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are
two spicy layers of
8l crisp biscuit crusts with
{ a delicious cream filling.
: Suitable for all

occasions.

In tlin boxes, 10c. and
25¢. sizes.
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Youthful
Beauty

will be untouched by advancing years if
the care of the skin is given daily attention.
The skin is always gradually renewing itself,
and, if you are careless of it, it just as gradually
deteriorates in quality, color and fineness, By
the daily use of

Pears’ Soap

however, which cleanses, purifies and invigorates the skin-
surface,the newskinisproduced undersuch perfectconditions
that instead of deteriorating, it y
becomes soft, velvety, and of a.
natural, beautiful pink and
white. Pearsis acknowledged
everywhere to be

The
Beauty Soap
of the World

Q1L rights secured
OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS’ OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST.
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The Premier Hotel of Europe

The Cecil is a cosmopolitan hotel in the broadest sense of the term,
with a fixed tariff based on strict relation to the MODERN COST
OF LIVING. Accommodation can be had from the modest, but
comfortable, Single Room to the most Elaborate Suite. The public
Apartments—spacious and elegant—are unsurpassed in Europe.

X

IDEAL LOCATION: CENTRAL AND CONVENIENT
BOTH FOR BUSINESS AND PLEASURE.

YOU can make a preliminary acquaintance with the Hotel by sending for the

Cecil Booklet. This little volume
fair idea of the Hotel’
a stay,

presents by illustration and description a
s luxurious interior, its imposing exterior, the cost of
either brief or extended, and contains a variety of general informa-
tion of service to the visitor to London. It can be had for the asking from

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO, CANADA

AN
N 7,
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THE CANADIAN

Our Other Royal Duke

In the importance of our present Royal Duke as Governor-General,
we almost forget the gay young Prince of the Blood Royal who
lived in Canada 121 years ago—the Duke of Kent, father of
Queen Victoria and grandfather of our present Governor-General.

‘“‘Royal Edward’ loved sweet lips, and in his Graciousness he sampled many"” writes
DANIEL OWEN, who relates how the Prince kissed a young woman at Annapolis Royal
ahd thereby ended her engagement to be married.

Confidences of a Woman Regina: the Capital of
Lawyer Saskatchewan
By J. Sedgwick Cowper By Emily P. Weaver
A fascinating interview with Miss An entertaining account, well il-

Mabel French, showing how she be-| |lustrated, of how this bare spot on the
came a ‘“person” in her native Pro-| |prairie has grown into a keen, throb-
vince of New Brunswick and has been| |bing, wide-awake modem city, sur-
at last admitted to the bar of Brtish| [rounded by some of the best wheat-
Columbia. land in the world.

The French-Canadians and | [Place-Names of the Maritime

the Constitution Provinces
By Professor W. S. Wallace By F. A. Wightman

A concise statement of the rights Quatawamkedgwick is one of them
and privileges of French-Canadians| |and Chipnitneticook is another. M.

in Quebec Province and inthe Do-| |Wightman tells about their origin and
minion as a whole. about many others equally interesting.

A Lover’s Quarrel.
A charming short story by Ethelwyn Wetherald.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

TO ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITIAN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES THE SUBSCRIPTION
¢ ¥ 5 PRICE IS TWO DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENTS POST PAID. ¢ 3
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ESTABLISHED 1791

Horrockses’

LONGCLOTHS, Nainsooks,
Cambrics, India Longcloths.

8ee Horrockses’ name on Selvedge.

SHEETINGS,
Ready-Made Sheets.

(Plain and Hemstitched 3

I TIME See Horrockses’ name on each sheet.
TH [;TEST OF f

Sl \{ FLANNELETTES
'»» | of the Highest Quality.

See Horrockses’ name on Selvedge.

Obtainable from the principal stores of the Dominion.

HORROCKSES, CREWDSON & Co. LTD., MANCHESTER AND LLONDON.

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

§¢ ELAMYQW m
MARHN

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
NEW MATELLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE
NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25¢.) from the Inventors.

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Ltp. 7%9S5BRIDE ST ENGL AND

S35

i

IT HAS No EQUAL It Entirely Removes and
: “ The @ueen of Toilet Preparations.” Prevents all
FOR KEEPING ® e ROUGHNESS,
REDNESS,
THE SKIN IRRITATION,
TAN, Etc.
SOFT, INVALUABLE
for Preserving
SMOOTH’ SOOTHING AND REFRESHING THE SKIN
AND WHITE after Cyeling, Motaring, Boating, Yachting, ete. ::-D *C.O.hf:* ‘O‘N.

M. BEETHAM & $ON, Cheltenha Engiland SUN, WINDS
AT ALL srASONs : e and HARD WATER.

Ask your Chemist for &, and accept no substitute.

S B 0 X o SRS
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FOOD

is soothing and satisfying.

It contains all the

elements of a natural food in a condition suit-
able for immediate absorption.
When milk alone is heavy and unsatisfying, Benger's Food made

with milk, is appetising and nutritive.

Benger's Food should be used for healthy development in infancy,
for rebuilding strength in weakened systems, and for the preserva-
tion of old age in usefulness and vigour. ;

For INFANTS, INVALIDS, AND THE AGED.

The ** British Medical Journal " says : ‘‘ Benger's Food has
by its excellence, established a reputation of its own.”

Readers can obtain a 48-page Booklet, ““Benger's Food and How to Use It,” which contains a
“Concise Guide to the Rearing of Infants, and practical information on the care of Invalids, etc.,
on application to Benger's Food, Ltd., Otter Works, Manchester, England.

Benger's Food is sold in tins by Druggists, etc., everywhere.

LONDON’S CELEBRATED GLOVE STORE

The ‘Francine” Ladies’ Fine
Real French Kid Gloves, in Tans,
Beavers, Browns,Greysand Black,
plain points, 3. Press Buttons to
mateh color of glove, 69c¢. per pair

The “Royal” Ladies' Fine Suede
Gloves in Black, White, Cream,
Biscuit,  Pastel, Greys, Beavers,
Tans, Mole, Brown, Amethyst and
Navy, plain points, 4 Buttons.
% 3c. per pair,

Ladies’ Real Mocha Doeskin
Gloves in Greys, Tans, Beavers
and Black, pique sewn, 3 Buttons,
T 1c¢, per pair.

Men’s in Greys, Tans and Putty
ghade, 1 large Pearl Button, 91¢.
per pair.

Ladies’ Real Gazelle Gloves, soft, shapely and good wearing
in Tan, Beaver, Grey shades and Black, pique sewn, 2 Press
Buttons, ¥ 1e. per pair.

Men's in Dark'Tan “T.G}??Vv 1 P’refss'Bu‘bff,q,‘sm.;per pair,

The ‘“Canadian” Buck Finish Gloves, British made, in Tan
or Grey, Prix-seam sewn, Ladies’ with 3 Press Buttons,
Men’s with 1 Press Button, 95¢. per pair.

e ~mea——

Real Deerskin Gloves, a handsome serviceable make, British
made .n Dark Tan and Grey shades. Prix-seam sewn, Ladies’
with 2 Press Buttons, Men’s with 1 Press Button, $1.34 per pair.

A FULL
DETAILED AND
ILLUSTRATED
PRICE LIST
OF GLOVES
HOSIERY AND
OUTFITTINGS
MAY BE
OBTAINED
FROM THE
CANADIAN
MAGAZINE
OFFICE
TORONTO
OR WILL BE
SENT
POST FREE
FROM ENGLAND

LONDON’S
BEST VALUE

The ‘‘Esme” Ladies’ Fine
Real Kid Gloves, in White,
Cream, and Black,
length, Mousque-
taire, $1.09 per
pair. 16 B. length
Mousquetaire,
$1.58 per pair. 20
B.length, Mousque-
taire,$1.93 per pr.

The “Empress” Ladies’ superior

quality French Suede Gloves, in
Black, White, and all shades,
12 B. length, Mousq., $1.03 pai®
16 B. length, Mousq., $1.28 pail
20 B. length, Mousq., $1.52 pair
p ]cha.mois Gloves—Ladies’ Strong Chamois Leather
rloves,
British made, 2 large Pearl Buttons, 69c¢. per pair.

Men’s Extra Stout Chamois Leather Gloves, Natural Shade
for hard wear, British made, hand sewn, 1 Button, § 3¢ per pail’

Cape Gloves—The “‘Connaught” Ladies’ superiol
guality Cape Gloves, British made, inTan Shades, Spear §
Points, Prix-seam sewn, 2 Press Buttons, ¥ 1c. per pair,

Men's Tan Cape, medium weight, Spear Points, Pique sewi:
1 Press Button, ¥9¢. per pair,

Real Reindeer—The L. G, Co.’s best quality Real Rein-
deer Gloves from specially selected skins, in Tan or Grey shades:
Rritish made. Ladies’ with 3 Buttons, Men’s With 2 Button$
$2.07 per pair.

Remittances, including pastage, by International Money Order, payable o THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY

General Post Office, London, England.

Address
all Orders

Mail orders carefully executed and despatched br next steamer,

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England - 

Natural Shade, Prix-seam sewn, Reindeer Points
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NEARLY 40 YEARS’ REPUTATION FOR QUALITY

DISTINCTIVE
SUMMER FABRICS

suitable for day or evening wear, river, lawn, or
seaside.
Dainty White Cottons in a variety of pretty fancy
designs, from 9ec. :
Plain Colour Cottons in fashionable shades, cool
and smart in appearance, from 16c¢.
Cashmeres Eoilennes Alpacas Taffetas
43 ins. wide. 43 ins. wide 44 ins. wide. 41 ins. wide
67c. per yard., 8lec. per yard.. 56c¢. per yard. 72c. per yard
Superb Quality Fabrics in handsome plain colours.

THE HALL-MARK OF

To H.M.
Queen Mary

INTRINSIC WORTH

Royal Navy Serges for the Holidays, nautical and trim in appear-

ance, and guaranteed not to turn a bad shade on exposure to the

sun and sea air; prices from 65c, to $3.15 per yard, double width, ;

Samples, Style Plates, Price Lists of made-to-measure Clothing  Suit (asillustration)madeto
for Ladies, Gentlemen and Children, Measurement Blanks, etc, ?rdgﬂn piperior Botany Coat-
e mailed to any address, post paid, on request. Deautin L ue, permanent dye,

¥ 5 y_soft texture, for
Walking Dress (asillustration) ma, { ]

A a : $15.25. " Highl d-
s EGERTON BURNETT, LTD,, RS e

: . s cheaper fabrics from $9.45.
for $18.30, Also in cheaper materi- n.w. 'arehouse, we"il’lgton. Somerset, Eng-

als from $5.785.

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc.

It gives such a new and delicious
flavour to those old dishes which

OAKEY’ we have become tired of.
F gpos n EVERYWHERE Made in England, but you can
JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LTD. get it at the local stores.

Wellingt. Mills, London, Eng., S.E.
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The Ideal
W APERIENT. 9

Does not disturb the liver or

kidneys, and its effectiveness
does not wear off by regular use.
: \ IN SMALL TABLETS OF PLEASANT FLAVOUR.

Of Druggists, 30 c. per box (or postage paid
for 35 c. direct) from
LYMAN’S, Ltd.,

474, ST. PAUL STREET,
MONTREAL.

$500

Selectfrom i@l This Book.

Buy Direct. First Cost. I
Post Card will bring it
1912 Ideal Home |
Decorations) Catalogue. '
144 pages illustrated.

CURTAINS, all makes, ART FABRICS,
MUSLINS, Household LINEN, Ladies
and Gents Underwear, Boots & Shoes,

Costumes, Gents Clothing.
$6 25TABLE DAMASK PARCEL
o POSTAGE & DUTY PAID.
2 White Damask Table Cloths, 64ins, by 84
I ins. 2 White Damask Table Cloths, 60 ins.
by 58 ins., rich Scroll and Floral designs,
hemmed. 2 Half Bleached T'able Cloths, hard
wearing, 2 Irish Cambric Tea Cloths, 2
I Handsome Tray Covers, Irish Embroidered
& drawn thread. Greatest Value ever Offered.
$500 worth of Goods Free to' Overseas

Customers, third year of Gifts, full particu-

I lars with Catalogue,

Buy from actual Makers, Estd.s5 years.
Great savigg. Satisfaction Guaranteed.
SAML. PEACH & SONS, Box 664
The Looms, NOTTINGHAM, England.

I S S

— T e — e — T — —

A5 sugplred by appointment Lo 1he
%Vousgopﬁria

D ominron Hgents.
Dardy & Tarnba

Hinnipeg.
Standard Brokerage

ancouver.

\A

SCOTTISH
TARTAN BOOK

W/ A complete authoritative Tartan
Book illustrating in colour rzo.
B Tartans and giving concise his |h
f2 1 tories of all important Clans
’;ﬁ complete with list of Scottish
£ )\ Famlly Names, Badges, Arms
Slogans, etc.

175 Pages, bound in Cloth

\RENTONS'I™® Princes St.EDINBURGH™S

If you want to learn to PLAY
the PIANO

Wickins’
-Piano Tutor
English and Foreign
Fingering

Post free, of all Music
Sellers
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g%, Calverl's .
: Z1oolh E@Wd@ﬂ’

can be as useful to you as

it is to so many others
who look carefully after

their teeth. A trial sample

can be obtained by sending two-cent stamp
for postage to F. C. Calvert & Co. ’
349 Dorchester Street West Montreal.

Your chemist sells it in 15, 25 and 40 cent tins,

Chlldren Teething.

Mothers should give only the well-known

Doctor Stedman’s
Teething Powders

as the many millions that are annually used constitute the best
Wy : testlmonlals in their favor
See the Trade Mark, a Gum

Refuse all not so
Lancet on every packet and

distinguished.
powder. TRADE MARK

Small Packets (9 Powders) Large Packets (30 Powders)

Of Chemists and Druggists.
125 New North-road, London, England.
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A Periodical of the Best in
Current Literature.

Post Free to all parts of the world for

12s. bd.

Per Annum.

THE ENGLISH REVIEW has been ac-
claimed by the leading writers
of the Press as the

“FINEST REVIEW IN THE ENGLISH
LANGUAGE.”

Among those who have contributed arve the following:--

Thomas Hardy, William Watson, John Masefield, H. G. Wells,

Arnold Bennett, Joseph Conrad, George Moore, Tolstoi,

Gorki, Maurice Hewlett, Bernard Shaw, Meredith, Zangwill,

Anatole France, G. K. Chesterton,  Sir Ernest Shackleton,

Frederic Harrison, Sir Gilbert Parker, W. B. Yeats, Henry James,
John Galsworthy, Cunninghame-Graham.

Special Offer to- Readers of The Canadian Magazine.

Mail your name and address to The Manager, The English Review,
17-21 Tavistock Street, Covent Garden, London, England, for
u A FREE COPY of a most interesting booklet "Some Particulars

of the Literary Success of the Year."
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New Books by Canadian Authors
OPEN TRAILS

$1.25 by Janey Canuck $1.25

(EMILY FERGUSON )
With Colour Frontispiece by E. W. Haslehust and

- illustrations in the text by Warwick Reynolds, :
“JANEY CANUCK IN THE WEST "—that delightfully fragrant potpourri of
umour, philosophy and original observations on a new land elicited a chorus gf approval.
*“ Janey's " personality is as invigorating as the western praities themselves an.d it permeates
her new book, * Open Trails,” as thoroughly and charmingly as it permeated its predecessor.
In “Open Trails” the author continues her “impressions,” but those who have not yet been

so fortunate as to make the acquaintance of “ Janey " will not be at a disadvantage in reading
the new book before the old.

The House gof Windows

$1.25 by Isabel Ecclestone Mackay $1.25

With colour frontispiece by Dudley Tennant
That this wonderful story of an abducted child with its marvellous witchery of plot and
action will be read everywhere is a foregone conclusion.
The malignant revenge carried out with superhuman cunning by a deranged woman forms
the ground work of a story that will immediately take jts place amongst the talked of books,
That a story built upon revenge should overflow with the most beautiful of human passions
—affection, courage, persistency and devotion shows the great versatility of the author’s powers.

. Read the House of Windows, it will grasp you with the intensity of its action and the
reality of its actors.

Rory of Willow Beach

$1.00 Valance Patriarche $1.00

Coloured Frontispiece and 3 Plates by H. M. Brock, R, I.

With the setting in a “ back * town of New Ontario, this is a story that has the breezi-
ness and freshness of the pine-woods which figure in it so largely. The character-studies of
the townspeople are drawn with the directness and virility that are typical of Canadian life
generally; but the chief note of the book js its humour—refreshing in its simplicity, kindliness
and purity—which enters into the charming idyll and runs through all. This idyll shows that

the ways of the “new" maid of the New World with a man are much the same as the ways
of maids have been since the world began.

ASK YOUR LOCAL BOOKSELLER TO SHOWvYOU‘ ‘A COPY.
Published by

CASSELL & CO., Limited, 42 Adelaide Street W.,

TORONTO
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- Grand Presentatidn Offer of

General Contents of these Pic-

torial, Self-Pronouncing Bibles

This edition of the Holy Bible is especially adap-
ted to the general reader, and is of a convenient
size. The plain large print meets the great demand
for a Hand Bible printed from large, clear type. It
is handsomely bound, in Imperial Seal Limp, Gold
Titles, Round Corners, and Carmine Under Gold
Edges, neat, durable and artistic—and surpasses all
other similar editions.

This edition contains every help and hint that the

Bible Student, young or old could desire. Each

'Bible contains a total of 1031 double column pages,
fully indexed, and the names of the different Books

are in heavy type at the top of pages ( outside cor-

ners), enabling the reader to find the book and

chapter at a glance. The chapters of the Bible are

numbered consecutively from Genesis to Revelation.

The above is a’reduced reproduction of the Bible A“ proper names are_ lelded int'O sy "ables and
size, § x 4 inches. accented the same as in an unabridged dictionary.

- Standard Helps to the Study of the Bible
This is a®most interesting and instructive department filling 68 pages, written by the most
eminent Biblical scholars. These “Helps” are especially adapted for the use of Sunday School
scholars, ministers, teachers, Christian Endeavour and Epworth League workers, and all other
Bible readers. This department gives chronological and ether valuable tables, including history,
prophecy, life and teachings of our Lord, characteristics of the Old and New Testaments, Tables
of Measures, Weights, Coins, etc., etc.

Revised Questions and Answers
He{e is one of the most interesting and valuable departments ever published in any edition
of the Bible. This department consists of 120 three-column pages, containing 3,982 questions
on the O](EI and New Testaments with the correct answer to each in easily understood language.
Th; questions begin with Adam’s fall, and cover every point of discussion in every book of the
entire Bible. The questions are printed in black face type, and the answers follow in light type.
The questions and answers are properly arranged under scores of different subjects, such as “The

Fall,” “The Flood,” “The Passover,” etc.

30 Full-Page Pictures

The 30 full-page plates used in the printing of the illustrated section of this Bible are made
from famous paintings by renowned artists, and are printed in a rich tint. These illustrations are
found in no other edition of the Bible. In addition to this valuable collection of Biblical scenes there
are many beautiful maps, printed in colors, giving important data of the lands and cities that were
famous in Bible times.

Altogether, this is one of the most valuable, most interesting and most complete editions of
the Bible ever published—and never before has an offer so liberal as ours been made—an offer
which should be immediately accepted by every reader of this advertisement, —
1l T =
- —
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The Greatest Book in the World

a maghnificent, self-pronouncing pictoria] edition
of the HOLY BIBL. |

Handsomely Bound, Imperial Seal :Limp, Gold Titles,

Round Corners and Garmine Under Golg Edges
HERE is one book in all the world that Never grows old. It is a
ook which gvery man, woman, boy and girl should possess as his
or her individual property. It is the greatest book in the world, not
alone on account of the lessons it teaches and the good it has brought into
¢ world, but also on account of its literary style a
his greatest book in the world is the Holy Bib]
t is our good fortune to be able to offer one
beautiful editions of the Bible in connection with th
The Canadian Magazine is the leading [;
Dominion. It is non-partisan and abso}
to increase culture and education,
vated taste in literatyre and art and a

thinkers of the country. [t serves no interest but th
of its subscribers,

Yearly subs
Charges prepaid.
Do not delay—Send us now

o not 20w your subsription with $2.50 the regular price
of The Canadian Magazine and the Bible will b

bscription in addition to his own.

Fill out thig coupon and send with your remittance of 2,50
The subsrciption to the Canadian Magazine

Postpaid in Canada, Great Britian and Ireland THE ONTARIO PUBLISHING cO. » Ltd.
15$2. per year, to the United States $3.00 15 Wellington Street East, Toronto
and Foreign Countries $3.25. GENTLEMEN,;
Remit by Registered Letter I enclose $2.50 for One Year’s Subscription to
ost Office or Express Ordelt the Canadian Magazine tRpmaiggifitte L
or C eque payab]e at par in number and [ am to receive absolutely free and pre-
oronto. Paid a copy of the Holy Bible as advertised.
] We reserve the right to withdraw this offer at any NAMITE S e S mt a0 o
time, 50 our adyice to those who want to profit by
this unugyal OPportunity is to send in your subscription AL sats ety
at once, C M.

—

il
3%
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Examinations June
17th to 22nd.
Applications must be
in on or before
May 15th.

Conservatory Residence °
for young lady students is
being greatly enlarged
and will be ready for
opening Sept. 2nd.

seom i i : ; Yea.r Book, 170 pages

TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC MERNG on spplicaing
Edward Fisher, Mus. Doc., Musical Director

Special Calendar for School of Expression

Queen’s University and ollege

KINGSTON, ONTARIO

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

THE EDUCATIONAL COURSES, under agreement with the Ontario Education Depart-
ment are accepted as the professional courses for (a) First Class Public School Certificate;
(b) High School Assistant’s Interim Certificate; (c) Specialists’ Interim Certificate, and
(d) Inspectors’ Certificate. They also lead to the degrese B.Paed., D.Paed.

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

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

THE SCIENCE COURSE leads to the degrees of B.Sc., and M.Sc.,, D.Sc.

THE ARTS COURSE may be taken without attendance, but students desiring to graduate
must attend one session.

SUMMER SESSION. From July 1st to August 13th. Courses in Latin, French, German,
g}ngélsfh, Mlath«lamatics, Physics, Chemistry, Animal Biology, Reading and Public Speaking.

end for circular.

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

SCHOOL OF MINING Anptirn SCiencE

Affiliated to Queen’s University KINGSTON, ONT.

.

THE FOLLOWING COURSES ARE OFFERED » |

a. Mining Engineering e. Civil Engineering

b. Chemistry and Mineralogy f. Mechanical Engineering
¢. Mineralogy and Geology g. Electrical Engineering
d. Chemical Engineering h. Sanitary Engineering

i. Power Development

For Calendar of the School and further information, apply to the Secretary, School of Mining, Kingston, Ontario

i
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Blen dbawr

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

Large Staff of Highly Qualified and Exper-,
ienced Teachers and Professors. Native
- French and German Teachers, y
Pupils prepared for the Universities and
for aminations in Music of Toronto
University, the Conservatory of Musie, and
the Toronto College of Music,
Modern Educational Methods, Refining
Influences, and Well-regulated Home.
Lawn Tennis and other games. Rink,

For Prospectus apply to
MISS VEALS, Principal.

RIDLEY COLLEGE
St. Catharines, Ont.

Lowetsdno”otboy:underfoun n—entirely separate. U School

Universities and for business, Fin:;t Sci:ol Ground: 1:\ Can-dn—pﬁp('):rncre:o Somegls Savs lu. e

In 1909 the School won a University Scholarship in Classics and in 1910 in Classics and
Mathematics, REV. J. O. MILLER, M.A., D.C.L., Principal.

1 Aﬂi&h-Clus quiellgal and Day School for Girls

St. Alban’s Ladies’ College

) PRINCE ALBERT, SASK.
i’l’retidenl—ﬂ:e Right Rev. The Lord Bishop of Saskatchewan

Regular Course of 8tudy—That laid down by the Depart
ment of Education, Pupils prepared for the Universities
for the Normal 8chool, for the xamination of the Toronto
Conservatory of Music, and for the Royal Drawing
Society. Fully Qualified Staff. Special attention given
to Language and Musie, High and healthy situation.
Good ds and Tennis Court. Steam Heating and

ectric Light, Perfect Sanitary Arrangements.

For Illustrated Booklet (allinformation) apply to Lady Principal

TRINITY Residential School
COLLEGE for Boys

Healthy Situation. Fire
SCHOOL  ryipiddma™ "™

rounds, large Gymnas-
PORT HOPE, ONT. 1gum, Skating Rinks, ete.

Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal Military College,
and Business. Special attention given to younger boys.
For calendar and all information, apply to the Headmaster

REV. OSWALD RICBY, M.A. (Cambridge) L.L.D.
PORT HOPE, ONT.
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ST. ANDREW’S COLLEGE, Toronto, Ont.

A Residential and Day School for Boys. Preparation for Universities, Business and Royal Military College. = UPPER and
T.OWER SCHOOLS. Calenfd{ar sent on applicatlon,

EV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., L.L.D., HEADMASTER

ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Foan led by the late George Dickson, M. A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickson
Academic Counrse, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work.
Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball,
Hockey, Swimming Bath.
Whrite for Prospectus

MRS. GBORGE DICKSON, MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,
President. Principal.

Healthy situation. Use of
of Westmount Athletic
grounds. 2 tennis courts.
2rinks. Gymnasinum. Sloyd
(manual training) room

For Boarders and

Excellent system of
heating, ventilating
and humidifying class
rooms and dormitories,

Day Boys . Head Master:
g propane fo the Ut Preparatory Junior and C.S. Fosbery, M.A.

Kingston.

Preparatory Junior and
Senior Departments.

Senior Departments Laté Eleadiinesey,
Notre Dame de Grace, MONTREAL ST JOHN'S SCHOOL

SHAW’S SCHOOLS
TORONTO, CANADA

(a) The Central Business and Shorthand School with
Four City Branches.

(b) The Central Telegraph and Railroad School.
(¢) The Shaw Correspondence School.
Are all doing great work in training young people to win
i success. Correspondence solicited.
College Building Address, W. H. SHAW, President W. H. SHAW
Head Office, Yonge and Gerrard Sts. Toronto.
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Bishop Strachan School

Forty-sixth Year®
A Church Residential and Day School for Girls.
Full Matriculation Course. Elemen-

tary work. Domestic Arts, Music and
Painting.

Principal Vice-Principal
MISS WALSH MISS NATION
Wykeham Hall, COLLEGE ST., TORONTO.

Also 221 LONSDALE AVENUE

A Branch Junior Day School—Kinder-
garten, Prepara.tory and ILower Scho.
Classes, under well qualified mistresses.

‘L}\YESTBOURNE

- School for Girls
340 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Canada.
PR S T L

well ap-
convenient.
Examina-

filiated with the Toronto Conservatory of Mu-
sic. Dr. Edward‘Fisher. Musical Director; F.
McGillivray Knowles, R.C.A, Art Director,
For announcement and information address

the Principal,
MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A,

. ST

The Royal Military College
THERE are few national institutions of mo

re value and interest to the country than the
Royal Military College of Canada. Notwithstanding this, its object and the work it is
accomplishing are not sufficiently understood by the general public.
he College is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving
instruction in all branches of military science to cadets and officers of the Canadian Militia.
In fact it corresponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst.

¢ Commandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Im-
berial Army, lent for the purpose, and there is in addition g complete staff of professors for
the civil Subjects which form such an important part of the College course. Medical attend-
ance is also provided.
Whilst the College is organised on a strictly military basis the Cadets receive a practical
and scientific training in Subjects essential to a sound modern education,
€ course includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying,
Physics, Chemistry, French and English.
he strict discipline maintained at the College is one of the most valuable features of
the course and, in addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, drill and outdoor exercises
of all kinds, ensures health and excellent phys on.

authorities conducting the examination for
nd Surveyor to be equivalent to g university degree, and by the Regulations of
Same exemptions as a B.A. deg}'ee.
years, in three terms of 9% months’ each.

he total cost of the course, including board, uniforms, instructional material, and all
extras, is about $800.

€ annual competitive examination for admission to the College takes place in May of
each year at the headquarters of the several military districts.

or full particulars regarding this eéxamination and for any other information, applica-
tion shoulq be made to the Secretary of the Militi

a Council, Ottawa, Ont., or to the Com-
mandant, Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont,
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HAVERGAL LADIES® COLLLEGE

JARVIS STREET g TORONTO
Principal - - - - - - MISS KNOX

Thorough education on modern lines. Preparation for honor matriculation and other
examinations. Separate Junior School, Domestic Science Department, Gymnasium, Out-
door Games, Skating Rink, Swimming Bath.
HAVERGAL-ON-THE-HILL, College Heights, Toronto

A second Junior School is situated at No. 51 St. Clair Avenue under the direct
supervision of Miss Knox, assisted by specialists in Junior School Teaching and in
Languages, for the tonvenience of pupils residing north of Bloor Street
Large Playing Grounds of three and one-half acres—Cricket, tennis, basketball, hockey
and skating. For illustrated calendars and prospectus apply to the Bursar.

R. MILLICHAMP, Hon. Sec. Treas.

The Margaret Eaton School of Literature and Exrpression

North Street, Toronto. - - Mrs. Scott Raff, Principal

English Literature, French and German, Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation,
Oratory and Public Speaking, and Dramatic Art.

Send for Calendar

ASHBURY COLLEGE
ROCKCLIFFE PARK, OTTAWA
RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS
‘Modern fireproof buildings. Excellent Sanitation. Ten acres of playing fields.

Many recent successes at R. M. C. and Universities.
Junior Department for small boys.
For Calendar apply,
REV.GEO. P. WOOLLCOMBE, M.A, Oxon] Headmaster

Bishop Bethune College - Oshawa, Ontario

A Residential School for Girls.
Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto,

Preparation for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music,

Young children also received.,

Fine location. Outdoor games and glhyeical training,

The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and a Sister,

who for twelve years taught in the School with marked success.

_ Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.

For terms and particulars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Major St., TORONTO.

OTTAWA LADIES’ COLLEGE

This college is thoroughly equipped in every department. Has an efficient
staff. Is ideally situated. Gives ample accommodation.
Write for calendar and particulars
The Rev. W. D, Armstrong, M.A,, Ph.D., D.D., President.

BRITISH AMERICAN BUSINESS COLLEGE ,,yireo.

Y. M. C. A. BUILDING YONGE AND McGILL STS. TORONTO.
; FIFTY-FIRST YEAR
An up-tosdate, well equipped and thoroughly reliable School. Open all year.
Students assisted to positions. Write for copy of new prospectus.

9 Founded 1864 Incorporated by Act of Parliament, 1866
St erome S RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL FOR BOYS AND YOUNG MEN
° J COURSES; BUSINESS, HIGH SCHOOL, SCIENCE, ARTS
New Buildings equipped with latest hygienic requirements—Private Rooms,
Fine New Gymnasium, Shower Baths, Swimming Pool, Running Track,

BERLIN, Auditorium.  Professors made post-graduate courses in Europe.
@) ege ONT RATES VERY MODERATE
. Address: REV. A. L., ZINGER, C.R., Ph.D., President.
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tammering o- Stutterin

may make life miserable for your child, or for one of your
family or friends, If it does, you owe it to the sufferer

to investigate the sensible, successful

Amott Methods of

treating the Cause—not merely the habit—and permanently
curing these diftressing impediments. We'll gladly give
9

you full particulars and references,

RNOTT

Bel’lin, (o]

INSTITUT

nt.,.Canad

FRENCH—GERMAN
SPANISH—ITALIAN

Is Easily and Quickly Mastered by the
LANGUAGE
PHONE METHOD
Combined with the
Rosenthal Method of
Practical Linguistry

&

i

\

ne you speak, read and understand a new language,
Send for Interesting Booklet and Particulars,

THE LANGUAGE PHONE METHOD
875 Putman Building, 2 West 45th Street, New York

|

|
|
|

No true artist ever risks a
poor color on a picture.
He buys only

Winsor & Newton’s
Oil and Water Colors

are the
e world,

because he knows the{
standard throughout t
They are not dear,

For sale at all Art Stores.

A. RAMSAY & SON, MONTREAL.
Wholesale agents for Canada.

Write

Royal
Victoria

College

McGILL UNIVERSITY
MONTREAL

For Resident and
Day Women Students

Students prepared for degrees in Arts,
Pure Science and Music, Scholarships are
awarded annually. For ajl information
apply to the Warden. 2

Smith, Kerry & Chace

Consulting and Constructing Engineers
Confederation Life Building,

TORONTO
also Vancouver;3 Boise, Idaho;

Portland, Oregon.

C. B. Smith,

J. G. G. Kerry, W. C. Chace

An Investment Yielding Seven Per Cent.

Special Features

Safety, large earning capacity, long establish.

ed trade connection, privilege of withdrawing

investment at end of one year with not less
than 7% on 60 day's notice

Send At Once for Full Particulars,

=522 7%

Share in Profits

This security is backed up by a long establish-
ed and substantial manufacturing business, em-
bracing a number of the most modern .plunu
in existence, that has always paid dividends
and the investor shares in all profits, and
dividends are paid twice a year, on Ist June

NATIONAL
CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING,

SECURITIES CORPORATION, Limited

and December.

TORONTO, ONT,
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Begin
With $1

Many people are not aware that
a Deposit Account may be opened
with this Corporation with ONE
DOLLAR. Your deposit of $I
will receive the same careful attention
as if it were thousands. We shall be
pleased to see you as often as you
wish to add a dollar to your account.
You can convenienty deposit by
mail. Twice each year we add

Interest at

Three and One-half
Per Cent.

per annum.

|

Canada Perinanent

Mortgage Corporation
ESTABLISHED 1885.

Toronto Street, - Toronto

NORTH
AMERICAN
LIFE

ASSETS:

$12,313,107

)E_O_“ i
American L!h—/

’f’c

' Sulid
Cnnn'jf_n_f

NET SURPLUS:
$1,300,784

E. GURNEY,
President

L. GOLDMAN
Vice-President and Managing
Director z

Home Office = Toronto
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The Canadian Bank of GCommerce

Head Office: Toronto
PAID Up CAPITAL $15,000,000 REST $12,500,000
ALEXANDER LAIRD, General Manager JOHN AIRD, Asst. General Manager

Branches in ajl the important towns and cities in Canada as well as in

London, England, New York Portland, Ore., San Francisco,
Seattle, Mexico City, St. John’s, Newfoundland

and Agents and Correspondents throughout the world.

TOURISTS AND TRAVELLERS

will find the facilities offered by The Canadian Bank of Commerce unsurpassed.

The TRAVELLERS’ CHEQUES and LETTERS OF CREDIT issued by
this Bank enable the holders to provide thems

theis journey the world over.

A descriptive booklet entitled “Information of Interest to Those About to
Travel” will be mailed to any address on application.

elves with funds at any point on

CAPITAL PAID Uk $2,870,000
RESERVE AND UNDI-

VIDED PROFITS . .. 3,500,000
—

$6,370,000
o
TOTAL ASSETS OVER .$44.000,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
BRANCHES
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HIGH CLASS SECURITIES

M. F. C. BRUCE, First Vice-President of the

Mutual Life of Canada

when seconding the 42nd Annual Report at the Annual Meeting,
February Ist 1912, submitted the following Comparative State-
ment, covering three years and showing the percentage of each

class of Securities held the Company, as at December 31 in each
year :

T ol on

| piL, | p.c. p.c.

et TR e 47 4 b 3.5

Debentures and Bonds. - ¥ Al 30.7 27.4

Loans on Policies . . . - . . ‘ {128 - | t2a 12.6
Real Estate.i ... .. ‘ o B 5 k:
o SRR SRS g ; k6 8 ]

Interest due and accrued |

and Deferred Premiums 4.4 ; 4.5 4.5

100. | 100. 100

He pointed out that the first three items, including cash, for |

1911 comprise no less than 94.5 per cent. of the Company’s total |
Assets—an admirable showing indeed.

Head Office - WATERLOO, ONT.

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

BANK OF TORONTO

OUR BANKING
FACILITIES

are complete in every detail of both equipment and service,

assuring prompt and satisfactory service for every bank-
ing requirement.

BUSINESS MEN i find that this Bank provides amply

for every department of their banking. Advances made---
Prompt collection service given---Accuracy and care
shown in handling every account,

SAVINGS DEPOSITORS are assured of that safety and

convenience for their money transactions whic

resources and care in dealing with all buysi
can provide.

Provided with Travellers Cheques which
can be cashed almost everywhere or Domestic Credits for
use in North America or Travellers Credits against which
cash may be drawn through any of our long list of

Foreign Correspondents.
MONEY ORDERS AND CANADIAN DRAFTS SOLD.

#_ DRAFTS ON FOREIGN COUNTRIES ISSUED.

INCORPORATED ASSETS
1855 $57,000,000
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THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Paid Up . $ 6,250,000
Reserve Funds - - 1,450,000
Total Assets over - 110,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS:
H. 8. HOLT, President E. L. PEASE, Vice-President
Wiley 8mith Hon. David Mackeen G. R. Crowe James Redmond F. W. Thompson
D. K, Elliott W. H. Thorne Hugh Paton T. J. Drummond W, Robertson

E. L. Pease, General Manager
W. B.Torrance, Supt. of Branches C. E. Neill and P. J. Sherman, Asst. Gen.-Managers

176—BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA-I76

Also Branches in Cuba, Porto Rico,I ?:rgados. Jamaica, Trinidad and Bahamas
slands,

LONDON, ENC., 2 Bank Bldgs., Princes St.. E.C. NEW YORK, Corner William and Cedar Sts.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT s&dncHes

“* Make Assurance Double Sure”’

Absolute Security

Standard Life Insurance Companies
do not fail. The Legal Reserve verified
by Government inspection makes failure
impossible. This Company’s reserve
greatly exceeds the Government requirements.

Ask for the Company’s Annual
Report.
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THE
INTEREST
RATE

on investments is the most impor-
tant single element in a Life
Company’s affairs.

Last year The Great-West Life
earned 7.637/ gross (or 7% net)
on all investments.

Hence the remarkable results to
Policyholders.

Ask for a record of these Results
—*¢ Profits 1912.”

The Great-West Life

Assurance Company
Head Office - Winnipeg

Over $70,000,000 of Insurance in force.

WESTERN

ASSURANCE COMPANY

Incorporated In 18S1

ASSETS, $3,213,438.28
LIABILITIES, 469,254.36
SECURITY TO POLICY-

HOLDERS 2,744,183.92
LOSSES paid since organizati of C

$54,069,727.16

DIRECTORS ;

Hon. GEQ. A. COX, President
W. R. BROCK, Vice-President
W. B. MEIKLE, Managing Director

Head Office: - Toronto

REQ st gla.

Ask for “Ester-
brook’s,” and you
get the best pens
—easiest writing,
longest wearing.

Backed by a half- I
century's reputa- i\
tion. i

At all stationers.

The Esterbrook Steel Pen Mfg. Co.
Works: Camdea, N.J. 26 John St., New York

Pald-up Capital - -
Reserve Funds - -
169 Branches in Canada.
Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.
Savings Department at all Branches.

De) ts received of $1.00 and upward, and inter-
estallowed at best current rates

General Banking Business.

$6,000,000
5,458,878
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up - =«

#$1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund - e om 1,260,000.00
Undivided Profits - = 138,046.68

Head Office: - Toronto

S. J. Moore, President. W. D. Ross, General Manager.

A General Banking Business Transacted.

WHEN TRAVELLING, PAY YOUR EXPENSES
WITH

Dominion Express Company
Travellers Cheques

CARRY your cash in this form and pro- ACCEPTED in payment of accounts, etc.,
tect yourself against loss and embar-

by all first-class hotels, express rail-
rassment. They are self-identifying and way, steamship, sleeping car companies and
are issued in couvenient denominations of banks throughout the world. No risk of
$10, $20, 50, $100, $200.

Loss, no bother exchanging currency.
If you lose the cheques advise us, and we will refund

your money. The security alone is worth more than the
small cost, viz., 50c per $100. See us about them.

DOMINION EXPRESS COMPANY

TORONTO OFFICES: 48 Yonge Street, 1330 Queen Street W,
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Capital and Assets .. . ... $ 451394953 Paid Policyholders in 1909. -$347,274.43
Insurance in force ... ... $21,049,322.31 Surplus to Policyholders. . . -$292,695.53
DAVID DEXTER,

President and Managing Director
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No Detail is Lacking

in the banking service which we offer our
customers, from receiving deposits and. cash-
ing cheques to financing business underta-
kings, large or small.  Collections, discounts,
exchange, drafts, money orders, telegraph
transfers, letters of credit, all these are well-
handled details of our comprehensive service.
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THE EXCELSIOR LIFE
INSURANCE COMPANY
Head Office: TORONTO, CANADA,

Assets ...... ... $ 2,842,654.08
Insurance in Force $15,000,000.00

H are what intending insurers desire, both
securlty 0})tained unde{] ek Excclsi({{ " policies \\'hicl'i
1 also contain the “Last Word” in liberal

and Pl’Oflt features.

The the Company has been able to pay satisfactory
;)roﬁts is because it has been continuously
Re.son oremost in those features from which profits

are derived.

In Interest Earnings 7.33 per cent.
1911 Death Rate 34 per cent of expected.
Expenses decreased 2.50 per cent.

Agents Wanted : to give either entire or

spare time.
E. MARSHALL, D. FASKEN,
General Manager President.

1912

THE

NORTHERN

Life Assurance
Go. of Canada |

HEAD OFFICE JOHN MILNE
London, Ont. Managing-Director

The Company has closed the past year
with an increase of over 259 in business
written, and an increase of 129, of business
in force.

Corresponding gains in every depart-
ment.

Conservative methods and steady pro-
gress have arrived at the goal —SUCCESS.

4

BOND
OFFERINGS

Lists of bonds which we offer sent on
application.  Every Security poss-
esses the qualities essential in a sound
investment, combining SAFETY OF
PRINCIPAL AND INTEREST
with THE MOST FAVORABLE
INTEREST RETURN.

Government — Municipal
Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 47, to 67

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

Domimion SEcURITIES
CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO. MONTREAL . LONDON.ENG.

l Irving
- Pitt

Loose Leaf

Memorandum Books
Price Books

Covers, -Fillers, Indexes, etc.

Students Note
Books

New Stock, Full Assortment.

BROWN BROS., ..

Manufacturing and Commercial Stationers

51-53 Wellington St. W., Toronto
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Western Canada

The Land of Sunshine.
The Land of Big Crops.
The Land of Peace and Prosperity.
THE LAND OF OPPORTUNITY
Why not own a farm?
Give the boy a chance. Get in on the “ ground floor ”

160 Acres Free

The boundless Prairie land is the finest on earth. Bracing
climate ; lots of water; excellent railway facilities—steadily
increasing ; cheap fuel; good schools; equitable laws.

THIS is the place for you. NOW is your chance.
Room for 50,000,000 more.
For further Information Apply to

W. D. scorT, Superintendent of Immigration,
OTTAWA - - CANADA.
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Children Delight

in any meal where preserves are served and there is nothing more
healthful than pure Jams when made from fresh, clean fruits such
as manufactured by

E. D. Smith

from his own fruit farms. For adults,
there is nothing so appetizing and so
easily served. See that the trade-mark
1s on the bottle which insures its high
quality. Made by

E. D. SMITH,
Winona, Ontario E a
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MARITIME PROVINCIALISMS AND
CONTRASTS

WORDS, PHRASES AND EXPRESSIONS
BY F. A. WIGHTMAN

It is proposed to give a short series of articles under the above general heading,
touching various phases of life and interest in the Maritime Provinces. These articles
bertain to such subjects as words, phrases, and expressions; place names, political and
c¢ivie practices, common customs, and flora and fauna. The chief purpose in each will
be to show some of the sectional or provincial peculiarities.

. The Maritime Provinces of Canada, though comparatively small in area and in-
timately united socially and otherwise, have, nevertheless, many striking contrasts
historically, geographically and commercially, which give them each characteristics
and individuality of their own. But now that communication is easier, there is a
greater commingling of population, and many of the present distinetions are likely to
disappear gradually. It is therefore of interest to note these various distinctive differ-
ences before they are swept away by the unifying process now at work. The fact,
too, that Maritime Union periodically comes to the front as a subject for practical
diseussion gives additional interest to this subject. The open vote is still practised
in Prince Edward Island. While the secret ballot is strongly advocated by many, there
are those who as stoutly defend it as being the expression of British openness and inde-
pendence. Thus each province illustrates in one way or another a conservatism in
clinging to old forms: New Brunswick with its parishes, Nova Scotia with its
second legislative chamber, and Prince Edward Island with its antiquated ballot. But,
despite these peculiar contrasts found in all phases of the governmental machinery,
each province seeks to outdo the other in loyalty to the Crown of Britain, and, let us
hope, also in the art of economic and honest government.—The Author.

ROVINCIALISMS of speech exist
to a greater or lesser extent 1n
all languages, amounting in some
cases to dialectic differences. We
have ancient and even classical pre-
cedent for this: the variations of the
Doric and Attic Greek forms as com-
pared with the classic.  Secripture
also informs us that the Apostle
Peter was detected, on the occasion
of his denial, by the peculiarities of
his Galilean speech.  These facts
1-3

should be at least sufficient to clothe
the subject with respectability and
absolve it from the charge of wvul-
garity.

Provincialisms in England, though
probably disappearing, are still very
common. It is claimed that those in-
timately acquainted with old country
conditions can tell the county to
which any man belongs by his speech.
The Cockney and the Devonshire man
present strong linguistic contrasts, as
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do also in Scotland the Highlander
and the Lowlander, and in Ireland
the Ulster man and the man of
Cork. The cosmopolitanism of the
new world tends to the obliteration
of the provincialisms of the old, and
yet striking contrasts in speech are
represented in the different states
of the American Union, as well as in
the different Canadian provinces. It
has been asserted that an expert can
readily tell to what particular state
a man belongs by noting his speech
in a brief conversation. Within cer-
tain limits this is undoubtedly true.
If, therefore, there are in the states
of the American Republic and the
counties of England speech peculiari-
ties to distinguish one from another,
it would not be surprising to find
some of these among ourselves. In-
deed, it would be strange if we should
not, as we have a similar origin and
have been touched by the same in-
fluences. These influencing factors
are chiefly old-world environment, in-
sularity in the new, and the com-
mingling of peoples of different race
origin. Be it remembered, however,
that Canadians as a whole have the
reputation of speaking the English
language with as much purity and
correctness as any part of the Empire
or Anglo-Saxon world. In this com-
paratively high standard, the Mari-
time Provinces show to good advan-
tage, and the few provincialisms
about to be referred to do not as a
r}lle appear in the form of corrup-
tions; they are chiefly of interest as
indicating the origin of the people
and the process of their fusion. Gen-
erally speaking, such provincialisms
as exist are found outside the centres
«of population, though not wholly so.
In the two island sections of the
Maritime Provinces, for instance, we
notice a peculiar use of the word
“whatever.”” - This is, of course, a
perfectly proper word, wused on
proper occasions, but the use which
is generally made of it in these sec-
tions is, to say the least, peculiar. Tt
seems to be employed as a terminal

expression, for the purpose of lend-
ing emphasis to what has been said.
It is in general use throughout the
country districts and by most all
classes of the population. It is also
found in many combinations, of
which the following may be given as
a few examples:

‘“This is a fine day whatever.”’

‘““The boat is late to-night what-
ever.”’

‘‘That’s a fine horse whatever.”’

Thus these expressions go through
the whole round of ordinary conversa-
tion.

A somewhat amusing illustration
of its extreme use is here given:
The clerk of a certain church was
sometimes a little slow in giving the
‘““Amen’’ responses as he followed
the parson through the service, but
what he lacked in promptness he
sought to make up in emphasis, so
with becoming solemnity he, in time,
caught up to the parson by saying
‘‘ Amen, whatever.”’

I do not remember ever having
heard this word used in this peculiar
way in any other part of the Mari-
time Provinces. It is elearly High-
land Secottish in its origin, and was
undoubtedly introduced by the large
colonies of Highlanders who settled
in Prince Edward Island and Cape
Breton more than a century ago.
But, while most of their peculiarly
Highland customs and costumes are
either dead or dying—even their be-
loved Gaelic—this expression seems
more tenacious of life than the names
of the people who brought it to the
country. It is now grafted into the
common speech of the Englishman,
Lowlander, Irishman, and even the
Frenchman has found a way to get
his tongue around it.

There is also mnoticeable in the
island province a somewhat peculiar
and local use of the word ‘‘bush.”’
A ““bush”’ in the mainland provinces
would, generally speaking, convey no
other meaning than that of a small
tree, whereas on the island it car-
ries the idea of a more or less exten-
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sive grove of trees or block of wood-
land. Usually a man does not go
to the woods to cut trees, but to the
bush. The introduction and use of
this expression in Prince Edward
Island is quite natural and proper.
To a certain extent it supplies a
lack which the other provinces might
borrow with profit, since it is more
expressive and convenient in many
cases. The other provinces use the
word ‘‘grove’’ in a similar sense; it
is also sometimes so used in Prince
Edward Island. It would be quite
proper in Prince Edward Island to
say that ‘‘Mr. Jones lives in the white
house beside the fir bush.”’ In New
Brunswick or Nova Scotia such an
expression would signify that near
his dwelling there was a small fir
tree. In other words, the same con-
ditions in either of these provinces
would indicate that he lived beside a
grove of firs.

