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FOR 1900.

E IGHTY-TWO Numbers of THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE have been published,
and no promise concerning proposed articles has ever been broken. It is,

therefore, with much confidence, announced that the programme of articles

and stories for 1900 will excel that of any of the previous seven years. THE

CANADIAN MAGAZINE publishes the best work of the best authors. No other

publication in Canada cares to pay the necessary high price for contributions by

the leading Canadian authors, such as Gilbert Parker, Robert Barr, W. A.

Fraser, and William McLennan. Each of these has contributed to the Magazine

during the past, and arrangements have been made whereby they will again

favour the readers of this publication during 1900. In addition, many other

special features will be announced from time to time.

W. A. FRASER will contribute to the January number a splendid story of the

Canadian North-West, entitled "The Home-Coming of The Nakannies."

Ali Mr. Fraser's Stories are eagerly bought up by the leading Magazines

in New York and London, and THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE is exceedingly

fortunate in being able to secure the

Canadian rights of this story. No
writer now living in Canada receives

higher remuneration for his work than

Mr. Fraser, and while this is not

always a true test of merit, it is

usually a fair one.

CANTERBURY CATHIEDRAL in its history,
comprises-to a very great extent-
the history of England. From this

point of view, an article on it is of

great historical value. When this ar-

ticle is accompanied by twenty-five

excellent illustrations, it is decidedly

entertaining. Such an article will ap-

pear in the January Canadian Maga-

zine. This will be the most elaborately
illustrated article ever published therein.

SOUTH AFRICA.-When the programme of
the December number was announced,
no mention was made of an article on CHARLES LEWIS SHAW,

The Canadian Contingent, yet an Who reached South Africa on Nov. r4 th, and wili

elaborate article appears in this issue. write for The Canadian Magazine.

a
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When the War
between Great
Britain and the
Transvaal was
declared, THE
CANADIAN MAGA-
ZINE at once ar-

ranged for a
series of illustra-
ted articles. Mr.
Charles Lewis
Shaw, whose ex-
cellent articles
and stories have
appeared in this
publication from
time to time, was

at once sent to A HENLEY HOUSE BOAT.

Capetown. He Specinen Illustration for an Article on Henley.
arrived there on

the Carîsbrook Cas/le (mail steamer) on November r 4 th, and his first article
should be here in time for the February issue. These articles will not
be full of hearsay remarks and unreliable clippings from the newspapers,
but will be the actual experiences and observations of an intelligent
Canadian. It is expected that this series will be supplemented by two
illustrated articles on the voyage of The Canadian Contingent from Quebec
to Capetown. These two articles will be written by an officer of the
expedition, whose name must for the present be concealed. One of these
articles may be in time for the January issue.

CONSTANTINOPLE AND HENLEY.-The two articles descriptive of these
places announced for the December number will appear in early numbers.
They were displaced by the article on The Canadian Contingent. Both
articles will be profusely illustrated.

FRENCH CANADA AND CANADA is the title of a most interesting contribution
by Mr. Errol Bouchette, who is proud of the progress which Quebec is

making. In this connection it may be mentioned that two other forthcoming
articles dealing with related topics are : " The French side of the Newfound-
land Shore Question," by Dr. Bracq, and " The Noblesse of The Old Régime,"
by W. Bennett Munro.

NICHOLAS FLOOD DAVIN, ESQ., M.P., AND THE HON. J. W. LONGLEY,
will each contribute to the first issues of i9oo. Mr. Davin will write of Mr.
Disraeli's method of using adjectives in " Coningsby," and Mr. Longley will
tell a Nova Scotian story.

FREDERIC VILLIERS will continue his graphic account of war experiences during
the next eight issues.

THE CANADIAM MAGAZINE,
TORONTO, ONT.
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Two Great Historical Works.
The Great Company

The History of the Hudson's Bay Com-
pany. By Beekles Willson.

Profusely illustrated, with ten full page
drawings, by Arthur Heming. Hand-
somely bound in cloth, gilt top, $3.oo;
full leather, $5.oo.

The United Kingdom
A Political History of the United King-
dom, from the earliest times to the Reform
Bill of 1832. By Goldwin Smith,
D.C.L. Two volumes. Crown 8vo.,$4.oo

A Handsome Holiday Edition

OF

PAUL LEICESTER FORD'S

Great Story of the
Revolution

Janice Meredith
In two volumes, containing

58 Illustrations by Howard
Pyle and his pupils.

14 Fac-similes and Repro-
ductions from Old Prints.

2 Miniatures in Color.
Handsomely Printed and

Bound, Gilt Tops, Gold
Stamping, Two Volumes,
boxed. Price, $5.oo.

In One Volume, Cloth, with
Tinted Miniature on Cov-
er. Price, 1.50.

Notable Novels.
Via Crucis

A Romance of the Second Crusade. By F.
Marion Crawford. With 12 illustrations.
Cloth, $.5o.

Young April
By Egerton Castle. Cloth $1.25.

Robespierre
The Story of M. Victorien Sardou's Play,
adapted and revised under his authority, by
Auge Galdeinar. Cloth, $1.25.

Gilian the Dreamer
His Fancy, His Love and Adventure. By
Neil Munro. Cloth, $1.25.

Siren City
By Benjamin Swift. Cloth, $1.25.

Well, After Ail
By F. Frankfort Moore. Cloth, $1.25.

The Lost Heir
A Novel. By G. A. Henty. Cloth, $1.25.

The Red Rat's Daughter
By Guy Boothby. Cloth, $1.25.

lone Ilarch
A Woman of Fortune. By S. R. Crockett.
Cloth, $î.5o.

The Scarlet Woman
By Joseph Hoeking. Cloth, $1.25.

The Adventures of Jennie Bax-
ter, Journalist

By Robert Barr. Cloth, $1.25.

The Two fliss Jeffreys.
By David Lyall. Cloth, $1.oo.

Dr. Nikola's Experiment
By Guy Boothby. Cloth, $î.oo.

Signors of the Night Lady Barbarity
Venetian Stories. By Max Penberton. Cloth, L y Barbrity
$1.25. By J. c. Snalth. Cloth, $î.oo.

SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE OF CHRISTMAS BOOKS.

The above Books are sold by all Booksellers, or will be sent postpaid on receipt of price, by

The COPP, CLARK CO., Limited, Publishers, - - TORONTO.
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ehristmas Gift Books
The Court of Boyville.

H ES E are the
stories of '' Pig-
gy" Pennington, Where is foyvilte By what track
'' Mealy " Jones, M

and their " Boyville"
friends, which achieved Upwhatmountainsthro'whatseas,
such remarkable suc- By what meadow lands and leu,
cess during their
publication in Mc- Must w. traveI to the boume
Cl-ure's Magasine. M r.
White's sympathy is f the hady rows of corn

Whites sypath ~ tThat Ioad down to the Willows
too honest, his psy-
chology too accurate, Where the day is always morn .
to permit of 1'cod-
dling" his youngsters;

By William Allen White.
instead, he pictures
the real boy, a mis-
chievous, big-hearted,
altogether fascinating
little savage. He has
written a poem to pre-
cede each story, as
well as a set of very
graceful introductory
verses. The book is
charmingly illustrated
by Orson Lowell (the
pictures for the first
story are by Gustave
Verbeek).

Size, 5 X 71; Binding, cloth, decorated; Pages, about 25o; Type, 1 2-point; Price, $1.25.

Goupil's Paris "Salon"
of 1899.

VELLUM EDITION, $r5.oo.
HOLLAND EDITION, $18.oo.

Turrets, Towers and
Temples.

Descriptions, by the masters of literature,
of the great masterpieces of architecture
throughout the world. With 75 illustra-
tions. Edited and translated and arranged
by Esther Singleton. 8vo, cloth, hand-
somely bound, - - $2.oo

This volume is a realization of what is believed to be a
new idea The editor has collected from the great writers
of ail languages notable descriptions of the famous build-
ings of the wvorld. For example, Ruskin describes St.
Mark's. in Venice; Victor Hugo. Notre Dame, in Paris,
etc. The illustrations are reproductions of photographs
which hase been selected with unusual care, and give
many details as well as general views of the buildings
describt d.

Great Pictures Describ=
ed by Great Writers.

By Esther Singleton. A conpanion to
" Turrets, Towers and Temples." With
numerous illustrations. 8vo, cloth, $2.oo

Miss Singleton has given, in connection with a repro-
duction in an excellent nianner of fltty or sixty master-
pieces hy the great painters, a description of the several
pictures from the masters of literature.' .

A Child's Primer of
Natural History.

By Oliver Herford. Illustrated by the
author. Small 4to, - - $1.25

A series of rhymes with accompanying drawings, in
which Mr. Herford 6nds fuil play for his wit and humor-
ous philosophy of life. One is at a loss to know which
are the more amusing-Mr. Herford's grotesquely drawn
animais and- birdA. or the satirical moral reflections with
which he tags these unique creations.

l ow to Know the Ferns.
By Frances Theodora Parsons. A Guide
to the Names, Haunts and Habits of Our
Native Ferns. With 150 illustrations.
Crown 8vo, - - - $î.5o net.

Red Rock.
By Thomas Nelson Page.

Paper, ----- $ .75
Cloth, - ---- .25
Special Holiday Edition. Half calf,

gilt top. Illustrated, - - 2.00

This remarkably interesting book is now in its 651th
thousand, and continues to be one of the best sellers of
the year.

"Buffalo Jones":
Forty Vears of Adventure in the North-
West. A True Story. Price, - $2.50

The Publishers' SyndiCate, Limited, 51 Yonge St., Toronto
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The Gift=Book
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A STRIKING NOVEL
BY A CANADIAN AUTHOR

Houses of Glass
BY

WALLACE LLOYD (Dr. James Algie).
Paper, 50c. Cloth, $1.00

"This story deserves special attention for several reasons. From a purely literary standpoint
it has claims, being exceedingly well written and most profoundly felt The story is firm, clear cut

and so interesting as to lift the book far above the level of ordinary romances."-Boston Courier

"The name of the author of "H ouses of Glass " may be unfamiliar in the thronged field of

fiction, but the powers he proves he is possessed of in this story of American provincial life should

give him ain undisputed footing there. It is a story written out of a broad and ripe experience, but
little influenced by Art. The ancient, yet ever renewed theme, of the love of women and men is

approached from an original point of view, and with a grasp of character and a comprebension of

vi'al issues rarely associated with so unformed a literary method. "-Toronto Globe.

" The first few chapters of the novel I found uninviting, but after getting into the story I found

that it gathered momentum at each chapter and ended in proving to be a most absorbing work.-

Toronto Saturday Nigiht.

This book has been received with wide favor, and has merited probably more

complimentary reviews than any recent novel.

Christmas Books.
SUITABLE GIFTS FOR BOYS AND GIRLS.

Handsomely Bound.

Fix Bay'nets, or The
Regiment in the

Hills.
By G. Manville Fenn.

Like Henty, Geo. M. Feni has
made a name as a writer of tales of
adventure, and in this his latest
work he maintains his already high
reputation.

Cloth $1.

Light o' the florning.
The Story of an Irish Girl.

By L. T. leade.
This is a charming story of a

pretty Irish girl, and the author
vividly contrasts English and Irish
life.

Cloth $1.

A
Good-Hearted

Girl.
A Present Day

Heroine.
By Emma Iarshall.

Miss Marshall sus-
tains her already high
reputation as a writer
of the best class of
girls' stories.

Cloth $1.
L-* - - _

Beautifully Illustrated.

In the Year of Waterloo.
By O. V. Caine.

The time of the story is 1815.
The notable characters who figured
in Napoleon's defeat at Waterloo
are introduced; also Talleyrand and
other famous Frenchmen and Eng-
lishmen. The incidents which fore-
shadow the downfall of Napoleon
and his exile take up most of the
space, although a romantie love
story ends the stirring tale.

The Odds and the Evens.
By L. T. Meade.

The author has taken the unusual
plot of a children's battle to portray
the characters in this very interest-
ing story of child life.

Cloth $1.

To be had fromu any bookseller, or sent postpaid on receipt of price by

W. J. GAGE & COMPANY, Limited,
PUBLISHERS, TORONTO.

ix



j OuP Special Book Offer.
T HE Publishers of "The Canadian Magazine" have been to much trouble to

secure for their readers some of the best books and editions at reduced prices.

The following list of money-saving offers shows what success has attended

their efforts. Not even a dry goods store, with its cheaply-printed publications,

can equal this wonderful list of prices. These exceptional opportunities are offered

in the hope of inducing our present subscribers to recommend the magazine to

persons who do not know of its merits ; but in order to make no distinctions and

save complications, these offers are open to old or new subscribers. Every book

sold is guaranteed.

What more suitable for a holiday present to a book-lover than one
of the following volumes or sets:-

PICTURESQUE CANADA.
This is a reprint of the most famous illustrated description of Canada, publisfied originally in

two volumes at $3o.oo The one-volume edition was published at $6.oo. By special arrangement,
we make the following very special offer:-

Picturesque Canada..................$6.oo
Canadian Magazine, one year ........ 2.50 Special Price for Both, $4.50

$8.50 Postage Prepaid.

BEAUTIFUL BRITAIN.
Large Quarto Volume, i /2 x 13ýY2 inches,

385 pages.

This is a handsome book showing the scenery and

spiendours of Great Britain and Ireland with their Royal

Residences, Palaces, Castles, Hunting Lodges, River Banks

and Islets, Abbeys and Halls, Homes of Princes, Views of
T,'H4JNITED N1GDQM

Noted Places, Historie Landmarks and Ancient Ruins. There

are elaborate descriptions and many Historical Notes. Every

StScotchman, Irishman or Englishman living in Canada should

possess this volume, and those who are native-born will find it

a mine of pleasure and information.

Bound in Extra English Cloth
Beautiful Britain.....................$6.oo
Canadian Magazine, one year........ 2.50 Special Price for Both, $6.oo

Bound In Full Morocco
Beautifuil Britain.....................$8.oo
Canadian Magazine, one year........ 2.50 Special Price for Both, $8.oo

*, Express on books paid by purchaser. $1o.5o

The Canadian Magazine-Toronto.
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GLI11PSES OF THE WORLD.

Large Quarto Volume, 11 x 14 inches, 550 pages.

The hundreds of full-page views portraying scenes all

over the world are reproduced by the perfected half-tone

process by photographs collected by the celebrated traveller

and lecturer, JOHN L. STODDARD, by whom the pictures

are described in graphic language. In GLIMPSES OF

THE WORLD is presented a grand panorama of England,

Scotland and Ireland, France, Germany, Russia, Austria,

Turkey, Italy, Spain, Asia, Africa and North and South

America.

UNQUESTIONABLY THE FINEST WORK OF THE KIND EVER PRINTED.

Bound in Extra English Cloth
Glimpses of the World .............. $7-oo
Canadian Magazine, one year..... ... 2.50 Special Price for Both, $

$9.50

6.oo

Bound In Full Morocco, Gcit Edges
Glimpses of the World..............$ 10-oo
Canadian Magazine, one year....... 2.50 Special Price for Both, $8.oo

$12.50

DICKENS, THACKERAY, ELIOT.
Sets of Standard Authors are

always acceptable for library use

or for presentation. Special ar-

" nois vam : _ rangements enable us to supply a

beautiful edition of Dickens, Thack-

eray or Eliot. Ali these sets are

bound alike, so that a person buy-

ing all three will find them uniform.

They are printed on fine laid paper,

bound in art-linen cloth, gold top,

full gold back-especially suited for

a library.

Dickens, fifteen volumes........... $18.75
Canadian Magazine, one year....... 2.50

$21.25

Thackeray, ten volumes.............$12.50
Canadian Magazine, one year....... 2.50

$15.00
George Eliot, six volumes.......... $7.50
Canadian Magazine, one year........ 2.50

* Express on books parid by purchaser. $o.oo

Special Price for Both, $9.oo

Special Price for Both, $7.50

Special Price for Both, $6.oo

The Canadian Magazine-Toronto,



Our Special Book Offer.
KNIGHT'S SHAKESPEARE.,

We have a limited supply of this famous edition in fourteen artistic volumes, bound in half
leather with gilt tops. The text is founded upon the best authority and edited by the great Shake-
sperian scholar, Charles Knight. There are notes and analyses, a complete index, a glossary to each
play, a life of Shakespeare, and a number of beautiful illustrations.
Bound In Half LeatheP

Shakespeare, 14 volumes .......... $21.oo
Canadian Magazine, one year....... 2.50 Special Price for Both, $16.oo

**. Express on books paid by purchaser. $23.50

NEW GADSHILL DICKENS.
Just a few sets of this beautiful edition of Dickens in fifteen volumes, bound suitably in library

cloth, gilt back. Every piece of Dickens' work embodied ; more than 150 photographs and wood
engravings by famous illustrators. It is beautifully printed.
Bound in Cloth

Dickens, fifteen volumes............ $22.50
Canadian Magazine, one year....... 2.50 Special Price for Both, $16.oo

, Express on books paid by purchaser. $25.oo

HUDSON'S SHAKESPEARE.
The edition is edited by Rev. A. N. Hudson, M.A., and publislied by Estes & Lauriat, Boston.

This is the revised edition with this scholar's latest notes. Twelve volumes in half leather, library
style, panelled backs. A dainty set suitable for a lady's library. Delicate frontispieces.
Bound In Half Leather

Shakespeare, twelve volumes ....... $30.00
Canadian Magazine, one year....... 2.50 Special Price for Both, $24.oo

, Express on books paid by purchaser. $32-50

THE DUYCKINCK SHAKESPEARE.
This handsome volume (7 x 1oi inches), containing 968 pages of reading matter, with many

llustrations from modern photographs and ancient steel engravings, is thoroughly reliable. It is
published by Henry T. Coates & Co., of Philadelphia, whose reputation is well known. The notes
and glossaries are complete and reliable.
Bound In Full Russia

Duyckinck Shakespeare .......... . .. $5.o
Canadian Magazine, one year........ 2.50 Special Price for Both, $5.oo

$7-50

KINGSFORD'S HISTORY OF CANADA.
This history needs no praise from us. It is a great work. It will not be surpassed tor twenty-

five years, and is to-day the only standard authority on this subject. Regular editionî, ten volumes,
8vo., cloth, uncut edges.

Bound In Cloth
Kingsford, ten volumes .............. $30.00
Canadian Magazine, one year ....... .2.50 Special Price for Both, $25.00

Express on books paid by purdhaser. $32.50

The Canadian Magazine-Toronto.



I Our Special Book Offer.
GILBERT PARKER'5 COMPLETE WORKS.

These should be in the library of every Canadian. The set includes ten volumes bound uniformly
in cloth. The titles are The Battle of the Strong-When Valmond Came to Pontiac-Pierre and His
People-A Romany of the Snows-The Seats of the Mighty-Trail of the Sword-Mrs. Falchion-
The Translation of a Savage-The Trespasser-A Lover's Diary (Poems). The following offer
cannot be equalled anywhere.
Bound in Cloth-LibPaPY Edition

Gilbert Parker, ten volumes .......... $12.75
Canadian Magazine, one year....... 2.50 Special Price for Both, $i 1.o

$15.25

MISCELLANEOUS.
All Regular Cloth Editions.

Bourinot's "Story of Canada "-publishers' price .. $i.5o
Canadian Magazine, one year.................. 2.50 Special

$4.oo
Willson's " The Great Company "-publishers' price, $3.00
Canadian Magazine, one year.................... 2.50 Special

$5.50

Busch's " Bismark," two volumes................. $7.50
Canadian Magazine, one year.................... 2.50 Special
,*, Express on books paid by purchaser. $10.00

Churchill's " Richard Carvel "-publishers' price....$r.50
Canadian Magazine, one year..... ............. 2.50 Special

$4.00
"When Knighthood wasin Flower"-publishers'price, $1.25
Canadian Magazine, one vear................... 2.50 Special

$3.75
"Judith Moore " by Joanna E. Wood............. $1.0o
Canadian Magazine, one year.................... 2.50 Specia

$3.50
Hynotized ? " by Julian Durham ............. .. $1.25

Canadian Magazine, one year...................... 2.50 Specia
$3.75

Price for Both, $3·50
Postpaid.

Price for Both, $4.50
Postpaid.

Price for Both, $6.oo

Price for Both, $3·oo
Postpaid.

l Price for Both, $3.25
Postpaid.

l Price for Both, $2.75
Postpaid.

l Price for Both, $3·00
Postpaid.

CANADIAN MAGAZINE COOK BOOK.
FREE TOOLD To every new subscriber sending us $2.50, we will send free

and postpaid, the Canadian Magazine Cook Book, by Anne Clarke.
AND NEW This contains over 300 pages and more than i,ooo recipes, substan-

SUBSCRIBERS tially bound in enamelled cloth. We guarantee this book. In the
ordinary way it sells for One Dollar. It was compiled during the
present year, and is up-to-date. To every old subscriber renewing

and at the same time sending us one new yearly subscriber, we will mail two copies of the Cook
Book, one for himself and one for the new subscriber.

INSTRUCTIONS FOR ORDERING.
Remittances should be made by Postal Note, Post Ofice Order, or Express Order. Directions

as to shipping by freight or express should be carefully stated except where books are marked
to be sent " postpaid." The address should be written carefully and clearly. Any inquires about
these books will be replied to cheerfully and promptly. Address ail communications to

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE,
63 Yonge StPeet. TOPOntO, Ont.
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I
The Comedie Humaine of Honoré De Balzac. " In itself a whole Literature."

THE AUTHORIZED DENT-SAINTSBURY

BALZAC
Che only Complete and Unabridged Edition of the Novets of Batzac, and

now accepted universally by schotars as
Che 8tandard Cext for _nglSh Readers.

W ITH Prof. Saintsbury's scholarly editing, and invaluable introductions prefxed
to every volume, it forms the final product of his life study of Balzac. These
introductions comprise over 250 pages, and in them he tells the English reader

just what he should know of the circumstances and setting of the different stories for a
full understanding and appreciation of the matchless writings of this great author.

PRAISES FOR THE SAINTSBURr BALZAC.

This edition will become the STANDARD ONE for
English readers. -Boston Dailv Ad.vertiser.

The form of this edition is delightful-uncut
leaves, rough edges, broad margins and illustrative
etchings.-The Critic.

The new English edition of Othe " Comedie
Humaine " is praiseworthy in every respect. The
translations are good, the type and printing excellent,
and above all, Prof Saintsbury's sympathetic, in-
forming work as editor is most acceptable.-New
rork Times.

IMPORTA NT TO CANADIAN R EADERS.
MESSRS. CROSCUP & STERLING COMPANY are the zAmerican publishers of the

authorized English edition. It is not a pirated American reprint replete with typo-
graphical errors, and illustrated with cheap half-tone copies of the original etchings.

DESCRIPTION OF THE EDITION.

The volumes will be printed upon a beautiful light-weight English paper, of special manufacture. The set
will be illustrated with one hundred and sixty full page etchings, which will include besides the best extant por-
trait of Balzac, many landmarks in the great novelist's life. The work will be bound in extra light buckram,
gi!t top, uncut edges, and will be delivered complete neatly boxed.

H 0 W 0 B TA IN E D.

The set will be bound in either twenty or forty volumes. The 20 volume set will be delivered, express prepaid,
on payment of $2 and 16 monthly pavments Of $3. The 40 volume set will be delivered, express prepaid, on
payment of $3 and i9 monthly pavments of $3. Books returnable in both cases if not satisfictory.

Send postal for full prospectus, to the publishers,

CROSCUP & STERLING COMPANY, Traders' Bank B'Id'g, Toronto, Ont.
New York Office, 14 Fifth Avenue.

t
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The only complete edition of the celebrated Diary,
wvhich preserves the notes of Lord Braybrooke,
adds others of equal importance, and

RESTORES SUPPRESSED PORTIONS
of the text in amount nearly one-fifth of the whole.

* THE DIARY OF

SAMUEL PEPYS
SM. A., F. R. S.

EDITED BY HENRY B. WHEATLEY, F.S.A., London.

EDITION LIMITED TO 1,000 Numbered Copies for America of which
there have been secured ONE HUNDRED COPIES ONLYfor
CANADA, to be supplied direct/y to Subscribers through the
CANADIAN MAGAZINE.

T HE Diarv of Pepys extending from î66o to 1669, is our only picture of inner life in
English Court Circles during a part of the memorable 1 7th Century, and this new

edition with the text, which Lord Braybrooke considered inconvenient to publish, supplied
by the present editor, makes the scene a vivid one.

Mr. H. B. Wheatley, F.S.A., having now completed, after many years of labor, the
restoration of the Diary, a limited edition will at once be issued by the holders of the

copyright for the United States and Canada.
CRITICAL OPINIONS.

One isastonished at the amount of labor which must have Nothing can be iiagined more shameful and shame-
been lavished upon this work which will hereafter be re- less than the Court of Charles Il., and as we read the
girded as ihe <only e :ition of Pepys, all others being but pages of Mr. Pe-vq, one can hardly understand how
so mnany incompiete apologies for the realthing."-Bos"n the people of Ergia ad ever tolerated his memory.-- The
Courier. Week.

According to modern notions, Pepys is too outspoken. He not only says too much about himself, but too much
about his wite, whost illnesseo and gowns are always mentioned in detail. He is a delightful old gossip, but he tells
too nuch for our modern tastes. l'he v iluie of this book, which is now edited in a form that is approximately
complete, for the firut time, is that it furnishes an excellent insight into the real life of the men and women of the
time As an introduction to the literature of Queen Anne's reign, or indeed to that of the eighteenth century, it bas
no equal.-Bo.%Iopî Ilerahi. DESCRIPTION OF THE WORK.

The complete set will be in eighteen volumes, printed upon a beautiful deckle-edge paper made specially for
for the edition, with numerous full page illustrations of persons and places mentioned in the text.

The price will be $2. 50 per volume, for both Canada and the United States, bound in buckram, extra,
gilt top, uncut edges.

Positive Nti, e is given that when four-fifths of the edition has been
subscribed to, the price will at once be advanced to $3.oo per volume.

HOW TO OBTAI N IT. CROsCUP & STERLING Co., Toronto.

The entire set will be delivered, free of all Enclosed find $3 on account of one set of PEPYS'
express charges, to er7ly subs.cribecrs on fifteen IA RY, according to the terms of your offer made in CaA-
monthly payments of $3, if desirrd. DIAN MAGAZINE.

On receipt of fi:st p-yment the set will be Namc - -

shipped by pretaid express and if not found Address-
satisfactorV may be retirned within one week
and the paymmnt '-viii be immediatrly rfunded. Date --- 3-

Full descriptive pamphlet will be sent free on application to the publishers,

CROSCUP & STERLING COMPANY, Traders' Bank B'Id'g, Toronto, Ont.
New York Office, 114 Fifth Avenue.
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Pree for 15 Days
TO READERS OF THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE.

O3 ' Instrumental selections for3 the piano.
Songs for all voices with
piano accompaniment.

OVER 2200 PAGES.
20 EDITORS AND SPECIAL CONTRIBUTORS.

This valuable permanent collection of
musical masterpieces can be obtained by
those who act promptly at

Less than one-tenth the cost in sheet form.
"The most complete and valuable Musical Library ever

published."--The Keynote.
" Nothing so fine and well worth having in one's home."-

Margaret E. Sangster, Editor Harper's Bazar.
"It is a publication we can recommend. There is some-

thing that will interest all."-The Etude.
" A vocal and instrumental library of rare excellence and SIZE OF VOLUME, 9x 12 INCHES.

comprehensiveness."- The Pianist.

F T., World's Best Music
New Enlarged Edition of 8 Volumes: 4 Vocal, 4 Instrumental.

Instrumental selections by the greatest composers ; melodious, not too difficult, and including
popular and operatic melodies, dances, funeral marches, nocturnes, adagios, military pieces, and
classic and romantic piano music. The best old and new songs, duets, trios, quartets and choruses
upon every subject : Upon friendship, admiration, love and home ; upon absence, sorrow, reminis-
cence and revery ; upon humor, patriotism, nature and morality; no hymns, however. 5oo portraits
and illustrations, over 500 biographies of musicians, and more than 100 new and copyrighted selec-
tions by American musicians. The work is planned for cultured homes and sympathetic performers.

Althe e arn Strauss Liszt Rubinstein Paderewski Chopin Wagner
over 400 other Mozart Saint-Saens Balfe Haydn Gounod Emmett
CompoSeers Beethoven Gottschalk Su van Schytte handelt Buck
rep esented Schumann Grieg Smiti sihzet penedict Damrosch
in thiq Schubert Chaminade Bishop Rameau nattei De Koven
matchless Lover Rçendel Chwatai Rachmaninoff Czibuika Paure
collection: uoore Hensiet Cowen Goldmark t tolloy Gilbert

CatiTacOr L L caTo get this Treasury of Music, Art and Biography into
m Th if coth i dyour home: Use the volumes for 15 days. If they are

Ohihwre GT Inot satisfactoy, return them at our expense; if satie
of $ .0 Tnp cn.sfactory, make payments as stipulated below.

SPECIAL OFFER TO THE CANADIAN MACAZINE READERS.

Send us your application at once, stating which style of binding you prefer, cloth or half-leather.
We will forward the entire set, charges prepaid. We will allow you 1.5 days in which to exaine this
wonderful collection of music. if you are not satisfied, you can return the set at our expense. If
satisfactory, you can make your first payment of $U.oo, and remit thereafter $.oo a month for 7
months, if cloth is ordered, making a total payment of $i8.oo. If you select the half-leather binding,
which we recommend, there will be three more monthly payments o 'f $r.oo, making a total payment
of $21.oo. Ten per cent. is deducted for cash payment. We assume all risk. We suggest that you
apply at once if you desire to obtain a set of this limited edition. Don't fail to mention THE CANA-
DIAN MAGAZINE. Address,

Absolutely no Risk to you.
we py Transortation and Customs Cha,,es The University Society,

you Mention this Publication.
Send Postal for Beautifu Specimen Pae 78 Fifth Avenue, New York.
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NEW FICTION FOR THE CHRISTMAS SHOPPER.
Dionyslus The Weaver's HearV Dearest. By Blanche Willis Howard.

s2no. Paper, 50 Cents; Cloth, $1.25.

A novel in which the author of "One Summer," " Guenn," etc., returns to her earliest and most

sympathetic manner. The story centres in the daughter of a Swabian peasant family at service in a
German noble household.

The .Gentleman from Indiana. By Booth Tarkington.
Paper, 75 Cents ; Cloth, $1.25.

Mr. Tarkington has produced an extraordinarily strong and realistic novel of The " Middle West."
As a " first book " it augurs a speedy addition to the ranks of successful American novelists.

The Chronioles of Aunt Minervy Ann. By Joel Chande Harris. Illustrated by
A. B. Frost. Paper, 75 Cents; Cloth, $I.25.

Mr. Harris bas succeeded in creating a second original character as whimsically charming an
individual as " Uncle Remus." Aunt Minervy Ann, is an old-fashioned negro mammy of a sort now
fast dying out in the south.

The Log of a Bea Walf. Being My First Four Year at Sea. By Frank T. Bullen, author
of "The Cruise of The Cachalot." Paper, 75 Cents; Cloth, $î.25.

Kit Kennedy. By S. R. Crockett, author of " The Lilac Sunbonnet," etc.
A splendid Christmas book, and said to be Crockett's masterpiece.

Paper, 75 Cents; Cloth, $1.25; Gilt top rough edge, $1.50; Hait Calf, $2.50.

No. 5 John Street. By Richard Whiteing. Paper, 50 Cents; Cloth, $i.oo.
" No. 5 John Street is one of the really great books of the decade." Everyone sbould read it.

David Harum. Over 335,000 already sold. By Edward Noyes Westcott. A LIVING BOOK.

Paper, 75 Cents; Cloth, $1.25; Cloth, glit top rough edge, $i.5o; Half Caif, $2.50.
ALL BOOKSELLERS SELL THEM.

WILLIAM BRICCS, Publisher - - - 29-33 Richmond Street W., TORONTO.

EVERYBODY READS IT. ESTABLISHED 1778. THE OLDEST AND BEST.

Montreal, P.Q.

T HE MORNING PAPER GETS THE FIRST CHANCE AT
PEOPLE. IT HITS THEM WHEN THEY HAVE THE

DAY BEFORE THEM, AND THEY ACT UPON THE

SUGGESTIONS OF AN ADVERTISEMENT WHILE IT IS

FRESH IN THEIR MIND.

THE GAZETTE IS THE ONLY MORNING
PAPER PUBLISHED IN MONTREAL . . .

RICHARD WHITE,
Managing-Dreetop.

SUBSCRIPTION, SMEATON WHITE,
$6.00 PER YEAR. Assistant ManageP.
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From PROF. GEIKIE,

Dean of Trinity Medical College.

Holyrood Villa, Toronto.

I enjoy the "Witness " very much

and prize it highly. The "Witness"

does its duty fully at all events. I

have read the paper from my boy-

hood and my father took it from the

first. I shall take it while I live.

Yours faithfully,
WALTER B. GEIKIE.

"AT SEA WITHOUT IT."

Messrs. John Dougall & Son,
Montreal:

Sirs,-I have been a subscriber to

the "Witness" for about fourteen

years, and never failed to get the

paper regularly till last week. This

incident has shown me how much I

have grown to depend on the "Wit-

ness" for reliable information on

current topics of interest. In fact, I

may say that for the week I was

quite at sea as to the Transvaal war,

the Canadian contingent, etc. I

shall continue to say a good word for

your publications, as I can.
Wishing you success, I remain

yours truly,
OTTO HILDEBRAND,

Doak, N.B., Nov. 2.

HIS IDEAL.

The " Witness " is the only paper

that reaches my idea of what a news-

paper should be-impartial, just, sin-

cerely seeking to advance whatever

s for the nation's or the individual's

good. Its bold stand for prohibition,

for honesty on the part of politicians,

and for civic and national rights,

make it well worthy the regard and

confidence of every lover of hi coun-

try. In respect of ability it takes no

second place in Canada.
REV. W. C. BROWN

South Farmington, N.S.

A TESTIMONY FROM
ENGLAND.

We feel that the 'Witness' is

teaching the world what the world

greatly needs to learn - that a

Christian paper can live and prosper,

and hold its own against the keenest

competition, if, we say, the Christian

element in the community will be but

loyal to it. Looking over the 'Wit-

ness' we feel sure that it deserves

support. and would expect that it

would be the paper of the intelligent,

because it is the paper of intelligence.

In other words. a regular reader of

he • Witness will be a well-inform-

ed man."-The Sunday Reader

Magazine, London, England.

Mr. Norman, editor of the imaginary newspaper depicted in "In His
Steps," puts three questions to his managing editor, Mr. Clark.

" Come in here a minute, Clark, and shut the door," said Norman; then he con-
tinued-" Clark, if Christ were editing a daily paper, do you honestly think he wvould
print three columns and a half of prize fight in it ?

"Clark, do you think if Jesus were the editor and proprietor of a daily paper in
Raymond, he would print advertisements of whiskey and tobacco in it ? "

" Cirk, do you mean that we can't run the paper strictly on Christian principles
and make it succeed ?"

As to the answer of the two first questions Mr. Norman had no
doubt. The answer to the last question, as he explained on a later
occasion, rested with the Christian people of Raymond. For the
story, read " In His Steps."

"CHRISTIAN JOURNALISM.-

The Rev. Charles M. Sheldon, author of " In His Steps,' etc.. etc., writes :-" I
have read the 'Witness' with much interest, and I cannotsay that I know of any
dailv paper in the United States that is conducted on such high Christian principles.
I wish I did, for ifever we needed such a paper in our country we needit now. Let me
express to you my appreciation of the Christian heroism and consecration which
makes a paper like the 'Witness' a possibility. I have always believed it possible
for a Christian daily to succeed. You have proved that it can. So much of the ideal
nevspaper in' In His Steps' is therefore real.

Very cordially yours,
CHARLES M. SHELDON."

Topeka, Kan.
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One of the best tests you can find of the moral
calibre of a periodical is in the character of its
advertising. By the sense of responsibility shown
in the advertisements admitted you may not be

able to discern the religious denomination, but you can gauge correctly the moral grade of the

proprietor. That the public mind is vulgarized by the swash served in the sensational papers is cer-

tain, and it is to be hoped that there will soon be a reaction. Just what degree of excellence in

journalism the public are prepared for is a question. It is, perhaps, not to be expected that people

without culture will show fine taste and discrimination, but at the same time we know very well that

some of the best literature has the widest circulation. One would think from this evidence that

there is opportunity for the best in newspapers. The people have the notion that "a one cent crime

is no sin." Readers ought to realize that they themselves are largely responsible for the sensation-

alism of the daily papers. They can't put ail the blame on the speculative proprietors with their

rotary presses and cheap processes. If readers are self-indulgent and willing to gratify curiosity by

patronizing and helping support the more trashy publications, the moral responsibility rests on them

as well as on the owners. Publishers will furnish better papers if readers refuse to buy poor

ones. We should feel and act accordingly. Upon the public rests the duty of selection."-Inter-

view with Richard Watson Gilder, editor of the Cen/ury Magazine, New York, as reported in The

Outlook.
"Perhaps one hardly goes too far in saying that no other news-

paper in this country, even it may be on this continent, has been

conducted from the beginning with more resolute honesty,

independence and desire to be just and right, than the Montreal Witness. The success of the paper

is an evidence of the fact that character counts for success in journalism. In spite of the keenest

competition and opposition it has prospered steadily, nor is it too much to say that the mainspring

of its prosperity has been public confidence in its motives and character."-Ottawa journal.

" I see from this week's Christian World that there is a paper carried

Sjy? a .on in the very saine lines as the imaginary one described in 'In His

Steps.' It is the Montreal Daily Witness, and is said to be the only

one of the kind in the world. That can hardly be said to be a very creditable thing for the Christian

Church. Can anyone doubt that such a paper must be an enormous force on the side of purity,

righteousness, and every good and noble cause? I can imagine fewer greater blessings than could

come to any community than the presence of such a paper in its midst. Just imagine what it would

be to have in this island (the Isle of Man) a newspaper absolutely free from personalities, stories of

petty scandal, betting news, and advertisements of anything that could be to the moral detriment

of the people. I am aware that for such a task a man of enormous courage and faith would be

needed. But if such a man did arise in our midst, it would be such a call to duty to ail Christian

people as has hardly ever come to us yet. He would have great difficulties to fight with, but I

wonder what right any of us would have to call ourselves followers of Jesus if we did not stand by
him and see him through. Surely this is no mere utopian dream. It ought to be perfectly feasible.

If our Christian profession is a reality and not a sham ; if ail, or even a large portion of the

Church members were to be governed by the rule, ' What would Jesus do?' they would make

it quite possible for such a paper as the one described as existing in Montreal, to live and flourish

among us."-Rev. D. B. Inglis, B.A., in Mona's Herald, Isle of Man.

DAILY WITNESS, $3.00. WEEKLY WITNESS, $'.oo.
Remit at once and secure remainder of 1899 FREE.
Special Agents Wanted in every City, Town and Village.

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
Witness Building, MONTREAL.
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Bills, Notes and Cheques
Bills of Exchange Act, 1890, Canada and
Amending Act of 1891, with notes and illus-
trations from Canadian, English and Ameri-
can Decisions, by J. J. McLaren, Q.C., D.
C.L., LL.D., Second Edition, 1896; Half
Calf, $5.5o.

Banks and Banking
The Bank Act of Canada, with Notes,
Authorities and Decisions, and the Law
relating to Cheques, Warehouse Receipts,
Bills of Landing, etc., by J. J. McLaren,
Q.C., D.C.L., LL.D., 1896. Half Calf,

$4.50.

The above books will be sent by book-post, pre-
paid, to any part of Canada on receipt of price.

Catalogues free on application.

THE CARS WELL CO.
LIMITED

TORONTO, ONTARIO

Mr. T. Fisher Unwin
PUBLISHER

LONDON, ENGLAND
Issues a large variety of works dealing with Travel and

Adventure, Mountaineering, History, Biography,
Theology, Poetry and Fiction, etc.

Mr. Unwin will be pleased to forward copies of Catalogues
and Lists, containing full particulars of all books published
by him. to all Literary men, book-readers, students, librar-
ians, societies, and the like, post free, on application.

JUST PUBLISHED

Every Book-reader should have
a copy of UNWIN'S

CHAP BOOK
This is a Christmas Budget of Interesting facts
about Authors, Excerpts, complete in them-
selves, fron Works hot from the press, and
Original Contributions. It is very fully illustra-
ted and contains a Frontispiece in three colours.
It will be sent, post free, to any address in the
world on receipt of 25 cents.

T. Fisher Unwin, Publisher
Il Paternoster Buildings, LONDON, ENGLAND

The Christmas Annuals-1899
Boy's Own Paper, -
Chatterbox, - - -

Children's Friend, -
Infants Magazine, -

$1.75 Leisure Hour, - - $1.75
75 Sunday at Home, - 1.75
50 Quiver, - - - - 2.50
50 British Workman, 50

And OthePs. Send foP, our Christmas Liste.

JOHN YOUNG, - 102 Yonge Street, - TORONTO.

.......... .................................. 4~

THE NORTHERN LIFE ASSURANCE
COMPANY OF CANADA.

W A NIT
6 General Agents to take charge of first-class producing
districts in Eastern and Western Ontario.

To men of energy and capable of writing a good .
. volume of business personally, as well as securing and

supervising local agents, liberal contracts will be made.'w ited Apply to Head Office, LONDON, ONT.

Li
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* ReadyDecemberlSth.*

The Canadian Business Firms
AND

Western Union Telegraph Code
The Most Complete CODE Ever Placed on the Market.

Comprising Over 152,000 Words.

Write for Circular of Particulars. Every Business Man Should
Have This Code.

The G. M. ROSE & SONS CO., Limited,

Temple Building, TORONTO.



Hloughton, Mifflin & Company's
HOLIDAY BOOKS

BACKLOG STUDIES
By CHARLEs DUDLEY WARNER. Holidav Edition. With
12 illustrations and 13 head-pieces by Edmund H. Garrett.
ramo, $2.oo.

A beautiful edition of one of Mr. Warner's most delightful
books, and a peculiarly attractive gift volume.

THE MARBLE FAUN
By NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE. Roman Edition. Illus-
trated with 48 reproductions of carefully selected recent
photographs of famous sculptures, paintings, and historic
localities. Carefully printed, tastefully bound. 2 vols..
16mo, gilt top, $3.00.

THE TENT ON THE BEACH
By JOHN G. WHITTIER. Holiday Edition. A very good
book for a gift. With rubricated initials and 12 fuil-page
illustrations by Charles H. and Marcia O. Woodbury.
1amo, $1.50.

REMINISCENCES
î8:9-x899. A book of uncommon interest. By JULIA
WARD HowE. With numerous portraits and other illus-
trations. tramo, $2.50.

PLANTATION PAGEANTS
By JOEL CHANDLER HARRIS, author of the Uncle Remus
and Thimblefinger stories. Fully illustrated by E. Boyd
Smith. Square 8vo, $2.oo.
Another of Mr. Harris's delightful Thimblefinger stories.

THE WIFE OF HIS YOUTH
AND OTHER STORIES. A group of engaging stories.
By CHARLES W. CHESNUTT, author of " The Conjure
Woman." Illustrated. Crown 8vo, $î.so.

A PRETTY TORY
BV JEANIE GOUL LiNCOLN, author of " Ai Unwilling
Afaid." Illustrated. iamo, $.

A story of Revolutionary days, orMarion's men, the battle
of Cowpens-and love.

UNDER THE CACTUS FLAG
A story of life in Mexico. By NORA ARcHIRALD SNIITH,
author, with Mrs. Wiggin, of "The Story Hour," - The
Republic of Childhood." With 8 illustrations. 16mo, $I.25.

AN UNKNOWN PATRIOT
By FRANK S. CHILD. Illustrated. Crown 8vo, $.,0.

An absorbing story of the " Secret Service " in Connecticut
during the Revolution.

A JERSEY BOY IN THE REVO-
LUTION

A capital story. By E. T. ToMLINSON, author of " The
Boys of Old Monmouth." With illustrations. Crows n 8vo.
$1.50.

THE BOYS OF SCROOBY
A wide-awake story of the time of Queen Elizabeth. By
RUTH HAuI, author of "In the Brave Days of Old."
With a frontispiece illustration. i2ino, $2.50.

BETTY LEICESTER'S CHRIST-
MAS

By SARAH ORNE JEWiETT. With decorative cover and
illustrations. Square ,2mo, $1.oo.

This book will chari all readers, especially those who have
read " Betty Leicester."

DOROTHY AND HER FRIENDS
A delightful continuation of " Dorothy Deane." By
ELEN OLNEY KiRK. With a decorative cover and illus-
trations. 16mo, $t.25.

THE OTHER FELLOW
By F. HOPKINSON SMrri author of " Caleb West, Master
Diver," " Tom Grogan," etc. With illustrations. u2mo,
$1.50.

A thoroughly interesting book, and quite handsome enough
for gift purposes.

LOVELINESS
A Storv. By EuIzABETH STUART PHELrS. With illustra-
tions. Square i2mo. attractively bound, $0.oo.

An exceedingly interesting story of a pet dog that almost fell
a victim to vivisection, but was rescued.

MEMOIRS OF A REVO-
LUTIONIST

An extraordinarily interesting book. By P. KROPOTKIN.
With three portraits. 8vo, $2.ou.

HORACE BUSHNELL
An admirable book on the great light of the American
pulpit. By THEODoRF T. MUNGER, D.D. With two
portraits. 12mo, $2.oo.

LETTERS AND RECOLLECTIONS
OF JOHN M. FORBES

The story of a princely American. Edited by his daughter,
SARAH F. HuGHEs. With portraits, map, and facsimile.
2 vols. 8vo, $5-o.

CONTEMPORARIES
A delightful book on famous men and women. By THOMAS
WENTWORTH HIGGINSON. 2nmo, $2.o.

LIFE OF EDWIN M. STANTON
A work of remarkable interest on Lincolns Great War
Secretary. By GEORGE C. GoRHAM. Illustrated. 2 vols.
8Svo, $6.00.

A CENTURY OF SCIENCE
AND OTHER ESSAYS. A new book of great variety
and interest. BV JOHN FISK E. Crown 8vo, $2.00.

THROUGH NATURE TO GOD
A companion volume to "The Idea of God' and "The
Destiny of Man." By JOHN FIsKE. 16mo, $1.oo.

RELIGIO PICTORIS
Problens of life and religion from the view point of an
artist. By HELEN BIGE.LoW MERRIMAN, author of " What
Shall Make Us Whole ? " rano, $1.5o.

THE QUEEN'S TWIN
AND OTHER STORIES. Another charning series of
tales. BV SARAH ORNE JEWETT. 16mo, $1.25.

SQUARE PEGS
A readable novel with a high purpose By MRs. ADELINE
1). T. WHITNEY. -ImO, $î.50.

PRISONERS OF HOPE
An historical novel of rare power, dramatic force, and liter-
ary niastery B> 1y MARY JOHNSTON. With a frontispiece
illustration. Crown 8vo, $i.50.

TIVERTON TALES
A book of delightful New England stories. By ALicE
BRoWN. 2 mo, $1.50.

THE HELPERS
A Novel of the Far 'est. By FRANCIS LYNDE. Crown
Svo, $1 .50.

Sold by all Booksellers. Sent Postpaid, by

HOUGHTON, MIFFLIN & COMPANY, Boston.
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elleville Business College
BELLEVILLE, - ONTARIO.

MODERN.

Established
1889.

THOROUGH.

Courses of Study and Training.
I. COMMERCIAL:

Bookkeeping, Double and Single Entry. 2. Business Calculations.

3. Business Writing. 4. Business Letters. 5. Business Papers and Law.

6. Business Office Practice. 7. Banking and Insurance.

Brokers' and Agency Accounts. 9. Transportation Accounts.

io. Auditing and Auditors' Accounts. il. Business History and Geography.

Il. SHORTHAND AND TYPEWRITING:
Shorthand. 2. Rapid Dictation. 3. Typewriting.

4. Manifolding. 5. Letterpress Copying. 6. Filing of Letters, Invoices, Etc.

7. Penmanship. 8. Correspondence. 9. Business Papers.

ro. Legal Papers. ii. Office Practice. 12. Court Reporting.

III. TELEGRAPHING:
Commercial and Railway Work. 2. Standard Code Rules of Railway Service.

IV. SPECIAL COURSES, ConcurPent with I. and Il.:
Civil Service Qualifications. Indexing. Précis-writing. Statistics. English.

French and German. b. Mathematics. c. Penmanship.

d. Lectures-Trade Law, Banking, Agriculture.

Further information
Address J. FRITH JEFFERS, M. A., Principal.

p..

TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIc.
DR. EDWARD FISHER, Musical Director.

Affliated with the University of Toronto and with TrInity University.
Oldest and Largest Music School and Strongest Faculty in Canada.

Location, Buildings, Equipment and Facilities unexcelled in America.
Affords unequalied advantages for an Artistic and Complete Musical Education of the ilghest Standard.

Artists' and Teachers' Graduating Courses, Scholarships, Diplomas, Certificates, Medals, Etc.
The attendance which was 1,081 last year Is larger than ever this Season.

NEW CALENDAR AND SYLLABUS MAILED FREE.

Conservatory School of Elocution. muD.MASSON,
Reading, Recitation, Oratory, Voice Culture, Physical Culture, Rhetoric, English

Literature, Orthoepy, Psychology, Pedagogy.

B

a.Forf**4
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Brantford Young Ladies' College
and

Conservatory of Music.
A most beautiful and healthful residential school.

Highly trained staff for all departments. Special
provision for young ladies desiring to take a course
of reading under careful and competent supervision.

Conservatory of Music, embracing twenty-five
teachers, is affiliated with Toronto College of Music.
All departments taught. Pupils received at any time.

Apply to Rev. W. R. Cruikshank, B.A., Principal.

Toronto Collge of Music aEocuton
Winter Term has now Opened.

An excellent time to start. Students are sure ot an
artistic musical education here.

F. IL TORRINGTON, Musical Directur.IH. N. SHAW, BA., Principal of Schoc> of Elocution.

NELLIE BERRYMAN, vice-Plrincipal.12-14 Pembroke St., Toronto.

SCHOOL OF
PRACTICAL SCIENCE

TORONTO
Established 1878

Affiliated to the University of Toronto

This School is equipped and supported en-
tirely by the Province of Ontario, and gives
instruction in the followirfg departments:

1-CIVIL ENCINEERINC
2-MININC ENCINEERINC
3MECHANICAL AND ELECTRICAL ENCINEERINC
4-ARCHITECTURE
6-ANALYTICAL AND APPLIED CHEMISTRY

Special attention is directed to the facilities
possessed by the School for giving instruction in
Mining Engineering. Practical instruction is
given in Drawing and Surveying, and in the
following Laboratories:
1-Chemical 2-Assaylng 3-Milling 4-Steam

8-Metrological 6-Electrical 7-Testing
The School has good collections of Minerals, Rocks

and Fossils. Special Students will be received, as well
as those taking regular courses.

For full information see Calendar.

L. B. STEWART, Secretary

Ridley College
ST. CATHARINES, ONT.

A Church School for Boys.

Established for the purpose of uniting religious
instruction and moral training with thoronghly
efficient secular education and physical development.
The climate is the mildest and finest in Canada.

Boys prepared for the universities and for business.
Apply to-

REV. J. O. MILLER, M.A,
Principal•

THE

HAMILTON, ONT.

Established Nearly 40 Years.

This College has by its advanced work
attained to the first place amongst the
very highest rank of such institutions.

Its teaching staff is the best to be had,
and through its ex-students it is to-day
connected with over A THOUSAND
BUSINESS FIRMS in Canada and the
United States.

A Beautiful Prospectus will tell you ail
about it. Write for it to

R. E. GALLAGHER, Principal,
MAMILTON, ONT.
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JL. M. COLLEGE

OUR STAFF (

N. A. HAL,

W. P HA rincipal.

P. McINTOSM RCAL

A. F. SPROT TPEMN

Il. ARK,

WM ACOMMERCIAL.

WV. S. WOODS,

A.M. KENNEDY,

C. E. SMITS H AN

L. M. JOLLY RTIG

N. A. HILL,LERPY

Hl. HIANCOCK,RAIG

Our Departments.
BUSINESS,

S HORT H A N
TYPEWRITING,

TELE(;RAPHV flRIXI
STRONG ELENHNSHIP

AND ART.

STAFF À WORK
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Canada Permanent
Loan and Savings Company.

INCORPORATED 1855.

The Oldest and Largest Canadian Mortgage Corporation

Paid-up Capital, -
Reserve Fund - -

HEAD OFFICE: Toronto Street, Toronto.

-$2,600,000
- 1,200,000

Branch Offices Winnipeg,Man:

DIRECTORS
President and Managing Director, J. HERBERT MASON. - Vice-President, WILLIAM G. GOODERHIAM

EDWARD HOOPER, SAMUEL NoRDHEIMER, W. D. MATTHEWS. RALPH K. BURGESS,

G. W. MONK, W. E. WELLINGTON.

Assistant Manager, Alfred J. Mason. Superintendent, Rufus S. Hudson. Secretary, George H. Smith.

General Agents-WINNIPEG: G. F. R. HARRIS. VANCOUVER: CESARE J. MARANI.

DEPOSITS RECEIVED. Interest allowed, payable or compounded half-yearly.

DEBENTURES ISSUED for one, two, three, four or five years, with interest coupons
attached.

MONEY LENT on security of Real Estate Mortgages, Government and Municipal
Bonds, etc.

For further particulars, apply to

J. HERBERT MASON, Managing Director - - - TORONTO.

GOOD BUSINESS BOOKS
Are the Product of a

GOOD BUSINESS SCHOOL
Ny4/frNrl

OWEN SOUND, ONT.,

. Has published more books on business sub-
* jects than all other business colleges in Cana-

da conbined. Two of them are recommended
. by the Institute of Chartered Accountants of
4 Ontario. Write for Catalogue and College

Journal to
C. A. FLErING, Principal, Owen Sound, Ont.

Keep a Scrap Book ?
If you do we would like to supply interesting news-

paper cippings for it. The papers contairi scores of
items that you would like to keep-little 'personals'
about your friends-obituaries -scraps of poetry-
notes of general interest. We have clippings to sell
on any subject discussed in th ecolumns Of the Cana-
dian press. Post card brings particulars.

CANADIAN PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU,
505 Board of Trade,

Telephone Main i55. MONTREAL.

"Qlen j1aht," MISSVEALS'SCHOOL
COR. SPADINA AVE. & MORRIS ST., TORONTO.

PUPILS FREPARED VOR TUE UNIVERSITIES,

London, Ont.

Hellmuth L adies' College
(No w within city limits).

Four Graduation, and Elective Courses. Music

a specialty. Number received limited.

For Calendar address

REV. E. N. ENGLISH, M.A., Principal.
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Life !
If you would relieve your mind of 'a great

deal of anxiety about the future of your loved

ones-make sure provision for them now,

while you have health, by insuring in the
North American Life. All that's best in life

insurance, which is the only kind of property

the law absolutely secures to " Preferred

Beneficiaries," is given in the plans of the

North American.

Write for information, and let us or our

agents, who are almost everywhere, explain a

plan well adapted to your needs.

L. Goldman, Wm. McCabe,
Secretary. Managing

North American Life Assurance Company,
112-118 King Street West, Toronto, Ont.

)irector.

Assessment System. Mutuai Principle.

Mutual Reserve Life Ass'n.
It is the peer of any Life Assurance Company in the

world in point of value received for money paid,
which is the true standard of comparison.

It is the largest Natural Premitum Life Association in
the world. It has written the largest volume of
insurance at the sane age of any Life Insurance
Conpany in the worid.

[t is the best abused Life Insurance Company in the
world by its conpetitors, by yellow journals, and
sianderous circulars, emanating from the sanie
source.

It has saved its policy-holders over tifty millions of
dollars in eighteen years the old double rate system
would have extorted fron them in preniums, which
accounts for the above abuse.

It has paid nearly forty millions in death claims in
eiglteen years. It is the people's insurance, of the
people, by the people and for the people.

It is the easiest conpany to work for, and the hardest
company to work against, which is proven by the
guerrilla methods used by our competitors.

It wants men of pluck and energy to represent it in
cvery district. and lay its merits honestly before
the people.

