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Give a girl CHOCOLATES
and you will please her nine
times out of ten.
WEBB’S and you will please

her every time.

Give her

THE PEERLESS
PENINSULAR

THE IDEAL
PENINSULAR

When buying your: range

this ‘autumn insist on
having your dealer show you
“The Peerless Peninsular”
and ‘‘The Ideal Peninsular,”
the latest triumphs in stove
range construction, 'If you
should find any difficulty in
securing one, write us a pos-
tal card asking for full infor-
mation which will be promptly
furnished.

Clare Bros. & Co., Ltd.

Preston, Ont. Winnipeg, Man.
Vancouver, B.C.

AWELIADRESS EDAWHEN
HEAWEARSVAS

WHITE FOR SAMALES AND
SELE MEASUREMENT CHART ~pEr D

FRANK DRODERICH 6©.

115 WEST KING ST.TORONTO
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CNUTRITIOUS )

¥
PERFISVION ‘[

Cocen/|

BEOLUTELY PUR!

OWANES

Gives Health and

Strength to all
who use it.

' RADNOR

blends perfectly with
the most delicious
wines and liquors.

As a blender with
claret or champagne
it has no equal.

For sale at all leading
Grocers, Restaurants,
and Clubs.

S

‘Carvers in Cases and Pairs.
: Pearl Handled Dessert Sets.
Cutlery Cabinets, Spoons, Forks, Etc.

AIRENHEAD HARDWARE LIMITED
17-19-21 Temperance St., Toronto

Fish Servers.

TORONTO

BRANCHES :
Montreal Winnipeg Saskatoon Edmonton

THE LAST

The making of a will
is frequently deferred
until too late. Con-
sult with '

Limited

~eees- Nationalw Trust Co.

18-22 King St. East, ToronTO
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(Oheelbarrows

We carry a complete stock
of all styles in all sizes

When in the market for
CONTRACTORS’ SUPPLIES

Let us here from you

@ The above style of Bar-
row is very popular among
contractors for handling
concrete, sand, etc. -

Barrows for Mines, Foundries,
Brick Yards, Rallways, etc.

=

T Hophina 6o

MONTREAL

T HE

Canadian Courier

e N ATIONAL WEEKLY

Published at 61 Victoria Street, Toronto, by The Courier Press, Limited

Subscription : Canada and Great Britain, $4.00 a Year; United
States, $5.00 a Year .

F airbanks’
Bath Room Scale

No well appointed Bath Room is complete
without one. FAIRBANKS' SCALES are made
for every servicelrequiring accurate weights.

The Canadian Fairbanks Co., Ltd.
Toronto Montreal Winnipeg Vancouver
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EDITOR’'S TALK

P \HE letters which come to the editor’s table are numerous
and interesting. Some of them tell him where he has
gone wrong, some of them inform him how little he is

aware of the real state of public feeling on certain questions,
and a host of others are encouraging. All are educative and
interesting. There is no better way to keep an editor on the
proper path than to point out.to him where he and his staff have
deviated, have been obscure, or have failed to give proper atten-
tion to certain phases of public questions.

NO editor can always be in accord with the sentiment of all
his readers. He collects about him a staff of men and
women with various views of life and he tries to have all these
writers work together on a common policy. Occasionally, the
wise editor and the wisest staff may err, because they are all
humans. For this reason, they need the sympathy and support
of their readers. They should be judged, however, by their
general course of conduct, not by some chance phrase or some
unimportant statement.
HE editor of the “Canadian Courier” is pleased that his
correspondence is growing apace. He is glad that his
readers think enough of the paper and the part which it may
play in the national life, to write him occasional personal letters.
The greater the correspondence, the better informed will be the
editor. :

URING the past ten days, many Ontario subscribers have

enclosed renewals for two years in advance. These have

been accompanied by letters which are most encouraging. The

“Courier” is not yet all the editor would like to see it, but the

evidence is accumulating that Canada is anxious to accord
generous support to a national weekly.
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ASK FOR IT.
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IN THE PUBLIC VIEW |

I I ON. FRANK  OLIMER< has "once
more come out as a true fighting
Westerner. During the past few

days in the House he has been fight-
ing Mr. Cockshutt on the immigration ques-
tion. He has come out as the champion of

Government irrigation in the dry belt and

he has refused to produce in the House

original papers affecting his department. As

Mr. Oliver is Minister of the- Interior he

might reasonably be expected to have some

inward secrets that he does not care to
divulge. «He is himself one of the most
sphinx-like men. Nobody in the West has
ever been able to calculate from the look on
his face what Oliver might say or do. At
his home city of Edmonton he takes great
delight in saying things that parliamentary etiquette does not permit
him to say in Ottawa. Occasionally, however, the Minister of the

Interior finds that there are some things in the interior which even

the Minister is unable to get at. It was so last summer when Mr.

Oliver wanted to look over the fine herd of buffaloes which his Depart-

ment had the enterprise to seduce away from Montana right under the

nose of Uncle Sam. The first instalment of the noble three hundred
had been herded in a park near the town of Lamont, Sask., several
weeks before the Hon. Frank arrived in the West. They had found
out a few things about that section of the interior which the Minister

did not know. One day in company with Mr. Frank Walker, M.L.A.

from Fort Saskatchewan, Mr. Oliver decided he would look over his

new subjects. The two Franks drove many miles to reach the park.

When they arrived they found there had been some hitch in the

arrangements. From the top of the fence the Minister of the Interior

could see nor hide nor hair of the buffaloes; and as buffaloes do not
come by calling, the Minister had to take satisfaction in saying things
about the animals that no Speaker would allow in the House. For

Mr. Oliver long ago adopted a language when driving dogs on the

prairie that contained more meaning to the minute than any other

language in that land.

Hon. Frank Oliver.

*

N Mr. William
Whyte, presi-
dent of the

Canadian Club of
Winnipeg, has de-
volved a great and
serious work. At
Ottawa last week
he was chairman of
the gathering of
Canadian Club re-
presentatives con-
vened by His Ex
cellency on behalf
of his Quebec Na-
tional Park scheme.
Mr. Whyte was al-
so chosen perma-
nent chairman of
the central commit-
tee of Canadian
Club  representa-

sist a larger com-
mittee with this
work. It will be the
business of Mr.
Whyte and his as-

Mr. William Whyte.

sociates to organise all the Canadian Clubs in the Dominion for their
portion of the undertaking and to direct the efforts of each along
general lines of action. ‘As no central organisation has ever before
tried to unify the Canadian Club movement even for a temporary
purpose, Mr. Whyte’s task is deli-
cate and difficult. That he should
be chosen for the work is a high
compliment.

Curiously enough, Mr. Whyte is
not a Canadian by birth. He is a
Scot from Fifeshire and got his early
business training with a Scottish
railway. At twenty years of age he
came to Canada and entered the ser-
vice of the Grand Trunk Railway.
After twenty years of service with
them in Stratford, London and To-
ronto, he became general superin-
tendent of the Credit Valley Rail-
way and thus by rapid stages to be
second vice-president of the Cana-
dian Pacific Railway. For ten years
he has been western manager for
that greatest of Canadian corpora-
tions.

Chief Justice Wetmore.

* k t

IN a city which a generation ago was called “Pile-o-Bones,” three

hundred graduates in Arts have just been given degrees by the

new University of Saskatchewan. Since the buffalo days when it
was known by its ossified name, Regina has been successively the
Mounted Police headquarters for the Territories, capital of the Terri-
tories and capital of the new Province of Saskatchewan. It has now
become an educational centre. The University of Saskatchewan was
brought into existence a few days ago in the first convocation on the
eighth of January, when Chief Justice Wetmore, the Chancellor,
delivered the leading address. Eastern educationists of high standing
also spoke at this inaugural event. In the early days and until Regina
became the capital of Saskatchewan, the colleges of the middle west
were at Prince Albert. Then Regina was the capital of Assiniboia;
its chief attraction to visitors was the Mounted Police headquarters
transferred there from Macleod in 1833 when the capitalship of the
Northwest Territories was taken from Battleford on the Saskatchewan

- and given to Regina. Five governors were elected at the Convoca-

tion, respectively from Regina, Moosejaw, Saskatoon, Maple Creek
and Prince Albert. A few years ago buffalo bones were being shipped
in carloads from Moosejaw, which is a few hours’ ride from the new
university city. Chief Justice Wetmore is the first University Chan-
cellor appointed west of Winnipeg.
HE newest railway appointee in the West—the land of railways—
is Mr. J. R. Cameron, who on Monday last became general
superintendent of the Canadian Northern's entire system in the
West. Mr. Cameron is an old railway man and he knows that big
country well. He has graduated from the superintendency of the
Winnipeg-Port Arthur division and has practically grown up with the
country and the Canadian Northern. Years ago Mr. Cameron was
train-master on the Northern Pacific in Manitoba, running between
Winnipeg and Grand- Forks, N.D. After the retirement of the
Northern Pacific from Manitoba, Mr. Cameron went on with the
Canadian Northern. Three years ago he went out to the construction
camps west of Kamsack, a divisional point on the Canadian Northern.
About a year ago he switched back to Port Arthur as superintendent
of the first district. Now he has headquarters in Winnipeg. His
home is in St. John, N.B. Twenty years he has been a railroader in
the West, so that he knows the country and its railway problems as
well as any old-timer can be expected to know. Mr. Albert Wilcox
will succeed Mr. Cameron as superintendent at Port Arthur. He also
is a pioneer western railroader; with the C.P.R. in 1883 ; in 1887 chief
train despatcher at Moosejaw, and four years ago chief despatcher at
Port Arthur for the Canadian Northern. Afterwards he was made
superintendent of the second division.
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: HILE waiting in a C.P.R. office the other day, the writer

picked up the Saloon Passenger List of the Empress of

Britain for January 1oth. The list of passengers going from
St. John to Liverpool was like every other saloon list, yet it was inter-
esting. It was not large—only sixty-five, but the interesting feature
was the home address. Where did these mid-
winter travellers come from? Ten were Britishers
returning home; one traveller -had come all the
way from Formosa; eight were from British Columbia, and one from
Seattle ; seventeen hailed from the Western Provinces; fourteen were
residents of Toronto, Ottawa and Montreal, one of Quebec, seven of
the Maritime Provinces, one of Boston and four of St. John’s, Nfld.
It will be noticed that more than one-third were from Western
Canada. This is evidence that Canada is a big country.

It is also interesting to note that the advent of the Canadian
Pacific Railway Company’s new Atlantic steamers has not decreased
the passenger traffic on the other lines. The volume has increased
even faster than the accommodation. In 1906, the Allan Line carried
08,300 passengers; in 1907, it carried 125,000. The saloon passengers
on the Allan Line were as numerous as ever, though the increase was
mainly in the second-class and the steerage.

These facts and figures show the growing popularity of the
Canadian route between Canada and Liverpool. There was a time,
and that not so very long ago, when cheapness was. the only attraction
possessed by the Canadian route. People with full purses went via
New York. To-day, it is different. The steamers are larger and
more numerous, and the traffic has developed enormously. It may be
said, without exaggeration, that the Canadian route is just as popular
as the New York, Boston or Philadelphia route. Even the colder
winter weather characteristic of both Canadian winter ports is not
so much of a deterrent as might reasonably be expected. The
excellent boats, the shorter sea-voyage, and the more purely Canadian
companionship seem to more than balance the slight difference in
temperature.

THE ATLANTIC

TEMPERANCE reform and license restriction are prominent

features of the social movement of to-day in both the United
States and Canada. The votes in various municipalities throughout
Ontario on January 6th showed clearly that the fight againsf the
“open bar” is of a most determined character.
In Ottawa, the City Council has practically
decided to cut the tavern licenses from 72 to 67
and the shop licenses from 31 to 26. In Toronto, a similar movement
in the City Council is likely to have a similar result. Dean Farthing,
of Kingston, has spoken strongly against the bar and something of
this kind may occur there. No doubt, if all the facts were known,
there are many towns in Ontario where the number of licenses will
be reduced in 1908.

The sentiment against the bar and the treating system is mainly
due to the anxiety of fathers and mothers to protect their sons from
temptation, and to prevent their acquiring a taste for liquor. In
Canada, young people are not taught to drink moderately and to take
beer as a food as they are in many circles in Great Britain and
Europe. Consequently when young men start drinking they more
often drink to excess. Moderation in drinking is a refinement which
goes with a highly developed civilisation, a cultured society and a
condition of life where social restraint is stronger than in Canada.

Greater even than the movement for the abolition of the licensed
bar is the general temperance movement. A business man who is
known to take drinks in business hours is regarded with suspicion
by his associates. The employee of a commercial, industrial or pro-
fessional firm who is known to be a habitual or even occasional drinker
is likely to suffer somewhat in comparison with those who are strictly

REDUCING THE
LIQUOR LICENSES
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temperate. The number of persons who never touch intoxicating
liquors except at meals or under special circumstances is steadily
increasing. Compared with the conditions forty or fifty years ago,
drunkenness is almost unknown, though perhaps the temperate or
moderate drinkers form as large a percentage of the population as
they ever did. There is no doubt, moreover, that the temperance
sentiment is stronger in Ontario than in any other portion of Canada
unless it be the Maritime Provinces.

HOSE who put stumbling-blocks in the way of national growth
and national unification are not the best friends of Canada. The
Protestant and the Catholic must meet on equal ground as citizens
and those who would keep them from doing so have mistaken
ambitions. The French and the English Canadian
must meet together as citizens of the one nation,
with the fullest trust in each other’s national
ambitions and aims, and those who would keep them from doing so
will not find a niche in the temple of fame.
The advent of a French-speaking Canadian to the leadership of
a Dominion political party and his subsequent selection as Premier
of the Dominion, was evidence that the two races of Canadians were
entitled to equal opportunities and equal honours. The career of

RACE AND CREED
DIFFICULTIES

‘Sir Wilfrid Laurier, casting aside his political character for a moment,

has done more to bring the two races together than any other one
influence in the past half-century. All over Quebec, the effect is seen
in a growing regard for each other where formerly there was coldness
and hauteur. In other parts of Canada, where the great majority
speak English, it is no handicap to be of the ancient race. There are
prejudices still in some quarters, but it is pleasant to know that these
are slowly but surely vanishing.

One cannot but regret that occasionally these old prejudices
come up to the surface and disturb the growing harmony of our
national life. A Protestant arises, in a city where Protestants are in
the majority, to advocate only Protestant teachers in the public
schools; a Roman Catholic arises in another city where men of this
faith are in the majority to protest against social intercourse between
Catholics and Protestants. Or again, an English-speaking political
bigot protests against French-speaking influence in certain quarters,
while a French-speaking orator pleads with his people for “little”
nationalism. All these occurrences are inimical to the highest national
interests. At this particular juncture in her affairs, Canada needs the
absolute and undivided fidelity of all her citizens. The problems to
be faced were never greater. The responsibilities increase with the
growth of population and trade.  This is the time for a display of the
most high-minded citizenship, and for the assumption of a broad
national outlook. :

CANADA is not the only country worrying over the question of

“yellow” invasion. The Transvaal has been dealing with an
invasion of Hindoos or, to use a more general term, Indians. These
natives of India have recently been pouring into that colony in a way
which alarmed the whites. These Indians are
law-abiding, gentle and industrious. The objec-
: tion to them rested upon “colour” and their ability
to undersell their white competitors. The people of the Transvaal
therefore decided that no more should be admitted and that all those
now in the Colony should be registered. Registration meant that all
should be compelled to print their finger-marks in the manner
demanded of criminals. This was an insult, the Indians declared,
and they refused to obey. Then the Transvaal decided to deport
them. The question then arose, as to whether the Colonial Office in
London should veto the legislation, on the ground that these people
are British subjects and entitled to the protection of the Crown. Lord

RACIAL TROUBLES
IN TRANSVAAL

LN




in the University of Missouri.
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Elgin decided not to interfere, and the Transvaal is to be permitted
to carry out its wishes.

The Spectator, commenting on this action, says: “The Colonial
Office, we fear, is in the right. The futute is with the Colonies, and
nothing could be more ill-advised than to fill them from the first with
colliding races.” In order to allay any irritation which may arise in
India, the Spectator advocates special facilities for settling the Indians
in the hali-filled valley of the Brahmapootra in the centre of India, in
Guiana, the West Indies and in the tropical regions of East and West
Africa. They are now excluded from South Africa and Australia,
and they are not likely to find a welcome in Canada. Therefore, the
Crown Colonies alone are left to them.

These incidents show “the increasing difficulty of legislating for
an Empire so complex.” ' The Colonial Office has a difficult task to
decide between one class of colonists and another, between differences
of ereed and colour and different degrees of civilisation. If the Empire
can handle this great question with success, much will be gained for
Imperial solidarity. The only safe rule would seem to be that each
colony should be left absolutely free to decide what shall be “the
future ethnic conditions” of its inhabitants.. The rule may be difficult
of operation, but it is the business of statesmanship to find a way or
make it.

N a most interesting volume entitled “England and Germany,” Mr.
Austin Harrison describes the rivalry between these two great
countries and traces the ideals of each. Germany’s central aim is
industrial greatness. In support of this he gives many facts and
statements. The statistics as to the population
are most interesting. He shows that since 1816,
the agricultural population has not grown at all,
though the whole population has increased thirty-five millions. In
1816, only six million German people were classed as non-agricultural.
By 1875, this had grown to twenty-four millions. Between 1875 and
1905, this industrial portion of the population had almost doubled and
was estimated at forty-two millions. In other words, while the
agricultural population remained stationary, the industrial increased
seven-fold. That is why we know Germany as a great manufacturing
country.

Mr. Harrison points out that to protect her trade and to maintain
her industrial greatness, Germany has built a great fleet. Napoleon
fought England to ruin her economically ; Germany does not desire to
be ruined economically or even checked, therefore she maintains a
strong army and enlarges her already extensive fleet. In 1905, she
spent fifty million dollars on her navy; the estimates for 1908 indicate
an expenditure of eighty millions; in 1911, it is estimated that the
expenditures will reach one hundred and ten millions. From these
figures, one may gather what it costs to become and remain a great
nation in Europe.

Before Canada decides to become an independent and industrial
nation, she should carefully consider what it is costing Germany and
the United States. Perhaps an examination of the situation as set
forth in the statistical records of these two nations, may incline us
to remain mainly agricultural and decidedly modest in our national
ambitions.

S OMETIMES there has been wafted from the East a gentle rumour

~ to the effect that the Maritime Provinces are failing to receive
their share of attention from both the powers which govern this
expanding country, and from the bands of sturdy immigrants. But
whatever ebbs or flows in the tide of national
affairs, the work of Nova Scotia in educational
development will remain as enduring rock. The
wise men of our colleges come from the East and receive nothing less
than the Presidency. If, by any chance, a Nova Scotian is given a
mere lectureship in Latin or professorship in English, he keeps quiet
for a few strenuous years and then we awake some fine day and read
an item which informs us that the plodding professor has just been
elected to the presidency of a provincial university in Canada or a
state institution in the Republic which always knows an educational
leader when it sees him. We hardly need to scan the trite line which
informs us that the president-elect was born in Nova Scotia. We
suspected it, from the moment that we heard a Canadian had received
the appointment. He simply would not dare to call himself a native
of any but the province of Grant, Gordon, Falconer and Tory. The
latest of these Nova Scotian presidents is Dr. A. Ross Hill, who,
according to a Halifax despatch, has been appointed to such a position
Canadian editors have frequently

GERMANY’S IN-
DUSTRIAL ADVANCE

THE EASTERN
EDUCATOR
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deplored the exodus of so many of our best graduates; but there is an
aspect of this matter which has not always been kept in view. These
professors and presidents of Canadian birth may assist in forming an
intellectual entente cordiale which may some day prove of peculiar
service in a time of political stress. From Columbia in New York to
Leland Stanford at Palo Alto, California, Canadian graduates are to
be found and, among them, not the least come from the provinces of
the Atlantic seaboard.