This common use of the word
““bush’’ as expressive of a body of
trees may be explained in part by
the absence of any extended forests
such as obtain in Nova Scotia and
New Brunswick. To this may be
added the fact that Prince Edward
Island was originally settled by peo-
ple who, for the most part, came
directly from the old country, where
the term ‘‘bush,”” as distinguished
from forest, had a definite meaning.
On the other hand, the mainland
provinces were first inhabited by peo-
ple of New England origin, to whom
the word ‘‘woods’’ became familiar
by virtue of their vast forest sur-
roundings. Thus this peculiarity is
explained. It is of interest to note
that the word ‘‘bush’’ has impressed
itself so deeply on Australia that it
takes the place of both ‘‘woods’’ and
““forest’’ in that country.

In this connection we are reminded
of another somewhat peculiar ex-
pression. Though wire fences are be-
coming somewhat prevalent, the old
rail fence, in different forms, is still
in common wuse, the material for
which is generally referred to as

fence rails or poles. But in the Gar-

den of the Gulf, if not universally
yet quite generally, these poles are
called ‘‘longers.”’ 1 have not been
able to trace this expression to 1its
origin, but it probably came across
the water. It is supposed by some to
have been brought to this country by
emigrants from the Channel Islands
a century ago, but this is uncertain.

A common variety of wood from
which these ‘‘longers’’ are made in-
troduces us to another provincialism
common in this region. This is the
general use of the term ‘‘var,’’ as
applied to the fir tree, so called else-
where.  There is, of course, good
authority for the use of the word
‘““var,”’ but it is quite safe to say
that it is practically obsolete in Can-
ada, except in isolated communities.
It is doubtless of English origin, but
has not ecome into general use on this
side of the ocean, fir taking the prece-
dence. The same tree is generally
called ‘“the balsam’’ in Ontario and
the West.

We may now note a difference in
the scope given to the word sleigh in
Canada’s most eastern province, as
compared with the adjoining pro-
vinces. Here everything that has
runners is a sleigh, irrespective of its
build or wuse, with the possible ex-
ception of a hearse. It may be a
jaunting sleigh, a pung sleigh, a wood
sleigh, a bob-sleigh, a mud sleigh, a -
drag sleigh, or a hand sleigh; it is
always a sleigh, the particular kind
being determined by the prefix. In
the adjoining provineces, however, the
term ‘‘sleich’’ is used in a much
more limited sense, generally being
applied to what has here been re-
ferred to as a jaunting sleigch. The
word ‘‘sled,’”’ seldom heard on the
island, in the other provinces always
is applied to the heaviest forms of
runnered vehicles.

There is authority for both expres-
sions, and the term “‘sleigh’’ may
be applied to all such vehicles, though
the distinction hetween a ‘‘sleigh’’
and a ‘‘sled’’ is both simple and con-
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venient. How or why these differ-
ences of expression became current
among people so closely related it is
difficult to determine. Be this as it
may, a New Brunswicker would no
more think of calling his wood sled
a ‘‘sleigh”’ than he would of calling
his dump cart a carriage. This, of
course, does not imply that he is
more correct than his Prince Ed-
ward Island neighbour, though it
serves to illustrate a peculiar pro-
vineial contrast.

To ‘‘hiteh’’ a horse is more or less
used in all the provinces by the sea,
but in the horse-producing province
the process is generally spoken of as
“‘yoking’’ a horse. 'This, at first,
sounds a little strange to the visitor
from abroad, where the word ‘‘yoke’’
is seldom or never used except as ap-
plied to oxen. In the neighbouring
provinces the horse 1is generally
‘‘harnessed,’’ though sometimes he is
“‘tackled,’’ but, I think, never ‘‘yok-
ed.”” As the ox is absolutely extinet
in Prince Edward Island as a beast
of burden, the word ‘‘yoke’’ can be
applied to the horse without involving
confusion. Perhaps it has survived
to its present use from the pioneer
days when ox teams were prevalent.

Speaking of the ox and the horse
naturally suggests the word ‘‘team.”’
In the mainland provineces this word
is make to cover a wider range of
use than strict dictionary authority
would allow. In this connection the
Prince Edward Islander scores a
point for correctness over his neigh-
bours. On the mainland a team ap-
plies, generally, to draft animals of
any description or number in the per-
formance of a task of labour. Tt
might be an ‘““ox team’’ or a ‘‘horse
team,”” a ‘‘double’”” or a ‘‘single
team,’’ but always a team. On Prince
Edward Island, however, the more
proper distinetion is observed, and
a team consists of not less than two
animals united in a common task.
When one animal only is employed
another term is used to designate it.
Though this is supported by the best

of authority, it is nevertheless some-
what confusing to the visitor from
the ‘‘other side.”” In this connec-
tion it is related that a clergyman,
soon after settling on the island, was
asked by a parishioner if he had no-
ticed a team passing down the road
a short time before. The clergyman
promptly replied that he had, and
not only one, but a number, quite
recently. At this his questioner ex-
pressed surprise, and others stand-
ing mear thought the new minister
either saw visions or had secant re-
gard for the truth, as they had seen
none. Fortunately, explanations were
soon made, and the clergyman was
able to save his reputation for vera-
city. He also had a new conception
of what constituted ‘‘a team’’ in
his mew field.

The foregoing may introduce us to
some of the necessary equipment of
the team. For example, the words
‘‘whiffle-tree’” and ‘‘swingle-tree”’
come to mind. These words mean
precisely the same thing, but are
strietly provinecial in their use, and
both are correct. But why this lit-
tle piece of equipment should be
called a ‘‘whiffle-tree’’ in New Bruns-
wick and a ‘‘swingle-tree’’ in Prince
Edward Island is not easy to deter-
mine,

From the foregoing it will be seen
how a number of these provincialisms
could be combined in a single sen-
tence without expressing anything
unusual to the ear of a person ac-
customed to hear them. For ex-
ample, ‘“Mr. Jones yoked his horse
yesterday to the bob-sleighs and went
to the bush for a load of var long-
ers, but on coming home, I hear, he
broke his swingle-tree, whatever.”’

As already noted, strictly speaking,
no oxen are used in Prince Edward
Island, and yet the words ‘‘ox’’ and
‘“‘oxen’’ are everywhere used almost
to the exclusion of the more common
and appropriate term, ‘‘steer.”” In
other provinees an ‘‘ox’’ is a male
animal of the bovine species, grown
to maturity, and not intended for
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stock purposes. Every such animal,
under three years of age, whether
trained to work or not, is a steer. In
Prince Edward Island the term ‘‘ox’’
is generally used to designate all
male animals of this species other
than stock animals, and calves a year
old. Here the ‘“‘ox’’ is produced
wholly for beef purposes and seldom
if ever is permitted to live beyond
the steer stage. It is mot uncommon
to notice in the local papers adver-
tisements relating to strayed ‘‘oxen,”’
the age of which is given as eigh-
teen months or two years. Let it
be observed, however, that none of
these petty distinctions affect the
price of beef, execept to increase it,
for everywhere, commercially speak-
ing, the eow and all her kin, both ox
and steer, ‘‘jump over the moon.”’
In the various provinces there are,
also, certain words where the vowel
sounds vary in length or roundness
from common usage. Some of these
are such words as spoon, roof, room,
road, and school, which are often pro-
nounced almost exactly as if spelled
spun, ruff, rum, rudd, and schull.
These examples are quite evidently
New England in origin, and were no
doubt brought over with the immi-
gration which fo]\lowed the expulsion
of the Acadians.  There is also no-
ticeable a tendency in some sections
where oysters are abundant to refer
to this delicious bivalve as the
‘‘eyester.”” Consequently there are
‘‘eyester’’ beds, ‘‘eyester’’ boats, and
‘“eyester’’ tongs, which merely indi-
cates a provincial habit, rather than
any strain of Hibernian blood.
Further differences of expression
are noticeable on the solemn oceasion
of funeral obsequies. In this respect
New Brunswick and Prince Edward
Island refer to those who are placed
in charge of the remains as ‘‘pall-
bearers,”” while in large sections of
Nova Secotia the word ‘‘under-bear-
er’’ is in common use. The former

term is doubtless derived from the
ancient custom of covering the coffin
with a black drapery called a ‘‘pall,”’
while the latter, probably, originated
from the old English practice of sup-
porting the coffin upon the shoulders
of the bearers.

There are many expressions con-
fined to more restricted areas among
people whose mother-tongue is other
than English. These can hardly be
called provincialisms, though they
are peculiar to considerable groups
of people. Many of these expres-
sions are extremely quaint, and only
illustrate the difficulty in overcoming
a native idiom and accent. Among
these most peculiar are those which
are heard among people of French,
Gaelic, or German origin. Space will
not permit the reproduction of many
of these peculiarities, but one may
be introduced to indicate a common
tendency among the Germans of
Nova Scotia. A venerable father,
speaking at a religious meeting, in
quoting the well-known passage relat-
ing to ‘‘vowing unto the Liord,”’ said:
‘‘Better not to wow a wow unto the
Lord than wow and not pay.’’ This
is a characteristic difficulty among the
older people.

Before bringing this article to a
close, reference must be made to a
few somewhat peculiar expressions
found on the western border of New
Brunswick, where it adjoins the
State of Maine. Here the shafts of a
carriage or sleigh are generally
spoken of as the ‘‘thills’’ and some-
times ‘‘fills.”” Both of these expres-
sions are probably corruptions of
““felloes.”” In this region also the
word ‘‘shoat’’ is commonly made use
of in referring to young pigs, but
nowhere else in the Rastern Pro-
vinces. Both of these expressions are
decidedly American, and like many
other things good, bad and indiffer-
ent have been borrowed from across
the border.

In the June number Mr. Wightman will tell about peculiarities of

Maritime place names.
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“NANCY”

BY MARY ADELAIDE SNIDER

To this day you could find at the edge of an island in the Nottawasaga River the
bones of the good ship * Nancy,” whose fate during the war of 1812 is here recorded.
The record embraces also the fate of the United States schooner ‘‘Scorpion,” whose
hull lies in a muddy creekmouth in Colborne Basin, off the harbour of Penetan-

guishene.

THE last red ensign left on the Upper
Lakes flamed from the main
peak as the schooner Nancy dipped
farewell to the mouth of the Notta-
wasaga River, in the Georgian Bay.
"Twas the first of August, 1814.
Eleven months earlier the disastrous
Battle of Put-In Bay had given the
Americans command of the inland
seas above the Great Cataract. The
Nancy had a close eall in the St.
Clair River then—fifteen minutes un-
der fire, with splinters flying from
the main boom and railing and the
mainsail ablaze, while she stemmed
the current and worked clear of the
treacherous shore. But she had es-
caped, and with a few other schooners
winged to and fro in the service of
King George III., piling up profit
for her owners, the Northwest Fur
Company.

Now the net was closing in. An
American  squadron had covered
Lake Huron, bent on the. recapture
of Fort Michillimackinac at its
north-west extremity. The Mink had
fallen a prey at the meighbouring
island of St. Joseph’s, and the Per-
severance was captured and sent over
the falls at Ste. Mary’s, where the
ravaging invaders even burned the
fur company’s horses alive in their
desire for destruction of all things
British; and now, though her crew
knew it not as yet, the Nancy alone
was left—one little trading schooner
pitted against a fleet—the twenty-

8

gun sloops Néiagara and Lawrence,
the brig Hunter, of eight guns, four
armed schooners and five gunboats.

At Fort Michillimackinae, 220
miles away, stout Lieutenant-Colonel
Robert McDouall, with 550 men, was
holding out against two foes—hun-
ger and American sailors and sol-
diers who outnumbered him three to
one. The Nancy had already made
two runs between the island and the
mouth of the Nottawasaga to load
the supplies stored there after a long
haul across Upper Canada from York
or Kingston. When she left Michilli-
mackinac on this last trip the block-
ade had not yet been established, and
she was now homeward bound, loaded
to the sheerstrake with 300 barrels
of flour for the King’s soldiers, fifty
bags of the same precious article as
private merchandise, besides powder
and shot, clothing and salt provi-
sions for the meedy garrison. Her
freight was precious, for flour was
worth $60 a barrel and salt pork
fifty cents a pound.

She was an inspiring sight as she
stormed along, stretching ever stitch
of canvas to get her cargo under the
guns of the Gibraltar of the north.
A square topsail and top-gallant sail
swelled on the foremast like the
bursting breasts of racers of the
clouds. Her masks raked aft at a
sharp angle. Her mainsail, cut low
in the peak and loose on the foot,
bellied in the following wind like
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some rising balloon. Beneath a
range of straining jibs her bowsprit
speared defiantly heavenward. Be-
low it, but above the smother of foam
that burst and played in wild catar-
acts at her cleaving bows, showed the
vessel’s namesake, no nereid nor mer-
maid, but an eighteenth century
belle in hat and feather and all the
elaboration of costume of the late
seventeen-hundreds.  Skelling, the
carver, had been at particular pains
to make that figurehead, and it had
been brought all the way from New
York when the schooner was built at
Detroit in 1789. From the lady’s
skirts swept the broadening curve of
the headboards, on either bow, bead-
ed and enscrolled with the letters of
the schooner’s name. They widened
into a broad white band, which flowed
aft, girdling the ship’s bulwarks,
broken with the black squares of gun-
ports—some real, some only painted,
after the fashion of the time, which
made every craft look as formidable
as possible, for the better effect on
pirates and the nation’s foe.

A glimpse of the deck gained as the
schooner dipped and heeled showed
a stretch of holy-stoned planking
perhaps twenty feet wide and eighty
feet long at the very most, looking
narrow and crowded between the
high bulwarks, with barrels and bales
lashed in every available space be-
tween the forecastle head and the
raised quarter-deck and cabin aft. A
heavy wooden capstan and windlass,
brass guns on little wooden car-
riages, and a long boat stowed on
chocks amidships heightened the
crowded appearance of her decks and
left little room for the movements
of her large crew of French-Canadian
voyageurs and Newfoundland fisher-
men who had joined the Royal Navy
for the war on the freshwater seas.
But all were blithe as crickets. Lieu-
tenant Miller Worsley was in charge
and he was driving her, under a press
of canvas, for the sore beset isle of
Mackina¢. The enemy might be
there—would surely be there ere

long—but the Nancy’s cargo would
be a godsend to the garrison, and
of the mosquitoes ‘and blistering heat
of the Nottawasaga shore all hands
had had more than enough.

Suddenly ‘“Sail ho!’’ came from
the vigilant lookout in the fore top-
gallant crosstrees.

There was a racing aloft of blue-
Jacketed figures, and a concentration
of long brass telescopes on a tiny
dot that heaved and disappeared far
ahead, right in ‘the schooner’s track.

“‘It’s a big canoe,’’ said Worsley.
‘““What’s she doing in the open lake
so far off shore?”’

The schooner came up on the eraft
rapidly, for strong arms were plying
the paddles. A man stood up in the
canoe and waved.

““Why, that’s Mr. Livingston, who
piloted us to the Nottawasaga, voy-
age before last!’’ exclaimed Captain
Alexander MeclIntosh, the Nancy’s
sailing master—a grim and seasoned
veteran of the lakes, who mot long
before had sailed the Nancy past De-
troit with a fuse laid to a powder keg,
ready to blow her up rather than
surrender. ’Twas he, too, who stood
at the helm all the while she fought
her way out of the St. Clair, es-
caping gunshot as though he bore a
charmed life.

‘““Heave her to,”’ called Worsley.

““Back the tops and put the helm
hard down!’’ echoed the sailing mas-
ter, and, with a flailing of loosened
jib sheets, the schooner came into
the wind, while the canoe swept
alongside.

The seaman was right. It was
Lieutenant Robert Livingston, the
daring officer of the Indian Depart-
ment, who had been midshipman, fur
trader, and leader of Indian war-
roirs, and was always engaged in
some desperate and thrilling enter-
prise which only a man of his pluck
could undertake. He had volun-
teered to ecarry a warning to the
Nancy, and here he was, despite the
fact that two of four wounds he had
received in conflicts with the enemy
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were still unhealed. Worsley wel-
comed him as a brother.

“The dsland’s blockaded,’”’ an-
nounced Livingston shortly, ‘‘and
Colonel MecDouall’s orders are for
the Nancy to take shelter in the Not-
tawasaga, as far up as she can be
towed. The squadron’ll be after her
hot foot. Despatches, sir,”’ and he
handed Worsley a packet.

“The devil!’’ was Worsley’s com-
ment.

“The devil!”” echoed Sergeant
Thomas of the 104th, who had just
escaped in the schooner after a miser-
able wait for her at the river mouth.
“‘Back to that hole in the wall, eh,
with mosquitoes and Indians in equal
quantities. Ugh!”’

‘““Put the helm up and box her
off,”” Worsley called to the sailing
master, after a glance at the letter.
““We must run back to Nottawasaga.
There’s no help for it, gentlemen,
Colonel MecDouall’s orders are ex-
plicit.”’

The canoe which had carried the
daring Livingston was taken in tow
and the schooner headed back for the
sandbanks that marked the river
mouth from which she had emerged
so jauntily a few hours before. Ar-
rived there her own boats and the
canoes and batteaux left at the lit-
tle establishment formed in a long
procession and towed her, with many
a weary oar-stroke, up the winding
stream fully two miles.

Lieutenant = Livingston hurried
the Nancy’s peril to Lieutenant-Gen-
eral Drummond, who was besieging
Fort Erie. On the high bank on the
east side of the river a rough log
blockhouse was hastily built, its ele-
vation offering a better position for
defence than the low deck of the
schooner. Opposite this impromptu
fortress the Nancy was moored.
Through the treetops the lake could
be seen from the blockhouse, as the
river bank was only a few hundred
yards distant from the shore, the
stream paralleling the bay for miles
before entering it. Guns were mount-

ed in the fort—two twenty-four-
pounders, and one six—and here
Worsley and his men awaited the
enemy, every moment of the time
busily occupied in strengthening their
logwork defences.

They did not have to wait long.
On the thirteenth of Awugust the
lookout in the tall pines sighted the
broad topsails of a brig, then the nar-
rower pinions of a pair of schooners,
in the north-west horizon, and ere
long three American war craft an-
chored off the beach close enough to
the blockhouse to be easily identified.
All three had been in the battle of
Lake Erie the year before and helped
send the British squadron to its
doom. To the largest, the twenty-
gun sloop Niagara, Commodore Perry
had rowed with his flag around him.
when his own ship the Lawrence was
so shattered she could fight no more.
The Tigress and the Scorpion had
helped in the battering of the
British fleet then, and were fresh
from the capture of the Mink and
the destruction of the Perseverance,
and now, loaded with guns and men,
they were hot on the Nancy’s trail.

- Driven off with heavy loss when they

attempted to take Mackinac, Colonel
Croghan and Commodore Sinclair
had determined to wreak vengeance
on the Nancy, the last surviving
British vessel, and, in destroying her,
completely cut off communication by
water, retrieve their repulse, and
leave Mackinac to fall through the
stress of starvation. Part of the dis-
comfited flotilla was sent back to
Lake Erie. Retaining three vessels
with their regular complement of
marines and sailors and armament re-
inforced by field guns, howitzers, and
three companies of infantry, the in-
vaders prepared to deliver this final
blow.

Against this host of 500 Worsley
had a little company of nine French-
Canadian boatmen, twenty-one sea-
men of the Royal Navy, under Mid-
shipman Dobson, and twenty-three
Indians, whom Lieutenant Livingston
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Stretching every stitch of her canvas to get her cargo under the guns of the Gibraltar of the North.
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had mustered. Livingston himself had
only returned that morning from
York, and the promised reinforce-
ments of Indians and militia were not
due for days yet.

The first day the enemy’s boats
explored the river mouth and found
nothing, but an encampment party
which pulled to the beach in the even-
ing and crossed the narrow sand
ridge to the winding river spied a
pair of topmasts when the sloping
rays of the sun illumined the tree-
tops—and the Nancy was discovered.

Commodore Sinclair wasted neither
men nor ammunition in attempting
a boat attack up the river by night.
The fleet was brought as close to the
beach as was safe next morning, op-
posite the Nancy’s hiding-place, and
a bombardment opened upon the hid-
den target, which the sand ridge and
the heavy growth of pines and un-
derbrush completely screened. The
blockhouse guns roared back at the
masts in the lake, which showed
above the intervening foliage, but
accuracy of aim was impossible. Un-
der cover of the bombardment the
Americans landed on the shore and
dragged their heavy guns up the
sand ridge, protected from view by
the bushes, and soon opened a heavy
fire across the river at close range,
Worsley’s position rapidly became
hopeless. A train of powder was laid
to the Nancy from the blockhouse,
and preparations made for a retreat
through the woods. A shell from an
American howitzer hurst right withi:
the fort and the place at once took
fire, the flames spreading almost im-
mediately to the schooner. With a
roar the blockhouse blew up, frag-
ments being hurled in all directions,
and the pursuing and victorious
Americans, pushing across the river,
found the works in ruins and aban-
doned, and the schooner in flames.
Repeated explosions of powder be-
low decks defied all attempts at
boarding her or towing her to the
lake. She burned to the water’s edge
and sank at her moeorings.

Of the defenders the victors found
no living trace. The desk of the com-
mander of the Nancy was found in
the woods, along with other scattered
belongings, possibly hurled there by
the explosion. The guns at the block-
house had been spiked.

The surrounding forest baffled in-
vestigation or pursuit. Skulking In-
dians fired on the invaders and re-
called ghastly memories of the scalps
torn from tomahawked heads in the
battle of Michillimackinac only a
few weeks before.

The burning of the Nancy ‘‘accom-
plished,”” as Commodore Sinclair
magniloquently  told  Lieutenant
Daniel Turner, of the Scorpion, ‘‘the
object for which the squadron came
into this quarter, the destruetion of
the enemy’s whole naval force on this
lake.”’ ]

Plucking what satisfaction he could
from this victory for the defeat of
the expedition against Mackinae, Sin-
clair sailed next day for Lake Erie,
taking with him the spiked guns and
a batteau he had found which mount-
ed a twenty-four-pounder. He felled
trees across the stream and left the
two schooners to blockade the river.
They were told not to suffer a boat
to pass in or out—and yet Turner,
of the Scorpion, was authorised to de-
tach the Tigress for a cruise of a
couple of weeks around the Island of
St. Joseph’s to pick up fur canoces
as they passed between French River
and Sault Ste. Marie, or rowhoats
that might be venturing across with
supplies for Mackinac from far-away
Montreal.» He was warned that the
enemy would be desperate and might
try a night attack by small boats. For
this reason Sinclair left him a hoard-
ing netting. But lest the time should
hang heavy on his hands he was told
to take an accurate survey of Glouces-
ter Bay and its islands—as that part
of the Georgian Bay was known—
and also one of Matchedash Bay.

In the flame of the last sunset in
August a deep-laden canoe paddled
briskly into the shelter of Fort
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Michillimackinac. She was crowded
with twenty-five men—some pigtail-
ed after the fashion of man-o’-wars-
men then, some long-haired like
bushrangers; all sunburned, powder-
blackened, and unshaven. The brass
buttons and stained blue and white
of the King’s uniform marked the
man in charge as an officer of the
Royal Navy. ’'Twas Worsley.

“We had to blow the Nancy up,”’
he told the wondering McDouall.
“‘They thought we went to heaven
with the bits of the blockhouse when
our magazine exploded, but we stood
off their whole force with the loss
of one killed and one wounded, and
escaped into the woods and reached
the second blockhouse, four miles up
the river, where Livingston’s canoe
and two batteaux were hidden. They
never found us, for a gale of wind
gave the schooners left to blockade
the river an excuse to go hunting for
the brigade of fur canoes, and we
slipped out past the obstructions left
to block us.

““We rowed and sailed 360 miles
around the shores of this lake—and
here we are. Only, at St. Joseph’s,
within thirty-six miles of here, we
had to hide the two batteaux and
Seventy barrels of provisions we
brought from the upper blockhouse.
For, what do you think? When we
reached the Detour we found our old
friends the blockaders lying in wait
for the fur flotilla. We passed with-
In a hundred yards of one of them
n the dark last night. Just give me
a }.mndred Newfoundlanders and 1’11
bring them both here and square the
vards for the poor old Nancy!’’

“‘T’d give you half of his Majesty’s
Kingdom if I had it, seeing that
you bring seventy barrels of provi-
sions,”” said MeDouall, ‘‘for our belts
are pulled in here to the last hole!”’

Next day four large rowboats, two
of them with field-pieces in the bows,
and a score of Indian canoes, set out
from Michillimackinac. By night
they were all securely hidden in a
bay near the Detour, the mnarrow

strait between the Island of St. Jos-
eph’s and the mainland.

In the gray of the dawn Worsley
and Livingston set out in a small
canoe, and, with the growing light,
discovered one of the schooners an-
chored six miles away. Paddling

 back, they told the news and all lay

hidden until sunset, when the flotilla
rowed quietly to within three miles
of the enemy. Here the Indians were
told to wait, although three of their
chiefs were taken on board the row-
boats. With muffled oars the party
of ninety-two sailors, soldiers, voya-
geurs, and redskins crept silently
through the still darkness to the an-
chored vessel. Worsley’s boat ap-
proached her on the starboard side
and got within ten yards of her with-
out being discovered.

“‘Boat ahoy!”’ suddenly hailed the
startled lookout. ‘‘Show a light, or
we’ll sink you!”’

There was no answer to the chal-
lenge, and the twenty-four-pounder
the schooner carried at once roared
a red greeting through the startled
dark.

The shot went ploughing above the
heads of the rowers and was followed
immediately- by a quick blaze of mus-
kets and pistols. Worsley’s boat
swept alongside, followed by Lieuten-
ant Bulger’s, and then the others,
and in a twinkling the assailants were
pouring over the schooner’s rail from
port and starboard, British cheers
mingling with French-Canadian war-
cries and Indian battle screams. The
sailing master in charge of the
schooner was cut down with his of-
ficers and the crew of twenty-eight
men driven below decks. From here
they kept up a musketry fire which
killed one of the boarders and
wounded others, but vietory seemed
secure when a pistol flash revealed a
sight which for a second froze the
bravest heart. The great twenty-
four-pound cannonade had been re-
loaded, and a huge negro was in the
act of pulling the laniard and sweep-
ing the gangway of friend and foe.
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Meclntosh, the Scotech seadog, leap-
ed across the deck and severed the
man’s head from his body with one
sweep of his cutlass. A black mass,
grinning horribly, flew over the rail
and fell in the starlit water with a
hideous gurgle.

“Follow your head!”’ exclaimed
the infuriated seaman, and, seizing
the tottering trunk ere it fell, he
hurled it overboard, too.

The prize proved to be the
Tigress. All her officers had been
wounded. Such had been the fury
of the British onslaught that several
of the defenders were pinned, writh-
ing, to the deck, by the fixed bayonets
of the Newfoundlanders, and the lat-
ter fought the rest of the fight with
clubbed muskets. So crowded was
the fighting space that only one dead
body was found, the others having
been forced overboard. The British
loss was two seamen killed and Lieu-
tenant Bulger and seven soldiers
wounded. The enemy had four kill-
ed and as many wounded.

“And so the Nancy’s avenged,’’
laughed Midshipman Dobson, wiping
the sweat-caked powder from his
face.

“Not quite,”” said Worsley,
““there’s the other schooner yet.”’

Next day the boats, loaded with
prisoners, were sent back to Mae-
kinac, and the captured Tigress lay
quietly at anchor. There was every
likelihood that her consort had not
heard the firing, so the American pen-
nant flying from her truck when cap-
tured—although the rule says ‘‘Sun
down, colours down”’—was left aloft,
Livingston, the indefatigable, pad-
dled off in a canoe, returning with
the information that the other schoon-
er, which had been anchored fifteen
miles away, was beating up to them.,
The wind was light and it was dusk
before she came in sight. The ele-
mentary precaution of exchanging
signals was not taken—as a matter
of fact the vessels had no material
for doing so; and all unsuspecting,
the second schooner, Lieutenant

Turner’s Scorpion, anchored within a
mile and a half of her consort, now
held by the foe. She was the larger
and smarter of the two, and had she
suspected what had happened might
have escaped. Worsley waited for
the dawn, and with the first light
slipped his cable, hoisted the jib and
foresail, and stood down under easy
sail, with the American colours fly-
ing, and his soldiers in the hold and
cabin, only a dozen men in American
greatcoats being visible.

The gunner was in charge of the
Scorpion’s crew, washing down the
decks.

“The Tigress is standing towards
1us,”” was the word passed below, but
no comment was made, and no officer
came up until the ecrash of the
Tigress’s twenty-four-pounder rent
the morning air. The soldiers rushed
from her hold and amid a sharp fire
of musketry she ranged alongside and
her exulting crew tumbled over the
rail of the craft that had destroyed
the Perseverance and helped send the
Nancy to the bottom. The bare-leg-
ged deck swabbers were in no condi-
tion for defence, and the first rays
of the September sun flamed upon the
British ensign proudly floating above
the Stars-and-Stripes on both the
Tigress and the Scorpion.

The latest prize yielded thirty-six
more prisoners. She mounted a long
twenty-four-pounder with g long
twelve on a disabled carriage in the
hold. Worsley had only one man
wounded. Two of the Americans
were killed and two wounded. .

To quote Sinelair : Worsley in turn
had succeeded in “‘the destruction of
the enemy’s whole naval forece on
this lake,”” and in addition had pro-
vided King George ITI. with two ser-
viceable warships.

With a thoroughness which had a
touch of humour in it, Worsley com-
pleted the avenging of the Nancy by
sending her captured destroyers back
to the Nottawasaga, where they dis-
embarked some members of their
former crews, and loaded enough pro-
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visions to supply the garrison at Mac-
kinae for six months.

Tradition around the river mouth
still tells of the terrible aspect of the
““fierce-looking ~ cut-throats’’ disem-
barked there. The privations of con-
finement in the pent ’tween-decks of
two small schooners had probably
done little to improve the appearance
of the survivors of the foray. The
prisoners had to march across the
wilderness to Kingston and Quebec.

he hoatswain and four others
from the Scorpion escaped to the
Bay of Quinte, erossed Lake On-
tario from there to Genesee River,
and made their way to Erie—the

naval base on the lake of the same
name.

To this port, too, on the wings
of a November gale, came the cartel
schooner Union, which had been held
at Mackinac until the Tigress and
Scorpion—now renamed His Ma-
jesty’s schooner Surprise and His
Majesty’s schooner Confiance—re-
turned from a successful trip to the
Nottawasaga. The Union was loaded
with  paroled prisoners, including

Sailing Master Champlin; and from
them the directors of the war on
Canada received full confirmation of
how completely the loss of the Nancy
had been avenged.

FHE COMPAGT

By CARROLL C. AIKINS

i LET each look in his soul to-night
And on the morrow we will tell
The secrets of that naked sight
‘Where no illusions dwell!”’

Agreed! And each at his own place
Kept true the vigil, as he sware,

And locked upon his soul’s sad face
And read his annals there.

I know not what of grief or guilt
They saw, nor if they cursed or pray’d,

For on the morrow when they met
No word of it was said!



GOING FISHING

BY CURRIE LOVE
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THERE were four of us, and we

planned a nice, long day in the
country, with a fish-fry midday meal
on the bank and the joys of trout
fishing in the Elbow River during
the day. It locked very alluring the
night before, and we arranged to get
up at fourth-thirty am. (note that
am.) to get-a good, early start.
“For,”” said the fishing expert of the
party, ‘‘we’ve simply got to get
there early if we want to catch any
fish.”’

It sounded very well, but I had an
““innard’’ feeling that four-thirty is
much more attractive the night be-
fore than it is when the alarm clock
rings in the morning. Far be it from
me, however, to cast any gloom over
the assembled party, and I cheerfully
agreed to bring coffee-pot, cream, a
frying-pan, my own cup, coffee for
four, and anything else they might
like. The other feminine person in
the party is her own chaffeuse (do
you suppose that’s the proper femi-
nine of chaffeur? | don’t know).
She was to bring her five-passenger
car and be the working member on
the way out. She said she’d come
down to spend the night with me in
my bachelor girl flat, so we’d be
ready to start off together in ‘the
wee, sma’ hours. T agreed to that,
too. Tt’s a habit I have. You have
never known so agreeable a person as
I'am. Even though T knew perfect-
ly well she’d go sky-larking or joy-
riding or something hefore she came,
and arrive about eleven, full of con-
versation, just when T was sleepiest.
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That four-thirty alarm loomed large
before me.

Well, she did just what I thought
she would do. Isn’t it a melancholy
pleasure to be able to breathe to
yourself, “‘I told you s0’’? She came
about eleven (eleven-twenty, to be
exact), and she talked wuntil one,
What about? Gossip, or clothes, or
men, or something like that. I
wasn’t listening to her, but I do re-
member how sleepy I was.

. At last she allowed me to drift in-
to slumberland, and it seemed to me
I had been asleep only a minute when
the alarm went off. Isn’t it a fiend-
ish feeling, ‘that Impotent rage you
engender against an alarm clock? 1
Just opened my eyes and glared at
the noisy thing and wished I were
a man so I could have a really worth
while profane vocabulary, and felt
how tired I was, and groaned a little
bit, and grumbled some more, and,
would you believe me, that girl who
talked all night jumped up as spry
as_you please and walked into her
cold dip without a word. People like
that are positively distressing in
their moral superiority, aren’t they ?

Then, of course, T was ashamed to
grumble any more, and T had to get
up for my cold dip, too, and make
coffee and toast, which we decided
was all we’d need before the start,
The other girl went over to the gar-
age to get the car, while T proceeded
to pack my bhest black ““bull sea-lion’’
suitease (it was an expensive one,
too) with coffee, fruit, tea, coffee-
pot, tea-pot and frying-pan. We had



UNCLE AND EMILY READY TO CAST

been told mnot to bring any more
Stuff to eat, for the other girl’s uncle,
Who was married, was to provide a
big basket of provisions. IHer aunt
Wouldn’t come. She said she had
more sense than to go out at that
2our in the morning with four crazy
diots who ought to know better.

_I got everything packed, and car-
ried it all down to the front door of
the apartment building, with my
Steamer rug and two pillows, and
stood there shivering in my knicker-
bockers and sweater, with a long
coat over me, wondering why in the
world that girl didn’t come. It was
SIX o’clock when she finally arrived
with the first tale of woe. Her gaso-
lene had all leaked out of the tank,
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and she had had to have it filled
again.

We got in and started over to
“Unele’s,”” (I’ll eall him Unele, too,
though he wasn’t a relation of mine),
where we were to pick him up, as
well as some other man, a friend of
his. 'When we got there we found
Uncle simply dancing with rage be-
cause we were so late in starting. He
looked like a picturesque pirate in
his green and red sweater coat, a
perfectly disreputable old pair of
trousers and a cap that surely came
out of the Ark.  His friend, who had
a name like Giestenhanger, or Ger-
stenhausen, or Geeseldopper, or some-
thing deradful like that, we promptly
dubbed ‘““Mr. Tom,’’ because no one,
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not even Uncle, could remember his
name.

Mr. Tom was frightfully respect-
able-looking, and I shuddered as I
thought of my knickerbockers, care-
fully hidden under the all-envelop-
ing long coat. But it was too late
to sigh for skirts, and I proceeded
to huddle myself into the smallest
possible corner, while Uncle and Mr.
Tom packed me round with fishing-
rods, more frying-pans, a huge basket
of ‘‘eats,”” a fish basket, a camera,
rubber hoots, waders, and other li*tle
things like that.

“Don’t mind me,”” T murmured

as skirts, though I’d always hitherto
supposed they were, and wondered
why I'd been such a fool as to go
fishing at four-thirty a.m. and simi-
lar pleasing reflections. Uncle said
I was sensible because I didn’t worry
bim with talking, and Emily, that’s
the other girl’s name, kept up a
constant stream of conversation with
Mr. Tom,

I will say it was a jolly drive out
there, and the ear behaved beautiful:
ly. Only one stop because the en-
gine boiled over, or whatever you
call it when the thing gets too hot
to be handled. That didn’t stop

THE FISH-FRY OF THE BANK OF THE ELBOW

resignedly, when Unecle, who weighs
about two hundred and fifty pounds,
donned a huge fur coat and packed
himself in on top of the load, while
Mr. Tom, springing lightly to the
seat beside Emily, which, of course,
had to be kept free, so she could
drive, gave the signal to be off.
Alberta early morning air is cold.
Did T mention that we were starting
out fom Calgary, Alberta? No?
Well, anyway, it was cold and I
shuddered and shivered, and reflected
that trousers weren’t really as warm

us, however, from going twenty-eight
miles to the very heart of the beauti-
ful Sarci Reserve, Mr. Tom, who is
a Yankee, said, ‘‘Gee, isn’t it a shame
for the Dominion Government to
keep this gorgeous place for the In-
dians?’’ :

My voice was icy, when I said:

“You see, we Canadians keep our
word, even to Indians, and, of
course, it was a part of the treaty
that they should get this place. Be-
sides, if we hadn’t kept it for the
Indians it would probably be cut up

FOTRmE T WOy W S
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into sub-divisions for the real estate
agents to handle, and you wouldn’t
be able to fish here at all.”’

Emily giggled. Mr. Tom had just
been telling her he had come to Cal-
gary to ‘‘go into’’ real estate.

Finally we found the place where
Uncle said we were to stop. Uncle
and Tom disappeared into the bushes
to put on their waders, and Emily
and I bravely got rid of our long
coats and appeared in our knicker-
bockers. Mr. Tom looked surprised,
but as he was too polite to say any-
thing, we shrugged our shoulders and
decided we didn’t care.

Uncle, who is a heartless old brute
Wwhen it comes to fishing, calmly in-
formed us that he and Tom were
going to ford the river, to explore
a creek someone had told him about,
and if they found it all right they’d
come back after us. He didn’t in-
Vite any comment on the scheme, so
we didn’t make any—just sat down
and looked blankly at each other, as
the two men disappeared into the
water,

“Well,”” I remarked, as soon as the
breath returned to me, ‘‘that’s what
comes of going fishing with married
men. I wish we’d brought some nice
young ones with us.”’

Emily just gasped. Suddenly I
saw her eye brighten, and she re-
marked calmly, ‘“‘I’m going to ask
that man on the bank over there to
put up the top on my car.”’

So saying, she arose and walked
over to a youth who was stretched at
full length on the bank, enjoying a
Siesta, while his two friends fished
down stream. Making her sweetest
smile, Emily asked in dulcet tones,
“Would you mind putting up the
top on my car for me?”’

He was an amiable youth, and
arising lazily he came over to put
up the top, under Emily’s calm
direction, but he was-not an enter-
prising youth, for after putting up
the top he walked off and lay down
again. T carefully avoided Emily’s
eye. But Emily has travelled round
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the world, and to think that a mere
Calgary youth could circumvent her
wiles was not to be calmly endured.
So her busy brain suddenly be-
thought itself, ‘“We’ll have some tea,
and we’ll ask that man to build a
fire.”’

Over she went once more, and back
came the lazy youth to gather twigs
and build a fire within two flat
stones. The little sauce-pan was soon
boiling right merrily, and then it be-
gan to rain. The lazy youth was
pressed into service to put up the
sides, while I hastily finished making
tea, and we all scrambled into the
car to drink it.

The rain didn’t last very long,
however, and after it was over, the
youth, grown more enterprising, sug-
gested that he and Emily should look
for mushrooms. Personally, T didn’t
believe there was a mushreom within
ten miles. Neither, incidentally, did
Emily, but she said she’d ‘‘just love
to,”” and off they went, leaving me
alone in the car. I gasped, ‘“Well,
what d’ye know about that?’’ to my-
self, but philosophically reflecting I
might as well make myself comfort-
able, pulled a rug over me, and put-
ting a cushion under my head settled
down for my long-wished-for sleep.
Back came Emily and her new aec-
quisition, with his two friends in tow.
It was raining again. So I had to
sit up once more and make myself
agreeable to three strange men,
meanwhile horribly conscious of my
knickerbockers, and wishing to good-
ness they’d please go away and let
me sleep.

But they didn’t, until the sun once
more broke through, and they all
started off to fish again. Emily and
I were suddenly conscious that we
were hungry, so we decided to explore
the provision basket.  Horror de-
scended upon us. There wasn’t a
thing that didn’t have to be cooked.
No eold meat, no pickles dear to
feminine heart—nothing but a small
can of sardines, with no can-opener,
potatoes that needed to be boiled,
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bacon that needed to be fried, with
only bread and butter that could be
eaten as it was.

““Oh, my aunt,”’ wailed Emily,
‘““what were you thinking about?
My, 'm hungry! What shall we do?”’

We sat there loking at each other
mournfully. The wood and the
ground were too soaked to permit of
our building a fire. It was nearly
one o’clock, and we hadn’t had a
thing to eat, with only a cup of tea
to drink since our four-thirty break-
fast. The gnawing pangs of hunger
were beginning to make themselves
felt. Suddenly Emily had an inspira-
tion. ‘‘I know,’’ she exclaimed de-
lightedly, ‘‘we’ll steal those boys’
lunch.”’

Stern, sober, business woman that
I am, I forbore to rebuke either her
faulty English or her elastic morals.
Nay, I even joined her in predatory
march against the luncheon of the un-

suspecting men, who had left
their hamper unguarded. There
were  ham sandwiches, mustard

pickles, and cheese, and with one ac-
cord we ‘‘swiped’ a large, joyous
sandwich each, a ‘“hunk’’ of cheese
and a handful of pickles, and clasp-
ing these to our grateful hearts, we
made all speed back to the car, to
stave off the aforesaid pangs with
our stolen booty.

Once more we stretched ourselves
on the seats of the car with rugs and
pillows, and I, for one, was well on
the way to dreamland when the voices
of our recreant knights reached us.
They had come back, like the cat of
immortal fame, and they bore with
them a basket of Alberta trout that
weighed about forty-five pounds, and
looked like food for the gods. The
sun had come out, everything was
dry and bright, and Mr. Tom soon
had a fire going that was sufficient
to warm the coldest heart. We for-
got to be dignified. We laughed as
we fried fish, boiled coffee, fried po-
tatoes, and had a meal better than
the chef of the newest and most gor-

geous hotel could turn out.

It was a meal, believe me! And
when we had finished, we decided we
would not be left again—we, too,
would ford the river. Little cared
we that it ran far above our waists,
that the current was swift, the river-
bed stony, and one’s footing conse-
quently most uncertain. Go we
would, and go we did. We borrowed
waders from one man, and went
across singly under the care of the
other, who came back and gave the
waders to his friend when we had
finished. Then for the creek!

Such a creek! Deep down and
clear, it was the abode of speckled
beauties such as you dream about,
but seldom see. Such scenery, such
trees, such hills! We wandered on
in our rubber boots, through water
up to our knees, and we came to one
place that made you wish you could
be a fish for one of your lives, if
you could spend it in such a beauty
spot. A deep canyon, with a wall
of rock on either side and verdure
that surpasses in beauty anything
you could see even in our beautiful
Ontario. To Uncle its chief claim to
beauty was the fact that he caught
eight fish in about fifteen minutes
in the deep pool under the overhang-
ing rock. Uncle is one of those fish-
ermen who can stand all day and
all night—and just fish. As long
as the fish are biting, he doesn’t re-
member meal hours, the approach of
dark, the long drives home or any-
thing but—~fish!

It was eight o’clock when at last
we managed to abstract the absorbed
Uncle from his fish. It was a half-
hour’s work to divide the spoils of
the day, which numbered about a
hundred speckled beauties. Emily
and I rode across the ford on the
horses of two obliging Englishmen,
and we were soon ensconced in the
car for our twenty-eight-mile home-
ward trip. It was ten-thirty when
we reached Calgary, and even Emily
was glad to go to bed.



THE MAN OF
BY ANNE

HE was the only son. He had had

every advantage, natural and
acquirable. He was above the aver-
age—really very far above the aver-
age. Not perhaps quite as far above
as his father thought, and certainly
nowhere near as far above as his
mother thought—but infinitely far-
ther above than he thought himself,
Or he was one of the sweetest, most
modest, and most lovable of young
fellows, and to him it was nothing
short of torture to be so awfully
over-estimated.

““Because, you see, I'm really such
an ordinary kind of chap,’”’ he said
t the girl in the case (there is
always g girl in every case—it’s a
little way that cases have), ‘“‘and it

res me to be looked up to in that
way.”’

“Oh, but you know you are most
awfully clever,”” said the girl; ‘“‘you

Bow that you are.”’

‘Now, look here, I won’t take it
from you,”” he ecried out, almost
angrily; ““I won’t have it.”’

The girl stared. She had never
Seen him vexed before. ‘I didn’t
know that you had a temper,’’ she
sald very gravely—almost disap-
bointedly. (But not quite, for she
loved him too well to see a single
fault in his construction.)

“I’ve a shocking bad temper,”’ he
declared through his teeth—and then
he turned his horse in a bit closer
her’s and said, in the low, confiden-
tial tone which ought to be taken
away from a man if he has any other
social assets, for it is the cruellest
charm of all, ‘“‘I’ve a really most hor-
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rid temper, and it’s worse than usual
to-day, for I'm awfully eut up over
something.”’

‘“Oh, what?”’ asked the girl. It
was s0_heavenly to be told things by
him. Life was too lovely when they
happend to ride home together. ‘Do
tell me all about it,”’ she asked, earn-
estly, ‘‘you know how interested I
am.”’ (And, indeed, she really was.)

““Yes, T know, and I always do tell
you everything—don’t I? Well, this
is what it is this time.”” He squared
about in his saddle and tried to speak
as if he liked the prospect. ‘‘My
father called me into his room last
night and told me that I was twenty-
three now—just the age of Gladstone
when he first went into the House of
Commons, and he wants me to enter
Parliament.’’

I suppose that the girl must have
heard some rumour as to this before,
for Parnell, when he rose from din-
ner and suddenly began looking
about for a constituency, was a no-
table exception to a very well estab-
lished rule. But she only turned
her lovely face his way, and, al-
though there was no enthusiasm in
her eyes or her voice, still her faith
was beautiful to watch in its milk
and roses manifestations. ‘‘When
shall you be elected ?’’ she asked, and
her parents had educated her so care-
fully that she really meant it.

He did not smile at her naiveté.
Nothing delights a man so much as
ignorance in a woman (until she be-
comes his wife). He had no doubt
as to the prettiness of her innocence.

““There will be a bye-election
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at——,’” he said, mentioning a place
of which she had never heard, ‘“and
it ecan be managed, my father says;
indeed, it can be very easily managed,
I believe. They want a new man, the
present incumbent is worn out. He’s
been there years. Ever so long. Too
long, in fact.”’

““The Duke of Newcastle gave Mr.
Gladstone his seat, didn’t he?’’ said
the girl, who was glad that she had
read that far in the Life of Glad-
stone, even though she should never
read any farther. ‘‘I think it was
so kind in the Duke, for Mr. (lad-
stone can’t have turned out at all
as he expected.”’

““No,”” said her lover (for he was
her lover, although he didn’t alto-
gether know it yet); “‘but the Duke
didn’t foresee that then.”’

““No, I suppose not,”’ said the
girl. “‘It must have been a great
difficulty for the men who did the
appointing of the members to ever
be sure how they would turn out.”’

“‘They didn’t appoint them,’’ cor-
rected the young man, ‘“‘they went
through a show of holding an elec-
tion. But it was nothing but a
show.”’

‘“It’s so different now,’’ said the
girl, and then she sighed. ‘‘Elec-
tions are such hard work! Dear me,
but how I did work last time ad-
dressing envelopes! And then our
candidate lost. It was too dreadful.
And the other was such a nasty, hor-
rid little man. Even his wife was
sorry that he won., Everybody
was’’—she paused to sigh again, “‘I
think that it’s all so trying now-a-
days,”’ she added; ‘“‘quite impossible
men so often get the most votes,’’

““Yes,”” said the hero of this tale,
slightly saddened by the manner and
matter of her speech; ‘“of course, it’s
a game that one can never he ahso.
lutely sure of beforehand.’’

