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Mooney’s Sugar Wafers

are made with double layers of crisp, spicy biscuit crusts. FEach
ayer 1s a delight—between is a rich delicious cream, a com-
bmatlon_ of sweets that can’t be duplicated.

1s luscious cream is made in many flavors—from real fruits.
At luncheon or dinner to-day instead of serving the usual

dessert try Mooney’s Sugar Wafers. Let their delicious taste
to-day decide your desserts for the future.

In Tin Boxes 10c and 25c Sizes
and Candy Co., Limited, Stratford

e

The Mooney Biscuit , Canada
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THE EVER POPULAR
HOUSEHOLD REMEDY

Which has now borne the Stamp of Public approval for

OVER FORTY YEARS.
== ENO’S
¢
i FRUIT
SALT

PLEASANT TO TAKE,

Refreshing and Invigorating.

W

s

ALT

Ty ; HERE is no simpler, safer or more
MY FRUIT SALINE ok FRUIT POWOER

agreeable aperient which will, by

w:,}‘& R T natural means, get rid of dangerous

r AN HEALTH-CIVING waste matter without depressing the

X& PLEASANT. COOLING spirits or lowering the vitality.
g REFRESHING :

SinvigonATiNG. It can be safely used every day
even by invalids and children.

THE BEST OF ALL
HOUSEHOLD REMEDIES
AT ALL TIMXES.

Prepared only by J. C. ENO, Ltd., ‘FRUIT SALT' WORKS, LONDON, S.E.

Agents for Canada, Messrs. HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO..Ltd,,
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|
- When next in
- London (¢

Remember that the World’s Greatest Hotel offers all the
amenities and luxuries, conveniences and facilities which
only Europe’s largest and most completely equipped meénage
can offer.
Picturesgue Situation—The Cecil has a broad and
noble frontage overlooking
the river Thames with entrance giving on to the Strand,
London’s principal thoroughfare.

Convenience—The Cecil is conveniently situated, mid-
way between East and West London,

within easy reach of the Theatres, Termini and large business
establishments of the Metropolis.

Esuipment The Cecil is the most comprehensively equipped
residential establishment in the World—Bed-

rooms quiet and restful ; Bathroom contigious to everyone.
Radiation in rooms and corridors. Telephone in every room,

Orchestra throughout the day in handsome lofty Louis
Quatorze Palm Court. Garage free for all Visitor’s Cars.

Tariff—Strictly moderate, meals in the beautiful Empire Rest-
aurant may be had a la carte at Prix - Fixe.

Ask at the Travel Bureau of this Magasine for a copy

e of the Hotel Cecil Booklet. This shows, by text and tllustra-
tion, some of the luxuries of the Hotel's wnterior its imposing
exterior, the cost of a stay, brief or extended, and conlains a
variety of general information that will be found very useful

to the intending visitor to London.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO. CAN.

F. W. Kaiser Gen. Manager.

‘_—




August Fiction
Number

The August Number of Zhe Canadian Magasine will be
composed largely of entertaining, high-class short stories by
Canadian and other well-known writers.  This magazine is noted
for the fine quality of its fiction—fiction that appeals to intelligent,
thinking readers. Great interest has been aroused by the two
series of short stories now running. Just how Sax Rohmer will
permit his hero, Robert C.airn, to capture and expose the mys
tical Ferrara is becoming more and more a question of absorbing
interest. Equally so is the speculation as to how Madge Macbeth
will bring about a triumph for the young English engineer
Chisholm over the wily Aniwar Ali. Among other Canadian

contributors are Alan Sullivan and Isabel Ecclestone MacKay.

$2.50 PER ANNUM.

SINGLE COPIES, 25 CENTS.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

200-206 Adelaide Street West - TORONTO

Including Great Britain, Ireland and most of the Colonies.
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How BENGER’S FOOD PROVIDES A CHANGE
A FROM LIQUID MILK DIET FOR INVALIDS.

Invalids gradually recovering strength and who
yet require light diet will find the special recipes
in Benger's Booklet a welcome change from
liquid or semi-liquid foods. These dishes, con-
sisting as they do largely of Benger’s Food, will
be found exceedingly appetising, most digestible,
and very nutritious for Invalids.
Some of the Recipes :

Benger's Food with Chocolate. Benger's Food thickened.
Benger's Food and Raw Egg. Sago Pudding ‘made with
Arrowroot Pudding made with Benger’s.

Benger's. Ground Rice made with
Queen Pudding made with Benger’s. Benger's, etc.

!
WY 2, 4N Y .
1. 1 o ool

is unequalled when the digestive system is weakened through
accident, pain or illness, and whenever a light sustaining diet
has become a necessity.
Booklets and Samples may be obtatned post free from the Manufacturers—
BENGER'S FOOD, LTD., Otter Works, Manchester, ENG.
or from their Wholesale Agentsin Canada :— - Y
The National Drug & Chemical Co. of Canada, Ltd., Montreal, or any of their branchesat.
Halifax, N.S. Vi Vancouver, B.C. Nelson, B.C.

Winnipeg, Man.
onto, On

F ] ’-"" ".;'JZ" i N ol'l.-: ,)\,",?; .
PHOTOGRAPHY | =Ydtbutlering
brings pleasure and profit to ‘those who ‘ : :

Now how to make good pictures. Our
in"me Study Course conveys the knowledge
ey abstract practical form. No guessing,
sﬁulo_Ss after taking this course. Better
i it costs but a trifle. We ask you to

rite for particulars. Address: 5

X TELEPHONE PEN 0278 _.;

o .
‘,‘ Registered in Canada X *\
.

t. To be had of the leading
o

- g’ L.

Stationers in Canada.

“ with S
g JOHN HEATH’S i
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|

|
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1

T Art Department ‘
HE SHAW SCHOOLS, TORONTO, CANADA. ‘
|

R. W. MAGEE, Director.

S—

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

LANYL" THE
ME@KN G INK

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

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

| COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Ltp. 7%355282ES™ ENGLAND

€¢
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The One
and Only

P sauce

ONE QUALITY
ONE SIZE
ONE PRICE

Stores sell
| H.P.—here

Oakey’s
SILVERSMITHS’ SOA.P
Oakey’s
EMERY c'mm
Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s
“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc.

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

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

HAVE YOU A
BOOKPLATE ?

I design and engrave
Bookplates to incor-
porate any desired fea-
ture, each design being
original work, specially
drawn for each plate.
Pencil sketch showing
suggested treatment
sent for approval in all
cases. The cost varies,
of course, according to the amount of work
involved and the method of engraving, rang-
ing from Five Dollars for design, plate and
100 proofs complete in the case of a simple
design, but in all cases I feel sure my prices
are much lower than are usually charged for
equally good work,

I havesent many Bookpiates to Canada and
U.S.A. and have a large number of testimo-
nials as to-the excellent way in which the de-
signing and engraving have been executed.

On request I will send <pecimens free to any address
at home or abroad. It generally takes about three weeks
to complete the design, plates and 100 proofs, but as
Bookplates are increasingly recognised as most suitable

fifts, it is sometimes necessary to complete in less time,
do this whenever possible.

H. C WARD,
49 Great Portland St., London, England.

The Frenzied Fear
Makes him go white ;
It’s cost him dear
Not using Fluxite.

ANYONE can easily repair articles with

the paste that

SIMPLIFIES SOLDERING

and Lead-Jointing.
In Homes everywhere soldering jobs are being done with

Fluxite to save time and money. It is used in Workshops
and on Motor-cars all over the world.
Of Ironmongers and Stores in small and large tins.
The *“Fluxite” Soldering Set contains a special ‘‘Small-
space” Soldering Iron, a pocket Blow-Lamp, Fluxite,
S%lder, etc., and a pamphlet on “Soldering Work.

Sample Set, Post paid direct, $1.35
Auto Controller Co., 266 Vienna Rd., Bermondsey, Eng*
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A KINGS SUIT at

A SPLENDID
SUit

All Wool Suiting
—roll lapels—per-
manent cuffs to
trousers, from
$11.60 (plus duty).

The EGERTON
BURNETT Trade
Mark isthe Hall
Mark of

Intrinsic Worth

YOUR “PRICE

Most every man knows of Egerton Burnett-—tailors
by appointment to His Majesty.

Their woollens are famed on two continents. Their
skill is the admiration and envy of the tailoring-world.
In London, an Egerton-Burnett suit is the ‘‘last word”
in made-to-measure clothes.

Egerton-Burnett, in their great London shops, will
tailor a suit to YOUR measure—from the finest of English
fabrics—in the latest London or New York styles—for
$18 to $25 (depending on your selection of fabrics) and
prepay all forwarding charges.

Why be satisfied with ready-made or lower-quality
clothing, when a genuine Egerton-Burnett made-to-
measure suit of latest pattern can be had for so little
money ?

Any well-dressed man can tell you that Ege;ton-
Burnett garments look better—fit better—and wear better
than any other clothing at anywhere near our prices.

Our 1914 style-book, together with generous samples
CUT of beautiful fabrics and complete selt-measuring in-
structions will be mailed to you FREE on request.

THIS To EGERTON BURNETT, LIMITED
(of Wellington, Somerset, England)

COUPON Warehouse A, 119 Wellington Street West - TORONTO

Dear Sirs,—Please send me your New Style Book and full range
AND ot patterns.
MAIL R S e e
AT AOALERY (i o sipemarssoms R MR ke A A Sk AN N e
ONCE Can. Mag.
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Noted for Superiority in Quality, Fit and Value. ]

¢ (ONDON GLOVE COMPANY

IENGLAND’'S GREAT GLOVE STORE

LADIES’ REAL KID GLOVES.
Made from fine skins, splen-
didly finished ; in White, Beav-
ers, Tans, Browns, Greys or
Black. Three Press Buttons.
69 cents per pair.

Ladies’ Strong Kid Gloves,

fine quality,pique sewn,in White,
Tans, Beavers, Greys or Black,
Two Pearl Press Buttons, 85
cents per pair.
The * VALLIER,*”>—
Best Quality Wash-
able French Kid,
in White, Biscuit,
Lavender, Greys,
Pastel Beavers and
Tans, 4 Pearl But-
tons. 95 cents,

LADIES’ CAPE
GLOVES

The ‘CONNAUGHT,’
— Superior quaiity
Cape Gloves (British
made), in Tan
Shades, Spear
Points, Prix - seam
sewn. 2 Press Buttons. 71 cents per pair, 3 pairs for $2.07
EVENING GLOVES

The ““OPERETTA?’ Real Kid Gloves in White, Cream or
Black. Twelve Button length mousriuetaire, 95 cents per
pair, Three pairs tor $2.80. 16 Button length, mousquetaire,
$1.20 per pair, 3 pairs for $3.59. 20 Button length,
mousquetaire, $1.69 per pair, 3 pairs for $4.99.

The °“*VALLIER.”’—Best Quality Washable French Kid
in White only. Eight Button length, mousquetaire, $1.34
per pair, 3 pairs for $3. Twelve Button length,
mousquetaire, $1.69 per pair, 3 pairs for $4.99. Sixteen
Button length, mousquetaire, $2.17 per pair, 3 pairs for

Ladies’ Snow -iWhite Washable Doeskin,
British made, pique sewn, a splendid wearing
and washing Glove. . Two large Pearl Buttons.
61 cents per pair. 7

New Washable ¢ De-
grain” Gloves, British
made, in White or
Chamois colour, beauti-
fully finished sott skins,
smart and _ excellent
wearing. Prix-
seam sewn.
Press Buttons.
Ladies’ orMen’s,
79¢ per pair.

BRITISH
MADE
GIOVES

No. 307, Ladies’ Extra Quality Washable Doeskin Gloves,
Reindeer finish (British Made). A strong, durable Glove, in
White only. Prix-seam Sewn. 2 Large Pearl Buttons.
9ljcents per pair.

The Canadian?®® Buck Finish Gloves, in Tan or Grey, an
excellent wearing Glove, British ade. Prix-seam sewn.
Ladies’ with 3 Buttons, Men's with 1 Press Button.
95 cents per pair.

Ladles’ or Men’s Real Deerskin, a very handsome and
serviceable Glove in Dark Tan or Dark Grey.  British
Made Prix-seam Sewn, $1.34 per pair.

$6.45.
““PROKLIPS > STOCKINGS

The L, G. Co.’s Celebrated Hosiery,
with Strengthened Tops to resist the
strain of Suspenders. Specially de-
signed by and only obtainable from the
L. G. Co.

“A very clever invention.”"—The Queen.

No. H100.—Plaln Black Proklips Lisle
Thread Hose, 40c, per pair.

No. H167.—Proklips Lisle Thread in
Black, White or Tan Shades, with
Cashmere Feet. 46 cents per pair.

No. H174.—Proklips Lisle, in Black,
Tan or Bronze, with Self Embroidered
Silk Clox. 53 cents per pair,

Proklips Plain Black Cashmere Hose,
sp endidly made and finished.

No. H2, Superior Quality, 40c per pair
No. H3, Hand Wrought™ 49¢ LS
No. H4, Best Quality 61c “

PRICE LISTS may be obtained free, on application to the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd., 200-206 Adelaide St., West, Toronto

SPECIALITY IN UNDERWEAR

The first successful effort
gm to produce a BRITISH

MADE Ribbed Garment of
sufficient merit to compete
with foreign made goods
which have hitherto mono-
polised the British market.
Obtainable only from the
London Glove Company.

WOOL AND SILKETTE
uN (1 A i ““ERIN®® COMBINATIONS
Low Neck, Short Sleeves,
Medium size $1.20 each
Outsize - $1.32 each
High Neck, Short Sleeves,
Medium size - $1.28 each
Qutsize - $1.38 each

ALL WOOL ““ERIN®® COMBINATIONS, WHITE ONLY
Low Neck, Short Sleeves, Medium Size, $1.44; Out size,
$1.52. High Neck, Short Sleeves, Medium Size, $1.58 ;
Out-size, $1.64.

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

General Post Office, London, England.

Address

Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.

aii‘orsers THe LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England.

—r—r
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The Secret of Beauty

is a clear velvety skin and a youthful complexion.
If you value your good looks and desire a

perfect complexion, you must use Beetham'’s
La-rola. It possesses unequalled qualities for
imparting a youthful appearance to the skin
and complexion of its users. La-rolais delicate
and fragrant, quite greaseless, and is very
pleasant to use. Get a bottle to-day, and thus
ensure a pleasing and attractive complexion.

» BEETHAM'S 1
ATOLIO

Obtainable from all Stores & Chemists
M.BEETHAM &SON, CHELTENHAM, ENG.

What the world of ailing men
and women has been waiting for—

VITAFER the improved

and perfected tonic food.
As food for the body—Vitafer increases vitality,
builds bone, nourishes tissue, and increases weight
without adding fat.
As food for the brain—Vitafer contains Organic

Phosphorus in the only form in which it can be
A Doctor’s splendid perfectly utilised by the brainand nervous system.

tribute to Vitafer— &
‘1 have prescribed Vitafer and

shall do so as occasion arises in

my practice, for I find it acts as

an excellent restora ive in con-

lescence fi ari iseas
D The Greatest of s tonic Foods,

Vitafer succeeds where other tonic foods fail
as a restorative from nervous exhaustion. debility, neurasthenia, etc,, and after influenza.
Vitafer was awarded the Gold Medal for its excellence as a
tonic food at the great International Congress of Medical Men.
Note the moderate price which places it within the reach of all.
From Drug Stores, in tins B0c and 75¢; larger sizes $1.26 and $2.
Sole Manufacturers :— SOUTHALL BROS. & BARCLAY, LTD., BirminGHAM, Eng.




By The Way

Goldwin Smith used to insist that the people of the Canadian Northwest
were not readers, but of course everyone who knows the West at all, knows

that the people there now are keen readers. And they read magazines.

Mrs. Thomas R. Morgan writes :

“I must congratulate you on your magazine. It is
read by hundreds out here in this last great West,
where we do not go in for reading as the Easterners
do, proving its exceptional interest, both from a
national, an educational and a pleasurable point of
view."’

Mr. A. Saint Cyr, of Prince Albert, Saskatchewan, writes :

““The Canadian Magazine and The University Magazine
are two of the best publications in this sense—that
they publish frequently well written articles on Cana-
dian history, which we can never know too well, Such
writings bring to their true light many facts of which
we were ignorant or which had been twisted to serve
special purposes by interested parties. I have in
mind the story which appeared in the first pages of
the April number where due credit is given to this
young French-Canadian officer De Salaberry, the
hero of the battle of Chateauguay.”

