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“Cocoa stands very much
higher than Coffee or Tea,

Dr. Hassall. EN 09 S

Epps’s 'FRUIT

SALT’

Cocoa || .z
: REMEDY FOR

Is thde.nil(OSt n.(:u.r ISh“:g dCoci(‘)’ae dy?)l; All Functional Derangements of

can drink, as 1t 18 not depr the Liver, Temporary Congestion

the valuable cream or butter con- arising from Alcoholic Beverages,

tained in the Cocoa bean and it Errors in Diet, Biliousness, Giddi-
keeps out the cold wonderfully. ness, Heartburn, or Constipation.

It is a Refreshing and Invigorat-
ing Beverage, most invaluable to
Travellers and Residents in Trop-

, ical Climates.
CAUTION.—Examine the Capsule and see that
it is marked ENO'S ‘FRUIT SALT), otherwise

1I/ou have the sincerest form of [flattery—

MITATION,

PreBared onlbey J. C. ENO. Ltd.,
‘FRUIT SALT’ WORKS. London, S.E.,
Eng.,by J. C. ENO’S Patent.

Wholesale of Messrs. Evans & Sows, Lid.,
Montreal and Toronto, Canada.

Sold by Grocers and Storekeepers
in ¥-1b. and %-lb. Tins.

A Cure for Homesickness

Nothing is more pleasant to the homesick boy or girl than a gift from _home’
and nothing is more suitable for this purpose than a box of

9

Chocolates

Special Mail Order box sent anywhere in Canada or United States, postage
paid, on receipt of $1.00.

THE NASMITH COMPANY, LIMITED
TORONTO, CANADA
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from the

Mother’s

point of

MOTHER'’S chief concern
with beauty is to see it
developed in healthy, wholesome,
natural conditions in her children.

It is her delight to see their
skin preserved in youthful
bloom and freshness as they
grow in vyears, and to this
end nothing will serve so well as

Pears’
Soap

~which acts as a soothing, emollient

balm to the tender and sensitive
skin of infants and young children.

It keeps the cuticle in a
permanent condition of velvety
softness and smoothness, enabling
the complexion to develop into a
lasting loveliness of natural color.

Best for the bath
and the toilet

OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS P

“ Al rights secured.”*

EARS’ OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST,
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rotel@al
LONMDON

Hrchitecturally Famous as One of the
Finest botel Structures in the World

U can make a preliminary acquaintance with the Hotel Cecil by requesting a Booklet, This

little volume presents by illustration and description a fuir idea of the Hotel's luxurious

interior, its imposing exterior, the cost of a stay, either brief or extended, and contains a
variety of general information of service to the visitor to town. It oan be had for the asking
from THE CANADIAN MACAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO, CANADA,

TARIFF
BREAKFAST
TARIFF 60c., 70c., 850,
LUNCH
BEDROOMS $1.00
Single
From $1.25 per day. D::";: o
Double DINER
25 per day.
FUR o> pe $1.25, $1.80, $2.50
Suite of Rooms
From $6.25 per day. SUPPER
$1.26
No charge for Light Or 4 la Carte,

or Attendance. g
On SBundays, Vocal
Concert after
Dinner,

INCLUSIVE CHARGES QUOTED IF DESIRED.

The Cecil is a cosmopolitan hotel in the broadest sense of the term, with a fixed Tariff based on
strict relation to the MODERN COST OF LIVING. Accommodation can be had from the
modest, but comfortable, Single Room to the most elaborate Suite. The public Apartments—
spacious and elegantly equipped—have no rival in Europe. The situation of the Hotel is Central
and Convenient; indeed, a SOURCE OF CONSIDERABLE TRAVEL ECONOMY TO VISITORS TO TOWN
ON BUSINESS OR PLEASURE BENT.
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The April Number

Features of the April Number will be:

“Labour and Socialism,” by Goldwin
Smith. This article was announced for the
March Number, but it was unavoidably
delayed. It is a very important and
interesting contribution.

An article on the forces that have
helped in the development of the Canadian
Northwest, written by Clayton M. Jones.
The author of this article presents a graphic !
picture of progress, and gives us something
to think about.

“Catching Birds with a Camera,” will
be a readable spring article, with repro-
ductions of a number of unusally fine
photographs.

The foregoing are only a few of the
good things to be offered. There will be as
well some strong notes in fiction and poetry.

ol e’

The CanapiaN MAGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

TO ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITAIN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES THE
SUBSCRIPTION PRICE IS TWO DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENTS A YEAR POSTPAID
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GRAND HOTEL, LONDON

verlooking Trafalgar
Square, the finest
position in London. Well
known to many Cana-
dians for comfort and
excellent management,
Close to Royal Palaces,
Westminsusr Abbey,
g i Houses of Parliament, and
s PR TN Tl fashionable centres. O
e L TR UL nm\‘“ L chestra. Luxurious suites
of rooms with private
bathrooms attached.

Proprietors

GORDON HOTELS, Limited.

For Ilustrated Booklet giving
full particulars of tarriff, ete.,
apply to the—

CANADIAN MACAZINE
Travel Bureau, Toreste, Ontarie

WILD’S FIRST-CLASS TEMPERANCE HOTELS

LONDON
30 to 40 LUDGATE HILL

ELECTRIC LIFT
Central for the Wholesale Houses, Continental Trains and City.
Telegrams; Wild's Hotel, London, Telephone 4696 Holborn

Also at

70 and 71 EUSTON S&UARE

(Close to Euston, Midiand and G. N. R. §
Convenient for Early and Late Trains

g Telegrams; Wild's, 71 Euston Telephone; 1949 North.
Oleanliness and Quiet. i .

For {llustrated booklet, giving full particuhrs of tariff, ete., apply to The Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd., Toronte

Prevents all

IT HAS NO EQUAL ** The Queen of Toilet prcparattons "It [Entirely Removes and

FOR KEEPING :oucunss,
THE SKIN IRRITATION,
CHAPS, Etc.
SOFT, INVALUABLE
SMOOTH, ‘°.'m's"“"‘sm"‘

SOOTHING AND EFRE AND COMPLEXION

AND WHITE after Cycling, Motoring, sk?ung_ 5,,,3,??:6 from the effects of the

AT ALL SEASONS M. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England AN

Ask your Chemist for it, and accept no substitute.
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The finest view in London according to,Mr. Alfred East A. R. A. Taken from Hotel Cecil.

The Houses of Parliament to be seen in distance.
Newnes Photo,

—
o —

DESERVING OF SUCCESS

The marvelous growth of Borden's Condensed Milk Company is due to unceasing vigilance
observing rigid sanitary regulations in the manufacture of their products. Eagle Brand =
densed Milk and Peerless Brand Rvaporated Milk (unsweetened) have received highest award;

HOTEL

HART STREET ... I ONDON

BLOOMSBURY SQUARE

HESE well-appointed and commodious
Temperance Hotels will, it is believed, meet
the requirements, at moderate charges, of
those who desire all the conveniences and
advantages of the larger modern Licensed
Hotels. These Hotels have Passenger Lifts,

Lounges and Spacious Dining, Drawing, Writing, Reading, Bllliard and
- - Smoking Rooms.  Heated throughout.  Freproof Floors.  Perfeot
f\\ L+ y MEARTHE: DRITISH- MUSIUM.- ‘ Sanitation.  Telephones.  Night Porters.

) —__~
i ngsley Hotel—"* Bookoraft, London.” Telegraphic Addresses Thackeray Hotel—'* Thackeray Leondon."
| S y n

| BEDROOMS, % /@ G/-

INCLUSIVE CHARGES
for Bedroom, Attendance, Table
d’'Hote, Breakfast and Dinner,
from 8/6 to 10/6 per day. ($2°10 to $2°60).

iving full particulars of Tariff, etc.
Glﬂdmhgl Ma::z.ine. Toronto, Canada

U

Grear Russect ST LONDON

Canadian Magasine, Art Dept.
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) to order in strong
"S%g)t(‘)’lt;iil" serge. $11.05 for
82 ins. bust.

No. 1
’ Suits from $4.20 to $6.85
“Bo.y':“r in Excelsior gre
herring-bone suiting. Exceed-
ingly strong.

For UTILITY and RELIABILITY
We Excel and Hold

24 Royal Warrants

Allow us to send you POST FREE samples of newest fabrics
we sell by the yard or make up to your measure : Tweeds
(English, 8cotch and Irish), Dress and Blouse Fabrics, Vene-
tians, Stripes, Habits, Cottons, Linens, Delaines, also Flan-
nels, 8ilks, Winceys, Underwear, Knitting Wools, ete,

The Serge that Stands the Test of Time

~Jdwinett) |
a[B Senges

This trademark stands for utility, value and reliable qual-
ty—the reasons why these serges stand so high in publie

opinion at home and abroad. They are made from pure wool 3 Nu_. Hd
properly dyed, and are offered in a wide range of colors and in “,‘“,,f“‘.’.‘"..‘x?w"::':
weights (a specially large range in Cream) for outdoor and make Navy Serge, fast

indoor wear. From 48c. per yard. dye.

Nov, 20, 1908.

Suit quite satisfactory. J. C., Asheroft, B.C,

Dec. 20, 1908.

Received the parcel quite safely containing

the costume, extra skirt and knickers I order-

ed from you. The fit of all is first class and

everything very satisfactory, I am very much

obliged to you for carrying out my order so

well,” Mrs. E. R., Georgeville, Que.

Dec. 28, 1908,

I have received the goods in good condition
and am perfectly satistied with sume.”

K.C. ﬁe M., Esq., Sherbrooke, P.Q., Canada.

TO ORDER
Costumes from $6.35.
Skirts from $2.45,
Girls’ Dresses from $2.30.
Men’s Suits from $9.15.
Overcoats in strong tweeds, $8.50.
Boys’ Serge Suits from $3.05.

Spring Samples, Measurement Blanks, Style
Plates, Price Lists, ete., sent promptly. POSTPAID
for the asking.

Address

Egerton Burnett, Limited

R. W. Warehouse,

Wellington, Somerset, England. Gr(éeof:tgglri:,' 6.0, Sraee Pewen or

.
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Ready!

instantly to
invigorate you—to warm
you—and keep you warm.,

CAMP

COFFEE

is superior in every way to all other
coffee essence—the next best is a
long way behind—make sure
you get ‘Camp’—‘it is the
best.’

R. Paterson & Sons, I:
Coffee Specialists,
Glasgow.

Butter-Scotch

You may enjoy Callard & Bowser's
Butter-Scotch with the comfortable
assurance that oaly first-class materials
are employed in its manufacture,

Paglly, swholidrmes

14 Front 8t. Eas
Toronto
Canada

The
London & Toronte

{ REFRESENTATIVES ©
|
' Trading Co.

THE LONDON GLOVE GOMPANY’S

| GRAND PRIX 1909 |

LADIES’ FRENCH CASTOR DOESKIN
GLOVES, in white, grey, beaver and tan,
3 p arl buttons, 4Qc. der pair.

LADIES' CHAMOIS LEATHER GLOVES,
natural shade, British made, 6 button Jength
sax, with elastic at Wrist, 44¢. per pair.

LADIES' NEW MOCHA FABRIC GAUNT-
LET GLOVES, with gusset and elastic at
wrists, in tans, beavers, greys, green, navy,
chamois, white or black. 56c. per pair.

LADIES’ FRENCH C.
SAX, with elastic at wris
white, chamois putty, bea
40c¢. per pair.

er, tan and grey.

LADIES’ DOESKIN GLOVES, sax with
strap and press button, as illussration,
British made, in white, putty, beaver, tan
and grey, with strap and press button. 69c.
per pair

REAL NAPPA LEATHER SAX GLOVES.
with strap and press button, as illustration,
in useful tan shade, 60c. per pair.

THT GLOVES, with 41-2 inch ;;mntlot,s, elastic at
an, beaver and grey, 69c. per pair.

wrist, British made

'W NAPPA CAPE G ' A 1( S, with 31-2 inch gauntlets,
elastic at wrist, in useful tan color, 79c. per pair.

GLOVES

|__Unequalled for Value |

LADIE:
Black, V

S 4-BUTTON REAL KID GLOVES in
hite and Colours. Plain Points. The
“ Claretie,” 62c. : the ‘‘Lebon,” 78c¢.; the
‘“ Meissonier,” 87c. per pair.

THE *ESME ” LADIES’ REAL KID, with 2
Row Self Loop Points, in Black White and
Colours, 66¢. per pair.

THE “VALLIER" best quality washable
French kid, in white, lavender, grey, pastel,
beaver, tan and brown, 4 pearl buttons, 95c.
per pair.

THE “BON-AMI,” PIQUE SEWN FRENCH
KID, in Tans, Browns, Beavers, Greys and
Black, Self Braid Points, 2 large Pearl Buttons,
7 0c. per pair.

REAL CHEVREAU GLOVES, British made,
useful Tan Shade, Pique sewn, 2 large Pearl
Buttons, 91c¢. per pair.

LADIES’ WASHABLE CAPE GLOVES, Rain
proof, British made, in Useful Tan Shade, Pique
sewn, 2large Pearl Buttons, 70c. per pair.

THE “ESME,” real kid, very special value,
in black, white and colours. 8-button Mous-
quetaire, 85e.; 12-button Mousqnetaire, $1.00;
16-button Mousquetaire, $1.44.

e,

Write for our Detailed Price List, fully illustrated, t free on application to thg CANADIAN MAGAZINE, Toro:
Remittances, including postage, to be made by Intemationamoney Orders, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COM’PANYI"‘:;
the General Post Office, %ndon. Only address: N

45 and 45a CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND.
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'3 De Vere Horer,
KERsINGTON . LONDON. W §

LONDON g

The Prince of Wales 2L
Hotel 4

DE VERE GARDENS, KENSINGTON
HYDE PARK, W.

For Home Comforts and Cuisine unsurpassed
Accommodation for 140 Visitors

THE PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL, W.

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

THE PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL, W,

Terms, inclusive, en pension, weekly, single, £2 12s. 6d. and
upwards Special reductionsto families and officers,
Single Bedrooms - 3 » . . 4s. 0d.

Breakfast v ’ - . . . . 28. 0d.
Luncheon . . - . . . . 28, 6d.
Dinner 3s. 6d.

Or daily, with full board and baths | from os. 0d

THE PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL, W.

Ladies and fentlemon contemplating taking up or chan ing
their n-sildence n London are requested to inspect this residen-
tial Hotel.

Telegrams : Telephone No. :
“‘Suasively, London." 3022 Kensington (2 lines).
Address: MANAGER, PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL

De VERE GARDENS
KENSINGTON, LONDON, w.

For Detailed Tariffs, Apply Canadian Magazine,
Travel Bureau, Toronto, Ont.
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THE.
D E V E R E Kensington Gardens, is a well-known Kensing-
ton landmark. It has Public Rooms and Lounges

on the Ground Floor, is fully licensed, and is
H OTEL generally considered to be the most Select,

HIS Hotel, with its strikingly handsome ex-
terior and commanding position facing the

Fashionable, and Moderate Hotel in the district.

For Tariff, Address

MANAGER
DE VERE HOTEL
KENSINGTON

Telephone : 524, Kensington

LONDON, W. Lift to all floors. Electric Light, radiators.

Telegrams: ‘‘Improvisor, London"

2 En pension terms, from 10/6 daily
En pension terms, from £3/3/0 weekly

Bedrooms centrally heated. Separate tables.
Private suites and sitting rooms.

The Prince of Wales Hotel

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

immediate vicinity. °

Tel. No.
858, Kensington

Telegrams :

o

LONDON, W.

,,Kensingtonian, London.’

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

Che Broad-tDalk Botel

DE VERE GARDENS
KENSINGTON, W.

B

In the immediate vicinity of
the BROAD-WALK,
Kensington

Gardens.

ELECTRIC LIGHT

LIFT TO ALL FLOORS

Address : MANAGER’ BROAD-

WALK HOTEL, De Vere Gardens, KENSINGTON, W.
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It 1s worth your consideration—the perfection of fit, style and
finish at the mimimum of cost. For years past we have made
tarloring our special study, until to-day it 1s no exaggeration to say
that our House boasts the fhnest equipment and organisation n
the Tailoring World. \We bhave specialised in the art of fitting
clients residing over-seas, and, moreover, not only in fitting, but also
in producing the real American fashions. There 1s no need to pay
exoroitant prices for your tailoring requirements. The ment of our
tailoring 1s backed by our unreserved guarantee to refund every cent of
i/ our clients’ money where we fail to give absolute satisfaction. Noother Tailoring
House on either side of the Atlantic dare offer such an unqualified guarantee. Whether
you desire your clothes tailored in latest New York style or latest London fashions,
we guarantee absolute satisfaction. The process 1s simple. Merely fill in a postcard,
and address same to us as below, asking for our latest assortment of patterns, together
with latest fashion-plates, instructions for accurate self measurement, tape measure, all free
and carriage paid. We dispatch your order within seven days from receipt, and if you do not
approve, return the goods, and we will refund vour money

WITHIN SEVEN DAYS
SUITS and OVERCOATS to measure from
$5.l4 to S20.

URZON BROS The World's

“ll Mecasure Tallors,

(Dept ). 6062 CITY ROAD, LONDON, ENGLAND.

Addresses for Patterns:

For Toronto and East Canada:
CURZON BROS., 6/0 MIGHT DIRECTORIES. LTD (Lew, 112 . 74/76 Churon Street TORONTO, ONTARIO,
For Winnipeg and the West ¢ : 7

SURZON BROS., o's HENDEREON BROS. (e 1. 27D Gurey Strost, WINNIPEG
Please mention thes Paper g ‘
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Tell your Friends 5

before you Sail ~

TO WRITE YOU AT THE

WALDORFE

LONDON

And STAY THERE

Cables: “ WALDORFIUS, LONDON "’

TARIFF ON APPLICATION TO CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO

To Lessen the Troubles of Teething use

DOGTOR STEDMAN’S

. ({' | / =
. TEETHING POWDERS
x ': . Entirely free from any harmful ingredient,
AT \j as testified by Dr. Hassall's certificate.
L R \\ > Purchasers must see the Trade Mark of a
= = Gum Lancet ﬂébﬁamﬁ- on each Powder and
e Packet. InfYellow Paper. Of all Chemi
8 S acket. InfYellow Paper. all Chemists

”
Doctor,” post free and Stores.

125 NEW NORTH ROAD, LONDON, ENGLAND

F

“A LAUGHING BABY IS A HEALTHY BABY" |
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. |[HORROCKSES’

Long Cloths, Sheetings and Flannelettes

are the very best the Old Country can produce,

g |
“.'l’.‘ffﬂ"ﬁé W
- ‘79’ |

TR ET
lm"\\u “SE

See the Stamp ¢ HORROCKSES " on the Selvedge
OBTAINABLE FROM THE PRINCIPAL STORES IN THE DOMINION

——
=
Ep——

HORROCKSES, CREWDSON & CO., LTD., MANCHESTER and LONDON
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BRAND’S || MAG A;IN ES
ESSENCE

For The
of BEEF YOUNG FOLKS
FOR INVALIDS

“Che Boy’s Own Paper’’

is of the highest standard of

INVALUABLE IN ALL CASES OF magazine publications

EXHAUSTION AND ENFEEBLED e o e Y
DIGESTION

interests .of boys of school
age. Its contents include
Recommended by the Medical
Profession Throughout the World.

| stories by the best writers
l together with countless arti-
cles on travel, sports, school
life, and many other subjects
in which boys are interested.

“Che Girl’s Own Paper”’

occupies the same field in
the interests of growing girls.
In addition to hosts of splen-
did stories—both in serial

4 3
Steedman’s | and in short form—each issue

< | is full of articles of a useful

alm character, especially written
@ x to meet their needs.

Both magazines are co-

piously illustrated by leading

English artists and every

‘ number contains a fine col-
To make children ‘ ored plate.

Happy & Healthy.

Agent, H. HUBBARD
27 COMMON ST., MONTREAL, P.Q.

\ g v

Price by the year $1.20

STEEDM AN's ‘ Ten cents for each copy
SOOTHING
POWDERS

contain no poison,

Subscribe now —
sample copies sent on receipt of price.

fi dc Islons, ! .
e o e e | Warwick Bros. & Rutter Ltd.
STEEDMAN’S 3 Canadian Publishers
G THE-—DOI%BLE EE D King & Spadina - - - Toronto
YOUR GUARANTEE, 3

. " A
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DIRECT FROM THE LOOM TO THE CONSUMER.
Write for Samples and Price List (sent Post F ree) and Save 50 Per Cent.

ROBINSON & CLEAVER

BELFAST, IRELAND o

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

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

MEMBERS OF THE ROVAL FAMILY AND THE
COURTS OF KUROPE.

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

From the Least Expensive to the Finest in the World.

Which, being Woven by Hand, wear longer, and retain the Rich Satin appearance to the last,
By obtaining 'direct, all intermediate profits are saved, and the cost is no more than that
usually charged for common-power loom goods.

IRISH LINENS : Linen Sheetings, two yards wide, 48c. per yard ; 2% yards wide, 57c.
r yard ; Roller Towelling, 18 in. wide, gc. per yard ; Surplice Linen, 24c. per yard ;
usters from 78¢c. Glass Cloths, $1.18 per doz. Fine Linens and Linen Diaper, 23c. per yard,

Our Special Soft-finished Longcloth from 1oc. per yard.

IRISH DAMASK TABLE LINEN: Fish Napkins, g4c. per doz. Dinner Napkins,
$1.56 per doz. Table Cloths, two yards square, 94c. ; 2% yards by 3 yards, $1.90 each.
Kitchen Table Cloths, 23c. each. Strong Huckaback Towels, $£1.32 per doz. Monoflruns,

Crests, Coats of Arms, Initials, etc., woven or embroidered. (Special attention to] Club, Hotel or
Aless Orders.)

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

IRISH CAMBRIC POCKET HANDKERCHIEFS: “ The Cambrics of Robinson
& Cleaver have a world-wide fame.”—The Queen. ‘“ Cheapest Handkerchiefs I have ever
seen.”’—Sylvia’s Home Journal, Children’s, from 3oc. to $1.18 per doz. ; Ladies’, from 6oc.
to $2.76 per doz. ; Gentlemen’s, from 84c. to $3.84 per doz. Hemstitched—Ladies‘. 66¢c. to
$8.40 per doz. ; Gentlemen’s, from 94c¢. to $6.00 per doz.

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

IRISH UNDER_CLOT"INQ i A luxury now within the reach of all Ladies. Chemises,
trimmed embroidery sé6c. ; Nightdresses, g4c. : Combinations, $r.08. India or Colonial Outfits
from $52.68 ; Bridal Trousseaux from $£32.04 ;: Infants’ Layettes from $15.00. (See list).

N.B.—All Letter-Orders and Inquiries for Samples should be Addressed :

ROBINSON & CLEAVER, LTp. Belfast, Ireland.

Our C-hlocuu" can be obtained by Post Card NOTE.--B of parti 3
request to the “ Canadian Magazine, Toronto °:.::|ploy ngi:l.:m:: :::n ;rlvellm
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Some daily care your
Teeth must have.

BY first dipping your
tooth-brush into a tin of

@lverts

%ooth Yowder

the cleaning is made more

complete and satisfactory.

The use of this popular dentifrice ensures
a real antiseptic cleansing, helps the tooth-
brush to do its work easily, thoroughly, and ,‘
pleasantly, and thus assists your efforts to \
preserve the teeth in the best possible condition ‘

Your druggist sells it in tins, 15, 30, & 45 |
cents_ or in glass jar with sprinkler top, 35 cents.
For trial sample send 2 cent stamp to F:Ce
Calvert & Co., 349 Dorchester Street West,
Montreal. Descriptive booklet of Calvert's
Carbolic Soaps, Dentifrices, and Toilet Prep-
arations mailed free for the asking.

sizes.

THE FIRST COST |

to you of nearly all Fountain Pens
is about the same. After a few
weeks the ordinary Pen is con-
stantly out of order, while
the *SWAN?’ keeps on
writing, Surely it is
worth while to be
careful and select
the

/ at the start—the first

p and latest PERFECT

FOUNTPEN—prices

from $2.50. Of stationers
and Jewellers,

INSIST ON “‘SWAN"

The “SWAN" is comparatively new to
Canada—if any difficulty write for near-
est dealer to
MABIE, TODD & CO.

Headquarters, 79 and 80, High Holborn,
London, England, or 124 York Street, Toronto,

and at
New York, Chicago. Manchester, Paris, Brussels, Sydnep,

Sold in 4 standard sizes,
principle stores in the Dominion.
Improved Suspenders, for use with the Towels.

Southall’s Sanitary Sheets for Accouchement, in 3
Recommend .
and Nursing Authorities.

RECOLLECTIONS OF THE WAR OF 1812

By Dr. Wm. Dunlop, with a biographical sketch
of the author by A. H. U. Colquhoun, LL.D.,
Deputy Minister of Education, Ontario.

Second edition, U.E. Series No. 3, with por-
trait from original painting, 122 pp. 16 mo., cloth,
Toronto, 1908, $1.00.

«The little book is a valuable addition to the literaturelof
a momentous period in Canadian history. Dr. Dunlop i &
most entertaining writer, and_inyests his narrative with the
charm almost a romance. It is full of good stories, acute

observation. and quaint humorous comment on the men and
manners of the day.”—The Globe, Toronto. ¥

H storical Publishing Co., 446 Parliament St., Toronto, Ont.

& Not only a comfort '

and convenience, at
less than the cost

obtainable from the
Southall’'s New and

ed by all the leading Medical

—
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1909

BRIGGS?
SPRING ANN()S)UN(JEI\IENT
NEW BOOKS

1909

THE BALLADS OF A CHEECHACO. By Iobl. W. Service, Author of “Songs
THE BRONZE BELL. By Louis Joseph Vance, Author of “The Black Bag"” =
iggu- of lh; Cnb;)ugc F;nch". ;

ARAMINTA. By J.C. Snaith - v "

MR. OPP. By Alice Hegan Rice, Author of “Mrs. W,
CATHERINE'S CHILD. By Mrs. Henry de la Pastu

HUA CRAIG. By David Graham Phillips -

0S » -
JI'HE OLD MAN IN THE CORNER. By Baroness Orczy
MY LADY OF THE SNOWS. By Margaret A. Brown -

THE LONG ARM. By Oppenheim . .

THE WATERS OF JORDAN. By Horace Vachell

THE GIRL AND THE BILL. - & =
THE RED MOUSE. By William Hamilton Osborne
THE ROAD MENDER. By Michael Fairless -
MY LADY OF SHADOWS. By John Oxenham

MEMOIR OF LORD HALIBURTON. By J. B. Atlay

CHILD OF DESTINY. By William J. Fischer -

ACROSS THE SUB-ARCTICS OF CANADA. By J. W. Tyrsell
By Walter R. Nursey
By P. H

THE STORY OF ISAAC BROCK.
A SHORT HISTORY OF SCOTLAND.
MY AFRICAN JOURNEY. By Winston Churchill
LIFE OF DR. ROBERTSON. By Ralph Connor

For Sale at All BooKsellers

ume Brown

of a Sourdough"

$1.00 and $1.50

- - 1,25
1.25

R8Behihkkkg

@

on W
8 8
ZZ
a2

; AT U N
O $1.50

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Publisher, TORONTO

Oakey'’s
SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey'’s

EMERY QLOTH
Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH
Best for Cleaning arid Polisbing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON”” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc.
OAKEY'S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE.
Woellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E.

REPRESENTATIVE IN CANADA
JOHN FORMAN,
644 Craig Street, MONTREAL.

|

|
i
1
»

Remodelled, Handsomely Furnished New Throughout

THE ALBANY

41st Street and Broadway, NEW YORK
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ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF In the beart of the City
300 Bath Rooms

500 Rooms
European Plan Cuisine Unexcelled
Gentlemen’s Cafe, Ladies’ Restaurant and Moorish
Plenty of 4 ululnono-lik.
ShcloRoonandSnitu'ithnulwitmeuh
$1.00 per Day and up
Send for Booklet ROBERT P. MURPHY

=

i
i
i

Lal o o1 o =

lﬂuu&nmh&-‘.fhh.lw York's Leading
» & place to eat, drink and be merry Music
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The Greatest argain

Ever ﬂOffcrc

o4

NEW AME R ICAN '

Bt e p I 2 W ‘\ { | ‘

ENCYCLOPEDKC ' \’C\’[(u DL - : 7 \,ryr.
DICTIONARY £ ; ENCY | OPEDI
TEm DICTIONAR DICTIQNARY ' DICTIONAR)

i
50 CENTS Secures this Great nce Library

This magnificent reference work, costing three-quarters of a million dollars
to produce, is a dictionary and encyclopedia combined. In fullness of definitions,
number of words defined and accuracy, it is superior to reference works selling
for five times its price. It has been recently revised and enlarged by a staff of
American editors.  Its five big volumes contain an inexhaustible mine of infor-
mation on every subject, defining 250,000 words, Our bargain offer takes off
two-thirds the price, and we pass the work on to you at less than one-third the
price of any other first-class reference work. We send the complete set to your
home for examination without charge, and if you decide to keep it, a first pay-
ment of §o cents securcs the set.

. .

$5.00 Atlas FREE Five Massive Volumes
There are five volumes, each one foot tall

The Modern Atlas of the World sells re ularl ’ - and
for §5.00. It contains more than 100 maps %n culy- ::ir:(i‘i%lly I%‘;c !:::i?:::ilz' bound in three “Ylu of
ors.” There is a map of cach state, territory and of‘illulgl.nliom T8 it 5&“:" pages and thousands
country. It gives the population of all citics of Tt is absolutely rcliable-p.ﬂ‘\* ate in every particular.
importance. Thisinvaluable Atlas is bound inred s b Y ble; the names of its editors are
cloth and is 10 X 13 inches in size, We will send 3!“‘2“5‘ . 'é‘??“ in every field of research. Asa
it to you, absolutely free, if your order for the En- d!c?“"’ry‘ : Ac i "5’°°l° more words than any other
cyclopedic Dictionary is received at once. dictionary.: As-an €neyo opedia, it treats 50,000 sub-
jects, covering the whole field of human knowledge.

Free for Ifyou reply atonce, MARK AND MAIL THIS COUPON
we will send you | The Werner Company, Akron, O,

Exam‘natlon a complete set at ICYADXS E;;&syeg?‘sx;gba{gmml for 10 days one set of the AMER.
once, all express charges prepaid B by haying 1he'™* x‘,’.ﬂ;{ﬂg?‘“‘ » bound In the style in-
for examination. And we will also Full Sheep Blndh_lf. Regular price $64.00. 1 will pay
SEHd, absolutely free of c/mrgt, {(}r the same, if I decide to keep the books, as follows: so cents
tll.:-e M;’,iernh Alﬁ)ask of ﬂ;ehwx"id- ;r‘ncrre ‘I)fe;:;ngzelstg’:x‘x; and $2.00 a month until your speci

you like the books anc the tas Half Morocco Binding. Regular price $56.00. T will pay
you can pay for the Dictionary in for the same, if I decide to keep the books, as’ follows: 5o cents
1 little monthly payments. If you ;ﬁ:igf,;’;;“‘s'é‘fs‘iliiﬁa“d $130 per month, KAl JESCNEEIS
- don’t llke'lihem' return l:hem to us mermly Cloth f[lngmgg, Eegulakr‘ plgcekiu.oo.‘ 1 will pay

; R y 5 or the same, 1 ecide to keep the s, as follows:
Half Leather Binding and we will pay return ¢ e cents after I 'eumlneL them and ‘ex‘.asamg:th until ‘;m?wms ,5:‘

price of $16.50 is paid > =

’ You ars to send the set of five volumes and the Atlas of

Mall the COleOll TOday m World, delivery charges paid. If not satisfactory, I will (;en?r\:

books and Atlas within zo days after delivery, at your expense for

This is only a limited edition, and will not it
Jast long. You must reply promptly to i &
take advantage Of tbe bargain. PO S G g e s FRIROE e R T KA SRR

AABrER S o e h e e T N R

m WE'RNER COMPANY, ARPOH, 0. e Can. 2-09,
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HAVERGAL LADIES’ COLLEGE

=

Separate Senior and Junior Residental and Day Schools
with Preparatory Department
ion for Honour Matriculation, Ha Diploma, Examinations in Muaie
mdm‘ut. Mnr dent French and Geml:'n Mwm Physical Culture under twe

resident graduates of the Boston Normal School. Domestio Sclence School, with
six Depcst“menu Large Grounds, Rink, Swimming Bath,

For lllustrated calendar please apply to the Bursar,
MISS KNOX, Principal.

- Queen’s University and College

KINGSTON, ONTARIO

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

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

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

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

THE MEDICAL COURSE leads to the degrees of M.B., M.D. and C.M.,”D.Se.

THE S8CIENCE COURSE leads to the degrees of B.Sc., and M.Sec,, D.Se.

THE ARTS COURSE may be taken without attendance.

Calendars may be had from the Rezistrar, GEORGE VY. CHOWN, B.A., Kingston, Ont.

SCHOOL OF MINING Zcoirzseer
Affiliated to Queen’s University KINGSTON « ONT.

—
THE FOLLOWING-COVRSES ARE OFFERED

I. Four Years’ Course for Degree of B.Sc, AL~ Three Years’' Course for Diploma,
a. Mining Engineering. e. Civil Engineering.
:. :'ll;::l:l?:y .::dmm"' f. Mechaniecal ngineering.

&. Eleetrical Engineering,
d. Chemical Engineering, h. Blology and Public Health,
i. Power Development,

For Calendar of the School and further information, apply 1o the Secretary, School of Mining, Kingston, Ontario
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Toronto Consetvatory of Music
ONE OF THE FEW LEADING MUSIC SCHOOLS IN AMERICA
New Calendar by Mail. EDWARD FISHER, Mus. Doc., Musical Director

Trinity College
School

PORT. HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys

Founded 1865

For Calendar and all particulars apply to
REV, OSWAL/D RIGBY
M.A. (St. John s College, Cambridge), LL.D,
HEAD MASTER

WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

| 340 Bloor Street West, TORONTO, CANADA

A residential and day school, well appointed, well managed and cbn.
venient. Students prepared for University and Departmental Examinations
Specialists in each department. Affiliated with the Toronto Connrvgtor;
of Music. Dr. Edward Fisher, Musical Director; F. McGillivray Koowles,
R.C.A., Art Director For announcement and information, address the
Principal. MISS M CURLETTE, B.A.

The Berkshire Hills Sanatorium

Established Thirty-one Years.

For the exclusive treatment of cancer and all other forms
of malignant and benign new growths (except those in the
stomach, other abdominal organs, and the thoracic cavity),

With the Escharotic Method
(without resorting to surgical procedure).

o make a personal investigation.
d upon a strictly ethical basis.
upon request. Address,

Ask your family physician t
This institution is conducte
Complete information given
WALLACE E. BROWN, M. D.

NORTH ADAMS, MASS.
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BGlen Adawr

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

Thorough In all its d:g.rtmenu. Gives careful indi-
ﬂdl\_x;ll :‘t‘te‘ntlon, and the best physical, mental, and
mo training.

Offers great advantages in Music, Art and Languages.
Native French and German t.eu:hsn.

Large stafl of experienced residential and visiting Pro.
fessors and Teachers. N

Puplls are prepared for the Uni‘ ersities and for the
Music and Singing Examinations of Toronto University,
the Toronto Conservatory of Music, and the Toron
College of Music.

For Prospectus and full information apply to

MISS VEALS,
Lady Principal.

BRANKSOME HALL |

A Residential and Day School for Girls
<02 BLOOR STREET EAST. TORONTO, ONTARIO

i the joint management of MISS SCOTT,
fe mtr?gizrrincip‘;l, of Girls Department of the Provin-
c‘i’al Model School, Toronto, and MISS MERRICK,
formerly of Kingston.

FOR CIRCULAR, APPLY TO MISS SCOTT

BRANKSOME HALL

Royal Victoria College

MONTREAL

RESIDENTIAL hall for the women students of McGill University.
A Situated in close proximity to the University buildings and laboratories.
Students of the College] are admitted to the courses in Arts of McGill
University on identical terms with men, but mainly in separate classes' In
addition to the lectures given by the Professors and Lecturers of the Univer-
sity, students are assisted by resident tutors. Gymnasium, skating-rink, tennis-
courts, etc. Scholarships and Exhibitions awarded annually. Instruction in all
branches of music in the McGill Conservatorium of Music.

_FOR{FURTHER PARTICULARS, "ADDRESS
THE WARDEN, ROYAL VICTORIA COLLEGE, MONTREAL, QUE.
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THE

Bishop Strachan School

WYKEHAM HALL

COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO

President—His Grace, the Lord Archbishop
of Toronto

FORTY-FIRST YEAR
A CHURCH, RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL
FOR GIRLS

FULL MATRICULATION COURSE AND
ELEMENTARY WORK

For Calendar apply to
MISS ACRES, Lady Principal

St. ANDREW'S COLLEGE

TORONTO
A CANADIAN REesIDENTIAL AND DAY ScHooOL
FOR BOYS

Upper and Lower Schools. New Buildings. Separate Junior Residence.
Boys prepared for the Universities and Business.

REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., LL.D., Principal

Calendar sent on application.

SR TR NI R

Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely separate. Upper School prepares boys for the
Universities and for business. Finest School Grounds in Canada—80 acres.
REV. J. O. MILLER, M.A., D.C.L., Principal

RIDLEY COLLEGE
St. Catharines, Ont.

ST. MARGARET'S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO
A COLLEGIATE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS AMID EXCEPTIONALLY FINE SURROUNDINGS

: ACADEMIC DEPARTMENT—H teachers of the CLASS-ROOMS built specially for the work.

highest academic qualifications, of whom 8 are in resi- . LARGE LAWNS for games and recreation. Full

dence. and of these 4 are Europeah trained teachers of sized outdoor skating rink in winter.

Modern Languages. : . RESIDENCE distinct in its management from the
96 VISITING TEACHERS—Music 19, Art 3, Physical schoo!. Specialists in every department.

Culture 2. Elocution 1, Domestic Science 1. RECORD—1905-06: 14 at Universities; 20 passed ex.
DAILY ATTENDANCE 140, of whorn 30 are in resi- amination in Music at Toronto University, winning 11 1g¢

dence : classes average 10 eac class honors and, 5 2nd class, and 10 at Conservatory of

| PREPARATION FOR THE UNIVERSITY a speci- Music winning 3 first places in honor lists,

lu": extended course for those not contemplating a uni- ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET FREE TO ANY ADDRESS

ke Bt GEORGE DICKSON, M.A

“ISS ;R B MACDONALD' B-A-’ Late Principal UpperCn:n:laCoilrg;:Tommo Director;.
Principal. MRS. GEORGE DICKSON
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CANADA PERMANENT

MORTGAGE CORPORATION

TORONTO STREET, - - - -« TORONTO

Paid-up Capital. . ) ! 8 : 2 $6,000,000.00
Reserve Fund (earned) . § . > " 3,000,000.00
Unappropriated Profits . . - : i 90,578.66
Paid-up Capital and Surplus 2 . . $9,090,578.66
Investments ? - 5 : g . . $26,465,303.41

EXECUTORS and TRUSTEES

are authorized to invest Trust funds in this Corporation’s
DEBENTURES.

They are issued for sums of $100 and upwards, and are trans-
ferable. A specimen and all particulars will be forwarded
on application, The Corporation is also a

LECAL DEPOSITORY FOR TRUST FUNDS.

Deposits may be made and withdrawn by mail with perfect
convenience. OQur explanatory booklet will be forwarded on
receipt of your address.

HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the Royal Military College at Kingston.
T At the same time its object and the work it is accomplishing are not sufficiently understood by the general public,

The College is a Government institution, designed primarilv for the purpose of giving the highest techniecal instructions
in all branches of military science to cadets and officers of Canadian Militia. In fact it is intended to take the place in Canada
of the English Woolwich and Sandhurst and the American West Point. .

The Commandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial army, lent for the purpose, and
in addition there is a complete staff of professors for the civil subjects which form such a large proportion of the College course.
Medical attendance is also provided.

Whilst the College is organized on a strictly military basis the cadets rezeive in addition to their military studies a thor
oughly practical, scientific and sound training in all subjects that are essential to a high and general modern education.

The course in mathematics is very complete and a thorough grounding is given in the subjects of Civil Engineering, Civil
and Hydrographic Surveying, Physics, Chemistry, French and English.

The strict discipline maintained at the College is one of the most valuable features of the system,

In addition the constant practice of gymnastics, drills and outdoor exercises ofall kinds, ensures good health and fine
physical condition.

Seven commissions in His Majesty's regular army are annually awarded as prizes to the cadets,

Three Commissions in the Permanent Force will be given annually, should vacanci ist, to the graduati 1 ,
Every year one in the Infantry; and each alternate year: G cohopes: e s

One in the Engineers and one in the Horse Artillery.
One in the Cavalry or Mounted Rifles and one in the Garrison Artillery.
Further, every three years a Commission in the Ordnance Corps will be given to the graduating class,

Three 2nd class clerkships, or appointments with equivalent pay, will be offered annually to the graduati: 1 h
m&nenu to be in the folY;wing Bepartments. viz.:—e?ublic Works, Railways and Canals, Inlyﬁnd Revenue, - c%lats:'re!:gd

The length of the Course is three years, in three terms of 914 months’ residence each.
The total cost of the three years’ course, including board, uniforms, instructional material, and all extras, is trom $750 to $800.

The annual competitive examination for admission to the Coll il %
e whlcgecnndldntes e S S e ege will take place at the headquarters of the several mili

full ‘particulars of this examination or for any other information, application gﬁou]d
of

For mad
Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa,Ont. : or to the Commandant, Royal Military c°ueg§’,e ng:',:g u(’)?.nLu gt
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up - - $1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund and }
;Undivided Profits - - !8$1,277,404.49

DIRECTORS

S.|). MOORE,Esq. President THOMAS BRADSHAW, Esq.
D. EJTHOMPSON, K.C., Vice-Pres. JOHN FIRSTBROOK, Esq.
SIR WILLIAM MORTIMER CLARK, K.C. JAMES RYRIE, Esq.
i HEAD OFFICE, - TORONTO
W. D. ROSS, General Manager

Every Department of Banking Conducted with Absolute
SECURITY and SATISFACTION.

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

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at all branches.

¢ Dominion Express
Money Orders

~uih
PA
¥ SAFE CONVENIENT ECONOMICAL

""
Payment is guaranteed and a prompt refund will be made, or a new order issued without

extra charge, if order is lost, stolen or delayed in transit.
Payable at par in over 30,000 places in Canada, United States, Newfoundland, West Indies,

Central and South America, Hawaii, Philippines and the Yukon.

FOREIGN CHEQUES
issued in Sterling, Marks, Francs, Lire, etc., payable in all commercial countries of the world

at current rates.

5 T TRAVELLERS’ CHEQUES
in denominations of $10, $2), $50, $100, $200, with equivalents in Foreign Money printe | on each
cheque. They are self identifying and payable everywhere,

Superior to Letters of Credit.

Agents in all the principal cities and towns throughout Canada )
General Offices, Toronto \

i
o
Rates and full information cheerfully furnished by our \\\J",’/' /

N2
SN2

Local Agent
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It Never Had a Set-Back

During the last ten years great progress has been made in Canada in almost every branch
of business but in none greater than in life insurance, Nor has

il S

OF CANADA.

been any exception to the general rule, it having met with a most gratifying measure of
success during that pericd, as will appear from the following figures :

YEAR INCOME ASSETS SURPLUS BUSINESS IN FORCE

1898 923,941 : 4,126,132 256,941 23,703,979

1908 2,546,141 ! 12,959,777 1,852.016 54,693,882

Here are a Few of the Gains in 1908:

In AssturBnce In FOrCE ... .....thovvssoenrossssssssrsscsssosssssosses $3,602,035
S TABBRIE, o o0 ¢0t e i oe sias sunsr ol anla s etnneie sinle o sRmIREIES 8 Ce wei'e B a e 1,329,098
5 TRBRETVR . < 00 ¢ i.0sis 500 b o et + MESE 50 o i AN AN LN B S 00 Wiia 0. 8.0 08 948,268
S INCOME . coestsce ssbeonnsarctosaacensssassessissasesssasesssnsssne 302,571
G SOrpIul . Bl T b SNl . Bt ase i e enes s S M ahdssieR s a a0 e 348,296

Notwithstanding the increase in amount of new insurance written
And the large gains in other departments, the ratio of expenses to income is
smaller than it was in 1907, showing that the greatest economy has been exercised
in the management of the Company’s business,

Standing of the Company
in periods of five years from 1873 when it got fairly under way, up to and
including the year 1908 : y

|

YEAR { INCOME ; ASSETS | SURJLUS BUSINESS IN FORCE
| |

1873 | 16,436 ; 23,145 5,624 701,000

1878 | 59,278 ‘ 142,619 29,150 1,885,311

1883 | 199,183 ‘ 533,706 43,762 6,572,719

1888 | 393,075 ‘ 1,313,853 90,337 12,041,914

1893 | 626,209 ‘ 2,593, 425 226,120 §2.7231,107

1898 | 923,941 | 4,126,132 256,941 23,703,979
1903 1,591,070 | 7,283,158 00 1,153 3558795

1908/ 2,546,141 12,959,777 1,852,016 54,693,882

HEAD OFFICE, WATERLOO, ONT. SRy

E. P. CLEMENT, K.C., President. GEO. WEGENAST, Managing Director.
W. H. RIDDELL, Assistant Manager. CHAS. RUBY, Secretary.
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HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO

B.
A.

E. ; WALKER, President.
LAIRD, General Manager.

The Canadian Bank
of Commerce

ESTABLISHED 1867

Paid-up Capital, $10,000,000
Reserve Fund, 6,000,000

A GENERAL BANKING BUSINESS TRANSACTED AT ALL BRANCHES

or letter.