In the face of this undoubted truth
they both sighed and rode on a lit-
tle more quickly. They were not
exactly depressed, but there was a
feeling that somehow life had taken

on a deeper shade of meaning and the
deeper shade was less agreeable than
the old gay youthful irresponsibility.
The girl felt a dread lest happiness
might be forever over, and the man
was deeply impressed by the sense of
his impending lot. He might be go-
ing to be very great. No one could
be positive that he wouldn’t be. Very
young men, who have never been out
in the world much and who are con-
sequently still carrying their ideals
about with them uncracked, nearly
always feel that to enter the politi-
cal arena is a great, glorious, and
very solemn 'thing. It is such a com-
mon feeling that I suppose that it
is at once natural and customary to
feel it, and when, in addition to such
sensations there exists a widespread
of one’s very own horizon on all sides
and a subconscious exhilaration over
the power that is entailed with the
acres, and over the presence of the
only essential left to desire close by
on another horse as good as one’s
own!—well, words fail to convey
Just the spiritual environment of the
minute, but it was certainly superb
and supreme. He was stirred to the
depth of his soul and he knew, with
a curious psychieal intuition of which
he had read two nights before in a
book he had picked out at random—
that his country, being in that es-
pecial state of need too well known
to be recapitulated here—he and he
alone was the man to respond. And
how he would respond! It went
through him with a flashing thrill
that it was to be he—he himself—
who might be entitled the man of the
future, the man who—in that darkest
time of all—would spring forward,
bare his breast and somehow save
things. Momentary depression over a
dubious outlook is frequently follow-
ed by these gorgeous inner outbursts,
warm-hearted, ardent youth always
wanting to be in some breach, reload-
ing somebody else’s cannon. ‘‘If I
do go in for it,”” he said aloud, turn-
ing his face her way and with a
strong undercurrent of feeling
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threading his tone ; “‘if T do go in for
1t I know one thing—I shall give
myself up wholly to the work. There
will be mno halfway measures with
me. There is such a lot to do in th.
world at bresent, a man could very
well give his life to his country in
this time of peace as well as in any
past time of war.”’

The girl did not look happy over
this speech, but if he had enthusiasm
at command she made up her mind
to have faith to match, so she said,
trying to sound quite gay and na-
tural, ““You do speak so well. When-
€Ver you are going to speak I’ll run
Up and stay with aunt and we’ll go
together and hear you.”’

“I shall have a lot to learn before
that, I expect,”” he said, smiling in
Spite of himself over the mental pie-
ture of hig eloquence pouring up
through the grating to her. He re-
solved to remember to always speak
loud enough so that the ladies of
the harem could hear; not all mem-
bers bear that in mind, he knew, for
he had sat behind the sacred screen-
1ng himself once and hadn’t heard a
thing. Hijg mother, who had been
with him, had been quite vexed and
had declared that he would have been
further on with his education if she
had taken him to the tower that af-
ternoon instead.

“I think you ought to read a great
deal,”’ she said, trying desperately to
be vividly interested. ‘‘Dear me,
how much you will have to know!
Think of the statistics. they“ are
always asking such funny questions,
t00.  About the Sunday Closing Bill
and the sleeping sickness, and other
droll things. Papa was talking about
it to unecle the other night. Papa
said that if all that was said was
true this was no time for splitting
hairs, and if it wasn’t it shouldn’t
have ‘been said. Papa is very bitter
about the last two elections.”’

He looked extremely thoughtful.
“I wonder if they are ever asked
questions without warning?’’ he said.
“I know so little about it all. It’s

quite a shock for me—it really is.
Dear me, I must hope that they won’t
ask me questions. I never had any
head for figures.’’

She could not reassure him be-
cause she knew nothing of Parlia-
mentary rules and never read any of
that part of the papers. A brief
silence ensued and then finally she
said, with another brave attempt ‘to
put a bright face on a bad matter,
““It will be nice to have you know
what everything means because then
I can ask you to explain. I do S0
want to learn who Mr. Osborne was
and what he judged, and all about
it. And the difference between de-
volution and de-nationalisation and
what preference is. I’m most anxious
to be an up-to-date woman.’’

““I shall soon be able to tell you
everything,’’ he declared, laughing,
‘I shall begin by reading the
Encyclopedia Britanniea straight
through, and then I shall specialise
on the British Empire.’’

““How fine of you!’’ she exclaimed,
her eyes glowing with anticipation.
““They won’t be able ever to cateh
you mapping then.’’

“I think not,”” he said, laughing
more. (She was so charming with
her belief in the capacity of his
brain.) ‘I certainly shall know it
all when I finish,”’

“Yes,”” she said, with a little con-
fident nod, ‘““but we knew that be-
fore.”’

They had to get on a bit faster
then as the sun was fast setting, and
so the conversation turned to less
heavy subjects, to subjects equal to
taking a brisk trot without too much
Jjarring,

¥

The next time that the girl saw him
he was weeks further on his upward
way. The member who had expect-
ed to resign on account of severe and
unremitting advance of age (he had
sat for the same constitueney for so
long that when he had ‘to make a
speech he rarely ever mentioned any
other faet), decided that perhaps he
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could hold out through one more sit-
ting, the more so as his country house
was having itself rebuilt and the fam-
ily would be away most of the year
in consequence. There are all sorts
of little ins and outs in the big Par-
liament game and this was one of
them. The member never stopped
with his family much of the time, but
if they were to be where he wouldn’t
ever be called upon to stop with them
at all he didn’t mind London or any
other place. Besides, the House was
home to him—he had been lying
about it in one way or another for
S0 many, many years. So his vacat-
ing was deferred.

This gave his successor time to
study, and he had studied. And he
had done a lot beside studying. His
parents were progressive and ambi-
tions, each with strong biases and no
end of plans for him to carry out.
The girl noted with anxiety the
changes which the interim had made,
but when she learned how it had been
spent she wondered that the changes
were not yet more marked. It seem-
ed that he had been up in town to
look over the Doomsday Book. His
uncle, the viear, was anxious that he
should do something in regard to
Land Reform and had advised him
strongly to ‘‘begin at the beginning.’’
English land had its origin in the
Doomsday Book, further averred the
viear, so his nephew had been up in
town to see the Doomsday Book (of
course, I mean a copy).

But that was not all.” He had been
through the Black Country, too.
f‘You don’t know what you’re talk-
ing about unless you’ve seen Leeds
and Birmingham,’’ his father’s sec-
ond cousin, the awfully rich member
of the family, had told him. “Why,
they talk about London and Downing
Street running the Government |
Well!””  The awfully  rich second
cousin had that way of speaking—
that way of launching widely forth
and then, before he had really said
anything especial, stopping short in
a manner that forbade any opposi-

tion to what he might have said fur-
ther on. In this case his mere man-
ner, without any words whatever,
would have sent the family aspirant
to Leeds and Birmingham. And that
was not all either.

““If you are so far north you must
—you really must go on to Edin-
burgh,”” the awfully rich second
cousin’s wife, who was Scotch, and
with whom had originated that
branch of the family’s fortunes, had
insisted. ‘‘If we are going to have a
member of Parliament in the family
I do want him to do a little some-
thing for Scotland. They talk so
much of Ireland and India, but
things need looking after just as
much with our poor people. I do
hope you’ll bring in mew marriage
laws for the poor. They’re so much
better provided for if they’re not
married, that it’s leading to a most
shocking state of things. They soon
won’t marry at all, and then only
think of the thousands upon thou-
sands of orphans to be looked after!’”

So, naturally, he had been to Edin-
burgh also, and had walked down
from the Castle and up Calton Hill,
casting earnest, thoughtful glances
at all he saw. He was so earnest and
so thoughtful. And getting more so
daily. And that was not all, either!
He had been to Wales, too. ‘‘De.
pend upon it that’s where the trouble
will begin when the trouble does be-
gin,”’ his father’s old friend, the
Colonel of the Crimea, had taken him
confidentially aside after dinmer to
say. The Colonel of the Crimea was
a very old and distinguished officer
and everyone always tried to take his
advice. ‘“‘England can talk about
Germany and Hounsditeh,”” con.
tinued the Colonel of the Crimea,
““but the real ‘trouble is coming out
of Wales. And I don’t mean Lloyd
George, either—I mean exactly what
I say. Tt’s war that we’re going to
have—that’s it—war, War, with a
big W. And it won’t be anything
funny. The Saxon is going to have
the Celt at his throat—that’s what
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I said, the Celt at his throat, and
when the Celt gets hold there he
sticks. Talk about riots, we’ll have
riots, and then we’ll have more
serious riots, and then we’ll have a
riot that no troops can put down,
and then we’ll know that that place
is held for the Liberals. And then
we’ll have war, In short,”” wound up
the Colonel of the Crimea with can-
non-like explosiveness, ‘‘you must,
you really must go to Wales.”’

So he had been to Wales.

e was very white and worn-look-
ing, and the girl’s mother and aunt
were quite shocked, and begged him
to have something stronger than tea.
But he declared himself to be quite
all right.

“To say the truth, it’s not the
travelling but the situation at home
that troubles me,’’ he said confiden-
tially (he knew them all so very, very
well). “‘I’'m awfully bothered over
the situation at home.’”’

All the three drew closer to the
tea-table, and the girl’s mother said
anxiously, ‘‘There is no real trouble
at home, I hope!”’

““No,’”” he said, rubbing his fore-
head with an air of perplexed seek-
ing after truth, ““but things have
taken such a strange turn there and
it’s very hard on me.”’

“Poor boy,”” said the aunt, who
was sympathetic and rather young,
too. And such a sweet voice.

“Do tell us all about it,”’ begged
the girl, whose heart was sobbing
fear over his status in general.

“Why, you know father has al-
ways been a Conservative and mother
has always been a Liberal, but they 're
such a devoted couple that they never
talk about it.”’

““Dear me,”’ said the girl’s mother,
showing very plainly that the trouble
was nothing like what she had anti-
cipated when she provided her ready
Sympathy. ‘‘And what are you?’’
she asked, apparently having never
thought of that before.

‘“Why, I had to be whatever the
present member is or I couldn’t sue-

ceed him, and now it seems that he
changed when Chamberlain did, and
is rather inclined to regret his
change, so really it isn’t easy to de-
cide what 1 am.”’

“Does it matter?’’ asked the girl.

““Oh, my dear, you have to know
what you are so as to know which
Lobby to go into when you divide,’’
said her aunt, in a tone of reproof.
‘“‘Dear me, what a predicament,’’ she
added then to ‘their visitor.

“I was away, so I knew nothing
of the difficulty until my return,’’
said the man of the future; ‘“‘but now
that I am back it appears that father
and mother felt the gravity of the
situation so kneenly that they’ve sent
for no end of books and worked
ceaselessly over them during my ab-
sence, and as a consequence they’ve
each gone over—father’s become a

Liberal and mother’s become a
Tory.”’
“Oh, dear!”’ ecried the girl’s

mother, ““what a situation!’’

“Yes, isn’t it?’’ said the poor hoy,
‘““and the worst of it is that, like all
new converts, they’re so enthusiastic
that really I don’t know what to do.
They’re so fond of one another that
they never talk about anything on
which they differ, but they each have
spoken to me privately and they feel
very strongly. They didn’t feel at
all strongly before. Father was sen-
sitive over the war scare and mother
couldn’t quite swallow some of her
party’s language, but now father
says that the party that embodies the
principles of a man like Lord Morley
deserves the support of every Eng-
lishman, and mother says that if she
had ever realised the whole truth
about the Boer War before she could
have been a Conservative since then,
even if she never by any means was
one before.”’ :

T agree with your mother,”’ cried
the girl’s aunt, ‘“‘and there was poor
dear Gordon, too—they simply de-
serted him up there, where nobody
could get at him. It’s a burning dis-
grace to have sent such a brave man
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where he couldn’t possibly hope to
be rescued.”’

‘“We won’t discuss that, my dear,”’
said the girl’s mother. ‘‘I know your
feelings, and we won’t say another
word. But you know as well as I do
that he disobeyed orders and——"’

The man and the girl looked a bit
forlorn and seemed to almost wish
that there were a chance to talk of
something else, but just then a dog-
cart came whirling along and whirl-
ed in that gate.

‘O, this is delightful !’ exclaimed
the girl’s mother, and she and the
aunt hastened across the turf to greet
the newcomers, who were jumping
down to their level with a rapidity
equally flattering.

“You look so ill,”’ said the girl,
hurriedly, and oh, so very tenderly!
““all this is so hard on you.”

“I don’t know what ails me,’’ said
the man, rubbing his forehead
wearily. ‘‘I do hope that I can pull
it off satisfactorily, but it’s so muech
bigger an undertaking than I ever
imagined before I went in for it.
There are so many sides. And they
all seem reasonable enough to me.
Whatever I read or whatever anyone
tells me seems so reasonable. Both
sides are so reasonable. They did
treat Gordon abominably, but if he’d
done what he agreed to do he’d never
have been shut up in Khartoum. I
quite agree with mother abeut the
Boers; I think Kruger was an old
rascal—but, then, most men who
don’t win prove to be as great rascals
as the men who do. Wellington
wasn’t all they quite thought him.
I agree with father that Richard Cob-
den did infinitely greater services.’’

“How bee-eautifully you put it,”’
said the girl, pressing her pretty
hands together in a veritable ecstasy
of admiration (and it was noble in
her, too, for she still was heartsick
over his going away). ‘‘I know that
you’re going to be great,’”’ she added
with a choke.

The man shook his head. ‘‘I’m not
so sure,”’ he said sadly; ‘‘they’ve

sent me down four more cases of
books and a complete set of Hansard.
It’s dreadful to only look at them,
and my uncle writes me to cram for
all I’'m worth because the man of to-
day is the all-round man, but my old
tutor writes me to specialise because
if Brougham had specialised he’d
have made an immortal name for him-
self, whereas by not specialising he’s
only remembered as being so versa-
tile.”’

He paused and rubbed his head
again.

“I see,”” said the girl, who didn’t
see at all and wished most heartily
that there were no Parliaments and
that she had the right to rub his head
for him. It seemed to her that life
ran in the wrong channels so much
of the time,

And now the dogeart people, link-
ed arm in arm with the mother and
the aunt, came across the turf, and
while they were getting themselves
pleasantly grouped fresh tea came
out of the house and life took on a
somewhat brighter view.

““Mr. McCrea is Irish,’’ said the
girl’s aunt to the future M.P.; ‘‘he’ll
be able to tell you ever so much that
will come in usefully later.’’

‘“No, he’s not Irish,”” said Mrs.
McCrea, an extremely pretty and
vivacious little woman. ‘‘The very
idea! When he’s a descendant of
those horrid Scotech Presbyterians
who have helped make life a burden
to us ever since the Peace of Limer-
ick. Don’t call him Irish. It’s an
insult to the Blarney Stone.’”’

“My love,” said her husband,
smiling at her quick ripple of words,
the which did not seem to distress
him in the slightest, ‘‘the Peace of
Limerick was over two centuries ago.
My family have lived there ever since
and been making the most orthodox
mixed marriages constantly,’’

““Mixed marriages!’” said his wife
with lively disdain; ‘‘marrying into
those Ulster families, you mean.’’

““Ulster is Ireland, darling.’’

““Ulster is not Ireland—don’t for-
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get that,”” she said, turning to the
man of the future. ‘‘If you want to
make yourself famous, emulate Regu-
lus, and every time that anything
Irish comes up in the House rise and
proclaim loudly, ‘Ulster is not Ire-
land.” 2

She spoke so earnestly that nobody
could do so much as smile, and the
man could only murmur:

“I certainly will do as you say.”’

The girl was fearful that they
would send him flying to Ireland
next, but beyond some rather rapid
discussions of Grattan, the Castle,
Irish lace, and whether Flood was
or wasn’t honest in accepting office,
they did no other damage than that
which was only natural to the cake
and tea.

After tea the whole party strolled
about the garden, and the man man-
aged to say to the girl, “I’'m off
again, to-morrow.’’ /

Her jaw dropped. ‘‘Off again, to-
morrow! Where?’’

“Well, you see, I've had a letter
from a man in London as to the Ger-
man Workingman’s Colonies. You
can’t think what a mail I get now,
but this man’s letter really set me
thinking. He wants me to take up
the cause of labour; he says that
I can emulate Duncombe or something
of the sort.”’

‘“Who was Duncombe ?’’ asked the
girl.

““I don’t know. That’s something
that I must look up at once, too—but
really he did put his case very well.
He sent me four pamphlets and twen-
ty-six leaflets, and before I1’d read
three I was dumbfounded over the
state of things. Something must be
done. I don’t know what Duncombe
did, but I do know that I shall try
to 'do more.”’

“You are so good,”’ said the girl.
But she was conscious of a great
sinking of the heart. She felt that
he was too good for one so little and
unambitious as herself. It flashed
over her what a bitter draught it
might be to see one’s—one’s husband

—become famous. She wanted to ery.
*

He went to Germany and it took
three weeks. It proved more ar-
duous than Scotland or Wales. The
man of London had given the man of
the future introductory letters in
Berlin, Essen, Ebberfeld, and Cas-
sel, and the results nearly wore the
latter to skin and bone. Every man
to whom he had a letter gave him his
whole time and more letters to other
men. They wanted him to meet the
heads of all their departments, to
dine with the promoters of schemes
for further benefits, and to visit
everything that Germany had found-
ed so far. The German charity mind
was divided as to whether or not it
was wisest to charge two-fifths of a
penny for hot baths with two towels,
and consulted his opinion. It seemed
that Cassel felt baths should be like
sunshine and so charged nothing.
The man of the future felt that, aec-
cording to that doctrine, baths would
practically cease for his countrymen,
but was too bewildered by this time
to do more than shake his head.

““In Essen they make them pay,’’
said his guide of the moment, looking
anxiously into his face. But he could
only shake his head again and say
““So?’’ which, pronounced “‘Zoh,”’ is
probably the most wuseful German
phrase which a travelling philan-
thropist can hold on the tip of his
tongue.

They are thorough in Germany,
and although he only came aceredited
to the workingmen, they led him to
the deaf, dumb, blind and babies also.
He saw poor houses, insane asylums,
military drills, button factories, and
the Gypsy foundling whom the
Kaiserin commended to Wilhelms-
hohe. He almost died.

When he finally finished and was
on his way back home a friend of
the London man’s tripped him up
at the Belgian frontier and ecarried
him to Brussels, where he had his
principles completely bouleversé by
Socialistic propaganda, and, fleeing
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to Bruges to rest at the Oude Doe-
len, fell in there with the free milk
scheme for poor mothers of poor
babies and learned with horror what
ought to be—but isn’t always being
—done in that direction.

But at last, at last, at last, he did
set foot on English soil once more
and found his peaceful home looking
even more attractive than he had ever
imagined that any combination of
nature and man-made material could
be. It was perfeet (until he found
out the state of things within). He
thought that a few days of quiet were
now to brace him for the digestion
of his late heavy feeding of facts,
but, alas—alas! Bewildering things
had come to pass during his absence,
with the result that he had to learn
that owing to a diet of still further
and yet more burning application to
the study of the problems of the day
his father had become a teetotaler
and was now in Glasgow, looking into
the latest schemes of reform and en-
tertaining serious thoughts as to whe-
ther he should be best fitted to work
in the mission field or settle perman-
ently in a London slum, while his
mother, having once begun to develop
had gone ahead at such an appalling
rate that she had actually sailed the
day before for American to conduct
meetings on behalf of votes for wo-
men,

The reader will not be surprised
that the son found the old place lone-
ly and deserted, with only the butler
and the housekeeper, tears in their
eyes and. quivers on their lips, to
keep him company through his hour
of shock.

For a little he was too dazed to
speak—almost to even think. TLater
he ate his dinner in a gloomy silence,
painfully conscious that the garden-
er in building the floral centre-piece
had striven to conceal from him the
absence of the family. After the meal
was over he went out into the park
and walked slowly down by the lake,
thinking with a sort of mental som-
ersault, things that he had never

thought of before. He walked far
and thought much, and then he re-
turned through the village and
thought more. All the cottagers were
at their doors and he fancied—not
being sure whether it really were so
or not—that their faces were full of
anxiety—almost of some poorly-con-
cealed dread. He smiled and nodded
to each and every one, but their ex-
pression did not change, and after a
while he knew that it was no imagina-
tion on his part, but that their hearts
were really fearful.

He came just then to the last cot-
tage of all, the cottage where the old
man lived who had cared for his
pony when he was a little lad and for
his father’s pony when he was a lit-
tle lad. Old John was very old now
and had his cottage and his garden
and pretty much his everything as a
free gift from the House on the Hill.
In return he was supposed to unlock
the little gate that led into the park
if it wasn’t rainy, or his rheumatism
wasn’t too bad (when either of these
mischances befell, his daughter, who
lived just beyond and had an exten-
sion of the bell, opened it for him).
The old man was sitting outside his
door contemplating nothing, with
that beautiful appreciation to which
a higher order of intelligence can
never hope to attain. But when he
saw the man of the future approach-
ing, he hoisted himself upon his
crutches and hobbled quickly for-
ward, his hands shaking, and tears
re-born again after a long series of
dry years. As he hastened he mum-
bled something, words which neither
you mnor I eould understand, but
which the boy whom he had first
mounted in a little white frilly frock
and whom he had last held the bridle
for the day that he attained his ma-
jority, understood very well. They
were words of appeal, of pleading, of
begging not to be abandoned. They
stammered troubled apprehension,
they trembled with fear of something
that might be desertion. He said
that there were enough men in Lon-
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don, men who weren’t meeded by
those of the poor who had loved, and
nursed and harboured their love from
generation to generation until it grew
into the family life as the bark grows
about the heart of the tree. He was
not so far out of the current of the
day but that he spoke about the land,
too, the land that cries for its heir
as much as it eries for any other man
or men.

The man of the future stood still,
his hands upon the old, wrinkled
hands that clutched the crutches close
in their shaking grasp—his head bent
down over that other head bent down
by years that had not always flown.
It was a great minute in his life.

As he stood thus it came to him
that no one life can carry all the bur-
dens, master all the knowledge, or
hold the skeleton key to fit every
problematical keyhole. He had tried,
he had tried earnestly, and he had
not learned enough to help effective-
ly in any one channel of need, but
he had learned enough to learn him-
self. After all, which of us by seek-
ing may hope to learn much more?

““I hardly think that I shall 20
away, John,”” he said, pressing the
old, nervous, twisting fingers hard
in his young, firm grasp, ‘‘it seems as
if my place were here.”’

Then the old man broke down alto-
gether and his daughter came run-
ning. ‘‘He is not goin’ to leave we,
he is not goin” to leave we,”’ her
father sobbed as she led him under
the porch-vines, and the man shook
his head with a smile at her back-
ward-glanced question, and then
strode quickly onward with a lump
in his throat.

He entered the park and threaded
its fair, curving paths in silence.
Those turnings which led to the
House upon the Hill he passed one
after another. But the turning that
led to the stables he took, and when
he reached them he ordered his horse
and mounting, rode through the fast-
falling night to where the girl lived,
her life just now nothing but an

anxious pit-a-pat of wonder and wait-
ing.

He arrived. He went in. They
were in the library, all three, and in
their faces he read at once that they
knew of his parents’ flight. No need
to explain—they understood.

““And what comes next, India?’’
her father asked, trying to be jocular,
but not so very sure that there was
any joke about it,

““No,”” he said slowly, thoughtful-
ly; ““I've given it all up.”

‘‘Given it all up?’’ exclaimed the
girl’s mother.

““Yes,”” he said. ““They say that
all things must have a balance or a
drag or some what-you-may-call-it,
and I feel that under the existing
circumstances I’m most needed as a
dead-weight. Perhaps I’'m best fit
ted for that, too. I know that I never
could be a success in politics. What-
€Ver anyone says seems so reasonable
to me. I’ve no proper party spirit.’’

Her father stared at him with such
a curious expression that, while its
purport seemed vague, its intense-
ness was perturbing, but it very
quickly settled into deepest admira-
tion, and then the visitor felt re-
lieved indeed. ‘I wish that we
wouldn’t have another reform, or an-
other piece of progress, or another
Parliament for ten years,”’ her
father declared with great emphasis.

“Then you’ll settle down and live
here?’’ said the girl’s mother, and a
perfectly radiant smile overspread
her face.

The girl said nothing; she simply
sat still, rose-pink as usual and new-
ly beatific. It was coursing through
her every separate vein and nerve
that he wasn’t going to leave them
all and be stupid and famous and
absorbed.

They had a delightful evening, and
towards its close someone wanted her
father at the telephone and her
mother had to attend to something
important, and so they two were left
alone by the open window, with a
flower-laden breeze drifting in and
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unutterable happiness interweaving.

‘I suppose, perhaps, it will be do-
ing just as much good in the end,’’
he said slowly, almost painfully; ‘it
won’t be the world or big things, but
there are a good many people here
and some are poor and some are ill
and—and one can always make things
a bit better while one lives and may-
be leave them a bit better when one
dies.”” And then he stopped and
flushed deeply and looked at her—
and that was his proposal.

She looked at him and then down
at her hands and then aimlessly
about. The night-breeze kissed her
forehead. ‘‘I’'m sure that it’s what
God meant for you,”’ she said, al-
most in a whisper.

And that was her answer.

¥

And they were married. And
never knew who Duncombe was. Nor
bothered about devolution nor de-
nationalisation nor preference.

THE DAISY

By VIRNA SHEARD

AN angel found a daisy where it lay
On Heaven’s highroad of transparent gold,
And, turning to one mear, he said, ‘‘I pray,
Tell me what manner of strange bloom I hold.
You came a long, long way—perchance you know
In what far country such fair flowers biow.’’

Then spoke the other: ‘““Turn thy radiant face
And gaze with me down purple depth of space.
See, where the stars lie spilled upon the night,
Like amber beads that hold a yellow light.

Note one that burns with faint, yet steady glow;
It is the Barth—and there these blossoms grow.
Some little child from that dear, distant land
Hath borne this hither in his dimpled hand.”’

Still gazed he down.

““Ah friend,”’ he said, ‘‘I, too,

Oft erossed the fields at home where daisies grew.’’




& st A RIUMPH
BY BRIAN

THE theory that chauffeurs are of

mechanical ereation rather than
human birth was not so generally ac-
cepted among surviving horse drivers
as it is to-day when these Beings first
came under discussion at the Green
Lawn Club. The theory then de-
veloped in that cosiest of cab shelters
was more to the effect that chauffeurs
were an irruption from the nether
world—a sort of demoniacal plague
with which London and its cab driv-
ers was afflicted.

The taxi-cab had appeared in Lon-
don and the club endeavoured to con-
ceal its obvious uneasiness by fever-
ish protestations of dishelief in the
continuance of the plague. Juggins
held that no gentleman who knew a
good ’orse would consent to patronise
one of ‘‘them stinkin’ rattletraps,’’
and he pointed out in addition, that
for luggage-carrying purposes no
noisy ’eap of old iron on wheels could
hope to compete with a smart, solid-
roofed, four-wheel Clarence cab.

The Club fervently agreed with
him and adjectival kettle was the
mildest of opprobrious terms heaped
~upon the new form of locomotion,
which could be distinguished in the
general riot. Battersea Bob, the
patriarch of the Club, alone disagreed
with the majority and shook his head
in mournful prophecy of the down-
fall of his ancient craft.

Suddenly the Club was stricken
dumb. New and highly complicated
terms of abuse froze on the lips of
their utterers. A chauffeur had ac-
tually slid open the door and calmly
taken a seat; and no man could find
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words of sufficient or worthy protest

Amidst dead silence the taxi-man
ordered—with a gratuitously insult-
ing reference to cab-horses—fried
sausages and mashed. Awaiting his
meal he sat stiff and unsmiling in all
the arrogance of a double-breasted
overcoat of super-military cut and a
peaked cap after the fashion of a
German field marshal’s. Not a word
was spoken as sausage followed saus-
age into this grim man-mechanism.
The Club remained silent for an ap-
preciable time after the monster had
risen from his seat, lighted a cigar-
ette and vanished into the night.
Corkey handled his sixpence as
though it were a loathsome thing.

I was puzzled by the unusual sil-
ence of the Club in the face of an
enemy. I had looked forward to an
outburst of blistering comment and
repartee. I was disappointed in being
deprived of an opportunity of gaug-
ing the conversational prowess of
these new London phenomena.

Then light came to me. I under-
stood that it was this frigid immo-
bility on the part of a presumably
human being that was appalling to
my hosts—something altogether out-
side their experience. Now to me, of
course, it was familiar, even home-
like. The chauffeur had the same air
of god-like superiority worn by
Canadian baggage-men and express-
drivers. His lip had curled in ex-
actly the same manner as that of a
Niagara hack-man and doubtless he
would be capable upon occasion of the
same expresion of piratical ferocity.
Familiar enough to me, to the London
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cab driver it was a terrible thing.

Rockin’ ’Orse Alf broke the sil-
ence in a hoarse whisper with a long
and ingeniously intricate oath.
Battersea Bob slid open the door and
spat vigorously into the night.

‘“Thet puts the lid on it!”’ he said
dismally. “‘Thet’s London’s future
kebman. Mark my words! ’twon’t
be four years before ’arf you young
men ’ere will be learnin’ engine
drivin’ same as ’im.’’

““Read this, wot it says in print,”’
continued the old man when the storm
had subsided producing a crumbling
newspaper cutting and handing it to
his neighbour. ‘““‘In America the
’orse is forbidden by lor. All the
kebs and carts there is now motor-
cars and what ’orses they ’ave is bred
only for eatin’.”’

The cutting came round to me. It
was one of those circumstantial pro-
phecies of what will happen some
problematical number of years in the
future. A ‘‘filler’’ at the bottom of
a column.

Ginger George, more in touch with
modern ideas, laughed derisively at
the old man for believing all he saw
in print and turned to me for con-
firmation of his denial that the horse
was extinet on my side of the water.
He had learned only the previous
week that Canada was on the Ameri-
can continent and it had surprised
him to discover that it was not ‘“‘a
country by its bloomin’ self’’—a sort
of island.

Fortunately I was spared the pain
of shattering the patriarch’s faith in
the printed word by the Club’s un-
written law. With one voice the
members reproved Ginger George.
‘“‘Shut yer ’ead yer silly fool! Can’t
yer see the gen’elman’s eatin’?’’ It
is not etiquette to speak to a man till
having put away his victuals he signi-
fies a desire for human converse by
pushing away his plate.

“Well, any’ow,” said Ginger
George conclusively, ‘‘stands to rea-
son ’e’s wrong. I pinched a book

abaht America from my eldest nipper
and was readin’ it on the rank yus-
tiddy. Wasn’t a word about motors
in the ’ole book. ’Pears they don’t
do ’ardly anythink but ride round on
‘orseback shootin’ injuns, and from
what they said I shouldn’t say there
was roads there as you’d care to take
a motor on. Rocky-like it
seemed from the pitcher on the cover.
"Ardly fit even for a ridin’ ’orse.’’

It is difficult to say how Battersea
Bob would have met this spirited and
well-founded counter attack if Jug-
gins had not roused himself from
morose meditation. Someone in a
distant corner had uttered the word
‘“Police’” and that echoed in his ears
like a war trumpet.

‘“The p’lice! These motor bloom-
in’ kebs in another bloomin’ p’lice
outrage if you arsk me. The coppers
ain’t ’appy wiv all they’ve got again
us nah, so they goes and puts these
bloomin’ steam-rollers on the streets
as an extra aggravation. Thet shuv-
ver wot none of you ’ad the guts to
kick aht of ’ere was the very moral
of a copper’s bloomin’ nark!’’

Juggins professed a violent hatred
for the London police based on the
number of times he had come into
collision with that unrivalled body of
men. To see a police spy in the visit-
ing chauffeur and Scotland Yard un-
derground influence in the introduc-
tion of the taxi was quite a natural
course for his foible to take.

‘“Wot they’re after is to force these
‘ere little clocks on us ’orse drivers.
; D’you know wot the beak
said larst time I was up for over-
chargin’?—and s’welp me I ’adn’t
arsked the old gal ’ardly more than
the legal—’e said it would put a stop
to these ’ere contortionate practices
if the ’orse kebs was fitted wiv taxi-
meters, and ’e ’oped that keb owners
would once a-bloomin’-gain consider
the question thet ’ad so often been
put before them—and wiv thet ‘e
fined me five shillin’.’”’

‘“Nice state of affairs thet 'ud be,
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wouldn’t it? By the regulations
you’re under the rozzer’s thumbs as
it is. Got to ’ave your licence ready
to show to any bloomin’ copper. Got
to be able to identify yourself as ’im
wot’s named there. Any copper can
get you for ‘“plyin’ for ‘ire’’ if you
bloomin’ well stirs orf the renk to
look for a fare. Copper’s word goes
again yours as to wevver you’'re
drunk or sober. And nah
we ’ave the very magistrates openly
confessin’ thet they wants to force
these ’ere taxi-blooming’-meters on
RS it

“’0o know where it 'ud stop?
Scotland Yard’s capable of put-
ting machines on the kebs wot
wouldn’t only tell lies abaht the fare
we was to get, but which 'ud tell
where we picked up a bloke and where
we set 'im dahn and wot colour ’is
‘air was and where we stopped to
’ave a drink. 'Tain’t the
motors, or the bloomin’ shuvvers as
I'm afraid of; they’ll never do no
’arm, the public likes ’orses too well ;
but wot I don’t like is the new ’old
the slops’ll ’ave on us. . And
‘ere we are doin’ nothin’, makin’ no
struggle!  ’Strewth! they’ll never
force me to tie a bloomin’ alarm clock
on the old ’orse—I’ll bloomin’ well
take and drive a ’bus first.’”’

But argument waned that night at
the Green Lawn and light-heated
gayety was absent. A blanket of de-
spondency seemed to descend upon
the company. Even Slop’s Pal Peters
—=s0 called from the affability of his
manner towards the police—failed to
make his accustomed feeble protest
against Juggins’s attacks.

Rockin’ 'Orse Alf started a hoarse
oration advocating ‘‘nippin’ these
motors in the bud by amalgamatin’
and takin’ a stitch in time,”’ pointing
out that taxi-cabs were 1n London as
a bloomin’ experiment, that people
would not use them if they did not
work, and that the cabman’s obvious
duty was to see that the experiment
failed by crawling in front of taxis

in the traffic, interfering with them
wherever possible and even punctur-
ing their tires and bu’sting them up
anyhow. The measures he propound-
ed were bold and imaginative, but,
unencouraged either by support or
contradiction, AIf relapsed into
gloomy silence. The members glared
despondently at their empty coffee
mugs, saying nothing. The Club was
““fey.”’

One by one the men grunted good-
night and passed out into the fog
with an air of fear lest they should
find their horses drinking petrol
from a bucket and the reins trans-
formed into a hateful steering-wheel.

*

Last summer I saw thirteen spick
and span taxi-cabs on the rank by the
little shelter. Omne horse in a bat-
tered old four-wheeler ended the line.
I thought I recognised it as the four-
wheel Clarence cab of which Juggins
had been so proud, but I hadn’t the
heart to enter the Green Lawn again.

Curiously enough, a few days later
I saw the fulfilment of Battersea
Bob’s Jeremiaic predictions. I had
taken refuge from a shower in the
Law Courts, and the first thing I
heard as I entered one of the galleries
was a familiar voice inquiring indig-
nantly, ‘“Wotcher larfin’ at up
there ?’’

Years had added to his girth, but
it was unmistakably Ginger George’s
red face which glared at the con-
vulsed spectators over the barrier of
the witness-box—a eclaim for dam-
ages case was in progress.

‘“Close by the fountain in Picca-
dilly Circus it was,’’ said Ginger, ad-
dressing himself to the examining
counsel, ‘I was just passin’ the end
of Conduit Street when the motor-
’bus come up and I felt thet sum-
mink was goin’ to ’appen. . ik
was drivin’ a blood mare and goin’
eight or nine mile an hour, bl}t the
bloomin’ ’bus come up at sixteen
mile an hour good.’’
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“‘Did it pass you? Did the driver
sound his horn?’’ said His Lordship.

““Passed me like a bird, sir. The
driver never ’ad time to sound ‘’is
orn. If there’d been a bird flyin’
across the road ’e’d ’ave caught it.
: All right, larf away!’’ this
last with an indignant glance into the
well of the court.

But the fulfilment of the prophecy
came in his answers to the next ques-
tions. ‘

“I've drove a keb since 1874, sir.
iy Well, I don’t say I Ilike
motors, but I think they’re most de-
servin’ things when you’re in a
‘urry. I'd like to ‘’ave the
eight bob a day their drivers make
and go about blowin’ a ’orn.

Yessir, I ’ave tried drivin’ one, hut
there was a difficulty.”’

The Court was curious

““What was your difficulty, my

good man? Hadn’t you the nerve?’”’

““Nerve! Gawd bless you, sir, I’ve
got the nerve of an Irishman! All
of us kebmen ’as plenty of nerve. Lots
of my pals is drivin’ taxi-kebs to-

day and doin’ well at it. I wish I
could myself. I’'m almost the last
‘orse kebman left. The ’‘orse ain’t

no good nowadays,’’ he observed pa-
thetically. ‘‘Nobody wants to wait,
the ’orse ain’t fast enough for them.
Quite time ’orses was done away wiv,
although I'm drivin’ a—— "’

““But what prevents you following
your friends’ example and learning
to drive a motor-cab?”’ interrupted
counsel impatiently.

“Well, sir, it’s my figure,’’ con-
fessed (feorge, looking down sadly at
his waistcoat, ‘‘I’d drive a taxi to-
morrow if I could get be’ind the
steerin’ wheel. They ain’t made big
enough.

FRIENDSHIP

By HENRIETTA MOONEY

E sit alone amid our mystic themes,
By day, by night watch the shitfing scenes.
Our loved ones come; we open the door,
But none may cross the threshold o’er.
We rise and teach with defining lines,
With wisdom’s words we decipher signs—
The twilight dim, the mysterious lore.
““How strange!”’ they say, and we close the door.

With soft, low tap our belovéd stand ;

We lift the latch with a timid hand.

Strange forms of loveliness, pure and fair,
And upward flashes like thoughts of prayer!
Then eye secks eye, and hand clasps hand;
And swift and strong is the heart’s command.
Though none, aye none, cross the threshold o’er,
Yet free and wide do we open the door.



PHOTOGRAPHY AS A MEANS OF

ARTISTIC EXPRESSION
BY H. MORTIMER-LAMB

HE application of photography to
artistic accomplishment and en-
deavour is relatively a recent develop-
ment. There were, it is true, pioneers
of the movement, even in the days of
the wet plate, whose achievements,
more especially the genre of portrai-
ture, have scarcely heen excelled by
the best of modern workers, The por-
traiture, for example, of D. 0. Hill,
a Scotch painter, whose photographic
productions date from between the
years 1840 and 1850, is remarkable
for its virility, its _e-haraeterisation,
its individuality of expression. No
less fine in their way were the photo-
graphs of Mrys. J. M. Cameron, whose
portraits of Watts and many other
notabilities of that time possess great
charm. But these are isolated in-
Stances. It was not until many years
later that the potentialities of the
medium hegan to be properly appre-
clated; and, in truth, the last decade
has witnessed the really important
development of this application of
p}'rot‘og'rap‘hy.
sefore proceeding, however, it may
be necessary to define what is ordin-
arily implied by the term ““pictorial
photography.”” " The meaning should
be obvious enough if the word ‘‘pic-
ture’’ were not so commonly misused
or abused. Hence I here define a
picture as the deliberate and personal
expression of g conception by means
of graphic representation in terms of
eplour, or of light and shade, and de-
Signed to awaken wsthetic pleasure or
4—g5

emotion in the mind of the beholder.
Whether the picture is good or bad
depends, of course, on the mental
equipment—the personality—of the
artist and on his ability to sensitively
and convincingly set down what he
wishes to convey ; but for present pur-
poses the definition may he allowed
to stand.

The photograph taken, therefore,
merely for the purpose of recording
a physical fact may not be deseribed
as a picture. It 1s a topographical
record, mechanically obtained. On
the other hand, the same subject, at-
tempted with artistic intention, that
Is to say, without regard for its ob-
jective characteristics or interest,
may readily be capable of pictorial
representation or interpretation. In
this case the subject as subject is of
quite secondary importance to the
artist. He has merely made use of
it as a motive, as a basis, as an ex-
cuse, if you like, for his pictorial
essay. e has seized, perhaps, on
its decorative possibilities; or a bold
effect of light and shade has pre-
sented an opportunity for an interest-
ing arrangement; or he may merely
have watched and studied these chang-
ing aspects under differing condi-
tions of time and season, until at last
he finds nature’s mood in tune mt‘h
his own; and his endeavour then is
to concentrate on registering not the
actual facts, but their essence—the
greater truths of which natural phe-
nomena are the sign and symbol. Buf
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PASTORAL

By Heinrich Kuehn (German School)

here the artist employing photo-
graphy as his medium is confronted
with his main difficulty. Art is selec-
tion, emphasis, a personal interpreta-
tion. The photographic lens has no
diserimination. Its optical perfection
is unwelcomingly obtrusive and must

be subordinated. We desire to
concern  ourselves with  salient
matters, the real essentials, and

the inclusion of petty, unnecessary
detail is fatal to forcefulness of ex-
pression. Thus the use of late years
by many pictorialists of the single un-
corrected lens, whose scientific short-
comings from the artist’s standpoint
are virtues, since such an instrument,
corresponding as it does more closely
to the limitations of the human eye,
will yield a result more nearly ap-
proaching the visual impression.
There are other means of checking
or suppressing the too exuberant re-
sponsiveness of one’s mechanical ap-
36

pliances and of introducing control
in the subsequent operations of de-
velopment and printing; but even
under the most favourable conditions
it is rare in nature to find an arrange-
ment that without subsequent modi-
fication will be entirely pictorially
satisfying if directly photographed.
Certain modification, particularly in
the direction of emphasis, may, how-
ever, be introduced at the moment
the exposure is made in the camera
by erring deliberately either towards
over or under-timing to obtain an
aimed-for result. But this is a some-
what uncertain and risky method of
procedure, and most successful ar-
tist-photographers now aim at secur-
ing a techmically perfect negative,
which afterwards may be modified

chemically or otherwise manipulated

to yield an image representing the
pre-conceived intention.
Perhaps enough now has been said
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b_y way of introduction and explana-

tion. We may next proceed to con-

sider some of the claims of pictorial

photography to serious attention. The

position of photography among the

arts has been the subject of an ex-
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traordinarily interesting and even bit-
ter controversy; and it is only quite
recently, thanks chiefly to the advo-
cacy of and educational campaign so
truculently conducted by Mr. Alfred
Steiglitz, director of the photo-seces-
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MONTMARTRE

§ By Puyo (French School)

sion movement in the United States,
and his coadjutors, both in his own
country and abroad, that a half-re-
luctant recognition of the wmsthetic
value of this means of expression has
at length been accorded. Among
other champions are men well known
in an even wider field, and the in-
terest attaching to their views, whe-
ther we agree with them or not, is
a sufficient warrant for quotation.
This from Maurice Maeterlinck I
have extracted from Camera Work.
He writes:

“T believe that here are observable
the first steps, still somewhat hesi- -

tating, but already significant, to-
ward an important evolution. Art
has held itself aloof from the great
movement, which for half a century
has engrossed all forces of human ac-
tivity in profitably exploiting the
natural forces that fill Heaven and
38

carth. Instead of calling to his aid
the enormous forces ever ready to
serve the wants of the world as as-
sistance in those mechanical and un-
necessarily fatiguing portions of his
labour, the artist has remained true
to processes that are primitive, tradi-
tional, narrow, small, egotistical, and
over-serupulous, and thus has lost the
better part of his time and energy.
These processes date from the days
when man believed himself alone in
the universe, confronted by innumer-
able enemies. Little by little he dis-
covers that these innumerable enemies
were but allies and mysterious slaves
of man which had not been taught to
serve him. Man to-day is on the
point of realising that everything
around him begs to be allowed to
come . to his assistance, and is ever
ready to work with him and for him
if he will but make his wishes un-
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derstood. This glad message is daily
spreading more widely through all
the domains of human intelligence.
The artist alone, moved by a sort of
superannuated pride, has refused to
listen to the modern voice. He re-
minds one of one of those unhappy
solitary weavers, still to be found in
remote . parts of the country, who,
though weighed down by the misery
of poverty and useless fatigue, yet
absolutely continues to weave coarse
fabric by an antiquated and obsolete
method, and this, although but a few
steps from his cabin are to be found
the power of the torrent, of coal and
of wind, which offer to do twenty
times in one hour the work which cost
him a long month of slavery, and to
do it better.

' ““It is already many years since the
sun revealed to us its power to por-
fray objects and beings more quickly
and more accurately than can pen-
cil or crayon. It seemed to work only
its own way and at its own pleasure.
At first man was restricted to mak-
ing permanent that which the im-
personal and unsympathetic light
had negatived. He had not yet been
permitted to imbue it with thought.
But to-day it seems that thought has
found a fissure through which to
benetrate the mystery of this anony-
mous force, invade it, subjugate it.
animate it, and compel it to say such
things as have not vet been said in
all the realm of chiaroscuro, of grace,
of beauty, and of truth.”’

B-ernard Shaw’s contribution to the
subjeet is characteristically ¢ Sha-
vian’’; in fact, so much so that one
is more than half inclined to doubt
his sincerity. ““T know nothing fun-
nier in eriticism,’’ he remarks, ‘‘than
the assurance of the painter and his
press-parasite, the art-critie, that all
high art is brush work—for surely
nobody can take three steps into a
modern photographie. exhibition
without asking himself amazedly how
he could ever allow himself to be
duped into admiring and even culti-
vating an insane connoiseurship in the

old smudging and soaking, the kniv-
ing and graving, rocking and sceratch-
ing, faking and forging, all on a basis
of false and coarse drawing, the
artist either outfacing his difficulties
by making a merit of them, or else .
falling back on convention and Sym-
bolism to express himself when his
lame powers of presentation break
down. It may be asked why, if photo-
graphy be so exquisitely an artistic
process, it was not practised by
painters twenty years ago.  Well,
there were many reasons. The first
and princip2! one is never mentioned
It was that artists were terrified by
ine difficuity and mystery of the pro-
cess, which, as compared with the
common rui of their daubing, in
which any “ool can acquire a certain

proficiency, certainly did require
some intelligence, some practical
seience and dexterity. However,

many artists were guite handy and
clever enough for it; and a good
many, as I have hinted, used it secret-
ly, with luerative results. The ar-
tists have still left to them invention,
didactics, and (for a little while)
coleur, bui selection and representa-
tion covering ninety-nine-hundredths
of our annual outnut of art belong
henceforth to photography.  Some
day the camera will do the work of
Velasquez and Pieter de Hoogh, col-
our and all; and then the draughts-
men and painters will be left to cul-
tivate the pious edifications of
Raphael, Kaulbach, Delaroche, and
the designers of the S. P. C. K.; and
even then they will photograph their
models instead of painting them.’’
And so on ad infinitum—T had nearly
written ad mnauseam, which would
apply justly enough had the author of
this delightful rubbish been anyone
but Mr. Shaw.

To come to the real truth of the
matter. The worth of the medium
employed by the artist may be
measured by the limits of its capa-
bilities. Further, the means employed
to arrive at a desired result do not, or
should not, count in estimating the
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value to be placed on a work of art ;
always provided the end is attained.
It is no longer necessary to prove
that in the hands of an artist photo-
graphy is capable of yielding results
possessing a direct mssthetic appeal.
Such a photograph then should rank
with and be judged by the same
standards as a fine etching, litho-
graph, engraving, mezzotint, or any
other artistic monochrome production
whose wsthetic value is dependent on
truth of sentiment, beauty of line
Or mass, tonality or atmospheric
quality. “When, however, we come to
colour, we must concede the inade-
11

quacy of photography, at least at
present, to cope with the problem. It
18 true we live in an astonishing age
——an age of discovery and invention,
and the marvellous development of
mechanical seience during the past
few years may well make any man
pause before postulating that any
achievement within the conceivable
limits of human accomplishment is
Impossible.  Yet no two people see
colour alike. Tt is a distinetly per-
sonal attribute, so indefinable a sense

that one’s imagination refuses to
grasp the idea of a machine or
mechanical process so cunningly
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THE CITY OF AMBITION

By Alfred Steiglitz (American School) Copyrighted

adapted to successfully record, not

the material colour of various ob-

jeets—for that is more or less effec-

tively done to-day—but the subtle

mental conceptions or impressions of
42

colour peculiar to each individual,
and which, finely conceived, mark the
great colourist. Therefore, I ques-
tion whether phetography will ever
even in the most limited way take the
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place or rival oil or water-colour
painting, although pictorial = work,
similar in conception and intention
to Japanese colour prints, ‘wherein
colour is employed merely for the
sake of emphasis or - with strietly
decorative intent, is quite within the
limits of possibility; in faet, very
interesting productions having these
characteristics represent in a notable
degree the work now being done by
leading exponents of pictorial photo-
graphy in Germany.