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

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

200-206 ADELAIDE STREET WEST - TORONTO
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The favorite

65 years.

Q{I

A Perfect Complexion
On Your Holidays

A beautiful pearly white complexion which will be
the admiration and envy of your friends. A complex-
ion such as all ladies of refinement desire to obtain.
This is the assurance every woman has who takes with
her to the country or the seashore a bottle of

GouraudsOriental Cream

the ideal liquid powder. It far surpasses the or-
dinary dry powders, as it nourishes the skin and does
not clog the pores. GOURAUD’S ORIENTAL CREAM is
absolutely free from grease and consequently does not
encourage the growth of hair. It whitens, softens and
clears the skin and is beneficial in the treatment of
nearly all skin afflictions. <

Price, 50c. and $1.50 Per Bottle

at Department Stores and Druggists or divect
on receipt of price.

GOURAUD’S ORIENTAL
VELVET SPONGE .

should always be used when
applying Gouraud’s Oriental
Cream. It is perfectly smooth
and velvety, and will give you
the most satisfactory results.
Sent in a dust-proof box on
receipt of 50c.

FERD T. HOPKINS & SON,
37 Great Jones Street, New York.

Send 10c. in stamps for a booklet of Gouraud's
Oriental Beauty Leaves, a little book of perfumed
powder leaves to carry in the purse.
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TORONTO
CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC

A. S. VOGT, Mus. Doc., Musical Director

EXAMINATIONS, JUNE 15th TO 20th.

Applications must be in not later than May 15th.
Send for YEAR BOOK of 1913-14, and pamphlet descriptive ot the Women's Residence.

CONSERVATORY SCHOOL OF EXPRESSION
SPECIAL CALENDAR F. H. KIRKPATRICK. Ph.D., Principal
Public Reading. Oratory, Physical and Vocal Culture, Dramatic Art and Literature.

Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely separate. Upper School prepares boys for the
Universities and for business. Finest School Grounds in Canada—80 acres.

The School won University Scholarships at Matriculation in 1909, 1910 and 1911. | |
| REV. J. O. MILLER, M.A., D.C.L., Principa!

RIDLEY COLLEGE
St. Catharines, Ont.

bt Y :%-3-“)

-

“l- Bisbop's College
/ School

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

Men occupying some of the most prominent This is an ideal place to send your boy, the sur-
positions in Canada, both in the army, the professions roundings are healthful and the buildings up-to-date,
and in business, have been educated at Bishop's sanitary and well ventilated.

College School. o .Boys are prepared for R.M.C., Kingston, the

All B.C.S. candidat:s tor Matriculation into the | Universities and business life by an efficient staff
Royal Military College Kingston, passed successfully, of masters, chiefly graduates of English Univer-
the head boy taking fourth place. sities.

FOR CALENDARS, INFORMATION, Etc.. APPLY TO THE HEAD MASTER.
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BIShOp FORTY-SEVENTH YEAR
WYKEHAM HALL, COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO.

StraChan A Church Residential and Day School For Girls.

Full Matriculation Course, Elementary Work, Domestic Aurts,
SChOOI Music and Painting,
Principal - Miss Walsh | Vice-Principal - Miss Nation

Preparatory Department, 423 Avenue Road, under the management of
Bishop Strachan School.

Head Mistress: Miss R. E. Churchard, Higher Certificate, National Freebel Union.
\ SCHOOL RE-OPENS SEPTEMBER [0th

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

278 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Canada.
School re-opens Monday, Sept. 14th, 1914
A residential and day school, well appointed, well
managed, and convenient. Number of resident
pupils limited to twenty-eight. Students prepared for
University Examinations. Specialists in each depart-
ment. Affiliated with the Toronto Conservatory of
Music. F. McGillivray Knowles, R.C.A., Art Director.
For announcement and information address the Prin-
cipal,

MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

A High-Class Residential and Day School for Girls

St. Alban’s LCadies’ @ollege

PRINCE ALBERT, SASK.
President—The Right Rev. The Lord Bishop of Saskatchewan
Regular Course of Study—That laid down by the Depart
ment of Education. Pupils prepared for the Universities, for
the Normal School, for the Examination of the Toronto
Conservatory of Music, and for the Royal Drawing Society.
Fully Qualified Staff. Special attention given to Language
and Music. High and healthy situation. Good grounds
and Tennis Court, Steam Heating and Electric Light.

Pertect Sanitary Arrangements.
A large new wing was opened in the Autumn of 1913,

For Illustrated Booklet (allinformation) apply to Lady Principal

Short-Story Writing

; Q COURSE of forty iessons in the his- One student writes: ‘‘l know that you

tory, form, structure, and writing of the  will be pleased when I tell you that I have
Short-Story taught by Dr. J. Berg  just receiveda check for $125 from ‘Every-
Esenwein, Editor of Lippincott’s Magazine. body s fon a Kiimorots -Wiotw. - They dsk
Story-writers must be made as wellas born;  for more. I am feeling very happy, and
they must master the details of construction very grateful to Dr. Esenwein.”’

if they wou'd turn their talents to account.
May we send you the names of stu- We also offer courses in Photoplay Writ-
dents and graduates who have suc-  ing, Versification and Poetics, Journalism;
ceeded? And the success their letters  in all over One Hundred Home Study
prove is practical. It means recognition, Courses, many of them under professors in
accepted manuscripts and checks from Harvard, Brown, Cornell, and other leading

editors. colleges.
' 250-Page Catalog Free. Please Address

D Evenwein  THE HOME CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL, Dept. 293, Springfield, Mass. |

————
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DREW'S coLL[GE

A RESIDENTIAL anp oL fisgh BTG us i Bt [ s _ a
DAY SCHOOL 4 ‘ e ,i ~ TORONT

Calendar sent on application
Autump term commences Sept. 10th, 1914.
Rev. D. Bruce Macdonald, M.A.,L.L.D., Headmaster

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

ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E.,, TORONTO, ONTARIO

£l

A Residential and Day School for Girls

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

VMRS'. GEORGE DICKSON MISS J. E, MACDONALD, B.A.,
President. Principal. |

Westminister College

Toronto
#l Residential & Day Scbool for Girls ‘

Situated opposite Queen's Park, Bloor St. W.
Every Educational facility provided. 4
Pupils prepared for Senior Matriculation.
Music, Art and Physical Education.
The School, by an unfailing emphasis upon the moral as well as
the intellectual, aims at the development of a true womanhood.
SCHOOL REOPENS SEPT. 8th, 1914 For CALENDAR APPLY—

JOHN A. PATERSON, K. C. MRS. A. R GREGORY
President. Principal.
o
AT e e = 2% ’

BGlen Adawr | |

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO f
Residential and Day School for Girls !

Principal—M1SS J. J. STUART |
(Successor to Miss Veals)

Ciassical Tripos, Cambridge University, England
Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly situated
Highly qualified staff of Canadian and Euro-
pean teachers. The curriculum shows close
touch with modern thought and education.
Preparation for matriculation examinations. Y
Special attention given to individual needs.
Outside Games, Rink.

New Prospectus from Mi1ss STUART. !

—
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Successes
Head Master: 1st place McGill Science 3

C.S.Fosbery, M.A. Matric. in 1910 and 1912

tanksomehall:
A Residential and Day School for Girls

Hon, Principal, - Miss M. T. ScorT
Principal, M1ss EDITH M. READ, M.A.

Preparation for the University and for Examinations
in Music. Well equipped Art Department. Domestic
Science Department. Thoroughly efficient staff.
Large playgrounds. Outdoor games—Tennis, Basket-
ball, Rink. Healthful locality.

PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS,

Autumn Term will begin September 10th.
For Prospectus apply to the Secretary.

Queen’s University

Kingston - Ontario
INCORPORATED BY ROYAL CHARTER IN 1841

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

B S DUOATIONAL CODRGES. mnder ngrociipat’ | B S b SCITl S S URN e 40 Che' Toag ooy ot
with the Ontario Education Department, are accepted as the 4 x v
Professional courses for (a) First Class Public School Cer- HOME STUD
Uficate ; (b) High School Assistant’'s Interim Certificate, THE ARTS COURSE may be taken by correspon-
and (c) Specialists Interim Certificate. dence, but for degree one year's attendance is required.

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

SCHOOL OF MINING

A College of Applied Science, Affiliated to Queen’s University,
KINGSTON - ONTARIO

THE FOLLOWING FOUR-YEAR COURSES ARE OFFERED FOR DEGREE OF B.Sc.

(a) MINING ENGINEERING. (e) CIVIL ENGINEERING.
(b) CHEMISTRY AND MINERALOGY. (t) MECHANICAL ENGINEERING.
(c) MINERALOGY AND GEOLOGY. (g) ELECTRICAL ENGINEERING.

(d) CHEMICAL ENGINEERING.
Zor Calendar of School and further information apply to the
SECRETARY, SCHOOL OF MINING, KINGSTON, ONT.

S
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Faes mmes ARTISTS, COLLEGES and STUDENTS
Using Oil and Water Colors should write for our Catalog

P&~ Special Discounts to out of town Customers.

Dealers given Trade Discount and Special Attention on following-
We are Agents for—

CAMBRIDGE COLORS (Madderton & Co.)

MEDICI PRINTS (Medici Society, London, Eng
MANSELL'S ( London, Eng.) COLORED and PLAIN PLATINUM
and CARBON PICTURES of Old Masters
CW. FAULKNER CO's., ( London, Eng.) PICTURES, XMAS,
BIRTHDAY CARDS, ETC.

ARTISTS’ SUPPLY CO. 7 YORK, STREET

—

Art Association
OF MONTREAL

The Schools of Art in the New
Galleries, Elementary, Life, An-
tique and Painting Classes will
re-open for 1913-14 on the 14th 1
October, 1913. '

Application should be made promptly to

J. B. ABBOTT, Secretary
. Write for Prospectus

RESIDENT and DAY SCHOOL for BOYS.
Shbur COlle e Modern, Fireproof Buildings. Pure Water from
our own Artesian Well. Gymnasium, Chapel.
Special preparation for R. M. C., Universities

Rockcliffe Park - Ottawa and R. C. Navy.
For calendar apply:—REV. GEO. P. WOOLLCOMBE, M. A. [Oxon.] Headmaster. !!

"

The Dhargaret Eaton 5cbool of literature and Erpression

North Street, Toronto. Mrs. Scott Raff, Principal

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

send for Calendar

T

Bishop Bethune College - Oshawa, Ontario :

A Residential School for Girls. 3
Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto, '
Preparation for the Universit; g and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Young children also receive: A
Fine location. Outdoor games and physical training.
The Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sis [
ter, who for twelve years taught in the School with marked success. |
Voiee culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress. I

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

OTTAWA LADIES’ COLLEGE

WILL RE-OPEN SEPT. 8th, in the new building costing $140,000. This building is complete

in every respect and is absolutely fireproof. Fully equipped in every department.
For further information write for Calendar. REV. W.D ARMSTRONG,FM.A., Ph.D.,, D.D,, Presideﬂt'
—
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NVERGAL LADIES” COLLEGE o,

Principal B Miss Knox

Thorough education on modern lines. Preparation for honour matriculation and other examinations.
Separate Junior School, Domestic Science Department, Gymnasium, Outdoor Games, Skating Rink,

Swimming Bath.
HAVERGAL - ON - THE - HILL
College Heights  (Junior School) TOronto

For the covenience of pupils resident in the Northern and Western parts of the City. Large playing grounds of nearly four acres—

Crickﬁh tennis, basketball, hockey. Under the direct supervision of Miss Knox, assisted by specialists in Junior School teaching
and in Languages. For illustrated calendars and prospectus apply to the Bursar.

R. MILLICHAMP, Hon. Secretary-Treasurer:

i A

. |Trinity College School
- : o o . PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys
FOUNDED 1865

Beautitul Healthy situation overlooking Lake Ontario with
20 acres of Playing Fields, Gymnasium, Magnificent New
Covered Rink.

Boys prepared tor the Universities, Royal Military College
and Business. Religious training throughout the course,
Special attention given to younger boys.

For Calendar apply to the Headmaster—

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

The Royal Military College

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

The College is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving instruction
in all branches of military science to cadets and officers of the Canadian Militia. In fact it corresponds
0 Woolwich and Sandhurst.

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

Whilst the College is organized on a strictly military basis, the Cadets receive a practical and
scientific training in subjects essential to a sound modern education, :

The course includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Fngineering, Surveying, Physics,
Chemistry, French and English,

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

Otimmillionl in all branches of the Imperial service and Oanadian Permanent Force are offered
annually. «

The diploma of graduation is considered by the authorities conducting the examination for Domin-
ion Land Surveyor to be equavalent to a university degree, and by the Regulation of the Law Society
of Ontario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree.

The length of the course is three years, in three terms of 9% months each.

The total cost of the course, inciuding woard, uniform, instructional material, and all extras, is
about $800.

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

For full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, application should
be made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont, or to the Commandant, Royal Military
QOollege, Kingston, Ont.

e ———




18

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Upper CanadaCollege | | Royal

Victoria

TORONTO College

Premier Boys’ School of Canada McGILL UNIVERSITY
MONTREAL.
Founded 1529 by For Resident and Day Students.
SIR JOHN COLBORNE, Governor of Upper Canada Students prepared for degrees in Arts,

Pure Science and Music. Scholarships

are awarded annually. For all in-
Autumn Term begine September 10th, 1914 formation apply to the Warden.
at 10 a.m.

Boarders return on the 9th. e sy e S A

Senior and Preparatory Schools in separate modern
buildings. 50 acres playing and athletic fields, with
rinks, gymnasium and full equipment. Detached in-
firmary, with resident nurse. Summer Camp at Lake
Timagami, conducted by the Physical Instructor of the
College. SUCCESSES 1913—Honours (Matricu-
lation) 31, Pass Matriculation 10, Royal Military
College Passes 3.  All particulars on application to

ARNOLD MORPHY H.W. AUDEN, M.A.

Bursar Principal

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

Ackneowledged to
be the finest crea-
tion of Water-
proof Collars
ever made. As

to see, and buy

no other. All
. 5,5 A1

or
58 FRAZER AVENUE
TORONTO

THE

INDEPENDENT ORDER OF FDRESTERS

Policies issued by the Society are for the protect-
Furnishes ion of your Family and cannot be bought, sold or Total
Coarilot pledged. Benefits
& Lomplece Benefits are payable to the Beneficiary in case of Paid
Sys[em of death, or to the member in case of his total disability, 42 Million
| or to the member on attaining seventy years of age.
nsurance : : Dollars
Policies issued from $500 to $5000

For further information and literature apply to
FRED J. DARCH, S.S. E. G. STEVENSON, S.C.R. TEMPLE BUILDING, TORONTO

re———

THIS INVESTMENT
HAS PAID 7% PER ANNUM

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

National Securities Corporation

LIMITED
CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING - TORONTO, ONTARIO
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T Head Office : Toronto, Canada
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' BANK or TORONTO ¢
INCORPORATED 1855 / JH
Nﬂ
TRAVELLERS’ CHEQUES H:
AND LETTERS OF CREDIT. L”:
. 1.
| Travellers’ Cheques Issued \JV
gﬁ&iﬁ% ANE by the Bank of Toronto are N
ACCOUNTS readily received by Banks,
: Railway and Steamship JV
gy ines, 2ag Agencies and Hotels through- 1\
invited. Joint ac- out the world. They are both
fg(‘]’:frsegpfeg‘refv‘ﬁ’z'r‘ safe and convenient. . "V
o s et e@i"o“,f,’d.iii 5
deposit or withdraw o
3 mfpeyt. Petoat i Letters of Credit are issued
s Pividh Gnedsnlances, for larger amounts, against F
Banking accounts ¥ =] J\
= opened for Socie- which money may be drawn
¥ s = S without delay, at all im- o
' for private pur- portant stopping places on
P the routes of travel, (‘JW
\h
Savings Department in Every Branch. :
Interest Paid on Deposit Balances.
V
Capital - - - $5,000,000 N
= Reserve Funds - 6,307,272
Assets - $60,000,000 [V
W
U e oo

s

—
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up - - $1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund = = - 1,250,000.00
Undivided Profits = = 182,647.61

Head Office: - Toronto

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

A General Banking Business Transacted.