DRAFTS AND MONEY ORDERS sold, and money transferred by telegraph

COLLECTIONS made in all parts of Canada and in foreign countries.

FOREIGN BUSINESS. Cheques and drafts on the United States, Great Britain
and other foreign countries bought and sold.

Year by Year

the returns of The Great-West Life Assur-
ance Company become more and more sat-
isfactory,

The essential figures for 1908 are as follows :—

Policies issued - $10,145,632
Business in force,

Dec. 31st 1908 - 39,865,786
Increase of Business

in force in 1908 - 6,299,062
Total Assets,

Dec. 31st 1908 - 5,596,213
Increase in Assets - 1.070,655
Decrease in Expenses - 2,914

Interest earned on
investments, over - b8

In all respects the year has been the most
progressive in the history of the Company.

The Great-West
Life Assurance Co.
Head Office

Winnipeg

'BANK OF
HAMILTON

Head Office: Hamilton

BOARD OF DIRECTORS

Hon. William Gibson - g .
J. Turnbull -

Presiden
Vice-Pres. and General Manage

Paid up Capital - - $ 2,500,000
Reserve - 2,500,000
Total Assets, over 30,000,000

The Bank of Hamilton invites the accounts
of Firms, Corporations and Individuals.

CORRESPONDENCE SOLICITED




ASSETS
$8143-485

" CAPITAL (susscrisen) $ 2500000
CAPITAL (paip up) $:"500'000
RESERVE FUND $1150-000

TORONTO)

DEPOSITS RECEIVED
L. AND DEBENTURES

Where Shall I Place My

Life Insurance?

You OUGHT to place it

Safely, Sanely, Profitably

To Take a Policy in the

London Life

Insurance Company
A PURELY CANADIAN COMPANY

IS SAFE—For speculation in no form enters
into the investment of the funds.

IS SANE—For the policy conditions are
simple and the complications of Inter-
national Law are entirely avoided.

IS PROFITABLE—For the Actual Profit Re-
sults of the Company are unexcelled and
Estimates on present rates have been
fully realized.

for particulars from any Agent of the Company
- orvrmed{rocuo

HEAD OFFICE, - LONDON, CANADA

NORTH AMERICAN
LIFE

S ————e

ANNUAL MEETING
REPORT FOR THE YEAR 1908

———

The Twenty-eighth Annual Meeting of the
North American Life Assurance Company
was held at its Home Office in Toronto, on
Thursday, Jan. 28th, 1909, when the follow-
ingreport of the businessof the Company for
the year ended Dec, 31st 1908, was presented :

Cash Income.

The cash income for the year from premi-
ums, interest, etc., was $1, 97,078.28, show-
ing the satisfactory increase of $81,980.509.

Reduction in Expense Ratio.

The business has been conducted on a con-
servative basis, as is shown by a further re-
duction in the ratio of expenses to premium
income, thereby placing tE: North American
Life in the front rank of economically man-
aged Canadian companies,

Payments to Policy-holders.

The amount paid on policy-holders’ account
was $654,,991.05, and of this sum $367,831.76
represents payments for Dividends, Matured
Endowments and Investment Policies.

Assets.

The Assets increased during the year by the
sum of $854,762.01. and now amount to fo,-
590,638,09. The Assets continue to be, as
heretofore, invested in the best class of se-
curities available; a detailed list of these will
be published with the Annual Report for dis-
tribution.

Net Surplus.

After making ample provision for all lia-
bilities and paying the sum of $124,771.26 for
dividends to policy-holders, the net surplus
was increased to $876,214.15.

Insurance.

The policies issued during the year, together
with those revived, amounted to the sum of
$4,465,224.00. making the total insurance in
force $40,341,091.00.

Audit.

A monthly examination of the books of the
Company was made by the Auditors, and at
the close of the year they made a thorough
scrutiny of all the securities held by the
Cotppany. A committee of the Board, con-
sisting of two Directors, made an independ-
ent audit of the securities each quarter,

L. GOLDMAN, J. L. BLAIKIE,
Managing Director. President,
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= IS A,PO CY OF
LIFE ASSURANGE

INA STRONG AND CAREFULLY MANAGED COMPANY.
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The Excelsior | tue NoRTHERN LIFE

Life Insurance Co. ASSURANCE CO.
HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO Head Office - London, Ont.
Ettabluhed 1899
INSURANCE IN FORCE - - $11,320,477.70
ASSETE . viovion v o 2 Al139000 \ —OUR MOTTO—
RESERVES - - - - - - 127330013 || (o eaos
INCORIE? o P oA i 427 450.97 Faith Kept Enriches ”
Report for 1907 Shows: We always have a good place for
RECORD for security and productiveness of investments for the man who makes a success of
unexcelled, things; the man who never gives
INTEREST EARNINGS h‘ﬁheﬂ of any Company in Canada up.
Rate of mortality unparallelled for company of same age. O Disiness I8 irttbatinir a8 {
ECONONY IN MANACEMENT—Interest carnings more than g H ead‘l_y
aying all death claims, salaries, rent and other expenses from year to year, which makes it
of Hend Ofﬁce easy for our agents to write business.
Satisfactory profits paid for three successive quinquennials.
Agents ted in all unrepresented places in Canada. :
w3 '.nA.fO\'vn cho:::e districts available. WM. GOVENLOCK, Secretgry.

JOHN MILNE, Managing Director

DAVID FASKEN, EDWIN MARSHALL,

President G al M r
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Skinners Satin

[imwm For Two SeEAsons

LOOK*FOR LOOK FOR

THIS LABEL THIS LABEL

'SKINNERS SATIN

None Genuine Without The Name in The Selvage

N0283384QUAL236 COL.630 YDS.98%

NEW YORK, CHICAGO, BOSTON, PHILADELPHIA.
Mills, Holyoke, Mass

Guaranteed to Wear Two Seasons

The above label is on the wrapper of
the best satin lining for ladies’ furs, suits and
coats.  Skinner's Satin is for sale at leading
dry goods stores.  Look for the name
“SKINNER’S SATIN” woven in every inch

of the selvage.

A postal will bring you our Booklet “ A Story of Silks and Satins.”
Address Dept. J, 107-109 Bleecker Street, New York City

ESTABLISHED 1848,

William Skinner Manufacturing Co.
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The Last Best West

Health, Liberty and Prosperity

Awaits the Settler in the Prairie Provinces of Alberta, Saskatchewan
and Manitoba.

From eastern Canada, the United States, the British Isles and
continental Europe farmers in thousands are yearly flocking to secure

A Free Homestead
160 Acres

which the Canadian Government offers to every man over 18 years of
age able and willing to comply with the homestead regulations.

The Construction of hundreds of miles of new railways has brought
millions of acres within easy access of transportation facilities and
provided employment at remunerative wages for those desirous of
engaging in such labour while waiting for returns from their first
crop. Thousands of free homesteads yet available.  First comers
have first choice.

INFORMATION AND ADVICE

may be freely obtained from

W. D. SCOTT, SUPERINTENDENT OF IMMIGRATION,

OTTAWA, CANADA.

J. BRUCE WALKER, COMMISSIONER OF IMMIGRATION,

WINNIPEG, MANITOBA, or

J. OBED SMITH, ASSISTANT SUPERINTENDENT OF EMIGRATION
11-12, CHARING CROSS, LONDON, S.W.~ ENGLAND.
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OUR VANISHING BIRTHRIGHT

BY A. H. D. ROSS, M.A:, MF.,
FACULTY OF FORESTRY, UNIVERSITY OF TORONTO

HE effects of the forest upon its
surroundings are so important
and far-reaching that it may well be
likened to ‘‘Nature's Balance Wheel.”
Its importance does not consist mere-
ly in the immediate output of lumber,
ties, timber, fuel, pulpwood and other
forest products; but also in its regu-
lation of the stream flow, the preven-
tion of soil erosion, the formation of
a good game cover and its ameliorat-
ing influences upon climate. By re-
tarding evaporation, checking the
drying effects of winds, rendering the
soil more porous and fertile, retaining
the moisture favourable to agriculture,
and regulating the flow of water in
the streams, it is of the highest im-
portance in the general economy of
nature. Through mighty cycles of
time vegetable growth and tree growth
have wrought incessantly to clothe the
rocks with life and beauty and to
prepare the earth for the habitation
of man. Wherever man has disturbed
the nice balance that exists between
the forested and non-forested areas
he has been severely punished, but
where he has restored the proper bal-
ance his efforts have been generously
rewarded by better climatic condi-
tions, increased fertility of soil, and a
more equable stream flow.
Almost everywhere in the great
characters in which Nature writes her

chronicles there are indications that
Egypt, Syria and Persia were for-
merly densely wooded and traversed
by streams which are now dried up or
gshrunk within narrow bounds. Once
the garden spots of the world, where
nature rewarded the labours of the
cultivator with lavish profusion, they
are now largely desolate and infertile

TREES BEING KILLED IN LAMBTON COUNTY,
ONTARIO, BY MOVING SAND DUNES



DESTRUCTIVE LUMBERING——A BAD FIRE TRAP

regions incapable of supporting a tithe
of thewr former populations—the once
mighty Persian Empire being reduced
to an average of only fourteen inhabi-
tants to every square mile. British

India, Turkey, Spain, southern
France, and parts of Italy and Rus-
sia also know to their cost that a
disturbance of Nature’s Balance
Wheel means a reduction of soil

A MAN-MADE DESERT.
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EFFECT OF FIRE AND FLOOD ON STANDING TIMBER



MATURE TIMBER MARKED FOR FELLING—GERMAN METHOD

fertility, the general impoverish-
ment of the people and a constantly
diminishing population. Not until it
has disappeared does mankind seem
to realise that the preservation of the

forest is just as indispensable to civi-
lisation as tilled fields. In southern
France, the destruction of the forest,

just after the Revolution, resulted in

violent floods, which in a few years

BED OF A MOUNTAIN TORRENT THAT DRIED UP AFTER TIMBER HAD BEEN REMOVED
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A FINE FOREST OF TIMBER ON LAND THAT IS COMPOSED ALMOST ENTIRELY OF BOULDERS
AND THAT WOULD BE USELESS FOR AGRICULTURE

rendered eight million acres of fertile
land unfit for cultivation. Already
the French Government has spent
$40,000,000 in an effort to reclaim
the agricultural land destroyed by
erosion, and it is estimated that fully
$100,000,000 more must be spent be-
fore the work is complete. In this
one instance, alone, the restoration
of Nature’s Balance Wheel will cost
the French Republic $140,000,000,
plus the value of the crops which
might have been grown on 8,000,000
acres of fertile land during all these
years, plus the value of the timber
crop which should have been growing
on the denuded areas. Only slowly
does it seem to dawn upon the public
mind that the loss of our forests,
without adequate restoration, will be
the deadliest imaginable blow to our
future progress and prosperity. A
prosperous nation cannot be built up
in a desert, nor can a people continue
in power and affluence when the ter-
ritory from which they draw their
sustenance shall have receded into
barrenness by the ruthless destruction
of the forest cover—by the removal of
Nature’s Balance Wheel.
398 .

The water powers of Canada vastly
excel those of any other country, and
have been estimated to be equal to
forty per cent. of the total water
power of the world. The preservation
and proper utilisation of this great
national asset for the development of
electric energy, for irrigation in the
West, and for navigation in all parts
of the Dominion, depends upon the
preservation of the forest on all lands
known to be unsuitable for. agricultur-
al purposes.

There can no longer be any doubt
that electric energy is to be the great
motive power of the future, and that
in many metallurgical operations it
will play a leading part. It should
be remembered, however, that the
efficiency of a stream for power pur-
poses depends upon the amount of
energy it is capable of developing at
the time of low water. Here we have
an additional reason for the preserva-
tion of the forest cover. Without it
we will have the destructive spring
freshets and the long summer
drought. With it we will have a much
more equable stream flow and the de-
velopment of plenty of electrical



A MAN-MADE WASTE.

energy for industrial purposes. With
the electrification of our railways we
would largely eliminate the fire peril

especially in the exceedingly in-
flammable spruce forests of the north
country, through which the Grand
Trunk Pacific and other railway lines
are to run.

Still another reason for the pre-
servation of the forest on all
non-agricultural lands is the protec-

tion it affords to fish and game.
Without forests we cannot have
a constant supply of pure, sweet

water in our streams, and without
such water in -abundance we cannot
have fish. A board of fish commis-
sioners once asked a Scotch game
warden why the salmon were no long-
er running up a once famous river,
and to their surprise were answered :
“Ye canna hae feesh when ye hae
stoppit the water.”” There is the whole
story in a nutshell. In a recent ad-
drese before the Toronto Canadian
Club, Mr. Cy Warman said : ‘‘Protect
your forest while you have it, for
when it is gone you will be utterly
helpless Destroy your for-
ests, and your game will go; your
rivers will dry up; your fish will die,
399

EFFECT OF FIRE ON STANDING TIMBER

and desolation will brood over this
land that God has made so fair.”
All over Canada, huge tracts of
woodland and timberland are annually
devastated by fire, involving the loss
of millions of dollars’ worth of pro-
perty which might easily be prevent-
ed by the exercise of a little care on
the part of settlers, prospectors,
hunters, and railway employees. The
lumberman pursues a legitimate busi-
ness, and in time will learn to conduect
his operations so as to secure another
crop, and in many cases a better crop.
from his cut-over areas; but the man
who is responsible for the destruction
of forest property, public or private.
is a positive menace to the well-being
of the country. In the Labrador Pen-
insula T have seen great stretches of
country which were burned over by
the Indians to clear the ground for
hunting. Members of the Geological
Survey of Canada who have travelled
the country west of Hudson Bay and
north of the Saskatchewan River tell
me that forest fires are of very fre-
quent occurrence. ILumber enough to
build whole cities, ties enough to sup-
ply complete railway systems, and
enough fuel-wood for the entire popu-
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lation of the Dominion are annually
swept out of existence by the fire
fiend, without exciting the slightest
interest.

The careless burning of brush by
settlers is also responsible for many
forest fires. By prohibiting the burn-
ing of brush and stumps in very dry
weather and the exercise of a little
common sense, almost every fire
started in this manner could be pre-
vented. Other fires are caused by the
carelessness of campers, the deliber-
ate firing of the woods to facilitate
the work of prospecting for minerals,
and sparks from railway locomotives.
Danger from the latter source can be
almost entirely eliminated by equip-
ping the locomotives with suitable
spark arresters, as is shown by tests
made during last summer on the
lines of the Alberta and Irrigation
Company, and during the last two
yvears on the Quebec and Lake St.
John Railway.

What we need in Canada, above
everything else, is a thorough under-
standing of what the disappearance
of the forest would mean to us as t
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nation and the cultivation of a streng
public sentiment to back the enforce-
ment of laws designed to prevent for-
cst fires. The deliberate firing of the
woods is a criminal offence that should
merit the same punishment as setting
fire to a building in a crowded city :
and the man who is careless about the
use of fire in the bush is an absolute
menace to the welfare of the whole
country.

Hitherto our forests have been re-
garded by the pioneer as a foe, by
the lumberman as a source of wealth,
and by the Government as a means
of revenue. Since Confederation our
export of unmanufactured and manu-
factured wood products has reached
the enormous value of $1,139,360,534
-—the average for the forty-one years
being $27,789,281; rising from $19,-
651,706 in 1868 to $49,507,528 in
1908. This is about one and a third
times the value of the agricultural
products exported during the same
period, and four times the value of
the fish exported.

During the last five years the aver-
age annual revenues derived from the
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forest lands controlled by the Federal
and Provincial Governments have
been as follows: Dominion, $335,289;
Ontario, $2,082,878; Quebec, $1,217,-
795: British Columbia, $463,077;
New Brunswick, $230,098; Nova
Scotia and Prince Edward Island,
not stated. This gives a total of
$4,329,137—say, four and a half mil-
lion dollars for the whole Dominion.
From these figures it will be seen that
our forests have been a great source
of wealth in times past. Unfortunate-
ly, however, this rich harvest cannot
be reaped much longer unless prompt
measures are taken for the economic
use, protection and reproduction of
our woods. For years we have been
talking about ‘‘Canada’s inexhaust-
ible timber resources,”’ without know-
ing whether the statement was true
or false. During the last ten years,
though. enough information has been
obtained to show that the amount of
our standing timber, of commercial
gizes, is very much less than we
fondly imagined it was. The access-
ible saw-log timber is estimated by
Dr. Fernow at six hundred billion feet,
board measure—enough to supply the
United States for fifteen years. Un-
questionably we have very large quan-
tities of pulpwood ; although this, alsc,
has been greatly over-estimated. If
properly managed, the revenue de-
rived from our pulpwood should be
quite as great as that obtained from
the sale of our saw-log timber. The
whole civilised world is looking to
Canada for a supply of pulp and
paper, as well as lumber, and if we are
wise in our day and generation we
will carefully husband these re-
sources.

Every year our forest areas are be-
ing steadily drawn upon for the pro-
duction of sawn lumber, railroad ties,
construction timber, fuel, pulpwood,
telegraph and telephone poles, fenc-
ing, lath, shingles, cooperage stock,
and other forest products. According
to the census of Canada for 1900,
nearly nine million cords of firewood,
668,034 cords of pulpwood, 12,000,000

2

. cubic feet of square, flat and wany

timber, 800,329 pieces of piling,
255,000 telegraph and telephone poles
and 17,000,000 fence posts were cut.
Expressed in board measure, this
amounts to a trifle over ten billion
feet. With our constantly increasing
population, the amount is sure to in-
crease, and it is now somewhere in
the neighbourhood of eleven billion
fcet

The latest available figures indicate
that the following amounts of sawn
lumber are now being produced every
year: Ontario, 1,385,000,000, ‘board
feet; Quebec, 1,292,000,000; British
Columbia, 657,000,000; Nova Scotia,
204,000,000; New Brunswick, 291,
000,000 ; the Dominion lands in Mani-
toba, Saskatchewan and Alberta,
141,000,000; Prince Edward Island,
6,000,000—a total of 4,016,000,000,
or a trifle over four billion feet per
annum. During 1907, the amount of
sawn lumber produced in the United
States was forty billion feet.

For the maintenance of our railways
alone, we will require enormous
amounts of timber every year. At
present we have 27,517 miles of track
in operation or under construetion
The average number of ties being
about 8,000 per mile and the average
life of each between six and seven
yvears, it will be seen that over
14,000,000 ties — 892,000,000 board
feet—will be required every year to
keep the tracks in repair. For the
construction of bridges, station
houses, ete., the railways also require
large quantities of timber—probably
200,000,000 feet a year. Altogether,
the Dominion is using somewhere be-
tween fiften and sixteen billion feet,
board measure, per annum of lumber,
fuel and other forest products; or
2,818 board feet (285 cubic feet) a
year for every man, woman and child
in the country. For lumber alone it
is 730 feet.

When we remember, too, that near-
ly seven hundred feet of timber re-
mains in the woods for every thousand
taken out, it will be seen that the
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actual consumption is much higher
than I have indicated.

In the past our timber interests
have been closely identified with those
of the United States, and in the near
future they will be even more closely
identified. Mr. Gifford Pinchot, chief
of the United States Forest Service,
says that their forests are being
chopped down three and a half times
as fast as they are growing, and esti-
mates that they will be exhausted in
about twenty-five years, unless im-
mediate steps are taken to prevent
the enormous waste due to forest fires
and destructive methods of lumber-
ing. President Roosevelt regards the
conservation of the timber and mineral
wealth of the Republic as their most
serious internal problem, and recently
gent Mr. Pinchot to Ottawa to invite
the Canadian Government to send
three delegates to Washington to
confer with three appointed by the
Mexican Government and three repre-
senting the United States. The find-
ings of this joint commission will
unquestionably be that the whole
North American Continent has very
much less timber and mineral wealth
than is generally supposed.

During the fiscal year 1908 Canada
exported forest products and manu-
factured wood products to the value
of $49,000,000, $31,000,000 worth go-
ing to the United States, $18,000,000
worth to Great Britain, and $5,000,-
000 worth to other countries. As the
United States timber becomes ex-
hausted, our exports will increase very
rapidly. During the last five years
the general cost of wood used for me-
chanical and chemical pulp has more
than doubled in the Eastern States,
which has resulted in the importation
of large quantities of pulpwood from
the Maritime Provinces. In 1904 we
exported 479,288 cords of pulpwood ;
in 1905, 593,624 cords; in 1906,
614,286 cords; in 1907 (9 months),
452,999 cords; and in 1908, 902,311
cords.

In his evidence before the Ways
and Means Committee of the United

States  Congress,  Representative
Clark, of Missouri, expressed the opin-
ion that free trade in lumber would
tend to prevent the devastation of
American forests, and it did not mat
ter whether Canada did devastate her
forests !

This is certainly a very candid
statement of the present condition of
affairs.

The best informed of our American
cousins frankly tell us that in tha
reckless cutting and burning of their
timber they have lost what cannot
be replaced in a couple of centuries
and then only at a cost of billions of
dollars. If, therefore, Canada only
remains true to herself and properly
protects her forests she will reap the
benefit of their mistake and yearly
draw from their pockets many mil-
lions of dollars.

In the Province of Ontario the ex-
port of pulpwood cut on Crown Lands
is prohibited, and the result is that
a large number of pulp and paper
mills are being erected and giving
employment to a great many work-
men at good wages. In Quebec the
export duty is only twenty-five cents
a cord, which is not sufficient to build
up a large industry within the borders
of the Province. Besides this, the high
prices offered by American buyers are
resulting in the stripping of all pulp-
wood timber from private holdings,
thus turning many parts of the Pro-
vince into ‘‘man-made deserts.’”” In
New Brunswick there is now a strong
agitation for the imposition of a pro-
hibitive export duty on pulpwood. In
the opinion of the writer, the proper
thing would be to entirely prohibit
the export of pulpwood from Canada.
The result of such a measure would
be to build up a very large pulp and
paper industry, give employment to
thousands of skilled workmen and
enable us to command the pulp and
paper trade of the world. In New-
foundland the export of pulpwood is
entirely prohibited. The result is the
erection of two of the largest pulp
and paper mills in the world, and the

N
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probable establishment of others in
the near future.

In his address before the Ottawa
Canadian Club a few weeks ago, Mr.
Pinchot said: ‘‘In dealing with the
common problems for the common
good of the people of the United
States, we are trying to use business
common-sense. As a people, we are
trying to handle our affairs with the
game prudence that every man in
this room would exercise in the con-
duct of his own private affairs. We
are the trustees for the future of the
people of the twentieth and twenty-
first centuries. What we do now with
the resources on which they are to
depend for their life when they come
will eontrol the kind of life they will
live We are at the parting
of the ways, and if we do not make
the right decision soon the flight of
time will make it for us and make it
wrong.”’

Sir Dietrich Brandis, the father of
the present system of forestry in
British India, in a letter written to the
Dominion Superintendent of Forestry,
gome two years ago, said: ‘‘T cannot
sufficiently urge upon you the neces-
gity of concentrating all your energies
upon one point, and that is the con-
stitution of as large an area of State
forests as possible Norway
and Sweden are cutting more timber
than their forests annually produce
and must soon cease to export. The
United States now export little tim-
ber to England, and Canada is the
only country from which a permanent
supply of coniferous timber can be
expected. All this means that prices
will rise steadily, and it is for you
in Canada to now seize the oppor-
tunity and lay the foundation of a
magnificent future development of
your forest wealth. Hence it is neces-
sary that you should form as large
an area as possible of State forests,
and that you should place them under
efficient, systematic management, so
as to secure ample regeneration of
the species you want.”” :

Tt is interesting to notice that Sir
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Dietrich has charge of 200,000 acres
of forest land in India, much of which
has been burned over repeatedly by
the natives and is in very bad con-
dition. So far he has managed to
efficiently protect 80,000 square miles
of it from fire, at an annual average
cost of haif a cent an acre. The net
revenue derived from the whole pro-
perty is almost three million dollars
a year, and will rapidly increase as
more and more of it comes under
proper management.

All history proves that while the
private individual makes the best
farmer, the State makes the best for-
ester, and perhaps the only safe
forester. Being a permanent insti-
tution, it can exercise its providential
function and make provision for the
future. In Germany the scientific
treatment of forest properties has
reached its highest development. With
her rapidly increasing population,
Germany needs land for her people to
settle on much more than we do, yet
she carefully preserves the forest on
all the principal hills and other rough
spots. France is perfecting a most
practical and effective system of for-
estry. Norway and Sweden have
practically eliminated forest fires and
are working towards the preservation
of their timber wealth. In Japan the
national Government has employed a
German forester (Dr. Mayer), and
her intelligent, industrious people are
rapidly restoring her forests to their
former condition. In Australia, New
Zealand and Cape Colony, State for-
estry has already made some advance.

In the United States some 171
Federal forest reserves, contain-
ing 175,000,000 acres, or 278,437

square miles, have been created and
placed under management. In Can-
ada, the Dominion Government has
set aside 5,391 square miles of forest
reserves and 18,467 square miles of
national parks, situated in the four
western provinces. In Ontario, the
Provincial Government has estab-
lished 16,308 square miles of forest
reserves and the Algonquin National
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Park of 1,930 square miles. In Que-
bec a great forward stride has been
made by the setting aside of no less
than 166,795 square miles of forest
reserves and 4,592 square miles of
national Parks. New Brunswick and
Nova Scotia have as yet no reserves.

So far very little has been done to
place these Canadian reserves under
management. Obviously, the first im-
portant duty is to protect them from
fire and timber thieves. The next
will be to classify the land outside
the reserves, retaining the good land
for agricultural purposes and setting
aside the poor land for the growing of
timber. In Ontario, for example. we
should have at least 90,000 square
miles of reserves. The next forward
step would be for each Government
to regulate the cutting of its own tim-
ber in such a way as to give the young
growth a chance to reach maturity.
Our people are sufficiently patriotic

to support any government which
looks well to the future and takes the
necessary steps for the establishment
of a far-sighted forestry policy based
upon a scientific and permanent basis.
From the foregoing it is surely evi-
dent that the conservation of our
forest wealth—the retention of Na-
ture’s Balance Wheel — means the
possession of plenty of wood for vari-
ous purposes, a perpetual revenue
from the sale of our forest products,
and the consequent lessening of our
taxes, the building up of wood-work-
ing industries, the assurance that
navigation will always be possible
upon our principal rivers, the exten-
sion of our irrigation schemes in
southern Alberta, the development of
cheap power in all parts of the Do-
minion, the retention of the soil
moisture necessary for agriculture,
the preservation of our fish and game,
and the tempering of our climate.

THE CHINOOK
By S. A. WHITE

Sweet wind of God, thou Chinook breeze !
The erocus blooms, the willows burst

Where mothers, with their trembling knees,

Went stumbling at the winter’s worst.

Dumb silence held the cursed land,
And man and horse were equal brutes;
But lo! last night the mallard band

Came whistling, sweet as southern flutes.

The rolling prairie’s all a-steam ;
The gladdened cattle hillward drift;
In bluest skies the white clouds dream,
And water flows by bank and rift.

Winter’s keen smart and weary ride,
The sodden brown of last year’s grass,

Are gone like smoke, for far and wide
The range is greening as we pass.

The pinto strikes fresh gopher-mines
Upon the Chinook’s fragrant path,
And we forget, in spring’s sweet signs,
We ever knew the winter’'s wrath.

F'(
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THE WOMAN AT STEWART RIVER

BY N. DE BERTRAND LUGRIN

"[‘HE stage, two days out from
Dawson, was making very slow
progress. The roads were fit neither
for waggon or sled. It had been in-
tensely cold, but there had been little
gnow, and there were miles of stage
line where the ground was bare ex-
cept for the heavy frost, and the
glare ice of some glacier or frozen
waterfall.

Parry, a tall fellow, in the seat
with Graham, the mining man, stood
up as the stage came to a stand-still
at the top of a hill, while the panting
horses had a brief rest. He squared
around with his back to the driver’'s
high seat.

“Did you see the notice at Lind-
lay’s ?”’ he asked, his dark eyes on
Smith. ‘“He just got word as we
were leaving. An extra two thousand
has been offered by the Commissioner
for the capture of Seville.”

“Go on!” Smith sat up straight.
“It’s like you to keep mum about it
all this time. It's five hours since
we left the last road-house and that
damned tinned rhubarb. Why didn’t
you tell us before and give us some-
thing besides our empty stomachs to
think about ?”’

“Oh, your police are a ‘jim dandy’
lot,”” Monteith in the back seat sang
out. ‘“What'’s the good of ’em ?—
that’s what I'd like to know.”

“They aren’t through yet,” said
Graham quietly.

“Well, they’ve been all summer
after the sluice robbers.”

. Monteith was looking at Parry. He
evidently expected the latter to agree
with him in his opinion of the North-

west Mounted Police. “‘They know
pretty well that no one’s going to
get the reward. That's why they
offer such a big one.”

“‘Say,”’ said the driver, who had re-
turned after a short survey of the
road ahead where it ran across a gla-
cier— ‘Say, it's an eternal shame
about Hamilton. He's been about a
year building his place, and now
they're going to change the road and
cross the river a couple of miles far-
ther down.”

“Js Hamilton’s the next stop ?"’
asked Gresholm, the architect, as the
horses took up their journey.

“You bet!”” Monteith said, draw-
ing in his breath ecstatically through
his thin pursed-up lips. ‘‘Hamilton’s
is the next stop, and the home of the
beauty of the Yukon. Why, say! Mr.
Parry and T heard of Mrs. Hamilton

up at Indian River! Didn't we
Parry ?”’
Parry had sat down. He looked

over his shoulder with a brief smile.

“Graham knows all about the wo-
man at Stewart River, eh, Graham ?”’
be asked.

“I know enough to keep my mouth
shut,”” Graham said, shortly, with a
look of openly-expressed dislike at
Monteith. ““Mrs. Hamilton’s a lady,
and it’s not likely any of you fellows
will see her.”

““Oh, Lord,”’” Smith chuckled. ‘Do
you think you are going to be the
only favoured one? How’s that for
conceit, Parry?”’

Parry was sitting sideways on his
geat. “‘They say Hamilton’s in a
pretty bad way,”” he said to Graham.
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‘“‘It’s his heart. The country’s kill-
ing him.”

“And a lucky thing for Mrs. H.,”
chirped Monteith. ‘“What’d she want
to marry the old fool for? I'm told
he’s simply N. G.”’

The early darkness was -closing
down, and the stars were showing
dimly. Suddenly the road took a
sharp curve and then dropped
abruptly over the side of a steep hill.
Below lay the river, and across the
river the twinkling lights of the long,
low road-house.

“Thank the Lord!’’ grunted Smith
My left foot’s frozen, and I'm in the
last stages of starvation.”’

Hamilton came out to help the pas-
sengers with their luggage. They
would stop there all night. He was a
pale, care-worn looking man, with a
face that expressed a hopelessness
that was almost despair, and eyes
that hurt one by their pathetic wist-
fulness. He tried to infuse cheerful
welcome into his words when he
spoke.

“How do you do, gentlemen,” he
said. “‘Glad to see you. Supper’s
all ready. Step inside. That’s right,
gir. Let me help you with that suit
case.”’

His hands shook in his eagerness
to act the part of jovial host.

The interior of the road-house was
a revelation to the passengers. The
walls were covered with cheese-cloth,
hiding the unsightly timber, and there
were pictures everywhere. A red-hot
heater was at the back of the room,
rustic chairs were around it, chairs
that Hamilton had evidently made
with his own hands. A long table
with a white cloth was spread in the
centre of the room. The china was
finer than any on the road, and there
were napkins, real napkins, instead
of bits of Japanese paper. At one end
of the table was a platter of smoking
grouse, at the other a haunch of veni-
gon. Plates of hot biscuits were scat-
tered about, and a white-frosted cake
was the centre-piece. g

‘‘Say, Hamilton,” said Smith, put-

ting his hand on the man’s shoulder,
his voice trembling with fervour. ‘‘In
all my life I never saw a more beauti-
ful sight than that table. I'm going
to say grace. Gentlemen !’”’—he
raised his voice, the others: were all
standing  about, eyes sparkling,
mouths watering—'‘I'm going to say
grace.”’

A laugh went round, but Smith
was as good as his word.

“Is it true that they’re going to
change the road, Mr. Hamilton ?’’
asked Graham, after everyone at the
table had eaten in absolute silence for
fifteen minutes.

“I'm afraid so,”” said Hamilton,
coming in from the kitchen with a hot
mince pie.

“Well, by Jingo!”’ said Graham,
““if I'd known that before I left Daw-
son, I wouldn’t have come away until
I"d looked into the matter. This place
must have taken a year to build.”

“It did.” Hamilton was leaning
his two hands on the table; his face
was flushed, his eyes bright. In the
lamplight he looked handsome. ‘It
took fourteen months off and on,’’ he
added.

“Well, it’s a damned shame,”
Smith interrupted. ‘‘The idea of
side-tracking a place like this. I
suppose you’ll come outside then, eh,
Hamilton ?”’

“I don’t know,”” Hamilton replied,
biting his lip. ““For me it doesn’t
much matter.” Then he laughed
quickly. ‘““More coffee, Mr. Parry?
Yes, that’s right; give me your cup,
gir.”’

*“No, thank you,”’ said Parry, look-
ing thoughtfully at his host. ‘‘This
is the best meal I ever ate, sir,” he
added, folding his napkin carefully in
the creases; ‘I don’t know what your
charge is, but I know I’'ve eaten ten
dollars’ worth,”” and he laid a gold
piece beside his plate.

Monteith had been burning with a
desire to ask after the hostess ever
since he came into the road-house.
He now said, kicking Graham under
the table.

i
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“You've got a good cook, Hamil-
ton."”’

The man addressed looked at him.

“I'm glad you think so, Mr. Mon-
teith,”’ he said quietly, as he walked
out into the kitchen.

Graham followed Parry’s example,
and left a gold piece beside his plate.
Monteith rather reluctantly followed
gsuit. Smith did likewise, and the
other men all doubled or trebled the
real price of the meal. When Ham-
ilton came in later to clear the table
his fine face flushed crimson. The
cthers were all smoking around the
stove. He went over to them, the
money held in his hand.

‘‘Gentlemen,”” he began nervously,
biting his lip hard after each word,
‘““‘you are too generous.”’

“Now, then,”” cried Smith, jump:
ing up, ‘‘not a word, Hamilton. The
meal was worth it. We ain’t going
to take it back, not a cent of it.
Come on, Parry, lend a hand at clear-
ing up.”

Parry and Graham walked over to
the table. The four men began to
gather up the dishes, when there was
a sound of someone running up the
 outside steps. Then men turned to
the door, which opened quickly, and
Mrs. Hamilton entered the room.

Everyone instinctively stood up.
The woman was wonderfully lovely.
The beauty of her golden hair, and
her deep fearless eyes, her white skin
with the bright flush upon it, her
searlet mouth half open, for she was
breathing hard, the grace of her tall,
slim figure—all of these charms com-
bined made the men hold their breath
suddenly, and let it go again in an
ecstacy of admiration that had in it
a reverence that made them tongue-
tied for a minute. Even Monteith
could do no more than stare. Then
she spoke, and no one but Hamilton
paid any attention to the words, they
simply listened to the low sweetness
of the voice.

“‘Giregory,”’ she said to her husband,
“will you come with me, please?”’

Hamilton, his face expressing sur-
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prise, took down his coat from the
door and followed her outside. The
men within recovered. Of course,
Monteith was the first to speak.

““Holy Moses!” he ejaculated, and
then he stopped and looked at Parry.
The latter was holding one end of a
dish towel clenched in either hand,
and was staring at the closed door, as
though his eyes were fixed.

“Struck dumb, Parry?"’
Smith, laughing.

The other started, looked swiftly at
the speaker, and laughed too.

“I don't wonder,” Graham said
earnestly, coming over to the table
from the fire. ‘‘I never saw anything
likt it. When I was in Dawson—"'

The opening of the front door in-
terrupted him. Hamilton entered
quickly, followed by four tall men,
their great fur coats covered with
snow, their caps hiding their faces.

‘“Hulloa!” whispered Monteith to
Graham, ‘‘what’s up? It's the Po-
lice."”

““The usual proceeding, I suppose,”’
Graham answered back; then sud-
denly, going over to the shortest of
the newcomers and holding out his
hand, ‘‘Hulloa. Sergeant, I didn’t
know you were at this station.”

“I wasn’t until last week,”” the
Sergeant replied, as the four, having
divested themselves of their outside
garments, walked over to the stove.
He shook hands heartily with Gra-
ham, who at once introduced him to
Parry, then to Smith, and lastly to
Monteith.

“I have heard of you, Mr. Parry,”
the Sergeant said. Sergeant Fielding
of Dawson is a great friend of yours,
he tells me. He and I were in Africa
in the same regiment. Fine fellow,
Fielding.” <

‘“He is, indeed,”’ Parry returned
heartily. ‘‘He was with me at Indian
River. We did a record-breaking
tramp coming home.”’

“Yes, I know. Your matches gave
out,”” the Sergeant laughed. ‘‘Field-
ing told me, and of how you jumped

asked

‘in the river after the dog.”
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‘I never heard of that,”” Monteith
began fussily, pushing himself in be-
tween the two men. ‘‘Another ex-
perience, Parry?”’

No one answered him. Hamilton
at that moment called the new-comers
into the kitchen. The Sergeant went
over and locked the outside door, tak-
ing the key and putting it in his
pocket; glanced at the heavily-
barred window, and then followed his
host.

‘“Say, what does that mean 2"’ Mon-
teith asked, nervously. ‘‘What the
devil did he lock us in here for ?”’

Smith roared with laughter. ‘‘Have
you got those stolen nuggets in your
suit-case, Monteith ?’”’ he asked.
“Ready to take back what you said
about the police, ain’t you ?”’

““Ah, shut up!”

Monteith walked to the window
with his hands in his pockets.

“Can’t get out that way?’’ asked
Graham.

“They’re taking every precaution,
aren’t they ?”” Gresholm said to
Smith. ““Going to look at all our lug-
gage, d’ye suppose ?”’

“It’s only a bluff, T guess,”” Mon-
teith said, coming back and looking
around questioningly.

Hamilton came in
kitchen.

“They tell me the fellows have got
away from Dawson,” he said in an
undertone to the eager circle of men
that gathered about him. “‘They
have absolute proof of it. Got away
with nearly twelve thousand dollars’
worth of dust, stolen from the sluice
boxes, from six claims on Bonanza,
and three on Eldorado. It’s a baffling
bit of robbery.”’

“There’s a charge of murder, too,
isn't there ?’’ asked Gresholm.

‘““No,”” Hamilton shook his head,
‘“‘the guards at three and five are pull-
ing around all right.”

‘““What are those fellows going to
do, anyhow?”’ asked Monteith.
““Search us?”’

“They’ll take a look at your lug-
gage, probably,”’ Hamilton answered

from _ the
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him, smiling a little. ‘‘They won’t
bother you again while you are on
the road. They came up very quick-
ly to-night, and quite frightened Mrs
Hamilton, who had walked down to-
wards the river.”” He added this last
quietly to Parry, turning and walking
over to the table.

The Sergeant entered at this mo-
ment.

““‘Gentlemen,”’ he said, ‘‘whatever
stuff you have here get out and open,
please,”’

His instructions were followed, and
after a cursory glance at the open
cases, he spoke again. ‘‘I am sorry
to have to put you to the trouble of
coming outside, but I must have a
look at the luggage in the stage.”’

All  donned their great coats,
grumbling, with the exception of
Parry, who stood with his back to the
fire.

““Coming out, Mr. Parry ?”’ asked
the Sergeant.

‘“No,”’ that gentleman returned, un-
fastening a little key from his watch
chain, ““I've got nothing there but
my box of samples. If you would
like to open that, here is the key.’’

The Sergeant laughed. ‘I do not
expect to open anything,’’ he said
He unlocked the door and, followed
by the others, went outside.

In the little kitchen off the dining-
room against the half-open door that
was partly hidden by a dark hanging,
Mrs. Hamilton stood looking fixedly
at Parry. She saw him give a quick
glance about the room, then put his
hand in the pocket of his Norfolk
jacket and bring out a small revolver.
He filled the four chambers with
cartridges from another pocket, and
held the weapon loosely in his hand,
looking at it critically. Finally he
slipped it in the belt under the coat.
Mrs. Hamilton caught her breath sud-
denly. It was a very faint sound, but
Parry heard it. He went over to the
door, pushed the curtains back and
stepped into the kitchen, while the
woman, with a soft cry, shrank back
against the table, on which a tallow
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candle stood, sending a pale smoky
gleam about the room, lighting up her
wonderful hair and eyes and the little
line of white teeth between her parted
lips.

Parry faced her, his pale face
whiter than ever, his mouth smil-
ing.

“You remember me, Alice?"’

He spoke very gently.

“Oh, yes.”

She was holding the edge of the
table in her two hands and looking at
him across the candle-light.

“Tt is ten years since I saw you,”
the man went on. ‘‘You have not
changed at all.”’

“In the daylight I have,” she re-
turned; ‘‘I have grown much older,
much—"’

““No,” he shook his head; “‘you
have not changed. But he, your hus-
band, is different.”’

“Oh, yes.”

She pressed her lips together hard,
and then continued:

“T don’t know why my face stays
as it is, like a doll's face expressing
nothing, nothing of what I have gone
through. And yet, I do not mind for
myself, but to see him, day by day—
oh l—almost hour by hour, getting
thinner and whiter and older! Ever
since we left Australia it has gone
from bad to worse, and now I think
it is very near the end.”

She pressed her arm up across her
eyes, then dropped it and looked at
him again. Her lips trembled into
a smile.

“And you,” she said wistfully,
“you have been very fortunate,
haven’t you?”’

“No,”” he returned, quietly, “‘not
fortunate, for I have never been able
to forget.

“Oh, Phillip,” and the woman’s
eyes clouded, “T am sorry.”’

1 know you are. You always were,
bless your heart.”’ the man smiled
upon her. He paused. The others
were coming back into the other room.
“I want to help you Alice,”” he
whispered, leaning over the table

“For his sake you will let me, will
you not 2"’

She shook her head, the hot colour
flooding her face.

“I could not, Phillip,”” she replied.
*‘It would hurt him if he ever knew,
and—and I could not keep it from
him.”’

“Where's Parry? Hulloa, where’s
Parry ?”’

““Gone to bed likely.”’

Everyone was talking at once in
the other room. The sergeant was say-
ing good-bye to Graham in his loud
brisk voice, and Monteith was reiter-
ating insinuatingly over and over that
he wondered where that sly dog Parry
had taken himself. The two in the
kitchen heard everything and smiled
at each other. Then Hamilton came
through the outside door into the little
room. He didn’t remember Parry,
he said, though he had heard his wife
speak of him years ago. Parry sat
with them in the kitchen for another
hour, when he asked Hamilton if it
were possible for him to have a sleep-
ing place by himself.

“You will all have that,”” the host
returned. ‘‘The bedrooms are up
aloft.”

At ten o'clock every man was in his
little box-like compartment, in which
was a single bed, a wash-stand and
a mirror. Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton
slept in a larger room off the kitchen.

*

It must have been twelve o’clock.
The wind had risen, bringing the snow
with it. It sang round and round
the house, and beat against the win-
dows. Mrs. Hamilton could not rest.
Her husband lay like a log, sleeping
the sleep of utter exhaustion. He
had worked far beyond his strength
during the day, cutting wood down
by the river to complete the shed
in the rear of the house. By the
light in the draft of the heater in
their room, she could see his face,
white and drawn and weary upon the
pillow. The mother-heart of her over-
flowed, and she bent above him, her
eyes filled with tears.
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A creaking of the boards in the next
room attracted her attention. She
sat upright, then noiselessly slipped
from the bed and over to the door,
peeping in through the curtain. She
could see nothing. It was quite dark
within, but she distinctly heard some-
one moving about. Then very quietly
the front door was opened and
closed.

