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After but a few weeks’ regular ///)y 4
‘use of Sanatogen, you will realise X
that you are, in very truth, on

the Road to Health.

Take the first step now. 7Ty Sanatogen!
And see how it will lead you, day by day, to
better health—to stronger, calmer nerves—
to greater efficiency and enjoyment of life.

; R St
Test its effect on your Nerves, etc.  G.o—t==

As you continue taking Sanatogen, the signs o‘f i_mprovement~mi1estones
on the road to health |—become unmistakable. Fatigue and weakness_groyv
less every day. Appetite and digestion stea_dlly improve. A good night's
rest becomes the rule, instead of the exception. Lost weight is recovered.
The flesh becomes firmer and of healthier hue. The eyes are cleare}‘ and
brighter. You look and feel a new man—and you @re—not only physically,
but mentally, so subtle are the changes wrought by b(.)dxly hea%th. .

Begin a course of Sanatogen to-day. All ‘(‘:he‘“’StS sell it, P“C,e, $I-90»
$1.90 and $3.60 per tin. Write for a copy of “The Art \of Living,” which
will be sent free of cost on application to A Wulfing & @9-, P.O Box 2622,
Montreal, Mention the ¢ Canadian Magazine '’ when writing.

Many Celebrities vouch for Sanatogen, including :
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AT

The Bishop of Chichester,  Sir Frederick Milner, Bart,, . il eive.
rites s USir B erick Milner the Author and Dramatist. who
ites: * und whowrites: "' Sir Frederic 3 o : A
.’W,i:&t;v,?,t,eg;St‘l-;le}ggreﬂ,e{?igd was much run dovyn wheu' he toqk wvntes: My experience of Srum_t»
hl'i«('eti%m o1 Arriving home after Sanatogen, and it certainly did ogen has been that as a tonic
c f,c.. i S 5 good. He has more than once nerve food it has on more than
il o St ;ent it to people run down from one occasion done me good.” i
E 1

illness or overwork, and it has
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When next in
LLondon "

Remember that the World’s Greatest Hotel offers all the
amenities and luxuries, conveniences and facilities which
only Europe’s largest and most completely equipped ménage
can offer.

Picturesqne Situation—The Cecil has a broad and
noble frontage overlooking

the river Thames with entrance giving on to the Strand,
London’s principal thoroughfare.

The Cecil is conveniently situated, mid-
way between East and West London,
within easy reach of the Theatres, Termini and large business
establishments of the Metropolis.

Equipment The Cecil is the most comprehensively equipped
residential establishment in the World—Bed-

rooms quiet and restful ; Bathroom contigious to everyone.
Radiation in rooms and corridors. Telephone in every room
Orchestra throughout the day in handsome lofty Louis
Quatorze Palm Court. Garage free for all Visitor’s Cars.

T ariff—Strictly moderate, meals in the beautiful Empire Rest-
aurant may be had & la carte at Prix-Fixe.

Ask at the Travel Bureaw of this Magasine jfor a copy
of the Hotel Cecil Booklet.  This shows, by text and illustra-
tion, some of the luxuries of the Hotel's interior its imposing
exterior, the cost of a stay, brief or extended, and contains a
variety of general information that will be found very useful
to the intending visitor to London.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO. CAN.

Convenience

F. W. Kaiser g : Gen. Manager,
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THE BARTLETT DRAWINGS

By Bernard Muddiman. An attractive review of ‘ Canadian
Scenery,”’ a picturesque presentation of Canada as it appeared to an
English draughtsman about 1840. Reproductions from the original
drawings by W. H. Bartlett.

AT THE PARTING OF THE RIVERS

By Mrs. Arthur Murphy. This is the third of Mrs. Murphy's
brilliant sketches of her journey from Athabasca Landing to the town
of Grouard on Lesser Slave Lake.

BYGONE DAYS IN TORONTO

By Mrs. Forsyth Grant. Begining a series of charming sketches of
life in Toronto fifty years ago. The depiction is vivid, racy and
delightfully intimate.

NEW YEAR’'S EVE

By Archibald Lampman. After more than a decade since this
veritable Canadian poet passed away, this poem, which never before
has appeared in print, will be read with unusual interest and pleasure.

THE WIZARD OF CANADIAN POLITICS

By Grattan O’Leary. A sketch of the Honourable Robert Rogers,
showing his rise from the humble position of storekeeper in a Man-
itoban town to the dignity of Minister of the Crown, adviser of His
Majesty and strong man of the Borden Cabinet.

THE WAGRAM OF MAJOR WARFORD

By F. C. Leeder. A quaintly humorous story of a keenly contested
game of checkers between a rural champion and a travelling expert.

There will be also a number of attractive articles and

vigorous, entertaining short stories.
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The Secret of Beauty

is a clear velvety skin and a youthful complexion.
f you value your good looks and desire a
perfect complexion, you must use Beetham'’s
La-rola. It possesses unequalled qualities for
imparting a youthful appearance to the skin
and complexion of its users. La-rola is delicate
and fragrant, quite greaseless, and is very
pleasant to use. Get a bottle to-day, and thus
ensure a pleasing and attractive complexion.

, BEETHAM’'S '

a-rola

Obtainable from all Stores & Chemists
M.BEETHAM &SON, CHELTENHAM, ENG.

o SHARING BONDS
4 PROF%§ SMALL DENOMINATIONS

We will gladly furnish particulars concerning this new fo.rm o.f investmen;oin 5 e
Company which we can highly recommend. The nominal 1r.1terest gf %18
guaranteed to the purchaser, who will then parh.cxpate a§ well with th(.e ompany
inany further earnings. Interest Cheques mailed to investors twice a year,

National Securities Corporation

LIMITED
CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING -+ TORONTO, ONTARIO

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

7 NYL"” THE
ME&@%\

HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
REQUIRESWNNQ‘\TELLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE

TRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
Of all S&atlonoraNégfnlflEtsL :r;:‘(}li r;wsxres or Post Free for One Shilling (25¢.) from the Inventors.

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN L. "%%RBon 2o, ENGLAND
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Oakey"s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON”’ KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s
“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc.

OAKEY'’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED
Wellingt Mills, Lond Eng., S.E.

|
|
|
|
E

A treat
in store

Everybody is delighted
with the new and deli-
cious flavour of H. P.

Grocers and
Storves here
arve selling
H.P. freely,

¥iust ideal where
nourishment and Zgg
"warmth and ease of
: 2

Contents of one packet make a
quart of rich, nourishing soup,
a plateful ot which, with bread,
offers a delicious, sustaining meal
There are eleven varieties—
each distinctive, each delightful

Mulligatawny, Scotch Broth,
White Vegetable, Lentil, Pea,
Tomato, Ox Tail, Green Pea,
Celery, Onion, Mock Turtle

Agents:
F.E.ROBSON & CO.

26, FrontSt.E. [ Taigl o

Toronto

COFFEE

No messy coffee-pots, no
‘grounds,’” no waste, no strain-
ing, no delay—when you use
¢«CAMP. )Just a spoonful of

‘Camp,” boiling water,
milk and sugar—and your
coffee’s waiting —coffee more
delicious than you've ever
had before. But—only—if—
it—is— CAMP’ Coffee.
Your Grocer sells ‘Camp.’
Ovrder to-day.

R. Paterson & Sons, Ltd.,
Coffee Specialists,
Glasgow.
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Note These Examples of Value in
“Old Country’”’ Winter Clothing Fabrics

Lady’s Suit Length (6 yds.) ‘' Eddystone'’ ‘' Royal' Navy Serge for $6.60

A strong, durable Pure Wool Costume Serge, winter weight, rich permanent colour. PRICES

Lady's Suit Length (6 yds.) ‘Erroll” Costume Tweed for $6.90 et
A new broad twill Winter Tweed in a variety of pretty mixtures. DUTY AND
CARRIAGE

Gent’s Suit Length (3); yds.) ‘“Royal” Navy Serge, B2870 for $10.80 [+ 15 any

A superior winter weight Suiting of iron-like strength and permanent colour. o i
Gent's Suit Length (3 yds.) ‘‘Saxony’ Tweed, C3239 for $7.95 'CAR.ESS i
A Dark Grey Fancy striped Suiting, closely woven and refined in appearance. J NADA.

Send a Money Order with your selection and personally test the quality
and sterling value of Egerton Burnett, Ltd’s. Clothing Fabrics.

The Royalty of Europe have marked their appreciation by conferring 27 Royal and Imperial
Warrants of Appointment, indisputable evidence of the high-class character of E. B., Ltd’s.
business and a guarantee of their integrity and fair dealing.

A complete range of Samples representing a choice variety of the latest fashionable fabrics
for Ladies’, Gentlemen's and Children’s Winter wear will be mailed, postage paid, to any part
of the Dominion, on request.

Send a post-card to-day for Samples and
Illustrated Price Lists.

High-Grade
«QOld Country?” Tailor ng

E. B., Ltd. make Costumes, Suits and Overcoats to meas-
ure for many of their Canadian Patrons, and the satisfaction ¥
which they have acknowledged in Fit, Style and Workman- ‘;‘

ship, is the best evidence of their ability and the success of \\g
their easy self-measurement system.

Read This Remarkable Evidence.

«+ Esq., wrote:—
& R“ 'll;}:g two Suits which I got from you before I left for
my long trip round the world in June last, were really first-
class in fit and finish. I never was better satisfied with
anything I wore. Tailors in Seattle offered to duplicate the
Homespun Suit for $85.00 provided they could get the

material.”

THE HALL-MARK OF

By Appointment
to H. M.
The Queen. INTRINSIC WORTH

E. B., Ltd’s. Pure Wool ‘‘Royal”’ Navy Serges Ne 9l
: Clothing Fabrics of four-fold excellence, Superior Qual- : ?
Suits as illustration madg to ?t;/e, Re(;iallnl;egColour. Enduring Wear and Refined Appear- Costumes as illustration

. N 2 e iyt o y de to order in ‘‘Eddy-
order in “Royal” Serge ance being their distinctive features, proved after 40 years' made, r y

. : : P stone’ *‘Royal” Navy Serge
B2870, described above, for testing by actual wear abacibed above. Tar $18/60,

$17.65.  Also in Saxony prices from49cts. to $3.40 per yard, double width, in quali- Also in “Erroll” Tweeds

Tweed as described above, ies and weights suitable for Ladies, Gentlemen and Children; ;
g A described above, f 16.05.
for $14.50. Duty and j, Navy Blue, Black, Grey, Cream, and Fancy Colours. l;:tylafxd ca;)ri:geoéx?ra.

el wxt. Any number of yards supplied.

Samples, Illustrated Price Lists of made-to-measure Clotl_zing Jfor Ladies, Gentlemen and Children,
Style Plates, Measurement Blanks, Etc., mailed, post paid, on request. Addressi—

EGERTON BURNETT, Limited

R. W. Warehouse. Wellington, Somerset, England.

PATRONIZED BY THE ROYALTY OF EUROPE AND THE NOBILITY OF THE WORLD.
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The London Glove Company’s Gloves.

Mail Orders Carefully Executed.
REAL GCAZELLE FSg

Ladies’ Real Gaz-
elle Gloves, good
wearing, in _Tan,
Beaver, Grey Shades
or Black Pique
Sewn, 2 press but-

The
BLENHEIM

REAL KID GLOVES
Ladies’ Real Kid Gloves, in Black,
‘White and all colours.

The *‘ Claretie,” 3 buttons.

61 cents perrgair.

The ¢ Lebon,” Real Kid, 4 buttons.
73 cents per pair.

The “Bon Ami” Pique Sewn Strong
Real Kid Gloves, in Tans, Browns
Beavers, Greys and Black, 3 rows
Self-Braid Points, 2 Large Pearl But

tons. 69 cents per pair.
LONG CLOVES
The “Operetta” Ladies’
Real Kid Gloves, in
White, Cream or Black.
8-Button LengthMousque.
taire. 79 cents per pair,
12-Button Length Mous-
quetaire.
95 cents per pair.
16-Button L§1n th Mous.
quetaire. .34 per pair, i Ladies’ Fine
20-Button Length Mous- o A
| quetaire. $1.69 per pair. Chevrette, in

Press Buttons,

ts
1 cedts REC G e

pair.

3 Buttons,

REAL REINDEER

Ladies’s Best Qualit i ey Y

Real Reindeer Gl?ves, iz The “Hestia® Ladies' Strong

Tan, Grey or Black, Im- French Suede Gloves, Pique Sewn
(A in all Colours, and Black, with

Points, also Grey with Black,

or Black with White Points, 3

Press Buttons. 71 cents per pair.

erial Points, 3 Buttons.
% $2.17 per pair. Self
Men'’s ditto, in Dark Tan
or Grey, 2 Buttons, $2.17
per pair.

d : B Grey,
| The “Empress” Ladies' No.433—Scotch Wool d::}:"‘;j: T:‘;’;
gupgrioé : uality FBr?nch Gauntlet Gloves, in (e T el
y uede oves, 1n k, . N 19 t @

White and all F,ve:icng White, Greysand Lovat 4 /p oe5 Button
Shades. Gieeas; g $1.20 per pair.
12-Button Leng h Mousquetaire, 01:(213 per pair, 45 cents per pair.

16-Button Leng ' h Mousquetaire, $1.28 -, —,,
20-Butten Length Mousquetaire, $1.62 ,,

MEN'S CLOVES

Brown or Tan Chev-
rette Gloves, Imperial
Points, Lined Fur

throughout. 1 Press
I Button. $1.10 per pair.

Strong Tan Cape,
Lined Fur throughout,
Prix-seam sewn. Spear
Points, 1 Press button.

$1.58 per pair.

Men’s Buckskin, in
Tan or Grey, Lined
Squirrel Fur, Prix-seam
Sewn, 1 Press Button.

$2.80 per pair.

Mail Orders carefully
executed and despatched by
next steamer.

A detailed and illustrated
Price List sent post free,
or may be obtained from
the CANADIAN MAGAZINE
Office, Toronto, or will be
sent post free from England.

General Post Office, London, England.

Tan Cape  BUGKSKIN FINISH \

Ditto in White, washable. 91 cents per air.
Men’s ditto, in Tan or Grey, 1 Press

;?ns.cents Bt aalety The * Fanadian £
er pair. Cape Gloves Ladies

Men's dit- British made in  cifist TOTeS <

, tor in Tan Wihite,. Tan, - Tan or Cie g'p.-;x.

* or Grey, 1 ) TR

Bt Oak, Grey or seam Sewn, 3 buttons, SR
press bu 95 t %
ton. Black; Spear cents
s 85 cents Points, Prix-

PEL B Seam Sewn, 2 Button:

as illustration, LADIES’ SUEDE CLOVES
The “Royal” Ladies’ French Suede

pair. Buttons 71 cents, 4 Buttons. 79 cents per
Ladies’ Stainless Black Suede Gloves,

Glove made, 91 cents per pair.

Remittances, including postage, by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY,
/

sarsss  The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England,

Unequalled for Quality,
Style, Finish and Value.

Buckskin

per pair.

95 cents per pair.

lack, White and all Colours.

the most perfect Black Suede

Ladies’ Superior Qualit;
Chevrette, linedQ Fuyr
thrgughout. Elastic Gusset
Wrist, as illustration, in Brown
or Black. $1.83 per pair.

Ladies’ “‘Buckskin,” in Tan
or Grey, lined Fur throughout,
lfxque Sewn, Gusset Wrist
Strap and Press Button. $2.56
per pair.

Ladies’ Buckskin Gloves,
Tan or Grey, lined with Grey
S u_lrrcl Fur, Elastic Gusset

rist, as illustration. $2.80
per pair,
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VANISHING CREAM

A Perfect Tonic for the
Skin and Complexion

ELICATE, luxurious,

soothingand refreshing,
restoring elasticity, while
vanishing quickly and com-
pletely through its rapid
absorption by the pores.

It is especially welcome
to those who dislike the
feeling of anything heavy or
oily. It is absolutely non-
greasy, and will not cause
growth of hair.

o fi ) Soothes and refreshes
Rovoltogy | il the most delicate skin.

Anishing

Used by gentlemen after
shaving, it promptly allays
the irritation from the razor.

Supplied in a convenient,
patent, collapsible tube, having
the advantage that the user can-
not lose the cap.

Can also be had in glass jar

Price, per tube or jar, with screw top.
25 Cents

Soid by all druggists and stores 1%

VINOLIA CO., LIMITED
SOAP MAKERS TO H.M. THE KING

LONDON PARIS TORONTO

©
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The Doughty Deed:
After the flight,
His urgent need;
Is Friend Fluxite.
Anyone can easily repair metal articles with

the paste that

SIMPLIFIES SOLDERING
AND LEAD-JOINTING

In Homes everywhere soldering jobs are being

done with Fluxite to save money and time. It

is used in workshops all over the world.
Of Ironmongers and Stores in small and large tins.
The ““Fluxite” Soldering Set contains a special ‘‘Small-
space” Soldering Iron, a pocket Blow-Lamp, Fluxite,
older, etc., and a pamphlet on “‘Soldering Work.”

Sample Set, Post paid, $1.32

Auto Controller Co., 266 Vienna Rd., Bermondsey, Eng.

HAVE YOU A
BOOKPLATE ?

I design and engrave
Bookplates to incor-
porate any desired fea-
ture, each design being
original work, specially
& drawn for each plate.

1 Pencil sketch showing

{ ARNOLD‘MORISON |
/ suggested treat ment

sent for approval in all

cases. The cost varies,
of course, according to the amount of work
involved and the method of engraving, rang-
ing from Five Dollars for design, plate and
100 proofs complete in the case of a simple
design, but in all cases I feel sure my prices
are much lower than are usually charged for
equally good work,

I have sent many Bookplates to Canada and
U.S.A. and have a large number of testimo-
nials as to the excellent way in which the de-
signing and engraving have been executed.

On request I will send specimens free to any address
at home or abroad. It generally takes about three weeks
to complete the design, plates and 100 proofs, but as
Bookplates are increasingly recognised as most suitable

fifts, it is sometimes necessary to complete in less time,
do this whenever possible.

H. C WARD,
49 Great Portland St., London, England.

The Best Solution
of the Gift Problem

GIVE BOOKS

They are Easiest to Select—Moderate in P_ricé,
Lasting and Graceful, Reminders of the Giver.
Here are quoted several of the best of the Season’s books
every one of which is New, Good and sure to make
An "Acceptable Gift., Your Bookseller has them—

T. Tembarom.

By FRANCES HODSON BURNETT. You
will remember with what delight you read ‘‘Little
Lord Fauntleroy’ twen y years ago. This new
book, the best of Mrs. Burnett’s work, has all
the charm and attractiveness of the old one, and
in addition a dramatic intensity which is a new
feature of her work. It is a story of a struggling
New York newspaper reporter who falls heir
unexpectedly to $375,000 a year and large estates
in England. The working out of the plot as to
how he conducts himself under the new social
and financial conditions provides material for
a story which promises to be talked about very
widely during tge next twelve months......... 1.40

Wanderfoot.

By CYNTHIA STOCKLEY. Those who read
“Poppy’” and “The Claw” will be interested in
this new writer's third book ot note. The plot,
laid along decidedly new lines, tells the story of
a woman journalist suffering under the wander-
lust who finds herselt in condition, demanding
SWeeping “treatment. [« o lins canss ve oo s o $1.35

The Story of Waitstill Baxter.

By KATE DOUGLAS WIGGIN. Another of
Mrs. Wiggin,s ‘homely” books which at the
same time touches the heart strings and
provides thoughly interesting reading..... ..... $1.25

The Chief of the Ranges.

By H. A. CODY. Those who like stirring
stories of Canadian Life will appreciate this
popular author’s latest. This oneis built around
the early history of the Chilkat Indians in the
Klondike region and as well as stirring situations
includes a remarkably interesting love story. $1.28

The Company of Adventures.

By ISAAC COWIE. The most comprehensive
and authoratative narrative of the Hudson’s
Bay Company yet written. The author is an old
“Company” factor who tells in a most interesting
way of some of the exploits of himselt and others,
Ilustrated with reproductions of water color
sketches made in 1821. A splendid gift for a
patriotic or history-loving friend............... $2.50

The Children’s Blue Bird.

By MADAME MAURICE MZETERLINCK,
’l'f‘;is is a beautifully illustrated volume present-
ing in book form the play of the same name
which recently received so many notable
comments, The story is suitable as a fairy tale
for the childrea and as an entrancing allegory,
the seach after happiness for grown-ups......... $2.50

At Your Bookseller's

WILLIAM BRIGGS

PUBLISHERS
TORONTO
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HORROCKSES’
FLANNELETTES

are made from carefully selected Cotton.

The Nap is short and close.
No injurious Chemicals are used.
Quality, designs, and colourings are unequalled.

If purchasers of this comfortable material for Underwear all
the year round would buy THE BEST ENGLISH MAKE,
they would avoid the risk they undoubtedly run with the in-
ferior qualities of Flannelette.

See the name “HORROCKSES' on the selvedge every two yards.

ANNUAL Sale upwards of TEN MILLION yards.

AWARDED THE CERTIFICATE OF THE IN-
CORPORATED INSTITUTE OF HYGIENE.

HORROCKSES, CREWDSON & CO., LIMITED,

MANCHESTER and LONDON
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A FORECAST

THE GENERAL ADVERTISING AGENT OF THE CANADIAN NORTHERN
RATWAY SYSTEM WRITES THAT ‘‘EXPERIENCE LEADS ME TO EXPECT EACH
1SSUE OF ‘THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE’ TO BE THE MONTH’S BEST EXAMPLE
OF THE FORWARD MOVEMENT AMONG (‘ANADIAN PUBLICATIONS.’’

LOOKING FORWARD TO 1914, I CAN BE SAID WITH CONFIDENCE THAT
THE INCOMING YEAR FOR ‘‘THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE’’ WILL SURPASS ALL
OTHERS. ALREADY MANY VALUABLE CONTRIBUTIONS HAVE BEEN RECEIVED
AND ARRANGED FOR. SPECIAL FEATURES FOR EARLY PUBLICATION WILL BE
A NUMBER OF EXCEEDINGLY INTERESTING HISTORICAL SKETCHES BY WIL-
FRED CAMPBELL, THE OTTAWA POLT AND ESSAYIST, THE FIRST OF WHICH
witL BE ‘‘TuE OLp By-towN CanNAL.’’ Mgs. ‘FORSYTH GRANT, IN A
SERIES OF SKETCHES, WILL TELL OF ‘‘ByGoNE Days N TORONTO,”” A
FRESH, INTIMATE, RACY ACCOUNT OF LIFE IN TORONTO FIFTY YEARS AGO.
Mgs. ARTHUR MURPHY WILL CONTINUE HER CHARMING SKETCHES OF HER
JOURNEY TO LESSER SLAVE LAKE, THERE WILL BE A NUMBER OF ATTRAC-

TIVE ARTICLES BY BERNARD MUDDIMAN, THE FIRST OF WHICH, ‘‘THE BART-
LETT DRAWINGS,”” WILL APPEAR IN THE JANUARY NUMBER. BESIDES MANY
FEATURES FOR WHICH ALL ARRANGEMENTS HAVE NOT BEEN CONCLUDED
THERE ARE ALREADY IN HAND ARTICLES BY PROFESSOR ARCHIBALD Mac-
MecuaN, J. D. Logan, A. R. CarmaN, W. S. WALLACE, PROFESSOR D.
Fraser Harris, F. A. Acuanp, G. L. B. MackenzE, J. E. WETHERELL,
NorMaAN S, RANKIN, VINCENT Basevi, GRATTAN O’LEary, Francis A.
CARMAN, CHARLES S. BLUE, MAIN JoHNSON. THE FICTION IS PARTICU-
LARLY ATTRACTIVE, AND SEVERAL NEW WRITERS OF UNUSUAL HUMOUR AND
BRILLIANCE HAVE BEEN DISCOVERED, CONVINCING AND ENTERTAINING SHORT
STORIES WILL BE A FEATURE OF THE YEAR, AND ALREADY MANUSCRIPTS HAVE
BEEN RECEIVED FROM MANY CANADIAN SHORT STORY WRITERS. THE WORK
OF THE BEST CANADIAN POETS ALWAYS APPEARS IN ‘‘THE CANADIAN MAGA-

'/..INE,” AS WELL AS REPRODUCTIONS OF THE BEST IN NATIVE ART.
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Retain The Charms
Nature Gave You

That alluring, Pearly White com-
plexion so much admired by the
women of fashion can easily be obtained by you. Even
if you have by neglect and indiscretion ruined the beauty

nature has bestowed upon you, you can regain your
charms by the consistent use of—

Gouraud’s Oriental Cream

For over 65 years this article has been used by actresses, singers and women
of fashion. Itrenders the skin like the softness of velvet leaving it clear and
pearly white and is highly desirable when preparing for daily or evening
attire. As it is a liquid and non-greasy preparation, it remains unnoticed.
When attending dances, balls or other entertainments, it prevents a greasy
appearance of the complexion caused by the skin becoming heated.

GOURAUD’'S ORIENTAL CREAM cures skin diseases and relieves Sun-
burn. Removes Tan, Pimples, Blackheads, Moth Patches, Rash, Freckles

and Vulgar Redness, Yellow and Muddy Skin, giving a delicately clear and
refined complexion which every woman desires.

50c. and $1.50 Per Bottle.

at Department Stores and Druggists or direct on receipt of price.

L
= ’ should always be used when applying
‘ Gouraud S Gouraud’s Oriental Cream. It

g
il ,f : is perfectly smooth and velvety, and
QARG | Oriental Velvet i el o "y
| anf

results. Sent in a dust-proof box on

,@g‘p Sponges receipt of 50 cents.

joall [Bhe
o N e ™

A ot o | Ferd, T. Hopkins & Son
\ 37 Great Jones Street - NEW YORK CITY

1

Send 10c. in stamps for a booklet of Gouraud's Oriental
Beautly Leaves, a little book of perfumed powder leaves to

carry in the purse.
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Can You Answer Your Child’s Question?

In order to learn, every child must ask questions because they have
not the faculty to understand that their elders possess. In their search for
knowledge they turn to the wisest people they know—their mother and father.

Are, you as a parent, prepared to anwer the
multitudinous questions asked by your children ?

Does Mary or Jack ever floor you by wanting
to know something about the supernatural or
something you cannot explain in simple language?

If you love that child, as all good mothers
and fathers should, you will want to satisfy the
child’s longing for knowledge. Keep the child’s
mind in a healthy, normal state by encouraging
questions, but, be prepared to answer them.

The Book of

Some of the Questions Answered.

Knowledée X‘xherg d)o‘es lt)h(lelgind b}c’)gin?

y does a ball bounce
is the children’s encyclopae- b S el o 5 v gl
dia. It is the only book or  Wh desiheliiic it
method that answers every Why do we go to sleep?
childish question—that ex- b bl g i
plains everything that any g}ﬂdffs o s g
person would want to know. Are thecs tvio da;seftconge 8

There is no subject that has L) sgpudiba fels |

not been covered in such a simple way that the
smallest child can understand it—there is no
question your child can think of that has not
been answered in this wonderful book—it is
universally conceded to be

The Greatest Educational Help

of the Century
The Book of Knowledge is not a text-book,
yet it covers all the subjects in every Canadian
school book, but in such a convincing
“ story-coated '’ manner that every child
finds it interesting and picks up the required lesson without know-

ing or realizing it and without effort.

Mr. William Peterson, LL. D., D. Litt. of McGill University,

Over Montreal says in his introduction :—

10,000 “ Children are constantly putting questions to their elders and
d, . the trouble is that they do not always get intelligent answers. They

educational are curious as to the “why’’ and the ‘‘wherefore' of everything they

pictures. see around them. The index will enable elders to find accurate

350 colored information on the subject in which they have been interrogated,

plates. and to convey it in simple and well-chosen words."

Complete index of Your need of this great work will be, and is,

25,000 entries. determined by your ability to answer the above

15 great departments. questions.

Psychological in arrangement.
Comprehensive in scope.

Simplicity the secret. WONTINURD O S
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EVERY PAGE IS A GOLD MINE

to those who are anxious to learn—it has been truly said that no one person
knows everything, and this is the outstanding reason why your home should
contain this fascinating encyclopaedia.

An unsurpassed education will be obtained by
the child having this publication—the editor’s in-
tention was not that it should supersede the school,
but that it would help the child by making every
subject in which it is interested, easy to understand
and remember on account of its simplicityof wording.

The Book of Knowledge has been repeatedly
referred to as the Seed of Knowledge. Here, young
readers may learn what will make them joint heirs
with the oldest and wisest in the great estate that
has been won for mankind by the constant advances
in discovery, science and invention.
Some of the Questions Answered.

Why is mgdicine unpleasant? The BOOk Of

What made the mountains?

I\?\?}fs :«? plantdeat? 3 K l d
y do we dream
Why has water no taste? now e ge
Why does a soap bubble rise? A
Horiofgiehorznd would make an ideal Christ-
ay begin 7

S o teinkler mas Present either for the

1y does muilk turn sour P PR . :
Why is snow white? individual child or the entire ‘
What makes us think? fa.mily. The time of useless \_

‘Why have we ten fingers? 3 ;
gifts is rapidly passing-as
people become more enlight-
ened they are selecting gifts N 3
which, while they give pleasure, will also be useful
and instructive. Remember that every person in
your household from the two year old kiddie to
grandmother would benefit by a Christmas selectiog
such as this, which absolutely gives

All the Important Knowledge
of the World

‘ For instance, only last month a little
girl asked me why the people on the other side of the world did not
fall off—-the earth is round and revolves very quickly and she C.M. 1.
could not understand how the Chinaman sticks on. Can you

give an intelligent explanation on this po'int? Try for your 5 GC?“PSOII
own satisfaction—the answer is found in the Book of o xgler ok

KnoWledge. Please mail me
free descriptive booklet

Learn More of The Book of Know-

7 3 ¥ ledge and pamphlet *‘ The

About this absorbingly interesting and instructive Mind of the Child,” on the

iling the attached distinct understanding that
g iy B, there is no obligation on my part.

publication by clippin he :
coupon—it entitles you, without charge or obligation, to
our beautiful 70 page descriptive booklet and pamphlet
“The Mind of the Child."”

The Grouer SOCiety Of London City or Town........ e T I e b i T

307 Manning Chambers 167 Notre Dame Ave., E. ) : ¢ A
v b It is not necessary to clip the coupon if you
Toronto, Ont. Winnipeg, Man. e mention this publication.

Street o S I R e R e e
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THE BEST or CHRISTMAS GIFTS

cA Good book always
makes an ideal gift. Make
a selection from this list—

Cassell books are appreciated.
The Spirit of the West

By Josepn Hockine
The story is that of a busy journalist from Fleet Street, who
flies to Cornwall for the rest London denies him  He finds it
there; finds, too, the loose threads of his own life being carefully
drawn together by kindly fate in the person of the beautiful Thirza,

PADDED CLASSICS

Tom Brown's School Days.
Imitation of Christ.
Barchester Towers

IDEAL SERIES OF

Tales from Shakespeare.
Burns Poems and Songs.
Tale of Two Cities.
Browning's Poems.
Gulliver's Travels.
Tales, Poems, etc.
by Bret Harte.
John Halifax.
Oliyer Twist

Pilgrim's Progress
Robinson Crusoe.
Barnaby Rudge.
Fairy Tales, etc,
by Anderson.
The Channings.

Hard Cash. the product of the Romance of the Delectable Duchy. Price, $1.25 @ Life of Christ.
Waverley. v Vanity Fair.
Ivanhoe. CANADIAN FICTION _ Thoughts and After- Thoughts - gogig po BOYS W Meitation.

Two Shall Be Born  his new volume the author assumes
By THEODORE G. ROBERTS., 2@ new role—that of essayist. Sir All About
A tale of Canadian Woods. Herbert Tree writes with all that . 3
David Westley, rich and idle, brilliancy of witty epigram and Engineering
hears a report that the girl he shrewdness of observation which
isengaged tointends to marry have characterized most of his public
anotherman. The girl has the utterances. . . Net, $1.75
courage to follow Westley into
the wilderness and clear up all

By Gorpon D. Knox. Ever
boy wants to know how tf‘;e
Panama Canal was cut, how the

reat Nile Dam was constructed,
Eow the great roads and railways

misunderstanding. 1.25 What of the Navy? have been made—in short, how all

Candlelight Days By Aran Burcoyne, M. P. thegreatengi'neeringwondershave

o st Baneer, 0 | Ao oot § SIS0 ek of Batles

mater § y 1 statement on Naval matters e Boy’s Book of Battles
hxst(_mcal. and the ‘remmiscences ‘OF to all who contribute their By Eric Wyoor) Most boys are soldiers
i ag}eld friends have gone into its quota to the nearly $250,000,- at heart, which is probably the reason
pages. Her tale is that of the early 000 spent annually on the why they will deligﬁt to read a book ot
settlers in Ontario, presenting a vivid British Navy. the world's great battles. Here are 30

picture of the life of the hardy pioneers
of those eventful days. $1.25 Net, $1.50 4 .
R s A courage and heroic achievement. Illus-

Prairie Fires - o Srated i - e G100
By ANNIE S. SWAN, is one of the most Chums” Y early Volume The Air King’s T
stirring of all her stories. The reader ‘‘Chums’ Annual Volume has become e Alr ng's ireasure
will follow with eager interest the the standard Christmas gift book in By Graname-WHITE and HARRY
development of the plot and the English-speaking homes throughout HARPER. The story is excellently

fortunes of the manly young hero the world. Besides the usual multi- constructed and in excitement
: L8 s g holds the reader breathless from

stories of battles; stories of daring

EACH and the charming, but unprac- tude of short stories, it contains ten NOL ROC
VOL., tical heroine. $1.25 long tales. Illustrated. . . $1.75 incident to incident. $1.00
NET, £
The Revolt ot Democracy Everyday Life in the Holy Land NET,
By DR. ALFRED RUSSEL WALLACE. ‘We have By James NeiL, M. A. Notwithstanding that
now reached a point in our political history everyday life in the East has but %ittle
- which will necessitate moredirect and radical changed, "and therefore every facility is
measures than have yet been taken to accorded for a close and intimate study of
? secure the fimmediate abolition of that its manners and customs, ancient and |
disgrace of our civilization—starvation, modern artists alike have been woefully ’15
and suicide from dread of starvation. inaccurate in_their representations of (]
Famous “The Revolt of Democracy” suggests life in Bible Lands. The Rev. James
Paintingl ways and means toerect a new temple Neil, M.A., has made the study of P
of loveliness, of prosperity, and of Palestine manners and customs his Railway Wonders
This series is note~ health, g . Net, Z68¢. | life work. § . Net, $2.25 of the World.

worthy, if only for
the inclusion of Da
Vinci's ‘Monna Lisa
and Rembrandt's
“Syndics of the Cloth
Merchants' Guild.”’
With text and fifty
pictures superbly re-
produced by the three-.
colour process oncanvas-
surface paper in each
volume.

By F. A. Talbot,
tells the enthralling
story of the develop-
ment of the railway
since its advent,

A story of exciting ad-
_venture, and profusely
illustrated with hundreds
of unique and marvellous
photographs ' of a realistic
nature.

The Country of “The Ring and the Book”
By Sir FreEperick Treves, Bart.,, G.C.V.0,, C.B., L.L.D,
Not only Browning lovers, but all those who love a book richin descriptive
colour, will welcome Sir Frederick Treves’ new work. The volume is
divided into three parts: Part L. is devoted to the crime which
Browning deals with in “The Ring and the Book'’; Part II.
describes the country which is dealt with in this great poem.
Part III. is a criticism which sheds quite a new light
on the Browning masterpiece. ' ‘ $4.50

ORDER THROUGH YOUR BOOKSELLER OR DIRECT
A postal will bring by return mail our descriptive catalogue.

CASSELL & CO., Limited, - 55 Bay Street, Toronto, Ont.
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BY THE AUTHOR OF MOLLY-MAKE-BELIEVE

The
White
Linen
Nurse

By Eleanor Hallowel Abbott.
Illustrations that match the
story.

$1.00

The
White
Linen
Nurse

By CleanorHallowel Abbot,

Tells what happened to the
White Linen Nurse, who
undertook General Meart-
work for the crusty Senior
Sur%feon and the naughty
Little Girl.

$1.00

NEW BOOKS FOR CHRISTMAS

FICTION

GIFT BOOKS, &c.

JUVENILES

Notwithstanding

Be/ Mary Colmondeley, author
“Red Pottage,” etc. $1.25.

Joan Thursday

By Louis Joseph Vance. author
of ‘“The Bandbox,” etc. Illus-
trated. $1.25

The Dark Flower

The Love Life ofa man, by John
(xalsworthy, author of “The
Patrican,” etc. $1.25,

In Search of a Husband

By Cora Harris, author of *“The
Recording Angel,” etc. Illus-
trated, $1.25.

The Gringos

B. M. Bower, author of ““The
gphxll Climb,” ete. Illustrated.

The Millionaire

E. B. Morris, author of
“Blue Anchor Inn,” $1.25.

A Girls Life and Other.
Pictures

16 subjects in full color, by
Harrison Fisher, 12 x 18 inches.
In box. $3.50.

The Little Gift Book
32 color subjects, by Harrison
Fisher, 10% x 7 inches. In a box.
$1.25.
Evangeline

By H. W. Longfellow. Beautiful
edition, with color illustrations.
In a box. 0.

The Toiling of Felix

By Henry Van Dyke, with 4
paintings in color, decorations,
and letter text by Herbert Moore.
$1.50

Youth and Opportunity

Being Chapters on the Factors of
Success, by Thomas Tapper.

Tales of the Mermaid Tavern
By Alfred Noyes, author of
“Drake,” etc. $1.50.

Hans Anderson’s Fairy Tales

16 full-p e illustrations in color,
lfedth Robinson. In a

denapped

Being the Memoirs of the
Adventures of David Balfour.
By R. L. Stevenson. 15 full-
page illustrations in color by N.
C. Wyeth, $2.50

FICTION

The Golden Woman

The story of a Western Mining
Camp, by Ridgwell Cullum.
Illustrated. $1.25.

Glory of Youth

A Story of sentiment, pure and
simple. by Temple Bailey. Illus-
trated. $1.25.

Linked Lives

By D. Kinmeunt Roy (a new
Canadian writer.) $1.25.

Miss Nume

By Onoto Watanna author ot
“A japanese Nightingale,” $1.00

THE COPP, CLARK COMPANY,

Limited Toronto
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CHRISTMAS BOOKS

MY LIFE WITH THE ESKIMOS.

By Vilhjalmur Stefansson. Tllustrated
with half-tone reproductions of photo-
graphs taken by the author. Bound in
decorated cloth. $4.00
A fascinating book of description and

adventure by the famous traveller and

explorer, who has passed years of his life
within the Arctic Circle.

THEODORE ROOSEVELT.
An Autobiography. Very fully illustrated.
$2.50

A book of international importance in
its interpretation of a personality which
during many years has attracted more
widespread attention than any other gin-
gle personality of the present day.

THE HEART OF GASPE.
By John M. Clarke. Containing a great
many half-tone illustrations. $2.00

This bit of sea-coast in the Province of
Quebec is remarkable for its scemery, its
history and its people. From many years
of acquaintance and exploration Mr.
Clarke is able to give an intimate ac-
count of its story. A most appropriate
gift for those who have lived in or know
the locality of Gaspe.

AMERICA AS I SAW IT.

By Mrs. Alec-Tweedie. With many illus-
trations. Boxed. $3.00
A frank book on the United States

and Canada. The author writes

of social customs, clothes, food, table man-
ners, travelling, clubs, theatres, news-

papers, and personalities. It is im-

possible to believe that Mrs. Tweedie’s

book will not be popular.’’—The Toronto

News.

A book which will immediately put the
reader into good humour.

THE INSIDE OF THE CUP.
By Winston Churchill. Illustrated. $1.50

The book of the year, in fact, the most
powerful and compelling work of fiction
that has been published in years. Dealing
as it does with the great problems of the
day, it is commanding the attention of all,
including the clergy, who are taking it as
the basis for evening sermons.

VAN CLEVE.
By Mary S. Watts. $1.25
Never has the author of ‘¢ Nathan

Burke’’ and ‘‘The Legacy’’ written more
convineingly or appealingly than in this
story of modern life.

THE VALLEY OF THE MOON.

By Jack London. With frontispiece in
colour. $1.25
A love-story in Mr. London’s most pow-

erful style.

TOBY: THE STORY OF A DOG.
By Elizabeth Goldsmith. Suitably illus-

trated and artistically bound. $1.26

Everybody loves a good dog story and
this one is well worth possessing.

THE GREAT GOLD RUSH.
By W. H. P. Jarvis. $1.25
A tale of the Klondike. There has been
no more romantic episode in the long his-

tery of the goldfields than the rush to
the Klondike of the late nineties.

LOVE AND THE UNIVERSE, THE IM-
MORTALS AND OTHER POEMS.
By Dr. A. D. Watson. $1.25

This is the most notable book of Cana-
dian verse issued this year, or for that
matter in the last two years. These poems
represent much deep thinking and are
more beautiful than have appeared for
many years from the pen of a Canadian.

DEERING AT PRINCETON.
By Latta Griswold. Illustrated. $1.25
The tone of this boy’s book is unusually
sound and eannot help but lift up any boy
who reads it. It is, however, far from
being ‘‘preachy.’’

WHEN I WAS A LITTLE GIRL.

By Zona Gale. Tlustrated in colour and
black and white. $1.26

The same kind of real fairy story as
¢¢Poter Pan’’ and ‘‘The Blue Bird.”’ Old-
or readers will see in it a charming and
exquisite fancy, but the real truth of it
will only be appreciated by the young—
of whatever age. Just the right sort of
gift book for a young girl.

(NOTE —Send to the Publishers for a copy of their Christmas Catalogue .:«m.d a Dcscrip‘tivc

Catalogue of their 50c Libraries—including

books on Literature,

Fiction, Religion,

Biography, History, Politics, Art, Economics Belle Lettres, and Books for the Young.)
The above publications for sale at all Booksellers, ot

THE MACMILLAN CO., OF CANADA, Limited TORONTO.

o

e —
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TORONTO a,
CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC

. S. VOGT, Mus. Doc., Musical Director

Established in 1886. One of the foremost and most splendidly equipped Schools ot Music on the

Continent. ; > o 3
A National Institution devoted to the highest interests of Canadian Musical Art. ST
Pre-eminent in the International distinction of its teaching personnel, its high artistic aims and the

superior character of its buildings and general equipment. | ; :
Send for Year Book of 1913-14, and pamphlet descriptive ot the Women's Residence.

CONSERVATORY SCHOOL OF EXPRESSION
SPECIAL CALENDAR F. H. KIRKPATRICK. Ph.D., Principal

Public Reading. Oratory, Physical and Vocal Culture, Dramatic Art and Literature.

MOULTON COLLEGE

A high grade Residential School
for Givis and Young Women

Courses :—
MATRICULATION
ENGLISH
MUSIC
ART

Careful Training under Qualified Teachers

Write for Prospectus and special
Information to
THE PRINCIPAL,

Moulton College
34 Bloor Street East, - Toronto
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Hon. Principal, . Miss M. T, Scorr
Principal, Miss Eprta M. Rrap, M.A.
Pn&nration for the University and for Examinations
in Music, Well “:tfnfuip ed Art Department. Thor
oughly efficient A ° plnywunds. Outdoor
games—Tennis, Basketball, i ealthful locality,
PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS,

23R
=
{21 {1

For Prospectus apply to the Secretary.

Lower School for boys under ourteen—entirely separate. Upper School prepares boys for the

RID LEY COLLEGE Universities and for business. Finest School Grounds in Canada—80

acres.
, The School University Scholarships at Matriculation in 1909, 1910 and 1911.
St Ca lharmes, Ont. l he School won University Scholarships a L Ea \;I.ﬂj-a oon I\l/lnlLLER, M.A:nD.C.L.. Fhii.

RESIDENT and DAY SCHOOL of BOYS.

Ashbu COlle e Modern, Fireproof Buildings, Pure Water from
our own Artesian Well. Gymnasium, Chapel.

Special preparation for R. M. C., Universities

Rockcliffe Park - Ottawa and R. C. Navy.
For calendar apply:—REV. GEO. P. WOOLLCOMBE, M. A. [Oxon.] Headmaster.

The Margaret Eaton School of Literature and Expression

North Street, Toronto. - Mrs. Scott Raff, Principal

English Literature, French and German, Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation,
Oratory and Public Speaking, and Dramatic Art.

Send for Calendar

Bishop Bethune College - Oshawa, Ontario.

A Residential School for Girls.
Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto,

Preparation for the Univemgf and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Young children also received.
Fine location. Outdoor games and physical training.
The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sis-
ter, who for twelve years taught in the School with marked success.
Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.

For terms and particulars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Major St., TORONTO.

OTTAWA LADIES’ COLLEGE

IN THE CAPITAL OF THE DOMINION
IDEALLY SITUATED— EFFICIENT STAFF—ALL DEPARTMENTS.

Calendar and Particulars promptly sent on application.
; REV.W. D. ARMSTRONG, M. A., Ph. H,, D. D., President.
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BGlenddawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO

Residential and Day School for Girls

Princips]—MISS J. J. STUART
(Successor to Miss Veals)

Classical Tripos, Cambridge Univers ty, England

Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly situated.
Higﬁly qualified staff of Canadian and Euro-
pean teachers. The curriculum shows close touch
with modern thought and education. Prepara-
tion for matriculation examinations. Special
attention given to individual needs Outdoor
Games, Rink.

New Prospectus from Miss STUART.

Trinity College School

' PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys
FOUNDED 1865
itul Healthy situation overlooking Lake Ontario with
zB:.:::gsuof Islayigg Fields, Gymnasium, Magnificent New
d Rink.
ggv:r:repalred tor the Universities, Royal Military College
and Business. Religious training throughout the course,
Special attention given to younger boys.
For Calendar apply to the Headmaster—
REV. F. GRAHAM ORCHARD, M.A. (qub.)
(Late Headmaster St. 'Alban’s School, Brockville).

)

I )" Bishop's ollege
. School

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

g yow . - : B Thl
cupyi t yminent This is an ideal place to send your boy,

posié\i/f;ns i:%zﬁig’f bf;tv{‘n ien t‘})xfe ;f_’:w‘"mse pg(:;‘essions roundings are hﬁalthit.zll tar:ld the buildings up-to-date,

and in business, have been educated at Bishop’s | sanitary and well ventilated. :

College School. Boys_are prepared for R.M.C., Kingston, the

« 4 g " Universities and business life by an efficient staff
All B.C.S. candidat s tor Matriculation into the ofmmasters. chiefly graduates of English Univer-

077 Miitary Colloge Kingston, passed successfilly, | 9018
the hea r taki t] ace. %
FOR CALENDARS, INFORMATION. Ete., APPLY TO THE HEAD MASTER.
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mestminster
aollege

A RESIDENTIAL & DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Opposite Queen’s Park. Bloor St. W., Toronto

Every Educational facility provided.

Pupils prepared for Senior Matri-
culation.

Music, Art and Physical Education.
The School, by an unfailing emphasis

upon the moral as well as the intellectual,
aims at the development of a true woman

hood.

Calendar mailed on request.

.

JoHN A. PATERSON, K.C., President.
Mgs. A. R. GREGORY, Principal.

Art Association
OF MONTREAL

The Schools of Art in the New
Galleries, Elementary, Life, An-
tique and Painting Classes will
re-open for 1913-14 on the 14th
October, 1913.

Application should be made promptly to

J.B. ABBOTT, Secretary
Write for Prospectus

ARTISTS, COLLEGES and STUDENTS
Using Oil and Water Colors should write for our Catalog

P& Special Discounts to out of town Customers.
; . Trade disc ount to Dealers.

We are Agents for—

v&MBRlDGE COLORS (Madderton & Co.)
MEDIC] PRINTS (Medici Society)

MANSELL’S COLORED and PLAIN PLATINUM
an;d CARBON PICTURES of Old Masters

ARTISTS’ SUPPLY CO. 77 YQRK STReET
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FORTY-SEVENTH YEAR
WYKEHAM HALL, COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO.
A Church Residential and Day School For Girls.

Full Matriculation Course, Elementary Work,

Miss Walsh

_ Domestic Atrts
Music and Painting, :

- Principal | Miss Nation - Vice-Principal

Preparatory Department, 423 Avenue Road, under the management of
Bishop Strachan School.

‘ Head Mistress: Miss R. E. Churchard, Higher Certificate, National Froebel Union. ,
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WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

278 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Canada.

A residential and day school, well appointed, well
managed; and convenient. Students preparet‘:l for
University Examinations. Specialists in each depart-
ment, Affiliated with the Toronto Conservatory of
Music. F. McGillivray Knowles, R.C.A., Art Director
For announcement and information address the Prin:

cipal,
MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

A High-tlass Residential and Day School for Girls

St. Alban’s Cadies’ @ollege

PRINCE ALBERT, SASK.

President—The Right Rev. The Lord Bishop of Snlﬂtchc::n

Regular Oourse of Study—That laid down
Department of Education. Pupils prepared f'g :l’::
Universities for the Normal School, for the Examina-
tion of the Toronto Oonservatory of Musie, and for
the Boyal Drawing Society. Fully Qualified Btaff
Special attention given to Language and Musie.
High and healthy situation. Good grounds and
Tennis Court. Steam Heating and Electric Light
Perfect Sanitary Ararngements. 2

A large new wing will be opened in the Autumn.

For Illustrated Booklet (all information) apply to Lady Principal

Dr. Esenwein

Short-Story Writing

COURSE of forty lessons in the his-
tory, form, structure, and writing of the
Short-Story taught by Dr. J. Berg
Esenwein, Editor of Lippincott’s Magazine.
Story-writers must be made as well as born;
they must master the details of construction
if they wou'1 turn their talents to account.
May we send you the names of stu-
dents and graduates who have suc-
ceeded? And the success their letters
prove is practical. It means recognition,
gccepted manuscripts and checks from
editors.

250-Page Catalog Free.

One student writes: ‘‘I know that you
will be pleased when I tell you that I have
Just received a check for $125 from ‘Every-
body’s’ for a humorous story. They ask
for more. I am feeling very happy, and
very grateful to Dr. Esenwein.””

We also offer courses in Phot it
ing, Versification and Poetics, ?I%llilg:a‘l}ivsg'
in all over One Hundred Home Studs;
Courses, many of them under professors in
Harvard, Brown, Cornell, and other leading
colleges.

Please Address

THE HOME CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL, Dept. 293, Springfield, Mass.
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ST. ANDREW’S COLLEGE, Toronto, Ont.

A Residential and Day School for Boys. Preparation for Universities, Business and Royal Military
College, UPPER and LOWER SCHOOLS. Calendar sent on application., Re-opens after Christmas
Vacation Jan. 12th, 1914. REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., LL.D., Headmaster.

ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E,, TORONTO, ONTARIO

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Founded by the late George Dickson, M.A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickson
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work.
Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball,
Hockey, Swimming Bath.
Write for Prospectus

MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,

MRS. GEORGE DICKSON,
Principal.

President.

: Successes
Head Master: 1st place McGill Science
C.S.Fosbery, M.A. Matric, in 1910 and 1912.

MONTREAL

0.

And Ontario Conservatory of Music and
Art, Whitby, Canada, Stands for Effi-
cient and Cultured Young Womanhood
, The new $25,000 Gymnasium, with swimming pool, etc., together
with a large and attractive campus, affords facilities for Scientific
Physical Education unequalled in any Ladies’ School in this
country. The strength of the staff may be judged from the fact
that Seven University Graduates, all Specialists in their subjects,

give instruction in the Literary Department. All the other
Departments are equally well provided for. Send for new illustrated
Calendar to

. REV. J. J. HARE, PH. D., Principal
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EZ You must in some way
and at some time start to climb up.
Why not use our way and start
Thousands have done so

and are away up in point of

now ?

position and salary. We can help
you to the same good things. Let
us do so. Write us about your edu-
cation and your plans and we will

give you some good suggestions.

Address—SHAW'S SCHOOLS
393 Yonge Street, Toronto
W. H. SHAW, Pres.

THE RIGHT COLLEGE
for YOUR DAUGHTER

GIVE a few moments thought to

what college life and education
mean to your daughter. It iszofenough
that she should be well educated. She
should also have kome protection during
the formative period of character and
life. Perhaps #4ss explains why so many
careful parents send their daughters to

It is a delightful Ch»istian Home as
well as a recognized educational in-
stitution of 4zgh order. Moral and
physical training are combined with
thorough intellectual ddvelopment.
Buildings and equipment are an endow-
ment that cost $150,000.

Write to the Principal for prospectus.
ROBERT I. WARNER, M.A. D.D.

S$t. Thomas, - - Ontario

The Royal Military  College

HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the Roys!
Military College of Canada. Notwithstanding this, its object and work it is accomplishing
are not sufficiently understood by the general public. e :

The College is 8 Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving instruction
in all branches of military science to cadets and officers of the Osnadian Militia. In fact it corresponds
3 W;';l.wgzgm:x;lng:::l l:‘zl:l;l“;nilitary instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial Army,
lent for the purpose, and there is in addition a complete staff of professors for the civil subjects which
form such an important part of the College course. Medical attendance is also provided. :

Whilst the College is organized on a stricdtly |:luma!'¥j b‘t"l.y the Cadets receive a practical and

ienti ining i j tial to a sound modern education. A :
= en'}!:: 2?33.'5‘,-J?xu’é’ﬁ’ef'in?r%?gh grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying, Physics,
Chemistry, French and English. 3

The strict discipline maintained at the College is

nnd]. in addition, the consta;n pr;cttilce of gymnastics,

i ition. %
- %o':llgi::izﬂ:eg:x pnl}{‘{)cr:ngl‘:gllof the Imperial service and Oanadian Permanent Force are offered
annually, 4 Y

The diploma of graduation is considered by the authori
ion Land Surveyor to be equavalent to a university degree,
of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree. ik h

The length of the course is three years, in three terms of 9% months each. |

The total cost of the course, inciuding moard, uniform. instructional material, and all extras, is

bout $800, ? ;
. ou’l‘:e annual competitive examination for admission to the College takes place in May of each year
at the headquarters of the several military districts.

For full particulars regarding this examination an
be made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont.,
Oollege, Kingston, Ont.

one of the most valuable features of the course,
drill and outdoor exercises of all kinds, ensures

ties conducting the examination for Domin-

and by the Regulation of the Law Society

d for any other information, application should
or to the Commandant, Royal Military
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Life’'s Four Seasons

CHILDHOOD——the Springtime of life—is the period

of happy-go-lucky irresponsibility.

YOUTH-—life’s Summertime—is usually spent in ac-
quiring an education and a trade or profession.

MANHOOD—IS the third of life’s fleeting seasons.—

It is the strenuous period during which the heavy
burdens of life must be supported.

OLD AGE—the Winter of Life—should be given to
rest and enjoyment of the comforts which the toils,
struggles and sacrifices of earlier life have provided.

LIFE INSURANCE lightens the burdens of

manhood and relieves the disabilities of old age. For
instance, we are now issuing policies payable to the
assured upon reaching a specified age, or to the
beneficiary should the policyholder die in the interval.
All other approved plans are issued.

The Mutual Life Assurance Co

OF CANADA

WATERLOO o .. ONTARIO
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The Bank of Toronto, one of the oldest
and strongest Banks in Canada, invites
your banking business. With its large
resources, excellent facilities and com-
plete banking connections and equip- ;
ment, this Bank offers the best of banking
accommodation to all who have money
to deposit or other banking business to
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up - - $1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund = = = 1,260,000.00
Undivided Profits = = 181,888.26

Head Office: < Toronto

S. J. Moore, President. W. D. Ross, General Manager

A General Banking Business Transacted.

What Shall I Give?

What is a more acceptable gift to your
family than an Endowment Policy? It
is a present that will outlast almost
anything else you can give—no danger
of it being laid aside and forgotten.
Think it over while the spirit of Christmas
is in the air; you'll be thankful when the
feeling of old age has impaired your
usefulness. Try an Endowment Policy
with the

Federal Life Assurance Co.

HAMILTON - - - - ONTARIO




BOND
OFFERINGS

Lists of bonds which we offer sent on
applicaton. Every Security poss-
esses the qualities essential in a souna
investment, combining SAFETY OF
PRINCIPAL AND INTERES1
with THE MOST FAVORABLE
INTEREST RETURN.
Government — Municipal

Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 4% to 6%

We shall be pleased to aid you in the
selection of a desirable investment.

Domimion SECURITIES
CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO. MONTREAL.LONDON.ENG

The Year
Now Closing—

a year of retrenchment to many
—has, to The Great-West Life,
been one of exceptional advance.

The reason is not hard to find.
In less speculative times-—men's
minds turn to the solid security of
Life Insurance—the safest of invest-
ments.

And—wherever they may turn
—they find no Policies with Results
to equal those of

The Great-West Life

Assurance Company,
HEAD OFFICE - - WINNIPEG

For the Small

Investor

The unquestionable safety
of his investment is much
more 1mportant to the per-
son with limited resources
than to the capitalist. To
enable those who have
only small sums to invest
to do so safely, we issue

$100 Bonds

These moneys are all invested by us
in first mortgages on carefully selected
improved real estate securities, and
behind them are

TEN MILLION DOLLARS
of Shareholders’ Capital and Reserve,
also invested in equally safe securities.
These Bonds are a

Legal Investment
for Trust Funds

They are issued for terms of one or
more years and at special rates of in-
terest varying according to the term

of years.

These Bonds are a much
appreciated form of

Christmas gift.

Apply for copy of Annual Report and
full information.