A Fixity of Purpose

in anything, if right, is admirable. The man who carries a Life
Insurance Policy must be fixed in his purpose to pay the premiums
on it. This is one of the many indirect benefits of Life Insurance
for a young man. It teaches him that he has to be systematic and
regular in his payments, or be the loser. This is perhaps a strong
reason that so many successful men in the business world to-day
see that their sons take out insurance, as soon as they commence to
earn for themselves. It places a trust in the boy’s keeping. See
that your sons start out in business with the right idea of the urgent
necessity of Insurance protection in

Federal Life Assurance Co.

strongly impressed upon them.

Write the Home Office, Hamilton, Ont., for information.
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WHEN YOU ARE FIFTY

it will be more comfortable to spend

July and August up north ‘where the

summer breezes blow’ than endure
the heat in town.

AN
EXCELSIOR
ENDOWMENT

will provide

AND EASE

in old age.

To-day only is
yours to insure.

EXCELSIOR LIFE

INSURANCE COMPANY.
Head Office: Toronto, Canada.

N. B.—Write Dept. L for special circular.

-

—

BOND
OFFERINGS

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

Government — Municipal
Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 4% to 6%

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

Dommion SEcurmiEs
CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO. MONTREAL.LONDON.ENG

—
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" Esterbrook’s
Relief No. 314

is an extraordinary

pen that adjusts itself

to any desired slant and

writes smoother than the old

goose quill. Made of special

alloyed metal—won’t corrode—
and finished like a gold pen.

SEND 10¢ for useful metal box containing 12 of
* our most popular pens, including the

famous Falcon 048.
Write for illustrated booklet.

Esterbrook Pen Mfg. Co.

New York Camden N: 3.
BROWN BROS., LIMITED
Canadian Agents, Toronto.

: ||* umw t'u

A u||| dh

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

220 Branches in Canada.
Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.

Savings Department at all Branches.

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

General Banking Business.
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THE CANADIAN BANK OF COMMERCE

HEAD OFFICE - - - - - - TORONTO

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

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

direct representation in New York, San Francisco, Seattle, Portland, Ore., London, Eng.,
Mexico City and St. John's, Newfoundland, this Bank offers unsurpassed facilities for the
transaction of every description of banking business.

SAVINGS BANK ACCOUNTS

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

: With branches situated in all the important towns and cities in Canada and with
[

i i R W i i e i <Ay <l R S - AR R SR D e i i ST s R S .

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000 Reserve Funds - $ 13,500,000
Capital Paid Up - 11,560,000 Total Assets - 180,000,000

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS:

H. S. HOLT, President E. L. PEASE, Vice-President E.F.B, JOHNSTON, K. C., 2nd Vice-President
Wiley Smith Hon. David Mackeen G. R. Crowe James Redmond A. J. Brown, K. C.
D. K. Elliott Hon. W. H, Thorne Hugh Paton T. J. Drummond Wm. Robertson

C. S. Wilcox ‘W. J. Sheppard A. E. Dyment C. E. Neill
Officers.
E. L. Pease, General Manager .
W. B. Torrance, Supt. of Branches C. E. Neill and F. J. Sherman, Asst. Gen.-Managers

330-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA-—-330

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

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

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT sédveHes
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provided for those
who are depend-
ent upon you?

Good intentions or

good resolutions

will not count for

much when your

widow is struggling

to make a living.
Ask for booklet,

“ Endowment at

Life Rate.”

|
|

As a Depository
for Your Savings

we ask you to consider the strength and
stability of this old-established institu-
tion. From 1855 to the present time eciti-
zens of Toronto and people in all parts
of the world have found it a safe and
convenient place to deposit their savings.
The thrify and conservative Scottish in-
vestors have entrusted it with many mil-
lions of pounds sterling. In the history
of our city and our country there have
been many ‘‘lean years,”’ many periods
of ‘“‘hard times,’’ there have been na-
tional and international financial string-
encies, and several financial panics, but
there has never been a moment’s delay in
returning any funds of our depositors
when called for. To-day the Corporation

has
Six Million Dollars

of fully paid-up capital, backed up by a
Reserve Fund amounting to

Four and one-quarter Million

Dollars

Its Assets, which are all most conserva-
tively invested in the safest possible se-
curities, exceed

Thirty-one Million Dollars
But, though the Corporation has grown to
such dimensions, it encourages as much
as ever the depositor of small sums. It
has many small accounts; in fact, its in-
vested funds are to a large extent the
accumulation of many small sums. It has
also some large accounts which have grown
to their present proportions from very
small beginnings. For this reason it cor-
dially welcomes the deposit of a 4gollar,
knowing that in most instances the in-
centive to save and the regular addition
of interest will ensure a steady increase
in the balance at the depositor’s credit.

Interest is credited to the account at

Three and one-half per cent.
per annum, and is compounded twice each
year.

Open your account with us to-day.

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street - Toronto
Established 1855
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A POLICYHOLDERS’ COMPANY

\ North® ' The Guarantee Fund feature enables
American Life the North American Life to combine

Solid the recognized stability of the Joint
g Stock Insurance Company with all the
Benefits of a Mutual Company. North
American Life Policyholders have as
additional security a contingent fund of $300,000—a

provision which costs them nothing.

— The Company to Insure In —

THE NORTH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANCE CO.
Head Office - TORONIO, CAN

" SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL

HEAD OFFICE

CAPITAL AUTHORIZED.. $5,000,000
CAPITAL PAID UP......: $3,000,000
SURPEUS 1. .. it $3,750,000

BRANCHES
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DO YOU KNOW THAT THE PRESENT RUSH OF
SETTLERS TO CANADA REPRESENTS
A NEW SETTLER EVERY. MINUTE
OF OUR WAKING HOURS?

Have you ever CONSIDERED what makes

CANADA such an ATTRACTIVE FIELD
for SETTLEMENT ?

- The Canada of today is a land of Peace and *
Plenty, a place of Sunshine and Big Crops, a
country whose soil spells WHEAT and out of
whose farms thousands are growing rich.

Aiready CANADA'’S per capita wealth is the greatest
in the WORLD.

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS WRITE TO:—

W. D. SCOTT, Superintendent ot Immigration, OTTAWA, CANADA, or
J. OBED SMITH, Asst. Supt. of Emigration, 11-12 Charing Cross, London, S. W., England.
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Check these items:
Blaisdell Paper Pencils save—
1587 337 of goun wordors

ponalb e /o
Hours ymcﬂn@%/
' v

Sold by all progressive
Canadian stationers

PHILADELPHIA

That’s What You
Want For Your
SKIN TROUBLE

If you are a sufferer
from eczema or bad
Bidlegs and hands, dis-
figured by spots and
rashes on your face,
or worried by skin
irritation that robs you
of sleep, use the famous
British skin remedy—
ANTEXEMA—which always cures. It
stops irritation instantly, and a per-
manent cure quickly follows. ANTEX-
EMA is a cooling mnon-poisonous,
creamy liquid, cleanly to use and
scarcely visible on the skin. Give up
useless messy ointments. No banda-
ges required with ANTEXEMA, which
has 30 years’ reputation in Great
Britian, and always succeeds. Get it o
to-day. Of all druggists in Canada. Prices in
Britain 1/125 and 2/9. Wholesale from Antexema
Co., Castle Laboratory, London, N.W., Eng.

nve.

. CURES EVERY

SKIN ILINESS

THE EFFIGIENT GOMPANY

That servant is termed ‘¢ efficient ”
who does well the thing he was em-
ployed to do. The Mutual Life of
Canada, the servant of the Canadian
people, has demonstrated its efficiency.
It has

Paid to bereaved relatives $6,190,921
Paid in endowments - 3,326,241
Paid in dividends - - 2,664,077
Paid for surrendered policies 2,077,260
Paid in all - - - 14,258,499

And it holds to guarantee absolutely the

payment of future obligations $18,095,939

The Mutual Life Assurance Co.

of Canada

Waterloo - Ontario

Is therefore termed ¢‘The Efficient
Company.”

A Great-West Life
Result

Policy for $5000—20 Pay Life,
Age 30. Premium $150.30,
Matured February, 1914.

Cash Value at Maturity

Guaranted value - $2405.00
Profits - - - 1920.00
Total - - - $4325.00

(That is return of all premiums plus
$1319, with $5000 Insurance for 20
years free of cost.)

Ask for the pamphlet ‘1914 Profits’’

giving scores of similarly satisfactory
results.

The Great-West Life

Assurance Company,
HEAD OFFICE - - WINNIPEG

—
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In Spotless Town Professor Wise RUE) &
Divides and adds and multiplies— 1\ e
Subtracts the cost upon a slate "
4 cleaning things from which he 8.
It shows good cents 2 figure so >
The one-=ders of

Will Sapolio
(1) CLEAN’
(2) SCOUR?

(3) POLISH?

Sz'l'ver lwyapper__

lue bang

Answer— (1) YES. ¥

Show your maid how easily she can clean
with Sapolio. Rub just thé amount of Sapolio
you need on a damp cloth,

Show her how quickly the Sapolio suds
remove grease spots from the floor, table or
shelves.

v
v

Answer— (2) YES. ¥~

Sapolio quickly scours all stains and rust
from steel kitchen knives—all grease from
enamel ware.

Answer— (3) YES. ¥

Sapolio brilliantly polishes "all metal sur-
faces—your faucets, aluminum, tins and other
metal kitchen wars, bathroom fixtures, etc.

Best of all, you know Sapolio cannot harm
tlie smooth surfaces, or roughen your hands.

FREE SURPRISE FOR CHILDREN!

DEAR CHILDREN:
WE HAVE A SURPRISE FOR YOU. A TOY SPOTLESS TOWN=

JUST LIKE THE REAL ONE, ONLY SMALLER. IT IS 8/ INCHES LONG.

THE NINE (9) CUNNING PEOPLE OF SPOTLESS TOWN,

IN COLORS, ARE READY, TO CUT OUT AND STAND UP. SENT

FREE ON REQUEST.

Enoch Morgan’s Sons Co., Sole Manufacturers
New York City
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From Grape to Glass

THE NATURAL JUICE

The first crush of clear, sweet juice from the choicest
grapes. Undiluted, unadulterated, unfermented, un-
changed, in fact the E. D. SMITH @ SON kind.
This trade mark on all our goods is a guarantee of

quality.
FOR SALE AT ALL FIRST-CLASS
GROCERS IN CANADA

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

s DE=EON-
IF you are using an imitation and you don’t believe

that it is costing you more than the genuine Lea &

Perrins, try this :

Order a bottle of LEA & PERRINS. Eat one meal
with the imitation—eat the next with Lea & Perrins.

See how much you have been missing. The genuine
goes further and gives more satisfaction.

It does cost more to buy—but costs much less to use.

The white writing on
the Red Label: .
: indicates
he Original
W and Genuine

WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE.

J. M. Douglas & Company, Montreal, Canadian Agents.
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THE
WILLOWS

From the Painting by Maurice Cullen
Exhibited by the Canadian Art Club
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THE LAST OF THE UNGAS®
BY M. GRATTON O'LEARY

HE Isle of Unga, from the top

of whose haunted rock the last

score of a populous nation flung
themselves, lies in the Aleutian chain
In 55 degrees, 20 min., north latitude,
and 160 degrees, 30 min., west longi-
tude. The peninsula of Alaska
stretches out from the continent in a
Westerly direction, and including the
many islands which stretch from the
Mmainland like links of a chain toward

Asia, it reaches through fourteen de-
grees of longitude. Unga is one of
this island chain of the Shumagin
group, which lie just beyond the
outermost cape of the peninsula, which
is also to the westermost point of
the American continent. It was
upon this island that the Unga tribe
made their headquarters, long before
the white man had penetrated the
depths of the Canadian Interior.(

*In the wonderful legendary lore of Alaska there is mo more stirring tale than

thig,

and indeed the records of ancient times may be scanned in vain for a story

more full of primordial human passion. A party of surveyors and geologists sent

out by the Canadian Government about fiv

e years ago met, near Dawson City, a num-

er of coast Indians who had reached that point in the interior by working on the
Tiver boats of the White Pass Company, a distance of more than two thousand miles

of river navigation, without rapid, fall or shoal.

These Indians were the descendants

of the Kenaits, and among their most treasured legends was the story of how their

forefathers

wiped out of existence a great and powerful tribe that dominated the
whole southern portion of the Behring Sea.

The story told to the surveyors and

geologists was fragmentary and incomplete, and it was not until a later date that the

entire narrative became known.

. It was a ‘‘sleep-talker,’’ or medicine man, of the Aleuts who told the complete
Story of the destruction of the Ungas to L. L. Bales, a famous trapper, explorer, and

collector of Alaskan folklore.

For years Mr. Bales had moved among the people of

this beaceful, dying race, speaking their language, observing their customs, and win-

ning his way into their confidence.

Then he visited Ottawa and related this story

to the officials of the Indian Department, from which source it was obtained by the

writer,
closely as ig possible.

The spirit and meaning of the original as told by Mr. Bales is followed as
Some day the historian will discover that Alaska Indian lore

18 as interesting and tragic as any the world has to offer, and worthy of classical at-

tention,
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As yet it is almost entirely neglected.
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For hundreds of years the storms
of the Northern Pacific had flung their
flotsam on the Unga beach, enrich-
ing the tribe. War there was none,
for the forefathers of the Ungas had
conquered every tribe within the reach
of their largest bidarkas (skin eanoes).
Trade with other tribes flourished;
the sea yielded up her choicest wealth
of timber, furs, fish, and oils, and in
the big native igloos many children
played the odd child games of the
Arctic Circle. The maidens of the
tribe were the most beautiful in all
the North. Happy indeed was the
brave of another tribe who managed
to purchase, cajole or coerce one of
these dusky beauties to enter his bid-
arka, to become his squaw, and join
his tribe in a lifelong allegiance.
Few succeeded, and those who did
aroused the envy, cupidity and race
hatred of the other warriors. It was
this fact that led to the tribe’s un-
doing. The fierce Kenaits and
Keniks, the hereditary enemies of the
Ungas, coveted the beauty of their
women, and when they looked at their
own scrawny wives and daughters
bitter envy arose in their hearts, and
again and again they vowed to see the
proud Ungas humbled in the dust.

Inter-tribal travel among the Aleuts
is almost entirely by water. On all
the islands along the coast are villages
large or small according to the neigh-
bouring facilities for obtaining food.
On account of sloping sandy beaches,
the sheltered harbours of Unga, the
richness of the surrounding sea, and
also on account of the fact that the
Mainland of North America, with all
its wealth of game and resources, was
but a few miles distant, the great
tribe grew and prospered on their
Island. Food was always plentiful,
and thus the Ungas came to dominate
the whole of that portion of the coast
and of the Archipelago.

The native canoe is made by cov-
ering a light frame of wood obtained
from the Behring drift with the skin
of sea lions lashed with strong sinews.
In these canoes, holding one, two, or
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three men, the natives would attack
sea lions, otters, and even whales, and
so expert were they in the handling
of a paddle that seldom if ever were
there any fatalities. The sloping
beaches of Unga—an unusual forma.-
tion in that part of the world—en-
abled the tribe to keep more of these
canoes than any of the surrounding
tribes, and among the Aleuts tribal
strength and wealth is often based
on the number of canoes, even as the
strength of a modern nation is often
based on the tonnage of its navy;
and this again gave the Ungas an ad-
ditional supremacy.

With supremacy and the continued
absence of war alarms came careless-
ness. For twenty years after the
final war in which the Unga army
subdued and hopelessly broke the
strongest of its foes, the approach of
an enemy could be signalled to the
main village on the Unga Island from
fifty miles in any direction by a re-
markable system of signalling that
has no counterpart in any part of the
world. This system was understood
by every male member of the tribe,
Sitting in his canoe, a warrior could
wave his paddle so that the message
he wished to convey would be per-
fectly understood a dozen miles off
by a fellow warrior, who would im-
mediately repeat it, and so on, until
finally it would be relayed to the out-
look hill above the main village. This
wonderful system of signalling is
worthy of pages of amplification, for
no other uncivilized people have ever
approached it in ingenuity or com-
pleteness. Indeed, the heliograph of
a modern army’s line of communieca-
tion is poor, clumsy, and laborious as
compared with the paddle flash eode
of the Aleuts.