HERE is a story told about an old farmer of sturdy tastes who
was prevailed upon to drink a glass of soda-water and who
declared afterwards with disgust that there was nothing in it but
“sweetened wind.” There is a noticeable tendency in certain academic
circles to give an occasional audience this sort of
intellectual refreshment with much fizz and tittle
substance. It must be remembered that life is
not all talk or even chiefly talk and that, if education is to be prepara-
tion for its problems, the talk should lead to affairs. The educational
authorities of the United States are beginning to awaken to this
necessity and in California, especially, are asking for less clamouring
about oratory and more effectual mental discipline.’ President Roose-
velt, who is seldom without a subject for lengthy disquisition, has
made justifiable complaint of the pseudo-intellectuality of the women
of the Great Republic. In Canada, the same “tendency to talk” has
somewhat weakened the effect of certain educational magnates.
Oratorical ability is of the utmost service and inspiration when
sparingly used; but it is dangerously easy for “ideals” and “vistas”
to be so frequently resorted to that the words become the sweetened
wind of the class-room. Boys of university age are exceedingly shy

of too much talk and are quick to discover the boundary line between
the lofty and the loquacious.

ACADEMIC
e S

N Italian visitor to England has recently remarked upon the
dreary sameness of English suburban residences, describing
their monotony in terms which impress, even upon the stranger to
London, the deadly reptition of these abodes. In Canadian cities
one may notice the same lack of originality or
individual design. Must we have all these ugly
rows of red brick with the same, sad parlour in
each stuffy house, the same bay window in the upstairs sitting-room,
the same oblong dining-room and the same huddled attic? Some of
Toronto’s new streets are enough to depress anyone possessed of lively
imagination—such rows and rows of unbroken bleakness. Montreal has
somewhat more of picturesqueness combined® with a more liberal
supply of mud on the highway. Out in the wide West, the citizens
are already on their guard against the spoiling of the cities. Edmon-
ton, especially, has set her bright face against monotonous wrinkles
and has determined, if not to preserve eternal youth, to grow old
gracefully. “It is a question of money,” someone may remark; “the
wealthy citizen can afford to build his own home and follow his own
designs. The rest of us must bé thankful if we can pay rent for any
common-place dwelling.” But Canadians who have visited Berlin
know that the money basis does not hold in the objection to monotony
and mediocrity. Canadian landlords are showing a lack of taste and
initiative which is no credit to a country, that should have new ideas
in bricks and mortar as well as in municipal financing. We are
extremely timid about differing from our neighbours in the matter
of apparel or front door, forgetting that the best of life belongs to
those who dare to be different.
/

SAMENESS IN
STRUCTURE

CANADA should be credited by Japan with a sense of fairness and

justice. The Canadian official appointed to investigate the
difficulties ,caused by Japanese immigration into British Columbia
finds that the Japanese Government is not to blame in the slightest.
As the “Courier” has always maintained, the bulk
of the immigration has been from Hawaii, where
Japanese authority did not obtain. Mr. Mac-
kenzie King, the investigator, places the remainder of the blame for
the present situation on British Columbia employers. These
employers will probably retort that they were obliged to get some sort
of cheap labour to check the greediness of the western unions.

It is pleasant to know that this Japanese problem is now
domestic rather than international, and that Mr. Lemieux’s mission
must have been a success, since there was nothing he could ask of the
Japanese Government which it had not already granted. In fact, the
best thing for Canada to do is to laugh and forget all about this
imaginary trouble with Japan.

DEFENDING
JAPAN’S HONOUR



nation, this time in British Columbia. The rank-and-file of

the Conservative party appear to know a leader all right when
they see one. But, so far, I have failed to notice any enthusiasm over
the matter at Ottawa. The Conservative Opposition in Britain has
been at great pains to secure the returnof Lord Curzon to public life
ever since he emerged from the great grief of the loss of his wife. At
last, finding that his health will not permit him to enter the rough-
and-tumble of the Commons, they have hit upon the extraordinary
plan of getting him elected as a representative Irish peer. This is
not fair to Ireland, but the Conservative Opposition is so anxious to
get a good man back in public life that they are willing to sacrifice
even their beloved friends, the Irish aristocracy. I mention this
incident to show how clearly the Conservatives of Britain seek out
and bring to the front a man who will strengthen their firing line;
and to mark the contrast with the Conservatives of Canada who have
let Sir Hibbert Tupper live in retirement for nearly two parliaments.

r I A\ UPPER, the Younger, has received the offer of a second nomi-

And it is not that the Conservative “front bench” at Ottawa is
over-crowded with talent. They could use another good leader or two
there very nicely. At present, it is only the simple truth that a good
look at their leaders in the Commons is enough to put the fighting
Conservatives in the country into “the doleful dumps” for a blue moon.
Borden would be a great man before the Supreme Court—or on it—
but when it comes to breaking a path through the robust snows of a
wintry political situation, he is too much afraid of getting his feet wet.
Foster stamps around vigorously enough ; but he is forever landing on
somebody’s toes—and then the country has become Foster-hardened
from listening to the gospel of settled pessimism. These two men—
be it observed—are the leaders from Ontario ; though both are products
of the Maritime Provinces. When we turn to Quebec, Monk is a
French-Canadian leader with an English name and an English
manner ; and Herbert Ames is a man of splendid intentions and great
industry, coupled with the magnetism of an icicle.

But the rank-and-file of the party are in fine shape. They win
by-elections against heavy odds, and compel the Government to put
forth its utmost strength on every occasion. Where they have a fair
chance, they have captured the provincial Legislatures. British
Columbia and Manitoba are Conservative, while Ontario is over-
whelmingly so. The great name of Laurier prevents any other pafty
from making a serious attempt to win in Quebec; and the Liberals
seem to have bound the Province of Nova Scotia well-nigh hand and
foot. But New Brunswick — that province of compromises —is
debatable ground; and so is Prince Edward Island. Give such an
army of voters an inspiring leadership, and the next -elections would
not be the foregone conclusions they appear to be to-day. Such
inspiration can only be brought to it, however, by stout-hearted
warriors like the two Tuppers, like Sir William Meredith in this
province, and like Sir Alexander Lacoste in Quebec. The group at
Ottawa should at least convince the country that it is not actuated
by jealousy by throwing itself eagerly into a search for more first-
lieutenants.

*k %k

Earl Grey has been showing himself a constructive publicist ever
since he came to Canada. His establishment of the Musical and
Dramatic Trophy competition was a lift given our Canadian life at
exactly the point where it most needed lifting. We are masters of

material progress ifi this country; but we are barely within the’

civilised pale in the matter of art. Perhaps our next weakest point is
our national failure to realise the greatness of our past; and here again
the Governor-General is giving us a “lead.” He proposes to make
the celebration of Quebec’s Tercentenary next summer as striking an
event as the pre-occupation of our people will permit, and then to leave
behind it, as a permanent memorial of this recognition of one of the
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brightest pages in our history, a National Park commemorating the
two battles of the Plains of Abraham and Ste. Foye. He could hardly
do us a greater service. There is no other way in which a nation or
an institution can secure so vivid a consciousness of itself as by
dwelling on its glorious past. What men have lived and died for,
arouses in other men the spirit of sacrifice.

* * *

Wipe out the past of England, and what effect do you fancy it
would have upon the loyalty and devotion of this generation of
Englishmen? If the youth of England were not taught in their public
schools—schools that themselves often have an inspiring past—what
courage, high honour, lofty patriotism and racial solidarity have done
in the past to the making of Englishmen, do you imagine that they
would grow up with that passion for the Empire which England has
built that sends them to Lhassa, to Pretoria, to Khartoum on her
behalf?- An English friend of mine once said to me: “I want my boy
when he grows up to go to Winchester School in England.” “Why,”
I asked, “are you a Winchester man?” “No,” he replied; “but 1 know
the school and what I want especially is one of the old schools of
England. The traditions of such a school have a fine effect on a lad.
They tell him, if he shows an inclination to go astray, that in the past
they have never had any ‘sneaks’ around there, or any cowards, or
any liars through cowardice; and it braces a boy up.” In the same
way, the past of a nation always inspires the present. If that past has
been servile, it is almost impossible to instil high courage in the men
of the present ; but if it has been splendid—as has the past of Canada—
then the mere contemplation of it is worth a thousand First of July
orations.

A CHEERFUL PROSPECT.

A MORMON elder from Alberta, interviewed in ILondon, where he is

doubtless upon an immigration mission, is good enough to say that the
Mormons in Western Canada are “more than satisfied” with the attitude of
the Dominion Government towards Mormonism, indeed that it is “altogether
kindly and considerate.” Of course it is the function of the Government to be
kindly and considerate to all law abiding residents of Canada, but it would be
unpleasant to think that ordinarily decent treatment of the Mormons in Canada
is to be employed by Mormon agents in the old country as an argument in
any Mormon missionary movement.—Ottawa Evening Journal.

POKERGAND TONGS
OR HOW WE’VE GOT TO PLAY THE'GAME.

Kaiser : ‘1 go three Dreadnoughts.”
John Bull: “ Well, just to show you there’s no ill-feeling, I raise you three,”
—Punch.




Peterborough’s Fire Hall

HE open-
ing. of a
new fire-
hall is not often
made a social
event, but in
P et erborough,
Ont.—the elec-
tric city—a few
days ago a new
hall was thrown
open to the cit-
izens by Chief
Rutherford and
his firemen, who
from morning
till night enter-
tained a stream
of visitors. The
hall was lavish-
ly decorated for
the occasion;
the Chief and
his brigade in new gold-braided caps and new uni-
forms. Refreshments were served in a buffet at
the head of the stairway—cake, wine and cigars
being freely dispensed. Exhibitions of harness drill
were given. In the evening an “At Home” was
held, with a dance in the large hall upstairs.

Never before in Canada, perhaps, have the citi-
zens of a town taken such keen personal interest
in the home of the fire brigade—which in Peter-
borough, a solid, progressive city of business houses
and modern factories and splendid homes, means so
much to the inhabitants. Fortunately no fire
occurred during the opening of the hall.

What a good modern fire-hall means to Peter-
borough may be inferred from the fact that in 1905
the total value of the city’s industrial products was
$11,566,805, which means an output of $733 worth
for every man, woman and child in the place. This
splendid industrial showing is largely augmented
by the huge output of the Canadian General Electric
Co. The total number of hands employed in the
thirty-one factories of the city is 3,255; total popula-
tion, 16,000. The public buildings of Peterborough
are a credit to the city and the county.

Chief Rutherford.

Monuments.
THE closing words of Sir Wilfrid Laurier’s

address in Ottawa, in connection with the

movement to nationalise the Battlefields of

Foye and Abraham, are of exceptional

interest. They are here reproduced by courtesy of
the Ottawa “Journal”:

“Sir, these battlefields are being altogether too

long neglected. No one can go to Quebec and visit

C A NATDIT AMNS 0O 1) R ITER

the Plains and not feel some shame that the monu-
ment which has been erected to the memory of
Wolfe is one that is absolutely unworthy of the hero
it is intended to recall and absolutely unworthy of
Canada. But there is on the Plains in the city of
Quebec a monument which for my part I never can
see but I feel my soul thrill with pride as a Canadian.
In a small public garden in the city of Quebec over-
looking the St. Lawrence there is a monument
erected, certainly nothing very "artistic, simply a
modest stone pillar. But I venture to say that the
like of that monument is not to be found anywhere
in the circuit of the earth. Monuments to the victor
are not rare in this world, monuments to heroes who
have been crowned by victory can be found almost

9

Montcalm, by the British Government, he could not
but feel proud that he lives under institutions which
can promote such a breadth of thought and action
by the authorities of the land. (Cheers.)

“Well, sir, His Excellency the Governor-General,
the successor of Loord Dalhousie, who in 1826 erected
this monument to the memory of Wolfe and Mont-
calm, Earl Grey has conceived that we should erect
on the Plains of Abraham, which saw the last
conflict on this continent between French and
English, a monument not to the God of War
but to the -Angel of Peace. (Cheers.) Could
anything more fitting be accomplished by the Cana-
dian people in order to symbolise the reconciliation
of the two races which now make a proud and

Peterborough’s new Fire Hall as it appeared on the day it was opened, when the Brigade held
‘““Open House.”—Photographed specially for the ¢ Courier.”

in any country, but a monument to the vanquished is
not to be found anywhere.

“In the city of Quebec there is a monument
erected to the memory of Wolfe, which was natural,
but there is also one erected to the memory of the
man who lost, to the memory of Montcalm, and
erected I am proud to say, by the British Govern-
ment. Well, sir, I say that whenever I or any one
else of Canadian origin, and a British subject, and
a Canadian citizen, visits the city of Quebec and
there sees that monument, that noble pillar erected
to the memory of Wolfe and to the memory of

Stratford Hockey Team.—Senior Champions of Ontario in 1907, and promising competitors
for the honours of 1908.

happy Canadian people, and which have been at the
head of modern civilisation? Can we wish a more
noble idea than to have on the ground of the last
conflict the Angel of Peace raising her wings to-
wards Heaven from that famous ground ?”

Latest in Transportation.
SPEAKING at Exeter the other day, the Hon.

George P. Graham, Minister of Railways and

Canals, gave some up-to-date information

concerning transportation. According to popu-
lation, Canada has now more railway mileage than
any other country in the world. This mileage now
stands at 22,452; and the amount of work projected
was never greater. The Intercolonial, the Govern-
ment railway, is._now 1,700 miles long and Mr.
Graham hopes that this year it will have a surplus
of $300,000.

Speaking of the Georgian Bay canal project, Mr.
Graham advised caution. The Government had
spent half a million dollars making investigations
and he believes that the total cost of the canal would
be one hundred and thirty millions. If this estimate
be accepted, then Canada is not likely to undertake
the work until such time as the National Trans-
continental is built and paid for. The canal would
shorten the distance between Fort William and
Montreal by water, to 878 miles. By the ditch -
known as the T'rent Valley Canal, the distance is
969 miles. By the St. Clair River and the Lakes,
the distance is 1,223 miles. To spend such a vast
sum to save 360 miles of water travel is a doubtful
proposition, so long as the present canals are of
sufficient depth to accommodate present boats, and
so long as there is no alternative route by water and
rail. At present the railways are developing their
ports on the Georgian Bay and improving their
facilities for transporting grain by rail from these
ports to Montreal. The Canadian Pacific and Grand
Trunk have each paid special attention to this, and
also to the shipment of wheat overland from
Goderich, the best port on the south-east shore of
Lake Huron. The Canadian Northern is develop-
ing a brand-new harbour on the Georgian Bay and
its short line to-Montreal is surveyed and ready for
the actual building. With all these facilities in-
creasing, the public will ‘agree with the Hon. Mr.
Graham that the Georgian Bay Canal may be safely
pigeon-holed for a few years.
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Particularly in Quebec, Ontario and Nova Scotia.

Y first article- was general in character.

This I propose shall be more specific. At

the same time it must be clearly under-

stood that anything like a history of

curling ‘in two comparatively brief articles of some

2,000 words each is a practical impossibility—an

impossibility which appears especially striking when

it is considered that the Rev. John Kerr, chaplain

of the British curlers who visited Canada four or

five years ago, took no fewer than 783 pages, com-

prising something like a quarter of a million words,
to tell the story of that one trip. ;

Wherever clear ice can be obtained or secured
curling is likely to be found in Canada. In Ontario
affiliated with the Ontario Curling Association there
are close upon 100 clubs, representing something
like 4,000 members. ‘This number could probably be
duplicated by unattached clubs and' clubs having
their membership in a less general organisation like,
for instance, the Western Ontario Colts’ Curling
League, which takes in 16 or 17 clubs, and of
which Major Beattie, the recently elected M.P. for
London, and A. F. MacLaren, M.P. for Perth, are
honorary presidents. It can thus be fairly said that
there are between 6,000 and 7,000 curlers in Ontario.
In the Canadian or Quebec branch of the R:C.C.C.
there are, according to a most interesting and most
ably compiled brochure issued under the auspices
of the centenarian Montreal Curling Club, 35 clubs
with a membership of 2,207 members. In the Nova
Scotia branch, organised 1852 and reorganised 1904,
during the visit of the aforementioned British
curlers, there are 14 clubs with a probable aggregate
membership of 500. Other known clubs in the pro-
vince will swell the number of curlers to at least
1,000. 'The Manitoba Association is as rich in clubs
as Ontario, having at last reports somewhere around
95; but the total membership is naturally smaller
and would not probably exceed an average of 30 to
a club, making less than 3,000, which number with
the unattached clubs and players could probably be
swollen to 4,000. The Alberta Association can boast
a dozen clubs with a membership of perhaps 500,
a total that could well,be swollen by the unattached
to 1,000. Saskatchewan drops in with a quarter of
a hundred clubs and a membership of 750, which
the unattached would bring up to 1,200. The British
Columbia Association, of which an old Torontonian
in Archie Mackenzie, now of Rossland, is past presi-
dent and patron, and His Honour P. E. Wilson, of
Cranbrook, B.C., president, with A. C. Nelson, of the
same place, secretary, has a dozen clubs with
a membership of 500; unattached would perhaps add
another 300. In New Brunswick there are a dozen
known clubs and probably half a dozen unknown
with a grand aggregate of 80oo members. In Prince
Edward Island there are ten or twelve clubs and a
membership of 600. Thus we have a noble army
of curlers in Canada numbering a good 20,000.
Devotees of other pastimes may boast, but it would
take them a long time to make such a muster as
that of active players, and the beauty of the mem-
bership of curling clubs is that there are few or no
drones. The call of the game is too strong and the

By Hooul P v GO D,

various executives see to it that all participate in
the sport or give a satisfactory accounting of them-
selves. Thus curling is at once the purest amateur
and most social of all games. It has never yet felt
the taint of professionalism and the one common
prayer is that it never may. i

Quebec can claim priority in curling of the
provinces by reason of its age, but not by reason
of its numerical strength. The celebration of its
centennial last year by the Montreal Club brought
forth many interesting facts and reminiscences, as
such affairs always do. Among other relics pub-
lished in the ‘brochure before referred to is a
facsimile of the first minutes, which commence with
this practical if somewhat sing-song verse:

Foot fair, draw to a hair,
Your stone being well directed,
You'll hit your aim and win the game;
If you miss, be not dejected.