What the future of pictorial photo-
graphy may be it would be difficult
to forecast. The last word may al-
ready have been said, the highest pin-
nacle of achievement attained. That,
no doubt, would be g pessimistic
view; but after all we are bound to
remember that the basis of all great
art is the exercise of the creative
faculty. In this respect the photo-
grapher is limited by the limitations
of his medium. He has the power to
select, to compose, to arrange, to ren-
der in perfect drawing and tone the
facts the lens records; to even leave
on his work the impress of his own
personality ; but more he cannot do,
and unless somé sort of camera is
invented whereby he shall be able to
photograph his dreams and visions,
photography must necessarily con-
tinue to oceupy a subordinate, if hon-
ourable, place among the graphic
arts. ; : 3

" Meanwhile the discovery of the pic-
torial possibilities of photography has
had a further, and, I venture to say,
2 more important and far-reach}ng
value than that of merely placing
another medium at the disposal of
the artist. Among photographers_ the
number of artists whose productloqs
entitle them to distinctive rank is
indeed small; but many thousands
are climbing the hill of ambition, and
year by year their recruiting grows,
However futile the efforts of this
majority, usually they lead some.
where—to the love and better under-
standing of nature and, in general, to
the development of the faculties of

observation, of order, of arrange-
ment, with all that necessarily im-
plies. " Nor does the education of the
camerist usually stop here. A
realisation 'of ' natural beauty leads
on to an appreciation and comprehen-
sion of the language of art—the hu-
man expression of.the beautiful. For
he who has learnt to know and' love
nature is worthily equipped to sit at
the feet of art and listen sympa-
thetically and understandingly to her
message, be the language in which
that message is conveyed never so
foreign. © For nature is the instru-
ment on which the artist plays, and
the greatest art isthat which most
truly and melodi-ously‘ strikes those
chords whose vibrations are heart
beats and whose music is the language
of the soul. In the last quarter-cen-
tury there has manifested itself a
remarkable improvement and refine-
ment of taste in general. In no small
measure this may he ascribed to the
development of pictorial photography
and the influence it has exerted in
teaching its thousands the value of
communion with nature. Good taste
is a synonym for harmony.  Sinee
nature always sings in ‘tune mo one
who attempts to study her intelli-
gently will- for long continue to toler-
ate the discordant op endure the
tawdry, the vulgar, or the common-
place. Had the movement been fruit- -
less in all else it has done this great
thing.

Photography, in fine, may be re-
garded as a sort of short cut to the
study and practice of art. In the
practice because it is easier and less
tedious to master the technique of
photographic processes than to be-
come expert in handling brush or
pencil. But the actual achievement,
be it what it may, is of little account
compared with the worth of the ef-
fort. The artist gift, the God-like
powers of creation and of nobility of
expression are shared by few. They
cannot be acquired, and unless al-
ready innate, cannot be cultivated.
But to nearly all is given the capa-
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city to see and to enjoy, and the
fault and loss are ours if we remain
oblivious to the possession of that
sense,

This article would be altogether in-
complete without a brief reference to
the several existing schools of pie-
torial photography, reflecting as they
do in each case racial differences of
outlook and manner of expression,
This may be prefaced by remarking
that photography as an art would
have no claim to such pretensions did
it not afford an opportunity or scope
for individualisation; and not only
is the work of individual artists of
any prominence at once distinguish-
able by this test, but there is seldom
difficulty in determining the nation-
ality of the designer by the general
character of the work. The accom-
panying illustrations are intended to
bear out this eontention. Of the
schools in question those especially
worthy of mention are the Ameriean,
the English, the German, and the
French, \

Writing on the subject of the
American school in the special num-
ber of the Studio devoted to Cant
in photography,”” Mr. Charles H.
Caffin, a well-known art eritie, points
out that the growth of artistic photo-
graphy in the United States has
corresponded in point of time with
a remarkable development of Ameri-
can painting, and in no slight
measure has been influenced by it,
although when the serious student of
photography has turned to painting
for instruction in artistic matters he
has sought to emulate neither the
technique of painting nor the man-
ner of the various painters, but has
borrowed and adapted to his own
medium the general principles ap-
plicable to all forms of pictorial
representation. ‘‘In adjusting their
pursuit of these qualities to the char-
acteristic possibilities of the camera,
the best American photograp‘hers,”
Mr. Caffin proceeds to remark, ‘‘have
put themselves in line with the most
modern workers in painting. For

the latest phase of the latter, the
most important contribution of the
nineteenth century is the closer
analyses of the action of light, es-
pecially in relation to the rendering
of atmosphere and values; and the
best American photographers, recog-
nising that light in their palette,
have, as a body, ventured further in
the direction of these qualities than
those of Europe.”’ Again, most of
the really fine work is produced by
the most direct and the simplest
means, involving a minimum of sub-
sequent interference or modification
by hand, the artistie result being al-
most entirely dependent on selection
and arrangement, the disposition of
light and shade, and fine tonality,
such correction in negative or print
as may be necessary is usually chemi-
cally made. This, of course, necessi-
tates an absolute mastery of techni-
cal methods. While some American
workers belonging to the secession
body are apt to give a too free rein
to fancy and thus risk the charge of
eccentricity, the distinguishing marks
of the American school are original-
ity of conception, sincerity of pur-
pose, and breadth of outlook; and
probably the school can boast of a
greater proportion of workers to
whom the title of artist belongs of
right than any other.

The British school is essentially—
British. That is to say, it is emin-
ently respectable, ineclined to senti-
mentality and stodginess, and ig
rarely profound. In fact, British
photography is but a short step in
advance of British painting, gener-
ally considered. Until more recent-
ly the chief exponents of the sehool
depended to a large extent on
methods of combination printing—the
making of a print from two, three
and sometimes four different nega-
tives—to arrive at a given result,
The work sometimes showed extreme
cleverness and ingenuity, but was not
often convineing. There are, however,
among British photographers a few
workers of unquestionable artistie
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ability and standing.
hoped, their influence will tend to
counteract example and teaching
that has been in g wrong direction.

The photography of France, as
exemplified by the work of such ex-
ponents as Demachy and Puyo, is
characterised by a piquancy, a deft
delicacy and daintiness, unconscious
and altogether charming ; but behind
that one feels the thought, the keen
and ready perception, responsible for
representations essentially vital. The
leaders of the French school have de-
veloped the bi-chromate printing pro-
cesses 10 a point mear perfection.
These processes, which are based on
the well-known sensitiveness of the
chromates to light action, of all pro-
cesses afford the widest opportunity
for the introduction of control. Thus
the development of the gum-print,
which has many things in common
with water-colour, is conducted by re-
moving superfluous or unaffected
pigment and mucilage by laving the
surface of the print with water, a
paint brush being commonly em-
ployed for the final corrections, An.
other of the bi-chromate processes
very much in vogue in France at the
present time is known as the oil pro-
cess, in which pigment, or, rather, a
lithographic ink is applied with a
brush to the surface of the paper,
which, coated with sensitised gela-
tine, has been acted on by light in
such a manner as to produce an image
in slight relief, and hence susceptible
to the application of pigment in a pro-
portionate degree. This is, of course,
merely an adaptation of the old
Collotype process, which for a certain
class of commercial work is still in
common use. Among, however, the
photographic purists (and Mr. Steig-
litz, to whose influence I have already
alluded, is of their mumber), the
methods and results of those utilising
these processes are alike condemnqd
and deprecated as non-photographie
and, therefore, since they trespass on
the domain of pdinting, an admission
of weakness or inadequacy. A great

In time, it is

deal is to be said for this point of
view. It is that of the consistent
believer in the integrity and inde-
pendence of photography as a means
of expression. A work of art is a
work of art irrespective of the means
employed to bring it into being ; but
there is soundness in the contention
that a photograph is one thing and

a painting another. Rach has its
characteristic quality.  To detract
from or destroy the photographie

quality by substituting a quality ap-
pertaining to water-colour painting is
to these advocates an art solecism,
under mno circumstances Jjustifiable,
Yet who having seen a Demachy gum-
print has not found in it a fruitful
source of delight?

Lastly, there is the German-Aus-
trian school—for those of Italy, Bel-
gium and Spain do not at present
call for especial comment, Those who
have followed the progress of the
modern art movement in Germany
will better appreciate the significance
of the statement that photography in
that land has marched with it. The
German is generally supposed to be
a sentimentalist; but in his art of
to-day this is fap from revealed.
Brutal rather, vigorous always, some-
times passionate, never weak nor
small, his aim seems to be primarily
decqrative; an effective massing ; the
motive usually of the simplest. Hence
the work has a directness, a purport,
a strength to make up for what it
lacks_ 1n subtlety and the more delicate
qualities. Most of the leading Ger-
man  photographic pictorialists, the
Hofmelsters, Kuhn and others, em-
ploy the gum bi-chromate process,
printing in two or more colours, to
produce colossal prints of poster-like
effect. The small half-tone reproduc-
tions of such work give but a faint
Suggestion of the originals, although
indicating well enough, in the ex-
amples selected, their individual and
decorative character. It is worthy
of remark, in passing, that photo-
graphy as an art has so far received
its major public recognition in Aus-
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tria by the acceptance of photographs
on equal terms with paintings, by the
Vienna Secession and the Artists’
Club Secession of Munich.

In Canada to the present the
movement has made no great head-
way.  There is, however, a small
group of pictorial workers whose
achievements are not discreditable,
and in this regard the work of Mr.
Sydney Carter, of Montreal, is en-

titled to special mention, while -
cently Messrs. Mackenzie and Fen-
wick, in collaboration, have succeeded
in raising commercial portraiture to
a higher plane. These are the
pioneers. In no country are the pie-
torial opportunities greater; in none
is there more pressing need for edu-
cation conducive to the knowledge
and appreciation of the finer things
of life.

THE VICTORY

By LLOYD ROBERTS

UPERT called his troopers up

(Strong hearts and light hearts singing for the fray),
‘‘Gentlemen, your blades I want,

Fling your sheaths away.
Your voices ring
For God and King .

For we will guard the throne of each

Before the close of day!’’

Rupert led them to the foe

(Prince and Lord and Commoner, true to eross and erown),
From the heathered hills and locks,

From the sea and town,
Rode to their Lord,
With hand on sword,

But lived to taste the Joy of war
Before their plumes went down.

We are cavaliers to-day

(Gallant-hearted gentlemen wh
We have flung our sheaths awa

For what we know is right;
And singing go
Against the foe,

ose naked blades are bright) ;
Y,

For triumph’s in the sweep of steel,
Though death is in the fight!



THE WASTER
BY E. HYLTON

WE sat down outside Bloemfon-

tein for six fever-stricken
weeks before the army faced north
again towards Pretoria, We sat down
near the Modder River, about seven
miles from Thaba N ’chu, and waited
for fresh horses and ammunition.
Day by day the lumbering ambu-
lances carted away the sick to Bloem-
fontein Hospital, and every day down
Maitland Street rolled the buck wag-
gon, piled high with dead, to the
cemetery beside the old fort, Many
of the Waster’s comrades took that
Jjourney in two stages—the end was
the big grave that lay open until
layers of dead men and quicklime
rose close to the surface. Death had
a merry time in those sunny six
weeks. But the Waster did not get
enteric; he got fat—fatter than ever
before. He was free from care, free
from the menace of Mauser bullets
and screaming shells. His old-time
gaiety of manner returned to him,
and the fine appetite that was natur-
ally his, now that his fears had left
him, urgently insisted upon being at-
tended to. The Waster became the
very finest, most skilful and complet-
est forager in an army of petty lar-
cenists of foodstuffs.

“Waster,”’ they said—‘‘Old Waster
thinks about nothing but his stom-
ach.”’

Once he stole the remaining two
fowls from Widow von Start. Sey-
eral times he returned to camp with
more than a dozen eggs. He cap-
tured a thin sheep and a mangy
goat, and stewed and ate them both.

4

At the very worst he thrived upon
great supplies of mealie meal, levied
from bewildered Kaffirs. He laid tri-
bute in a seore of ways upon the
Seant supplies of g hungry and ex-
hausted land.

One evening he rode his Basuto
pony into the lines, and pegged him
down with an air of satisfaction,

““Oh, Waster,”’ they shouted at
him, “‘what luck?”’

He beamed on them.

‘“Fine,’’ he said, ‘‘done first-rate.’’

“Did y’eat it all? Ain’t there
none for us??”’

“Did I eat it all9” he retorted.
“Didn’t I think of you boys at home?
Ain’t it my style?”’

They crowded round him, noting
the fat haversack that rested by his
fat side.

The Waster enjoyed the recital of
his foraging exploits. It was his
specialty, the acquisition of provi-
sion. That was the direction in which
his military genius lay. He could
fatten while others starved, and just-
ly he was proud of his acecomplish-
ment,

Horses came suddenly from Port
Elizabeth, ‘Tondon ’bus  horses,
draught horses and ecah horses, and
in the chill hour before dawn the
brigade stole away northward on a
morning in May. Horse, men, guns
and waggons streamed across the
golden veldt as the sun rose, and the
wonderful fresh African day, smiled
upon another Great Trek.

And De Wet put up a battle. As
battles go in history it was not a very
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imposing affair. Beside Inkermann,
‘Waterloo, or Mukden it was nothing.
But to those who were concerned in
it it was a very strenuous argument
indeed, a very laborious slaughterous,
perspiring controversy. There is no
special clasp for it upon the South
African ribbon, because it had little
meaning and little result. But it
meant a great deal of hard work, a
considerable amount of danger, and
little ease to the men who fought in
it.

To the Waster it meant no break-
fast, no dinner, and—Death. It also
meant more glory than he ever ex-
pected.

There was a chill bivouac on the
northern bank of a great river. As
the evening turned the gaunt thorn
bushes into fantastic shapes, and the
sentries before the outpost began to
strain their eyes in trying to see
through the gathering gloom, a sud-
den storm came up, and the rain
came down in torrents and put out
the feeble little fires. Steadily the
heavens soaked till midnight. At one
o’clock the drenched troopers were
stealthily aroused. Orders were given
in whispers, more particularly and
aggravatingly, that no matches should
be used. The cold, flabby, saddlery
was girthed upon the shivering horses,
and, in the starlight that comes in-
credibly quickly after rain, the
brigade staggered away to the un-
known.

It is a dreary thing to ride damply
in the small hours towards the in-
serutable. It is a sad thing to halt
at daylight, feed the horses and not
feed one’s self . And it is a miser-
able, deplorable, unsatisfactory thing
not to know what it all means.

The forenoon mellowed and warm-
ed, and the sun blazed down upon
the hungry thousands who, away from
the rest of the army, moved slowly
over the undulating veldt. Kopjes of
a dainty blueness lay at wide inter-
vals across the edge of the yellow

world. Little herds of springhok fled
noiselessly before the advance of the
profane and hungry brigade. The
guns rumbled along on the right
flank. At noon they halted, and
when the march began again it was
at right angles to its former diree-
tion.

““What ho!’’ said the wise, ‘‘we’re
getting round behind ’em.”’

The Waster mused sorrowfully
upon his condition of hunger and
fearfully as to the possible strife
which the midnight march, the weary
trekking of the forenoon, and this
sudden turning to the right might
mean. He thought uneasily of the
bullets, and often looked at the big
warrens of the meer-cots, with a long-
ing to thrust himself deep into one
of the dark holes that make the
ground so treacherous to mounted
men. An oppressive melancholy beset
him. He wondered if anyone would
notice or miss him if he just slid out
of sight. But they all seemed to be
noticing, and they even chaffed him,
recalling his former fright.

““Waster,”’ said one, ‘‘you dunno—
they might be getting your range
now.”’

And just as he spoke the first shell
arrived in their midst, without any
announcement. It was from a high-
velocity gun, and the noise of its
crashing burst drowned the ‘‘boom’’
of the gun’s discharge. Six horses
lay still or kicked the ground. Two
men were dead, and one crawled
about blindly with a red mask to his
face. The regiment had been riding
knee to knee. At once it scattered
to more open interval, and at once
came the rush of six more screaming
shells. Back came Bowler’s scouts.
For five minutes there was confusion,
and in that five minutes the Waster
made his military reputation, and
perished in glory.

There was a panic in his soul.
There was vague terror of persecu-
tion, which he had experienced before,
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that certainly he was the focus upon
which the path of destruetion concen-
trated.

“My God!”’ he groaned.
have I done?”’

In his terror he dropped his rifle
and clung to his horse’s neck. Hurry-
ing men forgot the shells and yelled
with laughter. But one came by.
The Sergeant-Major of a rearward
squadron saw the Waster crouching
in the saddle along his terrified
horse’s neck. His quick eye saw the
rifle lying in the grass, and his heavy
hand smote the Waster in the ribs
as he galloped past him. The ‘Waster
fell off his horse.

“You d—d coward,”’ the Sergeant-
Major roared, as he r de, “‘pick up
your d—d rifle!’’

The Sergeant-Major had his leg
shattered and his horse killed under
him before he had ridden the next
fifty yards towards the crest, behind
which the brigade was hastily dis-
mounting. But his words impressed
the Waster. He crawled towards his
rifle, reaching out g trembling hand,
grasped it and stumbled to his feet.

_From the crest came the roar of
rifles. Farther away another crash of
rifles answered it, and with the sound
of Screaming shells over the Waster’s
head mingled the spitting whisper of
the Mauser hullets beside his ears.

e turned to run for cover, but
the nearest kopje was a mile away.
But distance did not matter. He ran
blindly. Tn front of him a voleano
of earth sprang with a crash from
the ground. He turned about and
ran, panting, in the opposite direc-
tion, A string of erackling pom-poms
tore the ground in front of him. He
Spun round dizzily, still grasping his
rifle. His helmet fell off. He stop-
ped to pick it up. As he did 80, with
feet wide apart, a “‘plugged”’ seven.
pounder shell struck the earth be-
tween them, tore out of the ground,
ricochetting aeross the veldt, until,
tumbling over and over, it came to

‘““What

rest three hundred yards away, with-
out bursting.

The Waster fell over backward. He
was unharmed. He picked himself
up slowly, dazedly. His eyes were
starting from their sockets, for be-
side him lay a dead horse, and be-
yond him a groaning and helpless
man. With all his running and turn-
ing he had made little headway. See-
ing the mangled horse and the face
of the groaning Sergeant-Major, his
dazed brain seemed to clear, He for-
got his terror, forgot the screaming
shells and the whisper of the Mauser
bullets. He dimly remembered hay-
ing seen a golden-haired child cling-
ing to this same man and crying,
‘“Oh, don’t leave me, don’t leave me!
Do come back soon!’”’

The Waster in earlier, peaceful
times, in far-off Canada, had worked
on the docks, a labourer, lifting and
carrying heavy burdens, Now, with all
the strength and knack that were in
him, he gathered up the helpless and
suffering man, the dead weight tax-
ing his muscles cruelly, and this time
started off in the right direction, to-
wards the lumbering ambulances that
had been hastily summoned to the
firing line.

He had already carried him more
than half the distance when his old
horror came upon him. TLittle spurts
of earth were springing up all about
him. Screaming shells went hurtling
over his head. His chest laboured,
and he breathed with a gasping
mouth. His limbs ached bitterly.
He staggered on under his burden. In
his misery and terror he would have
liked to drop his burden and flee from
it.

But he was close to shelter now,
close to the hastily-erected emergency
hospital, out of the awful bullet-
swept zone. The stretecher bearers
were coming toward him. Why did
they come so slowly? They had no
heavy burden to carry! Surely they
could hurry! A few more yards and
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he would have been safe, when a stray
bullet pierced his brain.

Three years afterward, unveiling
the memorial tablet erected to his
memory, Sir James spoke in part as
follows :

‘“ ‘Greater love hath no man than
this, that a man lay down his life for
his friend.” He died for his Queen,
for his country. He died that others

might live. The bullet that killed him
killed a hero. I am proud to be
called upon to unveil this tablet in
his memory. May the glory of his
brave deed never fade.’’

Amidst the crowd listening to these
words was a man with but one leg,
his eyes dim, tears coursing down his
cheeks, and clinging to him a weep-
ing, golden-haired child.

THE HOUSE OF CEDAR

By JEAN GRAHAM

FAR in depths of dim and fragrant woods,
We builded in the Very Long Ago
A house of cedar walls, with glint of gold,
Where vagrant sunbeams crept in softened glow.

The furnishing was of the woodland craft,
With cushions of the coolest, softest green ;
The couch was framed of boughs of sturdy i
The carpet had a rich and mossy sheen.

The pictures, those by childish fancy hung,
Were fairer than the connoisseur can buy;

All painted with a broad and lavish brush
In colours that were borrowed from the sky.

The dishes were of fragments bright and rare,
Which served a banquet fit for Eastern kings;

The broken tumbler held the draught of youth
That gave to all the moments radiant wings.

The walls are dust and gone the tenants gay

Who toiled and laughed and sang within their shade,
The guests who gathered in the spicy gloom

Have nigh forgotten where their games were played.

O, little house of fragrant cedar boughs!
We’d give the richest mansion with its show

To dream one golden hour within your walls,
Amid the treasure trove of Long Ago.



A CANADIAN’'S RECOLLECTIONS

OB $TEI Bl KEBIR
BY LIEUTENANT-COLONEL C. F. WINTER

During the night of 12th-13th September, 1882, that portion of the British Ex-
peditionary Force invading Egypt. which had seized the Suez Canal and advanced

westward from Ismailia—some 15,000 men, with forty-two guns, under General Sir

Garnet Wolseley—made a surprise attack at
march of eleven miles from Kassassin, upon t
which was occupied by some 30,000 men, wit

daylight of the thirteenth, after a night

he main Egyptian position at Tel-el-Kebir,
h sixty guns, under Arabi Pasha.

With a

casualty list of about 500 they carried the position, captured fifty-nine guns and all
the enemy’s stores and supplies, as well as inflicting & loss upon the Egyptians of 2,000
killed, 1,800 wounded, and 2,000 prisoners. The actual struggle for possession of the
trenches did not occupy more than twenty minutes. The immediate results were the surren-
der of Cairo, the capital, and the implanting of British supervision and control in the
- Government and administration of the country, producing the direct results of the

abolition of slavery and the corvee, the re

gulation of the courts of Jjustice, the modi-

fication of taxation and rehabilitation of the national credit and finances, while the
indirect results extending over half the African continent are well nigh incapable of

numeration.

Even as British soldiers and sailors have by their sacrifices opened up

many of the dark places of the earth to the sway of a more beneficent civilisation, so
the men of Tel-el-Kebir may be said to have paved the way for modern progress and

enlightenment in Egypt and the Scudan.

and weary road, but the sequel came sixte

Feor years that progress was along a crooked
en years later, when in September, 1898, the

misrule and tyranny of the Dervishes in the Soudan was brought to a close at Omdur-

man by another British Field Force—allied this time with Egyptians

bert Kitchener.—The Author

NIGHT of inky blackness—a
veritable ‘‘Egyptian darkness

that could be felt’’—following a blaz-
ing hot day, in which the super-
heated air waved and quivered over
the sandy desert as from a furnace,
preceded that which now nearly
thirty years ago was to mean so much
for modern Egypt. To the troops
of Sir Garnet Wolseley’s army at
Kassassin, lying down in serried rows
of lines of quarter columns as they
tried to snatech what rest was possible
prior to the commencement _of the
night march to carry out the? istrue-
tions of their commander, indicated
in the orders issued early in the even-
ing, the intense darkness of the night
seemed fated to be unfortunate, for
all knew there were eleven miles to

561

under Sir Her-

be traversed between midnight and,
the dawn, with an ‘“attack’’ at the
end of it, and “Tommy’’ couldn’t
quite see how he was to make his way
with any certainty through such a
blackness. In addition, an unusual
order had been promulgated and en-
forced by the officers making a rigid
inspection of the men’s pouches to
see that all loose cartridges therein
were tied up in packets as when first
issued. This at the time caused much
grumbling, on the ground that if
there was a sudden attack from the
enemy during the night no man had
a ‘‘round’’ handy with which to de-
fend himself. ~The knowing ones
among the rank and file (in an army
they correspond to what are called
on board ship “‘sea lawyers’’) waxed
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eloquent among their comrades in the
bivouac as to the foolishness of such
an- order, though in the quiet hours
of the next day all extolled the wis-
dom of the General’s arrangement.
Sir Garnet intended his attack to
be a surprise. His plan was to carry
the enemy’s position with the
bayonet, and he very wisely refused
to risk the success of his whole scheme
by some panicky private banging off
a shot in the darkness, thus appris-
ing the enemy of our approach and
enabling him to take measures to
avert the storm that was being pre-
pared to break upon the heads of
his devoted followers behind the
sandy earthworks of Tel-el-Kebir.
Shortly after midnight of the
12th-13th  September the - British
Foree of some 13,000 men (a detach-
ment with details was left at Kassas-
sin) was in motion westward, grop-
Ing along in the darkness with much
difficulty on the part of individuals
to avoid losing touch with one’s
neighbour, and under the strictest
admonitions of silence—‘not a word
above a whisper,”” ‘““no matches to
be struck or pipes to he lighted”’—
now sinking ankle-deep in soft sand
and then stumbling over low gravel
ridges, with ever and anon a whis-
pered halt to correct direction and to
try to find out just where one was.
It is not likely that any who made
that march will ever forget its tedious
monotony and the heavy sense of
anxious expectation felt hy all
through what seemed to he an almost
endless night. Few could ‘have
counted upon the lucky, short-lived
struggle which was to ensue, while
the majority looked forward to long
and arduous day in the stifling heat
and without water, which would fol-
low the sleeplessness of the night,
To Canadians especially some of
the features of the action at Tel-el-
Kebir will always appear interesting.
The date of its oceurrence, the 13th
September, is the same as that of
Wolfe’s brilliant achievement, which
is primarily responsible for the Can-

ada of to-day. The midnight march
and attack in the early morning at
Tel-el-Kebir were likewise similar, in
a certain degree, to the movements
of the troops in the darkness which
preceded the ‘‘Battle of the Plains’’;
and even as the results of the one
changed the fate of half the Ameri-
can Continent, those of the other are
exercising the same influence to-day
upon more than half that of Africa.
Moreover, an officer, born and edu-
cated in Canada (Bishop’s College,
Lennoxville), in the person of Com-
mander Wyatt Rawson, R.N., led the
force across the desert by compass
and chronometer as one would steer
a ship at sea, and was the first to
sacrifice his life in the casualties
which followed. Further, ‘‘Tel-el-
Kebir’” was the last battle in the long
list of Empire struggles in which the
regular troops of Britain wore their
historic ‘‘red-coat,”’ and which has
become emblematic of the martial
pride of the mother country. Gray
or khaki has taken the place of the
red ever since, but here, in all proba-
bility for the last time, was seen the
““Thin Red Line’’ of verse and story.
At the time, of course, none of us
thought of these things.

After what seemed an interminable
time of plodding and stumbling in
the darkness, with scarcely suppress-
ed murmurings and ejaculations
which were not all prayers, much
concern was aroused among all ranks
by the appearance of a strange light
upon the horizon in our rear. This
we afterwards knew to have heen our
first sight of the comet of 1882, the
beautiful appearance of which in the
clear atmosphere of Egypt we subse-
quently learned to admire during the
weeks it continued visible. Little op-
portunity was, however, given on this
morning of the 13th September to
take much notice of what was behind ;
then all our thoughts were in front,
and scarcely had the first signs of
approaching dawn been ohserved
when the force was halted and whis.
pered cautions passed along that we
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were now close to the enemy’s posi-
tion.

Thanks to their carelessness and
lack of discipline, the Egyptian out-
posts, which should have warned their
main body of our approach, were
cleverly captured by our Mounted

Infantry in advance, and thus when
the line had again moved forward a
few hundred yards it was practically
safe from the fire with which the
enemy had counted upon receiving us
upon the slightly elevated plateau,
which at about 1,100 vards from the

The extreme left of the Egyptian position in the desert, with debris of the fight

EGYPTIAN EARTHWORK AT TEL-EL-KEBIR
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earthworks, extended along almost
the whole of his position. West of
this plateau the ground dipped for
several hundred yards, and then
again rose at a gentle slope to the
low gravel ridge ecrowned by the
Egyptian earthworks. In front of
the centre of their line and at about
400 yards from it, was a one-gun
field redoubt, a cannon shot from
which was to be the signal for vol-
ley firing by double companies and
the opening of the field guns all
along the entrenchments upon the
plateau in their front, where they
expected our troops to be. The plan
was good, but the Egyptians natur-
ally counted upon being notified by
their advanced posts of our approach
in time to prevent our men ever get-
ting beyond the edge of the plateau,
the whole area of which would be
swept by their fire. Ay it was, on
going over the ground afterwards,
the surface in many places from
1,100-2,000 yards from the entrench-
ments was furrowed by shell and
rifle fire like a farmer’s field, and it
was not difficult to imagine the pun-
ishment our force would have sus-
tained had the Egyptian plans not
utterly miscarried owing to the in-
efficiency of their advanced posts.
Our men, however, being in the hol-
low ground, the first outbursts of fire
from the trenches all went overhead ;
one of the first men killed being a
Royal Artillery gunner sitting on his
limber far in rear and probably
asleep or dozing as the batteries
crawled along at a slow walk, with
wheels of guns and limbers bound up
with hay to prevent noise as they
crunched along over the gravel,

It is very doubtful if any man
in our little army of that morning
will ever forget that first cannon shot,
the enemy’s signal from the one-gun
redoubt, which opened the engage-
ment. For hours we had bheen plod-
ding along in the darkness, footsore
and  half  asleep—the watcehful
anxiety of the first hour’s march hav-
ing been worn off by the eleven miles

of shuffling over sand and gravel in
the darkness—but that one reverber-
ating ‘‘boom’’ in the silence of the
early morning brought everyone ‘‘up-
standing,”” wide awake to the know-
ledge that something was now hap-
pening. No longer any need for
silence. Loud commands of ‘‘fix
bayonets,”’ ‘“double,”’ “‘steady by the
centre’’ were followed by those crash-
ing volleys which straight ahead in
the darkness appeared in places long
lines of fire, like lightning flashes, ex-
tending right and left, while others
by their flickerings and lack of mar-
tial uniformity told of a hasty man-
ning of the parapet by excited and
startled men. Marvellous is the effect
of rifle fire upon even the most tired
and weary mortals. Gone in a mo-
ment was all thought of the long and
tedious march ; sleeplessness was ban-
ished instantly, all dashed forward
with every sense alert—nervous no
doubt and filled with a strange feel-
ing of repressed excitement difficult
to describe, but keen to get beyond
that parapet, the dim outline of
which was now visible, fringed with
its vicious lightning flashes, and, af-
ter the first volleys, accompanied by
the louder hooming of the field guns
all along the line.

It was not the writer’s fortune to
be in the front line of the troops
most exposed in the attack—the gal-
lant  ““Highland Brigade’’—and
which, owing to the diffieulty of keep-
ing touch and direction in the dark-
ness, as well as the angle which the
line of march had taken up with the
entrenchments or main objective, had
got out of line with the other troops.
The 2nd Brigade (with which the
writer served), under Major-General
Gerald Graham, was some distance
to the right rear of the Scottish regi-
ments, as well as farther from the
parapet when the actual firing began.
Theoretically, all should have heen in
line together, bhut nothing is more
dlf’ficult at any time than to ensure
a simultaneous attack by many units ;
and, of course, this is gl the more
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difficult when preceded by a night
march of many miles. The conse-
quence was that for several minutes
the brunt of the enemy’s resistance
fell upon the 3rd or ‘“Highland”’
Brigade, which, being the only troops

at first seen in the dim light by the
Egyptians, was given the monopoly
of attention by those manning the
parapet to right and left, as well as
directly in their front. In much
shorter time, however, than it takes

The front face of some of the

gun redoubts in the front line

EGYPTIAN TRENCHES AT TEL-EL-KEBIR
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now to describe it, the Highlanders
were in the front trench, scrambling
and assisting each other up the outer
face of the parapet, while Graham’s
Brigade, hastening forward at top
speed, prolonged the line of attack
to the extreme right. The next five
minutes was a ‘‘wild”’ time indeed,
a veritable Donnybrook Fair, but
with more serious and lasting conse-
quences, since it was not only ‘‘hit
wherever you see a head,”’ but also
Jab with the bayonet at anything and
everything in front of you. As the
prisoners of war expressed it after-
wards, ‘It was not war, but simply
a great wave of brown helmets,’’ as
our men surged over the parapet and
on the other side engaged in hand to
hand combat with the bayonet; for
it will be remembered they had no
cartridges loose for instant use in the
rifle.  The effect of this silent sur-
Qrise was startling. The poor Egyp-
tians, finding we were so much closer
than they had imagined possible, lost
heart on seeing our men amongst
them, and, with the exceptions of in-
dividuals here and there, and in the
main the men of the Egyptian Field
Artll.lery, made but a very poor fight
of it.  The artillerymen fought
valiantly with gun rammers, spades,
shovels, and anything they could lay
their hands to, and wherever there
was a gun our men had a lively time
around it. In the intervals, however,
or ““curtains’’ of the earthworks he.
tween the gun redoubts, the enemy
appeared panic-stricken, Many of
the Egyptian officers made brave at-
tempts to stem the tide. Here and
there a devoted few would rally, drop
on the knee and fire, then retire, to
do the same again farther on.

It was now daylight, and the scat-
tered groups of individuals of various
regiments who had at the first oppor-
tunity loosened their ammunition and
were firing independently upon the

fleeing Egyptians, were reformed as
hastily as possible, while our Horse
and Field Artillery, coming up from
the rear at a gallop, got over the
works wherever they could do so,
and, dashing on in front, came into
action with case and -shrapnel upon
the flying foe, now thoroughly de-
moralised. About this time Sir Gar-
net Wolseley and his staff rode along
the line from the right and were re-
ceived with vociferous cheers from
the elated troops in the midst of the
débris of the enemy’s bivouaes in
rear of the entrenchments and sur-
rounded by many of the dead and
dying of both armies. The scene was
one well calculated to make any Gen-
eral rejoice. Securely planted within
the enemy’s position, which a few
hours before had seemed capable of
keeping his forece with much suffer-
ing in the desert for an unknown
period—that enemy now a paniec-
stricken mob in the utmost confusion,
each individual who could do so fly-
ing for his life, and leaving wounded,
guns, stores, and supplies of all kinds
behind—his own troops flushed with
success and scarcely at all affected by
the small losses sustained—no wonder
if Sir Garnet felt devoutly thankful,
while the morning’s events gave great
promise of the fulfilment of his nro-
phecy made some three months earlier
before leaving England, and which
was literally carried out to the let-
ter by the surrender of Cairo by
Arabi and Toulba Pashas to Sir
Drury Lowe and his cavalry in the
evening of the next day, the four-
teenth September.*

The advance of the front line was
at once continued, following closely
the demoralised Egyptians, while to
the pressure of the infantry and ar-
tillery was soon added that of the
two brigades of cavalry from either
flank—the British Life Guards, 4th
and Tth Dragoon Guards, and 19th

*In a report made in -:Ivune, 1832, at the War Office regardi e then ’
; L Tep 1 1832, » W garding the then proposed
intervention in Egypt, Sir Garnet Wolseley, as Adjutant-General to the F‘or]oos? had

stated that by the 14th September the Expedi

tionary Force would have secured Cairo.

He was vindicated with an exactitude extraordinary in the annals of war.—C, W,
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Showing the rear of a gun redoubt and seattered ammunition
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Hussars, from the north-east or left
of the enemy’s position, and the In-
dian Lancers and Light Cavalry, from
the south-east or right of the line
of earthworks, while the Brigade of
Foot Guards, under H.R.H. the Duke
of Connaught, continued a compact,
formed body as the general reserve in
rear of the advancing line and con-
forming to its movements.
Personally, my own experiences I
believe to have been in some respects
unique. Secaling the parapet in rear
of the attack made by the 2 High-
land Light Infantry (old 74th Regi-
ment), I had, as a corporal, with a
small squad of men, been left for a
little time to watech prisoners and
assist the regimental first line trans-
port when it came up in getting over
the entrenchments. Several cases had
occurred after our first line had
passed of wounded Egyptians sham-
ming dead firing upon our men
from the rear, and even after the
reserve had crossed, a colour-sergeant
of the Coldstream Guards was shot
in the back by a man who had been
passed by lying on his face, with his
rifle under him, shamming dead, so it
was very necessary to exercise care
in this respect. In crossing the front
diteh a number of our casualties were
met with, and I particularly remem-
ber seeing young Lieutenant Stirling,
of the H. L. I., who had been shot
fair in the centre of the forehead and
looked exactly as if he were asleep.
He had just joined from Sandhurst
a few weeks previously. Inside the
parapet many dead and wounded lay
aboqt, and there were some very har-
rowing scenes, Close to where we
crossed over a young Egyptian artil-
leryman, badly wounded and bleed-
ing profusely, had propped himself
with his back against the parapet,
and as we approached him asked in
excellent English for a drink of wa-
ter. To say that we were surprised
is to put it very mildly. T asked him
where he had learned English and he
said in the mission school at Cairo,
where he had been a pupil until con-

scripted and detailed to one of the
batteries. We moved on with regret
that we could not do more for him,
but knowing that our ambulance par-
ties would soon be along to do what
they could, after attending to our
own wounded. In one of the trenches
we found an old, gray-haired man in
the loose gown or ‘‘gibbeh’’ of a fel-
lah and wearing on a cord around his
neck the Turkish war medal for the
Crimean, 1854-56. The peor old chap
had evidently been one of the Egyp-
tian contingent to the Turkish Army
in the Crimea, and it seemed a
strange destiny that he should have
met death in his old days at the
hands of the allies of his youthful ser-
vice.

In one of the gun redoubts, where
a stubborn hand-to-hand struggle had
taken place, some ten or a dozen
Egyptians were lying intermingled
with several of our men. Some of
the latter had been shot, while others
had had their heads fearfully smashed
by spades or shovels. The Egyptians
had all been bayoneted. One young
Highlander lay on his back, with his
head horribly smashed, but he still
grasped his rifle, which was bloody
almost from bayonet to butt. He had
certainly fought fiercely while he
could. All along the line in rear of
the infantry parapets and about a
pace apart were boxes of rifle am-
munition with the lids removed, but
in most cases with scarcely a packet
missing. The cooking fires were still
burning and meat frying in the pans,
and everywhere evidences of the sur-
prise were most apparent. Farther on
as we advanced in rear of our in-
fantry, following up the flying
enemy, the trouble effects of our
heavy Martini-Henry rifle bullet were
met with., Tt is certainly something
to be grateful for that the wounds in-
flicted by our modern small ecalibre
projectile, as experienced in South
Africa and elsewhere, are much less
terrible,

Perhaps the most spectacular event
of the day was the charge of the



A CANADIAN’S RECOLLECTIONS OF TEL-EL-KEBIR 59

Indian Cavalry Brigade, which after
turning the right flank of the enemy’s
position swept on in pursuit of the
flying thousands. With an open and
unrestricted front and on a praec-
tically level plain the two regiments
of Bengal Lancers (9th and 13th),
with the 6th Bombay Light Cavalry,
fairly tore up the ground as they
launched themselves at full gallop
after the mob of fugitives. Never
before had I realised the meaning of
that expression in the Bible, ‘‘ter-
rible as an army with banners.’’ This
brigade of horse had no banners in
the general acceptance of the term,
but the little pennons of red and
white on the lance heads, which have
such a fine effect at the ‘‘carry,”’
must have been terrifying in the ex-
treme to the panic-stricken men whom
they were so fast approaching, as the
lances sank in line at the charge
fringed by a row of swarthy bearded
faces, fierce with the lust to kill and
intoxicated with the easy victory.
Few met the charge with any attempt
at resistance—most of them dropped
upon the ground, hoping the horses
would pass over them. Others threw
away ‘their arms, and, dropping upon
the sand, held up their handsin token
of surrender. Men talk of the days
of cavalry being over. They are over,
undoubtedly, in an attack against a
well-armed foe, but once that enemy
has been turned or broken there is
nothing like the horsemen for reap-
ing “‘the fruits of victory.”” In this
case even our own men, looking on
with jubilation from afar, felt all the
impressive effects of the terrifying
spectacle presented by those flying
horses tipped in front with the flut-
tering pennons and flashing lance
points. The lesson was not lost upon
our men, because, of course, it was
quickly pointed out that even the
Egyptians, had they been capable of
proper discipline and eohesion, could
have emptied half the saddles before
the threatening lances became effec-
tive. Mo do this sort of thing, how-
ever, men must ‘‘keep their heads.”

The pursuit continued for about
two miles, 'when we came upon the
enemy’s standing camp opposite the
little railway station of Tel-el-Kebir,
behind which ran the ‘‘Sweetwater’’
Canal, with the village of Tel-el-Kebir
set back some little distance to the
southward. The road to the village
led over an iron bridge spanning the
canal, and thence through what had
been a few hours before a beautiful
field of wheat, of perhaps 30 acres,
dead ripe and ready for the reaper.
Flying men in thousands in their
eagerness to escape had run through
the field along its whole extent and
scarcely a stalk was left standing.
The congestion at the bridge must
have been terrible, but most of those
who got away evidently swam the
canal, and then rushed through the
wheat field like a terrified mob. The
whole field was trodden till it looked
like an immense threshing floor. At
the south end of the bridge were
some gruesome sights—camels and
horses disembowelled, with many men
lying about, the effects of shell fire
from our horse artillery, whose motto
evidently is ‘‘once get the enemy on
the run, keep him on the run.”’

The enemy’s camp was large, and
the rows and rows of tents abandoned
by their owners, with here and
there large stacks of all kinds of
sgpplies, with boxes of ammunition
piled up like cordwood, afforded ex-
cellent opportunity for rummage,
whlgh for some time was allowed to
be indulged in bhefore the troops
could be ecollected and formed up.
Many and curious were the spoils—
one gunner of the R. A. was reported
to have got a hag with 1,200 sover-
eigns from one staff officer’s tent,
though  the  authorities secured
Arabi’s tent, with the headquarters
papers, and specie, and very soon
guards were mounted and general
looting and rummaging suppressed.
After the seriousness of the morn-
ing’s work, it was, however, comical
in the extreme to see the ‘‘Tommies’’
who had been fortunate enough to

-
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find them here and there rigged out
in all the gorgeousness of Kastern
costume. Here a tall guardsman
would be met in the flowing robes
of a Bedouin Sheik, his waist dis-
tended to an abnormal degree by his
pouches, haversack, and water-bottle,
underneath a many-coloured sash or
cummerbund ; there a little Cockney
riffeman of the ‘“60th’’ would be
stalking along in the glory of enor-
mous turban, while many of all corps
had secured Arab officers’ pouch
belts, pistols and holster, or Reming-
ton rifles, and looked like veritable
walking arsenals as they inquired
here and there for the whereabouts
of their respective units—only to be
obliged to disecard most of their tro-
phies when they found it. The most
common and picturesque, however, of
the soldiers’ spoils were the Arab
horses and camels, which were picked
up in great numbers. At first the
officers very wisely purchased the
Arabs from the men capturing them,
and many very beautiful mounts
were bought in this way for five
shillings. Laughable indeed was it
to see a big Highlander or a sailor of
the Naval Brigade endeavouring to
drive or bring along a fractious
camel, only to find that nobody
wanted to buy camels. Afterwards
these animals were collected and

taken over by the Army Service

Corps for the Egyptian Government.
The food supplies in the Egyptian
camp were enormous, particularly the
huge pyramids of lentils and the
bags and bags of onions and hard
bread like rusks. There were also
great quantities of soap, of a coarse
““castile’’ deseription, in bars, and
used chiefly, we were informed, for
washing the white drill uniforms of
the men,

Some two thousand odd prisoners
had been taken and these were as-
sembled under guard near Arabi’s
headquarters. To reduce the num-
ber of men for guard purposes to a
minimum the prisoners were at first
tied by the right wrist to a long rope,

the end man was told to sit down on
the sand, the others started to walk
round him, sitting down in turn in
ever-increasing circles. To break
away or be stampeded was soon a
physical impossibility. When. all were
seated, and in order to number them
accurately, some bright genius sug-
gested counting them by their caps,
and through the interpreter they
were ordered to throw the fez which
each man wore to the outskirts of the
circle—these were then collected in a
heap and counted. How each man
ever got back his precious fez is a
problem I am unable to explain, but
the anxious looks from that sea of
faces, while the dusty and begrimed
red-coats of the guard tossed the red
caps from one pile to another as they
counted them by hundreds, were
curious to see. The same afternoon
the prisoners were taken off by train
to Ismailia, where, to their amaze-
ment, they were paid sixpence a day
by the ‘““mad Englesi’’ for working
on the railway, putting in new sid-
ings, or loading or moving stores.
A people must be mad indeed, they
said, who would pay more to prison-
ers than the same men had received
as free men from their own country.

Arabi Pasha’s headquarters were
very spacious and luxurious—large
marquees grouped around a central
enclosure, with cut-glass chandeliers,
soft carpets, in which the foot sank
to the ankle; mirrors, office desks,
sofas and divans, and a cooking es-
tablishment that must have been the
envy of even the Brigade of Guards.
To our eyes this was all very fine, but
it was not ‘‘soldiering.”” The tent,
with its equipment, was given by Sir
Garnet Wolseley to the Commander
of the 1st Division—the late Tieu-
tenant-General Sir George Willis, and
was taken by him to England.

Upon reaching the bridge over the
canal, Sir Garnet called for all his
senior officers and there and then is-
sued orders for the pursuit, pushing
on the British Cavalry Brigade by
the shortest route to Cairo, while the
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Indian Cavalry Brigade and the In-
dian Contingent were directed upon
Bz-Zagizig, the nearest large centre,
where it was expected the enemy
might rally and make a further
stand. Before the Indian Contingent
marched off about 8 a.m. all regi-
ments and units, both of it and the
British Force, were formed up and
a personal telegram from Her
Majesty the Queen to Sir Garnet
Wolseley was read to all the fighting
units, congratulating all ranks upon
their success, thanking them for their
splendid services and expressing re-
gret at the losses sustained and Sym-
pathy with the wounded. This had
been rendered possible by the cable
laid along the desert by the Royal
Engineers, and which during the
night had been extended from Kas-
sassin in the wake of the army’s ad-
vance upon Tel-el-Kebir. One can
imagine the hearty cheers of the sol-
diers after the reading of such =
message at such a time, and if there
was any doubt in anybody’s mind of
the warm feelings of regard enter-
tained by her soldiers for “Victoria
the Good’’ they would have been
rudely dissipated by the earnestness
and devotion shown in their remarks
about the “‘little Widow of Windsor,
God bless her,”” to be heard on all
sides.

Thus ended our engagement at Tel-
el-Kebir. Of the aftermath, the oc-
currences and experiences which fol-
lowed, they may be recounted an-

other time, for as Kipling says, ‘‘that
is another story.’”” The little grave-
yard close to the railway station, into
which our dead were collected some
time after the battle, is a monument
for all travellers to sce, and, if they
like, moralise upon those of our race
who were fated to give up their lives
that Egypt might live and prosper.
Subsequent events have, it is con-
tended, shown that their sacrifices
were not in vain, and may nothing
but increasing good continue to come
therefrom.

As to the lessons of the action, they
were numerous, but to the writer the
main outstanding ones appear to be
that quality and not numbers sue-
ceeds in war, as it does in so many
other things, and that ““‘eternal vigi-
lance is the price of safety.”” In
numbers vastly superior, with - the
benefits of position, and with arms
and equipment which might fairly
be considered as equivalent, yet the
Egyptians lost all these advantages
through lack of discipline and train-
ing, which rendered valueless the ser-
vices of their outpost troops at a time
when such meant everything to them.
Truly, ‘““the wolf cares not how many
the sheep may be,”” and any men

without proper discipline and train-
ing, unless indeed they be endowed
with exceptional moral fibre, are but
as sheep in the hands of even a much

smaller force highly disciplined and
trained in the
pons.

use of modern wea-




A SABBATH IN SKYE
BY ADA MACLEOD

HERE are those who claim that
the Scottish Sabbath does not
ocecupy the high place that once it
held as a national institution, that
it has fallen from its high estate and
bids fair to become more and more
buried beneath the rising tide of
mammon-worship and the ecult of
pleasure. (lasgow, for instance, in
some sections on a Sunday, might
almost be deemed a Continental city,
with its noisy streets, its open shops,
its belching furnaces, and even staid
Edinburgh, with its army of black-
coated, tall-hatted churchgoers, has
its clang of cable cars and its pro-
cession of pleasure vehicles, insomuch
that a certain zealous kirkman dur-
ing the last summer spent the hour
before morning service in strewing
the Dean bridge with goodly tacks
in the hope of incapacitating some
of the many cycles that cross this
thoroughfare and of spoiling the day
on would-be pleasure-seekers.

But if there is one spot in Scot-
land where this criticism does not ap-
ply and where no breath of the Con-
tinental Sunday has as yet penetrat-
ed, it is in the Islands of the far
Hebrides, where men dwell beneath
the shadow of great mountains and
live their simple lives and keep the
same forms of faith as their fathers
in days of old. Strange it is that
within a few hours’ journey from
such a city as Glasgow one should
come upon a region so remote, not
only in its aloofness from all the
hurry and bustle of modern life, but
in its very atmosphere, as if here
the shadow on the dial has stood still
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and one breathes literally the air of
a past century.

