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CANADIAN COURIER

OU'LL like the Simpson Coats. They are here

waiting your visit of inspection. We will all be

keyed up to show Coats, to talk about Coats, to demon-
strate the character of the Simpson Coats.

They embody our ideal of tailoring. ~Coats should,
in our opinion, be strictly tailored. ~You'll find our coat
styles are what the exclusive extravagant tailoring estab-
lishments make for their patrons---minus the extravagance.

Coats for Motoring
Coats for driving
Coats for Shopping

Coats for Walking
Coats for General Purposes

All reasonable prices from $5.00 up. All the new
weaves, the new colors and the new styles.

A FEW POPULAR COATS

in English Tweed, semi-fitting, large shawl collar, with velvet and cord trimming,
wisteria, $16.50.

Tweed, in navy and green mixtures, double breasted, semi-fitting, tailored,
f coat, front and back. Very special, $8.95.

d shades of grey, new flat collar, strapped
a full ripple back ; thoroughly well tailored. Exceptional value, $6.50.

lapels, and vents at side, splendidly

A Handsome Long Coat,
large jet buttons, taupe,

Stylish Long Coat of English
tucked the whole length o

A Smart, Stylish Coat of the new heavy diagonal tweed, in goo

and stitched cuffs,
Distinguished tailored model of fine kersey cloth, mannish collar,
tailored, $12.50. -

SOME NEW FURS FOR DRIVING

ur garments, suitable for carriage and street wear—the full-length kind

We are showing very handsome f 1
now so popular, in Russian pony, Hudson seal, mink, marmot, muskrat, raccoon and other furs ; prices start
at $50. Many of these are model garments, and cannot be duplicated. A visit to our Fur Section for

comparison of styles and prices will pay you.

IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION THE “CANADIAN COURIER.”
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Most people already use
—and always will use—
Windsor Salt. They know
—from years of experience
—that Windsor Salt won’t
get damp or lumpy. There
is never even a suspicion of

grittiness about it.

Itsclean taste—its crystal
purity and recognized econ-
omy—make Windsor Salt
the prime favorite in every
home where it is used.

Don't pay fancy prices for
imported salt, when Windsor
Salt costs so little, and is so
high in quality.

The Canadian
Courier

A National Weekly

Published at 12 Wellington St. East, by the Courier Press, Limited.
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A Friend in Need

to the Poor, Sick Stomach, Tired
Nerves and Torpid Liver, is

Abbey’s
s, Salt

SOLD EVERYWHERE.
86

-
lausist thal your dealer always sends
O'KEEFE'S “PILSENER"”

“Tug Lioat BeErvix Tux Liear BorTLE™
(Registered)

ShHe O’Heeofe Brewery Co.
of Toronto, Limited

=2

C. P. GOERZ, LENSES, ETC.
HUTTIG @ SON, METAL CAMERA
(IN A CLASS BY THEMSELVES)

Sole Canadian Representative
R.F.SMITH, Montreal Photo Supply
: MONTREAL

* Send for ¢atalogues and No. 21 bargain list.

1n answering advertisements mention Canadian Courier

Editor’s Talk

HOSE of our readers who appreciate

a clever piece of work
will enjoy this week’s cover.

The artist is a Canadian who
has studied in New York and has lately returned to his native
land to join the growing band of progressive artists who are
making Toronto a real art-centre.

NE of our subscribers, an ex-cabinet minister, in remitting

for two years in advance, writes as follows:

“It gives me great pleasure to say that I have taken the
Courier since its inception. I am exceedingly pleased with the
continued improvement you are making in every department of
the paper, and consider it a decided success in every respect.
It is becoming a more valuable and interesting paper as time
goes on.”

Another subscriber, a Nova Scotia lady, writes:

“I like the Courier better all the time and I think no wide-
awake and patriotic Canadian who esteems his country and the
best of his country’s press should be without it.”

These are kind words and we appreciate them. They. will
help us face the continuous battle for excellence with renewed
vigour. Considering that we must compete with the best
periodicals from New York and London, no Canadian periodical
can succeed without a broad-based sympathy and co-operation
on the part of its readers.

A NY reader who missed last week's copy and who would like

to read the first instalment of Mr. Fraser’s excellent serial
may receive a copy of the issue of October 2nd, by dropping a
post-card to the Editor. We consider this the most important
and valuable story published in Canada this year.

word COSGRAVE'S

{ The
stands for perfect flavor
with people who enjoy good
ale. CosGrRAVE's has the

flavor you have longed for.

AT ALL HOTELS
AND DEALERS

THE
Detective Service Co.

of Canada, Limited

E R. CARRINGTON, Bccy. & Asst. Gen. Mgr.
OFFICES IN CANADA :
Montreal - Toronto - Winnipeg

OTHER OFFICES:
CHICAGO, ILL., Monadnock Block.
DENVER, COL, Majestic Building.
KANSAS CITY, MO., New England Bldg.
NEW YORK, N.Y., Hudson Terminal Bldz.
PORTLAND, ORE., Chamber of Commerce,
SAN FRAMNCISCO, CaL., Mutual Savings Bank Bldg.
SEATTLE, WASH., New York Block.
SPOKANE, WASH., Empire State Building.
ST, LOUIS, MO., Century Bldg.
ST. PAUL, MINN., Germania Life Bullding.
CITY OF MEXICO, MEX., Equitable Life Ins. Bldg.
LUS ANGELES, 621 Trust Building.

SPECIAL EUROPEAN REPRESENTATIVE

CANADIAN
HOTEL DIRECTORY

The New Russell
OTTAWA, CANADA
P rooms«
American Plan $8.00 to $5.00.
European Plan $1.50 to $8.50.
$150,000.00 spent upon Improvements

La Corona Hotel
(The Home of the Epicure)
European Plan, $1.50 up. Montreal
King Edward Hotel
TORONTO, CANADA
& E ﬁ—Fireproof—t
ccommodation for 750 guests. $1.50 up.
American and Euro%ean Pl:ns. "

Grand Union Hotel
TORONTO, CANADA
Geo. A. Spear, President
American Plan $2-$3. European Plan $1-§1.50

Calgary, Alberta, Can.
Queen’s Hotel Calgary, the commercial

metropolis of the Last
Great West. Rates $2.00 per day. Free 'Bus
to all trains. H. L. STEPHENS, Proprietor.

In answering adver t Canadian Courier
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STYLISH FUR SETS

EATON goods are exactly what they are represented to be. We have made it a rule, that
an exact scrutiny shall be maintained as to the quality of all goods handled, and that nothing
shall induce us to offer for sale a single article, at the slightest variation from its real value.
Every article sold is regarded as warranted and every purchaser is enabled to feel secure.

Selections From

Our Fall and
, Winter Catalogue

The accompanying fur sets are
representative of that high qual-
ity standard which characterizes
the entire product of our perfectly
£8.122 s equipped fur workrooms. .Ever.y
pr , department of the work is evi-
5- 95 .48 = denced in these expert selections.
The buyers of the sound whole
skins, the cleaners, blockers,
designers, cutters, finishers and
examiners are all competent fur
people, skilled in their own parti-
cular branch of the work. Added
to these interesting facts you
have the assurance of receiving

values that will give you excellent [&

satisfaction.

ES8.122. Large Mink Marmot Stole,

designed and trimmed exactly as

on above figure, length 66

inches, brown satin lining 5‘95
ES8-123. MinK Marmot Muff,in fancy

«“Empire’’ style to go with stole as
shown above or will match nicely ‘ ¥ ' g E8-125

with any marmot piece in
catalogue 50 00

E8-124. MinK Marmot Caperine,
with fancy tab front as shown in
cut above. Note the high rolling
collar and dainty trimmings, length

b2 inches, b i
11?,i:,;c es rown satin 7.50

E-125. MinK Marmot Muff to match,
made on medium size “‘Empire”

block as shown above 3 95
L ]

7/ <. EATO N C(I).IMITEVDA

= TORONTO

2\
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GRE:\TER sympathy between rich

~and poor, between the prosper-
ous and the struggling, is a need of
this continent. Every day one may go
about the streets of our larger cities
and see men with self-contented smiles and women adorned in bright
raiment who are not thinking very much about those less fortunate
than themselves. That prosperity and wealth bring with them
responsibility towards those who have neither is a truth too widely
unrecognised. The greatest curse of any civilisation is the rich who
reck not of the poor.

It is not that the poor require charity or dole. Charity is only a
make-shift. It is a temporary expedient. The man who signs a
cheque for a thousand dollar gift to a hospital or an associated charity
is to be credited with a good deed, but a man who gives twenty-five
per cent. of his time to improving the conditions, social and indus-
trial, under which his fellow-men struggle for existence, is doing a
greater work. Better houses, better education, better wages, better
food and greater opportunities—these are what the strugglers need.
Fhey can only get these boons by the sympathy of men of wealth and
influence.

N Great Britain there is to-day a great struggle between the idle

rich and the idle poor, with the other classes trying to effect a
readjustment. The same struggle is going on in Canada in a less
acute and less pronounced form. The cities of Canada are, compara-
tively speaking, almost as well supplied with unfortunates as anv
city in Great Britain. The rich are becoming richer in Canada ju;t
as in Great Britain or the United States. Luxury and extravagance
are becoming almost as common. The attitude which leads men to
say that we should be thankful that affairs here are not as bad as in
the motherland is a mistaken attitude. Considering the extent of our
territory and the ease with which wealth is extracte
our conditions are hardly less satisfactory.

To-day, the public domain of Canada is being distributed with a
lavish hand. The natural wealth of the people is rapidly passing into
private hands. As a generation, we care little and think less of

_ posterity, yet the welfare of posterity is the welfare of Canada as a
whole. Our ideal should not be the making of millionaires, but the
making of a prosperous and contented people. To create a body of
idle rich will serve only to bring us in fifty years to the condition in
which Great Britain now finds itself. The ideal of every legislator,

- and Canada possesses many hundreds of them, should be to initiate

d from nature,

and support such legislation as will tend to conserve the natural

wealth of the nation for the people as a whole, and such laws as will

tend to give every citizen, present and future, equal opportunity.
& |

ERMAN and Canadian relations are receiving more attention than

they have for some years. This is not particularly due to any

change in the Canadian attitude. Canada has always been willing to

trade with Germany. It was Germany’s resentment of the British

preference granted by Canada in 1897 which caused all the trouble

between the two countries. It has required twelve years of non-

intercourse to prove to Germany that one portion of the British

Empire has the right to grant a preference to another portion of the

~ British Empire-without laying itself open to the charge that it is dis-

criminating against a foreign country., When Canada gave British

- goods preferential treatment Germany wrongly interpreted this as an

anti-German movement. :

It was necessary that Canada should make a fight on this point.
1f she allowed the German interpretation of Canadian conduct to
stand it would have made colonial preferential tariffs impossible.
There was a principle at stake and that principle had to be vindicated.
The vindication has been expensive, but it has been accomplished.

There is every reason to believe that a trade treaty between
Canada and Germany would be beneficial to this country. Germany

Toronto, October 9th, 1909 .

By STAFPE WRITERS

No. 19

i

is a large buyer of the classes of
material which Canada exports. Ger-

many buys six million dollars’ worth

of agricultural implements annually,

of which Canada supplies less than a
Germany buys seven and a half million
dollars’ worth of apples of which Canada supplies less than one-third
of a million. Of the eighteen million dollars’ worth of fish annually
imported, Canada supplies only one per cent. Of the two hundred
million dollars’ worth of bread stuffs only one-third of one per cent.
is taken from Canada. Germany also imports large quantities of
hides, skins, furs, leather, seeds and lumber, but of these Canada
supplies only infinitesimal quantities.

Germany should be one of Canada’s best customers. The land of
the Kaiser is a great purchaser, and Canada should be the great seller.
It is foolish for anyone to assert that a reasonable trade treaty
between the two countries would not be in the best interests of all
classes of Canadians. This is especially true at.a time when Canadian
products are being gradually excluded from the United States mar-
kets. Hereafter practically everything which Canada has to sell must
be sold in Europe. We are doing well in Great Britain. We have
concluded a fair treaty with France which should lead to increased
trade. Now is the time to make a similar arrangement which will

million dollars’ worth.

open the great German market to all Canadian exports.
)
HE constitution of the “Association of Canadian Clubs” is an
interesting document. The aims of this new body are simple
and clear:

“The object of the Association shall be to foster Cana-
dian patriotism by encouraging the formation of Canadian
Clubs and by promoting their success. To facilitate the inter-
change of Club privileges and the transfer of membership
among Canadian Clubs. To facilitate the interchange among

Clubs of their documents, publications, and of other useful
information.”

The membership is composed of clubs, not individuals, and in
voting each club is to have only one vote no matter how many dele-
gates it has present.

We have already expressed the opinion that a central organisa-
tion might hamper the individuality of the various clubs and tend to
create a rigidity which would be disastrous. Those who have pro-
moted this organisation hope,-undoubtedly, to avoid these possible
results. They are enthusiastic. They believe the Canadian Clubs
have done much good wherever established and they desire to see
more clubs created. When these new organisations are born, the
Association or Headquarters should, they claim, be of considerable
benefit in supplying information, literature, suggestions and speakers.
The interchange of ideas would no doubt help to keep alive the
enthusiasm so necessary in such organisations. Much, however, will
depend on the men in charge of the central organisation. If they are
too aggressive or if they commence agitating propaganda the result
will be disaster to the whole movement. Wisdom and conservatism
should be their chief characteristics.

t23
ONTARIO is awakening to the fact that it is not making progress
in architecture. Little is said or thought of this subject. In
Torongo, for example, all the public school buildings are designed by
a builder who is not an architect, and the Board of Education appears
to consider that architecture is something which may be safely over-
looked. They do not appear to realise that beautiful buildings have
an educative effect upon the taste of the community. Even the
University authorities have overlooked the study of architecture.
There is no place on the curriculum for this subject. Indeed the
beautiful Main Building of the University, which is one of the finest
pieces of architecture on the continent, has been surrounded by build-
ings of a nondescript style. Some of them are almost hideous.
The Ontario Society of Architects explains this defect in

6
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Ontario’s educational system by pointing out that there is nothing to

prevent a blacksmith, butcher or other tradesman from calling himself
an architect, and practising as such. In the provinces of Quebec,
Manitoba, Alberta and Saskatchewan there is a course of study and
an examination for architects which is compulsory. In Ontario, where
such is not the case, only a very few students attend the lectures on
architecture in the School of Science at Toronto. If it were .necessary
for an architect to pass an examination before practising, as in the
case of lawyers, doctors and dentists, there would be a large number
of students to attend these lectures, and in a short time Ontario
would have a considerable body of well-trained architects, who would
exercise a decided influence upon the architecture of the period.

It seems strange that a province like Ontario should be so negli-
gent in this respect. It is important that all the larger buildings
frequented by the public should be erected under the supervision of
properly qualified architects. It is equally important that the larger
buildings, both public and private, should possess exterior designs
which would be as pleasing and as educative as the pictures in an art
gallery. There is no art nor science in which greater progress has
been made in recent years than in architecture, which is both an art
and science. It is only in an architectural college that young men who
are training for this profession may secure the latest information in
regard to building methods and the best education in the art which
is to receive their life-long attention.

@

ANADA'’S legal gold coinage is that of the United States. If a
man goes to a Canadian bank to demand gold for notes or for

a credit of any kind, the law says that he shall be paid in United

States gold. This is an anomaly which the Canadian branch of the

Royal Mint was expected to remove. So far, no gold coins have been

minted and there has been no announcement from the Government

of any intention of inaugurating a gold coinage.

Again, if Canadian gold from a Canadian gold-mine is to be sold,
it must go to the United States mints. There is no place in Canada
where this can be assayed and decorated with an official estimate of
its value. If the Canadian Mint were coining gold, it would be
possible for the Canadian banks which take in bullion to send it to
Ottawa and get an official certificate of its fineness and its weight.

It is time that Canada rose to the dignity of a nation with a gold
coinage of its own. It is true that this gold would to a small extent
displace bank notes and thus lessen the profits of the banks, but to
this the bankers would not object. These gentlemen are not narrow-
minded, neither are they unpatriotic. We believe that they would
welcome a gold coinage as being advantageous to the whole com-
munity. Moreover, this gold would undoubtedly displace more foreign
money than Canadian banknotes, and in this way, Canadian banks
would gain much. 2

By all means, let Canada have a gold coinage, partly as being
desirable in the interest of our gold-mines, partly because of its value
as a national advertisement, and partly because of its usefulness to
the public and the monetary institutions.

@)

LBERTA and Saskatchewan have passed another milestone in
their career. Each has laid the corner-stone of a new Legislative
Building, and each building will be as large and almost as expensive
as any other provincial parliament building in Canada. This is an
indication of the general confidence exhibited by the citizens of the
two baby provinces. In the four years of their existence, they have
made tremendous progress, far greater progress than any other pro-

vince of Canada in the same period of time.

During the last fiscal year, according to the report of the Depart-
ment of the Interior issued last week, the homestead entries involved
over six millions of acres. This was an increase of more than a million
over the previous year. Of course, most of these entries were in
Alberta and Saskatchewan. Itis interesting also to note that of these
40,000 entries, 10,280 were by Canadians, 10,522 by Americans, 5,649
by Englishmen, 3,342 by Austro-Hungarians and 1,310 by Scotchmen.
That the number of American entries should exceed the Canadian
shows how great is the migration northward. 2

This latter point is confirmed by the immigration statistics. There
were seven thousand more settlers came in from the United States
than from Great Britain and Ireland, while the immigration from

year, as was natural, but it has been exceeded only once in a dozen
years. 3
It is said that Sir Wilfrid Laurier now estimates the total popula-

tion of Canada at eight millions. The census figures of 1901 added t&

the total immigration of the past eight years will not bring the total

to seven millions. The natural increase could hardly account for

another million, so it is difficult to see what justification Sir Wilfrid
has for his estimate. However, if Saskatchewan and Alberta continue
to attract new settlers in the next five years as fast as in the past ﬁvg, 3

the eight million mark will soon be reached.

(=

HERE are two or three Western daily papers still devoted to-am

advocacy of Free Trade. These are dark days nevertheless, and
the editorial writers have to do much whistling to keep up their
courage. The Edmonton Daily Bulletin, under the inspiration of the
eloquent and wide-awake Duncan Marshall, Esq., M.P.P., prophesies
another revision of the tariff “downward” before the Liberals go out
of office at Ottawa. At the same time the Bulletin points out, indeed
feels it necessary to assert, that there can be no tariff war between
Canada and the United States. It points out that the Republic sold
us last year 192 millions of goods and bought only 92 millions, and
adds: “If anybody imagines that in face of these figures the United
States is likely to start a tariff war with Canada he must hold that
the Republican party has lost faith in the maxim that it is better to

give han to receive.” -
Well, here is one writer who believes that the Republican party

has already begun a tariff war on Canada. It has increased the duty S

on Canadian paper, pulpwood, wheat, eggs and other articles, and

lowered it only on Canadian lumber. Further, this is but the begin-

ning; the real war begins on All Fools’ Day, 1910. On that day,
unless we miss our guess, the Bulletin will find its abiding faith in the
Republican Party shattered into a thousand small particles. On that
day Free Trade will receive the rudest shock it has ever received on

this continent.

OUR COMIC OPERA GAMBLING LAW

THE man who builds comic opera is generally supposed to have
a monopoly of the ridiculous, but if so he has an action for
damages against the constructors of the law that governs gambling
on the race tracks of Canada.

It has taken many trials and judgments to determine just what a
bookmaker can do and be a respected member of society, and where
his foot might step across the mark and make him a criminal. But
at last it is all as clear as ditch-water. The bookmaker who keeps
within the sacred precincts of a duly licensed race track, who keeps
the blue canopy of heaven for his roof, is a gentleman, a sport and
probably an excellent judge of morality as applied to horse flesh.

But—and mark the but—if in the course of his daily work of
enriching the humble poor he should hoist an umbrella or step inside
a shed to keep the raindrops from interfering with writing his “sheet,™
that moment he becomes a criminal. >

For a time there was a general impression that so long as the
bookmaker kept moving while he worked he was not only beyond the
pale of the law but fit company for the very flower of Canadian society
who frequent—beg pardon, patronise—the race track. But recent
judicial decisions have shown this to be all wrong. It is no longer
the motion but the roof that marks the difference between the highly
respectable gentleman and the criminal.

And still we laugh at Gilbert and Sullivan effusions and wonder
that the ancient civilisation of the Flowery Kingdom refers to us as
heathens.