Its new Comîbination Option Policy is a model of
brevity and plain English. at about forty per cent.
below the old systen rates, containing all the es-
sential features in life insurance. For particulars
address,

W. J. MURRAY, Manager,
Freehold Loan Building, - - TORONTO, ONT.

Cor. King and Victoria Streets, Toronto.

tooarb of Eirectors.
PRESIDENT:

HON. GEO. A. COX, Senator,
President Canadian Bank of Commerce, Toronto.

VICE-PRESIDEN TS:
Richard Hall, Esq., of Messrs. Richard Flall & Son

Peterborough,
Fred G. Cox, Esq., Managing Director Imperial Lite Insur-

ance Company, Toronto.

Sir Thos. W. Taylor, Toronto.
J. W. Fiavelle, Esq.. Managing Director The Wm. Davies

Co'y Limited ; President National Trust Co'y., Toronto.
Robert Jaffray, Esq., President The Globe Printing Com-

pany; )irector Inperial Bank, Toronto.
Wm. Mackenzie. Esq., President Toronto Railway Con-

pany. Toronto.
Chester D. Massey, Esq., Treasurer Massey-Harris Com-

pany, Toronto.
J. J. Kenny. Esq., Vice-President Western Assurance Com-

pany and British America Assurance Company, Toronto.
Rev. John Potts, D.D., Bursar Victoria University, Toronto.
A. E. Ames Esq., of Messrs. A. E. Aines & Co., rst Vice-

President Toronto Board of Trade, Toronto.
Frederick C. Taylor, Esq., Mavor, Lindsay.
J. M Mousser, Esq., Assistant-Secretary Massey-Harris

Company, Toronto.
A. A. Cox, Esq., Peterborough.

F. W. BAILLIE, E. R. WOOD,
Serretarv. Managing Director.
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Unparalleled Success.
To say that the year closing with December

31st, 1899, has been a year of unparalleled suc-
cess in the history of

The Temperance and General
Life Assurance Company

is to state the case correctly.

TOTAL ABSTAINERS are realizing that .

they should have better terms than non-abstain- 4

ers, and that they can get them from the T. & >
G. Life.

<4' Prudent men purchase protection where they %

can get most for their money. The T. & G.
is The Best Company for The Best Risks.

Total abstainers will never pass it by if they

are wise.

HON. G. W. ROSS, President.

H.|ISUTHERLAND, Managing Director. M

HED OFFICE-Globe Building, Toronto.
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The London Life Insurance Co.
Head Office, LONDON, ONT.

Government Deposit, - - - $ 60,000
Invested Assets Over - - - 850,000

'ID

A. O. JEFFERY, LL.B., D.C..
Vice-President.

A MATTER OF DOLLARS AND SENSE.

Life Insurance, it has been said, " is merely a matter of dollars and
sense." Common sense and good business judgment dictate that protec-
tion be provided for individual, domestic and partnership interests.

Full particulars as to rates, etc., will be cheerfully furnished by any
agent of the Company, or on application to the Head Office.

JOHN G. RICHTER, Manager.

A
Welcome Xmas

Gift,
An Investment Policy

in the
Manufacturers Life.

Head Office,
Toronto.

J. F. JUNKIN,
MANAGoNG DiotcTon

JOHN McCLAKY, Esg.,
President.

'w

The

Federal
niiiliiiLolfe

Iassulrance
DoHipallj

HEAD OFFICE:

Hamilton, can.

Capital and Assets, - - $1,475,283.41

Surplus to Policyholders, 717,884.21
Paid Policyholders in 1898, 143,702.25

Most Desirable Policy Contracts.

JAS. H. BEATTY, DAVID DEXTER,
President. Managing Director,

J. K. McCUTCHEON,
Superintendent of Agencies.
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The Ontario Mutual Life.
ESTABLISHED 1870.

DOMINION DEPOSIT-$ 100,000.
Assurance in force January 1st, 1899. $23,703,979
Cash Inconie, 1898, ------ --- 923,941
Assets, Deceniber 31st, 1898, - ----- 4,136,129
Reserve for Security of Policyholders, 1898, - - 3,838,815
Surplus over ail Liabilities, Dec 31st, 1898, Actuamries' 4% 271,197
Surplus on Government Standard, 4i% - ---- 440,000

The Oldest, Largest, Strongest and Best Life Assurance Companies in the
World are Mutual Companies.

The Ontario is not an Assessment Company. It is a level-premium old line
Company. It holds Reserves for the security of its policyholders based on the
Actuaries' Table, with 4 per cent. interest, being higher than the Government
standard.

The dividends to the policyholders under the quinquennial distributions of profits
declared in 1896, 1897, 1898 and 1899 were 10 per cent Higher than the Estimates
put in the hands of the Company's Agents for 1891, 1892, 1893 and 1894.

All desirable forms of insurance and annuities are issued by this Company. We
have the best of everything that is good in life insurance. Our rates compare favorably
with those of other Companies, and our dividends to policyholders are unequalled.

Money to Loan on improved farms, Church property, etc., at lowest current
rates. Terms of re-payment easy. Costs low. Debentures purchased.

The Business of the Company foP 1899 bids faiP to be the most
favorable in its history. Every department of its growing
business shows Economy, Stability and Progress.

Head Office, WATERLOO, ONT.

BOARD OF DIRECTORS:

ROBERT MELVIN, President, Guelph.
Alfred Hoskin, Q.C., 1st Vice-Pres. E. P. Clement.
B. M. Britton, Q.C., M.P., 2nd Vice-Pres. W. J. Kidd, B.A.
Francis C. Bruce. Geo. A. Somerville, B.A.
J. Kerr Fisken, B.A. Hon. J. T. Garrow, Q.C.
Hon. F. W. Borden, M.D. Wm. Snider.

R't Hon. Sir Wilfrid Laurier, P.C., G.C.M.G., Premier of Canada.

OFFICERS:

T. R. EARL, Supt. of Agencies. C. S. FOREST, Loan Inspector.
J. H. WEBB, M.D., Medical Director. MILLAR & SIMS, Solicitors.

GEO. WEGENAST, Manager. W. H. RIDDELL, Secretary.
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Pamphlets.
HE CONFEDERATION LIFE ASSOCIATION

PUBLISHES AN INTERESTING SET OF PAMPHLETS GIVING
FULL PARTICULARS REGARDING ITS VARIOUS PLANS OF

INSURANCE, AND WILL BE PLEASED TO SEND THEM TO ANY
ONE INTERESTED, ON APPLICATION TO THE HEAD OFFICE,
TORONTO, OR TO ANY OF THE ASSOCIATION'S AGENTS.

Policies Issued on all Approved
Plans of Insurance.

THE UNCONDITIONAL ACCUMULATIVE POLICY IS ABSOLUTELY
FREE FROM CONDITIONS FROM DATE OF ISSUE, AND GUARAN-
TEES EXTENDED INSURANCE OR A PAID UP POLICY AFTER TWO
YEARS OR A CASH VALUE AFTER FIVE YEARS.

Confeberatton
ASSOCIATION.

HON. SIR W. P. HOWLAND, K. C. M. G., C. B.,
PRESIDENT.

W. C. MACDONALD, J. K. MACDONALD,
ACTUARY. MANAGING DIRECTOR.

HEAD OFFICE, - TORONTO.
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HEAD OFFICE

g, Cor. Richmond and Bay
EUROPE-2 4 Charing Cross, LONDON,
UNITED STATES-6 4 3 6 Kimbark Ave.,
THE ATLANTIC COAST- 3 2o Broadway

C COAST--Phelan Building, 8o6 Market S
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BENEFITS GIVEN BY THE I. O. F.
Your special attention is called to this great Fraternal Benefit Society, and you are invited to become

a member of it, thereby securing the following substantial benefits:

(a) FOR YOURSELF DURINC YOUR LIFETIME.
i.-The Social and Fraternal Privileges of the Court Room.
2.-Free Medical Attendance by the Court Physician, except where dispensed with

by by-law of the Court. Some Courts also furnish free medicine, and in certain cases trained nurses.

3.-A Sick Benefit of $3 a week for the first two weeks, $5 per week for the next /en
weeks, and, subject to the approval of the Executive Council, $3 per week for twelve additional weeks
of any illness. (The Sick and Funeral Benefits are optional. It costs $2 to become enrolled for
them ; the monthly premiums run fron 40c. to $1 per month, according to age of enrolment.)

4.-A Total and Permanent Disability Benefit of $250, $500, $1,000, $1,500,
$2,000 or $2,5oo (or one-half the face value of your Mortuary Benefit Certificate), with exemption from
the further payment of premiums or Court dues, upon total and permanent disablement by disease or
accident, which may occur at any time.

5.-An Old Age Benefit, consisting of exemption from payment of Premiums and
Court Dues after the seventieth year of age.

6.-An Old Age Disability Benefit of $50, $oo, $200, $300, $400 or $5oo (or one-
tenth of the face value of your Mortuary Benefit Certificate), payable annually for ten years from the
date after the seventieth birthday at which you are adjudged to be totally and permanently disabled
by the infirmities of age. If drath should occur before the ten annual payments have been made, the
unpaid instalments will be paid in one sum to your beneficiaries.

7.-An Old Age Pension Benefit, payable annually during total and permanent
disability, which you can elect to take as a substitute for the Old Age Disability Benefit upon being
adjudged totally and permanently disabled by the infirmities of age. The amount of the pension is
determined (a) by the value of the Mortuary Certificate held, and (b) by the age at which the total
and permanent disablement occurs. On a $5,ooo certificate or policy at age 70 the annual pension
would 'e $546; at age 75, it would be $729.

iii (b) FOR
8.-A Burial Benefit of

insure decent interment.

9.-A Funeral Benefit
Sick and Funeral Benefi

10.-A Mortuary Bene
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S the nineteenth century draws to a close how few people take the time to
enquire into the wonderful improvements made in pianos during the last
thirty-five years ! And yet what strides this industry has made in Canada.
The time has past when they were considered a luxury only to be enjoyed

by the wealthy. It may now be said that every home where prosperity reigns to
any extent boasts a piano. And yet how blindly some are led into the purchase
of an instrument without considering the delicate interior construction. How often
we listen to the electrical effects produced by some virtuoso ; as he sits down and
plays for us we are filled with gratitude to the composer and admiration for the
player. Yet how rarely are the merits of the skilled artisans-those who make
the instruments-considered as tributaries to these varied dramatic effects. What
we wish to impress upon the reader is the importance of a good pianoforte action,
because without this sine qua non it is impossible for the player to do justice to himself
or to charm his hearers. Messrs. A. A. Barthelmes & Co. are the pioneer action makers

(33)



A Corner in the Machine Departient.

in Canada, having commenced in a small way and grown from year to year, until
at present, as will be seen by the illustrations, this Canadian industry is one of
the most important manufacturers of pianoforte actions and parts on the continent.
This result has only been achieved by a constant struggle and endeavor to excel
all others. In their earlier history they equipped their factory with what was at
that time considered up-to-date machinery. Their untiring progressiveness, energy
and ability, have enabled them to discard all those old machines and methods for
new and improved ones. These machines are all made to work automatically and
accurately to a point. As the delicate parts of an action require the most scientific
knowledge and practical skill, the firm possesses this in their Mr. Barthelmes-a
practical piano maker, and one who understands the construction of a piano in
all its branches. The materials used, such as felts, leathers and hardware, are of
the best quality that can be purchased in the leading markets of the world. The
woods used are largely of native growth, and will, consequently, stand this climate
better than the imported woods generally found in actions from other countries.
These woods are cut in the winter season when the frost is in the log, leaving
it pure and white. It is then piled and weather dried for four years, then kiln
dried. No reliable action can be made without thoroughly seasoned lumber, as
if the strictest attention be not given to this the action will "stick" in time,
and cause no end of annoyance to the piano player. For this, with other reasons,
it behooves piano purchasers to see that the instrument they select contains a
reputable action. Messrs. Barthelmes & Co. carry in stock over 200,000 feet of
lumber, which, to irresponsible action makers, means only so much idle capital,
not being desirous of burdening themselves, but buy in small quantities of un-
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A Part of the Autoimlatic Machinery Section for Making Sniall Parts of Actions.

certain seasoning and using it only as they require it. This firm recognizes the
fact that to keep in advance of the times, and be found in the foremost line of
progressive development, can only be successfully accomplished by the employ-
ment of skilled mechanics at the highest wages, and the training of others to fill
their places when the time comes. This policy naturally increases somewhat the
cost of the action to the piano maker, and for this reason the Barthelmes' action
is not found in some of the lower grade pianos. All of the leading piano manu-
facturers in Canada, however, use them in the majority of their instruments, so
that the public, in purchasing from a reliable piano firm, can, by asking for it,
have one of these high grade actions which, as the very soul of the instrument,
will last a lifetime-a guarantee, in the name and trade-mark of the makers,
being on every action. The factory of Messrs. A. A. Barthelmes & Co., at 89-
91 Niagara Street, Toronto, is always open to visitors, and a cordial invitation is
extended to the readers of the " Canadian Magazine," whether piano makers,
professors of music, teachers or intending piano purchasers, to visit their factory
at any time, where the automatic type of machinery has reached the acme of
perfection.

Some Opinions.
It would be an unpardonable omission in a review of Canada's music in-

dustries, however cursory, not to refer to the factory of A. A. Barthelmes & Co.
For the piano actions of this firm have won a lasting fame, and the industry is
one of the largest in Toronto. Mr. A. A. Barthelmes is in the strictest sense a
self-made man. His success is the result of hard work and energy intelligently
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applied. Beginning at the beginning-the first piano action maker of any extent
in Canada-he has grown by natural stages and as the result of thoroughly good
productions and most approved business methods. To meet Mr. Barthelmes is
enough to give one the key to his success. He is honest and he is an enthusiast
on the subject of good piano actions. In his factory are the very highest types
of machmnery-many of the appliances of his own devising-and alvays with the
end of producing the best results. Personally Mr. Barthelmes is a pleasant
gentleman to know. And it is by the combination of agreeable methods and good
work that he has won his success and retains his custoners.-'Presto,' Chicago.

This firm possesses the unique distinction of being the pioneer manufacturer
of piano actions in Canada, and in its factory at Toronto over one hundred skilled
hands find steady employment, filling the orders which are being received in in-
creasing volume every year from all the leading piano manufacturers in the countrv.
The day when articles of Canadian manufacture took second rank with those of
the outside world is over, and this is forcibly illustrated in the productions of the
above mentioned firm. Barthelmes & Co. manufactures one grade only-the
highest-and this accounts in a large measure for the popular patronage which
the house is receiving. Not only is the Canadian trade supplied but every year
the firm sends quantities of its productions to England, where it competes suc-
cessfully and favorably with the actions of British manufacture. The Barthelmes'
action received the highest award at the World's Fair, a significant fact consider-
ing that the competition at thç çxposition was of the keenest character.

- O//awa, Citizen.
( )6
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A Corner In the Key Departuisent.
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Many were the interested visits yesterday to A. A. Berthelmes & Co.'s
exhibit of piano actions in the music pavilion. An exhibit of this kind is new
in Toronto, and is well worth the trouble of viewing. It affords anyone who
desires an excellent opportunity of studving the mechanism of a piano as manu-
factured by those who are the pioneers of the business in Canada. Messrs. A. A.
Barthelmes & Co. received the highest award for their manufacture at the World's

Fair, Chicago, and their actions are acknowledged the best made by leading
manufacturers of pianos, all of whom use them. They positively cannot be sur-
passed for elasticity of touch and durability, and it is the unanimous testimony of
all who use them that they give entire satisfaction. -Mail and Empire, Sept. 7 th, '99.

A. A. Barthelmes & Co., pianoforte action makers of Canada. Yesterday
this exhibit was an attractive centre for the thousands of visitors who passed
through the music pavilion. The music from a score of pianos could be heard,
but this was the only display where the actions and keys could be seen at once.
The name Barthelmes is so well known throughout North America in connection
with the excellence, durability, elasticity and reputation of piano actions that no
one wishes to miss the opportunity of seeing him and his exhibit. The piano
representing the action test was a wonder to them in its beauty of workmanship,
and the knowledge that the makers of the best pianos in England and Canada
use the Barthelmes' action and keys, and also that the World's Fair award went
to him, has given the firm a unique position in the music-makers' world.

-Globe, Toronto, Sept. 7th, '99.
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"Never mind, baby! It will soon grow now."

EDWARDS' " H ARJL ENE " FOR THE HAIR
THE GREAT HAIR PRODUCER AND RESTORER. The Flnest Dressin g, specdally Prepared and Per-
fumed, Fragrant and Ref reshing. Is a Luxury and a Necesuity to every n odern ToPrlet. pARLENE"
PRoueS LuxURIAST HAIR. Prevents its Falling off or turning Grey. UnequalIed for Promoting the Growth
of the Beard and Moustache. The World-Renowned Reinedy for Baldness. For Preservinr, Strengthening,
and rendering the Ilair Beautifully Soft; for removng Scurf, Iandruff, etc.; also for Restoring Grey Hair to
its Natural Colour. - IARLEN E" Preserves, Strengthens, and Invigorates Chlldren'a liair. Keeps

the Scalp Clean and allays all Irritation.
25c., 60c., and $1.00 per Bottle. Sold Everywhere.

EDWARDS' " HARLENE " CO., 95 and 96 HIGH HOLBORN, LONDON, W.C.
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h
You'll look
old enough
soonenough.
Whiy keep

.. your gray
hair and add
twenty years

to your
looks? And
why have

such short,
thin hair?

Better help
your hair a

little. 'Twill
abundantly
repay you.

Send for our book oa-."The Hair.' It's free.

If yor druggist :ot

lait' s
Hair

Vegetable

Sicilian

Renewer
Always restores color to gray hair, all the dark, rich color vou used to
have. Your hair grows rapidly, stops coming out, all dandruif disappears.I1
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N ERINA TACCARI was a woman offorty-five years of age ; she was
a brown, comely, stout person, finely
built and strongly made, with a smile
like sunshine, and teeth as white as a
dog's, and brown eyes which were apt
to have storms in them at times when
the stupidity or
folks provoked
born in a little
hills ; high up
where torrents
gathered ; and,
of the greatest

viciousness of other
her. She had been
hamlet on the Sabine
on a mountain spur,

ran, and snows often
far down below, one
and fairest scenes of

earth was outspread, as in frescoes by
old masters a volume lies open on the
knees of Jehovah. She had been
married at fourteen years of age to a
herdsman of the Campagna, and be-
fore she was twenty had known most of
the trials of life ; hunger, ill-treatment,
and the bearing and loss of children,
the fatigue of ill-fed toil, and the injus-
tice of a spouse who expected her to
make bread with stones. When she
approached her thirtieth year her hus-
band, after what seemed to her a life-
time of woe; was killed by one of his
bulls ; the animal, goaded into just
rage by his cruelty, felled and tossed
him, and the whole herd passed tri-
umphantly over his body, which was
trampled into a mere mass of bleeding
grass-stained pulp. Nerina herself
could not have recognized it when it

was brought on a hurdle home to her
hut, a conical pile of red tufa, stones
and turf, built under the shadow of the
Castel Giubileo. Left without a sup-
port and ordered by the owners of the
herd to leave the tufa cabin, in which
she and her spouse had lived, she went
back to her own people in the hills,
and thence into service with a family
she knew, to get away from the many
miserable -memories and hunger and
toil, which had been alone her portion
on the Agro Romano. She was moun-
tain born, and the heat and drought of
the plains were hateful to her. The
little city to which she went was in a
topmost spur of her own Sabine Apen-
nines-a small grey ancient place,
with gigantic walls and marble ruins
and tenth-century houses, clustered
round a Longobardo church. It still
retaineditsthirteenth century ramparts,
and a deep, though narrow stream
foamed beneath its bastions, rushing
down over rocks and through gorges
to tumble into the Licenza, which in
its turn fed the Arno, before the Arno
fell into the Tiber. Here she spent six-
teen peaceful years; working hard, but
living as one of the family and attach-
ing herself to them with the affection
of a dog. - They were the people who
had ever been good to her. Her mis-
tress, Caterina Lorenzetti, always call-
ed Madama Tina by her neighbours and
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servants, was a widow with three
young sons, who had means enough
to live with a certain ease, though
frugally and simply in a small vener-
able house which looked from the ram-
parts on the valley of the Arno far
below, and had withstood many a
rough time of siege and assault in the
wars between the Popes and the Lords
of Tivoli and Palestrina, of Subiaco
and Olivano, and of ail the walled
villages and grim strongholds which
then frowned in the face of the setting
sun.

Nerina loved the merry, good-natur-
ed, handsome lads, but she adored
their mother, who had never said a
harsh word to her ; although her
clumsiness and ignorance and violence
in the first years had sorely tried the
patience of Madama Tina, who had
been reared in a convent, and possessed
by both nature and habit, strong in-
stincts of order, tranquillity, and calm.

" If I turn her out," the good lady
replied to the counsels of her neigh-
bours in those early days, " I shall
have a crime on my conscience, for she
knows nothing and is of a violent tem-
per; in desperation she might do
something rash; her heart is good,
and I hope to guide her aright, so that
she can take her own way safely when
I shall be no more."

Her patience did not fail her in her
task, and Nerina became a grateful
and capable servant ; never very peace-
able, quiet or accomplished, but unre-
mitting in effort, devoted in sickness,
useful in ail homely, hardy ways, and
filled with a passion of loyalty and love
for Madama Tina and the three bright
boys who had ail the old seraphic
beauty of Italy in their handsome faces,
and who, if they sometimes plagued
her, loved her warmly in return.

Every drop of water which was used
in the house she brought up in bronze
pails from the well on the rampart ;
she went for the milk and did ail the
marketing; she made the bread and
cooked the polenta ; she scrubbed and
swept and scoured ail the coppers, and
all the stairs and floors ; she went to
Mass at five o'clock in the morning in

ail weathers ; she washed ail the linen
in the river which ran beneath the city
wall ; and in her few leisure hours spun
and sewed for the family and herself.
It was a hard life, but she was content
in it, and even enjoyed every hour in
in it with the vigour of a sane and
robust temperament, a healthy consti-
tution, and a grateful soul. It was so
much to her to sleep soundly without
fear of a brute kicking her off the bed
of leaves on to the ground ; and tohear
the placid voice of her mistress and
the gay songs of the children, instead
of the curses of the herdsmen and the
lewd jokes of the shepherds in drink.

She would have asked nothing more
of the saints than to let this life go on
for ever. " Only let me be worthier,"
she said in her prayers every time that
she knelt down in the little dusky side
aisle where she went for confession in
the Longobardo church. In this town,
perched so high, at a greater altitude
than even the rocks of the Sagro Speco,
the winters are exceedingly cold, and
the summers cruelly hot ; in midsum-
mer the stones burn the feet which
tread them, and in winter the icicles
hang from the fountains and water-
spouts, and the winds moan round the
battlemented walls, as the mercenaries
of Borgia and Farnese, Orsini and
Barberini, were wont to ride beneath
them in days of siege when ail the
country beneath was burning in the
internecine wars of the pontiffs and
princes.

But Nerina was a strong, mountain-
born woman, who did not heed such
small things as heat and cold, and she
came and went up and down the steep
streets, like a gust of wind herself.
Several offers of marriage were made
her by men of the town, by men of the
hills above, and men of the plains be-
low, but she would have none of them

" Never more a master for me," she
said to her mistress. " I am out of
the net of the fowler ; never more will
I get in it ; not I."

And this plain, peaceful tenor of
her days might have gone on until
death should have taken her, but for
the restlessness of others which caught
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her in its eddy as a swirling stream
whirls away with it a bit of moss, a
dead leaf, a snapped twig.

The beautiful tall boys grew up, and
went away, one by one ; the eldest,
who was a priest, was sent by his
church to Brazil ; the second, perforce,
became a soldier, and was in Africa ;
the third went to study painting in
Venice. The young artist came back
at intervals, but rarely ; the two others
had not returned, and the old grey
house was silent and sad ; the two
women wept together, and all differ-
ences of rank and education were for-
gotten in a common sorrow. In a
degree, however, the tenacious, fiery
soul of Nerina rejoiced.

" Madama Tina has no one now but
me," she thought ; and then her better
self smote her for such selfishness.
How could she ever make up to the
mother for the absence of the three
sons? " I'm only a poor stupid serv-
ant," she said to herself with contrition.

The one who had gone to study art
was the youngest, by name Romanino,
a lad of twenty, with a face like the
Pitti Ganymede's, and a temperament
tender, impulsive, heroic, full of dreams.
His mother had heavy anxieties about
him which she could not confide to the
unlearned brain of her woman. Yet
Nerina vaguely understood the dreams
which had sent Romanino, their dar-
ling, into danger.

'' Ser Romanino wants to make the
world anew," she said; " and it's too
bad, and too old, and too cruel ; he
will only break his heart on it, as the
poor mules break theirs climbing up
over the stones of these steep streets."

She understood only a little, vague-
ly; but something she understood ;
Romanino had talked to her so much,
leaning his curly head against her
knees, and indifferent to the capacity
of his auditor in the ardour of his own
eloquence. " He wants to have no-
body hungry, or cold, or shoeless any
more," she said to her mistress. "Dear,
sweet soul! He might as well wish
the stones of the ramparts to turn into
wheaten loaves. There are the gorged
pigs on one side of the world and the

famished dogs on the other ; and there
always have been, and there always
will be. Tell him so, Madama."

His mother did tell him so ; but the
youth in Romanino believed in its
power to move mountains, as generous,
noble, and holy youth ever has done,
and ever will do to the end of time.
The mountain does not move an inch
in a million vears ; and the ever-renew-
ing hosts of life are flung against it,
and perish before it, in vain. But
youth, when it is tender of heart and
lofty of soul, does not believe this ; it
thinks such truths the embittered ex-
aggeration of cynics.

In these times of anguish Nerina,
herself miserable, redoubled her devo-
tions and attentions to her lady : a
peach on a vine-leaf, a honeycomb on
an old china platter, a trout from the
river, a bunch of Centofoglie roses, a
flask of Falerian-something or other
she always found, and brought in, as
an offering for holy days, and at night
scarcely dared let herself sleep lest her
mistress should be ailing and want her.

These simple things were nothing in
themselves, of course, to the aching
heart of the anxious mother; but to
the affection of her homely servant,
which sought for and found them,,
she, in all her sorrow, was not insen-
sible.

The comirg of the post was, as it is
to so many in days of suffering, the
supreme event of the day. Nerina saw
that the rare letters which did arrive
brought tears more often than smiles
to the worn face of the lady; and when
she took a letter in her hand from the
postman at the house-door, she shook
it, and smelt it, and stared at it, and
would have given her soul to have
known what was inside it, so that if it
brought anxiety, she would have burnt
it before it could have reached Madama
Tina. If she had known how to read,
she would not have had any scruples
about opening an envelope to see if
the contents were messages of good or
evil ; and if she had found them, the
latter would have thought it as right
to have destroyed the missive as to
stamp upon a scorpion. With strong



THE CANADIAN MA GAZINE

and primitive natures fidelity does not
besitate at evil ; if evil can spare any
injury to the one beloved, it becomes
no longer an evil, but a duty, a virtue,
a heroism. Nerina could not have
reasoned about it, but it was thus that
she felt. To screen her lady from cala-
mity, there was no crime which would
not have seemed sanctified to ber.

One winter these uncanny atoms of
written paper, ïvhich had such magical
power (she saw) to wound and to de-
light seemed to cause continual anxiety
to her mistress ; especially those which
came from Romanino. " He is vexing
his soul again," thought Nerina. " O
Lord ! why cannot he content himself
with his brushes and sticks of charcoal,
and let the world mend its way itself,
or roll out of purgatory into hell as it
will."

She had never heard of Il Maretto
of Brescia. But his was a kind of life
she would have wished her young
master to lead ; always in the same
little city, always painting pictures of
the saints, growing grey in his native
air, and leaving at death his name as a
sacred trust to his fellow-citizens-all
his life a noble, calm, beloved figure,
pacing the same stones from the cradle
to the grave, and in his tomb beloved
and honoured.

In the spring which followed that
winter, the " Maladetta primavera " of
1898, there was great trouble in the
country. Tiere were riots in many
provinces, and hungry crowds pillaged
and burnt, and the roar of cannon woke
the echoes of many a street in many a
town, and terror silenced the moans of
a tortured people.

In the little city of Madama Tina all
was quiet. The echoes of the cannon-
ades and the shrieks of the wounded
did not reach this high crest of the
rock, and the church bells rang as
peacefully as ever, and the daffodils
blossomed along the river banks, and
the sun set and rose, and the moon-
light shone on the red-grey moss-grown
roofs; and only Madama Tina knew
the terrible disquiet and desperation
which there were elsewhere. The let-
ters told her-wicked, white owlets of

woe, as they appeared to be- to ber
woamn.

Romanino had crossed from Venice to
throw in his lot with the revolutionists
in that terrible Maggio Milanese, and
had been fighting with the populace in
the streets of Milan, and what had been
his after-fate no one could tell. He
had been seen and heard of in Lom-
bardy, so much his mother heard only
from others. In irresistible need of
someone to share her torture of anxiety
she told Nerina all she feared, one day,
when the letter-carrier passed down
the steep street and did not stop-the
seventh time he had not stopped. She
was anxious for all ; for the eldest in
the Americas, for the second in Erithrea,
but most of all for the youngest, the
beautiful boy with his altruistic visions,
hurled on the harsh reality of brutal
facts, and probably fiying for his life
across the Lombard Alps.

"Ser Romanino! O Ser Romanino!"
sobbed the servant, covering her head
with ber apron. She had fondled him
on her knees, a child of four years old,
like one of the golden-haired Putti on
the church altar. But still lier heart
was wrathful and sore against him.
He made his mother suffer. " What
do all those other folks matter to him ?"
she thought, indignantly.

" You should have kept him here,
Madama," she said to her lady, " you
should have kept him here, away from
those mad, strange people."

" By force?" answered his mother.
" To see him die like a caged bird,
beating his wings? Oh, no. Besides,
believe me, lie is right, he does right."

Nerina, afraid she might utter hasty
words, went away to her stove in the
kitchen, and ber tears fell fast into the
hot charcoal and the palm leaf fan with
which she roused its sparks. They
did not even know whether be were
not dead in Milan or swept away into
the crowded prison as so many others
had been. The rest of the week went
by ; seven more days, and still another
seven, and there was no news. No
one heard or knew anything except
garbled information from public prints,
and very little of that, nothing which
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anyone could be sure was true. News
travels at all times very slowly ; still,
to these isolated places, and in periods
of insurrection, there is no information
at all which is not prepared and doc-
tored by authority before it reaches the
public.

Again a third week passed, and Ma-
dama Tina heard nothing of her young-
est son. She dared not make any in-
quiries lest she should do him harm ;
he might be dead or in prison. She
could not eat or sleep. Her strength,
never great, failed her entirely ; and
nothing that Nerina could do could

give her hope or solace. She crept
out to the old church and prayed there
for hours for her beloved boys.

Never in her life had a lament escap-
ed her, but now suffering broke down
her patience and she wailed aloud.

" We bear them with pain, and rear
them with hardship, and what is the
use ? We are like the poor cows and
sheep, who have all the woe of travail
only to see their off-spring snatched
away and done to death."

" What can I do for her ?" thought
Nerina, in desperation. " I would cut
cut off my right hand for her, and I
can do nought."

Madama Tina grew thinner and
paler and more shadow-like with every
day which left her without news. She
would not hearken to her doctor, or
take any tonic or cordial. " There is
no cure for me," she said, " save to
hear the voice of my youngest born."

And perhaps that voice was for ever
mute.

" Hark ye, woman," said the old
doctor of the town to Nerina where she
was beating linen in the river. "When-
ever any letter cornes to your lady you
must bring it to me before she sees it,
for if it give her bad news of the boy
she will die on the stroke of it."

" Bring it to you ?" said Nerina,
doubtfully,

" Aye, aye," said the leech, " for if
Romanino have been shot, as we think,
it must be broken to her gently, very
gently ; her heart is as weak as a
thread of gossamer."

The leech, the only one in the little

town, was an old friend of the family,
a gray-haired, brown-faced, long, lean
man, wrapped up, no matter what
weather it was, in a large black cloak,
with a slouch hat over his eyes. . He
was a familiar figure on the bastions
and in the narrow streets, and kept a
pharmacy where jars and vases and
big-bellied bottles of old majolica were
in company with bundles of dried sim-
ples and herbs and charms of the mid-
die ages. He was greatly esteemed
and respected.

" How shall I know what letter
cornes from him ? " she asked. "All
letters look alike to me."

" Then bring me all," said Ser Lillo,
as he was called by his sick folks.
,''Tis a matter of life and death to

Madama Tina. If she have a shock
she will die of it."

And he argued the question so earn-
estly, so frequently, and with such per-
sistence that she felt as if her mistress's
life was in her hands. It was the let-
ters, the cruel letters, which had been
like a death-potion to her lady.

" I have often a mind to fling them
on the charcoal," she said. " They
stab ber to the heart like knives."

" No, no, that would be wrong,"
said the doctor. " They are not yours
to destroy. Bring them to me. I will
judge if they be such as will do her no
harm. Of course whatever news they
bring she must know it some time, but
softly, gently, by slow degrees."

Was it right to do this ? Nerina was
perplexed. She always saw Ser Lillo
respected and listened to by the inhab-
itants. He was a learned man who
read and wrote, and held the keys of
the grave. She was a poor, ignorant
soul. Could she dare put her judg-
ment against his? She was torn in
two by the doubt.

"Tut, tut," said the doctor, impa-
tient after many a conflict with her.
" Well, kill Madama Tina if you like,
woman. 'Tis for a good service that
she housed you and fed you and taught
you all these years ! Go to, you wick-
ed imbecile ! Never dare to summon
me to your aid when your lady shall
lie a-dying 1 '
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By such stings and threats of cruel
speech he made her believe that she
would really cause the death of her
mistress if she let her learn, unpre-
pared, of the death or the imprisonment
of her youngest boy.

" I fear me 'tis no little thing that
Nina has done," said the leech, darkly.
'' If he lives still he hides for his life,
as all rebels do with a price put out for
him. Aye, aye, a good lad, I know
that, but misled and mistaken, and a
gaol-bird, I fear, like so many of them
nowadays, the young lunatics."

He so wrought with such dis-
course upon Nerina's terror of written
messages, that he made her feel that
she no more dared give her mistress
a letter or a paper of any kind than she
would dare to smite the cheek of the
Virgin in the shrine above their door-
way. When a letter at last came she
met the postman midway in the street,
snatched it from him, and hid it under
her apron, and ran with it to the doc-
tor. He took it inside his shop where
she could not see what he did with it,
and reappeared after fifteen minutes.
The letter was closed, and to all ap-
pearances was intact.

'' It is good news, but news of
Gino," he said. Gino was the eldest
son. " Take it to Madama, and, of
course, you will say not a word of me."

The stout frame of Nerina trembled.
She believed that he had read it, with-
out opening it, by some occult power.
Two other letters came ; but those
were from distant relatives, there was
nothing from Romanino. They passed
through the doctor's deft fingers, and
Madama Tina was never the wiser.

Only Nerina became afraid to meet
her eyes. The doctor had told her
that she did right in obeying him, but
her conscience told her she did wrong.

The summer months passed away
and it became autumn, and still there
was no tidings of Romanino.

One evening, when shewas drawing
up water at the well on the rampart,
in the silence and gloaming, whilst the
bells tolled for vespers, a young man,
a stranger, came out of the thicket of
laurel and oleander and whispered

timidly, when he was close to hear
ear :

" Good woman, you are Nerina Tac-
cari, the servant of Madama Caterina
Lorenzetti, are you not ?"

Nerina set her full pail with a clang
on the parapet of the well, and an-
swered curtly, looking askance at the
unknown questioner, that she was so.

" Give her this when she is alone,"
said the youth, and slid a note into her
hand, and made off again towards the
shelter of the laurels and oleanders.

" Stop !" cried Nerina. But he did
not stop, and was lost to sight on the
shadows and foliage. The note re-
mained in her hand. She would have
looked at a dust-adder with less terror.
" It must tell us of Ser Nino," she
thought, in the shrewdness which love
begets.

In front of the well was a steep
flight of steps which led down into a
street below. In that street was the
shop of the apothecary. She hesitated
a moment, her heart beating wildly
against her leathern stays ; then she
put her pail on the rim of the well to
await her return, and ran down the
two score of granite steps worn by the
feet of many generations, and rushed
into the dark, pungent-smelling den
where Ser Lillo was lighting the oil-
wick of his red lantern.

" See, see !" she said with a gasp.
"This must be from our Romanino.
'Twas given me just now by someone
who ran away."

A keen eagerness flashed over the
thin, hard face of the old man, brief
as the flicker of a flame. He snatched
the missive and glanced at it. It was
unsealed. In a moment he returned it
to her.

" Good news," he said cheerfully.
"Take it to Madama, 'twill be the
best of cordials."

Nerina crossed herself, then laughed
with joy all over her brown face. She
went like lightning up the flight of
steps, snatched up her pail, and went
home.

In another ten minutes her lady
learnt that her youngest born would
be with her at midnight.
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'' I shall come to the garden door,"
the note said. " Tell Nerina to watch
for me, for if I am taken it will be
seven years of prison. I have been
sentenced by the Military Court, but
have escaped."

At midnight she and Madama Tina
were awaiting in the little damp garden
behind the house, which opened by a
postern door on the bastion. As the
stroke of midnight sounded from the
church clock a young voice whispered,
very low :

'''Tis I-N ina. Are you there ?"
Nerina wrenched the heavy door

open; the mother pressed forward and
fell into her son's arms.

At the same moment three Commun-
al guards seized him, leaping from the
shelter of the laurel thicket on . the
rampart. They dragged him out from
his mother's arms and struck her ser-
vant to the ground.

Nerina gathered herself up, blind,
sick, reeling.

' Beasts ! How did you know?"
The guards laughed brutally, and

dragged Romanino away in the gloom
of the faint oil-light, their pistols held
to his temples, their hand-cuffs on his
wrists.

Madama Tina had dropped to the
ground in a syncope. She was carried
into her house and into her chamber.
She died in an hour's time.

The doctor stood by her bed, having
spent all his science in vain. He seem-
ed kind, pitying, wise.

" My poor soul, you should go to
your room and rest after such a shock,"
he said to Nerina, where she sat mute
by the corpse.

She had never spoken a word since
the seizure of Romanino. It was now
late in the forenoon. She stared at
him continually, with her dry, fierce
eyes, and the gaze made him uneasy
and troubled.

" I can do no more good here," he
said with regret, a little later, and
rose and left the chamber of death.
The parish priest accompanied him.

All the last services of life were ren-
dered that night by the servant to her
mistress. No other hand but her ser-

vant's touched the body of Madama
Tina. Ali the thirty hours which fol-
lowed Nerina watched by the bed,
watched by the bier, seemed dumb,
seemed deaf, seemed blind.

When all was over, and she alone
had been the mourner at the tomb, her
head covered, and her face muffled in a
black, woollen shawl, she slunk like a
lost, wounded animal under the shad-
ow of. the church, where her lady had
been left forever, laid in her leaden
coffin beside the dust of her fore-
fathers.

Distinct, in the bewildered torment
of her thoughts, one supreme idea
stood out as written in fire. How had
they known ? Who had told them of
Romanino's return ?

As she went slowly across the few
score of yards that separated the
church from the house which had
sheltered her through so many years,
she saw a lean, black, tall form pass-
ing across the roadway. It was the
figure of the apothecary. A sudden
light like that of an electric flash
through a murky night pierced the
stupor of her dull brain. There was the
traitor-there !

With a bound she was upon him,
her hands clutched his shoulders, her
tearless, hollow eyes blazed into his.

" You sold their secret ! "
Startled and thrown off his guard

by the sudden charge, he stammered
denial, grew livid, shook in all his
limbs.

"You sold their secret !"
"No, no," he muttered. " No, no !

What I did I did from duty. The law
must be obeyed."

" You sold their secret!"
It was as clear to her as though a

voice from heaven or f rom hell spoke in
her ear. He had laid his trap for her
to learn the truth for the law-makers,
and had been paid by the law like
Judas. He had made her betray the
dead. He had made her betray the
living.

" You sold their secret!" she said for
the fourth time, and she read his guilt
upon his face where the yellow flicker
of his lamp before the shrine fell on it.
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" Ah, wretch ! Ah, beast ! Ah,
Judas ! " she screamed in his ear, and
with all her might she clutched him in
her strong arms and swept him off his
feet as though he were a broken, root-
less tree.

With whirling force, as though a
mountain storm had entered her and
lent her all its power, she propelled
him across the roadway, still lifting
him off his feet, and bearing him to-
wards the river wall.

He struggled in vain to free himself
and to shake off her hold. He was a
weakly and aged man, a coward al-
ways, and more than ever a coward
now, through quivering consciousness

of guilt. As a hurricane sweeps dead
wood before it, she drove him across
the width of the rampart road, and
with the natural strength which was in
her, intensified a hundredfold by agony,
remorse and hate, she lifted his frail
body over the low wall above the
river, and plunged with him into the
river below.

The water was deep with the first
rainfalls of autumn. They sank to-
gether like stones. In the morning
their bodies were found half a mile
lower down the torrent ; the hands of
Nerina were close locked round the
old man's shoulders, her teeth were
fastened in his throat.

A MOTHER'S TOUCH.

A WANTON heart-thus did I muse at first-
The momentary whim her Soul's Desire appears;

No shame betrayed ; regret unfelt ; she fears
Not, quaffing Life's hot Wines with sensuous thirst;
An unblest lot-I almost said accursed ;

For God had lavished Beauty, Grace and Wit
With open hand ; most dangerous gift to fit

Such form and mind, if Virtue be unnursed.

Her story told, I wondered much and long,
How she, when fallen so, could yet, withal, appear
So womanly ; her eye undimmed ; no tear;

Nor e'en excuse made she for wooing Wrong.
'Tis pictured never thus in tale and song.

She hinted not of change for future life,
And spurned contentment as a happy wife;

In such a sphere she never could belong.

And, so, I knew her thus as time went by,
She joyous seemed always and smiling ; satisfied
To seek her pleasures through acquaintance wide;

No shadow on her face; nor care, nor sigh.
What less than Happiness could this imply?

A sweet caress-not man's, nor passionate-
This touch of Love Unsought (Came it too late ?)

Tear-stained her cheek, gave to her life the lie.

Brenton A. Macnab.
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AUTHOR OF "A MARRIAGE AT SEA." "THE ROMANCE OF A MIDS'HIPMAN," ETC.

C OULD any man standing shadow-less under the sun on December
25 th, no matter in what part of the
earth, be able to realize that it is
Christmas Day ? Could any sailor,
who had used the sea for forty years,
of which he had spent thirty-five
Christmas Days upon the ocean, gather
into his understanding the shore-going
significance of December 25 th as
Christmas Day? On what should he
base his memories and expectations ?
On a handful of currants for his dark
and greasy duff ? There is no element
of festivity in the harness cask. The
beef is as hard and bitter on Christ-
mas Day as it was on Good Friday.
Still does the weevil, even on Christ-
mas Day writhe in its sepulchre of
biscuit. It is true that in some of the
mail lines a sort of plum duff is served
out to the sailors, and the freezing
compartment may supply the captain
with an excuse for giving the men, on
Christmas Day, something more than

Harriet Lane."
What is "Harriet Lane " ? asks the

landlubber. A woman of this name
was murdered in Liverpool, and the
sailors, to this hour, hold that her re-
mains are still served out to them in
the shape of canned meat.

But when we talk of the sailor we
must think of the merchant steam
tramp. The second mate of a tramp
of fitteen hundred tons told me the
other evening that he had crossed the
Atlantic in mid-winter in quiet, almost
warm weather throughout the passage,
though it had blown with hurricane
force before the ship started, and blew

with hurricane force very shortly after
her arrival. I said to him:

" No difference was made in my time
in the Christmas fare of the forecastle,
unless it might have been a cupful of
raisins for the crew's pudding. How
do you. fare now on Christnas Day ?"

"Not so well as you did," he ans-
wered, " because rum was served out
to you, and that is denied to us."

"You got no extra rations, then ?"
"No, nor extra time below. I re-

lieved the bridge at eight bells in the
forenoon watch. It was Christmas
Day. I sat down, put on my palm,
and began to stitch at a weather-
cloth. Four Dagos and two Fins
formed our crew. Three in a watch 1
It was mild weather for that time of
year, and a Fin was at the wheel, and
two Dagos were painting the bu] warks.
When I had done with my weather-
cloth I left the bridge, took a pot and
paint-brush, and painted the bulwarks
along with the Dagos."

" Who looked after the ship ?"
said I.

" She looked after herself," he ans-
wered.

' Hard work, I suppose, all day
long?" said 1, "and nothing better
for the men to eat on Christmas Day
than the regular fok'sle fare ? "

He shrugged his shoulders. " Those
bluddy foreigners are shipped for ill-
treatment," said the second mate.
" You can boot 'em, and make 'em run
and leave their wages behind 'em. If
Christmas Day isn't kept for the Eng-
ligh sailor, why should it be kept for
the foreigners who fill our ships?

Io

CHRISTMAS DAY
AT SE A

by Clark Russell
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Hard work ! " he continued. " See
here," said he. " Those men were
kept hard at work all Christmas Day,
and when the evening came a Dago
who had been toiling eight hours took
his trick at the wheel. I had charge
of the ship. The skipper lay boozed
in his cabin. I set my course by a
star, and we were then going about
nine knots. That is to say, my course
being, call it E. by N. y/2N., I fixed a
star close against the pole-mast to save
myself the trouble of constantly look-
ing at the compass. Suddenly I saw
that star sliding away on the weather-
beam. I sprang to the wheel, and
found the man standing upright, sound
asleep, grasping the spokes. I kicked
him into life and yelled with all my
lungs : 'Hard a-port!' The beggar
tried to put the helm hard a-starboard.
He didn't understand English, especial-
ly the language of the wheel, so with
another kick I drove him clear of the
spokes and brought the ship to her
course."

"A festive Christmas!" said I.
"You will get no Christmas where

the shipowner is," he answered.
Now, this is true, though not of the

great mail lines, and I defy any ship-
owner to contradict the statement. Of
all the myths ever begotten by ignor-
ance in active conjunction with salt
water the most ridiculous myth is the
myth of Christmas Day at sea. Upon
what is it based ? I have some knowl-
edge of sea life and sea literature, and
protest I do not understand why people
ashore should think that Christmas
Day is kept by the sailors at sea on
board the cargo ship, whether steam
or sail. Though the ocean teems with
tradition, I find no tradition of Christ-
mas Day in its abounding annals.
Lieutenant Bassett, of the United
States Navy, compiled, in 1885, an in-
teresting volume about the legends and
superstitions of sailors, and though he
looked very deep into letters, ancient
and modern, he could find no more to
say about Christmas Day at sea than
this: '' No fishing is done in Sweden
on Christmas, but the nets are set that
night for luck." And this : '' A ship

with sails set is still carried in Christ-
mas processions in Siberia, with the
figure of a saint seated on it." This is
all that Lieutenant Bassett can find to
say about Christmas in a volume five
hundred and five pages big.

In truth, Christmas is not a sea-
going day ; it is a shore-going day.
Did any sailor in all his going a-fishing
ever see a sirloin of beef carried into
the fok'sle on Christmas Day ? Did
ever he see the procession of good
cheer making its way down the fore-
scuttle swelled by a turkey and a black
plum-pudding? He may have dreamt
darkly of such things. He may have
seen plum-puddings in shop windows
ashore, and guessed that they were
eaten at home once a year. He may
have seen dead turkeys hung up in
shops, but his experience of beef so
greatly.differs from the experience of
the same thing by the landsman that it
may be doubted whether if a sailor saw
a sirloin of beef he would know what
it was.

But does the sailor miss much by the
shipowner's omission of Christmas
Day as a few hours of festival in the
forecastle calendar ? What Christmas
Day signifies to us who live ashore we
all know. The boys are at home, and
the house is chaotic. The cook gave
notice last month, and the housemaid
prepares the Christmas meal with the
help of a charwoman and half a bottle
of gin. Tradesmen dream softly in
church of the little accounts they are
going to render shortly, and our
dreams of those accounts are not soft.
If Jack goes without his plum-pudding
he, at least, likewise goes without the
obligations of the plum-pudding. He
is not waited upon by the water com-
pany's man ; the patient dustman takes
no heed of him ; the postman does not
expect from him the annual tip. It is
never rent-day with the sailor, and the
tax-collector need not call twice for the
poor rates.

I have passed several Christmas
Days upon the wide waters, and never
realized that it was Christmas Day, or
even thought of it. Why should I
have thought of that which could not
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come without excitation of memory ?
Had the Captain called all hands aft
and addressed them thus:

" My lads, to-day is Christmas Day,
and I mean that you shall celebrate it
just as though you were all ashore,
living in first-rate homes. The steward
has my orders to serve out plenty of
flour, raisins and suet, and some of the
best cabin eatables. I have also order-
ed the butcher to kill a pig for you, for,
as I cannot give you roast beef, you
shall have plenty of roast pork, and I
trust, my lads, you'll enjoy the crack-
ling. Half a bottle of rum will also be
served out to each man. Now, my lads,
go forward and enjoy yourselves."

Had such a festive passage as this
occurred on Christmas Day it would
have sharpened to my understanding
the dull perception that it was Decem-
ber 25 th, and, therefore, Christmas
Day at home. But these freaks of
idealistic sea-life happen only on board
whalers, which were held in such con-
tempt by sailors in my time that you
will find Dana, in "Two Years Before
the Mast," feebly apologizing to the
people of New Bedford for the disgust
he expresses in his immortal book for
the whaleman as a sailor.

In the first voyage I made, my Christ-
mas Day happened in the Kingdom of
Christmas-at least, in the Southern
realms of the white-haired old monarch.
We were hove-to off the Horn, and our
latitude was 58 deg. S. The longitude
does not make much difference when
the South Shetlands are not far off.
We had ice ahead, and ice abeam, and
ice astern. Ice as big as St. Paul's.
Ice like huge tomb-stones. Ice like
the Turkish mosque, like the spire
under which we worship, like the
Lion's Rump at Table Bay. We were
hove-to under a close-reefed main-top-
sail, and fore-topmast stay sail, and
the ship soared and sank, and King
Christmas roared with laughter in her
shrouds, and we had plenty of daylight
in which to see the rushing snow, to
feel the barbs of the ice-lance, and to
watch the majestic altitude of the Paci-
fic surge. The galley fire was washed
out. The cook could do no business,
and lay drunk and harmless in bed on a

pint and a half of rum which he had
stolen from Heaven knows what or
where. What did I get for my Christ-
mas dinner ? We had been hove-to for
three days, and all this time the galley-
fire had been washed out, and we had
eaten up every vestige of cold remains.
My Christmas dinner, then, was a ship's
biscuit honey-combed with worms, on
which I pasted some salt butter, and
this butter I sweetened with foot-sugar.
There was no cold tea even, nothing
but cold water, the stinking water of
the scuttle-butt. My people at home,
no doubt, eating roast beef and plum-
pudding, drank to the safe return of
the absent little midshipman, and the
dear old mother would, of course, be-
lieve that, like herself, he was faring
very well indeed on this same Christ-
mas Day.

Of course, it was suppoAed to be
midsummer with us off the Horn. Ask
the sailor what he thinks of midsum-
mer in latitude 58 deg. S., or if he is a
steamboat man and cannot answer, let
the reader follow Commodore Wilkes's
narrative and turn the pages of Church-
ill-Hakluyt probably being a little
too venerable and untrustworthy when
it comes to wonders, such as rainbows
and ice mountains, and the manatee
mermaid.

Many are the delusions which fill the
page of the sea book, and none is more
delusive than the landsman's idea
about Christmas Day at sea. And yet
sailors enjoy delusions which do not,
in anfe way, refer to Christmas Day.
One of the delusions is that a sailor's
personal narrative of what he has seen
and done and heard, whether in a steam
tramp or in a sailing ship, will excite
wide-felt sympathy and interest, and be
devoured in particular by the ladies. I
am an old hand, and beg to caution
Jack. If he wants to be interesting he
must not be too nautical, and he must
seize the petticoat to the fore-lift, and
keep that signal flying, or his book,
superior to anything by Marrayat,
Cooper, Herman Melville and Michael
Scott, will go the way of many other
books, profoundly accurate, full of
extraordinary descriptions, and un-
readable ashore.
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A TRUE STORY OF LOWER CANADA.

Poised for an instant in the Master's hand,
Body and Soul like to a compass stand-

The Body turning round the central Soul,
He niakes a little circle in the Sand.

HAD been combining work and
pleasure most delightfully for three

August weeks. Every afternoon, as
the sun inclined to the mountain and
shade could be had under the north-
western river-bank, I paddled my bass-
wood canoe far up the Yamaska into
the sunset, and turning came down
with the current close to the southern
shore, sometimes brushing against
lance-like reeds and swaying willow
boughs, and again being swept slightly
from my course by an infantile eddy
playing beside a huge granite boulder.

Every evening, at the Pointe-des-
Fourches, I saw two figures against
the afterglow, one, an old woman in
" habitant " dress of grey homespun,
with apron and Normandy cap of snowy
linen; the other, a man, evidently an
invalid, always gazing intently down
the river toward the falls. At last my
curiosity reached such a pitch that I
drove fifteen miles across the " terre-
noire " or burnt lands to the one well
informed man in the Seignory, a
clergyman, enthusiastic in country
work, therefore young, and a great
favourite among his peasant parish-
ioners.

"This is truly kind," he said, lead-
ing my horse from between the buggy
shafts to the sweet smelling haystack
by the snake fence.

" Don't mention it, old chap," I
said, feeling guilty. "Never mind
water, he had a ten minutes' drink at

St. David's Creek," and I led my host
from the yard.

A few moments later we were smok-
ing comfortably on the wide verandah
overlooking the brilliant garden spread
beneath us like an Eastern rug.

" By Jove ! this is a perfect spot,"
I said. " Are you your own gardener?"

He smiled happily. " But cher, bak-
er, gardener, everything but tailor. I
suppose you think this a strange life
for a university man, but the field is
enormous for good work, and one
meets with golden natures that repay
one occasionally."

The conversation was heading my
way. " Your parish includes ' Pointe-
des-Fourches,' I believe ? "

" Yes, a rich hunting ground for
you ornithologists-Do you gothere?"

" Not as yet, but pass every night.
By the way, I regularly see two peo-
ple at the extreme point before dew-
fall ; who the dickens are they ? "

Lampton's face changed perceptibly,
and his voice was low and sad as he
replied : " Poor Léon Galarneau and
Mère Gendron. It's an awfully pa-
thetic story, Yorke. The poor chap is
only twenty-seven, handsome as a
Greek god, one of Nature's noblemen,
and d>ing by inches-acute rheumat-
ism, phthisis, lungs gone. Fortun-
ately an uncle in the States left him a
litile money. Only a " habitant," but
with the exquisite responsiveness to
Nature of a Taine, and manners of
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"l'ancien Régime." There is a pecu-
liar affinity between us. He is a Roman
Catholic, and one of the purest, truest
Christians on God's earth. No, old
man I cannot tell you his story."

"Can I not try for birds about
there, and meet him," I said.

" No; when passing to-morrow
evening, go ashore to the right of the
Fisherman's creel. You will find a
small sand beach. Give him this."

He pencilled a few lines on an " Ice
Cream Social " ticket, and handed it to
me.

" Interest him in your work. I am
sure you will find much in common and
in time appreciate him as I do."

The following evening I came down
the river earlier than usual. Yes, they
were there. I found the landing place,
and, after pulling out my canoe, stepped
quickly up a bank, daintily fringed
with golden rod and fern. To this day
golden-rod softens and fills me with
sorrow as vaguely sweet as its own
scent. The woman came protectively
forward.

" Que voulez-vous, M'sieu ? " she
asked.

I bowed as to a duchess, for her
worn old face was noble.

"Monsieur Lampton gave me this
for Monsieur Galarneau, Madame."

She laid her hand gently on the
dreamer's shoulder. They spoke to-
gether for a moment, then she signed
to me. Never will 1 forget that man's
face. Clear olive skin, waving hair
black as night and fine as a sable
brush, perfect nose, and eyes terribly
sad but of wonderful beauty. The
mouth thinly delicate, rather drawn by
constant pain, but as I discovered after-
wards, capable of the gentlest, soulful
smile I have ever seen.