Immediately an idea took shape in
Mrs. Hamilton’s mind and was acted
upon. She dressed herself hurriedly,
putting on her husband’s fur coat over
everything. Then, without a moment’s
hesitation, slipped from the house
through the outside kitchen door.
Ever since the stage had come in, in-
stinct had told her that something
was afoot. She was sure of it now and
she was afraid. Nevertheless she
obeyed what her instinet prompted her
to do, almost in spite of herself. Keep-
ing close to the house she walked to
the end of the wall and turned towards
the front, where from the other door
a road with high timber upon either
side led down to the river. She felt
the wind now, blowing up from the
valley. It was snowing a very little
and quite dark. She was sure that
whoever had come out of the house
had gone towards the barn, when to
her utter surprise someone caught her
roughly from behind, pinioning her
arms tightly to her sides. She kept
perfectly still, not uttering a sound.
Her captor spoke in a quick whisper

““What are you trying to do ?”’

The woman’s heart stood still for
a second at the sound of the voice.

“I don’t know,”” she faltered.

“Alice!” Parry turned her around
to him, in his own voice fear, sur-
prise and incredulity. “‘For God’s
sake, why are you here 2"’

Again she could only whisper: ‘I
—1T don’t know.”’

“Where is Hamilton ?”’

““Asgleep.”

““Go back instantly,”” he whispered
sternly. ‘‘Go back instantly to bed,
and don’t move from your room. Do
you understand ?”’
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“Yes,”” she said, slowly.

He took her up to the door.

“Don’t awaken anyone,”” he said ;
“‘remember that. I thought I heard
the horses in trouble,” he went on.
““One of them is sick. That is why I
am up.”” He tried to speak reassur-
ingly. ““You remember, don’t you,
my old love for horses ?’’ he said in
a whisper, laughing. Quite plainly
he regretted his rough tone of & mo.
ment before. He put her in the
front door, and closed it noiselessly.

For a moment Mrs. Hamilton stood
perfectly still. The wind had in-
creased. It blew icy cold through
the cracks and keyhole of the door
against her. She listened intently.
There was not a sound in the house
except the deep breathing of the
sleepers. She buttoned her husband‘s
coat tightly around her, then very
softly went out again into the night.

The sound of feet crunching against
the snow made her flatten herself
close against the house. The steps
passed her, going towards the barn.
There must be two men, she told
herself, and all of a sudden the rea.
lisation of things swept over her. She
knew now. Lying there, sleepless, a
while ago, she had heard the faing
echo of a husky’s midnight call. She
knew the dogs did not howl unless
the moon was up. It was pitch dark
to-night. Just after that someone
had come downstairs and gone out.
And now two men had passed her
walking towards the barn, evidently
carrying something heavy by the
sound of the crunching snow. = Parry
was one of them. She had seen
him. And Parry was afraid. She
had never seen him afraid before, and
she had known him all his boyhood
and all his young manhood. She re.
membered swiftly how he had loaded
his revolver a while back there in the
road-house, and his stealthy look
around the room as he did so. For
a moment a swift fear almost turned
her back into the house, and then
again came that impelling force that
had moved her at first, and she ran
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gilently over the snow towards the
barn.

The faint sound of voices came
from the stage, that had been left
up against the outbuildings to the
right. Mrs. Hamilton, holding close
to the wall of the barn, moved around
to the back, along to the end, and
then peered about cautiously. She
could see now, quite plainly. From
this point, the road-house was hidden
and a small lantern sent a faint
gleam out into the night, showing
her the black, bulky outline of the
stage, and the forms of two men,
one on either side, at the back seat.
The lantern-light fell upon the sable
lining of Parry’s coat, as the wearer
lifted some bits of rock from the box
in the stage and handed them to the
man opposite him, who, placing them
on the snow at his side, in his turn
took from another box a poke, so
heavy that he grunted in lifting it,
which he handed to the other, who de-
posited it somewhere in the stage in
front of him. Again the latter lifted
some rock, this time a small tray
full, and passed it to the outside man.
who repeated his part of the per-
formance, giving the other a heavy
leather poke.

Mrs. Hamilton had seen enough.
Parry was then at the bottom of the
great robbery—Phillip Parry!

Thiz other man was his partner,
who had driven out after him from
Dawson, bringing the booty with him.
They were putting it in Parry’s ore
box now, and the other man was dis-
posing of Parry’s much-talked of spe-
cimens. The gold-dust then would
not be touched, Parry’s box having
been examined. The woman wondered
for a moment if she had not better
go to him, and ask him to let the
other man take back the pokes. Once
there was a time when he would have
done more than that for her, and a
little while ago he had said he had
not forgotten. It hurt her more than
anything had hurt her in her life
to know that Parry was a thief. Then
suddenly she remembered the re-
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ward. Five thousand dollars would
mean life to Gregory. It would mean
good-bye to the Yukon and a return
to her mother and the home they
loved. Her friendship for Parry was
lost sight of in the love she bore for
her husband.

She walked away from the barn,
moving as silently as a shadow across
the snow to the house, and around
the house to the drive, and down the
drive to the river. It was snowing
harder now, and the wind drove the
snow cuttingly against her face. Sud-
denly she realised she had no cap
and that her forehead felt numb. She
put her hand in the pocket of the coat
she wore and took out a muffler, tying
up her head. Somewhere down there
at the river were s horse and sled.
Heaven send she find it quickly! She
had been at the police station before
and she knew her way. She stumbled
about a few minutes in the snow to
the right of the road, where a thick
growth of timber made an intensely
black shadow, and suddenly almost
fell against the warm body of a horse,
which shied a little and then stood
atill. Al of her old training came
back to her. Soon she was in the
sleigh and down upon the river, the
horse flying along through the thick-
falling snow, the sled runners making
no sound. It was three miles to the
barracks. The horse could easily do
it in twenty minutes. The storm
was in her face, but she did not feel
it. Many times the sleigh swerved
and swung upon a bit of glare ice
and almost upsetting, but she threw
her balance instinctively upon the
right side and took mno thought of
danger. The rough wind loosened
the searf about her head, and the driv-
ing snow swept in amongst her hair.
Her hands grew stiff around the reins
they held. She caught her lip in her
teeth, and bent her head to the
storm. She was driving to save a life,
her husband’s life. She kept telling
herself that over and over again.
Surely when so much was at stake
there should be no room in her mind
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for more than that one thought. If
they stayed in the Yukon Gregory
would die, and this ride through the
storm meant freedom for them both,
freedom to go into the great ‘‘Out-
side”” again, back to the warm hills
of home, back to the love of her
mother, back to the wide house with
the sun-filled windows that looked out
upon the sheep-runs and the pad-
docks, the broad belt of trees and
the dancing sea.

‘“‘Oh, God,”” she prayed, ‘‘let me
not think of anyone but him, but him
I love. TLet me forget everything
else. Dear God, let me do this thing
and save him.”’

Oh, the tortures of the conflicting
emotions within her, the agony of
suppressing that which was forcing its
right upon her, the right of a friend-
ship that was as old as her life.

“I am doing it to save my husband,
to save Gregory,” again she prayed.
But that which she endeavoured to
suppress arose at last triumphant,
triumphant because it was born of
the nobility and the integrity that
were her birthright. And the terrible
result to this other man, to Parry,
her lifelong friend, flashed before her
in all its hideousness. She was driv-
ing to save Gregory’s life, but at what
& cost! She knew that imprisonment
could not matter to Parry, death it-
self could not matter to him as would
the knowledge of her betrayal of him.
A while ago, back there in the road-
house, his eyes alight with kindness,
his voice soft with tenderness, he had
offered to help her, to help Gregory.
And yet Gregory had been the cause
of Parry’s lifelong unhappiness, the
loved cause, for she adored him with
the devotion of a mother and the ten-
der passion of a wife. She caught
her breath sharply. Now that she
had permitted the thoughts to come,
old memories came with them, surg-
ing memories that blotted out the
present and made the long-ago past
the vital reality. She was a girl
again, and Phillip Parry, the eager-
eyed youth who had confided to her
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all his hopes and dreams, was with
her. They were riding on the hillg
in the tender gloaming. She could
hear his voice now, hushed with the
magnitude of his boyish thoughts of
the great future. Again, she was a
woman and Gregory had come, beau-
tiful, appealing, patient Gregory, and
all her love had gone out to him
while Phillip had bravely, unquestion-
ingly, stepped aside. It was only
when he had said good-bye that she
had guessed the depth of his love for
her, a love that had had its birth in
their childhood and had grown strong-
er and deeper and fuller with the
years, until, at the last, it had be-
come the one passion of the strong
man’s heart. And, because he could
not bear to stay in the home that
had held so much and promised so
much, he had gone away, and she
had not seen him again until to-
night. To-night—she threw up her
head and the sting of the storm was
in her face. To-night—and it was
the Yukon. The old days were dead,
and she was going to the police to
betray him, to betray her friend, sin-
ful, criminal perhaps, but still her
friend. See, ahead there now were
the lights of the barracks. If she
shouted, the police could hear. They
would come out to her and they
would all go back together. She
would point Parry out to them and
she would say: ‘“He is the thief; take
him and give me the reward.”’ She
knew how Phillip would look at her,
quietly, silently, just as he had looked
cn that night long ago when she had
tried to be gentle in breaking his
heart. With a sudden low cry, she
checked the horse, a hot shame for
what she had been about to do al-
most overwhelmed her. With numb
fingers she pulled the line and the
animal turned. They were speeding
back, back upon the river, away from
the barracks, away from the sin of
betrayal, away to warn him, to plead
with him, to save him if it were in
her power.

About halfway between the bar-
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racks and the road-house the river is
narrowed by a blunt pensinula that
juts out upon the right. She had
reached this point when she heard a
low call from the bank farthest away.
She pulled the horse up instinctively.
For the first time fear for her own
safety assailed her. She hesitated
whether to turn back or go forward.
Suddenly a voice spoke close beside
her :

“Why didn’t you give the signal 2"’

The voice was familiar. She leaned
forward quickly and slapped the lines
across the horse’s back. The ani-
mal reared but did not go ahead.
Someone had laid hold of the bridle.
Mrs. Hamilton spoke sharply:

“What does this mean, Sergeant?
It is I, Mrs. Hamilton. I am in a
burry.”’

The man, who was in the act of
getting in the sleigh, paused with one
foot on the ground.

“Mrs. Hamilton!”” he said, his
voice vibrating in his consternation.
““Uncover the lantern, Will.”’

The light was flashed upon her
face. It showed her white-cheeked
and white-lipped, with her glorious
hair loose about her.

“Good heavens!” ejaculated the
Sergeant, stepping into the sleigh and
gitting beside her. ‘‘Couldn’t he have
gent anyone but you? Climb up be-
hind, Will, and wave the lantern as
we near the cabin. I’ll take the lines,
Mrs. Hamilton. Thanks. Why, you
have no gloves; your hands must be
frozen. I can’t understand this. Why
didn’t you give the signal ?”’

The woman’s brain was in a whirl.
She could not think. She started to
gpeak, but her voice choked in her
throat. The Sergeant turned his head
toward her.

“You must be half dead with the
cold,” he said, with gruff gentleness.
Will, help Mrs. Hamilton to wrap
the rug around her. I'm beginning to
gsee now, to understand why he sent
you. But it was a risky thing to do.
You've got no end of pluck you know;
I don’t care what the reward is. There
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isn't another woman in the Yukon
that would have dared to do what you
have done to-night. There's rough
work ahead, perhaps.’’

She laid hold of his arm.

‘“Let us go back,’”’ she said; ‘‘or
let me get out here. I can take the
short cut through the woods, and
reach the house before you come.”

‘“No,”” the Sergeant’s voice decid-
ed. “‘Sit still and don’t talk. We'll
leave you at the cabin, you'll be safe
there. I don't anticipate any trouble
unless Parry—Whoa,'’ he broke off
to speak softly to the horse. ““We're
here sooner than I thought. Wave
the lantern again, Will.”

The cabin stood well under the
shelter of the bank, just before the
turn in the road that led up from
the river. The other policeman held
the horse while the Sergeant assisted
Mrs. Hamilton to alight, and piloted
her through the deep snow to the log
hut, through one small knothole of
which a glimmer of light shone forth.
Within were two more policemen.
Mrs. Hamilton was told to sit down
upon the bunk and keep perfectly
quiet. The candle that stood on the
table was extinguished.

““Fordham will stay out on the
road,”’ the Sergeant said. ‘‘Don’t be
afraid if you hear any shooting.
There’ll be no one hurt if we can
belp it.”’

The minute she was alone Mrs.
Hamilton ran to the door and lifted
the wooden latch noiselessly. She
must reach the house before the po-
liceman. She would take the trail
through the timber. If she died for
it she would find Parry and warn
him, hide him perhaps, try in some
way to save him from the fate that
was overtaking him. She stepped out
into the storm. She could hear Ford-
ham as he waded through the deep
snow to his post on the road. Then
there came a sudden noise from the
bank, and someone ran around the
cabin, brushing against her as he
passed on the way to the door. The
next moment she felt herself roughly
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geized, and Phillip Parry spoke to her
in a swift whisper.

“You might as well submit quietly,
Monteith. The Police are here.”

She took no heed of the import of
his words. It was Phillip, that was
enough. She tried to draw back from
him and see his face. She spoke his
name softly, and felt him stagger
back as he heard her voice; but he
did not let her go altogether.

““Alice, Alice,”” he said hoarsely.

She began to speak rapidly, stand-
ing on tip-toe and lifting her face to
his.

“Yes, it is I, Alice. I saw you
back there by the stage, you and the
other man, and I found the horse and
was going to drive to the barracks to
tell the Police. I thought of the re-
ward and what it would mean to Gre-
gory and me. I got nearly all the
way there, but in the end I couldn’t
bring myself to betray you. I turned
to come back and find you and beg
you to give the gold dust up, to leave
it here, and after you were safely
away we could turn it over to the
police. But, Phillip, it is almost too
late. Someone else knows, for the
Police were in hiding waiting for a
gignal. They stopped me and now
they have gone on up there to the
house to find you. I was to stay here.
But as soon as they had gone I ran
out. I meant to take the short cut
through the woods to warn you. Lis-
ten, listen, Phillip: Straight along the
river-road, opposite the peninsula,
there is the old caché. No one, not
even the Police, knows of it. I will
gshow you the way now and you ecan
stay there for days if needs be. I
can bring you what you need. To-
morrow—""

“Who’s there?’’ Fordham’s voice
rang out sharply. Phillip seemed
about to speak. Mrs. Hamilton put
her hand over his mouth. The police-
man had run across the snow and was
standing close to them beside the door
of the cabin.

“Teave it to me, Phillip,”” the
woman whispered in his ear, then

aloud : “‘It is my husband, Fordham
He has come down here looking for
me. I have been from home a long
time.”’

‘‘Better go inside,”’ said the police-
man, opening the door; ‘‘it’s warmer
here and safer.”

Phillip moved the fingers from his
lips. ‘“‘Let me speak, Alice,”’ he said
gently, as he drew her into the cabin

‘““No, mno,”” she breathed close
against his cheek—'‘no, no; if you
give yourself up it will kill me, Phil-
lip. Don’t you see that if I had not
gone. 0O, God i

The policeman had lit the candle.
The dim light flooded the tiny room
and showed Parry’s face drawn and
white with an ugly wound across his
forehead. Mrs. Hamilton flung her
arms around his neck, drawing his
face to her shoulder.

‘‘He is my husband,”’ she cried, her
wide eyes upon the policeman’s stolid
face. ‘‘He was so afraid for me. You
can understand, perhaps. He is not
strong. You know he is not strong.
Leave us here together, Fordham. Oh,
surely, surely—"’

A hoarse voice shouted from*outside
the door, and the Sergeant ran in
choking for breath.

“Come out, Fordham,” he cried:
“that little rat of a Monteith has gone
up the river. Grey says he’s done for
Party—Why, God bless my soul, here
you are!”

A dozen different emotions chased
themselves over the Sergeant’s face
as Parry turned and confronted him.

“I'm not hurt much,” Parry said
quietly. ““You and Fordham go ahead.
I’'ll look after Mrs. Hamilton. She’s
had a hard night of it.”

As the policemen went out, Parry
turned to the woman, his eyes alight,
She looked at him unseeingly for a
moment, then she swayed a little. He
gprang forward in time to catch her
in his arms as she fell.
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The wide front room of the road-
house was alight, and the fire roared
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in the heater. The room seemed very
full of people who were all curiously
quiet. These were the facts that first
impressed Mrs. Hamilton when con-

sciousness began to return. The Ser-
geant was carrying her across the
room towards the kitchen. As he felt

ber move he asked her if she wanted
to walk, and set her down gently.
Gregory was close beside her, so he
put his arm about her. She turned
ber head towards the other end of
the room. The three policemen were
standing there and behind them in
Hamilton’s homemade chairs sat three
other men, all of whom had their
wrists manacled. One of the men
was Monteith, and he still wore
Parry’s sable-lined overcoat.

They went into the kitchen, she and
Gregory, the Sergeant following.

“Where is Phillip? Where is Mr.
Parry 2"’ she asked, as her husband
placed her tenderly in a low chair.
She leaned forward ,conquering the
faintness that threatened her again.

“Mr. Parry’s washing up,”’ the Ser-
geant answered, briskly, and, smiling
upon her, continued: ‘“He’ll be in
here preséntly. There’s a plucky fel-
low for you. Although Monteith had
iven him enough to knock out a man,
ge held the three of those other fel-
lows at bay until he got our signal,
and then when Monteith started to
foot it, he was hot after him. That’s
when you met him and mistook him
for your husband. Parry wrote me
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from Dawson to be on hand to-night,
but I never thought we’d nab the lot.
If you badn’t had the pluck to come
down the river for us the chances are
we wouldn’t have got any of them
They saw Parry before he intended,
and he couldn’t leave. Well, it’s
ended all right,” and he laughed
easily. “I told Mr. Parry that you
and he should share alike in the re-
ward. but, bless me, he refuses to
touch a cent of it; laughed at me for
suggesting it. Well, he don’t need
it and you do. And so I'll be glad
to hand it over to you, and I'll send
a rattling good account of you to
headquarters.”’

Parry came in looking very white
but smiling cheerfully. His head was
bound up. Hamilton hurried to him
and took his hand. He was too moved
to speak; he had been trying to con-
quer his emotion, but his lips trembled
in spite of himself. The Sergeant,
seeing how matters stood, began to tell
about some ludicrous accident that
had happened to Fordham. He took
Hamilton’s arm, drawing him over to
the stove.

““Phillip,”* whispered Mrs. Hamil-
ton brokenly, as he bent above her.
“You know I can’t let you do this for
me. Remember, how I thought of
you—I believed you guilty.”

“And believing me guilty,”” he an-
swered, gently, his eyes upon hers,
‘‘remember what you would have done
for me, Alice.”

RETURN

By LOUISE C. GLASGOW

A little perfumed flower of joy to one who joy did crave,
A tender bud of sympathy, were all the gifts she gave.

Lo! see her lap is brimming o’er with garden treasure trove
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And in the midst a jewel rare—a glowing heart of love.



A NOTABLE
JOURNALISTIC CAREER

BY GEORGE MURRAY

IR HUGH GRAHAM, the first

Canadian journalist to be knighted,
has had one of the careers of magic
success which are the real romance
of this New World, a career that
should be an encouragement to young
men to persevere under difficulties.
He carried to Montreal, as a country
boy, nothing but a common school
and academy education and an alert
brain. To-day he is a millionaire news-
paper owner, a much besought leader
in philanthropic financial enterprises,
and & Knight Bachelor. Probably no
other Canadian can show greater
achievements from extremely modest
beginnings.

On acquaintance Sir Hugh im-
presses you as a man of reflection and
ideas, though there is an entire ab-
sence of assertiveness in his manner.
He is retiring to a fault, and exces-
sively modest about his work, never
going further with any undertaking
than to admit that it was a ‘‘moderate
success and more due to the splendid
men with whom I have been surround-
ed than to myself.”” But you
soon realise that there is a power-
ful human dynamo behind it all.
Sir Hugh had excellent training,
to begin with, from a shrewd
and far-sighted father, Mr. R. W.
Graham, of Huntingdon; and his
early experiences as a fighting jour-
nalist, endeavouring to establish a
paper on nothing but sheer merit and
pluck, brought his father’s teachings
into play, and gave his mind a finer
edge and a truer temper. His con-
stant readiness to acknowledge the
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debt to his father is one of many
likeable characteristics.

It need hardly be said that & man
who founded a paper in a much small-
er Montreal than we now know—with
three successful rivals already in pos-
session of the then narrow English-
speaking field, and with less than a
hundred dollars of capital—and made
of that paper the most successful in
Canada, is a master of methods and of
resources. To-day people seek his ad-
vice on all sorts of enterprises; and
it is more valued than his cheques,
which, for good works, are never small
nor grudged. One would think that
he could have made a success of any
business to which he might have
turned his hand. It is merely by
accident that he is a big newspaper
man. If he had begun as office-boy
in a wholesale house, or a manufac-
turer’s office, it is more than probable
that he would have worked out hig
career in these lines of endeavour just
as surely.

As it was, the record stands thus:
Office-boy in the Montreal Evening
Telegraph at the age of fifteen, under
his uncle the late Edmund Henry
Parsons; one month later, assistang
bookkeeper; five months later still,
bookkeeper; four months later, busi-
ness manager. Three years later, he
went to the Montreal Gazette, where
he met Lanigan, a brilliant writer, to
whom he proposed the next year that
they should start a paper of their
own. In 1869 they launched the Daily
Star, with less than a hundred dol-
lars in the treasury—but with George
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SIR HUGH GRAHAM

T. Lanigan’s telling pen, and an un-
limited amount of pluck.

The fight to set that paper on its
feet would afford material for a jour-
nalistic epic. Before very long, the
two partners differed. Lanigan,
backed by a local capitalist, wanted to
advocate annexation with the United
States, presumably in crder to attract
attention to the paper. But Graham
objected ; his father had taught him
better than that. So Lanigan with-
drew, and Graham went on alone. An
offer from his principal creditors to
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give him, as sole proprietor, a clean
sheet was refused ; and the young pro-
prietor announced his determination
to pay every cent of the overwhelm-
ing debt of his paper with interest.
And this he did, but not until he
had tasted every experience that
comes to the man who insists upon
making bricks without straw. He
had no working capital, and the con-
cern was staggering under a huge load
of debt, while he was increasingly
harassed by lawsuits, writs of attach-
ment, and all sorts of litigious pro-
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cesses. During his struggles he had
some ninety-three libel suits on his
hands, and he lost only three, which
is a fair indication that his papers
were generally engaged in righteous
causes. His credit became so low at
one time that he had to buy his coal
by the bucket-ful, and send the office-
boy for it. He had to pay for his paper
day by day with the street sales of
the evening before. What seemed like
the last straw on his load of trouble
was the refusal of his neighbour to
continue the supply of steam power
that was furnished by means of a
shaft through the wall, unless arrears
were paid up—a proceeding that would
have meant suspension. Graham wired
to the country for a horse power and
a horse. These arrived during the
night, and for several days a big white
horse was on the pay-roll. The horse-
treads were erected in a corner of the
press-room, and the motive power
walked into the office every morning,
through the little counting house, to
the press-room, which was equipped
with a flat machine capable of print-
ing only one side of a sheet. The ir-
regularity of the animal power created
a perfect pandemonium. When the
press was stopped every few minutes
to get relays of white sheets, the
animal would start galloping on the
mill. This becoming unendurable, a
caloric engine was installed, but
proved inadequate. It needed help,
and every afternoon the bookkeeper,
a clerk, and two reporters, the bulk
of the staff, could be seen helping the
Erricson motor by tugging at the pis-
ton rods—a spectacle as near to that
of absolute despair as it was possible
to see. But Graham never despaired,
toiled early and late, and, with
wonderful resourcefulness, contrived
means for attracting attention to his
little paper, pushing it steadily up
the hill past its competitors, until
many yvears ago it became the most
wide'ly ‘read journal, not only in Mont-
real but in Canada. The King, how-
ever, does not often knight men for
business success. This distinetion im-
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plies that Sir Hugh did more than
build up a great newspaper property
and a fortune, and herein lies the se-
cret of his Imperial honour. He at
once began to use his newspaper, his
fortune, and his own splendid abilities
in the public service. The list of pro-
jects that he has undertaken and car-
ried through is formidable. You can
hardly mention a striking public need
of the last three decades which did
not find Hugh Graham endeavouring
to the best of his ability to meet it.
When the famine broke out in India.
for instance, that was far enough
away ; but its horrors appealed to Sir
Hugh, and he set on foot a movement,
to raise a relief fund in Canada. to
which finally one hundred thousand
people sent in contributions. The Boer
War aroused his patriotic fervour in
like fashion. When it seemed doubt-

" ful whether Canada would rush to the

assistance of the mother country, as
the rest of the Empire was spontane-
ously doing, Sir Hugh stood amazed
at the hesitation shown in high quar-
ters. To feel indignation at such
paltering was to act; and he hit upon
the ingenious journalistic device of
repeating the cablegram, telling of the
action of New Zealand in sending
troops to aid the motherland, to every
mayor and prominent militia officer
in Canada, and to leading public men
throughout the Dominion, asking if
they thought that Canada should do
as New Zealand had done, or stand
aloof. The response was overwhelm.-
ing, and swept the doubters off their
feet. There came a perfect outburst
of indignation from every Province.
The despatches filled several pages of
the Star newspaper, and within forty-
eight hours the first contingent was
being assembled for embarkation.

In order to encourage enlistment,
Sir Hugh insured every man in the
contingent against death and accident,
the policies totalling a million dollars.
It was not known at the time that
the citizen who paid for this insurance
was the proprietor of the Star; but
the fact has transpired. Tt was known
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to certain people, however, in official
circles: and the late Queen Victoria
expressed her admiration, with the
result that there came at that time
s suggestion from London that Mr.
Graham should be honoured with
some distinction. As an active jour-
nalist, he discouraged the idea; and
has only now consented to accept
knighthood as coincidental with his
practical retirement from active jour-
nalistic direction. His services during
the Boer War, however, did not stop
there. He also appealed through his
powerful papers for a Children’s Pat-
riotic Fund for the families of British
soldiers stricken in the struggle; and
to this one hundred and fifty thousand
children subscribed. His Imperial ser-
vices of this character—as distinguish-
ed from his more local labours—have
been very numerous. Not the least
among them was the help he gave
towards making a success of the ter-
centenary celebration of the landing
of Champlain, to which the Prince
of Wales came, and which served to
show the French-Canadians how loy-
ally English-Canadians honour their
great men and their anniversaries.
Of local services the list is too long
to be even intelligently summarised
for the reading of strangers. The best
we can do is to cite a few cases. Just
now, Sir Hugh is raising through the
Star a fund for a new Children’s
Memorial

Hospital. A few years
ago he saved one of the most
prominent churches in Montreal

from going under ‘‘the hammer.”

He initiated, organised, and for
nearly twenty years gave strong
financial support to the Fresh

Air Fund, by which over one hundred
thousand working mothers and chil-
dren have been greatly benefitted.
Lately he presented them with a
large summer home and grounds. His
campaigns for civic betterment have
been endless. He has gone so far as
to organise a company of judges, busi-
ness magnates, and citizens generally,
to clean the streets, with the assist-
ance of the Star, when the aldermen
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conspicuously failed to do their duty;
and he succeeded in shaming the
authorities into action.

On one occasion his zeal, energy.
and courage played a leading part in
saving Montreal from the greatest dis-
aster that ever threatened her. This
was in 1885, when the dreaded small-
pox seemed to hold the city hopelessly
in its grasp. The city authorities
were paralysed and helpless. People
were refusing to be vaccinated, and
there was no adequate place to isolate
vietims. Moreover, in many cases,
the frightened relatives would not per-
mit their sick to be removed from
their homes. Mr. Graham personally
organised an influential demonstration
at the City Hall, composed of leading
men in all branches of commerce,
with the result that he himself and’
six of his associates were immediately
named on a civic health committee,
which there and then entered upon a
vigorous campaign of vaccination and
isolation. An army of vaccinators
and isolators was employed, and did
duty for several months. Sir Hugh
did not hesitate to go himself into
houses where the sick lay, and to ex-
plain to their relatives how necessary
isolation and vaccination were, and
thus to encourage the vaccinators and
isolators in their dangerous work.
(This I have on the authority of men
who worked with him). But there

- was still an adequate place of isolation

to provide. Mr. Graham perceived
that the Exhibition buildings were the
only available structures. Unyielding
opposition to their use was offered by
the Exhibition authorities. This, how-
ever, did not daunt Mr. Graham. He
secured & requisition to call out the
troops, and marched at their head to
the Exhibition grounds. Here he
found the gates barred against them,
but he climbed the high fence, and
himself wrenched the fastenings from
the gates, when the troops marched
in. Within twenty-four hours the
great building was turned into an iso-
lation hospital, with a corps of nursing
nuns in charge, and a procession of
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smallpox patients going into it. It
is not too much to say that Mr. Gra-
ham’s courage and promptness on this
occasion helped greatly to save Mont-
real from a most costly set-back from
which it would have taken years to
recover, for the opening of these great
isolation buildings was the beginning
of the end of the memorable small-
pox epidemic.

Sir Hugh Graham, while keen in
business, and a man of conspicuous
discernment in the selection of his
employees, is most considerate to
those who have helped him to build
up his papers. He has in his employ
several men who have been with him
a quarter of a century. He is ex-
tremely fond of golf and billiards,
both of which games he plays only
fairly well, but enthusiastically—all
the time admitting he is a ““duffer’’ at
them. He has repeatedly been asked
to become a member of joint stock
directorates, but has invariably de-
clined. Those who are intimately as-
sociated with him say Sir Hugh’s
forte in business is planning, control-
ling and directing, and that he abhors
detail.

Sir Hugh has his own view of titles.
I wrote congratulating him, and in
his reply he said: ‘Tt would be the
merest affectation to say T am not

proud of the honour received from His
Majesty ; but it is one thing to appear
to be deserving, and another to prove
it by one’s after life. I incline to the
belief that this is not always so easy
to do as might appear.’

He has been in scores of political
fights, local, provincial and federal.
making enemies, of course; but it is
truly said of him that he maintains
no personal animosity towards even
his bitterest opponent, being as singu-
larly free from vindictiveness as any
man I have ever known.

At school, T am credibly informed,
he excelled in only two branches—
arithmetic and grammar, but in these
he was nearly always either ‘‘duz’’
or second in his class.

When the news came to Canada on
the King’s birthday that Mr. Hugh
Graham was knighted, there was a
universal chorus of approval. His fel-
low journalists were especially en-
thusiastic, seeing in the decoration of
their admittedly most successful con-
frére an honour to the craft. Tn Mont.
real citizens talked of the many pub-
lic enterprises in which he had been
engaged, and agreed that seldom had
a title been more honourably deserved.
The rest that he now proposes to take.
after his forty years of strenuous en-
deavour, has surely been well earned.
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N a ‘“‘mean little house,”’ according
to Professor Niecks, Frederic
Chopin, the only son and the third
of four children of Nicholas and
Justina Chopin, was born on March
1, 1809, in a Polish village, about
twenty-eight English miles from War-
saw. The description of the dwelling
does not necessarily imply defects in
the family; they may have been poor,
but they were not ignorant, Nicholas
Chopin having been at one time book-
keeper in a tobacco manufactory, and
again a teacher of French and tutor
in a noble house. Indeed, although
the home influences were quiet, au-
stere, and no doubt frugal and self-
denying, the existence on every side
of caste supplied that picturesque ele-
ment which tinged all of Chopin’s fu-
ture life. His godfather was a Count,
Frederick Skarbek, a pupil of his
father and part owner of the village.
Details of biography reveal a French
origin in the family of Nicholas
Chopin, a fact which evidently pre-
cipitated Frederic’s interest in Paris
and his wish to be heard there. His
education progressed naturally and
pleasantly, his father possessing many
friends distinguished in literature,
science, and art, and Professor
Niecks has recorded the fact that the
favourite composer enjoyed the great-
est of blessings that can be bestowed
upon mortal man—being born into a
virtuous and well-educated family,
united by ties of love. The three
daughters of Nicholas Chopin all mani-
fested more or less taste for literature
and the composer’s mother is describ-
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ed by one who saw her in her old
age as ‘‘a neat, quiet, intelligent old
lady, full of an intense energy which
served but to accentuate the languor
of her son.” So, from the small be-
ginnings of artistic endeavour in an
obscure village to the homage of the
entire world, the name and fame of
Chopin have steadily advanced till in
the present centenary year adequate
honour iz being rendered to his
memory in Europe and Great Britain,
in the United States, and, no doubt,
in our own Dominion

It is a far cry from the little val-
lage outside Warsaw to the large
modern cities, alive with commercial
and utilitarian ideas, of England-and
America; and, to trace the secret of
this composer’s tremendous popu-
larity, we must first go back to the
origin of his inspiration ; the woes and
suffering of his country, the deep gulf
between rich and poor, the struggles
from medieval conditions through a
period of unhappy revolution to high-
er ideals, the stirrings of an early
passion which proved abortive and un-
fulfilled. At the age of twelve it was
evident that Chopin must be and
could only be a musician, and thence-
forth his course was clear, hampered
only in its early steges by lack of
sufficient funds to enable him to carry
out certain plans of travel and study
and to publish his works. Gradually,
however, the charming address and
wonderful talents of the young wirtu-
0so prevailed. He made rich and
powerful friends, and began to give
successful concerts in Warsaw, Mu-
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nich, Vienna, Stuttgart, and finally
P&I'IS, the goal of his dreams. Later
on London was added to the cities
where he made friends among the
great musicians of the day, quch as
Mendelssohn, Hiller, TLiszt, Berlioz,
anohomme. Schumann, and many
others. By his twenty-fourth or
twenty-fifth year he was recognised as
a unique, fascinating, and highly gift-
ed pianist and a composer of extra-
ordinary ingenuity and attractiveness.
It is indeed with the latter phase of
his work that we are mostly con-
cerned. While Mendelssohn for some
vears has been almost neglected by
artists and students at home and
abroad, and although Schumann,
Beethoven, and Liszt, are frequently
played and still much loved, it is the
music of Chopin that is decidedly the
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most popular among all earnest
pianists and even among average
audiences. It is rather actomshmw to

reflect that his compositions, at one
time considered as sickly, sentimental,
and effeminate, are played by every-
body, have been arranged in a thou-
sand different ways, and show no sign
of failing in their capacity to mtereqt
the publlc. Some writers have ac-
counted for this on the ground of the
universal culture and spread of know-
ledge by which men are not, truth-
fully qpeakl ng, made ‘“‘children of light
and joy’’ but rather are converted to
beings of a sober and perhaps a gently
melancholy  temperament, havm,q
eaten of the tree of knowledge and
seeing life in a chastened, saddened
sense. The peoulmr quality in Chop-
in’s musie, called “‘zal’’ by his bio-
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graphers, and a kind of morbidezza by
others, is, however, greatly exaggerat-
ed. There is much that is virile and
healthy, much that is purely roman-
tic and poetic; there are some martial
strains, other religious and imagina-
tive motives, but the true Chopin is
really much more diverse and versa-
tile than he has been pictured. Apart
from this, there is to be taken into
consideration the never-failing beauty
of these compositions, so varied yet
so similar, so rich in absolutely new
progressions, so masterly in concep-
tion, and so melodious even when ap-
parently most intricate, that it be-
comes a pleasure to study them.
To return to the facts of Chopin’s
career, it may be said here that
nature always exacts a penalty for
such precocity, and Frederic was not
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destined for either commonplace sue-
cess or commonplace happiness. Cer-

tain constitutional mental traits of
irresolution, over-fastidiousness, and
melancholy began to assert them-

selves, and, by and by, the physical
life, originally so gay and normal, be-
came infected. Concert-giving, teach-
ing, and composing, all three, did not
bring him in any large sums of money ;
and, by nature somewhat extravagant,
a habit probably engendered by the
elegant company he kept, especially
in Paris, from time to time he suf:
fered from straitened ecircumstances.
Unlike Liszt, whose physical strength
was enormous, Chopin was unfit for
the concert-room, and, although he
played in public up to a comparatively
short time before his death, he never
became a successful travelling virtu-



oso. His nervous, susceptible nature
rendered him exquisitely keen and
alive to all shades of artistic and in-
tellectual endeavour, and his meeting
with the famous novelist Mme.
Georges Sand certainly marked the
turning point in his life. Had a more
conventional attachment presented it-
self, and could he have had that rest
and sympathy he so ardently longed
for and which a well-ordered home
might have afforded him, he could not
have written more beautiful music,
but he might have lived longer and
under healthier, happter conditions.
The influence exerted upon him by the
powerful brain and strong character
of the great novelist can hardly be
over-estimated and should not be dif-
ficult to understand, but what was
natural and easy for her and for the
other members of the gifted circle that
surrounded her in her chiteau at No-
hant or in the literary quarter of Paris
was never easy or natural for Chopin.
One thinks of him as in the grip of an
influence he would fain shake off but
cannot, as the brilliant coteries form,
dissolve, and form again around the
person of the great enchantress, whose
friends were Liszt, the Countess
d’Agoult, mother of Tiszt's children,
Heine, De Musset, and many other
persons of genius allied to unconven-
tional living. Chopin was, literally,
not strong enough to cope with a
scheme of existence which always
scems to call for unusual elasticity and
hardness on the part of those addicted
to it.

Mme. Sand was a person of vigorous
physical health and able to endure
what most persons would collapse un-
der: of this, the famous sojourn in the
South of Europe, undertaken by her
with Chopin for the latter’s recovery,
is a proof. Chopin there manifested
the dangerous symptoms which event-
ually carried him off, but added to this
was the conviction that his companion
was tiring of him and of his society.
[t is the punishment of such re]s!.-
tions as theirs, that ordinary condi-
tions are absent and ordinary distrac-
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tions fail to soothe. Chopin, unfitted
to reside again with the members of
his own family, had given up much
to be with Mme. Sand. She, on the
contrary, in’ the circle wherein she
moved, appeared to have lost nothing
by her ambiguous relations with him
and others, and thus the situation
became strained and embittered.
Abruptly, according to Chopin, their
intimacy ended, and from that mo-
ment his strength visibly declined.
The young and ardent soul, originally
pure and honourable as well as gifted,
may have realised too late that despite
his rank among the world’s greatest
musicians he had missed the best
things of life: the following up of a
happy, innocent childhood by other
normal and consecrated ties of mar-
ringe and high friendship. His end
was pathetic, and the mere perusal of
his last moments almost moves one to
tears. He died a true and believing
Catholic, and had only good to say for
all he had met in this world, includ-
ing Mme. Sand.

It is certain that Chopin was a
character possessed in the beginning
of much that was sweet and pleasant
and even high-minded, and those who
unite to commemorate his memory
should remember this fact and set it
against that of an unfortunate affec-
tion which very nearly ruined his life.
His other friends were unusually de-
voted to him. His pupil Gutman,
who was with him constantly before
his death, was a person of deep and
sympathetic feelings, and seems to
have almost consecrated his time and
energies to watching over Chopin dur-
ing the weary months which preceded
the latter’s death. Certain it is that
while some other composers, famous
enough in their lifetime, are now for-
gotten or partially neglected, the fame
of Frederic Chopin is every day more
and more secure. The two great piano
concertos, the Preludes, Etudes,
Scherzos, Waltzes, Mazurkas and in
lesser degree the Rondos and two
piano sonatas are works which have
become perfectly familiar to all classes

e,
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of music lovers and concert-goers, not-
withstanding their intricacy of form
and general character of melancholy
detachment. His ‘‘Funeral March,”’
part of a sonata for the piano, is now
a general favourite and is played at
all important funerals, as well as those
by Handel and Beethoven. His Bal-
lades and Studies, the Mazurkas and
Waltzes, are on every programme of
merit or distinction, and we have re-
cently heard in Toronto the wonderful
Piano Concerto in F' minor played by
the gifted De Pachmann accompanied
by the Symphony Orchestra, a new
and flourishing local organisation.
These are facts which speak for them-
selves and prove that there is virility,
magic, and beauty in these composi-
tions, and that the feeble and at times
morbid Chopin has become one of the
world’s favourites and speaks to us
now as sympathetically as when in
this world and taking his rightful place
among the musicians of his own day.
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The finest tribute probably ever paid
him was from a brother artist and
man of genius, the late Anton Rubin-
stein, who asserted more than once
that in Chopin modern music, with all
its revelation of chromatic harmony
and rich device of ornament and
fancy, reached its highest point and
that the development of piano tech-
nique, as shown by Chopin’s composi-
tions, has also attained to a perfec-
tion which can scarcely be improved

Chopin died painlessly between
three and four in the morning of
October 17, 1849, but the funeral did
not take place till the thirtieth of the
month. He lies at Pére Lachaise,
near Paris, with most congenial sur-
roundings, being near Cherubini, Pley-
el, members of the Erard family, and
others. His heart was, however, taken
to Poland and is preserved in the Holy
Cross Church at Warsaw, where also
a handsome monument was unveiled
in October, 1850.

WHOM LOVE HATH LEFT BEHIND

By LOUISE C. GLASGOW

Across the dewy grass they came,
And she was wet and still ;

They laid & cloth upon her face
When resting on the hill;

For they could not bear to see her eyes,
Which made their blood run chill.

Oh, bright and fair the water’s face
When Love is young and kind ;

But, a sullen look, and black it wears
When Love hath proved unkind;
And a soft, sweet bed it makes for some

Whom Love hath left behind.




IN MARCONILAND
BY ALBERT R. CARMAN

AUTHOR OF *“THE PENSIONNAIRES," ETC.

R. ROBERT MARSHALL sat look-
ing at his private Marconigraph
operator.

“For the fourth time, Jaggers,” he
said, “those Arabian people have been
informed of our plans.”

“Do you suspect—" Jaggers began,
red with anger because his voice would
shake.

“I suspect no one,” said Mr. Marshall
curtly. “That last affair was Marconi-
graphed only; and our operators are not
fools.”

Jaggers looked relieved at the compli-
ment. He know that it was sincere. The
Consolidated Sunshine Syndicate, of
which Mr. Marshall was President, con-
fided in the honesty of its employees
because it had demonstrated its willing-
ness to spend a million dollars to detect
and punish a theft by one.

“It is not through treachery that our
plans leak,” went on Mr. Marshall. “‘Some
one has duplicated our instrument. We
will have a new one made.”

It was to this prac ical basis that the
Marconi discovery of wireless telegraphy
had “shaken down.” The whole atmos-
phere was found to be a medium of
electric communication between like in-
struments. Make a half-dozen Marconi-

phs of the same kind and distribute
them about the earth as you please, taking
care only to have them out of doors and
well up in the air, and a message written
with the key of any one of these would be
promptly clicked off by all the others.
They were like six old-time telegraph
instruments «n one wire; and it made
no difference that one was on a Marconi

tower in New York, another in Caire
Egypt, another in San Francisco, and the
rest in European capitals.

So, of course, the great Consolidated
Sunshine Syndicate had its own instru-
ments on its own Marconi towers wherever
they were needed; and they were guaran-
teed by the Syndicate’s own electrical
expert to be like none other on the round
earth. The chief sunshine packing plant
of the Syndicate was located in the Sahara
Desert near Egypt, where they com-
pressed the dazzling, moistureless sun-
shine of that rainless land which was then
shipped to all parts of the world to be
“laid on” in sick rooms during cloudy
weather, to light the houses of extravagant
people at night, to be supplied to garden
parties on foggy days in London, to enable
artists to work steadily regardless of the
weather and season, to replace “flash-
light” for night photography, and to
serve many another purpose. The chief
rival of the Syndicate was a company with
a plant on the Arabian desert; but the
Egyptian article was thought to be a little
the clearer and was altogether the proper
thing in preserved sunlight. Many
wealthy people always used it for out-of-
doors fétes whether the paler native pro-
duct was available or not. A North Cape
Nightless Co. was formed, but sunshine
compressed at so low a temperature
evaporated very rapidly in spite of all
precautions when brought south. It
could, however, be served promptly from
iced chambers built into the holds of ves-
sels; and iced Norway sunshine was the
tit-bit of the trade. The Syndicate tried

to meet it with a superfine “Sphinx”"
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brand, for which they charged quite as
much; but the public suspected that the
alleged scarcity was artificial and were
not to be caught by anything not really
costly.

On Mr. Marshall’s Marconi tower
there were a number of instruments.
Beside that of the Syndicate was one
belonging to the European Art Gallery
Combine which proposed to “circuit”
the art galleries of Europe, moving the
pictures about among the best paying
cities, including those of North and South
America and Australia; and there was,
too, a family instrument with which he
could talk privately with the old folks
on the New Hampshire homestead or his
married daughter travelling in Europe
with a Marconigraph in her trunk.