Canada Permanent

Mortgage Corporation
Toronto Street, Toronto
Established 1855

"
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The Canadian Bank of Commerce

PAID UP CAPITAL $15,000,000 RESERVE FUND $12,500,000

HEAD OFFIC E: TORONTO

SIR EDMUND WALKER, C.V O., LL.D., D.C. L., President.
ALEXANDER LAIRD, General Manager. JOHN AIRD, Asst. General Manager.

Travellers’ Cheques

Issued by the Canadian Bank of Commerce enable the traveller to provide
himself with funds without delay at each point of his journey in a convenient
yet inexpensive manner. They are issued payable in every country i the
world in denominations off]

$10. $20. $50. $100.  $200.

with the exact equivalent in ithe moneys of the principal countries stated on
the face of each cheque. They are economical, absolutely safe, self-identi-
fying and easily negotiated.

LONDON, ENGLAND OFFICE, 2 LOMBARD STREET, E.C.
New York Agency: 16 Exchange Place. Mexico City: Avenida San Francisco, No. 50

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 13,000,000
Capital Paid Up - 11,560,000 Total Assets - 180,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS :

H. 8. HOLT, President E. L. PEASE, Vice-President E. F. B. JOHNSTON, K.C.,2nd Vice-President
Wiley Smith Hon. David Mackeen @G. R. Crowe James Redmond A.J, Brown. K. C.
D. K. Elliott W. H. Thorne Hugh Paton T, J. Drummond Wm. Robertson
C. S. Wileox W. J. Sheppard A. E. Dyment
Officers.

E. L. Pease, General Manager
W. B. Torrance, Supt. of Branches C. E. Neill and F. J. Sherman, Asst, Gen.-Managers

310-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA—-310

Also Branches in Cuba, Porto Rico, Dominican Republic, Barbados, Jamaica, Trinidad and
Bahamas Islands and British Honduras.

LONDON, ENG.? 2 Bank Bldgs., Princes St., B.C NEW YORK, Corner William and Cedar Sts

SAVINCS DEPARTMENT séduches
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Wife and
Children
Left Penniless

Safeguard them
against this terrify-
'ing contingency
with our Life Rate
Endowment.

Same rate as
ordinary pay-till-
death policy, with
| this difference—
after you reach a

certain age policy
can be cashed for
full death-claim

value. Booklet 1f :
mterested

Esterbrook’s
Inﬂexxble No. 322is the
favorite pen in banks
and with accountants. It 4
makes fine clear figures ; |
the ink dries immediately
—no need of blotting.
There’s an Esterbrook
Pen for every purpose—fine, |
medium and broad points.

WWrite for illustrated booklet.
Esterbrook Pen Mfg. Co.
New York Camden, N. J.
Brown Bros., Limited
Canadian Agents, Toronto

w"*"‘;;.:;'.:p

'IIHI’NH!III'

Paid-up Capital - - $6,881,400
Reserve Fund and
Undivided Profits - 6,911,050

210 Branches in Ganada.
Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.

Savings Department at all Branches.

Deposits received of $100 and upward, and interest
allowed at best current rates.

General Banking Business.
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You are considering
your Wife’s Christmas Present

; We will provide it.
YR ke Give her a Policy which will insure
B her an income for life. ‘

She may require it before the
next Christmas comes around.

Inquive from any represenitative of

THE NORTH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANCE CO.

“SOLID AS THE CONTINENT”

[ Head Office =~ -  TORONTO, CAN.

This Fire Might Have |
|  Been Prevented

And there have been thou-
sands of other fires that could
have been prevented by simple
precautions which all prop-
erty owners ought to use and
probably would if they knew

about them.

The Hartford Fire Insurance
Company has prepared a book
on Fire Prevention.

If you are a property owner
you ought to read it, no matter
in what company you are in-
sured. It will be sent you free
if you will sign and mail the
coupon below. Send it to-day;
it may save you money.

Send me book on “Fire Prevention.” . My name and address is written below.
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This is the maid of fair renown
Who scrubs the floors of Spotless Town.
To find a speck when she is through,

Would take a pair of specs or two.s
And her employment isn’t slow, 5@
For she employs Ll

Time is precious. Now for some quick

wOe R

8:20 A.M.

Now for the drainboard, spotted
floors and ground-in dirt on th
kitchen table. Once more wit
Sapolio you quickly clean, purify an

Breakfast is over.
work with Sapolio.

8 AM.

First comes the porridge pot—and
the baking tins. Rub your Sapolio
6na damp rag.  My! whata small
amount of Sapolio you need! Look

at the brilliant polish you get.

8:10 A.M.

Next come the knives and forks,
pancake griddle and sticky enamel
ware. Again use Sapolio. Off comes
the grease, the grime, the stains.
How is that for quick scouring?

freshen up. g |

8:35 A.M. .

Look at the clock. The morning
cleaning is thoroughly done—thanks
to Sapolio. 5

In your kitchen a cake of Sapolid
is long on duty. Quick to work.
Slow to waste. ‘

FREE TOY for the CHILDREN

we will mail a Spotless Town Cut-Out for

- On request, :
children. It consists of the Spotless Town background, 8Y

inches long, and nine Spotless Town characters in C‘OIOF, which
cut out to stand a5 placed in front of the Town. T'his makes
\ a very attractive miniature town for the playroom.

(Silver avrapper —blue band )

New York Cityﬁ

fi

Enoch Morgan’s Sons Company  Sole Manufacturers
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are exclusive high grade, the very finest of
pure food quality. Their kitchens are situated
right in the midst of the fruitful Niagara Valley,
the ripe fresh fruits are picked in the morning,
made into either delicious Jams, Jellies or - ;
Catsup the same night, no long rail hauls, no
chance for dust and decay in transit, no need

to pick fruit green to ripen on the way, they
are picked just when ripe and ready.

These goods are for sale at all first-class ,
3 grocers in Canada—Ask for them. |

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

HEAD OFFICE: HAMILTON

CAPITAL PAID UP... $3,000,000
RESERVE AND UNDI-

VIDED PROFITS ... 3,750,000

$6,750,000

TOTAL ASSETS OVER $48.000,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
BRANCHES







THE CORNER STO

From the painting by Lawren 8, Harris. hibited by the Royal Canadian Academy,
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THE SETTEERS THRLE
BY ARCHIBALD LAMPMAN

_ NOTE BY THE AUTHOR’S LITERARY EXECUTOR: .Turning over some manu-
seripts of Archibald Lampman’s the other day, I came upon two that, so far as I know
or can ascertain, have never before been published. One, alyrie,* is an early piece, prob-
ably written in Toronto, or shortly after Lampman came to Ottawa; the Other: thi
ballad, is much later, a product of his contact with pioneer life as one sees it in the
unsettled parts of Quebec. These poems must have been rejected, with some others
when I was deciding what should be included in the volume of Lampman’s collected’
works. I think now there must, or ought to have been, a seruple of criticism against
them. Coming upon them after a long interval, I am rather doubtful of the decision
that excluded the ballad. I fanecy it was the gloom and unrelieved sorrow of it tell-
ing upon one through a purely conventional story that decided its fate. But its fate
was not then irrevocably cast, and the readers of The Canadian Magazine’’ will, I
hope, agree that it is wise to make it public. Its beauties are evident, and they come
upon us sadly as manifestations of a genius that, as we humanly think, should yet be
vigorous and aective in our midst and mot utterly quenched.—Duncan Campbell Secott.

YOU say you have thought of me day by day,
And wondered why I am grim and gray,

So drawn of mouth and so hard of eye;
You are kind, you are good, I will tell you why.

By the tender light and the motherly grace
That win my eyes to your gentle face,

By the little fingers that cling to your hand,
I know you will hear me and understand.

*Editor’s Note: The lyric, ‘‘New Year’s Eve,’’ will be published in the Janu-
ary number.
1—113
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In a long past year, ere the spring was awake,
I built me a hut by a northern lake;

The logs I measured, and hauled, and hewed,
Ere the leaves were aflame in the autumn wood.

I raised and mortised them close and well,
And I finished the roof when the first snow fell

‘While the light of the wintry snow was thin,
I carved and fitted it fair within.

Though the drifts were like hills in the frost-white hours,
In my heart there was summer, with birds and flowers.

For I thought of the girl I had wooed and won,
And I whistled and sang till my work was done.

I took my paddle when spring began,
And many a gusty rapid I ran.

By lake and river I journeyed down,
Till I came to the mills in a far-off town;

And my love—I found her as fair and true,
As she was in the year when our love was new.

By rapid and pool in my paddle’s wake,
I brought her back to my northern lake.

She was all in the world that my heart held dear,
And our days were filled with content and cheer.

A twelve-month long without shadow of dread,
We laboured and planned for the years ahead.

And then in the hour of my hope and pride
She bore me a beautiful child and died.

I went to the clearing with pick and spade,
And a long, deep grave in the mould I made;

And I bore her and laid her tenderly there,
‘With her sad white cheeks and her nut-brown hair—

My beautiful one, with her gentle smile—
I lay in the earth at her feet awhile,

With never a moan and never a tear,
For my heart was benumbed with horror and fear.

I rose from the grave, and with silent care
T filled and rounded it smooth and fair,

And then to my motherless babe I turned,
And wept, and the wildness of grief I learned.



THE SETTLER’S TALE

As softly and deftly as mothers may
I tended my little one night and dafr.

The one thing left that my heart held dear
I watched her with joy and shuddering fear.

Winter or summer, whatever befell,
I kept and guarded her safe and well—

The fairest of delicate baby girls,
‘With her mother’s eyes and her mother’s curls.

And still as she grew, in my gathering joy
I made her many a curious toy,

Seeking ever for some new thing
To make her silvery laughter ring.

But I fought in vain with the fate in store,
For the thing I dreaded was there at my door.

In the hush of one sultry summer night
I sprang from my bed in a dark affright,

I called upon God, and my heart beat wild,
For a horrible sickness had seized my child.

I worked as I would, but ere morning was red,
My beautiful baby was cold and dead.

I went to the clearing with pick and spade,
And a small deep grave in the mould I made.

I softened its floor with an otter’s skin,
And I laid my little one low therein.

And everything there from the first to the least,

That her hands had touched or her lips had kissed,

The toys that had been her delight and pride
I gathered and laid by my little one’s side.

I knelt in the mould, and I kissed her brow,
‘And her cheeks, and shoulders, as cold as snow.

I smoothed her eurls on the otter’s skin,
And I rose from the grave and covered it in.

I covered it in, and with patient care
I heaped and rounded it smooth and fair.

I wept not, nor moaned, nor uttered her name,
For my heart was dry, as with living flame.

115
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And again I laboured with pick and spade,
And a long, deep grave in the mould I made.

I made it deep, and I made it wide,
And 1 sat in the silent night by its side.

A new day dawned, and a second and third,
But I knew not if ever I spake or stirred.

For thought with the wreck of my love had fled,
My body still lived, but my soul was dead.

Only one thing in the dark I knew,
The presence of death that grew and grew.

1 saw not its form, for it stretched away
Miles upon miles, beyond night, beyond day.

But its eyes I saw, yea, its horrible eyes, )
That were fixed upon mine with a pale surmise.

‘With a veiled, impalpable, stony stare,
Till my life ebbed low, and my bones grew bare.

And then in the midnight a tempest came,
‘With the erash of wind and the stroke of flame,

And T reeled at the end of my life, and fell
Into the grave I had dug so well.

I would that the rain with its tempest blow
Had erumbled the earth of its sides, and so

Buried me there. But it heeded me not,
For still I live to recount my lot.

An Indian found me at break of morn,
With limbs rain-sodden, wasted, and worn,

And bore me away to his tent, and there
‘With wild-wood wisdom and rugged care

Nursed me through fever that fought and burned,
Till the fires died low and the life returned.

You see, I am bred in a bitter school;
I am not as other men are—a pool

That shrieks in the onrush of every blast,
But smiles and is still, when the tempest is past.

My joy went forth, as a word that is said ;
Tt is gone, and forever, my heart is dead.



AUTUMN

REVERIES

BY ARNOLD HAULTAIN

in the Fall of the year. The cold

north-western  winds, cradled
amidst palmocrystic ice, and blowing
over tundra and prairie, are untem-
pered by Gulf Stream or ocean. Un-
tempered, too, by cloud and moisture,
they cut keen and reveal the leafless
landscape in all its bareness. And it
may be that they bring with them the
thought that for many months to
come the landscape will be bare in-
deed—unless covered with a shroud
of snow. :

Far different is Autumn in Eng-
land. 1 write situate in the Basin of
the Thames, and for many weeks now
I have been watching Summer slowly
give up its glowing glories in order
that other glories, not less wonderful
in colour, may take their place. F9r
England is never colourless; nay, in
England, all through the year, the
colours are warm and sweet and com-
forting. The very trunks_ and twigs
of the trees are warm with browns
and greens and purples, the result of
the mosses and lichens, mipute epi-
phytic and parasitic vegetation which
the humid climate so greatly fosters.
Even brick walls, the stepping-stones
in brooks, wooden palings—every-
thing constructed by man, Nature
soon mellows with a gentle hand ; 80
that, in place of stark and staring
edifices where the bare boards or the
dull paint form blotches on the scene,
you have everywhere a great har-
mony of eolour—violets shading into
green ; greens gliding into softest yel-
lows; and these again deepening into

17

IN the New World there is a chill

warm and beautiful orange and gold
and red.

A long, long tramp through beechy
Buckinghamshire the other day re-
vealed at every step beauties that fill-
ed the eye—and filled the heart. No
pen could do them justice; and,
among painters, only the brush of a
Corot could attempt their depicture
without depriving them of their ex-
quisite, almost evanescent, softness.
A great mist lay over the land; a
gentle, noiseless mist that hid from
you the horizon and the outer world;
that shut you in from the outer
world; lured you into that mood of
quiet reverence in the presence of
quiet, wonder-worker, Nature; and
revealed to you I cannot tell
all that was revealed. I ean only
point to this and that beautiful little
thing or vision, themselves but em.
blems of a Beauty and a Vision in.
visible, impalpable, divine. I saw the
little ivies in the ditches, T saw un.
numbered little leaves and stalks and
tendrils in the hedges; all of shape
and texture and colour actually and
positively divine. The hedges, a tan-
gle of twigs thick with a hundred
growths, were mighty marvels that no
human eclipping and pruning and
trimming could diminish. And at
every few paces rose out of these
hedges, on either hand, old majestie
elms, great in girth, tall of stature,
interlacing their branches high over-
head, and making for pygmy me who
walked that winding lane a wondrous
fane in which to worship. It was not
exactly what one saw with one’s bod-
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ily eyes that roused worship in that
fane. What was it?

As the morning grew towards noon
and the sun gained power, that gen-
tle mist—so noiseless, like an Angel’s
hand laid soothingly on me and on all
that hemmed me in—the mist mysteri-
ously withdrew itself. But only to
show fresh loveliness. On either hand
were meadows, still lush with grass;
or brown and furrowed earth, shot
through with the myriad tips of
growing corn; and here and there in
scattered heaps lay the leaves of the
oak and the elm and the beech, bril-
liant in their brown and orange and
russet, lit up like burnished gold, by
sunny glints from between the clouds.

For miles, quiet little scenes like
this filled the eye and the heart—en-
trancing, exalting, humbling. Where-
in lay the secret of their appeal?

It has been my lot to gaze my fill
at the luxuriant vegetation of the
tropic East. Often have I watched
the great evening clouds draw ma-
jestically up the ravine that separ-
ated me from the towering Droog of
the Nilgiris, blotting out that purple
mass. From a hill-top, too, in the
Northern wilds of the Western World
I have seen square-miles of scarlet
maples transforming what was once
a quiet green landscape into one of
flaming red and yellow. And I have
geen nimbus and eirrus sweep over
the Alps and the Jura. The East has
a curious call : it seizes upon the soul
and overwhelms with a deep and in-
effable longing. The West thrills—
nay, startles; it is so outspoken, so
unabashed. The lure of the East is
mysterious, incomprehensible. In the
‘West that lure excites to wonderment
by its very frankness. But Europe—
England—ah! gentle, quiet, lovely
England—ZEngland’s appeal is to the
heart.

Wherein lies the secret of the ap-
peal? Why is it that field and hedge-
row, winding lane, and interlacing
boughs, so strike upon the emotions?
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Can it be that what we call Na-
ture is but the habitat of the human
race, at once its home, its altar, and
its hearth? Does the cosmic con-
sciousness of Man harbour in his
memory, and hand on to each of his
descendants, the endearing associa-
tions which always cluster about the
haunts of one’s childhood? Is there
in the sap of trunk and stalk and
twig veritable human blood; as un-
doubtedly there is in man veritable
sap transmuted into blood? Is there
actual corporeal kinship between
habitat and habitant? And out of
this kinship does there arise a spirit-
ual and parental communion which
uplifts the emotions of man?

One thing at least is certain: Of
this human race, of which each of us
frail and wailing mortals is a frag-
ment, this kindly or unkindly thing
we call ‘‘external Nature’’ is at once
the mother, and the ciadle, and the
home.

—1It is also the grave. But, unlike
the mournful mounds so pitilessly
ranged in regular rows—as if, ’fore
God, to accentuate the fact that in
Death this impotent thing called ‘‘the
human being’’ meets at last a wuni-
forming and levelling foe—unlike
these mournful mounds, external na-
ture is a grave out of which there is
a perpetual and unceasing resurrec-
tion. Nature is at once the Tomb
and the Womb of Life. Out of the
inorganie soil springs the herbage.
Each year, the withered leaves of this
herbage form pabulum for the erop
that follows. The erop is assimilated
by the living denizen—the very mat-
ter of nature is changed into musecle
and bone, into nerve and brain—and
if into nerve and brain, then surely
also into thought and imagination
and feeling. And, when muscle and
bone, nerve and brain, lay down that
subtle thing called Life, give up the
Spirit, and lie inert, they enter once
again the womb of Nature, and the
mighty cyele begins afresh.
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< OLD on Jackson! I can’t

H stand any more—my nerves

are all a-flutter, and 1’1l dam-

age you seriously if you read another
word !”’

Jackson closed the magazine good-
naturedly and peered at his friend
through the fog of smoke which en-
veloped him.

‘‘Sand man coming?’’ he inquired.
“I don’t think it is very late.”’

‘“No, no; I’'m not a bit sleepy,”’
protested Clarke, giving a petulant
jerk to the rug which covered his
knees. He was recovering very slow-
ly from a serious operation and being
a lonely bachelor, he depended upon
his friends to enlighten the drag of
weary hours, while he, usually so ae-
tive, sat passive. Jackson, his great-
est crony, devoted himself assiduous-
ly to the task of amusing Clarke, and
spent a part of every day in his rooms
reading papers and magazines aloud.

“I’'m not a bit sleepy,”’ repeated
Clarke emphatically; ‘I just feel
that I want to talk—a sort of femin-
ine, heart-to-heart affair, you know.’’

‘“My dear fellow, you alarm me!”’

“Don’t be an ass,”’ growled the
other. ‘‘If you would listen onece in
a while, instead of talking so muech,
you might improve your shrinking
mentality and enlarge your conversa-
tional abilities, rather than fall back
on magazines and hashed-over plots
to provide you with topics! I don’t
want to talk about myself, but about
you!”’

Jackson hitched his chair forward
and struck an attitude.
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““Proceed, little one,”’ he encour-
aged. ‘“You say that the Due di Mon-
tessa has asked your hand in mar-
riage—"’

“You are a coward, Jackson!’’ in-
terruped the sick man. ‘‘You take
advantage of the fact that, for the
moment, I am not able to knock you
down. Will you be quiet or not?’’

‘““As silent as a shadow,”’ hissed
the other, on the nether side of his
nicotine-stained fingers. ‘‘Speak on,
and have no fear!”

““Why can’t you read a magazine
story without making an infernal
hash of all the sentimental parts?’’

‘‘Insulting!’’ exclaimed Jackson.
““The idea is prepost—"’

““No, it is not! Listen! Sinee I
have been a dead one, here, with
nothing to do but wonder and sur-
mise, I have thought all sorts of bally
thoughts which never oceurred to me
before.”’

‘“Good,”” interrupted the irrepres-
sible Jackson. ‘‘The faet deserves
men,tion in a leading scientific jour-
nal.”’

““‘Perhaps physical torture reduces
our mentality,”” continued the con-
valescent thoughtfully, ‘“or perhaps
it brings us nearer in sympathy to
others—what I am trying to get at,’’
he said hurriedly, as though afraid
of an interruption, “‘is that I found
myself constantly thinking about,
w]on’d’ering about, and dissecting peo-
ple.

‘““Horrible!
Jackson,

““Not horrible at all, but extremely

Horrible!”” murmured
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interesting. Instead of merely ae-
cepting all of you men whom I have
known for years, 1 analyzed you; 1
looked for reasons, for instance, why
Leonard should be so easily lured
away from that awfully decent little
wife he has, why Griffin should be so
deucedly penurious with all his
money, why you pretend to be so
brutally practical, and why you
shrink from any display of emotion
in precisely the same way that you
would shrink from walking abroad
naked.”’

““Stop! Stop!’’ eried Jackson, leap-
ing to his feet. ‘‘Such prying is in-
human deviltry! You and Munster-
berg are very fiends with your
thought-reading tricks! 1 shouldn’t
have thought it of you, Clarke, ’pon
my soul I shouldn’t! Somehow it’s
not square and sporty—to think that
we have been innocent vietims while
you, in the guise of an invalid, were
lying low and deliberately dissecting
us—Great Heavens!’’ he broke off,
tragically, ‘‘to think that my gray
hairs should thus be brought in sor-
row to the grave!”’

Clarke aimed an empty tobacco tin
with such neat precision that it struck
Jackson full in the chest, and with a
loud roar he collapsed upon a near-
by couch.

“Pake my love to dear Lady Ham-
ilton,”” he murmured, borrowing Lord
Nelson’s famous death speech.

“Now lie there and listen,’’ com-
manded Clarke, callously. ‘‘I am go-
ing to tell you a few things about
yourself which will surprise you.”’

‘‘Specimen No. 49; genus homo—"’
muttered Jackson.

“You are really chock full of sen-
timent, fanciful conceits, extravagant
similies, and so on,”’ continued
Clarke, ‘‘although you have so stran-
gled your emotions that you would
have to go after one with a search-
light, if you wanted 1 R

“I gentimental? I7”’ ;

““Yes, you! I grant that few in-
tellects could have discerned it, but
it’s there; I prove it by the fact that
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you blush and stammer over every
hint of feeling which you or any one
else utters.”’

Jackson wriggled.

““You are a crazy fool, Clarke, and
that’s the truth! You can’t have
known me these five years without
realizing that I—er—well, that 1 am
practical, er—I1 can’t speak of lo—
Oh, bother! Here is the thing in a
nutshell.”” He picked up a copy of
Arnold Bennett’s ‘“What the Public
Wants,”” and pointed to the speech
of Sir Charles Worgan, when he ex-
plains to his brother his inability to
express love in any degree. ‘‘There
you are! I am just like that fellow;
except that he was sentimental, and
I am not! The mention of all that
balderdash nauseates me through and
through.’’

““Then tell me how you would go
about proposing to a girl.”’

Jackson’s face turned an apoplectie
red, and he squirmed in his.chair.

‘“What an awful ass illness has
made of you, Clarke,”” he complain-
ed. ‘‘Of course, there are limits to
humouring even an invalid.”’

““Just this once!”’

“I would merely say, ‘Mary, my
income is so much; I like you, I think
you are a deuced sensible girl, and
if you think there is any good in me,
and all that nonsense, you know, why
we might hit it off together asi well
as most people. What do you say?’
—or words to that effect.”’

‘“No mention of loving her, no re-
cital of her charms?’’

‘“Certainly not,”’ Jackson declared
emphatically. ‘‘I simply couldn’t do
it—it isn’t in me; I should choke over
the words, even if I had rehearsed
them a year beforehand.”’

‘“By gad, you are a stubborn beg-
gar!’”’ laughed Clarke. ‘‘Hand me
that magazine, please. I want to give
you an imitation of the way you read
aloud—and, understand, I do solemn-
ly and firmly believe that you gloat
over these same passagesi in secret.’’
Before Jackson could reply to this
accusation, he had found the place:
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“‘And as she lay in his embrace’
« + . uwhum . . . ‘he heard the snap-
ping of a twig and suddenly releas-
ed her. But she clung to him the
closer—her lips . . .” Oh, well,
there’s nothing important just here!
‘And when the moon gleamed from
behind a bank of clouds, their heads
g " Well, he says a lot of rot,
and she says a lot of rot, and I sup-
pose they marry happily and live
miserably ever afterwards! Now
that’s a fine mess to make of a story,
isn’t it?”’

‘“No greater than it deserves,”
maintained Jackson. ‘‘No one has
any right to fill a book with such
bally rot as that—there are few, if
any, persons who appreciate it, un-
less they are women, for no one would
talk that way—it is not natural.’’

‘‘Perfectly natural; impulsive out- °

burst of one’s innermost feelings.
You would talk that way!”’

“I’'ll be eternally damned if I
would, and there’s no way to prove
it

‘“Wrong again,”” contradicted

‘(How,f’

““Go to some girl and propose to
her!”’

The idea was so utterly preposter-
ous that Jackson only gaped at his
friend. Two bachelors more set in
the grooves of single blessedness it
would be hard to find—Damon and
Pythias, they were abundantly satis-
fied in one another’s society and
probably neither called on a girl once
a year. Where Clarke was ambitious
in his profession, Jackson was an in-
terested dabbler in scientific experi-
ments of various sorts, and each de-
lighted in and respected the other’s
hobby. Teas, bridge—with women,
in shaded drawing-rooms—they shun-
ned as being something too feminine
to be attractive, and while not posing

as women-haters, they simply kept-

clear of the gentler sex. Consequent-
ly, when Clarke suggested his friend’s
proposing to a girl merely as an ex-
periment, it is no wonder that Jack-

son was rendered dumb. What girl?

‘““‘Barmy, my good man, barmy,”’
muttered the latter at last. ‘‘Where
will T find a girl to whom I may
say_71

“I have it! What is the matter
with Preston’s sister — you know
her!”’

Jackson grew cold at the idea.

““But she is a nice girl, Jimmy, a
very nice girl, if one can judge from
appearances; I have seen her at din-
ner several times when Preston has
taken me there—it would be an in-
sult to her!”’

‘“That depends. Were you to break
into the house some evening without
warning and &ay, ‘Mary, my in-
come—’ "’

““Her name is Coralie,”’ said Jack-
son, reminiscently.

““Coralie! Coralie! How pretty!
It appeals to my sentimentalism.’’

“You had better have a shot at
her, yourself, then.”’

““So I will; not her, but another.
That is part of the programme I have
arranged, as soon as the ‘‘Pill Sling-
er’’ gives me a clean bill of health.
I am going to find some nice, harmless
female, and I am going to get myself
all primed with flowery speeches,
then at the last minute, I will be the
one to blurt out some prosaic rot
about my income, while you, think-
ing that you are going to run along
that track, will soar up to fanciful
heights equalled only by an impas-
sioned Oriental. See if you don’t!”’

The long and short of it was that
Jackson became quite earnest over the
discussion, bent upon proving Clarke
wholly wrong. To that end, he even
consented to cultivate Miss Preston
for a space and pave the way for try-
ing out his experiment. He argued
that only in the interest of science
would he consent to make a dashed
cad of himself and propose to a girl
he had no idea of marrying, and only
to save Clarke from pursuing his mad
career of vivisecting the character-
isties of his friends would he run the
risk of being kicked out of the house




122

by Preston, whose extremities were
ponderous to say the least. But the
deed must be done—he bound him-
gelf to carry it through.

Preliminaries were opened by Jack-
son inviting Preston to bring his sis-
ter to the theatre. It was a strange
party; at times both Preston and Co-
ralie wondered why they had been
invited. Jackson’s exaggerated method
of “‘cultivating’’ the girl would have
been ludierous if it had not been so
pitiably infantile.

A few evenings later Jackson
was invited to Preston’s for dinner.
He addressed most of his conversa-
tion, as usual, to the male members
of the family, but every mnow and
then remembered that there was
other business afoot and asked Co-
ralie puerile questions, as though she
had been in short dresses, with a doll
baby in her arms. Finally he sug-
gested taking her to tea the follow-
ing afternoon, an invitation which
she shyly accepted. The more he
thought of it, the more Jackson dis-
liked the idea of playing the cad to-
ward her; she was a pretty girl with
copper-coloured hair, ivory skin,
dazzling white teeth, and a sort of re-
pressed vitality which when combin-
ed with righteous anger would, he
imagined, have a very disquieting ef-
feet. Jackson began ardently to
wish he had not been dragged into
this assenine discussion, yet he dared
not back down, for fear that Clarke
would consider his argument won.

The invalid followed Jackson’s
campaign with unflagging interest,
bolstering up his courage when it
sagged, and offering insane and im-
possible suggestions.

“Tt’s the parents, too, begad,”
groaned the experimenter one night
after a painful hour spent in a stuffy
over-heated and over-crowded tea-
room with Coralie. ‘‘Why, hang it,
Clarke, they will cut me clean as a
guillotine when they know; and Mrs.
P. is a jolly old dear!”

“They won’t know anything about
it,”” soothed the other. ‘‘Really nice
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girls don’t blab their affaires des
coeurs to the family at breakfast any
more than they hand around notes
from men or plaster their mirrors
with cards gathered from florist’s and
bon-bon boxes. They don’t have to
show everyone else, in that way, how
popular they are!’’

Jackson looked up in surprise.

‘“Whenee all this wisdom?’’ he in-
quired.

Clarke waved a deprecatory hand.

““I have been reading volumes,
against the time I am liberated and
can try my case.”’

““Well, I take the leap to-morrow
night, or throw the whole thing
over,”” said the practical man.

““T'o-morrow ? Not to-morrow,
Jackson! Why, man, it’s Christmas
Eve, and we’ve spent it together for
five years, hand-running! You won’t
leave me to the merey of the Blue
Devils this time, will you?”’

““Oh, it won’t take long,”’ replied
the ardent lover, tonelessly. ‘I will
take up a box of violets or some other
weed to soften the blow, go in and
make my speech and be here with
you, old goat, quite early enough for
a perfectly good invalid-ish orgy.”’

Half-past eight o’clock brought
about all the conditions best known
to writers of fiction. The snow fell
in soft, caressing flakes, enhancing
the twinkle of each light and soften-
ing the worried looks of late shop-
pers. Sleigh bells tinkled merrily,
pedestrians jostled one another with
a rattle of paper which sounded less
harsh because of the surprises the
bundles contained, erowds of people
who seemed to have nothing else to
do, paraded up and down the streets
singing and ealling out greetings to
others they had never seen before,
The spirit of Christmas was abroad.

With somewhat of a grim mien
Jackson plodded along toward the
End of a Discussion. He carried a
huge box of violets, which he already
felt in the small of his back, as he
made his departure. And yet, such
a paradox is man, that he experienced
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a kind of elation at the prospect of
bursting in upon Clarke and saying:

‘“There, I told you so!’’

He did not bother to rehearse his
words nor to think of a suitable topie
with which to force an opening for
himself; in fact, he was obliged to
control a snort of amusement at the
thought of Coralie’s face when he put
the words into shape.

Arrived at the Preston home he
mounted the steps and peeped under
the blind into & rose-lit drawing-
room. At the piano sat Coralie play-
ing dreamily to herself, and as a lull
in the outside noises enabled him to
hear the melody, Jackson recognized
that old, but still popular, tune—
“When We Are Married.”” A trifle
disquieted, he jabbed the button and
in another moment was shaking hands
with Miss Preston and thrusting the
violets at her. She thanked him pret-
tily, pinned them on, and then they
sat down. The room seemed very
warm and the atmosphere heavy with
the scent of flowers; the pinkness of
soft lights pervaded everything sub-
tly and percolated slowly into
Jackson’s being. It may have been
the Spirit of Christmas he felt, but
more likely it was the Spirit of Wal-
kerville, of which he had partaken
rather freely during his dinner. At
any rate, he smiled benignly and a
little fatuously at Coralie, who sat
near him and made several feeble
conversational efforts.

““Miss Preston,”” broke in Jackson,
suddenly, ‘‘my income is not large,
but—but—well, it is amply sufficient
for my needs.”’

He stopped puzzled by the insid-
ious change something was working
within him; the pinkness, the per-
fume, the nearness of copper-haired,
ivory-skinned Coralie, whose red
brown eyes threw out a flickering
light quite stupefying in their allure-
ment!

“How interesting,
ed

bR

she murmur-

2‘Yes. Certainly. . . . I was
about to say you see, I had

something to tell you this evening
« + . which accounts for my not
being with Jim Clarke, and I feel that
I had better throw it off my chest, so
to speak.’’

Coralie leaned forward and nod-
ded.

‘““The fact is . . my income

.”? Jackson floundered about for
his cue and was hopelessly lost
‘“is ample for my own needs
and those of some one else!’’

He stopped, as much surprised as
though a third person had been in
the room speaking for him. Those
were never the words he had intended
to say,

““The bald truth is . . .”” he
stumbled on, painfully conscious that
he was becoming more involved,
““well, you see, old Clarke and I have
been talking about . . about men

and gxls oo snd wei s
er . . . began to argue, don’t you
see, and I said 1 would come and ask
you . . . and there is the whole mat-
ter in a nutshell, isn’t it?"’

“You and Mr, Clarke were dis-
cussing me?’’ repeated Coralie, in
her pretty, slow way, ‘‘And what
did you tell him about me?”’

“I told him that . . . in all my
experience, I had never seen anyone
so beautiful,’’ raved Jackson, impell-
ed by some devil he could not con-
trol. ‘I told him that your hair was
as bottled sunshine, glowing with
such light and warmth that I eould
feel its influence even when I was
not with you. I told him,’’ the words
rushed and tumbled over one another,
‘“‘that your smile was like the dazzling
whiteness of a royal swan when it is
illuminated by sunbeams—and your
frown—ah, that is just as sweet, re-
minding me of the shadow of a cloud
upon the face of a beautiful lake!
The other day at the theatre I saw a
tear glisten in your eye—why Coralie
—~Coralie —’’he repeated the name
caressingly ‘‘—it looked like a drop
of dew in the blossom of a blue lo-
tus!n

Can you believe it when I say

R R R R R ORI,
R R TR T R ORI R TR R ORI RTINS
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that Jackson had begun to thorough-
ly enjoy himself? Words unlearned,
undreamed, rushed to his lips; tones,
gestures, suggested heaven knows
where, sprang into being. That he
was oblivious to the girl herself, to
his surroundings, is a trifle; he would
have talked to the Sphynx had he
been near it.

He took two or three paces about
the room and started off once more.

‘“‘Since I first saw you I have never
been able to efface your image from
my mind; I have thought of you,
dreamed of you, longed for you!
Longed for you!’”’ He repeated that
last, not being wholly satisfied with
the first tone effect. It would have
done Sothern credit.

“Love came to me; Love, the great-
est thing in the world; Love, which
is greater than human life, for life
is fleeting—it ceases, while Love is
eternal!”’

Coraliec meanwhile had watched
Jackson, speechless; her first attitude
of stupefaction gradually gave way
to one of radiant joy, and her eyes
clung to his every movement, as her
ears clung to every syllable.

“Love is eternal youth,”” he went
on, insanely happy as he juggled his
voice and vocabulary around. ‘‘Those
who love cannot grow old, for love is
the youngest thing in the world.
Eyes which glow with the fire of love
cannot dim, cheeks which glow with
Love’s kisses—"’

Ah, ha! He thought to himself,
T have not mentioned kisses before,
we will have a spasm of kisses—which
he certainly did, but not just as he
expected.  Consciousness returned
with the realization that he could
speak no longer, and the good and
sufficient reason for this phenomenon
was that Coralie’s trembling lips were
erushed upon his!

¢ am crazy about you, too, dar-
ling,”’ she whispered, at last, ‘I am
perfectly, deliriously happy!”

“You mean that—you—are going
to—er—to—marry me?’’ He strugg-
led a little over the words.
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Coralie clung to him closer; it was
answer enough.

After several centuries spent in
being fondled andy murmured at,
Jackson slipped from the shackles
of those gently imprisoning arms,
and stumbled into the street. He
felt that in another moment he would
have shrieked his horror aloud—that
or strangled himself with his shoe-
string. She was crazy about him—
she was going to marry him!

He walked he knew not where.
Time passed and still he stumbled on
mercifully oblivious—like a sleep-
walker. The shock had been too much
for him. Suddenly, he realized that
he was looking at a large plate glass
window. As the objects impressed
themselves upon him, he cursed and
moved away. Every figure before his
gaze, smirked from under a mass of
copper-coloured hair! The next win-
dow displayed a shameless figure, im-
pervious to cold, standing under a
cirele of light and clad in the filmiest
of lingerie.  Fascinated, Jackson
studi~1 the price marks, compared
blue ribbon with pink, and wondered
just how the things went on. Then
an icy hand gripped his heart—Co-
ralie would be revelling in such trash
for her trous—he groaned and moved
away, only to find a sea of pots and
pans confronting him. A large sign
announced :

REMEMBER THIS IS CHRIST-
MAS! WHY NOT A KITCHEN
SHOWER?

!
As one stricken, Jackson stood
there, until a policeman, with the
civil familiarity of the season, un-
wittingly furnished him motive pow-
er. Said the protector of the peace:
“You’ll find them bargains, if
you’re thinking of furnishing, sir!
My missus, she got everything for
our kitehen there, and she’s a rare
one to please, is Betsy! I hope you’ll
like yours—sir—and a Merry—?"’
“Devil!’”’ howled Jackson, racing
after an uptown car.



THE SECRET "VISITOR

BY A. G. GREENWOOD

e OD bless you, Pam!”’ said

‘ Colonel Clifford tenderly.

“Perhaps I may be per-
mitted to see the ring,’’ said his sis-
ter, Deborah, acidly.

Pamela Lincoln turned with spark-
ling eyes, holding out her left hand,
where the great Clifford Black Pearl
glowed between twin diamonds. Her
engagement was three days old. The
county had been astonished when its
Chief Constable, Colonel Halliday
Clifford, D.S.0., went to the stage
for a bride and selected the nonentity
Pam. She was a nobody, gossips de-
clared. The colonel would rue the
day ; he scarcely knew her. Of course
she was marrying him for his money ;
and what a blow for dear Miss Clif-
ford, who had kept house for her
brother all these years, and now had
to chaperone a couple engaged to be
married, of whose very acquaintance-
ship she bitterly disapproved.

The colonel was holding his annual
Christmas ball that night, and had
moved heaven and earth to have the
pearl set and ready for his fiancée to
wear.

They were standing in the ball-
room, where holly, bay, myrtle, and
fir hid the walls, awaiting the arrival
of the guests. Miss Clifford bent
with a sniff over Pamela’s hand.

‘““May I speak to you, colonel ?’’

His secretary spoke. The chief con-
stable disappeared for a few mo-
ments.

‘“Nothing’s happened, I hope?”’
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‘““An attempted murder in Lon.
don,’” he answered gravely. ‘‘ The sus-
pected man—or someone answering
to his deseription—is believed to have
found his way to our part of the
country— Ah! Sir John. Glad to
see you.”’

Speedily the room filled. Pamela
was the sparkling recipient of many
frigid and stilted compliments. The
evening passed as such evenings do.
No event marred its success, But as
the last guest left, Colonel Clifford
turned to Pam.

‘“It’s annoying,”’ he observed
gloomily. ““Sir John tells me that
a history of the black pearl appeared
in one or two papers to-day. It seems
the report has got wind of my fetch-
ing it from the bank and having it
re-set for you.”’

The stone was almost unique, and
of great value. The chief constable
was annoyed at the unnecessary pub-
licity.

‘‘Burglars!”’ fluttered his sister.

‘“Nonsense, my dear!”’ he retorted
brusquely ; but for all that he was ex-
tremely careful to go round the house
and see that windows and doors were
securely fastened.

Pamela was tired. As soon as her
golden head touched the pillow she
fell asleep. She had no idea of the
time, then, when she woke.

A rustling, a ecreaking, the dry
snapping of twigs had disturbed her.,
She lay shivering, staring with round
eyes full of fear at the curtained
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window which the dying fire fitfully
illumined., There was ivy beneath
her window, she remembered. The
black pearl lay on her dressing-table.
The sounds ceased. Then suddenly,
stabbing her with chill terror, the
window ereaked, and she heard the
rattle of the counterpoise sash-
weights as the cords rasped over the
rollers,

A pear-shaped bell-push hung be-
side the bed. She stretched out a
shaking hand, fumbled for it, and
pressed the tiny ivory knob in its
centre,

Then she lay still, shutting her
eyes and feigning a sleep which her
trembling limbs belied. But that mo-
ment of action had raised the alarm.
The bell rang in the servants’ quar-
ters, and at night sounded a gong in
the butler’s bedroom. But many min-
utes might elapse before help came.
She heard the secrambling of feet; she
saw a grimy, lichen-covered hand
twitch aside the curtains. The fire
fell together with a spurt of flame.
She felt that her heart was bursting,
that every breath she drew was loud-
er far than breathing had ever been
before.

Then, as the longing to shriek aloud
became almost irresistible:

““Pam!’’ said a hoarse, whispering
voice.

She gasped and sat up. A man
stepped lightly into the room and
tip-toed to the foot of her bed.

“ Anthony !’ she said, aghast.

“I’m hunted!’’ he swiftly explain-
ed. ““I've got mixed up in trouble
in London. I’'m innocent, Pam, I
swear. We were good pals once—
help me. I want to get away—I
want money. That’s why I’ve come
to you. They’re after me—the po-
lice. I daren’t face the music. Pam,
you’ll help me—for old times’
sake—"’

“Tt’s—it’s five years since I saw
you,”’ she said feverishly, ‘‘and now
you come—Ilike this. Anthony, you’re
mad—mad to do this thing. What—
do they aceuse you of ?”’
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“‘Murder—attempted murder,’’ he
said grimly. ‘‘Help me, Pam. For
God’s sake, help me!”’

His voice broke. Suddenly she sat
up. From below she heard the sound
of footsteps. Swiftly she rolled back
blanket and sheet and swung her bare
feet to the floor. She held up her
hand for silence, listening intently.

“They’re coming—they’re on the
stairs!’’ she panted. ‘‘I didn’t know
—I gave the alarm—"’

‘““God, Pam! Then I swing!”’

It was hopelessly, despairingly
said, but Pam darted to the dressing-
table, picked up the pearl and flung
it straight out into the mnight from
window to lawn. Then she flung
open her wardrobe,

““Quickly — inside! Quick, An-
thony! Hold the door. You’re
right? Don’t move—don’t breathe

till I give you leave—?’

She stood leaning against the door,
drawing shuddering breaths, her face
creamy white, her rioting hair hang-
ing about her shoulders. Then :
““Come in!”’ she cried faintly.

Colonel Clifford—the butler and a
footman stood on the threshold.

“Pam!”’ he ecried anxiously.

‘““Burglars,”” she sobbed, breaking
down. ‘‘I—I lay there and rang the
bell. They’ve gone—they thought me
asleep. The pearl—it’s—it’s gone!
I thought no one was ever coming—’

““May I come in?”’ he asked swift-
ly, and turned to the butler. “‘Go
down to the garden—run, man. Here,
take this—I’ve another.”’

He handed the man a revolver and
strode into the room.

““Don’t ery—you’re quite safe. It
was brave of you to ring,”” he said,
jerking the curtains aside and star-
ing out. ‘‘Ah, snow—that ought to
help us. Pam, go to my sister’s room.
I must go down—we’ll have a lan-
tern hunt in the garden—’’

“T—I’ll stay—I’m not nervous—
not now,’’ she protested. ‘‘They—
they must have gone miles by
now—"’

“Put on

your dressing-gown,
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dear,”” he said. ‘‘You’ll have an ap-
alling cold if you don’t. Where is
1t%—in the wardrobe?’’

‘“No—mno,’”” she choked. ‘‘Oh,
please, don’t mind about me! Go to
bed, Halliday. Do, to please me. It’s
useless hunting for them now. Please,
go to bed—Halliday, promise you’ll

At first he refused. Then at her
pleading reluctantly he gave way.
He went to the window onece more
and remained there so long with his
Lack towards her that she said timid-

ly:

‘‘Halliday.”’

He turned and stretched out a
hand towards the wardrobe.

‘‘Please, put on your dressing-
gown, Pam,”’ he said, and in her
great suspense she did not notice the
change in his bearing or in his voice.

““T won’t,”” she cried, slipping be-
tween him and the brass handle.
““You—you mustn’t order me about
—mnot yet. And you must go, Halli-
day. What would Deborah say?’’

At that moment the colonel’s sis-
ter fluttered down the corridor. Her
brother went swiftly to the door. He
did not glance at Pam; he did not
speak to her. :

‘“Ah, Deborah,”’ she heard him
say, ‘‘we’ve been the victims of a
plot. The black—’’ And then the
door was shut.

For full ten minutes she stood,
her hands pressed on her heaving
breasts, listening for the house to
grow still. Then she crept to the
door, opened it, peered out, closed
it once more, and locked it. On tip-
toe she crossed to the wardrobe.

““Well done,”” whispered Anthony
as she sank despairingly into a low
chair before the fire and he climbed
gingerly out on to the carpet. ““You
deserve a kiss—the first for five years
—perhaps the last.”’

He bent and put his lips to her icy
cheeks, She did not move for a mo-
ment., At length she -clasped her
hands round her knees, stretching
out her feet to the warmth.

““Let me think,’’ she said feverish-
ly. ‘‘Let me think, Anthony.”

‘‘Breakfast in bed—on Christmas
Day!” objected Miss Clifford, wrink-
ling her thin nose in disgust. ‘‘Miss
Lincoln ill—nonsense!’’

To make sura she eclimbed the
stairs. Pamela’s door was locked, but
Deborah insisted upon entering.

She cross-examined her visitor.
Miss Lincoln was tired ? feverish ¢ had
contracted a chill and—*‘really, your
—your costume last night—if one
can properly so call it—so flimsy was
it—invited catarrh.”’

Pamela owned that she was tired,
and showed a badly concealed desire
to be rid of her visitor. Unexpected-
ly Colonel Clifford knocked at the
door. :

‘““Pamela, I wish to see you—at
once, please,”’ he said. ‘‘You will
dress and come down to me in the
dining-room—"’

: I“I—I can’t,”” began Pamela.
< ”

““I shall expect you in a few min-
utes,’’ he answered sternly, and they
heard the sound of retreating foot-
steps.

Miss Clifford rose. She knew by
his tones that her brother was an-
gry. She welcomed the sign. With-
out a word she left the room. For a
moment Pamela lay thinking—mu-
tinous.

The colonel was standing before
the fire when she entered the dining-
room,

“I found this—on the lawn,’’ he
said without any greeting, his stern
eyes fixed on her, ‘‘the pearl. You
spoke of burglars. You were wrong
—there was only one man—"’

‘“Was—was there?’”’

‘“You lied to me in that,”’ he went
on, his face set and white and his
tones harsh and very firm. “In the
snow were footmarks leading to the
ivy beneath your window—’’

(‘Yes,"

‘‘But none returning,’’ he said.
“Pamela, I've only known you two
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months, My friends called me a fool
because—Ilet me be blunt—because I
knew nothing about you or your past.
Someone came to you last night—re-
mained with you—was secreted in
your wardrobe—has not yet left.”’

His eyes were filled with passion-
ate jealous fury. She grew deathly
white, remained silent, then silently
wept, IHe lost the last remnant of
his self-command.

‘“‘Pam—before God, you’ve some
explanation?”’

She had not replied; he had felt
with a sickening sense of dread that
she would not reply, when Miss Clif-
ford entered the room.

““You’ve seen the paper, Halliday,”’
she observed, glancing from one to
the other. ‘‘There has been a con-
fession in the Temple tragedy. A man
was arrested last night. It appears
that the suspect has given the police
a lot of trouble for nothing.”’

‘““Please leave us, Deborah,’’ said
the colonel stiffly.

But Pamela—a Pamela altered
out of all recognition, with sudden
hope and overwhelming relief shin-
ing in her eyes, caught at Miss Clif-
ford’s arm, snatching the newspaper.

‘‘Halliday—Halliday,’’ she sobbed,
“T—I ecan explain—now! Oh, how
cruel you’ve been—you—you’ve al-
most killed me with shame!’’

““Go,” said the colonel sharply to
his sister. ‘‘Please go. Pam, if I've
wronged you I’ve sinned beyond for-
giveness, But I could swear the man
never left your room—"’

““He didn’t!”’ eried Pam, holding
out both her hands. ‘‘He’s there
now—1locked in my dressing-room.
Here’s the key. But I—I’ve mever
wronged you in thought, much less in
deed. If you trust me—trust me now
before I speak.’’

She paused. She read the struggle
in his face. But her eyes were serene,
full of happy hope, and she laughed
—a trembling, broken little laugh as
he came to her.

“I trust you, Pam. God forgive
my being such a hound—"’
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She flung both her arms round his
neck. ‘‘Anthony’s the suspect—in
the Temple tragedy, you know. He
didn’t dare face suspicion—he ran
away and came to me for money to
escape with. He came here—to the
chief constable’s house—to the very
house whose owner was bound to ar-
rest him, whose honour, whose duty
would have forced him to act even if
I had pleaded with him on my knees.
Yet, Halliday, I couldn’t desert him,
couldn’t betray him, couldn’t give
him up. To tell you would have
meant placing you in a position- of
horror, I didn’t tell you. I kept sil-
ent. I hid him—"’

““But, Pam,’”” objected the colonel
amazedly, ‘‘this—this fellow Anthony
Gray, the papers about him call him
—who is he? To be in your bedroom,
to—"’

‘‘To—to kiss me,’’ laughed Pamela.

‘“Pam! He didn’t—"’

‘‘“He did,”’ she said.
ing me, Halliday—?"’

‘““Pam, I’ll make you any abject
apology you please. It’s Christmas
time—goodwill time—ecan’t you for-
give me? But for heaven’s sake
don’t tease me any longer—do ex-
plain,”’

‘‘Explain!’’ echoed Pamela. ‘‘No
other man—except a jealous, bad-
tempered, suspicious martinet of a
chief constable—would need one.
isn’t it obvious? Pamela Lincoln’s
my stage name. Who else in the
world d’you think I’d let kiss me?’’

“Your brother!’’ shouted the col-
onel in ludicrous, loud relief.

Pamela nodded. ‘‘Of course. And
now, just because it’s Christmas Day
and I want to take you to church
and I won’t go there quarrelling, 1’1l
forgive you. You may consider your-
self very lucky—"’

““I do.”” said the colonel humbly.

Anthony, perhaps, had most rea-
son to complain since he waited an
hour in suspense and trepidation
while Colonel Clifford was discover-
ing with Pamela’s help, just how
lucky he was.

‘¢Still trust-
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ART AND INDUSTRY
BY BRITTON B. COOKE

ILLUSTRATIONS FROM ETCHINGS BY JOSEPH PENNELL

HE most ancient of all class hat-

I reds, or say, rather, class misun-

derstandings, is the distrust and
suspicion—modified forms of the orig-
inal antagonism existing between the
industrial worker and that other
worker, who, for want of a better
term, is called the artist. Contrary
to the august contributors to quar-
terly reviews, it is not the antipathy
of employed and employer, servant
and master, serf to overlord, garden-
er to squire, labour to capital, that
is the oldest, but the hate of the com-
mon worker for the uncommon work-
er, the distrust of the artisan for the
artist, the labourer for the dreamer.
Those who in Elizabeth’s time work-
ed in the fields or amongst cattle, or
at looms, or in shops, looked with sus-
picion upon the man whq, .though
perhaps of no better origin than
themselves—and possibly worse—was
received at the main doorway of the
lord’s house, treated as an equal, and
encouraged with a fabulous sum for
no more than mixing a few colours
on a stretched web, or daubing a
miniature, or carving m’lady’s head
and shoulders in a white stone. They
saw no rhyme or reason to the deal.
They grumbled as the artist passed
and called pleasant names after him
with unpleasant meanings.

On his side, the artist walked aloof.
He dealt in fine colours, fine textures,
fine feelings. His was the business
of beauty. If m’lord gave him where-
withal to obtain velvet and silk for
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raiment for the mere painting of a
child’s head—what had that to do
with the vagabonds at the plough!
The toil-hardened figure, the poverty-
eaten lines in a ploughman’s face,
were only so much disagreeableness
to his artistic soul. He forever paint-
ed lambs and white clouds and the
Duke in a brave attitude. Did he
stop to look twice at the spinmer’s
cottage door, it was for the eolour
there he saw—the colour in the
daughter’s face not yet bleached by
the spinner’s life. Master artist’s
eye saw colour, line and mass just as
it sees them to-day, but with a dif-
ference. Aristoeracy dominated art.
Art saw with the eves of its leisured
master,

Exceptions should be made to this:
the work of the seulptor, the archi-
tect, and the musician remain always
a little closer to the ecommon man.
The noble statues of early Greeian
days must have appealed to the whole
people: the perfection of the chisel-
ler’s work must have been there for
beggar and master alike to see. Tem-
ples, towers, and great buildings could
not be hidden from the common eye,
and though built by wealth, were, in
the actual carrying out of the designs,
done by the people—the stone-masons
and the quarrymen. Musie, too, with
its unreasoned artistry, was not for
marble hall alone, but for peasant
and wayside labourer, soldier and the
waiting woman.

But the other arts, those whose pro-
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duets could become the exclusive pos-
session of one man, one family, clos-
ed in one room in one house, secreted
from the rest of the world, long re-
mained art apart from the masses,
And yet, in so far as the great men
and the great houses supported this
more exelusive art, and gave it a
chance to study, experiment, and pro-
duce it led the others in the attain-
ment of subtlety and finesse. If the
aristoerat made the artist paint that
which it pleased him should be paint-
ed, at least he gave this much return
that he lent the groping artist the
support and the sympathy he needed
at the time.

S
w

Michael Angelo worked at the be-
hest of Roman Pontiffs. His repre-
sentations were more or less what
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they wished them to be. In so far as
the ideas and prejudices of the Pon-
tiff were inartistic in that mueh was
the mere artist handicapped. He
could afford to be no Don Quixote
and throw up his commission because
the employer wanted his saint dress-
ed in impossible garments. He had
to make his compromise with the man
who paid for the chisel. The sculp-
tors of to-day are not so bound. The
paymasters are not gone, nor the men
of wealth whose eyes and fancies must
be pleased, but Demoeracy, having a
greater voice in the government o:
things, has overthrown the absolutism
and broken down the narrow walls of
mere aristocracy, has widened the
scope of art, and made its message
deeper.,

‘Whoever heard, in Elizabeth’s time,
of a painter painting a bargee just
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in order to show the bargee in all his
rough poverty and grossness to the
public? Who would have thought
even of painting the things Millet
. painted, or chiselling the rough but
beautiful figures representing sub-
jeets from labour, industry, and com-
merce which are exhibited in every
great show of statuary to-day? Art
has grown' closer to the people. The
masses are beginning to understand
art even a little better. Of the two
it is art that has progressed the more.
It is deeper, wider, and higher in its
outlook, more sympathetic in its judg-
ments, Of course, between the old
days and these newer days, ‘between
the days when the Nativity was paint-
ed as taking place in a setting of
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gorgeous columns and with artistic
groups of appropriate saints and
seraphim about the chief figure, and
these days when the more probable
scene in the manger at Bethlehem in-
spires the painter, was the middle
stage of sentimentalism in art which
lingers even yet among the artists,
especially a certain class of Old World
artists. This heart-fluttering school
delighted in representations of touch-
ing or stirring episodes caleulated to
inspire tears or a quick pulse in the
breast of the beholder. It is to be
found yet in such pictures as the
““Village Wedding.”” But out of this
sentimental period and the realism
which such a period was bound to
carry with it the more recent de-
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velopment of art—the art of painting
especially—has grown. Decorative
effect, pleasing treatments—these fac-
tors remain. But with them is now
associated a deeper intelligence. The
painter has found colour in the face
of the pot-mender. His pictures re-
flect a new angle on life: deeper read-
ing of the book, more analysis, more
sympathetic understanding of its con-
tents,

The invention of processes for re-
producing works of art, either in
black and white, or in eolour, has
been a foremost agent in the emanci-
pation of art from the aristoerat’s
pleasant rule. The growth of maga-
zines and illustrated weekly mnews-
papers has carried art close to the
people. True, it is sometimes too
close; magazines print quantities of
stuft that has no elaim to the general
title of art. But in all of it
there is much good. It familiarizes
the popular mind with artistic pro-
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duetions. It widens art’s audience
immeasurably, thus not only raising
the general intelligence of the race,
but assisting art by inecreasing the
numbers of possible buyers of pie-
tures, possible supporters of art. It
is now possible—though perhaps not
without its drawbacks—for a painter
to live without selling himself to some
wealthy patron and his friends. The
bases of art are wider and deeper.
Art is better established.

The study of industrial subjeets by
artists has changed from the exclu-
sive study of individuals to ineclude
occasional studies of industry in the
mass, industry as a whole. For in-
dustry is no longer a matter of in-
dividuals. It is a collective affair. Tt
is a speetacle. From its simple be-
ginnings with the individual, from
the time when each family was a
more or less self-contained economie
unit, to the present day, when spe-
cialization is at its height, industry
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has evolved from a harmless and more
or less profitable pursuit, to the posi-
tion of a master, dominating the
earth; a fabric in which unless a man
have a place he starves; a machine of
numberless parts, all at work, all re-
lated, revolving furiously and de-
veloping—some say a better eciviliza-
tion, some say a worse. It is a cauld-
ron filled with a brew which stirs
and stirs, boils and bubbles over un-
seen fires, and gives off Harrimans,
Morgans, Mackenzies, and Carnegies?
—erystallizing at the bottom who
knows what salts? Some say bitter,
some say sweet. It has been evolved
to its present state and with its evo-
lution brought about society, eonven-
tions, railways, wireless, and double-
bottom steamships. Tt is at onece
beautiful and ugly, attractive and re-
pellant. Tt is beautiful in that it af-
fords, theoretieally, employment for
the hands of all; because it collects
the energy of the race and focuses it
in competing centres; because it com-
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pels men into a common brotherhood
and has made it impossible for a man
to live unto himself. It provides the
machinery by which the race ean ex-
press its highest genius. It creates
surpluses which go to support things
which economically may have no
value, but which are ethically invalu-
able. So it is beautiful. But it is
ugly because it has been used, and is
being used still, to enslave and de-
grade. Men have found means of
corrupting its processes in order to
accumulate dollar bills for one pur-
pose or another. Tt has provided
competition to serve as a stimulus to
great endeavour, but it has failed to
regulate competition with considera-
tions of decency. Our forefathers
created in an idle moment what has
outgrown all bounds of human power.
Industry is master of the race that
summoned it, like a genie, by an idle
movement of the hands.

