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You cannot possibly have
a better Cocoa than

Epps’s
Cocoa

A déllotous drink and a sustainin

L { . Fragrant, nutritious an

economlical. This exocellent Cocoa

maintains the system Iin robust

health. and should be used In every
home in the Dominion.

Epps’s
Cocoa

Sold by Grooers and Storekeepers
in ¥~1b. and %~lb, Tins.
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St. Denis Hotel
Mﬂ‘;;ﬂwﬂ ;;VR.;'“ Street
Suropean Plan —— Conversent Loocation

WILLIAM TAYLOR & SON
The Convenient Location, Tasteful Aps‘ointmcng

Reasonable Charges, Courteous Attendance, and
Culsine of Exceptional Excellence are Character.
istio of this Hotel, and have Secured and Retained
for it & Patronage of the Highest Order.

ENO’S
‘FRUIT
SALT’

A HOUSEHOLD
REMEDY FOR

All Functional Derangementa of
the Liver, Temporary Congesation
arising from Alcoholic Beverages,
Errors in Diet, Biliousness, Giddi-
ness, Heartburn, or Constipation.
It is & 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 SA LT, otherwise

ow Aave the sincerest form of fattery—
yHlTA TION.

Proa.rod only by 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.

! Twenty
1l Years of
Floor

Laying

have qualified us to
advise as experts in
this branch of house
furnishing. Write
for our catalogue of
floor designs

ELLIOTT & SON

Manufacturers 7=
70 King St. W, Toronto



-

BRITISH ADVERTISING SECTION

Try it on\yourself or on the beautiful
skin of a child. The results are
always the same, because it is pure.
A hundred years have found Pears’
Soap matchless for the complexion.

OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS’' OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST.
¢ Al rights secured.’
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e CE,CIL, wonor

Architecturally Famous as the
Finest Hotel Structure in Europe

YOU can make a preliminary acquaintance with the Cecil by requesting a Booklet. This Jitile
volume presents by illustration and description a fair idea of the Hotel’s luxurious interior, its im-
posing exterior, the cost of a stay, either brief or extended, and contains a variety of general infor.
mation of service to the visitor to town. It can be had for the asking from the Offices of THE
CANADIAN MAGAZINE, Toronto, Canada.

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 Sunite. Tke 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 TRAVELTECONOMY to visitors
to town on business or pleasure bent. /

TARIFF
BEDROOMS. IN RESTAURANT.

............. F 1.25 per d ¢ = : 5
%l:ugt]:‘l!c..... g rom -';#22? per day Nofiz‘;ﬁggrmf Déjeuner, $1.25; Diner, 81.8(3 and $2.50; Souper. $1.256
Suite of Rooms.... * '625 Attendance Or a la Carte,

BREAKFAST.
Table d'Hote Room (Indian Floor). ...... 60c., 70c., 85c. ORCHESTRA AT ALL MEALS,
LUNCH. %
On Sund v > i
Table d'Hote Room (Indian Floor)... ... ... . .....80. = o s nncal Consurb afinr Diblsse;
DINNER. There is no charge for Attendance or L.ght

Table d'Hote Roorn (Indian Floor) .... . ........ $1.25 | INCLUSIVE CHARGES QUOTED IF DESIRED.
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HADES

HE feature of the Canadian Magazine
for August will be, in the opinion of
many, the first of a series of three
articles by Rev. J. Paterson Smyth, B.D,,
LL.D., D. Litt.; Rector of St. George’s
Church, Montreal; late Professor of Pas-
toral Theology in the University of Dublin.
It will be entitled “ Hades,” and will enun-
ciate the opinion that after death the spirit
remains for an indefinite time in a condition
of consciousness, awaiting judgment— in
the “real, vivid, active life into which ovur
dear ones are gone.”

The other subjects of the series, to be
dealt with individually later, are “Heaven”
and ‘“Hell.”

The Canapian MAGRzZINE

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




BRITISH ADVERTISING SECTION

GRAND HOTEL, LONDON

Ovcrlocking Trafalgar
. Square, the finest
position in London. Well
known to many Cana-
dians for comfort and
excellent management,
Close to Royal Palaces,
Westminster Abbey,
Houses of Parliament, and
fashionable centres. Or-
hl'llllmjl:‘“ “; e chestra. Luxurious suites

-u—.._._;__......*-d 7 of ro.ms with private
== BT aay -
D T,Ut o bathrooms attached.
& ¥ Proprietors :
Y GORDON HOTELS LIMITED
For Mustrated Booklet giving full
particulars of tariff, etc., apply to the
Ontario Publishing Co., Limited
Turonto, Canada.

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 ; 4695 Holborn

Also at

70 and 71 EUSTON SQUARE

gy - n (Close to Euston, Midland and G. N. R, Stations.) (X
W - Convenient for Early and Late Trains. X

¥ Telcgmms Wild’s, 71 Euston 8q. Telephone ; 1049 North.,
Home Comforts, Cleanliness nnd Quiet.
For llluntnte‘d.'booklet giving full particulars of tariff, etc., apply to The Ontario Publishirg Co., Ltd., Toronto

T HAs No EQuAL  &be @ueen of Toilet Preparations” 1t Enticely Remores and
FOR KEEPING F BEETHAM'S /) 4

*™ ROUGHNESS,

CArT {/rw  REDNESS,
THE SKIN | / IRRITATION,
SOFT : KAL) cHaps, Etc.
’
SMOOTH, - — g e
SOOTHING AND REF ESHIN:
AND WHITE o o Mm,‘,?g,i{i " AND COMPLEXION

At aw seasons M. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England, FROST, COLD WINDs

and HARD WATER.

ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR IT, AND ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTE.
o e

’
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"A LAUGHING BABY IS A HEALTHY BABY

To Lessen the Troubles of Teething use

DOGTOR STEDMAN’S

TEETHING POWDERS

Entirely free from any harmful ingredient,
as testified by Dr. Hassall's certificate.
Purchasers must see the Trade Mark of a

Gum Lancet Qﬁm on each Powder and"

e b Bankias, ~ Nivsers Packet. In Yellow Paper. Of all Chemists
Doctor,” post free and Stores.

125 NEW NORTH ROAD, LONDON, ENGLAND
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_Quality Fabrics That Stand All Tests

HESE perfect serges, thus OERAS Ol‘l: tafloring - to

measure
dep't guarantees fit

trademarked, come in

many weights and colors,
for ladies, gentlemen and
children. Our line in-
cludes, too, honest ‘Old
l Country” quality and

satisfaction, Ladies
tumes from 86,45 Girls’ dresses

value in (\n-vds,‘ flannels,
Hilks’ i S e e e A safely and are most satisfactory
gns . Sipeoas. e Special Value—Royal Serge, for ladies and children, admir-

linens, winceys, ete. Allow ble .

o —————— “The goods ordered

{ | The costume for my wife is & per
h C 06 ohdloe able for outdoor wear, in dark and light navy blue, black, and navy fect fit in every way, Other onders
us to send you wide choice herringbone weave, 54 ins. wide—Only +.... .... Z2C per yard, w 1l come to von shortly."—A, W
of free samples, e S LR _| G.—Holland, Manitoba, May 4, 1008

Request FREE and postpaid EGERTON BURN E'l",‘, Limited.
atterns, measurement

blanks, samples. Address— R. W. WAREHOUSE, WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENGLAND.

HOLDERS OF 24 ROYAL WARRANTS

T“E TH!S quiet and comfortable Family Hotel is well known

and largely patronized by Colonial visitors requiring the
I comforts of the larger licensed Hotels at a moderate fixed
or on 0 e tariff. Commodious Dining, Drawing aud Smoking Rooms.
New Lounge designed by Warings. Electrie light throught.
out, Bathrooms (hot and cold) on every floor, Hydraulle
RUSSELL SQUA nRE Vacuum Cleaner, Passenger Lift, Night Porter, T: lephone,
LONDON, W.C.
Bedroem, Bath, Lights, Attendance, and
W. e. CLARKE, Proprietor

Table d’ Hote Breaktast, $1,35.
Close to all the great London termini, theatres,

Or en Pension from $2,00 per day Inclusive
and shopping centrcs, yot quiet and restfu
nurroumfed by the beautiful gardens of Russel Telephone Gerrard 1618,
Square. One minute from Russell Square

station on Piccadilly'* Tube.” felelrluu, Morton Hotel, London

Benger’s Food with Milk
forms a Dainty, Delicious, and
most Easily Digested Cream.

It assists Nature without imposing

a task upon the digestive organs.

Benger’s Food is a great restora-
tive, and rich in all the elements

necessary to sustain life.

“e British Medical Journal says :— Benger’s Food can be obtained
“ Benger's Food has, by its excellence, through most wholesale druggists
established a reputatioa of its own.” and leading Drug Stores.




IRISH
LINEN, DAMASK and LACE House |

For almost a century we have been sup-
plying the very best Linens produced,
at lowest possible prices, and thousands
of testimonials from all parts of the world
prove that they have given satisfaction.

Pure Linen Cambric Handkerchiefs from 60¢ per.doz.
Dress Linens, Linen Poplins, Linen Mixtures,
Muslins, etc., from 12¢ per yard.

EVERYTHING IN LINEN. EVERYTHING GOOD
PRICES MODERATE.

Price Lists from
THE ONTARIO PUBLISHING CO., LTD., TORONTO
Priced Samples direct from

BRITISH ADVERTISING SECTION

|
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MURPHY & CORR, % BELFAST, IRELAND |

Oakey’s
SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY QLOTH
Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning anfd Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

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

REPRESENTATIVE IN CANADA

JOHN FORMAN,
644 Cralg Street, ———————MONTREAL.

with the same
unfailing care for
half-a-century,

Callard & Bowser’s \
Butter-Scotch

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

Each package bears oar trade
mark=='*The Thistle,’’

WORKS : LONDON,

REPRESENTATIVES
The
London & Toronto
Trading Co

14 Front St.
Toronto
Canada

lie

We keep a complete stock
or manufacture to any pattern

AccountBooKs

]

of every description
Best Material and Workmanship——Real Valye,

BROWN_BROTHERS

Mauufacturing and Importing Stationers
51-53 Wellington St. W, Toronto
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BRAND’S
ESSENCE
o BEEF

FOR INVALIDS

INVALUABLE IN ALL CASES OF
EXHAUSTION AND ENFEEBLED

The Glasgow
Weekly Herald

The National Weekly of Scot-
land can be forwavded, post
free, to any postal address in
Canada for $2.10c. per annum,
and | if desived a specimen
copy will be sent post free.
By its means the sons and
daughters of Scotland can
keep in touch with the old

country and have all the

DIGESTION

Recommended by the Medical

2d.
jor News Frae Hame.

Week.

Profession Throughout the World.

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

PEACH &8SONS

LACE CURTAINS — ' —_

Laustrate | List & Buyers’ Guide, ‘I1he largest and most
complete Window Drapery Guide in Canadian Currency
Sonk Makers and Patentees of “ CONTRENET" Curtains,

T'wice the Wear, No Extra Cost. I.atest styles Nets,
Muslins, Cretonnes, Blinds, Linen, Ladies’ and
<ents' Underwear, Tailoring, Boots and Shoes.
51 Years Experience Result—Pronounced Superiority.
BENEFIT BY THE PREFERENTIAL TARIFF.
POPULAR CANADIAN PARCEL
rairs Choice @ Half Parcel &
6 [I.m‘e Curtains bs' 40 1 pair each b4'30
Contains :— 2 pairs effective Diningroom
Curtains, 33 yds. long, 60 ins. wide.
2 pairs exquisite Drawingroom Curtains,
4 yds. long, 2 yds. wide.
2 pairs choice Bedroom Curtains, 3 yds. long,
3 ins. wide. (White or Ecru) postage paid,
Marvellous Value. Reliable Goods. Quite Distinet.
DirECT FROM THE Looms. Direcr 10 YoOU.
Price Lists may be obtained at the office of this Paper
SAMT,, PEACH & SONS, The Looms,
Bo~ 84, M TTINGHAM,Eng. (Est.1857.

Refreshing M‘

To be clean and feel clean
on a hot dusty day—that is
the delightful feeling which
follows the use of

Calvert’s

Carbolic Toilet Soap.

SOOTHING

Powders

Relieve FEVERISH HEAT,
Prevent FITS, CONVULSIONS. ete.
Preserve a healthy state of the constitution’
during the period of

TEETHING.

Please observe the EE in STEEDMAN.

Pure, antiseptic & nicely perfumed. CONTAIN
Fiﬁeeln cents]a‘tablec{ at yf)urt Druggist's. N o
i s st
i S g el s, S e 8 POISON

West, Montreal.
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The new Bailey is worthy of the greatness of modern London and takes rank with the great palaces of justic
for which Eurog:lia celebrated. Frontage, 287 ft. (Old Bailey) and 142 ft. (Newgate St.); average height from pave-

ment to top of

ustrade, 75 ft.; height of dome to the ball, 195 ft.; bronze figure of Justice, 12 ft. high; civicsword

held by statue, 6 tt. long. Figures over entrance representing ‘“ The Recording Angel,” * Truth” and “‘Fortitude,”

soulptured by Mr. F. W, Pomeroy, A.R.A.

THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY'S

THE LARGEST VARIETY SPECIAL ATTENTION TO
THE BEST VALUE COLONIAL ORDERS

The ‘“ESME” 8 button length mousquetaire real kid
gloves, beautiful quality, in black, white, cream,
greys, pastel, beavers, tans, browns, green, plum and
navy, 85 cents per pair.

12 button length mousquetaire ditto, 09 per pair,
16 button length mousquetaire ditto § per pair,
20 button length ditto in white and black only, $1.83.

The “VALLIER” best quality washable French kid,
11 button length mousquetaire, in white, biscuit,
pastel, beaver, tan and grey, $1.60 per pair.

16 button length mousquetaire ditto, in white only,
$1.93 per pair.

The “ROYAL” 8 button length mousquetaire, best
quality French suede gloves in black only, $1.03
per pair.

12 button length ditto, §1.34

16 button length ditto, $1

Elbow length mousquetaire chamois gloves, nat-
ural shade, very smart, 71 cents per pair,

Ladies’ 10 button length mousquetaire washable
French doeskin gloves, in white, putty, grey, beaver
and tan, 69 cents per pair.

Ladies’ elbow Iengtsl mousquetaire superior quality
lisle gloves, in black, white, cream, biscuit, pastel
and beaver shades, 30 cents per pair,

Ladies’ 12 button length mousquetaire suede lisle
gloves, in black, white, cream, pastel, beavers, 36
cents per pair.

Ladies' 12 button length mousquetaire rich Milanese
silk gloves, in black, white, crecam, greys, beavers,
browns, reseda, gobelin, plum and navy, 56 cents
per pair.

The “VICTOIRE” ladies’ fine French kid gloves, in
browns, tans, pastel, beavers and greys, with 2 row
self braid points and 3 press buttons, 60 cents per
pair.

The “ESME” 4 button real kid gloves, beautiful
quality in black, white, tan, beaver, pastel, putty,
grey. brown, navy, and green shades, 65 cents p{:r
pair.

The “LEBON” 4 button real kid gloves, in black,
white, pastel, beavers, tans, browns, greys, navy.
green, plum and wine shade, 73 cents per pair, .

The “ESPERANCE” washable French kid, in white
only with 3 pearl buttons, 71 cents per pair.

The “VALLIER” best quality washable French kiq
in white, lavender, grey, pastel, beaver, tan and
brown, 4 pearl buttons, 95 cents per pair.

Ladies’” washable rainproof cape gloves, English
make, pique sewn, imperial points, in useful tan
shade, 2 large white pearl buttons, 69 cents per
Hair.

! Ladies’ doeskin gloves, mocha finish, in beaver
tan, grey, and black, with self-stitched points, pique

.sewn, 3 buttons, 60 cents.

Chamois leather gloves, natural shade, ladies’ o
button 44 cents per pair, gentlemen’s ditto 1 press
button, 60 cents per pair.

Gentlemen's washable real reindeer gloves, in
chamois color, British made, 1 press button, $1.33
per pair. : -

Gentlemen’s real reindeer in tan and grey, pique
sewn, 1 large press button, $1.19 per pair.

Write for our Detailed Price List, fully illustrated, post free on application. Relpittances. including postage, to be made by
International Money Orders, payable r,g THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, at the General Post Office, London. Only addresses

45 and 45a CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, E.C.; and 82 and 83 NEW BOND] STREET,]w.
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DIRECT FROM THE LOOM TO THE CONSUMER.
Write for Samples and Price List (sent Post Free) and Save 50 Per Cent.

ROBINSON & CLEAVER

BELFAST, IRELAND ol

Regent Street and Cheapside, London; also Liverpool.
Telegraphic 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 g
the General Public, direct with every description of

EHOLD LINENS

From the Least Expensive to the Finest in the Werld.

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 : LinenSheetings, twoyards wide, 48c. per yard ;
per yard ; Roller Towelling, 18 in. wide, gc. per yard ;
Dusters from 78c. Glass Cloths, $1.18 per doz. Fine Li
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, g4c. ; 2}2 yards by 3 yards, $1.90 each.

Kitchen Table Cloths, 23c. each. Strong Huckaback Towels. $1.32 per doz. Monograms,
Crests, Coats of Arms, Initials, etc., woven or embroidered, ;:{ofcl or

(Special attention to Club,
Hless Orders.)
MATCHLESS SHIRTS : With 4-fold fronts and cuffs and bodies of fine Longclow, $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 :
& Cleaver have a world-wide fathe.”’—The Queen. ‘“ Cheapest Handkerchiefs I have ever
seen.”’—Sylvia’s Home Journal. Children’s, from 30c. to $1.18 per doz. ; Ladies', from 6oc.
to $2.76 per doz. ; Gentlemen’s, from 84c. to $3.84 per doz. Hemstitched—-Ladies’, 66¢. to
$8.40 per doz. ; Gentlemen’s, from g4c. to $6.00 per doz.

IRISH COLLARS AND CUFFS: CoLLARS—Gentlemen's 4-fold, newest shapes, from
$1.18 per doz. CUFFS—For gentlemen, from $r.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 UNDERCLOTHINGC : A luxury now within the reach of all Ladies. Chemises,
trimmed embroidery s6c. ; Nightdresses, 94c¢. ; Combinations, $1.08. India or Colonial Outfits
from $52.68 ; Bridal Trousseaux from $32.04 ; Infants’ Layettes from $15.00. (See list).

2} yards wide, 57¢c.
Surplice Linen, 24c. per yard ;
nens and Linen Diaper, 23¢. per yard.

The Cambrics of Robinson

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

ROBINSON & CLEAVER, Ltp. Belfast, Ireland.

Catal be obtained by Post Card’ NOTE.—Beware of parties using our name
We employ neither Agents nor Travellers.

can
request to the * Canadian Magazine, Toronto }
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Tariff Booklet gladly sent on Receipt of application direct or

HOTEL
ECONOMY

Q In selecting an Hotel,
only the BEST is
ECONOMICAL, for
apart from the DIS-
COMFORT  of the
second-rate establish-
ment, the "EXTRAS"
not infrequently make
the total outlay
EQUAL to — if not
MORE than—FIRST-
CLASS HOTEL
CHARGES.

q In Hotel Life the -

BEST is SELECT—
SELECT the BEST.

L

VISITING ENGLAND

Ensure Luxury with TRUE ECONOMY by making
your headquarters the

HOTEL GREAT CENTRAL

LONDON
RENDEZVOUS of the BEST CANADIAN
FAMILIES visiting the METROPOLIS

From ‘the HEALTH, COMFORT and ECONOMY standpoints the
“GREAT CENTRAL” is LONDON’S FINEST HOTEL. Towering
above the residentiel property in the vicinity, it is the highest build
ing 'twixt the WEST -END area and’the northern heights of London
with the open country beyond. Within a few minutes walk of
Regent’s Park, Hyde Park:and Zoological Gardens, and in touch with all
parts of London via Tube Service immediately adjoining the hotel.

Spacious and comfortable Public Rooms, reposeful Bedrooms, first-
class Cuisine, selected Wines, Table d’Hote, a la Carte, and Grill at very
moderate charges. Orchestras, Concertsevery Sunday evening in Winter
Garden. Theatre and Ticket Booking Offices. Well-disciplined Services.

Of the FREDERICK HOTELS, LTD.

Which comprise HOTEL BURLINGTON, Dover ; ROYAL PAvILION HOTEL
Folkstone; SACKVILLE HoreL, Bexhill-on-Sea; HOTEL MAJESTIC
Harrogate ; HoTEL METROPOLE, Whithy; HoTEL RUsSELL, London:

The Most C lete Hotel Or ion in Europe

// _y;' ~\‘ ‘
A

ﬁw ‘;f

from THE ONTARIO PUBLISHING CO., LTD., TorONTO.
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HORROCKSES’

Long Cloths, Sheetings and Flannelettes

are the very best the Old Country can produce.

S {5 &\\ \ul"i‘/q ”’\\H

H

""""

j QLL%THS ‘
! SHEEIN
| 1\\:11\ \\ [l = ‘

See the Stamp “HORROCKSES ”  on the Selvedge

OBTAINABLE FROM THE PRINC.PAL STORES IN THE DOMINION
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o The Canadian Bank

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO ESTABLISHED 1867

B. E. WALKER, President. Paid-up Capital, $10,000,000
ALEX. LAIRD, General Manager. Reserve Fund, 5,000,000

A GENERAL BANKING BUSINESS TRANSACTED AT ALL BRANCHES

DRAFTS AND MONEY ORDERS sold, and money transferred by telegraph

or letter.
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.

A Whiskey with a World-Wide Reputation

25

Teachers Highland Cream'”

THE PERFECTION OF OLD SCOTCH

S0

WM. TEACHER & SONS
Distillers, Blenders, Exporters Glasgow, London and Manchester
AT ALL LEADING HOTELS
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l; €€ DOX [k
of patterns sent on request.
Guaranteed hand-spun and Py
hand-woven from pure wool )
only. Vegetable dyes. D
Hamilton’
amilton s .
[rish A<
1S :
Homespuns
price from 42 cents yard.
Hard-wearing, yet charming Cleans the Teeth
L nmu'lriul for ladies’ costumes, >
> gentlemen's suits. also suit- 4 s
[ e for bovh neid Gire. : to the satisfaction of so
Write for patterns, also for
3|  ‘“The White House Bidget.” ; | many regular users that
you would do well to
Address Desk 59 B ﬁ b .
), THE WHITE HOUSE _ proht by their experience.
Depot for Irish Peasant Industries : Ask your Druggist for a 15 cent tin,
or ~5-|\lt 2 cent stamp for sample to
\ Portrush, Ireland, F. C. CALvERT & Co., 349, Dorchester
t 3 Street West, Montreal,
TEIOR Y ‘8’ A

16

KINGSLEY HOTEL woir i

HART STREET, BLOOMSBURY SQUARE, LONDON

4 A OPPOSITE THE
THACKERAY HOTEL stimes smuseos
GREAT RUSSELL STREET, LONDON
These 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, Electric Light throughout, Bathrooms on every floor, Lounge, Spacious Dining,
Drawing, Writing, Reading, Billiard and Smoking Rooms. Heated throughout.

Fireproof Floors Perfect Sanitati Teleph Night Porters
Bedrooms, including attendance, from 3/6 to 6/0.
Inclusive Charge for Bedroom, Attendance, Table d’hote, Breakfast and Dinner, from 8/6 to 10/6 per day.
Kingsley Hotel, ‘ Bookeraft, London.” —— Telegraphic Addresses —— Thackeray Hotel, “ Thackeray, London.”
For Illustrated Booklet, giving full particulars of Tariff, etc., apply to the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd., Toronto, Can.

THE GREAT REMEDY.

LAIR e

GOUT

|
\
& RHEUMATIC PILLS.
|

DON'T LOOK OLD

Da:rken Your Grey
Hairs With

LOCKYER'S

HAIR RESTORER

Effective, safe, clean. Lockyer's deepens to a perfectly
naturad shade. Grey hair is fatal to the prospect=of many.
L e ion of 40 VA RS, Lockyer's stll holds the aeid

tion o . Lockyer’s still holds the fie
§ Tepnte as the best Hair Restorer.

Strongly recommended by the late Dr. Hastings,
Ramskill, and other noted doctors.

cure for Gout, Rhenmatism, Lumbago, and Seiatica.
Purely Vegetable. Sure and Safe.
All Chemists and Stores 1/1} and 2/9 per box.

Dr.
BLAIR'S have proved themselves for many years the best
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The Last Best West

Health, Liberty and Prosperity F

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 retums 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 EMIGRATION,

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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Telephone No.:
3022 Kensington.

Telegrams:
* suasively, London.”

Address: Manager,
Prince of Wales Hotel,
De Vere Gardens,
Kensington,
London, W.

The Prince of Wales

HOTEL

De_VeregGardens, Kensington,
Hyde Park, W.

For Home Comforts and Cuisine Unsurpassed.
Accommodation for 140 Visitor .

ThejPrince of Wales Hotel. Situation most fash-

ionable and central for pleasure business, nearly
opposite Kemi.ng:on Palace and Gardens, quiet, being
just off the High Street, Kensington, near the Albert
Hall, within a few minutes ride of Hyde Park Comer.
The Prince of Wales Hotel. Terms, inclusive, en
weekly, single, £2 12s. 6d. ($12.80) and upwards.
Special reductions this month to families and o
Single Bedrooms 4s. 0d. ? .00) Breakfast 2s. 0d. (50c
Luncheon 2s.6d. (60c) Dinner 3s.6d.(85¢
Or daily, with full board and baths  9s. 0d. ($2.20
The Prince of Wales Hotel. Ladies and gentle-
men contemplating taking up or changing their residence
in London are requested to inspect this residential Hotel.

S Lk
== LONDON

LONDON
THE | w.
“ymE Dt "E,'.EEJ',.‘PEE%: Close to the Albert Hall.

lllr DE!V TEL, W. o = smsil—
: E .c',g‘ERE i b!oL‘Iodor-:o."'ln pension terms, 108.
I_—.a‘ (#3. )r::ill;’o‘l‘?; pension terms, from £3 38. ($15.35) weekly.
-+ Fully Licensed. Choicest Wmewnd Spirits. A
¥ 'IEnegFMevd and mrlnliged in the elegant style of a High-class Residential
Hotel. The Mosaics in the Egy%m Lounge are well worth viewing.
TH VERE EL,
Eullt’s all ﬂoon.r'[“m?ct:c 1 ﬂt. m:l(awn. Bedrooms centrally heated
et Separate tables.§y Private suites and sitting rooms.

—For Tariff, sddress Manager, De Vere Hotel, Kensington, London, W.™

mﬁm‘:bondon. s " iTelephone : 524, Kensington

For Terms of

The Broad-Walk Hotel

See Over,
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LONDON, W.

The Broad-Walk Hotel

DE VERE GARDENS,
KENSINGTON, W.

Tel. No. Sob

858, Kensington.
In the immediate vicinity of the
BROADWALK,
Kensington
Gardens.

Telegrams :

** Kensingloni Lond. L4
L] ’ '

INCLUSIVE EN PENSION
TERMS 8/= ($2.00) per Day.
BEDROOMS from 3/6 (85¢.) per Night.

ELECTRIC LIGHT. LIFT TO ALL FLOORS.

Address : Manager, Broad-Walk Hotel, De Vere Gardens, Kensington, W,

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 and more expensive -
centrally-situated Hotels,

- The BROAD-WALK HOTEL, though not licensed, is run on Resi.
dential Hotel lines, with ample public rooms, avoiding the objectionable
features of a boarding establishment, yet maintaining the privacy and com.
fort of a family home.

The DE VERE HOTEL, with its strikingly handsome exterior and
commanding position facing the Kensington Gardens, is a well-known Ken.
sington landmark. It has Public Rooms and Lounges on the Ground Floor,
is fully licensed, and is generally considered to be the most Select, Fashion-
able and Moderate Hotel in the district. Arrangements can be made for
Motor Garage, Stabling, &c., in the immediate vicinity.

Iliustrated tariff booklets ean be obtained from the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd., Toronto
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The First and Only Complete Edition of

VOLTAIRE'S WORKS

ever published in English bas just been completed by the

SMOLLETT,

was translated,

environment,

any man in all history

CRAFTSMEN OF THE ST. HUBERT GUILD
New translations by WILLIAM F. FLEMING, including the Notes of TOBIAS
Kevlszd and Modernized. A Critique and Biography
by the RT. HON. JOHN MORLEY, M. P.

IDESPREAD interest has prevailed in the publication of this great author’s works, as it
marks a new era in the world of literature, The real history of Voltaire’s life.and the
true character of his writings have been denied English-reading people until this work

Voltaire is eminent alike as historian, sage, satirist, wit, philosooher, economist,
dramatist, , essayist, as the cham
its forms. His historical writings are t
Sovereigns of his day. Histories written
on “The Age of Louis XIV"’ are by the one man best fitted to treat the Grand Monarch and his

Elon of mental liberty and the foe of inwlerance in sll
e creation of one who was the admired friend of the
with such opportunities gain in every way, His volumes

“La Henriade is the greatest masterpiece of Epic poetry ever written and the most eloquent
presentation of religious toleration the world has ever known. His tragedies are the most prized
Classics of France, and his Dramas have been played a hundred years,

‘I'he “Philosophical Dictionary’’ is the best known of Voltaire’s works, The writings are
lucid and self-explanatory, an inexhaustible compendium of information and delightful enter-
tainment, He was among the first great Encyclopedists,

Voltaire was lharprecursor of a new civilization, As much credit must be given him as

or the permanent establishment of this great American Republic. There
is scarcely any successful reform movement, among the many to the credit of the nineteenth cen-
tury, which was not either originated or pioneered by Voltaire.

Voltaire will always be regarded as goles of auniverse of confusion and horror,
“he greatest man in literature, of modern
times, and perhaps even of all times,

GoETHE path; believe in God and do go!

Atheism and fanaticism are the two

he narrow zone of virtue is between
those two. March with a firm n:é; in that

—Vorramn

umes, and
Dictionary in 10 volumes, The

forming in themse!

up to the stage of perfection,

free for examination and approval,

REMEMBER—

THERE ARE BUT A

FEW SETS.

CUT OUT COUPON
SEND TODAY. gs—

ot 'iHuber?&iiiIb
Torkshops
AKRON, OHIO

FORTY-THREE HANDSOME VOLUMES

Size 814 x 514 inches—13,034 Pages, over 160
illustrations of which 45 are hand colored.
Divided into three sections: Historical, 16 volumes; General Literature, embodying his
dramas in 5 volumes, Poems and Essays in 2 volumes, Introductory and Romances in 4 vol-
%iography, comainin§ Biographical Critique of Voltaire, in 5 volumes; Philosophical
orty-third volume is an Index. It has been compiled in such a
way that it is in itself a most interesting volume,

THE EDITION gzet;:tpelsr ?ﬁl?i':g ;{r:t?:h: il;ﬁ;"t‘yt]i):;‘clegam and clear, on specially

s are celebrated in the realm of

art as rare examf]es of the most exquisite and piquant old French designs, special to the text,
ves a gallery of famous historic characters, Each volume has a frontispi-ce
by world-famed masters, Minute precaution has been taken to bring each feature of the wurk

THE COMPLETE SET SENT FREE FOR APPROVAL

We have bound a very few of these sets in English Basket Buckram (SRed and while the
stock lasts we are going to offer them on these exceptionally low terms: Sen

the set to ycu

If satisfactory, remit us $3.00 and remit the balance $57.00
in small monthly payments. The Sets are Limited and Numbered, When these few sets are

e ————————
exhausted the price will be advanced to $172.00. A SPLENDID, MASSIVE LIBRARY OF THE

bt A Al AR 17 Y
WORLD’S GREATEST LITERATURE, ALL ON APPROVAL. No one who possesses a library, eith
large or small, can afford to let this opportunity pass. e

The St. Hubert Guild of Art Craftsmen
AkRroN, Ouio

Please send me, express and duty charges prepaid,
the complete works of Voltaire, in Forty-Three (43) Vol-
umes, bound in Red Basket Buckram. If satisfactory, I
will remit you $3.00 at once and $3.00 per month for
19 months.  If not, I will advise you within ten days.

Signature

Residence Address

CRYRRR R R s s iovs stscssndnstassesss
S .5 o ia ssxanssves v IR Gu vty b sus bashiud
Cand. M. 7-08. $

!

4

S
3
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THE

Bishop Strachan School

WYKEHAM HALL

COLLEGE STREET,

President—His Grace, the Lord Archbishop

of Toronto

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

FULL MATRICULATION C

ELEMENTARY WORK

For Calendar apply to

MISS ACRES, Lady

CANADIAN MAGAZINE 'ADVERTISER

TORONTO

OURSE AND

Principal

ST. ANDREW'S COLLEGE
' TORONTO
A Canadian Residential and Day Schoo! for Boys

COLLEGEJBUILDINGS FROM THE4SOUTH

Upper and Lower School. Separate Junior Residence, Boys
prepared for Universities. Royal Military College and Busie
ness Rev. D. Bruce Macdonald, M.A., LL.D., Principal.

RIDLEY COLLEGE

St. Catharines, Ont.

View of Uppér School
Lower School for b:;yn :nder fw;le:n—-enlirely separate. Upper “School prepares boys for the
Universities and for business. ~Finest School gg{xlltdi.lno(;a“fiia‘cég af\;l“A D.CL: Pl

= i R o

ELEG TR Gl hal

THE BLISS ELECTRICAL SCHOOL is the oldest and best school in the world teaching
ELECTRICITY Jusively. Th ical and tical course !
Students actually construct Dynamos, Motors and Elcc- IN ONE YE AR
trical instruments. Graduates hold good positions :
throughout the world. Sixteenth year opens September 23. Apply for free S:nulou‘o

L. DENTON BLISS, Pres’t, Suton G, Washingion, D. C.
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BGlen Abawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Thorough in all its drrnmt-nlm Gives careful indi-
vidual attention, and the best physical, mental, and
moral trﬂnlng.‘d 5 R Sis SRR T

Offers great vantages in Music, and Languages.
Native French and German teachers.

Large staff of experienced residential and visiting Pro-
fessoty and Teachers.

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

For Prospectus and full information apply to

MISS VEALS,
Lady Principal.

BRANKSOME HALL

A Residential and Day School for Girls
102 BLOOR STREET EAST, TORONTO, ONTARIO

Under the joint management of MISS SCOTT,
formerly principal of Girls Department of the Provin-
cial Model School, Toronto, and MISS MERRICK,

formerly of Kingston.
FOR CIRCULAR, APPLY TO MISS SCOTT

Royal Victoria College

MONTREAL

ARESIDENTIAL hall for the women students of McGill University.

Situated in close proximity to the University buildings and laboratones.

BRANKSOME HALL

Students of] the College are admitted to the courses in Ans 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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TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC

ONE OF THE STRONGEST MUSIC SCHOOLS IN AMERICA

Send for New Calendar, EDWARD FISHER, Mus. Doc., Musical Director

—_—

Trinity Colleg?

School

PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys

Founded 1865

For Calendar and all particulars apply to
REV.,. OSWALD RIGEBY
M.A. (St. John s College, Cambridge), LL.D,

HEAD MASTER
e

WESTBOURNE
SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

.340 Bloor Street West, TORONTO, CANADA

A residential and day school, well appointed, well managed and con.

venient. Students prepared for University and Departmental Examinations

Specialists in each department. Affiliated with the Toronto Con,

. . s servator’
of Music. Dr, Edward Fisher, Musical Director; F. McGillivray Knowle.y,
R.C.A., Art Director For announcement and information, address the

Principal, MISS M CURLETTE, B.A.

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE

OSHAWA, ONT.
Visitor. the Lord Bishop of Toronto

Preparation for the Young Chil}lre'n also
University Received

For Terms and Particulars apply to the SISTER
in CHARGE, or to

THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE

[ Major 8treet, Toronto
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UPPER CANADA COLLEGE. TORONTO

Main School.

Preparatory School.

Autumn Term Begins Thursday, September 10th

EXAMINATIONS FOR ENTRANCE SCHOLARSHIPS, Sat-
urday, September 12th.

SENIOR AND PREPARATORY SCHOOLS in separate build-
ings. Every modern equipment.

REGULAR STAFF comprises 15 graduates of English and
Canadian Universities, with additional instructors.

COURSES FOR UNIVERSITY, Royal Military College and
Business,

FIFTY ACRES OF GROUND in healthiest district; 4 Rinks,
Gymnasium, Swimming Bath, ete.

ENTRANCE SCHOLARSHIPS for resident and day pupils,
Special Scholarships for sons of “* Old Boys."”

H. W. AUDEN, M.A. (Cambridge) Principal

Ontario Ladies’ @ollege
and Ontario Conservatory of Music and Art,

Palatial buildings, beautiful grounds, modern equipment, ideal location 28 miles East of
Toronto, with easy access to city concerts. Endorsed and patronised by prominent educators,
and pronounced by His Excellency Lord Aberdeen ‘undoubtedly the best of its kind in Canada.’

Send for Calendar to Rev. J. J. Hare, Ph.D., Principal.

“ Trafalgar Castle "’

WHITBY, ONTARIO, CANADA.

ST. MARGARET'S COLLEGE

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

ACADEMIC DEPARTMENT-14 teachers of the
highest academic qualifications, of whom 8 are in resi-
dence, and of these 4 are European trained teachers of
Modern Languages, -

26 VISITING TEACHERS—Music 19, Art 3, Physical
Culture 2, Elocution 1, Domestic Science 1.

DAILY ATTENDANCE 140, of whom 350 are in resi-
dence: classes average 10 each.

PREPARATION FOR THE UNIVERSITY a speci-
alty: extended course for those not contemplating a uni-
versity education.

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

CLASS-ROOMS built specially for the work.
. LARGE LAWNS for games and recreation. Fulls
sized outdoor skating rink in winter. .
- RESIDENCE distinct in its management from the
school. _Specialists in every department.
RECORD—190506: 14 at Universities; 20 passed ex.
amination in Music at Toronto University, winning 11 1st
class honors and 5 2nd class, and 10 at Conservatory of
Music winning 3 first places in honor lists.

ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET FREE TO ANY ADDRESS
GEORGE DICKSON, M.A.,

Late Principal Upper Canada College, Torormo .
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON' } Pienstens:
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

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

Undivided Profits | - . $1,211,5:2.26
DIRECTORS

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

HEAD OFFICE, - TORONTO

W. D. ROSS, General Manager

Every Department of Banking Conducted with Absolute
SECURITY and SATISFACTION.

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

COLLECTIONS given prompt execution.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at all branches, interest compounded FOUR

times a year,

A g Dominion Express AT
.."-,l,, ; “..,_.““ 3
w.,¥ Money Orders (N
27 SAFE CONVENIENT ECONOMICAL ‘SU/Z%
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,

TRAVELLERS’ CHEQUES

in denominations of $10, $20, $50, $100, $200, with equivalents in Foreign Money printed 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

Rates and full information cheerfully furnished by our
Local Agent
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SAFE SAVING

This Corporation is the most extensive Land Mortgage Company in the Dominion
and one of the oldest, largest and strongest financial institutions in Canada or the United
States. Its exceptionally strong financial position constitutes it an unusually safe

Depository for Savings

The Corporation does not do a speculative business of buying and selling stocks and
bonds. About ninety per cent. of its investments are in first mortgages on improved real
estate, in the selection of which has been brought to bear the ‘‘ expert knowledge’’ gained by
more than half a century of experience.

You will enjoy absolute freedom from anxiety if your savings are entrusted to its
keeping. At the same time they will bear as high a rate of interest as is consistent with the
absolute safety of the investment.

Make Your Deposit by Mail

Our system is so convenient that even some of our depositors residing in Toronto do
not take the trouble to come to our office, but send their deposits through the post office.
We want you to read our interesting booklet “Safe Saving.” Send usyour a(!ldress on a
post card and it will be mailed to you. Do this to-day.

CANADA PERMANENT MORTCAGE CORPORATION

TORONTO STREET TORONTO
The - 7
» 2 |
Excelsior Life 1907
Insurance Co. Has been the most prosperous

| car in the history of
Head Office: Excelsior Life Building, | AR LS

5961 Victoria Steeet, TORONTO. | THE NORTHERN LIFE
166 7 i ASSURANCE CO.

Interest earned on mean net assets 7.51 per cent. It shows substantial increases in
Not a dollar lost on Investments. every dcpartment'of the Company'l
Death rate 48 per cent. of expected. business.

These items indicate the Security and productiveness of SPLENDID OPENINGS

this Company's Investments, also its Low Mortality. :
For reliable, producing agents.

These are the two channels through which Profits accrue
to Policyholders. ~ Are you one ?

e Write for particulars to
Desirable Openings for Good Agents Head Office P London, Ont.

E. MARSHALL, B} } . D. FASKEN, JOHN MILNE, Managing Director
General Manager =75 s President
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/

ASS URM{GE
COMPANY.

TheWiSe Mans

HEAD OFFICE.

@), HAMILTON

CANADA.

Anchor”

FOR FUTURE HAPPINESS.

=3 : ISAPOLIOY OF
LIFE

INA STRONG AND CAREFULLY MANAGED COMPANY. A

ASSURANCE

The Natural Result

THE GREAT WEST LIFE

HEAD OFFICE

There is nothing extraordinary—
nothing abnormal—in the exceed-
ingly satisfactory results that are
being accomplished for Policy-
holders of the Great-West Life.
The high profits being paid are the
natural and inevitable outcome of
conditions that enable The Great-
West to earn an average of over
7 per cent. on all investments.

This high interest-earning capacity
—with strict economy of manage-
ment—has the logical sequel of low
premium rates for Insurance, and
remarkably high profit returns. In-
formation on request

ASSURANCE COMPANY
: WINNIPEG

Sy :
LR 2RO T I

L P Py /

BANK OF
HAMILTON

Head Office: Hamilton

BOARD OF DIRECTORS
Hon. William Gibson President

J. Turnbull Vice-Pres. and General Manager
John Proctor Geo. Rutherford

Hon. J. 8. Hendrie, C.V.O.  Cyrus A. Birge

C. C. Dalton
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
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ASSETS
$7:805847

CAPITAL Guisciusen) $2:500:000
I CAPITAL (pain up) $1:500-000
RESERVE FUND $):100:000

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.

Ask for ptrucuun rrorn nn Asent of the Company

HEAD OFFICE, - LONDON, CANADA

PROCRASTINATI

With reference to Life In-
surance has been the cause
of untold distress and humil-
iation in many a family,

You should make sure in
event of your death that
those dependent upon you
will not be left in any such
position.

Remember that delays are
always dangerous and that
safety lies only in immediate
action,

You cannot do better]than
make application at once for
a policy in the

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY
“Solid as'the Continent”
HOME OFFICE

TORONTO

S
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Thinking Business Men

when they take out life insurance, go about it in a business like
way and ouly choose a company when they are satisfied that it
will yield them the surest and best returns. They are quickly
persuaded, when they have examined the situation thoroughly,
to cast in their lot with the '

Mutual Life of Canada

4 POINTS

About This Company :

I st— ITS TABLLIT Y
2nd ITS ECURLT Y
3rd ITS LI DEFE
4th ITS UPERIORITY

These points are vital points and go to emphasize the
importance of having your insurance in The Mutual
Life of Canada. It will pay you to get more informa-
tion from any of the Company’s Agents, or from the

HEAD OFFICE, WATERLOO, ONT.

ROBERT MELVIN, President. GEO. WEGENAST, Managing Director
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QUEBEC, FROM THE LEVIS SHORE

THE OUBEBEC TERCENTENARY
BY JOHN A. EWAN

HE implantation of a seed-

grain of French civilization
at Quebec in July, 1608, by
Samuel de Champlain changed
the history of the world. But
for the persistence of this un-
common man, and his concen-
tration on an idea, the political
aspect of the North American
continent would not be what it
is to-day. He devoted his life
to the establishment of French
power on the banks of the St.
Lawrence, and pursued his idea
for thirty years amidst discour-
agements that would have sub-
dued a lesser spirit. In 1626,

after he had been laboring for

twenty years as a colon-
izer, there
were but fifty-
five white
people at Que-
bec and vir-
tually none
anywhere else
in all Canada.