"The friend of M'sieu Lampton is
'certainement' most welcome. Par-
don my not having the power to rise.
Ah.! M'sieu speaks French, that is
good."

The peaceful evening that followed
was the pre-runner of many. The sun
went down .behind Beloeil Mountain,
leaving a golden halo above thecrouch-

ing giant's bad, birds throbbed, the
air with full evensong, boatloads of
silver-voiced "habitants" swept past,
singingtheir plaintive minorfolk-songs;
while from the tin-roofed " Paroisse,"
far across the yellow wheatfields, came,
soothingly, the low-toned Angelus.

II.

"Thrice blest whose lives are faithftul prayers,
Whose loves in higher love endure."

A week passed and such was that
man's unconscious fascination, that
every sunset found me at his feet on
the grassy point. One glorious Sep-
tember day I wheeled him to the pine-
wood some distance from his cottage.
He had been more silent than usual,
and I was drowsily watching an in-
dustrious woodpecker through blue
wreaths of cigar-smoke, when his sad
voice broke the silence.

" Would the poor story of my life
interest you, my friend ? For some
indefinable reason, the desire to tell it
to you is strong upon me this after-
noon."

i looked into those deep mournful
eyes, mine answering his question.
For a second our hands met, and he
began. '

" Yorke-four years ago there came
to Sainte Cecile an English lady and
her two daughters. The elder, Jeanne,
most clever and an artiste, the other-
mon Dieu-fair as a lily of St. Joseph
and only eighteen. I was engaged as
their 'guide' and took them far up
the river, to the burning 'Terre-noire,'
and sometimes up the mountain. Fre-
quently, while Madame and Jeanne
sketched, Félice and I explored the
woods about them. Then, to me, the
woods were Heaven, the birds messen-
gers of the Angels, and the murmur-
ing pines their gentle benediction.
Mon Dieu! I suffered the pain divine.
My face would flush and my eyes burn
with the mere touch of her small hand
as we climbed some giant boulder or
crossed some singing trout-stream.
This went on for some weeks, when to
me it came that Félice loved me. She
laughed more softly, and no longer
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desired to be always movin
we sat in constrained silenc
ing daintily, I carving wi
or lying on the deep mo
her in secret. At last the
came. I had taken them
on the mountain. Madam
remained behind to sketch
around the bluff for Card
I jumped from the grassy
pebbly shore below and tur
Félice ; she, flushed, tried
her skirt, catching in
tortu,' she might have fa
but I caught her in my arn
Dieu-the exquisite ago
moment-so young we we
with love."

Here he stopped, breath
then resumed with a tre
voice-

" That evening I went
and told her. all. You c
her anger-she drove me fc
ing, and cruelly hurt.

" All next day clouds g
air was sulphurous and
storm broke. I had not le
and was sitting with my
buried in my hands, wh
barked, the door opened,
stood in the doorway!
wet, but with shining eyes.

"' I have come to you,
was all she said in her char
and using that perfect E
word.

" With one bound I hac
arms-but I cannot tell yo
our perfect happiness, it was
My life was crowned and ne
throne of gold experienced

"The summer passed to
ly as the swallow's flight.
One's sister had sent her cl
little money before their hu
ture from the country. C
idyllic. She taught me th
language of her people. I
how to bake in our brick o
how gracefully those small
aged the heavy wooden bre
cast a fly, and rowed a bo
Heaven, we were happy.

g. Instead, ally acted as guide to a day's fisbing
e, she work- or hunting party, but every leisure
th my knife, moment we spent together, sometimes
ss watching working in our small garden, or pre-
dénouement paring our home for the coring winter.
to the lake "As the days grew shorter and the

e and Jeanne cold increased, my Félice became pale,
and sent us her spirits flagged, and, at times, a

inal flowers. trace of tears caused me untold agony.
ledge to the Then when the cruel winter gripped us,
ned to assist and the nails sprang like pistol shots
to jump, and in the still clear night, she would moan
ome ' Bois and cry in ber sleep. Dear brave
lien heavily, heart, she neyer knew my sufferings
s. Nom de as 1 listened.

ny of that Tbink of it, Yorke, unaccustomed
re and mad to our bitter climate-and--in poor

health. "
ing heavily, His voice broke witb deep emotion-
mor in his God alone knows what she, formerly

surrounded by every luxury and for
to Madame wbom 1 would have given my life's
an imagine blood, suffered uncomplainingly. Her
rth despair- incoherent murmurings in ber sleep

grew constant-developed into delir-
athered, the ium. Mother of God, it was awful. 1
at dark the got Mère Gendron, who worsbipped
ft my house, her. Lampton came. She smiled sweet-
iching head ly, pitifully, disguising ber loneliness.
en my dog Yorke, it broke my heart, I loved ber
and Félice so, and she-my wife-was wearying
Trembling, of my love. Had it not been for tbe

coming child I would have died wil-
my darling,' lingly and left ber free. So tire went
ning patois, on, and late in Marcb the tbaws came
nglish love- and winter passed away. In April the

ice broke, and great green-wbite
her in my masses floated swiftly down the black,

u of our joy, swollen river, grinding boat-bouses to
too sacred. matcbwood, and carrying away every-
ver king on tbing in their course. Félice now sel-
such bliss. dom spoke, and ber eyes bad a wild,

stricken look tbat cut me to the beart.
us as swift- The roar of tbe Falls fascinated ber,

My Dear she said it rerinded ber of sore of
othes and a Wagner's rusic, that it was a spirit
rried depar- cborus cailing ber.
ur life was "Distracted witb sorrow and de-
e ways and spair, I started one rorning, before
showed her tbe dawn, to Sainte Cécile; I would
ven-Dieu, cable for ber sister. But tbe bridge
hands man- was gone and tbe ford impassable, so
ad shovel- I was obliged to turn back reacbing
at. God in our bore two bours after 1 bad

o occasion- started.
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" What was my horror to find Félice
had gone out, apparently without stock-
ings and in her night-dress ! At the
door the roar of the Falls struck
meaningly on my ears ! I ran to the
point, Oh, my God, my God! Far
down the river, kneeling in our old
boat-her golden hair blowing about
her-swept Félice to her death.

" I shrieked like a madman, and
flung myself into the icy water, swim-
ming as only I could swim. She never
looked back. Men called from the
shore, but on she whirled-faster-ever
faster-and I lost sight of her as some-
thing glittering and sharp struck me
into unconsciousness.

"Yes, my dog held me until help
came. For weeks I lay between life
and death, and finally emerged the
wreck you see before you.

" They found my love. Ah, God
broken and quite lifeless. She lies
where we had so often watched the
waters meet. You know the place.

" My only desire is that Félice will
soon come for me. Surely, in God's
home, where all is warmth and pain
unknown, she will be mine again.
Throughout my long and lonely wait-
ing I have prepared for our meet-
ing. May the Holy Mother intercede
for me!

" Your good priest wrote her peo-
ple, and the sweet Jeanne sent me
this."

I took the miniature reverently from
his trembling hand.

" Good God,! Phyllis Anstruther!"
I cried.

"You knew Félice ?"
"Love for her drove me from civil-

ization," I replied, thoughtlessly and
bitterly.

" Dear friend," the thin hand fell
gently on my shoulder, "our good God
must have sent you."

"I know, transplanted human worth
Will bloom to profit, other where."

I never left him again.
As Autumn's hectic bloom faded from

the maples we knew the end was near.
One wild night, as he lay before the
fire, and the last storm of the season
rolled overhead, a wailing gust of wind
blew wide the door as a white glare of
lightning illumined the outer darkness.
With a joyous cry the dying man rose
to his feet, stretching out wide, wel-
coming arms-" Félice-Pour moi ! "
he cried, and fell forward on his face.

A red stain on the white pine floor,
and Leon's patient waiting was over.
Had Phyllis come for him ?

I think so.
Jane Fayrer Taylor.

THE CANADIAN WINTER.

Q SEASON sparkling for the young and strong!
When forest leaves are scatter'd far and wide-

When merry hearts the frosty airs deride
To grasp the joys that to thy days belong!
What chime of bells ! What clink of steel along
The glinting ice! What shout and swinging stride
Of snow-shoers ! What frolic on the slide !
Oh ! for all these we hail thee with a song !
Here breeds a race for every wind that blows:
And worthy of the flag that o'er them floats
Hath been the answer of their lusty throats
When challeng'd by o'erwhelming host of foes.
They ken the tone of Kipling's bugle notes,
The bairns of Our Lady of the Snows !

T. R. E. McInnes.



W HEN the Editor of THE CANADIAN
MAGAZINE asked me to write an

article on the City of Paris, as a sort
of verbal decoration for some drawings
I had made for his journal, I confess
that I felt flattered. We ail do when we
are asked to do something which is not
altogether in the line of our usual oc-
cupation, and no matter how indiffer-
ently we do it, we feel that Providence
has been very unkind in not discover-
ing to us earlier our ability to shine in
this our undoubted vocation.

As time has gone on however, (and
it is a considerable period since the ar-
ticle was suggested to me), a sense of
myown incapacity has graduallygrown
on me, and I fear that if any more ar-
ticles in the meantime appear in other
magazines on the " City of Dreyfus,"
there will be little,if anything new left
to say, or even an opportunity of say-
ing old things in a new way.

In the limiteà space of a magazine
article devoted to a subject upon which
volumes have been written, it is per-
haps superfluous to say that a great
deal of interesting matter must be left
untouched ; and, as it is impossible to
please everyone in- a matter of choice,
if I seem to skip about rather aim-
lessly, and hold some dishes back, the
fault must not be attributed to the
larder so much as to the size of the
table.

Paris practically was born upon the

A 3ACKWARD f f
GLANCE AT PARIS

J.s.Gordon c 9 :

lie de la Cité, the largest island in the
Seine, which was in early days known
as Lutece. It began to reach out
about the time of the Roman invasion
of Gaul, and continued steadily to ab-
sorb the scattered dwellings and ham-
lets on either side of the river, until at
the present day the city, which had
origin in a few fishermen's huts clus-
tered about a cathedral which has been
an ecclesiastical centre for fourteen
centuries, dominates the affairs of a
Republic numbering some forty mil-
lions.

Formerly there were two small
islets, not more than' mere rocks,
which broke the force of the current
flowing seaward. These were joined
to the main island in the reign of
Henri IMI, when the Pont Neuf was
commenced with a view to connecting
the islandswith the mainland, although
it was not until the reign of Henri IV,
some twenty-five years later, that it
was completed to both banks of the
river.

After it was finished, Henri, then in
the height of his popularity, conceived
the idea of immortalizing himself by
erecting his statue upon the open space
created by the joining of the islands.
The work was entrusted to a sculptor
named Franqueville, and was to have
been cast by John of Bologna, but
death allowed the sculptor to get no
farther than the modelling of the
horse.

Tacca, a pupil of Franqueville, was
employed to carry out the work of his
master, but had accom¡ilished nothing
when, two years later, Henri was as-
sassinated. In 1613, however, Tacca
completed the statue, spurred on, no
doubt, by the promise of large rewards,
and when, after various vicissitudes
and delays, the work was received from
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Italy and placed in position, the like-
ness was so good that for years it be-
came a sort of shrine before which the
poorer classes came to present peti-
tions and solicit the good offices of the
departed monarch. The present statue
on this spot dates only from the re-
storation, however, the original having
been made into cannon during the
revolution of 1792. But here to-day,

as years ago, acrobats and strong men
gather to give exhibitions of their
prowess, and incidentally to gather in
a few sous from the light-hearted and
enthusiastic audience. The bridge is
still one of the most picturesque re-
mains of old Paris, although it has
been much changed
at different times,
and from it is to be
had one of the most
enchanting views.
Looking up the river
the long lines of the
Louvre lose them-
selves in the rich foli-
age of the Tuileries
Gardens, above
which, upon an emin-
ence at a turn in the
river, rise the twin
towers of the Troca-
dero. Farther on are
the hills of Meudon,
upon whose slopes
Rabelais ministered
and wrote. Cross-
ing to the other A DEVIL 0F

side of the bridge,
on the arches that reach from the
Isle de la Cité to the south bank we
have another fine prospect. The set-
ting sun is flooding the towers of
Notre Dame with crimson and gold,
while nearer at hand the single delicate
spire of the Saint Chapelle towers
above the surrounding roofs and points
to the topmost heavens. Below in the
river lay lazily sleeping a fleet of
barges from Rouen, or perhaps one or
two great unwieldy scows being filled
with ashes and refuse to be dumped
farther down. The entrance to the
Saint Chapelle is close to the Palais de
Justice, but I think that the view from

the Port Neuf is superior to any near
hand view that can be obtained of it.

In 1242 St. Louis employed Monter-
ceaux the architect to prepare a build-
ing worthy to receive and enshrine
those sacred relics, the Crown of
Thorns and a portion of the True Cross
which he had received from the Em-
peror of Constantinople, and the Saint
Chapelle was the result.

It is considered one of the most per-
fect specimens of its kind in existence,
and I have listened to many a lengthy
architectural discourse on its fine points
by some of my student friends, the re-
petition of which I do not feel justifned
in imposing upon you. One of the

little towers to the
side still contains the
wooden stairway by
which Louis IX (the
Saint) ascended when
he proposed to take

Ï/ the sacred relic from
its resting place, and
expose it to the peo-
ple. These relics are
now in the treasury
of Notre Dame, and
the Saint Chapelle
has instead the head
of St. Louis, which
formerlywas retained
by the treasury of St.
Denis. It also con-
tains the tombstone
of Jacques Boileau,

NOTRE DAME. the poet, which forms
part of the pavement,

although I am not in a position to say
whether the remains are there or not.

It will not be necessary to more than
mention some of the public buildings,
which have their foundations fixed in
the rock of the Cité. There is the
Palais de Justice brought prominently
before the notice of the reading public
by the reports of the Zola trial in con-
nection with the Dreyfus affair, and
from here to the Conciergerie is not a
far cry, especially when one considers
that according to French law a man is
guilty until he can prove himself inno-
cent.

Then again, if the rigours of con-
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finement in this famous prison are such
that the constitution breaks down, why
it is only a stone's throw to the Hotel
Dieu (the hospital) ; or a little farther
on to the Morgue, and on the way be-
tween these two, by a slight stretch of
the imagination, one may have all the
comforts that the church can bestow
on the passing soul through the offices
of Notre Dame.

The mention of Notre Dame tempts
me to linger around this romantic pile,
but I could only repeat the traditions
and tales told so much better by Dru-
mont in his "Paris à Travers les
Ages," or that incomparable romance
of Victor Hugo, the " Hunchback of
Notre Dame."

If one desires a fine picture of the
Cathedral in her glory before the Par-
vis was cleared away to make place for
the present open square, with its sur-
roundings of uninteresting structures,
in no way can one be better
served than by a careful perusal
of this work of Victor Hugo.
For the satisfaction, however,
of such as wish for only snap-
shots in the way of archeo-
logy, the following data may
be of interest. The site upon
which Notre Dame is built
was occupied as far back as
the fourth century by a church

.dedicated to St. Stephen,
which is again supposed to
have been preceded by a pa-
gan altar. The present struc-
ture suffered much for years by
the meddling of monarchs and
restorers, and it was not until
the Revolution had swept away
the greater mass of these dis-
figurements, that the church
again stood, naked perhaps,
but with something of her old impos-
ing beauty. Then in 1845, Violett-le-
Duc, the celebrated architect, repaired
these injuries, and restored the edifice
to as near its original state as it is
possible for careful research to do.

Such is the vandal nature of the
French mob that when Paris came un-
der the Commune, an attempt was
again made to destroy the Cathedral by

fire ; an event which was providentially
prevented by a prevailing dampness.

To mention only one of the attrac-
tions of Notre Dame,- the view from
the towers fully repays the toil of'some
300 steps to be taken to secure this.

The panorama of Paris stretches
away in all directions, and the Seine,
like a silver thread, winds backwards
and forwards between sloping banks

rýq

AN ASH DUMP BELOW THE PONT NEUF.

dotted with white villas until it is lost
in the blue haze on the horizon. A
gallery runs around the bases of the
towers and across the west front, and
it is from here that the best and closest
study is to be made of those curious
monsters known as the Devils of Notre
Dame, which are supposed to have
been placed there in the early ages to
protect the church from evil spirits.
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Behind Notre Dame is a small square,
containing a beautiful gothic foun-
tain, and across the street, over-hang-
ing the river, is the Morgue, but let us
shudder and pass on.

Having sounded the heart of Paris,
let us proceed to feel its pulse. To do
this it is necessary to find the Boule-
vards, and, although these wide arter-
ies extend entirely around within the
city, the word is generally applied to
that part of
the system
that lies be-
tween the
Madeleine
and Place
B a s t i l e.
Here,asitex-
tends along,
it changes its
name from
des Capucin-
es to des Ital-
iens to Mont-
martre, at al-
most every
street inter-
section.

Lined on
either side
with large
stores for the
sale of those
luxuries and
refinements
upon which
the French
place so
much impor-
tance, and
which are at
thesametime
the source of WET DAY ON T

great profit
to them, the street falls little short
of fairy land. Every novelty, alike in
dress, furniture and art objects, is ex-
hibited here to tempt the unwary for-
eigner to indulge himself to the advan-
tage of his charming hosts. These
shops are plentifully interspersed with
theatres and cafés, and it is on the

H

after ordering a consummalion, enjoy
a better presentation of the " Comédie
Humane" than he is privileged to have
by any other means.

Here it is that journalists, actors,
artists, musicians and other celebrities
congregate. Here the latest gossip is
exchanged, and there is discussion on
the contents of the paper published to-
day, or the matter of to-morrow's
journal. Some take a chair and idly

smoke a cig-
arette until
an acquaint-
ance comes
along and is
invited to
share the
same table.
Then if one
is reasonably
near, the
amount of
gossip one
hears relative
to the differ-
ent person-
ages as they
saunter by
is certain-
ly surpris-
ing. Even
on the fine
days in win-
ter the out-
side of the
cafés is the
place most
freq uent-
ed by the
Frenchman
who likes to
live out of

E BOULEVARDS• doors as
much as pos-

sible. At New Year's the Boulevards
are somewhat enlivened by a fair, held
for two or three days, when booths
are set up and novelties of all descrip-
tions are sold. Some of these are de-
cidedly clever in construction, and others
make their bid for popularitysolelyfrom
their indecency, but I have never no-

pavement before one of these cafés ticed that this feature gave any very
that the visitor may take a seat, and decided shock to the moral sensibilities
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of our Gaulish friends. I will not
dwell any longer on these Boulevards,
however, neither would you unless your
credit be somewhat larger than that of
the student who is trying to be respec-
table on $500 a year. Of course it
might raise my social standing among
those who don't know me very well, if
I were to claim an intimate acquaint-
ance with the cuisine at Margery's, or
the interior decorations at Pousset's.
Nice descriptions of these I could eas-
ily translate from the novels of Bourget
or Daudet, but in spite of the tempta-
tion I prefer to speak of the things
whereof I know. Then let is to the

with every step and culminates in dis-
aster.

This is one of the places that the
student generally takes friends coming
from his native heath to see as an at-
traction not included in the trips of
the " personally conducted," and I do
not know of one better qualified to
conduct these extra tours than an art
student of about a year's standing.

On more than one occasion I have
myself supplemented Mr. Cook's efforts
to the satisfaction of the person in my
charge, although I must confess that
it was upon a scant amount of know-
ledge that I did so. But then " Provi-

FROM A PHOTOGRAPI.

HOTEL DIEU AND NOTRE DAME FROM PLACE ST. MICHEL.

Boulevard Saint Michel, or, in the
slang of the " Quartier" the " Boul
'Mich."' This is the main thoroughfare
of the Latin Quarter, and extends from
the river almost to the Observatory.

It is upon this street that the stud-
ent life congregates, and the Café
d'Harcourt is the acknowledged centre.
When the Dreyfus agitation was at its
height in 1898, it was at this resort
that the police devoted their attention
to nipping any small disturbance in the
bud, for past experience has taught
them that once a crowd of these hot-
heads begin a disorderly movement it
generally gathers impetus and weight

dence takes care of fools and drunken
people," and I have never been able to
decide to which source my success was
most largely due.

An incident occurs to me in connec-
tion with one of these excursions,
which I think is worth repeating since
it will give a slight idea of what is to
be encountered at this café.

I had made the acquaintance of a
gentleman from Toronto, -who, for con-
venience' sake and also to cover his
identity, we will call Smith, and after
being entertained by him on his side
of the river (which entertainment in-
cluded a dinner at Margery's and an
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evening at the Moulin Rouge), in reply
to some questions asked in the course
of conversation about the studio life, I
suggested that probably he would like
to take a trip around the Pays Latin.

He confessed to being eager to avail
himself of the opportunity, and after
arranging details, fixing on the next
Monday evening. I had hinted that
a bohemian air of abandon both in mat-
ter of dress and manner would be a
trifle more in keeping with the atmos-
phere of the studios than
that usually adopted in mak-
ing visits in the vicinity of
the Place d'Etoile.

Imagine my surprise when
the evening arrived and with
it Smith, whose best at-
tempt at a bohemian outfit
was an immaculate shirt-
front, from which blazed a
solitaire, gloves of the latest
hue, a seal-lined top-coat,
and the whole surmounted
by a tile from the best Lon-
don makers. I made some
vague remarks about the
lack of titled folk embraced
by the society of the Quar-
tier, and in a lame endeav-
our to overcome the difli-
culty, I hinted that perhaps
the rounds of the studios
would not be exactly to his
tastes, and I suggested that
we spend the evening at the
opera instead. No doubt
this change in the trend of
affairs called for some ex-
planation, and, after re-
ceiving sufficient encour- FROM A PHO

agement from Smith to over-
come any fears I might
have of hurting his feelings, I said
that his get-up was hardly keyed down
to the bohemian standard. I continu-
ed, in a mild way, that such a set of
sails would single him out as a good
mark for the fair sex who frequented
the resorts of the students and had the
reputation of being endowed with a
decidedly free and amiable manner.
In spite of all this, Smith was prepared
to follow out our pre-arranged plan,

and, as I saw my way to a little enter-
tainment, I complied and we started.

The life class at Colorossi's was first
visited, and the amount of attention
his hat came in for deluded my friend
into the belief that he himself was es-
caping notice. Not so, however ; for
after a number of witticisms of more
or less breadth had been hurled in our
direction, we became the objects of so
much comment and gazing that it had
a decidedly disconcerting effect on

TOGRAPH.

A REFUGE ON THE BOULEVARDS.

Smith, who retired somewhat mortified
and expressed himself quite satisfied
with what he had seen of studio life.
From here we went to the Café d'Har-
court, and I felt that our reception
here would be even more enthusiastic.
The hubbub here is always great, but
I think it slightly increased as my
friend followed me in.

We threaded our way among chairs,
tables and the general impedimenta of
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the café to the nearest unoccupied
table, despite the attention and other
things that were directed our way. Out
of the general medley of sound familiar
English phrases, with a decidedly for-
eign accent, found their way to our
ears, such as : " spik Inglisch," " Oh,
yes!" " pluin pudding," " shocking,"
and so on, which plainly evidenced
that we had been preceded here by
others of our countrymen who had
each left some trace of his refining in-
fluence on the hardy denizens of the

After the preparations had been com-
pleted, and Smith had fallen on his
share of the lay-out, I think the pro-
cession behind our chairs rather in-
creased, and, judging from the gener-
ous amount of comment on the con-
tents of our table, and our manner of
disposing of it, the spectacle rather
out-balanced the counter attractions
going on in other parts of the Café.
This means considerable when these
events embraced a hot political discus-
sion between two long-haired savants

FROM A PHOTOG;RAPH.
BATEAUX MOUCHES ON THE SEINE.

Quartier. When we had been seated,
and all the empty chairs in our imme-
diate vicinity had been occupied by the
more aggressive members of the frail
sex, Smith called the garon and asked
what I wished in the way of refresh-
ment. I modestly replied that a glass
of beer would be all I required and
hinted that probably he had better con-
fine his order to the same, with possibly
the addition of a cigarette. But, no !
he evidently was in for a full course
dinner, so I resigned myself and said
nothing.

of rather youthful appearance, the
pathetic endeavours of an old flower-
woman to dance a few steps recalled
from a long past youth, and a hair-
pulling and bonnet-annihilating contest
between two rival beauties, the admir-
ers of a Latin Quarter Adonis, who
had thoughtfully withdrawn himself to
the outside of a circle of enthusias-
tic onlookers, who did their best to en-
courage the ladies in question to finish
the encounter to the satisfaction of
all concerned before the police inter-
vened.
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Our neighbours, finding that their efforts to
place themselves on terms of good-fellowship had
failed so far, resolved to adopt other tactics in
spite of the fact that we were only there to see
what was going on about us. A small brunette
installed herself on the settee alongside Smith, and
after affectionately putting her arm around his
neck, considerately altered the direction in which
his fork and its burden of chicken was travelling,
so that any dire effects likely to result from the
digestion of that particular morsel would be borne
by herself. Another martyr finished his beer (my
own had long since been placed out of reach, for
experience is a great teacher) while a third appro-
priated the remainder of a package of cigarettes.
Others invited him to buy them beer, while some,
already surfeited in this direction, showed such an
affectionate leaning towards him that I feared for
his shirt-front and the solitaire. But I must draw
a veil over the proceedings at this point, as I am
not anxious to raise any doubts or fears in the
minds of those whose friends have travelled in
France unaccompanied by a chaperon.

THE TowERS 0F SAINT SULPICE. After escaping from the Café d'Harcourt and
its attendant vestals, Smith did not hanker for

any more experience that night ; consequently I hailed a cab and despatched
him in it after assuring myself that he had lost nothing more serious than a
confidence in himself to command respect. Then I set out on my road home,
which lay in the Montparnasse
Quartier, following as I did so a
band of students and their sweet-
hearts, who were making for the
Bal Bullier, singing as they went
songs expressing a somewhat pro-
found contempt for the police. The

Gilded Hell," as the place is
sometimes called in mock denunci-
ation by the students, stands just
opposite the scene of Marechal
Ney's execution, and his statue by
Rude marks what is supposed to
be the exact spot where it took
place.

It is almost a counterpart of the
celebrated Moulin Rouge in the
Montmartre Quarter, with the ex-
ception that it still retains some of
the original flavour of the students'
dance hall of the time of Murger,
while the Moulin Rouge has lapsed
into a show place where the Anglo-
Saxon visitor is regaled with an
entertainment at once blasé and
coarse. It is, moreover, a stand-
ing rebuke to the English and IN THE LUXEMBOURG GARDENS.
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American visitors at Paris, that if it
were not for them the Red Mill would
have to close its doors for lack of pat-
ronage. I have been there myself and
.contributed my quota to its running
expenses, but I have always lacked
the courage necessary to take my place
alongside of my
who are always
to be found in
the inmost circle
surrounding a
rather florid per-
formance of the
Can-Can.

Nor is there an
absence of ladies,
for I have seen
plenty, especially
American girls,
whose desire to
be mildly shock-
ed is abundantly
gratified.

But enough of
the seamy side ;
if we must see
the puddles there
is no occasion for
wallowing in
them, and there
is no place that
affords a better
panacea for all
the contagion
andfilthto be met
with at these re-
sorts and upon
the streets, than
the parks and
public gardens.
Here, more than
anywhere else,
-does Paris justify
her claim to be
the play-ground
of the world, and
here one would be
this city is entirely

fellow-countrymen

A FRENCH

led to believe that
devoted to pleasure

and populated only with people of lei-
sure.

Here all the resources of science and
art have been devoted to the creation
of " fairy pleasure domes," such as
Kubla Khan conceived and we can al-

most realize Coleridge's dream when
we stand in the Gardens of the Tuil-
leries and watch the little bateaux
mouches flitting about on the glittering
surface of the Seine as it flows past.

On fine afternoons, and especially on
Sundays, when everyone seems to be
taking a little relaxation, the citizens

are strolling
about watching
the children sail
their boats in the
large basins,
feeding the
ducks, or, if in
the vicinity of
the Louvre or
L u x embourg,
edging their way
through the gal-
leries, absorbing
the accumulated
wealth of the art
of all ages gath-
ered there for
their benefit.

The Gardens
themselves are
generously stud-
ded with works
of sculpture,
which seem to
have stood for
years withoutbe-
ing disfigured or
broken by the
youthful vandal
we are so well
acquainted with
at home. I am
an admirer of the
sturdy, honest
Canadian lad of
ten or twelve
years in prefer-

DRAGooN. ence to the some-
what effeminate

boy of the same age in France, but I
think I would admire his robust quali-
ties more if his mind forbade him in-
dulging in the wilful disfigurements of
such little attempts at beautifying pub-
lic places as we do make.

Standing at the western extremity
of the Tuileries what an enchanting
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spectacle meets our gaze ! At our feet
spreads the immense Place de la Con-
corde with its two fountains splashing
in the sun, its obelisk and harmonious
architectural surroundings, the only
sinister spot being the draped statue of
Strasbourg which the Republic hopes
some day to dress in her bridal robes
again when she is wrested from her
northern captor.

From here away to the Arc de
Triomphe by which Napoleon glorified
his triumphs, extends the Avenue des
Champs Elysées, in the shade of whose
trees the children are playing in the

an excursion to the Champ de Mars,
the site of the exposition of 1889, and
to be included in the grounds of that
of 1900. But as the principal buildings
are being erected on the Cours de
Reine where the old Palais de l'Indus-
trie used to stand, it will be more to
the purpose to hasten there.

Round about the Palais de l'Industrie
are situated the various open air thea-
tres, Café Chantants and summer
gardens where Yvette Guilbert, Polin
and other stars of a like nature, flash
for a time and grow dim, for so fickle
is the French audience that few can

I)RAWVN HY J. S. GORDON.

POST DU CARROUSEL.

sand or watching the Punch and Judy
show, while their nurses indulge in a
flirtation with a dragoon or other mem-
ber of the " Grande Armée," for whose
benefit she may indulge in a stream of
anathema on the Cochon Drejfus, who
is bringing disgrace to this particular
atom.

Beyond the Arc stretches the Avenue
des Bois de Boulogne leading away to
the woods of that name, and on either
side of this fashionable parade the rich
rear their luxurious palaces.

From here it would be nice to take

retain its homage for a very long time.
I can no more than glance at the

Grand Opera, and if I go down the
Rue de la Paix, I see as little of the
dress-makers' and jewellers' establish-
ments with which it is lined as the
paterfamilias, who, accompanied by
three or four daughters, is endeavouring
to reach the Place Vendôme with suffi-
cient left in his pocket to purchase
stimulation for his exhausted energies
at the nearest café.

Traversing the continuation of the
Rue de la Paix under the name of the
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Rue Castiglione we find our further
progress blocked by the Tuileries
Gardens, and are compelled to turn
under the arcade of the Rue de Rivoli.
This street is no doubt the Men's Para-
ilise. Here everything is marked in
plain figures, and the amount of Eng-
lish spik'd is astonishing. The ease
with which one becomes acquainted
with the various wares of each indivi-
dual shop, whether it is a necklace of
paste diamonds or a copy of the con-
fessions of Madame du Barry, calls
forth involuntary admiration.

There is no necessity here for asking
for " what you don't see," for there is
an abundance of signs stating that

fancy photographs can be seen inside,
unabridged translations of Zola, etc.,
etc., making questioning unnecessary.

A statue of Jean d'Arc by Fremiet
dominates this portion of the Rue, but
not to much purpose, I fear.

The Luxembourg Gardens lie half
way between the south bank of the
river and the heights of Montparnasse,
well inside of what used to be the
Latin Quarter.

From the western terrace may be
seen the majestic dome of the Panthéon,
consecrated to France's illustrious
dead. A little farther to the left, over

TRANSLATION FRO
LERM

the balustrades that sweep around the
open court upon which faces the Palais
de Medici, can be seen the Odéon, per-
haps the oldest theatre in Paris, while
the unequal towers of Saint Sulpic'e ap-
pear above a magnificent grove of
chestnut trees.

The Lion of Belfort on the Place
Denfert Rochereau is a noble work
by Bartholdi, sculptor of the statue
of Liberty at the entrance of New
York Harbor, and commemorates the
heroic defence of a fortified town of
that name on the German frontier by
the French garrison who held out until
after the capitulation of Paris. Not
far from here is the entrance to the
Catacombs which extend for 200 acres
beneath that portion of Paris lying to-
wards the Jardin des Plantes. Here,
dear reader, we will part company and
you will excuse the absence of that
flourish of rhetoric which we are so
accustomed to expect at the conclusion
of a descriptive article. I might go
into rhapsodies and play a few notes in
a minor chord or borrow a few apt
quotations from St. Beuve, de Musset
or Hugo, but the desire to do so is
quite overwhelmed by another emotion,
that of thankfulness that this task is
finished.-

M THE RUSSIAN OF
ONTOF.

NO ! not for thee this yearning love of mine ;I scarcely see those charms which take the town-
I see a dear dead sweetheart of Lang Syne

And my hot youth before its wreck went down.

And when from time to time our glances meet,
Ifyou should see a soul look thro' mine eyes,

It is not thee that soul springs up to greet,
Not thee it calls, not thy voice that replies.

To whisper me, my boyhood's love has come,
I see in thine the features that I know ;

In thy quick lips, lips that have long been dumb,
In thine eyes fire the world quenched long ago.

Clive Phi illipps- Wolley.
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I.-CARIBOU AND MUSK OX.

G IRDLING the polar regions be-tween the eternal ice and the
warm-temperate zone is a broad belt of
country, over most of which in the long
ago the reindeer or caribou-for these
are synonymous terms-roamed in
herds. To-day the European repre-
sentatives of this squat, wandering
deer have been crowded into the Scan-
dinavian peninsula and the Archangel
provinces of Russia, but during the
stone age they penetrated so far to the
south that their bones have been found
in Central France, in the kitchen mid-
dens and bone breccias of the paleoli-
thic period.

Here in Canada our stone age lasted
so much later than that of Europe, that
the caribou has not yet been driven
completely into the remote fastnesses
of the north, and may even yet be met
with in small numbers beyond our
southern border in Maine, Montana
and Idaho. Its southern range is al-
most identical with that of the moose,
but it is more generally distributed, and
the Arctic sub-species, known as the
barren ground caribou, may be found
hundreds of miles nearer the pole than
any moose ever ventures.

Caribou seem to reach their highest
development in Newfoundland, though
there is little to choose between the
island deer and those of British Colum-
bia. These regions undoubtedly pro-
duced the biggest beasts and the big-
gest antlers, and I have rarely seen a
caribou bull from any part of the great
intervening region that I thought
would tip the beam at more than 300
lbs. live weight, though animals weigh-
ing 400 lbs. and even 450 lbs. are to

be found in the localities I have speci-
fied.

Although neither graceful nor impos-
ing, the caribou is my ideal of a sport-
ing beast ; a stalk on the breezy bar-
rens, when the first snow lies fresh and
unsullied upon the ground, and the
deer are too busy scraping it away to
notice the hunter, is something a man
will not forget in a hurry. Moreover,
such bright moments do not happen to
the most favoured every day. The
caribou is an Ishmael among deer, and
even the Wandering Jew himself would
be hard put to it to keep up with a band
of these animals, for they abide but a
short time in any one locality, and
often put many a weary mile behind
them between supper and breakfast.

Cow caribou differ from the females
of most deer insomuch as they often
carry antlers lighter and less imposing
than those of the bulls, but neverthe-
less well-developed horns. No two
sets of caribou antlers are alike, though
all bear a general type-resemblance.
The brow tines are always palmated,
one much more so than the other,
and this has given rise to a mistake
which cannot be explained too soon.
Many American writers call this palma-
tion protruding above the forehead
" the plough," evidently believing that
the animal uses it to shovel snow.
But, as all sportsmen who have seen
caribou feeding in winter must know,
this is not the case, the broad forefeet
being able to do all the digging the
case requires-the horns are for de-
fence and ornament and for no other
purpose whatever. Our American
cousins had better drop " the plough
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ere it is too late ; they have quite
enough to answer for in their 'robins,"
" elk " and " buffalo " without making
any additional slips of nomenclature.

Woodland caribou are fairly abun-
dant from Newfoundland to Alaska,
yet it is quite possible that, could each
be counted, we should find them inferior
in number to the great bands of smaller
deer that inhabit the barren lands.
These barren lands have an area of

350,000 square miles, exclusive of

Northern Labrador and the Arctic
islands, and from end to end they are
tracked up like a cattle yard by the
hoof prints of the caribou. They win-
ter in the woods, pass the summer on
the barrens, and each spring and fall
file by certain points in numbers com-
parable only to the sands of the sea.

In weight the barren ground caribou
are fully a third smaller than the
woodland animal. Their antlers, on
the other hand, are larger in propor-
tion, more gnarled and erratic in form,
and altogether more desirable as troph-
ies than those usually carried by the
more southern animal-that is, if we
except the Newfoundland bull, which
is famous for its magnificent head.

A few years ago I found caribou very
abundant about the head of the Hum-
ber River in Newfoundland, but I have
reason to believe their numbers are

.being very materially reduced all over
the island, and some day the gallant
caribou bulls of the Land of Fog and
Codfish will have followed their fellow
islander, the Great Auk, to extinction.
Game laws are most excellent things,
but they form a poor cuirass against
three fingers of slugs from a sealing
gun at short range, and it is difficult to
see any possible protection for the
poor caribou. Of late their carcasses
have reached St. John over the new
railway by the box-car full.

Caribou are suspicious or foolish by
fits and starts. One day you may run
into a band and get two or three be-
fore they decide to clear out, and on
the next you may find yourself outwit-
ted at every turn by the companions of
the very animals you slew like sheep.
As a rule, caribou are easiest to ap-

proach in mild weather, and during
the warmest hours of the day ; a fresh
fall of snow also helps matters, by
deadening the sound of the hunter's
footsteps. In very cold weather cari-
bou are never still, and this restless-
ness, especially should there be the
least crust upon the snow, makes
them particularly difficult to stalk or
" still hunt " on such occasions. The
caribou makes up for a drop in tem-
perature by hustling a little more, and
thanks to a remarkably robust consti-
tution and naturally active habits, gets
along quite comfortably in a merciless
cold that would freeze a steel horse.
By-the-bye this is as it should be, for
Mr. Allen, of the Smithsonian, con-
siders the arctic portion of North Ame-
rica to be "part of a homogeneous,
hyperborean, faunal area of circum-
polar distribution," which evidently
accounts for the cold and the caribou
being found together.

In British Columbia caribou inhabit
nearly all the high ranges from the
Rockies to the coast. In the Selkirks
they are particularly abundant, being
found close to the everlasting glaciers
and snow fields of the higher peaks
during the summer, but graduallywork-
ing down the passes and valleys as the
ever-deepening snow compels them to
vacate their much-loved upland forests.
The caribou can stand a lot of snow
without grumbling, but twenty feet on
the level is rather too much of a good
thing, and that depth is frequently ex-
ceeded on the western shores of the
Selkirk range.

The mountains between the Okana-
gan and the Fraser; the Bridge River
country ; the high lands lying between
the Thompson and Lillooet; the range
lying north-east from Fort George on
the upper Fraser; and the Babine and
Fire Pan mountains in the Skeena dis-
trict, are each and all famous caribou
countries. And there are dozens of
others in that favoured province. From
the American boundary north to the
6oth degree of latitude, which is the
limit of the province toward the Yukon,
the caribou is more or less abundant ;
at first they are confined to the higher
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chains, but as you travel northward
you find the caribou at altitudes grow-
ing less and less, until in the valley of
the Tanzilla and Upper Stikine they
winter at an elevation of but a few hun-
dred feet above sea level.

There are northern passes, known
generally only to the I
which the caribou file e
fall by the hundred
thousand. In the
first instance they
are making for
those vast, silent
white ranges lying
southward of the
Stikine, and some
30 miles back over
the bench hills.
There, in peace and
quiet, the cows drop
their calves, the lat-
ter grow lusty and
strong in the clear
mountain air, and
the big bulls recup-
erate and get their
antlers in condition
for the coming
struggles of the rut-
ting season.

No sooner have
the first snows of
August, for winter
.is parted from win-
ter by the briefest
of intervals in that
region, begun to
creep down the
mountains, than the
caribou once more
commence to round
up, and once again
file adown the long
passes into the low-
er country, in bands
ten thousand strong.
siops the Indians lie in

ndians, through
ach spring and

DRAWN BY ARTHUR HEMING.

A BARREN-GROUND CARIBOU.

Although smaller animals than Wood-
land Caribou, their antlers are

larger in proportion.

On these occa-
wait for them,

and kill all they require. Once the In-
dians were numerous and took heavy
toll of the passing deer, now they are
few and the caribou herds grow greater
year by year.

The Indian women keep an exact
mental memorandum of the length of

boù in autumn
to within a few
open barren.

proving all too
short for further de-
monstration, we as-
certained the truth
of her infirmative
by going to a cari-
bou pass and killing
a few.

It is not generally
known that caribou
may be called even
more readily than
the moose, but so
it is, and in New-
foundland "tolling"
is the fashionable
way of getting them
in September and
October. The call
is a mere grunt, and
when the bulls are
on the rut is a cer-
tain means ofluring
the biggest bulîs
within easy range.
Provided you keep
down wind, so as
not to taint the air
with the dreaded
scent of man, a cari-

may often be called up
yards right out on the
This primitive method

might not, and probably would not,
succeed in districts that have been
much shot over, but in Newfoundland
fifteen years ago it hardly ever failed.
A young bull might work round to
leeward, and so become warned of his
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the caribou antlers from the time they
show through the skin in spring until
the last scrap of velvet has been rubbed
off against the northern bricks in,Aug-
ust. In other words, they know at any
moment just how "ripe " the beasts are;
in that condition they would be found,
and the condition of their pelts. The
squaw of a certain Stick hunter I camped

with in the summer
of '98, would mark
off on her arm the
length the caribou
antlers had reached
each week, until,
just as her arm was
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danger, but a big fellow not being
afraid of a drubbing from a rival would
usually come up straight to the caller
ready to do battle.

Fat caribou cow meat is one of the
most dainty dishes the hunter secures ;
it is better than porcupine, and equal
to beaver, or mountain mutton ; but
the bulls are pretty garney in the fall,
and a man must be fairly hard set to
relish such strong food. Caribou veni-
son always reminds me of that of the
small European roe deer, which, like-
wise, is delicious when in prime condi-
tion but decidedly inferior when out of
season.

It is hardly feasible to discuss the
caribou without alluding to his co-part-
ner of the barren grounds, the musk
ox. My personal acquaintance with
the animal is extremely limited-that
is to say, I have seen many robes made
from its skin, taking the place of those
of the buffalo in the Northwest, and in
certain museums I have studied the
animal as interpreted by the taxider-
mist. Moreover I have enjoyed the
intimate acquaintance of a man who
dwelt for ten years in one of the Mac-
kenzie River forts, and had hunted the
beasts near Great Bear Lake, but be-
yond that I cannot claim much. It is
possible that I shall some day kill one
myself, and if I do I will contribute
something on the subject to the CANA-
DIAN MAGAZINE.

Messrs. Warburton Pike and Casper
Whitney are the two greatest living
authorities on the musk ox, not because
they have killed more than anyone else,
but on account of their being men of
education, able to give the world the
benefit of their observations. What a
pity it is that so much valuable know-
ledge is wrapped up in an envelope of
ignorance, which prevents its ever
reaching the world at large 1 I do not
believe we ever found out one-tenth
part of what the primitive Indians
knew of woodcraft, and the habits of
game, and now that they have passed
away the book is closed, and may not
be re-opened. It will be the same
with the half-breed and the Hudson's
Bay officer. Here and there an oc-

casional one would put his discoveries
on paper and transmit them to the
headquarters of the great company he
served ; four or five have during the
past two hundred and thirty years
even gone to the length of publishing
a book, but as a rule the Hudson's Bay
Company officials have not made these
contributions to science and general
knowledge, that might fairly have been
expected from unusually shrewd men,
living long lives in the wild woodlands
of the north.

Pike gives lat. 6o as the southern
boundary of the musk ox, which is, of
course, reliable testimony as regards
the particular region he hunted in, but
further east it occurs in a lower latitude
by at least a degree. The isothermal
lines have a general northwest trend
all through the Territories, and as the
valley of the Mackenzie is approached
bear more and more decidedly toward
the north, hence it follows that the for-
est reaches nearer toward the polar
sea in longitude i 0 west than in
950 west by several hundred miles,
curtailing by an equal amount the
great treeless stretches on which the
musk oxen dwell. They never seek
the timber. The long drooping coats
in which they are clothed, together
with the heavy woolly under pile,
seems to keep them warm during the
bitterest blizzard that ever blew, so
that the man who is determined to pos-
sess a prime musk ox robe of his own
killing must seek them between Oc-
tober and April in one of the most
desolate regions we know of. They
exist in Greenland, and in all the
islands north of the continent, but
have become extinct within compara-
tively recent times in northern Europe
and Asia.

Warburton Pike says the musk ox
is not decreasing. . More skins are
now brought into the Hudson's Bay
posts than was formerly the case, but
this does not prove that more are
killed. Once they had no trade value,
and were either left behind or used for
the thousand and one uses to which
Indians turn the pelts of any big game
they may kill; now a certain percentage
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of those killed in not too remote re-
gions are saved and brought to the
trader, as there is a demand for such
skins, seeing that the robes of the
buffalo are no longer obtainable. The
headwaters of the Great Fish River
are about the best grounds for musk
oxen, that is to say they are as good
as any to which our decidedly limited
knowledge of the animal and its habits
extends. A few years ago the wild
oxen roamed west to the basin of the
Mackenzie, but they have not done so
of late years, and the Copper Mine
River is said to be their present west-
ern limit. East they may be met with
to the very shores of Hudson's Bay.

Very little is known of the natural
history of the musk ox, but it appears
to be probable that the cows calve
every two years, droppinig their young
in May and June. Fat cow meat is
undoubtedly good food, but the bulls
are horribly musky and the calves in-
sipid and tasteless. The robe is warm,
but too heavy for most uses, and is
never likely to be in very lively demand.
A big bull probably weighs at the very
least i,ooo pounds, for no animal is
more solidly put together, but owing
to its long coat it appears much larger
than it really is. An arrant coward in

reality, its aspect is most savage, and
against the ravenous wolf of the north
its big sharp horns no doubt, form

-effective weapons, but it fails to recog-
nize man as .an enemy, so that the ac-
tual shooting of the musk ox is a sim-
ple matter-the only reason the in-
offensive animal lingers on a stage he
once shared with the extinct Irish elk
and mnammoth is that few men can tear
themselves away from the charms of
civilization long enough to visit those
distant barrens, where alone thequarry
may be killed. But the prospector is
already penetrating the region north-
east of the lobe of the Great Slave, and
before long the musk ox will find the
bullets flying thick around him, and
excepting on the outlying Arctic islands
his doom is sealed. Let civilized man
once make a lodgment on the bar-
ren lands, and the musk ox will dis-
appear as rapidly as did the American
bison from the similarly open plains ofthe
Great West. Nature is kind whenshe
creates a forest loving animal; cruel
when she fashions one that seeks the
open country, for the latter has but
one protection-solitude. And where
will solitude exist in another generation
or two?,

To be Continued.

127



'They held us but a puny folk,
A paltryfew, at best;

Aye, but a handful, so they spoke,
Flung o'er our A rctic West."

YOU who are born of a mother, soft-handed, deep-bosomed, grave-eyed,
You who have lived your lives, have forgotten your tears, at her side,

Tho' drunk with the Wine of Content, thrice happy, in truth, are you,
-You who are Sons of the North, that is silent, and dark, and true,-
Where golden and green and dusk thro' the pines we half forget
Lie the Hills of grey Remembrance and the Valleys of Regret !
But of old it was writ that the Son must turn from the roof of his sires,
In quest what the Morrow demands, and not what his heart desires.
So they who are born of our Homeland, e'en they whom the North gave birth,
Must mingle with sons of the Southlands in the far-off ends of the earth ;
And the smoke of the moving camp-fires and the dust of the rumbling wains,
Shall follow the plume of the liner and the shriek of the hurrying trains;
Oh, some for the trail to the South and some for the luring West,
But each shall hold to the end that the Home of his Birth is best.

'They knew us not as it was meet,
For wide our Norland Home,

Aye, wide her million leagues of loam,
Where five good seas lap at her feet,

Andfive great rivers foam."

Yet the Son who goes out in the world shall Home as a stranger return,
And not as they once have gleamed shall the old glad home-fires burn,
Aye, tho' he be one of their blood, e'en the kin he has come among
Shall turn at his sunburned face and the alien touch to his tongue;
And he who had not forgotten, tho' his feet had far to roam,
Shall know, in his broken heart, that his home is not his home.
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"Wkat know they of the lives we live?
Or what the deaths we died?

That we our childrens' children give
The dreams we are denied?"

If we who are blood of her blood and bone of her very bone,
By a hand less soft than hers were swept from the hearths you own,
If we into stranger cities and far-off countries fared,
If we have journeyed and wandered, have battled, been beaten, despaired,-
Was it aught for the lordlier bounty that comes with the emptier name ?
Was it done for an unknown people, who would hold us up to shame ?
Was it, in truth, that we, grown tired of our own dark North,
In quest of the softer road and the lighter task, came forth ?
Or was it the touch of unrest that troubled our wilding youth ?
Ask us who are over the Border, and, Canada, know the truth.

" If snow winds crooned our cradle song,
And of the North we are,

Shall we regret, O kindred strong,
Our northern birth, or star?"

Where smoke lies black on their cities and the dust eats deep in their hearts,
Where they who are feverish-hearted make clamour in feverish marts,
We solace their nights with legends, with song we lighten their days,
And selling our best for its price, we asked not ever their praise,
But bartered and bought with their people and sought of the things they sought;
Yet think not, Bountiful Mother, that ever your sons forgot.
For with ail of the gold they lavish they have so little we need,
And for ail of their thanks out-doled, know they the cost of the deed ?
Ah! The migrant Son looks Homeward, no matter whither he goes,
For the Broom is never the Maple Leaf, nor the Golden Rod the Rose !Only your own grave eyes, we ask, shall follow us on our ways,Since yours is the deeper passion and the more enduring praise.
Though unto the ends of the world Fate drives us wide and far,
Our heart's with the land of the pine, our home with the Northern Star,And tho' we have housed with strangers, and journeyed by sea and land,
We are ever the Sons of the North, as the world shall understand!

"'Twas well ourfathers' blood of old
In norland veins didfowi,

For by our brumal strength I hold
Not weaklings could our Northland mould,

Cubbed as they are in boreal cold,
And nursed in northern snow !"

Not easy of speech are we with you, for whom we feign no art,
And if little our lip has spoken, you know how full our heart!
So work, we shall work for you, till the name that is ours be yours,-Work, we shall work, knowing well we stand while the North endures:
With a faith as the faith of children, and the hunger of homeless men,
Awaiting the time we Northward turn, tho' we know not how nor when,
-We, Canadians to the heart-core, Canadian, blood and bone,
We yet shall turn to our Homelands, and some day know our own!



LITERATURE IN CANADA
Second Paper

By ROBERT BAR?.a
N a previous article I devoted some

attention to the somewhat benighted
condition of the average citizen of the
Dominion who, according to his own
statistics, loves whiskey better than
books. I now turn with equal horror
to the contemplation of the educated
Canadian.

Canada has suffered much at the
hands of her cultured class. Mr.
Cooper, in his article in the May num-
ber of this magazine, says the educat-
ed Canadian is conservative. This is
putting it mildly, but I believe the
statement is accurate as far as it goes.
The educated Canadian is conservative
because he has no opinion of his own.
In literature he waits until a definite
judgment is pronounced outside of
Canada ; then your educated Cana-
dian knows it all. He retails this
second-hand estimate to admiring
listeners with all the confidence of a
man exploiting his own discovery.
This is a very happy state of things
for the educated Canadian, for if you
contradict him he waves you off by
saying, " Oh, the London Times agrees
with me, " or " The Athenoum has
given expression to my view," and
thus you are floored. But the unfortu-
nate thing for a young Canadian en-
deavouring to make his way in litera-
ture is, that until he leaves his own
domicile and has achieved commenda.
tion from other people, he has no chance
whatever of making any impression
on the second-hand opinion of his edu-
cated fellow-countrymen. The cultur-
ed Canadian glosses his ignorance with
a hard polish, which is utterly imper-
vious to thought that is Canadian in
its origin. He says of Canada as they
of old said, "Can there any good come
out of N.azareth," and it is not until
Jerusalem has deified, or crucified the
Nazarene, that he becomes of honour
in his own land.

Mr. Cooper tells an interesting story
which is not related for the purpose of
confirming my argument, but which,
nevertheless, goes some distance in
that direction.

Six men of education and culture,
he said, were taking dinner in a private
room in a Toronto restaurant. Being
cultivated persons their talk naturally
turned towards literature, and the good
old stock question came up. If all the
books were to be blotted out with ex-
ception of the Bible and Shakspere and
one other volume, what should that
one other volume be ? Please note
the conventionality of the exception.
There are many men of culture and
education who are not in the habit of
reading either the Bible or Shakspere.
yet when this stock question arises,
this stock exception is invariably made;
sometimes Milton and Homer are lug-
ged in, usually suggested by a posing
man of education and culture who has
never read a line of one or the other.
Here then are the authors preserved to
us by the six men of culture and edu-
cation in Toronto-Scott, Dickens,
Crlyle, Kipling, Macaulay, Parkman,
Thackeray, Ruskin, Elliott, Pope,
Lecky, Stevenson, Browning, Tenny-
son, Goldsmith and Arnold, in the
order named.

Imagine, if you can, the depth of
decadence into which critical judg-
ment has fallen in Toronto, when
there can be found half a dozen men
throughout that ill-fated city who ac-
tually place Dickens before Thack-
eray, and who, at this age of the
world, seriously consider Macaulay,
when right in their own town, doubt-
less within a street car fare of where
they were dining, lives Goldwin Smith,
a writer incomparably superior to Mac-
aulay, whether considered as a literary
stylist or as an accurate historian. If
cultured Canadians would only import
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their opinions with reasonable celerity,
such mistakes could not occur, and
there is really no excuse for this tardi-
ness when there are several lines of
steamers running from England to
Montreal each week. Doubtless the
distinguished diners themselves will be
shocked to learn that, to use a com-
mercial phrase, Dickens stock began
to decline on the day of his death, and
has been declining ever since, while in
like manner Thacleray stock began
to appreciate and has continued to
do so.

But there are six prigs in other
places than Canada. The editor of an
English magazine told me a while since
that six English novelists dined to-
gether and the usual question came up
with the usual exception. It took this
form :-" If you were sentenced to a
term of imprisonment and could get
only one book to read, which book
would you choose, Shakspere and the
Bible excepted?" The answer was
unanimous ; the six novelists chose
George Borrows' book, ' Laven-
gro.'"

I sat silent for a moment or two
when this was told me, and then said
with deliberation, "I think I should
have chosen ' Lavengro' too."

" So should 1," replied the editor.
Thus there were eight of us, like

the little niggers. On leaving my edi-
tor friend I went at once to my favour-
ite book-store on the Strand, and said
to the man in charge: "Have you
got a copy of a book entitled ' Laven-
gro'? "

" Well," replied the attendant,
" there isn't much call for it, but I
think I have a copy. Yes, here it is;
two shillings ; by George Borrow."

I paid the money, took the book
home with me, and since then I have
read it.

Now these six English prigs differed
from the six Canadian prigs in this ;
there was at least some originality
about their choice. Without knowing
who the six were, I surmised that pro-
bably an article on George Borrow
had appeared in one of the reviews,
and each man supposed he alone had

read that article, so he thought he
would surprise the others by naming a
book of which they had never heard.
I take some delight in imagining the
long faces pulled by the six novelists
when the poll was declared. Next
year, Mr. Cooper, when your six men
are dining again in their private
room, I1l bet you a year's subscription
to this magazine that they choose 'La-
vengro.'

