.

THE MONOCLE MAN.

The Birthplace of Sir John

had a dispute as to the birthplace of Sir
John Macdonald. They were yachting down
Kingston way, and the talk turned upon the
suggested memorial to the late Conservative chief-
tain to be erected at Adolphustown on Hay Bay.
One of the party, a Conservative journalist who
knows Kingston even better than the city he lives
in, said:
“But why not at Kingston?
there,”
“I think you’re wrong,” said the Ontario M.P.P.
“He was born in Adolphustown.” :
“I believe you're both wrong,” said the third,
also a member of the Albany Club. “But I can’t
set you right. I don’t know where Sir John was
born.”

ALL three of these Conservatives had begun to
be young political workers about the time Sir
John Macdonald died twenty-one years ago. They
knew a great deal about Sir John’s political life
and character and his place as a nation-builder.
They knew rafts of the stories told or said to have
been told by the weirdest character that ever came
on the stage of Canadian politics. They had a
most vivid recollection of the dramatic events in
Canadian public life that centred about the chief
actor. They had heard the old chieftain speak
many a time. They knew his personality better
than they know that of Sir Wilfrid Laurier or
Premier Borden. But not one of them remembered,
even if he ever knew, the exact place where Sir
John Macdonald was born. i
One might fancy three equally representative
Americans having a talk about Abraham Lincoln,
who certainly was no more remarkable a figure in
the United -States than Macdonald was in Canada;
and a book might easily be written about the
similarities between these two great men. But the
chances are, there would have been no doubt in
any of the three as to the exact spot, perhaps the
year, and most certainly the day of the month that
had to do with the birth of Lincoln, whose birthday
along with that of the “Father of his Country” is
one of the public festivals in the United States.

MERELY as a matter of fact Sir John Mac-
donald was born at neither Kingston nor
Adolphustown. He was born in Glasgow on
January 11th, the year of the battle of Waterloo.
His father was a manufacturer who, as a young
man, moved to Glasgow from a Sutherlandshire
village in the Highlands. The boy John, third of
five children, was five years old when he came with
his parents to Canada. They settled first in King-
ston, which was then important as a military and
social centre. The elder Macdonald failed to suc-
ceed in business in Kingston, just as he had failed
in Glasgow. The family moved first to Hay Bay,
then to Stone Mills, on the Bay of Quinte. From
ten to fifteen years of age the boy John was a
pupil at the Kingston Grammar School, which was
all the formal education he got. As he once re-
marked to a friend, “I had no boyhood. From the

THREE well-informed Conservatives lately

Sir John was born

_tion, he represented from 1844 till 1891.

age of fifteen I began to earn my own living.”

At the age of fifteen he began to study law as a
junior clerk on a small salary in the office of
George Mackenzie, a friend of his father in King-
ston. At twenty-one he was called to the bar -in
Kingston. The following year he became almost
famous at the hands of subsequent political bio-
graphers by his connection with the defense of
Von Schoulz, the Polish revolutionist who had
joined the rebels of 1837 in Canada. In 1842, at
the age of twenty-seven, Macdonald made his first
visit to England, and for the first time revisited
Scotland, the Highlands and Glasgow. Two years
later two ‘hundred electors presented an address
asking him to become a Conservative candidate for
Kingston. In his first address to a Canadian con-
stituency Macdonald said:

“I therefore need scarcely state my firm belief
that the prosperity of Canada depends upon its
permanent connection with the mother country, and

that I shall resist to the utmost any attempt to °

weaken that union.”

H E was elected by a huge majority as member

for Kingston, which, with one short interrup-
He was
the first Premier of Canada after Confederation,
of which he was at least one of the “fathers.” In
1873 his Government was succeeded in office by
that of Alexander Mackenzie. In 1878 he re-
affirmed his British connection plank and added to
it the bigger one of a national policy of protection
for Canadian industries—since endorsed and
adopted by the late Liberal Government along with
the British Preference. By a big majority he was
returned to power, which he held until his death
in 1891. :

In that period there were four general elections,
the Northwest Rebellion and the building of our
first transcontinental railway.
was won on the British connection and the National
Policy ticket. In 1882 the principle was confirmed.

In 1887 the issue was Commercial Union, whose
chief protagonist in the United States was the
ex-Canadian FErastus Wiman, and in Canada the
ex-Englishman Goldwin Smith. In that election Sir
John lost part of his grip on Quebec by the agita-
tion over the hanging of Louis Riel, leader of the
Northwest Rebellion, in 1885; in which year the
last spike of the C. P. R. was driven at Craigel-
lachie, B.C. In 1887 Hon. Wilfrid Laurier suc-
ceeded Hon. Edward Blake as leader of the Liberal
party. The election in 1891 revived the commercial
union bogey and led Mr. Blake to decline a nomina-
tion for the House of Commons. Sir John won the
election by a reduced majority after a hard winter
campaign, which led to his death while Parliament
was still assembled in June. He died in Ottawa
and was buried in Kingston, where as a lad of
fifteen he first studied law.

So, Highland Scotchman though he was, John
Macdonald probably had more regard for Kingston
till the day of his death than he had for either the
Highlands or Glasgow.

The 1878 election
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the Camera

Spectacular Finish

Band of the Scots Guards Playing at th

h Consul.
Prince of Wales, Leaving Oalais, Smiles at a Story of the Britis

e Change of Guard at St. James’ Palace.

PRESERVING the French lan-
guage in Canada was the
object of a most enthusiastic con-
gress in Quebec city a few days
ago. Unveiling a monument to
Honore Mercier, one of the most
brilliant French speakers that
Canada ever produced, was a
preliminary to the real business
of the convention. The chief
Canadian speakers on this historic
occasion—occasions are frequently
historic in Quebec—were Senator
Belcourt, whose advocacy of
French as an instrument of cul-
ture has its best embodiment in
himself; Mr. Henri Bourassa, who
was dramatic rather than convinc-
ing; Armand Lavergne only
Jess dramatic than his chief;
Archbishop  Begin, of Quebec,
whose cathedral city is about five-
gixths French, and Mr. Paul
Leduc, whose chief diversion was
moving a resolution of censure
upon Mgr. Fallon, Bishop of Lon-
don. Mgr. Fallon, the Irish
bishop, is not an enthusiast for
the French language. A ecanard
was sprung upon the convention to
the effect that he forbade his
priests to be absent more than
a day at the congress. It turned
out that the Bishop had given
no such an order; that he had
been absent from his diocese all
through the congress; and that
the whole thing had been invent-
ed.

An interesting episode of the
convention was the disgruntled
remark of Mr. Alfred Bonneau, a
journalist, who said: “The whole
time has been taken up singing
the praises of the French lan-
guage, and nothing has been donc
to help the French-Canadians of
Ontario or the French-Americans.”

at the Ascot Races when the Royal Hunt Cup was won by ‘‘Eton Boy.”

Changing Guard at St. James.

E VERY morning the year round at eleven o’clock, just
below the Nelson monument on Trafalgar Square,
occurs at once the finest daily band concert and his-
toric spectacle in the world. It is the changing of the
Foot Guards at old St. James’ Palace; a ceremony whica
is witnessed by not less than a million people every
year from all parts of the civilized world. Every morn-
ing there is a crush of people to see this survival of
an ancient custom that dates back to the time when
the Palace was the real centre of London, and now, with
the splendour of uniforms and the magnificence of four
great military bands, has become part of the daily
pageant of modern London. The guide you happen to
pick up in Trafalgar Square—he knows the stranger
because the Londoner never stops to gawk up at the
Nelson monument—tells you intricately just how this
spectacle is manoeuvred and why. He can explain how
long the guards In the arches of the old tower have
been on duty; which regiment is going off, and which
of the four great Foot Guards bands should be com:
ing up from beyond Buckingham Palace. If he dis-
covers that the Scots Guards are on the march in when
the Coldstreams are really being relieved by the Grena-
diers, he tells you that sometimes such incongruities
happen. But he doesn’t explain that the reason may
be—that the Scots Guards are putting in extra shifts
for the Grenadiers, who may be away at an exhibition
or over in Paris; and that in a few weeks the Grena
diers will be paying back the Scots while they are over
in Canada playing at the Canadian National Exhibition.

Monument to Honore Mercier Unveiled at Quebec, June 25.
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REFLECTIONS

By THE EDITOR

Holidays and Self-Indulgence.

OO many men ruin their holidays by lolling,
over-eating and over-drinking,  Their holi-
day is an excuse for excesses. This should

not be. A man should come back from his holiday
trip with an increased chest measurement and a
decreased waist measurement.

I am not greatly enamoured of the expensive sum-
mer hotel. It gives the comforts of home, but it gives
too much. It affords opportunities for excesses in
eating and drinking which are not good for most
men.

The ideal summer holiday is taken by men in
khaki, not in white ducks and immaculate flannels.
It should entail hard, physical work in the open air.
That is the sort of change which the city man needs.
Lolling in easy chairs, on a freshly-painted summer
verandah, with a cold John Collins and a box of
perfectos is not a holiday. It is a refined debauch
which does not make for enlarged muscles or an
improved digestion. It does not expand nor clear
the lungs.

The big city is a place of foul smells and dis-
tracting noises. Over it hangs a haze of soft coal
smoke, mixed with an exhausted atmosphere. It
whitens men’s faces, makes their muscles flabby,
and engenders nerve troubles. The summer holiday
is intended to bring back colour, strength and
steadiness of nerve. But only a rational, decent
holiday, mixed with hard work at oar or paddle
will do that.

%o W

Poor Old Wall Street.

OTH political parties in the United States seem
B determined to down Wall Street—or the big
financial interests of the country. The Re-
publican party has not actually declared war on
Wall Street, but a section of it refuses to support
President Taft for another term because it thinks
him too sympathetic with trusts, mergers and
general financial institutions. It nominated him
half-heartedly, and only because it feared Roosevelt,
who talks like an anarchist and acts like a man
bereft temporarily of his senses. The Democratic
party has openly declared against Wall Street, and
nominated as presidential candidate a man who is
thought to be sanely opposed to the nmoney-power.
Canada can scarcely understand the situation.
There is no Wall Street in this country. We are
fortunate in having two leading stock exchanges
instead of one. Toronto and Montreal are almost
equal in size and importance, and each has its own
financial interests. The money power in Canada
is scattered, instead of being concentrated as in the
United States. Two of the big railways have head
offices in Montreal and one in Toronto. Some
of the banks have their headquarters in one city ;
some in another. Fach city has its own financial
institutions and large manufacturing corporations.
Hence the animosity of the people to the money-
power has little chance to focus or unify itself,
However, the lesson is clear. If the money-
power is selfish and avaricious it must expect op-
position. Sir Edmund Walker in a recent address
before the Bankers’ Association of the United
States pointed out this danger. The money-power
must realize that it has a responsibility to the people
and to the nation. If it forgets its duty to’the
public, it will create unrest and agitation. Our
financial magnates must be just and even generous,
The people of America are not slaves, and never
will be. They are determined not to let a few men
dominate. They want to be fair, but they expect
the money interests to be fair also. They will not
submit to extortion, nor to what they consider to
be unduly advantageous to concentrated wealth.
They are fortunate, in this country, in having a
champion such as Sir Edmund Walker, who realizes
that the public have rights and that these rights
cannot be ignored with impunity.
e oy w
The Cement Situation.

‘A POLOGISTS for the Government's action in
A reducing cement duties skilfully evade the

points at issue. The Ottawa Journal states
that everybody approves the action “except the
operators of the cement merger, and of independent
companies in Canada which are alleged to be opera-
ting with the merger so far as the selling price of
cement is concerned—and those who are endeavour-

ing to drag politics into the question.”

This is not accurate. The CANADIAN COURIER is
not in either of these three classes. Our position
is that the duties should have been reduced or sus-
pended at all ports west of Sault Ste. Marie, and
not in Eastern Canada. Also, we object to changes
in the tariff by order-in-council, as being against
the spirit of the constitution.

Again, the cement merger is not opposed to what
has taken place. The cement merger is pleased.
Its officials admit this to their friends. This is a
further inaccuracy. :

The Journal is right when it says that the inde-
pendent companies are objecting. The big new
plant at St. Mary’s has suspended operations. The
Owen Sound mill has closed down. The Durham
mill has given up. Another of the independent com-
panies will probably go into the hands of a receiver
this week. These are the people who are hurt—
not the merger. The latter awaits the outcome
with confidence.

There is no politics in this. The Liberal party
and the Liberal press approve of the suspension of
one-half of the duties. They do not sympathize
with the small companies any more than the Con-
servative administration does. The Liberal press
would not object if duties on a hundred articles
were cut in two.

The situation is clear. Both political parties
approve this duty reduction because they think it is
punishment for the cement merger—whereas it is
exactly the opposite. It is a political blunder. It
punishes only those who should have been pro-
tected and is of doubtful value to cement users.

%% W
Decently and in Order.
OTH parties are to blame for the present tariff
B uncertainty. The vote in September last was
a vote for tariff stability and for our present
system of protection. The Liberals wanted to in-
troduce lower duties by means of “reciprocity.”
The Conservatives cpposed it, and the people voted
with the Conservatives. The latter, therefore, have
no mandate to change the tariff any more than
the Liberals had when they made the reciprocity
treaty.

I am not saying that the tariff is either just or
necessary. That point is not in question. The
people decided that the present system should be
maintained, and it must be until the people decide
differently. The people must rule. It is not for Mr.
Borden and his Cabinet to decide what measure
of protection we shall have any more than it was
for Laurier, Fielding and Paterson. Parliament and
the people alone have that right.

These changes in cement duties and these reduc-
tions of duties on raw material are clearly improper.
There should have been an investigation before any
such action was taken. The public is entitled to
see the evidence on which these changes were based.
They are entitled to know why.

In short, we should have a tariff commission, in-
dependent of the Cabinet and appointed by Parlia-
ment. This commission should investigate and re-
port before a change is made in any customs item.
Mr. Borden and Mr. White are not to be allowed
to be czars any more than Sir Wilfrid Laurier and
Mr. . Fielding.

There is this to be said for Mr. Borden and his
colleagues—they wanted a tariff commission, and
would have created one, had not the Liberals suc-
cessfully blocked the bill. The Liberals said that
such a commission would have raised duties instead
of lowering them. The sequel shows that the Bor-
den Cabinet would not have influenced the com-
mission in that direction. The Liberals were wrong.
Let us hope that they see their error and that next
session will produce a more successful tariff com-
mission bill. Then tariff changes will be made de-
cently and in order.

w % w

Canadian Athletes.

O far as Canada is concerned, the Olympic events
S at Stockholm on Saturday last came as a sur-
prise after the events at Henley. Butler failed

at Henley, and so did the Argonaut FEight. The
showing at Stockholm is much more favourable to
Canadians than the facts as seen in Canada. All
our amateur lacrosse teams show a falling  off.
Professionalism is tainting us in every direction and

\

the outlook is not good. Cricket ‘and soccer foot-
ball seem to be the only two amateur sports which
are holding their own.

The truth is that the young Canadian is following:
the example of the young American and devoting
himself more and more to money-making and
pleasure-seeking. The luxurious club-houses are
places in which to eat, drink, smoke and look at
picture papers—rather than convenient assembly-
places for hard-working athletes. The young
Scotch-Canadian who figured years ago in the Cale-
donian games at Lucknow and elsewhere has dis-
appeared. The electric lamp, the electric street-car,
the telephone and the motor-car invite to ease and
luxurious living. The future athletes of Canada
will probably come from Northern Ontario and
from the newer provinces where luxury is being
held in check by pioneer conditions.

Our colleges might have saved the day, but they
have neglected physical education. ~Only the
R. M. C. and two or three boys’ schools recognize
the necessity for developing the body as well as
training the mind. Certainly there is little to hope
for from our materialistic, money-seeking univer-
sities. The race must look elsewhere for ideas in
maintaining the physical stamina of the race. There
is some hope in the scout and cadet movements,

e ¥ o
Rational Medicine.

