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In old times, a soft skin and a fine complexion were accounted
among the leading essentials of beauty; and so they are today.
They knew in old times that the kind of beauty that 1s natural
is a thousand times more admired than beauty that is artificial;
and they know it today also.

The great difference between old times and now in this matter
of beauty is this: in old times—that is, before 1789—they had no

Pears’ Soap

to afford natural aid to natural beauty, whereas today P_EARS is here,
making the preservation and improvement of comglex.lon, and of §k1n
health and skin beauty generally, an easy daily habit—just the habit of
the daily use of PEARS, that is all. This is one great reason why there
are so many more beautiful women to be seen today than ever there were.

| it
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timess a(::d n:w' :re b Z complexion which is

united in Pears B woman'’s chief charm.
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OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS’ OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST.
“All rights secured.” !
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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. Accomodation 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.

TARIFF TARIFF
BREAKFAST
RERROD 60c., 75c. and 85¢.
Single
From $1.25 per day. LUNCH
1.00
Double gLt
From $2.25 per day. DINNER
$1.25, $1.85 and
Suite of Rooms $2.50
From $6.25 per day. SUPPER
No charge for Light $1.00
or Attendance. Or a la Carte.
ORCHESTRA All ““fixed price”
AT ALL MEALS m;a.la t:ervedt‘in
estauran
On Sundays, Vocal
Concert after Inclusive Charges
Dinner. Quoted.
O T RS
————————

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

OU can make a preliminary acquaintance with the Hotel by sending'fo%* the
Cecil Booklet. This little volume presents by illustration and description a
fair idea of the Hotel’s luxurious interior, its imposing exterior, the cost of
a stay, either brief or extended, and contains a variety of general informa-
tion of service to the visitor to London. It can be had for the asking from

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO, CANADA
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The Canadian Magazine
48 for October

Calgary. In this breezy article Jane Pratt gives us the real
spirit of the City of the Foothills. There is individuality about
Calgary, and Miss Pratt has discovered it. Excellent illustrations,

The Northern Ontario Clay Belt. This is a careful and
comprehensive consideration, by Mr. Frank H. Newton, of a section
of Ontario that seems bound to play an important part in the future
of the Province—in agriculture as well as in mining. The article
deals mostly with agricultural possibilities and it is well illustrated.

The. Y.M.C.A. in Canada. Few persons, even of those
who are closely identified with the movement, realise what a great
work this Association is doing in Canada. Frank Yeigh handles
the subject in a comprehensive and telling manner. The photo-
graphs back up his statements.

Is the Old Roman Race still Dominant? Here is an
interesting deduction by Mr. Stuart Jenkins. It is a study of race
development, and, coming at a time when the fate of empires is
closely studied, it carries more than ordinary interest.

The Blot. The fourth and last act of Mr. Arthur Stringer’s
absorbing play will be found the most dramatic of all. Mr. Beatty
has made a fine drawing to illustrate a difficult situation.

There will be as well a good selection of short stories and
poetry.

|
\
\

THe Canapian MBGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

TO ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITAIN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES THE
SUBSCRIPTION PRICE IS TWO DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENT8 A YEAR POSTPAID
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CLEAN

your Teeth with

CALVERT’S

CARBOLIC
TOOTH POWDER

Made ln England ‘ 15 cts. at your Druggists.

For trial sample send 2 ct. stamp to

gand enjoyed all F. C. CALVERT & Co,

over the World. g i 349 Dorchester Street West, Montreal,

Its delicious flavour
s quite unique.
WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

“MELANYL
M@m

~ WARRANTED INDELIBLE
REQUIRES NO gl EN WITH EVERY BOTTLE

TCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
O Shilling (25¢.) from the Inventors.

Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free for One
7 &9 ST. BRI%P.:C.ST- ENGLAND

¥COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN D LONDON

D

IT HAS NOEQUAL * The @ueen of Toilet Prepatations” It Entirely Removes and
“ — £ g /) ™  ROUGHNESS
FOR KEEPING  %g== g/} BEETHAMS /7  REDNESS, |
v a Y IRRITATION
THE SKIN » HEAT, Etc.
SOFT, o INVALUABLE
SMOOTH, “THE SKIN

THING AND REFRESHING AND COMPLEXION

AND WHITE s?fgr Cycling, Motoring, Tennis, Boating, ete. frgr;;hev;:::): :fn::“
AT ALL SEASONS M, BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England  "HARD WATER.

Ask your Chemist for it, and accept no substitute.
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A Natural
Remedy

Time was when disease was thought to be due to the
direct influence of evil spirits, and exorcism and
magic werc invoked to cast them out.

Science has taught us wisdom. The evil spirits
exist, ’tis true; we call them * Disease Germs,”’ and
they too, mnst be cast out. Once lodged in the
stomach or intestines, fever with its hallucinations or
biliousness with its aches and pains are the results. -

Eno’s
‘Fruit Salv’

is the approved remedy for driving out disease germs.
Its action is quick and thorough. It clears the intes-
tines, awakens the torpid liver to new life, stimulates
the mucus to a healthy flow, and cleanses and in-
vigorates the whole digestive tract. A single dose
will do wonders, a judicious use will make a new
man of you and prevent you from backsliding into
your old, half-sick self,

Prepared only by J. C. ENO, Ltd., London, S.E., Eng.

Wholesale of the NATIONAL DRUG & CHEMICAL CO.,
Montreal and branches.

BRAND’S
ESSENCE
OF BEEF

FOR INVALIDS

INVALUABLE IN ALL CASES OF
EXHAUSTION AND ENFEEBLED
DIGESTION

Recommended by the Medical
Profession Throughout the World.

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

DOCTOR STEDMAN’S .
TEETHING POWDERS

Used by mothers the world over, for nearly
half a Century, the safest and best for

CHILDREN

TEETHING

free from morphia or opium or any harmful ingredient

Observe the
Trade Mark

m\naa' MARK,

on every Packet
and Powder

27c. and 67c. per package of all Chemists and Stores.

Depot: 125, New North Road, London N, England
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High Grade
Clothing Fabrics

Ladies and Gentlemen who wish ‘*Old Country’
Materials of superior quality and refined appearance
which are a pleasure to wear, should make & point of ex-
amining Egerton Burnett, Ltd’s. samples of Fall and Win-
ter goods; they excel in quality, are reasonable in price
and are such as are worn by the elite of the world.

Drop a post card to-day and have the
samples mailed to you for examination.

The Hall Mark

24 Royal
Warrants,

of Superiority

E. B. Ltd's. Pure Wool Royal Serges
are strongly recommended for cold weather Clothing ;
they are warmth-giving and protective, strong and hard-

wearing and their good appearance is enduring.
Qualities for Ladies’ and Children from 49c. per yard.
Qualities tfor Men and Boys' from 86c. per yard.
ostumes, Suits, Overcoats, Etc.
made to order on scientific principles.

“ ’ Samples, Measurement Blanks. Style Plates, Price
g Burnett Norfolk ’ Lists, etc. sent promptly, Post Paid, for the asking.

Suit, d in E.
L::l'g,mgnx cee ;‘;o:r":'::e:i. . 53 TT d order in real Scotch Tweeds
EGERTON BURNE 9 I-t o of superfine quality and choice
$15025. R. W. Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, England. "’°1°’mgs fr $16.55
®

This handsome coat made to

&
THIS TRADE MARK
has been familiar to users cf high-class
knitting wools for a century and a quar-
ter. Itisthe mark of Baldwin's famous

BEEHIVE WOOLS

AND STANDS FOR

Quality Comfort & Durability
See that each Skein of Beehive Wool carriesa ticket
with the Beehive Trade Mark, This markis a

guarantee of reliability. Send for our free booklet
* Beehive Wools and their Uses.”

J. & J. BALD W IN, Halifax.
i and Partners, Ltd. Eng.

Is the Sauce for the
economical housewife.
A little goes a long
way, and a 15 cent
bottle will last a family

If you want to learn to

USE
WICKINS®
PIANO . .
TUTOR . .

ENGLISH AND FOREIGN FINGERING
Of all Music Sellers, 60c. net, mailed free.

PLAY the PIANO, for many occasions.

It provides a zest at
all meals ; stimulates
the appetite, and 18
a real aid to digestion.

15c¢. and 25c. per bottle.

Sole Manufacturers :
George Mason & Co., Ltd., London, Eng.
Agents:
8. T. Nishimura & Co.. Montreal.
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THE TEST OF TIME

Horrockses’

Longcloths, Nainsooks,
Cambrics, India Longcloths,

See Horrockses’ name on Selvedge.

g ‘ Sheetings,
= Ready-Made Sheets

O | i

s TntTéisr oFTiME M1
| podHlag N ‘

1791 A
| \

LONG CLOTHS &

(Plain and Hemstitched)

See Horrockses’ name on each sheet.

Flannelettes

of the Highest Quality

See Horrockses’ name on selvedge.

! “SHEFTI

e

ESTABLISHED 1791.

Obtainable from the principal stores of the Dominion

Wherever there is
a case of enfeebled
digestion, whether from
advancing age, illness,
or general debility, there

INVALIDS ano ;
is a case for Benger's
THE AGED. Food.

When the stomach becomes weakened, the digestion of
ordinary food becomes only partial, and at times is painful, little
of the food is assimilated, and the body is consequently insufficiently
nourished.  This is where Benger's Food helps. It contains in itself
the natural digestive principles, and is quite different from any other
food obtainable.  All doctors know and approve of its composition,
ad prescribe it freely.

The British Medical Journal says: * Benger's Food has, &y its excellence, established a reputation of its own”

BENGER S NEw BookLET deals with the most common doubts and difficulties which mothers have to encounter,
It is sent poss free on application to Benger's Food, Ltd., Otter Works, Manchester, Eng.

INFANTS,

Benger's Food is sold in tins by Druggists, efc., everywhere. B41
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LONDON LONDON
e —————— T —————

The Prince of Wales
' Hotel

DE VERE GARDENS, KENSINGTON
HYDE PARK, W.

For Home Comforts and Cuisine unsurpassed
Accommodation for 140 Visitors

THE PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL, W.

iitllation most fashionable and central for pleasure and bus-
ess, nearly opposite Kensington Palace and Gardens, quiet,
eIng just off the High Street, Kensington, near the Albert
all, within a few minutes’ ride of Hyde Park Corner.

THE PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL, W.

uerms, inclusive, en pension, weekly. single, £2 12s. 6d. and
Pwards  §pecial reductionsto families and officers,

Bitgle Bedrooms . . @ . .o« e s 0d.
reakfast : ‘ - . 5 2 2s. 0d.
il st vk e et SINE R SR L
dinner . 3s. 6d.

Or daily, with full board and baths . from 9s. 0d.

THE PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL, W.

@'%B;-gi.?s and gentlemen contemplating taking up or'chsm‘zing
tia] Hoééldeucc in London are requested to inspect this residen-

Telegrams : Telephone No. :
uasively, London."" 3022 Kensington (2 lines).

MANAGER, Prince oF WALES HOTEL
DE VERE GARDENS
KENSINGTON, LONDON, W.

F
°r Detaileq Tariffs, Apply Canadian Magazine,
Travel Bureau, Toronto, Ont.

Add'ua R
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HIS Hotel, with its strikingly handsome ex-
terior and commanding position facing the

THE
D E v E R E Kensington Gardens, is a well-known Kensing-
tonlandmark. It has Public Rooms and I,ounges

on the Ground Floor, is fully licensed, and is
generally considered to be the most Select,
Fashionable, and Moderate Hotel in the district.
For Tariff, Address En pension terms, from 10/6 daily
MANA S E VERE HOTEL En pension terms, from £3/3/0 weekly
KENSINGTON
RARBON, W Lift to all floors. Electric Light, radiators.
Bedrooms centrally heated.  Separate tables.

Telegrams: ‘‘Improvisor, London”
Telephone : 524, Kensington

The Prince of Wales Hotel

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

immediate vicinity.

\ LONDON, W.
7’ Cbe Broad-(Dalk PBotel

DE VERE GARDENS

Private suites and sitting rooms.

Ll KENSINGTON, W.
Tel. No.
858, Kensington o
Telegrams : In the immediate vicinity of
., Kensingtonian, London."”’ the BROAD-WALK,

Kensington
Gardens.

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

ELECTRIC LIGHT LIFT TO ALL FLOORS

Address : MANAGER’ BROAD-WALK HOTEL, De Vere Gardens, KENSINGTON, W.
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DIRECT FROM THE LOOM TO THE CONSUMER.

Wiite for Samples and Price List (sent Post Free) and Save 50 Per Cent.

ROBINSON & GLEAVE

BELFAST, IRELAND LD,

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

AND FURNISHERS BY ROVAL WARRANT OF APPOINTMENT.

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

HOUSEHOLD LINENS

From the Least Expensive to the Finest in the World.

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

IRISH LINENS: Linen Sheetings, two yards wide, 48c. per yard; 24 yards wide, 57c. per
yard; Roller Towelling, 18 in .wide, 9c. per yard; Surplice Linen, 24c. per yard; Dus-
ters from 78c. Glass Cloths, $1.18 per doz. Fine Linens and Linen Diaper, 23c. per
yard. Our Special Soft-finished Longcloth from 10c. per yard. \

IRISH DAMASK TABLE LINEN: Fish Napkins, 94c. per doz. Dinner Napkins, $1.56
per doz. Table Cloths, two yards square, 94c. ; 1, yards by 38 yards, $1.90 each.
Kitchen Table Cloths, 23c. each. Strong Huckaback Towels, $1.32 per doz.  Mono-
grams, Crests, Coats of Arms, Initials, etc., woven or embroidered. (Special atten-
tion to Club, Hotel or Mess Orders.)

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

IRSIH CAMBRIC POCKET HANDKERCHIEFS: «The Cambrics _Of Robinson & Cleave,x;
have a world-wide fame.’’—The Queen. “Cheapest: Handkerchiefs I have ever seen.
—Sylvia’s Home Journal. Children’s, from 30c. to $1.18 per doz.; Ladies’, f_ror’n 60c.
to $2.75 per doz. ; Gentlemen’s, from 84c. to $3.84 per doz. Hemstitched—Ladies’, 66c.
to $8.40 per doz.; Gentlemen’s, from 94c. to $6.00 per doz.

IRISH GOLLARS AND CUFFS: Collars—Gentlemen’s 4-fold, newest shapes from $1.18
per doz. Cuffs—For gentlemen, from $1.66 per doz. Surplice Makﬁrs to Westnéni-
ter Abbey, and the Cathedrals and Churches of the United ngdom," Their Irish lo A
lars, Cuffs, Shirts, etc., have the merits of oxcellence and cheapness. —Tcourt Gircular.

IRISH UNDERCLOTHING: A luxury now within the reach of all Ladies. Chemises,
trimmed embroidery, 56¢.; Nightdresses, 94c. ; Combinations, ‘;’él.OS. India or Co]on(;al
?Slltﬁts from $52.68; Bridal Trousseaux from $32.04; Infants Layettes from $15.00.

ee List).

N.B.—To prevent delay all Letter-Orders and Inquiries for Samples should be Addressed :

ROBINSON & CLEAVER, 42A Donegall Place, BELFAST, IRELAND.

NOTE.~-Beware of parties using our name. We employ neither Agents nor Travellers.
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THE DOCTOR: * Ah! yes, restless
and feverish. Give him a Steed-
maa’s Powder and he will seon
be all right.”

Steedman’s Soothing Powders

FREE LACE CoVER, with Book of 1,000 BARGAINS,

PEACHS.«“CURTAINS

53 Years Reputation, Makers Contrenet Curtains,
Double Strength, ILatest Catalogue, largest issued
Post Free. Lace, Serge, Tapestry, Muslins,
Curtains, Casement Fabrics, Table Linen,
Ladies’ & Gents’ Underwear, Shoes, Costumes,
Gents’ Clothing. A Whole Warehouse in Book
form to look through. Import your own goods British
made and Reliable. Write to-day.
Postage &
CURTAIN PARCEL 33:%.% $6.60
All Patent Contrenet Make, durability guaranteed.
2 prs. good quality Point Lace Design Curtains
3iyds. long, 60ins. wide, worth $2 per pair.
1 pair Handsome Curtains, rich old Lace,
3syds. long, 60ins. wide. (In White or Ecru.)
1 pr.Curtains, Ribbon&Bow design 3yds.by43ins.
1 Duchesse Toilet Set of Six Lace Covers.
Delivered to your home Postage & Duty Paid $6.60
Direct from the Actual Makers. Greatest Valueever offered,
SAM. PEACH & SONS, The Looms.
Dept. 664 NOTTINGHAM, England.

C. E. Brierley & Co., 50 Station S8t., Huddersfieid

and the s
customenrs

alue for our
1d /!

ever you

—splendid val t fitttng
garments, whatever style you choose.
We make the cloth, we make the clothes.
Suits to measure from $6 45 to $13.
40. Cloth supplied from T78c. per

yard. Patternsand style boc
with full informatior
duty to any part

f Canada,
England

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

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.

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LTD.
Wellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E.

The Associated Board
OF THE

Roval Academy of TMusic
Roval @ollege of HMwusic

LONDON, ENG.

For Local Examinations in Music in the
BrITISH EMPIRE

Patron—His Majesty the King.

The Annual Examinations in Practical
Music and Theory will be held throughout
Canada in May and June 1911. An Exhibi-
tion value about $500 is offered annually.

Syllabus, Music for the Examinations
and all particulars may be obtained on
application to

M. WARING DAVIS
(Resident Secretary for Canada.)
87 Shuter Street, Montreal.
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Albert College

BELLEVILLE, ONTARIO.

300 Students enrolled annually—
half of whom are young ladies.

Building heated by steam and
lighted by electricity.

Will re-open Tuesday, Sept 6th,
1910. For Calender, address :

Principal DYER; D. D.

e T ey

HILL GROFT

iy BOBCAYGEON, ONT.

A Residential School in the Ccuntry for Young Boys

Very small classes. Careful attention. New building, §pecially designed, \_vith gatll
modern conveniences. Large grounds. Unexcelled climate. Staff of University
graduates. Easily accessible by C.P.R.

Apply for Prospectus to the Head Master, W. T. COMBER, B. A. (OXFORD)
Next Term Commences Wednesday Sept. 14th, 1910

—
T —

In WHAT ? In
Such as you can get under /

L L/ A/ b best conditions at the Central ( C’OMMO /V

Business College of Tor-

onto. Catalogue explains fully.

Write for it. W. H. SHAW,

President. Yonge and Gerrard EDU C 47/ oN s

Streets, Toronto

AUTUMN TERM FROM AUGUST 29th.

SUMMER TERM FROM JULY 4th.




14 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

HAVERGAL LADIES’ COLLEGE

TORONTO
S ‘ o B
;\‘/lﬁyﬁ_‘/;@.m ‘
i BLE | 0TSy % E6 T
i (Te) |0 il e ©

!lri (= TR
S R (s e ORI =
: ="

Separate Senior and Junior Residental and Day Schools
with Preparatery Department
Preparation for Honour Matriculation, Havergal Diploma, Examinations in Musie
and Art. Resident French and German Mistresses, Domestic Science School, with six
Departments. Gymnasium, under graduate of the Boston Normal School. Cricket,
tennis, basket ball, rink, swimming bath,
Re-opens Tuesday, September, 13th, For illustrated calendar apply to the Bursar.

MISS KNOX, Principal.

The Royal AMilitary College

HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the Royal Military College of Canads
Notwithstanding this, its object and the work it isaccomplishing are not sufficiently understood by the general public.
The 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.

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

Whilst the college is organised on a strictly military basis the cadets receive a practicle and scientific training in subjects
essential to a sound modern education,

dTéle 1com‘se includes a thorough grounding in Mathematies, Civil Engineering, Surveying, Phsyics, Chemistry, French
and English,

The strict discipline maintained at the College is one of the most valuable features of the course and, in addition, the
constant practise of gymnastics, drill and outdoor exercises of all kinds, ensures health and excellent physical condition.

Commissions in all branches of the Imperial service and Canidian Permanent Force are offered annually.

The diploma of graduation, is considered by the authorities conducting the graduation for Dominion Land Surveyor 0
be eqﬁzixalgntma university degree, and by the Regulations of the Law Society of Ontario, it obtains tbe same examptions
asa B.A. degree.

Thelength of the course is three years, in three terms of 974 months’ residence each,
The total cost of the course, including board, uniforms, instructional material, and all extras, is about §800.

The annual competiitive examination for admission to the College will take place in May of each year at the headquarters
of the several military districts,

For full particulars of this examination and for any other information, application shonld be made to the Secretary of the
Militia Council Ottawa, Ont. : or to the Commandant, Royal Military College, Kingston, Oat.
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Blen ddawr

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

_ Large Staff of Highly Qualified and Exper-
jenced Teachers and Professors. Native
French and German Teachers.

Pupils prepared for the Universities and
for Examinations in Music of Toronto
University, the Conservatory of Music, and
the Toronto College of Mngic.

Modern Educational Methods, Kefining
Influences, and Well-regulated Home.

Lawn Tennis and other games. Rink.

'l’lla'e_ Schoollwill re-open on Tuesday, September 13th.
f-'.—Fo_r;i’g)spcctuslapply ol @
MISS IVEALS, Principal,

A FULLY EQUIPPED JRESIDENTIAL SCHOOL

WOOdStoc FOR BOYS AND YOUNG MEN

Manual Training in Iron and Wood—First in

Canada.

0 ll e g e Large Grounds, First Class Gymnasium.
Noted for its high moral and Christian character.
Woodstock,
53rd Annual Calendar sent on application.

Ontario A. T. MacNEILL, B. A. " Principal

WESTBOURNE

School for Girls
340 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Canada.

A residential and day school, well appointed, well
managed and convenient. Students prepared for Univer-
sity Examinations. Specialists in each department.
Affiliated with the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
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.

BRANKSOME HALL

892 SHERBOURNE ST., TORONTO,

Four Doors South of Bloor.

A RESIDENTAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
MISS SCOTT, Hon. Principal. MISS EDITH M. READ, M.A., Principals
n Music, Well equipped Art Department. Thoroughly

Preparation for the Universit
y and for Examinations i
sfficent staff. Outdoor games—Tennis, Basketball, Rink. Healthful locality.

PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS.

Autumn Term will Begin September 4.
For Prospectus apply to THE SECRETARY.
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Faculty of
100 Specialists

Women’s Residence

Re-opened Sept.:1st,
1910

Attendance last
Season over 1800
Students

TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC

Edward Fisher, Mus. Doc., Musical Director
Send for 160 page Year Book Special Calendar for School of Expression

LOWER GCANADA COLLEGE

Notre Dame de Crace Healthy situation. Use of Westmount Athletic

MONTREAL. grounds. 2 tennis courts. 2 rinks. Gymnasium.
Sloyd (Manual Training) room. Excellent system
For Boarders and Day Boys. of heating, ventilating and humidifying class

HEAD MASTER; rooms and dormitories.
G. s. FUSBERY, M. A. Boys prepared for the Universities and the R. M.C., Kingston
Late Headmaster, St. John’s School TERM COMMENCES 9.15 A.M., SEPTEMBER 14

Queen’s University and College

KINGSTON, ONTARIO

THE ARTS COURSE leads to the degrees of B.A. and M.A., D.8c., and Ph.D.

THE EDUCATIONAL COURSES, under asgreement with the Ontario Education Department, are accepted a
the professional courses for (a) First Class Public School Certificate ; (b) High School Assistant’s Interim Certificate
¢) Specialists’ Interim Certificate and (d) Inspectors’ Certificate. They also lead to the degrees B.Paed., D.Paed.

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

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

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

THE 8CIENCE COURSE leads to the degrees of B.S¢., and M.Se., D.Se.

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

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

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

THE FOLLOWIN@G”COURSES ARE OFFERED
I. Four Years’ Course for Degree of B.Sc, .II. Three Years' Course for .Diploma.

a. Mining Engineering. e. Civil Enginee¢ring.

b. Chemistry and Mineralogy. f. Mechanical Engineering.
c. Mineralogy and Geology. &. Electrical Engineering.

d. Chemical Engineering. h. Blology and Public Health.

: i. Power Development.
For Calendar of the School and further information, 4pply 10 the Secretary, School of. Mining, Kingston, Ontario

'
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Forty-fourth Year

A Residential and Day School for Girls.

Arts, Music and Painting.
grounds. Lawn for Tennis
and good Gymnasium. For Calendar apply to

Re-opens September 13, 1910, 10 A.M.

Bishop Strachan School

Wykeham Hall, COLLEGE ST, TORONTO.

Full Matriculation Course as well as elementary work, Domestic
Centrally located yet with large
and other games. Skating Rink

MISS ACRES, Principal.

NADA COLL

EGE

Founded 1829 TORONTO
Canada’s Oldest Residentia School.

Autug\n Term beginson Tuesday, September
13t

Examinations for Entrance Scholarships,
Saturday, September 17th.

Courses for University, Royal Millitary Coll-
ege, ete.

senier and Preparatory Schools in separate
buildings. Every modern equipment.

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

2552 Principal

of the highest Academic

ACADEMIC DEPARTMENT—14 teachers
and of these 4 are European

Qualifications, of whom 8 are in residence,

“’M!;sed teachers of Modern Languages.
VISITING TEACHERS—Music 19, Art 3, Physical Culture 2, Elocu-

tlon 1, Domestic Science 1. 5 .

%o I;OA-ILY .A'I'I‘EN DANCE 140, of whom 50 are in residence; classes aver-

'?ol;x PREPARATION FOR THE UNIVERSITY a specialty extended course

M those not contemplating a university education,

IS8 J. B. MACDONALD, B.A.,

Principal,

ST. MARGARET’S COLLECE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO

A COLLEGIATE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.
Founded by the late George Dickson M.A. former principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickson.

CLASS-ROOMS built specially for the work.
LARGR LAWNS for games and recreation.

Full sized outdoor skating

rink in winter.

RESIDENCE distinct in its management from the schcol. Specialists
in every department,

RECORD—I1905-06 ; 14 at Universities; 20 passed examination in Music
at Toronto University, winning 11 1st class honors and 5 2nd class; and 10
at Conservatory of Music winning 3 first places in honor lists.
ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET FREE TO ANY ADDRESS
MRS. GRORGE DICKSON,
President.

Residential School
tsor Boys
Healthy Situation. Fire-
proof Buildings.

Extensive Playgrounds,

large Gymnasium, Skating
PORT HOPE, ONT, Rinks, ete )

Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal Military College,
and Business. Special attention given to younger boys.
Next term begins Sept 14, New boys must report on
Sept. 13.
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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ASHBURY COLLEGE

ROCKLIFFE PARK, OTTAWA

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Large, new fireproof buildings. Perfect sanitation. Beautiful and very healthy situation

on high ground outside City. Ten acres of playing fields.

Junior Department for little boys.

Large up-to-date Gymnasium.

SPECIAL PREPARATION FOR R. M. C.
In 1910 entrance examinations for R. M. C. the school obtained FIRST PLACE on

the list. All candidates sent in passed.

School will re-open Sept. 13th, 1910. For Calendar apply to
Rev. Geo. P. Woollcombe, M. A. (Oxon)
r

Headmaste:

Toronto College of Music

12 and 14 Pembroke Street.

F. H. TORRINGTON,

Mus. Doc. (Tor.) Musical Director :
College Re-opens Thursday,
September 1st.

Piano, Organ, Vocal, Violin, Theory.
Teachers’ Kindergarten Course.
Send for new Calender and Syllabus.

VWWWN\f

1860
THE BRITISH AMERICAN
BUSINESS COLLEGE
g is a school with a history. Fifty years years ago i
it was well known for its good work. Its work to.
day is broader and better than at any previous
time. If interested in securing the best business

training, write for catalogue to T. M. Watson,
Principal, Y.M.C.A. Building, Toronto,

Summer Term begins July 4th.,

1910
NSNS AN A

Che Montreal
gonservatory of Music

b. C. Dickenson, Director

Complete course of Music Study by competent Special-
ists, teaching Vocal, Instrumental and Special Courses.

For further particulars and prospectus,
write the Secretary, 138 Mansfield St.




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 19

Boys prepared for Universities, Royal Military

UF;I:ER Large
LOWER Athletic College and Business. Careful oversight in the
e g Fields Classroom and on the Athletic Field.
E: ni
x:;l:plt::aﬁ Rev. D. Bruce Macdonald, L
M.A, LL.D,,
Headmaster

Equipment
el
Autumn
Term Opens

Sept. 13th

1910

COLLEGE Hiaats

“TORONTO. CANADA. Acalicaty
Application.
; i 2500

e i e s

Upper School prepares boys for the

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

RIDLEY COLLEGE
St. Catharines, Ont.

A BETTER SCHOOL

Its Mark

We do one thing only
but we do it exceedingly
well—we train boys and
i girls to be expert sten-

ographers.

ready, It contains

5?1‘3::3;&”“ g Our new book is

TO, A .
oo sketches of our pupils who have won
including the

An Academic Department of McMaster 92 typewriting contents,
championship of the v world 13 times in

University for Girls and Young Women.

Senior School and Junior S
chool. Fees i
g’;;he year: Students in Residence, P b
(:2 t0$262; Day Pupils, $34 to $72 == You may have a copy if you
ollege Re-opens September /7th. send now. It is an interesting
book. [~

Calendar on request.
Miss Charlotte Thrall, Vice-Principal.

A. S. Vogt, Mus. Doc., Music: irector.
el THE KENNEDY SCHOOL

s at 9 Adelaide Street East in Toronto.
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THE

Ontario Agricultural ollege

GUELPH, - CANADA

Will Re-open September 20, 1910

UR course in Agriculture is designed not only to make specially
O trained agriculturalists, but also educated men. The course presup-
poses that a young man has had a good Public School training. and

that he has had the training in farm matters that usually comes to a young
man who has lived on a farm. It supplements this training but does not

repeat it.

No young man is well educated until he has been taught to do and
to think. Both faculties are necessary and each assists the other. Experi-
ence and reason, however show that the students who enter the courses in
agriculture have been better trained in doing than in thinking. Special
emphasisJis therefore laid on training the faculties of observation and reason;
and of maturing the judgment. The laboratory methods and facilities are
most thorough and complete in all scientific and technical courses, giving a

training which is impossible to obtain merely from books.

A calendar will be mailed on request. Send for a copy to-day.
Persons desiring to secure accommodation in Residence should apply for

admission now to

G. C. CREELMAN, B.S.A., LL.D.

PRESIDENT
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Small
Investors

We highly recommend

the following first mort-

gage bonds, which are

issued, and offered by us,
in $500 amounts.

The Vancouver
Milling & Grain Co.
First Mortgage
6%'s

i i

The principal and
interest is payable
semi - annually in
Toronto, and the
investment will
yield over six per
cent. Write for
particulars.

—

K milius Jarvis @ Co.

Members Toronto Stock Exchange

Jarvis Bldg. TORONTO

o e e
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Not What You Earn
But What You Save

is the measure of your success. Small earning power is often
more than balanced by a habit of saving. In the struggle for
independence, the man who saves—even a little—is far ahead of
the better-paid man who saves nothing.

Be Independent !
Determine to save a little steadily; it demands far less self-denial
than you may imagine. And the accumulation of Compound Interest
increases your savings more rapidly than perhaps you have thought.
$10 saved every month—at 31% interest compounded four times a
year —amounts in 10 years to $1,437.73. You can open an account
in this old established, strong, safe Institution with $1 or more.

Paid-up Capital and Reserve Fund, $9,250,000.00

Canada Permanent Mortgage Corporation
Toronto Street, Toronto

YOUTH and OLD AGE.

Are you providing for your

independence in old age— Endow-

ment Life Assurance offers the

solution. May we send you rates

and full information.’ i

Capifal and' Agsets - $ 4,513,949.53
3 Insurance in force, over $21,000,000.00

FEDERAL LirE
ASSURANCE COMPANY

HEAD OFFICE ., HAMILTON, CANADA.

INE
ART DEPT CAN MQ\Z_
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The Great-West
Policyholders

are satisfied policyholders. One writes:—

“I beg to ackilowledge receipt of your
cheque for profits payable on my policy.
I have had a large amount of Insurance
covering a period of 40 years in old line
Companies, and cannot refrain from saying
that the dividend you are paying is unpre-
cedented, and at the same time the progress
made by your Company both in amount of
business and the accumulation of resource
fur%d must be gratifying to the management
as it is to the policyholders.”

Obtain particulars jof the Policies that
can earn such commendation. Write, stat-
ing age, to

The Great-West Life

Assurance Company
Head Office - - Winnipeg

——

The
WESTERN

ASSURANCE COMPANY
Incorporated In 1851

ASSETS, $3,267,082,55
LIABILITIES, 640,597.32
SECURITY TO POLICY-

HOLDERS 2,629,485.23

LOSSES paid since organization of Company
$52,441,172.44

DIRECTORS:

W. R Hon. GEO. A. COX, President
« BROCK and JOHN HOSKIN, K. C. LL.D
Vice-Presidents
W. B. MEIKLE, Managing Director.

HEAD OFFICE,

——

TORONTO

North ‘@& e
Amenca‘ll;,l'i /

IT IS UNWISE

to think that you have many
years yet to live and so post-
pone insuring your life.

¢ Many a man having sim-
ilar thoughts of living has
been cut off with scarcely a
moment’s warning, leaving no
provision for those dependent
upon him.

@ The only wise course 1s

to recognize the uncertainty
of life and insure at once.

g You cannot do better
than procure a policy to-day
from the

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE
ASSURANCE COMPANY

«“golid as the Continent”

HOME OFFICE TORONTO
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issued by

The Canadian Bank of Commerce

are the most convenient form in which to carry money when travelling and may be obtained on
application at every branch of the bank. They are NEGOTIABLE EVERYWHERE, SELF-
IDENTIFYING and the EXACT AMOUNT PAYABLE in the principal countries of the
world is printed on the face of each cheque.

BANK OF HAMILTON

Head Office: - Hamilton

Hon. William Gibson, President
J. Turnbull, Vice-Pres. and General Manager

Paid up Capital - - - $ 2,500,000
Reserve and undivided profits - - 2,900,000
Total Assets - - - over 35,000,000

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

CORRESPONDENCE SOLICITED
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SOME LEADING FEATURES OF

o
~OF CANADA,

(1) A progressive life Company composed of policyholders and
managed by policyholders for policyholders only.

(2) A Company issuing every approved style of life and endow-
ment policy with liberal conditions and attractive options.

(3) A Company with over $1 5,000,000.00 of solid asscts,_93.7%
of which is invested in first mortgages, n Municipal Bonds, and 1n loans
on its policies.

~ (4) A Company with expanding dividends for policyholders only,
with increasing interest rate and diminishing expense ratio to icome.

(5) A Company with a low death rate, being less than one l'lalf gf
"the expectation," owing to its careful selection of lives and operating n
"the best climate in the world."

(6) A Company with a steady growth along safe limes, never
having lost one dollar of its many millions invested for the protection of
its policyholders.

(7) A Company with $1 3,000,000.00 in Reserve for the security
of its policyholders who carry in it on their lives at this date [over

$60,000,000.00 of insurance.

(8) And, lastly, a Company that has never failed to make good,in
every essential of a successful life company. Therefore it should ;be
a good one in which to insure one’s life.

A POLICY IN IT PAYS!

Head Office - WATERLOO, ONT.

E. P. CLEMENT, K.C., Pres’t. GEO.‘ WEGENAST, Managing Director
W. H. RIDDELL, Assistant Manager Chas. Ruby, Secretary
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NORTHERN

LIFE
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pany of Canada

s

We have positions on our
field staff for reliable producers.

As several good Districts are

open, the opportunity

1S NOW.

Take advantage of it by
writing to our Head Office at

‘'W. M. GOVENLOCK,

JOHN MILNE,
Managing Director.

Secretary.

\

W

\

\

e

_

////////// i

'

A\

=

/////////

A\

b

\\
“
/ |

o
W //////Z

\
|

]
\

.

) :
« WY >
EERNE
///ééu/, \

\ Y

A

\

)

0

W
/??/
\ o

=

.

@/

\

\

(\

S\
S

3

)

//

N

%

__

ECEEREE S %

——




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

27

THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up - =- $1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund and }
Undivided Profits - - $1(,307,809.25

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

HEAD OFFICE, - TORONTO
W. D. ROSS, General Manager

Every Department of Banking Conducted with Absolute
SECURITY and SATISFACTION.

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

COLLECTIONS given prompt execution.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at all branches.

\

Don’t Put Money in a Letter

LETTERS ARE FREQUENTLY LOST
AND NEVER RECOVERED. . . .

Always Remit By

DOMINION EXPRESS COMPANY

Money Orders and Foreign Drafts

They are safe, convenient and ical and are issued in Dollars, Pounds Sterling,
Francs, Gulden, Kronen, Kronor, Lire, Marks, Roubles, etc., payable in all parts of
the world. If lost or delayed in the mails a prompt refund is

arranged, or a new order issued without further charge.

Money Transferred by Telegraph and Cable
Foreign Money Bought and Sold
Travellers’ Cheques Issued

Hu;
TH:&I}EDS OF AGENCIES GENERAL OFFICES
GHOUT CANADA TORONTO, CANADA




.28

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

ACCOUNTING MADE EASIER

with the

‘Ralamazoo

Loose Leaf
Cedger

¥

The feature of the ‘‘Kalamazoo”
binder that appeals most to every
practical bookkeeper is its un-
limited capacity for expansion and
contraction, It will hold tightly
and in perfect alignment ten sheets
or a thousand — just the exact
number required for use,

The ¢Kalamazoo’’ is the best ex-

pression of the Loose Leaf idea

that has yet been offered, and it
has overcome practically every ob-
jection that has been offered
against Loose Leaf systems.

It has no complicated mechanism to get out of
ordir, and no exposed metal parts to injure the
desk.

It is a book, not a box, and gives a firm, flat
writing surface.

1t is the simplest, strongest, lightest and most
durable Loose Leaf binder on the market, and
by far the most easily handled.

It can be made in any size to suit any purpose,
and our personal guarantee is behind every one.

WRITE FOR BOOKLET
TO BE HAD FOR THE ASKING

(Warwick Bros. & Rutter

LIMITED

Bookbinders, Printers, Manufacturers of
2 ccount Books and Loose Leaf Supplies

Kirg and Spadina Toronto

THE WRITER
will al)wa\(;s fit\& the
§ocizt\; Note @apzrs
of the Parber = &ilis
ma%e at ’cf\z stationers
w?\o are catering to tf\e

best cYasszs. g' ?\me of

tf\e most popufcn‘ are :

"FRENCH ORGANDIE "
"IRISH LAWN?" and
"SHAMROCK LINEN"

The Barber-Ellis Co.

LIMITED
63-71 Wellington St. W., Toronto
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FLOUR

‘Take Your Choice
of the'PURITY
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OHIY GOOd CaniResult From the Use 4 :

E.D. Smith’s Grape Juice

because, instead of being like the ordinary summer drinks, it is made from
the pure juice of a natural fruit. There is nothing
added except pure sugar.

Physicians rec d grapes b of their

blood purifving, tonic influence on the human

system. Most people like them for their rich
e luscious flavor.

In Smith’s Grape Juice you get the healthful, invigorating properties of

the choicest Concord Grapes grown in the Garden of Canada, the

delightful flavor of the fruit, and a thirst-quenching drink that has no peer.
Sold at 25¢ the bottle by Druggists and Grocers
everywhere. Buy by the name E. D. Smith.

E. D. SMITH - WINONA, ONTARIO.

Maker of Pure Jams, Jellies, Preserves, Etec. .

The World’s Greatest Glove House is

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY

Cheapside,

ILondon, England

GRAND PRIX, Franco-British Exhibition 1908

Attention is directed to the following makes of Gloves all of which are of British or French manufacture and subject to Preferential Tariff.

Bingle Pairs at Warehouse Prices
BRITISH MAKE

The “MELTON” Ladies’ Tan Cape,

pique sewn, 2 press buttons, 61 cents per

pair.

The “Connaught” Ladies’ Strong

Cape Cloves, in Tan or Oak Shades, spear
oints, prix seam sewn, 2 press buttons,
1 cents per pair.

The “Blenheim’’ Best quality, Fine
Cape Gloves, British Made in White, Tan,
Oak, Dark Crey or Black, spear points,
prix seam sewn, 2 press buttons, 91 cents
per pair.

Ladies’ Doeskin Gloves, Pritish
Made in White, Grey, Beaver and Tan
ghades, pique sewn, 2 buttons. 46 cents
per pair

The Canadian, Buck Finish, British
made, Prix Seam Sewn, Tan or Grey with
Self Sewn Points, 3 Buttons, 95 cents per
pair.

Ladies’ Real Deerskin Gloves,
1 in Dark Tan and Dark Grey, British Made,
Prix Seam Sewn, 2 Press Buttons, $1.19
per pair.

R

Mail Orders carefully executed and despatched by next stesmer.
A detailed and illustrated Price List sent post free from England, or may be obtained from the

CANADIAN MaaaziNE Office, Toronto.

No intermediate Profits
FRENCH MAKE

Ladies’ Real French Kid Gloves,
from selected skin, superior Cut, Finish
and Sewing, in Black, White, Cream,
Pastel, Beavers, Tans, Browns, Greys,
Green, Plum, Mole. Navy, Amethyst,
and Lavender, 4 Buttons.

The “CLARETIE” quality 61 cents
The “LEBON? quality 75 cents.

The “MEISSONIER?” quality
85 cents
Pique Sewn.

BON AMI. Pique Sewn Real French
Kid, in Tans, Browns, Beavers, Greys,
and Black, 3 rows self braid points, 2
large pearl buttons, 69 cents per pair.

HESTIA. Pique Sewn French Suede
Gloves, superior quality, in Greys, Tans,
Beavers, Browns, Navy or Black, with
braid g‘olnts, 3 press Buttons, 71 cents

per pa.

Remittances, ineluding postage, by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY,

General Post Office, London, England.

Address
all Orders

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England
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‘AND WHY IS MR. BURKE STILL INSISTING ON SEEING YOU?'
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THE ROOM IN WHICH NAPOLEON DIED AT SAINT HELENA

NAPOLEON'’S
BURIAL AND EXHUMATION

REMINISCENCES OFpMR. G. B. BENNETT, WHO ATTENDED BOTH
CEREMONIES ON THE ISLAND OF SAINT HELENA

EDITED BY A. H. U. COLQUHOUN

HERE were given to me lately,
in literary form, some reminis-
cences of a gentleman who was
born in the Island of Saint Helena,
who saw the funeral of Napoleon
Bonaparte in 1821, and who was also
present at the exhumation of the
great man’s remains in 1840. The
eve-witness of these events, Mr. G. B.
Bennett, died three years ago at the
advanced age of ninety-one. To his
387

daughter, Mrs. Skill, of Toronto, we
owe the production of these interest-
ing papers which serve to bring the
past so close to the present. All that
relates to Napoleon seems remote to
us now. Here we have the testimony
of one, but recently deceased. who
saw the culmination of that remark-
able career. Mrs. Skill writes: ‘“The
reminiscences of my father regard-
ing the burial and exhumation of
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SCENERY UPON WHICH NAPOLEON LOOKED DURING HIS BANISHMENT AT SAINT HELENA

Napoleon Bonaparte came into my
possession on his death in 1907. I
was born on the island, lived there
for several years, and well remember
visiting Napoleon’s tomb and his
residence, ‘‘ Longwood,’’ upon several
oceasions. I spent a good deal of my
time with my grandmother at her
home, ‘‘Maldivia,”’ from which the
dining-room table used in making
part of one of the coffins for
Napoleon’s body was taken.

W. Bennett was born at Saint
Helena in November, 1816, At that
time Napoleon lived close by, “‘Long-
wood’’ not being ready for his oceupa-
tion.

“‘My recollections of my child
life at Saint Helena (four and a half
vears),”” he writes in his reminis-
cences,’”’ are very scanty and consist
mainly of my journeys to school
upon my little pony Black Prince,
accompanied by my nurse, a visit to
my father while on outport duty at
Rock Rose Hill, a very out-of-the-way
place, indeed, between eight and nine
miles away, and the incidents of the
ever memorable 9th of May, 1821,
when the mortal remains of the once
‘“Great’’ Napoleon were committed
to the tomb. My parents, with a
thoughtfulness that does them credit.
arranged that, young as I was, I
should not be absent from the grand
ceremonial, and so, accompanied by
my nurse, and mounted on my pony,
I went to the funeral, and have a
fairly distinet recollection of it. I
can call to mind lying upon the
sward just above the open grave all
the forenoon, and being amused by
the glitter of the piled arms of the
soldiers, who were awaiting the ar-
rival of the cortege, and then later in
the day seeing the long procession
from ‘‘Longwood’’ filing around the
edge of the Devil’s Punch Bowl, and
then descending into Lane Valley.
My sister and I were both present
at the burial at Saint Helena in May,
1821. She, an infant of a few months,
and in her nurse’s arms ; I, of the more
mature age of four and a half years.