It has long been held that not to be allowed to bet meant ne
horse racing. It has been proved in New York State, so followers of -
racing claim, that the sport can do quite nicely without the aid of
organised bookmaking. Bookmaking, therefore, must exist not so
much for the benefit of the sport as for the benefit of the jockey clubs

Are the jockey clubs of sufficient value to this country to justif3;
bookmaking? If they are, then let that bookmaking be carried on in a
straightforward manner that will not make Canadian law a laughing-
stock for the rest of the world.

these two countries constituted more than seventy-five per cent. of
the total. The total immigration was not so large as in the previous

A
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MEN OF TO-DAY

A Master of Irrigation

HERE is a man in Calgary who does more with few words than

s BT :
I most men in that land of large deeds. Major

at the head of the dryest business in the world. He is prob- from a rock.
ably the best-posted irrigation expert in America and one of

the leading irrigationists in the world. He would
be a good man for Egypt; but he is doing a work
out on the dry belt east of Calgary that no man
in Egypt has ever done.—not even Girouard
He is the irrigation king of three million acres
of land into which his business is to turn the
fructifying waters of the Bow River.

The Bow River runs through Calgary a few
hundred yards from the big sandstone office of
Major Dennis which is near the railway. Walk
into that office and ask for Mr. Dennis and you
will be confronted by one of the coolest, keen-
eved men that ever looked across a treeless land-
S'Ca[)C. Major Dennis is a silent man. He some-
what resembles Lord Kitchener. I remember
calling on him once; just in a friendly way. He
said very little; admitted that he was in a great
business but had not a syllable to say for him-
self except that he had been in the West thirty-
five years and ought to know something about
the country. Incidentally he gave Calgary a
boost and put Edmonton in second place. This is
natural, although the Major has property in
var‘ous parts of the West and is interested in the
development of the entire country. Heaven
knows he has seen enough of it; almost as much
as that other veteran trail-finder in Calgary, Rev
John McDougall.

John Dennis went to the West in 1872, He
was then a lad of sixteen. He went into survey-
ing; first in Manitoba; two years with the
Dominion Government. Six years later he was
in charge of a section of special survey running
base lines between meridians. A year later he
went into the Hudson’s Bay Company under
[.ord Strathcona; four years in that (a]nut\
during which time he nrg;unw(l the company’s
land department; in 1884 he spent a year explor-
ing in the Rockies; then came the Rebellion when
he organised an intelligence corps of scouts of
which most were surveyors that knew the coun-
try—and from that he got his military distinc-
tion and title.

After the war Major Dennis was  made
Inspector and Chief Engineer of Surveys—until
1894, when the Government turned him loose on
the irrigation pro])]cm He visited the irrigation
tracts of the United States and learned most of
what there was to know; so much so that he
was able to give the Government useful pointers
about the fnrmulatmn of amendments to the
Irrigation Act. In 1898 Major Dennis became
Deputy-Minister of Public Works to the North-
west Territories. When the Federal Government
turned over the irrigation work to the new pro-
vinces, he became chief of the irrigation move-
ment. Later developments have resulted in the
Canadian Pacific Railway get-
ting hold of the dry belt east
of Calgary and incidentally of
Major Dennis, who undertook
to make fit for human habita-
tion and agriculture a tract
of three million acres which
without the Bow River would
be fit for little but occasional
pasture. He was made super-
intendent of irrigation and
land commissioner for British
Columbia. Latterly he has
been made assistant to the
second vice-president of the
CoP K.

Mr. Dennis is an authority
on intensive farmmg He will
tell you off-hand in his office
what a farmer can do with an

acre of land under irrigation:
what the small farmer is able
to do up against the big
farmer that gobbles up sec-
tions of land. He is one of

CANADIAN COURIER

the most useful pioneers in the West. He has made less noise than
any other man of equal calibre; and there are very few men in that

country who have such an organising grip on things as Major Dennis.
He might have been a financier. He chose to become a developer.

J. S. Dennis is

Major J. S. Dennis,
Master of Irrigation,

Mr. W, B. Snowball,

President”Maritime Board of Trade.

My W L. T Weldon, Mr.

Corresponding Secretary Maritime Board of ‘I'rade.

Incidentally he is pretty well off.
than to amass a big fortune. It was given to Moses to get water
Major Dennis is something of a modern Moses—in
putting water on the «

3ut he has done more for Canada

Iry land.
* * *
Head of a Fighting Clan
HEN the Maritime Board of Trade meets
there is usually no lack of kicks. At the
convention held a week or so ago in
Charlottetown, the members threshed out some
live topics. They took a good healthy whack at
the tunnel which is to the “million-acre farm"”
of potatoes and hay much what the Yonge
Street bridge is to Toronto. They also tackled
maritime union. One speaker went so far as to
say that if union were a fact they might get the
tunnel. A resolution was brought in by Senator
Ross in favour of union, seconded by the famous
“Hance” Logan of Cumberland. Mr. James
Paton, prominent member of the Board, went
dead against union but put in a shoulder boost
for the tunnel. Mr. Paton has had his goods
held up by the ice. Telephone rates were slated
as excessive. Steamship subsidies were hauled
over the coals.

In fact it was as lively a session of a Board
of Trade as was ever held in Canada. The new
president, Mr. W. B. Snowball, took a strong
hand in the talk. Mr, Snowball is from Chatham,
N.B., and he is a lumber merchant with large
shipping interests. He is a live man who all his
life has been studying the needs and the capabili-
ties of the Atlantic provinces; one of the com-
mercial school which has succeeded to the era
of politicians and orators and poets in that land
of much politics but latterly of fast-growing
trade. He was born in Chatham and educated
there; till he went to Upper Canada College
where he put in three years. On the death of
his father he became president of the J. B. Snow-
ball Company. His (|11 alifications for the presi-
dency of the ‘Maritime Board of Trade are partly
indicated by the outlines of his public career:
Alderman for Chatham during the years 1808
and 1899 ; mayor for 1901 and 1902; again in the
council as alderman for four years; ])rcsulcnt for
three terms of the Chatham Board of Trade;
director of the Miramichi Steam Navigation
Company, of the South-West Boom Company,
and the North-West Boom Company ; also chair-
man of the School Board, and in 1908 president

of the Canadian Forestry Association.
* ' *

King of an Island
R. JAMES PATON is second vice-president

of the Maritime Board of Trade. He has

braved the Atlantic to Europe ninety-one
times. Mr. Paton belongs to Charlottetown,
where his store is an emporium to the little
Island. A raw youth from Paisley, Scotland, he
got his first job on the Island with Robert
Young, a dry-goods king of
Charlottetown in those d’l\s
Next he was with Messrs.
Weeks & Finley, whose bus-
ness eclipsed that of Mr.
Young. Twenty years later
he organised James Paton &
Co. He has found time to be
Mayor of Charlottetown,
vice-president of the Union
of Canadian Municipalities,
and a Regent of Mount \ll:~
son College and University,
Sackville, N.B.

.Mr. Paton is the merchant
king of the Island. He repre-
sents the best Scotch tradi-
tions in dry goods. There is
no doubt exther that he is one
of the Island’s best consum-
ers when it comes to the oat
field. The “million-acre farm"
has the finest oat fields in

james Paton, . Canada. Tt has also a few of
Second Vice.president of the Board.

the best patrons of porridge.



CANADIAN COURIER

THROUGH A MONOCLE

INDECENCY IN ELECTIONS.

‘ ‘ y HENEVER we have a good, racy election trial, decent people
are amazed afresh at the exhalations that come up from the
pit. Can it be that this sort of thing is going on in the

committee-rooms and in the upper chambers of discreditable

“hotels” while they—the decent citizens—are making and listening to

enobling addresses, industriously canvassing their neighbours and

urging everybody to go to the polls and so perform a public duty.

It is to be feared that it can. Get an old political worker in a confi-

dential mood some night and hear the tales that he will tell. If they

are inventions, then the political parties have some of the finest
fictionists in the world doing their dirty work for them; for there is

a verisimilitude about the stories told by these veterans which would

make the fortune of any “realist” who possessed the’art of inventing

them.
* * *

YET if this sort of business goes on underground, of what profit

is it for the decent citizen to stay out nights and listen to plati-
tudinous speeches and get the smoke of bad cigars in his clothing
and canvass people with more vigour than a book agent displays?
When he finally talks over another decent citizen to his point of view
and so makes'a vote for righteousness, his labour is as completely
lost as any other drop in the bucket; for he is of little use to- his
party when compared with the gentleman of the boiled eye and
obscene grin who hands out dollar bills to purchased voters who may
or may not deliver the goods they sell. The party of righteousness
could do without him—the decent citizen—but it would be irretriev-
ably ruined if the “back-room” manipulator refused to look after his
fair share of the “loose fish.” This is the sort of thing which disgusts
the decent citizen and inclines him to have nothing to do with

politics.
* * *

HE whole thing would not be so stupid if either party gained
any great advantage over the other by dabbling in this cess-

pool. But it is generally conceded by good judges that the “dis-
honours” are about even. Neither party has a monopoly of this sort
of cattle: and it is doubtful whether either has even anything like a
decisive majority of the breed over the other. Men who make mer-
chandise of their citizenship frequently are in the habit of getting
their money every time from the same party; and they would feel it
something of a wrench if they had to look elsewhere for the pitiful
dole which is enough to buy them, body, mind and spirit. They
intend to vote Liberal or Conservative, as the case may be, every
time; but.they expect to get some of the “dough” which is being
passed around for casting that vote. We hear men say at election
trials that they were not asked to vote, and did not promise to vote:

but thatthey voted and then heard that there was “money going™ and
thought that they might as well get some.
-

N OW why is it not possible for the decent men in both parties e 2k

combine to disappoint these human parasites? If they comld

not transfer their greasy patronage from one party shop to the other
and so disturb the balance of political power, they would be com-

pelled to vote for nothing or stay away from the polls. In that case,
they would infallibly vote. They have got the voting habit. Bﬂ

they would almost certainly vote against the party at whose pig-

trough they have been accustomed to feed. However, as they would

all do this, it would be a case of “as.you were,” so far as the party

totals are concerned; and politics would be rid of its most squalid
and disgusting appendage. It could be done if the decent element
‘were decent enough to trust each other. The fear which would come
into many minds would be lest the other party should violate the
agreement and make a “deal” with the purchasable vote. But things
have gone pretty far in the degredation of the Canadian people if there
are not enough thoroughly decent men in each constituency to make
such an agreement and live up to it.

UT what of the “wicked partners”? What would prevent some

of the semi-decent members of a party from violating the pact
behind the backs of their wholly decent colleagues? There is just
one thing that will do it; and that is the willingness of a wholly decent
contingent to make this subject of honest voting the paramount issue
—_where necessary—for an election or two. Let them give their
colleagues—semi-decent and otherwise—to understand that if they

find that the election has been won for their side by a breach of this

understanding, they will at the next election transfer their ballots
bodily to the other party, no matter what herrings the semi-decent
coterie may try to draw across the trail. This—if the semi-decent
tolk can be made to believe it—will settle the matter; for they are in
the game to win. If they knew that playing false on one occasion‘
would infallibly lose them the election on the next, they would play
honest and try to win both events.
* *
ND it would be easy for the decent section to take this course
in Canada to-day ; for we have no other issues. There is nothing
at stake between the parties at all approaching in importance this
question of honest polling. It would be far better worth our while
to cleanse the temple of the franchise of this herd of “money
changers” than to put either of our parties in or out a dozen times.
It would make far more difference in our politics, in our public life,
in the policy of whatever government might come to the top, and in
the future of the Dominion. Can we not accomplish a beneficent
combine of the decent elements to cleanse our worse than Augean

stables?
THE MONOCLE MAN.

THE HISTORIC WOODEN SHIPS OF THE HUDSON RIVER

i — e AR

The Half-Moon 100ks much like the Don de Dien in which Champlain landed at Quebec

before Hudson sailed up through the State of New York. Champlain
ol aend Hudson seem both to have been unaware of parallel 49.

Perhaps also a nautical expert might be able to discover that the C/ i
out Ey Mr. Fulton, on the Hudson, in 1809, was a good deal like tel::” ;'c',ié'
ship put on the St. Lawrence by Canadian Molson the same year
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#tlE VINDICATION OF THE DUDE 1

A Tale of the Ranching Days in the Foot- Hills

ITH a final whoop the wel-
coming cowmen of the
neighbouring ranch thun-
dered down upon the little
station, dismounted, and
stormed the diminutive
platform. Muskoka Jones,

his hand, was first to reach
the open window of the
telegraph room, and diving
within to the waist, brought it down on the instru-
ment table with a thump. .

“Pardner, welcome to our city!”

The response, of etiquette and prccedcn.t,_should
have been instantaneous, hearty, and convivial. In-

d was a strange quiet.”
Stea'Izhe following %ar-O’s faltered, and exchanged
startled glances of misgiving. _Surely the C. P.
had not at last fallen down on its first obligation
at Bonepile! For since the coming of the rails
the station cperator had been an acknowledged
social adjunct to the Bar-O ranch; the ever-ready
evening's host, the faro bank, the magician inter-
preter of the wire-sputtered doings of the world
beyond the plains—and if this latest change of
operators had brought them

Muskoka spoke again,

realised. : 2
“Well, you glass-eyed little dude! :
The cowmen crowded forward, and peering over

and the worst was

Muskoka’s broad shoulders, beheld within, huddled -

in the chair, a flaxen-haired, pink-complexioned,
spectacled youth, in high, spotless ccllar, faultlessly
tailored in grey. As one man they swore.

Muskoka settled forward on his elbows.

“Are you a real operator?” he asked.

Mr. Wilson Jennings, late of Tqronto, west on
discovery, gulped his terror sufficiently to reply
in the affirmitive, and in a voice that sounded fool-
ish even to himself.

“Actooal, reel, male operator?”

The cluster of bronzed faces guffawed loudly.

“But y' don’t play kards, do you?” inquired
Muskoka incredulously. “Now I bet you don’t. Or
smoke? Or chew? Or any of them wicked—"

“I smoke. Here, try one.” Hopefully the boy
extended a package of cigarettes—to have it
snatched from his hand, scramblingly emptied, and
the box flipped ceilingward.

In falling the package added calamity. It struck
something on the wall which emitted a hollow thud,
and glancing up the cowmen espied a brand new
blue-and-yellow banded straw hat. In a moment
Muskoka's long arm had secured it, with the com-
mon inspiration the cluster of faces withdrew; the
hat sailed high in the air, there was an ear-splitting
rattle of shots, and the shattered result was returned
to its owner with ceremony.

“Phere—all proper millinaried dee la Alberta,”
said Muskoka. “An’ don’t mention it.”” 'Then the
Bar-O’s withdrew, and the youngster, frantically
calling the despatcher at Redstone, resigned on the
spot, and recovering himself, and having in his

the makings of a man, retracted, and declared
he would stick it out if they lynched him.

It was early Wednesday evening of a week
later that the monthly gold shipment came down

_ from the Red Hill mines. The consignment was an
unusually large one, and in view of the youth of
the new operator the superintendent wired a re-
quest that Big Bill Smith, the driver of the mines
express, remain at the station until the treasure
was safely aboard train. " %

‘Ordinarily Big Bill would not have cared.
“Ordinarily!' But this was the night of Red Hag-

’s hop! Didn’t the superintendent know that?”
grsth rose with words, and finally the outraged
muleskinner condemned himself to the place of the
lost, did he do such a thing, and stormed off to the

14
" Bar-O ranch for succour. Half an hour later Mus-

koka Jones appeared.
o

evening, Mr. Jones, Im sorry it was

>

- necessary to trouble you,” said Jennings.

“Good evening, Willie. Don’t mention it,” re-

sponded Muskoka punctiliously. Then having mo-

mentarily paused to cast a witheringly reaffirming
eye overytlfe lad’s neat attire, the big cowman threw
himself on the floor in the farthermost corner of
the room, and promptly fell fast asleep.

‘Some time after darkness had fallen the young
telegrapher, dozing in his chair at the instrument
‘table, was startled into consciousness by the sound
of approaching hoofbeats. With visions of Indians

?S%w‘s he sprang to the window, to discover

the bottle of hospitality in

By  #L . LOVELL COOMBS

a dim, tall figure dismounting on the platform. In
alarm he turned to call the sleeping guard, but mo-
mentarily hesitating, looked again, the figure came
into the light of the window, and with a gasp of
relief he recognised Iowa Davis, another of the
Bar-O cowmen.

“Hello, kid,” said
“Where’s Old Muskoka ?”

“Good evening. Over there, asleep, sir. I sup-
pose you knew he was taking Mr. Smith’s place,
guarding the gold until the train came in?”

“Sure, yes. I was there when Bill come up.”
He crossed to the side of the snoring Jones, and
kicked him sharply on the sole of his boots. “M’s-
koke! Git up!” he shouted. “Here’s something to
keep out the chills.”

Again, and more sharply, he kicked the sleep-
ing man, while the boy looked on, smiling.

Suddenly the smile disappeared, and the lad’s
heart leaped into his throat. He was gazing into
the black, round muzzle of a pistol, and beyond it
was a face set with a deadly purpose. Instinctive-
ly his staring eyes flickered towards the box of bul-
lion.

“Yep, that’s it. But wink an eye agin, an’ y’
git it!” said Davis coldly, advancing. “Now, git
back there up agin the corner of the table, an’
stand, so 'f any butt-in comes along you’ll appear
to be leanin’ there, conversin’. Go on, quick!”

Dazed, cold with fear, the boy obeyed, and
Towa, producing a sheaf of hide thongs, proceeded
to bind his arms to his side.

As the renegade tightened a knot securing the
boy’s left leg to the leg of the table, Muskoka’s
snoring abruptly ceased, and the sleeper moved un-
easily. In a flash Towa was over him, colt in hand.
But the snoring presently resumed, and after watch-
ing him sharply for a moment, Towa returned to
the boy.

“Now move, remember, an’ you'll git daylight
blowed out of you,” he repeated threateningly. “To
make sure, I'm going to fix up that snoring fool over
there before I finish you. An’ don’t you as much
as shuffle your hoof!” Recovering the bundle of
thongs, he strode back to the sleeper.

As previously the man’s back had been turned
the boy had shot a frantic glance about him. In
their sweep his eyes had fallen on the partly open
drawer in the end of the table, immediately below
his left. hand, and in the drawer had noted the bowl
of a pipe. At the moment nothing had resulted,
but as the renegade’s back was again turned his
eyes again dropped to the drawer, and a sudden
wild possibility occurred to him.

His heart scemed literally to stand still at the
audacity, the danger of it. “ But might it not be
possible? The light from the single lamp, on the
wall opposite, was poor, and his left side thus in
deep shadow. And his left hand—he tried it—yes,
though tightly bound at the wrist, the hand itself
was free.

His first day at the station, the visit of the men
from the ranch, Muskoka’s contemptuous greeting,
recurred to him. Here was his opportunity of vin-
dication.

With a desperate clenching of the teeth the boy
decided, and at once began cautiously straining at

the newcomer, entering.

~ the th(_)risgs about his wrist, to obtain the reach neces-

sary. inally they slipped, slightly, but enough.
Carefully he leaned sideways, his fingers extended.
He reached the pipe, fumbled a moment, and secured
it.

Davis was on his knees beside the unconscious
guard, splicing a thong. An instant Jennings hesi-
tated, then springing erect, pointed the pipe steam,
and in a voice he scarcely knew, a voice sharp as
the crack of a whip, cried:

“Hands up, Davis! I got you!

“Quick! I'll shoot!”

The renegade cowman, taken completely by sur-
prise, leaped to his.feet with a cry, without turning,

- his hands instinctively half-raised.

“Quick! Up! Up” cried the boy. A breath-
lessly critical instant the hands wavered, then slow-
ly, reluctantly they ascended.

For a moment the young operator stood panting,
but half believing the witness of his.own eyes to
the success of the strategem. Then at the top of
his voice he cried: “Mr. Jones! Mr. Jones! Mus-
koka Wake up! Wake up!”

Towa, cursing beneath his breath, paused anxi-
ously to watch results.

of Alberta

“Muskoka! Muskoka!” shouted the lad.
snoring continued evenly, unbrokenly.

Towa indulged in a dry laugh. “Save your wind,
kid,” he said. “I doped his whiskey before he came
down.”

At this news the boy’s heart sank.

“But look here, kid.” Towa turned carefully,
hands still in the air. “Look here, can’t we square
this thing up? You got the drop on me, O.K.—
and with a damn little pea-shooter,” he added,
catching a glimpse, as he thought, of the end of
a small black barrel, but nevertheless continuing
his attitude of surrender. “You got the drop—
and you're a smart kid, you are—but can’t we fix
this thing up? You take half, say? I'd be glad
to let you in. Honest! An’ noone 'd ever think
you was in the game. Come, what d’ y’ say?”