Rather more than a year ago,
when I was in America I had the
pleasure of listening to a lecture by
Mr. James L. Hughes, Inspector of
Schools for Toronto. The lecture was
the last of a series on the same sub-
ject, and the subject was Charles
Dickens. I sat entranced, listening to
the rounded periods of Mr. Hughes.
For the time being the years rolled off
my shoulders, and I was once more a
boy of seventeen listening to the esti-
mate of the noted novelist whom I had
cherished at that period of my exist-
ence. It staggered me at first, I con-
fess, to learn that any educated man
considered the exaggerations of Charles
Dickens worthy of six discourses, but
once in the auditorium all that was for-
gotten, and I bathed in the eloquence
of the 'Inspector as if I had discovered
the fountain of youth which Ponce de
Leon failed to find in Florida.

I quote here from an inaccurate
memory, and so cannot reproduce the
exact words ; but this was their sub-
stance :

"Murdstone"! The sonorous voice
of Mr. Hughes rolled out the cogno-
men, dwelling thrillingly on the " r's."
" Think of the significance of that
name! ' Murd,' the first syllable of
murder, and ' stone,' typical of the
hard heart of this wonderfully drawn
character."

This was most impressive, but still,
if Mr. Hughes had wished to get names
with meanings, he had only to go back
a little further in literature to the old
dramatists, and there he would have
found Mr. Lovemore, Mr. Bashful
Constant, Mr. Brilliant Fashion, Mr
Lively, Mr. Sombre, Mr. Moody, Mr.
Joyful, Sir John Reckless, Lord Graball,
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a miser; indeed hé might have had a
more recent example, for an American
novelist once wrote : " Mr. Winter-
bottom was a cold, stern man."

But after the discourse was over
and I had removed myself from the
magnetism of the lecturer's presence, I
began to ponder on the disquieting
position of things which this oration
displayed. If the chief educational
official in the largest and probably the
most enlightened city of Ontario, held
literary opinions which perhaps it
would be too harsh a term to call in-
fantile, what must be the state of mind
of the ordinary teachers throughout the
Province, and what chance is there of
any of their unfortunate pupils becom-
ing a Judge Haliburton or a Gilbert
Parker, an Archibald Lampman or a
Dr. Drummond ? The fact that the
country does produce such men is
merely an example of the amazing fer-
tility of nature. To expect it to do so
as a matter of course, would be as ab-
surd as if a farmer looked for fall wheat
to sprout in the spring, when he had
neither ploughed the land nor sown the
grain the year before.

During all my school days in Canada,
whether in the humble log chalet of the
backwoods or the more imposing edu-
cational halls of Toronto, I never once
heard the name of a literary man men-
tioned. Never once was I told that I
lived in a country containing the grand-
est scenery the world has to show.
Never once was the information given
to me that the history of the deeds
which won an empire from the wilder-
ness was more absorbingly interesting
than the most thrilling romance ever
penned. And here I come to the chief
indictment I have to bring against the
conservative educated Canadian. The
school books which he compiled for his
unhappy victims throughout the Pro-
vince reflected his own second-hand
state of mind. Unfortunately I have
not in my possession the school books
at present in use in Ontario, but the
third, fourth and fifthbooks of my day
were as bad as if I had compiled them
myself. Canadian history was repre-
sented, when I first went to school in

Canada, by a little yellow book, which
was as dull as a page of logarithms.
Later we had a larger book containing
many bad wood-cuts, and this volume
was even duller than the other, because
it was bigger. The selections for the
reading books were mostly chosen
from English sources, and if we saw
Canada at all, it was through English
eyes. There were some turgid poems
on Niagara, if I remember aright, but
they were all by Englishmen, and I
think the prose description was by
Charles Dickens himself.

The other night I was invited by the
Whitefriar's Club to attend a dinner
given to Mark Twain. One of the
speakers was Dean Hole, of Rochester,
celebrated alike as an orator and a
bookmaker. He told a story which he
credited to Dr. Conan Doyle, but
which, nevertheless, was my story.
Discussing the very point I am endeav-
ouring to throw light upon now, I told
this story to Dr. Doyle, to emphasize
my remarks, and he asked permission
to use the anecdote, on his lecture tour,
which permission I most cheerfully
gave, and now Dean Hole has got the
story in one of his books, and if my
name were only attached, I should have
some chance of going down to poster-
ity. Here is the yarn :

As a boy I worked my way from De-
troit on a schooner to the Welland
Canal. The schooner was the Olive
Branch, and I believe her bones now
lie exposed to the winds on the shore
near Toronto. My objective point was
the Niagara Falls, and as soon as I
got off the schooner I tramped from
the canal to the cataract, one hot,
dusty summer's day. I sat and looked
at the Falls, but was bitterly disap-
pointed with them. No reality can
ever equal the expectation of a boy's
lurid fancy. However, I consoled my-
self by saying, "« Never mind ; some
day I shall have money enough to go
to England and see the Falls of La-
dore." In the third, or the fourth, or
the fifth book, which was then used
in all schools throughout Canada,
Southey's poem, the Falls of Ladore,
was given :
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Recoiling, tirmoiling and toiling and boiling,
And steaming, and beaming, and gleaming,

and streaming,
And dashing, and flashing, and splashink, and

clashing.
Al at once and ail o'er, with a mighty uproar,
And this way the water comes down at La-

dore !

Naturally I thought such a cataract
must be the greatest downpour in the
world, and sure enough, neither money
nor opportunity being lacking, I had a
chance of viewing the wonder of nature
which inspired Southey's muse. I
landed one summer evening at a lake-
side town two miles from Ladore.
My impatience would not admit of my
waiting tilt daylight, so I started on
foot along the beautiful well-made road
which skirts the lake, then almost as
light as day under a full harvest moon.
After I had tramped about two miles I
began to fear I had lost my way, for,
pausing every now and then, I could
hear no sound of water, so I sat down
on the rocks by the wayside until some
belated passerby should happen along
and give me more definite directions.
At last a countryman came slowly
down the road and I hailed him.

" Can you tell me where the Falls of
Ladore are ?" I asked. The man
paused in astonishment.

" Why, sir," he said finally, "you're
a-sittin' in 'em."

The fact was the falls had gone tem-
1Porarily out of commission because of
the dryness of the summer. Now,
however picturesque the surroundings
of a cataract may be, I maintain that a
little water is necessary as well, and
yet, thanks to our Canadian school
books, I had waved Niagara contemp--
tuously aside for this heap of dusty
Stones!

Canada always underestimates her
own, and my reason for writing this
article is to enlarge, if possible, her
bump of self-appreciation; self-conceit,
if you like. I have done it before in
an instance which I shall relate, and so
I do not despair even with so large a
handful as the Dominion. Once when
spending a winter in the lovely English
watering place of Torquay, I took
my map and walked towards the
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village of Babbacombe. Nearing the
place I met the local policeman and
asked him if there was anything worth
seeing in Babbacombe.

" No," he said slowly, " there isn't.
You ought to sue Torquay, that's a
great place."

" But," I objected, "I have just comie
from Torquay. You don't think it
would be worth my while then to go
on to Babbacombe? " -

" Oh, no, sir," he said, " there's
nothing a-goin' on there. I was born
and bred in the place, and nothing
much has happened ever since."

Nevertheles, I continued my journey
across the wind-swept down and came
to the edge of a precipice, where an as-
tonishing view burst upon me. The
cliffs were of red sandstone, resemb-
ling in colour the Esterel mountains in
Southern France ; the water was as
deeply blue as the Mediterranean, and
down the densely-wooded Devonshire
Combe, embowered in foliage, strag-
gled the thatched roofs of the quaint
old cottages of Babbacombe, the floor
of one house level with the peak of
another, and so on to the edge of the
glittering sand, and the white line of
foam from the rippling tide. On re-
turning 1 again met the leisurely police-
man.

" Look here," I said, "Babbacombe
is the loveliest place I ever saw in my
life. The next stranger you meet, tell
him that whatever else he misses, he
mustn't miss Babbacombe. The cliffs
are the colour of the mountains of
Judea, near Jerusalem; the water is
as lovely as the Golden Horn at Con-
stantinople."

" Do you mean to tell me so, sir ?"
he asked, opening his eyes wide in as-
tonishment.

"I do, and I don't want you to for-
get it either. A man who was born in
such a place should be proud of it."

When I looked back from away
down the hill the policeman was still
standing where I left him, gazing after
me.

Six years passed before I met that
policeman again. He did not recog-
nize me, but I recognized him.
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" Well, officer," I said, " I'm tramp-
ing on to Babbacombe. Is it worth
while going there ?"

" Worth while ? " he cried, with en-
thusiasm, " it's the prettiest village in
the whole world ; thm as travels has
told me so. Part o' Babbicum is just
like Jerusalem, and another part is like
Constantinople. You mustn't miss
Babbicum, sir, for I was born and
bred there."

Now I should like to do for Canada
what I did for that policeman. He got
his similes rather mixed up, but he
was on the right track, and I believe
he will remain on it until he is super-
annuated.

The thing that seems to me to stand
in the way of the Canadian Walter
Scott, is Canada's persistent underval-
uation of her own men and women.
Mr. Cooper in his article commented on
the fact that his six prigs dining in a
private room had included no modern
author except Kipling and Stevenson,
but what strikes me as emblematical
of their limited minds is, that not one
of the half dozen gave any chance to a
Canadian Mr. W. A. Fraser, in his
address to the newspaper men, to which
I took exception on this same count,
said that above ail else we must have
Truth, and he spelt it with a capital T.
I think there must be truth in fiction,
otherwise it will not live. It is prob-
ably the absence of truth in the writ-
ing of Charles Dickens, all his pictures
being exaggerations, and his character
sketches, caricatures, which accounts
for his gradual decline, and which will
account for the ultimate extinction of his
work. Stevenson is another of the men
chosen by the learned six, and in some
of his books he has ventured on Ame-
rican topics, which he treats with a
lack of truth which must ever distin-
guish the work of a foreigner writing
of a country not his own.

" A man should write what is in his
bones," said Kipling once, and the
phrase has stuck to me ever since
I heard it. Kipling himself is the ex-
ception which goes to prove his own
rule, for he has written truthfully of a
life which, so to speak, was not in his

bones, as is shown in his story of the
fisher folk inI "Captains Courageous."

" The Master of Ballantrae " is gen-
erally admitted to be one of Steven-
son's most notable books, and the cha-
racter of the Master is drawn by a
vigorous and sure hand, while an
even more subtle creation is the old
servant, MacKellar, who tells the
story. But the moment Stevenson
brings his people across to America
the element of truth escapes from his
novel, and it goes to pieces. He has
his company wander blundering through
the north woods from Albany for some-
thing like three weeks, when any one
who knows the Indian and the time
is well aware that every member of
that company would be decently scalp-
ed and dead before they were half an
hour in the forest. Stevenson has his
Indians do what no Indian ever thought
of doing. He has the aborigines stroll
listlessly along the valley with the
white foreigners gazing down on them
from the ridge, when in reality the in-
cident would have been the other way
about.

This is what comes of dining in a
private room in acity restaurant instead
of camping out in the valley of the Don
and learning the ways of Indians. I
hope Mr. Cooper will take his six,
next time they are hungry, to the city
limits on an electric car and treat them
to a picnic where they may see the
methods of the wilderness. If there
had been a single original idea in the
brains of the six they would have given
a vote for at least one Canadian book,
and so against their next meeting in a
private room, l'Il bestow upon them a
hint. I shall not go to any author so
well known as Gilbert Parker, whose
splendid array of books is now head-
ing the lists both in England and in the
United States. I shall take a writer
much less famous perhaps, but no less
deserving of fame. In a book written
by Mrs. Harrison, of Toronto, entitled
" The Forest of Bourg Marie," there
is a chapter describing an ancient
ruined chateau in Canada which has
been made a store-house for furs by
the grim old man who is the striking
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hero of the book. Not only has
Robert Louis Stevenson, nor any one
mentioned by the six, never written
anything so striking as that description
of the furs, but, to find its equal in
literature, you will have to go back to
the time of the Arabian Tales. I know
nothing of Mrs. Harrison beyond what
may be surmised by a reading of her
book, but I stake whatever little repu-
tation I have on the statement that
" The Forest of Bourg Marie " is a
notable work of genius, a book superb
in its character drawing, noble in dic-
tion, thrilling in incident, and so
strongly constructed that it dispenses
with conventional* love-making, with-
out losing an atom of its interest, a
feat which has not been accomplished,
to my knowledge, since Robinson
Crusoe, and I doubt if there is a novel-
ist living, however famous, who would
have the courage to put forth a romance
without a heroine in it.

I must apologize to the immacualate
six, for mentioning a work which ema-
nates from mere Toronto.

Now what is the remedy ; what can
be done to get Canada out of the liter-
ary slough of despond in which it wal-
lows ? I think it will help to clear the
way if we admit that, with the present
generation, all effort is useless. The
six cultured and educated men who
dined in the private room are hopeless,
and perhaps even I am not able Ito
convince them that they are six egre-
gious asses, holding the same literary
opinions now to be found only in the
colliery districts of England ; opinions
which have been discarded by men of
intelligence everywhere else in the
world. Our endeavour at reform must
begin with the rising generation and
so, if possible, an attempt should be
made to civilize the school teachers of
Canada. I am taking it for granted
that the school books are nearly,
if not quite, as bad as they were
in my day, and I arrive at this esti-
mate of them because the Inspector
of Public Schools in an imperial
city like Toronto holds good old
matured literary opinions that are of
the vintage of 1876. I doubt also if
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the Normal School has improved, and
so it were useless to look to that insti-
tution for help in reclaiming the teach-
ers. In my day the Normal, School
was a sort of educational pork-packing
factory. It gathered in to itself the
raw material from all parts of the
Province, rushed it through the ma-
chine, scraped off some of the ignor-
ance, but not much, and there stood
the manufactured article, produced
in so many minutes by the watch. I
was captured from my native lair,
soaked, scraped and so flung upon a de-
fenceless Province, certified as being of
correct weight and size, all in some-
thing less than four months.

We must get at the teachers direct.
My plan is to place THE CANADIAN
MAGAZINE into the hands of every teach-
er in Ontario. To expect the teachers
to pay two dollars and a half a year
for it is absurd ; because Canada, al-
though willing to lavish millions on
railways or on telegraphs to the other
end of the earth, is graspingly penuri-
ous where her teachers are concerned.
She pays them meagre salaries, so that
every woman among them is looking to-
wards the day when she will get mar-
ried, ,and every man is anxious for the
time when he can step into something
that will bring him in more money.
My statistical hand-book of Canada
shows that in the year 1887 there were
something like five thousand schools
in Ontario. I suppose that by this
time the number has doubled. Plac-
ing the figure then at ten thousand,
how are we to get the magazine into
those ten thousand schools ? Of course
it would be a small matter and quite
unnoticeable in the tax list if each
school section in Canada were to ap-
propriate two dollars and .a half a year
for the magazine, but to look for that
is to look for an impossibility, although
this would be the natural way out in a
civilized community. I propose, there-
fore, to'start a fund. I will place a
hundred dollars in the hands of the
Editor of THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE if
forty-nine other prigs, educated and
cultured, will put up a like amount
each ; that would be five thousand dol-
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lars. I should expect the ten thousand
teachers to subscribe on their own ac-
count fifty cents apiece, and I should
expect the proprietors of THE CANA-
DIAN MAGAZINE, on getting an order
for ten thousand copies, to let us have
them at a dollar a year, each subscrip-
tion.

Then if I were the editor of the mag-
azine I would get a number of the bright
young people to write articles on the
stirring historical events of Canada.
The war of 1812 alone is a mine of
wealth, and in the United States, not
to mention Cahada, there is a vast
amount of ignorance regarding the
outcome of that historical episode.
What writer could wish for a more at-
tractive hero than General Brock, or'
a more romantic character than Te-
cumseh ? Where, even in the history
of Scotland, is there an act of more
womanly devotion than the night ex-
cursion taken by Mrs. Secord through
swamp and forest to warn her country-
men of the enemy's approach ? Liter-
ally, the woods are full of incidents
like these.

The recent success of McClure's
Magasine in New York shows what
can be done on these lines. Miss Ida M.
Tarbell, a girl unheard of before the
magazine was founded has been, as it
were, the backbone of that publication.
She began by writing a life of Abra-
ham Lincoln, apd is still at it, having
sandwiched Napoleon between the two
histories of the Martyred President,
and I must confess I read the account
of that great plain man's life with as
intense an interest as I did some years
ago, when the articles first appeared.

Now, in Canada there are hundreds
of girls who are as bright, as clever,
and as well educated as Miss Tarbell,
but there is no opening for them in the
Dominion. The United States' publi-
cations are closed to them because
readers on the other side of the line
are not interested in the historical an-
nals of a foreign country. When I

offered my first book, which dealt with
the Fenian Raid in Canada, to a New
York publisher he refused it, but said
if I changed the venue of the incidents
over to the States he would publish
the book. "We have no interest in
Canada," he added. Well, as I was
unable to transport the Fenian Raid
from the Province of Ontario to the
State of New York, my book had to
be published by another fellow, who
took it with some reluctance, having
exactly the same objection to it. This
shows the disadvantage under which
Canadian writers labour when they seek
an outlet for their wares across the
border.

Last year, when I visited one of the
High Schools of Buffalo, I found on
the desk of each teacher files of every
New York magazine. Stories and
articles from these magazines were
read to the classes, explained and com-
mented upon. Such a course not only
interested, but brightened the pupils,
and made them alert and up-to-date.
I propose then that THE CANADIAN
MAGAZINE be read in the Canadian
schools ; that the children should be
taught something about the leading
writers of the day, especially those who
belong to Canada, or who write about
Canada; that they should be taught
something of the grandeur of their
country, of its scenery and its history.
They should be told that the important
things of life are right around the
schoolhouse door, and not over in Eng-
land, or on any other distant shore.
To this end I am ready to contribute
a hundred dollars a year for the next
five years, if there are forty-nine men
in Canada willing to do the same. In
such a way I think the chances of Ca-
nada producing a Sir Walter Scott or
a Jane Austin from among the present
boys and girls of Canada will be con-
siderably enhanced, and, perhaps, when
the boys now in school grow up, they
will be willing to buy more books and
less whiskey.

END.
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ANOTHER LEASE OF LIFE.

By C. W. Peterson, Deputy Commùsioner of Agriculture, Northwest Temtories.

T HE agricultural world has hardly
recovered from the shock occa-

sioned by the presidential address of
Sir William Crooks, before the British
Association for the Advancement of
Science. The statements of a man of
Sir William Ci ooks' scientific attain-
ments were naturally regarded by the
layman as gospel truth, and it is but
recently that a number of inquisitive per-
sons have ventured to suggest with a
great deal of timidity, that after all,
our chances of obtaining the regular
supply of "the staff of life" a number
of years hence, may probably not be
quite as desperate as Sir William
Crooks would have us believe.

As intimated by Mr. Hyde in an ar-
ticle on the subject contained in a re-
cent number of The North American
Review, the address of Sir William
should be regarded more in the light
of a warning or a plea for more ad-
vanced methods of cultivation, than a
prediction; but the figures quoted by
him in support of his argument are
wholly misleading, and in his effort to
emphasize his point, he has taken un-
due liberties with the economic laws
governing supply and demand.

Sir William's remarks respecting the
position of Great Britain in the event

of a prolonged blockade are worthy of
most serious consideration. It would,
indeed, be but the bitter irony of fate,
if the wealthiest and best armed coun-
try on earth should ever be compel-
led to sue for peace owing to a short-
age of grain. The warning is a timely
one, and if the address of the President
of the British Association bears no
other fruit than the speedy establish-
ment of the proposed national grana-
ries, which might ultimately avert the
danger of Great Britain finding herself
in the humiliating and ruinous position
indicated above, the scientific and agri-
cultural world will readily overlook its
shortcomings in other respects.

Sir William has fallen into the error
of regarding wheat as the sole food of
nations. Nothing can be more falla-
cious. It cannot be doubted that wheat
is at present, and is always likely to
be, the most important factor in the
food supply of the world; but a glance
at thé statistics below will show the
elasticity of the wheat demand of Eu-
rope, and the ability of the human race
to struggle along comfortably on short
wheat rations, presumably substituting
more concentrated and economical ar-
ticles of diet in times of scarcity and
high priced wheat.

Yearly

Word's Shnent of Production

Year. Crop. from all Europe.countries to •o
Europe.

1892 2,441.000.000 380,700 000 1,411.0co,000

1893 2,511.000.000 396.500,000 1.514.000.000
1894 2,563.00o,000 26 4,500,000 1,521.000,000

199.5 2.469.000.000 399,8So-000 1,437,000,000
z896 2.384.000-000 352,2S,0oo 1.484,000,000
197 2,224,000,000 33.900.ooo 1, 146,ooo,ooo

Per cent.
of

world's
crop

taken by
Europe.

15.6
15.8
10.7
16.2
14
14.9

A~~erage
Visible supply farmpric

stocks avaslable in Ce
on ist Dec. Cents

in each year. per
buhel.

176,Ooo,ooo 8;.9
190,000,000 6.
185 000,000 53-e
r6.,oooooo 49.1
149,000.000 50.9
130,001,000 7z.6

According to the theory of Sir Wil-
liam Crooks, we should now be at the
point of starvation. In 1892 the num-
ber of bread eaters of the world exceed-
ed 475 millions, while at the present
time they are estimated at 516 millions;

an increase of no less than 41 millions,
requiring an additional supply of wheat,
according to his own calculations, of
about 4½ bushels per head of popula-
tion or, at least, 184 million bushels.
What, however, do we find is the
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Consumption
of

Europe.

1,791.700,000
1,910,500,ooo

1, 4,o 0ooo
Il, -. 8odooo

9.86.3,000
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actual state of affairs? The consump-
tion of Europe was some 316 .millions
of bushels less in 1897.than in 1892,
although the average price was appar-
ently higher in the former than in the
latter year, and still the world jogs
along comfortably with a visible supply
of stocks, only a mere bagatelle of 46
million bushels less last year than in
1892, and a great world crop to fall
backupon thisyear. We decidedlyseem
to be holding our own. Another fea-
ture of the wheat problem to which I
would direct attention, is the peculiar
fact that our largest crops during the
past eight years all followed years of
high prices, namely, 1892, when wheat
was worth 83.9 cents per bushel, and
1897, when the average farm value is
shown to be 71.6 cents per bushel as
against an average farm price during
the period mentioned of 61.95 cents per
bushel. It is also a fact to be noted
that low world crops have a tendency
to follow low prices of preceding years;
for instance, the crops of 1896 and 1897.
Is this mere chance? I trow not. I
would venture to assert that dollar
wheat for four years would almost
double the volume of production of the
United States and Canada, but I fear
that Sir William's statement to the
effect that a permanently higher price
for wheat is a calamity which must ere
long be faced by European nations, is
as yet very far off realization. Statis-
tics would seem to indicate that the
wheat problem is one susceptible of
easy adjustment.

It may be argued in support of the
theory that we have almost reached our
full expansion respecting wheat lands,
that the introduction of labour-saving
machinery enabling one farm hand to-
day to perform the work of at least
two a decade or two ago, should have
materially added to the world's produc-
tion of wheat were this theory not a
sound one. This could, and would, be
the natural effect were prices such as
to invite wheat growing, which, it is
needless to say, is neither the case at
present nor at any time during the past
few years.

Sir William now goes on to deal

with the future possibilties of the vari-
ous wheat producing countries of the
world. I am not in the position to
criticize his conclusions as regards
countries other than Manitoba and the
Northwest Territories of Canada ; but
in respect to these, I can unhesitat-
ingly state, that he displays a degree
of ignorance, quite incompatible, one
would think, with the position of a
president of the leading scientific or-
ganization of the world.

The following is an extract from Sir
William's address referred to :-

". . .*Expectations have been cherish-
ed that the Canadian Northwest would easily
supply the world with wheat, and exaggerated
estimates are drawn as to the amounts of sur-
plus land on which wheat can be grown.
Thus far, performance has lagged behind
promise, the wheat-bearing area of ail Cana-
da having increased less than 5o0,ooo acres
since 1884, while the exports have not increas-
ed in greater proportion. As the wheat area
of Manitoba and the Northwest has increas-
ed, the wheat area of Ontario and the Eastern
Provinces has decreased, the added areas be-
ing little more than sufficient to meet the
growing requirement of population. We have
seen calculations showing that Canada con-
tains 50,ooo,ooo acres of profitable wheat
land. The impossibility of such an estimate
ever being fulfilled will be apparent when it is
remembered that the whole area employed in
both temperate zones for growing ail the
staple food crops is not more than 58o,ooo,ooo
acres, and that in no country has more than
9 per cent. of the area been devoted to wheat
culture. . . . .

If " performance has lagged behind
promise ", it is for the simple reason
that the low wheat prices prevailing
during previous years have proved an
insurmountable hindrance in the way
of the settlement of the Canadian
Northwest. The time-worn saying
that " the successful settler is the best
immigration agent", applies with pecu-
liar emphasis to this portion of the
world, and while I do not wish to imply
that the settlers here have not, as a
rule, been prosperous, there can be no
doubt that high wheat prices during
the past ten years would have hastened
the development of the country to such
an extent that Sir William would have
had no occasion to complain in his re-
cent presidential address, of perform-
ance having lagged behind promise,

1,8



ANOTHER LEASE OF LIFE

as far as the Canadian Northwest is
concerned.

The statement adversely commented
on in the historical speech under dis-
cussion, to the effect that Canada lays
claim to 5oo,ooo,ooo acres of wheat
lands, is one which I doubt very much
was ever seriously entertained.

I shall now, however, proceed to es-
timate the area within the Canadian
Northwest, including the Province of
Manitoba and the Provisional Districts
of Assiniboia, Alberta, Saskatchewan
and Athabasca, which could, under
favourable market conditions, be made
to contribute to the world's wheat sup-
ply. Mr. A. M. Burgess, late Commis-
sioner of Dominion Lands, fixed the
area of Manitoba and the Northwest
Territories fit for agricultural opera-
tions at about 390,000 square miles.
I am inclined to think, however, that
this calculation is far too liberal. A
moderate estimate of the tract lying
within the wheat belt, as defined by the
Geological Surveys Branch of the De-
partment of the Interior, would be 262,-
ooo square miles. This includes the
Peace River District where wheat has
been successfully grown for years. Out
of this area, 1o1,ooo square miles are
located within the semi-arid district,
leaving 161,ooo square miles of wheat
lands under favourable cliniatic and soil
conditions. An allowance should be
made of some 25 per cent. of the total
to cover lands unfit for cultivation
owing to adverse topographical fea-
tures, which would leave a balance of
some 121,ooo square miles, or 77,440,-
ooo acres.

The Canadian Irrigation Surveys
Corps has carefully measured the water
supply available for the irrigation of the
semid-arid district, and the supply
which could readily be made available
through the construction of a system
of storage reservoirs on the east slope
of the Rocky Mountains, and it has
been found that, estimating on the
basis of one second foot of water for
every hundred acres (the duty of water
as fixed at present), an area of 6,5o0,-
ooa acres can be artificially watered
within the semi-arid district. This,

added to the area under humid con-
ditions, would bring the total wheat
lands of Manitoba and the Northwest
up to about 84,oo,ooo acres.

Sir William states that in no cduntry
does the area under wheat culture ex-
ceed 9 per cent. of the total, but the
cause of this may again be attributed
to the recent series of low prices. I
think, I am safe in stating, that taking
into consideration the economic value
of the enormous area of excellent graz-
ing lands not included in the above
estimate, over 50 per cent. of the 84
million acres of agricultural lands
could be depended upon in estimating
the quota of the Canadian Northwest
to the wheat supply of the world, leav-
ing the remainder to produce the neces-
saries of life for the enormous popula-
tion which would be required to carry
on such stupendous agricultural opera-
tions.

I might go on ad infinitum enlarging
on these dazzling figures and facts, but
I will content myself with having
directed attention to the possibilities
and resources of this great and very
much underestimated portion of the
world, and to have done my best to
allay any possible fear in the minds of
our younger generation of being ulti-
mately destined to submit to the stern
fate of short rations. I cannot, how-
ever, bring this article to a close with-
out a few words of comment on the
following assertions contained in Sir
William Crook's address:

". . . The fertility of the North-
west Provinces of the Dominion is
due to an exceptional and curious cir-
cumstance. In winter the ground
freezes to a considerable depth. Wheat
is sown in the spring, generally in
April, when the frozen ground has been
thawed to a depth of three inches.
Under the hot sun of the short summer
the grain sprouts with surprising rapid-
ity, partly because the roots are sup-
plied with water from the thawing
depths. The summer is too short to
thaw the ground thoroughly, and gate-
posts or other dead wood extracted in
the autumn are found still frozen at
their lower end. . ."
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Sir William is decidedly misinformed
as to the sowing of wheat when the
ground thaws to the extent of three
inches below the surface. Under the
"hot sun" he refers to, the thawing
of the ground to a sufficient depth to
admit of ploughing is only a matter of
a very few days. Before the grain
sprouts, all frost is usually entirely out
of the ground. 1, therefore, fear I
cannot endorse Sir William's recital
of the curious and mysterious circum-
stances in connection with wheat grow-
ing in the Canadian Northwest. The
final statement in the above quotation,
however, although of minorimportance,
is of such a preposterous nature, that
one involuntarily pauses while the con-
viction slowly presents itself that if
Sir William's elaborate calculations
and alarming conclusions are based
upon such a very superficial knowledge
of the conditions in the various coun-
tries he undertakes to discuss in his
address, as is exhibited here, the cre-
dence due the statements of a gentle-

man and a scientist occupying his
position, should not be accorded in this
instance. The mere cursory scanning
of our meteorological records should
have indicated to the ordinary mind,
that although facetiously dubbed " Our
Lady of the Snows," the possibility of
the presence of frost in the ground at
the lower end of gate-posts in any
portion of the Canadian Northwest,
after a hot sun has exerted its influence
during a long summer season, involves
a flight of imagination worthy only of
an eccentric faddist. I may here men-
tion that Sir William travelled through
this country a year or two ago, and
presumably speaks from personal ob-
servation regarding Canada, and par-
ticularly the Canadian Northwest, as a
wheat-producing country. How much
importance can be attached to his ob-
servations in connection with the pos-
sible expansion of those new countries
and colonies which he has not had the
privilege of inspecting personally ?

WHERE GLORY 'WAITS US.

A N Empire's coping-stone was set to-day-
A house not built with hands, a countless store

Of hearts that beat as one the whole world o'er,
With blood, bone, sinew, for a common fray.

Upon the ebbing tide has sailed away

The first arned transport from this Western Shore

To uphold Britain's arm in foreign war,
That Canada a daughter's part might play.

Past Lévis and Orleans, the cheering throng-

Ten hundred Britons chosen for the fight-

The best we had we gave ; their warlike song

Floats back upon the Citadel. The night

Comes down, a lonely cannon booms; and we

Find joy and sadness with our sons at sea.

Claude Bryan.
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BY NORMAN PATTERSON

WITH PHOTGRAPHS TAKEN ESPECIALLY FOR " THE CANAIA.N NIAGAZINE."

INCE Wolfe von on the Plains of
Abraham and made Canada a col-

onv of Great Britain, there has always
been some talk of vhat Canadians owe
to the British Crown. ''lie coming of the
V. E. Loyalists strengithened the bond
the steady accession of British immi-
g1rants added to that strength. The
French Canadians developed a spirit of'
loyalty which wvas shown when Mont-
gomery appeared before Quebec, and
again when the United States armies
invaded Canada in 1812-13-14. But
with the Confederation of the colonies

in 1867, Canada became a greater col-
ony' of which more might be expected.
Canadian statesrnen since 1867 have
never overlooked the duty, the rever-
ence and the respect which Canada
owes to the British Crown. When, in
1897, the Queen's forces were paraded
to celebrate the Diamond Jubilee of
Her Majesty's succession to the throne,
a Canadian contingent represented our
part, our place in the strength of the
Empire.

The Imperial feelingl has lived in this
countrv since Wolfe died victorious.

1lE PREMIIER sPEAKs.

Sir Wilfrid Laurier (ceutre 'of pict ure) addei t he Canadian Trasaa Coting aQue0. O tile lef t of the picture is Col. Buchaî; and on the rit an a rontierand
Stanud, tle ('overnor-Geeral General IHuttoln, Mr. Blair, antd other Cabiet Min iste rs.
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Sometimes it smouldered, but again
and again when the ashes of unconcern
were stirred the live coals were re-
vealed. The Imperial feeling has de-
veloped with the growth of the En-
pire and with the growth of Canada.
No one man can be credited vith being
its author; no one man nor one set ot
men can be honoured by being called
its sole exponent. It nay have varied
in aims, in strength, in direction, but
it has been of the people always.

Sir John Macdonald, the central

kind. I believe it will have the contrarv effect.
I believe that as we grow stronger, as we be-
come a people able, froni our union, our popu-
lation, and the developnent of our resources,
to take our position among the nations of the
world, she would be less willing to part with
us than now. I an strongly of opinion that
year by year, as we grow in population and

strength, England vill more see the advan-
tage of maintaining the alliance bet ween Brit-
ish North America and herself. Does anv
one imagine that whlen our population, instead
of .5.oo,ooo will bu 7,000,000, as it will be ere

many years pass, we would be one whit more
willing than now to sever the connection with
England ? The colonies are now in a transi-

111S EXCELLENCY SPEAS.

Behind Ilis Excellency is General Ilutton, Sir Wilirid and other Cabinet AIinisters.

figure of nineteenth century Canadian
history, shared this feeling and on manv
occasions gave expression to it. I n so
doing he but represented the people of
the country in which he was so long
its chief citizen. That he foresaw the
future with unusual clearness, the fol-
lowing fron one of his pre-Confedera-
tion speeches will be ample proof:

Some are apprelensive that tlie fact of

our forming this Confedera t ionî will hastei the

time when we shall be severed froi the NIo-
T lier Country. I bave no apprehîensioni of ithat

tion state. Gradually a different colonial svs-
tei is bcing developed, and it vill become
Vear by ear less a case of dependence on

our part, and of oveiTiili îig protection on telie

part of the Niother Count rv, and more a case

of healtly and cordial alliance. Instead of
looking n pou us as a mnerelv dependent colony,
Eigland Vill have ini us a friendly nation, a

subordinate, but still a powerful people-to
stand by lier in North Ainerica in peace or in

Sir John Thompson in t 89o uttered
vords wvhich seen almost prophetic.
" The day has come when friends and
foes alike, in considering the strength
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of the empire, must take into account
the strength of the colonies across the
sea." Sir Charles Tupper, Sir Wilfrid
Laurier and others have voiced similar
sentiments expressing their conviction
that in the day when Britain called,
Canada's sons would not be found
missing.

Britain has called.

She bath raised her hand, the Island Queen,
Froni a hundred hills a flood pours down

Of stern-faced men in khaki brown.
Ghoorka, Afridi, Sikh, Sepov,

is reported to have said that a united
empire means a Zollverein and a Kriegs-
verein, a union for customs and a un-
ion for war. The union for war has
come, suddenly, swiftly. Six months
ago we were not thinking of it, to-day
it is an accomplished tact. The man
who did the deed was the Rt. Hon.

Joseph Chamberlain. He knew and
understood the colonies; he called, and
they responded. If certain colonial
premiers and colonial cabinets hesitat-
ed, the Colonial Secretary knew how to

LOADING SUPPLIES ON THE SARDINIAN AT QUEBEC.

Highlanders, Heroes of Dargai,
Line and cavalry, rifleian, guide,
Hurrying down to the trooper's side.

Children of the Oueen.

She hath raised her hand, the Island Queen,
And a shout cones up froni the Austral land -

" \Ve sent our best for the Motherland " ;

And Canada's cry rings round the world

Wherever the nieteor flag's unfurled.
Saxon sired, full kin are we,

Sprung froni the ' Mistress of the Sea.'
Children of the Queen.

In 189 t, in addressing an Imperial

Federation deputation, Lord Salisbury

force their hands. The people who
imagine that the Secretary for the
Colonies does not hold those colonies
in the hollow of his hand, have not
read the inside history of the present
crisis. He is above politics, and can
occasionallv make and unmake politi-
cians even at Ottawa.

The man who would say that Cana-
dians ever were or are now a unit im

believing that Canada should take part
in the wars of the Empire, would be
making an incorrect siatement. The
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PIOTo. BY NOTMIAN, MONTREAL.

THE SARDINIAN LEAVING THE WHARF AT QUEBEC.

THE REVIEV ON THE ESPLANADE AT QUEBEC.

The thousand " Royal Canadians - were drawn up in lines of half battalions, the flank
conipanies being afterwards forned, as shown in the photograph. In the distance is Kent
Gate, and on the left the glacis and old vall of Quebee.
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majority of Canadians realize the debt
that this country owes to the British
crown. They know that Great Britain
bought this country with the treasure
of her people and with the blood of
her soldiers ; that she has retained it
by allowing its citizens to think and
speak and act as they saw fit. The
people, whether French, English, Irish,
Scotch or German in origin, know that
this is a British country, a nation ac-
knowledging the sovereignty of the
British crown. They admire and re-
spect our British connection. But
when it cornes to deciding to take an
active part in the affairs of the lmpire,
Canadians have never been and are
not now a unit in being in favour of it.
They desire to be a part of the Empire,
but are doubtful of being an active
part, in the sense of being represented
in its councils and its armies. The sen-
timent in favour of taking this active
part does, however, seem to be grow-
ing. If it keeps on developing as it
has done during the past ten years,
Canada may soon be clamouring at

Westminster for representation there.
But undoubtedly the responsibilities of
such a request will be well considered
before it is officiallv made.

But to return to the Canadian con-
tingent. The British Government de-
sired it, and the Canadian people gave
it, gave it freely and gladly. The only
objections were that it was to number
but i,ooo men, and that only a part of
the expense was to be borne by Canada.
The Canadian Government wired to
London that a contingent would be
sent and it was sent one day ahead of
time. The one thousand picked militia-
men came from all parts of Canada.
From the great island of the Pacific
Coast to the beautiful island-province
of the Gulf of St. Lawrence, from
Victoria to Charlottetown, there was
but one sentiment and that was : "We
send our best for the Motherland."

i stood on Dufferin Terrace at Que-
bec between four and five o'clock on
October 3oth, and saw the steamer
Sardiian pull away from the wharf
below.

THE SARDINIAN-PENS ON UPPER DEcK FOR HORSES AND PROVISIONs.
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From the Citadel above the minute
guns thundered their farewell. A
thousand brave Canadian lads cheered
and wept on the decks and in the rig-
ging ; fifty thousand Canadian men
and women on the shore, waved and
hurrahed-and prayed. And the Sar-
diniain was joined by the screaming,
whistling tugs and yachts and steam-
ers ; the bands played " Auld Lang
Syne," "'The Maple Leaf," and "God
Save the Queen," and I saw no more.

The gaily-decorated Sard/n/an mav
be an old tub which the Government
thought good enough for the common
soldiers who wvere to sleep in the deal
bunks and eat Tommy Atkins' fare from
vooden tables, she may in a few years

be laid up to rot on some unfrequented
shore, but to everyone who stood on
those heights, leaned over the terrace
wvalls,orcrowdeddecksanddocksbelow,
the Sard/uin is a hallowed memory, a
shrine wherein is stored nuch hope.

DRAWN FROM A PHOTOGRAPH.

'HE SARDINIAN--THE OFFICERS' GENERAL QUARTERS.

That I saw no more was not due to
the thought of the danger to beloved
comrades - but because I rejoiced
with those who rejoiced, and my joy
blinded my eyes and scorched my
throat. I recovered my vision as the
staunch vessel was slowly fading from
sight-in a few minutes she rounded
the Island of Orleans which Wolfe
made immortal, and she was gone to
help the motherland of Wolfe and of
us all.

" Sentiment " did you sav ? Yes,
sentiment ; it affects our friendship, it
affects our business methods, it affects
our opinions of governments and of
princes ; it controls our wills and our
minds; it is all-powerful. Yet ta arouse
it, is not always easy. Sometimes it
is in a dead slumber. But a great man
dies, and a nation mourns; a sovereign
celebrates her Diamond Jubilee, and
a nation goes vild with joy-such
events as these have shown us that
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Canadians are not lacking in sentiment.
A thousand lads go to serve the Em-
pire in foreign lands, and a nation
rises to cheer, to give three times three
and a tiger. The public purse is open-
ed, the private purse untied, the people
throng the streets and shout. Aye, at
Quebec I saw strong, hard business
men, whose sons were safe at home,
who had not a relative aboard the Sar-

drove down to the Immigration Sheds
in company with a patriotic citizen
whose generosity rose to a cab-load of
tobacco. Here were lodged several
companies in a very comfortable build-
ing. We passed the sentry and found
that already the men had donned their
new rifle uniforns and were buckling
up their new Oliver equipment. As
the tobacco was being stored away in

DRAWN FROM A PHOTOGRAPH.

THE SARDINIAN-WHERE THE MEN EAT AND SLEEP.

dinian-I saw these men weep. Senti-
ment ? I know not what it is, or whence
it came. I only know that it was here
before I was born, and that it seems
to be founded in patriotism entwined
with loyalty.

That thirtieth of October was a great
day in the city which Champlain
founded under the shadow of Cape
Diamond. Early in the morning, we

numerous haversacks we were asked
to take a few telegrams and postcards
for despatch. The last good-byes
were being sent, but there was still
much cheerfulness.

From the Sheds we went to the
Citadel, and it was the same scenes
over again, amidst much more mili-
tary surroundings. Here E and F
Companies from Montreal and Quebec
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were the first on
parade. The Mayor
of Montreal was pre-
sent to bid the com-
pany from that city
good-bye, to give
each man four sov-
ereigns, and each offi-
cer a purse of gold
and a pair of field
glasses, a similar do-
nation having already
been made by the
mayors of other cities
to their various local
detachrments.

From the Citadel we
went to the Esplanade,
an historic open space
bordering upon that portion of the old
city wall which lies between the St.
Louis and Kent Gates. Here all the
eight companies came together and the
Second Royal Canadian Regiment was
on parade for the first time. Colonel
Otter was in command, and looked
like a man whose fondest dreans are

t'LRSON.

rHE VANCoCVER CONTINGENT.

being realized. A half hour later Gen-
eral Hutton arrived and inspected each
of the eight companies. Another half
hour passed, and on the stroke of noon
the Governor-General entered the en-
closure. He was proceeded by his
staff and accompanied by Sir Wilfrid
Laurier and several members of the

PHOTOGRAPH BV H. F. ALBRIGHT.

THE FREIDERICTON QUOTA TO CONTINGENT.
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Cabinet. There were short speeches
from His Excellency, the Premier and
the General, and a lengthy address
from the City of Quebec. Then the stal-
wart Royal Canadians were marched
through decorated streets and enthusi-
astic crowds to the point of embarka-
tion, vhich they reached about two
hours past noon. In another two hours
the booming of the Citadel guns an-
nounced that the task of enrolling and
equipping a thousand volunteers scat-
tered over 3, ;on miles of territory had

To be Captains-Major H. M. Ar-
nold, goth Battalion ; Major J. E. Pel-
tier, 65th Battalion ; Major W. A.
Weeks, Charlottetown, Engineers ;
Capt. H. B. Stairs, 66th Battalion ;
Major D. Stuart, 26th Battalion ; Capt.
R. K. Barker, 2nd Battalion ; Major
S. M. Rogers, 4 3 rd Battalion ; Capt.
C. K. Fraser, 53 rd Battalion.

Machine Gun Section-Lieut. and
Capt. A. C. Bell, Scots Guards, A. D.C.
to the Major-General conmanding the
Canadian Militia.

PHOTO. BV WESTLAKE BROS., CIARLOTTETOWN. COPYRIGHT HY ROBERT L. CO1ON.

PRINCE EDWARI) ISLAND TRANSVAAL CONTINGENT.

The battalions contributing were the 82nd, 4 th Regt. Canadian Artillery, and Charlotte-
town Engineers. The officer in the centre is Major Weeks.

been accomplished in little more than
a fortnight. The Sard/nùan had started
for Cape Town.

The list of the principal officers is as
follows :-

To command-Lieut.-Col. W. D.
Otter, Canadian Staff, A.D.C. to His
Excellency the Governor-General.

To be Major and second in command
-Lieut.-Col. L. Buchan, Royal Cana-
dian Regiment.

To be Major-Lieut.-Col.-O. C. C.
Pelletier, Canadian Staff.

To be Adjutant-Major J. C. Mc-
Dougall, Royal Canadian Regiment.

To be Quartermaster-Capt. and
Brevet-Major S. J. A Denison, Royal
Canadian Regiment.

To be Medical Officers-Surgeon-
Major C. A. Wilson, 3rd Field Battery,
C.A. ; Surgeon-Major E. Fiset, 89 th
Battalion.

To be attached for Staff duty-Major
L. G. Drummond, Scots Guards, mili-
tary secretary to His Excellency the
Governor-General.
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The following officers will be attached
to the Royal Canadian Regiment for

whatever duty may be allotted to them

in connection with the campaign :
Lieut.-Col. F. L. Lessard, Royal Can-

adian Dragoons ; Lieut.-Col. C. W.

Drury, A.D.C., Royal Canadian Artil-

lery ; Major R. Cartwright Royal
Canadian Regiment ; Capt. W. Fores-

ter, Royal Canadian Dragoons.
Medical otcer-Captain A. B. Os-

borne, C.A.M.S. (provisional).
Nurses-Miss Georgina Pope, Prince

doubt, that there vill be few real hard-
ships on the long ocean voyage.

Onthe day that the Contingent sailed,
His Excellency the Governor-General
received the following telegram from
the Secretarv of the Colonies :

LONDoN, 30thl Oct., i8 9 9 .- Referring to
your telegram of Oct. 29 th, Her Majesty's
Government offer hearty congratulations to
Canadian Governient and Mlilitarv Authori-
ties for rapid organization and enbarkation of
Contingent. Entiiusiasn displayed by people
of Dominion a source of much gratification
lere. (Signed) CIAMIBERLAIN.

HV. Y SHANNON ý NIcCONNEL.
TiE LONDON CONTINGENT.

Edward Island ; Miss Sarah Forbes,
Halifax, N.S. ; Miss Annie Afmleck,
Lennox, Ont. ; Miss Elizabeth Russell,
Hamilton, Ont.

Four newspaper correspondents and
a regimental historian accompanied the
Royal Canadians. There were chaplains
representing the Anglican, Roman
Catholic and Presbyterian bodies. Every
comfort had been provided for the men,
as some of the accornpanying photo-
graphs indicate, and there can be no

The address presented to the Con-
tingent by Mayor Parent, of Quebec,
is worthy of preservation as being the
expression of the loyal feelings of a
French-Canadian city. The full text
is as follows :

"To the Commandant, the Officers and
the Men of the Contingent of Can-
adian Volunteers enrolled for Ac-
tive Service in South Africa :

The citizens of Quebec offer vou
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PHOTO. BY SAVANNAH. THE VICTORIA QUOTA TO THE CONTINGENT.

the most cordial welcome in this old
fortress, so often stormed by war and
tempest, whose inhabitants from their
earliest years have been accustomed to
the music of military bands, to the
smell of powder and the smoke of
battles. We are proud of the honour
that has been done our city in its selec-
tion as the scene of the mobilization of
this select regiment which the Ca-
nadian people send to the assistance of
our mother country. The presence in
our midst of the representative of our
Most Gracious Sovereign, His Excel-
lency the Governor-General, and other
dignitaries of the State, adds not only
lustre and eclat to this day's ceremony,
but gives to our proceedings a deeper
and wider meaning.

" It was no vain appeal that was
made to our valour and our loyalty for
along the way from Victoria to Halifax
1,ooo 'picked men, representing the
physical strength, the discipline and
the courageous daring of our people,
freely volunteered to serve under the
British flag. The people of various
Origin and different religious creeds
lat go to make up the population of

ihis country are represented in your

regiment, and now that we are for the
time being assembled within the walls
of the most French city of the new
world, let us claim for the French Ca-
nadian element a large share of the
warm and spontaneous outbursts of
sentiments of loyalty to England which
marked your triumphal progress from
your homes to Quebec.

" No matter how diverse may be our
origin, and the languages that we
speak, who is there that will dare to
aflirm that we have not all the qualities
necessary for the making of a real
nation ? Who dare say, upon such an
occasion as the present, that we are
not all sincerely united and loyal to-
wards the Canadian Dominion and
loyal to England, which has given us
so complete a measure of liberty? We
French-Canadians have loyally accept-
ed the new destinies that Providence
provided for us upon the battle-field of
1759. Is it possible that anybody can
have forgotten 1775 and 1812 ? On
the summit of this proud rock of

Quebec, rendered illustrious by Jacques
Cartier and Champlain, behold but a
fewv steps from this place the superb
monument erected by an English

THE OTTAwA QUOTA TO THE CONTINGENT.
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governor to the memory of Wolfe and
of Montcalm.

" Why may we not make it the
emblem and the symbol of our national
unity ? Let us leave to each individual
amongst us the privilege to retain as a
sweet souvenir worthy of a noble heart,
the rose or the thistle, the fleur-de-lis or
the shamrock, and even the pot of
earth that the Irish immigrant brings
with him from under distant skies, and
let us be united for the great and holy
cause that we have in hand, the
foundation of a great nation and the
development of the boundless re-
sources of a rich and immense coun-
try. Our best wishes accompany
you in the long journey, at the end
of which you will no doubt find glory

as well as sufferings, privations and
perhaps even-heroic sacrifices.

" When you will be under the burn-
ing sun of Africa, you may be sure that
our hearts will follow you everyvhere,
and that in our long winter evenings,
you will be the principal object of our
fireside talk and solicitude. Be quite
sure, too, that this Canada of ours will
watch with a maternal care over the
loved ones that you leave behind, and
who in parting with you are making so
great and so generous a sacrifice.
May the God of battles crown your
efforts ; may He preserve you in the
midst of danger, and may He bring you
back safe and sound to the beloved
shores of your fatherland."

SPECIAL BADGE OF CONTINGENT.

EXACT SI/E.
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A NTHONY had said to her when hewas at college, "Take the finest
personal feeling in the matter and
follow that." It may not have been
the best advice for the rest of the
world, but they had no mother, and
Mab trusted Anthony. Since then
she had been in the habit of remem-
bering what he had said, especially
when it was something that she
wanted to do herself. Poor dear papa
had again involved his remnant of
a family in a difficulty, not a serious
one but tantalizing. Professor Le Clear
was naturally a forgetful man, and his
wife had been dead many years. They
had called their only daughter Cecilia
Mab. But a daughter is handicapped
when she endeavours to frustrate ab-
sent-mindedness, for while she may
feel certain of what is going to occur,
it is not always filial to take it for
granted; and that was how it happened
that Mab, despairing of her father's
appearance, had jumped on the train as
it was moving out of the station, and
in the afternoon found herself sixty
miles from home, seated on a bare grey
bench, one of a tier that extended along
the campus-side of an alien university.
She was alone and surrounded by pas-
sionate adherents of the red and yellow;
but she had come of a football family,
and her sifuation afforded her a grim
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ben word of song, when word of song
ngs back a menory tender,
ink of the days when we were hers
hose glories ye now render,
ti're playing up where once we played,
d we can but remember.

Songs of the North.

and yet mirthful satisfaction. She was
as conscious of the knot of colours on
her coat as if it had been the flower of
her loyalty: her brother Rufus, her only
brother since Anthony had lived his
brief life so quickly, was playing his
first great match. He had gone down
to Prince Edward the night before, but
he knew that she would be there to see
him play, and would she not? Mab
smiled, and as she stooped to tuck
her rug, under her feet and bring it
over her knees, Professor Le Clear
was emerging from the rapt contem-
plation of a Sanscrit root to find him-
self in a general atmosphere of suspi-
cion that the train and probably Mab
had gone.

It was not because they were certain
of victory that Mab had gone ; for
the last three years they had camp-
ed with defeat. They had carried
it out with them, had brought it
home, had shaken off the crowd who
go with success, had been slighted
by the newspapers, had trained, and
had said nothing after the manner
of their university. There seemed to
be something the matter with the team
every year, but those among the under-
graduates who really cared for football
clung to it with a sad determination.
This season they were in the finals-
by a fluke the newspapers said-but
everyone knew what would happen
when they met Prince Edward, and
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with one universal voice the two thou-
sand undergraduates, the staff, and the
President said in the University of the
North, "If only Datch Bonamy were
here we might have some chance of
winning." It was hard, for Prince Ed-
ward was a minor constellation, not
large but unanimous, sporty, and un-
troubled by a glimmer of opinion from
any world outside their own. Their
players were of a hardy strain, some of
them had been attached to their aca-
demic halls for many years, and sure
there was a berserk derivation to Prince
Edward's plunges upon his college
field.

Mab Le Clear was thrilling with an-
ticipation. The air, the sky, the field
had a thousand subtle associations for
her. There was a vague excitement
in the autumnal keenness. The sky
was gentian blue, against it a line of
haze-covered hills, near by painted
trees, red and russet and yellow. Clouds
vexed the eastern horizon ; there was a
westerly wind and the wide field was
flooded with sunshine.

Datch Bonamy had been Anthony's
captain; and that was Mab's story,
which is the primal right of any wo-
man, even one of three-and-twenty.
She was going over it now word by
word as the pent crowds about her

waited for the players to come on the

field and enlivened the time variously
with heart-quickening cries and phrases.
When Datch Bonamy had been captain
Mab had called it her own team, but
immediately after Datch and Anthony
had played and won their last game
something had happened, not even
Anthony had been able to find out what
it was. In the following spring they
both had graduated, Datch had gone

away to wear the harness of his ances-
tral business, and then Anthony, who
was to have been the great Le Clear,
had died; that was six years ago.
Mab now was a woman-"Inot so

deep as a well, nor so wide as a church
door; but 'tis enough, 'twill serve."

His real name was Cordwainer Bon-

amy, and after calling him that his

parents had left him to sustain it with-

out any assistance from them; but the

boys in the lowest form of a reputable
boarding school, of a more practical
turn of mind, had changed it to Datch,
struck out in a moment from nowhere
to fit a boy who had a ridiculous name.
And Mab remembered him, as he rallied
and commanded his men, as he walked
about the streets of the university city;
his hands, his stride, his dark head,
his burly form, nothing had faded
away. But Datch Bonamy, who had
played football well enough to maintain
a sweet if gaudy immortality at the
University of the North, was not a per-
son of whom Mab could think aloud.
She kept her displeasure in reserve.
At seventeen, however, one quarrels
frankly, and Datch Bonamy knew quite
well when he left college that he might
not speak to Mab unless she indicated
her special permission, a thing that
had not happened since the day he saw
her last, when Professor Le Clear had
put away ambition, and Anthony.

The red and yellow about her was
rampant, pervasive, stimulating. The
people were multitudinous and dissim-
ilar, but all buoyant, gay, kindled with
enthusiasm. She looked with tolerant
sympathy on rows of girls, of men,
coteries of urchins, upon the family
who had come together to avert the
evil eye from one of their own who was
playing. She saw about her all manner
of unattached persons, and all manner
of trains, laughing, smiling, speaking,
shouting, and wearing the red and
yellow.

Mab drew in her breath, they could
but do their best. Opposition was be-
getting within her a fatalistic courage,
and she summoned all the knowledge
and coolness she possessed so that she
might regard what was to follow with
the unambiguous eye of a sportsman,
ready to praise a foe, unshrinking from
defeat, swayed only by sound play,
persistent to the true understanding of
combination, craft, headwork, force
and chance, as she had been taught
from her youth, for their windows look-
ed out upon the university lawn at
home.

On the seat below and immediately
in front of her sat the only other wearer

158



of their colours within the radius of
her glance. His presence, in her judg-
ment, had caused the vortex of red and
yellow to recede perceptibly. He was
the kind of man who might be an
agent of some sort abroad on business
and had dropped in to see the game on
a Saturday afternoon and say a good
word for the North, but was now pene-
trated with the isolation of his posi-
tion. His spirits had risen in a surpris-
ing degree to meet with defiance the
easy superiority of the Prince Edward
supporters. and had it not been for his
powers of expression Mab's heart would
have ached with checking, but his
speech was free and pungent, and he
was not the man to speak well of a foe.

Then the players dribbled slowly on
to the field from the college club-
house, a quarter of a mile away, and
thunder answered thunder upon the
campus side. To the left, fierce and
far away, came the cry that Mab had
been waiting to hear, but it was over-
whelmed and thrown aside, and then,
straining her eyes to see Rufus, who
was right outside wing man, she saw
Datch Bonamy.