’



“LONGWOOD,” AT SAINT HELENA, THE RESIDENCE OF NAPOLEON DURING HIS EXILS

NAPOLEAN'S TOMB AT SAINT HELENA
9
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She, of course, has no recollection of
the event, but I have, and were I
taken back to the Island, believe I
could point out the spot where I
stood. He was a poet of no mean
order, who thus and so sweetly, sang
of an episode in Roman history :

‘‘The yoke lay o’er the manger,

The seythe was in the hay,

In all the Alban villages
No work was done that day.’’

‘““These lines pretty accurately
deseribe the state of things at Saint
Helena on the 9th May, 1821, and on
the 15th October, 1840. In short,
these two days were made public
holidays, I presume, to allow the in-
habitants to witness the pageants at-
taching to both funections. I was at
both although singularly enough I
was away in England nearly all the
interval, 1821 to 1840, All the Saint
Helena world was present at the
burial.”’

Soon afterwards young Bennett
was sent by his parents to be educat-
ed in England. A boy fresh from
Saint Helena, and one who had seen
Napoleon, was an object of interest
to his school fellows. ‘‘Perhaps to
this T owed it that I was often in-
vited out to spend a day or two, and
at times the whole holidays at the
houses of some of the boys’ parents.
Whether I had ever seen the great
man or no, I cannot say. It is very
possible that I had, but they somehow
would have it so, and if I did not say
so, they must have said it for me. I
know he visited and partook of tea
at ‘‘Maldivia’’ (then Colonel Hud-
son’s) and my mother very much
valued a china tea cup out of which
he had drunk. But for all that, I
cannot remember ever having seen
him. My dear mother used to tell
with pride that she was the first to
receive a bow from the Emperor
after he landed on the Island.”’

In 1835 young Bennett, who had
been articled in his brother’s law
office in London, returned to Saint
Helena and was thus, strangely
enough, present at the second

funeral, or exhumation, ceremony of
Napoleon. Of this event, his written
reminiscence is as follows :—

““T was close to the grave-side at the
exhumation. I confess now that I had
no right to be there. The Governor
(Major General Middlemore) moved
thereto, I believe, by the Prince de
Joinville, had given an order that no
one was to be admitted to the vicinity
of the grave unless having a permit
in writing from the Prince. These
permits were confined to heads of
departments, and not given to all of
them. Later in life I have filled the
role seven or eight times, but never
at Saint Helena. At this time I was
not twenty-four years of age. For
all this, I was present. I was in utter
ignorance of the Govenor’s order.
How to account for this I know not.
I was also unaware of the fact that a
cordon of sentries was to be posted
right across Liane Valley, in which
the tomb is situated, purposely to
keep off all who were unprovided
with tickets of admittance. Had I
known that a ticket was necessary,
I feel sure that T ecould have obtained
one from the Prince easily, as 1 had
rendered him some service connected
with the mission to exhume, and to
convey to France Napoleon’s body,
and this he evidently appreciated, as
he presented me with one of the
medals struck to commemorate the
event. DMoreover, I was misled by
the precedent furnished by what took
place at the burial in 1821. Suffice
it to say that I started off from my
home in Jamestown valley just after
breakfast, about 8.30, quite alone and
on foot, and, walking steadily on,
found myself in Lane Valley, I
should say about 10. But judge my
astonishment to find the whole valley
filled by a fog bank of uncommon
density which had come up from the
sea through Rupert’s Valley. The
edges of the fog bank were as clear
and well-defined as are the walls of
a house. When I had entered it I
was effectually concealed.

‘‘Following a foot-path and knowing

——

>
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well the way, I walked on and on
until I came out at the bottom of the
fog bank. I had passed between the
sentries, not seeing them, and they
not seeing me. 1 don’t suppose these
men were fifty feet asunder. When I
got out of the fog I found myself just
a few feet from the outer railings of
the tomb. I fully expected to meet
a crowd, as in 1821, but judge my
surprise to find myself the only soli-
tary individual there outside the rail-
ings.

“‘T soon became sensible that I had
arrived at a very opportune moment,
There were two working parties of
R. E. and R. A. respectively (inside
the railings) of about ten or a dozen
men each. The latter were working
vigorously at the handles of a wind-
lass and in a very short time, I should
say about one or two minutes, I saw
the bulky mass of coffins emerge from
the grave and hang ‘twixt heaven
and earth,’ just a few feet in front of
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me. There had been placed directly
over the grave a huge tripod of very
stout spars, the apparatus, in point
of fact, used by the Royal Artillery
in mounting and dismounting heavy
guns. It had been carted up from the
Jamestown lines for the purpose.
From the apex of this tripod hung a
pulley and block arrangement, with
stout rope attached to the windlass,
and passing under the coffin, or
rather coffins, for there were three of
them. The men of these two working
parties were the only persons visible.
The officials and others of the ex-
humation mission had all retired to a
large marquee, driven thereto, I pre-
sume, by the inclemenecy of the
weather for there had been much
rain during the night.

““I can account for the absence of
the officer in charge of the working
parties Captain Alexander, R.E.. by
the supposition that he had gone into
the marquee, with Eureka or its
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English equivalent upon his lips. The
coffin was soon lowered upon the
grass, and almost immediately I saw
the whole exhumation party emerge
from the marquee. They made
straight for the coffin, and soon a
procession, headed by the Abbe
Cocquereau, was formed, and then all
moved into the marquee, where the
coffins were opened and the contents
verified. I, of course, saw nothing
of this, and, having seen all that was
to be seen outside, I turned and
wended my way homewards, entering
and emerging from the fog bank, and
passing between the sentries as be-
fore unseen and unchallenged by any
of them. In due course I reached my
home, there to relate my strange ad-
venture, and there to hear for the
first time of the Governor’s order.

““I have been, it may be thought,
unnecessarily precise in deseribing
the modus operandi in lifting the
coffins from the grave, but I have an
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object in this. I have lately had be-
fore me a picture purporting to rep-
resent what took place on that oc-
casion, All that I can say is that this
so-called representation is incorreect
in every particular. In the first place,
there were no soldiers outside the
railings as therein shown. I was. I
declare, the only person there. The
picture shows a shapeless hole and
something resembling an Egyptian
mummy case, upon a kind of hand-
barrow, being handed by two men in
the hole to another two standing on
the brink. One would gather from
this picture that the British Govern-
ment had begrudged providing a de-
cent coffin, whereas the corpse was
enclosed in three, one within the
other: the innermost one of lead, the
two other ones of wood, both of
them, I believe, of mahogany. One
certainly was of this choice wood,
for my father’s dining-room table
furnished in part the material for its
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construction. I have since ascer-
tained that the outermost one was of
mahogany and ebony combined, in
point of fact the more splendid of the
two. I dwell upon this and give
prominence to it, for the reason that
a mischievous print had been under
my eyes purporting to represent the
doings at the exhumation in October,
1840. From this it may be inferred
that the body had been consigned to
the tomb in May, 1821, in something
little better than an ordinary box,
whereas, on the contrary, the great-
est respect was shown,

In fitting out the exhumation expe-
dition, the part religion was to play
was by no means forgotten. Down in
the very hold of the larger ships an
apartment was contrived to serve as
a chapel for the performance of
religious rites. It was to be convert-
ed into a chapelle ardente at Saint
Helena immediately upon the recep-
tion of the body on board. Candles
in eountless nimbers were there, but
not lighted until the body had been
taken aboard. I saw this never-to-be-
forgotten sight on the day following

-the exhumation. How it was that I
was present in the chapelle ardente
and during the performance of relig-
ious rites requires some explanation.
We (my sister and I) were there by
invitation, and accompanied by one
of the officers of the ship. There was
also an altar, or structure to serve as
such, at which a dignitary of the
Roman Catholic Church (the Abbé
Cocquereau) was officiating in full
canonicals. (He was similarly at-
tired, though I omitted to say so in
my first letter, when he took over the
body at the grave from Captain
Alexander, C.R.E., and headed the
procession to the marquee.)

““Now, in carrying out these ar-
rangements, the English Government
officials readily and cordially gave
their assistance, furnishing the means
of land transport, and providing
even a funeral car. This was con-
strueted out of one of the transport
waggons; and by a liberal use of
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black cloth, it was surprising what
a respectable appearance it made.
The time for doing it was very brief.
The four horses were also clad in
black cloth trappings almost from
their ears to their fetlocks, the whole
making a very good show in the pro-
cession through the town to the land-
ing-place, where the men-of-war were
in readiness to receive the sarcopha-
gus containing the coffin. KEngland
truly has her faults, but surely
the lack of magnanimity is not one
of them, for all this honour was done
to one who never ceased to vituper-
ate her. Napoleon Bonaparte’s
hatred of us and our people was open
and undisguised, and I, for one, think
he did not deserve the valedictory
salute fired over his remains when
they were lowered into the grave.

“It was somewhat singular that I
do not remember this salute, but I
state it on the authority of Melliss’s
‘Saint Helena.” At page twenty-seven
he says, ‘there were three discharges
from eleven pieces of artillery, some-
thing more than a royal salute. That I
cannot call to mind this salute is, per-
haps, after all, not much to be won-
dered at, seeing that I was on that
memorable day (May 9th, 1821) only
four and a half years old.”’

In another of Mr. Bennett’s remin-
iscences of the exhumation he says:
“Immediately the body was deposit-
ed on the deck of the frigate (the
Belle Poule), all three ships were as
if by magie, covered with flags, and
then salvos (not salutes merely) were
fired; and in the flames and smoke of
what looked very much like a naval
engagement the sun went down and
darkness quickly followed. It was a
wonderfully impressive sight,.

‘“The exhumation and shipment of
the body were both effected in the
course of the 15th, as had been
planned by the authorities. Thus the
time that Napoleon Bonaparte was
on the island, living and dead, was
exactly twenty-five years to the very
day, he having arrived a prisoner of
war on October 15th, 1815,
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ACT IIL
THE RIGHT TO JUDGE.
SCENE : Same as Act I1., afternoon,
two weeks later. As the curtain
goes up Wilson enters, carrying
bags, rugs, parasols, boxes, etc. The
room, which is darkened by drawn
blinds, has been denuded of all
ornament, and the furniture stands
covered with striped ticking. Wil-
son is followed in by Mrs. Tupper
in a travelling ulster. Wilson stands
and waits, apparently for further
orders.

Tupper (fervently). Well, thank
Gawd it’s over! [Sinks into chair and
shakes dust from her wrapper.] Now
I can get some of this B. & O. make-up
off my face.

Wilson. Yes, ma’am !

Tupper (looking about). Nothing
ready, of course! [Sniffing peevish-
ly.] This house smells like a storage-
vault. Let in some air, Wilson.

Wilson. Yes, ma’am. [He opens
blinds and windows; rooms light up.]

Tupper (viewing furniture). Ugh!
This looks like Sing Sing. [Looking
at desk.] Why wasn’t that desk taken
out of this room?

Wilson. It was Miss Rider’s orders,
ma’am.

Tupper. Miss Rider’s orders! Well,
she’ll give no more orders in this
house. Putting my whole Florida
holiday on the blink! [Looking at
pile of letters.] Wilson, whose mail
is this?

Wilson, Miss Rider’s, ma’am.

Tupper. That name’s actually get-
ting on my nerves! [Turns over let-
ters.] H’m! Gotham Hotel! Univer-
sity Club! Hospital Guild! Harvard
Club! Susan Carrington—and with a
crest—it ought to be a beer-mug! The
Waldorf Astoria! The Metropolitan
Club! H’m, [meditatively] who’s
writing is that ?

(Enter Helen, in travelling clothes, as
Mrs. Tupper still peers at letter held
up to light.)

Helen. Will you mind if I go to my
room and pack?

Tupper. Not in the least!

Helen. My trunks will go to the
Grenoble for a day or two.

Tupper. [To Wilson, acidly]. I don’t
want this room touched, Wilson. Not
until Miss Rider moves out. Send the
decorators to me, when they come.

Wilson. Yes, ma’am.

Helen. Would you mind if I met
Mr. Burke here? If we talked to-
gether here for a little while?

Tupper. Why talk with Mr. Burke
here ?

Helen. He insists on seeing me.
He’s sent word he’s coming this after-
noon.

Tupper. And why is Mr. Burke
still insisting on seeing you ?

Helen. He thinks he can help me—
in something.

Tupper. [Aside.) H’'m! It’s won-
derful how an ash-blonde can usually
get a life-line thrown out to her!

* Copyright, 1910, by Arthur Stringer. All rights reserved.
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[Tupper crosses and exits as she
speaks. Helen looks after her; then,
with a hopeless gesture, goes to desk
and gathers up telegrams, mail, etc.
Wilson coughing tentatively as he
watches her.)

Wilson. Excuse me, Miss, but are
you going away ¢

Helen. Yes, Wilson!
letters wistfully].

Wilson. At once, Miss?

Helen. Yes; to-night.

Wilson (with humble kindliness).
I’'m sorry to hear that, Miss.

Helen. 1I'm sorry, too, Wilson—in a

[ Ezamining

way.
%'Vilson. You’ll be coming back?—
Helen. No, Wilson, I'll not be com-
ing back.
Wilson. We’ll all be sorry, Miss.
Helen (bitterly). We can’t always
be sure of our places, can we, Wilson ?
Wilson. Our places, Miss? I don’t

understand. [ Wilson moves about, as
Mrs. Tupper enters. She turns to
Helen.)

Tupper. Annette will help you with
your packing.
Helen (gathering up mail). Thank

ou.
. Tupper. [To Wilson.] Wilson, take
my alligator down and ask the cook
exactly what he ought to be fed.
Wilson. Alligator, ma’am?
Tupper. Yes, in that box with the
gereen on. The man in Miami told
me they often make very faithful pets.
He said they’ve been known to get
tame enough to eat off your hand!
[Ezit Wilson. Mrs. Tupper as she
watches Helen passing quietly out.]
And I guess there’s about as much
society in an alligator as there is in a
human gold-fish! [Moves irritably
about, crosses to the pile of travelling
impediments, looks at it, and pokes 1t
viciously. Then she opens hand-bag,
takes out roll of crumpled manuscript,
and regards it with disgust.] Son-
nets! Bah! Sonnets! I’ve found it
out, at last! I'm an old fool! [She
tears the manuscript in two, twice, and
flings it into the waste-paper basket.]
There’s about as much poetry in me
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as in a keg of beer! About as much.
[Enter Wilson, followed by John
Burke].

Wilson. Mr. Burke.

Burke. [Shaking hands]. You're
back early, Mrs. Tupper. And well,
of course?

Tupper. It’s a wonder if T am! I
must say I never put in a more miser-
able two weeks in all my life! Car-
sick every time I got on rails and sea-
sick every time I got in a motor-boat.

Burke (with studied politeness).
But your house-party was surely a
success ?

Tupper. Oh, I s’pose so—While it
lasted. It must have been. Every
time I get a gang of high-brows who
make me feel like a perfect stranger
in my own house I know it’s what they
call a brilliant occasion.

Burke. But Florida, the land of
fruit!

Tupper. The land of fruit where
they feed you out of tin cans! Oh, I
guess I've had an overdose of authors
this last few weeks! [With solemn
sincerity.] Me for the low-brows after
this! Monkey dinners, and if that
won’t make ’em sit up in this town—
[With grim determination.]then a
pug banquet to Kid MacNutt!

Burke (politely patient). But Miss
Rider, she is well—and happy? I had
hoped—

Tupper. 1 s’pose she is! 1 don’t
know. I give her up—she’s one too
many for me!

Burke. 1 should like to see her, very
much.

Tupper. [Rings.] Well, 1 wish
you’'d had the dose of her I’ve had for
the last few months! That’s all I can
say! [To Wilson, as he enters at
door.] Tell Miss Rider Mr. Burke’s
waiting for her in her—I mean in my
study. [Exit Wilson.]

Burke. I’'m sorry to annoy you in
this way, before you’ve got settled,
but you see, I'm off to Santa Barbara
in a day or two.

Tupper. Of course, don’t let me
intrude! [Tupper goes out left, as
Helen enters right. She stands close
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by the door, waiting, as though uncer-
tain of herself.]

Helen. [As she watches Burke,
guardedly, and after a prolonged
silence.] Well? [She laughs—but it
falls short.]

Burke (gently, yet bravely). I'm
glad you’re back. [He studies her.]
I’'m glad to see you again!

Helen. [As she shrugs and waits,
and silence again lengthens.] Is it
true you're going west?

Burke. To-morrow, if I can get
away. There’s a year’s work out
there, waiting for me.

Helen. To-morrow ?

Burke. Yes.

Helen. It must seem good, to be
going home to the West. You see, I
still think of the West as home.

Burke. Yes, it is good. But I
couldn’t go without seeing you.

Helen (uneasily). That was kind of
you.

Burke. 1 hope you will think so, to
the end. But can’t I take your wraps?

Helen. Thanks, no; one feels the
cold here, after the South.

Burke. Yes, that’s how we pay for
too much sun, isn’t it? But won’t
you sit down?

Helen. I'm afraid I can spare only
a few moments. You see, I’m leaving
Mrs. Tupper, at once. I should like
to give you more time, but---[She looks
at him searchingly.] What was it you
wanted to ask me about?

Burke. You refuse to guess?

Helen. Not about the hard passages
in my books? [Laughs.]

Burke. No; more about the hard
passages in your life—and mine.

Helen. [Still laughing.]In my life!
[More sertously.] 1 thought life was
always hard!

Burke. We make it harder, some-
times, than it ought to be.

Helen. I wish you wouldn’t speak
in riddles.

Burke. [Facing her.] 1know you're
in trouble. I want you to let me help

you. ;
Helen. [Laughing, as she sits
down.] Am 1 in trouble?

Burke. 1 think you are. I know
you are.

Helen (vaguely). But it’s so hard
to help others. Even our best friends,
often even those closest to us, can’t do
that.

Burke. I want you to think of me
as one of those best friends.

Helen (uneasily). I do! I’ve al-
ways wanted to.

Burke. Then I know you’ll help
me out of a great difficulty.

Helen (nervously). Concerning
what ?

Burke. Concerning yourself,

Helen. Would you mind drawing
that window curtain? This light is
blinding, almost— [Slowly turning
back to him.] But why should I in-
terest you? :

Burke (hesitatingly). You have al-
ways interested me. Now, I find, you
puzzle me,

Helen. 1 assure you, there’s nothing
in the least puzzling, nothing in the
least mysterious about me!

Burke. That’s what I've always
felt. That’s why I want to ask you
one question,

Helen. About what?

Burke. About this book of yours.

Helen. [Startled.] About Smoking
Torches?

Burke. Yes.

Helen. [Rising.] But this sounds
terribly like the third-degree that
police-officers face prisoners with!
[Laughing.] And I can’t be kepi a
prisoner, you know.

Burke. 1 don’t mean anything like
that, of course; I'm not a judge of the
Supreme Court. I merely want to
straighten out this tangle, if I can.

Helen (with dignity). Mr. Burke,
unless all this is leading to some clear
and definite end, I must ask you not
to keep me longer.

Burke. 1 have a clear and definite
end.

Helen. There’s something about me
or this book of mine that puzzles you.
‘Will you please tell me what it is?

Burke. How long have you been
writing ?
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Helen. For years and years.

Burke. But when did you begin
writing professionally—for publica-
tion?

Helen. It’s over two years since I
began writing my first book.

Burke. Would you mind telling me
the name of that book?

Helen. Of course not. It’s Smoking
Torches.

Burke. That has been your only
book ?

Helen. Yes, so far. It’s my only
book actually published.

Burke. Did you write that book
alone?

Helen. [After pause.] Of course.

Burke. Out of your own hand, with-
out help, without guidance?

Helen (distinetly). Quite alone.

Burke. You mean that every speech,
every idea, every sentence was your
own?

Helen. I trust so; I've always
hoped so. But you remember we
agreed there was nothing new, under
the sun.

Burke. Even the little epigrams, as
when you’re speaking of—

Helen. [ Wheeling quickly on him.]
Every author, I believe, absorbs
things.

Burke. And when you say society’s
like salt water, good to swim in, but
hard to swallow, and again that
human souls are like railway bridges,
that they can be rebuilt even while
the trains of temptation are creeping
over them—these, too, are entirely
your own ideas and your own phras-
ing?

Helen. This sounds like a mixture
of the Higher Catechism and the Book
Publishers’ Annual! But you've
already implied I’'m indebted to you
for that speech about bridges.

Burke. Where did those ideas orig-
inally ecome from?

Helen. From the same place that
the rest of Smoking Torches came
from. From my ink-well, if you like
to call it that.

Burke. [Still perplexed.] Where
were you when you wrote this book?

Helen. In my home at Buckhorn—
in Colorado.

Burke. Who was with you there?

Helen. Must my family come under
the microscope as well ?

Burke. I must ask your pardon for
all this. But you will, I know, be
patient with me. Who was at your
home in Buckhorn when you wrote
this book?

Helen. Am 1 still a prisoner before
the bar?

Burke. Of course not. But these
questions shouldn’t be hard to answer.

Helen. Our old servant Martha was
with me.

Burke. And your brother Syd?

Helen. Yes; and Syd. [She rises
nervously, with growing agitation.]
Mr. Burke, this is becoming more than
a joke. I appreciate your interest in
me. But I have other demands on my
time and energy. I've just had a
tiring trip. I—

Burke. I'll try not to tire you. If
you would only help me a little. [He
motions her gently back into her seat.)
Who else was at your home when you
began this work? [A long pause,
without movement.]

Helen. Wait—let me think!

Burke. Does it require so much
thought ?

Helen. But you make me pick my
steps so, with these questions,

Burke. But why pick your steps?
You’re not on dangerous ground.
‘Where is your brother Syd now!

Helen. It’s impossible for me to say.

Burke. You mean you don’t know?

Helen. I’'m not in a position to say
where he is.

Burke. Then perhaps I can enlight-
en you!

Helen. [Looking up quickly.] You
can enlighten me!

Burke. Yes.

Helen (resentfully). This is friend-
ly interest in me!

Burke. Yet if you and Syd had
only come to me, at the first, I could
have saved you both a great deal of
suffering.

Helen. What do you know of Syd?
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Burke. I know both you and he
acted foolishly. The boy was in a
panic. He imagined, a month ago,
that he was an outlaw, a felon, I don’t
know what, simply because a vindic-
tive official named Lorimer was trying
to wring a couple of thousand dollars
out of him! A couple of thousand
dollars which Tiernan’s confession has
shown the boy had nothing to do with.
A couple of thousand dollars which
I've taken the trouble to get back for
you—for you were trying to help him
in the wrong way.

Helen. Where is Syd?

Burke (shortly). Syd’s working out
his own salvation.

Helen. [Starting up at him.] So
you're interested in all my family?

Burke (quietly). No. In you,
mostly.

Helen. And having run Syd down,
you intend to run the rest of the fam-
ily to earth? [She laughs a little.)

Burke (with grave kindliness). If
I could do for you what I’ve done for
Syd, I'd call this the happiest day of
my life.

Helen. 1 shall remember it as one
of the most hateful days of my life.

Burke. But hasn’t your life for the
last year been hateful? Haven’t you
as much as admitted that, yourself?

Helen. But it’s my own life, what-
ever it’s been. Why should I submit
to this cross-examination? I’m not
one of your workmen. I’'m not a tun-
nel-mason who’s been using bad mor-
tar. Or are you the great Medicine
Man for every uneasy conscience in
America?

Burke (with quiet fortitude). No;
I’m just an ordinary, blundering man
who’s trying to lead you back to the
light.

Helen (mockingly). And the illu-
minating moment is to grow out of
your deliberate intention to drag me
into a eriminal’s witness-box?

Burke. No; no; it’s not that. [She
rises and crosses to the bell, and makes
a movement to ring it. She stops and
regards him as she stands with back
to the wall.]

Helen. I'm not yet a criminal, I
don’t know what trick or trap this is,
I’'m sorry, but we cannot go on with it,

Burke. Then tell me one thing, only
one thing, before you go. Did you,
with your own hand, and out of your
own head, write Smoking Torches?

Helen. Are you intimating I’ve an
Alter Ego who’s so good as to make
my books for me?

Burke. 1 know we all have an Alter
Ego, as you call it, another self which
leads us into things we’re sorry for.

Helen (with mock wonder). But
have you seen me bathed in the tears
of contrition ?

Burke. 1'd rather see that than—

Helen (quickly). I can’t even see
what gives you the right to question
me about such things.

Burke (unhappily). I've no right,
unless you give it to me. Oh, can’t
you see it’s only your refusal to an-
swer—

Helen. There’s nothing I can’t an-
swer.

Burke. Then let’s end this, once for
all.

Helen. Yes, let’s end it. [She sinks
wmto chair, nervously drawing her
gloves on and off as she watches him.]

Burke. All 1 want you to do is to
show me I’'m wrong—that there’s
some kink or twist I haven’t stumbled
on.

Helen. I'm waiting.

Burke. [After deep breath.] Then
we’ll have to go back two years, to
the time when I was working on the
Gunnison Dam and you were in that
lonely little shack at Buckhorn.
Wasn’t anyone there with you beside
your brother Syd? [At her start.]
Remember, I'm only trying to
straighten out a tangle of my own.
Had you been quite alone there, dur-
ing the time you were writing this
book ?

Helen. People came and went, of
course, as they do in even the loneliest
places.

Burke. Who, for instance ?

Helen. [Picking at glove, indiffer-
ently.] We had a boarder there, for a
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short while —not for very long.

Burke (more hopefully). A board-
er? What was his name?

Helen. [After a pause.]
Opdyke.

Burke. [Not looking at her.] Who
was he?

Helen. He was an invalid, a con-
sumptive. [Another pause.] He was
the man who shot himself, when he
knew he was dying, the night you
went away.

Burke. Where did he come from ?

Helen. He never told me—he would
never say. But he’d been in New
York, and later in Mexico. I think, in
some way, he was under a cloud.

Burke. You mean he never talked
about his earlier life?

Helen. Yes, I mean that.

Burke. Did you see much of him?

Helen (hesitatingly). No, not very
much. [Quickly.] In fact, I saw very
little of him.

Burke. Who took care of him, when
he was ill?

Helen. 1 did. [More hurriedly.] 1
was very busy then, you see. I had
the Post Office and the house to look
after, besides my work, my literary
work, I mean.

Burke. You were writing your book
when this man Opdyke was ill there?

Helen. Yes.

Burke (almost pleadingly). Did he
help you with it, sometimes?

Helen (sharply). No.

Burke. Not at all? Not by giving
you ideas? By suggesting bits of dia-
logue?

Helen. No; he never helped me.
We had nothing in common.

Burke (as though suggesting her
answer). But wasn’t he bookish?
Couldn’t you have talked over your
plans with him?

Helen. He was very weak, towards
the last.

Burke. And not a line of your book
came from him?

Helen. [After a pause.] No.

Burke. [Looking away.] And some
time before your book was actually
finished he shot himself ?

Herman
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Helen.. Yes. [She mow watches
Burke covertly as he paces back and
forth.]

Burke (perseveringly). But you
surely cared for him? You were in
some way fond of him?

Helen. 1 felt sorry for him. I pitied
him,

Burke. And he, in turn, must have
become attached to you?

Helen (mervously). No.

Burke. [With quiet solemnity.]
And you’re sure that wherever he is
now, he’d be glad to hear you say
what you’ve just said?

Helen. [Struggling against her feel-
ing.] Yes,

Burke. [Still impressively.] And
if he could be here in spirit, if that
dead man could be somewhere here
between you and me, you feel that
he’d still be glad for everything
you've said and done?

Helen. | With bowed head.] Yes.

Burke. You feel that everything
has been made even and atoned for?
That the whole blot has been wiped
out?

Helen. [Looking up.] Wiped out?
The blot?

Burke. [Still sorrowfully.] Yes,
the blot! The blot that’s as corrupt-
ing as cancer—the wrong that’ll go
on aching until it’s rooted out, like an
aching tooth.

Helen. [Rising.] Why do you say
this?

Burke. Because you’ve not been
open with me. You've not told me
all the truth.

Helen. [With rising pitch.] 1 have
told you the truth. You've tried to
badger and corner and trap me, in
some way ; but what I've said is true.
It’s true.

Burke. And you mean to tell me, on
your word of honour as a woman,
that this book of yours is wholly and
entirely your own?

Helen. It’s mine; of ecourse
mine.

Burke. Will you swear before God,
your maker, that what you say is the
truth, and nothing but the truth?

it's
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Helen. [After a silence during
which her white and intent face is
turned straight to his own face.] 1
swear before God, my maker, that this
is—No! No! I will not! This is a
trick! Who, who are you, to degrade
me with questions like this? Who are
you, that I must stand and answer as
though I were a prisoner before a
judge?

Burke. You compel me to be cruel.

Helen. [Passionately, as she crosses

and rings bell.] Cruel? You’re
brutal—brutal !
Burke. Wait! Passion like this

solves no problems. I asked you for
the truth, only the truth—there’s
nothing brutal in that,

Helen. It’s all brutal!
You ask me anything?

Burke. Because I want you to come
out of this morass of deception. I
want to see you drag yourself from
this festering swamp of lies!

Helen. [In low wvoice, unable to
stem gush of tears.) You—you are a
coward—a coward !

Burke. This means more courage on
my part than you’ll ever know.,

Helen. This is cowardly !

Burke. 1 challenge you to show me
where or how it is cowardly,

Helen (scornfully). I’ve no inten-
tion to play attorney and plead for
you and your acts,

Burke. Then you must be one for
your own.

Helen. I'll not endure this any
longer!

Burke. Yet before I leave this house
you’ll answer my question. And I
hope to God you answer it right.

Helen. You mean you’ll force me
to?

Burke. No; no—can’t you see if it’s
not answered here, it’ll have to be
answered later, to those who aren’t so
close to you, who— [Wilson, enter-
g, cuts him short. The servant
waits, puzzled, as the other two stand
confronting each other, in silence. ]

Wilson. Did you ring, Miss?

Helen. [Starting.] Ring? Yes—
ves, I rang. But I’ve changed my

How dare
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mind, Wilson. Tt’s nothing—now.

Wilson. Yes, Miss. [Exit Wilson.]

Helen. [Pulling herself together
and facing Burke. ] Now, what must
I answer?

Burke. [Wearily, as he realises her
obstinacy.]  Nothing. I only want
you to listen to me.

Helen. [Putting hands up to head,
as though it ached.] But can’t you
tell me these things some other time ¢
Can’t you wait? Can'’t you come
back to-morrow ?

Burke. No; now.

Helen. [Sinking into chair.] Wellt

Burke. [Hesitatingly.] Over six
years ago I was in Yucatan, building
the Arigua Lighthouse. A broken-
down newspaper-man joined me in my
home there. He went away, in time,
But before he went we used to talk
together—he used to talk about his
work, about a book he was going to
write, some day.

Helen. [Rising.] What has this to
do with me?

Burke. Wait. This man went away.
I lost sight of him. But I know he
went to Morida. Then he went back
to his own country. He drifted about
in out-of-the-way places, and—

Helen (quickly). And you think I
might have met this interesting young
man, even in Buckhorn?

Burke. That man’s name, when I
knew him, was John Blewett—

Helen. Ah, then, I never did meet
him. [She laughs and sinks back n
her chair.]

Burke. You did meet him. He and
this man named Opdyke were one and
the same person.

Helen. No; no; it’s untrue.

Burke. 1 repeat, he is the man who
shot himself in your home two years
ago. And I thought his book and his
memory and the blight he had brought
into two lives had died with him. But
now I know better.

Helen. You know better? What do
you mean by that? :

Burke. I mean you stole Smoking
Torches, and you stole it from this
man.
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Helen. A thief—you
thief ?

Burke. You’ve refused to let me be-
lieve anything else.

Helen. It’s not true—it’s not true!

Burke. 1t must be true!

Helen. You call me a thief—you!

Burke. Wait! Listen to me.

Helen. [With rising pitch.]
not listen! I’ll not listen!

Burke. It’s my duty to prove it’s
true.

Helen. [Panting as she staggers to
chair.] To prove it true! You don’t
mean you’'d—you’d make such a be-
lief public. You daren’t do a thing
like this, without knowing, without
being sure. You wouldn’t! You
couldn’t! [Higher again.] They’re
lies! All lies!

Burke. The dead are dead—but we
must save the living; we must.

Helen. Oh, you daren’t do a thing
like this! You, who called yourself
my friend!

Burke. God knows I am. I wanted
to be your friend. It isn’t the man
who’s gone we need to think of—he’s
dead—the dead can take care of them-
selves. But it’s the living who count,
who need to be helped. It’s you I
want to save—you!

Helen. But it’s not true. You’'re
mistaken. I can explain how you’re
mistaken. I can explain every move,
every single step.

Burke (relentlessly). No, that’s
over with, forever. We’ve had enough
of that. From the day you printed
Smoking Torches your life has been
nothing but a tissue of deception. For
two years you’ve been acting a lie.
For two years you've schemed and
evaded and plotted ; you’ve duped and
deceived and tainted everything
you've touched. It’s too late to go
back to the dead. That man nearly
ruined my life. And now, dead as he
is, he’s going to ruin yours.

Helen. [Quivering.] Stop!

Burke. No. I want that man and
everything he did purged out of your
life, out of mine!

Helen. Stop!

call me a

I'll
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Burke. [Overwrought.] There’ll
be no stop now! There can’t be!

Helen. [In a scream.] Stop!

Burke. No, you can’t stop it! We
can’t stop any more than a surgeon
who’s made an incision can stop!
[Bitterly.] We've got to finish the
gruesome job, between us. We’ve got
to see this thing through!

Helen. [Staggering.)]
killing me!

Burke. No; I'm saving you. You,
first of all. And this boy Whitgreave?

Helen. Ohno! Not him! Not him!
You wouldn’t tell him this story?

Burke. Can’t you see he ought to be
told?

Helen. He wouldn’t believe it!
He’d make you prove it, every word
of it! Oh, you wouldn’t drag this old
skeleton out to the light!

Burke. It isn’t a skeleton. A skele-
ton is only a thing of bones, clean
bones. T'his is a corpse, a rotting, fes-
tering corpse.

Helen. Oh, you won't tell him!

Burke. You’ll save me from doing
that.

Helen. But he loves me.
lieves in me. He doesn’t abhor me as
you do. [Hungrily.] He—he is all
I have left now. He loves me!

Burke. Surely, then, you ought to
tell him?

Helen. But he won't believe it.
Nothing would shake his faith in me.
He would fight for me, if 1 should
ask it.

Burke (sadly). And you intend to
ask it ?

Helen. Yes, I'll ask it, if I have to.
I've had to fight for what I have;
every step, every move—and I’ll fight
for it to the end. I'm no young girl
who can be frightened into submis-
sion. [Crescendo.] I’'m not a child!
I'm not a fool! Who are you, to sit
in judgment on me? Who are you, to
attack a woman alone in the world?
Who are you, to prate about honour,
and debts to the dead?

Burke. Stop!

Helen. No, I'll not stop! Who are
you, to be the supreme arbiter of me

Oh, you’'re

He be-
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and my life? Who are you, to ser-
monise about homour? You didn’t
invent honour! You’re not the final
Judge of what’s right and wrong! Do
you think I'd give up everything,
now, without a word, without fighting
for what’s my own? Do you think
I'd let you come and rob me of the
one thing I've left?

Burke. I couldn’t rob you. You’ve
robbed yourself. You are robbing
yourself, far more than you’ll rob
either the living or the dead.

Helen. [With ever-rising passion.]
The dead! Now I'll tell you about
him. I’ll tell you everything. I’ll
give you the truth about that dead
man.

Burke. 1 know the truth, more than
you imagine,

Helen. You don’t. You don’t
know half of it. That man came to
my home, ill, friendless, dying. I
waited on him; I worked for him; I
watched over him and slaved for him.
Without me his book would never have
been written. I struggled to keep the
life in his poor, wheezing, wrecked
body, week by week, month by month.
I worked on his book with him; I
wrote it out for him, with him, chap-
ter by chapter, line by line, word by
word. I saved it when he would have
thrown it away. I cherished it for
him, as though it were a living being.
I kept his faith in it alive. I made
him forget his pain, his suffering, by
leading him back to his work. I made
that book possible.

Burke. Does even that excuse you?

Helen. [Breathlessly.] And when
the end came he said it was as much
my work as his own. He put it into
my hand; he gave it to me, of his own
free will. [Hysterically.[ Do you
hear, he gave it to me. On the last
day he was alive, he gave it to me,
with his own hand, he commanded me
to take it.

Burke (sadly). But can’t you see
you hadn’t the right? Even this
couldn’t make it right.

Helen. Wait. I worked over it—I
rewrote the unfinished parts. I lived
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with it, when I was alone in that little
lonely place. Then I came to New
York with it. I meant it only as a ser-
vice to him. I did not ask anything
from it. I expected nothing. T took
it to Slater. He thought it was mine.
He would accept it only as mine. I
knew this man Opdyke had died un-
der a name that wasn’t his own. But
I still tried to do the best I could for
him. I begged to have the book print-
ed with the name he’d used. But I
was tricked into the other thing, be-
fore I could see what it meant. The
book came out, with my name on it.
With my name! Then I knew I was
a living lie. And I had to act out the
lie—I had to keep up the pretence,
day by day, month by month. I had
to play out the part, hoping—oh, how
I kept hoping, that something would
still happen to put everything right.
I had to pass for something I was not,
for something I could never be.

Burke. And day by day you fed on
this dead man—like a vulture?

Helen. No—No! He fed on me—
on me How he fed on me!

Burke. And what has come of it?
What have you left?

Helen. I've nothing left. All I’ve
left is this man who still believes in
me. He’s all T have.

Burke. And you've been happy
with him? You’ve been happy this
last two weeks?

Helen. Happy? How could 1 be
happy, with this hanging over me? I
didn’t ask for happiness. I only
wanted to hope for it—some day.

Burke. Was this man who still be-
lieves in you, happy?

Helen. Yes, I think Paul was hap-
py. I owed him that much.

Burke. And yet you deceived him?

Helen. 1 thought I could tell him,
some day. Day by day I thought I’q
be able to tell him. But it kept get-
ting harder and harder—don’t you
see, he loves me. I’ll make him love
me so that some day I can tell him.

Burke. Do you love him ?

Helen. 1 can’t fight on alone, any
more. I can’t face life, any more,
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without some one having faith in me,
without believing in me; without giv-
ing me something to live for, to live
up to.

Burke. Do you love him ?

Helen. 1 need him—I can’t fight on
alone.—And I can’t wreck his life.

Burke. Lives aren’t wrecked that
way. [Again facing her.] You don’t
love him. You'’re making a tool of
him, a catspaw, for your own peace of
mind. It’s not Paul Whitgreave you
love; it’s love itself; any man’s love!

Helen. I must have it. I’ve earned
it. I need it. It’s the only thing left
to purify life, to fight down the things
that have made living so hateful. Oh,
I needed him, when Syd passed out of
my reach. I kept trying to fit him
into Syd’s place. I ached for some-
thing to help and watch and care for.

Burke. But can’t you see it’s not
fair? That he doesn’t know?

Helen. No; he doesn’t know—that’s
why he still loves me.

Burke. But should you sacrifice him
for that, when any man’s love would
do? When even my love would do?

Helen. Your love? You don’t know
what love is—what it means. Your
love!

Burke. It’s not only boys who know
what love can mean. You think I’'m
hard. I've seen life, and I’'ve lived
rough. But I've learned it’s only jus-
tice that can make good in the end.
Oh, I can’t split hairs and quibble
over fine issues. I can’t argue about
all this. But when a thing’s right, it’s
right, and when it’s wrong, it’s wrong.

Helen. But Paul would come to me;
he would stay by me; he would believe
in me, whenever I asked. Oh, you're
killing me! Not my body, not my
flesh and blood. But you’re killing
everything I have to live for. It’s
worse than death. I can’t face it. I
daren’t. [She sobs forlornly.]

Burke. Are you sure it’s you he
loves? Are you sure it isn’t your
name, it isn’t what he imagines you
to be?

Helen. [Gazing at him with widen-
ing eyes.] Now I understand. You’'re
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envious. You'’re envious of Paul and
me. You're envious of our happiness,
our love. It’s not justice that’s mak-
ing you drag me down—it’s envy.

Burke. That’s not true.

Helen. 1t 14s true. It’s jealousy.
Your love! What do you know of
such things? You don’t even know
what pity is.

Burke. 1 pity you.

Helen. I don’t want your pity.
You’ve shown me what I must expect
from you. You've only taught me
how to fight my own way out to the
end.

Burke. But move by move, you’ll
only be fighting against yourself.

Helen. Then I'll fight until I get
what I'm after, until I find what I
want. Until I'm free.

Burke. But I tell you liberty isn’t
something you can overtake and cap-
ture and carry away with you. It’s
only something erying out, deep down
in our poor human breasts. It’s only
our own heart’s never-ending require-
ment of itself.

Helen. Oh, you’ve no heart. You’'re
stone. You’re cruel and hard as gran-
ite.

Burke. You say I'm hard. But it’s
life that’s hard. And that’s why you
must tell this boy Paul, before it’s too
late.

Helen. Tell Paul! No! No! He
must not know! Not yet. It’s all so
far back, now. Why are you going
so far back?

Burke. We must go far back. Re-
demption’s like a river-tunnel. We
must go far back, and dig deep, be-
fore we can even approach it.

Helen. But he’s all I have, and
you're taking him away from me.
You must give me time.

Burke. Hasn’t there been too much
time?

Helen. But he loves me, he believes
in me. Oh, we can do such wrong
without knowing it !

Burke. But when we know it, when
we see the right in front of us, God
help us if we turn away from it.

Helen. He’s all 1 have,
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Burke. Then this will stand a test
of his love.

Helen. A test?
isn’t fair to him.
~ Burke. It won’t be unfair if he
loves you as he ought to.

Helen (pitifully). Oh, you don’t
understand. You don’t understand.
You don’t know what love is, what
little things keep it alive.

Burke. I do understand. And I
know ‘what little things can keep it
alive, what great things can never
quite kill it. [He turns away.]

Helen. And yet you want me to tell
him. [Continuing to sob.] And lose
him. Lose everything. And you do
this—you who once were my friend.
You make me almost hate you!

Burke. [Showing his great feeling
for her by gesture and glance.] If
you love him, you will even give him
up, to save him!

Helen. But you’re making it too
hard for me.

Burke (gently). Do you suppose all
this is easy for me?

But such a test
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My God, don’t you know I love you?
Don’t you know I love you, in the
face of all this, in spite of everything ¢
Hasn’t my heart been hungering for
you, these two empty years? And
when I want a thing, I want it, as
much as you do, as much as anybody
does. I don’t care what you are, what
you’ve been, what you’ve done. I
want you! I love you!

Helen. [Aghast.] You! You! Love
me !

Burke. I love you. You’ve made
mistakes, but I've made bigger ones.
I’ve always loved you—that’s why I
want to make you happy—why I’ve
seemed to hurt you.

Helen. [Wheeling on him.]
understand.

Burke. No, you don’t understand.

Helen (blindly). This is the way
you clear the field. T'his is where you
drag me, for your own ends.

Burke. That’s where you’re wrong.
The field has not been cleared.

Helen. Oh, now I see everything.

Burke. I wish to God you did.

Now I

Helen. [Between sobs.] You? Helen. [With ever-rising passion.]
What does it cost you? I do! And I hate you! Ok, I hate
Burke. It’s cost me everything. you!
CURTAIN.

(To be continued.)
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SCIENTIFIC GHOST STORIES

BY W. S. WALLACE

: OVER half a century ago, an Eng-

lish poet living in Italy wrote a
poem about spiritualism, which may
still be read in his collected works
under the title of ‘‘Sludge the Me-
dium.”” He described with splendid
scorn the trickeries and deceits that
underlie spirtualism, and then, having
effected this exposure, he turned about
and made the confession:

““T don’t know, can’t be sure
But thelr;e”was something in it, tricks and
all,

During the years that have elapsed
since Robert Browning wrote these
lines, scientists have been investigat-
ing the phenomena connected with
spiritualism; and it is interesting to
notice that many of them have come
to the conclusion to which Browning
came in these lines. To enumerate all
the scientists who have turned their
attention to the phenomena connected
with spiritualism, would be to enter
on a lengthy task. It is perhaps suffi-
cient to mention the names of Sir
William Crookes, the discoverer of
thallium; Sir Oliver Lodge, President
of Birmingham University; Dr. Al-
fred Russell Wallace, who arrived at
the theory of Natural Selection simul-
taneously with Darwin; M. Camille
Flammarion, the distinguished
French astronomer; the late F. W. H.
Myers; Dr. Koch, the great authority
on tuberculosis; Dr. Roentgen, the
discoverer of X-rays. Then there are
the members of the large and flourish-
ing Society for Psychical Research.
All these are investigators of the mys-
terious psychic forces which once
passed under the name of spiritual-
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ism. They all believe there is some-
thing in it, tricks and all.

