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§ THE EVER POPULAR
: HOUSEHOLD REMEDY
§
-

Which has now borne the Stamp of Public approval for

OVER FORTY YEARS.

ENO’S
‘FRUIT
SALT

PLEASANT TO TAKE,

Refreshing and Invigorating.

ONIA
vnE VALUABALL
lAl:~‘ c.onlnvvtu':
. 2

PRCPARED ONLY AT

. I 'HERE is no simpler, safer or more
i agreeable aperient which will, by
i - natural means, get nd of dangerous
N HEALTH Gl\l_lNC waste matter without depressing the
PLEASANT CORLING spirits or lowering the vitality.

’ REFRESHING :

{
” SCINNICORATING It can be safely used every day
even by invalids and children.

THE BEST OF ALL
HOUSEHOLD REMEDIES .
AT ALL TIMES.

Prepared cnly by J. C. ENO, Ltd, *FRUIT SALT* WORKS, LONDON, S.E.
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Agents for Canada, Messrs. HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO.. Lud,,
10, McCaul Street, Toronto.

r

1
e

%mlIIIiliIIIIlllllllllllllIIlIIIlllIlllIlllIllIlll|ll|||IIIIHIII|||Hllilllllllllllmlllllm.innilhiiIilIIIulllilimimlullluims|nI|Ililll|lll|iiimlmlllmlmlllllllilIIMIIIHIll||lI‘lHIHIIIIIHHIIHHIHI T



S

The Canadian Magazine

Vol. XLIV Contents, February, 1915 No. 4
YourH axp SuNLigaT - - - - - A. Suzor Coté - - Frontispiece
HEroEs oF THE CANADIAN ArcTic - A, V. Thomas - - - - - -293
THE OLD WARRIOR, VERSE - - - - Frances Beatrice Taylor - - 298
Famous CaNapIaN TRIALS - - - - AS Gordon Dewey - - - - 299
II. WALKER S EAR.
IN THE LAURENTIANS, A PAaNTING - Clarence A. Gagnon - - - 309
L TRAMPING IN UNFREQUENTED Nova
) Soonrs) ITTUSTRATED: o= e e i Weo Tincey SATNY, " & o o i 311
g THE StUDIO. A PAINTING - - - - Louis Mettling - - - - - 319
' Dpis Favmie - - o -0 e == AR Oarmami- =<0 -4i2 828
o » LETTER NO III.
% ; Tue PribE oF Two. Ficrion - - - Rosa Mulholland - - - - - 324
REPARATION. VERSE - - - - - - A G Mackay - - - - - - 331
+§ THE ApoPrion or THREE STAR - - Stanley Portal Hyatt - - - 332
Y) SnowBouND BoaTs. A PaiNTiNg - Ernest Lawson ' o2 e e o0
Tae Cur AND THE CovoTE. FictioN - Edward Peple - - - - - - 339
ON CHAMP DE MaRs. VERSE - - - R. Stanley Weir - - - - - 347
Trag Fmst Jew. FicrioN - - - - Franeis Haffkina Snow - - 348
O~ THE BEAcH. A PaNmiNg - - - Franklin Brownell - - - - 355 l
Cuier CAUSES OF THE WAR - - - - Theodore Wehle - - - - - 357
THE Topor Cup. Frotion - - - - Neil Munro - - - - - -361
THE STORY oF THE CHIEF OF PoLicE. William Le Queux - - - - 366
REALIZATION, VRSB - - - - - - LM Montgomery - - - =872
Tue HiGEWAY OF THE GREAT DivipE. A Photograph - - - - - - 373
Cokatarn Bvanms - - - 4 - - = Lindsay Orawford = - < ¢ 8
e Fadndmy Tikig 07 0 <05 75 Book Reviewl iu= vooia o 2 08
A $2.50 PER ANNUM. Including Great Britain Ireland and most of the Colonies.” ‘
} SINGLE COPIES, 25 CENTS.
© Letters containing subscriptions should be registered and addressed to The CANADIAN
MAGAZINE, 200-206 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. European Offices,
Regent St., London, S.W. 38 Rue du Louvre, Paris.
@ Copyright, Canada, 1915, by The Ontario Publishing Co., Limited /jﬁ
@ vr__—_’@%mﬁﬁ,—)@



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

. A
S eyl B
AN o)

—atmosphere:

HERE is something in the atmosphere of the World’s Greatest Hotel that
can be duplicated nowhere else. The resources of the Cecil—its Restaur-
ant, Palm Court, Grill Room, Indian Floor, and the kind of people one

Mmeets there, offer the &don wivant the highest interpretation of his ideas
and ideals of hotel life—at a reasonable figure.

—Situation?

VERLOOKING Cleopatra’s Needle, with broad and noble frontage to
the Thames Embankment. Main entrance approached from the Strand,
City and West End and all principal centres of business, amusement, and

Interest, equally accessible.

—equipment:

HE Cecil is the most comprehensively-equipped residential establishment in
the world. Accomodation for 850 guests. Bathroom adjoins every bedroom;
telephone in every room. Resourcesof a small town at the visitors disposal.

Ask at the Canadian Magazine Travel Bureau, Toronto, Canada, for a copy of the Holel
Cec‘z'l Booklet. This shows, by text and illustration, some of the luxuries of the Hotel's in-
Lerior, its imposing exterior, the cost of a stay, brief or extended and contains a variety of
8eneral information that will be found wvery useful to the intending visitors to London.

Tiz egraphic Address r
= HoEL.CeCIT
—Z0r O.

~
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'STAMBOUL OF THE SULTANS
By ALBERT R. CARMAN

An intimate and graphic description of a visit to a great playground of the
Turkish Sultans, while it was yet Turkish. There area number of beautiful
photographs for illustration.

FAMOUS CANADIAN TRIALS

No. 3 of this series deals with the trial of Patrick Whalen for the assassination of
Thomas D’Arcy McGee. It is written by C. S. Blue, and gives a vivid account
of one of the most dramatic episodes in Canadian political life.

OLD-TIME TRAVEL THROUGH THE YELLOWHEAD PASS
By EMILY P. WEAVER

Now that two transcontinental railways are using this famous pass as a means
of reaching the Pacific, itis intensely interesting to read Miss Weaver's account
of travel in that region before it ‘was opened up.

There will be as well a choice selection of short stories, among them a capital
one entitled “The Magician’s Box,” by Madge Macbeth, author of ¢ The Adven-
tures of Aniwar Ali,”” Etc.

$2.50 PER ANNUM. Including Great Britain, Ireland and most of the Colonies-
SINGLE COPIES, 25 CENTS.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

200-206 Adelaide Street West . TORONTO

.
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Are you Satisfied
With your Complexion

or are you afraid of losing the complexion you
have? Try “LA-ROLA" a greaseless preparation
with a delicate fragrance. LA-ROLA is a high-
grade cream used by men and women. It keeps
the skin soft and gives beauty to the complexion.
After shaving it soothes the irritated skin, Its
unequalled qualities have won it a world wide
patronage.

GET A BOTTLE FROM YOQUR CRUGGIST
TODAY YOU’'LL BE DELIGHTED WITH THE
RESULTS.

ASK FOR

BEETHAM'S Y 4
a"l'Ola P

Manufactured by
M. Beetham & Son,
Cheltenham, Eng.

Successes R.M.C
Entrance 2nd, 10th
places, 1914.
McGill Science, 1st
Head Master: place 1910, sy
C.Ss. Fosbery, M.A. place 1912, 2ad

place 1913. "~Ex-
MONTREAL hibition Arts, 1913.

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

“MELANYL" THE
MARKIN

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
NEW METALLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE

o NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
0 f all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25¢.) from the Inventors.

C
~~OPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Lo, 7%5553RiE ST ENGLAND

S
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The ““CONNAUGHT*? Ladies
Superior Quality Cape
Cloves, (British made) in Tan
shades, Spear Points, Prix
seam sewn, 2 Press Buttons,
71 cents per pair.

No. 315. — Ladles® Doeskin

Gloves, (British made) in useful

shadesof Grey, Tan or Beaver,

Pique sewn, 2 Press Buttons,
*Bl cents per pair.

| The *“CANADIAN?® Ladies’®
Buckskin Finish Gloves, excell-
ent wearing, in Tan or Grey,
Prix seam sewn, 3 Buttons, 95
cents per pair.

Ladies® Real Deerskin Gloves. in
Dark Tan and Dark Grey, (British
made) Prix seam sewn, 2 Press But-
tons, $1.34 per pair.

No. 310. — Ladies’ Best Quality
Chamois Leather Gloves, Natural
Colour, Hand sewn with Strong
Black Thread, Special Cut Thumbs,
2 Large Pearl Buttons, 85 cents
per pair.

Ladies’ Strong Cape Cloves, in
Tan or Oak shade, 6 Button
Length with Wide Arms, Strap
and Press Button as illustration,
Spear Points, Prix seam sewn,
$1.20 per pair. °

Ladles® “‘CANADIAN?’ Buck
Finish in same style as above, in
an or Dark Grey, $1.44 per
pair.

MEN’S CLOVES

Strong Doeskin Buck Finish, in
Tan or Dark Grey, (British made)
Prix seam sewn, 1 %ress Button, €3
cents per pair,

The *“CANADIAN?’ Buck Finigh
Gloves. in Tan or Grey, a splendid
Glove for wear, (British made) 1
Press Button, 95
cents per pair.

5

Men’s Real Deerskin
Gloves, in Tan or
Dark Grey, (British
made) Prix seam sewn,
1 Press Button,
$1.34 per pair.

No. 326, — Men’s Best Quality Chamois
Leather Gloves, Natural Colour, (British
made) Prix seam Hand sewn with Black
Thread, 1 Large Pearl Button, 85 cents
per pair.

equally moderate prices.

Remittances, includingfosta e, by International Money Order,
ngland.pite Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.

LONDON, England”_

General Post Office, London,

Address
all Orders

: Strap and Press Button,

PRICE lalS'TB may be obtained free, on application to the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd., 200-

The LONDON 'CLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside,

Ladies” Doeskin Gloves, Buck
Finigh, in Dark Tan or Grey
with Wool Lining and Fur
Tops, White Fur Lining at
‘Wrist asillustration,
Strap and ress
Button, $1.20 per
pair.

Ladies’ Strong
Dark Tan Cape
Gloves, without Fur
Tops, with Warm
‘Wool Lining, Strap
and Press Button, %
suitable for Sleigh-
ing. Driving, Etc.,
95 cents per pair.

Ladies?’; “ BUCKSKIN,””
in Tan or Grey without
Fur Tops, Lined Fur
throughout, Pique sewn,
Gusset Wrist Strap and
Press Bufton.

Ladies® Doeskin, Buck
Finigh, in Tan or Grey,
Lined White Fur, Pique
sewn. as illustration, 2
Press Buttons $1.34
per pair.

Ladies’ Real Reindeer
Gloves, (British made)
in rich shades of Tan or

(¥ LONDON GLOVE COMPANY|

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND;

Direct Attention to Their Unrivalled Variety of British Made
Gloves at Their Usual Moderate Prices.

s
Chevrette G'l:’:';f:
(English maare!"

Grey, Prix seam sewn, Brown or t
2 Buttons, $1.34 per F;r Tops aﬂ‘%,r::s
pair. Fur Lined‘s‘l'o.
Men’s Ditto, with one Button, il
Large Pearl PeniEa

Button,
$1.69 per pair. A

. MEN'S GLOVES

8trong Cape, Prix seam
sewn, Double Palms,
Wool Lining, in Tan or
Black, Strap and Press
Button, as illustration,
$1.09 per pair.

Men’s Strong Goatskin
cape Cloves, in Dark
Tan shade, Lined with
Best Quality Peerless
qul, Hand sewn, with

as illustration, $1.58
per pair.

SUPPLIMENTARY DEPARTMENTS—Ladies’, Men’s and Children's Hosiery and Underwear, English man
206 Adelaide St. West:

payable to THE LONDON GLOVE co

t
ufactur® ®
5 TorO"to

MP. ANY'

e
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R()ya] Vinolia Preparations combine good taste

The

fepy Royal Vinolia Toilet Preparations

andeseﬂt the higher Standard of Quality

of € unsurpassable ‘‘ Vinolia” Standard
Urity‘

— in

Oy
thee AL VINOLIA TALCUM POWDERS
Varietieg :

Dl
l‘erfum VINOLIA—an exquisite talcum, superbly

R » Comes in very large tin, 25c.

T
ey, - PRINCE CHARLIE_, tajcum with the

tin, 25§ White heather perfume.
LIR :

1L
S o “OLETTE DE PARME _fiest quality tal-

ROY: Ymed with Italian Violet odour, 20c.
tyj,, *VINOLIA DENTIFRICES
:nd Liciui
a‘?lea .

Extra large

— in three
O¥al Vinolia Tooth Paste, Tooth Powder
d Dentifrice, Noted for antiseptic as well
ROY S8 powers. All three 25c. each.

ALy
aQap INOLIA CREAM SOAP__, pure white

3 Conta ...

EI“QS of Maining a1l the valuable medicinal proper-
Oilgy So °¥al Vinolia 'Cream. An incomparable
BO 4P—50c, per box of three tablets.

v; oklet

and high quality at small cost

ROYAL VINOLIA VANISHING CREAM __, ool-
ing and refreshing cream that vanishes from the
skin as soon as it has done its healing work. In
jars and tubes, 25c.

LYPSYL s an exquisite toilet preparation for
keeping the lips in a healthy rose-like condition, 15¢c.

ROYAL VINOLIA CREAM__ ¢, beautifying and

preserving the skin—sold in two sizes at 35c.
and 50c.

ROYAL VINOLIA FACE POWDER__imparts to

the skin the velvety appearance of a well ripended
peach. 50c. a box,

ROYAL VINOLIA PERFUMES_ have individual-

ity and distinctive flavours that
make them leaders in Paris itself.

APPOINT,
oY #ge Mieny

Vinolia Company Limited, hold the
Royal Warrant of Appointment to
their Magesties the King and Queen,
and to the Royal Family of Spain.

IlADE IN ENGLAND AND IN CANADA l

“The Care of the Skin and Hair" and Sample of Royal

7] .
\olz“ Cream Soap for 2c. stamp. Vinolia Co., Ltd., Tovonto
AN L 3 SRR AR




By The Way

The Edmonton Journal, says:

“The Canadian Magazine for January contains the first of twelve
articles on *‘ Famous Canadian Trials.” This a field which has
been waiting for some enterprising publisher. As we are interested
in great trials of the present, we are certain to be in those of the
past. The people who can remember them will read every line.
Those who are not old enough for this, but whose curiosity has
been stimulated by incidental references, will devour the articles
almost as readily. The first story is told by Mr. A. H. U. Colqu-
houn and is that of the case of Alexander McLeod, arrested in 1841
for murder in connection with the burning of the steam ship
«Caroline,” which was set on fire during the Rebellion and sent over
Niagara Falls. The trial had important international bearing and
the facts are set forth vividly.”

The first of these famous Trials is followed in the present num-
ber by an intensely interesting account of a trial that took place
at Montreal, just after the English occupation, and that was
known as ‘‘ Walter's Ear.”” The next will deal with the trial
that followed the assassination of D’Arcy McGee. This is a trial
the records of which, buried deep in the files of newspapers
nearly half a century old, form one of the sensational chapters
in Canadian political annals and offer an absorbing study in
criminology. The author of the article, Mr. C. S. Blue, has made
an exhaustive study of the subject by examining the records at
Ottawa, the scene of the crime.

This is a series that every Canadian should read. If youare not
a subscriber to The Canadian Magazine, begin now and enjoy
this splendid series of articles. There will be at least twelve of
them, all by capable writers.

$2.50 PER ANNUM. Including Great Britain, Ireland and most of the Colonies-
SINGLE COPIES, 25 CENTS.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

200-206 Adelaide Street West . TORONTO
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You Should Have

PHOTOGRAPH THIS

BOTTLE AND LABEL
ON YOUR MEMORY

Absorbine, Jr.

In Your “First Aid’’ Cabinet

It is a dependable preparation for the
numerous household accidents—even in
major cases you will assist your physician
by its use awaiting his arrival. Applied to
cuts, bruises, wounds and sores it makes the
parts thoroughly aseptic, kills the germs and
promotes rapid and healthy healing.
Absorbine, Jr. contains no minerals or acids
and is harmless to the most sensitive
tissues.

ABSORBINE J&
. THE ANTISERTIC LINIMEN]
Itisa diff;::;:\l:‘in:l‘ :f lf;lil;lent. Itisa
non-poisonous Antiseptic and Germicide

This doubles its efficiency and it may therefore
be prescribed and used with every confidence
wherever a high-grade liniment or a safe, power-
ful germicide is indicated.

To reduce inflammatory conditions—sprains,
wrenches, painful, swollen veins or glands.

To reduce bursal enlargements and infiltrations—wens, weeping sinews, etc.
Absorbine, Jr. is a discutient and resolvent.
To allay pain anywhere—its anodyne effect is prompt and permanent.

To spray the throat if sore or

infected—a 109, or 207, solution of

Absorbine, Jr. is healing and soothing and will destroy bacteria.
To heal cuts, bruises, lacerations, sores and ulcers.

——

R’ﬁ;ilt from Laboratory Report Made
M Vember 15th, 1911, by A. R. Pyne,
Sl Dominion Analyst, 134 Carlten

‘Feet, Toronto, on Abserbine, Jr.

Test 1
AQuegys 28 conductod with a 25 per cent.
% "&se;‘:)s solution of Absorbine Jr. There
or Bacmgmwmpr the Bacillus Diphtheris

from s us Coli on the sterile agar plates
g‘i"\ltes'ee‘,:p to fifteen minutes, and nine
t""’hylocm‘-&;’:‘um was germicidal to the

ey

"ithﬁlzp“’&- condueted in the same way
Towty o, PET cent. solution. There was 1o
lmﬂ',hmvl the agar plates from the Bacillus
Minytag 1® or the Bacillug Coli, fourteen
tho §pay Proving sufficieut for the death of
ok Phylococeus,

& 19 Dear Wwag similarly econducted, using
®XDogypg SONT solution. Three minutes'
Wthe Ba to this solution was germicidal
deﬁtroy tﬁ‘“lls Coli, while it took seven to
© Bacillug Diphtheris.

IT KILLS GERMS

Athletes and Trainers use Absorbine, Jr. not only to overcome
these conditions but as a preventive. After severe exercise a rub-
down with Absorbine, Jr. diluted (one ounce to a quart of water
or Witch Hazel), limbers up the stiff joints and muscles, stops
inlammation and preveuts soreness. This solution is also
antiseptic and germicidal.

Absorbine, Jr. is sold by leading druggists at $1.00 and $2.00.

a bottle or sent direct, all charges paid. — Descriptive
pamphlet and detailed laboratory reports by eminent
chemists free to physicians and dentists on request.

A Liberal Trial Bottle

will be sent to your address upon receipt of 10c in
stamps. Send for trial bottle or procure regular
size from your druggist today.

Manufactured only by
W. F. YOUNG, P.D.F.
187 Lymans Bldg.,
MONTREAL, Can.

W. F. YOUNG,
P.D.F.

187 Lymans Bldg.
Montreal, Can.

Enclosed find 10¢ in
stamps for which send me
postpaid TRIAL BOTTLE

Absorbine Jr., pam-
phlet “Evidence’ and lab-
oratory reports.

Name
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This Sample of

LUX

is for you, Madam!

WHAT is LUX? Itis

a soap of unusual
purity made into the
thinnest of flakes that
readily dissolve in hot
water. It makes a
creamy, foamy lather
that cannot injure the
daintiest fabric or the
hands.

LUX is a wonderful life
lengthener of all woollen
and flannel garments. It
absolutely prevents them
from matting, thickening
or shrinking in the wash.

Will you let us send

you a sample, free?

Address LUX Dept., Lever
Brothers Limited, Toronto.

All grocers
a5 10c. i

Won't shrink
Woollens

MADE IN CANADA.

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

QOakey’s

“WELLINGTON”’ KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON”” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, otc

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED

Wellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E.

- 2t
’t with L
B

i JOHN HEATH'’S ;
199 5
4. TELEPHONE PEN 0278 .«
;.& Reeister;—i_in Canada Y
e To be had of the leading o ¥

t. Stationers in Canada. :

WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

278 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Can
y : ap-
A residential and day school, “euienlz-
ointed, well managed, and con\'e‘_‘e’.ghc.
umber of resident pupils li'mit‘ig to, t»:riz(:‘::]tsy Sl
Students prepared for University Examina Ty,
cialists in lcnaacll): department. Affiliated with thel ’];"ro_ el
Conservatorv of Music. F. McGillivray Kn?\‘lf err;qation
A., Art Director. For announcement and inio
address the Principal.

ada

B.A

MISS M. CURIiTTE'/
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The One
and Only

H P SAUCE

E QUALITY
ONE SIZE
ONE PRICE

Stores sell
4 H.P—here

An All-important Point
about Southalls’ Towels is that
they are made of an original
and perfectly hygienic material.

It is thoroughly antiseptic, comfort-
able, and absorbs evenly thronghout
by capillary attraction. Only in

\ €0 this material be obtained, and
only Southalls’ have
the correct shapng,
improved ends, easy
attachment, and
extra thickness.

Southalls’ Towels
are most economical
and last longest. One
trial will prove their
great superiority

over substitutes

o> 2nd the diaper.
A e Southall’sTare sold by

= O all Drug and Dry Goods
Stores, etc., in various

sizes, in silver packets

' of one dozen. £

Do not ask for * Sanitary Towels®
—ask specially for SOUTHALLS."

GetThis Set of Three
Calendars Free

These beautiful calendars are
ideal decorations for your
boudoir, library or den. They
are printed in soft, artistic
colors on heavy art paper,
(Size 4% by 10)

Kindly send 5c to cover wrapping

and mailing.

Gouraud’s
Oriental Cream

The ideal liquid face powder
has been the favorite on two
Continents for nearly three
quaarters of a century.

FERD. T. HOPKINS & SON, Props.
474 St. Paul Street, Montreal

flavour— FINE! ',

Simply a spoonful of ‘CAMP,’
boiling water, and milk to taste,
and your ‘CAMP’ is waiting!

'CAMP|

COFFEE

Usable, delicious 48
— to the very //
last drop. f
i
!

R. Paterson & Sons

Coffee Spe'cialists.
Glasgow
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the
Lower School for boys under f —entirely Upper School prepares boys i
Universities and for business. Finest School Grounds in Canada—80 actes.
The School won University Scholarships at Matriculation in 1909, 1910 and 1911. . cipsl:
REV. J. O. MILLER, M.A,, D.C.L.. Prin

RIDLEY COLLEGE
St. Catharines, Ont.

%chool

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

; 3 This is an ideal place to send your boy, the sur-
Men occupying some of the most prominent roundings are healthful and the buildings up-to-date
positions in Canada, both in the army, the professions sanitary and well ventilated.

andoin i h ducated at Bishop' .Boys are prepared for R.M.C., Kingston,
R D sutated = SHOPS | Universities and business life by an efficient

the
staff

College School. of masters, chiefly graduates of English Univer-
| sities.

FOR CALENDARS, INFORMATION. Etc.. APPLY TO THE HEAD MASTER.
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FORTY-EIGHTH YEAR

Bish
St p A Church Residential and Day School For Girls.
r aChan Full Matriculation Course, Elementary Work, Domestic Aurts,

Music and Painting,

SchOOI President: The Right Rev. the Lord Bishop of Toronto.

Principal, MISS WALSH | Vice-Principal, MISS NATION

WYKEHAM HALL, COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO.

JUNIOR DAY SCHOOL—423 Avenue Road, Head Mistress, Miss R. E. Churchard,
(Higher Certificate National Froebel Union)

\

Trinity College School |

FOUNDED 1865
PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys

Beautiful Healthy situation, overlooking Lake Ontario with
20 acres of Playing Fields, Gymnasium, Magnificent New |}
Covered Rink. !
Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal Military College
and gusiuess. Religious training throughout the course,
Special attention given to younger boys.

For Calendar apply to the Headmaster—

REV. F. GRAHAM ORCHARD, M. A. (Camb.)
(Late Headmaster St. Alban's School, Brockville.)

\

Headmaster — A. G. M. Main-
waring, M. A., Trinity Coll.,
Cambs.

Housemaster—]J. J. Stephens,
M.A., Dublin University.

Visitor—The Lord Bishop of

Ontario.
Separate houses for Senior and !
ﬁmior Boys. The School

Grounds cover 24 acres.

Recent R.M.C. Successes:—
1913, 4th, 6th, 7th, 11th, 13th
places.

1914, 3rd, 6th, 7th, 8th places.

P. M. P. 17 Millet,

0]

r
\P"’SDGCtus, Etc., apply to the Headmaster.

e e— Artists, Colleges and Students

using Oil and Water Colors

ASHBURY COLLEGE | should write for Catalogue.

i i is t of town customers |}
Rockchff Park, Ottawa P& Special discount to o.u of to ¢ x
R Dealers given trade discount and special |}
EleENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS discount on following:
Odern py N Cambridge Colors (Madderton & Co.)
Sn‘ lnch"emef Building.  Pure Water Supply. Medici Pgrints (Medici Society) London, Eng. .
asses.  Gymnasium. Chapel. R.M.C. i . y
Tance {9 : Mansell’s (London, Eng.) colored and plain platinum
S¢ L 14, all candidates passed, one first place. and carbon pictures of old masters.
RE-OPENS SEPTEMBER oth, 1914 C. W. Faulkner & Co’s. (London, Eng.) Pictures,

2 and Birthday Cards etc.
B Cli e Xmas Cards an irthday Cards

,R . ‘
B, cro, p. WOOLLCOMBE, M.A. [Oxon.] Artists’ Supply Co., 77 York St.
\ Headmaster TORONTO. g

"y
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DREW'S COL EGE

A RESIDENTIAL AND 4.
DAY SCHOOL
FOR BOYS

Calendar sent on application
S Term C April 13th, 1915-
Rev. D. Bruce Macdonaid, M.A., L.L.D., Headmaste?

Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal
Military College and Business
UPPER AND LOWER SCHOOLS

ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E.,, TORONTO, ONTARIO

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Founded by the late George Dickson, M.A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Di

Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year W};"n:
Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket *
Hockey, Swimming Bath.

ckso?

Write for Prospectus

MRS, GEORGE DICKSON, MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,
President. Principal.
]
Queen’s University
Kingston - Ontario
INCORPORATED BY ROYAL CHARTER IN 1841
0
THE ARTS COURSE leads to the degrees of B Ay THE MEDICAL COURSE leads to the degre®®
M. A., D. Sc., and Ph. D. M. B.,, M. D. and C. M., D. Sc.

of
it INC S i degre®®
i Bia LNty COURRES, iy LD SOWINCE COURSE ARl S

with the Ontario Education Department, are accepted as the

professional courses for (a) First Class Public School Cer- HOME STUDY espoﬂ‘
tificate; (b), ngh School Assistant’s Interim Certificate, THE ARTS COURSE may be taken by cort
and (c) Specialists Interim Certificate. dence, but for degree one year's attendance is requirec

Calendars may be had from the Registrar, GEORGE Y, CHOWN, B. A,, Kingston&

—

SCHOOL OF MINING

. ; aes . itys
A College of Applied Science, Affiliated to Queen's Universt y
KINGSTON - ONTARIO g
THE FOLLOWING FOUR-YEAR COURSES ARE OFFERED FOR DEGREE oFE
(a) MINING ENGINEERING. (e) CIVIL ENGINEERING. NG
(b) CHEMISTRY AND MINERALOGY. (t) MECHANICAL ENGINEERI G 4
(c) MINERALOGY AND GEOLOGY. (g) ELECTRICAL ENGINEERIN 2

(dy CHEMICAL ENGINEERING.

For Calendar of School and further information apply to the ONT'
SECRETARY, SCHOOL OF MINING, KINGSTON'/
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STAMMERING | Branksome Thall

10 ELM AVE,, ROSEDALE, TORONTO
A Residential and Day School for Girls-
Hon. Principal—Miss M. T. Scott

Or Stuttering may make life miserable
Ot your child, or for one of your
family or friends. If it does, you owe it
to the sufferer to investigate the suc-

Cessful Arnott methods of permanently | Principal—Miss Edith M. Read, M. A.
Curing these disturbing impediments, \ Preparation for the University and for Exam-
We will gladly give you full particulars ‘ inations in Music. Well equipped Art De-

and references.

partment. Thoroughly efficient staff, large
Cured pupils everywhere.

‘ playgrounds, outdoor games, tennis, basket-

BE The Arnott Institute | Foarnég;ng},;ﬁ?hhml locality. Primary School
RLIN, - - ONT, CAN. For Prospectus apply to the Principal.
—
The dargaret Eaton School of Literature and Expression
Orth Street, Toronto. - - Mrs. Scott Raff, Principal

Bnglish Literature, French and German, Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation,
Oratory and Public Bpeaking, and Dramatlc Art.

S Send for Calendar
\

Bishop Bethune College - Oshawa, Ontario
A Residential School for Girls.
3 Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto.
Y"eparati(.)n for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music,
Fimmg children also received. :
h"e loca_tmn, Outdoor games and physical training.

t\vel"l; € Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, who for
V. Years taught in the School with marked success.
i OIce culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress, .

Wulm, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Major St., TORONTO.

mestminister College

Toronto
Hl Residential & Day School for Girls

Situated opposite Queen's Park, Bloor St. W.
Every educational facility provided. Pupils prepared for
Senior Matriculation.
Music, Art and Physical Education.

The School, by an unfailing emphasis upon the moral as well as the
intellectual, aims at the development of a true womanhood.

For CALENDAR APPLY—

JOHN A. PATERSON, K. C. MRS. A. R, GREGORY,
President, Principal.

CHOOSE WITH CARE
e long, successful record of

Woodstoc

For

MoultonCollege

( ) § FOR LITTLE GIRLS
This is an excellent school to which to send your little girl as
ege BoyS a resident pupil, Here she will be under kindly and compet-

xhel‘its ent instructors, in congenial surroundings.
lé"‘pau-mc.‘”“'ideration. Regular courses; special | Courses:—Matriculation, English, Music, Art.
Otreg ;011 for technical and engineering schools. Write jfor Calendar 35
ence invited.

A. T. MacNEILL, B.A. 34 | HARRIETT STRATTON ELLIS, B. A., D. Paed., Principal.

W,
0ds
tock College - - Woodstock, Ont. Address:—34 Ploor Street East, Toronto
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HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than tthig

Royal Military College of Canada. Notwithstanding this, its object and work 1
accomplishing are not sufficiently understood by the general public. (ving
The College is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of g-“;cia-
Instruction in all branches of military science to cadets and officers of the Canadian Mil
In fact it corresponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst. rial
The Commandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Impewﬂ
Army. lent for the purpose, and there is in additon a complete staff of professors for the C
subjects whl&:h form such an important part of the College course. Medical attendance
also provided. z -
Whilst the College is organized on a strictly military basis, the Cadets receive a prac
tical and scientific training in subjects essential to a sound modern education. ing
The course includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Survey
Physics, Chemistry, French and English. g of
The strict discipline maintained at the College is one of the most valuable feature ses
the course, and, in addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, drill and outdoor exerc
of all kinds, ensures health and excellent physical condition. . are
Commissions in all branches of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force
offered annually. ’ tion
The diploma of graduation is considered by the authox:ities conducting the examir;aﬁon
for Dominion Land Surveyor to be equivalent to a university degree, and by the Regu a
of the Law Society of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree. 3
The length of the course is three years, in three terms of 9% months each. a all
The total cost of the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, an
extras, is about $800. y of
The annual competitive examination for admission to the College takes place in Ma
each year at the headquarters of the several military districts. lica
For full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, ap%om_
tion should be made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont., or to the
mandant, Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont.

S

!

There are a great many imported Note Papers, sold in Canada.

It is your duty to patronize Home Industry.

French Organdie - Linen Finish
Crown Vellum - Vellum Finish

Note Paper and Envelopes
MADE IN CANADA

Ask your stationer for these papers, they are dainty and exclusive-

If your Stationer does not carry these, write to us and send 'his nameé

BARBER - ELLIS, Limited

BRANTFORD - - ONTARIO
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$25 to $50

Per Week

Are You
Earning it?

Are you fond of drawing? Why not
€arn to be an artist and turn your
alent into DOLLARS? Many of our
§f‘liduates are earning this handsome
dlary. It took only a few months of

€Ir spare time. We teach you right
. home and assist you to a posi-

1 when you graduate. Some of
granada.’s leading illustrators are our

Aduates. Write us for particulars.

MARK THE COUPON

Shaw Correspondence School
P\-Terfmm, Canada
i e e ety

Chartered Accountant | Illustrator
Bud_-lor Designer
;Is_mess Manager Art Specialist
fice Correspondent Teacher of Art
snbkkeepzr Story Writer
l::ographer Journalist
nman s Newspape
c‘:’mme.rcial Specialist tho';.-:p;::ew""
- Writer Show-Card Writer

~ Name
Address

Can. Mag.

HOW CONVENIENT!
AN you imagine anything more
convenient than a light, strong,
graceful folding table, which may
be set up, at a moment’s notice, any-
where? You have need of such a table
in your home® It is the

B, v
hrlPEE
bl ESS
FOLDING TABLE-
—thetable of manifold uses. Everyone
who sees one, wantsone. It's uses mul-
tiply. It is never in the way, because it
may be folded up when not in use, and
tucked away behind the door. Your
furniture dealer has it, or will get it for
you. Ask him.

MADE IN CANADA

Wrile/or FREE Booklet “A“describing
our © Peeriess and ‘‘ Elite " Tables

HOURD & CO., LIMITED

Sole Licensees and Manufacturers
LONDON, ONTARIO

Royal
Victoria
College

McGILL UNIVERSITY
MONTREAL

For Resident and Day Students.
Students prepared for degrees in Arts,
Pure Science and Music. Scholarships
are awarded annually.
For all information apply to the Warden.
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THE CANADIAN BANK OF COMMERCE

HEAD OFFICE - - - - - 5 TORONTO

Capital paid-up $15,000,000
Reserve Fund 13,500,000

SIR EDMUND WALKER, C.V.O,, LL.D., D.C.L., President.
ALEXANDER LAIRD, General Manager. JOHN AIRD, Ass't General Manager.

With branches situated in all the important towns and cities in Canada and with
direct representation in New York, San Francisco, Seattle, Portland, Ore., London, Eng.,
Mexico City and St. John's, Newfoundland, this Bank offers unsurpassed facilities for the
transaction of every des€ription of banking business.

SAVINGS BANK ACCOUNTS

Interest at the current rate is allowed on all deposits of $1.00 and upwards.
Careful attention given to every account. Accounts may be opened by two or more
persons, withdrawals to be made by any one of them.

D A sy htoer. -0

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 13,174,000
Capital Paid Up - 11,560,000 Total Assets - 180,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS:

SIR HERBERT S. HOLT, President E.L.PEASE, Vice-President E.F.B, JOHNSTON, K.C,.2nd ViCG'Pr”idmt
Wiley Smith Hon. David Mackeen G. R. Crowe James Redmond A. J. Brown, K. G
D. K. Elliott Hon. W. H. Thorne Hugh Paton T. J. Drummond Wm. Robertsor
C. S. Wilcox 'W. J. Sheppard A. E. Dyment C. E. Neill
Officers.
E. L. Pease, General Manager
W. B. Torrance, Supt. of Branches C. E. Neill and F. J. Sherman, Asst. Gen.-Managers

340-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA-—-340

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

LONDON, ENG., Bank Bldgs., Princes St., E.C. NEW YORK, Corner William and Cedaf o
sttt bt ot L e

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT sAdntres _~

Pr— 2

N

1i
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HE BANK OF TORONTO invites Personal
and Business Accounts, and is pleased to
place at the disposal of its customers the

facilities gained during more than half-a-century
of continuous growth and successful banking
service in Canada.

N THE SAVINGS DEPARTMENT accounts
may be opened for small or large sums at
any time, and interest is added twice-a-year

to all balances.

AREFUL ATTENTION is given to all
Business Accounts, and our long experience
and wide connections ensure the full sat-

isfactory service to our customers that has
distinguished our service in the past.

Paid-Up Capital $5,000,000
Reserved Funds 6,402,810
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TS _7’7 \ o —
A Safe Place FO!' This is a typical Policy Result —
v | || one of hundreds appearing in the
Your SaVIHgs ' || 1915 profit booklet recently issued
If you refer to the Government by The Great-West Life Assurance
Reports you will ascertain that Company.
this institution is one of the oldest
‘ t
established of Canadian Banks, \ Plan: 20 Year Endowmensy
e 1 Amount: $1000. Issued 1895.
with a Surplus Fund of nearly .
e : Matures 1915. Age: 26. Premium
double its capital and a high pro- $47.34
portion of cash reserves. We R
invite deposits, large and small. Total Cash Value of Policy in
: 1D o i 0 Jren . SI8TT
The Bank Of Total of Premiums paid . .946.80
. Return in excess of pre-
Nova Scotia Wit R $630.20
With which is united Or over 4149 compound interest
e e on the investment in addition to
PAID-UP CAPITAL - - $ 6,500,000 -
RESERVE FUND - - 11,900,000 the protection.
TOTAL RESOURCES OVER 90,000,000 e A
BRANCHES OF THIS BANK The booklet also gives present rates
}Suﬁé’fﬁa C?i}igia"xnﬁfé’;’,‘"‘é%s&i‘f ‘Ehfgigé : and guarantees. Write to The Great-
el i West Life, Winnipeg, for a copy:
—

—
'NDEPENDENT ORDER OF FORESTEBS

Policies issued by the Society are for the protect-
Furnishes ion of your Family and cannot be bought, sold or Total
Bl pledged. Benefits
4 L.ompieie Benefits are payable to the Beneficiary in case of Paid
System of death, or to the member in case of his total disability, 42 Million
Insurance or to the. member on attaining seventy years of age. Dollars
Policies issued from $500 to $5000 ‘ __—
For further intormation and literature apply to o
FRED J. DARCH, S.S. E. G. STEVENSON, S.C.R. TEMPLE BUILDING, TORONT o

0] HAS PAID 7% PER ANNUM

half-yearly, since the Securities of this corporation have been placed on the market
10 years ago. Business established 28 years. Investment may be withdrawn in
part or whole at any time after one year. Safe as a mortgage. Write at once
for full particulars and booklet.

National Securities Corporation

LIMITED 10
CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING - TORONTO, ONTAR

THI'S INVE STMENT | 7/
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WHY WORRY?

You can make sure provision

for your loved ones by a policy in

THE

_ EXCELSIOR
LIFE

INSURANCE

COMPANY

Our Monthly Income Policy &3
will give your beneficiary
: A Guaranteed Monthly Income
f twenty years after your death.

HEAD OFFICE: TORONTO, CANADA.

x

Ask
your
stationer

most
popular
pen in the
world.

Esterbrook’s W
Falcon No. 048

The standard pen for general
correspondence, combining a
smooth, medium point with large
ink-holding capacity.

for useful metal box
Send 10C- containing 12 of our
most popular pens, including the famous
Falcon 048.
Esterbrook Pen Mfg. Co.
New York Camden, N.J.
BROWN BROS., Ltd., Canadian Agents, Toronto

f.sterbroo

4 Pens

BOND
OFFERINGS

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

Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 49 to 69

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

Poommon SECURIES
~oeNPORATION- LIMITED

O. MONTREAL.LONDON.ENG

R i
=
" ;l;w!

eyl |11

Paid-up Capital - - $7,000,000
Reserve Fund and
Undivided Profits - 7,248,134

220 Branches in Canada.
Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.
Savings Department at all Branches.

Deposits received of $1.00 and upward, and interest
allowed at best current rates.

General Banking Business.
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A Personal Matter

North o If that grey bearded old man of the scythe
American Life were going to cut you off tomorrow, would you
Solid listen to a proposition whereby, for a moderate
Continent sum deposited with the North American Life,
your wife would be assured a substantial annua
income as long as she should live? Of course
you would.
Well you do not know the time, but the call is certain. Still we make you that

proposition—an income absolutely guaranteed your widow every year as long
as she shall live.

It will save you worry while you live; it will save the home when you die:

Get the little booklet *“ The Real Service *’ which explains it fully. You have but to ask:

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANCE CO
Head Office -  TORONTO, CAN.

HEAD OFFICE HAMILTON

CAPITAL AUTHORIZED.. $5,000,000
CAPITAL PAID UP....... $3,000,000
SUREBELIS & 20, 0 .o e $3,750,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
BRANCHES
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That Satisfied
Feeling

fhat comes to one when an
Investment turns out better
than expected 1s the daily

€xperience of Policyholders
In the

London Life

Insurance Company

London Canada

Actual results under present
fates exceed estimates by
One-third, It is pretty safe to

}n§Ure with such a Company,
IS 1t not ?

Prote'Ction and provision for
ol age are wonderfully com-

“let_i under our Endowments
at Life Rate.

Write for pamphlet.

Policies

“GOOD AS GOLD”
- i

s

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street - Toronto
Established 1855

President, W. G. Gooderham
First Vice-President, W. D. Mathews.
Second Vice-President, G. W. Monk.

Joint General Managers, R. S. Hudson,
John Massey

Superintendent of Branches

and Secretary ...... George H. Smith.
Paid-up Capital ............ $6,000,000,00
Reserve Fund (earned)...... 4,500,000,00
Investments................ 32,496,750,55

This Corporation is a

LEGAL DEPOSITORY FCR
TRUST FUNDS

Every facility is afforded depositors. De-
posits of one dollar and upwards are
welcomed. Interest at

Three and One-Half Per Cent

per annum is credited and compounded
twice a year.

DEBENTURES

For sums of one hundred dollars and
upwards we issue Debentures bearing a
special rate of interest, for which coupons
payable half-yearly are attached. They
may be made payable in ome or more
years, as desired. They are a

Legal Investment for Trust Funds

We shall be pleased to forward a speci-
men Debenture, copy of Annual Report
and full information to any whose address
we receive.

Associated with the above Corporation and
under the same direction and managementis

THE CANADA PERMANENT
TRUST COMPANY

Incorporated by the Dominion Parliament.
This Trust Company is now prepared to ac-
cept and execute trusts of every description,
to act as Executor, Administrator, Liquida-
tor, Guardian, Curator, or Committee of the
estate of a lunatic, etc. Any branch of the
business of a legitimate Trust Company will
have careful and prompt attention. We have
special facilities for the safe and profitable
investment of funds, management of pro-
perty, etc.
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They praise the
Blaisdell who use it

Standard Oil Company
Armour & Co.