There are workers in eolour who
have found in industry subjects for



HAMPTON COURT PALACE—~LONDON

great paintings. Leaving fields and
streams and the classic model in the
studio, they have approached the
great strongholds of industry and
piteched their sketching easels before
the gates. There is no end to the
things they have found worthy of the
canvas. Some have taken the figures
of the workers coming home from the
place of work, body-tired, sweaty,
and uncouth of garb. They have
painted the tiredness, the patience,
and the resignation. Others, from
the same model, have painted the col-
our, the atmosphere of labour. Some
have pictured econtented faces and
some have seen only misery.

Some painters have knocked on the
very gates of the great sheds of in-
dustry and painted what they saw
within when the gates swung heavily
open: feverish fires burning sullenly
on the forges of the smiths:; atmos-
phere heavy with colourful smoke ;
faces a-drip with sweat, half revealed
in the gleam of the fires. They have
found a thousand eolours to record,
a thousand intense faces to portray,
a thousand tired figures moiling in
the sheds of industry.
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But industry lends itself to black
and white better perhaps than to col-
ours. Pennell, by his terse etchings,
seems better to have seized and pic-
tured the real spirit of the present-
day over-lord than could have been
accomplished in colours. His work is
frank and free as air. It has no tinge
of philosophy nor of the melo-drama-
tic suech as has marred the work of
many an over-impressionable artist.
He has not painted as a slum-search-
er or as a sociologist, and yet in his
etchings of ‘‘Steel,”” ‘““Coal,”” and
““0il,”” he has conveyed impressions
of the two sides of industry : the beau-
tiful and the ugly. The artist visits
a steel plant and pictures in the
foreground a huddle of dwellings
taking shelter as it were in a
deep hollow beside a straddling via-
duct, and in the background—the
chimneys of the great plant vomiting
smoke into the face of heaven. You
can feel the throb and hum of the
distant works sucking the very life
from the dwelling-places in the fore-
gronnd. Everything in that picture
is giving tribute, without seeming to
give tribute, to the great bessemers
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in the imposingly strong background.

Again, he etches batteries of
furnaces set in a high place, cut
off from the foreground by a river
and bridges that seem to hedge
about the stronghold of industry like
strange courtiers about a strange
court. There is something ominous
about these etchings, and at the same
time a compelling nobility. They
seize the imagination and 1ift it with
the fumes of roasted ore over the
places where the pygmies of the mills
sweat before altar fires of industry.,

Pennel’s inherent Americanism
shows in every etching of subjects on
this side of the great water. Such
work as ‘““The L. and the Trinity
Building’’ conveys the feeling of the
very city that bred sky-serapers. Take
also ““The Golden Cornice.”’ His
character-sketches of the work along
the Panama Canal are full of the
spirit of the men who have ecar.
ried through that work, With eteh-
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ing implement and plate he seems
to have perched wherever there was
a foothold while he worked, and re-
corded swiftly, boldly, and with
startling success, the very spirit of
industry, the beautiful and the ugly.
The Callowhill Street Bridge at
Philadelphia set his point fairly dane-
ing with its business and stir,

Of course, Pennell is not the only
representative of this modern move-
ment in art, but he leads. It was he
who first interpreted the sky-seraper,
He who first treated industry as a
matter of artistic feeling, not merely
a theme for a decoration. The move-
ment grows, gathers forece, There are
still artists elaborating upon their
own vague feelings. There will al-
ways be landscape and figure paint-
ing painted for the sheer joy of
painting the beautiful, but in a thon-
sand art schools the germ of a wider,
more analytical art undoubtedly is
incubating.

CALLOWHILL STREET BRIDGE

~-PHILADELPHIA
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LOW-LYING FIELDS

By WILFRED CAMPBELL

Far from the heights and uplands, bleak and large:
Down close to earth, beloved of lark and plover,
Shut from the storm winds and the sky’s wan marge,
So glad and sweet and kindly warm they gleam,
With all that richness that the whole day yields,
That spirit gentle of summer’s happiest dream;
Low-lying fields.

I OW-LYING fields where soft the birds wheel over,

So patient and still they lie, where hushed wings hover,

The whole day holds them tenderly, like a lover;

And even the clouds far-driven are kind to cover
Low-lying fields.

Some lives are like these lowlands, calm and quiet,

Far from the hate and fate of life’s mad riot,

Their days are all of the close and intimate dreams,

Like the sweet purpose of the fields and streams,

Shut in by homely virtues, but to do

The duty of the moment, ever true

To life’s best commonplace of toil and care,

Day after day their sordid burdens bear,

Without a thought beyvond the loves they meet,

Those lowly ones their hourly patience shields,

Life’s elovers and hedgeflowers and her primrose sweet,
Low-lying fields.

So low they lie and kindly, near life’s ground,
Like the sweet grasses all the dews have found,
I almost deem that God Himself, if He,
In His great love to any preference yields,
Must hold them in His regard, and tenderly,
About them cast his sun and windward shields,
Blessing with simple homely hopes and bliss,
That sunny fragrance and patient tilth of His
Low-lying fields.
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WHAT OTHER BOON ?

By J. D. LOGAN

‘X JHAT other boon than Thee—and Love—shall i
When I must pass to silence, surely crave $—
What other eomforters above the grave 1—
Not solely those sweet prayers of priests nearby,
Nor that remembrancer of Christ’s redemptive death—
The hallowed crucifix—upraised before my sight,
Nor low-toned litanies and candles’ peaceful light :
Nay, not to ask for only these will I employ my ceasing breath,
As if forgetful of my finitude’s most wonted cheer,
They are for my stained soul’s absolving when I hear
The dread inevitable Call,
And for my soul’s safe wafture when the swart, unwelcome pall
Forever cloaks mine eyes from Earth’s pervasive thrall,
But at my final passing let there be
Vouchsafed these gifts of joy and solace temporal—
Cne look at that illimitable sea
Which, years agone, first nursed and eradled me;
And at the sun when he has reached the western gate
And, like a royal lover, radiant, elate,
Beams gloriously, with king-like bow,
And on the waiting hills’ broad dusky brow
Imprints his golden good-night kiss;
And shortly ere the death-mist veils mine eyes, let this
Be my last boon from Earth—my last sweet taste of Rarth's delight—
To wait the coming of the quiet stars, and wateh the Night
In silence shepherd them as sheep
And at the Dawn’s first stirring fold them in—and me—for sleep.

M
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outside the window had grown a
foot taller during the night! Mrs.
Enderby knew that when she had last
looked at them only the first twist-
ing, yellow-green tendrils had been
visible above the sill. Now there were
leaves, one, two — five leaves! And
the wavy tendrils were half-way up
the sash. It was most curious. With
a wondering interest, like the inter-
est of a child in the marvellous, she
tried to lift herself, but only to ex-
perience another wonder. She eould
not move! Her lip quivered, and she
began to ery, weakly, with a sense of
unhappiness about nothing at all.
Some benevolent force slipped a
hand under her pillow and raised it
just a tiny bit. There was a taste
of something warm and good in her
mouth. She stopped erying, to swal-
low it, sighed, and was asleep again.
When she awoke this time, which
she did after a period which might
have comprised minutes or years,
there was the beginning of thought
in her mind. It was as if something
had whispered to her in her sleep,
solving the riddle of the magice cu-
cumber vines. She realized that she
had been ill. The benevolent force
which raised her pillow would be the
nurse, and the tall man gazing so
earnestly down upon her must be the
doctor. Vaguely she seemed to know
the doctor; on the chance, she smiled
up at him. | He smiled back at her
and, with the smile, he slipped easily
into his rightful place in her memory.
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SURELY the wild eueumber vines

He was Doector Staynton, the special-
ist, her husband’s friend.

““T have been ill?’’ she said. Her
voice was a small voice, far away.

““You are better now.”’

““I am better now,’” she repeated.
The knowledge brought her a great
content.

““You will soon be well,”” continu-
ed the specialist, ‘‘close your eyes and
sleep again.’’

Ruth closed her eyes. It would be
foolish to argue with such a big man.

Doctor Staynton watched her un-
til the faint smile around her lips
faded into the helpless look of sleep.
Then he moved noiselessly away. The
nurse followed.

“Well,”” he said, ‘“‘all is as it
should be. I think we shall be able
to pull her through.”’

‘‘She is very weak.”’

““Yes. But she has vitality. If
we can keep her quiet—no shock—
she will do well.”’

‘‘She has forgotten?’’

““I think so; yes. It is the usual
thing. Keep out of sight as much
as you ean and do mot encourage
questions. If she insists, soothe her.
A lie or two may be necessary. We
must give her every chance.’’

The nurse nodded. She seemed
to wish to speak, yet hesitated. Then
she ventured timidly, ‘‘I once nurs-
ed a case—’’ The specialist’s quick
“‘yes’’ of interest encouraged her. ‘I
once nursed a case, something, not
quite, like this. The patient—re-
membered.”’ ,
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‘“Ah!” The doctor’s tone was
non-committal. ‘‘I hope we may not
be so unfortunate here. It seldom
happens. However, we must be pre-
pared for any contingency. If she
remembers, she will not live.”’

‘I shall do my best, doctor.”’

Doctor Staynton stepped from the
quiet room into a quiet hall. The
outside door was open, showing the
glowing colours of a garden, but
there was a quietness there also, a
brooding quiet which was not the
peace of early summer. Staynton
was not an imaginative man, yet his
brow wrinkled nervously as he eross-
ed the hall and opened a door, on the
farther side. It led into the library
of the bungalow, a pleasant room,
full of soft harmonies. Books were
everywhere; easy chairs invited to
rest; French windows opened upon
a green lawn. In the middle of the
room, at a desk, sat a man with his
back to the door. It was in him that
the quietness of the whole place seem-
ed to centre. So quiet was he that
for a gruesome second the doctor
wondered if he were a man at all.
Then he tapped him lightly upon
the shoulder.

‘“‘She is better, Adam.”

The man shivered.

““She is conscious and in her right
mind, and, as we hoped, she does not
remember.”’

The man arose mechanically.
“Yes, yes,”” he said, in a toneless
voice, ‘T must go to her.””

The hand on his shoulder tightened.

“You must do nothing of the
kind. Sit down and be sensible. You
cannot see her now, nor until I give
you leave. I doubt if at present she
realizes that you exist. She is sleep-
ing. I want her to sleep all she can.
I want realization to come back
gradually; when she asks for you—
it will be time enough. I shall dread
your meeting even then—for who ean
tell what chord of memory may be
stirred? If you go to her looking
as you look now, I would not give
that for her chance of life,”’
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and the doctor snapped his fingers,

“What do you mean?’”’

Although the doector had not been
asked to do so, he drew up a chair
and sat down,

‘“Adam,’’ he said, ‘T would like to
understand you. At present, if truth
be told, I am more concerned about
you than I am about your wife. Ruth
is very ill, may not recover, but as a
doctor, I understand Ruth’s case, I
have treated others like it. I know
where I am. But you—you puzzle
me. You amaze me. I can find no
place for you in my experience. I
am bafiled and I dislike to be baffled.
You will not blame me for that?
Can’t you explain a little?”’

(CNO"'

““Well, at least do not treat me as
an enemy. Let me think aloud. Let
me try to puzzle it out. You may
see your way to helping me with an
illaminating word or two.”’

“You will simply waste time.’’

“I'Il risk it, t us see, now. I
have known you, Adam, for a good
many years. I have known you for
a fine fellow, more than ordinarily
correct in your mode of living. The
kind of man whom men respeect,
whom women admire, and, more rare-
ly, love. One woman at least loved
you well enough to marry you. Sinee
your marriage, the most noticeable
thing about you, apart from your
usual good qualities, has been your
love for your wife. Most men love
their wives—in their way; but your
way seemed a very special, a very
splendid way. I should have said
that your devotion was absolute.
And, now, what do I find?”

The speaker paused, as if in sur-
prise at his own question. But the
silent man at the desk helped him
out not at all. The doctor began
again at a tangent.

‘‘She loved you, t00,”” he mused.
‘“There has been no sinister triangle
in this case. Your wife’s pretty blue
eyes have never strayed from you,
that I'll swear. Yet what do I find?
When trouble comes, when this hor-
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rible thing happens—a thing for
which your wife is in no way to
blame, since she was undoubtedly an
irresponsible agent—you turn from
her like a man who has never loved,
or worse still, who loves no longer!
Where is the key to this enigma?
Your wife’s aunt, her only near rela-
tive, and between yourself and whom
no enmity has ever existed, comes to
the house anxious to aid. She leaves
it within a day, in tears. You have
ordered her out! For your wife’s
precarious condition you seem to care
nothing. When, just now, you said,
‘I must go to her,” your voice con-
tained no particle of affection, to say
nothing of decent feeling. I confess
you puzzle me. Has it all been a
sham? Did you never love your wife
at all? I grant you that the thing
was horrible, a thing to shudder at.
But, heavens and earth! you ecan’t
blame her for it. She was not re-
sponsible. Can’t you grasp it? She
was sick, man, sick! Would you
hold some mad, unknowing act
against a delirious child—"’

““Oh, my God! Cease your talk
of children.”’

The man at the desk was stirred at
last. His quiet was broken up. With
fierce suddenness he swung around,
and lifted a tormented face to the
other’s gaze. For a moment, from
bloodshot, sleepless eyes, a soul in
agony looked out. Then his head
drooped, and a shaking hand shut
out the sight.

““Ah,”’ said the doetor softly. ‘I
think I have it.”’ He arose and fell
to a nervous pacing of the room.
‘Wonder, anger, and a sort of profes-
sional satisfaction seemed to mark
his changing thoughts. When he
spoke again his voice was stern.

“I pity you, my friend, but we
have got to talk this out. You are,
then, one of those men to whom
children are everything and the
wife nothing. It was the mother, the
potential mother, whom you loved,
and reverenced in Ruth. Then when
she, mad with the madness which
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comes upon some women at child-
birth, and utterly irresponsible and
unconscious of what she did, cost you
the life of your newborn child—this
is the result, The giving was noth-
ing; the accidental destruction every-
thing. I say ‘accidental,” for had I
been here, had you moved into the
city as I advised, or had that fool
nurse you engaged known the abe’s
of her business, the situation would
have been understood and guarded
against. This terrible thing need
never have happened. I want to tell
you now that by your folly in linger-
ing too long in this pleasant, faraway
place, and by your obstinate refusal
to take advice, you have made your-
self far more guilty of your child’s
death than the poor mother who has
been so near following him. I do
not want to be unnecessarily harsh,
but this is a time for plain words. I
hope I make myself clear.”’

The incisive tones ceased and the
doctor paused beside the door. He
had said all that he intended to say
and he had accomplished part of his
purpose. The man at the desk was
no longer quiet. The silence of the
room was broken by his long, shaking
sighs. Staynton laid his hand upon
the door knob.

“Don’t go.”

Again an expression of satisfac-
tion flitted across the doctor’s face.
He came back and sat down.

“It is not that. You’ve not got
it right.”’

Enderby’s voice was steady, but
his face was turned away and the
tension of his figure spoke plainly
of an immense effort at self-control.
“I did not think I eould tell you, but
it seems that I have got to do so. It’s
—it’s not a thing one talks about.
But perhaps you can help me? At
any rate, you will see that I am as
helpless in the grip of this thing as
—as she is. You think I blame her?
You couldn’t have got things more
wrong than that—God pity us!

““It began long ago. You never
knew my mother, so part of it you’ll
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not quite understand. She was a
marvellous woman. 1 thought, and
still think, that she was among the
great women of her generation. She
had a family of five boys, and her
one regret was that we did not num-
ber twice as many, for she was above
all things a mother—a mother of
men! Her father had been a social-
ist of the old type. She had been
brought up on crazy dreams of a re-
formed and equalized world, Dream
after dream she saw erumble upon
itself, until she began to sense the
inherent weakness in them all. The
world would never be different until
man himself was different. So she
evolved a dream of her own—the
improvement of world-conditions
through the improvement of the race,
and the improvement of the race
through the bettering of the unit.
Not a new idea, by any means, but
to her it really meant something. We
five boys were her share. To us she
was more than mother. She was a
priestess serving at the shrine of her
religion. If you had known her and
the force of her personality, you
would understand that the inevitable
followed. We, too, served at the
shrine, Her belief was our belief,
her religion ours. We were its min-
isters, sworn to purity, truth, and zeal.
Marriage was to be to us the great
sacrament, the search for the right
woman the great quest. That our
children—"’ N

He broke for a moment and the
doctor sat silent. Presently the
hoarse, controlled voice went on

““You ean imagine something of it.
That you may know it was a real
thing—do you remember Tom and
Madeline Marsh?’’

Evidently the doctor remembered,
for he was startled into speech.

““So that was the explanation,’’ he
said. ‘‘I often wondered.”’

‘““Yes, that was the explanation.
Not many people guessed it. Tom
was hard hit though—poor chap!”’

‘“Where is he now?”’
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““In South America—somewhere,’’

‘““Has he ever married?”’

tho‘l)

The doctor pursed his lips as if
he would say something, but thought
better of it and waited for his com-
panion to go on. Enderby began
again with a visible effort.

‘It looked as if fate were going to
be especially kind to me. I met Ruth
Stanhope—and loved her, The Stan-
hopes are a fine family. Ruth stood
for all the best and highest in my
religion, besides being—Ruth. She
learned to love me. The great quest
was happily ended! There was no
one to consult save her aunt, Miss
Amelia Stanhope, who favoured the
mateh. Without undue delay we
were married.”’

He paused so long that the doetor
moved uneasily and permitted him-
self a tentative ‘“Wellt”’

“That is all—except that a fort-
night ago I learned that my wife is.
not a Stanhope at all. She is an
Eastely.”

Staynton bit his lip upon an ex-
clamation.

The other raised his blood-shot
eyes. “‘I see you know something of
the history of the Eastelys,’’ he said
quietly. “‘It relieves me of an un-
pleasant recital. Ruth was adopted
when a baby by James Stanhope and
when he died she came to live with
Miss Amelia. So she was her niece,
you see—by adoption.’’

““And they did not tell you?’’

‘“No. It is only by accident that
I have the knowledge now. When
Miss Amelia learned the truth about
the child’s death, she was frightened.
She let it slip.”

““Yes—she would. But what a situ-
ation! Sometime I think I'll give up
trying to understand women. Amelia
Stanhope, of all people! Do you
know, I should have put that woman
down as almost morbidly conseien-
tious.”’

‘“‘She was quite conscientions in
keeping her niece’s parentage a sec-
ret, T assure you. Her religion, you
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sce, is different from mine. With her,
marriage is an affair of sentiment, a
matter of the heart exclusively. She
would think it both wicked and in-
delicate to consider ancestry in any
way.
which she is not ‘likely to quote in
justification is that one about the sins
of the fathers.”

“I see. But, Adam, if—supposing
you had known the truth? Be can-
did now, would you have acted dif-
ferently ?’’

“‘1 would have considered marriage
a crime.’”’

“‘But, for her, you would have risk-
ed a crime?”’

The other’s face grew grim.

“Not that erime.”’

The doctor sighed. He was, in
spite of his profession, a man of ro-
mantie instinets.

‘“ As a physician, I must admit that
you would have been doing right, al-
though, as a man, I can scarcely con-
ceive of your doing it. For there is
always a chance, you know, always a
chance. Ruth might have escaped
the hereditary taint of the Eastelys
by inheriting solely from her mo-
ther’s side, if that side were sound.
Then, take your own family—no trace
of insanity in the Enderbys. There
was a good chance that your children
might have been perfectly sound. I
can show you a table of statistics—"’

“Don’t. If there was such a
chanee, it is a chance no longer. . . .
Thank God that the child is dead.”’

The doetor moistened his lips. He
could think of nothing to say. The
The house of his mind was divided
against itself. He took refuge in a
sense of professional injury. A
strange thing indeed that this past
history of his patient, so valuable in
the understanding of her dangerous
case, should not have been confided
in him before! When he spoke again
his tone was perceptibly stiffer.

“Of course, you realize what it has
meant to keep me in the dark about
this, Adam? I ought to have been
told. Your wife’s safety, even if you

The only verse in the Bible,
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have ceased now to love her—’’

Enderby turned upon him savage-
ly. ‘““Who said that I had ceased to
love her? Does love cease?  Stop
talking like a silly novel and let us
get down to the real thing. This
isn’t a situation in a book where the
turn of a phrase will put all right.
We are real beings with our lives to
live,. What are we going to do—
she and 1%’

Doctor Staynton was a sensible
man and a kindly one. He was used to
having his advice asked, and he was
not at all backward in giving it.
Drawn as it was from a large ex-
perience of things as they are, he be-
lieved it to be good advice. But now,
he hesitated. Instead of answering,
he asked another question, one that
might put the situation into his own
hands again.

““I take it that your wife does not
know of her—unfortunate ancestry ?’’

‘“She does not.”’

““You will not tell her, of course?”’

‘“On the contrary, I shall consider
it my duty to do so.”’

This aroused the doctor.

““By Jove! Shall you indeed? For-
tunately I have a sense of duty also,
and I forbid you to do any such
thing. Do you understand? I forbid
it. Do you want to kill her, man?
Don’t you see what you would be
doing? She has forgotten all about
what happened during her—illness.
Indeed, she, in her own proper self,
never knew., But there is a connee-
tion somewhere between her proper
self and that other. We can’t get
our hands upon it, but it is there.
Under happy conditions it may re-
main obscured forever, but once dis-
turb her normal consciousness with
the knowledge of an hereditary ab-
normality and, ten to one, the mes-
sage flashes through. Connection is
re-established—and there’s the devil
to pay.”’

“T know. I know the danger. But
what possible alternative is there?
Think: If I do not tell her, how ean
I explain—our changed outlook, our
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lives which from now on must be liv-
ed in the light of this terrible thing?
What would she think—fear? She
would live her life in a hell of the
unexplained.”’

The doetor’s eye lighted with pity.

““No. We must prevent that. We
must tell her—something. There are
several things we might tell her. Al-
most anything, except the trutt‘.”

“Lies?”’
“Tf you like the word. I am not
afraid of words myself. Nor do I

forget that by your religion, as you
call it, you are vowed to truth. A
splendid vow! But you know there
is that old question, What is truth?
Every man must make his own an-
swer to that. If your conception of
truth foreces you to bring the loving
an innocent young wife to overthrow
permanently the delicately-adjusted
balance of her mind—mno one can do
more than solemnly protest. But the
white name of truth would seldom
have covered a blacker erime, If,
however, you ean sacrifice your fetish
for her sake, the way is open. She
has been very ill. You can tell her,
when she is strong enough, that for
her sake you would not run the risk
again. I will stand behind you with
the weight of medical authority. It
will sadden her, but many a woman
has faced that sadness and come
through it to a useful and happy life.
Many a man, also. The decision rests
with you.”

It was Enderby now who sprang
up, pacing the room.

“No, no!”’ he eried, ‘I cannot—"’

““Hush!’”> The doctor’s quick ear
had caught the sound of hurried steps
in the passage. Next moment the
door opened to admit the nurse. She
looked frightened.

“Mr. Enderby — oh, doctor!”
There was quick relief in her voice.
“] thought you had gone. Mrs.
Enderby has awakened. She seems
in great distress.”’

““I ghall eome at onee.””

She hastened back and for a mo-
ment the men looked at each other.
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“You hear that, Adam? It may
well mean that the decision is out of
your hands. But if not, if you must
still decide, be ready! It may be
sooner than we thought’’ . . . .

In the sick room Ruth Enderby
lay with bright eyes and a stain of
colour on her white cheeks. At the
sound of the doctor’s step she tried
to raise herself. Her voice, strong
with excitement, came to him across
the room.

“Dontor, I have had a dream—it
frightened me!”’

“So I see.”” The doector’s voice
was unemotional, ‘‘But you are
awake now—and disobeying orders!"’

She fell back upon her pillow.

““Yes, of course; silly of me! But
it seemed so real.’’

“Dreams do, sometimes, especially
if one is not well, But it wasn’t real
for all that.”’

“‘No, it—it wasn’t real.”’ She
seemed to repeat his sentence for the
comfort of it.

““A nightmare, I suppose!’’ said
the doctor calmly.

She sighed. ‘‘Yes—that was it, a
nightmare! One of those horrid ones,
when one seems to be in the grip of
something, compelled to see dreadful
things done or — or to do dreadful
things!"’

“Just so. You describe the symp-
toms perfectly. But what we want
now is quiet. Nurse, will you hand
me—"

“Just a moment, doetor! I have
been very ill, haven’t It I seem to
remember—’’ She gave a quick look
around and her voice broke, ‘‘where
—I do not see my baby?”’

There was not an instant’s hesita-
tion in the doctor’s answer.

‘“No. You must not think about
that just now, Mrs. Enderby. You
have passed through a very ecritical
time—very eritical indeed.’”’

‘“And my baby—1?"’

She read her answer in his kindly
silence.

A pitiful, grieved look came into
her questioning face. Her blue eyes
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filled with tears, which, overflowing,
rolled helplessly over her whitening
cheeks. The watching doctor gave a
sigh of relief. There had been no
chance of keeping that part of the
truth from her. And she was tak-
ing it well. Tears were natural, heal-
ing. There was no fire of horrible
memory behind those swimming eyes
to scorch them forever into blank-
ness. The flush on her cheek was pal-
ing, the unnatural strength had left
her voice. Secarcely could he hear her
whisper.

‘““Poor Adam!”’

With a gesture of great gentleness
he bent over her, gathering her weak
hands into his strong ones.

‘“No,”” he said firmly, ‘‘not poor
Adam, happy Adam! If you will be
good and get well quickly. Don’t
think, don’t sorrow—sleep!”’

But at the word ‘‘sleep’’ her prison-
ed hands began to flutter. The spark
of fear which he had dreaded lighted
in her wide, blue eyes.

““No. Don’t let me sleep! I can’t
sleep, doctor. I am afraid of the
dream! Where is Adam? Tell Adam
to come—"’

“‘Presently, when you are strong-
»

““No—now.”” Her voice was scarce-
ly a whisper.

The doctor made a sign to theg
nurse, who went out quickly.

“Very well, you may see him. But
only for a moment, mind! You will
not get well if you excite yourself
this way. And what would Adam do
then?”’

The wraith of a smile answered
him and a whispered ‘‘Tt’s the dream
—T want to tell him!”’

The doctor’s face was very grave.
“You shall!”’ he said—and stood
aside as Adam Enderby entered the
room.

Looking out through the ecucumber
vines, it seemed a long minute before
her slender whisper again floated
ghost-like through the room.

“Poor Adam!”’

The doctor knew without looking,

er
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that Enderby had reached the bed
and was kneeling by it.

““A very good position for him,
too,”’ thought his friend grimly. And
evidently the wife had read nothing
but natural sorrow in his changed
face. The doctor felt his own ex-
pression beginning to relax. But it
tightened again as the thin voice be-
gan on a higher note.

““I’ve been so frightened, Adam, a
terrible dream! I want to tell you.
I want you to tell me it isn’t true!’’

‘‘Hush, dear, the doctor says—’’

(‘““Don’t quote me, you fool!’’” mut-
tered the doctor).

‘‘It was about our baby, Adam. I
seemed to know about it—about its
being dead. And when I woke up, it
was true. But it was worse than that
—the dream—oh, most horrible! I
dreamed it was my fault—"’

‘“Oh, hush, dear, dearest.’’

““But that wasn’t true, Adam. It
couldn’t be true. I know—but I
want you to say it, you always say
the truth—your vow, you know. O
Adam! I'm frightened!”’

(‘O man! if you hesitate now!’’)

““It was not true, dear.’”’

““Ah!’”’ The sigh was only a
breath, but it was laden with peace.

(““Good, good!’’)

The doctor was himself again.
““Couldn’t have done it better my-
self,”” he muttered as he tiptoed to
the door.

““Dreams are foolish things,’’ he
heard Adam say. The hoarseness in
the voice was gone. Adam spoke like a
mother who comforts a frightened
child. ‘“You have been so brave,
dear. You must not be frightened by
a dream. See, I will stay by you
while you sleep.”’

There were more broken murmurs,
but the listener had heard enough,

Outside, on a safe side of the cu-
cumber vines, he drew a handkerchief
from his pocket and wiped his fore-
head, which was damp.

““ All kinds of religions,”” he mut-
tered, ‘‘but the greatest of these is
love.”’
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now—at nine o’clock in the No-

vember evening — the weather
had suddenly gone from bad to
worse, and sleet beat upon the win-
dows of Ned Barton’s new house,
while gusts of icy wind from the
north rattled them in their frames.
It seemed to Barton, as he pitched a
fresh log upon his open fire, as
though the teeth of the house chat-
tered. He had come in, wet and
chilled through, half an hour earlier,
having spent the afternoon in riding
over his own small ranch and into
the rough country beyond, on a hunt
for a yearling that with ingrained
perversity had strayed from the
shelter when the herd of cattle was
rounded up. He had found the wan-
derer miles from its starting-place,
but, foot-weary and starving as it
was, it declined to journey home-
ward in anything but circles. The
last grain of patience in Barton’s
soul was about exhausted before he
fastened the bars behind its unwill-
ing heels.

Darkness had long come when he
turned into the house, and the place
was fireless and black as piteh. He
had stumbled around for a few min-
utes, anathematizing things in gen-
eral and the matehes in particular,
for those first struck—with the total
depravity belonging to so many
inanimate things—spluttered one af-
ter another and went out before they
set the wick of his lamp alight. How-
ever, one blazed at last; the lamp
was lit, and the fire started in the
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IT had been raining all day, and

box stove and on the hearth. The
man took off his wet riding-coat and
water-logged boots, and sat down to
realize just how tired he was, before
starting to get supper.

Supper did not seem to matter
much anyway—not when he had to
get it ready himself. To stretech out
before the fire and get warmed
through, and rest, after his eight
hours in the saddle, seemed enough
just then, hungry as he was.

Suddenly a gust of wind, stronger
than before, sang through the icy
trees, and the outer door flew open,
slamming against the wall.

““By George!’” Barton exclaimed
irritably jumping up to eclose it.
What a corker of a night! 1 thought
I caught the latch of that door.
Guess I didn’t, though. I’ll sure
have to make a round of the out-
buildings last thing before I turn in.
That north window rattles like the
wheels in a tambourine. The sleet’s
enough to break it.”’

Going to it, he felt around the
sash. ““The wood’s all shrunk; I'll
have to whittle a wedge for it,”’ he
muttered.

A green blind was rolled up to the
top of the six small panes. Barton
lifted his hand to pull it down, then
paused and looked out across the
darkness. Across in a straight line
some quarter of a mile off there
showed, even through the gray haze
of the icy rain, a faint, flickering
light. Tt shone from a window in the
house of his nearest neighbour and
enemy, Ann Whittamore,
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Before the coming of Ann Whitta-
more, Barton never pulled down a
blind ; there had been no need then,
for miles on either side of him was
unpeopled country, and blinds were
an ornamental folly, a mere conces-
gion to the civilized dress of win-
dows.

The man had felt less lonely at
night with the stars looking in than
with blank window shades continu-
ing the hardness of the shack walls,
for the place was little more than a
shack after all. Anyway, when the
weather was fine, the two windows
were left open, and when he leaned
on the sill late at night and gazed
over the unbroken land—still with a
very mystery of stillness—the lum-
inous eyes of a timber wolf would
often burn red out of the velvety
darkness, and then melt away, and
more than once a wide-winged white
owl had almost brushed his face as it
passed in swift and silent flight.

He had spent three years on this
little ranch near the Saskatchewan,
with a young Englishman who had
come out and entered into partner-
ship with him. They had begun to
get things into good shape; the herd
was growing steadily; their house
had been built. They had put up
good winter shelters for the cattle—
when changes eame.

The young Englishman got sud-
denly sick of loneliness and isola-
tion, sold out his share of the stock to
Barton, and fled —leaving him to de-
pend on what chance help he could
get. But good luck returned, to help
balance the bad, and the C.P.R. ran
its line within a mile of his ranch.
Following this, the lot adjoining
Barton’s had been sold by the rail-
road company to a woman, one Ann
Whittamore, and she had started a
fox farm with apparently plenty of
capital and the enthusiasm of the
young and untried.

Before her arrival workmen ap-
peared as by magic, and an almost
aggressively  comfortable  cottage
sprang with the speed and inconse-
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quence of a mushroom from the soil,
while the fox kennels grew where
foxes had known but holes hitherto.

Ned Barton waited with mild
curiosity for the ecoming of his neigh-
bour, and when her small share of the
wilderness had been somewhat sub-
dued, she came, companioned by an
ancient lady, a bow-legged man-
servant who looked as though he
knew horses better than men, a Chi-
nese cook, the aforementioned foxes,
and a horse.

Ned Barton owned a dog, an un-
pedigreed beast, more like a fox-
hound than anything else, and it was
on the day after his neighbour’s ar-
rival that this dog—who, by the way,
rejoiced in the name of Kipling—
made the breach, which thereafter
continued to widen between the new-
comers and his master.

At noon of that day the dog had
dashed at top speed to Barton, and
with the air of one who had at last
fulfilled his destiny, laid a small
fox at his feet. Barton picked it
up, turned it over, and gave a low
whistle.

““Dead!”” he exclaimed, ‘‘Ex-
tremely dead!’”” He glanced over at
the green-roofed cottage, dim in the
distance against the background of
green. ‘“We’ve sure made a great
beginning, Kip.”” Then, with a sud-
den light in his eyes, he turned upon
the dog.

‘““Come on, you brute!’”’ he said,
in a tone before which all canine joy-
ousness fled, ‘‘“We will go across and
apologize, and take this fox back.’’

First, though, he took his riding
crop down from the wall, and cut
the dog sharply with it a couple of
times, pointing to the dead beast.

Kip understood. Not in a long
life would his fox hunting propen-
sities get the better of him again.

Hanging up the whip, Barton, with
the little erumpled animal in his hand
and the dog at heel, started.

Near the boundary line between
the lots he met Ann Whittamore.
She was riding cross saddle, and
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wore a corduroy dress and rough
rider hat, such as are worn by girls
in the moving pictures of Wild West-
ern Life. A red bandana handker-
chief was knotted about her throat,
to give the finishing touch; also she
carried a rifle, and seemed well pro-
vided with cartridges.

Barton realized that the sartorial
effect had not come about by acei-
dent, and a little amused smile came
into his eyes.

Suddenly he became acutely con-
scious of the shining fluffy knobs of
hair that showed under the rough-
rider hat, the wild-rose pink in her
cheeks, and the angry blue of her
eyes.

He approached
could be felt.

The girl had wheeled her horse,
and waited, her eyes on the fox he
carried.

Barton held it up to her.

“I am awfully sorry,”’ he began,
““tremendously sorry; I always
thought’’—with an apologetic back-
ward nod at the abjeet Kip—*‘that he
was a foxhound; now I am sure of
it.”” He hesitated; ‘‘If you—if you
would kindly tell me how much the
fox-cub is worth?”’

The girl said nothing for a mo-
ment. Her lips were a straight
scarlet line.

“It is hardly a question of
money,’’ she began, ‘‘not about this
one; if it had been a Silver Fox it
might have been worth its weight in
silver; but, as I said, it is not a ques-
tion of money. I came here to raise
my foxes in peace, and it seems even
in the wilds they are to be eruelly
killed before my eyes!”’

Barton felt his apologetic attitude
slipping from him. ‘‘Oh! come
now,”” he said with a little shrug,
‘‘even if you won’t let me pay for it,
you must admit the killing couldn’t
have bheen done more neatly. A rat-
terrier kills a rat painlessly, more
painlessly than it can be aceom-
plished by any other method. A fox-
hound kills foxes the same way. I

in silence that
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suppose, . . well fox-
farmers dispose of the animals in
some way, At least the pelts are sent
to market. However, I am extreme-
ly sorry, and—inecidentally, I have
thrashed the dog.”’

There was the same faint smile of
amusement in his eyes, and even on
his lips, as the last word left them.
The girl’s anger blazed again.

“I accept your apology,’’ she re-
turned, ‘‘but must insist, Mr, —"’

‘‘Barton,”” he said.

‘“Mr. Barton, that you keep your
—fox-hound, did you say?—on a
leash. If he is found near the kennels,
I regret to say, he will be shot.”’

With the fox before her on her
saddle, she gave a little frigid bow,
swung her horse around, and rode
across her own land.

The man watched her; then gave
a short laugh in his throat, ‘‘What
a spitfire!”” he said. “‘Took our
apology so beautifully, didn’t she,
Kip? That’s the kind who lead
the suffragette processions, probably.
None for mine! How I loathe to
see a woman ride cross saddle!
Come on, old chap; after all, a dog
isn’t such bad company.’’

And so Kip, suddenly restored to
favour, bounded ahead, and they
went home together; and so also from
that May day six months before, an
unspoken feud had lasted between
Barton and his nearest neighbour.

Now on this stormy autumn night
he looked over at the far light in her
window. The soft yellow glow gleamed
fitfully. He pulled down the blind
with a snap. There were newspapers
to be read ; at least, papers not more
than a week old. Fortunately there
was a small town near enough to be
reached by half a day’s journey, and
a man was not dependent upon
neighbours. He congratulated him-
self on this, as he set about getting
supper.

. When the bacon was fairly smok-
ing in the pan, he felt warm and
cheerful enough to whistle a bit. Kip
followed him about from stove to
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table, and while supper progressed,
watched the process, happy in the
knowledge that his own would fol-
low.

Suddenly he pricked up one ear,
and listened keenly. Then he trot-
ted to the door and put his ear to the
bottom ecrack. After a moment he
apparently concluded he had been
fanciful, and returned to his position
by the table. Then again he lifted
his ears, and again trotted to the
door.

‘‘Settle down, old one,” said his
master. ‘‘Here—to your supper.’”’
He placed the plate on the hearth
stones. Kip went over; sniffed at it,
—left it, and returned to the door,
where he put his head down stiffly,
listening.

Faintly through the blustering of
the wind and sleet came a thin wail-
ing.

Ned Barton rose from his chair.
‘““Cats!’”’ he said, ‘“‘Cats! I sure do
hate that sound. I’ve no use for a
cat, Kip, absolutely none.”’

He paused, listening. The far off
high-piteched wail rose and fell, and
died away. Coming through the
darkness across the storm—that,
when one got used to it, was only an-
other form of silence—the sound
made Barton’s hair tingle at the
roots.

““T suppose she brought a cat with
her,”” he suggested to Kip, apropos
of nothing. ‘‘Just to give the place
a ‘homey’ feeling, don’t you know?
There it goes again! Hark! It’s a
deadly sound! Give me the howling
of a coyote every time. It might be
a pole-cat near the shelters. No, I
bet it’s just a plain tabby belonging
to the lady yonder, and in the storm
it somehow got lost over here.”’

He pulled his chair up to the fire,
and shook open a newspaper. All
was still for a little while, and he
got started into the last parliamen-
tary debate, when again came the
faint wailing, broken by the wind.

Barton started up with a sharp
exclamation.

*“I can’t stand that,’’ he said. *‘I’ll
locate that heaven-forsaken beast,
and bring it in out of the sleet for
the night, even if it’s a pole-cat kit-
ten.”’

Lifting the lamp, he opened the
door and looked out. A gust of wind
sent the flame slanting against the
chimney. Through the icy darkness,
from the direction of the cattle sheds
and the barn, came the insistent ery.

Barton pulled on his boots, got on
his storm coat and cap, unhooked a
lantern from beside the door, lit it,
and tramped out, Kip following.

The barn was this side of the shel-
ters. As he came up to it he saw the
door had blown open, and from
within eame the wailing. It sounded
hoarse and queer, but less cat-like,
as he drew near.

‘“‘Some tramp’s been in the barn,”’
he muttered angrily. ‘“The door has
been opened and left ajar. I don’t
remember having gone into it this
morning, for there was fodder
enough in the stable and sheds.”’

On he pressed against the wind,
the lantern showing a soft, unsteady
light on his path. On and into the
rough primitive barn, leaving the
wind behind. Now the erying was
close by.

Barton swung the lantern high,
and looked about. An old Indian-
made basket used for holding tools
was fastened by ropes against one

wall of the barn. The sound came

from this basket.

Barton strode over to it, and by
the yellow lantern light looked in.
He saw a bundle, much disordered,
and in the bundle a baby. A baby of
only a few months. The man
stared speechlessly. Kip ran madly
round and round on the barn floor,
with no apparent method in his mad-
ness.

Slowly Barton realized the need
for action of some kind, and as
slowly lifted the baby out. There
was a bottle beside it still half full
of a cold fluid, and a piece of white
paper was pinned to its outer wrap.
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Mechanically, he unpinned it, and
put it in his pocket. The infant still
wailed, without the least indication
that it ever intended to stop. Bar-
ton held it gingerly, and looked
down at it,

He noticed that it shed no tears,
but its face was small and pinched,
and of a miserable blueness. Ned
Barton glanced around the barn in
helpless appeal.

‘“Suffering cats!’’ he ejaculated.
““What's a fellow to do with this?’’

For a moment, he half-deter-
mined to put it back in the basket,
shut the barn door, and leave it. The
outrageousness of this idea brought
him up short.

““Oh! Of course it can’t be left
here,”’ he asserted savagely. “‘I'd
be as bad as the brute who deserted
it. But, I fail to see what’s to be
done. Here, you idiot,”’ he called to
the cavorting Kip. ‘‘Take the lan-
tern, and go ahead.’’

Kip sobered down, took the lan-
tern by the handle in his mouth, ac-
cording as he had been taught to
carry it, and preceded Barton and
the wailing bundle. Unremittingly,
the small hoarse cry rose and fell.
It beat upon the air in an exasper-
ating monotony.

‘“There’s sure something wrong
with it, and something mighty bad
too,”” the man said to himself, bend-
ing against the buffeting wind, and
sheltering the burden he carried as
well as he could. ‘It mever would
go on this way, if there wasn’t. I’ll
find out who left it, and settle this
account, if it takes a year.”” A slow
rage grew steadily greater within
him as he swung along over the
rough slippery ground.

Once inside the house Barton de-
posited the bundle on the table,
straightened up, and shook the iey
water from his hair and eyes.

Kip set the lantern on the hearth,
and stood nervously watching the
roll, that looked like a great brown
cocoon, from which at any moment
might emerge some queer thing.
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As the man took his coat off, shook
that also, and hung it up, a piece of
paper fluttered to the floor. He
reached for it, and carried it to the
light.

It was the fly leaf from a maga-
zine on which there were only a few
printed lines. On the blank space
there was some writing in penecil.
Barton bent over it and read:

““Kind friend, whoever finds this, i am
a despert and miserable man, God no’s,
i was bringin my wife and 8 little
children out to a small home near the
Rockies, an my wife she died sudden of
heart failing on the train yesterday. She
has been ailing, but I didn’t no it was
80 bad. This here baby it is a twin. i can
get along with the others, but one of the
twins eried all the time, and the folks on
the train are most crazy with it. there
was a break of the engine near here, an
the hands said we would be held up five
hours. i saw a house a bit off an said i’d
take the baby to it fur some milk. i ain’t
goin to take it back. i can’t manage with
the two of them. i’m wore out, an it will
only die in the train, like its mother,
Kind friend be g:od to it, or give it to
someone as will be. i’ll wrap up a shawl
into a bundle and let on its gone to sleep.
No one on that train will try to find out
diferent, you bet. Yours in distres.’’

W W,

“‘PS.~Kind friend. There wasn’t nu-
buddy in the house, so I left him in the
barn, P.8.—This is the one that cries.”’

The writing was atrocious, but
Barton made it out. He stood star-
ing at the torn magazine page, and
listening to the steady wailing like
one slowly petrifying.

The last sentence of the writing
seemed to separate itself from the
rest:

‘“This is the one that cries.”” . . .
‘““Great Scott!” he said at last.
‘““Great Scott!”

Then he began to figure things out.
The train ran up the spur every
three days. It was due at noon.
The break would keep them five
hours, according to the writing. The
baby was left in his barn about two
o’clock, perhaps. The train and its
passengers were far on their way to
the Rockies by now.

This came of leaving his house de-
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serted all day, he thought fiercely.
‘When he was riding over the ranch,
anything might happen, yes, any un-
believable thing.

““This is the one that ecries,”’ he
read again; and it certainly was.
Anger surged through the man in a
hot flood.

‘““Why, in Heaven’s name, hadn’t
it been left over at the fox-farm?’’
he said to himself; ‘‘there were two
women there.”’

He lifted the eocoon half sav-
agely, and took it nearer the fire.
Then he put it back on the table.

‘“It’s starving, I suppose,”’ he
said, looking at it. ‘‘No, the table’s
no place for it; it might roll. I’ll
fix it in the rocking-chair. Perhaps
it will stop going on that horrible
way, if 1 get it some milk, Cats!’’
he said, with a short laugh, ‘I
thought that sound was cats. A fel-
low don’t know when he’s well off.
That immigrant sure slipped one
over on me.’’

He got out the milk, and warmed
it, then partly unwrapped the bundle
and proceeded to feed the infant.
But it would take no food. It simply
cried, and the milk spilled from the
spoon over the little miserable
mouth, while no drop was swallowed.

““This is the one that cries,”’ Bar-
ton muttered. ‘‘It sure is!”’

He held it to the fire, and warmed
it awkwardly. Afterwards he
walked with it up and down.

The erying was a low wail now,
broken and exhausted.

““It wants its mother, I guess,”’ he
said, lifting it up against his shoul-
der.

Then he walked again. Slowly his
anger slipped away.

““It wants its mother,”” he said
again, half aloud.

A vision of the still white figure
of a woman came to him. A woman
carried swiftly through the night,
to be laid down presently in a new
grave in a new country.

So ended many hopes. Pity stir-
red within him. Pity for the dis-

tracted man left with the little lonely
children, bewildered and awed by
sudden death.

He held the baby close against his
shoulder, and walked and walked,
hushing it—but still it eried faintly.
Suddenly he put it down on the
warm rocking-chair, strode over to
the window, and let the blind run up.

Through the gray sleet still shone
a yellow flickering light from his
neighbour’s window.

“I’ll go for her,”” he said grimly.
““This is a case for a woman. It’s got
me. I guess, somehow, that she will
come. She’s been mighty uncivil,
but a woman who would care about
a dead fox-cub might perhaps take
some interest in a stray sick baby.
Anyhow, I’ll try it.”’

He barricaded the rocking-chair
with other chairs, screened the fire,
and turned down the light; then
went out.

‘When he came back, nearly an
hour later, there was a woman with
him. She wore a short-skirted cor-
duroy dress and heavy boots; also
her cap might have been a boy’s cap,
but the hair eseaping from under it
was yellow and eurly, and her face,
wet with the rain, was rosy and
eager. It was mnot a very young
face, as girls in their teens count the
word, but it looked young to Ned
Barton, for a woman who had dared
an enterprise in a new rough coun-
try.

He wondered, in a sub-conscious
sort of way, just how old she was.
Apart from this, he was bidding her
welcome to his house, turning up the
lamp as he did so.

He had told her how he had found
the baby, of his utter inability to
quiet it, of his general panic at
the situation, and so thrown himself
upon her mercy. He had thought
the older woman would be able to
come, perhaps, but that Ann Whitta-
more would not hear of. She was a
Frenchwoman who spoke little En-
glish, and was besides too old and
frail.
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The two had crossed between the
lots in comparative silence, though
the flag of truce had been run up for
the night at least.

Now, inside Barton’s house, and
by his fire, the girl acecepted the situ-
ation quite naturally. She took off
her coat and cap, and stood waiting
for action.

‘“It’s there,”’ said Barton, super-
fluously, pointing to the barricaded
chair.

“So I hear,”” she answered. *‘It
sounds as though it had been erying
for hours. Could you please get me
some warm water; quite a lot, and a
tin bath, or something to hold it. I'll
try a bath first. I’ve brought flan-
nels and things to wrap it in.”’

There was hot water in the kettle
on the box stove. Barton brought it,
and dragged out his own tin tub,
while the girl sat in the rocking-
chair, and rocked the uninvited

guest.

When the bath was ready, she be-
gan to unroll the cocoon.

Its father fixed it into this, I sup-

,”’ she volunteered. ‘‘No woman
would roll things round a baby so
many times. No, I will not need any-
thing else, thanks—yes—if you are
going over to the barn, you can leave
the: = the dog. Dogs are al-
ways company. Did you put some
milk on to get warm?”’

l(Yes."

“I’ll get it when I need it.”

‘When Barton came back from hav-
ing made the round of his stable and
cattle shelters, all was quiet in the
warm front room. The girl still
rocked before the fire, the baby in her
arms. She was singing a little
French song. Barton didn’t know
much French, but he understood what
the song meant. The baby, at last,
was quite still.

Kip, stretched at full length, slum-
bered in an abandonment to the lux-
ury of the hour.

The rocking, and the little song,
went on. Barton crossed to the fire
and stood with his back to it.
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“I'd like to know how you did
it,”’ he said, in a voice somewhat hum-
ble and appealing. ““You're a won-
der; that’s all there is to it, and it
was mighty fine of you to eome to my
help.”’

‘““Oh! any woman would have—"’
she answered shortly.

‘‘Not on your life they wouldn't,”’
returned the man.

The girl glanced up with a swift
smile.

‘“Oh, yes,"’ she said, ‘‘any woman.’’

Then she went on with the song.
Barton stood, silent. She was not
a person to be argued with, he con-
cluded. Going to the table, he picked
up the magazine page and read the
atrocious letter to her in a low voice.

“Isn’t that the limit?’’ he said,
when he had ended the last postseript.

“The limit,”’ she agreed.

For once, Barton concluded, they
thought alike, and he smiled at it.

““Yes, I fancy that man had got to
the very limit,”” Ann Whittamore
said slowly, her eyes looking into the
fire. ‘“Oh, poor fellow! Poor fel-
low!”

‘““Well, really!’”’ exclaimed Barton,
“I hardly meant that, you know; I
meant—of course—wasn’t it the limit
to bring the baby here and leave it.
‘This is the one that cries!’” Can you
beat that?”’

‘“Oh, did I misunderstand?’’ she
questioned. Then slowly, ‘‘Yes, of
course, I see. Well, I think that was
the limit, too. But I don’t believe it
will ery any more.”’

‘“Allah be praised!’’ Barton ex-
claimed. ‘‘But why don’t you think
m'l’

““For one thing, there was a pin
seratching it dreadfully, and every-
thing was tight and uncomfortable,
and its little feet were cold as ice. It
was just miserable—not sick, After
the bath it drank the warm milk, and
Just went to sleep. It's a pretty
baby.’’

The miracle sounded quite simple,
as she explained it.

“It wouldn’t have stopped crying
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for me in a thousand years,”’ said
the man.

He went to the stove, where the
kettle was singing, made some tea,
and set out supper on the table.

Ann Whittamore laid the baby in
its improvised cradle, sat down at
the table opposite Barton, and pour-
ed tea. Under the corduroy coat, she
had worn a blouse, blue and lacy—
her hair shone in the lamplight.

The man watched her almost euri-
ously. It was so long since a woman
had poured tea for him. Then he
leaned towards her, his eyes on the
soft eurve of her throat. Slowly he
raised them.

‘I am sorry—horribly sorry,’’ he
said, ‘‘about the fox-cub.”’

““And I,”” she returned, a swift
wave of colour coming to her face.
““‘I was simply unpardonable. It was
an accident.’’

‘“Just that,”” Barton replied, ‘‘and
we are neighbours—after all, you
know, Miss—Miss—Whittamore.”’

‘“Ann Whittamore,”’” she broke in,
coming to his rescue. ‘‘Those who
really know me call me Annette.”’

The clock on the wall struck five.
The girl rose and went to the window.
The morning was breaking fair. A
faint gray, tinged with pink, showed
in the northeast.

““I will wrap the baby up, and take
it home. It is morning, you see,’’ she
said,

““Home!”’ he exclaimed. ‘‘You?—
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Oh, no; it’s my problem that I will
have to work out now. I thought the
child was ill—perhaps dying—when
I went for you.”’

Ann Whittamore was putting on
her jacket. She glanced up at Bar-
ton swiftly, the little determined ex-

pression he knew, but no longer
hated, in her eyes. Then it
passed, and she smiled.

‘“‘Please,”” she coaxed. ‘‘Let me

take it; just for now. Old Madame
will love it; later its fate ecan be de-
cided.”’

The man looked around his bare
room. Certainly it was no place for
a baby. Anyway, it might start to
ery again,

‘“If you insist,”” he began, ‘‘but
only just for the present. S

‘T amsist,”’ she smiled.

So, in the gray of the morning,
they returned to Ann Whittamore’s
cottage, Kip gambolling beside them ;
Barton carrying the waif.

At the door he handed it to her.
It still slept peacefully.

“I may come over occasionally—
that is—by-and-by, to see how the in-
fant is getting on—may I not?’’ he
petitioned.

‘“Of course,”” nodded the girl.

“Didn’t you say that we are neigh-
bours?’’

Barton lifted her hand, and touch-
ed it with his lips.

““Neighbours,”” he answered, ‘‘and
friends.”




A MADONNA

From the Painting by Laura Muntz. Exhibited at the Canadian National Exhibition by courtesy of the
Honourable Sydney Fisher
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ME AND THE MILITIA
BY ROBERT BARR

ANY years ago the Militia of
M Canada joined itself with me;

the object of this union being
the greater security of the Dominion,
The combination was a gratifying suc-
cess and reflected credit on the far-
seeing statesmanship of the promot-
ers, 1 have_no wish in this historical
publication to lay claim to a greater
share in the defence of Canada than
is justly due me, but it is a significant
fact which cannot be controverted,
that since the Minitia and myself join-
ed forces, no invader has dared to set
hostile foot upon the free soil of the
Dominion. Of course, the moment
the news of our junction reached
Europe the Chancellories of the old
world at once got on their ears, as the
classic phrase has it, and claimed that
our combination was a menace to
them. They have since quieted down
and accepted the inevitable. But,
speaking for myself, I hereby put it
on record, that no thought of inter-
fering with them ever entered my
mind. I cannot answer for the Mi-
litia, of course, but my recollection
of the boys who composed it is, that
they were far from being a blood-
thirsty lot. Our motto was ‘‘De-
fence,”’ and not ‘‘Defiance,”’ and if
for awhile we did terrorise the earth
the fault ecannot, with justice, be at-
tributed to us.

It was in the charming and pie-
turesque town of St. Thomas, Ontario,
that I joined the local body of Volun-
teers, and so thoroughly was I drill-
ed that to this day when I see an in-
nocent horseman approach on the
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road I feel an inclination to drop on
my right knee, place my walking-stick
at an angle of forty-five and prepare
to receive cavalry, A year ago, in
Syria, I put a Turkish company
through the evolutions of Canadian
drill, and surprised myself, and the
company, too, at the readiness with
which all the cabalistic words of com-
mand came back to me. The Turks
proved quick to learn, which was
rather odd when you remember that
neither of us understood a word the
other was saying. However, in drill-
ing, practical demonstration goes
much farther than spoken language,
and, besides, the language used by a
British drill-sergeant is a good deal
more Turkish than it is English, No
drill-sergeant can hope to succeed
who speaks the English language with
propriety, as the old text-books on
grammar used to put it. Our drill-
sergeant used to imagine that ‘‘Shoe-
la-humph !’’ meant ‘“Shoulder
arms!’’ and no one in our company
ever had the courage to correct him.
Last Queen’s Birthday, revisiting
St. Thomas after an absence of many
years, I had the pleasure of standing
on the sidewalk and seeing my succes-
sors march past, and a well set-up,
well-drilled body of young men they
were. Little they imagined that a
veteran was viewing them with eri-
tical eyes; one who had been there
himself. Indeed, I have read that my
distinguished fellow-soldier the Duke
of Wellington in his older days fre-
quently watched the evolutions of
troops, himself unrecognized.
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I was a stranger to all the boys of
the company when I joined it, and
being a modest and retiring sort of
person, as I am still, I knew very few
of them when I forsook bloodshed,
and at this date not a single name of
those military heroes comes back to
me, except those of two of the of-
ficers. Captain Day had charge of
the company, and Neil Caswell was
lieutenant, who became captain when
Day retired. It gives me deep regret
to put on record the fact that the
troops we all unanimously desired to
fight were those of the British Regu-
lar Army, and this entirely with-
out any feeling of disloyalty to-
wards the Old Country. A sec-
tion of the British Regulars was
at that time stationed at London,
which was then situated some
eighteen miles to the north of St.
Thomas, and I suppose, unless great
changes have taken place, the mile-
age between the two cities remains
the same to-day. Added to our
other troubles was the misfortune
that periodically British officers came
down from London to inspect us and
put us through our drill. Now, the
British officer, when you meet him on
what he imagines is social equality,
is a very nice fellow indeed, usually
genial and capable, a man who knows
how to do things, and he does them
well, but he cannot help despising a
Volunteer, just as an expert in any
trade despises an amateur, and added
to this, we were Colonials in his esti-
mation, and, of course, did not
amount to anything, not belonging to
a little island twenty-one miles off
the coast of France, where he came
from. The chances are that the Bri-
tish officer of to-day takes a broader
view of things than he did at that
time. He probably knows more than
his predecessor did, but my experi-
ence of the British officer then was
that he was a conceited, swaggering
bully, and the only mistake the St.
Thomas Militia made during my con-
nection with it was that we allowed
so many Regular officers to return
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alive to London. We might so easily
have dropped them from the tall rail-
way bridge, or waylaid them on Tal-
bot Street. Still our mercy toward
them merely arose from the inexperi-
ence of youth and should not be held
against us.