Thus far the investigators have
achieved very few definite results.
They are at present engaged only in
experimentation; it is yet too early
to generalise. ‘“We are in the pre-
Newtonian, possibly the pre-Coperni-
can, age of this nascent science,’’ says
Sir Oliver Lodge. ‘‘My book,’’ says
Dr. Maxwell, a French investigator,
‘“ is the statement of a witness—it
has no other signification’’; and most
other writers on the subject echo his
words.

But the depositions of these wit-
nesses are of an absorbing interest.
Let me transcribe a few sentences
from a recent book of M. Camille
Flammarion on Psychical Research,
entitled ‘“Mysterious Psychie
Forces,”’” in order to give some idea
of what experiments have been, and
are being, conducted :

‘“A heavy easy chair moves about
of its own accord in the room.” ‘A
centre table persists in the endeavour
to climb upon the experiment table,
and gets there.”” ‘‘On tables, in
pianos, and other pieces of furniture,
in the walls, in the air, raps are heard,
and their vibrations perceived by the
touch.”” ““I have heard not only
sharp light raps on a table, but mallet
blows, or blows of a fist upon a door,
capable of knocking down a man if
he had received them.”” ‘“An in-
visible hand foreibly snatched from
my hand a block of paper which I
was holding out with extended arm
at the height of my head.’’ ‘‘Invisible
hands removed from M. Schiaparel-
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li’s head his spectacles.”” ‘‘For my
part, I have seen only two (appari-
tions of heads): the bearded silhou-
ette at Monfort-1’Amaury, and the
head of a young girl with high-arched
forehead in my own drawing-room.”’
‘““We have seen a vigorous gesture
imprint itself at a distance in clay.”’
““A book has been seen passing
through a curtain. A bell has passed
from a library room, locked with a
key, into a drawing-room. A flower
has been seen passing perpendicularly
downward through a dining-room
table.”’

These are facts attested by one
of the formost living scientists in
France.

Here is a quotation from Dr. Max-
well, an authority already referred to.
It is a memorandum dated June 3rd,
1903 :

““ A movement without contact was
forthcoming this afternoon. I placed
a table upside down upon a linen
sheet. Mr. Maurice (the medium)
and I put our hands on the sheet
some distance from the table. The
latter turned completely over; the
movement was performed slowly and
gently. It was 4 o’clock, the sunlight
streaming in through the open win-
dow.”’

These strange phenomena, of
course, can only take place through
the instrumentality of a ‘‘medium’’
that is, a person who has the power
of calling these mysterious forces into
play. Some of these mediums, as, for
example, the famous Eusapia Palla-
dino, are illiterate; some are scholars
and gentlemen. A medium of the
latter description, Mr. Sastex-De-
grange, director of the National
School of Fine Arts at Lyons, has
published under the date 1899 an ac-
count of his initiation as a medium:

“I was acquainted (he says) with
a company of people, who were
occupied with spiritualism, and with
table turning, and I had made them
rather the butt of my wit.

“One day I was visiting them. The
drawing-room was lighted by two

large windows. I began, as usual,
with some pleasantries. Their reply
was in the shape of an invitation to
me to take part in the experiments,

‘‘ ‘But,’ said I, ‘if I take a seat at
your table, it will not turn any more,
because I shall not push it.’

““ “Come all the same.’

““Well, I declare, upon my honour
that, just for a joke, I tried it. I had
scarcely put my hands on the table
when it made a rush at me.

‘I said to the person facing me
‘Don’t push so hard.’ :
i%: ,‘ But my dear sir, I was not push-
““I put the centre table back in its
place, but the same thing occurred
again, once, twice, thrice—

““They all cried out, and claimed
that they had caught a medium in me,
I was not very much flattered by the
title, which I considered as synonym-
ous with lunatie. -

.“ ‘You ought to try and write,’
said some one to me. g
“““What do you mean by that?’

‘“ “Why, see here. You take paper
and pen, let your arm lie passive
and have the wish in your mind that
some unknown person or force shall
cause you to write.’

.“I tried it. At the end of five
minutes, my arm felt as if it were
wrapped in a woollen blanket. Then
in spite of myself, my hand began to
trace mere strokes, then o’s and a’s
letters of all sorts, as a sehoolboyz
learning to write would do. Then
all of a sudden, came the notorious’
word attributed to Cambronne at
Waterloo. I assure you, my dear sir
I am never in the habit of using this
coarse and dirty term, and that there
was no auto-suggestion, or wuncon-
scious act of my own in the case. I
was absolutely stupefied by the occur-
rence.’’

Mr. Castex-Degrange continued his
experiments at home. Out of the
dozen or so marvellous experiences
which he has to relate, the following
may be selected on account of its
brevity :

in
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SCIENTIFIC GHOST STORIES

““‘One day, when I was seated at my
writing desk, I felt the weird seizure
in my arm. I let my arm remain
passive. The unknown wrote :

““ “Your friend Aroud is coming to
see you. He is at this moment in such
and such an omnibus office in the
suburbs. He is asking the price of
tickets and the hour of departure,

(““This M. Aroud is Chief of the
Bureau of Police, prefecture of the
Rhone). In fact, half an hour after-
wards, Aroud made his appearance. 1
told him what had taken place.

*“ ‘It is a good thing for you that
you are living in the nineteenth
century,” he said to me. ‘A few
hundred years ago you would not have
escaped death at the stake.’ ’

M. Camille Flammarion has writ-
ten messages from the unknown in
this manner. “‘I have tried,”” he says,
““to see if I too could not write. By
collecting and concentrating my
power and allowing my hand to be
passive and unresistent, I soon found
that, after it had traced certain dashes
and o’s and sinuous lines more or less
interlaced, very much as a four-year-
old child learning to write might do,
it finally did actually write words and
phrases. In these meetings of the
Parisian Society for Spiritual Studies,
I wrote for my part some pages on
astronomical subjects, signed Galiles.’’

M. Flammarion prints also a num-
ber of other messages, dictated by
raps, and signed ‘‘Pascal,’”’ ‘‘Fene-
lon,”” ““Vincent de Paul,”’ *‘ Rabelais,’’
ete. One spirit signed himself, ‘‘Bel-
thasar Grimod de la Reyniére,”’ and
dictated funny dissertations on the
art of cooking. And Doctor Maxwell
has had numerous communications
with an eighteenth century savant,
named Chappe d’Auteroche. *‘‘His
name,’”’ Dr. Maxwell prosaically ex-
plains, ‘‘appears in Larousse’s Die-
tionary.”’

‘What is the explanation of these
riddles? Have we succeeded, like Glen-
dower, in calling spirits from the
vasty deep? Sir William Crookes and
Dr. Alfred Russell Wallace have ex-
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pressed their belief that we have ; they
ha_ve attributed these phenomena to
spiritual agencies. The tendency of
expert opinion at present, however,
seems to be to discredit spiritualism,
and to seek the cause of these
mysteries in the human mind. There
are difficulties in the way of any ex-
planation, but it seems most likely
that the force which performs these
marvels is not spiritual, but psychie,
It lies in ‘“the mighty mind of man.”’
If a scientific explanation of the
mystery is forthcoming, it will prob-
ably throw light on some dark corners
of human history, It might serve to
explain some of the miracles of the
New Testament. It would throw a
flood of light on medimval demon-
ology and neeromancy. We should
know what to think about witcheraft ;
and a figure like that of Michael
Scott might become reasonable to us,
‘‘A winard, of such dreaded fame,
That when, in Salamanaea’s eave,

Him lifted his magic wand to wave,
The bells would ring in Notre Dame.’’

And lastly, ghost stories of all sorts
would be submitted to the touchstone
of science; and we should probably
be able to distinguish between ghost
stories that were true, and ghost
stories that were not.

Let me conclude this brief survey
with a curious letter which the young-
er Pliny wrote about the beginning of
the first century :

‘““There was a certain mansion’ (he
wrote) ‘‘at Athens, large and roomy, but
of evil repute, and a pl y sort of place,
In the stillness of the nﬁ, lo! there used
to sound the eclank of iron, and as you
listened there was the rattling of chains; at
first a long way off, then coming nearer and
nearer, till it came quite close, Presently a
spectre appeared. n old, old man, lean
and wan, with a long beard and shaggy hair,
with fetters on his legs, and manacles on his
hands. The inmates of the house were very
miserable. They could not live there, The
place became deserted, and given up to the
dreadful phantom. At last a certain philoso-

her came to Athens, Athenodorus by name,

e saw the advertisement, inquired the
terms, asked why it was so cheap, learnt the
full particulars, and gladly hired the man-
sion. Towards evening, he ordered a sofa
to be set for himself in the front of the




408

house, and provided himself with pen and
paper and a light. He sent away all the
servants, and set to work writing. For a
while there was only dead silence. By and
by—hark!—there was the sound of 1ron
grating against iron, then the chains clank-
ing. The philosopher never looked up or
stopped writing. He kept his mind clear
and his ears open. The noise increased; it
drew nearer—it was at the threshold—it had
come inside the door—it was unmistakable.
He raised his eyes. There was the phantom
he had heard of staring at him. The ghost
stood still and beckoned to him with its
finger. Athenodorus waved his hand as if
to say, ‘I’m engaged; you’ll have to wait;’
and he went on with his writing. The ghost
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staring at him. He took up the light and
followed. The ghost went very slowly, as
though it felt the weight of its chains. It
led the way to a back yard of the house,
then vanished. Next day Athenodorus went
to the magistrates, and told them that they
must dig in the place where the ghost dis-
appeared. There they found some human
bones and fetters upon them. They were
collected, buried at the public expense, and
the house was rid of ghosts from that time
forward.

““Very odd,”’ says Pliny. ‘‘My dear
friend, what do you yourself make of this
story?’’

Perhaps modern research will some

rattled his chains over his head as he wrote. day _be able to answer Pliny’s
He looked up again—the ghost was still question.
AT PARTING

By GEORGE HERBERT CLARKE

The night is silent, love, and here beside thee,
Holding the hand that is not now denied me,
I too am still: how shall I say farewell?

No words have we, and yet the summer weather,
Lulling the garden, gathers us together,
And mingles us with myrrh and asphodel.

Was there a time before that time, I wonder,
When something flashed and rent the vail asunder,
And visions faded, and the Truth befell?

And now, because thou art the Truth, I’ll grieve thee
No longer by withholding to believe thee,
Though I am sent upon a sorrow-spell.

How long the way thou sayest not, but only
That I must tread it loyally and lonely,
Unheeding whether heaven wait, or hell.

Why this must be I cannot know, belovéd,
But thou dost know, and, howsoe’er removéd,
Some day, perchance, the secret thou wilt tell.

Nothing I ask,—how may the Truth be bounded?
I leave thee, yet by thee I’'m still surrounded :
The sea’s voice sounds about the farthest shell.

The moonlight deepens, love, and grows to golden,
And thou and I in it are strangely holden ;—
Ah, holy, holy moment of farewell! ;




BONANZAS OF THE SLOCAN
BY HAROLD SANDS

COBALT isaname to conjure with

now, but Canada’s most famous
silver distriet is not the great On-
tario camp; it must yield the palm to
the earlier found and still porducing
Slocan, in marvellous British Colum.
bia. The silver-lead belt of that airy
region was, without doubt, the rich-
est of its kind in the world. At one
time the Slocan had dividend paying
mines by the score, and it will have
them again,

The story of the camp is heaped up
and running over with romance and
adventure, in which stand out the
figures of prospectors, far from
heroic but very lovable. The Pacifie
Province owes a great deal to these
men who threw open to the world
treasure vaults which had lain un.
touched since the ‘‘sea of moun-
tains’’ was upheaved by the giant
forces of nature.

Most of the old-timers were filled
with the old Adam. Many were hard-
drinking, card-liking, fun-loving
genial souls, and if they paid scant
heed to the admonitions of “‘sky
pilots’ turned out by the yard in
Eastern Canadian colleges and sent
West to woo them from their wicked
ways, we cannot lightly condemn
them to perdition. When it comes to
counting those who have done much
for the advancement of British
Columbia, the prospectors are
numbered among the elect.

Striking pages have been added to
Canadian history by prospectors.
They are anything but noble in ap-
pearance when you meet them in the
mountains, eagerly hunting for signs
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of ‘“the big mine,”” but they will
share their last bit of bacon with you,
and there is always room under their
blankets for a wanderer tired with
tramping over the hills.

Two men of this restless class
crossed over Kootenay Lake from
Ainsworth one warm September day
in 1891. After a few days unprofit-
able search for gold they reached
beautiful Slocan Lake, a sheet of
hills. They wandered aimlessly up
a country equal in many ways to far.
famed Switzerland and certainly far
richer in natural wealth.

Had they been educated men, pos-
sessing intellectual ideas, they might
have felt like stout Cortez when, with
eagle eye, he gazed at the Pacific,
But this new land of lovely lakes and
snow-crowned  mountains  whose
natural beauties they were the first
to behold, did not appeal to them,
Their feet hurt after their long and
diffieult tramp through the unexplor.
ed country unmarked by trails; their
grub was getting low and their
packs, while actually lighter than
when they started, seemed far
heavier. Moreover they didn’t like
the formation of the country and
they made up their minds there was
nothing in it worth seeking further,

“Aw, let’s get back to Ains-
worth,”” said Jack Seaton, the
younger of the two. He thirsted for
the little bar by Kootenay Lake,
where the prospectors and miners
from miles around foregathered to
Swap yarns and make away with
Hudson’s Bay rum,

Eli Carpenter, his grizzled com-
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panion, was just as eager to ‘‘hike”’
back to where his arm could rest on
the mahogany, but he didn’t want to
return the same way they had come.

T bet there’s a short cut over that
hill.”> he declared, pointing to the
then unnamed Payne Mountain.

“You're off your reckoning,’
gruffly declared Seaton.

“Well, I'm going to see, anyhow,”’
answered Carpenter. So he elimbed
the hill to look beyond for a glimpse
of the blue waters of Kootenay Lake.
He was disappointed; there was no
short cut that way.

“You're right, Jack,”” he conced-
ed, ‘“there ain’t a short cut; the
drinks is on me when we get back to
little old Ainsworth.”’

And while the two men stood on
that eminence and discussed how
they might the more quickly reach
Ainsworth and hasten away from the
terribly lonesome and seemingly bar-
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ren region of the Slocan, they all
unknowingly stood upon millions.
They started down the hill, grum-
bling that their toilsome journey had
been useless.

“It’s just like our luck,’
Seaton.

As he spoke Carpenter stumbled,
and there, right at his feet, was an
outcropping of solid, high-grade
galena.

The two prospectors had struek it
at last. Just at the moment when
fortune seemed farthest from them
they ran into wealth right at the
grass roots. With their find on that
September day another volume was
opened in the romantic history of
British Columbia.

The discoverers gave the name of
Payne to the first location in the Slo-
can district. They located other
claims and, believing the trend of the
vein would follow the strike of the

)

growled

A TUNNEL IN A BRITISH COLUMBIA MINE
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country rocks, as at Ainsworth, they
put in their stakes accordingly. That
was their first mistake, for in reality
they made their locations across the
great vein instead of along it. Men
who came into the distriet in the wild
rush which followed found out the
error of the discoverers and located
the Maid of Erin, the Mountain Chief
and the Two Jacks, through which
the fissure ran.

Unconscious of their error, Car-
penter and Seaton placed some rich
ore from the surface in a sack and
went down to Ainsworth. They were,
of course, considerably elated. Just
when they had given up hope of find-
ing anything, the fickle jade had
thrown a mine in their way.

Open-hearted and open-handed.
both men were eager to let their
friends in on the good thing. When
they reached Ainsworth, Carpenter
flung the sack of ore across the bar
at the hotel as security for drinks.
and ‘““‘ginned up the house.’”” Then

m

he told everybody present of the
marvellous new land of silver up in
the mountains above ecool, seques-
tered Slocan Lake.

After recovering from the effects
of their first surprise, Carpenter and
his partner sought an assayer. There
happened to be a man in town
who went by the sobriquet of *‘Yan.
kee Bill,”" and who eclaimed to be
accomplished in this direction. As
a matter of fact, his acquaintance
with assaying was hardly even of a
nodding nature, so he decided to
make a guess at the contents of the
ore from the Payne.

“It goes 34 ounces in silver.’’ he
reported. Ore of that character
could not be profitably extracted
even to-day, and in the early 'nineties
nobody would look at it for a minute,

Carpenter was flabbergasted, but
only for a moment. Then he not only
brightened up, but he gave vent to a
flood of language that was more for-
cible than elegant.
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“1I don’t believe the blankety
blank idiot knows the first blank

blank thing about assaying,’’ he
remarked to Seaton. ‘‘Let’s run the
(some more blanks) out of the
camp.”’

Seaton was generally open for all
the fun that was going, but that
morning his head was a trifle heavy.

“Aw, let the chap alone and try

another man,”” was his brief and
business-like comment.
So they went to the man they

should have visited first of all, Char-
ley Stalberg, a real assayer. He told
them the ore went 150 ounces of sil-
ver to the ton, with a large percent-
age of lead. Silver in 1891 was 96
cents an ounce, almost twice the
price of to-day. The samples showed
Carpenter and Seaton that they had
a bonanza.

Strange to say, from that moment
they grew to disbelieve in the mine.
They seemed unable to fathom their
good fortune. The very fact that
Stalberg had proved their own
theory that the ore was several times
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as rich as ‘‘Yankee Bill’’ guessed it
to be seemed only to add to their dis-
trust of the property.

They went back to the mine,
looked over the ground, found out
the mistake they had made in locat-
ing the second claim, and also that
they were too late to rectify it, others
having secured the ground. Still
they had the Payne, the very centre
of the rich zone, and they proceeded
to strip the vein. It grew richer, but
that had no effect on the two pessi-
mists.

““The vein is bound to pinch out,”’
they said to one another. ‘‘It is too
rich; it ean’t possibly last.”’

They unburdened themselves of
part of their unbelief to Steve Bailey,
reputed to be one of the smartest
mining men in the country. With

delight he heard their ‘‘beefing.”’

“I’ll give you $1,000 apiece for the
Payne,’’ he said.

They jumped at the offer, and went
to Spokane to blow in the money.

In the saloons along Riverside in
the American town, which practi-

PILOT BAY SMELTER, KOOTENAY LAKE, THE FIRST OF ITS KIND ERECTED IN BRITISH COLUMBIA
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cally owes its rise to British Colum-
bia, Carpenter and Seaton told the
loungers with great glee how they
‘““had roped in that smart man
Bailey.”’

“*Confidentially, there’s nothing in
the Slocan,”’ they used to repeat over
their fiery Bourbon. ‘‘The Payne,
bah, it’ll pinch out in no time."’

While they were sluicing their
throats the Slocan was the goal of the
most spectacular rush that had taken
place in British Columbia since the
famous stampede to the Cariboo gold
fields. News of the discovery on
Payne Mountain spread in that swift
mysterious way characteristic of
great western finds. There were no
telegraph wires to hum the informa-
tion to distant parts, no wireless
instruments caught the great intelli-
gence, but it travelled on the wings
of the wind.

All the camps along Kootenay
Lake were swiftly deserted in favour
of the new field. Within a few days
of the time Eli Carpenter flung his

bag of samples on the bar, prospec-
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tors on the craggy peaks around
where Rossland and Nelson now
stand, had heard of the silvery Slo.
can. They left the golden-ribbei
hills and hurried to join the army of
silver hunters. Even the searchers
in the placers of the Similkameen
and East Kootenay rolled up their
blankets, packed their bacon and
beans and trekked over the divide to
the new fascination, while Spokane
let loose its hundreds of adventurers
and a fair proportion of its riffraff.
who swarmed toward Payne Moun.
tain to take money off the miners.
Where a camp is, there also are the
parasites.

The rush worked a transformation.
Kaslo, a virgin peninsula on Koote-
nay Lake one day, became a city of
tents the next. All sorts of queer
edifices straggled over the flat on the
lake and a remarkable collection of
men carried water from the shallow

river which ran noisily over the
boulders.
Farther inland. high above sea

level and at the foot of snow-capped
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mountains, Sandon, for a time the
most famous mining town in‘ the
West, came into being in a single
night. From that hour to this the
sound of the poker chips has never
been stilled in the little town that
lies in a gulech where the mountains
of silver almost meet overhead.

Some of the glory attaching to the
opening up of the land of silver must
be credited, of ecourse, to Steve
Bailey. He had no idea, when he
secured the Payne for $2,000, that he
was paving the way to more fame
than falls to the average American
who comes to Canada to make his
fortune. His sole hope was that he
had found the silver road to get-rich-
quick. He did, and he stands out
to-day as the man who dared and
won,

Contemporary publicists, the men
who, in the erude and ofttimes in-
tensely personal and always original
newspapers of the early days, record-
ed fleeting and bizarre impressions of
the camp, were not very kind to him.
They said that though he was not
““roped in’’ by Carpenter and Seaton,
yvet he ‘‘gouged on the surface of the
Payne and took out thousands.”” To
gouge is not a criminal offence, nor
even a vice, but it is not a habit ito be
encouraged. It comes natural to cer-
tain kinds of men who, not fortunate
enough to possess much capital, want
to extract wealth too quickly from
the ground and spend it too rapidly
in cities. While living laborious
lives in the mountains, the thoughts
of these men are for much-of the time
concentrated upon cities with their
great white ways, their musie, res-
taurants, and their fair women.

Many a man in the Slocan sold out
more cheaply than he would have
done had not Spokane called to him.
The City of the Falls was the only
one in those days for the hining men
of Kootenay. It was wide open, and
the lid was higher even than the top-
most peaks of the Slocan.

But Bailey was not particularly a
city man and chorus girls did not ap-

peal to him. He worked the Payne
feverishly, not because he wanted to
lavish jewels on any Spokane beauty
but for the reason that it delighted
him to see how much it could produce.
He took little thought of the morrow
for the Payne. After the mine on the
ridge had yielded him a fairly com-
fortable fortune he took in partners,
A. W. McCune, Scott Macdonald,
Hoge and Sargent. The partners also
took out their thousands. But they
did more ; they took the Payne to be a
real mine. Under Steve Bailey it was
really nothing but a very promising
prospect.

Energy marked the operations of
the new syndicate. They continued
for several hundred feet the tunnel
from which Bailey had taken out
most of his riches. They found ore
nearly all the distance, having what
learned mining men call a quartz
gangue, but with a maximum in width
in parts of solid high-grade galena of
three feet. Substantial mine build-
ings were erected at the tunnel mouth
while on the Maid of Erin, to the
south, a tunnel lower down was ex-
tended into the Payne claim. To the
north of the latter, on the Mountain
Chief, tunnels were also run in on the
vein, and ore stoped out to the grass
roots. The ore in those early days
was so clean that a concentrator was
unnecessary. The average net value
of all the ore sold in the first few
yvears was over $100 a ton. Some of
1t was far richer.

After the mine had yielded over
half a million dollars Steve Bailey be-
came imbued with a distrust of it. Its
richness had astonished him, but he
seems to have felt that it could not last
long. He had the same opinion that
Carpenter and Seaton possessed in
the first days. He sought to sell his
interests and, after litigation, his
partners bought him out for $100.000.
The price shows how low in his estima-
tion the Payne had sunk. William
MecAdams, the early historian of the
Sandon district, says:

‘‘Steve pocketed the price and
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chuckled; did what Carpenter and
Seaton did, quietly told his friends
that he had got more for the mine
than it could ever be worth."’

But Steve Bailey was as far wrong
as the two prospectors who first threw
away the property. The new owners
mined. In the three years of their
proprietorship they took out as much
ore as all the other Slocan mines com-
bined. They paid themselves $1,000.-
000 in profits.

Then history repeated itself. Hav-
ing made a fortune they became in-
oculated with the virus which, sooner
or later, had touched all who handled
the Payne. Its wealth almost alarmed
them. They feared it would suddenly
depart. Having risen from compara-
tive poverty to affluence they dreaded
the chances of mining, which might
reduce them to almost the old level,

They determined to ‘“‘cinch their
future.”” Being shrewd Americans,
they followed the instinets of most
mining operators from across the
border; they did what those other
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Americans, Carpenter and Seaton and
Steve Bailey had done before them—
they unloaded.

And, naturally, they unloaded on
Canadians. The history of most big
mines in the Kootenay, with one not-
able exception, contains a similar
chapter—Americans got in on the
ground floor and, in due season un-
loaded, either upon Canadians or
Englishmen.

This time the price of the Payne
was $2,500,000. And the purchasers
were citizens of Montreal who had
never seen a mine! Scott Macdonald,
McCune, Hoge and Sargeant shook
hands with themselves. They appear-
ed to believe, as their predecessors
had done, that they had got more for
the mine than it could ever be worth.

With the advent of the Canadians
a gradual change came over the
fortunes of the Payne. In the course
of time the squawks of the eroakers
became justified. But the mine was
not entirely to blame. It still held
stores of wealth. The great bonanza

FIRST SLOCAN STAR CONCEXTRATOR
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was sacrificed on the altar of gamblers
in stocks and of strikers. The men
who play with stock certificates and
those who deal in the brawn of miners’
arms, helped to reduce the magnifi-
cence of this mountain mining king.
A stock gambling raid, engineered in
Montreal and Toronto, combined with
the eight-hour law strike, directed
from the American side, served to
make of the Payne a mere mimic of
its former grandeur.

The Montreal company which se-
cured the property stocked it for
$4,000,000. For a time all was as
rosy as in the condition of the most
promising mine in Gowganda to-day.
The shares went to a premium. With
the War Eagle and Centre Star stocks
industriously boosted by Toronto
parties, the Payne formed a mining
triumvirate which moved men almost
to madness.

Usually sedate and sage people of
the provinces of Ontario and Quebec
became afflicted with a mania to
gamble in the shares of the three
- mines. A sudden collapse in silver
and lead values, followed by a strike
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in the Kootenay over the eight-hour
law, brought the price of stocks down
with a crash. Many Easterners who
had hoped to get rich quick saw their
fortunes engulfed and the Payne re-
ceived a black eye from which it has
not yet recovered.

Stock which has sold at over one
dollar a share went begging in To-
ronto and Montreal at eight cents,
Nobody would touch it. In an at-
tempt to retrieve lost fortunes the
Montreal Company put in a new
management at the mine in Slocan.
The auspices seemed fortunate for the
new broom. Men had begun to ery
that the Payne was indeed worked
out, that the prohecies of the former
owners had come true. The new
management struck a vein, paraliel to
the former rich one, which had not
hitherto been known to exist. The
vein was a true fissure. Assays of 165
ounces of silver to the ton were ob-
tained from early samples.

Word went out that the Payne had
been born over again. Toronto and
Montreal, once bit, were twice shy.
However there was some dealing in

g
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the stock 6n the exchanges and it was
soon dancing around the twenty cents
mark. Details of the new vein run-
ning only ninety feet away from the
bonanza ledge, served to kindle some
enthusiasm and the stock began slow-
ly to climb back to its old position.

““The Payne is not worked out; it
has secured a new lease of life,”” was
the news that brought joy in both
West and East. ““The days of divi-
dends will soon return,’’ said the over-
confident. In addition to the new find
of silver-lead ore the Payne was able
to dispose of a large quantity of zine
ore. This, in the old days had been
considered a detriment and was
thrown on the dump. American zine
smelters created a demand for the ore
and the Payne mill was soon running
day and night, turning out carloads
of high-grade zine for the smelter at
Tola.

Unluckily the demand for zine fell
off as suddenly as it arose and condi-
tions in the silver-lead industry went
from bad to worse in the Kootenay.
Payne stock tumbled again. Soon the
mill was silent and the sound of the
air compressors was no longer heard
in the bowels of the mountain,

Following the labour troubles the
leasing system was imported into the
British Columbia mining country
from the American side. The Payne
naturally attracted men willing to
‘“take a gamble at it.”’ The upper
and lower parts of the property were
leased to different parties for a while,
with fair success. Then a man named
Walter Smith leased the whole prop-
erty for three years.

The arrangement pleased the Slo-
can miners, as Smith employed more
men than had worked in the property
for a number of years. He did not
have much luck. During his tenure
the affairs of the Montreal Company
reached such an unhappy state that
the mine, which had made millions for
some and had caused others to lose
their all, went under the hammer. It
was put up at auction in Montreal
and was knocked down for the paltry
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sum of $50,000. At such disgrace
Payne Mountain ““stood like an extinet
voleano in his mood, silent, and
savage, and sad.”’

Great indeed was the fall of the big
mine which in the twelve years of its
activity shipped more than 50,000
tons of silver-lead ore representing,
according to the figures furnished by
Manager A. C. Garde to the British
Columbia Bureau of Mines, a gross
value of nearly $4,000,000. The
average value per ton for this period
was $73.30. The dividends paid
amounted to $1,438,000.

The shutting down of the important
property was considered as a most
fortunate occurrence all over British
Columbia. Mr. William Fleet Robert.
son, the accomplished Provinecial Min-
eralogist, spoke of it as a distinet mis-
fortune to the mining industry of the
Slocan and he had no hesitation in
boldly and publicly announcing that
‘“the mine, as it stands at present, is
another victim of that short-sighted
policy of gouging out all available
ore, and neglecting the proper de-
velopment, in advance, of further
bodies of ore.”’

Gouging has been a curse to British
Columbia, as to other parts of Canada,
but it doesn’t come within the erimin-
al eode and no doubt will last as long
as there are mines to wreck.

Almost as interesting as the story
of the Payne is that of the equally
well known Slocan Star, which has
paid in dividends $600,000 and has,
like the Payne, produced its millions.
Litigation over ‘““extra liberal”’ rights,
which lasted for several years and was
only recently brought to a conclusion,
kept the company from anything but
development operations. The history
of this suit is so involved that it must
be left for another time. As an indi-
cation of the greatness of the property
it can be stated that in the thirteen
Yyears prior to the litigation the Slocan
Star shipped 32,453 tons of ore, which
carried 2,673,248 ounces of silver and
18,549 tons of lead.

Possessing the largest shute of high-
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grade ore in the Slocan, the Star is
what its name implies, the best mine
in the great district. And that is say-
ing a great deal for, in an area fifteen
by twenty-five miles, there were dis-
covered in the early days vein after
vein of ore running all the way from
$100 to $400 a ton. The cost of min-
ing and freight and treatment charges
were so high in the early ’nineties that
a property that did not yield over
$100 a ton was hardly worth bother-
ing about. Of course the expenses de-
clined when ample transportation was
afforded and smelters were erected on
the Canadian side of the line.

The Slocan Star, the largest silver-
lead mine so far developed in the
West, was found on October 17th,
1891, by one of the present owners,
Mr. Bruce White, an American from
Milwaukee. He, with other prospec-
tors, following up Sandon Creek, dis-
covered in the bed of the stream, a
mile above its junction with the South
Fork of Carpenter Creek (the site of
Sandon) a vein thirteen feet wide,
which looked good to him. Men learn-
ed in mineralogy subsequently stated
that the vein was of quartz and
spathic iron, interspersed with galena,
zine blend and angular pieces of the
slate eountry rock.

Prospecting to the west in a dense
forest of heavy timber, along the
strike of the vein, at about 800 feet,
White found a large exposure of the
outeroppings of the big ore chute and
here he staked the Slocan Star claim.
The Slocan King, the Silversmith and
other claims were also located along
the trend of the vein for several
thousand feet. The Byron N. White
Company was formed to develop the
ore body, most of the capital being
supplied by Byron N. ‘White and
Angus Smith of Milwaukee.

The company met with such success
that it never had to make hysterical
appeals for capital, such as so gfpen
mar the beginnings of many mining
concerns, both in the East and West.
It never had to use up pages of To-
ronto and Vancouver daily news-

papers in frantic beseechings to the
public to ‘‘get in on the ground
floor.”” In fact the Byron N. White
Company is what is known as a “‘close
corporation,”’ ninety-five per cent. of
its stock being held by three Ameri-
cans. Its capital is $500,000 and the
dividends paid have exceeded that
sum. They would have been well past
the million by now had the unfortu-
nate lawsuit not been started by the
owners of the Rabbit Paw, an adjoin-
ing claim.

The suit having been disposed of
in favour of the Slocan Star, we may
now look for a resumption of activity
around Sandon. But the good old
days of feverish activity need not be
expected to return. There is not
likely to be a repetition of ithe excite-
ment of the early ’nineties, when it
was a dull week that brought forth
no big find, and when adventurous
men, scaling the summits of the high,
precipitous mountains, found for-
itune-producing veins of high-grade
ore right on the peaks.

Tn addition to the Payne and the
Slocan Star mines were opened up,
which, for a time, gave great rewards
to those who developed them. Take
the Reco for example, which lined
the pockets of John M. Harris. A
poor man when he went into the Slo-
can, Harris amassed considerable
wealth, although he diverted no small
amount of it to the pockets of law-
yers and mining experts when he
started the extraordinary legal battle
with the Byron White Company over
the latter’s apex rights.

Harris located the Reucau claim,
which the miners insisted on pro-
nouncing Reco. It, with others, was
subsequently taken over by the Reco
Mining and Milling Company, of
which he was president and manager.
Aecross the group ran two distinet
veins of such exceeding richness that
the returns obtained enabled Harris
to develop the group and purchase
other claims. The galena ore mined
from one small vein yielded several
shipments which gave a net return
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of 340 ounces of good ore to the ton.

Another famous mine was the
Goodenough, so called because the
man who located it remarked when
he picked up some of the rich ore
from the surface: *‘This is good
enough for me.”” Smelter returns
from carload lots gave from 277 to
507 ounces of silver per ton and 48
to 67% lead for galena ore, and 169.5
to 322.5 ounces of silver per ton and
2 to 349 lead for carbonate ores,
while one lot of seven tons assayed
768 ounces silver per ton and 64%
lead.

The Last Chance, the Wonderful,
the Ruth, the Monitor, the Best and
other claims all yielded phenomen-
ally for a time. A number of the
mines, such as the Slocan Star, the
Reco, the Ivanhoe and others are
still being successfully worked, with
every indication of continuing to pro-
duce for some time to come. Others,
however, having been ‘‘gutted’’ to
pay dividends, have collapsed, their
ownership has changed, and they are
lying idle.

No mention of the Silvery Slocan
is complete without mention of the
Noble Five group. Five men who
went into the Slocan at the first rush
were known as ‘‘the Noble Five.”
They included Tom and Jack Me-
Guigan, Joe and Jim Hennessy and
another man. They located the
Noble Five group for 5,000 feet along
the course of ome vein. They did

7——
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fairly well with it, but after it was
disposed of to a Spokane company a
hoodoo seemed to attach to it and
remained firmly glued to it when
James Dunsmuir, the coal baron of
British Columbia, was induced to
take an interest in the property.

Of the original ‘*Noble Five'’ pros-
pectors, Tom McGuigan was the only
one to make anything like a pile from
mining.

The annals of the Slocan are full of
accounts of curious ways in which
men tumbled on to fortune and of
how many other failed to avail them-
selves of the full extent of their find
or else squandered their money. One
of the most remarkable of these finds
was the discovery in the spring of
1892 of the famous big boulder. Two
prospectors looking for a tent pole
came across a huge mass of rock,
higher than either and immensely
rich. They thought they had stum-
bled on the outerop of a mine and
immediately staked a claim. Subse-
quent developments proved, how-
ever, that the mass of silver-lead ore
had become detached and rolled from
the Slocan Star vein further up the
mountain. A mining speculator of-
fered the two men $2,000 for the
chunk of galena as it stood. They
accepted, and the speculator cleared
$18,000, for the big boulder proved
to contain over $20,000 in silver and
lead. It weighed 125 tons.




LOVE'S RECOMPENSE

‘BY MARIAN BOWER

“l AM sorry, Mr. Merricourt you

should have made this mistake,
but I cannot marry you,’’ announced
Sidonie Trevelyan as she stood up
straight before a tall man whose face
went white as he heard the decision.
Less than a year ago, when the doors
of such houses as still made some pre-
tence to exclusiveness did not fly
open to the rich heiress as readily as
they did now, she had led him to
think that he might ask much from
her.

Roger Merricourt looked for a mo-
ment at the tall, beautiful woman in
a wonderful gown, with a wealth of
golden hair and a skin of creamy
whiteness, as if he had received a
blow, that for the time being had
half knocked the sense out of him.

““You mean that you do not care
for me,”’ he ground out dully.

“I am not made for a quiet life,”’
Miss Trevelyan evaded. ‘‘We should
not be happy together. Believe me,
it will be better for you to go away
and forget me.”’

Merricourt bowed. He was too
much of a genfleman to thrust him-
self on a woman after she had point-
edly told him she would rather be
without him.

“@ood-bye,”’ he said. He walked
abruptly to the door, opened it, let it
close on him, and left Sidonie alone
in the great sumptuously furnished
room.

Sidonie Trevelyan belonged to
mixed races. Her mother was a
Frenchwoman, her father a Cornish
miner, who going out to America,
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made a fortune that far exceeded his
most sanguine expectations. Then he
married only to find that his wife
asked for dollars from him, his ab-
sence, and liberty to go her own way
in Paris and New York. Sidonie was
the only child of this ill-assorted
marriage. i

Now as she saw Merricourt leave
her she made a gesture full of impa-
tience and anger, and flung a ques-
tion into the empty room.

““Why,’’ she demanded, ‘‘could not

Roger be Earl of Inneston instead of

that stupid cousin of his?”’

It was the one brief, feeble strug-
gle of womanliness within her. The
next instant Sidonie was cold, capa-
ble, caleulating. She moved to her
writing-table. She sat down brusque-
ly, took up her pen, filled in a card
of invitation to dinner, and addressed
it to Lord Inneston.

Meantime Roger Merricourt was
walking away from Belgrave Square
towards the greenness and shade of
the park. He left the Row sharply
aside, and plunged into a by-path.
He went along hurriedly, and had
been walking for some time when a
girl, accompanied by a maid, looked
timidly at him. Roger raised his hat,
and to his surprise—and certainly
not to his pleasure—the girl cut
across the grass. She stood before
him, a little breathless, her hands
twisting mnervously. She was the
poor cousin who lived with Sidonie.
Old John had sent for his younger

brother when he prospered and offer-

ed him a small share in his own busi-
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ness, but that sober concern was too
tame for William; he took to roving,
to looking for gold and silver, and
petroleum. Hitherto—for he still
lived—Mary’s father had not pros-
pered, and when his sister-in-law had
curtly sent for Mary, because Sidonie
fancied having a girl with her, he
had been glad to let her go, and Mary
had seen the advantage of eating the
bread of dependence as compared
with the life of an under teacher in
a New York school.

Merricourt remembered the little
he knew about this as he looked down
at the girl who was so like Sidonie
and who yet lacked the rich Miss
Trevelyan’s brilliance and a certain
French finish.

““Mary,”’ Sidonia once said, ‘‘is
nature’s rough sketch for me.”

Now as Roger stood before this
plainer edition of the woman whom he
still believed he loved, he merely
wished that she would let him pass

on,

But Mary had something to say.

‘‘Sidonie has seemed unkind to
you, I know,”” she began, and her
voice was 8o like her cousin’s that it
might have been Sidonie herself
speaking, ‘‘but don't you see? she
wants the man she marries to be
someone. I think I am sure that is it.
It is in our blood—in Sidonie’s, I
mean, to value achievement. She
must respect a man before she can
give herself to him. She must be
able to look up to him and then—-"’

‘“And then?’” echoed Roger.

““She would love to find herself
the lesser, the weaker."’

The man looked ahead as if he had
not heard this exceedingly plain
speaking. His. eyes were fixed on the
trees just moving in the light breeze,
and on the shimmering patches of
water. Already his glance was less
sombre, his mind less dejected.
Mary’s version took the sting from
his rejection.

“I thank you,”’ Roger said at
length as he looked down at the face
in which the eyes were gray, not blue,

e

LOVE'S RECOMPENSE

the hair soft brown, and not golden.
‘“‘But are you suref”’

“I am,”” answered Mary, judging
Sidonie by herself, ‘““for I am sure
she loves you.”’

Roger wheeled about. He began
to walk back to where the city
throbbed, to the hive where men
worked, and then as he hastened he
asked himself not what should he
do, but what could he do?

He was appalled by his own use-
lessness. He began to go more slow-
ly. At the corner of Bond Street a
stream of vehicles stopped him, and
as he waited to cross a poster caught
his eyes. Mechanically he read it.
There were blue letters on a white
ground. ‘‘Heavy fighting round
Tangier,”’ he read. ‘“Splendid charge
of the Second Foreign Legion.”
What other announcements filled up
the space he neither knew nor cared.
This stolid lettering had solved his
problem. He looked at his watch.
It was a little after six, He walked
to Charing Cross, and asked what
time the night gervice for Calais
started. He went to his room, packed
a bag of simple necessities, and then
sat down and wrote a short note.

‘“Sidonie,”” it ran, “‘I am leaving
England to offer my services to the
legion fighting in Moroceo. If I come
back I trust it will be to convince
you that I am a man, not a loiterer.
If I fall, you will at least recognise
that I was endeavouring to prove to
you that I had the right to ask you
to marry me.”’

The letter was handed to Miss
Trevelyan at the same time as an-
other from Lord Inneston accepting
her invitation to dine.

It was six months later. London
was just emerging from a day of fog.
Already, where the yellow cloud had
lifted, the sky was flushed rosy and
golden; but to the woman hurrying
along in the coldness as fast as she
could be driven, neither the night nor
the hour, nor yet the circumstance
that she was alone, save for a middle-
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aged maid, who sat with disapproval
imprinted on every line of her sour
features, had any weight. All her
world lay in the telegram that was
crushed between her fingers.

That morning a poster had enlight-
ened her, as another had enlightened
Roger Merricourt. Again this one
told of figchting, of the splendid hero-
ism of the foreign legion, of their
decimation.

Trembling so that her knees knock-
ed under her, the girl hurried back to
her aunt’s house and laid the sheet
before Sidonie. The blue eyes read
the announcement as the gray eyes
had previously done, and for a
moment there had been a flutter in
the regular breathing, a deeper
whiteness of the skin, and then Miss
;I‘revelyan looked up, laughing harsh-
ly.
““What is this to me, Mary?’’ she
inquired.

Mary rose and faced her cousin.

‘““Roger Merricourt is with that
legion,’’ she said.

Sidonie’s eyes mnarrowed. She
looked at Mary as if she suddenly
hated her, and then she answered
with a piece of news.

““Lord Inneston has just left me.”’
she said. ‘I have promised to marry
him.”’

Mary heard; she spoke no word.
She waited a moment as if she ex-
pected Sidonie to take back her
words, and then, when she saw that
the announcement was correct, she
turned about and went out of the
room. 'She walked upstairs, not into
the attic that had sheltered her
months ago, but into what had been
a guest’s room. She pushed open the
door. ‘““Walters,”’ she called, and a
woman, who was evidently a maid,
came forward. Two months ago the
under housemaid had ‘‘hooked up
Mary behind,”” but that was before
William Trevelyan, Mary’s father,
had realised the ambition of a life-
time, and had come upon a gold mine
which he sold to a syndicate for a
great price, and then, remembering

his daughter, had settled a large sum
on her.

And, perhaps, Mary, who had
known poverty, never valued her
riches as she did at that moment,
when she announced that she was
leaving England that night for the
South of France.

Mary Trevelyan only stayed in
Paris to make inquiries, and then,
taking the night express again, she
hurried on to Marseilles, and at Mar-
seilles learned that which gave her
the hardest part of her task, for she
had to sit still and wait.

‘At length news came to her. The
wounded in the recent affair—it was
more brilliant even than had at first
been supposed—had been put on
boats, and were to be disembarked
at Marseilles to be nursed back to
life in a villa which a patriotie
Frenchman had lent to the legion for
a hospital.

So, day by day, Mary counted the
hours, or sat and looked over the
glorious bay, or harassed officials
with questions until there came an
hour when the girl, entirely alone,
presented herself before the doctor in
charge at the Villa Belle Vue.

The little Frenchman, with his
clipped, black beard, and his sharp,
twinkling eye, heard the young
Englishwoman’s request, noted a
eertain costliness of her attire, noted,
too, the great earnestness on the face
that was beautiful in its quivering
emotion, and with a wealth of pro-
testation, but still in a firm voice, as-
sured her that what she asked was
impossible.

Mary Trevelyan did not immed-
tately combat his decision.

““You say that the Sergeant Merri-
court is a dangerous case?’’ she
asked.

““I regret but yes, mademoiselle.”’

‘‘He is injured over the right
eye?”’

‘“There,”’ returned the surgeon,
‘“and elsewhere.”’

‘“‘Then his eyes are bandaged. He
cannot see.”’
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“You have said it, mademoiselle,
He cannot see.”’

Mary rose. She went up to the
Frenchman. She laid her hand on his
arm.

‘‘Monsieur,”’ she besought, ‘‘I am
rich, but I have been poor. I, know-
ing all that it means to have no
money, would go back to penury if
it would spare this man one pang.
Now, can you refuse to let me help to
nurse him?’’