Though apparently listening, the youngster had
been urgently casting about in his mind for other
expedients. Obviously it would be too dangerous
to attempt to reach with the fingers of one of his
bound hands the thongs holding his left leg to the
leg of the table. He might reveal the pipe, or
drop it. And neither could he reach the telegraph
key, to get in touch with someone on the wire. And
in any case, how could that help him, for the next
train was not due for two hours; and it did not seem
possible he could carry on his bluff that length of
time.

But think as he would, the wire seemed the only
hope. Could he not reach the key in some way?

The solution came as Towa ventured a short step
nearer, and repeated his suggestion. At first sight
it seemed as ridiculously impossible as the bluff
with the pipe, but quickly Jennings weighed the
chances, and determined to take the risk.

“Now, Mr. Towa,” he said, “you are to do just
exactly what T tell you, step by step, so much and
no more. If you make any other move, if I only
think you are going to, I shall shoot. My finger
is pressing the trigger constantly. And I guess you
can see that at this range, though my hold on the
gun is a bit cramped, I could not miss you if I want-
ed to.

“Listen, now. You will come forward until
you can reach the chair here by sticking out your
foot. Then you will push it back along the table
to the wall, and turn it face to me. Then you
will sit down in it. After that I'll tell you some
more.

“Go ahead! And remember—my finger always
pressing the trigger!”

As Davis came forward, infinitely puzzled, t_he
boy turned slowly, so that the “muzzle” of the pipe
continued to cover the would-be bullion thief.
Gingerly Towa reached out with his foot and shoved
the chair back to the wall, and turning, backed into
it and sat down. With the shadow of a grin on
his face, he demanded, “Wot next?”

“Now, slowly let your left arm down at full
length on the table. There—hand’s on the key,
isn't it?

“Now,” continued the boy, who never for an
instant allowed his eyes to wander from the man’s
face, “now feel with your fingers at the back of the
key, and find a screw head, standing up.”

“Which one? There are two or three,” said
Towa craftily.

“No, there are not. There’s just one. And
I give you ‘three’ to find it,” said the young oper-
ator sharply. “One, two——"

“Oh, damn it, I got it! Go ahead!” said Iowa
angrily.

. 'Below the screw head is a binding nut. Loosen
it, and turn it leftwise. Got it? Now take hold

of the screw head again, and turn it to the left. Tt
turns free, doesn’t?’

“Sure.”

“Turn it about four times completely around.
Now the binding nut again, down, the other way,
till it’s tight. Got it? '

“Now, hold your finger tips over the black button

at the inner end of the key, and hit down on it
smartly.”

) There was a click. ,
‘ "I“‘hat’s it. Tt has plenty of play, hasn’t it?”

- “Works up gnd down about an inch, if that's
wot you mean,” growled Towa, still puzlled. “But
wot in—" : i

- “I'm”going to give you a lesson in telegraphy
and you are going to—_"

Towa saw, and exploded. “Well, of all the —
Say‘: wot do you think—-"
All right!” Sharply, bravely, though inwardly

CONCLUDED ON PAGE 2r.
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HUDSON RIVER A BLAZE OF GLORYS

Seenes at the Great New York Fete in honour of Hudson and Fulton.

A SECTION OF NEW YORK’S POPULATION AT THE REVIEWING STAND : )
Third from the left in the front row is the British Admiral, Sir Edward Hobart Seymour, Sovernor Hughes of New York State is seen standing up talking
to the man whose back is turned.

Another picture of the British Marines.

'vom H.M.S. Invincible passing reviewing stand on Fifth Avenue.
Photographs by the New York ‘‘World.”




CELEBRATED OLD LOG CITY AND SEAPORT OF THE HUDSON'S

Moose Factory, on James Bay, photographed for the Canadian Courier in July of this year,
Picturesque old ramshackle relic of the days when the Hudson’s Bay Co. had their fleet of wooden ships on the Bay.

BAY COMPANY
There are about ten white people living in Moose Factory, which isa

The remains comprise the old store,

Factor’s house, blacksmith shop, carpenter shop, and an old dwelling, besides a little church and priest’s house not shown in the pictute. Down
on the extreme right are the tepees of about 300 Indians who still trap and hunt in the region and do some trading with the Company.

HUDSON’S BAY AND HUDSON RIVER

A Brief Account of what Henry Hudson did for Canada the year after his Trip up the Hudson River.

Henry Hudson than has the United States

Henry Hudson gave his name to the Medi-

terranean of the north, and to the “Com-
pany of Gentlemen Adventurers” who for two cen-
turies traded into Hudson’s Bay, sending in their
wooden ships loaded with the wares of Europe
traded for the furs of red men.

There can be no objection to Henry Hudson
being feted on the Hudson River in the United
States, even though he was preceded in the dis-
covery of the river by the Ttalian Verazzano. But
the exploration of the river that has New York
at its mouth was largely a junketing trip in which
Hudson saw a lot of pleasant scenery and very con-
siderably by accident drifted into most of it.

But what a contrast his smooth glide into the
Hudson makes with the rough voyages to the north!
Is there any other explorer living or dead who left
his name on two bodies of water so diverse in char-
acter? Down on the south end of the Hudson
itinerary we have “little old New York” with four
millions of people—mostly unusual. Henry Hudson
was in a sense the father of them all. . He called
the place “New Amsterdam” because he was sent
out in the Half Moon by the Dutch. The Dutch
were a busy people to get ahead of New York—
with New Amsterdam. But Henry Hudson didn’t
care a beaver skin what it might be called by pos
terity so long as he had the joy of discovering it.
He cared a great deal more for the northward end
of his voyages; where now we have Hudson’s Bay
and James Bay—named after the Duke of York, and
York Factory likewise—just as New York was
named when the English drove out the Dutch from
the mouth of the Hudson. Also we have the Albany
River running into James Bay just as they have
Albany city on the Hudson.

Now between York Factory and Moose Factory
and New York there is some difference. In Moose
Factory, visited this summer by the gentleman who
photographed it as ahqve, there are not more than
a dozen white folk, with a hundred Indians or so
shacked and tepeed down along the bay; that is
James Bay. There is a'Broadway in Mgose I.Tnc-
tory; but it has no people on it. There is a river
and it is not called Hudson but Moose, which is
the confluence of the Abitibi, the Frederick House
and another one. Down the Moose last summer
came drifting the loose ties of the new transconti-
nental and they huddled up in the cove of the bay,
as though to show .thlS indolent old mediaeval
Moose Factory that its day was done, andthat
before long the railways would be rushing in to
the bay named by Henry Hudson.

The new treads hard on the vanishing heels of
the old—in Canada. New York may be a progressive
lace; but there are places in the north of Canada
that have gone ahead faster than New York. Thex:e
are places up on the quiet desolation of Hugson S
Bay where now only a few red men go amid the
smoke or a few Eskimos splash in the summer
water—that will hustle and_ bustle W'Ith Canadian
railways and blink red with Canadian elevators
handling the wheat of the prairies. ;

The end is beginning to come; the end of the

\

CA.\';\D;\ has a great deal more to do with

By AVGUSTUS BRIDLE

B———————— T ————————————

Henry Hudson had some of the worst experiences of his
life when his little wooden ship Discovery got
among the icebergs off the coast of Labrador
on his voyage through Hudson’s Straits
into Hudson’s Bay in the year 1610,

Henry Hudson adrift on Hudson’s Bay—Collier’s fam-
ous picture of the great explorer’s last hours. From
‘““The Conquest of the Great Northwest” by

Agnes Laut. Courtesy of the Musson Book Co.

mystery of our great North. No country in the
world has such a wealth of storied coast line as
Canada. Our north is a house of legends and a
haunt of poetries. The fur forts like Moose Fac-
tory and York Factory once meant more to Canada
than even the lumber shanty. The wealth of Canada
was in her furs, just as now it is beginning to be
in her wheat. More furs went out of Hudson’s
Jay than out of any other body of water in the
world. The wooden ships that followed Henry
Hudson were the caravels of commerce.

York Factory in its day was the great store-
house and entrepot to all the vast interior whose
rivers and lakes were dotted with the forts of the
great feudal company lording it over the Indians.
It was to the red man what New York was to the
white man in the south. It was the seaport of the
north: from it went the York boats rowed by
voyageurs up the Nelson to Lake Winnipeg, and
from there some of them down the lake to the Red
and up the Red to old Fort Garry; others tranship-
ped at Grand Rapids at the mouth of the Saskatche-
wan and from there began the thousand-mile voyage
up to the forts that lay along both the north and
the south branches. And from the far north-west
post, Edmonton, went the trails that led to the
Athabasca and the Peace and the Lesser Slave and
the \Great Slave, and the Mackenzie; forts which
are still standing and doing trade; where still the
traders smoke and the trappers gather; and still
from Edmonton go up the caravans of commerce—
but all the York boat routes are changed, for the
railway and the Red River cart long ago drove them
out.

When- the railway gets into Fort Churchill or
York Factory with a branch line perhaps to Moose,
the memory of Henry Hudson will begin to be
more and more to Canada. When Hudson’s Bay
with its York Factory begins to cadge wheat away
from the New York route down the Hudson River,
just as Montreal has been doing of late—it will be
found that Henry Hudson was a strangely con-
sistent old paradox inasmuch as in exploring the
Hudson River and Hudson’s Bay he was really on
track of a system of waterways that had little in
common as to scenerv and climate. little in common
as to people, but both trade rcutes from the west
to the cast.

Canada will owe more to Henry Hudson in the
year 1010 than does the United States in 1909. He
has left more than his name. He has left the record
of a great sailor who came before most of the other
great mariners of Canada; who explored Hudson’s
Bay two years after Champl
ney up th(: St. Lawrence. Henry Hudson was a
great Engh_slml:m.. Hc.\\'as also a great Canadian.

Hudson’s sole intention when he began to go on
the hvlgh sc‘)us was to discover a short-cut across
the North Pol¢ to China. This seems to have been
the dream of most explorers of that period. Cham-
plain had the same idea. Hudson, however, came
]Ilggrﬁ:qgle tT:\(:])( than any other explorer of his time.

m: attempts at the passage before ex-
ploring the Hu_dsnn River; failing in both, but in
the second getting to latitude 82 degrees, about five
hundred miles from the Pole—and in a tub of a

ain made his great jour-
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ANOTHER FAMOUS RUINS OF AN OLD SEAPORT CITY ON HUDSON’S BAY

Fort Churchill once shared with York Factory the immense fur trade that came d

the forts whose sites were located by Henry Hudson on his voyage of 1610.
summer in the waters of the harbour which is one of the possible te

wooden sailing-vessel. The English considered him
a flat failure. He went to the Dutch. That was
his third voyage in 1609. In 1610 he again tried
the Pole route to China; this time getting through
Hudson’s Straits into Hudson’s Bay.

Tt was on this his fourth vovage that Hudson
discovered just how much a land of ice Canada
really is. He had great adventures with icebergs.
Agnes Laut tells very vividly the story of the iceberg
drift: “Carried with the current southward from
Greenland, sometimes slipping into the long ‘tickles’
ot water open between the floes, again watching
their chance to follow the calm sea to the rear of
some giant iceberg, or else mooring to some ice
raft honeycombed by the summer’s heat — the
Discovery came to Ungava Bay, Labrador, in Tuly.
This is the worst place on the Atlantic seaboard for
ice.”

The dramatic and sombre story of Hudson’s
winter and spring in the northern sea is well sketch-
ed by the following extracts from the work of
Miss Laut:

“He was land-bound and winter-bound in a deso-
late region with a mutinous crew. * ¥ X iSo the
miserable winter dragged on. Snow fell contin-
uously day after day. The frost eiants set the ice
whooping and crackling every night like artillery
fire. A pall of gloom was settling over the ship
that seemed to benumb hope and benumb effort.
Great humbers of birds were shot by loyal members
of the crew, but the ship was short of bread and
the cook began to use moss and the juice of tamarac
as antidotes to scurvy. As winter closed in, the
cold grew more intense. Stone fireplaces were built
on the decks cf the ship. Pans of shot heated red-
hot were taken to the berths as a warming pan. On
the whole, Hudson was fortunate in his wintering
quarters. It was the most sheltered part of the bay
and had the greatest abundance of game to be found
on that great inland sea. Also, there was no lack
of firewood. * * *

“As the ice began to break up in May, Hudsen
sent men fishing in a shallop that the carpenters

.had built, but the fishermen plotted to escape in the

gmall ’boat . ® =% %

“The rest of The Discovery’s record reads like
some tale of piracy on the South Sea. Hudson dis-
tributed to the crew all the bread that was left—
a pound to each man without favouritism. There
were tears in his eyes and his voice broke as he
handed out the last of the food. The same was done
with the cheese. Seamen’s chests were then searched
and some pilfered biscuits distributed. In Hudson’s
cabin were stored provisions for fourteen days.
These were to be used only in the last extremity.
As might have been expected, the idle mutineers
used their food without stint. The men who would
not work were the men who would not deny them-
selves. When Hudson weighed anchor on June 18,
1611, for the homeward trip. nine of the best men
in the crew lay ill in their berths from overwork
and privations.

“One night Greene came to the cabin of Prickett,
who had atted as a sort of agent for the shin’s
owners. Vowing to cut the throat of any man who
betrayed him, Greene burst out in imprecations with
a sort of pot-valour that ‘he was going to end it or
mend it; go through with it or die’; the sick men
were useless:; there were provisions for half the
crew but not all—

“Prickett bade him stop. This was mutiny.
Mutiny was punished in England by death. But
Greene swore he would rather be hanged at home
than starve at sea. * * *

“Tt was a black, windy night; the seas were
moaning against the ice fields. As far as human
mind could forestall devilish designs, the mutineers
were safe, for all would be alike guilty and so alike
pledeed to secrecy. It must be remembered, too,
the crew were impressed seamen, unwilling sailors,
the blackguard riffraff of London streets. TIf the
plotters had gone to bed, Prickett might have crawl-
ed above to Hudson’s cabin, but the mutineers kept
sleepless vigil for the night. At daybreak two had
stationed themselves at the hatch, three hovered

round the door of the captain’s cabin. When Hud--
p .

own from the Saskatchewan and Lake Winnipeg, the far North-West. This was one of
Eskimos and Indians are now the principal inbabitants. Eskimo boys bathed last
rmini of the Hudson’s Bay Railway to carry out wheat from the West.

~

son emerged from the room, two men leaped on him
to the fore, a third, Wilson the bo’swain, caught
and bound his arms behind. When Hudson de-
manded what they meant, they answered with
sinister intent that he would know when he was put
in the shallop. * * *

“What became of him? A silence as of a grave
in the sea rests over his fate. Barely the shadow
of a legend illumines his last hours; though Indians
of Hudson Bay to this day tell folk-lore yarns of the
first Englishman who came to the bay and was
wrecked. When Radisson came overland to the bay
fifty years later, he found an old house ‘all marked
by bullets.’ Did Hudson take his last stand inside
that house? Did the loyal Ipswich man fight his
last fight against the powers of darkness there where
the Goddess of Death lines her shores with the
bodies of the dead? Also, the Indians told Radis-
son childish fables of a ‘ship with sails’ having come
to the bay; but many ships came in those fifty years:
Button’s to hunt in vain for Hudson; Munck, thé
Dane’s, to meet a worse fate than Hudson's.

“Hudson’s shallop went down to as utter silence
as the watery graves of those old sea Vikings, whe
m(_lc out to meet death on the billow. A famous
painting represents Hudson huddled panic-stricken
with his child and the ragged castaways in a boat
driving to ruin among the ice fields. T like better
to think as we know last of him—standing with
bound arms and face to fate, shouting defiance at
the fleeing enemy.”

Henry Hudson deserves a monument in Canada
The story of Canada would have been far diﬁ'ereni
without him. The tragedies of discovery in Canada
are not few; but none of them has quite the sombre
interest of the last voyage and the death of Henry
Hudson; daring old Englishman who paved the
way for the Scotch in the land of the Hudson’s Ba
Company; who unconsciously prefigured the senti-
mental and geographical union of Canada and the
United States when he explored the river that runs
past New York and the bay on which stands Fort
Churchill, York Factory and Moose Factory.

e

THE SOUCH END OF THE HUDSON DISCOVERY AREA AS IT IS TO-DAY

i1 one glimpse of New York from the Hudson River, up which Henry Hudson sailed in the Half-Moon in September, 1609.

All the white men and Indians and

Wskimos from Fort Churchill and Moose Factory, whose sites were visited by Hudson in 1610, might be crowded iuto the passenger elevators of any

half-dozen of these mountains of brick.

But when wheat elevators go up at Fort Churchill the comparison will begin to change
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The Tug of the Tow-Line along the Reaches of the Chambly Canal near St. Johns, P.Q., in the Eastern Townships.

il EASTERN TOWNSHIPS

Story of one of the quaintest, yet most prosperous and progressive districts in Canada; a place where modern invention

has not driven out poetic charm; where the habitant mingles with the English-speaking farmer and townsman

HE south-east corner of the Province of
Quebec, including eleven counties, lying be-
tween the forty-fifth and forty-sixth para-
lells of latitude, and bounded on the east

and south by the United States, has been known for
over a hundred years by the quaint title, “Eastern
Townships.” In area this district covers over four
million acres, and a more interesting tract of coun-
try is not to be found in the Dominion of Canada.
Settled in the latter part of the eighteenth century
by men and women coming principally from the New
E?;lgland States, many of whom were United Empire
Loyalists, a halo of the past lingers around the
Eastern Townships. The hardships of those brave
men and women, secking a home in the unbroken
forest rather than renounce their allegiance to the
fatherland, furnishes material for a tale which never
loses its interest. At the present time the Eastern
Townships is a unique example of two races living
side by side in perfect peace and harmony ; agreeing
to disagree in religion, and one might say in ideals.
By the last census the population of the Eastern
Townships was 221,633 persons, English'and French.
One city, several towns and many villages grace the
district. In some places the French greatly pre-
dominate; for example the city of Sherbrooke, the
metropolis of the Eastern Townships, has a popula-
tion of fifteen thousand, eleven thousand of whom
are French, leaving but four thousand English. :
In this pretty city, where one hears little else in
the general street talk but the language of the
habitant, are many imposing buildings. The St.
Charles Seminary for boys, where the French lan-
guage scems to be used almost entirely, stands on an
eminence. There are three hundred boy pupils in
this seminary, and one hundred “Brothers” act as
their tutors. Four convents are within the city
limits, known as “The Sacred Heart,”u The Pre-
cious Blood,” “The Holy Family” and “The Notre
Dame.” Two of these are likewise ggrls’ schools.
The clarion call of the cathedral’s chime of bells
outrings all the other bells of the city, being heard
over mountain and vale miles away in the country,
calling the faithful to prayers.. The cathedral is
the oldest French church in the city. A new-
comer cannot but wonder at .the willingness
of this devout people to live in small.,' cheap
houses, and give their money to the immense
edifices under the auspices of the Church. The
lump, wrinkleless face; qf the average .French
habitant would seem to indicate that he carries very
little individual care or responsibility, and is at
ace with himself and j;he worlc‘l‘. _He is considered
a peace-loving, good neighbour. “Give me a French-
man to do business with,” said a woman who“ was
lending two of them money on a mortgage; they
are prompt to a day with their interest. :
In the Eastern Townships, gold, copper, and iron

By ADELINE TESKEY

have been found and the district has a world-wide
reputation because of having the world’s richest vein
of asbestos. This has attracted great attention, and
the output annually runs up among the millions.
There are many factories and the lumber industry is
prosperous. It is said, however, that agriculture is
the backbone of the country. The dairy census
shows over 200,000 cows, yielding the farmers a
revenue of $6,000,000 annually. An agricultural
census completed in 1907 shows that fifty-seven per
cent. of the total Jand is cleared, while forty-three
per cent. remains in woodland, and thirty-two per
cent. of the total territory is actually employed in
crop-raising. It is rather surprising to learn that
nearly half of the Eastern Townships has never
been turned by a plough, and it must lead to the
conclusion that this long-settled district has a future
as well as a past.
It is the native place of the maple tree, and
nearly every farmer has his “sugar bush.” The

““ Brownie Castle '’ at Granby ; home of Palmer Cox,
who, ten or twelve years ago, wrote the

Charming little Elf-Comedy,
“The Brownies "’

output of maple sugar is estimated not to be less

annually than ten million pounds.