Inside of a week the new Sunshine
Syndicate instrument was in place, dupli-
cates having been sent at once to all the
Syndicate stations. It was an _entirely
new thing in Marconigraphs, being con-
structed on a novel principle which the
Syndicate’s expensive expert thought to
be his choicest invention, and one not
likely to be hit upon by another man ina
thousand years. He had put his soul
into making it unique, for Mr. Marshall
had told him that if this was duplicated,
he would be in need of another situation.
But he filed this instrument with a mind
at ease. The man who should invent a
door-bell which would tell whether it was
your dearest bore or the “best fellow in
town” with his finger on the button,
could not feel better satisfied with himself.
Now, at any rate, the secret messages of
the Syndicate would be inviolable. :

This might have been quite true, had it
not been for one of those outlandish
pranks which frisky chance is so fond of
playing. Miss Muriel Marshall, the
second daughter of the billionaire, had a
Jover of whom “Poppa” did not approve.
She had an odd dozen or two whom he
would have accepted with her endorse-
ment; but there was only one who seemed
a big Norse god in her eyes, and he was
merely an unpromising newspaper re-
porter in her father’s eyes. His name was
Helder—August Helder; and the city
editor of the New York Tomorrow would
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give him nothing but “dust bin assign-
ments,” so named because the news
accumulated in them and did not have to
be chased. Even with these, he was
always missing editions, getting news in
for the “six o’clock” (which had to be
on the street at four-forty) that ought
to have been in the “five o’clock special”
(issued at four sharp). But he was as
faithful as a Newfoundland dog and
never got drunk, and he could “do” an
afternoon with the distributors of a coal
charity with so true a pathos that the fund
actually made money by the day’s lavish-
ness. His “special” on a sunrise trip
from Long Branch crowded the early
boat for weeks; and his little book of
essays, called “The Journeys of the Sea,”
ran to five editions.

Now August Helder was also an
electrician—for the same reason that he
was a student of the higher criticism and
a specialist on early German art. These
things interested him, and he took time
from his “dust bin” slavery to satisfy
the hunger of his mind respecting them.
One day it occurred to him that, as he
and Muriel could no longer see each other
except on fugitive occasions, he might
construct a secret Marconigraph with
which they could communicate, she on
her father’s tower and he on that of the
Tomorrow. They were to meet by chance
on Broadway that day, and he told her of
it. She was delighted. She already
could operate one slowly, having practised
on the family line; and she would go in
now and get up her speed. Nothing
thrills the passion for romance in a young
girl like a clandestine meeting with her
lover—the witless world outwitted, and
they two alone and together. Thus now
could she and August meet nightly, with
only the city of New York between them,
and the click of their own, own instruments
“dash-dot-dashing” of their love.

Helder put a week in thinking out an
absolutely new Marconigraph, and hit
upon the precise principle already used
by the expert of the Syndicate. It was a
happy afternoon when the Norse god
met the dancing-eyed Muriel “quite by
accident” as she was driving in Central
Park, and slipped into her hands an instru-
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ment that “had only one mate in the
world”’; and that was his.

“So like us,” said Muriel. “Made for
each other and no one else.”

“Yes,” replied August, touched to his
heart by the thought. “And this com-
munion,” he went on magnificently, ““ will
not be broken into by that sun-less Sun-
shine Syndicate.”

Muriel sat silent. She did not think
the Syndicate too bad, except when it
seemed to keep August from calling.
That it made her difficult to woo was
rather a virtue on its part.

“I shall be on our tower to-night at
nine,”” he said as he left her; and she
promised to keep the tryst on hers,
two miles away across the twinkling
city.

}ust at nine August Helder, prompt for
once, sat at his private instrument on one
corner of Tomorrow’s tower, and joined in
the Bedlam of nervous metallic chatter
that came from the score and more in-
struments about him. The Zomorrow
took no chances on having its despatches
bled. It possessed several absolutely
secret pairs of instruments; and whenever
a man was sent out on a mission that
promised to be at all important, he took
a member of one of these couples with him
and the other was installed at the proper
time on the tower with a trusted operator.
It was a dull night, in a news sense, when
several of the twins were not banging away
together at a furiousrate. Then, of course,
each news agency had its instrument
which was at work; and there was the line
from Washington, that from London,
another from Paris, from Albany, from
Boston, from wherever there might be a
regular or a special correspondent. Con-
sequently the modest, monotonous click-
ing of August Helder passed unnoticed.
Any one seeing him there would think that
he had been entrusted with the reception
of an important private “story.”

But all he was doing was writing over
and over and over again his private call for
Muriel. But Muriel walsa no; Ma; the

ting-place—a trysting-place o rconi
mange?with the twinkling electric lights
everhead and the spangled night city
below. What to this is a canopy of twink-

ling stars and the rutted roadway of a
country lane?

The reason why Muriel was not where
she could hear her “call” whispered
electrically in the magic dark, was that
she was engaged in a delicate diplomatic
mission—a task that delighted her femin-
ine love of intrigue to its last coil. The
European Art Gallery Combine had met
an unexpected obstacle at Dresden where
the reigning head of the Saxon house
refused to permit the gallery in the
Swinger to be “circuited.” Now an Art
Gallery Combine without the Sistine
Madonna was—as Mr. Marshall put it—
like the “play of Hamlet with Romeo left
out.” So they simply had to bring the
Dresden gallery in.

“They know they’ve got us cornered,”
he stormed. “They've got the corner
lot on our block, and they know we’ve
got to have it at any price—so they’re in
to do us, and to do us good.”

The King had declared that his Saxons
“would form a thousand deep around the
Swinger, and defend its treasures while
life-blood in them flowed.”

“That’s his way of shoving the price
up,” growled Mr. Marshall. So finally
he asked the young heir of the house, who
was the art specialist, to run over to New
York and talk it out with him. This
proposal was nearly as dumbfounding as
the plan to “lease” the gallery, and a
series of communications set in that
threatened to outlast the Combine; but
Mr. Robert Marshall cut it all short by
sending an agent to the court who gingerly
hinted the billionaire’s willingness to pay
all the expenses of the trip, and to show
the young man America into the bargain.
“I’m a busy man,” he said; “and that
young man has time to consume in a gas-
saving burner.”

So the young Prince had come, and
Muriel was teaching him Americanese
that evening; and, at the same time,
getting him to see that there were more
people worth the pleasing than his im-
practical Saxons.

“Starlight! Starlight!” called August;
and then waited for an answer. Starlight
was Muriel’s Marconi “call.” But the
Marshall tower was empty. Nowhere in

-
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the wide world would an instrument have
responded to his, if the Egyptian agent
of the Syndicate had not just installed his
new Marconigraph, received that day
from New York; and he and his operator
were still looking curiously at it.

Suddenly it began to talk, but the
signal meant nothing to them. Over and
over again, what was apparently a “call”
was repeated, and then it would stop.

“Perhaps there is a new code coming
by the next mail,” suggested the operator.

“They said nothing of it,” said the
agent; “but you’d better write this down
anyway.” So for an hour the operator
sat there, and at intervals wrote “slt, slt,”
never suspecting that it stood for “Star-
light,” poor Helder's Marconigraphic
pet name for the starry-eyed Muriel.
Starlight was the light of love; sunshine
the shameless slave of a sordid Syndicate.

Then the instrument began to talk
German, and, when it had ceased, the
operator carried the result to his chief.
The busy man took it eagerly, started,
showed open amazement, and then broke
out—

“Great Rameses! But this is a Ger-
man love poem, with a hint of suicide in
it. Call them up as soon as you can to-
morrow for an explanation.”

But it was not explained. Muriel’s
absence was, however; for the Tomorrow
printed an elaborate account of the manner
in which the Saxon Prince spent the
evening at the Marshall mansion, illus-
trating it with a picture of his schloss at
Meissen (where he never lives), with a
view of the Royal Opera House at Dres-
den, a picture of the Prince shaking hands
with Mr. Marshall in the Marshall draw-
ing-room, and a series of diagrams show-
ing how Robert Marshall could carpet the
entire Saxon kingdom with dollar bills
and still have enough to spare to paper
every house in Dresden. Besides this
was a “story” of a former secret morgan-
atic marriage of the Prince, winding up
with the delicate conjecture that the
Marshalls would probably pension this
wife off handsomely in case Muriel
wedded the young man.

August went down to the office, deter-
mined to see the Managing Editor, pour
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out his scorn on him, and resign; but the
city editor saw him first and hustled him
off to report a conference of esoteric can-
nibalism which was beginning at Marble-
head, Massachusetts.

It was four nights later before August
could again sit on the ZTomorrow tower
and call for “Starlight.” But he had
only written the “call” twice when some-
one “broke in” on him. He waited to

read Muriel’s response. It should have

been “Thor.” It was—
“Dry up, will you??”
He obeyed. It was quite like Muriel

at her maddest; but what was the matter?
The Saxon Prince had gone for a trip to
Philadelphia  that very day—But his
machine was talking ahead.

“—has a scheme,” he read, ‘“for im-
prisoning starlight on clear nights and
then keeping it until it is ready to go te
Europe and shine there. How does that
strike you?”

August was so excited that he almost
moved quickly. “Starlight,” could mean
but one thing to him, ticked out on this
private instrument; and all this veiling
language meant that some one might be
listening on the Marshall tower. What
should he say back that would not betray
them both? How long had Muriel been
waiting for him to call? Poor little girl!
The pathetic thought of her waiting,
waiting for him, kept his mind from work-
ing as quickly as he wanted it to—with
her still waiting, and he not knowing what
to answer.

“They cannot imprison Starlight,” he
finally wrote back.

“That’s my theory,” came the prosaic
response; “and I furthermore think that
Europe does not want it.”

“I am not so sure of that,” said the
loyal Helder, thinking of the Saxon
Prince. Surely he was not fool enough
to miss seeing that Muriel was the first
Princess of the world!

“They have starlight of their own,”
came back quickly; and then—*Will
Berlin please keep its chin out of this?”

August sat back in despair. Was
“Berlin” a new name for him?

“I have been wanting to say,” the in-
strument went on, “that T think starlight
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can be imprisoned and that Europe will
be mighty glad to get it.”

“But—"" August began.

“Keep out! Keep out!” came in an
impatient clatter. Then “Thor! Thor!”
repeated several times, like a “call”;
and then—silence!

August leaned over and wrote “slt”
twice and waited. But there was no
response. He thought of this long and
consecutively, trying to put together a
theory that would explain it. But, finally,
logic failing him, he fell back on instinct.
Muriel was in trouble; it was something
about “imprisonment” and “Europe”’;
and she had ended by calling “Thor!
Thor!” They were probably planning
to marry her to the Saxon Prince, and
were keeping close watch on her in the
meantime, lest she should communicate
with him. This was a medizval con-
ception of the situation; but Helder was
more medixval than New York-y. He
was more of a poet than a reporter. He
should have been on the staff of Vesterday.

The true explanation was, of course,
that the Syndicate were discussing a new
scheme for compressing starlight, to sell
as a side-line to sunlight, and the New
York and Cairo men thought that Helder’s
interruption came from the Berlin agent,
whose views they were not seeking just
then. As they were closing, Muriel had
come out on the tower, gone to her in-
strument and called “Thor” on the
chance of his being back from Marble-
head; and was amazed and frightened
to hear her call repeated on the Syndicate
instrument near her. So she went quietly
back down stairs, and the Syndicate
people gave up the struggle for the night.
Apparently the “wires” were crossed in
some way.

Muriel was Marconist enough to know
that the repetition of her “call’” upon the
Syndicate instrument meant that, by
some curious chance, August had hit upon
the same principle as the Syndicate expert,
and that all August had to do was to sit
by his machine to hear all the Syndicate’s
private despatches. This put her in a
nervous flutter; for she wanted to betray
neither their sweet trysting place to her
father nor the secrets of the Syndicate to
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a Tomorrow reporter. She went to bed
quite undecided; and the next day the
Saxon Prince came back from Philadel-
phia, when her diplomatic duties kept her
too busy to think of anything else.

The city editor of Tomorrow heard of
the Prince’s unexpected return, and said
to August:

“Go over to Marshall’s office, Helder,
and ask him if it is true that the engage-
ment of his daughter Muriel to the
young Saxon sprig is about to be an-
nounced.”

August first thought of telling his city
editor to go to the final home of all
sensational journalists; but he was not
an impulsive youth and he waited for the
inevitable second thought which, in this
case, reminded him that this was just the
piece of news he was most anxious to
know the worst about himself. He would
be simply using the prestige of the 7%-
morrow to extract information which
personally he was not likely to obtain.
So he went; and his card admitted him
to the presence of the great man without
delay.

“What can I do for the Tomorrow?”
Mr. Marshall enquired genially as August
entered.

“We wish to know,” said August,
“whether it is true that your daughter
Muriel is engaged to the Saxon Prince.”

Mr. Marshall’s lips smiled, but his eyes
looked curious. He knew that Helder
had been a suitor, and he wondered if his
jealousy had prompted the putting of this
question. Still every vagary of the
mighty Tomorrow was always to be
treated with respect. So he said:

“You may tell your editor that it is not
true, but that I should prefer not to have
the contradiction published. It might
seem to give too much importance to the
report. If your paper will oblige me in
this, I promise to send for you first when
I have any such engagement to announce.
In fact, I will give you a first lien on all
our family matrimonial news.”

August reported this to the city editor
who ratified the compact. It was later
than usual that night before he could get
to his Marconigraph on the tower; and,
when he did, it was chattering away.
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Me sat down and listened. It was talking
about “starlight” and “imprisonment”
again.

“Do you know anything of a ‘green
vault’ at Dresden?” it suddenly asked
him.

“Yes,” he clicked back; and immedi-
ately afterwards his instrument added—
“Sure”—on its own account.

“Well,” it went on, “it will be neces-
sary for us to supply sunshine in perpetu-
ity for it, whatever it is.” There was a
pause and then—Pretty costly, isn’t it?”
and it sounded as if a slower hand were
on the key. Then it struck him for the
first time that this was very fast Marconi-
graphy for a novice like Muriel. But the
faster hand was again writing—* Rather.
But it is that or starlight in the schloss;
and we don’t know yet whether we can
deliver starlight.”

August sat back, his mind whirling.
“Why not promise starlight?” the slower
hand said. “Those Europeans are used
to delays in delivery.”

“That will never do. We want to get
him to complete the bargain while he is
here. When he gets home again, he will
probably think starlight a poor exchange
for his Madonna.”

“His Madonna!” Now August under-
stood. They were bargaining with the
Prince for his Raphael; Muriel being the
price to be paid; and, in some way or
other, their talk was reproduced on his
instrument. But how had they come to
hit upon “Starlight” as a name for
Muriel? How had they come, for that
matter, to duplicate his private instru-
ment? Muriel could not have told them!
He felt sure of that. And, moreover, if
they knew they had duplicated it, they
would not have talked secrets in the
hearing of his Marconigraph. He sat
long by his instrument, but it talked no
more that night; and though he called
“Starlight” again and again, he got no
response.

The next night, he went up on the
tower and sat listening in silence. After
a time, he was rewarded; for his key
began to clatter—but to clatter nonsense.
He knew the trouble in 2 moment. They
were using a private cypher. Laboriously
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he took it down, hoping that his German
patience wou d enable him to work it out;
for it might concern the “sale” of “Star-
light.”

As he passed the city editor’s door on
his way out of the office, that gentleman
called him in.

“Helder” he, said.
hear anything new?”

August stood in silence.

“Whatever made you think news-
gathering was your vocation?” the city
editor went on brusquely. “You are
mentally deaf and blind. You have
never brought me, in three years, one
scrap of news. I can send you for a parcel
of it, neatly tied up and labelled, and
you’ll bring it back quite safely about an
hour after we have gone to press. But
you never seem to hear anything. You
are immune from the contagion of novelty.
You are vaccinated against occurrences
of interest. You are out of the stream of
events. Now, see here! Unless you can
bring me something pretty sensational in
the next forty-eight hours, you will have
to get another office to moon about in.
Now, that’s your assignment. I’ll give
you nothing else. Go and hear something
new for yourself—and chase it in here
pretty lively.”

August went off home with an even
mind, and sat down to unravel the Syndi-
cate’s cypher. He took no interest in
what the city editor had said, except that
it gave him two days’ uninterrupted
leisure to work at the puzzling rigmarole.
It never occurred to him that it might con-
tain an item of news. Butitdid. On the
afternoon of the second day, he sat looking
at the sheet on which he had written the
result of his work, and he thought he must
be mistaken.

d The Prince, he learned, had suddenly
jumped up his price for the Dresden
gallery. Nothing would do him now but
to be made Emperor of Germany. It
seemed that Muriel had put that idea in
his head, in the course of her diplomatic
“jollying,” by asking him why he did not
try for it. She told him that it was a
common thing for Governors of States
over here to get to be President. No
American, she said, thinks there’s any-

“Do you never
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thing too good for him; so he just goes in
and gets it. ‘“Now you've got what is
nearly as good as a Governorship just by
being born.” she went on enthusiastically.
“You should be ashamed of yourself to
think of staying there all your life, doing
no better than your father did. No
American young man would have so little
ambition.  You ought to give that Hohen-
zollern family a run for its money.” Of
course, this was not all in the cypher
despatches, but it is what happened.

So the Prince mentioned the matter to
Mr. Marshall; and Mr. Marshall, who
had a glass or two aboard, said—“Why
not? T'll subscribe to your campaign
fund.” The Prince took all this as seri-
ously as a German does an opera; and
now said to Mr. Marshall.

“When you get me the Crown of Ger-
many, you shall have the Dresden gal-
lery.” And Mr. Marshall, after ten
minutes’ thought, had closed with the
offer; and was Marconigraphing in-
structions to his European agents to open
the campaign.

“We’ve made governors and senators
and judges, and helped to make Presi-
dents before this,” he said. “What’s
the matter with making an Emperor ?”

The beginning of the plan of campaign
was outlined in the despatches, “Spot
cash” was to be used freely, and promises
of increased glory and profit under the
new regime made to all open to that kind
of argument. Dozens of trained emis-
saries were to be sent out at once to feel
the public pulse. Members were to be
elected to the Reichstag; and an effort
made to put the control of the army in
the hands of the different minor Princes.

August, as the magnitude of the plot
developed itself before his mind, thought
first of the city editor. Here was an item
of news that would save his job for him.
Then he thought of Muriel. With this in
his hands, Mr. Marshall dare no longer
refuse him leave to woo. But a rising
volcanic passion of indignation burst upon
his consciousness, and buried both these
ideas from sight. This was an infamous
plot against his beloved Emgeror. “Job?”
or “no job” be Muriel his or a Sax?n
Princess, he must save his Emperor or die!

Long he sat and thought as to how this
might best be done. An obvious way was
to print the whole plot in the Z'omorrow,
but the proper authorities might not take
it seriously. Another plan was to lay his
proofs quietly before the German Consul
and the American Government; but this
would probably ruin Mr. Marshall—and
Muriel was his daughter. He should,
at least, give the billionaire a chance for
his life.

So what he did was to write out a con-
cise story of the plot and leave it in a
sealed envelope with his landlady to be
forwarded to the German Consul in case
he did not ask her for it within two days;
and then he went to the Marshall mansion
and asked for Mr. Marshall.

“None of my family are engaged to be
married yet,” observed the great man
pleasantly, as he shook hands with
Helder.

Not even the prospective Empress?’”
returned August quite as pleasantly.

Mr. Marshall’s eyes contracted. “Not
even the prospective Princess,” he said
slowly.

“I said “Empress,’” corrected August.

“Is ‘Empress’ to be your wife’s nom de
plume?” Mr. Marshall enquired satiri-
cally.

“I shall have no wife,” replied August
simply, “if you make your daughter
Empress of Germany.”

“What do you mean??”

“This,” and August handed him the
translation of his cypher despatches.

Mr. Marshall read them quite through;
and then he looked at August. “Where
did you get this?” he asked as if enquiring
about the weather.

August told him.

“How did you make out the cypher?”

“T took two days to it, and worked it
out,” said August; and then added—
“Unless I stop it personally, a copy of that
will be in the hands of the German author-
ities in two days’ time.”

“How much?” asked Mr. Marshall
laconically.

“Not a cent—nothing except your
promise to give it up,” was August’s
answer. “Look here, Mr. Marshall”
he went on, “you don’t understand”this.

- N
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You could never buy the German throne.
It is not for sale. You would have to
conquer Germany to get it. It would be
easier to invade Germany and carry off
the Dresden gallery itself than to displace
the Emperor. I would go over myself
and die in his defence. Some one has
steered you into a blind alley.”

“H’m,” said Mr. Marshall, and for
two minutes he thought hard. Then he
said—“I’ll give it up. I’ll leave Dresden
out of the Combine. I'll found art
journals to write down the Sistine Madon-
pa. I'll prove that Raphael never saw
it. Tl sidetrack the whole kingdom of
Saxony, and put em out of business.”

“Very well,” said August. “I’ll burn
my story of the plot.”

“So you made a Marconigraph like
ours and you read our cypher in two
days,” observed Mr. Marshall. “Are
you wedded to journalism?”

“1f T was, I could get a divorce on the
ground of desertion,” said August sadly.
“ Our city editor says that I never hear any
news worth printing; and I get the
‘sack’ to-night at eleven o’clock.”

“You can take a desk then to-morrow
at nine in my office,” Mr. Marshall con-
tinued. “The Tomorrow is not as swift
as I thought it was. It ought to have
known how to use a man like you.”

There came a tap at the door; and then
Muriel’s face shown through a swiftly-
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made opening. ‘““Oh, I beg your pardon,
Poppa,” she cried. “I did not know
you were engaged.”

“You know Mr. Helder,” said the
great man with a welcoming gesture
towards the young German.

“Sure!” said Muriel, coming in.
“That is, unofficially,” she went on with
merry eyes, but there was a blush on her
face as she gave her hand to August.

Her father laughed. “Mr. Helder,”
he said, “has a trick of knowing things
unofficially.”

Muriel looked at him enquiringly.
“Oh, I mean nothing, you puss! I never
do. Only, now that I have introduced
you to Mr. Helder, you must let me have
that private Marconigraph of yours.”

“All right,” said Muriel, and she was
not quite so puzzled as she had been.

When August went into the office of
the Tomorrow that night, the city editor
said: A

“Well, have you heard anything worth
printing in two days?”

“No,” said August.

“I knew you wouldn’t,” the man of
lightning decision shot back. “You may
call on the cashier for your salary.”

“Thank you,” said August.

“If you do ever happen to hear any-
thing new,” continued the city editor,
“try to endure it. It won’t happen
again.”




CANADIAN JOURNALISM

BY ROBSON BLACK

(FREDERIC ROBSON)

THERE is a town in the West

which once upon a time main-
tained two newspapers, owned by one
man. In the Tory Banner this man’s
interest was admitted, and his name
stood proudly at the top of the edi-
torial column. Across the road, at the
office of the Grit Breeze, only the
business manager knew where those
fat bundles of copy came from, de-
nouncing each week, the policy and
persons of the Tory Banner, calling
its editor a traitor to all honest idealg
and a poltroon of the basest sort. But
John Blank, the dual author, knew,
and laughed about it each Monday,
a8 he ground out the base calumnies
of the Banner from eight to nine, and
the baser calumnies of the Breeze
from nine to ten.

And this warfare went on for just
one year.

One day a letter came to the edi-
tor of the Tory Banner which read :
“What do you think the editor of
the Brecze deserves at the hands of
a loyal Conservative 2"’ And the an-
swer came, in all innocence: ‘“‘A
drubbing, my friend, that will make
him repent his political sins.”” Just
two hours later a police call was sent
in from the office of the Breeze, but
it was too late, and for many days
John Blank, the dual editor, lay in
the violent ward of the local hospi-
tal, talking brokenly to the doctor
and nurses. As far as I know that
was the Alpha and Omega of dual
journalism in that Western town.
The story is recounted here only to

ey

prepare the way to less Quixotie
phases of Canadian journalism.

This article is set forth, not as a
carping, pessimistic, one-man view,
but it reflects, as T have taken care
to ascertain, the belief of many of
our most wide-awake, experienced
Canadian newspaper men, those who
have had opportunities to look into
fields other than their own.

In every Anglo-Saxon community
the newspaper has been long accept-
ed as a most desirable thing. You
will find it verified so well in our own
West. Some land-seeker reaches an
untouched part of the wilderness, cuts
four sods from the prairie, and plants
there the posts of his cabin. An.
other human lines up beside him.
Two months later come a general
store, a long moustached land-agent,
and an implement dealer: and you
can count about eight months before
the neighbouring town sheets get a
request to place the new Alberta City
Vindicator on their exchange lists.

And down in the big cities it is
much the same in spirit. The after.
noon paper has become the only
means of gratifying a craving curi-
osity; it is our cheapest and most ef-
fective means of learning at a glance
what our neighbour’s left hand dceth
Which all is intended to emphasise
that the Canadian public looks upon
its press as a first rate form of en-
tertainment, in the absence of some-
thing better.

Once upon a time a notion was
held by editors that a newspaper came

P
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into being by the connivance of some
editor and the power of Final Good,
and was carried on as an educational
force in the commusity. That has
long ago been expioded A nawspuprr
& a commercial enterprise, pure and
gimple, to make money, or help soma
man or party to political or other
preferment. This is borne out by the
fact that the greatest newspapers on
the continent claim to be nothing
else than large corporations to give
the public something they desire in
return for the dear public’s money.
And may it not be quite a sound foun-
dation this, and quite in keeping with
the purpose a paper should serve in
a community ? It is questionable
whether the founders or present con-
trollers of the New York Ewvening
Post or the Boston Transcript at any
time whirled in their brains visions
of journalistic messiahs or turned
their thoughts through sleepless
nights upon the uplifting of _the
American people by the city editor.
No, there was a divorce long ago of
the newspaper from that indefinite
thing called moral purpose. News-
papers are probably doing more good
now through an intelligent supervision
of news matter, from a knowledge
of what the people want, than by
preaching morality and .sesthetlcxsm
in every item of the police reporter.
In our smaller cities, the assumption
of this missionary spirit on the part
of budding reporters still leads to the
occasional remark in the “‘local hap-
penings’’ column that “a man who
would beat his wife like Joshua
Jeckyl did last night should be pub-
licly horsewhipped, as such chqracters
are no credit to the town.” But
that sort of thing passes away with
the bursting from the locgl cocoon
and, as the ‘‘metropolitan lqea" gets
s firmer hold, the padding falls
away, and the news of the day is given
without additional moral deductions.

The power of the press has always
been hugely exaggerated by the
papers themselves. Is it not true
that the average Canadian election,

for instance, is decided pretty much
on the policies and records of the
parties and in spite of the marvellous
cavillings of one section of the press
or another? In every town and vil-
lage of Canada may be found two
papers of opposing political views, and
during elections the iulk of their
space and brains is taken up with
stories of the enemy, whizh the wri-
ters well know are the output of mis-
judgment and childish nagging. Even
with this, how often, how very often,
does the public strike a sensible aver-
age of truth? Yet we need not go
far afield to find cities and towns in
Canada where a powerful paper prac-
tically controls the working of muni-
cipal machinery, dictates the legisla-
tion of the council, appoints whom it
will to offices, and cheers the people
on, or reviles them out of their senses
when the current of feeling toward a
certain by-law suits its desires or runs
counter.

After we have granted that Can-
adians like their press and the press
likes Canadians, after we have grant-
ed the very considerable advancement
made by Canadian newspapers in so
young a country, it is still apparent
that they are hampered to an extent
which, if unremedied, will continue
to bar all progress as the population
grows more discriminating and de-
mands something better. There are,
it seems to me, several needs in Can-
adian journalism that strike the
American journalist with particular
force; the lack of a news-gathering
system corresponding to the Ameri-
can Associated Press; the absence of
men in control of papers who are as
big as their opportunity; over-pre-
ponderance of political news; subver
sion of the ‘““human interest’’ ele-
ment of news to recitals of bald fact.

Though it might not at first strike
the casual reader of a Canadian paper,
the methods of getting news in Can-
ada are with some exceptions hap-
hazard and inadequate. We lack
a full-grown Canadian Associated
Press which could be worked just
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like the American method. The
Associated Press of the United States
is one of the most complicated, yet
simplest, machines for the gathering
of news that could be imagined. It is
an association of publishers of news-
papers to cover the happenings of the
whole world, and for the service of all
members of the association. Four
or five of the largest newspaper own-
ers are elected to office, and they ap-
point or re-appoint a general mana-
ger each year. As an indication of
one branch of their service, there are
between eight to ten men employed in
the city of Washington alone, and
these have an entree to news centres
of the Government that are not open
to other correspondents. They have
almost exclusive privileges at the
White House, and, in return, are
bound by hard and fast rules to ob-
serve the proprieties desired in all the
Government’s transactions with the
newspapers. So perfect on the part
of the newspapers taking the “A.P.”
service is the obedience to these rules,
that such an important doecument as
the President’s Message to Congress is
sent out a week or more in advance
of its oral delivery, and on no tempta-
tion would a reputable journal use a
line of it. On one memorable occa-
sion an unwise editor inserted his
““Message’’ a day ahead of time. He
was fined $500, and he had to pay
it. too. In every hole and cranny of
the United States, in most centres of
Canada, and throughout the other
continents, the Associated Press has
its correspondents.

One might ask why such a service,
shared in by our own journals, would
not make them qualified to rank, as
their name implies, papers giving the
news of the whole world, not of their
own back yard and the first ten feet
of their neighbour’s. The answer is
simple. The arrangement under
which even the largest Canadian pa-
per works allows only a re-vamped,
carelessly-edited pot-pourri of what
one man in Buffalo thinks Canadians
would be interested in. It works out
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in this way: The Associated Press
splits up the States into Eastern,
Western, Southern and Central dis-
tricts, and Buffalo is the main dis-
tributing point for Canada. Through
that city comes all the Associated
Press news that reaches Canada, and
what that ““all’”’ means is decided by
one man with a blue pencil, who cutg
out of the dish anything he thinks
Johnny Canuck might choke on.
Moreover, it means that all British
and foreign news, nearly all of it, shall
come through United States channelg,
and how much British sentiment do
you think the Stars-and-Stripes en-
thusiast will let stay in it as i
leaves Buffalo? At its best, the ser-
vice that Canada gets through the
American Associated Press is both
lacking in extensive news value and
destructive of true ideas of British
thought and progress.
Someone  might
have our own subsidised cable,
but telegraph editors between Vie.
toria and Halifax do not groan be-
neath the weight of important mag-
ter throbbing through that same Can.
adian cable, though doubtless it
sometimes gives us good British newg
that would not otherwise reach us.
Outside the Buffalo service, the
manner of filling the papers with
Canadian happenings is most won-
derfully varied. A few of the big
papers can afford to have their own
correspondents in most of the im-
portant towns of the Dominion, whe
work when they like and as accurate-
ly as they like, with small chance of
detection in news faking. They are
under a standing order of their paper
to supply only stories of importang
happenings, such as a murder, a dig-
appearance, or such other event thag
shows humanity going off at a vie-
lent tangent. Then, too, there are
the regular correspondents in each
town for one or two of the abbreviated
news services, and they find a cer.
tain amount of patronage from papers.
In the West there is the Western As-
sociated Press, which does a fair day’s

say that we
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work, but gets a niggardly service
from some of the most important
Eastern news centres. Owing to the
expense of the telegraphic services
and of setting the matter up, a make-
shift arrangement sprang into exist
ence in Toronto whereby an agency
each night makes six or seven columnsg
of stereotyped plates of the news
brought through the office of a morn-
ing paper. Many of the smaller On-
tario papers manage to get along on
such a crutch, but the service is un-
equal to the deserts of a progressive
town, end makes A dead-looking
paper.

To carry the examples of lack of
uniformity still further, some morn-
ing papers work on an arrangement
with New York dailies whereby they
share in the cable service. These
variations in methods are duplicated
in part in the United States, but as
a back-ground they have the most
efficient news-gathering means in the
whole world, the American Associated
Press, and this brings their standard
of efficiency to a point far beyond
ours.

In contrast with conditions at
Washington, our Ottawa despatches
are too partisan and mostly too

The narrower and more vio-
lens the policy of the paper, just
so restricted will be the Ottawa
news that you see. There is
in Ontario, though it is hard to con-
fess it, a journal that keeps a man
at Ottawa to supply stories of the
great speeches orated in the House

members in its own district, and
to elaborate on legislation affecting—
Canada ? Never—just the people of
the few counties in which its eircu-
lation lies. What the Premier is
planning for the present or future of
Canada, no matter, as long as the
new wharf is to be built next spring
at Bing's Ferry.

With an associated press, five or
six men could do all the work neces-
sary at Ottawas. There would be
fifty per cent. less violent colouring,
and a service altogether beyond com-

parison in news value and broad,
patriotic spirit.

A remedy for prevailing conditions
was attempted a few years ago, but,
alack, the fall thereof!

Mr. Jobn Ross Robertson, pro-
prietor of the Toronto Telegram, with
an eye to broadening out and im-
proving Canadian journalism, made a
serious attempt to get newspaper pro-
prietors together and duplicate, as
nearly as possible, the associated
press achievement of brother journal-
ists across the line. But he was
blocked, not by the little fellows be-
hind secondary papers, but by those
in whose hands lay the fortunes of
great publishing concerns. One Mon-
treal publisher said in very plain
sanguage: ““We have built up a news
service by appointing correspondents
throughout the country. It has cost
us lots of money and time Do you
think we are going to strengthen our
weaker neighbours by throwing all
that we have done into a common
pool 2’ Until there is some im-
provement on this two-by-four spirit
in the craniums of some of our metro-
politan newspaper managements the
Canadian press will stick where it is,
and we shall continue to bewail the
lack of a single Canadian newspaper
approximating nalgfnal standing.

There was once upon a time a jour-
nalist in a town of less than twenty
thousand whose name we shall say
was “X."”" He was a man of energy,
close-fisted, and dealt honestly by the
patrons of his paper, so that in time
he gained much money and placed it
in a strong box as a swking fund
against future ambitions.

At the age of thirty-five he left the
small city and bought a controlling
interest in a metropolitan journal.
The property had been a financial
failure when he took it over, but un-
der his genius for close financing it
soon reached a paying basis and be-
gan to move up hill. But, although
he worked early and late, and puzzled
his brains till they revolted, he failed
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to produce anything better than an
enlarged edition of the four-sheet of
his early years. His ideas of journal-
ism had long since lost their elasticity,
and in place of a great iceal for his
hands to work up to, there was a
crystallised copy of the small town
sheet hung forever before his vision.

That man was one of a somewhat
large class in Canadian journalism,
who have forgotten to leave the tan-
bark of the village behind. These men,
of course, are fatally handicapped;
there is no hope. Perhaps a more de-
plorable illustration of the point is the
editor or proprietor with the consum-
ing personal ambition, who uses his
paper as a chess pawn fto suit the
game he is playing. This pandering
to interests that may give political
or social honour, this salaaming with
thirty point headings and suave in-
troductions—it is all very pretty, but
generally misses what it uims at. It
will keep Canadian journalism just
where a great part of it is to-day—
helplessly weighed down with policies
that are provincial to the core and
unfit for the present day in Canada,
where abundance of facilities are of-
fered to produce good journalistic re-
sults.

This is what a managing editor of
one of the largest United States pa-
pers had to say about Cauadian jour-
nalism, and his remarks were found-
ed on a wide experience in the very
field he criticised : ‘“The reporters on
Canaedien journals have just as good
stuff in them as their American com-
rades, but they fail to show up be-
cause their training is prcsy. Bright
and scintillating copy is not at a
premium. Your interviewers insist in
writing copy in the third person, in-
stead of letting the subject talk direct
to the reader. To improve Canadian
journalism to the point where you
will have one or more really national
newspapers there will have to be a
different class of newspaper chiefs,
the men who set the pace for the
staff, and then you may get a Can-
adian Associated Press.”’
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To touch upon another detaii, too
much space is given to politics by the
Canadian press. Why on earth will
our larger papers persist in printing
three columns of a near-great politi-
cian’s rehashed speech? Not five
per cent. of the readers go further
than the head lines, and the proof-
reader is about the only one who
follows the great man’s remarks
closely. Half or three-quarters of a
column will generally suffice to con-
tain the gist of a three bours’ ora-
tion of any but a foremost orator. I
believe that if one were to look for the
reason of all the large and small de-
fects in Canadian papers, it would
simmer down to this: That the centre
of authority in a publishing company
under whose direction comcs the gen-
eral design of the paper, the amouns
and character of its contents, ete.,
fails to quit his desk oceaswonally and
take the place of the man or woman,
tired from a day’s work, glancing over
the pages of the paper to find a
“‘piece’’ that interests. This brings
us naturally to the neglect of the
“human interest’”’ element of news,
as shown in the treatment of matter
by both reporters and news editors.

Let us again illustrate: Cardinal
Logue visited Montreal a short time
ago, and the city, which is three partg
Catholic, figuratively fell upon the
great primate’s neck with joy and
bade him a hearty welcome. There
was an immense turnout at the sta-
tion, a big parade, profuse handshak.
ing; the Archbishop of Montreal,
with his clergy, were present, and
men cheered till they were hoarse.
The Cardinal apparently was a very
genial man, very human, very sus-
ceptible to the graceful courtesies
showered upon him. He visited thig
place and that, in fact, spent several
days in Montreal among his own peo-
ple, blessing them and smiling upon
their warm-hearted serenades. Whag
a chance for a big warm-blooded
story, one might say. Just so, bug
the Canadian newspapers during the
entire time of the Cardinal’s visit in
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Canada spoke of it as they would the
erection of a new bank building—
very respectfully, very accurately, but
without any human atmosphere. Staid
and formal narratives of just what
happened. But the readers of news-
papers want something more, they
want the spirit of the occasion; they
want impressionism in place of cata-
loguing, not canary-coloured journal-
ism, mind you, but clever descriptive
““human interest’’ sket:hes—stuff
that pulsates. The man who inter-
prets the atmosphere of a court-
room where a murder trial is going on
i3 worth ten of his dull-souled fellow,
who writes down lines of verbatim
evidence only, the kind of journalist
who sees the yellow primrose by the
river’s brim, as one primrose—not
even a yellow one.

That phrase, ‘“‘human interest’
story, has been worn almost thread-
bare by indiscriminate usage and now
applies in careless conversation to
everything, even to a good dog fight;
but it is what the peorle want
Cardinal Logue (and I cite his case
because it is recent and the most
glaring) is far more interesting, and
does more interesting things than get
off a train and shake hands with a
bishop. But because the mass of
stay-at-home people never got near
the dear old man in the articles writ-
ten about his visit, he rassed from
sight soon and was forgotien.

Now notice a contrast. The Car-
dinal went to New York He was
far more a stranger there than in
Catholic Quebec, and one might think
he would prove of far less interest to
newspapers. Not so. They gathered
about him respectfully, in excellent
humour and sympathy, snd treated
him always as a great prelate of a
great church. His Eminence saw fit
to go to Coney Island one day, and
there to spend his five cents in a
shooting gallery, like any schoolboy.
Was not that a chance for a human
interest touch ? Naturally, and even
the staid old New York Evening Post
unbent to tell its readers about this
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dear old man, with the dignity of the
Pope upon his shoulders, arguing with
his fellow-churchmen that he could
hit the clay pipes oftener than they.

To call up another illustration
where Canadian newspapera would ap-
pear to have ‘“‘tumbled” ‘and it is
not given as an unrelated anecdote,
but rather to prove the existence of
a chronic fault shared ‘n degree by
all). In a Canadian city a short
while ago society turned out en masse
to a benefit given by a local charity
at the leading summer resort near
the city. Men and women of ex-
clusive social sets thronged to the pub-
lic rendezvous where gaieties flour-
ished brilliantly for the greater part
of the afternoon. It happened that
the certain resort was to that city
precisely the same as Coney Island
18 to New York. But had New York
society suddenly trooped over to
Coney Island for an afternoon of
charitable nonsense, how long would
a New York paper have besn in see-
ing the opening for a big ‘*human in-
terest’” story? Not long, I warrant
you. But with a corresponding event
in this other city one might have
searched the papers long into the
night without finding more than a
brief and prosy paragraph of intro-
duction and (most horrible) a list of
names.

Here is the motto of the New York
Evening Post, printed every day at
the head of the editor’s column: ““The
design of this paper is to diffuse
among the people correct information
on all interesting subjects, to incul-
cate just principles in religi~n, morals
and politics, and to cultivate a taste
for sound literature.’

That is a pretty solid cods of news-
paper ethics—but it wag rmulated,
not to-day, but in 1801, ths date be.
ing carefully attached to the Post’s
preachment,

. If this were your model of ideal
journalism, could you find one Can-
adian paper toeing the mark in one
single clause ? No, nor to any other
code which contains in its body an
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expressed adherence to a broad news-
gervice or an all-Canada evirit.

In what has been said before little
reference has been made to any
other than the chief city dailies, for
the reason that they are the mould
in which the smaller jonrnals are
fashioned. An idea once flaunted in
journalism, whether in msake-up, ad-
vertising schemes, or judgment of
news importance is quickly imitated
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throughout the country. All hope of
improving the tone of Canadian jour-
nalism must lie in an awakening of
the big fellows.

But a journalistic sleep, especially
if the creditor is not pinching, holds

many fond dreams—dreams that
bring only wind-blown fairies who
murmur ‘‘All’s well, all’'s well.”

The waking-hour in Canadian jour-
nalism will be well worth waiting for.

WALIL STREET

By J. D. LOGAN

Thou siren, loathsome yet exceeding fair,
Procuress to the gaping jaws of hell,
Whose million-million victims by thy spell

Lie foully strangled in thy flaming hair,

Iike flies enmeshed within the spider’s snare,
Oh! by what wiles, satanic, subtle, fell,
Dost thou the avid human horde impel

To proffer thee their most perfervid prayer!

Thou art that darkest, deepest, foulest Lie—
Half truth, half falsehood, a monster strong to thrall
The grasping, clutching beast in human kind,
So doth men’s eyes consuming Passion blind
Until to Avarice a prey they fall;
And duped, and broken, gladly will to die!




MOUNTAINEERING
IN THE CANADIAN ROCKIES

BY FRANK YEIGH

“The joy of life in steepness overcome

And victories of ascent, and looking
down

On all that had looked down on us.”

~—Tennyson,

Moeuntain climbing in Canada dates
from only a quarter of a century ago,
while mountaineering as a sport or
pastime is less than half a century old,
even in Switzerland or

the honour will fall to Swiss, Eng-
lish and American alpinists, whose
highly creditable feats will be men-
tioned later.

It is the intention of the writer to
deal with the Rocky Mountaing alone
in this article, leaving the exploits in
the Selkirks for later treatment.

The conquering of the summits of

India, among the Alps or
the Himalayas.

The penetration of our
British Columbian and
Albertan ranges by the
Canadian Pacific Railway
in 1886 opened the way
for the alpinist, when,
for the first time, the
vast solitudes of Rockies
and Selkirks, of Gold and
Cascade Ranges, were
made accessible to others
than the surveyor or ex-
plorer, the hunter or the
gold-seeker.

The story of the first
ascent of giant mountains
is always thrilling. The
honour of this pioneer al-
pine work in Canada be-
longs, one is glad to re-
cord, to Canadians, if
the climbs undertaken in
the pursuit of official
duties be included, as
they certainly should. If,
however, the credit is

kept for only those who
climb as a pastime, then
5—441

FINAL PEAK IN THE ASCENT OF MOUNT STEPHEN
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the Rockies began with the ascent of
Mount Stephen on September 9th,
1887, by Mr. J. J. McArthur, a mem-
ber of the Canadian Topographical
Survey, accompanied by ‘‘Tom”
Wilson, a well-known mountaineer
now resident in Banff. It must
be remembered that this and
similar tasks were performed un-
der special difficulties, and without
the assistance of expert Swiss guides
or the guidance of blazed trails as is
now possible. They had, moreover,
to carry heavy supplies as they made
their way into the interior valleys, and
heavier instruments had to be taken
to the summits for the purpose of
their topographical work.

Mr. MecArthur, therefore, has the
honour of being the first to set foot
on the roof of the great Cordillerean
Range ; the first to stand on the King
of the Rockies, as Mount Stephen is
known. Hidden away in an unattrac-
tive looking Government blue book is
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the interesting story of the eclimb:

““Started at 4.30 on September 9,
1887. The slope leading to the top of
the blade-like ridge was very steep
and covered with a slaty debris, which
carried us back at every step. Any
attempt to sit down resulted in being
rarried with an avalanche of shale a
considerable distance before we could
arrest ourselves. Viewing the sharp,
broken declivities up which we would
have to climb before we should reach
the turret-shaped cliffs at the top, we
began to realise the dangers and diffi-
culties of the task. Perpendicular
walls often rose before us, the only
possible way up which lay through
sharp V-shaped gorges broken by short
precipices. We had to keep close to-
gether and exercise great care, as the
displacing of one stone caused a per-
fect avalanche of rock and gravel.
Reaching the base of the turret, we
started up another gorge. Progress at
times was not much greater than on a
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treadmill, as the sliding gravel set in
motion by our feet poured with a
continuous roar over the precipices
below. At last a perpendicular wall,
several hundred feet high, rose before
us. Inseribed on the rock were three
names and the date, September 6,
1886 (representing the highest point
then attained).