New York State
Bradstreet’s

Carnegie Steel Co.

are several of the many big
corporations who use Blaisdells
wholly or in part. Many of the
largest concerns use Blaisdells
exclusively. This is the best
praise we know of the'economy
and efficiency of the Blaisdell
pencil.

Blaisdell 7200 indelible copying
is nothing short of a pencil mar-
vel, Order by number from
your stationer.

There are Blaisdell pencils of
every kind for every purpose.
Pencils specially imprinted for
advertising purposes.

9200 HARD BLAISDEL

Sold by all progressive Canadia
stationers

Paper
Pencil

FATEFUL 1915

The year upon which we are entering
is dark with mystery—we cannot fore-
cast the events of a single day of it.

Is it not important that, exposed 10
these uncertainties, we should prot'ect
our households with ¢‘the one thing
sure” —a life policy?

For if the future is dark to the sup-
porter of the family, what would it be t©
his dependents if death should remoVveé
him ?

There is no bond or treaty in the wo_t'1d
more binding than a life insurance policy
—no policy more immutable than the
one issued by

The Mutual Life Assurance Co.

of Canada
Ontari®

™

Waterloo - - - -

PHILADELPHIA

“In Time of Peace
prepare for War.”

Transpose this, and read, “In time of War, pre-
This means, now is the time to
buy Life Insurance more than ever before. Nothing

pare for Peace.”

else on the market is worth

ONE HUNDRED CENTS ON THE DOLLAR.

In the lean years, make preparation for the fat years.

Apply to

THE

Federal Life Assurance Co-

HEAD OFFICE: HAMILTON, ONT.

—

o=

_



25

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

//////////////////
.

__

____

________________

_________

_

N ——
ao

\

____

AR\

. WRAPPER

SILVER

Q

.

by -

I3 .
//

sl

__

__

b
L

o

/@///////////////////////

5 e R D
Rglgh

1”3 |
.

_

_

%

270

¢

_

_

7

P

ASK FOR

ENOCH MORGAN'S SONS COMPANY
W

2

WHAT YOU

-

U

_
-

7,

7

_

_

_

_

_

v
_

.

_

7,

/Z/

_

%
Z

_

_

_

%

7

720

%

_

_

o

.
.

1
__

7

_

_

i

.

SOLE MANUFACTURERS
_

2

%

.

?

_

(s

i

7



26

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Jams Jellies Preserves Catsup Grape Juice

SELECTED FOR QUALITY

Qur name and label is a guarantee
that the contents of any of our bot-
tles, is the best that money, skill,
care and cleanliness can produce,

the contents are selected for quality.

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

R

O you ever ask yourself w4y there are so many
sauces offered under the name of ‘‘Worcester-
shire” ?

Because of the hope that the sauce will be mistaken for the

originai Lea & Perrins’—every detail of label and bottle being
imitated as closely as the law permits. !

Don’t call for “the Worcestershire,” say distinctly “LEA &
PERRINS”—and look for this signature on label and wrapper.

The white writing on

the Red Labels

Cllel
the Original
and Genuine

WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE.

J. M. Douglas & Company, Montreal, Canadian Agents.
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YOUTH AND SUNLIGHT

From the Painting by A. Suzor Cote in
the National Art Gallery of Canada
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HEROES OF THE CANADIAN
ARCTIC

AN ACCOUNT OF THE DISASTER THAT OVERTOOK INSPECTOR FITZGERALD
AND THREE CONSTABLES ON THE FORT MCPHERSON-DAWSON TRAIL

BY A V.

prompted Commander Evans, sec-

ond in command of the ill-fated
Seott Antarctic Expedition, to refer
in his recent Canadian lectures to the
tragic death which overtook Inspec-
tor Fitzgerald and Constables Carter,
Kinney, and Taylor, in February,
1911, on the Fort MePherson-Dawson
trail. For Commander Evans knew,
as few others could know, just what
the Fitzgerald tragedy meant.

When the news of the Scott Ant-
arctic disaster reached Canada few
(Canadian newspapers or magazines, 1t
is surprising to note, recalled the grim
fatality, which, just one year previ-
ously, took place at the other end of
the earth. Yet when Commander
Evans addressed the Winnipeg Cana-
dian Club it was the first thing he
mentioned. His words were as fol-
lows: '

¢¢T have been much struck with the
similarity of two celebrated journeys—

1—293

IT was more than mere fact which

THOMAS

that of Captain Scott, of whose party I
was a member, and that of the McPherson-
Dawson Mounted Police patrol. You must
be very proud of the Northwest Mounted
Police, who face such a stern climate un-
flinchingly and do their duty without
shouting about it.

““To go on to speak of the great simi-
larity between these two journeys. In
Captain Scott’s polar journey the disaster
was due to diminishing provisions, deereas-
ing temperatures, and delays occasiomed
by bad surfaces. Inspector Fitzgerald had
the same trying conditions, the same tem-
peratures (around fifty degrees), and in
both expeditions the leader, as far as we
know, was the last man to survive. In
both the leader never thought of himself,
but only of his companions and of those
who were to be left behind him.’’

So Commander Evans. Such was
the interest that the Fitzgerald tra-
gedy aroused in an old-countryman.
Yet a compendious review of Cana-
dian affairs for the year 1911, a stout
volume of over 800 pages, devotes just
six lines to the fate of Inspector Fitz-
gerald and the three constables. Dr.
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Norman F. Black, however, in his re-
cently-published history of Saskatch-
ewan, gives a detailed account of the
Fitzgerald disaster.

It is safe to say that no hearts
throbbed faster than those of the
Mounted Police in the Canadian
Northland, when, weeks or months
after the rest of the world, they read
of the death of Captain Scott and
his four companions in the far Ant-
arctic. For the Mounted Police, those
at Fort Churchill and Cape Fuller-
ton, as well as those in the Yukon
and on the Mackenzie, have felt the
fascination of ‘“The sun and stars,
and the long white road and the sky,’’
not like Captain Scott’s party beneath
the Southern Cross, but beneath the
starry dome where the Great Bear
and Cassiopea and Auriga for ever
chase one another round Polaris.

Inspector Fitzgerald’s party, con-
sisting of himself and Constables Kin-
ney, Taylor, and Carter, left Fort Me-
Pherson for Dawson City on Decem-
ber 21st, 1910, to make the winter
mail patrol inaugurated between the
two points during the winter of 1904-
05. It had for some time been In-
spector Flitzgerald’s ambition to un-
dertake the patrol, and his wish had
been granted. His reputation as a
tried member of the force had been
established.

The Inspector left Herschel Island,
at the mouth of the Mackenzie, on
December 3rd, 1910, and spent a fort-
night at Fort McPherson in prepara-
tions for the patrol to Dawson. His
party left, as stated, on December
21st. They took with them three dog
teams of five dogs each. Under fair
conditions of travel the trip from
Fort McPherson to Dawson City is
made by the Mounted Police and by
Indians in less than a month. The
Fort is on the Peel River, close to its
confluence with the Mackenzie, and
some seventy miles within the Aretic
Cirele. To reach Dawson the Peel

valley has to be climbed, the height
of land crossed, and then the valley
of the Yukon descended.
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At Dawson Inspector Fitzgerald’s
party was expected at latest by the
end of January. As the patrol then
failed to appear, apprehension began
to be felt. Anxiety grew day by day
and was much increased by the report
made by a number of Indians {rom
Fort McPherson, who arriveld at the
Dawson post on February 20th. One
of these Indians, a man named Esan,
reported that he accompanied Inspee-
tor Fitzgerald’s party as far as the
head of one of the creeks off the Peel
River, acting as guide.

Esau stated that the Inspector paid
him off on New Year’s Day, 1911.
The Indians estimated that from
where Esau left the party to Dawson
was only twenty days’ travelling, so
that the patrol was already a month
overdue.  Superintendent Snyder,
commanding officer of the Dawson
post, communicated forthwith with
Commissioner Perry, the head of the
force, at the Regina barracks, with
the result that a fast relief patrol was
at once prepared at Dawson for Fort
MecPherson.

This relief patrol consisted of (Cor-
poral Dempster, Constables F'yfe and
Turner, and an Indian named Charles
Stewart. It left Dawson on Febru-
ary 28th, 1911. Superintendent Sny-
der’s instructions to Corporal Demp-
ster included the following directions :

‘I understand that at Hart River Di-
vide, no matter what route he took, he
would have to cross this divide. I think
it would be advisable to make for this
point and take up his trail from there,
I cannot give you any specific instrue-
tions; you will have to be guided by ecir-
cumstances and your own judgment, bear-
ing in mind that nothing is to stand in
your way until you have got in toueh with
this party.’’

On the third day out Constable
Turner froze both feet when going
over a long stretch of bare glacier.
He remained in pain from frost bites
for ten days. Early on the Jjourney
the whole party went through the ice
and had to change their underwear,
Their moceasins were frozen stiff. On
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Mareh 7th Corporal Dempster’s party
reached the divide between the Yukon
and the Mackenzie. The ascent had
been arduous owing to the compara-
tive absence of snow and to the slip-
periness of the glacier ice.

As the party advanced trouble
arose through the flooded condition
of streams. Several times the sledges
had to be dragged through surface
water. The portaging from ereek to
ereek was also unusually laborious
owing to bad weather. On March 12th
the party struck a tral!, .whlch,' in
Corporal Dempster’s opinion, might
have been Fitzgerald’s or might have
been only an old Indian trail. This
trail could only be seen in places as
the river was flooding and obliter-
ating it. No traces of a camp were
to be found. Corporal Dempster,
with the Indian Stewart, left the con-
stables and reconnoitered for some
distance on an alternative route which
the Inspector’s party might have
taken. They crossed and re-crossed
from bank to bank, but finding no
traces they returned. .

However, later on this same day,
March 12th, Corporal Dempster’s ef-
forts were rewarded by the discovery
of what, there is now no doubt, was
one of Inspector Fitzgerald’s night
camps. Butter tins, ecorned beef tins,
and a piece of a flour sack marked
“R.N.W.M. Police, Fort McPherson_”
were found upon the gr_ound. This
point, some twelve days’ journey from
the Dawson post, probably represent-
ed the furthest of Inspector Fitz-

erald’s night camps. :

The following day the same inter-
mittent trail was picked up. After two
hours’ travel another night camp was
discovered, only four miles from the
first one. Corporal Dempster con-
cluded from the proximity of these
two camps that the Inspector’s party
had then been returning, but nothing
further was found that day, March
13th. L

On March 14th three more night
camps were found, all within the
space of some fifteen miles. So many
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camps in so short a distance greatly
strengthened the belief that the In-
spector’s party had been returning
to Fort MePherson. Weather condi-
tions on March 15th were favourable
but the going heavy. One night camp
was found, five miles from the last.
It was noticed that the snowshoe trail
which the patrol was still following
kept to the river instead of taking
a portage which would have saved
three miles.

On March 16th Corporal Demp-
ster’s party received grim indication
that they were hot upon Inspector
Fitzgerald’s trail. After less than
two hours’ travel a little cabin was
reached wherein were found cached a
toboggan wrapper and seven sets of
dog harness. On further examination
the paws of a dog and a dog’s shoul-
der-blade were discovered. With re-
gard to this day Corporal Dempster
wrote in his diary:

‘“ Although everything along the Big
Wind River seemed to indicate that the
party had returned to McPherson, this dis-
covery was the first positive proof that
they had turned back, and also that they
were short of provisions. Even at this
time I could not bring myself to believe
that they had been compelled to eat their
dogs, as I found a very small quantity of
dried fish in a corner of the cabin above
mentioned, which indicated that they still
had dried fish with them, and I felt con-
fident that the party had returned to Me-
Pherson in safety.’’

After this four days were spent in
hard travel. Snowdrifts were encoun-
tered and territory new to Corporal
Dempster’s party had to be covered.
On the evening of March 20th a fur-
ther important discovery was made.
This is described as follows by Cor-
poral Dempster:

““On the evening of March 20th we ar-
rived at a eabin known as ‘Colin’s Cabin,’
between fifty and sixty miles from Me-
Pherson. This cabin is situated on a high
bank, and I could see no trail leading up
to it, but as it was getting dark I decided
to pull up to it and camp. In this cabin
I saw a couple of packages on a beam, and
I remarked, ‘I wonder what old Colin has
cached up there.” Stewart, the Indian,
said he would pull it down and see, and
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we then discovered the despatch bag and
a bag of mail. These I took possession
of and took on to the Xort.

‘“‘Even with this discovery I did not
think that any untoward aceident had oc-
curred to the party, but thought it strange
that they had not sent back for it. I
thought the party had been somewhat hard
pressed and had put off everything pos-
sible to make their load light, with the
intention of patrolling back again for their
cache. I thought that after finding the
seven sets of dog harness they still had
two teams of four dogs each.’’

The remainder of Corporal Demp-
ster’s story, covering the finding of
the bodies of Inspector Iitzgerald
and of Constables Kinney, Taylor,
and Carter, is best told in the Cor-
poral’s own words, as follows:

‘‘The following morning (March 21st),
about ten miles from this cabin, on the
Seven Mile Portage, I found a tent and
stove alongside the trail. There were also
tent-poles, a plate, and thermometer. I
could find nothing else, so proceeded on
for about ten miles when I found a to-
boggan and two sets of dog harness out
on the river, some hundred yards from the
bank. T noticed that the rawhide ground
lashing had all been cut off. Tied to a
willow on the bank was a blue handker-
chief, the trail leading towards it. I went
over and climbed the bank, and back
through a fringe of willows into the tim-
ber, and here I found a small open camp
and I found two bodies, one of which I
recognized as that of Constable Kinney,
and I believed the other to be that of
Constable Taylor, which belief was after-
wards confirmed.

‘“Constable Taylor had evidently com-
mitted suicide by blowing off the top of
his head with a 30-30 rifle which he still
grasped in his left hand. Both men lay
in bed side by side. A fire had been at
their feet; each lay on his back; they had
three Alaska sleeping-bags, one under and
two over them; there was a frying-pan,
camp kettle, a small tin with a few
matches in it, an axe with a broken han-
dle, axe being very blunt. The camp ket-
tle was half-full of moose skin which had
been cut up in small pieces and appeared
to have been boiled. Beneath the robe on
which they lay was a gunny sack contain-
ing Inspector Fitzgerald’s diary, some old
socks, duffles, and moceasins, also a note-
beok belonging to Constable Kinney. There
was also a pocket barometer which had
been borrowed from Mr. Campbell, at Red
Rivers /v s

¢¢On the following morning about ten
miles further down the river a trail ap-
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peared to lead towards the bank, and
while feeling for the trail we picked up a
pair of snowshoes. We then climbed up
the bank and a little way back in the
woods we found the bodies of Inspector
Fitzgerald and Special Constable Carter.
This was Wednesday, the 22nd March.
Carter had evidently died first, as he was
lying on his back with his hands erossed
over his breast and a handkerchief over
his face. He appeared to have been drawn
from ten or fifteen feet from the fire. In-
spector Fitzgerald was lying on his back
on the place where the fire had been burn-
ing, his left hand on his breast, the right
lying almost parallel with the body, but
slightly extended outwards. Two half-
blankets were wrapped around him. A
kettle and cup and a blunt axe with a
broken handle were near him. There had
been a little tramping around, eaused, I
suppose, by getting firewood. No effort of
any kind had been made in making any
kind of a camp.

‘‘On the body of Inspector Fitzgerald I
discovered a gold watch in a little sack
suspended around his neck. On Carter’s
body I found a Department of Fisheries
and Marine cheque for $50, and $7 in cash.
His toes appeared to have been frozen
and his fingers were bandaged. The bodies
of all four were in a terribly emaciated
condition. The stomach of each was flat-
tened almost to the backbone, the lower
ribs and hip bones showing very promin-
ently. After the clothing had been cut
off, I do not think either of them weighed
a hundred pounds. Constable Kinney’s
feet were swollen to almost twice their na-
tural size. Inspector Fitzgerald’s feet
were also very much swollen. The flesh
of each man was very much discoloured
being a reddish-black, and the skin wag
peeling off. They had put on all the cloth-
ing they had with them. Each had on two
suits of underwear and the usual outer
clothing.’’

Corporal Dempster’s party covered
the bodies of the Inspector and the
three constables with brush and pro-
ceeded to Fort McPherson, which
they reached on March 22nd, having
taken twenty-two days making the
patrol from Dawson. The four bodies
were brought to the fort on March
25th by Corporal Somers, in charge
of the fort McPherson post, and two
Indians. They were laid out in the
Anglican mission church of the Fort,
covered with black cloth, and burieq
on the afternoon of March 28th by
the Reverend C. E. Whittaker, An-
glican missionary at the Fort.
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The bodies were laid in one grave
side by side, ‘A firing party of five
men,’”’ says Corporal Dempster,
“‘fired the usual volleys over the re-
mains of our departed comrades, and
even though the funeral was held in
the most northern part of the Em-
pire, I am glad to be able to assure
you that everything was done in con-
nection with the last sad rites that
could possibly be done under the cir-
cumstances.’’

In one of the pockets of Inspector
Fitzgerald was found his will, which
had evidently been written with a
piece of charred wood. It reads as
follows: ‘‘All money in despatch
bag, and bank, clothes, etc., I leave
to my dearly-beloved mother, Mrs.
John Fitzgerald, Halifax. God bless

"
auin the diary of Inspector Fitz-
gerald, found beneath the bodies of
Constables Taylor and Kinney, the
last item reads:

“ .eight below. Saturday, Febru-
ary gtohr.t—z;‘iﬁe with strong S.E. w}i’ﬁd. Left
ecamp at 7.15 a.m.; noo_ned one hour and
eamped about eight miles further down.
Just after noon I broke through the ice
and had to make fire; found one foot
sglightly frozen. Killed another dog to-
night; have only f?ve dogs m?w, and ecan
only go a few miles a day; everybody
breaking, out on the body and skin peeling
off. Bight miles.”’

With this entry Inspector Fitz-
gerald’s diary runs out, but earlier en-
tries tell the whole.sad story. After
dismissing the Indian Esau on New
Year’s Day, 1911, the party made
fair progress for about ten days. It
had then reached a point where it
was a question of ﬁpdlqg the right
river crossing the divide into the Yu-
kon basin. Inspector Fitzgerald had
been relying absolutely upon Con-
stable Carter, who had made the trip
from Dawson to Fort McPherson, but
not in the direction in which the pa-
trol was then going. Carter failed
to find the pass. Hence the whole
tragedy. On January 23rd Inspec-
tor Fitzgerald wrote I his diary as

follows:
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‘“Carter is completely lost and does not
know one river from another. We have
only ten pounds of flour and eight pounds
of bacon and some dried fish. My last
hope is gone, and the only thing I can do
is to return, and kill some of the dogs to
feed the others and ourselves, unless we
can meet some Indians. We have now
been a week looking for a river to take
us over the divide, but there are dozens
of rivers and I am at a loss. I should not
have taken Carter’s word that he knew
the way from Little Wind River.”’

So ran the tragie chronicle. It is
clear that Inspector Fitzgerald would
have done anything rather than turn
back and that it was his ardent desire
to carry out his commission success-
fully that cost him his life. The very
first day after turning back towards
Fort McPherson the party was forced
to the desperate expedient of killing
dogs. As ill-luck would have it, very
bad weather was encountered at the
start of the return journey. The po-
licemen had to contend with mists and
with snowstorms. Severe cold was
also experienced and on one day the
thermometer dropped to sixty-two be-
low. But with cruel irony the wea-
ther became fine again a few days
before the diary ran out.

‘What the four policemen must have
endured in their effort to get back
to Fort MecPherson passes compre-
hension. On January 30th the In-
spector wrote in his diary: ‘‘All
hands feeling sick, supposed to be
from eating dog’s liver.”” Yet they
trudged fourteen miles that day, sev-
enteen miles the following day, and
sixteen miles the day after that. On
February 3rd, two days before the
diary ran out, the party made four-
teen miles and the Inspector had still
heart enough to write: ‘‘We have
travelled about 200 miles on dog’s
meat and have still about 100 miles
to go, but I think we will make it all
right, but will have only three or
four dogs left.”’

Depositions made after the tragedy
all agreed that Inspector Fitzgerald
should not have trusted to Constable
Carter as a guide over the height of
land between the Mackenzie and the
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Yukon systems. But in spite of these
opinions, the sincerity of which can-
not be doubted for a moment, it would
be unjust to declare off-handedly that
the tragedy was due to negligence.
Inseparable from life in the northern
wastes are great risks. They have to
be taken. It must be assumed that
Inspector Fitzgerald, a tried member
of the force, was well aware of the
risks and believed that he had made
reasonable provision to meet them.
Only his judgment erred, as any
man’s judgment can err.

To Canadians the story of Inspec-
tor Fitzgerald’s attempt to get back
to ecivilization, his heroism, his forti-
tude, his dignity in death, must ever
remain a precious inheritance, a
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classic of the Canadian Arectic. When
on December 29th, 1912, a bronze
tablet to the memory of the Inspee-
tor and the three constables was un-
veiled at the Mounted Police barracks
at Regina, Commissioner Perry pro-
nounced the words: ‘‘The heroic ef-
fort to return to Fort MecPherson
have not been exceeded in the history
of Arectic travel.”’

Inseribed upon the tablet is the
legend :

‘‘In memory of Inspector Francis Joseph
Fitzgerald, Constable George Frances Kin-
ney, Constable Richard O’Hara Taylor,
and Special Constable Sam Carter, who
lost their lives in the discharge of their
duty on patrol from Fort McPherson to
Dawson, February, 1911. Erected by their
comrades.’’

THE OLD WARRIOR

By FRANCES BEATRICE TAYLOR

Y good sword in its scabbard is,
Idle long vears, and bound with rust,
My brother’s lips, that tasted this,
Are dust, as might and fame are dust.
Here, in my quiet ingle-place
I hear the strife I knew afore,
‘We have forgot our nation’s grace,
Beneath the flaming hand of war.

Honour, I know, a man must hold
Above the blood of other men;

The generals of our race unfold
Valour and majesty again,

Yet, ’ere we go, upon our knees,
God teach us His humanity,

Lest, though we win, our enemies
Should know the greater victory.




FAMOUS CANADIAN TRIALS

11.—WALKER'S EAR; AN INCIDENT TO THE FRICTION DEVELOPED BETWEEN
THE MILITIA AND CIVILIANS IN MONTREAL DURING
GOVERNOR MURRAY'S ADMINISTRATION.

BY A. GORDON DEWEY

MONG the causes célébres of

(lanadian history the assault

committed upon Thomas Wal-
ker takes a prominent place. This was
the culminating incident ip a serles_qf
troubles between the civil and mili-
tary sections of the populat_lqn wh;ch
lasted throughout the administration
of Governor Murray and attracted
wide-spread attention. Yet these trou-
bles were, as far as we know, confined
to Montreal and the immediate vicin-
ity, and concerned only the new Bri-
tish mercantile elemgnt,_the French
being involved but indirectly, and
that from association with the Eng-
lish., These disputes form a study in
themselves, but an outline of their
principal causes 1s essential to our
stoTrﬂ;e first English-speaking mer-
chants of Montreal were sutlers, and
those who immediately followed were
not much better; betwpen them and
the officers of the garrison thpre was
a social barrier, evidencing itself in
contempt on the one sxgle ar}d hatred
on the other. In official circles, be-
tween Brigadier Burton, the military
commandant of Montreal, and Gov-
ernor Murray in Quebec,.ther.e was
distinet lack of co-operation, if not
active intriguing against eac}ll 01’:1181";
During ‘‘Le Régime Mll_ltan'e
(1760-1764) the militia captains ad-
sudicated suits for the newly-arrived

i}ritishers, to the latter’s great dis-
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satisfaction, while differences with the
troops were decided by courts-martial,
Then when ecivil government with
courts more after the English model
was established, the justices of the
peace under the new system were
thwarted in the role of popular tri-
bune by the fact that appeals from
former decisions to the new courts
were seldom allowed, owing to the
small sums generally involved.

The main source of disturbance,
however, was the difficulty of housing
the troops. The absence of barracks
in Montreal made it necessary to
quarter the soldiers in private houses.
This, Murray tells us, was the accept-
ed custom in other Provineces, and the
Executive Council of Quebee lost no
time after their appointment in pass-
ing two ordinances to legalize and
regulate the system in Canada. Trou-
ble was not apparent until justices of
the peace had been appointed to ad-
minister the affairs of Montreal. The
majority of these performed their
duties without comment, but ecertain
of them constituted themselves spokes-
men of the more turbulent elements
in the community and did all in their
power to upset Murray’s arrange-
ments.

Captain John Fraser, a half-pay
officer, who as custos rotulorum of the
Court of Quarter Sessions also repre-
sented the ecivil magistrates, was
thought best fitted to take charge of
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the billeting in Montreal. The ac-
cepted leader of the party opposed
to him was Walker, the most hot-head-
ed of the justices. The colleagues most
in accord were Thomas Lambe and
Francis Noble Knipe, but these two
went into disgraceful bankruptey and
were dismissed within the year, leav-
ing Walker to play John Hampden
by himself.

Thomas Walker was an English
merchant who came to Montreal in
1763 and engaged in the western fur
trade. Though he had been in Bos-
ton before coming to Canada, his com-
mercial relations were with London.
We are not surprised to find him
claiming official notice of his arrival
in our country; the Registre des Au-
diances of the Montreal military court
records a suit brought by Emond, cap-
tain of a river schooner, for freight
of goods brought from Quebec to
Montreal on what we learn from other
evidence was the merchant’s first trip
up the St. Lawrence; he offers to pay,
less value of a mirror broken en route.

‘eing well supplied with energy,
ability, and capital, Walker soon rank-
ed among the most prominent Mont-
real citizens. Murray evidently khew
him by reputation before their first
encounter, of which he has left a
characteristic note in a private letter,
now in the Archives at Ottawa: ‘“Wal-
ker and Knipe have been here with a
very respectful address. 1 have had
much conversation, and if any con-
fidence can be put in them, we may
hope to find the people in Montreal
very tractable; to contribute to it, I
have made Walker and Knipe jus-
tices of the peace. The first is cer-
tainly a sensible man, and with pro-
per management may be kept within
the bounds of moderation and made
a useful member of society; the man
is proud and wants not, perhaps, a
more than moderate share of ambi-
tion; to give a right turn or bias to
such passions is to show we know how
to govern properly.’”’ These fond

hopes of Murray’s were, however,
from his point of view unfulfilled.
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The contest over the billeting was
waged with all the bitterness of petty
spite. It was charged that some of-
ficers in assigning billets made a prae-
tice of sending three or four of their
wildest men to the house of some well-
to-do citizen, and then allowing him
after earnest entreaties to buy exemp-
tion. Walker urged, probably with
a good deal of truth, that the soldiers
were very hard to please in the mat-
ter of lodgings, and high-handed in
their methods, threatening to take the
citizens’ beds from under them, seiz-
ing their food, and sitting up all night
carousing, ‘‘and upon the least re-
primand threaten to burn them and
their houses. The women are still
more impertinent and abusive than
the men.”” Upon the side of the jus-
tices, we are not surprised to learn
that their method of procedure was
suggested to Walker by his wife.
When he was first shown the ordin-
ance, she was standing by and noted
that ‘‘there was nothing said about
candles yet.”” ‘‘No more there is ’’
replied her husband. ‘I suppo7se
there will be more disputes about
that.”” Trouble soon began. Captain
Mitchelson, commanding the detach-
ment of the 28th in Montreal, com.
plained to Burton (November 21st
1764) : :

“‘There appears to be a general
spirlt amongst the inhabitants of thig
place, stirred up it seems by some ma-
licious person, tending to deprive the
officers and soldiers the common al.
lowances of firewood and ecandles
beds, and, in short, all necessities
hitherto allowed by every person bil-
leted upon, and without which it is
impossible that the troops can resist
the severity of the climate.’’ John
Livingston, a Montreal justice, in re-
pudiating his earlier connection with
the disaffected party, blames Walker
for fomenting trouble, and says that
the few would not have refused what
the many had hitherto agreed to unti]
they had, as he put it, ‘‘idle notions
put in their heads of a strange sort
of liberty and independence, which
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has caused much disturbance in the
town of Montreal.”” Evidence as to
the prime mover was soon forthcom-
ing. Several officers and soldiers tes-
tified before Justice Gugy to having
been put out of their quarters, given
rooms inferior to those first assigned
them, or to having been deprived of
firewood, furniture, candles, and so
on, in each case by the intervention
of Mr. Walker, generally among
French Canadian landlords. Rela-
tions between the soldiers and the
citizens were thus becoming danger-
ously strained during November,
1764, and meanwhile a move of cer-
tain magistrates rendered peace im-
possible.

Captain John Fraser, as a half-pay
officer, had been ocecupying rooms in
the housa of Charles Réaume, but
when given charge of the billeting
he exchanged these for quarters in
the eourt-house. Three or four days
Jater Captain Payne, of the 28th, new-
ly arrived in town, applied to him
for a billet, and was given the key
to the rooms lately occupied by the
custos. Justice Knipe was also a
lodger in the house and had his shop
there. He immediately wrote to
Fraser, claiming that Payne’s billet
was illegal as he, Knipe, was a jus-
tice, and the house therefore exempt.
Fraser answered that the exemption
applied to the other’s rooms only, not
to the whole house, and reiterated his
order. Walker’s version has it that
Fraser threatened Réaume with fixed
bayonets if he refused to carry out
the billet; ‘‘they added insult to op-
pression by pouring down such quan-
tities of water upon the floor over his
(Knipe’s) head as wet his papers,

iled his furniture, and obliged hx.m
to quit his room (Fraser) in
his general conduct acted more like
a Turkish Bashaw [sic] th’z}n a Bri-
tish justice of the peace.”” Payne
slept unmolested in Réaume’s on the
night of November 5th, but was next
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morning accosted by Knipe in his
dressing-gown and ordered out. Mean-
while four of the justices—Dumas St.
Martin, John Livingston, Walker, and
Lambe—met, and without notifying
the other parties, prepared a warrant
for Captain Payne, mentioning the
spilled water grievance and warning
him to leave on pain of imprisonment,
As this was disregarded, three of them
(Livingston having backed down and
apologized) prepared a new warrant
for the commitment of Payne for
foreible entry and the seizure of his
effects ; this was served the same after-
noon, After a few days in jail Payne
was released on habeas corpus and
later prosecuted the authors of this
affront in the Superior Court. When
Murray heard of the affair he at once
ordered the offending magistrates to
Quebee to explain their conduct.

The military party was furious;
feeling ran so high that ‘‘every man
now took one side or the other as his
profession or connections swayed
him’’; the soldiery, from Burton to
the smallest drummer, were united
against the civilians. Livingston was
thought to have acted from a mis-
taken sense of duty and to be absolved
by his retraction, Dumas was equally
ignorant of the English language and
English law, so that the vials 'of mili-
tary wrath were poured out upon
Lambe and Walker only. They were
declared boycotted by the garrison.
Walker complained that the soldiers
were forbidden upon the public pa-
rade to have any dealings with him
upon pain of four hundred lashes.
Men who had got supplies from
Lambe were threatened with severe
punishment if seen near the house
again; but a more marked vengeance
for the chief enemy was resolved up-
on.*

Shortly before nine o’clock on the
evening of December 6th, 1764, two
days before his intended departure
for Quebec for the Payne investiga-

# The following narrative is compiled from the depositions of Walker and his wife,
and from evidence given at the various trials,




302

tion, Walker and his family were in
their house at supper. To the right
of the entrance hall where they were
sitting was the parlour, and beyond
that a bedroom where loaded firearms
were always kept. Opening off the
hall, almost opposite the street en-
trance, were two doors, one of which
led into the kitchen, the other to the
back yard. Walker was sitting with
his back to the street door and three
or four feet from it, his wife was op-
posite him; the third member of the
party was a friend, Miss Jennie Hurd.
The French servant, William Fon-
taine, was waiting on the table; in
the kitchen were the black cook and
her daughter, and John Lilly, the ap-
prentice. Suddenly a noise was heard
at the door, and Mrs. Walker called
‘“‘entrez,”” followed by a scream,
““Good God, what is this!’”’ as the
heavy outer door opened, and the
blackened faces of a row of men peer-
ed one above the other at her through
the glass of the inner door. Walker
jumped from his seat as the first as-
sqilant, clad in a Canadian cotton
nightgown and brandishing a sword,
made at him. Mrs. Walker and the
other woman rushed through the
kitchen and yard into the cow-shed,
where they listened in terror to the
sounds proceeding from, the house,
and to the hammering of more assail-
ants at the back gate. With three
cuts in his head, Lilly, the clerk, made
off to give the alarm. A man with a
naked broadsword pursued the
French servant into a gallery, whence
he escaped by jumping into the yard
through some bhroken railings. Walker
meanwhile had received a five-inch
wound in his head at the first attack,
but turned towards the parlour to
reach his weapons, his dozen assail-
ants all dealing him repeated blows
on the back, head, and shoulders with
their bludgeons as he went. Unable

to elimb the stairs leading from the
parlour to the bedroom, or to open the
door, he turned at bay and attempted
to parry with his hands the slash of
one who called, ‘‘Let me at him, I
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will despatech him with my sword!’’
Another struck him on the chest with
the butt of a pistol. With astonish-
ing vitality Walker drove back these
two with his fists and attempted to
get hold of the fire-shovel, but was
seized by the leg and throat by two
others who tried to throw him into
the fire; amid his frantic struggles to
free himself, a violent blow on the
head felled him to the ground, where
he lay all but dead.

He describes his next sensation as
that of a severe blow on the loins,
One of the assassins kneeling upon
him made as if to cut his throat, Wal-
ker in attempting to parry felt a
severe cut below his right ear which
he thought surely mortal, so despair-
ing of further resistance he stretched
out with a groan, as if in his death
agonies. One said, ‘“‘The villain is
dead’’; another, ‘‘Damn him, we have
done for him now’’; a third made
some other remark, whereupon they
all went out hastily, leaving as addi-
tional souvenirs of their visit a regi-
mental hat and bayonet of the 28th
and some pieces of tongs and pokers:
The victim of this devilish assault, it
is said, received in all ﬁfty-t’wo
wounds. As both ends of the street
were guarded by soldiers during the
attack, no help had come to Walker’s
continual cries of ‘‘Murder.”” After
three or four minutes in the cow-shed
for the whole scene had passed as:
quickly, Mrs. Walker mustered suf-
ficlent courage to return to the house
where she found the intruders gome.
and her husband all over blood in thé
arms of Fontaine, surrounded hy
some friends whom the boy haq
brought. “‘She asked him whether he
would die; he said he believed not
but to fetch a surgeon.’’ y

Immediately after the assault, while
Lieutenant Tottenham and two other
officers were sitting in the main guarg.
room, two men whom all conveniently
failed to recognize came in, threw
down something wrapped in paper
upon the table with the words, ‘‘Thig
is Walker’s ear,”’ and then left.
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After this outrage Montreal was in
a ferment. Mrs. Walker applied for
a personal body-guard. A corres-
pondent of Murray’s thus describes
the state of the city and victim a
week after the assault: ‘‘My stay
here won’t be above eight days, and
indeed the situation of things is such
as makes it disagreeable to be so long,
as not a man in the street meets an-
other but he thinks of having his
throat cut or being despatched some-
how or other; a melancholy scene to
gee every person so on the watch, I
don’t mean one set of people more
than another, for every man seems to
be doubtful of his neighbour.”” He
hasn’t seen Walker’s head dressed
yet, but ‘‘as for his body, it is one
continued piece of mummy, beat as
if with frailles [sic] till it is as black
as a hat and so swelled that you can
parely know the remains of his face
or the colour of his skin. The quan-
tity of blood he lost I think saved his
iife, for if it had depended upon his
being bleed [sic] with a lancet, I
think the world could not have saved
him. . . . The ear is almost di-
vided in the middle, but to make up
they have cut off a large_ piece of his
cheek, and this was carried to a per-
gon of this town for his supper, whose
affidavit on that occasion you will see
soon.’! 3

There were good reasons to believe
that officers of the garrison, if not
actually concerned in the assault, cer-
tainly countenanced it. Though the
magistrates, particularly Lambe, were
zealous in their investigations, but
Jukewarm support was given by the
military authorities. This was in no
gmall measure due to ‘er. Walker’s
behaviour and the suspiclons hg, vent-
ed of almost every officer in the
place.”’ The Government offered a
reward of two hundred pounds, a
free pardon, and a discharge from the
army, if a soldier, to anyone who
would furnish information; jche citi-
zens of Montreal at a meeting also
promised three hundred pounds, but
all to no purpose. Conrad Gugy,
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Lambe, and some other magistrates,
were able to colleet a certain amount
of evidence; this and charges con-
tained in a letter to Walker from a
man signing himself ‘‘Matthew Gos-
pel,”” led to seven arrests—Sergeant
Rogers, who, it was testified, had bor-
rowed a broadsword under suspicious
circumstances on the night of the as-
sault; Captain Payne, who was con-
sidered likely to harbour thoughts of
revenge for his treatment; Sergeant
Mea, at whose house the men had dis-
guised themselves; Coleman and Me-
Laughlin, two soldiers suspected of
taking part in the assault, and Lieu-
tenant Tottenham, for his suspicious-
ly weak efforts to arrest the men who
had presented him with Walker’s ear.
Payne and Tottenham were at once
released on bail, as a mutiny in the
28th was imminent, Captain Mitchel-
son informing Burton that he could
not answer for the behaviour of any
man under his command.

When this state of affairs was re-
ported to Murray, he with some mem-
bers of the Executive at once set out
for Montreal ; the Governor’s deserip-
tion of the city as he found it is much
like Ainslie’s. A meeting of Council
was held there on January 3rd, when
three resolutions arranging for the
trial of the Walker case and the dis-
posal of the troops were passed. The
garrison of Montreal then consisted
of five companies of the 27th Regi-
ment and eight of the 28th; it was
decided to order five companies of
the disaffected 28th into cantonments
in adjacent parishes to relieve the
congestion, shortly afterwards the
whole eight were sent to Quebee,
whenee two battalions of the 60th
marched to replace them.

After making these arrangements
and, as he thought, restoring order,
Murray returned to Quebec. Immedi-
ately after his departure, however,
just after roll-call on the afternoon
of January 16th, a large body of the
departing 28th went to the prison,
picked the lock, and freed their three
comrades, Coleman, Mea, and Me-
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Laughlin (Rogers had been sent in
irons to Quebec). Two officers who
were in the provost marshal’s room
heard their whoops and cheers, and
went out after them, one through the
window, the other through the door,
but were unable to do anything. Cap-
tain Skene meeting the party as they
left the city jumped over the wall and
followed on foot as long as his breath
lasted, then commandeering a pass-
ing cariole he and another officer
drove past them and with drawn
swords ordered a halt. One who
made as if he would go forward was
run through and arrested; the rest
marched back and the prisoners were
again jailed. At midnight the per-
formance of the afternoon was repeat-
ed; the prison lock was broken, the
three sleeping guards locked in, and
the prisoners released, this time with-
out disturbance. Next afternoon they
appeared at Chambly Fort with three
companions and gave themselves up.
The deputy provost marshal went
that night to arrest them and their
companions, but as he was received
with fixed bayonets, decided to let
the military authorities themselves
escort the men to Quebec. Through-
out this whole affair, as usual, no one
was arrested or even recognized, save
the men who had gone to Chambly,
and Ensign Hamilton, who was un-
fortunate enough to be wounded.
When these cases of assault and
prison breach were about to be
brought to trial, serious complications
arose. The Governor naturally had
told Walker that the hearing would
be in Montreal, forgetting, he tells
us, till the fact was brought to his at-
tention by the lawyers, that ‘“‘there
being but fifty-two Protestant house-
holders in Montreal, it would be im-
possible to hold the tryal [sie] there,
as most of the people in that place
might and would have been challeng-
ed by one side or the other’’; and
elsewhere he writes, ‘None were ex-
empted from a challet_lge, as each man
in the place had publicly taken a side
and loudly declared his opinion.’” To

remedy this difficulty, the only appar-
ent course was taken; the trial was
ordered for Quebec, and an ordinance
was paesed on March 9th, directing
that in future all juries should ‘‘be
summoned and returned from the
body of the Provinee at large, with-
out distinction or regard to the viein.
age of any particular distriet in the
same.”’ Protests at once came from
Walker and the jurymen summoned
from Montreal, who represented that
not only the journey to Quebee in
early spring, but also the danger from
the presence of the 28th now in that
place amount to a denial of jus-
tice. Accordingly at the Hilary Term
of the Court of King’s Bench in Que-
bec, when no one appeared to prose-
cute, the bills were all returned
tgnoramus and the prisoners dis-
charged.

William Conyngham, the soldiers’
attorney, was dismissed for unprofes-
sional conduct in connection with the
case. Walker, for his ‘‘scandalous
and libellous’” notarial protest against
the recent changes in the judicial ar-
rangements in the Province, was sus.
pended from the Commission of the
Peace. A new trial of the case was
ordered for the next term, this time
to be held in Three Rivers, with. as
before, a jury from the Province at
large. To avoid another refusal of
those from Montreal to attend through
fear of the soldiers, Murray wrote to
Major Brown, now commanding the
28th, forbidding any officers or men
of that regiment save those who were
witnesses, to attend the trial.

Major Brown, contrary to the ad-
vice of his friends, insisted on going
to Three Rivers himself. Fourteen of
the grand jurymen were from Que-
bec district and seven from Montrea] -
all the witnesses were present hut
Walker and his family, who were
fined five hundred pounds for non-
attendance. True bills were found
against most of the prisoners, but they
were eventually all acquitted save
Hamilton, who was convicted of riot.
ing only, and given the light sentence

lvf
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of a year and a day in prison, with
a fine of twenty marks. The only
noteworthy event at the trial was an
outburst on the part of the hot-head-
ed Major Brown. When Sergeant
Mea’s wife was testifying that dur-
ing her deposition before Lambe
ghortly after the assault, he had
threatened and foreced her into say-
ing more than the truth, Major
Brown exclaimed that he believed
this quite probable, twitted Lambe on
his recent expulsion from the magis-
tracy, and finally declared he believ-
ed him capable of anything—all of
which was in due time reported in
England as additional evidence of
lack of discipline in the Murray ad-
ministration.