The distance between the nearest
point of Unga and the Alaskan pen-
insular is but five miles. At the
point of the mainland there is a low
pass, only nine miles long, leading
clear across the peninsular to Behring
Sea. On the Behring Sea side near
the western end of the portage there
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is a deep bay now known as Port
Mothler. On the shores of this bay
are a number of mineral springs and
many pools of water of all tempera-
tures. Some of these springs are so
hot that the natives use them for the
purpose of cooking fish, caribou and
bear meat. The springs were also
famed for their healing powers to the
Natives of Unangashak, Nushagk, and
as far north as Nunirak, on the Ber-
ing Sea side, and to the natives of all
the Aleutian Islands as far south and
west as Kisha. And to this day great
banks of clam shells many feet in
thickness, numerous stone lamps, also
implements and weapons made of
ivory, slate, stone, and jade can be
found there. Here was the great mar-
ket-place of the Aleut nation. Omnce
every year the primitive people of
the villages far and near came to
visit, trade or barter. What farther
inland took the ferm of potlatehes,
involving all kinds of dissipation and
excess, became among the Aleuts an
entertainment closely resembling in
character the annual county fairs held
by the civilized nations of the present
day. Any curiosity of the chase, of
the fisherman’s net, any odd bit of
flotsam thrown up by the sea was
brought by its fortunate owner and
shown to the neighbouring tribes. The
women accompanied the warriors in
their most gaudy dresses, wearing
their beads and ornaments, carved
from ivory and fish bones, leaving
the old women and the very old men
to take care of the villages and look
after the children that were too young
to aecompany their parents on the
trip across the island and the strait.

On the westermost point of Unga
stood the great village of the tribe.
It contained over a thousand strong,
sturdy warriors, each of whom owned
a canoe, and each of whom had a
family. All was bustle and excite-
ment getting ready for the annual
migration and the ten days of feast-
ing, gambling, dancing, slave-selling,
love-making and fighting. And in
the smaller villages of Unga the same
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secenes were being reproduced on a
smaller secale. The final arrange-
ments had been made, the chiefs of
the villages had met and decided
upon a rendezvous for the men and
women of the different villages, and
the journey was to begin the follow-
ing day.

A series of trails led from the west-
ern and southwestern portions of the
island, where the sloping beaches and
the harbours abound, and where con-
sequently all the villages were built.
To the eastern points of the island,
whence the mainland of America can
be most easily reached the chiefs had
arranged that the women and small
children were to walk across the
island to this point where there were
a number of dugouts made of drift-
wood, moss, grass and sod. There
they were to wait for the men and
boys, who were to paddle around the
island the following day with their
canoes and take them all over to the
mainland, so that they could continue
on over the portage, the men te carry
their canoes across the portage later
on.
The Ungas were as happy as chil-
dren and totally unsuspicious of im-
pending danger. The oldest warriors
of the tribe were young men when
their hereditary enemies the ferocious
Kenaits and Keniks, who lived twenty
sleeps away to the mnorth, had been
last heard of or seen. Henceforth
the people had become careless. For
twenty years the sentries had watched
for a foe that never came. The sig-
nal points had gradually been with-
drawn, and no one ever dreamed that
death hung over the entire people.

The women and children had left
the day before for the northwest side
of the island, expecting to be met by
the men and boys, who were embark-
ing in front of the various villages,
with no suspicion that their mor-
tal foes, commanded by their crafty
ghlefs, were lying in wait 2,000 strong
in 1,000 canoes less than a dozen miles
away.

The Kenaits and their allies the
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Keniks lived away to the north, in
the country known as Cook’s Inlet,
which was separated from the country
of the Ungas by several hundred
miles of rugged and exposed coast-
line; and not more than once in a
lifetime would they attempt to raid
the Ungas. At that time the radical
admixture which ecivilization has
brought in its wake was not known,
so that the Kenaits were as different
from the Aleuts as an Indian is from
an Eskimo. The Kenaits were close-
ly related to the Indians at the in-
terior of Alaska and, like them at
that time, a savage tribe. Their
country was a land of plenty. The
mighty moose, caribou, sheep, bear,
the lordly salmon and white whale
where there in abundance. They
could not urge the need of food as a
reason for their destructive expedi-
tion.

The real object of the trip was re-
venge for a defeat of more than a
generation earlier; and, moreover,
the brown bucks coveted the beauty
to the Aleut maidens, who were fam-
ous all through the archipelago as
good housekeepers, the duty of which
in the Arctic region included net mak-
ing, basket and blanket weaving, skin
curing and other arts since lost. Then,
too, the Kenait chiefs were anxious
for more pomp and wealth, and the
trip promised to add enormously to
their wealth of goods and slaves as
well as their importance as military
leaders in their own northern fast-
ness.

The ecrafty Kenaits and Keniks
were aware of the mnever-failing cus-
tom of the Ungas to make their annual
visit to the hot springs, and according-
ly they carefully laid their plans.
For several days they had been con-
cealed at various points, watching and
planning for just this very event. The
chiefs had divided their forces, send-
ing details of 200 two-hatch canoes
carrying 400 picked men with instrue-
tions that they donceal themselves
near the spot where the Unga women
and children would camp after eross-
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ing the island. When they received
the signal agreed upon, they were to
attack and kill all the women who
were old, or women and children who
might seriously resist, and to capture
the others. They were told that if
they valued their own lives not to
let even one escape, as upon this de-
pended the success of the surprise
upon the Unga warriors.

This done, they were to go into
camp, to kill any stragglers that
might appear from any part of the
island. A hundred more two-hatch
canoes, with two hundred of the best
Kenaits trailers, were sent around
into a bay on the north end of the
island (now called coal harbour)
there to hide their canoes in the high
grass near the beach, and make their
way over the island to a point as near
the village of Unga as they could
without being discovered. They were
to conceal themselves along the trail
where the women and children would
pass, and after these had gone by,
they were to wateh for a smoke signal
from a certain hill. When this sig-
nal appeared they were to make a rush
for the village and intercept and kill
or capture any of the Unga men and
boys who might escape from the main
body of the Keniks, who were, at the
proper time, to attack the Ungas on
the water in their canoes as they near-
ed the sand spit behind which the
Keniks were to conceal themselves,

The reserve of 700 canoes, with a
complement of 1,300 men, was station-
ed at Hidden Bay (now ecalled Pirate
Cove) on the north side of what has
been named Popof Island. On prom-
inent points about two or three miles
apart were stationed two Kenaits or
Keniks, warriors, with their canoes
hidden behind a nearby point. In
this manner a series of lookouts were
maintained on the shore line to the
spot where the women and children
were to come, and around the island
the other way to a commanding view
of Unga village. Immediately east-
ward and separated from Unga island
by a crooked channel about eight or
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ten miles long, varying in width from
one to three miles, is Popof Island.
About half way through this channel,
putting out from the eastern end of
Popof Island is a long low sand spit,
and from this sand spit the attack was
to be made on the Unga men and boys,
as soon as they arrived abreast of it.

The signal had been flashed that
the Unga women and children had
been observed crossing the island, and
the head chief with his 1,400 warriors
in 700 canoes, had moved from Hid-
den Bay around into the channel be-
tween the islands and had taken up
a position behind the sand spit, where
the attacking party was to signal as
soon as the Unga warriors’ canoes
should be sighted.

It was a calm, beautiful day. The
water, with the exception of the long
undulating swells that came in from
the ocean, was smooth and glistened
in the sunlight, like a mirror. The
whistling secream of the eagle, the
seolding ery of the gulls, and the
steamboat-like puffs of the countless
porpoises as they tumbled about in
the channel, made a combination of
seenery and sound suggestive of peace
and repose rather than of a nation’s
impending doom, The tall grass on
the sand spit, nodding in the gentle
breeze, safely sereened the eruel Ken-
aits and Keniks. To the southward
500 paddles flashed in the sunlight.
The Ungas were coming. The chiefs,
in anticipation of their annual visit,
were singing t_l}eir trading song, and
their voices came vibrating across the
water. Others were laughing and
chatting like magpies, while others
again were consulting their friends
as to the price of skins, fish and oiled
woods from Japanese currents, in an-
ticipation of fine bargains for the
goods they had to sell.

When the leading canoes arrived
at a point abreast of the outward
extreme of the sand spit, the 1,300
Kenaits and Keniks arose, and many
of them put their canoes into the
water on one side of the sand spit and
paddled out to meet their astounded
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and totally unprepared Unga vietims.
They were quickly followed by the
entire force, who took up a blood-
curdling war song. A few minutes
later, and the massacre was on. The
surprise was absolute, and the odds
were three to one against the Ungas.
Besides, the northern tribes were al-
ways fighting among themselves,
while it was almost a generation since
the Ungas had stood in battle array.
Already the gulls scenting the blood
were hovering overhead, awaiting the
feast.

With the exception of twenty Unga
canoes that were bringing up the rear
and that had turned in flight toward
their villages, swiftly pursued by
their northern enemies, the whole
fighting force of the nation was hope-
lessly ensnared. For an hour the
merciless massacre continued. One
by one the canoes were cornered, and
the paddlers speared or upset and
drowned. Many of the Ungas, driven
to desperation, did not await their
enemies’ convenience but killed them-
selves by means of their short knives.
Many tried to swim for shore
but the cold Arctic waters and the
vigilance of the foe did not permit a
single one to reach the land.

The Ungas in twenty canoes that
formed the rear guard, and which in
consequence obtained a slight start
on the pursuing murders, paddled for
their lives, knowing that if captured
no mercy could be expected. So
swiftly did they paddle that they
arrived at the entrance to Unga Bay
three miles ahead of their pursuers.
As they reached the bay the Ungas in
the head eanoe suddenly struck up a
weird chant that sounded almost like
the croaking of a raven. It was the
death song of the Unga nation. They
had discovered a band of Kenaits and
Keniks on the shore, and now realized
that they were trapped. But life is
worth a struggle, even to the survi-
vors of a national Armageddon, and
their chiefs gave hurried orders that
they run their canoes ashore, grab as
much of the bladders of fresh water
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and bundles of dried salmon as they
could carry along with their bows
and arrows, spears and fur garments,
elimb the Chungut (now called Battle
Rock) and make a last stand.

This bold, preecipitous rock is three
hundred feet high, with a flat grassy
top, and is accessible only at one
place, and then for only one at a time.
Before the last Unga gained the top,
the enemy was placing a strong guard
all round. Later, when the slaughter
of the main body was accomplished,
the remainder of the Kenaits and
Keniks arrived and took possession of
the chief Unga village.

The four hundred Keniks detailed
to capture the women and children
had done their work so well that not
one had escaped. Those who had not
been killed were marched back to the
village at Unga. The Kenaits and
Keniks were so elated with their
success that they determined to storm
the rock held by the survivors of the
Ungas. It was a fatal decision, for
forty men were hurled down to death
by the desperate Ungas before the
Kenait chief ordered a siege.

The Unga chief who had escaped
to the rock of refuge was the head of
the whole Unga nation. He was the
leader of the big village just beneath
the frowning rock of the island. In
order to see that there were no strag-
glers from the main body of the tribe
—it was a matter of pride that each
should arrive at the meeting-place in
a body, presenting thereby the most
formidable possible appearance—he
had taken command of the rear guard,
and thus was in one of the twenty
canoes that had escaped.

One man of the beseiged constant-
ly guarded the mnarrow pass to the
top of the rock, while hundreds of the
storming party surrounded it on
every side. In full view of the rem-

nant of the Ungas, the victors took
the Unga women for wives, and those
who were old or ugly for slaves. But
in spite of the merry-makingand feast-
ing—the Kenaits having found great
quantities of food, ivory and wealth

of all kinds stored away by the thrifty
Ungas—the watch kept was flawless,
and the beleaguered men on the grassy
elevation soon realized that their
death was but postponed a few hours
from the rest of their tribe. Their
food lasted but a single day, and
thirst and starvation became a horror
as great as the enemy below. Yet
one and all were determined not to
be taken alive.

An opportune shower the sixth day
revived the weak and rapidly
dimishing little garrison. A few
roots and some grasses growing on
the lofty rock were all that remained
to them in the way of food, yet day
by day the Unga chief stood at the
head of the pass and kept the rock.
One by one he saw his little band pass
away to the great white father. Some
perished of hunger, and others, driv-
en to desperation, dashed themselves
to death on the rocks far below, till
at last, on the nineteenth night, but
one man was left—the chief of the
race.

The Kenaits and Keniks still kept
their wateh. The night was wrapped
in a great solemn stillness, broken
only by the soft sound of the
waves breaking lazily on the sandy
shores, and the occasional wail of
some woman who refused to be com-
forted by her new husband.

Suddenly there pierced the still-
ness a mournful sound that grew
into a yell of proud and fierce defi-
ance, died away into a wail of pathos
and then rose again into a wild whoop
like the sound of clashing spears. It
was the death song of the chief, the
song that was sung only after a great
battle or on other great occasions in
the history of the tribe. The song
rose to a pitch of weird sorrow and
then slowly died away. A moment’s
silence, and there was a great splash,
and the last of the Ungas had sought
death in the depth of the Arctic sea.
The besiegers climbed to the top of
the rock, and there was nothing nor no
one to bar their way.

Little remains to tell. The vietors
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stayed a month on Unga Isle and then
went back to their own country, earry-
ing with them the story of the tragic
passing of the Ungas and of the death
song of their chief. The Unga wo-
men who were made the wives and
slaves of the Kenaits and Keniks took
with them their art of weaving grass
baskets, and to this day the Kenait
and Kenik women have retained the
art. At present amidst a nation not-
ed for ugly wives, there will often be
found a family light in colour,
straight limbed and tall, with fine, big
sparkling eyes and ivory teeth. Then
does the observer know that four hun-
dred years ago their ancestors had

the fortune to secure an Unga woman
as share of the spoils of victory.

About the foot of the giant Battle
Rock, which lifts its wild cragged
peaks into the Arctic sky, are many
caverns and hollow caves worn by the
measured tides and waves of centuries,
‘When fierce storms beat round these
forlorn caves there is heard on the
lonely iceberg-studded ocean sounds
like weird songs that break into peals
of demon laughter and die away into
sad and solemn wailings. Then it is
that the strange natives of the other
islands say that the spirits of the
Ungas are again singing the death
song of their tribe.

ALWAYS

By ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

Love set the gay world spinning;

I OVE is never an alien thing;

Love sat light on the first bird’s wing,
Sang in the chorus of earth’s first spring,
Danced in the first green fairy ring—
For love has no beginning.

Love is never an alien thing—

When the last stars are sending

Their paling beams through an empty sky

And the mad earth reels and the sweet winds die—

Chaos and darkness!

But you and I

And love that has no ending!




THE ADVENTURES OF

ANIWAR ALI
BY MADGE MACBETH

II.~THE HUMAN NOTE

stalwart Mussulman walked

A slowly down the village street,

smiling. He was well pleased

with himself and the world in general,

and no one seeing the tall, handsome

figure and noting the frank, winning

smile would have identified this man

as the one whose name struck terror

to the heart of southern India—Ani-
war Ali, the leader of the Thugs.

Hossein and Ameer, his right-hand
men, had already disposed of much
of Peer Khan’s goods, and the pro-
ceeds richly paid the band for their
slight trouble in strangling the mer-
chant. The town of Hondeer was a
restful place in which to tarry, the
Nuwab (local ruling potentate) and
kotwali (a sort of town magistrate)
being friendly to Thugs because they
received substantial portions of their
plunder, and the ubiquitous young
surveyor, Chisholm, who was bent on
their apprehension, with his two
Eurasian assistants, had for the time
being been thrown off the track.

It lacked but two days to the
Dusera Festival, a time particularly
sacred to the patron goddess, Bhow-
anee, and one upon which any appli-
cants to Thuggee were initiated.

Ismael, the son of Lah Meah, had
come to the age when he must either
follow his father’s profession or per-
versely remain an enemy to it and
all the bloody deeds that it entailed.
He wisely choose to be a strangler,

230

and he waited in a great state of im-
patience for his inauguration.

Aniwar Ali paused in his walk be-
fore a confectioner’s shop and enter-
ed. There, seated at a table, alone,
was this same Ismael who would so
soon become a notorious Thug.

““Well met, my boy,”’ greeted the
chief affably. ‘“We will have a sher-
bert together, and in its cooling
draught drink to a certain event
which, no doubt, your mind is intent
upon.’’

‘“‘Indeed I can think of nothing
else,”” answered the youth solemnly.
““‘But with your permission, sahib, I
would ask you a question.’’

“By all means. What is it9”’

“Being a Mussulman, I cannot see
why such respect is paid to the Hindu
festival of the Dusera, or indeed why
it is kept by us at all.”’