“Foot by foot we made our way,
cutting steps as we ascended, and in
time reached the ledge of rock and
looked down the perilous slope. A
slip on the glare surface meant death,
and how we were to get down again
caused us no little anxiety. Crawl-
ing along dangerous ledges and up
steep narrow gorges, we groped our
way. At length we reached the top
of what we had judged from below to
be the highest point of the mountain.
But another wall arose several hun-
dred feet higher. We moved along to
a slanting rift, up which we clam-
hered, sometimes dependent for a hold
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CATHEDRAL PEAK IN THE DISTANCE, LEFT HANI

on the first joints of our fingers. After
& perilous climb of about a hundred
feet we arrived at a débris-covered
slope leading to the top of the ridge.
It was like a much-broken wall, in
some places not more than three feet
wide. It required all our nerve to
crawl about the eighth of a mile on
the top of one of these half-balanced
masses to the highest point on. the
mountain, 6,385 feet above the rail-
way track.

“The air was perfectly still, but the
smoke, finally reaching our level from
the valleys, made the earth beneath
appear like the surface of an ocean,
the peaks of the surrounding moun-
tains resembling islands, or rather im-
mense icebergs. We erected a cairn.
Descending, we backed down to the
edge of the rift up which we had
made our way, and with our faces to
the rock, and studying every move,
at’ times clinging with the fingers to
the shallow crevices and searching for
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toe-holds, we gradually worked our
way down.”’

One of Mr. MecArthur’s reports of
this period contains a suggestive para-
graph that his work of a single year
covered more than four hundred
square miles, during which he estab-
lished thirteen triangulation and twen-
ty camera stations which, with the
setting of signals, involved the elimb-
ing of thirty-eight mountains ranging
from 7,000 to over 10,000 feet above
the sea. Truly that is a record that
deserves to be resurrected from a Gov-
ernment archive! .

The eclimbing work of other Can-
adians deserves mention, such as that
of W. S. Drewry, Otto J. Klotz and
Arthur O. Wheeler, all connected
with the Canadian Topographical Sur-
vey. Mr. Wheeler has, during the
pu'rsuit of his official duties, ascended
over one hundred peaks in Rockies
and Selkirks, and is still adding to the
record. A few years ago three Toron-
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tonians—Professor A. P. Coleman, of
Toronto University, his brother L. Q.
Coleman, and L. B. Stewart, covered
a distance of two hundred miles from
a base around the sources of the
Athabaska River, mostly through en-
tirely unmapped territory. Among the
mountains climbed by the trio, eight
were over 9,000 feet and three over
10,000, while four passes of over 7,000
feet were negotiated.

Another peak ascended by Mr. Me-
Arthur and his assistants was Cascade
Mountain at the head of the Canmore
Valley. A hoary old monster of rock
is the Cascade, bearing on its surface
the scars and creases of aeons of time.
It was first climbed in 1886, the effort
being attended with considerable la-
bour and discomfort, not to speak of
danger, as there was still a great quan-
tity of snow on the mountains, and
snowslides were of frequent occur-
rence. Achieving the summit, My,
MecArthur recorded his opinion that
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therefrom is to be found one of the
finest and most extensive views in the
Rockies, embracing the Bow River
and the Cascade, Spray and Simpson
Valleys.

On another occasion the weather
conditions on the Cascade were very
unfavourable. Flying snow clouds fre-
quently obscured the landscape and
compelled the surveyors to remain for
hours half frozen on the summit.

A near neighbour of the Cascade is
Castle Mountain. On one of the as-
cents made by the MecArthur party,
they were overtaken by a tremendous
rain and snow storm, which lasted for
several days. One section of the party
was compelled to camp in eighteen
inches of snow, with plenty more still
coming down. Only a few weeks be-
fore they had been snowed in for nine
days on the Great Divide. Others of
the staff were similarly snow-bound
for four days, being unable to procure
stones for signal building as the top
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MOUNT SHEOL ON THE RIGHT,

MOUNT TEMPLE ON THE LEFT

of the mountain was a solid mass of
Experiences such as these well
illustrate the hardships involved and
the dangers overcome by these plucky
Canadian mountaineers in the pursuit
of their professional calling.

Mr. J. H. Scattergood, of Phila-
delphia, is among those who early
climbed Mount Stephen, a record of
which is found in the visitors’ book
kept at the Field hotel:

“With weather misty and damp,
though promising, we left Mount Ste-
phen House at 5.45 a.m. A good trail
leads through the wood, with an easy
rise, and this continues on the steep
ridge of a great mound of earth re-
sembling a moraine in shape, until
the lower edges of fossil-bearing strata
are reached. These continue for per-
haps 1,000 feet in altitude, and excel-
lent trilobites and other fossils, clearly
defined, can be found at every hand.
A little farther up, a prospector’s lode
for copper ore was passed. Following

1ce.
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the great western ridge, the small
horizontal part about two-thirds of the
way up was reached at 8.05. Up to
this point the climb had been over

loose slate and had been very tire-
some, so that the change to larger

stones which here occurs was very
acceptable, although the latter had
been covered slightly with recent
snows. This stair-like climb over
rocks large and small continues until
the first columns which form the sum-
mit are reached. These are at an
altitude of 9,470 feet, and our time
at them was 9.45. At this point the
course becomes much steeper, and
leads up slightly to the right and be-
tween two small lines of columns,
until a level bit is reached at an alti-
tude of 9,750 feet. Here we were
greatly disgusted to see the weather
turn into a snow storm. It was very
cold, but as the summit was only
about 600 feet higher, we decided to
go on. The rope was here put on.
From this point the climb changed its
nature altogether. Instead of the
easy though tiresome slopes of the
' an altogether unexpected

mountain,
steep climbs on rocks

series of
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became necessary, which not only
added interest to the climb, but
made very great care necessary, par-

ticularly with the bad weather condi-
tions and previous deep snow. Skirt-
ing to the right, a steep snow couloir
was reached where, the snow turning
to ice, it became necessary to lem'e
it and go around, first under and then
on top of a short but sharp arete,
which led to the top of the couloir

‘A way was then found straight
up a rock face for perhaps seventy-
five feet. This is the hardest bit of
climbing on the mountain, though it
is not so difficult as it looks. With
the intense cold and driving snow,
and with all the rocks completely hid-
den under two feet of snow, we found
it necessary to again edge to the right
until we reaohed the summit, at 1 40
p-m., at an altitude of 1,350 feet by
the l)m'omoter The final elimb of onlv
six hundred feet in altitude had re-
quired almost three hours. At the
summit we found a large cairn and a
flag pole bearing a much torn Can-
adia,n flag.

“Inasmuch as there was absolutely
no view owing to the storm, and we
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were masses of ice and suffering se-
verely, the descent was started almost
immediately. We followed our up-
ward course exactly. The descent
from this point was made easier by
the fall of snow during the day, so
that we came rapidly down and
reached the hotel again at 5.50. Total
time, 12 hours, 5 minutes.”

Cathedral Peak is Mount Stephen’s
nearest neighbour on the south-east—
a gigantic mass of bare rocks whose
perpendicular cliffs overawe the be-
holder when viewed from the base.
Mr. Scattergood attempted its ascent
on September 15, 1900, but met with
failure. Almost carried off his feet
by the blinding snow, he scaled a
treacherous looking glacier to a height
of 9,675 feet, but here further pro-
gress was utterly impossible, for an
absolutely vertical cliff rose to a
height of seventy-five feet on each
side. Thus thwarted, though near the
summit, the climber and his guide
were forced to descend defeated.

In the same month of the same
vear, Cathedral Peak was successfully
negotiated by Rev. James Outram, an
intrepid Scotch alpinist, who has since

“u7

added many Canadian virgin peaks
to his honour roll. Apart from the

wonderful extent, beauty and grand-

eur of the panorama unfolded from
the summit of the Cathedral crags,
the character and fantastic formation
of the mountain makes it a most in-
teresting study as well as an object
of exquisite beauty from all points of
approach.

On August 26th, 1901, Mr. Outram
again climbed Cathedral Peak with
Klucker and Bossonary as his Swiss
guides. ““We left the hotel at Field,”’
he writes in the record, “‘at 5.25
a.m. and walked up the railway track
for about three-and-a-half miles, as-
cending 500 feet, and moved up the
slopes under the crags at 6.30. We
gained a ridge at an elevation above
Field of 3,000 feet at 8 o’clock, and
after a brief halt proceeded to traverse
the slopes of loose rocks and débris,
which are worse on this mountain
than on any other T have seen even
in this erumbling limestone district.
Across rugged ribs of rock and stony
gullies we made our wearisome way,
passing the couloir ascended by Scat-
tergood in his attempt on the crags,
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This opens up four routes to
the centre of Cathedral
Mountain, from any of
which the main peaks of the
crags may be ascended.’’

Mr. Outram also devoted
his attention to neighbour-
ing peaks in the central
range of the Rockies,
ascending Mount Vaux,
10,570 feet high, and Mount
Chancellor, with its dark
cliffs and pyramidal sum-
mit towering a mile above
the Kicking Horse River.
The climber was overtaken
by a severe storm on the
Chancellor, the thunder re-
verberating with magnifi-
cent effect from peak to
peak. Just at sunset it
cleared, and a wonderful
vision of Mount Goodsir
was vouchsafed. The storm
had powdered all the cliffs
with fresh snow and the
rosy tints from the dying
sun on cloud, rock, snow
and glacier were vn(hantmg
in thgn beauty.

But Mr. Outram’s master

A SNOW GULLY ON MOUNT ABERDEEN. THE AUTHOR OF
THIS ARTICLE IS THE SECOND IN LINE FROM THIS END

till we reached a long steep couloir
immediately north of the huge cliffs of
the main peak. From here we had a
straight up-climb by snow and ice with
occasional detours on to the rocks
on either side to the col between the
erags and the main summit. Thence
easy snow aretes led to the summit.
at an altitude of 10,100 feet. Here
we remained two hours, enjoying the
fine panorama, and at 1.10 descended
nearly to the col and then went down
the nlamor on the north-west under
the w al] of the ridge that projects be-
tween the Wapta fmd Cataract valleys
above Hector. Forty minutes suf-
ficed to bring us to the base, and in
fifty minutes more we had passed the
woods and gained the O’Hara Lake
trail, arriving at Hector station at 3.30.

effort was the conquering of
lordly Mount Assiniboine—
the Matterhorn of Canada
—on September 3rd, 1901. A brief
recital is entered by the climber in
the Field log book:

““Chr. Hasler, Chr. Bohren and 1
went by train to Banff on August 30
and were met there by W. Peyto, our
outfitter, and J. Sinclair, with horses,
ete. On August 31, at 1.45 p.m., our
four pack horses, led by Peyto and
driven by Sinclair, started, the guides
and I following on foot. We went up
Healy Creek and camped at 6.30,
near the foot of the last lateral valley
before the head of the Simpson Pagq
Next day, by Peyto’s energy and
skill, we did a huge day’s work of
over thirty miles, crossing ridges over
7,000 feet high and with much timber
work and climbing to the lake side at
the north base of Mount Assiniboine.

e
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“"Next day we started on our climb,
passing around to the south-west arete
by the two cols north-west and west
of the mountain. We were then en-
veloped for the day in mist and sleet,
but got up to a pinnacle on the south-
east ridge about 11,000 feet high. On
September 8, in good weather, we got
off at 6.10, reaching the north-west col
—9,000 feet—at 7.55, the west col—
9,500 feet—at 8.45, the south-west
arete—9,500 feet—at 9.20. We then
climbed up the south-west arete to the
base of the big cliff belt—10,700 feet
—and turned to the left gap between
the September 2 pinnacle and the
main peak, ascending ledges, gullies
and cracks to the south arete, 11,500
feet, at 12.10, and the summit, 11,800
feet, at 12.35.

““The summit is a twin one, snow-
covered and much corniced. Descent
by north arete and face—the most
difficult bit of work yet undertaken in
Canada. Steep insecure broken rocks
and very steep icy slopes for 2,000
feet, 2.20 to 6.10 p.m. Then easier
rocks to glacier and so to camp at
7.45. A splendid traverse. Returned
to Banff on the 4th and Field on the
5th, next morning. A snow storm
on the night of the 3rd closed the peak
for the season.”

Though so modestly recorded, the
ascent of Assiniboine still stands as
one of the great mountaineering feats
in Canada. One would scarcely gather
from this unadorned tale that the
pyramidal top of Assiniboine was be-
fore this regarded as inaccessible, that
two of its sides are nearly perpendicu-
lar, one being a sheer precipice of 600
feet, and that the upper part of the
pyramid is partly glare ice and partly
loose limestone rock. The record does
not state that a slip meant certain
death, with a sheer fall of hundreds
of feet, nor that the intrepid hunter
of hills descended the peak on its
northern and perpendiculay side—a
daring task that called for two hours
or over for the first thousand feet.

Mount Goodsir, which is visible to
the traveller soon after leaving Field

¢
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west-bound, remained unconquered
until 1894, when Professor Parker, of
Columbia University, and Professor C.
E. Fay, of Tufts College, Mass., ac-
complished the difficult task. Its peak
is very bald and blunt, abrupt and
rough, icy at times and at others so
loftily inaccessible as to discourage
any but the most persistent. Speak-
ing of the ascent, Professor Parker
said :

“Mount Goodsir is almost perpen.
dicular and it is no wonder that it
had been declared impossible of as-
cent. In one place we went up over a
very narrow ridge—an arete in the lan-
guage of mountaineers. It had an edge
like a knife, and when we had sur-
mounted it we landed at & cornice of
snow. This arete was only a foot
wide, and on both sides were chasms
thousands of feet deep . A mis-step
would have meant death. T had, |
believe, the two best guides in the
world. One of them, Christian Kauff-
man, boasts, and it is no vain boast,
either, that he never makes a'step
he is not sure of. He tries every
place that he proposes to step before
he really trusts his weight to it. The
real dangers in mountain climbing are
the breaking away of the rock or pro-
jection by which one is climbing, or
the possibility of being carried away
by an avalanche, or of being hit by
some stone or fragment of ice that
has become dislodged or detached
from a cliff perhaps thousands of feet
over one’s head.

"“But to return to Goodsir. In places
all that saved us was the compact
strength of the snow. We were roped
together, of course, and after reach-
ing the cornice to which I have re-
ferred, it was nec to ascend
this for 800 feet only to reach the
face of a cliff 100 feet high and almost
perfectly perpendicular. A ledge two
or three inches wide would have been
a luxury here. We had to climb by
means of little projections of stone,
possibly an inch out from the main
rock, and since we had to, we did it.
It is unbelievable the things a man



450

can do when he has to. And having
overcome that difficulty, we were con-
fronted with a worse one — another
ridge of snow and rock similar to the
one we had encountered lower down.
In this case the edge was not more
than two inches wide, but we must
either go over it or own that Goodsir
had beaten us. It was the point at
which previous parties had turned
back, the point beyond which the peak
was declared impassable. No human
being had ventured beyond it.

“But I had not come so far to be
beaten—to give up the struggle simply
because others had done so before me.
1 thought that with a clear head and
steady nerves I could go over it. And
over it I went. It required the most
careful movements and the utmost
nicety in balancing, but it was finally
past, and at the farther end was the
summit — Mount Goodsir was con-
quered at last. I was looking down on
a sea of peaks, blue and white, gleam-
ing and glistening in their snows, and
draped with ever-changing clouds,
fleecy and ethereal as gauze draper-
jes. It was a sight never to be for-
gotten, one which fully repaid me for
all the dangers I had faced to see it.
It was the finest view in all British
Ameriea.”’

Professors Parker and Fay achieved
two other notable victories in the
Rockies in the ascent of Hungabee
(the Indian term for ‘‘Chieftain’’),
which encloses Paradise valley on the
west, and Deltaiorm, one of the Ten
Pcaks on the range of that name.

“The peak of the Chieftain’s cap is
as precipitous as that of the Matter-
horn,”’ says Prof. Parker. ‘‘The first
part of the journey was very steep
and we were getting along finely when
suddenly we came on a vertical cliff
in the solid rock, what mountaineers
call a ‘chimney.” This is one of the
most dangerous obstructions that a
mountain-climber can meet. This one
was only a little over two feet wide,
and more than 100 feet high. The
only way to get up it was by bracing
our feet on tho inside walls and work-
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ing slowly upward. As there was noth-
ing to cling to it was not exactly an
easy job, but by care and hard work
we finally reached the top and found
ourselves on a steep slope covered
with a thin layer of snow. And this
was almost as bad as the chimney.

“It extended for about six hundred
feet and we had to crawl up it, only
to find ourselves at the base of the
last cone, 800 feet from the summit,
and a split about three feet wide on
the rock which must be crossed. That
split came near being our undoing.
We could not jump it, because there
was practically nothing on the other
side to land on—nothing but a ledge
of rock about an inch wide. So we
had to slowly lift ourselves over, and
for the third time during the ascent
we were in a position of fearful dan-
ger, danger beyond any that a moun-
tain-climber takes as a matter of
course, and which goes to make up
much of the fascination of climbing.
But at 11 o’clock in the forenoon we
succeeded in reaching the summit of
the great Hungabee. The ‘Chieftain’
who had reared his head unconquered
for so many ages was now beneath
my feet.

“Next I decided to have a try at
Deltaform, another great mountain
which had baffled all who tried it.
As much as Goodsir was beyond all
my previous experience, and Hunga-
bee was beyond Goodsir, Deltaform
was difficult beyond Hungabee.

““For hundreds of feet we had to
climb straight into the air, with
scarcely a place where we could get
foothold of any sort. Every device
whereby a mountain tries to main-
tain its exclusiveness was in Delta-
form’s repertoire. Every possible ob-
stacle warned us back. Chimneys,
crevasses, traverses, vertical cliffs and
solid ice were all in my path and all
had to be surmounted. It took me
twenty-one hours, and they were
twenty-one hours of mighty strenuous
work. Every minute I was undergo-
ing tremendous exertions and facing
terrible dangers. The mountain is
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11,200 feet high, and we were on its
bleak sides all night. It took me four
hours to climb the last 100 feet to
the summit. And for all of the last
4,000 feet I was overcoming the great-
est difficuities, and at any minute a
false step would have meant death to
all three of us. It was the hardest
mountain I have ever climbed.

““No climb ever made in Switzer-
land can compare with it. Climbing
the Matterhorn is like walking up a
stairway in comparison. It was the
toughest climb, too, I ever made, but
if there is a tougher, I, of course,
hope to make it some day. But it is
quite tough enough.

“T decided to next round off the
geason with Mount Biddle, another
mountain deemed ‘inaccessible.” It
is almost perpendicular near the top,
but after what I had been through it
wag a pienic. Of course, it was
harder than any of the Alps. The
Swiss Alps are child’s play compared
with those mountains in British Col-
umbia and Alberta which I have just
conquered.

“While I have only described my
ascents, the descents are always in-
finitely more dangerous than the as-
cents. Of course, I always went down
the same way I had gone up, but
going down those pinnacles and cliffs
was very much the harder proposi-
sion. It was impossible to see where
to place the feet, and yet if they had
been placed wrongly it would have
been instant death not merely to the
man making the mis-step, but to the
others who were roped to him as well
Every minute is full of danger. For
instance, on the day down Hungabee
—when we reached the ‘chimney,’
which T have described in telling of
the ascent—an avalanche was sweep-
ing down on us, and we had only just
gotten out of its path when it struck.
It isn’t pleasant to think how close
death passed us by.”

The Lake Louise district has been
the scene of some notable climbing
conquests. In 1897 Mount Victoria—
“the big snow mountain above the
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lake of little fishes,’’ according to the
poetic interpretation of the Indian—
was climbed by Charles E. Fay, J.
N. Collie, Arthur Michael and a Swiss
guide, Peter Surbach. Many travel-
lers have gazed upon this mighty snow
sheathed mass of rock dominating
Lake Louise and constituting the ver-

tebree of the continent and the
Rockies.
Walter D. Wilecox, author of

“‘Camping in the Canadian Rockies,"
was a pioneer alpinist in this delec-
table region. Hazel Peak and Mount
Temple were ascended by him on two
successive days, the first peak being
10,870 feet above the sea, and Mount
Temple considerably more. The lat-
ter, while one of the most inspiring,
is yet one of the most forbidding in
the great cluster of summits that
marks this winderful region. There
are seven or eight peaks within a
radius of six miles, each over 10,000
feet high! Two attempts were made
by Mr. Wilcox on the great Temple.
At 10,000 feet he came suddenly to a
vertical wall of rock about 400 feet
high, and actually leaning over in
many places. Never in his life had
he been so impressed with the stern
and desolate side of nature. All was
gloomy, cold and monotonous in col-
our. Three thousand feet helow, a
small lake was still bound fast in the
iron jaws of winter. Tnert, inanimate
nature seemed to hold perpetual rule
in an everlasting winter where man
rarely ventures. Finally the venture-
some climber in this weird domain
of silence reached the exalted throne
of the mountain, and in honour of the
event many a hearty cheer rent the
thin air from the little party of three,
for they were standing where no man
had ever stood before, and probably
at the highest altitude yet reached in
North America north of the TUnited
States boundary.

It will thus be seen that many of
the higher peaks of the Rockies,
mostly contiguous to the railway, have
been climbed by Canadian, Scotch,
United States and Swiss mountain-
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eers. A fresh stimulus to this king of
pastimes, as its devotees would fain
term it, has been given by the organi-
sation of the Alpine Club of Canada.
Its first camp, held in July of 1906 in
the Yoho region, was described in The
Canadian Magazine for July, 1907.

During the summer of 1907 the
camp was held in Paradise Valley,
when an even larger number entered
the ranks of the qualified by climbing
Mounts Temple and Aberdeen, while,
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in 1908, the camp was held in Rogers’
Pass of the Selkirks. The 1909 camp
will be held in July at Lake O'Hara.

One of the many commendable
objects of this, the youngest al-
pine club in the world, is to
make known to Canadians the
great heritage of hills they possess
in the Rocky Mountains, and, in mak-
ing it known, to encourage mountain
climbing as one of the most exhilarat-
ing and uplifting of pastimes.

THE SNOW-BIRDS

(LS OISEAUX BLANCS)
FROM THE FRENCH OF LOUIS FRECHETTE
Bv JOHN BOYD

When 'neath the wintry skies

The snow-clad valley lies,

When ever-green arise

The stately pines on high,

When from their branches tossed,

Dissolving in the sun,

Fast falls the silvery frost;

When April seems to stray

From out its destined way—
From spring to us they come,
These messengers so gay !

Far from softer rests,

In more benignant climes—

Where sun of summer shines;

Where, hid by silken moss,

Untouched by snow or frost,

Lie hidden other nests—

You wing your speedy flight

To shores as bleak as night.
May sends you on your ways
To tell of happier days!

When seen, your silken wing,

Oh, little birds, you bring

Peace to the mournful soul;

Away the dark clouds roll;

The heart is stirred with joy,

With joy without alloy;
From God, sweet birds, you bring
The hope of gladsome spring.

From the cold and the snow,
From tempest and flood,
May God in His love
His protection bestow,

Little birds!




EUPHEMISMS

BY F. BLAKE CROFTON

THE tendency of mankind to soften

repellent ideas by pleasant or
playful terms is as wide-spread as the
tendency to veil physical ugliness.
Death, ‘‘the King of Terrors,”’ the
bug-bear of all mortals save philoso-
phers and devotees, is described in
many soothing terms and phrases. The
restfulness of death is suggested in
such synonyms as ‘‘falling asleep,”
and ‘‘entering into one’s rest.”” The
idea that to die is to join a vast and
goodly company is conveyed in the ex-
pression ‘‘going over to the majority."’
In some phrases dying is represented
as a mere change of scene; the dead
are the ‘‘departed’”’ or the ‘‘de-
ceased,”” which means the same. On
the principle of whistling to keep one’s
courage up, death is spoken of, in flip-
pant slang, as ‘‘passing in one’s
checks'’ or ‘‘going to Davy Jones’
locker.”’ ‘‘Kicking the bucket’’ can
hardly be called a euphemism, for
the ‘“‘bucket’’ in this phrase meant
the cross beam to which the feet of
slaughtered. pigs were tied. Arch-
bishop Sandys, when in danger of be-
ing executed (Froude’s England, 6,
27) expressed his fears that he and his
friends would be ‘‘made deacons of”
—=a deacon’s crown being usually
gshorn. Among criminals hanging is
spoken lightly of as being “‘stretched’’
or as ‘‘a dance upon nothing.”

A number of euphemisms are em-
ployed to gloze over immoralities. Cer-
tain women have been called petites
dames, bona robas, filles de joie. In-
continence is sometimes miscalled
gallantry or even love—an idea that is
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embodied in the word ‘‘paramour.’’
The French are much given to this
kind of euphemism. It is one of their
pleasant ways of making ‘‘vice itself
lose half its evil by losing all its gross-
ness,”'—to use the pretty but ques-
tionable phrase of Burke. ‘‘Frisky,"
““fast,”’ flirtatious,”’ are often mildly
applied to persons deserving harsher
epithets.  Conversations now are
“risky’’ that fifty years ago would
have been taboo. The American
squeamishness that substituted a
“limb” for a ‘‘leg”’ and condemned
the innocent use of words because in
other connections they might convey
an improper meaning, appears to be
dying out. Of persons addicted to
such finical euphemisms one may well
say ‘‘Honi soit qui mal y pense.”’ An-
other variety of squeamishness very
inaccurately substitutes ‘‘Hades'' for
““Hell,” which the translators of the
Bible have the bad taste to use in-
variably in its proper place. Certain
euphemisms, of course, are originated
and required by a regard for decency.

The repulsiveness of insobriety is
cloaked by soothing epithets, such as
“mellow,”” “‘merry,”” “jolly screwed, '’
“primed,”’ ‘“‘tight.”’ Sometimes
“‘worshipper of Bacchus' is called
“maudlin,” a term which originally
implied a likeness to the Weeping
Magdalene ; sometimes he is said to
be ‘‘as drunk as a lord,” a left-handed
compliment to the nobility that for-
merly was fairly well deserved. Some
seductive names are given to intoxi-
cants: ‘‘parfait amour,”” '‘Cream of
the valley” (gin), ‘““White satin’
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(gin), ‘‘mountain dew,” ‘‘liebfrau-
milch,”’ ‘‘benedictine.”” Indeed some
liqueurs have names that might com-
mend them to unwary teetotallers,
such as ‘“‘créme de rose,”’ ‘‘cacao,”’
‘“‘café,’”’ ‘'‘thé."”” An American bar-
keeper in London some years ago, not
content with the various mixed drinks
invented by his countrymen, added
several more to his printed list.
Among these were several alluring and
imaginative names, such as ‘‘Ladies’
Blush’”” and ‘‘Bloom of the Morn-
ing.”” Of ““eau de vie’’ (water of
life), as a name for brandy, Arch-
bishop Trench observed that the un-
tutored Indian with truer instinet
called it “‘fire-water.”” With equally
true insight the treater sometimes
uses the formula ‘‘Nominate your
poison,’” and the treated party occa-
sionally remarks, as he raises his
glass, ‘‘Here goes another nail in my
coffin!’’ To gpeak of taking a drink as
“‘taking a smile’’ is, however, more
seductive and better for the trade. A
very effective euphemism has, how-
ever, been adopted by prohibitionists.
They call themselves ‘‘temperance’’
folk, and speak of their propaganda as
a ‘‘temperance’’ movement, although,
if it were practicable, it would render
temperance in drink impossible.

The slang of law-breakers, amateur
and professional, naturally contains
numerous euphemisms. The ‘‘hop-
per’’ was one of their playful ways of
designating the dreaded treadmill.
Pilferers share Pistol’s contempt for
the word ‘‘steal” and prefer ‘‘prig,”
“‘pinch,’’ “‘bag,’”’ “‘crib,”” ‘‘mick,”
““bone,’” ‘‘scoop,”” ‘‘nab,’’ and several
other synonyms. The French play-
fully call thieves ‘‘chevaliers d’ in-
dustrie,”” as we call them ‘‘the
light-fingered gentry.”” “‘Palm-oil” is
a term once in vogue to designate
money discreetly placed in the palm
of the hand, as a bribe or an “‘induce-
ment.’’ Corrupt politicians try to
disguise the criminality of robbing the
public by inventing new names for
this form of fraud. These terms are
usually short-lived, owing to the dis-

repute they speedily acquire. The
pickings or ‘‘perquisites’’ of heelers
or bosses are not called thefts; they
are ‘‘graft’” or ‘‘boodle’’ or ‘‘rakes
off.”” Those who venture to expose
them are denounced in language that
is far from euphemistic; they arae
branded as muck-rakers or defamers
of their country. Medieval poisoners
used an ‘‘inheritance powder,”’ a
““poudre de succession’’ they called it,
in the interest of impatient heirs.
Death was not caused by his drugs,
said an Italian poisoner; it was only
““‘assisted’’ (aiutata). Before parting
with the criminals, we may note
the polite expression of the police
in making an arrest—they gently
inform the culprit that he is
“wanted,”’ and to save him from un-
necessary exertion they sometimes
place a pair of pleasantly-named
“‘bracelets’” upon his wrists.

Men have lost fortunes in so-called
“play’ and inflicted tortures on ani-
mals in so-called “‘sport.”” But if such
euphemisms are to be deprecated,
others are harmless or commendable.
‘“Hotel Dieu’’ is a pretty name for a
hospital and ‘‘mont-de-piété’’ for a
pawnbroker’s shop. Relations who are
frequently unpopular are politely
called by the French ‘“‘belle mére’”
and “‘beau-frére.”’ Skunk fur is known
in trade as ''Alaska sable’” and a
similar subterfuge is adopted to over-
come the unreasonable prejudice
against dog-fish as a food. An unat-
tractive personal perfume has been
euphemistically styled ‘‘bouquet d’
Afrique.” The parlance of the prize-
ring used to abound in picturesque
euphemisms, such as sending a boxer
“‘on a visit to his mother,”” or ‘‘tap-
ping his claret.”” Disguised or con-
tracted oaths, which have been dealt
with elsewhere by the present writer,
are part of the ‘‘homage paid by vice
to virtue.”” Their apparent object is
to retain the efficacy of the undis-
guised oath as a safety valve, while
evading its guiltiness.

While nowadays we employ eu-
phemism chiefly to veil moral or




WOULDST THOU BE FAIRER?

material ugliness and to lull the
qualms of inconvenient consciences,
the Greeks, who gave us the term,
used the figure from a different mo-
tive. They thought it inauspicious to
apply harsh epithets to malignant be-
ings or to unlucky things. Thus they
sought to soothe the wrath of the
Furies by styling them the Eumeni-
des (the kindly ones), and they tried
to avert ill-boding phenomena appear-
ing on their left by substituting
euonumos (of good report) for their
ordinary synonym for ‘‘left.”” For
kdkos (bad) they sometimes used
heteros (other). A trace of the same
superstition among our own fore-
fathers is seen in their calling whimsi-
cal and often mischievous elves the
“*fairies’’ or ‘‘good-folk.”” Tt is flip-
pancy or scepticism, rather than any
hope of propitiating him, that makes
people use complimentary names for
the Devil, such as ‘‘His Satanic Ma-
jesty,”” ““Old Nick” or ““The Old
Gentleman.’’
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An extension of the euphemistic
principle in certain directions might be
desirable. The language of some peo-
ple shows a tendency to glory in their
shame and to shock others. And this
counter tendency is not confined to
the slang of hoodlums or the scurrili-
ties of political and sectarian contro-
versy. One set of mauvais sujets in
London styled themselves the ‘‘Hell-
fire Club;"’ another in Paris called
themselves ‘‘roués,’”’ at a time when
the word meant persons deserving to
be broken on the wheel. More than
one corps has dubbed itself ‘‘The
Devil’s Own.” To die is sometimes
coarsely called *‘to croak.”” With
shocking playfulness, cruel instru-
ments of torture were nicknamed
“The Maiden' and ‘‘The Secavenger's
Daughter.”” It will be remembered
that the redoubtable Major Hannibal
Chollop in ‘“‘Martin Chuzzlewit,"’
used to call his bowie-knife ‘‘Ripper,”’
in pleasant allusion to its efficiency in
‘“‘ventilating the stomach of an ad-
versary.’’

WOULDST THOU BE FAIRER?

By E. M. YEOMAN

Wouldst thou be fairer set in pomp of thrones,
Thy form adorned with wealth of cunning lands:
Purple from Chios, decked with Indian stones
Graven for thee by deft Egyptian hands;
Thy brown head crowned with gold the savage sifts
From desert sands, where the dread Gryphin dwells;
Thy fondling hands enriched with odorous gifts
Of Arab perfumes peat in Red Sea shells ?

Ah, no!—the sage resolving secret things
Shall find his answer in simplicity.
Our fairest skies are clear, our sweetest springs.
Ev'n so, my heart finds all its quest in thee,—
Loftily simple, ev'n as now thou stand’st,
In woodland guise, thy blue gaze on the west,
A lily-flower in thy fondling hand,
A rose of Canada upon thy breast.



THE POET OF THE LAURENTIANS

BY MELVIN O. HAMMOND

“LET me write & nation’s songs and

I care not who makes its laws,”’
someone has written. The utterance
was not by a Canadian, though well
it might have been, for the work of
song writing has yet largely to be
done. The French-Canadians have
many simple folk songs, sung to weird
fascinating musie, but the English-
speaking peoples are only finding
their national consciousness and rea-
lising the need of national songs after
having used and misused those
brought from the old land by their
forefathers. While the respective ad-
vocates of ‘'O Canada’ and ‘‘The
Maple Leaf'’ are contending for su-
premacy with the masses of the peo-
ple, let us look for a little at the work
of a man whose poetic candle has
been burning with a fitful ray, now
dim, now brilliant, with the passion
of patriotism or of tenderness. The
man is Frederick George Scott, Canon
and rector of St. Matthew’s Chureh,
Quebec, a writer who might fittingly
be termed the Poet of the Lauren-
tians.

Mr. Scott’s work has been before
the people of Canada for upwards of
twenty years, first in a modest, thin
volume entitled ““The Soul’s Quest,”’
increased by three or four

gince
other thin books of poetry and
two others containing dramas.

His range of subjects has steadily
developed, but through it all there
is a note of tenderness 1a.nd hu-
man sympathy. As a clergyman,
it is but natural that he should 'be 8
Jover of his fellow-men, and this is
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one of the pronounced features of all
his work. From an interpreter of
biblical story and Norwegian lore, Mr
Scott has evolved into a poet who
sings of the natural beauties of the
Laurentians and an exponent of Brit-
ish Imperialism. His Imperialism is
not so easily explained as his love of
nature. For his enthusiasm for the
mountains he needs go no farther than
his own verandah. His northern win-
dows look upon the St. Charles val-
ley and the Laurentians beyond in all
their ever-changing charm and mag.
nificence. In winter their white
grandeur would be monotonous but for
the shifting purples of the cloud sha-
dows. In spring the pale green waxes
to the deep and varied tones of the
June luxuriance. Over the kingdom
of undulating forest the very clouds
drive their chariots in summer, and
in autumn a procession of prismatic
splendour moves across the hillsides
until lost in the dust and ashes of
November.

Over these intervening acres
marched in deadly strife the armies
of Wolfe and Montcalm, upon whose
trenches the pedestrian may yet
stumble as he fares to Montmorency.
To the other side of the poet’s abid-
ing place stands the rock of Cape
Diamond, with its ever-inspiring flag
unfurled from the King’s bastion, and
beyond, the Plains of Abraham, the
scene of the last great struggle be-
tween French and English for Canada.

Here then are the two main influ-
ences upon Mr. Scott’s poetry, the .
Imperialism which comes from a full
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heart, thouglr living amid people
largely of an alien race and tongue,
and the love of the Laurentians,
whose majesty and changefulness are
hourly thrust upon his vision, and
whose paths are penetrated from time
to time with the zest of a school-boy
after butterflies. To these may be
added the influence of biblical and
other historical researches, and lastly
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the influence which
everyday contact of a sympathetic
heart with the rich and poor, the
proud and the humble, the strong and
the weak of the clergyman’s world.
It is not intended here to review
Mr. Scott’s verse. The volumes speak
for themselves. A rapid glance at
some of his characteristic poems may
be of service. “‘Samson’’ and ““Thor"’

comes from the
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THE VALLEY OF THE ST. CHARLES AND THE LAURENTIAN HILLS, LOOKING OUT FROM THE
POET'S. GARDEN AT QUEBEC CITY

are two of the more lengthy ‘selec-
tions in the volume entitled ‘‘My Lat-
tice and Other Poems,”’ and are, gen-
erally speaking, of one type. ‘“S8am-
son’” is a graphical portrayal of a
biblical story of Samson’s imprison-
ment, while “Thor”” is a  highly
imaginative poem describing the fall-
ing of the god of thunder under the
spell of the moon-lady. Each ‘pos-
gesses undoubted strength, the latter
ranking among the best of the imagin-
ative verse of Canada. ‘‘A Dream of
the Prehistoric’ is one of the most
frequently quoted of Mr. Scott’s
poems. It is an instructive sugges-
tion of the world and its inhabitants
in prehistorie times and .nf thfs ac-
complishment of man during his oc-
cupation. Other examples ‘of Mr.
Scott’s imaginative verse are ‘‘Natura
Vietrix’" and ‘‘The Frenzy of Prome-
theus.”” Such titles as these have in
his recent volumes, however, g.ive.n
place to more popular subjects, indi-
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cating an inspiration from world-
vision rather than the contents of an
ample library. Among his tender
human poems have been ‘‘Love
Slighted,”” ‘““Van Elsen,”’ ‘““The Crip-
ple,”” “Lost Love,”’ ‘“‘Buried Love,”
and ‘‘Little Friend’s Grave.”” “‘Buried
Love’’ is a delightful fancy in which
Love is pictured as living all winter
in a house of snow, weeping—

“For the little maid that sleeps—
Sleeps beneath the snow.

And when spring shall come again
And the warm winds blow,
Tears have made his sight so dim
That the world will seem to him

Buried still in snow.”

The influence of his surroundings
is seen in a number of Mr. Scott’s
most charming verses. ‘‘My Lattice”
speaks in tones of delicate fancy of
the wonder world of the unpeopled
north beyond the St. Charles. ‘A
Nocturne’” is a richly imaginative
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gsketch of a scene on a stormy night
in an empty French-Canadian church,
where in a swaying building shadows
dance across the floor from the light
of an oil lamp, making an uncanny
congregation to listen to the storm
king’s voice. ‘‘The Unnamed Lake,”’
while lacking perhaps the touch of
tender intimacy of Drummond’s “‘Lit-
tle Lac Grenier,”’ describes a familiar
feature of the Laurentian country with
touching simplicity and realism. ‘‘The
Storm’’ is a graphic glimpse of the
terror inspired by one of nature’s out-
bursts in the northern hills. Here is
the first verse:
450

IN THE GARDEN WITH A BELOVED COMPANION

“O grip the earth, ye forest trees,
Grip well the earth to-night,

The Storm-God rides across the seas

To greet the morning light.”

The note of tenderness follows in
“The River,”” a composition of haunt-
ing beauty. The first verse reads:

“Why hurry, little river,
Why hurry to the sea?
There is nothing there to do
But to sink into the blue
And all forgotten be.
There is nothing on that shore
But the tides for evermore,
And the faint and far-off line
Where the winds across the brine
For ever, ever roam
And never find a home.

"
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Finally, for the purpose of these cita-
tions and quotations there is ‘‘The
Laurentians,”” in which the poet’s
thoughts move in slow and dignified
majesty reflective of the mountains
themselves :

“These mountains reign alone, they do

not share

The transitory life of woods and
storms ;

Wrapped in the deep solemnity of
dreams,

They drain the sunshine of the upper air.
Beneath their peaks, the huge clouds,
here and there,
Take counsel of the wind, which all
night screams
Through grey burnt forests where the
moonlight beams
On hidden lakes, and rocks worn smooth
and bare.

These mountains once, throned in some
primal sea,
Shook half the world with thunder, and
the sun
Pierced not the gloom that clung
about their crest ;
Now with sealed lips, toilers from toil

set free,
Unvexed by fate, the part they played
being done,
They watch and wait in venerable
rest.”’

In his last volume of verse, ‘‘The
Hymn of Empire and Other Poems,””
issued two years ago, Mr. Scott made
his first pronounced stand as a poet
of Imperialism. “A Hymn of Em-
pire,”” fervent beyond the thoughts of
many native Britons, is probably the
strongest example. Another example
is “The Return of the Troops’
(from South Africa), a voice from
Canada rebuking the pro-Boers of
England. Mr. Scott’s last pub-
lished work was a mystery play,
“The Key of Life,” issued a year
ago, giving in dramatic form the
events of the birth of Christ. Through-
out Mr. Scott’s work, in fact, there
is a recurring religious note.

His most conspicuous poem in the
last couple of years was ‘‘Canada: An
Ode,”’ read at the Royal Society meet-
ing at Quebec during the Tercentenary
celebration. In this Mr. Scott strikes
his highest note of patriotism. The

circumstances of its production, as
narrated by Mr. Scott to the writer,
are interesting. Part of it was writ-
ten during the winter and then laid
aside. On showing it to a friend, Mr.
Scott was urged to complete it. The
matter was neglected until one night
a clerical call took the rector of St.
Matthew’s across the river to Levis.
Here it was again shown that extra-
ordinary conditions cannot restrain
the operation of the magical muse.
“‘I felt something coming,”’ said Mr.
Scott in describing the incident, ‘‘and
while T was on the ferry boat, sitting
between two stout French women who
were talking in their own tongue
across my lap, several of the lines
came to me. I wrote them down,
fearful otherwise of their flight. Then
on the way up the street in Levis,
the darkness of night, more of the
lines came to me and T stopped here
and there under the street lamps and
wrote them down.”’

If Mr. Scott had never written any
verse he would still be famed for his
personality. To meet him is to know
him at once for a poet or at all events
a man of high artistic gifts. He has
a kindly, impulsive temperament,
His clerical duties in a populous par-
ish are heavy, and the calls upon his
time are without number and often
unreasonable. Surrounded by an in-
teresting family, some of them ap-
proaching manhood, he is a typical
active, nervous, thoughtful Canadian.

Mr. Scott spends much time in his
garden in summer. It is an extensive
plot for a city residence, and from any
point of it he commands a magnificent
view of the St. Charles valley. With
his faithful dog, he sits in a shady
bower, retreats behind his lattice,
wanders among the fruit trees, or
plays croquet with his sons. When
he is recalled to his more routine
duties he is probably prompted to say,
as he said to the present writer, under
the irritation of a worldly trifle, “‘Pur
gatory for me will be five hundred
years of catching trains and two thou-
sand years of remembering names.”’
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NORTHWEST ARM
By

LILIAN VAUX MACKINNON

Into the shelter of the quiet land
A restless arm of ocean is outflung,
And straightway are its heaving waters calmed

The placid shores and leafy glades among.

Beyond the harbour, sea-fogs, and the moan

Of storms, and billows white with foaming crest;
Within, the guardian shores look kindly down

With benediction of unbroken rest.

Yet sea-gulls push their white-winged passage through,
Such charméd waters cannot hold them long:

Out to the ocean’s tempests must they go;
Only the blast can lure souls that are strong.

The mirrored water meets the heaving deep,

The green-clad slopes merge into shoreless space,
"Tis mighty powers alone such stillness keep;

An ocean’s fullness thunders in its place !




THE CARD-HOUSE

BY E. S. KEMP ROBINSON

“NOU can’t come in,” called out
Helena’s voice as I opened the
door of the smoking room.

I stopped obediently, and stood
where I was, in the doorway, wishing
rather that our hostess could have
chosen someone else to perform this
particular errand. I am always de-
lighted to be of service to her, as
she knows, but all the same I could
not help feeling that I was not quite
welcome here, even as her messen-
ger. Inside the room were two card
tables set a yard or so apart, and by
one of these, on a chair, stood Helena,
and by the other young John Mow-
bray, the son of the house, likewise
on a chair, and they were each in the
act of adding a storey to a pagoda of
cards already about three feet high,
with which they had been amusing
themselves together all the time since
luncheon—the afternoon being soak-
ing wet. On my appearance they
stopped. The building operations had
evidently reached too critical a stage
to be carried on amid interruptions,
and, as I did not go away, very slowly
and cautiously Helena turned round
to see who it was.