Seven hundred and thirty-six miles of railway
thread the Eastern Townships. The Eastern Town-
ships Bank, with its headquarters at Sherbrooke,
has a reputation second to none in the Dominion.

Next in commercial importance to the city of
Sherbrooke is the town of Granby. Here is to be

found a large rubber factory and various other in-
dustries.  Perhaps throughout the wide world
Granby is noted more for being the home of Palmer
Cox, of “Brownie” fame, than anything else. Here
is situated “Brownie Castle,” the home of the author
of the Brownies. In this castle Palmer Cox spends
his summers; during the winters he travels giving
his unique entertainments. 2 ;
Bishop's College, under the Anglican Church, is
one of the oldest institutions of the Eastern Town-
ships. It is situated at Lennoxville, about three
miles from Sherbrooke. Stanstead College, of the
Methodist body, is at Stanstead, on the border of
the Eastern Townships. % e
As might be expected, the district is rich in
legend and story, one of which centres around a
lone pine tree which apparently grows up out of
the heart of a rock in the middle of the St. Francis
River, at the city of Sherbrooke. The story is that
hostile bands of Iroquois and Abenequis met at
this place about the year 1692, to contend for the
hunting-grounds of the upper St. Francis. It was
finally decided that the matter should be settled
without the entire tribes fighting. Two warriors,
one from each tribe, were chosen and directed to
run around the tree on the small rocky island in the
river until one should fall from exhaustion, which
fall would be accepted by his tribe as meaning de-
feat. The Iroquois’ strength gave out first, his scalp
was taken by his pursuer, and the Abenequis were
left in possession of the hunting-grounds. A limb
of the lone pine was sent a few years ago to Laval
University at Quebec, and on examination it was
declared the tree might be three hundred years old
Another story relates to the present site of the
city of Sherbrooke. In 1759 Rogers and his band,
seeking revenge for attacks made on New England
settlements, marched north through the Canadian
forests to the Indian village of St. Francis. They
found the place in the possession of the Indian
women and children, the warriors being absent con
a hunting expedition, and destroyed it. On their
return the Indians pursued Rogers and his follow-
ers, overtaking them at the junction of the Magog
and St. Francis rivers, the present site of the city
of Sherhrookc_. A bloody battle ensued, Rogers and
his band proving victorious. But subsequently many
of the white men died from starvation and eiposure
on _thexr_march homeward through the thick forest.
It is said that_ much treasure accumulated by the
Indians is buried along the banks of the Magog
River, and in years gone by many have searched
for it in vain.
_ It surely would not be right to close this sketch
without mentioning that the Eastern Townships is
the home of Sir Wilfrid Laurier. He was born in
thg town of Arthabaskaville, practised law there and
still makes his home there upon occasion.
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0l1d Fort Pontchartrain is a relic of the French Regime in : At Sherbrooke the Magog River is hitched up to make the
Quebec—at Modern Chambly, P.Q. Town’s Electricity.
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erica where could the most fastidious or the most poetic traveller find a sweep of river and hill more lovely than

In all Am e 1 ] S
this —St. Francis River in the Eastern Townships?

Pulpwood Spruce Drifts down the Rivers; part of the Contented Farmers Gather the Sheaves; some of the Wealth
Wealth of the Industrial Town. of the Prosperous Countryside,
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SERGEANT KINNAIRD

RESUME OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS

The Canadian farming community Stand Off is a
village in the foothills of the Rockies, close to the inter-
national boundary. It is the resort of whiskey smug-
glers and moonshiners who have baffled the members
of the NNW.M.P. and continued to sell to the Indians.
Mayo is head man and his_daughter Chris is the lead-
ing woman. Sergeant Kinnaird, for the sake of a
young comrade leaves the force and goes in disguise
to gather evidence against Mayo and his outlaws. As
Preacher Black he reaches Stand Off and the Lone
Pine Hotel.

RESENTLY Kinnaird and his driver came
P forth, and as he was about to pass the Cor-
sican exclaimed rudely: “You mus' pay
here!” The preacher tendered a five-dollar
bill, which Matteo thrust in his pocket, and with
provoking coolness proceeded to roll a cigarette.
Kinnaird stood looking at the Corsican in a puzzled
manner, striving to subdue his rising anger.

“You've forgotten my change,” he said quietly.

“What change you spe’k?”

“I gave you five dollars. Two dinners are a
dollar.” As Kinnaird said this he moved to allow
Kootenay and Tough Wilkins to pass.

“How you s’pose I run dis house, for fun?” Mat-
teo queried insolently. “You see dis mans,-dey don’
pay cause deys strapped. Dat’s de rule here: de
man got de mon’ it’s his treat. Dere, excuse-a me
—you stan’ in de way.” Matteo lighted his cigarette
and blew a puff of smoke derisively from his lips.

Kinnaird remained merged in a silent study of
the situation for ten seconds. All the time of his
coming he had known that he would be tried out
at Stand Off, and would have to make good or quit.
The test had met him at the very threshold, and
Stand Off’s code was the code of the West: “Either
a man or a mouse.”

“I must trouble you for four dollars.”

He spoke so quietly that his words failed to
rouse the Corsican, who nonchalantly puffed his
cigarette.

With thumb and finger Kinnaird deftly snipped
the paper tube from between Matteo’s slim fingers,
and, tossing it through a window explained, “It en-
grosses your attentioff too much, my friend.”

The Corsican sprang to his feet, his eyes blazing
with sudden passion. His voice was raised to the
pitch of a scream, and his vocabulary a volley of
oaths entirely derogatory to the character of the
other, even as a layman.

The clamour brought Chris trom the dining-
room. She stood in the hall, a startled look in her

es.

“Stop that, you blackguard!” Kinnaird command-
ed. “Don’t you see there’s a lady present?”

“Get out!” shrieked Matteo. “Leave de house!
Sapristi!” He clutched at the black coat as though
he would throw its wearer through the window.

An open palm slid with quick certainty up the
Corsican’s chest between his snatching arms; a
thumb and finger closed on his throat, then, lifted
by the chin, he was nailed flat against the wall, his
toes just touching the floor. As he clutched at his
hip for a knife, his wrist was twisted by strong
fingers till he writhed in agony.

+ “Drop that man, stranger, or—” The harsh
voice suddenly hushed, as Tough Wilkins, hand on
pistol butt, was rudely blanked from view by the

‘angular bulk of a tall, lean jawed man who asked,
“What's this all about?”

“Matt tried to bunko the preacher out of four
dollars, dad. It's all his fault,” Chris said hastily.

With a freeing toss of disgust, Kinnaird dropped
the Corsican and explained what had occurred.

“Jus’ give back the four dollars you cached,
Matt. Eight bits is all that’s comin’ for two feeds,
and the Lone Pine ain’t no bunko j'int,” Mayo
commanded.

The Corsican handed the money back, adding a
snarling remark about the “sky pilot.”

“It sure ain’t no question of perfection,” Mayo
declared quietly; “it’s just Injun hold-up; and the
Lone Pine makes its excuses to you, preacher, fer
the bad break. Which bein’ said an’ done, we’d best

outspan-"
CHAPTER 1IV.

KINNAIRD’S advent as Preacher Black had been
most propitiously arranged by Fate. His sum-
manner of resenting insult brought him the
respect of the men. But Matteo, unable to weather
the storm of ridicule, shook the dust of Broadyvay
from his feet and pulled out for his old stamping-
'grotmd» Montana.

By W. A. FRASER

Naturally Kinnaird was somewhat lethargic in
his evangelical work. This feature in no wise
troubled his flock. They treated his clerical mission
as a joke; practically ignored it. Indeed, there were
not lacking suspicions that the man was really there
to pry into their illicit traffic. Perhaps they hardly
went the length of supposing that Black was not
a minister; rather that it might turn out to be a case
of “First come missionary, then come soldiers.”

Kinnaird occupied a little log missionary shack
he had learned from Somers was at Stand Off. This
shack and another that did duty as a gospel hall
were nearly half a mile from the Lone Pine. Get-
ting settled in his quarters gave him a useful excuse
for his policy of unaggressive church work.

A few ranches, owned chiefly by English remit-
tance men, and regarded more by their owners as
houses of refuge when the remittance money had
been burned up in the fiery furnace of carouse at
Calgary, dotted the wide expanse of cattle country
at intervals of half a day’s ride. This situation was
also of assistance’ to a man who shuddered with
repugnance and self abasement when, Bible in hand,
he posed as a vicar of the God of Truth before the
men of Stand Off, who, whatever they might be in
the way of desperate tenacity of purpose, were cer-
tainly fearless and devoid of sham.

The name of their headquarters had been birthed
in that spirit of open defiance of officials whom they
looked upon as jackals serving for pay a misguided
Government that wantonly trampled on the rights
of men, who as freemen should be allowed to have
whiskey if they desired. At that spot on the trail
the whiskey runners had put up such a bitter fight
against the police that the latter had been beaten off.
Then the whiskey men named the place Stand Off,
and abode there.

Individually the whiskey men were akin to Stand
Off in their jocund indifference to the law’s conven-

Sergeant Kinnaird as ‘‘Preacher Black.”

tions. A reward of five hundred dollars each was
written 'against the names of Kootenay, Tough and
Cayuse in British Columbia, over a matter of some
dead Indians that had decorated-the scene of a fight
in Kettle Valley. It was a picturesque, dangerous
atmosphere; extremely so for a spy should he be
caught.

That the first and only incumbent of the mission
had been stampeded before he had time to prose-
lytize a single recruit, bore testimony to the dearth
of Christian yearning. :

Kinnaird’s immunity from flagrant persecution
was vividly epitomised in Cayuse George’s tribute
one day, when the latter had warmed the cockles
of his heart with a spirit solace at least twenty
overproof.

“The fellars kinder cotton to you, preacher,” he
said. “Cause why?” With a grimy thumb he prod-
ded the black coat on Kinnaird’s breast, and added
gravely, “Fer a man in that uniform you monkey
less with religion than anybody I ever see.”

At Preacher Black’s first service in the little log
church he gathered in the contribution plate a fluffy
pyramid of gopher tails. He put them quietly to
one side without comment, understanding the grim

humour of the offering. There was a Government
bounty of ten cents a tail on gophers, and his col-
lection represented four dollars and twenty cents.

“It’s just a saw-off,” he muttered. “The plate
was a bluff, and these jokers called me.”

Scarcely a day passed without its vivid splash
of local colour reading danger, or humour, or sus-
picion, and at times a friendly tribute of regard for
Kinnaird’s quality as a man. ‘And he was an accept-
able quantity in a secular way. He had been a
medical student in his young days, and had brought
to Stand Off a store of medicine and some surgical
appliances. This had given colour to his assertion
that he had come in a dual role: as a medical
missionary.

Mayo’s nature was an extraordinary combination
of fanatical hatred of his enemies the police, and
a spirit of fair mindedness in almost everything else.
He was tall, powerful, and lean of loin as a stag-
hound. A strange mastery over men lay hidden be-
hind his deep set, solemn eyes, which, when he was
angered, flared up with a lurid light as ravenously
fierce as a wolf’'s. He had drifted northward from
California with Chris after her mother died. The
girl had much of the father’s strong, fearless nature,
his adherence to what he considered right; but
something of schooling in her younger days had
softened the channels of her thoughts.

Kinnaird had come expecting to find Chris of
Stand Off, the daughter of the whiskey runner, an
unlettered, perhaps unsexed woman, one something
akin to the street type. He believed she had been
used as a decoy, drawing the boyish constable
Somers under the influence of her young woman-
hood, so that the whiskey men might through her
obtain information of police movements against
them. There was a half-formed plan in his mind
to switch Chris’s intent from Somers to himself.
How it would work out he didn’t know. Something
would happen—the boy’s pride—something would
save him. That had been at the beginning; but the
long days of many houred sunlight at Stand Off
brought their enlightenment, and a new phase of
this love trouble—a complicated one.

Chris was just what Somers had pictured her;
as he had said succinctly, “As good as gold.” And
the infatuation was all the boy’s; he was almost en-
tirely absent from the girl's thoughts and words.

But many little things indicated to Kinnaird that
his ungallant intent of attracting Chris hn(’l‘m}-
consciously developed into a serious situation. Their
many rides together to ranches across the prairie
had not been of his arranging; indeed, they sadly
interfered with his plans. e could not quite dis-
abuse his mind of the suspicion that perhaps it was
part of the surveillance that he felt swimming in
the Stand Off atmosphere. Probably to the girl had
been allotted ah espionage that the preacher would
not suspect. Chance circumstances, little observa-
tions, indicated that more than once when he had
ridden to some place of Chris’s selection, a load of
whiskey had been run in for redistribution in smaller *
lots through the clearing house of Mayo’s trade
store during his absence.

This association bred a curious reflex of uplift
to both. Something of the girl's trust caused Kin-
naird abasement, twinges of remorse, such as Judas
might have felt. And the girl, who before his com-
ing was quiescently steeped in the atmosphere of her
father’s views, now at times gave expression to an
abhorrence of the traffic that was dangerously near
to disloyalty.

To Kinnaird’s credit he always checked Chris in
her sudden outbursts of denunciation. In keeping
with his office, he should have met with approval
this working of the leaven of moral betterment,
Chris thought; but this inexplicable contrariment in
the preacher, the ever recurrent glitter of true metal
through the matrix of sodden church mold, only in-
creased her admiration.

There was the drama of a lifetime enacted in two
moons of high tensioned life following Kinnaird’s
advent. in Stand Off. _Chris, youthful, impetuous,
embodiment of unrestricted prairie life, wandered
leagues in unexplored realms of emotion, lived years
of a new, rap:d_ly maturing life,
. Kinnaird, bridle wise, fought against the deflect-
Ing vagaries of sentiment. There were cogent rea-
sons why he should not contemplate the binding of
a woman to his side. Tersely put by himself once,
he was immune to the love fever because he was
not immune to alcohol. When a student he had
slipped into the clutches of the drink demon, and it

e
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THE OPTIMISM OF THE WEST

saw them, the Optimism of the West is

“boundless and beautiful.” Peculiar to no

latitude and to no longitude, it is as much
in evidence among the hills as on the plains. In the
cities and towns it is virile and ubiquitous; but it
permeates too the aroma that springs from the
freshly turned sod and is the dominant note in the
song the reaper sings.

The student of nation-building may be disposed
to inquire as to the causes of this optimism. Is it
the open, unconventional life of the West; the vast
extent and wonderful fertility of her lands; the
prompt and generous return that labour receives from
Mother Nature, or the wonderful development in
her commerce ~and transportation now spelled by
three great transcontinental railway lines, reaching
out in all directions to tap new sources of wealth?
On all these, but not on these alone, does the optim-
ism of the West feed and grow to be the imperious
influence that it is to-day.

And apparently there is not a discordant note
in the general chorus of praise for the West and
confidence in her future. The people from foreign
lands—those who have in some measure assimilated
with Anglo-Saxon—are happy and contented. Too
readily contented probably—satisfied many of them
with what we would term a hand-to-mouth exist-
ence, and lacking the ambition and energy that
make every advance a starting point for further
progress. And yet it is remarkable what some of
these people have accomplished. I was talking to a
Galician in Northern Alberta who is reported to be
worth fifty thousand dollars. He spoke English
quite fluently and gave every evidence that he had
been thoroughly Canadianised. He told me not a
single one of his children could speak the Galician
tongue. From babyhood they had been taught the
language of their new home and into its life and
activities they were being prepared to enter on the
same footing as Canadian boys and girls. Where-
ever the Galician has had an opportunity to rub
shoulders with the Westerner he has shown a dis-
position to adopt up-to-date methods. True, there
are many who will wear sheep-skins to their grave,
but their children are quick to swing into line with
the newer civilisation—its fads and its fancies. An
Edmonton lady recited a rather curious example of
Galician adaptability. She had discarded a set of
the invaluable aids to an attractive coiffure—be-
cause, I suppose, they were frayed at the edges.
That very evening, Lena, her Galician maid, appear-
ed in all the glory of her new found possessions,
the “rats” being as tastefully arranged as if she had
come from the hands of a hair dresser. “This good
country for Galician,” said the delighted servant.

l IKE the Prairies, as William Cullen Bryant

i~

A good country for every one who has the
strength, the ability and the courage to “breast the
blows of circumstance and grapple with his evil
star.” For it is not always plain sailing in the
West. There are failures—failures in crops and
_failures in men. But the failures are few compared
to the successes. Only once in three weeks’ travelling
did I meet a man from the East who was hard up.
No wonder, then, that the Galician thinks it is a
good country. But a better country it would be, for
the Galician, if the Galician had been given a
fair chance. The original colonisation of these
people was a grave blunder. At the time it may
have appeared the wisest policy, but experience has
shown the unwisdom of it. In the colony they live
—most of them—the old life, in every way out of
touch with the opportunities and requirements of
this country. They are in a land of great natural
wealth and untold possibilities, but they are not of
it. The old home ways are still their ways. They
are more comfortable than they were in their native
land, and they are content. In time, of course, the
younger generations must be influenced by the bet-
ter conditions beyond the settlement and gradually
adopt the methods against which their fathers stolid-
ly set their faces. And so the optimism of the West
has. infected the foreigner. 'Their old people are
satisfied, and more than that they do not look for.
The young people are in many cases enthusiastically
keeping step with the procession and those who
have not yet joined the march will soon step from
behind the barrier of old-world prejudice and take
their places in the line.

'I:h,: unassin}ilating foreigner is, after all, a
negligible quantity in the army of workers in the
- great West. His silence, if silent he be, passes un-
noticed in the thunderous declaration for “our
country, our whole country and nothing but our
country”—our country in this particular instance
being located west of the Great Lakes. Why the
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young man from the East becomes wildly enthu-
siastic when he finds his bearings on the prairies is
not difficult to answer. He knows what his fathers
underwent in the pioneer days in Ontario. Stories
of the long years of toil, of loneliness, of hardships
—battling single-handed with the great forces of
nature—are still ringing in his ears. He ‘has heard
of the white streak through the forest that marked
the lonely trail of the settler to the nearest village,
from which on his back he carried to his hut in the
clearing flour and bacon and other provisions. Here
in “the newer and vaster West” he sees different
conditions. ‘The Pullman car not unfrequently car-
ries the prospective settler to the nearest station
and automobiles whirl him across the prairie to the
land he is seeking. The rude forefathers of On-
tario’s hamlets forced back the wilderness by the
strength with which they wielded the axe. Stroke
on stroke, day after day, how slowly the patch of
cleared ground grew. Here the invading army ar-
rives by train, on schedule time, and the steam plough
soon prepares them to join in the answer to the
nations’ hungry cali for bread. Under primeval
conditions the Canadiansfarmer enjoyed a magnifi-
cent independence.

Not his the lurching of the aimless clod;

But with the August gesture of a god—

A gesture that is question and command—

He hurls the bread of nations from his hand;

And in the passion of the gesture flings

His fierce defiance in the face of Kings.

>

Edwin Markham wrote of a day long past. The
farmer no longer “hurls the bread of nations from
his hand.” He sits proudly on a four-horse seed
drill and sows a twelve-foot space every turn he
takes in the field. Then he watches with complac-
ency the grain spring and the harvest whiten in the
field. The self-binders and the wide-mouthed
thresher get in their work; and the measure of the
season’s efforts is taken in the hopper at the near-
by elevator. All very fine! All very fine! But
there are bad seasons—Ilate springs that worry and
frosts that blight. What of them? Two good years
make the wheat grower independent of one failure
and the West at its worst has rarely drawn a blank
oftener than one in three. :

In recent years the optimism of the West has
been nourished by the progressive settlers from On-
tario and the United States. Also these newcomers
have raised the standard of farming in many sec-
tions. The man from the Western States makes a
good settler. He comes in equipped for the under-
taking. He brings his horses, his cattle and his
implements with him and he gets at the land in a
businesslike way. And he is not long on Canadian
soil till some of his delusions and misgivings are
dispelled. He learns that under British Govern-
ment there is all the liberty that a well-disposed
citizen can desire—to make the laws and shape
the administration of the country as the majority
decide. He learns, too, that on every foot of the
King’s Dominion order is maintained and law im-
partially enforced. However remote he may be
from the well-worn paths of civilisation, his flocks
and his herds are safe. The wholesome influence
of the R. N. W. M. P. permeates every corner:
against the tireless vigilance and splendid cour-
age of that force, the “rustler” and the “outlaw”
must battle in vain. Gradually but surely the vir-
tues of British rule come home to the U. S. set-
tler, and while, for a time, he may revel in the
undimmed glory of the 4th of July, it is not long
till his respect for the same untrammeled liberty
and never-weakening security guaranteed by the
British flag makes him an enthusiastic Canadian
and an eloquent optimist of the West.