The doctor hesitated. He had been
in charge of wounded from the
legion before, so experience had
taught him to expect a romance with
every second case, just as it had
shown him that class was no barrier
to love and the finest devotion. He
had encountered mothers, sisters,
cousins, tears, anger and expostula-
tion, and he had battled with them
all so successfully that the discipline
of his wards was in no way impaired.

But there was something about the
English girl before him that, without
her speaking again, seemed to para-
lyse his will, and to undermine his
resolution. He muttered under his
beard at his own weakness, and then,
with that movement of the shoulders
by which a Frenchman shifts respon-
sibility from himself to fate, he held
open the door.

Mary understood.

“‘Monsieur,”” she whispered, “‘I
shall always be grateful.”

Doctor Chevasse bowed low.

“What a woman wills God wills,”’
he replied, but whether in justifica-
tion of his surrender, or because
eynicism is a cheap cloak for emotion
he himself did not quite know.

Mary followed him down the white
rooms, along the foot of a row of
cots, each with its bandaged oc-
cupant, into another room, past more
wounded, until at length the surgeon
stopped before another door, opened
it, and let Miss Trevelyan see that it
led into a tiny little space hardly
bigger than a large closet and lighted
by a single window, which was care-
fully darkened.
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‘‘In there,”’ he said softly.

Mary Trevelyan stepped within,
and the man who lay on his back, all
his head to the mouth covered with
bandages, with a knife wound in his
leg, and with more than one bullet
hole in his body, must have heard the
rustle of her skirts, for he moved his
head as if he would see, and then
murmured ‘‘Sidonie.”’

Mary heard her cousin’s name.
She stood upright, but just inside the
room.

“Sidonie,”” came the weak, weary
voice, ‘‘Sidonie!”’

Mary’s face worked as if a sudden
pain had stricken her. She turned
quickly as if she must go, and then,
flinging her head back, her eyes
dilated, and as quickly she wheeled
again and stepped up close by the
injured man,

“Yes,”' she murmured, only wish-
ful to help Roger Merricourt, and
without a thought to the complica-
tions that might ensue; “‘it is 1.

‘“Sidonie,”’ repeated the wounded
man, and he stretched out his left
hand, the only member whose move-
ments he could command.

Mary Trevelyan took it. Roger
sighed contentedly, and then, so
weak, so ill was he, that he fell
asleep, still holding, not Sidonie’s
hand, but Mary’s.

began a deception that Mary
entered upon in an impulse of pity,
and each day made her avowal of the
part she was playing more difficult,
for Roger Merricourt’s condition
grew worse, not better. Not that
there was the fear of death. That
had been fought and conquered. But
there was more than a chance of
blindness for the man who was so
alive, so alert, who had proved him-
self such a splendid soldier, since in-
flammation had set in in the eye with
the wound above it, and the other
might be attacked at any moment.

With this horror before him, with
his thin hands groping out over the
coverlet, and his voice whispering
‘“‘Sidonie,”” how could Mary unde-
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ceive him? And then an idea came to
her. If the worst came to the worst,
if it were to be always night with the
man she loved, need Roger ever
know? Mary Trevelyan sat down be-
fore that thought, hugged it to her,
let it warm her heart.

She was seated thinking of this
very thing one afternoon in the little
salon of the house that she had taken
to be close to the Villa Belle Vue.
Roger’s improved bodily condition,
though both he and the doctor still
refused to think of removing the
bandages from his face, was giving
point to her thoughts, when she
heard a carriage drive up to the gate
in the garden wall. Mary lifted her
head apprehensively, Vehicles up the
little lane were few; besides, she had
always dreaded the possibility of her
aunt’s following her. She watched
the stout little French ‘““bonne’’
waddle down the path, bordered with
heliotrope and violets, and she saw
her open the gate with the great
mimosa Itree casting down yellow
snow about it, but when she saw who
was admitted she was more than
amazed, she was overwhelmed, for
the visitor was Sidonie.

The cousins were silent until they
were alone in the little stiff salon,
and then Sidonie began in that
superior tone which she had not yet
unlearned when she spoke to Mary.

““Where is Roger?’’ she demanded.
“I want to see him. Take me to
him.”’

She stood up in her vehemence.
Mary rose too. The cousins stood
facing each other. Mary looked at
the imperious face before her, and
noted a certain glitter in the blue
eyes, a twitch about the upper lip.

“You said Roger Merricourt was
nothing to you,”” she answered
‘“Where is Lord Inneston?’’

Sidonie drew in a sharp breath as
if she were relieved, not troubled, by
this plain speaking.

“I want to see Roger,’’ she persist-
ed. ‘I found that after all I loved
him.”’

Mary heard the announcement and
stood’ dumb before it. Sidonie
watched her cousin, and marked the
trouble in Mary’s eyes, the quivering
of the lips, the sudden redness of the
cheeks.

““Mr. Merricourt -cannot see,”’
Mary began. ‘‘It is possible that he
may never be able to see again.”’

Sidonie stepped up to the speaker
and put a heavy hand on her
shoulder,

‘“And you have been passing your-
self off as me,’’ she cried, guided by
the shrewdness which she had in.
herited from old John.

““Yes,”” confessed Mary.

Miss Trevelyan sat down and
laughed in her satisfaction. Meta-
phorically speaking, she had rolled
up her rival.

“Thank you, my dear,” she went
on. ‘““You have done me such a good
turn that I can afford to look over
your deception. You have taken my
place until I could get here myself,
But now I will go to Roger, who
wants Sidonie, not Mary. You must
see for yourself that the only thing
you can do is to leave at once.’”’

Mary heard. She had no word to
say, no protest to make. Roger had
never wanted her, he wanted Sidonie.
She must stand aside. That Sidonie
would never, could never, love Roger
as she loved him mattered not at all.
The whole thing was summed up in
that one sentence of Sidonie’s—
““‘Roger wants Sidonie, not Mary.”

She bowed her head. She walked
out of the room into the garden,
There were flowers there that she
had meant to cut for Roger, there
were scents in the air that recalled
the darkened room in the Villa Belle
Vue. She could not stay in the
garden. She let herself out by the
door and began to hurry down the
sandy road.

Soon she left the little group of
villas, with their creeper-covered
walls and the invariable green sun-
shutters behind, and came to a point
where the lane joined the high road.

4
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She turned on to the great highway
which leads from Marseilles right
down to Mentone. Before her was
the stretch of white, winding like a
ribbon over hill and dale; to the

right of her was the blue sea lapping .

its tideless waves against the most
perfect coast-line in Europe. But for
the moment Mary had no time, no
eyes, for Nature. All her attention
was concentrated on Sidonie’s unex-
pected move. It had left her forlorn,
discredited, nothing, to one. She was
thinking these bitter thoughts, she
was telling herself how heavily she
was punished for her deceit, when a
motor, travelling quickly towards
her, slacked speed, and a goggled
figure leaned out and inquired the
distance to the town of Marseilles.
Mary answered in English, her
questioner so obviously spoke that
language ; and while he thanked her,
the man beside him pulled out his
road map to check the car’s exact
position with some one who could
speak as he spoke. As the glazed
sheet was out-spread a page of news-
paper fluttered out of the cover, was
caught by a gust of that light breeze
which springs up every night from
over the sea, and the paper went
scudding away from the car.

Mary looked after it. <

““It is nothing,’’ the man who had
first addressed her answered, ‘“‘only
a piece of a Paris paper and a week
old at least.”’

He lifted his cap. Mary told him
a little more about his way, he set
the car going, and then she stood still
to let the dust settle. But as she
waited for the fluffy, drab cloud to
disperse, the wind puffed back along
the road, caught the sheet of news.
paper, and flapped it up against her
skirts. Mary poked it down with
the tip of her sunshade, but the
paper or the wind resisted. The
sheet rattled against her again, and
that forced her to look at it and give
it her attention. She pierced it again
with her sunshade, doubled over one
corner to give it more substance, and

425

then, as her glance caught a large
headline a long, low moan came from
between her lips.

With a white face, with starting
eyes, heedless of dust, or dirt, she
picked up the fragment and held it
with both hands. Aloud—she 'was so
dismayed—she read what she found
printed there, and these were the
words that she spoke out tto the blue
sky, to the still bluer sea:

‘“Sudden death of the Earl of In.
neston. Fatal motor accident.’’

She stayed but a moment alone
there in the middle of the road with
her discovery, and then she turned
about. Armed with this paper, that
told her all Sidonie’s baseness, all
Sidonie’s self-seeking, she would con-
front her cousin,

She hastened back. She almost
ran up the garden, and saw Sidonie
in a garden seat,

“Come with me!”’
Mary.

She pushed Sidonie before her, and
once in the salon turned contemptu-
ously on the cousin whom for years
she had regarded as such a superior
being.

“I know why you came,’’ she be-
gan breathlessly. ‘It is not that you
love Roger, it is not that your heart
has overcome your selfishness, it ig
because he is Lord Inneston now!”’

The elder Miss Trevelyan looked
at the flushed face confronting her,
She was not ashamed, she was not
abashed. It would have been more
convenient had Mary remained in
ignorance a little longer—that wag
the extent of her perturbation.

““Yes,”’ she admitted, ‘‘Francis is
dead. It was Jjust like him to get
himself killed. I never Saw anyone
so gauche. I was wise not to allow
our engagement to be made publie,
and now 42

Mary stopped the cool voice with g
magnificent gesture.

“You shall not deceive Roger,”’
she cried out.

_ ““Are you alone to do that?" put
in Sidonie.

commanded
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“You shall not let him think you
love him,’”’ Mary went on.

““Who is tto stop me?’’ asked the
elder Miss Trevelyan.

“I willl”” Mary averred.

“How?”’

“T will go to him—I will tell him.”’

““What?’’ thrust in Sidonie, ‘‘that
though he wants to marry Sidonie,
Mary wants to marry him, and is so
destitute of womanliness that she
does not mind proclaiming her love
to the man who would have none of
it

The bitter taunt brought the blood
to the girl’s cheeks, but she never
wavered.

“I must risk that,”’ she returned.
“If Roger thinks lightly of me I
deserve it, for I have deceived him.”’

She turned about before Sidonie
could say another word and passed
through the French windows. She
hastened across the little strip of
field, all furrowed for the jasmine
plants that later were to make scent,
and hurried up to the villa. On the
doorstep she met Doctor Chevasse.

“‘Monsieur le docteur,”’ she cried
out, a catech in her voice, ‘‘I need
your help. Let me see Mr. Merri-
court at once.”’

The doctor, with a new softness
taking the place of the professional
reserve to which he generally treated
the English girl, perhaps because he
admired her so much, for the Gaul
when he is a gentleman is well bred
to the finger tips, beckoned her to
follow him into the little room where
he took his meals—when he had time
for them.

‘““Have you seen my cousin—an-
other Miss Trevelyan—monsieur?’’
Mary began.

““The lady has been here.”’

“Then you know?”’

““What I was told, mademoiselle,”’
the little man answered

““And it is true!”’ Mary blurted
out. ‘“Every word of it is true. No
one could have been more wicked
than I have been. Let me tell you
my tale, and then you will see if
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there is any excuse for me. Roger
Merricourt loved my cousin, and she
sent him away. I loved him always,
and he mnever gave me a ‘thought.
Later we heard that he was wounded,
and—and my cousin stayed in Lon-
don. I ecame—for I am rich now. I
can go where I please. I did not
mean to deceive—not when I came
here. But Roger wanted Sidonie, and
he could not see. I drifted into im-
personating her, for it made him
happy. Now o

““Now ?’’ echoed Doctor Chevasse.

“Roger Merricourt will never
want to see me again.”’

The doctor waited a moment, look-
ed at the pale face, looked out of the
window on to the garden, which was
ablaze with flowers and a riot of
colour.

He sighed, this dry man of science
and learning, and then he brought
his eyes back.

““On the contrary, mademoiselle,’’
he assured the woman who stood up
before him as a prisoner stands be-
fore a judge, ‘‘my patient has asked
me to bring you in as soon as you
came.”’

““To bring me in!’’ the girl repeat-
ed. ‘‘Then he wants to see me””’

‘‘He wants to see you.”’

““When he knows?”’

““When he knows.”’

Mary Trevelyan looked at the little
man, who she instintively felt to be
her friend.

‘“What have you done?’’ she cried
out.

“Very little, mademoiselle.”’

“But 2

The doctor refused to be question-
ed. Just as he had done the first day
when she came to him, he led the way
to the darkened room. Mary follow-
ed, and as she went she looked from
side to side. She was saying a mute
““‘ggod-bye’” to the white-washed
wards, to the racks above the cots,
to the men who—some recovering,
some fading out of life—had grown
to look for her coming and to wait
for her cheery smile.
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She passed in. The door closed be-
hind her. The wounded man was sit-
ting up, his face turned her way, and,
to her surprise, she saw that one eye
—the good eye—was without its
bandage.

At least one thing was spared her.
She need not tell Roger that she was
Mary, not Sidonie, since he could see
it for himself.

She stood stiff, upright, her face
pale, her lips trembling.

The wounded man held out his
hand.

‘“Then,”’ gasped Mary, ‘‘you don’t
mean—you will e

She stopped. Roger laughed gaily,
happily even. The girl heard the
sound, its joyousness, its amusement,
and was bewildered by it.

‘““Come here,”” began Roger im-
periously. ‘‘Do you think that when
your cousin came to see me in your
place to-day I do not feel the differ-
ence? or that, when she began to ex-
plain things, she told me anything
that I did not know? You are a bad
schemer, Mary. You forgot essential
details. You forgot, for instance, to
square the doctor. Weeks ago I al-
luded to your golden hair, and he put
me right on that point. The woman
who was nursing me, he said, had
brown hair. Very beautiful brown
hair, he evidently thought it. That
set me thinking. I found things in
you—shades, qualities, opinions—
that I never remembered to have
known in Sidonie. The one thing
that puzzled me was that you were
evidently rich. I asked our good
medico, who scented a mystery, and
was immensely interested in it, to
write to my man of business asking
him to find out whether Miss Sidonie
or Miss Mary Trevelyan was in
France. His answer settled every-
thing, explained everything.”’

‘“Then you knew,’’ faltered Mary.

““Weeks ago.”’

““And you said nothing!”’
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‘I waited for you to tell me your-
self.”’

““You believed I would do that,
though I was deceiving you!”’

“I believed you would do what
you thought best for my happiness.
There was one terrible moment of
doubt I must own.”’

‘“And that was?”’

‘““When I heard of my cousin’s
death.”’

““You knew that also?’’

“Within a few hours of its taking
place. You must remember I had
written to my lawyer, so he knew
exactly where to find me. But a
moment’s comparison of dates told
me how unfounded was my suspicion
of you. You had come to me while
poor Franecis was alive and well.”’

‘“And after you knew that,”’ went
on Mary.

“I waited again. Sidonie came. I
expected her.”’

Roger pulled a letter from under
his pillow.

‘“‘Read that,”’ he said.

Mary took up the sheet, covered
with writing in a prim business hand,
and found out that, well as Sidonie
had kept her secret, it had leaked out
to the very man who, most of any
one, she wanted to keep in ignorance
of her engagement. The late Earl
had instructed his man of business to
draw up marriage settlements, and
this the solicitor mentioned to the
new Lord Inneston, when writing to
inform him of the money and prop-
erty that had fallen to him.

As the girl finished she realised
that Sidonie was circumvented, that
she herself was forgiven. She looked
up. She met Roger’s glance. The
colour flamed into her cheeks, the
tears flooded her eyes.

But Roger gave her no time for
tears. He leaned over and put out
his hand. He drew Mary to him—
and all the rest was said without one
single spoken word.



THE DAUGHTER OF THE
HORSE-LEECH

BY PETER McARTHUR

“LIERE is your last chance for
a bargain to-day,’”’ roared Old
Sneath, the auctioneer, waving a
hammer over his head. ‘‘This horse is
the last item on our programme. I
want you to take a good look at him
before you make your bids. If there
is another six-year-old in all Western
Ontario that can outdraw him, I’d
like to know who is his owner.”’

‘““Hach!’”’ interrupted a farmer in
the crowd that was standing about
discussing the points of the animal;
‘‘that horse is ten years old if he is a
day.”’

Before the auctioneer had time to
make a crushing reply the man who
was holding the horse said, quietly:

‘““He will be twelve years old next
July.”

““Well, Dugald,’”’ said the auction-
eer, half-angrily, ‘‘how can you expect
me to sell things at a profit for you if
you won’t give me a better chance?
If you wasn’t so blamed honest, I
wouldn’t be having the job of selling
you out to-day.”’

Satisfied that he had but done his
duty, Dugald patted the neck of the
old horse and made no reply.

“That’s right, Bill Evans,’’ re-
sumed Sneath; ‘‘examine them front
legs carefully and maybe you’ll find
a bone-spavin.”’

This jest, which was perhaps con-
temporary with the first horse, was
greeted with proper respect by all
except Evans. He attempted a de-
fense.
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““Well, if I can’t find bone-spavins
on his front legs, I can’t find much
meat on his carcass.”’

‘“He’s the better of that! It takes a
lean horse for a long pull.”’

That delighted every one but Evans,
who was thoroughly silenced.

‘“Come now, what am I bid for this
horse? Make a start some one.”’

‘““‘Fifteen dollars!’’ said some one.

“Fifty dollars I am bid! Fifty
dollars, Fifty dollars! Any advance
on fifty dollars? Come, speak up!”’

By this time the bidder had man-
aged to stop him.

“I didn’t bid fifty dollars,”’ he
shouted, ‘‘I bid fifteen!”’

‘“‘Fifteen dollars! Ain’t you asham-
ed of yourself? No one but a Scotch-
man would make such a bid! I won’t
take it. Won’t some one give me a
decent bid to start with?”’

““Twenty-five dollars!’’

‘“T'wenty-five dollars I am bid!
That is bad enough, but it’s better
than fifteen. Twenty-five dollars I am
bid!”’

For some minutes he went on joking
and calling for advances. Finally.
when the bids had increased to thirty-
seven dollars and fifty cents and it
was impossible to get another advance,
he started in on his familiar, final
sing-song.

““Going at thirty-seven fifty, once!
Going at thirty-seven fifty, twice! Go-
ing at thirty-seven fifty, third and last
time! Any advance on thirty-seven
fifty ? Gone! Sold to Pat Burke for
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thirty-seven dollars and fifty cents.”’

Stepping down from the upturned
waggon-box that served as his plat-
form—with a salt barrel for an
auction block—the auctioneer an-
nounced that the sale was over. He
then went to the granary, where the
note signing had already commenced.
A lawyer’s clerk who was in attend-
ance was busy making out the notes
under the careful supervision of the
mortgagee, Neil MeNab, in whose
interests the stock and implements of
the farm were being sold. All con-
versation was carried on in an under-
tone, presumably so as not to bother
the clerk and cause him to make mis-
takes, but really because the signing
of notes is a solemn function in the
country—almost as solemn as the pay-
ing of them.

‘“Well, what does it all tote up?”’
he asked.

“‘Just twenty dollars more than the
amount of the chattel mortgage and
the expenses,”” said McNab.

““‘It was bad time to close on him.
Stock never sells well in the spring.”’

““Well, T had to get my own,”’ said
MeNab, doggedly, as he stroked his
thin hair with his rough, ecrooked
fingers. He had few friends among
those who were assembled at the sale,
for he had been the loeal Shylock for
many years. During the hard times
that followed the Russian war he had
lent money to his neighbours at the
most exhorbitant rates of interest, and
had in that way accumulated the com-
petence that had enabled him to give
up farming and retire to the town. As
money lender he knew no mercy, and
everything the law would allow him
he grasped.

He held a mortgage on Dugald’s
farm; and one year, when the interest
was not ready on time, he took a
chattel mortgage on the stock and
implements. When the chattel mort-
gage fell due, Dugald could not pay
it on account of the failure of his
crops, and MeNab foreclosed it with-
out a thought of pity. He would do
the same when the land mortgage was

due, for, without stock of implements,
Dugald could not hope to pay it off.
He could but look forward to seeing
the land that his father had cleared
sold by the sheriff, and himself and
his mother turned out-of-doors. But
his piety and good-nature made him
bear his troubles without complaining.
The most he ever said about it was to
quote to a neighbour who condoled
with him on having fallen a prey to
McNab and his two mortgages the
humourously appropriate text: ‘Is-
sacher is a strong ass couching down
between two burdens.’’

When the notes were signed the
buyers gathered their purchases and
departed. There was little hand-
shaking or leave-taking ; for a sheriff’s
sale is never a genial affair, and no
one went to the house for the meal
that usually follows country auctions.

After bidding ‘‘good-bye’’ to the
last of the neighbours who lingered
after the sale, Dugald stood for some
time looking vacantly up at the sky.
The good-humoured twinkle that was
usually in his eye had left it, and the
sadness of his face was accentu-
ated by the drooping underlip that
betrayed the weakness of his character.
Though his face glowed with animation
when he spoke to anyone, its lines
showed that his good-humour was un-
accompanied by shrewdness. If his
thoughts after the proceedings of the
day were melancholy, it was certainly
excusable. But suddenly the expres-
sion of his face changed, and he mur-
mured, half audibly:

‘“ “The earth is the Lord’s and the
fullness thereof, the world and they
that dwell therein’; and yet I have
been complaining.”’

He started as if rebuked and walk-
ed rapidly to the house. He found
his mother waiting for him in what
was at once the kitchen, dining-room
and sitting-room of the old log house.

““Is no one coming to supper?’’ she
asked.

““No. None of them would stay.

‘‘Everything is sold now?’’

““Yes; but we must not be ecast
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down. I am still strong to work; and
as I was thinking of our condition
and feeling rather low-spirited, ‘The
Word’ came to me quite plainly: ‘The
earth is the Lord’s and the fullness
thereof.” ”’

““Yes; and if He be with us who
can be against us?”’

While they were talking the mother
was preparing the supper. They sat
down together, and he asked a bless-
ing. They ate in silence, and when
the meal was concluded, she gave
thanks. After some desultory con-
versation about the sale, the mother
said:

‘A passage of Scripture came to
my mind to-day, and I cannot under-
stand what it may mean.’’

““What is it?"”’

Tt is Samson’s riddle: ‘Out of the
eater came forth meat, and out of the
strong came forth sweetness.”’’

““Tt is a strange passage to come to
you to-day; but it will, no doubt, be
made elear to you in the Lord’s own
time.”’

Like all who belong to their sect,
the old Kirk of Scotland, neither
doubted that the Liord spoke to them
audibly through his Seriptures; and
at every crisis of their lives they ar-
rived at conclusions by having guiding
verses borne in on their minds in this
way. Their religion was not a matter
of Sabbaths; it was a part of their
lives. The Word of God guided them
in their goings-out and comings-in,
encouraged them in their hours of
sorrow and weakness, and rebuked
them when they were in danger of
going astray. Their faith admitted
of no doubts and, stern though the
Bible’s rule over them was, it was
wholesome, and their lives were up-
right and sincere.

As the evening wore on they talk-
ed of plans for the future and spoke
of MeNab’s severity more in sorrow
than in anger.

““He has been a hard creditor,”
gaid Dugald; ‘‘but he can’t do more
than the Lord will allow. I wonder
what Katie and Janet think of this
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day’s work, and what has been done?””

A half-humourous expression cros-
sed Dugald’s face as an opportunity
for applying literally a verse of
Seripture occurred to him.

““‘The horse-leech hath two
daughters, crying, ‘Give! Give!” "’

““You should not say that against
them, for they are not like their
father.”’

““But, I mean that they say ‘Give!
Give!’ in charity.”

The words were scarcely out of his
mouth when there was a knock at the
door.

““Come in!”’ said the mother.

A moment later the door swung
open and Janet McNab stood on the
threshold. Her cheeks and eyes were
bright, partly with the exercise of
walking and partly with excitement;
and the natural grace of her tall
figure was increased by the passions
that were moving her at the time.
As they both rose to greet her, she
said:

“Stop! Before we shake hands I
want to know if you think I had any-
thing to do with to-day’s disgraceful
work.”’

‘“Of course
answered.

As she shook hands and laid off
her shawl, her excitement gave way
to tears. When she had calmed
somewhat, she began:

“1 didn’t know anything about it
until Father came home and I asked
him where he had been all afternoon.
He must have been ashamed of him-
self, because he didn’t want to tell
me. To think that he should sell you
out! You, who have always been a
mother to me; and Dugald has al-
ways been like—like a brother. It
is a shame—a shame!”’

““Hush! Hush!’’ said the elder wo-
man, as she put out her hand and
laid it soothingly on the other’s
head. ‘‘He is your father, and he
did but what the law allows.”’

““Then it is a cruel law that lets a
man, who has no need for more
money, rob those who are needy.

not!’”’ they both
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Who has he to leave his money to
but Katie and me! and we don’t
want money that is bought at such
a price. It would have been bad
enough to sell out any one; but you”’
—and she burst into tears again. “‘I
couldn’t keep from telling him my
mind. Haven’t I worked like a slave
for him all my life, and mightn’t he
have shown me kindness in this? I al-
ways obeyed him in everything.”’

““1t is written ‘Children, obey your
parents, ’ "’

““Yes, ‘obey them in the Lord;’
but surely this work is not of the
Lord! It is also written ‘Fathers,
provoke not your children.’ Oh,
this had to come some time!’’ she
eontinued. ‘‘That town life was not
for me. I couldn’t bear being coop-
ed up in a house all day, doing things
I hated. The idea of trying to make
a lady of me, after I had worked on
a farm for so many years, choring
and slaving. Just think of it! I had
to try to learn to play on an organ!
Hach! I could get more musie that I
like out of scraping the bottom of a
pot."

They laughed at her sally, and the
conversation took a lighter turn.

““It might do well enough for
Katie, for she is younger, and I al-
ways watched that the weight of the
care and work never came on her.
But me! I always was and will be a
country girl. I'd rather come and
help you wash the supper dishes,
Aunty’’—for so she called her old
friend—‘‘than go to the finest tea-
meeting I was ever at!”’

Dugald took no part in the conver-
sation, though his attention to it was
intense. He moved awkwardly in

his chair from time to time as if he-

were greatly disturbed. Nor was
this strange. He had loved Janet
for years and had long hoped to
make her his wife.

““But what are you going to do,
child?”’ asked Mrs. MeNeil. ““You
have parted with your father in
anger. Don’t you think you should
go back to him?”’

e o
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“I can’t! He has made life bitter
to me; and this disgraceful day’s
work makes me ashamed to lift up
my head. I'm going to work out
somewhere,’’

‘““That doesn’t seem right.”’

“I know it doesn’t; but it seemed
to-day that I couldn’t bear more.”’

““Does he know where you went?’’

“I didn’t tell him; but he knew
well enough I would come here,
Where could I go but to you, when I
was in trouble? You have always
been a mother to me since my own
mother died.”’

““There is some one coming!’’
said Dugald, suddenly; and as they
listened they heard an approaching
footstep.

‘“‘Perhaps it is father!’’ exclaim-
ed Janet, cluteching at something in
the folds of her dress.

Without knocking, her father
opened the door and entered. He
was evidently in a high temper; but
as he looked at the placid face of
his old friend and neighbour he
seemed abashed. But when his eye
rested on the shrinking form of his
daughter his anger returned.

‘““Where is that paper you stole?”’

She made no answer.

““You needn’t think I’d have come
after you if I hadn’t found that you
took that mortgage!”’

““What is this? What paper have
you taken, Janet?”’ asked Mrs.
MeNeil.

““‘She took the mortgage I hold on
this farm!”’

‘““And you’ll never colleet it if I
can help it!’’ cried Janet, taking the
paper from her bosom and rushing
toward the fire.

Dugald stopped her and snatched
the paper from her hand. Foiled in
her purpose, she burst into tears and
turned toward her father.

‘“‘Father! Father! why will you
break my heart? I never asked yon
for anything before, as I ask you for
this. Have pity on this mother and
son, who have been so good to us all
in other days. Don’t drive them
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from their home! Of what use will
the money be to you? It is only for
Katie and me you can save it, and
there is more than enough for us al-
ready.”’

“You are a fool!”’ said the father,
as he took the mortgage from Du-
gald’s hand.

‘“See, father,”” she cried, ‘‘I go
down on my knees to beg that you
will burn that paper yourself!”’

“Burning it will not pay for it.
Besides there is a copy of it in the
registry office.”’

““But you mneedn’t press your
claim. Remember how good Aunty
MeNeil used to be to Katie and me,
and how Dugald used to help you
with your work, like a son, before
the hard times came.’’

“‘Janet! Janet!”’ exclaimed Mrs.
MeNeil, ‘‘don’t say such things. We
only did our duty.”’

But Janet did not heed. ‘I know,
if my mother were alive to-night, she
would beg of you as I do! She would
beg of you not to be so hard.”

The reference to her dead mother
seemed to touch some sober chord in
the old man’s heart, and an expres-
sion came over his face as if he were
wavering. ‘‘“What would she think
if she could see her daughter kneel-
ing before you like this?”’

‘“Come, get up!”’ he said gruffly.
““You have talked too much already.
If you want to come home with me,
come. I have the buggy with me.
But if you are going to stay here,
stay and starve,”’

‘““McNab was turning sulkily to-
ward the door, when Janet suddenly
stepped toward Dugald.

‘‘Here, Dugald!’’ she exclaimed;
‘‘since he will not show pity, this is
what I’ll do. I’ll be your wife, and
then, if he turns us out-of-doors, he
will have the disgrace of turning out
his own daughter.”’

As they all waited breathlesly for
his answer, the Scripture came to his
mind, as it never failed to in times
of need: ‘“Houses and riches are the
inheritance of fathers, and a prudent

wife is from the Lord.”” He stepped
forward and took her hand.

“Yes, Janet, I will make you my
wife. The word of God is with me.’’

‘“So you think you will cheat me
in this way!”’ stormed her father;
‘““but you will see. You are handy
with the word of God, I must say.
If you had less of the grace of God
in your heart, you would have more
money in your pocket to pay your
debts with. As for you, forward,
disobedient huss, I cast you off for-
ever! Who has brought the most dis-
grace on us now? I, in doing what is
lawful and right, or you in giving
yourself away to a canting loafer?’’

With that he stepped through the
door and left them.

Janet sank to the floor, overcome
by terror and shame.

‘““What have I done—what have I
done?’’ she sobbed.

““You have done nothing that you
need ever be ashamed of; and I hope
you will never have cause to be
sorry,’”’ said Dugald, as he lifted her
to her feet.

“I can work to support you and
mother; and what does the land
matter, if we are contented and
happy!”” and he quoted to her the
Kfarse of Scripture that had decided

im.

‘“And you are sure,”’ she persisted,
““that you will never despise me for
throwing myself at you like this?”’

His answer was: ‘' “Who can find
a virtuous woman? for her price is
far above rubies. The heart of her
husband doth safely trust in her, so
that he shall have no need to spoil.’ *’

““There can be no wrong,” said
the mother, as she came forward and
laid her hands in benediction upon
them, ‘‘since the word of God is with
you so strongly. How often have I
longed and prayed for this hour,
though I never hoped to see it. And
now the Seripture that came to me
so darkly to-day is fulfilled: ‘Out of
the eater came forth meat, and out
of the strong came forth sweet-
ness.” ”’

——



THE
RED MEN OF VANCOUVER ISLAND

BY ERNEST McGAFFEY

T HE copper-hued aboriginie of
Vancouver Island, whether he be
Siwash or Songhee, or what you will
tribually, presents at once the seem-
ing paradox of the poetical and the
practical. In his native wilds, along
the storm-beaten shores of the Paci-
fic west coast, he pursues the avoca-
tions of his ancestors, yet wears the
white man’s clothing. He draws the
trigger of a repeating rifle, instead of
the bow of his forefathers. He buys
fish-hooks from the ‘‘pale-face,”’ and
gets drunk in a derby hat and ‘‘store
clothes.”’And yet, with the thin ven-
eer of civilisation spread over his
present environment, he is still the in-
evitable Indian. Over the shining
linen collar he sometimes wears is an
invisible necklace of bear’s claws;
sticking from the rim of the derby
hat is an eagle’s feather, albeit
the thoughtless do not see it. You
may break, you may shatter his
dream if you will, but the soul of a
savage will still cling to him.

His condition and surroundings
have been the theme of many a learn-
ed and many a passionate discussion.
for he is a puzzle politically, and
more or less of a mystery socially
and from a business stand-point.
Here he is! What shall be done with
him? Tt has been said by the senti-
mentalists that he was here before
the white man, and by rights owns
the land. Who was here before him?
The mound-builders, possibly! And
who before them.”” Suppose we say
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the dinosaurus! At any rate, when
the division of land between the
white man and his red brother was
arranged, it pleased the fates to allot
him the pick of the valleys and
slopes, to make him walk beside
green fields and running brooks.
For once, at least, the white man was
kind to his aboriginal brethren.

But time passed and the red broth-
er pursued his old pastimes, and
worked when he got a sufficient
amount of excitement out of it. To
“‘shoot’ a rapid or follow a deer, to
spear salmon or snare grouse or catch
trout was hardly like work, but more
in the nature of the nomadic and
hunter-like instinets of his ancestors.
So he fished and hunted, spending his
time with the rifle and shot-gun, the
spear and the rod, and though pro-
gress advanced with rapid strides,
and though cities sprang up around
his rude ‘‘shack’’ or little house, he
either did not see, or refused to see
its warning.

For it is so, that the wilderness
falls before the axe; that the old or-
der passes as the new regime comes
in; that you cannot stay the current
of development by a dogged refusal
to go with the tide; and that the iron
pen of history has written time and
again the survival of the fittest is the
law of nations. The Dutch cabbage-
gardeners of old Manhattan days
were compelled by the irresistible
trend of destiny to subdivide their
farms and sell them by the front
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foot. The future city of New York
has risen where their rows of green
vegetables once basked in the sun-
shine. The so-called ‘‘Indian reser-
vations’’ on Vancouver Island must
indubitably share the same fate, and
the real sole question to be determin-
ed is. How shall the red man be dis-
possessed of his holdings of land, and
vet have justice done to him in the
process ?

Here and there you will find ex-
tremities on both sides; those who
see only one angle of the problem.
On the one hand there is the ‘‘unco’’
fastidious, letting ‘‘I dare not wait
upon I would,”” and deprecating any
attempt to bring matters to a foeus.
They would temporise and delay.
They would adopt the Fabian policy
to the extent of leaving to a future
generation the work cut out for to-
day. On the opposite hand you will
find those who insist with strenuous
argument, on an immediate settle-
ment of the question. Drastic meas-
ures and thorough and positive action
are what they demand.

They point, but without pride, to
the fact that the Indians own great
tracts of land in the most fertile val-
leys of the island; that they occupy
territory in Victoria and other places
where their retention of the land is
an insuperable barrier to the growth
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and advancement of the surrounding
country ;that only a few of them will
work at anything like real labour,
and that their wives, as in the palmy
days of yore, are the hewers of wood
and the drawers of water; that in the
field or by the primeval silence of
the clam-digging precincts of lonely
shores, it is the ‘‘woman’’ and not
the ‘‘man with the hoe,”” whose bowed
back evidences the life of the toiler;
that,in fact, the Indian, except in oe-
casional instances, will not labour,
and that he should give up the land
to those who will work. The tools
to the man who not only can, but
will use them.

There is strength in their argu-
ments. Vancouver Island needs land
for her incoming settlers, and the
land held by the Indians in different
parts of the Island, particularly in
the Cowichan River Valley, is the
choicest possible farming land. The
clearing of land, with so often the
task of felling and in disposing of
thousands of feet of heavy timber, is
really a matter of the Government, or
a great corporation to handle, not
of the individual settler. So that if
this land were thrown open, as it
must be eventually, thousands of ac-
res would be on the market, for eager
purchasers.

But what are you going to do with
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the Indians? Some of them work,
and work hard, in the fields. Many
of them earn a good living as guides,
hunters, fishers. Is the problem such
a difficult one, after all? Is it pos-
sible to do them justice, and yet al-
low for the imperative necessities of
the situation? Why not? It is not
at all certain that the Indians them-
selves, if it were put to a vote, would
not be willing to dispose of their
lands. Suppose for the sake of the
argument, that we will assume they
were opposed to the plan. On the
theory of public policy, on the basis
of the law of expropriation, analo-
gous, I assume, to the law of eminent
domain in the United States, what
what would hinder the Government
from getting hold of the land? At
any rate, where there is a will there
is a way.

““But,”” say the sentimentalists,
““can a forcible, 7.c., a legal dispos-
session be accomplished and yet no
injustice be done to the Indian?
Again, why not? Land entirely suit-
able for him could be allotted to him,
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and he could occupy this land, where
all his natural instincts and prefer-
ences could have full sway, land
where agriculture would never come ;
land where the deer roam, the salmon
leap, and the trout and grouse keep
their habitat. There are ample
spaces in the Island where the Indian
could be given this kind of reserve
and where he would be happier and
less ‘““civilised.”” This land could be
given to him for so much less than
the land he now holds, that the dif-
ference in value would afford a pen-
sion, which, paid at stated intervals
by the government, would make him
practically independent. At the
same time, the land he left behind
him would be of inestimable value in
advancing the prosperity of the
Island.

It is submitted, as a general propo-
sition admitting of no denial, that the
Indians would be not only satisfied,
but happy, in regions where the fish-
ing and hunting are good, and where
they do not have to do any work.
This is granting that there are among
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them some men who have an ambi-
tion to rise in the secale of civilisation
and emulate their white brothers in
the race for a competency and nerv-
ous prostration. But ‘‘by and large’’
the Indian is a philosopher. And as
the carved prow of his hand-hewn
canoe is still good enough for him in
descending the rapids of the moun-
tain streams, or tossing on the waters
of the lakes and inlets of the Island,
so also are the customs of his depart-
ed fathers quite in accord with his
present yearnings and desires, the
sentimentalists to the contrary not-
withstanding.

[t may be granted, without ques-
tion that the red man is highly decor-
ative. Whether in the city parks on
festal days, bending to the aboriginal
paddle in the ancestral canoe, or lis-
tening with unquailing stoicism to the
dulcet phonographs in the musie
stores, as they discourse a rag-time
melody, he is always picturesque to
a degree. But, after all, the enervat-
ing accompaniments of the cities do
not bring out this quality in nearly
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so vivid or pleasing a contrast as do
his native wilds. The forest, the
river, the shore, the lakes, streams
and fastnesses of the Island are
where his personality blends best
with the whole. An Indian with a
stiff hat is mostly reminiscent of one

of the dejected eagles in a park
aviary. He is not responding to ‘‘the

right vibration.”’

As I have seen him on the west
coast, in the canoes in the rude sail-
boats, especially at a reasonable dis-
tance, he was the wild, free inhabitant,
the native par excellence. But to see
him rolling cigarettes, or riding a
biecycle, was to take the gloss off the
perspective. As a fisherman, a
hunter, or a guide, either at the work
or from the point of appropriateness,
he is admirable.. But so far as ‘‘the
strenuous life,”” as exemplified in
farm or other labour is concerned, he
does not seem to crave it. I saw one
Indian piling brush in a ‘‘slashed’’
piece of land one day, but he was the
exception. The dozens of others I
saw were rowing boats, fishing, roll-

INDIANS FISHING ON VANCOUVER ISLAND
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ing cigarettes, chopping out paddles,
or waiting for something to ‘‘turn
up.”’ In this latter peculiarity they
can outshine Mr. Micawber.

It has been suggested that one way
to ascertain fairly the value of the
land they hold would be by having
the Indians select one party to repre-
sent them, the Government to select
a representative, and these two men
to select a third, the three to form
an arbitration committee to fix the
price, which could be a liberal one.
It has been urged that ample justice
would be thereby done. It seems to
be admitted that the actual legal
status of the Indians is decidedly
vague. But suppose it were admit-
ted that they held the land by law.
When the reason of a law ceases, that
law itself ceases. Can anyone ad-
vance a sensible reason why one sec-
tion of a growing city should be oceu-
pied for a half-century by an Indian
tribe, however interesting, pictur-
esque and decorative from an ethno-
logical view? On what system of
justice? Does not the government
owe something to the men who made
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that government possible? There is
a phase of this justice proposition
which applies to the white as well as
the red man, and the sentimentalists
sometimes fail to discover this.

[f they are ‘‘wards of the nation,’’
as is sometimes declared, their guard-
ian the government should be in a
position to do what is best for its
wards. To give them the power to
squat stubbornly on a large portion
of agricultural or municipal property
and keep back advancement and im-
provement is one solution of the
problem. To kindly but firmly, and
with full justice, complete and carry
out a plan which will give the tribes
such liberal compensation as will pro-
vide a regular annuity for them and
their descendants is the other solu-
tion. This is the situation in a nut-
shell.

The Indian of Vancouver Island
has his good points as well as his fail-
ings. He is inclined to be peaceful,
and gives comparatively little trouble
to the authorities, unless suffering
from an over-indulgence in some
form of strong waters. He is strong,
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hardy, and capable of enduring great
fatigue. He is patient and tenacious,
with a very marked sense of locality,
which sometimes interferes with his
views on migration. On the coasts
he thrives well at the fisheries, and
his eourage and skill at this calling
cannot be doubted. Some of the In-
dians work at the mines, according
to the best of my information and
belief, but the number is somewhat
limited. Given his dues, he still
remains a prey to his hereditary
instinets, which are not enthusiasti-
cally in favour of hard manual
labour, void of excitement. The In-
dian is not a natural farmer, fruit-
grower or poultry-raiser. He is the
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child of the wilderness, and so he
remains.

The available land on Vancouver
Island includes three classes: Land
under cultivation (the land owned
or leased by white farmers), land
still uncleared, or land under ‘‘an-
ticipation,”” and land owned by the
Indians, which may perhaps not
inaptly be said to be under ‘‘stagna-
tion.”” The cultivated land is being
slowly added to by herculean labour
on the part of the whites, and Chin-
ese, Hindoo, and Japanese labour.
The land under ‘‘anticipation’’ will
in the near future be cleared by
either government or corporation
initiative. But the land under ‘‘stag-
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nation’’ (and it comprises the very
cream of some districts) cannot be
utilised for the purpose intended by
nature until the noble red man’s per-
plexing problem is settled once for
all.

And yet, in all fairness, it is a
problem not to be decided hastily.
But that does not mean another
cycle of fifty years of waiting. The
Indian’s policy is silence, and a
refusal to confer on the subject. The
white man’s policy ought to be jus-
tice, with a top layer of common
sense. If it be admitted—and it ean-
not be denied—that the Indian must
give up his lands in the populous city
district, it follows that he must give
way in the settled farming districts.
If he must evacuate, why not when
he can secure a competence for him-
self and for his descendants in the
way of a regular annuity, with land
and to spare which will give him the
environment for which he is fitted ?

The burden of this task, like every
responsibility between the Caucasian
and other races, lies at the door of
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the white man. It is idle and evasive
to ignore it; it gathers strength, and
will engender bitterness as it length-
ens out. What government, what
ministry will cut the Gordian knot?
There will never be a move on the
part of the red man to change the
existing order of things. He placidly
accepts the white man’s ideas of
clothing, houses, stimulants, or what-
ever pleases his fancy; but he spells
progress backwards.

The white man, meanwhile, dab-
bles in abstruse speculations as to
the ‘“‘hows,”” ““whys’’ and ‘‘where-
fores,”” and the Indian question wor-
ries him. Not so the sapient red
brother. He plies the oar when it
pleases him, and his faithful consort
digs the succulent clam, and fries the
finny denizen of the deep for his de-
lectation. Let the spires and walls
spring up about his ‘‘reservation.’’
he heeds them not. Let the demands
of commerce and the wheels of ad-
vancement clamour or rattle by his
rude ‘‘shack’’ or lowly hut, he
regards them askance, indifferently.
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The problem admits of no haggling
or bargain-counter methods of
“marked-down sales.”” It should be
a legal and perfectly open and above-
board expropriation for the good of
the community, or it should be set-
tled by a positive statement from the
highest possible authority, that the
Indians must stay where they are
until time eliminates them by racial
extinetion. This latter course has
actually taken place among one or
two of the tribes, principally indue-
ed, it is claimed, by the constant
association and intimacy of the white
races. But this seems to be a long-
suffering method of arriving at a
solution of the dispute.

At any rate, here is the land, and
here are the aboriginal occupants.
Here is progress waiting for a deter-

mination of the question. This
question can be settled and the Indi-
ans given lands and annuities liber-
ally recompensing them for the land.
Some day the imperative demands of
the situation, the insistent march of
improvement, will compel their
removal. Why wait? Vancouver
Island is developing so rapidly that
a few years will mark a tremendous
change in its material prosperity.
Already the portents of approaching
improvement in the way of railroads,
mills, factories, farming, fruit-grow-
ing, poultry--raising, manufacturing
and lumbering, fisheries and general
commercial enterprises are appear-
ing in every direction.

The country cannot afford to beg
this important question; it should
settle it once for all and soon.