One detestable little rat that came
down from London was a Major whom
I shall not name; but we called him
in the company ‘‘Old Shoe-la-
humph.”” He was an undersized in-
dividual who put on more side than
the six tallest men you will find in
Canada to-day. He wore high glazed
boots, into which his little trousers
were tucked, and the sides of the boots
he constantly slapped with a small
rattan cane he carried, marching up
and down before us, erect as a ram-
rod, with as much importance in his
bearing as if he owned Canada and
was in negotiation for the rest of the
British Empire. Our officers were
quite palpably in terror of him, and
as for us, we frankly and cordially
hated him. As my ill-luck would
have it, Major Shoe-la-humph de-
seended upon us the second time that
I had drilled with the company, when
my military knowledge had so far ad-
vanced that I knew it was the butt
of the gun that I placed to my shoul-
der, and not the other end. Captain
Day arranged his troops in two lines,
and he placed me, very kindly, in the
rear rank, in the palpitating hope that
my ignorance would be at least par-
tially eovered by the men in the front
column, who had been longer at the
trade. All went well until we came
to the bayonet drill, which called up-
on me and the others to take the
sharp-pointed triangular prog that
hung from our belts at our hips, and
snap it on the muzzle of the gun.
You whipped out your bayonet as a
Westerner draws his revolver, placed
its socket on the nozzle of the gun,
shoved it home, gave it a half-turn,
when something clicked and there it
was, or else something clicked first
and you gave it a half-turn after-
wards, I really forget at the moment
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of going to press just how it was, but,
anyhow, it was a puzzle that was be-
yond me. I fumbled and rattled away
at it, and when the command came to
Shoulder Arms my bayonet was up at
the top of my gun, wobbling about
like a loose-jointed lightning-rod in
a storm. I breathed a silent hope that
it would remain in posttion, but that
was not to be. The first order was
to jab an imaginary man on an imag-
inary horse, and that passed off all
right, because the gun was held up-
wards at an angle of forty-five. The
next order I got through by exercis-
ing great care. It was to slaughter
an imaginary infantry person in front
of us. The third movement brought
disaster; here we had to meet an
imaginary company coming up a
slope, and so had to turn our guns
over and thrust them forward and
downward. The three-cornered blade
described a beautiful are in the air,
and to my own horror and the con-
sternation of the company, it cleared
front rank, stuek point first in the
the floor, and there stood trembling,
which, indeed, I was doing myself.
The little Major, his face red with
anger, strode up to the quivering bay-
onet like a roaring British lion.

‘““That man stand forward!’’ he
eried.

I stood forward, the front rank
opening to let me through.

‘“What the devil do you mean by
that, sir?”’ he shouted, shaking his
rattan at the incriminating bayonet.

Now in spite of the fact that I was
more familiar with the adjusting of
a ploughshare than the fixing of a
bayonet I was nevertheless a free
man, and was unaccustomed to being
addressed as if I were a partieularly
objectionable kind of dog, so I had
the cheek to reply:

““Well, Major, I suppose I jabbed
the enemy so hard that the bayonet
stuck in his body.”’

This the Major regarded as insol-
ence, as doubtless it was, and he or-
dered me at once to the guardhouse,
where I was left that night to medi-
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tate on the inadvisability of trying to
be funny with one of Her Majesty's
officers,

By the time the Major came round
again 1 knew how to fasten on my
bayonet, but he had his eye on me
and ordered me out from the rear
rank into the front. My own officers
looked very uneasy at this transition,
as well they might. Strutting up and
down the rank he snapped at me:

‘““Hold up your chin, sir.”’

I endeavoured to do so, but with
indifferent success. One distinetion
between us and the Regulars was,
that we could not keep our backs so
straight, nor could we hold our chins
80 high in the air, so I suppose that
to a real military man we looked
somewhat slouchy, but, anyhow, the
Major said nothing further, but the
next time he passed me he raised his
rattan and struck me a smart blow
under the chin. I have no doubt that
this Major was a brave man and pos-
sibly before that time, and since, has
passed through many dangers with
credit to himself, but I can assure
him that he never came so close to
his death as when he struck me under
the chin with his rattan cane. His
good luck and mine carried him quick-
ly past me. He was a nervous, ener-
getie, little beggar, never long in the
one spot, while I was rather slow and
deliberate in my movements, but if
he had not got so speedily out of
striking distance I should certainly
have introduced my bayonet into his
stomach, and he would have had no
complaint to make that it wasn’t
fastened securely enough. However,
by the time he returned my chin was
high enough in the air to satisfy any-
body, and the wave of anger and re-
sentment had passed over me,

My final bout with the Major oe-
curred in the Hutchinson House, a
hotel standing on Talbot Street, then
the centre of the place, but now far
down town because of the extraordin-
ary growth of St. Thomas towards
the east. The Hutchinson House was
a square building and most of us look-
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ed on it then as probably the largest
hotel in the world, which, the chances
are, it was not. I don’t know why
the company drilled that night in
the large ball-room on the top floor,
which occupied the whole length and
breadth of the building, but at any
rate such was the case. During the
first part of the drill we acquitted
ourselves to our own eredit and doubt-
less to the satisfaction of Her Ma-
jesty the Queen, when we were allow-
ed to stand easy. There was an in-
termission of a quarter of an hour
or so, when Captain Day called upon
me to mount guard at the door with
fixed bayonet and loaded gun. When
I took my place he said, half apolo-
getically :

“The Major and the officers are go-
ing downstairs for a few moments,
but you are to allow nobody to pass.
I have chosen you because you are a
stranger in the company and it will
be less diffieult to withstand their per-
suasions than it would be for anyone
else.”’

“‘But supposing they force them-
selves past me?’’ I asked, not at all
liking the duty thrust upon me.

““What is your bayonet for?’’ in-
quired the Major sharply, impatient
at the delay.

I had some notion of answering
that it was usually for sticking in the
floor, but, having no desire to spend
the remainder of the night in a guard-
house, I kept silence. The officers
went downstairs, and, as soon as they
were gone, a number of the boys got
round me, their spokesman persuas-
ively urging me to allow them to pass.

““Tt is absurd,”’ he said with some
truth, ‘‘that the officers should go
down to guzzle at the Hutchinson
House bar while the company is com-
pelled to remain thirsty upstairs in
the ball-room, an aristocratic state of
things not to be permitted in a demo-
cratie country.’”’

“I ean’t help it,”” I answered.
““You eannot pass until Captain Day
gives permission.

¢“Oh, that’s nonsense. He only put
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you here to please the Major. The
Major is not our officer, and Day
won’t say anything. Anyhow, we’ll
all be back before they return.”’

“I’'m sorry, but I can’t allow it,”’
I persisted.

This brought forth many pertinent
remarks pertaining to my personal
appearance and character, then final-
ly one said:

“Let’s rush him. He can’t stop
us.’’

There seemed to be an inclination
to follow this advice, and I cried out
seriously :

“You ecan, of course, rush past me,
that is, all but two, and those two
will be dead, one with the bayonet,
the other with a bullet.”’

They drew apart into a group and
consulted in whispers. 1 was reliev-
ed to hear one say:

“I really believe the cuss means
it,”” for I did mean it, and was not
feeling at all happy that such was the
case. Finally, the chief spokesman
detached himself from the group and
approached me, while I, fearing some
trick, kept my level bayonet pointed
towards him.

““It’s all right,”” he said soothingly,
‘““we’re not going to attempt any
shenanagen, but look here. Let me
go_downstairs alone. 1'm going to
bring up a pail of beer. I’ll keep
clear of the officers and nobody will
know anything about it. I shan’t get
the beer here at all, but up the
street.”’

““I ean’t do it,”’ I said stubbornly.

““There’s no use in being a hog,”’
he suggested with rising anger.

‘‘Perhaps not, but it’s root hog or
die with me, while I’'m in the hog
business.”’

‘What the outcome would have been
I do not know, but some one shouted :
““It’s all right; leave him alone!’’

The company massed themselves at
the other end of the room. I saw
there was some excitement, but eould
not make out what was going on. I
was left alone by the guarded door,
like the boy standing on the burning
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deck, overcome with a feeling of re-
morse at the necessary meanness I
had been compelled to exhibit to-
wards my comrades, and yet not see-
ing any way out of it; angry also,
that they could not be made to under-
stand that I was simply endeavour-
ing to perform my duty. The erowd
at the end of the hall seemed to be
diminishing, the cause of which de-
pletion I could not guess, but I was
soon to be enlightened. Up the stair,
two steps at a time, in a towering
rage, sprang the Major, followed by
the officers,

‘““How dared you allow the men to
pass?’’ he shrieked at me.

““No one passed down these stairs,”’
I said.

““That is not true; half the com-
pany are down at the bar.”’

Before I could reply, the Captain
spoke up:

“‘I see how it is; they have gone
down in the dumb waiter,”” which
was indeed the case. The dumb wait-
er, which consisted of a sort of hand
elevator with two shelves, for bring-
ing refreshments up to the ball-room,
had been discovered by the boys, and
they had carefully lowered two at a
time, who had doubled themselves up
on the shelves. Thus, already half
the company had descended, and two
stalwart fellows were at that moment
gently lowering a couple more. The
Major acted like a flash before any-
one could stop him, scattered the
group at the other end of the room,
and either cut the ropes or thrust the
men aside; anyhow, there was an ap-
palling erash and a wild yell. The
officers stood by the door for a mo-
ment, too astonished at this rough re-
prisal to speak. After the yell, a dead
silence pervaded the large room, then
a hollow voice came up a flue saying:

‘‘If you fellows think there is any-
thing funny in doing a thing like that,
you’re mistaken, and I’ll lick the man
who did it. I believe you've killed
Sam Peters on the lower shelf.”’
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As a matter of fact, Sam was not
much hurt, although he was knocked
speechless for the time being, and the
elevator was wrecked. As the Major
went to go downstairs I presented the
bayonet point to his breast,

“You cannot pass,’’ I said.

“What!’’ he eried, all his colour
coming back. ‘‘None of your insol-
ence, sir. I'll have you punished for
presenting your gun at your officer.”’

““You are no officer of mine. 1 am
under Captain Day’s orders, and he
said, ‘Let no one puss.’”

‘““You can’t be such a fool as you
look,”” replied the angry man. ‘“‘You
know very well that does mot apply
to me.”’

““It does while I am here. You ad-
vance another step and I'll show
you."’

Now look you how muncertain a
thing popularity is. The Volunteers,
who but a moment before had been
cursing me, aectually raised a cheer
and cordially invited the hesitating
Major to advance. What might have
happened the God of War only knows,
but, providentially, Captain Day
came up at that juncture and reliev-
ed me of my guard duty.

By one of those ecurious coineci-
dences that man would not dare use
in a novel, but which often happens
in real life, I met the Major a few
years ago on the coast of Norway, a
little, old, weasened half-pay officer,
retired; as mild as new milk, It is
only fair to him to say that he utterly
denied having struck me, said he
would have been court-martialed for
doing such a thing, which is prob-
ably true if I had belonged to the
Regulars, but nevertheless the ineid-
ent happened just as I have related
it. However, the little man and I
spent some most companionable hours
together in the smoking-room, neither
of us holding any grudge against the
other for what had happened many
years ago in Canada, when the Mi-
litia and I were co-operating together.




A TRADE 1IN SONS

BY GEORGE PATTULLO

HERE was consternation in the
| Circle Bar bunk-house. Along
the wagon track leading from the
manager’s abode a female figure was
approaching, and it did not require
any extraordinary visual effort to
recognize that waddling, dignified
progress as belonging to Mrs. Gifford.
And out of the smooth, hard space
in front of the saddle shed her son
Tom was at that moment engaged in
shooting dice with two ladies from
Doghole.

Not a man in the outfit but felt a
hot flush of shame tingle up his spine
as the possibilities of this contretemps
unfolded themselves. It was no fault
of theirs that visitors were present.
This was Sunday afternoon and in
two days the summer round-up would
begin, so a dozen of them were over-
hauling saddles, blankets, and traps,
two were tinkering with the chuck-
wagon, and four more were in the
neighbouring horse corral putting the
fear of the rope and the thrall of
human will upon sundry bronchos
fresh from the mountain pastures.
The others were grouped about the
doorway of the bunk-house and on the
benches beside the dinner table; one
privileged individual actually sat in
the cook’s private room writing a let-
ter to his girl—writing with lead pen-
cil on the top of a box.

Into this seene the two ladies had
obtruded half an hour previously,
greeted with slight nods as their buek-
board drew up, and a stony silence
that nobody attempted to break until
young Gifford’s appearance from the
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kitchen, whither he had gone for
matches. He gave them welcome
as dear friends, and with the shame-
less grace that made him beloved even
of the stern wagon boss, led their
horse to the corner of the blacksmith
shop, tied him there, and then assisted
the ladies to alight that they might
view the round-up preparations.

““Them gals has got for to git, an’
git quick,’”’ announced Dave, breath-
ing heavily as he mopped the perspir-
ation from his face.

‘““How kin they git away when
they’ll have to run slap into Miz Gif-
ford? She kin see ’em whichever
ways they go,”’ retorted Uncle Henry,
fairly dancing in his anxiety.

The manager’s wife was now a
scant three hundred yards away, and
at her usual rate of progression was
due to arrive in five minutes. As the
realization of this smote upon his
numbed brain, the cook’s brow grew
stern, and he turned towards the back
door with gloomy determination.

“You sort of walk down to meet
her, careless like, Uncle Henry, an’
keep her talkin’. I’ll git rid of
these.”’

“Keep her talkin’? Me?’’ eried
Uncle Henry, in a quavering voice.
‘‘Say, Dave, you cain’t mean it.
Don’t go thataway, Dave. What’ll
I talk to her about?’’

““Why, anythin’ at all. Jist begin
easy like an’ keep her amused so she
won’t notice nothin’. You might try
her on the view or somethin’ like that.
She ain’t been hyar long,’’ said Dave
over his shoulder.
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“View?’’ bawled Uncle Henry.
‘““What view? I ain’t never seen one,
an’ I've been hyar thirty-six years.
Thar’s nothin’ round hyar but moun-
tains an’ perairie, Dave. Don’t be a
fool.”’

All such protests were froth. Uncle
Henry finally threw away his cigarette
and, with a sickly smile, sauntered
in what he imagined to be a careless
manner down the wagon track to meet
Mrs. Gifford. She saw his approach
with surprise, but greeted him pleas-
antly enough, though she was puffing
with the unaccustomed exertion of
walking; and Uncle made a capital
start by remarking that she must feel
the effort of moving in such heat a
hard task on account of her weight.
By the time she had elucidated to him
the difference between being fleshy
and merely plump, five minutes had
been gained to Dave.

“‘Shoo! eried big Dave, trotting out
to where the dice-throwing went mer-
rily forward. “‘Shoo!’’

He waved his arms as he was ac-
customed to do in scaring chickens out
of the kitchen, and the two ladies
looked up in econsternation. One was
a Mexican, black-eyed, black-haired,
the rouge heavy on her cheeks, and
her eyebrows penciled ; the second was
an American of excessively yellow
hair; and both were partial to musk.
Young Gifford stowed the dice in his
pocket.

““The missus is comin’,”” blurted
the cook. ‘‘Tom, you git back to the
bunk-house an’ be writin’ in my room.
Youall take that lil’ ol’ team of yourn
an’ hit the trail.”” Sulkily the visi-
tors rose. They relished neither the
dismissal nor the cause nor manner
of it.

“Why, I ain’t saw Tom in
months,’’ observed the blonde, ‘‘an’ to
be treated like this—it ain’t what any
lady is going to stand. Let the ol’
woman come. She won’t hurt us, an’
we won’t eat her.”

““The missus would have youall
flayed alive,’’ replied Dave.

He glanced back and beheld Mrs.
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Gifford already in the doorway of the
bunk-house. Without further cere-
mony the cook bundled the visitors
into their buckboard and started them
off over the prairie in the opposite
direction to Doghole. He treated
them with elaborate deference as they
drove off. It eost him a struggle, but
he lifted his hat, a concession that
he had tremendous difficulty in ex-
plaining to the outfit later. And
when they had become a mere speck
crawling across the face of the plain,
the cook went indoors and related in
a good-natured voice to Mrs. Gifford
how the wife and sister of the janitor
of the Fort sanitarium had driven
over with news of a patient—had he
known of Miz Gifford’s approach he
would have detained them to be in-
troduced. Mrs. Gifford had witness-
ed the departure and was convinced :
man told you, wasn’t it, mother?’’
demanded her son.

“I’ll just sit here an’ rest,”’ she
sighed, accepting the chair the cook
dusted for her, and she pulled from
a mysterious pocket in her skirt a bat-
tered envelope.

““Tom,’” she continued, ‘‘Mr. That-
cher, the owner of the Cirecle Bar, has
just written your father to say he is
sending his son out here.”’

‘“Oh, Lordy,”’ groaned Tom; ‘‘a
tenderfoot to look after. How long
is he going to stay?’’

““I don’t know. He’s going to work
here, I reckon. I hurried over to get
you because this letter was delayed
and young Mr. Thatcher may arrive
any time now. Your father wants
you to go to Doghole to meet him.’’

‘‘Let’s see the letter.”’

With an amused grin young Gifford
slowly deciphered the scrawl:

Boston, Mass.,, July 20, '06.
My Dear Gifford:

I am sending my son Richard to work
on the Circle Bar ranch. Doubtless you
can find something for him to do. It is
not my custom to make explanations, but
one is due you; and I trust implicitly in
your diseretion. I want you to make a
man of Dick. He has been a bit wild, and
what with my numerous interests here,
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which leave me so little time for family
matters, I have found it beyond me to
handle him.

Understand me—there is nothing vicious
about the boy. He couldn’t do a mean
thing. But he’s wild, just full of animal
spirits. I’ve paid his debts three times,
and my constant nightmare is that he’ll
marry a Merry Burlesquer. Don’t give
him any money, and work him harder than
any man you’ve got. If he’s like his dad,
he will flourish.

‘What about your own boy? You once
said something about him not caring for
ranch life. I might possibly make a place
for him in the railway.

I hope you made that shipment satis-
factorily.

HARVEL THATCHER.

P.8.—Dick leaves for Doghole by the
11.55 to-morrow morning.

‘“What on earth we’ll do with him
I don’t know,’’” complained Mrs. Gif-
ford. ‘I wanted Mr. Gifford to put
him to mending the water holes with
you, Tom, because I thought you’d
be company for each other. But he
said o

““That wouldn’t make a man of him.
It’s a lazy man’s job, tendin’ water,”’
interrupted the tactful Dave.

““And that’s exactly what the old
man told you, wasn’t it, mother?”’
demanded her son.

Mrs. Gifford looked helplessly at
both and was endeavouring to frame
a reply when an interruption occurred
that obviated the need. There came
the mnoise of wheels, and once more
the buckboard from Doghole drew up
before the bunk-house and a shrill,
hard voice hailed the inmates:

““Say, boys, has the ol’ woman
gone? I clean forgot my dice.
Where’s Tom? He put ’em in his
pocket.”’

The manager’s wife rose trembling
from her chair and gazed at her son
with rolling, frightened eyes. She
gasped for breath, but recovering her-
self by an effort of will, went to the
doorway and surveyed the pair.
Shaking as with palsy, she turncd
and seized him by the arms. ‘‘Tom;
Tom, dear, tell me those creatures
didn’t come here to see you. Oh, my
little Tom, they couldn’t. It isn’t
possible.”’
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“‘Mother, I can explain—-"’

¢No, you needn’t try. I’ll attend
to them.”” She walked outside and
stood shading her eyes against the
sun’s fierce glare with one chubby
hand. ‘‘Mr. Ford,”’ she called, ‘‘send
one of the boys to drive these women
off the place. If they’re within ten
miles of Circle Bar headquarters in
an hour, I'll have them whipped.”’

¢‘This is gover 'ment land,’’ shrilled
one lady in response. ‘‘an’ we've got
as much right here as you, I reckon.
We’ll git away from your ol’ head-
quarters, but we’ll take our time
movin’.  Who're you, anyway?
‘We’re jist as good as you.”’

““So this is the janitor’s wife and
his sister, Dave ?’’ blazed Mrs. Gifford.

Suddenly her tone softened and she
looked at the cook as though she had
just discovered a new personality. I
see, Dave. I’m sorry; you were doing
it for Tom, I reckon,”” And when
fat Dick had ridden off beside the
callers: ‘‘Tom, will you please take
me home? I want to talk with your
father.”’ i

Next morning a rider from the
Circle Bar ranch-house plodded
through the dust along the trail to
Doghole. His mission was twofold—
to meet young Mr.Thatcher, from
whom a telegram of the cheeriest
nature had been received at a cost of
eighteen dollars for special messen-
ger, and to post a letter. Three solid
hours of wearing effort had the man-
ager put on this epistle the previous
night, though it was not long and
was exceedingly businesslike. It
read:

Circle Bar Ranch, New Mexico,
July 25, ’06.
Mr. Harvey Thatcher, Boston Mass.

Dear Sir: Yours of the 20th inst. to
hand and contents noted. I have sent a
man to meet Richard and will put him to
work with the boys in the round-up. If
there’s any good in him it will come out
there; and what’s bad in him he’ll be so
busy he’ll forget.

As a trade I send you my son Tom. He
leaves July 27th for Boston. If you will
put him to work in the railway, as you so
obligingly mentioned, I'll be glad. I’d
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like if you made him swing a pick. I con-
fess I don’t understand Tom. He’s only
nineteen, and is a big, overgrown boy, yet
he seems like an old man in some ways—
not the right ways. He don’t like this
ranch life. I’ve tried him at everything
from punching cattle to helping the cook
and tending water, but he don’t fit in. So
there must be something wrong somewhere.

While I wouldn’t like to see the boy
stuck, I’d rather he lived on his pay. His
mother has always petted him and he’ll
borrow any time he gets a chance. He
always says he would rather owe a man
than cheat him out of it.

I trust the exchange will be mutually

profitable.
ED. GIFFORD.
P.S.—I don’t know what the Merry
Burlesquers are, but if they ain’t good for
Richard, I reckon they’re bad for Tom,
too. Steer him off,

b

The first day of the round-up was
over. The work lay in a dry section
and the boys were endeavouring to
make a pail of water suffice for the
washing of thirty men, when Reb
rode into camp with the proprietor’s
son. Reb appeared ill at ease and
came to his supper shame-faced.

‘““He’s a dude,”” he mumbled to
Uncle Henry, as the two came to-
gether in hauling out their tin plates
from the chuckbox.

Young Mr. Thatcher was all that
and worse. He had a beautiful pair
of English pigskin leggings; the
crown of his hat was neatly dented
on four sides; his sleeves were rolled
to the elbows; and a fine silk kerchief
hung gracefully about his neck above
a white silk shirt. Mr. Thatcher had
also an elaborately polished automatic
six-shooter suspended at his hip.

‘“Where’s Mr. Ford?’’ he demand-

“I’'m Ford,”” snorted the wagon
boss.

“I’'m Richard Thatcher. Mr. Gif-
ford told me to report to you.”’

““You’ll find your beddin’ over be-
side the wagon. Had your supper?
Git your plate an’ cup an’ knife an’
fork, an’ dig in. An’ say, Thatcher’’
—the wagon boss led him tenderly to
one side—‘‘what’s that thing you’re
packin’ on your hip?”’

‘“Why, a gun, of course. Why?"’

““A gun? Well, now. We never
see ’em round here. Too peaceful.
Say, put it away in your war-bag or
you’ll be shootin’ yourself.”’

““All right. Much obliged for the
tip. I’'m a bit green at this,’’ respon-
ded Thatcher, flushing.

‘““Go on now. You're joking.”

‘When the boys gathered about the
fire after supper or lay on some
favoured one’s trap to sing and tell
stories, the tenderfoot felt horribly
out of it. Not that he was intention-
ally ostracized, but the groups to
which he drifted either grew quiet
and stared reflectively into the dark-
ness at nothing, or went on with their
amusements precisely as if he had not
been there, without even a welcoming
word. After listening to several
songs, he came to the conelusion that
his finest college efforts would be in-
sipid to this audience, and so erawled
away to his bedding, which Uncle
Henry, in a moment of weakness, had
rearranged so that one could sleep
in it.

Saddle-sore, exhausted, white with
dust, and blinking red-eyed in the
terrible noonday sun, Thatcher was
one of those who held the herd next
day while Dick and Reb cut out the
cows and calves. An old yellow cow,
all legs and horns, raced away toward
a draw plentifully sprinkled with
mesquite bushes, and the tenderfoot
went after her. His horse Nigger had
eight years of this sort of work to his
credit, and after vainly trying to
guide him, Thatcher had sufficient
sense to let him go where he pleased.
The two were almost upon the cow
when she doubled back; Nigger
““turned through himself’’ in one
stride and was once more in pursuit;
but Thatcher continued on in the di-
rection they had started, not having
anticipated this move. A puncher
rushed to his help, but the boy rose
without aid, dusted himself and limp-
ed painfully to Nigger’s head, where
he stood waiting in some wonder-
ment. Thatcher’s face was red with

S —————
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shame, but he made no excuses. The
wagon boss watched him anxiously.
Would he flog the horse? The East-
erner settled himself in the saddle,
spoke an encouraging word to Nig-
ger, and went quietly back to his
post. Ford grinned nis approval.

““There’s no yellow in him or he’d
shore have licked ol’ Nigger,”’ he
commented.

Every morning the boy opened his
eyes upon darkness and gloom, and
no darkness could equal his spirits in
blackness. He was stiff and sore all
the time; a calf he had flanked had
kicked him in fifty places; he loathed
the life. Nothing out cattle and
horses every hour of day and night—
he hadn’t heard anything else fit for
mention talked about by the men.
Five days had gone by and he had
had nothing in the shape of a wash
but dabbling his hands and face with
some muddy buffalo-wallow water.
He mentioned this fact to Dave.

“Five days?’’ repeated Dave, mys-
tified. ‘‘Say, Dick, don’t you go for
to worry none yit. It’s onhealthy, too
much washin’. Wait till you’ve gone
five months.’’

Yet Thateher was making progress.
There were no longer any dents in
his hat; his sleeves were long, and in
place of the pretty English leggings
he wore the toughest pair of boots he
could borrow. The boys were begin-
ning to thaw out to him, too, and even
admitted that there might be some
merit to a song he ventured to give
them, only they were unable to see
any. And about this time, recover-
ing of his stiffness and wounds, there
surged back in him the craving for
excitement other than the normal,
healthy thrills of work—that craving
with which Harvey Thatcher, rail-
road president and mine owner, had
been unable to contend.

“Thatcher’s done gone to Dog-
hole,”” Maclovio, the horse wrangler,
shot it out at Ford as they ate sup-
“‘He passed me over to Ki-yote
Crick.”’ i

“Yes?’’ Ford’s face was impas-
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sive; he knew how to handle his men.
““I done sent him there.”” They knew
he hadn’t, but respected him for
standing up for one of his outfit and
his own dignity. And when three
days had gone by and young Thatch-
er returned, a dilapidated, nerve-
wrecked youth, they waited expect-
antly to see him ride away to head-
quarters, with orders to get his time.
Nothing of the sort happened.

““I want to see you, Dick,”’ said
Ford, and he led the way to his tarp.
““Now,’’ sitting down on it, ‘‘your
father owns the Circle Bar, don’t he?
An’ I'm wagon boss. I cain’t fire
you, because he pays. But I can say
who’ll work for me, an’ when anyone
thinks he can sneak off without leave
because he’s the owner’s son, he’s
wrong.

‘“Wait a minute. You can tell all
that to your dad. I was goin’ to send
you in an’ let Gifford do what he
liked, but I believe there’s somethin’
better in you than a shirker, Dick. So
we’ll forget this. You go to work an’
quit gambling. Oh, I’ve seen
you an’ Cotton an’ Waggoner shoot-
in’ dice. Well, that’s all.
You’ll do day herd to-morrow.’’

It was the longest speech Ford ever
made in his life.

A retort was on the boy’s lips, but
he swallowed it and walked slowly
to his bed, which Bob Saunders shar-
ed. They had worked up into the
mountains by this time, and when old
Dave’s summons roused them next
morning the peaks stood out against a
whitish-gray sky. A rosy glow sue-
ceeded the gray as Thatcher drew on
his boots. He stood up, and in the
first deep breath drank in the tang
of the mountain air. So sweet and
pure it was that the reaction came—
the thought of Doghole was nauseat-
ing. There rushed over him a love of
this vastness and solitude. Suddenly
he felt big and strong, full of a ten-
derness for all the world.

“Oh, it’s bully. It’s bully,”” he
breathed.

Ford was cinching his saddle when
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somebody approached him through
the dark.

“Mr. Ford, I—I came to say I am
sorry for the trouble I've caused.
I’m going to work now.”’

‘Whereat Ford turned swiftly and
paid the greatest tribute he know,
“T wouldn’t be surprised if you’d
make a cowhand, Dick,”’ he said.

3%

Boston, Masy.,, Dec. 21, 1907.

Dearest Mother: This is to wish you
a very happy Christmas and the same to
Dad and all the kids. Also to tell you
I am now in the division superintendent’s
office. My salary is $150 a month. That
sounds big to you, but 1t isn’t much here.

However, I save some of it. I inclose
thirty dollars for yourself and the kids as
a Christmas reminder. You will also find
inclosed another postal order for forty
which you will please give Dod. Tell him
it is to pay him back for what he sent me
last year to buy ‘‘books and Morris
chairs,’’ ete. I mever got them—in faect,
if he has preserved my letters, he’ll find
T asked three times for money for chairs.
That was due to forgetfulness.

I haven’t had a drink in ten months,
and I never do anything else you need to
be ashamed of me for. I am also sending
twenty-five dollars to go toward Uncle
Jem’s keep in the sanitarium. Give old
Dave and all the boys my best. They’re
thoroughbreds if ever there were any.

Your affectionate son,
TOM.
3k

In the month of August, two years
after his arrival at the ranch, Thatch-
er rode with the Circle Bar outfit in-
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to Doghole. Ford was in the lead,
and a certain possibility worried him,
“‘Dick, I reckon we’d better have
Jist a touch. We’ve got to put in a
day here idle.”’

‘“Go ahead without me, Mr. Ford.
You don’t mind counting me out?
I’ll take a small one and then I've
got some letters to write.’’

The wagon boss studied his face
keenly, and he chuckled as he led his
men to Nasby’s. Five minutes after-
wards young Thatcher shook up his
horse and cantered over to the Dog-
hole Eating House, where he wrote
this letter:

Doghole, New Mexico, Aug. 20, ’08.

Dear: It is long since I wrote you,
but round-up time doesn’t make for letter
writinf. Your letter of June 6th reached
me safely, though worn and frayed at the
edges because Bobby got it mixed up with
some packages of cigarette tobacco when
he was caught in a storm. The outfit is
in town, for we’re to load and ship six-
teen hundred head.

But it was not of our work, though I
love it now, nor of the boys—and I be-
lieve I love them, too, especially old Dave
—that I started out to tell you.

I’m coming home. I hope that you will
find me greatly changed. Do you remem-
ber once when I had finished a fine, long
speech about reforming and showing the
world what I could do? You remarked
dispassionately that it sounded well, but
you would like to see me prove it. Dear,
I think I have proved myself. At any
rate I am coming home that you may
judge.

JACK.
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we continue our joyous journey

down the Athabasca, but the birds
are out and about before us. An oc-
casional duck rises sharply off the
water with a whirr of wet wings, but
generally they are self-complacent
and play at ‘‘last across the road’’
with the ship, just as if they sought
trouble and despised it. The young
ducklings who have only taken to
water these few days agone, form
themselves into tiny rafts and one
might almost expeet to see a fairy
step aboard them. The fish jump out
of the water, praying to be caught.
They look like strips of silver ribbon.
Mr. Patrick O’Kelly, who is also
watching their come and go, declares
this to be a sign of rain. ‘‘When
birds fly low, lady, and when fish
swim near the surface, it is well to
bring in the clothes off the line.”” He
also says that the plover’s ery indi-
cates rain, even as does its name—the
pluvoir, or rain-bird.

There are few birds to be seen ex-
cept an occasional hawk, which seems
to have no other object than to cur-
vet about and display his elipper-
built wings for our admiration. Some-
times, he soars into the skies in order
to exercise a keen vision that covers
half the Province, or again, he ap-
pears to hang in the air with an in-
visible string, so perfect is his poise.
It is foolish to call hawks ravening
birds, and to impute evil motives to
them. We only do this because they
like chickens and other gallinaceous
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IN the morning soon after sun-up,

fowl whose end we would prefer to
be pot-pie. This is not a reprobate
taste on the hawk’s part, for, of
course, he has never read the game-
laws, nor the Book of Leviticus, and
cannot be expected to know that cer-
tain flesh, in certain localities, in cer-
tain seasons, is the particular appur-
tenance of the genus homo. In truth,
we are so uninstructed in these laws
ourselves that the Government must,
perforce, keep game-wardens and the
churches must keep preachers to edu-
cate us more fully.

The Athabasca River, Mr. O’Kelly
calculates, is about eight hundred
feet wide and about twelve feet deep.
Its current is about five or six miles
an hour. The less said about its col-
our the better. At Athabasca Land-
ing, they use the water as a top-dress-
ing for the land.

I get on well with Mr. O’Kelly be-
cause he does not mind answering
questions, and I am rather stupid
and do not understand irony, a fact
now published for the first time.

Mr, Patrick O’Kelly started on
“‘his own’’ thirty years ago in Mani-
toba. His name isn’t really O’Kelly,
but in this country a name is neither
here nor there. He homesteaded one-
hundred-and-sixty statute acres, but
to be a farmer one had to possess a
capacity for waiting, and he didn’t
possess it. After this, be became a
prospector. Now, in prospecting, a
man does not have to wait: his money
is always discernible to the eye of
faith. Mr. O’Kelly still holds his on
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this unnegotiable, spiritualistic plane.
In the meanwhile, he is boss of a big
Jlumber ecamp over Prince Albert way.
He used to be a captain on this river,
but he doesn’t captain any more.
Some of these days he intends to take
a wander back home. He hears that
northern folk are foreigners in the
South. This last remark is made with
a rising inflection as if an answer
were expected.

‘Who would have thought such a
pathetic fear to be lurking under so
confident and so square-shouldered an
exterior? I can see now why Mr.
O’Kelley finds it hard to get away.
Without letting him know that his
secret is suspected, I try to explain
how it is the northerners who have
changed. We pioneers talk of going
home, but we really never go back—
that is, the persons who went away.
This may be equally true of all mi-
grants who go into a far country,
whether it be Abraham who went into
Ur of Chaldea, or Reginald of Ox-
ford, who goes into Saskatchewan.

There are several seribes on board,
and one of them, ‘‘a editor in hu-
man form,”’ gives us greeting and
joins our company. He is a thin,
straight, young fellow with a lik-
able face, but his hair is shockingly
awry.

““So you are an editor,”’ says Mr.
0’Kelly. ““Your unpeaceable tribe
has committed much damage in this
country.”’

““What do you mean by ecalling us
a tribe? I conceive that you are an
old fool and perhaps a Liberal in
polities. Although I am an editor,
and by no means proud, I consider
myself to be much better than you.”’

‘“Young person! you mean you are
no worse,”’ answers Mr. O'Kelly;
“put in faith, I meant no offence,
and I am not a Liberal.”’

Being thus reassured, the editor
proceeds to discuss his diffieulties
with us. He has been treated with
great unfairness in one of the north-
ern towns. They gave him a fine
mouthful of promises when he went

”
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there, but they gave him nothing else,
They failed to pay their subscriptions
and their advertisements, so that he
had to leave the place naked and
ashamed. Someday, he is going to
write a story in an American maga-
zine and describe this town as a real
estate office in a muskeg. It will be
marrow to his bones, and he will let
the magazine have the story for noth-
ing.

Or worse still, he will tell the truth
about all the leading ecitizens; he will
set it down without equivocation or
shadow of turning.

“‘But you wouldn’t do this latter,”’
I argue; ‘‘only a man with ink for
blood could do so terrible a thing.’’

““On the contrary, lady,”’ snaps he,
““I shall take blood for ink, that is
what I will do.”’

“But,”” said I, ‘‘you must expect
to be beat a few times in your life,
little man, if you live such a life as
a man ought to live, let you be as
strong and healthy as you may.’’ This
was quite a clever answer, and I wish
Charles Kingsley had not said it first,
then it would have been original with
me.

This young editor talks with so
much vigour and so many gesticula-
tions one might think he was acting
a picture for a biograph machine. It
is a pity his political heroes do not
avail themselves of his services. As
a fighter, the dear lad would have a
fine genius if properly incited; also,
he has a marvellous vocabulary of
flaming adjectives.

There is an Indian woman on the
ship who is married to a white man
who seems most kind to her. The
northern woman who interpreted the
Tea Song for me says this man be-
lieves the world well lost for love, his
heart being very full and his head
very empty. You will observe that
this northern woman is a philosopher,
probably owing to the fact that she
has had little to read and plenty of
time to think. She was born in this
country over fifty years ago, but was
educated in the South. At the age
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of sixteen, she married a Factor of
the Hudson’s Bay Company and is
now his widow. This year agone she
has been in Europe, but has returned
once more to her native North, with
its hidden wilds and yet unhappened
things. T tell you that some secret
presage lies upon this land and one
who has sensed it must come back
again and again to its intangible al-
lurement. It may be the strong
austere spirit that holds one; or the
vast voids of the sky with their blue
and gold, and blue and silver. Or
it may be that Tornarsuk, the great
devil of the Aretie, who rides on the
wind, steals from their breasts the
midget souls of humans so that they
belong to him and must follow whi-
ther he wills. It is not for me to
know the reason, or to tell it to you,
for I am southern born and cannot
construe aright.

Time was when this woman only
tasted flour once a year. It was on
New Year’s Day, when her mother
baked cakes for the gentlemen who
came to pay their respects to her—
the doctor, the missionary, the clerks
at the post, or the visitors from other
posts. On the first of these occasions
her mother, with an ill-grounded con-
fidence, passed the plate of cakes to
the earliest visitors, so that there
were no cakes left for the callers who
came afterwards.

When flour became more plentiful,
it was her mother’s custom to have
cakes every Sunday evening. A cake
was baked for each member of the
family and one for the plate. No one
dreamed of taking the last cake. It
would have been accounted a gross
breach of etiquette to have done so,
and one not to be thought of.

‘““But what became of it?’’ I ask;
““who ate it ultimately ? Surely some
one knew?”’

Apparently no one did, for I am
answered by a lift of one shoulder,
suggestive of ignorance and possibly
indifference—a little defensive shrug
which precludes further intrusion in-
to the subject.
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It is unkind of her to leave me with
this worrying problem, for there are
fifty-two cakes a year to be disposed
of, and T may never hope to dispose
of them alone.

The Indian woman who has the
white husband gives me bon-bons
from a box she purchased in Edmon-
ton last week. Nothing so makes for
confidence in women as to eat sweets
together. Authors write much about
breaking bread and the sacredness of
salt, but, in actual life, nothing ce-
ments friendship like chocolate drops.
This is why the woman opens her
heart to me and says she desires to
write a book—a great book about the
white people, of whom she knows
many things. I have no doubt she
does, and that if she put down all
that is in her heart without one
glance at the gallery, and without
trimming her language to the rules
of syntax, her book would be the lit-
erary sensation of the year.

She wants to know if ever I wrote
a book.

Now, once I did, but it was a sim-
ple book, and wise people did not
care so much as one finger’s fillip for
it, but some time I am going to put
all their counsel together and compose
a really great onme. It will not be
disjointed, but will flow along with-
out a break in the smooth, natural
way people talk when they are alone
with their families. It shall concern
psychic phenomena, yearnings, root-
causes, the ‘‘untrammeled’’ life,
strange decadencies, and things like
that. It shall be paradoxical, epi-
grammatie, erudite, even vitriolic. I
will pierce the self-conceit of these
Canadians and tell them they have
need to mend their manners; that they
are primitive beasts—even Diproto-
dons.

Now the Diprotodon was a kind of
ferocious kangaroo, carnivorous and
‘predaceous, which lived in the Ter-
tiary Period, and had a skull three
feet in length. Those who are not of
this species, I shall designate as
fanatics who cling to worn-out shib-
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boleths over which they snarl like
pestilent dogs; or prigs who affect
neurotic cults that are exceedingly
false and not native to this country.
I will be superior and insufferably
arrogant so that they may be vastly
annoyed with me and rage like the
Psalmist’s ‘‘heathen.’”’ I shall not be
kindly to any, mnor say them fair
words, no matter how much I may
desire to, nor how much it hurts me
to tell lies.

Then will the wise people take their
pens in hand to say that ‘‘this writer
is possessed of the discriminating
sense to an extraordinary degree. She
has vision, luminosity, verve, tech-
nique, and artistic self-restraint,
these, and other palpable qualities
which bid us hope, in spite of all
which has been said to the contrary,
that the time is not so hopelessly re-
mote when Canada may lay some
small claim to having a literature of
her own.”’

“0, Me! O, Me!”” This is what
they will say, and I will laugh in my
throat and in my sleeves. I will not
care the point of one pencil what they
say, so long as they refrain from us-
ing the adjective ‘‘breezy.”” When
a northern woman goes visiting and
the wise people wish to be kind, they
all apply this word to her. When
the dubious visitor looks into the die-
tionary for the exact meaning of
““‘breeze,”” she finds it stands for
either ‘‘an uproar,”” or ‘‘a gentle
gale.”” People have been murdered
for less obvious errors, so that all wise
people will please to be forewarned.

If you were to ask here what the
Indian woman wished to write in a
book about the white people, I would
not be able to tell you, for, at this
juncture, we all forgot to talk and
crowded to the prow of the vessel to
see a moose that swam boldly ahead
of us in the river. He kept far enough
away to be out of range, so that no
one shot him. I use the word
“‘shot’’ in deference to the untaught
urban folk into whose hands this ar-
ticle may pass. What the men really
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desired to do was to ‘‘trump’’ him.

We did not see him take to the
bank for we took to the bank our-
selves in order to load wood for the
engine. He is a worthy gentleman,
the moose, and should be well esteem-
ed. Dropped in a thicket, hunted by
wolves, unprotected save by his sharp
hoof, which, however, will rip any-
thing softer than a steel plate, he
ranges the forests till his antlers are
full-branched, and then, at the age
of three, without costing the Provinece
or the Indian a cent, he tips the scales
at a thousand pounds of meat.

We are invited to the tent of Mrs,
Jack Fish, who receives us seated.
This is not owing to any lack of hos-
pitality on her part, but because she
is very old and quite blind. The Ob-
late Brothers say she is over a hun-
dred years old, and truly she might
pass for the honourable great-grand-
mother of all Canada, Her son, with
whom she lives, minds a wood-pile on
the Athabasea, but in the winter he
has a house of logs at Tomato Creek,
to which he retires. All Indians live
in tents from preference, and not
from the sordid reason assigned them
by the would-be poet, who declares
that ‘‘Itehie, Mitchie lives in a tent’’
for ‘‘he can’t afford to pay the rent.”’
There are no rented houses in this
country, and no man has ever heard
of a landlord. Every person holds
his house, or his several houses, in fee
simple. In Great Britain, these resi-
dences would be designated as ‘‘shoot-
ing-boxes.”’

Neither would it be a sign of men-
tal superiority on the part of the tra-
veller to consider Jack Knife’s job a
menial one. Banking situations or
Provineial polities may have an im-
portance in the fence country, but in
boreal regions the prime test of in-
telligence is a knowledge of how to
handle a boat or an axe.

Madam, our hostess, informs the
Factor’s widow that she keeps quite
yve]l, except for an evil and torment-
ing spirit in her chest. She desires
to know who are in our company, and
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when she learns that the Okimow, or
Great Chief of the Peace River Coun-
try, is one of us, she asks for tobacco.
Ah! the Chief at Fort Edmonton
would be generous to her, but he is
dead, and now there is no tobacco to
soothe her pain. When she was young
her people fought with the Blackfoot
tribe in the Bear Hills, and many of
the Crees were scalped. She fled
through the forests to Fort Edmon-
ton, carrying her two children on her
back, but there was much rain and
she was almost drowned ecrossing the
rivers. That was many, many nest-
ing moons ago, and now she is old and
her pipe is empty of tobacco.

“‘Is the kind lady going down the
River to find a man?”’

No! the kind lady has white hair
and her man is dead.

““May be it is the Okimow?’’

No! the Okimow has a wife in the
South, with brown hair.

Ah, well! Ah, well! but it was dif-
ferent when she was young. Then
every woman’s skin was full of oil,
and for her there were many braves.

After she has been led into the
open, and has had her picture taken
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with us, the great Okimow takes her
back to her blankets and fills her lap
with a heap of pungent tobacco. It
will be many moons before our hon-
ourable great-grandmother requires a
fresh supply. ‘‘An old struggler,’’
that is what I call her, after the beg-
gar-woman who asked Sir Walter
Scott for alms.

The religion of the gentle Nazarene
has cut the fighting sinews of the In-
dians. This was why the Christian-
ized Hurons were brushed off the
earth by the tigerish and wunap-
proachable Iroquois. The Hurons be-
came soft, and being soft, they be-
came a prey. In some inexplicable
way, we Anglo-Saxons have managed
to keep our bumps of veneration and
combativeness well partitioned or
estranged, and so keep mastery of the
changeling tribes who permit them to
commingle. This is why the Indians
are a dying race in a new country.
This is why our honourable great-
grandmother whimpers for tobaceo in-
stead of hurling us over the bank
and throwing her camp-fire on the
top of us. I could almost find it in
my heart to wish that she had.

The title of Mrs. Murphy’s sketch for the January number is ¢ The Parting of the Rivers.”

THE MISSION BABY

By JEAN BLEWETT

Seems to enfold her in a close embrace,

THE quaint old garden with its fragrant gloom

A little human flower among the bloom,
A little human flower all light and grace.
Oh, wells of wonder are her dear dark eyes,
And gravely tender her unsmiling face!
Past the proud roses stray the dimpled feet:
Red roses, white, and of a sunset glow;
Past phlox, and pink, and wall-flower warm and sweet,
To where the daisies wild dance to and fro
To the mad piping of the winds that blow.
Ah, then the wonder of the dear dark eyes
Is lost in laughter, and the dimpled feet
With all the black-eyed Susans dancing go.



A VENICE NIGHT

From the Painting by J. W. Morrice.
Exhibited by the Canadian Art Club.
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HE driving snow smote upon

I his face, as Teddy Aldridge

trudged doggedly over the see-
ond Glen Road bridge into that ex-
clusive residential section of Toronto,
North Rosedale. Dusk was falling,
and across the double row of bril-
liant electric lights the snow drove
in ‘almost horizontal lines or swirled
with strange convolutions under pres-
sure of the gusts. From the ravine
below came the moaning of the trees
as they wrestled with the wind.
Teddy settled his chin deeper into
his upturned collar, thrust his glove-
less hands farther into the pockets
of his overcoat, and- plodded into the
storm. There was something in his
gait which spoke of disappointment,
something beside the storm which
seemed to hinder his progress. It was
as though he hesitated to go on, but
must.

Still, it was Christmas eve, and he
was homeward bound. Teddy—
Theodore, to give him the name with
which he was christened and which
he signed to his sketches—was by way
of being an artist. That he was this,
and a great one, his wife had no
doubt whatever. With those to whom
he sought to dispose of his work, it
was another matter. He had spent
the day going from ome advertising
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ageney to another in an effort to make
immediate sale of a couple of studies
which he carried under his arm. He
had failed, and with his failure came
the prospect of a dismal Christmas
in the tiny bungalow which he had
builded with his own hands in a little
clump of pine trees, yonder, on the
hill,

All the way up Yonge Street, for
he had walked to save the solitary
nickel in his pocket, he had looked
longingly into the store windows
where the appurtenances of a merry
Christmas were displayed in such al-
luring profusion. He had thought,
with inereasing bitterness, how small
a part of this horde of good things
would have served to meet his small
requirements. It was as hopeless as
trying to borrow a dime in a grave-
vard of dead millionaires—a dime or
a million, it would be all the same!

Now he must go home and tell
Molly that he had failed, and it hurt
him to feel in advance the disap-
pointment that would be in her heart.
He knew that she would contrive to
keep it from showing in her face. He
had known in advance that no one
would be buying anything on this fes-
tive day, which was almost a part of
the feast- day itself. But he was a
confirmed optimist, and, for once he
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I was feeling a bit down myself until I saw that

had consented to allow his wife and
little son to pose for pictures to be
used for commercial purposes. That
one of the round and laughing Teddy
junior would make an ideal Ad. for
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any breakfast food; the other, for
which Molly had posed, would glorify
the advertising of the finest tooth-
paste. But they had not sold, and
Teddy was bitterly disappointed.



THE NEW BOY

He had erossed the bridge and was
passing through that conglomerate
collection of residences which line the
main thoroughfare of this distriect.
Some of them were beautiful ; others
positively ugly; few were sufficiently
isolated to allow of their being con-
sidered as architectural units. His
artistic sense was not pleased; he
preferred, he thought, his own ama-
teur attempt at a bungalow, back
there on the hill.

One thing, however, appealed to
him in the houses he saw about him;
it was the warm lights cast upon the
snow from their brightly illuminated
windows, and the evident appearance
of Christmas cheer within. All the
rooms into which he could see were
profusely decorated with holly, mis-
tletoe, and long festoons of ever-
greens garnished with gay erimson
ribbons. Now and then, he caught
a glimpse of the top of a Christmas
tree, brave with tinsel hangings, the
candles waiting to be set alight. He
positively winced with envy.

How fortunate, he thought, were
these folk to whom Christmas
brought but one more opportunity
to rub the magie lamp of their riches.
The Genie of Pleasure must immedi-
ately attend. Suddenly a pang of
sympathy, pity even, cluteched at his
heart. He stopped in his tracks, for,
in front of the house opposite where
he stood, was an automobile; it was
the unmistakable doctor’s brougham.

What a terrible thing for anyone
to be sick on Christmas eve! There
was something incongruous in the
idea of sorrow connected with this
prosperous-looking mansion at this
season of festival and rejoicing, Sick-
ness in the homes of the poor was
more fitting; somehow, it merged
in the unity of their general sur-
roundings. But the rich who were
so well equipped to meet all the re-
quirements of this season, human
and artistic; surely it was out of
place that ome of them should be
stricken thus. The thing was grotes-
que almost.
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He felt a great surge of thankful-
ness sweep over him, as he thought
of his own little home as he had left
it that morning. Molly had stood
at the window, holding up the erow-
ing youngster; both were smiling
happily as they waved him a cheery
good-bye. They might be poor, which
was especially inconvenient and em-
barrassing just at Christmas-time;
but at least they had health. A cold
wave of fear swept back to his heart
as he wondered how long this might
be so, should their present straighten-
ed circumstances remain unimprov-
ed. Now at least they were safe.

A moment sinee, he had con-
sidered it a tragedy that, for this
one year, there could be no pro-
per celebration of Christmas for his
little son. It hurt him that this day,
which is before all others the festival
of little children, was not to be given
its full significance to his own child.
He had been resentful at the sight
of the over abundance of these others,
while he was denied even the little
that he needed. Now he could find
room in his heart for nothing save a
great thankfulness that sickness had
never stalked in at the door of his
little home, and an aching pity for
the owner of the great house before
which stood that ominous doetor’s
brougham. He was luckier than this
man, whoever he might be,

He stood gazing through the fall-
ing snow at the gloomy front of the
mansion. All the windows were dark
except one on the first floor up, and
there the dim light of o sickroom
showed palely on the closely-drawn
blind. The snow had completely
covered the top of the doector’s
brougham; he had evidently been in
the house for a considerable time.
Now Teddy noticed a figure ap-
proaching through the snow. The
man was close before he had seen
him, for the whiteness underfoot had
silenced his steps. Teddy saw that
the man’s face was drawn and hag-
gard as he passed under the light of
the nearest street lamp.
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“ How small a part of this horde of good things would have served to meet his requirements”

““Good night,”” said the stranger,
as he drew nearer. Teddy fancied
there was a note of something that
was almost hostility in his voice, and
that the man was eying him curiously.

““A merry Christmas to you, sir,”’

0t

said Teddy, his heart filled with
the spirit of the season. He noticed
that, despite his haggard appearance,
this man was little older than him-
self; his clothes looked a good deal
better than his own.
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‘“Huh, it may be merry enough
for some,”” growled the other un-
graciously.

““Look over there,”” returned
Teddy, indicating the house across
the street, ‘I was feeling a bit down
myself, until I saw that. Whatever
may be lacking in my home to-night,
there is the wife and the youngster
in it; and no doctor, nor any need
of one.”’

His words did not seem to have
any markedly cheering effect upon
his hearer; but Teddy continued his
effort to invade the taciturnity  of
the other. -

“That poor fellow over there is
likely waiting right now for the de-
cision of the doctor; and I faney that
all his money is mighty little conso-
lation to him, unless it is because it
allows him to have the doctor, and
a good one.”’

““Yes,”” replied the other, ‘‘he is.”

““It’s a terrible thing to wait for
a doctor to speak,”” Teddy ran on,
““1 remember the night my little boy
was born. It was like waiting for
the jury to come in and the Day of
Judgment, all in one. I’ll bet that
fellow over there would be glad to
trade places with me right now, even
if he wasn’t going to be able to have
2 Christmas tree for the kid and a
handsome present for the wife.”’

‘“He would, indeed!”’

There was something so emphatic
in the assent of the other that Teddy
was convinced his little homily had
not fallen on stony ground.
of the other that Teddy was con-
vineed his little sermon had not fallen
on stony ground.

‘“Christmas seems to look sort of
blue to you, too?’’ asked the strang-
er, a touch of sympathy creeping in-
to his voice.

“It did until I saw that doctor’s
machine in front of that house,’’ an-
swered Teddy very gently. ‘‘Then I
felt sorry for that rich man; and
that is quite a luxury for a poor devil
of an artist.”’

““Why, what’s your trouble?’’ ask-

ed the other, showing the awakening
of a warmer interest than he had yet
appeared to be taking in their con-
versation.

“Nothing very much — now,”’
Teddy replied quickly. “‘I guess I
only thought it was trouble. And
still,”” he went on, ‘‘it’s always seem-
ed to 1e that there should be a pro-
per Chr:stmas for every little child.
I mean a (ree with candics and gifts.
It takes so little, when a kid is young;
and it bears such big interest in all
the years that follow. It seems to
me that, if a youngster goes out in
the world with a long line of Merry
Christmases behind him, he can never
be discouraged or beaten as easily as
smne poor little devil—no matter how
rich he may be—who has to think of
any grief or disappointment econ-
neeted with the day.”’

“I.guess you're right,”’ replied
the other thoughtfully,

“I know 1 am,”’ declared Teddy.

Then the econversation wandered
to generalities. They talked of the
snow; of how the neighbourhood was
Luilding up ; how but a few yvears be-
fore it had been a golf course; and
but a little time before that, open
fields and woods. Teddy noticed that
the man’s attention wandered; but
that, whenever he made as if to be
upon his way, the other seemed pos-
sessed by a desperate eagerness to
cling to his company and conversa-
tion. The man was continually
v.atehing the house across the road:
wherever his eyes might wander, they
were sure to return quickly to that
dimly lit window on the first floor
up. He was nervous and dis-
trait; and was forever building little
piles of snow with his feet, only to
kick them over as soon as they were
built. Onee when he gazed toward
the bridge, Teddy remembered the
number who had hurled themselves
from its height, and almost laid a de-
taining hand upon his companion’s
arm, but a moment later the man was
once more regarding that window
across the way.
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In a burst of confidence, following
a discussion of log fires and Christ-
mas, Teddy came to tell that he had
bought a quantity of paving brick
to build the fireplace in his little
bungalow. The other was interested
and Teddy continued his tale, telling
how he had found the plan for the
bungalow in a woman’s magazine
which his wife had bought to aid in
the building of a gown. He told
where he had bought his lumber, and
what he had paid for it.

Then the door of the house across
the street was opened; a tall man
carrying a long black satchel hur-
ried down the steps. Teddy heard
a great, gasping intake of breath at
his shoulder; and the man beside him
broke forward, calling to the physi-
cian as he went.

““Oh, doctor, what—How is she?’’
the voice was tense, eager, tremu-
lous.

““Ah, there you are, Grant, old fel-
low!”’ answered the doctor heartily,
coming forward with outstretched
hand. ‘‘My dear boy, I congratulate
you. The biggest Christmas gift
you’ve had in all your life, a splen-
did boy. Your wife, too, will do
nicely. You are a lucky fellow this
Christmas eve!’’