-

What a worthy part the mounted police have
played in Empire building in our far stretched ter-
ritories! They make the settlement of the coun-
try possible. They enforce the wholesome truth
that Pitt first promulgated: “Where law ends,
tyranny begins.” To the law-abiding they gave
security; to the lawless they presented the stern
unequivocal demands of British justice and said:
“You must obey.” At the Alberta Hotel Edmon-
ton I met an officer from a detachment down the
Mackenzie River. He had been educated in To-
ronto; spent seven years in the banking business
and was an accountant in a prosperous branch
when the “call of the wild” came to him. He was
getting his outfit together for his two hundred
mile trip to Athabasca Landing when I saw him.

-Congress is enormous, and requires organising

“Just back from the East; had a nice visit
my friends,” he said to me, as he tightened
strap a hole or two. And then he gave a
outline of his prospective journeyings to the ne
ward. He expected to be at the mouth of
Mackenzie River, two thousand miles from
monton, before Autumn. With evident pleas
he busied himself with his preparation. He
glad that the hour had struck when he must &
his back on civilisation and become a care-free
wanderer in the wilderness. He loved the ne
life he declared; would not return to the East .
any terms. How confidently this man spoke
Canada’s possibilities. Canadians, he conside
had no adequate appreciation of the imme
and resources of their country. They talked
Fdmonton as one of the out-posts of the *
Great West.” “Why man,” and he looked at
with a sort of curious disdain, “I tell you Ed-
monton is the gateway to a greater West than the
Last Great West as you know it. A delightful
climate, thousands of square miles of sp{exﬁﬁ
wheat and grazing lands, magnificent rivers, tiﬁg‘}*
ber and minerals in abundance. You could settle
north of here on good lands ten times the popula-
tion of the present West and still be crying out
for settlers.” R S
He made a fine picture, this young Canadian, >
as he stood glowing in the pride of his youth
and strength. Proud, too, of the colours that he
wore and what they stood. for. : REc

Value of International Medical
Congresses o

By G. Sterling Ryerson, M.D.

Representing Army Medical Service of Canada
Budapest. e

EOPLE have often asked: “What good
pose do medical conventions serve?

is done at them?” The cynical add that

suppose it is an excuse for a good time. N

experience is that medical congresses are of f :
greatest use to the profession and therefom'w;

great benefit to mankind. S

The work of organisation of an Internati

executive ability of a high order. Invitations a
issued to leading medical men in all parts of
world. ILocal committees are appointed de:
with their accommodation, transportation, business
papers and entertainments. Efficient secre%
speaking two or three European languages have
to be found. The State must be asked for a sub.
vocation—the late Congress at Budapest cost th
State 300,000 crowns ($60,000). Not only
the secretaries speak several languages, but
must have infinite tact and patience in dealing y
all sorts of excitable people suffering from real
imaginary grievances. Then the work of the
gress must be divided into sections; suitable m
found to act as chairmen and secretaries. Med
men must be solicited to send in papers on all s
of subjects. General meetings must be arrane
for with addresses on subjects of general inte
The ladies must be interested; a lady presiden
the ladies’ committee found. Local and s
jealousies must be stilled. Mrs. A, who is a soc
star, must be gotten to work with Mrs. B, whe
her rival—all for the general good. The Cong
being organised and officered and divided into
tions and all parts in working order before the
members arrive. The babel of tongues begins :
least four languages are official. How much
ter it would be if we doctors still spoke Latin:
One eminent Italian delivered a Latin oration
Budapest. Few, if any of his hearers, understq
him. The work of the sections begins. Excelle
papers by eminent men are given and thoro
discussed. New theories are enunciated—old
killed. But the most valuable part of the m
lies in the personal contact and private conye:
tions with the leaders of our art. Thus difficult:
are frankly discussed and means of meeting
knotty points devised. The value of these
meetings and of these private conferences ca
be over-estimated, and he who would keep then'
fidence of his brethren and the esteem of his cl
tele must take part in them. A final word:
young man who enters the profession of mEd
should be required to have a working knowled
at least one foreign language, preferably ng'=
Without it he must be always dependent on tray
lations and the delays incident thereto. Fy ‘
without this accomplishment he cannot intelljore
and intelligibly take part in an International VF
cal Congress. iR




Steamer at the Marine Yards at Point Tupper, N.S., hauled up ready for Repairs

A Trawler at the Docks ready to be hauled up.

PEOPLE AND PLACES

LITTLE STORIES BY LAND AND SEA, CONCERNING THE FOLK WHO MOVE HITHER AND THITHER ACROSS THE FACE OF A BIG LAND

T Point Tupper, C.B. — named after Sir
A Charles Tupper, of course—there is a very

novel sort of industry, owned and operated

by the Strait of Canso Marine Railway Co.

This is a sort of hospital for ships—and there are
all sorts and conditions of craft in the vicinity of
Point Tupper; ordinary -fishing vessels and trawls
and half-dead freighters bound for home; and once
in a while a ship gets a dead spot, springs a leak,
accumulates barnacles, smashes a rudder or a pro-
pellor, and it’s necessary to get her up and out and
on to the hospital dock as soon as possible. So at
Point Tupper they have a set of sliding docks or
cradles that reach out into the water and grab a
ship by the nethers and snake her up on a set of
iron rollers propelled and run by a powerful steam
winch. This takes about twenty minutes for one
ship. One of these cradles is 120 feet long, 38 feet
wide and has a capacity of 850 tons. Up in the dry
dock the sick trawler or freighter is over-run by a
gang of expert ship’s carpenters and caulkers and
blacksmiths as the case may require. This gang at
Point Tupper are able to handle four 100-ton vessels
at a time—in one day. From July 27th to August
7th, which is about ten days, they hauled up thirty-
two vessels for painting, cleaning and repairs. The
Strait of Canso Marine Railway also maintains 2
dining outfit for the men. S

AN ART GALLERY IN THE NORTH.,

9) N the dingy walls of a deserted old big house in
the almost untenanted Hudson’s Bay Company
village of Moose Factory there hangs an old oil
painting which was photographed this summer by
a voyageur up in that region. The picture is that
of Sir George Simpson, who was one of the gover-
nors of Rupert’s Land on behalf of the Hudson’s
Bay Company and one of the most remarkable men
of a century ago. George Simpson has left his
name at three places in Canada—besides at the
bottom of the old painting at Moose Factory; at
Fort Simpson on the Mackenzie, at Simpson’s
Falls on the Peace and at Cape George Simpson.
Simpson was one of the best travellers in the
employ of the Hudson’s Bay Company. _He covered
most of new Canada. He was born in 1792—an
Englishman ; educated at old London, and i.n 1820
he emigrated to New York, not, however, with any
intention of becoming a Yank_ec. He went straight
up to Montreal where he got into the service of the
great fur company and in the very next year after
he came, while he was still a young man under
thirty, he became Governor of Rupert’s Land. He
was an autocrat. His autocracy ?nded shortly after
Donald A. Smith became a clerk in Lab‘rador. Seven
years after he got to Hudson’s Bay, Simpson went
on a transcontinental tour. But there was no trans-
continental railway. He went by water; up the
rivers—the Nelson and the Saskatchewan and down
the Athabasca and the Peace; up to the Rockies
and beyond, tracking up through some canyons that
no white man before him had ever seen. On this
trip he travelled nearly thirty-five hundred miles,
and on account of it he was knighted. :
Afterwards Sir George Simpson went on a trip
round the world and did the circuit in one year,
seven months and twenty-six days, which in those
days of slow-going was fast travelling.. His bio-
rapher has this to say of Sir George:
. ESimpson's work as administrator of the Hud-
son’s Bay Company began when _Brltxsh' Columbia
was scarcely settlgd, and was coincident with growth
and progress which entitles him to be considered

one of the architects of the present Dominion. He
took great interest in the Red River settlement ; his
experiments in agriculture and farming were origi-
nal if not always wise.”

Sir George was at Lachine in 1860 when the
present King, then Prince of Wales, was touring
Canada. At Lachine he received the Prince. In
that same year he died and was buried at Montreal.
The painting was done by an English artist and
was sent out by sailing vessel through Hudson’s
Bay and hung in the old Factor’s house, where it
still hangs, seen by no one except a casual voyageur ;
probably the loneliest oil painting in the world. The
photograph of the painting on this page is the only
reproduction of it ever published.

* * *

THE light in which Sir Wilfrid Laurier appears to
a thorough outsider is well illustrated by the
summary of Mr. James Collins in the Saturday

SIR GEORGE SIMPSON,

From 1821 to 1860 Governor of the Territories of the
Hudson's Bay Company.

A faded inscription on a solitary. Oil Painting in a lone-
some old house in Moose Factory, contains this tribute
to the career and character of one of Canada’s most
emineunt pathfinders and early administrators: *‘Sir
George Simpson, Governor of the Territories of
the Hudson’s Bay Co. Painted after the re-
quest of the Chief Factors and Chief Traders
of the Company, as a mark of their re-
spect for his talents.”’

Evening Post. Mr. Collins lived in Montreal for a
number of years and was a writer of advertisements
before going across the line to write for: United
States weeklies. He has therefore written more
knowingly of Canada that do most United States

writers, and this is what he has to say concerning
the Canadian Premier:

“French-Canadians might not be in power at
Ottawa were it not for their possession of that in-
estimable treasure in politics—a Man. Sir Wilfrid
Laurier is stronger than an army with banners, the
idol of the Frenchman, and the recognised leader
of Canada’s most progressive English-speaking
population. A story told of his trip to England two
years ago, when he attended a conference of colonial
prime ministers, exactly indicates his hold on both
constituencies. At Liverpool he spoke in English
to the typical dinner audience of British business,
professional, and public men. Presently the British-
ers were climbing on top of the tables to hear what
this man had to say. His English was commented
upon for its purity. A few days later Sir Wilfrid
spoke in French at Paris, and quickly had the
Parisians on the tables too. His French was con-
sidered as notable in France as his English had been
in England.”

* * *

MUSICAL MEMORIES.

I[N the spring of 1910 Madame Albani and her
trcupe, including Muriel Foster, went up to
Edmonton after singing in Winnipeg and Calgary
In those days the opera house and music hall was
a large room above a fur store and a warehouse
In fact Albani sang directly above a bin of oats
The hall was packed with people who paid two
dollars and a half to get in. All seats were re-
served. There was a thousand-dollar house. FEn-
thusiasm was at its. height. Such a concert had
never been ‘heard in that fur-post town. But a
local scribe had the temerity to write a column of
appreciative criticism in the FKdmonton Bulletin
Because he was critical he narrowly missed a rail-
ride out of town. These people knew a good thing.
They were enthusiastic and up-to-date, and they
deserved credit for wanting to be up with the pro-
cession. But if Albani should sing in Edmonton
nowadays she would most surely receive her knocks
There 1s more criticism, if not less enthusiasm in
the West nowadays than there used to be when we
all felt that we were out on the outpost edges with
nowhere right next. Edmonton is full of people
who know good music, and well equipped  with
singers, players and teachers who are quite as
modern as can be found anywhere in Canada.
It is one of the best signs of the times out there
on the prairie thatgthe westerners are taking a
strong interest in one of the most democratic of
the ﬁnq arts. It may be a long while before they
have picture galleries in those towns and cities,
Painters and poets may be a long while arriving,
Meanwhile they have music; good music produced
by native talent in chorus and orchestra and church
choir, Public enthusiasm is alive, People are
proud of their own music. There is a healthy emula-
tion. Competition is everywhere. There is no
_lcalo'llsy let us hope!
T'here was also an organ in Edmonton those
days that had a history ; one of those vocalion con-
trivances that seem designed to play the deuce with
the imagination. Qn 1ts perilous passage in a
Wwaggon across the Saskatchewan, on the old cable
scow, this voc;‘ihon toppled overboard and went to
the bottom. _There it remained for some days till
they gaffled it up, soaked and soggy to the heart’s
core, every reed gathering a coat of rust. But they
set it up and they played it. Years without even

a_jot of repairs, that thing did service in a Metho-
dist Church. % % Euag
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SLIGHTLY MISLEADING.

URING the last year, the theologians have
been busy in the evangelical churches of

the Dominion, stirring up a slight dissension

by means of criticism, high and otherwise.
In one of the committees of an Ontario conference
of the Methodist Church, the theclogical views held
by the various young probationers came up for re-
vision. There was one of the youthful theologues
whose doctrines were considered doubtful and whose
desirability as a pulpit aspirant was therefore ques-
tioned by many of the elderly ministers. Suddenly
one of the latter arose in his defence—a benevolent
old “superintendent,” whose junior assistant was the
subject of attack.

“You. are doing this young man a grave injus-
tice,” he said feelingly. “I assure you that his
theology is sound. He believes in the first eleven
chapters of Genesis, the account of the flood, Jonah
and the whale and—and a Personal Devil. At least,
he did last year when he was with me.”

There was general applause, the young man’s
character and doctrines were declared blameless,
while his elderly defender was sadly bewildered re-
garding the swift and cheerful change of attitude
on the part of the clerical censors.

* * *
NEWSLETS.

Captain Bernier of the Arctic will arrive in
(Quebec about the middle of October, with a few
furs and sundry observations. It is understood from
a Courier correspondent that the brave captain has
refused to act as umpire in the Cook-Peary contro-

versy. He intends instead to address the Canadian
Club of Ottawa on “Polar 'Bores I Have Fled
From.”

Hon. William Pugsley has been given a

“sumpshus” banquet at St. John, with that angel
child, Hon. W. L. Mackenzie King, to say a few
words on his behalf. Tt was a perfectly lovely party.

A witness in the Burnham-Stratton case has just
admitted that he may have told as many as fifty
lies about the money and where it came from. They
never do things by halves in Peterborough. Next
thing we know, that witness will be saying that
he found the North Pole last May and nailed a
beaver to it.

Messina, Sicily, expects another earthquake be-
fore the end of October. But that’s nothing to what
is going to happen to the Conservative Party of
Canada.

Dear Mrs. Pankhurst is to appear in Massey
Hall, Toronto, early in November, to lecture on
“Policemen I Have Pulverised.” Premier Whitney
has refused to take the chair, on account of a severe
cold, and Hon. W. J. Hanna is going away after
moose. There is nothing for it but to have Colonel
Matheson preside, as the gallant Treasurer for the
Province of Ontario is the very flower of chivalry.

I
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Tickets, fifty cents; Colonel Grasett, Chief of
Police, free.

Chairman Englehart has been so indiscreet as
to mention mint juleps in connection with telegraph
lines. Of course, it was only a figure of speech,
but that was no language for a local option section.
However, the worthy chairman remarks in justifica-

tion: “Evil be to him who evil drinks!”
* * *

BREAD AND MILK AND PHILOSOPHY.

HEY were having luncheon in one of Canada’s
great department stores—the boy and his mo-
ther—and the boy was having one of the times
of his life. He had ordered fried potatoes and sir-
loin steak with magnificent carelessness, and had
added salad and maple walnut ice cream as mere
incidentals. Suddenly his mother put her hand on
his knee and, bending forward, said confidentially:
“Teddy, do you see that man in the grey suit
and bright green tie?”

“Yes,” replied Teddy, as well as he could for a
mouthful of potatoes.

“Well, he’s getting ten ‘thousand dollars a year
—he’s the manager.”

Teddy regarded the gentleman with a certain
degree of awe and then, slipping from his chair,
went down to survey the manager. He returned
with an expression of disgust on his chubby face.

“He ain’t eatin’ nothing but bread and milk.”

“He’s got dyspepsia and darc not eat any rich
food.”

“Not any maple
Teddy incredulously.

“Of course not.”

“Well,” said Young Canada, reaching for anoth-
er roll, “T don’t see where the fun comes in. Think
of not having maple walnut or raspberry tarts or
peanut brittle. Gee!” 4

And a pitying glance went backward towards
the table where the manager was calmly disposing
of a bowl of bread and milk. A fancy income
means the simple life.

* * *
REPORT OF A CANON.

ANON HENSLEY HENSON, during his lec-

tures at Yale, said at a dinner in New Haven:

“In my condemnation of this American custom
I was mistaken. Yes, I was as ludicrously mistaken
as the woman in the third-class smoker.

“At Banbury a half-dozen young Methodist min-
isters once boarded a third-class smoker wherein sat
a frowsy woman smelling of beer. The young min-
isters had been attending a ministerial conference.
In their black garb they conversed gravely on con-
ference affairs, while the frowsy woman nodded in
her corner.

“As the train approached the long tunnel, the
woman. roused herself. She pinned back lazily a
tail of hair that had fallen on her shoulder, and

walnut ice cream?” asked

RIVALRY ON THE HUDSON

A Midnight Race.—Life.

she fixed her glassy eyes on the six pale, black-clad
divines.
breadknife.
“Making a few unsteady flourishes and. lunges
in the air with the knife, she said fiercely:
“‘Don’t none o’ you boys try none o’ yer tricks

on me in the tunnel, mind, or I'll open ye! *
* * *
A GROWING AFFECTION. 5

THE Connecticut farmer was riding back from the
cemetery with his nephew, after burying his

wife.

“Well, she’s gone,” said the bereaved husband.

The nephew assented dutifully.

“She kep’ good care of me for forty years,” said
the relict.

The nephew said that was so.

“And do you know,” said the mourner, “toward
the last T almost got to like her.”—Cosmopolitan.

* * *
AT THE HEIGHT OF THE SEASON

Prospective GCuest—‘‘What? Every room taken and
not even a place on the hay? How about the cow-
stable? '’ Landlady—‘‘Oh, my! The cow-stable is our
reception room now, you know.”'—Fliegenden Blatter,

* * *

POOR AUTHOR!

R. DAVID BELASCO is reputed to have the'

finest store of anecdotes of any living Ameri-
can—not even excepting- Mark Twain—and the fol-
lowing is one of his best stories: “Writing plays is
a risky business,” he says, “and whenever 1 attend
the first night of one of my own plays I feel as
nervous as a girl in a fog. My nervousness is in
no way improved by the following story, which on
such occasions will persist in running through my
mind. There was once a playwright who sat in
the front row at the first night of a new piece of his
own. This piece failed; it failed dreadfully. Ag
the author sat pale and sad amid the hisses, a
woman behind him leaned forward and said: ‘Ex-
cuse me, sir, but knowing you to be the author of
this play, I took the liberty, at the beginning of this
performance, of snipping off a lock of your hair
Allow me to return it to you!”"—M. A. P. 3

* * *
AN UNNECESSARY PRECAUTION.

A SMALL girl living in an Ontario city wag
greatly interested in the extra tire carried b
an automobile. .y
“Mother, mother,” she asked in great excite.
ment, “what does the automobile carry a life pr
server for?” %

e e
A TALE OF A WAG.

A SENTRY while on duty was bitten by a valya-

i ble retriever, and drove his bayonet into the
its value, and the evidence given showed t
soldier had not been badly bitten after all
did you not knock the dog with the butt end o
rifle?” asked the judge. The court rocked wi

laughter when the sentry replied, “Why di b,

bite me with his tail ?’—London Daily News

Then she took from her basket a huge

Its owner sued him in the County Court for
hat the

“Why
f your

dn’t he

S sall
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THE ARTS AND CRAFTS WOMAN.
I HAD thought and rather hoped that the. asthete,

male and female, had disappeared for good. Time

passes and the clubbed hair, rapt or silly expression

and clinging gown have gone, but time, as is his way,
brings other and perhaps greater evils with him. T refer
to the Arts and Crafts woman. Her garments are sten-
cilled and of sad colours like unto casement cloths: her
hat is literally al fresco, and she is hung all over with
strange things erroneously called jewels but which only
suggest, at least to my particular and I suppose unanoint-
ed eye, a set of burglars’ tools or the various propositions
in Euclid hammered out into pewter and studded with
sliced marbles. The Arts and Crafts woman does not
entirely abjure feathers but the cnes chosen by her to
float athwart a flat black hat turned down over the face
are utterly unrecognisable. T have among my books the
two volumes of Wallace’s “Geographical Distribution of
Animals,” and I have recently spent some time in trying
to assign the proper habitation and name to the birds
whose peculiar plumage appears upon these new and sug-
gestive hats. One would like to see, after the manner of
the great museums of palaeontology and zoology, a repro-
duction of the whole bird as it may have appeared (for
it strongly savours of past acons or ages) with all its
feathers on. The idea seems to be that a perfectly straight
policy, so often to be commended of course in other mat-
ters, is to apply also to dress and ornament. The curve,
once the symbol of the line of Beauty, has gone, and in
its stead we have
these geometrical
angles and triangles,
crosses, cubes,
rhomboids and
ovoids, doing duty
as leading parts of

OF
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labour.” But we all know that their interests are and
must be for all time, in the main, one and indissoluble,
and it can be best served by a mutual spiritual and mental
understanding of each other.