While the Montreal club can boast of between
1,100 and ‘I,200 names, including many most  illus-
trious, but rarely few French-Canadians, if any, on
its membership rolls during its existence, originally
that same membership was limited to 20, who each
and evetry one under stern penalties had to meet for
play every Wednesday between 12 and 3 and for
dinner every other Wednesday at 4, to eat “salt
beef and greens” at 7s. 6d. per head. And this is
about all the “rules and regulations,” which are
dated Montreal, 22nd January, 1807, call for. Simple
enough in all conscience! But curling has pros-

pered in Montreal and to-day there are half a.

dozen clubs in that city with more or less palatial
headquarters, the principal of which are the
Montreal, the Thistle, the Caledonia, St. Lawrence
and Heathers. Up this way to date, ladies have not
affected the roaring game to any great extent, but
in the sister province there are ladies’ clubs, and
good live clubs, too, at Montreal, Quebec and
Lachine, and perhaps other places. The Montreal
club is very rich in trophies, and so, indeed, are
other Quebec clubs, and in fact the entire branch.
Corresponding in some measure to the Ontario
tankard, and which like it has been played for since
the break-away from the Canadian Branch in 1874,
is the Quebec Challenge Cup. This cup, however,
is played for not on the district system like Ontario’s
tankard, but in the old style challenge way. It has
thus been played for 138 times and won by Ottawa
37 (Ottawa is now the holder) ; Montreal 30, Quebec
17, Ormstown 16, Arnprior 11, Caledonia (Mont-
real) 11, Thistle (Montreal) 7, Rideau (Ottawa)
5, Heather (Montreal) 3, Sherbrooke 2, and Pem-
broke 1. For the purposes of the centennial cele-
bration bonspiel last January, like worthy “brithers”
all the Montreal clubs joined together, and the
bonspiel attracted some four or five hundred players,
about equally divided between irons and granites.
The Centenary Cup, played for by irons, was won
by the Caledonias of Montreal; the club cup, also
irons, by Messrs. W. B. and A. K. Hutchison, of
the Heathers; the single-rink iron championship by
W. R. J. Hughes of the Caledonias; the club cup for

Out-door Curling—Though most of pnnada’s Curling is done in-doors, occasionally matches are held
in the open.—This particular picture was taken at Grenadier Pond, Toronto.
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granites by J. F. Shaw and J. T. Malcolm, St. John,
N.B., and the single-rink granite championship by
J. Pitblado, Montreal, who thus proved himself even
more able with granite than iron, the final in which
he beat G. H. Muntz of Toronto by one shot, or by
15 to 14, being a dazzling game. The bonspiel
attracted players from all parts of Ontario, Quebec
and the Maritime Provinces and from New. York,
Boston, Utica and. Newfoundland. The French-
Canadian does not affect the game at all, and conse-
quently curling in Quebec province is confined to
English-speaking communities, thus greatly limiting
its sphere. A ladies’ bonspiel is an annual event.
The Countess Grey is hon. president of the Montreal
ladies’ club, Mrs. E. A. Whitehead, hon. presi-
dent, Mrs. J. G. Dunlop, president, Mrs. Ryde, vice-
president, Miss E. Rawlings, secretary, and Miss
E. Clay, treasurer.

The most ancient clubs in Ontario, where the
game grows in popularity every year, are Fergus,
1834; Flamborough, 1835; Toronto and Milton,
1837 ; Galt, Guelph and Scarboro, 1838; Paris, 1843;
Elora, 1847; Kingston, 1859, and Ottawa, 1862, the
last-named being affiliated with the Quebec Associa-
tion. The Caledonians of this city came into being
in 1872, the Granites in 1875, the Prospect Park and
Queen City in 1888, Parkdale in 1893, and Lakeview
in 1896. Thirty and forty years ago all the playing
was done in the open, but there were some grand
contests for the Thompson-Scoville medal between
Toronto and Buffalo, and the Macpherson cup,
played for on the old John Street rink at points by
members of the Toronto club, and won, among others,
by Tom McGaw, of the Red Jackets, three times,
Pat Finnegan, he of the loud laugh, and J. S.
Russell, the until recently veteran and highly
esteemed secretary of of the Ontario Association.
The Red Jackets, Tom McGaw, Major Grey, David
Walker and Capt. Chas. Perry, skip, were very
much to the fore in those days, as were various rinks

of four brothers, mainly from Scarboro, including.

the Gibsons, the Malcolms, the Greens, the Thom-
sons, the Clarks, the Hoods, and of more recent
date the Rennies. Another annual match of superior
interest was for the Reéid cup, in which the
Caledonians respectively of Hamilton and Toronto
took part. Then the Don and the Bay resounded
with the merry laugh and the joyous voices of the
curlers. The era of covered rinks commenced with
the erection in 1873 of the rink on Adelaide Street,
a little to the west of John Street, under the auspices
of the Toronto club, now housed at the Victoria
rink on Huron Street. 'The Caledonian, on Mutual
Street, followed, then the Granites on Church Street
and later the Victorias on the disappearance of the
Adelaide Street rink. Prior to the erection of the
last-named there was a rough-covered board rink at
Scarboro, but it bore as much resemblance to the
handsome social quarters of to-day as a hovel to a
palace. ‘

. While there are older clubs in Ontario than the
_Lindsay club, with its 125 members, it is doubtful
if there are any which have been more successful,
or, thanks largely to the generosity and enthusiasm
of the treasurer, Mr. J. D. Flavelle, have travelled
more abroad. Having this state of affairs in mind
I wrote to Mr. Flavelle, who sending a very kind
letter in reply, said he had referred the matter to the
secretary, Mr. J. C. Harstone, who most courteously
supplied me with the details which follow. The
Lindsay Curling Club, organised in 1876, has now
on the roll of active members only two players (Mr.
Wm. Needler and Mr. J. D. Flavelle) who joined
the club at the date of its organisation. The club
came first in prominence in the year 1883, when
Lindsay rinks won the first prize at the Montreal
Ice Carnival. In 1889 the Manitoba Branch of the
Royal Caledonian Curling Club inaugurated the
annual bonspiel. Mr. Flavelle attended this bonspiel
with a rink of Lindsay curlers and though not
successful in landing any of the big trophies, he
was so impressed with the true sportsman spirit of
the western curler that he has been led to make the
same trip on ten different occasions since. On his
third visit in 1891 he won the International Trophy
and the Royal Caledonian Cup. The following
season saw him back in Winnipeg and he came
home with the Grand Challenge Cup, the “blue
ribbon” of the ’spiel. After a rest of seven years,
during which time the club had been active in
Ontario curling circles, winning the Ontario
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Prof. W. C. Murray, Secretary, Maritime
Province Branch of Royal Caledonian
Curling Club.

Tankard in 1897 and again in 1898, also the Gover-
nor-General’s Cup both of these years, together with
a number of other cups won at different curling
centres in Ontario, Mr. Flavelle again took a rink
with him to the Winnipeg Bonspiel. During this
visit the rink had an exciting experience, as they
were guests at the Hotel Manitoba the night that
it was destroyed by fire. In the year 1902 the
Lindsay rink won at Winnipeg the International
Trophy and the Galt Cup, and in this province the
Ontario Tankard was won by Lindsay curlers. In
1903 Mr. Flavelle took a Lindsay rink to Winnipeg
and as this was the year of the visit of the Scotch
curlers to Canada he had the pleasure of journeying
with them from Toronto to Winnipeg. This year
the Flavelle rink won first prize for grand aggre-
gate. In the season of 1905, the Flavelle rink won
the fourth place at the Winnipeg ’spiel for the
grand aggregate and the Dolge trophy. In this
year the Lindsay club had two rinks present at the
Winnipeg gathering. The second rink, skipped by
Mr. L. V. O’Connor, made a creditable showing.
Last year Mr. Flavelle visited the Winnipeg bon-
spiel, but though the average of wins and losses
was good, none of the big trophies were won. The
record of the Lindsay club would not be complete
without some reference to the other games of the
club. It has been mentioned that the club won the
Ontario Tankard in 1897, 1898 and 1902, and for the
fourth time this Tankard was won in 1905, while
Governor-General’s cups have been won at Ottawa
in 1884, 1887 and 1889.

As little is known in these parts about curling
in the Maritime Provinces, I wrote on the advice
primarily of Mr. J. A. McFadden, the courteous and
always obliging secretary of the Ontario Association,
and secondarily. on a suggestion from Mr. J. A.
Craig, president of the Nova Scotia branch of the
R.C.C.C, to the secretary, Prof. W. C. Murray, of
Dalhousie College, who was kind enough to furnish
complete details of curling progress down by the
sea. To a distinguished naval officer,” Captain
(afterwards Admiral Sir Houston) Stewart_, Hali-
fax, and consequently Nova Scotia, owes its first
introduction to curling. In 1825 Captain Stewart
induced a number of army officers and some ardent
citizens of Scottish descent to form a curling club.
For a few years curling flourished and then with
the departure of the Scottish officers it disappeared
for a time. Towards the middle of the last century
it revived and waxed mightily. In 1851 the Royal
Club in Scotland sanctioned the formation of a Nova
Scotia branch. This was organised the next year
and clubs in Pictou, New Glasgow, Antigonish, Dart-
mouth and Halifax became members. For fifteen
years the branch kept the clubs together and proved
a useful medium between the curlers in the old land
and the new. In 1886 a Maritime Association arose
in the place of the branch which had become
dormant. For a few years the association held
annual bonspiels. Uncertain weather coupled with
long distances made the bonspiel a c}utglous joy. W‘lt'h
the bonspiels disappeared the association. The visit
of the Scottish curlers led to the revival of the old
Nova Scotia branch of the Royal Caledonian Curling
Club. Already the branch has brought nearly every
active club in the province within the fold. The
branch offers two trophies, the Johnson Cup and the
Junior Cup. The latter is open to junior players
only. Medals for competition at points are offered

Lieut.-Col. James Walker, Founder
Alberta Branch, R.C.C.C.
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to the different clubs in the branch. ‘The interest
in curling is keen and several new clubs have been
organised within the last few years.

Nova Scotia curlers have had few opportunities
to test their skill with curlers outside the Maritime
Provinces. Yet in the days when the Marquis of
Lorne was Governor-General they gave a good
account of themselves abroad. In 1881 the Gover-
nor-General offered a valuable trophy to popularise
the points game. FKach club in the Dominion had
the privilege of entering eight men in the first stage
of the competition. The two clubs making the
highest scores (for the eight) at points played off
at Ottawa for the trophy. In each of the six years
of the competition Nova Scotia was in the finals and
in five of the six years the trophy went seaward.
1881, New Glasgow defeated Toronto; 1882, New
Glasgow defeated Hamilton; 1883, New Glasgow
defeated Halifax; 1884, New Glasgow defeated
Halifax; 1885, Lindsay defeated Halifax; 1886,
Truro defeated Lindsay. The recent points compe-
titions of the branch have resulted: 1904, Halifax
41; 1905, New Glasgow 49; 1906, New Glasgow 50;
1907, New Glasgow 49. The MacLellan Cup has
for a number of years been the great inter-provincial
trophy. For several years the Truro club was the
undefeated champion, but last season the Thistles of
St. John succeeded in capturing the prize. The
Johnson Cup, presented to the branch by Mr. J. A.
Johnson, has hitherto shown a tendency to alight
among the trophies of the Truro or New Glasgow
clubs, but has never been quite certain as to which
it intended to favour. The Bluenose Club of New
Glasgow last year succeeded in. persuading it to
honour them. The Junior Cup has shown a pre-
ference for Halifax and Antigonish. Last winter
a successful bonspiel was held in Amherst. The
grand prize went to a rink from the small and com-
paratively young club at Hampton, N.B. In the
other competitions the Amherst rinks made an excel-
lent showing.

Curling has made great advances in Nova Scotia
within the last ten years. Not only has the number
of clubs increased, but better rinks have been built,
better stones are used and greater numbers have
turned to curling. It is still a question whether
the crack curlers of other days—the famous fighting
rinks of Truro under the leadership of Mr. H. C.
Blair or the New Glasgow or Halifax combinations
—have their equals to-day in Nova Scotia or'in the
Maritime Provinces. Yet the wonderful successes
of the St. John, N.B., Thistles with the great fighting
combinations of Malcolms and Shaws seem to shake
the faith of those who think only of the glorious
days of old. The Thistles have shown themselves
experts in the driving as well as the drawing game.
The older game was a draw game, first, last and all
the time. It is possible that the better ice makes
the drawing game more certain. In knowledge, in
generalship as well as in skill, Mr. H. C. Blair
stands unrivalled among the curlers of the last
twenty-five years, and to this day the T'ruro Club has
not lost the beneficial effects of his work among
them. The most notable improvement in recent
times has been in the character of the stones. Nova
Scotia ice is subject to sudden and great changes of
temperature. Irons are out of the question. The
cupping of the granites must be suitable for all
conditions of ice. At present the most popular stone
has a raised sole. It is claimed that this frees the

Judge P. E. Wilson, President of the
British Columbia Curling
Association, 1907.

Mr. J. S. C. Fraser, of Rossland, an
ex-President of the British Col-
umbia Curling Association.

stone from many of the dangers of straws, particles
of dirt and other obstructions on the ice. It also
seems to keep the stone more true to its course and
to make it less susceptible to moisture on the ice.
Another innovation of less popularity is the “I'
handle. Old curlers prefer the “goose-neck” handle,
but the young curlers find the ‘““I'” handles helpful
in preventing the “round arm” delivery and in
securing greater delicacy in delivery.

This article has run to such great length that I
shall have to ask the editor to allow me to deal with
curling in New Brunswick, Manitoba and the North-
west at some future time.

California and the Asiatics.
: By Harold Sands. »

ALIFORNIA, of course, is just as much inter-
C ested in the Asiatic labour question as is
British Columbia. The year before last fruit
growers and farmers of Nelson, B.C., adopt-
ed a resolution favouring the admittance, without
paying poll tax, of a limited number of Chinese who
could work in the fields. The farmers of Northern
California recently sent a memorial to Congress
advocating a similar move on this side of the line.
The big newspapers in San Francisco opposed the
movement and in pelting the farmers they used more
epithets in a day than the strongest anti-Asiatic
newspaper in Vancouver would get rid of in a week.
While I have hitherto written strongly in favour of
the “regulation of immigration from across the
Pacific, I believe in giving both sides of the case.
Therefore the “Courier” may be interested in the
opinion of a sane and conservative editor of a well-
known California agricultural paper. He said:

“Everybody is against the further encouragement
of Japanese labour. No one has yet denied the
superiority of the Chinese for the common work of
fruit farm and vineyard, and with one accord every
man admits that the American will not do the menial,
stooping work of cultivating and harvesting many
of the dominant crops of the State.

“I believe the following facts are admitted on
every hand: The shortage of lower-class labour has
caused the introduction of Greeks, Hindus, Mexican
peons and to some extent of Southern Europeans, a
majority of whom are degraded physically and
morally; meetings have been held to protest against
further influx from these sources; there is no solu-
tion of the farmers’ stress in sight except the intro-
duction of sober, honest, industrious Chinese ; the
white labour offering spasmodically for the fruit
growers’ work is unreliable, scant and generally
inefficient; the conditions of labour are now alto-
gether different from those prevailing when Coxey’s
men marched eastward.

“All agree that further Asiatic or other immigra-
tion is not the ideal solution of this vexatious and
paramount problem. Ideally there should be little
villages of American labourers in every raisin, wine
and sugar-beet district. . . . But many circumstances
conspire against the farmer in his efforts to improve
the labour problem by the employment of his own
race. There seems to be no solution upon a better
basis than the introduction of Chinese. The man

who solves this burning question will be great
indeed.” :



UNDER THE TAMARIND

By W. A. FRASER, author of “ Thoroughbreds,”

in slow, droning tones the hour before mid-

night. The damp Burmese night lay heavy

on the land; white, ghost-like fog-forms
were stealing up the banks from the Irriwaddi River
below, and spreading themselves over the tree-
shrouded, sleep-silenced town of Theyetmyo.

Just beyond the red, burnt-clay road that skirted
the top of the high river bank were the barracks.

Private Hutch had come to the end of his post,
and was leaning on his rifle, staring out over the
waste of rushing water; the rains were on up in the
Yomas, and the mighty river had spread out over its
miles of gravel-studded bed, until the farther side
was lost in the grey wall of ‘the slow-rising fog.

Suddenly he swung his rifle to the port, and
called out in sharp, clear tones: “Who goes there?”

His quick ear had caught the sound of swift-
moving feet, and it was no time to be caught napping
for there were dacoits about. He fancied that a
faint scream had come to him a few minutes before,
pushing its way through the heavy, smothering
night.

“A friend!” answered the familiar voice of his
companion, the sentry who was on duty at the other
end of the post.

“Is that you, Peter? An’ what’s hup with yer G

“A dahm ghost, Hutch. The wife av the Divil
is cavortin’ about the big tree down ferninst my
post.” And Peter looked it; the ghost was in his
face, which was drawn like unto the face of death;
it was in his eyes, which gleamed with overmuch
white in the fitful moonlight; and it was the ghost
tugging-at his fingers that made him fumble like an
imbecile nervously at the guard of his rifle.

“Ghost be blowed!” said Hutch, with fine scorn
in his voice. “Yer’'ve been lushin’ it too much down
th’ Canteen, or yer've tuk on a jag of that bazaar
stuff—it’ll kill hany man, that will.”

“No, mate,” answered Peter, in a subdued tone,
“] saw it right enough. I was standin’ under the
big tamarind tree that grows just there be the Dak
Bungalow, whin I hears a quare wailin’, as though
some one was chokin’ to death. Sure I was dozin’
a bit, I won’t deny. I looks round quick, an’

I I \HE big bronze gong had just boomed out

A Story of Oriental Vengeance.

down on the brick-red earth with a slang, as he
cocked his eye up at the deeper gloom of sleeping
foliage.

“So that’s yer ghost, Mister Peter—a bloomin’
cat! Come down hout o’ that, ye blawsted heathen,’
and he felt around on the ground for a chance stone.
A stone is the handiest argument for a cat.

After he had fired a volley of loose missiles into
the deep mass of leaves and brought forth nothing,
he marched back to his post and regaled Peter with
a generous outpouring of ribald jest. .

“Get away down to yer post quick, fer the relief 'l
be ’ere in hanother ten minutes,” he said, “an’ itll
not do fer them to find ye ’ere talkin’ along o’ me.”

The next day as the soldiers were sitting about
in barracks waiting for the daily sixpence, Hutch took
Private McGinnis to one side and said: “Would yer
like to ’ave a arf-pint along o’ me? Yer look dry
as one o them injy-rubber-skinned helephants hout
there be the gun carriage. Yer jus’ slip hup be'ind
Big Peter, a-standin’ hover there be the table, pinch
’im hin the leg, an’ go 'n meow ! hin ’is hear; blowed
if I don’t stan’ yer a ’arf-pint.”

McGinnis would have charged a battery at any
time with the prospect of beer on the other side ;
so, no sooner had Hutch made this flattering pro-
posal, than he proceeded to earn the “’arf-pint.”

Peter thought somebody had stabbed him with a
bayonet when McGinnis grabbéd him with the fore-
finger and thumb by the leg; but when a demonaic
“Meow !” was screeched into his ear as he faced
about, his ire rose, and seizing his mocker by the
neck and his good strong khaki breeches he hurled
him over his head. McGinnis fell with a crash on
the hard teak-wood floor.

“That’ll t'ach ye ter mind yer own business!”
he growled as he went out on to the verandah.

“Ye see, Peter got frit las’ night down on ’is
post,” explained Hutch, to the others—*’eerd a cat,
an’ tuk it fer a ghost, an’ McGinnis ’ere was a
charfin’ ’im habout it.” :

The others gathered the fallen man up. Big
Peter had given him a terrible fall, but he grinned
gamely.

“The Lone Furrow,” etc.