Although the suspects had been re-
leased, the Walker case was by no
means at an end. Walker himself
sailed for home, to lay his case before

olitical friends in England. Mean-
while the London merchants engag-
ed in the Canadian trade had pre-
sented a petition (April 18th, 1764)
to the Government, complaining of
the whole administration of this coun-
try—the trade regulations, the mili-
tary, the recent assault on Walker,
and the prison breach. One of them,
John Stretell, made more specific pb-
iection in a memorial to the holding
of the trial in Quebee and to the
method of summoning juries. The
merchants all through enjoyed the
advantage of getting in the first word.
Murray’s lengthy report of March
3rd had not yet been presented and
the King-in-Council expressed angry
surprise at having had no word from
him, and ordered a thorough inquiry
by the Lords of Trade.

The board accordingly held several
meetings and presented their recom-
mendations (October 8th), which
were promptly approved. Cor}snder-
ing the uncertainty of the evidence
offered, they suggested the recall of
Murray and Burton to England to
furnish full accounts of the late oc-
eurrences. They had considered the

complaints of Walker regarding the
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Quebee and Three Rivers trials, and
suggested the issuance of a new com-
mission to try the offenders, the at-
torney and solicitor-general to be
consulted as to the legality of such a
course. The conduct of Chief Jus-
tice Gregory all through ‘‘having ap-
peared to the committee extremely ir-
regular,’”’ they recommended his dis-
missal. Unless the present troubles
subsided, they urged the entire re-
moval of the 28th Regiment from the
Provinece. Finally, they expressed
disapproval of the notorious grand
jury presentments of 1764. The Gov-
ernor was informed of his recall, and
in due time left to undertake the de-
fence of his administration before the
British Government,

It is difficult to see any other course
for Murray than that which he had
pursued. With the small British popu-
lation, the complete division into two
parties, and the high state of feeling
existing at the time in Montreal, a
fair trial could not have been held
there. On the other hand, Walker’s
objections to Quebee were well found-
ed; the changes in the judicial system
were contrary to British usage, the
journey to Quebec with all his fam-
ily was difficult and dangerous at that
season, and broke in upon the pre-
parations for summer trading to the
upper country, but none of these dis-
advantages could be avoided under
the circumstances; the much-talked-
of danger from the soldiers was more
fancied than real, as Murray had
made arrangements for the complete
removal from the city during the trial
of all the troops in question. The Gov-
ernor did what he could to aid Wal-
ker in obtaining justice, the one
great difficulty was the long distance
to be traversed, and to lessen this the
trial at Three Rivers in midsummer
was granted. Walker does not seem
to have any excuse for absenting him-
self this seecond time; in faet, his con-
duct gives a good deal of colour to
the motive suggested by Murray.
““Till lately I could not conceive,”’
he records, ‘‘the indefatigable pains
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Mr. Walker took to baffle every at-
tempt the Government made to pun-
ish the perpetrators of those outrages.
1 little suspeeted he wanted to per-
suade the merchants of London of the
impossibility of procuring justice
here, and that they would as readily
believe that, as they did the estab-
lishment of a whale fishery on Lake
Ontario.”’

A strong point for Murray is the
fact that he was able after reaching
England to justify his administra-
tion before men who, if we read
aright, had been diligently prejudiced
against him. An Order-in-Council of
April 13th, 1767, dismisses the peti-
tions and complaints against him as
‘“‘groundless, scandalous, and derog-
atory to the honour of the said Gov-
ernor.”” Murray was continued in
office, though resident in England,
till 1768.

Walker, meanwhile, after success-
fully pleading his cause in England,
had returned to Canada with an or-
der from Conway expressing horror
at the treatment he had received and
ordering his restoration to the magis-
tracy. Another letter to the Gov-
ernors of Michigan and Detroit com-
plained of their methods and order-
ed every countenance and support to
be given the bearer in his trading
ventures.

The merchant’s next move would
be hard to justify.* The keen party
struggles of the last few years seem
to have so inflamed and embittered
this exciteable character that he was
unable to disecount any story or
scheme, however impossible, which
was agreeable to his prejudices. Carle-
ton, the new Governor, was but lately
arrived and as yet unacquainted with
the details of the past trouble; the
time was favourable; the choice of
vietims is illuminating. George
Magovock, a discharged soldier who
had been living some four months
with Walker, impelled obviously by

the hope of reward, came forward to
swear that he knew the perpetrators
of the assault, had indeed been their
accomplice. The deposition was made
before the new Chief Justice, and as
Walker represented that the matter
was urgent and he in imminent dan-
ger of his life, it was thought best to
effect the arrests secretly and by mili-
tary force. Accordingly one or two
hours after midnight (November
18th, 1766) a detachment of soldiers
with fixed bayonets visited in turn
the homes of six of the most prom-
inent Montrealers, and carried them
off to prison. Those arrested were
St. Luc la Corne, Knight of St. Louis
and representative of the Canadian
noblesse; Captain John Fraser, of
whom we have already heard; Cap-
tain Campbell of the 27th, the In-
dian agent; Captain Disney, late of
the 44th, now town major; Lieuten-
ant Evans, of the 28th, and Joseph
Howard, a leading merchant. They
applied for bail. Chief Justice Hey
requested Walker to waive any pro-
test, but the merchant was firm, re-
peating his late assertion, ‘‘that he
was in danger of his life, and should
not think it worth a day’s purchase
if any of them were at liberty’’; so
that despite the arguments of defend-
ing counsel and the representations
of the accused, Hey had no recourse
but to declare his judicial opinion
that the offence was not bailable.

In this proceeding, publie opinion
was strongly against the prosecutor,
The French Canadians, as yet unable
to appreciate the levelling character
of English eriminal law, were espe-
cially grieved that a seigneur ang
Knight of St. Louis should be thrown
into the common prison upon the tes.
timony of a common soldier, whom
they knew to be infamous and merely
seeking a reward.

Immediately after the arrest the
prisoners, at their own request, wepe
taken to Quebee, where they hoped

* Much of the material relating to this episode has been printed verbatim in the
Archives report for 1888, Note A. A process-verbal of Disney’s trial is to be Nons
in Almon’s Remembrancer.
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to be released on bail. Here they re-
ceived letters of condolence from
friends in the Government and army.
A petition signed by six members of
Council, some other officials, and a
large number of Quebee merchants
and army officers, was prepared, and
on Sunday, after religious service, a
large procession visited first Hey,
then the Governor. This proceeding
Carleton considered quite irregular,
and promptly dismissed from the
Couneil Irving and Mabane, who had
headed the concourse of petitioners.
Upon Chief Justice Hey’s final re-
fusal to grant bail, the prisoners were
taken back to Montreal, and as nei-
ther the jail nor court-house were fit
to receive them, they were lodged un-
der guard in the house of a principal
merchant. Here they kept open house
for the many friends who resorted to
¢‘the Bastille,”” and public favour
was maintained by every art to please.
On the other hand, as Hey tells. us,
¢‘the unyielding and surly carriage
of Mr. Walker every day drew from
him and his cause some of the few
who had before given him their coun-
tenance, so that when I arrived in
Montreal I found them both under a
most notorious and almost universal
prejudice.”’ :
Nevertheless Walker determined to
roceed. An attempt to have the trjal
postponed till September was relin-
quished when he was mfo?med that
the prisoners would in this case be
bailed ; a request for a republication
of the rewards for information re-
garding the assault was also refused.
Lieutenant Evans was the first pri-
soner indicted. The charges were two
in number and were preferred against
all six accused. The first was burg-
lary, that is, forqlble entry with the
object of committing a felony, in this
case murder. The other was brought
under the “‘Coventry Act’’ of Charles
11., against maiming with the inten-

tion of disfiguring. The grand jury
numbered among them eight of the
French Canadian noblesse, who all
met Walker’s challenge by cheerfully
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taking the oath of allegiance then and
there. They threw out the indictment
against Evans, at which Walker was
very wroth, and accused them of
browbeating the evidence. This was
resented by the jury, but the Chief
Justice’s coolness and tact allayed the
confusion. He reminded them that
they were to hear the case for the
prosecution only, and the next pri-
soner was put on trial. A true bill
was found against Captain Disney,
but ‘“no bill’’ against St. Lue La
Corne. Upon this Walker refused to
proceed against any of the others, so
Captain Disney’s trial was begun.
The case was heard on Saturday,
February 28th, and Wednesday,
March 11th, 1767. Walker, who in
his first deposition shortly after the
assault had expressed mere vague sus-
picions against two other officers, now
swore positively that Disney was the
wearer of the cotton nightgown who
had led the assault. Case, a soldier,
testified to having seen him on the
night in question armed and disguis-
ed leaving Walker’s house. MecGov-
ock was very nervous and contradict-
ed himself sadly, until the jury re-
fused to give him any credenee; the
defence successfully advanced an
alibi. It appears that on the night of
Walker’s misfortune the aceused and
his witnesses had attended a ‘‘ball’’
at the house of a former army of-
ficer. The élite consisted of three of-
ficers and their wives, Madame Lan-
driéve, Major Disney, Mrs. How-
ard and the wife of another merchant.
The eompany assembled about four in
the afternoon. They first boiled mo-
lasses to make ‘‘tire.”” Then eame tea
and a game of blind man’s buff, Ma-
jor Disney devoting special attention
to the handsome French widow. Eng-
lish country dances were next engag-
ed in. Then they all sat round the
stove and rested while the cloth was
being laid, After supper ecame more
dances. This delightfully informal
party was interrupted about a quar-
ter to ten by the arrival of a messen-
ger from Brigadier Burton for Dis-
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ney, announcing the attack upon Wal-
ker and ordering the town major up-
on duty.

Though emphasizing the faet that
Lieutenant Robertson’s house was
within two hundred yards of the scene
of the crime, the prosecuting attorney
was unable to persuade the jurymen
that Disney could have slipped out,
committed the assault, and returned
unobserved ; the accused was prompt-
ly aecquitted. Mr. Walker and his
wife were presented for perjury; the
jurymen also, ‘‘inflamed by Walker’s
accusations,”’ avowed their intention
of entering individual actions against
him for defamation. The Chief Jus-
tice expressed himself as quite satis-
fied with the verdict, and in conclud-
ing his report he said: ‘‘Mr. Wal-
ker’s violence of temper and an in-
clination to find people of rank in
the army concerned in this affair has
made him a dupe to the artifices of a
villain whose story could not have
gained credit but in a mind that came
too much prejudiced to receive it,
and the unhappy consequences of it,
I fear, will be that by mistaking the
real objects of his resentments, the
public. will ba disappointed in the
satisfaction of seeing them brought to
justice.”” Hey’s expectations were
fulfilled, and no one was ever conviet-
ed of this now famous assault. ;
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This ends the episode of *‘ Walker’s
Ear.”” The disturbances, too, of which
it was the outstanding event had also
ceased. The billeting grievance had
been removed by the provision of pro-
per barracks for the soldiers; the
riotous 28th had been sent away, first
to Quebee, and then to Ireland; Bur-
ton had returned home, and Murray
was also recalled. Of the incendiary
justices Walker alone remained, and
he had turned his attention from at-
tacking the military to attacking the
Government. The history of this
headstrong but forceful character is
by no means at an end, but we ean-
not detail it here. He in Montreal
and Zachary Macauley in Quebee led
the Canadian opposition to the Que-
beec Act, basing it on two grounds,
the denial of representative institu-
tions, and the granting of liberties to-
French Roman Catholics. When the
situation in the New England eol-
onies became acute, Walker, appar-
ently despairing of British rule, took
sides with them and plotted with re.
markable temerity in the interests of
Benediet Arnold. He was arrested,
but freed by the Americans when they
captured the vessel in which he was
being taken in irons to Quebeec. Re-
turning with them to Boston, he final-
ly turned up with Du Calvet in Lon-
don, where we shall leave him.
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A MILL, WITH OVERSHOT WHEEL, IN UNFREQUENTED NOVA SCOTIA

TRAMPING IN UNFREQUENTED

NOVA SCOTIA
BY W. LACEY AMY

with Newfoundland, is little
more as yet than a coast-line.
The great interior remains a hunting-
ground, despite the existence along
the coast for a century and a half—
long before Ontario passed the forest
stage—of a hard-working, serious-
minded people, who have struggled,
first to hold the country for England
and latterly in some parts to hold
existence in the face of commercial
disadvantages. On the south coast
from Halifax westward the tourist
has begun to seize the scenery as his
own, but eastward there is still no
railway, no tourist traffie, and little in
the way of real industry save cod
fishing.
To see this eountry of unsearched
2311

NOVA SCOTIA, almost equally

rivers, untrod forests to the very wa-
ter, and indentations that twist and
wind behind an outpost of innumer-
able islands, you must forgo your
chauffeur—and a lot of other things
you may have become accustomed to
connect with comfortable travel. It
depends upon your point of view.
So long as you refuse to lend your-
self to the scheme of life that is on a
fair way to make man’s legs merely
historical—like the appendix and the
tonsils—there are pleasures to be en-
joyed along that coast that outweigh
the absence of comforts. The Woman-
who-worries and I thought so. Three
hundred miles of roadway—and four
times that length of coast—was bound
to open up new delights not obtain-
able where the dining-car menu faces
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you or the summer resort obtrudes its
tiresome affectation.

Along that railwayless coast lives
a thin line of fishermen—nothing
north of them for fifty miles but man-
less forest, nothing south but the
ocean, nothing in life but the harvest
of the water. Stores there are few.
Boarded-up show-windows here and
there tell of the inroads of the mail-
order house, the cheapness of water
transportation from Halifax, and lat-
terly the parcels post. All along the
road stand these mute signs of a dead
trade, with empty houses thickly
slrewn. Steadily, year after year,
the people have moved to the West, or
died of the dread scourge, tubercu-
losis, which plays such havoe with ‘the
fishermen. Many of those who remain
will tell you of depleted fisheries and
repeat longingly the lurid tales of
fortunate friends in the West. A kind-
ly people and honest, with hands out
to the stranger and an unaccountable
lack of many of the ordinary com-
forts of life. Doctors are few and
seattered, visiting their patients in
summer by motor-boat and naturally
dependent upon Halifax for surgery.
Thg few stores offer few luxuries. The
mail-order catalogue is the closest con-
nection between the fisherman and
the life we know.

Along that three hundred miles of
coast there is but one road, with little
off-shoots leading southward here and
there to fishing villages on the penin-
sulas. The ‘‘coach road’’ has cover-
ed everything even the careless in-
dulgence of a winking government
could permit, but it couldn’t reach
every cluster of houses on such a
sinuous shore. There seemed to be no
other limitation to it. Payment per
mile has made the miles many. Hills
that might have been avoided, with
a saving of length, structural difficul-
ties, repair, and climbing, are care-
fully included. The road glimpsed
over simple country only a mile away
wanders two or three to get there, for
no reason save the extra mileage it
One would think that the na-

means.
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tural tangle of that coast would
satisfy even a government contractor,

Thus it is that settlements appear-
ing on the map four or five miles
apart are really ten, and in the pas-
sage every physical feature of the sur-
rounding country is encountered.

It is not mere rhetoric to assert that
a new road could be built through
every essential point almost as cheap-
ly as to repair the old one. For years
there has evidently been no attempt
to repair the bridges over some sec-
tions; in one stretch of twenty miles
there were missing culverts of an
average much exceeding one a mile,
How the mail driver overcomes them
at night is a mystery; upon inquiry
he merely grins and says the horses
know the holes by this time. Right in
the heart of Ship Harbour the road-
way up a grade misled me into think-
ing we had wandered into the bed of
a dry stream. Everywhere along the
way springs use the road as the sim-
plest channel for getting there. They
ripple merrily along the trail, cross-
ing unbridged at their leisure, ful-
filling no purpose but the drainage
of the Provincial Treasury and the
convenience of the thirsty traveller.

Here and there are short streteches
that show the possibilities of the road,
and a few cement bridges were under
construction over the more dangerous
streams. And yet it was under more
continued pseudo-repair than any
road I ever saw. ‘‘Where will we
reach decent roads?’’ asked one of the
two automobiles we met in our walk,
more than a hundred miles east of
Halifax. I referred them to the pos-
sibilities beyond Halifax; I had never
been there.

It was a hundred miles of that king
of road we trudged—and walking
was the only method of doing it with
anything resembling comfort, It gave
us time, and exercise, and entire free.
dom of action. The only other way
to do it was by ‘‘coach’’—what ye
would ecall the stage—and we tried
some days of it to the most kindly
méemories of the walking. +
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A RELIC OF PROSPEROUS TIMES

It was a lonely hundred miles—
lovely and lonely, lonely and lovely.
In that distance we met two automo-
biles—and they were sorry for it—
and not more than a half-dozen
vehicles outside the settlemféntg. There
gseems to be mno communication be-
tween settlements save by coach and
telephone. It is explained by the fact
that there is no inter-tre_xde. Each vil-
lage looks only to Halifax, where 1t
sells its fish, buys its supplies, spends
its holidays. Mile after mile there
was evidence that nothing but the
eoach had passed that way for days.

We commenced our walk from Mus-
quedoboit Harbour, a name we learn-
ed to pronounce Wwith the greatest
pride. Further along we came to a
dozen villages that troubled us more
__that we mentioned to each otheg‘ in
our own jargon, and stm.nbled blind-
ly over in getting directions. I car-
vied a large map as the simplest
method of finding our way. Chezzet-
cook, Petpeswick, Newdy Quoddy,
Neeamteuch, Ecumsecum, Mushaboon
and the rest of them derive thglr
names from sources of eriminal in-
tent, the tourist is apt to think. Get-

ting rid of the words with quick con-
fidence is the only chance of being un-
derstood.

Musquedoboit Harbour will some
day be a week-end resort for Halifax.
My memories of it are a deserted saw-
mill, a deep, menacing river with
steep banks, and an inexhaustible sup-
ply of four-pound speckled trout that
lay beneath the dam awaiting the first
bare hbok to be ‘‘jigged’’ out for the
table. ‘‘Jigging’’ may be the extreme
of bad sportsmanship, but it makes
unrivalled eating at Musquedoboit
Harbour.

The daily coach provided a solution
of the baggage problem, and we ex-
perienced little difficulty in keeping
in touch with our conveniences. From
Musquedoboit Harbour we set out one
afternoon’ eight miles for Jeddore
Oyster Pond. On the way we passed
through the tiny settlements of Sal-
mon River Bridge, Head of Jeddore,
and Smith’s Settlement, each liable
to be missed, but jealous of its name.
A little Sunday-school picnic in a
sheltered nook beside an arm of the
sea reminded us that there was still
pleasure-taking along the coast. Not
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even in the settlements did we see an-
other sign of life.

Jeddore Oyster Pond derives the
familiar portion of its name from the
cultivation of oysters there at one
time. A saw-mill quickly put an end
to that. Now there are only a few
white shells to tell of it. At Jed-
dore we had our first taste of the pos-
sible difficulties we might have to face.
By request the coach-driver had un-
loaded our baggage before a house
which had been named to us as a pos-
sible stopping-place. But stopping-
places along that coast are only pos-
sible, as a rule—by which I mean
nothing to their discredit. Liquor is
not sold east of Halifax, and the road-
houses serve you or not, as they please.
There are very few to serve. Our bag-
gage was in front of the house, all
right, but we were firmly informed
that it was not a stopping-place, and
even if it had been, a wedding the day
before prevented the entertainment
of guests. A mile back there was a
woman who might take us. I looked
at the two suit cases and decided
camping out there had its attractions
over a mattress a mile back. We went
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up the road begging accommodation,
and a woman took compassion on us;
for the nights were cold. It was no
relief later in the evening to be told
in a kindly way that no one would
have seen us stuck for a place to sleep.
We learned then that there must be
no guesswork in our information, and
that there was not a horse to be had
anywhere for moving baggage. It in-
creased our delight that we had not
trusted to the steamboats running
along the coast, the landings being
anywhere up to a couple of miles from
the stopping-places.

Next morning we set out for Ship
Harbour, an easy day of ten miles,
intending to stop for dinner at Lower
Ship Harbour, reported to be four
miles on the way. By the time my
pedometer registered the four miles
we had advanced a mile beyond the
last house into the heart of unbroken
dismal forest. It was noon, and we
had had no meat—and little else—
since the noon before, and I carried
thirteen pounds of camera, Onece
more we had come a mile too fapr_
and didn’t go back. On we plougheqd
into the most lonely bit of road we
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met in the whole journey—not a sign
of habitation, not even 1‘he tinkle of
cowbells, and but the dim tracks of
the coach of the day before. We learn-
ed to yearn for the cowbells from that
day, for they told of settlement near
d.
at;émtwo o’clock we burst suddenly
on a welecome road-gang at thg edge
of Ship Harbour, and a few minutes
later were making a meal at a table
that haunted us for the rest of the
trip. Mrs. Newcombe, of Ship Har-
bour, I remember as one of the bright
spots of the journey. ‘With sickness
on her hands she still had time for
cleanliness of house and pleasing
variety of table—and a roll of hooked
rugs beneath the parlour sofa made
me regret the limits of my bagga:ge.
At Ship Harbour was a relic of
rosperous times, a deserted saw-mill.
All along the way we came on them.
Financed by English capltal,. they
had gone the way of so many indus-
tries in Canada thus bac_ked, through
prodigal management, ignorance of
loeal conditions, and careless control
by, the shareholders. Some of the
mills were closed through the clear-
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ing-out of the saleable timber, and
powerful waterfalls and well-built
dams were wasting their force. Only
one other industry revealed itself
along the coast. Two or three gold
mines were making desperate efforts
to keep at work, depressed a little by
the failure of others. At Tangier and
Sheet Harbour there were lively hopes
that the local workmen would not be
turned off.

Ship Harbour, situated at the head
of a beautiful arm of the sea, is now
best known along the coast for its sal-
mon ; but the salmon season was abhout
over, the one or two belated fisher-
men we met being most concerned
about the quickest way out. Down
each side of the arm a road ran, the
one used only by the coach to avoid
the ferry, and the other leading to a
fishing settlement down by the sea
and to a ferry across to the coach
road.

That four-mile walk down to the
ferry on a vivid Saturday morning—
the coach road, they told me, was al-
most impassable—was one of the most
beautiful stretches along the coast. A
church or two, one lone blacksmith
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shop, a working sawmill, an old mill
of our grandfathers with its overshot
wheel, and here and there a herring
fisherman drawing his nets—these
were enough, without the fleeting
glimpses of faraway sea, deep green
islands, and quaint houses. Hanging
on the fence I found the horn to sum-
mon the ferryman across the three-
quarters of a mile of water. It was
a small horn for such a big job, but
it possessed a voice that would have
made it the most brilliant memory
of any youngster’s Christmas. It
echoed and rolled over the water, and
up the hill behind me, and in among
the trees, until I thought I had been
playing with a tempest. The little
rowboat that ferried us over for seven
cents each was manned by a boy who
could have had no possible use for
land.

I found it difficult to explain that
we were tramping — with enough
money to pay our way. One kindly-
intentioned resident considered he
was elaborating on my story by tell-
ing of his meeting with ‘‘another fel-
low walking along the coast. He was
covering more ground than you a day,
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and he’d worn the soles off his shoes
and had paper tied around them. His
feet were terrible sore.”” If we had
not providentially got through two
days before the declaration of war I
have no doubt of our classification as
German spies. As it was, we were—
a new kind of tramp.

That day we had before us a walk of
twenty-three miles. We had heard of
the stopping-place at Spry Bay, and
wished to make it for Sunday. On
the way we encountered one of the
confusing tangles of the country,
Many of the villages have neighbour-
ing settlements distinguished from
them only by some qualification. Ship
Harbour has its distant suburbs of
Ship Harbour Lake, Lower Ship Har-
bour, and Lower Ship Harbour East,
covering an area of a dozen miles, and
entirely disconnected by miles of un-
settled country. A careless memory
is a calamity on the Nova Scotia
coast. We learned, too, that distance
cannot be gauged by villages, but only
by individual houses, for some of the
villages are four or five miles long.
Five miles is a factor in a tramp of
twenty miles, about meal-time.

SUMMONING THE FERRY IN UNFREQUENTED NOVA SCOTIA
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We dined at Tangier—pronounced
as it is spelled—and after an hour’s
rest in a light shower, set out in the
threatening skies ten miles for Spry
Bay ; and one of those ocean rains is
not to be trifled with. For the last
four miles it was village all the way,
Spry Bay being separated from Spry
Harbour only in the imagination of
the residents. Here we found the first
mistake in our Government map, but
it was a serious one. That four miles
followed every dent in the coast in
a most aggravating manner, the stop-
ping-house in plain view pnly a half-
mile away as the crow flies, but two
miles by the road.

We spent Sunday at Spry Bay, a
day of continued rain and fog. We
were thankful to be where we were.
The table we faced was in a class by
itself along that coast.

Speaking of tables reminds me of
the beds—and the memory is not the
most pleasant. Everything from ropes
and feather ticks up we tried, and
the springs were usually not the most
comfortable. Travellers with ironclad
demands in the way of bed comforts
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will not be at home there. Breaking
new ground has its discomforts, one
of the greatest to me being a set of
springs that sags a foot and a half
in the middle. In case of extremity
the rug beside the bed is comparative
luxury.

Monday we made but eight miles,
to Sheet Harbour, the most important
village between Halifax and Sher-
brooke. We had of necessity to stop
there for we had been unable to learn
anything of the coast beyond. No-
body west of Sheet Harbour goes east
of it. Between Spry Bay and Sheet
Harbour we passed over a great
height, the island-dotted, peninsula-
pierced sea beneath us specked with
groups of distant fishing boats.
Mushaboon was a quiet little place of
cod flakes and a wharf where a vessel
was loading.

Sheet Harbour, you would remem-
ber, as composed of Mrs. Conrod, the
travellers’ friend, and a Catholie
church crowning the end of the har-
bour. To be received by Mrs. Conrod
is recommondation enough for the
south coast. ‘“‘Do you see any name
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out there to say this is a hotel?’’ she
demanded of a complaining traveller.
““Well, then, get out.”’ Three years
later he returned, confident that he
would be forgotten. She recognized
him in the midst of dinner—and he
finished it elsewhere. We spent a
whole night there. We’re proud. Mrs.
Conrod is Irish, and seventy-five, and,
with one maid, handles a big house
and a store across the road. ‘‘Go to
the other store,”” she hurled at a cus-
tomer who had interrupted her after-
noon nap.

In the meantime events had been
shaping to force us to the coach. The
soles of the shoes of the Woman-who-
worries were making effective protest
against the roads. We didn’t apprs-
ciate the paper our fellow-tramp had
used to fill the gap; but not a shoe
repairer had we seen since we left
Halifax, and we were informed we
probably wouldn’t this side of Sher-
brooke. At Spry Bay a fisherman
drove in a few tacks. At Sheet Har-
bour we heard of one who worked in
the mines by day, and by night cut
the village hair, and sometimes re-
paired shoes. I was waiting for him
at six, and found him willing, ‘‘sup-
posin’ they didn’t bother him too
much with hair-cuttin’.’”” At eleven
that night I stumbled through the
darkness to his house and was reward-
ed with soles that were, at least, solid
leather and securely tacked. It pre-
vented the paper situation.

East of Sheet Harbour the average
accommodation deteriorates, but is
not at all impossible. Sheet Harbour
seems to be the end of ordinary traf-
fie, and travellers thereafter must
take what they can get. We also be-
gan to feel the distressing effects of
unreliable information, Having plan-
ned to walk only sixteen miles that
day, we decided at the end of it to
push on five miles further in the un-
canny darkness of an ocean fog after
sundown. It was a venture I don’t

want to repeat in a wild country with-
out fences to keep you in the road—
and the memory of a bear cub we had
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seen saunter out on the road before
us that day.

Twelve miles farther on, at Marie
Joseph, we were forced to give up
walking and take to the coach. The
weather was becoming unsettled and
raw, the roads were terrible, the stop-
ping-places more irregular, and our
meals coming at all hours owing to
mistaken local ideas of distance and
direction. To reach Marie Joseph we
were directed -down a branch road
that ‘carried us two miles out of our
way, having already walked four far-
ther than .the distance given; and
then another mile out of our way—
with a great, gaunt feeling where the
last meal should have been two hours
before. The remainder we did by
coach—Ilonging every minute for bet-
ter weather, that we might walk.

In six days, the Sunday of which
we had spent at rest, we had covered
almost exactly one hundred miles, ae-
cording to my pedometer, more than
eighty of which was along the coach
road. During that week—and through
the preceding and succeeding days by
coach—we opened to ourselves a
variety of scenery indigenous to Nova
Scotia. Little, indifferent fishing vil-
lages, asleep by day, lively in the
early morning and late afternoon, un-
sullied by the outside world or local
class distinetions; ample basins where
a country’s fleet might anchor, but
only bobbing little fishing boats in
gight; fresh, white-washed houses set
without regard to aught but the own-
ers’ whims; white-towered churches
peeping over the hills and breathing
peaca and thoughtfulness; ox-carts
here and there, lumbering gravely
along as if the world were free of
rush and care; a patient people, kind
and gentle, bearing the difficulties of
their life with wonderful calmness—
these but a few of the brush-touches
of the picture we saw. Ever it un-
folds, bringing to us new memories
new humours, new gladnesses of thé
life, new sorrows—always beautifu]
and_free and tinged with the colours
of simplicity and patience.
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DEAR FATHER

THIRD AND CONCLUDING LETTER FROM A SON WHO WOULD MAKE
SOMETHING OF HIMSELF TO A SELF-MADE FATHER

EDITED BY ALBERT R. CARMAN

Hotel de

Dear Father:
It is almost a rebel who sits down
to write you to-night. It is certain-
ly an infidel with regard to the great
American religion of dollar-making.
What would you think of a man who
could put up goods which the people
were crazy to buy, but who }n31sted
upon putting up an article which they
would not have at any price; and
who lived his life out in poverty as
a consequence! What would they
call him in Chicago? Yet there are
lots of such men in France. 1 sat
this afternoon and watched one at
work. He wore a shapeless ‘‘cow’s
breakfast’’ to keep the sun out of his
eyes. He had on clothes which would
excite contempt in the stock yards;
and he wore them because he was too
poor to buy any better. His paints,
his eanvas, his brushes, had cost hi}n
money which he saved by living in
a loft; and he would have borne any
hardship for them except give up the
wine he likes for dinner. He was
working at a picture which he will
probably have to give away. Yet he
could have painted it so it would sell.
But the picture he painted was the
true picture as he saw it; and, as he
prought it nearer and nearer to th.e
perfection he had in his mmd,. his
whole being seemed to brim over in a
sort of subdued ecstasy of enjoyment.
He was hungry; for he was econom-
izing by doing without dé]puner. He
does not know how he is going to live
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through the coming winter in Paris.
Yet he is the happiest ‘‘fool’’ alive.
If he gets just the right shade of the
right colour on that commonplace
boulder in the foreground, he would
not change places with a Rothschild.

The point of view of such a man
is so entirely different from ours that
it is no wonder neither side can ex-
plain it without imputing lunacy to
the other. He would like to have
more money because it would leave
his elbow freer for his work; but that
he should secure more money by im-
prisoning his elbow—or by giving it
up to the control of another man—
would be to sacrifice the end to the
means. He would have put out of
his reach the only thing that he want-
ed the money to buy.

The real difference is that he does
his work to please himself and not to
please the largest crowd, whereas we
do our work to please the crowd and
to get their golden applause. He ex-
presses himself; we try to express the

average man in our area. He leads
humanity; we follow it. He is a
creator; we are imitators. He is the

master of his campaign, with victory
or defeat at the end of his own brush;
we are successful sutlers. When we
speak of his happiness and our hap-
piness as if they could be compassed
by the same word, it is as if we spoke
of the song of the frog and the song
of the lark.

Yes, dear Dad; that is my mood
to-night. It is flat rebellion against
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Chicago. I feel to-night as if pos-
sible poverty were only a trifling in-
convenience which should not be al-
lowed to affect the planning of one’s
life; and as if the attainment of cul-
ture, which would enable one to at
least appreciate the higher achieve-
ments of these men and which might
lead me—even me—to taste the tri-
umphant joys of creation, should be
the sole purpose to which I ought to
devote my energies. I probably will
feel quite differently in the morning.
I notice that, after my most exalted
hours, I stub my toe against some
stump which my up-raised eyes had
overlooked ; and, in a moment, I am
overwhelmed with thankfulness that
my feet can still feel solid financial
earth beneath them. I do not know
why it is; but I haven’t the unruf-
fled courage of these men. They ap-
parently never think that they might
give up the arduous path to the hill-
top, and go to making money. They
are quite aware that the money is
there for them to make; but they no
more consider the possibility of paus-
ing in their career to make it than
you do of giving up your immense
business to go back on grandfather’s
farm and raise hogs.

But I lack that spirit. I can swear
devotion to culture here to-night in
my ten-frane bedroom after a good
dinner and with an ample ‘‘letter of
credit’’ in my pocket; but if I were
to wake up a poor man in the morn-
ing I should never think of doing
anything else than sailing at once for
Chicago and the hog business. Am I
a coward, or is it my training? Has
the dollar seemed to me the only good
so long that I dare worship no high-
er god except with its squalid ap-
proval? The preachers talk to us at
home of ‘‘unworldliness.’’ That old
man, painting away in the shadow of
his bent straw hat, knows more of
¢‘unworldliness’’ than all the fash-
ionable churches in Chicago. His is
the ‘‘higher life.”” His is the ‘‘re-
ligious ecalm.” He is ‘‘unspotted
from the world.”” He can ‘‘endure

hardship like a good soldier,’”’ while
I will sell my birthright for a mess
of pottage any day.

You can see that your son is also
in a somewhat contemptuous mood
toward himself to-night; and your
letters are not entirely innocent of
blame. I can see that you are ap-
proaching a decision in my case; and
that that decision will be to come
home and get the nonsense worked
out of me. And I am in a ‘“‘blue
funk.”” For I am pretty sure that I
will come. Of what use is it to long
for a head of gold if one must stand
upon feet of clay? Yet I pump up
my courage by reminding myself of
you. You remember how grandfather
bitterly opposed your move to Chi-
cago. He said that Chicago was a
wicked place where you would be led
into paths of sin; that in the bustle
of the great city you would neglect
your religious duties; that he never
heard of any real good man in busi-
ness there; and that they’d be too
smart for you anyway and you’d lose
all the money you had saved. I guess
it was that last notion that made you
determined to go. Grandfather was
willing that you should buy a share
in the store ‘‘up to the village,’” and
then you could build a brick house
there some day and be one of the solid
men of the county. He would let you
have an old nag of his—I remember
you telling—for your delivery wagon
which would be a new wrinkle there’
Thus he mapped out your future—
pleasant, peaceful, and profitable
But you dared everything and Went.
to Chicago. You might have been
ruined in a month. But you had the
courage to take the risk.

Heigh-ho! Have I your spirit; op
am I the heir only of your ideals and
your dollars? One of the men here—
one of the comparatively suceessful
men—was telling me the other day
about his folks at home. They are
vine cultivators in the south of
France, and are in a prosperous way
of business. He has three brothe
two of whom have stayed with the
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father and helped buy another hill-
gside or so of vines, while the third
has become a fat merchant in Bor-
deaux. My friend’s name is Joseph,
and it is a name which you would
hear in the studios of Paris if you
were there when the ‘‘rising hopes’’
of the new generation are spoken of.
But his father always says that he
has ‘‘four sons, three of whom are
doing well in the world, while Joseph
is a vagabond in Paris.”’ Joseph
laughs at it; but there is pain in his
eyes—not pain for himself, but pain
for the good people at home who suf-
fer sorrow and anxiety for him so
uselessly. Then he, too, sorrows for
them. He is the only one of the four
brothers who is really alive.

Parsons followed me out here the
other day—wanted to see something
of the artist before he was ‘‘cured.”’
But the only thing that struck him
was that the attention of Anthony
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Comstock and the Purity Department
ought to be called to this town. 1
mention this now because I know that
he will; and he will add that you
ought to get me out of such surround-
ings as soon as possible,

As this is a letter of rebellion,
probably I cannot stop at a better
point. And I am going to mail it to-
night, especially as prudence insists
that I will be sorry for it in the morn-
ing. 1 probably will; and then 1
would tear it up if I could. But if
I can put myself in my moments of
courage in positions from which I
cannot run away when I turn cow-
ard, I may be worthy of you after
all. This may lead you to issue an
ultimatum; and then I hope that I
will have enough of you in me to re-
fuse to yield.

With double affection,
JOHN.




S HE  PRIDE - OF- - TWO
BY ROSA MULHOLLAND

EN I became engaged to
Kit he had just made a suc-
cess as a novelist. Persons

who knew nothing of my affairs
were pleased to ery me about as a
great heiress, because my parents
having died during my childhood I
was very early in possession of my
father’s property. Kit’s pride would
not allow him to speak to me till the
public had labelled his genius ‘‘sue-
cessful.”” His pseudonym is Balder
Hildebrand, and people have thought
him a Norwegian instead of a Con-
naught man, which naturally added
to his prestige. However, I, being
Lilirosa Annabella, so named in my
father’s will, and under promise to
my mother always to write my name
in full, as it comprehended her own
name and those of her two sisters,
delighted in the liberty and simpli-
city of ‘“Kit.”” To drag sixteen let-
ters of the alphabet along the end
of an epistle, and to be replied to by
three, was one of the smaller fascina-
tions of a thoroughly satisfactory en-
gagement.

Our disagreement arose out of my
caprice—which was as great as his
pride. I pretended to fear that a
novelist might expect his wife to act
as his amanuensis; though I was
geeretly longing for sueh an oppor-
tunity to help him.

His pride rose to white heat at the
bare suggestion of such fears, and I
played with it till an angry letter,
giving me back my free.dor.n, br_'ought
me to my senses. DBelieving in my
power, I made no reply, and my next
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news of him was through a news-
paper announcement that the distin-
guished novelist Balder Hildebrand
had started on a trip to Central
Africa, in search of material for a
brilliant novel descriptive of the
social life of London.

I finished the season, dancing my-
self and friends into the belief that
I was delighted to regain my free-
dom, and when that was over I, too,
went tripping abroad. I tarried in
Egypt, studying the problem of the
Sphinx, hovering about the desert,
observing human nature under new
conditions and trying to believe that
I was developing into a superior
woman. Two whole years passed be.
fore 1 returned to England, and
then I was rather the fashion among
my friends and admirers as a girl
who had done independent things
and had enjoyed unusual experi.’
ences.

I was too proud to ask questions
about Kit, and I searched the papers
in vain for a word about Balder
Hildebrand. @ He appeared to have
dropped out of the fickle public mind
In a ballroom I at least heard men.
tion of his name.

‘““Do you see that girl in white
dancing?’’ said one woman to an-
other. ‘‘She may well look pleased.
She has had a lucky escape. Imagine
two years ago she was engaged t(;
poor Balder Hildebrand! What g
fate to have been tied for life to g
blind novelist!’’

““T am quite tired,”’ I said to my
partner: and hurried home.
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Many careful inquiries failed to
procure me further information than
was conveyed in such passing words
as ‘‘oh, yes, poor fellow! Work stop-
ped. Got a blast of some poisonous
air into his eyes while travelling. Has
retired somewhere or other. Too
proud to show himself, one im-
agines.”’ ; :

My mind kept running on the busi-
ness of a professional secretary or
amanuensis, and to occupy part of
my time I got myself on the commit-
tee of management of a bureau for
procuring engagements for persons
who had adopted that profession. I
became quite assiduous in my attend-
ance at the office, and took much in-
terest in the applications for help
from literary quarters.

One day during business hours I
heard the remark, ‘‘Application for
an amanuensis from Balder Hilde-
brand, the novelist. He appears to
want a man, and we have only
women.”’ ¢

I took occasion to say: (my pride
ecomforted by the knowledge that my

ast was unknown in this quarter)

““With regard to the case of Mr.
Hildebrand, I can get him what he
wants. Write to him that a per-
son will be with him on Monday as
he wishes. Give me his letter, that
I may have the address.”’

Not until I got home and sat down
to think did I know what I intended
to do. But I was soon packing a
modest trunk, and looking up the
railway regulations for reaching the
bye-ways of Devonshire.

I found the place, a cottage lost
away in the apple country, standing
in a garden clearing among orchards,
and walked up a lane between bend-
ing trees richly coloured with the
ripening fruit.

The air was deliciously sweet, and
fragrant with the odours of Septem-
ber flowers that know the dews and
Wl‘n‘stow he must enjoy this!’”’ I
thought, forgetting for one moment
that he was blind.
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Over a low hedge on which perched
a stiff peacock, cut out of the dense
dark yew, I saw him coming down
the orchard, slowly, stopping a mo-
ment and putting his hand on a
weighted branch, touching the round-
ed apples, then dropping his arm to
his side and moving on dejectedly, 1
took care to avoid him, and waited
till he had entered the house before
I presented myself at the door.

An old Irish servant, summoned to
““mind’’ him in his present state, re-
ceived me, and stepped from the hall
into the little study to announce Miss
Gibbs, the secretary sent down from
London.

““Yes, sir, it’s a lady, sir.”’

There was an exclamation of dis-
pleasure from the master, a murmur
of abrupt conversation, and the man
returned to me.

“Your sex is against you, miss,”’
he said. ‘“We’ve only two men here,
and we have no way of puttin’ up a
lady.”’

““I have made arrangements to
stay with the postmistress in the vil-
lage except in working hours,”’ I
said. ‘“Will you tell your master
that the men in London were all en-
gaged; and that I know my busi-
ness?’’

After another conference within,
and a little delay I was admitted to
the temporary sanctum of Balder
Hildebrand. ‘‘He’s in that great
a fuss that he’ll try to be doin’ with
you, miss,”’ whispered Bernard, and
lingered before he closed the door, as
if to see his master well through the
irritation of his disappointment.

Kit was sitting in a most uncom-
fortably accidental position in the
middle of the room, with the air of
one who did not know where he was,
or had no sense of arrangement, no
care about his particular surround-
ings. There was a litter of papers
on the writing-table in the wide-lat-
ticed window, everything was tossed
about by an impatient hand, a pen
wet with ink had been thrown down
upon a page and had made a blot.
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Having greeted me with that po-
liteness of good breeding which no ir-
ritation could quite extinguish in
Kit, he said:

“] wanted a man. One could
grumble at him and swear at him as
much as one pleased—’’

“Pray don’t restrain yourself,”’ I
said in a rather husky voice, which
I had been practising for some hours,
I have a knack of mimicking tones
of voice, and was now reproducing
the manner of one of my acquaint-
ances who has a peculiar lisp.

‘T am not a brute,’” he said huffily.
““I suppose you know why I require
your services. I have a novel to
write, and I can’t see to write it, I
hate typing. A pair of hands, and
an intelligent brain are what I need
to help me.”’