WOLFE'S MONUMENT AT QUEBEC

At the time of his death Quebe®
could scarcely be called a village:
Agriculture in the real sense there
was none, unless a little gardening
might be so described. The colony
did not during his life-time become
self-sustaining. The connection
with the mother country could not
be broken if life were to be main-
tained, for from her fair hands came
even the flour that seems so indis-
pensable to Europeans.

It was a real though feeble birth,
however, and but for aggression
from without French power would
have become a formidable factor in

the political distribution of this

continent. Champlain’s dreams
seemed to come to a
disastrous end in the
battle of the Plains of
Abraham.
There are at
least two
readings of
the meaning
of that event,
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but there can scarcely be more than
one of the consequences which flowed
from the life-work to which Samuel de
Champlain devoted himself.

He was the one Frenchman of his
time who seemed consumed with the
desire to follow up the discoveries
of Cartier. Cartier spent two and
perhaps three winters in Canada, but
made no attempt to form a perman-
ent settlement. He and his compan-
ions were sailors and had no notion
of deserting the deep for the work
of colonizing a new land. Seventy
years elapsed between the visits of
the Breton navigator and the build-
ing of that ‘‘habitation’’ in 1608
which was the real founding of the
white man’s residence in Canada.

The memory of the pale-faced
strangers with their winged ships,
and metal tubes belching forth fire
and death, had ceased to be even a
memory in Stadacona and Hochela-
ga. Indeed the race of Donnacona
had vanished from the shores of the
St. Lawrence and in their place were
Algonquin strangers to whom the

traditions of Cartier and his men

were unknown. Champlain had to

begin afresh. All that Cartier had

left for his successors was the know-

ledge of a mighty river flowing
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through a new land. The testimony
with respeet to it was various. Of
the coast of Labrador Cartier rec-
ords his conviction that it was the
land to which Cain was banished
after the first murder. When he had
penetrated as far as Hochelaga, how-
ever, he becomes enthusiastic with
respect to the deep forests, the paths
strewn with the fallen acorns and
the bunches of wild grapes that bent
to the water’s edge. Notwithstand-
ing these glimpses of a demi-para-
dise, it is altogether unlikely that
Cartier’s work would have been re-
sumed but for the circumstance that
a man of Champlain’s temper and
mould took it up. The kings of
France, suffused and surfeited with
pleasure and the sense of the amaz-
ingness of their own majesty, were
incapable of any steady policy in re-
gard to a matter so far from the re-
gion of their senses as Canada was.
If some courtier of the moment in
search of novelty took it up as a fad
the monarch was willing to bestow
the over-lordship of the vague re-
gions in a solemn document to which
he appended his august name. But
favorites came and went, and if the
founding of a French colony had de-
pended solely on them the project



AT

THE PLAINS OF ABRAHAM, SHOWING THE JAIL IN THE MIDDLE DISTANCE

would have died in its very infancy.
But behind these butterflies was the
inflexible will of an heroiec French-
man, who when one court instrument
failed him immediately turned to an-
other in order that his work for the
establishment of a new France in the
Western world might not be delay-
ed. He crossed the ocean more than
a dozen times in the course of his
labors. He threaded for thousands
of miles the rivers and lakes of Can-
ada in bark canoes. He braved all
the dangers of the wilderness, in-
cluding starvation, wounds and dis-
ease. He spent whole winters alone
in the wigwams of savage and fickle
red men. For the thirty years of his
active life he was banished from the
comforts and luxuries of his home.
He saw his labors apparently ruined
when Kirke, the British admiral, cap-
tured Quebec, but as he had gained
it by sacrifice and foresight he re-
gained it by diplomacy. And at last,
broken with toil, he laid his bones
down in the city of his founding.
But it all came to naught, the
reader will say. French possessions
in North America are comprised to-
day in two pinhead islands off the
coast of Newfoundland. Let it be
repeated, nevertheless, that the la-
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bors of Samuel de Champlain vastly
influenced the course of history.

To see this it is only necessary to
speculate on the course of events if
no French settlements had been
formed on the St. Lawrence. Canada
would in that case have been coloniz-
ed from the English settlements to
the south. The fur trade would have
irresistibly attracted them to the
great lakes, and when, later on, the
inevitable revolution arrived, the
whole of North America would have
seceded from the British crown.

As it was, Canada at the time of
the Revolution was mainly peopled
by a race who inherited a decided
hostility to the British colonists to
the south—the Bostonnais—who, in
league with the Iroquois, had been
the scourge of French settlement.
They had but little disposition to re-
volt against their new masters, who
had treated them with mildness and
generosity, in order to place them-
selves under a newer master of
whose disposition they were not so
sure. Thus it comes that there is a
Canada to-day—that there are two
political systems, or three if Mexico
is included, on this North American
continent. This was not Champlain’s
aim, but his policy led to it in the
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oreat circle of human events. But
for Champlain’s thirty years in the
wilderness there would have been no
land distinctive from the thirteen
colonies, and the TUnited Empire
Loyalists would have had no place of
refuge on this continent from the
persecutions of their foes.

Champlain was born at Brouage,
in the Province of Saintonge, in 1570.
After becoming familiar with navi-
gation, he commanded a vessel on a
voyage to the East Indies. This
seems to have fixed the love of travel
in his blood, and when he returned
to France we find him taking service
with de Chatte for the purpose of
prosecuting Cartier’s explorations in
(Canafla.

Even before Cartier’s day the
Basque and Breton fishermen were
accustomed to resort to the shores
of Newfoundland to prosecute their
hazardous calling. Every reader of
(‘artier’s narrative must have exper-
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ienced a disillusion when he finds
that the famous discoverer of Can-
ada was able to hail vessels of his
own countrymen when entering the
Gulf of St. Lawrence.

Before Champlain’s arrival in Can-
ada these fishermen had formed a
settlement at a harbor on the Labra-
dor shore which they had christened
Brest. A French governor resided
there, together with an almoner, ete.,
and it is recorded that even in the
winter it contained a thousand souls.
Champlain’s voyage, therefore, had
little in it of the breathless wonder
and miraculousness which attended
that of Columbus. He doubtless had
a fair idea of where he was going.
He was accompanied to Tadousac by
Pontgravé, who had been there be-
fore. The difference, however, be-
tween him and these fishermen and
traders was abysmal. He differed
from them in soul and mind. Their
objects were wholly sordid; his were
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national and religious, with a large
dash of the discoverer’s insatiable
curiosity acting as an incitement and
reward for constant endeavor. They
were content to cast their nets in the
waters or trade with the natives
along the shore. To him a voice was
crying from the interior wilderness
which lured ever and ever further
on. Thus he was led to lands that,
although the most enticing of the
districts of Canada, were not settled
for almost two hundred years there-
after.

It touches the romantic element in
our nature to picture Champlain ex-
ploring the St. Lawrence, the Otta-
wa, Lake Ontario, the Georgian Bay
and Lake Simcoe three hundred
years ago. A less prophetic eye than
his could foresee on the shores of
these great waters a mightier France.
‘What were the Rhine, the Loire or
the Seine compared with these
mighty floods? When he saw the
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MADE HIS HEADQUARTERS AT QUEBEC

countless miles of stately forests un-
folded to his gaze—the white pine
areas of the Ottawa and the hard-
wood forests of Ontario—he must
have thought of the sparse woods of
France or the dreary and treeless
Landes of the southwest. He and
almost he alone knew how well
worth an effort was the inclusion of
this gem in the diadem of French
sovereignty. He has been called the
Father of New France. He indeed
bore every relationship to it that we
associate with fostering and nursing
and warming into life.

It was not an easy task. The Bre-
ton and Basque fishermen and mer-
chants had views entirely foreign
from his. For them the only pos-
sible object was gain. They did not
believe in colonization. Colonists
were apt to step between them
and their barter with the Indians for
furs. The fur trade was the god of
these men. Champlain believed in
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A,

LITTLE CHAMPLAIN STREET, QUEBEC, SHOWING
BREAK-NECK STAIRS AT THE END

the fur trade and every other sort
of trade, but believed that coloniza-
tion should proceed step by step with
them. The two ideals fought for
years, and the slow progress of Can-
ada was an evidence how powerful
the commercial interests were. The
good temper and steadiness with
which he maintained his view is the
best proof of his possession of the
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qualities that ensured eventual sue-
cess. It did not come in his time, how-
ever. Worn out with travelling
and Indian wars and privations, he
laid him down to die in the strong-
hold he had founded.

The tercentenary will be associat-
ed in the minds of many with other
incidents and other figures. The mo-
ment the eyes of the world were, in
connection with the celebration of its
founding, fixed on the rock-built city
there was a sudden realization that
another world-event, the comple-
ment, indeed, in one view, of Cham-
plain’s life-mission, had had Quebec
for its scene. It came to be real-
ized that the spot where the Canada
of to-day had its birth was worthy
of being freed from degrading uses
and perpetuated in dignity and beau-
ty in the eternal memories of men.
The thought had long arrested the
attention of a few who were convers-
ant with the facts. It was specially
fortunate that it gained the sympa-
thy and the enthusiastic advocacy of
Farl Grey, the Governor-General of
Canada. With the energy and con-
tagious enthusiasm for which he is
distinguished, he thrust the subject
on public notice. The field where
Britain added the greater half of
the North American continent to her
over-seas lands, the spot where
James Wolfe perished in the moment
of accomplishing his apparently im-
possible task, the scenes of Mont-
calm’s heroic defence, of de Levis’
victorious exploits, should not be al-
lowed to sink into commonness or be
forgotten.

Tt is gratifying to know that the
first steps have been taken to atone
for neglects that would not be credit-
able to Canadians. Not only will
Champlain’s foundation of the city
be duly celebrated, but a beginning
will be made for dedicating the
fields of Abraham and of the Ste.
Foye road as national holy places
forever.



PITT THE EMPIRE-BUILDER
BY A. H. U. COLQUHOUN

"I‘HE mind naturally connects the

name of the first Pitt with the
Quebec celebration. The scientific
historians, always accurate and
usually dull, may correctly trace the
origin of the British Empire to a
period and to men more remote than
he. Popular opinion, however, ag-
signs to Pitt more than to any other
statesman the great position at-
tained by England in the middle of
the eighteenth century. From that
high point her fortunes were soon to
recede owing to the blunders of
his successors. But never so far
as to obliterate the bold outlines
of the structure raised by his far-
seeing and commanding genius. The
results of the capture of Canada
alone were to prove a monument to
his foresight. Its importance has
been increased by the subsequent
loss of the United States, and this
result was hidden from him. The fu-
sion of French and English under
one rule has produced a situation
milder and better, perhaps, than any
he conceived. But in recalling Que-
bee’s historic past it is impossible to
avoid associating Pitt with Wolfe,
just as the French rightly honor both
the illustrious Champlain, the foun.
der of the city, and Montecalm, its
gallant defender. :

The career of Pitt awaits full and
adequate treatment. Lives of him
there are, but none quite equal to the
man and his work. It is not the
fashion now to glorify a great War
Minister. To soothe the modern ear
you must talk of peace. The nations
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stagger under vast armaments, but
these, we are assured, exist for de-
fence, not for defiance, To-day a
Pitt and his grand designs would be
voted down by philanthropists, econ-
omists, and philosophers. Autres
temps, autres moeurs. The French,
almost alone of the nations, frankly
avow their admiration of ga con-
queror like Napoleon. Should an-
other such arise, to him likewise they
would pay tribute. When the French
admirals visited London not long
ago they saluted the statue of Nel-
son as they passed through Trafal-
gar Square. The candor and cour-
age of such homage is refreshing.
The British are a trifle apologetic of
their empire-builders, and are apt to
regard Clive and Hastings and Chat-
ham with mournful admiration. They
were great, but they were ruthless.
Happily the British Empire is a con-
crete fact which the milg sentimen-
talist must accept, and we ecan no
more celebrate Quebee without
thinking of Pitt than we can pre-
serve freedom without force or ex-
pect prowess without physical vigor.

Abstract theories, when in conflict
with publie duty, had no attractions
for Pitt. There was work to be done,
and he was the man to do it. “My
Lord, I know I can save England,
and no other man can.’’ The emer-
gency could not be met by disquisi-
tions on the horrors or the futility
of war, by reflections that English-
men had already proved their endur-
ance and that the nation might safe.
ly repose on the glories of the past.
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The existence of the country was at
stake and its liberties and prosperity
trembled in the balance. Constant
vigilance is the price of empire.

The policy of Walpole — peace
abroad and corruption at home—had
produced its natural effects. The con-
dition of affairs was seen to be ser-
jous. Lord Chesterfield expressed in
terse fashion the feeling of the time:
¢“Whoever is in, or whoever is out, I
am sure we are undone both at home
and abroad; we are no longer a na-
tion. I never saw so dreadful a pros-
pect.”” The struggle of place-men
and sycophants had for many years
formed the staple of Parliamentary
activity. The honor of the country
was little regarded. There is prob-
ably no period in British history
wherein the selfishness of petty poli-
ticians and the intrigues of parties
stand out so plainly. The gen-
eral reader is familiar enough with
the depressing story. Even Macau-
lay, who forgave much to the ‘Whigs
because they had been the chief prop
of the throne of William, is moved
to contempt by their base devotion
to the favors of the Court and their
cynical abandonment of ancient prin-
ciples. The Tories, long excluded
from office and compromised by their
attachment to the fallen Stuarts,
were scarcely a factor in the gov-
erning of the state. Besides, if
the Whigs had declined in public
spirit they still produced the ablest
men. The promotion of incompetent
favorites had impaired the efficiency
of the army and navy. The grow-
ing colonies and commerce of Britain
had excited foreign hostility, and it
seemed a fitting opportunity to crush
them forever. The war with France
had been so feebly conducted that
a period of disaster appeared to be
the immediate prospect.

At this juncture Pitt came to the
front. His qualities appealed to a
nation disgusted with faction, dis-
trustful of professing patriots, and
genuinely alarmed by the threaten-
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ing outlook. His personal integrity
was above question. His ambition
was for his country and not for him-
self. His was the kind of eloquence
which caught the popular taste.
Democracy is fond of rhetoric.
Above all, strength of character and
a vigorous definite policy were re-
quired, and Pitt supplied that need.
In this way there came into existence
the celebrated Administration in
which the Great Commoner was the
ruling figure. It lasted but four
years. Its achievements were mar-
vellous and enduring. Pitt divided
with the Duke of Newcastle the su-
preme authority. To his colleague
he left the management of domestic
affairs, including the distribution of
patronage, and secured a free hand
in controlling foreign policy and the
conduct of the war. During a criti-
cal period, therefore, the cause of
England in her struggle against the
Furopean coalition was championed
by a man of the highest talent and
the most exalted patriotism, exercis-
ing the sway of a wise despotism. He
maintained a good understanding
with George II. throughout. Oppo-
sition in Parliament virtually ceas-
ed. More important than these ad-
vantages, substantial as they were,
he possessed the unshaken confidence
of the nation.

It was a formidable task, despite
the resolution and insight of the great
Minister, because, to employ his own
words, there was ranged against
England ‘““the most powerful and
malignant confederacy that ever yet
has threatened the independence of
mankind.”” On the one side by the
beginning of 1757 were England and
Prussia; on the other, France, Aus-
tria, Russia, Hungary, Sweden, and
Bavaria (with other German states).
Spain, for the moment, held aloof,
and Denmark and Holland stood
neutral. At first the successes of the
new policy were not remarkable. The
expeditions against France bore no
brilliant fruit. But Pitt had a thor-
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ough grasp of the situation and he
knew how to deal with it. He in-
tended to fight the mighty combina-
tions at sea and in India and in
America. To this end he now de-
voted all his energies, imparting to
admirals and to generals some of his
own zeal. He who had so persistent-
ly preached the greatness of England
began to see the effects of his inspir-
ing eloquence. He selected for the
fighting line men whose valor and
quality could be relied upon, and not
men whose claims were based on
their seniority in the service or their
artistocratic connections. The in-
competents were passed over to New-
castle, who appropriately rewarded
them with titles and honors. Macau-
lay has described in one of his gra-
phic paragraphs what soon happen-
ed:
““A succession of victories, un-
doubtedly brilliant, and, it was
thought, not barren, raised to the
highest point the fame of the Minis-
ter to whom the conduet of the war
had been entrusted. In July, 1758,
Louisburg fell. The whole Island
of Cape Breton was reduced; the
fleet to which the Court of Versailles
had confided the defence of French
America was destroyed. The captur-
ed standards were borne in triumph
from Kensington to the city. They
were suspended in St. Paul’s Church
amidst the roar of guns and kettle-
drums and the shouts of an immense
multitude. Addresses of congratula-
tion came in from all the great towns
of England. Parliament met only to
decree thanks and monuments and to
bestow, without one murmur, sup-
plies more than double of those
which had been given during the war
of the Grand Alliance.”’

Victory followed victory : on the
ocean, in India and in America. The
Pitt policy had not merely justified
itself, but had been brilliantly sue-
cessful. The taking of Quebec in
1759 was one of the most picturesque
of these victories. Wolfe, as the gen-
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eral of the land forces, was his
choice. The campaign was mapped
out with the supreme disregard of
physical obstacles characteristic of
Pitt’s conceptions. It was rendered
possible by the British control of
the sea. In fact, the completeness of
the triumphs of this wondrous per-
iod demonstrated at every point the
sagacity of the Minister who might
make errors in detail but whose gen-
eral plan was born of a mastery of
the whole problem,

The closing years of Pitt’s life are
not easily made intelligible to twen-
tieth century ideas. We who see the
recovery of the Empire from the
point of depression reached after the
peace of 1783, cannot quite realize
the anguish and dismay with which
the great statesman saw the results
of his labors crumbling away. His
health was broken, political intrigues
were once more in the ascendant,
and a monarch had come to the
throne in 1760 with a higher opinion
of his own powers than the faects
warranted. There seemed to be no
place for a master mind. He has
been censured for espousing the
cause of rebels in the quarrel with
America. He would have conceded
before concession was too late, and
in so doing would have changed the
history of this continent. Pitt’s in-
vectives hurled at incapable Minis-
ters, as disaster after disaster over-
took the British cause, may seem to
some stagey, rather than impressive.
His rhetorie bears no resemblance to
the measured ecriticism of modern
Parliamentarians. The final scenes
in the House of Lords in which he is
stricken down are almost too dra-
matic for comparison with the com-
monplace events of our time.

The man and his achievements are
on too grand a scale to be under-
stood in an age of nicely balanced
patriotism. There is a comfortable
feeling of security to-day in the per-
manence of British rule which pre-
vents us from fully comprehending
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the immensity of Pitt’s task and the
genius which inspired his course.
What has been accomplished since
his time has been chiefly accomplish-
ed because he made it possible by in-
spiring in the race a belief in itself,
a belief often latent, but never
extinguished. The spirit he evoked
still exists. If the taking of Quebec
was the deed of Wolfe it was the
brain of Pitt who conceived the en-

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

terprise, and it was his masterful
temperament that nerved a brave
people on to their most notable
achievements. In honoring him we
at least respond to a sentiment which
should be respected even in the utili-
tarian ages of the world, since we
honor a man who, to quote Hume,
was raised to the height of power
and popularity by dint of merit, in-
tegrity and disinterestedness.

WOLFE AND MONTCALM

By JOHN BOYD

f Wolfe and Montcalm! Montecalm and Wolfe!
: Two heroes of a kindred soul

To whom a People tribute pays;

In life divided but by death united:

To-day in glory one.

This year we dedicate

The far-famed field of honor,

Where heroes fought and fell,

And of their mighty deeds remembrance set.
Not ours to triumph but to honor heroes,
Where all fought nobly, all were victors;
And none the vanquished:

Wolfe and Montcalm an equal glory share.
With honor crowned to distant ages borne,
Their names shall echo with a just renown,
Teaching Canadians of a common soil

That though distinctive they may yet be one
In loyalty to high ideals, of duty nobly done,
Of life unselfish and of death heroic.

Where fell the mighty dead,

Heirs of their valor and their glory gather

Their memory to honor.

Hushed all contention ; healed all division;

Peace reigns where discord dwelt of yore.

Upon this saered ground join hands as brethren ;
High sound the pmans in their honor;

With fitting pageant celebrate,

‘While all the world their fame acclaims;

Erect the tablets to their worth;
Their deeds in sculptured story trace;

' While high over all, with folded wings,

The Angel of Peace shall stand
In benediction on our native land.
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THE FOREST’'S SECRET
BY GUSTAF GEIJERSTAM

TRANSLATED FROM THE SWEDISH BY A. E. B. FRIES

IT was a long distance to Reed-

marsh. First one had to go through
the deep forest on a narrow path,
which wound its way between the
tall spruce trees and here and there
across bare rocks. Where the moun-
tain descended, White Moss began.
Little dwarfed pines arose on the
knolls and when the bog myrtle
bloomed, the air was full of spicy
fragrance attracting the insects thi-
ther. It was a long way across the bog
and when the mountains rose again
you could see from their top the
woods thinning out and the lake lay
calmly mirrored between the fir-clad
shores, and still you were not there.
For it was on the other side of the
lake that the house stood. If you
wished to get there on foot a long

walk remained. But if you stopped .

on the bank, from which you could
see the little house with its tiny, till-
ed inclosure and the pine woods like
a wreath around the sloping barn
and low dwelling, if you then called
loud enough and if you allowed your-
self time to wait, you would soon see
on the other shore a little, bent old
man, with red stocking cap and wool-
en jacket, come out, walking care-
fully down the stony slope and push
off a rickety boat to row you aecross.
While rowing over the lake, you
eould not but wonder why it was
called Reedmarsh. For no marsh
was to be seen, only a little lake
which looked very bright and pleas-
ant after the long walk through the
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twilight of the forest under the dense
pines from ‘which hung long, gray,
tangled lichens. Neither could you
at first discover any reeds. The
shores were high and rocky and the
pine trees, that grew in the crevices,
mirrored themselves beneath in the
calm water. Only at the end of the
cove, where the lake made a small
curve beyond the mountains, there
grew in the summer a thick bed of
reeds in which, every spring, a pair
of wild ducks made their nest and,
when their young were hatched,
swam, undisturbed, on the smooth
inlet.

Jakob, de sits doubled up by the
oars, rowing the newcomer across,
had never cared much for shooting
with a gun. At least, that is what
he himself says, but, of course, that
Is no reason why that, as so many
other things, need be the truth.
“When I was young,” he says, ‘I
used to try. But I never got that
far. You know I had a kind of fail-
ing, I never could learn to blink with
one eye, and so my duck shooting
didn’t amount to much. Now, I can
blink with one eye and both, but I
am too old to learn to shoot now
and so I'll have to get along with-
out it.”” The wild ducks know quite
well that no one will disturb them.
Unconcernedly the mother duck,
with her full-fledged young, swims
past the rowing boat to the landing.
There they hunt for remnants of fish
and potato peelings, quack, dive and
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jabber with each other and behave
like domestic animals. Jakob has to
shoo away the boldest when he wants
to land.

In this way Jakob has taken many
a wanderer over the lake and, if the
number at last has grown consider-
able, it is not to be wondered at, for
he has lived in the little shanty at
Reedmarsh so long that no one re-
members when he moved thither,
hardly even he himself. Though it
is not often they have visitors. It is
too far away and he who lives at
Reedmarsh has not much to offer. Or
rather, when he lived, he had not.
For now Jakob is long since dead
and gone and his wife with him. The
house is falling into ruins and the
field, overgrown with weeds, will
gsoon become wilderness again. So
far away and alone in the backwoods
as Reedmarsh is situated, no one
wants to move nowadays if he can
help it. In old times it was differ-
ent. Then there were plenty of soli-
tude-loving people who feared not
the wilderness.

Jakob and his wife were two such
strange recluses, as you sometimes
may find even yet, deep in the for-
ests, far away from human dwelling
places, and if they had cared to tell
all about their lives, they would in-
deed have had strange things to tell.
For Martina belonged to those who
had seen both ‘‘the Lady of the
Woods’’ and ‘‘the Neptune,”” and
what the sudden lights that shone
over White Moss signified she could
also tell, when she wanted to; and
for all things which whispered and
murmured and sighed and moaned,
when the winter night hung starry
clear and cold over the frozen lake,
she had both eyes and ears. Martina
understood all such things well and
could give a clearer and better ac-
count of witchcraft than of anything
else that had happened to her during
her monotonous life. But, best of
all, she understood those tiny beings
who peddled and meddled all about
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in bushes and thickets; led her om
the right path in the woods and left
her first when she took down the
key from its old place in the crack
under the window. Then they all
pattered away on light feet, happy
to have accompanied her so far. And
if the wolf then howled far away
under the snowelad pine trees, then
Martina knew whom she had to
thank for getting home sound and
alive. Jakob always listened quietly
when his wife related these experi-
ences, and sometimes it happened
that he nodded in confirmation as if
to give her words the support they
deserved and mayhap needed. But
oftentimes he seemed to pay no at-
tention, only sat staring straight
ahead as if seeing what no one else
could see and at such times it hap-
pened that his face took a sternm,
almost bitter, expression as if he
would have said, ‘““Why do you tell
such things to people who never have
gseen anything themselves?  What
can they know about the forest?”’

In his youth Jakob had been a
charcoal burner and had always
made enough to support himself
without being a burden to anyone.
Martina used to pick berries, sell
chip baskets, help in the houses in
the distant village at Christmas and
Easter, and she was well known the
country over. For she always gave
good measure, her berries were sound
and fresh picked. Never did you
need to fear with her to turn the bas-
ket upside down and find greenings
in the bottom. Her baskets were
well made and durable; and in cur-
ing and baking, Martina was not
ignorant, however far from habita-
tion she lived. Never did she con-
sider the distance too long, and, if
she knew not much of what is in
books, she knew all the more of other
things which she gladly related to
anyone who cared to listen.

Neither was Jakob a man whom
anyone would find where he had left
him. Wild animals of the forest Ja-
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kob had trapped and even shot, in
spite of what he said to the contrary.
There were those who said that while
he was young there was not one who
took surer aim and was swifter in
hand than Jakob as a hunter. His
old muzzle loader he hid behind the
bed, and his story, about not being
able to keep his one eye shut in his
youth was very likely made up be-
cause Jakob preferred to choose his
own time for shooting and had no
patience with the restrictions which
the mean game laws imposed on the
parishoners.

In a word, Jakob had gotten along
nicely in his day, and three sons had
gone out of the little home at Reed-
marsh and become laborers in other
countries where it seemed easier to
make a living and where the whis-
perings of the woods were not
heard.

Of these, their children, Jakob
and Martina often spoke at first,
during the long winter evenings
when it grew so quiet around them
and no one came on a visit. But the
years went their way, White Moss
and the lake under the window froze
again and again, and many summers
came and moved the wild ducks. But
around the old couple it was as quiet
as if no children had ever played on
the slope towards the lake, and the
longer this silence lasted, the closer
did Jakob and Martina grow to each
other, forgetting that a world exist-
ed, away from them, and finding it
quite natural that no one remember-
ed them, who had long since forgot-
ten all others.

The forest sang its song for these
two old people, and what little they
needed of life, they got, until Jakob,
one day, had to remain in bed. What
illness he suffered from neither of
them knew, but it began in this wise:
‘When he walked a long way or stood
still for any length of time, a queer
sort of ache started in his legs and
one morning when he awoke he
found they would not support him
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and he was obliged to remain in
his bed.

“You will have to see to every-
thing now, Martina,”’ said Jakob.
‘““When I get up again you can take
a rest.”’

There were many things they had
to go without now while Jakob lay
sick. No game came from the forest
and no fish were taken from the lake.
Neither did any wood come home of
itself and no man was there to help
make a hole in the ice. But worst
of all was it with fodder for the cow.
Martina worked with the sickle, cut
and dragged home all she could, But
it grew too hard for her, all this.
Many a time she sat out in the woods
and cried because she did not want
to ery at home. Jakob lay where he
lay and one good thing about it
was that he was always patient and
good. Else Martina never could have
stood it.

At last their greatest misfortune
happened ; their cow died one winter
from want and now there was no
other way out of it, but Martina had
to go around the country and beg.
Very hard this was for her, she, who
had never asked a favor of anyone
before. Small and shrunken she seem-
ed and walked very fast, and wher-
ever she stopped, she lingered only
so long as she must for courtesy’s
sake. For Martina never gave her-
self any peace while away. At home
lay Jakob, who could not so much as
get across the floor to make up the
fire for himself if it should grow cold
towards evening. And he had noth-
ing to eat but what she had put be-
side him before leaving. Worried and
distraught, Martina looked as she
strode along, the milk pail in her
hand and on her back the beggar’s
wallet, and the dogs came rushing
through the gates along the roadside
and barked when she passed.

For two years Martina went on
thus and during all this time, Jakob
grew no better. Neither did he grow
any worse. At last there was no dif-
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ference between day or night, sum-
mer or winter, sunshine or rain. It
was Jjust one long day of misery
which never seemed to have an end.

““If I only could die,”” Jakob used
to say. ‘‘Then it would be better
for you.”

Martina grew so weak at that, that
she could not keep her tears back,
try all she would.

““What would become of me, if
you died?’’ she answered.

‘Within herself she knew that so
bad as it was now, it could never be.
But to say that to him who lay there
and couldn’t help himself, she hadn’t
the heart.

One summer day, Martina was on
her way home from the village. She
did not have much with her. People
soon tire of giving to those who often
must ask for help. And begging is
a heavy profession for one who has
no joy in life. The bag she had on
her back was therefore easy to carry
and the milk pail that the little old
woman had in her hand was not
heavy either. The sun scorched hot
when Martina came to cross White
Moss. The cloud-berries were ripen-
ing on the hillocks and far away in
the fir trees a woodpecker whistled.
As she went on her way Martina
must bend down and examine the
whortleberries, not yet grown red.
All around her old places she went;
bending down over the hillocks and
just looked and looked. Oh how
many green ones there were !and such
plenty of ripe blueberries! It was
only she, who could not go and pick
and sell them as of old ; she, who had
to wander around the village and
beg, for she could not take care of
her sick man and at the same time
work for them both. How quiet it
was here, and how lonely. Martina
let the bag fall; put the pail on the
ground and sat down. She was very
tired; tired of her very life. If the
Lady of the Woods would come now
and offer her something! Or he, of
whom she could not think by name,
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he, who always came when anyone
was in great need! Why did he not
come now ? Why did she see nothing ?
She who used to see so many things,
‘Why did she not even hear the imps
potter in the brushwood; she, who
had heard so much before? Why
was the forest silent? And why was
there not a person to come home with
her and see how she had it; help in
her great need and lighten some of
the burden that a poor old woman is
no longer able to bear alone?

But the forest stood silent all
around Martina. She heard the
grouse making a noise in the woods,
flapping their wings against the
branches to come up. She heard the
doves cooing with their sharp creak-
ing sounds and that strange bird,
whose name she did not know,
screaming like a human in pain. But
otherwise all was quiet around her.
The forest stood silent. She saw
nothing but trees, pines and firs, sun-
shine, flies, moss and gray lichen. The
air trembled with heat and every-
thing stood so still around her that
suddenly she grew afraid.

Martina, who had lived in the
woods all her life long, 'who had
heard the fox howl at night and seen
the wolf steal to the locked barn like
a gray spirit in the tingling cold,
clear and starry winter evenings, for
the first time in her life, she was
afraid of being alone in the forest.
It was as if the trees had come too
close to her; as if it had become too
quiet for her, too desolate, too silent,
too calm. Trembling, she got up to
go. Trembling, she hung the bag on
her shoulder and took the milk pail
in her hand. Trembling, she stood
quiet and listened to this deep silence
which seemed like one long unbroken
sigh. With uncertain steps she went
on and did not stop before she reach-
ed the shore where the old boat lay.
Hurriedly she entered it and pushed
out from land. But Martina thought
that it was as if hands were reaching
out after her every time she turned
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around. The old stumps in the wood,
the tree roots, the stones, the tumble
down trees, the moss-grown rocks,
and the junipers that grew wide and
bushy on the very edges of the cliffs,
all, all were alive and all kept quiet,
so quiet, that they filled the air with
their silence and were changed into
horrible images that in stony silence
grinned at her misery. Swiftly Mar-
tina rowed across the long narrow
lake. She heard how the wild ducks
called their quack, quack, after her;
the wild ducks that Jakob never had
found it in his heart to shoot. But
she never turned to look at them,
only pulled the boat ashore and ran,
rather than walked, passed the old
trees on the bank and up towards
the house. It was as if the silence
of the forest had shouted after her
and driven her along.

““Is that you, Martina,”” suddenly
Jakob’s voice came from the corner
back of the window. ‘‘You have
been gone a long time.”’

““I was tired and sat down to rest
in the forest,”” answered the wife.
“How have you been to-day?’”’

““As all the other days,”’ came the
answer.

Jakob’s voice sounded so clear and
gentle that Martina must go closer
and look at him. :

““T believe I've slept awhile, just
now,’’ the old man said. ‘It must
have been because I’ve been lying
here so long by myself, thinking.”’

““What have you been thinking
about?’’ asked Martina. Strange! it
was as if the forest had come with
her even into the house and brought
its fear along.

Jakob moved his head so as to see
better. Now the light fell on his
face. Thin and gray it looked as
of one who had not seen the face of
the sun for a long time. But the old
eyes shone.

““T would so much like to see the
sun once more before I die,”’ he
said. “‘I’ve always loved the sun
and the quiet lake with the forest
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out there. Do you think you are
able to carry me so far, if I help
myself all I can?’’

Martina came closer to him and
sat down on the edge of the bed.
‘““What do you want out there?’’ she
asked.

Jakob looked at her with eyes that
suddenly grew wonderfully -clear.
““I want to die,”’ he answered. ‘‘ And
you must help me. You must not
be afraid because I ask you this. It
can’t be hard to die, and I don’t feel
able to live any longer. And when
I am gone, you won’t have to run
around the country to beg for me to
keep me alive.”

Martina understood what the sick
man wanted, long before it was all
said. Martina thought she had never
heard Jakob beg as now; and,
through the window she saw how the
sun shone and how calm Reedmarsh
lay.

““You shall help me down into the
boat,”” the old man went on, ‘‘and
push it out in the lake. Then you
must return to the house and not
look again.”’

Jakob’s eyes searched Martina’s
eagerly, as a child’s, when it wants
its dearest wish fulfilled. And as
Martina sat there, it came over her
that it couldn’t be any different. This
was what the forest had frightened
her with ; this was what she had been
sitting and thinking about where
‘White Moss ended, and the moun-
tains rose with the pine trees.

‘““When do you wish this?”’ she
asked, and the tears dropped from
her old eyes.

““Now the sun shines,’’ said Jakob.
And his voice sounded impatient
like a child’s who does not like to
wait. ‘‘Two years I've lain here and
only thought of this.”’

Martina went and sat down by the
window and thought, as well as her
mind enabled her to. She had never
read much in books and she did not
know a great deal. A long time she
sat thus and Jakob lay quiet so as
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not to disturb her thoughts. At last
Martina rose and saw that the sun
still shone. Then without any more
words she took her old husband, with
whom she had lived for more than
one generation, and helped him up
in bed. She then carried him out of
the house and sat him down on the
steps. Very thin and shrivelled he
had become and was not heavy to
carry. And Jakob sat there looking
at the sun, the woods and the lake,
and everything which once had been
all his own.

““Now help me farther, if you're
able,”” he said at last. And Martina
carried the erippled man down to the
ghore and put him in the boat. But
when she had done this, she sank
in a heap, took Jakob’s hand and
could not speak.

“‘Push out the boat,”’ Jakob spoke
gently, ‘‘and when it is done go back
to the house and don’t stay here.
Take down the book and read in it.
God understands all this, He who
knows what you and I have passed
through.”’

Then Martina took Jakob’s hand
and pressed it in farewell. And she
pushed the boat well out into the
lake, waiting on the bank until it
reached deep water. Then she walk-
ed alone up the slope and when she
came into the house, she took an old
book and tried to read in it. It was
not the Bible she read. It was Thomas
and Kempis. But to Martina these
books were just the same, and she
had never owned any others. The
old woman read aloud the obscure
words of the book. Slowly and lab-
oriously she read on, but though the
words were familiar, she could not
get any meaning in them. In her
time they were not taught much at
school, and most of what Martina
had learned she had long since for-
gotten. Far from the book her
thoughts strayed, and yet Martina
found a kind of comfort in these
mysterious words, probably for the
very reason that she understood so
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little of it all. When she had finigsh-
ed, she carefully put the book back
on the shelf. Then she went down
the slope again, and saw, that the
boat drifted empty on the water.
Martina sat down on the bank and
what she now saw and thought was
more than she could ever make clear.,
But Martina believed that she
thought of Jakob’s soul, of herself
and all that they two had lived
through together. With simple faith
she recited ‘‘Our Father’ over the
calm water in which the forest was
mirrored. And when this was done,
she returned to the house, hung clean
sheets before the windows and strew
spruce brush on the path between the
steps and the lake.

‘Whereupon, she went to bed and
for the first time slept alone in the
house at Reedmarsh.

‘When Martina afterwards came to
the village to get help in finding Ja-
kob’s body and having the funeral,
she artlessly told all about how it
really had happened. But everybody
thought she was telling a fairy tale.
Only when those who accompanied
her home, found the sheets before
the windows and saw the path to
the lake strewn with spruce twigs,
could they believe that the weird
story was the real fact. And when
Jakob’s dead body at last lay shroud-
ed in the bed, where Jakob himself
had lain sick so many years, many
people gathered around him—more
than had ever before been under that
low roof.

And all understood that this,
which had taken place here, was not
to be spoken of. This that had hap-
pened was a secret of the woods, and
none of those who knew it were to
disclose what they had seen and
heard or tell it in the villages. For
what Martina had done had been
done from a simple heart in distress.

And this was meet only here,
where the forest extends miles upon
miles and the calm lake mirrors the
woods.



ON BUSINESS PRINCIPLES

BY WALTER ARCHER FROST

WHEN Hasting reached home it
was half-past six. The open
fire was blazing cheerily in the big
living-room, and his wife’s face
lighted up with the pleasure which
she saw reflected in his own.

He walked to the closet, and hung
up his coat.

“On the last hook to the left,
please, Fred,”’ she called, and, turn-
ing on the electric light, he found
that he had made use of a hook la-
belled ‘‘Mrs. Hasting’s rain-coat.’’
The last hook to the left was marked
with ‘‘Mr. Hasting’s over-coat.”

““Isn’t this something new,
Edith?’’ he asked, regarding the
labels a little dubiously. ‘‘Where
did you get the idea?’’

“From Mrs. Hume,”’ she answer-
ed, as they went in to dinner; ‘‘I
called there this afternoon, and she
took me over the house. You never
saw such system.”’

““I have heard about it—from her
husband. He is just a shade less
enthusiastic about it than you are.”’

““But don’t you think labeling the
hooks is an excellent plan?’’

““Oh, yes—yes, indeed,”’ said
Hasting, with suspicious haste.

They had been married only three
years, and, as the lawyer looked
across the pretty, round table, and
noted, as always, his wife’s girlish
figure and fresh, warm coloring, and
the little irrepressible curls at her
temples, he thanked again the for-
tune which had given him her, and
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left her free from anything more
than temporary devotion to such
hobbies as feminine method and sys-
tem.

‘‘This little reform will blow over
in a week or two,”’” he thought to
himself; and he told, with light-
hearted humor, of the happenings of
the day.

‘When they went up to the ‘‘den’’
he looked about him in surprise—
his pipes were lying in neat rows,
stems pointing toward the fireplace
and bowls toward the window ; their
appearance was very trim and or-
derly, but, somehow, he missed the
look of haphazard untidiness which
the pipe-tray had had before.

He went to the jar in which he
kept his matches, and so tightly had
they been ‘‘packed’’ into place that,
after one or two attempts to loosen
them, he gave it up and found one
in his pocket. For a few moments
he smoked in silence, and then he
spoke. ‘‘Has Mary been up here? I
told her that she must never o

‘““No, Fred,”” interrupted Mrs.
Hasting. ‘‘I have done all this my-
self. Just see how orderly every-
thing is.”’

Hasting looked into the fire. ‘“You
must be very careful not to over-tire
yourself, Edith.”’

““Oh, but I love to do all these
things for you,’’ she exclaimed.

Hasting made no reply, but walk-
ed to the book-case — ‘‘Where is
‘Pickwick Papers’?’”’ he asked at
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length; ‘I was sure I put it back,
right here,”” indicating the place
with his hand.

““Oh, yes,”’ exclaimed his wife, ris-
ing quickly, ‘I arranged your books,
according to size, and, when I found
that that was one of the set which
Aunt Ellen gave us, I took it down
to the library and put it with the
others. I'll get it for you right away.”’

After reading, Hasting laid the
book on his knee, and later was re-
turning Mr. Pickwick to his accus-
tomed place, when Mrs. Hasting
said, ‘‘Let me take it down-stairs
again, Fred. I will bring it up when-
ever you want it,”’ and down-stairs
went the President of The Pickwick
Club, Hasting feeling his reproaches
at being thus unhomed.

The next morning, when Hasting
came down to breakfast, his wife
asked, ‘“What kept you, Fred?”

““I was a bit slow this morning, I
think.”’

“I’'m afraid that the eggs will be
too hard.”’

‘““Never mind. I can manage any
sort of an egg.”’

‘““But,”” she persevered, ‘‘if you
coulq’have come down a little sooner

‘““Now, Edith, dear, never mind
about the eggs.”’

‘“All right, Fred. But—"’

Hasting laid down the napkin
which he had just lifted. ‘‘Edith,
what is it?”’

“‘Nothing. Only they are so much
better, when they are not too hard.”’

He made no reply, and then chang-
ed the subject.

Just as he was leaving the house,
she said: “Will you get me a fairly
large ledger, when you go past
Mun’s?”’

““Yes, of course; but why do you
want a ledger?’’

“T have decided,’’ she began, and
then laughed half-unwillingly, ‘“‘to
keep a diary of all that I do, each
day, and see where I can save time,
and be more systematic.”’

For a moment, he stood irresolute,
looking straight in front of him.
“I1°1 bring you one, to-night.”” Then,
as he walked slowly down the path :
“I’Il have it sent up; that will be
quicker.”’

“What a delightful woman Mrs.
Hume is,”” he said as he swung him-
self upon the rear platform of the
car.

Returning from the office that
night, he found his wife bending
over a large book, the calf binding
and red leather tips of which seem-
ed strangely ‘‘business-like’’ and out
of place in her hands.

‘“What on earth are you doing,”’
he asked, his big voice filling the
room, and his laugh, a little forced,
following it; ‘‘it looks so unnatural
to see you with that sort of thing, and
I don’t like it, Edith.”’

He was not laughing now.

Bending over her shoulder, he
read:

‘““Wed. a.m., October 15th, 1907—
Arranged books in library, putting
them in alphabetical order accord-
ing to authors.”’

He read no more, but she did not
wait for him to speak. ‘‘I know that
I have made a mistake in the date;
to-day is the 12th. I always forget
what day of the month it is, but the
scheme is so satisfactory! Mrs. Hume

»”

““Tdith,” he interrupted her, ‘‘do
not pay any attention to what she
says, and do not do anything she
does.”’

““But you ought to see how lovely
and neat her house is, Fred, and how
methodical 12

““Oh, I know all about that, Edith;
but, don’t you see that——"’

““But, Fred, isn’t it best to have
things in their places?”’

““In one sense it is, but——"’

‘““Well,”” (and Mrs. Hasting spoke
with determination), ‘‘I think that
it is best in every sense; Mrs. Hume
said that it was very difficult for a
woman to make her husband like the

B ———
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‘system’ (she warned us of that) ;
but she said that, as soon as he be.
came ‘broken,’ I mean accustomed to
it, he would have the house run in no
other way.”’