“T think I’ve airned that drink, Hutch,” he said,
with a plaintive attempt at good humour, “but I'm
blowed if ye’'d ever git me to say meow to Peter
agin.”

So they hobbled off to the canteen and had the
“’arf-pint”; and another on top of it, “Just t’ ’elp the
bones,” Hutch said.

But that night McGinnis was in hospital, and
the next, and for many after that; and when he
left it was feet first, as they carried him to the
beat of muffled drums.

On the night following the burial of McGinnis,
Peter was getting back to barracks from an outing
down in the bazaar, for he was off sentry duty for
four days. As he came by the big tamarind tree he
saw a grim cortege pass up the road that skirts the
bank of the river, and disappear over the high
ground beyond —beyond that was the burial-
ground.

Hutch was the only one he told this to, and the
latter looked at him queerly when he heard it.
Nothing had passed up the road on that night, except
three drunken Madrassies from the crew of the big
river steamer; Hutch knew that, for he had been on
the upper post himself.

“Tt’s ’ome yer ought ter be, Peter,” he said:

“this blawsted climate is takin’ the nerve hout o’
yer.”
But there was a look of haunted weariness in
Peter’s eyes which was not of the climate, nor yet
of the straining for a glimpse of the emerald clad
hills beyond the sea.

Fver since the time he had gone hurriedly up
to Hutch’s post, the look had been coming there,
and the nervous restlessness had been growing on
him.

“Look here, mate,” he said, turning sullenly on
Hutch, “it’s not the cursed country, though that’s
bad enough, faith knows; it’s somethin’ else—some-
thin’ ye don’t know anythin’ about, or ye wouldn’t
gabble like a muddle-headed goat. But T'll tell .it
to ye, for it'll ease me mind, an’ p’raps then ye'll
hold yer awkward English tongue. I must talk to
somebody about it,” he added despairingly, “for the

drink nor nothin’ drives it from me mind—

there, lyin’ be the tree with a divil chokin’ him,
was meself. T'll not go back on that post agin.”

“Stay ye 'ere,” says Hutch, “an’ I'll go down
an’ hintervoo th’ bloomin’ ghost.”

Hutch marched down to Peter Doane’s beat,
leaving Peter to guard his. At first he stepped
out boldly; but when the wall of damp fog-
gloom had come between him and his mate and
blotted out all there was of life in the depressing
night air, he went more gingerly. “I don’t won-
der at Peter feelin’ scary down ’‘ere,” he mut-
tered, “fer it’s a blawsted 'ole, sure ernuff.”

Here and there he poked about, looking into
all the corners and shadowy places there were;
but there was nothing to be seen.

Then he let his shoulder rest against the
big tamarind lazily for a minute. How still the
night was! Not a sound; only the gurgle of
the water under the bank as it swirled in brown
coffee-coloured eddies, and sucked the yellow
clay into its rushing tide.

“That’s the bloomin’ chokin’ noise 'e 'eerd,”
muttered Hutch, shifting from one leg to the
other.

As he did so he got a start that brought him
to attention and sent queer, creepy tightenings
up and down the back of his scalp. It was a
wailing sigh at his elbow. He listened breath-
lessly, holding his rifle at the “ready.” There
was the same deathly silence as before; only
that strange gurgling just over the bank as
though somebody were being throttled.

“May 1 be blowed!” he ejaculated in an
uncertain whisper; this by way of reassuring
himself, and to hear the sound of a voice, even
though it were his own. The tension of listen-
ing in that eerie atmosphere was trying to the
nerves of even unbelieving Private Hutch.

Again the wail struck on his ear. He could
locate it this time; it was just above his head,
up in the tree.

The tense muscles of his face relaxed in a
broad grin of relief. It seemed a waste of
energy to smile in the sombre gloom, but Hutch

lushin’ only makes it worse.

“There’s niver a night that T go on me post
but I see her eyes starin’ at me. If McGinnis
was alive I’d niver mintion it, for it was all his
fault anyway; an’ to think that he died by my
hand, though he desarved it, God knows. T’ll
have a drink first, an’ ye’ll pledge me in the
beer to kape it to yerself.

“Tt was at the sack of Mandalay last year.
McGinnis an’ me was in the same company
then as we was here, an’, as ye know, whin the
ould fort was tuk we spread all over the place
like hungry blue-bottles after a piece of fresh
beef in hot weather, an’ plenty of lootin’ was
done before the Colonel got us in hand agin.

“McGinnis an’ me went tearin’ about lookin’
for some of the big rubies an’ pearls we’d heard
was stored about there be the bushel. The first
place that we stormed was a shanty that every
true soldier would ’ave made for. It was a
liquor shop kept by a Rajah of a Burman. We
frightened the life out av him, an’ p’raps more’'n
that, fer McGinnis was a divil whin he got start-
ed. When the man in charge, the Burman
Rajah, was settled with, I axed McGinnis if
he’d have a champagne cocktail to sharpen up
his appetite fer the jools that we felt shure was
hid away up in the bungalow, lookin’ fer all the
wurld like a hen-coop. We drank bottles av it,
fer it was cheap—to be had just fer the pullin’
of a cork.

“Thin we wint up the funny old wooden
heathen stairs they have, to look fer the jools,
our guns bangin’ the steps, an’ makin’ a fearful
noise.

“Whin we got to the top the wimen scramed,
an’ McGinnis grabbed one of them. I r’ached
fer the other, but the champagne made me a bit
slow, an’ she got away; but the ould mother,
too ould to run away, lay there an’ saw it all.

“Then the curse av me life came upon me,
fer, mad with the dhrink, an’ because the girl
wouldn’t show us where the jools was, Mc-
Ginnis tuk her be the throat an’ choked her.

could not help it. His scalp settled back to its
normal condition, his limbs assumed the'ir old
suppleness, and he brought the butt of his gun
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‘“Seizing his mocker by the neck and his good strong
khaki breeches, he hurled him over his head.”

An’ whin he let go, an’ she fell back on the
bamboo mat, she was dead. Drunk as we was,
we saw that, fer the marks av his big brutal
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fingers was on her small throat, an’ she was dead—
dead as McGinnis is now.

“An’ thin the ould woman, with the divil shinin’
from her eyes, raised herself up on the mat-covered
bed where she’d been lyin’, an’ cursed us in her
Pagan tongue, an’ held out her long, skinny hand
like a bird’s claw, an’ clutched the air as though
she’d took us be the throat. It was awful. I felt
meself chokin’ in the room, with the glassy eyes of
the dead girl starin’ up at us, an’ the curses av
the ould hag ringin’ in our ears. The dhrink had
turned McGinnis to a divil, an’ he’d have brained the
mother with his gun, but I threw him down the
stairs an’ nearly broke his neck, murderer that he
was.

“An’ that's what I see now, Hutch, the dead girl
starin’ at me from every bush an’ every corner; an’
whin I rush after her, sometimes, whin I’n} on the
post, she vanishes up the road. An’ the night you
come down she was there, an’ turned into the cat
ye heard. S ;

“What else was it made McGinnis meow into
my ear with her voice, an’ made me hurl him to his
death, but the banshee? It was not my doin’, the
murder; but I might have stopped him.” )

Peter sat silent and moody for a time, and neither
of them spoke. ¢

“Come an’ ’ave a pint,” at last said Hutch. “Yer
must drop this bloomin’ rot. Yer don’t see no
ghost—it’s yer conscience a-prickin’ of yer, that’s
hall.”

Peter had the pint, but it lifted no load from
his mind; that had come to stay. R

On the seventh night from the day McGinnis was
buried, the relief going the rounds found Private
Peter Doane dead on his post. He was stone dead,
and in the eyes the haunted look had grown deeper
and deeper until it was horrible. :

There were the marks of slender fingers upon his
throat as though he had been choked to death by a
woman’s hand. But that was impossible; Peter was
a giant, and no woman in all that land could have
hurt him, even, with her slender fingers.

What Hutch knew he kept to himself. “Let the
dead lie, that’s my motto,” he said. “Hit won’t 51,0
him no good to tell hit, fer ’e’s gone now hanyway.

“A devilish queer woman scrape,” the Captain
called it. Of course, the general impression was
that half-a-dozen of them had managed it somehow
on poor Peter. The sentry was doubled at this
point for a few nights, but as nothing further hap-
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pened things soon ran back into their old course
again.

McGinnis had a double in the regiment, Private
Armstrong, as like him in appearance as one pea is
to another; but that was all—like him in appearance
only. He was as good as the other had been bad.

Peter was dead two weeks the night Armstrong
was on the same post. The night air was rustling
among the closed tamarind leaves overhead, the
moonlight breaking through the branches and light-
ing up the road in fitful patches. A pariah dog was
howling mournfully down in the native village.
Far out on the gliding waters of the river a belated
native boat was darting past; the range guttural
song of the boatmen came brokenly up the steep
bank.

Suddenly a woman’s scream cut through the
droning song like a sharp knife; it came from down
the road. A female figure rushed toward the sentry
in the moonilght, and threw herself at his feet.

“Oh, Sahib, T am afraid; an evil spirit frightened
me,” she said.

“Perhaps it’s the ghost,” thought Armstrong.

He lifted her up; she was trembling. With
native versatility she explained that she’d been
frightened by a spirit with three immense heads—a
dragon-headed nat.

“What’s your name?” asked Armstrong.

“Me-mah,” answered the frightened woman.

Armstrong started. Surely the moonlight had
played him a trick, or else his ears—which was it ?

He looked again at the face, closely, sharply;
it was certainly old; but the voice was young—only
a girl’s. It was a trifling thing, but it put him on
his guard. A sentry takes nothing for granted—
it’s too dangerous.

“You've got a soft voice, my Tudy,” he thought,
“but the very fiend’s in your eye.”

It was true. There was a mad fury not at all
like fright in the big, dark eyes of the girl. “It’s
murder, if T ever saw it,” said Armstrong to him-
self.

Unconsciously it made him think of poor Peter’s
strange death, and the finger marks on his throat.

“You are frightened, Me-mah,” he said. “Sit
here under the tree. Somebody will come up the
road, and you can go along with them.”

She obeyed eagerly—too eagerly, he thought, but
it did not matter; he could take care of himself, now
that he was on kis guard.

“How you tremble,” said Armstrong. “A little
brandy would steady your nerves if I had it.”
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“I have some, Thakine,” answered Me-mah,
taking a flask from the closed paper umbrella which
she carried under her arm. “Will the Thakine take
some from Me-mah, whom he has befriended?
Me-mah was taking it home to her brother, who is
a writer.”

The voice was low and sweet, but Armstrong
felt as though a cobra had blown its breath upon
him. He took the flask and put it to his lips; the
liquor ran down his throat, but on the outside. Tt
was dark under the tamarind, and Me-mah’s furtive
eyes saw only that much had gone out of the flask.

The cold liquor on the inside of the khaki jacket
caused him to shudder involuntarily.

“Is it not good, Thakine?” asked the soft voice.

“It burns!” answered Armstrong laconically.
“You had better take some,” he added, “to steady
your nerves.”’

She put the flask to her lips. “T‘hat’s a dry
drink,” thouesht the soldier. She held it there too
long, the feint was too evident.

“I'm so sleepy,” said Armstrong drowsily, stretch-
ing his arms. “I think you had better go—" but he
lurched heavily forward before he had finished the
sentence, and rolled over on his back; there he lay
as one dead.

Me-mah sat silent for a moment, then rose, and
coming cautiously over, with a cat-like movement,
peered into his eyes, bringing her face down close
to his.

His eyes were closed—there was no sign of life
in the face. A small slender hand stole out from
under the silken shawl which hung about the shoul-
ders, and the fingers fastened upon his throat like
the talons of a bird of prey. They were like steel
in their intense strength, but a wrench from the
sentry’s powerful hand tore them away from his
throat.

Me-mah was a prisoner, and Armstrong knew
that he had caught the murderer of Private Peter
Doane.

To the Colonel next day she told her story simply
enough; and it was a queer tale of revenge.

It was she who had escaped from Peter’s drunken
grasp at Mandalay.

She promised the old mother to have revenge for
the murder of her sister. Peter Doane had taken
the drugged liquor, and the rest was easy enough.
She did not know of McGinnis’ death, and had taken
Armstrong for the slayer of her sister.

Me-mah is now a life prisoner on the Andamans.

qiE P ASOING OF THE “TIMES.”

ANY people rubbed their eyes as they read
M their newspapers over the breakfast-table
on the morning of January 7. The action
was not the outcome of sleepy-headedness,
nor was it due to the announcement of some sgch
natural phenomenon as, say, the Thames bgemg
frozen over within the London area. But the item
that caused the manifestation of surprise was
startling enough in all conscience. The "Elmes
had changed hands! ‘The old “Thunderer,” that
had dictated policies of state, that had held the
balance between peace and war, that had made and
unmade Cabinets, was to pass out of the control of
the Walter family, which had made it what it was.
To pass into whose hands? Why, one of the most
advanced of the younger school of the new journal-
ism. Perhaps, after all, it did appear to be a
phenomenon to those who had come to look upon
the ‘“T'imes,” through every troubled phase of its
recent existence, as nevertheless being stable as the
Palace of Westminster itself.

The “I'imes” newspaper is more than a powerful
organ of the Press: it is as much an English institu-
tion as Parliament, roast beef or football. As a
newspaper alone, it is looked upon as the greatest
in the world. No wonder, then, that_the news that
the control of the paper had passed into the hands
of Mr. C. Arthur Pearson came as a shock to the
British public generally. As Mr. W. T. Stefld. sal(%
when he learnt of it: “I'o hear about the “I'imes
being sold depresses us as would the report that the
Crown jewels had been pawned, or thi’l’t Windsor
Castle had been let for a first-class hotel.

And when the first shock had passed, people
naturally began to ask, why was the change made,
and what will be the effect of it upon tl}e traditional
character and position of the “Times”? To meet
the new.situation, it is interesting to consider ghe
career of Mr. Pearson, in whose hands the destinies
of the “I'imes” now lie.

By Ho L ENPON ECCLES.,

Mr. Cyril Arthur Pearson is the‘son of a country
clergyman, and was born near Wells, Somersetshire,

Mr. C. Arthur Pearson.

in February, 1866, so that he is only now in his
forty-second year. If ever anyone takes up the pen
of Dr. Smiles to write another “Self-Help,” a special
chapter will have to be devoted to Mr. Pearson,
whose career, in some respects, at least, has been a
romance after Dr. Smiles’ heart. Mr. Pearson is
credited by all who know him—and by many more
who have reason to feel his influence—with amazing
self-confidence, amounting sometimes almost to reck-
lessness.

His first chance in life came to him at the age
of eighteen, when he was adjudged the winner of a
novel competition run by “Tit-Bits,” the popular
“snippety” weekly upon which Sir George Newnes,
M.P., founded his fortune. “Tit-Bits” offered, as a
prize for the best answers to an examination paper,
a position in its office, carrying a salary -of ten
dollars per week,

Mr. Newnes, as he then was, soon found that he
had discovered a journalistie nugget, and a bright
one at that. Young Pearson had not been with
“'I.‘lt'—BltS” twelve months before, an opportunity
arising, he put in an application for the management
of the paper. Sir George Newnes admits that the
audacity of the application almost took his breath
away. But, instead of treating the affair as a joke,
he had a long talk with his enterprising young clerk,
which resulted in Pearson being made manager of
the paper at the mature age of nineteen !

He justified the confidence placed in him, kept
his place for four years, and then left Sir George
Newnes to start a similar venture on his own
account — with borrowed capital. “Pearson’s
Weekly,” as he called it, caught on with the public
after a time, its circulation jumping up as the result
of a succession of the popular competitions which
are even now so prominent a feature in that and
similar publications. So we see that young Pearson
owed his two big first successes in life to this rather
uncertain way of making money; first, his place
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under Sir George Newnes, a master journalist; and,
secondly, the financial security of “Pearson’s
Weekly.”

“Nothing succeeds like success” is a trite enough
saying, but such instances as that of Mr. C. A.
Pearson have helped to make it so. He had an
excellent model to work upon in Sir George Newnes,
and many of the latter’s big journalistic ventures
have been duplicated by his one-time junior clerk.
The “Strand Magazine,” for instance, has its coun-
terpart in “Pearson’s Magazine,” just as “T'it-Bits”
has in “Pearson’s Weekly.” And there are plenty
of other comparisons between the output of the two
big publishing houses. :

Mr. Pearson, besides keeping his business eye on
the publications of the Newnes firm, has always been
mindful of the doings of the Harmsworth group.
The “Daily Mail” was practically the herald of the
halfpenny press in England, and Mr. Pearson soon
followed it with his “Daily Express,” on the same
lines. Then he founded the “North Mail” in New-

Resume: Lady Marchmont and her grandniece, Les-
ley, are visiting the former’s nephew, Richard Skene, at
« “Strode,” his Scottish home. They withdraw from the
dining-room, after Lady Marchmont has pled with her
nephew to forgive an erring member of the family. Mr.
Skene’s lawyer, Dalmahoy, ventures to refer to this
injury of many years before. The offender, Adrian
Skene, the son of Richard’s cousin, had refused years
before to marry Lesley and the old lawyer advises his
friend to alter his will. Mr. Skene tells of how Adrian
had won Mary Erskine, the girl whom he had loved,
and the emotion called up by this recital of past wrongs
proves too much for his failing strength. He falls to
the floor and dies of an attack of heart trouble. Lesley
Home, after her uncle’s death, dreads the prospect of
meeting Adrian again. Adrian arrives and is greeted
warmly. At the reading of the will it is found that the
property is left to him, on condition that he marries
Lesley. Otherwise the latter becomes owner of “Strode.”
In the excitement following this announcement, Adrian’s
wife appears. Lesley wishes Adrian to accept position
of manager of the Strode estate. ‘The latter accepts
and informs his wife, Alys, a shallow and rather dis-
appointing young person, of his new position with which
she is naturally delighted since Adrian had not been
successful as a London journalist. Sir Neil Wedder-
burne, one of the trustees, is dissatisfied with Adrian’s
management and shows plainly that he desires Lesley
to become his wife. In the meantime, Alys becomes
restless and discontented with the quiet life of “Strode.”

HAT would they be doing at
home just now? To her
amazement she found her-
self recalling with longing
the scrambling teas at Hal-
cyon Villa, where one burn-
ed one’s face as well as the
bread trying to make toast
at the drawing-room fire,
and then the rush to get
dressed for the theatre for
which somebody had given

Dad tickets, and perhaps there would be a supper
afterwards. Dust, dilapidation, selfish exactions
were alike hidden for the moment by the merciful
haze of memory, which threw a roseate veil even
over Mostyn Mansions. If she could be happy
there, how much happier she might have been here
if—if she were not left so much alone—and bitter
brooding would find its climax in a burst of angry
tears. Her plight was no uncommon one, she had
got her desire, but with it leanness had entered into
her soul.

Adrian Skene, whatever Alys might think, was
far from indifferent to his wife’s comfort and
pleasure, but since he had himself no time to be dull,
he had, man-like, accepted at their face value her
assurances that she could not and would not be dull
at Strode. In spite of occasional doubts he was
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castle-on-Tyne, and bought and remodelled the
“Gazette and Express” in Birmingham. His next
conquests were the London “Standard,” the “Even-
ing Standard,” and the “St. James’s Gazette,"—the
two latter were afterwards amalgamated, with suc-
cessful results—and now he has ‘“‘capped” all his
previous performances by securing the managerial
control of the “Times.”