SEPTEMBER

By DONALD A. FRASER

BENEATH the orchard’s spreading boughs she stands,
September, rosy-cheeked, so like the fruit
She gathers from the heavy-laden shoot
Into her apron with her eager hands.
The autumn sun darts rays like golden bands
Down through the boughs, as though to check the loot,
And prison the fair thief at her pursuit;
But gay she laughs, and mocks at his demands.
The grass and trees and shrubs begin to lose
Their vivid green, and slowly turn to gold
And brown and crimson, as though fain to choose
A brief resplendence e’er Death’s arms enfold.
But sweet September sings her harvest song,
And Death’s forgotten as she trips along.
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BY FRANK H. SHAW

THEY called him ‘‘Hump’’ at Mer-

ridew’s mill. True he was dis-
torted bodily: one shoulder stood
many inches higher than the other,
and his back was disfigured by a great
protuberance that seemed to weigh
him down as the Old Man of the Sea
weighed down Sinbad. His long,
knotted arms were another deformity,
and the huge hands at the ends of
them, hard and unsightly and covered
with warts. His face was twisted and
unseemly ; it was only when you look-
ed into the depths of his great, dog-
like eyes that you saw another aspect
of the man. Those eyes spoke of a
soul that refused to be limited by his
misshapen body.

They made game of the hunchback,
for his fellow workers were big and
well-shaped, and it seemed to them a
fine thing to torture him with open
sneers and loud laughs. They played
him a hundred tricks a day, and,
knowing that above all things he
dreaded fire, they raised false alarms
for the sheer pleasure of watching him
drag his sagging, unseemly body to
the head of the stairs and stand there
fearfully looking down. In due tourse
he began to realise these alarms as
shams, and whenever the word ‘‘ Fire’’
was shouted he would gnash his teeth
in a fashion awful to behold and shake
one of those ugly hands of his in the
faces of his tormentors.- Not a man
there knew how he dreaded the
thought of leaping flames. Long ago
whilst still a child, his careless moth-

er had left him untended before an’

open fire. She had returned to find
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a yelling, flaming morsel of humanity
rolling on a rug, and though his life
had been saved by great skill, his
limbs were warped for life after that
day, and in his brain, hardly a clear
thinking brain, had grown a dread
that nothing could efface.

“There are visitors coming to-mor-
row,”” said Jack Grinstead, the hand-
some young mill manager, to the room
foreman. ‘‘They’ll want to see weav-
ing in all its branches. Who's your
best minder? Put him onto a piece of
fancy stuff and let him explain the ins
and outs of the matter. Who's the
best man?”?

“ “Hump,” ** said the foreman, with
something of a grin. ‘‘He’s not much
to look at, but he’s the best weaver
we’ve ever had. If you like, though,
I’ll give another man the job.”’

Grinstead looked at the figure that
had scarcely any need to bend over the
loom that throbbed and flashed before
it. The smile on the manager’s lips
was pitying; he strode over to the
hunchback and watched him care.
fully. There seemed no doubt that
the foreman had spoken truth. He
handled his machine with a loving
tenderness that was unspeakable; he
sent his doglike eyes roving to every
possible corner, smoothing, searching,
a weaver of weavers. In the crash
and thud of the great machine the
hunchback found his one joy.

““Yes, you’re the man, Joyce,”’ said
Grinstead after a while. The hunch-
back looked up at the tall, strong,
frame, and his eyes grew sullen. Why
was he not like that? Why should he
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carry the evil weight of a deformed
body through life?

““There’ll be visitors coming, Joyce.
They’ll want to see all that is to be
seen. You’ll put on a fresh piece, I'll
have the pattern sent up. Be as clever
as you can—there’ll be ladies amongst
them.’’

Joyce muttered something unintel-
ligible, and bent over the frame again.

‘“‘He’s a first-class man, and he’s a
surly brute,”’ thought the manager.
“But Elsie wanted to know all there
was to know, bless her, and she shall
see all T can show her.”’

The hunchback thought slowly.
These visitors were a mere nuisance.
They came and bothered a man by
asking a hundred idiotic questions;
they touched things they had no right
to touch ; they were entirely unneces-
sary. Ten to one they would laugh at
his ugly shape behind his back; they
might even do it to his face, as visitors
had done before. He would have re-
fused to undertake the exhibition, but
it was necessary to work as long and as
hard as possible, for that mother to
whom he owed much of his suffering,
was now old and needed many com-
forts.

When the pattern for the piece
he had to work came up he
forgot all other things in the work-
man’s love of creation. This was
something worth attempting, this
mazy, intricate design. Completed, it
would be a marvellous thing, and he
laid out the plan on his frame with
kindling eyes. He would show these
supercilious visitors that a twisted
body could hold the soul of an artist.

He caught his breath, his face went
painfully white. The low soft voice of
the girl had struck deep down into his
inner soul, stirring unwonted currents
there. Could she be human? Yes,
there was no doubt of that—she was
talking away happily to Grinstead,
and the manager was devouring her
radiant face with eyes that told the
tale of his love to all that cared to
read. But ‘““Hump’’ saw nothing of
that; all he saw was a woman such as
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he had never seen before, a woman
whose laugh rang like the chiming of
silver bells, whose smile had in it noth-
ing of cruelty. ‘‘Hump’ had been
used to these visiters—first to their
feigned interest in his work, next to
their somewhat quizzieal stare, finally
to their stifled mirth at his grotesque-
ness. He waited in an agony for the
first gleam of ridicule, but it did not
come. Noj; the unbelievable thing was
happening instead : the wonder-woman
was leaning over the loom, fascinated
at the swift and masterly play of the
weaver’s hands.

“Oh, how delightful! Do you mean
to say that you really did such beauti-
ful work. I want to know how you
did it.”” She was speaking to him,
speaking as if he were sane and whole,
instead of being a gruesome distortion.
For a moment the icy barriers about
his heart melted away, he glowed in
the radiance of the girl’s presence as
if he had been a frost-bitten flower
beneath a tropical sun.

““Yes, tell me—this and this. T ean
see why you do this, but why do you
do that?’’ Glibness of speech came to
him then; his lips that had long been
used merely to evil cursing became un-
sealed, he answered rapidly, looking
covertly upward all the time to see
that this amazing thing was real. Yes,
it was real indeed. No smile of de.
rision on the perfect mouth, only a
breathless interest. She followed his
technical explanations with parted
lips, her intelligent eyes devouring
each trivial detail. ““Hump’’ did not
know it, but Elsie Pickering had a
greit desire upon her to familiarise
herself with the details of this work.
Grinstead was a mill manager, and in
the coming time might look for an in.
telligent interest to be shown in his
affairs! :

The girl lingered by the deformed
man and began to draw him out.
Grinstead had moved on with others
to a separate department of the great
establishment. Fiercely, as if the
words were dragged from him, Joyce
spoke, touching but lightly on his
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own affairs, until the sympathy in the
girl’s voice and glance bred confi-
dence, and he found himself, against
his will, telling her something of his
ambitions and his drawbacks.

““What’s the good of it all, Miss?”’
he asked plaintively. ‘‘I ain’t like
other men’’—he drew deliberate at-
tention to his deformity—‘‘so I'm a
fool to think I might do what any
other man can. I'm handicapped,
that’s what I am, Miss.”” Elsie Pick-
ering had a brother who had labour-
ed for years under a painful affliction
and because she realised the agony
of ““Hump’s’® heart she began to
talk. Gradually the hunchback
stood as nearly upright as his draw-
backs would let him; his doglike eyes
afire.

‘“So he determined to conquer his
infirmity,”” went on the voice that
seemed to him the voice of an angel.
““After all, Joyce, it isn’t the body
of a man that counts—it’s the heart
and soul within the body, those and
the brain. Many of our greatest men
have been—not quite stalwart. You
mustn’t think of your body, you’ve
got the brain of an artist behind your
eyes, as I can see from this work.
Why not forget your ills and look
at the good in your life?’’ And so on,
until the poor fellow was almost be-
side himself, his chest heaving
strangely.

And then, because she knew how
lonely his life was, Elsie Pickering
did a daring thing. She glanced
around her—not a soul was in sight.
From her own greater height she
leaned down and pressed her sweet,
fresh lips to the hunchback’s wrink-
led forehead. A moment later and
she was gone to join the party, whose
voices could be heard above the roar
of machinery, and ‘“Hump’’ leaned
baek against his loom, his pulses
throbbing madly.

““My God! she kissed me—me,’’ he
panted. ‘“‘I’d like to do something
for her for that. But what’s the
good—me, a hunchy?’”’ He remem-
bered her words. Even he, monstros-
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ity that he was, might still do some

'service in the world. As the looms

clattered and crashed about him
“Hump’’ registered a solemn vow,
as earnest as ever was made by
knight of old, to be worthy of the
amazing woman’s confidence,

““And T’ll pay her back for that,”
he said softly to himself. Thereafter
he turned to his work with a new-
born heart. No longer should the
sneers and taunts of his fellows af-
fect him; the wonderful woman had
kissed him. He could not find any
reason for that wild tumult in his
heart and brain, though. Love had
always passed him by unheeding;
this agony of mingled pain and
pleasure was something he had never
known.

The self-knowledge came to him
afterwards; a week later. A change
in pattern took the hunchback to the
office. It was almost closing time,
but he must have the ranges fixed
for the morrow. He followed close
on the heels of his knock at the office
door, and then—he stood like a man
petrified. He had enterd silently,
and he saw the amazing woman of
his dreams and of his waking
thoughts locked in Grinstead’s strong
young arms. As he stood there, un-
seen, seeing all, the mill-manager
stooped with a sturdy reverence and
kissed Elsie Pickering on the lips.

“Hump’’ forgot all that had
brought him there; forgot that his
place was elsewhere. Mad anger
blazed in him; he clenched his
gnarled fists till the knuckles showed
white ; his teeth gritted savagely. At
last he understood the meaning of
that painful pleasure which had pos-
sessed him for bewildering days.
Jealousy had him in thrall ; he looked
about him for a weapon. But as he
did so his eyes fell on the entranced,
enraptured face of his dream-woman.
What he saw there fought down the
blazing fires of his heart and left him
weak and trembling. For Elsie Pick-
ering had given her heart into the
keeping of the mill-manager for all
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time. ‘‘Hump’’ stole out and closed
the door, his very soul torn to pieces.
* * *

‘“No, not to-night, sweetheart. You
mustn’t look for me to-night. It’s
hard work to keep away from you—
but there’s the future to think of.
Listen, Elsie, I've never breathed it
to a single soul, but it’s come to me
that if I can only invent a patent
shuttle for those new looms we put
in on the top floor, I'll make a for-
tune. For you, my girl, for you.
And I'm going to try the thing I’ve
made to-night. This strike is giving
me just the chance I need—the mill
has been running night and day for
a year, and I couldn’t experiment
without being seen. So to-night I'm
going to the mill—I’ll be there for
hours likely enough. I'd stay if I
could, but I'm wanting to make my-
self your equal, lass, and you won’t
stand in my way, I know.”’

Grinstead’s voice was very earnest
as he spoke to his sweetheart, and
Elsie tried to choke down the sudden
premonition of fear that stole into
her brain. It would not be dismissed ;
she voiced it tremblingly :

“I'm afraid, Jack, I’'m afraid. I
don’t know why, but I'm deadly
afraid. There’s some danger hang-
ing over you, dear.”’ The mill-man-
ager laughed lightly.

“They’re out on strike, lass, yes,
but they’re not intending harm.
Bless you, I’ve been through more
than one. They talk a lot, and smash
a few windows now and then, but
that’s all the harm they do. Come,
my girl, give me a kiss, and let me go.
I’ll see you in a carriage and pair be-
fore you’re many years older, if only
this new shuttle is what I think it
is.”” He tore himself away, and dis-
appeared down the road towards the
town. It was dark, a thin rain fell.
It might have been the dismal night
that aroused all Elsie Pickering’s
fears, but had she overheard a mut-
tered conversation that was taking
place not a mile from where she
stood, listening to the tread of her

disappearing lover, she would have
tasted the agonies of deadly fear.
# * ¥

“They sacked you and me, Bill,
That blasted Grinstead did it, but it
was old Merridew what told him to.
We’ve got back at 'em by bringing
on this here strike; but that’s not
enough. That—, Grinstead, kicked
me out of the office when I went to
complain, and when I told him to his
face what he was he knocked me
down. Me—mark you. Well, I'll
get back at them all, curse them!’’

The atmosphere of the miserable
workman’s cottage grew stifling, stifl-
ing with hatred. Bob Thornton, the
most notorious idler and blackguard
in Lyne Valley, glared furiously at
his one companion, Bill Grantham.

““What are ye goin’ to do, Bob?’’
The question was quavered forth in a
husky whisper.

“Goingtodo? I'm going to set fire
to th’ mill, and burn it to th’ ground,
that’s what I'm going to do.’’

“That won’t do any good, lad. It’s
insured, and old Merridew won’t lose
aught.”’

““It’s not insured, not th’ new shed.
I’ve got that from th’ right shop—
it’s not insured. If it’s burnt down
old Merridew’ll be ruined, and his
precious Grinstead won’t have a job.
Then there’ll be no more fluttering
about “wi’ Merridew's niece, there
won’t. I’ll settle their hash for em,
I will.”’

Then Thornton started in to tell
his scheme of operations. It was
painfully easy. There was no night
watechman ; the last one had died, and
no one had been installed in his place,
Before nine o’clock the plot was set-
tled definitely, before the ten min-
utes more had elapsed the two men
stole forth into the night.

They scaled the wall that sur-
rounded the great mill, and were lost
to view in the engine-room, where
great casks of oil stood about. Here
they busied themselves industriously,
and made all ready for what they
had in mind.

S ————————
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““1 thought we’d have to break th’
door down, but here it’s left open,”’
said Thornton, and passed into the
ground floor of the mill, pouring oil
diligently on to great piles of waste,
over the floors, everywhere.

““Now, run for it, Bill,”’ he grated,
as he drew out a matech and struck
it on his boot. The night hid them,
but of a sudden the lower window of
Merridew’s mill grew flamingly red.

No one passed that way. The night
kept most indoors, and the strikers
themselves were at home, in the
public-house—everywhere save near
the mill. The roar of flames was ad-
ded to the patter of falling rain, and
still no one noticed what was toward.
Jack Grinstead sniffed suddenly as,
engrossed in his labour of love, he
bent over the latest loom on the
upper storey of the mill.

““It seems like something burn-
ing,”” he said; ‘“but it must be my
faney. I’ll go and look in a minute.’’
But the minute lengthened to many
for the work was weirdly fascinating.
Then—he straightened himself with
a hoarse ery of fear. A thin tongue
of flame had licked up outside the
window; he saw it red against the
black of the night. He made two
steps to the narrow staircase, and
darted back, for the opening down
which he must pass for safety was a
seething pit of lurid fire!

To his fear-distorted brain came
the loud roar of the fire signals, then
the tramp, tramp, of racing feet.
Hoarse shouts rang through the air—
the clatter of the engines, the yells
of those who hastened to the rescue.
But higher than all other sounds rose
the surge and thunder of the flames.

II1.

Elsie Pickering, looking from her
bedroom window, saw the red glare
in the sky, heard the hooting of the
signals, and the tramp of hastening
feet. Swiftly she reckoned up the
position of that glare. It must be, it
could be, no other than Merridew’s
mill on fire. She donned a thick
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cloak and hood, raced downstairs,
alarmed the household, and, without
waiting for any to accompany her,
set off like a madwoman to the spot.
It had come to her in one terrifie
burst, that her lover might still be in
the mill, all engaged in his task, those
outside not knowing of his presence
there. They must be warned that a
human life was at stake—it was a
vital necessity. With blanched face
and starting eyes the girl tore on un-
til she came to a stand, and a groan
of dismay broke from her parched
lips. The entire front of the mill
was wrapped in a sea of fire. Around
and about, working busily, yet pain-
fully unable to stem the swift ad-
vance, men moved directing hissing
streams of water, dashing from point
to point, keen to save the threatened
property, and knowing as they
worked that their stoutest en-
deavours were futile and all unavail-
ing. Elsie gazed up at the mill win-
dows, each one a red and incandes-
cent sheet against the sky, and with
unerring instinet her eyes sought the
windows of the room where she knew
her lover was. One by one she
searched those high panes—no face
rewarded her search. Then, a loud
and bitter cry broke from her lips.
At a window, in the extreme corner,
black where others were red, she saw
Jack Grinstead. She broke through
the open-mouthed crowd, and seized
a policeman by the arm.

““Get back! Get back—yes, even
you, Miss Pickering.”” She struggled
with speech that would not come.
But at last, ““There’s a man up there
up there at that window. Can’t
you see?”” Her voice rose to a
seream. ‘‘It’s Mr. Grinstead—he was
working in the mill to-night.”” A
fireman passing paused and sent his
eyes aloft.

‘“He’ll have to stop there,”’ he said
with unconscious brutality. ‘‘No one
can get up there to help him.’”’ He
ran over to the fire superintendent,
touched him on the arm, pointed
swiftly to the one black window
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amongst the glare. Elsie, her heart
aching pitifully, saw the superin-
tendent shake his head. Careless of
the detaining hand of the policeman
she broke into the circle and ran to
the chief.

“You must do something,’’ she
panted. ‘‘Mr. Grinstead is up there.
You ean’t let him die.”’

‘“There’s nothing else to be done,
Miss. See, the escape’s cut off, and our
ladders are too short. No one can
get up there, Miss Pickering.’’

Elsie felt hope die in her breast;
her lover was doomed. She turned
with a sob, and then looked up again,
as a long escape was run as near the
walls as men might go. The ladder
shot up into the air—it was fifteen
feet short of the window. A man
ran up the spokes, was licked by
flames as he went, other men directed
streams of hissing water over him,
but the largest hose there could not
reach even to the ladder’s top. The
fireman clattered down, lost his grip
as the flames seized him, fell, and was
caught in a blanket,

There was one watcher at the fire
who had noticed many things. He,
keen-eyed, had made out that single
figure up there at the window; he
had realised that it was Grinstead,
the man who loved his dream-
woman. ‘‘Hump’’ could hardly re-
frain from laughing—the girl he
loved was no longer bound to the
man he had grown to hate. The way
was clear—he had no rival. Had not
the girl herself said that such a de-
formity as his was no bar to his
greatest ambitions? He drew near-
er the fire zone, he who dreaded
fire, who shrank from it instinctive-
ly. Yes, the man who loved his
dream-woman was doomed.

And it was then that Elsie Picker-
ing turned away from the scene and
passed him close. He saw her work-
ing face, the agony in her eyes for
the blazing building made the scene
as bright as day. Too, he heard her
choking sobs, the long-drawn sobs of
anguish. The hunchback felt his
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satisfaction wane. What price was
this the girl must pay? The girl who
had first taught him to know that he
was as other men under his skin, was
stricken with an awful grief, and—
she had kissed him. Like a lightning
flash there came upon him the
memory of his oath, sworn weeks be-
fore. He had vowed to repay the
debt. That kiss must be rewarded.
How? Now the woman he worshiped
was in pain—he was the stronger,
she the weaker—their positions were
changed. How could he help her?

He stumbled to her side and touch-
ed her hand. She looked down at
him blindly, for long seconds her
brain could not understand the sig-
nificance of his presence. Then—the
ery of her heart rose to her lips.

‘“He’s up there, Joyce, he’s up
there. They say he’ll die!”’

Her tears fell on the hunchback’s
forehead as he stood before her,
peering up into her eyes. They fell
where before her kiss had rested—
he realised then that this woman was
tasting a bitterer grief by far than
any he had known. He looked aloft
—saw the figure of the man in the
window—saw him lean out in answer
to the cries from below. They were
holding out a sheet, bidding him
jump, but Grinstead drew back. It
were better to face the flames than
that awful leap.

And then, all suddenly, it came to
the hunchback what he must do. The
happiness of the woman he loved
was at stake—she would never lift
her head again if Grinstead died. By
his own love he knew hers for the
imperilled man.

One moment longer he paused,
fichting the awful loathing that
seized him. The fire appalled him—
the raging flames chilled him when
they should have warmed. But he
fought down the fear, and with a
swift gesture he pressed Elsie’s hand
to his lips. A moment, and he broke
through the crowd, heedless of their
taunts. His quick eye had discerned
one loophole of escape. None but a
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madman—or a hero—would have
deemed it practicable, but ‘‘Hump”’
was inspired by a diviner passion
than the mere greed of applause. He
was sacrificing himself for the sake
of the woman he loved blindly.

In a shed behind the engine-room
were ropes of various lengths, stout
ropes, just the thing for what he had
in mind.

No one stopped him as he forced
his way through the crowds and
made towards the door of this second
building, none saw him as he climbed
laboriously from floor to floor. Not
until he emerged on the roof itself
did any pay heed to his presence
there, and then the roars of the
crowd died away into a hushed and
painful silence. His every action
was visible as he stood up there;
they saw him unburden himself of a
long, thin rope and knot it securely
round a projecting parapet. They
could not see what he would be at;
a hoarse laugh of derision rose from
those below at the foolhardiness that
had sent him up there. But *‘Hump’’
was wise in his generation. It was
just possible for a careful man to
swing a rope from where he stood to
the window where Grinstead was.
He started to swing the saving line
deliberately ; little by little it gained
impetus, it crossed the gulf, it dash-
ed against the wall. But ere it
reached its mark the figure of Grin-
stead fell back.

‘““Hump”’ knew then that the man
was insensible, dead in all likelihood.
He saw the time had come to give up
the attempt—but—the man might
still live. He was acting on impulse
now. Without pausing he hauled up
the rope, knotted it securely at the
end, lowered it down again, and then
slipped cunningly to the end. Here
he hung for a long second, and then
the rope began to swing—slowly at
first, gaining impetus with every
passing second. Little by little the
outward swing grew and grew, until
‘“Hump’s’’ feet touched the almost
incandescent wall. He swerved and
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measured his distance. One swing
more—and the man’s feet crashed
in the upper panes of the window he
had aimed for. Those who watehed
below gave a gasp of wonderment,
for the hunchback suddenly let go
the rope, and hung head down, his
feet caught in the broken panes. The
rope swung back, the desperate ex-
pedient had failed. No—it had not.
Attached to the rope by which he
had crossed the gulf was a second
rope—a  slack rope this—and
“Hump”’ held it in his hand. With
infinite difficulty the hero began to
grope about for a holding. And now
the mighty arms and the knotted
hands, the strongest hands in the
town, began to show their use. Ie
clutched at the window frame and
kicked one foot clear; he released
the other foot, and suddenly shot
clean through the open sash. Those
below let out a cheer that dominated
the flames. Then they held their
breaths, for the face of ‘‘Hump”
had once more appeared. But this
time it was not alone—they saw that
in his arms he carried the senseless
body of Grinstead. The work was
Titanie now, for behind the two men
the room showed red and lurid, but
working deftly, ‘‘Hump’’ hauled
the saving rope toward him, knotted
it about the inanimate figure he held,
lifted Grinstead out, and stood him-
self on the sill.

““‘Let go!”’ roared the fire chief
loudly, for he had seen what he had
seen. The wall tottered bodily and
shut down on itself like a house of
cards. But just then, as those who
had darted away returned breathless-
ly, they saw a dark form hanging
in the rope that depended from the
roof of the opposite building. A
dozen firemen had already gained
that roof and were hauling up the in-
animate form, but only Grinstead
was there. ‘“‘Hump’ had paused a
moment too long—and he had given
his life to bring about the happiness
of the woman who had kissed him
out of the charity of her heart,
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ALONE
By DEAN MACLEOD

ONE of us, dear—just one—might go,
And you were the one;

You, with your songs like the south wind’s blow,

With your dreams, your love and your careless cheer.
In the flush of its wonder of promise clear,

Your life is done,

And I'm here alone with your memory dear.

Just one of us, dear—in a wild unrest

Of mocking regret,

When the light of the first star peeps in the west;
Or at dark, alone in the firelight’s glow,

When the night-winds swirl with the swish of snow,
Oh, T can’t forget

My thoughtless words—for I loved you so!

Just one of us, dear—to call through the space that lies
Between us now

And keeps you from my eager eyes.

Like a weary bird on the endless sea,

My message returns again to me;

And my head I bow

In unshared grief, despairingly.

One of us, dear—but one—might stay

To drop a tear,

At the side of a snow-piled grave to-day,
In the hush of the answerless, shivering air,
To whisper a desperate, passionate prayer.
Just one of us, dear;

But, oh, that I too were lying there!

On. of us, dear—but one—it must be,
And you were the one;

I stand by you now, 'neath the lone pine tree;

T bring you a love-rose of crimson deep,

With the violets you loved, and a tryst we’ll keep
At the red set of sun,

While you rest in God’s Garden of Sleep.




SAINT JOHN:

3k CITY. OF LOYALISTES
BY EMILY P. WEAVER

ST. JOHN, the largest, the most im-

portant and the most enterpris.
ing of New Brunswick’s commercial
centres, shows quaintly that touch of
poetic feeling which occasionally
crops out amidst the evidences of our
modern practicality, not to say ma-
terialism, and, with loving memory
of its short but stirring past, delights
to claim as second title that of the
““City of the Loyalists.”’

Its first and official name has
indeed the same ring of romance, for
it is the oldest trace of the coming
of the white men to the three rocky
peninsulas, which make a harbour at
the mouth of the St. John and twice
in each twenty-four hours fret the
mighty river into furious conflict
with the mightier tides of Fundy. As
if loving to witness this ever-recur-
ring trial of strength, Dame Nature
had handicapped the strongest com-
batant by placing a huge barrier of
rock across the narrow gorge down
which the river rolls seaward; but
old Fundy triumphs, and, at every
tide, works the daily wonder of the
Reversing Falls.

The name St. John belonged to the
river long before the city was
dreamed of. It ecarries us back
through three centuries to that sum-
der day—the Festival of St. John
Baptist—when De Monts and Cham-
plain steered their little vessel into
the harbour and renamed the river,
called by the Indians ‘‘Ouigoudi’’ or
‘“The Highway,”’ after the strong,
stern forerunner of our Lord.
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But the naming of the river was
not possessing it, and for long there
was not even an attempt at settle-
ment. Thirty years went by after
Champlain’s visit before the fighting,
fur-trading Lord of Acadia, Charles
de la Tour, conceived the idea of
making the mouth of the St. John a
centre for his commerce with the In-
dians, and so began the building of
his great wooden fort. This appears
to have been a vast square structure
of wood, surrounded by rude earth-
works, palisades and a deep ditch,
and strengthened at the four corners
by log bastions, each - mounted with
six cannon. The attempt to determine
the exact position of Fort Latour has
given rise to much discussion, but
tradition places it on a low sandy
point of land, jutting out towards
Navy Island from the west shore of
the harbour. At ebb-water the chan-
nel dividing the island from the
mainland is indicated merely by a
depression in the red ooze-bed, and
the point is set about with stakes
and interwoven boughs to snare the
fish that come in with the tide.

Some crumbling vestiges of earth-
works, from which bits of bireh bark,
rusty arms and ancient bullets have
been dug up, lend colour to the tra-
dition that this was the site of the
old fort, but the mound has been
almost obliterated in the process of
digging cellars for several little
houses, and the place looks far more
picturesque when seen from a dis-
tance than near at hand. The ap-
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proach to the spot, where in all prob-
ability were played out some of the
most tragic scenes in the early his-
tory of Acadia, is (or was a few years
ago), one of those depressing ‘‘mean
streets’” which are such a regrettable
fruit of the modern crowding into
towns.

Possibly the realities of the long
ago may have been even farther from
the ideal than those of our own day,
but we see them under a glamour, as
we gaze at sunset on some far-away
city, half-veiled in luminous mist,
half-lighted by a capricious glory
which now gleams on the Ilofty
church spires and now silvers the
smoke-clouds from the factory chim-
neys. Fleets of birch bark canoes,
clusters of rude huts, red-skinned
warriors in paint and blankets,
French ‘‘coureurs-du-bois’’ in finery
as savage, their lord, La Tour, an
amazing compound of merchant,
courtier and freebooter, their lady,
brave and true and tender as she
shows herself even at tasks rarely
counted womanly, her little white-
skinned children, the woods, the
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rocks, the roaring tides, the tempests
and the thick, white sea-fogs—here
are materials galore for picture and
pageant. The real life of that day—
let us not doubt it—abounded in the
fine, fresh-air virtues of energy and
courage, but it had, like ours, its
squalor, its sordid cares, its bitter
tears, its appalling crimes and trage-
dies. In other words, the good old
times had their abundant shadows,
whilst our own despised day is by no
means devoid of light and of vivid
colour. We of the twentieth century
need not exelaim ‘‘Farewell, Ro-
mance!’’ like the Cavemen of Kip-
ling’s poem,
‘“Changed are the Gods of Hunt
and Dance,

And he with these,
Romance! ’’

Farewell,

Romance did not desert the harbour
of St. John when La Tour, an old
man, become peaceable at last for
dearth of opponents perhaps, was
drowned in his turbulent river. The
recital of his wild doings and those
of his rival, Charnisay, had been
almost superseded, at the hearths of
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the settlers in Acadia, by new tales
of French and English warfare and
Indian horrors—they were, indeed,
century-old stories when the City of
the Loyalists began to be. During
the passing of this hundred years the
stronghold by the St. John had been
abandoned, rehabilitated, changed
from French Fort Latour to English
Fort Frederick; a flourishing fishing
station had been established on the
harbour and a new blockhouse was
perched on a ridge, which, though no
longer fortified, still bears the name
of Fort Howe. At Maugerville, some
seventy or eighty miles up the river,
there settled in 1766 a few New Eng-
landers. At other places were Acadi-
ans, who had fled from the peninsula
of Nova Scotia when the doom of
exile was pronounced against them,
and hither and thither through the
country watered by the St. John wan-
dered tribes, many of whom were
perhaps as eager for adventure as for
gold. All these together were incon-
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siderable in number, and in that day
the chief part of the population was
Indian.

On the outbreak of the Revolution-
ary War both sides began to court
the redmen, knowing that, though
generally incapable of understanding
the grounds of the quarrel, they
loved war for its own sake, and might
be expected to sell their scalping
knives to the most adroit bargainer,
if not the highest bidder. The Indi-
ans, morever, had a prejudice in
favour of being on the winning side,
and it gave a rude shock to the loy-
alty of the St. John chiefs when the
disaffected colonists scored the first
sucecess, though not on an imposing
scale. A party from Machias, de-
seending suddenly on the inoffensive
traders at the mouth of the river,
burned the buildings of Fort Freder-
ick, and, crossing the harbour, de-
stroyed a vessel which was on the
stocks. This, by the way, was the
unfortunate beginning of the ship-

WHERE THE LOYALISTS LANDED AT SAINT JOHN
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building industry at St. John. About
this time the Indians on the river
engaged to send 600 braves to join
Washington’s army, and he would
have been a bold prophet who, at
that day, had ventured to predict
that in less than a decade a Loyalist
stronghold would rise at the mouth
of the St. John.

Looking back to that widespread
war, it is easy amidst the confused
movement and bewildering elo-
quence of the time to attach undue
importance to the doings of some
actor who was chanced to catch one’s
attention, but in the few scenes played
out in the magnificent setting of the
woods and waters of St. John, the
figure which seems to dominate the
action is that of Michael Francklin,
sometime Lieutenant-Governor of
Nova Scotia and later official Super-
intendent of the Indians. An Eng-
lishman who could speak French, a
merchant who had gained a knowl-
edge of Indian habits and customs in
the hard school of captivity amongst
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the savages, he had also the qualifi-
cations for his difficult post of tact,
courage and untiring energy.
Through dry brief official de-
spatches and invoices, we catch many
a glimpse of Francklin at his work,
and the scene of it is often on the
St. John. For instance, on a certain
September day in 1778 he held a
council with the Indians near Fort
Howe, and, with all the proper ora-
torical accompaniments, the chiefs
gave up to him certain medals be-
stowed on them by Washington and
the treaty they had made promising
to send their young men to his aid.
Francklin knew the value of due
ceremonial and on their knees he
made the proud Micmas swear, by
the Holy Scriptures, to be true to
King George. But he did not stop
here. The solemn funection conclud-
ed joyously with feasting and a gen-
eral distribution of presents; and
never in the after-history of St. John
can there have been a gayer scene
than that day’s revelry in the woods

o
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outside the palisades of Fort Howe.
Weeds and brambles in the little
clearing were putting on their
autumn glories, gold-laced hats and
scarlet leggings were a more gor-
geous sight to see, and their whole
following—men, women and children
—were flaunting in new raiment or
testing the merits of some freshly
acquired jack-knife, Jew’s harp, or
looking-glass.

In his Indian work Francklin
almost met his match in John Allan,
a well-to-do Nova Scotian, who had
become Indian agent for Massachu-
setts; but the latter complained bit-
terly of the superiority of British
goods and British promises to those
with which he was expected to beguile
the redmen, and was fain at last to
confess himself worsted. But Franck-
lin’s success was won at the risk of
fortune and health and he did not
live to see the beginning of the Loy-
alist City, though he had done so
much to keep the St. John British,
that he might well be numbered with
its founders.

It was in May, 1783, a few months
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after his death, that there arrived
at St. John from New York a little
fleet of twenty small vessels, having
on board some 3,000 Loyalists. The
season was wet and cold, the forest
dense, with the exception of the small
clearing about Fort Howe, and there
were no buildings to give shelter to
so great a host, so the new-comers
stayed on their vessels till May 18th,
On that day—ever memorable in the
history of St. John—they disembark-
ed at the Old Market Slip, or ‘‘Pub-
lic Landing,’’ as they called it, at the
foot of King Street, and this portion
of the city, after all changes, is still
most picturesque.

These first arrivals were only the
advance guard of a larger army, and
at the muster held in the summer of
the following year, 1784, the Loyal-
ists of St. John numbered 9,260 souls.
By this time they had built an ‘‘as-
tonishing’’ town, and ‘‘in less time
that was ever known in any country
before.”” It was at first called Parr
Town, after a governor of Nova Sco-
tia, who proved unpopular with the
Loyalists. This gentleman hinted

THE HARBOUR AT SAINT JOHN, NEW BRUNSWICK
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that the choice of a
name was a result of
“female vanity,”” but
as it was in use so
short a time, it is
scarcely worth fin-
quiring whether it
was owing to the
governor’s wish for
distinction or his
wife’s.  Later some
grateful Loyalist
suggested that Parr
Town should be
called “Guy,” in
compliment to Gen-
eral Sir Guy Carle-
ton, but happily the
idea did not com-
mend itself to those
in authority,

When the present
Province of New
Brunswick was cut
off in 1785 from Nova
Scotia, the inhabit-
ants of the Loyalist
town were naturally
disappointed that it
was not made the
capital, and perhaps
it was to compensate
in some degree for
this disappointment

that a charter was

conferred on the
town under the name
of St. John.

In those days it
was a town of log
houses, many of
them built about the
Market Square, and
small as the com-
munity was, its life
was never stagnant.
If it had not had
social functions to
keep it alive—such
as  ‘‘a monstrous
great ball,”’ when
thirty-six ladies and
gentlemen played
cards or danced til]
fourinthe morning—

-y
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there were always politics to fall
back upon, and that was a subject to
which no true Loyalist could be indif-
ferent. Indeed, the first election of
members of the Assembly was so
fiercely contested at St. John that a
riot ensued and the soldiers had to
be called out. When other excite-
ments were lacking there was always
the coming and going of vessels with
the tides, and during Napoleon’s
wars and the struggle of 1812 it be-
came a nest of privateers. At the
beginning of this latter war was built
on Carleton Heights the gray Mar-
tello Tower, which keeps watch and
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high up under the rafters is a little
dark room, not much bigger than a
cupboard, which is said once to have
served as a prison for a luckless lad,
who was afterwards hanged for some
small theft. But the house has pleas-
anter memories. In 1794 the Duke of
Kent held a levee in the low, old-
fashioned parlour, which was then
one of the stateliest rooms in St.
John, and sixty-six years later his
grandson, our late King, slept in an
upper chamber of the same old man-
sion,

That was in 1860, seventeen years
before the original town of the Loy-

KING'S SQUARE, SAINT JOHN

ward over St. John by land and sea.
It bears some little resemblance to
an ancient Norman keep, looking as
if it might have defied for centuries
the storms that beat in from the Bay,
and not a few visitors to St. John feel
a twinge of disappointment when
they learn that the old tower has not
yet attained its hundredth year.

An actually older building is the
frame dwelling known as the Chip-
man House, near the Carnegie
Library. It is haunted by traditions
of the severities of one of its early
owners, Chief Justice Chipman, and

alists was swept away by the most
terrible of the many fires which have
wrought havoe in St. John, and one
of the historie buildings then stand-
ing was Old Trinity Church, of which
the corner-stone was laid by the first
Bishop of Nova Scotia. This edifice,
with its low tower and cupola, must
have closely resembled the older
church at Halifax, St. Paul’s, as it
appeared before the side aisles were
added. Before Trinity Church was
opened for service on Christmas Day,
1791, the Royal Arms, which had
originally adorned the old State
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House (as it is now called) at Boston
and had been carried by the British
troops to Halifax, were brought from
the temporary church first used by
the Loyalists to the new place of wor-
ship. When Old Trinity Church was
burned, the Royal Arms were res-
cued, and they now adorn the hand-
some stone church erected in place
of the wooden hbuilding after the
great fire of 1877. This conflagra-
tion, by the way, well deserves its
name, for it consumed ten miles of
streets and 1,600 houses, rendering
some 15,000 people homeless.
Possibly the situation of the town,
on a high and wind-beaten rock, may
account to some extent for the fre-
quency and the disastrous nature of
the fires from which it has suffered.
It is so thrust out into the waves that
from some points you may look down
the steep streets in two or even three
directions and see wharves or boats
or water at the end of each. These
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glimpses of bay and harbour have a
charm all their own, but nowadays
St. John’s stern rock is almost bare
of vegetation and even of soil, and
there remain but two or three green
oases in the heart of the old town, to
remind the descendants of the Loy-
alists of the thick woods of birch and
cedar, which in former days made
settlement difficult. Two of these
pleasant green plots lie close together
and are intimately associated with
the early history of St. John. Quaint
King’s Square, at the head of a short
steep incline from the Market Slip
was used in early days as a cricket
and baseball ground, and is now sur-
rounded by a picturesque medley of
shops and houses. Behind it to the
northeast, lies the old burying
ground, where, beneath the trees
many of the founders of the city are
sleeping their last sleep, in resting
places marked by curious old tomb-
stones and epitaphs.



SAINT JOHN: THE CITY OF LOYALISTS

In St. John there is little need for
monuments to the Loyalists, how-
ever. There they are held always in
loving memory, and if at times their
descendants indulge in praise of
them that seems to border on extrav-
agance it should be their excuse that
for a century it was the fashion in
the United States to refer to the Loy-
alists as deliberately wicked or con-
temptibly stupid. Now, however, a
new race of American historical
students has arisen, which dares even
to do justice to this long-maligned
class, reminding their compatriots
that ‘“the side of the Loyalists . . .
was, even in argument, not a weak
one, and in motive and sentiment, not
a base one, and in devotion and self-
sacrifice, not an unheroic one.”” In
this connection it is pleasant to recall
that at the Tercentenary Celebration
of the Discovery of the St. John, no
heartier tribute was paid to the Loy-
alist founders of the city than that
of Mr. C. F. Adams, a descendant of
their inveterate enemy, John Adams
himself.

In one sense, indeed, the City of
the Loyalists is no more; but a new
St. John, richer, more populous, and
far outspreading the ancient limits,
has arisen on its ashes.

Thanks to the tremendous tides of
Fundy, St. John, even in the severest
weather, was open to the sea, but in
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early days it seemed much shut in on
the landward side from the rest of
British North America, and when
need of ecommunication with Quebec
was pressing, travellers sometimes
made their way on snowshoes
through the hundreds of miles of wil-
derness to reach that city. So, on
hearing of the illness of his brother
the Governor-General, went Lieuten-
ant-Governor Carleton in 1788; and
so, a quarter of a century later,
marched a New Brunswick regiment
to aid in the defence of Canada. But
the building of railways changed all
that, and the Loyalist city is now one
of the great gateways to the West.
For years her people have cherish-
ed the ambition of making St. John
the winter port of Canada on the
Atlantic. 'With this end in view the
city made arrangements with the
Canadian Pacific Railway Company
to aid in competing for the freight
from the West, and within recent
years has spent a million dollars on
the equipment of freight sheds, ele-
vators and deep-water wharves. Now
the port is flourishing as never be-
fore, even in the palmiest days of the
lumber trade. Last year its exports

were valued at $30,000,000, of which
a third came from the United States,
and the ocean steamships of eight
different
wharves.

lines made wuse of its




LTHE - STRUGGLE
FOR PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND

BY IDA BURWASH

A CENTURY ago, in London, there

appeared the little book entitled
‘““An  Account of Prince Edward
Island, in the Gulf of Saint Lawrence,
North America.”’

Its author, John Stewart, was for
many years a resident of this island;
but though born in the event-
ful year that saw Canada taken by
the English, it was not till 1780, when
a young man of twenty-two, that
Stewart settled in the West. He
at once identified himself with his
new home, and soon became an im-
portant public man. For years he
was Speaker of the Assembly, leav-
ing to his followers a correspondence
that tells its own tale of his patience
and ability.

His Account forms an odd page
indeed in Canadian history. It was
written chiefly to encourage settlers;
its author, in consequence, begins it
by a description of the Island, fol-
lowed by a short sketch of its history
up to the installment of Governor
Desbarres, in 1804, about which time
his book was placed in the printer’s
hands.

Prince Edward Island apparently
was destined from the first to be a
bit of England’s Empire. Discov-
ered by Cabot on Saint John’s Day,
1497, it was first called by him Saint
John’s Island when claimed in Eng-
land’s name. But as the centuries
rolled on, their new possession was
forgotten by the English, till gradu-
ally as the French took possession of
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the Gulf it became ineorporated in
the kingdom of New France. Yet,
though French in name for quite two
centuries, it remained a wilderness
in fact. Fishers, it is true, edged
along its coast, but it was not till
1715 that its first settlement took
place. This, too, happened as it
were by accident. When in 1713
Acadia was granted to Queen Anne
by Louis XIV. that august ‘‘father
of his people’’ so far remembered his
Acadian children as to gain for them
a year’s time in which to remove
their household goods should they
prefer exile to a foreign rule. Rather
than suffer heretics within their bor-
ders, a number of Acadians accord-
ingly crossed over to the Island of
Saint John, which was still under
French dominion.

But destiny was not so easily to be
thrust aside. Scarce thirty years had
passed when trouble arose once more
between the rival powers of France
and England in the West. This time
Louisbourg was taken. Then New
Englanders, firm of will and hard of
hand, marched into the pleasant
places of Acadia. The terms they
offered seemed bitter to the helpless
peasants. Exile once more seemed
vastly sweeter than submission to
this foe. So, hastily seizing their
lares and penates, many of them de-
parted to join their comrades of an
earlier flight in the Island of Saint
John. None the less a relentless fate
was close upon their heels, for in



THE STRUGGLE FOR PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND

1758 these new homes, like the old
loved lands, passed finally to English
hands.

Tradition reports 4,000 inhabitants
as gathered in the Island at this time.
If so, the number lessened quickly;
for in 1764 Captain Samuel Holland,
Surveyor-General for British North
America, mentions in the report of
his survey of the Island that only
thirty Acadian families then were
left. ‘‘All were extremely poor,”” he
states, ‘‘keeping themselves by gar-
dening, fishing and fowling, the few
remaining houses in the different
parts of the Island being very bad
and the quantity of cattle inconsid-
erable.”” The Captain, indeed, was
obliged to make a winter shelter for
himself out of the frame of an old
barn, which was not too comfortable.
“‘For the single fort,”” he continues,
““at the mouth of Charlottetown Har-
bour was a poor stockaded redoubt,
with barracks scarcely sufficient to
lodge the garrison.”” Such was the
condition of this ‘‘gem of the Do-
minion’’ when taken under English
rule.

At the time when Stewart wrote
his book, the Island had not been in
English hands for quite fifty years.
And as the writer goes on to tell of
its ups and downs during those years
his account presents somewhat star-
tling phases. This is scarcely to be
wondered at when one remembers
how England herself was occupied
in that half-century. She was surely
‘““making history’ with emphasis.
Looking calmly back to-day, the
pressure of events during those fifty
years is almost bewildering. It was
the time of England’s awakening to
her mission as an empire-builder,
when almost at a stroke Canada, India
and Australia were, so to speak, toss-
ed into her lap. Her explorers were
searching the Pacific seas. The At-
lantic was shrinking year by year.
Revolutions seemed to heat the very
air she breathed. At her back Ire-
land fumed rebellious. One decade
saw her American colonies setting up
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for themselves an independent na-
tion; a second saw the French Revo-
lution flaming its fiery way till its
most insolent produet, the compact
“little Corsican,”’ was checked by
Nelson on the seas.