Dark, long-armed, keen-faced, un-
handsome Datch Bonamy was loitering
in front of the benches, with his eyes
set in a wistful stare on the old blue
jerseys out on the field. He had a flag
tucked under one arm where it hung
expressionless until he should need it.
The realization of his presence swept
upon Mab like a tempest, but how nat-
ural it was on a football day ! She
wished with all her heart that she could
let herself go and feel as she used to
when Datch had been a friend, and
they had all breathed as it were an
atmosphere of glory. But a woman
can't be a girl again, life is a more diffi-
cult game, and its score is often too
indistinct to be readable. But Datch
was there, and-he had not seen her.

When he did, Mab's attention had
been caught for the moment by the
protestations of the crowd, and Cord-
wainer Bonamy said, " Little Mab,"
under his breath, standing still until be
could feel what it meant. Then he
climbed into a seat near her, crowding
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imperturbably where there had seemed
to be no room before, and felt that it
was pretty hard that he could not go toher. It would have been better to have
kept friènds, but he had thought he
couldn't stand it, and now she was
alone and he couldn't go to her.
It was strange that Mab should be
alone, and it was devilish that he
could not go to her. He never could
understand why a girl should resent a
man s caring too much. But anywayshe was there, and it was going to last
about two hours.

The man in front of her looked uponthe Prince Edward players, and his ex-
pression proclaimed that he found them
strong and heavy, but he asked his im-
mediate right-hand neighbour how
many of the team they had had to
bail out for the day, and if any of them
could read. It was not a case for
ethical approval, and Mab held herself
hard, but being intensely human she
sympathized with the man and felt the
spur of the crowd. She had never
acquired the education which can resist
anything interesting, and she listened
to what was going on, and was swayed
by it with open avidity. She had dis-
covered Rufus, whose eyes were search-
ing for her, and she knew that he was
nervous. Her dear, dear boy-she
would have given anything she had to
lessen his suspense, but no one could dothat. And, above all, she knew that
Datch Bonamy saw him too. She
couldn't bear him, she said to herself;
but there was not a cry flung upon the
wind, not a colour seen, not a move-
ment that did not mean to him what itmeant to her.

Then there was a gasping silence,
and with incredible swiftness the gamehad begun. It was Prince Edward's
ball, one of their players had tried tobreak through, but with a will theother side had cast themselves uponhim, and it was the first scrimmage

Mab knew-she felt as if she knewin every fibre of her being-that theirscrimmage was young, and as scrim-
mages go, not heavy. Would they beable to hold Prince Edward ? Wouldthe new signals work ? The North
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were giving way a little, they were
holding again-almost, it wasn't bad.
Then the whistle blew, the mass of
players dissolved, was formed again,
and again when that was over. They
were holding, in someway, by a miracle.
It was going to be a scrimmage game.
If she could only ask Datch what he
thought!

Stabbard was their captain. He had
won the toss and had chosen to play
against the wind, piously trusting that
it would hold until the second half
when their chance would come, for he
believed with the generous courage of
youth that his men were better trained,
and if the wind held that would tell in
the end. What they had to do now
was to keep the ball in scrimmage,
and hold down Prince Edward's score.

Mab understood why he had done it,
but she feverishly distrusted the wind.
At the same time she saw with pained
delight Prince Edward's screw running
round, and having its nose, which con-
sisted of a tough scrimmager, broken
on the body of one of the men of the
North, who had cast himself, regard-
less of wind and bone, before the roll-
ing mass of men, where he and Stab-
bard knew that he would do most
good. Not once did this happen, but
again and again, as often as it was
needed. Mab shivered and was glad.
They would stop them someway, but
could it last ? Meanwhile public atten-
tion flagged, and then one of the play-
ers had to wait until he was able to
stand again.

When the game began after that the
ball was put in play not a dozen yards
from where Mab was sitting. The
plugging scrimmage, reeking from the
earth, were locked together beneath
her very eyes, and the crowd began to
talk,

" Look at his red 'ed ; don't touch
him, he'll burn:"

It was Rufus they meant, but Mab
wouldn't mind. He was shouldering
up against a big fellow who was the
pride of Prince Edward's town, and
that was why they were calling him
names. The large man seized Rufus
by the arm and tore his sleeve out.

Then he stood the boy on his head, and
loud rose the acclaim, " Ho, Rafty,
give it to him ; ho, Rafty, do him up."
But Rufus clung to him and wouldn't
be thrown off. His man wasn't going in-
to the scrimmage, not if he died for it, so
he stoodupon his auburn head and twin-
ed his legs and arms around Rafty. He
was absurd, boyish, persistent, and he
stayed. Mab was crimson but severe,
it was all in the game. Then a voice
rose not far away, " Now you're play-
ing the game, young never-say-die,"
and the long University yell, carry-
ing pride and salutation. It was Datch
Bonamy, and he had scored, although
he had not meant to, one.

But it could not last, and it didn't.
The lank Prince Edward captain said,
" Get that ball," and they got it. That
time they scored, and after a little
more scrimmaging they scored again.
At half time the score stood twelve to
one, and as the newspapers had said,
" The Champions have already entered
upon their fourth season. This is a sure
thing."

Mab's compatriot, broken in spirit,
glared at the ebullient crowd. " If that
captain of yours was a gentleman,
and if he could play, and if he had
a head, which he wont ever grow one,
I would say he knew football, but he
don't!"

But Mab sat, her rug half-slipping
away in the wind-which had not
weakened nor changed, praise heaven
for one mercy-with her profile turned
as far as possible from the direction in
which Datch and his flag were hope-
fully regarding her. She was cold,
and she was very much discouraged in
spite of the wind, and, indeed, in her
present ruffled and disconsolate condi-
tion she looked like a widowed bird
upon an autumn tree.

Datch looked at her and didn't smile.
He wanted to wrap her rug about her
a great deal better than it had been
since the beginning of the game. He
wanted to say a number of cheerful
things to her about the match, and es-
pecially he wanted to assure her that
Rufus's mouth which had been cut and
was bleeding when he went off the field
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wasn't half as bad as it looked. Be-
sides, he wanted to see what like it
would be to sit beside Mab while the
game was going on, for in former
years he had always been bracing him-
self in a combative and comparatively
lonely position out in the field.

He said to himself that if he didn't
begin to play the game he would never
win anything, and that nothing could
be worse than the present state of
affairs anyway, and then he found his
way through the moving crowd and
presented himself gently at Mab's
averted shoulder. He knew that they
were going to play again in a minute,
and she was not the kind of person to
send him away when there was no other
seat left.

" Don't you want to help to hold up
this flag ? " he said, putting it into her
hand with a smile. It was a long time
since she had seen him smile and it
made her feel as if she might be turn-
ing into a girl again by mistake.

If he had said anything else-but
that was what he had said. The flag
was the thing that kept her from being
disagreeable, or she thought it was.

The Prince Edward people were be-
yond enthusiasm, they had attained adispassionate certainty, but they took
a kindly interest in the game. When
Stabbard trotted on to the field he
sniffed rapturously the rumouring wind
that blew from the west ; and the play
changed. There was no longer any
need to check the young players who
had been holding their men and break-
ing their hearts outside the scrimmage.
Stabbard knew that they could tackle
with the irresistible force of a machine,
and he meant to show Prince Edward
if they could run and pass. Mab felt
Cordwainer Bonamy stir on the seat
beside her with a sudden influx of joy,and she thrilled to the play of the cap-
tain.

Datch Bonamy began to feel that
this match was going to mean a good
deal to him. He knew, when his rea-
son overpowered his feelings, that Mab
really did like him, if he could only get
her to think so, but she was so self-
controlled for a girl, and so inclined to

consider before she said anything. Ifthat captain out on the field could only
manage to play the game in the right
way, it might mean a good deal tehim. And if they could win-there is
nothing so shaking to self-control and
consideration as a game of football
played to a brilliant ending.

And oddly enough it was a gooddeal for Mab that Stabbard out on the
field was playing. The game meant a
lot to him, for it was his last year and
his last chance ; and Mab had been a
kind of vision to him all through his
course at college, not what she had
been to Datch Bonamy, but an ideal,
someone to please and to honour.
Among all the other things that make
it worth while to win a game of foot-
ball, Stabbard imagined that he could
see Mab smiling, and in his own way
he thought of that out on the field, and
played the better for it.

There were many good players on
the Prince Edward team, but there was
one great man, he played centre scrim-
mage, and by a happy succession of
generations his name was Goode Smith.
When the first scrimmage after half-
time was formed Stabbard said some-
thing with intensity and Goode Smith
rose from the mass, heels uppermost,
and was cast away much as if he had
come from a geyser. And now at last
it was the turn of one of Stabbard's
men to kick with the wind. The ball
went into touch at the Prince Edward
twenty-five yard line, and from the
gracious crowd of spectators there
arose a moderate clapping. But when
the ball was thrown in it was one of
the North men who caught it, and then
when Prince Edward braced to meet
another kick, Stabbard saw his men
run and pass, dodge and leap aside,
and at last the centre half, avoidingwith one outstretched arm the petulant
embrace of Prince Edward's full back,fell upon the ball right between the
posts. That meant four points and
more than a chance to convert a kick,and the astonished spectators sat upand said, " Nonsense."

If Datch Bonamy could have goneinto the game then he would have done
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it, but he twisted his legs under the
seat and groaned in spirit instead.
Mab was deliriously biting holes in her
small wound-up handkerchief, but
neither of them would say anything-
Datch because he wanted to play and
had forgotten that there was anything
wrong except for a dull aching sense
of estrangement-Mab because she had
been hurt too much long ago. But
when, a quarter of an hour later, the
score standing eight to twelve, a Prince
Edward player with the ball under his
arm fled away for their goal posts, with
Rufus, a square-built lad, but with
amazing wind, speeding after him, it
was more than Mab could bear, and
she laid hold of Cordwainer's left wrist
with a vigour of which she was quite
unconscious. Bonamy glanced at her
sideways, but the scarlet spot on her
cheek was not a blush, it was pure ex-
citement and Rufus. He could say
nothing to her, but he hoped with
meekness that she wouldn't be angry
when she realized what she was doing.
Rufus shot out a sinewy arm and laid
hold of his old friend Rafty's shoulder,
and that not sufficing he cast himself
bodily upon the runner, clasping him
above the knees. Rafty came down
and se did Rufus, but Mab wrung her
hands together in sheer gratitude to an
overruling providence which had in the
first place given Rufus strong legs and
in the event of his using them had kept
him from breaking his neck ; so Mab
never knew what she had been doing
to Cordwainer's wrist.

She turned and beamed upon him
however.

" I have not been so happy since you
were the best captain the North ever
had."

It was at this critical moment when
Mab was beginning to feel that the
most justified feud may be unduly pro-
longed, that the man on the seat below,
drenched with emotion and invective,
became sentimentally reminiscent.

"Ah, you ought to have seen Datch
Bonamy play, he was a perfect lady."

Then after a pause, during which he
had considered the startling effect of
describing Datch as a perfect lady-

not that it startled him at all as it
startled Bonamy who squirmed on the
seat behind him-he continued to the
Prince Edward townsman whom he
had reduced to a condition of respect-
ful silence.

" You didn't see the last match he
played in? That was a game, they
had to be driven away in cabs, so done
they couldn't climb on a drag. He
was carried off the field on a stretcher
himself insensible, and when they came
to take his jacket off what do you sup-
pose they found ?"

" Armour," suggested the spectator
listlessly while the players lined up for
a new kick-off.

" A lady's photograph, that was the
kind of armour he wore. But there is
no use trying to describe Datch Bon-
amy; he was a romance, he was."

Mab looked straight at the game
and said to herself, " I hope I know
how to behave." Datch Bonamy
screwed himself down on the seat in
case he might be tempted to destroy
the man in front of him, for that photo-
graph had been the beginning of the
difficulty. But Mab hardened her
heart. She remembered too well how
after that beautiful game, an evening
paper had come out with the story of
Bonamy's jacket and the photograph,
and how she at seventeen had made
light of the football man who could be so
silly. Here she paused in her recollec-
tions while Goode Smith rallied and
for five long howling minutes Prince
Edward showed how they could play
football. But that was not the worst
of it. She had seen Datch the next
day and had said what she thought
about photographs and College players
who were only boys after all. As it
happened Datch was remembering ex-
actly the same thing at the same
moment. But what Mab could really
never forgive was the fact that being
only a girl herself she had let slip in
some way, not meaning to in the least,
that she thought it was her photograph.
Datch had said nothing, listened to all
her slighting speeches in shamefaced
silence, and had gone away. After-
wards Mab saw in another edition of
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the same evening paper which had
been already published when Datch
was with her the name of the lady
whose photograph it was, and she was
a married woman-poor Mab.

But in spite of these disagreeable
recollections the game went on, and it
seemed to become evident that unless
Stabbard had some other plan to try
the scoring was going to stop-it stood
fine to twelve now. Prince Edward
could play and they were playing.
They were quite willing that the ball
should stay in the scrimmage now,
and Goode Smith was finding his way
beneath, undermining his lighter op-
ponents. The ball was passed out, it
disappeared, flew from hand to hand,
rolled, slipped, was buried from sight,
but always away from the Prince Ed-
ward goal.

" Do you see Rufus ? I can't look,"
gasped Mab, her eyes fascinated by
the ball.

" He's all right. There can't be
more than five minutes to play now."

" No," said Mab with a groan.
"No,"said Datch and he groaned too.
The ball was in touch again, thirty

yards down the field from the Prince
Edward goal. Stabbard was holding
it ready to throw in. His arms were
lifted and Goode Smith glared at the
sharp, cool face, ready to strike the
ball down. Like a flash he had thrown
it straight at Smith's shoulder and it
had bounced back obliquely into touch,
gaining three yards and was Stabbard's
ball again.

"Don't you do that." Goode Smith
was bursting with indignation.

" Do what ?"
" Strike me with the ball, don't you

do it again."
Stabbard looked away, glancing here

and there, weighing, considering,-
springing up from his heels in nervous
haste, but desperately at ease. He
knew that the time-keeper was com-
ing, but not too quickly, from the far-
away touch line; he saw automatically
where each player was-and if he
didn't win this game-all that meant
beat through his steady pulses. Then
like a flash he had thrown the ball

again, it struck Goode Smith on the
same shoulder, and bouncing back, al-
most three yards more were gained, and
still the ball was his. Then as Goode
Smith sprang at him and the 'other
Prince Edward players crowded angrily
down upon the touch line, he shrieked
a word that meant something to a
couple of North men who were hover-
ing on the outskirts of the crowd of
players, and sent the ball high over
the heads of those nearest to him,
straight away to the field. One of the
two caught it and before Mab almost
could see there was a touch down.
The North were one ahead, and then
the whistle blew.

To know what it means, victory and
defeat, one must be there. The crowds
that melt away, the suppressed disgust,
the inexpressible reverse, upon the
field a parting cheer, laughter that
makes light of anything that has been
done-and haste to be away.

When Cordwainer Bonamy and Mab
came to the corner of the station road,
nothing had changed much for the
better. Bonamy had tried to be frank
but Mab had been evasive ; still she
was polite and anyone but Datch would
have thought her cordial. Then at
the corner the drag with the North
team swung round upon them. It was
a rampart of waving blue and blown
horns. There was something that
almost satisfied the moment in the
light on their faces, their laughter, the
delirious height of their joy. Rufus
hung down over the wheel holding
out his hands to Bonamy, and they all
shouted aloud to see him. Mab was
shaken by it, disdained its effect upon
her, and wished she could be some-
where else, for a very little more and
she would be no longer able to contain
herself. Then swinging past, but with
their faces still turned towards them,
they broke into a verse of song of which
the happy Stabbard had reminded the
quarter-back who was also a tenor:

"Life is a game, life is a game,
Men say, not worth our paying.But on the field when Autunn cornes
Our game there's no gainsaying,Sn we will say that this is life,
The game is in the playing."
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Anthony had written it .long ago for
the team he loved to sing upon a gala
night ; and to know that they still re-
membered it and thought it worth the
singing was more sweet to her than
Mab could tell. Two tears ready to
fall hung upon her cheeks, and Bonamy
who had loved Anthony well enough
to weep for him, and someone else a
great deal better, stretched out his
hand to her with a beseeching frank-
ness.

''I can't help it, Mab; I can't help
it. There is no use saying we don't
belong to each other, for we do. It
was too late to say anything else a good
many years ago."

" Oh, I forgive everybody," cried
Mab, shaking away the tears and
realizing suddenly that one can't ex-
pect too much from the world, "I for-
give even Mrs. Harris, for I'm too un-
happy without you."

" Mrs. Harris," said Datch Bonamy
in a horrified whisper, stopping short
to make sure that it was Mab who
said it, for up to this moment he had
always supposed that Mab knew that
it was her picture, and wouldn't have
anything to do with him because it
was. " It was Sairey Gamp's Mrs.
Harris, I thought you would under-
stand. I thought it was better to have
that paper say so than to run the risk
of people saying it was your picture."

Datch Bonamy had been going to
college when this happened, and that
was just the kind of thing a college
man would do. If she had not cared
for him perhaps Mab would have
understood; as it was, Mrs. Harris just
meant a married woman to Mab, and
it almost broke her heart.

She looked at Datch, and the words
that would mean what her eyes were
saying already were trembling on her
lips, when Professor Le Clear's hasty,
stumbling feet carried him up the
clean, dry gutter of Prince Edward's
town, and precipitated him upon them.
His overcoat being unfastened, was
flying widely open, and underneath it
could be plainly seen the disreputable
house coat whose use Mab had forbid-
den éxcept in the secrecy of his own
apartment. But his face was shining
with pride and exultation, derived from
a passer-by at the last street corner,
and his hands were generously ex-
tended.

" My dear Bonamy, my dear Bon-
amy," he cried ; " it is almost worth
attending a football match in order to
see you."

It is to be observed that Professor
Le Clear spoke as if he had been pres-
ent at the football match with his
daughter, instead of merely dropping off
an express train in time to meet Mab
coming down the street; and this be-
lief he retained to the end of his life,
confirming on many subsequent occa-
sions, with exuberant laughter, Cord-
wainer Bonamy's statement, that his
wife had thrown her arms round his
neck and hidden her face against the
shoulder of his coat when the referee's
whistle blew. Mab should be sup-
ported in her denial, but there is no
one to do so, although Cordwainer re-

peats that he cannot be mistaken, for
he remembers thinking at the time
what a waste it was that Mab should
have chosen his coat against which to
hide her face.
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S PLASH, splash, through the mud,sometimes over the ankles and oc-
casionally up to the knees. Splash,
splash, more and more in the mire.
" Reeves, when is this blooming fun
going to end ? " said one Tommy At-
kins to another. " As soon as yer
think yer on terry-firmy yer off ag'in
into the slush. 'Eavens! We only
wants to meet the Fuzzy Wuzzy, and
snipe shooting wouldn't be in it."

These two soldiers, with about a
hundred others, had placed their socks
in their boots and had slung the latter
articles round their necks. Their trou-
sers were tucked up over their knees,
and many had slung their rifles across
their backs to give their hands more
freedom; these men were actively as-
sisting the progress ot the commis-
sariat waggons, when the deep ruts
in the ooze of the track caused the
carts to sink up to their creaking
axles.

The whole British force under Gen-
eral Sir Gerald Grahame, which had
set out from the coast that morning for
the relief of Tokar, had to wade
through this belt of liquid mud and
sand.

A tropical rain, though the fall was
only for an hour or two, had deluged
the usually marshy plain of Trinkitat,
and converted it into a slough of mud,
for as much water falls on the Red Sea

littoral in that time as in a week of
steady downpour in an European
climate.

Afar off on the plain where the water
had subsided, for the light no longer
glinted, was the advance guard of the
British Army in bivouac on a dry sandy
stretch outside a mud fence-work called
Fort Baker. The men dribbled into
the bivouac puffed, blown, and weary,
after the strain of the toil across the
belt of mud. To add to their discom-
fort no sooner were the fires burning
briskly, kettles boiling, and the chill
gradually thawing out of their weary
limbs, than heavy clouds gathered and
another downpour deluged everything,
putting the fires out as quickly as an
extinguisher on a burning rushlight.
We were all drenched and lay soaking
till morning. However, the hot sun of
the Soudan, within an hour after he had
shot up from the horizon, scorched up
every sign of moisture, and imparted
suppleness again to our stiffened joints.

With the dawn the General's pacific
envoy, who had left the night before
with a message of warning to the
enemy to disperse and not to obstruct
our advance, had returned with the
proverbial flea in his ear.

The Arabs meant fighting. At 8 a.m.
the simple breakfast having been eaten,
the order " Stand to !" was given, the
arms were unpiled, and our little army
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was formed up in oblong square, and
the advance was sounded.

The cavalry, consisting of the ioth
and 19th Hussars, moved slowly for-
ward on the left flank of the square.
As I was not mounted I thought I
should stand a better chance of seeing
the fighting if I were outside the form-
ations, since, directly firing commenc-
ed, the force would be enveloped in
smoke. I therefore followed in rear
of the cavalry. As the 1oth Hussars
moved off to their position an officer
rode up to me and called out :

" Is that you, Villiers ? Do you re-
member when we last met up in the
Khyber ? " My friend was Captain
Slade, of the ioth. "Look me up
after the fight," lie continued; " we'll
have a drink over this." And he
laughingly rode away.

Poor fellow! His life's blood was
dyeing the colourless sand of the des-
ert before the sun was down that day.
He fell in trying to save a comrade,
Lieutenant Probyn, who had been dis-
mounted, and alone was trying to hold
three of the enemy at bay. This gal-
lant action was just like poor Slade,
always generous and self-sacrificing.

An hour's march brought us in touch
with the enemy, who opened fire on
our left at long range. Presently from
the direction of the coast the shriek
of shells became audible, and I observ-
ed H.M.S. Sphinx from the Trinkitat
roadstead trying to cover our left
flank by shelling the enemy ; but the
range was too great, and the result
was as little damaging to the Arabs as
was their rifle fire directed on us. In
fact, the shells from the Sphinx much
inconvenienced our own cavalry, and
one shell burst so close that our troop-
ers were obliged to scatter for a time.

Marching as if on an Aldershot field-
day, over trying, undulating, sandy
country, the square moved briskly to
the weird screech of the bagpipes, tak-
ing no heed of the desultory shots of
the enemy, who gradually retired as
our men pressed forward towards the
village of El Teb. The square was
soon to me a simple blot on the desert.
Sometimes, indeed, a depression in the

ground completely hid it from my view,
and at last I had to depend on the
screel of the bagpipes for guidance.

It was only about ten o'clock in the
morning, but the heat was intense, and
at times the atmosphere quite stifling.
Presently the air became charged with
an odour that was sour and sickening
in the extreme. In another moment I
nearly stumbled over a dried .up corpse.
It was a mere mummy, the skin and
flesh' had shrunk to the bones, and
seemed untouched by beast or carrion
bird.

The body was lying on its stomach,
with its head in the direction of the
coast. A gash in the throat and a stab
in the back told me how the poor fel-
low had died. As I moved forward I
came across many bodies, always lying
with their heads in the same direction
towards Trinkitat, and evidently when
alive in full retreat towards that place.
The dead lay thicker and thicker as I
advanced, till at last on a clear patch
of sand their glassy skins shimmering
in the heat of the sun-for they were
all stripped-I came upon hundreds of
bodies piled up, little mounds of shreds
and tatters of dried flesh and bone and
grinning skulls. In one place massed
in considerable numbers, in others trail-
ing off in twos and threes, but always
in the same direction, towards the sea.

In a little heap of brave men who
had died with their faces to the foe
were the bodies of two Europeans,
baked by the sun almost to the colour
of the Fellaheen around them. Though
the face of one of them was blackened
and withered, I could trace the delicate
features of handsome Dr. Armand Les-
lie, my friend and companion in many
a trying situation. Some seven years
previously we had nearly met our death
together when in Bulgaria in a most
inglorious way, by the poisoned fumes
of a charcoal brazier. He had been
saved then, only to survive for this
end; and where was the glory even
now?

A chill seemed to pierce me through
and through in that ghastly, sour val-
ley of the dead-a chill that even the
scorching, blasting heat of the noon-
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day sun could not dispel. I was almost
spellbound with the gloom and horror
of my surroundings, when the sound of
distant cannon told me that our work
had begun, and so I hastened in the
direction of the square, for we were
now about to avenge the deaths of
those heroic Englishmen and that sad
remnant of Baker Pasha's army which
lay rotting on the desert.

As I gained the crest of the reeking
hollow, I found that a shell had just
burst in the rear of our square, then
another exploded in front, tumbling
over several of our men. Up till now
we had kept steadily moving in the
direction of El Teb without firing a
shot. When within about a thousand
yards of the Arab position the square
was halted, and we opened with our
screw guns. So well aimed was their
fire that they seemed at once to cause
the enemy's musketry to slacken.

After a brief halt the bugles were
sounded and our men stepped for-
ward, steadily firing at the Arab
sharpshooters, who quickly sought
cover behind their entrenchments,
which curtained a large mud fort in
front of the village. Then, in another
moment, our advance face became en-
tangled in a veritable hornet's nest.
From out of innumerable pits, as in-
tricate as those of a rabbit warren,
black fuzzy heads popped up, then the
muzzle of a rifle gleamed for a moment
in the sunlight, a puff of smoke, a
whiz of a bullet, and the head dis-
appeared.

No wonder, when the order was
given to charge the trenches, the front
face of our square lagged a little, for
the occupant of each pit had to be
dealt with, and many who had assum-
ed death became troublesome custom-
ers to those of us who were too eager
to reach our objective, bounding out of
their pits and charging us with their
spears and knives. From the embras-
ure of the mud fort a Krupp field piece
occasionally belched a yellow flame,
and a shell shrieked its way over our
heads to find a billet in the desert be-
yond. Looming through this cannon's
smoke a gaunt figure suddenly appear-

ed on the parapet; with Terai hat and
shooting breeches a silhouette against
the grey cloud from the cannon.

" See ! there's Burnaby, sir," said a
man who was limping with a hole in
his sock and a bit of good flesh torn
away. " Ain't he a-givin'them beans?"

The gallant Colonel certainly seemed
to be doing remarkable execution
among the Arabs with his shot gun.
Three natives protecting the Krupp
rushed at him, but he calmly plugged
into them with his left and right.
The first charge of buckshot at close
quarters knocked the one clean off his
feet ; the other two staggering with the
sting of the pellets were subsequently
bayoneted by some of the Highlanders
following closely on Burnaby's heels.
Before the captured field piece had
fairly recoiled from its last discharge
at us Major Turner was repeating an
operation which he also performed at
Tel-el-Kebir by blazing away at the
retreating enemy with the shot and
shell they had left behind them.

Poor Burnaby was a remarkable
character, full of strange ideas, but al-
ways sane as regarding actual execu-
tion.

I was lunching with him and a friend
in the Temple only a few days before
we left England for the Soudan. As
he was not going out in any official
capacity, my friend asked him why he
was so anxious to go. He laughingly
replied :

" For a very good reason. I am
about to run for Parliament, and there
is nothing like the adventures of war
to talk of to my constituents ; so I am
going to pick up material with which
to interest them."

This conversation I was forcibly re-
minded of when, a few months after-
wards, we were all back from the
Soudan, I happened to read in a Mid-
land newspaper Burnaby's speech to
his constituents. There was a touch
of grim humour in it in reference to
the recent campaign. This was the
gist of the address :

" The widows and orphans of the
Arabs who had so heroically fallen in
the defence of their country, were
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wringing their hands and tearing their
hair, cursing the name of Mr. ,"
the British Minister who was respon-
sible for the war ; and yet poor Bur-
naby himself made many a widow and
orphan that day-" snipeing the nig-
gers," in the language of the soldiers
-whenever they showed their heads.
Though the Arabs were beaten there
was no running about this retreat. It
was merely a retrograde movement ;
when they were followed too closely,
they turned and fought again.

Of course, in ordinary tactics, it was
time for cavalry to be at work ; and
the ioth and i 9 th Hussars were order-
ed to charge the broken enemy. I
happened to be standing by a mount-
ed officer in Egyptian uniform ; two
keen grey eyes sparkled with excite-
ment from between the bloody folds of
a towel which had been hastily ban-
daged round his head, as they eager-
ly followed the movements of the
cavalry. I turned to him and asked
if he were seriously hurt, and found
the wounded man to be Baker Pasha.
On expressing my regret for his mis-
hap, he took my hand and, pressing it,
said :

" No, Villiers, I am not seriously
hurt, but just look," said he, and for
the moment tears stood in his eyes, his
hand trembled in mine. '' Look! look
at my old regiment charging !" The
troopers of the 1oth, their swords
gleaming in the sun from out the
whirling eddy of dust, were bearing
down on to the scattered bodies of re-
treating Arabs. '' That's it ! See how
the boys go through the--"

Here he was rather incoherent, and
his wound began to bleed afresh. He
still held my hand, however-not heed-
ing the ruddy drops rapidly pattering
down his dusty tunic-and when the
mêlée was at its height, he grasped it
as if he were closing on a weapon.

Backward and forward the cavalry
charged, but still the enemy were not
flurried ; they stood their ground and
gave battle, and some rolled under the
horses' bellies, cutting and slashing
with their two-handed swords, ham-
stringing several animals and bringing

their riders to the ground. Those who
bit the dust never rose again. In this
mêlée poor Slade and Probyn met their
fate.

Lancers would have done more
execution with an enemy of this des-
cription. The sabres of the Hussars
were not long enough to give the Arabs
a quietus, as they threw themselves
under the horses. At last, out of sheer
weariness, the enemy made off, and the
field was left to the British troops.
The scene after the fight was ghastly
enough, especially round a square brick
building, which we found was intended
for a boiler house. With great sur-
prise, we looked upon this curious relic
of Western civilization in this savage
spot. Near it an old iron boiler lay
rusting on the desert-one of the follies
of Ismail Pasha in the course of his
efforts to open up the Soudan and
establish all kinds of industries in the
Egyptian territory.

Civilization had gone to the wall
since the days when that now dilapi-
dated boiler was in useful service.
Round the emblem of a peaceful in-
dustry barbarity in its cruelest mood
was seen. The old iron cylinder had
been used for a breastwork, and here
the Arabs had made a bold stand.
Bodies were heaped up on one side of
it till no more cover was afforded; but
on the top of the pile was a lad doubled
up, his head between his legs. I was
preparing to sketch the weird group.

Two soldiers were picking up some
spears and shields, and to do this they
had placed their rifles on the ground,
when suddenly the lad I was sketching
sprang up into the air, and flourishing
a broad knife, bounded at us. At first
I was bewildered by the sudden on-
slaught, but soon finding that I was
not dreaming, and that the boy meant
mischief, I beat a hasty retreat, till I
was able to draw my revolver. The
two soldiers seized their rifles and
followed my example. The boy at
times came so close on our heels that
we could hear the rush of the knife in
the air as he cut at and missed us.

Just as I felt the warm flush of his
breath on my neck, my companion on
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my right turned and shot the lad dead f

before I could pull trigger, and he fell t

a quivering mass at my feet. He was t

still clenching the knife-a short blade,
twisted like a corkscrew. t

The fanatical glare was still in his

eyes, the peculiar cry when an Arab

strikes seemed still lingering on his

parted lips. It was a piteous thing to t
be compelled to kill so brave a lad. I

was glad that his death did not fall to

my lot. It was always the saddest

phase of Arab fighting, that no quarter

was either given or taken. The slight-
ly wounded were obliged to be disposed
of, for they showed no desire to take

quarter and were all dangerous.
After this little incident of the boiler,

I was, for safety's sake, obliged to
cover with my revolver every apparent-
ly dead body 1 camne across. We
bivouacked on the battlefield that night
with the dead and the dying for our
companions.

Wben the stars studded the purpie
vault above us, and the beavy breath-
ing of the slumbering soldiers and low
whimperings of the wounded broke
the stillness of the night, one sorrow-
ing little voice was distinctly beard
above the snore of the sleeping soldiers
-the bleatings of a kid that had lost
its mother and was nowv closely em-
braced in tbe arms of a stalwart High-
lander, who had fallen asleep with the
littie animal in bis arms.

Before sundown Major Cholmonde-
ley Turner, of the Egyptian Service,
had pluciily volunteered to return to
Fort Bake~r for rum rations for the
Men ; it was a bazardous service, for
no one was safe wvben witbout the
British lines. Turner was now over-
due, and wve were becoming rather
anxious about bim. Towards niid-
night a large fire was ligbted as a
beacon to guide the belated convoy
into camp. My overcoat was so sat-
urated with ramn during the previous
nigbt that I was compelled to leave it
at Fort Baker. A beavy dew feil over
tbe desert, which cbilled me tbrough
and through. I could flot lie down,

r the ground was as wet as sand be-
ween the tides, so I kept pacing by
he glowing embers of the beacon.
Hungry and weary I was, for I had not
asted food since early morning, and
y this time I was miserable enough.
was loth to ask any of the officers for

ood, since they had only short rations
hemselves ; but I thought I might
nake an appeal to Major Turner, for
I had been of some service to him
luring the day in keeping his water
convoy from stampeding during the
fight.

Presently the grousing of camels
stole over the plain, and soon the rum-
bling of the rum carts was distinctly
heard, and a file of camels glided past
the fire. On seeing me, Turner at once
offered me a tot of rum. I was about
to ask him for something to eat, but
my nerve failed me. The rum gave
me courage. I soon hit upon a plan of
delicately approaching him on the mat-
ter. I had a number of excellent
cigars with me. I handed him one,
for which he seemed most grateful.
He immediately lit it with a burning
ember from the fire, and passed the
stick to me.

" No, thanks," said 1, as I threw the
stick into the fire.

"Don't you smoke?" said he.
"Oh, yes," I replied, "but not now,

I should be ill ; I have not eaten since
dawn."

"Great Scott !" he cried, "that's
twenty-four hours ago ; you must be
starving. Here, boy! bring my sad-
dle-bag." After probing its depth, he
laughingly said : " I have not much to
offer you,Villiers-only a tin of aspara-
gus. Let us share it."

I found that rum and asparagus were
not bad things in a way, even if taken
together ; but, in spite of Turner's
hospitality, I also found that short
rations and a damp desert do not go
so well together. I was down with
fever in the morning, and was taken
back to the coast on the tailboard of
an ambulance cart.

To be Continued.



A HISTORY OF THE HUDSON'S BAY COMPANY.*

By A. C. Casselman.

"The strength of criticism lies only in the weakness of the thing criticized."
-LONGFELLOW.

"THE Great Company " is the titleT of a book of 541 large octavo
pages, purporting to be a " History
of the Honourable Company of Mer-
chants-Adventurers trading into Hud-
son's Bay." The author is Mr. Beck-
les Willson, " a talented young Cana-
dian, who has been for some time
connected with the London (Eng.)
Daily Mail, and whose book on New-
foundland was well received."

Whenever a history relating to Can-
ada is announced, all students of our
interesting and romantic story look for-
ward to its publication with a certain de-
gree of expectancy. This is especially
the case when the writer is a Canadian
who has been connected with a great
English daily and who has already
written a book. For it is supposed he
has special opportunities of obtaining
facts heretofore inaccessible, and that
he possesses eminent qualifications to
present them in a manner peculiarly
suited to the great work he has under-
taken. When the production has ap-
peared and does not realize the read-
er's expectations, one feels a keen dis-
appointment. To say that Mr. Will-
son has disappointed us in this book is
stating our feeling very mildly. The
redeeming features of the volume are
the excellence of paper, printing and
binding; and the pithy and comprehen-
sive survey of the Company's work by
its present Governor, Lord Strathcona
and Mount Royal.

Although there are a few purple
patches such as-the description of the
promoters and of the founding of the

Hudson's Bay Company, the report of
Sir Alexander Mackenzie's brilliant ex-
plorations, the story of the Earl of Sel-
kirk's ill-starred attempt at coloniza-
tion, the narrative of Hearne's travels
in the far north, and the totally ir-
relevant account of Franklin's overland
expedition-it is a matter of regret
that a Canadian who aspires to author-
ship should produce a work so com-
pletely open to criticism. The pictures
are often poor and the pages disfigur-
ed by lack of careful proof-reading.
Not seldom do we find both errors and
inconsistencies, not only in chronology
but also in statement. Irrelevant in-
cidents and incoherent sentences occur
in almost every chapter. Unusual lo-
cutions and false English are not by
any means infrequent ; while the style
seems to reflect all the vices of the
most faulty passages in Parkman with-
out exhibiting any of that author's
numerous virtues.

The production is in general lacking
in local colour. It is not necessary
for us to demonstrate the obvious
truth that no man can hope to write
even " the larger annals of the Hud-
son's Bay Company " without examin-
ing at least a portion of the vast terri-
tory that was the scene of the activities
of the men who did the work of that
Company; without placing himself in
their habitat ; without reproducing, as
far as possible, the past by the sug-
gestiveness of the present ; without re-
inforcing and correcting the shadowy
figures of the imagination by the con-
tact and the inspiration of the surround-

* The Great Company, being a History of the Honourable Company of Merchants-Adven-
turers Trading into Hudson's Bay, by Beckles Willson, with an Introduction by Lord Strath-
cona and Mount Royal, Present Governor of the Hudson's Bay Company with Original
Drawings by Arthur Heming, and Maps, Plans and Illustrations. Toronto : The Copp, Clark
Co., 1899.
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ings. Scott wrote the best battle-piece
in the language after visiting Flod-
den-field. Byron looked over the
plain of Waterloo, and we have his
spirited threnody on its dead. Car-
lyle applied the same methods to
the more serious work of history
when writing his "Cromwell" and his
" Frederick." But into Mr. Willson's
book, the reader will look in vain for
the disembodied spirit of the old
pioneer Company ; or to follow out the
metaphor, even for the frame or skele-
ton of the giant corporation. We have
but a scant account of its constitution,
its methods of working ; of the trans-
fer of its rights to the Government of
Canada ; of its present organization,
and of the work that now engages its
hundreds of servants throughout the
vast area of our North-West. In fact,
we have here nothing but bones, dis-
jointed bones, instead of an organized
structure, and here and there a biceps
or a femur, that does not belong to the
original, flung into the heap.

Mr. Willson has certainly not made a
hero of the Hudson's Bay Company.
Notwithstanding the special materials
at his command, hehasfailedtodisprove
the commonly received view that the ex-
ploration and the development of our
North-West were due in a greater de-
gree, not to the Hudson's Bay Com-
pany, but to its great Canadian rivals,
the North-West Company and the X.
Y. Company, having their headquarters
at Montreal. We are told that after
the first hundred years of the Hudson's
Bay Company's existence they had es-
tablished but few posts in the interior ;
while he adds to the evidence that the
North-West Companybefore its absorp-
tion by its rival, had extended its oper-
ations from the sources of the Missouri
and the mouth of the Columbia to the
Arctic Ocean, even trading with the
Indians almost under the shadow of the
Hudson's Bay Company's forts. Per-
haps the very constitution of the North-
West Company, with its opportunities
for advancement and its strong per-
sonal interests in the future of the
country, stimulated emulation in initi-
ative, enterprise, and exploration as

could not be done by the great English
corporation, with its managers in Lon-
don and its factors collecting tribute
beyond the Atlantic. At least the vol-
ume under consideration gives us no
reason for an opposite view ; and some
of the most successful passages in it
are devoted to an enthusiastic descrip-
tion of the adventures of Mackenzie
and Thompson who reformed the work
that made them famous while in the
employ of the Canadian company.

No attempt will be made in this
short article to prove all the charges
which it has been so easy to make
and which it would be so easy to
establish, but in order that the reader
may judge for himself, some examples
of Mr. Willson's weaknesses are given.
Ab uno disce omnia.

Here are some instances of careless
writing :

" A good hunter of these nations could kill
six hundred beavers in the course of a season ;
he could carry down to the factory rarely
more than one hundred, using the remainder
at home in various ways. Sometimes he hung
them upon branches of trees by way of votive
offering upon the death of a child or near re-
lation ; often they were utilized as bedding
and bed-coverings ; occasionally the fur was
burnt off, and the beast roasted whole for food
at banquets." (p. 233.)

A hundred beavers, weighing from
forty to sixty pounds each, would be a
good load ! Either as bedding or bed-
covering a beaver would not be a pro-
nounced success, however much food
it might furnish for a banquet.

" The distance between Albany and Port
Nelson was by water two hundred and fifty
leagues, and the road overland was as yet un-
known to the French. But it was not their
purpose that it should long remain so. In aletter to his officiai superior at Quebec,
Denonville, pursuing his way amongst thetribes of the Upper Mississippi region, boast-
ed that the next year would not pass without
their becoming acquainted with it." (p. 137.)

This is truly a suggestive passage.
When was Denonville in the Upper
Mississippi region ? Who was ever his
" official superior at Quebec?" If
Denonville is " the official superior at
Quebec," who is " pursuing his way
amongst the tribes ? "

" The mercantile revival came; it found the
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Orient robbed of none of its charm, but mono-
poly had laid its hand on East India." (p. 18.)

Is this a fine imitation of Artemus
Ward's famous sentence, "I am an
early riser, but my wife is a Presby-
terian ?"

If so, here is another from page Soo:
"Single men, clerks, and others made the

bachelors' hall their place of resort, but arti-
sans and servants were not admitted."

On page 439, we learn that the
Americans " atter the Treaty of Ghent
began to send ships from Boston to
New York."

On page 497, there is an exquisite
mixture of pronouns :

" The old lion has been shorn of its mane,
and his roar is now no longer heard in the
great North-West. It no longer crouches,"
etc.

Please unravel this, who can:
" From two to six guns were mounted in

each of these bastions-four six or twelve-
pounders, each with its aperture like the port-
hole of a ship." (p. 499.)

As a blending of confusion, care-
lessness, and utter incoherency, the
following choice bit is offered :

" The New Englanders and Iroquois were
trafficking with the Iroquois." (p. 214.)

Here are three quotations from page
193 that illustrate a confusion of facts
similar to his contusion of language:

"Captain Barlow was Governor at Albany
Fort in 1704, when the French came overland
from Canada to besiege it."

" Barlow, who was on watch, told them
that the governor was asleep."

"At sundown Fullerton, the governor, ...
spoke to the man in French."

Barlow's rank is not clear from read-
ing these statements, and the reader is
still further rnystified when he meets
this sentence on page 212:

" One of these, called the Albany, a frigate,
was commanded by George Barlow, whon
we have already seen a*s Deputy-Governor at
Albany in 1704."

The next passage illustrates both
confusion of thought and confusion of
language:

" On the arrival of the French ships at
Placentia, Iberville took command, embark-
ing in the Pelican, of fifty guns. The others

were the Palmier, Weesph, the Pelican, and
the Violent." (p. 158).

Were there two Pelicans in the fleet ?
In the chapters as published originally
in the CANADIAN MAGAZINE, the Pro-
fond is named instead of the second
Pelican. The editor must have point-
ed out the error and had it corrected.
This conjecture is confirmed when we
find the "Profound" mentioned on the
next page of the text. Throughout
this chapter Mr. Willson does not seem
to have good control of the fleets.
The vessels wander up and down
the bay, sink and are sunk, capture
others and are themselves captured-
all with a frequency which would puz-
zle the most careful reader.

He is not much happier in his gratu-
itous information in the foot-notes ; on
page 133 the information is no doubt
very good in itself, but unfortunately it
Jacks the element of truth, so necessary
in all historical writing and so often
wholly ignored in the work before us.
The Chevalier de Troyes and his men
were not massacred at Niagara-but
died of dysentery ; as Mr. Willson
might have learned for himself had he
consulted Charlevoix, with whom Gar-
neau, Wm. Smith and Kingsford
agree. Again, in the note on page
195, apropos of nothing, the state-
ment is made that in 1714 the Com-
mittee in charge of the Company's
affairs, waited on the Lord Bishop of
London in order to return thanks for
his care of their interests in the Treaty
of Ryswick. If this is correct the
Company was rather slow in returning
thanks, as the Treaty of Ryswick
was signed seventeen years before ;
we fear, however, that the thanks
should be for the Treaty of Utrecht,
which was signed in 1712. This is
more probable, because we learn on
page 191 that the Company's " inter-
ests had undoubtedly suffered at the
peace of 1697."

The same contempt for accuracy
marks the list of forts on page 197,
the first of which is called Fort Rup-
ert, founded by Gillam in 1668. On
turning to the events of 1668 in the
text, page 47, it is found that the river
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was christened Rupert's River and the
fort named after King Charles; on p
pages 70 and 77, it is also called Fort a
Charles. Again, in this list he states
that Fort Nelson was founded in 1670 ;
and in the text, page 93, that Fort e
Nelson was built by Zachary Gillamf
in 1682. In the same list Fort Nel-
son is taken by the French in 1682 ; t
while the text gives the date as the
spring of 1683. Just one other point
in this admirable list : he gives the
date of Iberville's retaking of this fort
as Oct. 12, 1894. This last error may
be credited to the printers, but such pal-
liation cannot be claimed for the others.

On page 151, Fort Nelson is spoken
of as being burned by Governor
Phipps to prevent its falling into the
hands of the French. A few lines
further on it is stated that York Fac-
tory was rebuilt the next spring.
Apparently the same fort is meant in
these passages, and this confusion of
names occurs on many other pages.
If the author had made himself thor-
oughly familiar with his subject, or
bestowed due attention upon his MS.,
such simple mistakes would have been
avoided.

We find on page 134 that Governor
Bridgar was taken prisoner by Iber-
ville before Fort Rupert on the Com-
pany's sloop. Iberville at once sails
for Fort Albany, and among the per-
sons mentioned as being in that fort is
Bridgar. This man Bridgar must
have been a will o' the wisp.

On page 242, when speaking of
Verandrye's explorations, Mr. Willson
says : " Crossing Lake Winnipeg, he
(Verandrye) ascended the Assiniboine
River." A rather long jump apparent-
ly, but Mr. Willson neglects to inform
his readers that Verandrye designated
that part of the Red River between the
present city of Winnipeg and Lake
Winnipeg as the Assiniboine; in other
words Verandrye considered the pre-
sent Assinboine as the main stream.
Again on page 243, Mr. Willson would
lead the reader to believe that Veran-
drye died in the Saskatchewan district,
whereas, as stated by Kingsford, he
died at Three Rivers.

The author takes great pains on
age 333 to describe the occupants
nd cargoes of the four canoes in
4ackenzie's expedition to the Arctic
)cean, but fails to state how the lead-
r himself made the journey. On the
ollowing page, however, he says that
vackenzie "ascended" the river
owards its mouth, when every school-
boy knows that most rivers flow down
hill.

We shall say nothing concerning
the lack of true historic insight, con-
cerning the bizarre constructions and
inversions that occur on almost every
page ; but we do object to such newly-
coined words as "Northamerica" (pre-
face), and " sexagonal," (p. 500). As
for the artist who places a Union Jack
on Fort Nelson (p. 161) in 1697, we
shall leave him to the tender mercies
of Mr. Barlow Cumberland.

Scarcely any of the localities are
identified, and seldom are the modern
equivalents of the almost obsolete names
given. How many general readers
know the position of Fort Langley?
or of Alexandria? The difficulty is
increased by a persistent lack of
accuracy and consistency in spelling
and use. " Stickine " (p. 453) and
" Stickeen" (p. 448) both occur ; so
do " Burnet " (p. 208) and " Burnett "
(p. 214); " Vancouver's Island" (p.
473) and "Vancouver Island" (p.
461) ; " Pérouse " and " La Pérouse"
both on p. 321; " St. Therese" (p. 157)
and " St. Theresa" (p. 156); " York"
(p. 421) and " Little York " (p. 429).

Fort Nelson appears as Port Nelson,
Fort Bourbon, Fort York and York
Factory, when it is stated on page
96 that Fort Bourbon and Fort Nelson
are fifty miles apart.

Elliott Coues has very well said in
his " New Light on the Early History
of the Great North-West :"

" Geographical synonymy is the subject
which for many years has occupied my atten-
tion ; it is a field more fruitful of historical
data than most persons would suppose, and
one which has never been thoroughly worked
out for any considerable area of Western or
North-Western America. The trouble seens
to be that the best geographers have seldon
been historians, while historians so good that
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they would blush to be caught afoul of a date
wrong by a day, are often found miles out
of the way in the location of their events."

Judged by this standard, Mr. Will-
son is certainly not a geographer ; and
no one would accuse him of being an
historian.

The history of "The Great Com-
pany" remains yet to be written. As
will be readily inferred, the contribu-
tions of Mr. Willson to either the facts
or philosophy of that history are
scarcely worth mentioning. But, sure-
ly, an organization that was old and
firmly established when our most popu-
lous cities were a primeval wilderness;

that carries us back in memory and
associations to the days of the dash-
ing Prince Rupert; that has absorbed
the genius, intelligence and energy of
master minds for ten generations ; that
in resources, development and far-
reaching interests could have satisfied
the sighs of an Alexander, and in
extent of territory concerned, surpassed
the conquests of Cæsar or Napoleon.
Such a corporation deserves a historical
treatment worthy of the past it has
played, worthy of the high place it
occupies in the history of our country.
Doubtless, at no distant date it will
find its Macaulay.

"LAYS OF THE 'TRUE NORTH' AND OTHER
CANADIAN POEMS."*

A REVIEW.

By Emily McManus.

"1 HAT'S in a name?" Shakes-
peare asks ; and, doubtless,

many of us who have bought a book
on the strength of its title have answer-
ed that frequently a delusion and a
snare lurk therein. A particular in-
stance of this may be found in a pretti-
ly-bound, blue-and-gold volume, en-
titled ''Canadian Folk Lore," which
contains not a single page of lore of
any kind, and whose 'Canada " in-
cludes merely a few hundred miles of
some lumber district in Quebec, with
its French-speaking inhabitants. For-
tunately such an extreme case of glit-
ter and emptiness is rare among Cana-
dian books, though we do find titles
that mislead and covers whose designs
bear little relation to their contents.

But in a later addition to Canadian
books-" Lays of the ' True North'
and Other Canadian Poems,"-there is
such a suggestiveness in the artistical-
ly arranged cover with its sprays of
pine and maple, its rugged landscape,
and quiet elegance of colouring,-all
the special design of the author herself,

-that one scarcely needs the assur-
ance of the title as to the nature of the
poems within. That promise is abun-
dantly fulfilled, for not only are the
poems peculiarly and distinctively
Canadian, but they show that affection
for and appreciation of the Mother
Land which is so marked a feature of
the ' True North,' and which makes it
most appropriate that this volume
should be dedicated, as it is, (by special
permission) to Her Majesty :

Our Sovereign Lady, whose fair woman's
hand

Has held so firm and well for three-score
years,

Through changing cloud and sunshine,
smiles and tears,

The sceptre of our Britain's sea-girt land.

No Canadian reader, we hope, needs
to be introduced to the author of these
poems. Even were it not the growing
fashion to read and be familiar with
Canadian books, no general reader can
have failed to come across 'some
trenchant article on a growing evil of
the day, some review of a notable

*I" Lays of the 'True North' and other
The Copp Clark Co., Toronto. Cloth, $1.25.

Canadian Poems." By Agnes Maule Machar;



book, or some suggestive poem or
timely article signed Fidelis, Miss
Machar's favorite pen-name. To many,
however, '' Stories of New France,"
" Roland Græme, Knight," '' Mar-

jorie's Canadian Winter," or '' Down
the River to the Sea," will have told
more of the character and aims of this
able and versatile writer whose books
are known beyond our borders, and
whose poems are frequently found in
the better magazines of the United
States and England.

These poems, the work of many
years of love and labour, are now col-
lected into book form for the first time.
In Canada during the last twenty years
no anthology, no series of school read-
ers, scarcely a special periodical has
appeared without an article or poem
from Miss Machar's pen, so that in-this
volume we find many familiar poems
and can often trace to its rightful
source some haunting line or favourite
stanza of whose authorship we were
before doubtful. But the most dis-
tinctive feature of these poems is the
true and fervent patriotism which runs
like a golden melody through so many
of them. Not the cheap sort which
echoes some party cry or lifts up its
voice merely for effect, but a patriotism
which can see its country's faults and
failings as well as her progress and
promise, and which not only loves her,but believes in her as well. With the
exception of Roberts' '' In Divers
Tones," no Canadian book has finer
patriotic chords than we find here.
Take for example, the '' Prayer for
Dominion Day, 1890," or the national
sentiment in '' Our Canadian Father-
land ":

What is our young Canadian land ?
Is it fair Norembega's strand ?
Or gray Cape Breton by the sea ?
Quebec ? Ontario? Acadie?
Or Manitoba's flower-decked plain ?
Or fair Columbia's mountain chain ?
Can any part from strand to strand,
Be a Canadian's Fatherland ?
Nay, for our young Canadian land
Is greater, grander far than these;
It stretches wide on either hand
Between the world's two mighty seas.
So let no hostile foot divide
The fields our feet should freely roam;
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Gael, Norman, Saxon, side by side,And Canada our nation's home;From sea to sea, from strand to strand,
Spreads our Canadian Fatherland.
Where'er our country's banner spreadsIts folds o'er free Canadian heads-
Where'er our land's romantic story
Enshrines the memory and the gloryOf heroes who with blood and toitLaid deep in our Canadian soit
Foundations for the future age,And -wrote their names on history's page-Our history-from strand to strand,
Spreads our Canadian Fatherland!
So each to each is firmly bound
By ties all generous hearts should own•We cannot spare an inch of ground:
No severed part can stand alone.
So Nova Scotia and Quebec
Shall meet in kinship real and true;New Brunswick's hills be mirrored back
In fair Ontario's waters blue.
From sea to sea, from strand to strand,
Spreads our Canadian Fatherland !
Where'er Canadian thought breathes free,
Or strikes the lyre of poesy-
Where'er Canadian hearts awake
To sing a song for her dear sake,
Or catch the echoes, spreading far,That wake us to the noblest war
Against each lurking ill and strife
That weakens now our growing life,
No line keep hand trom clasping hand-
One is our young Canadian land.
McGee and Howe she counts her own;
Hers all her eastern singers' bays ;Fréchette is hers, and in her crown
Ontario every laurel lays ;
Let CANAÚA our watchword be,
While lesser names we know no more;
One nation spread from sea to sea,
And fused by love from shore to shore;From sea to sea, from strand to strand,
Spreads our Canadian Fatherland.

We find here, too, that melodious
poem which Lord Dufferin recognized
as having the true Canadian spirit and
to which he awarded the highest praise
and honour from among a choice of
several hundred.
Our Canada, young, strong and free,Whose sceptre stretches far,
Whose hills look down on either sea,And front the polar star-
Not for thy greatness, half unknown,

Wide plains or mountains grand,
But, as we hold thee for our own,

We love our native land !
God bless our mighty forest land

of mountain, lake and river,
Whose loyal sons, from strand to strand,

Sing, Canada for ever!

In winter robes of virgin snow
We proudly hait thee ours;
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We crown thee when the south winds blow
Our Lady of the Flowers;

We love thy rainbow-tinted skies,
Thy mystic charm of spring;

For us thine autumn's gorgeous dyes,
For us thy song-birds sing.

God bless our own Canadian land
Of mountain, lake and river,

Whose loyal sons, from strand to strand,
Sing, Canada for ever!

Fair art thou when the summer wakes
The cornfield's yellow gold;

Thy quiet pastures, azure lakes,
For us their treasures hold ;

To us each hill and dale is dear,
Each rock and stream and glen,

Dear scattered homes of kindly cheer,
And busy haunts of men.

God bless our own Canadian land
Of mountain, lake and river,

Whose loyal sons, from strand to strand,
Sing, Canada for ever!

Our sires their old traditions brought,
Their lives of faithful toil ;

For home and liberty they fought
On our Canadian soil.

Queenston, Quebec, and Lundy's Lane
Can stir our pulses still ;

The lands they held through blood and pain
A free-born people fill.

God bless our own Canadian land
Of mountain, lake and river,

Whose loyal sons, from strand to strand,
Sing, Canada for ever!

Saxon and Celt and Norman we:
Each race its memory keeps;

Yet o'er us all, from sea to sea,
One Red Cross banner sweeps.

Long may our Greater Britain stand
The bulwark of the free!

But, Canada, our own fair land,
Our first love is for thee.

God bless our own Canadian land
Of mountain, lake and river ;

Well may thy sons, fron strand to strand,
Sing, Canada for ever!