Mr. Pearson is a vice-president of the Tariff
Reform League, and was vice-chairman of the Tariff
Commission, in which capacities, with his several
papers to back him up, he has become one of Mr.
Joseph Chamberlain’s chief henchmen. Mr. Cham-
berlain well knows the value of Mr. Pearson, and
has paid him the high tribute of being “the greatest
hustler I have ever known.”

It has been stated that, in obtaining control of
the “I'imes,” Mr. Pearson was acting for a party
of wealthy Tariff Reformers, but this statement Mr.
Pearson will not admit. Colour was lent to the
rumour by the announcement that Sir Alexander

ready to conclude that, having got her wish, she
would be satisfied, though experience might have
taught him the direct contrary. He had all the
business of a great estate to learn anew, and though
he set himself to his task with dogged determination,
he was acutely conscious of his inexperience and
the mistakes into which at times it betrayed him.

But Alys had no interests or resources of her
own, and she perversely refused to widen her out-
look or to seek distraction or occupation in the
pursuits of others. In her empty hours she had but
too much time to brood over her grievances, and in
the congenial soil of fretful, self-absorbed idleness
the seeds of doubt and suspicion soon germinate
and spring to a giant growth. With them there rose
up a hard anger, a determination to assert herself
and somehow to make her presence felt. She would
no longer sit silent as she had done at Wedderburne;
she would glide about like a shadow on sufferance
no longer. ‘“T'he role of the modest violet is played
out long. ago—sit in a corner and you'll be left
there.” So her father used to say, and he was quite
right. She was a fool to have let herself be thus
thrust aside. - She would begin at once.

Next day Mr. Dalmahoy came from Edinburgh
on some business which occupied him and his fellow
trustees so long that they stayed for dinner. Dr.
Campbell, the minister of the old- cathedral kirk, and
his wife had been added to the party, which was the
largest which had assembled at Strode since what
good Mrs. Campbell had already irritated Alys by
always referring to as “the bereavement.” The
party had been waiting for some time with that
growing sense of injury which a delayed dinner
always arouses, when Alys at last entered the draw-
ing-room with no further apology than a careless
“So sorry to have kept you waiting.”

Her entrance attracted all the attention she could
have desired. The effect of her white gown, with
its black velvet shoulder-straps, was audacious in
the extreme. Her copper-hued air—and now Adrian
recognised the change which had puzzled him for
some time—no longer demurely framed her face,
but was swept up to the top of her head in flam-
boyant waves, above which was poised a huge
butterfly with outspread wings of glittering jet.

Adrian regarded her in dumb wonder, while the
others accorded her a glance of astonishment before
hastily pairing off together to the dining-room.

The party was not a very lively one, in spite of
Alys’s high-pitched chatter to Sir Neil, who did not
respond over-graciously, since he felt himself rather
ini.ured by being paired with Mrs. Adrian instead of
Miss Home. Lord Palmont considered that the
chief business of dinner was to dine, and devoted
himself to the menu. Adrian could indulge his pre-
occupation, as Mrs. Campbell, who was fond of
recalling that she had known him in short frocks,
required only an occasional “Yes” or “No” to keep
the stream of reminiscences or kindly gossip flowing
He was tired and jarred after the long meeting of

Henderson, who is a large holder of shares in the
“Standard” group of papers, is also financially inter-
ested in this new move of Mr. Pearson’s. Sir
Alexander Henderson is also a prominent Tariff
Reformer, and was, like Mr. Pearson, a member of
the Tariff Commission. Following Mr. Pearson
again, Sir Alexander is an entirely self-made man.
He is an exceptionally able business “head,” and, as
chairman of the Great Central Railway, has had a
great deal to say in the making of that company’s
reputation as one of the greatest and most pro-
gressive of the English railroads.

At present, it is understood, Mr. Pearson is going
to confine his attention to reorganising the business
side of the “Times.” He has plenty of ideas of his
own, and, what is more, 'abundant energy and ability
to carry them through. FExactly how much he will
have to do with changing the character and policy
of the “T'imes” remains to be seen.

ERBOARD
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the afternoon, and now there was added the pain
and perplexity with which he listened to his wife's
would-be easy talk, which only succeeded in being
flippant.

What had come to the child—was this Alys, who,
amid the riot of tongues at Halcyon Villa, had
always seemed so retiring and gentle? He seemed
to be seeing his wife to-night with other eyes—as

if she were a stranger. Was it merely the effect of .

her new environment which might well affect an
excitable nature, or was it those very surroundings,
so homely and familiar to himself, which had at last
forced him to see his wife in a new light, as a
different background may throw the foreground out
of perspective and destroy all harmony of colouring.

To Mr. Dalmahoy, the memories of the last
evening he had dined at Strode with his old friend
were keenly present. Again he seemed to see the
crimson stain spreading upon the white damask, and
the tall, thin figure standing in the window and
gazing out into the night.

Poor Rich, if he could but have waited. Truly
the pair seemed made for each other, glancing from
Lesley, talking to Dr. Campbell with serene, easy
grace, to Adrian’s fine, dark face at the other end
of the table, for, by his cousin’s wish, he took the
place of host. If Richard could but have had
patience, sighed Mr. Dalmahoy again, the lad need
never have taken up with this “flibbertigibbet,”
glancing round with distaste at Alys’s slim, un-
covered shoulders and the towering masses of her
hair. FEyes, lips, hands, arms, and those slight
shoulders were all employed in grimace and gesticu-
lation while perforce she held Sir Neil's attention.

“She’s come out of her shell with a vengeance
since her first Lydia ILanguish appearance,” he
thought in secret wonder, recalling the pathetic ap-
parition of the library. “I wonder how our friends
here like it, and, above all, Master Adrian. Marriage
is a queer affair, but I shouldn’t have thought this lit-
tle carroty-headed minx would have been his fancy.”

“Ah, you are thinking so, too,” said Alys’s light,
high voice at his side. Mr. Dalmahoy turned to
find the grey eyes fixed on him with an expression
which” he could not read. Sir Neil had wrenched
himself free, and had plunged boldly into Lesley’s
talk with Dr. Campbell.

“Thinking what?” the lawyer asked blankly.

“It was in this room Mr. Skene died—you were
with him,” she glanced with a slight shiver round
the glossy, glowing walls. “If he could see us all
here to-night, don’t you think it might seem to him
that his wish had been fulfilled?” With an odd
laugh, she in her turn looked from Adrian to Lesley.
“He must have set his heart very much on it to
have been so keen about it. I sometimes wonder
how Adrian had the courage to stand out against
him. Perhaps he wouldn’t do so now,” she added
musingly, again voicing Mr. Dalmahoy’s thoughts,
while he sat silent, too surprised to speak.

He looked at the “flibbertigibbet” now with a
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gentler eye. The limpid eyes were wistful, but the
pale face under that preposterous, poising butterfly
was hard and strained. Under her pert manner and
her absurd dress his keen perceptions divined a
spirit in straits, but the situation was developing too
fast, and from the side from which danger was
most to be dreaded. If Lesley, in her own impulsive
generosity, had forged a dart for her own bosom,
she would carry her wound with a high head and a
still face, and so would Adrian. They were Skenes,
both of them, but who knew what this undisciplined
young creature might do? )

"My dear young lady,” he said, “what we've got
to concern ourselves with in this world is—what us;
I don’t believe much in might have beens. That at
the time so and so 'didn’t happen is usually pretty
plain proof that it couldn’t have happenedy,’ whatever
we may fancy afterwards, and I wonder —smiling
—"“who has better reason than yourself to know why
Adrian’s courage did hold out. As for my poor old
friend, he had a sad life of it, and the idea had
become to him like a sick man’s fancy. A”t the last
there was neither rhyme nor reason in it.

“But' you said that at the last he seemed to be
thinking more kindly of Adrian, and not for the
first .time—so at least I have been told,’ said Alys,
passing from the personal note, which relieved
though it did not altogether reassure her hea}r’er.

“I did say so, and I believe it’s true, if it’s any
pleasure to Adrian to know that the grudge wasn’t
carried to the grave, but it’s ill for a man like
Richard Skene to go back on his word. If he had
had more time, who knows—but”—shaking his head
—"here again it's a case of ‘what is.”

“But you don't suppose that he might have per-
haps put down his wishes—written something—but,
since he was such a proud man, not have cared to
tell anyone?” suggested Alys.

Mr. Dalmahoy laughed indulgently. :

“No, no; these are the things that happen in
story-hooks, though there was nothing to hinder hl.lil;
doing it, for in Scots law if a man wrlytes his wi
in his own hand and signs it, he doesn,t'need wit-
nesses, but ‘every man his own lawxer is as dan-
gerous as ‘every man his own doctor,” and moreil S0,
maybe, for the mischief spreads further. If t erg
had been anything of the kind, we should have foun
it long before now, and no one \ivould_be more
pleased than I, unless Miss Lesley,” looking down
the long, shining table to his young hostess. b

Alys’s eyes followed his, and her mouth set Aair
again, but at that moment Lesley rose. As Alys
rose to follow her, she hurriedly whispered to Mr.
Dalmahoy : .

il knz)’w you think I shouldn’t have been asking
all these questions, but, do believe me, it is Adrla.r;
I am thinking of. He is wasted here——I_seeb lt
now.” She was the pleading ingenue again, bu
there was the unmistakable ring of truth and passion
in the last stifled words about Adrian. e

In the drawing-room Alys deliberately withdrew
to a distant chair, but Mrs, Campbell, to whosg
motherly eye the girl looked somewhat forlorn :m_
lonely, followed her, and, thinking it the best en eq
tainment she could offer a young wife, began regal-
ing her with tales of Adrian and his early days.

“He was left so much alone as a child, poor (clic;acri’
that we were quite glad when poor }\/Irs. Home 1tehé
and little Lesley was brought here,” rambled 0’11 Al
good soul, and then caught herself up in sudde
distress, “Of course, I don’t mean'that we were
glad that dear Mrs. Home died, for it was so ve:‘)}é
sad and she so young, poor thing. .The _W?}ll}’i1 5
Providence are very mysterious, but since it ah o

€, it was very nice for Adrian, poor boy, to ha
Lesley here.” 3

“Oh, yes, T quite understand. _
about Pr};vider?ce, except that it always scﬁms ‘tfi’
need an apologist,” broke in Alys, impatiently. for
have no doubt it must have been very mcf s

drian. T suppose he and his cousin were a ;yng’d
together. Do tell me more, a man is never mncli ;
to talk ahout such things,” she added .coaxm% (})/t,
while Mrs. Campbell sat in flustered sdencke,d s
quite certain whether she shouldn’t be shoc le' o
not by Mrs. Adrian’s daring allusion, and inc :i“‘ s%
again to her first conclusion that with suc% a tr}.fer
and a head like a haystack Sthe dglrl s
“a trial” to her friends at Strode. :

But the invitation “to tell more” was one Whln(;}é
she never could resist, and since MrS._Adflgan?on
from London, that vague and mysterious tal}; i
these might be the fashions there, so S}“:i Oo‘ablp
her artless tale with zest again, and ?mb% imlwid};
and unconsciously on. Alys, leamnghai? P
averted face, gripped the arms of her ¢ e
knuckles stood out white, as the .good-}le%r }f. gdown
brought her tale of a boy and girl friendship
to its last phase.

“I don’t wonder that poor
keen on the wedding, it seeme

I don’t know much

d such an ideal

Mr. Skene was sO
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arrangement. Adrian is a good few years older
than dear Lesley, and I daresay she seemed too
young at the time, but we always hoped it would
come about sooner or later. Lesley needn’t have
been Miss Home for these five years unless she had
chosen, and there’s Sir Neil, it’s plain enough what
he wants, so one couldn’t help drawing one’s own
conclusions; but of course, my dear,” in sudden
confused recollection, “that was before we knew
anything about you. Of course, we couldn’t be ex-
pected to know”—smiling—"“but when we did
hear—"

“You thought that the ways of Providence were
very mysterious,” Alys cut sharply through the
would-be explanation, and sprang out of her chair
with a sudden swiftness which set the long antennae
and the spreading wings of her butterfly a-quivering.

CHAPTER IX.

“Adrian,” said Lesley one morning at breakfast
a week or two later, “Mrs. Burnett was arranging
some things in Uncle Richard’s room, and I was
with her, and made rather an odd find. There are
a lot of letters in one or two drawers in that big old
bureau in the turret room. They were under some
clothes, which I thought should be given away. I
never knew that Uncle Richard kept any papers
there. I suppose Mr. Dalmahoy must have looked
over them and decided that they were of no im-
portance, but I wish you would go over them with
me, for if they are only letters, as they seem to be,
they ought perhaps to be destroyed.”

“Of course I shall,” said Adrian.
you like to do it—to-day?”

“No, there is no special hurry, and I suppose
you have your plans made for to-day. But there
are the keys, if you will keep them meantime,” lay-
ing a little bunch on the table. “It would be a
shame to waste a morning like this. If you are
going to Craigs, why not drive, and Alys could go
with you.”

She turned with a smile to Alys, who was read-
ing a letter with an air of extreme detachment and
aloofness.

“I don’t know Adrian’s plans, but I don’t care
to go out to-day, it is too cold,” said Alys indiffer-
ently. '

ny her husband had to be prompted to remember
her pleasure, then she would go without.

“Cold?” echoed Lesley. “Oh, surely not, if you
had plenty of wraps—it is so bright,” glancing out.

The long range of windows showed a trans-
formed world. The first snow had fallen, and
against a pale blue sky, infinitely pure and rare, the
high moors spread their sheen of virgin white, every
fold and slope and corrie where a shadow lay traced
in violet or deepest indigo. In the valley there was
but a thin sprinkling of snow, enough to strike the
sombre pine trees to a brighter green, and to enhance
the countless tender tints of a winter woodland in
the glancing morning sun,

. “T wish you would come, Alys,” urged Adrian.
“The air is like wine. It would do you all the good
in the world.”

“I wish you good people would remember that
tastes differ,” said Alys pettishly. “I don’t like my
wine iced. Besides, if I don’t go, you needn’t hother
with the cart. Since it is such a fine day, why not
ride?” with a quick flashing look from Lesley to
Adrian, her eyes keen to catch any fleeting change
of expression.

“The roads are too hard,” said Adrian quietly,
slipping the keys into his pocket and beginning to
gather up his letters. ¢ ;

Lesley took no notice of the suggestion, as
though it in no way included her, Those rambling
rides, since she had remarked upon them one even-
ing, had come to an end, Alys had been quick to
notice, but she was none the happier for that.
TJealousy, like those plants the roots of which draw
their nourishment from the air, can feed fat upon
the veriest nothings. v :

Left alone, Alys sat for a time gazing out upon
the sparkling snowy world. Her face was set in
hard and bitter lines. It would have been delightful
to have had Adrian all to herself for an hour or
two, to have been whirled alopg close l?y his sidp
through the clear, diamond-bright morning, but it
was not only foolish pique which had made her con-
demn herself to another solitary forenoon. A sudden
wild idea had clutched her when Lesley spoke of
these newly-found papers and laid the keys on the
table. Her fingers had itched to snatch up the little
shining bunch. It was just possible that Mr. Dalma-
hoy had not known of them. What if there might
be something among them—some cod1c11. to that
hateful will, she had heard of such things, and
Adrian was so absurdly quixotic that if his cousin’s
interests were at stake, he might be capable of any
foolishness. Oh, if only she had those keys!

“When should
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Suddenly she rose, dropped the knife with which
she had been absently tracing patterns on the cloth,
and, to the relief of the footman in the background,
silently waiting her pleasure, she hurried from the
room. She darted up to the state bedroom which
had once seemed so oppressively vast and splendid
to her, and passed on to Adrian’s dressing-room.
She paused, almost startled by finding that one part
of her expectations was fulfilled; Adrian had
changed his coat before going out, and the one he
had been wearing at breakfast was thrown down
upon a chair. She slid her hand into the pocket—
yes, drawing a quick breath, the keys were there !

As her hand closed upon them a flush dyed her
face. The keys were there simply because Adrian
thought them quite safe, because he would never
dream that anyone, that she least of all, would do
what he would deem so mean a thing. For a
moment Alys paused, her hand still in the depth of
the pocket; then she withdrew it with a jerk. After
all, with a stubborn setting of the mouth, it was
for Adrian’s sake, and she was doing no wrong.
Where could be the harm of turning over a few
old papers? Who would be the worse, and—most
powerful plea of all—who would know? ILady
Marchmont never appeared till lunch. Miss Home
was out. Adrian would not likely return for hours.
She must risk encountering any of the servants
on her way to Mr. Skene’s rooms, which she knew
were in the old part of the house.

Presently, with a beating heart, Alys found her-
self in the narrow passage outside the heavy door.
Cautiously she tried the door, with a sudden fear
of finding it locked, but the handle turned, the door
opened, and she stepped swiftly in, closing it silently
behind her. For a breath’s length she dare not lift
her eyes, while the cold air of the unsunned, unused
room struck through her like the very chill of death.
Too self-absorbed to be very imaginative, she yet
felt, as the door closed behind her, as if she were
violating a sanctuary. By instinct she knew that
nothing had been changed, that all was still as the
dead man had left it. Left it? To her it seemed
that his presence still pervaded the gloomy room,
and that at any moment her quick, scared glances
might meet the gaze of those steely eyes which
looked out so coldly from the portrait downstairs.

At last she took hold of her vanishing courage.
She must not be caught prying here, and she slipped
the key from the outside to the inside of the door,
turned it hastily, and looked round her for the “big
old bureau.” The light was dim, for the blinds
were closely drawn over the narrow windows, set
deep in the thick walls. At first she could only
discern the outlinés of the big, canopied, heavily-
draped bed, and of the solid, old-fashioned, rose-
wood furniture, so dark as to seem black in the grey
light. There were no ornaments and hardly a super-
fluous article, and the only picture was a slight,
faded, crayon sketch of a fair, girlish face.

But Alys had no eyes for such details. Keys in
hand, she passed from the bedroom to the dressing-
room, and thence into a quaint little circular room
formed by a flanking tourette. It contained only a
single chair and a tall bureau. With a sigh of relief
she thrust in a key at random. Here she seemed
more free from that indefinable oppression which
had haunted her since she had locked the door be-
tween herself and the living world.

Luck favoured her, the key turned, the drawer
opened, and showed a quantity of dusty, yellowing
papers, and yet before she plunged her hands among
them she cast a terrified glance over her shoulder
at the half-open door hehind her. Then, with a
would-be laugh at her folly, she turned the papers
over with swift, deft hands. Some were neatly tied
up in bundles and duly docketed with the precise

" neatness characteristic of Richard Skene, others

were huddled in as if the dead man had wearied of
the task and left it for another day.

In a more ordinary mood Alys might have been
tempted to investigate more closely, or to read some
of the fading lines, but in her panic haste she had
no time for that, and little thought for the tragedy of
life and death which lies folded up in old letters.
If what she sought was here at all it would be
something fresher, more recent than these musty
memorials, but in this drawer there was nothing of
the kind, and with a sigh she closed it and tried
another. Empty save for a few trifles, and in her
disappointment ‘she shut it with a snap, which, to
her ears, reverberated through the dead stillness like
a thunder-clap. It must rouse the house, she
thought, starting to her feet for instant flight, but,
though the heavy air seemed to vibrate with the
dying echoes, no sound from without broke the
silence, and, setting her teeth, she sat down again
and opened another drawer.