Equally bewildering were the
changes going on within her own par-
ticular domain—the change of dyn-
asty, to begin with, which was much
more tolerated than approved, a fact
the narrow-minded king could only
learn piecemeal when brought into
hand-to-hand conflict with a united
publie opinion and a steadily persist-
ent press. In such throes of self-
realisation at home and abroad, it is
scarcely surprising that the fate of
a distant island in the far Atlantic
Gulf should sink into insignificance
and fall a prey to individuals.

And it is the plans and projects of
these individuals that were so
unique.

At the close of the Seven Years
War, London was swarming with ad-
venturers of many stripes. Soldiers
back from action pressed their claims
upon the government. Dreamers,
too, existed still; poets were not yet
extinet; and for the brotherhood of
dreamers there is neither race nor
date. In the long ago, when every
dreamer’s eye was filled with the
blink of far Cathay, it was a roman-
tiec Frenchman who planned to settle
Sable Island. Now a brother dream-
er, a man of Anglo-Saxon blood, ap-
peared with a plan more romantic
still for the settling of Prince Edward
Island. It was the noble Earl of Eg-
mont, First Lord of the Admiralty
and father of nine children, who now
presented the Government with his
elaborate scheme of settling the
Island of Saint John. Stewart puts
the matter very tersely. ‘‘The late
Earl of Egmont,”” he writes, ‘‘then
First Lord of the Admiralty, pro-
posed settling it upon a feudal plan,
his Lordship to be Lord Paramount
of the Island, which was to be divid-
ed into a certain number of baronies
to be held of him, every baron to
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erect a stronghold or castle, to main-
tain so many men in arms, and with
their under-tenants to perform suit
and service, according to the custom
of the ancient feudal tenants in
Europe.”” At this distance of time
such a scheme stands out in curious
contrast with the strongly republi-
can feeling then growing to comple-
tion in the New England States.
The quixotie Earl, however, had no
qualms regarding his cherished
scheme. In December, 1763, his first
memorial was presented to the King.
And one can picture, as that Christ-
mas was celebrated in Egmont’s cas-
tle halls, the enthusiasm of the nine
sons and daughters regarding their
father’s daring scheme. The chasing
shadows cast by the leaping firelight
can scarcely have been more fantastie
than the shifting visions of father
and children of their coming adven-
tures in this Island World. To evi-
dence their interest, at the opening
of the year, the memorial was backed
by three further communications, ad-
dressed this time to the Lords of
Trade and Plantations and signed by
thirty influential gentlemen supposed
to have claims on the Government
for military service past. The King,
meantime, having handed the first
memorial to the Board of Trade also,
that body discreetly refused it. Un-
daunted still, the dreamer immedi-
ately addressed a second memorial
to the King. This remained unan-
swered. Persevering, a third was
then drawn up; but in May, 1764, it
received an unmistakable refusal. So
the matter dropped till the arrival
of Captain Holland’s plans of the
Island stirred things up again. Fin-
ally, a fourth memorial was sent in,
signed by many important person-
ages. These enthusiasts were for the
most part wealthy and influential, and
it might have been better in the end,
in the matter of settlement, at all
events, if the dreamer had been given
a chance to prove the failure of his
scheme. The important Board of
Trade, however, saw with other and

more practical eyes, but to refuse the
Earl’s scheme gently they offered
him any parish in the Island
(about 100,000 acres) which he might
select. This proposal his Lordship
declined with dignity.

So the next body to try its pren-
tice hand at settling the unconscious
Island was the Board of Trade and
Plantations itself. The servants of
the Government were daily pressing
their claims. To reward them with
lands in the newly gained dominions
seemed reasonable enough. But how
to choose among them! Holland’s
survey-plan divided the Island into
counties and townships. The Board
of Trade and Plantations aceordingly
now hit upon a novel scheme. Call-
ing to its chambers the deserving
applicants, it announced that the
townships should be divided as de-
sired, but that, in order that no pref-
erence should be shown, they should
be divided by lottery. Terms and
conditions were then explained to the
expectant ‘‘grantees.”” Quit-rents of
six shillings on a hundred acres in
certain townships, of four shillings
in others, and two shillings in a few,
all payable at Michaelmas yearly,
were to be reserved for the King.
There should be reserved also all
lands needed for fortifications,
wharves, naval yards and highways,
with 500 feet from high-water mark
for the fisheries, while all mines dis-
covered were to be the property of
the Crown. In addition, in each par-
ish a hundred acres were to be set
apart for church uses and thirty for
a school-master. Finally and most
important, was the condition that
each township was to be settled in
ten years by its proprietor, in the
proportion of one person for every
two hundred acres. Failing one-
third of this settlement in four years’
time, the proprietor should forfeit
his right of lands to His Majesty.
The numbers of the lots were then
tossed into a hat—or its equivalent at
the moment—and in a single day,
with the exception of the three reser-

-

SR ——



THE STRUGGLE FOR PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND

vations for three county towns, the
whole Island was disposed of. Inter-
est was keen regarding the division,
Captain Holland’s report confirmed
the reports of the returning officers
as to the natural advantages of this
chosen spot in the Atlantie, and so
Prince Edward Island was ‘‘boom-
ed” in London a hundred years ago.
The division made and the applicants
dispersed, the august Board of Trade
and Plantations no doubt heaved a
sigh of relief, believing the matter
fairly settled. Schemes of men, like
schemes of mice, however, vary.
Many of these adventurers who had
gseen service abroad and liked the
stir of camp and battlefield, had not
the least idea of turning farmers in
the New World. Land grabbers
flourished then as now, and almost
immediately the townships began to
fly from hand to hand without even
the necessary grants being taken out
to secure a complete title. Specula-
tion, in fact, lay at the root of the
struggle for possession of the town-
ships at the lottery.

Odd as it is to-day to look back at
this dreaming Earl, with his scheme
of planting an extinet feudal system
in the sturdy new world, and to see
it replaced by a ‘“toss up’’ for a
country a fourth as large as Ireland,
odder things were brewing. The fol-
lowing year, before fulfilling even
the first conditions in the matter of
settlement, the remaining ‘‘grant-
ees’’ presented a petition to the King,
‘““‘praying that their Island might be
erected into a separate government,’’
apart from Nova Scotia, to which it
was annexed. In order to defray the
expense of such establishment, they
proposed to commence paying one-
half of their quit-rents even before
the stipulated time. Behold John
Bull, then, lumbering over seas with
a ‘‘Complete Constitution’’ to gov-
ern practically trees and wild geese,
for few settlers then or for many years
to follow were forthcoming.

It was accordingly in the year
1770 that there landed on these
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island shores Captain Walter Patter-
son, Governor, and the other mem-
bers of the staff required for the
working of this “‘Complete Constitu-
tion’’—secretary and registrar, chief
Justice, attorney-general, clerk of the
Crown, provost-marshal. It was cal-
culated that the quit-rents would
amount to 1470 pounds sterling,
from which sum the salaries of all
these officials were to be paid.

The arrangement was reasonoble
had settlers and quit-rents material-
ised, but, both proving visionary
the ‘“Complete Constitution’’ was
soon in danger of starvation. At
his wits’ end, the Governor was ob-
liged to use the money granted by
Parliament for public buildings to
feed himself and staff, and the mat-
ter finally reached a point necessitat-
ing an immediate trip to England on
the part of Patterson., Just before
leaving he appointed the senior mem-
ber of his eounecil, Honourable Call-
beck, an administrator in his place.
It was a wise act, for a steady hand
was needed. The year had arrived
in which the American war was fast
coming to a crisis, and troubles mul-
tiplied for the Islanders. A ship
from home with a valuable cargo and
a number of settlers on board was
wrecked off their northern coast.
The settlers were saved, but the car-
go was lost, which entailed great
hardship on its owners. Absorbed
in these affairs, the seat of war seem-
ed far enough away. But the winds
blew trouble north and south, for
when least expected two American
vessels suddenly appeared in Char-
lottetown Harbour. The surprised
President and certain members of the
Council were taken prisoners, and,
securing all the booty they could find
the ship’s crew sailed for Boston,
carrying Mr. Callbeck and Mr.
Wright with them.

“[{?on the arrival of these gentle-
men,”" writes Stewart, ‘‘at the
head-quarters of the American Army,
then at Cambridge, in New England,
1t appeared that the rebel officers
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had acted in this manuner totally
without orders from their superiors;
they were immediately dismissed
from their commands and told by
General Washington in their own
style—that they had done those
things which they ought not to have
done, and left undone those things
which it was their duty to have done
and their prisoners were immediate-
ly discharged with many polite ex-
pressions of regret for their suffer-
ings, and the jplundered property
was all honourably restored.’’

The onslaught, however, stood the
Island in good stead, for it awaken-
ed England to a sense of its openness
to attack. The Admiral of the
British Fleet in the West at once sent
the Diligent, an armed brig, to Char-
lottetown, and in November the
Diligent was relieved by the sloop
of war Hunter. Socially, these
were great events in the life of
the little capital, but officially the
ships had little work to do, for with
this fizzle of fight all trouble ended.

Shortly afterward, in 1780, Gov-
ernor Patterson returned triumph-
ant, His administration will doubt-
less longest be remembered for the
gigantic land secramble with which it
was so long connected. First and
last, this dashing Governor seems to
have been a bold adventurer. Soc-
ially attractive, when he liked he
made friends among the best society
of his day. If amenable to flattery,
he eould also flatter in his turn. Am-
bitious to take first place in the Is-
land, he schemed unceasingly to get
possession of its best lands. While
in England he managed to have a
new law passed for enforcement of
the quit-rents due, and on re-
turning to the Island, he at once ap-
pointed his brother-in-law receiver
of these rents. Mismanagement and
quarrels followed. The Governor
tried to pack the house to suit his
own ends; but finally, having over-
stepped all limits,he was superseded
by Lieuenant-Governor Fanning.
With the rolling sea between him

and the reigning powers, the gay
Captain struggled hard to maintain
his hold. He was most anxious to
pass a bill making legal a sale of
lands which he had manipulated in
1781, and confirming to all purchas-
ers under it their properties. It was
a perilous moment for the ambitious
captain. The Governor who, being a
purchaser himself on a large scale,
hoped by his great estates to
make himself a little Lord Para-
mount in his Island World. Before
quitting his place, then, in addition
to packing the House, he tried to
pack the Council also. Boldly de-
claring that Governor Fanning was
only appointed to act as temporary
Governor during his own absence in
England, he seized the interval be-
fore sailing to hurry on his bill.
Every thinking man, even his own
adherents, saw the madness of this
conduct, but all were too much his
creatures to refuse to act. Con-
fident of redress, the supported new
governor treated his rival with a dig-
nified silence. In the meantime the
better thinking inhabitants sent their
version of matters directly to head-
quarters,and finally they prevailed
on Governor Fanning to issue his pro-
clamation as legal governor of the
county. Not to be outdone, Patter-
son, the following day, issued a coun-
ter proclamation. Nevertheless the
die was cast. For the ship was al-
ready on its way bearing peremptory
commands to Patterson to deliver up
the Great Seal and all public doen-
ments instantly to Governor Fan-
ning, his lawfully appointed succes-
sor. Checked for the moment,
though unconvinced, Patterson re-
tired to Quebec only to return a few
months later to set up a systematie
opposition to his successor.

‘‘Having been,”” writes Stewart,
‘‘long in the government, many of
the first people in the Island were
under obligations to him, and he, of
course, had a considerable influence,
Every effort that was possible in the
infant state of the ecolony was tried



THE STRUGGLE FOR PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND

to render the administration of the
government in the hands of the
Lieutenant-Governor impracticable;
a prudent and steadily moderate
conduct, however, enabled the latter
to overcome every difficulty, and Mr,
Patterson, after a fruitless struggle of
nearly two years, left the Island and
came to England, where he expected
to resume his old influence among the
proprietors of the Island, by whose
interest he had originally got the
government; but here too, he was
disappointed: the hearing of the
criminal complaints  preferred
against him by the proprietors of the
lands sold in 1781, turned out so
much against him that he lost all in-
fluence with that body, and with that
every hope of a restoration to the
government of the Island, to which
he never afterwards returned; and,
having fallen into distress, his exten-
sive and valuable possessions were
soon after sacrificed for not a fifth
of their real value under the opera-
tion of colonial laws passed during
his administration.”’

In making his audacious ‘“‘graft’’
the gay governor had certainly over-
reached himself, and upon returning
to English society he found its ‘“cold
shoulder’” unmistakably extended.
“‘Graft’’ in those days was known
in England by the simpler term of
‘“theft,”” and theft to the Anglo-
Saxon still meant disgrace.

His successor, though a young
man, had nevertheless, been through
rough experiences in America.
Throughout the War of Independence
General Fanning had remained stout-
ly loyal to England’s cause and Eng-
land remembered those services when
in 1784 she offered him the post of
Governor of Nova Scotia and three
years later that of Governor of the
Island of Saint John. Upright and
conservative, rather than progressive,
the Island developed little under his
rule. It was during his administra-
tion that its name was changed to
Prince Edward Island in order to
avoid confusion with the other names
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of Saint John in the region of the Gulf,
The name Prince Edward was chogen
in honour of the Duke of Kent, who
from his first arrival in Canada had
warmly befriended the island-colony.
But if Fanning was not to leave his
mark on the annals of the Island, he
was permitted, before leaving it, to
see the dawn of a more progressive
era. In the year 1802 the long
vexed questions of land-sales and quit-
rents were finally and satisfactorily
settled. Fresh impetus was given, too,
by an inrush of settlers, fully a third
as many arriving in two years as in
all the time before. Much of this was
due to the Earl of Selkirk, who
brought out eight hundred strapping
Highlanders in a body and planted
them in the finest distriets of the
Island.

In the writer’s estimation a less
desirable visitor was the new attorney-
general soon known throughout the
Island as ‘““Mad Wentworth.”’ Stewart
thus deseribes this wild official :

“In 1880 much mischief was done
to the colony through a Mr. Went-
worth who was sent to the Island in
the office of Attorney General; who-
ever recommended him has much to
answer for: whatever his professional
abilities might have been, either from
habitual drinking or the effects of
disease, he appeared to be insane the
greater part of the few months he
spent on the Island; on the first day
he made his appearance in the
Supreme Court, he addressed himself
to the audience, and informed them
that he had been pitched upon by
their Sovereign, as a person of distin-
guished abilities, to eome to the Island
to regulate their affairs, and see
Justice done, and in a short time he
told them that everything was wrong,
and that he would undertake to clear
the greatest part of them from paying
rent, or fulfilling any contract made
with the proprietors, most of whom he
said had no right to their lands; the
Court and even the Governor he treat-
ed with the greatest insolence, nobody
seemed to know what to do with him,
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at the same time it was evident that
his conduct, if not checked, would be
productive of very serious evils; so
fascinating was his doctrine with the
ignorant, that in the short space of
two months he received, according to
his own account, four hundred retain-
ing fees. All this, however, did not
satisfy him. Wherever he heard of
any differences existing, he contrived
to set a lawsuit on foot. Never per-
haps was there a more complete in-
stance of popular delusion than this
man excited for some weeks; but,
happily for the colony, when the mad-
ness was at its height, letters arrived
from the Secretary of State announec-
ing to the Governor Mr. Wentworth’s
being superseded.’’

The ‘‘Account’’ here practically
ends with a farewell to the retiring
Governor and a welecome to the new
Governor (Desbarres) who arrived in
the Island about the beginning of
July, 1804.

Dry as the little book looks at first
sight, it repays the reader; for its
simplicity bespeaks its truth and re-
veals throughout its pages, not only
the dignity and integrity of its writer
but his broader outlook as a statesman.
It is the unshaken faith of a loyal
Canadian who speaks in the following:
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‘It may suit the views of particular
people to represent the connection and
dependence of the remaining British
colonies in America on the mother
country as loose and precarious. Such
is not by any means the light in which
the subject is seen in these colonies.
..... I consider the maritime
colonies as perfectly safe in the
present state of the British naval
power, and whenever their valuable
natural resources are generally known
and the immense extent to which their
fisheries may be carried is felt, I think
I may venture to predict that their
affairs will be put on such a footing
as will at no very distant day render
them the most powerful foreign
dependency of the British Empire,
that which will be most cherished and
last parted with.”’

The vast sweep of Canada’s present
day Dominion was withheld from the
writer’s vision a hundred years ago.
But the belief in a wider Empire, even
then foreshadowed, was firmly fixed
in his innermost-convictions. It was
a belief that was part and parcel of
the staunch principles, warm affec-
tions and unyielding wills of these
first Canadian settlers of whom the
writer of this book stands as a signal

type.




F. A, ACLAND

N() doubt one of the most notable

events of the months has been
the prize fight at Reno, Nevada,
though it is somewhat of an old story
now. The enormous publicity given
the encounter between Jeffries and
Johnson has served the purpose of
disgusting the public at large with the
whole world of pugilism with its at-
mosphere of coarseness, brutality and
vice. There was comparatively little
to be said against the cultivation of
the ““manly art,”’ and not a little to
be said in its favour, when the de-
tails of a fight were not obtruded
roughly on all the world. There are
plenty of people who enjoy the speec-
tacle of a fistic encounter, and the
training of men to a gladiatorial con-
test of this nature has nothing in it
essentially vicious. In the days of
Tom Sayers the patronage of the
sporting section of the aristocracy lent
a doubtful lustre to the prize ring,
and some higher and lower elements
of society were drawn together by a
common interest; the particulars of
a coming fight and of the fight itself
were, however, confined to the sport-
ing realm and were not served up at
the breakfast table morning after
morning for weeks at a stretch with
all the concomitant details of the
manner of life and domestic relations
of the respective champione, for the
edification of mild-mannered men who
have no taste for stories of blood and
of women and children who shudder
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at the hideous photographs of athletic
ugliness forced on their gaze.

¥

It is to the credit of journalism that
some newspapers withstood the pres-
sure of the noisy element and refused
to give to the recent fight the same
prominence as a war or on earthquake
might have commanded, and the wide
reaction against the exhibition of fight
pictures is on the whole a hopeful
sign of the times. Few things in
journalism have been more amusing
than the quick volteface of some of
the worst examples of the yellow
journal when they found there was a
danger of the public conscience being
really outraged by a continuance of
the pugilistic publicity campaign. As
to the attempt to dignify the Reno
contest by ascribing to it the import-
ance of a racial conflict because Jef-
fries was white asd Johnson black, it
is a far-fetched and futile effort to
classicise an atmosphere that has be-
come thick with commonplaceness
and vulgarity.

*

The vote on Women's Suffrage in
the British House of Commons was
not apparently a very decisive vie-
tory, since the measure at issue, a
bill introduced by Mr. Shackleton,
the Labour member, goes to a com.
mittee of the whole with the certain-
ty of being no more heard of for the
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present session. Before the next ses-
sion the whole scene may have been
transformed and the responsibility

placed on other shoulders than those-

that now bear the burden. The vote
shows wide divergence of opinion, and
is evidence that the matter is not yet
one purely of party politics. Mr. As-
quith was frankly hostile, and urged
with pseudo-logic that the natural and
inevitable sequel to woman suffrage
was the election of women to the
House of Commons and the eligibility
of women for nomination to the
Speaker’s chair. The position of sov-
ereign is far higher than that of mem-
ber of Parliament or Speaker and has
been conceded to women as the acci-
dent of sex determines. If the world
or the Empire were governed by logic,
however, it would be easy to prove
the uselessness of sovereign, Speaker
and parliament altogether. When the
English race becomes logical, it will
have ceased to be practical. Logic,
meanwhile, is in the air, and Suffra-
gism having ceased to go on the
rampage may score a victory at no
distant date. That the cause of
women, if there is or can be any cause
of one sex as apart from or against
the other, is not likely to be appre-
ciably advanced by the exercise of the
franchise by women is shown in the
case of the states or countries where
women have already voted for a num-
ber of years past, Colorado, New
Zealand, Finland, none of them pos-
sessed of the highest responsibilities
of nationhood, and none of them shin-
ing in their respective spheres with
particular brilliancy; New Zealand,
which is indeed somewhat startling in
its radicalism, had started on its or-
iginal and interesting career, which
will lead we none of us know exactly
where, before the vote was given to
women, and the good or evil of its
novel legislation cannot be set down
for or against women’s votes. It will
be the same elsewhere; women'’s
votes, when they come, will be an
imaginary settlement of an imaginary
grievance, and will not probably seri-
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ously affect the way of the world, or
the manner of dealing with the real
problems of life,

¥

The knighting of ex-Premier Ross
of Ontario is a tribute to the ability
and public spirit of an eminent publie
man who in his sphere had done great
service to the Dominion and to the
Empire. Sir George Ross had the
misfortune to become leader of the
Ontario Government when its course
had well nigh run, and the most bril-
liant tactics could not have long
postponed the impending catastrophe,
but long before this period of ill for-
tune set in Mr. Ross had as Minister
of Education during the greater por-
tion of Sir Oliver Mowat’s long regime
skilfully administered the school sys-
tem of the Province, had brought the
department with credit through the
most severe political attacks, and had
earned a reputation throughout the
Dominion as a brilliant and forceful
orator. His great gifts as a speaker
have always been and are yvet freely
given to any cause identified with
the upbuilding of the Dominion, and
Sir George Ross has been for
a generation an earnest and de-
voted promoter of that spirit
of broad and @ patriotic imperial-
ism which has swept Canada
from end to end during the last
decade and a half. Nor should it be
overlooked that the vast development
which the last few years have wit-
nessed in Northern Ontario, with its
Cobalts and Gowgandas and armies
of miners, was appreciably hastened
by the policy of railway-building in-
augurated by the government led for
a few years by Mr. Ross, while the
railway remains as one of the last
sources of revenue of Sir James Whit-
ney’s lucky administration.

5

Sir Wilfrid Laurier’s tour of western
Canada is an event of the widest na-
tional significance. When Sir Wilfrig
last went across the prairies and the
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mountains, sixteen years ago, he had
not yet commenced his long Premier-
ship, so the people of the West have
never seen him as Premier. In any
event, it is a new West since 1894.
The West of that day had failed to
attract immigrants and a spirit of
pessimism and apathy was creeping
over the land. It was about ten years
ago that the real awakening began,
and it is during that decade that the
West has turned a score of struggling
backward little towns into handsome
flourishing cities, while the names of
communities then unheard of are now
household words throughout the
Dominion. A million of people have
gone into the West during the last
decade and the organised life of Can-
ada has been extended over its vast
areas. Law and order have been in
the meantime maintained to a degree
that is truly marvellous when from
this point of view we contrast the
making of the West with the quick
development of other lands. The story
of energy and progress is a fascinat-
ing one, and though it is not
yet by any means finished, it is well
that the scene of this great trans-
formation should be visited by the
statesman who has guided the destin-
ies of Canada throughout this brilliant
period of her history; and it is not
less fitting that as many as possible
of this million of new citizens should
have the opportunity of coming into
contact with the appealing and force-
ful personality of the Dominion
Premier.

¥

The cabled statement that Premier
Botha had refused to live in Groote
Schuur, the residence left in Ceeil
Rhodes’ will for the use of future
premiers of South Africa, caused an
unpleasant jar to the feelings of many
who had found in the soldier-premier
almost an ideal exemplification of the
virtues of conciliation and reasonable-
ness; it is pleasant therefore to learn
that the first cable, as alas! too fre-
quently happens, was without foun-
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. dation and that the residence will be

used for the purpose Rhodes wished.
The gift of Groote Schuur was a gen-
erous one, but it is not this aspect of
the legacy that chiefly appeals to the
imagination ; rather is one inclined to
think of the absolute faith of the man
who in the darkest hour of South
African history looked confidently for
a splendid dawn and emphasised his
conviction in the peculiar Rhodesian
way. On the whole, General Botha
seems to have viewed the whole poli-
tical situation broadly and generous-
ly, and his premiership will do much
to reconcile the Dutch race to British
ascendancy, an ascendancy which, in
spite of the Dutch majority and the
Dutch premier, is still a substantial
factor in the near background. Some
have criticised Premier Botha because
he has allowed himself to be placed
in nomination in the impending union
elections against Sir James Percy
Fitzpatrick, the well known author
of ““The Transvaal from Within,”* and
not long since a visitor to Canada,
on the ground that it is a violation
of the truce he has himself pro-
claimed in racial strife; but this is
part after all of the necessary oppor-
tunism of politics, and we must make
the best of such small departures
from the line of idealism. There can
be little doubt that if Cecil Rhodes,
the greatest of all South Africans,
were living to-day he would be work-
ing in the closest comradeship with
General Botha for the good of South
Africa and the Empire.

¥

It is impossible for us in Canada to
follow closely the trend of affairs in
Egypt and India and other great out-
lying dependencies of the Empire, but
with the increasing tendency towards
a certain unity of responsibility for
the government of the Empire, it is
desirable we should note the main
incidents of current history in thig
connection and their bearing on the
problems of the moment. T4 is in
Egypt that the situation has become
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most acute, partly, no doubt, because .

the position of Great Britain in that
country is more anomalous than that
which she occupies in India. The
latter country is frankly claimed and
held as a possession, whereas Egypt
is vet technically a possession of
Turkey, its government being ad-
ministered by England—temporar-
ily, or until such time as withdrawal
seems safe, for all concerned; the
Egyptian position is one that can be
defended only by results and the re-
sults fortunately leave no room for
doubt as to the wisdom of the step
taken twenty-five years ago in this
direction by the British Government.

¥

Could Lord Cromer have taken a
leaf from the book of our own wonder-
ful Lord Strathcona and remained
young and vigorous at ninety, the
Egyptian problem might have been
staved off for many a year. But
Cromers are not bred every day and
his successor, Sir Eldon Gorst, seems
to have been of another kidney, of
unimpeachable honour and decorum it
goes without saying, or he would not
have occupied a high station in the
British public service, but lacking
apparently much of the force and
somewhat of the tact of his predeces-
sor. One instance cited of the
changed circumstances is that where-
as in Lord Cromer’s time when oc-
casion demanded conference between
the British representative and the
Khedive, word was sent to the latter
that Lord Cromer would call at a
particular hour, and Lord Cromer
called at that hour and found the
Khedive ready and waiting to see him,
nowadays the British representative
waits in the Khedive’s ante-rooms
until the Khedive is pleased to be
ready. This is a trivial example to
quote, but it serves to show the dif-
ferent characters of the men. Tt is
personal force that impresses the Ori-
ental. It may or may mnot be wise
and proper for England to rule the
Orientals, but if she would rule them,
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she must choose the proper mediums,
and Sir Eldon Gorst by common re-
port seems not to be one such; so Sir
Eldon is being removed to a more
suitable sphere, and the British Gov-
ernment is looking for another Tord
Cromer. Sir Eldon’s retiring disposi-
tion is not, however, reflected in the
attitude of the British Government
as expressed by Sir Edward Grey,
who in discussing the whole subject
in the House of Commons declared

that ‘‘Occupation must continue,
more so now than ever. The
agitation against British occupation

of Egypt must have one result: to
ingist on one oceupation.’’

¥

The settlement of the century old
fisheries quarrel between the three
English-speaking sections of the
North American continent, Canada,
Newfoundland and the United States,
with Great Britain as the backer of
the two first-named, goes on some-
what wearily at The Hague. Frag-
mentary cable dispatches appear rela-
tive to speeches of several days’
duration by counsel for the different
parties, but the press is not pretend-
ing to follow the subject in any detail.
Some of the questions to be argued
are purely technical, as, for instance,
the familiar one, ‘““When is a bay not
a bay?’’ or words to that effect, in-
volving the vexed point as to whether
the three-mile limit outside which the
Americans are admittedly restricted
as to a portion of the Newfoundland
and all the Canadian coasts shall be
measured from headland to headland
or shall follow the curve of the bay.
Other questions carry us back to the
days of the American revolution and
involve in one case the point as to
whether or not Great Britain when
she recognised the independence of
the United States yielded any sover-
eign rights over the territories that
remained to her; the contention that
any such rights were conceded iz no
doubt the extreme limit of the
American claims and can only be




CURRENT EVENTS 469

taken seriously because of the for-
mality of the court. The British con-
tention, on the other hand (on behalf
of Newfoundland), which holds that
any privileges enjoyed by American
ships in British waters do not hold
unless such ships are manned ex-

clusively by American citizens, seems’

a little difficult to sustain. Whatever
the result, it is to be hoped the ren-
dering of the judgment will be clear
and unambiguous, so that a hundred
years hence the question may not
still be plaguing our descendants.

¥

British politics have not shown any
marked feature during the past few
weeks. The result of the conference
of leaders is not yet known, the de-
liberations being, in fact, still un-
finished. Extremists on either side
are protesting against this practical
though informal method of attempt-
ing a settlement, but the plan seems
to find approval with the average man
and if success is attained it is to be
hoped it may be more frequently re-
sorted to. The Unionists have scored
their first notable success since the
general election in a bye-election at
Liverpool where their candidate held
a seat by a largely increased majority
over the same Labour candidate who

had been defeated in January last,
but if there be truth in the cable dis-
patch which attributes the success to
the Unionist opposition to the pro-
posed change in the accession oath,
the success is to be deplored as in-
dicative of a reactionary sentiment
opposed to an enlightened toleration.
Mr. Lloyd-George’s budget has proved
a success as a revenue raiser and no
difficulty is contemplated in raising
the enormous income of £200,000,000,
practically a thousand million dollars.
Mr. Lloyd-George made a tactical er-
ror in creating the impression that he
believed the sum devoted to naval
defence, ample enough to please all
parties but the Socialists, to be the
outcome of a policy of insanity, and
was immediately faced by two chal-
lenges from widely differing sections
of the House, Unionist anl Socialist,
to resign if he did not approve the
provisions of his own budget, a chal-
lenge which was not accepted. The
Chancellor showed more courage, how-
ever, with regard to the whisky tax,
which has evidently had excellent re-
sults and has been retained despite
the extremist opposition from the
Irish members, an oppesition which
may have serious effects for the Gov-
ernment at a later stage.
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SWALLOW SONG

BY MARJORIE L. C. PICKTHALL
O little hearts, beat home, beat home,
Here is no place to rest.
Night darkens on the falling foam
And on the fading West.
O little wings, beat home, beat home,
Love may no longer roam.

Oh, love has touched the fields of wheat,
And love has crowned the corn,

And we must follow love’s white feet,
Through all the ways of morn.

Through all the silver roads of air
We pass and have no care.

The silver roads of love are wide,
O winds that turn, O stars that guide.
Sweet are the ways that love has trod
Through the clear skies that reach to
God.
But in the cliff-grass love builds deep
A place where wandering wings may
sleep. g
—Youth’s Companion.

¥

WHAT an extreme commotion has

been made during the last year
by that ‘“Chinese gong’’ citizen, Mr.
Theodore Roosevelt! He really re-
minds one of Lord Macaulay’s criti-
cism of poor Robert Montgomery’s
poem on Satan, when the merciless
reviewer remarked that the only dia-
bolical characteristic possessed by the
alleged Satan was that mentioned in
the Book of Job: ““From whence com-
est thou? From walking to and fro
in the earth, and from walking up
and down in it.”

470

Mr. Roosevelt has, in a positively
alarming degree, this propensity to
locomotion. Shooting lions, defying
His Holiness the Pope, telling the
Germans how to conduct military
drill, informing the French of their
defects of temperament, instructing
the British as to the government of
Egypt — these are small undertak-
ings for a gentleman of the robust
vitality of Theodore the First. He
takes himself with such blessed seri-
ousness, this Czar of all the ‘Ameri-
cans, that it is difficult to believe that
he is not a specialist in all subjects,
from Norse sagas to the hunting of
elephants. This continent has not the
slightest doubt that Mr. Roosevelt is
a most gifted and estimable gentle-
man, but it is becoming drearily ac-
customed to the sound of his name
and the beam of his smile. In fact,
if he were to take himself off to g
Thibet monastery, and lead the life
of contemplation for six months, a
sigh of relief would go up from the
civilised world.

¥

ONE naturally associates California

with sunshine, roses and smiling
vineyards. Hence, it is not at all
surprising that an unusually cheerful
club has been formed at Los Angeles,
bearing the name, ‘‘Jolly Old Ladies’
Club.”” The members are the “young-

4
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est’’ old ladies, because they boast
about their age, bubble with optim-
ism, and never intend to get old at
heart. The creed of this Jolly Old
Ladies’ Club reads:

““Cheerfulness leads to perennial
youth.

““Flowers are the poetry of fragrance
and of colour.

‘“Life is eternal. There is no such
thing as so-called death. Mortals
merely ‘pass on’ from this world to
another.

‘“Happiness and a good digestion go
hand in hand.

“Dwelling on such subjects as sick-
ness, disaster or death is strictly pro-
hibited.

“‘As like attracts like, sweet tender
gsentiments, often expressed, mould a
character of sweetness and tenderness.
Be jolly at all times and gesolve never
to look glum.”

To be eligible to this organisation
one must at first be an optimist, pos-
sess an abiding faith in all things
good, and have passed her sixtieth
birthday. After that, when a va-
cancy occurs and one has qualified by
never losing her temper and being
able at sixty to laugh with the en-
thusiasm of sixteen, she may become
a member of the Jolly Old Tadies’
Club.

This appears to be the most sen-
sible organisation on the continent,
with an aim in life which is eminently
worth while. Mark Tapley has al-
ways been my hero, above all others
who stroll across the pages of fiction
—the dear, delightful fellow, who was
always doing a kindness to some one
and whose whole creed was to be
“jolly’” when skies were dark and
friends were few. These old ladies of
Loe Angeles appear to have taken a
leaf out of Mark Tapley's book and
are prepared to smile at the world,
even if the shadows are lengthening
on their way. After all, who should
be more jolly than the old? Tt is
youth which is hurt and tortured by
the thought of what is to come. The
second youth which follows life’s fever
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and fret has known disillusion and
defeat and has come to see that this
oblate spheroid known as the Earth
is only a school after all ,and that we
are merely getting ready for a higher
course of study in some other sphere.
Of course, there are would-be wise-
acres who would have us believe that
we are only dust and ashes and that
there is nothing for us but a grave.
The jolly old ladies of Los Angeles
know better, and so does every brave
and honest soul, who has striven to
make the best of this world, and has
learned to smile over the heart-break-
ing failure, as well as over the stimu-
lating success. We wonder what
books the old ladies read. Surely,
‘““Rabbi Ben Ezra'’ is somewhere in
the club, and the genial wisdom of
“The Autocrat of the Breakfast
Table,” to say nothing of the stories
of Mark Twain and O. Henry. Cali-
fornia is another spot which I am
going to visit when a certain ship
comes sailing in, with a cargo of gold
and ivory. And may I be permitted,
though the age of three-score is still
some years in the twilight distance,
to be the guest of the jolly old ladies
and foregather with those choice anti-
disaster souls. They are the right
kind and may they all be spared to
crack jokes at the age of ninety “‘up-
wards’’ |

*

PEAKING of ‘‘jollity,”” what a
cheering group of women jour-
nalists we have in the West! The
annual meeting of the Canadian Wo-
men’s Press Club was held this year
in Toronto and we had “‘a perfectly
lovely party,”” in which the readers
of these “Five O’Clock’’ columns may
take an interest. Hamilton sent over
two guests — Mrs. Coleman and Miss
Nisbet — the former, our own *‘Kit,”’
of the Mail and Empire, who can
write fairy rings around the rest of
us, the latter, a Hamilton journalist
whose industry and brightness are in
keeping with the best traditions of
the Ambitious City. From the West
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came two worthy representatives —
Miss Cora Hind of the Manitoba Free
Press and Mrs. Balmer Watt of Ed-
monton, who is ‘‘Peggy’’ of the Sat-
urday News and who does a variety
of columns for other journals. Miss
Hind has a unique place among Can-
adian women journalists. She knows
as much about Western wheat and
financial affairs as any other authority
in newspaper circles. At least, that
is what the men tell us and we take
their word for it. Miss Hind is a
clear and business-like speaker, who
tells modestly of her work in a
straightforward - and interesting man-
ner. Her evident enjoyment of her
department in journalism and her ap-
preciation of it scope set many others
thinking of the prospect afforded in
this field of endeavour. The Press
Club is genuinely proud of Miss
Hind’s work, as affording convincing
proof, if such were needed, of femin-
ine ability in finance. Mrs. Watt is as
stimulating as Edmonton air—which
is said to possess the wine-like quali-
ties of the true West. She has writ-
ten two books and manages to
accomplish a surprising amount of
work, with a merry ease of expression
which makes ‘Peggy’’ a welcome
visitor for a wide circle. One would
have wished to see also that radiant
exponent of ““the joyous life,”” Mrs.
Arthur Murphy of Edmonton, who
does more good in less time than any
other seribe T have met over the tea-
cups. Under the name, ‘‘Emily
Ferguson,” she has recently written
“Janey Canuck in the West,”” a book
which is sparkling with good cheer
and which has an underlying texture
of good sense. Another who would
have been royally welcome was Mrs.
Isabel E. MacKay. But alas! Van-
couver is a magnificent distance from
Toronto and we had to content our-
selves with electing her vice-president
for British Columbia.

There were masculine guests at that
luncheon — four favoured gentlemen
who made themselves so eminently
agreeable that the feast would have

been flat without the flavour of their
comradeship. Mr. George Ham ig
the godfather of the club and set it
going under the benign auspices of
the Canadian Pacific Railway. Thus

it has been going like a transcontin- -

ental express train ever since, and
bids fair to rival the Canadian Press
Association. There is hardly a more
popular official in Canada than Mr.
Ham, who would be at home any-
where in the universe and who is
quite capable of being “chummy”
with Kaiser Wilhelm himself. My,
J. S. Willison is an esteemed guest
with the club whose presence is
deemed an essential at the annual
luncheon. His address was charac-
terised by gracious recognition of the
claims of ‘‘sister journalists’’ and a
subtle humour which gave a light
touch to thevoccasion. Mr Hamilton
Fyfe of the London (England) Daily
Mail, whose letters are a ““colourful’’
feature of that sprightly publication,
proved himself as gifted in speech as
in descriptive paragraphs, and nobly
disproved the charge that the English-
man can neither see nor tell a joke.
Mr. J. F. MacKay of The Globe, the
courteous President of the Canadian
Press  Association, acted the part of
kindly brother and slvly hinted at
such a possibility as affiliation between
the two societies. Of course, there
was a smiling assent at the suggestion
of a joint excursion, and the pros-
pects of affiliation glowed brighter,
although, as in every proposed hond,
there was a certain hesitancy over
the decisive proposal.

Altogether it was a most enjoyable
occasion, which emphasised the great
change that has taken place in
woman’s place in journalism. Ten
years ago such a gathering would
have been impossible, twenty veary
aco it would have been considered an
idle dream. There are a few doleful
eritiecs who would deplore the fact
that so many women are occupied in
other than the domestic sphere. But
woman i8 progressing very nicely,
thank you — and wouldn’t T like to

“ 4

i

Y



AT FIVE O’CLOCK

come back one hundred years from
now to see just what she is doing—
or not doing!

¥*

O infringe on ‘‘The Way of Let-
ters’’ is always in order. Where-
fore, I hope my readers will listen
to a word of advice and read the book
to which I have referred—'‘Janey
Canuck in the West.”” It is brimful
of good humour and a hearty sympa-
thy with all sorts and conditions of
humanity. The author’s cheeriness
is never forced — like the perfunctory
philanthropy of Zona Gale’s ‘‘Friend-
ship Village.”. She writes of the
various phases of Western life with
a vivacity and discernment which en-
able us to see the country which is in
the making and the manifold races
who are engaged in building it. There
is more than vivacity in the writer’s
reflections on the conditions of the
West. This comment on a certain
gsermon is well worth the attention of
those who may be disturbed by mod-
ern theological criticism :

“In the evening we went to church at
Holy ‘I'rinity. The preacher was a theo-
logical professor from one of the lower
provinces. I knew him once as a bril-
liant young student, and was pleased to
see him mount the pulpit.

“But alas! ‘how the devil spoils a fire
God gave for other ends!

“Our friend undoubtedly feels he has
a reputation to keep up as a contro-
versialist and dogmatist, and so turns
the pulpit into a kind of theological
fortification, from whence he pours down
broadsides on the doubts and mooted
questions which he imagines are greatly
troubling us.

“The fact of the matter is, few of us
are puzzling over the ‘tangled Trinities,’
-over these analytical, metaphysical aridi-
ties which may be picked out from what
Hume would designate as the ‘speculative
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tenet of Theism.” They are too much out

of the beaten track, and besides, most

of us are kept far too busy, week days

and Sundays, fighting the world, the
nd the devil.

“There are some of us—in truth, many
of us—who do not care about the won-
derful something in the future, nor do
we desire, in the present, morbid self-
introspection and gloom. We ask the
Church to teach us how we may live
life now; how we may have it in large
abundant measure. We want to know
how to be strong, healthy and holy
(wholesome), happy and wise. And if
there are other worlds we want the same
things there.”

¥*

MONG the various comments on
the life and works of the late
Goldwin Smith, these remarks from
““A Loyal Canadian” in the Montreal
Standard strike a note not often

echoed :

“T would recommend the city of To-
ronto to erect a splendid monument to
his memory, draped with the American
flag, having the Stars and Stripes bril-

liantly prominent, with the following
motto :
“ ‘Dedicated to the memory of Goldwin

Smith,
In honour of his distinguished place in
Canadian History.’

‘‘He was a brilliant writer who never
allowed the opportunity to pass without
belittling Canada and everything Can-
adian; continually wasting all the elo-
quence and energy he could spare in
efforts to get the American flag floating
over the Dominion.”

It must be admitted that Professor
Goldwin Smith was much more at-
tached to Cornell University than to
any institution in Canada and that his
‘“‘Canadianism’’ was not such as to
excite enthusiasm in the breasts of
those who wish to keep ‘“‘our own
Dominion’’ separate from the repub-
lican nation to the south of us.

JEAN GRAHAM.
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THERE are two outstanding char-

acters in William J. Locke’s
new book, ‘‘Simon the Jester.”
These are Simon de Gex, member of
the House of Commons, England, and
Lola Brandt, an animal trainer.
Simon becomes afflicted by what he
calls a “little pain,’”” but one which
the highest medical authorities say
will cause his death in six months.
He views the prospect with a sense
of humour and betakes himself to
what he believes is the most God-
forsaken spot in England, namely,
Mugglebed-on-Sea. Here he plans
for the quintessence of happy-fated-
ness, as he puts it. His decision is
to help fellow creatures.. His time
and wealth go to benefit others. The
climax is reached in his endeavour
to induce an intimate friend, Dale
Kynnersley, to forsake what Simon
believes is a foolish infatuation for
Lola Brandt, whose morals he ques-
tions. But in the rescue work Simon
becomes -enamoured by Lola’s
charms.  Dale returns to a former
sweetheart of his own rank, while
Simon’s affections drift from she who
was his fiancee till the doctor’s ill-
fated message came to the women
against whom he had worked to pro-
tect his friend.

By a chance operation Simon’s
health is restored, and in time he
marries Lola, whose human sympathy
and wonderful magnetism had such
power over the hearts of men, but
whose breeding would bar her from
what might be styled ‘‘London so-
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ciety.”” Simon and Lola live happily
in a social settlement in Lambeth.
And even if social life is still a
mighty factor in the motherland, and
even if it be thought that Simon de
Gex ought to have married other than
an animal trainer to strive again for
parliamentary honour, it perhaps
should be admitted that under the
circumstances his actions were some-
what justifiable and that ultimately
he became annexed to work for which
he was aptly suited. A curious hu-
mour pervades the story. (Toronto:
Henry Frowde).

¥

THE West is such an evolving, busy,

money-making part of Canada
that few people stop to realise what
a mine it is for literary workmen with
powers of observation of first quality.
[t is with all the greater pleasure
therefore, that we welcome such a
book as ‘‘Janey Canuck in the West,”’
by Emily Ferguson. The author,
whose real name we believe is Mrs.
Arthur Murphy, of Edmonton, is al-
ready known as a writer of Western
sketches. The present volume will
greatly enhance her reputation, for
it is redolent of the soil, and of the
activities and difficulties which are
characteristic of pioneer life. The
author narrates a series of experiences
covering a journey from Toronto and
a residence of two years in a northern
Manitoba village before settling in Ed-
monton. Her manner of writing re-
calls something of the charm of
‘‘Elizabeth and Her German Garden,”’

w
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and the frank love of all outdoors
which marked that fascinating book.
Instead of the cultivated forests and
gardens of Germany, however, we
have the prairie carpeted with ‘‘black-
eyed Susans,”’ the slough alive with
wild ducks, the winter forest trails a
mass of glistening snow; instead of
humming Continental village life, we
have glimpses of lumber camps, of
lonely settlers and of servant girl
problems that the old world would
not dream of.

Mrs. Murphy has a terse, epigram-
matic style, which makes her frequent
use of quotations unnecessary and a
little monotonous, but on the whole
she has produced an eminently read-
able book. Her intimate knowledge
of western conditions enables her fre-
quently to hit off a situation neatly,
as, for instance, when she says, ‘‘Ly-
ing is not one of the Westerner’s
failures; it is his success,’”’ or when
she says, ‘‘There are not sufficient
village girls to go around. The un-
equal distribution of trousers and
skirts in Canada makes countless
thousands mourn.”” (Toronto: Cassell
and Company).