What Canadian boy or girl-yes,
what Canadian man or woman would
not be the better and truer patriot for
having these stored away in memory ?
" Let me make the songs of a nation
and I care not who gives them laws,"
contains the seed of a great tru.th.
While Miss Machar is not particularly
a phrase-maker, these poems have
many very quotable lines descriptive of
Canada, as:

A brighter gem to deck the royal crown.
A country on whose birth there smiled

the genius of romance.
Her place

Between the rising and the setting day.

The Britain of the West.

The very word "Canada" itself is
poetical. Unlike our neighbours to the
south with their nameless countrv, we
have in " Canada " and " Canadian,'
words in themselves melodious and
effective, rich in vowel sounds, and
therefore pleasing in poetry. Natur-
ally the author has taken advantage of
this, as the refrains to her patriotic
poems amply testify.

Like most Canadian poets Miss
Machar is a lover of nature, and in that
division of her book called "Canadian
Woodnotes," many charming pictures
may be found, whether describing
" how sweet the charmed stillness
everywhere," of an April day ; or how

The shy Hepatica from downy screen,
Opens her soft-hued cups in lovely bloom,
Filled with the spring's most delicate perfume.

Indeed, the changes of every season
have found here a loving interpreter,
for the twelve sonnets of "The Cir-
cling Year " are finely conceived, and
well sustained throughout. They all
show an artistic restraint, and an im-
agination of a high order. How true
this picture of September !

Most changeful of the months-September-
thou

Comest, the last of all the summer train,
Cheating us ever with illusions vain !

Thou dost out-April April-dreaming now,
With summer sunshine on thy pensive brow,

Then, changing swift, to drive, with loos-
ened rein

Wild winds and sobbing storm-gusts o'er
the plain,

And toss the yellowing leaves from writhing
bough.

Is it the symbol of thine own regret
For early closing days and dying flowers ?

Well might we deem thine eyes with tears are
wet

For all the lost delights of summer hours
That pass so swiftly from our sight-and yet

A thought of spring shines through Sep-
tember showers!

Unlike much of the poetry that is
written to-day we find running all
through this work a definite moral pur-
pose, an attempt to lift the mind above
the mere accidents of time and place.
Sometimes the thought thus evolved is
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very beautiful, and there is about it all
a fine optimism, a feeling that
There is no wrong but growing years shall

right it,

which in this too pessimistic age is very
attractive. Such a poem is

TO THE HEIGHTS.

" Sic itur ad astra."

As fair to the eyes of the prophet,
The desert pathway through,

Were the distant shadowy mountains,
So dreamy and soft and blue,

Although on their sunlit summits,
His feet might never stand ;

And, but from the Mount of Vision,
He might view the Promised Land!

So fair to the inner vision,
As on through life we go,

Loom the shadowy hills of promise,
Soft in the morning glow.

How long is the the way to reach them
But little we heed or care ;

How hard and steep the climbing,
To the summits that seen so fair

Yet still they recede before us,And ever their promise sweet,
Like a speil they have woven oer us,

Lures on our wandering feet.

And although we may reach them never,
Till the cold death-stream is passed;

For us they shall keep their promise,
And the heights shall be ours at last.

Many of these poems treat of reli-
gious subjects, as, "An Advent Hymn,"
" Who Shall Roll Away the Stone ?"
"Lord, That I May Receive My
Sight," or " " The Spring in the Wil-
derness." Here and there in the minor
poems a touch reminds us of the kind-
ly Whittier, whose personal friend Miss
Machar was. Several poems relating
to him show how deeply she esteemed
him and felt his loss. A particularly
beautiful and appreciative poem is
" The Grave of Elizabeth Barrett
Browning," in Florence, of whom it is
said

If she must out of England sleep, then happi-
est sleeps she here.

She tells us how
She grew-a fair young girl-amid

The English daises springing,
And learning from the English larks

The secret of their singing.

And how

Love followed softly through the strain,
Ere yet its course was run

And blent in sweetest unison
Two poet hearts in one.

The great variety of subjects treated
under the headings " Echoes of Life
and Thought," and " Ballads of Love
and Labour," testify to the wide read-
ing and catholic spirit of the author.
"The Winged Victory : A Dramatic
Poem," showing more literary grace
and delicacy of imagery than of dra-
matic vigour, but containing the most
beautiful lyrics in the book, closes the
volume.

For many reasons " Lays of the
'True North ' " should meet with a
hearty welcome from Canadians every-
where. It is marked throughout by
earnestness, high thought, and purity
of utterance. It is thoroughly Cana-
dian and loyal, and treats of incidents
and phases in our history with which
we cannot be too familiar. It voices
our growing national life as no other
poetry has done ; it is hopeful, confi-
dent, and has no provincial note. Ca-
nada is one, not many, it reminds us.
As poetry it is of a high order, grace-
ful, melodious, varied, abounding in
fine imagery and beautiful touches of
Nature :

Her poetry is sweeter far,
Than all men write about her;

Old Homer, though his theme was war,
Had scarcely sung without her.

Little would be gained in an article
such as this hy making comparisons
as to the relative merits of our writers.
Too often a personal bias prevents a
just estimate of a living author's work;
or the subject matter comes too near
us to get a true perspective. It is only
fair each recent book should stand on
its own merits ; and, assuredly, if this
is the case, these poems, not only be-
cause of their melodious love of coun-
try and of nature, but also because
" they have tried to make the world a
little better," will be welcomed as a
valuable addition to our slowly but
surely growing Canadian literature.

1-7



-J

STORIES OF PRESIDENT KRUGER.
AS TOLD BY A CANADIAN WHO LIVED IN SOUTH AFRICA FOR A

NUMBER OF YEARS.

By E. B. B ggar.

DAUL KRUGER (usuallypronounced
Kreeger by the Boers) was born

on a farm in the Cape Colony, Oct.
roth, 1825. His parents were farmers
and so poor that it is said they could
scarcely provide him with clothes. He
grew up uneducated, like most of his
compatriots, and inherited, along with
a strong constitution, a double portion
of the obstinacy attributed to his coun-
trymen. He was born to rebellion.
He must have imbibed it with his
mother's milk. It was a rebellion
against his parents and a quarrel with
his brothers which first set him loose
among men. A young man of great
strength, he was once, when unarmed,
attacked by a panther, but in spite of
its cruel clawing, held it by the throat
till it was strangled, and became quite
a hero in the neighbourhood.

.9
While hatred of the English was

the over-mastering passion that has

brought ruin upon his country, he has
quarreled with his own people when no
other subject presented itself. It is a
matter of almost forgotten history that
he and M. W. Pretarius-a former
president of the Transvaal, after whom
Pretoria was named-entered the Free
State without provocation and in a
time of peace, and at the head of an
armed force attempted to upset the
Free State Government. Kruger led
his Boer followers and incited the Free
State Boers to rebellion, while Pretori-
us, operating with Kafirs, instigated
the natives to revolt. Kruger only
gave way when he found a Free State
commando as well armed as he, and
provided with a number of cannon.
This was forty years ago, and some of
the South African historians have since
attempted to deny the facts, which,
however, are too well recorded in the
Free State annals. Having failed in a
raid, which had none of the excuses of
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Dr. Jameson's episode, he and Pretori-
us stirred up rebellion in the Transvaal
itself, this civil strife being fomented
among near relatives whose blood was
thus spilt by Kruger's ambitious
schemes. His rebellion against British
authority-which, be it noted, had been
established in the Transvaal without
the shedding of a drop of blood-is
history that is better known.

Jt
When the chronicles of the Trans-

vaal under Kruger shall have been
written, people will wonder how this
" high priest of corruption " ever gained
the reputation of the sturdy old saint
which he has. It is not generally
known-and certainly would not be
believed by many, if the facts were not
on record in the archives of the colonial
office-that Kruger's embezzlement of
funds was a determining cause of his
rebellion during the late British regime.
As field-cornet of his district he failed
to account for tax money paid in by
certain Boers, and adopting the bluff so
characteristic of his late public policy,
sought to cover up his defalcations by
demanding an increase from £200 to
£300 in his salary. This was of course
refused, and the trouble began, but in
the greater affairs of the subsequent
rebellion the small shortage dropped
out of sight and memory.

At the beginning of the present
year Kruger's wealth was estinat-
ed at £25,ooo,ooo and his ungov-
ernable greed of gold is no doubt the
true reason why he, personally and
governmentally, squeezed the Uitland-
ers so mercilessly, even when he must
have seen it was leading to the destruc-
tion of the republic. While he and
his co-delegates were in England nego-
tiating the convention of 1884, a quarrel
arose among those to whom he had en-
trusted the affairs of state in the Trans-
vaal and it developed to such a degree
that his supplies were stopped. While
convention matters were still unsettled
the delegation's funds ran so low that
they were unable to pay their hotel bill.
At this crisis a far-seeing Englishman,
who had been to the Transvaal and
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taken note of the concessions which a
paternal government was granting here
and there, came with a rich friend and
held out the benefits that would accrue
to the country and themselves if a con-
cession were given for a wool washery
and a woolen factory. If such a mono-
poly were granted they would pay the
hotel bill, and it was hinted that Mr.
Kruger himself would lose nothing by
the transaction. The bargain was
made, the hotel bill was settled and a
cheque for £i,ooo was given to
Kruger himself. The machinery was

'ordered, but while it lay at the docks
ready for shipment a friend who had
had a little more experience of Trans-
vaal methods, urged the concession-
aries not to ship the machinery till the
arrangement was confirmed by the
Volksraad. It was well they heeded
this advice for the Volksraad refused
to ratify the concession. When asked
afterwards to refund the money, the
foxy Kruger said he had received the
little attention as Stephanus Johannes
Paulus Kruger and not in his capacity
as President of the Transvaal. Per-
sonally he could do nothing, and to
this day the money has not been re-
funded. Now, this concession was to
have included a tract of land of 75
square miles, and it was the intention
of the concessionaires to locate the
works on a stream of very clear and
soft water, known as the Witwater,
and this tract would have included the
richest part of what became celebrated
two years later as the Witwatersrand
gold fields on which Johannesburg now
stands. When the terrible dynamite
explosion occurred at Krugersdorp in
1897 a fund was raised at Johannes-
burg for the sufferers. A number of
poor Boers were killed but not a single
Englishman, yet the entire amount of
the relief fund was raised by Uitland-
ers. Oom Paul had his name put
down for £25, but he never paid the
money, though repeatedly called upon
for it.

je
Illustrative of Kruger's peculiar faith,

an amusing anecdote is told by a fellow
Boer. Once in the early days, when
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game was scarce, he was one of a
party who went out to hunt the harte-
beest. After scouring the veldt for
days without a sign of game, Paul said
he would retire over the hills to pray
for food as the patriarchs of old. After
several hours he returned and solemn-
ly prophesied to the party that in three
days a large troop of hartebeest would
pass that way. The party made their
camp there and, sure enough, in two
days a number of these animals ap-
peared. The Boers were struck with
wonder, and Kruger became celebrated
as " the man of prayer." Afterwards
the Kafir who accompanied him over
the hills gave this version of the inci-
dent : When Kruger got out of sight
he struck for a neighbouring Kaffir
kraal where, calling the Induna, he in-
formed him that the men were starving
for want of game ; that a large num-
ber of armed Boers were on the other
side of the hill, and that unless the in-
duna and his men discovered game in
less than three days they would all be
shot. Dear bought experience of Boer
methods frightened the Kafirs so that
they set out, found the game, and drove
it towards the Boer camp.

We cannot wonder at the density of
the average Boer's ignorance when
their president firmly believes that the
earth stands still and that the sun
moves round it. A well-intentioned
man who was anxious to gain Kruger's
favour, laid himself underdeepsuspicion
when he attempted to reconcile the re-
volving-earth theory with the miracle
of Joshua's battle. All his arguments
are fortified by scripture, but the chan-
ces are nearly even that his citations
are misquotations. In the only inter-
view Sir Barth Frere had with him
that statesman, who was a deep stu-
dent of the Bible, proved too much for
him. At the beginning of the confer-
ence Kruger started, as usual, quoting
scripture to strengthen his arguments.
But Sir Barth not only had two texts
ready to refute each of his, but care-
fully pointed out to him how each one
of his texts was misquoted, and bore
quite a different meaning from that

put on it. After several defeats Kru-
ger gave up, and sat silently wonder-
ing at Sir Barth's immense bible know-
ledge.

It is well known that he has de-
prived Catholics and Jews of the fran-
chise of educational privileges and of
holding any government office. Dr.
Hertz, the Rabbi of the Jewish syna-
gogue, recently went with a Jewish
deputation to Pretoria to make a plea
for the Jews, and the following is a
quotation from his amusing account of
the interview : " He (Kruger) would
hear nothing till he had gone through
the usual preliminary discussion on the
Bible. It cannot be denied that he has
his Bibie at his finger's ends. With
this he combines an old Haggadist's
faculty of twisting an irrelevant text
into bis service when he is getting the
worst of the argument. After an
hour's wrangling, during which he tried
to prove from Genesis, Habakkuk and
John, that the Boers are the descend-
ants of Isaac, and the Jews the de-
scendants of Ishmael, and that it would
be against the letter and the spirit of
the scriptures that they should both
inherit the land together, we came
to the real point of the interview. Of
course he maintained that he person-
ally was in favour of religious equality,
but pleaded that in measures involving
an amendment of the grondwet (Con-
stitution), he had to carry his burghers
with him. One by one he began to
repeat the stock arguments of the
Boers, and we exposed his fallacies as
fast as he uttered them. At last, when
driven into a corner, he resorted to his
trump card, which is to shout. But
we shouted still louder, and the three
of us shouting and gestulating on the
president's stoop must have been a
ludicrous sight to the passers by."

Kruger is a man feared by nearly all
his fellow burghers and loved bv few,
even of his own relations. Probably
the best description of the man is given
in a single line of Kipling's latest poem:

"Sioven, sullen, savage, secret, uncontrolled."
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CANADIAN CELEBRITIES.
VII.-ROBERT BARR.

CANADA is a country almost without
national heroes. Where are our

Burkes, our Pitts, our Nelsons, our
Wellingtons and our Napoleons? We
have none, apparently because we are
an unenthusiastic people. We are so
sensible, so respectable, so full of self-
importance, that we seldom throw up
our hats and cheer. Good old Sir
John Macdonald could make us ail
shout occasionally, but no other man
that I have ever seen has had the
power. Less than a year ago, Gilbert
Parker made an after-dinner speech to
about a hundred Torontonians, and at
its conclusion the enthusiastic applause
was tremendous, but within a week
afterwards, the same hundred people
were chastizing themselves for their
unseemly conduct.

Robert Barr should be a national
hero to Canadians, but he is not. He
has done much for his native land, and
a great deal for her literature, but his
reward has not been great. To-day,
France and Germany each give him
more monetary reward than does the
country in which he was born and bred.
In fact, his income from Canada is so
easily handled that he gives it away in
Canadian benefactions.

And Canada's affection for him is not
much greater than the royalties which
are collected in this country by his
publishers. Otherwise he might be
living amongst us. And the same
might be said of Gilbert Parker, of
Sara Jeanette Duncan, of Charles G.
D. Roberts, of Bliss Carman, of Ar-
thur J. Stringer, and of other members
of that band of literary exiles, who oc-
casionally cast loving glances towards
their native heath-towards the blue
waters of Lake Erie, the beautiful is-
lands of the broad St. Lawrence, or
the blossoming orchards of old Nova
Scotia.

Robert Barr is a Canadian, although

he was five years of age when his
parents sailed from Glasgow for this
country. He attended a country school
in the township of Dunwich during the
winter months of his boyhood years,and
there Canada marked him for her own.
No boy who has ever spent five years
in a Canadian public school can ever
be anything but a Canadian. It is not
from our mothers and our fathers that
we get our patriotism, but from our
school teachers. If Canadians lack in
patriotism, it is because our schools
are filled with teachers who have not
been touched with a live coal from the
national fire.

Like many another country lad Rob-
ert Barr went to school in the winter,
and worked with his father in the sum-
mer. He learned to drive nails, to use
a saw and plane, and was, perhaps,
taught some of that constructive skill
which he has since displayed in his
novels. He was eventually clever
enough to secure a teacher's certificate,
and the rural scholar became the rural
school master. By luck and merit, he
rose to be the head master of the pub-
lic school in the town of Windsor, and
it was while occupying this position
that he made his first contribution to
the world's literature. He wrote a
humorous account of a trip around the
south shore of Lake Erie, which he
and a companion had made in a small
boat. This was accepted by the De-
troit Free Press, pleased the people,
and paved the way for further contri-
butions. Others, equally good, were
forthcoming, and Barr was asked to
vacate his schoolmastership and enter
the ranks of journalism. The young
man of twenty-six was not long in
complying, nor was he slow to profit
by the opportunities thus afforded
him. He was a worker and knew
what hard work could accomplish for
the young man without friends or
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real estate. He had also a great well
of humour, always bubbling up and
running over, and " Luke Sharp,"
his pen-name, was soon known to
those who read the Detroit and Toronto
newspapers. In 1881 he went to Lon-
don, England, to establish a weekly
edition of the Detroit Free Press, and
Luke Sharp's humorous tales, were in-
troduced to the British public with en-
couraging success. Immediatelyafter-
wards his books began to appear.
" Strange Happenings," " In a Steamer
Chair," " From Whose Bourne," "The
Face and The Mask," and " In The
Midst of Alarms." The first was pub-
lished in 1882, and the others between
1892 and 1894. " The MutableMany,"
and " One Day's Courtship," appeared
in 1896. " In the Midst of Alarms "
and " One Day's Courtship " are the
most distinctively Canadian; the former
deals with the events of the Fenian
Raids, and the latter glorifies the
scenery of the St. Maurice River and
Shawenegan Falls. But after these
two books, Barr deserted Canada for
the Rhine, and " Tekla " and " The
Strong Arm " are the two volumes
which were inspired by the romance of
that great river. I understand that his
next story will have a Canadian set-
ting, and will be more pretentious than
most of his former efforts. After that,
he may write a story of the Danube, a
river which he visited this summer.

It is not the purpose 'of a short
sketch such as this to enter in detail
into the characteristics of Robert Barr's
literary style. Let it suffice for the
present to say that Robert Barr is a
journalist, a humorist and a novelist.
Sometimes his novels are humorously
journalistic, Jessie Baxter, for exam-
ple ; sometimes they are journalistic-
ally humorous in that they have the
appearance of being the hurried work

of a man who did not lay too much
stress on literary form. But all his
stories are readable, breezy, clever
and foùnded upon a wide knowledge
of people of the past and the present.

His beautiful home is in the County
of Surrey, just seventeen miles from
Charing Cross Station - address,
Hillhead, Woldingham, Surrey, Eng-
land. From an eminence, a hundred
feet higher than Mount Royal at
Montreal, Mr. Barr can behold three
of England's most famous counties,
the one in which he lives, and in
the distance Sussex and Kent. Not
far away is Brighton and its beau-
tiful beach, Tunbridge Wells and the
cherished home of the immortal Wolfe,
London and the literary centre of the
world. In this delightful spot Mr.
Barr spends happy days with his wife
and two children. He has the bless-
ings and privileges of the peace-loving
county squire, and is not too far re-
moved from the hurly-burly of business
life in which he has won fame and com-
petence.

As may be judged from his photo-
graph, publishedin the November CANA-
DIAN MAGAZINE, Robert Barr is a stal-
wart, broad - shouldered individual,
whose iron-grey beard and hair indicate
that their owner has borne the burden
of a half century of years. His eyes
are kindly in expression, his manners
easy and unostentatious, his voice
manly and inviting. His characteris-
tics are his love of cigarettes and the
humour of his easy-flowing speech. T
have never seen him in a top hat and
frock coat, but I should judge that in
that conventional garb of London he
would be distinguished looking ; in
his favourite dress of tweeds and fedora,
he looks more like a Canadian than an
Englishman.

J.A. C.
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A BRIGHT-lookinggirl whosenurse's
cap framed a frank English face

came hurriedly into one of the wards
of the Charing Cross Hospital.

" Nurse Gray," she said, "you are
wanted in the emergency room-a
street accident."

Nurse Gray straightened from her
stooping posture over the bed. Then
she drew the sheet softly over the face
of the man who was lying so quietly
there.

" Dead ?" asked the bright faced
girl, peering over her companion's
shoulder.

"Dead," answered Nurse Gray in a
colourless voice.

" Poor fellow," said the little nurse.
"Not poor any more," said Nurse

Gray. " 1 am glad he is at rest. It was
an awful case. A street accid.nt did
you say ?" She walked quickly out of
the ward.

Down stairs, in the room set apart
for emergency cases, she found two
doctors working over the insensible
figure of a man, which was stretched
Out on the operating table. One of
them called to her hurriedly for basin,
sponges, and the instruments necessary
for the occasion, and presently she was
working steadily with her quick hand
and alert eye-the best of the younger
nurses in the great London hospital.

The man lying there had been
knocked down by a hansom and
tumbled directly under a big dray which
was coming up a side street. He had
suffered some damage from the horses'
feet and the wheels before he was ex-
tricated and carried to the hospital.
To this the doctors were attending.

" A couple of stiff scalp wounds and

a broken rib or two," said the house
surgeon, as he finished his examina-
tion. " Better have him moved into
one of the private wards for a day or
so, at least till we find out who he is.
Looks to be a gentleman-a bit of a
swell, too," he added in a lower voice
to his companion. " You had better
take charge of this case, nurse," he
continued, as he rang the bell for the
male attendants who appeared present-
ly and lifted the wounded, but now
conscious man, to the litter. " Let me
know when he is in bed and l'Il come up."

An hour or so later Nurse Gray
stood beside the bed of the sick man
looking down at his face very much as
she had looked at that of the dead man
a little while before. It was a very
good-looking, though hardly handsome
face, being too strong in its curves to
come under the ban of masculine
beauty. Passion spoke upon it, even
in its sick tranquillity, and great will,
and some temper-the face of a strong
character. His frame, though he was
quite a young man, gave promise, half
fulfilled, of extreme massiveness and
power. His hair was dark and crisp.
It had been cut from about the wounds
on the back and sides of his head, but
it grew thick and straight about his
temples. Some spirit of courage and
daring spoke in all the length of goodly
manhood that was lying there loose-
limbed, inert. It appealed strangely
to the quiet nurse. His name was
David Kenneth, Captain in Her Ma-
jesty's Light Horse ; this much they
had discovered from some envelopes in
his pocket. His mother, Lady Ken-
neth, had been sent for and was ex.
pected every moment.
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Presently she came-a tall and aris-
tocratic woman who had been lovely in
her youth, and bore a gentle beauty
still. Just now a horrified and heart-
broken woman. Her only son ! Knock-
ed down in the streets in broad day-
light like that ! What would Sir
William say ! She must have him
home directly! What did the nurse
think? Where were the doctors ? She
would consult the family physician at
once. All this in agitated whispers.
Nurse Gray calmed her by saying that
perfect quiet had been ordered, and
that if Lady Kenneth would sit down,
she, the nurse, would notify one of the
house surgeons of her arrival.

But there was to be no going home
for Captain Kenneth for some days, so
Nurse Gray comforted her Ladyship as
well as she could and assured ber that
she would take faithful care of ber son.
When he was able to be moved to his
own home Lady Kenneth stipulated
that Nurse Gray was to accompany
him and it was then that the Fates be-
gan to interest themselves in this young
woman.

Joan Gray was not a beautiful per-
son, but she was tall and slender, and
had tender grey eyes, and soft, dark
hair, and a strong chin. For she
came of a strong race-Scotch-Irish-
and she had the caution of the one and
the tenderness (that is so rich a quality
in the true Scottish nature); and she
had the poetic feeling and vivid imag-
ination and fearless temperament of
the other, with much of its mystic
melancholy added. Joan Gray's eyes
were of the kind that haunt, deep set,
with soft shadows lurking about them
and long, curled, black lashes veiling
them. Yes, that in some curious way ex-
pressed loneliness, as though the owner
of them were set apart and in a vague
way different from others. For the rest,
her features were irregular, her mouth
rather large but good-tempered, ber
complexion pale with warm under-
tints, and her age twenty-five. In
character she was reserved and reticent,
given to silence, which is good in
woman and tiresome in man. Fear
found no place in her dictionary ;

neither did failure, as is usual with
the lexicon of youth.

She fell in love with David Kenneth
mainly because propinquity got in its
deadly work. She would have been
horrified if you had presumed to hint
at such a thing, but it was true for all
that. Her hand was tenderness itself
when she changed the bandages on
his dark head, or wiped the heat of the
heavy London summer from his fore-
head. Those deep gray eyes of hers
spoke all the love lore of the two peo-
ples from which she sprang, as she
bent over this sick soldier and minis-
tered to his needs. As he grew to-
wards convalescence and became rest-
less and impatient with the irritability
of one who is growing whole again,
she comforted him with readings in her
quiet voice from such tender and al-
most wistful books as Cranford and
John Halifax, Gentleman. He liked
to look at her as she sat close by the
window, reading. The neat gray
gown and white apron crossed over
ber shoulders became her immensely,
he thought. As did the little white
cap tied in a short bow under her chin
-that strong up-turned chin with its
deep fossette that told of bull-dog per-
tinacity. Joan Gray, the name suited
her-she was all gray-gray eyes,
gray gown-gray-no, not hair-What
a pity it would be if all that mass of
soft dark hair ever did get gray-but
it wouldn't-not for a long time any-
how.

" Were you ever in love, Nurse ?"
The question startied the girl out of
all composure. Her face crimsoned.
Her great sad eyes took a frightened
expression strange to them.

"I beg your pardon," said Captain
Kenneth, ashamed of himself, and try-
ing by restless movements to divert at-
tention from his miserable daring ; "I
-I really didn't mean to be rude, you
know. Forgive me, won't you ? This
lying idle here makes a booby of a
chap. Please, say you forgive me."

Nurse Gray made no answer. She
was busy measuring out his medicine
at ber little table. " Drink this," she
said a trifle peremptorily; "you are
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talking too much. It is time for you
to go to sleep."

He took the medicine glass from her
and drank off its contents as obedient-
ly as a child.

" Was I ever in love," said Nurse
Gray, as she stood an hour later look-
ing down on the strong though pallid
face of this man who had come into
her life to make or mar it. " Of course
not-and never will be." But later on,
the moon, peering down through a
chink in the shutter saw a girl kiss
passionately a lock of short, dark,
crisp hair, and then sink on her knees
to utter a prayer for the man she loved.
And the moon, who has ears as well as
eyes, thought she heard his name, but
being wise and old, and having heard
all the love stories in the world, she
retired shaking her horns and thank-
ing the gods who rule moons that never
a maid could enter her dominion to
play havoc with the solitary bachelor
who made his home in her chaste heart.
No, the Man in the Moon was safe as
no mortal man can ever be-from the
wiles of womanhood. But the Man in
the Moon found it rather dull.

Captain Kenneth thanked his nurse
warmly and gratefully the day she came
to say gocd-bye, and give him over to
the charge of his mother and sister.
He could never forget her kindness and
attention. He would never as long as
life lasted forget her. Might he come
to see her at the hospital now and then ?
If it was ever in his power to do her
some good would she let him know ?
She replied quietly that she had but
done her duty, that-this with a slight
bitterness that for the life of her she
could not keep out of her voice-she
had been well paid for what she had
done, that she did not think that he
would care to come to see her) he
vehemently protested ; whereat she
smiled) and that finally if ever she
wanted a recommendation-

" Recommendation ! Joan ! " the
name burst from him before he was
aware of it. Her surprised and crim-
son face first told him. He rose from
his chair, staggering a little as he
sought to steady himself. But her

arm was ready, that faithful arm which
had so often helped him. He was veryweak. He leaned his face down
against her shoulder for a moment.
"I -- I can't, Joan," he half whisperèd,
half groaned ; I-I love you, girl. I've
battled and fought it down, but-oh,
Joan ! I'm engaged to another woman
and that held my lips silent till now-
now that you are going from me.
Joan-girl-," and then this big manfainted quietly away.

Five years later a great marriage
took place at St. Peter's, Eaton Square,
when David Urquhart Kenneth (Major
in the Gordon Highlanders-formerly
Captain in Her Majesty's Light Horse)fulfilled his long-standing engagement
to the Honourable Alice Hayter Aveline,
amid the crash of organ music, and the
perfume of myriads of flowers, and the
swish of silken skirts. No one noticed
the veiled figure of a hospital nurse
wrapped about in a long gray cloak-a
most unfashionable figure in such a bril-
liant assemblage-no one but an old
lady who sat beside her. She was not a
pretty woman nor a very young one,
this nurse, the old lady told her friends
afterwards, for once she raised her veil
-it was just as the newly married
couple were walking down the aisle to
the measure of the marriage hymn, and
she saw her white, set, rather worn
face-a curious face to see at such a
gay wedding surely. She did not
know-this garrulous old lady-that
the woman who sat beside her was
looking for the first time in many years
on the face of the man who was all the
world to her, while to him she was
nothing.

Many years after all this a land-drost
out in South Africa set his foolish finger
in the web the fates were weaving
around the life of Joan Gray and the
lives of many others. He only seized
a waggon-this foolish land-drost-a
waggon belonging to one Boer called
Bezhuidenot, which wooden vehicle he
put up for auction in the square of
Potchefstrom, one beautiful summer
day in November, 188o. The volk
kicked the land-drost off the waggon
and also kicked him around the town.
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Then was the match lighted that set
the Transvaal aflame. One month
after the affair of the waggon, a mass
meeting of the Boers at Heidelberg
proclaimed the Transvaal once again a
Republic and sounded the tocsin of war.
At that moment, though she knew
nothing about it, the web of the Fates
began to close round Nurse Gray in the
big Charing Cross Hospital, London.

About the end of December, or,
more properly, the beginning of Janu-
ary, i88i, a battalion of the Gordon
Highlanders was ordered to the front,
which meant South Africa. Nurse
Gray, hurrying through a dismal Lon-
don fog back to the hospital from her
daily walk, heard the '' Speshuls "
roaring out the headlines. She bought
a paper and devoured its news under
the nearest street-lamp. " Troops or-
dered to the front. Gay Gordons to
be in the scrimmage. Transports
already chartered. List of officers ac-
companying the troops." Of course
his name was there. Her eye caught
it in a moment : Major David Ken-
neth. What mattered all the others !
At that instant the strong pertinacious
chin of Nurse Gray began to interfere
in her destiny. He was ordered to the
front. Her place was at the front too.
What was to prevent her going ? She
was alone in the world, a woman past
her youth, strong, even robust, a head
nurse at the very top of her profes-
sion ; skilled in surgical cases, used
to attending the most serious and ter-
rible operations, trained in the nursing
of fever patients, and indeed to all the
ills that torment frail humanity. She
would send in her application for Red
Cross work at once she told herself, as
she pushed through the human river
that ever surges towards the Strand
and the City.

Solitary as she was, she was not with-
out friends. Her Irish mother had
been related to Lord Roberts, " Bobs "
as the people fondly called him. She
would write to him. He would, he
must help her. She would go, would
go, would go. The dominant chin was
standing well to her now.

On January ioth, 1881, three trans-

ports set sail from Woolwich carrying
less than a thousand troops and about
seven hundred horses, bound for the
Transvaal, and incidentally carrying
also a band of four Red Cross Sisters,
among whom was Joan Gray, formerly
a head nurse at the Charing Cross
Hospital, London. The Duke of Cam-
bridge, Commander-in-Chief of the
Forces, bade the troops farewell, tell-
ing them at the same time that, " It
was the wish of the Queen that the
soldiers should make a mild use of
their victories in South Africa." They
cheered, promised and sailed.

Sornewhere about the 31st of Jan-
uary, the transports reached their des-
tination, and, disembarking, were mov-
ed as rapidly as possible to the relief
of Sir George Colley. They were held,
however, at Pietermaritzburg to await
the coming of other reinforcements.
The four Red Cross nurses with the
medical staff were, by order of the
Surgeon-Major, sent on under a con-
voy towards Laing's Nek, where it was
known Sir George Colley then was.
Thus, by the 23rd of February, the
little detatchment found itself nearing
the spot where Colley was struggling
bravely to make head against the
Boers, who were already drunk with
their victory over Anstruther at Bronk-
horst Spruit. Nurse Gray, going
quietly about her duties in the hospital
tent that evening, heard some one say
that Kenneth, of the Gordons, had
been attached to Colley's Staff, and
was with him now at Laing's Nek.
Her heart gave a great bound. She
was near him at last. All her immense
world-that of the needy and sick and
sore-was from this moment forward
filled by the figure of one man. Self-
contained, reserved, and apparently
cold, this woman had made few friends
and had permitted but one man's love
to enter her life. Her whole soul had
long ago been absorbed by David Ken-
neth-a man who had never kissed nor
caressed her, whose ebullition of love
for her had been so transient-so weak
a thing that it had died in the very
monient of its birth.

Joan Gray was now forty years old;
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but never having been a beauty, she
had not suffered as much at the hands
of time as a handsomer woman would
have done. Her splendid gray eyes
were brighter and deeper than ever,
her chin just as dominant. The warm
tints had faded from her cheeks, which
were lined, and a trifle worn. And her
hair was gray, all gray now ; name,
and gown, and eyes, and hair-and
gray, gray life.

On the evening of Friday, Feb-
ruary the 25th, the medical contingent
reached Sir George Colley's camp at
Mount Prospect, just below Laing's
Nek, beyond which on the veldt lay
the camps of the Boers. That night
the Red Cross Sisters were busy pre-
paring lint and bandages and first aid
for the wounded, for in the morning it
was expected that a sortie would be
made, the result of which, judging
from the ill-luck that had attended pre-
vious encounters, would give the de-
voted women plenty of work to do.
The hospital camp was pitched in a
sheltered spot in the rear, and above
it waved the sign of mercy-a large
red cross on a white field. Few in the
camp slept that night-men and women
were too terribly strung to the tension
of the moment to make any delib-
erate attempt to seek a rest that might
fail to come. Almost till the dawn
the surgeons and nurses worked, none
more vigorously than Nurse Gray.
Dawn--the sun leaping above the
horizon, already caparisoned for his
splendid ride across the blue African
skies. No'stealing of the god of day
across the world's rim in pale though
rosy splendour. Day breaks at once in
South Africaasquicklyas nightdescends
when the light shows faint traces of
failing. There was no sortie that morn-
ing. Sir George Colley had decided to
wait for the night ; then he would steal
across to Majuba Hill, a square pre-
cipitous peak on the Drakensberg
range, which overlooked the Boers'
laager, bevond Laing's Nek, and pot
a few of those Dutch farmers. That
day Colley sent word that he was com-
mng with his staff to inspect the hos-
pital-tent and the medical arrange-

ments. Prompt to the hour he ar-
rived, attended by Major Kenneth and
Captain Davis, but almost as theyentered a summons came that called
them back to headquarters. But Joan
Gray had seen David. He, too, had
grown old, and the crisp straight hair
about his temples was no longer dark.
What a splendid man he was ! All
the promise of his youth had been morethan fulfilled. David Urquhart Ken-
neth was talked of as the finest man in
the British army.

That night, Saturday, the 26th of
February, Sir George Colley with a
small force moved out of camp atMount Prospect and occupied the Ma-
juba Hill. Early next morning theBoers attacked the Hill, and under
cover of some desultory firing, three
Boer storming parties began the ascent
almost unseen. Later a fugitive,
wounded, alniost dying, crawled into
the hospital camp. " It's all over,"
he said, gasping the words out. " The
General's killed, and more than half
the officers are shot. The Boers
stormed the hill-it's all over."

" More than half the officers are shot."
These words reached the brain of Joan
Gray and stayed there. For the first
time in her life she deserted her post.
When the wounded began to come in,
the others missed her, and made a lit-
tle search, but there was too much to
do to spend the precious time look-
ing for anybody. Nurses and doc-
tors had more to do than they could
manage.

The light was failing as Joan Graywent toiling wearily up the precipitous
sides of Majuba Mountain. There is
scarcely any twilight in South Africa,
but the nights are so radiant and beau-
tiful that they exceed in clarity anytwilight or evening light. Joan crept
up cautiously, now stopping to hide
behind the mimosa bushes, now rest-
ing a moment under the shoulder of a
gray boulder. She had walked all the
afternoon guided by cries and shots
and the booming of the big gunsthat were covering the flight of the
British. These had ceased now, butshe knew from a fugitive soldier, who
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was hiding in a bunch of mimosa bush,
that she was on the right path. "'Gord
bless you, sister," the man had said;
" there's many a pore chap up there
as'll be glad to see you." The man's
blessing seemed to fall about her like
a sheltering garment. She had her
little satchel with her under her gray
cloak. If only she can reach him in
time. Dear God ! if only she can get
to him before it is too late ! " More
than half the officers are shot." The
words sang in her brain as she crept
steadily on. Her strength and her
will of iron stood well to her now.
She is gaining the square plateau on
the top of the hill.

What was that ? A faint skirl of
bagpipe music came whimpering down
the slope. Her heart beat furiously.
The gay Gordons ! the bonnie Gor-
dons ! Again the pipes whistled un-
cannily, then a shot rang clear and
sharp and the music stopped-forever.

But Joan Gray never stopped on her
onward journey, and as the full African
moon broke in superb spiendour through
the clouds, the sister reached the spot
where the heaped dead lay thickest.
On her hands and knees she groped
among the slain. Far off some figures
were moving, and now and then a shot
rang out, and there arose a clamour of
voices, but the Red Cross Sister heed-
ed them not. She took off her gray
cloak and opened her hospital bag
lest some groaning wretch should
need her skilful services. The pallid
light of the great moon shone on the

.faces of the dead, some peaceful, some
distorted and strained by the agony of
a violent death. Face after face-but
never his-and yet " more than half the
officers are shot." David so tall and
strong-how could he escape ? He
must be here-here. Pushing her
white cap from her head, the Red
Cross Sister stood erect, a tall, slight
figure under the full wash of the moon-
light. It shone on her gray gown,
turning it to dull silver ; it shone on the
vivid cross that glimmered-a blood-
red sign-upon her sleeve. It shone

too into the deep and wonderful eyes
that were filled at that moment with
silent prayer. The next instant the
tall figure staggered slightly-then
toppled over and down among the slain,
that lay that night upon Majuba Hill.

She was not dead. The spent bullet
had torn through her shoulder, wound-
ing her indeed past all remedy, but
leaving life in her yet awhile. The
cool night air revived her after a little,
and feebly--a failing and dying crea-
ture-she resumed her search for the
man she loved and whom she believed
to be lying dead beside her. A groan
from a wounded soldier near by
woke in her the old grand sense of
duty. She rallied under that call, and
with supreme difficulty twisted her
body round till she could reach the
little hospital bag in which lay the first
aid for the wounded. With her un-
maimed hand she took out the roll of
bandage and slowly dragged herself
over the heap of dead to where the man
lay groaning. With one noble effort
she feebly tried to bind the lint about
his wound--

It was then that the lonely gray eyes
closed.

They carried her down into the camp
next day when they came to gather
home their dead. When the story
was told to Major Urquhart Kenneth-
who was almost the only officer who
had escaped without a scratch-he
asked to see the Red Cross Sister who
had died at the post of duty. They
took him to the tent where she lay in
her simple nurse's gown with some wild
flowers of the veldt lying loosely in her
idle hands. Major Kenneth looked
down at her. " What was her name ?"
he asked. But when they told him he
gave no sign of recognition. "I think,
I think,"stammered Sister Dora, "that
she used to know you. She said
something once that made me think
you and she had met long ago."
" No," said David Kenneth, "it must
have been some one else. Poor soul!
I don't remember her."
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C RENT EVENTs ABR
by W. Sanford Evans

OUTH AFRICA continues to be the
chief centre of interest, not only

for the British people, but for the world,
since Britain is regarded as being on
her trial. The Boers have shown the
highest kind of strategy and most of
the best soldierly qualities. In every-
thing that has been done there has
been evidence of the most thorough
forethought and preparation. The
Boer plan of campaign was to capture
the small British garrisons in Rhodesia,
at Mafeking, Kimberley and other
places in the west, and then concentrate
a strong force to resist a British ad-
vance through Cape Colony and at the
proper time to march on Cape Town ;
while in the east their main body was
to overwhelm General White's forces
in Natal and advance on Pietermaritz-
burg and Durban, there to dispute the
landing of any British reinforcements.
The plan was good, and their great
superiority in numbers gave grounds
for believing that it might be carried
out. But British courage has proved
a fatal stumbling-block. At the time
of writing (November 17 th) Tuli, Ma-
feking and Kimberley are still holding
out, and General Joubert has not been
able to move his main body beyond
Ladysmith. About one half of the
British army corps has arrived and is
rapidly preparing to take the aggres-
sive.

On October 12, three days after the
issue of the ultimatum, occurred th
first actual fighting, when an armour
ed train was derailed near Mafe
king and Captain Nesbitt and fifteeï
men were captured. On the sam
day the Boers entered Natal from
three sides. The British evacuate
their advanced post at Newcastle an
fell back on Glencoe. At this poin
General Symons was in command wit
about 4,000 men. During the nigh

of November 19 th the first detachment
of the enemy established themselves
with guns on Talana hill, three miles
from the British camp, and in the morn-
ing opened fire. General Symons or-
dered an attack, which was most
brilliantly carried out, the charge of
the King's Royal Rifles and the Dublin
and Royal Irish Fusiliers against an
almost impregnable position being
beyond praise. General Symons was
mortally wounded during the attack.
The victory was decisive, but it was
gained over only a fragment of Gen-
eral Joubert's army, and the advance
of the main column necessitated a
somewhat hasty retreat. The wound-
ed, including the dying General, were
left behind under medical supervision,
and a considerable quantity of stores
was also abandoned. General White,
who was in command of the Natal
force, was stationed at Ladysmith with
about 8,ooo men. He had come into
touch with the Free State forces ad-
vancing on Ladysmith from the west,
and discovered that the enemy had also
taken possession of the railway line
between Ladysmith and Glencoe. To
clear the way for the retreat from Glen-
coe he despatched Major-Gen. French
with about 2,000 men to drive the
enemy from their position at Elands-
laagte. This was accomplished with
quite as conspicuous bravery as was
shown at Talana hill, and with even
more complete success. Three days
later General White forced the Free
State troops back to the westward by

-a series of engagements at Rietfontein,
i and the way was clear for General
e Yule, who had succeeded General
ri Symons. On October 27th the two
ài British forces united at Ladysmith.
d General Joubert, with two or three
t times the number of men, steadily
h closed in upon the British. To check
kt the process of investment, General
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White made a sortie on October 3 oth.
This was only partially successful at
any point and resulted in the capture
of the whole British right wing, con-
sisting of about i,ooo men. This was
a serious disaster. Since that time
Ladysmith has been surrounded and
no definite news has reached the pub-
lic. Reports of British successes have
been circulated, and it is evident that
General White has been conducting a
gallant and
able de-
fence. Boer
o u t posts
have ad-
vanced to
the southof
Col ens o.
Inthewest,
Colonel
Bad en-
P o w e l l's
spirited de-
fence of
Mafeking
and the
equally suc-
cessful de-
fe'nce of
Kimberley
are entitled
to rank
with any
similar per-
formances
in the an-
nals of the
B r i t i sh
army

J4

A modus
vivendi has
been arri-
ved at with

DRAWN FROM PHOTO(GRAPH.

SIR GEORC

regard to the Alaskan boundary. On
October 2oth, Mr. Tower, the Bri-
tish chargé d'afaires at Washington,
handed Secretary Hay a note ac-
cepting on behalf of his Government
the propositions contained in a note re-
ceived from Secretary Hay on the pre-
vious day. This exchange of notes,
rather than the signing of a formal
document, was the method chosen for

ratifying the agreement reached by Mr.
Chamberlain, Sir Louis Davies and
Mr. Choate in London. This agree-
ment is a very simple affair. It pro-
vides tor the marking of a temporary
boundary at three points-the three
trails going in from the Lynn Canal,
On the Dalton trail the boundary is
fixed at a point 22/4 statute miles from
Pyramid Harbor, and on the Dyea
and Skaguay trails at the summits of

the Chil-
koot and
White Pas-
ses. The
Canadian
Govern-
ment has
all along

been collec-
ting cus-
toms at the
sum-mits
of these
two passes,
so the mo-

dus vivendi
is in reality
only an offi-
cial recog-
nition of an
existing
state of af-
fairs. Its
purpose is
to prevent
local fric-
tion. What
is done is
"without
prej udice
t o t h e
claims of

E WHITE. eitherparty
in the per-

manent adjustment of the Internation-
al boundary." Canada has yielded
nothing and the United States has
yielded nothing, and a permanent settle-
ment is no nearer than before. It is
interesting to note, however, that this
temporary boundary divides the land
in dispute in that region. In that re-
spect it is a sort of compromise, but it
is one Canadians could not accept for
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a final settlement, unless a court of
arbitration should decide that our in-
terpretation of the wording of the treaty
of 1825 is wrong, for it leaves to the
United States the whole of the Lynn
Canal.

je

Undoubtedly the most important
development of the time in International
politics is the understanding established
between Britain, the United States and
Germany. Itwouldbetoomuchtospeak
of it as an
alliance, but
a condition
now exists
which would
make an alli-
ance for a
definite pur-
pose an easy ,
m a t t e r.
This result
has been
brought
about by
Lord Salis-
bury and Mr.
Ch amber-
lain. These
threenations
have inter-
ests in comn-
mon and it
is possible
for them to t
cc-operate
without un-
due friction.
And it is ne-
cessary for
ail three to DRAWN FROM PHOTOGRAPH.

resist the SIR RED

spread of
v

the principles and methods of gov-
ernment for which Russia and some
other powers stand. Lord Salisbury
was the first to grasp the facts of the
world situation, and with broad states-
manship he set himself to find a solu-
tion. About that time President Cleve-
land issued his Venezuela message and
Emperor William sent his telegram to
President Kruger. The United States
and Germany were engaged in a bitter

war of tariffs, and Germany's suspicion
of the United States has continued up
to the present, for she was inclined to
interfere in the war with Spain and
almost came to an open rupture in-the
harbor of Manila. Out of this involved
and apparently hopeless situation Lord
Salisbury and Mr. Chamberlain have
brought amity and co-operation. Lord
Salisbury met President Cleveland's
Venezuela madness with a calmness
and conciliation that disarmed hostility;

and when
the war with
Spain broke
out he dis-
played such
unmis ta k-
able, though
unobtrusive,
friendlin ess
that all sen-
timental ob-
stacles to
closer rela-
tions disap-
peared. Em-
peror Wil-
liam's im-
pertinence
he first met
with a flying
squadron,
whichinspir-
ed a whole-
s o m e re-
spect, and
then he be-
gan negoti-
ations for
an under-
standing on

ERS BULLER. points of dif-
fe ce nce.

The first result was a secret treaty,
signed about the first of Septem-
ber, 1898. We do not know the ex-
act terms of this treaty, but we see
some of its fruits in the liberty of action
Britain now enjoys in South Africa.
Another difference in which all three
powers were involved arose in Samoa
a few months ago. The situation was
decidely strained. but such an adjust-
ment has been arrived at as would be
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THE LATE MARCHIONESS OF SALISBURY.

Wife of the Premier of Great Britain.

possible only when each power had full
confidence in the friendliness of the
others. Mr. Chamberlain outlined the
policy, which the British Government
has so successfully pursued, in his
famous speech at Birmingham on May

13 th, 1898, which Mr. Asquith after-
wards characterized as a "touting for
alliances." In it he said isolation was
no longer best for Britain. Under
existing conditions there were two clear
duties. The first was to draw all parts
of the Empire closer together ; and the
second was to "establish and maintain
bonds of permanent amity " with the
United States. Then, without naming
it, he went on to advocate, in general
language, an alliance with Germany
saying that " we must not reject the
idea of an alliance with those powers
whose interests most nearly approxi-
mate to our own." To have conceived
such a policy and then to have carried
it out in the face of enormous difficul-
ties must be regarded as one of the

greatest achievements of
statesmanship.

General Sir George Stewart
White, appointed to the com-
mand of the Natal forces short-
ly before the outbreak of the
war, is a man sixty-four years
of age, with forty-six years.
experience as a soldier. He
has seen service in the Indian
Mutiny, the Afghan War, the
Egyptian Campaign of 1885
and the Burmah War. He
won his promotion step by
step, and held the post of Com-
mander-in-Chief of the Indian
Forces from 1893 to 1898. He
was then appointed Quarter-
master-General of the British
army. His record as a fighter
has been a most distinguished
one and he wears the Victoria
Cross. It is too early to judge
of his record in South Africa.

je
Sir Redvers Buller, the

commander of the British
army in the field, is a typical
fighter. In his strictness of

discipline and unswerving determina-
tion he is said to resemble Lord Kitch-
ener. A soldier since 1858, he served
in the war in China in 186o, took part
in the Red River Expedition in 1870,
fought through the Ashanti war in
1874, the Kaffir war in 1878, and the
Zulu war in 1878-79. It was during
this last war he won the Victoria Cross,
for personally rescuing at different
times ten men who had been wounded
and were about to fall into the hands
of the enemy. His spirit is shown by
the crushing remark he addressed to
the man who came to tell him of the
death of the Prince Imperial : "And
how is it that you are alive ?" He is
said to have secured the promise of a
perfectly free hand in South Africa be-
fore he would consent to accept the
command. A conversation has recent-
ly been reported in which he made the
significant statement that he would not
go down to history as another Sir
George Colley.



T is difficult to write of " Peace on
earth, good-will toward men" when

both branches of the Anglo-Saxon peo-
ple are engaged in subduing inferior
races. The coming Christmas season
will certainly be somewhat peculiar in
so far as Great Britain and the United
States are concerned. And Canada,
too, will share in the peculiarity of the
occasion, for while we at home will be
singing our carols of peace and broth-
erly love, a thousand of our sons will
be in South Africa looking for Boers
over the sights of their rifles. How-
ever, war is sometimes necessarv in the
interests of peace, and in the case of
this Boer war it will perhaps be best
to assume that it is really in the inter-
ests of security and of progressive
civilization. The rulers of the British
Empire consider that there exists such
a justification for this war, and they
are Christian gentlemen. Her Most
Gracious Majesty, who has resolutely
opposed wars of all kinds, has appar-
ently sanctioned this, and she is a
Christian lady. The ministers of the
gospel of nearly all creeds have tacitly
approved of the war, and they without
doubt are Christian gentlemen. As
the war has the express or tacit endor-
sation of all these persons to whom we
are accustomed to look for guidance,
it would scarcely be wise for any writer
to disapprove. Let us therefore hope
that when the Boer and the Filipino
have been made to realize that the
Anglo-Saxon race never errs, that it
makes war only for the benefit of hu-
manity, a more secure peace shall be
assured and the gospel of the Father-
hood of God and the brotherhood of
man shall have a wider scope for its
beneficent rule.

In this memorable year of the peace
conference, the Anglo-Saxon Christmas

festivities will be tinged with more sad-
ness than has been the case for thirty
years. There will be vacant chairs in the
homes.of Australia, Canada, the Unit-
ed States and Great Britain. Many adarling boy has been sacrificed on the
altar of war since the last Christmas
season, and many another equally
brave youth is at the front doing the
duty which in the end will require his
life-blood.

Although we had our small troubles
in 1870 and 1885, never in the history
of federated Canada bas there been a
Christmas season in which her sons
have been bearing arms in the defence
of British freedom and British equality.
It is well, perhaps, that we Canadians
should learn what war means, and if
this war be not ended before Decem-
ber 2 5 th, we shall be forced to think of
its import. For generations we have
been living a life of perfect security.
The Union Jack has waved over us.
The British fleet has patrolled the high
seas and protected our commerce. We
have been allowed to work out our in-
tellectual, industrial and commercial
development without hindrance or in-
terference, being asked - merely to
remember that we are British. But
the tranquil days are past. We have
claimed the glory of being a part of
the great British Empire, and our
claim has now been recognized. It has
been recognized by allowing us to con-
tribute a thousand of our young men
to the Empire's army. Henceforth we
need not shout the fact in the ears
of the people, for now the world
knows that the Colonies are really and
truly a part of Greater England. The
day of claims and assertions has pas-
sed, and the day of deeds and contri-
butions has come.

This change from a sharer in bene-
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fits to a sharer in burdens was inevit-
able. Had Canada chosen to become
independent, the maintenance of an
army and a navy would have been
onerous. Had she chosen to annex
herself to the United States, her but-
den would have been very heavy. As
she elected to be considered a not in-
considerable part of a great Empire,
the burden-bearing must be faced with
a manly and unshrinking attitude.

With exultant feelings we saw our
Jubilee contingent parade with the
other forces of the Empire ; we saw our
Premier take his place among the great
servants of a great sovereign ; we saw
our country rise from an unconsidered
outpost to a great and important part
of a confederation of nations. We
have desired these honours, and there-
fore we must cheerfully pay the price.
If we pay more than we expected, it is
because our claims were extravagant.

Mr. Tarte and Mr. Bourassa, the
two French-Canadians, who have pro-
tested against the sending of a Cana-
dian contingent without the sanction of
Parliament, were right. Their motives
in making the objection may not have
been equally praiseworthy, but this is
not a time to judge motives unless they
are very strongly expressed. These
two gentlemen have kept their motives
hidden. What they have done is to
raise and to insist upon the point which
the Premier raised and then overlook-
ed. Mr. Tarte and Mr. Bourassa are
entitled to more credit for bravery than
Sir Wilfrid Laurier. Every proposed
expenditure of public money must first
be approved by Parliament. That is the
point. Sir Wilfrid Laurier was at first
disposed to insist upon its observance.
Under pressure, he agreed to overlook
it, as it has been overlooked before.
Public opinion, which was almost a unit
in favour of sending a small contingent
to South Africa, will prevent his getting
into any trouble over this course of
action, and Parliament when assembled
will unanimously pass the bills contract-
ed without authority. In spite of that
inevitable approval, Sir Wilfrid has
lost something by his course of action.

Once having raised the point before
the public, he should have fought the
Governor-General and Mr. Chamber-
lain to the bitter end. By so doing he
would have won our respect, and our
respect would have remained when the
present warlike enthusiasm has passed
away.

Sir Charles Tupper has been one of
the .chief promoters of the sudden
rushing forward of a Canadian contin-
gent. Sir Charles has always been of
the Imperialist'party and his course
was to be expected. He might have
helped Sir Wilfrid Laurier out of his
constitutional dimiculty by backinghim
up in the desire to call Parliament to-
gether before sending the contingent.
Sir Charles would probably have done
so had he been requested. However
the very severe and discourteous letter
Sir Wilfrid wrote on receipt of that
notable telegram from Halifax, showed
Sir Charles and the public that Sir
Wilfrid disdained the advice or the
assistance of the leader of the Opposi-
tion. It was there that Sir Wilfrid
showed his lack of shrewdness.

Did Sir Charles bear the rebuke with
equanimity ? Not he. He has ever
since been trying to throw discredit on
Sir Wilfrid's course. On various plat-
forms and in the columns of the various
Tory newspapers he has indulged in all
sorts of foolish comment upon Sir
Wilfrid and Mr. Tarte and the Govern-
ment as a whole. He has talked and
talked until the public has been wearied.
He has proved himself as lacking in
shrewdness, as deficient in the nobility
of statesmanship as Sir Wilfrid himself.

Both these gentlemen are possessed
of qualities which are uncommon ; both
have to a very great extent the confid-
ence and admiration of a great major-
ity of the people ; both are making for
themselves niches in our historical na-
tional structure ; both have opportun-
ities for leading public opinion and
elevating our conception of politics ;
yet each at times shows political weak-
nesses which are lamentable. To sum
these up ; Sir Wilfrid lacks firmness,
Sir Charles lacks dignity of speech.
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We lament these weaknesses, although
ever ready to raise our hats to these
gentlemen for what they are and what
they represent.

But while approving of the constitu-
tional objection raised by Sir Wilfrid
and Mr. Tarte, one cannot help feeling
proud of the unanimity of the Canadian
people in their willingness to aid the
British Crown in this the greatest
struggle in which it has engaged dur-
ing the past forty years. The latest
news from the Australian colonies
shows that their loyalty was almost as
spontaneous as ours, though most of
the legislatures were consulted before
troops were sent. The whole Empire
seems to have throbbed in unison, and
that unity of thought and feeling
augurs well for the future peace of the
world. Even if this unity were discov-
ered only through the medium of a
great war, still it makes for peace.
After this struggle is ended, the British
Empire will stand before the world a
power to be feared and respected by
all other powers or by any combination
of powers. And I do not think it is
necessary for a British Canadian to
say, what the world already recognizes,
that the British Empire stands not for
oppression of any kind, but rather for
that equality of opportunity and that
freedom of thought and action which
make white man and black, Saxon
and Slav, Jew and Gentile, Roman
Catholic, Buddhist, Mohammedan and
Protestant-make every lover of free-
dom a possible British subject.