““Shall we begin at once?’’ 1 said.
‘‘May I arrange your papers? I can’t
write in disorder. And won’t you
git in a comfortable chair near the
window? Let me place it for you.
‘Would not a few flowers on the table
beside you be agreeable?’’

““What difference does it make to
me?’’ he said. ‘‘You have a woman’s
ways, and I tell you frankly I have
no liking for the society of women.
As you are here, however, I would
rather you were comfortable. If you
can do better in pretty suroundings
by all means let us have the best of
your work.’’

I had been rapidly putting things
to rights, and when a cluster of roses
was placed at his hand he belied his
words by raising it to his face for
a moment, and breathing its sweet-
ness.

“I am ready,’’ I said.

He leaned back in his chair, and
seemed to want a minute to gather
up his thoughts. I selected my pen,
and sat with my eyes on his face till
they beecame inconveniently moist. So
this was Kit. He has ruddy brown
hair, you know, and a golden light
in his eyes when he smiles. His eye-
lids were now drooped, unexpectant
of light, and there was no smile.

‘We began. The story opened
pleasantly, and animation returned
to his face. That day’s work was
bright and consoling. As the woman
beloved by the man in the book show-
ed herself, I felt exultantly sure that
her face, form, and personality were
modelled on mine; and I went home
to my postmistress with a lightened
heart; as day followed day, however,
and the heroine’s character and con-
duct took an unexpected turn my
spirits sank, and I could not help
seeing myself as I must have appear-
ed to another at the time of our quar-
rel. I bore this change with resolu-
tion, strengthening my intention of
keeping my secret, if not for ever, at
Jeast until some inevitable and en-
couraging moment might arrive.

Her name was Violante. (He had
formerly liked a long name, and to
find that he had now unmnecessarily
chosen one reconciled me a little to
Lilirosa Annabella.) I was just hop-
ing that the hero would begin to un-
derstand her better when she began
to behave so badly that I nearly
cried out, declaring myself ready to
answer for the innocence of her in-
tentions. I blotted several pages that
day, and had to spend my evening
copying them.

After that the matter grew worse
and worse, and at last I lost my pry-
dence, and threw down my pen, say-
ing:

““This is a very cynical novel.”’

‘“Really!”” he said in great sur-
prise, ‘‘Do you always eriticize as
you go along?’’

‘‘One must, if one has any brains,
And you said you wanted a person
with brains.’’

He gave a little laugh. Had I felt
less sore I should have been glad to
have amused him.

‘““Pray go on,”’ he said. ‘‘I know
gorgen, it appears, better than you

0.

‘““How can that be?’’ I said. ‘Y
am a woman, and you are not.”’

‘“That is the very reason,’’ he said.
““A man unfortunately comes to

'Y
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know a woman better than women
ever know their own sex—through
suffering.”’

“Then you have — suffered from
such a woman as Violante!”’

“T am not obliged by the rules of
this engagement to answer impertin-
ent questions—"’

(th!’, :

“But by the tone of your voice I
am warned not to class you with the
impertinent. You are a sympathetic
woman, and I forgive you.”

This, I think, was the very moment
at which I began to get jealous of
myself. 1 dared not say more, and
was particularly silent and unob-
trusive for the rest of that day. But
as | walked back to the village be-
tween the apple trees there was war
in the heart of the girl who was en-
gaged to Kit two years ago, with the
geeretary of to-day who was winning
on his sympathies. _

The situation was odd, and I tried
to laugh myself out of it. I gat down
to the work next morning telling a
humorous story of the conduct of
two little birds I had come upon,
evidently making up a quarrel,
perched on the tail of the yew-clipped

k on the garden hedge-row.
Kit listened with more of his old
gmile than I had seen as yet, and
I made no complaint that day,
though Violante was behaving dis-
gustingly. All the time I was long-
ing to talk to Kit. It seemed so nat-
aral to do so. But in much conver-
sation there was danger of forgetting
my assumed voice, and my little lisp.
As I was leaving after work, he said,
“You have been very silent to-day.
1 hope you are well.”’ h )

“Oh, yes,”’ I replied, ‘‘but there is
only the story to talk about. And I
fear to seem—impertinent.”’

«There is really no danger,”’ he
said eagerly. ‘I would rather hear

our comments.’’

1 don’t think you would. I am
in arms for my sex. I do not believe
Violante behaved like that.

<‘Let us talk her over, then.”
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‘“To-morrow, if you wish. I must
say good-bye for this evening.”’

He looked disappointed. Next day
he broke off work early, and the
Irishman brought tea into the study.

‘‘Now,’’ he said, ‘‘I invite you to
tea with me—tea, and a little con-
versation, I am a lonely man, with
—disabilities. A woman—I will not
say a lady, because the other word
means 80 much more—a true woman,
as you claim to be, will not refuse to
gratify me.”’

“I am at your serviee,”’ I said;
‘“‘but the claim I make is not for my-
self, as I have said, but for my sex.”’

““It is a very unusual attitude for
a woman to take up. She so often
assumes to be herself the only excep-
tion to an unhappily general rule. As
you are so large-minded I have a
mind to trust you. Morose and soli-
tary as I have been for the last two
yvears I have confided in no one. If
this blindness had not overtaken me
I might have shaken off a bitter dis-
appointment—’’

I smothered an exclamation which
would have marked my keen sense of
the suggestion that I might easily
have been quite forgotten, and swal-
lowed the sound with a slight eough.

‘I fear you have got a cold.”’

‘“Oh, very slightly. But my huski.
ness must be disagreeable.’’

Not at all. I rather like a low con-
tralto voice.”’

Another blow for me, who remem-
bered his oft-expressed delight in
the ‘‘merry ringing treble of my
talk and laughter. Rossetti’s draw-
ing of ‘““How they met themselves in
a wood,”” just glimmered aecross my
mental vision, with a meaning for
me, only. Truly, we were meeting
ourselves in a wood; our very selves,
with the knowledge that makus a dif-
ference.

‘“Will you please to continue your
criticism of my heroine. You accuse
me of eynicism in drawing a woman’s
character.’’

“I do not believe you ever knew
such a woman.’’

7
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“I have known her. A woman
will acecept a man’s devotion so long
as he makes her feel herself a queen,
obeying her commands, and delight-
ing in her caprices. But let her find
herself called on to bear her share
of the burdens of life, and her love
has flown. At a suspicion, even a
groundless one, that the smallest ser-
vice may be required of her, interfer-
ring with her amusement, her wings
are spread.’”’

““Did she behave like that? I don’t
mean Violante, but the other one?’’

““Yes; I fear I snubbed you once
for asking me something like that
question. I have accepted your
sympathy, and 1 answer your in-
quiry, straight.

I was choking now with hatred and
jealousy of myself. I did not know
whether my past self or my present
self had the more right to be ag-
grieved.

“I have not given you much sym-
pathy as yet,”’ I said.

“To listen with interest to the
grumblings of a blind man is sym-
pathy in itself,”’ he said with a touch
of pathos in the lines of his face,
which some people would have scorn-
ed as ‘‘self-pity,”’ but which did not
excite my ‘contempt. I could not,
however, afford to show sympathy.
The only safety was in continuous
argument.

“You don’t agree with Scott on
the point,”’ I said, attempting to get
again upon general ground.

““No,”” he said, and repeated the
lines that already had eome into my
mind :

‘‘Oh, Woman in our hours of ease,
Unecertain, coy, and hard to please,

When care and sickness wring the brow
A ministering angel thou!’’

“T have no belief in that. The
woman I wanted to marry would
have sorely hated the trouble of me,
now!”’

“You eruel skeptic!”’ T cried; and
for the moment forgot my caution.
Tt was my own voice that rang in my

ears. He threw up his head as the
sound caught him, with an indeserib-
able look which frightened me. A
smile slowly grew on his face and
died away; after which he drooped
his head on his hand, and there was
a long silence between us.

‘“‘Perhaps I am,’’” he said at last.
‘‘But with regard to that memorable
stanza, so hackneyed as a quotation,
I would say, as a reading of it—that
the woman who comes to a man in
his pain as a ministering angel is
not the same person as the lady eap-
rice of his hours of ease. They are
different types of feminine charaet-
er. So much you will allow, if you
are reasonable.’’

“Let me be reasonable in your
eyes,”’ I said, ‘‘for my experience is
different from yours. But we have
finished the tea, and I proinised to
do a little service for my landlady
this evening.”’

‘I rose to go, and he rose also, and
made a step towards me.

“Will you not shake hands with
me?’’

I went to meet him, and put my
fingers in his, as he could not see to
find mine. He held my hand, eloge-
ly as if he would cling to it, until
I pulled it away indignantly, as |
turned to leave the room.

““Good evening, sir,”’ I said in my
most pronounced unnatural voice
and left him. :

As I trimmed a hat for my post.
mistress, shut up in my little room
in the village that evening, angry
tears fell thick on the tulle and floyw.
ers which are not warranted to stanq
a shower. Oh, the inconsistancy of
man! Woman is a miracle of fidelity
compared with him. To think that |
should have nursed my romance
through the distractions of travel anq
society, living on sweet memories in
my own heart—for this! Could I

have grown sympathetic and confj.
dential with a masculine secre

in case I had been forced to employ’
one? Here was Kit, whom I stify
looked on as all my own more so than

-
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ever in his affection, forgetting me
with bitterness, and ready to fall in
love with a strange woman, his mere
amanuensis, an argumentative wom-
an too, and with an unpleasant voice,
and a lisp!

My passion over, I summoned my
common sense, and resolved to be
what Kit would call reasonable. I
was despised and practically forgot-
ten. I would finish his book for him,
keeping him well at a distance in the
meantime, and then I would return
whence I had come, undiscovered,
and leave him to find another secre-
tary, who would gladly respond to
his confidences. Finding it more than
ever difficult to present myself at my
desk the next morning I admitted
that I was properly punished for my
hardihood in venturing on an under-
taking which has proved too difficult
for me.

All day he made himself perfectly
delightful to that odious creature, the
gecretary. There were no more snubs
and lectures. He drew her out, like
one who desired to be informed by
her superior knowledge. No matter
how hoarse she was, or how absurdly
she lisped, he listened to her with a
rapturous expression which made me
ill with unhappiness.

The work went on, nevertheless, ‘1
know you don’t like it,”” he said,
“put what I have written I have
written. One can only write of one’s
own experiences. Should sweeter
happenings come to me after much
suffering, my next novel will, per-
haps, be of a more sanguine colour-

m%. had been as silent as I found it

possible to be, but here I spoke. )

‘‘Has any one the right to call his
own mood an experience of the char-
acter and conduct of others? What
he provokes, he ereates.”

¢“Ah!”’ he said reflectively, ‘‘not
badly put. I will think that over.
The inconsistencies of character, and
the contradictions of truths are illi-
mitable and immeasurable. Who
knows whether Violante may not jus-
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tify herself, even in the last chap-
ter?”’

He then began to quote again the
lines of Scott to which he had given
his own particular reading. This
hurt me beyond bearing.

‘““You forget,”” I said, ‘‘that you
found two different types of women
registered in those verses. And Vio-
lante is only one.”’

He smiled. It was terrible to me
to feel that I had grown to dread his
smile, which was for the secretary
and npt for me. I wished he would
relapse into sternness towards her,
and memories of me. I said something
further about two women and one
woman. I can’t remember exactly
what it was, but I know that the ut-
terance left me aware of imminent
risk of a dangerous collision between
Lilirosa Annabella and the detest-
able Miss Gibbs. He did not appear
to notice it, however, It was evident
that the secretary was occupying all
his masculine attention.

The novel was drawing to a close,
and it was still uncertain whether he
meant to clear Violante’s character,
show her as an angel misunderstood,
the vietim of deceptive appearances,
or dismiss her into the penal realms
where wander in eternal oblivion the
never-to-be-forgiven heroines.

‘I know you mean to end it bad-
ly,”” I said, when he intimated that
he was preparing the denouement,
and intended to make a pause and
think it over. He had proposed an
interval for a walk in the orchard
and gardens every day, to delay the
work while he was making up his
mind, and thus rendered me so thor-
oughly miserable that I ecould not en-
dure my position any longer and re-
solved to break the engagement and
hurry away, at any cost.

“You have decided on a bad end-
ing,”” I repeated. ‘‘Any one could
write it for you, to save you the
trouble. Your Violante is not real

enough to require you, or any other
special author of her being, for her
ending. She is such a poor bloodless
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creature little would finish
her,”’

¢““Will you undertake it then?’’ he
asked. ‘‘If I leave the ending alto-
gether to you, will you write me the
last few chapters?”’

““Indeed I will not,”’ I said—"'‘you
must work her out for yourself, or
employ some one whose views are like
your own. And I am obliged to tell
you—"" I added with an effort to
speak indifferently, ‘‘that I shall re-
turn to London in a day or two. This
engagement has run beyond the
length specified, and I am due elese-
where.”’

His face became clouded, and re-
morse took possession of me. Lilirosa
and the strange woman were rending
my heart between them. O, Miss
Gibbs, Miss Gibbs, how had you gain-
ed such an influence over my XKit,
with your sharp contradictions and
your purely mechanical services?

“Don’t go away yet; give me an-
other day or.two,”” he pleaded.

“I am due in London to-morrow
night.”’

He was silent for a minute, and. I
fussed with my papers to occupy the
interval.

‘“Come to say good-bye in the
morning,”’ he urged, and I said,
““Yes, 1 can do that, feeling as if 1
had got a reprieve from the full pen-
alty of immediate departure. To®
leave him so, alone and helpless, with-
out even a secretary to comfort him,
was intolerable.

“I may be able to send you an
amanuensis from London, I said.
““You would still prefer a man, I sup-
pose.”’

He actually laughed; and that har-
dened me a little for the moment, and
enabled me to get out of his presence
without betraying myself.

After a miserable night I rose up,
limp, but resolved. I dressed myself
for our last meeting, in white, as he
used to like to see me, my heart re-
minding me the while of how silly
it was to think of such follies. I
might as well be clothed in sackcloth
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and ashes for all the difference it
i:ould make to a man who was sight-
ess.

‘‘No matter! I said, trying to re-
move the tell-tale redness from about.
my eyes, (also of no consequence) ‘I
will, once for all, destroy Miss Gibbs,
if only to my own consciousness, I
will feel that I am myself in the mo-
ment of my last farewell to Kit.”’

I walked up through the sweet
green lanes, and saw that the apple-
trees had a redder glow through the
green than when first I saw them,
and that the yew peacock stood forth
more darkly against the brilliance of
distant foliage now touched with
gold and scarlet. To lengthen my
walk I approached the cottage by the
orchard paths, and paused a moment
to disentangle a tress of my hair
from the claws of a pendent branch
which had just dropped an over-ripe-
apple into the hat that I carried on
my arm.

Turning my head I saw Kit com-
ing up the path to meet me.

His eyes were open, and the gold-
en smile was in them. He walked
with a free step, looking straight be-
fore him. It was Kit, no longer
blind.

My arms fell by my sides. Hat and
apple were on the ground. Transfix-
ed with amazement, I waited for him
to come to me.

“Lil!”’ he said, with the ring of a
great joy in his voice.

““Kit! What has done it?”’

I forgot all about Miss Gibbs. We
were here together, and the sight of
me was making him glad.

‘““You have done it. Your coming
did it. My doctor told me that the
blindness, being of the nerves, might
possibly go as suddenly as it came.
The joy of your return to me Hhas.
acted as a tonic. I knew it when,
this morning. I opened my eyes to.
the sunshine.’’

““But—Miss Gibbs—’ I said, ‘‘you
did not know—"’

“I found you out pretty early in
the proceedings. You were not so-
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clever as you intended to be. How
could you expect to keep up a dis-
guise of voice and manner so perfect-
ly that Lil should never shine
through it?”’

And you were allowing me to go
away!”’

““ Ag a blind man, how could I take
advantage of your generosity ? But 1
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saw the blessed light this morning I
knew that God was sending me a
great happiness.”’

“Kit,”” I said, after a few unre-
portable minutes had flown, ‘“‘we are
the two happiest people in the world
this morning.”’

We repeated those words to each
other to-day, the seventh anniversary

was torn with indecision. When I of our marriage.
REPARATION
By A. G. MACKAY

HE planted roses by the door,
And children passed in bands,
But none of them would take the flowers
She held in wistful hands.

Now silence fills the little house
Where weeping was before,

And lovers stop to pick the flowers
Around the sagging door.

Lord, grant that she may see her flowers,
And see young eyes aglow;

And may she dream

that love was true

In summers long ago.
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THE ADOPTION

OF THREE STAR

BY STANLEY PORTAL HYATT

¥ 1“HE Sanitary Board of Fort

Alexandra, having got through

its ordinary comical business,
which consisted of authorising the
payment of fifteen shillings each as a
month’s wages to three Kaffir labour-
ers, adjourned from the Court-house
to the bar of the Thatched House
Hotel, and went into committee on
Three Star.

It was always a sore point with the
inhabitants of the township that,
though theirs was the oldest settle-
ment in Mashonaland, it was not al-
lowed to have a mayor and corpora
tion. Not that it would have rever-
enced mayors and aldermen—but it
objected to other towns being granted
special privileges, just because they
happened to be bigger.

True, Fort Alexander was right off
the main track, being two hundred
miles from the railway; whilst the
other two or three dozen tin shanties
which composed it might not impress
a stranger very greatly; but the
people knew it was the nucleus of
something big, and professed to care
little about what outside eritics might
say. The Boom must come.

Three Star himself was seated on an
empty barrel, munching biscuits,
when the Board entered the bar. He
was a small boy of uncertain age—
about four, Miss Hales, the Matron of
the Hospital, declared—but, beyond
that, no one knew anything about
him. According to Johnny Gelden-
huis, the Duteh transport rider, the
child and its father had been travell-
ing north on a private mule cart,
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which had been swept away in trying
to cross the Lundi Drift when the
river was in flood, both the leader and
the driver being drowned. A couple
of days later, Johnny, who was going
south with empty waggons, had found
the survivors, drenched and starving
on the road, and had promptly turn-
ed back and brought them the sixty
miles into town; but the father had
been delirious all the way, and had
died of blackwater fever twenty four
hours after his arrival, leaving no
clue to his indentity.

The child had been very ill for two
days; but at the end of a week
nothing short of physical forece could
have kept him in bed. In reply to
questions, he gave his name as ‘‘Kid. "’
whereat Miss Hales had shaken h,er
head, and decided that in future he
must be ‘‘Theodore;’’ but the town
had rejected both appellations, and
after a diseussion which had kept thé
barman up till three o’clock in the
morning, had settled upon ‘‘Three
Star’’ as being short and distinetive
and also serving to fix the date of his’
arrival, which had occurred during a
severe whiskey famine, when the town
had preforce fallen back on brandy.

At first it had been supposed that it
would be an easy task to trace the
lost mule cart back to its starting
place; but though at Tuli, the border
station, men remembered it passing
no one had troubled to ask its owner’s
name; and on the Transvaal side al}
scent was lost. The Board, acting on
behalf of the town, inquired of trans.
port riders, and wrote many letters,
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and even wired to an ex-Alexandrian
in Johannesburg, but without result;
then men began to breathe freely

in, and to make plans for Three
Star’s future.

The idea which found most support
was that the town itself should adopt
the child; but at a general gathering
held after the Saturday market,
Father Martin, the chairman of the
Board—'‘Father’’ being a purely
geeular title, conferred on him as the
oldest inhabitant, he having been
there since the foundation of the
place, eight years previously—point-
ed out the legal difficulties of such a
scheme, and it was finally rejected in
favour of adoption by some individ-
ual, who was to be chosen by the
Board after its next meeting. Every-
one was determined that Three Star
ghould remain in Alexandra, the only
dissentient being Stephenson, the
manager of the Trading Company’s
store, and he had ceased to count
gince, as a mere newcomer, he had
scoffed at every possibility of a Boom
in Fort Alexandra.

3%

Three Star took the glass of lemon-
ade which Jack Hartigan had just
prought out for him, in his two
chubby hands, washed down his
biseuits with a long drink, then nod-
ded benevolently to the Board. He
was distinctly grimy, the result of a
chance meeting with Peter, a tame
goat; though, when he slipped away
from the hospital an hour previously,
he had been a very model of clean-

€88,

“Peter did this,”” he remarked,
pointing to his dirty pinafore; then
he serambled off the barrel, and
trotted across to Father Martin, who
lifted him on to the bar. ‘I love
Peter, and I love Peter’s man,’’ he
continued beaming at Hartigan, who
besides being the largest trader in
the district, was also proprietor of the
offending goat. T 5

¢t Missus wants the piccanin, Baas;
the hospital boy put his head in the
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door and spoke to Martin, who glanc-
ed rather ruefully at his own attire—
a sleeveless flannel shirt and dis-
coloured khaki breeches, then hurried
out, leading a very unwilling Three
Star.

Miss Hales was waiting on the
stoop, looking as severe as her gentle
face would allow. She was thirty-
two, and she called herself an old
maid, which meant she had refused at
least a dozen offers in two years. ‘‘ Oh,
Theodore, what a mess you are in!
Mr. Martin, 1 have told you before
not to take him into that horrid bar.”’

Father Martin, who was thirty-
eight, and had been refused twice,
flushed under the unmerited accusa-
tion. ‘‘I didn’t, matron, really I
didn’t; I found him there.”’

““Then who took him in?”’

Three Star answered, ‘‘ Peter’s man
there. Peter throwed me down, and
Peter’s man carried me in and gaved
me biscuits and lem’nade.’’

Miss Hales frowned again. ‘“‘It’s
shameful; Mr. Hartigan ought to
know better. Good-afternoon, Mr,
Martin.”’

Father Martin re-entered the bar
full of wrath against the trader.
‘“The matron’s on your track, Jack,’’
he growled. ‘‘She says it’s a con-
founded shame to bring the kid in
here;’’ then, after soothing his feel-
ings with a drink, he turned to his
fellow-members, and the Board went
into committee on Three Star.

Hartigan seated himself on the bar-
rel, and having nothing better to do,
listened to the discussion.

““I don’t see who is to adopt him,”’
Martin began. ‘‘The only married
men—the magistrate and the doctor—
have children of their own, and no
one else has a decent house, or could
spare time to give him proper atten-
tion. Besides, most of us are hardly
the sort of model he wants. Yet they
can’t keep him indefinitely at the
hospital.’’

Old John Maddison, the labour
agent, wagged his grizzled head.
‘““We’re most of us too broke as well
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to do it as it should be done. When
things buck up it will be different;
but whilst one is hanging on to min-
ing claims, and waiting, paying out
fees all the time and nothing coming
in—’’ He sighed, and called for an-
other round of drinks. .

Stephenson, of the Trading Com-
pany, laughed unkindly. ‘‘When
things buck up!’’ he echoed. ‘‘I’ve
been here three years now, and dur-
ing that time the town has increased
to the extent of two grass huts owned
by coolies, whilst there are not ten
solvent white men in it to-day.’’

John Maddison sat very straight.

“You confounded, underselling,
money - grubbing, trader - cheating
white XKaffir,”’ he spluttered; but
Terry, the owner of the Thatched
House, laid a heavy hand on his arm.

‘“‘Steady on, John,”” he grunted.
Then, ‘‘If you’re one of the solvent
ones, Stephenson, you can afford to
pay me. Mae,”’ to the barman, ‘‘sing
«out the total of Stephenson’s account.
Thirty-seven pounds eleven, isn’t it ’’

Stephenson muttered an oath, and
left hurriedly, amidst the jeers of the
Board.

“I’ll take the kid myself.’”” Harti-
gan, who had been listening in sil-
ence, spoke abruptly.

The members started and exchang-
ed glances. They had not thought of
Hartigan before. True, he was the
richest man in the district—at least,
till the Boom came—but his nearest
store was thirty miles out, and—well,
there was another objection.

“I’ll take him myself,”” Hartigan
repeated.

It was left to Martin to answer him.
““It’s awfully good of you, Jack, but
_your place is too far out, and rottenly
unhealthy.”’

Hartigan had foreseen the objec-
tion. ‘‘I know; but, then, you see,
I am going to live in town now. I'm
starting a wholesale store to knock
.out Stephenson. I bought Murray’s
old house from the executors this
morning.’’

The Board conferred a moment,
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and again Martin had to be spokes-
man, but this time he got up, and
drew the trader on one side.

‘“‘Look here, Jack,”’ he said rather
awkwardly. ‘‘You know what it is,
why none of us can really take him
: this infernal whiskey T
nothing to do but to hang about and
drink till things improve; and you
must admit you’ve been as bad as the
rest since—since your younger bro-
ther died. Perhaps it doesn’t matter
for us, but we want Three Star to
turn out a bit better.”’

Hartigan did not take offence, both
because what Martin said was true
and because he himself was in earn.’
est; but he stuck to his point. ‘11
bring him up as straight as my bro-
ther was. If I peg out I can leave
him a certain five thousand. You
chaps had better let me have him
Martin.”” Then he went on to the’
stoop, where he leaned against the
rail, whilst the board conferred in
the bar.

Ten minutes later Martin joined
him. ““They think, after all, we
ought to leave the decision to Miss
Halqs. I am going up to see her this
evening.’’

Hartigan nodded. ‘‘All right
you’ll find me here any time.’’ >

S
1

For the second time that day Miss
Hales looked severe. ‘I don’t think
Mr. Hartigan is at all a suitable man
A year ago he was particular in eveq;
way, but sinee his poor brother dieq
here he seems to have ceased to eare
like so many of you,’’ she sighed, and
stared out into the night. ‘I am very
sorry for him, but I should be afraiq
to trust him with ‘Theodore.’ *’

Father Martin shifted uneasily in
his chair. It was not the first time
Miss Hales had lectured him, either
directly or by implication; for, g].
most from the day of her arrival, the
brave little woman had set to work
single-handed, to fight the moral dry:
rot of the town. The hospital was
half a mile from the Thatched House

>
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a little oasis of cleanliness and refine-
ment ; but how could the matron help
knowing what went on, when half
the population had been her patients?
She had not accomplished much; in
fact, sometimes, when she had been
sitting up all night holding the hand
of a dying man, it seemed to her that
she had accomplished nothing; but
even if she lost heart, she never gave
up the fight. :

““1 should be afraid to trust him
now,’’ she repeated.

Martin leaned forward suddenly.
‘1t would be a good thing for Three
Star—Theodore, I mean. Hartigan
would provide for him as none of us
could, and I think it would make him
keep straight as well. Give him a
chance, matron.’’

Miss Hales looked away. At last,
““Well, he shall try. I will keep Theo-
dore here for six months, and Mr.
Hartigan shall come and see him as
often as he likes. If at the end of
that time I am quite satisfied, I will
agree to the arrangement; but I shall
have him watched closely.’’

.
e

The town took Jack Hartigan’s re-
formation very seriously. It did not
want him to be a teetotaler—it would
have resented such a thing strongly:
but it gave him every :assistance by
not pressing him to drink. In any
other community, a man would have
been chaffed, or even sneered at un-
der the circumstances; but after a
police trooper had received a scien-
tific hiding at the hands of no less a
person than the barman, criticism
ceased, except in the case of Stephen-
son, and he was ignored as beneath
contempt. :

The town had been quick to under-
stand why Hartigan wished to adopt
the child. ‘‘Three Star is the image
of poor young Leslie, Jack’s brother
—the most decent boy we ever had in
Alexandra,’’ old Maddison declared,
and Hartigan himself had admitted
as much to Miss Hales. He had told
the matron many other things as they
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sat talking on the stoop after Three
Star had gone to bed, and the wise
little lady soon came to know him
wonderfully well. She saw him al-
most every day, for if she were busy
when he called for the boy, he gen-
erally found some excuse for a second
visit later in the day.

Nearly four months of Hartigan’s

probation period had gone by when
Stephenson started for a trip home.
The whole town assembled to see him
off, not because it regretted losing
him for a time, but because there was
nothing else to do.
' ““Good-bye, Father; good-bye,
John,’’ the passenger called to Mar-
tin and Maddison as the driver of
the post-cart gathered up his reins.
‘““Keep the Boom till I come back.”
Then he caught sight of Hartigan,
whom he detested as a trade rival.
‘““So long, Hartigan. Perhaps 1’1l
drop across Three Star’s relatives at
home.”’

““I’lIl break your neck if you do,”’
the trader replied promptly, though
the words gave him an uneasy feel-
ing; and as soon as the cart had jolt-
ed off on its two-hundred-mile jour-
ney, he walked up to the hospital to
talk the matter over with the matron.
Somehow, they had become so used to
the possession of Three Star, that
they had almost forgotten the risk of
someone appearing to claim him.

Miss Hales heard him with a trou-
bled face. ‘‘But I thought the Board,
or Mr. Roper, the magistrate, had
made all sorts of inquiries, had adver-
tised in the papers.”’

Hartigan shook his head. ‘‘Roper
left it to the Board ; and though Mar-
tin wrote a lot of letters, they didn’t
want to lose the kiddie.”

“It was very wrong of them,”’ the
matron tried to speak sternly. ‘‘Sup-
pose he has a mother who has been
wondering and longing all these
months.”’

‘““He ean’t have one, or she would
have tracked him before this,”’ Harti-
gan answered with a show of assur-
ance, trying to dispel the doubts he
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himself had raised. ‘‘The only dan-
ger is that Stephenson may attempt
to scare us with some bogus claim.’’

Miss Hales sighed; and when her
visitor had gone, she sat a long while
staring across the great stretch of
open veldt towards the distant line of
kopjes. ‘‘It would undo all the good
if he lost Theodore now,’’ she mur-
mured.

*

Three weeks later Father Martin,
who was coach agent amongst other
things, was standing in the doorway
of the Thateched House watching the
post-cart coming down the road.
““There’s a passenger,”’ he remarked
to Maddison. ‘‘I wonder who it is.
It’s three weeks since we had any-
one . . . Hullo, Mae,”’ to the bar-
man. ‘‘You had better get that trek-
gear cleared out of one of your bed-
rooms; there’s a stranger on the
cart.’’

Mac came forward just as the ve-
hicle disappeared into the drift.
‘“We’ll see if he looks worth it first,’’
he remarked calmly ; but five minutes
later, when the vehicle reappeared on
the near bank of the river, he gave a
whistle of astonishment. ‘‘A woman,
by Jove! Who can it be?’’

The stranger alighted stiffly from
the cart; but even the dust and the
weariness of the journey could not
disguise the fact that she was an Eng-
lish lady; whilst Martin, who went
forward shyly to meet her, noted that
she was also young.

‘““You are Mr. Martin?’’ she asked
hurriedly. ‘‘I was told to see you,
and have come to fetch my little boy.’’

LS

Miss Hales wiped her eyes. ‘‘It is
a very sad story, Mr. Hartigan. She
had to get a separation from her hus-
band, and, in revenge, he ran away
with the child. Months later, she

heard he had been seen in Capetown,
and followed him there; but she could
get no further information, until she
saw an account of the finding of Theo-
dore, which Mr. Stephenson had given
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to one of the Cape papers. B
They are going away by the next
eart.’:

Hartigan got up rather unsteadily,
“‘I am sorry,”’ he said. ‘‘ Thank you,
Miss Hales. You needn’t mention
anything about me,’’ and he turned
towards the door ; but, apparently act-
ing on a sudden impulse, she called
him back.

“‘Mr. Hartigan, your promise holds
good, at least till Theodore has gone.’’

The man flushed, then laughed a
little uneasily. “‘Very well, I will
keep it, Miss Hales.”’

The whole town went down to the
Thatched House to see Three Star de-
part, and, to their own surprise, and
more still to that of his mother, most
of them kissed him. Miss Hales had
intended to part from him at the hos-
pital, but in the end, she too, accom-
panied him to the hotel, where she
stood on the step beside Hartigan, un-
til the cart finally disappeared over
the rise; then she turned to go back
to the hospital. Hartigan hesitated a
moment, glanced towards the open
door of the bar, but finally strode
after her.

““We shall miss the little begger,’’
he said at last. ‘‘He made a lot of
difference to me.’’

““You must not let it make too much
difference, Mr. Hartigan. Promise
me you won’t.”’ There was a break
in her voice, though she strove hard
to keep it steady.

Hartigan had been staring straight
ahead, but now he faced round quick-
ly. ‘“May I still come to the hos-
pital—to see you?’’

‘““Would that help?”’
was very low.

‘I should keep any promise I made
to you,’’ he replied gravely.

She looked up at him with very
bright eyes. ‘‘Then you may come, ’*

He laughed boyishly. ‘‘But I shall
expect you to give up the hospital
work as soon as you can. I shall want
a lot of watching, you know.”’

“I am not afriad of that now,’"
she answered with a smile.

Her voice
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THE CUR AND THE COYOTE
BY EDWARD PEPLE

AUTHOR OF ‘““THE PRINCE CHAP,"” “THE MALLET'S MASTERPIECE," ETC.

E was a dog, and they called
Hhim Joe. He had no god-

father, but was named after
Chip Moseby’s one rich relative whom
the brute resembled physically—and
it wasn’t a compliment either.

Joe’s ancestry was a matter to pass
over politely and forget. He was a
large animal, with the unmistakable
build if the wolf-hound, yet his blood
was mixed with many another hardy
breed. His hair, of a dirty yellowish
brown, grew in every possible way,
except that designed by a beauty-
loving Creator, while his undershot
jaw hinted at the possibility of a bull-
terrier figuring as co-respondent in
some long-forgotten scandal. There-
fore, Joe had little claim to beauty ;
but, rather, as Frisco Jim expressed
it, ““was the dernedes’ orn’ries’-look-
in’ beas’ wes’ of the Mississip:” :

Chip Moseby thought of his rich
relative, and smiled. The eriticism,
harsh but just, fitted the dog in all
respects with the one exception of
his eyes. There spoke the Scotch.col-
lie breed. They were beautiful,
pathetic, dreamy, yet marred—~from
a poetical standpoint—by a dash of
impishness found only in that cord-
ially despised, but weirdly intelligent
race of canine outcasts—the cur-dog.

In the beginning Chip Moseby
found him on the prairie. How he
had ever wandered into the centre of
this trackless plain was indeed a mys-
tery ; but there he was, and command-
ed pity, even from a cow-puncher.
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Lost and leg-sore, famished for want
of food and water, he waited dumbly
for the three black buzzards that
wheeled in lazy cireles above his head.
Chip dismounted and surveyed his
find in wonder, striving to deeide whe-
ther to take the cur into camp or put
him out of misery for once and all
by a merciful shot. Wisdom called
aloud for the shot, but something—a
half remembered something deep
down in the inside of the man—whis-
pered and made him hesitate.

No, he could not decide; but, being
a gambler by birth, taste, and educa-
tion, he shifted the burden of re-
sponsibility to the back of Chance.
The process was simple. He reached
for the heavy gun which lay upon his
hip, and poised a silver dollar be-
tween the thumb and finger of his
other hand.

‘““Now, stranger,”” he observed
cheerfully, ‘‘you’re goin’ to be the
stakes of a show-down. Heads, you
go to camp. Tails, you go to hell.
You couldn’t ask fer anything fair-
er’n that, ecould you?’’

He spun the coin and caught it in
his open hand. The dog cocked his
ears, and the Texan cocked his forty-
four. Tails lay uppermost.

“Yo’ luck ain’t changed much,
puppy,’’ sighed the man, shifting his
position for a cleaner shot at the back
of the sick dog’s head. ‘‘You'’ve been
elected this time, sure, an’—?’

Chip paused suddenly, wondering
why, but pausing. His vietim whin-



340

ed faintly, raised a pair of gentle,
fever-touched collie eyes, and waited.
The cow-puncher eased the hammer
of his gun and slid the weapon into
its holster.

“Dern the dawg!’’ he muttered be-
neath his breath. ‘‘It’s jus’ like some
po’ 1i’l’ helpless, moon-eyed gal what
is—what’s eallin’ me a sneak!’’

Chip Moseby did not know he was
muttering sentiment; but, alone on a
wide green prairie with his pony and
a dog, where none of his fellow rang-
ers could see and laugh at him—well,
it made no difference, anyway. From
his saddle-tail he untied his water-
flask, pouring its contents into his
wide felt hat; then he added a bit of
liquid from another and more prec-
ious flask, and made an offering to a
new-found friend. The dog lapped
it eagerly, and, after a time, sat up
on his haunches, to devour the last
erumb and fibre of Chip’s last ration
of corn bread and bacon, while the
cow-man looked on and cursed him—
horribly—but with a smile.

Slipping, sliding, in the dip of his
master’s saddle, yet wagging a mangy
tail to show that he understood, Joe
was christened and rode twenty miles
to camp. It was just an ordinary
camp of twenty cow-men in charge
of eighteen hundred long-horns ‘‘on
the graze.”” An idle existence at this
season, moving as the big ‘‘bunch’’
listed, and dealing greasy cards at all
times save when in the saddle or
snoring beneath the cold white stars.
The cow-men' lived, drank bad whis-
key, gambled, and died—sometimes
from delirium tremens or snake-bite;
at other times from purely natural
causes, such as being trampled by a
steer. A remnant they were of a long-
departed hero type, still picturesque,
yet lacking in certain vital attributes
—mainly morality and a bath.

S
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The eamp accepted Joe for two rea-
sons: firstly, because they did not care
one way or the other; secondly, be-
cause Chip Moseby had, on various
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occasions, thrashed three of the cow-
men in brutal, bare-knuckled fights—
and the rest had seen him do it.
Therefore, nineteen more or less valu-
able criticisms were politely with-
held.

For four sweet days Joe ate, drank,
and slumbered, recovering both in
body and in mnerve; then he rose up
and began to take notice. The first
thing he noticed was a lean-flanked,
powerful dog that had dwelt in camp
for the space of seven months and felt
at home. The ‘‘homer’s’’ name was
Tonque. He belonged to a gentleman
known familiarly as Greaser Sam, a
gentleman whose breeds were as badly
mixed as Joe’s—a fact to which point-
ed reference was made by jovial
friends with frequency and impunity.

Tonque was the only member in
camp who openly resented Joe’s ad-
vent. He first made pantomimic over-
tures, then displayed a spleenish dis-
appointment at the stranger’s gender
and disposition. He bullied the new
dog shamefully, took away the juiciest
bones, nipped him in his tenderest
spots, and cursed him in Mexican
dog-language, a thing conceded by all
linguists to be—with the exception of
coyote talk—the vilest of obscene
vituperation. Joe bore in silence for
many days. He was a guest of Mr.
Moseby, virtually a tenderfoot, and
uncertain of the etiquette required in
his delicate position. The master gave
no orders, and what was a dog to do?
True, a bite or two was nothing mueh
but an insult sinks far deeper than a
tooth, and when the cattle-camp lay
slumbering through the night, Joe’s
dog heart ached and troubled him
It is a hopeless sort of thing to Stan(i
a bullying for the sake of etiquette
but somewhere through the mongrel’s’
many breeds ran the blood of a gen-
tleman dog; so Joe gave up his bones
and took his bites without a growl.

“Him dern coward!’’ tittered

Greaser Sam, pointing at the cur eon-
temptuously with his soup-spoon
‘“Tha’s fonny. Big dog—no ﬁght.’;

“How muech d’ye think so?’’ jn.
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quired Chip Moseby, puffing at his
corn-cob leisurely.

““Fi’ dollar!’’ chirped the Mexican
cook, his little rat eyes twinkling.

‘“Make it ten,”’ said Chip, with a
careless shrug, ‘‘an’ Joe’ll chase that
rabbit’s whelp of yo’r’n plumb off’n
the range.”’

Greaser Sam laughed joyfully and
produced a month’s pay in silver and
dirty notes. Yank Collins was made
stakeholder, while Chip, stone deaf to
the warnings of certain unbelievers,
knocked the dottle from his pipe and
whistled to his dog. Joe came over—
for protection, it seemed—and laid a
trembling chin on the master’s knee.

“‘Joe, ole man,’’ asked Chip, in the
tone of a mother’s tender solicitude,
¢‘ig that there Mexican skunk a pes-
terin’ of you?”’ i :

The dog, of course, said nothing—
that is, verbally—but his two great
glorious eyes spoke volumes. In them
the master read this earnest, but re-
gpectful plea: ¢

““Mr. Moseby, sir, if you will only
gay the word and allow me to chew
up that bow-legged son of a one-eyed
pariah, I'll love you till the crack of
doom!”’

The master, who was a gentleman
fighter himself, smiled grimly, strok-
ed the ugly head, and waved his pipe-
stem in the general direction of the
bumptious Tonque. :

¢ All right, son, go eat him up!”’

It may here be stated that one of
Joe’s grandest qualities lay in strict
obedience; or, failing in the letter of
ecommand, he did his best.

The incident occurred just after
dinner, when the cow-punchers, re-
plete with coffee and fried bacon,
were enjoying a quiet smoke. They
rose to a man, formed a whooping
ring about the contestants for camp
prestige, and wagered on the outcome.
The battle, minus revolting details,
was soon over and all bets paid, for—
priefly—Joe did his best. Only an
angel or a ring-seasoned bull-terrier
could have done more. Greaser Sam
lost twenty dollars. Chip Moseby won
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ninety. Tonque, the bully, yelping in
the dim distance, lost all his pride, the
better portion of one ear, and quite
a depressing quantity of hide and
hair.

Joe barked once, a hoarse shout of
unholy joy—which was only human,
after all—then sat down modestly,
licked his wounds, and counted up
the cost of his vietory. He had made
one enemy, and many friends; but
Greaser Sam was only a cook, anyway
—s0 the sting of a dozen ragged bites
was peace unutterable,

Later, Sam partially squared the
account by pouring a dipper full of
boiling grease on Joe'’s back. Thus,
by the time ten inches of hide curled
up, peeled off, and healed again, the
cur-dog loathed all breeds of Mexi-
cans, and one in particular. Also,
Joe suffered somewhat in the matter
of seraps and bones; then affairs took
a turn for the better. Greaser Sam,
while revelling in a noontide siesta, in-
advertently rolled on a rattlesnake,
and, inspite of a copious supply of
antidote on hand, swelled up absurd-
ly, made noises, and passed out in
hideous agony.

At the unpretentious funeral Joe
controlled his features admirably,
with the one exception of his tail,
which would wag itself in spite of
every gentlemanly instinet. This was
wrong, of course, but a dog’s ideas
on the ethics of retribution are sim-
ple and direct. Joe was glad—very
glad. He thrashed poor Tonque again
—not from malice, but merely in a
spirit of exuberance. One of his an-
cestors had been an Irish setter,
though Joe was unaware of it.