“PETTICOAT GOVERNMENT,”

by Baroness Orezy, is a bright
story, attractively written, but with-
out any claim to importance. It is
built too closely upon the lines of
the earlier and more successful
““Scarlet Pimpernel.”” It may be sug-
gested also that it requires more than
a lavish use of impressive titles and
long-past silks and satins to recon-
struet the atmosphere of the court of
King Louis and L.a Pompadour. One
of the best things in the book is the
brief sketch of the romantic and un-
fortunate Charles FEdward, ‘‘the
Chevalier Saint George.”” He appears
for a few pages only, as ‘‘a young
man with fair curly hair worn free
from powder, and eyes restless and
blue,”” making the eternal appeal of
the uncrowned king. As for the hero,
Lord Eglinton, he is almost too ami-
able to be convincing. And the fair

475

Lydia is a most unpleasant young
person. In conclusion, one may ask
whether there is no other period of
time, no history save that of France,
to which the novelists might tufn
their attention? One grows a little
fired of the days before the ‘‘deluge”
in that fair land. (Toronto: The

Copp, Clark Company).
¥*

lT will be to such books as ‘‘John

Sanderson the First,” by his
daughter, Camilla Sanderson, that the
future historian of early life in Ontario
will be greatly indebted. Miss Sander-
son’s work in itself is not a piece of
literature ; it is a chatty, fireside sort
of family narrative with intimate
facts and poems by the author which
would have no place in a piece of im-
personal writing. That fact aside,
however, it is a mine of detail and
colour of the life of a Methodist min-
ister in the thirties and onwards of
last century. John Sanderson was
Irish by birth and with his highly-
strung English wife and brood of lit-
tle ones he laboured now here, now
there, always with scant means and
with constant mental anxiety, but
ever with a cheerful heart and fun-
loving spirit which drove away many
« carking care.

The Methodist rule for frequent
change of station by ministers was
to the family a hardship, but to John
Sanderson it was not. He regarded
the Stationing Committee, who al-
lotted the spheres of work for the
ministers from year to year, as a sort
of sub-Providence. His wife was ex-
pected to take a leading part in
church work, but she was possessed
of the good old English principle that
a woman’s first duty is to her family.

Miss Sanderson relates many inci-
dents of life in the Peterborough dis-
trict during the long sojours of the
family at different points in the Mid-
land counties. Her book is so filled
with human interest that it possesses
much of the charm of a well-written
novel, having in addition the fact that
it is a true record and treasure-house
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THE LATE JOHN A. EWAN

Associate Editor of the Toronto Globe, one of the best

known and most respected of Canadian journalists,
who died on July 28. Mr. Ewan conducted for
several years the department of “Current
Events Abroad” in The Canadian
Magazine

of historical material.
William Briggs).

(Toronto :

¥

HE charm of ‘“The Book of a
Jachelor,”” by Duncan Schwann,

lies largely in the fact that it is ex-
actly what its title indicates. We
have had books by maidens and old
maids and young wives and old wives ;
we have books of love letters galore,
but a book telling something of the
really life of a bachelor is something
a little newer. One rather hopes,
however, that all bachelors are not
quite as Gerald Hanbury—if they are,
one is converted at once to the saying
which one hitherto doubted, namely,
that any girl is too good for any man;
for of all egotistical, conceited, heart-
less creatures Gerald Hanbury is
easily first!| The young girl who reads
the book will shut it with a thought-
ful face and ten to one will become

a militant suffragette shortly after-
wards. ‘‘Can it be possible,”’ she
will say, ‘“‘that man really thinks
as well of himself as all that? If
so, I shall immediately proceed to
disillusion him.”” One feels quite
sure that if Audrey Maitland, the
lady of Gerald Hanbury’'s choice,
had any idea of his state of mind
there would have been no wedding
at the end of the book, and one
feels sorry that Cynthia, the
actress whom he permits to amuse
him, never knows how worthless
is the man who deserts her. Not
that the book is intended to pre-
sent him as worthless—bless you,
no—the book represents him as a
model of the frank and manly, at
times almost too bright and eood
—but we refuse to be blinded by a
prejudiced autobiographer. Gerald
Hanbury, bachelor, is a cad, and
we know him for what he is. Too
bad that Audrey and Cynthia
didn’t! (London: William Heine-
mann).
¥
I'l‘ is matter for regret that a pub-
lishing house of the standing of
A. and C. Black should have sent
out a book so carelessly written as
“Canada: The Land of Hope,” by
E. Way Elkington. It is in many
places superficial, abounds in hasty
impressions and wrong inferences and
would have been much improved by
a careful revision by one well-in-
formed on Canadian subjects. The
author seems to have been angered by
the prejudice existing in some quar-
ters against Englishmen—a prejudice
which he greatly exaggerates—hence
his spleen against a country of which
he should know more before writing a
book upon it. (IL.ondon: A. and C.
Black).
W
NE would have thought the Glad-
stone literature had been about
all written. Instead, however, we
find a new work of considerable mag-
nitude entitled ‘‘Letters on Church
and Religion,”” by William Ewart

r
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Gladstone, edited by D. C. Lathbury.
These two volumes show how near
church matters lay to the heart of
the great statesman during the sixty
years of his active career. Mr. Glad-
stone was an avowed High Church-
man and in early life a stout defender
of the rights and privileges of the
Church of England, yet later on he
came to be regarded as the Parlia-
mentary champion of Non-conformity
and the prime mover in the Dises-
tablishment of the Irish Church.
Whether Mr. Gladstone was a pro-
found theologian may be open to
doubt, but that he had an abiding in-
terest in religion and the welfare of
the church is beyond question. (Lon-
don : John Murray).
*

NoTES

—“The Intrusion of Jimmy,” by
P. G. Wodehouse, is a fine detective
story, in which a wealthy young man
about town attempts, on a bet, to
break into a house and escape unde-
tected. Of course, the girl he loved
but whose home he did not know,

is the scene of his exploit. Hence
many interesting situations. (To-
ronto: McLeod anl Allen).

—“The O’Flynn’’ is the title of

Justin Huntley MecCarthy’s latest his-
torical romance. It deals with events
in Ireland at the time of the coming
of William of Orange and the last
flickering days of the Stuarts.
O’Flynn had been a soldier of fortune
on the Continent for twenty years,
and when he returned he found ad-
venture, and a lady to love. The
story is humanly interesting and has
a tasty flavour of history anl ro-
mance about it. (New York: Harper
and Brothers).

—Stephen  Leacock's ‘‘Literary
Tapses’’ has been warmly praised in
England. The London Spectator de-
clares it to be ‘‘for the most part
uproariously funny, and fairly en-
titles Mr. Leacock to be considered
not only a humorist but a benefactor.”

—“Troublous Times in Canada: A
History of the Fenian Raids of 1866
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MR. THEODORE ROBERTS
Author of “A Cavalier of Virginia,” recently published

by L. C. Page and Company, Boston
and 1870,”" is an historical work of
some interest by Captain John A.
Macdonald. The book is an inspira-
tion to young Canadians from the pic-
ture it gives of the loyal response by
the people of this country during
days of unrest and danger. (Toronto:
W. S. Johnston and Company).

—“The Wild Olive,”” by Basil
King, is one of the best-selling novels
in the United States. Canadian writ-
ers are not very numerous, but they
have a high percentage of quality and
success.

—Professor Hugo Munsterberg has
written a new hook called ‘“American
Problems : From the Point of View of
a Psychologist.”” The outspoken pro-
fessor finds fault with the prohibition
movement as being psychologically
wrong, blames the women for reckless
expenditure on dress and pokes fun
at the people for their fear of
“‘nerves.”” The professor is ever in-
teresting but not always convincing.
(New York: Moffat, Yard and Com-
pany).



CHARITY AND PRUDENCE

The contradictions of life are many.
An observant man remarked recently
that he was prowling about a certain
city square, when he came upon a
drinking-fountain which bore two con-
flicting inseriptions.

One, the original inscription on the
fountain, was from the Bible: ‘‘And
whosoever will let him take the water
of life freely.”’

Above this hung a placard : ‘“‘Please
do not waste the water.”’—Youth’s
Companion,

¥
TeE Way to Go

“He was driven to his grave!l”’

“Sure he was. Did you expect him
to walk there ?”"—Pittsburg Observer.

tﬂﬁ.wnl&nmf s ;é
LADY :ZDo you keep stationery?

FLOORWALKER: No, madam, we continually walk
about. —Life
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Puzzrive
Low—*‘I went to the phrenologist’s
last week.’’
Sue—‘Oh, what did he tell you ?’*
Low—"Well, T can’t understand.
He coughed a little and then gave me
back my money.”’—Catholic News.

*

INTENSIVE STEERING

A raw Irishman shipped as one of
the crew on a revenue cruiser. His
turn at the wheel came around, and
after a somewhat eccentric session in
the pilot-house he found himself the
butt of no little humour below.

“Begorrah,’* he growled at last,
“and ye needn’t talk. T bet T done
more steerin’ in tin minutes 'n ye
done in yer howl watch.””—Success.

¥

Evorine Up 10 Darr

The coatless man puts a careless arm
‘Round the waist of the hatless girl,
While over the dustless, mudlesg
roads
In a horseless wagon they whirl.
Like a leadless bullet from hammer-
less gun,
By smokeless powder driven,
They fly to taste the speechless joys
By endless union given.
The only luncheon his coinless purse
Affords to them the means
Is a tasteless meal of boneless cod,
With a dish of stringless beans.
He smokes his old tobaccoless pipe,
And laughs a mirthless laugh
When papa tries to coax her back
By wireless telegraph.
—Motor Record.

o~



Borsy (feudal baron): “Minion, who comes hither?"

BETTY (enthusiastic vassal): “‘Methinks, my lord, 'tis thy sworn foe.”

PEGGY (younger ditto ditto): “My lord, me knows it is!"”

QUITE DIFFERENT

Mrs. Subbubs (who has hired a
man to plant shade trees)—*‘Digging
out the holes, I see, Mr. Lannigan.”

Lannigan—‘‘No, mum. Oi'm dig-
gin’ out the dirt an’ lavin’ the holes.”’
—Catholic News.

*

A Hir

Kirke La Shelle met an actor and
noticed that he was wearing a mourn-
ing band on his arm.

“It’s for my father,”” the actor ex-
plained. ‘‘I've just come from his
funeral.”’

La Shelle expressed his sympathy.
The actor’s grief was obviously very
real and great. ‘I attended to all the
funeral arrangements,’’ he said. “We
had everything just as father would
have liked it.”’

‘“Were there many there ?”’ asked
La Shelle.

‘““Many there!”’ cried the actor with
pride. ‘““Why, my boy, we: turned
’em away !"”"—Success.
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—PunchZ

BEEF AND—
Jack Sprat could eat no fat,
His wife could eat no lean,
So in the happy days of yore*
They licked the platter clean.

But now for neither fat nor lean
Can poor Jack find the means;
They neither eat a bit of meat
But both go in for beans.
Brooklyn Life.

*

THE CAT CAME Back

Friend—" What became of that
drawing of yours entitled, ‘The
Cat?’

Artist—"'Tt came back.”—Chicago
News.
¥

HEereDpITARY PowER
Hoax—*‘Poor old Henpeckke has to
mind the baby.”
Joax—**Yes, it’s wonderful how that

baby takes after ite m ther.’’—
Philadelphia Record. G



THE GOLDEN MIEN —Life

REFORMED TOO SooN

An eminent speaker at the Congre-
gationalist meeting in the First Con-
gregational Church, East Orange, was
telling the other day of a Westerner’s
opinion of the East.

“‘This man,”’ said the speaker, ‘‘was
a prominent churchman and had oc-

casion to visit New York, where he -

remained for a few days. In writing
of his experiences to his wife in the
West he had this to say: ‘New York
is a great city, but I do wish I had
come here before I was converted.” ’’
—Newark Star.

¥

REAsSSURING
She—*‘Somebody has told me that
you already have a wife—a blonde."
He—*‘I assure you, dear girl, you
are the first blonde I ever loved.”’—
Fliegende Blaetter.

¥

Her Favourite ScrHOOL
First Fair Invalid—‘‘Which kind of
doctor do you prefer — the allopathic
or the homeopathic ?”’
Second Fair Invalid—'‘I prefer the
sympathetic.”’—Fliegende Blaetter.
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WELL SupPLIED

Benevolent Lady (to show-girl)—
“And, my dear girl, have you no
home ?”’

Show Girl—‘Yes, indeed. My fa-
ther and mother have both married
again and I am welcome at either
place:”’—Life.

¥

GROWING OLD TOGETHER

Irate Creditor—'‘T shall call every
week until you pay this account !’

Debtor — ‘‘Really. Then there
seems every probability of our ae.
quaintance ripening into friendship.’’
—London Opinion.

¥

A FRIEND OF THE CAUSE

By mistake a farmer had got
aboard a car reserved for a party of
college graduates who were returning
to their alma mater for some special
event. There was a large quantity
of refreshments on the car, and the
farmer was allowed to join the others.
Tmally some one asked him: “Are
you an alumnus ?”’

““No,” said the farmer earnestly ;
“but I believe in it.”’—Lippincott’s.

P
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BOVRIL

THE FOOD OF INVARIABLE STANDARD

Bovril possesses always the same food

value. It 1s highly condensed and yet
it is most easily digested—far more
easily than beef in its usual form.

BOVRIL LIMITED, 27 ST. PETER ST., MONTREAL

Made to Eat - Not to Keep

’ World Famed
Chocolates

‘“A Man is known by the Candy he
sends’’,

of course P she

its S wants

Known the world over for its

Purity Quality and Flavor.
Fancy Boxes and Baskets filled with
our delicious Candies suitable for gifts,

When near our Store Don’t forget
to take home

A BRICK UNEXCELLED
”
OF ICE
CREAM

Our Candies are made on the premises

130-132 YONCE ST. TORONTO, Ont.
Open Evenings

Ale and POI'tCI‘

AWARDED

JOHN LABATT

At St. Louis Exhibition
1904

ONLY MEDAL FOR ALE IN CANADA
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Here is the Finest Catalog
ever issued about
Photographic
Lenses

We want
everypho-
tographer,
who is in-
terested in
making bet-
ter pictures to
have a copy. It
is well arrang-
ed, excellently
printed and filled
with attractive
illustrations. It is
a real work of art.
It is instructive, too,
because it _tells you
all about lenses in
general and Goerz

nses in particular;
makes glain the photo-
graphic terms that have bothered you before; by means
of over sixty striking illustrations, it shows you wherein

GOERZ LENSES

Are Superior to Others ’
This book in itself is abundant proof of their superi-
ority. Get a copy and you will see why. It will be sent

on receipt of six cents, or may be had free at dealers.
Goerz Lens on your camera makes photographic
success sure. Goerz Lenses can be fitted to any and all
Cameras, Kodaks, etc. Insist on getting a Goerz.
C.P.GOERZ AMERICAN OPTICAL COMPANY

Makers of Goerz Lenses, Cameras and Binoculars
79u East 130th Street, New York

The music in your soul can all
be expressed with a

New Scale Williams Player Piano

This marvellous musical instrument
saves you the years of practice—the
endless expense—of training the fingers
to strike the keys of a piano correctly.

The New Scale Williams Player
Piano does the merely mechanical part
of piano playing.

It leaves all the beauty of the music for you
to express as you will. You can really ‘put

our whole soul” into music with the New Scale
illiams Player Piano.

Where we have no regular agent, we will
send these Player Pianos on approval—and make
the terms convenient. Write us,

The Williams Piano Co. Limited, - Oshawa, Oni.
BrancH OFFICES !
Winnipeg, Man., 323 Portage Ave.
Montreal, Que., 733 St. Catherine St. W.
London, Ont., 261 Dundas St.

117A

You can buy twice the quantity of Ingersoll Cream
Cheese in blocks for the same money as you would re-
ceive in jar cheese, besides there is just as much differ-
ence in the quality in favor of Ingersoll Cream Cheese

as there is in the price.

Never becomes Hard. Every particle can be consumed.

SOLD ONLY IN 15¢ AND 25¢ BLOCKS
FOR SALE BY ALL GROCERS

Manufactured by

THE INGERSOLL
PACKING CO., Limited

Ingersoll, Ontarlo, Canada
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Old Age a Condition

Really within Control

To a Great Extent

A man with a healthy body feels

young, whatever his years.

The Secret of retained youth is in
the food that builds and sustains the
body, and a healthy mind.

The elasticity and ‘‘ bound ”’ of
prime manhood is designed to last
through after years.

Premature old age one brings upon
himself through thoughtless living,

Scientists agree that most folks eat
much more meat than the body needs.

The excess means hody work and
body waste. Premature decay fol-
ows.

A well-known food expert, know-
ing this, produced—

Grape-N uts

. A scientific, pre- digested food contammg the vital body-and brain-building
lements of natural food grains. It is quickly assimilated, and nourishes in the
Tight way,

& Persons who have been careless in their living, find the body promptly
Sponds to the use of Grape-Nuts—they become alert, brisk and vigorous.
“There’s a Reason”

Postum Cereal Company, Limited, Battle Creek, Michigan, U. S. A.

\
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A Boy
and His Books

September brings together again
‘‘the boy and his books’’—a good
combination, provided the boy
is properly nourished with foods
that build brain and muscle in
well balanced proportion, sup-
plying the bounding buoyancy
and vitality that are needed to
make a real Boy.

The food for
the growing
boy or girl is

Shredded Wheat

It contains all the body-building material in the whole wheat grain
made digestible by steam-cooking, shredding and baking. Two
Biscuits with sliced peaches, berries or other fruits make a complete

nourishing, wholesome meal.

Heat the Biscuit in the
oven to restore crispness
then cover with sliced
peaches and serve with
milk or cream. Nothing
so delicious or wholesom®
n the sultry Autumn day®
or children or grown up®:
Zry it tomorrow.

= Made by the Oﬂ
Canulun Shredded Wheat Co., Ltd., Niagara Falls,
Toronto Office: 49 Wellington St. E.
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IN YOUR I
clean the tub, tiling, taps,

pipes. basin, bowl. etc., with

0ld Dutch
Cleanser

lis Many Uses &

Full Directions on

Large Sifter-Can 10c

Test it on some-

thing nothing else
will clean!
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PURE

B

Give It
To Your Children

“CROWN BRAND SYRUP” is a food not only for children but for
everyone—and it is used by everyone,

It is a table delicacy which should be in every home. It is the one
thing that satisfies that longing for sweets which all healthy children and
most adults have.

Used in the home, it saves trouble in the making up of delicious desserts
and other good things to eat.

“CROWN BRAND SYRUP” stands for the highest possible purity in table syrvp:
It is prepared in a clean, wholesome manner from the very finest ingredients, whicll

develop a delicious flavor as of honey and rich cream.
These are stiong reasons why you should insist on huving “CROWN BRAND

SYRUP.Y
Your dealer has it for you in 2, 5, 10 and 20 1b, air-tight tins with lift-off lids,

The Edwardsburg Starch Co., Limited

ESTABLISHED 1858
Works: CARDINAL, Ont.__ Offices: MONTREAL, TORONTO and BRANTFORD
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Turkish

i

Murad Turkish Cigarettes

Cigarettes

(Plain Tips)

3C. box

have a distinctive
flavor unlike any other cigarettes.
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Thoughts of House Cleaning

UICKLY ones thoughts turn te early-fall house cleaning. The

summer’s sun and dust makes necessary the brightening up

of the home at the present time. Curtains are sure to need

cleaning. The finest lace and damask curtains will be carefully

and thoroughly cleaned if sent here. Furniture coverings and
other household articles well cleaned by our expert methods.

R. PARRKRER ® CO.
TORONTO, . CANADA

Branches and Agencies in all parts of Canada.

OXES  and other attractive packages, %555

Delicious Creams, Nougatines, Caramels, Fruits and Nuts

covered with a smooth, rich chocolate

LOOK FOR THE “G.B.” STAMP ON THE BOTTOM. IT IS ON EVERY “G.B.” CHOCoLATE
GANONG BROS., LIMITED, ST. STEPHEN, N.B.



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

39

Use. This Pen During the Learning Years

It Will Help You Through the Earning Years

““It saves the dip that distracts’’

Although writing is a practice that one cultivates all his life, there had never

€n a notable step in improving the means for doing it until the inveation
Of Waterman’s Ideal Fountain Pen. This pen effectively combines point,
Ink and holder into one implement, which is convenient and secure to carry
1 the pocket, Since its perfection,a quarter of a century ago, it has become

€ universally adopted writing equipment; it is used in schools and
Colleges as a part of education, and is adopted in commercial and social
life and an absolute necessity. One Waterman’s Ideal will last for years,
The history of Waterman's Ideals is one of continuous success, and the
€Normous business in back of it is in proportion. Perfection is the only stand-
ard, and Permanency the result. Illustrated catalogue mailed on request,

Made"in Standard, SafetyZand Self-Filling Types.

From the Best Dealers. Avoid Substitutes.

2y 123 St. F, i i :
L. E. Waterman Company, Limited, '3, Francois Xavier St., ppoopreal
173 B"oldway, New York Kingsway London 6 Rue de Hanoore, Paris
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‘““Foah Wonderful Labor
savers.”—Aunl Salina.

q The Velox and New Century Washers, the War-
ranty Wringer and the Monitor Rotary Lawn Clothes
Dryer are real labor savers. In thousands of Canadian
homes they have transformed ‘‘blue Monday '’ into
an ordinarily pleasant day.

g With them there is no cross
and tired wife, no trouble keep-
ing servants, no fuss and flurry
about wash day.

Q] Make sure of getting the best
Washer, Wringer and Dryer by
insisting on Cummer-Dowswell
makes—at all be.t dealers,

q * Aunt Salina’s Wash Day
Philosophy *’ is a book full
of secre s and hints on wash-
ing woolens, laces, mets, mus-
lins, linens, prints, ginghams,
etc., without injuring the fab-
ric. FREE for a postal.

The it costs but Iittle|

to equip
O r i gi n a 1 office, store, factory,

club or school with

the one cleanly, safe,

and it proa sk e
D. L.

only STANDARD

Genuine [ LOCKERS

Made of
STEEL

Compartments sepa-

Beware of rated by steel self-

PPy ventilating partitions.
Imitations . Sold Sighthy: Sesivs

on the M erits fire-proof. Priced

low —consult Catalog
of B. Where shall we
send it?

MINARD'S | J o s o worts

TORONTO VANCOUVER ?
105 Pacific Bldy, 616 Pender Stre€
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BARBERS GIVE UP ¥ Gt

Against the Safety Razor.

THEY ADOPT THE WILLIAMS’

AFTER years of opposition to safety razors, the

Barber has now put it to use; as an expert he

has realized that a safety razor built on the principle

of a rigid hoe frame (meaning lack of adjustatility)

anq thin wafer blades could never be a success, but

3S 1n all other cases perfection was to follow and it
4S now arrived in

THE WILLIAMS’ SAFETY RAZOR

The New York Barber Co., comprising many of
the best and finest equipped shops in New York City
IS the first to adopt the WILLIAMS'’ and recognize it
3S the one perfect safety razor in the world to-day.

As many different
sitions in one

Razor as Shavi

equires.

If it is good enough for the barber,
it is good enough for you.

bt THE WILLIAMS’ FRAME AND BLADE HOLDER is not of the rigid hoe type. It can be
partantly adjusted to any correct position required in shaving without twisting or squirming on your
not Its adjustability permits your obtaining the diagonal stroke at all times without which a shave is
sha a shave. © When shaving correctly with the diagonal stroke the beard is really sawed off. When
i Ving incorrectly with a rigid frame and hoe stroke, the.beard is scraped off, making thousands of
ay abrasions in the face, and leaving it tender and sore. The diagonal stroke of the WILLIAMS’
: ,;S 1t a perfect safety razor, as it positively does away with hoeing and scraping.
stry t'HE WILL_IAM_S’ BLADE is a heavy double concave hollow ground blade. Because of its con-
103: lon and weight it can lie flat on the face as does the old bare blade razor and yet give as clean and
tear; a shave as is desired with perfect safety. In short, you can shave your beard instead of roughly
'1g it off as you must with the scraper and thin flexible blade.
the whe WILLIAMS' BLADE not only positively does away with the continual blade expense which
is th :fer blade calls for, but it is the only kind that insures easy shaving. The practical reason for this
theba a thin flexible blade lacking weight and power of resistance jumps away when pulled against
WILﬁard leaving the face unshaved in places and digging into the flesh in others. When you use the
in TAMS’ there are no bladesto replace every week. no set screws to adjust daily, no hoeing or scrap-

wil] % The first cost is absolutely the only cost.” It will shave you just as wellin 10 and 20 years as it
the ag'da_y. These features with many others never before combined in one safety razor have led to
;;ptlon of the WILLIAMS’ by the New Vork Barber Co,
anq 1, E WILLIAMS' SHAVING CLUB guarantees the purchaser to keep the WILLIAMS’ RAZOR
5 k‘de In perfect condition for one year absolutely free of charge.
M:r ed in Genuine 1-Blade set | 2-Blade set | 4-Blade set | 7-Blade set
occo Leather Case $2.50 $4.00 $7.00 $10.00

Ny g‘E WILLIAMS’ SAFETY RAZOR carries the WILLIAMS' guarantee, the guarantee of the
the 5 2ber Qo , the guarantee of 16,000 Retail Druggists in the United States under the name of
of o Merican Druggists Syndicate, and the guarantee of 6,000 Druggists throughout the Dominion

°"Setlrllaen: ;}nder the name of the National Drug & Chemical Co. of Canada. It will carry your en.

,\you try it.
WE WILL PAY YOU FOR YOUR DEALER’S NAME

two(%? léecqlpt of $4.00 and the name of your druggist, hardware or Department Store we will send you a Williams'
fAde Set Razor (Price $4.00) and one year's subseription to one of the following magazines.

L
R(A)gAa?A MONTHLY " ", “Bak, Price, $1.50 PEARSON’S MAGA ZINFE, - Sub. Price, $2.00
BN ety o 5 i5eand 1.00 McCLURE’S MAGAZINE - SN D
The wi MUNSEY’S MAGAZINE -  Sub. Price, $1.50
illiams’ Razor is sent on ten days trial, If not entirely satisfactory within that time we will refund the full

purchase price to you on request.

% WILLIAMS, COMPANY Hoboken, New Jersey, U.S.A.

E NATIO Sole Trade Distributors for Canada
NAL DRUG AND CHEMICAL CO. MONTREAL, CANADA, AND ALL BRANCHES
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Bell Bio

R e R,

MASTER MUSICIANS

 MDendelssobn

ELIX MENDELSSOHN (-BARTHOLDY), born at Hamburg 1809, died at Leipsic 1847,
was one of the greatest composers of the 19th century, and though not a brilliant player,
he was an organist and pianist of high distinction. His career, like Bach’s, Mozart’s

and Beethoven’s, illustrates the power of good music in the home. He began his studies
under his mother, and first played in public when only g years old. In his 1rth year ne
produced 6o compositions—songs, cantatas, dramatic scenes and trios. At 15 he composed his
fine Symphony in C minor (Op. 10). And so great was his precocity that at 17 he finished the
score of his Overture to Shakespeare’s ““A Midsummer Night’s Dream,”’ which though more
than three-quarters of a century old, is still one of the most brilliant achievements in moders
music. His Oratorio ‘‘Elijah”’ and his “Scotch Symphony,” have added considerably to his
fame.

Of his piano compositions, the best known and most popular are his ‘‘Songs Without
Words,”” the scores of which were first published in 1832, when he was 23 years old. They aré
full of a peculiar vein of pnre and charming melody and of simple sensuous harmony. Thoug
devoid of great technical difficulties, they require the aid of an instrument like

The JBell piano

With its rich, Singing Tone and its easy, flexible action, to render forth all their lovely mOOd:
and beauty. The ‘‘Songs Without Words” are pre-eminently for the home, and the Bell Af
Piano is beyond all others both the virtuoso’s and The Home-Lover’s Piano.

THE BELL PIANO and ORGAN COMPANY, Limited, E GUELPH, Ont.

Our Booklet C containing a series of Biographies free on request. /)
p—
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THIE :

DOMINIO
PIANO

Here’s Your Chance to Save from $50 to $100.
And Get a Reliable, Sweet-toned Instrument

;l‘he Wholq matter is entirely in your own hands. Vou can select an instrument

O the ordinary way—pay the price which includes salesmen’s salaries, showroom

ients, and a good proportion of the fees that have been paid to artists tor press
t'ESt}moniav.ls.” Or—like hundreds of people are now doing—you can select

‘}”Sur lustrument from the ‘‘ Dominion "’ catalogue—an instrument endorsed by

i er 80,000 customers—escape all extravagant surcharges, and effect a saving of
°m $50 to $100. You owe it to yourself to investigate the

:: DOMINION 99 Organs » Pianos

and Player Pianos
Tapple with this question in a business-like manner,

Yiv High-sounding adjec-
ak €S mean nothing. ‘‘ Piano sales’’ may or may not give you the piano you
ould haye,

our Go to the fountain-head—buy from our factory direct or through
agents, and you'll save money and secure one-hundred-cent value.

YOu"te For Proof to-day. Tell us what your needs are, and we will forward
our complete catalogue free of charge. We will make terms to suit your income,

The Dominion Organ & Piano Co., Limitea,

Over 80,000 Satisfied Customers.

- Ontario.

- 66

Bowmanville,
S
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Without Hurry and in Quietness
Exhibition Visitors May Inspect a
Duplicate Exhibit at Our Warerooms.

HOULD you desire to go more carefully over

the merits of the Mason & Risch Piano than

you will feel it convenient to do at the Toronto

Exhibition, you are invited to call at our Ware-

rooms, 32 King St. West. Here we will have in
duplicate the pianos shown at the Exhibition.

If you are considering the purchase of a used
piano, you will find a selection of unusual merit
awaiting you in our Player
Piano Exchange Department
—a new feature in ovur busi-
ness formed to take care of
the large number of high
grade pianos offered to us as
exchanges for our Player

~ Pianos.

BooKlet and List mailed on request.

THE

MASON @ RISCH PIANO 90'

imite
32 Hing St. West, Toronto

o (Cman A T —

.
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The Player Which
Plays the Whole Piano is

HEINTZMAN

Self-Playing Piano

There are no restrictions to the
possibilities of this splendid instrument,
By its control of every note it brings
forth the exact effect provided for by
the composer.

Through the magic of this inven-
tion, we are now all made musicians,
At a single bound we are able to
produce any music, no matter how
difficult—produce it with the finish and
technique of the skilled pianist.

Music should be the very heart
of all home life. Is your home
musicless ?

Write us for descriptive booklet.

Gerhard Heintzman, Limited.

City Hall Square, Toronto.
Hamilton Salesrooms : 127 King St., East.
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Visitors to the Toronto Exhibition

Are cnrdially invited to call and hear a
demonstration of the

Gouday-Angelus

The player pianos which any one can play artistically. The
only Canadian Player Pianos which contain those exclusive devices
of the Angelus, the DIAPHRAGM PNEfJMATIcs, the PHRASING LEVER
and the MELODANT.

THE DIAPHRAGM PNEUMATICS —have 1nO
creases, folds or corners ; inflate and deflate 88
do the lungs, insuring long life and giving the
“human touch.”

THE PHRASING LEVER—gives absolute con-
trol of the tempo. A great orchestra leader has
said: “What a baton is to an orchestra, the
Phrasing Lever is to the ‘“‘Angelus.”

THE MELODANT—emphasizes the melody OF
theme of a composition so that it stands oub
clearly in contrast to the accompaniment, 10
matter how intricate or difficult the composition:

Tue ARTISTYLE Music—a patented system
of marking, placed on the Angelus rolls by m
sicians. Through it any one may become familia
with a correct interpretation of any music. The
marking is very simple and has been aptly called
the A B C of musical education.

Demonstrations every hour of the day at our warerooms 188 YONGE ST-
or at the exhibit South West Corner of the Manufacturers’ Building,

GOURLAY, WINTER & LEEMING

TORONTO
/
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@ PERFE CT

- DELICACY,
% ID 1in Boxes
10 and 25 ¢
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Try the Cream of Dessert Perfection

Surprise your folks today by serving Mooney’s Sugar Wafers, instead
of your usual dessert. This charming dessert confection with its spicy
layers of crisp biscuit crusts, its luscious cream centres of real fruit flavors
is rapidly displacing pastry and cake in thousands of Canadian homes.

Taste Mooney’s Sugar Wafers just once and

learn how good this dessert really is.

I's Easy to Serve

No longer 1s 1t necessary to worry, work and
spend much money in serving desserts:
Mooney’s Sugar Wafers are mot high priced
—have no work attached to them - and aré

always good.

Mooney’s Sugar Wafers

The Dessert That is Asked For Again

At luncheon, dinner or tea—with ices, fruits or beverages—
nothing is so good as Mooney's Sugar Wafers. They are %
very enticing—everyone likes them. Always have a paCkage
handy —for picnics or the unexpected guest. Put a few'"‘
the children’s lunch box—their wholesome and appeti?™

taste will please them.

In 10 and 25 cent dainty,
dust and damp-proof tins.

Ask your grocer for
Mooney’s today-

THE MOONEY BISCUIT AND CANDY COMPANY, LT

Factories Stratford and Winnipeg
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YOU NEED A TRIP
. Make Your Business
Trip One Of Pleasure

The trip to the West is now made a holiday one, far from
the noise, bustle and discomforts inseparable from land
travel.

{ The acme of convenience, luxury, surroundings and
healthfulness is afforded by the Great Lakes Service of the

CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY

Five Sailings Weekly from Owen Sound as follows:

Monday--SS. Athabasca Wednesday--SS. Alberta
Tuesday--SS. Keewatin Thursday--SS. Manitoba
Saturday--SS. Assiniboia

R Ask any Agent to reserve accommodation for you, or write
* L. THOMPSON, District Passenger Agent. TORONTO.

\




50 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

WHERE WILL
< 3>~ —~2  YOU SPEND YOUR
=  SUMMER HOLIDAY?

In reaching your conclusion you will do well to consult The Grand Tl“?k
Railway System. It is the pioneer touri®t route in Canada, and the only rail-
road reaching all tourigt districts situated in what is known as “The Highlands
Ontario,”” the finest playgrounds in all America. W hat nature has not done for
it—“the hand of man has,” —and in any of the digtri®s included therein, you are sure to
your ideal, beautiful scenery, fine fishing, bathing, boating, first-class hotel and boarding house
accommodation at moderate price, and all points are easily accessible by The Grand Trunk Rail-
way System. ““The Highlands of Ontario™ embrace:

““THE MUSKOKA LAKES,” “LAKE OF BAYS,”’ “KAWARTHA LAKES,” ‘LAKE NIPISSING AND
FRENCH RIVER,” ‘‘ORILLIA AND LAKE COUCHICHING,” “‘30,000 ISLANDS OF THE
GEORGIAN BAY,” ‘‘ALGONQUIN NATIONAL PARK,” AND ‘‘TEMAGAMI."”

FOR THOSE DESIRING A WATER TRIP

Nothing better can be suggested than “The Fresh Water Sea Voyage" afforded by the Northern N"f'fig:j
tion Co.—Grand Trunk Route through the Georgian Bay, Lakes Huron and Superior. The trip will &
you a perfect week's pleasure.

FEATURES AFFORDED ME TOURIST AND TRAVELLER, on the line of the Grand Trunk—FAST TRAINS

AND FINEST MODERN EQUIPMENT; DOUBLE TRACK AND PERFECT ROAD-BED; PUL'MAN
SLEEPING CARS ON NIGHT TRAINS; PARLOR-LIBRARY-CAFE AND DINING CARS ON DAY TRAINS.

Write to any agent of the Syftem and obtain delcriplilvelfnatlel full ofuin!ere{l, inf})mution and maps relative _to ot
| iom to J, D.

resorts i above. y are sent you ab ree on MecDonald, Union Statio®
or J. Quinlan, B Station, M l
W. E. DAVIS, G. T. BELL, CEO. VI.P VAUX," e
Passenger Tratfio Mgr., Asst, Pass. Traffio Mgr., General Passeng' 2
MONTREAL, MONTREAL. MONTREAL.

—



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

51

'ALLAN LINE

ROYAL MAIL STEAMERS

ESTABLISHED 1854

The St. Lawrence Route

MONTREAL to LIVERPOOL

Shortest, Smoothest, Most Picturesque
3 Days, 21 Hours, 48 Minutes from Land to Land

The Turbine Steamers, VicTorIAN and VIRGINIAN (Triple Screws)
haV?- demonstrated the advantages of the Turbine for Trans-Atlantic
Navigation—No noise—No engine-room odours—No vibration—Elegant
dccommodation. Twin Screw S.S. Corsican and Tunisian,

Steamers sail from Montreal and Liverpool every Friday.

Rates of Passage—Saloon, $87.50 and $77.50; Second Saloon,

$47-50 and upwards.

MONTREAL to GLASGOW

Seven Days from Port to Port
S New Twin Screw Steamers, GRAMPIAN and HESPERIAN, 10,000 tons:
aloon Passage, $67.50 upwards; Second Saloon, $45.00 and $47.50.

5 One-Class Cabin Steamers IoNIAN and PRETORIAN, _Rates, $42.50
0 $60.00, according to Stateroom, all passengers having the same
Privileges on the Steamer.

Montreal to Havre and London

Cal: ORINTHIAN, =ICILIAN, SARDINIAN AND LAKE ERIE, One-Class
abin called Second Cabin. Rates $45.00 and $52.50 upwards.

THE ALLAN LINE SEND FOR H. & A. ALLAN

gomo CIRCULARS MONTREAL

|
|
i
;
.
:
|
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Triple Serew Turbines ROYAL EDWARD 12,000 tons gross

THE ROYAL LINE

Canadian Northern Steamships Limited
The New Fast Route between

Montreal, Quebec and Bristol

FROM MONTREAL SAILINGS FROM BRISTOL
................................. Royal George.........c.. «iovverieisvananccees . July 21st
.................................. Royal Edward... «..c...cccevvveecos  eeees...August 4th

and fortnightly thereafter.
For rates, reservations. etc., apply any steamship agent or Wm. Phillips, Acting Traffic Manager, Toronto ; Guy

Tombs, Acting General Passenger Agent, Montreal; Wm, Stapleton, General Agent, Winnipeg.

[ ] ° [ ]
White Star-Dominion
(Canadian Service) 3
Regular weekly sailings between 2 T

MONTREAL and LIVERPOOL e
via QUEBEC

by the largest and most modern steamers from
Canadian ports

R.M.S. LAURENTIC R.M.S. MECANTIC “Have had

Py

“
—
o»
e
4
fl)b’
-
,

»
e

-,
L

l
'l

TRIPLE SCREW TWIN SCREW a glorious
Libraries, Lounges, Smoking Rooms, afternoon in
Restaurant Saloons, Elevators, Bilge dear old
Keels, Wireless Equipments, etc. Quebec.

Now we are

In fact every comfort and convenience of i
modern transatlantic travel. ‘These steamers off again.
also carry String Orchestras of skilled mu-
sicians.

R.M.S. CANADA and R.M.S. DOMINION

Twin screw one class cabin (Second Class)
steamers affording splendid accommodation at
very moderate rates.

Send for booklet
““4 Sheaf of Warconigray and a Coetter”’

For particulars apply to Agents or Company’s Offices -«-”'“/'",fl T s — S i
TORONTO WINNIPEG MONTREAL //~/ » S S
41 King St. E. 205 McDermott Av. 118 Notre Dame St. W+ S /




CANADIAN PACIFIC
Best Route To

ALYL POINTS IN

“Muskoka Lakes

PORT CARLING, ROYAL L
MUSKOKA, WINDERMERE, i<,
PORT COCHBURN

FAST TRAIN SERVICE

Lv. Toroato 12.15 Noon | Lv. Bala - - 7.45 p.m.
Ar. Bala - - 3.30 pm. | Ar. Toronto 11.45 p.m.

Immediate connection Steamer  Cherokee * for all points in Lakes

NO STOPS————ee——e=CAFE-PARLOR CAR AND COACHES

Handsomely Illustrated Literature
for the asKing

R. L. THOMPSON  r...2itich ene TORONTO

58
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NOW IS THE TIME TO

Select Territory and Engage Guides
OPEN SEASCN IN

Moose and Deer, September 1st to Dec. 31st.
Quebec Caribou, September 1st to January 31st.

e Moose Caribou and Deer,
New BrunswicCk scpiemver 15th to Nov. 3oth.

- Moose, September 16th to Nov. 16th.
N Ova. SCOtla (Caribo’u an?l Deer protected)

Send for Pamphlets containing Game Laws, Etc. to

ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT

INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY
MONCTON, N. B.
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Stores and theatres.

Hotel Martinique

BROADWAY, 324 AND 33d Sts., NEW YORK CITY

IN THE HEART OF THINGS—HIGH CLASS FIREPROOF HOTEL

Handsomely furnished, all outside rooms, with every modern appoint-
ment, one block from new Penn Depot, near all leading department

ROOMS WITH PRIVILEGE OF BATH $1.50 per Day and Up
ROOMS WITH PRIVATE BATH $2.50 per Day and Up

The highe¢t class of accommodations at modem rates.
The new addition will be completed on September 14,
giving hotel capacity of 600 rooms and 400 baths.

WALTER CHANDLER, Jr. -

MANAGER

St. Denis Hotel

Broadway and Eleventh Street
NEW YORK
European plan —— Convenient Location
i WILLIAM TAYLOR & SON
he Convenient Location, Tasteful, Appointment
Re'l«’lonmble Charges, Courteous Attendance, and
Cuisine of Exceptional Excellence are Character-
isties of this Hotel, and have Secured and Retained

forita Patronage of the Highest Order,
\

Hotel Cumberland

New York City

Broadway at
54th Street
A Real Home

Luxurious

Comfortabie

Absolutely
Firepreof

Hardwood floors
throughout, cover-
ed with genuine
Oriental rugs, is a
feature of the Cum-
berland whieh in-
dicates the charac-
ter of the entire es-
tablishment. Rare
attention to home-
like details elimin.
ates the usual hotel
atmosphere. Yet
there is retained all
the charm of hotel
life—provision for
every want immed-
iately at hand, And
at prices within
the limits of the
average income.

The Cumberland is within:

—A few steps of surface cars, elevated and sub-
way.—Eight minutes’ ride of the best shopping
districts.—Ten minutes’ walk of twenty theatres
*“ Broadway ”’ cars from Grand Central
Depot pass the door.
Rooms with bath, $2.50 per day, upwards

Write for Booklet Teday
HARRY P. STIMSON, Manager
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than butcher’s meat.

WM. CLARK

MONTREAL
Manufacturer of
- HIGH GRADE FOOD SPECIALTIES

EAT

HE children’s
persistent de-
mands for ‘‘some-
thing good to eat ”’
and the pleasure with which they
welcome CLARK'S PORK AND BEANS
makes it wise to keep them alway?
on hand.

CLARK'S PORK & BEANS are better for
both old and young.in the summer timé€

WHY NOT VISIT

Atlantic City, N.J.

America’s Greatest and Most Popular Health and
Pleasure Resort

STOP AT -THE

58
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Modern High-Class Homel ke Excellent
Table and Serv ce

Splendid location. Centre of all attractions,
Exceptionally well equipped for the comfort
of guests all the-year round. Elevator. Sun
parlors. Private baths. Refined surround-
ings. Suitable for ladies unaccompanied.
Social diversions. Orchestra. Capacity 500.

$2.oob up daily. ' American plan. Write
for rates and illustrated art folder of house.

A. CONRAD EKHOLM, Owner and Proprietor

COOK’S

TOURS
Around the World

Cook's 39th Annual Series of Tours leave Aug: Zli;
Sept. 13, 27, Nov. 5, 24, 1910; Jan. 7, 1911, for!

Grand Tour of the World

Six months’ leisurely travel de luxe. ~Small private
parties ; comprehensive Itineraries ; superior exclust”
armangements.  The standard for 38 years, 2°
still the best; our illustrated booklet tells W ¥

Thos. Cook & Son

216 and 217 Confederation Life Building
Toronto, - Canada

NEW YORK.
BOSTON, 332 Washington St.
PHILADELPHIA, 830 Chestnut St.
CHICAGO. 234 So. Clark St.
SAN FRANCISCO, 689 Market St.
MONTREAL, Etc. e
140 Otfices Abroad. Established 1
Cook’s Traveliers’ Cheques

Are Good All Over the World
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“JULLIAN SALE”

THE NAME IS YOUR GUARANTEE FOR QUALITY

Catalogue No. 24 and see the full line described and illustrated.