Skye is at all times a haunt of
peace. Over its brown moors one
may wander for leagues and see no
sign of life but the shaggy, long-
horned cattle or an occasional shep-
herd rounding wup his black-faced
charges, and may hear no sound but
the flute-like call of the cuckoo, or,
under distant eliffs, the boom of
breakers rolling free from Greenland.
But in all the haunts of men there
is no quiet more profound than that
which reigns on a Sabbath among
the braes of Skye. On the lochs there
is no plash of oars or dip of brown
sail, on the hillsides no laughter of
children or jest of neighbour, even
the raucous cries of the sea-birds seem
hushed and all nature goes by as
with feet unshod.

On the evening of Saturday we
walked through the hamlet and
noted on all sides the bustle of pre-
paration for the day of rest. All the
water required for Sunday use was
being carried in, the peats secured,
the meals as far as possible prepared,
sometimes even the tresses of the
girls were being braided tightly so
as mnot to require ‘‘doing up’’ on
the morrow, and as for the man who
would leave his shave until Sunday
morning he would at once pass be-
yond the bounds of respectability. By
the brink of a tumbling waterfall a
tall girl stood washing her small sis-
ter’s yellow curls, and the picture
was well worthy of an artist’s brush
—the high, grim background of basal-
tic rock twisted into strange shapes
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by the writhings of ancient earth-
quake, the mountain stream itself,
shrunken under summer suns, gen-
tle enough in its descent and easy
to be crossed on stepping stones, bhut
bearing witness by its deep-grooved,
boulder-strewn bed to mighty forces
held in leash sometimes to break
forth in sudden death-dealing pas-
sion, and in the foreground this Ma-
donna-like vision of youth looking up
in quick, shy surprise, a level shaft
of the sinking sun making a halo
round the golden head of the child.

Another picture remains clear on
the mental vision, the simple Gaelie
service on the Sunday, strange to
Canadian eyes and ears, yet in its
inner beauty more impressive than
the stately ritual of many a gray
cathedral. There is no church and,
on this occasion, no minister. The
people sit on the benches of the old
stone school-house, where many gen-
erations of young Highlanders have
carved their names, and conned their
Latin, and gazed regretfully through
the open door at the swimming-pool
nearby. Outside one sees mo rows
of buggies as at any country church
in Canada. From far and near the
people have gathered on foot; and
one imagines that the very walk it-
self on this rare June morning, amid
such a mighty panorama of mountain
and sea and flower-clad moorland
must of necessity raise the mind to
higher levels. The leader is rev-
erend, gray-bearded elder. My com-
panion had espied him walking grave
and solitary on the road ahead and
knew him for the very one who in
their mutual school-days had once
on this self-same spot been his op-
ponent in a boyish wrestling mateh.
And as he glanced back at us out of
the tail of his eye, one fancied that
he would fain linger and talk over
some of these incidents of long ago;
but such things must needs wait for
the morrow, and the temptation is
sternly set aside. In leader and peo-
ple alike there seems to be a spirit of
reverence and devotion that is foreign

to many of our modern religious ser-
vices. The congregation stands c.lur-
ing prayer, all seemingly unconscious
of the unusual length of the petitions,
and in the reading of the Scripture
lesson not only is every eye bent on
the sacred page, but on many a face
is there evidence of the inner vision
as well. Most impressive of all, how-
ever, is the singing. The leader is
the precentor also, chanting the
Psalm after the old Highland fashion,
one line at a time, in a musical,
sonorous voice, and the people re-
spond in the strains of ‘‘Martyrdom’’
or “‘Stroudwater’’ or some other of
the historic melodies of the church.
In all times and places there is a
majesty about the singing of the old
Psalms to the old tunes that strikes
a deeper chord than any hymn musie
can possibly do; but only those who
have heard the singing of a Highland
congregation in their native glens
can understand its weirdness and
pathos, how it touches the very fount
of tears. These quavering minor
strains seem to have gathered into
themselves all the haunting melan-
choly of this northern clime, the
shuddering sigh of the wave as it
searches in hidden inlets, the moan
of the wind through the corries, the
sadness of the Celtic heart, Yet
through it all there seems to throb a
clear dominant note of hope and
vietory; and we realise, gazing
through door and window at the grim
encireling peaks, that on these moun-
tains also have been the beautiful
feet of those who brought the good
tidings, and that here men through
great tribulation have entered into
high estate.

Since the days of the wonderful
religious awakening attendant upon
the Disruption the one great event
in any Skye community is the annual
Communion season. At that period,
under the ministry of such notable
men as Macdonald, of Ferintosh; Dr.
Kennedy, or Roderick Macleod
(known and loved as Maighstir
Ruari), it was nothing unusual for
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two or three thousand persons to
congregate on these occasions at some
central place such as the Fairy
Bridge, where three highways con-
verged. The services, lasting for four
or five days, were held on the open
moor and many and fervent had been
the prayers for propitious weather.
From all directions the people crowd-
ed, some by boat from the neigh-
bouring islands, others on foot, and
it was no uncommon sight to see wo-
men walking twenty or thirty miles
over stream and bog and hill, with
skirts tucked up and boots ecarried
carefully in their hands, until near
the place of meeting. The service
begins on Thursday, the ‘‘fast day.’’
Friday is the ‘“men’s day,’’ when the
leading religious men are expected to
participate, generally by one of them
propounding a certain doctrine or the
meaning of a passage of Seripture,
and it is the duty of the others to
‘‘speak to the question.”” A tent is
erected for the use of the ministers
and a pulpit set up, in front of
which is the long table for the seat-
ing of communicants, But, although
such a large throng is present, the
number of those who actually parti-
cipate in the sacrament is compara-
tively small, so strictly are the tables
““fenced’’ and so extreme is the rey-
erence attached to the rite by the peo-
ple themselves. Warning rather than
éncouragement is given in approach-
ing the table, especially in the case
of the young people. Indeed, it was
customary to place inquirers on a
three years’ probation before admit-
ting them to church membership at
all, and so striet were some of the
Free Church ministers in applying
the test that Maighstiy Ruari, on as.
suming charge of the parish of
Bracadale, at once cut down the com-
munion roll from two hundred and
fifty to five; yet none was more gen-
tle than he in the house-to-house
catechising, that ordeal to which all,

righteous and sinners alike, were sub-.

Jjected.

“Ochan! Ochan! Maighstir

Ruari,”’ said an old man, shaky on
the catechism, ‘‘it is myself that is
glad to see you on the questions this
day, for that Donald MacQueen (the
regular catechist) would bring the
sweat through the hide of the fac-
tor’s gray horse.”’

Some of the clergymen made the
performing of the marriage ceremony
dependent upon both the contracting
parties passing a strict examination
on the shorter catechism, and thus
to the naturally flustered state of the
groom upon such oceasions was added
the fear that he might flounder in
the middle of ‘‘effectual calling.”’

Much of the conversation in the
homes of the religious folk of Skye
centres about the sayings and doings
of these idolised ministers of the
olden time. Apart from spirituality
and zeal, there were also some mun-
dane qualities that the people seemed
to have expected of them, a stalwart,
vigorous frame, a good voice, and un-
impeachable Gaelic. Not for them
the weak bodily presence or the
speech contemptible. Indeed, on one
occasion the parishioners of the Rev-
erend Mr. Rainy, grandfather of the
famous Principal Rainy, went so far
as to lay a protest against him before
the Presbytery in these words:
““When he enters the pulpit we can-
not see him; when we see him we
cannot hear him; when we hear him
we cannot understand him,”’

Nor was the anxiety about the
preacher’s Gaelic without foundation
in the days when the landed proprie-
tors had the choosing of the minister,
for they sometimes placed over the
people some . callow Sassenach of
doubtful doctrine and still more
shaky in his acquired Gaelic. Such
a4 man was preaching one day from
the words of Elijah on Mount Car-
mel: ““How long halt ye between two
opinions?”’ What was the horror of
the people when every time he used
the text, which was very often in
order to fill up other deficiencies in
subject matter, he made use of the
words, ‘“‘How long halt ye between
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two barrels,”” the word for ‘“opinion”’
and ‘‘barrel”’ being somewhat simi-
lar. ““Oh!”’ exclaimed an old elder
after the service was over, ‘‘May the
Lord have mercy on the man that
sent him to college.”’

Along with the memory of the
heroic ministers of the Disruption
who made such sacrifices for con-
science sake is treasured also the re-
membrance of ‘“the men’’ of that
period. This term in the Highlands
has a special significance, referring
as it does to men of outstanding piety
and unusual gifts of expression, who,
as lay preachers or catechists, ren-
dered notable service to the church.
Such, for instance, was blind Donald
Munro, who devoted his whole life to
this work, being led from one town-
ship to another and carried on men’s
backs over the rushing streams. Like
many others of his class who were
not able to read a word, he could in
conducting service repeat almost any
chapter in the Bible without a single
error, and it has always been aec-
counted a marvel that unlettered men
such as these should have attained
mastery of language and skill in ex-
position. Some of the Skye ‘“men”’
came to Canada and served as lay
preachers, such as Murdoch Mae-
leod, who emigrated to Prince Ed-
ward Island in 1840, and is still re-
membered by many there for his ex-
traordinary knowledge of the Serip-
tures, his eloquence and forcefulness,
and the magnetic power of his per-
sonality.

While many of the ““men’’ in their
religious views tended to the gloomy
type, they were not devoid of a cer-
tain grim humour.

“What is the meaning,’’ asked a
certain glib-tongued woman of one of
them, ““of the words: ‘There was
silence in Heaven for the space of
half an hour’?’’

“That is what would not be there
if you were there,”’” was the uncom.
promising reply.,

here was one Donald MacDonald
in Braes, a thoroughly good and in.

telligent man, but of weak voice and
very backward in public utterance,
and it was the self-constituted duty
of a certain half-daft admirer to sit
beside him in prayer-meeting and
when his name was called to thump
him unmercifully until he arose. On
one occasion Donald met with an aceci-
dent on the shore and being unable
to move out of the way of the incom-
ing tide called so lustily for help that
all the mneighbourhood was aroused.

““Why is it,”’ a cavilling neighbour
asked of Walter the catechist, ‘‘that
Donald’s voice is so weak in church
and when he was on the shere he
brought all the people from their
houses ?”’

““‘Because,”’ replied Walter, ‘“in the
church he was calling on God, while
on the shore he was calling on men.”’

To this day the elders are the dig-
nitaries of the community, reverenced
by the grown people and held very
much in awe by the youths, especially
with regard to any supposed breach
of the Fourth Commandment. The
writer, on the Sabbath referred to,
after the simple noonday meal was
over, went out and sat down on the
hillside above the cottage. She was
accompanied by the young daughter
of the house, who removed her snow-
white apron and rolled it up under
her arm, explaining as she did so that
in that case the elders would not so
readily see her. For it is forbidden
to go even so far afield on the
Sabbath. One is supposed to remain
indoors and read with reverence
Baxter and Boston.

Yet there is no doubt that a more
tolerant spirit is abroad in Skye. Not
many years ago if a Free Church boy
were compelled to pass a building
belonging to the Established Church
he would run as fast as possible, not
knowing the moment when some-
thing with tail and cloven hoof might
emerge, and no sorer insult could be
hurled at a man than to call him a
‘“Moderate.”” Now there is talk of
the two churches uniting. And
although the Highlander is a born
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combatant and is ever ready to kick
up a dust over a matter of doctrine,
the spirit of union is abroad, and all
signs point to the time when the
barriers between Frees and Wee
Frees, Established and Seceders,

U. P’s, U. F’, and all other hair-
splitting sects shall be broken down
and one united church shall stand
ready to do her share in the bring-
ing of the Kingdom to the beautiful
Isle of Skye.

BLOOD VENGEANCE

By CLARE GIFFIN

EVER were poppies so red as those in her garden that day,
Never were lips so white as hers when I bore her away,
And knew she was dead, past hope, and cursed, and then tried to pray.

He laughed in his deadly pride, as he sat at ease in his hall,
Laughed and waved me aside, as a thing not worthy at all,
And I fathomed his guilt, and struck—and the thing was done, past

recall.

For T saw the red of her blood and the blood-red flowers nearby,
And her face went out in a mist, and the air grew shrill with a ery,
And vengeance seemed mine to take, for I knew that he ought to die.




MUSIC OF THE SEASON
BY KATHERINE HALE

THAT music is becoming a part of
the national life of Canada is
manifest by the practical support
that Canadians are giving to estab-
lish local effort. It is probably due
to youthfulness and Anglo-Saxonism
that we are not intuitive as regards
unestablished effort and that we have
an unfortunate habit of waiting for
the endorsement of other countries,
If anyone had ventured to prophesy
a decade ago that- within five years
one province in Canada should boast
of a world-famous Mendelssohn Choir,
a permanent Symphony Orchestra
and another province of a National
Opera Company comparing favour-
ably with any other opera company
in the world, the prophecy would
not have been believed. But these
achievements have been made in SO
short a space of time that it would
seem as if one could almost watch
musical feeling grow in Canada.
Not to catalogue with any eritical
precision, but rather to trace move-
ments and events in their significance
to the musical public at large, the
season just closing has been a notable
one in Ontario—taking the musical
centre of the Province, Toronto, -as
the pulse of the movement.
efore the new year the Symphony
Orchestra was well on its way with
the series of ten concerts, which mark
the sixth season of this splendid or-
ganisation, Madame Alma Gluck,
one of the younger singers now com.
ing to the front so rapidly in the
Metropolitan Opera, New York, was
the soloist of the first concert, and
the chief number on the programme
8—67

was Devorak’s symphony, ‘‘From the
New World,”’ which brings to life
many of the folk songs of the South,
which are most interesting and col-
ourful. It was felt at once that this
season was to provide a better en-
semble in the orchestra. Mr. Wels-
man’s -arrangement of the players is
more skilful, and the exquisite sweet-
ness of the strings is now ably back-
ed by the woods and brasses.

The second concert introduced our
Canadian  violinist—NMiss Kathleen
Parlow—of whose work mention was
especially made last season. She
played the Bruck concerto in G Minor
for violin and orchestra with an
added virility, showing that in
a year her art has grown surprising-
ly. The orchestra gave one of the
three great symphonies that Mozart
composed in the year 1788, the one
in E Flat, which breathes the very
spirit of joy and gaiety.

Later followed an evening of or-
chestral numbers chosen from the
French school, of which one remem-
bers particularly the ‘Suite Are-
sienne,”’ by Bizet, an arrangement of
the incidental music to Daudet’s
tragedy, also the overture to ‘‘ Ana-
creon,”” by Cherubini. Further in-
terest was added by the appearance
of Efrem Zimbalist, the great Rus-
sian violinist, who played a Spanish
Coneerto, by Lalo, in a most vivacious
and artistic way. His work was full
of colour and abandon.

Then came a concert which brought
again Gadski, the beloved soprano,
whose appearances are always hailed
with joy, and on December 13th oc-
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curred one of the most important
events of 1911 in the Liszt Centen-
ary, celebrated by the orchestra and
that great interpreter of the master
Arthur Friedhan. To be sure, the
longest work of the evening was the
Beethoven symphony in C Minor, and
the programme ended with Wagner’s
introduction to the third act of
Lohengrin, with the Liszt concerto for
piano in A Major and the ‘‘Mephis-
to Waltz,”” ‘“‘Les Cloches de Geneva,’’
and the 10th Rhapsody in between.
But this was in reality a triumph
of programme making, for it is where
most musicians place the great Hun-
garian—after Beethoven and before
Wagner. This centenary has been
the first cause of a great awakening
of popular interest in the composer
whom some believe to have been the
father of all modern music-drama, in-
cluding that of Wagner. It is true
that the themes, the harmonies, the
treatments of Liszt are echoed in
the moderns from Wagner to Char-
pentier. ~ Huneker, the well-known
critic, goes so far as to say ‘‘the later
Wagner could not have existed with-

MADAME BEATRICE LA PALME

Of the Montreal Opera Company

out first traversing the garden of
Eigzi.

After the New Year came a re-
quest programme, which resulted in
the Tschaikowski ‘‘Pathetique,”” the
Peer Gynt Suite. by Greig, and the
Tannahauser March by Wagner—
showing a decided popular love for
colour and pietorial effect.

Then a great evening with Leo
Slazak, a dramatic tenor from the
north—a giant in force and ability,
well known in Kuropean opera
houses, but a stranger to Canada un-
til this appearance. A great inter-
preter of German song, there was a
certain fitness in his appearance after
the closing strains of the Beethoven
Symphony in B Flat—the Fourth
Symphony—given for the first time
in Toronto. It was composed as a
kind of happy lyric between the two
great epies the ‘‘Eoica’’ and the C
Minor. In its spontaneous joy one
catehes that happy run of ideas, pent-
up emotion let loose in the relief of
lesser thoughts, between two great
creative efforts. The orchestra was
at its very best in the expression of
this charming musie.

Spring was heralded ‘‘In der Na-
tur,”” Devorak’s exquisite overture,
played on February 21st, when Jan
Kubelik performed the Mendelssohn
concerto for violin in B Minor in a
way that was as pure and faultless
as any lark at heaven’s gate sing-
ing.  The same artist played the
evening before at the closing concert
of the Schubert Choir, when he gave
the Tschaikowski concerto in D
Major and three shorter numbers,
with all that marvellous dexterity for
which he is famous.

One of the intensely classical pro-
grammes was that which introduced
Mr. Wilhelm Bachaus, a young Eng-
lish-German pianist of note, when he
interpreted, with tremendous virility
and power, the famous Beethoven
concerto in E Flat—that one which
has been called ‘“The Emperor,’’ be-
cause the year it was written, 1809,
was a troubled one for the inhabi-
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tants of Vienna, when the French
occupied the city, and the rising of
the Austrian forces occurred. It is
significant of the power of Beethoven
to concentrate, without regard to ex-
ternals, that, while the cannons were
booming without, he was able to com-
pose a work which, as regards his
compositions for the piano and or-
chestra, is undoubtedly his magnum
opus.  This concerto was a magnifi-
cent fusing of the work of the solo-
ist and the orchestra.

A contrast of the various pianists
who have appeared here this season
makes quite a study in personality
and degrees of art-consciousness:
First of all and greatest of all came
De Pachmann. The writer has heard
this master many times, but never
before when he was so wholly detach-
ed as on this wonderful September
evening. You remember what Arthur
Symons, the great English critic, says
of Pachmann: ““He has the head of
a monk who has had commerce with
the devil, and it is whispered that
he has sold his soul to the diabolical
instrument, which, since buying it,
can speak in a human voice.”” At
any rate, Pachmann is the greatest
living, or dead, interpretor of Cho-
pin, because Chopin is the most in-
veterate Dreamer that ever put down
his thoughts in musie, Beethoven ig
a Prophet, Liszt is a Poet, Wagner is
a Seer, but Chopin is the immortal
Dreamer of all time., He journeys on
the astral plains, and no one can fol-
low unless he also knows the bright-
ness of the night. Pachmann knows,
and a few listen to him and under-
stand. He is the only occult among the
army of modern pianists. This is to
the distinet disadvantage of the army.
There may he danger in the degree
to which Pachmann has allowed him.
self to become possessed, but there is
also a power which will he more fully
pnglerstood a generation hence than
1t 18 to-day. We are in the grip of
intellectuality in most ways of art
Just at present. Tt is often complain-
ed that Pachmann does not interpret

MADAME OLGA PAWLOSKA

Of the Montreal Opera Company

between the brains and musie, that
he is disembodied. And truth lies
in this. Beyond it is the fact that
intuition is a short cut that leaves in-
tellectuality very far behind, and
everything penetrating the inner cir-
cle of life, from an electric ion to the
overtone of a note, exists far beyond
the limits of the mind. To realise
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De PACHMANN

The great interpreter of Chopin

Pachmann is to have touched Mys-
tery, the messenger of the gods.

Mark Hambourg, who played from
Chopin later in the season, showed
the exoteric as directly opposed to
Pachmann’s esoteric vision. Ham-
bourg also contributed to the Liszt
Centenary, and in the Hungarian
Rhapsody worked up to a tremendous
climax of power.

: It must be noted that our local mu-
sic has profited greatly by the so-
Journ here of the Hambourg family,
who have given, among other delight-
ful concerts, a series of historieal re-
citals, illustrating the development of
the violin and violincello literature
from its earliest beginning to the
present day.

One of the most delightful song re-
citals of the season was given by
Emma Eames and Emilio de Go.-
gorza. The evening was a lyrie de-
light long to be remembered. Go-
gorza is probably the most delightful
concert baritone of the day, and to

the silvery voice of Eames has been
added a touch of golden warmth
which makes it more beautiful now
than it was a decade ago. In a per-
sonal interview Madame Eames said :
‘“The reason that I am mnow much
more worth while than I was as a
younger singer is because life has
brought me closer to people, so that
I love my audiences now where for-
merly I dreaded them. Also, I be-
lieve that to those of us who think
and feel deeply, who live with a
vision, the years cannot but bring a
happier perfection.”’” She said of her
Canadian tour then in progress:
““Tell the readers of The Canadian
Magazine that my greatest wish for
them is that they may ever cherish
their innate desire for beauty and
cleanliness in their cities and towns.
Natural beauty seems to be a kind of
religion in Canada. I have travelled
all over -the world and in this vital
respect I believe that Canada leads.
My message to her is a simple one—
keep clean.”’

There remains an account of the
local soeiety concerts and the visit
of the Montreal Opera Company,
which combined to render the mid-
winter a brilliant festival of music.

The National Chorus came first,
with a fine concert, introducing the
Italian tenor, Boneci, the most exact-
ing work of the chorus being the
motet for double chorus, ‘‘In Exitu
Israel,”” by Samuel Wesley, a num-
ber which is regarded as a supreme
test of thorough choral efficiency. It
was execeedingly well done by the
choir, which improves steadily from
year to year in balance, sonority, and
restraint.

The Mendelssohn Choir presented
two evenings of miscellaneous pro-
grammes on the 5th and 8th of Feb-
ruary, ‘‘The New Life,”” by Wolf-
Ferrari, and the Te Deum, opus 22, of
Belioz, on the 6th; the Manzoni Re-
quiem, by Verdi, on the Tth; and an
orchestra matinée, at which appeared
Mr. Josef Lhevinne, the solo pianist,
on the afternoon of the 8th. Of the



MUSIC OF THE SEASON il

Manzoni Requiem, which was given
by the choir for the first time last
year, much has been written. The
evening of Tuesday, February 6th,
represented the contribution of new
work for this season, and certainly
gave the mind as much as it could
digest in two hours and a half.

““The New Life’’ is a cantata based
on ‘“‘La Vita Nuova,’’ of Dante, for
baritone and soprano soli, adult
chorus and children’s chorus, orches-
tra, organ and piano. It is a piece
of work so significant and profound
in its appeal to the intellect and the
emotions that the effect of a first
hearing is almost painful in its in-
tensity.  In listening the sense of
Time’s insignificance and Eternity’s
value sweep over one in much the
same way that the verbal measures
of Dante attack the ear of the spirit.
Wolf-Ferrari is a new writer, but he
has an old soul. He makes you hear
and think things of which he himself
1s probably not quite certain. At
least, that is the effect. His theme
1s an Apostrophe to Love in the pro-
logue, followed by the first part,
which is a springlike treatment, con-
taining a ‘‘Dance of Angels,”’ and
the most exquisite chorus work, with
an Ariosa and Sonnetto for the bari-
tone. An intermezzo follows, and the
second part deals with the death of
Beatrice, the agony of Dante and his
final beatific vision.

It¥is, on the face of it, impossible,
In a résumé which covers such an ex-
tensive season of music to do more
than suggest the values of any one
piece of work, but T should say that
nothing which has heen presented
this year is so valuable in suggestion
as to possible future developments in
choral music as this delightful old-
world tapestry so pure and uplifting
In its sentiment, so faithful and at
the same time far-sighted a revival
of the rapture and despair of that
stam:y vision which illuminated the
medizeval world, The author’s treat.
ment of the orchestra is significant.
He raises the piano to a compli-

MADAME EAMES

mentary place and by his use of bells
and harps, as well as the deeper or-
gan tones, makes an impressive and
t‘hmlh_ng picture, In the second
part, in which the Angel of Death is
represented in sombre harmonies of
the strings, and the soul of Beatrice,
questioning Death, is ‘heard in the
solo violin, one of the most impressive
orchestral scenes that can be imagined
Is evolved. Miss Florence Hinkle’s
beautiful voice was heard as the
Angel Visitant, and too much praise
can hardly be given to Mr. Clarence
Whitehall, whose deep baritone was
perfect in the quaint ballata, arioso
and sonettos that he had to inter-
pret. The Mendelssohn Choir, under
Dr. Vogt, showed the clarity of tone
and splendour of effect which has so
Jjustly made them famous the world
over. . The tremendous volume of
tone of which they are capable when
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DR. F. H. TORRINGTON
‘“‘The Father of Oratorio Music in Ontario

very heavy work falls to their share
was ably evinced in the Te Deum of
Hector Berlioz, in which effect after
effect is piled up to a climax of dizzy
height. In the ‘‘Judex Crederis’’
the choir was at its most imposing
point, and the audience departed in
a ‘‘looking upward’’ attitude. A
word must be said for the delightful
quality of the Children’s Chorus,
trained under Mr. A. L. E. Davies.

The young voices are charmingly
fresh and sweet. Tt is notable that
the  Mendelssohn Choir festival

brought before the public this year
almost every school in the history and
development of music for the past
two hundred years.

The Mendelssohn Choir, in its tour
this season, visited Buffalo, New York,
and Boston. The appearance of the
choir has become a feature of the
musical season of New York, but Bos-
ton was a fresh page. In reviewing
many columns of eritical report from
this ecritical city one gathers that
even here ‘‘Canada’s matchless sing-
ers’’ were a revelation in ‘‘exquisite
tonal quality,”’” ‘‘careful shading,’’
and that ‘‘reverent spirit’’ which
Boston guards in relation to all the
arts. In spite of the fact that French
and German critics, at least, still
cling to the belief that the use of
their profession is to stimulate and
not to smooth, it is probable that few
European musical centres could be
more difficult to capture, in choral
musie, than the intellectual ‘‘huts’’
of America; so that the stirring of
cool Boston still means a good deal.

Important choral contributions to
the brilliant season were given by the
Schubert Choir in its two concerts
of February 19th and 20th, with
Madame Pasquali, a fine operatic so-
prano; Henri Scott, the principal
basso of the Chicago Opera; Jan
Kubelik, violinist; and the Toronto
Symphony Orchestra.  The pro-
grammes revealed much versatility,
from the simple ballad and sacred
song to the works of Liszt and Schu-
bert, comprising novelties from the
fifteenth century up to the present
time. One of the most pleasing fea-
tures was the A Capella numbers,
which were graceful and well modu-
lated in tonme.

A new chorus is The Oratorio So-
ciety, conducted by Dr. Edward
Broome, of Toronto, which gave two
concerts in January, at Massey Hall,
bringing to Toronto the New York
Philharmonie Orchestra, whose con-
ductor, Mr. Josef Stransky, is one of
the chief forces in the musical world
of this continent. The Oratorio So-
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A distinctive figure among musicians of Toronto

ciety contributed three numbers on
the first evening, one of which was
Dr. Broome’s “‘Hymn of Trust,”’ and
on the second evening ‘“The Elijah.”’

No account of choral work in Can-
ada can be complete without mention
of the name of one who has been the
father of oratorio music in Ontario,
Dy RH. Torrington, who, on Mareh
12th  and 13th, gave final per-
formances of the Messiah and the
Elijah, works which he has conduet-
ed in Canada scores of times during
the thirty odd years that he has been
actively engaged in the furtherance
of music here. Dr. Torrington has
been the pathfinder and broken the
hard ways for others to cultivate af-
ter him. Too much cannot be said
in acknowledgment of his magnifi-
cent pioneer work., ‘

The work of the Toronto String
Quartette hag been ecarried on
most successfully this season, and

mention gshould bhe made of the
Flonzaley  Quartette under  the

3

auspices of the
Club.

In organising the Montreal Grand
Opera Company, one object was to
give Canadian operatic singers a
chance to develop in their own coun-
try, another was to give the Canae
dian public a taste of good opera at
reasonable prices, all of which has
been carried out in the institution of
that magnificent company which has
sung this season in Montreal, Toron-
to, and Ottawa. Tt is said that so
great is the public enthusiasm that
in Montreal a number of millionaires
have subscribed a sum sufficient to
erect an opera house as a permanent
home of the organisation, and it is
the wish of its backers to make the
énterprise as national in its scope as
possible, and eventually to pr_ovulv
other ecities with properly uqlnpp('({
Grand Opera. The organisation is, of
course, a Canadian enterprise in the
sense that it is backed by certain
leading capitalists of Montreal, but

Woman’s Musieal
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it also has on its Board of Honourary
Directors such men as Clarence H.
Mackay, one of the chief guarantors
of the Metropolitan Opera House;
Eben D. Jordon, the backer of the
Boston Grand Opera; Jean de
Reszke, and Sir Edmund Walker,
Honourary President of the Men-
delssohn Choir. Its artists, condue-
tors and stage managers come from
almost every opera house in Europe,
and the singers, though chiefly young,
have already won fame on two hemis-
pheres. Their repertoire is of the
finest French and Italian works, and
the aim is to produce each with an
ensemble as mearly perfect as pos-
sible.

Out of this ecompany three Cana-
dians stand forth prominently: Olga
Pawloska, who was born at St.
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John’s, Quebee, is a professional pian-
iste, has studied singing in Germany,
and comes of an intensely musical
family; Bruce Wainmann, born in
Morrisburg, Ontario, has been edu-
cated in Furope and just made his
début as one of the principal bari-
tones with the Montreal Opera this
season; and Beatrice La Palme, a
Montreal girl, who started life as
a violinist. She went to Europe to
study this instrument, and in France
her teachers found that she had a
wonderful voice. She took up
vocalism and was soon singing at the
Opera Comique and in London. She
returned to Canada a full-fledged
operatic artist.

I have had the pleasure of hearing
this young singer in most of her lead-
ing  roles, Marguerita, Rosina,
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Micaela, and it is my conviction
that she has one of the most remark-
able soprano voices that this con.
tinent has yet produced. The crities
who practically ignored Ferrabini
until she was established have treated
Madame La Palme with the same de-
lightful moderation, but the day is
not far distant when she will prob-
ably be accounted as the greatest
Canadian singer and one of the
world’s famous prima donnas. She
has a faultless voice of silvery so-
prano timbre, and when she has at-
tained more vision in her work—and
she will attain it—her interpretations
will be very rare in vocal excellence,

Ferrabini, the wonderful and
laughing, was with us again, she of
the red-rose voice and the dusky
eyes. Her mezzo-soprano was not as
smooth or as perfect in production as
last year, but the warm-hearted
singer, the skilful actress, remained.

The ‘‘Louise”’ of Madame Dereyne
was one of the memorable interpreta-
tions of a memorable fortnight, as
was the ‘‘Mephisto’’ of Huberty and
his Father in “Louise,”’ the Valen-
tine of Bruce Wainmann, and the
Jongleur of M. Sterlin, one of the
most memorable performances of all,
Indeed, the two operas new to Cana-
dian audiences—‘‘T,ouige’’ and ‘‘Le
Jongleur de Notre Dame’’—stand
out as wvirile and remarkable ex-
amples of certain tendencies in mod-
ern musical drama.

“‘Louise,”” an opera in four acts,
with music and libretto by Gustave
Charpentier, had its first hearing in

aris a dozen years ago. The opera
may be regarded as a huge canvas,
depl.eting the varied panorama of
Paris. The contrasts are extremely
sharp and vivid, We are introduced
to a bit of home life in a family of
three_, typical of the French lower
working-class; the big father, who is
Somewhat of a socialist in this way,
the  narrow-minded mother, and
Lom:se, representing the younger gen-
e_ratlo_n that leans out to life, and,
listening on the one side to the stern

voice of Duty still longs with all
its heart to be free. Louise has fallen
in love with a young artist, whom
her parents will not let her marry.
She escapes and goes away with him,
only to be recalled by her father’s
stern desire. The musical score, which
for two acts has woven the most
marvellous pictures of the glamour,
despair, laughter and light of that
“‘city of splendour,’’ turns in upon
subjective things, and, as in the first
act, deals with fundamental emotion
in a way which proves, beyond all
question, that art is not taking leave
of real life in these days of much im-
pressionism.  Here is the love of
father for daughter in opposition to
that of the daughter for her lover,
the love of age for safety in opposi-
tion to the passion of youth for ad-
venture, and, above all, singing
around and through all in great
trembling waves of emotion we feel
the lure and the endless call of the
city, of the pulse of many people
beating together as the heart-of-all.
Charpentier’s music is intensely
realistie—revolutionary in some ways.
He is a kind of Walt Whitman, as
Massenet is a Maeterlinck in musie.

““Le Jongleur de Notre Dame’’ is
a miracle play, as mystic and exqui-
site in its conception as is ““‘The Blue
Bird.”” Indeed, Jules Massenet has _,
gone Maeterlinck one better, for his
music is even more simple, and, at
the same time, subtle, than the Bel-
gian’s poetry. They both represent,
however, one of the most important
movements of the present day—a re-
call of mystery in all art. “Te
Jongleur’’ was first produced in
Paris in 1903. It is cast for men’s
voices only, The time is the four-
teenth century and the seene a priory
near Cluny, in France. To the monk’s
garden comes a wandering mounte-
bank, with his store of songs and
tricks. He is poor and joins the or-
der so as to obtain food and lodging.
As he is truly a poet and a mystie, he
learns to love the Holy Virgin, but
he cannot praise her duly because he
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knows no Latin. The cook tells him
the legend of the sage bush that har-
boured the infant Jesus when all the
hanghty flowers refused, and so he
decides to give himself and all he
possesses—the little store of songs
and tricks. He sings and dances be-
fore the high, cold image until the
monks would flay him. When, be-
hold, the statue itself wakes to life
to bless, with outstretched hands,
this inspired child. ‘‘The Pure in
Heart, it is they who shall see God,”’

chants the Prior, and the voices of
angels and monks echo the ‘‘ Amen.”’

About this story Massenet has
woven the most exquisite harmonies
it is possible to imagine. Indeed, in
hearing these two operas alone—not
to speak of the train of works: Faust,
Carmen, Rigoletto, Romeo and
Juliette and the rest that we know
so well—one is convinced of the im-
portant mission that lies in the pres-
entation of much Grand Opera in
Canada.

IN AVALON

By CLARE GIFFIN

lN Avalon the lilies bloom,
The still, wan water glides,

Within the quiet garden gloom
The nightingale abides.

Ah, Love that died, and Hate that lives,
‘What do we here to-day,

When peace that silent garden gives
Twice the world’s width away?

What dreams may come, what dreams may go,
Beneath that orchard shade,

We may not guess, nor may not know
Whereof those dreams are made.

Only we know, past fear, past doubt,
That there is quiet sleep,

That this our world is all shut out
From that still meadow’s sweep.




THE OTHER wAY
BY L. ]. BEESTON

HE two men shook hands with the

lawyer, passed down the narrow

stone staircase, and so into Serjeants’
Inn, Fleet Street, London.

‘“Short and sharp,”’ said Lomas, al-
most viciously. ““You can do things
in a hurry in this old country—if you
are paid well,”’

William Peters lifted tired eyes.
An hour back he had been the only
surviving partner of Juxon and
Peters, jute merchants, Billiter
Street. And now the slowly dying
business had been sold to the
stranger. To the stranger he said:

‘I understood, Mr. Lomas, that you
are British born?”’

Lomas, staring fixedly at the stone
flags of the quiet eourt, was lost in
some consideration which was draw-
ing hard, ugly lines on his bony face,
He looked up suddenly.

“Eh, what’s that?’’ he snapped.
‘“Oh, yes. Born in Yorkshire. I’'m
a tyke, right enough. Lived in Can-
ada twenty years, though, and have
naturalisation papers. Hell, what a
dull hole is this Serjeants’ Inn!
Which room did Noah rent?”’

He stared at the pavement again,
busy with that consideration which
did not improve his looks. Peters re-
flected that this man was a hard nut,
and that his bullying eyes gave not}.
ing away.

““Short and sharp,”” snapped Io-
mas. ““Root, stock and branch, Juxon
and Peters is mine. I’'m a jute mer-
chant. Ha, ha| What is jute, any-
way? I've mo positive idea.’”’

“I fear that you have purchased
i

a moribund business, as we made
clear to you,”” said Peters gravely.

“A dead-as-ditch-water business, if
you ask me, Considering which, you
have been confoundedly well paid.”’

Peters winced.

“Twelve years ago twenty times
your present figure would not have
tempted me,’’ he answered. ‘‘I trust,
however, for your sake, that you will
impart some life to its dry bones.’’

“I? Good Lord, man! Didn’t I
tell you that what I don’t know about
Jute would fill the British Museum ?
I’ve made my money in cattle.”” He
pushed out his arms as if the tall
buildings pressed upon his breathing,
““Good Lord, I'd give something for
an  Alberta breeze. These burial
vaults upset my nerves.”’

“How long have you been in Eng-
land, Mr. Lomag??’’

“Ten days.”’

“I presume that you will remain
until you see what you can do with
the business that you have pur-
chased? Rest assured of my assist-
ance in any—_

‘“Oh, rot the business! T shall do
with it—well, what I choose. I have
about as much use for it as for an-
other bit of property I’ve invested in
lately, and which makes me a mort-
gagee on a small scale. That is to
say, I don’t actually own the pro-
perty yet, but I can foreclose when-
ever I want to, the debt being long
overdue. In plain words, I’ve bought
the debt. And I've bought William
Peters and Juxon. And you needn’t
think me a fool, either.”’
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Peters regarded him with anxious,
kindly eyes. ‘‘I certainly do not, Mr.
Lomas. I confess that if you have
purchased this business and mean to
do nothing with it, you make me
curious; but I have no desire to ask
questions. One matter, however, 1
compel myself to call to your atten-
tion. My clerk, John Greengold, has
been with me for thirty years; and if
one thing in connection with our re-
cent transaction has caused me appre-
hension: i

‘“ Any more staff?”’

‘It has dwindled down to five:
Greengold, an office lad, and three
men-packers. As I was remark-
ing____7’

‘“And according to my explicit in-
structions, you have not breathed a
word to any of the five?”’

“I have not.”’

““Then that’s all there is to it. Now
take me where we can get a decent
dinner, and afterwards I'll go with
you and have a look over your—my
offices in Billiter Street.”’

They had the meal together at a
grill-room in the Strand. Peters
dined under silent protest. He did
not take to this man who shot his
bullying remarks at him like pistol
balls; but then, he had parted with
the remnants of his business for quite
a handsome sum in the circumstances,
and had to make some show of meek-
ness. He had wanted the money bad-
ly, otherwise he would have paused.
The precipitancy of the transaction
troubled him vaguely, but his lawyer
had shrugged his shoulders at it,
which seemed good enough.

All the same, the remembrance of
his head clerk, who was working late
this evening, who was probably at this
moment before the desk which he had
faced for thirty years, which, in its
seratched, dinted, varnished surface
had faintly reflected the head of a
young man who had become an old
one: this recollection dragged a lit-
tle at his heart-strings.

Lomas paid the bill, and they went
out. They climbed to the top of a
motor-’bus and were carried through
the city. On the fourth floor of an
office building in Billiter Street they
stopped before a door with black let-
ters on frosted glass: ‘‘Juxon and
Peters: General Offices.”” Peters
went in. From this room a closed door
led to another. Lomas looked com-
temptuously at the usual, terribly un-
interesting office furniture and dusty,
linoleum-covered floor.

“Two rooms only,”” said William
Peters. “‘The firm’s books are in the
other: &

At that moment the inner door
opened, and a man of fifty-five, who
looked a decade older, came out.

‘“Greengold ”? began Peters.

Lomas uttered a startled sound that
resembled a curse, jerked his broncho
hat over his eyes, and bestowed a re-
minding pinch on his companion’s
arm.

Peters, however, had not forgotten
instructions. He merely said: “‘I
should knock off now, Greengold.
Half-past seven’s late enough.”

The head clerk glanced in a dull
fashion at the stranger, who had turn-
ed his back upon him, and was look-
ing through the dingy window. A
dull and emotionless fashion! What
else could one expect? Thirty years
bound to a wheel. It wasn’t so bad
even twenty years back, when the
wheel sped round with a hum, for
that made things lively; but its rota-
tion—the rotation of daily business—
had been lessening and lessening;
and no one knew better than the head
clerk that a permanent stoppage was
imminent.

Thirty years. The life of one day
the existence of the next. It does
not tend to keep one young. Green-
gold had seen the row of ledgers in
the rack over his desk grow, one by
one as he filled them up, each placed
by the side of its fellow, and buried
in each the best work of one man.
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“Thank you, sir. Ten minutes will
see me through.”’

The steel-framed spectacles that as-
sisted light to his faded eyes never
got higher than half-way up the
bridge of his nose. His office coat
was a tattered disgrace. What mat-
ter? There was his tail-coat on a
nail, ready to be slipped on whenever
a customer called. His cuffs, pro-
tected by paper, protruded four in-
ches. And he looked tired—tired,
subdued by monotony, by this eternal
diurnal round on a salary which had
never exceeded four pounds a week,
and which had dwindled in late years,
owing to business stress, to about two-
thirds of that sum.

His stooping shoulders disappeared
through the doorway.

“Will you see the books, Mr.
Lomas?’’ asked Peters, in rather too
loud a tone.

‘‘Shut up, man!”’ rapped out the
other fiercely. “‘The devil take the
books. That thing’s Greengold, eh?
He goes with the rest of this shoddy
rubbish. Greengold? My soul!’”’

William Peters, a flame of indig-
nation burning his cheeks, watched
the other in amazement. Contempt
he saw, clearly enough, but what sur-
prised him was something which had
the glare of hate.

“I’ve had enough,”” growled ILo-
mas, and they went out together.

“We will say ‘Good-night’ here,’’
said Peters, very coldly.

“Yes; I suppose 80.”” Lomas spoke
as if in the least bit ashamed. Hi¥pu
mustn’t mind me,”” he grunted. ““I’ve
& reason for wanting to keep this
transaction between ourselves for a
day or two—no longer—and you
seemed to be letting the cat out of
the bag. About Greengold! What
do you pay him?”’

“Three pounds a week.”’

““He looks worth half that. Don’t
fear; I shan’t offer him less, What
are his hours?”’

“From nine o’clock to about half-

past six, and he’s a steady man.’”’

“He looks as if fresh air would
blow some of the dust out of him.
It’s in his clothes, in his eyes, in his
face. He’s dried up with dust. I
suppose that at noon he goes out for
a bun and a glass of milk; and for
recreation to a lantern-lecture at his
chapel. Phew! How anyone could
live thirty years in that mouldy air
beats me. I guess we’ll part here.”’

“Well, call it a dog’s life if you
will—?

“‘Emphatically!’’

“‘But allow to Greengold the merit
of a loyal attachment and unswerving
faithfulness. Good-night, Mr. Lomas,
I am at your service when you want
me.”’

A touch of the hand, and Lomas
sSwung away abruptly. ‘‘Piffle!’’ said
he to himself. He paused to light
a cigar. ‘‘And now I’ve got him!”’
He dropped the match, and put his
heel on it grindingly.

He looked singularly unpleasant as
he hailed a taxi, and ordered the
chauffeur to drive to Streatham. The
vehicle glided away southward, over
London Bridge. Lomas saw nothing ;
not even the enormous moon, glaring
red through the smoke on the river.
The voice of the chauffeur through
the tube roused him.

““What address, sir?’’ g

Lomas read it from a page in his
pocket-book. It was some distance
still, where the houses were more scat-
tered. The taxi stopped hefore an
ordinary small villa, gabled, with a
wooden fence round it, and chrysan-
themums growing in the front garden.

“Keep where you are; I’'m mot get-
ting out,’” called Lomas.

The driver wondered, and kept his
engine going. Lomas put his face
within six inches of the window, and
stared at the house opposite. A cur-
tain was pulled back, and a woman
looked out from a room at the wait-
ing cab. Lomas recoiled, though the
woman could scarcely have seen him.
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Nor could he see her with any dis-
tinctness, for all his eager staring.
His teeth, biting into the cigar, were
bared in a ferocious grin. His eyes
wandered from the woman to the
stuccoed facade, to the roof of red
tiles, to the strip of garden where the
chrysanthemums mnodded  ghostly
heads in the light of a street lamp.

““That’s all,’’ cried Liomas. ‘‘Get
along to the Trafalgar Hotel.”’

The cab purred rapidly through the
streets, now quite dark; crossed
Westminster Bridge, wnere the river
flowed silently under a pallid shim-
mer, and drew up before the hotel
named. The swing door opened as
he ran up the portico steps.

““Mr. Tredways in?%”’

““I think not, sir,”” answered the
hall porter.

He found a letter for him in the
rack, asked for his key at the office,
and was run up in the elevator to
the fourth floor. The key admitted
to a private sitting-room. He rang
for the fire to be made up, and jerked
open the letter. It was headed simply
““J. and S. Traves,’”” and was a bill
for eight pounds.

““They’ve earned the money,”’ Lo-
mas growled.

Though the letter-head did not
testify to the fact, J. and S. Traves
were private inquiry agents.

‘“Well earned it,”’ repeated Lomas.
“I’ll send the brutes a cheque.”

Hq put aside his hat and coat, and
was in the act of writing the cheque
when a man of about his own size
and general build, but gray mous-
tached, came in. He gave Lomas the
semblance of a nod, tossed his hat
on to a chair, unbuttoned his top-
coat, and flung himself on his back
upon a sofa.

“You look sick,”’ said Lomas.

““Huh!” said Tredways,

““What have you been doing all
day?”’

‘“Playing the blighted loafer.’”’

Lomas began to seal up his remit-

tance. His friend jerked his shoul-
ders to the head of the sofa, pulled a
pipe from a side pocket of his over-
coat, crossed his legs, and sent puffs
of strong tobacco to the ceiling.
““So ends twenty years’ sighing for
home,”” commented Lomas. ‘‘The
first real growl I’ve heard from your
lips for two decades. Ominous.”’
He got up and stood with his back
to the fire. ‘‘I don’t feel that way
myself—yet. You see, I've had things
to do. I’ve been going some. One,
I’ve bought up a mortgage.’’
Tredways made a questioning

grunt.,

““I can foreclose on Greengold
without delay.”’

Another grunt.

“T'wo, I’ve bought a business, good-
will and all. A rotting, godforsaken
affair, but now mine. You know
what I mean?’’

““On that old tack still?”’

““Is that a criticism?’’

““Too bored to eriticise.”’

““I’ve got him nailed, as I swore
I would.”’

‘““Good man.”’

““There isn’t much blood left in
him, but what there is I'm going to
squeeze out.”’

““ Admirable.”’

““Yes, sir.”’

Lomas spat the words with vindie-
tive self-satisfaction.

“I congratulate you,”’” drawled
Tredways. He drew up his feet on
the sofa. ‘“You will smash Green-
gold.”’

““As T vowed to do twenty years
a,go.”

‘“Vengeance so long deferred must
taste very nice when it comes.”’

“You bet! I set an inquiry agency
to work. They acted promptly.
Greengold was still with Peters and
Juxon, and his life has been hum-
drum enough. Nothing sensational.
A boy was born to him sixteen years
back: a delicate kid who went into
a decline and died at fourteen. It
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cost Greengold a good
—for him. He had to mortgage his
house in Streatham. Then business
went wrong, and his salary was cut
down. He wasn’t able to pay off
the mortgage, or anything like it. He
owes money here and there.’’

“Ah! 8o, when you turn him out
of his job, and bundle him out of
his home, he will bitterly repent the
wrong he did you, Lomas.”’

“That’ll send it home to him ["?

““And when he learns what you, his
ancient enemy, have done for him in
so thorough a fashion, the sting of
ruin will become all the sharper—
poisoned, in faet.”’

“He will suffer, as he made me
suffer.”’

‘“‘Splendid. ”’

Lomas glanced towards
on the sofa.

“Don’t get tender-hearted, old
man,’’ continued Tredways. ‘‘Rub
it into him. No mercy, mind you.
There’s only one thing that occurs
to me.”’

“What?”’

“Twenty years is the devil of g
time, Lomas. You have changed
physically tremendously since I first
‘met you in Montana all that time
back. You didn’t look much more
than a youngster, then, believe me,
Now you’ve filled out to twice the
size.  See your picture twenty
years ago and look at yourself in
the glass—two absolutely different
beings. 1 would bet 2 thousand
dollars to ten that this chap Green-
gold won’t know you, couldn’t guess
in ten guesses.”’

“What of it?”’ growled TLomas.
“I don’t’ suppose he will. T hope
he won’t,”’

“Why?”

“Because it will make the after-
shock all the more deadly.”’

““Ah, ah, T never thought of that.
Fine!”