So this was the man whose trouble
had healed his own! It had come
only to give place to a greater joy;
and, with it, had gone his sympathy
for the one who supported him in
his hour of trial. The man had been

ready enough to accept his fellow-
ship while their
made them kin.

misfortunes had
Now this other had
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forgotten him as soon as his own had
been cleared away. It was always
so. There was an impassable barrier
between the rich and poor. He was
glad that the man’s sorrow had been
healed ; but—

Teddy turned and plodded wear-
ily up the hill. All at once he
knew that he was tired. For the first
time, he felt that it was a long walk
up to the little bungalow under the
big pine trees. He trudged onward,
mounted the hill, and had just cross-
ed the rickety old bridge which led
to that newer section where he lived
when he was passed by a purring mo-
tor car lurching tremendously on
the uneven road. It looked, he
thought, very much like that doe-
tor’s brougham. ;

As he drew near the little bunga-
low, he could see the light shining
from the south window through the
trees. Molly would be waiting to
hear his news. He could see her
bravely trying to smile when he told
her that he had been unsuccessful.
Then he noticed a red light, like a
danger signal, before the house out
in the roadway.

““Confound them,”” he muttered,
““forever tearing up the roads;
they’re bad enough when they leave
them alone.”’

As he came closer, the door of the
bungalow opened, and a figure pass-
ed out. The red light before the
house began to move away, and he
saw it was the tail-light of a motor
car. He broke into a run as it whisk-
ed around the corner of the side road
leading out to Yonge Street. Tt was




AFTERMATH

a doctor’s brougham, he was sure of
that.

Breathless, he reached his door,
and burst into the house. His wife
was sitting at the table euriously re-
garding a small, white envelope that
lay on the red cloth. She looked up
as he entered.

‘“What is it?’’ he eried, his voice
shaken., ‘“What’s the matter with
the kid?”’

““Nothing, dear, nothing,’’ the wo-
man answered in  astonishment.
“How excited you are Do be quiet
or you’ll wake him.”’

“The doctor;”” he ran on, unheed-
ing her warning, though wonder now
rose above the terror which had been

183

in his voice,
doing here?’’

“There was no doector here, dear,
Whatever made you think of such a
thing? It was a Mr, Grant who call-
ed. He left this note for you. He
said I mustn’t open it till you eame
home, He said you’d know all about
it. And—oh, yes, he said the doctor
drove him up—I don’t know what
he meant!’’

But Teddy was hastily
open the envelope. A erisp, new,
fifty-dollar bill fell out upon the
table; and with it a card, On this
was written :

“With a Merry Christmas, from
the new boy to the other!’’

“What was the doector

tearing

AFTERMATH

By PAULINE JOHNSON

HE wide, warm acres stretching lazily,

T Roll out their russet silence to the sea,
Bared to the winds that whisper ceaselessly

Of homing time and landward-lying things.

Along the uplands, vagrant locusts whirr
Themselves through sunshine, and within the blur
Of purple distances, the faint, far stir

Of some lone haymaker that seythes and sings.

Across the marsh, reclaimed from seas that ereep
Against the sheltering dykes, the droning sweep
Of sickles, where the long salt grasses sleep,

Hushed in the peace that near fulfilment brings.




SETTING THE TIRE

From the painting by Blair Bruce in the Canadian National Gallery

DIEPPE
From the painting by J. M. Barnsley in the Canadian National Gallery.
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THE PROFILE

From(the Painting by Gertrude Des Clay es. Exhibited by the Ontario Society of Artists.
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THE HAPPY MISHAP

BY ETHEL SAMUEL

day. Late as it was in the af-

ternoon, Bill Summers — to
quote Mr, Formby—was ‘‘standing
at the corner of the street.”” He
ought to have been home long ago,
but had been ashamed to go there;
his pockets were empty, and there
was the Christmas dinner to think of.

As a matter of fact, his week’s
wages were resting in the Black
Bull’s till. The early afternoon
had been spent there with his fellow
workmen,

Given the right kind of compan-
ions, and William might have shap-
ed into one of the best of husbands
and fathers. But, lacking backbone,
he succumbed to evil communications;
his good manners being corrupted by
his friends—of the so appallingly
common, never-quite-drunk, never-
quite-sober type.

Just as dropping water wears away
stone, so the constant tippling had
blunted Bill’s better feelings. But
they were not quite dead; the life
in them bubbled up now—now that
he was away from the faseination of
the public-house. Realizing that his
pockets were empty and that the
cupboard would be bare on the mor-
row, he was filled with remorse to
overflowing point.

Thoughts of his wife and child
made him indignant. With the so-
phistry of the weak-willed, he blamed
everyone but himself.

6187

CIIRISTMAS Eve fell on Satur-

Why should Emma and the kiddie
go hungry—when thousands of others
less deserving than they—would sit
down to-morrow to turkey and plum
pudding and no end of luxuries?
Why could others have enough money
to have a drink or two with their
pals—that was his euphemistic way
of deseribing an orgy—whilst he, if
he did so, had to suffer for it after-
wards, by witnessing the hunger and
want of those he loved? It was not
fair—not just. No wonder those
chaps stood up at the street corner
and spouted Socialism. He felt like
being a Socialist himself,

Suddenly an idea—surely born in
the lower regions—shaped in his
mind. He had been employed, dur-
ing the week, in redecorating a flat,
ready for an incoming tenant. Whilst
on the job he had got to know the
occupants of the adjoining suite of
rooms—Number Six,

The introduction eame about
through the child of Number Six,
Bobbie, a manly little fellow, who
was glad to be able to air his views
on Boy Seouts, for he told Summers
his mother and father didn’t ap-
prove of scouting, and said he was
not to talk nonsense when he broach-
ed the subject,

_ Confidentially he let the painter
into a tremendous secret: he was go-
ing to boarding-school next term!
When he got there he meant to 20
Into training. He couldn’t join the
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Secouts till he was eleven, but he could
be getting up all the rules and regu-
lations so as to be ready—couldn’t
he?

Bill proved a sympathetic listener.
Rough fellow as he was, there was a
soft corner in his heart for all chil-
dren; his own ‘‘kiddie’” was but two
years of age. Busy with his brush
on the outer door, he painted men-
tal pictures of his own baby—when
she should reach the age of the boy
at Number Six.

Then the mother—Mrs, Nestor—
spoke to him. Returning from a
shopping expedition — laden with
Christmas parcels—she had difficulty
with her latechkey; Bill went to her
help.

As he pushed open the door for
her to enter he caught a glimpse of
the luxuriously-furnished suite of
rooms. A wave of envy swept over
him. Why wasn’t he able to provide
such a cosy nest for his Emma?

Memory of it was troubling him
when, having serewed his courage to
the sticking place, he walked down
his own street and reached his own
poor home. As he slouched in, his
wife came to greet him, quietly help-
ing him off with his great-coat and
hanging it—trim and tidy little body
that she was—on a peg. Then, re-
turning to his side, she held up her
face expectantly, and said:

“Bill, dear, how late you are!
Christmas Eve, too. It’s just on five
o’clock. And you always knock off
at twelve o’clock on Saturdays.”’

There was no kiss given; instead
Bill flung himself surlily into a chair.

‘“Where have you been since—’’

¢Oh, don’t ask so many questions.
You’re enough to jaw a man’s head
off. I'm tired!”’

The wife turned away; she hadn’t
any belief in the wisdom of letting
husbands see tears. And she could
not very well repress her own—the
symptoms were so eloquent; there
would be no Christmas dinner for
them. The rent—poor, hard-working
soul—she had contrived to pay—

fruit of the little card in the win-
dow: ‘‘Needlework done here.”’

She had hoped to pay herself that
back out of Bill’s money. Because
there were so many little things she
had mapped out to purchase with her
own earnings—small enough, God
knows | —things that the replica of
herself, little Emma, needed. Alas!
the sparkle in bright little eyes would
grow dim; the promised visit of
Santa Claus would not be paid.

““Don’t want any dinner.”’

His observation grunted out as he
saw his wife open the oven door. He
was in a mood even to quarrel with
his food.

“It’ll do you good, Bill.”’

She took off the covering plate,
and the smell of savoury food steam-
ed up in front of him. Although she
would not have expressed it so in
words, she was alive to the policy of
feeding the brute.

“Your favourite dish, too,”” she
added, ‘‘tripe and onions.”’

‘“All right. Leave it there.”’

The feeling of shame developed
again. The best of wives—he owned
that in his heart—and to treat her
so! Drawing his chair up to the
table, he made a pretence of eating;
but all appetite had left him.

‘“Where’s the kid?’’ he asked.

‘‘ Asleep—bless her! Do you know,
to-day she said ‘Tank you’ quite
plainly, Bill.”’

And then her tongue rattled on
with a mother’s eloquence, for she
was talking of the heart of her heart,
the soul of her soul. A softer ex-
pression erept on to the man’s face as
he listened to the catalogue of mar-
gellous things his child could say and

0.

Thrusting aside his half-eaten din-
ner, he drew a pipe and pouch from
his pocket. The emptiness of the lat-
ter chased away the soft feeling.
Shake the pouch as he did, he eould
not get so much as half a pipeful of
tobaeco to smoke. Snorting angrily,
he put the clay in his mouth and
sucked at it noisily, the stale mois-
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ture in the pipe bubbling in the
stem,

Emma cleared away the dinner
things—in silence. Then, in a half-
halting, wholly nervous way, she put
on her hat and jacket. Catching up
a market basket, she began, in a tim-
orous voice:

‘I think I'll do my shopping now,
Bill—being Christmas Eve—before
the streets get too crowded.”’

““Oh, will you?’” The feeling of
shame was stronger than ever, but
he thought to cover it by bullying.
“P’raps you’ll tell me how you’'re
going to do it?”’

“Your money, Bill. Weren’t you
paid?’’

‘“Of course I was,”’ he burst out
angrily, seizing the slightest pretext
to hang his temper on. ‘Do I look
like a mug that would work for noth-
ing?”’

“N-no.”” The reply came slowly,
despairingly. ‘‘I see—you’ve been
drinking again, Bill! Oh, how could
you, how could you!—and at Christ-
mas time, too.”” Her tears were plain
enough now—for once she had not
been able to hide them—had he been
able to look her in the face. ‘‘After
all your promises, too!’”’

““Now, don’t start preaching, or
I'll land you one across the—’

“Bill! How dare you!”’

She started back in her amaze-
nient. Then her eyes flashed and her
bosom rese and fell in her indigna-
tion. Even a worm may be goaded
to turning-point.

‘“Thig is the first time you’ve ever
threatened me!’’

The man moved in his chair uneas-
ily. It would have been a pleasure
to have been able to kick himself
round the room a dozen times. Abso-
lutely in the wrong, he yet found it
impossible to voice any regret or sor-
row.

He watched his wife furtively as
she moved about the room. Having
put avay her hat and jacket, she
swept up the hearth. Then she
crossed to the bed—improvised on

two chairs—in the corner of the room.
Their baby girl was sleeping there.

Hours passed. Then Bill lurched
across to where Emma sat. Bending
over the bed, he tried to look at the
sleeping child, but his wife rose, bar-
ring the way. Her hand held the
covers down as she said quietly:

““Don’t be eruel to her as well as
to me. Let her sleep as long as she
can. When she wakes she’ll ery for
food—poor little soul—and there’s
nothing for her.”’

The rebuke seemed to strike the
man as an actual blow might have
done., He tiptoed back to his chair,
shame and remorse being too keen to
allow him to argue. There came be-
fore his eyes again the picture of
that cosily furnished flat he had
caught a glimpse of, and his eyes
roamed round his own bare room re-
sentfully.

He was big and broad-built and
strong. He knew that; knew, too,
that by putting his shoulder against
the Nestor’s outer door he could burst
its lock quite easily. Once inside,
the rooms would be planned like
those in the flat where he had been
working recently. And the Nestors
had gone away that afternoon to
spend Christmas in the country. Bob-
bie had told him they were going.

Why shouldn’t he? It wasn’t
right or just that there should be all
this comfort and luxury about whilst
his wife and child wanted food—the
street corner Soecialists’ poison was
working! Just then the baby woke
up, crying out to her mother in her
childish way :

“‘ Bupper—baby—bupper "’

Emma made a sop of the bread
Bill had left from dinner; but with-
out milk the baby secrewed up her
little face and turned from it. Thére
was nothing more to give her, and,
taking the child in her arms, Emma
tried to hush the little one to sleep
again. But hunger was not to be
appeased that way, and the ery was
repeated.

‘““Bupper! Baby wants bupper.”’
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That—the ery reached his very
heart—decided Bill. Jumping up,
he pressed a cap down over his eyes,
slipped into his great-coat, and left
the room. Busy hushing the baby
to sleep, Emma did not even see him

go.

Outside, he turned his steps in the
direction of the block of flats he
had left at noon. His plans were but
half formulated. Convinced of his
ability to burst open the door, yet
common-sense came into play. If he
did that, noise must ensue; neigh-
bours would immediately rush out to
discover the cause of it.

Then he remembered that he had
not given up the key of the vacant
flat where he had been working; the
job was not completed. Feeling in
his pocket, his hand closed on what
he sought.

Of course, there was possibility of
the locks being different. But they
were of a common kind. The key
might fit. At any rate, he would try
to gain entrance that way before
adopting extreme measures.

The striking of a neighbouring
clock told him it was nine o’clock.
That was too early. He must wait
an hour or two before attempting to
gain an entry: there would be less
likelihood of people passing up and
down the stairs then.

During that time his thoughts
were anything but pleasant. A score
of times he decided to give up this
scheme the devil had shaped for him
—he knew its author! As often there
rang in his ears the ery of his little
one for food. That always turned the
scale.

At ten o’clock he mounted the
stairs and, reaching the second floor,
paused to get a grip of himself, for
his heart was beating, it seemed to
him, with sledge-hammer force. Bill
was certainly much too chicken-
hearted ever to attain any height in
the burglar profession!

Gently inserting the key in the
lock, he took another deep breath and
another hasty glance round. Would
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it fit? A half turn—and he could
turn no further. Knowing something
of locks, he ‘‘played’’ the key—ulti-
mately the catch went back! Yet
another second, and he had closed
the door quietly behind him.

Not a sound. Not that that sur-
prised him. He knew the Nestors’
servant had left them—Bobbie had
told him so, and there was not likely
to be a caretaker.

The bedrooms were at the end of
a passage; right and left were the
dining and drawing-rooms. He turn-
ed into the latter. There must be
plenty of ‘‘gimecracks’’ there, he
thought, that would be easy to carry
off and raise money on.

It happened to be a bright moon-
light night, so he had no difficulty in
seeing what he was doing—stuffing
into his pockets the filigree silver
ornaments that were all about the
room,

It would be too late to pawn the
things to-night, but he would surely
be able to find someone willing to ad-
vance enough to buy food for his
baby. That was the idea obsessing
him now.

As he turned to leave the room,
he instinectively clapped a hand to
his mouth—so managing to stifle the
cry that rose to his lips. Standing in
the doorway—Ilooking at him intent-
ly—was a small, white-robed figure.

At first, nerves all a-jangle, he as-
sumed it was an apparition, so ghost-
like did the moonlight make it ap-
pear to his over-wrought mind.
Stepping forward, he endeavoured to
push past, but his way was barred
by two small, suddenly lifted, out-
stretehed arms. A piping little voice
said :

““Wait a minute, please. Don’t go
yet. I want to speak to you.”’

‘What a big sigh of relief escaped
Bill! This was no ghost; this was
his little friend, Bobbie. Trembling-
ly he drew a coat sleeve across his
forehead, to wipe away the moisture
that beaded his brow.

“Don’t be afraid,’’ the child went
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on, ‘“I’'m not going to hurt you.”’
A grim smile shaped on Bill’s face.
The humour of the situation was be-
ginning to appeal to him.
““I heard a noise,”” the boy con-
tinued, ‘‘so thought 1’d find out what
it was without waking mum. I’'m

sleeping with her to-night, ’cos daddy °

is away. He had to go on business,
s0 we’re not going into the country
till Christmas morning.”’

The child drew himself up proud-
ly, filled with the importance of his
position as protector of the weaker
sex. Advancing closer to Bill, he
peered into his face.

‘““Why,”” he exclaimed suddenly,
in a pleased tone, ‘‘it’s Mr. Painter!
And I thought you were a burglar!
‘What have you come here for so
late?”’

Bill was unable to answer this art-
less question, the confidence and re-
lief in the boy’s voice made him so
ashamed. The pockets of his great-
coat seemed to weigh down as if the
filigree silver there was so much lead;
and his heart was heavier.

“I came,”” the little boy econtinu-
ed, ‘“to ask the burglar not to make
a noise—if he must burgle. You see,
mum had such a bad headache to-
night before she went to bed that
she had to take facitine to send her
to sleep.”’

‘“All right, sonnie,”’ Bill respond-
ed gruffly ‘‘don’t be afraid, I won’t
wake the lady up.”’

“‘Thank you, Mr. Painter. But
won't you tell me why you came?’’ .

Unable to aceord a satisfactory re-
ply, Bill evaded the question, say-
ing:

““You’ll catch cold, sonnie, in them
thin clothes. You just pop back to
bed and—"’

‘““But you haven’t told me—?’

‘‘Hush!”’ Bill whispered. ‘“Don’t
talk, or the lady ’ll hear us.”’

That was enough for Bobbie. With
a finger to his lips, and a pleasant
nod, he ran quickly from the room
along the passage, back to his mo-
ther’s side,
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Left alone, Bill at once made for
the outer door. He would not trou-
ble about another thing. Quietly he
got out of the flat and hurried down-
stairs. His feelings were chaotic.
He was still full of determination to
feed his baby girl—by fair means or
foul. But he was just as full of re-
gret.

Reaching the street he started to
cross the road. So engrossed was he
in his thoughts that he did not hear
a warning shouted to him. Then the
accident happened. The -chauffeur
was unable to pull up his taxi-cab in
time. Bill Summers was knocked
down and run over.

It was a quiet street and nearly
eleven o’clock at night; not many
people were about. The man who
had been in the cab bent over the
unconscious body and said:

“I don’t think he’s much hurt.
The wheels didn’t pass over him; he
went between, fortunately. This un-
consciousness is due to shock.”’

‘‘Better shove him inside, hadn’t
1?’’ the chauffeur volunteered, ‘‘and
take him to a hospital 9”’

““M’—mno. I don’t think that ne-
cessary. You had only two or three
more doors to go. Give me a hand
with him, and we’ll carry him up to
my rooms. A dose of brandy is all
the treatment he’ll need, I faney.’’

Once more Bobbie was roused from
his sleep that night. Again he pat-
tered along the passage and entered
the drawing-room, to ascertain the
cause of the noise there. This time
he found his father.

Lifting the boy in his arms, the
man asked the reason for his wake-
fulness. Bobbie replied that, hear-
ing a noise, he thought Mr. Painter
had come back again.

The father was puzzled at the
boy’s explanation. Surely, he thought,
the child must be half asleep. Then
Bobbie’s eyes, roaming round the
room, rested on the unconseious man
lying on the sofa. Softly he said:

““He has come back, dad!”’
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At the moment Bill was coming
back, or, anyway, was endeavouring
to—to his senses. Another swallow
of the brandy restored him to some-
thing of himself, and he cleared up
the mystery. Realizing the trick Fate
had played him, he made a clean
breast of everything to the man who
had acted the part of Good Samari-
tan.

Recital of the privations of his
wife and child touched the boy’s
father. ‘‘Mr, Painter’’ applied none
but the blackest colours to his own
doings. A sudden revulsion of feel-
ing made it clear to him what a mean-
spirited, drunken brute he had been.
That made his listener view things
more leniently; he was touched by
Bill’s misery and self-contempt.

Taking a sovereign from his poec-
ket, he offered it to Bill, saying:

‘““Well, there’s the Christmas din-
ner to think of, and little time to get

it in. Here’s something to buy it
with.”’
‘“No, sir. I can’t take it.”’

‘‘But your wife and child are hun-
g,ry"’

That was an irresistible argument.
Bill took the proffered coin. With
lowered head he moved towards the
door. Bobbie called out to him:

“‘Good-night, Mr. Painter. I hope
I shall see you soon again.’’

“‘Good-night, sir.”’

Bill stood at the door, shamefaced.
Mr. Nestor walked across the room
and, placing a hand on the man’s
shoulder, turned him towards the
light. Peering keenly into his face,
he said:

““I rather pride myself on my pow-
ers of observation. I don’t think
you’re naturally bad. It’s a case of
bad eompanions, I expect.”’

Unable to voice an answer, Bill
nodded.

““‘Get away from them.’’

“But my work, sir—"’

“1’1Il find fresh occupation for
you.’’
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Expectation, hope, gratitude filled
Bill, as he stammered out:

““Th-thank you, sir. But—but I
stole your—’’

““Oh, no, you didn’t. Whilst you
were lying there unconscious, I went
through your pockets to ascertain
your address. A glance around will
satisfy you that you are not a thief.
I have restored to myself the things
that were mine., But it’s late, you
must go now. Come to me on Tues-
day morning, I shall be back then.
We’ll talk matters over. I’ll see if
I can place you beyond the reach of
temptation.”’

With muttered thanks, spoken
stumblingly, Bill left the flat. On his
way home, he purchased food for the
morrow’s dinner; the shops were
open later on Christmas Eve.

That was the happiest Christmas
Day Bill and Emma had spent since
their marriage. He told her every-
thing. She, like the true little wo-
man she was, forgave him, and thank-
ed God that, at last, there was a like-
lihood of Bill turning out of the er-
ror of his ways.

And on the Tuesday good fortune
awaited them, Mr. Nestor was build-
ing a row of cottages in the coun-
try. He wanted someone trustworthy
—Bill shuddered at the word—to un-
dertake the painting on the job.
Would Bill accept the post?

_‘“And then,”’ said Bobbie, who in-
sisted on being present at the inter-
view, ‘‘we shall see each other every
day, Mr. Painter. Dad’s going to
take mummie and me to a nice new
house in the country very soon. It’s
near where you’re going to work.
Won’t that be fine?”’

Bill heartily agreed that it would.
And that sentiment was endorsed by
Emma, when she heard the welcome
news—that they were to live in the
country, away from the evil influ-
ences which had lately governed her
husband; in the country where roses
grow in baby cheeks.
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A JAPANESE VIEW OF CANADA’S ORIENTAL PROBLEM

BY KIYOSHI K. KAWAKAMI
AUTHOR OF “ AMERICAN-JAPANESE RELATIONS "

IKE other British colonies, Can-
I ada regards its territory as closed
to Oriental races. The watch-

word is ‘“White Canada.’’ That mysti-
fying yet singularly appealing expres-
sion has been industriously exploited,
especially by those affiliated with the
labour unions on the Pacific Coast.

And yet Canada’s treatment of
Asiatic races cannot be said always
to have been severe. True, it raises
against the Orient a barrier as insur-
mountable as that erected in other
exclusive countries, but those Asiatic
immigrants who were allowed to en-
ter the country in accord with the
provisions of the immigration law
Canada has as a rule treated with
consideration and even leniency. She
has extended to the Orientals the pri-
vilege of naturalization and even of
securing homesteads. Even in Bri-
tish Columbia, the stronghold of the
anti-Oriental agitation, no such dis-
criminatory laws as have been pro-
posed and enacted in California have
been introduced in its Legislature.
There the Japanese and Chinese are
permitted to conduet business and
cultivate land, not only unmolested,
but enjoying all privileges enjoyed
by British subjects in Canada. They
can own land, both urban and rural,
and in Provinces other than British
Columbia they even enjoy voting pri-
vileges.

The question arises: ‘““Why of all
Provinces and Territories does Bri-
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tish Columbia alone diseriminate
against the Orientals in the matter of
franchise?”’ In the Yukon Territory
there are about a hundred Japanese,
most of whom are naturalized, while
in the Provinces east of the Rockies
what small number of Japanese there
are have also sworn allegience to Can-
ada. All these naturalized Japanese
exercise the franchise just as though
they were native Canadians. But in
British Columbia the Japanese,
though free to become Canadian sub-
Jects, are not allowed to cast a ballot.
The reason for this diseriminatory
measure is not far to seek.

British Columbia does not issue
fishing licence to aliens. When Japan-
ese fishermen were brought into the
Provinee they found it necessary to
secure naturalization -certificates in
order to obtain fishing licence. Thus
it came to pass that almost ninety per
cent. of the naturalized Japanese in
British Columbia are fishermen, many
of whom are uneducated, if not illit-
erate. The wisdom of naturalizing
such immigrants is open to question,
but in as much as the Province had
to rely upon them for the exploita-
tion of one of its most important eco-
nomic resources, it had to give them
naturalization certificates. Natural-
ization in such eircumstances means
little more than the granting of fish-
ing privilege. It does not necessarily
mean that the recipients of ecitizen-
ship certificates are ready to become
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faithful subjects of the Empire, nor
that they intend to reside permanent-
ly in Canada. Not a few of such
Japanese do not see much difference
between the fishing licence and the
naturalization paper.

Under such circumstances we can
fully understand, and even sympa-
thize with, British Columbia when it
over-rode the Dominion law and de-
prived naturalized Japanese within
its jurisdiction of the right of cast-
ing the ballot. Certainly those Ja-
panese fishermen who are not bona
fide citizens of the Dominion have no
moral right to protest against this
Provincial measure.

And yet the fact remains that this
diserimination is in obvious contra-
vention of the naturalization law of
the Dominion, Besides, it wrongs
those Japanese who have obtained na-
turalization certificates in good faith,
and are to all intents and purposes
desirous of remaining loyal subjects
of the British Empire. It is esti-
mated that up to 1911 some 3,091
fishermen were naturalized. Granting
that some of these men have since re-
turned to their native country or pass-
ed into the unknown shores, there
must still be more than 2,000 natural-
ized Japanese engaged in fishery. It
would be unjust to presume that all
of these fishermen are ignorant and
otherwise unqualified to vote, for my
personal observations lead me to be-
lieve that some of them are intelli-
gent and are sincerely desirous of
swearing allegiance to their adopted
country. Moreover, there are in Bri-
tish Columbia some five hundred na-
turalized Japanese who are not fish-
ermen, but who are, in intelligence
and moral character, the equal of the
average immigrant from any Euro-
pean country. The interest and wel-
fare of this class of Japanese it would
be the duty of British Columbia and
Canada to safeguard, especially since
the naturalization law obviously
means to extend the franchise to all
naturalized aliens.

At the same time British Columbia
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has the right to prevent the injection
of undesirable elements into its body
politic. How, then, can the Province
find the way out of this dilemma? To
me the way is clear. Issue fishing li-
cence quite independently of natural-
ization paper; in other words, extend
fishing privilege to aliens, so that no
ignorant fisherman, whether Oriental
or European, need be naturalized sim-
ply because he is needed for the per-
petuation of the salmon industry.
This is the policy adopted by most
States in the United States. Cali-
fornia, for instance, issues fishing li-
cence to any alien upon the payment
of an annual fee of $10. I do not see
why British Columbia cannot adopt
a similar policy. On the other hand,
all aliens, naturalized in conformity
to the laws of the Dominion, should
be allowed to enjoy all privileges,
civil and politieal, enjoyed by the citi-
zens of Canada. This British Col-
umbia can afford to do, once she has
found the way to secure labour for
the promotion of the salmon industry
without at the same time admitting
ignorant fishermen into citizenship.

British Columbia’s peculiar man-
ner of dealing with the naturalization
question naturally created a griev-
ance among those Japanese who se-
cured citizenship certificates in good
faith. A few years ago these Japan-
ese sought redress through legal chan-
nels. In the Provincial eourts their
claim was upheld, but the Privy
Council at London, to which the Pro-
vince carried the case, virtually over-
ruled the decision of the courts by
declaring that the franchise can be
exercised by mnaturalized foreigners
only when the Provincial Government
recognizes their fitness as voters.
From the purely legal point of view
there is still room for the Japanese to
urge. their contention, but the real
remedy—a remedy satisfactory to
both parties—should be found, I be-
lieve, on the line suggested in the fore-
going passages.

At present Canada has within its
boundaries 12,000 Japanese, as against



WHITE CANADA 195

40,000 Chinese. The cry of ‘‘White
Canada’’ was first raised in the eigh-
ties against the Chinese. In 1885 the
first anti-Chinese law was passed, im-
posing upon each incoming Chinese
a poll tax of $50, and permitting the
steamers to bring only one Chinese
immigrant per each ton of the capac-
ity of each vessel. In 1901 the poll
tax was raised to $100, and in 1904
to $500; yet during the past several
years Chinese have been coming in in
much larger numbers than Japanese.

The restriction of Japanese immi-
gration follows a line totally differ-
ent from that followed in dealing with
Chinese immigration, The Japanese
are not required to pay any poll tax
which is not imposed upon European
immigrants. In accord with the pro-
visons of the general immigration law
they must possess upon their arrival
in Canada at least $25 during the
eight months from March to October,
and from November to February,
when demand for labour becomes less,
at least $50. But there is between
Canada and Japan, as between the
United States and the Mikado’s Em-
pire, a sort of ‘‘gentleman’s agree-
ment.”’ This understanding, entered
into in 1908, admits Japanese only of
the following classes:

1. Settled agriculturists.

9. Parents, wives, and children of
resident Japanese.

3. Those coming back to Canada to
resume their residence or business.

This agreement was the immediate
outcome of the unscrupulous act of
some self-seeking Japanese and Cana-
dians who brought Japanese from
Hawaiian plantations by the ship-
load. Prior to 1907 the Japanese
(Government of its own accord re-
stricted the emigration of its subjects
to Canada, and thus prevented the
immigration question from interfer-
ing with the cordial relations existing
between Canada and Japan. But in
that year a body of Japanese in Van-
couver, in complicity with their Cana-
adian associates, broached the idea of
importing Japanese labourers in

Hawaii in order to supply the unpre-
cedented demand for labour created
by the general prosperity then pre-
vailing in Canada and the United
States, For this specific purpose these
men chartered a steamer and began
importing Japanese on a large scale.
The result was that during the twelve
months from July 1, 1907, to June 30,
1908, there were 7,601 Japanese im-
migrants, showing an increase of
5,500 as compared with the figures
for the preceding year.

This sudden influx of Japanese
labourers naturally aroused among
the labouring class a hostile feeling
against the Japanese. About this
time the Execlusion League of San
Francisco, having established a
branch office in Seattle, was striving
to extend its influence to British Col-
umbia. Fowler, the man in charge
of the Seattle office of the League,
came to Vancouver, instructed by his
chief, O. A. Tveitmoe, to fan the anti-
Japanese sentiment alrealy stirred up
by the influx of Hawaiian Japanese.
The result was the Vancouver riot of
September 7th, 1907. On the evening
of that day several hundred labourers
marched through Powell Street to
demonstrate their hostility against
the Japanese. On the whole, these
men were orderly and apparently had
no intention to resort to violence. But
some of them, under influence of li-
quor, uttered vile epithets and at-
tacked some Japanese, and broke the
windows of a few Japanese stores.
The Japanese readily accepted the
challenge, and the scene that followed
was one of violence and disorder.
‘When the scuffle ended several men
of each group were seriously wound-
ed.

Alarmed by this outbreak, the Do-
minion authorities sent special com-
missoners to Japan to negotiate an
agreement for the restriction of Ja-
panese immigration. The result was
an exclusion agreement much of the
same nature as that between Japan
and the United States. Before 1907
Japanese immigration to Canada was
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not very large. In 1904 there were
only 854 immigrants, in 1905 1,922,
and in 1906 2,042. In 1907, as we
have already noted, the figures sud-
denly increased to 7,601. Then came
the immigration convention, as the
result of which Japanese immigration
suddenly declined to 495. In 1909 it
continued to decline, the figures for
the year being 271. In 1910 there
were 437 Japanese immigrants, and
in 1911, 765. It must be borne in
mind that the majority of Japanese
immigrants now seeking Canadian
shores are not fresh immigrants, but
those who were in Canada before and
are coming back to resume their resi-
dence or business there. In the fol-
lowing ‘table we observe that Japan-
ese immigration since the conclusion
of the ‘‘gentleman’s agreement’’ is
much smaller than Chinese immigra-
tion:

Year. Japanese. Chinese.
1908-1909 .. .. ..: 495 1,887
1909:3910% . isea 02T 2,156
19100911 < v 437 5,278
191151012 »iosio o 6h 6,247

Not only has ‘“White Canada’
erected a barrier against the Chinese
and Japanese, but it is even more
strictly excluding the Hindus, who
are, likg the Canadians themselves, the
subjects of His Britannie Majesty.
Up to 1905 Hindu immigration to
Canada was a negligible quantity, but
in the year following there are 2,124
immigrants from East India, and in
1907, 2,623. Then Canada took im-
mediate steps to check the further in-
flux of Hindus, as the result of which
there were only six immigrants in
1908. Since that year the figures
have remained almost stationary, the
number for 1911 being only three.

The treatment accorded the Hindus
in Canada is much the same as that
given them in the United States. This
is undoubtedly due to the fact that
the East Indians are in their religious
practices, customs, and appearance,
far more exotic than the Japanese,
and even the Chinese. Even as the
Chinese used to regard the queue as

the inalienable appendange to the
head, so the Hindu clings to the tur-
ban almost with reverence, and is fur-
thermore wedded to peculiar ideas
and habits born of the religious con-
ceptions and practices of his native
country. Such ideas and habits, when
better understood, may be found
harmless and unobjectionable, but as
yet they are a puzzle to the Occiden-
tals, and in consequence the cause of
aversion and repugnance. In the
United States, and especially on the
Pacific Coast, I saw Hindu immi-
grants, unable to secure a lodging,
sleep in deserted, ramshackle build-
ings and unoccupied barns. It is
probably much the same story in Bri-
tish Columbia.

In Canada the Hindus are not only
refused the franchise, but are forbid-
den to bring their wives or children
with them and establish family rela-
tions. At one time the Canadian
Government went so far as to form a
scheme for the wholesale deportation
of East Indians to Honduras. The
scheme was not carried out, as the
Hindus refused to go, but the Parlia-
ment at Ottawa adopted in 1911 an
immigration law providing a clause
which made it virtually impossible
for the Hindus to enter the Domin-
ion. That clause provides that no im-
migrants ‘‘who have come to Canada
otherwise than by continuous journey
from the country of which they are
natives or citizens, and upon through
tickets purchased in that country or
prepaid in Canada’’ shall be admit-
ted. Innocent on the face of it, the
clause is to all intents and purposes
directed against the Hindus, who con-
sider it ‘‘cruel, vexatious and tricky.’’
To understand the Hindu point of
view one need only recall that there
is no direct steamship service be-
tween Canada and East India, and
that no steamship companies in India
will issue through tickets to Canada.
This disecriminatory measure has been
the cause of bitter complaint on the
part of the Hindus. ‘“The Canadian
Immigration Law,”’ says a Hindu

I~
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writer, ‘‘has laid a clearly defined
line between His Majesty’s subjects
of Canada and that of India, in the
face of the bold and eclear proclam-
ation of our late Queen Viectoria. It
is a puzzling riddle to be solved that
in India we are British subjects, in
England we are British subjects, but
in Canada, to legalize our British
citizenship right, we have to secure
another deed to that effect.”’

3%

Canada is ‘‘white.’”” Oriental im-
migration as compared with that
from Europe is insignificant. In the
fiscal year 1911-1912 immigrants to
Canada totalled 354,237, of whom
only 1,845 were Orientals—6,247 Chi-
nese, 765 Japanese, and three Hindus.
And yet there are plenty of alarmists
trying to conjure up the phantom of
an Oriental domination. Through the
activities of such alarmists various
anti-Oriental bills have been occasion-
ally introduced in the Legislature,
both Dominion and Provincial. Some
of such bills are no doubt put for-
ward for the purpose of wooing the
labour vote and need not be taken at
their face value. The Province of
Saskatchewan, for instance, adopted
two years ago a law prohibiting the
Orientals, keeping stores and amuse-
ment places, from employing white
women,

And yet when I was travel-
ling in that Province last year I
came across in the City of Moose Jaw
two Japanese young men operating a
prosperous restaurant where all wait-
resses were Canadians of English or
French descent. I found the estab-
lishment one of the best restaurants
in the city, and patronized by the
leading business men and the best
classes of residents. The city au-
thorities were fully informed of the
enactment of the new law with regard
to the employment of white women
by Orientals, but they could see no
sense in applying such a law to a re-
spectable Japanese restaurant. TIts
proprietors, educated, intelligent
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men, were themselves married to
Canadian women of respectable fam-
ilies, and were among the best citi-
zens of the city. Why molest their
legitimate business simply because
some politicians wanted to eurry fa-
vour with a radical segment of the
labouring class? So these Japanese
were permitted to conduet their res-
taurant as if the employment law had
never been passed. Yet the existence
of such a law was highly repugnant
to the Japanese, and it was but na-
tural that the Japanese Consul at
Vancouver requested the authorities
of Saskatchewan to exempt the Japa-
nese from the scope of this law. The
Provineial Government graciously re-
sponded to the request, and the Japa-
nese merchants and business men are
no longer subjeet to that diserimina-
tory law. So far as other Oriental
peoples are concerned, that law still
remains valid,

The story of the Japanese restaur-
ant-keepers in Moose Jaw is but one
of many instances of the fact that the
Japanese are possessed of essential
qualities to make good ecitizens. A few
years ago these Japanese donated
$500 to the Young Men’s Christian
Association of Moose Jaw, and find
staunchest supporters among the re-
ligious workers of the city. In Van-
couver and Victoria there are a num-
ber of public-spirited, intelligent Ja-
panese, who should be allowed, as
their brothers in other parts of Can-
ada, to exercise the voting privilege,
as do other Canadian citizens.

The principle represented by the
catchword ‘‘White Canada’’ is not
necessarily a wrong one, but Canada
would do well to refleet that all
‘‘whites’’ are not ‘‘good whites.”’
Moreover, while Canada is admitting
the Chinese by the thousand, it is bar-
ring out the subjects of the most ad-
vanced and enlightened eountry in
the Orient, an allay of the British Em-
pire. Again, in the fiscal year 1911-
1912, Canada admitted South and
Eastern European immigrants as fol-
lows:
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Bulgarians ........ 3,295

HEbPEWS covis oo o s 5,322
PoOloB =i sttt tie 5,060
Russians v.oo..ves 9,805
Pk v in e cuceaa 632
Chtaolta Foanas sk 693
Ttaligne e divalvithe 7,590
Roumanians ....... 793
Serdians Jicin ol dwnd 209
Syraans v il 144

In the United States many authori-
ties on the immigration question are
beginning to realize the danger of ad-
mitting without restriction immi-
grants of the races represented in the
above table. If Canada’s enormous
natural resources cannot be developed
without recourse to immigrants it
would seem the part of wisdom on
her part to conceive her laws so as to
receive only desirable immigrants,
both from Europe and Asia.

It is much to be hoped that Can-
ada and the British Empire will not
permit the shibboleth of ‘“White Can-
ada’’ to be exploited by those pseudo-
publicists and self-styled patriots who
have their own axes to grind. It is
just such publicists and patriots who
constantly raise the hysterical ery of
““Japanese domination.’” They say
that the Japanese have placed in their
political programme ‘‘the occupation
of British Columbia,’”’ when in real-
ity, Japanese immigrants are merely
peace-loving, law-abiding, unobtrus-
ive souls, desirous only of improving
their lot in life in this new world of
opportunity. They say that the Ja-

panese have ‘‘settled down in Bri-
tish Columbia in solid phalanxes of
10,000 or more at a time and place,”’
when the entire Japanese population
in Canada does not exceed 14,000, of
whom less than 4,000 are in Van-
couver.

All such alarmist notes are sounded
chiefly, if not merely, for the purpose
of creating a powerful Pacific fleet of
warships for the Dominion. One can
well understand why so many of the
politicians of British Columbia are
eager to conjure up the bogey of Ja-
panese domination, when one recalls
that men-of-war are far more liberal
customers of coast-wise cities even
than men-of-commerce.

To indicate the extent of patronage
which a naval fleet bestows upon a
seaport eity, let me cite the case of
SQan Franeisco. In 1912 $5,000,000
was expended in the City of the Gol-
den Gate by the Commissary for Sup-
plies. In the fiscal year 1913 the ex-
penditure increased to $8,000,000. As
a writer in a recent military journal
states, ‘‘ninety cents out of every dol-
lar of this not inconsiderable sum will
swell the bank accounts of San Fran-
ciseco merchants, civilians, mechanies,
labourers, and others to whom the
United States pays living expenses.’’
Is it any wonder that Vancouver
craves ‘‘defence’”’? It wants to see
Dreadnoughts frequent its harbour
not because of any fear of Oriental
invasion, but because the navy is no-
toriously ‘‘a good spender.’’




THE READY-MADE FARM
BY GEORGE SHERWOOD HODGINS

MONG the many paradoxes
A with which this age abounds,

such as the wireless telegraph,
the trackless trolley, or the fireless
locomotive, we are hardly surprised
to find the ‘‘ready-made farm’ a
commercial enterprise, even though
it appears to contradict our idea of
continuous development incident to
the planting, growing, ripening, and
reaping of the fruit of the soil. The
word ‘‘farm’’ comes from the Anglo-
Saxon feorm, a feast. Lands were
originally let on condition that the
tenant annually supplied his lord
with so many nights’ entertainment
by handing over a stipulated amount
of farm produce for use in the great
man’s household.

The home-making scheme and the
irrigation project which form the
basis of the ready-made farm idea
were originated by Sir Thomas
Shaughnessy, K.C.V.0., president of
the Canadian Pacific Railway. The
undertaking is managed by the Can-
adian Pacific Railway Department of
Natural Resources. It provides a
bona fide homeseeker with a dwelling
house, barn, fences, a well, plowed and
seeded land. These are turned over
to the settler, and as the farms are
sold outright, he works his farm to
suit himself and pays off his indebted-
ness to the company in a term of
years.

The cost of the raw land is from
eleven to thirty dollars an acre, for
non-irrigible areas, and from thirty-
five to seventy for irrigible areas, ac-
cording to location. To the price of
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the raw land is added the cost of the
improvements. The total so found is
discharged by the settler in twenty
years. Six per cent. per annum is
charged on the outstanding amount
still due.

The Canadian Pacific Railway hav-
ing been in a sense from the first more
or less of a national undertaking, the
Government of Canada assisted in the
construction of the line, by land
grants, and parts of these holdings
are sold to-day as ready-made farms.
The Department of Natural Re-
sources, headed by Mr. J. S. Dennis,
assistant to the President, has been
organized with a view of maintain-
ing and developing the policy sought
to be inaugurated when the land
grants were made, and it is therefore
not a land-selling concern, but a col-
onization agency, working on a sub-
stantial business basis. It thus serves
the double purpose of selecting and
placing desirable colonists, assisting
them to make a start, and at the
same time, it provides steadily in-
creasing groups of patrons for the
railway.

There are several plans offered to
intending settlers. These are for
convenience called ‘‘policies.”” One
of them, involving ‘‘the long-term
payment,”” now practically obsolete,
enables a man selected by the com-
pany’s colonization agent, to buy a
farm, put up his buildings, and be-
gin farming. The ‘‘improved farm’’
project is intended for men who are
not pioneers, but who know something
of farming. For them, the company
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“‘improves’’ the land so that a new
arrival can take up his residence in
a house already built, his barn up, his
ground fenced, a well on his property,
and his land plowed and seeded.
These ‘‘Improved’’ estates are the
ready-made farms, and they are sold
at the value of the raw land, plus the
cost of the improvement; the whole
amount being payable in twenty
years at six per cent,

Another ““policy’’ has been design-
ed principally for settlers from the
United States or for men with a cer-
tain amount of capital. If they are
able to bring their families and house-
hold goods and make a first payment,
the company will advance up to
$2,000, with which to build a house
and barn, according to plans provid-
ed by the company, drill a well, and
fence the property. The rate being
six per cent. on the loan for twenty
years.

The terms of sale are that any area
of mon-irrigible land not exceeding
1,280 acres will be sold to one in-
dividual, but only one hundred and
sixty acres of irrigible land will be
sold to one person.

For the purpose of still further en-
couraging bona fide settlers, the
company has established sixteen
demonstration farms, three in Mani-
toba, four in Saskatchewan, and ten
in Alberta. The object of these farms
is to prove to the farmer that a great-
er cash return may be had from land
worked under mixed farming than
from one cultivated on the one-crop
system. In connection with the Pro-
vineial Departments of Agriculture,
the company runs demonstration
trains from which instruction is given
and exhibits are shown, indicating
the best and most scientific methods
of working.

Live stock is supplied to the farmer
who may have a quantity of feed on
hand, and who gives satisfactory evi-
dence that he has the necessary know-
ledge and facilities to properly care
for the animals. The company sup-
plies the live stock at cost, and makes

mutually satisfactory terms of pay-
ment. A carefully selected corps of
inspectors is maintained by the com-
pany, whose duty is to visit farmers
and advise them as to improved
methods of conducting agricultural
operations. Pamphlets, articles, and
folders, containing information are
freely distributed among the settlers.
Railways and their subsidiary enter-
prises such as the ready-made farm
and the irrigation of land, are re-
garded with favour alike by Govern-
ment and people as being what they
are supposed to be, the highways of
traffic and the arteries of commerce
for the healthy development of the
whole country.

Canada is often spoken of as a eold
country, but the terrors of the winter
are often exaggerated in the imagina-
tion. The cold weather possesses a
positive dollar-and-cent advantage
which is too frequently lost sight of.
The freezing of the moisture in the
soil retains the soluble nitrates which
would otherwise be drained out and
lost. These elements of plant life
and their retention in the ground are
most important in the raising of
wheat and other cereals. The depth
of the frost penetration retards the
drying up of the earth, especially in
sandy soils, during the summer, and
thus prevents the land from quickly
becoming parched. The blanket of
snow protects vegetation from sud-
den drops in temperature and sup-
plies moisture as it melts in the
spring.

In the matter of housing and car-
ing for settlers on the ready-made
farms, the company erects a dwelling
house and barn, the latter having ac-
commodation for eight animals and
a hay-loft capable of holding from
four to six tons of hay. The houses
now built are the largest hitherto con-
structed and may be regarded as per-
manent, as they are intended to meet
the requirements of an ordinary set-
tler for over ten years. They contain
two bedrooms, a living-room, kitchen
and pantry. Fences are provided

S



THE READY-MADE FARM

and the company generally breaks,
cultivates and seeds about fifty acres
of land on each farm.

In a pamphlet on immigration is-
sued by the Department of the In-
terior (Dominion Government), it is
shown that the total homestead en-
tries for the year 1911-12 were 39,151
persons. The total immigration for
the same period was 354,237, Assum-
ing, as the writer of the pamphlet
does, that every homestead entry re-
presents 2.5 persons, the percentage
taking up hpmes in Western Canada
was 0.442 of one per cent. of the to-
tal, or a little over two-fifths of one
per cent. Stated in another way, it
may be said that out of every 100,000
settlers who entered the country, 442
of them were claimed by the home-
stead. It is impossible to obtain aec-
curate figures representing the num-
ber attracted by the ready-made
farm, but considering the many op-
portunities afforded by a rapidly de-
veloping country, and the faet that
farmers and farm labourers outnum-
ber those in any other activity, it
might not be so wide a guess to as-
sume that the Canadian Pacific Rail-
way attracted to its ready-made farms
about one-fifth of one per cent. of the
total immigration to the country for
the year 1911-12.

One of the most remarkable fea-
tures of the whole undertaking is the
irrigation system. In 1894 the Do-
minion CGovernment withdrew from
sale and homestead entry three mil-
lion acres of land in Southern Al-
berta. This tract was transferred to
the company on its undertaking to
construct an adequate irrigation sys-
tem. The Government agreed to per-
mit the waters of the Bow River to
be diverted, and 2,100 cubic feet a
second to be taken therefrom for use
in the western section. The water
from the western section is drawn off
inside the limits of the City of
Calgary. From there it flows south
and east through the main canal,
which is seventeen miles long. The
canal is sixty feet wide at the bottom
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and one hundred and twenty feet
wide at the waterline. The water is
ten feet deep. The main canal de-
livers water to a reservoir for which
a natural depression in the ground
has been utilised, and by the aid of
an earth dam a body of water three
miles long, half a mile wide, and forty
feet deep, has been created. From
this reservoir the water is distributed
by a system of secondary canals ag-
gregating 250 miles. From the sec-
ondary canals distributing ditches
come off, making a total of about
1,300 miles.

The irrigation block contains,
roughly speaking, equal portions of
irrigible and non-irrigible land. A
farm having ‘‘wet’’ and ‘‘dry’’ land
is called a combination farm, and to
these the ready-made farm idea is
also applied. In designing the sys-
tem, the object was to obtain the
greatest number of ‘‘combination
farms’’ in any given tract, The Cana-
dian irrigation laws regard the wa-
ters of Alberta as the property of the
Crown, and a title given for water
rights is equal to a title to land, and
consequently there has been no liti-
gation involving water rights. The
United States Department of Agri-
culture, in Bulletin No. 96, recom-
mends that the Canadian practice be
adopted as the basis for irrigation
laws in those States where irrigation
is practised or is contemplated.

The method of delivering water to
the settler is most interesting. The
organisation charged with the work
is headed by a superintendent, assist-
ed by a corps of engineers who attend
to general administration and are cap-
able of doing betterment work. The
water is looked after by ditch-riders,
each in charge of a district. The
diteh-riders report to watermasters,
who are men having a knowledge of
irrigation farming. An important
part of the work of the whole depart-
ment consists in educating new set-
tlers and in seeing that proper rules
are made and carried out.

The canals are spanned at road
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crossings by bridges. At points along
the secondary canals, small wooden
dams are placed, each of these has a
flashing board, over which the water
flows. The significance of the word
““flashing’’ is apparent when it is re-
membered that it comes from the
same root as ‘‘flushing.”” The small
dams are called ‘‘drops.”’ They di-
vide the secondary canals into a series
of steps, like locks in a ship eanal.
It is obvious that the highest
‘“‘step’’ is the one nearest the reser-
voir, and the next lower, farther on.
From the sections between ‘‘drops,”’
or steps, the irrigation ditches come
off. The entrance to each ditch is
controlled by a dam and flashing
board. By raising the flashing board,
no water can enter the distributing
ditch, which leads to several farms.
The flashing board is locked in posi-
tion and the ditch-rider keeps the
key. He can, by this means, regulate
the time and the amount of flow. Each
farm has been previously ‘‘contour-
ed.”” Small ditches, made by the
farmer, traverse his land. Some of
them are simply turned with a plow,
others require more work. These
ditches wind round from high to low-
er levels with slight fall. The space
between any two approximately paral-
lel ditches forms the irrigible land.
These small ditches are filled from
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the distributing ditch by water let
into them by the ditch-rider on re-
quest from the farmer.

When the contour ditches are full,
and the ‘‘manual’’ acts of irrigation
have been performed, nature carries
on the work of moistening the soil by
the seepage of water into the area be-
low each contour diteh. In time the
whole area becomes moist by the
downward seepage of water from
higher to lower level, like the spread-
ing of a drop of ink from the edge
of a sheet of clean blotting paper.

Irrigation is really ‘‘rain insur-
ance,”’ or the artificial elimination of
drought. The caprices of mist and
rain no longer hinder or destroy the
work of months, and ‘‘Jupiter Pluv-
ius’’ may be disregarded on a com-
bination ready-made farm. The tiller
of the soil has not only good land,
but in a sense he may be said to regu-
late the equivalent to the rain-fall to
suit himself. He has but to work,
and reap the fruit of his labours. The
competition of those about him leads
him to produce, but never to destroy.

The prairies of the Northland bring forth
their earth-hid life,

To swell the worker’s triumph, won with-
out war or strife.

The plow-sheer, once the sword blade; the
pruning hook, the spear;

QOurs in the living present, the vision of
the Seer.
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THE SKYLINE, TORONTO

From a Sketch in Oils by Archibald Browne, looking from the Island

PUTTING A NEW

FRONT ON

TORONTO
BY LIONEL H. CLARKE

CHAIRMAN OF THE TORONTO HARBOUR COMMISSIONERS

Toronto has suffered from the

handicap of a bad front. In
the early days, when a small central
area of the present city was known
as the town of York, no slur could
be cast at a place so unpretentious
because her waterfront was not a
thing of beauty, but if one could ac-
cept contemporaneous prints as au-
thentic documents one could with jus-
tice come to the conclusion that even
the suecessful besiegers of the town
during the War of 1812-13 gazed
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FUR more than a hundred years

from their frigates off shore upon a
sight just as attractive as one wit-
nesses from the water approaches to-
day, a hundred years later.

But Toronto is about to put on a
new front. A new front has been
the dream of public-spirited citizens
back to a time beyond the memory of
anyone still living, but it has remain-
ed for the present Toronto Harbour
Commissioners, with great assistance
from the Dominion Government, to
begin a series of works and improve-
ments that will not only make To-
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TORONTO HARBOUR, AS IT APPEARED ONE HUNDRED YEARS AGO

From a Drawing in the John Ross Robertson collection

ronto harbour capable of receiving
deep-draught vessels, but that will
transform the present ugly water-
front into a panorama of great
beauty. Beauty, indeed, has been
long and sadly lacking from the im-
mediate approaches to Toronto, so
that strangers coming into the ecity,
either by railway or steamboat, have
received their first impressions from
a'long stretch of grimy railway yards,
black coal bunks, dingy warehouses,
gloomy freight sheds, rickety docks,
ancient slips, and neglected spots of
history. But now there is to be a
transformation. In a word, Toronto
harbour will be deepened in keeping
with the projected deepening of the
Welland Canal, so that vessels of
twenty-four feet draught, after pass-
ing through the canal, can enter To-
ronto harbour and tie up there at
modern concrete wharves. Besides
that, a magnificent boulevard is to

be built along the waterfront, with
driveways, footpaths, and bridle-
paths; and parks and beauty spots
are to be located at suitable points
along the whole course of about thir-
teen miles. The work on the canal
and Toronto waterfront will cost the
Government and the city about $75,-
000,000, so that by the end of the
vear 1918, if the hopes of the Hon-
ourable Frank Cochrane, Minister of
Railways and Canals for Canada, are
realized, a new Welland Canal will
connect Lake Erie with Lake On-
tario, and by the end of the same
vear, if the hopes of the Honourable
Robert Rogers, Minister of Public
Works for Canada, and of the To-
ronto Harbour Commissioners are
realized, Toronto will have a harbour
worthy the commerce that already is
clamouring for accommodation.

The first step towards the realiza-
tion of Mr. Cochrane’s hopes was
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THE SKYLINE, TORONTO

From a sketch in Oils by Archibald Browne, looking from the Western Gap

taken some three weeks ago, when
work began on the first section of the
new Welland Canal. The first step
towards the realization of the second
aspiration was taken when the To-
ronto Harbour Commissioners and
the Department of Public Works for
Canada signed contracts with the
Canadian Stewart Company for the
execution of work in Toronto har-
bour amounting in all to $11,000,000.
Probably no other public works of
such magnitude have been planned
and carried to the point of commence-
ment so rapidly and with as little
friction or eriticism as the two pub-
lic works mentioned. When the new
canal and the harbour development
works are completed the results will
be such as very few people at present
realize. 3
A very small percentage of the
citizens of Toronto, as well as of
other municipalities along the border
of Lake Ontario, realize that the real

big shipping industry of the Great
Liakes has its eastern terminus at
Buffalo, and that Lake Ontario is
limited because of the nature of the
canals which form its eastern and
western entrances to a trade carried
on by a class of vessels which cannot
compare in size and eapacity with the
big liners which ply west and north
from Lake Erie. The present Wel-
land Canal can be navigated only by
vessels drawing not more than four-
teen feet of water, and the same con-
dition applies to the St. Lawrence
River waterways, which form the out-
let for the lakes to the east, conse-
quently the vessels calling at ports
on Lake Ontario are restricted in size
to the draught mentioned and are
very rarely longer than 250 feet,
while many of them are much small-
er. From Buffalo west the depth of
the waterways is such that vessels
drawing twenty-two feet and having
a length of 600 feet can navigate the
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TORONTO'S NEW WHARF LINE

This piece of concrete wall running east from the foot of Bathurst Street marks the south line
of the new marginal street

entire chain of fresh water from Lake
Erie to the head of Lake Superior,
with the result that the interior navi-
gation commerce of Canada has been
built up on this section of the Great
Lakes, and the ports on Lake Ontario
have had to be satisfied with what
was left of the old merchant fleet and
the addition of some few vessels built
by companies for the purpose of hand-
ling package trade to the Northwest.
The opening of the new Welland
(anal will change this condition. The
new canal is designed for a present
depth of twenty-four feet, while the
seven locks which will replace the
present twenty-three locks in the old
canal will be built with a depth of
thirty feet, so that a similar depth
can be obtained throughout the en-
tire canal at any time in the future
by simply dredging the stretches be-
tween the locks to that depth.
‘When the new Board of Harbour
Commissioners for Toronto was or-

ganized at the end of the year 1911,
the new Welland Canal was simply
a paper project, but the Commis-
sioners had the assurance of the Min-
ister of Railways and Canals that the
matter was going to be pushed
through with the utmost expedition
and they realized that the result
would be an immense impetus to the
shipping trade on Lake Ontario, and
tha§ Toronto would have an oppor-
tunity whieh, if handled in a proper
way, would mean much in transform-
ing the city into a metropolis.

With this fact before them the
Commissioners and their officials com-
menced the planning of a develop-
ment for Toronto’s harbour which
would place her in a position to par-
ticipate in the expansion of water
transportation  which Canada is
bound to experience in the next few
years.