AUTUMN WEDDINGS

UNE may have the monopoly but it does not get all the weddings.—September gets
a good share and what could be more timely to suggest as a wedding gift than
something good in leather goods—real good—"Julian Sale"

goods? Wirite for

L.adies’ Dressing

Fitted with Sterling Silver Top Bottles cost $6.00, extra.

Bags

The Cut is No. 954 in
the No. 24 Catalogue—is
made of genuine Sea-lion,
dull black, very fine English
frame, gold plated lock and
catches, leather lined, and
contains on a detachable
stand : real Ebony hair and
and cloth brushes, best real
Ebony mirror, comb, fine
cut glass bottles with nickel
plated tops. Itisa 16 inch

bag — and 00
the pnce is $2 5
E, The same bag in brown

6r black natural] gram

P g $18.00

De will direct you to one who does.
—

Insist on ““Julian Sale” goods—If your dealer does not carry the line. write and

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, .- TORONTO, CANADA
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FOR THE SEPTEMBER BRIDE

ELITE CUT GLASS

OR WEDDING GIFTS nothing is more suitable or accept-
F able than Cut Glass. To the new houskeeper the gift which
adds to the furnishing of her table or rooms is sure to be most
warmly welcomed.

Elite Cut Glass brings satisfaction such as only the judge of
fine products knows.

Every piece is a masterpiece—a gem of exquisite design and
cunning workmanship—a distinct acquisition to the most disting-
uished furnishings.

Its cost is no higher than is charged for ordinary commercial

glass.

Ask your dealer—he sells it
or can readily get it for you.
Ask to see the very newest de-
signs, so distinctly Canaaian in
character — the ““Wheat’’ and
“Maple Leaf’’ — delightfully
original free hand effects.

(OO0

Be sure to look for
and find the
Elite

Trad\e Mark
on the bottom

of every piece.

None is genuine
without it.

©00
GOWANS, KENT & CO-

LIMITED
MANUFACTURERS

16 Front St. E., TORONTO
L i e M AN s A RN it e T AR
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“You Chaps Are Prejudiced ~
| That’s All” |

“Because your great grandfathers did not use the' GILLETTE
SAFETY RAZOR, is no reason why you should not.

“Parade the streets in powdered wig and knee breeches—
as your ancestors did—and see what people will think of you.

“Here I am, shaving in ease and comfort, in a quarter of the
time it takes you to shave with your old time devices.

“And I have yet to cut myself the first time with the
GILLETTE.

“Lay aside your prejudice, old chaps, look up to the light
and get a GILLETTE.”

Standard sets, $5—Pocket Editions, $5 to 6.

You will know which dealers carry GILLETTE
RAZORS AND BLADES by the Gillette Signs.
Look for them.

GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO. OF CANADA LIMITED

Office and Factory, 63 St. Alexander Street, - MONTREAL
148

R R e S R

«
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McLaughlin Vehicles

“ONE GRADE ONLY AND THAT THE BEST”

No. 492. DRIVING WAGON. No. 447. S8TANHOPE.

We manufacture over one hundred and twenty-five different styles
of Carriages and Spring Wagons, and offer to the purchasing public a
wide range of nobby, up-to-date vehicles. When in the market call on
our nearest Agent or Branch house and have the many points of excel-
lence of the “ McLaughlin Line’’ explained by our Salesman.

Catalog sent on application.

McLaughlin Carriage Company, Limited
Oshawa, - Ont.

Toronto Hamilton London Winnipeg calgary
BRANCHES } 8t. John Montreal 8t. John’s Belleville

ACGENTS—Everywhere.

—r
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No holes in your stockings

It is not merely an advertising
tee six pairs to wear you without holes
d dated. Could we make a
We simply ask you
of charge a new pair for any pair that comes
We could not do this with ordinary hose, but

That’s what Neverdarn Holeproof Hosiery means.
claxm. but an absolute guarantee. We guaran
for six months. This guarantee is in every box, signed an
fairer offer? We want you to know Neverdarn Holeproof Hose.
to try them and guarantee to give you free
to holes in that time.

ﬂ@ﬂ@pm@ﬁ flosiery

For men, women and Children

are made differently. Only the finest prepared maco and long fibre Egyptian Lisle

zarns are used, and interwoven by special machinery. The heels and toes are
thmlbly reinforced, as are the knees of the children’s sizes. This weave makes
: em extra durable, yet soft and easy on the feet. Then the Holproof dye is absolutely
fast—m;ver rubs off.  Neverdarn Holeproof Hosiery is stylish in appearance and per-
ect fitting—hosiery comfort heretofore unknown. Buy six pairs to-day, do away with

darning or mended hosiery.

6 pairs Guaranteed 6 months, $2.00

\

“It’s the name behind the guarantee
that makes it good.”

Neverdarn Holeproof Hosiery for
men and women, six pairs to the
box, $2.00. Children’s sizes, three

Our Guarantee

IifxanILiOI' allf o}f] these
pairs o osier;
rs;llulre darning o¥
tion vtv(') give satisfac-
o ithin six months
X date of purchase,

will replace with

hew
ones
charge' free of

pairs in box for $r.00. Only one
size and color in each box. Made in

black and tan.

Order from your dealer. If he
hasn’t them write us enclosing money
order or bills, and we will send themr
express prepaid, State size and color.
Write to-day.

THE CHIPMAN-HOLTON KNITTING CO. LIMITED

KELLY STREET, -

HAMILTON, ONTARIO 2512
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5 SAUCE -
The Original and

Genuine
Worcestershire

The bottle and label may
be copied-—but the piquant,
delightful flavor of Lea &
Perrins’ Sauce is as safe
from imitation to-day as 70
years ago.

Get the Sauce that
made Worcestershire
known the world over
—Lea & Perrins’.

J. M. DOUGLAS & CO.

Canadian Agents
MONTREAL
ESTABLISHED 1857
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A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever

DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S
ORIENTAL CREAM :umrc

Purifies > EMOVES Tan, Pim-

as well as ples, Freckles,
Beautifies Moth Patches, Rash
the Skin and Skin diseases, an

No other every blemish on
cosmetic beauty, and defies de-

tection. It has stood
the test of 62 years; no
other has, and 1s so
harmless, we taste it to
be sure it isjproperly
made. Accept no coun-
terfeit of similar name.
The distinguished Dr.
L. A. Sayre said to a
lady of the haui-ton (a
Y patient)— ‘45 you
B =SS ladies will use them, I
recommend ‘Gouraud’s Cream’ as the least harmful of all the
Skin preparations.”
Tor sale by all druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers

COURAUD’S ORIENTAL TOILET POWDER

For infants and adults, Exquisitely perfumed. Relieves
Skin troubles, cures Sunburn and renders an excellent com-
plexion. PRICE 25 CENTS BY MAIL.

GOURAUD’S POUDRE SUBTILE

Removes superflous Hair Price $1.00 by Mail
FERD. T. HOPKINS, Prop'r 37 Great Jones St., New York City.

ALMA COLLEGE

gives practical training for any calling; prepares girls
for home responsibilities. Conducted on sensible
principles. Picked faculty. Refined home surround-
ings. Careful, thorough instruction. Situation,
climate ideal. Tuition low. Address for prospectus
and terms, Robert I. Warner, M. A., D. D., President
St. Thomas, Ont. 1

will do it.

No Heat Lost in the Cellar

This is a Distinctive Feature of the
KELSE Y <
GENERATOR

that all air, as quickly as heated, passes
through the hot chamber, and on to the part
of the building to be heated. There’s no heat
lost by radiation in the cellar or basement.

Churches, Schools, Halls, Dwellings, 'etc.,
can be evenly heated by the Kelsey with an
amount of fuel which, with any other system,
would be wholly inadequate.

Write for Catalogue ¢‘S” which gives full details.
James Smart Mfg. Co., Limited EROCKVILE ONT,
N
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A fire-pot that prevents
dust in the home.

Your doctor would recommend the
Pease ‘‘Economy'’ Furnace on this point
alone. It’s a small one, but is essential
for pure, healthy air in the home, Let
me tell you how the cup-joints on the

. PEASE
ECONOMY

FURNACE

insure these ideal couditions—why the
‘“Economy” is different to ordinary. fur-
naces. Some fire-pots are cast in One
piece. No allowance is made for the &
paunsion and contraction thattakes place—
they eventually crack. This allows the
fine dust to reach the air chamber and
thence all through the house.

The two section ‘‘Economy”’ fire-pot
prevents this. The upper section fits into
the cup-joint on the lower section. This
cup-joint is packed with fire clay. No
matter how much expansion or contrac-
tion the dust cannot escape to the air
chamber. That is one reason why the
‘“Economy’’ Furnace is called the one
perfect heating apparatus. ILearn other
reasons —read our free booklet *‘The

Question of Heating”. Send for your
copy to-day.

PEASE FOUNDRY COMPANY

LIMITED
Toronto - Winnipeg
NOTE—We manufacture exclusively Warm Afr,

Hot Water, Steam and Combination Heat.
ing Systems.

145 River Street, Fitchburg, Mass.

AVE you tried your
old revolver lately—the springs may
be dead—a flat spring weakens day by day
and sooner or later, perhaps when life is threat-
ened, fails to work. : 4

There is one revolver that will never fail.
It has coil springs—springs of drawn tempere
piano wire such as are used in U. S. army rlﬂe?-
Their tension never weakens. No other revol-
ver is so equipped. This famous

IVER JOHNSON
e REVOLVER

is absolutely dependable for generations. It 15
iigbﬁr(;elslt r}évollx:er in the wgrld. And above
all, it is safe. e
Safe about the house as a toy until it
needed. It can only be fired by a purposefue
pull on the trigger. It can be thrown on t
floor, kicked about, or you can
“Hammer the Hammer”

without fear of accidental discharge

$6 to $10

at dealers or by express prepaid.

Send for technical
catalog illustrated,

IVER JOHNSON'S
ARMS AND CYCLE WORKS
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You can ALWAY
say THE BEST about

Automatic

&R ARMS
22 caliber, 7 shot,
or 32 caliber, 5{' shot,
3 inch barrel, finest }i
REVOLVERS pickel finish, Target

are the embodiment of perfechon—the E:':’elsz-?l';m:ralt::

Yesult of thirty.six years’ experience in 50 cants exbra.

hin ing firearms exclusively. Up to the
vy ute in finish and detail, and abso-
ely reliable.
Soldb

all first cl
stit, st class dealers. Rather than accept a sub-
ute order from us direct. Look for our name on barre

111,,_,,,1““:2 t!rzet trade-mark on the handle. Send for

HM{RINGTON & RICHARDSON ARMS CO.

20 PARK AVENUE, WORCESTER, MASS.

Let the Kodak Film Tank and Velox Paper
Complete the Pleasure of Your Kodak Day.

KODAK Simplicity

a
e“}){s every step. No dark room for either developing or printing and better results than by
methods. Ask your dealer or write us for the two free booklets: ‘‘ Tank Development e

and‘&Velox Book.”’
CANADIAN KODAK CO. Limited.
TORONTO, CANADA.

I
on threyou do not finish your own pictures, insist

for ymllse :fg\;gl;)x by the nimn who finighes them
d ney
Dooy Hntive o, 4 10 rorhy of Velox ; a
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Easy on
coal—
requires
little
attention

1| el
% i)
‘:,,K o "‘;

o

“SOVERE '
HOT WATER BOILER

T’he most perfect of modern
heating systems.

Installed by Heating Engineers and
Plumbers throughout Canada.

Taylor-Forbes =y Guelph

Send to my address your ‘“Pocket Dictionary of Heating.”
(It’s free).

CANADIAN
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In Selecting a Toilet Soap

why not choose one possessing * delicate emollient properties sufficient te
allay minor irritations, remove redness and roughness, prevent pore clogging, £
soften and soothe sensitive conditions, and promote skin and scalp health
generally? Such a soap, combined with the purest of cleansing ingredients
and most fragrant and refreshing of flower odors, is Cuticura Soap. It costs
but a little more than ordinary toilet soaps, it wears to a wafer, and gives
comfort and satisfaction every moment of its use in the toilet, bath and
nursery. No other soap has done so much for poor complexions, red, rough
hands, and dry, thin and falling hair. It has done even more for skin-
tortured and disfigured infants, children and adults, when assisted by
Cuticura Ointment. For the free thirty-two page Cuticura Booklet, a guide
to the best care of the skin and hair, address Potter Drug & Chemical Cor-
Poration, 133 Columbus Ave., Boston, U. S. A.

s e S
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RODGERS
CUTLERY

This name and trade mark stamp the
superior quality of the article—absolute
satisfaction is found wherever they are
found.

Joseph Rodgers & Sons, Ltd.

Cutlers to His Majesty
SHEFFIELD, ENG.

AS a roofing material for your home nothing else can compare %
with “GALT” Steel Shingles, Light in weight, handsome Z
and dignified in appearance, a roof constructed
of them is just as fire-proof as one of slate, in fact
more so because steel is also lightning-proof.
“GALT” Shingles cost little if any more than
wood shingles and they last from two to five
times as long without any atten-

tion whatever. The British Gal-

vanized Steel from which they

are made is wear-proof — can't

burn, crack, curl up or rust. They

last indefinitely. The patented

construction of locks or seams is

so tight as to exclude even light. )

You can’t force water through

“GALT” Shingles with a hose,

Our new booklet ‘“Roofing 4 /

VAL

Economy" contains information /i L
that every progressive-minded i %
R At S . £
. o] EE Ti 3 e
T o T 0 [PUSSSTLE o
GALT, ONTARIO. e e
i Winnipeg, Dunn Bros. et o (O 0 x|
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THE RED AND YELLOW WRAPPER SOAP

Makes Child’s Play
of Wash Day.

“SURPRISE” SOAP

Has peculiar and remarkable qualities for washing

clothes, while it can be used in any and all ways a

laundry soap is used, we recommend a trial the

¢ . 99
Surprise ‘way on wash day.

Follow the Directions on the Wrapper.

The St. Croix Soap Manf’g Co.

St. Stephen, N.B.
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How many bar-made cock-
tails have you had that were
really suited to your taste?

Leave chance-made drinks
for those who don’t appre-
ciate good liquor and to your-
self and your critical friends
serve CLUB COCKTAILS.
They're infinitely better.

Don’t judge these mixed-
to-measure joys by any
made-by-guesswork drink.
ICartini (gin base) and JCanhattan
(whiskey base) are the most popular.
At all gecd dealers

C. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO.
Hartford New Yotk London

Vancouver Island
=4
“The Great Britain of the Pacific.”

ASPECT.
Southern part of Island resembles Kent
and Devonshire. Fruit and flowers.

CLIMATE.

Snnshiny, equable—no extremes.

OPPORTUNITIES.

Good health, good living, and good
profits for ambitious men with small
capital (“A fine chance for the boys™) |
in business, professions, fruit growing,
poultry, farming, manufacturing, lands,
timber, mining, railroads, navigation,

eries, new towns.
INVESTMENTS.
Safe at 6 per cent.

—

For AUTHENTIC INFORMATION and
new Illustrated Booklets, write
VANCOUVER ISLAND DEVELOPMENT
LEAGUE, Room A-41, Broughton St.,
Victoria, B. C.

FRUTLOKR

IS THE SHORT
FOR

FRUIT LOCKER

A SHEET STEEL
CABINET
made in
COMPARTMENTS |
EACH HAVING A
{ LoOCK AND KE
Enameled White

SIXTEEN
LE
MOVSAHBEI.VES

6
CAN STORE _21
QUART JARS

A or
A, Splendid Sefpics
Cake, Meats etc.
LIGHT,
HANDY,
SANITARY-
SECURE

Made only by

The GEO. B. MEADOWS, Toront0

The Iron & Brass Works Company, lelte"'
479 WELLINGTON ST. W. - . = TORONT

.
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Two Minute Talks About

ANDORA
RANGE

for Coal or Wood

THE Pandora is the range of many conveniences.

It has a special Flue Construction which enables
you to cook over every pot hole and bake in the oven
at the same time. It has a Steel Oven which reaches
baking heat faster than a cast iron oven. It has an
absolutely Level Oven Bottom which prevents pies from
running over. It has a tested, reliable Thermometer
with easy-to-read figures.

The Pandora also has an Interchangeable Cooking
Top. You can set a boiler lengthwise or crosswise on
the stove. VYou can remove the Fire Box Linings
instantly with your hands. You can change the
Grates from coal to wood in a few seconds. You can
sharpen your knives on the Emery Section of the
Patented Towel Bar.

Still other conveniences are the Larger Ash Pan—
the easily-cleaned Enamelled Steel Reservoir—the smooth
as glass Burnished Surface which only requires polishing
once a week—the Perfect Spring High Closet Door which
provides room for fourteen more dinner or dessert
plates in the Polished Steel W arming Closet.

Several other conveniences described in our Pan-
dora Booklet. Send for a copy.

M<Clary's
Stands for Guaranteed Quality

LONDON, TORONTO, MONTREAL, WINNIPEG
VANCOUVER, ST.JOHN,N.B., HAMILTON, CALGARY
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AMERICAN HOTEL
The Travellers Hotel

—— $1.50 PER DAY ——
Geo. H. Lang, Prop. MIDLAND, ONT.

‘

HOTEL CECIL
NORTH BAY, ONT.

Under New Management Accommodation 200 Guests
Hot Water Heating, Electric Light, Rooms with Bath, Sample Rooms
Rates: $2 to $3 per day, American plan

JNO. E. ROSS, Manager, Late of the ‘““Rossmore”

GRAND CENTRAL HOTEL

ORANGEVILLE, ONT.
THE TRAVELLERS HOTEL
First-class Service. Good Sample Rooms,

GEO. M. ENGLERT, - Proprietor.

THE CORNWALL

The TRAVELLERS HOTEL
SAULT STE. MARIE, ONTARIO

EACH ROOM EQUIPPED WITH TELEPHONE
Special Attention Given to Tourists and Commercial Men
Free Bus to and From Trains and Boats

POCKET
TRICK

FREE

Mysto Trick and Novelty Co.
80 Parkway Avenue. Toronto, Canada

MAGI

ILLUSTRATED
CATALOGUE
INCLUDED

M. F. GOODWINy PROPRIETOR
e_
)

PARSONS’

SILVER PLATED PENS
Write as smoothly as a Pencil—
Posltively do not
corrode.

Made in ten styles.

If your dealer cannot sup-
ply you, a sample card of ten
pens will be sent on receipt
of five cents in stamps.

T. J. PARSONS

84 Victoria St., Toronto.
370 Harper Ave., Detroit.

Tired aching feet, weak ankles, flat-foot, callouses, b\mmnsj
and pains that resemble rheumatism, are instantl; rellOV?r_
and permanently cured by wearing the Schol “FOO 1
EAZER.” Scientifically supports the arch or instep in @

easy, natural manner, removes all muscular strain an makes
walking or standing a genuine pleasure.

The Scholl ““FOOT-EAZER’’ Eases The
Feet, Body and Kerves ¢
Gives the foot a well-arched, even tread; and cures £00!
troubles quick.
Ten Days’ Trial holl
All shoe dealers and druggists sell the Scl ‘::t
“F(gOT—E_iAZERS..c’]' $2.00 pert pafir ogchre ]
y mail prepaid, on receipt of price. .
not satisfied afterplo days trials
money refunded.
° THE SCHOLL MFG. co‘-o
9 472 ¢ King St., W., Toronto"

-

CANADIAN STEEL SPECIALTY COMPANY
GRAVENHURST, ONT.

Manufacturers of :—STEEL CHATIRS, OPERA cHAIﬁ%
RESTAURANT CHAIRS, OPERA (SEATS FOR MOVI
PICTURE SHOWS A SPECIALTY.)
For Catalogue apply to the above.
Write for special price.
s T Sp! price AR

aning

to start you in the dyeing and cleal g
we want business. Very litile capital ﬂﬁfst, ;
excellent profits. Write for bo0 U s,
Ben-Vonde Co, Dept. C-E, Staunton, Va., **

Berkihive: Hills

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.

ive
For the Scientific and Effect
Treatment of

Cancer

Without Resorting 0

Surgieal Ptocedﬂl'ed”“

For complete information ad. Rlu

BERKSHIRE HILLS SANATORUS
North Adams, Massachus

‘“ stays put.”
Inventor’s
signature on
every roller.

q

surpassing all imitations.
pendable, lasting springs; shade raises or lowers at will and
“Improved’’ requires no tacks for attaching shade.

RTSHORN SHADE ROLLE ) S
W%

Wood or tin rollers, de-

Look for it.
Take none
without it.

e
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SIMPSO

= A L
WENOW
—
WITH the issue of our new Fall and
Winter Catalogue, the Robert
Simpson Company Limited, starts a new
chapter in the mail order business of

Canada.

To further develop our Great Mail Order
System and spread its benefits to all parts of the
Dominion, we will, until further notice, pay all
charges on the great bulk of our shipments, and
thereby put our mail order customers on an absolute
equality with city customers.

Even if you live a thousand or more miles away, the goods
will cost you just what they would in Toronto—no need now
to figure out postage, express or freight rates because
The prices you see printed in this new catalogue

are, with a few exceptions, exactly what the goods
will cost laid down at your nearest railroad station.

This makes Every Railroad Station, Every
Post Office, Every Express Office in Canada
Practically a branch of this famous store.

Te  STMPSON gimifes”
TORONTO

N. B.—To get this new cata-
logue send Post Card
addressed to Depart- s
ment No. 37 il

o 4l Y HE
Rille
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Standard Silverware

is_ at once distinctive and has always found favour
with 'fashionable people.  This is because of its
superior quality and style.

STANDARD SILVERWARE can be had
at all respectable jewellery stores in
Canada. See that this trade mark is
stamped on each piece which is a
guarantee of quality, .

-

STANDARD SILVER CO., LTD.
ToRrONTO, - CANADA.

U

yllﬂmffﬂ'flllffllffff///////////////////////lf

im

SHOE
POLISH

makes shoes last longer

\\\\&\\\\\\%\\\\\\\\\\\k\k

It's a pure oil paste—no mops, botties or liquids—contains no YA
Turpentine or Acids. The finest of them all. ALL DEALERS, 10c. f
THE F. F. DALLEY CO;, LIMITED, Hamilton, Ont., and Buffalo, N.Y. 8 i

A R NV

T IS AT S SIS0,

Demonstrator Agents Wante o3
Oty 5 16-it. Steel Launch $9
g — Complete with Eungine, Ready to Run .
an
18-20-23-27 foct Launches at proportionate prices, All laun9h"’1z::“:ggine
~~ == fitted with Detroit two cycle reversible engines with speed controlling ]evex.—sll“li’ 1 ROW=
=—— made—starts without cranking—has only 38 moving parts—anyone can run it. K or

boats $20.00. All boats fitted with air tight compartments—cannot si nky leaq:ﬂ;

o W
rust—need no boathouse. ' We are the largest manufacturers of pleasure boats 1";;1;
= and sole owners of the patents for the manufacture of rolled steel, lock seamed, concealed riveted m]”ﬂod -
filled the day they are received. Write for Free 111 Catalog and testimonials of 10,000 gatisi .

@0
Michigan Steel Boat Co., 1284 Jofferson Ave., Detroit, Mich., U. S.A-

E



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISEE

GOOD STYLE FOR PLUMP FIGURES
A PERFECT FIGURE is impossible without plump-

ness, and even if you are a trifle stout, your figure
will be the envy of your friends if your corset is right, Try
our new
4

a,

o 7 4

rS Yot 43

MODEL 609.

You will at once be struck with its comfortable support, and also the
absence of pleating.  Then when you have adjusted the straps at the
hips you will perceive the improvement in your profile. A difference of
3 inches or more can be effected with comfort. The band at the
bottom prevents creasing of the flesh and the gown will fit with absolute
smoothness.

Although equal in every particular to the most expensive custom made
and imported corset and superior in many details, clasps, etc. the price
is only $3.50.

We know Madam they will please you.
If your dealer does net sell the La Diva Reducing write us and we will see that
your order is filled

THE DOMINION CORSET CO., QUEBEC.

Every ‘W” Corset Guaranteed

| THE PHONOLA

For the Summer Home

HE PHONOLA is the ideal entertainer
for the Summer Cottage. It will sing,

talk or play for you.
There is no limit to the pleasure it will

give you and your friends.

Send for Illustrated Catalogue

Pollock Manufacturing Co., L.

Berlin, - Canada
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A poor digestion and flagging appetite can be
much improved by using

Seal Brand
Coffee

a natural Coffee of the highest grade, unad-

ulterated, undoctored.
Sold in 1 and 2 1b. Cans only. 117

CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL.

Telkwa the Coming City

will be ,the BUTTE of BRITISH COLUMBIA. TELKWA Is not a townsite or a paper townl
but is a thriving established town—the metropolis and centre of the famous Bulkley Valley
farming country. TELKWA is located at the junction of the Bulkley and Telkwa Rivers and
is on the route of the Grand Trunk Pacific Transcontinental Railway. TELKWA adjoins
fifty thousand acres of the richest coal fields in Central British Columbia, which will furnish
fuel for the Grand Trunk Pacific Railway.

The mountains surrounding TELKWA contain immense deposits of gold, silver, copper
and lead, ‘and after the railroad is running TELK WA should be the largest mining and man-
ufacturing city in Central British Columbia.

TELKWA is a live town with good hotels and baths, good general stores, real estate offices
Government Mining Recorder’s Office, laundry, bakery, blacksmith shop and other substan-
tial improvements. A good lumber mill and brick yard will be located at TELKWA this
summer. TELKWA will have fifteen thousand people after the railroad is running, and a few
hundred dollars invested now will make you independent after the rich mines are developed.

Good lots from $100.00 to $500.00 on easy monthly payments. Positively only one thou-
sand lots in this prosperous town will be sold. Act quickly before the choicest are gone.
Mail $25.00 and a good lot will be reserved for you, the balance payable ten per cent. per
month—NO TAXES—NO INTEREST.

Address

NORTH COAST LAND COMPANY, Limited,
Dept. A, 410-411-412 Winch Bldg., - VANCOUVER, B.C.
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“It is a beauty
and 1t’s just
as sweet as it
looks.”

T
The “Star” Brand Ham

MADE BY

FEARMAN, HAMILTON

FOR OVER FIFTY YEARS.
\

The right Collar adds pleas-
ure to summer outings—

When canoeing, playing tennis, or enjoying out-
ing trips, the ORDINARY collar is a ceaseless
cause of annoyance. The snappy, trim appear-
ance soon disappears—a few minutes’ exercise
with a paddle or a tennis racquet on a warm
day finishes them. Not so with

(uAL LENGp

BrAND

WAT ERPROOF
COLLARS & CUFFS

They ALWAYS look neat and dressy— ALWAYS com.
fortable because they CANNOT WILT—fit snugly and

Made in all the latest styles. “Challenge” Collars are
waterproof, do away with laundry expenses altogether, can
be cleaned by a rub from a wet cloth.

If your dealer hasn’t “Challenge” Brand, we will supply you direct,
Collars 25c., and Cuffs 50c. per pair. Send to-day for our new free
style book, “Hints for Careful Dressers”— Fashion's latest dictates.

ne

THE ARLINGTON CO. OF CANADA, LIMITED, 54-64 Fraser Ave. TORONTO. GAN.

have the dull finish and texture of the finest linen collar. .

o
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You may ques-

~ CAUSED A COLD|| =ac:

it

"\ whatever as to the
) evil effects of a

B close, stuffy atmos-
phere. In the win-

ter time, when

Staify Rooms Alone Respon-
 sible Says Dr. !

;555‘9?1',’;' _Cable t5 The  Mall and storm doors and double windows help to make the

) London, June 26.—Dr. Sir Frederick house practically air-tight, we live in a death

Emp 1

- Treves astonished the public. last week tlj dealing atmosphere, breathing air vitiated with the
|
¢
]

Ire
- Over Our Own Leased Wires, @

. by declaring ':hat “the idea that colds| o  vapor elimination from the lungs of the occupants
. are caused by draughts are absurd. s : g .~ e
No cold ever had mioh "an origin and the organic secretions and moisture fronf t
« Colds are the origin not of draugnts, |’ pores of the skin. There should be humidity, |
- gﬂ._;f 'St;xlfryi-.room:”‘ﬁl;()the; famous 1 but it must be pure and refreshing as the outdoor
" London physicians back up ir Fred- . oo . . t-
erick in holding that o cold was|| & am.i it is t.hrough the mtr.oc.iuchfm of fresh ou ]

'/~ door air and its ample humidification by means o
the large Circle Waterpan that the

. ever caused by draught.

g

“GOOD CHEER”

Circle Waterpan Warm Air F urnace

makes the atmosphere of the house in winter like that of a bright June morning— warm, refresh-
ing and life-giving.

The demand for our booklet “Humidity and Humanity ™ is taxing the capacity of our
mailing staff, but we have a copy for you upon request, stating where you saw this adver-

tisement.
The JAS. STEWART MFG. CO., Limited,

WOODSTOCK, Ontario. ‘ v g WINNIPEG, Manitoba

MAGIC
TRICKS

than
Novelties, Jokes, Puzzles, ete. More fruziends
a comedy theatre to amuse you and yOlﬂau sociﬂl

at home, at the club, diuner partiesanc hooting
gatherings. Trick pencils, trick cigars, is plate
ers cigarette box, trick matches, trick carc uquets:
VS dancers, anarchists’ bombs, .s:qmrt 'igve]ties.
f use only the celebrated N confetti bombs and hundreds of othel;‘ P talogui®
» » 6 Send 10 cents for our large illustrate: I ea’s"'“d
WINSOR & NEWTON S and receive a 25 ¢. pocket card trick rmtionets
i < to-day. Cigar, novelty dealers and ?ist- The
0il and Water Colors £ send for our special wholesale price
I acknowledged by all the standard in ) best novelty line on the market.

the art world. Ask your dealer. ; & MYSTO TRICK & NOVELTY cO.

A, SON, MONTREAL. AN ada
| X?V?::?s‘Jefgents for Canada, b 80 Parkway Ave., Torom;::‘“/
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Taking Tea
on the
Balcony of
Emerald
Lake
Chalet,
one of the
Canadian
Pacific
Railway’s
splendid
Hotels in
the Rocky

g i B . | Mountains

cup o‘?;ol:)‘;mt::r abroad nothing else takes the place of a RE D R O S E T EA

strei You have delicious delicacy of flavor and rich smooth

gth in every cup of Red Rose Tea properly made. “I1S GOOD TEA’’

Try a package of -the 40c. grade.

Orange Marmalade

'All the concent-
rated goodness of

the choicest Seville
Oranges. Delicious for
breakfast—good at
any meal.

Made and guaranteed absolutely pure by

The T. UPTON CO,, Limited

HAMILTON, CAN.

D ey
a2t e ey EPTL CANA DTN NAE A e L ol
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FOR INFANTS

AND INVALIDS
q The best food for Infants and
Invalids, the only reliable prepar-
ation of its kind. € It is,
quickly and easily prepared,
and renders milk easily dig-
estible. € But insist on hav-
ing ROBINSON'’S

Headquarters

for Fine Rugs

Look at all the handsome new residences being erected iB
Toronto, Hardly any other city in America has had s°
many built in the past year. The specifications for thes€
houses call for hardwood floors, and hardwood floors 81€
unsightly without the softening, beautifying charm of

High Class Oriental Rugs

Only the higher grades of Oriental Rugs are suitable for drawing rooms and reception rooms
and in this connection we wish to lay forcible emphasis on the fact that we carry the most peffe‘:t
line of Kermanshah Rugs iu Canada, and do not hesitate to say that few houses on this whole
continent can show an equal assortment of soft, rich colorings, in delicate shades, and in such
fine patterns in Kirmanshahs as we are showing. Kirmanshahs, Sarouks, Tabriz, Shiraz
and other fine specimens glady shown to any intending purchasing new floor coverings. Ask for
our booklet on Oriental Rugs. Out of town orders given our careful attention.

COURIAN, BABAYAN & CO.

ZO-Z4Z King Street E. - Toronto, Ontario
Opposite King Edward Hotel
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” ridal gifts
YOu out - of -doors men of the
can appreciate the fine Q" original
sense of satisfaction that &V o Rogers Bros

possesses the wearer of &  siver plate became
¥ the fashion in 1847, when

@ 2 , this famous brand of
W spoons, forks, knives, etc.,
(Al }@ was first established. :

1

On silver no mark con-
veys the same sense of worth

Shirts and :i atllllt:;t S::fg;essed by the
Collars T
For the man who wears ROGERS BROS.rik

them kIIOWS he can go —which guarantees the i

Co ¢ heaviest triple plate.
atless’ G0 QRPN e%attemsl())[ fhls brand

and be sure no one can are standard, and a
wedding glfl may form the

flnd a faUIt in the flt, nucleus of a complete set

style or cut of his linen. L};‘ui:‘e‘i)’inl’t‘iﬁgad“auy

Ask your haberdasher. | “Silver Plate
that Wears’’

Made In Berhn by Sold by leading dealers.
Send for Catalogue “62°

showing designs.
Meriden Britannia Co.
Hamiiton, Canada

MERIDEN, CONN.
New York Chicago
San Francisco
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Fnvitations
for

Elutumn Wleddings

A special department of this firm
is devoted to the preparation and en-
graving of Stationeryfin correct forms
for all social occasions.

It is now time to order Invitations
and Announcements for Autumn

Weddings.

We will be pleased to mail speci-

mens upon request, showing the
various forms, and quoting prices.
WRITE TO-DAY

HENRY BIRKS & SONS, LTD.

Gold and Silversmiths
MONTREAL

ACCOUNT
BOOKS

OF EVERY DESCRIPTION, PATTERN
OR SIZE FOR

BANKS, INSURANCE, LOAN
AND TRUST COMPANIES,
MERCHANTS, ETC.

LOOSE LEAF

LEDCERS, BINDERS AND SHEETS—
Unsurpassed for Style, Quality and
Value.

BROWN BROS. vimien

51-53 Wellington Street West, Toront0

—

——1

. C.H. ACTON BoND SANDFORD F. SMITH A H. CASSELS

BOND & SMITH
ARCHITECTS

19 WELLINGTON STREET W. TORONTO
L

—

J. L. THORNE AUDIT AND
SYSTEM CO.

~ ACCOUNTANTS, - AUDITORS,

SYSTEMITIZERS.
PHONE MAIN 3420
7012 Confederation Life Building, TORONTO, CAN. |

The famous
after dinner
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loading actions, and great "handiness" of

the Ross Sporting Rifles, retailing at from
$25.00 and upwards have made them \
great favorites, They are chambered for the 303 Lee Enfield Cartridge so it is easy to secure
ammunition, The Ross "High Velocity" Sporting Rifle retails at $70.00 and is the most powerful and
accurate modern sporting arm. Ask your dealer to show you these models,

THE ROSS RIFLE COMPANY, QUEBEC

FOR HUNTING

The accuracy, quick repeating and <

or write for free illustrated

C ACTS IN 30 MINUTES
fires ' Prevents

Trains

Mr, 4
%‘908. o Moe‘%rsﬂl gave demonstrations of this remedy in
Tni\;:ema £ nglish and Irish Channels and received the
thSe testlvlvmse of the leading papers of Great Britain.
€portg i €re considered of so much importance that
pubuﬂhed tl’? cabled over the world The leading papers
g entio I?Sle cable articles at the time; among these we
ey » New York Herald and Montreal Star.

ﬂ;‘ny o t}‘ig also repeived the highest testimonials from
- arl orthc“}‘{glggds foremost men, among these being
1 of the Brition FOI]‘z(}lsél.OP Taylor Smith, Chaplain Gen-
ml? us for particulars.
31.60 ;)): sufficient for 24 hour sea journey.

For aa) X sufficient for longest continuous trip,

€ at Druggists or write,

e .M‘:THERSII.L REMEDY CoO., Ltd,,
ride St., - London, E.C. Eng.

\netrolt, Mich., U. 8. A.

A RECORD OF OVER
SIXTY-FIVE YEARS

For over sixty-five years MrRs WIN-
SLOW’S SOOTHING SYRUP has been used
by mothers for their children while
teething. Areyou disturbed at nightand
broken of your rest by asick child suf-
fering and crying with pain of Cutting
Teeth? If so send at once and get a
bottle of “Mrs Winslow’s Soothing
Syrup”’ for Children Teething.  The
value is incalculable. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately. Depend
upon it, mothers, there is no mistake
about it, It cures Diarrhcea, regulates
the Stomach and Bowels, cures Wind
Colic, softens the Gums, reduces Inflam-
mation, and gives tone and energy to the
whole system. ‘‘Mrs Winslow’s Sooth-
ing Syrup” for children teething is
pleasant to the taste and is the prescrip-
tion of one of the oldest and best female
physicians and nurses in the United
States, and is for sale by all druggists
throughout the world. Price twenty-five
cents a bottle. Be sureand ask for ‘‘MRS.
WINSLOW’S SOOTHING SYRUP.”’ Guara-
nteed under the Food and Drugs Act,
June 30th, 1906. Serial Number 1098.
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LOOK FOR THE SHEEP

THIS SHEEP TRADE MARK
IS ON EVERY GARMENTOF

CEETEE"
_UNDERWEAR

You Parents

may make “MATCHES” for your children
But

You haven’t found the Way to make 2
MATCH like

“EDDY’S SILENTS”

O NoREL ITHE AGME
S5t T Tre OF PERFECTION

B
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What is a A Perfume for the
visible typewriter ? Most Refined Taste
:::'ﬁng in sight is part of it Keyboard in ‘ Af&iiﬁ;g:?ig:?s?g&m

NEARLY A CENTURY

Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA
WATER

is just as popular as ever

BECAUSE:

T is a Floral Extract of
absolute purity and
enduring fragrance;

it refreshes and revives as
does no other Perfume ;
it is delightfulin the Bath

# and the finest thing atter
{#8 Shaving: because it 18, in
fact, the most reliable
and satisfactory Toilet
# Perfume made. : 32 ::

91 Ask your Druggist for it
5  Accept no Substitute!

4 t1s the other part. It is as important thatyou
“;(hat you do as to see what you have done.
¢ key-for-every-character keyboard of the easy

action :
Clion, light running

. MODEL 10
Siniih!

Nrremi

only truly visible writing machine.

Write for information to

THEuiMITH PREMIER TYPEWRITER CO., INC.
» New York, U.S.A. Branches everywhere

Syrac

HE Underwood Typewriter has won every
speed contest for championship honors since type-
writer operation became recognized as a science.

T here " liave been 22 contests—the most recent in Toronto, May 19, for the
champlonship of Canada. The winner wrote 105 words a minute for 30 minutes.

;The_ pnderwood is the only typewrter mechanically equal to the task of
"staining a2 speed of over 100 words a minute and doing perfect work.

It has been operated at a speed of 17 strokes a second.

Being the best machine for the most exacting requirements, it
does not lose any of its efficiency in the more ordinary uses.

United Typewriter Co. 4

Limited

Adelaide St. E. - TORONTO
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The Charm oOof
the Fireplace
A MILTON BRICK MANTEL 15

a constant delight in every home that
possesess one.

It is an ornament to den, dining or living
roem, library or sitting-room—and adds the
touch of cosines and comfort that com-
pletes the home.

If you are planning a house, write for
illustrated catalogue of Milton Brick Man-
tels—$18.00 up.

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO., LIMITED

Milton, Ont. Toronto Office, Janes Building
QRS

Has Cost Nothing For Repairs

A customer says:—
“We have used one
of your vertical high
speed engines, English
Type, forced lubrica-
tion, since 1907. The
engine runs at 425
revolutions per minute
almost constantly night
and day. It has given
us every satisfaction
and so far has cost us
nothing for repairs”

ROBB ENGINEERING CO0., Limited, AMHERST, N.S-

: g01d0annnd;a: :xpg:sa B#lldlng, Montreal, R. W. l!:l;b, Manager
raders n uilding, Toronto, Wm. McKay, Manager ?
nbMOt omm # | Union Bank Building, V‘llnnlpeg, W, F. Porter,' Manager
609 Crain Exchange Building, Calgary, J. F. Porter, Manager
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““The Beer with a Reputation”

O’Keefe’s “‘Pilsener” has a
reputation because 1t sets a
standard of quality reached
by no other lager—imported
R or otherwise.

Insist on having a7

““The Light Beer in the Light Bottle”

The gold, silver, tin, copper, brass and
e glassware of a well-ordered household

can be quickly and perfectly polished with

RUBY RUB METAL POLISH

(Made in Canada)

BECAUSE RUBY RUB contains no acid or grit, and preserves as well
as polishes metals,. RUBY RUB leaves no stains or white marks and does not
discolor woods, leather or stone that may surround the metal to be polished.
RUBY RUB does not evaporate. The entire tin can be used until the last drop
of satisfaction has been extracted. It is as effective on fine jewellery as it is on the
metal parts of motor cars and domestic metal ware. |

Send or Mail 1oc. for large tin of “RUBY RUB”—To-day.

J. A. FRENCH & CO., Limited

Te"““ley Street, Phone Main 7791 TORONTO

14
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"amous For Good Baking
RANGE3

MAKE KITCHEN WORK EASIER

( Because the drafts are right and it is easy to keep a good, steady fire.

( Because the grates are machine fitted and turn easily. They work evenly
and do not waste fuel.

q Because no sifting of ashes is necessary. You can use a SOUVENIR all
winter and not waste enough fuel to fill a scuttle.

EASY ON FUEL

q Because the firebox is just the right size for the oven, large enough to heat
it properly with a slow easy fire.

( Because the dampers are simple, easily understood and quick to respond.

WELL MADE AND DURABLE

_q Because they are made__ by skilled workmen, trained to make stoves in the
SOUVENIR way, and using at all times best material obtainable.

( Because a laboratory and testing-room is maintained and materials are tested
daily. - Nothing is used that does not
test first-class in every way. No scrap
or inferior goods are ever used.

GUARANTEE

q With every stove we send a written
guarantee, bearing the trade-mark and
seal of the Company.

q Furthermore, in the 67 years that we
have been making stoves, we have
built up a reputation for high class
!goods that we are proud of, and We
will maintain it at all times—we pledge
you that.

Gurney, Tilden & Compgmr_tlz

HAMILTON, ONTARIO

:




ARE YOU HOME HUNGRY OR LAND HUNGRY?

DO YOU FIND YOURSELF CROWDED AND THE OUT-
LOOK CIRCUMSCRIBED?

HAVE YOU DECIDED TO LOOK OUT FOR ANOTHER
SITUATION WITH BETTER PROSPECTS?

Then you are invited to consider Western Canada, where you
can obtain

A Free Farm—A Fine Home

Unlimited Opportunities and a Chance on the Ground Floor

The land is offered free by the Canadian Government, and settlement
conditions are easy.

SYNOPSIS OF HOMESTEAD REGULATIONS

amﬁ}:ﬁ' person who is the sole head of a family, or any male 18 years old, may homestead a qparter-section of
omini e Dominion land in Manitoba, Saskatchewan or Alberta. The applicant must appear in person at the
°°ndm°n Lands Agency or Sub-Agency for the district. Entry by proxy may be made at any agency, on certain
5 ons, by father, mother, son, daughter, brother or sister of intending homesteader.
live Wli’TmS—Si,x months’ residence upon and cultivation of the land in each of three years. A homesteader may
ather thin nine miles of his homestead on a farm of at least 80 acres solely owned and occupied by him, or by his
15 mother, son, daughter, brother or sister.
Pr certain districts a-homesteader in good standing ma re-empt a quarter-section alongside his homestead.
thg’a' $3.00 per acre. Duties—Must reside s!i;x months lngeachs;F six years from date of homestead entry (including
Ame required to earn homestead patent) and cultivate 80 acres of homestead or pre-emption.
homeslgome“eﬂder who has exhausted his homestead right and ecannot obtain & pre-emption may take & purchased
o ead in certain districts. Price, §3.00 per acre.
UTIES—Must reside six months in each of three years, cultivate fifty acres and erect a house worth $300.00.

- Full particulars will be sent free of charge on application to
- D. SCOTT, Superintendent of Immigration, - - Ottawa, Canada




Prove Things

Hold Fast That
Which Is Good.

A ten days’ change from coffee

to well-made »

POSTUM

Tells it's own convincing story.

“There’s a Reason”

POSTUM CEREAL COMPANY, Ltd.,
Battle Creek, Mich., U. 8. A!

A Delicious Drink

Baker's Cocoa

made by a ;
scientific/s
blending of :
the best
tropical fruit

o
Registered
U. S. Pat. Off,

52 HIGHEST AWARDS
WALTER Baker & Go. Lid.

Established 1780 Dorchester, Mass-

Branch House, 86 St. Peter St., Montreal, Can.
—

‘The daily use of this scientific denti-
frice ensures sound white teeth and
freedom from dental decay. Mixed
with water Calox forms peroxide of
hydrogen, the only known substance
that will whiten the teeth without
injury.

“THE OXYGEN DOES IT”

Dentists advise its use.
Physicians prescribe it.
All Druggists 25c.
Sample and booklet free
on request. ;
National Drug & Chemical

\ Co. of Canada, Limited,
| Montreal