*

And now the waif began to find his
own. He learned the profession of
cow-punching, together with the arts
and observances thereof. He could
aid in a round-up nobly, for his wolf-
hound length of limb gave him speed,
which made even the tough little
bronchos envious. At branding-time
he could dive into the herd and ‘‘ecut
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out’’ any calf desired, then hold the
evil-minded mother en téte-d-téte till
the irons did their work. This saved
the cow-men much exertion, but was
hard on the cattle, and harder still,
as it proved, on Joe.

His deeds were praised just a frac-
tion too highly, so the cur-dog lost
his head, puffed up with pride, and
grew ‘‘sassy’’—an elusive state to
which even humans are subject. It
was borne in upon Joe that he owned
the camp, the bucking bronchos, the
grazing long-horns, and, yea, even the
prairie itself for a most expansive
sweep, and life seemed good to him.

“‘Say, Chip,”’ remarked Frisco Jim,
with befitting solemnity, ‘‘thet there
dawg o’ yo’u’rn is gittin’ jes’ too
cocky fer to live a minute. He don’t
need nothin’ but a straw hat, 'n’ a
toothpick shoved in his face, to put
me in min’ o’ thet 1i’l’ English mav-
erick what herded with us las’ Au-
gus’. You reck’lect ’im, Chip—one
eye-glass 'n’ a hired man fer to tote
his shotgun!”’

Few cow-men, however, are trou-
bled because of a cur-dog’s vanity;
therefore, they submitted to his pat-
ronizing familiarity and rebuked him
not. They loved him for his grit, his
speed, his brains. They flattered him
and spoiled him, sharing, on common
terms, their board and bed—especial-
ly the bed composed of a rolled-up
blanket with Joe on the outside. Of
course, there were fleas—hundreds of
fleas—but a hero of the plains soon
learns to overlook the little things of
life; besides, it was good to feel a
warm dog in the small of a fellow’s
back when the wind was nippy and
from the north. Thus Joe waxed fat
and prospered in his pride.

It is strange how a mongrel’s
breeds will erop out singly, and, for
the time being, dominate all other
traits; yet this was the case with Joe.
In a fight of any kind his bull-Trish
came to the fore with a rush, the un-
dershot jaw figuring as a conspicous
racial mark. The wolf-hound strain
developed solely when he caught a

lean, healthy jack-rabbit in a straight-
away race, brought him into camp,
and ate him before the eyes of an ad-
miring erowd. His keen, pathetic
gensitiveness was no doubt inherited
from the collie stock ; but of that there
is more to follow.

At present Joe’s cur-dog intelli-
gence and sense of humour lay upper-
most, leading him to the performance
of tricks. These he could do without
number, fetching, carrying, or stand-
ing on his hind-legs to beg for bacon
and applause. He could imitate a
bucking broncho or a pawing bull.
Also, he said his prayers in the man-
ner of certain far-distant Christians
—a feat, by the bye, which none of
his associates had achieved in years.
He named the values and poker-chips
by barks, and, finally, could nuzzle a
deck of evil-smelling cards, selecting
therefrom any named ace or deuce-
spot, an accomplishment which was
voiced abroad and thrilled the great
Southwest with wonder and delight.

Is it, then, to be marvelled at that
a carelessly born cur-dog, alone and
surfeited with adulation, should
weaken and lose his grip on modesty ¢
Joe lost it, but not irrecoverably, for
about this time he met his Waterloo
and a mangy Napoleon rested for (;.
space on the isle of mortification.

e
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A light frost fell, and with it came
the coyotes. Joe had never seen a
coyote, and his interest was aroused
—Irish interest, mixed with Western
superiority. A lazy white moon swung
over the horizon, quenching the camp-
fire’s glow and flooding the plain with
a ghostly glory. From far away in
the east came a melancholy yapping
and Joe rose up and listened. Sud:
denly, from nowhere, appeared the
first coyote—a splendid, strapping
specimen, with yellow black flanks
and a flaunting, feathered tail. He
took a clump of sage-brush at g
bound, lit on his haunches, pointeg
his nose toward the sky’s high dome
and loosed one long, ghoulish wail.

T
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As has been said, the dog was inter-
ested, There was something more.
He was stricken dumb—paralyzed
by this cool effrontery. Here was an
arrogant stranger, sitting—without
the courtesy of invitation—upon Joe’s
own prairie, disturbing the peace in
a hateful, alien tongue. The serene
cheek of it! A devillipped piteh-
imp ! yapping at Joe’s moon!

A pair of pathetic collie eyes swept
slowly round the circle of recumbent
cow-men, resting at last upon the mas-
ter, and seeming—in camp vernacular
—to inquire, as plain as words: ‘‘Fer
Jeroosy’s sake, Mr. Moseby, what is
i1’

A camp humourist kindly supplied
the information.

“That there is a hell-warbler. Sick
him, Joe!’’ . i

Joe took the suggestion without
parley. A moiseless brown streak
made out toward the serenader, but
Mr. Coyote saw it coming. He ended
his song with a erisp crescendo and
departed in an easy, shambling lope.
The dog was too much occupied to
hear the coarse ripple of amusement
following his exit, or to see the mas-
ter stir a sleeper with his foot and
remark, with a widening grin:

¢‘Come, git up, Tony, 'n’ see the
spote. My dawg’s a linkin’ it after
a ki-yote.”’

A more perfect stage could not have
been desired ; the moon for footlights,
Tonque and nineteen other cow-men
as the audience, a coyote for comed-
ian, and Joe, of course, the star. The
chase went south for half a mile, dou-
bled itself, and passed the camp again,
the manceuvre being repeated six sep-
arate times, apparently for the bene-
fit of those who watched. It was a
close race, too, or seemed to be, for
seldom was the cur’s black muzzle
more than a yard O_Ii so behind his

ietim’s flaunting tail.
v“itlever before had the wolf-hound
breed eropped out so strongly. Joe
ran low; his museles ached and burn-
ed. his eyes protruded, and e whim-
pe;'ed in desire; yet, strive as he
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would, he failed to reduce the lead,
while the beast in front reeled on-
ward with a shambling lope. Think
of it! A lope!

But now Joe gained. He moaned
aloud with joy. His blood was up,
and he went for his enemy in crazy,
heart-breaking leaps. Three times he
snapped, and bit nothing but his own
dry tongue; then something happen-
ed. The coyote, tiring of the game,
took his foot in his hand, so to speak,
and faded away as a woodcock leaves
a weasel.

Joe sat down and thought about it.
Nothing short of a pistol-ball eould
travel like that little black dot on the
far horizon. There was something
wrong about the whole affair, but just
what the cur-dog could not figure out.
Possibly the cow-men might enlighten
him and offer sympathy ; so, with this
false hope at heart, he went back slow-
ly, his hot breath coming in laboured
gasps, his stump tail sagging sadly.
His reception, however, was very dif-
ferent from the one so fondly hoped.
Instead of pats and a courteous ex-
planation, they greeted him with a
roar of wvulgar laughter—a taunt
which stung him to the very quick.

That dogs are sensitive to ridieule
is a fact too patent to admit of argu-
ment; but collies, perhaps, are the
most humanly sensitive of all. And
this is where Joe’s collie breed crop-
ped out to stay. He was stunned at
first. He couldn’t take it in; but
when the taunts continued, the dog’s
already heated blood began to boil.
He was fighting for his last torn shred
of pride—and pride dies hard.

He crouched beside the camp-fire,
his rough hair bristling down his
spine, his ugly nose distorted by an
uglier wrinkle still. And when at
last Sprig Flannigan—the humourist,
by the way, who had sicked Joe on—
laughed louder than the rest, and
and pointed a derisive finger at the
hero fallen low, then the cur saw red
and forgot to be a gentleman.

At best a rawhide boot is a rather
tough proposition, but Joe bit through

L‘___
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it, through the trousers beneath,
through flesh and sinew, till his strong
teeth met. With a bellow of rage and
pain, the humourist wrenched away
and reached for his big blue gun. He
was a quick man, but Chip Moseby
was a fraction quicker. His hand
flew out and disturbed the pot-shot
aim, while the bullet went whining
out across the prairie, impairing the
market value of an innocent long-
horn.

“Drop it!’’ commanded Chip, thén
added, by way of pacifying argu-
ment : *“‘Ef you had made a screamin’
ass of yo’se’f like Joe had, an’ we’d
’a’ laughed at you, burn me ef you
wouldn’t want to eut our th’oats!”’

This was logie, but Sprig, in his
misery, failed to see it. He, too, was
Irish. His fingers tingled on his smok-
ing gun, while he urged his death-
claim with a quivering chin.

““Th’ murtherin’ divil’s whelp!
He’s chawed a piece outer me laig!”’

Chip Moseby retorted promptly
and heartlessly.

““Well, charge the so’ place up to
profit 'n’ loss, 'n’ run ’n’ tell yer
mommer. Now shet up, or I’ll bloody
yer dern nose.’’

This, also, was logic; besides,
Sprig’s nose had been bloddied once
before, and memory lingered. There-
fore, he dropped the discussion in a
Christian spirit, tied up his leg with
a whiskey-soaked rag, and strove to
forget the incident.

A

o

So much for the man’s wound. The
dog had received a deeper one—Ilarg-
er and more pitiless. A bull’s-eye
had been made of his vanity, and only
death or the ecoyote’s blood ecould
soothe the pain away.

Next morning he tried to persuade
himself that it all had been a dream;
but Sprig Flannigan limped, and a
dog’s heart doesn’t ache so fiercely
because of dreams. The day dragged
on and on, but reached a close at last.
A purple twilight came sneaking over
the west, deeper, darker, till the lazy
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moon arose, and again the camp-fire
paled—a lonely, flickering blotch on
a vast white sea. And silence fell—
God’s silence, which a whisper mars
like a curse on a woman’s lips.

From out the east a whisper leaked
—a faint yap! yap! that rose and
sank again. Joe heard it, and strove
to give no sign, but his hair would
rise, and his lips rolled back from his
yellow fangs. Silence again, more
holy than before; then a ghost-beast
leaped the sage-brush, squatted and
profaned the night with a shattered,
drivelling howl.

‘“‘Hi, Joe!”’ said a merry-hearted
gentleman, ‘‘there’s yer frien’ a ecall-
ing of you. Run along, son, 'n’ play
with him.”’

This sally was received with a shout
of mirth, and the dog arose and went ;
not toward the cause of his degrada-
tion, but deep into the silent cattle-
herd, where his soul—if dogs have
souls—was empty of all save hate
and shame alone.

The nights which followed were, to
Joe, a living death. With fateful
punctuality the hell-warbler jumped
the sage-brush and began his haunt-
ing serenade. He jeered at Joe, and
drove him to the verge of hydro-
phobia. He called the dog by names
unbearable, and dared him to a chage.
Joe did try it once, just to prove the
paradox to his canine mind. Theye.-
after he resorted to strategy, and laid
for Mr. Coyote, but without avail.

This seemed to amuse the cow-men
vastly, and each sad failure was g
new delight to them. Somehow, they
fancied the two words ‘‘humour’?
and ‘‘brutality’’ to be synonymous,
and wrought religiously upon that
line. They took to tormenting Joe
instead of watching his old-time par.
lour tricks, which now, alas! were
played no more. He had no heart for
tricks, and even the ace and deuce-
spot'seemed to have lost their charm
The dog grew thin and hollow-eyed_
moaning and battling in his slieep’
when false dreams gave his enemy in..
to his jaws.
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Then the hell-warbler took to call-
ing in the daytime, bringing his
friends and family with him. He
would glide into camp and steal some-
thing, then glide away unharmed,
pursued by raw profanity and a pis-
tol-ball. Joe loathed him, but was
ashamed. No longer he waited for
the cow-men’s nightly jests, but at
the sound of the first yap! yap! he
would rise from the camp-fire and
glink away into the outer darkness, to
hide his face from the sight of man.
Joe’s cup of woe was full—and yet,
not quite, for another trouble was to
come upon him. His master went
away. : :
Chip Moseby had gone in the night
—on a hurry-call—while the dog was
stalking a certain coyote many miles
from camp. Of course, there might
have been a trail, but a heavy rain
was falling, which is bad for trails;
and when a man in the West simply
goes away—well—none but fools, or
sheriffs, follow after.

And now was Joe alone indeed. For
a time even the coyote was forgotten
in a grief for the one square man who
had offered pats, low-spoken words,
and a sympathetic eye. Shame and
bitterness for a dog, are hard to bear;
but grief for a loved one whisked in-
to the Great Unknown is a pang un-
dreamed by man. It rends him, while
his dog heart slowly breaks, and he,
too, slips away, to hunt—who knows?
—4ill he licks a master’s spirit-hand.

The Mexican dog Tonque was laps-
ing into arrogance of late. dJoe
thrashed him soundly, but got no pl.ea-
sure out of it, thus proving to him-
self that his case was bad. Then he
wandered away on the prairie alone,
and made a find. It wasn’t much in
itself—a calfskin tobacco-pouch—but
it belonged to Chip Moseby. Joe nosed
it once, and hope came trickling back
to him. And now the collie stock
eropped out again, assisted by that
other and much maligned canine
strain—the cur. Joe _notegi the 413-
tant camp, drew an imaginary line
between it and his find, and knew that
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the master’s broncho had travelled
north.

This was enough. The ugly ears
lay back, the long limbs stretched
themselves in a swinging stride.
Straight as a shaft toward the pole-
star sped a faithful dog, while his
heart beat high with a bounding, hun-
gering joy. Somewhere in the north
his master waited, and behind him
lay the camp, the jeering cow-men,
and a gang of mad coyotes yapping
at the stars.

Then, suddenly, Joe stopped—so
suddenly that he slid. For a long,
long time he sat motionless upon his
haunches; but at last he arose, looked
northward with one wistful glance,
and then trotted back to camp.

Now this, in a human, might he
called heroic courage, or even majes-
tic pride. In a cur, it has no name;
but a brazen hell-warbler was still at
large—and the cur remembered it.

N
w

The next time Joe gave Tonque a
thrashing, he did enjoy it—to the
very marrow; also, he ate a square
meal, and began to study the habits
of coyotes from a secientific stand-
point.

‘“Say, Joe,”’ said Frisco Jim, with
his greasy smile, ‘‘why don’t you put
some salt on yo’ cousin’s tail ?’’

Joe passed the jest and insult with-
out apparent notice, for now he had
other fish to fry. To be explicit, he
went out and lay down among the
long-horns, hoping the fumes of their
smoking bodies might disguise his
scent. If Mr. Coyote chanced to wan-
der carelessly among the cattle, as he
did at times, then—perhaps! But
Mr. Coyote laughed, as one derides a
tenderfoot, and bored a hole in the
wind with his shambling lope.

This was disappointing, at least
from the dog’s side of it, but the next
encounter proved to be of greater in-
terest to all concerned, and these were
many. Joe made a wide détour, as-
saulted the enemy in his rear, and

’
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got him pocketed in a bunch of sleep-
ing cattle. This was well. The coy-
ote’s only road to hope lay directly
across the backs of several hundred
steers; a perilous path, at best, for
the beasts rose up in unexpected
places, thus causing the race-track to
become lumpy and uncertain. The
long-horns are peaceful creatures as
a rule; but think, my friend! If you
yourself were wakened suddenly from
dreams of cuds and luscious grass by
a charging coyote and a whimpering,
foaming dog, perhaps you would
think from a bovine point of view.
At any rate, the cattle made progress
difficult and uncertain, and once the
race was all but run. A big steer
tossed the coyote fifteen or twenty
feet, but another one tossed Joe at
the same instant, so honours were
even, so to speak.

And now, indeed, was pandemon-
ium loosed upon the night. The ter-
ror-stricken cattle, fleeing from they
knew not what, surged backward, bel-
lowing; in frenzy rushing round and
round in a swiftly converging cirele,
tightening into a sort of whirlpool
knot, known technically upon the
plains as a ‘‘cattle mill.”’ In daylight
a ‘‘mill”’ is dreaded. At night—well,
ask the cow-men.

‘““Wake up, boys!’’ secreamed Den-
ver Ed, seeking his tethered broncho
on the run. ‘‘Joe’s millin’ the meat
fer to keteh his ki-yote!”’

Now, whether or not it was really
Joe’s design, is a matter beyond the
ken of man; but this we know, ere
sweet tranquillity was restored again,
the cow-punchers had expended their
uttermost supply of plainsmen’s three
P’s, which is to say—powder, per-
spiration, and profanity. Yet peace
and order did arrive at last, and when
it came, a little black dot was yap-
ping on the far horizon, while Joe
sneaked, panting, into camp, defeated
again, but hopeful. The gods had al-
most smiled upon him, yet with the
cow-men he wasn’t quite so popular.

Twice more the ecur-dog failed—
failed by a narrow margin—and the
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days slipped one by one away. Bach
day was a brooding time for the mem-
ories of wrongs and ridicule, a yearn-
ing time for the loved one waiting in
the north. Each night the coyote
took the sage-brush at a flying leap,
and stabbed the stillness with his hid-
eous, ghoulish cry.

One day Joe lay thinking—hard.
Suddenly he cocked his ears, took a
short stroll on the prairie and came
back satisfied; then he waited many
days for chance and a cold, propitious
wind. It came—an icy whistler—
tearing from out the east till the
bronechos backed their tails against
it; while the men blasphemed and
built a bigger fire. At twilight Joe
stole out beside a clump of sage-brush
seratching till he made a hole. In this’
he squatted, his black nose pointing
dead toward the blast, the seven senges
of his every breed alert for trouble.

Again came night, but without the
lazy moon. Again came silence, save
for the moaning of the wind; the
wind and one other wail—a faint yap?
yap! that dribbled from out the east
A horrid note, a very caricature of
sound, yet music now to the ears of
the waiting dog! Nearer it came, and
nearer still; no longer an echo down
the wind, but a full, deep-throated
challenge, mingled with the pattering
of velvet feet. It came, a rush—g
swish—the shadow of a ghost-beast
sailing over the sage-brush in a beay-
tiful, unsuspicious leap.

"Twas a perfect leap, high _
ful, grand; but it had its gdi’sa%r::ﬁ-
tages. In mid air the coyote saw his
fate beneath him, and tried to tarn
He did turn, partially, and lit Ilpoxi
his back. In an instant Joe was all
over him,

Of the bliss and sublime brutality
of that battle in the dark, none save
Joe alone will ever know. But, oh
the glory of it! The feel of a senf.
fling enemy beneath his paws, when
teeth met flesh and bone, to lock with
a rasping click! The savage joy of
a foeman fighting back at last, froth.
ing, tearing, in a coward’s fury of
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despair! The peace which passeth un-
derstanding when the quivering brute
lay dead!

Joe closed his eyes and rested. His
throat-grip was still upon his prey, a
grip which relaxed not once till the
coyote’s body was dragged across the
plain, till it lay beside the camp-fire,
bloody, limp, and still.

““He’s got im!’’ roared a wonder-
ing sentinel, and the camp woke up
and cheered.

They formed a ring about the vie-
tor and applauded him; but he back-
ed away and snarled. He hadn’{ ask-
od applause. He wanted justice—
justice for a dog.

The cow-men looked and marvel-
led. A dozen hands reached out to
pat the ugly head, for human beasts
can honour courage, even in a lesser
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beast; but the cur remembered many
things. The black nose wrinkled
wickedly; the ecoarse hair bristled
down his spine; he barked—one curse
of anger and contempt—then turned
and left the eamp.

In vain they whistled after him; in
vain they shouted and called his name.
Their voices were lost in the rush of
icy wind, and the dog was gone.

Not once did Joe look back. He
settled down into a tireless, swinging
trot — measured, monotonous — but
having for its goal a loved one wait-
ing somewhere in the trackless north.
His soul was satisfied; his dog heart
beat with the peaceful pride of one
who has wiped a stain away. There
was blood upon his coat—the blood
of an enemy—and Joe could look his
master in the face.

ON CHAMP DE MARS (MONTREAL)

By R. STANLEY WEIR

NSCATHED as yet by battle-scars,
Tramping through sad December’s snow,

The khaki lads on Champ de Mars

Are girding for the distant foe.
Each, with a dream, comes marching by;

Each all aflame for England’s fight;
But O, presaging heart, say why

That sound of weeping in the night?

The Duke came down one frosty day
And passed between the khaki ranks.
Full grave his look. We heard him say :

““Soldiers! the Empire gives you thanks.

Long live the King!

Our foes shall learn

You stand with him for simple Right;
And may God grant you safe return.’’
But still that sound all through the night!

0, marching from the Champ de Mars,

They cross the seas; they storm the trench;
Fighting beneath the troubled stars

‘With Belgians brave, with valiant French;
Fighting till vietory austere

Shall crush the Great Betrayer’s might.
But, 0, my beating heart, dost hear

A sound of weeping in the night?



Sihk RARS T JEW
BY FRANCIS HAFFKINA SNOW

the oaths, and screams had ceas-

ed. From the Jewish Quarter
in the little provincial town of Ta-
vianssk a reddish tinge to the sky and
a black haze of smoke, like a pointing
finger, marked the zone of the ravages
of the Black Hundred.

In a cellar of one of the houses in
the Quarter crouched a man. It was
almost piteh dark in the cellar; only
from time to time the surge of the
crackling flames from the windows of
the house opposite would cast a lurid
glow through the small aperture
which served the double ends of light
and ventilation, and illumined in a
crimson glare the blank, cold surface
of the cellar wall. Within the sphere
of each refulgence a ghastlyr face
would swim—a pale Jew’s face, with
large, dilated eyes, an enormous nose
hooked down over a thin pencil-line
of jetty black moustache and a long
mass of unkempt, ecurling beard.

It was Moéisha Varshaffehik, the
school-teacher. He crouched there like
an animal, a hunted thing, pursued
by wild mobs of drunken hooligans,
who, with bestial howls, chased, fer-
reted out, and relentlessly cut down
every Jew that still remained upon
the scene or who had been so unfor-
tunate as to take refuge in spots too
readily accessible to their pursuers’
fury. As the wild hunt raged by the
house, the fugitive’s staring eyes,
when the red glare dawned, shone
with an almost insane emotion. Hate
there was in them, and fear, and hor-
ror, and something else besides. His
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'I"HE noise of shots, the shouting,

breath came in short, quick gasps. He
crouched there and made no move-
ment, and waited—waited until the
noise had died away and the tumul-
tuous tide had turned its raging
course aside, until the long, narrow
stone-paved street was silent, strange.’
ly silent, silent as death; until only
the subdued crackling of the flames
told the story of the pogrémchiki’s
fanatie rage. Long had he been there -
the pogrom had begun at noon, and
now the afternoon was fast declining
towards its end. The glimmering
blur of light from the little window
had grown dimmer and dimmer; now
only the intermittent erimson glow
cut the Cimmerian blackness of the
damp, cold, underground ecave in
which the hunted man had taken Te-
fuge.

Over and over again his feverish
half-crazed mind reviewed the event.
He had been sitting at the table with
Rachel, his wife; with Rebececa his
seventeen-year-old  daughter, 1 her
yvhom he called his ‘‘Rose of Sharon’?
In moments of especial affection ; with
Moisai, his young son. They were par-
taking quietly of their Passover meal
ko?iher-n}gat, _kfgoose1fat, stuffed fish
and pridgnmki, pepper, and ,
cakes. And suddenblz a’ far-oﬁhgal;?r
mur had risen on the quiet air, a qis.
tant moan, gradually increasing in in.
tensity in ratio to increasing Prox-
imity ; then, like a furious tidal wave
it had hurled itself irresistibly inte
the narrow streets and lanes of the
Jewish Quar@er. Shots, oaths, and
one long, continuous scream of Wwomen,



THE FIRST JEW

—wild, horrible sounds—were inter-
mingled in a single discordant, terri-
fying note. They had rushed to the
windows: all the windows of the
houses bordering the mnarrow, hilly
street were packed with startled Jew-
ish faces. And, as they gazed, a
stream of fleeing people, hotly pur-
sued by a motly throng of burly,
drunken ruffians, the vivid blue and
red of their torn rubdshkas splashing
out strongly against the blackness of
the chosen people’s lapsardaki had
burst round the corner at the bottom
of the street and fled frantically up
the steep incline, stumbling, falling,
gereaming. In the houses, as they
ran, they took refuge, and the drunk-
en pack behind separated into groups,
and pursued them up the rickety,
squalid stairs, howling out their fear-
ful eries: o
“Biéi Zhidéff! Biér Zhiddoff! Biéi
Hémovo Otrédiyd! Pagani Zhid!
Christé raspidl! Christd prodal! Svin-
yoye ticho! Proklati Zhid! Biéi ich
pagdntseff! Biéi ich Néchristieil’”
The sereams and shouts that came
from the inner rooms of the houses
were horrifying in the extreme. Soon
to the tumult the sqund of broken
glass was heard; furniture, crockery,
clocks crashed through the broken
panes and splintered into a thousand
bits below. Burly ruffians, “with
hoarse, triumphant shouts, leaned
far out and with enormous, blood-
stained knives ripped up the bellies of
the cherished perini* and puchoviki;
the stony street grew white as though
covered with a sudden, anachronistie
fall of snow; the cloud of. feathery
white flakes swirled madly in the air.
Fleeing from death, pale, haggard,
fear-crazed men and women leaped
out the windows, and lay, groaning,
broken, and maimed, on the feat}ler-
strewn cobbles below. Once a little
child, propelled by some powerful,
prutal arm, had come hurtling
through the window of the house op-
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posite, and had found instant death
below, before it had even had time to
utter a ery. The Jew shuddered as
he recalled the soft, dull thud which
he had heard as the small body had
struck the stony street.

And then his own door had been
burst open, and a half-dozen vodka-
crazed hooligans, their dilated blue
eyes blazing wildly in their encrim-
soned faces, had made irruption into
hig small, low-ceilinged rooms. The
Jew shuddered and trembled terribly
as the scene came up again before his
mental gaze, and he covered his pale
face with both hands, as if the vision
were actually there before him, paint-
ed on the black canvas of the dark-
ness. His young son, who was near-
est to the door, struck down at his
very feet; his wife and daughter out-
raged, and slain before his very eyes.
Then, fear lending wings to his quak-
ing limbs, he had broken past the
drunken ruffians, and, literally crazed
by fear, had jumped the whole length
of the steep staircase, and, bursting
through the half-latched cellar-door
at the bottom of the stairs, had rolled
down the few steps into the cellar.
The door had swung back immediate-
ly. The hooligans, thinking he had
fled out into the street, had not found
it worth their while to pursue him,
but had gone on with their devil’s
work above. Later, by a superhuman
effort, he had dragged himself, step
by step, up the cellar stairs and soft-
ly pushed the bolt. Then he had tot-
tered down again and fallen in a
huddled, heart-broken heap upon the
cold damp floor. He was safe!

Now the pogrom was over, but still
he feared—he hardly knew why—to
emerge from his place of refuge.
Finally, however, thought of his wife
and children expiring above gave
strength to his shaking limbs. Pain-
fully he staggered up the stairs, and,
unbolting the door, came out and

* Bider-down bedding, which is the most cherished possession of every Jewish

household.
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stood for a moment in the front door-
way, looking furtively, with staring,
frightened eyes, into the white-strewn
street. What he saw there made him
shudder and turn his eyes away.
Everywhere around him he heard
the low subdued wailing ery of the
survivors, huddled, terror-stricken,
half-crazed, heart-broken, within the
blood-stained rooms.

He became conscious of a strange
throbbing in his head. Mechanically
he put up his hand and drew it away,
covered with blood. Then he remem-
bered. One of the pogrémchiki had
hurled a bottle at him as he fled; it
had crashed to pieces against his skull
with an impact which, at any ordin-
ary moment, would have killed him
outright. Then, however, he had
hardly felt the wound, and had only
fled the faster to escape his doom.

Slowly, with great effort, for a
strange trembling shook him still
from head to foot, and his legs gave
way weakly beneath him, he stumbled
up the stairs to his rooms. His door
and that of his neighbour, Solomon
Rabinévitch, gaped wide. He shuffled
across the threshold and tottered into
the living-room, where, Oh, Great Je-
hovah, was it only a few short hours
before?—they had all been quietly
seated before their Passover meal,
when the low, ominous moaning note
had struck upon their ears!

Near the over-turned table lay his
wife—the wife of his bosom, his faith-
ful, devoted Rachel. He saw at a
glance that she was quite dead. His
daughter lay where she had been hurl-
ed by her brutal murderers, across
her mother’s body. Her face was a
mere red gash. The boy lay huddled
in a heap in one corner. The floor
was strewn with broken bits of glass
and crockery and spilled food and
drink. The whole place was utterly
wrecked : furniture broken, windows
mere empty eyes, and mirrors empty
frames.

The Jew stood there as if turned
to stone. Finally a low, plaintive
moan issued from his compressed lips.
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He knelt at his daughter’s side, and,
almost unconscious of what he did,
mechanically began to chafe her ecold
hands within his own.

“My Rose of Sharon!’’ he ecried
again and again, ‘‘my little Rose of
Sharon!”’

But she gave no sign, and looking
into her glazed, staring eyes, he
realized with a sudden shock that
she, too, was quite dead. He erawled
over to the corner, with a last hope
and weakly and laboriously rolled the,
boy over upon his back. With one
shuddering glance he turned away.

Slowly he rose to his feet. He stood
there a moment, rigid as a statue of
stone, looking down at the insensate
silent bodies of his dead. Then, with
a horrible ery, he covered hig face
with his hands, and, reeling like a
drunken man, fled wildly down the
stairs into the street.

Time went by. The Jewish Quar-
ter had buried its heaps of dead and
doggedly gone on with its hopeless
sordid life. New families had moved
into the houses and flats made vacant
by violent death. Soon the narrow
streets resumed, to all external ap-
pearance, their normal aspect; there
stood the dense rows of squalid, over
populated dwellings; the multiple jt.
tle low-ceilinged stores filled with
hanging strings of sausage and kogh.
er, or black with a motly assortment
of cast-off clothing, Dirt , diseour-
aged geese squawked weakly in the
gutters as before. Crowds of black.
capped, black-bearded, black-cassock.-
ed men and slatternly, shrewish WO-
men, their heads, following the old
Mo_saic law, closely shaven beneath
their greasy wigs, moved back and
forth li.ke_a busy ants, or congregatedq
In gossiping groups before the doorg
of the houses; innumerable children
incredibly dirty (the boys with thé
inevitable hoda trailing rampant
out behind) played, with shrill eri
beneath the very feet of the passe::’
by. The population, then, showeq n(;
visible signs of diminution ; only the
numerous, freshly-broken graves in
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the little Jewish cemetery at the other
end of the town remained to tell the
tale of what had been.

One living reminder, however, there
was always before the Quarter’s eyes.
It was Moisha Varshaffehik, whose
whole family, wife, daughter, and son,
had been slain in his very presence.
1t was whispered that he had gome
insane as the result of his experiences.
A strange lustre in his hollow eyes, he
shuffled about the Quarter, speaking
to no man, addressed by none, living
alone in the chambers which had been
his home. People tapped their fore-
heads as he passed by the squalid
doors about which they congregated.

“0 vai! O zuress!’’ they muttered,
ecommiseratingly, the more so as they
realized what their own suffering had
been. For few had escaped unscath-
ed in the universal circle of grief
which linked them all together.

But Moisha Varshaffehik went by
without a word, looking neither to
the right or left; and always, in his
strangely lustrous gaze, a question
lurked, a problem which, like the
(recian spouse’s web, was half-loom-
ed each day, only to be undone at
night ; he could never attain its solu-

on.

: One day a former neighbour, one
Jankel, a kosher-butcher, made bold
to pluck him by the sleeve as he pass-
ed his little shop. :

“Why dost thou always give way
to thy grief, man?’’ he asked, with
rough kindness, in his snorting Yid-
dish-Russian speech. ‘“Why dost thou
not stop thinking, and take thy sor-
row with resignation, like the rest of
us? We are Jews; we were born for
suffering, as the rabbis tell us, for
wailing and the gnashing of teeth.”’

Mobisha turned his burning gaze up-
on him.

“Thinking ?’’ he repeated strange-
ly. ‘‘Aye, that is it! Always am I
thinking, think_ing:but I cannot

up my mind.
me}(%thb tzoubles thee, brother?’’
the butcher began, but Méisha had
already shuffled on.
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Two Jews stood talking together, a
few days later, in this same Jankel’s
kosher-shop.

“Did you hear the news?’’ asked
one of the other, in the rising nasal
whine characteristic of the Jews in
every land.

“No, what is it?”’

‘‘Méisha Varshaffchik is erazy no
more!”’

“O himmel un erde!’’ eried the,
other, raising both lean hands to
heaven, ‘“When did it happen?”’

““Yesterday night,”’ answered the
first, breaking the two words up into
a complicated series of tonal varia,
with a long crescendo at the end. ‘‘1
heard it from my wife’s sister. She
lives in the same house.”’

The gist of the above colloquy, how-
ever, was only half the news. Like
wild fire the report soon spread about
the Quarter that Méisha Varshaffehik
had indeed to all appearance regain-
ed his reason; but that he had become
an apostate, an Atheist openly de-
clared! Some blamed, some extenu-
ated; the rabbis, of course, were in
the former class. Now the shuffling
figure inspired no longer commisera-
tion, but fear. A strange gleam still
shone in his hollow eyes, and a nerv-
ous twitching continually distorted
one side of his pale face. At times
he looked a devil incarnate as he glar-
ed, beneath his bushy brows at the
gathered people gossiping seemingly
care-free and grief-free before the
house-doors in the squalid streets. The
women called their children to them
as he passed. Had they been Christ-
ians they would have made the sign
of the cross, so baleful was the light
that gleamed in Mébisha’s brooding
eyes. But Mbisha passed on without
a word, and gave no sign that he had
seen.

Soon other rumours were bruited
about him, of an even more disquiet-
ing nature to some, particularly the
rabbis and those whose friends and
relatives were involved in these re-
ports. It was said that Méisha had
become a kind of self-appointed apos-
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tle of atheism and revolt among the
younger men, that he was exciting
them, by speeches of passionate elo-
quence, against the rabbis, against the
Tsar, against the Government, against
the police, against their own people,
against everything and everybody,
that his influence was growing with
giant strides.

The greatest compliment that may
be paid, with justice, to the police
system of Russia is that its policy of
secret espionage is supported by an
organization that is well-nigh perfect.
In an incredibly short time the Is-
pravnik had received detailed infor-
mation of the underground activities
of a fanatic, half-crazed, in the Jew-
ish Quarter. Immediately he des-
patched a detachment of mounted
Cossacks to take him prisoner at any
«cost; they were prepared, following
their instructions, to show no merey
should there be resistance. It was
high time that these Jews should be
taught a lesson, when they presumed
to rebel against the powers that be!

But report is a winged ecreature
with magie qualities, it is capable of
flying in two opposite directions at
the same time. Even as the soldiers
‘were on the way, rumours of their
progress and intentions had already
reached the ears of Moisha and his
friends and partisans.

It was the spark required to set
ablaze the ecombustible elements which
Méisha had cast into their souls with
his wild eloquence. With frenzied
cheers they crowded around him in
the narrow street as he, standing on
a table, harangued them. Excitement
and revolt are contagious. The crowd
grew denser and denser. All the men
pushed their way in; even women and
children, caught like moths in the uni-
versal flame, flultered feebly about,
and hung breathless on the fiery
words of the inspired man, who with
icng, unkempt hair and matted beard,
reviled and persuaded them alike as
‘he threw out his long, lean arms in
passionate gestures.
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‘““We are Jews!” he cried furious-
ly. “Jews! Jews! Jews! And for
this we are slaughtered and burned ;
for this we pay with our heart’s blood
and the blood of those we hold most
dear! They come into our houses
into our quiet peaceful houses, where'
we sit, we who have done no wrong
to any man, and they break and
smash and slaughter; they cut oup
children’s throats; they mistreat our
women ; they hurl our infants through
the windows down into the stony
street below! Then they set our homes
on fire, and depart, laden down with
booty, glutted with blood lust ang
beast lust.”’

The people groaned, swaying like
a single body back and forth in the
densely crowded street. Cries of rage
and hatred burst from every lip. The
scarcely-healed wounds of the recent
disastert reopened, and bled afresh
within the souls of each. All faceg
were convulsed by an uncontrollable
burst of emotion. Fists clenched.
Breasts heaved. Women sobbed.

“Yea, verily, we remain behind1**
shouted Méisha frantically, shaki
his fist furiously at the groaning muy).
titude. ‘‘We, the Jews! We, the
down-trodden, the submissive,, the
apathetic race! We, the peaceful the
humble folk! We remain behindz
We bury all the hope and blossom of
our wretched lives in the cold groun,
and then we come back to our empty
rooms, alone, and bow down in pray-
er to a pitiless, cruel spirit that has
brought us naught but evil; we bow
gloxivnl before the cowardly, hypoerit-
ical, lying men, who call th
His priests.”’ : gt

A commotion in the centre of the
crowd suddenly interrupted the top
rent of frenzied words. An angrs;
voice cried, ‘‘Hold!”’ Tt was a rabhs
thin, emaciated, austere, with a lop
grizzed beard and a fanatic fase
Unable to remain longer silent befope
Méisha’s desecration, he sought now
by a timely protest, to withdraw the
people from the magnetie circle of th
speaker’s eloquence. ®
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““Hold!’’ he cried again, in a rasp-
ing voice. ‘‘Why heed ye this man’s
words? He is an atheist, self-confess-
ed. He is insane. Would ye turn
from the religion of your fathers?
Would ye—"’

But Moéisha, with a voice of thun-
der, burst in upon his feeble protes-
tations. Pointing his bony finger at
the angry priest, who, shaking off the
outstretched hands that sought to
check him, was hotly retorting to the
shouts of protest that rose all around
him, he vociferated:

“There, there stands your evil!
The man who preaches peace and con-
tentment—when? When wild beasts
in human form rush into your quiet
homes and kill your children and mis-
treat your wives and daughters be-
fore your very eyes!’’

A wild howl of rage went up from
the swaying crowd, drowning effect-
nally the thin voice of the rabbi, who
essayed to speak again, but with a
gudden transition, in a voice that sent
an eleetric current down the spines
of the gathered throng, shaking them
from head to foot, Méisha cried:

0, my people! If I could say to
ye with the voice of a mighty prophet
all that lies stamped, in letters of fire,
on my soul! Then would I convince
ye, once and forever, that life and
death are nothing, nothing, when com-
pared with honour! Honour! We,
the Jews, of all nations of the earth
have none! They burn our houses,
and we say, Spassibo! They cut our
wives’ and children’s throats, and we
bow our heads most humbly in the
dust, and murmur submissively, ‘At
your pleasure, gospodd!’ They mis-
treat our women-folk before our very
eyes, and we—we wallow upon the
bloody floor, and lick their boots, and
then, when they have departed, sit
back upon our haunchqs, like ignoble
jackals, and meekly wait for them to
come, when the humour strikes them,
for another frolic in our homes! Such,
guch are the Jews, my brethren, the
accursed, the banned, the base, the
jgnoble, the unspeakably degraded!”’
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The crowd trembled, and shrank
visibly away from the burning blast
of Moisha’s impassioned speech. His
wild contempt lashed them like
whips; they swayed uneasily back
and forth, with a low murmur, like
the sound of the sea when heard from
far away.

‘“ Aye, and such,’’ eried Méisha, like
a madman; ‘‘such will we always be
until we learn how to resist! Till we
are as bold as lions, where we have
been meek as lambs! Till we exaect,
as our Book commands, an eye for an
eye: a tooth for a tooth! Till we
court death, instead of fleeing from
it! Till we fight as though the devil
held us by the throat! Till we stain
the ground with rivers of blood, blood,
blood !’’

His frantie, inspired voice rose to
a shrick. He waved his gaunt arms
in wild, violent, grotesque gestures.
His face was that of some old IHe-
brew seer prophesying the downfall
of a race.

Suddenly, from the lower end of
the street, a clatter of horses’ hoofs
resounded clearly and distinetly over
the cobbled pavement; a metallic
clinking and clashing of steel and aec-
coutrement; a ringing word of com-
mand. Then a detachment of Cos-
sacks cantered around the corner, and
galloped wp the narrow, steep street
where the densely massed people
stood, swaying backward and for-
ward, shaken like a single quivering
leaf beneath the powerful breath of
Méisha Varshaffechik’s frantic elo-
quence.

In a moment all was confusion. The
larger part of the people, totally for-
getting in their fear, the import of
Moisha’s burning words, seurried
away like frightened rats before the
thundering charge of the brutal Cos-
sacks, who, with their deadly nagdi-
kas, lashed out right and left, maim-
ing, blinding, slashing, trampling un-
der foot. The younger men, Méisha’s
chief adherents, through very shame,
sought for a moment, as he wildly
harangued them, to make a stand;
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but as the Cossacks bore down upon
them, they, too, were terror-stricken
and broke and ran. In a moment
Méisha, an indescribable expression
of contempt upon his curling lips, as
he watched his people flee, stood
alone, utterly alone. The Cossacks,
recognizing their man, came at him
full tilt, with wild, brutish shouts,
whirling the eruel thongs of the na-
géikas round and round their heads.

“T—T alone!”’ he cried, in a voice
that resounded down the whole length
of the street, as he sprang, like a mad-
man, at the bridle of the foremost
horse, ‘‘I alone! Barehanded! The
first Jew that has had no fear! The
first! The first!”’

Blows rained down upon his hands
and face and cut from him great
strips of flesh. Blood streamed into
his eyes. The maddened horse reared
and plunged, seeking to throw off its
heavy weight. Other Cossacks gal-
loped up and formed a circle about
him; they rained upon him, as he
swung violently back and forth from
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the horse’s mouth, a shower of cruel,
deadly blows. But he held the horse s

‘bridle in a grip of steel, which noth-

ing could unclasp, and finally, snort-
ing and blowing, the horse ceased its
plunging and came to a full halt. Still
the Dblows rained. Méisha felt his
strength flowing from him in a steady
stream : the whole scene swam dizzily
before him. With a supreme effort,
just as a Cossack cut at him with his
sabre, he released his hold on the
bridle, and blindly staggering for-
ward, seized the rider’s booted leg
just above the knee between his strong
white teeth, and, with the dying ani-
mal’s instinet, bit it to the bone.
They had to pry his teeth apart
with the edge of their sabres to undo
the hold. They withdrew him, 2
bloody foam oozing from his lips, ant
threw him brutally, like a dog, into
the middle of the stony street, still
faintly whispering, as his life ebbed
rapidly away:

“The first Jew! The first Jew!

The first—"’
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CHIEFCCAUSES OF 'THE 'WAR
BY THEODORE WEHLE

AUTHOR OF *‘ORIGIN AND MEANING OF THE OLD TESTAMENT,"” ETC.