ESPITE the struggle of the allopaths, the day
D of the homeopath and the osteopath is dawn-
ing. In the Ontario Medical Council, the
homeopaths have won recognition, and the osteo-
paths are likely to gain a similar victory. The allo-
paths’ monopoly is passing away.

The feature of the near future will probably be
a national medical science, absorbing the best in all
three systems. There is no reason why the doctor
of the future should be ignorant of the best there
is in homeopathy and osteopathy. All that is needed
is a broadening of the curriculums of the different
medical colleges.

W ¥ we
Triumph of Hydro-Electric.

ON. ADAM BECK’S Ontario hydro-electric

system is gaining victory after victory. By

a vote of 560 to 10, Collingwood has decided

in its. favour. Other northern towns have voted

similarly, and the Georgian Bay district is now in

the game. Fast of Toronto, the victory is not so

sweeping, as Kingston has decided to stay out. But
Mr. Beck’s triumph is almost complete.

And yet it is not clear that the Beck hydro-elec-
tric policy is a financial success. There are people
in London who believe that power is costing that
city double what it was under the regime of the
private corporation, and that only a juggling of
accounts prevents the truth becoming known.

London has already spent $100,000 more than was
estimated, and the expenditure is not yet complete.
Toronto has appropriated over a  miilion dollars
more than its first estimate of cost, and another
million may be required. Brampton started out to
spend $40,000, and is said to have already become
liable for over $200,000. And so it goes.

The different cities and towns will be slow to
admit they were misled. It will be some time before
they say that Adam Beck fooled them. Such an
admission would destroy the reputations of many
local politicians, and hence it will be delayed as
long as possible. Nevertheless, the truth will
gradually be disclosed, and eventually the public
will know whether Adam Beck is a brilliant man or
an honest blunderer.

Wowe W
The Temperance Laugh.

EMPERANCE people in Ontario are laughing
T at Mr. Rowell and Sir James Whitney, as the
Courtrr predicted they would. Mr. Rowell’s
“abolish the bar” has been accepted and so has Sir
James Whitney’s “abolish treating.” The former
is taken somewhat seriously, the latter with a shrug
and a smile. For the time being, the Temperance
people have both the leaders in tow.

“Years ago,” says Secretary Spence, of the Pro-
vincial Temperance Alliance, “the temperance
people adopted three cardinal principles: (1) banish
the bar; (2) do away with drinking in clubs: (3)
abolish the treating system. Mr. Rowell takes the
first two and Sir James Whitney grabs the third.
It looks to me as though I'm out of a job.”

This is good. It indicates that the temperance
people know that Mr. Rowell and Sir James are
simply playing politics. They will use these clever
politicians as far as it suits the temperance purpose
and then forget them. Mr. Rowell has little to lose
in the mix-up; Sir James has much.
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A SHILLING A BUNCH! :
Alexandra Day in London, when ten thousand tgzggm
ent society women sold flowers upon 'chetsd i s
The proceeds of the great sale were devo :h
the various hospitals and charities in the
name of the Queen-Mother, who oxigin-
ated the idea.

Making Most of the Two Weeks' Holiday
By M. D. MERRIVALE

E was a University Professor (not of ’I‘;—
ronto), and the kind you like beﬁt.—gemHe,
responsive, interested in- everyt mg;f iy
seemed to possess that Wa}'mfﬂh 'ztellect

position, experience of life gnd trained 1 gt

which exudes the mellow wine of‘ life lqulerre e

degree, and you said to yourself, Now,

man !”
We were chatting over dessert and h(tzhic:antliz(}:

to say something about sea-urchms_, 1some uair%tanc‘e

showed more than mere superficial acq
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A DEPARTMENT MAINLY FCR WOMEN

we're away ; we'll just take plenty to see us through,
and we’ll need a fresh frock every second day at
least.”

They took three trunks between them, and ironed
industriously for two weeks after they got back.
They said they’d had a nice time. They had met
an American family who had connections with one
of the Embassies at Washington, and one of them
had learned a new crochet stitch. They said it was
good to be home again. Toronto was never so
nice as in the summer, when you could live in a
wrapper on the back verandah and sip soda-water
lemonade.

HERE was a dear little girl once who said of
T Phillips Brooks that she “loved to go walking
with Mr. Brooks because he had no morals.” I
take the hint and pass on to my next division.

As I write, I am sitting on a great lichen-covered
rock facing a stretch of open, blue water. Behind
me fresh-leaved oaks and white pines—just getting
their candles out like mighty Christmas trees—are
mingled in lovely contrast, and in front of them
is a fringe of Boehmeria—one of the nettle family—
with its many spikes of inconspicuous, greenish
bloom. I snipped off several of them as I passed
by a few minutes ago, half vexed with their weedy
profusion, and regretted it afterwards when I saw
they were the objective point of a humming bird’s
frequent visits. The tiny creature is but a few
yards from me now, poising delicately before each
stalk in turn, its quivering form gleaming like a
burnished bronze-green jewel in the sun. Its low
hum ceases for a moment as it alights on a twig
and preens its iridescent feathers in blissful un-
consciousness of, or indifference to, my proximity.
(For there is no bird so truly tame as your Northern
humming-bird, if you only know how to play your
own role—which, of course, you don't.)

It is not easy to say just why this animate morsel
of nature has power to confer upon me such joy.
Perhaps it is partly the glorious  morning, the air,
the escape from city bondage. Perhaps it is that
inner exhilaration we all confess to in “getting
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WHO COULD RESIST!

Lady Victoria Pery and Mrs. Hector Sassoon sel¥ng
their blossoms in Bond Street. Ten million arti-
ficial white roses were made by the John
Groom’s Crippleage and Blind Girls’ Mis-
sion, to be sold on Alexan-
dra Day.

back to Nature.” Undoubtedly we do experience a
sense of relief, a freshening, a buoyancy, in slough-
ing off convention and renewing acquaintanceship
with Nature at first hand. It is the ideal way of
spending that two-weeks’ holiday. It brings bigger
returns for small outlay than any other vacation
investment. That is why so many people are “going
to the country.” It is the proper place to go to
in the summer, and blessings be upon all those
who go.

BUT there is just one thing I want to say. I
hope I won’t engender too much wrath from
Nature-lovers in saying it. The same old law that

rules everywhere in life, applies here,

with their habits and relationship to

too. You get from Nature only in

analogous life-forms. “Why, how d?
you come to know gbout sea
urchins?” I asked, ig a mllddseur:]psr’l,se.
i n't related to mo ;
'I:‘hlff}(; ”a)l;ee smiled back, “but they are
to me. Everything is related to
everything else. There are no 1so-
lated points in life.” s
“Well, but why sea-urchins:
asked. s o
“Those modern inquisitors,
Doctors, got after me and I’ W?f
ordered off for a four months holi
day to a sea-coast fishing village

where books were u'nknownI a(rjllc)le ;Zg
i i : ot. ¢
intellectual life was n el

erforce, and brought our DIOIOSI
gack' what he flatters me by saying 18
the best collection in the provmge.
Had to do something,” he added, de-
fensively. Then flashing a charace-f
teristically comprehensive lpok at m
he finished—“To merely sit back is
no holiday.”

Now, i}tf chanced about the same
time that two women friends of mlpei
—good Toronto ladies of some SOC.las
standing, philanthropic _tendpnclee
and presumably average mte]hglinlc'-
—were planing for the anpual (()ilr
day. They had had the subject unde
serious consideration all spring more
or less, and ended with nothing moI:e
original than an expensive Muskoka
hotel. They had sought the adv1cde
of all their friends individually an
collectively, had discussed it pro ang
con, weighed expenses, resources an
probabilities, and finally, with fea(xi'
and trembling, taken the plunge an

proportion as you take to it. If you
dawdle through your two weeks,
“resting,”  crochetting,  absorbing
chocolates, reading “The Rosary,”
and its like, you come back rested in
body it may be, but unrefreshed in
mind. Your eyes have responded to
the comfort of wide horizons, your
lungs are braced by plentiful sup-
plies of oxygen, but your mental
roads retain the old ruts, the weedy
places, the dead level of common-
placeness. You have caught no new
vistas, you are visited by no angels.
For Nature waits, she doesn’t urge.
You have to do your part before she
can do hers. “What is my part?”
you are saying—at least, I hope you
are. I am just coming to that.

Stay a day less, if need be, and
take with you materials for thought—
a book that will be a guide to some
one of the many roads that lead into
Nature’s boundless store-houses. A
book on birds, flowers, stones, trees,
stars, mosses, insects—the resources
‘are endless. Do a little investigation
on your own account. You have no
idea, until you try it, how fascinating
such work becomes, how tonic it is,
what self-respect it engenders, what
power of pure happiness it confers.
To recognize the Veery’s song at twi-
light, with its wonderful reed-like
quality (distinct from every other
sound in the bird world), to distin-
guish the chickadee’s two pure notes
from the peewee’s cry—not so easy
as you might think—to know the

cedar bird’s crested head when you

engaged rooms. For about a mopth
afterwards they toiled over shgt-
waists, lingerie dresses gnd“ ﬂ’u Y,
white petticoats. They said, “It's {;o
use bothering with laundry while

Mrs. Llewllyn Bate,

BEAUTY AND BLOOM—WHICH IS WHICH?

nee Miss Dorothy Walter, with her two Bridesmaids, Miss Clare
Walter on the left and Miss Katie Christie on the right.

see it, or the red-winged blackbird’s
nest, is to add' something decisive and
permanent to your range of pleasures.
We inhabit a dramatically interesting
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world. Its history is full of adventure and romance.
We are linked to majesty and mystery. All about
us the most thrilling dramas are taking place, life
is being modified, tragedy and comedy are being
enacted. It is worth while to know something of
them, to take intelligent part in them, to be alive.

“But,” you will say again—and again I hope you
will—"“What books shall T take?” Well, first you
must choose your line—find out your specialty or
arbitrarily select one. Frogs are tremendously in-
teresting, so are wasps, but for the matter of that
I don’t know anything that isn’t. Look over the
books at your command; go to the Public Library
and ask them to show you all they have in the line
you select. Or write to The Agassiz Association,
Arcadia, Sound Beach, Conn., for information on
the general study of nature. “Wasps, Social and
Solitary,” by the Peckhams (Houghton and Miff-
lin) ; “Handbook of the Trees of Northern States
and Canada East of the Rocky Mountains,” by R. B.
Hough, Lowville, N.Y.; “The Frog Book,” by Miss
Dickerson (Doubleday and Page) ; “Manual for the
Study of Insects,” from the Comstock Publishing
Company, Ithaca, N.Y. give a suggestion. Get
about it early. It will pay.

W owe w
A Rhyme Rose :

I FAIN would send thee dew-wet flowers—too far
apart we bide,
Thou on the strand that greets the dawn, I by the
sundown tide;
So, up the ladder of my dreams a Romeo, I climb
And to thy open casement bear a little rose of
rhyme.

Its petals gleam, its inmost heart a scent divine
exhales—

It bloomed within a bower hung with nests of
nightingales !

But oh, to wed it to thy lute, and some sweet
vesper-time

To tell thee all the rapture of this little rose of
rhyme !

—A California Troubadour.
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Some Recent Events.

THE lorgnon of aristocratic Britain—indeed, of

the fashionable feminine world at large—is
fixed at the present moment on Lady Duff-Gordon,
otherwise, to that same beau monde, “Lucille.” And
the lorgnon has collected what the “I'itanic” in-
quiry has not. Namely, that this woman of the
much criticized spouse was born Lucy Wallace, of
Guelph, Ontario. That the man she married, Sir
Cosmo Edmund Duff-Gordon, is scion of two of
the oldest houses of Scotland. That after financial
reverses the lady became “Lucille,” maker of modes
(some fearfully outre) for Paris, Vienna and New
York. Mrs. Elinor Glynn, the novelist, is a sister.

e pe ¥

The sky, proverbially jealous of invasion from
the time when the ancients wrote about Daedalus
“bold to essay the firmament,” has just claimed
another victim, and this time, a woman—namely,
Harriet Quimby, aviatrix. Women the world over
have heard about this woman, the first of her sex,
the steerers of aeroplanes, to make a successful
flight of the English Channel.  Dread-stricken
thousands witnessed her hurling to death with the
man, her passenger, into Dorchester Bay—sad close
of her famous demonstrations.

% ow W

Horticulture, in Canada a most responsive pur-
suit, called lately a high day and holiday for itself
in Hamilton’s voluptuous Flower Show. The lecture
hall of St. Paul’s Church provided accommodation,
the refreshment boxes, in addition to the magnificent
floral displays, coming in for unstinted praise and
attention. Mr. Cameron, of Toronto, distributed
the awards, thereby gladdening many women—be-
sides men and children.

e ow W

No other province pernaps is so amply qualified
to set its seal to the radiant month of roses in this
country as British Columbia is—which, as tourists
tell, is almost Italian in its flora. Victoria’s recent

rose fete was a more than brilliant success, the
pride of the land in more than one sense being
gathered into the spacious ball-room of the Alex-

andra Club, under the auspices of the Daughters
of the Empire. Lady McBride announced the
function—her first public appearance since Premier
McBride received the recent honour of knight-
hood—which promises to become a yearly event.

% % %

Needs must be mentioned the wedding on June
26th of one of Victoria’s foremost daughters, Miss
Ada E. Spencer, to Mr. Charles Vernon, assistant
general secretary of the Missionary Educational
Movement for Canada and the United States.
Friendly relations between the countries, it seems,
do exist. The couple will live, post-honeymoon, in
New York.

%o W

That energetic pen-woman, Miss Agnes Laut, has
been flying about the Canadian West in her Scotch-
Canadian way that, this weather, looks super-
energetic. ‘The West is richer for it by a vast
deal of praise in the ways of both prophetic speech-
making and writing. Prairieland is appreciated to
full, as it would seem, though Miss Laut’s present
habitation is in New York State.

we ye :

“All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy” is
a wise saw that works conversely. For sewing
and other industrial arts will be taught in all three
of Hamilton’s new playgrounds. Jills, in particular,
are to have the privilege of sewing lessons from
Miss Adams, of the local Y. W. C. A., two days a
week during the months of July and August.

ge g

Mrs. Ritchie, a singer of note in this country and
in Scotland, and, moreover, a sister of Winnipeg’s
worthy Mayor, is visiting friends and relatives in
that city. Mrs. Ritchie’s voice, a rich contralto,
recently delighted Augustine Church. At one time
(when this singer was Miss Maggie Waugh) she
sang as contralto soloist in Knox Church. Mrs.
Ritchie’s present home is in Edinburgh, Scotland,
where she sometime conducted a choir of sixty chil-
dren’s voices. She is now a principal member of
John Kirkhope’s choir, one of the best-known musi-
cal bodies of Scotland.
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When Will and Lillie went to school
One day in hot July,

Great clouds of smoke and cries for help
Came from a house near by.

The china, clocks, and pictures,
They threw amongst the dirt,

If it weren’t for Lillie’s hammock
The baby had been hurt.
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The children got the garden hose
And said, “Without a doubt
This hammock will be useful
When they throw the china out.”

At last the family escaped

With Will and Lillie’s aid,

And when the fire was nicely out
Up came the fire brigade!

The folks were in the upper flat,
On fire were both the stairs,
But from the upper windows
They gently lowered chairs.

The chief shook hands with Will and Lill,
And said their aid was great—

But when they reached the school-house
They were twenty minutes late!
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Courierettes.
EFORE it happened they said that
Flynn had a chance—a fighting
chance, so to speak.

Five more people are asking Parlia-
ment for divorces. It begins to look as
if there was something in that Taft re-
mark about our being an “adjunct.”

The cost of hemp rope has increased.
Hanging is going out of fashion, so the
cause must be the increased output of
campaign cigars.