(To be continued)
»



OUR LADY OF THE SNEEZE.

QUITE-A-BIT AFTER KIPLING.
Through all the grippy nation
We're chilled e’en to the bone,
We care not for toboggan joys
And ski-ing makes us moan.
The gates are ours to open
To every passing breeze,
“But, for goodness’ sake, just close the door,”
Said Our Lady of the Sneeze.

Neither with laughter nor jesting,
But with bleary, saddened gaze,
Soberly into the drug store grand
My white men go their ways.
Not for a dread disaster
A furtive tear we squeeze,
But all on account of this horrid grippe,
Said Our Lady of the Sneeze.

Carry the word to my sisters,
Who cough in the east and west,

I have tried all syrups and balsams
And little I think of the best.

They that are wise will plasters wear
And hot-water bottles seize;

And I,—T shall send for more quinine,
Said Our Lady of the Sneeze.

Throughout this broad Dominion

We're chilled to the very bone,
We care not to hear of Russia’s wrongs,

- We've misery of our own.

The gates are mine to open,

But, lest our features freeze,
For goodness’ sake, just close the door,

Said Our Lady of the Sneeze.

J.- G

* * *
A PERPLEXED POET.

IT is said that Mr. Stringer, the successful young
Canadian novelist, was not a notable credit to
his teachers in the London High School days. Upon
one occasion he was called on to conjugate the verb,
“to hold,” in German. He arose with evident reluc-
tance and looked helplessly about. After a weighty
silence, the teacher remarked sarcastically:
“Very good, Stringer, as far as you have gone.”
“Plural same as the singular,” stammered the
future poet and sat down amid the applause of the
class. M. M.
* * *
DEVOUTLY TO BE WISHED.

How glad would be our public
How would relief be felt!

If in the heat of argument
Bad Harry Thaw would meit.

* * *
A NEEDED TONIC.

WO Ontario public men were recently discussing

the intellectual pre-eminence of the college men

of Nova Scotia, who pick up presidencies as easily

as in their youth they gathered the apples of Acadia.

“I wonder what makes those chaps so keen,” said
the first citizen.

“It must be the ocean,” replied his friend; “look
at the men from Pictou! They could lead a forlorn
" hope at a moment’s notice.” j

“John,” said the first citizen impressively, “do
you suppose it would be a good idea to have salt
baths for our politicians?”

* * *

NOT THE RIGHT SIZE.

SOME years ago, says M.A.P., Mark Twain was

in the habit of frequenting a certain hotel to
have his hair cut. On one occasion, while having
his white locks trimmed, he caught sight of a very
diminutive boy in buttons, who was standing near
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Just a sip of darkest Mocha,
As the lazy moments pass,
And a murmur of soft voices
O’er the fragrant Demi-Tasse.

trying to attract his attention in order to present
him with a card. With a twinkle in his eye, but
looking profoundly sclemn, Mark inquired: “Who
are you?”
“A page, sir,” the boy replied.
“A page!” exclaimed Mark with feigned scorn.
“Why, you are hardly big enough for a paragraph.”
* * *

AN APROPOS REMARK.

CANADIAN reporter, new to social duties, re-
cently wrote of one of the most fashionable
weddings in a small town: “T'he knot was tied in
the bow window.” How highly appropriate !
* * *

THE RETORT COURTEOUS.

T HE advice offered by the “saleslady” in some of
the cheaper bookstores is often a display of
considerable ignorance. According to ‘““The Bo-
hemian,” Miss Ethel Barrymore is telling of an
amusing episode of this sort. The heroine of the
story was a young person who presided over the
news-stand at a certain railroad station. Thinking
to buy a magazine, Miss Barrymore went to the
counter of the booth and looked over different publi-
cations. The salesgirl bustled to her officiously.
“Can I show you some books, ma’am ?” she asked.
Miss Barrymore suddenly remembered a book
which had been recommended. “Yes,” she answer-
ed, :’I}ave you ‘Joseph Vance’ by William De Mor-
gan?
“Guess you've made a mistake,” replied the pur-
veyor of literature, “you’ve just naturally mixed the
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Joseph Vance is the name of

Like

title and the author.
the author and his book is “T'he Brass Bowl.’
to see it?”

Miss Barrymore did not like to see it, in that she

had already read it. At first she was inclined to be
angry. Then she started to explain to the girl and
finally the humour of the situation overcame her.
“No, thank you,” she replied smilingly, “but it is
good of you to have corrected me. You see I might
have gone on making the mistake.”

“Oh, that’s all right,” replied the guardian of the
books benignantly, “people do make such funny mis-
takes, you can’t imagine. And people you'd think
would know better, to look at ’em. Guess they use
up all their intellect getting their dresses on their
backs. Do you love Robert W. Chambers? Ain’t
he grand? I dote on him.”

Then Miss Barrymore thought of another title
which had been mentioned to her. The impulse to
use it became over-powering. “Have you,” she said,
‘A Corner in Lemons’? I think that is the title.”

The Minerva-in-apron was equal to the occasion,
besides, she was flushed with recent success.
“Guess,” she said, “you’ve made another mistake.
This is what you mean.” And she handed out a

small book. It was “The Great American Pie
TEast
* * *
ALI, HE HAD.

W IFE—What do you mean by bringing those
muddy feet in here?
Husband—'Scuse me, m’dear (hic) ; did'n’ have
any othersh t’bring. Had hard time gettin’ thesh
in.

Weir, | 7HINK WE'VE HAD A MosT
PLEASANT DAYy, ANVD THE BARGAINS WERE

simrry GRERT /

FRFila. Gerald

Mr. Henpeck and the January Sales,
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Do You
[ike Good

Pictures ?

(_]] Would )Ou accept four good
pictures for nothing ?

€ Would you accept four goo_d
pictures by a Canadian artist if
they were offered to you free of
charge ?

q These four pictures are each
17 x 22 inches, made from on-
ginal paintings by John Innes,
and well worth hanging in the
best - furnished Canadian home.

{ The four oniginal oil paintings,
from which these prints are
made, were produced for the
Canadian Courier, and are the
exclusive property of that pub-
lication. The prints are therefore
not likely to become common.

q The four pictures are :

I
2 . 9 *199
“His Majesty’s Mail
A postman in the wintry North
with his dog train.

I
“The Dispuited Trail”

A bear and a pack-horse meet-
g in the Rockies.

.
“The Surrender”

A stimring incident in N. W. M.

Police life. A wonderful scene.

v X
“Kla-How-Yah

A British Columbia coast scene,
showing the natives in their canoe.
The word signifies “ Welcome.

Q These four pictures given ab-
solutely free, postpaid, in strong
tube, to those who become new
subscribers to the Courler during
E ebruary. Also, to any present
subscriber sending us a new sub-
scription during the same month.

q Fill out the following blank :

2 i A e GV

1908

COURIER PRESS LIMITED
Toronto, Ont.
Gentlemen : Enclosed find Three Dollars

or one year's subscription to 'The Canadian
Courier, “including Mr. Innes' four famous
Pictures without extra charge.

" boat. A good carrying trade used to be

CANADIAN

PEOPLE AND PLACES

’ I \HE town where this picture

was taken last summer is now

a railway centre and has just

been made a divisional point
of the C.P.R. Macleod, once the
most famous cow town in the West,
has gone clear off the cow-trail on to
the main line of modern progress.
When the main line from Calgary
was built a few years ago to connect
with the Crow’s Nest line at Macleod
the change began to come. Now it
is barb wire and wheat fields on the
ranches; coal and grain trains and
through passenger trains of the Soo-
Spokane line of the C.P.R.; great coal chutes and miles of tracks and switches
in the yards—and a correspondent from Macleod claims that more passengers
pass through that town in a day than through either Calgary or Edmonton.
Twenty years ago every man in Macleod rode a horse. Since the town has
become a divisional point the train crews will change there and the railway
men will build houses in the town. A Chinese restaurant has been opened.
Real estate offices are multiplying. Wander through the streets of the old
cow town, along the banks of the Old Man river where thousands of cattle
used to drink, and around the Mounted Police barracks where once all the
Mounted Police of the West had their headquarters; watch the Piegans and
the Sarcees trail through with their waggon loads of tepee poles and papooses—
and you realise that the romance of the cow country has gone forever. Once
the town knew nothing but mounted policemen, bad whisky and cows. Now
it has gone clear over to the cow-catcher. A few years ago the nearest
approach to a railwa_y train ever seen in Macleod was the passenger caboose
that was hitched behind the string of freight waggons that fetched the freight
up by trail from Fort Benton, Mc_mtana. In this bus t:,he passengers sat and
smoked and kept their camp utensils. But the caboose is cocked high dnd dry
by the old log shack and you can find only two or three men in the whole.tOWn
able to tell you whose it was, anfl what this railway cow town used to be like in
the days when the mounted police rode m‘there and started tl}e first round-up
against the whisky smuggler, the horse-thief and the bad Indian.

C.O WRITE R

Macleod’s First Passenger Train.

* * *

AG TANY, an enterprising _]ap_, has purchased twenty-five thousand acres
of irrigated land from the C.P.R. east of Calgary. He has embarked in
a colonisation scheme to bring out Japs to farm tlus land; a C(.)mpany‘has been
capitalised ; two hundred Japs will arrive in the spring an'({ begin growing sugar
beets in Alberta; a refinery .w111 be erected nex‘t year. The Japanese Govern-
ment is favourable to allowing Japs to enter Canada as farmgrs; the western
people fear that while they may smuggle themselves in as tillers of the soil
they will soon get into competition with Whlte men in other lines. Not so
long ago there was talk. qf a Hel?rew farn11ng colopy in thc; West. Already
there are more nationalities farming on tl}e Canadian prairie t.han thgre are
languages spoken in any city east of. Winnipeg. The'only 1mm’1{;rants in that
country who do not farm are the Hindus and the Chinamen. - The Ch.man?en
are swarming into the new towns. I'n one town two years old on a side line
of the C.P.R. a Chinese cook had .arrlved‘ last summer. B‘ut no Chmaman has
taken to farming in the West; neither will the Chinaman’s cousins, the Cregs
and the Blackfeets, do any more farming than they. are‘compelled tq do in
order to live; for the Oriental who came across Berxpg Straits centuries ago
has never been anything but a hunter; so that he will probably regard with
some curiosity this experiment in raising Alberta sugar beets by the Japs.

* % *

FOR the first time in the history of

Canada a whole navigation season
has closed without a single sailing vessel
calling at the port of Montreal. The sails
will probably never come back to Mont-
real. All that is left in that line is the ice-

done by sailing vessels to and from Mont-
real, in sugar, molasses and lumber.
‘ ill carry it henceforth. Mont-

Steamers wi : :
?et;l was visited by 378 steamships during

A few schooners still ply on the
llagl?e75; relics of an earlier day. In mar%
of the lake harbours of Canada may Sf]:l
be seen the sunken hulks of these Od_,
time craft, but there has been no attempt
to revive the sailing industry in Canada.
On the high seas the schooner h‘as} been
revived—without much success. Sails are
no longer able to compete with st<‘3am1 ex-
cept in the case of long voyages Emerei
steam bunkers must be so full of coa

er cargoes are crowded out,
e Ott}}lxeer coa‘stging trade between small ports. The ocean tramp, how-
or in

survived. The most spectacular attempt to put sails into
tition with steam on the high seas has' within the past month
competitt d to a fiasco by the wreck of the seven-masted schooner “ILawson.”
been reduce rld’S‘ largest sailing vessel, carried 43,000 square feet of sail. The
ghxs, the,,wo originally built for carrying coal; afterwards she carried oil
Laws'o‘n Wig Negw York. When she undertook to carry oil in bulkheads
from 1exa2tl ntic to Great Britain she rolled and pitched so badly in a gale
across th}G1 q traouble getting across; when she struck a hurricane at the Scilly
that she }311 British coast she was anchored, but with a high sea rolling and
Isles off t t?t ns of oil lurching from starboard to larboard, she at last rolled
i ll) ave up the job. If the oil carried by the “Lawson” had been
cleeaar ::e;ui?(ingauxﬂiary engines she might still have been running in the
us : .

sail class.

The Lawson.
(Photo Literary Digest.)

ever, has

A CLEAN-LOOKING FACE

is preferable to
a spotted, pim-
pled, blotched.

angry - looking
skin that gives
a repulsive ap-
pearance. Get
rid of it by us-
ing our reliable

HOME
TREATMENT

for young men
and women, or
anyone afflicted
with any skin
trouble. We
cure when
others fail.

Superfluous Hair, Moles, etc., entirely
removed by our methed of Electrolysis.
Satisfaction guaranteed.

Booklet “R" on request,

Hiscott Dermatological Institute
Hiscott Bldg., 61 College Street, Toronto

ESTABLISHED 18902

Trade-Mark

In buying Silverware, the
only guarantee the purchaser
has is the trade-mark. The
words ‘‘quadruple-plate” have
no significance.

Our trade-mark as shown
above has been in use for
many years. We stand by it
every time. We will replace
any piece which proves un-

satisfactory.
Standard Silver Co.
Limited
TORONTO . CANADA

The THIEL Detective
Service Co. of Canada

Limited
—Offices—

TORONTO, CANADA, Suite 604 =5-6,
Traders Bank Building.

MONTREAL, CANADA, Liverpool, London and Globe Bldg.
WINNIPEG, MAN., Union Bank of Canada Bldg.
CHICAGO, ILL., Monadnock Block.

DENVER, CoLO., Majestic Building.

KANSAS CITy, MoO., New England Bldg.

NEW YORK, N. Y., Broadway Maiden Lane Bldg.
PORTLAND, ORE. Chamber of Commerce.

SAN. FRANCISCO, CAL., Mutual Savings Bank Bldg.
SEATTLE, WASH., New York Block.

SPOKANE, WASH., Empire State Building.

St. LOUIs, Mo., Century Bldg.

ST. PAUL, MINN., Germania Life Building.

CITY OF MEXICO, MEX., Equitable Life Ins. Bldg.
LOS. ANGELES, 621 Trust Bldg.

" LONDON &
LANCASHIRE

FIRE

INSURANCE COMPANY

»

8 Richmond St. East, Toronto
ALFRED WRIGHT, Manager
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Every Home May Have A

7. New Scale
@ 2sWilliams
" PIANO

% enjoy music. You
think the -children
should learn to play. And yet
—you hesitate to put out so
much money all at once.

(/\\( We will make it very, very
‘ ) easy for you to buy a New Scale
s~/  Williams Piano. Our system of
Partial Payments will be arranged to
suit your convenience. The piano you
select will be delivered after the first
payment and you will have the use of it
all the time you are paying for it.

This method enables you to own the
finest piano in Canada — one of the
world’s standard instruments—and still
have it cost you no more than you would
pay for renting one.

There is no question as to the supre-
macy of the ‘‘New Scale Williams.”’
The greatest artists of the operatic stage
—famous teachers and composers—give
it unstinted praise. - Homes in every
section of the country, show their
preference by installing the
““New Scale Williams.”’

Write us. We will send yonu,
free of charge, richly illustrated
booklets on the New Scale
Williams Piano—and also
explain our Easy Purchase

Plan. Cutout the coupon
and mail it to us today.

he
Williams Piano
Co. Limited,

THE OPEN DOOR

to the welfare of families,
the stability of business, and
the comforts of old age, is
found in life insurance. And
therefore

Vi W%yﬂi‘
OF CANADA.

invites good lives to join its
ever expanding household,
to become partners in its
growing business, and to
share equitably in all its
benefits,

A POLICY IN THIS COMPANY PAYS

HEAD OFFICE - WATERLOO, ONT.

G Il N GO R T R

] MUSIC AND DRAMA

HE most important musical event
of this month in Canada is the
visit ‘of Vladimir De Pach-

mann, who plays in Montreal on the
twenty-third and who comes to Mas-
sey Hall, Toronto, on Monday even-
ing next, the twenty-seventh. The
artist’s name proclaims his Slav ex-
traction. This great interpreter of
Chopin was born in Odessa, Russia,
1848, and owes his musical instruc-
tion to his father and to Professor
Dachs of the Vienna Conservator-
ium. Attempts to explain De Pach-
mann’s marvellous kinship with the
great Polish composer are merely at-
tempts. Talent is tangible and ex-
plicable but genius is not to be classi-
fied or traced. It is the surpassing
gift which has been bestowed upon

“this Russian artist of whom Philip

Hale has said: “A phrase of Chopin,
to borrow a fine thought of Hazlitt
inspired by a Mozartian melody, when
it is invoked by De Pachmann, comes
from the air and then returns.” The
Chopin numbers, of which there are
seven on the programme to be played
in Toronto, are wisely given the final
place, for, however finished may be
De Pachmann’s rendering of “Per-
petuum Mobile” or “La Fileuse,” his
supersensitive touch in nocturne, pre-
lude, valse or etude by the Polish
tone-poet is sheer magic and leaves

3

Vladimir De Pachmann.

the audience nothing to desire—save

more Chopin.
o el

AT His Majesty’s Theatre, Mont-

real, a week of Grand Opera is
being presented by the Van Den Berg
Lyric Opera Company. “Carmen” is
the favourite of the list, appearing
twice in the evening and once in
matinee. The prices are matter for
surprise, the highest mentioned being
$1.50. Perhaps we shall have Euro-
pean admission charges some day.

e

MISS GRACE GEORGE, the

famous comedienne, has recent-
ly presented at the Walker Theatre,
Winnipeg, Sardou’s diverting play,
“Divorcons.” It is some time since
Miss George was in Fastern Canada
which still retains lively memories of

her success in musical comedy.
T

«T HE days of Ysaye's youth”

says an English critic, “were
fraught with many hardships in the
cause of his art. In these days of
prosperity he is fond of telling his
‘pupils of his struggles. ‘Ah,’ he says,
‘at your age I practised in a garret,
and only went out when too hungry
to go on playing.” Times have
changed, however, and for one Amer-
ican tour of fifty concerts he received
the enormous sum of £25000. With
so princely an income at his disposal,
there is little wonder that Ysaye—
the name is trisyllabic, whether it is

iHallsand

cognate with that of the Hebrew
prophet it so closely resembles is a
question—has a unique and fabulously
expensive collection of violins, the
gathering of which has been one of
his hobbies.”

It has often been said that the
United States has a habit of too fre-
quent mention of the “financial con-
sideration.” But even in notices of
musical celebrities the modern British
paragrapher is fond of dragging in
the dollar.

ol
U NDER the distinguished patron-
age of Their Excellencies the
Governor-General and the Countess
Grey, the first concert this year of
the Canadian Conservatory of Music
Symphony Orchestra was given last
week in the Russell Theatre, Ottawa.
To Mr. Donald Heins, the conductor
of the orchestra, is due the credit of
having inspired the members with an
unselfish enthusiasm for the artistic
success of this organisation. Only
one other city in Canada, according
to an authority in the Capital, enjoys
with Ottawa the possession of a Sym-
phony Orchestra of its own, and to
Ottawa alone is accorded the privi-
lege of having one without any ex-
pense to the public, the Conservatory
bearing all the expense and “enabling
the public at intervals far too infre-
quent to enjoy it.”
o
R EPORTS have reached Canada at
various times of the great ex-
pectations aroused by Miss Kathleen
Parlow, a Canadian violinist, who,
according to an Old Country  ex-
change, is said to threaten Miss Marie
Kubelik with successful
rivalry. The story of her discovery
is to the effect that a Berlin concert
agent, Dr. Grosz, was told by a
passer-by of the wonderful violin-
playing in a certain London house.
A detective was employed who dis-
covered the wizard music to be pro-
duced by this young Canadian who is
to play in London in March and after-
wards in  one-hundred-and-twenty
concerts in North and South America.

e

THE Royal Alexandra Theatre,

Toronto, has introduced a nov-
elty this week in the form of two
student nights, with the play, “Old
Heidelberg,” as attraction. Monday
belonged to the “boys” who duly ap-
preciated the- occasion. Friday was

‘an event of vice-regal importance

with that almost-Canadian Governor,
Earl Grey, in attendance. Hon. J. P.
Whitney, Hon. Dr. Pyne and other
provincial dignitaries also showed
their enjoyment of student scenes by
appearing on 'Varsity night.