The $25,000,000 which the Harbour
Commissioners plan to spend on To-

P
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A TRAVELLING CRANE

Placing the concrete top on a modern, permanent wharf at the east end of Toronto Harbour

ronto’s waterfront not only provides
for the increased business which will
follow the admission to Lake Ontario
of large vessels from the Upper Lakes,
but also looks ahead to the time
when the Government will supple-
ment its splendid work on the Wel-
land Canal by undertaking the deep-
ening of the St. Lawrence River and
the canals connected with it for the
purpose of providing a deep water-

way from Montreal to Toronto. That

this development is bound to follow
is now recognized not only by the
members of the Government and their
officials, but by that portion of the
public which is in toueh with the
shipping interests. When the im-
provement of the St. Lawrence River
is completed, Toronto will be one of
the chief ports on the greatest system
of waterways in the world, and while
a few years ago the suggestion that
ocean-going vessels would dock at To-
romto’s waterfront was met in the
spirit of skepticism, to-day the same

suggestion is being made by many of
those who formerly assumed a pessi-
mistie attitude. It is not expected
that Toronto will become a passenger
port for ocean-going business, in
which speed is such an important fae-
tor. It is not at all probable that
any ocean passenger business of im-
portance will be carried farther west
than Montreal, but there is no doubt
now in the minds of students of navi-
gation that with the improvement of
the St. Lawrence system of water-
ways following the development of
Toronto’s harbour, large ocean
freight vessels will carry their ear-
goes direct from old country ports to
the docks in the capital of Ontario,
from which point a great deal of it
will be distributed throughout the
Province.

Another feature of inland naviga-
tion which has been for many years
lost to Toronto, and to whiech To-
ronto’s docks had said what was ap-
parently a final farewell, will, it is
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THE TORONTO HARBOUR COMMISSIONERS' LINE PRINCIPAL DREDGES

Transforming Ashbridges Bay into * The Toronto Harbour Industrial District "

expected, be to a very appreciable ex-
tent revived as one of the results of
the development now commenced;
that is the handling of grain, and it
is the belief of the Harbour Commis-
sioners that before many years, large
modern elevators will add their at-
traction to Toronto’s waterfront. At
the present time grain shipped in
large vessels from Fort William is
transhipped at Port Colborne and is
consigned from that point by means
of barges to Montreal, where it is re-
handled, either into the elevators or
direct into the holds of ocean-going
steamers. This business has grown
so rapidly at Montreal that the ut-
most efforts of the Montreal Harbour
Commissioners and of the private in-
terests controlling elevators have been
unable to keep pace with its growth.
In 1912 the Harbour Commissioners
completed the erection of a new ele-
vator with a capacity of 2,500,000
bushels of grain. This gave them a
total capaeity of 4.000,000 bushels

No sooner had the elevator been plac-
ed in operation than the Commission-
ers found that the total capacity was
still inadequate for the business of-
fered, and work was commenced at
once upon an addition to elevator No.
1 for the purpose of adding an extra
1,500,000 bushels. This is now rapid-
ly approaching completion, and the
G. T. R. is also completing a large
addition to their grain elevator at the
mouth of the Lachine Canal, and it
is now realized that even with this
added accommodation Montreal will
be unable to take care of the grain
which will be offered at that port dur-
ing the season of 1914. This condi-
tion is bound to continue, and the of-
ficials at Montreal now feel that they
cannot possibly provide accommoda-
tion as rapidly as the business will
demand. The result will be that some
other port must undertake to look
after the surplus business, and To-
ronto is the logical point for the es-
tablishment of another trans-shipping
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A PIPE LINE FIFTEEN INCHES IN DIAMETER, THROUGH WHICH THE DREDGE FORCES
SAND FOR THE PURPOSE OF DISTRIBUTING IT OVER A LARGE AREA

port. The reason for this is that a
large vessel ean discharge a cargo of
grain at Toronto and ship for its re-
turn journey a ecargo of package
freight, whereas, should grain be car-
ried to some point farther east on
Lake Ontario, the distance between
that point and Toronto would have
to be traversed by the vessel prac-
tically in an empty state, so that it is
confidently expected that a very con-
siderable business of this nature will
come to Toronto in the not far dis-
tant future.

The Commissioners have been very
fortunate in the reception which has
been accorded their plans from all
quarters. The public generally has
received them very enthusiastically,
and both the City Council and the
Dominion Government endorsed them
without a word of criticism, the Gov-
ernment’s endorsation being follow-
ed by its assumption of some $7.000.-
000 of the total expenditure and the
awarding of a contract for $5.371.-
000.

Toronto’s waterfront in the past
has not been one of the portions of
the city which ecitizens have exhibited
with pride to visitors from other
parts, As a matter of fact, most
citizens will heartily endorse the
Honourable Mr. Rogers in his state-
ment that the waterfront is a dis-
grace to the city. This was one of
the conditions that the Commission-
ers had to meet and remedy, and the
situation was to some extent compli-
cated by the faet that a great portion
of the most valuable section of the
waterfront on the inner harbour was
privately owned. While plans were
being prepared for the proper de-
velopment of the Ashbridge’s Bay
distriet, and for the creation of a
lake front boulevard and driveway.
negotiations were carried on with the
railway companies and other private
owners along the front for the pur-
pose of transferring to the Harbour
Commissioners the control of the en-
tire stretch of property between
Cherry Street and Bathurst Street.
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The final defeat of the railway’s ap-
plication for permission to build
bridges as a means of carrying out
the grade separation ordered for To-
ronto and the agreement for the con-
struction of a viaduet made between
the Canadian Pacific and Grand
Trunk Railway Companies, the City
of Toronto, and the Harbour Commis-
sioners, and endorsed by an order of
the Board of Railway Commissioners
for Canada, cleared up the situation
so far as the property from Yonge
Street to Cherry Street is concerned
and immediately following the con-
struetion of the viaduet the Harbour
Commissioners will be in control of
all the property in this section,

From Yonge Street to York Street
the Commissioners already controlled
the dock property, which was deeded
to them by the eity in December, 1911.
From York Street to Bathurst Street
the property was controlled by the
two railway companies, and agree-
ments have been negotiated with them
and are now about completed which
will transfer the control to the Har-
bour Commissioners. With this end
attained, the pierhead line will be ex-
tended some 1,100 feet into the wa-
ters of the Bay, and a fine, broad
street will be carried across the en-
tire front from Cherry Street to
Bathurst Street for the purpose of
serving a new wharf area to be de-
veloped between this marginal way
and the new pierhead line.

The preliminary work of construct-
ing a bulkhead and filling in the wa-
ter lots to the north of it, for the pur-
pose of laying out this marginal way
will cost approximately $5,000,000,
and the new docks will be construct-
ed to the south of this bulkhead from
time to time as business demands
them. These docks will all be of mod-
ern, permanent, concrete construction
and will add greatly to the new wa-
terfront, which is to be created for
the city.

North of the marginal way will be
provided large areas of land avail-
able as industrial sites, and from this

property will be derived a large pro-
portion of the revenue which will be
needed in order to earry the interests
on the heavy expenditure involved.
This central dock development was
planned subsequent to the original
plans made public by the Commis-
sioners, but it will be one of the most
important features of the entire work.

One of the most interesting por-
tions of the work, active operations
on which will be carried out during
the winter of 1913-14, and on a larg-
er scale from the month of April,
1914, will be the reclamation of Ash-
bridge’s Bay. For many years this
work has been advocated at various
times by different members of the
City Council and different public
bodies, but the carrying out of such
work entailed a vast expenditure, and
while many project plans were pre-
pared at various times, no definite
step was taken towards carrying out
any plan until the property was
transferred by the city to the Har-
bour Commissioners, and the de-
velopment became susceptible of real-
ization as one portion of a complete
waterfront improvement scheme.
Ashbridge’s Bay contains approxi-
mately 1,300 acres of waste lands, al-
most all covered by shallow water or
marsh. Although the entrance to the
distriet, Cherry Street, lies only one
mile from the erossing of King and
Yonge Streets, access to it could be
had only by means of a small bridge
across Keating’s Channel, a shallow
cut created for the purpose of carry-
ing sewage from Ashbridge’s Bay
through to the lake. No real advan-
tages could be offered to industries to
locate in the district because they
could not be given any of the modern
facilities which industries demand,
such as railway siding accommoda-
tion, water, gas, and other necessaries
of industrial life.

Under the plans prepared by the
Commissioners and approved by the
city and the Government, Keating’s
Cut will be filled up and the marsh
to the south of it will also be filled to
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a height of eight feet above mean wa-
ter level in Toronto harbour, thus
joining the entire distriet to the main
land and allowing access to it over all
the streets which at present lead south
from Eastern Avenue east of the Don,
as well as by means of Cherry Street,
and of the new marginal way which
will run west from Cherry Street
across the waterfront, A railroad
connection can then be made with
the Grand Trunk Railway at the foot
of Cherry Street, and upon the com-
pletion of the city’s industrial tracks
on the east bank of the Don, connec-
tion can also be made with the Cana-
dian Pacific and Canadian Northern
Railroads, at Winchester Street, and
the Commissioners propose, as part
of the development of this distriet,
to install a complete system of rail-
road sidings, which will be connect-
ed with all three railways, thus giv-
ing every factory which locates in
this distriet the privilege of receiving
and making shipments over any of
the three roads free from inter-
switching charges. Just what this
means to an industry ean only be
realized by those in touch with ship-
ping business, but that it means mueh
is proved by the fact that at the pres-
ent time with no railroad aceommo-
dation, with very primitive water sys-
tem, with no sewage system, and the
land in an ungraded state, several
factories have taken leases in the dis-
triet and are putting up with the in-
convenience at the present time in
order to be in favourable locations
when the new development is carried
out. These leases have been made at
what the Commissioners consider an
extremely favourable rate, and they
feel that as a result of this experience
they are justified in expecting that
from the Toronto Harbour Industrial
District, under which name Ash-
bridge’s Bay will be known in the
future, will be derived a revenue suf-
ficient to meet the annual charges on
the total bonded indebtedness which
the Commissioners will incur,

‘When the new industrial distriet
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is completed it will contain 646 acres
of land available for industrial sites,
and every industry locating there will
have a frontage on a street for ordin-
ary traffic, and also a frontage on a
street reserved for railroad sidings,
which will be operated under a sys-
tem by which any industry can re-
ceive or ship a car without disturbing
its neighbours on either side. Thirty
miles of streets, varying in width
from a minimum of seventy-five feet
to a maximum of 175 feet, will pro-
vide for the vehicular and pedestrian
traffic which will undoubtedly de-
velop in the future, as well as for
street car accommodation which will
have to be provided as the distriet
grows.

In addition to the railroad facili-
ties, industries settling in the Toron-
to Harbour Industrial Distriet will
be given the opportunity to receive
and ship goods by boat. A ship-
channel 6,800 feet long and 400 feet
wide will be carried east into the dis-
trict from a point about half way
north and south along its western
face, and will terminate in a turning
basin 1,000 feet square. This ship-
channel will have a depth of twenty-
four feet, and the dock structures
along its banks will be so construeted
that the depth ean ultimately be in-
creased to thirty feet by means of
dredging, so that boats of any draught
which may in the future come
through the Welland Canal will be
able to find accommodation in Toron-
to. The banks of the ship-channel
will be docked so as to provide ample
dockage accommodation for all the
industries which may desire to avail
themselves of shipping facilities, and
this dockage, in addition to the dock,
and pier construction, which will be
carried out on the west of the dis-
triet fronting on Toronto harbour,
will provide a total length of wharf-
age of four and one-half miles.

Toronto has for many years been
the prineipal manufacturing and
distributing base for the Northwest
Provinces, and it is easy to realize
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what a tremendous impetus will be
given to this business when a manu-
facturer is able to ship goods by boat
from the door of his factory to the
head of Lake Superior for distribu-
tion throughout the West.

At the foot of Bathurst Street a
small industrial area, covering seven-
teen acres, will - be developed, also
served by dock and railroad facili-
ties. The railroad tracks here, as in
the east, will be connected without in-
ter-switching charges with the Cana-
dian Pacific Railway and the Grand
Trunk Railway, and it is expected
that this little area will be greatly
appreciated by industries desiring to
establish in the west end. A large
section of the dock to serve this dis-
triet has already been constructed
and will be ready for use in 1914.

It is expeeted that the old western
entrance to Toronto’s harbour will be
filled up during the same year, sa
that railroad sidings can be carried
across to the new district, and it
should therefore be available for use
before the end of another year.

The development of these two in-
dustrial areas and also the develop-
ment of 180 acres of industrial and
dock areas between Bathurst and
Cherry Streets will, it is expeeted,
take care of the commercial and in-
dustrial development of Toronto for
many years to ecome. The creation
of the new dock area and of the in-
dustrial distriet will be accompanied
by the dredging of the entire harbour
to a depth of at least thirty feet, so
that upon the completion of the work
planned, the great portion of which
is under contraet, vessels drawing
twenty-four feet of water would
be able to find accommodation at any
point in Toronto harbour.

‘When the Harbour Commissioners
were appointed, the City of Toronto
transferred to the Commissioners all
the property owned by the city along
the entire waterfront from Scarboro
on the east, to the Humber River on
the west, comprising eighty-three and
one-half per cent. of the entire wa-
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terfront property. What the people
of Toronto owe to the City Counecil
who secured and retained control of
this splendid. waterfront property
cannot be estimated to-day. Had the
Commissioners been obliged to face
conditions under which they would
have had to expropriate this property
or any considerable portion of it, the
immense cost would almost have pro-
hibited the ecarrying out of their
plans. Other ports, both on the lakes
and on the oceans in America, have
had to face tremendous expenditures
in order to secure as a basis for their
harbour development works, property
to compare with that which was al-
ready controlled by the City of To-
ronto.

Much of the property so deeded to
the Commissioners consisted of water
lots to the east and west of the Is-
land, which forms the barrier between
Toronto harbour and the lake. This
property, while susceptible in some
places, particularly along the front
of Ashbridge’s Bay, for treatment as

- industrial sites, and in some places

for development for wharfage pur-
poses, was peculiarly susceptible for
treatment along park lines, and the
Commissioners felt that it was their
duty to the publiec, whose trustees
they are, to develop the entire pro-
perty in the manner from which the
publie would secure the greatest bene-
fit. With the industrial and com-
mercial future of the city protected,
as has been explained, it appeared to
them to be wise to develop the bal-
ance of the property in an @sthetic
manner and to provide for the eciti-
zens some means of utilizing Toron-
to’s splendid waterfront for recrea-
tion purposes. For this purpose a
waterfront boulevard and driveway
was planned, which will reach from
‘Woodbine Avenue, on the east, along
the lake front south of Ashbridge’s
Bay and across the eastern channel
to the Island, and thence through the
interior of the Island and along the
western waterfront to the Humber
River.
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This boulevard and driveway will
have a total length of thirteen miles
and will consist of broad concrete
walks, driveways, bridle path, and
park areas, to a total width of 200
feet, making one of the handsomest
waterfront boulevards on the North
American continent,

From Woodbine Avenue to the
eastern channel the boulevard will lie
immediately behind the breakwater
and will command a view of the lake
to the south. To the north of the
boulevard will lie a park and lagoon
system, covering 350 acres, which will
be provided for the recreation of the
East End residents. From Bathurst
Street to Sunnyside a protected wa-
terway with an average width of 500
feet will separate the boulevard from
the sea wall. This waterway, in
conjunction with the Island lagoons
and the lagoons east from the east-
ern channel, will allow a small boat
to traverse the distance from Wood-
bine Avenue to the Humber without
being subjected to the danger of any
storm which may oecur on the lake.

From Sunnyside to the Humber a
fine sand bathing beach will border
the waterway on the north, and mod-
ern bath houses will be erected in or-
der that the public may be afforded
an opportunity to enjoy summer
bathing on a bathing beach equal to
the finest now in existence. Similar
advantages will be afforded the Bast
End residents by means of bath
houses along the lagoons west of
Woodbine Avenue.

In the same section from Sunny-
side west, a terraced promenade
fifty-five feet wide, patterned some-
what after the popular board walk
idea in use at many summer resorts,
will be graded on an elevation of some
twelve feet above the boulevard pro-
per, and to the north of this promen-
ade will be a reservation of lots which
will be leased for various commereial
purposes suitable to a summer resort
development, this being another

215

source of revenue from which much
is anticipated. North of this build-
ing reservation will be constructed a
new street to take the place of the
present Lake Shore Road, and the
latter road will be widened to eighty
feet and be used as a right-of-way for
radial railroads entering the city
from the west.

It is anticipated that the ereation
of this waterfront boulevard and
driveway will result in the establish-
ment of a park and driveway, encir-
cling the entire city.

The entire work planned by the
Commissioners was estimated to cost
on the original plans, $19,142,000,
and the subsequent plans for the im-
provement of the central waterfront
will add #5,000,000 or $6,000,000 to
this amount. Of this the city is ask-
ed to contribute only #1,800,000 in
order to secure the waterfront boule-
vard, while the Government is spend-
ing a sum originally estimated at $6,-
123,000, but which has already been
increased by the Government itself so
that it will probably reach close to
$7,000,000, on work which is recog-
nized as shore protection and har-
bour extension work. The balance of
$11,000,000 remaining of the first
estimates, and also the additional
$5,000,000 or $6,000,000 for the cen-
tral development will be raised by the
Harbour Commissioners by means of
issuing debentures, and the first block
of these debentures has already been
disposed of in order that a start may
be made by the spring of 1914.

The Toronto Harbour Commission-
ers are a joint civic and Government
body, consisting of five members,
three of whom (Messrs. R. Home
Smith, Thos. L. Church, and the
writer) were appointed by the City
Couneil ; one (Mr. F. S. Spence) was
appointed by the Dominion Govern-
ment, and one (Mr. R. S. Gourlay)
was appointed by the Dominion Gov-
ernment on the nomination of the
Toronto Board of Trade.




TECUMSEH: THE CLIMAX OF

THE INDIAN TRAGEDY
BY WILLIAM EDWARD PARK

ECUMSEH was born in 1768
on the banks of the Mad
River, a pretty tributary of the
Ohio, in that brief interval of dubi-
ous peace betwixt the fall of Quebee
and its logical sequel, the American
Revolution. In his childhood days,
Pontiac’s conspiracy of 1763 was
still a new story. A boy, he saw his
tribe, the Shawnees, allies of the
British, fighting the American col-
onists; he was six years old when his
father, Puckeshinwau, fell in battle.
He fled with terrified women and
children when, in 1780, the burning
of his native village, Piqua, by the
Americans forced the Shawnees to
seek refuge north of the Ohio. Thus,
in his most plastic years the story
of Pontiac’s great dream was fresh,
the victory of the confederated Am-
ericans over the British made a
deep impression, and, the death of
his father and the sufferings of his
people merving him to vengeance,
he dreamed dreams and beheld
visions which in later years slowly
crystallized into definite realities.
Beyond the Ohio, in the Indian
country, dwelt many tribes—Shaw-
nees, Iowas, Mingoes, Miamis, Ot-
tawas, Wyandottes—all save the lat-
ter sprung from Algonquin stock.
Roving bands of Indians must, from
time to time, have visited Tecum-
seh’s village, their varying dialects
and habiliments arousing a curious
interest in the thoughtful youth. He
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had heard that still further away
dwelt strong Indian nations. In his
nineteenth year with his elder bro-
ther, Cheeseckau, and a party of
Shawnee braves, he set out on the
‘‘long trail.”’ With, the hospital
Mandans his party hunted the buf-
falo of the plains; they lent their aid
to the intelligent Cherokees in their
warfare against the whites, and,
mingling with the Chicasaws, Semi-
noles and Creeks of Florida, like
true soldiers of fortune, helped to
fight the Americans and the Spani-
ards. The years thus spent con-
verted the youth into a hardy war-
rior; the death of Cheeseekau in
battle gave him command; on his
return to the Ohio in 1790, his partly
unconscious preparation for his life
work was measurably complete.
The fires of undying hatred glowed
along the always shifting border of
the Western States. The earliest
days of English settlement had sown
seeds of enmity; long years of bor-
der warfare wherein the Indians
fought each other as allies of French
or English had watered the soil with
blood. The harvest ripened in bitter
hatred. Crude, daring, unsentimen-
tal, adventurous, the backwoodsman
of Ohio or Tennessee was trained in
a hard school. He learned to fight
the Indian as the Indians fought;
and in his more peaceful dealings he
developed a lack of seruple that had
not even the Indian’s just excuse
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that it was part of a racial inherit-
ance.

With relentless certainty the tide
of white settlement encroached up-
on the hunting-grounds. In the
years immediately following the
Revolution numerous councils framed
treaties. The first solemn treaty,
that with the Delawares in 1778, in
return for a cession of lands con-
ceded Indian sovereignty beyond
the Ohio and the right to punish ac-
cording to Indian custom any whites
who might dare trespass upon Indian
territory. Through the half-dozen
or more treaties which followed, each
signalized by another cession of land
to the whites, runs the same guaran-
tee of Indian sovereignty in the
lands still left, the same relinquish-
ment of all white claims, the same
declaration 'that should any white
trespass ‘‘the Indians may punish
him or not as they please.”” Yet
each Indian attempt to assert this
solemnly pledged supremaey was
the signal for a cry of vengeance,
another Indian defeat, another ces-
sion of territory, another pledge
made only to be broken. These swift
recurring wrongs were the everyday
talk of the councils in which the
young Tecumseh modestly sat, heark-
ening to the wisdom of his elders. In
his bosom they must have rankled,
just as pride must have glowed
when, returning from the long trail,
he heard the tale of the destruction
of Harmer’s expedition; or when,
shortly after, runners bore word to
his village of the defeat of General
St. Clair. He must, too, have
seethed with impatience of the lack
of Indian unity and the failure of
individual chiefs to loyally resist the
blandishments of American land
grabbers.

In 1794 came the crowning wrong.
Along the Rivers Au Glaize, Lake
and Miami the Indians dwelt in
highly prosperous settlements—*‘like
a continuous village,”’ writes Mad
Anthony Wayne—with highly eul-
tivated fields and gardens, and corn

crops for the luxuriance of which
the rich Indiana soil is still famed.
These things hint that the Shaw-
nees, taught the folly of war and
relying on solemn treaties, were con-
tent with peace. Wayne and his
Americans relentlessly ravaged the
fields and burned the villages; the
inevitable treaty, signed in 1795,
ceded to the land hungry Americans
yet more ‘territory. Pathetically
the Indian chiefs handed back the
proffered treaty money. ‘‘Your
settlers come because they are poor,”’
pleaded the representatives of eleven
tribes. ‘‘Give them this money, make
them rich, and let them stay away
and leave us our lands.”” Wayne in-
sisted, the lands were ceded; the In-
dians, afraid yet vengeful, were in
mood to receive Tecumseh’s mes-
sage.

Tecumseh sought a mouthpiece in
his ambitious brother, Laulewasikau,
like himself an orator of no mean
degree. Already this brother, his
sinister aspect enhanced by the loss
of an eye, enjoyed repute as a sor-
cerer. He now retired to the for-
est solitudes, there spending much
time in meditation, prayer and fast-
ing. Returning, he proclaimed him-
self the Tenskawatawa, the ‘‘Open
Door,”” through which would come
deliverance to the Shawnees — the
messenger sent by the Great Spirit
to proclaim His will to the Indian
race.

A conception so bold and lofty is
new to Indian tradition. Some
slight analogy might be found in the
Aztec tradition of the return of
Quetzalcoatl, which played so huge a
part in the conquests of Cortez and
some variant of which may have ling-
ered among the Southern Indians.
But the Open Door finds, in the
Messiah as depicted in the Hebrew
writings, a far closer parallel. Many
fanatical whites had proclaimed
that the Indians were the original
Canaanites, to be relentlessly wiped
out. Tecumseh, keen to analyze all
things and alert to find a way of de-
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liverance for his people, might well
have fancied in the white man’s
faith the secret of the white man’s
triumph, and have sought to graft
that faith upon the religion of his
own people. The Prophet’s prelim-
inary retirement to the solitude is
distinetly Messianie.

Nor were the principles the Pro-
phet enunciated at the Great Coun-
cil at Wapakonetta unworthy of his
high pretensions. The Indians must
beware of drunkenness—he had seen
in a vision the torments of drunk-
ards hereafter—they must eschew
the white man’s ways and return to
the habits of their forefathers, must
gather in one village, hold all things
in common, and dwell in peace and
industry, regarding all Indians as
brothers. ‘‘His advice has always
been good,”’ one writer quotes an
Indian as saying. ‘‘He tells us we
must pray to the Great Spirit, who
made the world and everything in it;
not to lie, drink whiskey or go to
war, but to live soberly and peace-
ably with all men, to work and to
grow corn.’’

This religious veil half hid politi-
cal aspirations wherein Tecumseh
planned the salvation of his race.
Their territorial rights had been
bartered away by individuals, often
without authority to speak for their
people. To conserve the rights still
left, he enunciated a principle to
which he asked the adhesion of all
the Indians of the Ohio—the prin-
ciple that the land was the property,
not of individuals or even of chiefs,
but of all the Indians, and that
what was owned by all could be
ceded only by a council represen-
tative of all.

Indian confederacies had been
formed before. The semi-civilized
tribes of Peru and Mexico had
framed the semblance of highly-or-
ganized national life. The Chero-
kees possessed an advanced form of
tribal government. The Six Nations
of the Iroquois had evolved a tre-
mendous fighting force.  Pontiae,
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chief of the Ottawas, near kinsmen
of the Shawnees, had temporarily
united the widely scattered tribes;
the leaven of Pontiac’s ideal still
worked when, after the Revolution,
the Indians of the Ohio loosely
Joined against the Americans. The
idea was essentially old, but into it
Tecumseh infused the new prin-
ciple—borrowed, like his religious
principles, from the American col-
onists—of a common nationality,
while the Tenskawatawa threw about
it a religious glamour. The conjur-
ings and incantations of the Prophet,
his belt of sacred beans, his exor-
cisms, mark the lesser and more sup-
erstitious mind; but the ethical
principles of the new religion, so-
briety, industry, peace, union and
national brotherhood, bear the im-
press of the sane logician and far-
sighted statesman upon whom the
lesson of American union had not
been lost. The Prophet’s supersti-
tions formed the bait to lure the In-
dian to the one course of conduct
which spelled racial salvation.

Grudgingly accepted at first by a
few isolated Shawnee clans, the
new religion was hailed with acelaim
by the Great Council. Delawares,
Wyandottes, Miamis, Ottawas, Pot-
tawatomies and other tribes of the
Ohio valley united to establish a vil-
lage on the Maumee, Naturally ap-
prehensive, the American settlers
were quick to take alarm at this un-
wonted manifestation; but at a con-
ference with the Governor of Ohio,
held at Chillicothe, Tecumseh, sup-
ported by Blue Jacket, Roundhead
and Panther, urged that the only
aim of the confederacy was peace.
The Governor, satisfied, dismissed the
militia.

This early collision drove home to
Tecumseh the bitter realization that,
as first planned, his scheme was fu-
tile. He had framed a confederacy
of the Ohio tribes; he now saw that
with the steady pressure of white
immigration, his people must be-
come a red island in a white sea.
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Quickly his bold and active mind
overleapt the barrier. East of the
Mississippi and south of the Ohio
the whites dwelt; French, English,
and Americans had always con-
ceded the forests and prairies beyond
these rivers to be Indian ground.
North, south and west of these nat-
ural boundaries the Indians, welded
into one vast confederacy, would
unite to bar the westward progress
of the whites. The frontier tribes,
in times of stress supported by
bands from west and north, would
interpose a living barrier; at inter-
vals along this line the village of
the Maumee would be duplicated by
large settlements with a constant
line of intercommunication. Be-
tween the Mississippi and the Roek-
ies would be the home of a powerful
Indian empire.

For Teeumseh, the years that fol-
lowed were filled with ceaseless ac-
tivity. The Prophet, vain, head-
strong and tyrannical, proved a drag
upon the cause; Tecumseh, boldly
relegating him to a minor role, stood
forth himself as the head of the cru-
gade. From the Gulf of Mexico to
the Red River of the mnorth he
travelled, preaching to the scattered
tribes his new gospel of nationality,
acclaimed by all as the voice of the
Great Spirit and the saviour of his
people.

These activities the Americans,
beneficiaries of more or less unjust
aggressions, watched with suspicious
eves. Through American documents
of this time glimmer little hints of
Indian restraint under American in-
justice. ‘‘The patience of the In-
dians is astonishing,’’ writes William
Henry Harrison, Governor of In-
diana. In the face of aggressions,
Tecumseh counselled peace. Such
counsels a people historically un-
serupulous in their dealings with the
Indians merely regarded as evidence
of a like lack of seruple.

Rather than provoke a conflict,
Tecumseh in 1808 moved his town
from the Maumee to the junction of
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the Tippecanoe and the Wabash.
The settlers were not placated. In
Indian organization they saw only
war; in Indian protestations of peace
they saw only subterfuge. The capi-
tal was fairly bombarded with peti-
tions for troops. Harrison sum-
moned Tecumseh to a conference at
Vincennes on August 12th, 1810.
Attending with a retinue of 400
braves, the chief bore himself with a
haughtiness befitting the spokesman
of the entire Indian people. As was
his eustom refusing to speak in other
than the Shawnee tongue, he de-
clared that the Indians declined to
recognize cessions of lands made by
individuals, and that, though the
confederacy stood for peace, it stood
also for determined resistance to fur-
ther encroachments. Harrison was
equally obstinate. The parties
reached an impasse; and the Gover-
nor, predicting an immediate up-
rising, demanded aid from Washing-
ton.

Throughout the ensuing winter,
affairs swept on to a ecrisis. The
settlers, fearful of attack, deter-
mined to erush the growing confeder-
acy. 'The Federal Government re-
fused to sanction attack or to send
troops. The settlers made incur-
sions; a number of Indians were
killed; still the tribes held firm to
peace. At a second conference Har-
rison demanded, in disregard of the
treaties, the surrender of two Pot-
tawattomies accused of killing whites
upon the Indian lands, and haughtily
refused to discuss the unauthorized
cession of the Wabash territory.
Tecumseh, while steadfastly urging
the rights of his people, argued that
a confederacy, able to enforce law
among the Indians, must make for
peace.  Harrison apparently was
satisfied.

In August, 1811, Tecumseh, with
thirty braves, set out for the south.
Following the line of the Mississippi,
he penetrated the Texas country,
Alabama, and Florida. Choctaws,
Cherokees, Creeks, and Seminoles,
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tribes which in after years fully
proved their prowess as warriors,
avowed willingness to throw in their
lot with their northern brethren.
Harrison bears witness to Tecumseh’s
work :

‘‘If it were not for the vicinity of the
United States, Tecumseh would perhaps be
the founder of an Empire that would rival
in glory Mexico or Peru. No difficulties
deter him. For four years he has been in
constant motion. You see him to-day on
the Wabash, and in a short time hear of
him on the shores of Lake Erie or Lake
Michigan, or on the banks of the Missis-
sippi, and wherever he goes he makes an
impression favourable to his purpose. He
is now upon the last round to put a finish-
ing stroke upon his work.’’

The finishing stroke was put.
Tecumseh turned northward, = his
most ardent hopes realized.

While still distant from the Ohio,
ominous rumours reached him, speed-
ily confirmed by terrified fugitives.
The Prophet’s Town was in ashes,
the Ohio confederacy broken. Har-
rison, seizing the opportunity of
Tecumseh’s absence, had pressed
forward with 1,200 men. Met by a
deputation from the Prophet, he
promised a council the ensuing day ;
then, yielding to the clamourings of
his men, continued to advance, halt-
ing only on the threshold of the In-
dian town. Whether in the ensuing
night engagement Indians or whites
commenced the confliet is immaterial.
Harrison’s invasion, of the Indian
country was in direet defiance of or-
ders from Washington. It also vio-
lated the treaty of 1795. That docu-
ment literally authorized the Indians,
without fear of reprisals from the
central Government, to destroy ITar-
rison’s entire force; and Washington
itself was obligated to aid in driving
Harrison from the Indian territory.
Hostilities were virtually commenced
when the Americans set foot on In-
dian ground ; the moral guilt rests on
Harrison, no matter whose match
actually fired the powder.

Though the iron must have deeply
entered his soul, Tecumseh wasted

no time in mourning. Energetically
he set to work to rally his confeder-
acy and establish a new town. To a
council at Mathethie, Tecumseh,
questioned by Roundhead, head
chief of the Wyandottes, deter-
minedly proclaimed his purpose. ‘‘If
we hear of any more of our people
being killed, we will immediately
send to all the nations on or toward
the Mississippi and all this island
will rise as one man.”’ The soul
spoke bravely, but the body was
shattered.  Tecumseh’s own tribe,
the Shawnees, never ardent sup-
porters, rejected his proposals. The
Delawares were hostile; the other
tribes friendly, but fearful. His per-
sonal following dwindling to thirty
braves, Tecumseh set out for the
British post at Malden.

To Colonel Matthew Elliott, dep-
uty superintendent of Indian Affairs,
the chief proffered the services of his
party in the conflict impending be-
tween Great Britain and the United
States. ‘““Not for love of King
George,”” writes a British observer,
‘““but because they hoped to receive
from his hands the justice they had
sought in vain from the Americans.’’
To Isadore, chief of the Wyandottes,
sent by the American general, Hull,
to urge neutrality, Tecumseh made
clear his aims. If the Long Knives
prevailed, the Indians must still suf-
fer; if the British won, the peace
treaty would forever secure to the
Indians their rights. The British
king had done well for Brant and
his Mohawks; he would not be less
loyal to his later Indian allies.

Assigned to help garrison Bois
Blane, Tecumseh summoned his
tribesmen for the conflict. War was
declared on June 18th, 1812. On
July 11th Hull oecupied Sandwich.
American freebooters penetrated as
far east as Moraviantown. Tecumseh
with twenty-five Menominee Indians
ambushed Major Denny and 120 Am-
erican militia sent to capture Mal-
den, and drove them back in wutter
rout. The capture of Michilli-
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mackinac by the daring Roberts en-
sued. Tecumseh’s runners spread
the glad tidings broadecast, summon-
ing the braves to share in the pre-
dicted downfall of Detroit. Already
his daring mind foresaw what Brock
was soon to achieve.

Hull’s operations against Canada
languished. 'With 2,500 troops, he
lacked the energy to use them. The
British controlled Lake Erie; and
already Tecumseh’s braves, ranging
the wunsettled wilderness between
Fort Detroit and the Ohio, captured
Hull’s despatches and intercepted his
supplies. Barly in August Tecum-
seh ambushed Major Van Horne,
sent from Detroit to relieve a beef
convoy, and secured despatches
which, promptly transmitted to
Colonel Proctor at Malden, told a
tale of dissension in Detroit. Van
Horne’s defeat, compassed by Te-
cumseh, forced Hull to withdraw his
last outpost from Canada. At Ma-
guaga an attempt to ambush Colonel
Miller with a second relief expedi-
tion failed, but, in Hull’s own words,
‘“the blood of 75 gallant men could
only open the communications as far
as the points of their bayonets ex-
tended.”” Tecumseh, first to join
battle, last to retire, harassed Miller
when, abandoning his purpose, he
retreated to Detroit.

General Brock’s arrival from Niag-
ara was followed by a midnight
council. “‘This is a man,”’ declared
Tecumseh to his fellow chiefs. Where
FProetor had hesitated, Brock never
faltered. Overruling the protests of
his officers, he decided to attack De-
troit.

“We are committed to a war in
which the enemy must always surpass
us in numbers, equipment, and re-
sources,’”’ he declared significantly;
and, turning away from further argu-
ment, studied the roll of birchbark
on which Tecumseh had traced a map
of the environs of Detroit.

To Brock’s first formal summons,
Hull | returned defiance. Captain
Dixon’s batteries on the Canadian

shore promptly opened fire. The
same night a thousand Indians under
cover of darkness completely sur-
rounded Fort Detroit. Next morn-
ing, while Dixon’s guns steadily
pounded the walls, Brock erossed the
river. Hull, completely demoralized,
despatched a flag of truce. Fort De-
troit, the territory of Michigan, the
brig Adams, 2,500 soldiers, 2,500
stand of arms, 10,000 ecartridges,
thirty-seven cannon, constituted the
spoils. The colours of the Fourth
United States Regiment, ‘‘the heroes
of Tippecanoe,”’ still hang in Chel-
sea Royal Hospital, trophies of a
vietory that eould not have been won
without Tecumseh’s aid; yet of the
man who had devastated his village,
not one hair was harmed.

‘“A more sagacious or more gal-
lant warrior does not exist,”’ wrote
Brock enthusiastically. Indeed, with-
out Teecumseh and his Indians, the
British regulars, unskilled in back-
woods warfare, must have rested on
the defensive. The cutting of his
lines of communieation demoralized
Hull, the ambusecade of Van Horne
foreed his withdrawal from Canada,
the intercepted despatches gave
ample evidence of fatal weakness in
the numerically powerful garrison.
Brock’s daring was the one thing
needful to pluck the already ripe
fruit of victory.

In warfare, as in all other con-
cerns, the moral effect of an early
vietory is tremendous. Canada, at
first fearful of the odds against her,
plucked up courage and gained a
needful breathing space. This
achievement made the most forlorn
hope seem gloriously possible.

The American border settlers, ter-
ror-stricken, rallied in self defence.
William Henry Harrison succeeded
to the command of the west. While
Tecumseh, taking advantage of the
vietory, set out for the Wabash to
recruit reinforecements, General Win-
chester, a subordinate, eager to fore-
stall Harrison, with 2,500 men rav-
aged the Indian villages on the Mi-
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ami and ousted a British outpost at
Frenchtown. Colonel Proctor, now
commanding at Malden, with 500
militia and 800 Indians, by a bold
march surprised the Americans at
Frenchtown and foreced Winchester’s
surrender. In great numbers the
tribesmen rallied to Tecumseh. He,
leaving one party on the Wabash to
annoy Harrison, with another band
returned to Malden, to urge on Proc-
tor the following up of his first sue-
cessful stroke.

The boldness of Captain Roberts,
who abandoned an untenable position
to win a splendid victory, the daring
of Brock who staked his little force
against the odds of Fort Detroit and
won, were foreign to this old world
soldier. Essentially a Fabius, Proc-
tor preferred the apparently safe de-
fensive and the tacties which text
books and drill masters had taught
him. The adaptability so needful in
border warfare was not his. Tecum-
seh, eager to measure strength with
his old foeman on the Wabash and
to regain possession of his people’s
territory, chafed at Proector’s in-
activity, just as, doubtless, the Bri-
tish commander fretted at the lack of
military precision in the Indian al-
lies.

Proctor’s despatches throw vivid
light upon this fatal irresolution.
He seems to seek excuses for failure
rather than opportunities for sue-
cess. Governor Prevost had promised
much needed reinforecements; their
non-arrival Proctor makes a constant
excuse for inaction. His despatches
are filled with pleas for reinforce-
ments and fresh supplies. They re-
veal, too, evidences of steadily grow-
ing animosity toward the Indians.
This feeling was mutual. The ele-
ments which, under Brock and Te-
cumseh had striven harmoniously
and achieved victory, under Proctor
and Tecumseh attempted little and
achieved less.

Frenchtown was fought in Janu-
ary, 1813. Tecumseh urged the Brit-
ish general to repeat the blow.

Proctor, after much delay, in May
undertook a half-hearted movement
against Fort Meigs. A four days’
bombardment silenced the American
guns, but the Fort still held out.
Proctor raised the siege. In July,
once more at Tecumseh’s instance,
he made a second attempt. Strategy
failed to draw forth the defenders.
Proctor irresolutely shifted to Fort
Stephenson on the Sandusky, where
he wasted time and sacrificed gallant
lives in a hopeless frontal attack.
‘“A more than adequate sacrifice to
Indian opinion,”” Proctor calls this,
the tone of his despatech almost tri-
umphant. Irresolute, entering upon
active undertakings against his own
Jjudgment, he welcomes failure as a
vindieation of his wisdom, regardless
of its cost to Canada.

While Proctor thus faltered, a new
danger loomed up. 1In February,
1813, Commodore Perry had taken
energetic command of the American
fleet on Lake Erie. Proctor made no
attempt to check the building of new
ships. ~ The British commander,
Barclay, relaxed the blockade of
Presqu’ Ile Bay long enough to per-
mit the larger American vessels to
escape, and shortly after paid the
penalty in irretrievable defeat. From
the heights at Malden the British
with anxious eyes on September 10th
watched the combatants till the
battle-smoke obscured them. Not till
long after the sounds of conflict
ceased did the cloud, lifting, disclose
to their glasses a melancholy glimpse
of Barclay’s crippled ships follow-
ing in the wake of the American
squadron toward Sandusky Bay.

Fort Malden, its guns sacrificed to
arm Barclay’s new-built flagship,
was defenceless. Proctor at a coun-
cil declared his intention of abandon-
ing the post. Tecumseh’s long pent
up feelings found voice in bitter
challenge to the British general to
hand over the guns and ammunition
to the Indians, and let them hold the
frontier or die in its defence. More
than anger at Proctor’s inefficiency
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rang in Tecumseh’s eloquence. Re-
treat spelled ruin of his hopes. Al-
ways he had urged operations that
would ensure to his allies control of
Michigan and the Ohio Valley when
the peace treaty was framed; were
Malden abandoned, his people must
be sacrificed in the eventual treaty.
In a British and military sense re-
treat must have been justified; but
Tecumseh voiced, not the caution of
the Briton, but the aspirations of a
new-born Indian nation gasping out
its brief life. The treaty of Ghent
vindicated his prescience.

Awed by the acclaim with which
the savages hailed the chieftain’s
challenge, Proctor for the first time
admitted to Tecumseh that Barclay
was defeated. Tecumseh reluctantly
agreed to abandon Malden. He
urged resistance to the Americans on
landing, at the Canard, and at every
vantage point—a guerrilla warfare in
which, protecting their supplies and
luring the enemy into an unknown
and thickly wooded country, the
British could pave the way for a
crushing American defeat when re-
inforcements from Fort George at
length enabled them to turn upon the
invader. In such warfare, the In-
dians could have given the maximum
of service, while all that Proctor
sought, the safety of his little force,
would have been secured. Proctor
would promise nothing more than a
stand at Moraviantown, sixty-three
miles to the east. Tecumseh, de-
manding a private audience, urged
sending an advance party to prepare
the village for defence. The British
general was evasive. Tecumseh, grip-
ping his silver-mounted tomahawk
with one hand, with the other fiercely
smote the hilt of Proctor’s sword.
““You are Proctor, I am Tecumseh,’’
he challenged; but Proctor made no
answer.

With Malden in ashes and the
smoke of Fort Detroit rising behind
him, Proctor left Sandwich on Sep-
tember 27th, 1913. Tardy in the of-
fensive, he was equally dilatory in
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retreat. Had not a storm delayed
Harrison, the British foree must
have been nipped at Malden. Worry
regarding his wife and sick daughter,
resentment toward the Indians, the
murmurings of his own men, the
confidence that Harrison would not
venture into the interior, all doubt-
lessly contributed to the most pathetic
mockery of generalship in Canadian
military history. Cautious Harrison,
awaiting the arrival of Colonel John-
son’s mounted Kentuckians, thereby
afforded the fugitives a respite that
helped little. In five days Proctor
covered but fifty-four miles, nor did
he even destroy the bridges behind
him, On October 1st he reached Dol-
sen’s. At Chatham, five miles fur-
ther east, where a small stream
Jjoins the Thames, Tecumseh urged a
stand. Proctor agreed. ‘‘Here,”’ he
declared, ‘‘we will either defeat Har-
rison or leave our bones.”” The site
selected, to-day Tecumseh Park in
the heart of busy Chatham, was ad-
mirably adapted for defence. Te-
cumseh surveyed it with mournful
satisfaction. ‘‘This is a good place,”’
he commented. ‘It reminds me of
my village at the junction of the
Wabash and the Tippecanoe.’’

But Proctor, hastening ahead with
the baggage, did not return. Tecum-
seh anxiously consulted Colonel
Warburton, second in command.
With no enemy yet in sight, the re-
treat had become a rout. The officers
vainly urged Warburton to take com-
mand. On October 3rd at Chatham
a messenger brought word that Harri-
son’s scouts had engaged the rear
guard. Hasty preparations were
made to resist. Next morning at a
second alarm the British retreated six
miles eastward, where Proctor joined
them. Tecumseh, bitterly chagrined,
held the bridge at Chatham till Har-
rison’s heavy guns drove the Indians,
fighting stubbornly, from their posi-
tion.

One gunhoat ascending the Thames
the retreating force abandoned and
set on fire; two others, grounding,
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were left behind, blazing tokens of
a panic-stricken retreat.  Above
Arnold’s Mills, where Harrison’s
men forded the swollen stream, the
Americans captured two bateaux
with all the British ammunition and
supplies. At news of this disaster the
British deserted their half-cooked
breakfast, halting only two miles west
of Moraviantown. Harrison found
the deserted British campfires still
burning,

Without food all morning, without
ammunition, without confidence in
their leader, the retreating soldiers
were demoralized. Even to the last,
Proctor’s fatal irresolution was evi-
denced in hasty shifting of the lines
of defence. Men still doubted whe-
ther or not there would be a stand.
Perhaps Proctor himself doubted.
Tecumseh went to him. ‘‘Shall we
fight the Americans?’’ questioned
Calderwell, when the Chief returned.
“Yes, my son,”’” Tecumseh answered.
““‘Before sunset we will be in their
smoke. They are now almost upon
us.”” Unbuckling his sword, he hand-
ed it to his aide, Shaubena. “If I
should not come out of this fight,’’
he declared, solemnly, ‘‘keep this
sword, and when my son is a great
warrior, give it to him.”’

Across the road the British formed
in two lines of defence, Warburton
in the van, and Proctor, with his
staff, behind the second line. Their
left rested on the Thames, their right
on a black ash swale. Beyond this
swale a narrow stretch of solid
ground was barred by a few regulars;
on a larger swamp to the right the
Indians were posted. A six-pounder,
without ammunition to serve it, was
placed in front of the first line; two
others a couple of miles east uselessly
guarded the Moraviantown ford. In
the two hours of waiting Tecumseh
passed along the line, shaking hands
with the officers. ‘‘Father, have a big
heart,”” he urged Proctor; then pass-
ed on with his braves to join the In-
dians. ‘‘Be brave, stand firm, shoot

straight,”” he counselled the old war-
riors.

At three o’clock the enemy’s bugle
sounded. Johnson’s cavalry, sudden-
ly appearing, swept down upon the
red line. The British fire emptied
many saddles, but the Kentuckians
quickly rallied and the defenders, un-
able to reload, fell back. The second
line fired an irregular volley ; then the
British ranks broke, fleeing from the
relentless horsemen. Proctor, him-
self already in flight, made no at-
tempt to rally them.

In the swamp, the Indians, stoutly
holding their ground, repelled the at-
tacks of Desha’s brigade. The Am-
ericans retreated, and the defenders,
emerging in eager pursuit, were at-
tacked by the vietorious Kentuckians.
Tecumseh ordered a retreat to the
swamp. The horsemen, pursuing,
were mired, their first ranks decimat-
ed by the terrible fire of their con-
cealed enemies. Dismounting, they
formed on foot, Desha’s men moving
up to their support. The Indians
kept up an irregular fire, and for a
long time the issue was in doubt, till
Tecumseh, foremost in the defence,
encouraging his braves, thrice wound-
ed, staggered and fell.

His son, a lad of seventeen, among
others, still fought on, but gradually
the battle yielded, and the defenders,
bearing the body of their chief, sought
shelter in the deeper woods.

For many days the tradition lin-
gered that Tecumseh was but wound-
ed, and would return to again lead
his people. Harrison in his prolix
despatch never mentions—what must
then have been doubtful—Tecumseh’s
death. The chieftain vanished into
a haze of mystery. Even to-day his
grave is unknown and unmarked by
any monument. On the battlefield
where he fell patriotic citizens of
Thamesville—onee Tecumseh — have
raised a simple monument. It marks
more than the fall of a chieftain; it
marks the passing forever from na-
tional significance of the Indian raee.

L



CURRENT EVENTS
BY LINDSAY CRAWFORD

eth place to the new in Britain,
The change has been more

rapid during the past six years than
at any time in the past century. The
old country is witnessing not the rise,
but the arrival of democracy. The
land eampaign inaugurated by Mr.
Lloyd-George at Bedford is the be-
ginning of the end of that territorial
influence from which the ruling caste
derives its power and prestige. Land
has been the fertile source of wealth
and privilege for that section of the
British nation known as the landed
gentry. A rural revolution would
transform the countryside in Eng-
land and change the balance of pow-
er forever in favour of the toilers.
Liberalism and Conservatism each
has its favourite nostrum qualified,
as most party policies are, by a pru-
dent concern for the effects which a
particular policy may have upon the
fortunes of the party. Thinking men
of all parties are agreed as to the
necessity for a change in the land
system. But the reform of a system
which has its roots deep down in the
history of the nation is bound to lib-
erate powerful opposing forces and
to rouse into action dormant passions.
The chief points in the Liberal land
programme are:

A minimum wage for the agricul-
tural labourers.

A land court to fix fair rents and
eusure security of tenure.

The building of cottages, with land
attached.

Accessibility to the soil is the key-
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note of Mr, Lloyd-George’s speeches.
His scheme finds considerable sup-
port on the Unionist side among that
seetion which is eager to outbid the
Liberals for the votes of the farmer
and labourer. Numbers of owners
have thrown their estates on the mar-
ket. The result is often that, unless
the tenant farmer is in a position to
purchase his own farm, he runs the
risk of evietion by the new owner,
very often a land syndicate, or forced
to pay an increased rent. This was
largely the cause of the land war in
Ireland. It was not the old landed
gentry—many of whom still remain
on friendly terms with their former
tenants—who rackrented the Irish
farmer so much as the rich manufaec-
turers and land speculators, who
bought up the encumbered estates of
bankrupt and impecunious Irish land-
lords as an investment, and who
evicted thousands of tenants in or-
der to convert the land into cattle
ranches. Over miles of country noth-
ing was heard but the lowing of kine.
Much the same thing has taken place
in Great Britain, where wealthy Am-
ericans enable impecunious Peers to
eke out their incomes by the annual
renting of game preserves.
Bedford, at which Mr. Lloyd
George opened his land campaign,
was a Radical stronghold before the
term Radicalism was invented. It
took the side of Parliament against
Charles I. Within a mile from Bed-
ford, at Elstow, John Bunyan was
born in 1628. Nowhere had the spirit
of Puritanism such a potent sway
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than in Bedford, and this spirit still
survives,

While Mr. Lloyd George has been
enabled to do things, it should not
be overlooked that he is the inheritor,
not the creator, of the Liberal re-
form programme with which his
name is imperishably linked. The
man who stood at the parting of the
ways, between the old and the new
schools of Liberalism, and who elect-
ed to march with his face to the dawn
of a new era, was the late Sir Henry
Campbell-Bannerman, who became
Prime Minister in 1905, on the resig-
nation of the Balfour Ministry. He
it was who changed the whole atti-
tude of Liberalism and paved the way
for the social legislation of the past
seven years. Unlike Gladstone, he
held it to be the duty of a Govern-
ment to deal with the great problems
of unemployment and poverty. He
attacked the land monopoly in num-
erous speeches and outlined the pres-
ent proposed scheme of legislation by
which he hoped to make the soil of
Britain more and more ‘s treasure
house for the poor, rather than a
mere pleasure-house for the rich.”
As an earnest of his desire to grap-
ple with the social evils that pressed
so heavily on the working classes in
England, Sir Henry Campbell-Ban-
nerman brought into his Cabinet
Lloyd George and John Burns, ad-
vanced thinkers among the gathering
legions of an aggressive and educated
democracy.

.
“w

‘“Ulster,’” writes Lord Dunraven in
The Times, ‘‘is the master log that
holds the jam, and to avoid catas-
trophe it must be loosened gently.”’
The feeling is gaining ground that
both parties in Great Britain have
an interest in securing a settlement
of the Irish question on the basis of
an Irish Parliament with an Execu-
tive responsible thereto. Unionists no
longer profess to believe in the status
quo. In guarded and qualified lan-
guage that emphasizes their anxiety

to get rid of the deadlock, they show
a willingness to consider proposals
for extending wider powers of local
government to Ireland. Onece again
the Federal idea is being mooted as
offering the line of least resistance,
and there seems a disposition among
the moderates, Liberal and Unionist,
to lend an ear to Lord Loreburn’s
proposal for a settlement by consent
that will relieve the Ulster Unionist,
minority from any feeling of humili-
ation. The King is known to be per-
sonally interested in a peaceful so-
lution of the question and may be
instrumental in bringing about,
through interchanges of views among
the leaders, a compromise that will
satisfy all but the extremists, No
one now pretends that the Irish prob-
lem can remain where it is. Much
water has passed beneath the bridge
since the late Lord Salisbury pre-
seribed “twenty years of resolute
government’’ as the true antidote to
the Home Rule agitation.

One of the most serious results of
the Carson campaign is the effect
which it ig producing on the minds
of disaffected natives in India. Lord
Crewe, Secretary of State for India,
states: “‘I hear from authoritative
sources in India, from those who are
in the very best position for obtain-
ing authentic information, that the
effect in India of this Ulster cam-
paign is becoming a serious matter.
There was a letter in The Times on
the 16th by Sir West Ridgeway. He
has a double knowledge, and in that
letter he points out that all the argu-
ments which are used by some of the
less wise advocates of action at Ulster
—all those arguments which lead not
only to possible rebellion, but also to
a refusal by His Majesty’s troops to
suppress that rebellion—all these
arguments can be used in Treference
to a possible rising in India and to
the refusal of the loyal Indian troops
to serve the Crown in India, to act
against their fellow countrymen. If
the Ulster arguments are good, there
is no possible answer to the same
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argument used by those who wish to
promote rebellion in India. That is
not a light matter. I do not say that
those who use those arguments in
relation to Ireland understand or
know the possible mischief that they
are doing, but I do wish that before
speaking thus they would think of
the Empire as a whole and not only
of that corner of it in which their
especial interests lie.”’

The Ulster movement is also exer-
cising a baneful influence in the
ranks of Labour and the militant suf-
fragists. For these reasons the atti-
tude of Ulster is a matter of inecreas-
ing concern to those who value
British traditional love for ordered
progress by constitutional means.
‘Whatever virtue there is in the Ulster
opposition to Home Rule it is not
denied that the Carsonites are set-
ting an example which, if followed
in other parts of the Empire, would
seriously menace the peace and se-
curity of the British nation.

““Jim”’ Larkin, the Labour leader,
is in jail for inciting to violence dur-
ing the heat of a strike in which the
police and the employers of labour
acted with great provocation. The
only difference between Larkin and
Carson is that the latter has the legal
training which enables him to incite
the Unionists of Ulster in guarded
and hypothetical language that saves
him from the clutches of the law.
Such a weighty authority as The
Times declares that ‘‘Mr. Larkin is
their (the employers’) own ereation.
It is true that no evidence was offer-
ed of the sweating of which they are
accused, and the Court of Inquiry
only speaks of low wages and unsatis-
factory conditions of employment as
‘alleged.” But it regards the events
that have occurred as indicating that
‘grievances of considerable import-
ance have existed.” We agree with
that view. It is not denied that wages
have been extensively and substan-
tially raised in consequence of Mr.
Larkin’s agitation, which means that
employers have refused to give terms

they could well afford until they were
compelled.”” Why is Larkin in jail
and Carson still an honoured Privy
Councillor? This is the pertinent
question which Labourites are asking,
and it is an ugly issue to submit to
the disaffected working classes at the
present time in the United Kingdom.
The issue cannot be obsecured by any
platitudes about expediency and legal
technicalities. The loss of Reading
and the reduced majority in Linlith-
gowshire are as much an expression
of Labour dissatisfaction with the
Liberal attitude in regard to Larkin
and other issues as of the rising tide
of Unionism which threatens to sub-
merge the Liberal party at the gen-
eral elections.

‘What are the causes of the dis-
satisfaction in the ranks of La-
bour? At the conference of the In-
dependent Labour Party in Britain
in 1912. Mr, Anderson, the chairman,
attributed ‘‘the whole upheaval’’ to
‘“a revolt against poverty; against,
that is, Social Injustice; and it in-
volves the right to live.”” When ask-
ed by Press representatives what he
proposed, Mr. Anderson replied:
““We are determined that destitution
must be stamped out; and our rem-
edy resolves itself into this: A na-
tional minimum of wages, housing,
leisure and education. That is La-
bour’s battlecry for the future.”” Mr.
Seebohm Rowntree, who has made a
special study of industrial conditions
in the United Kingdom, and who is
himself a large employer of labour,
tells us that—‘The capitalists should
entirely shake off the idea that wage-
earners are inferior beings to them-
selves, and should learn to regard
them as valued and necessary part-
ners in the great work of wealth-pro-
duction—partners with whose acere-
dited representatives they may hon-
ourably discuss the proportion in
which the wealth jointly produced
should be divided.”” Mr. Rowntree
sees clearly that—‘‘The poverty at
one end of the scale will not be re-
moved except by encroaching heavily
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upon the great riches at the other
end.”” Mr, Sidney Low informs the
British public that there are many
young men among the workers who
read Carlyle and Ruskin, and believe
that if society were rightly organized
the life of cultivated leisure would
not be the privilege of the few, but
the possession of the many. A de-
cent minimum of food and elothing,
leisure and recreation, and houses fit
for human beings—and there will
be no peace until the demand is con-
ceded.