There was a silence.
reloaded his briar, edged

deal of money

the figure

Tredways
his shoul-
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ders into a more comfortable posi-
tion, and threw ome knee over the
other. Then he said:

“I'm a fish out of water in Lon-
don. Just as you have been nurs-
ing the idea of revenge, so I’ve
been hugging the mnotion of having
a good time here when my pile was
made. We’ve both made our pile;
done uncommonly well. Listen. I
want to tell you something, Lomas.
You know I was the black sheep of
the family. I told you that yarn
over a camp fire, and I’'m not going
to drag it up again. My family
Wwas more than glad to pack me off
to Canada, and a mighty good
thing it proved for me. Well, what
I never troubled to tell you is the
unimportant fact that I'm related to
people of some sort of position here.
They lost sight of me, and I of
them. It appears now that I’m with-
in  reasonable distance of g
baronetey.

Lomas opened his eyes.

“Don’t think the discovery pleases
me. I've made my wonderful pres-
ence known here and there, and I'm
received not with enthusiasm—the
cold shoulder, T thought 1°’d lived
down the little affair which got me
packed away. But it’s remembered.
People here move in g narrow sphere.
Possibly it’s my fault. My manners
haven’t improved sinee T went away.
Anyhow, I’ve got the hump—the pip.
I feel I’m not wanted; and between
you and me, I’m going to clear out
of this blasted place.”’

“H’m,” said Lomas.

“I want to breathe; I want to use
my limbs, Don’t be surprised if I
pack in a hurry and get back to the
wild.”’

“H’m,”” said Lomas again. He
stretched his legs wide before the fire.
‘“Surprised? No. I’ve a kind of
feeling that when I'm through with
my little matter I shall be attacked
by the same sensations. Twenty
years was too long to be away. It has

-
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spoiled us.”” He strode to the window
and looked down at the wandering
lights creeping round Trafalgar
Square. ‘I keep finding myself
thinking of the snow-drifts, the pines,
the good smell of cattle.”’

““Don’t,”” pleaded Tredways.
““When you have finished your little
affair. When?”’

““To-morrow.’’

““‘To-morrow you snuff out this
man’s candle?’’

‘“And leave him to grope.’’ Lomas
returned to the fire.

‘““‘Bravo!’”’ Tredways felt for a
stump of a pencil in a pocket, and
jerked down three or four inches of
white linen cuff. He then took a firm
grip of his pipe, and said:

‘‘Refresh my memory. The eternal
woman was the pivot of the trouble,
of course. Her name was Alice
Bar 8

‘“Alice Bartrop. What the deuce
are you writing it on your cuff for?’’

““Interest, merely interest. Correct
me if T stray. You and Greengold
worshipped this girl, and were
most infernally jealous of one
another. Er—er—there was Abram
—Abram 2!

Lomas interrupted with an excla-
mation of impatience,

_ ““The story’s brief enough,’” he cut
in, curtly. “‘I was caught in one
of those chains of circumstantial evi-
dence that may trip up any man,
however innocent. Mistaken identity
has sent to prison more than a few.
One sometimes reads of cases of men
whqse guilt seemed black as death
against them. They plead an alibi;
they can’t prove it. Under they go.
Years later, maybe, someone confesses,
and the other poor devil is dragged
again into the light and receives a
‘pardon.” Such a ecase was mine.
Abram Stoles, a moneylender, and
seller of flash jewellery, lived over
his shop in the East India Dock
Road. T rented a couple of rooms on
the top floor—furnished rooms. I

was shockingly poor those days and
owed rent to Stoles. Pushed hard
by him, I made up my mind to cut
and run. I walked out one evening,
leaving such of my property as I
could spare for part payment.

I had a crown in my pocket—my
sole wealth. Feeling pretty down in
the mouth I decided to spend a shil-
ling of my wealth at a cheap musie-
hall. Greengold was there. He sat
just behind me, and we exchanged a
nod. I had met him two or three
timez only, at Bartrop’s. We were
both after Alice, and detested each
other accordingly. When the show
was over I put up for the night at a
lodging-house. Next morning came
the news that Abram Stoles had been
half-murdered in his bed and robbed.
He made a declaration that his assail-
ant was myself. Mind you, I think
Stoles believed what he said, for he
had no grudge against me apart from
rent owed.

““I was arrested, of course. The
fact that T had cut my tether on the
evening of the crime was dead against
me. But Stoles declared that he was
attacked at precisely half an hour
after ten o’clock that night. He was
quite sure because there was an alarm
clock by his bedside, and he noticed
the time just before he saw the man
in his bedroom. Well, I was at the
music-hall until after eleven. Green-
gold saw me there all the while. His
testimony would have proved my
alibi; but the pup swore on oath
that I was not there at all; that he
had not set eyes on me at all. That
lie and circumstantial evidence did
for me, as it would have done for
any man. I was sentenced to two
yvears’ imprisonment. Two years in
hell., And T drank that bitter draught
to the dregs.”’

Tredways quitted smoking and sat
up, paying deference to the thrill of
rage and pain in his friend’s voice.
He broke a long silence.

““That is a terrible story."’
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‘“‘Not one that I care to dwell upon,
old chap. You understand why I
hate this fellow?’’

““You must. Did he marry Alice
Bartrop 9’

“NO.”

““She refused him?’’

‘I neither know nor care.”’

“Those inquiry -people told you
whom he did marry?”

‘“Some girl ten years younger than
himself. She has always been deli-
cate.”’

“They live together happily 2’

““I know nothing to the contrary,’’
answered Lomas shortly, chafing un-
der this fire.

““Delicate, and loves him, pre-
sumably,”” murmured Tredways.
““That means that the death of their
boy at the age of fourteen must have
drawn blood. Being thirty years at

one house of business argues for his

steadiness, and when a steady man
has a wife who loves him it argues
that he owns some sort of conscience,
It follows, therefore, that he has been
haunted more or less by the deadly
wrong he did you.”’

“My soul!”’ flashed Lomas. ‘“You

take his part?’’
. “I? By no means. He will de.
serve all he gets. When you have
chucked him out of his Jjob, what will
you do with the business?’’

“Close it down,”” snarled Lomas,

““And when you have turned him
out of doors, what will you do with
the house?”’

““Shut it up.”’ Lomas uttered a
terrible laugh.

‘“Where is the house?’’

Lomas told him, snappingly.

“Has he any money saved?’’

““Not a cent, apparently. On the
contrary, he fights hard to make ends
meet.”’

“Excellent.”” Tredways rubbed
his palms in appreciation. ““A man
of forty-five, of his tame, worn-out
spirit, will struggle for an infini-
tesimal time, in a panic, mad with
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fear, terrified to meet his wife’s un-
complaining eyes, sweating agony as
he hears the wolf howl outside his
door, and then—down he’ll go. Re-
venge is sweet. You ought to en-
Jow it %2

“In the meanwhile,”’ said Lomas
savagely, pulling on his coat, ‘‘I'm
going out somewhere. I shall try
a theatre for an hour or two. Will
you come?”’

““Thanks, I’'m so brutally fagged.
I shall have two drinks, smoke three
pipes, and retire early to bed.’’

Lomas muttered an unintelligible
good-night, and went out,.

He felt mad. Going over the old
ground again of that history had
heated and excited him. What a
despicable cur, to be sure, was Green-
gold, who had let him sink in the
mire—nay, had helped by his lie to
push him in! Two years of bitter
shame for a crime of which he was
wholly innocent. How he had suf-
fered! And now—now

Why should he watt for the mor-
row before helping himself to his
desired vengeance? Why not go to
the little house in Streatham at once
and get it all over and done with?
A far sweeter draught than that
former cup of anguish was at his
lips. Why delay to swallow it—
slowly—slowly&

He walked about for
minutes, and then made up his mind
to act. The hour was between nine
and ten o’clock. The night had
turned warm, close. unhealthy. Once
more a taxicab hummed him through
South London, He dismissed it a
hundred yards from the house, to-
wards which he hegan to walk, think-
ing of the precise words with which
he would open the interview with
Greengold.

Lomas approached slowly on the
opposite side of the street. On both
sides was a row of lindens. Green-
gold’s house was at the end, separ-
ated from its mnearest neighbour by

twenty "

-
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a space of ground partly cleared for
building. A man’s tread drew Lo-
mas’s eyes across the street, and by
the light of a lamp on that side he
saw Tredways push open the wooden
gate of the villa, walk briskly up the
tiled approach and ring!

For a second or two Lomas could
not stir, so greatly was he astonished.
‘What possible business had Tredways
at this house? '

““Blight him!’’ snarled Lomas, his
eyes ablaze.

There came the sound of a closing
door. The visitor was in the house.
With difficulty Lomas fought off an
impulse to follow. His blood was
boiling. 'What the devil did Tred-
ways mean by it? There was no light
in the front of the house. He ran
round and peered over a wooden pal-
ing into the back yard. He hesi-
tated. :

“My property, really,”’ he grunt-
ed; and then, after a glance to right
and left in the darkness, he vaulted
the fence and advanced with confi-
dence to where a light from the house
streamed over a short flight of stone
steps and flower beds. These steps
led to French windows that opened
into the room where the light was.
One of the glass doors was ajar a
few inches and secured in that posi-
tion by a hook. The curtains had been
drawn, but the draught through the
open door had swung them apart a
little; and through this space Lomas
had a tolerable view of the room. An
old laaqp, green shaded, burned on
a table in the centre, Tredways, just
admitted, was pulling off his weighty
overcoat. A woman was sitting by
the table, on which she was holding
some needlework which she had ap-
parently just lifted from her lap.
Lomas could not see her face, but
he saw distinetly Greengold, who was
standing up and looking at the
visitor with an expression of trouble
in his eyes. He was terribly pale,
and his hands at his sides kept clench-

ing and unclenching in a mnervous
way.

Tredways sat down in a comfort-
able, quite-at-home attitude. He said,
‘“‘Permit me to introduce myself.: I
am the purchaser of the business of
Juxon and Peters, jute merchants;
offices in Billiter Street.”’

If he looked to see amazement in
Greengold’s face he was mistaken.
The head clerk of the late firm did
not even start.

He glanced at his wife and began,
‘“‘My dear, we are going to talk busi-
ness.”’ \

“I beg that yoy will remain,
madam,’’ said Tredways sternly.
‘““You are not surprised to hear my
news?’’ he added, turning to Green-
gold.

““I heard it this evening,’’ an-
swered the other, speaking slowly in
an effort to steady his voice.

““Then Peters acted contrary to
my wishes,”’ rasped Tredways.

‘“He told me that he was breaking
a promise. I asked him if the visitor
was the purchaser, but that Mr. Pet-
ers declined to tell me. He informed
me of the sale merely.”’

‘‘No, that visitor was not the
buyer; he was my agent,’”’ replied
Tredways composedly.

Lomas uttered a gasp.
capable of mothing more.

Greengold waited, stealing a glance
at his wife, who kept her eyes fixed
upon Tredways.

““I understand that you are—were
—head clerk to the firm?’’ said the
latter imperiously.

At that word ‘‘were’’ Greengold
trembled.

““Quite right,”’ he answered.

“‘In which case you are aware that
it was a dying concern.”’

Greengold wetted his lips and said
something about ‘‘new capttal and
up-to-date methods.’’

‘“A dying concern,”’ went on Tred-
ways harshly, ‘“‘and I am shutting it
down.’’

He was
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The head clerk bowed slowly.

‘It has employed you for—for’’—
Tredways glanced at his cuff—¢‘for
over thirty years?’’

‘“Yes, sir.”’

“You may consider yourself dis-
charged—fired.”’

Greengold looked round for a
chair. He sat down, drawing it up
to the fire as if he felt very cold.

“You have mothing to say?’’ de-
manded the visitor.

“Only that I wonder why you
purchase a business for the sake, ap-
parently, of closing it down.’’

“‘That is my concern, not yours.’’

Lomas, crouching outside, could

scarcely breathe for fury. He would '

have burst in like a tempest, only he
foresaw a touch of ridicule, and in
spite of himself he was burning with
desire to know just what Tredways
meant by this cursed interference.
Also, he was touched by a sense of
admiration for Tredways’s coolness
and high-sounding insolence; it was
& height which he himself longed to
approach, and which he knew was be.
yond him,

““To touch upon another matter,
Mr. Greengold. I understand that
a year or two ago you mortgaged
- your present residence. Owing to a
reduced salary your payments have
fallen off. I wish to tell you that
I have purchased the mortgage deed.
If you are prepared to settle at once
the arrears due, well; if not, it is my
intention to foreclose on the pro-
perty.”’

Greengold lifted his head slowly.
As a matter of fact, he was not quite
sure whether he was awake. His
senses reeled under the force of these
two blows — staggering, blinding,
numbing. He rose dizzily, with an
almost vacant stame. He felt his
wife’s hands pressing his arm, and
heard her whisper, ‘‘John, what does
it mean?”’

Tredways rose also,

keeping his
back to the light.

He folded his
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arms and regarded the head clerk
steadfastly,

““I have come here to-night for an
answer,’’ he added.

Greengold made an effort to pull
himself together. He saw his wife’s
face close to his, with its terrified
eyes, and he kissed it. He turned
to the wisitor.

“For some reason,”’ said he in a
strained, unnatural tome, ‘‘you are
making me an object for persecu-
tion.”’

‘‘ Precisely.”’

‘“Who are you?’’

‘“Take a good look at me.’’

A long silence ensued. With hag-
gard, bewildered gaze Greengold
obeyed the command. He shook his
head.

“I am just back from America,”’
added Tredways in a voice of iron.
“I went there twenty years ago. I
will tell you why. I had spent two
years in a prison cell for a crime of
which I was wholly innocent. One
man could have saved me. He re-
fused.”’

Greengold recoiled as if he had
been struck in the breast by a pistol
ball. He caught at the mantel for
support.

““Not Lomas?’’ he said in a strain-
ed, husky mutter.

““You recognise me, then? I have
altered in twenty years.’’

“Lomas!”’ repeated Greengold,
drawing a hand down his ashen
cheek. ‘‘Yes, you have changed. My
God!”

The watcher outside was rigid as
stone, ;

Tredways looked at the woman, still
at her husband’s side.

‘‘She knows all,”” said Greengold
in a voice of heartbreak. ‘I told
her before I married her. She help-
ed me to pray for forgiveness. It has
been the undying worm with me. I
have suffered. Youw, Lomas? Is it
possible 2°’ :

Tredways, suspecting doubt, flash-

'
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ed a glance at his cuff. ‘“You have
forgotten me, eh?’’ he rasped. ‘‘And
Alice Bartrop, and Abram Stoles—
and that night at the music-hall when
we met—and how you swore on
oath——"’

““Stop!”’ eried Greengold, down
whose forehead beads of sweat were
gliding. ‘‘I begin to wunderstand.
You mean to ruin me. You have
come bhack for your vengeance. Is
that it?”’

Tredways took a framed portrait
from the mantel. It was the bright
face of a young lad with curly hair.
He was just going to ask if this was
the dead son when the thing was
drawn quickly from his hand. He
looked into the eyes of Greengold’s
wife; they flashed fire.

“I beg your pardon,”’ he said.

“I ask you to go, Lomas,”’ begged
Greengold, fighting the breakdown
in his voice. ‘“You have done your
worst. I don’t blame you. I de-
serve every bit of it. I only ask you
to believe that I wronged you on im-
pulse, in a mad jealousy; and then it
was too late to contradiet my sworn
word. I would give anything to undo
that frightful sin. I thank God that
it did not submerge you altogether.
You have prospered, and I have not.
And now you take your measure of
revenge. It is a deep and full mea-
sure, I assure you. Go, please go.’’

He_ dropped into a chair and cover-
ed his face with his hands,

The unsuspected watcher remained
as if carved from marble :

“Yes, T have had my revenge,’’ an-
§wered Tredways slowly. ““The eup
1s empty. I am glad you acknow-
ledge my right. You ~show more
pluck, Greengold, than T gave you
eredit for.!”. '

He resumed his seat.

The woman moved to the table and
stood there watching Tredways with
an indescribable expression, as if she
saw something in his face or read
some meaning in his voice,

-
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‘It was sweet, but it is over and
finished. Look up, man; I want to
talk business.

“I have got on, as you say. I
have more thousands of dollars than
you probably ever had pence. I
landed in England ten days ago. I
said to myself, ‘I’ll find that fellow
Greengold, who served- me a shabby
trick, and I’ll give him a scare. I
found you were tied to a job that
isn’t worth a pinch of salt; the roof
that covers you isn’t your own. I
haven’t a boy of my own, but if I
had it would cut me about cruelly
to lose him. A rough road, Green-
gold, you have been travelling on so
long.”’

The head clerk fixed an extraor-
dinary look upon the speaker.

““I’ve been knocked about, too, but
in a different way,”” went on Tred-
ways. ‘‘I’ve had my angles smooth-
ed down, like you. Glory! I went
away sorry that I hadn’t murdered
you; but twenty years in the big
places of the world shows a man what
his fits of temper are worth—the snuff
of a candle. Still, I did want to give
you a bad scare. Felt I owed it to
myself. T bought up that ramshackle
Peters and Juxon affair; yes, and the
mortgage-deeds of this house. More,
I mean to keep ’em.’’

Tredways slipped his thumbs in his
waistecoat and tilted his chair.

‘““But when I've said that I've said
half only. Look here, Greengold, it
was time you got our of that coffin-
office, anyway. I propose to make
such a lot of fuss over my forgiving
disposition as to come to your assist-
ance in some substantial way. Be-
tween you and me, I'm off to the
wild again; and before T go T want
to make pals. Sure, that is what I
mean. I brought along with me this
evening a few dollar bills and a Bank
of England note or two. There they
are. Refuse them, and our forgive-
ness paet is off—dead off.”’

Tredways got up and tossed the
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roll of bank notes upon the table.

Greengold drew a handkerchief
over his forehead. Twice he tried to
speak, but utterly failed.

His wife put a protecting arm
round his neck and watched him
anxiously.

Lomas was breathing so heavily
that it was a marvel he was not
heard.

““So that’s all right, then, eh?”’
cried Tredways.

““No, no, no!’’ panted Greengold.

“I say yes.”

“Impossible! Tt—it’s impossible!’?

““Look here, if your boy sees you
now—and who shall say he doesn’t?
—then I guess you would please
him, Greengold, by making friends
with me. And I swear to you that
I won’t ever forgive you unless you
let me do this thing,”’

Greengold let his arms fall upon
the mantelpiece, buried his face in
them, and he sobbed—sobbed.

It was a terrible sound, this
of an overcharged heart.

Lomas, outside, drew himself up
and fumbled at his collar ag if it was
choking him,

“T'm.  off,” . .crisd
“Don’t suppose I shall
-again, old fellow.”’
Greengold’s shoulder in a stroking
way. ‘‘Good-bye to an old score well
rid of.”” He picked up his coat hur-
riedly and went out, Lomas heard
the door slam; but he did not move;
he kept his eyes fixed upon those two.

cry

Tredways.
see  you
He touched

Greengold could not control him-
self. His wife was already looking
at the bills and notes upon the table,
and Lomas saw how they fluttered
in her fingers and refused to be
counted. She went to Greengold again
and drew him away gently.

“It is a great deal of money,
John,’” she said. “‘I think there are
some thousands of dollars—a small
fortune.”’

He' yielded to her guidance.
Lomas saw the convulsed face as he
lifted it. Greengold walked slowly
with his wife towards a sofa, then
dropped upon his knees, and she
knelt by him.

Lomas came away then. There was
a sensation at his heart, and at his
throat, which he did not understand,
which he had never experienced be-
fore, but which was inexpressibly
fine. He reclimbed the wooden pali-
sade, and got back into the street,
and went along slowly, under the lin-
den trees, his eyes on the ground,
wondering at himself, at his revela-
tion, at this splendour,

Tredways hurried back to his ho-
tel and began to pack & steamer
trunk, He felt horribly perturbed.
What a shabby trick to serve his
friend! He had got to confess to
Lomas and have his head punched.
What an ass he had been to give way
to this amazing impulse! Every time
he thought he heard Lomas’s step he
started violently, He did net relish
the outlook at all.




CONDUCTED BY BESSIE McLEAN REYNOLDS

AT DUSK
By ETHELWAN WETHERALD

The phantom time of day is here,
Some spirit, from diviner air,

Unto our blindness draweth near,
And in our musing seems to share.

Who hath not in a darkened wood

At twilight’s moment dimly known
That all his hurts were understood

By some near presence—not his own?

YES, that ‘*near presence,’”’ not

our own—what would we do
in this world, with its ups and downs,
its joys and sorrows, without it?

Nearer do we seem to it in the
beautiful month of May, with all its
sweet wild flowers, giving us a taste
of a “‘heaven’’ near at hand, whereby
that subtle, almost clairvoyant pres-
ence near, a spirit we might
almost talk to, to whom we might lay
bare that inner self whose thoughts
make no claim to the land of the
“make believe,”” where Will-0’-the-
wisp reigns and where, ag Sweden-
borg tells us, ‘‘the departed watech
over us.”’

At dusk we have, nearly all of us,
been conscious sometimes of an ex-
perience which words cannot explain,
a something like the snapping of a
chain or the sudden waking of a
dream; since Plato enunciated hig
doctrine of the cave or the twice-
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divided line; since Plotinus urged
his Neoplatonic philosophy; since
Bacon and Pascal; since ‘‘Sartor
Resartus’” and ‘‘In Memorium’’ it
has all been a commonplace with
thinkers that ‘‘the invisible’’ from
the creation of the world is clearly
felt, being understood by the things

that are made and makes Milton’s

question superfluous:

What if earth
Be but a shadow of heaven and things
therein,

Each to other like more on earth is:

thought?
¥

Practical steps are being taken in

the Dominion to organise a ‘‘Peace

Movement’’ in conjunction with
Great Britain and the United States
and celebrate a ‘‘centenary
of peace.”” A committee has been

formed in London, England, by the

Parliamentary Arbitration Commit-

tee to take part in preparing for the
Earl Grey, our former

celebration,
Governor-General, is president, and
Baron Shaw, of Scotland, chairman
of the Executive,
Asquith, Chancellor Lloyd-George,
and Andrew Bonar Law are all sup-

porters of the movement. The Cana-.

dian programme looks alluring and
full of promise.
Men and women are no doubt in-

of

Prime Minister-

4




MRS. R. L. BORDEN

terested and will look for the Cana-
dian Government plan of co-opera-

~ tion.

. The National Council of Women
will provide for a public meeting in
London, Ontario, in the latter part
of May during their annual meeting
and during the visit of the Duke and
Duchess of Connaught, when it is ex-
pected some definite plan of co-opera-
tion with the Government will be in-
troduced for the celebration of this
centenary of peace.

While it is probably true that the
principles of peace and arbitration
are more universally entertained, it
is also true that the sensitiveness of
nations in respect to their actual
power and their relative influence in
the world makes it a delicate and diffi-
cult subject. Therefore, from a wo-
man’s standpoint, the child should be
educated by the promotion of an an-
nual Peace Day in schools, universi-
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ties, and churches, and by special
assemblies and festivals in the inter-

est of peace methods and settlement
of differences.
¥

_ Ottawa has closed a gay and bril-
liant social season, and perhaps those *
who tasted of its hospitality will re-
member with pleasure the charm and
graciousness of Mrs, Borden, wife of
the Prime Minister.

I have had occasion to write since
the new year for publication abroad,
something about ‘‘the Bordens,”’ and
when doing so (as now) my mind has
flown over to Grand Pré to Mr. Bor- .
den’s mother, who is named Eunice,
which means happy, good, victorious;
and I find the temperament of the
gentle mother’s name embodied in the
man who is at the head of Canadian
affairs. Then, too, I turn to Mrs.
Borden and wonder if the man’s mate
in this’ world makes or mars his fu-
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ture. She certainly has a great deal
to do with it, and Mr. Borden’s sue-
cess has surely been aided by a noble
mother and a noble wife.

Since Mr. Borden entered the
arena of political life in 1896 Mrs.
Borden has ever been his companion
on political tours whenever possible,
and ever her wonderful tact and per-
sonality have won many friends not
only for herself, but for her husband.

Having no children, Mrs. Borden
has given all her time to her hus-
band and his life work, and to his
success she has contributed to a very
large degree.

Mrs. Borden’s Ottawa home is the
centre of many brilliant gatherings,
as it is at ‘‘Pinehurst,”” Halifax,
where, when her husband is relieved
from the cares of state, rest is often-
times sought. She is what we would
call an all-round woman, clever in all
things she undertakes. Her hobby
1s art, and many of the pictures which
hang upon the walls of her home are
products of her -cleverly-wielded
brush. Mr. Borden is immensely
proud, and with good reason, of his
wife’s talent. In photography Mrs.
Borfien excels, not only in posing her
subjects, but in doing all the work
f.rom. developing to finishing. Her
life is so closely woven with that of
her hushand that since the new year
her time has necessarily hbeen de-
voted to the stranger and the citizen
in Ottawa, bringing them through
her home life in closer touch with
the sessional visitor and harmonising
the' varied elements of an intricate
socl‘lllal W(I)grld.

) s, orden gives enerousl )
philanthropic causes agld kee;)sy itx(l)
close touch as far as possible with
- the Halifax Woman’s Work Tox.
change, and as one of the vice-presi-
dents of the National Couneil of Wo-
men, sees at close range much of
what is done by Canadian women,

*

Canada was represented recently
at the Intgrnational Counecil of Wo.
men by Miss Agnes Riddell, who has

written for us a description of her
trip to Scandinavia:

It is always a pleasure to welcome the
fulfilment of a dream; and thus it was
with more than ordinary delight that I
embarked for Europe to enjoy a long-
hoped-for visit to the Scandinavian coun-
tries, Denmark, Sweden and Norway. Es-
pecially did I look forward to my stay
in these countries, because it was to be
under the auspices of the International
Council of Women, the Executive Com-
mittee meeting of which I was going to
attend. E

My first objective point was Copen-
hagen, which I reached after a long jour-
ney by land and sea from Amsterdam.
On the first morning of my stay my hos-
tess took me for a walk through some of
the suburbs, with their blossom-embowered
houses and gardens, and out to the great
park, where the deer range at will under
the gigantic beech-trees. It was a beauti-
ful day, the sun shining bright and warm
and the breeze blowing fresh and cool
from the blue expanse of waters be-
neath us. Such a day as I have come to
associate in my thoughts with the charm
of these mnorthern lands. Excursions to
see the Thorwaldsen and other museums
and glimpses of the quaint older parts of
the city filled up the tale of our days
in Copenhagen.

During one of the excursions I saw
for the first time the ‘‘workmen’s
colonies,”” of which one hears in connee-
tion with many European cities. For a
nominal sum the municipality rents to the
working-man a little plot of ground on
the outskirts. There he builds his little
shack, plants his flowers, his trees and
vegetables and puts up a swing for his
children. In the evenings of the hot sum-
mer days, on every holiday and half-holi-
day out they come, the whole family,
father and mother weary from the toils
of the day, the children eager to enjoy
the delights of ‘‘their own garden.”” Very
small is the little plot, and yet it is their
own! Who can measure the boon these
‘“colonies’’ are to working people who are
compelled by circumstances to live in hot
little flats? 1In the seeing of such plea-
sant and interesting sights time passed
all too quickly, and soon we had said
good-bye to our kind hostesses and were
off for Stockholm to enter there upon
the more serious labours of the Executive
meeting,

Stockholm is a ecity to wonder at. Many
a time during the week of my stay and
since, as I saw or remembered its effi-
cient publie services, its fine public build-
ings, its beautiful surroundings, its pie-
turesque old streets and houses, standing
up from the numerous waterways which
intersect this ‘‘Venice of the North,”’
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have I thought it strange that one should
hear so little of this lovely city and so
much of others certainly not more
worthy. Stockholm had hitherto been a
name to me; henceforth it would be a
vision of white buildings and blue wa-
ters, of green trees and quee'r-shaped tele-
phone-boxes and dashing taxi-cabs.

The meetings of the committee W_ell(ie
held in the spacious rooms of the build-
ing belonging to the ‘‘Board of Iron
Trades.”” Of these deliberations it is im-
possible to say more than that they were
serious and often exacting. Being exim:i
tive meetings, they were private andh a
no other spectacular features about thexlnd.
Three public evening meetings Wer;a tGh
in different places, and almost all the
time when we were not at meetings was
filled in with a round of entertainments.
Here, as in Denmark, our hostesses yverg
more than kind, and seemed determine
that we should thoroughly enjoy eve(x)'y
moment of our stay among them. On
one afternoon we had the honour of being
invited to the Palace, where we were re-
ceived in the absence of their Majesties
the King and Queen, by the Crown Prm(}tﬁ
and Crown Princess, the latter the (llgaug .
ter of his Royal Highness the DCI%I e ;)1
Connaught, our present Governor- eneySit.

Not least enjoyable was our last vihe
than to Norway. The journey across -
country revealed many resemblanpt;s .
tween the Canadian and the Swe'dxsd al;:n
Norwegian country-sides. Arrive e
Christiana, we experienced again S
same great kindness, the same Succxi?ided
of meetings and entertainments. S
-to these in Norway was the grand eahl.l i
of the mountains and the fiords,.of v; 1(;0
some of us were fortunate enoug 2o
catch a glimpse, and which, oncl:a J o
can never be forgotten. Then bac Ng?th
to England across the turl;u!enz' ‘;1 7
Sea, and a long-cherished an@1c1pa 101111 o
passed into a no less cherished reme

brance.
¥

One of the important undertakings
of the International Council of Wo-
men, of which Miss Riddell writes, 18
that’of a reduction in foreign postage.

This is a world-wide movement
made at the suggestion of the womextx‘
of Denmark, seconded by those of
Norway, and supported by those o
the United States.

I think anyone who has had a great
deal to do with international corre-
spondence will agree that it would
be a great saving to procure a reduc-
tion along that line. Such a redue-
tion has already heen introduced be-
tween various countries, for example,
between England and the TUnited

‘States, but if such a reduction is not

made universal—and this can only
be done by the Universal Postal Union
—they are in g way breaking
the principles of the union, namely,
a uniform rate all over the world.

The International Counecil is also
applying for the introduction of some
simple form for ‘‘answer prepaid.”’
Of course, one knows that an inter-
national coupon can be bought, I
think, anywhere. ' But it is too ex-
pensive. As it is now you pay, say,
twenty-five cents, and get a twenty-
five-cent stamp for it, which on a
big correspondence is rather too
much to pay on all answers prepaid.

A special request to the twenty-
six nations comprising the Interna-
tional Council of Women was made—
to apply to their respective govern-
ments—that they might present a
petition to the Postal Union for such
a reduction, as the petition could be
presented only through the govern-
ments belonging to the Union,

Such a petition was presented to
our Canadian Postmaster-General in
March last, to be duly presented to
the Government, and the women of
Canada hope for very good results,
which to our ever-increasing foreign
immigrants alone would mean a great
deal. 'We have the opportunity of
doing a great and advantageous work
in making the foreign-ez: happy with-
in our gates and educating those who
come to us, more especl.ally.the chil-
dren, by planting their little feet
firmly upon the path which leads to
good citizenship.



ERETOFORE Mrs.
clestone Mackay has been known

only as poet and short story writer.
Now, however, we have to consider her
also as novelist, her first novel, ‘‘The
House of Windows,”’” having been
published quite recently in London

Isabel Ee-

and Toronto. In this novel Mrs. Mac-
kay has presented some of the social
problems that are caused by the
modern departmental stores, and
thus she creates an affinity be-
tween these great institutions and the
sordid conditions in which many of
the employees therein are forced to
live. Within the environment—be-
tween the ‘‘Stores’’ and the forbid-
ding street where the House of Win-
dows is located—we observe the de-
velopment of Christine, a foundling,
who is reared in poor but praise-
worthy ecircumstances by two sisters
who, in a strong sense of duty, rear
her as if she were of their own blood.
One of the sisters (Celia) works at
the ‘‘Stores,”’ at the ribbon counter,
and indeed it was there that Chris-
tine was found in a perambulator—
deserted. While lamenting the lack
of discipline that made it possible for
Celia to take possession of this child,
wheel her home and keep her, we, on
second thought, overlook it, because
the lack of system is, as in so many
instances, 4 human weakness by
which the course of one career in
particular is diverted from its natural
channels. For the child was none
2

other than the daughter of Adam
Torrance, proprietor of the ‘‘Stores.”’
Imagine the daughter of a merchant
prince living in the humble home of
two sisters—one of them blind, the
other a saleswoman at the ribbon
counter! There you have the drama.
But it is in the development of the
character of Christine and of the pre-
sentment of her environment that
Mrs. Mackay’s best work is encoun-
tered. The three girls live together
as sisters. Ada cannot see; therefore
she remains in the House of Win-
dows, imagining it a beautiful place,
with the windows revealing a well-
tended garden, mot, as in reality,
weeds and tin cans. Christine goes
to school, and it is the ambition of
the other two to rear her as a lady.
Celia sells ribbons—until §he breaks
down. Her illness makes it neces-
sary for Christine to take her place.
It also brings about an acquaintance-
ship with Adaem Torrance, who at
last is taking a personal interest in
the welfare of his employees. Chris-
tine and her father meet, but they
do not even dream of their relation-
ship. There has been a courtship be-
tween Christine and Mark Wareham,
the father’s adopted son. The
father knows that the girl who has
infatuated the youth is a saleswoman
and that her mame is Brown. So he
coficludes to satisfy curiosity to the
extent of calling on the Brown sis-
ters at their rooms in the House of
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indows. Thus the plot develops.
I\V}Tf;:gt‘;)ime the woman who kidnapped
Christine years ago and then aban-
doned her at the ribbon counter, in
order to avenge the downfall of her
own daughter, which she attributes
to the small wages p_al-d by the
‘“Stores,”’ is hovering 1n the back-
ground because her avengement 18 not
yet complete.  She seeks als’o the
downfall of the rich merchant’s own
daughter, and tovyards that end she
plays upon Christine’s sympathy and
entices her into a supposed errand of
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merey. Christine falls into the trap
and disappears. The Brown sisters
are driven almost to distraction in
their attempts to find her. Adam
Torrance, warned by a letter from
the old woman telling him that his
daughter still lives and is about to
meet the same fate to which her own
child had been driven by the
‘‘Stores,”” employs a detective to in-
vestigate.. The adopted son, Mark,
back from a trip to the West, starts
out with a determination to rescue
his sweetheart. Thus we have a three-



94 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

cornered search, which for a time
turns the story into the detective
class, making it a novel of mystery
and crime, with many tense and excit-
ing moments. In the end, which for
Christine looks like the beginning,
the girl is rescued, and in the last
chapter, which reveals Mrs. Mackay’s
art at its best, we hear the happy
heart-beats of no fewer than three af-
fianced couples. (Toronto: Cassell &
Company).

¥

HERE is something annoying
about an anonymous piece of
writing. Having read it, one feels
that for no good reason the author
has withheld his name. Sometimes
the anonymity is merely a device to
suggest mystery and arouse interest,
and sometimes the author actually
does not wish his name to appear.
It is noteworthy, however, that when-
ever a book without an avowed author
is a success the name is soon forth-
coming. However that is, there seems
to be a first-class reason why the
name of the author of ‘‘He Who
Passed’’ is withheld, and that is be-
cause it is a clever piece of imagina-
tive literature and not a real ‘‘human
document,’’ as it purports to be. In
the first place, it pretends to be the
autobiography of an actress. Ac-
cording to the narrative, this actress
had little or no education apart from
the lines of the plays in which she
appeared and the business of the
stage. And yet we read in what pre-
tends to be from her own pen a life
story of absorbing interest, written
with artistie, literary, and technical
excellence. As a pure work of art, we
admire it immensely, except its un-
dignified end, where the woman, after
having told of her laisons, asks
“M. L. G.,”’ the initials of the man
to whom the account is addressed, to
consider her in the light of her ex-
position and then decide whether he
could take her unto himself. Many
readers might object to the writer’s
frankness, but frankness is here a

virtue. The woman reveals her recol-
lections of the boarding-house where
as a mere child she was suffered to
remain while her father and mother
did vaudeville ‘‘stunts’’ on the
‘“‘road.”” This boarding-house was
patronised by second-rate actors and
actresses, and it seemed only natural
that the little girl should soon find
herself playing juvenile parts at a
theatre. She had ‘‘temperament’’
and natural charms, and in time a
manager of influence and much
money offered in exchange for inti-
mate favours to give her the leading
soubrette’s part in a travelling com-
pany and soon thereafter to raise her
to the full status of ‘‘star.”” Doubt-
less the author could produce easily
from real life an instance such as
this, but, whether he could or not,
the narrative reads as if almost every
line were true. There are excellent
deseriptive passages, even to those
that savour of the demi-monde, and
if anyone wants a tract to divert
someone’s fancy from the stage let
him turn to ‘““He Who Passed.”’
(Toronto: Henry Frowde).

£

HERE is no subject which is
more in the nature of a quag-
mire than that known as psychic re-
search. The charlatan and the quack
have been found so often in the ranks
of so-called ‘‘faith healers’’ that the
writer on any subject associated
with psychotherapy has need of con-
summate tact and disecriminating cau-
tion. In the volume, ‘‘Scientific Men-
tal Healing,”” by H. Addington
Bruce, we have a collection of eight
articles on topies which are of inter-
est to all who are concerned in the
modern development of psychic treat-
ment for disease. Their contents
provide the general reader with a
brief, yet sufficiently comprehensive,
account of the principle underlying
seientific psychotherapy. The author
emphasises the fundamental differ-
ences between psychotherapy of the
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scientific type and the psychotherapy
of & faith healing.”” The reader finds
the book to be a popular manual and
is ready, after reading the last chap-
ter, to agree with the author that
such investigations are unyguestion-
ably of tremendous importance. In
this age, when nervous disorders are
s0 noticeably on the increase, scientl-
fic mental healing, which affords a
means of coping with this growing
evil, is of the widest interest. ;

Mental healing, as it is practised
to-day, whether religious 1n ch.arac_z-
ter or based on the results of scienti-
fic investigation, rests ‘‘at bottom on
two general principles—the power of
the mind over the body and the im-
portance of suggestion as a factor in
the eure of disease.”” The ﬁrst' chap-
ter of this book, ‘‘The Evolution of
Mental Healing,” is chiefly historical,
giving a resumé of the different move-
ments of this nature down to the
present. In the second qhapte'r _the
writer makes an interesting dl_stlpc-
tion. ‘“Where the latter (Christian
Science and New Thought healers)
succeed they owe their success equal-
ly with the scientific psychotheramsts
to the influence of suggestion. Whe_re
they fail it is because they ignorantly
‘treat diseases not susceptible of cure
by suggestion, or because, 1n cases
where a cure may be thus wrought,
they lack the training that unld
qualify them to make a precise diag-
nosis.”’

¥

VOLUME fitty-four of The Studio

is sumptuous in colour and
half-tone reproductions and un-
usually interesting in ‘the let-
ter press. There are appreciations
of the work of Jean Charles
Cazin, the great French land-

seape painter; Charles Cottet, painter
of Breton life and scenes; Helen

Hyde, an American artist in Japan;
etchings by American artists at
Paris; Prince Eugen of Sweden, land-
scape painter; Joseph Israéls, John
Duncan Fergusson, portrait painter;
old Japanese screens, besides some
valuable notes on handicrafts, archi-
tecture, and the studios. (London:
The Studio). G

LAKE SANGUISHINE is the name

given to the place in the Cana-
dian woods chosen by Robert Herrick
as the scene of most of his recent
great novel, ‘‘The Healer.”” Here is
the description of this place:

‘‘Sanguishene is far, far north in the
depth of the Canadian woods. You go
north as far as the railroad will carry
you, then crawl for a day through the
woods over a rough bed beside a rolling
river to the end of the lake, then by
boat to the settlement on the other side.
Here you are quite beyond the ordinary
world, in a land of queer ’lumber jacks’
and half-breed trappers, a few fishermen
and hunters from the city, and that is
all. It’s lovely, too—wonderful in its
way. Endless lakes and rivers,
a low range of mountains across the
northern horizon and everywhere the
dark wilderness.’’

To this out-of-the-way place The
Healer takes a bride to live, and it
is there that the woman’s fights be-
tween her love for her husband and
har yearning for the faces and places
of civilisation. The whole story is a 3
fine study of the waywardness and
passions of humanity. (Toronto: the
Macmillan Company of Canada).

*

THE orders received for ‘‘The
Canadian Almanac’’ give some
idea of the interest taken abroad in
Canada. The publishers report that
In one mail orders were received from
Paris, France; Timbirsk, Russia;
Zurich, Switzerland; Port of Spain,
Trinidad. (Toronto: the Copp, Clark
Company). ;



KeEPING IN PRACTICE

Probably one of the heartiest
laughs which the Duke of Connaught,
now Governor-General of Canada,
ever enjoyed, says The Tatler, was
that occasioned by the remark of an
Irish peasant, who one day, while
the Duke was driving in Dublin with
the Duchess, ran alongside the car-
riage and kept up with it in an as-
tonishing fashion. So persistent was
the man in his endeavours to keep
pace with the carriage that at length
the Duchess had the vehicle stop-
ped, and asked the man what he

wanted. He said that he was anxious .

to get a good look at their Royal
Highnesses. The Duchess was much
flattered, and asked him how he man-
aged to keep up with them. ‘‘Oh,”’

he said, ‘‘shure, haven’t .I been
chasin’ pigs all me loife?”’
*
Nor so Bap

Rev. Silvester Horne once heard a
Tory member of Parliament say in
praise of bishops:

““Bishops are not really stiff and
starchy. There’s a good heart beat-
ing below their gaiters.”’—Zion’s
Herald.

*
CavTious

Cook—‘Why didn’t you ecall for
your dinner yesterday ?’’

Beggar—*‘I heard that the missus
was cooking.’’—Fliegende Blaetter.

96

CLASSED AT LAST

The appreciation of the Canadian
winter, which follows this, and the
letter preceding it were received re-
cently by the Editor of The Cana-
dian Magazine :

Enclosed is a poem which I am respect-
fully submitting for publication if acecept-
able.

I can readily see that the religious poem
which you so courteously returned is not
in the class or spirit of your magazine.
Stamps are enclosed for return.

BEAT TO A FRAZZLE

Keen though the air be,
Slip’ry the street,

The Canadian winter
Has ’em all beat!

Fast though the snow fall,
Smow-fall’s a treat,

The Canadian winter
Has ’em all beat.

Go out snow-shoeing,
Bright eyes you’ll meet,
The Canadian winter
Has ’‘em all beat.

Think of the dinners!
Cabbage and meat,
The Canadian winter’s
Sure got ’em all beat.

Rosy-cheeked, happy
Right down to your feet,
The Canadian winter
Has ’em all beat.

Ain’t that some winter!
Just got to repeat

The Canadian winter
Has ’em all beat.



I B s

CosTER (to his wife, who has fallen off the barrow).
you at 'ome, I can see that.”"—Punch

Too FrRANK
*: b
“Yolu are workingmen—-—

“‘“Hooray!”’

““And because you are working-
2

’

‘‘Hooray!”’ o
““You must work. : ?
“Put him out! Put him out!”’—

Tit-Bits.
£

SEQUENCE

‘Mr. Andrew Lang once _asked Mr.

Israel Zangwill to give his services
ity bazaar.
forzsng&?ill.;tfeplied in a po‘fe’a: Sl AL
Lang will, I. Zang-will.”’—Sacred
Heart Review.
¥

THE AVERAG;I Ll
‘“Whi ese clocks is rig
2 }Nélég}}t Okfn:c)}\::.se We've five clocks.
When we want to know t_he time we
add ’em together and divide by f,i,ve,
and even then we’re not certain.”’—
Punch.
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*“ When I start airyoplanin’ I shall have to leave

GAINING

Mrs. Dingbat—“I met Johnny
Fuller to-day. He says I am filling
out.”’

Dingbat—‘‘It’s natural he should
say so.”’

Mrs. Dingbat—‘Why?’’

Dingbat—‘‘You were looking Full=
er in the face.”’—Sacred Heart Re-
view. :

¥

More DieNiriep Now
““When I was a tiny boy with ring-
lets,”” said the man with little hair,
‘“they used to call me Archie.”’
“I suppose now they call you
Archi-bald.”’—Christian Register,

¥

THE SAamwLor’s CHEST
Bobby—‘‘This sailor must have
been a bit of an acrobat.”’
Mama—*‘‘Why, dear?’’
Bobby—*‘Because the book says,
‘Having lit his pipe, he sat down on
his chest.’ ”’—Sacred Heart Review.
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How Fame ComEes

Secribbler— ‘It took me nearly ten
years to learn that I couldn’t write
poetry.”’

Friend—‘Gave it up then, did
you?”’

Scribbler—‘Oh, no. By that time
I had a reputation.’’—Puck.

£

TrE LosT LEADER
(Browning Up-to-date.)
Just for a handful of silver she left us,
Just for a feather to stick in her

hat.
Neighbour next door was the one who
bereft us;
Offered her two more a week—oh,
the cat!
They with their gold to give, also no
children ;
Two maids, a butler, and Sunday
night free.
So much was theirs, oh, why did they
steal her?
Why did they take my one jewel
from me ?

We that had trained her to cook,
clean, and iron,
Fed her policeman, two brothers, a
cousin,
Learned all her brogue and subdued
her quick temper,
Made her a servant to choose from
a dozen.

i ea—

! Z -
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Wild Animals I have met

Swede girls we’ve tried often, Dutch
cooks and Dagoes ;
Watched them break all our cut-
glass, and depart.
She, alone, built a light dream for an
omelet;
She through her biscuits,
reached our heart.
—Lippincott’s.

*®

alone,

A foreigner, whose imagination had
been fired by Southey’s wonderful
word picture of the ‘‘Cataract of Lo-
dore,”’ journeyed across the Atlantic
in order to see with his own eyes the
tumultuous course of the waterfall.
On arriving at Liverpool, he at once
started for Cumberland, and armed
with map and compass, set out on
his search, full of enthusiasm.

It was a hot day at the end of a
dry summer, and as hour succeeded
hour, and still no cataract rewarded
his efforts, he flung himself down on
the dry bed of a streamlet on the
hillside, weary and despairing.
Catching sight of a native of the
country, he hailed him joyfully.

““Can you direct me to the Catar-
act of Lodore?’’ he called.

The man looked at him and grin-
ned.

““Ye're sitting on it!’’ he replied.—
Birmingham Post.
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SCIENCE GONFIRMS THE PALATE

BOVRIL

added to Soups and Sauces gives a pleasing

flavor.

Scientific experiments have proved that it
also renders the digestion of the solid part of
the meal easy by the rapid action of its nu-

tritive qualities.

LIP, A BOX OF

LABATT’S CANDIES

ALE, ST00T 8 (N YOUR GRIP. |

LAGER

4
Gold, Silver, Bronze Medals

JOHN LABATT
LONDON

DOVBLY WELCOME

Our Candies are made on the premises

130-132 @E bry TORONTO
YONGE ST. s ONT. 4
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You Don’t Experiment When You Bﬁy

PEERLESS

BRAND

CARBON PAPER

Oftentimes you will not refer to a copy of
a letter for a year or more after it has heen
written, and if it
has not been
copied by first-
class Carbon
Paper, theletter-
ing will be
smudged or
faded.

When PEER-
LESS CARBON
is used you can
be assured of
having as clean
copy as the ori-

ginal letter for
Peerless® Brand may be run through the
machine for as many copies as may be requir-
ed and will not TREE. All the copies being
brilliant and clean.

PEERLESS BRAND RIBBONS give ‘a
sharp clean brilllant
copy and do not fill ¢
the type and are not |
affected by any
climatic conditions.
Letters written with
Peerless Brand Rib-
bons when copied
in the letter book
give a copy as clear
as the original.

TERIAL U
f FiNEsy i..%,
VALY .’gp,ggn%z

E

SAMPLE PACKAGE CARBON PAPER WILL
BE FURNISHED ON REQUEST.

IT IS FREE. [SEND FOR IT TO-DAY.

The Peerless Carbon & Ribbon
Mfg. Go. of Canada, Limited.
176-178 Richmond Street West, TORONTO

FOR SPRING
and SUMMER

underwear you cannot do better than
wear all pure wool or silk and wool
in light weights.

Medical men all advise pure clean
wool as the best material to wear
next the skin.

It is cool and comfortable,

“CEETEE”
UNSHRINKABLE UNDERWEAR

is made from the finest Australian
Merino Wool only, which is combed
and combed until not a particle of
dirt or foreign matter is left. ““CEE-
TEE” is made especially for those
who apprecxate quality. Every
garment is shaped to fit the form
in the process of knitting—all the
seams and joins are knitted, not
sewn. It is so soft and clean that
the most tender skin can wear it
with comfort and enjoyment.

Made in all sizes and weights for Ladies,

Gentlemen and Chlldren We guarantee

every “CEETEE" garment to be abso-
lutely unshrinkable.