‘‘She told us that her husband felt
very much injured because she
would not let him smoke in the liv-
ing-room (‘‘Let him?’’ said Hasting,
under his breath), and asked him to
do his smoking in the ‘den’; but
now, he doesn’t think of smoking in
the living-room—"’

““Or in the ‘den’ either,”’ added
Hasting, and then, ““I know Hume;
any one can tell by looking at him
what sort of a woman his wife is.
That man has been driven out of his
home by ‘system,’ driven to his club
by ‘methods,” and driven to drink by
‘business-like” ways of running the
house he calls his home. Home?
Why, the Colonial Club is his home,
the only home he has!

‘““John Barnes told me the other
day that when Hume first began com-
ing to the club, the poor devil would
never lean back in his chair or put
his feet up on anything; and he’d
unconsciously arrange the magazines
in nice little piles, on the table in the
reading-room, and, instead of throw-
ing a match into the fire-place, he’d
actually lay it there, as if he were
putting a net down over a butterfly.
Gad!

““Mrs. Hume has a card-catalogue
of all the books they have in the
house, and, when you take a book
out of the book-case, you ‘sign a
slip,” and put the ‘slip’ where the
book was, and, when you put the
book back, you ‘check’ the ‘slip,’
and then, I suppose, you ‘file’ the
‘checked’ ‘slip.” Did you ever hear
of such nonsense!’’

Though Mrs. Hasting laughed, she
was not to be dissnaded. ‘‘But you
have a card-catalogue of the books
in your office, haven’t you, Fred?”’

“Of course I have.”’

““Well, a house must be run upon
systematic lines, just as much as an
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office; it is as necessary in the one
as in the other; without system and
method, neither can be so conducted
as to achieve the best results.”’ (She
spoke as if reciting a lesson).

““I have heard all that before; but
don’t you see the difference between
an office and a home?”’

““Not as regards their respective
needs of being run systematically.’’

““Really quite a concise statement
of her case,’’ Hasting admitted, as
she rose to her feet, and went to the
piano.

As he would have examined the
““possibilities’’ in an action on a con-
tract, he studied the various aspects
of the sitnation. Then he laughed.

Presently Mrs. Hasting was called
to the telephone, and, when she re-
turned, she found her husband stand-
ing before the largest of the book-
cases in the library.

““I have been thinking it over,
Edith,”’ he said, without looking up,
‘‘and it seems to me that it might
not be so bad, after all, to have a
card-catalogue of these books. It
might be very convenient, there are
such a lot of them. In fact, I be-
lieve that I shall get the cards in the
morning.”’

In an instant she was at his side.
““Do you really favor it?’’ she asked.
“I am so glad. When the cards come
up, I shall arrange them just like
Mrs. Hume’s.”’ Hasting’s eyes were
upon the books. ‘‘As you have ar-
ranged them, they certainly look
very well, but, you know, Dickens
comes before Doyle, as the sets are
arranged according to the alphabeti-
cal order of their authors.’’ Mrs.
Hasting blushed. ‘‘It was very stupid
of me,”’” she declared with emphasis.

Her husband turned from the
book-case. ‘‘You will have to be
just a little careful about these
things, Edith; we must be absolutely
exact.’’

The bell announced an arrival, *‘It
is Agnes and her husband,”” said
Mrs. Hasting.
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‘““Yes,”” laughed Hasting, ‘‘it is
Laurie and his wife.”’

The two men were standing before
the fire.

“You put your labels below the
books, Edith. I put mine above; but
yours are straighter than mine.”’

The voice was that of little Mrs.
Hill.

Hasting and Hill looked at each
other.

“Do you know Mrs.
Laurie?”’

“I am beginning to, I think; but,
see here, Fred, we have got to put a
stop to this, you know. You ought
to see our house.”’

““Come up and have a look at my
‘den’; you remember what a snug
place it used to be.”

“We are going to smoke, Edith,”’
he called to his wife, as they went up
the stairs.

“Yes, said Hill, glancing around
the room; ‘‘how jolly and ‘systema-
tie’ it is, isn’t it? It is very nice to
have all your pipes arranged like
that; mine are the same way. And
look at that desk!”’

““Qh, it is certainly great!’’ cried
Hasting, as he lifted one corner of
the tray and let the pipes slide down
on top of each other.

An hour later Hill glanced at his
wateh, and then dashed down the
stairs.

“By jove, Agnes,”’ he exclaimed,
‘it is ten o’clock: time to run
home!”’

‘‘But, Laurie, I have not gotten
half through what I want to tell
Edith.”’

Her husband advanced quickly to-
ward her. ‘‘Our bed-time is ten-
twenty, dear,”’ he said; ‘‘and we
must be absolutely regular.”

The door closed upon them, as his

wife called good-night to Mrs. Hast-
m

Hume,

‘;I think it was mean of him to

take her away like that; don’t you,
Fred?”’

Hasting was extinguishing the
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lights in the living-room, and his back
was turned as he answered: ‘‘No.
I quite agree with Laurie, that, un-
less people are unfailingly exact,
they never accomplish anything. It
is simply not business, you know.”’

‘When Mrs. Hasting came down to
breakfast next morning her husband
was already at the table; his watch
was in his hand. ‘‘What time are
you?’’ he asked briskly, holding out
his hand. ‘‘Just as I thought; near-
ly three-quarters of a minute slow.
I’ll have Dillon look at it,”” he said,
as he put her watch in his pocket.

At his office, he called up Laurence
Hill. ‘“‘She was three minutes and a
half late,”’ he laughed.

“Good! Agnes was four!”’

““Congratulations!’’

“‘Congratulations!”’

At ten-thirty, an agent of the card-
catalogue company showed Mrs.
Hasting ‘‘samples,’’ saying that Mr.
gasting had said to ‘““rush’’ the or-

er.

‘“We are in no immediate hurry for
them,”” said Mrs. Hasting, in some
surprise, ‘‘but it will be as well to
have them promptly.”’

““One of our ‘demonstrators’ will
bring the cards this afternoon and
instruct you in our method.”’

“But I did not know that it was so
complicated.”’

‘It is very simple, as soon as you
have thoroughly mastered our sys-
tem, Madam,’’ and the bowing agent
was gone.

As they sat at lunch, the maid
came to Mrs. Hasting’s side. ‘A man
has come with a desk and a type-
writer,”’ she announced.

Her mistress spoke without hesi-
tation.  ‘‘It is a mistake, of course;
this is number——"’

Hasting interrupted her. ‘‘Oh, no.
T meant to tell you. (He went to the
door). ‘‘Right in here,’’ he called,
and then: ‘It is going in the living-
room. There, right next the window.
The light will be all right there, will
it not, Edith? I can move it, any
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way, if it is not as you want it.”” Mrs.
Hasting was looking fixedly at the
typewriter. ‘“‘But am I to use it?”’
‘‘Yes, indeed. It is the very latest.
The agent says that, after three
months’ study of their ‘key,’ you
will be able to write three hundred
words a minute. Seems extraordin-
ary, doesn’t it?”’

‘““About the short-hand,’”’ he re-
sumed, as they seated themselves
again at the table, ““I have been
looking over various books on it, and
I feel that Pitman is the one for you;
it may be a bit more complex than
Gove, but, in my opinion, it is the
more effective, when you have mas-
tered it.”’

Mrs. Hasting looked at her hus-
band in blank ineredulity. ‘I do
not understand,’’ she said.

““Why, it is just this way—we are
going to have this house run upon
strictly business principles, and the
only way to do it is for you to be-
come a trained ‘business woman.’ I
know that it will take a little time
for you to become broken, I mean
accustomed, to it, but once you have
learned it you will have no other
way of working.”’

That evening his wife’s face was,
he thought, a little pale. ‘‘The Pit-
more man was here this afternoon,’’
she said, weakly.

“Pitman,’’ her husband corrected,
gently. ““The letter-press will be up
in the morning.”’

Mrs. Hasting put her hand to her
forehead. ‘‘Fred,’’ she said, ‘‘let us
not talk any more to-night about
typewriters, ‘Pitmans’ and ‘letter-
presses.” You may be quite right
about it all — but not to-night,
please. I think that I am a little
nervous.’’

Hasting winced. How it hurt him
to do this! But he tried not to show
it.

“Very well, Edith,’’ he said, light-
ly.

yA week later, Mrs. Hasting went

in at Mrs. Hill’s, finding her at an
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office table, which stood in the mid-
dle of the floor of the living-room.
The table was quite new.

“Why, Agnes,” she cried, “how
funny you look! What are you do-
ing?”’

Mrs. Hill replied with dignity, ‘I
am studying mechanics.’’

‘“Are you, really? I did not know
that you cared at all for that sort of
thing.”’

““Oh, yes indeed! Tt is very in-
teresting. Did you know, Edith
(taking up a graduated compass),
did you know that a force of five
pounds weight, I mean pressure, of
course, applied to the——let me see,
if applied at the—— the—— well,
right here, you see, on this diagram,
right here where my little finger is,
would equal well, over here, of
course, at this other point, it would
be equal, would be——equivalent to
only five pounds, whereas here (with
great emphasis), it would be equal,
not to five pounds, but to——let me
see again, I do not know how I could
have forgotten that; but, anyway,
you see, don’t you, Edith dear, that
it could not be the same here that it
is there. Isn’t it just wonderful 2’

“I am afraid that I do not just
understand it, Agnes; it must be that
I have not the mind for it (so much
depends upon the mind, of course),
but it does look so interesting.’’

“How long have you been study-
ing this——mechanies, I think you
said it was?”’

‘“About a week,’’ said little Mrs.
Hill, looking down. And then, with
great spirit and fluency—*‘Laurie is
so clever at it; he says that he knows
of nothing that is ‘better exercise for
the mind.” You know, he has had a
turning-lathe set up in the billiard-
room.’’

“Really? What good times you
must have!’’

‘“Oh, we do. What is that on your
finger?”’

“It is typewriter ink. Tam study-
ing stenography and type-writing.”’
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Mrs. Hasting’s cheeks were very pink.

She turned over the pages of the
book before her, as she continued :
Tt is so absorbing. What are those
funny little knobs for, Agnes?”’

Mrs. Hill, with renewed animation :
“Those are electric buttons. Laurie
rings once when he wants me in the
‘den,’” and twice when he wants me
in the billiard-room. I get confused,
once in a while, but he says that I
will soon learn. Tell me, though,
Edith, when you became interested
in stenography and typewriting.”’

Mrs. Hasting evaded the question.
“1 have, here, my book on short-
hand ; it is written by a Mr. Pitman.
Do you care to see it?”’

“Thank you. I should be so very
glad to.”

“T am now on this page,’’ con-
tinued Mrs. Hasting, ‘‘learning the
alphabet. Do you see those little
lines? Well, each line means a let-
ter. No, it means a word, or is it, let
me think, is it a sentence? Never
mind (courageously), but it s so
stimulating. I study it for hours,
hours, Agnes, writing ‘Napoleon was
a great man.’”’

T ghould think it would be per-
fectly fascinating. Let me see the
next page; ‘George ‘Washington was
the father of his country.’ Edith
Hasting, in just the shortest time
you will be able to take down any-
thing, just like that’’ (dashing a pen-
cil across a sheet of paper).

Mrs. Hasting, hesitatingly : “Fred
says 80.”’

“Don’t you love it?”’

Mrs. Hasting turned quickly. ‘““Ag-
nes Hill, you have known me for
years and years, and can you look at
this horrid book, and these awful,
ugly marks, and ask me if I do not
love it? Do wyou love your me-
chanics? Then, you know how I
feel! But I cannot do anything with
Fred. He is having a ¢ demonstrator’
teach me the ¢ card-catalogue’ system
—it’s all mixed up—and now, when
he takes a book from the book-case,

)

he puts a slip in the vacant place
and, when he puts it back (the book,
I mean, of course), he makes a funn}:
little mark on the slip, and then—
just to think of it, Agnes—he files
the slip. I cannot bear to see him do
it. It almost makes me ill.”’

Little Mrs. Hill threw her arms
around her friend’s neck, and cried
upon her shoulder, ‘‘Edith, Oh Edith,
you are always such a dear, and you
do make me so happy. And (rele-
vantly) Laurie is acting so strange-
ly; he is so neat that it makes me
creep! He is crazy about the lathe,
and wants me to learn to make things
on it! Did you ever see a lathe,
Fdith? It is horrible!”’

Mrs. Hasting spoke with tearful
decision : ‘““Agnes, I am going home,
and I am going to take off those hor-
rid labels; and then I am going up to
Fred’s ‘den,” and make it look just
as it used to before I became so dis-
agreeable and ‘systematic.’”’ She
held her handkerchief to her eyes.

““And that awful mechanies,”
quavered little Mrs. Hill.

That evening when Hasting reach-
ed home he saw that his wife’s eyes
were tired with tears.

““What is it, Edith,”’ he asked, as
he took her in his arms.

She did not reply, at once, but led
him to the coat closet and pointed
to the hooks.

“The labels are gone, Fred,”’ she
said shyly, and then hid her face on
his shoulder.

He held her to him, quieting her
in the way she knew and loved so well.

“T thank God for it, Edith,”’ he
said. ““Mrs. Hume’s ways are not
our ways.”’

Pitman, lying open upon the type-
writer desk, caught his eye; in a
second he had seized it, and as it
crashed against the wall the tele-
phone bell rang, and a small voice
tremulous and uncertain, came ovﬂ:
the wire to Mrs. Hasting:

“Taurie wants you to ask your
husband if he wants to buy a lathe.’?

-




2 HE HOME OF THE SEA-GULL

BY A. WYLIE

ICTURESQUE
Grand Manan,
with its towering
cliffs, dangerous
shoals and led-
ges, and group
of lovely but

lying at the mouth

islets,
of the Bay of Fundy, has been called

lonely

the home of the sea-gull.  There
Audubon studied the gull before pub-
lishing his great work on the birds of
America. It was a great surprise to
this celebrated ornithologist to find
that some of the gulls of Grand Man-
an build their nests in trees, like
crows, a thing altogether unknown
elsewhere. As the population of the
island increased the gulls’ nests on
the ground and among the rocks
were often robbed of their eggs. The
gulls bore this patiently for a while.
They would lay a second time, and
if robbed again would lay a third
time, two eggs each time, never more
than three. If the nests were robbed
a third time the gulls became dis-
couraged, and would lay no more.
““Try, try again’’ is good philosophy,
but gulls, like some creatures that
are thought to be wiser than gulls,
get tired practising it. This custom
of robbing the nests finally drove the
gulls to build in trees.

It is a beautiful sight to see the
countless pinnacles of dark, jagged
rocks up and down that bold preci-
pice, Southern Head, each with a
white gull standing on it, saying
proudly, and almost boastfully for a
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Canadian, in language which Charles
G. D. Roberts and William J. Long,
with no fear of President Roosevelt
before their eyes, could easily inter-
pret as ‘‘This is my own, my native
land.”’

Some Canadian tourists say they
have heard the gulls sing ‘‘The Ma-
ple Leaf Forever.”” They sing for-
ever, although some doubt may be
entertained as to whether it is the
National Anthem they sing. Mr.
Moody used to say that he could sing
two tunes, but he never met any-
body who could tell ‘‘tother from
which.”” Of the songs the gulls sing
it is difficult for any one but a writer
of bird stories to tell ‘‘tother from
which.”’

Three hundred years ago the an-
cestors of these gulls saw Champlain,
the Ancient Mariner, cast anchor off
the dangerous headland. What a
wild, shrill protest these first inhabi-
tants of Grand Manan must have ut-
tered as they saw the French invad-
ers approach. For some cause Cham-
plain beat a hasty retreat, so hasty,
indeed, that he lost an anchor, the
remains of which were discovered
about fifty years ago.

It is delightfully interesting and
amusing to lie on the cliffs of South-
ern Head and watch the gulls at
play. As we study their graceful
evolutions, it does not require a very
large exercise of the imagination to
discern that there is method in their
movements. See them as they come
wheeling round the jutting headland
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and alight in some
Soon a single gull appears, flying
swiftly hither and thither, till he
finds his friends, and then they all
go off in giddy glee to play over
again their game of hide-and-seek, or
some other game which we humans
have not yet learned.

Their favorite game is polities.
They seem to get much fun out of it.
and they certainly put a lot of them-
selves into it. The outsider s—that is,
those who have not been fortunate
enough to get possession of the pro-
jecting pinnacles—try to oust the in-
siders; but the insiders hold on for
dear life. It requires a tremendous
swoop of wings to clear the rocks.
Sometimes one unfortunate member
of the cabinet goes by the board, or
ather by the rock, while the others
hold on with a death-like grip, seem-
ingly regardless of the fate of their
companion, selfish as it may seem.
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obscure cave.

This game of politics may be some
evidence of the truth of the theory of
evolution. ‘‘These are our ancestors,
and their history is our histor Y. I{L~
member that as surely as we one day
swung down out of the trees dl’ld
walked upright, just as surely on a
far earlier day,”’ did we fly about the
rocks as gulls and play the game of
politics some like so much to play
to-day.

Some days the rocks of Southern
Head are almost deserted. Scarcely
a gull is to be seen, except a few
aged ones — the grandfathers and
grandmothers, who are staying by
the stuff. They have all gone off on
& pie-nic to see the famous Gannet
Rock, seven miles away from land.
to say how-do-you-do to the keeper
of the light, who, like the -conies.
makes his house in the rocks, where
rever a blade of grass was known to
grow, where even a dog cannot live,
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who must gladly welcome even a gull
to his lonely habitation, for other-
wise he would hear no sound save
the breaking of the wild sea over
the treacherous Murr ledges, the
graveyard of the Bay of Fundy.

Out of the base of the beetling
cliffs of Southern Head stands the
Southern Cross, a huge rock rising
up and stretching out two short arms
which give-it the name.

There was a time when this rock
was called the Old Maid; but when
Grand Manan became popular as a
summer resort, and many charming
spinsters came from Boston town,
who could fly about the dizzy brow
of the rocky headland almost as
gracefully as gulls, with an exulting
air about their every movement
which proclaimed their freedom from
man’s control, the native guides felt
a feeling of embarrassment in their
presence when asked the name of
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that rigid, gloomy figure rising out
of the rocks, which, like the well-
known spinster in Hawthorne’s
‘‘House of the Seven Gables,”’ seem-
ed to be in mourning for her lost
hopes. So to save this confusion of
face they converted the Old Maid
into the Southern Cross. The gulls
loved the Old Maid and lavished
upon her their warmest affection.
She had lovers many, but her heart
was cold and petrified.

‘When Mrs. Roosevelt, as a girl,
visited Southern Head she persisted
in the hazardous feat of descending
the high cliffs to the Southern Cross.
It was enough to make the gulls
break forth into ‘‘The Star Spangled
Banner.’”” Under such circumstances
even the ecritical President himself
would have forgiven the birds for
being so human, or would have for-
given Mr. Long for being so much
of a bird as to interpret so happily
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their good supply of musicial speech.

The gulls of this grandly pictur-
esque island have had many notable
visitors in their day. Captain Kidd,
who made for himself a reputation
as world-wide as that of Champlain,
used to spend his summer vacations
on Grand Manan, and many a thrill-
ing tale is told of his deeds of dar-
ing. He could go where a gull
could go, and he could do many
things which no gull would ecare to
do. His favorite resorts were Dark
Harbor and Money Cove, where, we
are told, he buried many a pot of his
ill-gotten gold. In a little history of
the island, published a quarter of a
century ago, the following legend is
given: ‘‘At the mouth of a deep-dug
hole the pirate made an urhappy
vietim swear to keep that money
safe from all comers for all time ; and
then to make the spirit-sentinel keep
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good faith he shot the man

and buried him with the

pirated silver and gold.”’
Many blood-curdling

stories, of ghosts and goblins

are told to-day by the dulse-

]»i(‘kl'l‘.\'. who live on this

wild, almost inaccessible
~ i shore, where rocky walls
d frown seaward, bald to their
dizzy height, and deep-fluted
by the storm-sculptor. Stand-
ing on the cliffs and looking
into the awful abyss of Dark
Harbor, one can believe al-
most anything one hears
about phantom forms— bodi-
less heads and headless
bodies—which go travelling
about in the night to frighten
away those who are seeking
buried treasure. The groans
which come out of the orim,
gloomy gorges of Dark Hay.
bor, when the storm
without, and the wild waves
break in fury over the harbor
bar, are said to be terrible.
‘‘I cannot tell how the truth

may be;

I say the tale as

to me.’”’

To get at the truth of the whole
matter, we must ask the gulls. They
know all about it. One thing is sure
the birds have almost forsaken this
bit of haunted beach. Now and again
you will see them approach the dreaq
harbor and suddenly wheel in their
course and make seaward, as if pur-
sued by some relentless enemy. Since
a great man tells us that there are
more things in heaven and earth than
are dreamt of in our philosophy, the
stories of the dulse pickers may be
true.

The Legislature of New Bruns-
wick, a few years ago, on the peti-
tion of Grand Manan, passed an act
imposing a fine of five dollars on the
person convicted of killing a gull.
The bill was not popular with the
ladies, but since there were no ladies
in parliament, it got through. Some
of the members of the house, as they

rages

‘twas said
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glanced into the ladies’ gallery and
saw the beautiful gull-plumes shaking
threateningly at them, had their mo-
ment of weakness, but the bill
passed.

The promoters of this legislation
held that gulls were too good scav-
engers to be ruthlessly destroyed, as
the Indians were doing by making
a practice of going at night to the
rookeries with torches, which caused
the birds to become so completely
dazed that they were easily taken.
Gulls also serve as guides to the best
fishing grounds; and their shrill,
raucous cry at night as they roost
on some dangerous ledge serves as
a warning to mariners.

The home of the gulls is as well
made as it is beautiful. It took only
six days to make the rest of the
world, but seven days’ work was be-
stowed upon Grand Manan. In ap-
proaching the island by steamer from
Eastport, a good view can be obtain-
ed of what is called the Seven Days’
Work, a high, perpendicular wall
which reveals seven distinet lay-
ers of rock, which give the name to
the precipice.

It was near this spot that the ship
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Lord Ashburton was wrecked just
fifty years ago, when twenty-one of-
ficers and men, including Captain
Creary, of Pictou, lost their lives. In
the cemetery at North Head they
were buried in one large strangers’
grave, over which a board still stands
to mark the place, with this inserip-
tion :

‘‘Here lie the remains of twenty-one
seamen of the ship Lord Ashburton, who
were drowned 19th of January, 1857.”’

In a shoemaker’s shop in the vil-
lage may be found the only one of
the eight persons rescued from the
wreck who made his home on Grand
Manan. To look into his kindly face
and hear him tell with undying emo-
tion the story of that awful night,
and of the subsequent five years
which he was compelled to spend in
the Marine Hospital, at St. John,
recovering from the effects of that
night’s exposure, is an experience
not soon to be forgotten.

Many a thrilling experience could
the gulls relate of unknown ships
that have gone down wupon the

treacherous ledges, leaving no record
of their own to tell of their terrible
fate.
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THE BORE

1E scene was from a wharf on the

Petitcodiac River, at the head of
the Bay of Fundy. It was during
the autumn equinox, about six in the
evening. The sky was a peculiar
deep gray, almost electrie, with
splashes of vivid violet. The wind
was blowing in gusts, with short
pauses between, as if listening. The
mud banks gleamed, and the water in
the channel looked like terra cotta
oi} and eddied sluggishly. There was
an intangible feeling of suspense in
the air, and a weird expectancy, as
before some great event. Suddenly
far down the river one was conscious
of a roaring sound, as if some huge
leviathan of the deep had emerged
from his lair in the depths of the
river bed in search of prey. One
gazed down the river and there was
the monster, the Bore himself, rush-
ing along and curving in close to the
shore. He was showing his teeth,
and his mane was erect and bristling.
As he surged on he seemed to lash
himself into a fury,and his snout and
tusks were flecked with foam. As
this swift force came closer it began
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to lose distinet outline and seemed
to expand like a huge nightmare,
and one saw it was a wave of water
with a foaming crest of froth, but
still with an impelling, initial power
of its own. Two gulls flew just be-
hind the crest of the wave, making
sharp, frightened cries as if fascinat-
ed. A beating, lashing note began
to mingle with the roar of the water.
The head of the wave shot forward
and cut its way, and the rest stream-
ed after, spreading across to the op-
posite bank of red mud, and the
whole river behind was filled with a
surging mass of water. The wave
came swiftly onward, and when close
to the wharf seemed as if about to
descend like an avalanche and sweep
everything away in its rapid course.
It struck the wharf with a shock,
licked and lapped against the piers,
and rushed on dragging the whole
flood, a rippling, eddying water in
its wake. The ‘‘Bore was in,”’ and
there was a feeling as of a great es-
cape. The drama was over. The
curtain of night began to fall, and
the stage was darkened.
K. E. Hewson.




A GREAT LIBRARIAN

THE LATE JAMES BAIN, D.C.L.

BY THOS. E. CHAMPION

Let us then be up and doing
With a heart for any fate,
Still achieving, still pursuing,
Learn to labor and to wait.

AMONG the many men who have

held prominent public positions
in Canada there have been but few
who so completely made the lesson
taught in the lines of Longfellow
just quoted their inspiration and
their guide as did James Bain, the
late Libraian of the Public Library
in Toronto, whose death took place
on May 23rd last, he having at the
time of its occurrence fulfilled the
duties of the post for rather more
than a quarter of a century.

The late librarian was always ‘‘up
and doing’’ in his work, striving day
by day, week by week, to make the
Library a greater power for good to
the people, yet not dismayed when
at times his plans for advancement
seemed for the moment to be retard-
ed. He was always thankful when
some definite forward step was tak-
en and continued the even tenor of
his way always, though *‘still pur-
suing,”” as he had learned what was
to be accomplished by earnest work
and was content ‘‘to labor and to
wait.”’

Before referring to the work of
Mr. Bain as a librarian, it will not
be out of place to give a brief sketch
of his early career. He was born
of Scottish parents in London, Eng-
land, in August, 1842. At that time
there was a wave of almost enthusi-
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asm passing over the population of
the British Isles and Ireland in favor
of emigration to Canada. Great
numbers of both English, Scotch and
Irish people were affected with this
all but prevailing sentiment and
came out to Canada, among them
the parents of the late James Bain,
who was at the time a lad of little
more than nine years of age.

James Bain, sr., settled in To-
ronto early in 1852, being from the
first engaged in business as a book-
seller and stationer. In this business
he was subsequently joined by his
son, James Bain, jr., after the latter
had completed his education, which
he received at the old Toronto Acad-
emy. James Bain, sr., lived to an
advanced age, dying on May 18th,
1908, just five days previously to his
son, of whom we are now speaking.

The late Mr. Bain, or rather Dr.
Bain, continued in business with his
father until 1870, when he entered
the service of the publishing firm of
James Campbell & Son as buyer. In
the year 1874 he went to London,
England, to open a branch establish-
ment of the firm, which he managed
until 1878, when he entered into
partnership with the London pub-
lishers, John Nimmo & Son, the firm
being known as Nimmo & Bain. This
partnership was dissolved in 1882,
Mr. Bain returning to Toronto.

In the following year he was ap-
pointed librarian of the newly or-
ganized Toronto Public Library,
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he held until his

which position
death.

Twenty-five years ago the Public
Library, as we know it to-day, was
a new thing, to a great extent in the
nature of an experiment, and its suc-
cess depended in a very great meas-
ure upon the capabilities of the man
who was appointed to the post of
Chief Librarian.

There can be no better evidence of
the manner in which Dr. Bain dis-
charged his duties towards the Lib-
rary and the public than the condi-
tion in which that Library, with its
five branches, is found to-day.

24

The formal opening of the Lib-
rary took place March 6th, 1884,
those who delivered speeches at the
inauguration proceedings being the
then Lieutenant-Governor, the Hon.
Beverley Robinson; Sir Daniel Wil-
son, President of University College;
Hon. G. W. Ross, the then Minister
of Education; Professor Goldwin
Smith, and Rev. W. H. Withrow,
e,

The first issue of books to the pub-
lic was on April 17th, 1884, and from
that date until December 31st in the
same year, the total number of books
issued from the Central, Northern
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and Western branches, including
books of reference, was 179,506 vol-
umes. Of that number 167,506 were
in the circulating department, the
remainder were books of reference
consulted by readers.

On December 31st, 1884, when
the Library had been open for but
little more than eight months, the
total number of books it contained
in all the departments was 31,148
volumes. On the last day of Decem-
ber, 1907, this comparatively small
total had increased to 149,801 vol-
umes, valued at no less than $217,-
258.71. Included in the figures just
quoted are the books in the Refer-
ence Libraries, 46,585 in the Central
and 396 in the various branches.

Statistics are rarely very interest-
ing, but it has been necessary to give
the foregoing figures to show the
enormous development of the Lib-
rary during the period of Dr. Bain’s
tenure of office as Chief Librarian.

Dr. Bain was most fitly deseribed
by the Rev. Canon Cody, in an ad-
dress the latter delivered on the oc-
casion of his funeral, as ‘‘a great
librarian,’” while he may also be as
fitly spoken of as ‘‘a great educa-
tionist,”” for very few among the
many educationists in Toronto ex-
ercised in a quiet, unostentatious way
such great influence in directing the
intellectual development of the peo-
ple as did the late James Bain.

He had, as Canon Cody also re-
marked, an almost encyclopedic
knowledge of books. He was in fact
as another great friend of his, the
Rev. Dr. Milligan, described him, a
‘“‘professor of books.”’

A circulating library must of ne-
cessity always contain a very large
number of works of fiction the con-
tents of which are but of passing
interest and of no enduring literary
merit. There are hundreds of such
books in the Toronto Library. It is
inevitable that it should be so, as
there are a large class of readers
‘who demand that kind of literature,

4
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and their wants must be provided for.
Allowing for all this though, in
the many long years in which the
direction of the purchase of books
for the Public Library was in Dr.
Bain’s hands, no questionable novels,
no books such as might not be safely
read by anyone, were ever allowed
to gain admittance to its shelves.

It was, however, in the Reference
Library, which contains books such
as all students require, that Dr.
Bain’s ripe acquaintance with litera-
ture was so fully displayed.

There is no finer collection of ‘‘Ca-
nadiana’’ portrayed in books, out-
side the Parliamentary Library in
Ottawa, than that collected by Dr.
Bain and stored in the Toronto Ref-
erence Library, opened in May, 1893,
apart from the circulating depart-
ment.

When the Historical Exhibition was
held in Victoria College, Toronto,
in 1896, it was a revelation to stud-
ents of Canadian history when they
saw what a wealth of books, docu-
ments and pamphlets relating to that
subject were there, contributed by
the Public Library, arranged chrono-
logically, as far as possible, and
catalogued, by Dr. Bain. In that all
but unique collection, books were to
be found which threw light upon the
whole history of Canada, from the
time of Jacques Cartier to Confed-
eration.

All students using the Reference
Library of Toronto invariably found
in Dr. Bain a man not only willing
but most desirous of helping them
in their work. The politician who
was writing on any particular sub-
Ject in the past history of the coun-
try could at once learn from Dr.
Bain what books there were within
his reach best ecalculated to assist
him. With every other class of stud-
ent Dr. Bain was a veritable book of
reference in himself, for he could
direct the writer on history, biogra-
phy, theology, or the fine arts to the
very books which he needed.
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Dr. Bain, famous as he was as a
Librarian, was not simply that and
nothing more, but was a capable, use-
ful man of affairs outside his own
particular profession. He found
time to undertake the duths of Sec-
retary of the Canadian Institute, fill-
ing that position from 1882 to 1886.
He was for a time Secretary to the
St. Andrew’s Society and later still
its President. Besides this work he
had been President of the Caledon-
ian and Gaelic Societies, while the
great success of the visit of the Bri-
tish Association to Toronto ten years
ago was mainly due to Dr. Bain’s
untiring work as loeal secretary to
the Toronto branch of the Associa-
tion.

In 1905 Trinity University bestow-
ed upon James Bain the honorary
degree of D.C.L., everyone feeling
that the distinction was merited and
that in honoring the late Librarian
the University honored itself.

One cannot do better in conclud-
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ing this article than to quote the
leading article in the Toronto Globe
of May 27th in reference to Dr. Bain :

“In Dr. Bain the man was still
greater than the librarian, because
he succeeded in resisting the almost
inevitable tendency of a librarian
to become a mere bookworm. Dr.
Bain was always much more than
this, in fact he was not in the ordin-
ary sense of the term a ‘bookworm’
at all. He was as earnest and as ef-
ficient in many other ways as he wag
in his chosen and special calling. . .

““He was constantly devising ways
in which he might make his library
increasingly useful to the public and
he naturally looked forward to the
completion of the new edifice. To
make it as perfect in all its details
as experience and forethought could
do was his constant aspiration, and
it adds infinitely to the pathos of
his taking off that he did not live
to see his noble conception of a Lib-
rary building fully realized.’’

THE PLAINS OF ABRAHAM

Bv A. L. FRASER

re of Briton and of Celt,
- ;‘ﬁzzuplains again give back the tramp of feet;
Across dead Hate the same two peoples greet;
They come to-day as men who .oft have knelt
In holy fanes and worthy feelings felt, .
Yea who had visions of a high emprise,—
That, East and West, beneath Canadian skies,
To feuds of blood and creed death may be dealt!

They dig the gathered moss from his great name,
Who blazed the trail three centuries ago;
They deed to Peace this sacred field of Fame,—
These dizzy heights that make our annals glow :
From purposes of mere utility
This place where heroes fell shall now be free!



THE SOCIALIST MANIFESTO
'BY GOLDWIN SMITH, D.C.L.

HE Socialist election manifesto is
a remarkable document. It flatly
renounces loyalty to the community,
pledging its authors and the party,
when in office, ‘“to conduect all pub-
lic affairs placed in its hands in such
a manner as to promote the interests
of the working class alone’’; the
working class apparently including
manual labor alone. There is a dis-
tinet avowal of an intention to use
the ballot for the purpose of getting
hold of the forces of the State, which
would be sure to be used by the writ-
ers of this manifesto as other terror-
ists have used them.

The Russian anarchists are spoken
of as “‘our comrades in Russia.”’ Our
comrades in Russia open the age of
gold by throwing bombs into a rail-
way waiting-room and a dwelling-
house full of people. When a benevo-
lent Emperor inaugurates great re-
forms, such as would take the wind
out of anarchy’s sails, they put an
end to his encroachment on their
trade as regenerators of society by
blowing up him and his attendants.

It is notable that among the names
of candidates three are foreign. That
element is coming into play and our
Chief Justice is trying to make a
treaty against carrying knives with
immigrants from the land of the Ma-
fia. :

What, after all, is Socialism?
‘What is its plan? Where can we
find its oracle? Karl Marx seems
to be falling rather into the back-
ground. We have had from Plato
downwards a number of reveries of

227

social equality and bliss, more or less
serious, more or less attractive; the
“Utopia”” of Sir Thomas Moore,
through which the character of the
author shines, being the most beau-
tiful and attractive of all. ‘‘Man
pines for what is not,”’ as well in
good sooth he may. But what is the
practical plan for the reconstruction
of society on the basis of equality
and mutual affection now before us?
The ‘“‘State,’’ it seems, is to be every-
thing. But who is the ‘‘State,”’ what
are to be its powers, how is the right
action of its sovereign authority to
be secured? Is it to regulate our
private as well as our public life?
Then how is the transition to it to be
effected? The manifesto hints, by
the methods of ‘“‘our brave comrades
in Russia.”’

However, the animating spirit of
this manifesto and other productions
styled ‘“Socialist’’ is sheer class-hat-
red of wealth, a feeling for a certain
amount of which the human breast,
being what it is, we must be prepar-
ed, trying to allay it by beneficence.
The inequalities of the human lot,
especially if we take in all ages,
countries and classes, are a most
mysterious part of the great mystery
and one which presses especially
upon us now when belief in future
compensation is growing faint. They
can be mitigated and are being not
a trifle, though slowly, mitigated
as civilization advances. Gradual
progress by effort seems to be the
paramount law of our being,
but so far as we can gsee can-
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not at once be levelled. Never
was a greater fallacy uttered
than Jefferson’s ‘‘all men are creat-
ed equal,”’ the author of which him-
self kept slaves. Men are created
with infinite diversity of qualities,
characters, and endowments, bodily
and mental, as well as of circumstan-
ces and opportunities. Out of these
the diversities of their conditions
have arisen, and would again arise
if we could level everything to-mor-
row. Mitigate the irregularities we
can and are bound to do, but to work
any great or sudden change or one
excluding the influence of natural en-
dowments is eclearly beyond our
power. This manifesto promises to
the working classes and their wives,
when power is in Socialist hands,
“‘culture, refinement, travel, in short
all good things possible.”” Does the
writer seriously believe this? Can
he imagine that when the manual la-
borer was touring in Switzerland the
manual work could go on? Where
is the use of feeding fancies which
can only beget disappointment and
discontent?

The movement, however, which
blows its trumpets in this Socialist
manifesto is not one of social recon-
struction, of which little and only in
the vaguest terms is said. The mani-
festo is a blast of incentive to revolt
against wealth, and especially
against the capitalist employers of
labor. If the capitalist class refuses
to yield when general ownership is
taken out of their hands, ‘‘it will be
so much the worse for them. They
will get ‘law and order,’ working
class law and order.”’ Its practical
effect, if it has any, will be to in-
crease the number and bitterness of
the strikes which have already cost
us so much, and, if Oriental manu-
factures should come into competi-
tion, as there is reason to apprehend
they may, will probably ecost us
more. It is a pity that to allay this
bitterness something like a tie or
partnership between the capitalist
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and the wage earner can not be de-
vised. If it could, there might be a
fair division of the earnings of the
firm without the intervention of
strikes. Unfortunately it is impos-
sible to determine by any criterion
what would be a fair partition of the
earnings of the firm. The capitalist
cannot tell in advance what his pro-
fits will be; while the workingman
cannot wait for his wages. Arbitra-
tion has done something, perhaps
much; but unfortunately it comes
after a strike, and it is now reported
’_chat in Australia difficulty is found
in getting compliance with the
awards. It will probably take the
wage earners long to discover that
if by a strike labor is exacting from
the employer more than the em-
ployer can afford the loss will fall
ultimately on the trade.

That there are bad millionaires too
many and undue accumulations of
wealth, nobody doubts. Sometimes
the wealth has been accumulated by
protective tariffs, by monopolies, or
in other ways injurious to the com-
munity. But there are also million-
aires not a few whose accumulations
are used in. large measure for the
good of the community. This, the
number of benefactions proves. The
worst things the millionaire does is
leaving his hoard to an idle and
worthless heir, who has not only been
debauched himself but sows the seeds
of corruption around him and ends
perhaps by desecrating marriages. It
is a pity that such a wrong done to
society cannot in any way be re-
strained.

The land owner under the feudal
tenure had serious duties. Even in
our time he has some. A really good
land owner in England, who resides
on his estate and looks after his ten-
antry and people, earns a not incon-
siderable part of his rent. But wealth
has become roving. The millionaire
especially feels no paramount or
strong tie to it. He is apt to drift
away to the society of the imperial
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country or to the pleasure resorts of
Europe.

Gains may be too great, at all
events if they come into unbenefi-
cent hands. But would great ven-
tures ever be made without the hope
of great gains? Without great ven-
tures where would be the great
works? We are always talking of
that mystical being ‘‘the State,”
which some people seem to regard as
a being apart endowed not only with
boundless power and wisdom but
with boundless wealth. Could ‘‘the
State’’ have undertaken to do with
the publie funds what has been done
by daring speculation? Where would
have been our early Canadian rail-
ways? Many of the accumulators of
millions have risen from the humbler
ranks of industry. Just now a great
concourse, including men of high dis-
tincetion, and public benefactors, is
meeting at Ithaca to celebrate the
foundation of Cornell University by
one who laid telegraph poles by his
own hands.

In my native country general im-
provement and improvement of the
lot of the poorer class especially was
held back till some way into the last
century by the ruinous and distract-
ing wars brought on by the delirium
of the French Revolutionists, precur-
sors of ‘‘our brave comrades in Rus-
gia.”” But surely since that time
there has been improvement, im-
provement surely enough to disarm
frantic and indiseriminate hatred of
the class that has had wealth and
power in its hands. Extension of the
franchise, improvement of factory
laws and laws regulating industry
generally, with liberty to form un-
ions, provisions for public health, es-
pecially beneficial to the dwellings
of the poor, public education, and
free libraries, great amendment of
the poor law, foundation of hospi-
tals and other charitable institutions,

opening of parks and other places of
health and recreation, and charitable
effort of various kinds, surely ecall
for notice in balancing the social ac-
count. The vast improvement in the
means of production and locomotion
must also have been very beneficial,
though the improvement of machin-
ery may incidentally have had the
unfortunate effect of throwing some
manual labor for the time out of em-
ployment.

There lies before me proof, appar-
ently on the best authority, that the
wages of the masses of the people in
England and their savings have been
greatly increased within the last half
century, and that the increase more
than balances that of the capitalists’
wealth.

It is needless here, and would be
an unwelcome task, to inquire whe-
ther the working classes have done
all that was reasonably in their
power by thrift and temperance for
the improvement of their own lot, or
whether they have always used their
political franchise wisely, as for ex-
ample, in throwing up their caps for
war as a spree.

It is happily a ‘‘Socialist,’”’ not a
“Labor,”” manifesto on which I have
been commenting. ‘‘Labor’’ is still
true to the commonwealth, still rec-
ognizes that as the best form of gov-
ernment, which ‘‘doth actuate and
inspire every part and member of a
state to the common good.”’

We must demur to the constant
use of the terms ‘‘rich’’ and “‘poor,””’
as though society were divided on
the line of property into two dis-
tinet and antagonistic classes, of
which one is always assumed to be
the oppressive, the other the oppress-
ed. The gradations of property and
condition are infinite, and the strug-
gling professional man or trades-
man is often in reality poorer than
the laborer earning fair wages.



THE CANADIAN MILITIA

BY CAPTAIN C. FREDERICK HAMILTON,
Corps of Guides

FIRST of all — why have we a
militia ?

Because there is a possibility that
some day our country may be obliged
to fight.

Few Canadians seem willing to con-
sider the militia in a business-like
way. They like to say, ‘‘This contin-
ent will never see another war,”’ and
to add in the next breath, ‘‘But of
course we must keep up a decent mili-
tia.”” Two utterances could not con-
fliet more nakedly. If Canada will
never become involved in a war—if
we are sure of that—we should not
keep up a decent militia, nor any mili-
tia. 'We should abolish it instantly.
The two millions we spend on it every
year would be an utter waste; and to
spend two dollars on it would be as
wrong as to spend two millions. As
for preserving order, an annual out-
lay of a few hundred thousands on a
Federal constabulary would procure
a force which would handle riots more
efficiently, and at the cost of far less
class jealousy than the employment
of militia arouses. On the other hand,
if we admit that we may become in-
volved in a war, we must be able to
put an army in the field; and our
militia exists to produce that army.
Our militia is a war-force: that, and
nothing else, when we look at it right-

1y.

If you ask the ordinarily well-in-
formed Canadian what the strength
of the militia is, he probably will an-
swer that it varies from 40,000 to 45,-
000. He is thinking of the men in red

230

coats whom he sees drilling in peace
time. If you ask him what the typical
young Canadians of his town would
do if war were to break out, he will
tell you that they would enlist as soon
as they could reach the nearest drill-
shed. Ask him the number of these
war-time volunteers, and he is likely
if he has a good knowledge of Cana:
dian statistics, to put it at about 60,-
000. Yet the ordinary Canadian, who
knows these two facts perfectly,
scarcely ever combines them. He con.
tinues to think of the militia—and if
he is a public man to provide for jt—
as if it was 40,000 strong; whereas
40,000 plus 60,000 equals 100,000, To
be just, the ordinary Canadian is be-
ginning to understand that the plan
underlying the new militia organiza-
tion of the present government is to
produce a “first line” of 100,000;
even then he will not combine this
fact with certain other elementary
facts, of which he is perfectly aware,
andbear inmind that 100,000'men will
need 100,000 rifles—or that each man
should have at least 1,000 cartridges
handy — or that 1,000 cartridges
apiece for 100,000 men means 100,-
000,000 rounds of small-arm ammuni.
tion which should be in stock—or that
100,000 soldiers should have at least
five hundred big guns to support
them—or that they would need cloth-
ing, blankets and other stores.