HE struggle now carried on be-
tween leading European nations
may be traced for its ultimate
causes to a number of events, some of
Which occurred many centuries ago.
Among the most important the cap-
ture of Constantinople by Mohammed
IL in 1453 may be mentioned, where-
¥ the Eastern Roman, or Byzantine,
“mpire was overthrown. In a com-
Paratively short time the Turks then
Subjugated Bulgaria, Servia, Wal-
achia, Albania, Greece, and other
States and made themselves masters
of the Balkan Peninsula. They be-
®ame a menace to all Europe when
they besieged Vienna in 1529, and
Dot wntil they had been thoroughly
efeated in their second attempt to
“apture the Austrian capital, in 1683,
1d they cease to be a formidable, ag-
8ressive power.
. The population of the Balkan Pen-
Wsula wag a remarkable agglomerate
of different races and nationalities, of
dely different speech and religious
alths, Some of the people were early
Oman eolonists, while other settlers
2 drifted there in the course of
Slme’ and finally the great wave of
00;"_ Immigration from Asia left a
Siderable deposit of the various
Tanches of this race in the peninsula.
% dow the conquering Turks were add-
ang and with their religious bigotry
% tlntoleranc.e they relentlessly per-
Whu ed the different peoples among
°m they had settled. Most of these

fre Greek Catholics, but other sects
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were also represented. It is easy to
see how under these conditions mur-
der, rapine, assassination, and the ex-
termination of whole communities
were of frequent occurrence, and why
the same spirit continues to this day,
not only among the Turks, but with
all the different races.

When at length the Turkish state
began to lose its vitality, its poor ad-
ministrative methods led to general
disintegration and Greece was the
first nation to assert its independence
and to shake off the foreign yoke in
1829. But this event, by indicating
that the Turkish rule was becoming
too weak to keep control of its sub-
jects, changed the whole international
aspect of the question.

Since the reign of Peter the Great
it has been the determined aim of
Russia to capture Constantinople to
obtain thereby an outlet from the
Black Sea to the Mediterranean. This
was more than mere ambition and
thirst for econquest, indeed, it had be-
come a necessity, because the vast and
growing empire had no adequate ac-
cess to the sea and was thereby large-
ly cut off from the advantage of ma-
rine intercourse with other nations.
As the weakness of the Turkish state
became apparent, Russia prociaimed
herself the sympathizer and protector
of the Christian part of the popula-
tion and laid stress on their virtual
identity of belief in the Greek Catho-
lic Church. The assumption of this
position led to the Crimean War in
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1854. When Russia threatened Tur-
key, the great states of England and

France, aided by the rising little mon-

archy of Sardinia, came to her aid.
They feared that with the possession
of Constantinople, a Russian navy
might contend for supremacy in
Europe and destroy the so-called bal-
ance of power. On the defeat of Rus-
sia, she was compelled to sign a treaty
depriving her of the right to have
any of her ships of war leave the
Black Sea.

The next oceasion on which the bar-
barities of the Turkish rule gave a
pretext for Russian interference in
behalf of the Christian population
was in 1877. But before entering up-
on the contest Russia found it expedi-
ent to make a secret agreement with
Austria to secure her neutrality, by
promising to allow her to ocecupy and
to administer the affairs of Bosnia and
Herzegovina at the end of the war.
While the struggle was stubborn and
protracted, the Turks were finally de-
feated and the Russians advanced to
the neighbourhood of Constantinople.
A treaty of peace was virtually die-
tated at San Stefano, March 3rd,
1878. Thereupon the English Gov-
ernment, headed by Lord Beacons-
field, entirely dissatisfied with the
terms that had been exacted, compell-
ed Russia to attend a European Con-
gress at Berlin, where the treaty was
completely revised. Its essential fea-
tures were the creation of an enlarg-
ed Bulgaria, with a Christian ruler,
but tributary to the Porte, and the
formation of the Province of Eastern
Roumelia, similarly governed. Some
additions were also made to Rou-
mania and Montenegro. The terri-
tory that was left to Turkey in
Europe was quite small, but what had
been wrested from her became inde-
pendent and could not be controlled
by Russia. This power that had suf-
fered severely in men and treasure,
received only insignificant territorial
compensation and was sorely disap-
pointed at the small results attained
for herself at snch great sacrifices. On
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the other hand, Austria was allowed
to oceupy and to administer the Pro-
vinces of Bosnia and Herzegovina as
previously agreed. This action indi-
cated a change in the aims and pur-
poses of Austria, for heretofore she
had endeavoured to preserve Turkish
territory intact and to uphold the
power of the Sultan in opposition to
Russia. The policy now inaugurated
of dismembering Turkey and acquir-
ing some of its territory for herself
was most dangerous and in its conse-
quences contributed largely to the
present crisis. For when the party
of the Young Turks in 1909 overthrew
the rule of the old Sultan and pro-
claimed a constitutional government,
the two Provinces of Bosnia an
Herzegovina, still under Turkish
suzerainty in theory, were entitled to
representation in the new parliament.
This placed Austria in a difficult posl-
tion and she met the dilemma by bold-
ly incorporating the two provinces
among her possessions. Against such
a flagrant breach of the Treaty 0
Berlin of 1878, England, France, and
Russia protested. Russia was partici-
larly aggrieved and would have at-
tacked Austria at once had not Ger-
many declared she would support her
ally. Russia, whose army was st
weakened from her war with Japat
was not prepared for such a struggle
and submitted. But the absorption of
two Slav states made it evident t0
the whole of Europe that it was the
aim of Austria to become a mighty
Slav power and to extend her terr
tory and her influence over Turkis
possessions to the city of Salonicd
which would give her an excellent
harbour on the Algean and counterac
the possible acquisition of Constant!”
nople by Russia. This policy not Onz:
antagonized Russia, but also Sl"ia
communities on the Balkan Peninst
like Servia, which were strivife
against Turkish power and for expal!
sion and consolidation. ; e
To understand the situation ccighé
pletely we must bear in mind that ted
prineiple of nationality had affec
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and moulded the whole political de-
velopment of Furope since the mid-
dle of the nineteenth century. Italy
had wrested nearly all her Italian
brovinees from Austria and had be-
Come a united kingdom. Under the
lead of Prussia, Austria had been ex-
Pelled from the German Confedera-
tion, and a unified state had arisen
under the title of the German Empire.
his having been accomplished large-
ly through the prowess of the feudal
aristocracy of Prussia and the mili-
tary caste closely allied with it, these
Orces retained a commanding influ-
ence in the new government. While
1t became nominally constitutional in
Orm, the real power was vested in
the Emperor and the Federal Coun-
Cil, composed of the delegates of the
€reditary sovereigns. The represen-
tative chamber, the Reichstag, while
elected by universal suffrage, was not

- 8lven the power to pass any law with-

out the approval of the upper house,
and hence all legislation was depend-
nt entirely upon the will and the in-
frests of the ruling dynasties. To
Urther increase the influence of the
reaetlonary autocratic powers no ef-
fort wag spared to foster and stimu-
ate the war spirit and to fuse it with
€ aspirations and ideals of national
8fowth and expansion.
\ustria when expelled from its as-
YViation with the German states was
a loose agglomerate of German,
ot‘ﬁngarian, Bohemian, Polish, and
ler Slav races, and its effort to ae-
g;}?e new Slav territories was neces-
thy Uy doomed to lead to conflict, for
th the Balkan,. as well as in Russia,
anii Same longing for unity of race
.BXpansion prevailed.
al];mally we come to the war of the
an States against Turkey in 1912.
of the result of the combined effort
‘the ese states to wrest from Turkey
trollwhqle territory that she still con-
sib] ed in the peninsula, with the pos-
€ exeeption of Constantinople, was
mieat Surprise to Europe. Thp large
is@.es.they were able to furnish, the
'pline, "the organization, and the

effective generalship they displayed,
astonished even the best informed
military cireles. With their over-
whelming success the last hope of
Austria’s obtaining Salonica and con-
trol of the Balkan Peninsula seemed
to vanish. But instead of accepting
the result and endeavouring to culti-
vate friendly relations with these
powers, she resorted to intrigue and
threats to thwart the consummation
of their wishes. This action by Aus-
tria was frustrated to some extent by
the mobilization of the Russian army
and her clear intimation that she
would not tolerate any interference.
Still to avert the danger of a general
war, the European powers used dip-
lomatic pressure to compel both Ser-
via and Montenegro to relinquish
their claims to a harbour on the Adri-
atic and to submit to the erection of
the independent State of Albania,
which was to be ruled by a German
prince, But necessarily the whole
Serb nationality was aroused and the
frustration of their dearest wishes
rankled in their breasts, for they had
hoped to acquire and to consolidate
the Slav races on the Balkan under
their rule. These feelings culminated
finally in the assassination of the
Austrian Archduke, who was recog-
nized as the embodiment of the ag-
gressive Austrian policy.

As soon as it had become apparent
that the new Balkan States would
henceforth be the implacable foes of
Austria, Germany sounded the note
of alarm. She felt that the Triple
Alliance, consisting of Germany, Aus-
tria, and Italy, would now be con-
fronted not only by Russia, France,
and England, but also by all the Bal-
kan States, whose power would be
formidable after they should recover
from the strain of the late war. She
at once initiated a system of arma-
ments unequalled in magnitude in
time of peace, and introduced a
method of taxation that was extreme-
ly burdensome and met with much
opposition, particularly from the So-
cial Democrats. This party, and its
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partial ally, the Progressive Liberal
party, had grown greatly in numbers

and power in the last few years and.

looked forward to gaining control of
the Reichstag, possibly with the next
general election. The prevalent dis-
satisfaction with the ruinous taxation
gave them a weapon and an advantage
that the German Government did not
know how to meet, for while a Lib-
eral majority could not wrest the
power from the reactionary govern-
ment, it might cause much embar-
rassment.

Such was the situation before the
Austrian ultimatum was sent to Ser-
via. This, however, was an ultima-
tum in name only, for in reality it
was a declaration of war. No people
could have submitted to its terms, and
it was well known that Russia could
not and would not permit the occupa-
tion of Servia without declaring war.
To shrink from assuming this re-
sponsibility would have forfeited for
her the confidence of the Balkan
States and would have immediately
destroyed her influence in the con-
cert of nations.

Considering the situation as it ap-
peared at the time the ultimatum was
presented, it seems highly probable
that Austria would not have taken
this aggressive, nay, provocative, step,
without consultation with her Ger-
man ally. Many signs, in fact, indi-
cate not only that Germany approved,
but most likely urged this move upon
Austria. The motives that led Ger-
many to this policy were probably of
a two-fold nature, the conditions at
home, as well as the international
situation. She had been arming for
many months and her preparations
had reached the highest efficiency.
The strain upon her resources and
the irksomeness of the heavy taxation
could not be sustained indefinitely in
view of its great burden upon her
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population. She was fully prepared
in every detail, while her chief oppon-
ents, France and Russia, were as yet
very backward in introdueing and
perfecting their new armaments. A
prompt decision, a quick blow at her
adversaries, might cripple them be-
fore they could collect their forees
and resources, and a peace might be
dictated which would give her a com-
manding position in Europe. In such
case Belgium and Holland might be
annexed, her own state turned into
a military autocracy by simply re-
stricting the suffrage and thus re-
moving all danger of a Social Demo-
cratic revolution at home. Austrid
could expand through the Balkans to
the Agean Sea, and the two empires
extending from thence to the English
Channel would hold a commanding
position in Europe prepared for fu-
ture conquest.

The two-fold purpose would thus
be aceomplished of securing the per
manent supremacy of the Emperor
and his autocratie system, and at the
same time satisfying the national
longing for expansion. The scheme
seems visionary, but the reactionary
forces were compelled to take desper-
ate chances to retain their power 10
an age of progressive liberal and 8O-
cial development.

The effort that is being made afte’
the war has begun to impress the ne%"
tral nations with the belief that it 32
a struggle between pan-Slavism ar
pan-Germanism precipitated by Ru%
sia, hardly deserves serious consiad
eration. On the contrary, the attempl
of Austria to make herself a po‘_ﬂerfu
Slav state in opposition to Russia an
the lust for dominion of Germany
have forced this terrible conflict 1P
Europe and compelled the most clv;lé
ized peoples to combine against, tr—
two Emperors to preserve the libe
ties and the freedom of a continen®
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THE TUDOR CUP

BY NEIL MUNRO

HEN the Tudor Cup was sold
at Sotheby’s in the year 18—
for the sum of £7,000, the fall
Of the auctioneer’s hammer echoed
tound the world, at all events around
the world of men who gather rarities.
There were only three such treasures
I existence—the one now destined
or America, which was understood to
ave come from Holland, another in
€ national collection in Paris, and
& third in Scotland, the property of
I Qtilbert-Quair, whose ancestor had
aCquired it one hundred and fifty
Years before by winning a game of
fards in a London coffee-house,
. Among those people who were pro-
oundly moved by this record price
OF & quite unimpressive-looking bat-
tel‘ed. silver tankard was the firm of
arrls and Hirsch the Bond Street
at-dealers and two days after the
€ In London, Mr. Harris hastened
:P to Scotland; quartered himself at
S0 Inn in Peebles, and pushed some
18creet inquiries. Sir Gilbert Quair,
o dlﬂcovered, was in a state approach-
lifg Penury, living an almost hermit
€ 1n the house of Quair beside the
Weed, with a deaf old house-keeper,
alf-daft maid who never came out
whOOOI‘S, and an equally recluse man

the Se duty it was to act as guide to

h Numerous tourists who flocked to
th: house for the sake of its place in
n Ballad Minstrelsy and its anti-
eall;lan collection. If the gossips of
1iv:d1es could be trusted, the baronet
OXtpa PO the shilling fees his guide
himacted from the visitors, dodging,
_:elf, from room to room of the
1

mansion for fear of encountering
Americans and FEnglish, whom he
hated, resenting their intrusion on his
privacy, but counting their numbers
eagerly as from his window he watch-
ed them coming up the yew avenue.

Harris, the Bond Street dealer,
modestly bent on hiding his own im-
portance in the commercial world of
art, for the nonce a simple English
gentleman with a taste for miniatures,
called the next day at the House of
Quair whose crenellated tower looked
arrogantly over ancient woods and
fields where lambs were bleating pite-
ously, and men were walking along
the furrows scattering seed.

The avenue of 'yews, which led
from the highway into Peebles
through neglected and dishevelled
grounds, brought the Bond Street
dealer to the forlorn facade of the
mansion and the great main door.
He rapped upon the iron knocker; the
sound reverberated as through a
vault, with hollow echoes such as
come from vacant chambers. Far
back in the dwelling’s core there was
a clatter of something fallen, but no
one answered to the summons of the
vigitor, and having rapped in vain
again, he ventured round the west-
ward wing to find himself confronted
by a door on the side of which was
hung the evidence that this was prop-
erly his entrance. It was a painted
board with this legend:

QUAIR COLLECTION.
Open to the Public Tuesdays and
Thursdays. Admission One
Shilling.
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Now this was neither a Tuesday nor
a Thursday, and Harris swore softly.

He was just on the point of making

his retreat when a footstep sounded
on the gravel of a little walk that led
to a bower upon the terrace, and turn-
ing he found himself face to face with
Sir Gilbert Quair.

““The collection is not on view to-
day, sir,”” said the baronet, an elderly,
thick-set gentleman wearing a shabby
suit of tweed.

Mr. Harris took off his hat, not to
the wearer of the shabby tweed suit
but to the owner of the Tudor Cup.
“1 am most unfortunate,’’ he stam-
mered. ‘I was not aware that the
collection was only on view on cer-
tain days, and unhappily I must re-
turn to England this evening. It
happens that I am something of an
amateur in miniatures, fortunate in
the possession of a few choice ex-
amples, and being in this neighbour-
hood I could not resist the tempta-
tion to see the celebrated collection of
Sir @ilbert Quair, which is rich in
miniatures.’’

He passed the baronet his eard to
which the name of a well-known Lon-
don club contributed the proper de-
gree of uncommercial importance. Sir
Gilbert turned it over in his fingers
with a little hesitation; shot a sly
glance of the keenest scrutiny from
under his bushy eye-brows at the visit-
or.
“In the circumstances—’’ he be-
gan, and taking a key from his pocket
unlocked the door which led to the
colleetion, but before he let his visitor
through he held out to him a little
wooden box with a slit in the lid of
it. ““In the absence of the usual
guide,”’ said he, ‘‘I’ll collect your
shilling for him, Mr. Harris.”’

Five minutes later Harris was mani-
festing the most rapturous apprecia-
tion of Sir Gilbert’s miniatures, which
in truth were nothing wonderful, but
at every opportunity, when unobserv-
ed by his host, his eyes went ranging
in search of the Tudor Cup. It was
his host who finally called attention
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to it under glass in a cornor cupboard.

““If you had been interested in old
English silver, Mr. Harris, this piece
might have had some attraction,”’
said Sir Gilbert, drenching his flar-
ing nostrils with a pineh of snuff
from a tiny ivory spoon. ‘‘I’'m no
great judge, myself, but my father
highly prized it.”’

The Bond Street dealer with a thud-
ding heart peered through the glass
at the very counterpart of that tar-
nished goblet which had fetched
£7,000 in Sotheby’s. He was wonder-
ing if the dry old shabby gentleman
looking over his shoulder and odorous
with tobacco was aware that this
was a Tudor Cup, or if he read the
newspapers carefully, and knew what
Tudor Cups were worth in Sotheby’s-

“But Himmel! did you not make
him an offer?’’ demanded Hirsch next
day in the Bond Street shop—they
called it gallery—to which his part-
ner had returned from Tweedside
with a profound depression a manb
might have who had for a fleeting m0-
ment seen the only woman he coql
ever love and then lost her in a panic

““Offer, Joel!”’ he cried in accents
of despair. ‘I offered him five thous-
and, and he only chuckled. He woul
not even take it from the cupboal‘{l-
‘No, no, Mr, Harris,” he said with his
head to the side, flicking up his ab-
ominable snuff, ‘It is an heir-loo™
older than any here, and I am not sell-
ing.’ And the galling thing is that
he doesn’t even know he has a Tudo®
Cup, nor what a Tudor Cup can fetel
in Sotheby’s.”’

‘‘Ah, you should have had the
money with you, Harris,”’ said s
partner. ‘‘Always show the money;
I say; it talks for you through .19‘1
speaking-trumpet. By heavens 1w +
oo myself to Scotland and have’tha
Tudor Cup if T have to steal it!’ 2

A spirit of romance and §Olen1’le
homily on mutability were 11 e '
scene when Hirsch walked int0 to
grounds of Quair, though he was ned
the man to understand. Six hundr
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years of history eried from the old
bastion ; still in its shelter men sowed
Oats and their shabby dwellings
clustered, no way changed, to look at,
Since the Borderland was vexed with
Wwars, and Quair was lord and warden :
but vassals no more, save to that grim
Seigneur Commerce, who took from
them triple-tithes and children in-
Stead of the service of the sword which
was all the old lords claimed. A
Valley of peace, and nights untroubl-
ed, and the old bold fighting Quairs
in their resting graves, and their
troopers dust at the roots of English
Pastures; surely at eve in the woods
of Quair, or riding spirit through the
Passes of the hills, a thousand ghosts
Went seeking lost passions, old de-
lights.
It was Thursday afternoon. Hirsch
Stepped in at the door which led to the
uair collection, to find the man in
e?L‘M‘ge of it had all the customary
Cicerone’s dull loquacity. He dribbled
ates and gushed details of family
Istory as if he were a gargoyle who
ad never got refreshment from the
Current pouring through him. Thick-
St, short, and rasped upon the chin
Tom too-close shaving, he looked the
very ficure of a man to fill one of the
“Mpty suits of mail that flanked the
Entrance to the gallery, and even to
€ shopman‘s eye of Hirseh he had
the ajy of truculence that somehow
S¢emed to accord with the situation.
.. You do not appear to have many
Visitorg to-day,’’ said the picture-deal-
¢ having looked perfunctorily at
ey tapestry and pictures, and now
(V)Vlth eyes, in which the fires of covet-
egshess were with diffieulty restrain-
its upon the tarnished Tudor Cup in
S cornor cupboard.
th Ye.’re the first this week,’” said
line guide with acerbity, as if the shil-
th g fees were ‘& more personal matfner
e?'n the gossips of the country-side
inleveq, and Hirsch the dealer, rub-
8 his hook-nose to conceal the
“Mulous avidity of his mouth, saw

t ‘ x Wik
e};at disappointed avarice was in this
fature’s eyes,

‘I should like, a little later on, to
see Sir Gilbert,’’ said the dealer who
had five thousand pounds in his poc-
ket, and a Jew’s conviction that an
impecunious Scot could never resist
the delicious crackle of English notes.

‘““Ye canna; he’s from home,”’ ex-
plained the guide. ‘‘He’s awa’ to
Edinburgh for a month.”’

A thought eame there and then to
the dealer which made him turn pale.
Avarice and cunning were in the old
man’s face; his shillings plainly
meant a lot to him; his clothing was
in poor accord with the guardianship
of treasure,

‘‘Look here,”’ said Hirsch in a con-
fidential whisper. ‘‘If your master
is to be away for a month, there is no
reason why the matter I meant to
arrange with him should not be ar-
ranged with you and put a handsome
sum of money in your pocket. I
have taken a fancy to this silver jug,
and though I know Sir Gilbert will
not part with it, I thought he might
at least agree to have it copied. It’s
a thing that is often done, Mr.—"’

‘‘Meldrum,’’ said the guide with a
promising air of equanimity.

“In two or three weeks I could
have my copy made in Paris, and this
cup returned to you in safety, and no
one else except ourselves need be a
bit the wiser, Mr Meldrum”’

The guide gave a laugh that was
half a sneer, and checked it suddenly
with a hand upon his mouth ‘‘It’s a
maist singular proposition,”’ he re-
marked reflectively ‘‘In the four-
and-twenty years I have been show-
in’ folk the Quair Collection I havena
heard the like of it. And it comes
from a total stranger!’’

‘I represent one of the most repu-
table firms in London,’’ Hirsch hast-
ened to explain, with the simultane-
ous production of his business card.

Meldrum looked at it with interest.
‘““‘Harris and Hirsech, 1 take it that
you are Mr. Hirsch? There was a
Mr. Harris calling on Sir Gilbert, T
was tell’t, some days ago.”’

‘‘Exactly,”’ answered Hirsch. ‘‘My



364

partner. He had almost completed
negotiations for the loan of the cup

for the purpose I have mentioned..

But really there seems no need for us
to be troubling Sir Gilbert. The cup
will be back before his return from
Edinburgh and—?’

““Just that!”’ said Meldrum dryly.
“ And what about my security ?’’

Delighted with such apparent pli-
ability, Hirsch produced his English
notes which brought a very passion of
greed to Meldrum’s eyes.

“‘Liet us not be ealling it security,
Mr. Meldrum,”’ he remarked insidi-
ously. ‘‘If a hundred pounds—"’

Again the guide ironically chuckl-
ed. “If I could trust ye for a hun-
dred pounds, Mr Hirsch, I could trust
ye mair for ten times that,’’ he said.
“1 take your word for’t that we
needna ea’t security, if I'm to risk
my job and my reputation, the cost
of three weeks loan o’ that silver
tankard is exactly a thousand
pounds!’’

Three weeks later, the Quair Cup
and its duplicate came back from Tre-
gastel of Paris, so much alike that
Hirsch would have been beat to see
the difference had it not been that
he found on one a private microscopic
mark he had put on it himself.

But it was not the eup so marked
that he returned to the accommodat-
ing Meldrum.

Two months more, and the curio
world was shaken once again by the
intimation of another Tudor Cup for
sale at Sotheby’s. Amongst the host
of possible bidders who examined the
precious piece of tarnished metal tak-
en out impressively from Sotheby’s
strongest safe some days before the
sale, was Barraclough, the expert who
had bought its fellow earlier in the
geason for his client in America.

¢ A brilliant forgery,’’ he exclaim-
ed on careful serutiny. ‘‘One of
Jules Tregastel’s charming reprodue-
tions,”’ and departed.

Harris and Hirsch were sent for by
the auectioneer. ‘‘Nonsense!”’ they
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protested, and Hirsch satisfied him- .
self again that the microscopic mark
on the veritable cup from Quair was
there. *‘Tregastel never had a tool
ot

““Hadn’t you better ask?’’ said the
auctioneer, and they asked by tele-
gram, with astounding consequences.

““The cup you sent was a copy made
a year ago by myself for another
client. I thought you kmnew,’’ re-
plied Tregastel.

““Mein Gott!’’ cried Harris, appall-
ed. ‘‘Tregastel has made so cunning
a job of it he has even copied your
private mark, and you have sent the
original back to Quair.”’

‘T will not believe it, I will not be-
lieve it!”’ said his partner, almost
weeping with chagrin.

That night the two of them went to
Scotland, and in the morning Harris
went out from Peebles to the House
of Quair to see Sir Gilbert.

¢ Might I have another look at the
cup?’’ he asked without periphrasis,
and the baronet snuffed and chuckled.

Tt geems to have wonderfully tak-
en your fancy, Mr. Harris,”’ he re-
marked with an ironie cough. ‘‘ Again
you are unfortunate in the day you
call, for this is Wednesday. And 1D
any case I thought I made it elear that
the eup was bound to stay here 11
spite of your most tempting offers.

T know,’’ replied the dealer, ‘‘but
I should like to see it; that is all.””

““ Ah! you mad collectors!’’ said Sir
Gilbert humorously. ‘“Ye can be 88
erazy over a bashed old siller cup 8
T might have been mysel’ at one time
over a bonnie lassie! Well come your
ways in and you shall see it. It %
aye another shillin’!”’ ;

Harris not only saw the cup this
time but got it into his hands. In 2
fever of apprehension he turned it UP
and down and sought for a mieroseo:
pic mark like that which Hirseh ha
pointed out upon the other—it was
not there! ”

At the sight of the blank look on ™
face Sir Gilbert chuckled and to%
snuff. ‘T see you have discovere®
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Mr. Harris,”’ he remarked with his
eye-brows twitching. ‘‘You connois-
Seurs are not to be deceived so easi-
ly!n
“‘Then—then you know it is a for-
gery!’’ eried Harris with amazement.
““I would not use that word for it
exactly, Mr. Harris,”’ said the bar-
onet with a gesture of distaste. ‘A
¢opy—and a wonderful copy too, by
Tregastel of Paris. The truth is I
8old the original one some months ago
In London, having first had this one
made. You see my possession of a
Tudor Cup is notorious, and if it got
about that the Quair Collection was
eng in any way depleted, where
Wwould our shillin’s come from, Mr.
tarris?’’ and he jocosely poked his
Visitor in the ribs.
Harris flew back to the inn at Pee-
les, an object of utterable despair.
(‘Mein Gott! these Secoteh!’ cried
Irsch, wringing his hands. “‘But I
Will have my money back from that
Meldrum man if T have to take him
to the courts.”’
“Harris and Hirsch would cut a
Unny figure in the courts in these
Clrcumstances, Joel,”’ said his part-
ner. It is better that we go out to-
ether to-morrow, when your Mel-
drum ’s place is open and com-
Promige, ’?
. The entrance to the Quair Collec-
'on had been hardly open on the mor-
TOW when the dealers tried to push
flr way within. Harris was per-
turbed when he saw who checked
them oy the threshold—Sir Giblert
Quai] himself, who greeted him with
& erafty smile, only a little shabbier
b dress than when he had seen him
cretofore, and with the box for the
o 8sion shillings hanging round his
H“I!J might be the flowin’ bowl, Mr.
e arris,*? he exclaimed ironically. ‘“Ye
ome back so often to it’’
sai3 o vant a word or two with you,”
a1d Mr, Hirsch peremptorily, finding
.ae old‘ma_n barred their further pas-
yoge ‘Did you know that the cup
U lent me was an imitation?’’

‘I could hardly fail to be aware of
it,”’ said the baronet. ‘‘You surely
didna think a paltry thousand pounds
would be security for a genuine Tudor
Cup, and a’ the world sae keen on
them at Sotheby’s.’’

‘I have been deceived ; I must have
my money back!’’ said Hirsech, and
the old man shrugged his shoulders
and took snuff.

‘“Na, na!’’ he said. ‘‘A bargain’s
aye a bargain, and ye canna get your
money back. The best I can do for
ye is to swop the eup ye sent for the
one I lent ye.”’

““Look here, Meldrum—’’ Hirsch
began and Harris, with surprise, cor-
rected him.

‘“Not Meldrum,’”’ he
““Sir Gilbert Quair.’’

‘“Ye’re both of ye right, and ye’re
both of ye wrang,’’ said the old man,
with a chuckle. ‘‘For twa years back
I’ve been guide to my own collection ;
It’s an only way to keep an eye upon
the shillin’s.”’

““You d——d old rogue!’’ exclaim-
ed the partners simultaneously, and
bhe grinned at them, with his stout
old breast across the door-way like a
cliff. For a little while he gloated on
their fury, then took them by the
arms and led them out upon the ter-
race.

““You see this land,”’ he said, and
indicated all the hills and valleys,
verdant woods and furrowed fields,
and the river sounding at the bend
below the mansion. ‘‘The greed of
English theives brought them here
marauding for good six hundred
years, and it seems ye’re no’ done
yet! My forefolk fought you with
the sword, but Gilbert Meldrum Quair
must fight you with his wits!”’

‘““But Gott in Himmel! we are not
English; we are Hebrews!’’ protest-
ed Hirsch with his palms upwards
and his neck contracted

““That is worse,”’ replied Sir Gil-
bert, making for his door. ‘‘We
Scots are still at feud wi’ the Jews
for what they did out yonder in Jeru-
salem,’’

remarked.



THE STORY OF THE CHIEF

OF POLICE
BY WILLIAM LE QUEUX

URS is truly a life crammed
O full of adventure.

I had been dispatched on a
secret mission tog Nice, the town of
violets, mimosa and marrons glacés.

Carnival was at its height, and as
on that sunny February afternoon I
sat with my friend Paolo Ferri, the
world-famous Crief of Italian Secret
Police, sipping a mazagran on the
pavement before the Café de la Ré-
gence, a gay laughter-loving world
surged up and down the tree-lined
Avenue de la Gare.

My companion, a refined, gentle-
manly-looking, well-dressed man with
a pair of shrewd brown eyes and a
dark brown beard, smoked his favour-
ite Toseano cigar and smiled at two
laughing girls of the people who, in
carnival dress as pierrettes, had trip-
ped passed arm-in-arm on their way
to the Battle of Flowers which was
about to open down the palm-lined
Promenade des Anglais, beside the
blue tideless sea.

Ferri, of course, knew my position
in the British Secret Service, just
as I his. More than once in the
course of inquiries had we assisted
each other. Though I had not told
him the reason I was in Nice, just as
he himself had been silent regarding
the motive of his own presence there,
yet I had been despatehed from
Whitehall at almost a moment’s notice
with instructions to endeavour to
solve an obscure and delicate problem.
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As Henry Hatherleigh, author and
traveller, I wandered over the contin-
ent, careless, erratic and irresponsible,
in order to ‘‘pick up’’ material for
my books, therefore my true calling
as seeret-service agent was never sus-
pected. The telegrams I so eonstant-
ly sent to my devoted brother in
London usually had a pre-arranged
meaning, and were handed on by
special messenger to the calm, clever,
diseriminating chief of the confiden-
tial branch of the service.

Presently draining our glasses, W€
rose and strolled across the pretty
Place Messena—wherein stood the
giant enthroned effigy of King Carni-
val—until we reached the grandstand
erected in the Promenade.

The far-famed Battle of Flowers
had already ecommenced. The occu-
pants of the double line of decorated
carriages slowly passing each other
were engaged in a battle royal wit
bunches of violets, carnations an
other spring flowers, while as they
passed the grandstand we also joine
in the fray. The gay world had ru?
riot on that brilliant afternoon.

For two whole miles there were
rows of laughing faces. The sun was
bright and warm, the sea a prilliant
blue and the air laden with the sweet
fragrance of mimosa and violets.

Standing together, we had been for
some time watching the continuo%?
procession of beautifully decorate
equipages when of a sudden, seated 12
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a victoria beneath a canopy of roses,
the whole carriage hidden by the blos-
Soms, to the spokes of the wheels, came
an extremely handsome, dark-haired
girl in a cream gown of the latest
mode with a big hat to matech. She
Wwas not throwing flowers, but held up
her sunshade in order to ward off the
many bunches of violets flung at her.
er appearance was the signal for
a tremendous outburst of applause,
for her carriage eclipsed all others in
Point of taste, while she herself was
far more beautiful than any in that
crowd of pretty women about us.

. As she passed she chanced to catch
Sight of me and smiled, whereat I
lifted my hat.

“Ah! Then you know ‘La Con-
tessina’—the Little Countess—eh?’’
exXclaimed Ferri in English, looking
at me in surprise. “‘If she knew that

was here, in Nice, she would not
dare show herself like that! She
Would fly by the next train—or prob-
ably steamer—to America. I am here
% watch her, and—well, I may as
well be frank with you, my friend—’’

€ whispered in my ear, ‘‘to arrest
€T on a charge of murder.”’

‘Murder!” 1 gasped, staring at
him, ““Why, my dear Ferri, Olga
Ostrgw is a great friend of mine!

he ig surely not guilty of that!’’

ut my companion smiled mysteri-
oUsly, replying:

. If it were not to arrest her, caro
™0, T should not be here in Nice.”’

And the eyes of both of us follow-
€ the rose-embowered carriage as it

8appeared round the bend.

1 took him aside, away from the

AUghing crowd, and as we walked
Jver the wide asphalted promenade
i:mde the sea, I asked him to tell me
th confidence something concerning

. %éfair.

., Well, it’s a complete mystery,’” he
rd.  “Briefly explained it is this.
N Countess Olga, with her brother,
Cupies a pretty flat—’’

Iy n the Via Lombardia, in Rome.
ve been there,’’ T said quietly.
On the twenty-first of last month

there arrived at the Grand Hotel a
Frenchman named Jules Delannoy,
from Nolay, in the Céte d’Or. Ap-
parently he was a friend of the fair
Russian, for it is known that she had
called and dined with him at his hotel
two years ago, and that she had been
seen driving with him in the Corso.
On the morning following his arrival
at the Grand the concierge of the
house in which she lives eame to the
Questura and made a curious state-
ment to me. He said that on the pre-
vious evening, about eight o’clock, he
was passing up the staircase when he
heard the sounds of a violent alterca-
tion in the Countess’s flat. He listen-
ed and distinetly heard a female voice
uttering reproaches and threats. Fol-
lowing that, he heard a man’s loud
ery of pain, and then all became si-
lent. Instead of raising an alarm at
once he had descended the stairs and
watched for somebody to leave the
place. In an hour the Countess her-
self came down, ordered a cab and,
carrying only a handbag, left. Un-
decided how to act, the old fellow,
who is somewhat lacking in intelli-
gence, waited till the morning before
he informed me of the occurrence,
I, at once, drove round to the place
with two agents of the brigade mobile,
and on breaking open the door of the
flat found concealed in a small box-
room in the rear, the body of the
Frenchman, Delannoy. He had been
stabbed to the heart.”’

““Did you discover any motive?”’

‘““Yes. On examining the dead
man’s dress-coat, I found that the lin-
ing across the back had been slit with
a knife, while there was another slit
behind the left lappel. The vietim
evidently earried something in secret,
and had been killed in order to secure
e

““Killed by the Contessina, you al-
lege?”’

““Yes. She was the only person
there, her maid Anna having been
given leave to go to her home at Co-
logne on the previous day, while her
brother—I have ascertained by ecabl-
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ing to Chicago—is there on business.
She was the only person in the flat,
and the only person who left it.”’

““And she came here?’’

“Her baggage came on to Nice
three days previously. She has made
every preparation for a long absence,
having told the concierge two days
earlier that she was going to Russia,
and would not return to Rome again
this winter. I spent nine days in
making full inquiry before coming
here She has, I find, rented the Villa
Stephanie up at Carabacel and engag-
ed its staff of servants. She is al-
ways popular here, it seems, during
Carnival.”’

“Your story surprises me,’”’ I ex-
claimed. ‘‘Suspicion must be very
strong against her, or you would not
be so confident, I know.”’

“There seems no doubt, caro mio,
that the pretty Countess has possess-
ed herself of something belonging to
this Jules Delannoy who, as far as
I’m able to make out, was himself
something of a mystery. I am mak-
ing inquiries regarding him, but can-
not find out much, the particulars he
gave when registering himself at his
hotel being evidently incorrect. For-
tunately, however, the contessina for-
got to destroy one thing before her
flight. In her photograph-album was
his picture, and I have found it. Here
it is,”’ and he took a miniature por-
trait from his poecket-book and hand-
ed it to me.

T halted, staggered by its sight.

“What!’> he eried. ‘‘“You know
him!”’

“Yes,”” was my reply. ‘‘But are
you sure—quite certain that this pho-
tograph is of the dead man?”’

“Positive. I myself compared it
with the features of the vietim?%’’

“Then you are wrong, my dear
Ferri,”’ I said decisively. ‘‘The Con-
tessina did not kill him. He was
one of her best friends. To him she
owed much—her very life in fact.”’

““Va bene. You are her champion,’’
laughed the famous Chief of Police.
“But tell me who is this Delannoy.’’
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I hesitated. To explain was to com-
mit a breach of confidence. Yet I

" felt that at all hazards, I must pre-

vent the arrest and accusation of that
woman who was one of my personal
friends. Truth to tell, Olga Ostrow,
the pretty dark-haired daughter of
Count Paul Ostrow of Vilna, was an
agent of the British Secret Service
who had on several occasions supplied
us with important information re-
garding political undercurrents both
in Russia and France.

““Well,”’ I said rather lamely, ‘‘Del-
annoy is a man I know—an English-

man of French parentage. Ilis name
was George Girdlestone.’’
““ Bemissimo,”’ cried my friend.

“This is most fortunate! What
causes you to be so certain that I
have made a mistake—eh? What
proof is there of her innocence? They
were friends. She knew that he car-
ried something concealed in his
clothes. They quarrelled and she
struck him down. I have the knife—
an ancient Venetian stiletto—which
has been identified as hers!’’ {

““If she killed him, then what did
she intend doing with the body?’’

““Probably intended to return in 8
few weeks with a big trunk, ostensibly
to remove some other belongings and
to send it away by rail in that.”’

And, replacing the protograph, he
lit a cigarette and turned his face to-
wards where the glorious sun Wwas
slowly setting in the calm sea behind
Antibes.

““Was he wealthy ?’’ he asked a mo-
ment later. ‘“Where shall I find trace
of him?’’

““You will find no trace of him, m¥
friend,”’ was my slow reply. ¢

“You are concealing something
Signor Hatherleigh. Why?’’ he ask-
ed, looking at me sharply. ;

{Of necessity,” 1 said ‘TS
charge against the Contessina 12
rather upset me,”” I added, apologet-
cally. : ¢
«‘Naturally,”” replied the Chief ©
Police. ‘‘Five of my cleverest officers
have been engaged on the case, 80
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all are unanimous. In the house live
only three other families—all of them
highly respectable Italians. There
was no backway out of the house, and
the question of descending from the
window by a ladder has already been
dismissed as impossible. No. De-
Pend upon it that your little Rus-
Slan friend, whom all the gay world
here to-day is cheering, killed this
man George Girdlestone, in order to
Steal either some money or documents
Which she knew he carried. The two
cuts in the lining of his coat are suf-
ficient evidence that search was made
or-it.!

I wanted time to think. What
Ferri had just told me had revealed
to me something of which T had
Dever dreamed. The truth was that

irdlestone, a captain in the Engi-
Deers, was, like myself, a member of
the British Secret Service. He was
missing, and we believed he had dis-
appeared in Nice. It was from that
Place he had last been heard of,
therefore I had been sent south to
try and obtain news of him.

Yet here was undeniable evidence
that he had fallen a vietim of a plot,
and had been foully done to death!

Together we strolled back towards
the grand stand close to the Jetée

Tomenade, or pier, and there we
Watched the judges award the prizes
~—the first to the Countess Olga Os-
tl‘ow_

Flushed with pleasure and excite-
Ment the sweet-faced young woman

rove slowly up to the judge’s tri-

Une, and there received the white-
and-gold silk banner for the best

corated carriage—a prize she had
Seeured annually for three seasons in
Suceession,

A thousand throats aceclaimed her,
4 amid much eclapping of hands

B4 throwing of flowers she slowly
a8sed, again laughing gaily at me

:’;’er her shoulder, triumphant once
ore,
. At the door of the Municipal Ca-

s;(;n I parted company with my
end, arranging to meet him again

at seven, and go over to Monte Carlo
to dine and spend the evening. Then
I walked back to the Hotel de France
where I stood pondering.

‘What had poor Girdlestone car-
ried concealed in the lining of his
dress coat? What could its nature
have been that he should have been
killed for its possession? Poor fellow!
He had been one of my closest and
best friends—a splendid linguist, a
smart officer, and a cosmopolitan to
the back-bone.

That night I dined with the fam-
ous Chief of Police at the Hotel de
Paris at Monte Carlo, and afterwards
idled about the rooms, hot and over-
crowded as they always are in the
height of the season.

‘““What do you intend doing re-
garding Olga Ostrow?’’ I asked him
point-blank, as we descended through
the moon-lit gardens to the station.

““I have already done as I intend-
ed,”” was his brief reply. ‘‘She is
under arrest.’’

‘“Arrested?’’ I gasped, staring at
him.

‘81, signore. She is detained at
the central police bureau in Nice, and
I have applied for her immediate ex-
tradition, and she will be sent to our
frontier at Ventimiglia to-morrow.
From thence I shall convey her back
to Rome.”’

““This is injudieious!’’ I declared.
“‘But if you have arrested her I ask
one thing—TI ask it as her friend. Let
there for the present be no publieity.’’

““There has been none. I have made
the concierge at the Via Lombardia
promise secrecy. Nothing has leaked
out to the press.”’

‘While we walked up and down the
railway platform awaiting the ex-
press for Nice he told me a number
of additional facts concerning the
tragedy—rfacts which I was compell-
ed to admit within myself were very
convineing of Olga’s gilt. My inten-
tion was to have called at the Villa
Stephanie that night, but Ferri had
forestalled me by arresting her im-
mediately after the Battle of Flowers.
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On my return to my hotel I pack-
ed my traps, scribbled a note to my

friend, and at eight o’clock next.

morning left direct for Rome by way
of (enoa and Pisa.