Always Ask for “CEETEE”

351

'UNDERWEAR

'l"lu C. TURNBULL CO. of Galt, Limited
GA| ONT

Manufacturers

ARIO
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#3-1| Knowledge
Leads to Success
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But the World's knowledge is only = .
for those who have a clear brain—
quick to grasp and hold that knowledge. =I-MIBF

It is a recognized fact that brain-
power depends largely upon how the
brain is fed.

il Grape-Nuts

—made of wheat and barley, was de-
= vised and is scientifically prepared to sup-
ply the certain elements, iqcluding the
Phosphate of Potash (grown in the grain),
required by Nature for building and
maintaining the nerve and brain cells that
make up Memory’s Storehouse.
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g
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e ““ There’s a Reason’’
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Postum Cereal Company, Limited,
Battle Creek, Mich., U. S. A.
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Canadian Postum Cereal Company, Ltd.
Windsor, Ontario, Canada.
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RODGERS
CUTLERY

The same wearing and cutting quality is found in all
RODGERS" CUTLERY.

The quality of the goods and the process of making
" has placed them in advance of all competitors.

Joseph Rodgers & Sons, Limited

Cutlers to His Majesty
SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND

| Jaeger Summer Wear Should
Follow Jaeger Winter Wear.

People are more careful buying winter underwear than
summer underwear.

This is a mistake.

Those who find Jaeger the ideal winter wear will find
Jaeger light weight summer underwear just as necessary

for the hot weather as Jaeger heavy weight is for the cold
weather.

Health and comfort both require Jaeger. United Garments

4 SANITARY
DrJAEGER o= G
; . SYSTEM o
OWN STORES
231 Yonge Street, Toronto, Ont.

316 St. Catherine Street W., Montreal

Steele Block, Portage Ave., Winnipeg, Man.
And from Jaeger Agents throughout the Dominion.
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Cleanser

‘Many uses
and full
~ directions
~on large
siftercan 10¢

’()fjf‘}._)x%~) {)j(]
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“93” HAIR TONIC

Two Sizes, soc. and $1.00

Eradicates dandruff-Promotes hair growth
Your Money Back if it Doesn't
Sold and guaranteed by only one Druggist in a place. Look for The Fexall Stores

They are .tll_e Druggists in nearly 4000 towns and cities in the United States and Canada

UNITED DRUG CO., BOSTON, MASS, CHICAGO, ILL, TORONTO, CANADA

COPYRIGHT. 1910, UNITED DRUG COMPANY
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No Trouble to Prepare
A woman can get too much Exercise, and Housework is monotonous Exercise at that

Tt 48 said that the preparation of meals takes up fully one-half of the housewife’s
busy day.

That time could be shortened and she could have more leisure for enjoyment if

Post Toasties ;

Were used more frequently.
We do the cooking for you, Madam, in a factory that is spotlessly clean.
And remember. too, that in the making, ¢ Toasties” are not touched by human hand!

These delicious bits of crisped Indian Corn are already to serve from the package
instantly. And your family will like 'them, too—

“The 'Memory Lingers”

Postum Cereal Company, Limited
Battle Creek, Mich., U.S.A.

Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Limited
Windsor, Ontario, Canada
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THE particles of pure vegetable oil which are rubbed
into the open pores of the skin with the creamy
fragrant lather of Baby's Own Soap renew the life of the
skin—help nature along. It assures a soft, white, healthy
skin and its use delights both young and old: Baby’s
Own is for sale almost everywhere.
ALBERT SOAPS LIMITED, MANUFACTURERS, MONTREAL
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Wear Guaranteed Hose

| Send for Price !.,_13__t

OU ought to wear hosiery that really WEARS.
Write for the price list on HOLEPROOF
HOSIERY—six pairs guaranteed to wear without

holes, rips or darns for six months.

A MILLION PEOPLE are wearing Holeproof Hose be-
cause of the wonderful service and comfort they give. These
hose are so made that they wear longer than any other hose and
yet they are soft and flexible. They are made in the lightest
weights if you want light weights. No hose were ever more com-

fortable. Wear them this summer and your feet will be cool, yet
| the hose will wear SIX MONTHS. That is guaranteed. Think

| what it means!

6 Pairs Wear 6 Months
Or NEW HOSE FREE!

That’s what we do. If they wear out (one pair or all pairs) we give you
new hose free. 6,650,000 pairs ouflasted the guarantee last year. But we
replace every pair that does wear out without any question or quibble.

Here’s how we get the ‘‘wear’’ and the softness that have made
‘‘Holeproof’’ famous—

We use a yarn that costs an average of 70c a pound, while common
yarn sells for 30c a pound. It is Egyptianand Sea Island cotton,
3-ply strands, the softest and strongest yarn that’s produced.
We spend $55,000 a year for inspection—just to see that
each pair is perfection, capable of the guarantee.
Then we have had 39 years of hose making experience.
We know Aow to make hose wear, and how to make
them siylish, foo. These are the original guaran-
teed hose—the whirlwind success—the most pop-
ular hose in existence. You oughtto try them.

ifloleproofHosiery

FOR MEN WOMEN’, AND CHILDREN

e Look

asiery, ¥
. for this
pinl: S Jrademark

GarkSicAl

Send for Trial Box!

Stop Darning! End Discomfort!

Men need not any longer wear sox with holes in them.
Children may now always wear neat-looking stockings.
WOMEN MAY SAVE ALL THE DARNING! Think
of the darning you do now; then order. Or send for the

Holeproof” list of sizes, colors and grades.

Don’t pay out good money for hose that wear out in a
week. Get this Trial Box of ‘Holeproof” and learn how
hosiery should wear—even the lightest weights. Send
the coupon and $1.50 now while you think of it. ($2if you
want them for Women or children.) Remit in any con-
venient way.

Holeproof Hosiery Co. of Canada, Ltd.
178 Bond Street, London, Can.

Qe Youn Hode olnscsnact?

 TRIAL BOX ORDER COUPON

Holeproof Hosiery Co. of Canada, Ltd.
178 Bond Street, London, Can.

Gentlemen—I enclose $1.50 (82 for women's or children's} for which
send me one box of Holeproof Hose. Weight.......... (medium or light?)
Size.... ...Color (check the color on list below.) Any six colors in a box,
but only one weight and one size. )

Namess vesevsvoivscisines
Btreet covoivssescinsiine
Cltysnsanss

Province ..

LIST OF COLORS
For Children

Black and trn only, and

medium weight only. (319)

For Men and Women
Black Light Tan
Pearl Lavender

Light Blue

Dark Tan
Navy Blue
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Founlain

My Valel’
7N Joronlo
(
“
- Silks, Satins,

Velvets, Feathers,
Gloves. Ladies and
Men's Suits,
Curtains, Blankets, Rugs cleaned
thoroughly without impairing
fabric or finish.
Send your nice things to
Fountain,
We pay express one way on
goods from out of town.
Write for free copy of our book,which
tells all about our work and our prices, M

Fountain “My Valet”
30 Adelaide St. W, Toront?;

N [
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The greatest'

%o~ advance in

l’llllllllmlll"l Food Invention

| since men be-

*0 gan to eat and
¢,

¢ women learned

mm e makesa
cupful of good
" strong Beef Tea

IITIUBE —in a moment. |
'[ Buy the
OX0O Cubes!
4 CuBes 10 c.
I0CuBes 25c.

Bore or Pleasure---Which?

ETTER-WRITING used to be a ‘“fine art.”
Some men even dictate home letters to

almost a lost art.
the hotel stenographer.

Now it is

Letter-writing is a bore---until you find the statlonery that turns
it into a double pleasure--—once for you and again for the lucky

recipient.
WOMEN OF TASTE

write their social notes and ‘‘thank
you’ letters on paper that reflects
breeding and culture,

IRIS LINEN
is a fine fabric finish of just the right
weight and size—boxed to meet the
requirements of critical users.

MEN OF CHARACTER
write their own personal letters. They
want paper strong of texture, heavy
and fine of finish.

CROWN VELLUM

makes of duty a pleasure, Substan- °
tial, delightful to write on. Adds
distinction to any letter.

At your stationers—or from

BARBER-ELLIS LIMITED, Toronto

TORONTO -

BRANTFORD -

WINNIPEG
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Let Us Pay for
Ten Delightful Meals

This Coupon Buys Them All

The coupon we print here is good at your
grocer’s for a 10-cent package of Puffed
Wheat.

On this condition—

We ask you to buy for yourself at the same
time a 15-cent package of Puffed Rice.

Then you have the two foods—the two
most eaticing cereals ever created.

How to Serve

Serve one in the morning with sugar and
cream, or mix it with fruit. Serve the other
for luncheon or supper. Serve like crackers in
a bowl of milk.

The grains are crisper than crackers, and
four times as porous as bread.

Like Toasted Nuts

These grains are
sion.

puffed by a steam explo-
They are shot from guns.

The explosion creates a myriad cells, each
surrounded by toasted walls. They melt in the
mouth like snowflakes.

They taste like toasted nuts.’
For a hundred meals this summer you'll

find nothing so good as these crisp, airy, nut-
like grains.

We want every home to know them—know
them both. So we'll buy one if you'll buy
the other.

When you buy Puffed Rice your grocer will
accept this coupon in payment for Puffed
Wheat. Cut out the coupon now.

Puffed [~

Sign and Present to Your Grocer "

Wheat,
10c

Puffed
Rice,

15¢

Except in
Extreme

W est

(279)

Good in Canada or United States Only

Certifies that I, this day, bought one package of Puffed Rice,
and ;'I;isgr:gefincluded free with it one package of Puffed Wheat.

*“To the Grocer

i i this
11 remit you ten cents for
Conf)nWlwhen mailed to us, properly
si| r?ed by the customer, with ‘your
aéurance that the stated terms were
lied with.
Comp’ll‘ua QuaKER OAaTs COMPANY
Peterborough, Ont.

n not good if presented after June 25, 1912
(T;f:::;:‘:f:u send all redeemed coupons to us by July Ist.

TEN-CENT COUPON

s entitled to present more than one coupon. If your grocer should be
at or Puffed Rice, hold your conpon until he gets new stock. As every
can get more stock very quickly.

NOTE: No family i
out o; either Puffed Wh;
Jjobber i8 well supplied, he

Good Only When Puffed Rice is Purchased

The Quaker Qals @m pany

Sole Makers—Peterborough, Ont.
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Every artistic
home should
contain a

Gerhard Heintzman

PIANO

because this instrument presents the
most up-to-date features and improve-
ments; is in fact the

IDEAL PIANO

for the home. Thisreputation has been
gained entirely through merit during
the past half century of honest en-
deavor. A demonstration at our sales-
room will convince you. Descriptive
literature sent free on application.

Gerhard Heintzman, Ltd;

NEW SALESROOMS
41-43 Queen St.W.(Opp. City Hall)

TORONTO

HAMILTON SALESROOMS
King Street East. (Next Post Office)
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CANADA’S
v PIANO

* The tene is simply magnificent”—Slesak.

q If you stop to consider the number of times

% ‘:':.".i"

from other pianos, and its magnificent
tone is recognized as the NEW
STANDARD which appeals to
those who will have only the best,

Sold by reliable dealers from
Coast to Coast or from
factory direct.

Ask about
our extended
242 payment plan.

Tlle Williams Piano Co., Limited
N MANUFACTURERS llsluwa Ont.

this Piano has been used on the Concert plat. '»f‘
form, and the standing of the Artists who 7,‘,‘
use it, there can be no doubt in your mind )
about the high position it occupies in the :.'
musical world. 5";
Arits like CARUSO, FARRAR, it
HOMER, FREMSTAD, RAPPOLD, i
SLEZAK, SCOTTI, ELMAN, £
SEMBRICH and DESTINN, have o
chosen this great instrument for their }3‘-"
Canadian Tours, because it is different 8




44 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Che Piano MUl Can Play

Many exclusive features are possessed by the
Beintaman & Co., Player=Piano
An attractive booklet telling about this will be
sent you if you mention Canadian Magazine. Any

composition, no matter how difficult, is within your
reach if you own one of these perfect player-pianos.

Piano Salon: 193-195-197 Yonge Street, TORONTO, Can.
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A close front Collar for stout men, with
all the distinctive Redman style that
difterentiates this brand from all others.

SOLD IN BEST STORES IN CANADA

RED-MAN BRAND

TEAKWOOD
EARL & WILSON

EARL & WILSON, New York

A Skin of Beauty isla Joy Forever

DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S

ORIENTAL CREAM :arie

Purifies EMOVES Tan, Pim-
aswell as ples, Freckles,
Beautifies Moth Patches, Rash,
the Skin and Skin diseases, and
No other , every blemish on
cosmetic beauty, and defies de-

tection. It has stood
the test of 62 years; no
other has, and is so
harmless, we taste it to
be sure it is properly
made. Accept no coun-
terfeit of similar name.
The distinguished Dr.
. A. Sayre said to a
lady of the haut-ton (a
atient)—‘“As you
adies will use them, I
recommend ‘Gouraud's Cream’ as the least harmful of all the
Skin greparations."
or sale by all Druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers.

GOURAUD’S ORIENTAL TOILET POWDER

For infants and adults. Exquisitely perfumed. Relieves Skin
troubles, cures Sunburn and renders an - excellent complexion.

PRICE 25 CENTS BY MAIL.
GOURAUD’S POUDRE SUBTILE

Removes Superflous Hair, Price $1.00 by Mail

FERD. T. HOPKINS, Prop'r 87 Great Jones St., New York City.

will do it.

»RTS"O

Original and unequaled.

Wood or tin rollers. *‘Improved’’

equires no tacks, Inventor's
signature on genuine:

~
F“ Why Man of Today
Is Only 507, Efficient”

physician, will explain the lmportanc;
of cleanliness, internal and external, an
the method of acquiring it. .
is NOT a patent medicine advertise-
ment. Itadvocates the use of pure water
and the only thing advertised is the J.B.
L. Cascade, an appliance for cleansing
the digestive tract, with comfort and
convenience.

advantage from this book entitl
Man of %oday is only 507 Effic i
tells you what you shou_ld do, an ka S0
what you should not do, in ord?’r to keep
yourself up to ‘‘concert pitch.

275 College St.

D

<)

This book, written by a well-known

The book

i ething to your
You will learn som ged “Why

ient.'’ It

It will be sent free if you men{mn
the April Canadian Magazine.

CHAS. A. TYRRELL, M.D.
Toronto, Ont.

MARK YOUR LINEN WITH

Neater and more durable than marking ink, on such House-
hold Articles as ‘' Dining Room,” **Guest Room” *Ser-
vants' Linen,” etc.

Your name can
be interwoven
on a fine Cam-
bric Tape for B
$2.00 for 12 doz. |
$1.25 for 6 doz.
85c. for 3 doz.

“on Request:  J. & J. CASH, LTD.

€1 2 Chestnut 8t., South Norwalk, Conn., U.S.A.
Orders can be placed through your dealer.

Cure that Bunion

No need to suffer bunion torture another day

DR. SCHOLL'S BUNION RIGHT

removes the cause of your bunion or
enlarged toe joint by permanently
straightening the crooked toe. Gives @EB¥
INSTANT RELIEF and a FINAL
CURE of all bunion pain.
iShields, plasters or shoe
stretchers never cure. Dr. Scholl's
/oA Bunion Right is comfortable, sanitary,
1 convenient. Guaranteed or money back. socents
each or $1.00 per pair at drug and shoe stores, or

direct f; The B. Scholl Manufacturing, Co., 472
Kl:ﬁ; Sr;mbv ’f‘oronto. Tllustrated Booklet Free.
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Williams

PAT TE D

Holder Top
Shavmg Stick

The “Holder Top”
1s the newest form
of Williams’ Shav-
ing Stick.

The soap is the same as that of
Williams> Shaving Stick in the
familiar hinged-cover, " e Famitr
nickeled box, which g~
you know so well.
The Holder Top en- &
ables you to grasp the
\ stick firmly until the
last fraction is used.

The fingers do not
touch the soap.

New!

That peculiar creaminess of lather, Three forms of the same good quality:
the softening, soothing effect upon Williams’ Shaving Stick Hinsed-cover

nickeled box

the face, found only in Williams’ Williams’ Holder Top Shaving Stick
Shaving Soaps have made them always Williams’ Shaving Powder Hinged-cover

" TR F nickeled box
the first choice of dlscrlmmatmg men. A trial sample of either sent for 4 cents in stamps

Address THE J. B. WILLIAMS COMPANY, Dept. A, Glastonbury, Conn.
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““ Those who inherit Empires have others shave thew—
Those who create Empives shave themselyes."

It’s over a century since Napoléon Bonaparte evolved this bit of philosophy.,
While the first part no longer holds (Kings and Emperors now use the
Gillette) the second part is truer than ever since the coming of the

GILLETTE %

The busy men who are doing the
world’s big work to-day—who are creat-
ing Empires of commerce'and finance—
have little time to waste W}th the barber.
They shave themselves with the GILL-
ETTE, not because it saves them money,
but because it saves them time and

trouble. : ;
Besides, there’'s a keen satisfaction,

to the self-reliant man, in giving himself
a clean, cool, comfortable GILLETTE
shave in three minutes, Try it yourself.

Your Hardware Dealer, Druggist or
Jeweler can show you a Gillette Set to
suit your needs and fancy. Standard
Sets $5.00—Pocket Editions $5.00 to
$6.00—Combination Sets $6.50 up.

The Gillette Safety Razor Co. of Canada, Ltd.

OFFICE AND FACTORY

The New Gillette Bldg.,, - Montreal
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Our Telephones Chosen by
Majority of New Systems

In Ontario where the fight for business is
keenest—where all telephone manufacturers
enter into competition —this company has
assumed a commanding position. Last year
The Majority of Municipalities and New
Companies entering the Independent Telephone
Field selected our telephones and equipment.

Quality Wins

Price cuts no figure in securing the business
of those companies. Other telephones were
offered for less. SUPERIOR QUALITY won
us the victories. Our telephones were selected
not only by new systems, but by those who
had been using other makes, because they
were proven to be the strongest-ringing clearest-
talking, simplest and best constructed. They
were given the severest-tests, and most minute
and rigid examinations. They established
their superiority beyond question.

Business Doubling Free Trial Offer

Between 400 and 500 Independent Canadian If your company is going to replace some
Telephone Companies are buying their sup-  old phones with new ones, or is just starting
plies from us. Our business last year doubled  a system, ask us about our FREE TRIAL
in volume. What better guarantee of satisfac- OFFER, whereby the quality and efficiency
tion could a municipality or local telephone of our telephones can be judged before
company want than the evidence of the spending a dollar. Also ask for No. 3 Bulle-
satisfaction we are giving others? tin—our latest book on telephones.

Canadian Independent
Telephone Co., Limited

Duncan Street i - - Toronto
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Learn now of Hosiery
Really Fault-Free!

Let your next hosiery pur-
chase be Pen-Angle. Examine
these perfected stockings or socks
closely when the clerk shows them
to you. Notice the utter absence
of the clumsy, troublesome seams

you have been wearing. Hold-

them up and study how the shape
has been knit into them —not the
fabric dragged into shape as in all
other hose. And then, when you
wear them, see how snug and neat
they fit—how shape-retaining their
method of manufacture—how long-
wearing our exclusive knitting
process makes it sure your hose
will be—once you cease casual
buying and demand only

lDenA\iﬁj_@

M HoSIEPY
Made by

Penman’s Limited
Paris - Canada

Underwear, Sweaters, Hosiery

5
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HOSIERY
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RLING'S

; AEELSI.D&? DORTER

From Canada’s GREATEST Brewery

have brewed by the old English method as adopted
o 00, and GUINNESS AND CO,
WE DO NOT CARBONIZE, and by so doing destroy Nature’s best and
finest heslth-giving properties of barley, malt and Bohemian hopa.

No fad, no new methods, as used by some brewers who can’t compete

with genuine me

Demand Carlings’'s and get the Finest Made in the World
Every Dealer Everywhere

Moir’s Chocolates have an individuality

that is unmistake-
able.

We select the cocoa
beans —roast, huék
and clean them—add
the cocoa butter and

cane sugar—and flavor
with vanilla beans. The
WHOLE is then put
through a grinding process
for hours, which refines
every particle and renders
our chocolate coating ab-
solutely smooth, giving it
that individual delicious flavor.
The chocolate is then ap-
plied to the many varieties
of centers—packed 'in at-
tractive boxes and offered
to you as the finest choco-
lates on the market.

Moirs Limited Halifax, Canada.
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‘InEAL @ PowERWASHER
)

How Is Your Washing
Done?

Do you do your washing with the old style hand ma-
chine or, worse still, the back-breaking wash-board? Are
you doing this because you think it is cheaper? But is it
cheaper? The hand machine does good work, and is in-
finitely better than the wash-board, but the “IDEAL”
Water Power Washer is better still. Do you know that

theothers. Isnot the saving of your strength,
your time, your temper and your clothes worth
the difference. Ordinary city water pressure is
all you need; with it and the “IDEAL" your washing
is being done while you attend to other household duties.
There s nothing about it to get out of order. The Tub
is strongly bound inside and out with steel hoops,
keeps its shape and willlast for years. Ithas large
capacity, opening and permanently fixed water-
board.

)  Whatthe IDEAL will not k
do towards lightening the drudgery of
washing clothes, cannot be done.

Write for booklet ‘“Aunt Salina’s
Wash Day Philosophy’’—It points the
way to happier wash days.

CUMMER - DOWSWELL,

LIMITED

.
s 13
.
«

HAMILTON, CANADA.
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Light Housework

These two words tell the whole Liguip VENEER story —they tell of cheery
furniture, fixtures, metalwork, woodwork and hardwood floors—of sanitary
rooms—of time, labor and money saved—and of a home that’s always sweet

WHEN YOU DUST WITH

AW A

Simply moisten a cheese cloth duster with L
everything with it—from the grand piano to the dai ﬂlt%”ug,)l t\;'f:riik antdh dust,
mantelpiece. Always dust with LIQuipD VENEER and your dust On‘ll &
carry off all the dust instead of scattering it, your home will alwa er will -
look like new, and your housework will be lightened in a way ys

that will surprise you.

and clean—

“ «CHEER UP”

Trial Bottle Free .o

Write to-day for free trial bottle and - Fo COMPANY
p4 i LIQL e 249-B Lgl;ld&ene’s‘r Building,
s FFALO, N. Y.

VENEER speak for itself. Send the coupon.
Please send me free and with.
out further obligation on my part

BUFFALO SPECIALTY COMPANY, L R S oo ny o

249-E Liquid Veneer Building,
Buffalo, N.Y.

| HOME OIL, our new pro-
Accept no substitute— duct, malkes stiff scissors and
insist on theyellow pack- shears cut easy.

age with the hlack tilted
letters (LIQUID VENEER)




54 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Comic Songs
Sentimental Ballads
Band Selections

Grand Opera
Instrumental Solos
Sacred Songs

YourEdison Phonographisasnew
as the latest musical comedy hit

or as old as the beautiful ballads of long ago; as cheering as a lively band
or as inspiring as a grand opera aria. Whatever your mood or your pref-

erence in music, there are Edison Records to satisfy it—Records made
by artists who are among the best that the field of opera, concert and
musical comedy has produced—new Records every month embracing all
of the new things that are good and many of the old ones that have lived.

The New Edison Records for May

are the works of artists of reputation. Each is
perfect of its kind, and many of your kind are
included. The only way to get all of the
- enjoyment possible out of your Edison Phono-
praph is to keep it supplied with new Records.
Look over this list; check the ones that appeal
to you and ask your dealer to let you hear them.

AMBEROL CONCERT RECORDS

BR0T4 VIR i o dars o o aie eils's U wrathEB o mtc oo Paulo Gruppe
28015 Coppelia—Entr’Acteand Waltz, Armand Vecsey & Orch.
98016 Old Folksat Home ......coveveuinne. Margaret Keyes

AMBEROL RECORDS

A Songologue—Winter Garden.........Stella Mayhew
Mary Was My Mother's Name....... Joseph A. Phillip
989 That College Rag....... Walter Van Brunt and Chorus
990 1 Want Some One to Care for Me.. .......Lottie Gilson
991 .You've Got Me Hypnotized, Ada Jones & Billy Murray
992 Take Me Back to the Garden of Love. ... ..Reed Miller
993 (@) Three Little Owls and the Naughty Little Mice

(») I'm Old But I'm Awfully Tough....... Cal Stewart
The Passing Caravan Patrol. .New York Military Band
My Lou—Winter Garden, Stella Mayhew & Billie Taylor

987
988

994
995

996
997
098

999
1000
1001
1002
1003
1004
1005

1006
1007
1008
1009
1010

1011

That Coontown Quartet............. Premier Quartet
Your Own Dear Kiss. ...veero vun.. Elizabeth Spencer
When I Was Twenty-One and You Were Sweet Sixteen

Joseph A. Phillips and Chorus

Peg@y Gray i, v ivesoves ovaneesois Manuel Romain
Good Night, Mr. Moon......... Campbell and Gillette
That Hypnotizing Man.............. Premier Quartet
Alexander’s Ragtime Band Medley....Fred Van Epps

Cujus Animam—Stabat Mater. . ..Charles W. Harrison
Rockin’inde Win’. ....o.oveduains Bessie Volckmann
Are You Going to Dance?—*“The Count of Luxembourg’
Elizabeth Spencer and Irving Gillette
0ld Folks at Home, with Variations....Andre Benoist
One Fine Day—'"Madame Butterfly”...Agnes Kimball
LetJoyousPeaceReign Everywhere, Anthony&Harrison
Count of Luxembourg—Waltzes, Amer.Stan.Orchestra
God is Love, His Mercy Brightens -
Agnes Miller, Reed Miller and Frank Croxton
Happy Dayss coaenidaes i Venetian Instrumental Trio

STANDARD RECORDS

10551 Spanish Dance—Suite ‘‘Bal Costume,” U.S.Marine Band

10552 Pickaninny's Lullab:
10553 1 Want *
10554 *Lizabeth Ann...........

VG e s Elsie Baker
a Regular Pal” fora *‘Gal,”” Walter Van Brunt
...Campbell and Gillette

10555 Scotch Country Dances....... National Military Band

Edison Phonographs, $16.50 to $240 Ry

Standard Records..........., .40
Amberol Records(twiceas long)
Amberol Concert Records . ... $1.00

Edison.

.65 INCoRFORATRE

6 Lakeside Avenue

Grand Opera Records. . .85 to $2.50 Orange, N.J.,U. S. A
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Be Sensible
= With That Corn

Don’t pare it. That merely removes the thecorn In two days the whole corn, root
top layers. and all, comes out,

No pain, no soreness, You
completely forget the corn,

And that form of home surgery is danger-
ous. A slip of the blade means infection, Phiers 1460 vikes e
And th i imes. - SV

n at means blood poison, sometimes do this. That is why Blue-

A chemis:t has discov?red a way to end jay is the only treatment
corns. This discovery is embodied in our jgeq by folks who know.
B & B wax—the heart of a Blue-jay plaster. It has removed already
Apply this little plaster and the pain ends fifty million corns. ket it
at once. Then this B & B wax gently loosens  deal with yours.

A in the picture is the soft B & B wax, It loosens the corn.
B protects the corn, stopping the pain at once.

C wraps around the toe. It is narrowed to be comfortable,
D is rubber adhesive to fasten the plaster on,

Blue=jay Corn Plasters

Sold by yDruggiot;Q-lSc and 25c¢ per package |“ m
(160) Sample Mailed Free. Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters l” | Il
Bauer & Black, Chicago and New York, Makers of B & B Handy Package Absorbent Cotton, etc.

Use “PROUDFIT”&
Loose Leaf Binders

and obtain Loose Leaf utility with Blank Book convenience.

“Proudfit” Binders secure any number of sheets from one to
two thousand.

“‘Proudfit” binders are absolutely flat-opening, therefore saving
more than one inch of the binding margin needed by other loose
leaf books.  There are absolutely no metal parts expased to
scratch or mar the desk.

Ruled sheets carried in stock.

Send for Catalogue and Sample Sheets.

BUSINESS SYSTEMS, Limited

52 SPADINA AVENUE - - - TORONTO, CANADA
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On every outing.

Catalogue free at the
dealers or by mail.

KODAK

CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited

TORONTOQ, CAN.
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Varnish-buying opportunities deserve your
own, personal attention.

More depends upon the righ : 4
ght selection of
buyers know. of varnish than most
}t s nl:)t .f;iimply af matter of price-per-gallon—
t's the fitness of the varnish for each individ
counts most. ual need that really
And that may mean a difference in quality of finish, in initial
cost, in ultimate economy, in a saving of shop cost Of,labor =

increased output.
It may mean any one of these things—or all of them.

Berry Brothers’ Varnishes

For All Architectural and Manufacturing Purposes

HETHER the vamish you are paying for is used i
buildings or in the finishing of a manufactureduﬁrod::lct&:g:so;:g'tuztit;::

for clever buying are many.
And in either case you cannot afford to overlook the resources knowledge

experience and fair dealing of our organization.
NY dealer or painter can supply Berry Brother's

UR special representatives will call on ]
O any manufacturers interested in better ﬁ:"!l;“fe"mml Varnishes, and will gladly get
and more economical finishing. Write $Hod% °'Ygg“c:fn h‘elv?-oes Qotcarry them in
well-known label on the can, uzgd gy “t.hf%’:ll :’!’;mt:;

us about your varnish problems. oL Knomn jabel o
; : at it is virtuall
It will place you under no obligation and tion against substitution, trade-mark—your protee

may mean a great deal to you in the end.
You will never regret starting your active
campaign for better varnish—but start it
now. Every day’s delay may mean losses

that can be saved.
At least, send for  Choosing Your Varnish
Maker,” the book that tells why.

BERRY BROTHERS, Ltd.

Largest Manufacturers of Varnishes, Shellacs, Air_,
K ;s T i rpos
Drying and Baking Jap s,
Fitlers and Dryers.
Fuaclories:—Detroit, Mich.,
Walkerville, Ont.
Branches:—New York,
Boston, Philadelphis, 2
Baltimore, Chicago,
Cincinnati,
8t. Louis,
Sa.

n
Francisco J
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Why This Is the
Safe Electric

Note the picture to the right.

In driving a Rauch & Lang Electric all that you
have to do is as follows :

To start, push that lever forward. The farther you
push it the faster you go—up to 18 or 20 miles an hour.

To stop, pull the lever back. That shuts off the
power, retards the car and then applies a powerful
brake. The car stops immediately. All this is done in
the one operation of pulling the lever back.

All the power can be shut off instantly with this '

lever in any position by simply dropping the hand on
the metal ring directly below. A giant-strong foot-
brake may be brought into play at the same moment.
The car, again, stops at once, It can’t start again until
this lever is brought to the neutral position.

Either way to stop is unfailing and remarkably
quick. And any woman or child is strong enough to
lock the wheels with these brakes,

Both foot and hand brake may be used together, but
either alone is sufficient.

The natural impulse in emergencies is to ‘‘pull
back.” So you stop this car almost on the impulse—
almost without knowing it. It’s the safest vehicle ever
devised. And there’'s no other car controlled like it.

The control handle locks
with a Yale key.

The car is not only theft-
proof, but fool - proof and
accident-proof—all on ac-
count of this lever.

Anyone who wants a safe
car must judge the safety of
others by the Rauch & Lang
standard.

[_There will probably never
be a simpler way to operate
a conveyance.

The Rauch & Lang cata-
logue goes into detail. Any
Rauch & Lang agent will
gladly demonstrate.

Wi

Car Company
128 Church St., Toronto
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Model 60-T
Wheel base, 111 inches; body, s-passen- ings; tires, 34x4 inch Q. D.; equipment,
ﬁer. fore-door touring; motor, 4%x4%; three oil lamps in black and brass finish,
orsepower, 35; Remy magneto; front two gas lamps and generator. “9Self-star-
axle, drop forged I section, Timken bear- ter, $20 extra. Top and glass’front, $ss.

Duty Additional

ERE is the lowest priced thirty-five horsepower touring car
H made. A thorough investigation of the entire automobile
market will reveal the startling fact that practically the only
difference in popular priced cars to-day is the difference in price
and this difference is due to the size of the plants that produce them.
That is why we, the largest individual manufacturers in the
business, can market a thirty-five horsepower five-passenger tour-
ing car for $1200. If the others are getting $1500 for a car of this
type, which they are, why should you pay it?

Look up the Overland dealer in your city. See this exception-
al $1200 car. He will supply you with all the evidence in the world
to back up these statements, Let us send you one of our inter-
esting books. Please ask for book ]25.

The Willys-Overland Company, Toledo, Ohio
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ILL you be satisfied with
“pot luck” construction ?

From the day a Russell
starts in the making it is
watched closely through
every process. \

Made up to a Standard—
not down to a Price.

Five Models, $2350 to $5000 equipped.

Write for the catalog.

RUSSELL MOTOR CAR CO., LIMITED, WEST TORONTO
Makers of High Grade Automobiles

BRANCHES: Toronto, Montreal, Hamilton, Winnipeg, Calgary, Vancouver, Melbourne, Australia.
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N\ Hupmobile Long-Stroke “32” Touring Car, $1,000. \§

lud'ng equipment of windshield, gas lamps and generator, oil lamps, W

F. 0. B. Windsor, includl eeds forward and reverse, sliding gears. Four cylinder motor, \

tools and horn, Three si]p stroke, Bosch magneto; 106-inch wheel base; 32 x 814-inch tires. \
8%-inch bore and 5%-inc Color, Standard Blue,

Not the Price; Not the Specifications; But—

the Name added to both

; han justice And, in its class, the Hupmobile has al-
You would do this car less & J wa’mys held its i’deals as high as cars of

- ; i ice.
if you judged it by its prll justice even the highest worth.
You would fail to d: ‘:) fulthJe generous It has shown itself worthy of a place
if you judged i v beside them—worthy to share the same

specifications. stood for, garage; it has fulfilled its mission as

It is what the car h;iizealxif;srkable. efficiently as they fulfill theirs.

*  that renders thebp1 record; and the Bear these things in mind as you study

It is the Hupmo ;'in' that emphasize the cars in detail—then, and ‘not till
Hupmobile re'puta 1 cl’laraCter of the then, will you fully realize the remarlks
the extraordinary able value embodied in the price, and
specifications. . itself, sensational— in the specifications.

The price is not, In daik of Hupmobile We are quite willing that you should :com-
but the high itanr-ice is sensational. pare this new Hupmobile with cars
pracltl(,‘e, St bﬂﬂ; cgrtai;l large cars of which sell for several hundred dollars

You do no : boast a more.
highest price because ey We will cheerfully

longer wheel-base;
or more generous
proportions in any
part of the chassis.
You buy them be-
cause their name
and their word
have always been
synonymous  with -
g - o Standard 20 H. P. Runabout, $850.

rith same power plant that took the world-touring car around the world—
F.0.B. Windsor, “11’1 s‘udi’ng gears, Bosch magneto. Equipped with top, windshield, gas
i ('y“ndel(‘;' Qouegitd'r oil lamps, tools and horn. Roadster, 110-inch wheel base, $950.
lamps and generator,

.» 1269 Jefferson Ave., Detroit, Mich.
Hupp MOtOr C“ S&oln’dul Factory, Wind:or. Ont.

abide by your de-
cision, if it does mnot \
demonstrate  either \
quality or superior-
ity in any definite \
and positive  test
which you may
designate to the
dealer.
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THE UNIVERSAL CAR

From “here” to “there”
and back again—one-third
of the motoring world will
go this year in Ford Cars.
Seventy-five thousand
new Fords—all alike—put
into service in a twelve-
month—it’s telling testi-
mony to their unequalled
serviceableness and econ-
omy.

There is no other car like the Ford Model T.
It's lightest, rightest—most economical. The

two-passenger car costs but $775, f.o. b.
Walkerville, Ontario, complete with all equip-
ment—the five-passenger but $850. Today
get latest catalogue—from the Ford Motor
Company of Canada,'Limited, Walkerville,
Ontario, Canada.
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No - Rim - Cut
TIRES

OVERSIZE

EEFQuaEREEl BER 20
T

9

Size of Ordinary Tire

More Life-—More Resiliency
Saves Motor because less Vibration.

TIRES

Mote Carrying Capacity add 25% to your
Less Danger from Overloading. Tire ‘Mile ag,e

Overldading ruins many a tire. Too
many passengers---too much extra equip-
ment---too great a weight for the capacity N
of the tires and a tire is wrecked before N ) i
its time. .

No-Rim-Cut Tires provide for.over- 3
loading. They are 10% larger than ordi-
nary tires. They have 10% more r;g:{xe;tg When you consider that 23% of the
--and 10% more can;ymgz g’;wer % nllil:a £ ordin§ry tires go tl}at way-~the saving in
the average car they give 2/ MO No-Rim.Cut Ties is clonr 239,

No Rim-Cutting Think this over! 25% more mileage
---237, saved because of no rim-cutting---

. tires have : 5 ; :
5 Boo.lgoot Ofd;}::“ ﬁ:?n‘::i l'l:aes been total saving of 487 on tire maintenance.
een sold to .

wrecked by rim-cutting.
Our Book “HOW TO SELECT AN AUTOMOBILE TIRE” ¢
will be sent on request.

Investigate No-Rim-Cut Tires.

The Goodyear Tire and Rubber Company of Canada, Limited

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO Factory, Bowmanville
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THE duty you save in the Tudhope buys
extra comfort, buys greater power, buys
more complete equipment.

The long-stroke motor, with cylinders cast en bloc, is
superior to the motor you get in imported cars, sold at
Tudhope prices. The chrome-nickel steel construction—
Bosch Dual High Tension Ignition System—Continental De-
mountable Rims are not found in other cars at $1625.

You get them in the Tudhope because it is wholly made
in Canada. i

The Tudhope Catalogue has infor- _Eitrﬁ Tire
mation every buyer of cars should with
Guarantee read.  Yours for a post-card. Every Car

Two Years’

THE TUDHOPE MOTOR CO., LIMITED, Orillia, Canada
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THE “EVINRUDE ” Detachable Rowboat M

ITS any kind of a rowboat, round or flat bottom, square ’
or pointed stern. Requires no special fittings. Adjustable 3
for any angle of stern. Adjustable fqr depth. _Steers )

with propeller. Attached or detached in mid-stream in one

minute. Weighs 50 lbs. complete. Makes a motor boat out of
an ordinary rowboat or canoe, and will drive same over 7 miles

per hour. Runs through weeds.

otor

Special Attachment for Canoes.
A HIGH-CLASS OUTFIT. FULLY GUARANTEED.

Sold Wherever Boats Are Used.

AGENTS WANTED EVERYWHERE.

Write for circulars and export prices.

° Dept. 19—116 Broad St
Melchior, Armstrong & Dessau, e
EXCLUSIVE FOREIGN DISTRIBUTERS FOR EVINRUDE MOTOR CO.
Agents for Ontario and Quebec: H. W. Spencer & Co., St. Nicholas Bldg., Montreal.,

MM Motocycles

Positively the best machines with more features to re-

commend them and at the $ 1 40 to $zzs.

lowest prices ever offered.
Write today for handsome free booklet.

. Centre Street,
American Motor Co. §!2 fem*\ii "y s.a.

This stamp ot quality is on every g#en-
uine “ PETERBOROUGH BOAT.”

f It stands for good design, for the best
' of material and that careful expert work-
/ manship that has made PETERBOR-

OUGH CRAFT the highest standard in
the eyes of all boating enthusiasts.

: GRAY\MFF()RS FOR BOATS

Made in the Largeat Plant . ,

intha Worts dorated to ) HLIR with C&nimhtt?l $

manufacturing 2 - oyole Outfit readyto instal

marine gasoline engines. ALSO lsﬁTO 36 HR i
by a big responsible concern.

g)zagaigtgigalgg—telh and shows you nlé nb(()iut

these high grade motors and how they are made.

GRAY MOTOR CO., 53 U.S. Motors Bldg., Detroit, Mich.

Our Catalogues fully illustrate our
boats.

Insist that your boat is a genuine

Ll *PETERBOROUGH.”

PETERBOROUGH CANOE CO., LTD.
Peterborough, Ontario.

S 2 TO 20 HORSEPOWER
I.:IONATELY LOW PRICES

’ EED FOR LIFE,
cu:gé\g_}rs WANTED.

| Send for complete marine engine book FREE.

AMERICAN ENGINE 0., 429Boston St., Detroit, Mich.
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The New Per-
fection Oil Cook- _

stove, with the

New Perfection New Perfection
B oven, 1s the best

and most efficient cooking device you can find.

It is an allround stove—one you can start
up in a minute to make a plate of fudge, or DN
trust to cook a full course dinner to a turn—\S&
just what the practised housewife needs.

No ashes, no dirt, no smoke. Above all,
no overheating of the kitchen. |

The New Perfection has a cabinet top and drop shelves
for keeping food and dishes hot. Handsomely finished, with
long turquoise-blue enamel chimneys—as attractive as it is

" handy. Made with 1, 2 or 3 burners—the 2-and 3-burner
stoves with or without cabinet, Be sure the name-plate reads

“NEW PERFECTION.”

Write for Descriptive Circular to any Agency of

The Imperial Oil Company, Limited

Winnipeg, Montreal, St. John, Halifax and Queen City Division, Toronto.
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ROCERS are firm friends of Windsor Table Salt. They like to sell it
because it is pure and clean and good. <

Ask any grocer for his best salt and he W'llg" e you Windsor Salt every time,
Not because it costs more —tdo not—btb e the grocers know that

Windso TblSltpl mers

WIN DS ORTABLESALT

WEDDING GIFT
SUPPLEMENT

TO
BIRKS CATALOGUE
READY MAY Ist.

A POSTAL WITH YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS MAILED NOW
WILL BRING YOU A COPY

HENRY BIRKS @ SONS, LIMITED

Gold and Silversmiths
MON.T RE AL
OTTAWA WINNIPEG VANCOUVER
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BE ECONOMICAL AND MODERN.

USE

WONDER-SHINE POLISHES

A\ \\ A )\ >_ » oy 4 ’.l / ’I

(<

CLEANS

WITHOUT RUBBING

ASK YOUR DEALER FOR IT. SOLD EVERYWHERE.

WONDER-SHINE, Ltd.,[[220 King St. W., Toronto
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““The best gun
in the boat.”

The owner of a good gun soon becomes as pﬁm(é
of its record as a young father is ofhis first boy. Tha

\‘{(i&
Haue y A
sort of a gun, a good dog, and the big Canadian \ !

\ % &
g N
G fe '4
outdoors are ingredients of the best cure for **desk-

fag” in the world. But there are guns andguns. The From Weak to Strong

The Physicians of the Murine Eye Remedy Co.,
Chicago, U. 8. A., Oculists of years’ standing, carefully prepare the

obin MURINE EYE REMEDIES

SImPIeX in the Company’s Laboratory. These Remedies are the

ast word i_n result of their Clinical, Hospital and Private Practice,

s'a shot gun that gives its owner the 1

» o sars. And his and they have found from their years of experience with
every ‘‘gun-argument ]thc 1 Vet thi :l,l; b tas, Children’s Eyes, that two drops of Murine in each Eye of
execution, in marsh or field, wi a 4% iz the growzlgg Child ig (glf]mekstmmble value. Murine is

The i as that perfect ‘‘balance  whic an Eye Tonic an ey know, if it is used regularly,

rl‘hL prm Gl'ut}n?:‘ l;f i{:;tixict instead of effort. Its that it tones the Eye of the Growing Child and in many
Waesatn Ay firm—for safety—yet quick as instances obviates the use of Glasses, and is it not rea-
tr!g;Zﬁ""“Ft.‘Ol'fl ‘E cod rts, and every one made of the sonable that Glasses when not required will retard the
gl(frllg"‘ttt ‘lb »bt;};'ll)glc" in a modern factory. See development of a young and growing Eye?

ek }‘l"‘l i L e it. and you'll be seeking adjectives Murine, through its Tonic effect, Stimulates Healthy
;‘(l)‘t’v ﬂ";‘ : ‘tvtll::L (‘1;:(1,1'1'[7{1'0” If you are not, your Circulation and thus promotes the normal development

complete P >SC! ¥ 2

of the Eye, We do not believe their is a Mother who has

money back. used Murine in her own Eyes and in the Eyes of the

oy members of her family who would be without it, or whois
Priced from $20 to $2":;Iogue not willing tospeak of its Merits as The Household Friend.

w cal . 17 e .
ket ubisindoyon i aa The Child in the Schoolroom Needs Murine
: C L. .t d Murine %ont;inﬁ no hg{gnfgl or Frohiblted Drugs »nd

1 " imite conforms to the Laws of the Country.

The Toblll Arms Mfg' i e Druggists and Dealers in Toilet Preparations everywhere
Woodstock, Ontario. will supply Murine and tell you of its gratifying resuits.

Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago, U. S. A.

GANONGS

CrocoLATES
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COVER THOSE BLEMISHES

= 'Tis the kitchen that gets most wear and tear. Wear from the scrub brush—
tear from the pots and pans and daily toil.

\
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will give a new tone to your oil-cloth—make those old kitchen chairs fit for any
company—cover up the ice man’s clumsy work on your refngerator-—b.nghten
the wainscotting—banish pussy’s claw marks from the table and chair legs.

Worth while trying it ? v
Our little booklet "Dainty Decorator" tells of many uses of "Lacqueret" for your home. And
there’s a copy waiting for you for the asking.
Cans contain full Imperial measure. Ask your dealer. Don't accept a substitute.

TORONTO . WINNIPEG

Largest in the world and first to establish’ definite standards of quality.

g e e
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Dougall’s Marine Varnishes IIIIi!IllIIHI

THE for Launches, Boats, Canoes FEic. !

D 0 u GAI-I- . This is the Marine test for Varnish, the test which ‘
I

VARN|SH Dougall’s is made to stand:

Proof against salt and fresh water—spray—damp—
CU “MITED ¥ heat—cold—blazing sun—every element to which a u”””mm
" ; 7% marine varnish is exposed.

J'S'N-DOUGALL e * Dougall's” fills up the pores of the wood and
PRESIDENT. / s dries with a perfectly smooth lustre which will not

MONTREAI. ——— ‘ blister, crack nor spot.

Whatever your craft is it will pay you to finish it

CANADA' b i with “Dougall’s. Let us send

Associated with i 8% i you a book of information on |
MurphyVarnish C Ml I finishing water craft.

I
S

]

Save Your Voice

Do not ignore hoarseness, coughs,
sore throats or loss of voice. Use

EVAN * ANTISEPTIC .
THROAT

st Pastilles

They give relief at once, and their continued use
restores strength and tone to the throat and vocal
organs. If you speak or sing in public, always keep
Evans' Antiseptic Throat Pastilles at hand.

For Free Sample, write 171

National Drug and Chemical Co. of Canada, Limited, Montreal

2 townsite lots

wanted for sale of nsit .
unctional points alonig lmedof
Grand Trunk Pacific Ry. in Wes:teynnci/?g,n:_
Whole or part time. Liberal comvrsﬁtsenzot(; amhor}: |
making G.T P salegmén‘ i Securities STEEL Sample card 12 pens & 2 penholders for 10 cents.
on T Somerse Bid Im{?‘;{;ant;gggl Man., for §1 E NS, Spencerian Pen Co.,349 Broadway, New York.
i , Man. I

Representatives W
in divisional and j

Co., Ltd., Somerset Bldg:,
particulars, maps, etc.
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T matters not what heating system
I you use—Steam, Hot Water or
Warm Air, you cannot get that
much desired gentle, restful and
soothing atmosphere without proper

humidity.

Water should be evaporated freely,
and the

WITH ITS BIG

CIRCLE WATERPAN

holding'from four to six gallons, presents the one neat-
ing medium which does afford a really comfortable and
healthful jwarmth.

Catalogue mailed on request.

The JAMES STEWART MFG. CO., Limited

WOODSTOCK, ONTARIO. WESTERN BRANCH: Winnipeg, Manitoba

.

WARM EURNA
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after you
put on a roof

you are a little in doubt as to
the quality and do not feel certain sure
that you are getting absolute protection from
the rain—you always will be worried every time
there is a heavy storm—you never will be satisfied
till you inspect the roof and assure yourself the
first thing in the morning that it has not sprung a
leak during the night and damaged your property.
On the other hand, if you use

Certain-teed Roofing

Quality Certified—Durability Guaranteed
—the roof that outlasts all other roofs —you will
not wake up in the middle of the night worrying
whether or not your roof is tight. :
Millions of rolls in usesoutliast-
ing all othher styles of roofing
Certain-teed Roofing is the farmer’s friend —it has

saved him thousands of dollars—it is the best roof
covering for the house, barn and all farm buildings
—costs less, is easy to lay, comes in rolls or shingles.
At least give it a trial—see that your local dealer
sells you Certain-teed Roofing bearing the Certain.

teed label of quality and 15-year guarantee.
Certain-re d Roofing is sold throughout the provinces of

Canada by local dealers and is distributed by wholesale
jobbersin St. Johns, Halifax, Quebec, Montreal, Ottawa,
Toronto, London, Winnipeg, Calgary, Saskatoon,

Edmonton, Regina,_Moose Jaw, Brandon, Vancouver,
Victoria. Take a picture trip through our mills, it is

fully decsribed in our new book B J-2, free for the asking. %
7 ‘0
O

General Roofing Manufacturing Co.