When we enlist men we organize
them — put them into battalions,
squadrons, and batteries, and provide
them with leaders. It takes a long
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time to get these corps—what British
army officers style cadres and Ameri-
cans call organizations—in good run-
ning order, and it is part of a busi-
ness-like preparation to see that we
have a sufficient number of them
ready to receive and train the war-
time recruits who will come trooping
in.
‘We have organizations which will
produce when filled up to war
strength just about the hundred
thousand men we have been talking
about. In peace-time we train only
forty-five officers and men in an in-
fantry company; in war-time we re-
eruit it up to one hundred and twen-
ty. Our existing organizations are
approximately as follows: Infantry,
720 companies; peace establishments,
37,000; probable war strength, 86,
000. Cavalry and Mounted Rifles,
104 squadrons; peace establishments,
8.700; probable war strength, 15,500.
Horse, Field and Heavy Artillery, 38
batteries; peace establishments, 4,-
700; probable war strength, 6,000.
Engineers, 4 field companies and a
telegraph section; peace establish-
ments, 800; probable war strength,
1,000. Total Field Army: Peace
establishments, say 51,000; probable
war strength, say 100,000 eombat-
ants; number of guns, about 200.
To this we must add staffs, Garri-
son Artillery (three regiments), Am-
munition Columns, Corps of Guides,
Signalling Corps, Army Service
Corps (twelve companies), Army
Medical Services (eighteen field am-
bulances), Ordnance Store Corps
(twelve sections), etec. The peace
establishments of these auxiliary ser-
vices is about 4,600; in war they
would receive heavy increases. How
heavy these would be can be seen by
taking the case of the Ammunition
Columns. On mobilization no fewer
than twenty-six of these would be
needed in Eastern Canada, with
nearly 3,700 officers and men, 4,100
horses and not far short of 1,000
vehicles. The introduction of the
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eighteen-pounder gun will cause con-
siderable additions to this total.

It may be noted that this organiza-
tion is a vast improvement upon that
of half a dozen years ago. In 1901
the distribution of arms was as fol-
lows: Infantry, 86 battalions; peace
establishments, 30,000; probable war
strength, 86,000. Mounted Rifles, 47
squadrons; peace establishments, 3,-
400; probable war strength, 7,500.
Field Artillery, 18 batteries; peace
establishments, 1,800; probable war
strength, 3,000. Engineers, 4 field
companies; peace establishments, 500;
probable war strength, 1,000. Total
Field Army — peace establishments,
35,700 ; probable war strength, 100,-
000, with 108 field guns.

To this would have been added
Garrison Artillery (thirty-one com-
panies), Army Service Corps (four
companies), and Army Medical Ser-
vices (eight bearer corps and eight
field hospitals). The organization of
auxiliary services, an especially
meritorious action of the present
Government; then had just com-
menced.

Thus we see that we have the or-
ganizations to provide a field army of
just about 100,000 riflemen, mounted
or on foot, with from 160 to 200 guns
of the several sorts necessary. We
further have a number of auxiliary
corps for commissariat, transport,
medical attendance, ete.

If I buy during the winter a boat
with which I intend to navigate a lake
during summer, I am far more con-
cerned with the soundness and buoy-
ancy which it will show during the
boating season than I am with the
paint it wears in the season of ice and
snow. And so the most interesting
thing about the militia is the army of
100,000 riflemen, or 125,000 men all
told, which it will put in the field in
time of need. We should keep ask-
ing ourselves whenever we do any-
thing to the militia in peace, whether
it will help to make the war-army effi-
cient.



232

During peace-time you see your
town or county battalion drilling
away. Its eight companies probably
number from 350 to 400 men. The
men wear red coats and white hel-
mets, which are unsuitable for war;
the drill-shed contains only 300 rifles;
little or no ammunition is kept in
store, little or no extra clothing, no
boots, and few if any extra articles of
equipment. With that outfit the bat-
talion year by year gets through its
training.

Suppose war threatens, and comes.
Five or six hundred of the lads you
know on the streets or the concession
lines rush to join; and you wish to see
your battalion in a very few days
start off to the threatened points. You
wish to see it from 1,000 to 1,100
strong; you wish to see the men
clothed in suitable campaign uniform ;
you wish to see a rifle on every shoul-
der; you wish to see €very man sup-
plied with plenty of cartridges; youn
w_ish to see a Maxim trundling be-
hind the rear company; you wish the
men all to have overcoats, blankets,
havergac_ks, canteens, water-bottles,
and sxm_:lar necessaries; you wish the
ctompanies to have cooking utensils,
Water-carts, transport wagons. Fur-
ther, you wish to see the battalion
commanded by a colonel who has
some military skill, and each com-
pany provided with well-trained cap-
tains, lieutenants and non-coms.

Again—an object consisting of a
trunk, two legs, two arms and a head,
but devoid of brain and blood, is not
a man; neither is a collection of bat-
talions, squadrons and’ batteries an
army if it has no staff to manage it,
no commissariat to collect nor trans-
port service to move its supplies, no
doctors, ambulances or hospitals for
its sick and wounded, no ordnance
service to manage its ammunition sup-
plies—in a word, if it is without ad-
ministrative services.

Bearing in mind these two needs,
let us see how our army would fare
in the event of war, as things are now.
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First of all, the six or seven hund-
red recruits who would rush to your
local armory to enlist could be given
neither rifles nor uniforms; the ar-
mory would contain just rifles enough
for the men already on the rolls,
There probably would not be cart-
ridges enough to teach the men how to
shoot. There would be no field ser-
vice uniforms for anybody, and very

few of the red uniforms extra. Over.-
coats, haversacks, belts, bandoliers,
mess-tins  and  similar necessaries

would be lacking. About all the col-
onel eould do would be to drill the re-
cruits in their shirt-sleeves and worry
his District Officer Commanding his
Higher Command general and thé Ot-
tawa authorities for rifles, ammuni.
txor}, clothes, boots, equipment, neces-
saries, harness, water-carts, ammuni-
tion-carts, transport-wagons, and a
few scores of other things. About
two hundred commanding officers
would be sending, let us say an aver-
age of one hundred such telegrams
apiece; the lot of the Headquarters
Staff which would receive these twen-
ty thousand telegrams would hardly
be enviable.

What would make the lot of the
Headquarters Staff still less agreeable
is the fact that even if its officers
were to read all these telegrams, they
could not comply with their requests.
We should have 100,000 men — we
could at present arm only about 70,-
000; of these, 38,000 would have Lee-
Enfield, the rest would have Ross
rifles; on this showing there would
be 30,000 or 40,000 men who could
not be armed. The ammunition stores
are terribly low. Campaign clothing
equipment — boots — of all those
stores we have not nearly enough to
outfit our hundred thousand men.

If war broke out this year, we could
not put rifles in the hands of
more than three-quarters of the
men who would present themselves,
It would take weeks, perhaps months,
to elothe them. If we could buy arms,
munitions and stores in Britain, we
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might be able to mobilize—that is, en-
list, outfit, train and assemble our
men—in about three months. But
what would our enemy be doing in
those three months? Especially if he
had a better system of preparation?

A few years ago our militia on
assembling and being outfitted would
have been obliged to improvise com-
missariat and transport services be-
fore it could have marched or fought.
In this there has been improvement.
An Army Service Corps—a properly
organized body which undertakes to
procure, transport, and deliver the
food of the army—now exists, and
could be rapidly expanded in cases of
need. There also is a good medical
service, and other auxiliaries are be-
ing provided.

Again, battalions and squadrons
must be grouped into brigades, and
brigades into divisions, and these for-
mations must have competent generals
and staff officers. A few years ago
the militia was a welter of unorganiz-
ed units. Improvement has been ef-
fected, and now the higher forma-
tions are provided; an effort is being
made to train leaders and staffs. Also,
a sound organization into higher com-
mands has been effected.

Suppose we arm, equip and organ-
ize our men and march them to the
danger spot; then will come the fight-
ing. It would be extremely disagree-
able if our army were beaten. Armies
win because their soldiers are the bet-
ter fighters, or because they are better
led; and neither skill in fighting nor
competence in leadership are gifts of
nature; they must be acquired by la-
borious training.

Here we are faced with a difficulty;
it is very hard to train soldiers and
to procure skilful leaders under mili-
tia conditions. General Hutton im-
proved our training somewhat, and
the Central Training Camp marks an-
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other onward step. But more must be
done.

Let us summarize our needs:

1. Everything we do in organizing
the militia must be for the express
purpose of making it the better able
to produce that army of 100,000 rifle-
men.

2. We should have at least 100,000
modern military rifles in the country.
Indeed, we should have more, for a
reserve is necessary to replace weap-
ons which are broken, get worn out,
ete.

3. We should have an artillery
force of at least five hundred guns.
Partially trained troops need power-
ful artillery backing; 100,000 regular
British infantry would be allotted
about five hundred guns. At present
we have about ninety obsolescent
horse artillery guns in the country,
and some modern field guns have
been ordered. We also have a few
heavy guns.

4. We should keep on hand the am-
munition, stores, equipment, ete., ne-
cessary for our army of 100,000 men.

5. We should decentralize those
stores; that is, at every battalion ar-
mory we should have 1,000 rifles,
1,000 suits of campaign uniform,
1,000 equipments, a good supply of
ammunition, and the other things
needful. The battalion should be able
to parade ready for service without
sending one telegram to worry higher
officers.

6. We should have a proper organi-
zation into brigades and divisions.

7. We should have a sufficient num-
ber of administrative services for
commissariat, transport, ete.

8. We should train our men as well
as possible, and in addition should
take special pains to train a large
number of competent leaders—non-
coms, company officers, battalion offi-
cers, staff officers, and generals.




IN RUPERT’'S LAND

BY ROLAND HORN

SNOW had been falling all day over

the wide reaches of the Abittibi
river, but as the day died the wind
swept back the clouds and showed a
erimson sun. But if the upper skies
were clear, the river and woods were
still lost in a whirl of frozen flakes,
for the wind caught up the new fall-
en drifts and tore and tortured them,
driving them before it in icy eddies.
Through the white bewilderment a
man came stumbling, groping with
out-stretched hands. Once he tripped
across a root and fell headlong, but
gained his feet and staggered on
more feebly. The wind shrieked
above him in a derisive menace, and
from the impenetrable woods near
by came the long howl of a wolf, re-
peated from the distance in lessen-
ing echoes.

At I_ast the wanderer stood erect
and tried to draw breath, He look-
ed about him dimly on frozen river
and pathless wood, then cast himself
face downward on the snow like one
thgt would choose his own time for
dying, since death it must be in the
end. But as he fell he eried aloud
into a lull of the wind, a ery of rage
and protest, not of appeal; and the
words of his outery were English, a
strange thing for the woods and
snows to hear in the uncharted land
in the year of grace 1670.

It was not only the woods and the
winds which heard, for the whirling
snowflakes had scarce had time to
settle on the silver fox skins worn
by the fallen man, before a figure
came out of the tangle of juniper on
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the river shore and drew
nearer. For a moment the
knelt beside the prostrate
turned it over and looked hard into
the face upturned to him, which yet
knew nothing of his presence. Then
he drew the great glove from his left
hand and felt under the furs for the
beating of the heart. Finding what
he sopght, he nodded satisfaction
and, rising, half lifted, half dragged
the inert form towards a

; f giant fir tree
which reared itself above a mass of

lesser evergreen, its hlack branches

cutting the crimson of the western
landmark, he

let slip his burden into the sSnow and
busied himself in feeding a newly-
lighted fire which burned yellow and
wan-blue among its curls of smoke.
When the fire was licking eagerly at
its spruce twigs he turned once more
to his work of rescue, rubbing the
lips and temples of the unconscious
man with fiery spirit and forcing a
few drops down his throat. The face
of the helper, strangely lit by quick-
cning fire and fading sun, showed in-
tent and grave, with the look of one
repairing a broken weapon rather
than of one ministering to a com-
rade in need.

Yet his first words were of com-
radeship, when the closed eyes open-
ed and life came back with a sigh.

‘““He, my friend,”” he said in
French, ‘‘hast forgot thine old com-
panion on trail and in camp? By
the Lilies, it was well I chanced on
thee before the wolves!’’

“Was it well?’’ answered the other,

stealthily
newcomer
body, then
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morosely, as he raised himself on one
elbow and glanced vaguely around.
At first he could see nothing, then
the snow blur cleared from his eyes
and he met the gaze of his rescuer
with racognition.

“‘Is it you, Gaspard Breton?’’ he
asked with indifference. ‘“Why, I
owe you a life, but if my thanks pro-
fit you as little as the life profits me,
which of us is the gainer?”’

‘“The old mood,”’ smiled Breton,
and though he spoke lightly a mo-
mentary gleam brightened the alert
black eyes. ‘‘Yet if you care not for
life, friend Olivier, may be you will
care for food.”’

““Food!”’ the word came with a
wolfish ery. ‘““My God, have you
food? The cold has dulled me past
desire, but now — for God’s sake,
quick!”’

““Take it warily, then,”’ and Gas-
pard dropped a strip of dried meat
into the cluteh of his guest. ‘‘Nay,
I have eaten, while you feast I will
smoke.”’

Thereafter was no talk for a time.
The red sun slipped below the hori-
zon and the long twilight of the
north drew down, shade by lingering
shade, across the snowy earth. The
fire leaped up and crackled, hollow-
ing a little space out of the gaunt
wilderness and the grey, encroaching
night, filling it with cheer and a
semblance of homely content. The
starving man finished his scanty meal
and leaned back against a tree
stump, while Gaspard Breton watch-
ed him with considering eyes from
behind his wreaths of smoke. Both
men were clad Indian fashion, and
at a careless glance Gaspard, with
his slender sinewy figure - and
swarthy skin might have passed for
a son of the great unknown land;
only his dark eyes, avid in their
keenness, had never learned the im-
passive stare of the Indian. The
man whom he was watching with
that concentrated look had the air
of neither Frenchman or Indian. He
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was largely framed, and his skin had
been fair before wind and sun had
darkened it. His bearing, now that
the faintness of famine had passed.
was that of a man still in the fulness
of life, but his hair and beard were
nearly white. Grey eyes looked with
a homeless weariness from a face
meant for comeliness, but marred by
hunger of body and soul. Feeling
the gaze upon him, his own shifted
to meet it and warmed to a friendlier
mood.

“I owe you a life, Gaspard,”’ he
repeated his words with an altered
accent. ‘‘Fire and food are good,
when all is said, and I shall see the
sudden spring again, maybe, and
hear the wild geese cry across the
forest.”’

‘“So I am pardoned for not leaving
vou to the wolves,”’ laughed Gas-
pard. ‘‘Let us smoke the pipe of
peace, then, for all that there is war
or like to be war between our coun-
tries.”’

““I have no country,” answered
Oliver, as he reached for the pipe.

Breton rose to pile wood on the
fire and then returned to his seat on
a root of the great fir. The wind
had quieted with the going down of
the sun, and the two men, wrapped
in their fox and lynx skins, sat warm
enough in the heart of a frozen
world. The Frenchman waited till
his companion had smoked a while,
then he spoke in a low voice which
seemed scarce to break on the other’s
musings.

‘““You are bitter to-night, Olivier,
why is it ?’’

““Why does an old wound ache at
the shifting of the wind?’’ returned
Oliver. ‘“So long I have sojourned
in the north and heard its speech and
its great silences. Sometimes I have
thought myself content; sometimes I
have feigned that the huts of the
savages, the forests where a man sets
himself singly against death and con-
quers, the great swords and banners
of strange light in these skies, were
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more dear to me than the home of
my fathers and the narrow kindly
fields and gentle waters of England.
I lied, doubtless, but a man’s soul is
at peace whilst that he ean believe
his own lies. But to-night memory
stirs; I know not why.”’

Gaspard nodded reflectively. He
had met Oliver—Olivier, as he called
him—more than once during their
wanderings on the shores of the
great lakes, where the foot of white
man had scarcely trodden. He him-
self had come from the French settle-
ments and returned to his own peo-
ple in the pauses of his explorations.
But Oliver, he knew, had thrown in
his lot with the Indians, denying, as
far as might be, his race and nation.
A silent man he had always found
this English exile and had guessed
at his bitterness towards England
more by a glance, a silence, than by
spoken words. Now it seemed, in
this hour of companionship after
death had so nearly estranged him
from all companionship, Oliver had
at last foregone his reserves. Gas-
pard Breton was well content; all
was shaping itself for his purpose.

“It may be,’” he said, after one of
those pauses which men learn from
the stillness of the north, ‘‘it may be
that I could tell you of the wind
which has set your old wound ach-
ing. Your countrymen, or, sinee you
will have no country, Englishmen
have been near this spot of late. Tell
me now, for all your hate, do you
not desire to clasp hands with
them?’’ There was a faint sneer in
his voice which may have fretted the
other’s anger. At least Oliver an-
swered fiercely :

‘“Sooner shall the frost gnaw the
flesh from the bone. But—’’ his voice
changed—‘‘Englishmen here! You
dream, Breton.’’

‘T would I did,”’ laughed Breton.
‘“Where have you been, comrade,
that you know naught of these
strange doings? Already the Kilis-
tineaux, your people, have heard the
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words of the white strangers from
across the big water.”’

As he talked, Breton’s French took
on something of the Indian fashion
of speech, but to Oliver the phrases
seemed natural enough; he was used
to the savage dialects which he had
spoken so long.

“I have not been near my people
for many moons,’’ he answered, ‘I
go to their tents now. But what is
the talk of the English?”’

Breton pointed northward.

““You know the Indians’ tales of
the great sea yonder thrust into the
heart of the land. Always I have
planned to find it. Well, the Eng-
lish have been before me. A year—
two years ago—one of their ships
pushed into those waters and land-
ed, claiming the shores for their
King. This year they came once
more with bribes to buy the Indians;
they landed and piled timbers for a
fort. I have seen it, for word came
to our settlements and I was sent
many days’ march to look on their
doings. Had you wandered into these
parts before the ice was locked
across the sea you had seen their
ship setting forth.”’

‘““What is all this to me?’’ broke
in Oliver so harshly that Gaspard
knew him moved.

Breton shrugged his shoulders. ‘I
cannot tell, for I know not what the
English are to you, nor why you left
them to house in the wigwam of the
Algonquins.”’

Oliver turned in his place and star-
ed into the intolerable shifting play
of the Northern lights. When he
spoke his voice came low and even as
though he were reading the story of
his own life there in the alien heav-
ens.

“My father died for the King in
the old wars. I was but a lad, but
when they brought him dead to our
doors I took the sword from his stiff
hand and went out to do his work.
And when the Roundheads had slain
the King and driven his son into
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exile I followed him, and fought and
plotted and starved till the day came
which brought Charles II. in triumph
to his own.”’

‘““And doubtless he rewarded
you,”’ Breton threw in smoothly.

Oliver lifted his head. “‘Did I
serve for reward? I sought but my
own again, sought but the lands
which had passed into rebel hands
because of our loyal service. No, less
than that had sufficed—I asked the
right to live and serve him further.
Our leader, the prince we had fol-
lowed, was still in exile; I betook me
to the King.”’

““And won?”’ asked Breton, when
for a moment there had been no
sound save the groan of a snow-
laden branch overhead and the soft
thud when it had eased itself of the
burden.

‘““And won,”” repeated Oliver
blankly. ‘‘I won a jest on my rebel
name. Yet I had served Charles for
all I bear the name of his greatest
foe. A jest was my payment.”” He
laughed suddenly, a bitter echo, in
those homeless spaces, of a bygone
mirth.

‘““How long since was all this?”’
questioned Breton, still with that air
of purpose.

Oliver pushed the furs and bared
his left arm. Somewhat above the
wrist was a row of scars, the highest
scarcely healed, some of those near
the wrist showing mere lines of white
on the bronzed skin. He ran a fin-
ger across them, counting.

‘It is ten years,”’ he said heavily.
‘I had forgotten, save for these
marks, for meseems to have spent a
life-time in these lands. But each
year when the snow came I gashed
my arm, and a man forgets not while
his wounds remember.”’

‘“And yours remember.”” Gaspard
flung a sudden passion into his voice.
‘“What if now the time be come to
strike back at last: you from the wil-
derness and edge of the world at
your forgetful King in his power?”’
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For a moment the wavering light
overhead found an answering gleam
in Oliver’s eyes. Then he shook his
head.

‘“All that was in another life. It
is gone too far that I should seek for
vengeance,’’

For a time Breton sat silent, feed-
ing the fire. Here was an unlooked
for mood in his companion. Had the
great horizons of the unmapped land
indeed taught the wanderer some-
thing of its own large and desert
peace? But he recalled Oliver’s
laugh and knew its bitterness. He
set to work to feed that old hate as
he fed the fire before him.

‘“And yet,”” said he musingly, ‘‘if
once a King fails in faith, shall he
learn it in days to come? Will you,
friend Oliver, promise to your In-
dians, justice and generous dealing,
on the word of a King? They trust
you, ’tis said, those savages of the
Kilistineaux who have made you free
of their huts. Maybe ’tis your
thought to win court favor even now
by moving yon poor barbarians to
an alliance with the English and win-
ning their spoil of furs to deck the
fair ladies whom your Charles
chooses to favor.”’

“You talk many words,’”’ Oliver
cut in with a hint of disdain. ‘‘Re-
member though I be now a chief of
the Kilistineaux, I was once an Eng-
lish gentleman. Tell me plainly what
you would have.”’

Breton caught up a handful of
snow and shaped and re-shaped it be-
tween his hands; then he flung it
into the fire, which hissed for an in-
stant and then leaped up the bright-
er. Frenchman and Englishman eyed
each other for a heart-beat, then Bre-
ton spoke, straight and swift.

“I would have your help. See,
you owe me a life; you have said it.
Give me your aid instead. These
Englishmen, these strangers, have
they not enough of the new coun-
tries? Yet hither come they with
their prate of the first discoverers,
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though our King claims of right all
the land called Unknown towards
the French Sea (Commission given
by the King of France to De la Roche
in 1598.) They have built a fort of
squared logs yonder and already the
Indians come to trade their beaver
skins against knives and beads.”’
‘““What can I therefore?’’ asked
Qilver impatiently.
The Frenchman’s
ready and eager.
‘“Move your own tribe to be loyal
to the Lilies, to make no peace with
the invaders. See, I have come up
from Sault Ste. Marie to watch the
doings of these English. ’Tis more
than trade, ’tis dominion they seek.
Will you help them, that have felt
their scorn?”’
“It is so much to you whether
they succeed or fail,”” muttered Oliver.
“It is much,” affirmed Breton.
“Did I not follow the Sieur de Val-
iere, nine years since, when he
sought to reach these waters? The
land is ours, the trade, the people;
let your Stuart Kings keep to their
own.”” His tone softened suddenly.
““Comrade, I do not seek to force
you, I have not over-much of food or
powder, but the half is yours. Go
to your people?”’

answer was

‘““And win them to you; I under-

stand,’” answered Oliver. He rose up
and tramped back and forth in the
snow. ‘‘Whither go you?’’ he asked
at length.

Gaspard pointed to the river. I
follow that to the sea; then by its
bank towards the rising sun. Two
rivers I ceross; by the third I pitch
my camp. It is nigh to the fort of
these English whom I have orders
from our settlement to watch.”’

Oliver shrugged his shoulders as
he retorted:

““Your nearest settlement is far
enough hence, and you can scarce
hold this land by a form of words
when others are first to tread it. If
the English claim these shores, who
shall dispute them?”’
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““You and I,”” cried Gaspard Bre-
ton. ‘‘Come to me with the pledges
of your tribe and King Charles shall
not play ingrate here.”’

Oliver stood silent for a breath,
then flung back his head and laugh-
ed.

“I bear a rebel’s name,’” he cried;
‘““why, let me be loyal for the last
time and make the King’s jest come
true. I will do your will, Gaspard
Breton, or I will give you back the
life you saved.”’

Seven days later, in the frost-
bound brightness when the sun had
reached the highest point of its low
autumn arch, Oliver Knightley,
known as Cloud Face because of his
grey English eyes, came back to his
savage brothers. The war house and
wigwams of the tribe, a branch of
the Algonquins, stood on a ecleared
space among woods not far from the
Abittibi Lake. On the noontide when
Oliver returned, most of the men
were gone for a great hunt; the wo-
men were pounding maize in the
lodges, and old Eagle Feather, the
chief, sat gloomily by his fire, unable
to set out with the rest because of a
wound in the thigh. At the appear-
ance of his adopted son on the edge
of the clearing he limped a few steps
forward in welcome and called to
the women to bring food. Oliver
glanced about him, at the skins dry-
ing in sun and fire-light, at the rude
buildings, masked in snow, and at
the chief’s face, with its markings
of strange color. For close on a
decade this life had been familiar
to him; now, on a sudden, it looked
alien, hostile.

‘“And it was in my heart to wish
for thee, O my son,”” the old chief’s
voice continued its monotonous har-
angue, ‘‘for the wisdom of far peo-
ples is with thee and yet thy heart
is true to the fires of us thy tribe.
But I deemed thee gone from us to
dwell among the mighty men who
hunt forever and whose arrows we
see shining in the sky.”’
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“I am here to hunt with you
again, my father,”” answered Oliver,
‘““but what is this need of which thou
speakest?”’

For answer the chief told how men
had come over the great water offer-
ing gifts and speaking words of
friendship and had desired trade
with his tribe. They were of another
race than those who came from Sault
Ste. Marie and far-off Quebec, and
their’s was another totem. Speaking,
Eagle Feather reached out his bow
and drew two rough figures on the
snow beyond the lodge door; one
was the French Lily; the other a
simple Cross, the Cross of St. George.
Oliver caught breath as he looked on
them and the words died on his lips.
The Indian went on in the sustained
fashion of his people, with many re-
petitions, to speak of the strangers
and their great chief far beyond the
frozen sea. Pausing at length he
looked into Oliver’s face and in a
deep guttural voice pronounced a
single name:

‘“Rupert.”’

At the sound, Oliver ecried out
aloud, broken words of English from
a far-off past. Eagle Feather nodded
grave understanding; eclearly the
name he had spoken was a spell of
weight. He went on to tell that this
was the great white warrior chief
who had sent forth the strangers and
who desired peace and friendship
with the men of the Algonquins.

His voice reached Oliver dimly
through a daze of dreams. He stood
staring at the snow, at the St.
George’s Cross traced there, but he
saw nothing of that on which he
looked. Instead, he saw the rush of
Horse across a slope of Eng}ish
green, saw the Royal Standard fling-
ing its blazonries to the w:md. beside
Prince Rupert’s banner with its san-
guine cross. Round him rose war
cry and the gallant music of steel,
and life was crowded into that sting-
ing instant of the charge. Ahead
flashed a figure in a scarlet cloak;
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he could see the dark imperious
young face and hear the ringing
shout that meant victory. Then an-
other scene; a ship motionless in the
grasp of a tropic calm, her sides
scarred with shot, her sails rent, her
planks ecracking in the relentless
sun; one ship, the last hope of the
King, pitted against a rebellious
navy. And still the same leader’s
face, changed, shadowed with de-
feat, sunken with the hunger he suf-
fered equally with his men, but the
same face, dauntless and loyal still,
Rupert.

Oliver looked about him at the
savage life he had shared, into the
eyes of the man he had meant to lead
to the French alliance. The blood
mounted to his forehead, and with
a sweep of his moceasined foot he
brushed the Lily of France from the
snow.

The cold of winter’s self had clos-
ed down on the shores of Hudson’s
Bay, gripping the heart and numb-
ing the pulses. But Gaspard Breton
in his shelter of woven branches and
Buffalo hides lay snug enough. He
shot no game, even when the caribou
plunged rear his hiding-place, lest
that should make his presence
known to the handful of English-
men holding their fort against win-
ter and the wilderness. Daily he
waited the word which should send
him back content to his superiors,
awake at length to the dangers
threatening France in the New
World. He awaited Oliver and his
pledges of alliance.

When Oliver came at last it was
through the wonderful erimson twi-
light of the North, in which the snow
glowed fire-like and the steel of the
frozen river gleamed a sinister red.
The newcomer advanced swiftly and
silently on his snow-shoes, his glance
alert for any sign of human pres-
ence. At sight of Breton’s fire, a
mere spark in the all encompassing
ruddy light, he swerved and came
towards it, head erect.
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“‘He is awake and a man,”” mused
Gaspard. ‘‘Hate can do much.”

“You are here, friend,”” he called
softly, ‘‘but what of your people?
My faith! Time it is we rally, for the
English think this land their own.
They have given a name to this river
by which we stand.”

‘““What name?’”’
smiling.

“Rupert River,”’
other with impatience.
matter, now &

He did not end the sentence.

“Rupert River,”’ repeated Oliver.
““Then it was true. Breton, I have
not done your work; three young
braves are on their way to the Eng-
lish fort. But here is the life that
is forfeit.”’

Ready speaker though he was,
Gaspard Breton found no words. In-

asked Oliver,

returned the
“But what
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stead, he caught at his gun; he had
no further need for secrecy. The
shot rang out on the flawless winter
stillness, and Oliver dropped face
downward, a red stain creeping out
from his body across the paling snow.

In due time, the names of the Kil-
istineaux Indians were entered on
the list of allies of the Company of
Merchant Adventurers trading into
Hudson’s Bay, and read by Prince
Rupert, the Governor, as he weighed
the forces of England against France
for the coming struggle in the New
World. But the beginning of that
alliance was never recorded in the
annals of the Company, and it was
by chance that seven years after Oli-
ver Knightley’s unregarded death,
Rupert House arose where the blood
of Rupert’s soldier had reddened the
Snow.

MY STIMULUS

Bv MABEL BURKHOLDER

I shall be brave.
1 know, dear heart, you lean upon my arm,
Believing it a solid shield from harm;
So long as my support you crave,
I will be brave.

I shall be wise.
For if I err and run in folly’s way,
Your feet, too, from the beaten path will stray,
Since parallel your pathway lies.
I will be wise.

I shall be pure.
Your holy eyes are mirrors which detect
The scars seared on the soul by sin’s defect
Your simple faith shall rest secure:
I will be pure. {




THE COUNTRY OF THE MAD
MULLAH

BY H. S. SCOTT HARDEN

S()M;\LILAND is situated in the

most easterly part of the Con-
tinent of Africa and forms the great
horn which terminates at Cape Guar-
dafui. The coast line is washed by
the waves of the Indian Seas and
the waters of the Gulf of Aden. The
interior is a vast arid inhospitable
desert, and for the most part water-
less. Its land is inhabited by a race
of people differing in religion from
their neighbors, the Abyssinians, who
are Christians—and in customs and
speech from the Arabs who live
across the water. The Somalis are

descended from a people who were
driven out of Mecca about 1300 years
ago and who settled on the Maritime
plain where Berbera now stands.
They gradually trekked, to use a
Boer expression, into the interior,
and for twenty-two generations the
Somalis have wandered about the
country leading a sort of patriarchal
existence with their flocks according
to the seasons. In this way they
formed themselves into tribes under
Chiefs or Mullahs, and settled more
or less in large districts. All these
tribes to-day speak the same lan-
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SOMALIS AND THEIR GOATS

guage, of which there is no known
writing. The Somalis are the proud-
est people on the earth, wrapped up
in their own importance and the im-
portance of those who have gone be-
fore. They and their camels are at
the head of ecreation. They talk,
think, sing and dream of camels, and
their aim and object is to possess,
breed and buy them, and they work
to buy more. They live on camel
meat and swill camel’s milk and love
it. As one marches through the coun-
try their customs and habits unfold
themselves day by day, and one finds
that a Somali talks for all he is
worth and a good deal more. A
Somali will talk until he is out of
breath, and he prides himself on his
ability to be able to do it. If you tell
him to stop he goes away and talks
to himself in a long-drawn-out drone
like a bumble bee in a bottle.

Of the women one sees little, as
they are strict Mahommedans. How-
ever, one can distinguish a married
woman from a girl, for the maiden
wears a cord round her waist, which
is removed on marriage. Her hair,
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which hangs loosely, is tied up in a
net. Both men and women wear long
white sheets folded gracefully over
the shoulders. These are called tobes
and are often five or six yards long.

Besides his white sheet, a good Ma-
hommedan wears round his neck a
tisha—a string of beads with a verse
of Koran wrapped up in a leather
locket. He always carries a spear,
called a waran, and generally a
round shield—a Gashan — made of
ox-hide and when on the march a
little bill-hook to eut down the thorn
fences with; for wherever an en-
campment is made the resting place
is surrounded by a thorn fence called
a zareba. Although Somaliland lies
in latitude from four to six degrees
north of the equator, and the sun
beats down in full force upon the
heads of the inhabitants, they wear
no covering save a sort of plaster of
clay, which makes the black hair
glossy when the stuff 'is removed.
Those who have been to Mecca wear
a green turban.

Women are of not much account in
the BEast, except for child-bearing
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and menial work. A Mahommedan
is allowed four wives and as many
more as he can afford to buy and to
keep and find work for. When a
male child is born there is always
great delight in the camp and the
lady receives a red tobe as a birth
day present, but should a female
baby arrive all is silent.

Until recently hardly any Euro-
peans had penetrated far into the in-
terior, and no white man until Gen-
eral Manning’s Field Force had ac-
tually crossed from north to south
by the Haud, which as the crow flies
—if any ecrow would be foolish
enough to flap his wings across the
sandy plain—is about 600 miles.

British Somaliland, however, has
for years been a happy hunting
ground for sportsmen, as it contains
perhaps the finest lion shooting
ground in the world, and such sports-
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men as Lords Wolverton and Will-
oughby have penetrated as far as the
Webe Shebele on the far western
frontier, where there are great lakes
full of hippopotami and hundreds of
gazelles and zebras graze on the
banks. Here the descendants of the
ancient Gallas live — a tribe of der-
vishes whose ancestors wandered
down the Nile with their flat-tailed
sheep and mixed with the people of
the upland on the borders of Abys-
sinia.

The Somalis may be divided into
three distinct classes: Those who are
more or less-—mostly less—civilized
and live at the coast in the anecient
Egyptian town of Berbera and the
small fishing hamlets by the sea;
those who are settled in their own
districts as shepherds, and the out-
cast Somalis who live by hunting the
deer and the ostriches. The horns and

SO

-

IALIS LOADING A CAMEL
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the Dolbhanta district in
the centre of the land, and
conceiving a hatred to-
wards all male children
she ordered all to be
killed. A woman escaped
with her boy, who when
he grew to be a man re-
turned and sought out the
old witch and slew her.
Then, cutting her body to
pieces, he tied them to a
amel, who scampered in
mad career over the dis-
trict, and wherever a piece
fell a stone was thrown to
keep the devil down. The
characteristics of people
are often best judged
when you watch how they
eat, how they fight and
how they pray.  Somalis
:annot be said to be brave
soldiers, although many
of them have been enlisted
and trained by British
officers, and when armed
stood by their command-
ers in action against their
kinsmen who fought for
the Mad Mullah. They
are brave hunters, and
have been known to tackle
wounded lions with their
spears, and kill leopards.

AN ANT HILIL IN SOMALILAND

feathers thus obtained are exchanged
for rice and dates, which come
in dhows from Aden and Zanzibar.
The Somali never drinks intoxicat-
ing liquor or eats birds. IHe eats
only the meat of animals that have
been hallaled, with the throat cut by
a Mahommedan. He has wonderful
powers of endurance and can march
for forty miles on an empty stomach
across a waterless sandy plain under
the hot African sun. Being intense-
ly superstitious he never eats alone,
for there is a saying in the land
that ‘‘he who dines alone dines with
the devil.”” Formerly a Queen ruled

A Somali is a most devoted
servant. He is intelligent
and deeply interested
in the master he serves, especially if
that man happens to be an English-
man. They are keen observers. [
took an eight-day clock with me to
the country and taught Mahomed
Charma, by request, how to tell the
time of day. He could not under-
stand why the others wound up their
watches every mnight. On one oceca-
sion, when I was marching through
the desert and had reached an oasis
where there was an encampment, I
saw that all the natives had come out
to see the white man who could go
eight times farther than the others
without being wound up (for the
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story had been spread throughout
the land and all wanted to see me.
The late campaigns in Somaliland
have stirred up ill-feeling against the
British amongst the tribes in the in-
terior, for Mahomed Abdulla had
preached a jehad or a holy war
throughout the land, and although
he has successfully got away the
battles at Erigo and Gumburru
showed the Mullah what British bul-
lets were made of, and at Jidballi
we maintained our prestige in the
British Protectorate, where there is
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a garrison of Indian troops from
Aden, and where the goats and sheep
graze, supplying the troops on the
rock with meat.

It is sad to think that no memorial
marks the scenes of action where the
British officers and men fell, but
they, like many other brave men
fighting against fearful odds, have
died for their country in Africa and
have a monument more lasting than
stone in the hearts of their comrades
who served with them in that God-
forsaken land of Allah.

SOMALI WARRIORS



SIR WILLIAM VAN HORNE AS A
HUMORIST

BY CHARLOTTE EATON

IN his home life and surrounded by

his friends Sir William Van
Horne is a humorist. IHe enters into
the spirit of a jest or a practical joke
with as much zest as a school-boy
follows up the adventures of the
trail. Being fertile in resource and
imagination, he sees many oppor-
tunities to exercise his natural love
of fun upon any unsuspecting visi-
tors who are not familiar with this
phase of his character. He told me
that on an occasion, when a number
of distinguished persons had gather-
ed at his house, he handed a lady a
poem, presumably by an unknown
poet, which he himself had written
a short time before, expecting to be
discovered and called to account on
the spot as an imposter, when, in-
stead, the lady read it through with
evident interest, and, looking up, re-
marked serenely, ‘It might be
Browning.”’

I was present on an evening when
the late Wyatt Eaton the painter
was the target for Sir William’s wit.
We were assembled in a small recep-
tion room, looking over some etch-
ings and Japanese paintings, a re-
cent gift from an Eastern official.

“By the way,’’ said Sir William,
looking at Mr. Eaton, ‘“I did not
know that Emerson wore a beard.”’

““As I remember him,”” replied the
artist, ‘‘his face was bare.”’

Sir William affected surprise at
this, and calling Jenuer, the butler,
he said:
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“‘Bring me the portfolio with the
head of Emerson by Mr. Eaton.”’

Jenner obeyed, returning in a few
minutes with the portfolio desired.

“There!”” exclaimed Sir William,
after rummaging a while among the
contents and producing a proof of
Timothy Cole’s engraving of Mr.
Eaton’s crayon portrait of Emerson,
“You must be mistaken.”’

Mr. Eaton looked at the proof,
and, sure enough, there was his port-
rait, the face adorned with chop-
whiskers. He became greatly execit-
ed. ‘I never did it,”’ he said, ‘“‘and
yet it certainly is my mark.”’

He examined the proof more close-
ly, taking it to the window for seru-
tiny.

“Is it possible,”” he asked, ‘‘that
any one has tampered with my draw-
ing and that that has gone out over
the country as my work?”’ He turn-
ed pale and his hands actually shook
with nervous excitement.

‘It is a libel,”” he muttered.

But, the artist’s feelings going be-
yond the limits of a joke, Sir Wil-
liam quickly relieved his tension.
‘“All right, Mr. Eaton,”’ said he: ‘‘I
did it.”’ It was a put-up job, ar-
ranged with Jenner beforehand for
the amusement of the guests.

Of course it ended in a laugh, with
a compliment to Sir William from
the artist, that he had handled his
crayon so skilfully that it was not
detectable from the grain of the en-
graving.
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‘I was completely de-
ceived,”’” said the painter,
who was something of an
expert in these things.
William makes an
annual trip over the Cana-
dian Pacific Railway and
should there happen to be a
greenhorn in the Company;
that is, one who is making
his first trip over the
prairies, he too comes in for
his share in the fun-making.

On different parts of the
prairies there are alkali beds
that glisten in the sun and
seem to ripple like water.
Jefore approaching these
beds, Sir William incident-
ally introduces the subject
of Christ walking on the
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water, and asks whether
any one present believes
that it can be done.

Of course there is protest, and as
if to elinch the matter, Sir William
raises his hand to the conductor, and
orders the train to be stopped. He
th n alights, runs across the prairie,
and walks over the apparent pond,
glistening in the sunshine, and, re-
turning, quietly remarks, ‘‘And my
feet are not even wet.”’

The conductor, who is in the sec-
ret, keeps a serene face; the train
starts up; the greenhorn, not having
the chance to investigate for himself,
is mystified; and like a good many
other simple things, Sir William’s
“‘walking on the water’’ remains un-
explained.

A bon mot is never lost on him,
and it is just as highly savored.

At the time when Lord Aberdeen
was Governor-General of Canada, I
sat at Sir William’s left-hand at a
dinner given to Lady Aberdeen.
With the coffee were served some
preserved lotos flowers on sea-weed
of a vivid green color.

Lady Aberdeen examined this
unusual looking dish, hesitating be-
fore helping herself.

SIR WILLIAM VAN HORNE

““Don’t,”” said I, ‘‘if you love Old
Erin.’’

“Why?’’ she asked, amused, hold-
ing one of the salmon-colored petals
mid-way to her lips.

It is the lotos flower that brings
forgetfulness, and so I quoted a few
lines from Tennyson’s poem, ‘‘The
Lotos Katers.”’

She swallowed the petal.
very happy here,’’
ing.

““O Diplomacy, thy name is suc-
cess,”’ I thought, and they who pos-
sess it find it means power and reve-
nue.

““I would like to have thought of
that myself,”’ said Sir William to
me afterward, in speaking of the
aptness of my quotation.

Next to Professor Morse’s, Sir
William’s colleetion of Chinese and
Japanese pottery is the finest in the
country. It is an experience to spend
a Sunday afternoon with him among
these treasures, and note his mem-
ory of dates and dynasties. He is
making a copy of each piece---a care-
ful study in color and design, upon

“I am
said she, beam-
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a heavy hand-made paper — a work
that in time to come will be of great
value for its originality and skill.

He always handles his pieces of
pottery with great care, using a
piece of soft silk to polish them off,
this to show the beauty and sheen of
the glaze. Here, too, is a field for his
fun-loving nature, and every little
while a new victim is fooled with a
grease cup. This little vessel of the
scullery, crackled with heat and pol-
ished to an ivory tone by tallow, is
his mock pidce de .résistance, and
has been passed off repeatedly on
the innocent as a piece of Satsuma.
This little cup is kept in a cabinet
among gems of the Ming and Sung
periods, and brought out with great
pomp and circumstance whenever
the hour is ripe for experiment. Even
Professor Morse himself came up
against ‘‘the grease cup,” and,
laughs Sir William, ‘‘he is the only
one that was not deceived.”’

It is a delight to talk with Sir
William when he is in a reminiscent
mood, when he recalls incidents of
his boyhood and early life. He told
me once that he broke into the lib-
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rary of his native town in Illinois
on a Sunday and copied a book he
wanted from cover to cover, illustra-
trations and all. ‘‘I was not able to
buy books in those days,”’ he ex-
plained. ‘‘I was employed as a mes-
senger at six dollars a month, which
I took home intact to my mother. My
only pocket money was the dimes
and occasional quarters given me by
the patrons of the company for car-
rying long distance messages.”’
How picturesque is that incident
in the life of one who later became
unrivaled in the planning of railway
systems and the handling of millions.
““I never cost my parents a cent,
after my thirteenth year, for my
education,’” he told me, and yet his
education is of the best, being ah-
sorbed from experts along different
lines, by personal association with
men. At his table are to be found
brilliant exponents in every depart-
ment of art, science and invention.
In his handsome grey stone house
on Sherbrooke street, in Montreal,
there is a room designated as the
““Studio.”” Here Sir William dashes
off landscapes in the ‘“wee sma’?”’
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hours, chiefly memories of the North-

west or scenes in the primeval for-
ests of Cuba. It is a treat to enter
there, where more than in the rest
of the house his versatility finds ex-
pression. Oils, crayon drawings,
brief sketches in colored inks are
everywhere to be seen from his hand.
One of my comments that delighted
Sir William was that ‘‘a good paint-
er had been suppressed to make a
bad railroad president.’”’