“The men abandon the courses specially favoured by
women, while the women do not select the courses
specially favoured by the men,” although it is true that
women gained admittance to the halls of learning only
by a severe struggle. “All the arts colleges in the Uni-
versity of Toronto are full and some of them over-
crowded. A second state college will soon be an urgent
necessity, and the most natural solution to a difficult
problem would be to organise the women into a separate
college.”

“Sacrifice the women!’ exclaimed an indignante,
“rather than resort to other very obvious means of over-
coming the difficulty.”

“Then the courses are designed for men and men’s
careers, and women’s education is not adequately studied
—and besides, with a college for women, in time women
would be appointed to the teaching staff, and the handicap
of women engaged in educational work would be
removed.”

In view of all this, the committee suggests that “the
women in the Arts Faculty of th® University should be
organised into @ separate college with a woman at its
head, and with a building for the special use of women.”
This would be a supposed great advantage to the women,
for the women’s college might have a larger and more
varied staff than is to be found in any one of the existing
arts colleges, and
besides, the women
would have classes
in their own build-
ing, and the lecture-
rooms of University

: College would be
speech in a new eased from some of
“Grammar of Orna- the present over-
ment” which might crowding.
indeed puzzle Owen Yet there has
Jones himself could been found among
he see them. Per- the women grad-
haps these dadoed, uates of the univer-
frescoed  costumes sity a “certain hesi-
ought to _be ap- tancy”  about the
proached in their adoption  of the
proper environment, above conclusions,
such as the Private which is based on
View. 1l faut souf- the fear that the
frir pour etre belle women might not
is in this case pass- receive ~ instruction
ed over, as it were, " equal in quality to
to the observer or Agnes Deans Cameron the well-known writer last summer went down the Mac- that which would
audience, for assur- " oi0 River, in the Arctic. She held parley with an Eskimo and his Wife be firnished to the
edly these square- ; men. This, how-

backed wraps, these stencilled waves and zigzags, these
bindings of leather and embrqi(leries of metal, seem fitter
for the furnishings of a studio than as adornments for

the person.
* * %*

CO-EDUCATION.

T is now over twenty-four years since the doors of
Toronto University were opened to woman that she
might avail herself of the same advantages by which her
brother prepares himself for worldly advancement or for
advancing the world. The “higher education” of woman
is not designed to make her a rival of man—although that
sometimes seems inevitable but subservient—but to enable
her to best fit herself for the fulfilment of the destiny to
which she is called whatever it might be.

For some time now a committee has been considering
the advisability of abolishing co-education in Toronto
University and its report has b_een returned by Professor
George M. Wrong M.A., Senior Professor of History.
It is lengthy, carefully composed and fairly permeated
with consideration for the advancement of women under
the most favouring circumstz}nces. “The question of the
higher education of women is not under consideration—
women have justified their claim to this”; they have given
proof that high mental developmgnt, which for the last
twenty-four years has bgen obtained through co-educa-
tion, is the best preparation that a woman can have for
filling worthily the position of wife or mother of a mem-
per of society in any station, and that these duties are
among the pre-emmengly important ones that are allotted
to mankind is most evident. 3

“Nor is the question of co-education under discussion,”
continues the report, “yet, woman and man need some-
what different types of training—and neither sex likes
the predominance of the other in its chosen sphere of

ever, the committee considers groundless, and it “has
reason to believe that if satisfactory assurances in respect
to this objection are given, most of the women and all of
the men in the university are agreed as to the desirability
of a college for women.” 3
Still again, “since a considerable expenditure of money
would be involved in founding a college for women your
committee fears that early action is not likely.”

_ It might be said that the report caused a temporary
violent ruffling of feathers among university women, and
was considered to be advocating a most reactionary step,
and opposing most of what women's reform had been
struggling for in Canada. But the ruffling was only of
temporary duration, and after sober reflection upon the
views expressed and considering that the formidable body
of women out of the one thousand enrolled students
numbered about three hundred, and that the class lists
and the prize and scholarship lists of the last twenty-four
years furnish indisputable proof that her indolence has
been no detriment to man’s ambition, having held, and in
some cases more than held, her own, it was felt that the
agitation was only a ripple on the surface intending to
worry no one nor disturb the present trend of co-educa-
tion towards prosperity. So wings are folded and minds
are again at rest.

* * *

M ONTREAL is looking forward to a number of splen-

did concerts this season. Dr. Wullner, the cele-
brated German singer, and Miss Gertrude Peppercorn,
the eminent English pianiste, will be heard early in the
winter, ethers of equal rank coming on later. His Excel-
lency, Earl Grey, Governor-General of Canada, and Lady
Grey have arranged to spend the first two wecks of
October in Winnipeg. While in the West Earl Grey will
lay the corner stones of the new Houses of Parliament for
the young provinces of Saskatchewan and Alberta.
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“Spreads Like Butter.”
Sold only in 15¢ and 25¢ blocks
For sale by all Grocers.
Manufactured by
The Ingersoll Packing Co., Ltd.
Ingersoll, Ontario, Canada.

“Just”

Tungsten

THE LAMP THAT SAVES YOU

o
707
OF YOUR LIGHT BILI,
16+-25-40-100 C.P.

Prices 50c and upwards

Sterling Electric Supply Co., Ltd.
369 Yonge St., TORONTO

[[EARN MERCHANTTATICR (UTTING | IR

Learn how to cut clothes for men
and you are always sure of a good
aying position. Cutters earn
‘rom $1,000 to $5.000 a year and
are in demand everywhere.

BY OUR
Original
Simple System

including Life-Size patterns, ete.,
we will teach you By Mail how
to become a first-class cutter,
Write to-day for booklet F,
It's free for the asking.
Rochester Academy of

Men's Clothes Cutting Inc.
Beckley Bldg., ROCHESTER, N.Y.
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Largest . Insurance
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“The Woman in the Case”

May be one’s own mother, wife or daugh-
ter, any one of whom may need the

protection which life insurance in

gives, and it is, therefore, the duty, and
should be the pleasure of

“The Man in the Case”

to whom she has a right to look for pro-
tection, to insure his life while yet in good
health for her benefit when his strong
arm and active brain shall have been
stilled in death,

HEAD OFFICE :
WATERLOO - ONTARIO

pBLkATT
PELLATT

(Members Toronto Stock Exchange)
401 Traders Bank Building, Toronto

BONDS AND STOCKS
also COBALT STOCKS
BOUGHT AND SOLD
... ON COMMISSION...

Q@ Private wire connections with
W. H. GOADBY & CO., Members
New York Stock Exchange.

THREE AND ONE-HALF
PER CENT.

per annum is the rate of interest we pay on
deposits. We credit this interest to the
account and compound it

FOUR TIMES A YEAR

As security, you have our Paid-Up Capitalf
amounting to the exceptionally large sum o

SIX MILLION DOLLARS

and a Reserve Fund of ’}3,000,000 or a total
shareholders’ Capital o NINE MILLION
DOLILARS protecting your money.from loss.
Vou have also the further protection of our
Charter, which limits the total amount we
may receive'on deposit to the amount of the
Paid-Up Capital and further provides that
our total borrowings from the public shall
not exceed four times the Paid-Up Capital.
Do you know any plage where money 18
better protected? And is always available
when wanted.

count may be opened with one dollar.
“}}:?eicy )dollar l’(ears interest at Three and
One-Half per cent. Deposits may to made
and withdrawn by mail. Write for Booklet.

CANADA PERMANENT
MORTGAGE CORPORATION

Toronto Street =« TORONTO

[ MONEY AND MAGNATES

HOW RECOVERY FROM DEPRESSION IS MADE.

OW this wave of prosperity does roll along. No sooner does it touch
one industry than another begins to feel some benefit from it until in
time the full wave is on it too. The most striking example of just
how it works out is afforded by the recovery made by the leading

industries of the country after the siege of depression that set in a couple of
years ago. Long before the average man had formed any idea that things were
changing for the better, the directors of the C. P. R. were looking ahead and
seeing what preparations they should have to make in order to handle the
business that was sure to be offering once the tide turned. And it was their
action that made the tide turn all the sooner, because away back in the fall of
1908 they had to lay out their plans for the requirements for the fall of 1909,
with the result that enormous orders were decided on for the construction of
new engines, new passenger coaches, and most of all for thousands upon
thousands of new box cars, that would surely be needed in the handling of the
crop, in view of the large increase in acreage that they had already seen
ploughed throughout the western wheat belt. No sooner were these orders
placed than there was a sudden air of activity about their own enormous shops
just outside of Montreal, and in order that they might be able to handle them,
they in turn placed orders with numerous other concerns who were manufac-
turers of different parts and equipment required by them in order to fill the
contracts.

Some of the links in the chain that were benefited were the large loco-
motive works of the American Locomotive Company at Longue Ppint, which
had practically been shut down for some months. This plant received a por-
tion of the order for the new locomotives and immediately the management
were able to make arrangements for a full staff to operate for some months.
Then came the Montreal Steel Works and the different Railway Equipment
companies, that supplied the different parts required in the construction of the
passenger coaches, freight cars, etc. It was just orders of this kind that tided
the companies over until such time as they would be able to secure orders else-
where to keep their plants operating to full capacity and afforded tho_usands of
mechanics the opportunity of getting back on the full time roll. This proved
to be exactly what happened. Long before the big railway company’s orders
were filled, various traction companies throughout the country were in th‘(‘
market for additional equipment, steel rails, cross sections and switches, witi
the result that the iron and steel people could see that there was ("onSlderavl')lc
business ahead and that they could make their arrangements accordingly. With
all the smaller plants in practically full operation, it meant that there would be
a very much readier market for the output of the major concerns, such as the
Nova Scotia Steel and Coal Co., the Dominion Iron and Steel, the Dominion
Coal, the Lake Superior Corporation, and that the earning power of these
concerns would gradually reach a level at which they might be able to make
larger returns to their shareholders. In addition, this increased activity .aff
forded the interests behind the different companies an opportunity of making
whatever financial arrangemients that might be necessary, and which might
have been delayed owing to the stringent money market that always accom-
panies, or perhaps is the cause, of a period of depression. :

Tt was a matter of great surprise to the leading banking interests of Lon-
don and New York to.see the rapidity with which Canada recovered from the
depression, the gain in this country being very much more rapid than in any
other country in the world, due largely perhaps to the fact that ours 1s a grow-
ing country, with gigantic works under way that must be carried out in order
to meet the demands of the growing development of the country. Following
upop the surprise, the London interests began to devote closer attention to
Canada and things Canadian, and this had resulted in an enormous amount of
English capital finding its way into Canadian industrial concerns since the be-
ginning of the present year. :

* * *

MONTREAT LUCKIER THAN TORONTO IN COBALT.

N the rivalry that exists between financial interests of Montreal and Toronto,
at all times, Montrealers are just at the present time chuckling to them-
solves over the manner in which they have been able to secure the best pro-
positions in the Cobalt camp, notwithstanding the fact that Toronto interests
at the outset were more closely in touch with the actual conditions in the new
silver country. While there is a great deal of luck regarding the showing that
will be made on any particular property, Montrealers certainly had more than
their share of it in the sélections they made of locations on the silver belt. In
this connection, mention may be made of such good paying concerns controlled
almost entirely in Montreal as the Drummond mines, Kerr Lakg,'Ummgas and
Crown Reserve. These propositions have been the biggest (l'lvnlcn(l payers,
from the time they joined the ranks of the regular shipping mines, of the pro-
perties controlled absolutely in Canada. In the case of Nipissing and La Rose,
of course, the control is held in New York and Boston.

A development that has brought this vivalry between Montreal and To-

ronto again to the fore occurred recently, when it fell to the lot of a Mont-
realer to make the first discovery of silver that was made on the new Gillies
limit which was being held by the Ontario Government, and regarding which
Toronto interests, close to government officials, ought to have had a pretty
good line.
luck he had in making the first discovery, because at the outset he found ‘it
absolutely impossible to get any engineers tc agree with him that the formation
in this section of the camp was anything like the same as it was where the
leading shipping mines are located, and who used his own private means in
order to carry forward all the preliminary development work that resulted in
the pure silver bodies being located. It was, of course, this discovery that
placed an entirely new value on all the properties situafed in the new district.
Then along came another batch of Montrealcrs‘ to look over the properties ad-
joining those taken up by Mr. Waldman, and the first thing we knew was that
these eight gentlemen thought enough of the district to club together and
make an offer of $400,000 for a property containing somewhat less than twenty
acres. The property adjoining this, now known as Cleopatra, was _also taken
up by Montrealers. Qf course, mining is a very uncertain proposition, and it
may be that Toronto interests may yet strike the richest thing in the camp, but
up to the present time Montrealers have certainly had a little the better of the

luck. COUPON.
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steeling himself for catastrophe, the
lad counted, “One !fT\\-o! :
Again he won. “Oh hell, go on!

sputtered Iowa, through gritting
teeth. And the boy resumed.
“Hit the key a sharp rap! Pretty

good. Now, two raps, one right after
the other. Good.

“Now, those are what we call ‘dots.’
Remember. Now, press the key down,
hold it for just a moment, and Ict. it
come up again. Very good. You
would learn telegraphy. quickly, Mr.
Davis. That is what we call a
‘dash.”” With the situation appar-
ently so well in hand, the boy was
beginning almost to enjoy it.

“Now I'll have you do what I've
been aiming at. And remember al-
ways—my finger is constantly press-
ing the trigger!”
mg‘Now tf?fn, feel just this side of
the key button, below. The little but-
ton of a lever? Got it? Press it
from you.”

There was a single sharp upward
click of relay and sounder. The key
was “open,” ready for operation.

“Now listen. I want you to make
the letter R—a dot, a pause for just
a moment, then two more dots right
together. And keep repeating till T
stop you.” >

Still under the spell of the fancied
revolver and the boy’s unfaltering
gaze, the renegade cow-man obeyed,
and the telegraph instruments clicked
out a painfully deliberate, but fairly
readable “R.”

When the despatcher at Redstone
heard his call he started up from a
book, listened a -moment, and impa-
tiently exclaiming, “Some fool stu-
dent!” returned to his chair. But
steadily, insistently, the repetition of
R’s continued, and at length he arose,
strode to the offending instrument,
struck open the key, and demanded,
“Who? Sign!”

Clumsily came the answer, “B.”

“Bonepile! Now what’s coming off
down there? And it's not the new
operator. He doesn’t send like that.”

The wire again clicked open. And
slowly, and in the same heavy, clumsy
hand, and while the chills began to
tingle in the roots of his hair, the
despatcher read.

“H-E-L-P — H-E-L-D U-P—A-F-
T-E-R G-O-L-D — T-I-E-D T-O
T-A-B-L-E—G-O-T D-R-O-P O-N
H-I-M—M-A-K-I-N-G H-I-M S-E-
N-D—B.” A

A moment the despatcher remained
stiffly upright, as he had listened.
Then he sprang at the key. “Good
boy! Good boy!” he hurled back.
“Keep it up for half an hour and
we'll get help to you. There’s an
extra engine at H, waiting for 92.
I'll send her right down. She §hou]d
make it in twenty-five minutes.” And
therewith he whirled off into a mad
succession of “H’s.” e

But through young Jennings
strange feat in telegraphy help was
nearer even than the unexpected suc-
cor from Hillside Junction. Despite
the sleeping draught Davis had ad-
ministered to Muskoka Jones, the un-
accustomed clicking of the telegraph
instruments had begun to arouse the
big cow-man. And when finally, in
sudden climax, came the lightning
whirr of the desgagcher’s excited res-

, he gasped into consciousness,
Ilfgrr:ls(eed. an%l spuddequ found himself
<itting upright, staring open-mouthed
;"t the spectacle before.hxm.

The next moment, with a shout, he
was on his feet in the middle of the
floor, and the lad had fainted. —

As the boy sank forward his “pis-
tol” fell from his hand and rolled into

ight. ;
th%‘x}:grl; Jowa came an inarticulate
cry, his jaw dropped, his eyes started
in his head. Muskoka, transfixed in
his stride, wet his lips and swore soft,
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The Vindication ot the Dude

CONTINUED FROM PAGE q.

incredulous words of admiration and
amazement. Then in a moment he
bad cut the lad free and stretched
him on the boards.

Towa spoke first. Rising, with
compressed lips he held towards Mus-
koka the butt of his pistol. “Here,
plug me—with my own gun!” he said
hoarsely.

Muskoka considered.

“No,” he said. “Leave your gun
and hoss for the kid, and,” turning
and indicating the door, “git!” And
following the abject renegade to the
exit, he kicked him, gently—gently,
sympathetically, kicked him out into
the darkness.

Needless to say the entire Bar-O
outfit apologised heartily and hand-
somely for their previous bearing to-
wards the unsuspected hero—the lat-
ter detail of the apology including the
widest Stetson, the finest colt, and the
most ornate spurs purchasable at Cal-
gary. And that this sentiment was
permanent you would have judged
had you been at Redstone Fair a year
later, on the memorable occasion of
the encounter between the Bar-O’s
and the Snapper Creek outfit—when
one of the latter carelessly referred
to the “pluckiest little operator and
gun man on the western division of
the C. P.” as a “glass-eyed dude.”

Farmers and Autos

T the last session of the Ontario
Legislatire much hostility to
automobiles was evident among re-
presentatives of the country constit-
uencies. Several propositions were
indicated to not merely place rigid
limits on the speed permitted to mo-
tor cars on certain days of the week.
More by luck than anything else, the
session passed without
along these lines.
. Further south the farmers are feel-
ing differently. The president of the
New York Central Railroad, who is
a farmer in his spare moments, the
Ottawa Journal finds, has lately dis-
covered that the automobile is getting
popular with the real farmer. He
was in Iowa—Clarinda, Towa, to be
exact—when he was told that in the
Fourth of July parade a feature was
to be a hundred farmers driving their
own machines. This astonished Mr.
Brown, and he began to ask ques-
tions. A farmer with two big cans of
cream in the tonneau of his automo-
bile explained that he used the car as
a matter of economy.
“My place is thirteen miles out,”

legislation

he said. “T have to go to town every
other day with cream and to do my
trading. Before I bought an auto-

mobile it took a day for myself and
a_team of horses to make the trip.
Now T am in town in forty-five min-
utes from the time I leave.” T can get
back in time to do a day’s work and
have a fresh team.

“Before the farmers began to use
automobiles, there were bad places in
the road between my place and town.
In rainy weather a loaded waggon
couldn’t be hauled through them with
a single team—it had to be dragged
out by doubling up. Now with auto-
mobiles in use, these bad places are
fixed up as soon as they develop —
even if they have to put plank bridges
across. So heavy hauling has been
made easier.”

Clarinda, Towa, is not a big place—
the population is about 3,000. That
at least orte hundred farmers in the
neighbourhood of so small a town
own motor vehicles is a significant
thing. Canadian farmers are not
quite so advantageously situated as
regards the use of motor cars. The
winter is a drawback.

(Stratford Herald.)
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INPERTAL OXFORD

“The Nickle lifts off —Clean it with the silver” Is’nt
that a great convenience ! When preserving or on
wash days, just * Lift " off the Nickle Parts—.T will
always be like new—Just a light rub keeps it bril-
liant. That’s but one of the many Splendid Features
you'll find in the—Imperial Oxford Range. Call on
the nearest Gurney-Oxford Dealer, he can certain-
ly give you convincing evidence ahout a practical
range, the kind you want and must have.
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The Gurney Foundry Company

With Branches at MonTrEAL, Hamirron, Lonpon,

WinNipeG, CaLGARY, EpmonTON, VANCOUVER

LIMITED

TORONTO

to show you

and braid.

Dainty Garments for
Dainty Women

If you would have out-of-the-ordinary house
gowns and dressing sacques—if you want them
with distinction and style to them—ask your dealer

afiffeece

Garments for Women

They are made on stylish lines—are soft, fleecy
and restful. Handsomely trimmed with silk, satin

Let us send you a free sample of “GALT-
FLEECE" material and a copy of our booklet
showing a few of the styles.

The Galt Knitting Company, Limited, Galt, Ontario

EIDERDOWN

Write for it to-day.
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SECURED INVESTMENTS

A low rate of interest is not indicative of a safe investment
neither is a high rate necessarily significant of vndesirable securi-
ties, Differentiating in Investment Securities makes one rs-son's
money earn twice as much as the one who concludes that a low 1ate
means absolute security.