World’s Largest Manufacturer of Roofing and
Building Papers
General Reofing, the World’s Largest WINNIPEG - MANITOBA

Roofing Manufacturers ’
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SPRING MODES

1n
Correct
Dress
QJ] STYLE
rMAKE

oAl R
#PRICE

WHAT more dof you
need in a SPRING
SUIEY ! - . - o

Styles as here shown may
be selected from our new
Spring stock of ready to
wear suits or ordered from
Special Order Samples.

In Either Case
—Satisfaction
Assured or
» Money Re-

funded.
)

22 King Street West :
102-104 Yonge Street }P' Bellinger, Prop.
426 Yonge Street Toronto, Ont.

AND AT STORES IN EVERY CITY IN CANADA.
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No Honing—No Grinding

agnefi

2 ¥ RAZOR
It’s the “Carbo” Edge
Fire heat is never uniform;

electricity can be exactly meas-
ured and regulated. :

That’s why the electric temper-
ing of the Carbo-Magnetic Razor
Blade is absolutely uniform.

The edge of a razor 1S a S€ries
of fine but irregular teeth. Dull
razors are those on which the
teeth have broken off or turned ;
broken off on the brittle razors,

urned on soft ones.

: Beecause of the added toughness
of our recarbonized steel, coupled
with the flintlike hardness of our
process of electric tempering, the
teeth on the Carbo-Magnetic are
so tough that they will neither
break nor bend; hence our guar-
antee, with common-sense use.

Every Carbo-Magnetic Razozf is
guaranteed to be and do exactly
what this advertisement claims
for it.

from us,
From your dealer, or
prepaid, on 30 days’ free trial.

Full Hollow-Ground. Price $2.00

< for
Rex Tonsor (King Barber)
barbers’ use and hard beards, $2.50.

“SHAV-
‘Write for our free booklet,

INGS.” It describes the wonderg_x;
electric tempering more rullyba(.mt
contains a lot of information a p
shaving and shaving accessories.

is the
Ask for GRIFFON CUTLERY. Itis t
Stal:zl‘u:; of Quality and endurance. Take
no substitute.
Knives, Scissors, Razors, etc.,
on(;sl:llf l:?yll thlevel:est dealers in Canada
and the United States.

Griffon Cutlery Works

476 Broadway, New York

REALLY DELIGHTFUL
Gtye Baintp Mint Covered
| Ganégg Couted
Chewing Gum

Just ask your doctor what

he thinks of Chiclets. Doc-
tors, dentists and trained
nurses use and recommend
Chiclets for their patients’
use and use them themselves
in the sick-room, the office
or home. That exquisite pepper-
mint, the frue mint, makes Chic-
lets the refinement of chewing
gum for people of refinement.

Look for the Bird Cards in the

packages. You can secure a beau-
tiful Bird Album free.
For Sale at all the Better Sort of Stores
5c. the Ounce and in 5c.,
10c. and 25c. Packets
SEN-SEN CHICLET
COMPANY
Metropolitan Tower
New Xork




76

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISKE

PURITY OF SFYLE
Standard Silver Plate

embodieds the essential factors that deter-

mine the value of decorative and table silver

Quality—The best that can be produced.
Original Designs—Worked out by prominent artists.

Careful consideration is given to the selection of the
designs, for we realize the importance of thoroughly
high class goods, fit to adorn every Canadian
Home and we base

FHE SUCCESS
of
STANDARD SILVER PLATE

on the reputation earned by our goods everywhere,
through the original designs, honest workmanship
and value given, unequalled by any other make.

Wisdom says: ‘‘ Let the reputation of the manufacturer be your
guarantee. Ask for ‘Standard’ Silver Plate.”’

SOLD BY RELIABLE JEWELERS EVERYWHERE.
Manufactured and guaranteed by

Standard Silver Co., Limited

33-41 Hayter Street Toronto

= SN —
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The Plump Woman will be very Stylish
provided her Corset is Right.

La Diva ‘‘Crest’’ Reducing Model No, 790 surpasses even the former
ones in style, in comfort, in dprab}llty.

And it issold at $2.75, which is $2.00 to $5.00 less than any imported
corset that can be compared with it, 3

The fit of the back and hips together with the spoon clagps and the new
double piece rounded effect gives the wearer the greatest amount of abdom-
. inal comfort and has the greatest amount of reducing strength. Combined

with this is the unbreakable feature, a feature patented by us. This corset

is made of strong imported coutil, trimmed with lace, ribbon and bow, and
has six wide suspenders, hook and draw string. Itisone of the best corset
values that can be had. ; :

Liks all other La Diva Corsets No. 790 is sold with an absolute guarantee
as to quality, We guarantee every pair or money refunded,

THE DOMINION CORSET COMPANY - QUEBEC
Makers of the Celebrated D & A Corsets.

The “Sunday’’ Vacuum Cleaner

IF you knew how
often a perfectly
“SUNDAY" clean-
ed house through
lack of dust and
dirt and mierobes
helped to fool the
Doctor, you would
not be without one
for five times its
value,

Microbes, moths and other things shiver when they
hear that a SUNDAY VACUUM CLEANER

with its 10 to 11 inches of vacuum is going to
start looking them up,

DIM FURNITURE IS A DISGRACE

i bstances
fingers, hot dishes, damp or hard su ;
XIOlf;ke t%?l of the bright surfaces of your furniture.

i
!
|
|
f
|
/
|
|
[
|
her from unknown surfaces. Get ? : 5
Dirt and grime gather froi ! The SUNDAY DOES what is claimed for it‘,
ROYAL GEM J sells on its merits not on its price. We cannot
VENEER { IS“TﬂieV 15tA lgheaper and maintain; our FIXED
e it D
{
|

To agents. Our proposition is attractive, First Class

and Presto Everything is clean and bright again,
: machines and fair treatment.

as by, magic. Very little rubbing required.
SEND FOR SAMPLE BOTTLE

The CAPITAL MFG. COMPANY

Ontario

= e St., Toronto, Ont.
el 2}728}’:1:% St., Montreal.

The Ottawa Vacuum Cleaner
Manfg. Co., Limited e |

345 to 349 Dalhousie St. - Ottawa, Ont.

Ottawa -
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Make your Home different

by utilizing the beauty and harmony of the

“fire flashes” to be had in
Milton' Brick. The smooth
texture and rich colors lend
themselves to countless

Milton Brick

in red, flash-red, flash-buft
and brown, will make your

A genuine Milton Brick has

the name ‘“ Milton” on it.

pleasing combinations.

thome beautiful outside, as

Ywell as inside. Milton Brick
Fireplaces from $18 up.
Write for our book.

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO., LIMITED, Milton, Ont.—Toronto Office, Janes Building.—Agents for Fiske Tapestry Bricks

You cannot afford brain-befogging headaches.

NA-DRU-CO Headache Wafers

stop them in quick time and clear your head. They
do not contain either phenacetin, acetanilid, morphine,
opium or any other dangerous drug. 25c. a box at
your Druggist’s.
NATIONAL DRUG AND CHEMICAL Co. OF CANADA, LIMITED.

121

LIARLIABAD B0 O

NOVELTY PHOTO STAMPS

Showing your picture in stamp form and
size, gummed and perforated. A striking
novelty. Mail your Photo with Money
for Order and we will deliver the Stamps
postpaid to you the day received. 20 Stamps
50c., 40 Stamps 75¢., 100 Stamps $1. Orsend
us 4 "orders of your friends and have zo0
Stamps of your own photo free. Money
back 1f not satisfied. Photo returned un-
injured. SEND YOUR ORDER TO-DAY.

The Patina Co., 667 College St., Tor nto, Can.
For agency send self addressed envelope.

53

Send us your address
and we will -how you
how to make $3 a day
abgolutely sure; we

furriigh the work and teach you free; you work in mxmmy
where you live, Send us your nddrels and we will explain

the business fully; remember we gmn.nm a clear profit of $3 for every
%‘u work, absolutel &lnm, write at o

YAL MANUFA(

URING 00-. Iks 1712, WINDSOR, ONTs *

This Magazine is a sample of the class of work done by

12-14-16 JOHNSON ST.

Phone Main 567

. | T. H. BEST PRINTING | frima
g;:‘;:::s COMPANY LIMITED gt
Leterieads | Printers and Bookbinders | remn;

TORONTO, ONTARIO
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REST AND HEALTH TO
BOTH MOTHER AND CHILD

A Reoord of Over Sixty-Five Years.

For over sixty-five years Mrs. Win-
slow’s Soothing Syrup has been used
by mothers for their children while
teething. Are you disturbed at night
and broken of your rest by a sick child
suffering and crying with pain of Cut-
ting Teeth? If so send at once and get
a bottle of ‘“Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing
Syrup”’’ for Children Teething. The
value is incalculable. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately. De-
pend upon it, mothers, there is no mis-
take about it. It cures Diarrhcea, reg-
ulates the Stomach and Bowels, cures
Wind Colic, softens the Gums, re-
duces Inflammation, and gives tone
and energy to the whole system. *“Mrs.,
Winslow’s Soothing Syrup’ for. chil-

’ dren teething is pleasant to the taste

FE ARM AN S and is the prescription of one of the
oldest and best female physicians and

nurses in the United States, and is for

T AR BR AND sale by all druggists throughout the

world. Price twenty-five cents a bot-
tle.. Be sure and ask for ‘‘Mrs. Win-

HAMS and BACON slow’s Soothing Syrup.”

Quality Counts. A Ham  WELL, WELL!:

may cost you one cent or ® 2 _THIS iss HOME DYE
perhaps two cents a pound | l!ll..

more than some other e %
Ham but ‘“Star Brand” S g % =l

Hams cured by F. W
Fearman Co. are worth it.

dyed ALL thes
_\DIFFERENT KINDS
— of Goods .. -

Made under Government !
Inspection. |
r’
|
|

———— _vith the SAME Dye.

 Sgong

|l used

No Chance of Mis-
takes. Simple and
Clean. Send for
Free Color Card
and Booklet 101.
The JOHNSON-
RICHARDSON
CO., Limited,
Montreal, Can,

||
F. w. FEAR MAN 'Tri’aMurine Eye Remedy

|
| Red, Weak Watery Eyes or
CO., LIMITED ‘! grzgglat:; Egeiids.e : Mur?{?;yboe:n’t Smart—
H AMILTON | Soothes Eye Pain, Druggists Sell Murine Eye

| Remedy, Liquid, 25¢, 50c, $1.00. Murine Eye
Salve i¥1 Asgptic Tubes, 25¢, $1.00. Eye BooKl

: K
i\ M e L i

Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicage
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According to population,

smore people in Canada travel
extensively than in any other
country in the world. € That is
one reason why The Canadian
Magazine has been regarded as
the medium that gives the best
results from advertisements of
transportation companies, hotels
and tourist resorts at home and
abroad. ( Suggestions for travel
can be found in the following
Pages, and should further informa-
tion be desired, it can be obtain-
ed without charge by addressing,

The Canadian Magazine
Travel Bureau

15 Wellington Street East,
TORONTO CANADA
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d Days on the Atlantic //77/////// /

The St. Lawrence Route to Europe [{/ s
No more magnficent river trip can be found / ///////////;
7

anywhere else in the world. A two-day sail e //;
down the mighty, placid river onthe splendid | // /
Royal Mail Steamships // /

ROYAL EDWARD
ROYAL GEORGE

—two days of unequalled scenic and historic interest—
then a little more than three days on the Atlantic
to Bristol (Avonmouth), whence special express trains
whisk the traveler to LONDON IN “TWO HOURS.

7

17 ?'/ 4
Th t i lves i 7 ‘% %
ese steamers are in a class by themselves in %%W,//

Appointment, Seaworthiness and Beauty of Interior.

The Private Suites of Apartments; luxurious Public ) / /
Cabins treated after historic periods in decorative art,
are unexcelled by anything on the Atlantic.

For all information apé)ly to sleamshin agents, or .
to the following general agents of the Company—

H. C. Bourlier, Canadian Northern Bldg., Toronto, Ont. Guy Tombs’
Canadian Northern Bldg., Montreal, P. Q. P. Mooney, 120 HollisSt.,
Halifax, N. 8. A, H. Davis, 272 Main St., Winnipeg, Man.} (& »

A
% // ///// 4 % / // ’ >

7

“Luxury with Economy” /////%
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“HIGHLANDS OF ONTARIO”

CANADA
Including Orillia and Couchiching, Muskoka Lakes
Lake of Bays, Maganetawan River, Algonquin National
Park, Temagami, Georgian Bay, Kawartha Lakes

Spend your summer holidays at one of these delightful spots reached in
palatial trains over the

“GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY SYSTEM”

Finest summer playgrounds in America. Good hotel accomodation. The lover

of outdoors will find here in abundance all things which make roughing it desir-

able. Select the locality that will afford you the greatest amount of enjoyment,

and send for free map folders, beautifully illustrated describing these out-of-the-

ordinary resorts. All this recreation paradise only one night away from the
leading cities of America. ' Address :—

MR. J. QUINLAN, Dist. Pass. Agent, Montreal. or HR.' A. E. DUFF, Dist..Pass. Agent, Toronto, Ont.

W. E. DAVIS G. T. BELL H. G. ELLIOTT
P Traffic M Assistant P Traffic M General Passenger Agent.
Montreal, Que. Meontreal, Que Montreal, Que.
7 .
7 . oena,
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YOUR VACATION?

MUSKOKA LAKES———POINT AU BARIL
KAWARTHA LAKES and FRENCH RIVER

agaucieel . RESORTS
ARE DELIGHTFUL LOCATIONS

AND —

CONVENIENTLY REACHED BY C. P. R.

Ask nearest Agent for Illustrated Literature or write
M. G. MURPHY, District Passenger Agent, Toronto, Ont.
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SEASICKNESS—
FIUROPE TRAINSICKNESS

70 Spring and Summer Tours PREVENTED-STOPPED

to all parts of the Continent, comprising Tours
de Luxe and Long and Short Vacation Tours.
Also a special series at popular prices. A com-
plete range of tours for selection, via the Med-
iterranean and North Atlantic routes.

Special Midnight Sun and Russia
Tour. Spain and Morocco Tour.
Summer Tour to the Orient.

AROUND THE WORLD via China, Siberia,
Russia, etc., leaves April 10.

Travel Without Trouble

Inclusive lnc_lependent Travel for lndjvi- Mothersill’s Seasick Remedy Insures a Pleasant Journey.
duals, Family, and Private Parties. Mothersill’s, after most thorough tests, is now officially adopt-
ed by practically all the Great Laﬁes and New York Steamship

Send for Programme desired. Companies running south and many Trans-Atlantic lines.
hree fyears ago Mr. Mothersill gave a personal demon=

stration of his remedy to passengers sailing the English
TH OS. COOK & SON Channel, Irish Sea and the Baltic, and received unqualified
endorsement trom such dpeoplc as Bishop Taylor Smith, Lord
65 Yonge St., Traders Bank Bldg., TORONTO Northcliff, and hosts of doctors, bankers and professional men,

as well as leading club women.

530 8t. Catherine St. West, MONTREAL A great nixmber cl)lflietters from person}:;xges ﬁf i:ternational

B renown—people we all know-—together with much other interest-

New York Boston Philadelphia Chicago ing and valuable information are contained in an attractive book-
San Francisco Los Angeles let, which will be sent free upon receipt of your name and address,
Mothersill's is guaranteed not to contain cocaine, morphine,

Cook’s Travellers Cheques Are Good opium, chloral, or any coal-tar products. soc worth is sufficient
All Over the World. for twenty-four hours, $1.00 worth for a Trans-Atlantic voyage.

Almost all druggists sell it, or you can obtain it direct, postpaid,
from MOTHERSILL REMEDY COMPANY, 362z Scherer
Building, Detroit, Michigan.

CANADA and the

CONTINENT OF

EUROPE

IMPROVED SERVICE, DAILY via
HARWICH-HOOK OF HOLLAND.
. TURBINE STEAMERS EVERY WEEK DAY via
Furness Railway HARWICH.ANTWERP
The Gateway to the Eng- TWIN SCREW STEAMERS.
lish Lake District. Apply personally to office of this paper for Book

of Tariffs. Details and lllustrated pamphlets from the
GREAT EASTERN RAILWAY Agent, 261 Broadway,
N. X.

20 Rail, Coach and Steam
Yacht Tours through
Lake-Land in operation
every week-day, June to
September.

SeelEurope in an Auto !

BE free from railway trains. Stop

when and where you please.
Visit historic and picturesque cor-
ners seldom reached by ordinary
tourist methods. Comfortable inns
throughout Europe now cater es-
Fecially for the ubiquitous motor-
st. Save Time, save Money, enjoy
more and actually

SRR

i\
£3

Tourists’ Weekly Tickets available for an un-
limited number of journeys for seven days, to
enable holders to explore the beauties of the
district,

Unequaled Travelling Facilities all the Year Round

Xor tall particnlars .pply to Mr. A. A Haynes, Super- E have for Hire the best open and 1-?0?«5 Migg:g:'(ﬁ.lirmsh
intendentof the Line, Barrow-in-Furness, or at any of the w and Continental Touring at the most reasonable inclusive
offices of Messrs. Thos. Cook & Bon. TRk Burope s Kt E ot Vo

us about everything to do with Motoring Abroad.
ALFRED ASLETT, Secretary and General Manager. » i
Barrow-in-Furness, March, 1912, The International Autotravel Society

61 to 65 Morning Post Buildings,
ol The Strand, London, England.

—
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There’s Room For All

IN TEXAS

Locate in the state that has room to grow;
268,242 . square miles of opportunities for
everybody.

Texas is today the best field for the pro-
gressive man who wants to acquire a home
and a competence.

Reasons Why
will be found in the literature of the

Southern Pacific
Sunset Route

L. H. Nutting, G.E.P. A. 366,1158 or 1 Broadway, New York

The (olonial

Open the Year ’Round

MT. CLEMENS, MICH.

HIS is the largest hotel in Mt. Clemens
and is patronized by the very best
people. It is handsomely furnished and

equipped throughout with all modern conven-
iences—Ilocated in a beautiful park with
refined surroundings, best cuisine and service.
The bath and waters here are very effective
in the relief of

Rheumatism, Neuralgia and Ner-
vous Diseases, Blood and Skin Affec-
tions, Indigestion, Paralysis,

Locomotor Ataxia, Etc.

The Colonial Bath House

is complete in equipment and not excelled by
the best in this country. Elevator direct
to bath house from each floor of the hotel.

For further information regarding treatment,
hotel accomodations, etc., address Manager,

MT. CLEMENS, MICH.

|
PARIS

Hotel -
Continental

Exceptionally fine situation, facing

|

|

|

( the Tuilerie Gardens. Baths and
) hot water in every room.
|

MODERATE
RATES

3 Rue de Castiglione
FRANCE

PARIS, @ @
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INTERCOLONIAL
~=RAILWAY —

NOW IS THE TIME TO PLAN

SUMMER VACATIONS

THE
ATTRACTIONS
OF

EASTFRN
CANADA

Sea trout fishing, May and June:
Salmon Fishing, June, July, Aug.
Deep Sea fishing, at all times.
Boating, bathing, bracing air.
Glorious Summer climate.

GET YOUR NAME ON THE LIST
FOR OUR SUMMER BOOKLETS

“THE ANCIENT CAPITAL"

The romance of old Quebec
and its charm of to-day
Jor tourists.

“THE CITY OF THE
LOYALISTS"

St. John, N. B., its early
settlement, and its present
hopes and aspirvations.

. “*STORIED HALIFAX"
The Nova Scotia Capital in
days of old, and its present
attractions.

“THE GARDEN OF THE
GULF "’
The charms of Prince
Edward Island. A part of
Canada no one can afford
to miss.

Write Geneval Passenger Department
MONCTON, N. B.
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Tell your Friends before you sail

&,
TO WRITE YOU AT THE »’

WALDORF

HOTEL

LONDON
SIAY THERE

Booklets free from
Canadian Magazine, Toronto

| PARIS— Grand Hotel Bergere

LONDON | and Maison Blanche

DAWSON PLACE IONS HOTEL, > RUEBERGERE. Latest Comfort. Terms
MANS ’( moderate. Centre of Business Section. Near
[
I

E SQUARE, W. ‘

Teleg.:fn'?snlnc : * Telephone: Grands Boulevards and Bourse.

“MANcrpio, LONDON" 2389 PADDI\G‘I"?N

“A Home Rendezvous for Colonial Visitors =
tuate

The largest and most select RESIDENTIAL HOTEL, si

in : qget fashionable square. Three minutes Notting

Mlchlgan Steel Launch $96

tion and Kensington Gardens; 10 minutes ey th :
g{xﬂl (t}:;fn ?)t:ingipal Theatres and Shops. Passenger Lift. | | giFihe, rendy W) Non-leakable /3 Non-rustable
Elegant Lounge and Reception Rooms, Exquisite cui- § | to run. 18, 20, {-, 8 : D
{sine, and only best English meat and poultry from prop- %’zwp" tbi‘:fxﬁ tno
rietor's own farm served. prices. Equi

, le, $17.50 double % ipped
Terms en pension from $10 single, with famous De.
weekly, $1.80 dsily. No charge for lights, baths or gg,:s ,“{3}3115:‘; =

moving parts. w The safe launch. Non-sinkable.
Tariff card on spplicatlgn t‘: trom Hotel; Fitted wxci‘x’ air-tight compartments. Needs no boat house, Orders
Canadian Magazine Travel Bureau, or direc filled day received. Free catalog. Steel Rowboats, $20. (104)

Michi Steel Boat Co. 1248 Jefferson Ave., Detroit, Mich.

S TS U L I DI N LC

DRESDEN - HOTEL BELLEVUE

UNIQUE POSITION, WORLD
RENOWNED, VERY SELECT

All modern and Sanitary Comfort
APARTMENTS and SINGLE BEDROOMS
with private baths and toilet attached

The favorite home of English and American Society
s Tariff booklet can be obtained from R. RONNEFELD,
AUTO GARAGE CANADIAN MAGAZINE, TRAVEL DEPT., TORONTO Cen. Manager

—
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EUROPE!—
THERE AND BACK $100

Write for illustrated Booklet ‘¢S descriptive
of the Superior ‘“One Class” Steamers of the

MONTREAL - LONDON
MONTREAL - GLASGOW} SERVICES

The Allan Line Steamshlp Co. Limited

The Largest and Finest Steamers sailing from
Montreal, operated on the ‘‘One Class” second
cabin plan, will be employed in the above services
during the St. Lawrence Season of Navigation 1912.

FIRST CLASS SHIPS

MONTREAL-LIVERPOOL

and

MONTREAL-GLASGOW

SERVICES
TURBINE TRIPLE-SCREW STEAMERS
VICTORIAN and VIRGINIAN
TWIN-SCREW STEAMERS
CORSICAN, TUNISIAN, GRAMPIAN

and HESPERIAN

RATES $70.00, $80.00 AND $90.00 UPWARDS
ACCORDING TO STEAMER

For full particulars of the 30 Steamships, 5 Services
of the Allan Line, Apply

H.&A. Allan, Gen. Agents, Montreal, Que.
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CANADIANS AND AMERICANS VISITING ENGLAND
ave invited to visit the Qffices of the

Canadian & General Transportation Company

which are situated at

214 Marylebone Road, London, N.W.

where Travel Tickets are issued to all parts, and their return
Ocean Passages can be booked.

Special fares to Shakespeare’s and Washington's Birthplaces
by Motor or Rail.

Cheap Tickets issued to

GERMANY, HOLLAND, BELGIUM, RUSSIA, &c.

by the Great Central Railway’s steamers from the Grimsby Docks.
Special Cruises to the Mediterranian.
BRITISH, FOREIGN AND COLONIAL TOURS.

To the LAND
of the
HABITANT

Quaint
Romantic

RN K SAGUENY RIVER T i O HiStOI‘iCﬂl

1800 _FEET_HIGH.

A DELIGHTFUL VACATION OUTING

——VIA THE——

RICHELIEU @& ONTARIO NAVIGATION CO.
.

For rates and illustrated folders apply to railroad or steamship agents or for illustrated booklet
“Niagara to the Sea,” send six cents postage to

THOS. HENRY, Traffic Manager, Montreal, P. Q. H. FOSTER CHAFFEE, A. G. P. A., Toronto, Ont.
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THE FAMOUS HISTORIC SITES AND MOST BEAUTIFUL DIS-
TRICTS OF ENGLAND ARE LINKED UP BY THE GREAT WESTERN
RAILWAY—ENGLAND'S HOLIDAY LINE.

FOUR FAMOUS ROUTES:

Liverpool to London by G.W.R.
Fishguard to London by G.W.R,
Plymouth to London by G.W.R.
Bristol to London by G.W.R.

HISTORIC
CHESTE!

NORTH WALES
THE BRITISH TYROL

SOUTH WALES
THE COUNTRY
OF CASTLES [T|NTERN
& WYE
FISHGUARD
HARBOUR/ CREAT WESTERN

LR

The Great Western Railway is the longest and
most up-to-date railroad in the British Isles, and serves
all the principal historic sites and scenes. No less than
15 ancient Cathedral Cities as well as many old Castles,
Abbeys, and Spas are situated on its routes, whilst such world-
famous districts as ‘‘ Shakespeare's Country.” ‘“‘The Penn and Milton
Country,” Oxford, Windsor, and Beautiful Devon and Cornwall, are all
directly served by G.W.R. An interesting and profusely illustrated travel book
entitled ** Historic Sites and Scenes of England "'—price 10 cents—together with
itinerary of tours, free literature and all desired information may be obtained from :

WONDERFUL
WESSEX

Mr. T. KATELEY, 355, BROADWAY, NEW YORK ('Phone 2681 Franklin)
Mr. R, H. LEA, 35 ADELAIDE STREET EAST, TORONTO ('Phone 2754 Main)
Pabpineron StaTioN FRANK POTTER, General Manager

COSGRAVES

Chill-proof

PALE ALE

Is invigorating on
a cold day—try it
and - gee. - o AE
dealers and hotels
in pint and quart
bottles.

g [INDEPENDENT |
ND™=V/ORLD TRIPS

—_—

“ANORTH GERMAN

MODERN TWIN SCREW STEAM-
ERS; LUXURIOUS SURROUND- ‘
INGS, UNEXCELLED CUISINE;
LIGHT, AIRY CABINS. UNUSUALLY
LOW RATES TO AUSTRALIA, NEW
ZEALAND AND TASMANIA, VIA
EUROPE AND SUEZ CANAL.

Write for
“Around-the-World’ Booklet M.

| VTrnvelen’ Checks good all over the World
' OELRICHS & C0., Gen. Agts., 5 Broadway, N.Y. |
H. CLAUSSENIUS & GO, ALLOWAY & CHAMPION

CENTRAL NATIONAL BANK _. | R, CAPELLE
ST.LOUIS SAN FRANCISCO __
—

BREWED AND BOTTLED BY
The Cosgrave Brewery Co.
of TORONTO, Limited.

e
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“JULIAN SALE”

For Fine Leather Goods

FITTED CLUB BAGS

The Fitted Deep Club Bag is one of the most convenient of travelling
requisites—a ¢ Julian Sale” fitted bag is a very fine example of fine leather
fittings are the best and for good style and service is unexcelled.
The cut printed here illustrates a fitted Deep Club Bag for a lady it is
made of the finest quality dull black Sea Lion—on an extra quality hand-
sewn frame—all leather lined—fitted with Real Ebony Hair Brush—Real
Ebony Cloth Brush—four Cut Glass Bottles and Comb—all on a detach-
able stand—one of the finest pieces of leather goods one could select and

makes a handsome presentation article as a wedding gift
or other occassion where something good and useful is 32 OO
desired—the size of this bag is 16 inches and the pric: b

A similar bag in 18 inch size fitted for a gentleman for 39.50.

goods—the

If your dealer does not carry aline of “Julian Sale’” Goods—write us
for complete catalogue—or the name of a dealer who can supply you.

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, - TORONTO.
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at once the excel-
lence of the new Spring
Styles of

‘“CORRECT STYLES
FOR MEN.”’

They maintain the reputation which these famous hats enjoy among men from ocean to ocean. The expression of the
best in hat designing, they are accepted, season after season, as the leading men's stiff and soft hats of America. Put
into these hats is the utmost value you can obtain at the price you pay—an honesty of workmanship, quality of material
and perfection of detail that you can get in no other hats at the price. Guaranteed by your dealer and by us.

$3, $4 and $5, at leading dealers. Write for Spring and Summer Style Book B.

‘ ool Go Ly

Canadian Factory BRANCH OF American Factory
N%z:tr:ﬁl;alls awes VOK dl Danbury, Conn.
Panama Factory INCORPORATED Straw Hat Factory
New York New York, U. S, A. Baltimore, Md.

For the Scientific and Effective
reatment of

Cancer

Without Resorting to
Surgical Procedure
For complete information addyress
BERKSHIRE HILLS SANATORIUM
North Adams, Massachusetts 9

Beelshive Hille

Sanatorium

The only private institution of mag-
nitude in the United States for the
exclusive treatment of Cancer and
other malignant and benign new
growths. Conducted by a physician
of standing. Established 32 years

on DY L.

e ‘.eput::;?’ advemsmé
0

h to m

J i
o e
Tooth Brush “mov
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COWAN'S

PERFECTIDN

COCOA

(MAPLE LEAF LABEL)
A day started on Cowan’s Cocoa
is a day with a clear head and a
steady nerve—a day full of snap and
life. Cocoa nourishes the body. It

is rich in food value and easy to

digest.

Do You Use

Cowan’s Cocoa ?

YouNeed Both the
Knox Packages

find it of the greatest convenience to

keep a package of Knox Pure Plain Sparkling Gelatine
and also a package of Knox Pure Sparkling Acidulated
Gelatine always on hand.

K_\RE' PL

Al
With the Knox Pure Plain Sparkling Gelatine you are
always ready to make a dainty Dessert, Cream, Ice or
Candy, using freshly cut fruits or nuts for ingredients

and flavor—or to use unsweetened for Salads, Sauces or
Gravies.

Knox Pure Sparkling Acidulated Gelatine

is exactly the same as the Plain, with on extra envelope of
pure concentrated fruit juice—a great convenience when
you are too busy to squeeze lemons. Each package con-
tains tablet in separate envelope for coloring if desired.

With each package you know the ingredients of your
dish exactly—which you cannot know with the ready
flavored packages. }%ach makes two full quarts (14 gal-
on) of jelly, or four times as much as “‘ready” packages.

—Coffee Bavarian Cream—

4 box Enox Sparkling Gelatine,

4 cup clear and strong coffee. 1 pint cream.
Yoke of four eggs. 1 pint milk.
1 cup sugar. 1 teaspoonful vanilla extract,

Soften gelatine in coffee 5 minutes; stir milk and cream
together, beat with whip churn, drain the whip; add to un-
whipped cream enough milk to make one pint in all, seald
and cook in it yokes of eggs beaten with sugar. When thick-
ened slightly, add gelatine, strain into pan standing in ice
water. When mixture begins to set, add vanilla and fold in
cream, then turn into mold.

Knox Receipt Book FREE

Contains over 100 receipts of Desserts, Salads, Candies, Jellies.
Puddings, JIce Creams, Sherbets, etc, Sent FREE for*your
grocer's name.

Pint sample for 2¢ stamp and your grocer's name.

CHARLES B. KNOX CO.
499 Knox Avenue Johnstown, N. Y.

BRANCH FACTORY, MONTREAL.
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PACKED
IN ONE
AND TWO

buying low grade coffee.
extra half cent or cent a day
will buy

Seal Brand

and you will know the
exquisite flavor of the
fines t coffee

Of course, O'Keefe's ** Pilsener™ is pure,
sparkling and wholesome. But{you drink
lager for pleasure, as well as for health, so
we make O'Keefe’s “ Pilsener” unusually
delicious as well as unusually good. Insist
on having O’Keefe's.

“The Beer with a Reputation”

At Hotels, Cafes and Dealers generally.

Pu
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USINE a BECON (¢s BRUYERES®:
pliments Guerlain

Eau de Cologne Hégémonienne.
Eau de Cologne Impériale.
Sapoceti, savon pour la toilette.
Créme de fraises.

Créme Secret de Bonne Femme.
Poudre Ladies in all Climates.
Rose du Moulin (rouge pour /e visage).

Eau de Toilette Gardénia.

Eau du Cogq.

LAIN

pectful com
1 of his fashionable customers

to the following list of his productions :

- ewe o
With his most res
calls the attentior

Bon Vieux Temps.

Jicky.

Chypre de Paris.

Quand vient 1’été.
Tsao-Ko.

Rue de la Paix.
Apreés I'Ondée.

Sillage.

Parfums pour le Vaporisateur.

g

Unless you have used a Pease Furnace this winter your heat-
ing troubles will be fresh in your memory. Spring will soon be
here and your furnace will have completed its work, Instead of
waiting till the last minute why not arrange for your heating at
once, for next winter. Now is the time when you can get the
best service and attention without undue haste,

There s nothing as good as the Pease Warm Air Furnace
or Pease Hot Water Boiler. ‘‘Ask the man who has one. '’

Send for our booklet, ‘‘The Question of Heating and Boiler Information.”’

Note vertical shaker; no PEASE FOUN,Q,BY_CQPI__PAM

more back-bending. TORONTO WINNIPEG
Western Representatives—Pease-Waldon Co., Limited, Winnipeg.

FURNACK
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Why People Prefer the

Underwood

IN every city in Canada the Underwood 1s
more generally used than any other type-
writer. In many places the number of Under-
woods 1s much greater than that of all other
makes combined.

Why this pronounced preference for the Under-
wood? It 1s not a cheap typewriter. It does
not sell at a lower price—in fact, it costs a little

more than most others.

But people do not buy Underwoods on a price basis. A typewnter
is bought not for what it is, but for what it does. The Underwood does
more. That is one reason for the preference.

The Underwood has a multitude of uses—for book- keeping, for order
systems, for billing systems, check systems—for every kind of accounting,
recording and statistical work there is a special purpose Underwood. And
the system which is specially designed for your particular needs, and
which is made possible by the Underwood, is worth many times the price
of the machine. This system service is free.

And behind.the Underwood is a highly developed typewriter organ-
ization, which will look after your interests in any part of the Dominion
—a national, purely Canadian institution, with Canadian ideals and a
thorough knowledge of Canadian requirements.

With the Underwood you get service,
certainty and satisfaction.

Improve your acquaintance with the Underwood representative. His
knowledge of the scope of the typewriter’s usefulness is at your disposal.
His suggestions may prove surpnisingly valuable.

United Typewnter Company, Limited
Everywhere in Canada
Head Office, Toroato J. J. Seitz, President
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Connor
Ball
Bearing
Washer
.
THE
i . w4 - COD LIVER
A washer guaranteed to take outall the : e : PREPARATION
dirt and leave the clothes snowy white. e ~ WITHOUT

Runs on ball bearings and driven by OlL

steel springs, with a little assistance from
the operator.  Perfected to the minutest
detail. Can be supplied through our agents

deidll o5 | A famous reconstructive tonic
C 1 . .

9 ‘fjﬁfdf’”:;u improved by modern science

. o Especially Valuable for Old People

and delicate children, weak, run-down persons,

J. H. CONNOR & SONS Limited, .
after sickness, and for all pulmonary troubles

OTTAWA, 2= CANADA.

Vinol is a delicious modern Cod Liver prepara-
tion without oil, made by a scientific extractive
and concentrating process from fresh Cod’s
Livers, combining the two most world famed
tonics, peptonate of iron and all the medicinal,
healing, body-building elements of Cod Liver
il but no oil. Vinol is much superior to old-
fashioned cod liver oil and emulsions because
while it contains all the medicinal value they do,
unlike them Vinol is deliciously palatable and
agreeable to the weakest stomach.

Your § ICE,

BRIGHTEN UP ic3etermcy ek by
using WASHBURNE’S PATENT

PAPER FASTENERS

75,000,000

SOLD the past YEAR should

convince B of their

K e .
el 'tE:hﬁht’h putbon doa taken C:ﬁ
be used repeatedly and “they almau‘:lmorke. o mR’ln:-lne ofngzu in ;
sizes. Put up in brass boxes of 100 fasteners each.
HANDSOME COMPACT STRONG No Slipping, NEVER
All stationers. Send 10¢ for sample box of 50, assorted.
Hlustrated Looklet free. Liberal discount to the trade.

The O. K. Mfg. Co., Syracuse, N. Y., U. S. A, "wo 18

FOR SALE AT YOUR LEADING DRUG STORE
Satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded by all agents
Exclusive Agency Given to One Druggist in a Place
If there is no Vinol agency where you live, send us your

druggist’s name and we will give him the agency.
TRIAL SAMPLE FREE
CHESTER KENT & CO. Chemists Boston, Mass.

What is Killing Your Lawn?

Dandelion, Buck Plantain and Crab Grass secure such a hold on many lawns
that the grass is completely smothered out.

The Clipper Lawn Mower is the only mower that will cut and drive these
weeds from your lawn and it will do it in one season.

Old style mowers catch the top of the grass, jerking it, breaking the feeders
: at the roots and killing it. The Clipper Mower does not touch the grass
until it cuts it. In this way the feeders of the roots are not broken and the grass becomes thick,

producing a beautiful lawn. - WRITE FOR CATALOGUE.

Clipper Lawn Mower Company

Dixon Illinois
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TEST FOR YOURSELF

Mix the best cocktail you know how—test it side by side with a

Club Cocktail

No matter how good a Cocktail you make you will notice a smoothness and mellowness

in the Club Cocktail that your own lacks.
Club Cocktails after accurate blending of choice liquors obtain
their delicious flavor and delicate aroma by aging in wood before
bottling. A new cocktail can never have the flavor of an aged
cocktail.

Manpattan, Martini and other
standard blends, bottled, ready
to serwe through cracked ice.

Refuse Substitutes
AT ALL DEALERS

@

G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props,

Hartford New York London

Moss”

- 280 @alibre
High Veloeity ---

: (1§
Examine the “Ross” Records
® L] ® 3
Before Buying a Sporting Rifle.

Experts in Europe and America admit that the Ross .280 High Velocity is the best
of modern arms.

It combines the flattest trajectory, greatest accuracy and most smashing power with the
strongest and fastest of actions.

At Bisley, in 1911 it abso!utcly distanced all competitors winning almost every first
place in the long range match rifle competitions and first and second in the aggregates, while
the regular Military Ross won the King's, the Prince of Wales, the Territorial aggregate, etc.

Ask your dealer to show you the "Ross" High Velocity which despite its quality sells at
only $70.00. Let lq:m get one on to show you if he has not one on hand—you should not
miss a chance of owning one.

The Ross lllustrated Catalogue gives full particulars—we send it on application.
Other Styles sell at from $25.00 up—Everyone guaranteed.

ROSS RIFLE COMPANY QUEBEC, QUE.
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Says Home Oil Tommy :

More Power to Your Mower

Your mower will exact less elbow grease and
backache if you keep it oiled with HoME OiL. This
dandy lubricant will make the blades whirr easily

and noiselessly.

WML B\

(Made by the LIQUID VENEER People)

gets its honest name from the fact that it is the purest,
cleanest, safest and most efficient lubricating oil for
home use, and consequently for outside use.

Trial Bottle Free

You get MosT as well as BEST oil in HoME 'k
011, and a money-back guarantee into the bargain. a es
Write today for free trial bottle and learn how Th 2
HoMmEe O1L will smooth the way for you. lngs
BUFFALO SPECIALTY COMPANY, Go Eds
337-E Liquid Veneer Building, Buffalo, N. Y.

Eddy’s Silent Matches

are made of thoroughly dried pine blocks.

The tips, when struck on any surface what-
ever, will light silently and burn steadily
and smoothly without throwing off sparks.

Eddy’s Matches are always full MM count
—ask for them at all good dealers.

The E. B. EDDY COMPANY Limited
HULL, CANADA. Makers of Toilet Papers.
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You will find them at the top!

““Macey’’ Sectional Bookcases owe their position
of construction, and finish. Their exclusive fe
themselves. If you are a possessor of books, w
these bookcases, they are giving perfect satisfa

satisfy you.

MADE
IN
CANADA

CTURERS WRITE FOR

EANADA FJRNITUREMANUFA

General Offices

Woodstock, Ont.

at the top to their superiority
atures put them in a class by
e want you to know all about
ction to thousands, they will

CATALOG
C.
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P THOINES

- Pure Jams and

Orange Marmalade

are made from freshly picked ripe
fruit and granulated sugar by
expert workers. The purity of
these goods makes them partic-
ularly adapted for children.

We are one of the oldest and
largest manufacturers of Jams

and Jellies in Canada.

At all first-class stores in Canada

The T. UPTON COMPANY, Limited

Hamilton, Canada
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Just as Important
as the Weather

Living in a house that is not comfortably
heated is no more pleasant than being out of
doors in bad weather, and not prepared for it.

Besides making a home comfartable to
live in, the efficiency of the heating appara-
tus has an important bearing on the com-
mercial value of a house. One of the first
items a purchaser of a house takes into
consideration is the kind of heating and the
make of the boiler.

When you are planning your new house,
specify the “ Sovereign” hot water Boiler
and Radiators. There is a difference in
boilers and the superiority of the “ Sover-

“SOVEREIGN ¥ eign” is unquestioned.
HOT WATER Write for booklet ““The Dictionary

BOILER of Heating.”

TAYLOR - FORBES {Queany

Toronto—1088 King St. West. Montreal—246 Craig St. West.
Vancouver—1070 Homer St. Winnipeg—Vulcan Iron Works,
‘Quebec—Mechanics Supply Co. St. John, N.B., W. R. Mathers.

Installed by Heating Engineers and Plumbers throughout Canada.
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The | £ A TOILET TREASURE
riginal BT 4R
Orig q Murray & Lanman’s
an |
ot FLORIDA
et WATER
Genu ine I Without exception the
best and most popular
B el ‘ Toilet Perfume made

Imitations Sold
on the Merits

of

MINARD'S
LINIMENT’

IN the Bath it is cooling

and reviving ; on the

Handkerchief and for

general Toilet use it is

delightful : after Shaving

it is simply the very best
thing to use.

A —

Ask your Druggist for it
Accept no Substitute !

Money Can Buy Happiness

—when the source of trouble is bad heating apparatus. Let us
install the remarkably successful, celebrated ¢

Kelsey Warm Air Generator.

Some of the troubles the Kelsey will eliminate are ;
leakage of gas; under-heating or over-heating; large
coal bills; foul, impure, unhealthful air.

The Kelsey warms fresh air and gives perfect circu-
lation throughout the house; heats perfectly, distant
rooms or rooms in exposed locations and saves 20 to
30 per cent in fuel.

The Kelsey satisfactorily heats 40,000 homes.

P Let us show you somelof these homes and explain
Kelsey Heating to you. !

The James Smart Manufacturing Co., l:.td.
Winnipeg, Man. Brockville, Ont.
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POWDER

MADE IN CANADA
CONTAINS NO ALUM

CONFORMS TO THE
HIGH STANDARD OF
GILLETT'S GOODS.
O 0

Costly Costumes
Perfectly Cleaned

“4 " by our French Dry Cleaning
Process. You may send us
your most delicately constructed
gowns and feel safe in having them sent back to you
fresh and new-like as when first from the modiste.

Mention Canadian Magazine and we
will send you free wuseful booklet.

R. PARKER & Co. Toronto, Can.

Branches and Agencies all over Canada.
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ROBINSON'S

‘PATENT’

'BARLEY

If your baby’s diges-
tion is not good you
will find ‘ Robin-
son’s Patent Barley’’
indispensible,

It is Pure, Whole-
some and Conveni-
ent.

MAGOR SON & CO., Canadian Agents, MONTREAL

FOR ALL KINDS OF SERVICE REQUIRING THE
BEST AUTOMATIC, HICH SPEED ENCINES

SEND FOR

NEW
VERTICAL ENGINE

CATALOG

VERTICAL
ENCLOSED

ENGINES

ROBB ENGINEERING CO., Limited, AMHERST, N.S.

So. Framingham, Mass.
Canadian Expros’s Building, Montreal, R. W. Robb, Manager

District Offices: J>Tradera Bank Building, Toronto, Wm. McKay, Manager

Union Bank Building, Winnipeg. W. F. Porter, Manager
Grain Exchange Bul'ldlng, Calgary J. F. PORTER, Manager,
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Cost of Operating Three One-Horse Vans for
Five Years.

SNVAIBRL Y0 OREH (. c...civvnve.iiensorsons § 750.00
7 Horses at $200 each 1,490,00
3 Sets Harness at $40 per gt 120.00

Repairs to harness at §5 per set per yea; 75.00
Repairs to vans, including re-painting 525.00
Insurance at $25 per poliey............ 375.00

Wages of three drivers at $15 per week.... 11,700.00
Wages of stablemen and general help (one

o SR e A e R 2,600.00

Feed, stabling, Vet. service, shoemg, etc 5
at $25 per horse per month . ; 4,500.00
Depreciation, 20 percent............. «ss 1,870.00
Interest on investment at 6 per cent ........ 480.00
$24,395,00

Cost of operating three one-horse vans for five years.....
Cost of operating one Schacht Delivery Van for five years
Baving in eperating van for five years ...................

Net saving, per year, in favor of Schacht Delivery Van

Enllghtenment Re

DELIVERY VAN

Cost of Operating One Schacht Delivery Van for
Five Years.

DN VRIL . 8% s e ed ix s P8 ils s sl dih oo Slholl $ 2,150 00
Gasoline, averaging 60 miles per day, 300

days per year, 10 miles pergal............ 0
Oil at 50c. gal. 120 miles pergal .. ........ .375.00
Grease, transmission and cup, averaging

15¢, per lb. running 100 miles to the 1b. 135.00
Be ttery charging at 50c. per month .. 30.00
Tire renewals, averaging 5,000 miles per tire 3,300.00
Ollforlamps ... .codeoovs 100.00
Repairs
Mabihty and Fire insurance .
Driver at $15 per week............
Incidentals at $25 per year .
Interestat 6 per cent ............... S
Depreciation at 20 per cent..................

$ 15,475.00

.$24,395.00
. 15,475.00
8,920.00

......................... $ 1,785.00

Ask Sfor Dlaynosis Blank ﬁll h‘} and return, and we will analyze fuour delivery problems for you, and

ise you, pri an thout incurring any obligation o

Vam for your delivery sen)lcz

the feasibitity of Motor Trucks or

It widl be worth your while.

The Schacht iMotor Car Co. of Canada, Limited

MANUFACTURERS

SANFORD AVENUE SOUTH, HAMILTON, ONT.
Toronto Garage—112-116 Richmond Street West

K10
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Victrola

MUSICAL INSTRUMENT

that should be in every home.

i The VICTROLA reproduces the voices of the
world’s greatest singers in so human and lifelike
a manner that you actually feel the presence of the
living artist.

The VICTROLA brings to you the delightful
humor of the cleverest comedians, just as clear
and natural as from their own lips.

The VICTROLA is made in a wide variety of
sizes and styles and priced—$20.00 to $250—
within the reach of all.

VICTROLAS may be purchased cn easy pay-
men's of as low as $1.00 per week.

Sembrich

l?:::le Our nearest
si i i
Homer records are dealeli :;ll
gladly
90 cents | demonstrate
g)r tll; :";‘(’) the famous
ver 5, Victrola
records to free of
choose charge.
from.

Amato

Sammarco

Interesting booklets -sent free on application.

Berliner Gram-o-phone Co., Limited
Montreal

= SR » 31 Lenoir St. .
=||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||||l|||IIlllllllllllllll||||||||||||||lllllllllllllllllIIllllIlllF
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There's
Solid
Comfort

in having a clear brain and
a continuous round of good

health.

If you don’t know what
this means, try leaving off
coffee 10 days, and use
well-made

POSTUM

‘¢ There’s a Reason’’
Postum Cereal Co,, Ltd., BattleCreek, Mich., U.8 A.

Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Litd., Windsor, Ont.

It’s Bakerfs

It s Dehcmus

" gt Hocoz,q,,% W

(-

finest quality, full strength and
absolutely pure and healthful.

Sold in 1/51b., 1/41b., 1/2 1b. and 1 lb.
cans net welght

Booklet of Choice Recipes Sent Free
WALTER BAKER & CO. LIMITED

ESTABLISHED 1780

MONTREAL, CAN. DORCHESTER, MASS.

Made by a
perfect me-
chanical
process
from high
grade cocoa
beans, sci-
entifically
blended, it
is of the

D —

MENNEN’S

“FOR MINE”

Borated

‘Mennen’s tien Powder

keeps my skin in healthy condition.

|

Sample Box for 4c. stamp.

GERHARD MENNEN CO. ; L 14

Newark, N. J.

Press oF THE T, H. BesT PRINTING COMPANY, Livirep, ToronTO, CAN.

Trade Mark