A UNIQUE ADVERTISEMENT

A BOSTON despatch states that
Joseph Keening, a wealthy real

estate owner of Brookline,
Massachusetts, wants a wife, and to
get one will resort to advertising in
Toronto. He tried it about a year
ago, and had a big bunch of answers,
but none suited.

Now he has had printed a number
of circulars bearing his picture, which
will go in the mails to Toronto to a
list of claimed eligibles, and it being
leap year he expects this time to be
successful.

Mr. Keening is the owner of
“Honey Moon Flats,” a fine apart-
ment house near the parkway in
Brookline, and this will be the home
of the bride. The circular bears a
large black heading reading “Rich
Brookline Man Wants Wife,” the
centre being adorned- with a large
photographic likeness of the adver-
tiser.

Head Office for Canada: MONTREAL

WM. MACKAY, J. H. LABELLE,
Gen. Manager. Asst. Manager.

E:e ; ‘ , I A L f‘ire

rges ngurance

and l" SU RAN c E Company in
COMPANY,

Stronges the World.

Maguire & Connon
GENERAL AGENTS
Office: *“Royal Building,” 27 Wellington 8t. E., TORONTO.

Main 6000.
Telephones { Residence, North 3571 and M. 978.

Tl
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Berlin Cion Brewery
(Uurzburger

and

Pilsener Beer

See that our label
is on every bottle.

Manufactured of pure
malt and hops.

@. 1. Huether
Berlin - Ontario

CANAQIDIAN

OFF/ICECSTCHOOL

FUBRBNITURE CO,
L2RESTON ONT:

Manufacturers of
High Grade Bank
£oP Office Fixtures,
School, Library £
Commercial Fur-
niture, Opera {5
Assembly Chairs,
Interior Hardwood
Finish Generally

Duc de
Montehello

A champagne of the highest quality.
Try it and be convinced.

For sale at all the best hotels and
clubs everywhere

.
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CHILDREN THRIVE—
grow strong and active—on
pure, wholesome Bread.

That's the kind of Bread you

can bake from PURITY
FLOUR. It'sfull of nutriment,
because it is milled entirely from
the very finest Western Canada
Hard Wheat in the best equip-
ped flour mills in the world.
It makes tasty and wholesome Bread,
and it never disappoints in the baking.

Sold Everywhere in the Great Dominion

WESTERN CANADA FLOUR MILLS CO.
LIMITED
MILLS AT WINNIPEG, GODERICH, BRANDON

€ The day has passed when a piano is
bought for its BEAUTY, or for its TONE,
or for its SERVICE, or for its NAME.

q The real test is—Which piano has a
continental REPUTATION for ALL
these qualities ? The

Mason & TRisch
Piano

has a superb beauty of its own and a
tone unrivalled in sonority and sweet-
ness—resonant as a cello’s and brilliant
as a violin's. For strength and resgst-
ance to the rigors of the Canadian
climate, it is like the oak.

We send free descriptive litevature on request.

The Mason & Risch Piano Company
Head Office, Toronto

We consider ‘“FPer.
fection” Scotch
Whisky to be spe-
cially worthy of
recommendation.

There is a reason for t.his,
which users of Scotch Whisky
can discover if they give this
brand a trial next time they
order.

Michie's assortment of Scotch
Whiskies affords a chmcfe.of
35 different labels, in addition
to those imported in casks and
bottled by the Company, or
sold by the gallon on draught.

MICHIE & CO-

Limited
WINE MERCHANTS
5 King St. W. - Toronto

CANADIANCOURIER
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kLGN OF L HE MARPLE
ANADIANS who live inland some-
C times forget what a great stretch
of sea-coast the Dominion has,
both in east and west. A ship
lost at sea seems a calamity very far
from Toronto or Winnipeg. Yet the
whole country was roused to anxiety
when the news spread that the C.P.R.
boat, “Mount Royal,” was many days
late. All attention was turned to the
harbour at St. John and the bulletins
were scanned every day, from Montreal
to the Pacific, in the hope that the miss-
ing steamer would be announced as safe
in port. The simple majesty of the
“Mariner’s Hymn” must have come
home to the people of St. John as never
before when they sang on the first Sun-
day in the year “for those in peril on
the sea.” Just as the most hopeful were
beginning to shake their heads over the
prospect and admit that “she may have
gone down, after all;” word came that
the missing steamer had crawled into an
Irish port. It is the waiting woman who
suffers most during those awful days of uncertainty and it is no wonder that
the women of seaport towns show in their eyes the searching intensity of
those who have spent hours in looking across the cruel, surging sea. It is
savage and unrelenting in its sweeping storms; yet the love of the sea and

the hills will remain while there are strong hands and brave hearts.
* * *

LI X

A Jolly Canuck.

GREAT deal has been written lately regarding the nasty novels which
certain writers (most of them, women) have perpetrated during the last
five years. The authors have written as if there was nothing in the wo.rld
but a sentiment, which they are plea.se(l. to call love, but which is no more .hke
the real thing than a pot of rouge is like a roseleaf.or the flush on a child’s
soft cheek. Amidst all this u]tra—mpd.em mess (which most of us can avoid
if we wish) come the books of William De Morgan like a chime of sweet
bells all unjangled. So tenderly does he speak of the dead woman whose life
had been so shadowed by pain: “And what was the meaning of it all?>—of the
thread that was now broken—of the memory that would remain? All was
not Vanity, preach whoso might! So long as Love itself—the mystery of all
mysteries—shall remain unsolved, there is an immeasurable music beyond the
octave-stretch forlorn of our fingers, an unfathomable ocean beyond our little
world of pebbles on the shore.” ¢ 7 2
WRITER signing herself “Frances” contri.butef to a Victoria, B.C,, paper
an interesting article, “Are We Advancing?”’ in ’Wthh this suggestive
paragraph occurs: “There is a lot of t?.lk about woman'’s advanceme‘nt; z}bout
woman’s position; about woman’s attitude towards life. .An.d, taking it all
round, we are a bit proud of ourselves; we are very much inclined to consider
every woman who lived before the last two or three decades as having a very
backward place in the world of endeavour and action. But, sometimes, in
turning over the pages of hi’stoiry, and more particularly of memoirs, we are
brought to a sudden standstill in our march.of complacent and self-satisfied
anity, and we suddenly find ourselves asking how would the greatest of
Vmoder;x women bear comparison with some of the old in similar circumstances
imi ings.”
o Sl’?ﬁl:ar\/'silcltr;:‘)igﬁdwfiter points the moral and adorns her reflections with
the story of a strenuous Ttalian Lady of the Old School, Cathcrine} Sforza,
idowed at the age of twenty-three, led an army, endured a siege, and
ki Wd to conduct the politics of a small state between two such powerful
i as Venice and Florence. The vivid sketch of this lady makes
mﬂuence; minine performances look colourless indeed, for Catherine was
ik 12: islator, a patron of arts and science—and an excellent house-
o T}ige most’ delightful affair about Catherine, according to the modern
keepeF.l was her ability to prepare beauty recipes, creams for whitening the
o er’shes to improve the complexion, dyes to colour and brighten the
hands, Wa while the Borgias were besieging her city. Could one imagine a
s evend dame than this? Think of a woman who was capable of dealing
truer graﬂt; sweet almonds and a host of armed foes in the same busy morning!

warri

%Lth ?ril)sqc capable club woman of us all must evidently retire in favour of
St CANADIENNE.
Catherine Sforza. gal e ADIENNE

An Overbalanced Want.

: country town in England visited a parishioner, a

I{E.dvlcarsg‘fést;?gff years o}lld, who had ten children, all of whom except

G ﬁ:v,r had married and left her. Now this daughter also was about to

one daug de The old lady would then be left quite alone, and the clergyman

o AT ol 16 sympathise with her. “Well, Mrs. Higgins,” he said, “you

endeavotfl‘l ely now, after having had so large a family.”  “Yes, sir,” she said,

f{luSt fee 19? 1g’neson’l€~ I've brought up a large family, and here I am living

1I d: ernI, I misses ’em an’ 1 wants ‘em; but I misses ’em more than I wants
alone.

‘em.”—Bellman. MR %
e Right-o.

If your wife keeps you puzzled and guessing,
And, instead of a comfort and blessing,
Proves a grievance, don't frown,
But buy her a gown— ;
The grievance, no doubt, needs re-dressing.
—Harper’s Weekly.
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IF YOU WANT

HEALTH
STRENGTH
VIGOR
APPETITE
DRINK

Cosgrave’s
&

OR

Cosgrave’s Porter

Made from pure
IRISH MALT.

Or a delicious blend of both

Half and Half

Always Ask for Cosgrave’s

As a Champion
protector of the skin and complexion, first comes

MENNEN’S BORATED TALCUM TOIL¥PT POWDER
a safe.and pure healing and protective powder, the merits
of w'hlch have been recognized and commended by the
medical profession for many years. Winter winds have
no ill effects where Mennen’s is used daily, after shaving
and after bathing. In the nursery it is indispensable.
W For your protection--put up in non-refiliable boxes--the
box that lox.” 1f MENNEN'S face is on the cover it's gen-
uine and a guarantee of purity., Guaranteed
under the Food and Drugs Act, June 30th,
1906. Serial No. 1542. Sold everywhere,
or by mail 25 cents. Sample Free.
GERHARD MENNEN CO.
Newark, N. J.
Try MENNEN'S Violet (Borated)
Talcum T Powder.
5/ It has the scent of fresh-cut Parma Violets,

The Hamiltoﬁ Steel |

and Iron Compamy
Limited
PIG IRON
Foundry, Basic, Malleable.

FORGINGS

of Every Description.

High Grade Bar Iron.
Open Hearth Bar Steel.

HAMILTON - ONTARIO
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“Not on Morality-but on
Cookery let us build our
Stronghold.”— sartor esartus.

—Cavrilyle.
If your food is not right your
- life will not be right.

Dr. Snow, late Senior Surgeon
at the Cancer Hospital, London,
wrote in a paper on ¢ The Scien-
tific Prevention of Disease’’—

‘“The maintenance of sound
nerve equilibrium by scientific
tissue nutrition like Bovril, will
do more to stay the ravages of any
malady than a century of progress
in drug treatment.’’

O’KEEFE’S
Pilsener

O’Keefe’s ‘‘ Pilsener ”
Lager is brewed with
filtered water, choicest
hops and pure barley
malt.
fully aged, filtered
again before bottling
and pasteurized.

IT IS THE IDEAL
BEER FOR THE
HOME.

AS FAMOUS FOR
2SS PURITY " AS 'FOR 1TSS
DELIGHTFUL FLAVOR.
Insist that your dealer always sends
O’KEEFE’'S ¢“PILSENER”

“THE Li1GHT BEER IN THE LicaT BOTTLE”
(Registered)

It is always

Ghe O’Heefe Brewery Co.
of Toronto, Limited

PURE FOOD INSURES

Goob HEALTH
NAGIC >0

INSURES

PURE FOOD.

COMPANY
LIMITED

E.W.GILLET

TORONTO.ONT.

Issued in sums of $100.00
and upwards,with interest
, coupons, payable half-yearly,
attached thereto, under authority of *“The
Loan Corporations Act,” R.S,0., 1897.
Write for 14th Annual Balance Sheet.

Peoples Building & Loan Ass’n

LONDON, ONT.

CANADIAN

Useful Reindeer.

DESPATCH from St. John's,

Newfoundland, states that the

steamer “Anita,” bringing three
hundred reindeer from Norway for
the use of Dr. Wilfred Grenfell, the
medical missionary, sought a harbour
off the northern coast of Newfound-
land on January third. The “Anita”
was unable to reach her destination,
St. Anthony, Labrador, where Dr.
Grenfell maintains a hospital, owing
to the prevalence of ice floes, in the
midst of which she had a narrow
escape from = sinking. Dr. Grenfell
left St. John’s on hearing of the
whereabouts of the “Anita” and will
remain during the winter at St. An-
thony. The reindeer are in excellent
condition and Dr. Grenfell expects to
use them constantly in his work :in
Labrador.

The ice floes have proved a more
serious danger than was feared at first
and a few of the “missionary steeds”
were lost in the transfer from the
“Anita.” But Dr. Grenfell has re-
ported that most of the Greenland
cargo is in safety and that it is ex-
pected to provide a great improve-
ment on former conditions.

The photograph of reindeer repro-
duced on this page gives a group, not
from Norway, but from Cape Prince
of Wales in the Alaska region. In
conventional communities, reindeer

COURILER

palace gardens where the isolated
pelican walks amongst the tropical
flowers, and Gordon’s rose tree, drop-
ping season after season its red petals
on the grass. . . . All this and the
warm flash of the brilliant days, the
odours of the desert and the odours
of the rivers, the waves of perfume
that flutter like Eastern banners on
the air, make the heart of the traveller
ache to remember, and call on the
nomad to return.—Pall Mall' Maga-
zine.

An Enterprising Artist.

R. ALFRED PEARSE, an Eng
lish artist, who, like . Mr.
Frederic Villiers, has added

the art of the lecturer to his many
accomplishments, is one of the most
versatile artists at present before the
public. For many years Mr. Pearse
was the special artist to the now de-
funct “Pictorial World,” and in that
capacity passed through more event-
ful times than, perhaps, any of his
famous colleagues. In the artist’s
early days the “glad hand,” as our
American friends call it, was not ex-
tended to newspaper men. All sorts
of artifices had to be exercised to
obtain entry to important functions,
and in the evolution of these Mr.
Pearse was phenomenally expert.
Once when the King, as Prince of
Wales, opened the Norwich Agricul-

Reindeer and their Young.

are seldom considered, except as a
spirited adjunct to Christmas. But
there are far corners of the continent
where they must be depended upon in
extensive travel.

The Vanishing Sudan.

UDAN, of which Khartoum is the
jewel, is full of delicious en-
chantment. The aspect of the

country is ephemeral, and if one
would see any remains of the old
civilisation in what still exists-of na-
tional forms and characteristics, the
journey should be made before
schemes for the opening up of the
province are carried out. Modern
water-wheels must replace the sakieh,
and the native who is content to work
two hours a week and live upon
twelve cents a week, will be replaced
by the ambitious and greedy folk
whom civilisation will make men, and
commercial men. Khartoum will prove
in a few years to be only a vision—
the old charm of it, that is—to be
only a mirage on the desert’s face,
dispelled by the dry commonplaceness
of the twentieth century. Meanwhile
it allures and beckons, with its avenue
of mimosa and the city’s broad white
wall above the Nile, the flashes on the
heavenly waters of the native sail, the
long sweep of the chocolate shores, the

tural Show, Mr. Pearse found that
special artists were taboo, and that
tickets for the ceremony had not been
issued to them. In vain he argued
with the secretary. Beyond suave
and polite refusals he got nothing in
the way of satisfaction. But the artist
was equal to the emergency. He rose
at five the morning of the show and,
dressed in his roughest clothes, enter-
ed with a body of cowmen. As the
day wore on Mr. Pearse concealed
himself in a sack among the potato
exhibits, and stayed there until the
Prince approached the spot. At the
psychological moment he emerged. It
was too late for the fussy officials to
interfere, and the artist sketched the
Prince to such good purpose that his

‘paper secured two pages of exclusive

illustrations besides the notice of his
royal highness.

Another of his commissions was to
sketch the late John Bright speaking
at the Metropolitan Tabernacle. As
usual, there were no tickets, and the
artist knew that it would be difficlut
to pass the stewards. He, therefore,
went to the nearest stationer’s and
purchased notepaper and envelopes.
Sealing up a blank sheet he addressed
it to “Mr. John Bright. Urgent.”
Armed with this passport he succeed-
ed in passing the doorkeepers.

M A P.
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““Has All of The Tase
With None of The Waste®®

That’s Armour’s Extract of
Beef. All of that rich savor
taste of prime roast beef witg
none of the waste incident to
its preparation.

‘We have captured the taste—
let the taste capture you.

Our new cook book—*‘ My Favorite
Recipes’’—sent free on receipt of
one metal cap from a jar of Armour’s
Extract of Beef.

Armour, Limited, Toronto
Solid Extract
of Beef

110

Stamping Outfit
FREE

g With one new subscription or re-
newal to the HOME JOURNAL (50c a
. year) we will send, post free, a com-
plete stamping outfit for stamping
fancy work patterns. This outfit con-
tains 100 new and up-to-date designs,
3 sets of alphabets and all the neces-
sary materials and instructions for
stamping, etc. You can save dollars
by this. Send at once. Get your
neighbor to subscribe if you are
already a subscriber.

THE HOI'E JOURNAL

59-61 JOHN STREET - TORONTO
Pattern Department .

A Mother’s
Testimony

About a month ago I received one
of your LII'LE BEAUTY HAMMOCK
Cors and find it perfectly satisfactory
in every respect and would not like

to part with it, for it is the best

thing I ever saw.

Write for a copy of “BaBv’s Sr.rEp”
telling all about it.

The Geo. B. Meadows, Toronto
Wire, Iron & Brass Works
Company, Limited
479 Wellington St. W., Toronto, Canada
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TELL/TALE TRACKS.
By Frank Sweet.

N a clear, frosty morning, when
the snow is soft and white,

Ere the sun has wiped the dainty
footprints out,

One sees the tracks of squirrels who

went calling through the night

On their neighbours in the forest
round about.

Xk

FUN FOR THE BOY.

“T" HE parents of a Baltimore lad, a

pupil in one of the public schools,
are fond of boasting that their hope-
ful has never missed a day’s attend-
ance at school during a period of
eleven years.

On one occasion the proud father
was asked to explain how this appar-
ently impossible feat had been ac-
complished. “Did he have the ugual
childish diseases—measles, whooping-
cough, and so on?” the father was
asked.

“Oh, yes.” :

“How, then, could he have always
been at school ?”

“The fact is,” explained the father,
“he always had ’em during the holi-
days.”—Harper’s Weekly.

sk ok

KNEW WHAT SHE WANTED.

A TEACHER asked her class to
draw a picture of that which
they wished to be when they grew up.
The pupils went diligently to work
with paper and pencil, some drawing
pictures of soldiers, policemen, fine
ladies, etc. They all worked hard,
except one little girl, who sat quietly
holding her pad and pencil in-hand.
The teacher, observing her, asked:
“Don’t you know what you want to
be when you grow up, Anna el

Margaret (to young bro
Willie: ' Not if it's any

ther, coaxingly).
thing up-stairs.”’= Punch.

CANADIAN

“Yes, I know,” replied the little
girl, “but I don’t know how to draw
it. I want to be married.”

* k%

Mama—Oh, children, why are you
so naughty to-day? Children—Why,
sister said if we were good she’d sing
to us to-night !—Stray Stories.