What is the indeterminate sexlter}ce?
Why, the kind that “Old Bill” Miner
turns his into.

After all those party conventions are
over we will all be on the alert to see
whether the poet was right when he
penned that immortal line, .“Truth,
crushed to-earth, shall rise again.”

A pretty and well-to-do Ohio widow
offers to wed the man who writes the
best obituary poem about her late hus-
band. Looks as if there’ll be no crops
to reap in Ohio, The farmers are too
busy finding rhymes.

Toronto has now a harbour police
force of twelve men. Why not arrange
a sham battle between the force and
the Canadian navy?

Just as if it isn’t hot enough, the In-
ternational Bible Students’ Association
is seeking to find out if Canadian min-
isters believe in a literal hell.

2 ”

Prisoners at Play.—On Dominion Day

some of the young men of Guelph played
a game of baseball with a number of
prisoners at the Ontario Prison Farm.

Of course it was pointed out that the
detained ones were good at stealing
bases and wouldn’t have objected if they
had really been put out.

‘One of the Guelph boys remarked to
an opponent who had made an error,
“You'll get a blue slip if you keep on
pPlaying like that.”

“Don’t talk to me about blue” was
the answer. It was on a blue slip
that I came here.”

t 3

Those Conventions.—Come to think of
it, is it not peculiar that Chicago and
Baltimore should prohibit prize fights
and permit Republican and Democratic
conventions ?

They met to name Presidential can-
didates and they took about a week to
name each other all sorts of mnasty
names,

In the old days the dignified delegates
used to call for the ayes and noes. The
modern method is to reach for the eyes
and nose.

» ® :

The H. C. of L. Again.—Still the high
cost of living keeps on climbing higher.
It is really remarkable how the poor
people of this continent keep on hvm.g.

Radium used to be so dear that it
Was worth about a thousand dollars a
look. Now the ordinary chap has to
close one eye when he wants a peep.

Attar of roses has risen to $14.60 per
ounce. Very soon few of us will be able
to wear a wild rose.

Women worry because diamond-heeled
shoes cost twice as much as when they
st came into fashion. ;
Two years has seen a big increase in
the Prig,e of silk shirts, ngmch to the
disgust of the economical farmers.

2 ®»

An Optimistic Poet.—You can’t keep
the patriotic poet under cover around

ominion Day. Just when Canada has
been getting used to the swinging of
the party axe and the dropping of offi-
c¢lal heads; to the sickening succession
of investigations with their embarrass-
ng disclosures; to the growing power
of the great and the grinding of the
Weak—at this opportune moment comes
a rhymster to the rescue, and in a Sun-

day school paper he sings as follows of
his “Ideal Canada’”:

“And none shall gain by wrong or
spoil or fraud

Where poverty’s unknown and greed
outlawed.

Each shall respect the rights that
others hold

When all are true as truth and pure
as gold.”

Oh, you little “when.”
LR

Nothing to Worry About.—They had
just walked down the aisle to the ma-
jestic strains of the wedding march.

No sooner were they in the carriage
than the beautiful young bride burst
into tears.

He strove to comfort her, and
anxiously inquired as to the cause of
the flooding of the tear ducts.

“Clarence, darling,” she sobbed, “I
bave cruelly deceived you. I never told
you that I could not cook.”

“Heart of my heart,” he answered feel-

i s there’s no fishin’ here, but
I’nvfh;uﬁﬁe :l?gm in as fast as 1 can bait me
hook.

“
inoly as he caressed her tenderly, “worry
ilogtr: yabout that. Remember that I am

oet. There will be little to cook.”
a p %
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reat “Betrayal.””—The Toronto
Ne:rv:lse tglks of Mayor Geary’s betrayal
of that city because he went to Eng-
land to sell debentures just when the

city was in danger of a water famine.
Pity ’tis that a Mayor should so far
forget his duty. He should know that
he would be sorely needed to work the
handle of the village pump and carry
a pail of water to each of the villagers
houses.

L AR
Modern Mary and Her Lamb.
(She was a Suffragette.)

ARY had a little lamb—
M "Twas but a tiny chop; :
But when she heard the price of it
She wrecked the butcher shop.

L 2R

itest Man.—Roland C. Harris,
T(ﬁ"tl)lgt(?:h;ew Works Commissioner, is
a big, broad, bulky man phymca:lly, and
thereby hangs this tale about hug.F 5
One day Mr. Harris encountere Ao
Spence, then a member of the Boar o
Egntrol. Mr. Spence is something oif. a
humourist in his own dry andeecp }ar
style, and he observed to Mr. arrll'st;:st

“I am told tha%wyoixI egsias ;c’he poli

i to, Mr. Harris.

m}’ii{ilel ];)ig%?i?:ial almost blushed. “Well,
1 am sure that is a very ex.1v1able repu(;
tation to have, but how did you com:

that ?” :
toli'ﬁa%pence did not explain. He re-

COURIER.

peated that he had been given the proof
of the exceeding politeness of the
official.

“Of course it’s very gratifying to hear
it,” smiled Mr. Harris, by this time
noticeably curious. “But what is the
proof ?”

“Well, the ordinary man who sits in
a crowded car arises and gives his seat
to a lady who is standing, but the other
day, I am told, you arose and gave your
seat to two ladies.”

LR
" A Sailing Joke.—An English journal-
ist, now resident in Canada, states that
the joke was very much on him in a
little sailing experience he had not long
ago.

He tells of the incident thus: ,

With several more people on a fair-
sized sailing vessel, I crossed the English
Channel, from Dover to Calais.

Just at the start of our trip we were
almost run down by a steamer, so the
skipper sent me up to the bow to look
for steamer lights. The night was dark
and wet, and I was up there from nine

o‘clock till one. Then somebody came
along and said, “You can take a rest
now; another man will keep watch
here.”

So I went below, made myself some
coffee and turned in. I couldn’t have
been sleeping more than two hours
when someone wakened me and said,
“Get up! You've got to take the
wheel.” They gave me the boat’s
course and told me to keep her on it.
Often I dozed off. Each time when i
woke I made a grab for the wheel to
get the boat back on her course.

After a while T noticed that the boat
seemed to be pounding about a lot, but
the sails weren’t filling.

I must have been at the wheel about
three hours when someone came along
and said, “What are you doing here ?”

“Trying to keep this boat on her
course,” I said.

“Trying to keep her on her course?”
said my questioner. “Say, we’ve been
at anchor for the last two hours.”

® ®
Making a Joke of It.—By dropping
out of its place a letter that was on
the window of a Toronto restaurant
made the rest of the name of the place
look like a joke. The place referred to is
the King George Cafe, and the letter
which dropped is the first “e” in

“George.”
»

»

At the Village Store.—Many amusing
stories concerning holidaying in the
country are told by the people who flee
from the city’s heat and dust at this
time of year. One of the latest has to
do with the fact that one family found
that their supply of tooth-brushes was
one short. :

Not wishing to wait till they could
get to town, some of the members of
the family decided to make the neces-
sary purchase at the village store. The
boy who was keeping store made a
thorough search in order to accommo-
date the customers. Finally he came
back to them and said, “We’ve had
a tooth-brush here for six months, but
I’'m hanged if I can find it now.”

® »
Learning from Uncle Sam.
WE Canucks ain’t good for shucks,
»  To manifest our feelin’s;
Our delegates are poor dumb skates
At cheers, and jeers, and squealin’s.
We need a full-mouthed bull-moose roar;
We also need a roller,
And fifty-seven marchin’ clubs
To rouse our civie choler.

Sir Wilfrid, please, the opening seize,
And make a new beginnin’;
Go, buy a hat, and lariat,
And guns, and under-pinnin’;
Forget your formal mode of speech,
And talk like a prize-fighter,

Let argument go to the deuce—
We'll HOWL our prospects brighter.

JAMES BELFORD.
L

Poems vs. Bricks.—The Toronto Globe
announced the other day that it had
received eighty-five poems in its Cana-
dian historical prize poem competition.

The Toronto Star told on the same
day of the brick famine in the city—
how builders were delayed by lack of
bricks.

Why not put some of the poets to
work at something useful—in the brick
yards, for instance?

Broderick’s

Summer Suits
For Men and
Young Men
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In every one, the dis-
tinctive smartness, the
perfect fit and the long-
lasting, shape retaining,
wear and weather resist-
ing qualities which the
most thorough hand-
tailoring and fine fabrics
can give to a suit |---that
is the solid foundation on
which the fame of
Broderick’s Suits rests.
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Prices

$22.50 to $45.00

Write for samples and self-
measurement chart

PALE ALE
XXX PORTER

HALF AND HALF

Experience has perfected our pro-
ducts, established our standard,
made our reputation and proved
our guarantee.

On sale in pint and quart bottles
at all hotels and dealers.

St. John Realty

Real Estate in St. John is the
best and surest investment in
Canada to-day. We own and
control, close in, Factory and
Warehouse Sites, with Trackage;
Residential Sub-divisions. If in-
terested communicate with

Lauriston Company, Limited
17 Pugsley Bldg., St. John, N.B.

James Straton, President
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A Remedy for Car Famine.

R. J. N. GREENSHIELDS, K.C,, of Montreal, the man who defended
Riel, and who has made a side issue of law to promote com-
panies, has just put another of his ideas into practice. His fancy

has been successful in organizing a concern incorporated as the Grand
Trunk Terminal Warehouse Company, which promises to have considerable
effect on the railroad situation in Canada.

Hitherto, Mr. Greenshields, since he went into using his persuasive powers
as a company promoter, has largely con-
fined his attention to power enterprises
‘and the pulp and paper business. His
flier into railroad matters has been well
received. He has shown familiarity
with one of the grave problems of rail-
road administration and suggested a
practical remedy.

Mr. Greenshields got his inspiration
from the periodical clamour of con-
signors for cars. Every little while our
roads get that malady known as car con-
gestion. ‘The public blames the roads
and they the public. Probably both are
at fault. To Mr. Greenshields one phase
of the difficulty appealed very strongly.
He applied himself to the question—why
cars are not released after they reach
their destination. The railroad excuse
is, that shippers will detain the cars by
not unloading their goods to avoid the
high storage rates in warehouses. By
leaving their stuff on the cars they
secure its safety for $1.00 per car a day,
a ridiculously low charge compared with
that in warehouses. A result of this is that when business pressure is on
and a loud call for cars ensues, the arrested cars are unable to roll into the
breach. ;

The aim of Mr. Greenshields’ project is to establish a chain of ware-
houses across Canada, which consignees will be compelled to use instead
of abusing the cars of the railroad companies for storage purposes. A con-
signee, if he does not remove his goods from the cars within reasonable time
will have them deposited in the warehouse, which will charge him regular
warchouse rates. It is expected that this system will relieve the tendency
to car famine.

The new Grand Trunk Terminal Warehouse Company is to work closely
with the Grand Trunk Railway, which has permitted use of its name. The
warehouse business of the railway has been turned over to it for thirty years.
The warehouse chain will have as its first links: Montreal, Toronto, Fort
William, Winnipeg, Cagary, Edmonton, Vancouver, Prince Rupert. The
capitalization is fixed at $6,500,000, with a bond issue of $10,000,000, half of
which is being locked in the treasury at present.

MR. J. N. GREENSHIELDS, K.C,
Promoter of the Grand Trunk Ter-
minal Warehouse Company.

A Prairie Famine in Farm Loans.

I~ VERY little while money gets tight out West and the farmers of the
prairie, who wish to lay in new machinery, begin to have financial
problems of their own. Just now there is a prevailing note of dis-

content because the rates of interest are said to be rather high. The Govern-

ment of Saskatchewan is so impressed with the acuteness of the situation
that it has decided to investigate whether or not it is feasible for it to under-
take loaning money on the security of farm lands. There is much talk in

Alberta and Saskatchewan of government loans to farmers, inspired partly

by the fact that New Zealand farmers under a government system secure

money at from 414 to 5 per cent. The gross rates of interest earned by a

prominent Canadian loan company were quoted by the management to the

CanapiaN Courikr as follows: Ontario, 5.50 per cent.; Maritime Provinces,

6.84 per cent.; Alberta, 7.64 per cent.; Manitoba, 7.03 per cent.; British

Columbia, 7.03 per cent.; Saskatchewan, 7.99 per cent.

The prices Canadian farmers are paying for their money look rather
steep. To explain them, pseudo-economists are making broad statements.
There is, for instance, some alarm expressed because of the increasing rate
our banks are placing money in New York. Why should not this money
be shipped to Winnipeg, Edmonton and Calgary, to help out the famine for
gold? The banks have no base designs on the wheat crop. They are lending
in New York, on call, short time deposits, which are manifestly unsuitable
for commercial purposes in the West.

Arbitrary conduct on the part of banks or loan companies has little to
do with the matter of tight money out West. The real cause is not our
expanding foreign loans, but our prosperity. We are exporting very little
money. Canada can absorb every dollar of capital which is offered. It is
a case of supply and demand. The country is being opened up at a tremendous
rate. The mine, the forest and the soil have their hosts of devotees all howling
for capital to finance their different undertakings. And in the race for capital
the farmer is no more discriminated against than the merchant. There is
only a certain amount of capital in the country and it has to be appropriated
to many national enterprises. If the farmer is paying a big price for his
money, it is because he is making faster inroads on the pile of capital than are
other members of the community. Out West there is an unprecedented
demand for that proportion of the national capital set aside for agriculture
and the price has aviated. For the supply is limited

It is very doubtful whether a government loan to farmers would prove a
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panacea. Because of their prestige as governments, the Governqlelnts1 of
Alberta or Saskatchewan might land money from Furope at alélt}t]e e:s
than a private company. But, to get it to the farmers, they wou ave so
maintain an organization just as expensive as those of private compameé
Because of political handicaps, which are always a feature of govlernme(l;lf
enterprises, they would discover much difficulty in admmgstée'rmgtl Oagrsedit
money. They might encounter hazards which would prejudice the
of the provinces abroad. : o .
The gituation on the prairies is the result of economic condclltlé)ns, w}:é;jl
will be righted by the natural readjustment of supply and dlemaln or ﬁ??an :
A government with money to loan would mean only another loan company,
which would have to take its chance along with the private companies.

The Hamilton Power Transfer.

ntario, has just been the scene of a big financial deal

HAI\g\I;c’)II‘SrII\Ié cgle of the leaJding enterprises of the Ambitious City. For

some weeks it has been rumoured that the .Mackenme-Max:jnTgroup

of magnates had their eyes on the plant of the Dominion Power an . rz;lr;s(i

mission Company. The Toronto financiers, during the past mon Lo
their hands full with plans of reorganizing their power and tramway in

i i d the Hamilton project at the same time
it 1 e ai]d got through with it a few days

after the Rio-Sao Paulo merger ‘was
ced. :
an'rll‘?ll;neffect of the Hamilton deal is
that of a sale of the Dominion Power
and Transmission Company to the
Mackenzie and Mann interests. The
value of the stock taken over is eleven
millions, subject to bonded indebted-
ness. Six years are given for payment.
The present directors: J. R. Moodie,
President, Hamilton; James Dixon,
Vice-President, Hamilton; J. W. Suth-
erland, Hamilton; John Knox, H_amll-
ton; Wm. C. Hawkins, Hamilton;
Lloyd Harris, Brantford; William
Southam, Hamilton; Sir John Gibson,
Toronto—are to still hold their posi-
tions on the board. The management
will be continued under Mr. W. C.
H?I‘Yllénll)s(.)minion Pi)wer‘ zindl’I;tl'lacr;sersnsxsr-
i ny is the virtua S
(S)??hec?-lnal.rx)nailt{)n Cataract Power, Light
and Traction Company, which did not
have the backing to meet mcreasmﬁ
The company operates a double trac

-

SIR JOHN GIBSON, TORONT{O,

: Who was Active on the Hamilton
Side of the Power Deal in that
City.