Quickly I went to the white house
with the green sun shutters in the
Via Lombardia and discovered the
names of the three other residents,
none of whom had any knowledge of
the strange tragedy which had occur-
red in the Countess’s apartment.
They were all persons of the highest
repute. One was Orlandini, the De-
puty for Forli, another Floria, a
banker, and the third a well-known
member of the Bourse.

The further I carried my inquiries,
however, the blacker became the sus-
picion against the Countess. Yet what
motive could she have for killing the
man who had acted as her friend—
the man who on one occasion in Mos-
cow had given her warning of im-
pending arrest after the recent riot-
ing, and enabled her to escape from
the country. What was it that had
been abstracted from the dead man’s
coat ?

Ferri had returned to Rome, and
had brought with him the pretty Rus-
sian who was awaiting trial. Nobody
in the Eternal City was aware of her
return, otherwise a great sensation
would have been caused in society,
where she was so well known, I saw
the Chief of Secret Police at the Bur-
eau, and he told me that she had pro-
tested her innocence, declaring that
she was totally unaware of Girdle-
stone’s death.

““She endeavours to prove an extra-
ordinary alibi,”’ he laughed, as he
puffed at his cigarette; ‘‘one that cer-
tainly will not hold water at the As-
size Court.”’

““You have not discovered what was
stolen from his coat?’’

““Unfortunately, mno, was my
friend’s reply, as he slowly stroked
his beard. ‘‘She will make no ad-
mission, though T have repeatedly in-
terrogated her.”’

Next morning I called upon the

7
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banker Floria at his office at the Via
Vittoria and, representing myself as
an agent of an insurance company,
inquired whether he knew his neigh-
bour the Countess. He told me that
he was not on visiting terms with
her. She was a lady who kept her-
self very much to herself, and the
only person in the house she visited
was the Signora Orlandini, wife of
the Deputy.

That afternoon I ecalled upon the
lady in question who lived in the flat
above the Countess and, full of apolo-
gies, made inquiry regarding her
neighbour, who, I informed her in
confidence, was about to insure her
life for a considerable amount.

““Certainly, signore,’”’ replied the
stout elderly wife of the Deputy. ‘I
know the Countess. She is most
charming—wealthy, I believe, for she
only spends the winter months 1n
Rome. I became aecquainted with her
through my brother, Huga Halfinger,
who sometimes comes to visit me.”’

‘“‘Halfinger,”’ I repeated.

““Yes. He lives in Zurich. Do you
know him?’’ she asked quickly-
‘““Here is his photograph,’’ and she
pointed to a framed eabinet standing
upon a table in the shadow.

I glanced at it, and then, after 2
few moments’ reflection, remarked:

“The Countess is on the Riviera
just now, I believe.”’

““Yes. She left quite recently, and
will return this season. She came 10
say good-bye to me before leaving:
Hugo chanced to be staying with us:
He was passing through on his way
to Palermo. He and she are greaf
friends.”’

The Deputy’s wife was evidently
very proud of her acquaintance wit
the ‘‘Little Countess.” So, after
some further conversation, I demanc”
ed pardon for my apparent inquis"
tiveness and left, driving straight £
a telegraph office, where I despatche
a message in cipher to London, 88%
ing for an immediate response. _ ;

Tt was handed to me in my hot€
just before midnight, and when
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slowly deciphered it I sat staggered
at the amazing truth that had now

become revealed.
Next day I hastened to the Bureau

0of Police, and on entering Ferri’s pri-

Vate cabinet, that sombre, green-
bamted room of secrets, asked a
favour—that he would interrogate
the Countess in my presence. At first
e demurred, but when I explained
that T desired to clear up one or two
Important points he at last aceeded,

‘and ringing his bell, told the police-

officer who entered to bring the ac-

‘cused before him

Ten minutes later the Little Coun-
tess, dressed in black, very pale and
Wan, entered between two earabin-

“€ers,

When she saw me she started, ex-

‘claiming in French:

“Ah! M’sieur Hatherleigh! You
—You know me—you will speak in
My favour, will you not? I beg of

ou 122

“The Signor Hatherleigh desires
to ask you one or two questions, Con-

tessina >’ gaid Ferri in that eold for-

mal voice of his.

‘Yes,”” T said, standing beside the
hief of Police, who was seated at
18 table. ‘“You were friendly, Con-

t‘4"581113, with Jules Delannoy—or to

%all him by his right name, George

Gl‘l‘dlestone. i
‘T was. He was one of my best
; They say he was found dead
0 my apartments after I left! But
IS amazing, I never saw him. He
S not heen in Rome for nearly two
Years—to my knowledge.”’

«When did you last see him?”’

In Paris, last October. He was

‘st%’ ng at the Elysée Palace Hotel.”’

eseribe your actions during—

..;-any the last hour you were in Rome,
_NiMedlately before you left for

"’ T urged.

The 1ast hour,”” she repeated,
“Well, I
nded to the next floor to wish
to my friend, the Signora
it Her husband was at a

‘g of the Chamber, but her bro-

ase
f
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ther, Herr Halfinger, was there.”’

“You knew Halfinger—eh? What
was his real name?”’

‘‘Isaac Qoldberg,’’ she replied. ‘‘I
have known him for some years.
‘While we were sitting together Sig-
nor Orlandini entered and wished me
farewell, his wife leaving the room
to speak with the servants.”’

‘““And who is this Goldberg?’’ I
asked, adding: ‘““You can tell Signor
Ferri all that you know.”’

“I have ascertained only recently
that he is a German secret agent.’’

‘“And now,’’ I said, turning to the
Chief of Police, ‘I think I can ex-
plain the mystery. Last October, in
Paris, the Contessina introduced this
man Goldberg—who is an unseru-
pulous adventurer—to poor Girdle-
stone, who is in the same service as
myself. Goldberg had ascertained
Girdlestone’s intention to visit Rome,
and call unexpectedly upon the Con-
tessina. He came at onece and told
his sister of the impending visit. On
the night in question, while the Con-
tessina was wishing farewell to them,
the Deputy’s wife, standing at the
window, watched Girdlestone alight
from a cab, whereupon she at once
made excuse to leave the room and
descending to the Countess’s flat en-
tered with a false key with which she
had already provided herself, When
Girdlestone rang the bell, the woman
Orlandini opened the door. At first
the meeting was a cold one, but quick-
ly there were recriminations regard-
ing an affair which had occurred in
Germany, when suddenly, without
warning, the woman struck him down
with an old Venetian stiletto which
had hung on the wall in the hall.
Then, after securing what she had
desired, she hid the body in the back
room where the Contessina would not
see it before her departure, and re-
moved all traces of her crime. After-
wards she quickly slipped upstairs
and rejoined her guest.”’

‘“ And what aetual proof have you
of this?’’ inquired the famous official,
his dark brows narrowing.
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““This,’’ and I produced a decipher
of my secret message which stated
that confidential information from
Berlin had been received by our de-
partment to the effect that the secret
agent, Isaac Goldberg, had, a few
days ago, sold to the German Intel-
ligence Department for twenty thou-
sand marks a copy of the cipher used
by our British Secret Service, which
had been the property of Mr. George
Girdlestone. The poor fellow was
known to have usually carried the
thin little cipher-book sewn in the lin-
ing of his dress-coat.

The Little Countess, who gave an-
swers to Ferri’s rapid questions, was
a few minutes later accorded her lib-
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erty, while Ferri drove at once to the
Via Lombardia to arrest the sister
of Isaac Goldberg. ;

He found the door of her bedroom
locked, and on forcing it open dis-
covered the guilty woman lying in
her chair, dead from an over-dose of
chloral.

For some months Goldberg was
hunted by Ferri and his agents back-
wards and forwards across Europe,
eventually being cornered in Rotter-
dam, where he committed suicide by
throwing himself into the harbour.

On account of poor Girdlestone’s
death and the theft of the cipher, an
entirely new one has now been placed
in operation.

REALIZATION

By L. M. MONTGOMERY

SMILED with skeptic mocking when they told me you were dead,
You of the airy laughter and lightly twinkling feet,
“You tell a dream that haunted a chill, gray dawn,”’ I said,
“Death could not touch or claim a thing so vivid and so sweet '

T looked upon you coffined amid your virgin flowers,
But even that white silence could bring me no belief,

“‘She lies in maiden sleep,”’ I said, ‘‘and in the youngling hours
Her sealed dark eyes will open to scorn your foolish grief.”’

But when I went at moonrise to our ancient trysting place

And, oh, the wind was keening in the firs boughs overhead !
And you came never to me with your little gypsy face,

Your lips and hands of weleome, I knew that you were dead!

G
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CURRENT EVENTS

BY LINDSAY CRAWFORD

APOLEON’S dictum that
N ‘‘Providence fights on the side
of the big battalions’’ is truer

of war to-day than it was a century
ago. Whether on land or sea the
varying fortunes of opposing armies
in the present campaign depend to
a greater extent on numbers of men
and weight of guns than was the case
- In any previous armed conflict. The
destruction of Admiral Craddock’s
fleet by a stronger German unit, and
the subsequent sinking of the enemy’s
ships by Admiral Sturdee’s vessels of
Superior speed, weight, and guns
Proves that the day has gone when
haval and military commanders can
afford to rely for vietory on mere
dash and reckless bravery. True, these
Soldierly qualities still count in in-
Creased morale, but in modern cam-
Paigning they must be harnessed to
Scientific methods in which there is
little room for chance or the spec-
tacular. This was the hardest lesson
the French had to learn, but the re-
treat on Paris, and the early experi-
€nces in Alsace-Lorraine brought
home to them the importance of the
hew methods of warfare. The British
troops already had learned the value
of cover, field trenches, and wire en-
ta.Ilg'lements in South Africa, and,
With a much smaller force were able
to hold their own against superior
érman numbers that advanced to
e attack recklessly in massed
Ormation. Now that the Allies are
o0 the offensive in the west the im-
Portance of numbers is seen in the
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slow progress made against a power-
ful enemy strongly entrenched and
rarely exposed to view. So evenly
balanced are the opposing forces that
progress is measured in feet instead
of yards and miles, and it is only
through the withdrawal of German
troops to the eastern field of opera-
tions that the Allies are able to make
considerable headway in Flanders and
France. Kitchener, with far-seeing
eye, provided against this deadlock,
and when he hurls his new army
against the foe this month or the next,
numbers and British doggedness will
begin to count.

Joffre’s advance through Alsace is
the most important feature of the
campaign on the western front. This
time the French have come to stay.
They: are nearing the Rhine, and
gradually forcing the enemy back on
his own soil. Although strategic con-
ditions forbid anything in the nature
of a great achievement there has been
steady progress on the western front.

On the eastern front the situation is
much the same as on the west. Nei-
ther side seems to be strong enough
to secure any striking advantage.
This applies only to the operations in
which German forces are employed.
Further south the Austrians are again
in retreat, with Bukowina occupied
and Transylvania invaded by the
Russians, while Russian troops are
advancing once more across the plains
of Hungary. According to Mr. Hil-
aire Belloe, two things are essential
to either combatant—Cracow or War-
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saw. Cracow blocks the way to Ger-
many’s rich industrial gateway in the
south—~Silesia. Warsaw, flanked by
the fortresses of Ivangorod and Novo-
Georgievsk, controls the Russian rail-
way communications. Without War-
saw the invasion of Germany could
not be carried on successfully. The
campaign has resolved itself largely
into a struggle by the Germans for
Warsaw, and by the Russians for
Cracow. The indecisive character of
the operations is due to the fact that
the rival plans neutralize each other.
Each side has been within striking
distance of its objective, but each has
failed so far to achieve its ends. The
factors that make for success in mod-
ern warfare are so nicely balanced
that the battlefront swings on a line
with Cracow and Warsaw as alternate
axes. The deadlock is attributable to
the fact that the inferiority in num-
bers but greater mobility of the Aus-
tro-Germanie forces is balanced on
the Russian side by superiority in
numbers but inferior mobility. At

the time of writing the line of battle,

has swung once again in the direc-
tion of Cracow. It may be traced on
the map from a point west of War-
saw, on the Vistula, along the course
of the Bzura River, up its tributary,
the Rawka, thence along a line drawn
between Petrokov and Kielce, along
the rivers Nida and Dunajee, tribu-
taries on opposite banks of the Upper
Vistula, turning east from the Duna-
jee to join the line of operations
across the Carpathians. The last
Austro-Germanic advance developed
across the Dankl Pass, compelled the
Russians to change their front from
due west to due south. This necessi-
tated a temporary retirement which
the Austrians duly chronicled as a
Russian reverse. The control of the
network of railways enabled the Ger-
mans once more to gain a strategic
advantage, but the Russians swung
around from Cracow, faced due south
and swept the Austrians for the sec-
ond time across the Carpathians. Hav-
ing disposed of this menace to their

flank, the Russians are advancing once
more on Cracow, with Austria-Hun-
gary weakened and disorganized and
too fully occupied by the invasion of
Bukowina and Transylvania to be of
much service to its ally.

The Allies in the east and west are
now co-operating in a simultaneous
strategic plan. Within the last month
the Grand Duke Nicholas has attract-
ed nine German army corps from the
western war zone. The offensive 0
the Allies is daily assuming more
formidable proportions, while that of
the enemy grows more ineffective.
The day is nearing when the German
defensive in Flanders and France
must break down unless the enemy 18
prepared to weaken his front in Po-
land. The operations of the Allies o1
sea and land are no longer isolate
actions, but parts of a co-ordinate
plan for leading the Allies to ulfl-
mate vietory. :

Roumania, Italy, and Greece ma
yet be foreed to join the Allies. Bu-
kowina and Transylvania have long
been watched with covetous eyes
Roumania. The inhabitants of these
Austrian Provinces are equally de-
sirous of changing their flag. Self-
interest must dictate to Roumania the
necessity of playing her part if she
hopes to secure some of the spoils ©
war. Roumania will be guided
Ttaly in any step she takes, as they
are in closest harmony on internd:
tional questions. Italy has wounde
Austrian pride to the quick by the
occupation of the chief Albanian PO'&
Avlona. This gives Ttaly control ©
the Adriatic. which Austria-Hungal:
regarded as her own preserve. It alsg
gives Ttaly virtual control of I
Mediterranean and protects her A
rican possessions. The day © Iy
Greater Ttaly has come unless Ita >
lacks the courage to seize the opp?
tunity. a

Austria-Hungary is reduced tO.t
sad plight through her alliance
Germany. Her statesmen hav
blind to the lessons of the past: de-
half a eentury—ever since the 1¥
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fensible attack upon Denmark— Aus-
tria has been the catspaw of Prussia.
She was the first, in 1866, to feel the
Pressure of Prussian ambition. But
ISmarck was a wily diplomat, and
took care not to humiliate Austria un-
dul}’-_ The Berlin Conference gave
Austria the Protectorate of Bosnia
and Herzegovina—a gift that has
Proved the undoing of the Dual Mon-
rchy, When Austria annexed these
Provinces in 1908 she went out of her
Way to humiliate Russia, and she is
?OW paying the price of her stupid
olly. Italy has been wiser in her
g(t;‘:neratlon and has been careful for
me years past to effect what Bis-
Marck termed re-insurance policies.
Odeed, Italy, by her cultivation of
800d relations with the Triple En-
rzhtg, 18 paving the way for the

alization of what Mr. Asquith calls
markuropean partnership. The re-
o made by a famous German
i eSman to the Berlin correspond-
g of The Times on the eve of the
e 18 typical of Germany’s attitude
. vau‘d her deluded ally. Asked what
aga; ould do if the punitive expedition
cSumst  Serbia failed, he replied:

; at bqsinqss, in Heaven’s name,
skull‘?’f’ mine if Austria smashes her
Daigﬁ Throug_hout the eastern cam-
lesgly the Austrians have been ruth-
era) ste‘]{%ployed by the German gen-
ag&insta not so much as a barrier
Titop the invasion of Austrian ter-
sian Y 88 a buffer to prevent the Rus-

§ from occ i i
£ e upying the sacred soil

of }}g‘key 18 also paying the penalty
flateq hshort-mghted folly. That in-
delihep umbug, Enver Pasha, who has
County a}el.v wrecked his own and his
the Gey S career, hecame the tool of
Uy llntlﬁn:}? S, who worked on his van-
Dowey ey had the country in their
the p}‘ls e Allied fleets are foreing
Bnyape 8¢ of the Dardanelles, and
Met Wistharn}y of the Caucasus has
With dls&§ter in a fierce battle
Daggag te Russians on the snow-clad
key» uen tbousand feet high. Tur-
“erainty over Egypt has been
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brought to a dramatic close by the
elevation of the country to a Sultan-
ate, and the succession of the ex-
Khedive’s uncle to the throne. This
bold move has checkmated Turkey’s
attempt to fan the flames of a Holy
War in Egypt, the Soudan, and In-
dia. The suicidal policy of the Young
Turks has solved the problem that has
so long endangered the peace of
Europe. The future of Turkey now
depends on the clemency of the Allied
nations. The Russians already ecall
Constantinople by its old name, Czar-
grad.

Having failed to reach Calais, Ger-
many’s war against Great Britain has
entered upon a phase so tragically
familiar in Belgium. The bombard-
ment of unfortified places and the
massacre of women and children, as
at Searborough, Whithy, and Hartle-
pool, has inaugurated a system of
guerilla warfare which can achieve
no military purpose. Aeroplane at-
tacks may follow before these notes
see the light of day. A large aerial
fleet is displaying unusual activity on
the Belgian coast and great precau-
tions are being taken in England
against a surprise visit.

One of the venerable relics of me-
disevalism, secret diplomacy, is fast
passing away. It is no longer com-
patible with the rights and privileges
of a responsible and educated democ-
racy. Like many other anachronisms
it is perishing at the hands of its
friends. At no period in history has
public opinion been so sedulously
moved as during the last six months.
Wide publicity has been given to all
the secret negotiations that preceded
and led up to the war. We have had
the British White Paper, the Russian
Orange Book, the Belgian Gray Book,
the German White Book, and the
French Yellow Book. The question
is raised why, if it is proper to pub-
lish these seeret documents now, it
should not have been equally permis-
sable to publish them before the war !
Tt is contended, and with some show
of reason, that the publication of all
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these facts before the war might have
averted the conflict. The peoples who
now pay the piper had practically no
voice in calling the tune. The con-
trol of foreign policy by the British
Parliament, instead of by a secret
Cabinet of Ministers—in some cases
by the Foreign Minister alone—has
been the subject of agitation for some
time past in the British Commons.
The vigorous enforcement of press
censorship in Great Britain, together
with military law, have combined
to raise the whole question in a form
which will compel attention when the
war is over. Open diplomacy may
have its drawbacks, but in the twen-
tieth century there is a good deal to
be said in favour of a modification
of the methods of the Foreign Office.
Up till the outbreak of war it was a
debatable question .among British
parties whether Britain was commit-
ted to aid France by sending British
troops to fight on the European con-
tinent. Yet all the time—unknown
te Parliament—the Foreign Office had
committed the country definitely to
the support of its meighbour. Few
will question the wisdom of the course
adopted, but the policy of secrecy by
means of which the country is kept in
the dark in regard to its responsi-
bility in the matter is foreign to the
spirit of the times. The close of the
war will doubtless witness a revival
of the agitation for Parliamentary
control, and for more clearly-defined
relations between the self-governing
nations of the Empire.

‘While the war is progressing fav-
ourably for Britain and her Allies,
and the cleaning-up process in Af-
rica and elsewhere goes on uncheck-
ed, public interest has been diverted
for a time to the attitude of the Unit-
ed States touching the rights of neu-
tral shippers. An exchange of views
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between the British and United States
Governments places the latter in a
very unfavourable light as a nation
which, having ignored the German
violation of treaties, steps in as the
champion of the Copper Kings who
have been shipping contraband of
war through neutral countries to Ger-
many. These are the same Copper
Kings who some time ago shot down
women and children in a labour dis-
pute. It is naturally to be expected
that their sympathies go out to their
traffic in copper, and not to the wives
and children of British and French
soldiers killed to enhance the profits
of these soulless magnates. The Brl-
tish Government agreed to forgo
search in the ease of vessels inspected
before leaving port by British Con-
sular officials. A modus vivendi may
be arranged whereby United States
shipping certified by the Americant
Government may avoid delay or de-
tention. Sir Edward Grey’s state-
ment of the case was a dignified pro-
test against the sacrifice of Britis

lives through the shipment of contra-
band to the enemy from a mneutrd

country that through its press has 80
vehemently voiced its abhorrence ©

Geerman methods of warfare. Brital
cannot forgo her rights as a bellige’”
ent, and there is no reason to believ®
that public opinion in the Unite

States would in this case place the md-
terial interests of the shippers befor¢
the lives of the men who are battling
in Flanders and France for the caus®
of higher civilization. Here again the
blame is not entirely on the Americal
side. Even such an authority as The
Times (London) admits that <“many
of the awkwardnesses of the preser

situation would be got rid of if the
Foreign Office would act a little Iﬂorz
promptly. and, above all, a little mor

publicly.”’
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CHRONICLES OF CANADA

Eprrep By Groree M. WronG axp H,
H. Laneron. Toronto: Glasgow,
Brook and Company.

T has remained for this series of
Chronicles to demonstrate com-
pletely the fact that the history of
anada lends itself with peculiar apt-
Ness to treatment in the form of
Separate and distinet narratives. And
I apposition to their distinctiveness
ése Chronicles compose en masse a
Comprehensive review of the history of
anada from its dawn down to ‘‘The
Day of Sir Wilfrid Laurier’” and
The Railroad Builders.”” All this
We attest after reading twelve vol-
Umes, the first section of the whole
Irty-two to be delivered in three
Sections to the subscribers. Many his-
Ories of Clanada have been published,
& few of them good but most of them
ad, yet in all truthfulness it can be
3d that these Chronicles embrace
She fivss Canadian history that will
®read and enjoyed by any great mass
of the people. At first thought it
d“'Oqld seem as if the plan were too
aTing to he practicable, as if it would
te Impossible to get a score of writers
€W to the line and not overlap—
I_.Ott un amuck into one another’s ter-
ory.  But whether it is due to the
ggod Sense of the writers or the astute
Tuting of the editors, we find very
“‘7“’ Passages that are common to any
ie]o Volumes. The first twelve Chron-
er: S display the work of eight writ-
s and they display also the excel-
Judgment that was aroused in

@

t 5 A
he7ch0108 of writers and the allot-
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ment of subjects. Although the high
standard of the writing is approach-
ed with remarkable evenness, one
could not hope to find another chap-
ter to compare with ‘‘Fit to go For-
eign”’ in William Wood’s amazingly
interesting volume entitled ‘‘All
Afloat.””  Colonel Wood gives us a
good account of all the styles of craft
that have figured in Canadian history
from the time when Champlain sail-
ed from Honfleur to Tadousae, in
eighteen days, down to 1908, when
the Prince of Wales (now King
George) steamed from land to land in
sixty-seven hours on his return home
from the tercentenary celebration at
Quebec. In ‘‘Fit to go Foreign’’ he
describes the life aboard a ‘‘Blue-
nose’’ sailing vessel during a voyage
from a Nova Seotian port round the
Horn. In a series of books that con-
tain many lofty passages one does not
wish to praise unduly anything in
particular, but, in a word, ‘‘Fit to go
Foreign’’ is fit to be placed beside
Stevenson and Conrad. We reprint
a paragraph :

The “‘Vietoria’’ is manned by the hus-
bands, fathers, sons, and brothers of the
place where she was built. Her owners
are the leaders of the little neighbour-
hood, and her cargo is home-grown. She
carries no special ecarpenter and sailmark-
er, like a Britisher, because a Bluenose
has an all-round crew, every man of which
is smart enough, either with the tools or
with the fid and palm and needle for or-
dinary work, while some are sure to be
equal to any special job. She, of course,
carries two suits of canvas, her new best
and older second best. Each sail has re-
quired more skill than tailors need to

make a perfect fit in clothes, because there
is a constant strain on sails, exceeding, if
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possible, the strains on every other part.
But before sail is made, her anchor is

hove short, that is, the ship is drawn along

by her ecable till her bows are over it.
¢«‘Heave and she comes!’’ ‘‘Heave and
she must!’’ ‘‘Heave and bust her!’’ are
grunted from the men straining at the
longbars of the capstan, which winds the
tightening cable in. ¢‘Click, click, glick-
ety click’’ go the pawls, which drop every
few inches into ecavities that, keeping
them from spliping back, prevent the cap-
stan from turning the wrong way when
the men pause to take breath. ¢‘Break
out the mud-hook!’’ and 'a tremendous
combined effort emsues. Presently a sud-
den welcome slack shows that the flukes
have broken clear. The anchor is then
hove up, catted, and fished.

¢ A1l hands maks sail!’’ sings out the
mate. The wind is nicely on the starboard
quarter, that is, abaft the beam and for-
ward of the stern, which gives the best
chance to every sail. A wind dead aft,
blanketing more than half the canvas, is
called a lubber’s wind. A soldier’s wind
is one which comes square on the beam,
and so makes equally plain sailing ‘out
and back again. What sail a full-rigged
ship can carry! G52y

¢¢All hands make sail!’”’ TUp go some
to loose the sails aloft, while others stay
on deck to haul the ropes that hoist the
sails to the utmost limit of the canvas.
The jibs and spanker generally go up at
once, because they are useful as an aid to
steering. The staysails generally wait.
The jibs and staysails are triangular, the
spanker a quadrangular fore-and-after. The
square sails made fast to wide-spreading
yards are the omes that take most haul-
ing. But setting the sails by no means
ends the work at them. Trimming is quite
as important. Every time there is the
slightest shift in the course or wind, there
ought to be a corresponding shift of trim
so as to cateh every breath the sail can
hold. To effect this with the triangular
sails a sheet must be slacked away or
hauled more in; while, in the case of the
square sails on the yards, a brace must be
attended to.

Our Bluenose mate now thinks he can
get more work from his canvas. His voice
rings out: ‘‘Weather crossjack brace!’’
which means hauling the lowest and after-
most square sail more to windward. ‘¢ Wea-
ther crossjack brace!’’ sings out the time-
keeper, whose duty is to rouse the watch
as well as strike the bells that mark the
hours and halves. The wateh tramp off
and lay on to the weather brace, and
AB.’s—or able-bodied seamen—leading
the O.S.’s—ordinary seamen—at the tail.
Some one slacks off the less braces and
sings out ¢‘Haul away! ’7 " Then the watch
proceed to haul, with weird, wild cries in
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minor keys that rise and fall and rise
again, like the long-drawn soughing of the
wind itself. ¢‘BEh—heigh—o—ai? Eh—
heigh—ee! Eh—hugh!’’ In comes the brace :
till the trim suits the mate, when he calls
out, ‘‘Turn the crossjack brace!’’ which
means making it fast on a belaying pin.
The other braces follow. By the time the
top-gallant braces are reached only two
hands are needed, as the higher yards are
naturally much lighter than the lower
OTIORE i cniebr o

Squalls need smart handling. Black
squalls are nothing, even when the s0ip
lays over till the lee.rail’s under a sluic-
ing rush of broken water. But a really
wicked white 'squall requires luffing, that
is, bring her head so close to the wind
that it will strike her at the acutest angle
possible without losing its pressure in the
right direction altogether. The officer of
the wateh keeps one eye to windward,
makes up his mind what sail he’ll shorten,
and then yells an order that pierces the
wind like a shot, ‘‘Stand by your roYy
halliards!’’ As the squall swoops dowrn
and the ship heels over to it he yells agall,
¢¢T,et go your royal halliards, clew Jem Up
and make ’em fast!’”’ Down come the
yards, with hoarse roaring from the thrash-
ing canvas. But then, if no second squ:
is coming, the mate will cut the clewing
short with a stentorian ¢‘Masthead the
yards again!’’—on which the wateh lay 01"
to the halliards and haul—Ahoy! Aheigh!
Aho—oh! TUp she goes!

We have mentioned the good juds:
ment shown in the selection of the
writers. ‘The Seigneurs of Old Can-
ada’’ was entrusted to William Ber
nett Munro, a Canadian who has dis-
tinguished himself as a professor Y
history at Harvard and who is ac
knowledged to be an authority on
French Canadian history. ¢ The Daw?®
of Canadian History,”’ *‘the Marinet
of St. Malo,”’ and ‘‘Adventurers 0
the Far North’’ were given to 1
fessor Stephen Leacock, who as wel
as being a humourist is a serious sti]
dent of history. Besides ‘‘All Aﬂ?ﬁt s
we have from Colonel Wood :‘The
Passing of New France’’ and Thh
Winning of Canada,’’ both of whic
convince the reader of the autho™”
close study of the history of his nz_
tive Province. Quebec, indeqd» B ot
ceives the lion’s share of this ﬁraq
lot, for we have as well, by Thoﬂ; !
Chapais, ‘‘The Great Intendenti,le
which is an excellent account of
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work of Jean Talon in Canada. Talon
- Was a great zealot in behalf of the
early settlers, but some of his methods,
especially to encourage temperance,
Would shock a few reformers of to-
day. Mr. Chapais tells us that Talon
thought that ‘“one of the best means
of combatting the immoderate use of
Spirits was the setting up of brew-
eries,’” which as well would help agri-
culture. Then we have ‘‘The Adven-
turers of England on Hudson Bay,’’
by Agnes C. Laut, in which there is
an all too brief account of a naval
battle, in 1697, in Hudson Bay, be-
tween specially despatehed fleets of
the French and the English. The re-
Sult did not add glory to either side,
the aceount crediting to wind and
WVave much of the disaster common to
Oth fleets. ““The United Empire
Loyalists,” by W. Stewart Wallace, a
Teliable contributor to Canadian his-
torica] literature, is remarkable for
s frank consideration of a subject

at usually is treated with too much

eference. “The purpose and place of

€Se early settlers in Canada is en-
frtainingly told, and the author is
:‘}?t afraid to record that many of
them were common people and not of
: fe Superior stock from which some
them undoubtedly issued. ‘‘Path-
tders of the Plains,”” by Lawrence
L‘ib urpee, librarian of the Carnegie
cor Xy at Ottawa, is a faithful re-
it of the attempts of a native-born
V‘gnadlan, Pierre Gaultier de la
th rendrye, and his sons to explore
the West and discover a sea beyond

€ Mmountains,
further word should be said
““The Seigneurs of Old Can-
Yepy by Professor Munro, for it
X esents within the compass of 150
auﬁfs the gist of knowledge that the
ing Or spent many years in aequir-
Sing | € revelation it gives of the
Sot] ar conditions affecting early
iy .oment in the Province of Quebec
4 dVIVId and intensely interesting,
thay One sets the volume down feeling
Teaq vut few persons who have not
1t could possibly have a proper

aboyt,
ada, 2
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conception of life in a portion of Can-
ada during a period when the seig-
neurial system flourished.

While the Indian figures promin-
ently in many of the Chronicles, sev-
eral individual red men provide re-
spectively the subject for separate
volumes. The first of these to appear
is ““The War Chief of the Six Na-
tions,”” by Louis Aubrey Wood, which
is a fascinating biography of Joseph
Brant, whose monument stands in the
public park of Brantford, Ontario,
and whose last days were passed more
than a hundred years ago on his
estate near Hamilton.

The volumes are judiciously illus-
trated, and there are numerous maps.
Some of the illustrations are full-page
in colour, reproductions of paintings
by Kreighoff, Huot, Macnaughton,
Collier, Verner, Kane, Romney, Weir,
Lawrence, West, Reynolds, and many
others from public and private gal-
leries, as well as special drawings by
C. W. Jefferys.

s
aw

THE DEMI-GODS

By James StepHENS. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.

THIS is another of Mr. Stephens’s

inimitable novels. To classify it
as a novel seems as if restricting it to
too narrow a compass, for there is in
most of this author’s work a peculiar
quality that is not mere story-telling.
As may be inferred from the title,
the Demi-gods are three angels. These
angels come to earth, and for a period
of several months they become the
close companions of two Irish vaga-
bonds, Patsy McCann and his daugh-
ter Mary. They have a donkey and
cart, and they go up and down the
country in quest of food, a quest that
Patsy follows with ‘‘the skill and per-
tinacity of a wolf or vulture.’”” There
is a delightful deseription of the ar-
rival of the angels one night when
the tramps are eating supper in the
warmth of their brazier. But it is
the kind of book that one must read
for oneself.
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WHAT CAN I KNOW!

By G. TruMBuLL Lapp. New York:
Longmans, Green and Company.

R. TRUMBULL here gives us an

inquiry into truth, its nature, the
means of its attainment, and its rela-
tions to the practical life. No person
seems to have discovered as yet just
what the human mind is capable of
knowing, excepting, of course, the
well-known truism that nothing can
be said to be true except that fact in
itself, namely, that nothing can be
said to be true. But Dr. Ladd is not
quite so restrictive in his inquiries as
that. His volume will be found inter-
esting to those even who never have
studied philosophy or metaphysies.

N

&

THE PATROL OF THE SUN
DANCE TRAIL

By Rarpa Coxnor. - Toronto:
Westminster Company.

HERETOFORE we have deplored
the falling off in the quality of
this author’s work. The latest novels
from this pen, which at one time was
at least virile, are commonplace and
lacking in inspiration. ‘‘Corporal
Cameron’’ is perhaps the worst of
the lot, although ¢ The Patrol,” which
is a sequel to it, is not much better.
They are intended to display heroism,
but it is the kind of heroism for
which the staging is always set in ad-
vance.

The

M.
w

CHILDREN OF LOVE

By Harorp Mongro. London: The
Poetry Bookshop.

THERE is in this little collection,
with its chaste gray cover and
heroic drawing of Cupid, some fine
passages of limpid poetry—cool, re-
freshing, grass-margined. The first
poem gives title to the booklet, an odd
thing imagining a meeting between
Jesus and Cupid. There are several
descriptive poems, one or two sugges-
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tive of the war, and one that we shall
not classify, but quote:
THE REBELLIOUS VINE

One day, the vine

That clomb on God’s own house

Cried, ‘I will not grow,”

And, ““I will noz grow,’’

And, ‘“I will not grow,”’

And, 7 will not grow. ’

So God leaned out his head,

And said:

¢¢You need not.”’ Then the vine

Fluttered its leaves, and cried to all the
winds:

¢¢Oh, have I not permission from the
Lord?

And may I not begin to cease to groW‘l”

But that wise God had pondered on the
vine

Before He made it.

And, all the while it laboured not to grow,

It grew; it grew;

And all the time God knew.

e
58

SINGSONGS OF THE WAR

By Mavgice Hewrerr. London: The
Poetry Bookshop.

HERE is a little booklet of Wwar
verse by an author who for the
time at least has forgotten himself.
He writes trippingly, for the averag®
man, and is not averse to a pleasantry
or mild satire:

O, England is an island,

The finest ever seen;

They say men come to England
To learn that grass is green.
And Englishmen are now at wal,
All for this, they say,

That they are free, and other men
Must be as free as they.

A
o,

—_The following books have bee’
added to the Home University Lib-
rary: ‘‘History of Scotland,”’” by ¥
S. Tait, professor of Scottish h'lSt"n;
and literature in the University g
Glasgow; ‘‘Russian Literature,”. ®¥
the Honourable Maurice Baring :
““Phe Ancient East,”” by D. G- 0_
garth, keeper of the Ashmolean MUS
eum, Oxford; ‘‘Political ThougP
from Bacon to Halifax,”’ by G- d
Gooch; ‘“The Wars Between Englaﬂo__
and America,” by T. C. Smith, %fﬂ‘
fessor of Americon history 11 .
liams College, Williamstown, Ma
(Toronto: William Briggs).
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British to the Backbone

Bovril is and always has been British. Bovril took its
origin in Canada ; it is blended and bottled in Canada ;
and employs thousands of Canadian work-people. All
the Directors are British, and, unlike some other beet
preparations, it owns no cattle on enemy territory.
Bovril is the mighty British body-builder, It is the
only food which has been proved by independent
scientific experiments to possess body-building powers
of from 10 to 20 times the amount taken.

[t-must-be- BOVRIL

Of all Stores, etc, at 1-0z. 25c.; 2-0z. 40c. ; 4-0z. 70c. ; 8-0z. $1.30; 16-0z. $2.25.
S.H.B. Bovril Cordial, large, $1.25; 5-0z.40c. 16-0z. Johnston’s Fluid Beef (Vimbos), $1,20

N

“ Made in « Spreads

like Butter ”’

INGERSOLL ﬁul(\ by dn

Cream Cheese G 6 7
The purest and finest of rote[}s

all Cream Cheese—so rich

in cream—so delicious in

flavor —s0 economical in
use. Makes all kinds of
tasty idishes—and just the

INGERSOLL
Pimento Cheese
Sweet Spanish Pi-
mentos blended
with INGERSOLL
CREAM CHEESE
Makes o delicious
de]iuacy. 10c. and

9%. a package.

INGERSOLL
Green Chile
Cheese

thing for dainty sandwiches.

ko e o i Piquant California

Green Chile blended
with INGERSOLL
CREAM CHEESE.
Good a nd tasty.

156, 4 pa kK aie,
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£ the Sphirx could |
j;el] hé* Secrets

if the Sphinx could whisper the
story of Ancient Egypt’'s queens
it would tell of the use of Palm and
Olive Oils, so that modern women
would appreciate even more the value of
Palmolive Soap.

They would realize why its creamy lather is
the most effective cleanser.

The peoples of ancient times that the Sphinx
knew could obtain Palm and Olive Oils only
in the crude, natural state. How they would
have reveled in the convenience and luxury of
their combination in

Palmolive Soap

Women who have made the acquaintance
of Palmolive Soap are enthusiastic followers of
the Palmolive doctrine of soap and water.

Because Palmolive is made from these same
Palm and Olive Oils—Nature’s greatest cleans-
ing agents. :

Palmolive Shampoo

A Palm and Olive Oil liquid soap that thoroughly
cleanses the hair and scalp. It contains no injurious - 5
gredients that will dry out the hair and make it brittle Threefold Sample Offer—
and dull. Liberat cake of Palmolive
bottle of Shampoo and tubeof
Cream,packed in neat sample

Palmclive Cream package, all mailed on re-

ceipt of five two-cent stamps.

reinforces the natural oil which keeps the skin smooth and
unwrinkled. Apply a little after washing and before going
to bed if you value a youthful complexion.

B. J. Johnson Soap Co., Limited
155-157 George St., Toronto, Ont.
American Address: B. J. Johnson Soap Co., Milwaukee, Wis.
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Burning‘

The Candle

At Both Ends

means shortened life for the candle.

Harmful habits of food and
drink added to the natural wear
and tear of work and play, bring
about the same result in the hu-

man body.

An ordinary cup of coffee con-
tains about 2% grains of caffeine,
a poisonous habit-forming drug.

“Both tea and coffee,” says
a prominent physician, “impair
digestion and produce various dis-
orders of the nerves, and lead to
arteriosclerosis or hardening of the
arteries, among the results of which
are Bright's disease, apoplexy and
premature old age.”

There you have it—Premature

Old Age for coffee drinkers.
Why risk health and comfort for a few cups of coffee?

A steaming cup of

POSTUM

—the pure food-drink

—made of wheat and a bit of wholesome molasses—has a delicious coffee-like
avour, but is free from caffeine or other injurious substance.

Thousands of former coffee drinkers now use POSTUM.

‘““There’s a Reason’’
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|l New Taste, New Flavor

for Familiar Desserts.

Tapioca pudding, custards, gelatine,
—the sauces you make for desserts—

can be delightfully changed with
A simple, safe and effective treatment,‘avoiding drugs.

Vaporized Cresolene stops the paroxysms of Whooping

Cough and relieves spasmodic Croup at once. | You'll like its delicious
It is a BOON to sufferers from Asthma. flavor in whipped cream,

The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inspired with ‘ 9 :
every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore | ice cream, candies.
\
|
|

For Whooping Cough, || |
Spasmodic Croup,
Asthma, Sore Throat,
Coughs, Bronchitis, [
| Colds, Catarrh. ‘

\
&

Used while you sleep 2

throat and stops the cough, assuring restful nights.
Cresolene relieves the bronchial complications of Scar-

let Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in the treat- canesugar make splendid
ment of Diptheria.

Cresolene's best recommendation is its 30 years of syrup for hot cakes—
successful use. Send us postal for Descriptive Booklet easy andvery economical.

For Sale by all Druggists. : e

Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the ir- 1 Loty or apelic

ritated throat, composed of slippery elm bark, licorice, | If yours does not, write

sugar and Cresoline. They can't harm you. Of your
druggist or from us, 10 cents in stamps.

Mapleine, hot water and

Crescent Manufacturing Co.
The VAPO-CRESOLENE CO, || Dept. H., Seattle, Wash.

Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada. ‘ Send 2c. stamp tor Recipe Book.

VICKERMAN'’S |
WEAR WELL
SERGES !/EAR, 55t
Black—Blues—Greys
Absolutely the best Cloths sold in Canada

&L BVIGKERMAN &SONSI™> 94

This name in gold along the edge every three yards.

NISBET & AULD, Limited b - TORONTO

Wholesale Selling Agents in Canada. -
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Old Dutch is Sanitary
Therefore Safe
Beware of
Caustics and Acids
Particularly on Your
Cooking Utensils

MADE IN CANADA
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TRADE

SHEFFIELD -

Known the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

CurLers TOo His MAJESTY

MARK

2 ENGLAND

------

- ™ Plain Sauce Chili Sauce Tomato Saucé

Mm—;“ s
W. CLARK, Limited

A palatable and nourishing meal pre-
pared from the highest grade beans and
flavoured with delicious sauces.

Cooked to perfection and requiring to
be warmed for a few minutes only, they
provide an ideal summer dish and save
you the labour and discomfort of pre-
paration in a hot kitchen.

The 2's tall size is sufficient for ap
ordinary family.

s
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Fed on
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Remember the

Wealth of
Vitality That
Lies in

Quaker Oats

Oa.ts are for animals needing spirit and strength—for horses, not for placid cows.
his is Nature’s vim-food. Here she concentrates the very essence of energy.

aActiyi ha_t is why Quaker Oats is so essential to children. To countless grown-ups, too. It means
' )I'r Vivacity, power for work or play.
pl“mp,t should be Quaker Oats because these are the choicest grains. We pick just the rich,

giveg best-fed oats for Quaker. Their flavor and aroma make the dish inviting. Their fullness
the utmost vim-producing power.
ind out how quickly two big dishes daily can make lanquid people bubble with vitality.

Quaker Oats

The Luscions Form of Vim-Food

Ten

e
&om thgoc\}l]an per bushel is all we get hundred nations it is the premier morn-
ar CCause gl g Oats that grow. That Large Package ing dish.