If you have money to invest and want the highest rate com-
patible with gilt-edged securities you will be interested in getting

our 16th Annual Report. Write to-day. .

THE PEOPLES BUILDING & LOAN ASSOCIATION

LONDON, ONTARIO

Our Circulation Department is out after business.

from us recently? Does your subscription need renewing ? We
bespeak your friendly aid.
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A delicious and appelising treat for the
young folks— a food recommended by
physicians for young and old alike

Imperial Peanut Butter

Made by Maclar-
ens, of Toronto—
the people who
make the best
cheese in the
world. The nutri-
mentof our Peanut
Butter lies in the
fact that we ‘buy
only the best nuts,
These are carefully
selected and tes-
ted —only the most
nutritious parts
being concentra-
ted in Imperial
Peanut Butter.
You should always
have it in the
house.
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CAREN IHPERIAL GHEESE €0 e

RONTO ON

The contents of this package stirred into one
pint of boiling water until thoroughly dissolved
and then poured into dishes and set in a cool
place to congeal: there you have the best of all
desserts—any flavor you want—an excellent
food for children and invalids.

SOLD BY ALI, GROCERS.

——Manufactured and Guaranteed Pure by—

MacLaren Imperial Cheese
Company - Toronto

1830 »

'PURITY FLOUR

Baking triumphs are every-
day occurrences with Purity
flour.

Highest grade in the world.

WesTERN CANADA Frour MiLis Co., LtD.

Home - made bread
awarded first prize
at the National
Exhibition, Toronto, was
made from Purity flour.

Mills at Winnipeg,
Goderich, Brandon.

More bread ana better bread

/ %

IT TAKES YEARS

e ———t————

10c, 15¢ and 20c a tin.

TO LEARN HOW TO
BAKE BEANS RIGHT

Anybody can bake beans after a fashion
but to get all the nourishment inan easily
assimilated and palatable form requires long
experience and facilities that the kilchen
cannot provide.

Chateau

Brand

BAKED BEANS

are not ordinary beans baked in an ordinary
way. They are the very best, baked in
Clark’s Model Kitchens in the Clark Way,
with steam heat at a temperature over twice
as great as the ordinary oven.

As a result they are easily digested and
taste so good that they are a real delicacy.

WM. CLARK - MONTREAL

Manutacturers of High Grade Food Specialties
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AND CRANEKS

THE GOOD ' ~“TIMES ““ARE
COMING.
Oh, the good times are comin’, no
matter what they say;
You kin hear ’em hummin’, hummin’,
for a hundred miles away;
They’re a-sailin’ through the summer
an ’a-fightin’ through the freeze;
A-ridin’ down the rivers-an’ a-blowin’
in the breeze!

Comin’

A-hummin’—

Like a regiment a-drummin’;

Lane has got a-turnin’,

Buttermilk’s a-churnin’,

So keep your lamps a-burnin’
Till the good times come!

Oh, the good times are comin’; you
can see ‘em on the run,

A-twinklin’ in the dewdrops an’ a-
shinin’ in the sun!

A-dumpin’ over the daisies, an’ bab-
blin’ in the brook,

An’ lookin’ at a fellow like his sweet-
heart use to look!

Comin’

A-hummin’— o

Like a regiment a-drummin’;

Lane has got a-turnin’,

Buttermilk’s a-churnin’,

So keep your lamps a-burnin’
Till the eood times come!

k kX

HE business manager for David
Warfield brought in from the
road the story of the manager of a
thrilling melodrama, in one scene of
which a husband enters one door an
instant after an admirer of his wife
has made his exit from another. Dur-
ing a run of a week in one city the
manager noticed that one man, ol_)—
viously from the country, went in
every night. Finally he remarked to
the man that he must enjoy the per-
formance. “Tolerably so,” replied
the playgoer, “but some night that
husband is going to catch that other
feller, and T want to be on hand to
see what happens.”
* ok ok

POLICY:

ATAN gloomily watched the boat

unloading at the dock.

“We've got to make hell more ex-
clusive or the best people simply
won't come here any more!” he re-
marked, and gave orders accordingly.

* * *
REMINGTON’S VERDICT.
F REDERICK REMINGTON, the
illustrator, fresh from a west-
ern trip on which he had been mak-
ing studies of Indians and cowpunch-
ers and things outdoors, met an art
editor who insisted upon dragging
him up to an exhibition of very im-
pressionistic pictures.

“You don’t seem enthusiastic,” re-
marked the editor as they were com-
ing out. “Didn’t you like them ”

Remington, remembering what he
had been told as a boy, counted ten
before replying. Then:

“Like ’em? Say! IT've got two
maiden aunts in New Rochelle that
can knit better pictures than those!”

* 1% *
NO EXCUSE.
AN evangelist was exhorting his
hearers to flee from the wrath
to come. “I warn you,” he said, “that
‘there will be weeping, and wailing
and gnashing of teeth’!”

At this moment an old woman in
the gallery stood up. “Sir,” she
shouted, “I have no teeth.”

“Madam,” returned the evangelist,
“teeth will be provided.”

K K

A LADY'’S hat caught fire in Fleet
Street one day last week owing

to a lighted match having been
thrown from the top of an omnibus.

Fortunately a passer-by drew the
owner’s a'ttcntion to the fact that a
conflagration was proceeding in a far-
away corner of her headgear in time
to prevent the entire edifice being
destroyed.
* kX
A WELL-DRESSED man, said to
be an Englishman, has been ar-
rested in Montmartre, Paris, on a
charge of tendering bad half-sove-
reigns for dinners and entertainments.
Which reminds us of the story about
the touring company which had been
doing very bad business in “the
smalls.” While the proprietor and
sole responsible manager was stand-
ing outside the temporary theatre
(the Corn Exchange) a very small
boy with a very large melon arrived
and proposed to barter the fruit for
a seat in the gallery. The bargain
was duly concluded, and the scene
now changes to the interior of the
theatre after the performance: “Boy™
says the manager severely, “that
‘melon was rotten.” “That’s all right,*
returns the youthful critic, “SO- Wik
your show.”
COOK.
Hooray !
They say
The Pole is found!
O’er frozen bay, and strait and sound
Where ice tides roll 3
That long sought goal
Is pinched,
And cinched,
And run to ground!
A wealth of praise
In cheers and lays
Greet Cook!
By hook and crook
The way he took
Mid ice and snows
O’er bergs and floes,
Until at last he proudly stood
Up where there is no latitude!
Hooray for Cook! -
In the great book
Of fame
[is name
In ink of gold shall now be writ:
“He tr;ailed the Pole and cornered
it!”
Where hosts have failed he found the
spot—
That’s what!
X k% -

Father—Now, look here, you girls
—when you grow up one of you must
be able to speak French and the other
German.

Brenda—All right, dad; and Muriel
had better learn German, because she
can gargle best.

*x k%
DISCOVERED !
My Soul!
The Pole
Is at last in captivity,
After good men of most every na-
tivity
Froze to death making an annual
dash for it,
Never receiving a dollar in cash for it -
Starting with nothing more than a
“Hooray” or two,
Ending presumably in a frappe or
two.
However, .
Since so much mystery seemed to
: Surroumli c;he thing
'm very glad that they've
found the thing. x b
But,
Now that the dashing is do
_ they’re through with it 28 o
What in the deuce are th i
do with it? I RUNE
ToE

“The climax to his wooi
very romantic. He propos:cingo \;;:i
on the verge of a mountain gorge

“What did she do?” b

“She threw him over.’

DM T S
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PETER HEARS A TRUE TALE.
By M. H..C.

AM Peter’s mother. He is five

years old and has a turned-up
nose and a freckled face, and blue
eyes that grew large and round last
night when I was telling him about
Mr. Brown's barn that burned down
yesterday while he and his daddy
were away driving in the country.

He was sitting on the side of the
bed and I was unbottoning his shoes.

“Tell me more about it,” he said.
“Did the big red engine come tearing
down the road with my big Bill on
it, and did it whizz round the corner,
and did the fire stop firing when it
saw my Bill was coming to put it
out?”

“No, it just blazed up all the
higher,” 1 said, “and the smoke
rolled away in big clouds. Fireman
Bill was first to reach it and he rush-
ed right into the very worst part and
no one could see him for a long time,
but at last he came staggering out
dragging after him—what do you
think ?”

“What,” exclaimed Peter, breath-
lessly.

“Guess,” said I.

“O please, please tell me!” and he
nearly put my eye out kicking his
feet 1n his anxi-

a bit and when the fire was over and
when Bill had washed his smoky
face and hands at the pump, Betty
came tripping down through the
orchard with her hands behind her
back and she went up to Bill and
said, “Mr. Bill, I like you very much
for saving my baby calf, and I’'m go-
ing to call her after you, and I've
got a present for you that I want to
give you quickly or maybe I'll back
out and not give it to you at all.”
And she looked as if she was going
to cry. “Here it is,” she said. “And
what do you think it was?”

“You promised not to tease,” said
Peter.

“So I did. Well it was Betty's
doll, lovely Lindy Jane.”

“O!” said Peter.

“But Bill would not take it. He
told Betty that it was very very good
of her to want him to have it, and
he would just love to have a doll,
but he knew Lindy would die of lone-
liness. He asked her to come and
see him sometimes and bring Lindy
too, and now I'm going to tuck you
in and turn out the light, and to-
morrow you may go over and see
Betty yourself and she will tell you
all about it.”

As the bear hugged me for the last
time, he whispered in my ear,

leaped over his master's fence, and
away he went scampering after
Piggie.

3y and by, who should come along
but Piggie's friend Billie Goat.
“Mercy on us!” baa-ed Billie. “Where
are you going in such a hurry,
Bossie ?” 5

"Going with Piggie,” said the calf.

“"Where are you going, Piggie?”

“Going to market to bring my mo-
ther a pail of milk for Father’s sup-
per to-night,” squealed Piggie, in a
great hurry.

“Are you? 1 believe I'll go, too. I
am so fond cf milk.” So Billie Goat
ran out of the barn-yard and hurried
after the calf.

Just as they were passing the house
who should spy them but Rover the
dog.

“"Where are you going, Billie?”
barked Rover, running out to the gate
as he saw them rushing along. “Going
with Bossie,” said the goat.

“Where are you going, Bossie ?"

“Going with Piggie.”

“Where are you going, Piggie?”

"I am going to market to bring Mo-
ther a pail of milk for Father’s sup-
per to-night,” squealed Piggie, in a
great hurry.

“"Are you? I believe I'll go, too.
I am so fond of milk.” So Rover
hurried along up

ety to hear.

“My stars!” I
said. “You near-
ly blinded me
with your old big
toe, and if I had
only one eye how
could I tell you
about Bill when
he rushed right
into the very
worst part, so
that no one could
see him for a
long time, and at
last came stag-
gering out drag-

! goat, the calf,
ging after him— and Piggie all at
do you really once, as they ran.
want to kr}yow “Then, where
what it was? are you going,

And .what do Rover?”  again
you think that meowed Tabby.
bad Peter—bc_)y THE PET FOX AND THE APPLE . “Going with
said to his Teddy, the bright-eyed Baby Fox had a notion he would like an Apple. Billie,”  barked
mother right Rover.

there and then? He said, “I fink
you're a tease.” Wasn't that awful?

“Well, of course,” I said, as I pick-
ed up his clothes from the floor and
reached for his pyjamas that were
airing before the grafe fire. “No
little boy that loved his mother would
call her a tease, and of course, if he
didn’t love her she couldn’t tell him
about Bill rushing right into the very
worse part, so that no one could see
him for a long time, or what it was
that he had when he came staggering
out, dragging it after him. Dear
me,” I sighed, “I will certainly have
to look for a little boy that loves me,
and would not call me a tease and I
will tell him the story.”

Peter never said a word all the
time I was buttoning up his back, but
all of a sudden “Ouf! Wuff!” I cried,
“is this a bear that is hugging and
strangling me ’most to death! O
please, dear Mr. Bear let thx_s poor
lady go, and if you will not kiss and
hug her quite so hard she will promise
not to tease you any more, and may-
be she will tell you about Bill rushmg
right into the worst part of the—"

The bear covered my mouth with
his hands. Y

“Tell your Peter,” he shouted with
a voice like thunder.

“Well, it was Betty Brown’s baby
calf. There,” I said, “that was what
it was, and it didn’t get burned up

“Wouldn’t you jus’ love to be a fire-
man like Bill?”
* ok %

500D  LITTLE PIGGIE
AND HIS FRIENDS.

By L. WaLbo LockLing.
NCE there was a little piggie, a
very good little piggie, who
obeyed his mother so well that often
she let him out of the pen to play
with his friends on the farm. One
afternoon this little piggie was play-
ing with them, when suddenly he
heard his mother calling: “Piggie,

wiggie, wiggie, wiggie, wiggie !”

“Piggie, dear,” she said, as he ran
to her, “take this and trot as fast as
you can to market and get me a pail
of milk for father’s supper to-night.”

So Piggie took the pail between his
teeth and off he went to do what his
mother told him. Now, you must re-
member that this little piggie was
such a dear, good little piggie, that
he had a great many friends among
the other animals. "So he had not
gone far when who should spy_him
but his friend Bossie Calf. “‘Hello,
there!” said the calf. “Where are
you off to, Piggie?”

“I'm going to market to bring my
mother a pail of milk for Father’s
supper to-night,” squealed Piggie.

“Are you? I believe I'll go, too.
I am so fond of milk.” And the calf

THE

the road after the

goat.
Just as they
turned into the

road, who should
come jumping
along but Tabby
the cat.

“Well, well!”
he meowed.
“"When did the
circus come to
town, Rover?"

“This is not a
circus  parade,”
said the dog, the

“Where are you going, Billie?”

“Going with Bossie.”

“"Where are you going, Bossie?”

“Going with Piggie.”

“Where are you going, Piggie?”

“I am going to market mrget my
Mother a pail of milk for Father's
supper to-night,” squealed Piggie in
a great hurry.

‘Are you? I believe I'll go along.
I am so fond of milk.” So Tabby
raced along after Rover,

When they got to the market,
Piggie told his friends to wait out-
side while he hurried in and got the
milk for his father’s supper. It did
not take him long, and he soon came
trotting out because he was to hurry
back home.

“Give me a sup for politeness’
sake,” meowed Tabby the cat, as she
stuck her head in the pail. “My,
that’s good!”

“Pass it to me, Tabby,” barked Ro-
ver the dog, “for politeness’ sake. My,
that’s good!”

“Give me a sup, for politeness’
sake,” said Billie Goat. “My, that’s
good.”

“Do not forget me, Billie, for po-
liteness’ sake,” said Bossie the calf.
“My, that’s good!”

“Oh; dear; oh, dear!” squealed Pig-
gie, when he saw what had happened.
“What shall T do?” And away he trot-
ted all by himself with an empty pail,
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“‘Eastlake Steel Shingles
add to the appearance of any
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ing repairs.
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Range

Imery rod
and Towel

Only on Pandora

MZ(Clarys

‘When a knife is dull a
Pandora owner never
wastes time hunting for
a “steel.” She just
walks over to the
emery rod attachment
to Pandora, gives knife
six or eight passes over
the high-grade emery,
which puts on the
keenest kind of an
edge.

This combined emery rod
and towel drier Is a patent-
ed attachment you cannot
gecure on any other range.
Just one of the many im-
provements that go to

make Pandora the handiest
range you can buy. 14

Adds a delicious zest

and piquancy to

SOUPS, FISH, MEATS,

POULTRY, GAME,

MADE AND BOTTLED IN ENGLAND——SOLD BY ALL GROCERS

HOLBROOK'S

SAUGE

HE child of every potentate on
earth except a literary man has
the path of life made easy and

respectable for him. John Smith may
be a light, airy creature but the crowd
will stop—remember that his father
amassed four millions and conclude
that John’s quality of manhood must
be characterised as “a dream.” Not
so if John’s father was guilty of even
twenty good novels; the paternal
achievements would not make him a
more fit subject for adulation than
Tom, the grocer’s son, or Bill whose
father is in the coal business. The
descendants of so popular a writer as
Charles Dickens have lived even in
abject misery until somebody who re-
membered David Copperfield brought
the matter before the government and
secured the famous two-dollars-and-a-
half a week pension for Mary Ange-
lina Dickens and her three sisters,
which occasioned recently so much
discussion throughout the Empire.
The other day, a continental corres-
pondent saw Adele Hugo at Neiully.
He was astonished to find himself in
the peculiar predicament of having to
explain to some neighbours of hers
her identity as the daughter of the
great Victor. But perhaps the reason
in this case is Adele herself. She is
a mystery. She lives in a house alone
with but one attendant. Gossip says
that she has never smiled nor spoken
a word for twenty years. Those who
would penetrate the veil which
shrouds her life speak of an army
captain—a big, handsome Saxon; of
an elopement in the dead of night;
and of the daughter’s return—heart-

broken. Such things have happened.
* ok
MR. MAURICE HEWLETT,

whose new novel has just ap-
peared in England, is one of the
numerous examples of a literary man
claimed from the law. Mr. Hewlett
was called to the bar in 1890 and
practised with varied success for a
short period. He found that day
dreams of heroes and heroines, for
which his literary temperament was
responsible, did not contribute much
to legal advancement, and after some
consideration he decided to forsake
the dusty purlieus of the law for the
alluring but often treacherous paths
of romance. Mr. Hewlett entered the
literary circle by lecturing at South
Kensington and University College.
He established a reputation as an au-
thority on mediaeval times, and it
was not long before editors were
writing to him for contributions. His
rise has been steady and rapid; to-
day he is recognised among the best
living exponents of pure and schol-
arly English.

k kX%

RS. EVERARD COTES (Sara
Jeanette Duncan), the Canadian
who has made an enviable place for
herself in the literary world of Eng-
land, announces through her publish-
ers, Methuen and Co., her latest now;]
“The Burnt Offering.” This story is
a romance of anarchy in Bengal and
purports to be a commentary on the
Indian situation. Mrs. Cotes is an
old Brantford girl and a graduate of
the Collegiate Institute of that city.
She gained her first experience of
writing upon the editorial staff of the
Toronto Globe and Montreal Star.
She drifted to India and became the
wife of Everard Cotes, a well-known
Fastern correspondent. Mrs. Cotes is
the author of a full dozen volumes
of which the best known are perhaps,
“A Social Departure,” “An American
Girl in London,” and “Those Delight-
ful Americans.”
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The ROSS
Sporting Rifle

HExamined casually, the Ross Sport-
ing Rifle is a beautifully finished and
faultlessly constructed arm.

It is only as it is examined in
detail and ‘each part compared
.with similar parts in other arms
that its unquestioned superiority
can be understood.

The Rifle is a combination of
mechanical accuracy and scien.
tific certainty.

DESCRIPTION — Cartrid,

e : €, 303
British ; Weight of Bullet 21§
grains—Length of Barrel, 22,

and 26 inches—Muzzle Velocity
2,000 feet per second—Foresight
Ross Bead—Rearsight, two leaved
—Stock, Italian Walnut—Capa-
city of Magazine, Scartridges,
If your dealer is without

a supply of the Ross
write us direct. b

i Price $35.00
WRITE FOR CATALOGUR

THE ROSS RIFLE CO.

QUEBEC, P.Q.

STILL
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SERGEANT KINNAIRD

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 15

had been a fearful fight for moral re-
habilitation. His grand physique had
helped him win; but he looked on his
victory as tentative—he might again
fall—and to drag a woman down in-
to the hell he had once known would
be horrible.

More than once these days he had
received tribute from Chris to his
Christian abstemiousness with a keen
sense of shame. He was a coward in
it all; he dared not trust himself.

One effect the girl's evident regard
had, was to enhance Kinnaird’s
growing repugnance to the role
of spy he had assumed so cheerfully
at Fort Nelson. Curiously he had
slashed Dupre for attributing to
Somers this very influence of a wo-
man over his duty. There was a dif-
ference. The constable held a sworn
duty to Government, while he had
only himself and his mission to-hold
fealty to.

Kinnaird sought relief from this
disquieting situation in hastened effort
to discover the illicit still he now
felt convinced existed. There was a
trail leading off toward Kootenay
Pass, its evidence of traffic unexplain-
ed by the apparent uselessness of its
existence. Nothing was produced up
in the pass—neither minerals nor food
products; there was no through traf-
fic, except, perhaps, an occasional
Stony Indian seeking mountain sheep.