)

€Xpansion. It has a Federal charter. ’ iles ‘of inter-
sysem in Hamihon of twenty-bwo mile, and cighty-three mils of inte
urban lines, including an extension to Brantford over p

he purchasers get the benefit of improvements made i“dtZZdlﬁ nttoth;;zc{ eta}l1ré
he tracks have been fixed, rolling stock renovated an !

Power plant increased fifty per cent.

On and Off the Exchange.

The Next President b
y ratic party commits itself only
A LTHOUGH the platform of the Democratic g)mpl}i’shed Rewn )

S L g tI'le"’tariffrilts S?eyralzlec;ccof the Democratic candi-

to established business,” rece 3 business
date have quickened the interest of Canadians g(te,:ie;anr};aa?;dinthtie United
community particularly in current history as it 1s tex%ding e htd
States. The manufacturers on the other side are preth next election will be
$ 2oy tariff ptierip bkl appears’llp;gbig%eorihiltaveea vital interest in it.
ought on this very issue and we wi ine both countries for the next year

he tariff will probably be a live issue
at least, w ow %

Asbestos Comes Back. : fervid

HERE is said to be a real demand springing uP-forha}SbeSf)%i’ l??tfe? of all
T prayer will go up from all those involved ,f‘r}l]et ]lgslacr:rll< Lake Asbestos
Canadian citrous products, that it may be so. the reorganization being
Company is getting back into a semblance 4 shapfe, lted bonds to receive in
upon the following basis: The holders of the e f of the par value of
exchange for same and upon payment of 10 pe; cel?e",v company. The old
bonds exchanged, 6 per cent. income bonds in tlfi stock and the payment
preferred shareholders upon exchanging their 70 r cent. preferred shares,
©f 5 per cent. of the par value to receive new, peh ir shares and paying
and the common shareholders upon exchanging thei

f (0] ] a y '1]
Vv res. The new COmpan w1
ISI cent. (0] the par alue, new comm n s li :

therefore have the same capital as the old, but in : apital, At
on the old s:ceurities, will hI;ve in the treasury $233,03? (‘;‘;olkl?cﬁa‘i gf 40,000
the meeting there were 28,000 shares representeh < holders in this plan of
shares, showing the interest on the part of e ]S al;fle securities of the old
Teorganization. Owing to the success of the plan ho have taken on stocks
Company stiffened up, and the adventurous i s we a good profit.
at these relatively absurd levels may :;kez i B
%

Buyers of General Electri :

neral Electric. ; ! Blectric

INCE its dividend was cut from ten per cent, Ciglnat%lizncgf;ter‘; e bk

. has not enjoyed a great measure of popularity 21“ S tieal of wck
British appreciation of it was shown by the steady

¢ Y A
» . electrical and iron busines
from thig market te cld country accounts. Tht? losses in bad times, and the

18 as prolific of profits in good times as it is 0 i 1 Eartric
i anadian enera
IMvestment market bas apparently heard that the C wlerala pros

< . he present com A
Ompany has been getting at least its share S pincrease in the dividend

Perity. There have been, therefore, rumours of ?n The directors, however,
on General FElectric, from seven to nine per cent.
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THE CANADIAN BANK
OF COMMERCE

Head Office: TORONTO

Paid-up Capital, $15,000,000; Reserve Fund, $12,500,000

SIR EDMUND WALKER, C.V.0., LLDLD. G i i iy President.
ALKAANDER . LATBIN S foee il oo e i General Manager.
JORNEATRIY L G S el Sy S Assistant General Manager.

Branches in every Province of Canada and in the United States, England
and Mexico.

Travellers’ Cheques

! The Travellers’ Cheques issued by this Bank are a very convenient form in
which to provide funds when travelling. They are issued in denominations of
$10 $20 $50 $100 $200
and the exact amount payable in the principal countries of the world is shown

on the face of each cheque.

These cheques may be used to pay Hotels, Railway and Steamship Compan-
ies, Ticket and Tourist Agencies and leading merchants, ete. FEach purchaser
of these cheques is provided with a list of the Bank’s principal paying agents
and correspondents throughout the world. They are issued by every branch
of the Bank.

NORWICH UNION FIRE

Insurance Society
Limited
Founded 1797

$125,000,000 PAID FOR LOSSES
$496,900 DEPOSITED AT OTTAWA
Head Office for Canada, TORONTO

JOHN B. LAIDLAW, Manager
A. H. RODGERS, Branch Secretary

J. W. FLAVELLRE, President. Z. A, LASH, K.C.,}
W. E. RUNDLE, General Manager., E. R. D,

1 O Savings multiply rapidly when entrusted
4 d to this company for investment. The
2 O safety of the principal, with interest at

47,0, per annum, is guaranteed. Sums
of $500 or more accepted for this purpose. :

National Trust
TottpanySingifed

TORONTO
Edmonton

Vice-Presidents,

Montreal Winnipeg

Saskatoon Regina

THE STEEL CO. OF CANADA

LIMITED

PIG IRON BAR IRON BAR STEEL

RAILWAY TRACK EQUIPMENT
Bolts and Nuts, Nails, Screwé, Wire and Fencing

HAMILTON TORONTO MONTREAL - WINNIPEG

IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS, PLEASE MENTION ‘“THE OANADIAN COURIER."




22 CANADIAN COURIER.

Schools and Colleges

St. Margaret’s College

Toronto

A Residential and Day
School for Girls
(Founded by the late Geo. Dickson, M.A.,,
former Principal of Upper Canada College,
- and Mrs. Dickson.)
e PRESIDENT---Mrs. Geo. Dickson.
- = PRINCIPAL---Miss J. E. Macdona'd, B A.

Lo

ACADEMIC DEPARTMENT—Preparation for the Universities with Honours a

ART; ELOCUTION; HOUSEHOLD
Large Lawns, Rink and
Write for Calendar.

specialty. MUSIC—Vocal and Instrumental. I
SCIENCE; PHYSICAL EDUCATION carefully directed.
Swimming Bath. School re-opens September 11th, 1912.

Ilege SChOOl Founded 1865 ®mmy

. PORT HOPE
5 ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys

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

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

Next Term begins

For Calendar apply to
September 10th.

REV. OSWALD RIGBY, M.A. (Cam.) LL.D., Headmaster.

) R ~ =

Offers the highest educational facilities and the most charming home life under
healthful and inspiring surroundings. Seven resident University Graduates give
instruction in the Literary Department. The Departments of Music, Fine Art,
Elocution, Commercial and Household Science are equally far in advance in staff
and equipment of those found in the ordinary Ladies’ College. Proximity to To-
ronto gives city advantages without the distractions incident to city residence.
Buildings and grounds, new gymnasium, swimming pool, etc., unequalled by any
Ladies’ School in this country. All physical exercises in the gymnasium directed
by an expert Lady Physician. Send for Calendar during July to Prof. W. J. Green-
wood, B.A., Mitchell, Ont., and during August to Dr. J. J. Hare, Whitby, Ont.

Upper Canada College TORONTO

Examinations for Entrance Scholar- FOUNDED
ships, Saturday, Sept. 14th,

Courses for University, Royal Mili-
tary College, etc.

Senior and Preparatory

Schools in separate build- AT ) N : -
ings. Every modern equip- A VISR ] Jats QWE

t PENSEIEEEEY 1) B Lol (el fefelampdtuit
ment. S B - ’nu,.

l ;
e g\ o

Successes in 1911: Honor %
Matriculation, 11; Pass, <& 5
Matriculation, 22 ; Royal °* 3 : :
Military College, all passed s >

Autumn Term Begins on Thursday, Sept. 12th, at 10 am.
Boarders Return on the 11th, H. W. AUDEN, M.A., Principal.

Ny

ST, ANDREW’S COLLEGE &R52N7s”

A Residential and Day School for Boys.
Preparation for Universities, Business and

Upper and Lower Schools, Oalendar sent on application.
Rev. D. Bruce Macdonald, M.A.,, LL.D,,

Royal Military College.
Autumn Term commences Sept. 11, 1912,
Headmaster,

Albert College

Belleville, Ontario

Shaws Schools

Toronto, Canada, are worthy of your
patronage. They provide Business,
Shorthand, English and Telegraph

Over 300 students enrolled annu-
ally, one-half of whom are young

Courses to resident students and ladies. Highest facilities in all
Courses in Higher Accounting, Bank- Departmen:s. 3 oot

ing, Commercial Art, etc., by mail.
Special catalogue mailed on request. -
Wiite W. H. Shaw, President,
Torento, Ont.

Will reopen Monday, Sept. 9th.

For illustrated calendar, address,
Principal DYER, D.D.
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have wisely concluded that fluctuations
in the dividend rate are not to be de-
sired, and they have evidently decided
not to place the stock upon a new basis
now and run the risk of having to re-
duce that basis when the next com-
mercial reaction arrives. Instead of
this—if they do anything at all—they
will very likely declare a bonus of, say,
one or two per cent. This could be
easily done without impairing surplus
profits to any great extent and without
hampering the company’s operations
through materially reducing its liquid
assets. Last year the company earned
around thirteen per cent. on its common
stock, and it increased its total earn-
ings over the year berore by about fifty
per cent. There is understood to be a
corresponding increase this year, and
although big business for a corporation
like Canadian General Electric necessi-
tates the use of a large amount of capi-
tal, the company turned the mid-year
with an exceedingly bright future be-
fore it. The new stock issue is said
to have been entirely taken up.

04 0d
% e

More Food Combines.

']_‘HE scheme of combining rural tea
routes into one large company and

issuing the stock to the public, to whick

reference was made last week, appears

to be progressing satisfactorily. That
methods of merchandising household

necessities are undergoing a change is
again recalled by the official appear-
ance of the securities of the Canada
Bread Company, an organization of a
number of baking establishments in
Toronto. There was listed on the To-
ronto Stock Exchange this week
$2,500,000 of the common stock, and
$1,250,000 bonds of this corporation.
Simultaneously there are rumours of a
combination of the smaller bakers which
will compete for business with the new-
born merger. If this is successful a mer-
ger of the two some day may be ex-
pected.

%

Making History at Porcupine.
STAGNATION in the wild-cat section

of the mining market and a stir of
life in the better class stocks indicates
a new-born and gratifying sense of dis-
crimination on the part of the specu-
lative public. For the first time the
sheep and the goats of the gold camp
are being recognized and separated, but
as recent events have proved, we wiil
have a long time to wait before the
share buying public exhibits the same
judgment in their speculations as it
would bring to bear on much more in-
significant and commonplace affairs of
life. Sentiment dominates the mining
market. The tipster flourishes here as
nowhere else in business, but hap-
pily he is beginning to lose some of his
clientelle. The education of the traders
who lost money in the last bear raid
upon the mining stocks was not in vain.
They are seeking information now, not
from those against whom they are
playing, but from sources likely to be
more authoritative and honest.

Back of the speculative mining posi-
tion is the big fact that Porcupine is
now closer than ever to the point at
which it can call itself a real gold camp.
The stamps of three large gold mills
have been dropping for some time, and
a roller mill has entered the field, so
that we have at least four actual gold
producers in the Porcupine camp. The
Hollinger mill started work without
any of the flourish of trumpets which
characterized the opening of the Dome,
Not only was a demonstration tabooed,
but the mill has been running on rather
low grade ore. The management offered
the blunt explanation that their gold
extraction process could not be expected
to be perfect at first, and they, there-
fore, declined to take any risk of loss
which would be attendant wupon the
milling of high grade ore. Nevertheless,
it is practically assured now that the
Hollinger has a considerable life befere
it, and that a fair percentage of its ore
is high grade. In a short time it should
be developed on the third level, or three
hundred feet from the surface, and it
is, and if as in all human probability it
may be expected to be the case, the
increase in ore reserves meets anticipa-
tions, dividends shouvld follow very soon.
The Vipond, the only mine in Poreiipine
to eliminate stamps from their process,
is meeting with o great deal of success
with its roller mill.

Schools and Colleges

Bishop <o
Strachan &k
School

Toronto
Principal :

MISS WALSH

A Church Residen-
tial and Day School
for Giris, Fullmat-
riculation course.

" Elementary work.
Vice-Principal : A e

MISS NATION Music and Painting.

RE-OPENS SEPTEMBER 11,

is a delightful, healthful home as weil as
a noted educational institution. Curri-
culum includes---Classics, Elocution,

Music, Att, Household and Commercial
Courses. Wiite the Principal for Pros-

p:ctus. Fall Semester begins Sept. 9th.

Robt. I. Warner, M.A., D.D.
St. Thomas, Ont.

9 A Residential

S‘t' Albat?rhs Scflloo} for ?oys';
ree miles from Toronto.
°Ch0'01 ;fisitor——l.tfd‘ Bishop of
‘Nr oronto. arge and beau-
eston tiful grounds. Boys pre-
ONTARIO pared for the University and
Royal Military College. Special attention
given to juniors and boys entering commer-
cial life. For particulars apply to Canon
Robinson, M.A., Head Master; or, to M. E.
Matthews, House Master. Opening date, Sep-
%smber 12, 1912, Phone St. Alban’s School,

eston.

A HIGH-GRADE RESIDENTIAL "
AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.
Courses:—

. Matriculation, English, Music, Art.
Senior and Junior Schoois. Moderate Fees.
Re-opens Sept. 11th.

Miss CHARLOTTE THRALL, - Vice-Principal.
A. S. VoeTt, Mus. Doc., = Musical Director.

ROTHESAY
COLLEGIATE

SCHOOL
Rothesay, N. B.,

The Well-known Boarding
School for Boys

The boarding houses for older and
younger boys, respectively, are
quite separate, and each is in
charge of two masters. There are
five masters for an average at-
tendance of 70 pupils, and special
preparation is given for entrance
to the universities, R. M. C., and
for Business. Well equipped
manual  training  department.
Building splendidly situated. New
gymnasium and athletic field.

Full Information from

Rev. W. R. Hibbard, M.A.

Headmaster
Rothesay - - N.B.
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New Serial

His Little Girl

By L. G. Moberly

Author of ““Diana,
eici; elc.

Miss Lucy Gertrude Moberly is

a  well-known English writer,

autkor of several novels, and a

leading

latest

contributor to all the
Her
story has been secured for Tie
Canadian Courier, and will com-
mence in the issue of July 27th.
It will be in about

twelve issues.

British magazines.

completed

o v s—

His Little Girl

Sir Giles Tredman, a young

Englishman, returning home on
leave from his regiment in India.
suddenly finds himself forced into
the position of guardian to a little
girl whose mother has been killed
by a motor car driven at a reck-
less speed by an unknown man.
Before her death the woman im-
plores the Englishman’s - protec-
tion of her child whom she de-
clares will be quite alone in the
world and friendless after she is
gone, and places in his keeping an
ivory box which is later found to
contain a gem of priceless worth,
the only object of value in their
possession. Unable to find the
slightest clue to their identity and
accepting the responsibility so
curiously thrust upon him, Sir
Giles, to whose pity and chivalry
the lonely child has made a strong
appeal, returns to England bring-
ing the little Sylvia with him.
Then the strange
events are set in motion. Sylvia
is stolen and a threatening letter
sent her guardian demanding the
Later, the

wheels of

jewel as a ransom.
abductors are betrayed by a wo-
man and the child is restored.
Sir Giles’ fiancee, angered by
what she considers his absurdly
quixotic proceeding in adopting
the child, jilts him within a week
of their wedding day, and runs
away with a man who Sir Giles
believes he recognizes as the un-
scrupulous villain responsible for
the death of Sylvia’s mother.
Within a year after their mz.xr-
riage this man is mortally in-
jured, strangely enough in a motor
accident, and the '‘mystery sur
rounding the identity of the child
and her mother, and their posses-
jewel, are

_ sion of the wonder

brought to light.
Commences in the Canadian

Courier of July 27th.