““Oh, it’s only you, is it?’’ she
said fairly kindly. ““Well, stand just
where you are, and don’t breathe for
a minute. Now, Mr. Mowbray!”

Then followed a dead silence, while

the tenth storey was added to each of .

the pagodas; Helena’s with apparent
ease, but young John made a terrible
business of his, seeming nervous and
excited out of all proportion to the im-
portance of such a competition, and
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every moment I expected to see his
castle come down with a run. How-
ever, he managed somehow, and then
they both stood upright and turned to
me, ready to hear the explanation T
doubtless had to offer for my intru-
sion on their privacy.

“I've come to fetch you to tea,’’ I
said, wondering rather impatiently
why a servant could not have been
sent. ““Mrs. Mowbray says, if you
want any you must come at once, as
they’re going to have some musie.’”

““Oh, bother!’’ said Helena from
her chair. ““We really can’t come just
now. I don’t want any tea.”’ Then
she added, seeing, perhaps, an ex-
pression of surprise I could not quite
conceal : “It’s a bet. Mr. Mowbray
betted me six pairs of gloves he could
build & higher card-house than T
could.”

“Did he?”’ I said. “‘You'll lose,
John. Why, you nearly had them
down last time. I hope you got her
to give you pretty substantial odds,
did you ?”’

John did not answer, and did Aot
appear to have noticed my question.
His manner was decidedly the reverse
of genial, and T thought he was a
little childish and unreasonable, as he
had heard me say T had been sent
for them, and he might have known
that I should not have come of my
own accord. I turned to Helena, and
somewhat to my surprise I saw her
climbing down from her chair.

“We may as well have some tea
after all,”’ she said, without looking
at either of us. ‘““We can finish after.
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wards. Nobody will come in here for
a little. Be careful how you get
down.”

She did not appear to have heard
either; and, without being particular-
ly curious about the matter, T re-
peated my question to her, more,
perhaps, because it is slightly irri-
tating not to be answered when one
speaks than for any other reason.

“Did you bet him level ?”’ I asked.
“If so, I think it was rather sharp
practice. I'd give him four to one,
and be glad of the chance, on what
I've seen of your form.”’

She gave a little laugh.

“No—not exactly level,”” she said,
passing by me quickly, without look-
ing up. ‘‘Mind and not bang the
door.”’

It was, of course, their bet and not
mine, and if they did not want to
tell me the terms of it T was the last
person in the world to display im-
pertinent curiosity; even though,
glancing a moment at Helena, I fan-
cied her colour was a little brighter
than usual; and furthermore, when
we reached the drawing-room door, in-
stead of coming in with us, she turned
suddenly and ran away up the stair-
case, saying something about getting
a handkerchief. All this was just a
little tantalising, but still, it was no
affair of mine, and, after wondering a
moment what all the mystery was
about, I dismissed the matter from
my mind; and, as T do not much care
for musie, I thought I would go out
on to the verandah, the smoking-
room being denied to me, and have a
pipe until it was over; or perhaps the
rain would stop, and T could get out
and stretch my legs before dinner was
ready. :

There were several chairs out
there, and, quite by chance, I seated
myself on one just outside one of the
smoking-room windows. I did not no-
tice this until T had made myself
comfortable and was in the act of
lighting up, when something moving
inside the room caught the corner of
my eye and made me look in. T
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stopped, match in hand, and for the
life of me I could not help watching.
It was Helena. I could see her per-
fectly plainly. Her face was flushed
and her lips parted, and there was a
frightened, guilty look in her eyes that
sent a cold shiver all down my back.
She came swiftly across the room to
one of the ecard tables, gave one
glance backwards towards the door,
listened a moment. and then, before
I could move a musecle, she stretched
out her hand and deliberately pulled
away the bottom story of the pagoda
which stood on it. I saw her start
and shrink back as the cards came
rustling and flapping down, and then
in a moment she had glided out of the
room like a ghost, and noiselessly
closed the door.

I lit my pipe mechanically, feeling
a little dazed and shaken; rather as
though something had exploded sud-
denly under my nose. Surely this was
going rather far. I had heard much
of the lack of what is called the
sporting instinet in women, and had
even, at certain times and in certain
company, said myself, half jokingly,
things that implied a minimum of
confidence in the honesty and up-
rightness of the sex, as these qualities
are understood by us. But that was
about women in general, and I had
certainly never dreamed that Helena,
whom I had known ever since she
was a little baby, could have actually
done a thing like this for the sake of
a paltry six pairs of gloves, or, in-
deed, for the sake of anything in the
world. T could hardly believe it,
though T had seen it with my own
eyes. It was all so carefully planned,
too. Tt was not even as though she
had yielded to a moment’s tempta-
tion—found herself in the room with
the table at her elbow and nobody
about, and this horrible idea suddenly
occurring to her—though that would
bave been bad enough in all con-
science. But she had deliberately in-
vented an excuse for going upstairs
until we were out of the way, come
back to the room with a fixed purpose,
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and carried it out with every appear-
ance of conscious guilt.

I am very fond, indeed, of Helena,
but I could not disguise from myself
that this was sailing rather near the
wind ; and, indeed, that she had done
something which, if publicly known,
would give rise to a good deal of dis-
agreeable comment, woman or no
woman. It was really rather serious.
I wondered very much whether I
ought to speak to her about it, and
get myself disliked till the end of my
days, as I certainly should do. But
perhaps, after all, that was really
rather more than could be required
of me.

I was thinking about this when,
for some reason or other, I remem-
bered the scene in the smoking-room
when I had interrupted them. I had
it before my eyes very vividly ; Helena
on this side, John on that, building
their card-castles like a pair of great,
contented children. Then, after & lit-
tle, a most astonishing fact asserted
itself. It was some seconds before T
could quite grasp it, and convince
myself that I was not confusing
things somehow. But it was quite
correct. John had been on that side,
Helena on this. They had stood thus
and no otherwise. And now Helena
—I leaned back in my chair, and
really T could not help chuckling a
little, though peyhaps it was not,
strictly speaking, a laughing matter.
Still it certainly had its humorous
side. It was her own castle, and not
John’s, that Helena had destroyed.

There could be no doubt about this.
I went over it all carefully in my
mind, and turned and looked in at
the window again, to make quite cer-
tain how the room lay. There was
certainly no mistake about the facts.
Only, as I sat there smoking, I could
not, for the life of me understand quite
how Helena could have made such a
stupid blunder. I supposed she was
in such a fluster that she scarcely

knew what she was doing. Still, the
tables stood just as she had left them.
One would have thought that it was
impossible she should lose her head
so completely at the last moment,
after laying all her plans with such
coolness and skill. I could not under-
stand it. The more one thought about
it, the less likely it seemed. Was it
possible that Helena was unwilling to
accept gloves from young John, and.
foreseeing that she would win in the
ordinary course, had resorted to this
trick to ensure her own defeat, on
that account? Somehow I did not
think so. And yet what other con-
ceivable reason could she have for
wanting to lose ?

I had read a good deal in books
about the extraordinary complexity of
the feminine character, and the
strange motives by which women and
girls are said to be actuated, and I
tried now to recall what T had learned
in this way to se if it would help me.
But it certainly did nothing of the
sort. And then, while I was begin-
ning to flounder hopelessly among all
sorts of impossible nonsense, and
rapidly growing stupid, I heard, al-
most as in a dream, a murmur of
voices coming from the room behind
me. One of them was Helena’s.
““The bet’s off—of course,” she was
saying. ““You haven’t won fairly.
Someone’s been in—Mr. Mowbray !
Oh, no, no! you mustn’t! Tf you do
I'll never speak to you again, as long
as I live!”

But then T made an effort, and
pulled myself together, realising that
this was no dream, and that T had
better be going. T got up very quietly
from my chair, and went along to the
end of the verandah and down into
the garden, the rain having almost
stopped. Because betting debts are
debts of honour and must be paid, as
everyone knows. Still, T wonder ra-
ther what Helena will say when T
ask her how it was she came to loge.

.
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FIRST
ENGLISHWOMEN IN LETTERS
BY IDA BURWASH

EADING down the list of English
writers, it is not till the fifteenth
century that a woman’s name ap-
pears—the name of Juliana, Prioress
of Sopwell, author of ‘“The Booke of
Hunting,”” ““The Art of Hawking,”
and ‘‘The Lawes of Armes,”” is the
first.

During the sixteenth century woman
kept her counsel secretly. Through the
Reformation days she lived intensely
—brilliantly and dramatically in the
days of Queen Elizabeth, too disturb-
ed or too absorbed under stress of the
live spirit of the Renaissance to think
of anything but living. It was a
time in which her pen was
practically unused. Uncommunica-
tive she remained till the close of the
seventeenth century, when two wo-
men-writers appear contemporaneous-
ly. One by birth a laugher, the other
by ecircumstance a mourner, they
form a striking contrast; the one, a
dashing, careless actress and play-
writer, the other, a gentle, religious,
titled lady early widowed by a cruel
stroke. England’s daughters both,
their laughter and tears echo the
clashing of claims during England’s
stormiest period—the days of the
sombre Roundhead and jovial Cava-
lier. Susanna Centlivie seemed
to breathe the breath of reaction
from the day of her birth. Soul-
gick of the perverse Puritan, who with
the smooth satisfaction with which he
had locked up the theatre doors would
have trampled the glory of Shake-
speare himself if he could, down goes
her laugh and her scorn of him on the
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yellow page of her old printed plays!
Saint or sinner, she tosses him off
with the same reckless abandon with
which she married and buried her
various husbands and squandered her
short span of years. Her ‘‘Simon
Pure’’ is the broadest of caricatures,
no doubt, but with a seasoning of
truth that must have stung, the
Hypocrite stands unmasked.

Under control, this keen sense of
the comic in the ludicrous shifts of a
frail humanity would have been a rare
gift. But her license has spoiled it
for modern taste; it is well to remem-
ber, however, that these were the
times when English society was but
a blemish more or less. FExcess is
the natural outcome of unnatural re-
straint, and in the days of the
Restoration its flaunting and lawless
spirit seemed to flare up afresh in the
comic drama.

Then as now, success was sweet to
the artist soul. Then as now, life
meant clothes and food and shelter.
Clever play-writing meant eae of
living, and the sudden relief from re-
straint made gaiety ‘‘go’’ with the
mass of the people. The temptation
might well have tested a steadier na-
ture; for the woman of then knew
nothing of education as known by
the woman of to-day. All in all,
when the time is considered, this first
appearing of woman in print stands on
its merit fairly.

Curiously, the year of this play-
writer's death marks the death of the
Lady Rachel Russel—whose *‘T.et-
ters’’ reveal the profound and secret
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development of the germ of the Puri-
tan genius in the heart of a gentle
woman — that steadfast look beyond
the deeps, the courage that could stay
itself upon the fact that her martyred
husband, whose greatest fault was his
taultlessness, had died ‘‘with the for-
titude of a Christian,”” faithful to God
and Country.

Largely personal in quality, letters
admit of but little criticism. Much
of their interest lies in the character
of the writer so naively written be-
tween the lines; and unconsciously
a8 & flower breathes its fragrance on
the wind do the letters of the Lady
Rachel breathe through their sadness
the sweetness and native endurance
of her long-widowed soul.

But with the eighteenth century
there comes a change of atmosphere.
At its opening, the Lady Mary Mon-
tagu leads off brilliantly with her
famous correspondence. Both in Eng-
land, as abroad, letter-writing was the
accomplishment of the women of that
day. Music and Art being still to
shem untrodden regions, letter-writing
proved a wholesome means of self-
expression. The name of Madame
de Sévigné will last with the
lasting of French literature. The deli-
cate sparkle of her wit, her grace
and personality are charms as
powerful to-day as they were two
hundred years ago. On the other
hand, Lady Mary's correspondence
reveals the writer’'s larger soul and
greater vigour. There are curious co-
incidences in the lives of these twc
writers. Both were left motherless in
infancy. Both were educated out of
the common way of women. The
Abbé de Livry, ‘‘le bien bon,”’ as she
fondly calls him, took careful charge
of Madame de Sévigné’s training. The
Bishop Burnet, Bishop of Salisbury,
superintended Lady Mary's “‘clas-
gies.”’ Both women were beautiful in
person and both were faithful wives,
though neither f0u1113d ltllel‘tcl)l:sband ex-
actly satisfactory. Both, too, were ex-
cepg;one.l mothers and each had two
children—in each case & son and 8
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daughter — both sons disreputable,
both daughters exemplary. Each alse
reflected her surroundings: the ome
leaving memorable pictures of the
dull-hued interiors of the Courts of the
first Georges, the other, of the brilliant
pageantry of Louis Quatorze. The
literary tone of the France of Madame
de Sévigné was greatly in advance of
Lady Mary’s England. Among her
intimates were Corneille, Raecine,
Moli¢re and La Fontaine, each a
shining star in a galaxy of brilliant
writers. Her letters are said to give
a truer history of the gorgeous Louis
than any that have been written. They
reveal a mother-love unsurpassed in
devotion and a poet’s sympathy with
nature in their fresh pictures of coun-
try scenes. Varied and spirituelle,
they are written with a charming
naturalness that puts the French-
woman’s native seal of fitness of
manner to her matter.

Lady Mary’'s more direct and
stronger personality handled her pen
with greater firmness. Her stroke was
the satirist‘s rather than the humour-
ist’s more gentle-healing touch. The
keen edge of her wit jagged more
than one of her friendships; while in
character and intellect she reached so
far beyond her age as to touch here
and there the aims and struggles of
the women of to-day. She described
carefully what she saw. She wrote
as she felt and thought and not as
the conventionality of the day would
have her think. Her very wit, keen
to note what would have slipped by
duller minds unseen, threw into great-
er prominence the vices and follies of
her time. She was not without her
faults, faults of style as faults of
character, yet through all alike, her
failings as her efforts, there breathes
a quality of greatness, the birthright
of all natures born to love and live the
truth. Quite apart from letters, she
remains a benefactor to her race; for
it was entirely owing to her efforts
that inoculation was introduced into
England.

But it is as letter-writer, by pecu-
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liar excellence, that she is cherished
by all true lovers of the English
tongue. Her pen, wit and interests
were versatile as her surroundings. Not
only were her pen and ink portraits of
the first Georges and their favourites
faithful to details, but they indi-
cate in just the clever lining of the
patirist that touch of the burlesque
attaching to the early Hanoverian in
England. Equally clever and amusing
are her sketches of Continental cus-
toms, yet in the novelty of these ex-
periences her judgment did not fail.
She upheld her position as ambassa-
dress with dignity and brilliancy.

It was then, when plunged into the
gplendour of the East, that the artist
in the woman really awoke. Her
glowing fancy caught at once the soft
dark beauty of the Oriental women.
She described them as she saw them
— reclining in the gorgeousness of
their apartments or against the glory
of their gardens amid the music and
the sparkle of their silver fountains.
With ready interest and active mind
she identified herself with these Turk-
ish women. Disguised in ‘‘ferigee and
asmack’’ she wandered the streets of
Constantinople at her own sweet will,
delightedly alive to all its picturesque
variety—mosque and minaret, bazaar
and bath, palaces and people. Yet
mindful of her husband’s dignity, she
eould be magnificent upon occasion.
Dressed in a splendid Turkish costume
of rose and silver, white and gold,
dazzling in flowing caftan and velvet
talpac studded and strewn with blaz-
ing jewels, she visited the Turkish
ladies in the privacy of their apart-
ments. But, if prejudiced, her criti-
cism melted before the perfect grace
of the Sultana Fatima as she arose
in stately beauty to receive her Eng-
lish guest, ‘‘putting her hand to her
heart with a sweetness full of majesty
that no court breeding could ever give.”’

Returning home by way of Greece,
every scene embodied a poetical idea;
the poetry of nature heightened by
the poetry of classic story. But it
is in her later correspondence that we
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have the best of Lady Mary—less of
imagery, perhaps, but more of char-
acter. She was compelled by ill-
health to spend her old age in Ttaly.
It was but natural, then, as time
went on, that the old riot of wit and
fancy should give place to riper judg-
ment and philosophy. But to the last
her inborn humour was irrepressible.
She was fast going blind, and could
no longer see to read by candle-light.
Yet she could feel the drollery of her
own situation as she taught the three
old priests, her only neighbours, to
play ““whist"’ with her to enliven her
evenings. Even yet, as we turn the
vellow pages of these letters, scenes
and events of every day, flashed
through her bright intelligence, live in
a constant play of light and shade be-
fore us—her old castle at Louvere,
bought for a song, and her delight in
it; the freedom of her outdoor life;
the success of her farming ventures;
her dairy, poultry, bees, and silk-
worms, and her delight at her success
in doubling her capital; her summer
camp in the old farm-house, with its
floor strewn with rushes: its chimney
covered with moss and green
branches, blooming flowers set about
in the great earthenware pots so ar-
tistically fashioned by the Italian pea-
sants!  Cardinals, princes, nobles,
peasants march across her pages in
fascinating procession. Then ecome
criticisms of contemporary writers—
Richardson, Fielding, Bolingbroke —
jotted down with every arrival of new
books from England. Finally, as the
loneliness of age increases, her sym-
pathy for sorrow, with her thoughts
on serious subjects, rises more often to
the surface, but always interspersed
with her ever vigorous theories of the
education and broader destiny of wo-
men. Words do not fade. These
published letiers still reflect their
worth and wit, and to her credit, be
it said, both as woman and as writer,
Lady Mary was rarely guilty of a tire-
some line or halting sentence.

Going as coming, the eighteenth
century was destined to be disting-
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uished by a woman and a Montagu.
If saluting it ushered in the lively
Lady Mary, with its fading breath it
speeded the departing Mrs. Montagu,
s personage more famous as the
founder of the ‘‘Blue Stocking Club’’
than for her essay on ‘‘Shakespeare’’
or her smartly-written letters. Rather
oddly, though they bore the same
name, there was no relationship be-
tween these two writers.

Elizabeth Montagu inherited her
father’s witty and sarcastic temper,
also his love of social pleasures. She
was a woman all alive. According to
her own description, her letters show
her “‘fond of gadding’’'—a fighter with
the *“Church Militant’’ when shut up
in Canterbury to escape an epidemic;
a fury with her brother, because
“when he had sold all his law at the
sessions he packed up his salable elo-
quence and carried it back to Lincoln’s
Inn instead of going to the assize ball
with her’’; a lover of experience, when
“purely for her country’s good’’ she
rushed off to the races; finally, a wild
disturber of the peace, when, playing
cards at Bath, she mimicked the an-
tics of ridiculous fine ladies, and so on,
without end, till in the face of such a
flow of nonsense it is hard to reconcile
the reckless, mad-cap girl with the
dignified and well-bred little lady as
she appears in middle life.

Such a character, made up of fitful
lights and shadows, is not easy to de-
fine. But whatever end she had in
view, she succeeded in attracting to
her house in London a remarkable so-
ciety, one that included in its ecircle
the foremost scholars and eritics of
the day. For all alike, writers, ora-
tors and artists were delighted by
the freshness of a wit that could
charm without wounding and amuse
without offense.

Her over-rated essay holds no au-
thority to-day. Though her letters

were original models of refinement in
their choice of English, it is much
more indirectly, by her influence in
fostering a literary taste that Mrs.
Montagu remains a figure in the his-
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tory of letters. It was no slight task
to gather up the scattered threads of
thought, to develop a sense of the re-
sponsibility and unity of art by bring-
ing the writers and thinkers of her
day into stimulating contact with each
other; and, like the French Salon of
an earlier date, so often confused with
the pedantries of ‘‘Les Précieuses,’
the Blue-Stocking Club has been
much misrepresented. These sister
circles were as different in tone as
their leaders were in character. The
famous Salon held its sway in the
classic chambers of the stately
Marquise de Rambouillet, her lovely
daughters on her right, on her left,
“La Lionne,” striking and radiant in
the glory of her tawny hair. To leave
the silvery atmosphere of this famous
““Chambre Bleue’’ for the house on
Portman Square where the English
“Blues’’ are gathered suggests a sud-
den drop from the realms of the ether-
eal to the region of the grotesque.
Let us glance a moment at the odd
assembly. The fragile hostess is a
gracious little image. At her elbow
learned Johnson rolls out his ponder-
osities ; while Garrick, opposite, prime-
favourite of his hostess, banters the
Doctor; Stillingfleet, at careless ease,
leans back, little dreaming that the
fame of his unclerical blue stockings
shall outlive his great origines. De-
lightful Burke is there, fresh from the
House, the last bon-mot at the end
of his silver tongue. There is Horace
Walpole, languid and fastidious, en-
during ‘““Holy Hannah’’ and that
“fountain of perpetual flow,”’ Mrs.
Thrale. Brilliant Mrs. Boscawen ig
discussing music with the poet Beat-
tie, her gallant Admiral devoted to
fluttering Miss Burney, while gay
Lord Lyttleton directs a volley of sue-
cessive shocks up and down the moral
spine of upright Mrs. Chapone. Clever
Mrs. Garrick is seated téte-a-téte with
mild Sir Joshua, fighting shy of Mrs.
Carter, who, in the intervals of taking
snuff, is quoting Greek to fussy Dr.
Burney. How clear in the eyes of time
they stand, with all their oddities,
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their  whimsicalities! The Blue-
Stocking Club will never die.

Was that the intention of its found-
er? Did the shrewd mind behind the
blue eyes of the hostess realise that
lite as influence, continues ? Did she
feel the force of character behind the
frothing periods of Johnson, the heart
of all humanity in Garrick, the cour-
age of conviction in the careless
Bishop, and the forming of a shapeless
policy in Burke grown to-day to an
imperial brotherhood ? Did she guess
a¢ ‘‘Holy Hannah’s’ effort to indi-
vidualise, and revel in the freshness
of outlook beneath the wordiness of
Burney, that wordiness that makes it
so hard for a modern to conceive how
Evelina could so ‘‘rivet’’ Burke and
Reynolds as to keep them up all night
o the end of the last chapter?

If her woman's touch was quick
$o feel the great pulse of this under-
breathing, with its pleasurable stimu-
Jus to her own heart and intellect, it
was her woman’s gift perhaps to
reflect that inspiration by putting the
best in each in contact with the best
in all. Whether or not she was con-
scious of an ideal so far-reaching, or
whether she was simply pleased to
draw about her the brightest and most
charming people of her day, Mrs.
Montagu remains distinguished as the
most attractive Englishwoman of her
§ime. Neither titled nor exceptionally
rich, she was the one woman able to
draw to her receptions in the interest
of books and letters the most notable
society of London—a society of vary-
ing stripes and colours, many of whose
members loved the gossip of their
elubs and the excitement of quadrille.

At the beginning of the century,
woman’s place is fixed in brief by
Lady Mary Montagu in a letter to
Bishop Burnet. With apology for
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touching on the larger questions of
State and Church, she writes: ‘“My
sex is usually forbid studies of this
nature, and folly reckoned so much
our sphere that we are sooner par-
doned any excess of that than the least
pretension to reading or good sense.
We are permitted no books but such
as tend to the weakening and ef-
feminating of the mind. Our natural
defects are every way indulged, and
it is looked upon as in a degree crim-
inal to improve our reason and fancy,
if we have any. We are taught to
place our art in adorning our outward
forms, even to extravagancy, while
our minds are entirely neglected. This
custom, so long established and so in-
dustriously upheld, makes it even
ridiculous to go out of the common
road and forces one to find as many
excuses for it as if it were a thing
altogether criminal not to play the
fool in concert with other women.'

But as the century develops it lifts
upon its apex Mrs. Montagu supreme
as leader of society, controlling with
subtle insight new forces of thought
and feeling shaping themselves to
new expressions. For the Drama now
is superseded by the Novel. Then odd-
ly as the century goes out, comes
little hesitating Fanny Burney to
purify this upstart novel, as Jeremy
Collier the irate had just purified the
drama.

Old Jeremy did well when bestrid-
ing the clouds he spat forth ‘‘his
whirlwind of fire and pepper.”” But
little Fanny did better for by the soft
showering of her humour, ‘‘not only,”’
writes Macaulay, ‘“did Miss Burney
take away the reproach on a delight-
ful species of composition but vindi-
cated the right of her sex to an equal
share in the fair and noble province
of letters.”
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l’l‘ might have been supposed that a
question so purely scholastic and
philological as whether or not the ‘“‘u”’
should be retained in ‘‘honour’’ and
words with a similar termination
afforded little ground for the develop-
ment of angry words and recrimina-
tions. But we must remember that
one of the fiercest and most danger-
ous controversies of history, one that
almost, threatened the life of the early
Christian Church, turned on the sha-
dowy difference between the Himoou-
sions and the Homoiousions, and it
may chance that in this question of
English spelling lie the seeds of a
storm that will similarly some day
shake the world of Anglo-Saxondom
to its foundation. Tt says little, mean-
while, for our amenities in Canada
that the suggestion cannot be made
that it may be on the whole better to
adhere to the system pursued in the
parent country without raising angry
protests that such a proposal is an
indignity to Canada and betokens the
worst type of “‘colonial servility.”

*

We can, as a matter of fact, all spell
as we please and there has been so
far no hint of tyranny on the part of
Great Britain towards us on the sub-
ject. The ‘““u”’ in honour, ete., is,
however, but one of thousands of
anomalies in English spelling, and it
ig difficult to see how consistent re-
formers can consider any special pur-
pose has been served by dropping ‘the
“u” in the word named. The “h”
is just as useless as the “‘u,” if we ad-
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mit that the “‘u,”’ is useless; but as a
matter of fact a phonetic spelling—
and if reformers aim at anything this
or nothing must be their ideal—
would rather omit the second ‘‘o
and make it “‘onur.” The fact is the
task of reshaping the English lan-
guage the world over is too prodigious
to be worth entering upon, much less
to get angry over, while so many prob-
lems more vital to our welfare and
peace of mind remain unsolved. Per-
haps when real trouble on the subject
is threatened the safest plan will be
to refer the whole matter to the
Hague tribunal, and have a Dutch-
man settle it.

¥

President Roosevelt is going out of
office amid a storm of imprecations.
His famous ‘‘secret service’’ mes;
to Congress has perhaps been the act
which has done most to provoke direct
conflict between himself and Con-
gress, and it must be admitted that
his suggestion that Congressmen
dared not run the risk of being in-
vestigated—and so would not vote the
secret service appropriation—containg
a peculiarly bitter sting. Presum-
ably he spoke by the book, and coung-
ed the cost. A president who will nog
again run for office has little to fear
from the loss of popularity. In some
cases the aggressive president has
been so viciously abused, insulted
perhaps would be the better word,
that the majority which is still faithful
to him came to his rescue and had
the objectionable utterances removed

e—
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from the records of the House. Sena-
tor Bacon, attacking Mr. Roosevelt
in the Senate, declared ‘“‘Had the
King of England sent such a com-
munication to the Commons he might
not have lost his crown, but he would
certainly have been superseded by a
regent.”” Such comparisons are use-
less, of course; the President in the
possessor of a thousand privileges
which have long since been taken
from the British Sovereign. A more
effective response, meanwhile, to the
President’s startling charge is the ap-
pointment of a committee to investi-
gate the whole subject.

*

A strenuous 'message from the
President in another case has been
productive of some apparent benefit
and comparatively little hostile criti-
eism, that, namely, in the case of the
anti-Japanese legislation which the
State of California has been propos-
ing to enact. President Roosevelt's
letter showed that as a result of the
sction which Japan has voluntarily
taken to restrict the emigration of her
people to the United States there
eame during the six months ending
October 81 last fewer Japanese into
the United States than left it, so
that the number of Japanese in the
country is actually decreasing. The
State legislation proposed aimed at se-

ating Oriental children in separate
schools, hiving the Oriental popula-
tion in towns and cities, and barring
Orientals from the directorate of Calg-
fornia companies. The State authori-
ties have taken President Roosevelt’s
advice, or have at least acted in ac-
cordance with it, and the Governor
has held the bills up for the present,
also expressing his conviction that no
anti-Japanese legislation will be enact-
ed during the present session of the
legislature.

*
The situation discussed by the

President, however, and the curiously
ineffective methods provided by the

THE WIDENING CHASM
~The Chicago Inter-Ocean

Constitution of the United States for
dealing with it demonstrate once more
the weakness in this vital respect of
the American federal system. Wash-
ington has no power over Californin
and cannot veto any measure which
California may choose to pass dealing
with what may be termed their in-
ternal affairs. ‘‘The people of Cali-
fornia presumably know much better
than he (President Roosevelt),” says
the New York Commercial, “‘what is
good for California and Californians.’’
Foolish or precipitate legislation on
the part of California might well
bring direct calamity on the United
States, for whatever might be the final
outcome there can be no doubt that a
war between the United States and
Japan would bring incalculable disas-
ter to the United States. Such a war
may at the moment appear to be a
contingency so remote that it should
not be regarded, but Japan will not
continually tolerate rude thrusts at
her national dignity, and ghe is in a
peculiarly fortunate position for taki

offensive action as against the Unite

States. Congressman Hobson, who
made some bubble reputation during
the war with Spain, may talk wildly
when he publicly airs his convictivn
of the certainty of war coming speed-
ily between the United States and
Japan, but it is likely that the subject
i8 receiving more serious considera-
tion from the United States execu-
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GERMANY'S REAL PERIL

Pm'ferous yet tax-ridden, the German Empire
ms likely to contract a case of chronic * short-
X ~Pasquino (Turin)

sec)

nessa,
tive than the world at large supposes.
Of one thing at least we may be well
assured. We are at the beginning
only of the whole vast problem of the
relations between the eastern races
and the white races. It is the Anglo-
Saxon nations that must first grapple
with it, as it has fallen to them ¢

grapple with other world issues, and
there is no aspect of the subject that
does not deserve the closest study and
serutiny, especially here in Canada
where the Pacific links up directly
with these untold millions of the East,
who hold in their hands the destiny
of the world.

¥

A French journal containg an article
from the pen of a recent traveller in
Canada, declaring that Canada is be-
ing rapidly Americanised. He dwel's
particularly on the similarity of news-

apers and hotels on the two sides
of the border and on other such
trifles—he might have added trains
and cabs, and did, in fact, instance
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cigars—as if nationality was made up
of such matters. He did not appar-
ently go very deep down into the lifa
of the Canadian people, or he would
have found radical differences in the
attitude of the two peoples respective-
ly on such supremely important ques-
tions as divorce, lynch law, ete., not
to speak of the vital line of cleavage
caused by Canada’s enthusiastic ac-
ceptance of her position as one of the
free nations of the Empire. The
French visitor comments particularly
on the stream of American migration
to Canada, and it is no doubt true
that in externals, in western Canada
especially, where Americans have
done so much to develop the Domin-
ion, there is practically an identity
between the two people; but a little
below the surface, and away from the
purely material aspect of things,
Canadians and Americans have de-
veloped quite independent and separ-
ate habits of thought and ambitions
and ideals that have often but littla
in common with each other, while as
for the Americans who are coming—
and are heartily welcomed—into Can-
ada in such numbers, these are being
converted with a wonderful rapidity
into citizens of Canada and loyal sub-
jects of the British Crown.

*

It is not less British, but more
British, we are likely to become if our
leading men have the influence one
might expect. Sir James Whitney,
Premier by an overwhelming majority
of the Province of Ontario, publicly
expressed his convictions the other
day that Canada has not in the past
shown a proper appreciation of the
benefits of its connection with the
motherland, and that it is going te
do better in this respect in the future.
““The only return we make,’” said Sir
James, ‘‘is to pay the salary of our
Governor-General, and if this contin-
ues we shall grow narrow and forget
our thankfulness to the mother coun-
try for the protection we receive. .

The British Empire will dissolve

»
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if we do not unanimously agree to
make sacrifices, and the longer these
are delayed the worse it is going to
become.”” Such remarks touch the
fringe only, of course, of the complex
question of inter-imperial relations,
but they will not be without value. in
shaping the frame of mind in which
at no distant date the people of Can-
ada must face a duty which is becom-
ing yearly more pressing.

*

The difficulties encountered in ap-
proaching the subject are tremendous.
Hardly two opinions offered concern-
ing it agree. The special menace at
the moment, for instance, real or
imaginary, is still the possibility of a
(ierman coup on Britain, a contin-
gency which many distinguished men
in that country believe to be very real
and imminent, and one that can be
averted only by incessant watchful-
ness and increasing strength on the
part of Britain. The Montreal Star,
heartily concurring in the suggestion
that Canada should do more than she
is doing in the matter of imperial
defence, suggests that we should pre-
pare ‘‘a really effective army corps,
which might, were the mother!and
threatened with invasion, be swiftly
transported thither to help man her
sea coasts.”” The crux of the situa-
tion is that in the event of a German
descent on England there would be
no preliminary threatening, any fur-
ther than we see and hear at the
present time. The thing would be
done in a flash or it would not be done
at all. An army corps which would
have to be carried over from the Do-
minion would be useless in such a
case. Against a sudden invasion Eng-
land must be protected by the ships
around her shores and the men within
her borders.

*

The Star says enthusiastically that
“‘the spectacle of troops pouring into
the British Isles from Canads would
have & splendid moral effect on the

HON. SENATOR KERR, THE NEW SPEAKER OF
THE DOMINION SENATE

continent of Europe'’; but such a
spectacle could not be seen once Ger-
man troops had evaded British ships
and overwhelmed British troops, and
if it came then to a mere count of
heads it must be remembered that
Germany’s population vastly out-
numbers that of Great Britain and
Canada and that her trained soldiers
are as ten to one compared with what
Britain and Canada could unitedly
put in the field. As to Canada send-
ing men to take part with Britain in
a continental war, one would not eare
to say it could never be necessary or
desirable, but such a possibility is too
remote, too directly in opposition to
the general Canadian outlook, to enter
into present day calculations. It is
on her navy that Great Britain must
depend most of all for her defence,
and Canada must find some way either
of assisting the mother country to
bear the crushing financial burden of
the great sea armaments that protect
the Empire in guarding Britain, or of
affording otherwise, and it may be
elsewhere, a substantial relief to the
imperial responsibilities of the people



474

HON. CHARLES MARCIL, M.P., THE NEW SPEAKER
OF THE HOUSE OF COMMONS

of the United Kingdom. It may not
be possible to do immediately all that
should be done, and it will be urged
by many that we have already made
a beginning. But we must not delay
too long deciding where our duty lies.
The old Latin maxim that he pays
twice who pays quickly was never
truer than in the matter of imperial
responsibilities. It is what we do
now that will count.

¥

The new Dominion Parliament—the
eleventh since Confederation—is fairly
gtarted, its first considerable act after
the election of a Speaker being to
recognise the justice of the grievance
long urged by the civil service that
the salaries of the service have not
kept pace with the increased cost of
living. The subject was a difficult one
to deal with, but the justice of the
claim was obvious. Salaries and wages
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in practically every profession and
every class of labour had risen more
or less in sympathy with the increased
cost of living before the turn of the
civil servant came. It would have
been unjust to the great body of offi-
cials to whom is entrusted the ad-
ministration of the affairs of a
prosperous and growing country had
their claims been longer neglected.

W

As to the new Speakers, Hon. J.
K. Kerr of the Senate and Hon.
Charles Marcil of the Commons, they
are gentlemen of dignity and charaec-
ter, unlikely to allow the standard of
debate or procedure in either house
to be lowered. Mr. Marcil had had
a long experience as Deputy-Speaker
and his election was generally ex-
pected. As an orator in two tongues
he has a brilliant reputation through-
out Canada. The incident of election
was the occasion of some reference
by the Premier to the British practice
of retaining a Speaker from Parlia-
ment to Parliament regardless of his
former party predilections. There is
much to be said in favour of such a
system from the point of view of
higher politics, and it works well in
(treat Britain, but it is perhaps ask-
ing almost too much of a younger and
more democratic community like Can-
ada that one party should leave so
dignified and influential an office in
the hands of its opponents. The Brit-
ish ministry newly coming into office
finds an immense field of rich patron-
age at its disposition at home and
abroad, all to be used more or less
for its party friends. The Dominion
Government has comparatively little
in the way of well paid offices to
bestow and the two parties are. not
likely soon to agree to take each
other’s Speakers.
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BY JEAN GRAHAM —= =

JASPER'S SoNG
By Marjorie L. C. Pickthall

Who goes down through the slim green
sallows,
Soon, so soon?
Dawn is hard on the heels of the moon,
But never a lily the day-star knows
Is white, so white as the one who goes
Armed and shod where the hyacinths
darken.
Then hark, oh, harken!
And rouse the moths from the deep rose-
mallows,
Call the wild %lk“ef‘ d}c‘)wn from the fallows,
ther the silk of the young sea-poppies,
e the bloom of the tginle, the bells of
the foam,
Bind them all with a brown owl’s feather,
Snare the winds in a golden tether,
Chase the clouds from the gipsy’s wea-
ther, and follow, O follow the white
spring home.

Who goes past with the wind that chilled

us,

Late, so late?

Fortune leans on the farmer’s gate,

Watching the red sun low in the south,

With a plume in his cap and a rose at
his mouth ;

But oh, for the folks who were free and
merry

There’s never so much as a red rose-

berry.
But ol';yearth’s warm as the wine that

filled us, :
And the fox and the little gray mouse
shall build us
Walls of the sweet green gloom of the
cedar, a roof of bracken, a curtain of
whin,
One more rouse ere the bowl reposes
Low in the dust of our lost red roses,
- One more song ere the cold night closes,
and welcome, O welcome the dark
in

—Metropolitan Magazine.

My Lapy's Snors

i HY,” asked an inquiring mer-

chant, ‘‘are women so sensi-
tive about the size of shoes? Most
men will boldly ask for tens and
upwards, with no sign of humiliation,
but a woman will blush over fives
and look mortified to death over sixes.
Why should she be so anxious to dis-
guise the fact that she has comfort-
able-sized feet ?”’

This is one of the feminine caprices
which make existence more interest-
inf. ““Cinderella’” and a host of lesser
tales bear witness to the convention
that a heroine has tiny feet. Of
course, & man like Mr. George Ber-
nard Shaw, who simply revels in say-
ing and doing the disagreeable thing,
would be quite capable of presenting
to the public a heroine in drama or
novel who would wear seven-and-a-
half-shoes — common-sense make at
that—and think nothing of it. But
most of us are given to prevarication
about gloves and shoes and will
squeeze toes and fingers unmercifully
in the effort to appear daintily shod
and gloved. We will resort to all ex-
cuses to make plain that ‘““we can
usually wear three’’ and it must be
the weather that has caused the foot
to assume the dimensions of fours.

The novelists must bear a share of
the blame, for they have encouraged
this gentle vanity for centuries. Every
woman is at heart an Oriental in the
matter of believing in small extremi-
ties, and, if the truth were known,
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many a Western maiden has suffered
torture at her first large ball, just
because she would insist on white
satin slippers two sizes too small.

*

A RussiaAN ACTRESS

AN English writer who has travelled

in many lands declares that the
Russian women are the most clever
and also the most charming women
in the world. Cleverness and charm
are by no means always associated.
So far as man is concerned, it has
often been said that he dislikes a
clever woman. ‘‘Pedantic’’ would
perhaps be a better word for the un-
likable sort of woman, for a really
clever dame never lets a man think
that she knows quite as much as he
does. But to return to the Russian
woman, who has a better claim than
the Canadian to be called ‘‘Our Lady
of the Snows!’’ If one may judge
from the artists who come across to
many-dollared America, to reap the
reward of their toil and endeavour, the
Russian has that mysterious posses-
sion called ‘‘temperament’’ to a de-
gree which bewilders and. delights the
more prosaic people who have more
freedom than poetry.

Madame Nazimova who comes to
Canada this winter has won a high
place and lovers of drama are
affected deeply by this unbeautiful
yet wonderful artist. No one would
dream of calling her ‘‘pretty’’ but her
appeal to the intellect and imagina-
tion made the girlish attractiveness
of Miss Ethel Barrymore and the
easy vivacity of Miss Hilda Spong
seem an ordinary affair. Madame Na-
zimova has the mental alertness of
the Slavonic genius and the dramatic
fire which is seldom lighted in a
happy country. Her acting of the
réles of the Ibsen heroines is the
most intelligent Canada has seen.
Where Miss Nance O’Neil ranted and
Mrs. Figke declaimed, the Russian
woman lived the parts of restless wo-
manhood. Her Hedda Gabler comes
nearer being a conceivable woman

than any other interpretation of that
tempestuous lady, whose demise is
so eminently satisfactory. Amidst the
commonplaceness of modern musical
comedy, with which Canadian audi-
ences are provided, the genius of the
Russian woman shines like a rare
jewel.

£

A PecuLIAR CRITICISM

WHEN a woman writes a book,

paints a picture or sings an
aria, there is no necessity for the
critic of the performance to interpolate
a reference to the sex of the per-
former. This is generally recognised
in journalistic circles to-day, but it
will probably be the twenty-first cen-
tury before ‘‘good, for a woman’’ or
““a remarkable achievement consider-
ing the sex of the artist’’ disappears
from the critical column.

Miss Agnes Laut is a Canadian
writer whose half-dozen books, be-
ginning with ‘‘Lords of the North,’’
have provided both instruction and
entertainment for all who are inter-
ested in fiction with historic flavour
or history with a dash of pieturesque
colour. In ““Pathfinders of the West,"’
Miss Laut told us many things of
Radisson which we had not learned
from the school-book called history,
by courtesy. Her latest work, ‘“The
Conquest of the Great Northwest,”” I
have not read and, therefore, T am
not going to rush in where archivists
might fear to tread.

However, whether one has read
Miss Laut’s book or not, there is a
protest to be made against the ‘‘pre-
amble’’ to Mr. Arthur Hawkes’ criti-
cism, entitled: ‘‘The Strange Case of
Miss Agnes Laut and David Thomp-
son,”” which was published in The
Canadian Courier. This critical article,
of more than three thousand words
in length, concerns itself chiefly with
Miss Laut’s chapter headed ‘‘David
Thompson.”” Of Mr. Hawkes’ criti-

' cism, no one unacquainted with Wesgt-

ern exploration can have a word to
say. The unsophisticated reader

‘,»
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might be led to wonder whether the
article is a criticism of Miss Laut’s
““The Conquest of the Great North-
west’’ or an advertisement of Mr. J.
B. Tyrrell’s forthcoming volume. If
Miss Laut has blundered, it is well
that her readers should be informed
of the fact. Such criticism is not only
legitimate but welcome. But for the
three preliminary paragraphs of the
article there can be no excuse. They
are a mawkinsh discourse, opening
“Can women write history? Of
course they can and do.”

Mr. Hawkes preambles
this wise :

“I have never known a woman writer
who wished allowances to be made for
her work, because of its feminine origin.
The literary crown is sexless. If ome’s
views are of the slightest interest it may
be superfluous to say that in every field
in which a woman may care to work, 1
would accord her the utmost welcome and
liherty. It has always seemed to me ab-
surd for a man who is eternally a debtor
to his mother for any strength of mind
or body, to wish to limit the activities of
his mother’s sex in any noble pursuit.”

Now, is not that ‘“‘awfully decent,
you know,”” of Mr. Hawkes! He is
positively willing for women to do
more than wash dishes and serub
floors, and he would like the dear
things to know it, even if he is under
the painful necessity of proceeding to
tear up a chapter of a book written
by a woman. Why, in the name of
all that is consistent, should a critic
indulge in three paragraphs of depre-
catory remarks about the sex of &
writer before coming to the real mat-
ter of discussion ? Can he not see that
he is guilty of the very offence he
professes to condemn? TIf a woman
writer does not desire especial con-
gideration, so far as her literary work
is concerned, why should a reviewer
halt for the space of forty lines to
explain this attitude and his respect
for it? Mr. Hawkes’ regard for his
maternal parent is a credit to the
gentleman but really has nothing
whatever to do with his opinion of
the reliability of ‘‘The Conquest of
the Great Northwest.”’ ;

along in

LADY VIOLET ELLIOT

Third daughter of Lord Minto, whose marriage to
Lord Charles Fitzmaurice, second son of Lord Lane-
downe took place in India rocomlz. Lady Violet Elliot
is the youngest of Lord Minto's three daugneu. and is
:\;umy this year. Her second sister, Lady Rul

by, married
iscount Errington last year,

Her eldest aister, Lady
Eileen is uumarried. Lord Charles Fitzmaurice is thirty-
five this year, and is the second of Lord Lansdowne's
two sons. His elder brother, the Earl of Kerry, was
married four years ago.

This condescending prefix to liter-
ary, musical or dramatic criticism has
become wearisome to all women who
regard their work with any degree of
seriousness. Miss Laut may have
taken an honest interest in Mr.
Hawkes’ review of a section of her
work, but she could hardly have been
edified by the ‘‘nice-little-girl”" pre-
liminary remarks. This casual pro-
test is uttered against that class of
patronising reviewers, not against
consistent criticism. It would not be
well to say in haste that all men are
offenders in this matter, for one has
only to reflect on how differently Mr.
J. Castell Hopkins or Dr. Colquhoun
would have treated such alleged blun-
ders to realise that Buffon's brief
saying as to style is profoundly true.