As this is the last issue of 1899, it
may not be amiss to point out that this
year has been a rather memorable one
in the history of THE CANADIAN MA-
GAZINE. It is now almost seven years
since this publication was founded by
a number of gentlemen who were anx-
ious to encourage Canadian literature
and to promote an organ of indepen-
dent thought. These seven years,

contrary to public expectation, have
seen the establishment of a magazine
on firm financial ground, and in per-
manent favour with the people. The
magazine is now found in the horpes
of the majority of reading Canadians,
and is quite up to the standard of the
leading monthlies in New York and
London.

This steady growth and pleasing de-
velopment is simply one of the minor
evidences which point to the prosperity
of Canada and the growing unity of
her people. The greatest litterateur
Canada has ever possessed once tried
to make a Canadian monthly a success,
but he failed because the conditions
were unfavourable. THE CANADIAN
MAGAZINE owes it success mainly to
changed conditions, which are naking
Canadians more willing to read and to
encourage Canadian literature.

X
The value to this country of a na-

tional magazine is well exemplified by
the fact that THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE
is the only publication in this Dominion
the contents of which are indexed each
month in the New York and London
Review of Reviews, and in the various
annual indexes to current literature
published - in Great Britain and the
United States. It circulates freely in
every part of Canada and in a dozen
foreign countries. Its numbers are
bound into volumes and preserved for
future reference in various public and
private libraries in this and other coun-
tries.

During the year 1900 the publishers
of this periodical will spare no effort
to keep it in the van of literary devel-
opment. Every Canadian writer of
note whose work is available has been
listed for contributions to Canada's
only national publication, and particu-
lars of forthcoming articles will be
found in the announcement pages of
this and subsequent issues.

John A. Cooper.
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C ANADA knows very little of socialinequalities because the country is
new ; but these are developing. Dur-
ing the last fifteen years, Canada has
created more millionaires than in all the
previous centuries of her existence. A
millionaire was a rare being in this
country before 1885 ; now we have
half a hundred at least. With the
growth of a monied class goes the de-
velopment of cities, of large factories,
and of the starving poor. Our social
inequalities will soon be more glaring.
In the City of London, England, these
unequal conditions are decidedly strik-
ing. The man who earns but half-a-
crown a day lives within a few minutes'
walk of the man who spends ten thou-
sand pounds a year. Indescribable dirt,
squalor and want are within sight of
equally indescribable cleanliness, lux-
ury and superfluity.

It is this pitiful feature of London
which Richard Whiteing has so ex-
haustively and graphically described in
" No. 5 John Street,"* a book which
has held the attention of England for
over a year, and which is now in its
eighteenth edition. No. 5 John Street
is a model lodging-house, in which are
crowded a score or two of London's
" bone and sinew,"-Low Covey, a
factory labourer; Tilda, the Amazon-
ian flower-girl ; the Hooligans, who
begin to quarrel every night at two
sharp ; the Anarchist Society, under
the leadership of " Izreel, Esquire" ;
the Galician fur-dresser, working for
the Hebrew manager of an illicit en-
terprise ; the thief who is always wait-
ing for the detective to summon him to
journey to a far country for a time ; old
'48, the socialistic publisher, and the

Toronto: William Briggs.

tailor, whose argumentative battles are
regular and entertaining ; poor little
Nance, who is fading away from the
effects of the naphtha and bisulphide
fumes inhaled day by day in a rubber
factory ; and various other types ot
labourers, idiers and unvashed. To
this place goes an English gentleman
for experience and " copy." What he
sees and hears, what he feels and does,
makes interesting reading. What he
tries to teach is excelleni, but perhaps
impracticable. But no one ca i read
the book without being led to think
more of the apparent weaknesses of
our present economic and industrial
system which seemingly is but making
" the rich richer and the poor poorer,"
to think more of the inhumanity of
man toward men, and to ponder upon
the unexplainable decree which makes
the few the masters of the many. In
the days of Sheba and Solomon, or of
Antony and Cleopatra, in the time ot
Arthur and the Doges of Venice, or that
of Elizabeth and Louis, in the days ot
Cromwell and Napoleon there were
Bosses as there are to-day. No. 5
John Street is one of the latest pro-
tests against the ancient evil.

During the past hundred years, since
printing began to be a common art,
there have been numerous pamphlets
and books endeavouring to point out
the dangers of the Roman Catholic
system of convents, nunneries and pri-
vate colleges. The Church of Rome
has withstood all these protests, and
stands forth to-day stronger and more
invincible than ever. Occasionally she
has bent to the storm, but she has
never yielded ; she has varied details
to suit the changes of the times, or the
differences of national peculiarities,
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BOOKS AND AUTHORS

but her system stands forth in the same
unrivalled magnificence. She realizes
to-day, as she did a hundred years ago,
that if she can control the women and
the children of a nation, she is sure of the
men. For this purpose she has her
schools, her convents, her nunneries
and her hospitals, and she has them in
ail countries and among ail peoples,
sometimes different, but always a part
in the great system whose bead is the
Pope.

Against some of the seemingly ex-
crescent parts of this system, Joseph
Hocking protests in his novel '' The
Scarlet Woman."* He cannot under-
stand how men tolerate the Jesuitical
''system of self-suppression," which
makes them meek, subdued, resigned,
but clay in the hands of the potter-a
sytem which ''stultifies the critical
faculty." He admits the conscien-
tiousness, the sincerity, the unvielding
to enemies of the Jesuits and tbe nuns,
but he cannot see why they should
scarify, crucify, degrade the body, in
order to save the soul. He can under-
stand why a man may live a life of
self-sacrifice, if by that means he may
help his fellow-men to be truer and
brighter and happier ; but fails to see
how a life spent in an isolated cell can
be of any benefit to the world.

Mr. Hocking's book is clever, and
his love-story is certainly thrilling,
with its numerous adventures and un-
certainties, and its tragic climax.

There are some subjects, some im-
portant topics, some peculiar phases
of life, which it is well to leave out of
books which are intended to have a
general circulation. Such subjects,
topics and phases of life can be bet-
ter treated in special books, or with
ail that other special information which
is transmitted from generation to
generation without being put in
print. Wallace Lloyd endeavours to
deal with certain phases of sexual and
physical passion in his novel, entitled
"Houses of Glass," t and produces a

* Toronto: The Copp, Clark Co.
t Toronto: The W. J. Gage Co.

book which may or may not be produc-
tive of good. That Wallace Lloyd is
another name for a Canadian doctor of
good standing in the community in
which he lives is some, but not a'total
justification. The Doctor would have
been much more worthy of praise if he
had put his teaching in a less danger-
ous form. Ail novels are supposed to
be fit and suitable for general circula-
tion, but this is certainly not of such a
character. it is a book which will be
clear only to those who know the
secrets of life, and therefore only to
those who do not require its teachings.
The revelations of these secrets to
young peopleshould come from parents,
guardians or medical books, not from
sensational novels. "Houses of Glass"
is sensational, and this particular char-
acter, combined with the fact that it is
a United States novel written by a Ca-
nadian, shows that this was the signi-
ficance which its author intended. If
out of his generosity toward his fellow
citizens the Doctor has turned his mag-
nificent talent to writing a Canadian
novel for Canadians, it might have
been possible to find some excuse for
the theme.

The chronicles of Canadian village
life have not yet been written. There,
perhaps, would not be many to appre-
ciate them if they were written--for
we are prone to admire Kings and
Queens, Princes and Princesses, steel-
nerved warriors and statesmen-and
tragedy and comedy in high places.
We must have soul-stirring spectacles
in which human life wavers in the
balance before our sight. We must
have our pictures in strong colours,
reds and yellows and blues. It takes
years of education and refinement of
the feelings to appreciate the browns
and greys of village life such as we
have in Ontario and the West. Occa-
sionally a description of these rural
scenes and people gains the light of
day-not often. " The Widow of
Mums," published in the CANADIAN
MAGAZINE last year, was an example.

Le Roy Hooker, a Canadian clergy-
man now living in Chicago, has just

19y



THE CANADIAX M1/AGA ZLVE

given us " Baldoon,"* in which he at-
tempts to paint the people and the at-
mosphere of a Canadian frontier vil-
lage on the St. Clair River. It is
somewhat similar to " The Widow of
Mums" in general features, but is much
brighter and less given over to abrupt-
ness and dialect. Mr. Hooker has a
keen sense of humour, and he has also
what is perhaps more valuable, a
smooth, even style which makes his
story easy reading. Every Canadian
should make the acquaintance of old
" Dod-a-bit "; Bill Wilson, the oath-
less drunkard and profligate ; Mary
Jane Somers, the village gossip ; Dan
Littleton, the village satirist, and all
the other quaint figures of this Scotch-
Canadian village. " Baldoon " is al-
most as humorous as " David H arum,"
and decidedly of a better grade as far
as literary art is concerned. Lest it
should be thought to imitate " David
Harum," the publishers announce that
the MS. of it was in their hands be-
fore Mr. Noyes' book appeared.

je
The boys of to-day make the men of

to-morrow. That is a truth often for-
gotten in America, but not frequently
overlooked in England. In that coun-
try they seldom tell the boys that some
day they will be the men-they make
them feel it. Englishmen are not a na-
tionof shouting patriotsorhowlingflag-
flappers. They hang an old sword in
a passage or above a breakfast.room
table ; it is seen by the boys ; it is fin-
gered by stealth, but it is seldom if
ever talked about. Then these boys go
to tradition-littered public schools,
where Heads preach and discipline only
occasionally. There they learn honour,
self-dependence, self-restraint, courage
and how to think without talking. In
due time, these boys become M.P.'s,
Under-Secretaries, Bimbashis in Egypt
and Sahibs in India.

That is the process of a Britisher's
growth. Rudyard Kipling in his liter-
ary work began by chronicling the
doings of the Sahibs and Bimbashis.
Then he discovered the process outlined

* Chicago: Rand, McNally & Co.

in the foregoing paragraph, and he
went back home to study it. He has
studied it and " Stalky & Co "* is the
result-the school-lives of Stalky, Mc-
Turk and Bettle. And on the last
page he shows his hand when he says
" India's full of Stalkies-Cheltenham,
Haileybury and Marlborough chaps

. Wise, long-headed Kipling!
The critics thought, when " Stalky &
Co." began to appear serially, that
Kipling had deserted Imperialism for
school-boys' tales. Not he. In "Stalky
& Co." he has written a history of the
British Empire which beats Macaulay
and Freeman and Justin McCarthy.
The critics say he has written a silly
tale ; Kipling knows that he has told in
amusing accents the life of a nation.
Some day the Kipling clubs will dis-
cover the meaning of " Stalky & Co."
and they will heap contempt upon the
critics by forgetting that they ever rose
to say a word. Kipling is a dare-
devil in literature, but yet he is Shake-
speare to modern Anglo-Saxons.

The world of letters does not all
agree with or approve of Mr. Kipling's
Imperialism. In " The Crown of
Life,"t George Gissing avers that per-
sonal arrogance lies at the root of
English freedom and that personal
arrogance accounts for everything best
and everything worst in the growth of
English power. Again when describ-
ing Arnold Jacks, a cool-blooded,
matter-of-fact young Englishman, who
embodied much of this arrogance, he
says: " His religion was the British
Empire ; his saints, the men who had
made it; his prophets, the politicians
and publicists who held most firmly the
Imperial tone." Mr. Gissing also la-
ments loud-mouthed patriotism, agree-
ing with Mr. Kipling that the finer
patriots are quiet and unobtrusive.

But what is the essence of " Stalky
& Co." is but by-play, an aside, in
" The Crown of Life." The latter is a
love-story in which Piers Otway, a
student, falls in love with Irene Der-

*Toronto : George N. Morang & Co.
†Toronto: The W. J. Gage Co.
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went whom he feels is hopelessly above
and beyond him. In the end he wins
her because men sometimes rise in
social position while women usually
remain in the class to which they are
born. The story of their lives is a
present-day story, reflecting much of
the life which is so keenly apparent to
us all. In its telling Mr. Gissing shows
to excellent advantage his power to
make clear the delicate differences and
the elusive qualities in character. Each
of the dramatis persone is a clear-cut
individual, and yet each bears some
resemblance to the average person.
His characters are not oddities, and
their peculiarities are not emphasized
unduly as they would have been by a
less skilful writer. In fact, there is
much to be learned from Mr. Gissing's
mastery of style and characterization.
He is not, perhaps, the equal of Hope
and Hardy, but he is certainly far
above the average.

The series of short stories to which
the well-known and eminent Canadian

litterateur, Louis Frechette, has given
the name of "Christmas in French
Canada,"* will be read with deep in-
terest, not only because they show
the French Canadian life and customs
as they are, but because they are im-
bued with the very spirit of Yuletide.
These narrations are simple, earnest
and touching. There is, of course, in
them much that betokens their French
origin, although they are written in
English. Respecting them Mr. Fre-
chette says in his preface :

" In writing it, I had two objects in view.
The first was to find a new mode of recreation,
and the other, to do something to popularize,
among exclusive English readers, this portion
of the American soil called French Canada,
with the characteristic features that she bor-
rows from her suigeneris climate, and especi-
ally from her people, whose language, man-
ners, customs, traditions, and popular beliefs
bear an exceptional stamp, and must thereby
be invested with a peculiar interest in the eyes
of the surrounding populations.

To attain this last object, I have tried, in a
few pen sketches, to convey some idea of the

*Toronto: George N. Morang Co. Illus-
trated. Cloth, $2.oo.

199



THE CANADIAN MA GA ZINE

wild rigour of our winters, by putting, in turn,
face to face with them, our valiant pioneers of
the forest, our bold adventurers of the North-
West, and our sturdy tamers of the floes,
whose exploits of the past are gradually being
forgotten in the presence of invading progress.
I have endeavoured to evoke some of the old
legends, to bring back to life some picturesque
types of yore, whose idiom, habits, costumes,
and superstitions practices have long ago dis-
appeared, or are disappearing rapidly. In
the meanwhile, I took pleasure in leading the
reader to some of our country abodes, into
the settler's isolated cottage, into the well-to-
do farmer's residence, beyond the threshold
of our villagers, inheritors of their forefathers'
cordial joviality. I have also invited the
stranger into some of our city homes, initiat-
ing him into our family life, into our intimate
joys and sorrows, and introducing him occa-
sionally to some old and pious guardian of our
dear national traditions. This I have done
with no other concern than to strike the right
key, to place the groups in their natural light,
and to draw each portrait faithfully.

Are these pictures in any way interesting ?
I can claim for them at least one merit : that
of being true.

But why should I have penned these sketches
in more or less awkward English, when it was
so simple to write them in French and so easy
to secure a good translation from some experi-
enced critic, familiar with the beauties and
literary resources of the English language ?
The reason is no mystery : a translation
would not have been my own work, and I
would have missed my first aim, that of secur-
ing a few weeks of pleasant recreation."

The book is illustrated with half-
tones and photogravures from original
drawings by Frederick Simpson Co-
burn, the well-known illustrator of
Dr. Drummond's famous book, '' The
Habitant." As a handsome gift-book
"Christmas in French Canada" will
no doubt have a large sale this season.
The binding, paper and typography
are of the very best and it may be said
that no more ambitious attempt at
high-class book-making has been made
in Canada.

Pastor Russell, of Alleghany, Pa., is
out with his fifth volume of religious
writing, but his power seems to be on
the wane. His fourth volume con-
tained 66o pages, but his fifth contains
only 500 pages. Perhaps the work
which Pastor Russell has been doing
is not so great now that Charles M.
Sheldon, who lives nearer the Missis-
sippi, has begun to give the world one

or two long religious tales each year.
Pastor Russell's books, however, have-
had a great sale and have been very
widely discussed. It is said that 66o,-
ooo copies of one of his books have
been circulated. This new volume is
entitled " The At-one-ment between
God and Man."*

Canadians who desire to wander
through the distant outposts of the
British Empire, may do so through
Unwin's "Over Seas Library," (is. 6d.).
There are already eight stories in the
series, one African, one South Ameri-
can, another Australian, and so on.
" In a Corner of Asia " is a collection of
Malayan tales and sketches, some of
which have already appeared in Temple
Bar and Blackwoods, and an excellent
collection it is, with bright pictures of
that sleepy, sun-steeped land. " A
Wide Dominion" is the record of an
Englishman's experiences learning to
plough on the prairies of Canada, to
gather salmon from the Fraser, and to
hunt fur-seals in the Northern Pacific.

One scarcely expects to find a book
for children in a Colonial Library, but
" The Treasure Seekers," by E. Nes-
bit, in Unwin's Colonial Library, is of
this character, and a rather charming
story it is too. ' As Others See Us,'
in the same series, is a musical story
by Watson Dyke, in which he endea-
vours to point out that while we are
trying always to see the faults in others,
we are usually possessed of equal
weaknesses and like peculiaritieg.

The patient and persistent work
which Major Ernest Cruikshank is put-
ting on the history of the war of 1812
is worthy of all praise. His third vol-
ume of the " Documentary History of
The Campaign on the Niagara Fron-
tier," compiled and edited for the Lun-
dy's Lane Historical Society, contains
the Militia Law of 18o8, and many
valuable reports and letters. Many of

*Watch Tower Bible and Tract Soc'y, Alle-
gheny, Pa. Paper 25 cents.
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these are communications written by
Major-General Isaac Brock in 181 1 and
1812 to Sir George Prevost, Colonel
Proctor and other military authorities
and acquaintances. There are orders
issued by Brock in 1812, by VanRens-
selaer and Dearborn. There are Ca-
nadian state papers and United States
Official records. All are arranged in
chronological order, and edited with a
view to giving only the necessary and
valuable portions.

Parts I. and IL. complete of this
valuable work may be secured from theeditor, Fort Erie, Ont., for $1.25. and
part III. for 75 cents. Every library
in Canada should be supplied with these
excellent volumes. The index at the
end of each is most exhaustive, and a
great aid to students of the most fam-
Ous war in the history of British
Canada.

The Government's Statistical Year

Book, edited by Mr. Geo. Johnston,
has been issued again in its abbreviated
form. It brings our statistics up to
the end of June 3 oth, 1898, and is is-
sued in October, 1899. To a' general
student of Canadian affairs the book is
a mine of valuable information, but to
keep the publishing of it back so long
is hardly what might be expected of an
end-of-the-century white-man's govern-
ment. Perhaps some day our rulers
will realize that we prefer our informa-
tion of this character through depart-
mental books which can be relied upon,
to receiving it through the tainted
medium of political speeches and party
editorials.

Among the other important books
received recently, are: ' lone March,"
by S. R. Crockett, Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Co. "The Sky Pilot,"
by Ralph Connor, Toronto: The West-
minster Co.; " Two Miss Jeffreys," by
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FROM "PIONEER LIFE IN ZORRA.' BY PERMISSION WILLIAM BRIGGS•

INTERIOR VIEW OF A CANADIAN PIONEER'S HOUSE.

David Lyall, Toronto: The Copp,
Clark Co. ; "The Cipher in the Plays
and on the Tombstone," by Ignatius
Donnelly, Minneapolis : The Verulam
Pub. Co.; " Young April," by Egerton
Castle, author of " The Pride of Jeun-
ice ", Toronto : The Copp, Clark Co. ;
" A Trip to Venus," (poem) by Hobart
W. Parrott, Cranbrook, B.C.

je

The hearts of many maids and youths
will be gladdened again this year with
the bound volumes of "The Boy's
Own" and "The Girl's Own."* It is
somewhat surprising the enterprise
displayed by the publishers of these
two great papers in the securing of
coloured pictures, suitable illustrations

* Canadian Publishers: Warwick Bros. &
Rutter, Toronto.

and wonderfully clever stories and art
icles. Last year "The Boy's Own"
celebrated its i oooth number; this year
"The Girl's Own" has done it-a long
life, showing the confidence the moth-
ers and fathers of England have placed
in these publications.

From the same old printing office in
Paternoster Row, London, come those
two old-fashioned annuals, " The Sun-
day at Home " and " The Leisure Hour."
The illustrations and pictures are much
better printed this year than in former
years, and the improvement is pleasing.
"fThe Leisure Hour"is exceptionally well
printed, the coloured plates being quite
artistic in quiet, impressive colourings.
Occasionally, too, one finds an article
from a Canadian writer and, in editorial
notes, comments on Canadian men
and events.
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THE GUILELESS INDIAN.

T happened down in the Province of
NovaScotia, near the famousTantri-

mar marshes, whose vast expanse of
waving grass, dotted here and there
with barns, remind one of the great
prairies of the West.

And the hero was an Indian. He
Was not a Government protegée like
his brother of the West. He had to
hustle for the meagre living he eked
Out by making baskets, and hunting,
and trapping. The powers that be
were blissfully unconscious of his ex-
istence. If he could not vote neither
did he pay taxes, and probably to hisuntutored mind " the latter was ablessing, and the former never troubled
him at all-though it is said that the
great I.C.R. carry ministers and In-
dians free of charge. But not belong-
ing to either class I cannot vouch for
the truth of this.

This Indian aforesaid, whom we will
cal! Joe, did most of his trading at a
small country store, the proprietor of
which was very fond of a joke, and
whenever Joe would call he would betold some very improbable yarn which
would greatly astonish this innocent
child of Nature.

On this particular day Joe called,
first carefully depositing his gun outside
the door. The merchant was in his
Office and noted the Indian's arrival.
Calling his clerk he asked him to go
Out the back way, slip around and
carefully remove the shot from Joe's
gun. Being an old-fashioned muzzle-
loader, this was performed by twist-
ing the screw of the ramrod into the
wadding, withdrawing it, then pouring
Out the shot. The clerk performed
the task successfullv, and returned. A

wink notified the merchant that it was
all right.

After Joe had exchanged his wares
for ammunition and tobacco he prepar-
ed to depart-no doubt surprised that
no terrible massacre had taken place in
the West, or that no huge meteor had
fallen since his last visit.

The benevolent tradesman followed
him to the door, and pointing to an ex-
ceptionally fine flock of turkeys which
he owned, enquired how much Joe
would give for a shot at the flock.
But Joe was not buying fowl whole-
sale.

'. Come," said the merchant, " you
can have all you can kill at one shot for
a dollar."

The Indian looked at him as though
he thought the man was going mad.
A shot at that closely packed mass of
feathers for a dollar !

" Only got eighty cent," muttered
Joe, " what you want me shoot 'em
for !

"Oh, well," urbanely replied the
merchant, "eighty cents will do; I
know times are hard with you."

Joe hastily produced the coin, all he
had-and going to a distance which he
thought would be most effective, fired.

The turkeys gobbled, but that was
all ; and Joe hastily decamped amid
the laughter of the merchant and the
howls of his clerk.

About a week after this Joe again
appeared at the store, leaving his gun
outside as before. The merchant gave
the clerk a wink and he disappeared.

" Well, Joe," quoth the genial pro-
prietor. " What was the matter last
week, you could not kill any turkeys ?
You don't get chances like that every
day."

" Huh ! Joe gettin' old, forget to put
203
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shot in his gun," the Indian replied.
'' Oh, well, it's too bad you are get-

ting old," replied the merchant ; " so
are we all, but I think it was because
you can't shoot straight."

Joe did not agree to that at all.
" Well then," said the merchant,

"l'Il give you another chance."
But no, the Indian didn't want to-

had no money.
" How much have you got ?" asked

the merchant, intending to give it all
back to him when he explained the
joke.

Joe produced his whole wealth-two
dimes and three coppers.

"Oh, well, that will do," replied the
joker, '' but I know you won't hit any,
and you must stand thirty yards away."

They went out to make the trial.
The merchant, at Joe's request, paced
off the distance. The Indian took his
stand, the clerk snickered, the mer-
chant smiled. Joe uttered a wild yell.
The turkeys ran up close together.
Bang went the gun. Nine fine birds
were fluttering on the ground. Joe
smiled as he went forward to secure
his birds. The merchant swore at the
clerk, who protested that he had ex-
tracted the shot as before.

The Indian was well loaded, and as
he started away he turned and said :

"Me heap fool, you heap smart,
fool me once. Me put shot in gun
twice this time."

The closing remarks are needless.
Joe trades his baskets and muskrat
skins in other stores now. He never
got the money back which the mer-
chant took from him and which, as he
had repeatedly told, he meant to return.
And lastly, if you have turkeys to sell,
or wish to buy any from that trades-
man, approach the subject gently, very
gently.

j Harmon Patterson.

.9
A DISCLAIMER.

A horse had fallen on the slippery
street, and an excited policeman was
trying to keep the crowd back. To
add force to his frowning countenance
he called out fiercely, "Quit that shov-
ing or l'Il run you in!" 'I ain't shov-

ing, and you know it; so don't get
fresh!" cried a wee, squeaky voice. It
came from the smallest bit of humanity
in the mob, a six-year-old newsboy
who felt that he had been unjustly ac-
cused of exerting his strength to crowd
the policeman. There was a roar of
laughter at this speech, in which the
policeman joined, and during the good
humor the horse got on his feet with-
out assistance.

Jt

THE DUNCE WAS SURPRISED.

A good story is told by Sir Walter
Scott. It seems that he was far from
being a brilliant scholar, and at school
he was usually at the foot of his class.
After he became famous he one day
dropped into the old school to pay a visit
to the scene of his former woes. The
teacher was anxious to make a good im-
pression on the writer, and put the pu-
pils through their lessons so as to show
them to the best advantage. After
a while Scott said " But which is the
dunce ? You have one, surely ? Show
him to me." The teacher called up a
poor fellow, who looked the picture of
woe as he bashfully came toward the
distinguished visitor. "Are you the
dunce ? " asked Scott. '' Yes, sir,"
said the boy. '' Well, my good fellow,
here is a crown for you for keeping my
place warm."

SHREWD GALLIFET.

A good story is told in Paris of Gen-
eral Gallifet. The first appearance of
the Waldeck-Rousseau Ministry before
the Chamber of Deputies, as is well
known, was the occasion of an unusually
stormy session. Most of the attacks
were made against the War Minister.
Gallifet, who was not to speak, sat
quietly on the Ministerial bench. Every
now and then he inquired of a colleague
the iames of the most violent speakers,
which he at once jotted down. "What
are you doing ? " one of the Ministers
asked him. "Just what you see," an-
swered Gallifet; '' taking these fellows'
names down." "What for? To have
them shot, I suppose." '' No ; to in-
vite them to supper!" was Gallifet's
quick reply.
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An Industrial Principle.

'Semi-ready is the exponent of the organization principle
in industrialism.

Industrial students all agree that production is cheapened
and improved by organized, as against individual, effort.

The 'Custom-tailor " worker is a constructor of a whole
garment. He makes the sleeves, stitches the seams, makes his
own collars, sews his own buttons and button holes.

In " Semi-ready " experts on one of these departments of
garment making, do the work. They do nothing else. They
are collar experts, lining specialists, etc. The hand becomes
exceedingly skilled, the work is finer-it is done in shorter
time, consequently cheaper.

That is why ' "Semi-ready " is equal to or better than the
best " custom-made" clothing can be, and is sold for at least a

third less.

Made up to the 'trying-on " stage.

Finished and delivered the same day it's ordered.

$20, $18, $j5, $12, $io per suit or overcoat.

Money back if in the least dissatisfied.

Semi-ready Wardrobes.
2364 St. Catherine St.,

KingSt. West., 1551 St. Catherine St., 72 Sparks St., 432 Main St.,
TORONTO. 231 St. james St., OTTAWA. WINNIPEG.

MONTREAL.
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CICERO SAID
C T ION (10 ooPO "f Economy is of itself a Great

Revenue."

............. .... ...

In what can you practice economy to
SUch advantage as in using

Sold in neat opal jars, which keep the cheese moist and re-
tain the flavor.-Hence there is absolutely NO WASTE.

A* F. MacLaren & Co., -Toronto, Canada

OXOL

FLUID BEEP

furnishes the greatest possible
supply of nourishment with

the minimum tax on the di-
gestive organs.

If your Druggist or Grocer
has not got it, apply direct to

OXOL FLUID BEEF 00.,
1lONTREAL.
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EXAMPLES OF

French and English Furniture
(REPRODUCED)

We are exhibiting some fine authentic specimens of the early
cabinet makers' art, such as Chippendale, Sheraton, Louis XV.,
XVI., and Empire styles.

UPHOLSTERY FOREIGN
WORK WALL HANGINGS

Divans, Sofas andJ Special and exclusive designs in

[asy Chairs. Paper, Silk amd Leamter
Only the best materials used. Hangings and DrpCeries

TAPESTRIES, CRETONNES, CHINTZES, ETC.

Interior Decorating and Art Glass Workers.
Designs submitted of work executed and

special designs prepared.

A CALL OR CORRESPONDENCE SOLICITED.

CAST LE & SON, 20 UniVePsity StPet, MONTREAL,CA.S LE & SONeDECORATORS AND FURN1SHERS.
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NO!!
don't

Drink

Coffee

It does not agree
with my health.

The crank is the
man who per-
ists in drink that

ly ruins his
mtomach and

rves.

I drink

FOODPOST M EE.
POSTtM CEREAL Co., Ltd., Battle Creek, Mich.

A Word With You!
DAVE YOU TRIED

I3DDY'S
z-

0.K. FIBRE
BRUSHI3S?

If not, you are in ignorance of the SUPREME SATISFAC-
TION there la In using Brushes of this Make.

TRY THEM.

Well1 Fed
Well Bred.

You can pick
a steady user pf

Grape-Nuts
Proper Food Makes Brainy Men and

Beautiful Women.
To know just what to eat is a problem for

many people who find their strength and health
not keeping up to a proper stage. From food
we must expect our bodily nourishment, and
not from drugs. True, a physician's care is
required at times, but the true physician will
always seek to put his patient on properly
selected food and drink.

A food expert has discovered Grape-Nuts
by experimenting on the treatment of grains to
artificia l'y predigest the starches (the principal
part). Grape-Nuts, as now made by the
Postum Cereal Co., Limited, of Battle Creek,
Mich., and sold by grocers generally, is a
delicious dainty, suitable particularly for the
brain-worker, as it quickly supplies the parts
of food the body needs to supply the daily loss

produced by brain-work.
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BEST AND CHEAPEST.

For INFANTS, INVALIDS, and the AGED.

NEAVE'S FOOD has foP some time been used in

ERuIssial, Imperial Pamil
"An Excellent Food. admirably adapted to the wants of Infants and Young

Persons, and, being rich in Phosphates and Potash, is of the greatest utility in
supplying the bone-forming and other indispensable elements of food."

SIR CHARLES A. CAMERON, M.D.
"Very carefully prepared, and highly nutritious."-LANCET.

y

IN lb. PATENT AIR-TIGHT TINS

Wholesale Agents in Canada-THE TORONTO PlHARMACAL CO., Toronto
Manufacturers-JOSIAH R. NEAVE & CO., Fordingbridge, England

'"n

OVER 70 YEARS' ESTABLISHED REPUTATION.

EAVE

TH

In. la. 2V
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The Cleanest Gelatine Factory in the World.

More h e a l t hful
than pastry and rich

puddings -

Ask Your Doctor !

The best gelatine,
because it's pure and
never fails -

Ask Your Cook i

T h e recognized
standard and o n 1 y.
guaranteed kind is
Knox's -
Ask Your Grocer!

"Dainty Desserts
for Dainty People"
(li ttle cook book
worth telegraphing
for, but sent for 2C.

stamp, or free with
order).

Sold by Grocers-
Ask for it-

or s e n t, postpaid,
pint sample, 5c.; two
quart package, i5c.
(2 for 25c.)

P I N K GELATINE

for fancy desserts in
every package.

CHAS. B. KNOX,
Il KNOX AVE.,

JOHNSTOWN, N. Y.

You may get fair results occasionally by using
any gelatine, but, if you use KNOX'S, your des-
serts will be a great success and Invariably de-
liclous, because KNOX'S never fails.
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Libby's Naie on Canned Meats Guarantees Purity.

LIBBY's
Veal Loaf

iam Loaf
Tghor Beef Loaf e
Three good things for every day serving. Substantial enough for dinner,
dainty enough for lunch or supper. Ready to serve hot or cold. Pre-
pared with care under U. S. Government inspection.

Convenient size, key opening cans.
Ask your grocer or write

LIBBY, McNEILL & LIBBY,
CHICAGO, ILL., U.S.A.

Our book, "How to Make Good Things to Eat," with complete list of Luncheon Specialties, and
how to prepare them, free for address on postal.

"Tarina"
Tho Ladies' Hair 8oap,

CLEANSES AND SOFTENS THE HAIR,
leavîit tglossy smooth and sweet. The fine Stockholm
Tar. o hich it is made tends to cure dat druff, an allay

the irritation and itchiness of scalp, which is at times so
troublesomne.

TARIMA is not only a perfect Shampoo and Skin Soap, but also a specific
against the evil effects of perspiration.

25 Gents, ln tin-lined box.
If your druggist does not keep it, remit us price, and we will send box by return mail.

ALBERT TOILET SOAP CO. P. 0. Box 2410, MONTREAL.
Manufacturers also of the celebrated BABY'S OWN SOAP.

BABY'S OWN SOAP
Best for Toilet and Nursery.
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A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever.
DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD'S

Oriental Cream, or Magical Beautifier.
Renoves Tan, Pimples,
Freckles, Moth-Patches,

b Rash and Skin diseases,
k4 aé-ind every blemish on

» eauty, and defies detec-
-i tion. On its virtues it

has stood the test of 48
years; no other has, and

en is so harnless we taste it
to be sure it is properly
made. Accept no coun-
terfeit of siimilar name.
The distinguished Dr. L.
A. Sayer said to a lady
of the hauton (a atient).
"As voung ladies will
use them, I rerommend
Gouraud's Cream' as

the least harsiuj ail . kin brntsarations." One bottle
Will last six months, using it every day. Also Poudre Subtile
renoves superfluous hair without injury to the skin.

FERD. T. HOPKINS, Prop'r, 37 Great Jones St., N.Y.
For sale by all Druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers

throughout the U. S., Canada and Europe.
Aiso four d tu " Y. i *v at 1i l. Macey's, 9tern's Fhrlch's. RidIey's.

and other Fan yo ds i e krs treware of Ba imitations. d1,y
Reward for arrest and p roof of any one selling the same.

PEàq

T H AT
COMPORTABLE
FEELINC

Which assures a lady that her artificial
hair cannot be distinguished from her
own natural hair-is possessed by ail
who wear Paimier's artistique hair cov-

erings. The standard of
fashion and workmanship.
Write or call for prices and
full particulars.

J. PALMER & SON,
1745 Notre Dame St.,

MONTREAL.

i

A Self-Cleaning
Heater.

Soot and ashes cannot collect on
the heating surfaces of the "Robb
Hot Water Heater."

Other forms of hot water heat-
ers require frequent cleaning, but
are seldom properly attended to.

A heater that is clean all the time
heats quicker and uses less fuel
than one that is clean only part of
the time.

SEND FOR CATALOGUE.

ROBB ENCINEERINC 00., Limited,
AMHERST, N.S.
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THINK OF THIS!
Over Twenty-Six Thousand

Remington
Standard TypewrIters

Manufactured and
sold from

JUNE Isr, 1898, TO JUNE Jsr, 1899
llistrated Parnlhlet of New Iodels FR EE

CHAS. E. ARCHBALD, 45 Adelaide St. E., Toronto.

THE "CHEF"
KNOWS

What a difference it makes to use nothing
but gooCI enameled ware.

Why not find Kemp's

Cranite or Diamond Labels
on all you buy ?

We guarantee each piece, so you're
sure of pure, reliable, long-lasting uten-
sils-and yet they don't cost more than
others.

Ask for them.

Kemp Mfg. Co., Toronto.

CANADIAN OFFICE, 45 Adelaide Street East, TORONTO

PROTECT and Beautify your
,awn with one of our Iron
-ences. Send for catalogue to
oronto Fence and Ornamental

ron Works, 73 Adelaide St.
Vest (Truth Building).

JOSEPH LEA, Manager.

NESS AND HEAD NOISES CURED at
D A home. Tubular Cushions help whe all else

fails, as glasses help eyes. Whispers
heard. No pain. Invisible. Free test and consultation at
sole depot, F. HISCOX CO., 853 Broadway, N.Y. Send
for book FREE.

Dilalogues Speakers for School,
Clbandi Prîor. Catalogue f ree.PLAYSaT.S.DENISON, ublsher, aI

Handsome Aluminum Card Case
with your name engraved on cover, together with
100 printed Visiting or Business Cards, for 2 Cts.
Aluminun Door Plates. io cts. Agents wanted.

Leader Card CO., 2936 Armour Ave., Chicago, IMl.

ESNF UOR in Mail Order Business, if begun

right. Partieulars FREE. Address,FORTUNESBox 135 Lockport, N.Y.
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USEFUL for many
purposes and always
ready for use.

ia»a.........

show
Your
Good Ju

By Selecting a Useful as w
Ornamental

EASILY and In-
stantly adjusted to
any angle.
E.ee.. .. t

dgment
ell as

XMAS PRESENT

Boeckh's
Adj ustable
Display
Tables

.1

are not only handsome, but
the most useful piece of furniture to be obtained.

It is fast becoming a household necessity owing to its many uses and

the simplicity of operating it, not to mention the small space they occupy.

It may be used as a Bookshelf, Hat Rack, Flower Stand, China
Cupboard, and for many other purposes.

WRITE FOR ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET.

80 York Street,
80ECKg ROS &COMPAi.EC &Toronto, Ont.

*esesessesseseeseesseeeeeeeees

.
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"6ood gheer."
"Good Cheer" Ranges

"Good Cheer" Wood Cooks
"Good Cheer" Coal and Wood Cooks

"Good Cheer" Base=Burners
"Good Cheer " Todd Heaters

" Good Cheer" Oak Stoves
Sold by Leading Dealers Everywhere.

MADE ONLY BY

The JAMES STEWART MF'G. CO., Limited
WOODSTOCK, - ONT.
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M ason & Risc/i
Pianos

are r-einoNed for their

wonderfully pure tone and

rernarkable durabilitv.

They are sold on sucb

favorable ternis thdt vou

cani secure (no matter

how rnodest your in-

corne) an instrument of

thle highest grade.

CATALOGUE MAIlLE!)
FREE.

T fi E

MASON & RISCH

PIANO CO., Lirnited.mb

Head Office:

32 King St. W., TORONTO

BRANCH ES:

1 9 PHJLLJPS SQUARE, - MON TREAL. I
49 MAIN STREET, - WINNIPEG.

213 DUNDAS STREETr, - LONDON.
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Nebula Blue and

English Wedgewood g

Are two of the very latest

and most attractive creations

in Society Stationery. Being

in the height of fashion, a

box of either would make a

sensible and appropriate
Xmas gift.

Ask your stationer for these goods I
manufactured by

The Barber & Ellis Co.,
Limited,

Wholesale and
Manufacturing Stationers,

Toronto.
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PACKARD'S "SPECIAL"

SHOE DRESSINGS
ATTENTION

IS CALLED
TO OUR

LADIES'
"SPECIAL"
BLACK
DRESSINC

FOR FINE KID

SHOES

C Gentlemen's
SHOES

can be
KEPT SOPT

and look like
new, by using

our

Combinationi
Dressing

25c., at ail Shoc Stores. ALL COLORS.

Ladies' Mahogany Desk.
bs this dainty desk, No.
245, el(rî4t frsîiti k thi faitory.$ .5FýrE1IHT PRIEPAID,. Sent

" (n Approval," to be retuiried AT OUR
EXPiENse i [lot positively the best
bdtes,' (sk voir sidwa .1 arace.
A diiii? 1dillitlii, medigor Clirist-
umlas gift.

Front (n fliird uioîgakly tastly
ifn(ir wth e il white holly. Hu
Freî,h legs both bacik iiii front, two
lovks. Smal,îl drawer inlh'e, places for
pa.er, peu, ink, etc. Bottoi of large
ulrwer is of pretty liruEs ye mnaille.

eis ies i Islied lik a i ino, atld
frr deler 41wi11 -Nt $, to e

THE VERYil QUEEN F: -
L; 1FS FOI: A LADY.

DELIVERED.

This Desk

fs48 in. hIgh,)

Tt las atIna

5o arm st.

caste S. andi' 3

Ll'i ,ib FS This desk hias a good1 polish finish, and tromn a dealer

w'ould cost 028.00 to) 3500.
We Prepay Freight to ail points est of the Mississippi and

iorth of South i Caroliai. (PoItst beyond in egtl basisd
Write for our Complete Catalogue No. "M."

THE FRED MACEY CO., Crand Rapids, Mich.
Makers of OfRce and Library Furniture.

PRATTE PIANOS
An Artistic Creation. Not a " Commercial" Piano

Highly commended by Albani, Trebelli, Urso, Scalchi, Del Puente, George
Henschel, Edward Lloyd of London, Eng., Guilmant, Gigout, Bussine, Plançon,
Marteau, Sieveking, La- moureux of Paris, France,
and others, and purchas- ed and used by the lead-

ing musicians and con- servatories and convents

in Montreal. Piano The piano having
proved too expensive for W the Canadian market, its

manufacture has been ortunity discontinued, and ail the

new instruments on hand, including many in
rare and beautiful cases, are offered at great reduction to clear out the entire

stock by the end of the year.

$500.OO for $300.OO $600.00 for $325.00 $700.000 for $350.OOi
SEND F01R ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE OF 15 VARIETIES.

PRATTE P1ANOs C t (In Liquidation)
1676 Notre Dame St., MONTREAL.

dicniud n l h
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HOW IT IS.
In the streets of the town where I live

I sometimes meet a poor fellow who is so
badly off that his appeal for a penny or
two is hardly to be resisted. He has lost
both his legs above the knees and punts
himself along the pavement with his
hands, like a loaded barge in shallow
water. Thank Mercy, one doesn't often
see human hulks like him. Where there
is a single instance of a man having lost
both legs or both arms there are a dozen
where only one limb of the pair is missing.
And where there is a single case of the
latter sort there are a hundred cases of
people who are lame, or more or less
disabled, by disease or minor injuries
which are scarcely noticeable, yet in the
long run very serious to those so afflicted.

Consequently, when we sum up both
classes we perceive that it isn't the total
wrecks and the incurables that are most
expensive to society, but the prodigious
host which must work, and does work,
yet always under difficulties and against
hindrances. Men and women regularly
employed, but who are continually break-
ing down in a small way, thus losing
fragments of time and fractions of wages,
are of the kind I mean. The amount of
income lost in this way in one year in
England is immense. And so far as the
cause of all this is disease, and not acci-
dent or born bodily imperfection, it is
almost always preventible and generally
curable. Look at this, for example, and
take heart.

" In the spring of this year (1897)," the writer
says, " my health began to fail me. My appetite
was poor, and after meals I had pain and weight
at the chest. I could not sleep owing to the
pain, and I got weaker every day. I had so
much pain that I dared not eat, and rapidly lost
flesh.

"I was in agony night and day, and often sat
by the fire at night as I could not rest in bed. I
had a deal of muscular pain, particularly in the
arns. I gradually got worse and worse, and in
two months lost two score pounds 7Veight.

"I saw a doctor who gave me medicines and
injected morphia to ease the pain ; but I was no
better for it. Then I met with a friend who told
me of the great benefit he had derived from the
use of a medicine called Mother Seigel's Syrup.
I got a bottle of it from Mr. S. Richardson,
Chemist, Bridgman Street, and in a week I could
eat well and food no longer distressed me.

Therefore I kept on with the medicine, and soon
was strong and well. I am now in the best of
health and recommend this remedy to ail I meet
with. You are at liberty to publish this letter as
you like."-(Signed) William Bridge, Grocer and
Baker, 65 Bridgman Street, Bolton, October 5th,
1897.

Here we have an illustration of the
proposition with which this article sets
out. From Mr. Bridge's account of his
own case we see that he lost a consider-
able time from his business. How much
that represents in money he does not
say; nor is it important to the argument.
For two months or more he lost from
his business practically all he was worth
to it; and what that situation would
have signified, had it been indefinitely
continued, any intelligent person can im-
agine. Men frequently become stricken
with poverty as with illness in that way.
However well any business may be
managed in an emergency by others, it is
not to be supposed that it gets on as
prosperously as when the proprietor is
himself at the helm. And he cannot be
there while he is suffering agonies from
disease. This is true even if we make no
calculation of the direct expenses created
by illness, nor of the suffering experienced
-the latter not cornputable in terms of
money.

Now, please remark how quickly Mr.
Bridge was cured of his ailment-bad as
it seemed and really was. Dating from
the time he began using Mother Seigel's
Syrup, he says :-"In a week I could eat
well, and the food no longer distressed
me." His trouble was of the digestion
only (acute dyspepsia), for which this
preparation long ago proved itself a
specific. Had he known of and employed
it when the attack began he would have
lost no time, felt no pain.

The lesson of the case is this :-As
indigestion is a common complaint, and
dangerous also when neglected, the
remedy should be at hand for immediate
use when needed. The more valuable
the treasure the more strict should be the
guard over it. And health is a jewel
compared with which rubies are as the
glass beads of savages.
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NORTHEY
Gasoline Engines are the most popular

small power in Canada. If contemplat-

ing a purchase of this kind, write for

Catalogue.

Northey Mfg. Co.,
King Street Subway,Toronto.

fgiLCON438VE POILISH

THE ING
of Siiver cleaners

21hatitrmnerer.mvth1e

You QuicMy1earnby
te.st.

At Grocers or Postpald
15 cts. in stamps.
Trial Quantity for
Che as n

30 CLIFF ST. ÎMWYOR/

Davis & Lawrence Co., Ltd , Montreal, Sole Agts. for Canada

7,

A COMPLEXION
OUTRIVALING IN BRILLIANCY THE

WONDERFUL HOPE DIAMOND

Gained and Dr. Campbell's Safe Arsenic Complexion Wafers,
Maintained Fould's Medicated Arsenic Soap, and
by the use of Fould's Arsenalene Cream.

The three greatest beautifiers of the complexion, skin
and form in the world. These preparations are safe, sure
and reliable, and incomparably superior to ail other
advertised complexion remedies. They get to the very
root of ail skin blemishes, such as PIIIPLES, FRECK-
LES, BLACKHEADS, MOTH, LIVER SPOTS, Tan,
REDNESS of FACE or NOSE, Dark Rings under the
Eyes, MUDDY SALLOW SKIN, and ail other beauty-
marring defects. Wafers by mail, Soc. and $i.oo per
box; six large boxes, $5.oo. Soap, Soc.; Cream, 5oc.

Address all Mail orders to SOLD BY DRUGGISTS EVERYWHERE.

H. B. FOULD, 20 lien Road, Toronto, Canada.

LYMAN BR08., Wholesale Agents, 71 Front St. Eut, Toronto, Ont.
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BRANTFORD "Steel King." -lm
Galvanized roller-bearing Windmill erected for ' . I , M g

Charles Mills, Esq., Architect, Hamilton, at his
summer home, Burlington, Ont., by

GOOLD, SHAPLEY & MUIR CO., Limited,
BRANTFORD, ONT.

THE LARGEST AND BEST EQUIPPED
PRIVATE INSTITUTION IN THE WORLD.

For the exclu-ive treatment of cancer, tumors and al] other forms
of malignant and lenign new growths. except cancer and tumors with.
in the abdonminal cavity. The Berkshire Hills Sanatoriom is conducted
lby a graduate of the regular school of medicine. Remedies are not
withheld as secret from physicians of standing. Ask your family phys.
ician to nake a persona investigation. He will be given every oppor-
tunity to gain a knowledge of our method and its success When swrit-
ing fir information please describe the case as clearly as is possible
and state its situation Address

Drm. W. E. BROWN & SON. North Adam@, Mas@.

212 LOAVES iN8HOURS. FAMOUSAGTV
Forty-Two StvIes and Sizes.

Every Range Guaranteed.
Thermometer in oven door, showing exact heat

of oven, without opening door.
Acrated Oven contnually drawing fresh warm

air into oven, and carrying fumes from roasting
up the chimney.

Basting Door in oven door, which can be opened
to look at baking, without cooling oven.

HeavIly Cemented Bottom, giving all the bak-
ing qualities of a brick oven, and browning
bread evenly all over.

Duplex Coal Grates. Flush Reservoir.
Cast Iron Coal Linings, cannot crack. Water

fronts for heating water can be easily attached.
Will Bake Perfectly with Less Fuel than

anv other Range.

M'CLARY MT1% GO
LONDON. TORONTO MONTREAL

WINNIPEG VANCOUVER

In - ýV
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Womaufs Best Friend
Dirtt Worst Enemy

SPECIAL PRICES IN

HAIR GOODS
FOR ONE MONTU.

'Ma r. ~ Now is the time to buy

HAIR GOODS.
Never before have we offered such inducements to purchasers.
And when you buy at Pember's you may be sure of the

latest and most up-to-date styles in buying Waves, Wigs or Switches.
We can suit you better and more reasonable than any other

firm.

Our reputation for natural wavy hair goods is well-known, and we
Ship our hair goods all over the continent, such as Canada, United
States and Europe.

Our Scientific Scalp Treatment for hair falling or after fevers, as

Allopecia and Exemia, has no equal. We guarantee satisfaction.

W. T. PEMBER, ScalDeale'

127, 129 and 778 Yonge Street, TORONTO.
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The Eyes
e~e~ç.

*

'I
of the musical world are all centred on the justly cele-

brated Stanley Pianos, than which it is hard to find a

superior in the .qualities that appeal to

i|

The Ear
and we invite you to discover for yourself if a musician

could desire anything better or more facile to

Touch
than every Stanley Piano we make.

and thoroughly justifies

It is conceded

The Judgment
ose who endorse this Piano that it is not

that has brought such a wonderful success t

ment, but rather its ever full tone which de

price

o this

serves

the strongest praise.

Where not represented we will send instrument on

application, at our expense, to anv responsible

parties, on cash or easy terms of payment. Write

for Catalogue and prices.

STAN
PIAN
are Gur
Seven Y

LEY
Os
anteed
cars.

Stanley Piano Co., Ltd.,
11 Richmond St. West,

TORONTO.

-4m

'I

The

of th

alone

instru
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A BOOT WITH A RECORD.

King
Quallty
For a quarter of a century we have been

studying, perfecting and improving footwear.
We have now got close to perfection.

THE KING SHOE of to-day is the sur-

vival of the fittest.
THE KING SHOE is to be had at all

first-class shoe stores in Canada.

THE J. D. KING CO., Limited,

Gieg agd Pemature greg fair
Restored to Its Original Color and

Beauty by the use of

ArHmand's Insantaneous
S Grog flair eastorer.

IT NEVER FAILS.

4 It is not one of the old-fash-
ioned nitrate of silver or lead
preparations, but an entirely
new composition of elements,
which acts upon the grey hair
instantaneously. Natural in ef-
fect and lasting color, the hair
can be washed and curled. *It

is not sticky or oily, nor has it anv offensive odor. It is
perfectly harmless, once used alwavs used. Thousands of
ladies and gents use it all over Canada and the United
States. We are sure you vill be pleased.

PRICE-$3.OO, or Two Boxes for $5.00.

Sent by express to any part of Canada and United States.
No person can afford nowadays to go grey young either in
social, business or professional standing, you have just as

much right to use something for your grey hair as to dress
nice. When ordering send a sample of vour hair and the
amount, and we will send you by return express the right
shade with full instructions how to use it. Ail corres-
Pondence and goods sent concealed from observation.

GREY HAIR
often is the result of neglect of the
hair and scalp. If the scalp and hair is
dry, dandruffy and colorless, it requires
attention at once to save it from falling
out and turning grey. Armand's
Eau de Quinine and Cantharides
used every evening for about two or
three weeks, and Armand's Brillian-
tine Nourishment for the scalp and
hair in the morning, will not only stop
your hair from falling and promoting
its growth and healthy action of the
scalp, but it will effectively Prevent
the growth of Grey Hair.

Price of Armand's Eau de Quinine, $1.00;
Armand's Brilliantiqe, $1.00.

Hundreds of the best families in Toronto
use Armand's Preparations. Sent by
express to any part of Canada and the
United States.

Tel. 2498.

J. Trenlloe-Årfmand (i Go.,
441 Yonge St. and 1 Carlton St.

TORONTO.
When ordering please mention "The Canadian

Magazine."

qMMqMý
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SHAVING REQUISITES.
FOR

GEINTLEMEN.
ENGLISH AND GERI1AN

RAZORS.
RUSSIAN LEATHER STROPS.

BADGER HAIR GOODS.
SHAVING SOAP.

STAR SAFETY
TOILET CLIPPERS.

RAZORS.
SCISSORS.

RICE LEWIS
(LIMITED)

& SON

King and Victoria Streets == = Toronto



Aî Better Cocktail at Home than is Served Over Any
Bar in the World.

THE CLUB
COCKTAILS

Manhattan. Martini,
Whiskey, HôlIand Gin,
Tom Gin, Vermouth and York.

We guarantee these Cocktails to be made of absolutely pure
and well-matured liquors and the mixing equal to the best cock-
tails served over any bar in the world. Being compounded in
accurate proportions, they will always befound of uniform quality.

Connoisseurs agree that of two cocktails made of the same
material and proportions, the one which is aged must be better.

For the Yacht-for the Summer Motel-for the Camping
Party -for the Fishing Party-for any one who likeaa good
cocktail-all ready for use and requires no mixing.

For sale on the Dining and Buffet Cars of the principal rail
roads of the United States.

For sale by all Druggists and Dealers.

AVOID IMITATIONS.

G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Proprietors,
39 Broadway, New York. Hartford, Conn. 20 Piccadilly, W. London.

WALTER R. WONHAM & SONS, Distributing Agents for Canada.
315 Board of Trade Building, NIONTREAL, CANADA.

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER lxiii
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As a Christmas gift, one of

enduring permanence and de-

light, nothing is more appro-

priate than a

REnEnBERI

REnEnBERI

REnEnBER!

REflEnBER 1

GERHARD
I EINTZMAN

PIANO.

That we make UPRIGHTS, PARLOR

GRANDS, and CONCERT GRANDS of express

beauty and express values for Christmas

customers.

These instruments are endorsed by

every leading musician and institution

for musical instruction in Canada.

That just now we have a few Ger-

hard Heintzman Pianos, slightly used, at

bargain prices.

They are good as new, guaranteed,

but having been out with local agencies

now closed, they are sold as used, tho

practically iew.

WRITE US FOR PARTICULARS AND PRICES.

GOURLAY WINTERE LEEMING
188 YONGE ST. TORONTO
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Whooping
Cough, Croup,
Asthma, Colds.

11undreds of thousand 4 of mothers use Vapo-Cresolene. Do youfCresoltne cures Whooping Cougn every time; stops Croup almost
imediatey and if used ai once i il curet a Cod before any com-îlcations can arise. 1. N. Love, M.D. of St. Louis, maya. "I1 have

lnstructed every familyrnder my direction to secure it." Mrs. Bal-
lington Both, say: "-I recom men d that no familly where there are
voung children should bewithout it" W. R. Chichester, M.D.of New
'York, says: " As a vehicle for disinfecting purposes Cresolene la im-
meliately successful." Anthony Comstock,says: "MalignantDiph.
therla l e my bouse; Cresolene used; cases recovered in two weeks;
no others were affected"

Descriptive booklet with testimonials free. Sold by ail druggists.
VAPO-CRESOLENE CO., 69 Wall St., New York.

Schieffelin & Co., New York, U. S. Agents.

John Bertram & Sons
Dundas, Ontario, Canada,

EQUIPMENTS FOR
Ship Yards, Boller Shops,
Locomotive Shops, Car Shops
Machine Shops, etc.,

Consisting of Machine Tools for
Correspondence Solicited. Send for Catalogue. working Iron, Steel or Brass.

NEXT WINTER
you will be just as badly off as you
were last winter unless you get a

KELSEY
WARM AIR

GENERATOR
(PATENTED)

This is the apparatus that will

WARM ALL YOUR HOUSE ALL
THE TIME.