The studio contains portable
lights, which Sir William carries
about with him and turns full upon
the sketch or painting under obser-
vation, thus greatly enhancing its
artistic effect. In this room treas-
ures are hidden away, and are
brought out only on special occa-
sions—drawings by Dutch, French
and English masters and a represen-
tative group of the great Japapgse
painters, Hokusai and Togoshigi in-
cluded.

These studio events are memor-
able to those who have taken part in
them, and herein lies the secret of
Sir William’s success as a host; he
selects his guests with a view to con-
trasting one with another, so that
monotony or ennut is never felt. At
his table modest representatives of
the arts are received ‘‘ cheek by jowl”’
with millionaires and men of rank.

I remember a Sunday when the
first lady of the land invited herself
to the two o’clock dinner. This day
the arts were represented by a young
Dutch artist. After dinner Sir Wil-
liam suggested that the young man
show his skill in making a quick
portrait sketch of an old English
general who was present. Thg, ar-
tist set to work against a quickly
fading daylight, Lady Aberdeen
leaned over the back of his chair
as he worked, so deeply was she in-
terested in the process. When the
sketch was completed, she not only
complimented the young painter, but
jnvited him to dine with her the fol-
lowing day. This was a double

6
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triumph for the stranger, who pre-
sented her with the sketch, and the
day passed off happily for all.

Those who know him well are
often puzzled as to when he gets his
sleep, for he is awake at all hours of
the night, engaged at his manifold
oceupations, or in the billiard-room,
but he has discovered the secret of
the great Doctor Pepper, of dozing
off for a moment at any time and in
any place, thus fortifying himself
against fatigue, so that his waking
hours rival those of William of Ger-
many himself. ;

Once at table I asked him a ques-
tion, and, getting no answer, I
thought him pre-occupied and passed
the matter over in silence. Presently
he turned to me and asked whether
I had spoken. I replied that the mat-
ter was of no importance, thinking
that my question might have bored
him. ;

“I must have been asleep,”’ he
apologized; ‘‘how shocking of me.”’

‘‘Asleep,”” 1 exclaimed. ‘‘How
could that be possible?”’

‘“Yes,”” said he, ‘I drop off some
times between the courses, and these
little winks rest me wonderfully,
even if I only lose consciousness for
a few seconds.’’

This led up to a discussion of ab-
sent-mindedness, and he told a little
story on his own account.

“I was in a great hurry to get to
my office one morning,”’ said he,
““and, seeing something on wheels at
a little distance, I hailed it and was
driven off. Stepping out on the curb,
I put my hand in my pocket for a
quarter — which is the Montreal
tariff — and looking up I was face
to face with my own ecoachman.
Well, I was raised to go afoot, you
know,’” he concluded.

With the years and their achieve-
ments he seems to exhaust none of
his pristine energy. I said to him at
the time he resigned from the presi-
dency of the Canadian Pacific Rail-
way, ‘‘I suppose now you will settle
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down to a quiet life, occupying your-
self chiefly with your collections of
art objects.”’

“No,”” said he, with a vague look
in his eyes, ‘‘I could not make up an
existence with any one thing. If I
gave up my activities things would
become flat, stale.”’

““But where do you find time for
so many interests?’’ I asked, for the
man seems no less than a magician
who creates in some way, the secret
of which is known only to himself,
and he replied: ‘“‘Going from one
thing to another rests me.”” That
was a favorable mood for the begin-
ning of his enterprises in Cuba,
where he is laying out a city to out-
shine Havana in beauty and com-
mercial prominence.

Writing to a friend from Cama-
guey, Puerto Principe, he said: ‘The
important matters which have kept
me here for most of the past seven
monthsg are still pending, and, al-
though very busy, I am greatly en-
joying the beautiful climate and sur-
roundings here.”’

It will be seen, then, that he is not
only charmed by the future indus-
trial possibilities of the island, but
by the natural beauty, and surely
this new ecity is an idea of stupend-
ous import, revealing great fore-
sight on the part of Sir William.

It is equally enjoyable to hear him
speak of his pioneer days in the
Northwest, and some of the tales he
tells would stir the blood even of the
least imaginative. On the plains the
atmosphere is so clear and the earth
so flat that one loses all sense of per-
gpective, the air becoming something
like a lens that magnifies distant ob-
jeets. Accordingly, Sir William de-
seribes his astonishment on first see-
ing a prairie chicken on the horizon :
¢« A ereature of gigantic proportions
strutting slowly and fantastically
along, it was a disappointment to
find it was only a prairie chicken
and not some truly antediluvian
bird, and the silence is terrifying,
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something so new and oppressing
that it can almost be heard.”’

Nor were the hardships and bodily
exhaustion attending any pioneering
cause wanting, but these are never
touched on, excepting to his most in-
timate friends. It is thrilling when
he describes his nights on the plains
in a pouring rain, sleeping on a wet
mattress on the ground, ‘‘with the
water oozing from the blankets over
us, the steam rising like a fog from
our bodies, and in that way we got
many a good steam bath and came
off none the worse for the experi-
ence.”’

In those days he fared no better
than the Italian laborers along the
line, living chiefly on pork and black
coffee. He gave orders that the cof-
fee should be served without stint,
hot and strong, and the result was
that the work was carried through
in less than half the time stipulated
by the Government. The same hero-
ism that met and overcame the con-
ditions, single-handed, one might
say, necessary in the building up of
the greatest railway in the world,
was shown in his private life. At
the time that he was night telegraph
operator on the Milwaukee his wife
fell sick of the small-pox. Putting
an end to all discussion of the mat-
ter, he began by turning everybody
out of the room. Then, tying up the
patient’s hands, to prevent scratch-
ing, he took up his post by the bed-
side, and fought the disease and the
doctors alone, and to-day Lady Van
Horne has not a scar on her face or
hands, and is a witness of the entire
efficiency of her nurse.

Somewhere in the Bible it is said
that the ‘‘way of the child gives pro-
phecy of the nature of the man,”’
and so the quality that makes a man
one of the ecreative spirits of his
time is revealed in his obscurity to
those of us who are more than mere
superficial observers.

Pou.tney Bigelow once said to me
that ‘‘a man’s greatness is explain-



THE DAUGHTER OF THE SIEUR LE SUEUR

ed by his vitality, rather than by op-
portunity or the advantages of birth
and education.”

With Sir William Van Horne the
habit of work has become so fixed
that it is a necessity like sunshine
and air, and he works for no reward
other than the doing of that which
his hands find to do, and doing it
with all his might. This habit of
work, coupled with a superabund-
ance of vitality, enables him to carry

251

through the work of a dozen men
and do it as easily as play.

As he has spanned the vastness of
the Canadian Northwest and belted
the Island of Cuba with a progres-
sive railway system, he is to-day lay-
ing the foundations of a future pros-
perity that is almost undreamed of.
Might it not be said of this man, with
truth, that he has made himself a
veritable citizen of the world? And
through it all he is still a humorist.

THE DAUGHTER OF THE SIEUR LE SUEUR
By CHESTER FIRKINS

My happy France, I dare not reck
How sweet thy moonlit gardens call,
Here 'neath grim bastions of Quebec,
Or brown log walls of Montreal;
Mine, mine the wild, the wanderer’s lure,
For I was made—by Mary’s will—
The daughter of the Sieur Le Sueur,
The bride of Iberville.

The wind wails cold along the shore;
O God, to-night upon the sea,
My Love sails in the northern war;
Pray bring him safely back to me!
My proud gray father braves the wild
To far Louisiana’s rim;
Now, Holy Mary, by Thy Child,
Hear Thou my loving prayers for him.

Again! The music in my ear!—
Dear France, my beautiful and blest,
Weary with yearning, spent with fear,
My heart cries out for you, for rest!
But hark! what clatter at the gate?
Doth now the red foe strike at last?
Nay, now !|—Pierre !—Oh, heart elate!
My love, my warrior, hold me fast!

Farewell, fond dream of courtiered halls,
Of merry song, of stately dance;
I would not change my loop-holed walls
Tonight for all the pride of France!
And sweet is sorrow to endure
For one who holds—by Mary’s will—
The glory of the Sieur Le Sueur,
The love of Iberville!



THE RENEGADE

BY BEN HUGHES

And they’d better far forget—
Those who say they love us yet—
Forget, blot out with bitterness our
name,
—Songs of a Sourdough.

“QAM,”’ said I, ““will I do?”’

““‘Guess you’ll have to; there’s
nothing but women folk and drunks
in Blatchford now; rest are up the
river. An’ you are some good on a
portage. You don’t know how to
sit a canoe or keep her nose off rocks
;nd snags, but you sure can pack

er.”’

Faint praise, and it hurt. For here
was I in my khaki overalls and
cruisers, coarse black shirt and three
months’ baptism of flies and ban-
nocks.

But Sam had known nothing else
all his life.

‘‘It’s three dollars a day for both
of us and a good enough bonus for
me if we find our man. And we’ll
have a passenger. Now hustle an’
get two sacks filled with chueck
enough for a couple of weeks. Put
in some canned tomatoes an’ pears
for the greenie an’ fly oil.”’

Sam went down to the wharf and
picked out a trim eighteen foot
Chestnut, roomy enough to ecarry
three and about 400 pounds, fairly
fast, and light on the portage.

Next morning our man came down
with a good-sized grip with English
locks. Over his well cut English rid-
ing breeches he had strapped a belt
with a six-shooter on one side bal-
ancing a sheath knife on the other.
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He was an oldish man, citified, with
cold grey eyes, tight lips and a
squared chin.

‘“‘Spot the pants,”’ said I to Sam,
as we trimmed the canoe with the
packs so that I should paddle in the
bow, passenger should sit in the mid-
dle and Sam should steer.

““Yah, but I’ll fix that.”’

Next thing I knew he was telling
Mr. Dixon that the nights were chilly
and he had better put on some close
fitting underwear.

‘“An’ if you think it will be too
warm with those knicker pants why
change ’em for those overalls youse
bought yesterday ; they look all right
for the woods.”’

‘When he came back in the over-
alls he looked more like a Christian
to be sure. And if Sam did fool him
about the damp because he wanted
to get rid of those leg o’mutton
things, he would sure have been
eaten up by black flies if he had gone
into the bush without pants and vest.
Why one Johnnie Raw who went up
to Larder with nothing but overalls
was so swollen up when he got back
to Cobalt they put him in the black
isolation shack for smallpox away
down in the muskeg, and there he
had to batch for three weeks.

When we had cleared the little
bay at Blatchford, and Sam had pull-
ed our bow round to head up the
broad waters of the Montreal, the
northwest wind came skipping over
the sparkling surge, breathing the
wild sweet fragrance of the north



THE RENEGADE

in benign mood. The blood made
riot in my veins. But Sam was
too true a bushman to take open
pleasure in these harmonies. He be-
longed to it, reasoned not at all,
but only knew it was good. He used
the short snappy Indian stroke, I,
the longer pull through of the white
man, and Passenger Dixon hung on
to the sides of the canoe so that the
Chestnut did not move very sweetly.

Same shouted to me: ““Do you
think you’re in a skiff? Shorter and
more of ’em.”” To the passenger:
«This is a canoe, not an alligator,
get out your paddle.’”’ Dixon gasp-
ed as one not used to be checked, but
smiled and put in a very strenuous
hour with Sam’s comments rasping
from behind. Before the river nar-
rowed to Snake Rapids and the first
portage, the paddles flickered and
plunged in time.

It was early June and the portage
was the worst fly-trap on the river.
The vanguard met us as we paddled
up the canoe-wide passage in the
drowned bush of the rocky landing;
they swirled in venomous clouds as
we swung the packages out of the
canoe. An odd one here and there
settled on Sam as he tied the paddles
across the thwarts and bobbed off
with the canoe like a monstrous
snail. They kept my hands busy bat-
ting them off my neck and face
while I showed Dixon how to get
the straps of the pack sack over his
shoulders and the tump line on his
forehead, but they plastered on the
Passenger’s ruddy English face and
neck like currants on a suet roll.
It was a mile portage, half boulders,
half swamp and a ravenous curtain
of flies all the way.

The Passenger started out with
the amused smile of a man doing
something unusual and rather pic-
turesque. He finished bent under the
pack and swearing vindictively. The
flies followed him half a mile on the
river and he averaged two strokes
of the paddle to one neck rub.
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When we made our first camping
ground, at the foot of the Boiling
Pot falls, he was calm again. But
a swarm rose out of the bit of mus-
keg across the narrow channel and
shook out of him all that goes for lan-
guage with an Englishman in about
half an hour. Bushmen reserve
their most vitriolic language for the
fly season, and he picked that up in
a few days. Naturally, he wasn’t
much help at pitching camp. Sam
picked a clean bit of rocky shore
where all the wind could reach us
and the flies, and with some dry
tamaracks handy; I strung the tent
on a straight bit of spruce and an-
chored her to a couple of jack pines,
endways, that is; the sides we
weighted down with twenty-pound
rocks. Inside, I laid a bed of bal-
sam twigs cut small, feathery foli-
age always overlapping the rough
ends, to keep the Passenger’s hips
off the rocks. You can make a bed
as springy as feathers that way, but
it’s a long job. Sam had built a fire
on the shore, and the Passenger was
standing up in the smoke, with a
happy little smile on his face at los-
ing his parasites. Then Sam came
back with three good-sized speckled
trout he had caught in a pool below
the falls, (he had cleaned them and
their flesh looked like butter with
just a little eoloring in), and we
had to yank the Passenger out of
the smoke and get down to business,
with the tea water to boil in an old
lard can, and the frying pan for the
fish. It didn’t take me long to bake
the trout, with the backbone taken
out of them, as it ought to be, while
Sam was mixing some flour with
lake water, making it good and stiff
for the bannock we should want in
the morning. For that night, I tos-
sed half a dozen flapjacks in the
frying pan after I was through with
the trout. We let the Passenger into
the smoke to eat his chuck, and built
ourselves a smudge off to one side.
By the time we were through eat-
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ing, the shadows had crept out of the
bush back of us, and the big sprawl-
ing white man’s fire of green birch
shone ruddily. The pert little chick-
adee dropped to sleep, and the
brown Canada birds no longer piped
‘““Poor Canada.”’ But the frogs in
the muskeg over the narrows boom-
ed and croaked in half a dozen cad-
ences. For an hour and a half the
flickering amber light drove back
the dark a space, and it was home.
Before the fire had died down to
embers, red as the light of Mars over
head, and Nature stole back, dark
and inscrutable, we had banked
round the tent with moss, and flap-
ped out the wailing mosquitoes,
homeseeking under the canvas. But
we hadn’t been down in the blankets
more’n ten minutes, before the fal-
setto chorus rose again, though not
so robust as before. It sung over
my head and I heard the Passenger
curse and bat his neck. There really
weren’t many around but by this
time they had got on his nerves, so
that, if one of ’em came whining, he
would sit up, slapping his hands and
cursing. Sam told him to get his
head under the blankets, same as we
had ours. He ducked under, but
came up in about two minutes, say-
ing that he would as soon be eaten
alive as suffocated. Hanged if he
didn’t unsew the tent and lay out
on the rocks in his blankets. We let
him go at that, for the mosquitoes
piled in on us through the loosed flap
like politicians after a job, and we
quit peeping and tucked in our heads
for keeps. In the morning when we
ran out to dress, and left them the
tent, there were a score of long leg-
ged sports hanging on to the canvas,
and they couldn’t fly, they were so
full, but the rest of the brethren were
too eager for breakfast. The Passen-
ger was haggard and worn. He had
been in the lake, but the flies had
chewed him so voraciously while he
was getting his clothes on and off,
that he decided to cut swimming out.
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We paddled and camped, ate and
smoked for a week round the waters
of Tombagami Lake, and the flies
never let up for a second. Sand flies,
black flies and mosquitoes in the day,
and mosquitoes at night. Sam had
put me wise by this time, that we
were looking for a young English-
man, a Mr. Oliphant, who would have
a bunch of money from home, when
he came out of the woods and claim-
ed it. So we butted in at all the
white tents of prospectors and fire-
rangers in their little clearings at
the lake edge, and asked slow ques-
tions of amateur miners, who more’n
half believed that we had our eyes
on their quarter of an inch vein of
calcite back in the bush and meant
to jump their claim. Many a time,
since I came back to Toronto, I’'ve
seen those veins in the rock figuring
as ‘‘good leads from which assays
have been taken, giving values of
two thousand ounces in silver and
bound to improve with depth.’”’ But
if a man is fool enough to put his
money in the ground, without look-
ing where the hole is, that is his
affair.

We couldn’t hear of our man;
hadn’t much to go by, anyway. It
was fifteen years since the Passenger
had seen his chum, and he might
have turned squaw man in that time,

He came like the sudden burst of
wind before the storm ; the wind that
puts so many good canoemen at the
bottom of the lake. It was the last
day of June, and we were camped
on a bit of land in Pike Bay, which
an Orangeman, with violent ideas as
to nuns and the Pope, had named
Boyne Island. Sam was washing his
shirt in the lake, and tomorrow’s
bannock was rising in the reflector
in front of the fire, when I saw a
canoe 'way off to the south, but com-
ing up fast. In ten minutes I saw
there were three people in her, in
five more, that one of them wore
skirts. Then I shouted to the boys,
for it was a strange thing for a
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woman to be there. Sam wrung his
shirt out and hung it on a bush out
of sight, the Passenger put a clean
handkerchief round his neck and
laced up his cruisers. By the time
we were through, the canoe was
beached, and two men and a woman
were sauntering up to look us over.
The man in the bow was tall and
lean in the flank. His head was cov-
ered with a red handkerchief, knot-
ted so as to screen all but the face.
He was so covered with hair and
flies, that he might have been taken
for an Indian, at fifty feet. But
when he said ‘‘thanks,’’ and I notic-
ed how the flies had eaten him, I
knew he was an Englishman. I guess
that old nursery rhyme was made
for an Englishman and mosquitoes:

Fe, fi, fo, fum,

I smell the blood of an Englishman.

Naturally, we were all looking out
of the corners of our eyes at the
woman. An Eskimo squaw in her
grease paint would look good to
a woodsman after a month’s trip,
but I know now that she was a little
brown, homely woman, with nothing
to charm but the fine freedom and
rhythm of movement, which is the
peculiar  heritage of Canadian
women. And her eyes! You forgot
everything else when you looked in-
to her eyes. They were big and soft.
To gaze into them was like looking
into the waters of Temagami. Away
down twenty feet is the bottom, but
just when you get your eyes fixed
so that you can peer through the
shimmer of the water to the waver-
ing outlines of deep water life, you
lose your balance and plunge in
headlong.

It was queer that, while the two
men were raw with fly bites, the lady
fanned one off now and then like
you might a city house fly in sum-
mer. If it was some cosmetic she
used, she might have made a fortune
selling it among the prospectors. She
carried a sheath knife in her belt
over her khaki hunting suit but, if

she had a gun, it was not on view.
She got down to business right away,
fishing all she wanted for the meal
out of the packsacks, and using our
fire to cook the bacon over. We
couldn’t coax a smile out of her,
but she followed the Englishman
with her eyes everywhere. He look-
ed hard at the Passenger when he
came up, puzzled. But when he
spoke he went right up to him and
put out his hand, saying ‘‘Dick.”’

It was Oliphant. Sam was tickled
to death at landing the bounty, and
he talked of nothing all night but
going and getting an option where
he knew an assay of a thousand dol-
lars had come from, somewhere on
Temagami. Sam was a good woods-
man, but he wasn’t worth a Conti-
nental as a miner.

‘When I got tired of his blowing
that night, I came down from the
tent on the top of the hump which
was the island, to the fire still burn-
ing at the lake edge. Oliphant and
the Passenger were there and I sat
back a piece in the dark.

The Passenger was talking:

““The last run we had with the
North Devon was great. We found
at Reynold’s pasture, and he led us
full ery over that brook of Meadows
—Carruthers came a mucker there—
over that stiff post and rails to Mars-
low Heath, ten minutes hard gallop-
ing, and rolled him over just outside
Springhill Covert. The pace was kill-
ing and there weren’t half a dozen
up at the finish.”’

‘“‘Shut up,’’ said Oliphant, softly,
but as if he wanted to hear more.
His voice had changed. Now it was
the soft, slurry Oxford English, with
only an occasional Americanism like
a burr on a silk coat. ‘‘Man, you
know it’s all over long ago for me,
‘long ago and far away,’ just as old
Kipling says in ‘Mandalay.’ ”’

“‘But it isn’t, Phil. I’ve been wait-
ing to tell you this; I’ve been search-
ing this God-forsaken country for a
month to find and tell you. Your
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uncle, Richard Holyoake’s dead, and
left you his money and place.”’

“Talk sense man; after what he
called me when we parted.”’

Dixon leant forward till his clean
cut face was ruddy in the fire-light.
‘When he spoke again after a pause,
his voice had lost its sing-song qual-
ity and was eager, intense.

“Honest to God, it’s true. And,
Phil, we want you at home. The house
at Iverscombe goes with your prop-
erty; snug little place in the North
Devon country, and Frank Beattie,
your old Christchurch chum, is M.
F. H. Lord, won’t he be glad to see
you in the field again. And there’s
plenty of stable room for a couple
of hunters and polo ponies at Iver-
scombe. The daughter of Esther-
wold, your old mare, is a wonder at
timber; she’s waiting for you. And
the county’s doing well at cricket;
only we want a left hand fast bowl-
er, and I’ll never forget how you
took those Essex wickets.”’

Oliphant’s pipe was out. He lit it
with a piece of birch bark and looked
steadily across the fire to the Pas-
senger.

““There’s something more in it yet,
Dick.””

““There is. If you don’t come and
settle down on the estate, the whole
business goes to your cousin, that
little wap of a treasury clerk with
his maiden ways. Just faney him at
Iverscombe!”’

““That all?’’

““No. Are you married to this
girl?”’ and he flung his arm uphill
to where her tent was.

‘When I looked round to follow the
motion of his arm, as I couldn’t help
doing, I saw the little woman close
behind me. I got up to take her
away, for there was no use her hear-
ing what was bound to come. But

when I touched her on the shoulder, -

she drew a gun from somewhere like

a flash. ‘‘I’ve heard as much as

you,”’ she said, ‘‘leave me alone.”’
The wind was blowing the smoke
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of the fire towards us, so that the
two didn’t hear and couldn’t see us,
while every word came clear to us,
and they were outlined as sharply
as a horse on a ridge with the sink-
ing sun behind him.

The next words we heard were:
““I must drop the little girl then?’’

“Why you must, man, you aren’t
married to her yet, you say, and
think of all you are giving up!”’

“Well, I guess I'll have to, Dick.
She’s fond of me, don’t cher know,
but, after all, her people are not my
people and her gods are not my gods.
I’ll hate to tell her about it.”’

“I’ll look after that. Now I am
going to try and get a snooze under
the blankets if the mosquitoes will
let me. We’vea long day’s paddling
if we’re to reach Blatchford to-mor-
row. Good night, old man.”’

Oliphant still sat by the fire and
his face wasn’t that of a man who
had been left a fortune. Presently
into the ring of light stepped the
little woman and touched Oliphant
timidly on the shoulder. ‘‘Go back
to bed,”” I heard him telling her,
sullenly. ‘“We’re going to Blatch-
ford to-morrow.”’

I expected her to flash the gun at
him like she had at me, but she took
him by the lapel of the coat and look-
ed at him with those great eyes of
hers. He wouldn’t look at her for
a time, brooding like a sulky child
over the fire, but when he did——

I don’t blame him ; I’d have weak-
ened before he did if she had looked
at me like that. And her voice was
so soft and mournful as she pleaded.

His arm went round her waist and
her head fell on his shoulder, and
that’s how I left them.

So, when we went to make break-
fast in the morning, I wasn’t so much
surprised as were Sam and the Pas-
senger to see only our canoe on the
shore.

I believe they are running a store
at Larder Lake now. And they are
married. }
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BY EMILY P.

FOREST

WEAVER

A delightful spot in Hampshire, full of romance and history,

intermingled with the everyday life of a quaint community

Photographs by J. G. Short, Lyndhurst
ENIGHTWOOD OAK, IN NEW FOREST

AT first sight the words “New Forest,”
written across a hundred square
miles of the English county of Hampshire,
seem to be a strange misnomer. What is
there new in the whole wide stretch of
wood and wold save a few somewhat
aggressive brick buildings? A bewitching
flavor of antiquity lingers in the quiet
of its green glades, hovers over its thatched
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cottages and crumbling ruins, and per”
vades its many quaint old customs and
time-honoured traditions. The truth is
that the name is no misnomer, but a
survival, like that of New College at
Oxford.

Something more than eight hundred
years ago the Forest was new, at least in
part, and thereby hangs the story of a
crime and a tragedy. When William the
Norman had succeeded in planting his
foot firmly on the neck of Saxon England,
he, who “loved the high deer as if he were
their father,” proposed to make for him-
self a royal and spacious hunting-ground.
In those days England was full of uncul-
tivated heaths and forests. None were
great enough for the mighty Conqueror.
In Hampshire there lay ready to his hand
many a thick wood and furzy moor.
Amongst these were scattered flourishing
homesteads, well-tilled fields, smiling
villages, but William, bent on stretching
wide the limits of his New Forest, laid
waste for many a rood the land that
owned him asking. No less than fourteen
villages were levelled with the dust, and
between two and three thousand people
were driven from their homes, to make
way for the harts and hares doomed to
suffer, in their turn, for the monarch’s
sport. Nor was this all. So that none
might venture to anticipate his hunting,
William proclaimed his savage Forest
Laws, ordaining that any man slaying the
deer should lose his eyes. “His rich men
moaned at it, and the poor men bewailed
it,” says the old Saxon Chronicle, “but he
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years later, before time had
softened the memory of the
hated King’s misdeeds, the
great central tower of the
Cathedral crashed through
the roof upon his tomb, and

men saw in the disaster
another token of God’s
wrath against the Con-

queror and his descendants.

A black marble tomb, said
to be that of Rufus, may
still be seen at Winchester,

BEAULIEU, NEW FOREST
was so stiff that he recked not of their
hatred.”

The truth of this tale of ruthless devasta-
tion has been called in question, but no
less an authority than Edward Freeman,
the learned historian of “The Norman
Conquest,” declares that the accusations
against William' are well founded, and
recent researches in “Domesday Book”
have brought to light convincing proofs
of the crime.

In the Conqueror’s own day, men looked
to see the judgment of God fall on him,
and they had not long to wait. Revolt
and bereavement, plague and famine, fire
and war vexed his later years. Nor did
the curse touch him alone. Two of his
sons and a grandson met death in the
Forest, and it is told in Domesday Book
that William, hoping to secure the repose
of his son Richard’s soul, gave back to a
certain Englishman the lands of which he
had been wrongfully dispossessed.

For the eternal welfare of the tyrant’s
other son, William Rufus, there was none
to care. When he fell dead in the Forest
(on"the site, it is said, of one of the
churches sacrilegiously destroyed to make
the ‘waste) his father had been dead for
thirteen years. The deed was done,
say historians, by an unknown hand, and,
when his followers saw the arrow in his
heart, they fled, leaving his corpse to the
mercy of any chance passer-by. At last
a charcoal-burner carried the king’s re-
mains to Winchester, and there, without
sound of bell or murmur of prayer, they
were committed to the earth. Seven

but a more interesting monu-
ment to the Red King’s
unsavory memory stands
in one of the Forest glens. This is a
stone, set up in 1745, to mark the spot
where had stood an oak tree, which,
according tq, one old tradition, had been
the indirect cause of William’s death.
This stone is now cased with metal to
protect it from the depredations of me-
mento-hunters; but on this outer covering
may be read a copy of the original inscrip-
tion, setting forth how an arrow shot by
Sir Walter Tyrrell glanced from the tree
and fatally wounded the King.

Curiously enough the name of the only
English sovereign who rivals Rufus in the
hearty hatred of the English people is
also associated with the Forest. To find
King John’s monument the traveller
must take his way to the lovely village
of Beaulieu, which lies in a valley at the
head of a long, narrow inlet of the sea.
On approaching Beaulieu from Lynd-
hurst, “the capital of the Forest,” its
picturesque low roofs, stained yellow
here and there with lichen, are first seen,
if the tide chances to be high, across a broad
sheet of water. But the village does not
lose its charm on a nearer view. People
obliged to live in a hurry do not choose
it for a dwelling-place, and even at mid-
day a gentle hush broods over its quaint
little street.

The name of the hamlet has been in-
terpreted to mean “Fair Place,” though,
according to the guide-book, this
Norman-French designation was con-
fused with a Saxon word, “Beo-lea,”
or “Bee-meadow,” and thus it has come
to pass that in spite of its foreign-looking
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spelling, Beaulieu is pronounced * Bew-
ley.”

But to return to King John. On the
outskirts of the village stand an old manor-
house, a little church, and a few crumbling
walls and arches, all of which are relics
of the once magnificent Abbey of Beaulieu,
where, by-the-way, Conan Doyle lays the
scene of the opening chapters of his novel,
“The White Company.”

This abbey was founded by King John
in expiation, according to the legend, for
a projected but unaccomplished crime.
Having been offended by the Cistercian
Order of Monks, he sent for their abbots
and ordered his soldiers to trample them
to death beneath the hoofs of their
horses. The soldiers feared to obey,
and the fathers escaped; but at night
the King had an appalling vision of the
Judgment Day, and beheld himself
trembling beneath the scourges of the
insulted churchmen. To propitiate the
Cistercians and avert the wrath of God,
John began to build the beautiful monas-
tery by the sea. It was finished by his son
and for three centuries it stood, a peaceful
refuge for the white-robed brethren, and
for the many guests who in those un-
quiet times “took sanctuary” with them.
Then the shadow of another king fell
across the scene.

This was Henry VIII ,that truculent
and not wholly disinterested reformer of
the Church of England. At his stern fiat,
Beaulieu shared the fate of many another
religious house. The monks were driven
from their pleasant home, and the abbot’s
palace was bestowed upon a

meditate, the arcade has gone and only
the bare wall still stands. Few even of
the stones remain, for the ruins were
used as a quarry to supply material for
the building of Hurst Castle, many miles
away.

The cellars, kitchen and refectory
escaped demolition, and the latter, which
has a curious groined roof, is now used as
the parish church. The stone pulpit,
which hangs on the wall like a swallow’s
nest, and is reached by steps cut in the
thickness of the masonry, was built for the
convenience of the monk whose duty it
was to read aloud from some edifying
book, at meal times, to prevent his breth-
ren seasoning their food with any spice
of gossip.

Generations have gone by since the
picturesque figures of the monks passed
out of the life of the Forest, but the six
or seven thousand people who, to-day,
make up its population, represent all
ranks in society. Of the poorer classes,
many gain their living by work connected
with the Forest, such as wood-cutting
and charcoal-burning, and a number of
gypsies lead a congenial life within its
limits.

The dwellings in the Forest present as
great a variety as their inhabitants.
They range indeed from stately mansions,
in the midst of well-kept grounds, to the
huts of squatters, who cannot claim a
foot of land outside their four walls.
There used to be an unwritten rule that,
if a man could put up a house and light a
fire in it undisturbed the site became his

secular lord, one of whose’
successors, fearing attack
from French privateers,
surrounded it with a moat
and a turreted wall. The
great church was torn down,
and now a fine old door-
way is all that remains to
give a hint of its ancient
glories. The chapter house,
with the exception of three
graceful arches, has shared
the same fate; and of

the cloisters, where the
brethren used to walk and

COTTAGES AT SWAN GREEN, NEW FOREST
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property,and many a hut, itis said, was thus
run up in a single night. Now, however,
neither poor man nor rich can acquire
additional private property in the Forest.

In connection with the right of property
there seems to be some mysterious virtue
in a chimney. Two or three miles from
Lyndhurst there stands in the open field
a little brick fireplace, above which rises
a chimney four or five feet high. Its use
is difficult to imagine, but we were
assured that for some occult reason the
title to the field depended on that pre-
posterous chimney!

The greater part of the Forest is un-
enclosed, but for several centuries the
planting of trees has been carried on more
or less systematically, and the young
plantations are protected by fences.
These plantations are naturally uninterest-
ing, but the longer one lingers beneath the
wonderful trees of the older woods, the
greater seems their power of fascination.
And there is an endless variety in their
charm. In the heart of the Forest is
Boldrewood, the private property of King
Edward, where grow a number of mag-
nificent pines and spruce-firs. In the same
enclosure stand the King and Queen of the
Oaks, two dead giants, said to be the
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largest trees in the Forest. They are
supposed to be nine hundred years old,
and even in their decay are ruggedly pic-
turesque—the King especially so. Not
far distant is Mark Ash, a mighty wood of
wide-spreading beeches, but the largest
living tree is the Knightwood Oak,
which bids fair to flourish for many a
long day. Several of its limbs are as
thick as good-sized trees, and its trunk
has so great a girth that five grown-up
people, joining hands, can scarcely
encircle it.

In places the great trees grow very
close together, but little fallen timber en-
cumbers the ground, and there is not
much underbrush, unless the wealth of
holly-bushes growing beneath and around
the larger trees might be thus described.
Both they and rhododendrons grow
freely in the Forest, and their dark, glossy
foliage adds much to its beauty.

The wildness of this English forest is
of a milder type than that of our western
bushes, but it is none the less a paradise
for many happy living creatures, wholly
untamed or half so. Herds of smail
cattle, droves of hogs, troops of rough-
coated ponies, donkeys young and old,
roam at will through the woods and along
the roads. Nearly all the year round the

DOORWAY OF CHURCH, BEAULIEU ABBEY,
NEW FOREST



JULY NIGHT « 261

“smale fowles,” loved of the poet Chaucer,
make melody in the woods, for, when the
summer songsters depart, there are still
the robins and the thrushes. But it is in
springtime, of course, that the Forest
throbs with its fullest life. Then little
nest-builders flit in and out of every
prickly holly-bush, squirrels gambol in
the tops of the aged trees, and each small
hollow is the centre of strange activities
on the part of many a busy insect and
tiny quadruped.

Now as of old the Forest is a mighty
hunting-ground. Who can say indeed
what tragedies go on amongst its furred
and feathered inhabitants themselves,
whilst man, for business or for pleasure,
still plays his old part of destroyer? Ento-
mologists, professional and amateur, hunt
for specimens of moths and insects; and
for years one man at least, “Brusher

Mills” by name, made a livelihood by
hunting for snakes, which were sent up
to London to “The Zoo,” to serve as food
for certain cannibalistic specimens of
their kind. He used a forceps to catch his
wriggling prey, seizing the creatures near
the head. Thus, during a period of
fourteen years he captured over three
thousand adders, but for the most part
his game consisted of non-poisonous
snakes.

Of course this utilitarian hunting is not
of the kind that strikes the eye and ear, but
the wealthy still pursue for sport the foxes
and the few remaining descendants of
William’s “high deer”; and at certain
seasons it is a common thing to see the
scarlet-coated huntsmen, careering madly
down the Forest glades, with hound
and horn, as the Conquerorjand his
courtiers rode of yore.

RUINED CLOISTERS, BEAULIEU ABBEY

JULY NIGHT

By ARCHIE P. McKISHNIE

The western skies were all aglow,
With molten gold by angels cast ;
It faded and came floating slow,
A Moon-Ship down the Sky-Sea vast.

High-prowed she sought the harbor old
And saw the far-off lights of home;

A million gems slipped from her hold,—
A wake of stars across the foam.



GENERAL BROCK'S PORTRAIT
BY LADY EDGAR

““In all my poor historical investiga-
tions it has been, and always is, one of the
most primary wants to procure a bodily
likeness of the personage enquired after;
a good portrait, if such exists; failing
that, even an indifferent, if sincere one.
In short, any representation, made by a
faithful human ereature, of that face and
figure, which he saw with his eyes, and
which I can never see with mine, is now
valuable to me and much better than none

at all.”’—Carlyle.
IT was this feeling that prompted
the late John Beverley Robinson,
while Lieutenant-Governor of On-
tario, to inaugurate that splendid
collection of portraits of the Lieu-
tenant-Governors of Upper Canada
which now hangs in the dining-room
of Government House, Toronto. He
spared no pains to obtain genuine
original family pictures from which
copies could be made, and the result
has been that we have faithful re-
presentations of our early rulers,
who would otherwise have been but
vague historical personages.

Among this collection none excites
more interest than the portrait of
Sir Isaac Brock; therefore it is well
to place upon record its exact his-
tory, how it was obtained, and what
ground there is for believing it to be
a good likeness.

It was in 1881 that Lieutenant-Gov-
ernor Robinson commissioned his
brother, Colonel Robinson (now Ma-
jor-General Robinson, C.B.) to find
out from the relatives in Guernsey
what sketches or portraits of the dis-
tinguished general were in existence.
The correspondence that follows
shows that at that time there were
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two likenesses of Sir Isaac in pastel
and water-color, one of which had
belonged to Savery Brock, the other
to Irving Brock, his younger broth-
ers.

The fqrmer had been left by Sav-
ery to his daughter Rosa, who mar-
ried General Huyshe. The other had
begn left by Irving, who had no
chlld_rqn, to Henry Tupper, the eldest
surviving son of his sister Eliza-
beth, who had married John Elisha
Tupper.

It was, at the time of the corres-
pondence of 1881, in the possession
of Henry Tupper’s widow.

Mrs. Huyshe writes to Col. Robin-
son on the 2nd November, 1881, as
follows :

Dear Sir,

I have done what I can to further your
wishes with regard to the likeness of my
uncle, by communicating with Mrs, Tup-
per, who came to me this afternoon to
see mine, but her’s is evidently the better
of the two, so she will send it shortly to
Mrs. Lewis, with another she has, uncol-
ored, which T believe the family consid-
ered most like him. She begs me to say
she wishes it to be returned as soon as
copied, as the family value them much.
It is a great pity we have not a good like-
ness of so distinguished an officer.

Yours truly,
ROSA HUYSHE (née) BROCK.

The uncolored likeness referred to
was a bronze medallion portrait in a
case. :

Colonel Robinson writes to his bro-
ther, December 3, 1881, as follows:

The Brock family were very reluctant to
send the portrait of Sir Isaac out of reach.
The one I eventually got of him belongs
to a niece, a Mrs. Henry Tupper, who was
anxious about it, and very naturally, as it is
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a mixture of chalk and water-color, which
rubs easily. In the end I settled with Mrs.
Tupper and Mrs. Lewis for it to come to
London to Mrs. L., and the latter has had
it copied in oils for me by a Miss Kerr-
Nelson, who has, to my mind, made a most
excellent portrait from it.

The size is 23 by 17. The arrangement
I agreed to was that when Augusta (Mrs.
Strachan) goes out she should take the
picture to you; that if the Canadian Gov-
ernment would like it, or anyone else in
Canada, they should be allowed to pur-
chase it for ten guineas, but if the size
did not suit your purpose you should re-
turn it, carriage paid.

I think myself that when you see the
picture, it will be bought in Canada, both
as a picture and on account of Sir Isaac
Brock’s connection with the country* At
all events, Berthon would be able from it
to make a portrait of any size.

I have also had the original, from which
this copy is made, photographed, cabinet
size, by Hills and Saunders, and will send
you a copy. I like the oil copy though,
better than the original or the photo, as
the original was always, I fancy, a wishy-
washy production, and I daresay has faded
with age, making the face appear flat and
whitish, except in one or two places where
the color is bright. :

The description of Sir Isaac makes him
have a florid complexion rather. He must
have been a handsome man. :

Again Colonel Robinson writes to

his brother: :

With regard to your queries, I wrote to
Mrs. H. Tupper, the owner of the original
picture we copied (which, by the way,
though it may not be a very good like-
ness, is, I think, a very satisfying one to
have), to ask her for information as to
the way in which the picture came to them
and so forth. Her daughter replied for her
and I enclose her reply.

Les Cotils, Jan, 18, 1882,
Dear Colonel Robinson: :

My mother, Mrs. Henry Tupper, is, I re-
gret to say, very far from well; therefore
on her behalf I reply to your letter of
January 14th. We are glad to hear that a
good painting has been made from the
likeness of Sir Isaac Brock, and that Can-
ada and Chelsea will now possess port-
raits of him. I have enquired from Mrs.
de Lisle (a niece of Sir Isaac’s, and the
only survivor of the family who was alive
at the time of his death) if she has any
knowledge of the circumstances under
which the likeness my mother and Mrs.

*This picture is now in the possession of
Mrs. Forsyth Grant, the eldest daughter of
Lieutenant-Governor Robinson.

Huyshe possess, were painted, but she is
unable to give me any information; she
always remembers seeing the two port-
raits in the houses of her uncles, the two
brothers of Sir Isaae, from one of whom
my father inherited his copy, whilst the
other descended to Mrs. Huyshe from her
father. If you refer to the note, p. 341,
in Tupper’s life of Brock, you will find
that it says that the agent of the officers
of the 49th applied to his family for a
copy, but unfortunately they possessed no
good likeness of the general.

The Mrs. de Lisle quoted in this
letter must have been Caroline, the
daughter of General Brock’s elder
sister Elizabeth, and wife of Beau-
voir de Lisle.

With reference to the request of
the 49th Regiment, Miss Henrietta
Tupper, daughter of Ferdinand
Brock Tupper, writes to Colonel Rob-
inson :

Candic Road, Jan. 25th, 1882,
Dear Sir;

My cousin, Mrs. LeCoig, brought me your
letter of January 14th to read in order
that T might help her to answer your ques-
tions. My cousin will have been able to
explain that the reason why the 49th fail-
ed to procure a portrait of Sir Isaac was,
not that there was no existing likeness,
but that there was no good one. Miss Hen-
rietta Tupper continues: She will also
have told you that we never heard of a
medal for Queenston. That for Detroit
has been for many years in our possession,
my father being the then eldest son of the
general’s elder sister, not one of Sir
Isaac’s nine brothers having left a son.

We have also the coat in which he was
killed, the handkerchief with his blood,
and I believe every scrap of paper relat-
ing to him, for my father was an intense
hero-worshipper, and his gallant uncle was
his chief hero. From my cradle I was
taught every interesting particular con-
cerning my great uvncle, and Detroit and
Queenston have always been household
words in our home.

Miss Tupper, in another letter, en-
closing the Brock pedigree, writes:

It will show you how completely the
Brock family has died out and that the
only male descendant of Sir Isaac’s eldest
sister, my grandmother, is the grandson of
my uncle Henry Bingham Tupper, a very
intelligent but exceedingly delicate boy.

She repeats what had been already
related by Mrs. Huyshe:

The two pictures belonged respectively
to my great uncles Savery and Irving.
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That belonging to Savery is just now
in the possession of his daugh-
ter, Mrs. Huyshe. That belonging
to Irving, who left no children, was be-
queathed by him to my uncle Henry Tup-
per, and you had it lent you by his widow.
You will see that Sir Isaac was a K.B., an
older title than K.C.B., is it not? but that
to which the latter is the present equiva-
lent. I agree with every word you write
with regard to the portrait and feel very
sorry the 49th have never had one.

Miss Kerr-Nelson, the artist who
copied the picture, writes to Colonel

Robinson March 3rd, 1882: ;
In the event of Mr. Berthon not being
able to execute the portrait of Sir Isaae, I
think I could undertake to do it from the
two photographs. I should remember the
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coloring without having my own returned.
History omits to mention, I believe, which
of his eyes had a slight cast, but perhaps it
might be allowable to make him look
straight in the piecture. I am glad you
liked the little sepia at Chelsea.