““The Dusera is the only one which
is observed,’’ replied the other. ‘‘ And
the reason of it is that the Dusera is
the fittest time of year to commence
our enterprises, and has been invari-
ably kept sacred by all Hindua Thugs,
by whom we were originally instruet.
ed in Thuggee. But I must tell you of
the origin of Thuggee, that you may
judge for yourself how ancient it is,
and how well the instructions then
given by command have been follow-
ed up. In the beginning of the world,
according to the Hindus, there exist-
ed a creating and a destroying power,
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both emanations from the Supreme
Being. These were at constant en-
mity with each other; the creative
power peopled the earth so fast that
the destroyer could not get rid of
them with equal rapidity, and he
therefore appealed to the Highest Be-
ing. He then received permission to
resort to any means he could devise
to effect his object—that of wiping
people off the face of the earth. His
sacred consort, Devee, Bhowanee, or
Kalee—you well understand that she
has all these names and many more—
in order to help him, constructed an
image into which she was empowered
to infuse the breath of life. As soon
as the image breathed, Bhowanee as-
sembled a number of her votaries,
whom she named Thugs. She in-
structed them in the art of Thuggee,
and, to prove its efficiency, with her
own hands she destroyed, before them,
the image she had made in the man-
ner which we now practise. She
endowed the Thugs with superior in-
telligence and cunning, in order that
they might decoy human beings to de-
struction.  She sent them abroad in-
to the world, giving them as the re-
ward of their exertions, the plunder
they obtained from those they put to
death. And she bade them be under
no concern for the disposal of the
vietim’s bodies, as she would, herself,
convey them from the earth. Ages
passed on in this manner, and she
protected her votaries from human
laws; they were everywhere found to
be faithful. But with the increased
depravity of the world, corruptions
crept in among them. And at last
a gang more bold and curious than
the rest, after destroying a traveller,
determined to watch and see how the
body was disposed of, instead of fol-
lowing the ancient custom of leaving
it for Bhowanee to remove. They
hid themselves in the bushes by the
side of the road, and awaited the ar-
rival of their divinity. She quickly
espied them and called them before
her. Terror-sticken, they attempted
to flee, but she arrested their steps
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and upraided them for their curiosity
and want of faith. ‘You have seen
me,” said she, ‘and looked upon a
power which no mortal has ever yet
beheld without instant destruection,
Henceforth, I shall no longer protect
you as I have done! The bodies of
those whom you destroy will no long-
er be removed by me; you must take
your own measures for their conceal-
ment. It will not always be effectual
and will often lead to your detention
by earthly powers, and in this will
consist your punishment. Your in-
telligence and cunning still remain to
you; I will in future assist you only
by omens for your guidance, but this,
my decree, will be your curse to the
latest period of the world!’

‘“So saying she disappeared and
left them to the consequences of their
folly and presumption. But her
protection has never been entirely
withdrawn. It is true, the remains
of those who fall by our hands are
sometimes discovered, and instances
have been known of that discovery
leading to the apprehension of Thugs
—at least so I have understood.
During my lifetime, however, I have
never known of such happening, and
it is my firm belief that these in-
stances have been permitted on pur-
pose to punish those who in some way
offended our protectress by neglect-
ing her sacrifices and omens. You,
therefore, see how necessary it is to
follow the rules which have guided
our fraternity for ages. We follow
the blessed precepts of our prophet;
we say our prayers five times a day;
we observe all the laws of our faith;
we worship no idols; and if what we
have done for ages, ever since the in-
vasion of India by our forefathers,
was displeasing to Mahomet, surely
we would have had long ere this
some manifestation of his displeasure.
Our plans would have been frustrat-
ed, our exertions rendered of no avail;
we should have dragged on a miser-
able existence, and years ago we
would have abandoned Thuggee and
its Hindu professors.’’
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‘I am convinced,”’ said Ismael,”’
that our connection with Hindus is
most desirable, and shall henceforth
do all in my power to cultivate them
whenever it is expedient. I thank
you, excellency, for the instruction
you have given me, but beg, now, that
you will excuse me so that I may
spend the short time we have in Hon-
deer with some of my old acquain-
tances.”’

They parted in the street, Ismael
striding off in the direction of the
bazaar, while Aniwar Ali strolled
aimlessly to the quarter occupied by
the wealthier residents. Presently,
he came wupon a group of street
urchins romping noisily with a hand-
some child which was obviously of
much higher caste than themselves.
Puzzled that the boy had been allow-
ed such liberty, Aniwar Ali approach-
ed him in a kindly manner and asked.

““How is this, my fine lad, that you
are playing in the street with a crowd
of low-born children, who may at a
moment’s notice possess themselves of
that wonderful silver necklace you
are wearing, to say nothing of the
gold ornament in your turban? Where
is your mother or your father,”’ he
continued, ‘‘that they allow you to
play in the street?’’

The child hung his head a little.

“My mother was tired; she went
to rest while my father makes further
preparations for our journey. For
we are moving to Pultanabad on the
day following the Dusera.”’

““ Ah, then!’’ exclamied Aniwar Ali
craftily. ‘‘So you are the party I
met yesterday on the road; your
mother rides a bullock, does she not?’’

““(Certainly mot!’’ contradicted the
child angrily. ‘‘She rides in a palan-
keen, and I go with her; and father
rides a large horse and we have
Chumpa and several servants with
us! Do you think,”” he boasted,

‘‘that a Pathan like my father would
allow my mother to ride on a bullock
like the wife of a ploughman?’’

The Thug laughed, well pleased
with his ruse.
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‘‘Let it be as you say, my man!
You shall also ride a fine horse, some
day, if I know anything about the
stars. It is so written! But in the
meantime, would you not like some
sweetmeat? See how tempting are
those julabees in the shop yonder.
Come with me and we will buy some.’’

The temptation was too strong to
be withstood by the c¢hild, and after a
fearful look toward the house where
he was staying, he accompanied the
Thug to the confectioner’s.

Aniwar Ali bought him a load of
sweetmeats, which the boy tied up in
a hankerchief he was wearing about
his waist and then proceeded home-
ward. But the transaction had at-
tracted the notice of some of the rag-
ged urchins with whom he had been
playing. As soon as the Thug had
gone a short distance, they attacked
him with stones and dirt, till one,
bolder than the others, seized him and
endeavoured to wrest the treasures
from him. The boy struggled and
fought as well as he could, but the
odds were too heavy against him. He
had to give up the sweets, and, not
content with these, the largest ruffian
snatched at the silver necklace. The
little lad began to howl with all his
might. Of course this attracted Ani-
war Ali’s attention, and he soon put
the troop of boys to flight, took the
child home and delivered him up to
Chumpa, at the same time warning
her not to allow the boy out in the
street again. The child cried bitter-
ly, and his mother, hearing a strange
voice, called him to her and heard the
whole story. She immediately ad-
dressed the stranger from behind the
cloth, which she had put up as a
screen, and thanked him—adding
that her husband was absent, but that
he would return shortly and would
be glad to thank the gentleman who
had protected his child,

Aniwar Ali needed no urging. He
accepted the invitation to return in
the evening. At the appointed time,
he paid his promised visit, accom-
panied by Budrinath. The child
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formed the first subject of their con-
versation, but it soon drifted into
other matters and naturally to the
merchant’s projected journey. Sub-
zee Khan, the child’s father, was
much perturbed on hearing from Ani-
war Ali that the road they had to
pass was infested with Thugs, but
took heart again when he learned that
his new acquaintance was the leader
of a party of soldiers going in the
same direction. He was most profuse
in his thanks when Budrinath sug-
gested that they should escort the
party over that portion of the road
which they had to travel together,
and the offer was most gratefully ae-
cepted. Aniwar Ali was well pleas-
ed with the result of his day’s work,
and he looked forward to replenishing
his coffers with the rich booty which
the general appearance of the mer-
ehant naturally led him to expect.

‘“ITsmael, my boy,”” said he, that
same evening, ‘‘you must get all the
practice possible before the Dusera.
For to you, as a new member of our
ancient order, shall be given the pick
of our next enterprise—a beautiful
young woman to strangle! Be sure
that your heart is as hard as your
knuckles!’’

The youth took his leaders words in
all solemnity. Early the following
morning he put himself in the hands
of Gopal, a Hindu of low caste, but in-
ferior to none as a strangler.

““This is the way we use the hand-
kerchief,”’ said that worthy individu-
al, as he picked up the cloth. “I
have a particular knack of my own
which is easily communicated. You
will soon learn it.’’

He took the cloth, tied a large knot
in it with a piece of silver inserted;
this he held in his left hand, the
plain end being in his right, and
about as much space between them as
would nearly compass a man’s
neck. The closed hands had the
palms uppermost.

“Now,’’ said he, ‘‘mark this: when
you throw the cloth from behind and
have got it tight, suddenly turn your

233

knuckles into the neck, giving a sharp
wrench to either side, whichever may
be more convenient., If done in a
masterly manner, instant death en-
sues.’’

Ismael took the cloth and held it as
he had been directed. @ But Gopal
jeered.

“You could not kill a child like
that! When you feel my hands
about your neck you will under-
stand !”’

The lad’s flesh crept as he felt the
chill, clammy hands fit around his
neck, but he saw where his error had
been and corrected it to the satisfac-
tion of his instructor.

‘A little practice, now, is all that
is necessary,’’ said the Hindu. ‘‘Ah,”’
he exclaimed a moment later, his eyes
glistening like those of a beast of prey
in view of its quarry,’”’ see yonder
mendicant picking his way along the
lane to the mosque. What say you
to making him your first subject for
experiment ”’

Inspired with fanatical zeal, Tsmeal
agreed, and Hossein, the inveigler,
who happened to be in eamp at that
time, was sent to approach the holy
one.

““Will you not bless our poor camp
for an hour with your sacred pres-
ence?’’ he asked humbly.

The priest bent low as he replied,
““The sun is very hot, yonder camp
looks cool and inviting, indeed!”’

They made a place for him under
a peepul tree and placed a basin of
water within his reach, after which
they sat around watching the holy
one in seemingly silent veneration.

As he nodded over his prayers,
Gopal made a sign to Ismael. The
boy took the cloth, whipped it over
the head of the mendicant and, with
a deft twist of his knuckles, ended the
feeble writhing.

““Well done, my son!’’ cried the
teacher, who had been a keen specta-
tor of the gruesome performance.
“You will need no further coaching,
if youl’;’)roceed happily as you have
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On the day of the Dusera, Aniwar
Ali spent the forenoon with his friend,
the merchant. They arranged to
set out to Pultanabad on the follow-
ing morning at sunrise. Later in
the day, however, he was free to at-
tend the inauguration of Ismael into
Thuggee.

In new clothes which had never
been bleached, the youth was brought
into a room where the leaders of the
band were assembled. They were
seated upon a white cloth, spread in
the centre of the apartment. Ani-
war Ali asked them with much cere-
mony if they were content to receive
the youth as a Thug and brother, to
which they all answered in the affirm-
ative.  Ismael was next conducted
into the open air, accompanied by the
whole number, and Aniwar Ali, rais-
ing his hands and eyes to the sky,
cried in a loud voice:

“O Bhowanee! Mother of the
world, whose votaries we are, receive
this thy servant! Vouchsafe to him
thy protection! Grant to us an omen
which may assure us of thy consent!’’

The band waited some time; at last,
from a tree over their heads the loud
twittering of a small tree-owl was
heard.

“Victory to Bhowanee!’’ eried all
the Thugs excitedly.

““Be of good cheer, Ismael, son of
Lah Meah! The omen is most favour-
able! We could hardly have expect-
ed such a one: thy acception is com-
plete!’’

A pickaxe, that holy symbol of the
Thug’s profession, was then placed
in the boy’s right hand upon a white
handkerchief ; he was then desired to
raise it as high as his breast and to
repeat an oath—a fearful oath—Iift-
ing his left hand into the air and in-
voking the goddess to whose service
he was devoting himself. The same
oath was taken on the blessed Koran,
after which a small piece of conse-
crated coarse sugar was given him to
eat.

Aniwar Ali, congratulating him in
the name of the assembly, then said:
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‘“‘Ismael, thou has taken upon thee
the profession which is, of all others,
the most acceptable to the Divinity.
Thou has sworn to be faithful, brave,
secretive, to pursue to destruetion
every human being whom chance
or thy ingenuity may throw into thy
power, with the exception of those
who are forbidden by the laws of our
profession, these persons now being
to thee sacred. 'They are particular
sects over whom our power does not
extend and whose sacrifice is not ac-
ceptable to our divine patroness. For
example, washermen, Sikhs, two class-
es of mendicants called Nanukshahees
and Mudare fakirs, dancing men
musieians, sweepers, oilmen, black.
smiths, carpenters and maimed and
leprous persons. With these excep-
tions, the whole human race is open
to thee, and thou must omit no poss-
ible means (but at all times depen-
dent upon the omens by which we
are guided) to compas its destruction!
I have now finished ; thou art become
a Thug; and what remains of thy
profession will be shown thee by our
teacher who will instruet thee in all
necessary details.’”’

‘It is enough!”’ said Ismael, with
fervour. ‘I am yours till the death;
and I only pray that an opportunity
may soon be afforded me by which I
may show my devotion!’’

Thus the band of Thugs which set
out on the following morning, with
Subzee Khan, the merchant, his wife
and little son, Amil, their female
nurse Chumpa and seven servants,
was augmented by the presence of
Ismael to whom had been allotted the
pleasant task of strangling the mer.
chant’s wife!

The party travelled slowly. Is-
mael and Aniwar Ali alternated in
putting little Amil before them on
their horses, and spinning marvellous
yarns for the child’s amusement,
when his father suggested his riding
in the palankeen he protested loudly,
clinging to the men and erying:

“I want to be with them, not with
the women! They are my friends!’’
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After the party had travelled some
miles and were approaching the last
halting-place but one before reaching
Pultanabad, Aniwar Ali rode up to
the side of Subzee Khan and thus ad-
dressed him:

““Why not send back the servants,
whose work of protection is now end-
ed? The danger from the Thugs
existed while we were passing through
the lonely parts of the jungle. Here
the road is open and safe and the men
will much appreciate getting back to
their homes as soon as possible. Be-
sides you will save something by not
taking them all the way to Pultana-
bad and you well know, my friend,
that my men are at your service for
the little distance there is left.”’

So the merchant paid and dismissed
his guard, glad to save the money
their extra hire would have cost him.

Toward evening, they came to the
deep bed of a river on the sides of
which grew a very thick jungle. Ani-
war Ali dismounted, as he said, to
drink water. He told the little Amil
to go ahead, saying that the horse
would carry him safely across the
stream. The child obediently went
forward, but just as he had got well
over the ford he heard a ery and a
noise as of a scuffle. Turning he was
terrified to see the whole party en-
gaged in deadly combat. At this
point the horse stepped upon a loose
stone, stumbled, and the child, losing
his balance, fell unconscious upon a
rising bit of ground. @ When he
opened his eyes, they fell upon the
livid, contorted faces of his parents
and their party.

They had been strangled!

Horror gave way to fright, and he
broke into a loud wail of anguish,
wnich attracted Gopal as well as his
two friends, Aniwar Ali and Ismael.
On seeing them advancing, the child
bitterly reproached them for the
death of his parents and begged them
to kill him, too.

¢“What is the brat saying ?’’ angrily
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demanded Gopal. ‘“Are you two
turned women that you do not heed
his eries? Give me the cloth, and I
will end his noise and impertinent
shouting!”’

Instinet made the child streteh out
his little hands to the two men who
had treated him kindly on the jour-
ney, and their intervention prevent-
ed Gopal, the strangler, from putting
his threat into effect. Ismael lifted
the boy up tenderly and carried him
away to a place of safety. He had
murdered the child’s mother without
a pang, but his heart yearned toward
the boy.

“‘This is not pleasing to Bhow-
anee,”’ growled Gopal with an ugly
glint in his eye. ‘‘Human sym-
pathy is not part of our work. We
have never spared any part of a
caravan before and trouble will come
of this!”’

He stooped to pick up a golden
ornament which had fallen out of the
child’s turban.

Aniwar Ali watehed him silently.

““I accept this,”” said Gopal, open-
ing his palm, ‘‘as a reward from our
patroness for my unswering devotion
to her work. She sees that I, at
least, was desirous of completing the
task which we began.”’

‘“Cease muttering,”’ admonished
the leader impatiently. ‘“What
harm can come of bringing the boy
up as a Thug?”’

““Much harm,’’ began Gopal, and
then stopped suddenly as a supersti-
tious quiver passed through his lean
body. He pointed to a surveyer’s
pole, which had evidently been care-
lessly left behind by the meddlesome
young Chisholm who had sworn to
apprehend Aniwar Ali and his gang.