: i
’ “* 4 Great Patience,
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A Soldier’

ORONTO’S first military funeral in
many years occurred last wee;k]vl\{hfn

ajor Charles J. Catto, of the 48th High-
Major Charles ) P Cn?;tn

landers, was laid to rest.

s Funeral

a later date he was admitted to partner-
ship under the firm name of John Catto
& Son. He was a member of the Episco-
pal Church and attended St. James’

ing Body of the late Major C, J. Catto Being Borne on a Gun
el %arriage Through Toronto Streets.

ras visiting his family at their summer
r‘t)ﬁa‘ge at{j Rideau l«cr'l:)', near l’ertp,
and was accidentally tipped from his
canoe. Although he made a brave at
tempt to save himself, he was un‘a\ble to
do so. Owing to the darkness his body
was not located for th.l:ee-quarters of an
hour, and life was extinct. : :
At the close of the service the firing
party fired three volleys over the grave,
after which the last post was sounded
on the bugle. An unusual feature was
the playing at the foot.of the g)r.avc:
of a dirge on the bagpipes by I}Pel
Major Dunbar, late of the Gor(;on ngh.
Janders. Among the senior officers pre-
sent were: General ’Coﬁton, G.0.C., West-
ern Ontario; Col. Sir Henry M. Pellatt,
A.D.C., C.V.0., Brigade Commander; Col.
W C ’Macdonald, ex-Brlgade.Command.
er: C.ol. James Mason, ex-.Bngade Com-
ma’.nder; Lt.-Col. R..Renme, M.V.0., of
the Queen’s Own Rifles; Lt.-Col. \'.Vm.
Hendrie, Commandant of the 48th High-
landers, and Lt.-Co!. Gooderham, of the
10th Royal Grenadiers. s S
Major Catto took a commission in 12
48th Highlanders in ISQiL‘, _three 'yealg
after its foundation. This reglmgnlt
wears the full Fﬁg]l]{lry}(‘l .costume, with
the Davidson plaid. This was chosen

LATE MAJOR C. J. CATTO, TORONTO.

heir first commanding officer
3%0:1!1]8(‘)311: L Davidson,.a native of Aber-
deenshire. Brevet-Major Catto wa}tﬁs _oni
of the most popular and mgst ef 101en.'
f the present officers. Hl.s compaﬁ)
‘V)vas the largest in the regiment. 3 ﬁ
had just completed for his corps a iu
at cff dress regulations which w111' no
fle bt become a standard for the High-
loud regiments of Canadian militia. He
L anbauthority on Scottish dress, hav;
.wa:s the best library a.nd collect}on ’:i)
mcravings on this subJect_; on this s11e
e?gthe Atlantic. Indeed, it is probably
oh best private collection in existence.
4 §Iajor Catto was educated athilazt!?r

chool, Port Hf)pe, and ¢ -
?vt;lx!ggeioisned his father ju business. At

Cathedral. He was also a member of
the St. Andrew’s Society, the Sons of
Scotland, and a life member of the To-
ronto Board of Trade. In politics he
was a Conservative.

John Gyles, Captive
(Concluded from page 11.)

fortress to his keeping.

Three days later when Gyles, the old
Servitor, and a scout from the Grant,
ventured down stream to reconnoitre,
they found the place untouched, the
cattle safe, and gardens and store houses
unspoiled, and that night while they
kept the watch the Sieur d’Amours re-
turned. He had heard of the British
raids, and had made all speed to get
to his home before Church should reach
Jemseg. His joy knew no bounds when
he found Gyles in peaceful possession,
and learned of “the safety of Madam.
d’Amours and the children,

“’T'was she who saved the place,” said
the old Servitor proudly, and he pointed
to the placard.

A smile, half-quizzical, half-tender,
played over the face of the Sieur as
he stepped up to the gateway. “She
would dare ask the devil himself to do
what was right,” he said, “and expect
him to do it, too! But what is this
behind the placard, a billet-doux for my
lady? No, it is addressed to myself ;”
and he opened and read aloud:

“Your fortress, Sieur d’Amours, . is
spared, somewhat by the wit of your
noble lady and her belief in my heart,
which touched me, old as I am. But
more are you spared because of your
servant, the captive youth whom you
bought of the Indians.” In all honour he
could have escaped with me, having put
the lady in safety. I left him in anger,
but tell him for me, that he saved your
domicile. He is the stuff soldiers are
made of, in your country or mine, I
have the honour to presume that you
are another, therefore let him go free,
to use his strength for his own land.
This I ask in lieu of the ravage he saved
you. Send him under safe escort to
me at Portsmouth before another month.
From there I will see that he is returned
to his mother at Pemaquid.”

The Sieur d’Amours was true to the
demand, and when Margaret Guion and
her household were returned to their
home, the captive servant was restored
to his friends, and the little old fortress
domain up the Jemseg River knew him
no more forever. But his subsequent
service to his country as Indian inter-
preter and as captain of several garri-
sons are a matter of conspicuous record.
And the story of his captivity, pub-
lished by himself in 1736, can still be
found in the old city libraries.

The little lonely, lovely river still
flows from the Grand Lake to the great
river beyond, yellow and limpid under
its bordering trees, but the ramparts
of the old French fortress are sunk and
grass-grown, the stone work has fallen
to decay, and the names of Touis
d’Amours de Chauffour and his wife, the
noble Margaret Guion, have faded from
the memory of living men.
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DOMINION
SECURITIES

CORPORATION
LIMITED, HAS
MARKETS FOR
ALL STANDARD
CANADIAN BONDS
AND DEBENTURES

. OFFICES .

: TORONTO ;
MONTREAL- LONDON,ENG

The Merchants Bank

of Canada
HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

President, Sir H, Montagu Allan,
Vice-President, K. W. Blackwell,
General Manager, E. F. Hebden.

Paid-up Capital ........ $ 6,000,000
Reserve Fund and Undi-
vided Profits’ ', ... 0, 5,458,878

Deposits (Nov. 30, 1911) . 63,494,580
ABBEENT L ok S NS 81,928,964

169 BRANCHES IN CANADA.
General Banking Business Transacted.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at all
branches. Deposits of $1.00 and up-
wards received, and interest allowed
at best current rates.

TORONTO OFFICES:
Wellington St. West; 1400 Queen,
St. West (Parkdale) ; 406-408 Par-

liament St.; Dundas St. and Ronces-
valles Ave,

Get Your Canadian
Home From the

CANADIAN PACIFIC

C.P.R. Lands and Town Lots in Mani-
toba, Saskatchewan, Alberta and
British Columbia.

We would advise passengers travelling
via the C(anadian Pacific Railway to
the West to stop off and see the Big
C.P.R. Irrigation Dam at Bassano,
Alberta. Bassano is a rapidly grow-
ing town on the main line of the
C.P.R., situated 83 miles east of Cal-
gary. The irrigation project of the
C.P.R. is the largest of its kind on
the American Continent,

Full particulars by applying to
j h H s 't General
ﬂsep . ml y Agent
61 Yonge St., Toronto, Canada,
SPECIAL AGENTS WANTED.

Try Ice-cold

WHITE
LABEL

For your Summer Drink

There’s a real palate enjoyment
to this beverage you can ap-
preciate on a hot sum-
mer’s day.

Get your supply from the nearest dealer

P

~—

Brewed and Bottled by

Dominion Brewery Co., Limited
TORONT®,
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CANADA’S
MOST FAMOUS
BEER

A Genuine Thirst-Quencher

Of Sparkling Purity-.-
Clear as Crystal--
Invigorating---
Nourishing---

Inspection of our new Brewery Invited.

Brewed and bottled in the most up-to-date
and sanitary plant in Canada, by

Reinhardts’ of Toronto

equipped
with Republic
Staggard Tread
Tiresisunder com-
plete control on wet
and slimy pavements.

The wheels will follow
your slightest direction with-
out slipping or skidding.

The Motorist Safeguard

The big solid rubber studs are arranged in
six rows on the tread in such a way that they
exert a positive resistance to side pressure from
any direction atangles with the straight course and

so make slipping or skidding impossible. *
Get a copy of our book “The Tire Perfect.” Sent free

on request. 5
DOMINION AUTOMOBILE CO., Limited

Cor. Bay and Temperance Sts.

Distributors, Toronto

DRINK

St. Leon

Water
v

The Force of
Mind

Or the Mental Factor in Medicine

By A. T. Schofield, M.D., M.R.C.S.

Author of **Nerves in Disorder,” ** The Uncon-
scious Mind,"" ** The Springs of Character,’”
** Faith Heulinh" " Personal and
yi

omestic Hygiene,”" etc.

The action of the mind in the cause and
cure of many disorders is considered in
this book from new and scientific stand-
points with suggestions for the practical use
of this knowledge by physicians and lay-
men.

The Scotsman, Edinburgh :
"‘.Thoughtful, earnest, and fully inform-

Nature, London :
“Thete can be no doubt that the re-
forms advocated are much needed.”

12 mo. cloth, 347 pages, $2.00 postpaid.

NORMAN RICHARDSON,
12 E. Wellingten St. - -

The Water of Health

Toronto
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Story of the Storm

(Concluded from page 13.)

wind through the front door. It
sometimes does that, but never in
the wild, weird key it was then
producing. There  was  something
peculiarly uncanny about this. I

saw that the screen door was outstand-
ing about six inches, and next observed
through the glass front of the door that
the verandah curtains were blown into
ribbons, and that a steamer chair left
outside was gliding smoothly from one
end of the verandah to the other. Then,
the front door threatened to blow open,
and I seized it to keep it in place; then
the long oval glass panel of the door
blew entirely in, and I promptly backed
around to a sheltering wall.  Simul-
taneously the window glass of the par-
lour and dining room came flying into
the hall, and the contents of both rooms
were in a general whirl,

Now, for the first time, I realized that
forces were in operation far transcend-
ing the resistance of human machinery.
However, with four other people  in
danger under my own roof, I attended
strictly to business.

My two sisters-in-law, who happened
to be visiting us, came rushing from
the parlour and dining room in much
alarm and agitation with inquiries for
my wife, and I started upstairs in search
of her. She at once appeared, however,
on the way down, and gave us the wise
advice to make for the cellar. The ladies
did this.

As the chief disaster seemed to be
over, although the wind and rain were
still active, I did not join the company
in the cellar, but busied myself trying
to close the rear door, which had blown
open, and which I had some difficulty
in propping, not yet realizing how very
little difference it really made whether
that door stood open or shut. I was
soon joined here by the others, and from
the rear window noticed that a small

‘frame house standing perhaps twenty

feet from mine was utterly gone, and
I have not seen a vestige of it since.
The owner’s wife is one of the dead.

On ' the next lot due west, facing on
Smith Street, I saw that a larger frame
house was quite off its foundations and
apparently gone. I then realized that
what had partly happened to my home
had already happened in full to many
other people. Passing to the front of
the house, facing Lorne Street, I found
that the brick veneer house directly
across the street was also off its
foundations, the whole front blown out;
the brick wall on one side gone and the
frame work badly doubled in the centre;
in fact, a total wreck.

The rain and wind quickly abating, I
donned a waterproof and stepped out
through the middle of my front door,
with the thought of life first in my
mind, and promising to return in a few
moments. I then discovered that I was

{ minus a very good and substantial ver-

andah, and a glance down the street
told me what I had even yet scarcely
realized, that a tremendous catastroghe
had swept over the city. Briefly, with
the exception of my own and a few
other houses, and these badly damaged,
the west side of Lorne and the east
side of Smith was a total ruin for three
blocks, and the larger part of that area
absolutely flat on the ground. At the
foot of this district are the Methodist
and Presbyterian Churches and the
Y.W.C.A.—total wrecks, and several
other splendid public buildings very
adly injured. S
Y Ngrw, \Jvhat T have said of this dxst_rlct
generally describes the railroad sectlpn,
the wholesale section, the north side
residential section, where gomfortable
working homes abound, within the zone
of the storm, from south to mnorth of
the city. Outside of that zone, scat-
tered more or less irregularly, the same
kind of damage in greater or less de-
oree is.to be found in spots. Within
the zone vou may call it a clean sweep.
1 would say that the damage I have
indicated was done within sixty seconds
after T entered the house, and if .I had
been from one to three or five minutes
Jater in returning home in all proba-
bility I should have been caught on ﬂg}e
street, either TLorne or Fourteen ]1
Avenue, in the very centre of the paté
of destruction. We hear of dozens ©
the narrowest of escapes, such as my

own. Another of the dead was taken

from Fourteenth Avenue, between Smith
:_Lnd Lorne. A third from Lorne Street,
in my block. Seriously injured persons
are still in the hospital from each of
these three places of death.

Just an instance or two of the force
of the storm: A slight splinter of wood,
under two inches thick, may be seen
driven into the brick wall of the home
of Mr. W. E. Mason, on Scarth Street,
and still sticking out some four feet.
In the upper storey of the Y.W.C.A.
there was visible something looking like
a ladder driven through the wall from
the inside and standing straight out
some six feet. One of our city archi-
tects stated to me that he had examined
our Parliament Buildings, which stand
intact with the exception of some win-
dow and partition damage in the upper
storey, and that he found the gravel of
the roof had been driven by the wind
into the cut stone of the wall of the
parapet, not to remain embedded, but
leaving the holes. Pieces of canoes were
blown from the lake six blocks, and are
found in numerous situations in various
parts of the city. My sister-in-law is
taking one home as a souvenir; she
found it beneath the stand in my room,
three blocks from the lake.

I think T am about the limit of your
space, and I pass over all the rest that
might be said. The kind and prompt
opening of homes by friends; the plac-
ing of my family in their care; some
efforts to assist individually and col-
lectively the injured, was followed by
a long evening at the City Hall, whera
the Mayor and City Council were ac-
tively engaged in organization and the
meeting of immediate needs. Here I
was fortunately able to give scme little
assistance in the appointing of special
constables.

To put it short, Mayor MecAra is a
brick, and a magnificent general Lo he
in command at this crisis. He deserves
the greatest admiration, and all of our
leading citizens are backing him up in
the finest and fullest way and deserve
the same unstinted praise.

THE foregoing story in response to a

wire from the Canadian Courier
may be taken as a fair illustration of
the experiences of many in the city of
Regina. Cyclones are not an absolute
novelty in the West. But the cyclone
of the last day' of Jume, 1912, is the
first  on  record whose operations
amounted to a calamity. = Most civie
calamities' in Canada have occurred
through fire, of which we have had not
a few, such as Fernie, Hull, Three Riv-
ers, Campbellton, N.B., Toronto and
Porcupine. By floods Canadian cities
have never been overwhelmed. We have
never had a calamity from an earth-
quake. The falling of a mountain on
Frank, Alberta, was one of the most,
sudden and unusual catastrophes thar
ever visited a Canadian town.

The Regina cyclone stands on record
as causing the greatest loss to life, limb
and property in the actual time occu-
pied. According to Judge Hannon’s
story the whole time of destruction on
his property and premises occupied not,
more than one minute. In that sixty
seconds of time fifty people were killed,
hundreds injured, $5,000,000 worth of
property destroyed, 3,000 people deprived
of shelter and a great part of the city
of Regina reduced to a condition of
wreck. On a basis of property destruc-
tion this exceeds even the Titanic whose
$20,000,000 worth of property took hours
to sink. All the damage was done by
the cyclone. There was no fire. Storms
move with tremendous rapidity over
those vast areas that are practically
seas of land. At Regina a couple of
horsemen on the skyline look like ships
at sea. There are no trees; and the
hills and coulees are not of a heigiic
and depth to interfere with the career of
such a storm as that of June 30.