Send for our "Kelsey " Booklet that tells
all about it.

Toroqto Agency - 90 YORIK ST. Exclusive Makers for Canada.

TIHE JAMES SMART MFG. CO., Limited, BROCKVILLE, ONT.
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Trade Mark for

*wŽmoGERs,*

Knives, Forks and Spoons.

Prepare a Smile
for wife or loved one on Xmas by a judicious purchase of silver-
ware. Our Sterling Trade Mark assures you-metal lïà pure
silver-our plated mark the very best plate made. Its worth
your while to insist on your dealer showing you these goods,
which are made in all the latest patterns.-If he will not write
us direct and we will fill vour order at lowest retail prices.

SIMPSON, HALL, MILLER & CO.
A. J. WHIMBEY, Manager for Canada.

1794 Notre Dame Street, - - - - Montreal.

Our
* ~UStomers.

Benefit
by the advance infor-
mation we are able to
supply them and the full
detail drawings and

A foundation plans freely
furnished when an order
is placed with us.

A Corner In the Draughting Room.W • • •• *We invite inquiries .
from those about to instal high-grade Steam or Water-power plants.
Representative sent to any point for Consultation.

The Jenckes Machine Co./ "L'n Sherbrooke, Que.

ixvi CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER
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HAS NO EQUAL.

LEA & PER RINS'
World-Renowned

SAUCE
Messrs. LEA & PERRINS were the originators of the

particular type of Sauce known since their introduction of it
about Sixty years ago as

"Worcestershire Sauce,"
none of the inferior imitations of it now before the public
being heard of until a generation later.

The fact that unscrupulous parties designate their crude
productions " Worcestershire " Sàuce, makes it necessary
that those who desire THE ORIGINAL AND ONLY
GENUINE ARTICLE should be careful to ask for LEA
& PERRINS' Sauce, and not to accept cheap substitutes.

Wholesale and for Export by the Proprietors, Worcester.

Crosse & Blackwell, Limited, London, and Export Oilmen, generally.

RETAIL EVERYWHERE.

AGENTS:

J. M. Douglas & Co. and C. E. Colson & Son,
MONTREAL.
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FOR FIFTY YEARSJ
MRS. WINSLOW'S

SOOTHING SYRUP
has been used by lIlioum of Motheim
for their children while Teething for over
Flfty Yeara. It soothes the child, . ofteus the

guma ata~ al pincures wtnd colle, antd
lah etrm d orarrhoea.

Twenty-flve Cents a Bottle.

rs. Winslow's
Soothing Syrup

An Old and
FO ILDR E Well-Tried
WIE CUTTINi Remedy

For over fmft year.
THER TEETH m.mow'ésioot'L-

1 jins dSbrup hs been
used by millixons of

mothers for their children while teeth-
ng, with perfect success. It soothes

ithe hild, softens the guma, allays al
pain; cures Wind Colic, and is the best
remedy for Diarrhœa. Sold by Druggists
in every t of the world. Be sure and
ask forMms Wlnslow'a Sootbig Syrnp,
and take no other kind.

Twenty-fiave Cents a Bottie.

Utgttable
The latest addition to food science is
Protose, a vegetable meat with a taste
that can hardly be distinguished from
best beef, containing 25 per cent. more
food value and 1o per cent. more fat
making properties.

SAMPLE
CAN
FREE.

For six cents (to pay postage, and
name of dealer who does not sell
Sanitas Nut foods) we send free a
sample can and booklet giving 6o
ways to prepare delicious delicacies
from Sanitas Nut Foods, the original
scientifically prepared nut foods in a
digestible forni.

Sanitas Nut Food Co., Limited,
No. 83 Washington St., Battie Creek, flich.
Canadian Office-,2o Yonge St., Toronto, Ont.

Ar

The Oliver Type
Visable Writing

Lightest Touch
Strongest Mechanism

Double Type-Bar
Strongest M4anifold-

ing Power
Unequalled Speed
The only Free Type-Bar Visable Writing Standard Machine

of the OLIVER is $95.00, $30.00 less than any other Stand
because it is a "CANADIAN." Write for Catalogue.

Manufactured by

BRANCH:
55 Victoria Street,-

TORONTO, ONT.

LINOTYPE CO
156 St. Antoi

,writer.
Automatic Lino

Spacing

Writing iq Various
Colors

Lies IIuled fleater
aqd Quicker thaq
with a Peq

Nlanutfactuire2d. The price

ard Machine mantifactured,

MPANY,
ne St., Montreal, P.Q.

w*eeveve ikikee deleeeeeeeeeeee* *a**** ee eeeeee v
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The Ostermoor Patent Elastic Felt Mattress

$1500
4 feet 6 inches

by 6 feet 3 inches,
delivered at your
house. We pay
express charges.

The ideal bed on
account of its

purity, softness
and durability.

It is sold at the
same price as
the Ostermoor
mattress in the

U.S.A., thus
saving yOu 35%

duty. One
million of these

rhis shows the nattress in cour.e of contrucuo. oI everal layers of pure white elastic mattresses are

felt closed in the tick by hand, and never mats, loses shape, or gets lumpy. It is in use in the
non-absorbent. and guaranteed absolutely proof against moths or vermin. United States.

Over ten thousand are now in use in Canada,
where the best dealers in every town recom-
mend them to their best customers.

WE WANT YOU TO TRY ONE, and
make you the following liberal offer of a
thirty nights' free trial.

Sleep on it for a month, and if It
isn't ail you have hoped for in the
way of a mattress; if you don't be-
lieve it to be the equal In cleanlinegs,
durabilit y and comfort of any $4o.oo
hair mattress ever made, your dealer
will return you your money and ask
no questions. We authorize him to
do this.

Write for our handsomely illustrated cata-
logue, or call at

The Ostermoor Bedding Co.,
434 Yonge Street, Toronto.

The Lockhart Bedding Co.,
St. Catherine Street, Montreal.

In all other towns of Canada one up-to-
date dealer will book your order. If he fails
to do so, write us direct.

The Alaska Feather and Down Company, Limited
292 Guy Street, Montreal.
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ANOTHER GREAT BATTLE.

Oh ! everyone is raving over British battles won
Against the backward, brutal Boers 'neath Afric's blazing sun,
And Poets, by the Muse inspired, write stirring poems long,
While Bards tune up their instruments and break in fervent song.

The enemy we'll put to rout,
We'll drive the brutal Boers out,
The Union Jack shall wave o'erhead,
While ring the cheers for Ensign Red.

But there're other kinds of vict'ries as difficult to win
As those for Queen and Country amidst battle's horrid din,
And a fateful, bloodless conflict has lately here been fought
By the Agents for typewriters :-for twenty must be bought

By the Central Business College
Where young people go for knowledge
In the different business branches
Ere in Life they take their chances.

A motlev crowd of typewriters were protnptly in the field,
And not a sign that any o-ne would to the others yield;
Principal Shaw, the purchaser, a man of perfect taste,
Each one inspected carefully nor showed the slightest haste.

But on the best he did insist,
And all their wiles he would resist,
So at the last he chose for good,
That perfect beauty-UNDERWOOD!

From out among the number of machines he had up there
Not'one against the Underwood he thought could well compare,
So half his stock he traded, twenty Underwoods then bought,
And quite enchanted was he with the splendid work they wrought.

Of Underwoods he's now two score,
For he's just purchased twenty more;
The rest have shared the Boer's fate,-
Thrown out,-because, not " Up-to-Date!"

M. W.
bSole"Agents for Canada:

CREELMAN BROS. TYPEWRITER [CO.,
15 Adelaide St.-East,.Toronto. 97.St.'Francis'Xavier St., Montreal. 36 Elgin St., Ottawa.

24 King St. East, Hamilton. 436 Richmond St., London.
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SAVE FUEL AND YOU SAVE MONEY.
BUY A NEW

IMPERIAL OXFORD RANGE
And You Will Save Fuel

And besides-have all the advantages of its patented improvements
which make it the most perfect baking, quickly regulated and delight-
fully convenient range ever made.

You'lb maewloei o alt e hm a u agents in
any locality.

The Gurney Foundry Co., Limnited,
TORONTO.
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Why do you drink Tea?
Merely because you have become accustomed to drinking

some discolored water with a bitter taste, or do you drink it for
its dainty flavor, fragrant aroma, and the delightfully refreshing
sensation it produces ? If you relish a cup of really high grade
tea, try one package of Ram Lal's Pure Indian Tea. It costs
more than much that is offered, but its worth more. It will
brew more liquor, and the quality will be better.

Rani asTea
0 is for those who want good tea. It is not expensive because its i

great strength necessitates the use of less weight.
It comes only in sealed packages.
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ADVERTISING

Any
Manufacturer

who wants to increase his

output can find a means of
doing so in judicious ad-

vertising.

We will gladly make

plans, and submit them,
free of charge, to any
would-be advertiser.

The E. Desbarats Advertising Agency
Montreal.

Newspapers. Magazines.

TENDERS FOR SUPPLIES, 1900.
The undersigned will receive tenders for supplies up

to noon on MONDAY, DEC. 4, 1899, for the supply of
butchers' icat, butter, dairy and creamiery, giving
price of each, flour, oatmeal, potatoes, cordwood, etc.,
for the following institutions during the year 1900, viz:

At the Asylum for the Insane in Toronto, London,
Kingston, Hamilton, Mimico, Brockville and Orillia;
the Central Prison and Mercer Refornatory, Toronto;
the Reformatory for Boys, Penetangaishene; the In-
stitutions for the Deaf and Dunb, Belleville, and the
Blind, at Brantford.

Two sufficient sureties vill be required for the due
fulfilment of each contract.

Specifleations and forns of tender can only be had
by naking application to the Bursar of the respective
institutions.

N.B.-Tenders are tiot required for the supply of
meat to the Asyluin in Toronto, London, Kingston,
Hamilton and Mimico, nor to the Central Prison and
Mercer Refornatory, Toronto.

The lowest or any tender not necessarily accepted.
Newspapers inserting this advertisenent without

authority fromn the department will not be paid for it.
(Signed), l. Christie, T. F. Chamberlain, James

Noxon, Inspectors of Prisons and Public Charities,
Parliament Buildings, Toronto, Nov. 20, 1899.

5OAP
is a pure hard soap.

Your Grand mother
knows the economy of using Surprise Soap.
She has tested and proved its merits.

Anyone who has used Surprise can tell
you such a pure soap with its hardness and
wearing qualities is by all the means the best
soap to use.

You who haven't yet given Surprise Soap
a place in your household have overlooked
an economy and labor-saving article.

Surprise isn't high-priced. 5 cents buys
a cake.

lxxiv
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Card Index
Outfits

Trays, Cabinets, Desk Drawer

Boxes, Cards, Indexes, Guide

Cards, etc. Special systems

prepared without extra charge.

The use of Card Indexes
-Will turn inquiries into orders.

-Will follow up trade syste-
matically.

*Will keep accurate factory costs

Will buv intelligently.

- $2.25
Buys a

CARD SYSTEM

Worth any number of pigeon holes or books.

With it the busy business or professional man can

collect in a small place all the information and loose

defails that are scattered throughout his office and
desk. Each day is brought to his notice those

matters which should have immediate attention.

Consists of 400 Record Cards Ruled, 1 Alphabetical
Index, 20 Blank Index Cards, and I Desk Drawer

Box nine inches long. If not perfectly satisfactory

You can have your money back.

Catalogue for the asking.

CHAs. E. ARCHBALD,
45 Adelaide Street East, TORONTO.

Branches-Ottawa, Hamilton.

CA NA DAN AGA ZINE A D IERTI.SER lxxv
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EVERY CANADIAN L-ADY
who has not yet worn a JOHN NOBLE COSTUME would do weli to order cne now. JOHN
NOBLES Canadian customers are constantly increasing, and hundreds of letters have been

received from them declaring the value to be far and away superior to anything of the kind

obtainable in the Dominion. The explanation is that the firn being The Largest Costume

Manufacturers in the World, possesses unequalled facilities for economie production.
THREE GOLD MEDALS AWARDED.

0STUMES
Promptly sent by Parcel Post, safely
packed, Direct from the Originators
and Actual Manufacturers, Brook2 m5 6 M Street Mills, Manchester, England.

. ý4 Worn Throughout the Worid. The Best Value ever
FELT HAT offered to Ladies. They are stylish in design, and are FELT HAT

as sketch made and finished to perfection in two very durable and good- -' 18 as
looking cloths: The JOHN NOBLE CHEVIOF SERGE, sketch.
a stout, weather-resisting fabric, and the JOHN NOBLE All

A or. COSTUME COATING, a cloth of lighter WEIGHT and Colors.

Postage ,2c. smoother surface. $1,44.

m PATTERNS SENT POST FRLE. Postage

A Full Dress Length of either cloth 16 yqls., 52 it.
wide), for $1.80. Postage, 80v. When orderiiig,
please stale colour, and stock size required.

\ Colours are Black, Navy, Brown, Myrtle, Grey, Fawin.
Reseda, Royal Bloe and Rubly,

The Three Stock Sizes are 34, 36, 38 is. round
hust onder arms); waists 24, O6, 28 ins.; skirts being 3.
40, 42 lits. long in frount. Any other sizC AN BIE MADE T10

a C MEASUBE, 40c. extra.
Ladies' Own Designs an te specially nad to

Ilneasure tin any' kiid of Dress Fabric, at iost modterai
? charges.

Patterns ard Estimatts sent Post Free.

MODEL 1852. MODEL 1408. Ladies' Outfit.

Consists of Costumie Skirt and Stylish Bodi oil f t('stne Skirt fol to1 at
Itsll l C ntei ' . Ille' Skirt lis iiivertaît

The Frills extend over shouldter and down to waist filN6OeLeL!& pleas ti e is the ever.fashionablc Nrfdolk

it front and are with box-pleat and 'ollar. trîri- MålU style l saddleand sleeves), and tie- Cat is an

es ith a rsarrow fancy tratt. Thse ei'' E5 Up-to-dite tilor-eiit modael, every saim ainount
yand be;iutifilly finished througliot. Price for

charinng. Price, $2.56 conplete. carriage. the comuplete tottit l3 gariientsh. only $4 50,

65c. Skirt alone, $1.35. carriage. 4),. p stage K"t'a extrait. Skrt alon, $1.3 , postage
*t ~ 4.v. Thei (uthit witi Vonit willti tIirootgtt for.

$5.50, p 5otage 9.. Skirt alone, lined strong

The John Noble Knockabout Frocks are jinst the thing for growing ntenett for $1.95, postage 4'.
girls. Strongly mradte, with sad.lie-tobp, long, full sleeves anld pocket. Lengthis1 o4fr4W

are froin 21 to 45 ins. (frons top of eckhand to bottoim of skirt in fotl Prices t oinN NiLF,, L., will I.- pleased to seni,
are 21 ins., 36c.; 24 tins., 49c.. andi 1e, for eivery additional 3 icthes ifter 24
inches. Postage on sizes 21 to 33 inches, 32c. Others 46e. taîst fri , aress, of tir penera Price Liat

oi!atlis. It i'iiiiaitin 164 lp.,t'.. e 3
0Iilustrationsof îotunes of all kinds at all prives,

The best way to renmit Is l'y Ioney Ordi'. tankers: LN CITY A I Mntlcs, iinery, tndrwar., Dress Fabriea,

MID1.AND BANK. LTD. Please mention 'I The Canadian Magazine" Gents'and Boys' Suits. Household Lis, &c., &i'.

when ordering, and send direct to write for a cipy aid save monev.

BROOK STREET MILLS,
JOHRN NOBLE, LIMITED, MANCHESTER, - ENG.



THE MODERN STOVE POLISH

a Ellame1iiie
CKEs ~ Every Package Guaranteed.
LIQUIDe J.L•PRESCOTT & CO.,NEWYORK•

lIealth, by Right Living.

The Jackson Sanatorium.
Dansville, Livingston County, N.Y.

Established in 1
8

5
8

. Most beautiful and commodious Fire Proot

Building in the world, used as a Health Institution. All forms

of Hydro-therapeutics, massage. rest cure; electricity adminis-

tered by skilled attendants; a staff of regular physicians of large

experience; accommodations and service of highest class; super.
ior cuisine. directed by Emma P. Ewing, teacher of cooking at

Chautauqua. Do not fail to write for illustrated literature and
terns if seeking health or rest. Address,

J. ARTHUR JACKSON, M.D.

Box 1885. Secretary.

.. W ARNING.-fata1  "cs o
infants of soothing medicines should teach
parents not to use them. They should give

DOCTOR STEDMAN'S
TEETHING POWDERS.

Certified by Dr. Hassall to be absolutely
free from opium or morphia; hence safest and
best. Distnguished for the publics protec-
tion by trade mark, a gum lancet. Dont be
talked into having otherF.

Depot-125 New North Road,. MARK HOXTON, LONDON, ENG.

The Grand Union
H. ALEXANDER, Proprietor.

OTTAWA, - - ONT.

Opposite City Hall and Russell Theatre.

One minute's walk from Parliament Buildings.

CANADIAN MAG.4AZINE, ADVERTISER lxxvii
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MO VI4LYour childrenMOTHERScured of Bed-
wetting.

SAMPLE FREE.

DR. F. E. MAY, BLOOrIINGTON, ILL.

Delightful After Bathing.
A LuxuPy After ShavIng.

A Iositive Relief for

PRICKLY HEAT,
CHAFING and SUNBURN,

and all afflictions of the skin.
Renioves all odor of perspiration.

Get Mennen's (the original).
A little higher ine price perhaps,

than worthless substitutes, but there
is a reason for it.

Refuse all other Powders, which
are liable to do harm.

Sold everywhere, or nailed tor 25
cents. (Sample free).

CER IAD MENNEN CO.,Newark,N.J.

T1 d4h1b 4t - S»# >%

L.dd~LIi~iUU~~'i ~ i. y i
The Specific for Every Kind of Stomachic Disturbance.

The following fines were written and forwarded to Mr. Lamplough by a

Fellow of an Oxford College who had derived innensei benefit froi the use

of his famous Pyretic Saline, and supposed to have been tfound amongst the

ruins of ancient Troy ":--

THE MISSING ODE OF ANACREON!!

The earth was in gloom and the skv was o'ercast,

The storni and the rain cloud were gathering fast;

The ods in Olympus were heavy with ine

Till piter called for " Pyretic Saline.

The bright 6ashing goblet the Thunderer quaffed.

And glad shone the sun on the earth a, he laughed,

" [Io ! sunshine and youth shall for ever be mine,

" For the essence of life is 'Pyretic Saline.'

lie gazed on the imyriads toiling below.

And prophetic lie spake, ' This Celestial flow

"Shall sonie day be known, now a secret divine,

To niortals as 'Lamplough's Pyretic Saline.'

May be had of ALL CHEIISTS throughout the world, or of the tIanufacturers,

HENRY LAMPLOUGH, Limited,

113 nIolborq; 9a Old Broad St.; 42 Fen1cIurch St.; and 47 r4on well St., LOODO4, E.C.

-Mb- V,



lxxx CA NA DIA N _MA GA ZIN A J) ViEJ? TISER

have done their work well in my case, for I feel like
a different person altogether. I don't doubt if I had
not got then I should have been at rest by this time."

H. E. Willard, Onslow, la.. says:-" Mr. White,
of Canton. was telling me of your Dyspepsia Tablets
euring hiin of dyspepsia. from which he had suffered
for eighit years. As I amn a sufferer myself, 1 wish

.0 you to sendâ me a package by return maii."
Phil. Brooks. Detroit. Mich.. savs:-"Your dys-

pepma cure has worked wonders in my case. I
suffered for years froni dy-spepsia, but am now en-
tirelv cured and enjoy lite as I never have before. I
gladly recomnend them."

It will cost Soc. to find out just how much
Stuart's Dyspepsia Tablets will help you.
Try them-that's the best way to decide.

Ail druggists sell them. A little book on
stonach diseases will be nailed frec by ad-
dressing F. A. Stuart Co., Marshall, Mich.

GOOD DOCTORS HEART DISEASE
Are Quick to Sec and Appreciate Real Merit in Some Facts Regarding the Rapid lncrease ofY any Preparation. Many of Them are now Heart Trouble.

Purchasing Stuart's Dyspepsla Tablet s
In Ail Stomach Troubles. Heart trouble, at least among the Ameri-

.t . tcans, is certainlv increasing, and while this
Stuart s Dyspepsia Tablets are a discov- may be largelv due to the excitement and

ery of great value to the medical profession worry of American business life, it is more
and the public. They are an unfaihng often the resuit of weak stomachs, of poor
specific in ail cases of dyspepsia and dis- digestion.
ordered digestion. . Real organic disease is incurable ; but

Almost everybody's digestion is dis- not one case in a hundred of heart trouble
ordered more or less, and the commonest is organic.
thing they do lor it is to take some one of The close relation between heart trouble
the many so-called blood purifiers, which and poor digestion is because both organs
in niany cases are merelv strong cathartics. are controlled by the sanie great nerves,
Such things are not needed. If the organs the Synpathetic and Pneumogastric.
arc in a clogged condition, thev need only I
a little help and thev will riglt themselves. In another way, also the heart is affected
Catharties irritate the sensitive linings of by the form of poor digestion, which causes

the stonach and bowels and often do more gas and fermentation from half digested

harmi than good. food. There is a feeling of oppression and

Purging is not what is needed. The heaviness in the chest caused by pressure

thing to do is to put the food in condition of the distended stonach on the heart and

to be readily digested and assiiilated. lungs, interfering with their action ; hence

Stuart's Dyspepsia Tablets do this per- arises palpitation and short breath.

fectly. They partly digest what is eaten Poor digestion also poisons the blood,
and give the stonach just the help it needs. making it tinm and watery, which irritates

They stimulate the secretion and excret ion and weakens the heart.
of the digestive Bìuids and relieve the con- The nost sensible treatment for heart
gested condition of the glands and nem- trouble is to improve the digestion and to

branes. They put the wholc digestive insure the prompt assimilation of food.
systen in condition to do its work. When This can be done by the regular use after
that is done, you need take no more tablets, meals of somte safe, pleasant and effective
unless vou cat what does not agree with digestive preparation, like Stuart's Dys-
you. Then take one, or two tablets-give pepsia Tablets, which may be found at
theni nveded help, and o u vill have no most drug stores, and which contain valu- 4
trouble. able, harmless digestive elemients in a A l

It's a common-sense medicine and a pleasant, convenient form.
comnion-sense treatnent, and it will cure It is safe to say that the regular persis-
every time. Not only cure the disease' tent use of Stuart's Dyspepsia Tablets at
but eure the cause. Goes about it m a meal time will cure any form of stomach
perfectly sensible and scientific way. tr eW have testimonialsexcpt cancer of the stoach.

book but we dont publsh many of them. Full sized package of these tablets sold

However_ by druggists at 50 cents. Little book on

MrH E. M. Faith. of Byrd's Creek is sas stomach troubles mailed free. Address

I have taken ail the Tableis I got ofyou and'they F A. Stuart Co., Marshall, Mih.



THE

HEINTZMAN & CO.
PIANO OF TO-DAY.

is the peer of pianos in the piano
world of Canada and abroad. HEIN

The Heintzman & Co. piano is Ç
pointed to as the ideal piano when
comparisons are made.

" Just as good as the Heintzman
& Co." is the compliment that imi-
tators pay this instrument.

The Heintzman & Co. piano is invariably the choice of the world's
great artists who visit Canada.

The Heintzman & Co. will be your choice if you are resolved on hav-

ing the best in a piano-judged from any standard you like.

-Our New Scale Upright and Grand Pianos will bear the Critical
-Examination of every one.

17 KING STREET WEST, TORONTO.

The Largest flair Goods
Manutacturing Estabflshment
In America Is

D ORENWENDS
The quantity of Hair Goods manu-

factured and sold by us, and the

thousands that wear them, is an

ample proof of the superiority and popularity of our Styles.

Our Stock of Ladies' and Gent's Wigs, Toupees, Wavy

Fronts, Bangs, Switches, etc., is now for this and coming
season most complete.

Send for Our
Illustrated Catalogue.

.N WENy0b Goods sent by mail or

loUP EE '. express to any address.

The Dorenwend Co. of Toronto, Limited
103 and 105 Yonge StPeet.

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER lxxxi
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On Request we will Mail you
our new 64 page

Ladies' Combination Purses
In Fine Leathers.

641. Real Seal In Black, Chocolate, Blue
Grey, Brown, calf-lined, $3.oo

642. Real Alligator, calf-Nned, in i5 shades
of colora, $3.50

643. Real Monkey in Brown, Blut Grey,
Black, very fine, $5.00

Sterling Mountings extra at any prIce.

Club Bags for Ladies or Gentlemen.
Prices from $3.00 to $20.00.

Suit Cases Linen, Leather and Silk Lined.

Prices fron $5.00 to $28.00.

Novelties in
Ink Bottles.

Bag Shape, 35c.
Football Shape, 35c.
Hat Shape, as In cut,

Price, 50c.

Illustrated Catalogue
is full of Suggestions for GIFTS

you can order by mail quite satisfactorily.
e deliver all goods charges paid in Ontario.

emen's Card Cases a", Ri.
Prices SOC., 75C., $i.oo and $j.25.

r Cases I Rea Sea and Morocco.
Prices $1.25, $1.75, $2.25, $3, $3.50, $4.

Books at $1, $123, $2, $3, $3.50.

Bill Fold
In Morocco and Seal. 50c., 75c., $1.00,

$1.50, $2.00, $2.50.

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Limited
105 King Street West - TORONTO

MAKERS OF Fine Traveling and Leather Goods.

Id~ n
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T RAILWA
The greatest Railroad

in the Wor/d under one
management."

The magnificently equip-
ped Trains of the

Lanadian Pacific Railway
traverse the DÎMItINoU 0f
Çaltada from the Atlantic
to the Pacific, reaching
all Principal Points by
its branches and making
close connections with the y
United States Railways
for all Points East and
West.

C. E. E. tSSHER, Cen. Pass. Agent
MONTREAL

A. H. NOTMAN, Asst. Gen. Pas. Agent
TORONTO

ROttT. KERR. Pass. Tariff Mgr.
MONTREAL

-s,
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A4LLAN LINE
Montreal to Liverpool.

The St. Lawrence Route.
Three Days Smooth Saiing.

Shortest Ocean Passage.
BAVARIAN, - 10,000 Tons TUNISIAN, - - 10,000 Tons

Twin Screews Twin Semws
CORINTHIAN, - 8,000 Tons SICILIAN, - 7,500 Tons
PARISIAN, - 5,500 Tons 1 CALIFORNIAN, 5,000 Tons

These fine Steamers, or others of the fleet, sail every Thursday
from Liverpool and from Montreal, calling at Quebec and Londonderry.

The Steamers are amongst the largest and finest in the Transatlantic
Lines, and are excelled by none in the accommodation for all classes of
passengers. The Saloons and Staterooms are amidships where least motion
is felt, and bilge keels have been fitted to all the Steamers which has reduced
the rolling motion to the minimum.

Electric Lights are in use throughout the ships, and the cabins have all
the comforts of modern first-class hotels.

The hour of sailing is arranged to make connection with trains arriving
from the West and South.

Rates of Passage is about 25 per cent. lower than via New York.
For further particulars apply to any Agent of the Company.

H. BOURLIER, 77 Yonge Street, TORONTO
or H. & A. ALLAN, MONTREAL
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Ilave Vou TDHT TTTC D1)for the
"I::.:. YOUR HUNTING TRIP

IF NOT, VOU SHOULD -

Try thc Muskoka Lake Region.
It is one of the best deer ranges to be found anywhere. Food and cover are abundant there ;

yet there are many open glades and well-worn rurways which afford excellent hunting. Hundreds

of hunters who have visited that region have returned well laden with trophies.

THERE ARE EXCELLENT HOTEL ACCOMMODATIONS
Throughout the entire region, and you can go to and from your hunting grounds in canoes, row-

boats, or sail boats.
Meantime, you can take a string of black bass

ning, between your visits to the hunting grounds.

The water of Muskoka Lakes is deep, blue

and cold; the air is laden with ozone, and in all,

the country is an ideal resort for sportsmen.

For maps, folders and full information, ad-

dress,
W. E. DAVIS,

O. P. & T. A., Grand Trunk Ry., MONTREAL, CAN.

CHAS. M. HAYS,
General Mngr., MO)NTREAL.

or monster muscalonge in the morning or eve-

GEO. B. REEVE,
Gen'I TraaC MUgr., MONTREAL.

W. E. DAVIS,
Gen'l Pas,'r & Tkt. Agent, MONTREAL.

GEO. T. BELL
1st Ass't 6. P. & T. A. CrAnw o.

GEO. W. VAUX,
Ast't G. P. & T. A., MONTREAL.

h I
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CANADA
AND

N EWFOUNDLAND
The only direct route

between Newfoundland,
Montreal and the west,

by way of Sydney, Cape
Breton, is the

Intercolonial
Railway.

By this route close connections are made with the through express

between Halifax, Quebec and Montreal, and the business man loses no

time on the journey.

THE VESTIBULE TRAINS
on the Maritime Express between Montreal and Halifax are the finest in

Canada. The luxurious sleeping and dining cars supply the comforts of

a first-class hotel. The special attention given to ensure a comfortable

and uniform temperature make winter travel a pleasure even to those of

sensitive and delicate temperament.

Send for a Copy of - GUN AND ROD IN NEW BRUNSWICK."

For further information apply to the General Passenger Agent,

Moncton, N. B., or the District Passenger Agents at Montreal and

Halifax.

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER)xxxvi
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AUGUS E VI TORI (CAPT. C. KAEMPFF)
Express Steamer A G S E V C O I

of the

iamburg Jlîmercan Dnt
(The Largest Steanship Company in the World)

Leaving New York on January 25, 1900,
and returning on April 2.

Cbe ltitterar Iiclodes Madeira, Gibraltar, Algiers, Genoa, Ville-
franche (Nice), Syracuse (Sicily), Malta,

Alexandria (Cairo and the Pyramids), Jaffa (Jerusalem, the Jordan and Dead
Sea), Smyrna, Constantinople, Athens, Palermo, Naples, Genoa, and
return to New York. Duration, 67 Days.

Rates of Passage from $450 Upward.
There is ito way of reaclhing these places with greater confort and safety, avoiding innu-

nerable transfers, custons inspections, etc. Passengers can extend their stay in Europe and return
to Anerica later fromn Hlanburg, Southampton, or Cherbourg.

For descriptive panphlets, rates, book oftestimonia/s, ec., etc., apply Jo

HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE
NEW YORK, Broadway. h BOSTON. go Stae Stree t. SA FRANIS('O. 40! Cahforiia < de y.

cIIIcAS.Ô, 15, Paiidelph Street. PifiLAII)FIPHIA. 337 W'aInut Sîtreet. ST. 1AI'. îoo No. Br<,,ed%%ay.

CA NAD)IAN YM.1 GHAZIE AD1)VERTER lxxxvi
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DOMINION LINE ROYAL MAIL STEAMSHIPS
Large and Fast Passenger Steamers.

MONTREAL and QUEBEC in Summer, to LIVERPOOL via LONDONDERRY.
ST. JOHN and HALIFAX in Winter,

SS. "DOMINION," 6,000 TONS. SS. "SCOTSMAN," 6,000 TONS.
Twin Screw. Twin Screw.

SS. "VANCOUVER," 5,000 TONS.

SALOONS AND STATBROOMS AMIDSJJIPS.

Superior accommodation for all classes of passengers at moderate rates. One thousand miles-

of river and gulf smooth water sailing, after leaving Montreal, before the Atlantic is reached, making

a very short sea passage. Halifax as a port of departure has the advantage of being 500 miles nearer

Liverpool than New York.

_BOSTON Sto LIVERPOOL, via QUEENSTOWNBOSTON SERVIÇE FT IGITLY SAILINGS... .. .. .....

SS. " New England." 11,600 tons. SS. " Derbyshire," 7,000 tons.
Twin Screw. Length, s- ft. Twin Screw.

55. "Canada," 9,000 tons.
Twin Screw. Length, 515 ft.

Palace Steamers of great speed, having all the appointments of a first-class hotel. 8arFirst Cabin

Rates, $50 and upwards. Second Cabin, $35 and upwards, according to steamer and berth. For

further particulars apply to any local agent of the Company, or

RICHARDS, MILLS & CO., DAVID TORRANCE & CO.,

103 State St., Boston. General Agents, Montreal-

ßASTANDEST

*AGNIFIENT The Only Route running
. .d-pmoexNING the Popular

. . CANADIAN EXPRESS
Through Buffet Sleeping Cars Daily between .A4DA •XF"F

TORONTO AND NEW YORK:..
L. DRAGO, H. PARRY, C. B. LAMBERT,

Canadien Passenger Agent, General Agent, General Passenger Agent,

TORONTO, ONT. BUFFALO, N.Y. NEW YORK.

.~ .. .
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Caiforia is a land of sunshine,
more delightful in winter than the Mediterranean.

The Santa Fe Route
is the shortest and most comfortable route to California.

Illustrated descriptive books and particulars of rates,
daily and limited train service, and tourist excursions,

sent on application.

Address General Passenger Office:

The Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe Railway,
CHICAGO.

CA NADIA N MA GA ZINE A DVER TISER lxxxix
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Quebec Steamship Company.
TOURS TO TRE TROPICS.

BERMUDA AND WEST INDIA LINES
OFTHE QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY.

Bermuda, St. Thomas, St. Croix, St. Kitts, Antigua, Dominica, tlartinique, St. Lucia, Barbados,
via the New York and West India Routes of the Quebec Steamship Company.

New York and Bermuda Royal Mail Steamship Line.
The "Ai " Iron Steamship "TRINIDAD " 2,60o, or SS. " ORINOCO " 2,ooo tons, specially built for the route, having

the newest and best passenger accommodation, will sail from the Company 's pier, 47 North River, NewYork,
fortnightly during the summer months, every zo days from January to June.

New York and Windward Islands Mail Steamship Line.
St. Thomas, St. Croix, St. Kitts, Antigua, Guadaloupe, Dominica, Martinique, St. Lucia, Barbados.
The First-Class Iron Steamships " PRETORIA" 3,300 tons, " MADIANA 3,oo tons, "FONTABELLE " 2,700

tons, " CARIBBEE' 2,000 tons. These vessels having excellent passenger accommodation, and are scheduled to
sail trom pier 47 North River, New York, alternately every ten days.

St. Lawrence Line to Maritime Provinces.
The Twin-Screw Iron Steamsh* "CANI PANA" 1,70o tons, having first-class accommodation for passengers, witt sait

from Montreal for Pictou, NS., calling at Quebec, Father Point. Gaspe, Mal Bay, Perce, Summerside, P.E.I., and
Charlottetown. P.E.I., every alternate Mondayduring the season of Navigation, sailing from Quebec the following
Tuesdays. At Pictou the Intercolonial Raihwav train is taken for Halifax, whence connections can be made for St.
John's, N.B.. Portland, Boston and New York.

Tickets are for sale at al Principal Ticket Offices in the United States and Canada.
For passage and pamphlets giving information of the above routes apply to
For freigh or passage apply to

A. E. OUTERBRIDGE & CO., or to ARTHUR AHERN,
Agents, 39 Broadway, New York. Secretary, Quebec, Canada.
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TO CALIFO

The Wabash
Railroad

Is the short and true route froni Canada

to the west and southwest, the great

winter tourist line to California, Mexico,
Texas and ail southwestern points.

Every Wednesday at 9 p.m. a personally

conducted tourist sleeping car will leave

St. Louis for Los Angeles and San Fran-

cisco. Passengers leaving Toronto on

evening trains reach St. Lewis next day at

2 p.ni., Kansas City 9,30 same evening,

Denver next afternoon. Ail Wabash trains

have free reclining chair cars and are solid

vestibule from end to end.

Rates, time tables and ail particulars from

any railroad agent, or

J. A. RICHARDSON,
District Passenger Agent,

Northeast corner TORONTO and

King and Yonge Streets. ST. THOMAS, ONT.

Hotel
Hamilton

Bermuda

Open from December to May.
Situated on a high elevation in the

CITY OF HAMILTON, CAPITAL

OF BERMUDA.

SEND FOR BOOKLET.

A. C. BROOKS,
MANAGER

HAMILTON, - BERMUDA

PRIVATE BOARD TELEPHONE 96

AT THIS NEW AND LARGE HOUSE11lhS U POSSESSES ALL UP-TO-DATE

CONVENIENCES
ýlC¢nuis Grounds,

HAMILTON, BERMUDA Ceunis BoUÎiSe

. Wisbng, Beating, ett.G. W . Nest ca.B.. AnODRS. ''WEST"'
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Situated in the most
Fashionable, Convenient

and Healthy Locaity

LONDON, ENCLAND.

The

Langham
Hotel

Portland Place
and

Regent St. W.

Every Modern Improvement
M4oderate Tariff

THE NEW

Princess Hotel
HAtlILTON, BERMUDA.

THIS new and commodious Hotel
is built entirely of Wood, (mak-

ing the most comfortable house in
the Islands), will be open for the reception of guests from DECEMBER
to MAY. It is modern in all its appointments. Hot and cold water : Fresh
and Salt Water Baths. Electric Bells and Gas throughout. Over 400 feet
of broad piazza overlooking harbour and surrounding country. Flnest
location In Bermuda. Accommodation for 200 guests.

* For terms,u lars,and any further information, address

NEW YORK ADDRESS- N .H ENV. S. H OW E,
PRINCESS HOTEL,

9 BROADWAY. HAMILTON. BERMUDA.

LUB'S" "TEs HAIR



The Christmas jack knife
psj9tu!UUNag or pen knife will be twice as pleasing to your boy if

it is a genuine ' RODGERS." Boys have an idea,
which they have acquired by practical tests, that no
other blades give the same wear-and what's more,

ýib4à& ~ they are right. 'Rodgers" Cutlery is unexcelled.

Joseph Ijodgers & Sons, Limited, (Cutlers to Her Majesty), S4ieffield, England.

Youl dke YOU CANm GOOD $3.OMAKE 10,15,8 20# FOR •12 TO 2O es PER PAIR.

P R S WITH

untustn IBERORD E R.
SEND TO US

wiNmBALANCE

N CASH.
ALL FOR
NDo.e *ar For Power Knitting

Machines and Visible Writ-

E M S. FREE AGENTS "A ing Typewriters, write us.
GEORGETOWN Catalogu WANTED Catalogues Free.

CANADA.__________ ___

C ASTOR FLUID..
Rogisered- ddigtfuly refrýeshing prera

tionforti.haîr. Shold lb.useddaily. KceZ
the scalp healthy. prevents dandruif, promnotes

wth. A perfect r-dressing for the
L. rly sjcent* per bottie.r

Hlenry R. Gray, Chemist, Es•rAuBLisHE x8sg.
sa St. Lawrence Main Street, MONTREAL

EE1 5 W SE E superb photo-en-
<ravings; aybody

cau lesru and exert a agie influence over othes«s cure
diseas.. and bad habits, and Cive the *nest parior ent.r-
tainment ever wituoessed. Write today.
M4W YOKINSTITffOPSCIINCS, Dsp<AK4Rschss-s- N. Y.

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER xciii



CANADA's GREATEST CARPET AND CURTAIN HOUSE.

THINGS USEFUL and
ARTISTIC for CHRISTMAS

There's abundance of choice in the stores when
selecting your Christmas presents, but the difficulty is to give some-
thing different to what everybody else is giving.

View of the Rug Sectlon-Tliousands of Oriental Rugs.

This store solves the difficulty and
We've planned for a special Christmas
and artistic goods. Many things come
rugs, pillows and goods of that class.

never so well as this year.
exhibit of new, exclusive

from the Orient in drapes,

A beautiful showing of single articles In Majolica
ware, Vases from Canton, China, and exclusive
Unes in Dutch and Italian goods. Many special-
ties In handsome French Goods.

And the prices of any of these goods will surprise you. We have
been surprised ourselves in the marking of not a few of these
special lines.

John Kay, Son & Co., 36-38 King St. West, Toronto

Xciv CA NADIA N AAGA ZINE A DVERTISER
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The, "SFEY" cetylene Gas JIlachine
Manufactured by

THE SAFETY LIGHT AND HEAT CO.,
DUNDAS, ONT.

Read what some of our friends say of us:-
Dear SirsI purchased last fait from your agent, Mr. Isaac McKee, one of your

Safety Acetylene Gas Machines. I find it very economical and quite satisfactory. I
light my store and dwelling. We have a beautiful, clear, steady light and no hitches.
1 believe it much safer to handle than some machines that I have examined.

W. H. POGUE, Little Britain.

Dear Sirs,-We find the machine to give perfect satisfaction in every respect.
We have had several in looking at the light and machine of late and I am sure you à
will hear of nany being sold in the near future in this vicinity. In our mind the
Dundas machine is the best in the market.

THOMAS MILLER & SONS, Port Hope.

A Smokey Chimney
Is an abomination, not more so than a

heater on a cold night that gives no heat,

although a large quantity of coal is being

consumed. You are always sure of plenty

of heat when an "ECLIPSE" Hot Water

Boiler is used

Manufactured by

R. McDOUGALL 00., Limited, Galt, Can.

For Constipation

USE
Sure

YOU GET THE

GENUINE

xcv



xcvi CA NA DIA N MA GA ZINE AD VER TISEi~

T1E GRE'A ItEMEDY.

GOUT
IPILL S,

Gour, FOR

RHEUMATISM,
DOlA TIGA,

LUMBAGO,
NEURALGIA.

The Excrucl&tlflg Pain le quickly relleved, aud cured Iu a
few dav bythes oelebrated Pilla . Sur, sale, and effectual.

al Chemista, Stores, and 229 Strand, London.

LYMAN, SONS & CO., Toronto and Montreal.

r Lyman's
Fluid Coffee- FRAGRANT,

DELICIOUS,
NUTRITIOUS.

Prepared from genuine Mocha and Java Coffee.
Made in a moment by the addition of boiling
water or milk. In Y4 lb., /2 lb. and i lb.
bottles.

Lyman, Sons & Co., Montreal

FEARMAN'S
FAMOUS

ENOLISH
BREAKFAST

BACCN
THE STANDARD OF
EPICUREAN TASTE

For Sale by ail Leading
Orocers

* "RADNORIs a Brilliant, Sparkling, Natural Mineral Water,
which is delicate to the taste and possesses remarkable tonic propertv."

THE BRITISH TRADE JOURNAL -- - London, Eng.

CANAV-DIAN M21AGAZINE ADVERTISE1&xcvi
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WPite foP Descriptive Booklet.

Draught
Too much draught has killed nany a

bright man-too little draught has killed the
usefulness of many a bright range-but in
the Copp Ranges,

The ABERDEEN
(For Coal and Wood)

TheVICTORIAN
(For Wood Only)

there is remarkable draught-and
hand in hand with it are the other
essentials to a perfect stove-
economy, good cooking and bak-
ing qualities-artistic design and

- splendidly mounted.

A HousekeepeP's Delight.

The COPP BROTHERS CO., Hamilton.
Brance-TORONTO and WINNIPEG.

P'ATT'R T~ATIC'AND CHRISTMASTT tC
CALENDARS^ A°ERTISG S NOVELTIES

English, French. German and Domestic.
LARGE ASSORTMENT. EXCEPTIONAL VALUES.

THE TORONTO LITHOGRAPHING CO., Limited,
Cr. King and Bathurst Streets, TORONTO.

-: *

xevii
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ARTISTS
USE

Winsor & Newton's
Oil and Water Colors *

FOR SATISPACTORY RESULTS.
For Sale nt all Art Stores.

A. RAMSAY & SON Montreal.

hildren•e:
. Teething
, Mrs. Winslow's asbeen used

* Soothing Syrup IrsbyMi- e
* ~VIUIUI~ v.wrlions of Moth-

* ers for their Children while Teething, :
* with Perfect Success. It Soothes the e
e* Child,Softens the Gums, Allays all Pain, :
* Cures Wind Colic, and is the best rem- *
* edy for Diarrhœa.
* Sold by druggists in every part of the world. S

Twenty-five cents a bottie. *
*eeeeSSeeOOeeeeOeeOOOO@se

IEcuWh or seil a patent,
PATENTSgo to a trustworthY

firm who understand the patent laws -beware of firms
who offer schemes-Our 2o years personal expert-
ence is at your service. Write us for information and
terms.

U.S. OfNce, 906 F St., N.W., Wa hington, D.C.
CUTTER & SANuPiHL, 15a Bleury St., t4ontreal.

Ask your grocet for

For I able and Iakry, Purest and Bet

POLL
A REMEDY FOR ALL

ALENTS. Superseding Bitter

Apple Pil Cochia Pennyroyal, etc.
Order of ail Chemists or post free

* for $1.50 froni EVANS & SONS.
LimITED, TORONTO.

OR
MARTIN, Chemist, SOUTHAMPTON.

Hold1 N&STEEL

Holiday Goods
WALLETS
PURSES
POCKET
BOOKS

PORTFOLIOS
PHOTO

CASES
LETTER and
CARD CASES

FANCY STATIONERY
INK STANDS PAPETERIES
PRESENT BOXES PENCILS

STATIONERY CABINETS
Complete Stationery House.

The BROWN BROS.,
LIMITED,

Stationery, Leather Goods, Bookbinding,

64-68 King St. East, - TORONTO.

BREVITY 18 THE SOUL 0F

WtT." GoO0 WIFE, YOU S Oi



CA NA DIA N MAGAZINE AD VERTISER

SULPHOLINE
LOTION

Theams Skin Fluid.
Englieh... knFud

ERUPTIONS, PIMPLES, BLOTCHES,
DisappeaP in a few days.

There is scarcely any eruption but wil yield to
SULPHOLINE In a few days, and commence to fade
away. Ordinary Pimples, Redness, Blotches, Scurf,
Roughness vanish as if by magic; whilst old,
enduring Skin Disorders, however deeply rooted,
SULPHOLINE successfully attacks. It destroys the
animalcule which mostly causes these unsi ghtly,
Irritable, painful af=ections, and produces a clear,
smooth, supple, healthy skin.

Bottles of SULPHOLINE sold everywhere In Canada.

Wholesale Agents, LYMAN BROS., TORONTO

|ARNOLD' STOOD

M. Varicoso

BAILEY'S

Elastic $
8tockings

A badly fitting stocking, or one made of
unsuitable material, is not only no good, it
is positively harmful.

- Varix,'' ail about Elastic Stockings, how to
Wear, cean, and repair them, post free 5 cents.

New 89page Cataloguef Surgical Appliances
ýents. \ holesale DeXot for Every Article for Sick
ursing. Established .D. 1833. Nurse Catalogue,

ar ages. Wholesale prices. Send Professional

W. H. BAILEY & SON,
38 Oxford St., London, W., England.

r LEARN TO HYPNOTIZE!
Reader, do you desire to become a Hypnotist? Do you want to know how to utilize the most

powerful and mysterious force of nature ? Do you value control oyer others? Do you value the means
of seuigfinship, love and personal influence? r Do you value the poemocoqe ann
banish sickness, ta reform a misguided friend, to gain business success, to win wealth, position and
happiness ?if you do, you must learn to Hypnotize. Why not? Nootheraccomplishment issoeasily
acquired. It can te mastered in a few hours timie, without leaving your home. It costs nothing
ta fid ou al a aut t. The greatest Hvpnotist ofthe century hasjust issued in book

fomalreadexhaustive TItEATIS-R or Inutructor lu Hypnotisas, covering the
whole ground of his Science, and he will send it while the edition lasts, absolutely
IREE TO ALL who apply. The book is profusely illustrated, containing hundreds of
beautiful and artistic engravings, and shows as
never was done before the principles, features,
wonders and uses of this mysterious Science, all
in a popular and pleasing style It tells you just
what Hypnotism is, and what you may accom-
t)ish with it. It shows you how you may sway
the minds of others. perforai astounding feats and
srduce amusement by the hou. New and in-
st1antaneous methods. Success absolateiy gaar-.'', -
anteed. Remember, this grand work costs you .

nothing. It benefits everyhody who reads it. It places you in touch with the
wonder-science of the age. Read it anyhow. It is absolutely FREE. A
postal card will bring it hy return mail, all charges paid. Apply at once to
PROF. L. A. HARRADEN, Box 320, JACKSON, MICH.

Ask your aruggist tor it, or send 25c. tor a box to Coleman fledicine Co., 24 King St. West, Toronto, Ont

THE TEST
OF A

CENTURY. ETR.INKS

Xcix
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EABERRY
foPr the

EETH
"What handsome teeth " may be re-

marked of your teeth if you use Tea-

berry regularly. It is a dentrifice that

gives completest satisfaction to all

users-cleans the teeth, hardens the

gums, keeps the breath sweet.
Sold by all first-class dru gists, 25c. a bottle.

WINDMILLS
The Cheapest Power-WIND.

The Best Engine

The Canadian Airmotor
SGrind, Pump Water

Will Chop, Wherever
Puip. J Required.

At yonr service all the year around.

PUnPS, TANKS,
WATER BASINS, Etc., Etc.

Ont. Wind Engine and Pump Co.,
Limited,

100 Liberty St., Toronto.

Largest Windmill flanufacturers under the British Flag

"QueenCity"Tablets
WASHING MADE EASY

Half the labor in half the time, and no rubbing
to wear out the clothes, better and cleaner wash-
ing with a soft smooth finish that makes ironing
easier, and the articles keep clean and wear longer.

For Sale by Grocers. Druggists
and General Stores.

QUEEN CITY OIL COMPANY, Limited
TORONTO, ONT.

SAMUEL ROGERS. President.
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The symptoms of Dyspepsia are
well known, especially at this jovial,
season. Each and every one of them
may be cured by Dodd's Dyspepsia
Tablets. They work on the sound
principle of giving the stomach a
rest. Containing pepsin and diastase
and other natural digestants, they
themselves actually do the work of
digestion, thus relieving the stomach
of that responsibility. The stomach
thereupon recuperates by natural
means, no other organ or function of
the body being interfered with in the
meantime.

DODD'S DYSPEPSIA TABLETS

cure all forms and symptoms of Dys-
pepsia, including Indigestion, Head-
ache, Fermentation, Nervousness,
Flatulence, Poor Appetite, Heartburn,
Waterbrash, Etc.

FIFTY CENTS A BOX. {
Wherever Medicine is Sold.
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Catchin
tía&MMCold

We don't know of any casier way to catch
cold than to be caught out in the rain, do you ?
Many a person can date his attack of bronchitis
or pneumonia froin such a time. And it often
produces the irst congestion that Lally termi-
nates in consumption.

If you have a weak throat or veak lungs,
just a sprinkling is often enough to give you a
bard cold which bangs on for weeks. It's just
the same with children-there's nothing that
will bring on an attack of the croup quicker
than wet feet.
Stop this trouble before it goes any further.

It's very easy and very simple. Take a hot foot-
bath, drink a bowl of hot lemonade, and get thor-
oughly warmed up. Then take a dose of Ayer's
Cherry Pectoral and go to bed. The chances are
you will be all right in the morning. Continue
the Cherry Pectoral for a few days until all
coughing has disappeared.

Asthma, bronchitis, hoarseness, laryngitis, la
grippe, consumption, and all hard coughs and

colds begin with a -catching cold." Ayer's Cherry Pectoral cures these sharp
colds quickly. and it cures the results of neglected colds, also, only it takes a
little more time.

You Can Now Buy Ayer's Cherry Pectoral for 25 Cents.

The 25c. size is just right for an ordinary, everyday cold. For asthma,
whooping-cough and such diseases, and for colds that have been hanging on,

the 50c. size is better. For consumption and for chronic cases, the $1.oo
size is most economical.
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Shoe $5
This great specialty shoe for nien
meets with instant success where-
ever introduced. Being built on -the best $3 Shoe ever made for men.
the natural lines of the foot, it fits Good material, high-class workman-
perfectly and retains its graceful, ship, and a sensible, stylish shape mark
stylish shape during the prolonged the " World-Known " Shoe the leader
life of the shoe. For ease, grace. of its class.
and durability the " Hu-man-ic" To be had only of one dealer in a
Shoe has no equal at any price. city.
Made in all leathers. Suitable for It will pay dealers to communicate
young and old. Price, $5. One | with the manufacturer if they know
dealer in a city lias the exclusive these shoes are not on sale in their
agency. citv.

"Hu-man-ic" and "World-Known Shoes" sold by the leading
dealer in each city. If not yet on sale in your city order direct of

Hathaway, Soule & Harrington,
Owners and Makers of "Hu-man-ic " and " World-Known " Shoes,

118 Lincoln St., Boston, Mass., U.S.A.

Oldest Daily
IN THE

Kootenays S
IS THE

Rosslanda Record
REPLETE WITH MINING trousers
NEWS THAT IS ACCU-

RATE AND OFFICIAL

Issued Every Evening and' Sent ThesrcchnmorethananyotherSuspenders
lose their stretch others do

The " Fndwe-il -aI 50 vÜ. A I noe a tmi ets. Sainpie lairsPostpaid for $5.00 Per Year. post-aid n rT eipt f priev. NItk traw r s pprrq frsagging.
pirha wnd who entl their reihe s others1P IF dF o . Na T

WILLIAM K. ESLIN, r
CH-ESTER SUSPENDER Co., - Brockville, Ont.

8ranch. Roxbury, Mass, U. S. A.-Proprietor.



civ CA NADIA N MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

WIN... ___ E*:' 4)E1N

Fond of Music?
,6% If you're one of the peo-

ple who are fond of music

but yet have no skill in

playing, you'll find a

Music Box a source of
constant delight-a com-

panion that never loses
its charm and always suits

PRICES FROM $15 TO $300. yu hnigmos
Grave or gay--classical

favorites or rag-time operas--Wagner's strains

or the latest music hall successes-you can have

them all, or just what you wish of them. A

variety of discs'chosen by the purchaser go with

,each Box, and others may be had at trifling

expense whenever desired. The catalogue of

music available is practically unlimited. We

make everyone welcome who cares to come and

hear our Stella and Regina Boxes-or, if you

cannot visit us in person, correspond-we will

gladly send you full information by mail.

GOURLAY, WINTER & LEEMING, 188 Yonge Street.

GO0U RLAY, WINTER aLEEMING
188 YONGIE Sir. TORONTO



Canadian People
are Proud to Acknowledge

"L'IEmpereur"
Champagne

as a product of Canada.
It is pure. No fancyI price for foreign label.
Fermented into bottle un-

der expert from France.

Send For
CATALOGUE.

SJ.S. Hamilton & Co.
EXTRA DBy Brantford

spzcîjcij and

Pelee Island.
Manufacturers

L'Empereur" Extra Dry.

WE
EMPLOY

METM1OD
Or MAKING
PLATES FOP
LETTER PRESS

I

St. Denis lio
Broadway and Eleventh

(Opposite Grace Church)

NEW YORK

te
St.

I

Conducted on European Plan
at moderate rates.

Centrally located and most
convenient to amusement and
business districts.

Of easy access from depots
and ferries by Broadway cars
direct, or by transfer.

WILLIAM TAYLOR & SON
PROPRIETORS I
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"ABBEY'S EFFERYESCENT SALT Used Dally
Gives Heail

ROYAL
YEAST
QKES

MOST PERFECT MADE.
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"A Perfct Food,"
Proserves ialth,"

"dProlgs Lite.

Bahkor'ys
Dreakfa

Cocs
Walter Baker & Co.m.

(JICAGO- ILL.
1593

Ask
Vour
Hadware
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Shear,
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SHEARS
AND

SCISSORS
Manufactured from

Finest =bel b of Work.
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How to Bty and

Take Cam of
-· Ssors.

Establuh.d 1780

Branch House, 6 Hospital Str
rONTRBAL
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HOTEL EMPIRE
Fdwy &W nh BteY. OI.
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ACCESSIBLE. MODERN. FIREPROOF.
An Extensve Library of Choice Literature.
Orchestrai Concerts Every Evening.
Delightfully and convenîently located wthin ten minutes

of the Amusm'fet and Shopping centres.

RATES MODERATE
AMBRICAN &nd UUROPAN PLANS

Write for our book, " The Empire Illustrated.

W. JOumNSON QUINN Pwepdater.

e'

w

IN ONB BOTTL..
omgmAu

NO tIBÀ4TIN OR

TNAOE-MAU%