Miss H. Tupper sent Colonel Rob-
inson a photo of Mrs. Huyshe’s port-
rait. She writes April 15, 1882

You see it is my aunt Mrs. H. Tupper’s
portrait, in profile, not full-faced. If you
wish the original, I ean get it for you
from Mrs. Huyshe’s, should she as she
says, have left it in the dining-room. But
I rather doubt your caring to see it, for it
is, T believe, the fac-simile of Mrs. Tup-
per’s, which came from Mr. Irving Broeck
and was executed probably in London,
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while Mrs. Huyshe’s, which belonged to her
father, Savery Brock, was most likely
copied from it. The third likeness, uncol-
ored, of which we all possess a copy, is also
a profile in bronze,but when I took it to the
photographer with Mrs. Huyshe’s to see
which would be best to copy fromy he
chose the latter. If I find I can get it
taken out of the case, I will send it to
you to look at. I quite agree with you as
to the desirability of having the best pos-
gible portrait, and indeed, I look on it as
a sacred duty to act as my father would
have wished in sparing neither trouble nor
expense in the matter.

A letter from Colonel Robinson to
his brother the Lieutenant-Governor
gives a résumé of all that had taken
place with regard to the portrait. He
writes, 18th April, 1882:

I told you in one of my last letters that
1 had written to Mrs. Huyshe to enquire
if there was any full-faced portrait of Sir
Isaac, and if there was, if she would have
it photographed, and that I heard she had
gone to Malta. Her answer, which I send,
enclosing the card of Sir Isaac forward-
ed in this, came to-day. From it it is pretty
clear that we have already got the best
likeness possible and that no full-faced one
undoubtedly is to be obtained. In my own
mind I was pretty well satisfied that the
one we had received from Mrs. Tupper
and had copied was the best, as the family
gaid so, but there was no harm in getting
fuller information. There are only two
pictures in existence, Mrs. Tupper’s, which
you have had copied, and Mrs. Huyshe’s,
of which I send the card and which is
evidently only a copy of the others.

There is aiso the uncolored likeness
(bronze). This is also in profile. Pos-
gibly it might help to get a true expres-
sion, but beyond that I am afraid it could
not be of assistance.

Although the family in Guernsey
geem to have been in ignorance as to
when, where, and by whom the pro-
file sketches were made, there is a
possibility, from information recent-
ly acquired, that one of them at
least was made in Canada some time
between the years 1806 and 1812 by
Ensign Kittermaster of the 49th
Regiment, an amateur artist of some
merit.

Mrs. Auden, wife of Principal Au-
den of Upper Canada College, and

grand-daughter of Ensign, later Dr.
Kittermaster, of Meriden, Warwick-
shire, has in her possession a port-
folio of her grandfather’s sketches
in black and white and water-color,
of various scenes in Canada, dated
from 1806.

Among them are profile portraits
of Ensign D. Brown, Ensign D. Ellis,
Ensign Garrett, Lieutenant Wight-
wick, all of the 49th Regiment, then
stationed in Canada.

‘What more probable than that the
youth should have taken a sketch
from life of his colonel, which sketch
found its way, with the other belong-
ings of Sir Isaaec, to his Guernsey
home?

Mr. J. W. L. Forster, portrait
painter, says his recollections of the
original sketch, then in the posses-
sion of Major Savery Carey, are that
it was about ten inches by eight in
size; that it was evidently taken
from life, although probably not by
a professional artist; that the color-
ing, though faded, was that of a man
with brown hair, a florid complexion
and grey blue eyes.

Mr. Forster was allowed by the
family to use, for the purpose of the
portrait, the very coat worn by
Brock in his last battle. It was with
the utmost difficulty he found a man
large enough to fill the garment, thus
showing the giant proportions of our
national hero. At the best it was
loose for the biggest man in Guern-
sey.

The portrait by Berthon, in Gov-
ernment House, Toronto, will remain
for all time the accredited one of
the famous general. The facts con-
tained in the correspondence, now
printed for the first time, and in Mr.
Forster’s report, may well lead to
the belief that the strong profile be-
fore us was indeed a veritable like-
ness of that true soldier and very
perfect knight, General Sir Isaac
Brock.

e




THE BEAUTY OF OLDNESS
BY AUBREY FULLERTON

lF you have ever sat—as of course

you have—before an exhibition of
moving pictures, and have watched
one new scene after another dance
awhile, slide away, and then re-
appear at the left as the original
motion with amendments, you are in
some measure acquainted with the
feeling that comes over one after a
lengthened stay in the West. Quick
moves, changing scenes, and restless
nerve-play are essential features of
Western life; yet the same picture in
different settings is repeated a thous-
and times. Newness is written across
the face of all the West and thrills
in every move of the industrial
dance. Towns grow in a day. A
railway conductor, so the story goes,
posted a brakeman on the rear plat-
form to name the new towns that
sprang up as they went by. Twenty-
four hours produce a dwelling and
three weeks an office building; fif-
teen minutes would burn them up,
but, oddly enough, they don’t burn.
By and by the shack gives place to
more abiding architecture, and the
town puts on its growin’-up clothes.
New buildings, new streets, new rail-
roads, new ambitions, new census
estimates. It is all new, and ever-
lastingly on the move.

The newness palls at times. And
then one longs for the older and
slower things. The beauty of old-
ness comes upon one, in relief from
the garish newness, and yielding to
this fascination of antiquity one buys
a ticket and goes back East.
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Let us suppose that, in the East,
such an one should go by the river
route from Montreal to Ottawa. All
the way across the continent he has
been fleeing from newness, with a
half-crazy desire to get into the sight
and company of mossback things;
but all the way the pestering pres-
ence of new things has been with
him. The railway car was new, the
towns along the way were new, Win-
nipeg was new, Toronto was growing
new, Montreal was assuming mod-
ernity. The man sated with newness
turns with relief to the prospect of
a sail up the Ottawa, into the Land
of Oldness, by the good old way,
through scenes that have the beauty
of oldness and the charm of unner-
vous leisure.

Yes, this is old, almost as old ag
the hills, and as good as medicine.
He needs not to be a visionary to see
it, feel it, breathe it, taste it, and it
is just according to how badly sick
of newness is the man from the West
how many turns he takes around the
deck of the steamboat and sniffs hig-
toric eonsolation. Someone said the
other day that the West was the
gainer by having no history; but
there are times when one is glad to
lean back upon history and bolster
up one’s spirits by the consciousness
that the world did not begin with
him and that he is therefore not re-
sponsible for all its goings-on. Now
the Ottawa river is the kind of place
that helps one. It has history. One
may moralize, philosophize, or versi-
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fy about it, as the mood and the
ability take one, but the splendid
soul-satisfying fact remains that
there is something there to get back
on to, and the thoughts that come to
the man who thinks, as the boat
winds up the River of Oldness, are
deep and comfortable thoughts. It
is not merely that it is a scenic river,
or that it has the charm which a clear
sky and a fine day give to any water:
it is the beauty of oldness that has
1aid hold upon one and deliciously
stirred.

With what real interest does such
a passenger look upon the tying-up
at the wayside wharves, and what
real satisfaction does he find in the
contemplation of the people gather-
ed there, the patient watchers for the
boat. They seem familiar with the
ways of content. Never mind if their
lot is narrow and their life hum-
drum : they are the people of quiet
waters and green pastures. The at-
mosphere of oldness is about them
—the oldness of habit, thought, and
spirit—and from outside it refreshes
by its very differentness. A people
unaccustomed to hurry, unreached
by the fever of new things, and un-
driven by that madness which will
not wait, these dwellers by the river
taste the real antiquity of life.
Things have an opportunity to get
old with them and to gather that
beauty of oldness which a people
who live in the hurry-go-round can
never cultivate.

Just to see from the steamer deck
the quiet life along the River of Old-
ness does one good and comforts one,
if one be tired of newness. And where
evidences of hurry and new things
obtrude—for not all the River folk
are quiet-tempered—one looks the
other way, refusing to see discord-
ance.

The life of the village beyond the
wharf is the life of the wharf on a
large scale. The same spirit is in it
and of it. Its streets, lanes, shops,
dooryards, and homes show an order-

liness to which the spirit of the
hurry-world is utterly foreign. There
is but little that suggests merely yes-
terday : it is all of to-day and a long
time ago, and in this embodied old-
ness one finds, or thinks one finds,
that restful permanency which in the
new places is impossible. Back of
the old river village is lore that
monumentalizes whatever was said
or done by the village folk; what
they say and do to-day is not so
greatly different from what they
have always said and done; and the
few who have been impelled to go
out into larger and busier fields are
now alien to its life and genius. The
grace of oldness is upon it and can
not be altogether shaken off, for even
though they work fast and think
hard they who live here can not es-
cape the air that hangs over them.
One knows that it is not Eden, nor
Utopia, nor Arcadia, and one fears
lest some rude modernity will sud-
denly spoil the charm; but this is
very near the real thing. It is good
to look at the villages as one goes up
the River of Oldness and draw pie-
tures of the life that passes in them.
The exercise is good for the soul.

But away from the wharves and
the villages, into the open river
spaces, one enters sight of where the
beauty of oldness really dwells. The
farms upon the hill and the cottages
by the river road: these are old and
beautiful. A well-sweep and its
mossy bucket; an ivied wall; a low
and roomy gable, with its window to
the river; a grove of elms that are
century-old; an orchard that has
blossomed and fruitened upon many
generations: of such are the things
that make one shudder as one thinks
of the prairie shack-town.

We have not learned yet the value
of the old farm-house and the attic
of a thousand wonders. Heaven be
praised for the rough-floored garrets
where in our adolescence some of us
fumbled over the eollected relics of
many years and revelled in the land
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of attic delights. They say it is.a
mistake to hoard things, to keep heir-
looms, and to maintain a cast-off
museum on the top floor. It may,
indeed, be not good housekeeping,
but it is wonderfully good education
for the youngsters, and we who have
passed through the attic school look
back with the fondest and liveliest
recollections to the delights that
were there knit into the groundwork
of our lives. Such delights are not
to be had in the places where homes
and all else are new ; they belong only
to the places where things are old,
Where the beauty of oldness has come
down,

Old homes, old farms, old roads
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and trees and meadows, old country
churches and storied schools, old vil-
lages and forgotten industries : sure-
ly there is beauty in them all and a
compelling sense of inner delight
that makes one think, and makes one
happier just to see it again after all
the other. Then the beauty of old-
ness becomes reality.

And after he has seen it all, has
lived it through once more, and has
for a day or for several days renewe-
ed these peculiar Jjoys, the man who
was tired of newness yearns again
for the West, the new and stirring,
nervous, picture-moving West, and
as soon as he may he hurries back
to it.

SECLUSION

By

ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

A forest pool may lie

Close hidden in a thicket,
So still the leaves that die,
Leaf upon leaf, may lie
Unstirred by e’en a cricket.

Here may the blushing day,
In hidden sanctuary,

Hide her sweet h

eart away,

And sing, all sad, all gay,
The mystic songs of faéry.

Here, close and dear, may lie
The starry sisters seven—

Fresh-shining from the Sky—
Unheard to voice the sigh

They dared not breathe in Heaven |

Like ‘Yo your heart, mogt Fair, 2%
Is this seclusion saintly

No voice may clamor there, : :
ere e’en the perfumed ajp
Of love can stir but faintly |
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If one might live ten years among
the leaves,
Ten—only ten—of all a life’s long
day,
‘Who wogld not choose a childhood
‘neath the eaves
Low-sloping to some slender foot-
path way?

With the young grass about his
childish feet,
And the young lambs within his
ungrown arms,
And every streamlet side a pleasure
seat
Within the wide day’s treasure-
house of charms.

To learn to speak while young birds
learned to sing,
To learn to run e’en as they learn-
ed to fly;
With unworn heart against the
breast of spring,
To watch the moments smile as
they went by.

Enroofed with apple buds afar to
roam,
Or clover-cradled on the murmur-
ous sod,
To drowse within the blessed fields
of home,
So near to earth—so very near to
God.
—Ethelwyn Wetherald.

TaE BUsSINESS GIRL.

IF one may judge from the columns

of Canadian newspapers, the busi-
ness girl is becoming a highly im-
portant feature of the day’s work.
During the last score of years, the
business in the lawyer’s office, in in-
surance, loan companies and manu-
facturing firms has wundergone no
more striking change than the in-
troduction of feminine eclerks and
stenographers. In the few large cities
of Canada there are now hundreds
of girls who are in such employ-
ment.

The effect of this influx of girl
clerks has been, so it is said, to lower
the prices paid to men for clerical
work. However, in estimating its
disastrous influence, several writers
have forgotten that the opportuni-
ties afforded the modern woman have
frequently lightened the home bur-
den of father or brother. In the
olden days, when work outside the
household was considered a disgrace
or a reproach to woman, the support
of several sisters frequently fell to
the lot of a self-sacrificing brother.
In England, at the present day, there
are many dreary households consist-
ing of a goodly group of spinsters
who would consider it a degradation
to seek lucrative employment of any
kind and who find in village chari-
ties or interminable needlework an
outlet for their energy. No woman



270

of self-respect cares to feel that she
is being ‘‘provided for’’ by a relative
who considers all such provision
a burden. If the modern extensive
employment of women in business
life has made it harder for the man
to obtain positions which seem to
“‘pay,’’ according to masculine stan-
dards, it has also relieved the do-
mestic stress which comes when the
women of the household are left ‘‘de-
pendent’’ upon brothers or other
men relatives.

It is cheerfully admitted that the
ideal life is that of home and that
most women would prefer such a
sphere. But we are not living in
Utopia. This article is not intended
to discuss what may, might or should
be, but what is. The fact remains
that hundreds of girls in Winnipeg,
Toronto and Montreal are earning
a livelihood as stenographers or
book-keepers and that their needs
have become a matter for serious
consideration. The columns of the
Toronto Globe have lately contain-
ed an interesting correspondence,
‘“What our Business Girls Say,’’ in
the new department for women
which, by the way, is edited by a
writer who credits women with
brains and does not conduect a ‘“muf-
fins and measles’’ page.

A letter appearing in that paper
on May 30th tells of the trials and
progress of ‘“Zack,’” a girl who does
not live in Toronto, but is thriving
in another Canadian city on six dol-
lars a week. The young correspon-
dent insists on saying ‘‘per week,”’
although why any Canadian girl, de-
sirous of using good English, should
write ‘‘per week’’ or ‘‘per year’’ is
not easily understood. However,
“Zack’’ writes a bright and enter-
taining letter and her employers are
doubtless fortunate in their enter-
prising book-keeper. ‘‘Zack’ ad-
mits that she does not save anyghmg,
and indeed it would be surprising if
she managed to do more than pay
for board, laundry, clothes and
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stamps out of six dollars a week.
She is a plucky young person who
deserves to attain unto ten dollars
a week. She solemnly advises those
who have domestic employment at
twelve dollars a month to remain
where they are, and expresses envy
of those with such employment. But
what is to prevent ‘‘Zack’’ or others
in stuffy offices from dropping such
nerve-racking work and entering
kitchens? One does not need to look
far for the reason.

Another correspondent, who lives
in Toronto, has the old familiar tale
about the city boarding-house at
three dollars and a half a week. It
is not conducive to refinement, says
the ‘““One Who Boards,”” and I en-
tirely agree with her. There is some-
thing dreary and sordid about the
average city boarding-house, to
which the newspaper funny column
has not yet done justice. The move-
ment to establish either lunch rooms
or boarding-houses for business wo-
men in our large cities is meeting
with general support. It is not to be
a charity, in the common acceptation
of that much-abused term. Heaven
knows that Toronto and other Cana-
dian cities have too much unorgan-
ized and overlapping institutional
work known as charities. The pro-
posed establishment must be quite
different in atmosphere and equip-
ment from the ordinary ‘‘institu-
tion,”” if it is to attract the class of
girls needing such an abode—girls
who have slender pocket-books and
refined taste, who are homesick for
cleanly and dainty surroundings.

The question of payment is fre-
quently discussed in the feminine
business world. It is usually stated
that a woman is not paid the sum
which a man would receive for do-
ing similar work. Many experienced
women are to blame for placing too
low a price on their toil, while too
many incapable beginners have an
exaggerated idea of the value of
their services. A woman who has
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any respect for her brains will not
spend her strength for a mere pit-
tance. Not long ago a prominent
business man who is manager of a
prosperous company was speaking in
terms of highest praise of his secre-
tary, a woman who has been in his
employment for thirteen years and
whose equal, for tact, despatch and
thoroughness, it would be difficult
to find.

““I pay her eight hundred dollars
a year,”’ said the manager with some
pride, ‘‘and her work is really worth
fifteen hundred.”’

‘““Then why don’t you give her
fifteen hundred!?’’ I inquired ingen-
nously.

Several weeks afterwards, he look-
ed positively injured, as he inform-
ed me that Miss M—— had asked
for twenty dollars a week and that
he was actually giving her such a
magnificent salary. I was delighted
to hear it, for Miss M would
have been a goose to underestimate
her own rare qualities. It is curious
how certain men of mediwval tend-
encies seem to regard women’s ser-
vices, whether in the office or the
home. The really efficient business
girl of to-day, who knows how to
spell, punctuate and compose a re-
spectable sentence, is in a position to
demand a good salary and she is un-
worthy of her gifts and attainments
if she does not. The first step is to
show one’s worth, the next is to de-
mand its practical recognition.

The business girl walks no rose-
strewn path, but she, above most wo-
men, has an opportunity to test Ham-
let’s words : ‘‘There is nothing either
good or bad, but thinking makes it
80 ”»

The woman who adopts an apolo-
getic attitude towards her work and
indulges in moods of self-pity
is almost certain to become a dismal
drudge ; but she who makes her busi-
ness an ambition, who tries to put
some touch of brightness into the
day’s work, if it be a choral society,
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a fern in the window or a book club,
usually wins a position which is
worth the struggle. Dignity is in
the individual, as Carlyle taught us
long ago.

The young girl who comes to a
large city to earn her own living is
likely to find herself oppressed by
loneliness and, even if her boarding-
house associates are undesirable, she
may come to the conclusion that
their companionship is better than
none. A business girl who, after five
years’ experience, is tasting the
pleasure of promotion and more pro-
fitable employment, recently told of
her first year’s experience.

‘““No one could have been more
lonely than I was that first year,””
she confessed. ‘‘But I was determin-
ed not to go home, for, after Dad’s
death, there was not more than
enough for Mother and my two small
sisters. At the first boarding-house
in which I lived there were three or
four girls who were good enough in
their way, but who were slangy and
vulgar—just the reverse of what my
mother would have liked. Their one
idea of enjoyment was to go with
a ‘fellow’ to a ‘show,’ and I’'m afraid
they thought me a poor, dull crea-
ture because I preferred my own so-
ciety. One of them offered, in all
goodness of heart, to ‘bring a boy
around to take me to a show,’ but I
declined the honor, for I had seen
the kind of youth who accompanied
them. For months I knew hardly
anyone, but I read every evening and
found out for the first time what
friends books can be. They were not
all novels—one of them was Rus-
kin’s ‘Stones of Venice,” and it
opened the gates to a new world.
Then, one day, I met a nice girl from
a town just sixteen miles away from
home, and I knew that my ‘chum’
had arrived. She also was suffering
in a cheap and common boarding-
house and we made up our minds
to change. At last, we found the
dearest little woman, a widow with
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one small girl who looks just like
my younger sister. She dreaded ‘tak-
ing boarders,” but we persuaded her
to let us have the two attic rooms
in her exquisitely clean house. I wish
you could see how cosy we are. I
have found the real friend and the
congenial home, and they were both
worth waiting for. There may be
something better and brighter in the
future, but the present is not to be
despised. Do you think I was a snob
not to be familiar with those other
girls? Money had nothing to do with
it, for they really had as little as I.
But their ideas about everything
were cheap and repugnant.’’

‘““You were not the least bit a
snob,”” I answered heartily. ‘I
think the greatest mistake one can
make is to form friendly relation-
ships with people who are utterly
uncongenial. It does not matter
whether their clothes are silk or cot-
ton, but it does matter whether the
people are of the right fibre. I be-
lieve in what Burroughs said about
‘what is mine will come to me.” ”’

“‘I have that poem tucked away in
my work-box,”” said the successful
young person, ‘‘and I know it’s
true.’’

* * *
Camping Ovur.

Many years ago, when I first read
““Three Men in a Boat,”’ I remember
thinking a long while over the au-
thor’s impatient exclamation, ‘‘ What
a lot of lumber we take in our jour-
ney through life!’”” He was urging,
even then, upon an over-burdened
world the sweet reasonableness of
the simple life which Pastor Wagner
and more spiritual teachers than Mr.
Jerome K. Jerome have since preach-
ed to a feverish people.

Woman is frequently accused of
causing the complexity of modern
life and perhaps she is more
to blame than the man for the fuss
and frills which cost so much and
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mean so little. Certainly the aver-
age man seems to prefer a slouch suit
and a gun or rod to the most faneiful
pink tea which woman can devise.
Yet it is man who regards the din-
ner-bell as sweeter music than the
swan song in ‘‘Lohengrin.”” The
papers are filled with advertise-
ments of tonics and nerve pills,
the magazines learnedly discuss
“Worry: the Disease of the
Age,”” and the doctors who are
canny enough to establish rest cures
are millionaires in no time, while the
lady who exploits a ‘“‘don’t worry”’
religion is a benefactor to the race.

One thing is certain, we need to be
out-doors for longer periods. There
is nothing worse for nerves and tem-
per than indoors, and if we had not
so many frills, outdoors would be
easier of access. Earl Grey has no-
ticed that too many Canadian house-
holds keep the windows down in the
winter months and are then surpris-
ed that tuberculosis has developed in
the close, dark rooms. Fresh air
funds are collected in order to give
the poor slum children a breath of
the country and the benefit of lake
breezes, but too often the women in
the comparatively well-to-do families
reap little benefit from the glorious
summer months, and are so busy
‘‘putting down’’ fruit that they turn
into tiresome Marthas.

One can tell in September the wo-
men who have remained in town or
city all summer by their pallid faces
and weary bearing. A summer at a
fashionable hotel may be worse than
two months in the city, but I doubt
it, for even the hotel where there is
bridge and dancing has also veran-
dahs, where the pine-scented air
sweeps across from the lakes. The
deadly monotony of the daily round
is never such a strain as it is in the
months when flowers, trees and dane-
ing water are calling to us to come
out and play.

Jean Graham.
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1E Belgian train horror is the

latest of a series of railway acci-
dents in Eunrope of unprecedented
magnitude, even England, where tra-
velling had seemed comparatively
safe, having added her full quota to
the roll of casualties. In this latest
disaster the number of dead and
wounded exceeded the losses of
many a pitched battle, the former
being over sixty, the latter over a
hundred. The train that was at fault
was running at a speed of over fifty
miles an hour and appears to have
got on a misplaced switch. Speed
appears to be the tyrant of the age.
A lower rate of speed or a slowing
down as the train passed through
the station at which the accident oc-
curred would have either averted it
altogether or greatly lessened the ex-
tent of the casualties. Probably not
a passenger on the train speeding at
60 miles an hour ecared seriously
whether he went at that or a lower
rate, or if desiring the high rate had
any other than a thoughtless or self-
ish whim to gratify. The lives were
sacrificed to the unthinking passion
for speed which dominates us all to-
day and which so captivated the late
Mr. W. E. Henley that he was moved
to celebrate its virtues in song after
a ride in a swift motor car. There
may be a reaction presently. The
automobile has been forbidden with-
in the limits of the Bermudas, first,
and of Prince Edward Island, in our
own country, later. Trains, automo-
biles, street cars, all need taming by
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the legislator. Because we have these
devices for speed it does not follow
that we must travel always at a kill-
ing pace.
* *
- Before these pages are printed
the elections in Ontario and Quebec
will be over. It is always unwise to
venture on election prophecies, but
it is only repeating common rumor
to state that most people expect the
result will leave the situation prac-
tically unchanged. If, however, the
unexpected should happen once more,
a contingency always conceivable,
Mr. Whitney will be returned with an
increased majority. Political parties
divide more evenly in Ontario than
in Quebec, and Sir Oliver Mowat,
during his long ascendancy, never
approached the majority given to
Premier Whitney. As to the return
of Mr. Whitney to power, we know
that governments are not made and
unmade quickly in Canada. Once a
party is established in power it is
usually left there long enough to
make a reputation—and to lose it;
the three and a half years of Mr.
Whitney’s régime is hardly sufficient
for this.
- * -

There is in Ontario no very vital
question at issue, though the Gov-
ernment appears to have strayed
here and there from the path of strict
rectitude, as governments will, not to
speak of Oppositions. One of the
penalties of the system of federal
government is the exaggeration of
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minor issues, and the prominence
frequently attained in polities by
men of second-rate and third-rate
ability. 'With so many governments
and parliaments we can not expect
all our politicians to be statesmen,
but it is to be feared that many of
the leaders on either side in our local
legislatures lack the administrative
ability and political knowledge es-
sential to sound government. There
are, it is needless to say, obvious ad-
vantages in the federal system to
compensate for the evils it brings;
and in a country of huge undevelop-
ed areas frequently shut off from
each other by great natural bound-
aries, not to speak of the race and
language complication offered in the
case of Quebee, no other system af-
fords an equal degree of elasticity or
encourages the development to the
same extent of local ambition, energy
and resources.
* * *

We are likely to hear much of the
pros and cons of local government
during the next few months if the
Scottish home rule bill, lately intro-
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duced into the British House of Com-
mons, is pressed. The bill seems to
be the outcome of a pledge given by
Mr. Winston Churechill to his Secot-
tish constituents. Mr. Churchill could
not, of course, consistently support
home rule for Jreland without prom-
ising the same for Scotland, if the
latter kingdom wanted it. Indeed,
it is probable that if the Secottish
member and the Scottish people
showed any decided desire for home
rule they would receive it. The Scot-
tish people, individually and nation-
ally, are so identified with and en-
gulfed in, as it were, the larger Bri-
tish and Imperial life with which
time has invested the people of Great
Britain, that the objections urged
against Irish home rule almost dis-
appear in the case of Scotland. Eng-
land and Scotland have long been
one in this larger national life and
there would be little sense of dan-
ger in establishing a Scottish legisla-
ture, were there no further probl-
lems involved. The rule works both
ways, however, and if a Scottish leg-
islature be established, then why not
an Irish? Yet there is a sense of
danger in establishing such a body
in Ireland which is felt in Scotland
not less than in England, and which
will materially affect the disposition
of the Scottish people to press their
claims. Of course if Scotland and
Ireland secured legislatures, then
Wales also must have its parliament;
and the jangle and strife of jealous
rival nationalities would be revived
all over the United Kingdom.
* H *

There is this vital difference, too,
between federal government as it
would work out in the United King-
dom, and as it works in Canada, Aus-
tralia, the United States, and would
work in South Africa if there estab-
lished, that in all these latter coun-
tries there is not only vast area, ac-
companied by immense undeveloped
resources, rendering some system of
local administration a praectical ne-
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cessity, but in each case also the con-
stituents of the federation are not as
a rule unequal in importance or at
least do not include any single mem-
ber which predominates hugely over
all the rest, whereas a federation in
the United Kingdom would leave
England the immensely preponder-
ant member, and prevent any federa-
tion in the real meaning of the word,
while it would greatly, and in the
opinion of many, uselessly, multiply
governments and politicians. Most
of us believe Canada to be over-gov-
erned, but we have to make the best
of it. 'We must in some way pay tri-
bute for the vastness of our terri-
tories and for our contingent condi-
tions, and this is the form the tribute
has taken. To establish a similar
system in the United Kingdom,
which is free of these necessities,
would be a setting back of the hands
of the dial which only the gravest
causes would justify. On the whole,
the opinion may be safely ventured
that the character of the existing
system of government will not be
allowed to undergo any serious mod-
ification.
% * Ed

The later elections caused by the
reconstruction of the British Govern-
ment have not been so unfavorable
to the Liberal cause as were the ear-
lier ones. The explanation lies, pos-
sibly, in the fact that the later elec-
tions have taken place in Scotland,
and the northern kingdom maintains
its reputation as the most radical part
of the United Kingdom. Constituen-
cies represented formerly by Mr.
Morley and the late Sir Henry Camp-
bell-Bannerman were well fought by
the Unionists and were well held by
the Liberals. Down in Shropshire,
an English midland county, the Lib-
erals had even entertained hopes of
winning a seat, but instead saw the
Unionist majority increased from
one hundred and fifty to nearly a
thousand. No more seats have been
lost, however, and the new Govern-
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ment is getting well settled down to
work. Mr. Asquith, the new Premier,
who+had been. @hancellor.of the Ex-
chequer for two years and. over in
the old Government, relieved his sue-
cessor, . Mr. Lloyd-George, of the
duty of - presenting a_budget. for
which he could not be vesponsible,
and . made himself the annual state-
ment of Great Britain’s finaneial po-
sition. The statement was not, how-
ever, one of which Mr. Lloyd-George
need have been in any way ashamed.
There was a surplus of some $23.-
000,000, not a bad showing for a
country maintaining the vastest of
navies, and, as the Liberal papers do
not forget to point out, pursuing a
fiscal system which is alleged to be
worn out. Perhaps the most marked
—one had almost said marvellous—
achievement recorded hy Mr. As-
quith'fA the realmof finance, is the
reduction of the national debt by

HON. A. G. MACKAY, LEADER OF THE LIBERAL
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nearly $250,000,000 (fifty million
pounds) in the three years ending in
March, 1909; a fact the more agree-
able for those of us within the Em-
pire to remember when it is placed
alongside the second fact that Ger-
many during the same time has actu-
ally added, or will add, an equal
amount to her debt.

* * *

Whether or not Mr. Lloyd-George
will be able to make an equally good
showing next year remains to be
seen. It is somewhat of a handicap
to him to be saddled with the old age
pension scheme, which is now defin-
itely adopted, but the new Chaneel-
lor is as strongly in favor of this pro-
ject as his predecessor, so will not be
inclined to blame the latter. The
buoyaney of British finance is placed
in a more gratifying light yet when
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compared with the United States,
where a deficit of $55,000,000
has been recorded. It may be
too much to expect it to bear the
additional strain of old age pen-
sions which for the first year will
amount to thirty million dollars.
Unionists insist the old age pen-
sion tax will grow and grow until
it reaches five or six times this
sum and will lead to all sorts of
evils. As to this time will tell.
It is an experiment in social leg-
islation of amazing interest, and
though it may bring evils in its
train, we must remember that it
aims at least at removing some-
what of the present giant evils of
Poverty and Pauperism—the two
are closely associated but do not
mean precisely the same thing in
England. Its effect on the elec-
tions is of course an unknown
quantity, but it will be strange
if it does not bring new sources
of strength to the Government,
* ok ok

There has been a good deal of
thoughtless and pointless com-
ment on Judge Longley’s remarks
concerning Canada’s future, made
to a gathering of Canadians in New
York recently, but I have not seen
anywhere an attempt to reproduce
exactly what the judge said, save in
his own letter of protest against mis-
representation, as printed in the
Montreal Star. Repeating there the
sentences so much condemned, Judge
Longley says he spoke as follows:

‘““What in my view is likely —
almost certain — to happen is that
by a process of development Canada
will gradually assume the responsi-
bilities of an independent nation. But
the only difference that will follow,
so far as Great Britain is concerned,
is that instead of a condition of de-
pendence, the relation will be an alli-
ance. No one need be ashamed of
England’s history. She has always
stood for what is best and highest in
human civilization. She has been on
the side of the oppressed, and never,
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or rarely, on the side of the oppres-
sor, she has contributed more than
any other nation—perhaps all other
nations--to destroy the infamous traf-
fic in human flesh. She has been
the patron of literature and the
mother of political freedom. In the
main her policy in the world stands
for justice and righteousness, and,
therefore, when the time comes that
Canada feels it fitting and proper
that she should assume national au-
tonomy, she will not hesitate to
throw the weight of her influence in
support of British principles and Bri-
tish policy, and put behind the Em-
pire whatever moral and physical
power she can command.”’

* * *

(lertainly there is nothing in these
remarks which savors in any way of
disloyalty. We should indeed be
““aribbed, cabined and confined’’if we
were forbidden to allow our conjec-
tures on the future to go outside of
a particular groove of thought. Elab-
orating his argument, Judge Long-
ley remarks: ‘“You may think that
(Clanada will go on forever as a col-
ony, but surely I have an equal right
to think and say that as Canada de-
velops in strength and power the re-
lation of ‘colony’ is not fitting nor
worthy. I think Canada can be of
greater strength and service to the
Empire as an ally than as a depend-
ency.’”’ There is very little room for
criticism of such sentences, surely.
Even the most pronounced Imperial-
ists are objecting to the use of the
word ‘‘colony’’ as applied to Can-
ada, and Canada cannot long remain
in the state of tutelage at present
existing. A full autonomy, a com-
plete national life, within the Em-
pire, rather than without, is the ideal
condition, and is that which both
Canadians and British will strive to
bring about, and it is only when all
possibility of the attainment of this
ideal disappears that the alternative
suggested by Judge Longley may

arise. But we are not children and
should not fear to hear all sides of
the question discussed.

* » »

The institution of two-cent postage
between Great Britain and the Unit-
ed States is a natural development
from the same conditions between the
various English-speaking parts of
the Empire, which were brought
about, let it be remembered, by the
initiative of Canada. The change
is none the less a pleasant indication
of the good relations existing be-
tween the republic and the parent
country. The vicious tail-twisting
that formed half the stock-in-trade
of the average American politician
ten years ago seems to have almost
wholly disappeared. The present
move will at least tend in the direc-
tion of promoting intercourse and
may be welcomed as an omen of
growing good will between Great
Britain and the United States, while

MR. P. E. LFBLANC, LEADER OF THE
CONSERVATIVE PARTY IN QUEBEC
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THE LATE DR. LOUIS FRECHWITE

inereasing intercourse and good will
between these nations are powerful
factors in the maintenance of a peace
which is almost universal.

* * *

At a moment when, as we have
seen, the finances of the United
States are in anything but a buoyant
condition, the Republic has under-
taken to review its natural resources.
The idea originated with President
Roosevelt that there should be a sort
of national stock-taking, the object
being the curtailing 'of the wanton
waste which is too often a feature of
American commercial methods. The
President called a meeting of all the
State Governors and invited many
distinguished representative men to
attend and take part in the proceed-
ings. The effect of the enquiry was

e

-

to show that in the matter of the
three greatest elements in the ma-
terial life of the nation the people of
the United States are pursuing a
ruinous policy, and one which may
leave the nation bankrupt of re-
sources at a date not remotely dis-

tant.
* #* *

The death of Dr. Louis Fréchette
removes one who was for many years
the most conspicuous literary figure
in Canada, and who leaves even now
no rival in French Canadian poetry.
Dr. Fréchette’s writings were ex-
tended over more than a generation
of our time and it is more than forty
years since he was designated by his
compatriots as ‘‘Le Laureat Cana-
dien.”” In prose Dr. Fréchette wrote
with almost equal facility in both
English and French, and he was a
frequent contributor to English mag-
azines; but naturally his life work
was done in his mother tongue. It
was in French that his sympathies
found their truest expression and
his imagination its choicest figures.
Dr. Fréchette had been the recipient
of many honors from his own coun-
try, from English institutions of
learning not less than from French,
and in addition had the distinction

-of having two volumes of his poems

‘““Les Fleurs Borealis’’ and ‘‘Les
Oiseaux de Neige,”’ crowned by the
French academy in 1880. Every
Canadian will be proud to claim Dr.
Fréchette as a countryman.

L

Ve



JULY
By S. A. WHITE

Bacchante faces in the flaming sky

Revel all day until the sun has set,
Pledging the scarlet of life’s hot July,

To nightward turn with eyes of red regret.

So youth’s fierce blood which burned with
eager fire
And youth's swift foot which dared the
; unknown way
Now pass the orimson portals of desire,
With far-born longwng for the wasted day.

In ashes kneels the wraith of rosy dawn,

In sackcloth which the world was glad to
weave,

With low lament and tearful orison
Before the hallowed altar of the eve.

The menad pulse has lost its fiery lures 2
And Pluto's gift is shorn of all delight :

For Youth is wise and Wisdom’s sight endures,
To read the blazing of life's path aright.

‘Q\

Q
,/ Si\u\\\
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OBERT BARR has once more dis-
played his consummate mastery

of dialogue, and he has also in
his latest novel, ‘‘The Young Lord
Stranleigh,’’ produced a story that is
extremely captivating and a charac-
ter that is well worth making ac-
quaintance with. Whatever may be
lacking about this author’s work as
a whole, no other Canadian writer
has yet proved to be so clever a plot-
ter as he, and his plots are always
the kind that keep the reader awake
at night. This time he has taken
the machinations of gold mine oper-
ators as a basis. He starts out with
a meeting between a young mining
enginger named Mackeller, son of a
stock broker, and Lord Stranleigh.
The latter is deseribed as a typical
prude, or rather one suspects that he
is a prude, for he dresses in a char-
acteristically dudish manner, and he
is so provokingly nonchalant, and
his moustache so fair and light of
texture, that few persons can be
brought to take him seriously. The
young engineer imposes himself upon
his Lordship, whom he finally inter-
ests to the extent of backing up his
father’s holdings in the stock mar-
ket, where a group of operators have
undertaken to ‘‘hammer the father
to the wall’’ and force him to drop
his holdings in the mine they pur:
pose to work. Lord Stranleigh ad-
mits that he knows nothing about
20

business, or the ways of ‘‘The City,”’
but at the same time he develops a
remarkable talent for affairs—and
actually beats the financial bucean-
eers at their own game. Of course,
he is backed up with immense re-
sources, but it is not that so much as
his own natural sagacity, a thing
belied by his urbanity, that causes
him to so often hold the trump cards.
His coolness, apparent indifference
in the face of great crises, and his
unfailing cocksureness, make of him
an unusual, fascinating and even
amusing personality. Seemingly he
always starts out to do the wrong
thing, but somehow in the end it in-
variably turns out to be the right
thing. When he seems to be accomp-
lishing nothing, he is really doing a
great deal and the very things that
should be done. It must be confess-
ed that his cleverness begins in time
to lean towards a surfeit, but he is
consistent and a genuinely good fel-
low to the end. He manages to
cripple the ones who had attempted
to cripple the broker whose case ap-
pealed to him, and finally the gold
that he has managed to have carried
from the mine in Africa to a copper
mine of his own in England is avail-
able at the proper moment to save
the Bank of England from an em-
barrassing shortage of the precious
metal. Curiously enough, the story
contains no heroine, and men are the
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only important characters in it.
There is no love story, and indeed
the only women or girls mentioned
are the wife and daughters of a cap-
tain of one of his Lordship’s vessels,
and they are merely on an occasion
the object of charity. For that rea-
son it has been suggested that Mr.
Barr might to good advantage write
a sequel showing this interesting
character, Lord Stranleigh, in the
role of lover. (Toronto: McLeod &
Allen. Cloth, $1.25.)

ANOTHER PoLiTICAL NOVEL.

Winston Churchill, the American
novelist, whose story, ‘‘Richard Car-
vel,”’ came very near to real great-
ness, has, like many another writer,
attempted with only fair success to
satisfactorily mix love and politics
in the making of a popular book. He
calls his latest novel ‘‘Mr. Crewe’s
Career,”’ taking the title from the
name of one of the leading charac-
ters in the book, a character that is
in many ways typical of the rather
shallow but nevertheless swagger-
ingly important ‘‘little man’’ who
goes about imagining he is going to
do something big, for he thinks that
he is the really big thing in the
party, anyway. He is ambitious to
become Governor of the State and
seeks the nomination by standing
out against corporation rule. But
he is not the strong character of the
story, although he is the most artis-
tic. The hero is Austen Vane, a
young lawyer who goes against the
will of his father, a railway lawyer,
by doing his utmost to conserve the
rights of the people against the en-
croachments of corporate interests.
In doing this he wins the love of a
girl named Victoria, who is by no
means an uncommon type. The love
story is not strong; it is a very or-
dinary affair, while the introduction
of politics, affording an outline of
how campaigns are conducted just
now, does not strike any particular-
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ly high note or reveal anything ex-
traordinary. (Toronto: The Mac-
millan Company of Canada. Cloth,
$1.50.)

* » *

A MoberN TyPE.

The modern craze for obtaining
money quickly is admirably illus-
trated in a new novel by George
Randolph Chester, entitled ‘‘Get-
Rich-Quick Wallingford.”” This story
has met with much popularity, and
deservedly so, because it is highly
amusing, and at the same time it
deals with a phase of our modern
life that has reached a very serious
stage. Thousands of people are so
eager to make money or to at least
obtain money that they resort to
everything within their means in
order to achieve their purpose. They
care nothing for honesty, so long as
they can escape the law. Walling-
ford is ome of this class, but he
possesses a spontaneous humor, a
unique personality in its way, and
he has the happy optimism that
makes his misdeeds seem to be not so
very bad, after all. He has come to
the conclusion that there is a great
deal of money lying about on all
hands, and that it could be gathered
in if only one had the nerve to go
boldly up and ‘‘pry some of it off.”’
And so he goes boldly about, “‘pry-
ing off’’ here and there wherever he
sees something worth while, but in
the end his case proves that honesty
is, after all, the best policy. (Tor-
onto: Henry Frowde. Cloth, $1.25.)

* L *
A Stupy IN FEMININE RECTITUDE.

An old country writer, Mrs.
Frankau, who uses the nom de plume
“Frank Danby,”’ has attempted in
a novel entitled ‘‘The Heart of a
Child,”’ to show that a young girl,
inexperienced and unprotected, could
go upon the stage, achieve a popu-
lar triumph and yet retain her pur-
ity. The story was suggested by an
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argument as to whether or not a
girl could do that. Of course a
novelist could make a person of the
book do anything. And so Mrs.
Frankau successfully carries a young
girl through all the glowing vicis-
situdes of the road to fortune and
fame, and finally sets her down pure
and untarnished. But that is no an-
swer to the question or settlement of
the controversy. As a thesis, it is
important, and it opens up a chan-
nel for much speculation. Mrs.
Frankau makes her choice of girl
among types found in the slums of
London, and from that miserable
and vicious environment she gradu-
ally brings her upwards and out-
wards, without nevertheless subject-
ing her to all the temptations and
degrading influences that one so
placed as she was would be in all
likelihood subjected. Her honor is
preserved sometimes as if by a mere
whim of Fate, as if it depended only
on the tossing of a coin. But she
comes through all right; that is the
point. Perhaps the author could
Just as easily have caused her to fall.
The thesis is interesting, but not
conclusive. The story is told with
the deep insight into human nature
that was revealed earlier in “Pigs in
Clover.”” (Toronto: The Copp, Clark
Company. Cloth, $1.25.)
* * *

“THE PrRiMA DonNA.”’

To write a trilogy of novels, with
the principal character the same in
each, and maintain their interest and
effectiveness is an extremely diffi-
cult thing to do, and yet Marion
Crawford seems to be doing it. The
second of the series dealing with the
life of Margaret Donne or ‘“The Cor-
dova,’’ has appeared under the title
of ‘““The Prima Donna.’’ Tt has prov-
ed to be an extremely fascinating
novel, one that makes the reader
vearn for the third and last in order
that he might know what was the
fate of this most interesting person.
Besides the prima donna herself,
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there are three other outstanding
characters—Van Torp, a member of
the American nickel trust; Logo-
theti, a Greek financier; and Lady
Maud, an aristocratic English lady.
Both the Greek and the American
are enamored of the great singer,
and in this second novel of the three
the Greek seems to be outrivalling
the other. All of these characters
are so well drawn that they possess
many of the semblances of real flesh
and blood, and therefore the inter-
est is all the more aroused over what
will become of them in the next vol-
ume. (Toronto: The Macmillan
Company of Canada. Cloth, $1.50.)
H * *

To Go Wira A HaAMMOCK,

Something better than ‘‘The Span-
ish Jade” should be expected from
Maurice Hewlett, and yet this story,
slight as it is, contains excellent
craftsmanship, and is just the kind
of novel that is selected for an after-
noon in a hammock. It is not long,
and there is nothing wearisome about
it. A young English squire, travel-
ling through Spain about fifty years
ago, chivalrously preserves a hand.
some girl from a band of ruffians,
and is rewarded therefor by the
girl’s company during part of a day,
the two travelling on one horse. The
Englishman is quite innocent of the
fact that the girl is being followed
by a youth who purposes to murder
her or that his own life is, as a re-
sult, in danger. But the girl pro-
tects him by stabbing her pursuer,
and thereafter follows a series of in.
cidents, all tending to show the ca-
priciousness of the Spanish affec-
tions, the corruptness of the criminal
courts of that time and the peculiar
notions entertained by the grandees
respecting family honor. (Toronto
and London: Cassell & Company.
Cloth, $1.25.)