‘‘There, you see, excellency ! Bhow-
anee has already sent us an omen to
signify her displeasure!”’

But Aniwar Ali only kicked the
pole scornfully, as he cursed it by
various parts of his great-grand-
father’s anatomy.

The third story in this series is entitled ‘‘Wit and Outwit,’” in which the young
Englishman, Chisholm, is once more outwitted by the crafty Aniwar Ali.




RARE CANADIAN BOOKS
BY JANET CARNOCHAN

HILE we dn Ontario must

\x/ acknowledge that Quebec

produced literature of a high
order in early years, as we in point
of time are producing a century later,
still Upper Canada need not be asham-
ed of what came from the early
presses, perchance in times of stress
and strain. How many have seen or
heard of the first novel published in
Upper Canada or the first poem or
the first history?

It has been related that a book col-
lector, in looking through a stack of
books in a second-hand shop in To-
ronto, came across a copy of ‘‘St.
Ursula’s Convent,”” the first novel
published in Ontario. He felt that
he had not enough money with him
to buy it, but he went back later, pre-
pared to pay a good price. To his
utter amazement, however, he learn-
ed that meanwhile the book had been
sold for ten cents.

This rare book was printed at
Kingston in 1824, and Kingsford in
his bibliography (1892) says that he
does not know of a copy in existence.
Dr. Bain, late Chief Librarian at the
Public Library, Toronto, referred to
this book in the course of an address
delivered at the opening of the
Niagara Historical ~Society’s new
building. He said that at a sale of
rare books in Montreal he had bought
a copy, but was ashamed to tell how
much he had paid for it, particularly
as the President of the Society had
told him that they possessed a copy
for which they had not paid anything.
The title page reads:
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ST. URSULAS CONVENT.

or
The Nun of Canada. Containing
scenes from Real Life.
The moral world
Which though to us it seems per-
plexed, moves on
In higher order fitted and im-
pelled
By wisdom’s finest hand, and is-
suing
In universal good.
—Thomson.

In two volumes.
YoL'1:

Kingston, Upper Canada,
Printed by Hugh C. Thomson.
1824,

The author’s name does not appear
but in an article written by M. Phileas
Gagnon, read before the Royal So-
siety in 1910, there appears an ae-
count of the writer and extracts from
The Canadian Magazine and Literary
Eepository, published in Montreal in
1824. Gagnon’s paper is entitled
““Le Premier Roman Canadien.”’ The
story was written by a young gir]
named Julia C. Beckwith at the age
of seventeen and is sensational, full of
intrigues, improbable events, ship-
wrecks, children exchanged and re.
stored in later life. ““The reader
who expects to increase his knowledge
of monastic institutions will be dis-
appointed.” Miss Beckwith was born
at Fredericton, New Brunswick, came
to Kingston in 1820, married G. & 5
Hart and died in 1867 aged seventy-
one. A list of subscribers is given,
many from distant parts of Canada.
A portrait of the writer is given, show-
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ing her appearance in later life. The
two volumes are bound in one, and a
list of 150 subseribers is given. Ten
copies are taken by A. F. Beckwith,
Fredericton, New Brunswick. There
is only one subscriber from York,
one from Niagara, but many from
Nova Scotia. The poetical quota-
tions heading each chapter are from
such early writers as Milton, Dryden,
Gray, Thomson, and Scott. The work
was not published for several years
after it was written.

A copy of the first poem published
in Upper Canada was found by the
writer in a garret at Niagara, but on
examination it was discovered that
the first eight pages were missing.
However, Dr. Bain, with his unlimit-
ed kindness, copied them from his
own book, so that the pamphlet now
besides its value as a rare book is a
memorial of the Chief Librarian who
was such a lover of beoks and possess-
ed a large private collection.

This is the title page:

WONDERS OF THE WEST.

or
A day at the Falls of Niagara in 1825.
A Poem.
By
A Canadian.
1825.
C. Fothergill, Printer, York.

The writer was J. L. Alexander, a
teacher in York Grammar School,
afterwards incumbent of Saltfleet and
Binbrook It is also a romantic
and rather improbable tale. A few
verses were, on finding the book,
printed in the local paper with the re-
mark that the lines were more inter-
esting to us for their description of
the scenery here than for their liter-
ary merit. A verse may be quoted:

Upon this river’s eastern side

A fortress stands in warlike pride,
Ontario’s surges lash its base

And dually its walls deface,

And from its topmost tower displayed
A flag with stripes and stars portrayed,
Upon the west an ancient mound,

The Union Jack and British ground,
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Nor distant far another stands

Which the whole river’s mouth com-
mands,

Between the two lay Newark village,

Which yet they let its neighbours pil-

lage.

Not only so, but burn it down,

And from its ashes now has grown

Another, but more lovely far,

Since the conclusion of the war,

Which they have named Niagara.

This poetic license gives a different
pronunciation still from Goldsmith’s
line.

And Nia-gar-a stuns with thundering

sound.

The first history published in On-
tario is that by David Thomson print-
ed in Niagara in 1832, and it was long
believed to be the first book outside
the domain of parliamentary journals
published in this Province.  The
title page reads:

History of the Late War between
Great Britain and the United
States of America.

With a retrospective view of the
causes from whence it originated.
Collected from the most
authentic sources,

To which is added an appendix con-
taining public documents relating to
the subject, by David Thomson, late

of the Royal Scots, Niagara, U. C.
Printed by T. Sewell, Printer, Book-
binder and Stationer. Market
Square. 1832.

David Thomson became a success-
ful teacher at Niagara, but his history
had not been a financial success, as we
read of his incarceration in Niagara
Jail for debt to his publishers. In those
sad days such things were by law al-
lowed. An interesting touch of loecal
colour is found in an old newspaper
which says that in 1827 a collection
was taken up by the children in Thom-
son’s School in Niagara for the op-
pressed Greeks, amounting to 1ls.
4%d.

Another interesting book, which,
although printed in Montreal was




238

evidently written in Toronto, has the
appendix by Bishop Strachan. The
title page reads thus:

The Report of the Loyal and Pa-
triotic Society of Upper Canada with
an Appendix, List of Subscribers and
Benefactors. Montreal, Lower Can-
ada, 1817. Printed by William Gray.

The report contains a wonderful
mass of information, the formation of
the society, letters from General
Sheaffe, William Dummer Powell,
Richard Cartwright, Colonel Thomas
Talbot, Bishop Strachan to Thomas
Jefferson, lists pf contributions to
the fund and lists of those assisted,
remarks on those who suffered losses,
and of those appointed to distribute
help.

The book beautifully bound came
to the Society in a remarkable way
and must be rare, for Dr. Bain,
who possessed a copy, said that he
had been trying ten years to obtain a
copy for the Library and had not
then succeeded; the search has since
been more successful. He kindly al-
lowed the writer to spend several
hours in making extracts from his
copy. Three years ago a letter was
received from a lady in Toronto say-
ing that she was sending by post a
copy of the Report of the Loyal and
Patriotic Society of 1812 which might
be interesting to us. Was that not a
Loyal and Patriotic deed? The lady

was a perfect stranger to us and has
our grateful thanks.

The sums raised to relieve the dis-
tress caused by the war were gener-
At the meeting in York, 15th.

ous,
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December, 1812, the sum of £1,800
was given., It is noticeable that the
military men were most liberal, Gen-
eral Drummond in all gave £500 and
General Sheaffe £200, Colonel Bishopp
£100. In Kingston £494 was raised.
In Lower Canada £4,600. In Eng-
land £5,000 of which the Bank of
England gave £1,000. In far-off
Jamaica large sums were given both
in money and in kind, the chief con-
tributions being in rum and coffee.
The Legislature of Nova Secotia also
contributed largely. Part of the orig-
inal plan of the Society was not car-
ried out, this was to provide medals
for distinguished service; one hun-
dred pounds was set aside to procure
as many silver medals as it would
furnish and a deseription was sent
to England. When received they
were not distributed, as the execution
did not correspond with the design.
A further sum was given to procure
more medals of a different quality.
In a cirele formed by a wreath of
laurel ‘‘For Merit.””  ‘‘Presented
by a grateful country.’” On the re-
verse, a strait between two lakes;
on the north side a beaver (emblem
of peaceful industry) the ancient
armorial bearing of Canada; in the
background an English lion slumber-
ing; on the south side of the strait
the American eagle plancing (what-
ever that may mean) in the air, as
if checked from seizing the beaver
by the presence of the lion. The
legend is, ‘“‘Upper Canada Preserv-
ed.”” Was the medal ever made$
Are any specimens in existence?
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MOUNT ROBSON: A CANADIAN
' GIANT

BY F.-W,

WALLACE

ILLUSTRATIONS FROM PHOTOGRAPHS BY BYRON HARMON

On every side the snowy heads of
mighty hills erowded round, whilst, im-
mediately behind us, a giant among giants,
and immeasurably supreme, rose Robson’s
Peak.—Milton and Cheadle, ‘‘The North-
west Passage by Land’’ (1865).

climb in eight hours to the top

of Mount Robson. Conrad is
the great guide of the Rockies. He
has dared the demons of wind and
snow, traversed at night the most
treacherous of glaciers, dodged aval-
anches of snow and rock, and fought
for his balance on the bare lips of
precipices. He has traced the law of
gravitation to its home and mocked
it to its face.

To Conrad a mountain is simply a
staircase and its summit a balcony
overlooking the world. So he looked
up at Robson with a caleulating eye
and said he would reach the highest
summit of our southern Rockies in
eight hours from the valley. He knew
that six out of seven attempts to
reach the top had been failures: he
knew that his friend, Moritz Inder-
binen, had climbed for twelve hours
without coming within four hours of
the summit; he knew that the chief
satisfaction of those who had previ-
ously climbed from the east, as he
now proposed to do, was, in the words
of Dr. Coleman, that of ‘‘having at
Jeast escaped being swept with an
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CONRAD KAIN said he would

‘up the glacier.

avalanche into the abyss’’—but still
Conrad clung to the idea of an eight-
hour elimb until the afternoon of
July 31st, 1913. Then he began to
understand the giant.

The story of the splendid climb of
that date is not as well known as it
might be, for the press reports lavish-
ly scattered the honour of the ascent
amongst a number of persons who
could have achieved the honour in no
other way. The party that really did
make the climb was a small one: Con-
rad Kain, of Vienna; W. W. Foster,
Deputy Minister of Public Works,
Victoria, and Captain A. H. Maec-
Carthy, of Wilmer, British Columbia,
all members of the large Alpine Club
camp pitehed by the shore of Berg
Lake. Mr. Foster humorously re-
marked that the expedition was well
organized, each of the several depart-
ments of activity being in charge of
an officer specially appointed.

‘“We divided the work into three
parts,”” he said, ‘‘Mr. MacCarthy
looked after the commissariat. T was
appointed officer in charge of sleep-
ing arrangements. We let Conrad
Kain take charge of the elimbing.”’

With this careful division of work
they set out on the afternoon of July
30th, carrying on their backs food
and blankets for a bivouac some miles
They put in an hour
and a half of their climb that even-
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ing, and left six and a half hours for
the next day, according to Conrad’s
previous reckoning. Their bed was
made on a bit of moraine at the foot
of the sharp pyramid of rock known
as the ‘‘Extinguisher,”’ just beyond
reach of falling stones. They excav-
ated a hollow in the thin film of rocks,
and in doing so laid bare the ice, But
they covered it up again with chips
of slate and a few branches of ever-
green carried from a distance to add
an air of magnificence worthy of so
great an undertaking.

Rain, accompanied by violent wind,
beat upon the lower glacier that
night, but spared the Extinguisher
and the three men at its feet. By
morning the giant had laid his plans
and was apparently setting a trap
like that which had so nearly caught
two previous parties, for he stood
smiling and cloudless, with that inno-
cent expression of countenance that
led Conrad to form his eight-hour

ambitions.
At 4.30 a.m. the party started up

THE EAST FACE OF MOUNT ROBSON, SHOWING DOME, LEFT CENTRE

the glacier. They ascended the round-
ed buttress called the ‘‘Dome,”’ on
the south side, thus avoiding aval-
anche paths that had greatly delayed
former expeditions, and then attack-
ed the bergschrund, or ice chasm—a
kind of moat that forms the last and
most critical obstacle to the ascent of
glaciers. After some delay a steep
bridge of snow was found, which
they chopped into the semblance of a
stairway, and thus passed across.

““This bergschrund,”’ said Conrad,
““might on some days be so hard that
the mountain cannot be climbed at all
from this side,”” which appears to
have been the experience of Dr, Cole-
man.

From the bergschrund, the re-
sources of Conrad’s department were
heavily called upon. Conrad cut 105
steps in solid ice sloping at sixty-five
degrees before the rocks above were
reached. And then, ‘““To my disap-
pointing,’’ said the guide, ‘‘the rocks
have been not so good as it looked
from below."’

 ad
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MOUNT ROBSON, FROM THE NORTH-EAST

At last he was beginning to make
Robson 8 acquaintance and to under-
stand that he was dealing with a real
‘‘Sehweizer berg,”’ as another guide,
whose story follows, described it.
Clear rocks would not be too bad, but
rocks glazed with ice are not only
difficult to overcome, but also ex-
tremely dangerous. Nevertheless,
Conrad plied away with his axe where
the ice was deep, serambled and
squirmed where the rocks were poor;
and the little band went up like flies
on a wall. They knew that a slip
could never be recovered and that
they had no wings to bear them up in
case anything gave way: but still
they were cheerful and confident that
the difficulties would be over once
they had attained the ridge above,
which seemed to lead easily to the
summit, When at last the long 2,000
feet of ice-covered cliffs were sur-
mounted and the climbers stood upon
the coveted ridge, they viewed their
proposed pathway to the summit with

something like dismay, for the aréte
was but the edge of the giant’s sword,
too sharp and forbidding to be
thought of as a means of ascent. So
they turned to the left and eclimbed
along the dizzy blade of the sword
over ice, rock, and snow, cutting steps
for hour after hour. The six and a
half hours were exhausted below the
ridge, and so were quite a few hours
more,

Conrad said there was nothing
very diffieult about the climb, but ap-
parently there was also nothing very
easy, for one o’clock passed, two,
three, four, and still the summit was
a long way off.

They knew now that they were tak-
ing chances, for it was clearly impos-
sibel to reach safety before dark even
if they turned about at once. Still
they struggled on. past a fine snow
cornice, and then by a chaos of gi-
gantic blocks of ice. some bigger than
houses, with huge icicles and fantas-
tic carvings of ogreish faces—little
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giants clustered about their father’s
towering crest. Two hundred feet
below the summit came an ice couloir,
almost vertical, of solid green ice,
where the indefatigable Conrad per-
formed his great feat of balancing
in a small space in which most men
would hardly trust the footing, and
in mid air swinging away with his
axe as coolly and cheerfully as if he
were down in camp, a mile and a
half below, ehopping wood for a sup-
per of bacon and beans.

Now a bitter wind sprang up, chill-
ing the climbers through and through,
catching up the splinters of ice that
flew from under Conrad’s axe and
dashing them into the stinging faces
of those below. ‘‘And just a leetle
bit of wind,”’ said Conrad, ‘‘which
you hardly feel it in the valley, can
make you all kinds of trouble in such
a height.”” Indeed it ean, as some
have found who never returned to
tell their story. Grimly they fought
on against the malicious elements and
against the relentless warfare of old
Father Time himself. It is the con-
quest of heights like these that makes
men. To know that a second’s for-
getfulness, the slightest misjudgment
of distance and balance, or a sudden
moment of indeecision, means death to
oneself and one’s companions, en-
forces an absolute self-control that
should be engrained in the very
fibres of one’s character. It is for
that reason that the mountaineer
thinks it worth while occasionally to
risk ‘his life.

It was a tremendous struggle. Five
o’clock, and still ascending. Doubt
as to their ultimate success could
never be quite expelled by all their
determination and the encourage-
ment of Conrad’s ice-axe. Already
they had been almost thirteen hours
from the bivouaec beneath the Ex-
tinguisher, when Conrad suddenly
paused, turned about, and said:

‘‘Chentlemens, I will take yvou no
farder.”’