Kol

WHOBODY ?

E VERYBODY tells me things I
should know,

But Nobody tells me why they are so;

Somebody knows why things must be,

But Whobody’s going to teach it to
me?

Anybody seems to be able to tell,
When the sun is shining, that all is
well ;
But sometimes clouds will darken the
sky,
Whobody’s going to tell me why?
—Peter McArthur.
N

THE SNOW-BALL CHIEFTAIN.

ALL in the tingling frosty weather
I met a chieftain brave and
bright; :
He'd a scarlet hat with a snow-white
feather, ;
His step was brisk and light.

His twinkling eyes were soft and star-
like,
His lips and cheeks were rosy.red’i
“He doesn’t look so very warlike !
Beneath my breath I said.

So I a kind good-morning bid him—
With snow-balls three he pelted me;
Then laughed, and ran, and quickly
hid him
Behind a hemlock tree!
—FEdith M. Thomas.

“Oh, Willie, are you an angel ?’

COURIER : 921

Mathematical
Instruments

(. The Superior ‘“ High Grade” Mathemat-
ical Instruments are made of wrought Ger-
man Silver with best English steel points.

(. The Compasses and Dividers have the
improved straightening device with rivet
joints and Set Screw attachment. In finish
as well as material these instruments are of
the highest type that skilled workmanship
can produce.

(. Put up in handsome hardwood cases,
covered with best Morocco leather.

RICE LEWIS & SON, LIMITED
TORONTO

Bathroom Qutfits
of Al Kinds

Somerville Limited

59 Richmond Street East
TORONTO, ONTARIO

The Canadian Detective Bureau

LIMITED
MAX J. KELLER, GEN. MANAGER WILLIAM H. WELSH, GEN. SUPT.

GENERAL OFFICES: TORONTO, ONT.
Crown Life Building—Queen and Victoria Sts.
BRANCH OFFICES

OTTAWA, ONT., Trust Bldg., SparksSt. MONTREAL, P.Q., Bank of Ottawa Bldg.
WINNIPEG, MAN., Bank of Hamilton Bldg.

ST. JOHN, N.B., Pugsley Bldg.
VANCOUVER, B.C., Iuns of Court Bldg. DAWSON, Y.T., N.C. Bldg.
NEW YORK, N.Y. LONDON, ENG. PARIS, FRANCE
q This Bureau is prepared to undertake all classes of legitimate detective
work for railroads, banks, insurance companies, other corporations and pri-

vate individuals.

q Our offices being located from gne end of the Dominion to the other give

us specially good facilities for handling business for clients with connection
throughout the various provinces.

HALIFAX, N.8., 8t. Paul Bldg.

CABLE ADDRESS, “CANDEC”

»
IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION THE “CANADIAN COURIER.”
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Steel
‘Z&‘; & Side=Walls
g’ < for Modern Homes

Far surpasses wood, plaster or paper in beauty—
matches perfectly any artscheme—any color scheme—
makes the rooms REALLY sanitary—gives protection
against fire—these are some of the reasons why YOUR
house—why any modern buildinganywhereshould have

PEDLAR. Afok VAEls

SIDE WALLS
Cost little—last indefinitely. Let us send you the
wh-le tale in print and pictures. The book is free. 208

The PEDLAR People &'

Oshawa Montreal Ottawa Toronto London Winnipeg

“Sal
=Va=
dor’’

Does not need to be intro-
duced. It is well known.

From the time it was ORIGINALLY
put on the market it easily led, so
far as a Malt beverage was con-
cerned, in the estimation of the
connoisseurs. This lead it still holds
by reason of the fact that the utmost
care is exercise in the selection of
the several ingredients that enter into
its makeup, namely, the CHOICEST
BARLEY, the CHOICEST HOPS,
and FILTERED WATER—the ut-
most cleanliness being observed—all
departments being under the super-
intendence of the ONLY Brewmaster
in Canada who came from the original
‘‘Salvador’’ Brewery, Munich, Ger-
many Mr. Lothar Reinhardt, and so
we say

¢ Salvador” Forever!

REINHARDT & CO.
2=-22 MARK ST. - TORONTO

Q&‘ HEAL,.#&
D [
Q  INVIGORATING ¢

IN 1 AND 2 LB. CANS ONLY.

THE ROYAL GEM OF THE
KINGDOM OF COFFEE.

CANADIAN COURIER
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THE BOOK OF COMMON PRAISE.
THE Church of England in Canada

has sometimes been said to be

too dependent on the mother

church for initiative, but in the
matter of the preparation of an author-
ised hymnal the Canadian branch of the
church is showing a most commendable
spirit. It has just issued through the
Compilation Committee, of which Bishop
Hamilton of Ottawa is chairman, Bishop
Williams of London, vice-chairman, and
Mr. James Edmund Jones of Toronto
is convenor and general secretary, a final
draft which will be presented next Sep-
tember for adoption by the General
Synod.

While none of the old favourite hymns
appear to have been omitted, there are
many new hymns of a very high class
included, among which we see hymns
by Canadian poets. Dr. F. G. Scott, the

: Quebec poet, so well known to magazine
readers, contributes two, and Rev. Canon Welch, formerly Provost of Trinity
College, Toronto, also contributes two. Dr. Scott’s “Hymn of Empire,”
commencing “Lord, by Whose might the heavens stand,” is among those for
National Occasions.

Rev. Robert M. Millman, the well-known champion fencer, of Toronto,
accomplishes that difficult feat, the writing of an acceptable and literary
temperance hymn: “Temple of God’s Holy Spirit.” His last verse is:

“Then, O Saviour, I beseech Thee,
Cleanse this temple, make it Thine;
Come, possess me, rule, and teach me
By the power of love divine—
Not my own—
By the power of love divine.”

Mr. J. Edmund Jones.

A hymn by the late Dean Partridge, of Fredericton, is included, a
stirring missionary hymn, beginning “Uprouse, ye soldiers of the Cross,”
which has already been largely used. Canadian musicians are also repre-
sented. Dr. Albert Ham, of Toronto, Dean Crawford, of Halifax, Canon
Roberts, of Adolphustown, Mr. Jas. Edmund Jones, of Toronto, Mr. Lawrence
Watson, of Charlottetown, P.E.I,, and many others have contributed music,
all of which was considered anonymously before the names of the composers
were known, so that contributions have been considered strictly on their
merits.

The preface to the book is a model of correct English, the compilers
evidently desiring it to be a fit companion to the.preface to the Book of
Common Prayer.

The Compilation Committee is not a large one, but there is a larger
Consulting Committee composed of twenty-two bishops and thirty-six others,
to whom the drafts have been submitted from time to time, so that the book
represents the mind of the whole church in a manner that no unauthorised
hymnal could. It claims to be “an inclusive hymnal,” and therefore naturally
contains more hymns than many other English Church collections, but fewer,
we notice, than many books of other denominations. Although the book is
the work of Canadian compilers, Sir George C. Martin, organist of St. Paul’s
Cathedral, London, England, and Rev. James Mearns, the celebrated English
hymnologist, have been engaged to revise the musical and literary work of
the Committee with a view to securing absolute accuracy in detail. The
volume is a model of the printers’ and binders’ art, the work of the Oxford
Press, London, England, who will print and bind it in over one hundred
different sizes and editions.

* * *

T HE new postal regulations, although in force for only a short time, have

resulted in a greater number of British publications coming into Canada.
Too few Canadians are acquainted with such English monthlies as the
“Windsor Magazine” and the “Pall Mall.” An excellent feature in the
former is a monthly article on a modern British artist. The “Dicksee”
fraternity has lately been receiving attention and the coloured reproductions
of their paintings are unusually finished. The January issue contains three
contributions from Canadians, Sir Gilbert Parker, Professor Charles G. D.
Roberts and Mr. Robert Barr. “The Glutton of the Great Snow,” is a charac-
teristic Roberts’ story, in which the chief figure is a hideous wolverine, known
as “Glutton” or “Injun Devil.” It is a yarn of intense animal interest and
the reader is fain to agree with the human hunter who, at the end, addresses
the dead carcajou thus: “When it comes to grit, clean through, I takes off

my cap to ye.” It is to be hoped that President Roosevelt and Mr. John

Burroughs will not pounce upon this exciting story and endeavour to show that
Mr. Roberts is a mere amateur when it comes to the true inwardness of the
wolverine. Sir Gilbert Parker tells one of his best short stories in
“To-morrow,” a tale of the Canadian Northwest with a heroine fit to rank with
Guida Landresse, the gracious heroine of “The Battle of the Strong.” The
reader whose pulses are not quickened as he learns of how Jennie Long
steered her canoe through the rapids which never before had been run by
night, is not to be envied. Jennie is a heroine to be long remembered, like a
breath of pines from her own north country. Not often does a writer put
into one sentence such hill-magic as this. “T'he snow-tipped mountains far
above and away, the fir-covered, cedar-ranged foothills, and, lower down, the
wonderful maple and ash woods, with their hundred autumn tints, all merging
to one soft, red tone, the roar of the stream tumbling down the ravine from
the heights, the air that braced the nerves like wine—it all seemed to belong
to her, to be part of her, the passion of life corresponding to the passion
of living in her.”
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When you are fatigued take a glass of
BYRRH TONIC WINE. It recuperates

your strength.

you (Uant CThe Best
DON’T YOU

The unanimous opinion of Insurance
Critics is that our “ IMPROVED SECUR-
ITY " Accident Policy hasreached a degree
of perfection never before attained.

There is no reason why you should not
have it. Let us send you full particulars

Che Sterling Accident §

Guarantee @o. of Canada
164 $t. James Street, Montreal

WILLIAM THOMSON & CO.,
GENERAL MANAGERS.
Would you care to canvass for us on a liberal commission?

CANADIAN

HOTEL DIRECTORY

TORONTO HOTELS

King Edward Hotel
—Fireproof—
Accommodation for 750 guests.  $1.50 up.
American and European Plans.

Palmer House
200 Rooms. $2.00 up.
American and European.

Rossin House

Huropean $1.00 up.
American $2.00 up.
Accommodation for 500 Guests.

ONTARIO HOTELS

Caledonia Springs Hotel

(C.P.Ry.)
CALEDONIA BPRINGS, ONT,

American Flan, $8.00 up.
Accommodation for 200 Guests.

Hotel Royal
HaMILTON
Largest, Best and Most Central,
$2.50 per day and up.

Fireproof.

American Plan.

MONTREAL HOTELS

The Place Viger (C.P.Ry.)
American Plan, - $8.50 up.
Accommodation for 200 Guests.

s eSS e et ——— U SOl e L R SN
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QUEBEC HOTELS

The Chateau Frontenac
(C.P.Ry.)
American Plan, - $8.00 up.
Accommodation for 450 Gnests.

MANITOBA HOTELS

The Royal Alexandra (C.P.Ry.)

WINNIPEG, MAN.
European, $2.00. American, $4.00,
Accommodation for 600 Guests.

BRITISH COLUMBIA HOTELS

Glacier House, (C.P.Ry.)
GLACIER, B. C.
American plan - $8.60 up.
Accommodation for 200 Guests.

Hotel Vancouver (C.P.Ry.)
VANCOUVER, B.C,
American plan $8.50 up.
Accommodation for 400 Guests,
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A Popular Way to Travel

q Canadian Pacific Tourist Sleeping
Cars need little introduction to the
general public. Since their introduc-
tion thousands of people have used
them and found them comfortable,
economical and in fact indispensible
to people of moderate means, to whom
the cost of berths in a palace car on a
long journey would be prohibitive.

q Many things can be said in
favor of the Tourist Car :
The berths are of ample size,
wide enough to accommo-
date two persons; everything
in the way of bedding,
towels, etc., is provided,
everything moreover of good
quality ; the ventilation and

trip.

heating arrangements are as perfect
as it is possible to make them ; seats
are comfortably upholstered in rattan
or leather.

{ The lack of elaborate ornamenta-
tion will not affect the comfort of your

€ The berth rates are just half those

charged in palace sleepers.

{ Through Tourist Sleepers
leave Toronto daily for Win-
nipeg, Calgary and the Paci-
fic coast. Ask for the book
about Tourist Cars, free from
any Canadian Pacific agent
or direct from C. B. FOSTER,
District Passenger Agent, TORONTO.

g The commercial possibilities opened up by the Canadian Northern
Railway System are unequalled in the British Empire. In 1897 the
Canadian Northern operated 100 miles of railway. It now controls
4,100 miles in the most promising parts of the country. It has
created 150 new townsites along its 8,000 miles of line west of
Lake Superior, and has made practicable many new enterprises in Nova
Scotia, Quebec, and Ontario. In Nova Scotia there is a
NEw re-creation of business along the Halifax & South Western.
Quebec City will have a new direct rail route to Montreal and
Ottawa. In Quebec Province enormous pulpwood areas are being tapped.
In Ontario the year 1808 will see a new port of
CAN ADI AN Key Harbor, on Georgian Bay, capable of daily
shipping 8,000 tons of ore from the Moose Moun-
tain iron mines. In the West the new line from Brandon to Regina
; will establish several new towns; the Goose Lake
NORTHERN branch from Saskatoon will make accessible to
homesteaders the Great Saskatchewan Plain;
and the development of coal mining near Edmonton is giving a new aspect
to industry in Alberta. Enquiries about
TERHITOHIES rates and opportunities for business to Wm.
Phillips, General Eastern Agent, Canadian

Northern Building, Toronto.

THE

“INTERNATIONAL

LIMITED”

The Railway Greyhound of Canada

The finest and fastest train in the Dominion, over the
longest continuous double track railway in the world.

Runs daily between MONTREAL, TORONTO, NIA-
GARA FALLS, DETROIT and CHICAGO.

A PLEASURE TO RIDE ON THIS TRAIN.

The best of everything is found on the GRAND
TRUNK RAILWAY SYSTEM.

W. E. DAVIS
Passenger Traffic Manager
Montreal

GicTwBELL

General Passenger and Ticket Agent

Montreal

Art Electric Fixtures

q The cheapness of electric light
in Toronto makes it possible to do
away with old methods of lighting
for the home.

q The cheapness of our ART
ELECTRIC FIXTURES enables
you to get the artistic effect you
want at small cost,.

q A visit to our art show rooms will repay you.

The
Toronto Electric Light Co.

Limited

12 Adelaide Street East .

Toronto
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SHAWINIGAN
WATER AND
POWER COY

L
NS

The attention of manufacturers is invited to the fact that

ELECTRIC POWER from
SHAWINIGAN FALLS

is available in the following Cities and Towns -

Shawinigan Falls  St. Francois ° Stanfold

Grand Mere de Sales Danville

Joliette Montreal shestos

L’ Assomption Berthier St. Ferdinand

St. Paul I'Ermite  Lanoraie : de Halifax
Charlemagne Sorel Thetford Mines

St. Therese St. Joseph Black Lake

St. Rose hree Rivers Warwick

Lachenaie Victoriaville Kingsey Falls’
Terrebonne Arthabaska indsor

If you are considering a location for an industry, select a
city or town where you can have dependable
power at a fair price.

Already by reason of the desirable conditions and great power
available, industries have located at Shawinigan Falls, the value
of these plants exceeding three million dollars, and so satisfactory
have been the results obtained that in each instance the capacity
of these works is being increased.

For information apply

Shawinigan Water & Power Co'y

MONTREAL

“ 3
IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION THE “CANADIAN COURIER. . .




GOODS DELIVERED FREIGH‘T OR EXPRESS CHARGES
PAID TO YOUR NEAREST RAILWAY STATION

We Prepay Freight or Express Charges on all orders of $25.00 or more to your nearest. Railway Station in ONTARIO, QUEBEC
and the MARITIME PROVINCES, except on some especially heavy goods, such as Furniture, Heavy Hardware, Crockery, Groceries,
Baby Carriages, Wall Paper, Pictures, Harness, and on all orders received for same amount from MANITOBA, ALBERTA, SASKAT-
CHEWAN, BRITISH COLUMBIA and the YUKON TERRITORY, we prepay Freight or Express charges as far as Winnipeg,
except on goods as above stated. Where Freight or Express rates are the same to points outside of Winnipeg as to Winnipeg, charges
will be fully prepaid. We reserve the right to ship by cheapest way. This means much to our customers; it brings our Mammoth
Stores and Factories into their midst WITH BEST GOODS AND LATEST STYLES AT OUR TORONTO PRICES.

Unite with your neighbors, make up a club order of $25.00 or more and you will find it means a big saving in charges to you. We Pack Each Order in
a Separate Parcel and Make One Shipment to One Address. Try it; get up a Club Order and we will show you how nicely it works. Our arrangements for

quick service are the best. Always have our latest Catalogue in your home ; free for the asking. If your neighbor does not receive one send us name and
it will be mailed at once. Always send enough money for postal charges.

Exceptional Value in

Winter Coats

Mail Order
Cut Price
in
Boys’
Overcoats

K2351—Boys’ Medium and
Dark Grey Winter Over- £
coats, fancy Russian style, £

\ made to button close up

< at throat, of a smooth soft-

finish cloth, neat velvet
collar, turn-1own Prussian
style, fancy metal button,
patent leather belt, and

Italian cloth lining
throughout, same style as

G-2486—Here is one of the best

cut K2351, in sizes from 3
to 8 years, regular $3.75,
Special Mail Order Cut
Prige; i sl $2.49

e

Stecial Sizes, $1.00 Extra.

All-Purpose Coats you can
; J buy, made of black frieze, 45 inches
‘ y { i - long, cut szenerox;slyful]. shoulders lined
L § with goods of self, collar trimmed wy
5\-\ velvet and braid, shoulder extensi;s
\;\ formed with self strapping, velvet but-
tous, sizes 32 to 42 inches bust. /4 (/-
- = > ARY SALE RRICE ... .. $5.00
e ’/j ',
| \J2~ 6:2484 — Stylish Fitted Coat
p of black vicuna, 50 inches
long, trimmed with tailored strapping,
1_nlaid velvet collar, sleeves and body
lined with sateen, brim full of style and
quality, comes in sizes 32 to 40 inches

: 5 oS bust measure, a limited number onl
()% 64 tosellat JANUARY SALZ

o~ : e b PRICE 05 20 S cmims o7 $9.50 .
",_ 6-2491 — Fashionable Twe ed N m

D i 2l

U5 4 hointores creen p »\\ Stecial Sizes, $1.50 Extra.

and grey tones, witn subdued over- | By ™S .

check and stripe, 45 inches long, loosé p :

back, broad shoulders, imitation collar,

patch pockets, velvet buttons, shoulders

lined with goods of self, comes in sizes ¢

§ 321042 . JTANUARY ‘S'ALE
2 PRICE & i v a $4

-'\ .8
NY Special Sizes, $1.00 Extra,
@ \ A i

NOTTINGHAM LACE CURTAINS

ﬁ'z This illustrates a Special from the numerous

<3 designs included in our January Lace Curtain Sale.

Made from hand spun, smooth finished cotton, ensur-

ing long wear. Perfect in weave. The special prices are fully %/ to %4 less than you will or-

dinarily pay for the same qualities. We will pay return express charges if you are not satisfied.

R1-2072—Nottingham Lace Curtain, 60 inches wide, 3% yards long, January Sale Price,
per pair, 97e.

H. H. FUDGER THE COMPANY,
President ROBERT LIMITED
J. WOOD, Manager

TORONTO - CANADA