* * *
A NARRATIVE OF BLOODSHED.

Mr. S. R. Crockett has written a

perfect catalogue of novels, and if
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they have fallen off in quality the
reader cannot be surprised at the de-
cline. That Scottish writer’s latest
produetion, ‘““Deep Moat Grange,’’ is
hardly equal to ‘‘The Raiders’’ or
‘“The Lilac Sunbonnet,”’ but it is a
fairly enthralling yarn, none the less,
for such as revel in mysteries and
murders. It is the bloodthirstiest ro-
mance that has appeared this season
and ought to satisfy those who crave
for a novel where things happen.
There is an arch-criminal who is
perfectly sane, and there are two in-
sane assistants who are superlatively
horrible. Then, by way of relief,
there is a trio of lunatics who re-
frain from murder and amuse them-
selves in less strenuous fashion. Of
course, the sane and honest people
ultimately triumph, but when the
hero marries the grand-daughter of
the chief murderer the reader feels
somewhat nervous and apprehensive.
““Deep Moat Grange’’ is a story to
be read in the afternoon sunshine—
not after sundown. (Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company, Limited.
Cloth, $1.25.)
* - L ]
STILL ANOTHER.

~ This seems to be the day of the
American political novel. One of
the latest of this class is entitled
‘““Matthew Porter,”” by Galmaliel
Bradford, jun. Two men, aspirants
for a governorship, fall in love with
the same woman. One is a social
star; the other, something of a So-
cialist, unused to the ways of society.
Matthew Porter is the latter, but he
is a man of sterling qualities, a gen-
tleman at heart. His rival intro-
duces him into the home of the her-
oine in the hope that she will induce
him to give up politics. His person-
ality is so strong that he wins, first
the girl’s admiration and assistance
to the extent of turning the tide of
popular opinion his way, and finally
her love. Like in most novels with
a political setting, the love story is
dominated by political affairs, so
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that altogether the result is rather
unsatisfactory. (Boston: L. C. Page
& Company. Cloth, $1.50.) -

L * *

A GmrL DETECTIVE,

Readers of ‘“‘A Millionaire Girl,”
by Arthur W. Marchmont, are not
likely to wonder whether its unusual
occurrences do or do not represent
uncolored and unexaggerated truth.
It seems evident that the author’s
imagination has been of great value
to the production of a kind of detec-
tive story that increases in interest as
the pages are turned, even if the final
issue seems apparent before the con-
cluding chapters are reached. In-
terest for the most part centres
round an estimable young woman,
who deems it absolutely essential to
prove the legitimacy of her birth and
claim to an inheritance worth a mil-
lion dollars, before she can honor-
ably accept an offer of marriage. To
dispel the uncertainty regarding her
birth, she bravely faces seemingly
unsurmountable barriers.  Being
backed by an unyielding determina-

WINSTON CHURCHILL, WHOSE LATEST
NOVEL, ‘‘MR. CREWE’'S CAREER,”’
1S REVIEWED IN THIS
NUMBER
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tion, she resorts to her own ingenuity
to act the part of a detective and
carry carefully laid schemes to a sue-
cessful outcome. In order to obtain
necessary information, she uses the
disguise of a German girl to connect
hérself to a band of desperate char-
acters, and then becomes employed
as under-housemaid in an important
home. At another time she assumes
the name of Molly O’Brien, and,
while engaged as an ordinary maid-
servant, is capable of using a dis-
guise and Irish brogue sufficiently
well to deceive even her most intim-
ate friends. The dangers through
which she passed have furnished ma-
terial for what in its way is rather a
good story. (Toronto: Cassell &
Company, Limited. Cloth, $1.25.)
* L *

AN EgrraTic HERO.
The novels by E. Phillips Oppen-
heim are usiuially of the harmless ro-
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mance order, imitations of Weyman
at a respectful distance. In ‘‘The
Missioner’’ this writer of swash-
buckling tales is not so fortunate as
in some of his earlier productions.
The hero is a would-be evangelist,
who sets out to convert a village of
fairly decent folk. He is wooed in
tempestuous and hoyden fashion by
the Lady of the Manor and finally
flees to London to escape his tor-
mentor. He is pursued to that city
and betakes himself to Paris, where
he leads a dissipated career of which
he finally tires and then returns to
respectability. The Lady of the
Manor has her own domestic trou-
bles, but there is the conventional
weddlng at the close of the last chap-
ter. The story is not exactly savory
and the manner is flat. May the next
Oppenheim romance be as good as
‘““Conspirators!”” (Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company, Limited.)
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Part of a page from the original draught of “The Vietors,”

by Robert Barr, whose novel “The Young

Lord Stranleigh” is reviewed in this number



THE
REAL FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH

FEAR of old age rests not so much
in the burden of years as in the
increasing infirmities of the flesh, and
for that very reason prolongation or
perpetuation of youthfulness has
always been an outstanding human
desire. No man wishes to feel old;
few men wish to appear old. And
yet, notwithstanding the long-trans-
mitted struggle against the ravages
of time, not many of us fully appre-
ciate the provision that has been
made for the continuous enjoyment
of those bursts of juvenile rapture
that are no more than a memory to
those who have become staid and
blasé and jaded. We are wont to
placidly admit the opinion that
the ‘‘Fountain of Youth’’ is a myth,
that from age and its attendant de-
erepitude there is no refuge—a likely
enough condition in a busy, eager,
antagonistic environment. Who is
wise enough and natural enough and
humane enough to seek in childish
shouts of glee in the streets solace
from the effects of our protracted
struggle for place? Not one, we are
at first ready to confess; but that
would not be true if we include those
whose lot has been cast by good for-
tune away from the congested cen-
tres of population. For in the quiet,
nerveless, unaffected pace that is
usually set in village and farm life
we find the most natural conditions
and therefore the most capacity for
enjoying natural blessings. In the
city all things go awry. Some men
work by day and others by night;
some with their hands and others
25

with their heads. There is no har-
mony; no common rhythm. The tide
rises and falls with the accompani-
ment of discord and strife. The an-
cient warning, that the night cometh,
when no man can work, is now an
anachronism. In the country, on the
other hand, the chief purpose of life
largely affects all. The habits and
customs of the people differ but
slightly, and any one man’s occupa-
tion is not often a jarring note in
the community. The result is a com-
mon rhythm, a harmony that is at
once full of solace, refreshment and
vigor.

All of this bears in a very direct
way on the possibility of prolonging
youthfulness, not so much that the
quiet of country life tends to in-
crease longevity as that the artifici-
alities and unnatural conditions -of
city life tend to deprive us of the
capacity for imbibing from the
young that spirit of youthfulness
that is a potent charm to stay the en-
croachments of age. How good a
thing it is to see, at the setting in of
evening, a group of villagers enjoy-
ing to the utmost the simple, homely
pleasures that seem to be in very
truth a part of their birthright. And
who of the group are the most in evi-
dence? Surely the old and the young.
It is the young who scamper and
shout and contest, and it is the old
who look on with enkindled eye,
with hearts full of sympathy and
spirits attuned to the eager rivalries
of the hour. While the young enter
with zest into the pleasures of a sim-
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ple game, the old are carried back
to a similar scene, many years ago,
and they experience again the exub-
erance of childhood and again the
activities of youth. And they are
no longer old, because in the reflect-
ed transports of the moment they
bave forgotten the enfeeblements of
age.

But there are times and seasons
when this provision of nature is most
happy in its application, when we

. are enabled to experience its subtle
reflection at its height. The visit to
the circus is one of these times;
Christmas is another, and so likewise
is the fishing season. The fishing
season still being on, an experience
that took place at its beginning is
now fresh in memory. It had long
seemed that if enjoyment had been
found a generation ago in angling
for chubb and minnows along the
soddy banks of a meadowland stream,
the same spell could be cast over the
fancy of one young enough to re-
spond to the occasion to-day. And
so to the meadow they went. The
lad rose to the dignity of the mo-
ment by carrying the worms in an
old salmon can with as much con-
cern as if he were carrying nuggets
of gold. But that was not a new
sensation. Those of us who have dug
worms behind the hog pen and fished
with a bent pin for a hook can, even
yet, testify to the genuineness of the
sensation and, even yet, rise to the
importance of the salmon can. In
some parts of the meadow, particu-
larly back towards the wood and
wherever there was a clump of wil-
lows, the utilitarian demands of time
had not greatly marred the scenic
beauty of the spot or removed those
natural obstacles to the current that
make choice fishing-places. The sun
shone so brightly that a veteran ang-
ler would have regarded it with dis-
favor, but on this special occasion,
when the subtleties of angling were
being demonstrated, it was received
with all gratitude. - The - meadow
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grass stood long and cool, the night
damp still clinging close to the
ground. On the slope towards the
water the wild strawberry was in
full bloom, and the water itself was
flecked with fluffy droppings from
overhanging boughs. The bob-o-link
(one would almost declare it was the
same that you and I had seen in simi-
lar air so long ago) piped his merry
lay, and fluttered Joyously as if eager
to remain suspended ’twixt earth
and sky. A meadow-lark, startled
from the grass at their very feet, rose
on quickened wing and soared grace-
fully across growing hay, the glint
of yellow in his plumage shining like
the mullein flower in the sun. Black-
birds whistled in the willows, and
erows, nesting in yonder elm, cawed
in softer tones than when on carrion
bent. With unbridled current, the
water spread out here and there, los-
ing its course amongst the reeds and
the willows, and gathering itself to-
gether again as it pressed on towards
the alluring wood.

To the spirit of all these things the
lad responded with eager zest, and
in him it was the awakening of a
new consciousness. His enthrallment
found echo in the breast of the
father, for whom it caused the re-
quickening of capacities that other-
wise would have lain dormant, mak-
ing him feel again as he had felt
when a child, making him see again
as otherwise only a child can see.
How the long-forgotten impatience
with which the baiting of the hook
was endured returned to him when
the first place for casting came into
view! And with what gusto the lad
at his side beheld the operation!
Then there was a moment of sus-
pense, for the culmination of the ex-
perience was about to be effected.
It was not a difficult cast, and yet
some dexterity was required to put
the bait past the intervening willow
branch and place it far enough up
stream to prevent its catching on the
log. The lad stood motionless, like



THE REAL FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH

one who is conscious of being about
to witness a serious performance.
And indeed it was serious, for did
not the fulfilment of the promise of
the occasion depend on the ability to
present something more than at-
tendant attractions?

Presently the line became taut, and
the man waited an anxious moment.
A few short jerks on the line prompt-
ed withdrawal, and the next moment
a wriggling minnow swung out upon
the grass. An exclamation of inter-
mingled wonder and glee greeted the
catch, and was followed by a shout
of unaffected gladness as the lad, for
the first time, saw a fish swim about
in the pail that had been brought for
the purpose.

As soon as the hook was rebaited
and dangled overhead, ready to be
recast, the lad urged with an in-
tensely earnest countenance:

“Daddy, catch a great big one.”

How well that request embodied
the spirit of former occasions! How
even well it voiced the desire of the
man who had been gradually gain-
ing in youthfulness! And how well
also it gave expression to an out-
standing human characteristic! As
he danced in rapture at sight of the
captive in the pail, instinctively the
lad knew that there were larger fish
as a possible catch, and so he yearn-
ed for the greater achievement.

“Daddy, catch a great big one.”’

Fame is sometimes won; glory
ecrowns an effort, but still there is
always the yearning for the greater,
for the better. So it was with the
child; so it is with us.

““Daddy, catch a great big one.’’

Again the line swished through the
air, for the moment allowing no ear
to the song of the bob-o-link, no hark
to the nesting crows, no response
even to the gurgle of the stream, but
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commanding attention on its placing
in the very spot whence a few min-
utes before it had drawn out the
wriggling minnow. The lad now re-
garded it with a concern that before
had not been manifest, and with
gratifying appreciation his spirits
rose and sank as the line gave signs
of attack or neglect. Suddenly the
pole shuddered and dipped towards
the water. Then it rose again, and
high in air, with unskilful force, was
hurled a chubb of pleasing dimen-
sions.

The lad shouted, and the man
gasped, for the chubb, splendidly
outlined as it fell away from the
hook, struck the water with a heavy
thud. The silence that followed was
broken by a repetition of the lad’s
wish :

““Daddy, catch a great big one.”’

Once more the line sang through
the air, but the bait fell short of the
mark. Then the pole swung back
at arm’s length, the line cut a long
monotone in the air, and the hook
dropped, well placed in the eddy of
froth. But the water had secarcely
been touched before the line sank
rigidly and then swished up stream.
There was a moment of exquisite
tension, followed by a rather injudi-
cious and perhaps unsportsmanlike
jerk, but two seconds later an excel-
lent trout lay gleaming on the grass.

Daddy had caught a great big one.

The lad’s ecstacy was unbounded,
and the man himself experienced the
full measure of it. With what real
pride the little, chubby hands grasp-
ed the pail-handles, and started off,
well satisfied with the prize.

And what of the man himself? He
had come out to give the lad a taste
of ““sport,”” and had unconsciously
taken a deep draught from the real
‘“‘Fountain of Youth.”

2
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THE MERRY MUSE

AFTERNOON TEA
Bv JEAN GRAHAM

Just a little cup of tea,
Just a fleck of cream!

Just a whiff of violets,
Fleeting as a dream.

Just a little silver spoon,
Carved and filagreed ;
Just a tiny macaroon,
Such as fairies knead.
Just a rosy sugared ‘‘kiss,’”’
Served from Edith’s dish!
As I ate its erumbling bliss,
Edith read my wish.

Just a curtained fragrant spot
‘Where the roses be;

‘Where a blue forget-me-not
Smiles in sympathy.

Just her girlish finger-tips
Clasped in mine once more;
Just a touch of rosy lips
And the ‘‘tea’’ was o’er.
* * *

A SERMON
By J. EDGAR MIDDLETON
An ancient garden wall of softened

red,
A little cot embow’red in colum-
bine,
Midsummer snow-drifts sailing over-
head,
A peaceful meadow where the sun
doth shine,
The mellow music of the distant
Hunt,
This is the Stage; entrancing,—from
the front.

Unsightly walls, a little ev’rywhere,

And flimsy eanvas on its flimsy
frames,

A leading actor querulous with care

Calling the gasman most improper
names,
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Great daubs of paint, and
lights unkind,

This is the Stage; unpleasant,—from
““‘behind.”’ :

glaring

How many of us make a noble show ?
The world applauds in rapture and
delight,
And on through life we confidently
go,
Saying: ‘‘What diff’rence if we
look all right?’’
Here is the question we should keep
in mind,
““Pray, what is your appea
from ‘behind’?’’ PROMETE

* * *

THE ADVERTISEMENT
By ARCHIE P. McKISHNIE

Ould maid Nannie Firm wuz as rich
as could be,

She says t’ me, *“Wincey me bye

Will youse be afther puttin’ an ad
in fer me,

Wid me’ photograph, here in th®
paper,’”’ says she;

And I says, “Shure I will that *’
says I : :

Then be afther sayin’: ‘A maiden
av means,

Wants a partner t’ love and t’ houlq .

An innocent darlint jist outin he1:
teens—

And still in th’ shadder of youth’s
ever-greens ;—’

(Begobbs she was sixty years ould.)

‘Well her pictur’ was published, bhe.
neath it this ad:

“THE EARLY BIRD CATCHES

THE WORM.”
‘““Here’s the chance of a life-time
some daring lad, foe

A partner is wanted (and wa
right bad), b -

By above old, responsible Firm.*’

~




ALEXANDER ROBB,
FOUNDER OF THE ROBB ENGINEERING COMPANY,TLIMITED

UNDER TWO FLAGS
BY RANDOLPH CARLYLE

IT is natural that the people of

the United States and the people
of Canada, who are largely of the
same blood, have the same language
and similar habits of thought, should
become more or less closely related
in business.

So far the United States has taken
the place of the elder brother, being
more advanced in population and
wealth, the younger Canadian bro-
ther finding it to his advantage to
follow the lead and example of the
older brother in industrial and other
pursuits. It cannot be denied that

10—29

for many years ambitious young men
all over Canada, including profes-
sional men, artisans and farmers,
looked across the line for the oppor-
tunity that they had failed to dis-
cover at home. As a result, the
young men of this country went out
and at the same time the manufac-
tures of another country came in.
That is no longer a one-sided trans-
action, for now we find many young
men in the United States looking to
Canada for their greatest opportun-
ity and at the same time we find Ca-
nadian enterprises reaching across



ORIGINAIL FOUNDRY

the international boundary and es-
tablishing themselves on the other
side. An outstanding instance of
this ‘‘Canadian invasion’’ is afford-
ed by the Robb Engineering Com-
pany, Limited, of Amherst, Nova
Scotia, a concern that has not only
greatly increased its capacity in the
home town, but has found it advis-
able to establish a similar plant in
the United States. So we find at
South Framingham, Mass., an insti-
tution conducted under the name of
the Robb-Mumford Boiler Company.
It is therefore interesting to trace
the history of the Robb Engineering
Company, and to discover, if pos-
sible, a reason for so unusual an ex-
pansion of business.

Sixty years ago (and this year is
indeed the sixtieth anniversary of
the founding of the Robb Engineer-
ing Company), fireplaces were gen-
erally used in Canadian homes for

30

AT AMHERST, N.S.

cooking and heating, and stoves were
rarely seen. But that condition of
affairs could not last long, a circum-
stance that was fully appreciated by
Mr. Alexander Robb, a gentleman
who had sufficient foresight to see
the opportunity that the stove busi-
ness offered. As a result, he was one
of the very first persons to import
cast iron stoves from the TUnited
States into Canada. At the time of
the American Civil War the pur-
chasing value of Canadian currency
(which could be exchanged for gold
at par) was enhanced considerably
in the United States, but that condi-
tion did not last long after the war,
and accordingly the profits to be
made on importations were not so
large as they had been. Coping with
the situation, Mr. Robb built a foun-
dry at Amherst, and began to manu-
facture stoves of his own. He also
did a small amount of machine work
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D. W. ROBB, PRESIDENT OF THE ROBB ENGINEERING COMPANY
AND THE ROBB-MUMFORD BOILER COMPANY

for the mines and lumber mills. But
the field was limited. There was no
available railway in those days (now
the railway tracks run right into the
works), and shipments therefore had
to be made by water. As a conse-
quence, trading was confined to ports
on the Bay of Fundy, the north shore
of Nova Scotia and New Brunswick,
31

and also to Prince Edward Island.
But the spirit of enterprise that has
apparently always dominated the
Robb Engineering Company was be-
ginning to manifest itself, and by
degrees the business was extended
so as to embrace the manufacture of
mill machinery, boilers and engines.

Two fires, having many of the
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ANOTHER INTERIOR VIEW OF THE MACHINE SHOP

semblances of a catastrophe, occur-
red in 1890-1, and the plant was
almost entirely destroyed. But, in-
stead of daunting or crippling the
company, we find that this tempor-
ary set-back caused the business to
be raised to one of national signifi-
cance, for the making of engines and
boilers was undertaken with greater
force than ever before, owing to the
increasing demand all over the Do-
minion, and the manufacture of
stoves, which had but little more
than local possibilities, was entirely
dropped. Still, there is doubtless an-
other important reason why steam
became king, and stoves were aban-
doned. The present head of the com-
pany, Mr. D. W. Robb, President,
who had long been a witness of the
evolution of the business, had a na-
tural inclination for mechanies and
applied science, which in his youth-
ful days was stimulated by visits to
the small establishment of an old
34

Yankee clock-maker, named Barrett,
who had contrived several machines
that demonstrated the uses of steam
and electricity and it was only na-
tural, when the opportunity came,
that the attention of the company
should be centred on those things
that afforded the highest attainments
and development in mechanical skill
and perfection.

Assistance in the development of
the design and production of steam
engines was given by a young New
Yorker, Mr. E. J. Armstrong, M.E.,
and in the invention and design of
new types of boilers by Mr. J. A.
Mumford, a Nova Scotian, who later
on was transplanted to New York, so
that the Robb Engineering Company
may be said to be in a sense an in-
ternational growth. But how did the
later international development come
about ?

The reputation of the products of
the company became so widespread



ENGINE DEPARTMENT, UPPER FLOOR OF MACHINE SHOP, WHERE THE SMALL
PARTS ARE MADE

that orders began to be received
from various parts of the world—
from Australia, Cuba, England,
Spain, South America, and other far-
distant lands. Althougk in many in-
stances the reputation of the Robb
engines and boilers was high enough
to induce the purchase of them in
the United States for export to for-
eign countries, the opportunity to do
business in the neighboring Repub-
lic, owing to the high protection
tariff, was greatly hampered. In or-
der to overcome this difficulty a pur-
chase was made of the largest boiler
shops in New England, shops that
had been founded in 1860 at Cam-
bridge, Mass., by Edward Kendall.
New property at South Framingham,
embracing all of ten acres, was
bought, extensive buildings con-
structed wholly of steel and concrete
and designed especially for the econ-
omical production of boilers, were
built and equipped with a complete
3

modern plant. These works were
placed in charge of Mr. Frederick
H. Keyes, M.E., a graduate and for-
mer instructor of the Massachusetts
Institute of Technology, who had ac-
quired practical experience in the

‘engineering line with leading firms

of engineers in New England, and
the business in the United States was
thus established under propitious
circumstances.

Tt takes a mechanic to understand
the mechanism of a steam engine,
but anyone would be very unimpres-
sionable indeed who could go
through the works at Amherst or at
South Framingham and fail to ap-
preciate the evidences on all hands
of economy and thoroughness. Apart
altogether from mechanical devices
for saving time and labor, every one
of the employees has the privilege of
a special incentive to do his best in
the least possible space of time. The
card system in the works is used
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with admirable results. By means
of this system, a record is kept of
every piece of work undertaken.
Every piece is numbered, and every
workman is likewise numbered. Both
of these numbers are inserted on the
card. An indicator registers the
time when the workman begins and
also when he stops. In that way the
work is carried forward without de-

works. If a workman has come un-
der the maximum time allowed and
the work passes the inspection he
receives one-half of the difference as
a premium apart from the regular
wage. On first thoughts, the uniniti-
ated are inclined to think that the
workwould be hurried through at the
cost of good workmanship, but that
seems scarcely to be at all probable,

MR. EDWARD KENDALL,
FOUNDER OF THE ROBB-MUMFORD BOILER WORKS

lay, the workman is induced to do
his very best, and at the office card
indexes show the cost and exactly
what is taking place or has taken
place with respect to every piece of
work that goes into the various de-
partments. In the machine shops at
Ambherst a premium system has been
inaugurated which may, later on, be
extended to all departments of both

because every article turned out has
to undergo a rigid inspection before
it is stamped and handed out for
shipment or pased into stock. If it
does mnot pass the inspection, the
workman loses the premium which
he is entitled to for perfect work.
The inspection of parts of high
grade machinery is a wonderfully
precise and admirable performance,
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MR. G. W. COLE, SECRETARV-TREASURER,
| THE ROBB ENGINEERING COMPANY AND
THE ROBB-MUMFORD BOILER COMPANY

the inspectors being provided with
instruments that easily and with
scarcely any likelihood of error
measure differences in size down to
the thousandth part of an inch or
less. That seems incredible, but it
is absolutely necessary to have things
right and true before they are
regarded as fit to go into the
make-up of a Robb-Armstrong
engine. Besides having diameter,
length, breadth, thickness, etec., of a
certain size given, it is necessary in
certain cases that the parts be per-
fectly flat or straight and, in order
to ensure certainty in that respect,
instruments called ‘‘surface plates’’
and ‘‘straight edges’’ are provided,
which are in themselves so true that
a single hair from a man’s head, if
placed between two of the straight
edges will separate them to an ex-
tent which is quite appreciable when
they are placed in front of a light.
If the hair is at either end, the eye
38

MR. A. E. ROBB, M.E.,
GENERAI, SUPERINTENDENT, THE ROBB
ENGINEERING COMPANY

can easily detect the infinitesimal
streak of light running at least three-
quarters of the way along the entire
surface. The point about the per-
fection demanded in the parts of an
engine lies in the fact that if a shaft,
for instance, is not true it will not
run so easily because the oil does not
separate the metals completely, and
consequent friction will cause it to
wear, but if it is true to the stand-
ards set by the Robb Engineering
Company it will run easily and have
no surfaces to wear and get out of
order because of friction.

Instead of making a part and then
fitting it into its place, and so on
throughout the entire construction
of a complicated machine, the praec-
tice of the Robb Engineering Com-
pany is to make the parts of each
grade of engine in large quantities,
all the same, and thus the time that
ordinarily would be required to fit
the pieces individually is saved. In
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other words, if one set of parts is
true, and the others are made exactly
the same, all must be true, and there-
fore it is not difficult to fit them. Of
course, that method of economizing
can be followed only in establish-
ments where large quantities are be-
ing produced all the time.

The testing of an engine is in itself
a very delicate operation, one that
requires a highly developed mechan-
ical knowledge. The engine is set up
just as it might happen to be in the
place it is intended to go perman-
ently, and then it is subjected to all
kinds of operations within its com-
pass. There is an equipment of pony
brakes for measuring the power; dia-
grams are made by indicators show-
ing the action of the steam in the
cylinder; changes of speed are indi-
cated by means of tachometers and
the steam used by the engine is
weighed. In this way it is possible
to know exactly what any engine can
do and will do before it leaves the
works, and a record of its perform-
ance is filed away and kept for refer-
ence.

In the works at South Framing-
ham it is the intention to produce
boilers which are equally perfect in
detail and the system of work is es-
sentially the same as that desecribed
in connection with the work at Am-
herst. In fact as the lives of large
numbers of men and women depend
upon the safety of the steam genera-
tors in use in factories, hotels and
numberless other places in which
they are used to develop heat or
power, it is even more important
that only the best materials should
be used and that every joint, seam
and rivet should be perfectly con-
structed to withstand the strain.
These works are equipped with elec-
trie, hydraulic and pneumatic ma-
chines designed to produce boilers
rapidly and with the highest degree
of perfection.

It is a matter of considerable pride
that Mr. Keyes, general manager of

MR. F. H. KEYES, GENERAIL-MANAGER
FOR THE UNITED STATES

the works at South Framingham, has
been chosen as one of a commission
appointed by the Legislature of the
State of Massachusetts to revise and
formulate rules for the construction
and inspection of steam boilers on
scientific lines.

The ranks of employeesof the Robb
Companies are recruited mostly from
the surrounding country, young men
from the farms coming in, serving
their apprenticeship and in some
cases continuing in the same shops
thereafter for the greater part of a
life-time. The apprenticeship sys-
tem practised is sufficiently rigid to
exclude most of the applicants who
are not likely to make good mechan-
ics, and as a result the workmen em-
ployed by these companies have the
appearance as a whole of being more
than ordinarily intelligent and ex-
pert. Their conditions of work are
excellent, light and air being first-
class. Never in the history of the
company has there been a strike, and
that enviable record is no doubt due
to the fact that the management
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have regard for the biblical reminder
that ‘‘the servant is worthy of his
hire,”” interpreting it with enough
elasticity to give the workman a
share in the profits that result from
diligence intelligently directed.

No attempt has been made to give
a consecutive description of the
works or of the various processes of
manufacture, the intention being to
give some idea of the system that re-
sulted in the large business that is
now enjoyed by the company and
that resulted a few years ago in the
invasion of the great field of the
United States. Much more of in-
terest might be written were space
available to devote to the foundry,

the boiler works, the power houses,
the store-rooms, the blacksmith shops
and the pattern shops, which form
interesting features of the works
both at Amherst and South Framing-
ham. But, doubtless, enough has
been said or indicated to impress the
reader with the fact that the success
of the Robb Engineering Company
is due in large measure to the in-
creasing reverence that is shown to-
wards economy and truth—economy
in time and labor, and in truth with
respect to the high standard set
by this company for the various
parts and processes required in
the manufacture of high-grade ma-
chinery.

BIRD’S-EVE VIEW OF THE ROBB ENGINEERING COMPANY’S PLANT AT AMHERST, N.S.
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Summer Diet

Summer diet needs a little care. Appetite is often
capricious in hot weather. Tasty dishes are a necessity
—but do not sacrifice nutrition in making fancy dishes.
A little BOVRIL in gravies for roasts, or a few spoon-
fuls added to soups, canned meats, pork and beans or
any made dish will both increase palatability and the
nutritive value of the food.

A BOVRIL sandwich is easily made and is both dainty
and feeding.
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GOLD MEDAL

At St. Louis Exhibition

ONLY MEDAL FOR ALE IN CANADA

Ale anda Porter
JOHN LABATT Aiylers o

1904

Vacation Time

is incomplete without a supply of

% most Delicious
Bonbons, Chocolates

and other unequalled
Candies

% The same care is exercised

in the manufacture of all our
A Goods as in the purchase of
g ONLY THE BEST MATERIALS

that enter into the same.

If camping do not forget a supply
of our COCOA and CAKE
CHOCOLATES if you
want Purity and Quality

Our Caramels» Stand Unexcelled

e s e — e e
130-132 YONGE STREET, TORONTO, CANADA
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Pearline L) SUMMER EXE&CISE

requires frequent washing of
many gowns —Don’t wear
| them out by destructive rub=
bing with soap and wash-

—especially adapted
to washing

Ducks

Linens

Piques board.

Lawns ’d

Batistes
Percdlos does more than soap can do

Cheviots ' ,. L | 7 Tt =WITHOUT RUBBING.
Ginghams & 904 That's why the most delicate
Organdies i 9 wash fabrics last twice as long

and all other f ' ‘:’ ‘when
Wash Fabrics. "

arline Do”s shing

Our expert cleaning of waist-

Men coats and suits is satisfac-

tory to the most critical

Dressers dressers. Spots are taken

out, not covered up to re-
appear. Pressing is skillfully done. Men’s garments
dyed. Let us show you what really expert work is.

R. PARKER & CO. bversana Cleantrs
TORONTO, CANADA
BRANCHES AND AGENCIES IN ALL PARTS OF CANADA
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Quebec Ter-Centenary Celebration |

JuLy 20TH TO AUGUST IST, 1908.

ISTORIC QUEBEC, the birthplace of Canada, will celebrate
H her 300th Anniversary this summer. It was in July, 1608, that
Samuel de Champlain with his little company of thirty men fir&t

landed upon the narrow stnp of land which lies beneath the

natural fortress of Cape Diamond and took possession for, and in the name
of, King Henry of Navarre. This and many other important events in the
4 nation’s hiftory will be portrayed in a series of hilorical pageants. Heralds
, and Watchmen, costumed as in the period of Champlain, will patrol the

streets proclaiming the opening of festivities. A grand review of the English,

French and American ﬂeets. will take place in the harbor, and twenty

thousand troops of all arms will be concentrated in the city. Athletic sports,

regattas, balls and entertainments will also be features of the Celebration, and

many distinguished visitors, foremost among whom may be mentioned H.R.H.

the Prince of Wales, have consented to be present.

s . The Official Programme, attractively printed and illustrated

N4 with half-tones showing many places of interest in and about )

s Quebec, will be sent to any address, postpaid, on receipt of

€ “woof | 10 cents. Address: Advertising Committee, Quebec Ter-

L ntenary Celebration, City Hall, Quebec, Canada.

LI —
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A prominent
Dentist says :

“I can always tell which
of my patients are using
Calox, the Oxygen
Tooth Powder, by the
splendid condition of

their teeth. With the
daily use of Calox the

teeth certainly become
whiter and the gums healthier and firmer.”

“The Oxygen Does It”

All Druggists or postpaid by mail for 25 cents.

McKESSON & ROBBINS, 91-97 Fulton Street, New York, U.S.A.

Dainty Trial Size Can and Booklet sent on request from

NATIONAL IDRUG & CHEMICAL CO., Montreal, Canada
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"The eye and ear of a squirrel at thirty
__ vards is mark enough for a good

You can use in the same rifle, without .change of parts, .22 sh
and long-rifle cartridges. This is an excellent arm for target wq as
_ well as rabbits, squirrels, hawks and all small game up to 200 y. rds:
_The ammunition is cheap, giving much enjoyment at little expense.
; e~ In our four distinct models—the solid top is always a protection n%
/VS*IEN\‘ \ % keeps powder and gases from blowing back; the side ejection allows in -]
ibezakide stant repeat shots, without the possibility of throwing an ejected shell:
© into your face or eyes; the removable sideplate or take-down construction
makes them the easiest of all .22s to keep clean. ! e

~_Get acquainted with the Zarten line before 7% '%n"/- ' ‘
- ordering your new gun. Send 3 stamps postage //2€ Ui Pl earms av
" and get our complete 136-page catalog. 7% Willow St. NEW HAVEN. CONN.

»

YOU only begin to realize

the full power of music to
charm and delight when listen-
ing to a skilled pianist on a

Karn Piano

Its wonderful art-tone and incom-
parable singing qualities make
it a favorite with music lovers.

The Karn Piano has receiv-
ed the endorsation of musical
critics throughout the Dominion.

THE KARN PIANO & ORGAN CO.

Woodstock Canada
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In Table Syrup

If you are responsible for the family food supply, you cannot
be too careful of what you introduce into the house. For purity
and quality “Crown Brand Syrup” is not surpassed and cannot
be improved upon. It isrich in those elements that build tissue

and produce strength; that is why it is so good for growin
children. 1t is easily digestible, possesses a delicious ﬂavoé
apd improves everything with which it is eaten. In cooking
its uses are manifold. For your convenience your dealer
has it in 2, 5, 10 and 20 Ib. air tight tins with lift-o'f lids.

\ Ask him to send you some.
\ The Edwardsburg Starch Co., Ltd.

Established 1858

Works : CARDINAL, ONT. Offices : MONTREAL and TORONTQ -
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The “Gillette” is the only new idea in razors for
over 400 years. It is absolutely safe in
its work—uses a thin wafer blade with
double edges, which may be adjusted for

elther a hght The Gillette Safety Razor consists N
of a triple silver plated Holder
or ;ask lose and 12double edged flexible Blades,

in velvet lined leather case. Price
§5 —at all leading Jewelry, Drug,
Cutlery, Hardware, Sporting Goods
and Department Stores,
Write or ask your
dealer for free

booklets. If he
cannot supply
you, write ¢d
us. y

shave.

The “Gillette”
is always ready
—and you can

with it in from
3 to 5 minutes, at
a cost of a fraction
of a cent a day.

It is the ideal razor for
young men and old men—for
tender faces and wiry beards.

GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO. OF CANADA LIMITED

OFFIOE AND FACTORY - = MONTREAL.

/Z
'/

2z 71 %

7 2 uo /ﬁ/l/
/9/ %///S/////////

77, ///y: 77/,
25

GIDLEY’S

Gasoline Launches, Row Boats and
Cances take the lead. Intending pur-
chasers of any of these goods should
certainly correspond with us. Shipments
made to all parts of Canada.

H. E. Gidley & (Co.

DEPT. C
PENETANGUISHENE, ONT., CANADA

“GURD’S” Ginger Ale “GURD’S”" Caledonia Water

There is nothing quite like either, for both are “ THE BEST ”’
CHARLES GURD & CO., Limited - - - MONTREAL
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( The Farrel Bacon Style “B” Rock
and Ore Crusher is recognized by
authorities as the standard Jaw
Crusher of the world.

We build it exclusively in Canada
under Letters Patent.

( The construction is simple, the
working parts being few in number
and easy of access for renewal or
repairs.

Q1lt is bullt in 18 sizes, having
capacities from the 7 x 10 size at 5
tons an hour up to the 48 x 36 size
with a capacity of 200 tons an hour.

{ This Crusher has enjoyed a wide
sale all over the Dominion and is used
extensively in Mining, General Con-
tracting, Road Making and Railroad
Construction.

€ We invite correspondence and will
cheerfully answer all enquiries.

THE JENGKES MAGHINE GO,

LIMITED

SHERBROOKE, QUE.
PLANTS
Sherbrooke, Que. St. Catharines, Ont.
SALES OFFICES
Sherbrooke St. Catharines Rossland Vancouver
Halifax Cobalt

Kindly Address Nearest Sales Office

General Offices:

1=~ F olng
Pocket Kodak
Special

Just as .good as a camera can be
made—so small as to never
be in the way.

There has never before been so much
quality put into so small a camera—in lens
and shutter and mechanical precision it is
right. Makes the popular 25 x 4% pic.
tures, the camera itself measuring but 2 x
3% x 8 inches. Fitted with Rapid Recti-
linear lenses having a speed of f8 and the
reliable F.P. K. Automatic Shutter. It fills
every requirement of those who demand a
perfect combination of convenience and
efficiency. Price $15.00.

CANADIAN KODAK Co., Limited,

Catalog of Kodaks free T
A““a(l)“&hoe deale:l or by mail. oronto, Can,

—
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WHIK > Shavin
Wilhams °§ieee
"The only kind that won't smart or dry on the tace "

A man'’s face is too conspicuous and too easily marred to
risk the consequences of any shaving soap that is not as
pure and soothing as a test of nearly seventy-five years
has proven Williams” soap to be.

Williams' Shaving Sticks sent on receipt of price 25c¢., if
your druggist does not supply you. A sample stick
(enough for 50 shaves) for 4c. in stamps.

A COMBINATION

that will ad_d irnn}engely to your summer's pleasure— Wil
liams Shaving Stick in the nickelled hinged-cover box and

ey illia
ersey Cream |

Toilet Soap 'y 1

(

{
ol LY

3

a(

(S

& The pure, creamy, refreshing qualities that have made Williams’ Shaving %
@ Soaps so famous are duplicated in Jersey Cream Soap for Toilet use. Price 15c. \(

:‘ A VACATION OFFER :

As a means of quickly popularizing Jersey Cream Soap and as an inducement to try it thoroughly, d
“, we shall (for a limited time) pack with each four cakes of Jersey Cream Soap without extra §
Q@ charge, a handsome, nickeled, hinged-cover soap box. The soap is perfection. The box is

\\ ‘" a beauty and invaluable in traveling, camping, yachting or at home. Ask your druggist; @&
‘& | he fails to supply you, send 60c. in stamps, and we will send the 4 cakes of soap
1§, and soap box by return mail. I

o, Address The J. B. Williams Com»any, Department A, <3
- ( Glastonbury, Conn. (

\
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.
The care w1th which “Five
Roses” Flour is made
is one of the main factors responsible for its nev
‘
f‘

et varying
flour on the
and, in con-

umformxty and purity. We pride ourselves that no
market is made with greater care than ““ Five Roses,”
sequence, this brand is as near perfection as a flour can be made
The ease with which it can be used, the quality and tastiness of the
bread made from it, is convmcmg proof of the important part

CARE plays in the making of ‘“Five Roses” F lour. Ask your
grocer for a bag to-day.

LAKE OF THE WOODS MILLING €O, Lid.

MONTREAL, WINNIPEG, KEEWATIN
PORTAGE LA PRAIRIE, OTTAWA

TORONTO, LONDON, ONT., ST. JOHN, N.B.

’\'\\\l—'._ﬁ' : )'

e EVANGELINE ART BOXES and otber attracuve Packages. i

sr:mm i

e i s et b

Delrcious Creams, Nougatlnes, Caramels, Fruits and Nuts
covered with a srr;_ooth rich chocolate

LOOK FOR THE “G.B.” STAMP ON THE BOTTOM. IT IS ON EVERY “G.B.” CHOCOLATE
GANONG BROS, LIMITED, ST. STEPHEN, N. B.
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*Gte EDISON PHONOCRAPH

is the only sound-reproducing instrument with Edison’s latest
improvements. It has the clearest, strongest Records, the
most durable reproducing point and the correctly shaped horn.

HE Edison Phonograph also offers a form of amusement which cannot be

obtained in any other similar instrument, and that is the fun of making
your own records. For a small additional expense you can obtain from your
.dealer a recorder and blank records, by which you can make your own records,
and listen to the sound of your own voice and that of your friends.
evening’s novel entertainment may be had in this way.

Many an o
a» QL Edisona
Ten Edison Records made by Mr. William Jennings Bryan
We have pleasure in announcing ten Edison Records made by Mr. Bryan at his home in Lincoln, N

consisting of the best passages from his favorite speeches. Ready at all Edison stores this month, Ask your

dealer. Besides the twenty-four Records in the regular list, the July Records contain five new Grand Opera
selections by famous operatic stars. Hear them at the nearest Edison store on June 25th.

jour dealer or write to us for the new catalogue of Edison Phonogmphs. THE PHONOGRAM, describing each Jul
ﬁgor)c{)in detail ; and the CompLETE CaTALOGUE, listing all Edison Records now in existence. = y

NATIONAL PL'ONOGRAPH COMPANY,

ebraska,

6 Lakeside Avenue, Orange, New Jersey
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Men’s ‘Victor” Boot
Style V.P. $4.00

F you ordered a pair of boots like the Victor V.P. from
I the New York Bootmaker who originated the style, he would charge
you from $5 0o to $6.00 and then not give you footwear better in
material detail than this VICTOR V.P. MODEL. ‘The toe has a
half-narrow shape, and widens gracefully on the outside, The sole
is medium weight, with a custom extension, A Flexible and Brilliant
Patent Colt, selected for its wearing qualities, is used in the vamp,
dull matt calf Blucher top with rounded corners. Finest quality of
duck linings, inside top-stays, back-stays and facings. Solid oak-—
bark-tanned sole leather, and heel. C.D. and E. widths,
TP T T S o R T W i ek SO IS, 0 A B e S e S .00

m SIMPSON o

TORONTO

O ) 1.
nnnnnnnnnnnnn RO e 3

Bofeclocheooclotcllolocledd 8. 8 8 8 8 0. 0.2 8 0. 8.8 0 8
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The Sideboard and the Silver

The sideboard should be stocked with the kind of silver that gives
pleasure in its use and in its exhibition.
This grade of silver plate bears the trade mark

“1847 ROGERS BROS.’

N 2T —
It is the kind which stays in the family through generations and is appreciated
equally for its wearing quality and for its beauty. If there is occasion to pui-
chase silver for a new home or at the time of replenishing, and you would secure
“Siluer Plate that Wears,” insist upon ** 1847 RLGERS BROS.” Sold by leading
dealers everywhere. Send for our catalogue ¢ 38 ?’ showing all patterns,

MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO., Hamilton, Canada

ALWAYS

EVERYWHERE IN CANADA
ASK FOR

EDDY'S MATCHES

EDDY'S MATCHES have Hailed from Hull since 1851 — and
these 57 years of Constant Betterment have resulted in

EDDY’S MATCHES reaching a Height of Perfection attained by
No Others. They are the Most Perfect Matches you ever Struck.
Sold and Used Everywhere in Canada.
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A NAME THAT
MEANS SOMETHING

A flour of the finest quality
which the choicest Mani-
toba Hard Wheat and the
most expert milling can
make ; a flour that never
fails to give satisfaction;
a flour that enjoys the con-
fidence of those who have
tried it—that’s

PURITY
_FLOUR

o No one wants to eat any-
thing but the best bread.
Purity Flour wins its way
by what it does—the best
flour makes the best bread.

\

AW

/

. Try it to-day. Ask your
grocer for Purity.

R

See that it
is on every
bag or barrel
you buy

WESTERN CANADA FLOUR MILLS CO.

LiMiTeD 740
Minrs AT WINNIPEG, GODERICH AND BRANDON

FREE A set of handsome picture post cards in relief, suitable for mailing, will be sent to any house-
wife absolutely free of charge, on request. Send a postal card with your address at once,

Address: Western Canada Flour Mills Company, Limited
713 Traders’ Bank Building, Toronto
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COLLARS

These collars reach you a spotless white.
They’'re laundried in pure filtered water in the best
equipped laundry in Canada.