The first cyclone that ever visited
Regina may be the last. 1In the
meantime the city with typical Western
snergy will be rebuilt on a better and
sounder basis that. ever. Regina has a
class of citizens of whom any city in
the world might be proud. ~ And the
men who are working now to restore
Regina may be depended on to do all
that men could do in such a ecrisis.
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SCRAP BOOK

_Awful.—The president of the univer-
sity had dark circles under his eyes. His
cheek was pallid; his lips were tremb-

ling; he wore a haunted expression.

Every now and then he turned and
glanced apprehensively behind him.

~ “You look ill,” said his wife. “What
18 wrong, dear?” ;

“Nothing much,” he replied. “But—
I—I had a fearful dream last night, and
I feel this morning as if I—as if I—”
He hesitated and stammered. It was
evident that his nervous system was
shattered.

“What was the dream?” asked his
wife,

“I—I—dreamed the trustees required
that—that I should—that I should pass
the freshman examination for—admis-
sion!” sighed the president.—Youth’s
Companion.

”

”
Identified.—Visitor—“You
me, don’t you, little man?”
Bobbie—*“Course I do. YouTre the
same man pa brought home last sun}me;r
an’ ma got so mad about it she didn’t
speak to pa for a whole week.”—Boston

2 =
Schoolboy “Howlers.”

The Salic law is that you must take
everything with a grain of salt. ;

Julius Caesar was renowned for his
great strength. He threw a bridge
across the Rhine.

The Zodiac is the Zoo of the sky.
where lions, goats, and other animals
go after they are dead. 5

The Pharisees were people who like
to show off their goodness by praying
in synonyms. :

An abstract noun is something you
can’t see when you are looking at it.

Algebraical symbols are used when
you do not know what you are talking
about.

An epistle is the wife of an apostle.

The principal parts of the eye are the
pupil, the moat, and the beam.

2 ® :

The Retort Crushing.—Gail Hamilton
once made a cutting and comprehensive
remark to a man who had just married
his third wife. It was in the old days
when George Q. Cannon, .delegate in
Congress from Utah, was living more or
less happily with three wives. :

“Lool?,}’)’ Zaid the thrice-married bride-
groom to Gail Hamilton at an evening
reception, “there comes Cannon, the
olygamist.”

; }S’ngs said Cail Hamilton; “and the
only difference between you and him .;s
that you drive your wives tandem, while
he drives his abreast.”

L

Discovered.—Wife—*“What would o
do, George, if you were left a widower®

Hub—%Oh, T suppose the same as you
would if you were left a widow.

Wife—“You horrid wretch! And you
told me you could mever care for any-

remember

. body else.”—Boston Transcript.

»

A foretaste— My dear girl” ex-
claimed an elderly lady, “do you know
that the man you are intending to marry
drinks heavily and gambles?”

“Yes, T know; I am going to marry
him to reform him.”

“Listen to me, my girl. Try one ex-
periment before you do that.”

“What experiment?” 5

“Take in a—week’s washing to do an
see how you like it.”—Town Topics.

® ® :

Real Test.—Faith is believing the
dentist when he says it isn’t going to
hurt.—Detroit Free Press.

: L R -

Self-Preservation.—“And you didn’t
know it was loaded ?”

“Np, judge, T swear I didn’t.”

“But before pointing it at the de-
ceased, why did you not look into the
barrel to ‘see whether or mnot it was
loaded 9

“Why, judge, that would have been a
fool thing to do! It might have ex-
Ploded and killed me.”—Houston Post.

”
Politeness,.—The mayor of a French
town had, in accordance with the regu-

lations, to make out a passport for a
rich and highly respectable lady of his
acquaintance, who, in spite of a slight
disfigurement, was very vain of her per-
sonal appearance.

His native politeness prompted him to
gloss over the defect, and, after a mo-
ment’s reflection, he wrote among the
items of personal description: “Eyes
dark, beautiful, tender, expressive, but
one of them missing.”

2 ®

Long Needed.—Knicker—“So Jones has
a great invention?”

Bocker—“Yes; an umbrella handle
that retains the finger print.”—New

York Sun.

His Only Success.—She—“You are
always talking about making money in
literature—why don’t you do some-
thing ?” .

iIeg—“I did—I pawned my typewriter
for $15.”—Satire. =

His Qualification.—Herman Perlet, the
musical director and composer, was re-
cruiting a philharmonic orchestra and
had enlisted the services gf an Italxap
acquaintance. Among the instrumental-
ijsts he procured was a Very old man
with an antiquated flute from which
he was able to get a wheezy tone now
an‘(‘iTgl:n. him away!” ordered Perlet
after the first rehearsal. *He can’t play

the flute.”
“What!
flute!” gasped the sponsor.
«Not in this orchestra.
rav!?
m“%}I’éledetta!” He rolled his eyes
heavenward. “Thata man .can’t pla):a
aa flute!” And he beat his breast in
indignation. “Why, thata man he fighta
with Garibaldi!”
y®
A Millionaire Tucre. %
i id, “I will marry for lucre,
ia;l:li ielrana,ndalized ma almost shucre;
But when the chance came,
And she told the good dame,

i he did not rebuchre. -
P e——St. T.ouis Post-Dispatch. _

Take him

: ®n ®
So Difficult.— How did he man-
aglgott) escape from the penitentiary ?” 1
thought it was well-nigh impossible.”
«Well, he figured it out on scientific
lines. Somebody gmuggled him a tp:dd“
of trunks, and after he got outside
everybody thought he was running
Marathon.”—Kansas City Journal.

® ®
dent
Best Way.—A corresponden
W;El}:’; to know how to promounce Chi-

: e
. The best way is to say Chy
}}:\E;I-l}?gwa and then laugh as tho'ug.h you
l; ew better. If it is done artistically,
ygu can get away with it nearly every
e been fre-
me treatment has be
qu%‘rll]:lysaapplied to decollete with great

success.—York Dispatch.

confessed Mr.

L
- '_NY S,”
Solid  Ivory : right. I engaged

ins, “it serves me

310; kxi:l:;l tlts :::ove our gpods and I for-

ot to ask him how much he was gi)u(ig

%o charge me for the job. If ever Edo
such a thing aga;m,t gﬁr},a, you can

o ‘

mXIEe&%uflgrb% ao good deal more profit-

able, John,” said Mrs. Dorkins, to ‘cl:)ut it

up into billiard balls.”—Chicago Tribune.

2 " :
Thoughtful Wife.-—‘:l‘hink Il go to
the ball game to-day.
«All right. Is there

ounds ?” 5
thfzTghrere’s one near there. Why?

¢ to

& home team loses 1 want you
teleIfhf)lrllee me, so that I can ta;ke th_e
hilgren and go over to moi,:’hers until
;ou get your temper back.”—Houston

Post. G i |
Guessed Right.—“WilIie, mamma has

a great surprise for _you.”' i
«T know what it_ls—”-blg bruvver

pack from his vacation.”

“How did you know? e

“«My bank won’t rattle any more.

Youngstown Telegram.

a telephone at

Thata man can’t playa da

This commod=
d lous, cosy,
warm 6-room
house built
Readicut ”’ way

w; $552

*“Readicut”
Houses come to
you_complete, all
rBead"'i 20 rixail together,

ui n one-third
usual time.

This snug, well- designe
S-ro?(;n home with porch
wou cost you —
“ Readicut” 4 ity
cests only ....,..

This 4-room cottage built as
warm and gomfortable as any
$600 to $800 house, costs

et oy SRRD

Illustration below shows our
famous Wonder House—Two
story, 5 large rooms, of the
best materials throughout.
Costsonly $622 orwith an extra,
room addition at back, $724.

%y Building
‘Readicut’ Way — " Cut to Fi
You Save 50% = Ml;ll %’r;t(’:':st

Houses 2 to 12 Roc;ms, Summer
Cottages, Stores, Schools, $175 Up

Let us show you how you save architect’s 5%, i
s i arch 2+ sale cost—lumber trimmed, fitted and marked:
gﬁl;ldnegr SA iOL%;‘ ;’:t:tt: éugnb;_r dealer’s big profits by roofing, doors, windows, glass, plaster bo:_;(cil:
Soverein sl ft s B:re.%_from our mills. interior trim and finish, hardware, even the nails
Sk co v e ut - 13 ings come to you and paint. Also plans, blue prints and detailed
Killed labol; cYcu » fitted, ready to nail. "No building instructions—all so clear you can put
. ou get everything at whole- it together yourself or with unskilled labor.

Built Like Any Substantial, Well-Constructed Building

Sovereign Houses are not the i

t portablekind, but In our catalogue you see exactly what th -

:;%E&iétﬁl;ll{ebm}% other well-constructed, warm, pleted house 100135 like and krslrov:v ixaca(;’o?:s
g taatl Iv.u ding. Our plan ic not an ex- entire cost. No extras, No delays. Shipped

periment t will pay you to investigate. anywhere, promptly.

Learn How We Save You Time and Money

Write NOW for our big book full of ph ipti
2 photos, plans and detailed d.
:lt; more than §9 attractive homes that you'can build withaufmosetsgggzxtt;g;
e “Readicut” way. Send 6 cents in stamps and ask for Book No. 48.

Sovereign Construction Co. Limited ** iz fus

Be sure and see the photo-
graphs, complete description
and floor plans in our big
free catalogue. Write now
for a copy.

Everything

These asbestos shingles offer to the builder or the isti
: owner of
home the height of roofing durability and appearance, s
Wooden shingles require paint or stain ever
z y tkree or four years, a
eve_ntually rot. Metal shingles also need paint—and eventually r}:lst. sél:?e?
owing to swift climatic changes, chips and cracks. .

“Bestoslate” Shingles cannot rot, rust or become cracked through changes

in temperature. They never need paint, and time brings ab
. . 0
softness of colouring which no other roc;ﬁng can attain.g S

Booklet “C” gladly sent to you upon request.

THE ASBESTOS MFG. CO. LIMITED, E. T. BANK BUILDING, MONTREAL
~ FACTORY AT LACHINE, QUE.

IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS, PLEASE MENTION ‘““THE CANADIAN COURIER.’’




&b ‘ CANADIAN COURIER.

BY APPOINTMENT

LEA & PERRINS’

SAUCE

THE FAVOURITE
APPETIZER

J. M. DOUGLAS & CO.
Montreal
Canadian Agents

The Original & Genuine
WORCESTERSHIRE

Tne Importance of Clear Carbon Copies

is woll aalsestyrod by every business man, and goes to
prove the salability of Peerless Brand Carbon Papers
and Cypewriter Ribbons.

Our Carbon Papers ‘are of a quality—suggested by
the name to outdistance all others for satisfaction-giving
and general office work. :

Our Peerless Typewriter R.bbon is well
known to those who use the best —it is brilliant
and perman nt. Wrapped in tinfoil, packed
in a metal box, and a guarantee with each

ribbon.

E

Carbon Paper and Typewriter Ribbons

are a safe buy for the stationer, because their

176 Richmond Str et West

LET YOUR CHILDREN BE HEALTHY AND HAPPY
\ \\\\\ \ A child cannot be happy unless it is healthy—it cannot

? We take just pride in our Heating Systems, and
‘ e eel we have not lived in vain, because of our success

A \ in School and Public Building Heating Systems,
We believe we are helping to build up a healthier,
stronger and sturdier nation through our most perfect
Heating and Ventilating Systems,

N

DA
CAS

A SN ¢

N “ASK
THE MAN

S

ONE.”

\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\

be healthy unless it breathes PURE air constantly,

LET US HELP YOU SOLVE YOUR HEATING PROBLEMS—OUR EX-
PERT HEATING ENGINEERING DEPARTMENT IS AT
YOUR SERVICE FREE OF COST.

Our books ““ The Question of Heating,” or
““Boiler Information” sent free on request

wro nas PEASE FOUNDRY COMPANY.

WRITE FOR TERMS OF AGENCY FOR YOUR TOWN.

Peerless Carbon and Ribbon Mfg. Co., Lim ted

TORONTO, Canada

\

TORONTO, ONT,
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reputation for quality is known among office people, and the sales are sure with good profit on each one.

Gifted Amherst Authoress

ANY hearts, vexed to preserve to
M this Canada of ours its golden
wealth of unreclaimed tradition,
sighed as people sigh for “a light un-
timely snuffed,” when Ggrace MecLeod
Rogers, its saviour in Nova Scotia, put
aside her highly successful literary en-
terprises for the, to her, dearer duties
and joys domestic. Those hearts, how-
ever, are about to be comforted; for
now her four splendid boys are “out of
arms,” as she puts it—the eldest, a
freshman, carried off this year Acadia

GRACE McLEOD ROGERS,

Wearing Her Beloved McLeod Plaid
Scarf,

College’s trophy for essay writing—
Mrs. Rogers’ facile pen has been re-
assumed. This issue of The Courier pre-
sents one of its exquisite productions.

Canadian folk-lore is Mrs. Rogers’
field, particularly in its Nova Scotian
features. Her first volume, “Stories
from the Land of Evangeline,” appeared
when Mrs. Rogers was Grace Dean Mec-
Leod. It won immediate recognition,
both here and across the waters, as a
native product of rare beauty by virtue
of both its matter and authorship; its
tales being incorporated into the School
Readers of three countries, Canada, New
England, and Old Scotia, and widely
used also as supplementary reading.

Later productions were published from
time to time in the best periodicals of
Canada and the United States. These
were written usually upon request and
were characterized always by the real-
ity of subject, the delicacy of diction,
and the high pervading spirit which
marked that initial series of province
tales. Love of the Has-Been, a faculty
for research, and a genius for adapting
her language to her theme, account for
Mrs. Rogers’ achievement. And the
lapse of years has served only as a
mellower of these powers, to judge from
latest examples of her work.

BUT for more than “pennish” reasons

might this authoress be proud. She
is the daughter of the late A. J. Me-
Leod, distinguished as barrister and
author, and is also the niece of R. R.
MecLeod, the well-known litterateur.
Her ancestry includes the Warrens and
Hopkins of Mayflower fame and the
Dunvegan McLeods of Skye. The Nova
Scotia Historical Society claims her as
a member—a distinction she is the first
woman eligible to enjoy. . Also, in com-
pany with Miss Marshall Saunders—
whose story about her pet goats lately
appeared in this journal—she received
last June at the hands of Acadia Col-
lege the honorary degree, M.A. But
while she fondly cherishes her family
traditions, instanced by her writing
when she gave her photograph, “The
scarf is my MecLeod tartan—I most
always wear it about me”; and while
she delights in her varied honours as
in the symbols of her countrymen’s
goodwill, modesty of the sincerest type
is the crown of this woman’s woman-
pature. “I am only a woman,” somewhere
she writes, “not even the much-abused
‘new woman’ bristling with Academic
henours, member of societies legion,
and burdenea with suffrage, and school
bill and tariff, but a simple-minded,
old-fashioned one, believing in love, and

‘home, and ‘the untrodden ways.””

s

N T
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The Materializing of Cecil

(Continued from page 12.)

he was jealous and angry. He went out
west and never came back. I havemever
seen him since, and I do not even know
if he is alive. But—but—I never could
care for any other man.”

“Oh, how interesting!” sighed Wil-
helmina. “I do so love sad stories. But
perhaps he will come back some day
yet, Miss Holmes.”

“Oh, no, never now,” I said, shaking
my head. “He has forgotten all about
me, I dare say. Or if he hasn’t he has
never forgiven me.”

Mary Gillespie’s Huldah Jane an-
nounced tea at this moment, and I was
thankful, for my imagination was giv-
ing out, and I didn’t know what ques-
tion these girls would ask next. But 1
felt a change in the mental atmosphere
surrounding me already, and I thrilled
Wwith secret exultation all through sup-
per. Repentant? Ashamed? Not a bit
of it. I’d have done the same thing
over again, and all I felt sorry for was
that I hadn’t done it long ago.

When I got home that night Nancy
looked at me wonderingly and said:

“You look like a girl to-night, Miss
Charlotte.”