*

THE CHEAP CRAZE
TWO women were passing a bargain
counter, piled high with blocks
of pink and green soap. On the utmost
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pinnacle was a placard proclaiming
the low price to which these tempt-
ing cakes had been reduced.

“I believe I'll get half-a-dozen
cakes,”” said one woman, pausing be-
fore the glistening pile.

““Cheap soap!’’ exclaimed the other
in horror, “‘I'd as soon buy a cheap
tooth-brush.”

“Perhaps I'd better not, after all,”
dubiously replied the would-be pur-
chaser, “‘I don’t know anything about
the brand. But a bargain of that
kind always makes me feel as if it
were wicked not to take advantage
of it.”

The bargain fiend has been satirised
none too severely by the modern cen-
sor. The sight of decently-dressed
women tearing frantically at bits of
lace or ribbon which have been
“marked down,”” jostling, pushing and
scrambling, to get closer to the covet-
ed dry goods, is not an edifying spec-
tacle, yet it may be seen almost any
day in the large shops of Canadian
cities. The powers which arrange for
these sales are fully aware of human
weakness and trade upon that element
which, so the late Mr. P. T. Barnum
declared, ‘‘loves to be fooled.”’

That true economy is sometimes
served by the cheap sale is not to be
denied ; but the majority of such an-
nouncements are merely to catch the
unwary, who think nothing of quality
and everything of the mystical figures
of $1.99 or $4.59. Verily, the modern
shop-keeper has found ‘9’ a figure
to conjure with. The bargain fiend
is utterly incapable of understanding
that ninety-nine is only one less than
one hundred, and she buys all manner
of unnecessary articles because, for-
sooth, they have fallen so low as
forty-nine cents, when any child can
see that they would be dear at- thirty-
five.

There are certain things which may
be bought cheap without serious loss
to the buyer, but soap and shoes are
not in the catalogue, while, as for
books—but the being who will exult
over buying a cheaply-bound book de-

serves a constant diet of Laura Jean
Libbey.
¥
TuE BEAUTY SPECIALIST

THE “‘beauty specialist’’ is an ex-

pression applied to the person
who advertises that he or she will
remove all blemishes from the com-
plexion, will give a glow to the cheeks,
a cherry tinge to the lips and a won-
derful lustre to the eyes—will, in faet,
make the confiding customer a thing
of beauty and joyful forever—to vary
the line by the late Mr. Keats. These
advertisements are thickly strewn in
the daily papers and the popular
magazines, while they fairly run riot
in those harmless publications intend-
ed to be read in the domestic circle

" Probably the beauty specialist is of

ancient lineage. The appeal is so fre-
quently made to women that one
would not be at all surprised to learn
that the serpent whispered to Eve
that the apple would bestow beauty
as well as knowledge. Most men are
too busy to consult the beauty spe-
cialist and regard the pretensions of
such ‘‘artists’”” with doubtful eye.

As loveliness is a rare sight, it must
be concluded that most of these spe-
cialists fail to ‘“‘beautify.”” Their
defrauded customers are usually will-
ing to suffer in secret, rather than
experience the humiliation of making
public their search for physical per-
fection. Occasionally one of the dis-
appointed majority is too angry to
shrink from the ridicule of the vulgar,
and the public is delighted with a
lawsuit in which there is a startling
revelation of ‘the prices charged by
these Venus-makers.

Most of these ingredients turn out
to be fairly harmless, merely per-
fumed mutton fat or something
equally familiar. But the vietim is
hardly repaid for all her trouble and
vexation of spirit when she discovers
that the beauty specialist has merely
been putting up in fancy boxes or
hand-painted china jars, such salves
and creams as grandmother used half
a century ago.
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OR some time it has been felt by
Jeading educationists, particularly

in Ontario, that the work of the
schools might be well supplemented
by historical reading that would be
accurate and inspiring, and yet not
be so involved as to make it difficult
of comprehension by juveniles. As a
result, a most praiseworthy publish-
ing venture has been made by Wil-
liam Briggs, under the auspices of
the Ontario Library Association, and
we now have the first volume of the
“‘Canadian Heroes Series.”” This vol-
ume is entitled ‘‘The Story of Isaac
Broek,” and it was written expressly
for the series by Walter R.
Nursey. The author, without dwarf-
ing his style or belittling the
subject, has kept before him the
fact that his book will be placed
in the hands of.boys and girls, and
he has therefore presented the out-
standing incidents in the life of the
hero of Queenston in a simple yet
vivid and comprehensive style. It is
difficult for a writer on a subject of
this kind to refrain from glorifying
war and the bearing of arms, but
Mr. Nursey has written with modera-
tion and generally with creditable
judgment. No other book offers to
young readers in a manner so intel-
ligible to them the story of Brock’s
life and the meaning of the War of
1812. It should make excellent sup-

plementary reading in the schools,
479

and it should also be in the school
libraries. As a Canadian production
in every respect, it is worthy of
genuine praise. It contains illustra-
tions from photographs, old drawings
and prints, and original paintings by
C. W. Jefferys, C. M. Manly and Fer-
gus Kyle. Six of them are repro-
duced by the tri-colour process, an
expense that is not often incurred in
the making of a book to sell at less
than a dollar a volume. The binding
is cloth, tastefully decorated, with a
tri-colour insert. One of the most in-
teresting of the illustrations is the
reproduction of a photograph of the
coat worn by Brock at the Battle of
Queenston. The hole made by the
bullet that ended the hero’s life is
plainly discernible. ~The publisher
announces that ‘‘Tecumseh,” by Mr.
Norman Gird, of Sarnia, will be the
next of the series. The idea of this
series was brilliantly conceived, and
this first volume has been carried out
with distinction. (Toronto: William
Briggs. Cloth, 85 cents).

*

Rarea CoNNOR AS BIOGRAPHER

Many readers and admirers of
Ralph Connor’s novels will feel that,
although ‘‘Black Rock,” “The Sky
Pilot”’ and the others that followed
met with phenomenal success, it re-
mained for ‘‘The Life of James Rob-
ertson’’ to show Rev. Dr. Charles W.
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Gordon at his best. This life of the
late Superintendent of Presbyterian
Missions in the Northwest has been
handled in the manner that its im-
portance and opportunities demanded,
and as a result we have a very valu-
able contribution to Canadian bio-
graphical literature. Not only should
it be of intense interest to churchmen,
but it should prove to have a broad-
ening and sympathising effect on all
readers, for the life of that stalwart
man of God means the history of
much of the Northwest mission work,
particularly in connection with the
Presbyterian Church. The keynote of
Robertson’s career is given near the
beginning of the book, where the
author deseribes how, when James
was about sixteen, a problem that had
given some trouble at the college in
Fdinburgh was sent down to the mas-
ter at Dull, where James lived.

““If any of them can solve it,”’" said
the master, ‘‘it will be Robertson.”’

Robertson took it home and ‘‘fell
upon it.”” He did not retire with the
rest of the family, but when the
father came in next morning James
rose with the solution of the problem
in his hands. In after years it re-
quired a man of that type to estab-
lish and superintend the great mission
fields of the Northwest, and James
Robertson was that man. But few
of his stamp can be found in any call-
ing.  (Toronto: The Westminster
Company). &

Dr. DrumMOND’S T.AST WORK

The last literary work of the late
Dr. William Henry Drummond ap-
pears in & volume of moderate size
entitled ‘“The Great Fight.”’ Besides
his last work, the volume contains a
number of poems and sketches that
had not been published before in book
form, and what is of even more in-
terest, there is a most intimate and
delightful introduction by the author’s
widow, May Harvey Drummond. The
introduction is partly biographical,
but it is mostly a character sketch.
Mrs. Drummond throws many a side-

light on one of the most lovable of
men, and, having read her words, one
could scarcely help having a largely
increased interest in the ‘‘Poet of the
Habitant.”” It is good enough to read
about the inner side of a man’s life,
about his manner, his habits, his likes
and dislikes, his methods of work and
his love of country, but when the one
who shared his lot as help-meet tells
us about the courtship, a rather ro-
mantic courtship, too, we begin to
feel a very human interest in the
poet. Mrs. Drummond records that
when, as a young woman, she and her
father were guests at the Laurentian
Club, they were induced to stay over
Sunday. Of this visit she writes:

“In a journal which I kept during
the trip, under date of ‘Sunday, Sept.
18th, there is this entry:: ‘Introduced
to our unknown friend, Dr. Drum-
mond.” Here was another and very
tangible object in the way of our de-
parture, and it being impossible to
refuse the earnest request of this man
to whom we owed so much, we stayed
yet another day, the afternoon of
which T spent fishing under the guid-
ance of the no longer ‘unknown’
friend. The far-reaching events of
that day were thus tersely though all
unconsciously summed up in my little
diary: ‘Went to Trout Lake fishing
—caught my first ‘big fish.” ”’

We are told that the poems and
sketches in the volume are printed
just as they were found, without the
finishing touches that the author
might have bestowed had he himself
been sending them for publication.
Some are connected with Dr. Drum-
mond’s experiences at Kerr Lake, in
the Cobalt district, where he died:
some are in the well-known French-
Canadian dialect, while others are
written to or about his own people,
the Irish. (New York: G. P. Put-
nam’s Sons. Toronto: The Musson
Book Company. Cloth, $1.25).

¥

ImprESSIONS OF THE Hcry LLAND
Dr. Henry Van Dyke, writing in the
preface of his delightful volume,




THE WAY OF LETTERS

“‘Out-of-Doors in the Holy Land,”’
says that before going to Palestine
he had always had a foreboding that
there he would be disappointed, that
the anticipation would prove to have
been greater than the realisation. He
had feared that all the cherished fan-
cies and pictures that he had formed
would crumble, and therefore it was
with some uncertainty that he at last
decided to go and see for himself.
But he was not disappointed, and
his desire, notwithstanding the un-
certainty, ‘‘to live for a little while
in the country of Jesus, hoping to
learn more of the meaning of His life
in the land where it was spent and
lost and forever saved,’”’ was justified.
He writes on a land of unique and
wonderful fascination with all the
polish and skill of a master artist,
as well as with the deep religious feel-
ing necessary in order to come into
sympathy with the subject. (Toronto:
The Copp, Clark Company).
¥

Crrrrcism oF THE U.S.A.

Mr. John Graham Brooks has
printed a book—‘‘As Others See Us’’

—in which he endeavours to trace the
" progress of the United States in the
eriticisms passed upon it by visitors
from other lands, and particularly by
English visitors, the progress being,
of course, especially in matters of
social intercourse. The matter is
one that would really have been
taken for granted. It is natural
that there should be more of culture,
refinement and leisure, particularly in
the Eastern States, than when those
states were still largely in the mak-
ing, and it is reasonable that the
change should be reflected in the cri-
ticisms passed by visitors. Mr. Brooks
has collected, however, a valuable
array of quotations and has no diffi-
culty in convincing us that however
substantial the ground for unfavour-
able criticism that may have existed
half or three-quarters of a century
ago, many of the ecriticisms passed
were shallow and foolish. Whether
the American people were to be ex-
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MR, ROBERT SERVICE, WHOSE NEW BOOK OF
POEMS, TD BE ISSUED SOON, IS ENTITLED
‘““THE BALLADS OF A CHEECHACHO,''

cused for betraying such a degree of
feeling as they frequently exhibited
over the books produced by European
travellers is another question. They
allowed themselves, for instance, to
be greatly exercised by the comments
of a Captain Basil Hall who visited
the United States in 1827-8, and
who declared among other things that
there was trouble ahead for the
United States as to manners and
morals because its population con-
tained no class which could spend
money with grace and distinction. It
may be that a Captain Hall would
even to-day maintain such a pro-
position, but his view would not
greatly trouble the people of the
United States. Mr. Brooks has pro-
duced an agreeable book, however,
and many of his own comments are
pertinent and searching. (Toronto:
The Macemillan Company of Canada).

*

Acgainst CaTHOLIC INVASION

Mr. Joseph Hocking is a novelist
who does not often surprise his publie.
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His books are frankly anti-Roman
Catholic ; so consistently so, that one
may well put him down as a man
who believes that he has a mission.
In “The Soul of Dominic Wild-
thorne’’ the problem of Catholic ag-
gression is treated with regard to its
bearings upon the Church of England
and is, therefore, in its controversial
aspect, of more interest to the mother
country, where the Church is by law
established. Mr. Hocking evidently
believes that Romanism is making
swift inroads with the High Church
party in England—a state of things
which he views with serious appre-
hension. Dominic Wildthorne is, in all
but ordination, a Roman Catholic
priest, though he has taken the vows
of the Church of England. The book
traces his gradual awakening to the
falsity of his position. (Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company. Cloth, $1.50).

*

LANDSCAPE PAINTING

Frederick Fast, the well-known
English landscape painter, is the au-
thor of an elaborately illustrated vol-
ume entitled ‘‘Landscape Painting.”
The object of the work is to show the
importance of landscape painting and
to assist students in a practical man-
ner to grasp the essentials of com-
position. It contains reproductions in
colours of paintings by Mr. East, and
there are reproductions of various im-
pressions of certain scenes as taken
at different times and under different
conditions. (London and Toronto:
Cassell and Company).

¥

MoRLEY'S MASTERPIECE

The publication of the ‘‘Letters of
Queen Victoria’’ in a popular edition
at a low price is followed in similar
form by that masterpiece of biogra-
phy, Morley’s ‘‘Life of Gladstone.”
Tt ‘comes in two volumes, instead of
three, as in the original edition; the
volumes are smaller in size, but in
other respects the editions are the
same, except, of course, that the

three volumes contain heavier paper.
The text is the same, unabridged,
and there are reproductions of por-
traits of both Mr. and Mrs. Glad-
stone. (London: Edward Lloyd, Lim-
ited. Cloth, two volumes, 5s.).
¥
HuMoUR AMONG SEA-FOLK

The quaint flavour of fishing-ports
and seafaring people that has so well
distinguished the short stories of W.
W. Jacobs rests with abundance in
““Qalthaven,’”’ a recent novel by this
popular author. ‘‘Salthaven’’ pro-
vides plenty of rollicking fun and
humorous dialogue. The characters
depicted are odd and full of interest
and their love-making could scarcely
be called conventional. The son of
the head of a firm of shipowners falls
in love with the daughter of the chief
clerk in the firm’s office, and it is
around that situation that the plot is
woven. (Toronto: The Copp, Clark

Company).
W

; NotEs
—A second edition of ‘‘Recollec-
tions of the War of 1812,” by Wil-
liam Dunlop, has been published.

Good first-hand knowledge of great

events of history is always of ex-
ceptional value, and Dr. Dunlop’s has
the added quality of freshness and
gpirit. The introduction, by Dr. A.
H. U. Colquhoun, Deputy Minister
of Education, gives a brief sketch of
the author, who as ‘‘Tiger’”’” Dunlop,
was a well-known character in the
days of the ‘‘Huron Tract.” (To-
ronto : The Historical Publishing Com-
pany).

—The second book in the ‘‘Canadian
Hero Series,’”’ from the presses of
William Briggs, is entitled *Tecum-
geh.” The author is Mr. Norman
Gird, of Sarnia.

—William Briggs announces an im-
portant book for Canadians, which
will be entitled ‘‘The Memoirs of
Tord Haliburton.”” The author is J.
B. Atley. Lord Haliburton was a son
of Judge Haliburton, author of “The
Clockmaker.”’



l'!‘ is a remarkable fact indeed that
the novice or the person who la-
bours without artistic instinct or
aptitude to attain something in the
realm of art almost invariably dis-
likes being led out from the meshes
into which an over-fanciful enthusi-
asm has misguided, dislikes even to
learn the prosaic lesson that a know-
ledge of the proper purposes and
functions of tools and materials in
any art or craft is of much more im-
portance than the doubtful quest in
ethereal regions after those uncertain,
evasive, almost evanescent qualities
that are cherished in the disguise of
Soul and Truth. Doubtless to put
Soul into work is a very gratifying
accomplishment,. but unfortunately
gome of us seem to be more soulful
than soul-stirring. To glow with rap-
ture at the birth of an Idea is a par-
donable symptom, but unless the
person who glows is trained and ca-
pable the result from an artistic
standpoint will be a lamentable fail-
ure. Transmission of this quality,
Soul (or, as painters sometimes say,
Spirit or Feeling), is brought about
spontaneously, and no amount of Soul
or Spirit or Feeling will avail any-
thing unless it is supported by the
fundamental principles of the art in
hand.

To letters this applies just as
much as to any other branch of art.
It applies with particular significance
richt here in Canada, because, after
all is said and done, if Truth must
ecome out, we have a good percentage
of novices. We have also in the
ranks of our writers many who have
little or no artistic instinet or apti-
tude, whose writings reach the public
gimply because the authors are able
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Wit KindReSanclam

to insure the publishers against loss.
Books are published in Canada, espe-
cially books of verse, that should
never be printed. But there is ame-
lioration in the fact that our Canadian
publishers are not alone in this re-
spect. Worse offenders can be found
in Boston and New York, and to them
some of our determined poets have
had to resort. Nevertheless, we have
by no means a clean slate in Canada,
for frequently we find books of verse
by persons who have had more com-
merce with the muse of finance than
with the muse of poetry. - We should
not infer, however, that every book
published at the author's own expense
is an indication of unworthiness. Nor
should we infer a reflection of dis-
credit on the publisher. Some of the
greatest literary successes have been
results of publication on the full re-
sponsibility of the authors, but that
does not alter the fact that some of
our publigshers degrade their imprints
by permitting them to be placed on
books that should never go to press.
Thus the average of our literature is
lowered simply because there is not
in connection with all of our publish-
ing houses a standard sufficiently rigid
to keep out the writer who has more
money than ability.

So we come again to the subject
of literature itself in Canada. We
have admitted doubt as to the posses-
sion of a national literature. Some
critics profess uncertainty regarding
a Canadian literature of any kind;
some even go so far as to declare
that we have none at all. Mr. Arnold
Haultain has quite properly admitted
that he does not know whether we
have any or not. He has made an
honest admission, commendably so,
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but he perilously near places himself
on the positive side by citing as an
example of dignified current poetry,
and in connection with citations from
Swinburne and Milton, a poem
entitled ‘‘At Midnight,”” by Virna
Sheard, which appeared first in The
Canadian Magazine. ‘We should not
overlook the fact that Mr. Haultain
comes from a very severe and exact-
ing school. We know of none severer
or more exacting. He is also a very
keen critic. TLong ago he reached the
stage of keenness in criticism of his
own work, and but for that he might
now be regarded as a prolific writer.
Unfortunately his is the practice of
but few.

The opinion that we have no litera-
ture at all is scarcely worth consider-
ing; it is not even intelligent. For
we have s literature, a very creditable
and improving literature; but when
it comes to its standing as a national
endowment we must reiterate our in-
ability to judge. We do not even
possess the right or privilege of judg-
ing. We may feel sure that one or
another poem or story or essay is as
good as anything of the kind being
produced in the English language, but
just whether or not it will live and
attain national importance and signi-
ficance we cannot say. We may think
that it will, but what seems great to
us may be merely local or transient.
Many persons who are falsely patri-
otic in their feelings towards Can-
adian literature resent this attitude,
and they seem to think that The
Canadian Magazine is the last place
in which a confession of this kind
should be made. But, in all good
faith, we think that it is the very
first place in which it should be made.
To assume that we have a national
literature, and to hold fast to that
assumption, may give an impression
of patriotism, but it is false patriot-
jsm, an evil that should never be
condoned. Good literature cannot be
national simply because of its good-
ness. ‘‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin’’ may not
only be false as to fact but it may be
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bad writing. Nevertheless, whether
we like it or not, it is a contribution
to the national literature of the United
States, simply because it has been
cherished and perpetuated by the
people.  Milton’s ‘‘Paradise Lost”’
was by no means as great in literature
in its author’s day as it is now, be-
cause then the great mass of the peo-
ple were unable to read it. Nor had
it lived through centuries and gained
in comparison with most of what had
been written before or has been writ-
ten since. One might as well say
that stock in some manufactory was
worth just as much a year ago at ten
dollars a share as it is to-day at fifty
dollars. In inverse ratio, Marconi’s
invention is a great boon to humanity
now, but ten years hence it may be
discarded to give place for something
as yet beyond our comprehension. The
reaper was a long step in advance of
the cradle and the scythe, but is it
now & national implement? And so
we must regard literature: as some-
thing whose greatness in either a last-
ing or national way only time and
posterity can establish.

But to give assurance that real cur-
rent literature is making in Canada,
we need not be confined to one poem
or one author, and perhaps it will not
be regarded as egotistical of us to
reprint the following from The Can-
adian Magazine of December, 1907 :

THE VISION
By Virna Sheard.

Long had she knelt at the Madonna’s
shrine,
Within the empty chapel, cold and

gray ; :
Telling her beads, while grief with mar-
ring line
And bitter tear stole all her youth
away.

Ouicast was she from what Life holdeth

dear,
Banished from joy that other souls
might win;
And from the dark beyond she turned
with fear,

Being so branded by the mark of sin.




WITHIN THE SANCTUM

Yet when at last she raised her troubled

face, ;
Haunted by sorrow, whitened by

alarms ; ;
Mary leaned down from out the pictured

lace, :
Andplaid the little Christ within her
arms.

Rosy and warm she held Him to her
heart, -
She -— the abandoned one — the thing

apart.

Heretofore we have said something
about art in literature and the im-
provement in this respect among Can-
adian writers. Mrs. Isabel Ecclestone
MacKay provides a good instance of
this in a poem contributed to a recent
number of Harper’'s. It is a most art-
ful piece of work. It tells a whole life
story, not so much by what is said
as by what is left unsaid or merely
suggested. Read it:

THE WAY TO WAIT.

0, whether by the lonesome road that lies
: across the lea,
Or whether by the hill that stoops, rock-
shadowed to the sea,
Or by a sail that blows from far, my love
returns to me!

No fear is hidden in my heart to make my
face less fair, 3

No tear is hidden in my eye to dim the
brightness there— :

I wear upon my cheek the rose a happy
brigg should wear.

r should he come not by the road, and

i come not by the hiﬁ,

And come not by the far seaway, yet come
he surely will— ;

Close all the roads of all the world, love’s
road is open still.

My heart is light with singing (though
% they pity me my fate
And drop their merry voices as they pass
my garden gate),
For love that finds a way to come can find
a way to wait!

There is abundance of other good ma-
terial to choose from in a rapid survey
of recent Canadian poetry and there
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is temptation to go on quoting, but
the following poem by George Herbert
Clarke, taken frome The Canadian
Magazine, is well worth repetition :

THE LAST LULLABY.
The shepherd moon mothers her shining

sSheep,—
The little stars that cluster close and
eep ;
And soon they sleep.

The flower’s wings are folded to her
breast :
She hears a whisper from the darkling
west ;—
How pure her rest!

Dim droop the drowsing birds upon the

rees ;
The boughs are still as they: no unquiet
breeze
Troubles their ease.

The far and lonely waters feel the spell
Whose tﬁonotoneu sound slowly out, an.
te

Their sway and swell.

All  nature
dreams
Aglow with wonder that on waking seems

But broken gleams.

is asleep and dreaming

So let my spirit sleep the sleep of death :
Close, eyes; be idle, hands ; and silent,
breath !

Wait what It saith!

Marjorie L. C. Pickthall’s recent
contribution to The Metropolitan
Magazine is an example of rich colour-
ing and exquisite imagery. It may
be found at the beginning of the de-
partment ““At Five O’clock’’ in this
number.

It would be folly to attempt to con-
sider here the writings that have al-
ready passed into more enduring form,
but when we think of the possibility of
a national literature we might perhaps
be excused for feeling that we already
have in Canada much that should
help in the realisation of what we
cannot safely forecast but what we
fervently hope the future generations

will enjoy.

/,/’—j'
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DusTt
A sign hung in a conspicuous place
in a store in Lawrence:
“Man is made of dust. Dust seb-

tles. Are you a man?”’ — Boston
Record.
*
He KNEW

“Toctor,’”’ said the convalescent,
smiling weakly, ‘‘you may send in
your bill any day now.”’

“Tut, tut!”’ replied the M.D.,
gilencing his patient with a wave of
his hand. ‘‘You’re not strong enough
yet.”’—Leslie’s Weekly.

P

.'n\L.u‘(}\

VicArR OF POPPLETON. “1 hear you have been
over at Ippleton Church the last two Sundays,
Bates. How would you like if your cattle strayed
into somebody else's field?"”

Bates. ‘I shouldn’t object, if 80 be the pasture
was better!”
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A Bir oF NATURE

Boss— ‘When you told that new
clerk that he’d have to hump himself
if he expected to hold his job, how
did he take it ?”’

Department Manager—'‘He got his
back up right away.”’—Chicago Tri-
bune.

*

Possibly the hold-up man takes to
the highways in order to raise suffi-
cient coin to enable his wife to take
to the buyways.—Montreal Star.

*

Man is ninety per cent. water. Im
many unhappy instances the other
ten per cent. is Scotch.

A Saskatchewan Anglican called a
Methodist & liar. The joint opinion of
these interesting citizens on a Baptist
might be worth printing.—Toronte
News.

¥

A Toledo woman wants a divorce
because her husband won’t kiss her.
We reserve judgment until we see the
lady.—Montreal Star.

£ 3
Ax ENGLISH SLIP

A little story which has just found
its way across the Atlantic from an
English country house tells of the
recent slip made by a new and ner-
vous butler in serving his master, a
duke, at the luncheon table. Quiet,
respectful, and assiduous, he proffered
a dish with the insinuating query:
““Cold grace, your grouse ?”’ The slip
is so obviously natural that doubtless
the tale is true.—Christian Guardian.

"




WHAT OTHERS ARE LAUGHING AT

THE CANNON ROARED

While campaigning in his home
state, Speaker Cannon was once in-
veigled into visiting the public schools
of a town where he was billed to
speak.

In one of the lower grades, an am-
bitious teacher called upon a youthful
Demosthenes to entertain the dis-
tinguished visitor with an exhibition
of amateur oratory. The selection
attempted was Byron’s ‘‘Battle of
Waterloo,”” and just as the boy
reached the end of the first paragraph,
Speaker Cannon suddenly gave vent
to a violent sneeze.

‘““ ‘But, hush! hark!’ "’ declaimed
the youngster — ‘‘ ‘a deep sound
strikes like a rising knell! Did ye
hear it ?" "’

The visitors smiled, and a moment
later the second sneeze—which the
Speaker was vainly trying to hold
back—came with increased violence.
““But hark (bawled the boy)—'‘that

heavy sound breaks in once more,
And nearer, clearer, deadier than be-

fore !
Arm! arm! it is the cannon’s opening
roar!”’

This was too much, and the laugh
that broke from the party swelled to a
roar when ‘‘Uncle Jos” chuckled:
‘““Put up your weapons, children; I
won’t shoot any more.’’—Success.

*

His AFFLICTION

A teacher had told a class of juven-
the pupils that Milton the poet was
blind. The next day she asked if any
of them could remember what Mil-
ton’s great affliction was. ““Yes'm,”’
replied on little fellow, ““he was a
poet.”’—Universalist Leader.

¥

Tae TruTH

““‘See here. That horse you sold me
runs away, kicks, bites, strikes, and
tries to tear down the stable at night.
You told me that if I got him once I
wouldn't part with him for $1,000.”

“Well, you won’t.”’—Lutheran Ob-
server.
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A MISTY NIGHT

“Where am 17"
* Sixth Avenue."”

* Ah mean, what town 7" ~Life

Not THE PoINt

He—""If you refuse me I shall blow
out my brains.”’

She—'‘Impossible.”’

He—'"Maybe you don’t believe I
have a pistol.”’

She—"Oh, I dare say you have the
pistol, all right.”—Philadelphia Re
cord.

¥
Nor MvuruaL

Father—"I cannot give you my
daughter, my dear sir, T am mighty
particular in such things.”

Suitor—‘Oh, pshaw! Now I am
not in the least so.”’—Meggendorfer
Blaetter (Munich).

¥

A CoMPROMISE
Corpulent Suitor (on his knees)—
“If you will not accept my offer, at
least help me up.”” — Meggendorfer
Blaetter.
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TOO WISE *

I wouldn’t want to be so wise

I'd always know the truth from lies.
Ah, no, my friend, I tell you flat

I wouldn't be as wise as that.

I met a man the other day,

He grasped my hand, then dashed
away—

“I liked that thing you wrote,”’ said
he,

‘“’Twas something that appealed to
me."’

He hurried on when this he’d said;

He didn't say just what he’d read.

I'd not have been so pleased, you see,

If T had known he’d lied to me.
James P. Haverson.
¥

WHY HE DOESN'T

I so admire fair Phyllis
My love I would rehearse,
And ask her if she’d take me

For better or for worse.

But when I read the papers
I'm scared almost to death,

For butter’s thirty-eight now,
It takes away my breath.

I'd like to ask fair Phyllis
To share my humble lot,

But eggs are thirty-six now,
I'd really better not.

I wish to wed sweet Phyllis,
But then there is the rent,

I know I can’t afford it yet—
A handsome fire-proof tent.

So I refrain from asking
And merely sigh and sigh;

I'd like to marry Phyllis,
But prices are so high.
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SAVING THE COUNTRY

The Patriot in fervid tone
Spoke of the Sounding Seas
Which lave This Canada of Ours,
And bear our export cheese.

Then of the Lakes he said a word,
Commendatory too,
He asked, if they should disappear,
What would the yachtsmen do ?
“I see,”” the patriot declared,
““The Mountains clad with pine,
The silver in its native lair,
The gentle wildcat mine.”’

‘“Hear, hear!”’ the worthy chairman
said,
His bosom swelled with pride,
For, though an honest man, he sold
Some stocks upon the side.

The Patriot thereby was stirred
To wider, higher flights.

He spoke about the Western Plains,
Also the Northern Lights.

The Cattle on a Thousand Hills
Came in his peroration,

And lastly he demanded votes
To save this noble nation.

He said : “‘Defeat me not, my friends,
Nor lay me on the shelf—

I want to save this glorious land,
To save it-—for myself.

J. Edgar Middleton.
¥

WHERE IT ENDS

The quality of mercy
Is not strained;
But durn the sinner anyhow who
swiped my old umbrella
When it rained.
Evening Sun.
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How to Avoid TaKing a Chill
Or Catching Cold

Before going out, get thoroughly warmed and fortified by drinking a
hot cup of BOVRIL. This feeds the whole body, and not only prevents
you from getting chilled, but gives real warmth and comfort.

A cup of hot BOVRIL is therefore, the very best thing to take
before snowshoeing, travelling, driving, shopping, etc.

It is a perfect safeguard against chills and prevents the feeling of over-
fatigue or exhaustion.

Before exposure, to take a stimulant, suchas spirits, tea, cocoa, etc.,
which warm you for ten minutes or so, is dangerous.

Not because it warms, but because it stimulates without feeding you,
and this stimulation passes off quickly and leaves your vitality
depressed.

You can get a hot cup of BOVRIL at any high-class cafe or
confectioners, but it’s really best to keep it in the house. You
will find the 1-1b. bottle very economical.

’

GOLD MEDAL || Something New

jg‘,//}'»; i Cobalt Nuggets”

‘ Like all ‘%{@ Candies

Pure Delicious

JETEXROS
r‘:‘?-u
RS
“Toronto Chocolate Creams’ “Dominion Chocolates’
The package everybody wants

FOR “My Favorites "
Best Chocolates in the world.

In the most Artistic boxes ever made.
Ale and 0 er Boxes contain only Chocolates with Nut Centers
When near our Store an Ice Cream or Hot Chocolate

AWARDED will refresh you

JOHN LABATT

At St. Louis Exhibition
1904

ONLY MEDAL FOR ALE IN CANADA

Our Candies made on the premises.

»

130-132 Yonge Street, Toronto, Ont.




32 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

th!e There‘s Suds,

There's Soap. [MANY WASHING POWDERS CON- |

TAIN NO SOAP-THEY-OUGHT TO. |

€ Most Women use a Powder of some sort.
Some use Soap with Soap Powders or Wash-
ing Powders; how can they tell the value of
either? USE PEARLINE ALONE; all
the Soap that's necessary is there. Richer
Suds, Better, Safer, more Effective than any |
mixed product. Soap with PEARLINE is
Wasgte, for PEARLINE will have done
the work before the Soap begins to take hold.

¢ TRY PEARLINE without Soap, Soda,
Borax, Naphtha, Kerosene; TRY IT with-
out help of any sort and as directed on each
package: then you will be Washing and ‘
Cleaning Scientifically, Safely, Quickly, Thor- |
oughly, Economically and Healthily.

( PEARLINE saves Women, Fabncs,
Colors—saves everything but the Dirt.

{ Cleaning Lace
i Curtains Correctly

Everything rests on knowing how. The equip-
ment, the skill, the experience, the "know how," are all

at your service in these works. More than 30 years
established, and the largest dyeing and cleaning works
in all Canada. The finest curtains can always be sent
here with safety.

R. Parker & Co. comis

BRANCHES AND AGENCIES IN ALL PARTS OF CANADA
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Sometime, somewhere '

someone “‘may

make a pure

food the equal
of

‘Grape-Nuts

Never, anyone

anywl\ere, wi“
make a better

one.
Y Tl\ere's a Reasonf' D
- ; G N

- RS ———— )
Grape-Nuts

food is the result of study and science; nothiug about it is
guesswork.

It is made to supply a human need-—for building back
the worn-out tissue in Brain and Nerve Centres.

Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Battle Creek, Mich., U.S.A.
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MoTaTeT

Strike More Blows

in a Day With a Tack
Hammer Than With a
Sledge

and on exactly the same principle the
operator can write more words in a day
with a Monarch than with an ordinary
heavy-working machine.

Monarch
Light Touch

the greatest advance in typewriter con-
struction since visible writing, means
increased efficiency and greater output
per machine, reducing the cost of type-
writing to the employer.

Let us demonstrate this and the many
other Monarch advantages. Write for
illustrated descriptive literature.

The Monarch Typewriter Company

Executive Offices:
Monarch Typewriter Building, 300 Broadway,
New York

Branches and dealers throughout the world.

How Do They Point

UP OR DOWN?

Don't be too sure, ILook at the blocks—from every side,
Things change sometimes. For instance—an old ab
typewriter revives wonderfully when thoroughly cleaned
and oiled with 8 in One. It quits rattling and starts work-
ing smoothly, surely and rapidly. 8 in One preserves the

bearings preventing un- necessary wear and tear
Removes dirt and gum ﬂ caused rgy inferior oil.

cleans the ty}la_efaces per- fectly—prevents rust on alf
metal parts. Try it at our
generous sample bottle

3 IN ONE OIL CO.,

expense. Write today for
and typewriter circular,
50B’WAY, New York City,

ORDHEIMER

- PLAYER ‘PIANO -

CAN BE PLAYED IN THE ORDINARY WAY
ON THE KEY.BOARD, AND ALSO BY INSERT.
ING A ROLL OF MUSIC. BRINGS WITHIN
THE REACH OF EVERY PERSON —EVEN
THOSE WHO CANNOT PLAY THE PIANO —
THE WORLD'S FINEST MUSIC, AND TAKES
THE PLACE OF THE SILENT PIANOS IN
MANY HOMES.

=
24 YEARS OF PROGRESS
and a perfect record for reliable performance and superior build

is behind Pierce Motors. They are all that
should be. Equally dependable age . s

PIERCE Motor Boats

—noiseless, speedy, safe and strong, We guarantee them to give full
satisfaction and will repair or furnish to replace free within 5 years from
date of pur ‘hase any part that should prove defective,.

lwﬁpt. for Book showing ({iﬂ’crent sizes, prices, etc., and telling
about Pierce supremacy. Don'tbuy a Motor Boat or Motor till hear
from the pioneer builders of Gasoline Motors. i

Siegel-Cooper Co., New York City, Eastern Agents
Pierce Engine Company, 9th Street, Racine, Wis

=



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

SHIR'TS

are made to fit every man—be he very thin
or be he very stout. If you are out of the or-
dinary, one way or the other, you can find
your fit in a Cluett Shirt. $2.00 and up.

Sold only under the CLUETT label. An interesting booklet, ** Today’s Shirt,™ sent free.
CLUETT, PEABODY & CO,, Makers of Arrow Collars, River Street, Troy, N. Y
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Man in the Making

Build your child’s body and brain well—if you want the
future man to be well,

“CROWN BRAND CORN SYRUP’’ is a food that makes
sturdy bones, healthy tissues, good nerves. It is the best thing
to give children with their porridge, cereal or bread.

“CROWN BRAND” isan absolutely pure syrup, made as e

good as syrup can be made—with a rich flavour that makes the
youngsters and grown-ups ask for more.

Your dealer has it in air-tight tins, 2-1b., 4 1b., 10-1b. and 20-1b. tin.

The Edwardshurg Starch Co., Limited

ESTABLISHED 1858
WORKS : OFFICES:

CARDINAL, ONTARIO MONTREAL and TORONTO
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& |VER JOHNSON
SRFETY AUTOMATIC REVOLVER S

Absolutely proof against carclessness, or accidental shooting,
own stairs, let it fall to the floor—or

Hammer the Hammer

—any test you make will prove the positive safety
of an Iver Johnson Safety Automatic Revolver,
No "lock,”’ no “lever.” no device of any
kind for you to “work"—this safety feature
is entirely automatic, a part of the firing
mechanism, There is un{y one way to dis
charge it—pull the trigger all the way back.

Then it shoots true and hits hard.

p S

Throw it

Send for our free booklet, *'Shots"—it clearly explains this positive safety

» Iver Johnson Safety Hammer Revolver Iver Johnson Safety Hammerless Revolver
X o : v 82 cal. cent Richly nickeled, 82 calibre center.fire 8.inch
B o el comanire: S, bl $7.50| Bicrel, or's cailbre contorirersittnch parvel $8.50
. Extra length bbl. or blued finish at slight extra cost,

Extrs length barrel or blued finish at slight extra cost.
re and Sporting Goods dealers everywhere, or sent prepaid on receipt of price if dealer will
tsupply. Look for the owl's head on the grip and our name on the barrel,

4

Sold by Hardwa

no

fver Johnson’s Arms & Cycle Works, 145 River St,, Fitchburg, Mass. §
NewYork: 9 Chambers St.—Hamburg,Germany: Pickhuben 4—8an Francisco: Phil B.BekeartCo.. 717 Market St,
Makers of Iver Johnson Single Barrel Shotguns and Truss Bridge Bicycles

IN THE CORNER of this advertisement ap-

pears a fac-simile of our

TRADE MARK. Every piece of Silverware bearing this stamp carries with
it our absolute Guarantee as to quality. The designs are always correct,

THE STANDARD SILVER CO,, Limited
TORONTO, CANADA

7/ ART DEPTCANADIAN MAGAZINE
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€ We illustrate herewith our standard Ver-
tical Type Power Boiler, with mountings as
regularly furnished.

¢ We build them in all sizes from 4 to 60
h.p. Larger sizes built to order.

€ Material and workmanship throughout
are of the highest class, thus ensuring long

and satisfactory service.

€ With large facilities we are in a position
to make prompt shipments of single boilers
or of carloads.

@ Our Bulletin K No.103 contains full par-
ticulars. May we send you a copy ?

The Jenckes Machine Co.

Limited

Sherbrooke, St. Catherines, Cobalt

Vancouver, Halifax

Works :
Sherbrooke, Que.; St. Catharines, Ont.

BT

FLOOR
VARNISH

No matter how
hard thechildren
romp and play,
they can’t injure
the finish of “61”
Floor Varnish. It
is mar-proof and fire-

proof.

Send for Free Sample Panel

coated with ' 61 "—stamp on it,
hammer it, you may dent the wood,
but you can’t crack the varnish.

“61” is made for floors
only. Send for hooklet
on ‘ Floor Finishing.”
PRATT & LAMBERT-INC.
VARNISH MAKERS 60 YEARS

©1 TONAWANDA ST,, BUFFALO, N, Y,
FACTORIES IN 7 CITIES

Beware of
Imitations  Solg
on the Mel‘its

of

MINARD’S
LINIMENT
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Doubtless you have heard sound-reproducing instruments; perhaps you
have had it in mind to buy oune; maybe you are uncertain which make
to buy; but

Have you heard

*Ghe EDISON

play an Amberol Record?

You can do this at the store of any Edison dealer. When you go, note
the longer playing time of Amberol Records (playing twice as long as
the standard Edison Records), note the Amberol selections, not found
on any other record of any kind; note also the reproducing point of the
Edison Phonograph that never wears out and never needs changing ; the
motor, that runs as silently and as evenly as an electric device, and the
special horn, so shaped that it gathers every note or spoken word and
brings it out with startling fidelity. It is these exclusive features, vital
to perfect work, that should claim your attention.

Ask your dealer or write us for catalogues of Edison Phonographs and Records.

NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH COMPANY, 6 Lakeside Avenue, Orange, N. J.

The Edison Business Phonograph unables the stenographer to get out twice as many letters.

«The Rivals”’
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Time-Tried Silver

It is safe only to buy the kind of silverplate that has proved itself by
time. There is a difference between the bare assertion that this or
that brand will wear and the fact that

(84T ROGERS BROS.

silverware has endured through actual service since its origin more
than fifty years ago. Its reputation as ‘“Silber Plate that Wears '’
was won on its actual wearing quality. Remember this when buying
and look for the trade mark your grandparents knew-—
+1847 ROGERS BR0S.” All dealers sell it. Send for hand-
some new catalogue “* 66 "

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO..} /M. L1CN, CANADA.

GHILDREN

like to wear Tumbull’s Vests—they
are so nice and warm, soft and

comfortable.

 Khnitted by a special process
they keep their shape.

Turnbull’s Vests

and the famous Cee-Tee under-
clothing are manufactured at Galt

by the
C. TURNBULL CO. OF GALT, Limited

Ask your dealer to show you Turnbull’s Goods
1317
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UNDERWEAR COMFORT

can only be secured by wearing
Underwear that fits perfectly.
Perfect fit can only be ensured by
absolute elasticity. Elasticity 1s
the great feature of ELLIS
SPRING NEEDLE RIBBED
UNDERWEAR, this being
ensured by the Spring Needle
process of manufacture, which we
control for Canada.

THE ELLIS MANUFACTURING COMPANY, LIMITED
HAMILTON, ONTARIO

Rodgers
Cutlery

for the Household

when buying cutlery be
it a carver, knives, scis-
sors, etc., always ask
for “Rodgers” and look
for the abovetrademark.

Such precautions will
ensure you obtaining
the best cutlery that is
or can be made.

Joseph Rodgers & Sons
Cutlers to His Majesty Limited

SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND
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y
WE WANT (e
YoUTO ® 40 PIGERIOK

HAVEOUR  \ @ \  OF FREARNS
=NEW= N\ O\ Iedmon

SENDIOR ITAOW,

HARRINGTON & RICHARDSON ARMS COMPANY
520 Park Ave . Worcester, Mass.

CONSIDER WHAT IS REALLY ESSENTIAL IN A LAUNCH

1st. Strongly constructed of good material.

Tobeable to standa heavy storm and sea, when you are caught in it; and with a
GIDLEY Launch you know you are safe.

3rd. A Reliable Engine of sufficient power.

4th. Comfort.

In addition to the above, if you purchase a GIDLEY Launch you get, without extra
cost, a fast, handsomely finisbed. boat.

The accompanying out shows the design of our Special 18} and 21 ft. Launches, These
boats are fitted with a 43 x 44 Engine, Reversible Propellers, complete and ready to run.
18% FL. - - - $325.00, 1. 0. b. cars our factory.

21 ” - - < - 3 5335-00, ” ” ” ”
The reason we can sell this Beautifully Built and Finished Boat at these prices is because
these two sizes are built in large quantities, off perfect templets.

H. E. GIDLEY & CO,, PENETANGUISHENE, ONTARIO.
Write Dept. C. for Catalogue.

2nd.
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e connoisseurs,
and all ye
goode people fond
of ye delicious
flavour, do make
use of

Lea &
Perrins’

PN

‘
R

% 2l

b

s Worcestershire

& Sauce
for all meats,

=7 Lo -

11a [P, Bolies.

e HONTREAL ,§

/j/a %*«m‘é‘

Established over 50 years

FEARMAN’S

“STAR BRAND” HAMS

The Standard of Epicurean Taste

cured and sold by us for over 50
years, unsurpassed for flavor ang
quality. Try them, boiled or fried,
they will please you.

For sale by all leading grocers,

F. W. FEARMAN CO,, Limited
HAMILTON, ONT.
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MENNEN'S

BORATED TALCUM

TOILET POWDER

N
,s.‘-.

i R Sl
“Baby’s Best Friend”
and Mamma's greatest comfort, Mennen's relieves and
prevents Chapped Hands and Chafing.