Positively no chemicals® used to bleach or whiten the
materials.
As a result Tooke Collars never become yellow.
They keep their snow-white appearance until worn out.
The ‘‘ Maxim,” illustrated here, is one of our Anchor Brand
wing collars—very popular. It is suitable for semi-dress and
business wear. Is the finest collar made for the price—
2 for 25c. Made in 4-ply with outside facing of linen

1/

in sizes 14 to 18 and heights 2, 2%/ and 224,

TOOKE BROTHERS, LIMITED
MONTREAL 2
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HERE is only one

Genuine “VICHY™”

Water. It comes from

the Celestins Spring, which

1s so highly prized for its

curative-properties in Kidney and

Bladder Complaints that the water
is bottled under French Government Super-
vision and sealed with a special label to

prevent substitution.

ASK FOR VICHY CELESTINS

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
milk" easily digestible. € But insist on having ROBINSON’S

FRANK MAGGR"& (0., Canadian Agents, MONTREAL




4. Important Points of Sewing Machine Construction.
@ Did you ever consider what the thousandth of an inch might mean in the adjustment of the

the needle stroke on a sewing machine ?

q Or how mar:ly little invisible parts there are which may run well for a month or so in a
carelessly-made machine, and then by going wrong render it utterly useless?

q For the perfect construction and thorough testing of these vital details you must depend upon

the honor and reputation of the maker,

q The makers of the Singer Sewing Machine enjoy a reputation vouched for by millions of

Singer users all over the world.

q These millions of Singer users have proved the perfection of the Singer by years of steady

sewing.

q The Singer Sewing Machine is built like a watch and runs like one.

531 Board of Trade Building, Montreal,

Sold only by
Singer Sewing Machine Company

If a Singer Store or Singer Salesman is not available, address us at

9 ¢

Do you want a good Launch
with an engine that will give
you no trouble, and be a source
of pleasure to EOU? If so, write
for Catalogue

Jutten’s Boat and Launch
Works,
HAMILTON, ONTARIO

The
Original
and
only
Genuine

Beware of
Imitations Sold
on the Merits

f

MINARD'S
LINIMENT
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MASON & RISCH |

The Piano with a Soul /

DISTINCTIVE because of its Tonal Beauty .

!
(

HE wonderful resonant, singing qual-
ity of tone of the Mason & Risch
Piano has won the approval of the

great artists.

It is the piano for the home, because
honest materials and careful workmanship
ensure its long life,

It is the piano of the artist, because of
its exclusive and distinctive combination of
tonal and mechanical perfection.

We would like to send you our booklet,
““ Inside Information.”” Itis worth writing for.

B
THE MASON & RISCH PIANO Co., LIMITED

Toronto Warerooms : 32 West King Street
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What a Treat

for a Business Man

after the work and worry of the day,
to have an evening of music.

Amusements may pall ; books may
lose their charm ; but music brings
rest and relaxation to mind and body.

New Scale Williams
Player Piano

brings music to you, instead of send-
ing you to seek the music outside
of your home.

You can play this instrument your-
self—whenever you like—and what-
ever music you like.

With the New Scale Williams
Player Piano, you have the world’s
masterpieces—the rousing marches—
the seductive waltzes—the “old songs”

and the new—literally everything

worth hearing and playing.
Our Purchase Plan makes it easy for
you to buy one. Write us for par-
ticulars and also ask for booklets.

Cut out the coupon and mail
to us today.

The Williams
Piano Co.,

Borated
Talcum

TOIL POWDER

“The Box
that lox”

“YOUNG AMERICA"

ecannot begin too early to
realize the value of a well
Krnmnmi:Amw.n:nu'('. Advisethedaily useof

Mennen's Borated Talcum Toilet Powder
¥ the first necessityinthe rm y.the satisfyi IIIL. finigshof
the bath andtheshave.
Chafing, Prickly Heat
of summer. For your pro
non-refillable bo
nen's face on top.
Act, June 50, 19006,
mail, 25 cents.
Gerhard Mennen Co., Newark, N. J.
Try Mennen's Violet (Borated) Talcum Toilet Powder—It has the

ier the Food and Drugs
)1d everywhere, or by

scent of fresh-cut Parma Violets. Sample free,
MENNEN'S SEN YANG TOILET POWDER, Oriental Odor No
MENNEN'S II(HKA'IHl SKIN SOAP, (hlue wrapper) Samples

ally prepared for the nursery

L“"“-v ’c. pe \'1"1- h rone set Mennen's Bridge Whis st Tallles, (6 tables.

FEARMAN’S FAMOUS

THE STANDARD OF
EPICUREAN TASTE

Cured and sold by us for over fifty
years, 18 unsurpassed for flavor and
quality Try it Boiled or fried 1t
will please you

For Sale by all Leading Grocers

F. W. FEARMAN CO., Limited
HAMILTON, ONTARIO
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B Lovers of 0ld English Designs

as well as those of the most Modern and Up-To-Date Patterns can be sup-
plied from our stock. Kept by all first-class dealers in Canada. See that every piece

bears our trade-mark.  The STANDARD SILVER CO. Ltd."s5 Hayter St., TORONTO, CA

| TR

HEATING

q Is your home warmed satisfactorly ?  [f not, the
chances are that it will pay you to discard the old
apparatus entirely and replace it with a KELSEY,

q The prnciples of hygienic heating and fuel economy
are better understood now than when thousands of
heaters in use were built. The KELSEY is the embodj-

ment of the highest attainments of heating engineering,

s ( The Kelsey Zig-Zag Heat Tubes of which the
fire box is formed and by which greater volumes of air are warmed and
FORCED to every part of the house than is possible in any other heater
saves you enough in coal bills to more than pay for the change, to say nothiné
of the comfort of having your house kept at just the right temperature from top

to bottom all the time. Let us prove it to you.
THE JAMES SMART MFG. CO,, Limited, Brockville, Ont. and Winnipeg, Man. Exclusive Makers for Canada,
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Food is seldom

\

“Magi" is the purest beverage on earth.

dangerous! Water—as
we have it—is seldom safe!

It is distinct from all other mineral waters. It is the \\$
original Caledonia Water. In its perfect purity it is

sold to you, ‘untainted —untouched—uncontaminated.

For your table—your children—your guests.

Bottled at the Springs in sterilized bottles.

CALEDONIA SPRINGS CO., LIMITED
CALEDONIA SPRINGS, ONT.
DisTRIBUTING DEPOTS: MONTREAL, OTTAWA, TORONTO

: SO carefu”y selected.
There 1s no Tongue so scientifically cured.

like so properly boiled.

C L A R K’ S so nicely matured

These are the four features

that make CLARK’S Ox
OX Tongue famous and give it

its delicious and appetizing

. | ON‘ : UE flavor and palatability.

Wm. Clark, Mfr. - - Montreal
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THE SICK MADE WELL | e
Without Medicine

.

Remodelled, Handsomely Furnished New Throughout

THE ALBANY

41st Street and Broadway, NEW YORK

M M.,
Copyright 1907 by Dr. Hercules Sanche
All rights reserved.

e ]
R i 7 =

No matter what discase you suffer from, solong as no vital
organ is irreparably injured yon can be cured. [

Oxydonor will create in your system a strong affinity for |
Oxygen in the air, This additioual Oxygen, instilled into [
skilln, momhrluncs and every tissue, ]\vill r(evitallizc your body [ .
and give it the power to overcome all forms of disease,

You apply Oxydonor at home while you sleep. No loss of | ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF In the heart of the City

|

fls a1

time frolm work or business, ’ 500 Rooms 300 Bath Rooms
Oxydonor is safe, easily applied, and never loses its force. | L
Mrs. Gilliam, 481 John St. North, Hamilton, Ont., writes; | GeEx‘lltlinge.rl:’lP(l::l;e Ladies’ Reo(t::l.ll:'l::t g:;xﬁ“#
“My son was troubled with that disagreeable disease, Catarrh, | g Popular Prices oorish
and having tried everything we could think of or hear about | Plenty of life—but home-like

without any benefit, we tried Oxydonor just out of curiosity. ingl Sui 3 3
To our great delight it proved a cure. I feel I cannot speak Firgle Wotes end Suter- il 0 witheuk Has

|
|
tu\lhighly of itszulue or Cutufirh.”f i 4 st | $1.00 per Day and up
f you are suffering write to-day for full information about |
Oxydonor and its remarkable cures. Address pgtnnd for Raoklet ROBERT P, MURPHY
DR. H. SANCHE & CO. { Meet me at the College Inn, under The Albany, New York’s Leading
354 St, Catherine St. West, - - = MONTREAL | Rathskeller, a place to eat, drink and be merry Music

B e

LAKEHURST SANITARIUM

OAKVILLE, ONTARIO

This Sanitarium, established some sixteen years ago for
the treatment of Alcoholic and Drug Diseases, has had
a very successful career, and is now the acknowledged
leading ingtitution of its kind in Canada.

The spacious grounds are delightfully situated on I"ake
Ontario, and the patients freely avail themselves of the
facilities for Lawn Tennis, Bowling, Boating, Bathing,

FOR TERMS, ETC., ADDRESS THE MANAGER

LAKEHURST SANITARIUM, Limited, OAKVILLE

R




S

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Time Works Wonders

Comparatively few people comprehend the great
change that is taking place in Canada in the develop-
ment* and use of telephones.

Farmers and small villages have come to realize
that the telephone is a necessity, an economy and a
great convenience.

The Telephone is an Educator

It aids and cheapens communication and communica-
tion is the first essential of civilization.

Canada and Canadians in general have come to
realize that rural communities are entitled to as good
telephone service as Canadian cities have formerly

Canadian cities are now coming to realize that they
are entitled to an improved telephone service. = Why
should people continue for a generation to use out-of-
date telephones and pay for out-of-date tclephone
service?

See page 59, Advertising Department, May number
of the Canadian Magazine. The world moves,
why be annoyed longer by the “listening board”?

Canadian Independent Telephone Co., Limited

26 Duncan Street
TORONTO, ONTARIO
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UNSOLICITED
TESTIMONIALS

Are Sure Signs of well Pleased
Customers.

Bear River, N.S., March 30, '08.

Messr. Milton Pressed Brick Co., Lud.
Milton, Ont.
Dear Sirs,

I am mailing you, under separate cover, a
photo of the “Buff Brick Mantel” | purchased
from you through Messrs. Clark Bros. last
summer,

As to appearance, | think the photo speaks
for itself.

Should either the picture or my name be
of any value to you in your advertising you
are at liberty to use both, should you think fit.

Wishing you every success, | am, Dear Sirs,
Brick Mantel in Residence of Mr. W. M. Romans, Bear River, N.S. Yours very truly,

W. M. Romans,

SEND FOR CATALOGUE

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO. Limited

Toronto Office : 75 Vonge St. Works and Head Office : MILTON, ONTARIO

Free Expansion of Tubes

Perfect Water
Circulation

Dry or Superheated
Steam

Half the usual number
of handholes

ROBB ENGINEERING CO., Limited, AMHERST, N.S.

Traders Bank Building, Toron:to, lWivllliatm M(‘:,Kaz, Manager
istri i 1 1 Bell Telephone Building, Montreal, Watson Jac Manager
Distriot Offices: lUnion Ba’r’nk Building, Wi’nnipeg, J. F. Porter, Ma;mger
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Made of high carbon wire, galvanized and then painted white. s
Tougher and stronger wire than goes into any other fence.
Get 1908 prices and illustrated booklet
THE PAGE WIRE FENCE CO., LIMITED
Largest fence and gate manufacturers in Canada,

WALKERVILLE TORONTO MONTREAL ST.JOHN WINNIPEG
218

Hartshorn Shade Rollers

Wood Rollers Bear the script name of

Stewart Hartshorn on label.
Tin Rollers Get *“ Improved,’’ no tacks required,

The full value of what
you pay for is in
Baby’s Own Soap
itself.

The box and wrapper are purposely made as
cheaply as possible.

This enables us to use absolutely the highest
quality materials and pure flower petfumes
(from Grasse, France) and yet sell ‘“ Baby's
Own '’ at a popular price.

In ‘“Baby's Own’’ you get a soap that can
not be excelled—no matter
what price you pay. Refuse T
substitutes, because ‘‘Baby’s “rAylbe Tale”
Own’ is best for baby and’ | (ioert fake

Violet Scented

DRRG fe8 You. and Antiseptic.
ALBERT SOAPS, LTD., MFRS., MONTREAL

I %7 '€ GIVES NEW LIFE
Y S TO THE HAIR
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snm m ]ypwrim ] A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever

The excellence of its work is only| PR+ T. FELIX GOURAUD'’S

equalled by the ease with which 1t‘ ORIENTAL CREAM

accomplishes it.

or Magical Beautifier
Write us or any branch for full information. |

THE SMlTH PREMIER TYPE WRITER CoO. atifies EMOVES Tan, Pim-
ACUSE, \”‘wl YO [ nPs\\"vllns R ples, lrukl¢~
Branches Everywhere Beautifies Moth Patche: 8, l\n\h
| the Skin and Skin diseases, and
No other every blemish on
cosmetic and defies de-

will do it.

tection. It has stood
the test of 60 years: no
other has, and is so
harmless, we taste it to
be sure it is properly
made. Accept no coun-
terfeit of similar name,
The distinguished Dr,
.. A. Sayre said to a
lady of the haul ton (a
patient)—* 4g vou
ladies will use them,

Irecommend ‘Gowraud's C‘uum as the least harmful of

all the Skin preparations.

For sale by all druggists and Faney Goods Dealers,

GOURAUD'S ORIENTAL TOILET POWDER

For infants and adults. Exquisitely perfumed. Relieves
Skin troubles, cures Sunburn and rende rs an excellent com-
plexion. PRICE 25 CENTS BY MAIL.

COURAUD'S POUDRE SUBTILE
Removes superfluous Hair Price $1.00 by Mail

FRED. T. HOPKINS, Prop'r, 37 Great Jones St., New York City
|

Underwbod

The Underwood Condensed Rilling Typewriter describes itself in its title,
(and as many carbon records as may be required),
made at the one writing,

An invoice.
as well as the salesbook entry, are

The salesbook entries are made on a long sheet, and are condensed, elimin
waste space. Both sides of the sheet are utilized ;

to the right of the total-column upon the sales shee
according to departments or ledgers.

ating all
oI BR b

disintegration columns may be added
t, in which sales can be classified

We have an interesting catalogue which illustrates and fully explains this, and the
oth\_r special Underwood bookkeeping typewriters. It is worth the trouble of asking forit.

Unlted Typewriter Company, Limited

7-9 ADELAIDE STREET EAST, TORONTO
AND IN ALL THE PRINCIPAL CITIES
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Gourlay- Angelus Piano

Makes a Musician of its Possessor

The possession of a Gourlay-Angelus Piano brings to the person who does not
play a piano in the ordinary way, the ability to play any music—the best of
music—whenever desired.

The exclusive patented expression devices of the Gourlay-Angelus further enable
anyone to play with a degree of artistic feeling and freedom from mechanical effeet, only
otherwise obtainable by hand-playing after years of patient study.

If you become the possessor of a Gourlay-Angelus, you will find your desire for
music stimulated and your musical know'edge increased. ~ Then, and only then, will you
realise what a splendid possession such a piano really is. For all the music of the ages
is at command, and the Melodent and Phrasing Lever of the Gourlay-Angelus
give you the very soul of the music. These patented inventions are not procurable in
any other Canadian piano.

I! you have listened to other player pianos that are mechanical, come and hear how
artistic and human is the playing of the Gourlay-Angelus.

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE

GOURLAY, WINTER & LEEMING

188 Yonge St., Toronto
Branches: 66 King St. West, Hamilton; 195 Dundas St., London
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Dressing Bags
For Wedding Presents

One of the best personal gifts to either bride or groom you can make.
We make about thirty different qualities and styles, every bag having the
Julian Sale” guarantee label inside as to the quality of the leather.

The Gentleman's Bag illustrated contains the best quality of fittings.

Made in Natural Grain Leather, All Sizes
18-inch $23.00 20-Inch $24.00

in Dull Black Real Sea Lion
18-Inch $32.00 20-Inch $35.00

Catalogue G free. We pay express in Ontario and liberal allowances to
other points.

me JULIAN SALE

LEATHER GOODS CO., Limited
105 King Street West, Toronto
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Tours of Great Lakes and Georgian Bay
A FRESH WATER SEA VOYAGE

1500 MILES UP GREAT LAKES

’ SFEALEhVF
fartwilliam™

DIRECT LINE via THE GREAT LAKES to the NORTH-WEST

Che Dorthern
Davigation Company’s

‘Steamers leave Sarnia Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays, for Sault Ste.
: Arthur, Fort William. Friday steamer THROUGH TO DULUTH

“THAT GEORGIAN BAY TRIP”

:Includes 30,000 Islands, North Channel, Soo and Mackinac Island.
' Collingwood and Owen Sound Tuesdays and Saturdays.

Bay points completely covered by no other line.,

Marie, Pory

Steamers leaye
Georgian

BEST STEAMERS, BEST FISHING, BEST OUTING OUT

C. H. NICHOLSON,

Information and Tickets from all Railway Agents. Traffic Manager, s.m..
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E OF BAYS

KNOWN AS THE

“KILLARNEY of AMERICA”

OVER 1000 FEET ABOVE SEA LEVEL

PURE AND EXHILARATING ATMOSPHERE
MAGNIFICENT SCENERY and LOVELY WATER TRIPS
AN IDEAL TERRITORY for CAMPERS and CANOEISTS
MODERN STEAMBOATS Have Been Pracep oN THese Laxes
GOOD HOTEL ACCOMMODATIONS at REASONABLE RATEs.

Write for handsome booklet which tells you all about it. Sent free on
application to J. D. McDonald, Union Station, Toronto, or to J- Quinlan,
Bonaventure Station, Montreal.

W. E. DAVIS G. T. BELL
Passenger Traffic Manager Gen. Pass. and Tkt. Agent
MONTREAL MONTREAL

71
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ALLAN LINE

ROYAL MAIL STEAMERS

Swifl Steady Safe Elegant

FIRST IN ALL IMPROVEMENTS

Steel Hulls -1879 Bulge Keels—1881
«victorian®” and “Virginian”’—Turbine Engines—1905

Three Services Weekly

Montreal to Liverpool : Turbine Steamers.

Montreal to Glasgow : New Twin Screw Steamers, *‘ Grampian " and
‘““Hesperian” 10,000 tons.

Montreal to Havre and London : Large Single Screw Steamers.

RATES OF SALOON PASSAGE

Liverpool Steamers - - - $77.50 upwards
Glasgow Steamers - - - $67.50 e
Havre Steamers - - - - $50.00 =

RATES OF SECOND SALOON

$42.50 to $47.50 according to Steamer.
Rooms in Saloon are reserved on payment of $25 each berth.
Second Saloon on payment of $10.00. '

Accommodation for June and July sailings should be secured at once,
also west bound for sailings during August and September. 4] The Edinburgh
Exhibition is attracting a large number of tourists from Canada and the
United States, and our improved service to Glasgow offers splendid
facilities at very reasonable rates.

For illustrated descriptive circular, plans, rates, etc.,

Apply to any Agent or to

THE ALLAN LINE, . H. & A. ALLAN,
77 Yonge St., Toronto Montreal
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FISHING

In Quebec and the

Maritime Provinces

Write for Publications
giving full details as to

Streams
LaKes
Guides

Issued by

Intercolomal Railway

Toronto Ticket Office Montreal City Office
51 King Street East 141 St. James Street

OR

GENERAL PASSENGER DEPARTMENT, MONCTON, N. B.
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B e
ﬂ*‘“) Diagara Navigation €ompany
BUFFALO--NIAGARA FALLS--TORONTO
e : BSiI: Trips Daily (Except Sunday)
QUEBEGC GULF AND RIVER OF

STEAMSHIP H

LIMITED Summer Cruises in Cool Latitudes

The well and favorably known

S.S. CAMPANA

1,700 tons, lighted by Electricity, and with all modem comforts, leaves MONTREAL
at 4 p.m. on 13th and 27th July; 10th and 24th August, and 7th September, and
Quebec the day following, at noon, for GASPE, PERCE, GRAND RIVER,
SUMMERSIDE, CHARLOTTETOWN and PICTOU.

The finest trip of the season for health and comfort.
BERMUDA LINE | NEW YORK and QUEBEC LINE

_S.S. “Trinidad,” 2,600 tons, with splendid accommoda-
tion, sails from New York 4th and 18th July and 1st and
15th August, and from Quebec 11th and 25th July, 8th and
9ond August, calling at Halifax and Charlottetown both
ways.

The new twin-screw S.S. * Bermudian,” 5,500 tons, with
latest up-to-date improvements, 16 knots speed, sails from
New York for Bermuda every alternate Tuesday at 11 a.m.
Special Excursion rates, $40 and up, good up to 30th
November.

A. F. WEBSTER, Ticket Agent - YONGE and KING STREETS, TORONTO
ARTHUR AHERN, Secretary, QUEBEC
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QUEBEC is celebr'o.ting its
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Richelieu & Ontario Navigation Co.

Charmingly Situated Summer Hotels on the Picturesque Lower St. Lawrence

Tadousac

P. Q.

These high.class Summer Hotels are replete with all modern improvements,
and the Climate and Scenery at these points are unequalled on the continent

For further particulars, and copy of * Where the Sea Breezes Mingle with the Pine” apply to

THOMAS_HENRY - - - - - - Traffic Manager, Montreal
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Alpine Club in Canadian Rockies

“ The joy of life is steepness overcome, and victories of ascent,
and looking down on &ll that had looked down on us."—Z7ennyson.

Magnificent Alpine Scenery. The Grandet Mountain Peaks in the World.

At Banff, Lake Louise, Field, Emerald Lake, Glacier, are splendid Chalets and Hotels. At these
world famed resorts you may ride, hunt, climb, sketch, botanize, bathe in warm mineral springs, or go

boating. Words fail to tell of the beauty of this region which is one of the scenic marvels of the world.

Reached by the superb trains of the 5

CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY

Write for Challenge of the Mountzins. ROBERT KERR, P T M MONTREAL
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CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY COMPANY'S ROYAL MAIL STEAMSHIP LINES

: THE EMPRESSES

f AND 14 OTHER MODERN
ATLANTIC LINERS

The record for the fagtest 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 EMPRESSOF (RELAND 71 Yonie St., TORONTO MONTREAL

DOMINION LINE ROYAL MAIL STEAMSHIPS

WEEKLY SAILINGS

MONTREAL 10 LIVERPOOL PORTLAND 10 LIVERPOOL
IN SUMMER (Via Halifax in Winter)
5. S. “CANADA"™ S. S. “ KENSINGTON™ S. S. “DomINION "
S.S. “SOUTHWARK™ S.S. “VANCOUVER" S.S. “orrawa-

The 8.8. ““CANADA " holds the record of having made the fastest passage between Liverpool and Canada.
The 8.8 “CANADA" and S.S. “DOMINION " have very fine accommodation for all classes of passengers.
P dation is situated amidships, electric light and spacious decks.

: To Europe in Cmeort At Moderate Rates

Per 5. S. “KENSINGTON™ S. S. “SOUTHWARK™" S.S. “VANCOUVER"
S.S. “OTTAWA” (formerly the White Star Line S. 8. “GERMANIC")

To Liverpool, - $42.50 To London, - $45.00

AND UPWARDS, ACCORDING TO STEAMER AND BERTH

These Steamers carry only one class of cabin passengers, namely, Second Cabin, to whom will be
given the accommodation situated n the best part of the vessel, This accommodation includes
Promenade Decks, Smoke Rooms, Ladies’ Rooms, etc., all amidships, and meets the requirements
of that ection of the travelling public who, while wanting the best the steamer affords. do not
care to pay the higher rates demanded for such in the ships having two classes of cabins.

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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WHEN YOU GO P
TO THE QUEBEC (CANADE

TERCENTENARY BV

You will find at the Lake St. Joseph Hotel, on Lake St. Joseph, an ideal stopping
place, reached from Montreal via Canadian Northern Quebec Railway, and from
Quebec via Quebec and Lake St. John Railway.

Your home-spot will be on this beautiful lake in the Laurentian mountains,
and a fifty-minutes’ train ride will take you over the 22 miles into Quebec city every
morning to enjoy the great doings there.

The Lake St. Joseph Hotel is ideally placed on a lake 7 miles long and 21
around, with woods and hills all about, The railway station is in the grounds,
Pleasure launches for the guests are on the lake. Out-of-doors are grounds for
golf, tennis, archery, croquet—and every other play, and inside, the hotel is a
delight. One hundred rooms, a lofty ball-room (fine orchestra there all summer), and
not only comfort and convenience everywhere, but the most modern luxuries as well.

The hotel was opened on June 23rd ; rates $2.50 up per day, and is under New
York management for the Quebec and Lake St. John Railway.

You cannot make arrangements for your rooms too soon. Write to the
manager for booklet and general in‘ormation.

Other Summering Places on the Canadian Northern Railway System’s lines. Write for
Booklets, Information Bureau, Canadian Northern Building, Toronto, Ontario.

———————

emEaT =
Laurentides National Park

THIS renowned hunting and fishing
territory takes on increased popularity
yearly 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. Forinformation of anykind re sport

ADDRESS

The Hon. Minister of Lands and Forests.
QUE;BE(} PQ. CANADA




Such dainty and delicate
Confections are

COWAN'S

Milk Chocolate,
Croquettes, Wafers,

Cakes, Medallions, Etc.

\’ Chocolate Cream Bars
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|\ FLoRIDA WATEREQN

“THE UNIVERSAL PERFUME"
| FOR THE HANDKERCHIEF,

| TOILET AND BATH. N
j
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS AND SUBSTITUTES.

Wedding Gifts

Latest Novelties
CHINA and GLASS

WILLIAM JUNOR

88 WEST KING STREET, TORONTO
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I Chase & Sanborn’s delicious
//

Ceffee is alw: ays the same and

always the best.

If you are a coffee lover,

Chase & Sanborn’s will
. win your heart
a! @, ‘
.Q
u‘&_,c'- S T

The Tonic qualities of
good Orange Marmalade
1s recognized by the best
physicians. Insist on hav-

ing UPTON’S.

“It’s Pure
That’s Sure”
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A the cleanestand most modern
A 57\ mills, the most skilled millers
g | combine to give
Royal Household Flour
\V \ those baking qualities
A which makeup the choice
of discriminating house-

\ . Wives everywhere.
. i"\ If your grocer does
NS .

gy not carry
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The Ogilvie Flour Mills Co., Ltd.

Montreal, Winnipeg, Ft. William



Windsor

FINE and PURE

Salt is as necessary as fresh air.
577, of the blood consists of it—
it is indispensable to good digestion.

Being  constantly  discharged
through the skin and kidneys it must
be replaced. Of course you want
to replace it with the best. Windsor
Salt has been proved without equal.

Ask your Grocer

"

This standard Canadian Dent i-
has given unvarying satis.
faction for years as a cleansing

frice

and antiseptic agent in the care
of the teeth. Possessing the deli-
cate aroma of the Teaberry leaf,
it leaves the mouth refreshed and
thoroughly sweetened after use;
after a short time—with its ajd—
the gums become hard, well colored
and healthy, and the teeth glisten
ing and white to the gums. It
is especially recommended for
children's “use—Harmless and
efficient.

At all druggists, 25¢.

1,000,000 PEOPLE
To know that the Liquor
Habit can be cured secret-
ly at your home. Write us
* immediately for RECIPE
kastern Remedy Co, 122N, 10th St. Hamilton, O, (notInc.)

Many years of carefu.
study among birds pro-
duced patent

Bird Bread

That is why it can be
relied upon and why there
is such an enormous
demand for it. 10c. the
pkge., 2 large cakes,

Send name of dealer not selling BIRD BREAD apart
from COTTAM SEED, with 6¢. in stnmEs and ge. free
twolarge cakes. Feed your birds on the Stan @)

Cottam Bird Seed

Use Cottam Bird Supplics and Remedies. A“Eﬂ’*ﬁ_
Advice FREE lbou‘:pBixds. Bird Book 2sc. by mail.

Bart Cottam Co., 64 Dundas St., Loadon, Ont.

;

Mothers

This will interest you

Yuu know the trouble you

haye with the old style
of Infant’s Bands. Look at
our Infants’ M Bands {llus-
trated and you will be con-
vinced that these are the
only satisfactory bands on
the market. These bands
) are knitted. The narrow
tapes running over the
shoulder are sewed on, the
wide woven tab to which
the diaper is pinned is at-
tached to these tapes front
and back. Knitted tabs
stretch and tear, these tapes
and tabs will not, they hold
the diaper in place and
carry the weight to where
it belongs, to the shoulder,
These bands are made in
fine cotton, fine wool and
silk and wool.

Price 25¢. and 50c.
At all first-class dry-goods
stores
HManufactured only by
The
C. TURNBULL CO.
Limited
GALT - CANADA

SEA/[.S~as well és m&iéiens

any size envelope quickly, neatly and perfectly, Can also
be used for stamps, labels, etc.

THE CONSTRUCTION

The Barrel is made of hard rubber and unserews at the
joint to be filled with water,

The Metal Dampener is made of solid brass so it can not
rust: the roller of hard rubber. The moistener is filled with
felt, which absorbs the water and keeps it just wet enough
for immediate use,

One filling of the barrel will last several weeks.

You pass the felt over flap of the envelope, turn flap down
and roﬁ lightly over it, which seals to stay.

Every office needs one, or more, of these usetul, sanitary,
and inexpensive devices for moistening an’c! sealing anything.
“IT SEALS—as well as moistens,”’ a feature whic

similar articles (selling at a low price) do nét possess,

The rubber Roller enables the user to seal the envelope
perfectly, without the fingers (which are sometimes dj
coming in contact with the envelope. It does the work neatly.

It saves you that unpleasant taste.

You need one. Why not grder it To-day ?.Mmey
bach if not entirely satisfied. Price $1.00 Postpaid.
AGENTS WANTED,
HOMER T. SMITH, 1436 Willi Bldg., Cleveland, 0., U.g.a.

i
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G Autonola

IS THE BEST TYPE OF

PLAYERPIANO

IN CANADA

The Autonola is the modern instru-
ment, the piano of the present and of
the future, because it is of equal
service to the accomplished artiste or
to those who cannot play.

The Soloist Device in the Autonola
enables one to get the most perfect
shading throughout the composition
being played.

WRITE FOR DESCRIPTIVE BOOKLET C TO

The Bell Piano & Organ Co., Limited, Guelph, Ont.

LARGEST MAKERS OF PIANOS AND ORGANS IN CANADA

European Branch Toronto Branch Ottawa Branch
49 Holborn Viaduct, London, E.C. Warerooms 146 Yonge Street Warerooms 246 Bank Street

—_— —_—

We make over

137

different types

and
sizes of Vehicles

S

=

The Choicest of Materials The Strongest of Guarantees
The Most Perfect Satisfaction

are embodied jin every McLaughlin Vehicle.

MclLaughlin Carriages ™ Oshawa, 'Ont.

iy
. H} ST. JOHN _
: o= MONTREAL W
s O\ L oo A WINNIPEG e e
N7 NVAZZ 7\
~' S CALGARY
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Tonic Wine

Refreshes, cools, invigorates,
quenches the thirst and tones
the system in hot weather.

“Byrth” is neither an ordinary
tonic nor an ordinary wine. lIts
permanent tonic effect makes it
most valuable hot weather drink.
Try it with iced soda or mineral
water. It possesses qualities that
no other wine has. As an appe-
tizer it is unsurpassed.

FREE SAMPLE. Send this advertise-
ment with 10 cents to cover malil
charges, etc., and we will send a large
free sample of this famous tonic.
Byrrh is bottled in Thuir, France, by

Violet Freres, Props., and is sold by
all good dealers.

HUDON, HEBERT & CO., L,
Byrrh Dept., MONTREAL
Agents for Canada

HARTFORD

q

Clulz(}ock‘ﬁajls

A Bottled De]iglzt

A correctly propor-
tioned cocktail is

a drink as rare as it is
delightful. CLUB
COCKTAILS are
perfect cocktails—an
expert blend of fine
old liquors, measure-
mixed to exact pro-
portion. No chance-
mixed cocktail ever
made can duplicate
their even, exquisite
flavor.

kinds. At all good dealers. Man-
hattan (whiskey base) and Martini
(gin base) are universal favorites,

G. F. Heublein & Bro,

NEW YORK

LONDON
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On Tour

€ Up hill and down dale, 'long highways |
and by-ways, past green fields and country |
hamlets, throvgh sand and mud, over cor-
duroy and asphalt, in all kinds and con-
ditions of climate and weather, behold the
Russell Motor Car ever and always prac-
tising what we preach for it, “ Reliability.”

€ The Russell is the Pioneer Canadian
Car not merely assembled, but built in
Canada by a sound reputable Canadian
firm, who make every individual part used
in its construction. 'The Russell guarantee |
therefore covers not only the completed car |
but every minute and individual part used |
in its make-up. Low cost of maintenance is |
the bonus given with every Russell model. |

G. Two-cylinder, Opposed, 18 H.P. $1,600
L. Four-cylinder, Vertical, 24 H.P. $2,000 |
H. Four-cylinder, Vertical, 30 H.P. $2,500
K. Four-cylinder, Vertical, 50 H.P. $4,500
Powerful and smooth running motor.
Splash system of lubrication.
Efficient cooling.
Metal to metal clutch with cork inserts.
Selective type of sliding gear transmission.
Shaft drive.

Powerful brakes ; two sets on rear wheels.

Qur Argument is Clinched b; a Demonstration

Canada Cycle @ Motor Co.

LIMITED
West Toronto, Canada

Ottawa, Montreal, Toronto, Hamilton,
Winnipeg, Vancouver, Melbourne

THE BEST OF ALL AND

For over sixty years Mrs. WinsLow's
SOOTHING SYRUP has been used by mothers
for their children while teething. Are you
disturbed at night nr! broken of your rest
by a sick child suffer.ag and crying with
pain of Cutting Teeth? If so, send at once
and get % by *tle of ** Mrs. Winslow’s Sooth-
ing Syrup” for Children Teething. Its
value is incalculable. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately, Depend
upon it, mothers, there is no mistake
about it. It cures diarrhcea, regulates the
Stomach and Bowels, cures Wind Colic,
softens the Gums, reduces Inflammation,
and gives tone and energy to the whole
system. *“ Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup "
for children teething is pleasant to the taste
and is the prescription of one of the oldest
and best female physicians and nurses in
the United States, and is for sale by all
druggists throughout the world. Price,
twenty-five cents a bottle. Be sure and ask
for ** Mrs. WINSLOW'S SOOTHING SYRUP "

VIVFIIIIIVITIIIUIST
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Collecting

is an instructive and fascinating pastime ; unlike sther amnsements a

stamp collection is a profitable investiment. 500d fferent British

Colonial stamps $8.50, 200 different £2.00. 100 different 52
Cheap Sets of Fine Stamps

% 10c., 5 Bermuda, 10c., 15 India, 10, 10 Jamaica, 10¢., 4
1eia, 10

gOS 5 Mauritius, 10c., 4 St. L 8 Transvaal, 10¢., 6 Trini
1, 7 British Guiana, 10c., 10 Ca w1 Hope, 10e., 6 Gold Coast,
7 Hong Kong, 10¢, 4 Leeward Isla 6 Newfoundland, 10¢., 10
New Zealand, 8c., 7 S. Settlements, 10c., 5 West Australia, 6c
Copy of “COLONIAL STAMP NEWS” free with orders

THE ROYAL STAMP ALBUM
The latest and finest album published in the
world. This beautiful album contains spaces for all ostage
stamps, including all stamps of King Edward issues rice
$2 00, $3.00 and upwards. Send for booklet and
sample page.
Tercentenary Stamps Wanted

uy List ofall Canada stamps, post free 4c.

s and all British Colonial stamps, Canada

yment

ks COLONIAL STAMP CoO.

» % Publishers and Stamp Dealers
93 E. 534 8t.,

CHICAGO, U.8.A, Estab. 1882
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OLDSMOBILES

and out.
strength and accessibility.

fine finish.

Model “Z” $4,750.00
“« “M” 3,000.00
“ “MR” 3,000.00
“. “A”  2.7950.00
L 625.00

The Oldsmobile line, including each individual style of car,

represents all that is desirable in its class and is handsome inside
Inside, to those who appreciate good engineering, simplicity,
Outside, to those who appreciate grace, balance, stability and

; And the Erice,.too; compare the Oldsmobile with cars cost-
ing half as much again and then buy the better car. If you follow
thls'suggestlon we can count on your order now.

1908 MODELS

Touring Car
Touring Car
Runabout
Touring Car
Runabout

— |

Oidsmobile Company of Canada, Limited

FREDERICK SAGER, Manager. 80 King Street East, TORONTO, ONT.
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China Painters

Send 25c. for our handsome

Twenty
tal howi ly 1000 43
?esaig‘:lgsuzfs :mltl:agc?:iaﬁ; ’;)riced. Years Of

Then send your orders in and :
A B Floor
The Art Emporium f| Laying

357 St. Catherine St. West, MONTREAL

: have qualified us to
“: ; advise as experts in
this branch of house

l WERE ! }’urnishing.1 Writc;
or our catalogue o
A QUEEN : floor designs
I would eat gelatine,

And I'd order it home
by the car lot,

oy s| § ELLIOTT & SON

George,
But I'd stuff and I'd gorge . Manufacturers SN
Of the kind that they gat! 70 Khlg St. W, TOroRis

“LADY CHARLOTTE"”

Ghe Boy's Own Paper
Che Girl's Oum Paper

These two splendid monthlies are of the highest standard of
Juvenile magazine literature. They appeal chiefly to the young
people of school age. The best writers of boys’ and girls’
stories contribute to their pages, and every issue is beauti-
fully illustrated. They are full of good stories of school and
home-life, adventure, travel, besides containing articles of a
useful character—the kind in which boys and girls delight.
Subscribe now. New volume begins in November.

Price for each, 10c. per copy, $1.20 per year

Wartuick Bros. & Rutter, Limien

CANADIAN PUBLISHERS, TORONTO
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Story
n Chapters

Furnace properly and carefully installed.

With great ease water is
placed in water-pan, drafts
opened and coal fire started.
Fire soon burns up brightly,
drafts are closed and check-
draft opened. Immediately heat-power begins to penetrate dome
and radiator surrounding dome, The incoming cold air immed-
iately receives the energy of this heat-power, and by natural law
ascends up the hot-air pipes, thence to rooms. No gas escapes
into cellar or rooms because there is an automatic gas damper
providing for its escape up the chimney.

In the morning a gentle rocking of the lever
removes all ashes from grates. No dust in operator’s
face, for he first opened damper into dust-pipe leading
from ash-pit, then direct draft at smoke-pipeentrance,
and all dust passed up dust-pipe to dome, then
out chimney,

1.

No need to shovel any ashes away. All nicely
settled in ash pan ready to be quickly and easily
removed from pit. On coming upstairs operator finds
that he requires no whisking off, and his wife don’t
scold him for ‘‘making everything white.”

v.

OPerator is delighted. When asked the name
of his furnace, he proudly said,

SEND FOR BOOKLET

McCLARY'S

London, Toronto, Montreal, Winnipeg, Vancouver, St. John, N.B. Hamilton, Calgary
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The Full Ery qyment of
presh

Fruit,

’ The full enjoyment of fresh
fruit comes to the person
who knows enough to com-
bine it with a food that is properly acted upon by the fruit acids,
thereby promoting digestion and preventing stomach discomfort

and bowel disorders. The ideal food for this purpose is

Shredded Wheat Biscuit

The shape of the biscuit and the porous nature of the shreds
make it peculiarly adapted to combinations with all kinds of acid
fruits, in season and out of season.

You do not know “The Joys of June” until you have eaten
Shredded Wheat with strawberries and cream. Nothing so whole-
some, healthful or nutritious in summer. Try it =
for dessert in place of soggy white flour short-cake
and other pastries. Deliciously palatable and

easily digested by the most delicate stomach.
Shredded Wheat is made of the choicest white wheat that

grows, is cleaned, steam-cooked, shredded and baked in the
finest and clennest food factory in the world.

“Its All in the Shreds”
The Canadian Shredded Wheat Company, Limited

Toronto Office : 32 Church St. Niagara Falls, N.Y. O :‘x.ﬁ?;':f”"
- 28
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ROYAL SOUVENIR

Heavy Steel Plate Range

THE AVERAGE MAN—when buying a new Range is influenced
by the appearance. In this respect the “Royal Souvenir” fills th A ST de.‘l
outline and very handsomely nickelled. T e eye, axit is Symmetrical i

THE AVERAGE WOMAN—after the new R h : ;
kitchen, takes over the duty of making a test of the baking q“:]?t?:s_ "}_i_h been installed in the

is is where the “Royal

Souvenir” shows to best advantage, as she will find it is easy to operate, and responds instantly

to dampers and checks.
What more is there to add ?

The Best Dealers Sell “Souvenirs”

MANUFACTURED BY

The GURNEY-TILDEN CO., Limited, Hamilton, Canada

<
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“EVER-READY”—THE GREATEST SAL
RAZOR BLADE OF THEM ALL.
OTE the |-nvkin-_vlnx .l\.?ll;]ll' TESTED

Ever-Ready blade.

the final test each blade is
placed into a cardboard pocket
that protects the edge from
any exposure or dulling con-
tact until opened ready for
use. Each blade is then wrap
ped in rust-proof wax paper
and sealed with an Ever-Ready
wrapper. All this each blade
must receive in order to guar
antee factory periection when
it reachcs you jeware of
blades exposed —that are con
tinually baundled by others
and again‘t which there can
be no guarantee of keenness or
cleanliness

Ever-Ready blades are clean,
ganitary and finest possible. 12
blades in dollar set or extira
blades 12 for 7be. dny time.
Genuine bear trade mark face.

\

SEALING WRAPPER

There are twelve of these intensely sharp “Kver-Ready
blades in each dollar set together with handsomely nickeled
safety frame handle and blade stropper, all in a fine case—one

dollar.
We Repeat Our Guarantee

The new “Ever-Ready” 12-bladed Safety Razor w ill shave you best of all
razors. 'This means $5.00 ones that goes with lesser priced sorts without say-
!Hl-'- T'his statement is made under pledge that your dollar will be refunded
if you don’t find the *‘“Ever-Ready”’ 3
what we claim.

Extra Blades 12 for 75 Cents
or else you can strop back the keen
edge.

Sold by Hardware, Cutlery, De-
partment Stores, Jewelers, and Drug-
gists throughout Canada and the
World.

T rade-Mark

- lace

Mail orders upon receipt of $1

International Distributing Co., Agents
591 St. Catherine St., Montreal, Canada
AMERICAN SAFETY Razor Co. Inc.

320 Broadway, New York.

‘Ever-Ready’

12Bladed
Safety Razor-™*




Coffee is
A Secret
Menace

to steady nerves, a clear brain
and the best success,

Postum

“openly” shows the way to com-
fort, health and mental power,

“ There’s a' Reason.”

PosTUM CEREAL COMPANY, LIMITED,
Battle Creek, Mich., U. 8, A,

1780 «or me v anre 1905
Walter Baker & Co.’s
% G Chocolate

It is a perfect food, highly
nourishing, easily digest-
ed, fitted to repair wasted
strength, preserve health
and prolong life,

A . A new and handsomely
TPt illustrated Recipe Book
sent free.

Walter BaKer & Co., Ltd.

Established 1780 DORCHESTER, MASS.

“45S Highest Awards
In Europe and America

Branch House, 86 St Peter St., Montreal, Can.

Are of a uniformly superior quality
and flavour. The pure fruit is used
for flavouring the fruit centres

and the finest chocolate for cov-
ering them. Cleanliness
and skill in manufacture,
combined with the finest
ingredients, make Stewart’s

the best.
THE STEWART CO., Limited

TORONTO

e T OEP Y B AN