They were on the summit of Mount
Robson!
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The customary hand-shake follow-
ed, and ‘‘ze chentlemens haf been
perfectly happy.”’ They had reason,
having conquered for a second time
the old giant who had defied so many
brave men and overthrown so many
antagonists in the icy blasts of the
northland. In fact, it appeared later
from the statements made by Donald
Phillips, who accompanied Kinney
on the first ascent, 1909, that Conrad
Kain’s party was the first to reach
the very highest point of the moun-
tain, the previous ascent having ter-
minated in drifting clouds and snow
some sixty feet below what Conrad
found to be the true peak.

For a precious fifteen minutes the
conquerors gloated over the spoils of
war— ‘An incomparable panorama
of peaks, snowfields, and glaciers,”’
as Mr. Foster describes it, ‘‘which,
from our superior altitude, appear-
ed just like frozen waves on a lake,
with little, white crests wherever a
line of snow-crowned peaks appear-
ed.”

Conrad had brought his party up,
but he had yet the greater responsi-
bility of bringing them down in
safety. It was observed that the
giant had bombarded with avalanches
the stairway which had been lobor-
iously cut in the ice earlier in the
day and had choked up the steps with
frozen debris. Conrad was desirous
of sharing with Dr. Coleman the
satisfaction of ‘‘having . eseap-
ed being swept with an avalanche in-
to the abyss,”” and he realized that
this satisfaction was likely to be
denied those who tempted the aval-
anches of the eastern face a second
time that day. He would rather com-
mit himself to unknown dangers than
expose his party to dangers which he
knew only too well. Accordingly he
set the ice-axe at work on a new path
on the opposite side of the mountain
and began a rvace with oncoming
night. Aiming for a promising look-
ing glacier below, they descended as
rapidly as safety would permit, only
to find, as usual, that the attractions
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of the mountain were all promises
and no pay. They were glad to
get off the glacier again and make
for the rocks, but between glacier
and rocks intervened a most uninvit-
ing gully of hard and dangerous ice.
There was nothing for it, however,
but to hew a precarious ladder down
the glassy incline, so Conrad set to
work again as he had been doing all
day, having already cut no less than
1,400 steps in snow and ice; and he
eut another 200 steps before dark,
when they were able to put foot once
more on a little bit of solid rock.
On a narrow, outward-sloping ledge
only eight feet wide, at a height of
9,000 feet, Mr. Foster prepared to
execute the duties of his office by

putting the expedition to bed. There
was not much trouble about this, for
going to bed on the bare roecks with-
out fire, blankets, or extra eclothing
is a very simple matter. All Mr.
Foster did was to tie his men close
together with an alpine rope, to pre-
vent restless sleepers from following
their dreams into space. '“he dulies
of the commissariat department were
executed with equal despatech by Mr.
MacCarthy, for it does not take long
to provide three hungry men with
half a sandwich each; and that was
all the supper that could be allowed
by a commissariat organized on the
eight-hour plan. Though the cold
was bifter and the quarters were
cramped, the belated travellers en-
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joyed snatches of sleep, in which, said
Conrad quaintly :

““I dreamed from firewood and ze
chentlemens dreamed from blankets.”’

During the night the giant turn-
ed his artillery upon them and sent
avalanches thundering in their direc-
tion, but though these passed close
by, they failed to reach the protect-
ed ledge on which the climbers rested.

In the morning, an exciting scram-
ble ensued, difficult ridges and chim-
neys being descended with the con-
stant and more or less exhilarating
uncertainty as to whether the route
would be abruptly terminated by im-
passible ecliffs.  They crossed the
gully down which the avalanches had
shot during the night, clambered
down the rocks and up them in
places, and slid the length of a large
snow slope near the valley. At twelve
o’clock they were at length able to
unrope after being in almost constant
danger for thirty hours, during all
which time they had but a few sand-
wiches to eat and the merest trickles
of melted snow to quench their thirst.

The delights of this elimb, when re-
hearsed in camp, were so enticing
that a few days later another trio left
Berg Lake to try their luck with the
giant.  Walter Schauffelberger, of
Zurich, B. S. Darling, of Vancouver,
and H. H. Prouty, of Portland, Ore-
gon, formed a redoubtable party, and
their elimb is in many ways the great-
est of all those that have been on
Mount Robson.

By five a.m. on the fifth of August,
they were storming the heights on the
south-west side of Robson, and the
longest battle ever fought with the
giant had commenced. The ridge
was so well defended by towers and
outworks that the beseigers were re-
peatedly foreced to turn aside from
their course and outflank difficulties
that eould not be overcome by a front-
al attack. To have kept doggedly to
this ridge would have been as hope-
less as walking up a street via the
tops of the telegraph poles, or travers-
ing a forest by climbing up and over

every tree in the way. The progress
of outflanking was also an extremely
difficult one, for the towers encount-
ered were not only themselves unas-
sailable for the most part, but so well
protected by precipices on either side
that even the avoidance of these ob-
stacles called into play all the re-
source of the besieging army. The
first tower was hardly passed when a
second appeared. This too was ecir-
cumvented by threading a maze of
ledges and chimmneys (vertical splits
in the rock through which the climber
works his way like a glorified chimney
sweep) ; and then half an hour of
steady ascent was abruptly terminat-
ed by a third tower lifting its ugly
and unsecalable erest a hundred feet
in the air.  Another risky scramble
along the wall brought them to a
fourth tower and then a fifth, and
after that they found themselves con-
fronted by a still larger and more im-
posing tower than they had met be-
fore, Courage and perseverance won
again, however, and the last of these
almost impregnable fortresses was at
their backs. They had rushed the
outworks !

But the giant was laughing up his
sleeve; for flagging strength and fleet-
ing time were the fruits of a hard-
won vietory., By the time the first
snow was reached, at a height of
about 12,000 feet, it was five o’clock
in the evening and growing bitterly
cold. But they pressed on. In a
few minutes the snow yielded to rocks,
which proved to be in the most vil-
lainous condition, glazed over with
ice. Steps could not be cut here, for
the ice was but a thin skin stretched
tightly over the rock below: so there
was nothing for it but to step ecau-
tiously out on to the treacherous sur-
face, steady one another with the
rope, and never allow more than one
man- to move at a time. No place,
this, for a man with weak nerves and
unsteady muscles. But it was the
most searching test of mental and
p}lysical fitness that nature could de-
vise.

»y
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A CREVASSE ON

These slippery rocks were followed
by slopes of solid ice slightly covered
with loose snow, which was always
ready to slide away skyward (for the
sky. was below as well as above)
carrying vietims in its clutches. Two
large, overhanging cornices of snow,
built by the architects wind and frost,
were carefully avoided, and the daunt-
less three moved slowly upward to
the rhythm of the axe. The summit
was not far off, but the final wall of
ice, ‘‘the glittering apex’’ that ap-
pears so white and beautiful from the
pullmans of the Grand Trunk Pacifie
Railway nearly two miles below, was
so steep that not only steps for the
feet but even notches for the fingers
had to be cut, and the numbness of
the hands, combined with the awk-

ROBSON GLACIER

ward angle of the steep incline of the
ice which constantly jogged the elbow,
50 hindered the swing of Walter’s axe
that no more than fifty steps could be
cut in an hour. “‘If we only had
more time!’’ was the constant but
despairing wish.

The wind, too, was growing danger-
ous, dashing fragments of ice into up-
turned faces, threatening to pull one
and all from their holds, and the cold
had beecome intense. Fingers were
numb, clothes were stiff, and the rope
was frozen as hard as a wire hawser.
They had been fighting for over thir-
teen hours, and there still lay three
hundred feet of hard, green ice be-
tween them and the summit. Three
hundred feet at fifty steps an hour—
that meant at least three hours more
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of straining vigilance and unceasing
labour in the frost and wind before
the top could be gained, late in the
evening, and then a night at over
13,000 feet or a race in the dark down
walls of ice and frozen rock. They
hesitated,

*‘It was now half-past six in the
evening, and my companions were be-
coming = impatient,”’ says Walter
Schauffelberger, ‘‘for they believed
that the peak could not be reached
before night, and a camp at 13,000
feet, was not to their liking. At first
I made no answer, for to reach such
a height and then turn back, that
was indeed too hard. Accordingly
I went on quietly cutting steps. But
my companions gave me no peace and
urged me to consider a retreat, which
by no means appealed to me, for the
thought of descending this difficult
ridge gave me some serious reflec-
tions.”’

Probably he had in mind a descent
by a different route, as Conrad Kain
had done. “‘Our alternative was to
camp overnight on the summit, which
was also unpleasant to contemplate.’’
And during this moment of indecision
the giant showed his last card. An
ugly ecloud peeped over the summit
and slid part way down the slope,
while snowflakes swirled over the ice
and crept steadily into the hollow
footsteps.  Storm had set in, and the
light was fading.  Above lay the
frozen summit, the coldest and most
exposed spot in Canada south of the
Alaskan boundary, and below lay the
slippery steeps of a climb, ‘‘like
the Matterhorn from the Italian side,
but for more difficult and danger-
ous.”’

The ugly cloud on the summit settl-
ed the question of alternatives. In
the driving snow the party faced the
descent and worked down over the
whitened ridge.

“By nine o’clock,’”” econtinues
Schauffelberger, ‘‘it was quite dark.

The wind blew over the ridge with
frightful strength and threatened
each moment to hurl us from the
rocks. Blizzard, lightning, thunder, in
short all the elements that the heavens
can let loose, had set upon us.”

To remain where they were was
desperate, but to proceed farther was
madness.  So, on the narrow ridge
where darkness caught them, at a
height of 13,000 feet, they halted,
piled up a few loose rocks to protect
themselves at least to some extent
from the wind, and drew on all the
clothing they could, even to binding
the rucksacks about their feet to pre-
vent them from freezing. The wind
passed howling among the crags and
the drifting snow scoured the crouch-
ing figures. Thus, waiting for dawn,
they huddled, the target of the swirl-
ing, seattering clouds; and all dreams
““from firewood and from blankets’’
were swept away by one long waking
nightmare.

It was a long night and a grim one,
but they held on, and when day came
at last it found them safe and sound.
The clouds still hung heavily both
above and below them. The party
set out again on their way, though
not without misgivings.

‘“All night long,”” says Schauffel-
berger, ‘‘it had been snowing, and the
rocks looked very nasty, so that we
wondered if we should ever get down
in safety. Rock towers and ledges
of yesterday’s climb had now to be
tackled with the greatest caution.
The great smooth gendarme was al-
together impregnable with ice. It
was snowing like winter, and we were
glad to find any way of passing this
obstacle. 'We turned sharply to the
south wall, - clambered through wet
chimneys and over ledges—in short,
it was simply, ‘Down, down, it will
go.”””  And they made it go. In
six hours from their bivouaec they
reached the uppermost shelf of shale
and knew that they were safe.

-
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From a Photograph
by Harmon

* When the furies are in mad hunt along the
ridges,” at an altitude of more than 11,000 feet
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BROOD OF THE WITCH QUEEN
BY SAX ROHMER

[I-THE CURSE OF THE HOUSE OF DHOON

1

HEN a substantial legacy is

\X/ divided into two shares, one

of which falls to a man,
young, dissolute and clever, and the
other to a girl, pretty and inexperien-
ced, there is laughter in the bells.
But, to the girl’s legacy add another
item; a strong, stern guardian, and
the issue becomes one less easy to pre-
dict.

In the case at present under con-
sideration, such an arrangement led
Dr. Bruce Cairn (the guardian)' to
pack off Myra Duquesne (the girl)
to a grim Scottish manor in Inver-
ness upon a visit of indefinate dura-
tion, led to heart burnings on the
part of Robert Cairn, the guardian’s
son, and to other things about to be
noticed.

Antony Ferrara, the co-legatee,
was not slow to recognise that a
damaging stroke had been played,
but he knew Dr. Cairn too well to put
up any protest, In his capacity of
fashionable physician, the doctor fre-
quently met Ferrara in society ; for a
man at once rich, handsome, and
bearing a fine name is not socially
ostracised on the mere suspicion that
he is a dangerous blackguard. Thus
Antony Ferrara was courted by the
smartest women in town and toler-
ated by the men. Dr. Cairn would
always acknowledge him, and then
turn his back upon the dark-eyed,
adopted son of his dearest friend.
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There was that between the two of
which the world knew nothing. Had
the world known what Dr. Cairn
knew respecting Antony Ferrara,
then, despite his winning manner, his
wealth and his station, every door in
London, from those of Mayfair to
that of the foulest den in Limehouse,
would have been elosed to him, closed,
and barred with horror and loathing.
A tremendous secret was locked up
within the heart of Dr. Bruce Cairn.

Sometimes we seem to be granted
a glimpse of the guiding Hand that
steers men’s destinies; then as com-
prehension is about to dawn, we lose
again our temporary lucidity of
vision. The following incident illus-
trates this,

Sir Elwin Groves, of Harley Street,
took Dr. Cairn aside at the Club one
evening.

“I am passing a patient on to
you, Cairn,”” he said; ‘‘Lord Lash-
more.”’

““Ah,”” replied Cairn thoughtfully
—“T have never met him.”’

‘“He has only quite recently return-
ed to England—you may have
heard *—and brought a South Ameri-
can Lady Lashmore with him.”’

I have heard that, yes.”

“Lord Lashmore is close upon fifty-
five, and his wife—a passionate
Southern type of beauty—is probab-
ly less than twenty. They are an odd
couple. The lady has been doing
some extensive entertaining at the
town house.”’
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Groves stared hard at Dr. Cairn,

“Your young friend, Antony Fer-
rara, is a regular visitor.”’

““No doubt,”” said Cairn; ‘‘he goes
everywhere. I don’t know how long
his funds will last.”’

““I have wondered, too. His cham-
bers are like a scene from the ‘ Arab-
ian Nights.” ”’

‘““How do you know ?’’ inquired the
other curiously. ‘‘Have you attend-
ed him?’’

‘““Yes,”” was the reply. ‘‘His East-
ern servant ’phoned for me one night
last week; and I found Ferrara lying
unconseious in a room like a pasha’s
harem. He looked simply ghastly, but
the man would give me no account
of what had caused the attack. It
looked to me like sheer nervous ex-
haustion. He gave me quite an anx-
ious five minutes. Incidentally, the
room was blazing hot, with a fire roar-
ing right up the chimney, and it smelt
like a Hindu temple.’’

‘“Ah,”” muttered Cairn. ‘‘Between
his mode of life and his peculiar
studies he will probably crack up. He
has a fragile constitution.”’

““Who the deuce is he, Cairn?”’
pursued Sir Elwin. ‘“You must know
all the circumstances of his adoption;
you were with the late Sir Michael in
Egypt at the time. The fellow is a
mystery to me; he repels, in someway.
I was glad to get away from his
rooms.”’

“You were going to tell me some-
thing about Lord Lashmore’s case, I
think,’’ said Cairn.

Sir Elwin Groves screwed up his
eyes and readjusted his pince-nez, for
the deliberate way in which his com-
panion had changed the conversa-
tion was unmistakable. However,
Cairn’s brusque manners were pro-
verbial, and Sir Elwin accepted the
lead.

‘““Yes, yes, I believe I was,’’ he
agreed, rather lamely. ‘‘Well it’s
very singular. I was called there last
Monday, at about two o’clock.in the
morning. I found the house upside-
down, and Lady Lashmore, with a
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dressing-gown thrown over her night-
dress, engaged in bathing a bad
wound in her husband’s throat.’’

‘“What! Attempted suicide?’’

““My first idea, naturally. But a
glance at the wound set me wonder-
ing. It was bleeding profusely, and
from its location I was afraid that it
might have penetrated the internal
jugular; but the external only was
wounded. I arrested the flow of
blood and made the patient comfort-
able. Lady Lashmore assisted me
coolly and displayed some skill as a
nurse, In fact she had applied a liga-
ture before my arrival.’’

““Lord Lashmore remained consei-
ous?’’

‘““Quite. He was shaky, of course.
I called again at nine o’clock that
morning, and found him progressing

favourably. When I had dressed the
wounds—"’
“Wounds?”’

““There were two actually; I will
tell you in a moment. I asked Lord
Lashmore for an explanation. He
had given out for the benefit of the
household, that, stumbling out of bed
in the dark, he had tripped upon a

.rug, so that he fell forward almost

into the fireplace. There is rather an
ornate fender, with an elaborate cop-
per scrollwork design, and his account
was that he came down with all his
weight upon this, in such a way that
part of the copperwork pierced his
throat. It was possible, just possible,
Cairn; but it didn’t satisfy me, and I
could see that it didn’t satisfy Lady
Lashmore. However, when we were
alone, Lashmore told me the real
facts.”’

l‘He
truth ?”’