One day, Kinnaird, riding fast and
in a great detour, took up this trail,
following it in between the foothills
till he came to a cessation of wheel
ruts. From that point a pack trail
crawled upward over a wooded slope.
He cached his bronco in a thicket of
giant ferns among the pines, and like
an Indian followed cautiously the
winding path, dark penciled on the
moss and lichened boulder clay. On
it men had written with moccasined
feet the message of their going and
coming in letters that spoke of pack
laden shoulders.

Where the path wound its terrific
way along a ledge of a precipice that
walled a caldron of mad waters, Kin-
naird crept. At a sharp turn the ring
of an axe came echoing from the
gorge beyond. Surely it told of wood
fuel for a still; for there was no habi-
tation of man in that wild, barren
spot. He retraced his steps to wait
for a time when there might be no-
body in the pass; and then, taking
his life in his hands, he would follow
the trail that dipped down into the
gorge of secrets.

>

CHAPTER V.

THE following day Kinnaird rode
out to Stanford Ranch with
Chris, at her request. Cayuse George
had brought the information that the
Hon. Stanford was “sure locoed from

bug juice.” %

Poplar Bar furnished ample proof
of the accuracy of Cayuse’s diagnosis.
Evidently it had been a picturesque
debauch. Lord Stanford, the Hon-
ourable’s pater, looked down on a
badly wrecked dining room from a
massive gilt frame out of one sinister
eve, a bullet having carried away the
other painted optic. A round hole in
his forehead and another in his cheek
told of inaccurate marksmanship. The
log house was de‘serte‘d; 'but, invited
by a maudlin voice singing a verse
from an old hymn, Kinnaird discover-
ed the dissipated son of a lord sitting
in a bucket down a well, clad simply
in a pistol belt. When QtlII?d up by
the bucket rope, he was indignant at
this interference with his desire for
coolness, and fired pointblank at his
tormentor. Whiles Kinnaird soothed
the tingling nerves of the Honourable
with the thrust of a morphine needle,
Chris rode over to Hobbema Ranch

and brought an Englishman to look
after him.

As they trailed back to Stand Off,
Chris was in a mood trying to her
companion, painting a word picture
laid in with strong chiaroscuro. Kin-
naird knew that his temperance was
the high light she set against the
moral gloom at Poplar Bar. With a
sense of relief he saw the continuance
of Broadway cut across their path.
He followed with his eye its serpent
creep into the west, wondering if it
really led to the cave of the forty
thieves.

A crackle of six-shooters and the
hilarious cries of two men rising shrill
above the pound of galloping hoofs
smote suddenly on his ear, sweeping
westward. Two cowboys were racing
neck and neck, a virile, moving pic-
ture of cyclonic intensity. Kinnaird
laid his hand on the girl’s arm, and
checked Badger where the trails
crossed. The next instant the ani-
mated storm swept by, a gust of its
powder-perfumed breeze whipping
their nostrils.

With a snort of sudden aroused de-
sire for action, Badger plunged and
whipped to the other trail. His leap
was like the uncoil of a watch-spring;
and Kinnaird, unpoised, wrenched
fiercely at the bridle rein. With the
quickness of a diving loon the horse’s
head went down, his spine arched like
an Indian’s bow, his four hoofs gath-
ered to the compass of a hat, and his
rider soared skyward, to discover on
his return Badger diligently prowl-
ing up the trail in pursuit of the
exuberant jockeys who, eager in their
own affairs, were unaware of the
added starter.

A smothered laugh from Chris
awakened the unhorsed man to a
sense of his uncanonical exclamation
of disgust; and, rising with an apol-
ogy, he watched Badger gallop with
pricked ears as though he was hypno-
tised by the flapping pageant out in
front. Half a mile on the trail the
horse dropped to a trot; and as the
distance between himself and the cow-
boys increased, his interest flagged.
Slower and slower the trot showed,
until it merged into a walk.

“What am I to do?” Kinnaird ask-
ed presently.

“I- guess” you’re most effective set '

afoot,” the girl answered: “and gener-
ally in that case a man walks.”

"I couldn’t catch him in a thousand
years afoot,” he objected, looking at
Chinook suggestively.

The quizzical expression of the
girl’s face changed to one of paled
apprehension. “And you couldn’t rope
Badger on that trail short of the

- pass,” she declared, a serious vehe-

mence - in her tone. “He'll make
straight for his old stable at
Kootenay’s.”

Kinnaird touched Chinook, and

walking at the horse’s side turned to-
ward the post. “I'll get another horse
and follow him,” he said presently.

“’Tain’t needed; they’ll bring him
i’
“They—who ?”
“Some one’ll pick him up on the
trail,” the girl stammered in sudden
confusion.

“He'll wreck my saddle.”

“Promise me you won’t go after
Badger !” Chris pleaded.

“Why, please?” Kinnaird queried
impatiently.

“Matteo is back.”

Kinnaird shrugged his shoulders.

“I know you don’t fear him,” Chris
said; “but he’s a copperhead snake—
he’ll strike in the dark. Why did he
come back here a week ago? He's
been brooding over being driven out
by ridicule, and I know from his eyes
there’s murder in his heart. And I
think he’s up in the pass to-day.”
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Gillette Safety Ra

NEW POCKET EDITION

ERE is news indeed—for the two million men

who shave themselves every morning with

the Gillette Safety Razor. The New Pocket

Edition of the “Gillette” is in such compact

form that it may be carried like a cardcase in the waist-

coat pocket, or slipped into the side of a traveling bag.

Same size blade as before—same principle—but more compact.

The pocket case is heavily plated in gold, silver or gun-metal—
plain, polished or richly embossed in four designs.

Inside the pocket case are handle and blade box—triple silver

plated or 14K gold plated, Prices, $5 to $7.50.

You will see them in every window—those handsome “Gillette’ signs
which indicate dealers handling the “Gillette'.
Just look for the signs. 80
THE GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO. of Canada Limited
Office 63 St. Alexander St.

and Factory, ontreal,

The most important part of your dress
Your underclothing is the most important part of your

apparel. No matter how good or well made the rest of
your clothing may be—if your underclothing does not fit
or is uncomfortable, you cannot look or feel properly dressed.
Just try ““Ceetee” Underclothing — it will delight you.

AR sizes for men, women
and children. Ask your Rpﬂ@ IM%

dealer to show you **Ceetee."”
PURE WoO

§ THE C. TURNBULL cO. OF
GALT, Limited, GALT, ONT.
Manufacturers — Estab. 188%9
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MADAM!

When you patronize a store, patronize an ELECTRICALLY
lighted store. Colors show their true value only under the
beautiful rays of the matchless, dustless electric lamp. s your
home wired? If not Phone M. 3975, we can show you that
electricity is cheaper than any other lighting agent. ® e

The Toronto Electric Light Co. Limited

USE TORONTO ELECTRIC SERVICE

IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION THE “CANADIAN COURTER.”




(ESTABLISHED 1879)

For Whooping
Cough, Croup,
Sore Throat,
Coughs, Bron-
chitis, Colds,

‘““Used while
you sieep” Diphtheria, Catarrh

VAPORIZED CRESOLENE stops the par-
oxysms of Whooping Cough. Ever-dreaded
Croup cannot exist where Cresolene is used.
It acts directly on the nose and throat, mak-
ing breathing easy in the case of colds;
soothes the sore throat and stops the cough.

CRESOLENE is a powerful germicide, act-
ing both as a curative and preventive in
contagious diseases. It isa boon to sufferers
from Asthma. CRESOLENE'S best recom-
mendation is its 30 years of successful use.
For sale by all druggists. Send Postal for
Descriptive Booklet, Cresolene Antiseptic
Throat Tablets for the irritated throat, of
your druggist or from us, 1oc. in stamps.

THE LEEMING- MILES CO., Limited

Canadian Agents
Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada.

Picture

Making

1S as easy as

Picture
aking

by 'the :

odak
System

With the KODAK FILM
TANK the novice cin
produce in jfull daylight,
negatives equal to those
produced by experts by the
dark-room method.

Anybody can make first
class prints on VELOX
(there’s a grade for every
negative)—any time and by
any light.

Let us send you copies of our

booklets, ‘‘Tank Development”’
and ‘“The Velox Book’'.
!

| THE CANADIAN
KODAK CO. L.

TORONTO - CANADA

Fit for the finest building. Cost
OShawa little enough. Reduce fire-risks.

M e t -9 l Twothousand designsfor stores,

& halls, warerooms, chiurches, resi-
C eilnng ] s dences,etc. Writefor handsome-
ly illustrated book showing exclusive Pedlar designs.

PEDLAR People of Oshawa

Montreal, Toronto, Halifax, St. John, Winnipeg, Vancouver

In answering advertissments mention Canadian Courier

CANADIAN COURIER

“Why should he be in the pass,
Chris, if his game is revenge? He
can't expect me.” :

“Why—why—why!”  Chris ex-
claimed bitterly. “Can’t you accept
what T say without torturing my soul
to cry out words of truth? Can’t
you believe that I want to save you
from your enemies?”

Then the vehemence passed, and
letting her hand rest on his shoulder
she said, “Leave Badger to be brought
in by somebody else, will you?”

“All right,” he answered, with a
smile. “To please you, Chris, Badger
may lead himself home.”

They were at the Lene Pine; and
the jagged rim of the mountains
was soft in the gentle halftone of dusk
as Kinnaird cut across the prairie to
his shack. “No, I won’t go after
Jadaer,” he muttered, as, lightiny a
candle, he exchanged his boots for a
pair of moccasins ; “but I will go after
a deuced sight cleverer lot of animals.
[f they are out yonder on that trail
that leads to No Man’s Land, there’s
something doing. The little woman
was too "“H'h CI)HCK'I'IN‘(I over Hly
welfare.”

He snatched a bite of supper, and
buckled a pair- of pistols beneath his
coat.

As he stopped to blow out the can-
dle. a sudden inspiration checked him.
He laughed. “A woman’s wit is a
corking proposition,” he muttered.
“This shack in darkness, clever Chris
would be uneasy.”

With a foot-rule he measured the
candle: then, cutting an inch from its
length, he said meditatively, “I guess
that will sputter out about ten o’clock
and she'll think I've gone to sleep.
Curse this contract, anyway! It’s
one long, living lie!”

He placed the candle so its light
struck through the shack’s one win-
dow toward the hotel, drawing across
the casement a thin curtain of cheese-
cloth lest prying eyes should discover
his absence.

As Kinnaird closed the door behind
him he slipped the leather latchstring
back into the shack, as an evidence
that he was within, and struck west-
ward across the prairie at a dog lope,
angling to the trail a mile heyond
Stand Off.

Far to the south there was a poin-
ciled line .of red against the huze
oloom of Chief Mountain, where a
prairie fire licked with hot tongue at
the parched grass. Its smoke hazed
the moonlight, and rasped Kinnaird's
heaving lungs with its acrid breath
till he coughed. Just topping Stand
Off, the moon loomed sullen red
through the smoked atmosphere,
showing in inked lines the waggon
ruts of the trail. Sometimes he
dropped to a walk to cool out his
lungs, which, big and lean of fat, held
without distress his Indian lope for a
mile at a stretch.

As he dipped with the trail into
Sweet Grass coulee a horse raced
from its marshy flat and pounded in
erratic gallop up the farther hill, the
clink of flapping stirrups telling it
was Badger.

“Oh, you swivel-brained mule !”
Kinnaird~ apostrophised the shadowy
figure, as it merged to nothing in the
moonlight. He realised the menacing
danger of this uncontrolled herald of
his approach. Badger would cling to
the road, starting off like a startled
deer at each approach of his owner,
and if he galloped, saddled as he was,
into whatever rendezvous the whiskey
men had, Kinnaird stood a far better
chance of getting shot than of dis-
covering anything.

Reviling the bronco, he went for-
ward more cautiously at a fast, noise-
less walk. . Once again he heard the
sudden pounding of hoofs as Badger
winded him. He was drawing into
the pass now, about five miles from
Stand Off. He could hear, borne on
the silent night air, the faint music of

Mad Squaw Rapids, where the Koote
nay roared through the gorge at Lit-
tle Divide. He slacked his pace,
judging that he must again be close
to the horse. A hundred yards, and
suddenly the form of Badger loomed,
grazing beside the trail. ~Again he
was off at a gallop.

Suddenly a man’s voice rang out in
an imperative “Halt!”

Kinnaird’s trained ear, tensioned as
he stood with head thrust forward
listening, caught a muffled change in
the pat-pitty-pat of the hoofs that told
him Badger had swerved to the
prairie at the challenge.

“Halt, or I'll shoot!”

The voice had scarce stilled before
a rifle barked viciously, a red flash
beaconing its position. Then again it
crackled, twice, in rapid fire.

Kinnaird, swinging to the left,
creeping onward, heard men’s voices
fifty yards ahead. They came with
the distinct carrying force of words
flung across space.

“It’s dat church coyote! I knock-
ed him out de saddle!” one cried
from a spot twenty yards to the right
of where the rifle had red-lettered the
gloom.

With a start Kinnaird recognised
Matteo’s shrill tones. Then he heard
the other man say, “Hold on, Matt,
till T picket these lines, and I'll help
you look for the—"

There was the metallic creak of a
neckyoke as ‘the driver pulled his
horses back, and the thump of his
jump to earth.

As he moved off the driver asked,
“What makes you think it was the
sky pilot, Matt? Did you sure wing
him?”

The Corsican cackled a hyena laugh
of  derision. “Think!” he snarled.
“De_saddle was empty when Badger
loped pas’ after I shoot, and I knowed
dat cayuse’s white legs. Come on,
Kootenay, ‘fore he crawls off and
caches.” :

Kinnaird saw the two men who
searched for his shot-riddled body
loom grotesquely in the mysterious
moonlight at times, and then the
gloom would engulf the ghostlike
prowlers. It was a gruesome scene
—the Corsican gloating over the
murderous prospect of finding the
man whom he had shot out of the
saddle—but Kinnaird chuckled, and,
slipping forward to the waggon that
blurred in a dark mass, ran his hand
under a tarpaulin that covered its
freight. Square tins, wedged tightly,
filled the waggon box.

“Phew! Whiskey !
he muttered.

Exclamations of disappointment
came at intervals from the men who
searched in the grass.

“It's about time the dead man fold-
ed his tent and stole away,” Kin-
naird muttered, and keeping the wag-
oon between himself and the shadowy
fizures he walked quietly a hundred
yards deep into the prairie, and then,
breaking into a trot, circled back to
the trail that led to Stand Off.

TO BE CONTINUED.

I thought so,”

Capt. Bernier Back

THE Arctic is back to civilisation.
After 24,000 miles travel in the
north and an absence of over a year,
Captain Bernier and his crew have
come back the long trail from the
Pole. Thev did not discover the
Pole: but they got ten degrees farther
north than Hudson did in 1608 and
within 100 miles of the farthest north
point reached by Peary in 1906. They
planted the Canadian flag on an
island. The party also shot several
thousand pounds of musk-oxen for
beef. Everybody in the party is well.
The coldest weather they found was
57 below. which is just sixty degrees
warmer than Dr. Cock’s lowest.

The “Cambra®
for Comfort ...

FAMOUS CASTLE BRAND

94% At 2 for 25¢. you can buy
this shape in Elk Brand

Berlin, Ont.

named “DAKOTA.” 108

JAEGER

Underwear
For Health!

It is conceded that we must wear
woolen underwear in our cold winter,

Naturally we want the most healthy,
the most comfortable and the most
economic.

JAEGER
Pure Wool
Underwear

is the finest underwear in the world,

It is so pure in quality, so perfect in
weave and make, that Jaeger wearers
are the best fortified against cold and
chills (with accompanying danger)—the
most comfortably clad and the best satis-
fied as to value.

Insist on getting Jaeger and if your
dealer does not keep it write to us direct,

Sold by leading dealers in principal
cities.

White for Illustrated
Catalogue free.

JAEGER

CO. LIMITED.

Retail Depots :
10 Adelaide St. W., - TORONTO
316 St. Catherine St. W., MONTREAL
364 Portage Ave., - WINNIPEG

The Hamilton Steel
and Iron Company

LIMITED:

PIG IRON
Foundry, Basic, Malleable
FORGINGS
of every description

High-Grade Bar Iron
Open Hearth Bar Steel

—
—

HAMILTON - ONTARIO

In answering adver tion Canadi.

Couriey
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Deer Hunting
in Ontario

£

Is best along the line of the Canadian
Northern Ontario Railway. More deer
were taken out of the district between
For information Parry Sound.am.i Sudbury !ast year than
regarding hunt- all other districts combined. Many
ing locations in e o
five other prov- good locations are still open but should
e e B be taken up early. Write for litera-
ture, maps and general information to
C. Price Green, Passenger Agent,

partment—

Canadian Northern Canadian Northern Ontario Railway,
Railway Building, Toronto, Ont. Ticket Offices, Union
Stati d Cor. King and Toronto Sts.
TORONTO ation and Cor. King oro s
| F —— ——
¥ i = | =

National Trust Company

: UIMITED
18-22 King Street East, Toronto

Capital, Paid Up -
Reserve - - - - -

$1,000,000.00
§50,000.00

BOARD OF DIRECTORS
President—]. W. Flavelle. Vice-Presidents—Z. A. Lash, K.C.; E. R,
Wood and W. T. White.
Hon. Mr. Justice Britton
Chester D. Massey
Cawthra Mulock

Hon. Geo. A. Cox
Elias Rogers
Jas. Crathern, Montreal

Geo. H. Watson, K. C.
Robt. Kilgour
H. S. Holt, Montreal

H. M. Molson, Montreal Alex. Bruce, K. C. E. W. Cox
H. H. Fudger 3 H. B. Walker, Montreal A. E. Kemp
Wwilliam Mackenzie Alex. Laird J. H. Plummer
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Facsvie TRAVELLERS' CHEQUES

ISSUED BY
The Canadian Bank of Commerce

d These cheques are a most convenient form in which to
carry money when travelling. They are NEGOTIABLE
EVERYWHERE, SELF-IDENTIFVING and the EXACT AMOUNT
pAYABLE in the principal countries of the world is shown
on the face of each cheque.

Reaching the Masses

by advertising space and personal solicitation is the method used by the
CaNADIAN COURIER with great success. Just now it is possible to allot terri-
tory to two good canvassing men, who will be given managing positions with
satisfactory contracts on a commission basis.

The CANADIAN COURIER is proving to be a fine proposition in the hands
of a salesman, with or without experience. Perhaps more than two agents
could be given managing positions, but we want two more immediately.
Local agents wanted everywhere.

CIRCULATION MANAGER, CANADIAN COURIER, TORONTO

COURIER 27

The Finest Hunting

Grounds in America

ARE REACHED BY THIS LINE WHERE

MOOSE, RED DEER and CARIBOU

ARE PLENTIFUL

{ A 55 page charmingly illustrated booklet containing full

information, Game Laws, Maps, etc., free on application to

J. D. McDONALD,
District Passenger Agent, TORONTO

J. QUINLAN,

BIG GAME HUNTING

aribou, Deer, Moose and Bear haunts are best

reached by the Canadian Pacific Railway—the

road of the experienced hunters—in Ontario

and Quebec and real sport as found in the country

contiguous to the line from Mattawa to the Manitoba
boundary is unequalled elsewhere in America.

rospective hunters this season cannot do better than

avail themselves of special hunters’ train arrange-
ments, etc.," enabling camp setting and getting

on the ground without the customary vexatious delay.

ead “Open Seasons for Game and Fish, 1909,

“Fishing and Shooting”—a handsomely illus- District

trated 80 page booklet—*Sportsman's Map"™ "“::‘::l’:”
free for the asking at any Canadian Pacific Ticket s
Office, or write D™ TUl‘Umﬂ

{ For a hundred years “Leith” Serge has been one of the

bulwarks of one of England’s best mills. As a satisfaction
giver it has stood the test of time—in greater demand to-day
than ever before.

q When our Mr. Broderick was in England he secured

g Now we're ready to show it and sell it to those men who
want a serge suit par excellence; a suit with richness of ap-
pearance and that will stand the maximum amount of wear
without taking on that always regrettable glossiness.

€ No need to tell you that our faultless tailoring stands be-
hind the peerless material in the object of satisfying you; no
need to emphasize the fact that from measuring time until the
final stitch is firmly in place “‘quality’ is the watchword here.

€ The best indigo dye guarantees the staying qualities of
“Leith” Serge; in four weaves, four weights and four shades

and four prices—starting at $22.50.

q At each price each buyer will

have value unsurpassed in (f;zhzzda.

NOW ORDER THE NEW FALL SUIT

FRANK BRODERICK & CO
113 King West TORONTO Canada

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

R. L. Thompson

District Passenger Agent, MONTREAL
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