“I feel like one,” I said, laughing; and
I ran to my room and did what I had
never done before—wrote a second poem
in the same day. I had to have some
outlet for my feelings. I called it “In
Summer Days of Long Ago,” and I
worked Mary Gillespie’s roses and Cecil
Fenwick’s eyes into it, and male it so
sad and reminiscent and minor-musicky
that I felt perfectly happy.

For the next two months all went
well and merrily. Nobody ever said
anything more to me about Cecil Fen-
wick, but the girls all chattered freely
to me of their little love affairs, and !
became a sort of general confidant for
them, It just warmed up the cockles of
my heart, and I began to enjoy the Sew-
ing Circle famously. I got a lot of
pretty new dresses and the dearest hat,
and I went everywhere I was asked and
had a good. time.

But there is one thing you can be
perfectly sure of. If you do wrong you
are going to be punished for it sometiwe,
somehow and somewhere. My punisn-
ment was delayed for two months, and
then it descended on my head and 1 was
crushed to the very dust.

Another new family besides the Mer-
cers had come to Hillburn in the spring
—the Maxwells. There were just Mr.
and Mrs. Maxwell; they were a middle-
aged couple and very well off. Mr. Max-
well had bought the lumber mills, and
they lived up at the old Spencer place,
which had always been “the” place of
Hillburn, They lived quietly, and Mrs.
Maxwell hardly ever went anywhere, be-
cause she was delicate. She was out
when T called, and I was out when she
returned my call, so that I had never
met her.

IT was Sewing Circle day again—at
Sarah Gardiner’s this time. I was
late; everybody erse was there when I
arrived, and the minute I entered the
room I knew that something had hap-
Pened, although I couldn’t imagine what.
Eve"ybOdy looked at me in the strang-
est way. Of course, Wilhelmina Mercer
was the first to set her tongue going.

“Oh, Miss Holmes, have you seen him
yet?” she exclaimed.

_“Seen who?” T said non-excitedly, get-
ting out my thimble and patterns.

“Why, Cecil Fenwick. He’s here—in
Hillburn—visiting his sister, Mrs. Max-
well.”

I suppose I did what they expected
me to do. I dropped everything I held,
and Josephine Cameron said afterwards
that Charlotte Holmes would never be

paler when she was in her coffin. If

they had just known why I turned so
pale!

“It’s—impossible,” T said blankly.

‘.It,s really true,” said Wilhelmina,
delighted at this development, as she
Supposed it, of my romance. “I was up
to see Mrs. Maxwell last night, and I
met him.”

“Tt—can’t be—the same—Cecil Fen-
Wick,” T said faintly, because I had to
Say something.

Oh, yes, it is. He belongs to Blake-
ly, New Brunswick, and he’s a lawyer,
and he’s been

out West twenty-two

§

~there

years. He’s, oh, so handsome, and just
as you described him, except that his
hair is quite grey. He has never mar-
ried—I asked Mrs. Maxwell—so you see
he has never forgoten you, Miss Holmes.
And, oh, I believe everything is going to
come out right.”

I couldn’t exactly share her cheerful be-
lief. Everything seemed to me to be
coming out most horribly wrong. I was so
mixed-up, I didn’t know what to do or
say. I felt as if I were in a bad dream
—it must be a dream—there couldn’t
really be a Cecil Fenwick. My feelings
were simply indescribable. Kortunate-
ly, every one put my agitation down
to quite a different cause, and they very
kindly left me alone to recover myself.
I shall never forget that awful after-
noon. Right after tea I excused myself
and went home as fast as I could go.
There I shut myself up in my room, but.
not to write poetry in my red book.
No, indeed! I felt in no poetical mood.

l TRIED to look the facts squarely in

the face. There was a Cecil Fenwick,
extraordinary as the coincidence was,
and he was here in Hillburn. All my
friends—and foes—believed that he was
the estranged lover of my youth. If he
stayed long in Hillburn one of two
things was bound to happen. He would
hear the story I had told about him and
deny it, and I would be held up to
shame and derision for the rest of my
natural life; or else he would simply go
away in ignorance, and everybody would
suppose he had forgotten me and would
pity me maddeningly. The latter possi-
bility was bad enough, but it wasn’t to
be compared to the former; and oh, how
I prayed—yes, I did pray about it—that
he would go right away. But Providence
had other views for me.

Cecil Fenwick didn’t go away. He
stayed right on in Hillburn, and the
Maxwells blossomed out socially in his
honeour and tried to give him a good time.
Mrs. Maxwell gave a party for him.
got a card—but you may be sure I
didn’t go, although Nancy thought [
was crazy not to. Then everyone else
gave parties in honour of Mr. Fenwick
and I was invited and never went.
Wilhelmina Mercer came and pleaded
and scolded and told me if I avoided
Mr. Fenwick like that he would think
I still cherished bitterness against him,
and he wouldn’t make any advances

toward a reconciliation. Wilhelmina
means well, but she hasn’t a great deal
of sense.

Cecil Fenwick seemed to be a great
favourite with everybody, young and gld.
He was very rich, too, a_nd Wilhelmina
declared that half the girls were after
]n?‘aI.f it wasn’t for you, Miss Holmes, 1
pelieve I'd have a try for him_ myself,
in spite of his grey hair and quick tem-
per—for Mrs. Maxwell says he has a
pretty quick temper, but it’s all over in

a minute,” said Wilhelmina, half jest

and whole earnest. :

As for me, I gave up going ouf: at
all, even to church. I fretted and pined
and lost my appetite and never wrote a
line in my red book. Nancy was half
frantic and insisted on dosing me with
her favourite patent_pllls.' I took them
meekly, because it is a waste of time
and energy to oppose Nancy, but, ot
course, they didn’t do me any good. My
trouble was too deep-seated for patent
pills to cure. If ever a woman was
punished for telling a lie T was that
woman. I stopped my subscription to
the Weekly Advocate because it still
carried that wretched porous plaster
advertisement, and T couldn’t bear to
see it. Tf it hadn’t been for that T would
never have thought of Fenwick for a
name, and all this trouble would have

verted. g
begllaea evening when I was moping in
room Nancy came up.

mXT(;JVZII'Ie’s a gentleman in the ”pa.rlour
asking for you, Miss Charlotte.

My heart just gave one horrible bounce
and ‘then stopped beating altogether. .. .

: it did. Z
: E%Xaé—sort of a gentleman, Nancy ?”

tered. i _
: ‘f‘,}l :}fink it’s that Fenwick man that
's been such a time abqut, sa’
: didn’t know anything about

Neaey, o0 egcapades, “and he looks

my imaginary

Lo
-~h

To have created a vast industry which has saved the
world enough labor to build an empire—

To haye fixed and established the basic principles on
which all typewriters are constructed—

To have creared.a standard of merit by which all writing
machines are judged—

To have maintained this standard for more than a generation,
at a level never approached by others—

To have made every recent contribution to typewriter

progress—

R e

These are some achievements of the

mingtn
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Remington Typewriter Company
Limited
w York and Everywhere

SIGNIFICANT
ADVANCES

A few striking comparisons
made by Mr. E. P. Clement, K.C.,
President of the

Mutual Life

OF CANADA e i

desires to
$cent transfer of the Hotel Victoria property, New
zigk City, will in no way interrupt the present
pol :c.yho:ud)fe houseu:] l;l'he Hotel will be conduct-
eretofore until the expirati
o ey piration of lease, sever-

in his address to Policyholders at
the 42nd Annual Meeting of the
Company held February 1ist:

Rooms with Baths, $2.00

HOTEL VICTORIA

1886 1911 Increased

Income [$ 272 000($2 450,000{Nearly 10-fold
Interest 43,000/ 875 O i i
A.:;“ 905'00018.351. 990 0:2: 228_::{3 Fifth Ave., 27th St. and Broadway,

NEW YORK cCI1Y.

Insurance

in force|9.774,000|7 1,000 000|Over 7-fold

Surplus 61,500( 3 312,000|Over 50-fold American Hotel Victoria Co
Head Office - Waterloo, Ont. GEO°PW‘.SWEENY' ANGUS GORDON,
resident, Manager.
BEETHAM’S

a-rola

is a perfect emolient milk quickly abs i 3
no trace of grease or stj‘ckinessyaftel?rl?:: gﬁ’);;lienskm'dleuvmg
ing all forms of irritation caused by Sun, Wi dg o By
Water. It not only P apt e

PRESERVES THE SKIN
but beautifies the complexion, maki i

4\ n i

i w8 S Bl o AT, 00me
ngss,rRt‘ouzhneu,‘ Il:ribamion, and %‘ie;c’m:;lg gf:::n;s all'de-
%)n;vgando l{t‘f;rgak.h’il;.\ in ;:thange‘able weather, Delightfulli;su(‘)t(:glg
: o¥oLiNG, e, g after MOTORING, GOLFING, TENNIS,
Men will find it wondertully soothing if applied after shaving

M. BEETHAM & SON - - - CHELTENHAM, ENG.

IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS. PLEASE MENTION *‘THE CANADIAN OOURIER .

.
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Examine the #1155 Records
Betore Buying a Sporting
Rifle

Experts in Europe and America admit that the Ross .280 High
Velocity is the best of modern arms.

It combines the flattest trajectory, greatest accuracy, ,and
most smashing power, with the strongest and fastest of actions.

At Bisley, in 1911, it absolutely distanced all competitors,
winning almost every first place in the long range match rifle
competitions, and first and second in the aggregates, while the
regular Military Ross won the King’'s, the Prince of Wales’, the
Territorial aggregate, etc., etc., ete.

Ask your dealer to show you the ‘‘Ross’’ High Velocity,
which, despite its quality, sells at only $70.00. Let him get
one on to show you if he has not one on hand—you should not
miss-a chance of owning one.

The Ross Illustrated Catalogue gives full particulars—we send
it on application.

Other styles sell at from $25.00 up. Every one guaranteed.

Ross Rifle Co., Quebec

g .280 QGalibre
High Veloeity ---

WILSON’S INVALIDS’ PORT WINE

(2 la Quina du Pérou)
A delicious summer beverage that is as good for you as it tastest
Just pure, fresh juice of selected Oporto Grapes
combined with Peruvian Cinchona Bark in exactly
the right proportions to make a delightfully good-
tasting, delicately fragrant thirst-quencher that is
cooling, revivifying and permanently strengthening.
Blend with cold soda or any good., sparkling
mineral water.

FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS 146 BIG BOTTLE.

==
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v va’ D The highest NG
'{3‘“’ grade of cocoa beans, '""hy N
d finest cocoa butter, purest
~ &M cane sugar, and the best vanilla
e wl bean.s that can be bought, are the D
4[ 9 ingredients which we blend together to A
form that rich, smooth coating which is
characteristic of

: ,lﬁl 'fl.' .
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We feel safe in saying that no other choco-
late confectionery ever offered to the Can-
adian Consumer has come up to the
high standard of purity and excellence

of Moir’s.
MOIRS,

Halifax, Canada,
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to be mad clean through about some-
thing, for such a scowl L never seen.”

“Lell him TI1l be down directly,
Nancy, I said quite calmly, although my
heart had begun beating again and was
making up for lost time.

As soon as Nancy had clumped down-
stairs again I put on my lace fichu and
put two hankies in my belt, for I
thought I would probably need more
than one. Then I hunted up an old
Advocate for proof, and down I went to
the parlour. I know exactly how a
criminal feels going to execution, and
L've been opposed to capital punishment
ever since.

1 opened the parlour door and went
in, carefully closing in behind me, for
Nancy had a deplorable habit of listen-
ing in the hall. Then my legs gave out
completely, and I couldn’t have walked
another step to save my life. I jusi
stood there, my hand on the knob,
trembling like a leaf.

A man was standing by the south win-
dow looking out; he wheeled around as
I went in, and, as Nancy said, he had
a scowl on and looked angry clear
through. He was very handsome, and
his grey hair gave him such a distin-
guished look. I recalled this afterward,
but just at the moment you may be
quite sure I wasn’t thinking about it at
all. i

Then all at once a strange thing hap-
pened. The scowl went right off his face
and the anger out of his eyes. He
looked astonished and then foolish.

“Miss Holmes, I presume?”’ he said at
last, in a deep, thrilling voice. “I—I1—
oh, confound it, I have called—I heard
some foolisa stories, aund I came here in
a rage. I've been a fool—I know now
they weren’t true. Just excuse me and
I'll go away and kick myself.”

“No,” I said, finding my voice with a
gasp, “you mustn’t go untcil you've heard
the truth. It’s dreadful enough, buf
not as dreadful as you might otherwise
think. Those—those stories—I have a
confession to make. I did tell them, but
I didn’t know there was such a person
as Cecil Fenwick in existence.”

He looked puzzled, as well he might.
Then he smiled, took my hand and led
me away from the door—to the knob
of which I was still holding with all my
might—to the sofa.

“Let’s sit down and talk it over
comfy,” he said.

I just confessed the whole shameful
It was terribly humiliating,
but it served me right. I told him how
people were always twitting me for
never having had a beau, and how I
had told them I had; and then I showed
him the porous plaster advertisement.

i

HE heard me through without a word,

and then he threw back his big,
curly, grey head and laughed.

“This clears up a great many myster-
ious hints I've been receiving ever since
I came to Hillburn,” he said, “and fin-
ally a Mrs. Gilbert came to my sister
this afternoon with a long farrago of
nonsense about the love affair I had
once had with some Charlotte Holmes
here. She declared you had told her
about it yourself. I confess I flamed up.
I'm a peppery chap, and I thought—L
thought—oh, confound it, it might as
well out; 1 thought you were some
lank old maid who was amusing herself
telling ridiculous stories about me. When
you came into the room I knew that
whoever was to blame you were not.”

“But I was,” I said ruoefully. “Tt
wasn’t right of me to tell such a story
—and it was very silly, too. But who
would ever have supposed that there
could be a real Cecil Fenwick who had
lived in Blakely? I never heard of such
a coincidence.”

“It’s more than a coincidence,” said
Mr. Fenwick decidedly. “It’s predes-
tination; that is what it is. And now
let’s forget it and talk of something
else.”

We talked of something else—or at
least Mr. Fenwick did, for I was too
agshamed to say much—so long that
Nancy got restive and clumped through
the hall every five minutes; but Mr.
Fenwick never took the hint. When he
finally went away he asked.if he might

‘come again.

“It’s time we made up that old quar-
rel, you know,” he said, laughing.

And I, an old maid of forty, caught
myself blushing like a girl. But I feit
like a girl, for it was such a relief to
have that explanation all over; I

couldn’t even feel very angry with
Adella Gilbert. She was always a mis-
chief-maker, and when a woman is born
that way she is more to be pitied than
blamed. I wrote a poem in the red book
before I went to sleep; I hadn’t written
anything for a month, and it was lovely
to be at it once more.

R. FENWICK did come again—the

next evening but one. And he came

8o often after that that even Nancy got

resigned to him. One day I had to tell

her something. I shrank from doing 1t,

for I feared it would make her feel
badly.

“Oh, I've been expecting to hear it,”
she said grimly. “I felt the minute that
man came into the house he broughi
trouble with him. Well, Miss Charlotte,
I wish you happiness. I don’t know
how the climate of British Columbia
will agree with me, but I suppose I'll
have to put up with it.”

“But, Nancy,” I said, “I can’t expect
you to go away out there with me. It’s
too much to ask of you.”

“And where else would I be going 7"
demanded Nancy in genuine astonish-
ment. “How under the canopy could you
keep house without me? I'm not going
to trust you to the mercies of a yellow
Chinee with a pig-tail. Where you gn
I go, Miss Charlotte, and there’s an end
of it.”

I was very glad, for I hated to think
of parting with Nancy even to go with
Cecil. As for the red book, I haven’t
told my husband about it yet, but mean
to some day. And I’ve subscribed for
the Weekly Advocate again.

A Return

(Concluded from page 9.)

yodeled, too; but, for reasons which we
may leave to the psychologists, this time
his yodelings had gone unheeded.