2
w

There is a serious recrudescence of
political erime in Bengal. A large
number of printed leaflets are being
published which openly inecite In-
dians to murder Europeans. These
leaflets find their way among the na-
tives in a most mysterious manner.
One of them was found posted up
on the blackboard of a Government
school. ~ Murders are distressingly
common and the police have entirely
failed to discover the source of the
evil. The passive resistance move-
ment among the Indians settled in
South Africa is also causing disquiet.

o
-”w

It had been expected by many that
the King would have created Prince
Arthur a Peer on his marriage, fol-
lowing the example of Queen Vie-
toria, who created the husband of the
Princess Royal a Duke, and announ-
ced the fact at the wedding break-
fast. The position, however, with re-
gard to Prince Arthur and the Duch-
ess of Fife is different. Neither is
now in direct line of sucecession to
the throne, whereas the Princess
Royal at the time of her wedding
was the third heir presumptive. The
suceession ofl the Duchy conferred by
Queen Victoria was given to the pres-
ent Duchess by King Edward, and
to any child she may have. Should
she die without issue, the Duchy
passes to Princess Maud. Prince
Arthur himself is, of course, heir to

his father’s Duchy of Connaught. It
is suggested that his father’s second
title of Strathearn might be given to
Prince Arthur as a separate Peerage.

o
"

M. Le Coultre, the astronomer at
Geneva, is convinced that Mars is
peopled and that its inhabitants are
making attempts to communicate with
the Earth, He states that he has ob-
served for some time past bluish-
white appearances on parts of Mars
similar to those caused by powerful
electric are lights. Few will accept
the conclusions of M. Le Coultre.
Most people have read H. G. Wells’s
novel recounting the visit of the Mar-
tians to this planet, and M. ILe
Coultre seems to be rivalling the
imaginative author.

o
B

The hoary antiquity of some of the
towns in Britain is illustrated in the
case of Sandwich, in the neighbour-
hood of which Prince and Princess
Arthur of Connaught spent their
honeymoon. Sandwich is one of the
old Cinque Ports, once an important
place. The sea has receded, and left
it on the side of a tiny stream, the
Stour. The water gate and quays re-
main to show that the place was onece
a flourishing and busy port. The
streets are quaint; many of them re-
main as they were in the days of
Elizabeth, and in Strand Street the
house in which the great Queen once
stayed is still standing. Sandwich
has another curious link with the
past. The great bell of St. Mary’s,
the principal ehureh, still sounds the
curfew at eight o’clock,

e
w

The defeat of Tammany in the
State elections, a terrible disaster in
a Welsh colliery, in which 436 min-
ers perished, the burning of the liner
Volturno, in which 136 people lost
their lives, the failure of Mexico to
elect a President, and the possibility

BRI G
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of European intervention
in the affairs of that dis-
tracted Republie, are
among the notable events
of the past month,

Another event of im-
portance, and one that may
effect a change in the
naval poliey of the Cana-
dian Government is the de-
termination of New Zea-
land to follow the example
of Australia and build a
fleet of her own to act in
co-operation with the Im-
perial navy in times of
emergency.

*

Still in the prime of
manhood, for he is only
fifty-four years old, bring-
ing to his new duties un-
rivalled diplomatic experi-
ences in various countries,
Sir Ceecil Arthur Spring-
Rice, K.C.M.G., has been
warmly welecomed in Wash-
ington as a worthy suc-
cessor to the brilliant and
popular author of ‘‘The
Amenican Common-

wealth.”” When Mr. James

Bryce’s time for retire-

ment drew near, consider-

able concern as to the

choice of the British Foreign Office
mingled with the regrets so widely ex-
pressed that Mr. Bryce was compell-
ed, through advancing years, to with-
draw from the cares of office. Prob-
lems were arising, as yet but clouds
like a man’s hand, on the Anglo-Am-
erican horizon, which called for deli-
cate and tactful handling, and Bryee
seemed the one man qualified to
smooth away the international dif-
fieulties. The Panama Canal tolls
dispute was arousing fieree contro-
versy, affairs in Mexico were nearing
a point where the interests of Buro-
pean nations and the Monroe Doe-
trine might be brought into sharp
opposition. Above all, it was neces-

SIR CECIL ARTHUR SPRING-RICE

The New British Ambassador at Washington

sary that nothing should be done to
destroy the good effects of ex-Presi-
dent Taft’s friendly overtures, or to
militate against the success of the
approaching celebrations whereby the
English-speaking nations hoped to
commemorate the century of peace
and to lay the foundations for con-
tinued friendly relations. Great Bri-
tain has always attached great im-
portance to the selection of her Wash-
ington diplomatic staff, and the
changed attitude of mind of Ameri-
can statesmen: towards European af-
fairs has increased the concern of the
British Government regarding the
choice of an Ambassador at White
House. The United States has out-
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grown its years of national develop-
ment and the Monhroe Doctrine has
now to be interpreted in the light of
the new Imperialism which President
Roosevelt was largely intrumental in
evolving. The United States has burst
the fetters of an exelusive national
existence and has built a powerful
fleet to symbolize the new spirit of
the Republie. It is at this interesting
stage in the evolution of the United
States as a world-power that Sir
Cecil Spring-Rice arrives at the White
House, where he has been hailed by
the American press as the embodi-
ment of ‘‘inoffensive grandeur.”’” His
quiet, wunobtrusive bearing, strong
mouth, and inflexible jaw denote the
self-contained man. Heredity com-
bines in him the cumulative wisdom
and experience of generations of
Spring-Rices who have played a part
in the public affairs of Great Britain.
Spring-Rice is the family name of
Lord Monteagle, an Irish Peer, and
Sir Ceecil, the subject of this sketch,
is a side-shoot of this old Limerick
family. The widow of the first Baron
Monteagle was born at Caledonia,
Ontario. A Spring-Rice was Under-
Secretary for the Home Department
ten years before Queen Vietoria came
to the throne, and was Chancellor of
the Exchequer in her first Govern-
ment.

He served his apprenticeship upder
Earls Granville and Rosebery, and at
such widely separated places as Brus-
sels, Washington, Tokio, Berlin, Con-
stantinople, Teheran, Cairo, St.
Petersburg, and Stockholm has aec-
cumlated an experience of men and
affairs which places him in the fore-
front of the British diplomatie body.
He had a distinguished career at Ox-
ford, but he is not literary, like his
predecessor, Mr. Bryce, and does not
affect to shine as a lecturer before
learned societies, although he had the
reputation at Oxford of being a fluent
speaker and was marked out for a par-
liamentary eareer. He chose instead
the coveted entrance to the British
Foreign Office, to this day the most ex-

clusive preserve in Britain of the old
ruling classes and the last to give ear
to the call of democracy. He is the
antithesis of the blatant Britisher
who antagonizes by his loud superior
manner, and, paradoxical as it may
seem, gains favour thereby in the
eyes of the spread-eagle Yankee.

The Paris Temps refers to Sir Ceeil
as ‘‘the ablest living diplomat ever
sent from one great capital to an-
other under orders from the British
Foreign Office.”” Temperamentally
he is a diplomat to his finger-tips
and is the affable, courteous Irish gen-
tleman without the coldness and hau-
teur of the Englishman. In him are
combined the Celtic heritage of alert-
ness, unostentation, simplicity, and
good breeding of the Irish gentle-
man, with the education, training,
and experience of Eton, Oxford, the
Foreign Office, and the dazzling splen-
dour of Western and Oriental courts.
He has, it is stated, ‘‘delivered an
ultimatum in St. Petersburg as if it
were an invitation to dinner,’”’ while
Shahs, Sultans, Emperors, and Kings
have waited on his word with the
anxiety of unerowned mortals who
seek to fathom the mysteries of the
future.

His term of office at Washington
opens a fresh and interesting chapter
in the history of American develop-
ment, and in the relations between
the Republic and the Empire. Af-
fairs in Mexico are a challenge to the
Imperialistic spirit in the ,United
States, which President Wilson may
find it difficult to curb, while, on the
other hand, he must justify his pol-
icy of non-intervention in the eyes
of European nations. The future is
on the knees of the gods, but in Sir

Cecil Spring-Rice Great Britain has

an Ambassador who brings to the
difficulties of his office a personality,
ripe judgment, and wide vision which
will support him in the delicate task
of adjusting every difference that
may arise between the two dominant
factors in the promotion of the arts
of peace and civilization.

J\gﬂ_‘f& o



THE MIRACLE AND OTHER
POEMS

By Viena SHEARD. Toronto: J. M.
Dent and Sons,

F. for no other reason than the
l poem that gives it title, this vol-

ume has ample justification. ‘‘The
Miracle’’ is no ordinary composition.
See what picture is presented in the
three opening stanzas:

Up from the templed city of the Jews,
The road ran straight and white

To Jericho, the City of the Palms,
The City of Delight.

Down that still road from far Judean hills
The shepherds drove their sheep

At silver dawn—at stirring of the birds—
When nien were all asleep.

Full many went that weary way at noon,
Or rested by the trees,
Romans and slaves, Gentiles and bearded
priests,
Sinners and Pharisees.

It might well have been entitled
‘““The Ballad of Blind Bartimeus’—
Bartimeus who

‘‘—heard the world go by, Gentiles and
Jews, Sinners and Pharisees.’’

You do, indeed, hear the world go
by—the great throng pressing close
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upon the footsteps of the Nazarene,
the throng that rolls tumultuously on,
like

‘“A restless sea, between Jerusalem
and white-walled Jericho.”’

Then we have the story of the
Christ passing by and of the faith
that brought healing, for

““The curtain rose from off his darkened
sight—
He saw the King’s own face.’’

Bartimeus rose and followed the
Christ, and we are left with this con-
cluding stanza:

““Oh, Bartimeus, of the mask-like face,
And patient, outstretched hand,

Was it for this God set on thee the mark
No man might understand?’’

Mrs. Sheard’s muse is tuneful and
at times gorgeous with colour. The
poem written on the death of Sir
Henry Irving is extremely artful, as
in the last stanza:

‘“Thy feet have found the path that
Shakespeare found,
Life’s lonely exit of such far renmown;
For thee, O dear interpreter of dreams,
The curtain hath rung down.”’
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A broad sympathy is expressed in
““The Vision,’” which we quote in full,
notwithstanding the fact that it was
first published in this magazine:
Long had she knelt at the Madonna’s

shrine,

Within the empty chapel, cold and gray,
Telling her beads, while grief with mar-

ring line,

And bitter tear stole all her youth away.

Outeast was she from what Life holdeth

dear;
Banished from joy that other souls
might win;
And from the dark beyond she turned
with fear,

Being so branded by the mark of sin.

Yet when at last she raised her troubled
face,

Haunted by sorrow, whitened by alarms,

Mary leaned down from out the pictured

place,

And laid the little Christ within her
arms.

Rosy and warm she held Him to her heart,

She—the abandoned one—the thing
apart.

I*

THE FLUTE OF SARDONYX

By Epmunp JorN. London: Herbert
Jenkins.

lN these days when poets spring up

in a night it is almost necessary,
in order to secure a hearing at all, for
some person of consequence in the
literary world to act as sponsor. But
it searcely would seem necessary for
anyone to introduce this new, young
English poet. Yet no less a ecritic
than Mr. Stephen Phillips introduces
Mr. John, and he sets him down as
possessing ‘‘a quiet, distinetive, and
even—which is by no means the same
thing—a quite distinguished note.”’
There is sensuousness in almost all
of Mr. John’s poetry, and his out-
standing poem, ‘‘Salome,’’ is over-
whelmingly sensuous:

Her locks are dusky with the sighs of
night,

Her curved cheeks passionate, her hot
mouth bright,

Her supple body sinuous like a snake,
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Her slim form girdled with a jewelled

chain;

And as she moves her dreams sink slowly
slain,

And her soul burns, and her wild eves
awake. ;

Her lips are towards the moon that hangs
above,

And in her white child’s neck is traced
for love

A fine blue vein for throbbing lips to
seize;

So that the sorrow of the chords grows
sweet

With bitterness and harmonies that beat

In rythmic music through the southern
breeze.

““Before Dawn’’ is another of the
same genre, a very appealing, per-
sonal poem in which a great deal of
temperament is suggested. Mr. John
sings with a very fine instrument and
his song is for the most part veritable

poetry, as -

‘‘Lay lightly your two hands upon my °*
brow— :

It has been burned by many bitter
brands—

For ‘when I give, I give with my t
hands,’ : = b

You said, and your young voice, I know
not how,

Seemed sweet with sorrow from unsad-
dened lands.’’

o
s

DOC WILLIAMS

By CHarues H. Lerrigo. Toronto:
Henry Frowde.

lF the so-called up-to-date medical

practitioners would put a little of
old Doc Williams’s common sense in-
to his practice their would be more
cures and fewer complaints. The old
Doe himself would eall it ‘‘hoss’’
sense, and he would be about right.
While there is to the story a fine plot,
which centres in the mystery of the
oil spring, this novel is more notable
for its fine character delineation, its
quiet philosophy, its quaint humour,
and all-round wholesomeness. It is
dedicated to the doctor’s wife (‘‘she
riseth also while it is yet night’’),
and the Foreword says: ‘‘Arter all,
they ain’t nothin’ in mediecal seience
’at is so plumb diff’runt f'm good
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plain common-sence, ye understand
me.”’

MOTHERING ON PERILOUS

By Lucy Furman. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.

WE confess a fondness for this
book, notwithstanding the faet
that it is written in epistolary form.
The letters are dated from Joslin,
Ky. It should be explained that the
letters have to do with the experi-
ences of a teacher in a school for
boys located near Perilous Creek. In
other words, it is a place where boys
are ‘‘mothered.”” There is something
extremely naive about this book, and
its pages have a peculiar fascination.
Women and girls, above all others,
will like it, but there is a splendid
appeal to manliness as well, for there
is a real Kentucky feud, some genu-
ine fighting to kill, and much execit-
ing adventure. The illustrations by
Mary Lane MeMillan and F. R. Gru-
ger are much better than are usually
seen.
5
GOLD
By StEwairT Epwarp Wuire. To-
ronto: The Musson Book Company.

TAKING the great gold rush of

forty-nine as a basis, Mr. White
gives us a‘vivid account of that his-
torical adventure, and he infuses
enough imagination and romance in-
to it to make an interesting and
forceful novel. One musti suppose
that the tale is told by an old Forty-
niner, one of a party of four who set
out for the California gold-fields from
New York, going via Panama. The
book is divided into four parts: Pan-
ama, The Golden City, The Mines,

The Law.
5%

TWO SHALL BE BORN
By THEODORE GOODRIDGE ROBERTS.
Toronto: Cassell and Company.
EW novelists know the Canadian
woods as does the author of this
stirring romance, who is himself a
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native Canadian, brother of Charles
G. D. Roberts. David Westley, a fine
example of manliness and fortitude,
hears that the girl he expeeted to
marry, is about to wed some other
man. In despair, he goes into the
woods, takes up a large tract of land
for the purpose of developing it; and
when everything material looks prom-
ising he is surprised one day by the
appearance of the girl for whom his
heart has never ceased to yearn. The
girl had been true to him, and had
the ecourage to follow and make
known to him his mistake—not a very
ingenious plot,

-
w

SKIPPER ANNE

By MArGARET BowenN,
Hodder and Stoughton.

NE can look with certainty to

this author for a fine, stirring,
romantic tale of adventure. The fea-
ture of this novel of the time of Na-
poleon (a time, by the way, that
seems to particularly attract Miss
Bowen) is a woman who can keep a
secret; and she keeps it well until
the last page is almost reached. Much
of the flavour of the period is put
into the pages, and altogether it is a
pleasant entertainment.

5

DANTE AND AQUINAS

By Prmwip H. WICKSTEED.
J. M. Dent and Sons.

THIS volume makes one realize

clearly that all the great think-
ers have said things which have an
eternal significance and truth, even
though they are connected in the
minds of their authors with certain
definite dogmas, which the instinet or
the knowledge of the present day re-
fuses to accept. Dante lived the full
life of his time, and is a noble inter-
preter of the best thought of his age;
but he was, too, a prophet and a poet,
and because of this, he has added
something to literature of truth and

Toronto :

Toronto :
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beauty which the world cannot let die
without serious and permanent hurt.

ES
GEOFFREY CHAUCER

By EmiL Lecouls. Translated by L.
Lilavoik. Toronto: J. M. Dent and
Sons.

THIS is more than the usual con-

sideration of an important au-
thor, for in the first place it pretends
to prove that Chaucer was not purely
Anglo-Saxon, but that he was great-
ly influenced by the F'rench, that, in-
deed, it was in his French style and
manner that he painted contemporary
society in England. The volume 1s
extremely interesting to all students
of English literature, and in review-
ing it William Henry Hudson makes
the observation that ‘‘French ecriti-
cism possesses an extraordinary pow-
er of penetration—of going to the
heart of a subject and disengaging
its essential features from the mass
of accidental detail. It is at the same
time characterized by a largeness of
outlook and by a strong sense of per-
spective, environment, and historical
background. More than any other
body of ecriticism it recognizes the
social forces in literature and brings
evolutionary principles to bear upon
the matter of art; yet it does this
without any sacrifice of the demands
of art as such. The usual purpose of
the English eritic is to give you his
opinion of an author. The usual pur-
pose of the French critic is to show
you the author himself. Professor
Legouis’s book on Chaucer, already
well known to students of the poet in
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the series of ‘‘Grands FEerivains
Etrangers,’’ is an admirable example
of the French ecritical monograph,
which is tantamount to saying that
it is a model of its kind.’’

3

—‘‘Olivia in India,”” by O. Doug-
las, (Toronto: Hodder and Stough-
ton), is a series of witty, vivacious
letters from an English girl in India
to a friend at home. It is not a new
venture in fiction, nor is it a great
one, but the author manages to in-
fuse a good deal of lively observation
and ecomment into her letters and to
compel interest in her escapades with
a gentleman who takes up a good
deal of her attention.

—In ‘“‘The Players,”” by Sir Wil-
liam Magnay, one gets an intimate
acquaintance with life behind the
scenes. It is a study of society, poli-
ties, and the stage, with a strong love
story to maintain the interest. (To-
ronto: Hodder and Stoughton).

M.
W

—“Empery,”” by S:“A. White, is
another of this young Canadian writ-
er’s tales of adventure in the North.
(New York: The Outing Publishing
Company). It is full of daring ad-
venture, intrigue, love, viflainy, and
all that a vivid imagination might
form out of the rivalry that existed
between the two great trading com-
panies, the Hudson’s Bay Company
and the Northwest Company. Mr.

White wields a graphic pen, and if
one likes a thrilling tale, here it is.
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Wonper WaAT HE Gor

““Sure, Casey was a fine fellow.’’

‘““He was that. A fine fellow,
Casey.”’

‘““And a cheerful man.’’

‘““A cheerful man was Casey—the
cheerfullest man I ever knew.”’

‘“Casey was a generous man, too.’’

‘“‘Generous, you say. Well, T don’t
know so much about that. Did Casey
ever buy you anything?’’

“Well, nearly. One day he came
into Flaherty’s bar-room, where me
and my friends were drinking, and
he said to us: “Well, men, what are
we going to have—rain or snow?’’—
Exzchange.

. 3

Kepr His Moure SHUT

A Kentucky colonel of the old
school had made a proud boast that
he hadn’t drunk a glass of water in
twenty years. One day as he was
riding to Nashville the train was
wrecked while erossing a bridge and
plunged into the river. They pulled
the colonel out with a boathook, and
when they got him on shore one of
his friends rushed up. erying: ‘‘Col-
onel! Are you hurt?”’ *‘‘No!’”’ he
snorted. ‘‘Never swallowed a drop.”’
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No Divibexp N SigHT

Young Mother—‘The question is,
Mr. Bache, what are we going to make

out of baby?”’

Mr. Bache—*‘T can’t see a cent in
him. If he only had two heads or
three legs, now, he would pay divi-
dends.”—Montreal Star.

IRISHMAN
in Dublin during the recent riots).
they've got Home Rule at last.”

(After ten years in the Colomes arriving
“Hooroo! Then
—Punch
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REWARD OF VIRTUE

Mrs. Titus earefully locked the jam
closet, and told her two sonms, eight
and ten years of age, that she was
going shopping.

‘“All right, mom,’’ came the chorus.

The street door had hardly shut
behind -Mrs. Titus when the two
youngsters made a concerted rush for
the jam closet. It was locked. A
hunt for keys produced half a dozen.
Each one was tried patiently, but
not one fitted. The lock held, the
jam closet remained inaccessible.

“What a shame!”’ said Thomas,
the younger.

“Well,”” said Frederick, the elder,
““we can wait until mamma comes
home and ask her for something for
being good boys.’’

TaE FIRST SHALL BE LAST

“Can you direct me to the best
hotel in this town?’’ asked the
stranger who, after sadly watching
the train depart, had set his satchel
upon the station platform.

““I can,’”’ replied the man who was
waiting for a train going the other
way, ‘‘but I hate to do it.”’

‘A"Why?”

‘‘Because you will think after
yvou’ve seen it that I’'m a liar.”

N
"

Nor Run~Ning Now

Two soldiers were speaking about
the battle of Bull Run. One of them
was a Yankee, the other an Irishman.

‘‘Pat,”’ said the Yankee, !‘‘were
vou at the battle of Bull Run?”’

“TI was,”’ said Pat.

“Did you run, too?”’

“I did,”’” said Pat, ‘‘and the man
that did not run is there yet.”’

S
s

SANDY Nor PARTICULAR

Doctor (feeling Sandy’s pulse in
bed)—What do you drink?

Sandy (with brightening face)-—
Oh, I’'m nae particular, doctor. Any-
thing you’ve got with ye—Toronto
Globe.
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A CONNOISSEUR

A well-known racehorse owner said
to a veterinary-surgeon :

“How is it you haven’t called on
me for your account?’’

““Oh,”’ said the vet, ‘‘I never ask
a gentleman for money.”’

‘‘Indeed! Then how do you get on
if he don’t pay?’’

“Why, after a certain time I con-
clude he’s not a gentleman, and then
I ask him.’’—T1¢-Bits.

A
ES

True! Too TrUE!

A quack doctor was holding forth
about his ‘‘medicines’’ to a rural
audience.

‘“Yes, gentlemen,’’ he said. ‘I have
sold these pills for over twenty-five
vears and never heard a word of
complaint. Now, what does that
prove?’’

From a voice in the erowd came:

‘““That dead men tell no tales.’’—
Tut-Baits.

BEGGAR : Give a pore man tuppence fer a bed, guv'nor,
INKLESTEIN : All right, my frendt. Vere's der bed ?
—Tatler
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The amount of Bovril
represented by the
size of this smallbot-
tle has been proved

to possess a  body-
building power equal
to that represented
by the large bottle,

The remarkable Body-building
Power of Bovril.
The .large diagram represents the flesh and
muscle-building power possessed by the amount
of Bovril represented by the small bottle.

UYL RRRR R RRER

‘“Spreads
like

ID you ever stop to think
why the gift of Higliry

Bonbons and Cll()C()'ﬂtk’S iS SO

Butter ”

Always Fresh.

No other is NEARLY as good as
—

Ingersoll
Cream Cheese

OU will like its
characteristic flavor
and rich ‘ creaminess,”
There is no waste in

popular an expression of Christ-

mas good wishes? The name
Higdsr has so long stood for all

that is best in sweets that it is

the only token splendid enough
to convey those finer feelings of
Ingersoll Cream Cheese. admiration and affection.
You can eat every par-
ticle. That's why it is
so economical,

At all Grocers—Packets only.
15c. and 25c.

&

130-132 Yonge Street, Toronto

Sales Agents Everywhere

|
|
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(N Christmas Morn-
ing—bright eyes
will be brighter when

s/, the package is found
fo ‘be—
“NEILSON'S"
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True

As the Tick
Of a Watch

The healthy heart beats about 72 times
each minute. Disturb its regularity and the
penalty is to shorten life and lesson one's
comfort.

Many persons unconsciously “whip”
their hearts into unnatural action by use
of tea or coffee which contains a drug,
caffeine. Its effect are subtle, but sure. §

If you find an irregularity in your own Y
heart-beat and value future health and ﬂ\

comfort

Stop Tea and Coffee

And try

POSTUM

The breakfast cup will be just as hot and satisfying, and you
will have a rebuilder at work in place of a destroyer.

Postum is made of choice wheat; contains genuine nourishment;
and has a rich Java-like flavor; but is absolutely free from the coffee

drug, caffeine.

Postum comes in two forms:
Regular Postum—must be well boiled.

Instant Postum is a soluble powder. A teaspoonful dissolves
quickly in a cup of hot water and, with the addition of cream and
sugar, makes a delicious beverage instantly.

“ There’s a Reason’’ for Postum
CANADIAN POSTUM CEREAL CO., LTD., WINDSOR, ONT.
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All Speed Records

Are made on the

UNDERWOOD

AT the annual typewnting contest
for the World’s Championship
held in New York City on Oct. 22,
1913. Margaret B. Owen using the
Underwood Typewriter wrote 7925
words in one hour—a net speed after
deducting 5 words for every error, of

Record for 8 Years, All won on the Underwood 125 words a minute.

% e WI(\:"Il"ds Per
ear. er. te. .
1506 | Row L. f::‘::r .......... ';8%‘ < Eletvert: Underwo;)colooperztors in this

7 S 4 1 A B i

1883 ggzz k Egt; - 8§ contlest wrote over words a minute.
1 o T e B 9! . o ;

1910 | H.'O. Blaisdell 109 United Typewriter Co., Ltd.
1911 | H. O. Blaisdell 112

1912 | Florence E. Wilson ... 117 TORONTO

1913 | Margaret B. Owen ....

OFFICES IN ALL CANADIAN CITIES.
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DAME FASHION’S DECREES

are as rigid in matters of correspondence as they are in matters
of dress.

/

Even more so, in fact, because one’s letters must convey the
personality of the writer.

Women who rightly regard their correspondence as a particular
social pleasure, are careful to use BARBER-ELLIS

Yris Luen

Stationery—zhe notepaper de luxe, made especially for the
correspondence of discriminating Canadian women.

All good stationers sell it, but if you should have any difficulty
in getting it, write to us for samples and we will arrange for
a nearby stationer to supply you.

BARBER-ELLIS, Limited

BRANTFORD TORONTO WINNIPEG VANCOUVER
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That Knocked
Half the Rub

Out of
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RODGERY’
_CUTLERY

All cutlery goodness 1s crystallized in “‘Rodgers.”
Centuries of cutlery knowledge go to make Rodgers

the recognized leader in cutlery manufacture

Joseph Rodgers & Sons, Limited

Cutlers to His Majesty
SHEFﬂm. ENGLAND

«That’s what the Chief is looking for.”

RIGHT, snappy-looking letters and clean-cut carbon
copies. It's some satisfaction to sign letters that are typed
through a Peerless Ribbon. The clear type standing out with-

out blurred letters or smudges has an inviting appearance. It is easy
to read. It seems to bespeak a message from a live firm.

The copies are important, too. A dirty, faint copy wastes your time to read. It
often obscures the very thing you want to know. Peerless Carbon copies look like

DR

CARBON TYPEWRITER

PAPERS RIBBONS
l/pour letters are not as neat asyou would like.
[f your copies are not as clear and easy to read,

u are not using Peerless Carbons and Ribbons.
7::[ give them a trial.

not

There are dealers wwh you
locate one, we will be glad to send samples.

PEERLESS CARBON AND RIBBON MFG.
CO., LIMITED

176-178 Richmond Street West - Toronto
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A Treasure Among Gifts
i ! Within your family, Waterman’s Ideals are gift obligations not ...
| to be overlooked. From one to another among friends they are Safety
| | given with confidence and received with pride. They provide poody |
1 ] one of the indispensable tools of everyday life, in home, business No 12% g
] and study. Waterman’s Ideals today are.bemg.sold and used to e e |
‘ an even greater extent than ever before in their active history. orPlain %0
i of There is only one standard of quality, the very hlghesg, and for ' 3
b vl which the Waterman’s Ideal imprint on pen and barrel is the fullest guar- w

antee. As gifts they are compact, dainty, artistic, and altogether practical.
Handsomely mounted or entirely plain, in many sizes from small to large
capacity; with gold pens of every degree. Every hand and character Gold

o1 i . . . . 2 bande
Self- Filigree  of writing can be identically suited, or points exchanged until fitted. g% ;:“

filling Sterling $§'.oo
No. 12 Silver Awoid Substitutes. Booklets on Request. In Attractive Xmas Boxes. SSI«Zﬁ.
Plain  No. 412 Now 12

e, 589 Sold Everywhere By The Best Dealers $350
Clip-on-  Clip-on- Clip-on
Cap2se. CapS0c. L E. Waterman Company, Limited, 107 Notre Dame Street, Montreal "

extra. kil San Francisco London Chicago Paris $1.00 |

New York Boston extra
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From the far East to the
great West, coffee reigns
supreme at the breakfast

table.
@m&

(= PSeal Brand
<) Coffee

is the recognized standard by

which all others are

Chase & Sanborn, Montreal

judged.

PENW OOD
GOOD LOOKS—GOOD FIT—

GOOD WEAR.

EARL & WILSON

SHIRTS $159 AND MORE

REST AND HEALTH TO
BOTH MOTHER AND CHILD

A Record of Over Sixty-Five Years.

For over gixty-five years Mrs. Win-
slow’s Soothing Syrup has been used
by mothers for their children while
teething. Are you disturbed at night
and broken of your rest by a sick child
suffering and erying with pain of Cut-
ting Teeth? If so send at once and get
a bottle of ‘‘Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing
Syrup’’ for Children Teething. The
value is incalculable. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately. De-
pend upon it, mothers, there is no mis-
take about it. It cures Diarrhea, reg-
ulates the Stomach and Bowels, cures
Wind Colie, softens the Gums, re-
duces Inflammation, and gives tone
and energy to the whole system. ‘‘Mrs.
Winslow’s Soothing Syrup’’ for ehil-
dren teething is pleasant to the taste
and is the prescription of one of the
oldest and best female physicians and
nurses in the United States, and is for
sale by all druggists throughout the
world.” Price twenty-five cents a bot-
tle. Be sure and ask for ‘‘Mrs. Win-
slow’s Soothing Syrup.’’
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THE CANADIAN SHREDDED WHEAT CO

Your Family Doctor

does not know as much about your stomach as you
do. You have lived with it longer than he has.
You know your digestive limitations.  You know
what ‘‘agrees” with you and what gives you distress.

It is well to get your doctor’s advice, however, and if
he is a wise counsellor he will tell you that the prac-
tise of eating a well-cooked cereal every morning
for breakfast will not only strengthen your digestion,
but keep the bowels healthy and active. The best

cereal for this purpose is

Shredded Wheat Biscuit

because it is the whole wheat, steam-cooked, shred-

ded and baked in the cleanest, finest food factory in
the world. It is not ‘‘treated,’”’ flavored or com-

pounded with anything—-

just the pure, whole wheat,
nothing added, nothing
taken away. Delicious for
breakfast when eaten with
hot milk or cream and sea-
soned to suit the taste or
for any meal with sliced
bananas, stewed
prunes, baked ap-
ples, preserved
peaches or other
preserved or fresh
fruits.

Made only by

TORONTO OFFICE: 49 WELLINGTON STREET E.

The Only Cereal Food

Made in Biscuit Form

MPANY, Limited, NIJAGARA FALLS, ONT,
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“Here’s the dandiest Christmas Box

I could find for you, Daddy”
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The Gillette has played the star part in
thousands of happy Christmas scenes, and
will be more in evidence than ever during the
coming Yuletide celebrations.

It looks so good! From the case of rich
grained leather or shimmering gold or silver
plate,.to the trim, business-like razor and
handy plated blade boxes, it looks worthy of
its reputation as the world’s best razor.

‘““You’re a good
guesser, Son! A
Gillette Safety Razor
is exactly what I wanted”

It works so welll The velvet-smooth Gillette
shave wins instant approval the first time a
man tries it. No other is so quick, so safe, so
comfortable, so satisfactory. If your gift be a
Gillette, it will pleasantly recall the giver
three hundred and sixty-five times a year.

Nearly forty styles from which to select. Standard
Sets at $5.00—Pocket Editions at $5.00, $5.50 and
$6.00—Combination and Travellers' Sets at $6.50 up.

Ask your Druggist, Jeweler or Hardware Dealer
to show you an assortment. If he cannot, write
ws and we will see that you are supplied.

GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO., of CANADA, LIMITED

OFFICE and FACTORY —The NEW GILLETTE BUILDING, MONTREAL

g - Giltett:

g




Your FloorsAre Abused

through the dropping of liquids,
the shuffling of feet, the moving
of furniture,—and against these abuses
they are protected merely by a thin,
transparent finish. Then, by all means,
see that this finish is sufficiently tough
and elastic to safeguard them against
possible injury.

FL2=TICA

the one perfect floor warnish, is made
to give a high lustrous finish to floors,

| to resist the severest wear and tear
and to remain unstreaked, unmarred
and free from spots.

ELASTICA is easily applied and

dries hard over night. In the morning

your floors are not only beautiful to look at, but pre-
pared to withstand months of hard service. When
you refinish this Spring, insist on ELASTICA.

Ask for Beautiful Floor Book No.85 |

** How to Finish Floors”’—Home Edition. Itcontains
complete information about the proper care of floors.

Troemusmoar Vit @

T - NNIPEG
c.mgsn%m?’ 9! Shndurdwv‘zllmilh ‘Works,

New York, Clnc“o London, Berlin,
L..-g: Ay i"fn“é.':'& tablish
t i a) es 8
o e tandards of quality.
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The Season’s Correct
Hair-dressing Fashions

have their original presentation
here. Adopted by us from English
and Parisian models, they represent
styles that are authoritive.

In the interest of your better
appearance, at no added cost, we
urge you to

Write For Our Catalog “X”

which will clearly demonstrate how
you can arrange these beautiful
coiffures, with the aid of additional
hair to overcome the deficiencies.
DORENWEND’S HAIR GOODS
made of the finest imported cut hair,
unsurpassed in artistic workmanship
of beauty, cannot be detected from
your own hair.

We Are Making a Specialty
of Hair-switches

which are mnecessary articles to
every woman's toilet. Correct,
artistic head-dressings demand their
use. Send Us Your Sample, when
we will quote you the different
prices, according to shade and length
of hair.
Our Catalogue and Booklet Will Solve the
Problem of Many Xmas Gifts.

The Dorenwend Co. of Toronto, Ltd,
( The House of Quality Hair-goods. )
105 Yonge Street - - TORONTO

i
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aving Soaps

For three-quarters
of a century we
have specialized in

Shaving Soap

This is one secret of the
wonderful popularity of
Williams’ Shaving
Soaps, and the peculiar
softening, soothing, re-

freshing lather that has
made them so famous.

FOUR FORMS OF THE SAME GOOD QUALITY:

Williams’ Shaving Stick
(in the Hinged-Cover Nickeled Box)
Williams’ Holder-Top Shaving Stick

Williams’ Shaving Powder
(in the Hinged-Cover Nickeled Box)

Williams® Shaving Cream (in tubes)

SPECIAL OFFER
Suit Case Sets

In order that those who are not familiar with our new
toilet requisites may have an opportunity to try some
of them, we have prepared very attractive sets of
samples which we call “Men’s Suit Case Sets” and
“SNomen’s Suit Case Sets.” These are handsomely
decorated boxes containing trial size reproductions
of our regular packages. Either set named below:
will be sent for 24 cents in stamps if your dealer
does not supply you. .

Men’s Suit Case Set Women’s Suit Case Set
Contains Contains

Holder-Top Shaving Stick Violet Talc Powder
Shaving Cream Carnation Talc Powder
Dental Cream Dental Cream

Tale Powder Cold Cream

Jersey Cream Toilet Soap Jersey Cream Toilet Soap

Address: THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO.,
Department A, Glastonbury, Conn,

After Shaving use Williams’ Talc Powder
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Someone must do the
scientific experimenting—

if you are to have carbon paper that will do its p}most inconceiv-
ably delicate work and fulfill its heavy responsibilities. 2

TRADE

g\

CARBON PAPER

shows the result of our 20 years’ experience and experiments in its
PERMANENCY—in blue or black its copies never fade. In its
NEATNESS—MultiKopy carbons rival the original in cleanness and
clearness. In its UNIFORMITY and in its ECONOMY—one sheet of
MultiKopy wiil make 100 clear copies, or you can manifold 20 at
one writing.

Write Now for Sample Sheet—FREE

q e, F. S. WEBSTER CO.
Y - 363 Congress St., Boston, Mass.
W %l New York Chicago  Philadelphia  Pittsburgh
.‘\

Ask for Star Brand Typewriter Ribbons

UNITED TYPEWRITER COMPANY, Ltd.
7-9 Adelaide St. East, Toronto, Ont.

Genuine

Beware of }
Imitations Sold <
|

i

on the Merits
of

MINARD'S
LINIMENT

@ Did You Ever Notice

How much better one feels when he,
knows that the cloth in his clothes are the
best that money can buy ?

VICKERMAN’S Dress Coatings

cost no more than many other makes, but
look at the quality and the finish. You
can pick them out everytime.

Over one hundred and twenty years manufac-
turing Fine Cloths, and every year increasing
their output. The maker puts his own name on
the selvage every three yards, as a guarantee of

quality.

Nisbet @& Auld, Limited - Toronto

Selling Agents for Canada.
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“Faultless Underwear”

Isn't that exactly the kind of under-
wear you wani—the kind that cannot
sag or lose its shape—the kind that |
hasn’t one of the many faults of ordin-
ary, commonplace underwear?
Certainly you want * Faultless
Underwear”’—guaranteed underwear—

o:OOa.,..

0!

»

you want

0)

Penmans Underwear every suit bearing the
famous triangular trademark is actually knit
to form—knit with exacting care to fit distinct
types of men, women and children.

<]

0
[

You can get the style you want and the weight you like
best either in union or two garment suits. No. 95
natural wool garment is probably just what you are

looking for—ask to see it.

Penmans Ltd.

Paris, Canada

UNDERWEAR
HOSIERY
SWEATERS

Look for this
trademark

R =
89000560022
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Will This Happen To Your Family?

T HAPPENED to another man’s family. As long as the father lived
l his wife and children enjoyed a comfortable home, but he forgot
the uncertainty of life, and dying left nothing. The mother had to
take in sewing for a living. e
No man who loves his family has any right to live another day with-
out an insurance policy like the Low Cost Monthly Income Policy of
The TRAVELERS INSURANCE COMPANY of Hartford, Conn.
It guarantees the wife and children a safe and certain income paid
regularly every month for life.
This income cannot be lost or diminished by the inexperience
of the wife or the misconduct of others, neither can it be
diverted from the purpose for which it was taken out.

The policy does not cease if the insured becomes unable to pay the
premiums on account of permanent and total disability, but matures
immediately, and is paid in the form of instalments as provided in the
contract to the insured himself, and on his death to the beneficiary.

MORAL: Insure in The TRAVELERS

The TRAVELERS INSURANCE CO., Hartford, Conn. (Can. Mag. D) Tear off

Please send me particulars regarding your Guaranteed Low Cost Monthly Income Policy.
My name, address, occupation and date of birth are written below :
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DO YOU KNOW THAT THE PRESENT RUSH OF

SETTLERS TO CANADA REPRESENTS
A NEW SETTLER EVERY MINUTE
OF OUR WAKING HOURS?

Have you ever CONSIDERED what makes

CANADA such an A TTRACTIVE FIELD
for SETT. LEMENT?

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

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

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS WRITE TO:—

W. D. SCOTT, Superintendent of Immigration, OTTAWA, CANADA, or
J. OBED SMITH, Asst. Supt. of Emigration, 11-12 Charing Cross, London, S. W., England.
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In a famous hospital, three babes are
born daily. The care of these infants
has become an exact science.

The nurses use nothing but soft tepid
water and pure olive oil for baby's bath
the first week of its life.

Afterthat Palmolive naturally follows.

* * * * *

Baby's first soap and water bath shouldalways
be a Palmolive bath—smooth, soft, creamy suds,
of warm fresh water and Palmolive Soap.

Many physicians recommend Palmolive as the
perfect soap for a Baby's delicate skin, because it
is made of the two necessary palm and olive 9115.

And because it does not contain free alkali, or
anything that can injure the tenderest skin.

Palmolive Soap refreshes and invigorates the

skin, preventing redness, irritation or chafing.

Baby’s First Bath

Its delicate green color is the natural hue of «
the pure materials from which it is made. Its faint
pertume is dainty and refreshing.

Since Palmolive Soap is best for the tender
skins of children, it certainly is best for grown
women and men. X

Palmolive Soap is unlike any other toilet soap
—because of the soothing, cleansing, softening
effects of the wonderful palm and olive oils. That
is why more Palmolive is used than any other
high-grade toilet soap. Price 15 cents per cake.

PALMOLIVE SHAMPOO is
delightfully cleansing. It stim-
ulates the hair to healthful lustre
and luxuriant growth. Price, 50c.
PALMOLIVE CREAM is pure
and delightful. It whitens and
nourishes the skin, and impartsa
sott and delicate refinement to a
woman'’s toilet Price, 50 cents.

Send two 2-cent stamps for sample cake of Palmolive Soap

PALMOLIVE is sold by all good dealers

B. J. JOHNSON SOAP CO,, Inc,,
155-157 George Street, Toronto, Ont.

American Address
B.]. JOHNSON SOAP CO., Inc., MILWAUKEE, WIS,

¥ : ;Z"
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HAZELTON HOSPITAL

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE is offering its readers and the public,
building lots 33 x 120 feet at East New Hazelton, B. C,, FREE with each new
subscription to the magazine for two years.

his is all we ask. In order to get your subscription to Tt
to pay a small fee to co

New Hazelton is on the G. T.P. R. and is building up very rapidly.
Thousands of dollars are being invested by men who know the future of New
‘Hazelton. When the G. T. P. R. is finished next year land values are bound
to rise. Grasp this offer now and secure a lot 33 x 120 feet—the best
investment you ever made.

Lots in this very neighborhood are selling from $150.00 up to $1,500.00 and prices

going up, what will they be worth in a year or two? The way land values are going up through-
out B. C. this same property will be worth many times over what they are getting at present.

FOR FULL INFORMATION Call, Write or Phone
REMIUM DEPARTMENIT

of Surve: Delivery of

THE CANADIAN 302 Webster Building,
53 Yonge Stree - Toronto, (

Phone Main 2978
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the La Diva Corsets offer the most perfect founda-

The most stylish women in Canada are wearing the La

llll' = ‘”lnlllmll
- “I"I“““mll NON~-RUSTABLE
*} Dl meiaing (
tion for an up-to-date costume, helping the figure
Diva which are sold at prices which make every one a bargain.
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For evening wear
without any undue pressure.

There is a La Diva for every figure--If your dealer cannot
show you a suitable one, it is worth your while to write us
giving his name and stating your height, weight and waist
measure. We will recommend you the most suitable corset
and where to buy it.

DOMINION CORSET CO. QUEBEC
Makers of the D. & A. Corsets

i it G B ) ;
G Cﬂoco‘LA_TE.S‘ n
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UR METAL LOCKERS are one
O of the necessary features of the
equipment of Modern Business Estab-
lishments and Public Institutions. They
are fireproof. They provide absolute
security against theft, and promote
order, system and tidiness wherever
used. They do not harbor germs,
odors or insects; they save time,
money, trouble and contents, and
economise space. Each locker bears
a distinct number with the corres-
pondingly numbered key, so that any
Locker can’ be easily located, and
confusion, mixing or loss of clothing
and personal effects is rendered im-
possible.

DENNIS WIRE

LONDON, ONT. CANADA

IRON WORKS, CO.

Easy Chairs and Rockers

Our large illustrated Catalogue No. 18 shows a fine collection of
comfortable and artistic chairs and rockers at prices varying from
$2.95 up. Furniture, Rugs, Draperies, Electric Fixtures, Etc.,
for every room in the home—hundreds of photographic cuts show-

ing you exactly what each piece is like—no exaggeration— //? /

no misrepresentations. Everything priced as low
as good furnishings
can be quoted and

All Priced Freight

Paid to your near-

est station in
Ontario.

No need to figure, no worry, the Catalogue
price is all you pay.

The Adams Furniture
Co., Limited - TORONTO

Write for Catalogue No. 18. Sen

to any address upon request.
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A New Pattern—OLD COLONY

‘The Old Colony is the highest achievement attained in silver plated ware. The
design possessesindividuality without sacrifice of simplicity or purity of outline. The
pierced handle deserves especial attention. Approgriate for any time and place, it
is pre-eminently fitted for Colonial and Old English dining rooms.  Like all

1847 ROGERS BROS.

¢ Silver Plate that Wears”’

it is made in the heaviest grade of silver plate, and is backed by the largest makers in
the world, with an unqualified guarantee made possible by the actual test of 65 years.

Sold by all leading dealers. Send for illustrated catalogue *“ 65 "
Meridan Britannia Co., Hamilton, Canada.
Meriden Conn New York, Chicago, “an Francisco.
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Watch Your Pimples Go Away

Then Feel the Ecstacy of Delight When Your Complexion
Is Made Perfect By Stuart’s Calcium Walers.

Don’t worry about your pimples. Stop that heart ache and
regret. Just make up your mind that you are going to use Stuart's
Calcium Wafers and make pimples vanish.

“] Don’t Look Like I Did Since I Used
Stuart’s Calcium Wafers.”

The pores of the skin are little mouths. Each has a sort of valve
that opens into tiny canals connecting with the blood. These mouth-
like pores become closed. When these canals fill up, the valve
refuses to work and pimples, blotches, rash, tetter, liver spots, etc..
appear. ’

Stuart’'s Calcium Wafers keep the pores open and the canals then
carry off the waste matter the blood empties into them.

Don't use cosmetics. They will not hide pimples long, and then
they clog the skin. You ought to know that the skin breathes in air
almost like the lungs. The pores throw off impurities every minute
of the day. To plaster the skin with paste, etc., is to actually pre-
vent nature doing her work.

Stuart’s Calcium Wafers will in a short time, cleanse the blood,
open the pores and remove all blemishes so that your skin will
become of a peach and cream kind so much desired.

Stuart’s Calcium Wafers can be carried in purse or pocket.
They are very pleasant to the taste and may be purchased anywhere
at 50 cents a box.

Look at your pimples and unsightly skin in the right way as a
disease of the blood and pores and use Stuart’s Calcium Wafers to
give you the complexion you want.
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"BABY'S

|

Babys soft skin is the test of
BABY'S OWN SOAP—

and its constant use¥ in thousands of nurseries is satisfactory
proof that its fragrant lather helps and whitens the most

delicate skin.
No imitation has all the merits of BABY'S OWN SOAP.

ALBERT SOAPS, LIMITED, Manufacturers o MONTREAL

(OO TR
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HE “KALAMAZOOQO" Binder

has practically overcome every
objection that has ever been offered
against the loose leaf idea.

There is no comparison between it
and any other binder now known.

Its capacity 1s greater than any other.

It requires no padding with unneces-
sary sheets.

The writing surface is firm and flat.
Sheets are easily inserted and removed.
Leaves are kept in perfect alignment.

There are no exposed metal parts to
injure the desk.
Don'’t remain dissatisfied with Loose

Leaf Systems. Let us show you
what the “Kalamazoo” binder will do.

Booklet “C.M.” describes it and tells you who

are using it. Any of them can tell you why.

\

Warwick Bros. & Rutter

Limited

Loose Leaf & Account- = King &
ers = Spadina
Toronto

LOOK AHEAD TWENTY YEARS!

Will old age be comfortable?
Provide for comfort and ease
in your old age by

AN
EXCELSIOR
ENDOWMENT

AT
AGE 50 or 60

Do not put off
securing to-day
what you may
not obtain to-
mMOITow.

ASSETS - $3.500,000.00
Insurance in Force -$18.500.000.00

EXCELSIOR LIFE

INSURANCE COMPANY.
Head Office: Toronto, Canada

Woodbury E.Hunt’s
GIFT CALENDARS
GREETING CARDS

Xmas Wood Novelties, Etc.

Very Attractive: and New Lines.

LEATHER GOODS

LADIES’ HAND BAGS
LETTER AND CARD CASES
Writing Portfolios—Wallets
FITTED TOURIST CASES

FINE LINE MESH BAGS
Fresh Stock—New Designs—Real Value.

BROWN BROS.

51-53 Wellington St. W., TORONTO.

LIMITED
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The Presto-Phone

An Automatic Telephone System for Administra-
tion Buildings, Factories, Warehouses, and
Large Institutions of any kind.

——————

Quick and Accurate, Strictly Private
Service, No Operator to Pay, Just
What You Have Wanted.

THIS TELEPHONE SYSTEM WILL SAVE
HOURS OF THE TIME OF HIGH-SALARIED
EMPLOYEES EVERY DAY.

Write for Presto-Phone Bulletin

3

Ask for Literature on the Phone-Eze Telephone Bracket — The
Greatest Convenience for a Desk Telephone Yet invented.

We make anything in the Telephone line
__ Manual or Automatic. Write Us.

—_—

Canadian Independent
Telephone Company, LTD.

DUNCAN STREET e TORONTO
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The James Smart Mig.
Co. Limited

BROCKVILLE, Ont. WINNIPEG, Man.

The Extra Weight

ina KELSEY

Saves Coal Bills

You canbuy a Kelsey Warm Air Generator for less
than any good steam or hot water heating system.

But a Kelsey costs more than an ordinary warm
air furnace because it weighs more. S

This extra weight is built into a Kelsey to give it
more heat-radiating surface.

It has 61 square feet of radiating surface for one
square foot of fire-grate surface.

A Kelsey heats larger volumes of air than an or-
dinary furnace, and does it with less coal.

Because a Kelsey consumes about one-third less
coal than an ordinary furnace it is more economical
to operate.

A house heated with a Kelsey is worth more to
live in and will rent or sell for more money.

The cost of a Kelsey is small when the saving in
coal bills and repairs is considered.

This economical heating system is fully described
in our booklet, ‘““Achievements in Modern Heating
and Ventilation.” Send for it.

FOR HOME

BUILDING

Milton Fireflash Brick is Particularly Desirable.

MILTON BRICK

“ A Genuine Milton Brick Has The Name ‘Milton” on it.”

are of two distant styles—red fireflash and buff fire-
flash. The colors—being natural to the shale—are
permanent and not affected by climate or weather.

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO.

Dept. D.

MILTON, ONTARIO.

Agents for Fiske
Toronto Office

Tapestry Brick.
50 Adelaide St. W.
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Mr. Edison Arnrnowurices
The Final Perfection of’
the Disc Phonograph
as a Real Musical listrir

ment of the llighest Iype

HIS new instrument is the result of many years of experiment and
investigation by Mir, Edison. All mechanical timbre 1s eliminated.
All sounds are recorded and reproduced with absolute fidelity to
the original, and every shade of volume and overtone is preserved. The
tone is superb. This instrument opens to music lovers for the first time the
great storeof fine musicwhich heretofore has been impossible of reproduction.

The Diamond and the Disc

Changeable needles or points are not used. The reproducing point which traverses the record is a

genuine diamond, permanently mounted; it is never changed and never wears.

The records are in a disc form, of a material which is new in chemistry and of so great hardness
as to permit the reproduction of the myriad of faint overtones which
alone give quality to music. These records are truly indestructible.

The method of recording these new Edison records is also new,
and the processes of manufacture are unique and new in every detail.

»
Special Motor
The mechanism of this new instrument is powerful, and is governed
as accurately as a chronometer in order that the pitch shall at all

times be accurately reproduced. : : S
Several thousands of these new Edison Diamond Disc instruments

have already been shipped from the factoryto music dealers through-
out the United States and Canada. Go and hear the records—you

will be surprised.

Write for booklet illustrating and describing
the different models

}on~

INCORRORATED

6 Lakeside Avenue Orange, New Jersey

The new principles and methods embodied in the Edison Diamond Disc have also been applied to th
well known Ecﬁson Cylinder Phonograph, and the new Cylinder instruments are nowag: le::l'til;)itioxex

by Edison Dealers.
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Make this Christmas last all winter. Give 3 ber %

them

a Columbia the one ideal gift for all the
family for all the year around. No one thing
will give so much pleasure, to so many people,
for so long a time, at so little cost.

‘Favorite”
$65

*De L“xe" $ 250

8500 dealers ready to demonstrate any Columbia, playing any record that you select. You
can be sure it 7s a Columbia by the tone control “leaves' at the front, which have taken the
place of the old double-door idea,

New catalogs for 1914 ready— Columbias from $32.50 to $650. You will want the great catalog
of Columbia records too.

IMPORTANT NOTICE: All Columbia Records will play on Victor Talking Machines;
likewise all Columbia Grafonolas will play Victor records.

COLUMBIA GRAPHOPHONE COMPANY

Canadian Headquarters and Factory, 365-367 Sorauren Ave., Toronto, Ont,

Creators of the Talking Machine Industry. Pioneers and Leaders in the Talking Ma-
chine Art. Owners of the Fundamental Patents. Largest Manufacturers of Talking
Machines in the World  Dealers and prospective dealers write for a confidential letter
and a free copy of our book “Music Money.”” Manufacturers of the Dictaphone.
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"XMAS GIFTS

There is no gift more acceptable
to a lady at 'Xmas than a pair
of gloves. And when the name
Dents is attached to the gift the
recipient knows that she is get-
ting the best in quality, style and
wear that it is possible to obtain

in gloves.
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A Perfect Breakfast

drink, that with its delicious
aroma and flavor tempts the
most capricious appetite, and
with its full richness satisfies
the hungriest man, is =

SUCHARD'S
Cocoa

It is a food as well as an
appetizing drink, for the
selected cocoa-beans of which
_Sucharq’s is made are richer
in nutriment than even meat
or bread. Suchard’s is the
finest form in which you can
get all the appetizing and
stren hening Eropertues of
one of nature’'s choicest gifts to
man—the cocoa-bean. Try it.

FRANK L. BENEDICT & CO.
MONTREAL.

GAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVA)
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CLARK’'S PORK & BEANS

PLAIN SAUCE, CHILI SAUCE, TOMATO SAUCE

An appetising, nourishing, and satisfying meal
provided for the housewife with the minimum of
preparation and the maximum of comfort.

Is it not worth while to know that you can
obtain the most carefully selected beans cooked
thoroughly and whole by a process which is
unsurpassed, and which retains the full mealy
flavour of the beans, blended with the most
delicate sauces, giving you no trouble beyond
heating for a few moments?

That is what Clark gives you

ORDER CLARK'’S FROM YOUR GROCER
W. CLARK - - % - MONTREAL

JAEGER GOODS FOR
CHRISTMAS GIFTS

Year after year people become more practical in their
Christmas buying—fewer useless showy gifts, more com-
fort-giving practical ones.

Of all the gifts to be thought of none are better, more
lasting, more enjoyable than Jaeger Dressing Gowns and
Jackets—Jaeger Travelling Rugs, pure wool or camel
hair—Jaeger Sweaters—Jaeger Fancy Vests—Jaeger
Shawls—Jaeger Scarves—etc.

A week or two before Christmas—before the rus4 begins
visit a Jaeger Store or Agency and select attractive,
practical, pleasure giving gifts from the Jaeger lines.

DrJAEGER w2 €

32 King St. West, }T 316 St. Catherine St. West, Montreal
784 Yonge St., cor. Bloor by Portage Ave., Carlton Block, Winnipeg
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cook and bake at the same time to
its full capacity. This feature and
many other exclusive ones will compel
your serious consideration when you
select your kitchen range.

LONDON . Pandora Ran.
ges are sold

TORONTO
MONTREAL : g everywhere
WINNIPEG RLEX it by good dea-
VANCOUVER N lers who back
ST. JOHN 4 up our guar-
HAMILTON : antee on this
CALGARY splendid
SASKATOON
EDMONTON
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_ HE AI I H A message for the sick
man, woman and child;

for everyone who is out

w i th (0) ut D ru g S of sorts; a message, too,

to who are well, and

or DOCtors would keep well.

25 years ago, an eminent Quebec physician, Dr. H. Sanche,
made a marvellous discovery which is embodied in the device
named * OXYDONOR.” This little instrument causes its users to
absorb from the air a plentiful supply of oxygen with its remarkable
vitalizing power.

*:= “OXYDONOR”

the human system becomes wonderfully invigorated, and diseases
of the blood, skin, lungs and nerves swiftly and surely disappear.

“ OXYDONOR”

—revitalizes the human organism by Nature’s own process

—eliminates disease without the use of drugs or medicines

—can be safely, quickly and easily applied, and can be taken sleeping
or waking

—is always ready for use by grown persons or children.

Beware of Fraudulent Imitations

Write to-day for book of spontaneous testimony. Send also
for our valuable book on health and which describes fully _.
the Oxydonor—a tried and true agent which has blessed
thousands upon thousands of persons during the past 25
years.

Dr. H. Sanche & Co., Department 11

364 St. Catherine St. W. - Montreal, Can.
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L Transfer your files

The year end is a period of great
activities in the office—a time when
every preparation is made to start
the new year with clear records and
CLEAR FILES. :

You will find occasion to refer to
many of this year’s records during

Wherever you are loca
stores, at which are
Write nearest branch
supplies you need.

/

<
=)

—

without a mix-up

the coming year, and it will mean a
saving of much time and trouble to
have the transferred records as
readily findable as those in the cur-
rent files. To accomplish this de-
sirable saving you should transfer
your records INTACT.

The Office Specialty line of supplies for transferring is most complete.
ted in Canada you are within close touch of our own

stocked every requirement for transferring time,
for Folder 1726, which will assist you in selecting the

MAKERS OF HIGH GRADE FILING CABINETS

{@{)FFICESPECIALTYMFG.C.

HEAD OFFICE

AND OFFICE FURNITURE IN STEEL AND WOOD

CANADA
97 Wellington Street West, TORONTO

Branches : Montreal, Ottawa, Halifax, Winnipeg, Calgary, Edmonton, Vancouver.
Factories: NEWMARKET, ONT.
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frusted when buying
frue quality Silver Ware

% N choosing (what is usually the favorite present) (during the %

coming Xmas Season), namely “Silverware,” it is no easy
task to determine. Looks may betray. Some Silver plated -

9 Ware is so cleverly finished and (offered) so (temptingly) that its
appearance—a beauty which is only skin deep —is often made the
% only determining factor and the buyer suffers afterwards the
) inconvenience of seeing it wear off and show its lack of lasting value.
; Wisdom says: Let the reputation of the Manufacturer be your protection.
!

The Beauty of Standard Silver Ware lies not only in the original and ¢
artistic designs and reasonable prices but unnoticed at first in
the sincere workmanship, the pure hard white metal and the
generous deposit of the finest Sterling silver.