= disCardad the puny, starved grains 0 Here it is handy to you. Every grocer
of oV get ie 1 = - c £ hasit. A simple call for Quaker Oats
A the gr 0 these flakes just the cream Contains a piece of imported brings it to you always, and at no extra
od yoy A, rich in precious elements. china from a celebrated Eng- price.

e 8¢t here a flavor, enhanced by lish pottery. We urge that it pays, in a tood like

" Prog A -
dehclous?ss' which makes the dish extra- this, to serve the most likable form.

You want it eaten in abundance—want

Regular Package

g —_— ) a
:hat o:tef Oats is 80 rare.and exquisite C it eaten often. The way to insure that
end to u;’\'ers. from all the world over, These prices do not is to serve it in this tempting form.
O getit, In the homes of a apply in Far West. One serving will convince you.

a
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Read what
this Mother

says:

°
‘I am the mother of eleven Childreg
and have brought them all upP a
Robinson’s ‘‘Patent’’ Barley, since theﬁ
were a fortnight old; they were aw
fine healthy babies. My baby 15 “oes
just seven weeks old, and impfo"r
daily. A friend of mine had 2 vell}’
delicate baby which was gl'ad“aral
wasting away, and she tried sevey
kinds of food, and when I saw her
recommended her the ‘Patent’
and it is almost wonderful how th have
¥ has improved since taking it. 28
ROBINSON S recommended it to several peOPIE’.eS’
I think it is a splendid food for bab; 10
and I advise every mother that au :
y hand t0 "y

T bring up her baby b ¢
PA }EN I BARLEY Robinson’s ‘Patent’ Barley, aS ;
unequalled.”
gets the credit for the health, g = GOOdalh ad
£ this f 1 £ el 12 Mount Ash Ro ’E’
o is family of eleven. . . Sydenham Hill, S. n’
MAGOR SON & CO. Limited, Can. Agents, MONTREAL London, Engl#
_/

\

The best surprise is always Ganong’s

/
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" [|First aid to the Injured |

After the skilled surgeon has repaired the broken

body it remains for the trained nurse to assist Nature
In restoring wasted tissue and building up the body
Into new life and strength by giving a food that con-
tains the necessary body-building material in digestible
Orm. As a builder of healthy tissue nothing equals

Shredded Wheat

4 natural, elemental food made of the whole wheat steam-
Cooked, shredded and baked in the cleanest, finest, most hygienic
©0d factory in the world. Shredded Wheat is always the same
Quality, always the same price.

For breakfast heat the Biscuit in the oven to
restore crispness; then pour hot milk over it,
adding a little cream. Salt or sweeten to suit
the taste. Better than mushy porridges for the
chilly days. Deliciously nourishing for any
meal with stewed prunes, sliced bananas,
baked apples or fruits of any kind.

e es

Made only by

The Canadian Shredded Wheat Co., Limited
Niagara Falls, Ont.
Toronto Office: 49 Wellington Street E.

Ul
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Satisfies the longing for a Perfect Cup of Coffee

Packed in one and two pound tins only.

CHASE & SANBORN MONTREAL

OUR dress-maker endorses D & A

Corsets, unless prejudice or a larger
profit on some other brand warps her
judgment.

Skilled tailors like to fit a woman wearing the latest
models of D & A Corsets, as they assure correct lines,
We recommend No. 842, as_illustrated for medium
figures, its graceful lines adding to the natural beauty
while allowing great freedom of movemeut.

It retails at $6.00 quite one half cheaper than imported
corsets of similar grade. Sold by all popular stores and
guaranteed bv the makers :

THE DOMINION CORSET CO., QUEBEC.

Makers also of the LADIVA Corsegs.
14

NON
RUSTABLE

CORSETS
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We Surely Have

Great Breakfasts
At Our House

Boys enthuse about Puffed Wheat and Rice.
There's many a food which they enjoy, but these
they revel in.

Each grain is like a toasted nut, made thin
and crisp and porous. Each is a bubble, blown to
airy lightness by millions of steam explosions.
all e E?Ch is a confection, yet it is all food and made—by Professor Anderson’s process—so it

ests.

Goodies Without Cream
Bia The chief delight in many a cereal lies in the cream and sugar. Puffed Wheat and Puffed
are goodies when one eats them dry. Countless children carry them at play.
Sand Servsad in milk—like bread or crackers—they are fascinating morsels. They are used in
Y making and as garnish for ice cream.
Imagine how such tid-bits taste when served with cream and sugar or mixed with fruit.

T ST
Puffed Rice,

15C West

> AAAAAAAAAAA ~ AAAAAAAAA

These grains served in puffed form insure easy, complete digestion. Every food granule
ted to pieces. Other methods break part of the granules. This method breaks them all.
In Puffed Wheat and Rice you get not only the whole grain. You get every element in
O digest. When you know what this means, as your doctor does, you will serve these
I puffed form every time you can.

ry them all. Serve a different one each day.

The Quaker Qats (Ompany

P Sole Maker
°t°'b°rough, Ont. vy Saskatoon, Sask.

IS blag

ores ¢
g l‘a.ins
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Beauty at

Sweet Sixteen

Comes Back When One Clears up the
Complexion by the Quick Acting
Stuart’s Calcium Wafers.

Pimples are an offense to others and a crime against yourself. Peo-
ple have only tolerated you because they considered the condition of
your face to be a misfortune against which you have no remedy. But
now that it is universally known that Stuart’s Caleium Wafers will
usually banish pimples, blackheads, blotches, eruptions, and liverspots,

your continued negligence will be considered inexcusable.

The person with a pimply face is always unattractive and at a dis-
advantage in society. Those ugly disfigurements set at naught the effect
of the most perfect features. If your face and figure had the classical
outlines of a Greek statue, a mass of pimples would still destroy your
beauty. A eclear, fresh skin is absolutely essential to any real beauty.

A beautiful complexion is dependent on a rich, pure, abundant
supply of blood to the skin. Calcium sulphide has long been recognized
as one of the most effective of blood purifiers. Quickly converting al
impurities into gaseous form that readily escapes from the pores, !
purifies the blood in remarkably short order. Caleium sulphide is the
chief constituent of Stuart’s Caleium Wafers, which contain besides;
cortain mild alteratives that invigorate the blood. You will be delighted

at the rapidity with which all face disorders will disappear, once the
blood has been cleansed of its impurities through their use.

You have a right to beauty and health and happiness. You have
a right to the admiration and respect of others. Take the step that wil
gain you all of these. Get a 50c box of Stuart’s Calecium Wafers ©
your druggist and win back your birthright. A small sample packag®
mailed free by addressing F. A. Stuart Co., 175 Stuart Bldg., Marshall:
Mich.

/

>
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UG DOVEREIGN ETX
“0IVIDUAL CLEAN-QUT Dooe:

WHY is there a sepa-

rate clean - out
door between each sec-
tion of the “Sovereign,”
instead of only one
door, covering all the

sections, as 1n other
Hot Water Boilers?

BECAUSE opening one small door at a time, when removing soot

40d ashes from the boiler sections, admits the smallest possible cur-
r ¥ . z s
€0t of cold air to chill the water that has been heated for circulation
t s chipibliong "

O the Radiators. These ‘‘individual clean-out doors” are one of

t : ; b e
he minor improvements of the ‘‘Sovereign” that show how care-

fi ; .
Uly it has been designed to promote fuel economy and increase

t . :
he heating capacity of this standard type of Hot Water Boiler.

“WESTERN JR.- “SOVEREIGN”
BOILERS - RADIATORS

. COMPANY, LIMITED A3
%}0!1&;;1\1088 King Street West. Calgary—P. D. McLaren, Ltd., 622 Ninth Ave.
VCouver 6 Craig St. West. St. John, N.B.——W. H. Campbell, 16 Water St.
lnnipeer\lo']O Homer Street. QLlcbec, Que.—Mechanic's Supply Co.
&~Vulcan Iron Works. Hamilton, Ont.—W.W. Taylor, 17 Stanley Ave.

Head Office and Founderies: Guelph, Canada
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DO YOU KNOW THAT THE PRESENT RUSH OF
SETTLERS TO CANADA REPRESENTS
A NEW SETTLER EVERY MINUTE
OF OUR WAKING HOURS?

Have you ever CONSIDERED what makes

CANADA such an ATTRACTIVE FIELD
for SETTLEMENT ?

\

The Canada of today is a land of Peace and
Plenty, a place of Sunshine and Big Crops, a
country whose soil spells WHEAT and out of
whose farms thousands are growing rich.

Already CANADA'S per capita wealth is the greatest
in the WORLD.

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS WRITE TO:—

of
W D. SCOTT, Superintendent ot Immigration, OTTAWA, CANADA’lénd,
J. OBED SMITH, Asst. Supt. of Emigration, 11-12 Charing Cross, London, S. W., Eng

>
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Stop Cheating Yourself
It's absurd to risk the per-
manency . (for
even the neat-
ness) of your
records for the
sake of the piti-
ful savings you

can make by
using poor car-
bon paper.

Yese;s%

MARK

Canadian Beauty
Blectric Air Heater

Spri:[;hxs portable Heater is specially designed tor the
air iniand Fall months, as it will take the chill from the
Moder tg‘(l)od sized room in a short time, and even in
at lim: €ly cold weather will heat an average sized room
Nurge cost. It is very convenient for ths bath room,
Tl'y. den or library.

Th :edRadlator is squIied with seven feet of Heater

limp sgck:tttachment plug and can be attached to any

Y

!
(—3F
a§
(=)
=

CARBON PAPER

never fades. It gives (in black or blue) copies that will
be legible for all time. Its smooth surface makes all the
letters on a page evenly distinct. It is really economical
because one sheet is good for 100 letters and 20 copies
can be made at one writing.

Send for FREE Sheet of MultiKopy
F. S. WEBSTER CO., 363 Comgress St., BOSTON, MASS.
New York Chicago Philadelphia Pittsburgh
Makers of Star Brand Typewriler Ribbons

show; WRITE FOR CATALOGUE
Use, g other Electrically Heated Devices for Domestic

SSSSSSSSESSSS

RENFREW ELECTRIC MFG. CO., LTD.
- Renfrew, Ont., Canada

m:w can anyone doubt the concentrated strength,
o'k mental and physical refreshment, in a bottle” of
> Neefe's “PILSENER” Lager, when Prof. Gaertner
lh:: Jhis famous book—“Manual of Hygiene"”—states
Snd one quart of beer is equal in food value to three

one-tenth pounds of bread, and one ounce of meat.”

OFf al| pure foods
O’KEEFE’S PILSENER LAGER

c .
a0 be said to be absolutely pure.

ientiﬁCa" . ) %
y brewed in the O’Keefe way from only the finest
H°PS, choicest Barley ;T}‘]"alt and filtered Water it is abso-

lu :
st.tel)’ pure and healthful, rich in food values and mildly
mulating,

der
a case to- ' 3z
e to-day at your dealer’s. crcBatesmOr
TONONTO
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Installed in Victoria Hospital,
London, Canada.

DENNISTEEL

(LONDON, CANADA)

UNIT-CONSTRUCTION

Kitchen Shelving

HIS is the modern equipment for hospitals,
T institutions and residences. Made of -high

grade steel and finished with a superior enamel
thoroughly baked on. More durable and less bulky
than wood, absolutely sanitary and of splendid |
Built on the unit system, sections |
may be added at any time. Dennisteel is almost |
invariably the choice when investigated. We |
would like to know your equipment troubles in
We're sure we can be of service to you.

appearance.

this line.

THE DENNIS WIRE AND IRON
WORKS CO. LIMITED
LONDON

CANADA

TG T R RE O PN
AR S A S R
N B R N NI R i

There is nothing quité so
appetizing for Breakfast as

 Fearman’s Star Brand
Bacon.

and at the present price
there is nothing mor®
economical.

Ask your Grocer o7

Fearman’s Star Brand
Made by

F. W. Fearman Co., Limited'
Hamilton.

e

e
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SOLDIER OR
CIVILIAN?

Either Will Be
More Comfortable With

“CEETEE”

All Pure Wool Guaranteed Unshrinkable

UNDERCLOTHING

Worn by the Best People.
Sold by the Best Dealers.

t}i Protect every one against sudden changes in
€r and climate.

ffé‘f" 1 men advise pure wool as the best and safest
Tial to be worn next the skin.

p"_e;t:use pure wool is tke only material that really

anq vc.ts against sudden changes from cold to heat,
& p;i’:;.@ri?. it being a non-conductor ; it absorbs
@ ration rapidly and evenly and does not get
la"‘my and damp.p y 5 "
“CR 95t Economical Because Wears Longer

manuf;rEE ' all-wool unshrinkable underwear is
MErin Ctured from only the very finest Australian
again Unt'looh scoured and combed over and over
out 4,4 1! every particle of foreign matter is taken
be mad:very strand is as clean as it is possible to
Toin i -

‘?Cluts}xg carefully manufactured on expensive and
inary o ina hinery, very different from the or-
€ach g7 Yle of undearwear machinery—fashioning
Yage aqenent to fit the human form.™ It is all sel-
Join ;o k&'?s. therefore cannot come unravelled, every
lmderwer:rtted together, not sewn as with ordinary

It wiy
Wea

m;

Al
o BRITISH MATERIAL AND CANADIAN

MADE FROM START TO FINISH
; Particular
eople wear “CEETEE ”
Undercloth?ng hec‘:use they know it
to be the best

In Ay Sizes for Men, Women
and Children

The C, TumbnlldCo. of Galt

Limite,

GALT, ONTARIO 1518

= P

= e e
GUARANTE
o et e

The General
Says:is
Eggs are eggs—when your hens
don’tlay. A warm chicken house §
encourages the hens.
Make the roof—and sides too—of

Certain-teed

ROOFING

—The label guarantees it for 15
years—the three biggest mills in
the roofing industry are behind
that label.

No roofing “‘tests” can give you that
assurance.

Your dealer can furnish Certain-teed
Roofing in rolls and shingles—made

the General Roofing Mfg. Co., world’s
largest roofing manufacturers, East St
Louis, Ill., Marseilles, Ill., York, Pa.

[

RED
MAN

A Triumph of the Collar Makers’ Art in a
Split Front Collar.
20c or 3 for 50c

The distinctive style which makes the Red Man
collar different from all others is very marked in this
collar. A joy to the fastidious dresser.

For sale by Canada's best men’s stores.

EARL & WILSON - New York
Makers of Troy's best product.
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DON'T WEAR
A TRUSS?

After Thirty Years’ Experience I
Have Produced An Appliance
for Men, Women or Chil-
dren That Cures
Rupture.

I Send It On Trial,

If you have tried most everything else,
come to me. Where others fail is where
I have my greatest success. Send
attached coupon today and I will send

The above s C. E. Brooks, inventor of the Appliance,
who cured himselt and who is now giving others
the benefit of his experience. If ruptured,
write him today, at Marshall, Mich.
you free my illustrated book on Rupture
and its cure, showing my Appliance and
giving you prices and names of many
people who have tried it and were cured.
It gives instant relief when all others fail.
Remember, I use no salves, no harness,

no lies.

I send on trial ‘to prove what I say is
true. -You are the judge and once having
seen my illustrated book and read it you
will be as enthusiastic as my hundreds of
patients whose letters you can also read.
Fill out free coupon below and mail today.
It’s well worth your time whether you try
my Appliance or not.

FREE INFORMATION COUPON
Mr. C. E. Brooks,
1810 State St., Marshall, Mich.
Please send me by mail, in plain wrapper,
your illustrated book and full information about
your Appliance for the cure of rupture.

MADE IN CANADA

ACCOUNT BOOKS

MEMORANDUM
and PRICE BOOKS

LOOSE LEAF .,
LEDGERS and BINDE

COMPLETE STUCK&E
EVERY KIND, OR SPECT/g
PATTERNS OF ANY ST

MADE TO ORDER

lf a C’eﬂt‘uf

\ Established Over Ha 2

BROWN BROS-

Manufacturing Shtiolle‘;'R ONTO'

SIMCOE AND PEARL S'rs.,'f/

_
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IF THE BABY IS CUTTING TEETH
USE

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup
A SPLENDID REGULATOR
PURELY VEGETABLE-—NOT NARCOTIC

A TOILET TREASURE

e e

Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA
WATER

Without exception the
best and most popular
Toilet Perfume made

the Bath it is cooling

and reviving; on the

Handkerchief and for

general Toilet use it is

celightful : after Shaving

it is simply the very best
thing to use.

—

Ask your Druggist for it
Accept no Substitute ! J

It . stamps one “out of date

”»

to use ‘‘ white

| Phosphorous” matches.

It is now illegal to make ““ white phosphorous”
Matches, in a year’s time it will be unlawful
to sell them.

If youre strong for efficiency for “Made in
Canada” and “Safety First” you will use

ED\DY'S *SESQUI” NON-POISONOUS- MATCHES

—
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MR

FROM the ever-enduring music of the opera
to the popular songs and dances of the day—
not only in quality, but in infinite variety—the
Columbia may truly be termed an exponent of
what is best and most representative in the musi-
cal lore and literature of every age.

When you combine also Columbia tone-perfec- sosinassezssneesesdly |
tion and the exclusively Columbia control of tone- it
volume, by means of the tone-control “leaves,” ' (,‘!I!rllﬂf.l!?ﬂ'f"‘I'”"J’W'-” |
you have an instrument of music beyond compare. B

Ask any one of the 8500 Columbia dealers to demonstrate the various Granfonola
models—and remember there is a Columbia to meet every idea of size and price—from
$20. to $650. And every one, whatever its price, is a genuine Columbia in its
superior tone.

iMPORTANT NOTICE: All Columbia Records can be played on your disc
talking machine (if any standard make). :
lllu:;tmté‘(l 1:;:1
bia Grafono >
(,-)Ltc,”’ equipped };"th
clusive (éolul:lbl o

idual eco 2
$145, With ?{od’é
record racks 650'
from o $

Graphophone Co. Dealers wanted where we are mnot actively represen
Toronto, - Canada. for particulars.
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The Only Chill-

“ Made in Canada ”

COSGRAVES

XXX

proof Beer

is endorsed by Doctors

building up.

is pure and it stays pure. Put

dark, light-proof bottles.
On Sale at all Dealers

]| PORTER

Nurses as a tonic for convalescents
and those whose body requires

COSGRAVES XXX PORTER

and

up in

z27

\

noxy ill Educate You

o)
\'@':‘" to_o® but in a most gentle and positive

0 g
Athe oo Stand and walk erectly and
gi;’“lre‘l:g:?“ly—diaphm atiuxl]y.y

.h&l,llden' % Oshsuch physical defects as stooped
(501&10 e “OW and sore chest, difficult and
&ndl'w k athing, lung trouble, constant

THE MANDICK
Deep Breathing Educator

WEARERS SAY

Enclosed find check for
$4. Send 2 educators at
Have worn mine
5 days, very much pleas-
ed and want others for
friends. It has cured m

lung troubles in such
short time that it amaz-

Office Records. HOW TO OBTAIN A PATENT

WANTED, NEW IDEAS. Send for our List of

RETURNED

pATENTS geensts’l!‘eﬁg gx!‘ frl:eE Eaarch of Patent

and WHAT TO

INVENT with List of Inventions Wanted and Prizes FREE
offered for inventions sent free.. Patents advertised

Patent Buyers.

VICTOR J. EVANS & CO., 835F Washington, D.C.

simply and easily the TRUE method of und

THE MASTER CHORDS. Offers a genuine
remedy for ill-success. NOT dependent on will,
nor fulfilment of impossible conditions. A plain common-sense
work, explaining why Your Name is a “Wireless.” Teaching

erstanding and

handling the good and evil forces of vibration. 50 cenls.

iergggy t.hc;(s’ and will generally promote
ed me and my friends.
It has taught me the

.
s o o
“’,fme., vaelcal EfflC)ency correct method of
Me?,.e d‘mmn ]:{md children, especially those breathing and at the
s BAVe fonpaoeP. them indoors. Business LE3I0S time to walk erect.
h the oy 04 it 4 wonderful help. ]| 27 chest has

educat, 3 >
the - Shallow tor it i impossible to increased 2
el;: u) Br:;l::nbr“"’h- It is worn over inches and I
“Ot'gis f"‘ﬂ'femenm' weighs but $ oun- weigh more
hate, il o Comfortable and wil than ever.
Or annoy the wearer. tlel]r ed‘uca-
or has given

P
sicE | Not a Brace

The principal of the Man-
g“hey re. | dick Educator is entirely

me greater
capacity
mentally &
physically.

ng, new
Yoy ted a8 it is proven by the
o 9!35‘; fact that gntenm Yrere
Wisfigq granted by the gov-
5 glmment after amost
S gid demonstration,
lmi ::::l T ay
ing ) Mag) thhar day without it.
fong &0 educator with full
euit‘“e o nd under an’obsolute
Ngg " 1t e, dapcrfect satisfaction
e wil 'fr&;‘:gwen ityou are b
% sults send it back
o Tey m':f’d‘?leIY refund your s
rnent‘éhe“ ang & $2.00
(na 4 diaphragm me: - i
tural, ot ex%:ulﬂi«?fnm §

CHag, F.

J. BOYLE, 40 Gramercy Park, New York

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

Acknowledgedto
be the finest crea-
tion of Water=
proof Collars
ever mﬂdﬂ. 8.

to seey and buy

, mno other. Al
T“Ef“onal;:;‘g:,oaﬂ.zo stores or direct

68 FRAZER AVENUE
TORONTO

WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE

RY MURINE EYE REMED

No Smarting — Feels Fine— Acts Quickly.
Try it for Red, Weak, Watery Eyes and Gran-
ulated Byelids., Illustrated Bookin each Pack-
age. Murine is compounded by our Oculists—
Dot a‘‘Patent Medicine”—but used in successful
Physicians’ Practice for many years. Now dedi-
cated to the public and sold by Drugj ists at e
and b0c Per Bottle. Murine Kye Salvein Aseptic

Tubes, 26¢ and 60c. Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago
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HELP YOUR
STOMACH

Instant Relief from Gas, Indigestion and Pains
Quickly Comes from the Use of Stuart’s
Dyspepsia Tablets.

FREE SAMPLE PACKAGE TO ALL

Feeling in the stomach is not natural. When you know you have
a stomach it is time to help it. Gas, fermentation, foul breath, ete.,
indicate this. Accept the warning and aet at once.

There is no occasion to suffer from indigestion or any similar
stomach trouble when you can so easily get Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets.

There is scarcely a well-stocked drug or general store in Canada or
the United States but what considers these tablets part of their staple
stock. ;

Do not suffer in silence. Try Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets and do
so quickly so that you may become your old self as soon as possible.

The reasons why Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets are such a widely used
remedy are very easy to understand. These tablets contain almost the
same elements as the gastric juices of the stomach. And when your
stomach is sick and not working just right, it does not give out enough
of the natural digestive juices to properly take care of the food you eat.
So if you will only give the stomach a little help by taking a Stuart’s
Dyspepsia Tablet after meals you will relieve the stomach of its chief
duty and allow it the rest it needs to recuperate. One grain of the
active principle in a Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablet digests 3,000 grains of
food, whether you place it in a glass jar with cooked food or in your
stomach after you have eaten the food.

All druggists sell Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets and once you try
tlem you will never again wonder what to do for a disordered, weak,
scur and gassy stomach.

Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets are for sale at all druggists at 50c a box.

Send coupon below to-day and we will at once send you by mail, a
sample free. .

FREE TRIAL COUPON

F. A. Stuart Co., 201 Stuart Bldg.,, Marshall, Mich., send
-me at once by return mail, a free trial package of Stuart’s
Dyspepsia Tablets. ;
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2onds by Buying from us.

€ are Diamon -
e d Impor

!

141 RUGERS BR0S,
“«yizper?zqfe: 5 XK\ that Wears” :

We Terms 20 per cent down, $1-2-3"weekly. : Lt
8Uarantee you every advantage in price and quality. ‘
We i Write today for Catalog, it is free.

at's Diamonds to any part of Canada, for inspection
Ur expense. '

We IIEYments may be made weekly or monthly.
ca Ow a Special Discount ot 10 per cent for cash.
OB BROS. - Diamond/importers,
\\lgoronto Arcade, Toronto, Can.

\
FlTS Send for Free Book giving full particu-

R T S . HE bestargument for
rs o , the wor G » .

famous cure for Epilepsy and Fits— _Sllverware 1S t‘_) say that

URED Simpie home treatment. 25 years B it has proved its worth
success. Testimonials from all \ 3

parts of the world; over 1000 in one year th ro ugh service.. 1 84 7

. GQy
12, TRENCH’S REMEDIES, LIMITED RoGERs Bros.“Silver Plat

I. James chambers -2 TORONTO | that Wears” is sold :
. with an unquali-

fied guarantee

made possible by

an actual test of

over 65 years.

Earning $35 to $50 per Day
We furnish Complete Equipment. = i
Small capital starts you to a bigincome. Help =
—t Epsinesl_!. Our

exclusive plan puts you at otce into this pop= .5

d
é Caaiog, Pians and Details FREE

The Old Colony pat-
tern sh.awn here is a
Colonial design of
true simplicity, re-
fecting the dignity of
the older craftsman-
ship with the

beauty of today.

from our
Capital Mdse Co. 440 S.Dearborn St. Dpt.403

Cl;t-_.-.-——---—

hes Washed Rapidly

gr . .
Con €&t boon to the busy housewife, is the
Nor B Il ¢
e osg all Bearing Washer. Washes clothes
With , 7 clean three times as fast as she can do it

a 3 - ¢ Soldb
I°°le .nWash board. Does the trick, too, without N 1eoad i n}é
delic“eg a button or fraying an edge. Treats I dealers.

Eabrics very 8entl}l. . B Send for

. catalogue.
Co Ball s

=
L" dhlnk of all the R /

W

r ‘I‘W‘: the e"ﬂ:“ your clothes
th the, & ‘c"l’ Ball Bearing \
tllnk ow Uld save.  Just
‘Q:the' WO!:!l!:lmh longer our The World's
Bt ) how llst__ Thmk, Largest Malers
g do the Socir it would s
\r“nlilg s Washing on a

on llal most runs. itself
arings.  |t's
Clper you' s p
Wy, 2204 long time, " MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO.,
Limited
HAMILTOHQI. %NTARIO
. H ¢ | New Y M](..VJMDETJIOCONN. SAN FRANCISCO
£ EW YORK HICA
~ ONNO

w R & SON, Ltd., OTTAWA, ONT.
-

~---I--_— — —

B
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Z1G-ZAG HEAT TUBES
HEAT EVERY ROOM ALIKE

Choose a “Kelsey” and be
done with Furnace bother!

To have one room stifling and another scarcely warm is not only un-

satisfactory, but unhealthy. The “KELSEY" system of heating not

only ensures good ventilation, but an even distribution of heat. The

71G-ZAG heat tubes are entirely different from any other warm air

heater. The special form of construction gives them 61 square feet of
radiating surface for one square foot of grate surface. With an equal quantity
of fuel a “KELSEY " will warm two or three times more air than an ordinary
furnace, and circulate it more evenly.

Our booklet, to be had for the asking, tells you all about
it, and gives genuine Kelsey opinions. Read them.

The JAMES SMART MANUFACTURING Co., Limited
WINNIPEG, MAN. BROCKVILLE, ONT.

FOR HOME BUILDING

Milton Fireflash Brick is Particularly Desirable.

MILTON BRICK

“A Genuine Milton Brick Has The Name “MILTON ” on it

are of two distinct styles—red fireflash and buff fire-
flash. The colors—being natural to the shale—are
permanent and not effected by climate or weather.

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO. -  Dept »*
MILTON, ONTARIO
Agents for Fiske Tapestry Brick.

Toronto Office - - - - 50 Adelaide Street i
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ECONOMY :& BUTTER

By using the following recipe one

pound of Butter will double its weight

and cut your butter bill almost one-half:
BUTTER MIXTURE

1 1b. good butter | heaping teaspoonful Knox Gelatine
2 pint bottles milk teaspoonfuls salt
Take the top cream of two pint bottles of milk and add enough
of the milk to make one pint.
Soak the gelatine in two tablespoonfuls of the milk 10 minutes;
place dish over hot water until gelatine is thoroughly dissolved.
Cut the butter in small pieces and place same in a dish over hot
water until the butter begins to soften ; then gradually whip the
milk and cream and dissolved gelatine into the butter with a
Dover egg beater. After the milk is thoroughly beaten into the
butter add the salt to taste.
If the milk forms keep on beating until all is mixed in. Place on
ice or in a cool place until hard. If a yellow color is desired, use
butter coloring.

NOTE. This mixture is intended for immediate use,

and will do the work of two pounds of ordinary but-

ter for table use and for baking cakes, muffins, etc.

KNOX sparkLiNG GELATINE

is 4iso used to make Desserts, Jellies, Puddings, Ice Creams, Sherbets, Candies, etc.

Let us send you our recipe Pint sample (enough to make
book. : Itis FREE for your two lots of the Butter Mixture)
grocer's name. will be sent for 2c stamp.

CHARLES B. KNOX CO., 499 Knox Avenue, Johnstown, N. Y.
Packed in Johnstown, N.Y. and Montreal, P.Q.

UNDEg
ULH\\‘{)()D ST
*STAN
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Write the date on the negative.

Make the pictures that you take doubly valuable
by recording, briefly, on the margin of the film
negative, the all important: who - when - where.

You can do it instantly, permanently, at the time
you make the exposure with an

Autographic Kodak

THE PRICES

No. 3a Autographic Kodak, pictures 3% x 53, - - - - - $22.50
No- 3 Ditto, pictures 3% x 4%, st 2 R R

- e - - s 20.00
No. 1a Ditto, pictures 214 x4%, - - - - - - = - - - 17.50
No. 1A Autographic Kodak, Jr., pictures 25 X 4%, -~ = - 11,00
No. 11 Ditto picturen2K-X 804, st bdiel < miaisa sy = 9,00

CANADIAN KODAK~-€O., LIMITED
Catalogue free at your dealer's.

or by mail. TE) RON TO’

/

e
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CJulian Sale”

THE NAME BEHIND THE GOODS IS
YOUR GUARANTEE FOR THE QUALITY.

( Q“/\ ']gfg\\) ¢ Rite-Hite &
ﬂ WARDRO BE
TRUNKS

For your winter trip to Cuba, to Bermuda, to Florida, to
* California. You may travel in comfort, ease, and luxury, if
Your travelling companion be a ‘‘Rite-hite” Wardrobe Trunk.

For excellence, the most superbly fitted trunk on the
market to-day, greatest in capacity, most conveniently
‘appointed, most perfectly arranged for carrying your ward-
robe with the least possibility of mussing or wrinkling, a
wardrobe and chest of drawers under ‘‘one roof”’, splen-
didly finished, the regulation size, and minimum weight.

A Post Card will get you a special booklet telling you
all about ‘‘Rite-hite” and ‘‘Berth-high” wardrobe trunks.

“RITE-HITE” Trunks “BERTH-HIGH’’ Steamer Trunks

$50. to $100. $45. and $60.
The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co,, lelted
K 105 King Street West, Toronto.

\
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In Times of War

the income of the person whose capital is invested in
stocks and bonds, even of the highest class, is liable
to be adversely affected. At such times the value of
a substantial balance in the Savings Department of
THE BANK OF BRITISH NORTH AMERICA

is apparent.
Your capital is safe, unaffected by disturbed con”

ditions, and always at your disposal; while at the sam®
time your income is assured.

THE BANK OF BRITISH NORTH AMERICA

CAPITAL (Fully Paid) $4,866,666 .. Reserve Fund $3,017,33’3
Head Office:—LONDON, ENG, .. Head Office in Canada:—MONTREAL
H. B. MACKENZIE, General Manager, Montreal
SAVINGS DEPARTMENT AT ALL BRANCHES !

—

Catering to Canadians

The names of Canadians visiting this hotel are immediately communicated
to the general manager, who personally arranges for their comfort an
accommodation. The ¢ Old Country” atmosphere of hospitality is combin-
ed with the most modern American hotel conveniences. At the

Hotel Martinique

Broadway and 32nd Street

CHARLES LEIGH TAYLOR, WALTER S. GILSON,
President NEW YORK Vice-President.
WALTER CH.&NDLER. .

anager.

you can secure a pleasant room and bath for $2.50 per day. Our $1.50 table d'hot?:
dinner, served in the Louis XV room, is regarded as the best in the country, and is acc '2_
panied by the music of a full orchestra with vocal quartettes by singers from the Metr
politan Opera House.

For literature and reservations address our Canadian advertising agents

Sells Limited,

Montresl

/

Shaughnessy Building,

_
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OWNED BY CANADA OPERATED BY CANADA

CANADIAN GOVERNMENT RYS.

INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY

PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND
RAILWAY

MARITIME :

Leaves Montreal, Bonaventure Union Depot for

St. John and Halifax

& Where Canada's next contingent will embark=&]

Connection for Prince Edward Island, The

Sydneys and Newfoundland.

Excellent Sleeping and Dining Car Service.
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THE VANDERBILT HOTEL

Thirty F t;urth Street East at Park Avenue

NEW YORK CITY

An Ideal Hotel with an Ideal SituatiOﬁ

WALTON H. MARSHALL, Manager
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' CANADIAN PACIFIC

WINTER TOURS

TO THE LAND OF

Sunshine and Summer Days

CALIFORNIA, FLORIDA,
LOUISIANA, Etc.

Limited trains leave Toronto daily, making direct connection at
Detroit and Buffalo for the Southerm States, and at Chicago for
_California, Etc.

Those contemplating a trip of any nature should consult Canadian
acific Ticket Agent, who will be pleased to quote rates, arrange

re‘sel’vations and attend to all details in connection with your
Mp; or write

M. G. MURPHY - District Passenger Agent - TORONTO

i
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“MADE IN CANADA”

The Ford Sedan

This car with its graceful lines, artistic
and ample proportions, beautiful finish,
roomy nterior and luxuriousness in
detail of appointment meets the desire for
the high class enclosed five-passenger car

Fully Equipped ( f.0.h. Ford, Ont.) $1150

Buyers of this car will share in profits, if we sell at retail
30,000 new Ford cars between August 1914 and August
1915.  Write for catalog (E-1.)

m—

Ford, Ontario
A g
s s J
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Just What

HE' Overland Coupe is especially
designed for madam’'s comfort and
requirements.

h The doors are of extra width and

laelght' This permits her to wear her

o rgest h.ats, without the inconvenience

) stooping or turning sideways when
€ alights or enters.

2 As the body is very low only a
o_OOTLtstep is necessary when getting in

WithThis model comfortably seats four—

44 out crowding the occupants or
ushing their gowns.

The seat cushions are deep and soft.

B invranon
HemneR o

f.0ob.
Hamilton,
Ont.

She Wants

The method of driving is the simplest
yet devised.

On the steering column is a small
set of electric buttons. By justpressing
these buttons the car is started, stopped
and lighted.

The interior is finished in that
fashionable mouse gray Bedford cord
cloth.

The first look at this little beauty
will bring you to the full realization that
there is but one Coupe for you—the
Overland.

Deliveries can be made immediately.

See it today.

Catalogue on request. Please address Dept. 4.

The Wyllis-Overland of Canada, Limited

HAMILTON, ONT.

59
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It matters not who the car owner is, he
wants two things : Safety, Service.

BECAUSE he gets these two and many
others from Dunlop Traction Treads you
find the car owner, whether he is Doctor,
Merchant, Farmer or Manufacturer, one of
the many seen driving cars equipped with

the “Most Envied Tire In All America.”

Speed for the Doctor.
Reliability for the Merchant.
Comfort for the Farmer.
Durability for the Manufact®

SAFRETY-FOR-ALL |
And these hosts of motorists not 0“’;
travel in perpetual safety, but they ne¥®

hear anything about rim-cutting, insufficient

air capacity, etc., unless their acquaintanlces
whose cars are unequipped with D““lo:)
Traction Treads tell them their tire trouble®

refs
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$1,250 f.o.b. Oshawa.

You—Who Have Never Owned a Motor Car

OU who profess to know nothing about motor
cars—you who are driving some other car—what

9 you think when you hear McLaughlin - Buick
Mentioned ?

You Think of Power and Strength

McLaughlin-Buick Cars

€ so thoroughly demonstrated these features by actual performance,
ang heir reputation is world wide. It is because motorists want Power
Out | trength that the entire output of the McLaughlin-Buick factory was sold
ast season,
] Buic']lg‘he McLaughlin-Buick Valve-in- Head motor is the secret of McLaughlin-
a P°§Ver. The 1915 models are beautiful in line and luxurious in comfort
er ,PPointments, but underneath this beauty and grace are the rugged Pow-
Strength that have made the McLaughlin-Buick famous.

hav
t Q)

The demand exceeds the supply. Orders should be placed well in advance
of date car is needed. Five models—Fours and Sixes, priced from $1,150
082,250, F.O.B. Factory. A demonstration will convince the most skeptical.

MCLAUGHLIN CARRIAGE CO., Limited, Oshawa, Ont.

I‘an <
- hes ; St. John, Belleville, Toronto, Hamilton, London, Winnipeg, Regina, Saskatoon,

\ Calgary, Edmonton, Vancouver.

I ;

e e e "
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You Need Not Wear Clothes

of Unbecoming Colors |

There is no reason why you should ever
wear clothes of unbecoming colors. Why dis-
card clothes because the colors do not become
you? Follow the example of thousands of
thrifty women who use DIAMOND DYES.
With DIAMOND DYES right in your own
home you can alter the color of any garment
with ease,

Read what Mrs. Charles Mueller writes:—

“I send you my photograph which you may use in your adver-
tising if you wish. It shows my silk dress which was light green.
My family did not like it, because they said it did not suit my com-
plexion. My mother wanted me to discard it, but I decided to dye

it, and purchased some DIAMOND DYES and dyed it dark brown.
It is now very becoming and suits my complexion beautifully.”

Mrs. C. I. Treat, writes:
“Itis very annoying to purchase a garmeunt of which you quickly

become tired.

“Last season I went to buy a top coat. I had made up my
mind to buy a black one, but I am so easy that the saleswoman pre-
vailed upen me to buy a checked coat. When I got home my
daughter said it was entirely unbecoming and inappropriate for a
woman of my age, and I detested it all last season. I recently
decided to try dyeing it, and purchased some black DIAMOND
- DYES. It came out splendidly. I was surprised the work of dyeing -
Checked Coat dyved a coat was so easy, and did not tire me a bit DIAMOND DYES Light Green D i

i are certainly fashion helpers, and great money savers.” Dark Bro

Diamond Dyes |

“A child can use them”
Simply dissolve the dye in water and boil the material in the colored water.

Truth About Dyes for Home Use |

There are two classes of fabrics—animal fibre fabrics and vegetable fibre fabrics. % nio""

Wool and Silk are animal fibre fabrics. Cotton and Linen are vegetable fibre fabrics- f prics
or “Mixed” goods are usually 60% to 80% Cotton—so must be treated as vegetable fibre i}’ dy®
It is a chemical impossibility to get perfect color results on all classes of fabrics with &
that claims to color animal fibre fabrics and vegetable fibre fabrics equally well in one bath- silk 0/
We manufacture two classes of Diamond Dyes, namely—Diamond Dyes for Wool of Veg“
color Animal Fibre Fabrics, and Diamond Dyes for Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods to eola
table Fibre Fabrics, sothat you may obtain the Very Best Results on EVERY Fabric.

DIAMOND DYES SELL AT 1o CENTS PER PACKAGE. tell

S/
Valuable Book and Samples Free.—Send us your dealer’s name and ﬂdd;slspg, th?
us whether or not he sells Diamond Dyes. We will then send you that famous book of

Diamond Dye Annual and Direction Book, also 36 samples of Dyed Cloth—Free.
THE WELLS & RICHARDSON COMPANY, LIMITED !

ress ayed

200 MOUNTAIN STREET, MONTREAL, CANADA
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On those night-like mornings

HEN you are going

full - sleep - ahead at
six-twenty-five and must
make the stop at six-thirty
—sharp

—for a safe oversleep
block signal—a five minute
ring that means a quick
Stop, or ten jerks at the
brakes

—for plenty of time to
“‘coal up” at the breakfast
table and pull out for down-
town on schedule—Big Ben.

Seven inches of honest clock
value — well-wrought and well-
balanced. His bell is jolly, deep-
toned and clear. His bold, black
hands and numerals show plainly
in the dim six-thirty light.

His price is $2.50in the States: $3.00 in Canada.
If your dealer hasn't him in stock, a money order
addressed to his makers, Westclox, La Salle, Ill.,

will bring him with all transportation charges
prepaid.
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For Clear |
Thinking
And efforts that count,
Feed Right!

Grape-Nuts

with cream
is ideal food—

Delicious flavour and con-
centrated food-strength.

““There’s a Reason”’

Look for the famous little book, ‘‘The Road
to Wellville,” in packages.

\. i/

Splendid Results —
Small Effort

This is the universal verdict of thous-
ands of housewives from all over the
Dominion who have used and are using

(edar

Polish

(MADE IN CANADA)
Food

The Great Varnish

Dusts, cleans and polishes

; Z P
all at the one time. Puts a X 1};
hard, dry, durable lustre on | Y2y
. A
your furniture and woodwork < e

—makes it look like new.

Try a bottle at our risk.
Satisfaction or money back
is the way it is sold.

See your dealer today.

Channell Ghemical Co,, Ltd,
36 Sorauren Ave.,  Toronto U

TIITD
0

> 5%

l

Economy With
COLGATE’S STICK

it on the end of the new stic
It stays—you use every bit
stead of having to throw away
last half-inch or so as usual.

COLBATES

At all good Druggists and Stores:
If you prefer, send us 4c in stamps
for a trial size —enough for a
month’s use. )

COLGATE & CO.
Dept. P. Drummond Bldg. Montreal

W. G. M. SHEPHERD, Montreal

Sole Agent for Canada

- d
The very soul of the Howers 15 C{lllght AL
eld captive in this exquisite perfume o

3 3 , he
—the first perfumers in Canada, and t

riumer jval
creators of distinctive perfumes that 1t
the choicest of the old world.

PANDORA

PERFUME sabtle

i accinat: v Fn - o] L i 4
is a fascinating fragrance :\}l‘l‘]::ni};r}um“'

and thoroughly feminine.
par excellence, for dainty women.

JOHN TAYLOR & CO., LTD. T

AT gy - v
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T H BEST PRINTING CO. LIMITED, TORONTO

When the one you now ‘have is
nearly used up, wet it and press
in-
the