His eyes first took vision of the
“crony,” then of the couple rapidly
emerging from it. Then he regarded
the table—and the stove—and finally,
getting his mouth closed, he began to
blink at the couple again.

The gentleman spoke first. He re-
marked that the day was very warm.

As for the lady—there is nothing,
modern physicians tell us, that can less
be reckoned upon than the effect of
“shock”; what she did was to advance
upon her brother-in-law as if she were
about to work him bodily harm. And,
in a voice which some may think can
be heard only in the dramatic school,
she announced her engagement.

Now, as it happened, Mr. Davidson
had always entertained an uncommonly
high opinion of the lady’s intelligence.
In fact, in all matters of social pro-
priety, he deferred to her. Therefore
he now merely gagged and began to
smile like the mentally alienated. “I—I
don’t know that I caught the name,”
he said.

The lady realized then that as yet she
had not caught the name herself! i

The gentleman, having much presence
of mind, immediately came forward with
it. But that did not seem to save the
situation greatly. . . .

Mr. Davidson had taken off his hat.
If certain gestures express thought,
others as plainly show that cerebral
action is for the time suspended. “Well,
at any rate,” he said, as if this at least
were something upon which entire con-
fidence could be reposed, “no doubt, Mr.
Vanderhecker, you know hers ?”

There was another pause.

“Well, not exactly,” explained Mr.
“Vanderhecker,” “not altogether! You
see, we’d been playing at kids, so to
speak, and we really hadn’t had to think
of that, I give you my word, though—”

Mr. Davidson let himself down upon
the unlit stove. “Great Scott!” he
blurted out, “I’'m—I’'m not used to these
things, you know! Yowll have to—to
come down and talk to Evelina!”

Corrected.—“Oh, well,” said the man
who had been told of somebody’s trick-
ery and who takes proverbs and accepted
sayings at their face value, “it takes ail
kinds of people to make a world.”

“You're wrong there,” declared the pre-
cise person. “It certainly takes all kinds
of people to make this kind of world, but
there are a lot who would be left out of
a world such as reformers dream about,”

N

N

N
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PLAYER’S

e Navy Cut
: CIGARETTES

are the richest, coolest,
and smoothest smoking
cigarettes made. They have
a world wide reputation, due

(=52 N ’," \ 3 ' to high quality and excellent
, ‘ manufacture, 5B
PLAYERS . They are the most popular
HEDIUM “DO PLAYER’S NAVY cigarette in England and are

Navy Ul

e

CUT CIGARETTES make

ou think of home?”’
ques—-of dear old Eng-

land, where cigarette blend-

ing is a fine ait"/ ~
\
\

fast becoming equally pop- ‘HepiuM|
ular in Canada. Especial
cigarette enjoyment awaits l
your first trial of them.
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m England’s Richest \__

and Coolest Smoke ,

All Dealers ;
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THE FINEST INTHE LAND -

CHocoLATES |

PLEASE MENTION ‘‘THE CANADIAN COURIER.’’

IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS,

.




There Is No Boom

at
MOOSE JAW
Yet!!

Moose Jaw is the Fast-
est Growing City in the
Prairie Provinces. :: : :

The Reason is Plain :---

Moose Jaw is the In-
dustrial and Railway
Centre of the Province
of Saskatchewan and is
the heart of the greatest
wheat growing area in
North America.

Statistics, Literature,
etc., gladly supplied to all
interested parties by

H. G. COLEMAN, Secretary,
Board of Trade

Write to-day and state where you
saw this advertisement.

Insist that your dealer always sends
OKEEFE'S “PILSENER "

*“ The Light Beer in the Light Bottle
(Registered)

The O’Keefe Brewery Co.
of Toronto, Limited

MISCELLANEOUS.

Send 50c. to W. S. Harvey Mfg. Co., Van-
couver, B. C., and receive post-paid by mail
a 8ix months’ supply of harness dressing that
will toughen your harness and make it look
good, and wear double as long.

CANADIAN COURIER.

PEOPLE AND PLACES

The Eccentric Mr., Howard.

J A. HOWARD, the big negro from

Winnipeg, who is counted on by
Canadians to land the sprinting events
at Stockholm, has been causing a great

.

J. A. HOWARD, WINNIPEG

The Big, Coloured Olympic Sprinter, Who
Has Been Worrying His Team Mates.

deal of anxiety to the officials in charge
of the Olympic team from Canada.

Howard, like Longboat, the Indian, is
bothered with a temperament. He is
inclined to be stubborn and afflicted
with a desire to do things his own way.

Howard has an idea that he can train
better under his own direction than
under the guidance of Coach Walter
Knox. Before the Olympic team left for
England, Howard began to display some
of his idiosyncrasies. Secretary James
G. Merrick immediately jumped on him.
He informed Howard that if he could
not be amenable to discipline, he would
not under any circumstances be taken
along, but Beasley, the British Columbia
boy, would be substituted. Howard
promised to be good. He got to Eng-
land, then became difficult to handle
again. Coach Knox announced his dis-
missal. The Olympic officials were will-
ing to sacrifice chances of Canada
winning the sprints—which with How-
ard we have every chance of doing—
rather than permit a member of the
Olympic team to pursue a course of
disobedience.

Latest news from the Olympic camp
states that Howard has been reinstated
upon ‘- humble promises that he would
do exactly what Coach Knox told him
and did not bother his team mates.

L
A Statesman’s Birthday.

THE other day, in Vancouver, Canada’s

“Grand Old Man,” Sir Charles Tup-
per, celebrated his rinety-first birthday.
The past year has been an eventful one
to Sir Charles. He successfully pulled
through a severe illness which, it was
feared, might end his days. The sympa-
thy of the whole nation went out to
him this spring at the death of Lady
Tupper. Resolutely, with his old-time
fighting spirit, Sir Charles braved for-
tune, gave up his home in England, said
farewell to the pleasant valleys of Nova
Scotia, and turned his face hopefully
westward to take up residence with his
sons on the bustling British Columbia

Coast. There in the twilight of his life,

‘while dashing, young Sir Richard Me-

Bride pleads for a larger Imperialism for
Canada, the nestor of Canadian Con-
servatives harks back to the days before
Canada was born; the stirring times of
jousts in Nova Scotia when he worsted
Hon. Joseph Howe for supremacy in the
Nova Scotia Assembly. The last sur-
viving Father of Confederation, Sir
Charles remembers the birth of Canada;
the Quebec Resolutions; the meeting at
Charlottetown, and the conference in
old London.
2 %

New Brunswick At Home.

ACK to New Brunswick week is July

9th to July 14th. The city of St.

John is planning a big programme.

The extensive harbour works will be
declared open at Courtenay Bay. There
will be an international motor boat race
to celebrate this. J. Norton Griffiths, M.P.,
the English contractor, who is very active
in New Brunswick just now, has donated
a shield to be competed for by some of
the fastest power boats in the Mari-
time Provinces. Horse racing, band con-
certs, and other stunts will help make
St. John a live place.

2 »
Tre Message From tke Wire.

A UNIQUE personality passed away

in Toronto last week when Mr.
H. P. Dwight, president of the Great
Northwestern Telegraph Company, died
in his eighty-fourth year.

Mr. Dwight was distinguished as one
of the first telegraph operators in Can-
ada, the first in Toronto, and as the
man to whose foresight and energy may
be attributed the thousands of miles of
wire over which Canadians talk every
day.

I)\Ir. Dwight was an American by
birth. He learned the keys in Montreal
when a youth of sixteen. In 1849 he
began residence in Toronto, at the time
Ontario was Upper Canada and Hon.
seorge Brown, Hon. J. A. Macdonald
and others were wondering how they
could unite in ambitions and ideals five
British colonies scattered across half a
continent, who had few intimate deal-
ings with each other because of tariff
walls, lack of railways and communica-
tion. Tt is difficult to estimate what
part was played in the success of the
Confederation project by such simple
things as the telegraph and telephone,
enabling the men of the prairie, the

MR. H. P. DWIGHT, TORONTO

Wtose Death Removes a Pioneer of the
Telegraph Business in Canada.

coast, and the middle of Canada to ex-
change opinions every day, and helping
reduce a straggling half-continent to a
community. In the development of the
telegraph, Mr. Dwight was conspicuous,
and because of his enterprise in that
respect he may be remembered as one
of the nation builders of Canada.
L

IN Quebec City is soon to be erected one

of the greatest drydocks in the
world. Tenders closed for construction
the other day.

A strange feature is that only one
company tendered.

SUMMER RESORT

BELVIDERE HOTFL, PARRY SOUND,
under new management; everything up-
to-date; beautifully situated on Georgian
Bay; fine fishing; write for booklet. Fred J.
Bradey, Manager.

Hotel Directory

GRAND UNION HOTEL
Toronto, Canada.
Geo. A. Spear, President.
American Plan, $2—$3. European Plan,
$1—$1.50.

: PALMER HOUSE
TORONTO ' CANADA
H. V. O’Connor, Proprietor.
Rates—$2.00 to $3.00.

CALGARY, ALBERTA, CAN.

’ Calgary, the commercial
QueensHotel metropolis of the Last
Great West. Rates $2.00 and $2.50 per day.

Fres 'Bus to all trains.
H, L. Stephens, Prop.

HOTEL MOSSOP.

Toronto, Canada. F. W. Mossop, Prop.
European Plan. ’%Ebsolutely Fireproof.

Rooms without ba»til, $1.50 up.
Rooms with bath, $2.00 up.

THE NEW FREEMAN’S HOTEL

(European Plan)
One Hundred and Fifty Rooms.
Single rooms, without bath, $1.50 and
$2.00 per day; rooms with bath, $2.00 per
day and upwards.
St. James and Notre Dame Sts.. Montreal.

THE NEW RUSSELL
Ottawa, Canada.
250 rooms.
American Plan, $3.00 to $5.00.
European Plan, $1.50 to $3.50.
$150,000 spent upon Improvements.

QUEEN’S HOTEL, MONTREAL
$2.50 to $4.00. American Plan.
300 rooms,

KING EDWARD HOTEL
Toronto, Canada.
—PFireproof—
Accommodation for 750 guests. $1.50 up.
American and European Plans.

THE TECUMSEH HOTEL
London, Canada.

American Plan, $3.00 per day and up. All
rooms with running hot and cold water, also
telephones. Grill room open from 8 to 12
p.m, Geo. H. O’Neil, Proprietor.

LA CORONA
A Favorite Montreal Hotel, 453 to 465 Guy St.
Room with use of bath, $1.50 and $2.
Room with private bath, $2, $2.50 and $3.
Cafe the Best. La Corona and its service
acknowledged Montreal’s best, but the charges
are no higher than other first-class hotels.

MARK YOUR LINEN WITH

9

|

?Neater and more durable than mark-
ing ink on such household articles
as ““ Dining Room,” “ Guest Room,”
*“Servants’ Room,” etc, your name
can be interwoven on fine fabric tape
for $2.00 for 12 doz.; $1.25 for
6 doz; 85c. for 3 doz. An Ideal
Gift. Essential at Boarding Schools.

Samples sent on request.

J. & J. CASH, LIMITED

301 St. James St.

MONTREAL, CANADA
Orders placed through your dealer.

BY APPOINTMENT.

ﬂl’[E HoRsE

WHISKY
Established 1742.

Great age and fine bouquet with guarantee
of purity are Its recommendation.

Always ask for WHITE HORSE
speoially if you want it.

Sold by all Wine Merchants, Grocers, and Hotels,
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“HOOPER” Motor Bodies

LONDON BUILT AND LIGHTEST

Now Building For
HIS MAJESTY THE KING

REPAIRS all kinds---body and CHASSIS.

HIS MAJE‘STY THE KING
H.M. QUEEN ALEXAN D

AS BUILT FOR

HER MAJESTY THE QUEEN
H.R.H. THE DUKE OF CONNAUGHT

Built Specially For
H.R.H. THE DUKE OF CONNAUGHT

= April, 912

COMPLETE CARS FOR IMMEDIATE DELIVERY,

EXPERIENCED ENGINEERS.

TYRES, PETROL, LUBRICANTS, ACCESSORIES.

PRICES (INCLUDING DELIVERY) UPON APPLICATION TO

H O 0 P ER & CO., St.LJ:::lﬁi? SS.tere.et,

N7k D005
oL

Luxury with Economy

3 Days on the Atlantic

THE ST. LAWRENCE ROUTE

i it d here else in
ficent river trip can be found anyw! ere ¢
{:: :::T;"W: lc:ro-day sail down the mighty, placid river on

the splendid Royal Mail Steamships

ROYAL EDWARD
ROYAL GEORGE

lled scenic_and historic interest. Then a
e R ER D V5 ON THE ATLANTIC
to Bristol (Avonmouth). Special Express Trains

traveler to London in two hours. : :
lves in A

These steamers are in a class by th
Seaworthiness and Beauty of Interior.

For all information apply to Steamship Agents, or lhet follow
ing General Agencies of the Company: Tozonlo.26 l'ls bt
Canadian Northern Building; Montreal, Que., 2 ISt
Jemes St.; Halifax, N.S., 123 Hollis St.; Winn'peg, ¢,
Man., 272 Main St. 4

PR

CANADIAN PACIFIC

GREAT LAKES SERVICE--Five Sailings Weekly
From PORT McNICOLL to
S. STE. MAR!E - PORT ARTHUR - FORT WILLIAM

Making close connections for all points west.

STEAMBOAT EXPRESS

Leaves Toronto 12.45 p m. Mondays, Tu sdays, Wednes-
days, Thursdays and Saturdays, making direct connection
with steamers at Port McNicoll.

Full information from any C.P.R. agent, or write M. G. Murphy. Dist. Pass. Agent, Toronto.

SPRING FISHING
“The Highlands of Ontario”

Is the Fisherman’s Paradise.

THE GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY SYSTEM
THE DOUBLE TRACK ROUTE
Is the only line reaching !l these resorts.

THE KIND YOU CATCH WHERE THEY ARE CAUGHT.
MUSKOKA LAKES—Black Bass, Pickerel, Salmon Trout.
KAWARTHA LAKES—Speckled Trout, Black Bass and Maskinonge.
LAKE OF BAYS—Speckled Trout, Salmon Trout, and Black Bass,
ALGONQUIN PARK—Speckled Trout, Black.Bass, and Salmon Trout.
TEMAGAMI—Black Bass, Lake Trout, Speckled Trout, and Wall-eyed Trout.
LAKE NIPISSING—Black Bass, Maskinonge, Pickerel, and Pike
GEORGIAN BAY-—Black Bass, Salmon Trout, Lake Trout, Pickerel, and Trout.

OPEN SEASONS.
BLACK BASS—June 16th to April 14th following year.

Write to_the following Agents for full particulars—how to get there, maps, rates,
ete.: A. E. DUFF, Union Station, Toronto, Ontario; J. QUINLAN, Bonaventure Sta-
tion, Montreal, Quebec; W. E. DAVIS, Passenger Traffic Manager, Montreal; G. T.
BELL, Asst. Passenger Traffic Manager, Montreal; H, G. ELLIOTT, General Pas-
senger Agent, Montreal.
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SE MENTION ‘‘THE CANADIAN COURIER.’’
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~ Satisfies

P ) There never was a thirst
- that Coca-Cola couldn’t

»  satisty.

It goes, straight as an ar-

row, to the dry spot.

And besides this,

TRADE pijp
nselSre;;gfr

satisfies to a T
‘the call for something purely
delicious and deliciously pure—
and wholesome.

Delicious
Refreshing
Thirst-Quenching

Our new booklet, telling
Free of Coca-Colavindication
at Chattanooga, for the asking.

Demand the Genuine—
Refuse Substitutes

THE COCA-COLA COMPANY
; - ATLANTA, GA.

Whenever you see an Arrow think of Coca-Cola.
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