For your protection the genuine is put up in non.re-
fillable boxes—the “Box that Lox,” with Mennen's face
on top. Sold everywhere or by mail 25 cents—Sample free.
"E STATIONERY Try Mennen's Violet (Borated) Taloum Touet Powder— It
Fl has the scent of Freshcut Parma Viclets. Sample free,
GERHARD MENNEN CO., Newark, N.J.

Mennen’s Sen Yang Tollet Pewder, Oriental Odor No
For The Mennen's Horated Skin Seap (blus wrapper) Samples
Specially prepared for the nursery. Bold only at Btores

BUSINESS MAN —

FOR YOUR LETTERHEADS
USE

S o o

AT B Cunanian T

TWENTIETH CENTURY BOND
DANISH PARCHMENT
DANISH BOND
HERCULES BOND

> o o

ENVELOPES
T0

MATCH 1S3t Denis Hotel

Broadway and Eleventh Streot
B e ? NEW YORK
Suropean Plan —— Conventent Location

THE BARBER & ELLIS CO. WILLIAM TAVLOR & SON
| E:e Conl\)rlenlésgt, Imcatéonh’g:aw{xln:p intmen
) asonable Charges, Cou us ndance, an
Toronto, Brantford, Winnipeg Cuisine of Kxceptional Excellence are Character-
istic of this Hotel, and have Secured and Retained
for it a Patronage of the Highest Order.
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Robinson’s Patent Barley

q The best food for Infants and Invalids, the only reliable prepar-
ation of its kind. € It is quickly and easily prepared, and renders
wmilk easily digestible. € But insist on having ROBINSON’S

FRANK MAGOR & CO., Canadian Agents, MONTREAL

LESS COAL

AND

MORE HEAT

Every householder knows that an enormous
percentage of fuel is wasted by radiation in the

| *THE cellar or basement, by draft through the
bIcs a chimney, by unequal distribution through the
building, by incomplete combustion. The won-
KELSEY derful way in which the KELSEVY overcomes
all these difficulties is explained simply and

The JAMES SMART clearly in the booklet,—

Mfg., Co., Ltd.
Brockville, Ont.

. . WESTERN AGENCIES . .

Winnipeg, Man.
Calgary, Alta.

For Home, Church and School Heating.

Send for it if you are interested in the great
problem of efficient and economical heating.

]
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A Skin of Bo-uty u a Joy rorovor

'DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S

ORIENTAL CREAM s:wmrin

Purifies RF‘M()\ ES Tan, Pim-
as well as ples, Frocklu,
Beautifies ‘\(mh Patches, Rash
the Ski and Skin diseases, and
No other every blemish on
cosmetic g beauty, and defles de-
will do it. ¥ tection. It has stood

the test of 60 years ; no
other has, and s s0
harmless, we taste it to
be sure it is properly
made. Accept no coun-
terfeit of similar name,
The distinguished Dr.
L. A. Sayre said to a
lady of the haul ton (n
rntlent)— As you
(s

In writing. research shows nothin.
earlior than letters cut in stone by |, IMNRIBNER | it
the PhoenlClafLS: lrlvestlgatlon | all the Skin preparations.”

For sale by all druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers,

shows nothing later and farther |
| COURAUD’S ORIENTAL TOILET POWDER
advanced than t at afforded b}’ the For Infants and adults, Exquisitely perfumed. Relieves

m | Skin troubles, cures Sunburn and renders an excellent com-
| plexion. PRICE 25 CENTS BY MAIL.
Model 70 — GOURAUD’S POUDRE SUBTILE
8.\,,3 Tinder Removes superfluous Hair rice $1.00 by Mail

Soragacher FRED. T. HOPKINS, Prop'r, 37 Great nmn. 8t., New York Oty
Vhlme \\rmn eSS RS

Clgarette Makmg Machine

PRICE 50c. POSTPAID

| Worh Adouhully making a perfect cigarette with any kind of tebacco
pers in a few seconds. Weighs one ounce and fills the vest-pocket.
AGENTS AND DEALERS. You can make $250 monthly profit selling
| 1,000 of these machines, others are doing it. Send for terms,

| ESRICH MFG. CO., 28 East 23rd St., Box 32, New York

Underwood

The World’s Best Typewriter

‘\4 -

B

Through our Employment Department we
placed in positions, during 1908, 1,528 steno-
grapers, in Toronto alone.

Similar departments are maintained at all
our branches. They are a great convenience to
business men, and the service is free.

UNITED TYPEWRITER COMPANY, LIMITED

ADELAIDE STREET EAST
TORONTO

Halifax, St. John, Montreal, Hamilton, London, Winnipeg, Edmonton.
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Beauty and Solid Comfort

do not always go to-
gether, You get the
combination in our brick
fire places, which are
artistic and give a room
a very cosy appeararce,
All up-to-date houses
have them. Buy a good
Buff Milton Brick when
you build your house,

Send for Catalogue

Milton Pressed

Brick Company

Limited
TORONTO OFFICE :

75 YONGE STREET
WORKS AND OFFICE :

MILTON - ONTARIO

Free Expansion of Tubes

Perfect Water
Circulation

Dry or Superheated
Steam

Half the usual number
of handholes

ROB3 ENGINEERING CO., Limited, AMHERST, N.§.

j Traders Bank Building, Toronto, William McKay, Manager
District Offices : | Bell Telephone Building, Montreal, Watson Jack, Manager
lllnlon Bank Building, Winnipeg, J. F. Porter, Manager
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THE USE OF

HARDWOOD FLOORS

has become so general they are
almost regarded as a necessity.
And if properly regarded they
are a necessity for any complete
house. Their cleanliness, solidity
and handsome appearance are
universally acknowledged.

g We send out on request a very
complete Catalogue of designs
with Price List from which
we allow a liberal discount.

ELLIOTT & SON, Limited

79 KING STREET WEST, TORONTO, ONT.

CHOCOLATES

The’ latest and daintiest arrangement
for Chocolates

The “Evangeline”
Art Boxes

A de'icious assortment of Creams, Nouga-
tines, Caramels, Fruits and Nuts. !>, 1 2,
3 and 5 pounds. Full weight in every box.

35 YEARS' EXPERIENCE
GANONG BROS., Limited, St. Stephen, N.B.
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FOR
The nght kind of baggage is most important. In buying
from us you have the benefit of our years of experience in out-
fitting for foreign travel.
STEAMER RUGS.  Fifteen different qualities, all sizes, 32 to 40
inches long. Prices from $4.00 to $40.00.
STEAMER RUGS $5.00 to $10.00.
WATERPROOF CANVAS CARRYALLS $3.50 to $5.00.
Catalogue 22, contains one hundred pages, illustrating the
very newest in Travelling Goods and Leather Goods. We
mail it free and pay express in Ontario on all goods.
me JULIAN SALE
LEATHER GOCGDS CO., Limited
105 King Street West, Toronto
R
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Try the Saline Waters

OF THE

“St. Catharines Well”

For Rheumatism and kindred
diseases and for all forms of
Nervous Trouble.

Hydropathic treatments with
massage, diet, rest, supervised
by Physicians and Nurses.

Avoid the expense of a trip South. Try
instead the tonic influence of

“THE ST. CATHARINES WELL”

REACHED BY

Grand Trunk Railway System

Apply The Welland, St. Catharines, Oni.

51
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Allan Line Royal Mail Steamers

Established 1854

DINING SALOON, R.M.S. VICTORIAN

The St. Lawrence Route, MONTREAL (o LIVERPOOL

Shortest, Smoothest, Most Picturesque
Four Days from Land to Land

The Magnificent Turbine Triple Screw Steamers
VICTORIAN and VIRGINIAN
also
New Twin Screw Steamers CORSICAN, 11,000 tons, and TUNISIAN

GLASGOW SERVICE

New Twin Screw Steamers GRAMPIAN and HESPERIAN
and One Class Cabin Steamers IONIAN and PRETORIAN

Send for Sailings and Rates

THE ALLAN LINE, Boston H. & A. ALLAN, Montreal
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Making Summer
Plans

It is not a day too early to think of the
summer vacation and where to spend it.

Why not the Coast this Year ?

No other trip will present as many new '
scenes. Nothing more enjoyable or of greater
educational value could be imagined. Special
attraction—the Alaska— Yukon—Pacific Ex-
position at Seattle, all summer. There will be
unusually low rates, and by the Canadian
Pacific the journey is made in surprisingly

short time. Think it over.

Canadian Pacific Railway

Say what you would like to do and to see this
summer and we will be glad to help plan your
tour. Write whichever city is nearest.

WM. STITT, R. L. THOMPSON,
General Passenger Agent, District Passsnger Agent,
MONTREAL TORONTO

——l
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CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY COMPANY'S ROYAL MAIL STEAMSHIP LINES

THE EMPRESSES

AND 14 OTHER MODERN
ATLANTIC LINERS

The record for the fastest trip
to Canadian ports is held by

the Empresses —six days,

one hour from dock to dock

Fer sailings, rates and other
information apply to any S.S.
and Railway agents

OR TO

S. J. SHARP G. McL. BROWN
West. Pass. Agt. Gen. Pass. Agt.
EMPRESS OF BRITAIN and EMPRESS"OF (RELAND 71 Yonge St., TORONTO MONTREAL

DOMINION LINE ROYAL MAIL STEAMSHIPS

WEEKLY' SAILINGS

MONTREAL 1o LIVERPOOL PORTLAND 10 LIVERPOOL
IN SUMMER (Via Halifax in Winter)
S. 5. “CANADA" S. S. “ KENSINGTON" S. S. “ DOMINION ™
5. 8. “SOUTHWARK" S.S. “VANCOUVER" S.S. “OTTAWA"

The 8.8. ““CANADA™ holds the record of having made the fastest passage between Liverpool and Canada.
The 8.8 “CANADA" and S.8. ““DOMINION" have very fine accommodation for all classes of passengers.
Passenger accommodation is situated amidships, electric light and spacious decks.

To Europe in Comfort At mModerate Rates

Per 5.S. “ KENSINGTON™  S.S. “SOUTHWARK" . S. “ VANCOUVER"
S. S “OTTAWA”

To Liverpool, - $45.00 To London, - $47.50

AND UPWARDS, ACCORDING TO STEAMER AND BERTH

These Steamers carry only one class of cabin passengers, namely, Second Cabin, to whom will be
iven the accommodation situated n the best part of the vessel. This accommodation includes
romenade Decks, Smoke Rooms, Ladies’ Rooms, etc., all amidships, and meets the requirements

of that section of the travelling public who, while wanting the best the steamer affords. do not

care 10 pay the higher rates demanded for such in the ships having two classes of cabmns.
For all information as to rates of passage and sailings, apply to local agents or to

H. G. THORLEY, THE DOMINION LINE,
41 King St. East, TORONTO, ONT. 17 St. Sacrament St., MONTREAL, QUE.
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Montreal MARITIME Quebec

EXPRESS

Leaves Montreal 12.00 Noon
Daily Except Saturday

Inter

NOTED FOR EXCELLENCE

OF

St. John Sleeping and .Dining The
Halifax Jousine Sydneys

For Reservations, Tickets, Time-Tables, etc., apply to

GENERAL PASSENGER DEPARTMENT TORONTO TICKET OFFICE

MONCTON, N.B. ot 51 King Street East
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/TO ARRANGE FOR A VISIT
/IN THE SPRING

when the beautiful valleys and wooded slopes with sun-lit
mountain peak o’erhead provide never to be forgotten pictures,
and accommodations are remarkably inexpensive, Rail travel,
too, costs but little, $8.64 for 15 days, or first-class $16.32
(longer terms even less in proportion) for a season ticket
covering the entire country where scenic surprises await the
tourist at every bend of the road, every curve of the rail-
Shimmering Lake—Towering Craig—Rushing Torrent-
where nature runs riot and every nook and corner can be
\ reached in luxury and comfort by the Swiss Federal
Railroad System,

OR NEXT SUMMER

when preceded by the voyage across the Atlantic, a
holidayin Switzerland is the most unique and most health-
ful vacation the world affords—and moreover, the most

inexpensive— health and pleasure values considered.

Let us prepare your Itinerary now
Booklets, Maps, Route Guides Free

Every information about its seasons, sports, pastimes,
quaint cities, health.giving climate, attractions, cares,
customs, rail service. All fully explained ‘““Viva Voce”
or by illustrated literature, including 222 page book
“The Hotels of Switzerland.”

From the Official Agency of

THE SWISS 241 Fifth Ave., New York ¥
{FEDERAL
[ RAILWAY
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A Re-Creation of @ﬁm

Business Opportunities &=

The commercial opportunities 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 5,000 miles in the most promising
parts of the country. Hundreds of new townsites have been created west of
Lake Superior and many new enterprises have been made practicable in Nova
Scotia, Quebec, Ontario, Manitoba, Saskatchewan and Alberta. All these newly
developed territories are bristling with business opportunities for the enterprising
and they aie clearly described from the commercial viewpoint in the new edition
of the publication—

A MILE A DAY FOR TWELVE YEARS

a copy of which is free for the asking from the Information Bureau, Canadian
Northern Head Offices, Toronto.

iFOR THE WINTER GO TO

T Frost Malaria
UnKnown Impossible
From New York, 48 hours, by the Twin-screw Steamship “BERMUDIAN,’’ 5,500 tons,

Sailing every Saturday at 10 a. m.
FOR A WINTER’S CRUISE GO TO

_WINDWARD WEST INDIES

Salhngs from/ New York every alternate chnesday by the New S.S. “Guiana,” 3,700 tons,
S.S. “Parima,’” 3,000 tons; S.S. Korona,’’ 3,000 tons, for

St. Thomas,: St. Croix, St. [Kitts, Antigua, Guadeloupe,
Dominica, Martinique, St. Lucia, Barbados and Demerara

NEW YORK for BERMUDA and NASSAU, BAHAMAS, S.S. “Trinidad,” 2,600 tons, is in-
tended to sail from New York 2nd and ‘18th February, and 6th March 1909.

For Pamphlels and full information apply to
. E. OUTERBRIDGE @& CO., Agent., 29 Broadway, New Yo' Kk

QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY, Limited

ARTHUR AHERN, Secretary, Quebec
A.F. WEBSTER, @ Co. Agents. Corner King and Yonge Strects, Toronto
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Avoid
the
Dangers of
March
Winds and
Weather

Take a
38 Day Trip
to the
British
West Indies
via Halifax

“Snapped’” from the Hotel at St. Kitt's.

C i 2  SPring on account of the changeable weather.
w d chance to the many Canadians who suffer every spr
’e ogell.lr&u:pti;n::teamer say the middle of March, you arrive back in Canada towards the end of April,
JLeaving Ha s

Our boats

Halifax every twelve days and are splendidly equipped for the trip. Write for rates and illustrated booklet,
sail from

Pickford & Black, Halifax
THE ROBERT REFORD COMPANY, LTD., MONTREAL

R. M. MELVILLE, TORONTO

gre] ENOX HOTEL

BUFFALO

MOD! HIGHEST GRADE. FIREPROOF

UNEXCELLED SERVICE THROUGHOUT

APID ELECTRIC CARRIAGES
ggl'fllSol'r’)lv!l.')‘2 FOR PATRONS every [ewlinﬁxéutet:
fzrom Hotel through Business District and to al po

for principal trains.

EUROPEAN PLAN
$1.50 per day and up

GEORGE DUCHSCHERER, Prop.

HOTEL CUMBERLAND

NEW YORK
S.W. Cor. Broadway at 54th Street.

Near 50th St. Sub.
way and 53rd St,
Elevated and ao-
cessible to all sur-
face lines.

HEADQUARTERS
FOR CANADIANS

Ideal Location.
Near Theatres,
Shoﬁs, and Central
Park,

NEW AND FIRE-
PROOF.
Strictly First Class
Rates Reasonable
., 10 minutes walk to
20 Theatres.
European Plan

$2.50 with bath,
and up.

Restaurant
Unexcelled

Prices Moderate
Send for Booklet

Harry P. Stimson R. J. Bingham

Fi erly with Hotel Formerly with Hotel
orn}mperil B oodward.




- for Whooping Cough
' Croup, Sore Throat
' Coughs, Bronchitis
| Colds, Diphtheria

“Used while you sleep.” Catarrh.

Vaporized Cresolene stops the paroxysms
of Whooping Cough. Ever dreaded Croup
cannot exist where Cresolene is used.

It acts directly on the nose and throat making
breathing easy in the case of colds; soothes the
sore throat and stops the cough.

Cresolene is a powerful germicide acting
both as a curative and preventive in con-
tagious diseases.

Itis a boon to sufferers from Asthma.

Cresolene’s hest recommendation is its 30
years of successful use.

For Sale By All Druggists.
Send Postal for Descriptive Booklel.

Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the irrita-

ted throat, of your druggist or from us,10c. in stamps.

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE (0., 180 Fulton St., New York
Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada.

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Vewcombe Pranos
Built for Music and Built to Endure

Awarded Medals and Awardsat many international
expositions, including Paris, Chicago, London
England, Jamestown, ete.

‘““The Finest made in Canada.”
Write for Catalogue of designs and prices,

The Newcombe Piano Co., Limited,
129 Beliwoods Ave., Toronto
New City Warerooms: 7 & 73 Queen St., East, Toronto

Eddys\ Matches

The Most Perfect Matches You Ever Struck.

"Always Everywhere in Canada ask for Eddys Matches "
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2 i @@@@@@@@@@@@8
Artists! THE FULL LUXURY
Beware of cheap color if yon want a OF THE BATH
lasting, durable picture. Your time is
valuable. Use it only with standard is only attained when
colors for Canvas and Paper. it is perfumed with
Winsor & Newlon’s Oil and Water
Colors are the only standard and they ‘ The Genuine
are cheaper than cheap colors because
they go farther and are more beautiful.
A. Ramsay & Son Co., Montreal Murray & Lanman’s
Wholesale Agents for Winsor &!Newton’s Colors :
& FLORIDA
IF |

ot i : 1 lightfully cooling and invigor-
Aod T8 :d:;‘:::: | ating, and the relief it affords

by the car lot, from the depressing heat of
By the Cross of St Summer is truly remarkable,

———

George,
But I'd stuff and I'd gorge r
Of the kind that they gatf ‘ BEWARE OF SUBSTITUTES !

“LADY CPARLOTTEY]| Seseeseseoces

WATER
| WERE
A QUEEN Used in the bath it is “E

Recreation is essential to every Professional
and Business man.

Few things will divert the mind from daily
cares more quickly than Music,

~ There is no method by which one can more
readily or effectively produce the best of Music
than by using that charming instrument

G/

It is the modemn Playerpiano. Anyone can
play it. Everyone who uses it appreciates the
simplicity with which it can be operated. A
handsome instrument.

Send for free Booklet C to the makers,
The BELL PIANO & QRGAN co. GUELPH, ONT.

TORONTO LONDON, ENG. OTTAWA
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Why Baby’s Own Soap
Preserves the Skin

Baby's Own Soap is so pure and of so fine a quality that it can
be used for the sensitive skins of babies and young children without
danger.

Many medical men recommend it for this very purpose. While the expen-
ence of Canadian Mothers is that " Baby's Own" is the only soap that ought to'be
used in the nursery.

Baby's Own Soap is made of Vegetable Oils which have been
purified and carefully refined.

When you wash with Baby's Own you obtain a fragrant creamy
lather permeated with minute globules of oil.

The absorbtion of these oils by the skin preserves its soft, smooth
texture, increases its beauty and health, and prevents it from becoming

chapped or dried up.
Ask your dealer for Baby's Own Soap because there is no other just the
ame or just as good.

Baby's Own Soap—best for Baby, best for You.
ALBERT SOAPS, LIMITED, Mfts. - - - - MONTREAL

B

LAKEHURST SANITARIUM

LAKEHURST SANITARIUM, Limted, OAKVILLE

OAKVILLE, ONTARIO

This Sanitarium, etablished some sixteen years ago for
the treatment of Alcoholic and Drug Diseases, has had
a very successful career, and is now the acknowledged
leading institution of its kind in Canada.

The spacious grounds are delightfully situated on Lake
Ontario, and the patients freely avail themselves of the
facilities for Lawn Tennis, Bowling, Boating, Bathing.

FOR TERMS, ETC., ADDRESS THE MANAGER
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Twenty-five years ago it was difficult to sell spring wheat flour for

People didn’t want it—they were using soft, winter wheat i
changing.

pastry at any price,
our, and saw no reason for
But hard wheat flour was persistently pushed

women tried it, succeeded with it and appreciated it.
for pastry as. well as for bread.

and prejudice has been overcome. The
—To-day hard wheat flour is the favorite

The flour that is doirg the most for the reputation of hard wheat flouris the brand known as

Ogilvie’s Royal Household
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Is This Fair?

Certain Proof Will Be Made That Stuart's
Dyspepsia Tablets Cure Stomach Trouble

THIS EXPERIMENT FREE.

Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets are made to give to the system, through
the digestive tract and the stomach, the necessary chemicals not only to
digest food, but to enrich the fluids of the body so that it may no longer
suffer from dyspepsia or other stomach trouble.

We will send you a quantity of these tablets free, so that their power
to cure may be proven to you.

Thousands upon thousands of people are using these tablets for the
aid and cure of every known stomach disease. Know what you put into
your stomach, and use diseretion in doing so.

Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets contain fruit and vegetable essences, the
pure concentrated tincture of Hydrastis, Golden Seal, which tone up and
strengthen the mucous lining of the stomach, and increase the flow of
gastric and other digestive juices; Lactose (extracted from milk), Nux,
to strengthen the nerves controlling the action of the stomach and to cure
nervous dyspepsia; pure Ascetic Pepsin of the highest digestive power
and approved by the United States Pharmacopeeia.

One of the ablest professors of the University of Michigan recently
stated that this Pepsin was the only aceptic pepsin he had found that was
absolutely pure—free from all animal impurities; Bismuth, to absorb
gases and prevent fermentation. They are deliciously flavoured with
concentrated Jamaica Ginger—in itself a weli known stomach tonie.

Liquid medicines lose their strength the longer they are kept, through
evaporation, fermentation and chemical changes, hence Stuart’s Dys-
pepsia Tablets are recognised as the only true and logical manner of pre-
gerving the ingredients given above in their fullest strength.

If you really doubt the power of these tablets, take this advertise-
ment to a druggist and ask his opinion of the formula.

Tt is due your stomach to give it the ingredients necessary to stop
its trouble. It costs nothing to try. You know what you are taking, and
the fame of these tablets prove their value. All druggists sell them.
Price, 50 cents. Send us your name and address and we will send you a
trial package by mail free. Address F. A. Stuart Company, 150 Stuart

Building, Marshall, Mich.

%—A
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This standard Canadian Dentl-
frice has given unvarying satis

faction for years as a cleansing
and antiseptic agent in the care
of the tecth. Possessing the deli-
rate aroma of the Teaberry leaf,
ves the mouth refreshed and

ughly sweetened after use;
after a short time—with its ald—
the gums become hard, well colored
and healthy, and the toeth glisten
ing and white to the gums. It
s especially recommended for
children’s use—Harmless and
eMcient,

At all druggists, 25¢.

— WANTED ——

If you want to sell property which you own in
the U. 8. or Can- town property
ada, such as a FARM or a uul}lltsﬁ,
write us at once for our new successful plan of selling direct,
without commission, Give full description of property and
state lowest price. If you want to buy property of any kind
in any locality, write us, stating what and where (uu wish to
t u,,anrl we will send you FR EE our magazine of choice bar-
galns for sale direct by the own r with no commission added.

ican Investment Association
[BUY 4 &rgign ininmt Asocatin } SELL|

MUSIC LESSONS FREE  )our Home

day for our booklet. It tells how to learn to
play any instrument; Piano, Organ, Violin.
etc. Address American School of Music, 214
Clark St., Dept. 53 Chicago, III.

Willgrow in the house

BUI_BS or out of doors. Nya-
cinths, Tulips, Croeus,

25 c‘nts Gladiolus, ’::hrn-«,
Fuchslas, Begonia,

Oxalis, Jonquils, Daffodils, Chinese Lity,
Dewey Lily, Gloxinia, Lilies of the Valley.
All postpaid, 25 cts., in stamps or coln. As
& premium with these Bulbs we will send
FREE & big collection of Flower Seeds.
Over 200 kinds, and a fine collection

of Souvenir Postal Cards, with Catalogue.

AHRICAN NURSERY, SOMERVILLE, MASS.

O S h A WA You can't afford to roof a
Galvanized thing without Oshawa Gal-

vanized Steel Shingles.
S t € e l Good for a hundred years.

Shi n g l € S : Send for the free booklet.
PEDLAR People of Oshawa

Moutreal, Toronto, Halifax, St. John, Winnipeg, Vancouver

|
|
!

A RECORD OF OVER
SIXTY-FIVE  YEARS

For over sixty.five years Mrs WIN
SLOW'S SOOTHING SYRUP has been ued
by mothers for their children while
teething. Are you disturbed at nightand
broken of your rest by asick child suf-
fering and crying with pain of Cutting
Teeth? If so send at once and get a
bottle of ““Mrs Winslow’s Soothing
Syrup” for Children Teething. The
value is incalculable. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately, Depend
upon it, mothers, there is no mistake
about it, It curcs Diarrhcea, regulates
the Stomach and Bowels, cures Wind
Colic, softens the Gums, reduces Inflam-
mation, and gives tone and energy to the
whole system. ‘““Mrs Winslow's Sooth.
ing Syrup” for children teething is
pleasant to the taste and is the prescrip.
tion of one of the oldest and best female
physicians and nurses in the United
States, and is for sale by all druggists
throughout the world, Price twenty-five
cents abottle, Be sureand ask for ‘‘Mgs.
WINSLOW'S SOOTHING SYRUP.” Guara.
nteed under the Food and Drugs Act,
June 30th, 1906. Serial Number 1008,

For
c

very meal

—every day

Windsor

Table

Salt

is needed,
1 ine—-pure—full-

savoured.
172

HARTSHORN SHADE R(

Bear the script name of Stewart Hartshorn on label

Wood Rollers Get “Improved,” no tacks required Tin Rollers

\



McLaughlin-Buick Automobiles

e

The .4”'1" 5 In justice to
handsomest ) yourself
and most You: Cumum
efficient pnr::f::: “Cn
- a
Touring Car wiil e
on the have thoroughly
market for examined
1909 1 our lime.
Model 7 50 Horse Power Seven Passenger Touring Car, $3,000
(Top and wind shield extra)
Simple One of our
Swift most
Silent popular
models.
o
Book of %
Testimonials If interested
on send for
application. Catalogue.

Model 10--18-22 Horse Power Runabout, $1,100
(Top and wind shield extra)

We quote as follows from one of many satisfied owners of McLaughlin-Buick Automobiles :

Mpssns, MCLAUGHLIN MOTOR CAR Co., LIMITED, Oshawa, Ont., ; KINGSTON, ONT., Nov. 21st, 1008
g Dear Sirs,—For efficient service, durability, and for low cost of maintenance, your Model 10 cannot be beaten. 1 am ob!
{0 admit that your predictions regarding this car have beeh more than fulfilled. This is my fourth automobile, and I think I
can safely say that the Model 10 is as near perfeotion for runabout purposes as any car in America at the same cost. It has
already covered over 4,000 miles, and it is in pracfically as good condition to-day as when I purchased it. My repair bill has
been less than $5,00 for the entire season, and the running expenses of the car much less than I expected.

olide i Yours truly, (Signed) W. J. FAIR,

McLaughlin Carriage Co., Limited, Oshawa, Ont.

Branches :1ISt." John, N.B,, Montreal, Que., Toronto,fOnt., Hamilton, Ont., Winnipeg, Man.,
‘and Calgary, Alta.’

TORONTO ADDRESS”: 111" King Street East; after’ April{1st, Corner Church and Richmond Streets,
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—the car
of

the year!
Selling more rapidly than any high grade car ever sold in Canada before. Ready for delivery.
Has all the standard features of the world's greatest cars.
Roadster and Touring Car Models $4,500 (fully equipped)

Send at omce for our handsome catalog,

CANADA CYCLE & MOTOR CO., Limited, West Toronto
Makers of High Grade Automobiles
JORONTO MAMILTON OTTAWA MONTREAL WINNIPEG VANCOUVER MELBOURNE

F

¥ t Complete with solid
TUdhope Mdn yre 550 rubber tires, horn, wheel
Motor Carnage steer and 3 lamps.

This $550 “Tudhope-MclIntyre' is just what most men have always
wanted—a Motor Carriage that will make 25 miles an hour if ne cessary
‘j§ —that is practically trouble-proof—and is far cheaper than a horse
and carriage.
and the 12 horse
power motor, this
carriage will go
anywhere that a
horse can,

There are no
tire-troubles with
Model H H. Tires
are solid rubber
—can’t puncture

—rocks, ice, etc. Fitted with
have no terrors Chapman's Dou-
for them. ble Ball Bearing

With these Axles, that Run

a year with on»
oiling.

For down-right economy, Tudhope-McIntyre Model H H isa wonder.
Hundreds of road tests have proven that this $550 Motor Carriage will
run 30 miles on one gallon of Gasoline. 15 models from $550 to $1000.

Dealers, and Others

who cai: handle a reasonable number of these cars, should write us at
once for terms and territory. 1

tires, high wheels

THE TUDHOPE-MCINTYRE CO., WRITE Depr D. ORILLIA, ONT,
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When you buy Chase &
Sanborn’s Seal Brand you
getthe best cotfee that can
be produced.

And it is the same to-
day, to-morrow and next

year. It never varies.
In 1 and 2 pound tin cans. Never in bulk.

UPTON’S

PURE
Orange Marmalade

Cheapest and Best

Get it from your

Grocer and try

it on toast for

breakfast.

“It’s Pure,
That’s Sure’”
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It's the

FILM

that’s important.

Lens and shutter and camwera all play
their Part, but upon the film depends
the pictnre. Insist upon Kodak N.C.
Film, the film that has twenty-five years

Tarnished Silver is Unlovely Silver

The newest and the oldest will shine with the
same lovely lustre if cleaned and polished with

ELECTRO
SILICON

The powder does it—not
the tiresome rubbing. Silver
never loses weight—noth-
ing to scratch or wear it

Send address for FREE SAMPLE,
or 16 ctx, in stamps for full sised
box, post-pald

()

The Electro Silicon Co.
30 CUIE S, New Yors

Sold by Grocers
and Druggists,

experience behind it—the film that is
not in the experimental stage.

LOOK FOR KODAK

CANADIAN
KODAK CO.,

Limited
TorONTO, ONT, |

Ask your dealer or wrile us
to put your name on list for
spring catalogue of Kodaks
and Brownies-when 1eady.

ON THE SPOOL END

Agents, Montreal.

ARTISTIC WEDDING GIFTS

Break away from the overdone practice of giving cut glass and silverwase for wedding presents.
At every wedding there is such a lot of this kind given the bride usually does not know what to
do with half of it. Give somethiug unique—something that others are not likely to give, and

which will reflect the good taste

of the giver and be useful in the

bride’s home. Ideal presents

of that kind are

ORIENTAL
BRASSWARE

DAVIS & LAWRENCE CO.,

ORIENTAL
RUGS

We have the largest collection
of brassware in Canada, and our
rugs are known all over the
country for rarity of design and
color, Pricescannot be equalled
in any other store in America.

Carved and Inlaid Cairo Tea Tray

and Stand.

N - Damascus Old Jug
$12.00 to $25.00 the Set. $2.00 o $6.00

COURIAN, BABAYAN & CO.
40 King Street East, Toronto, Opposite King Edward Hotel
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Are Youd
lover of music?
Undouthdly'

Are Your m&
sical longin§®
unsalwﬁed‘J

Most Probably'

Then, you ,},ould

acquaint - ‘
with the infinite

possibi ities of

The Gourlay-Angelus

Th

€ Plano anyone can play A rtististically

: " ined
THleovVonderful instrument is rapidly changing the musical conditions outh

. i » . a
: ve. In it will be found the complete and immediate gratification ©
musical desires,

Tnhniqu.‘u.

€ one stumb]; i
shar—is & = mbling block in the

way of universal ability to
© supplied, compl|

ete and perfect, by the Gourlay-Angelus.

g ideals
der the absolute conro| of the performer. The voicing of one’s own id

_ : the
herefore simple and casy. This is made possible by the Phrasing Leven
¥ Buttons, the Diaphragm Pneumatics,

v i : llutl’ument y to
Present piane and take it ; are ready
purchase yoyu should make it a poing to he.a:n G.XChlnze. L =S 5

g ity. Com
to-day and play it yourself. No this instrument at your first opportunity

188 Yonge Street, Toront®
———




B Club
Cocktail

5 : :dlx;d-lo-measurc blend of ;

w elquors, aged to a won-

CLUBm lowness. Once drink
COCKTAILS and you'll

Never
Wwant the
again, guess-work kind

M I

hat(l’!:rm (gin base) and Man-

s n Pf,whiakcy base) are the

o pular, Get a bottl
m your dealer. g

GF
- HEUBLEIN & BRO.

HAR
TFOR
| D
NEW YORK  LONDON

R

Hall’s

vegetable Sicitian

Hair Renewer

Falling Hair. Hall's Hair Renewer promptly
stops falling hair because it destroys the germs
that produce this trouble. We certainly believe
that the intelligent and faithful use of this remedy
will prove eminently satisfactory in these cascs.

) pandruff. Ihll’t"airRmcwcra' once removes
all dandruff from the scalp, and completely des-

troys the dandruff germs.
Hall's Hair Renewer stimu-

Promoles Growth.

lates and nourishes the hair-bulbs and promotes

a luxuriant growth of hair

A Splendid Dressing. H

not interfere with curling or wa
Your Doctor. Show the *jngredie

family physician. Hels acquainted W

hence can give you a valuable opinion conc

their use for falling hair. dandruff, etc.

R. P. Hant & Co.. Nashua, N.H

—

all's Hair Renewer does
ving the hair.

nts "’ to your
ith each one,
erning

Ingredients. Glycerin. Capsicum Tea. Rose
mary M . VHBay Rum. Sulphur Borogly
hol. Water Perfume

es not Change the Color of the Hair

GET SPEED!
AND THE

TYPEWRITER USERS

» from

stady The Tulloss Touch System.
your spare time, will ena le you o make the change
gight to touch without los s day from YO
and will bring you the spes and the sal8

Send for our
7 e Free 800“
tho

for it. 1f you

f asking
re salary

jing more than the i mble

nore »-"ur.s-\ more € ase iD writing n

The Tulloss Schoo Typewriting
Sprin(ﬁeld. Ohio

1230 College Hill,

1 of Touch

S———
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1s made from the finest carefully selected
cocoa beans, roasted by a special process
to perfect the rich chocolate flavor.
Cowan’s 1s most delicious
and most economical.

THE COWAN CO., Limited, TORONTO

CLARK’S
O X o
TONGUE

In cooking a tongue every housekeeper is at a disadvantage because
she has little choice in selection and she does not do her own curing.
With Clark’s Ox Tongues selected by expert knowledge, cured in a
scientific way, boiled right for the right time and matured in air tight
tins—there is no uncertainty.

Selected
right

WM, CLARK, MFR., MONTREAL 54-08

—
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Why You Should Have

“Jaeger” v Wear

For Spring

The one thing of supreme importance

New Scale Williams
Piano

at this season is to get underwear which Ar.:d Pay For It A, It
will banish all bodily discomfort and the § Suits Your Convenience
possibility of getting a chill. : ‘

Jaeger Pure Wool Underwear is woven | NSTEAD of “‘saving up to buy a
from a very fine Australian wool (natural | piano,”’ put your savings in the
color)—noted for its soft and silky feel. ‘ piano itself, and have the enjoyment

Australian Wool conserves the natural of the piano at home all the time you

warmth of the body and protects the
system against the sudden changes of |
weather and temperature.

Every Jaeger garment is naturally
porous and sufficiently open in weave to
allow perfect skin ventilation.

That is the reason why it is so safe and
pleasant to wear Jaeger Underwear at this

are paying for it.

Our Purchase Plan enables you to
buy a New Scale Williams Piano on
practically your own terms. And you
cannot buy a better piano at any
price.

; The ‘‘New Scale Williams’'' has

season. won a place in the Canadian musical
Jaeger Pure Wool Underwear is made world, second to none. Its superb

in various weights to suit the constitution tone—its perfect action—its durability

of the wearer, and in all sizes for men, are qualities that have taken the

women and children. highest rank with all competent
Guaranteed against shrinkage. judges.

Long and short sleeved vests.
Long and knee length pants.
Write for illustrated catalogue.

Look for this trade-mark. The Williams

Dr. Jaeger's Co. | FioneSe

10 Adelaide St. W., - Toronto
Steele Block, Portage Av., Winnipeg

Cut out the coupon and mail to
us to-day.
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“In choosing Wall-paper, l{l_{e

choosing a Wife,
member that we

it is well to Re-
must Live With

our Selection.”

HREE-FOURTHS of what meets
the eye in a room is wall-decoration.

The Walls therefore supply the
key-note to a Home, making it seem
cheerful or depressing—restful or irri-
tat,inf—-—inviting or repellant—elegant
or vulgar—according to their coverings.

And, this Wall-created impression
cannot be corrected, nor materially com-
pensated for, by the utmost taste in
carpets or furniture.

Many people who realize this ‘“Wall-
paper Influence’’ do not know how to
control it, nor how to make use of it.

A book recently published, and aptly
entitled ‘“ Wall-Paper Influence on the
Home, "’ treats this subject in a practieal
manner—without technical terms.

Any Home-maker who will spend
an hour in reading it may master the
secrets of —

—Color-effect upon mind and mood,

—Pattern-effect in raising or lower-
ing the apparent height of a room, or
in making a room seem larger or smaller,

—Effect of both in making a room
‘““feel’”” coldly dignified, or invitingly
cordial, cosy and comfy.

The Why and How of these In-
fluences are, of course, known to,
and practiced by, the Master-Deco-
rators.

But, this little book of Brightling’s
carries the information to where it is
most needed, viz.—to the Owners and
Occupants of moderate-cost-Homes, to
people of taste and intelligence who
cannot afford the services of a Master
Decorator, nor the high-priced materials
he usually employs.

Neat. boungin Cloth, with a hand-
some portfolio of ‘‘Brightling’s Studies’’
in Color and Design.

The book is well worth a dollar but
a limited number will be sold by mail or
through your wall paper dealer, at the
little vgrice of 25 cents per copy.

rite today, if you want a copy,
to the Publishers,—the Watson-Foster
Co., Ltd., Ontario St., East, Montreal

Laurentides National Park

HIS renowned

3

yearly

hunting and fishing

territory takes on increased popularity
Dates for hunting and fishing may

be applied for at any time. Increased accom-
modation will be provided for sportsmen by

1st September, 1908,

in the great Caribou

Barrens. For information of any kind re sport

ADDRESS

The Hon. Minister of Lands and Forests
QUEBEC, P.Q, CANADA
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That’s a big price to pay for a bakery—you could
build one for a few hundred—but you couldn’t
bake eight million Shredded Wheat Biscuits in it
every week, and they wouldn’t be so pure, clean
and wholesome as the biscuits that are baked in our
two million dollar sunlit bakery.

SHREDDED WHEAT on a cold day gives
natural warmth in a natural way. Contains more
nutriment than meat or eggs, is more easily
digested and costs much less. Not a mushy_por-
ridge, but a breakfast biscuit, ecrisp, nourishing
and appetizing.

Shredded Wheat is made in two forms, BREAKFAST BISCUIT and TRIS-
CUIT TOAST. For breakfast, heat the Biscuit in oven to restore crispness
and pour hot milk over it, adding a little cream and salt to suit the taste. It
is also delicious in combination with grape fruit or other fresh or preserved
fruits. Shredded Wheat is the whole wheat steam-cooked, shredded and twice
baked, and is made in the cleanest, most hygienic food factory in the world.
Our new illustrated cook book is sent free for the asking.

THE ONLY “BREAKFAST FOOD” MADE IN BISCUIT FORM.

NADIAN SHREDDED WHEAT CO., LIMITED, NIAGARA FALLS, ONT.
THE CK Toronto Office: 49 Wellington Street East, 1402

wo Million Doll@
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Repairs and
After Cost

PROBABLY the largest item of repair expense in maintaining a furnace is
the matter of firepot repairs. Every few years the firepot in an ordinary
furnace is liable to burn out, and in a large percentage of cases it does burn out.
Not so with the New Idea—It is a solid, substantia?, one-piece fire pot, scien-
tifically made with heavy flanges that streng- :
then t{ne pot and increase radiation. Actual
tests of various types of firepots years ago con-
vinced us that this was an exceptionally dur-
able construction, and experience has shown
that we were right.

During the past twelve years we
have made and sold thousands of New
Idea Furnaces and the average number
of firepots repaired or replaced during
|| that time has been less than two per = :
year, and where we have investigated the e IARPR Ask pir
reason for even these being required, we have | %o igad Bl
invariably found very bad misuse or abuse in

some form or another. AV e e e T

We have always claimed and the above ~The New Idea Warm Air
actual facts prove that the New Idea has Furnace
the longest lasting firepot made. Do not be misled by flowery talks and
pretty pictures circulated by the makers of cheap fumaces; endeavor to get the
actual records and you will find it hard to discover another firepot that will show
a record that the makers would publish.

And that isn’t all — The rest of the New Idea is equally good and durable.

Y% N
”,.19“ vmiTes oM Co
05 MAMILTON & WINNIPIGud T —

MADE IN TWO STYLES AND SIX SIZES,
EACH WITH OR WITHOUT WATER HEATER

The Gurney, Tilden Co., Ltd.

Montreal Hamilton Vancouver

Western Branch: Tilden, Gurney @ Co., Limited, Winnipeg
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FOOD PRODUCTS N
Why you should buy ™

Libby’s Catsup

Because:—It has the proper spicy appetizing flavor
not too sweet—not too tart—just right.

Because:—This flavor never varies from bottle to
bottle.

Because:—In making Libby’s Catsup nothing is
used but the most luscious tomatoes, granu-
lated sugar, the best vinegar and pure spices.

Because:—In Libby’s white enameled xitchen ab-
solute cleanliness prevails everywhere, and
purity is guaranteed by Libby.

Ask your grocer for—
Libby’s Chili Sauce Libby's Olives
Libby’s Mixed Pickles Libby’s Chow Chow
Libby’s Imported Olive Oil Libby’s Salad Dressing
Libby’s Preserves, Jellies, Jams and Fruit Butters
You can alwaysrely on the goodness of Libby’s

Natural Flavor food products. It is wise to keep
a supply in the house.

l“mdl() Send for a copy of *‘Good Things to Eat,’’ our
((] t — u p 84-page book, gwing many delicious recipes.
! b y M

i Libby, McNeill & Libby

Chicago

TEYVCRY gt s NI

S S S—

Libby's Food Products comply with all Food Laws :
\\_M )
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$2.00 PER YEAR

he leading lviedical Journal

5 s o — . e rorone e :
oldest Medical Journal published in the Dominion. Articles by leading physicians af
in every issue, as well as selections from the best English, German and French JP“"

Its personal news items are most complete and interes

with the medical fraternity.

Published by THE ONTARIO PUBLISHING CO., Limited, Toronto, Ont.

——

ting and keep the physician 11
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Interest cou-
attached.

pons, payable half

yearly
Werite for Balance Sheet.

and vpwards iss-

ued.

London, Ontario.

BUILDING & LOAN ASS'KN,

THE PEOPLES

Mail”’

DEPOSITS
enables you to secure

this rate no matter

where you live

‘‘Banking By

A

Let In
Sunlight!

The coffee-habit clouds many a
bright intellect.

Don’t let it be a perpetual handi-
cap to your ability for success!

Leave off coffee and drink

well-made

POSTUM

“There’s a Reason.”

Postum Cereal Co., 1td., Battle Creek, Mich.
U. 8. A

HIGHEST IN HONORS

BAKER'S COGOA
p & 50

HIGHEST
AWARDS
IN
EUROPE

AND
Ty s

A perfect food, preserves
health, prolongs life

WALTER BAKER & CO. Lro.

Established 1780.
DORCHESTER, MASS.

Branch House :
86 St. Peter Streel, Montreal, Canada

THE All-purpose  Flour,
and superior for every pur-
pose. Highest grade in the
world. Purity label guarantees
success, or your money back.
«*More bread and
better bread.”
Western Canada Flour
Mills Co., Limited.
Mills at WINNIPEG,
JGODERICH, BRANDON

PURITY FLOUR

——

in ONE BOTTLE,
REQUIRES
NO HEATING OR e al Iy

MIXING

nLors

On any Fabric

use no other

Indelible and Harmless

Try it once and you Wil
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