Guaranteed to Give Satisfaction.

3 A Reputation has been earued by us by upholding the Standard in high-class

1‘2 Silver Plated Ware. The merit of our goods is determined by the increase an
continuance of public approval of our policy “The best at a moderate price, and

g} the popularity of our make we judge by the sales of Standard Silver Ware that
have reached a height never touched before. Could there be any better proof

yf of the superiority of our make.

34 g §

Sf We have this year prepared some exceptionally attractive lines
ﬁf # such as Casserole Goods, Reproductions of old Shetﬂeld and Old
Wi Dutch Designs and it is well worth your while to see them.

EVERY RELIABLE JEWELLER SELLS STANDARD SILVER WARE
If vou cannot get it, write to us, we will assist you.
ASK FOR FOR IT AND REMEMBER every piece bearng our name is

manufactured and guaranteed by

Standard Silver Company Lid.
TOROMTO
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Send for our
candy recipes and

MAKE YOUR
XMAS CANDY

with

It is easily made into any form—
is inexpensive—delights and sat-
isfies every member of the family.

KNOX Peanut Dainties

1 envelope Knox Gelatine
14 cup cold water 34 cup boiling water
2 cups light brown sugar
2 cups roasted peanuts, chopped

Soak gelatine in the cold water 10 minutes. Add
sugar to the boiling water and when dissolved add the
gelatine and boil slowly 15 minutes. Remove from
fire and add 1 cup of the peanuts and 1 tablespoonful
lemon juice (or ¥4 teaspoonful cf the Lemon Flavor-
ing found in the Acidulated package dissolved in a
little water. )

Wet pan in cold water and turn mixture into it to
depth of ¥4 inch. Let stand over night; cut in squares
and roll in ground peanuts.

Send for this FREE Recipe Book
An_illustrated book of recipes for Candies, Desserts,
Jellies, Puddings, Ice Creams, Sherbets, 8alads, etc.,
sent FREE for your grocer's name. Pint sample for
2¢ stamp and grocer's name.

CHARLES B. KNOX CO.
499 Knox Avenue Johnstown, N. Y.

Branch Factory, Montreal, Can,

b L

On Every Woman’'s Dressing-table

there should always be found a bottle of that
matchless perfume, the old time favorite

MURRAY ®& LANMAN'S
Florida Water

Once used, it is simply indispensable. Grateful
on handkerchief or clothing; a fragrant Lotion or
Spray ; arefreshing addition to the Bath, the Basin,
or to the tumbler when brushing the teeth: it is
mildly antiseptic and always delightful. :-: :-:

ASK YOUR DRUGCIST FOR IT.
REFUSE ALL SUBSTITUTES!
Prepared only by
LANMAN & KEMP, New York and Montreal

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

Acknewledged to
be the finest crea-
tion of Water-
proof Collars
ever made.

to see and buy

; , no other.
Tﬂs)fhﬁl‘aﬂ:g:.,ortdo,o stores or direct

68 FRAZER AVENUE
TORONTO

Washburne's Pat, *“0.K.” P
Fasteners, used exclusively by l?x'::
who desire i

and nickel-plated Steel, three sizes: put uj
in Bright Metal boxes of 50 & 100 each,
Your Stationer, 10, 15, 20 & 25/,
Send 1 0¢forbox of 50 . Booklet free
- YEARLY SALE NOW 100 MILLION,
THE 0. K. MFG. CO., Syracuse, N. Y,

YOG“URT destroys the poison producing mi-

crobes in the colon, prevents prema-
ture old age, calcination ot arteries, means freedom trom diseases
of the digestive apparatus, poor circulation and nerves. Free
information. THE YOGHURT CO., R. 2, Cloverdale (17) B ©., 0an.

WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE
TRY MURINE ;é:}ef;“z‘c‘&ga&ﬁ?;é
EYE REMEDY watery sycs ous

Granulated B i
Ilustrated Book in each Package. Murineis c?)m};g: ﬁ:ﬁﬁi
by our Oculists—not a “Patent Medicine”=but used in
successful Physiclans® Practice for many years. Now dedicated
to the public and sold by Druggists at 25¢-50¢ per bott]e. Murin
Bye Salve in aseptic tubes, 26¢-50c. Murine Eye Remedy Co. . Chleu.-e
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The FIRST CALLin theMorning, (.. 7;,
COWAN S Y &

PERFECTION /

COCOA I/ A
e G Gl A
LABEL )= Y

[ . (TP p
\\Y;\: — oot A . :- : T” {
) & =
7/ You always have an ™
y \J ﬁ ;

appetite for COW AN’S

Perfeotion COCOA. The fragrantaroma‘ /
%/ is so tempting. And what food that you %

enjoy as much as Cowan’s Cocoa is so /
: i

/ nourishing--and so easy to digest? Break-
fast--Cowan’s Cocoa--they seem to go SSHEDRD N\

%
%/// together. .\. r‘——‘"-:mmnmm»a

10c. tins, 41b. %1b. and 1 Ib. Tins.

o
///// AT ALL GROCERS. =
/////// The COWAN CO., Limited // Clieer

2 :
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People of discriminating tastes
are more and more delighting
their friends with gifts of ¢ Swan”

Fountpens. Practical presents
are the rule and in selecting
your gifts this year you can-
not find a more practical
present, one more uni-
versally appreciated,
than the “Swan.”

Fountpens meet every requirement of
the most fastidious so completely that
thorough satisfactionisassured. Writes
with a velvety touch and an easy, even,
steady flow; will not leak or blot your
fingers.

In making up your Christmas list re-
member almost everbody needs a foun-

This Pen tain pen and everbody wants the best.

$4.50. With. At all jewelers, stationers and druggists every-

- “LITTLE WINDOWS"" where. ~ Standard $2.50 and up. “ Safety " $3.00

g&ap(? See your pen filling and and up, with *‘Little Windows” $3.50 and up.

iz know when to refill. Write for illustrated folder.
MABIE, TODD £ €0, - " . "124 Yl 5t Torouto
Headquarters; London, England.

New York Chicago Paris Sydney Brussels
P B R <N R e e T S~ e A e e < i < =-y/
/l‘- ] < <> <G < < <D < T < > < I <A e - <G << <GS <D < < 3 '

ORDER FROM THIS LIST OR WRITE

Gloves for Christmas Gifts  ouens xon aroves.

No.27C—Single and Two Dome, ‘Shel-
bourne’ quality, pique sewn, a full range of

° as eplors, Farpaie 000, AR $1.50
P dO'llbt No. 28C—Two Dome, ‘Dorothy’ quality,

overseam sewing, a full range of colors. Per
to What to pair $1.50

i . No. 29C—-Eight Button, ““Shetburne’”
g ive — K 1 d quality, pique sewn, white only. Per pair ...
..................................... $2.50
No. 30C—Twelve Button, ‘Shelb .
G 1 ove S al € quality, pique sewn, white anci tasn cmly!lrlf"sr
. oz Tyog o SN R S e A R W S $3.00
always a safe choice - 31C—Twelve Button, “Dorothy”
s . quality, overseam sewing, white, black, tan,
m eSpeClallY for ladles- and grey. Perpaie, .. .. 0. . i $2.50
i No. 32C—Sixteen Button, “‘Dor idg
g We Carry a full stOCk Of quality, overseam sewing, wl':ite, blac‘l:,utlg,n,
. pink, grey, helio and sky. Per pair. ... $3.00
the best French makes and ne. 33c—Twenty Button, “Dorothy”
t f . the qu_allty. overseam sewing, white only.s4 f:)e‘;

s fo oL ks R R o UL A ol 4
are TorontO agen No. 19.._j|'yvocnlon|ebi PkarishPoints. over-
famous Trefousse Gloves. “gamsewng. Colors black, wite, of tans

E— Sent postage paid to any address in Canada on
receipt of price.

MURRAY-KAY, LimiTED

(ESTABLISHED 1843)
17-81 KING STREET, E. - - - TORONTO

B e S M SR . A e e~ ST S G SN Sl e
e RS N < SR - M G R R S S S <Heee @M
e S . A <R S . < e HL s <. Ef T
B e i - i TP pe—

R L phap————————————————————ep SRR i S ——
(Y e W S W S < - S AR A S TR S G e PP e <M deme .
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Pick Out the Dyspeptic

You Can Tell Them Anywhere and
Especially if You See One Eat.

A Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablet Will
Digest Any Meal.

One of the saddest sights at a royally rich dinner is to see a man or a
woman unable to eat because of dyspepsia.

Itis really a crime to continue this martydom when all one has to do
is to eat a little Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablet.

falalotatatel, Just carry a tablet in you purse and after each
meal eat it as you would a peppermint. It will digest
the meal and surely convince you that food will not
hurt you.

One grain of the ingredients which compose a
Stuart’s Tablet will digest 3,000 grains of fish, soup,
coffee, ice cream, meats, vegetables and pastries.
The whole idea of this great matural digester is to aid
nature to do her work without exhaustion and it
certainly accomplishes this result.

- Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets are our best known
remedy for all stomach and dyspepsia troubles. It is
positively wonderful to see the way one of these little
tablets will digest a meal. And no one can realize it

“Too Bad.”

until one has used these tablets. @
7 I Used To Be
Every drug store sells Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets Like Him.”
T and sells them in huge quantities. No matter where you
|| Pl

are located you may go to any druggist and buy a 50c
box that will last you a long time. Absolutely convince

you .dyspepsia ican be prevented.
Many thousands of people use these tablets
t occasionally just to keep their digestion always perfect.
1 Kmow Pl Be If you stay up late or overeat then take a tablet
Sick.” before bedtime; there will be no horrible dreams
or bad mouth taste. Go to your druggist now and buy a 50c box and go
armed against any kind of stomach trouble.

7
Iy
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Residence of F. C. Borsh, corner of High Park Boul-
evard and Indian Road, Toronto. Roofed with

ASBESTOSLAIE

The Roof That
Never Fails

If you buy other roofings, you do so on the
understanding that they may last five, ten,
fifteen or even twenty years. But you know
that all this time they will be steadily deter-
iorating, until, when you least desire it, they
will fail.

Not so with ASBESTOSLATE. Instead
of deteriorating, it actually becomes harder,
tougher and more enduring with age and ex-
posure. An ASBESTOSLATE roof 25 y.ear's,
old has just as long an «¢expectation of life
as has one newly laid.

You cannot build a house too good for a
roof of ASBESTOSLATE, for besides being
practically everlasting, it is absolut.ely fire-
proof and decidedly artistic. Yet it costs
less than natural slate or tile, and but little
more than those roofings which must be
frequently renewed.

ASBESTOSLATE is made in “shingles”
of various shapes and sizes, in Newp(?rt
Grey, Indian Red and Blue Black. ’erte
for Booklet C. M. giving full information, to

Asbestos Mfg. Co., Ltd.

Address :—E. T. Bank Bldg.,
263 St. James Street, Montreal.

Factory at Lachine, P. Q. (near Montreal )

. AnIdeal Gift for

MOTHER, WIFE, SISTER
Or FRIEND—a

BISSELLS

*‘Cyco' BALL BEARING
Carpet Sweeper

Beautiful in design, elegant in
finish, the greatest labor-saving
article of the home. What could be
more appropriate or acceptable as a
Holiday Gift than a Bissell sweeper?
It will be a daily reminder of the giver for ten
vears or more, and will contribute more
genuine comfort, convenience and satisfac-
tion than any other gift at twice the cost.
Having a second sweeper for upstairs is doubly
convenient, Price $3.00 to $4.75 at all dealers.

Booklet on Request.
Bissell Carpet Sweeper Co.
Grand Rapids, Mich

Canadian Factory, Niagara Falls, Ont.

“WESWEEP THE WORLD"

FOR FLAVORING CAKES
Pies, Puddings, Sauces and
Ice Creams try Shirriff’s True
Vanilla. The real extract of
Mexican Vanilla Beans. Sur-
passes all others in flavor, 26
bouquetand strength.

Shirriffs

TrueVanilla

73
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N the big, roomy house or in the small
cottage there 1s always some cold
corner where extra heat is needed.

DE RFECTIO

SMOKELESS

Ol HEATEE

Solid Comfort in Cold W

gives you heat, where and when you want it.

The new model Perfection Heater, just on the
market, has improvements that makes it the best
heater ever made.

No smoke—automatic-locking flame-spreader. No
smell. Flat font insures steady heat. Indicator in
sight. Burns nine hours ona gallon of oil. Finished
with blue enamel or plain steel drums; nickel-plated.
Stock at all chief points.

For best results use Royalite Oil

THE IMPERIAL OIL COMPANY, Ltd.

Toronto Montreal Winnipeg Vancouver
Ottawa Quebec Calgary Edmonton
Halifax St. John Regina Saskatoon

|
eather
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In Just Two Seconds and Two - Fifths

The Ross Rifle planted five shots inside a strip 5 inches by 4 ft. 6 in.
The Ross action is the speediest and safest made.

Your next trip will be helped by a Ross High Velocity Rifle and Ross
.280 Sporting Cartridge. They not only give lowest possible trajectory, prac-
tically doing away with the judging of distance, but the patented copper tube
bullet will anchor any game it fairly hits. The speed of the action is assur-
ance of a second or third shot in case of the first not hitting.

Ross .280 High Velocity Rifle §55.00. Ross .280 Sporting Cartridge $7.50 per 1oo.

If your dealer can not supply you, write for illustrated catalogue
and full information to

ROSS RIFLE CO. - Quebec, Can.

- IMPReVE Y2UR HEALTH WHILE. -

O’Keefe’s “Gold Label Ale” is
concentrated health, strength and
vigor. Itisa rich, creamy old
ale — containing just the
nutriment needed
to build up and
invigorate the
whole system.
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YOU'RE NOT HEALTHY UNLESS
YOU'RE CLEAN INSIDE

And the one way to real internal cleanliness—by which
you are protected against ninety per cent of all human ail-
ments—is through proper internal bathing, with plain warm
water. . x

There is nothing unusual about this treatment — no
drugs, no dieting—nothing but the correct application ot
Nature's own cleanser. But only since the invention of the
J. B. L. Cascade has a means for proper internal bathing
existed.

Pending its discharge trom our bodies, all waste matter
is held in the organ known as the colon. This waste, like
all other waste in Nature, is Poisonous.

And twice during every 24 hours every drop of blood in
the human body circulates through the colon. Unless the
poisonous waste is properly washed away, more or less of it

18 necessaril{ absorbed by the blood and carried to other

parts of the body.

To accumulated waste may be traced the orginal cause
of many dangerous ailments, of which appendicitis is one of
the most common.

Naturally this poison in the blood weakens the system
and ‘produces that ‘‘run down " condition which opens the
way for attack from countless diseases either by contagion
or by natural processes.

Typhoid rarely can secure a foothold in the system of
one who bathes internally as well as externally.

Indigestion, headaches, dizziness, and most common of
all, nervousness—these are some of the distressing and
life-shortening troubles caused by continued absorption of the
poisons in the colon.

Only one treatment is known for actually cleansing the
colon without the aid of elaborate surgical apparatus. This

: The Internal Bath

By Means of the

J. B. L. CASCADE

Protects Corn. Gives Comfort at Once
Corn Loosens, Comes Out Root and All

BLUE-JAY CORN PLASTER

Sold by druggists—135c. and 25c. per package.
BAUER & BLACK - Chicago and New York

CHRISTMAS or New Year Cards in daintiest designs with

your name and greetings in beautiful unexcelled penmanship.
Doz 13c. 2 Doz. 25c.
New York,

H. Weiss Dept. T. 9 West 117th Sreet, City.

Prof. Metchnikoff, Europe's leading authority on intes-
tinal conditions, is quoted as saying that, it the colon and its
poisonous contents were removable, people would live in
good health to twice the present average of human life.

Dr. A. Wilfred Hall, Ph.D., LL.D., and W. E. Forest,
B.D., M.D., two world-tamous authorities on internal bath-
ing, are among the thousands of physicians who have given
their hearty and active endorsement and support to the J. B.
L. Cascade treatment.

Fully half a million men and women and children now
use this real boon to humanity—most of themin accordance
with their doctor’s orders.

Mr. T. Babin, proprictor of Ottawa’s leading hotel, the

Alexandra, writes :— .
Ottawa, Ont., Dec. 18, 1912.
Dear Doctor,—I cannot express myself as I feel. I
don't think I could find words explicit enough. I have used
the J. B. L. Cascade two years. It has made a new man of
me. In reality, 1 feel that I would not sell it for all the
money in this world if I could not buy another.
Through my recommendation, I know a number of my
friends who have been using it with the same satisfaction.
For people troubled with Constipation, 1 says it's a God-
send. oping this will help the poor suffering humanity,
remain respectfully,
T. Babin,
Proprietor Alexandra Hotel,
Ottawa.

LET DR. TYRRELL ADVISE YOU

Dr. Tyrrell is always very glad of an opportunity to
consult freely with anyone who writes him—and at no ex-
pense or obligation whatever. Describe your case to him
and he gives you his promise that you will learn facts about
yourselfg which you will realize are of vital importance. You

.will also receive his book, ** Why Man of Today is only SO

er cent. Efficient,” which is a most interesting treatise on
internal bathing.

Address, DR. CHARLES A. TYRRELL

Room 783 280 College Street Toronto

PERFECTO
MASSAGE CREAM

WONDERFUL NEW DISCOVERY by
a leading physician for the remoyal of su-
perfluous hair. Removes instantly, leavin
the skin soft and white. Sample and full
particulars free.

WINDSOR MERCHANDISING CO.
Lock Box 169-B, Windsor, Ont.

A PASTE
NoWAasTE

A HOUSEWIFE IS JUDGED BY HER KITCHEN.
FOR A BRIGHT STOVE AND A BRIGHT
REPUTATION, USE BLACK KNIGHT.

THE F F DALLEY @.utp.| No Dusrt

No Rust

HAMILTON,ONT.
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PWinter Cruise
B “FRANCONIA” ... “LACONIA”

18,150 TONS (Twin Screws). (BUILT IN 1911-12).
The Newest Steamers in the Mesditerranean-Egyptian Service and

Tae roruLar. SCARUNEAY ik s
Mediterranean-Egyptian- Adriatic Service.

<LACONIA”  December 2nd, 1913 Calling at MADEIRA, GIBR
= MONACO ‘or GENOA. NAPLES, = X5

““FRANCONIA’’ January 8th, 1914 TRIESTE and FIUME.
‘““LACONIA”’ January 22nd, 1914 | Calling i‘d. MADEIRA, GIBRALTAR, ALGIERS
PLES

“CARON]A” Januar 31st, 1914 ONACO or GENOA, N
ANGAry ALEXANDRIA and ADRlAﬂAC PORTS.

6 ”” 4 e
“gxagﬁ?ANlA Feb;l:::{l 12;::: {g{ 4 Franconia February will not proceed to Egypt
Stopovers Permitted. Ala Carte Without Extra Charge
Return to America by Ounal_'d Se[vlcet: EromJMeu'l‘_lternnegn

& Egypt; From Sout rom
Liverpool to New York or Boston

LUSITANIA and MAURETANIA

Fastest Steamers in the World
and CARONIA, CARMANIA, CAMPANIA

passages Booked from London and Paris. Tours in Spain,
also Through Europe Generally,

Round the World Trips, $498 First Class; $380 Second Olass
AGENTS FOR P, & 0, S. N. 0., IN UNITED !
STATES AND CANADA
Apply for illustrated booklets to

¥ THE CUNARD

STEAMSHIP CO., Ld.
21 - 24 STATE STREET
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Intercolonial Railway

THE ONLY ALL CANADIAN ROUTE
To the Atlantic Seaboard.

ARE YOU GOING
TO EUROPE VIA HALIFAX

ALLAN LINE—C. P. R. EMPRESSES,
CANADIAN NORTHERN S.S. LINE?

The Best Way is via the Government Owned Road

The Intercolonial Railway
2 THROUGH TRAINS 2

BETWEEN MONTREAL AND HALIFAX
OCEAN LIMITED (7.30 p.m. Daily)
MARITIME EXPRESS (8.15 a.m. Daily Except Saturday)

On European Steamship sailing days I. C. R.
trains with Passengers and Baggage are
run alongside ship, saving transfer.

STEAMSHIP TICKETS VIA

ALLAN LINE, CANADIAN NORTHERN 8. S.,
DONALDSON LINE.

For further information concerning ‘vales, reservations, elc., apply to

E. TIFFIN, General Western Agent - 51 King St. East,
(King Edward Hotel Block) ' Phone Main 554.

TORONTO, ONT.
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THE ATLANTIC ROYALS

Christmas Sailing

From HALIFAX Steamer Due BRISTOL
Tuesday, Dec. 16 ROYAL GEORGE Monday, Dec. 22

-

Return Steamers Leave Bristol
Wednesday, December 31 and Wednesday, January 14.
For reservations and all information apply to any Steamship Agent or to the
General Agents of the Company at

52 King Street E., Toronto, Ont. 583 Main Street, Winnipeg, Man.
226 St. James Street, Montreal, Que. 123 Hollis Street, Halifax, N.S.

If you are going HOME for Christmas we can make
your trip a real holiday from beginning to end.

The heavy demand for accommodation, although a
gratifying proof of the Royal Line s popularity, renders
the early booking of reservations advisable.

Do it now while it is in your mind.

Canadian Northern Steamships, Ltd.
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CANADIAN PACIFIC

1" The Logical Route Between

Toronto — Winnipeg — Vancouver
GATE CITY EXPRESS &:iv:: GiNnieec 500 am.—Daiy -
QUEEN CITY EXPRESS kv Toronto 50 = m—Daiy

THROUGH EQUIPMENT : Compartment Library Observation Car, Standard Sleeping Cars, Tourist
Sleeping Car, Dining Car, First-class Coaches, Colonist Car.

VANCOUVER EXPRESS kv vancouver iiso o o
TORONTO EXPRESS kv foronro a5 pm iy

THROUGH EOUIPMENT: Compartment Library Observation Car, Standard Sleeping Car, Tourist
X Sleeping Car, Dining Car, First-class Coaches, Colonist Car,

Electric Lighted Compartment and Standard Sleeping Cars

ARE A FEATURE IN CONNECTION WITH

TORONTO—MONTREAL SERVICE

Fast Train Service as Follows:
" Leave NORTH TORONTO 10.00 p. m. Daily - Arrive MONTREAL 7.25 a, m,
Leave TORONTO Union Station 10.30 p. m. “ - Arrive MONTREAL 8.05 a. m.

“ OTTAWA LIMITED" Carrying Standard and Compartment Sleepers and Coaches.
Leaves TORONTO Union Station 11.00 p. m. Daily - Arrives OTTAWA 7.20 a. m.
(Train leaving NORTH TORONTO, 10.00 p.m. daily, for Montreal carries Electric Lighted Sleeper for Ottawa.)
““ CONVENIENT DAY TRAIN" Leaves TORONTO Union Station 9.00 a. m. Daily

Arrives OTTAWA 5.45 p.m. Arrives MONTREAL 7.05 p.m.

Carrying High-class Standard Equipment, Observation Parlor Car and Dining Car, Toronto to Montreal.

For full information, apply any C. P. R. Agent, or write
M. G. MURPHY, District Passenger Agent - - TORONTO
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Spend yoﬁr winter

at the world famous

HOTEL DEL. MONTE

DEL MONTE CALIFORNIA

Where it is Summer all the year, On the
Bay of Monterey, 125 miles south of San
Francisco via the Southern Pacific R.R.

The Golfer’s Paradise

A 6,300 yard, 18-hole Course with solid
turf Fairways and blue grass Putting
Greens.

ONLY 5 MINUTES WALK FROM HOTEL

. Wonderful Gardens, Bathing, Boat-
ing, Fishing, Horseback Riding, Motor-
ing and Tennis.

RATES; $5.00 PER DAY AND UP
Special Weekly Rates

OR

You can enjoy the same privileges and
stop at the

PACIFIC GROVE HOTEL

Three miles from HOTEL DEL
MONTE in the beautiful little town of
Pacific Grove,

Twenty minutes ride by electric car to
Del Monte’s Famous
Golf Links
RATES: $3.00, $3.50, $4.00, $4.50

Both Hotelson the American Plan

only and under the management of

H. R. WARNER,
Del Monte, Cal.

Write for beautifully illustrated booklets
giving full information,

REFERENCES :
OUR FORMER GUESTS

Water is Flowing
Through
“Goethals’ Ditch”

The Panama Canal is practically
complete, a' year ahead of time.
The whole world is singing
“America.” Foreigners marvel-at
our enterprise. Rejoice that you
are an American. Of course you
will_ want to see the Canal as soon
as it Is In operation, so you can
intelligently discuss the most impor-
tant subject of the day.

NORTH
GERMAN
LLOYD

West Indies
Panama Cruises

for 1914 are so arranged that
participants can see ships passing
through through the Canal. The
dates are Jan. 14, Feb. 12, and
March 19. The world-famous

S. S. “Grosser Kurfuerst’’®

has been selected to make” the
cruises.

In addition to the Canal you will see all
the most interesting West Indies’ ports,
including Havana, Santiago, Kingston
(Jamaica), Colon, La Guaira, Port of
Spain (Trinidad), Brighton, Barbados,
Fort of France and St. Pierre (Martinique),
St. Thomas, San Juan and Nassau.

Duration of Cruises 21 and 29 days,
Rate $160.00 up
For illustrated booklet “To the Canal

and Caribbean’ write

OELRICHS & CO., Gen. Agts. /4

5 Broadway, New York

H. Claussenius & Co. Chicago
Central National Bank, St. Louis
Robert Cappelle, San Francisco
Alloway & Champion, Winnipeg
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The Pleasure of Travelling

depends largely upon the facility with which the necessary funds
can be carried. A supply of the Travellers’ Cheques issued
by The Bank of British North America and obtainable at moderate
cost at all of its numerous establishments, provides a safeguard
against the difficulties and annoyances sometimes experienced by
Travellers in obtaining funds in foreign parts. The Cheques are
self-identifying, and in addition to being negotiated by Banks and
Hotels at every point ashore, are readily accepted on Steamships
in payment of Accounts.

THE BANK OF BRITISH NORTH AMERICA

CAPITAL (Fully Paid) $4,866,666.66 .. Reserve"Fund $2,920,000
Head Office:—LONDON, ENG, .- Head Office in Canada:—MONTREAL
H. B. MACKENZIE, General Manager, Montreal

al\am%\gies and BiVierl;l.'a“ean

West i th America Egypt ltaly

The Newest Cruising Steamers Largest Steamers in the Trade
“LAPLAND” 18,694 Tons “ADRIATIC” 24,541 fons
White Star Line “CELTIC” 20,904 Tons
“LAURENTIC” 14,892 Tons Sailing from New York
“MEGANTIC” 14,878 Tons NOVEMBER 29
Sailing from New York January 10 January 24
JAN UARY 7 February 21 March 7
Jan. 17 Jan.24 Jan.31 Feb. 11 ] BOSTON— MEDITERRANEAN — ITALY
Feb. 25 Mar. 4 Mar.14 April 4 f Cretic Dec. 11 Canopic Jan. 31
Duration 16 to 28 Days $145 to $175 and upwards Ask for Complete Itineraries and Illustrated Booklets

CRUISE DEPT. RED STAR and WHITE STAR LINES 9 Broadway, New York
84 State St.,, BOSTON 1319 Walnut St., PHILADELPHIA : Madison ' La Salle SI. CHIAGO :

~
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The Allan Line Steamship Co., Ltd.

LARGEST STEAMERS CANADIAN ROUTE

LIVERPOOL — GLASGOW — HAVRE — LONDON
1913 W INTERSERVICESS 1914

ST. JOHN, N.B. to LIVERPOOL—ROYAL MAIL SERVICE

TUNISIAN Wednesday, 10 December | GRAMPIAN Wednesday, 31 December
CORSICAN 5 24 o4 VIRGINIAN 2 7 January
HALIFAX, N.S. to LIVERPOOL—ROYAL MAIL SERVICES
VIRGINIAN Saturday, 6 December SCANDINAVIAN Saturday, 3 January
VICTORIAN o 20 § TUNISIAN £ R

PORTLAND, ME. to GLASGOW

SCANDINAVIAN  Thursday, 4 December | PRETORIAN Thursday, 1 January

IONIAN Saturday, 13 4 IONIAN 8 15 ‘e
BOSTON, MASS. to GLASGOW

HESPERIAN Thursday, 11 December | SICILIAN Thursday, 8 January

SCOTIAN “ 25 ! NUMIDIAN “ 22 «

CHRISTMAS SAILINGS
From HALIFAX, N.S. VIRGINIAN, Saturday, 6 December, to Liverpool

“ ST. JOHN, N.B. TUNISIAN, Wednesday, 10 55 .
« « ¢« POMERANIAN, Thursday, 11 December, to Havre and London

‘¢  HALIFAX, N.S. *HESPERIAN, Friday, 12 December, to Glasgow
M, i i +IONIAN, Sunday, 14 December, to Glasgow
* From Boston day previous. t From Portland day previous.

For further information, reservations, tickets, etc., apply

H. & A. ALLAN, General Agents
2 St. Peter St., Montreal, Canada 90 State St., Boston, Mass.

ALLAN & COMPANY, 127 North Dearborn Street, Chicago, Ill.

THE ALLAN LINE W. R. ALLAN,
95 King St. West, Toronto, Ont. General Western Agent
320 Homer Street, Vancouver, B. C. 364 Main Street, Winnipeg. Man.

‘——
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Fast Limited Trains are operated between Portland, Me., Boston, Mass.,
Montreal, Que., New York, N.Y., and Toronto in the East, to Chicago, Ill, in
the West, and through connecting lines all points in the Southern and Western
States and Western Canada are reached.

FINE EQUIPMENT

The equipment on the trains of the Grand Trunk is of the highest standard.
Electric lighted Pullman Sleeping Cars on night trains and high-grade Parlor-
Library, Dining and Parlor-Library-Cafe Cars on day trains.

Handsome Club Compartment Cars are operated on night trains between
Montreal and Toronto. Trains leave Montreal at 10.30 p.m., and Toronto at
10.45 p.m.

THE “INTERNATIONAL” LIMITED

The train de luxe, runs every day in the year between Montreal, Toronto,
Hamilton, London, Detroit and Chicago. This train is one of the finest and
fastest long distance trains in the world.

The Chateau Laurier. The Fort Garry, Winnipeg, Man.
The new $2,500,000 hotel, situated Located in Winnipeg, on the same

in the heart of Ottawa,f Ont., the site as old ‘‘Fort Garry’’ of Indian

capital of Canada, is one of the finest 3

i, Co’ntinent. Neschiint: days. Centrally located. 309 rooms.

dation, 350 rooms. Rates, $2.00 and Cost $2,000,000. The latest in hotel

upwards. FEuropean plan. construction. FEuropean plan.

THE HIGHLAND INN, ALGONQUIN PARK

Beautifully situated in Algonquin National Park. The home of winter
sports in Ontario. 2,000 feet above sea level, Winter attractions, snowshoeing,
skating, tobogganing, skiing. Rates, $2.50 to $3.00 per day. $16.00 to $18.00
per week. ;

For advertising matter and all particulars apply to any Agent of the
System, including J. Quinlan, Bonaventure Station, Montreal, or C. E. Horning,
Union Station, Toronto.

G.”T. BELL, H. G. ELLIOT,
Passenger Traffic Manager, General Passenger Agent,
Montreal. Montreal.
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FAMOUS AT HOME AND ABROAD

Holland FHouse
Fifth Avenue and 30* Street
New Torek ity

Favorably known for the Excellence of its
Cuisine and the Character of its Patronage.
Enlarged Rooms. 200 New Baths.

Every Modern Appointment

J. OTTO STACK

EGYPT and the NILE

Highest class Tours to the ORIENT including Egypt, the
Nile, Holy Land, Greece, etc. Cultured leadership; small

private parties.  Frequent departures until March. Pro-

gram 34.

COOK’S NILE STEAMERS leave Cairo every few days during
the season for the First and Second Cataracts, the Sudan,
etc.  Luxurious private steamers and dahabeahs for
families and private parties.

ROUND the WORLD

Limited private Tour. Travel de Luze. Exclusive ad~
vantages. Last departure of season January 8. Program 20.

SOUTH AMERICA

Modern and prehistoric. Attractive tour including Panama,
January 24. Program 26,

WINTER CRUISES

Panama Canal, West Indies, Orient—India, Mediterranean,
Round the World. Booking and full information for ALL
Program 43.4

Send for Program desired

Our complete chain of 155 Offices
in all parts of the world furnishes
unequalled facilities for travelers.

THOS. COOK & SON

TORONTO—Traders Bank Bldg., 65 Yonge St.

MONTREAL—530 St. Catherine Street, West
NEW YORK (4 offices) BOSTON, PHILADELPHIA ,
CHICAGO, SAN FRANCISCO, LOS ANGELES.

Cook’s Traveler’s Cheques Are Good All Over the World

Cruises.
——

Twin Screw Line New York to Bermuda

> BERMUDA

40 Hours from Frost to Flowers
Twin Screw S. S. “Bermudian” 10518 tons Displacement.
Suites de luxe with private bath.

Bilge Keels ; electric fans; wireless telegraphy, submarine sig:nalling_
and only steamer landing passengers at the dock in Bermuda without transfer. Average
Golf, Tennis, Boating, Bathing and Cycling. Sailings 3rd,

13th and 24th December at 11 a.m. and every Wednesday thereafter at 10 a.m.

NEW YORK AND WEST INDIA LINE

New S. S. “Guiana” and other steamers fortnightly for St. Thomas, St. Croix, St. Kitts,
Antigua, Guadaloupe, Dominica, Martinique, St. Lucia, Barbadoes and Demerara,

temperature in winter 60 degrees.

trated pamphlets apply to

A. F. Webster & Co., 53 Yonge St., Thos. Cook & Son, 65 Yonge St., R. M. Melville & Son
Cor. Adelaide and Toronto Sts, and S. J. Sharp, 19 Adelgide St. East, Toronto.

A. E. Outerbridge & Co., General Agents, 29 Broadway, New York.

QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY, LIMITED - §

Orchestra.

Fastest, newest

For illus-

QUEBEC
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“JULIAN SALE”

For Finest Travelling Goods

“Rite - hite”
Wardrobe
Trunks

A Wardrobe Trunk need not
necessarily be classed as a lux-
ury, because, to people who
travel whether for pleasure or
of necessity, it is being proved
every day that the Wardrobe
Trunk is a necessity to travel if
one must have the most com-
fort and the greatest conven-
ience in the carrying of ome’s
dress needs.

This being the fact, it made it quite pertinent to print a little booklet
setting forth the good points in Wardrobe Trunks generally—and especially as
they apply to the Langmuir-Hartmann “ Rite-hite”” Wardrobe Trunks.

In appointments and accessories which mean comfort in travel these most
modernly equipped travelling requisities are certainly a marvel in complete-
ness—almost the capacity of any ordinary house wardrobe and ‘‘ high boy "’
combined—fitted for both ladies and Gentlemen. Write for folder giving full
descriptions of these Wardrobe Trunks and instructions for packing.

Wardrobe Trunks - $28.00 to $120.00
Berth-High Steamer Wardrobe Trunks

Your- travelling companion on big and little journeys, small in size, large in
pa:u?kmg capacity—holds nearly double the clothing and keeps it in better con-
dition than any other trunk of equal size, decreases your travelling expenses,

does away with all baggage troubles and doubles
your comfort en route on Land or Sea. $45° and $60°

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Company, Ltd.
105 King Street West, Toronto, Ganada.
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LOOK FOR THE SHEEP ON EVERY GARMENT

Old Country Knitters

are acknowledged to be the best all the world
over. For this reason we employ them to make
“CEETEE"” Underclothing.

“CEETEE” Underclothing is knitted on
special machines entirely different in every way
from ordinary machines.

It is the on.Iu?Underc[olhing made on this
style of machine in,Canada.

All “CEETEE"” Underclothing is made from the
softest finest Australian Merino Wool only. This woolis
putthrough a thorough treatment of coml_)mgs and scour-
ings that removes every parncle of foreign matter and
leaves every strand as soft and clean as humanly possible.

“CEETEE " Underclothing is so soft that it will not
irritate even an infant's skin. All joins are knitted to-
gether (not sewn) making each garment practically one
piece. It hasno rough spots. Every garment is fashion-
ed automatically during the knitting to fit the human
form, thus rendering it comfortable, easy to wear, and
perfect fitting. y

These are the reasons why “* CEETEE" Undercloth-
ing is in a class by itself, andis
Worn by the Best People.  Sold by the Best Dealers,

FHIE
M'F'D BY
THE C. TURNBULL CO. OF GALT, LIMITED, CALT, ONTARIO, CANADA

i
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5%
7477 Faswion-Crarr
o FALL MODELS

Fashion-Craft Clothes—

Made in Canada.
Sold in Canada,

Worn in Canada by the well-dressed
Canadian. Never more perfect than

now. Price range $18. to $50.00.
All equally well cut and tailored.
rr Shops of )]

in every important
Town and City in Canada
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Keep Your
Eyes Young

The Rayo Lamp
changes kerosene
into something
very like sunlight.

Reyo

The ideal light for read-
ing and sewing — far
better for the eyes than
gas or electricity.

FOR BEST RESULTS USE

ROYALITE OIL

Stock carried at all chief points.

The Imperial Oil Co., Limited

AN S N S N NNNNNNNNNN\V I I I IV 7777 P 7 008 2Ty ANANNNNN NN N NSNANNNNNNNNN\NI V17727227 s

Toronto Montreal 'Winnipeg Vancouver
Ottawa Quebec Calgary Edmonton
Halitax St. John Regina Saskatoon

0 i N RANSSSENENNNNN S

FEARMAN’S

STAR BRAND
HAMS and BACON

Quality Counts. A Ham
~may cost you one cent or
perhaps two cents a pound
more than some other
Ham but °‘ Star Brand”
Hams cured by F. W.
Fearman Co. are worth it.

Made under Government.
Inspection.

F. W. FEARMAN

CO., LIMITED
HAMILTON
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Rea(i _wl»lat
this Mother

says:

T am the mother of eleven children
and have brought them all up on
Robinson’s ‘‘Patent” Barley, since they
were a fortnight old; they were all
fine healthy babies. My baby is now
just seven weeks old, and improves
daily. A friend of mine had a very
delicate baby which was gradually
wasting away, and she tried several
kinds of food, and when I saw her I
recommended her the ‘Patent’ Barley,
and it is almost wonderful how the
child has improved since taking it.
I have recommended it to several
ROBIN ’ people, as I think it is a splendid food

for babies, and I advise every mother

that has to bring up her baby by hand

to use Robinson’s ‘Patent’ Barley, as
it is unequalled.”

Mrs. A. C. Goodall,

gets the credit for the health, AR g oo d
of this family of eleven. . . Sydenham Hill, S.E.,
MAGOR SON & CO. Limited, Can. Agents, MONTREAL London, England

IN THE
HOME

and

Everywhere

COSGRAVES PALE ALE

(CHILL-PROOF)

LEADS THEM ALL. BOTTLED ONLY AT THE BREWERY.

On Sale at all Hotels, Licensed Cafes and Dealers The ONLY
Chill-proof Beer
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ELECTRICITY
Operates the Seafoam

The up-to-date housewife demands that
all the tools in her workshop be run by
‘“ White Coal.” We have
ﬁerfected the Seafoam Was-

er to satisfy this demand.
While the Seafoam is an
electric washer, we have
built it so that it can be run
by either a gas,

steam or gasoline
enfine or by wind-
mill power. It is

truly the most ingenious

washer on the market,

being:

A Complete Laundry
in itself.

The metal frame wringer that is per-
manently attached to the washer is operated
by the motor and is guaranteed for five
years.

Both washing and wringing can be done |

|

|
|
‘r
1
|
\
i
1
w
|
|
|
|

av the same time or separately.
See the Seafoam at your dealer’s or send
to us forinformation. |
CUMMER-DOWSWELL, Limited |
Hamilton, Ontario 201

Bunions are Doomed

All the agony and torture of bunions will soon be forgotten and |
your feet will regain their pertect lines and shapeliness if you use |

DR. SCHOLL'S BUNION RIGHT |

It straightens the crooked toe—removes m' ; 1
[
|
| When In Doubt
[

the cause of your bunion or enlarged joint

permanentli'. Gives instant relief and final
Always ask for UPTON’S

Money back if not satisfied. &

FREE ADVICE which represents the best
COLLECTIONS made from the purest of
| o
‘ fruits under the most hy-
DEBTS COLLECTED EVERY- 1 y
|

cure of all bunion pains—and can be
Write today for Dr. Scholl'sgreat book on bun- ‘ in
" WHERE. No collection, no gienic conditions—the nat-

washed and replaced as often as desired.
Dr. Scholls Bunion-Right sold at Shoe or

ions and name of dealer who sells his appliances
for all foot troubles.

Drug Stores, Soc each, $1.00
214TKl-ilnEg gt-resetcga?tl.‘ LTo?(l)l:tGo,. Cca?a;da- | : JAMS and JELLIES

a pair,
|
|

charge. American-Vancouver Mer-
cantile Agency, 336 Hastings

1 ural flavor of fresh fruits.
Street West, Vancouver, B. C. ‘,

Try an order of Upton's
on your next grocery list.

SAVE YOUR HAIR!

Washing will make it fall out.
USE ELMERE’S DRY SHAMPOO :POWDER
The most delightful preparation on the

market. Write ‘
ELMERES HOME PRODUCT CO., Windsor, Ong 1

The T. Upton Company, Ltd.

|

|

|

i

1 4 Hamilton, Ontario
| i

i

|

|

|
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Completely Equipped

With electric starter and generator—S$1425, Prices f. o. b. Toledo, Duty paid.

A Revision of Prices Downward

OUR years ago we marketed a
much smaller car, than our 1914
model, for $1550. And this was

a bare car—with no equipment.

Today we offer you a much lazger
car in every respect, refined right-up-
to-date and completely equipped for
only $1250—257, less than our price
four years ago.

Four years ago the wheel base was
shorter, the tires smaller, the motor
smaller, in fact every essential part of
the car represented less value. In
addition to that you had to pay extra
for all of the equipment.

Today every individual unit is
larger than heretofore. Yetthe price
is 259 under the market of four years
ago;is 307 under the present market
and has fully 2007, greater value.

All of which is accounted for by our

( Literature .on request.

gigantic production which has been
increased each succeeding season.
For 1914 we will build 50,000 cars.
And a production of this size is the
sole explanation, for it makes possible
the numerous economics which
increase values and decrease prices.

Check our price reductions and
car enlargements and refinements
during the last four years. The facts
will astonish you!

Then call on the nearest Overland
dealer and minutely examine the 1914
Overland.

And, most advantageous of all, the
Overland is the most economical car
on tires, gasoline and oil.

There is an Overland dealer near
you. 'Phone him for a demonstration
today.

Please address Dept. 4. )

The Willys-Overland Company, Toledo, Ohio

Manufacturers of the famous Garford and Willys-Utility Trucks.

Full information on request.

I 00O
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TIMES CHANGE

Canadian Car in Line with World's Best

Ten years ago cars came from Europe. Five years ago United States
shared the honor. Today, no car, here or abroad excels the Canadian-built

RUSSELL - KNIGHT

The Russell-Knight motor embodies all the experience and practice of
Knight engine builders. All the knowledge gained by their engineers in
building Knight type motors—all that Charles Y. Knight (the inventor)
could contribute—went to perfect the Russell-Knight Engine.

Added to this motor is a chassis,
every detail of which has been
proven by 12 month’s test.

—a body low-hung. clean-lined and
trimmed in royal taste,

—*'* Comfort - Equipment,'’ like our
exclusive tonneau heating system;

auxiliary windshield for the tonneau
passengers; and extra seats that are
seats, not stools.

—* Convenience Equipment,”’ such
as electric starting and lighting; left
side drive with center control; engine
driven pump, for the inflation—in
fact, every feature of luxury or utility

12-inch deep Turkish type cushions; your taste could demand.

To buy any car without seeing the Russell-Knight—without experiencing

the immeasurable power of its wonderful engine or the enjoyment of its

luxurious appointment—is to jeopardize your investment in your car.
Russell-Knight 1914 Chassis and Standard Bodies are as JSollows :

Russell - Knight 6-cylinder, ‘42
7Z-passenger Touring Car......... $5,000

Roadster Model..... ... ........... $3,200
5-Passenger Phaeton............... $5,000

5-Passenger Touring Car.......... $3,250

Both chassis are built with Landaulet and Limousine bodies at proportion-
ate prices. Catalogue on request. All quotations f.o.b. West Toronto.

Russell Motor Car Co., Limited

Head Office and Factory, West Toronto

Branches at: Toronto, Hamilton, Montreal, Winnipeg, Calgary, Vancouver, and Melbourne, Aust.

Russell-Knight, 4 cylinder ‘28" I
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The Kodak
Gift Case

A quality and
vichness that will
appeal to the

most fastidious.

CONTAINING :

Vest Pocket Kodak, with Kodak Anastigmat
lens. Hand Carrying Case, of imported
satin finish leather in a shade of soft brown
that is in perfect harmony with the deep
blue of the silk lined container.

It solves that Christmas Problem.

$16.50 at your Kodak Dealers.

CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited, TORONTO.
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IN a few years all hot water boilers will be

built to burn either hard or soft coal or
wood, but in the meantime the “Sovereign”
is the only boiler that will.

The

“SOVEREIGN"

Always
Leads.

All the recent improvements adopted to
make the hot water boiler a more efficient
heating apparatus have been introduced by
the designers of the “ Sovereign.”

If you do not thoroughly understand the difference between the ‘‘ Sovereign’ ‘

and' the wusual design of hot water boiler, write us Jor the information.

Taylor - Forbes Company, Limited

Head Office and Works—GUELPH, CANADA

Branch Offices, Show Rooms and Agents:
Toronto—1088 King St. W. Montreal—246 Craig St. W. Vancouver—1070 Homer St.
St. John, N.B.—16 Water St. Quebec—Mechanics’ Supply Co. Winnipeg—Vulcan Iron Works,
Hamilton—W. W. Taylor, 17 Stanley Ave. Calgary—P. D McLaren Co., Limited.
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Spasmodic Croup,
Asthma, Sore Throat,
Coughs, Bronchitis,
Colds, Catarrh.

*¢ Used while you sleep "
A simple, safe and effective treatment, avoiding drugs.
Vaporized Cresolene stops the paroxysms of ‘Whooping

Cough and relieves spasmodic Croup at once.

It is a BOON to sufferers from Asthma.

The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inspired with
every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore
throat and stops the cough, assuring restful nights.

Cresolene relieves the bronchial complications of Scar-
let Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in the treat-
ment of Diptheria.

Cresolene’s best recommendation is its 30 years of
successful use. Send us postal for Descriptive Booklet.

For Sale by all Druggists.

Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the ir-
ritated throat, composed of slippery elm bark, licorice,
sugar and Cresoline. They can't harm you. Of your
druggist or from us, 10 cents in stamps. ;

The VAPO-CRESOLENE CoO.,

62 Cortlandt St., New York, or Leeming-Miles Building,
Montreal, Canada.

For Whooping Cough,‘

To Regain And Retainn
H%E(:lm‘ and STRENGTH

My System of Home Exercise &
‘wil evelogé)z?'o\l VITALITY 7
VIGOR and PERFECT PHYSK <G

My FREE BOOKS, the “WHYS OF
EXERCISE” and “THE FIRST AND
LAST LAW OF PHYSICAL CUL-
TURE,” tell you,if you are weak or un-
derdeveloped, how to grow strong; if strong,
how to grow stronger. It explains how to
develop lungs and muscle, the strong heart
and vigorous digestion—in short, how to
improve health and strength internally as
well as externally, Send TO-DAY—NOW
—for these FREE BOOKS. Enclose 4c. in
stamps to cover postage.

Prof. HENRY W. TITUS

156 East 23rd Street
261 Titus Bidg., New York City

SELL YOUR M SS.

| Many unsuccessful manuscripts simply need expert

revision to make them available. This I can give.
Foremost firms publish my own books, and 1 was
recently editor for a leading magazine. References:
Jack London, Winston Churchill, John Burroughs.

Address : EDITOR, 149 West 86th St., New York City"

INVESTING FOR PROFIT FREE

FOR SIX MONTHS. It is worth $10 a copy to any one
intending to invest any money, however small, who has in-
vested money unprofitably, or who can save $5.00 or more per
month, but who hasn’t learned the art of investing for profit.
It demonstrates the real earning power of money, the knowle
edge financiers and bankers hide from the masses. It reveals
the enormous profits bankers make and shows how to make the
same profits. It explains how stupendous fortunes are made
and why made, how $1,000 grows to $22,000. To introduce my
magazine, write me mow. I'll send it six months absolutely FREE,

H. L. BARBER, Pub. R 176, 26 W. Jackson Bivd., CHICAGO, ILL.

For Safety’s Sake---

Stop using Poisonous Matches.
Protect Yourself and Your family
by demanding the new ‘SES-QUI’--
positively danger-proof brand of

-~ Eddy’s
Matches

The Only Non-Poisonous Matches
Manufactured in Canada

Ask
Your
Dealer
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Mail the coupon below today

for one week’s treatment
with this famous skin soap

If your skin is not the healthy, radiant skin you would like it to be, mail
the coupon below today. By return mail we will send you a trial size cake
of Woodbury’s Facial Soap, enough to last over a week—and tell you how
it can aid you to correct or prevent such common skin troubles as—

Conspicuous Nose Pores Chapped Hands

Irritated Skin Itching Hands

Sluggish Skin Aching, Burning Feet

Sallow Skin Chilblains

Blackheads Unhealthy Scalp

Rough, Red Hands Dandruff
Unless you have used this famous skin specialist’s soap you do not know how beneficial
a soap can be. For thirty years, John H. Woodbury made a constant study of the skin
and its needs. He treated thousands of obstinate skin diseases, made countless skin tests
until he evolved the formula for the now famous Woodbury’s Facial Soap.

Mail the coupon below toda}‘r, and begin at once to get the benefits of Woodbury’s
Facial Soap for your skin. The first time you use it you will feel the dlfftirence—a prom-
ise of that finer texture and better color which the steady use of Woodbury®s always brings.

Woodbury’s Facial Soap

For sale by Canadian druggists from coast to coast including Newfoundland
: H

Write today to the Woodbury
Canadian factory for samples

For 4c we awill send a sample cake. For
10c samples of Woodbury’s Facial Soap, Facial
Cream and Facial Powder. For 50c a copy of
the Woodbury Book on the care of the skin and
hair and samples of the Woodbury prepara-
tions. Write today to the Andrew Jergens Co. o  Streeti......i,
Ltd., 109-K Sherbrooke St., Perth, Ontario. R State

Jergens Co., Ltd.
Dept. 109-K Perth, Ontario
I enlose postage as pex
sample offer.
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ERRY CHRISTMAS to all ™4
the little Fairies in all the §.
“happy house- |

holds in this,

goodly land. }

And Merry |

Christmas |

t8& a2l their]

proud parents, from |
the makers of

FAIRY SOAP

tis thelittle Fairies™ of this
country,and their parents,
who have helped us to make
Fairy Soap so popular.

Q Fairy Soap is always white,

clean, pure and sweet—the

oval, floating cake fits the hand—

and we couldn’'t make it cost any

more unless we hid its goodness
with expensive scents.

Q Include Fairy Soap in ¢§
your good resolutions for H

the New Year.

e FAIRBANKesmemsr] (© ¢ o
MONTREAL iy 4
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L

PRINGE AL

t\'liéminternqtibnal joy smoke

IX on this “Indian-

silence-under-tor-
ture” bunk. Believe us,
his brand of endurance is
counterfeit compared to
that of theboyswhosmoke
live - coal-on-the-tongue
brands of pipe food and
let on to be gleeful. But
why put your tongue to
the torture test, brother?

P. A.can’tbite, can’tsinge
your lining. The bite’s’
removed by our wonder-

ful patented process.

Sold everywhere
in full 2-o0z. tins.

R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO co. |
Winston-Salem, N. C. .
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You Can Have
Beautiful, Stylish Clothes

The pleasure that pretty, stylish clothes bring—the satisfaction to your-

White Cloth Suit
Dyed Blue

self and others—is made possible by Diamond Dyes.

You can find, as have women everywhere, the true expression for dress
happiness—the pleasure of having a gown for every occasion goes hand in

hand with the use of this famous package.

Women everywhere are making new and charm-
ing clothes by the use of Diamond Dyes.

Just re-color your old dresses, utilize your old
materials and out-of-date laces, and all the happiness
of a complete wardrobe will be yours.

Diamond Dyes Have a Thousand
Uses In Your Home

Mrs. R. T. Luxor, writes:

*‘There is one most efficient way to make last season’s
gowns and hats new.

“Itis the Diamond Dyes way.

“The economy—the fascination—the magic of changing
colors with Diamond Dyes, is to me a continual source of
pleasure.

“Women everywhere should get acquainted with the many
uses to which Diamond Dyes may be put. There are a thousand
occasions where they mean a saving of money in the home.

‘“ Stockings, silk gloves, laces, trimmings, veils, and feathers
can be made new with their use.

‘‘Portieres, couch covers, table covers, ribbons, sashes, and
trimmings of all kinds are given new life and added beauty.

“I had such success with Diamond Dyes that I enclose a
photograph of a much soiled white cloth suit which 1 made into
a stylish new one by dyejng it blue with Diamond Dyes.”

Mrs. L. T, Ralsten, writes:

“All women owe it to themselves and those around them to
have stylish clothes.

“Diamond Dyes have made possible many charming costumes for myself and I know
that every woman can get as much happiness from this delightful little package as I do.

I enclose a photograph of a blue crepe de chine gown, trimmed with heavy lace.
Dyeing it black with Diamond Dyes it turned out to be as good as new.”

Blue Crepe de Chine Gown
Dyed Black

Diamond Dyes

Truth About Dyes for Home Use

There are two classes of fabrics—animal fibre fabrics and vegetable fibre fabrics.

Wool and Silk are animal fibre fabrics. Cotton and Linen are vegetable fibre fabrics. “Union”
or “Mixed” goods are usually 60% to 80% Cotton—so must be treated as vegetable fibre fabrics.

It is a chemical impossibility to get perfect color results on all classes of fabrics with any dye
that claims to color animal fibre fabrics and vegetable fibre fabrics equally well in one bath.

We manufacture two classes of Diamond Dyes, namely—Diamond Dyes for Woel or Silk to
color Animal Fibre Fabrics, and Diamond Dyes for Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods to color Vege-
ble Fibre Fabrics, so that you may obtain the Very Best Results on EVERY fabric.

Diamond Dyes Sell at 10 cents Per Package.

Valuable Book and Samples Free.—Send us your dealer's name and address—tell

us whether or not he sells Diamond Dyes,

We will then send you that famous book of helps, the

Diamond Dye Annual and Direction Book, also 36 samples of Dyed Cloth—Free.

200 MOUNTAIN STREET, MONTREAL, CANADA

THE WELLS & RICHARDSON COMPANY, LIMITED




For an earlier breakfast

"OR an earlier break-

fast—two Big Bens,

one for the cook and one
for yourself.

Hers set for an hour earlier,
yours for a slow cup of coffee,
the cream off the news and—
another cup if you please.

Each presenting two ways of
getting up early: on the szall-
ment plan by coaxing you at
half minute intervals for all of

ten minutes—on the /et’s have
it over plan by settling it for
good with one stralght five
minute ring.

Each prepared to do it as
you choose and ready to ring
off in the middle of his call
whenever you please.—FEach 7
inches tall, pleasing to wind,
pleasing to read and pleasmg
to hear.

Each $3.00 anywhere in Canada.

Each attractively boxed and made in

La Salle, Illnois by W estelox.




More
Money

Is paid to one man whose
active brain devises new ideas
of worth, than to a dozen who
““don’t know how to think."”

To keep both brain and
body in perfect repair, proper
food is necessary.

. All the elements of a per-
fect food are found in

Grape-Nuts
and easy to digest.

Read “The Road to Wellville,"” in pkgs.

“There’s a Reason”

Good for ~
Grown Ups, Too! =
Nothing, like hot bouillon &,
made from Armour’s Bouillon
Cubes to keep the cold outand
ward off chills. Drop a cube
in a cup of hot water and you
have it—a delicious bouillct
tasting, of beef (or chicken
vepetables and seasoning.
Druggists and Grocers Everywheres s,

For Free Samples, Address
Armour and Company, Chicago |

Makes
All
Woodwork
Bright

and

Clean

HE Great
varnish food
and renewer—

(edar

Gives a high, dry, hard lustre and glasslike finish. So
hard and dry that it does not gum or collect dust as mere
polishes do. = O-Cedar cleans as it polishes.

25¢c to $3.00 Sizes at all Dealers.
Full satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded.

369 Sorauren Avenue - - - Toronto, Can.

Channell Chemical Co., 1456 Carroll Ave., Chicago.

nen's Shaving Creanih'{
will give the same
thick, creamy lathe

and  comfortabl

shave whethe 3
used with hot.
cold, fresh® or}

salt water. ¥This/
is mot a mergl: |

a guarantee.k T
i
. 9

s b

L3 P )
Mennen’s Shaving Cream
If you prefer to try a small tube before buyinfiin

full size tube, send us 10 cents and we will Be g .G
to send you a demonstrator tube good for 50?1'

shaves, which will convince you that you have!
never before fully understood the true delight of
shaving. |

For 15 cents in stamps we will mail you prepaid

our beautiful 1914 Calendar. Gerhard Mennewn
Co., Newark, N, J. » !

Makers of the celebrated Mennen’s Borated Talcum Toilet Powder

T. H. Best Printing Co., Limirep, TORONTO, CAN

statement-=-it 8