‘“‘Largely for his wife’s sake, I
fancy. He was anxious to spare her
the alarm which, knowing the truth,
she must have experienced. His story
was this—related in confidence, but
he wishes that you should know: He
was awakened by a sudden, sharp
pain in the throat; not very acute,
but accompanied by a feeling of pres-

had been concealing the
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sure. It was gone again, in a moment,
and he was surprised to find blood
upon his hands when he felt for the
cause of the pain.

‘““He got out of bed and experienc-
ed a great dizziness. The hemorrhage
was altogether more severe than he
had supposed. Not wishing to arouse
his wife, he did not enter his dressing-
room, which is situated between his
own room and Lady Lashmore’s; he
staggered as far as the bell-push,
and then collasped. His man found
him on the floor—sufficiently near the
fender to lend colour to the story of
the accident.”’

Dr. Cairn coughed drily,

“Do you think it was attempted
suicide after all, then?’’ he asked.

““No—I don’t,”’ replied Sir Elwin
emphatically. ‘‘I think it was some-
thing altogether more difficult to ex-
plain.”’

‘“Not attempted murder?’’

‘“Almost impossible. = Excepting
Chambers, Lord Lashmore’s valet, no
one could possibly have gained access
to that suite of rooms. They number
four. There is a small boudoir, out
of which opens Lady Lashmore’s bed-
room; between this and Lord Lash-
more’s apartment is the dressing-
room. DLord Lashmore’s door was
locked and so was that of the boudoir,
These are the only two means of en-
trance.”’

“‘But you said that Chambers came
in and found him.”’

‘“Chambers has a key of Lord Lash-
more’s door. That is why I said ‘ex-
cepting Chambers.” But Chambers
has been with his present master
since Lashmore left Cambridge. It’s
out of the question.’

“Windows ?’’

‘“‘First floor, no balcony, and over-
look Hyde Park.”’

‘“‘Ts there no clue to the mystery ?’’

‘“There are three!’’

‘“What are they?’’

““First; the nature of the wounds.
Second; Lord Lashmore’s idea that
something was in the room at the
moment of his awakening. Third;
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the fact that the identical attempt
was made upon him last night!’”

“Last night! Good God! With
what result?’’

““The former wounds, though deep,
are very tiny, and had quite healed
over. Onme of them partially re-open-
ed, but Lord Lashmore awoke alto-
gether more readily, and before any
damage had been done. He says that
some soft body rolled off the bed. He
uttered a loud ery, leapt out and
switched on the electric lights. At
the same moment he heard a frightful
seream from his wife’s room. When
I arrived—ILjashmore himself sum-
moned me on this occasion—I had
a new patient.”’

“Lady Lashmore?’’

‘‘Exactly. She had fainted from
fright, at hearing her husband’s ery,
I assume, There had been a slight
hemorrhage from the throat, too.”’

‘““What! Tuberculous?’’

““I fear so. Fright would not pro-
duce hemorrhage in the case of a
healthy subjeet, would it?’’

Dr. Cairn shook his head. He was
obviously perplexed.

‘““And Lord Lashmore?’’ he ask-
ed.

‘“The marks were there again,’’ re-
plied Sir Elwin; ‘“‘rather lower on
the neck. But they were quite super-
ficial. He had awakened in time and
had struck out—hitting something.”’
‘““What?”’
‘“‘Some living thing; apparently

covered with long, silky hair. It es-
caped, however.”’
‘““And now,”” said Dr. Cairn—

‘“these wounds; what are they like ?’’

“They are like the marks of
fangs,’’ replied Sir Elwin; “‘of two
long, sharp fangs!”’

II.

LORD LASHMORE was a big,
blonde man, fresh coloured, and hav-
ing his nearly white hair worn close
cut and his moustache trimmed in
neat military fashion. For a fair man,
he had eyes of a singular colour. They
were so dark a shade of brown as to
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appear black; Southern eyes; lend-
ing to his personality an oddness very
striking.

When he was shown into Dr Cairn’s
library, the doetor regarded him with
that searching scrutiny peculiar to
men of his profession, at the same
time inviting the visitor to be seated.

Lashmore sat down in the red leath-
ern arm chair, resting his large hands
upon his knees, with the fingers wide-
ly spread. He had massive dignity,
but was not entirely at his ease. Dr.
Cairn opened the conversation, in his
direct fashion,

“You come to consult me, Lord
Lashmore, in my capacity of an oe-
cultist rather than in that of physie-
ian?”’

‘“In both,”’ replied Lord Lashmore ;
‘“distinetly, in both.”’

“Sir Elwin Groves is attending
you for certain throat wounds—’’

Lord Lashmore touched the high
stock which he was wearing.

““The scars remain,’’ he said. ‘‘Do
you wish to see them?’’

“I am afraid T must trouble you.”’

The stock was untied; and Dr.
Cairn, through a powerful glass, ex-
amined the marks. One of them, the
lower, was slightly inflamed.

Lord Lashmore retied his stock,
standing before a small mirror set
in the overmantel.

“You had an impression of some
presence in the room at the time of
the outrage?’’ pursued the doctor,

‘‘Distinetly ; on both oceasions.”’

““Did you see anything?”’

““The room was too dark.”’

“But you felt something 9’

“Hair; my knuckles, as I struck
out—I am speaking of the second out-
rage—encountered a thick mass of
hair,”’

““The body of some animal ?”’

““Probably the head.”’

““But still you saw nothing ?”’

““I must confess that T had a vague
idea of some shape flitting away
across the room; a white shape—
therefore probably a figment of my
imagination.’’ ;
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“Your cry awakened Lady Lash-
more ?’’

““Unfortunately, yes. Her nerves
were badly shaken already, and this
second shock proved too severe. Sir
Elwin fears chest trouble. T am tak-
ing her abroad as soon as possible.’’

‘“She was found insensible.
Where ?”’

‘“At the door of the dressing-room
—the door communicating with her
own room, not' communicating with
mine, She had evidently started to
come to my assistance when faintness
overcame her.”’

‘“What is her own account?’’

‘““That is her own account.’’

‘““Who discovered her?’’

SOETdad

Dr. Cairn was drumming his fing-
ers on the table.

“You have a theory, Lord Lash-
more,’”” he said suddenly. ‘‘Let me
hear it.”’

Lord Lashmore started, and glared
across at the speaker with a sort of
haughty surprise.

““I have a theory?”’

““I think so, Am I wrong?’’

Lashmore stood on the rug before
the fireplace with his hands locked
behind him, and his hesd lovrered
looking out under his tufted eyebrows
at Dr. Cairn. Thus seen, Lord Lash-
more’s strange eyes had a sinister ap-
pearance.

“If I had had a theory—’’ he be-
gan—

““You would have come to me to
seek confirmation?’’ suggested Dr.
Cairn.

‘“Ah! yes, you may be right, Sir
Elwin, to whom I hinted something,
mentioned your name. I am not quite
clear on one point, Dr. Cairn. Did
he send me to you because he thought
—In a word, you are a mental special-
ist?”’

““I am not. . Sir Elwin has no

~doubts respecting your brain, Lord

Lashmore, He has sent you here be-
cause I have made some study of what
T may term psychical ailments. There
is a chapter in your family history—?
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he fixed his searching gaze upon the
other’s face—‘‘which latterly has
been occupying your mind %’

At that Lashmore started in good
earnest.

“To what—do you refer?’’

““‘Lord Lashmore you have come to
me for advice. A rare ailment—
happily very rare in England—has
assailed you. Circumstances have
been in your favour thus far, but a
recurrence is to be anticipated at any
time. Be good enough to look upon
me as a speeialist, and give me all
your confidence.’’

Lashmore cleared his throat.

‘““What do you wish to know, Dr.
Cairn?’’ he asked, with a queer inter-
mingling of respect and hauteur in
his tones.

“‘I wish to know about Mirza, wife
of the third Baron Lashmore.’’

Lord Lashmore took a stride for-
ward, His large hands clenched, and
his eyes were blazing.

‘““What do you know about her?’’

Surprise was in the voice, and
anger.

““T have seen her portrait in Dhoon
Castle; you were not in residence at
that time. Mirza, Lady Lashmore,
was evidently a very beautiful
woman. What was the date of the
marriage 1’
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““The third Baron brought her to
England from—?"’

‘‘Poland.”’

‘“‘She was a Pole?”’

‘“A Polish Jewess. ’

‘¢ There was no issue of the marri-
age, but the Baron outlived her and
married again?’’ ;

Lord Lashmore shifted his feet
nervously, and gnawed his finger-
nails.

‘“There was issue of the marriage,”’

he snapped. ‘‘She was my ancest-
ress.”’
‘“Ah!”’ Dr, Cairn’s gray eyes light-
ed up momentarily. ‘“We get to the
facts. Why was this birth kept se-
eret?”’

““Dhoon Castle has kept many se-

255

crets!’’ Tt was a grim noble of the
Middle Ages who was speaking. ‘‘ For
a Lashmore, there was no difficulty in
suppressing the facts, arranging a
hasty second marriage and represent-
ing the boy as the child of the later
union. Had the second marriage
proved fruitful, this had been un-
necessary; but an heir to Dhoon was
—essential,”’

“I see. Had the second marriage
proved fruitful, the child of Mirza
would have been—what shall we say?
—smothered ¢’

“Damn it! What do you mean?’’

‘““He was the rightful heir.”’

“Dr. Cairn,”” said Lashmore, slow-
ly, ““you are probing an open wound,
The fourth Baron Lashmore repre-
sents what the world ecalls ‘The Curse
of the House of Dhoon.” At Dhoon
Castle there is a seeret chamber,
which has engaged the pens of many
so-called oceultists, but which no man,
save every heir, has entered for gener-
ations. It’s very location is a secret.
Measurements do not avail to find it.
You would appear to know much of
my family’s black seeret; perhaps
you know where that room lies at
Dhoon?””

‘“Certainly I do,”’ replied Dr.
Cairn calmly; it is under the moat,
some thirty yards west of the former
draw bridge.”’

Lord Lashmore changed eolour.
When he spoke again his voice had
lost its timber.

‘‘Perhaps you know—what it con-
tains?”’

“I do. It contains Paul, fourth
Baron Lashmore, son of Mirza, the
Polish Jewess!”’

Lord Lashmore reseated himself in
the big armechair, staring at the speak-
er aghast.

“I thought no other in the world
knew that!’’ he said hollowly. ‘‘ Your
studies have been extensive indeed.
For three years—three whole years
from the night of my twenty-first
birthday—the horror hung over me,
Dr. Cairn. It ultimately brought my
grandfather to the madhouse, but my
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father was of sterner stuff, and so, it
seems, was 1. After those three years
of horror I threw off the memories of
Paul Dhoon, the third baron—’’

“It was on the night of your
twenty-first birthday that you were
admitted to the subterranean room?’’

“You know so muech, Dr. Cairn
that you may as well know all.”’ Liash-
more’s face was twitehing. But you
are about to hear what no man has
ever heard from the lips of one of
my family before.”’

He stood up again restlessly.

““Nearly thirty-five years have el-
apsed,”’ he resumed, ‘‘since that Dec-
ember night; but my very soul trem-
bles, now, when I recall it! There was
a big house-party at Dhoon, but I
had been prepared, for some weeks,
by my father, for the ordeal that
awaited me, Our family mystery is
historieal, and there were many fear-
ful glances bestowed upon me, when,
at midnight, my father took me aside
from the company and led me to the
old library. My God, Dr. Cairn—fear-
ful as these reminiscences are, it is a
relief to relate them—to someone!’’

A sort of suppressed excitement
was upon Lashmore, but his voice re-
. mained low and hollow.

‘‘He asked me,’’ he continued, ‘‘the
traditional question; if I had prayed
for strength. God knows I had. Then
his stern face very pale, he locked the
library door, and from a closet con-
cealed beside the ancient fireplace—a
closet which, hitherto, I had not
known to exist—he took out a bulky
key of antique workmanship. To-
gether we set to work to remove all
the volumes from one of the book-
shelves.

‘““Even, when the shelves were
empty, it called for our united efforts
to move the heavy piece of furniture;
but we accomplished the task ulti-
mately, making visible a considerable
expanse of panelling. Nearly forty
vears had elapsed since that case had
been removed and the carvings which
it concealed were coated with all the
dust which had accumulated there
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since the night of my father’s coming-
of-age.

‘“A device upon the top of the
centre panel represented the arms of
the family; the helm which formed
part of the device projected like a
knob, My father grasped it, turned
it, and threw his weight against the
seemingly solid wall. It yielded,
swinging inward upon concealed
hinges, and a damp, earthy smell
came out into the library. Taking up
a lamp, which he had in readiness,
my father entered the cavity, beckon-
ing me to follow.

““I found myself descending a flight
of rough steps, and the roof above me
was so low that I was compelled to
stoop. A corner was come to, passed,
and a further flight of steps appear-
ed beneath. At that time the old
moat was still flooded, and even had
I not divined as much from the diree-
tion of the steps, I should have
known, at this point, that we were
beneath it. Between the stone blocks
roofing us in oozed drops of moisture,
and the air was at once damp and
icily cold.

‘“A short passage, commenecing at
the foot of the steps, terminated be-
fore a massive, iron-studded door.
My father placed the key in the lock,
and holding the lamp above his head,
turned and looked at me. He was
deathly pale.

¢ “‘Summon all your fortitude,’ he
said.

‘‘He strove to turn the key, but for
a long time without sucecess; the lock
was rusty. Finally, however—he was
a strong man—his efforts were
successful, The door opened, and an
indeseribable smell came out into the
passage. Never before had I met with
anything like it; I have never met
with it since.”’

Lord Lashmore wiped his brow
with his handkercheif.

““The first thing,”’ he resumed,
“‘apon which the lamplight shone,
was what appeared to be a bloodstain
spreading almost entirely over one
wall of the cell which I perceived
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before me. I have learned since that
this was a species of fungus, not al-
together uncommon. but at the time,
and in that situation, it shocked me
inexpressibly.

““But let me hasten to that which
we have come to see—let me finish
my story as quickly as may be. My
father halted at the entrance to this
frightful cell; his hand, with which
he held the lamp above his head, was
not steady, and over his shoulder I
looked into the place, and saw. . .him.

“Dr, Cairn, for three years, night
and day, that spectacle haunted me,
I seemed to have before my eyes the
dreadful face—the bearded, grinning
face of Paul Dhoon. He lay there
upon the floor of the dungeon, with
his fists elenched and his knees drawn
up as if in agony. He had lain there
for generations, yet, as God is my
witness, there was flesh on his bones!

““Yellow and seared it was, and his
joints protruded through it but his
features were yet recognisable—hor-
ribly, dreadfully recognisable. His
black hair was like a mane, long and
matted, his eyebrows were incredibly
heavy and his lashes overhung his
cheekbones. The nails of his fingers
...... no! I will spare you. But his
teeth, his ivory, gleaming teeth—with
the two wolf-fangs fully revealed by
that death grin!

‘““An aspen stake was driven
through his breast, pinning him to
the earthen floor, and there he lay
in the agonised attitude of one who
had died by such awful means. Yet
—that stake was not driven through
his unhallowed body until a whole
year after his death!

“How I regained the library I do
not remember. I was unable to
rejoin the guests, unable to face my
fellow-men for days afterwards. Dr.
Cairn, for three years I feared—fear-
ed the world—feared sleep—feared
myself above all; for I knew I had in
my veins the blood of a vampire!”’

II1.
THERE was a silence of some min-
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utes’ duration. Lord Lashmore sat
staring straight before him, his fists
clenched upon his knees. Then:

‘It was after death that the third
baron developed—certain qualitieg?”’
inquired Dr, Cairn.

‘““There were six cases of death
within the distriet within twelve
months,”” replied Lashmore. ‘‘The
gruesome cry of ‘vampire’ ran
through the community. The fourth
baron—son of Paul Dhoon—turned
a deaf ear to these reports, until the
mother of a child—a child who had
died—traced a man, or the semblance
of a man, to the gate of the Dhoon
family vault. By night, secretly, the
son of Paul Dhoon visited the vault,
ahd foand s el v

““The body, which despite twelve
months in the tomb, looked as it had
looked in life, was carried to the
dungeon—in the Middle Ages a
torture-room; no ecry uttered there
can reach the outer world—and was
submitted to the ancient process for
slaying a vampire. From that hour
no supernatural visitation has
troubled the distriet; but—’’

‘““But,”” said Dr. Cairn quietly,
‘“the strain came from Mirza, the
sorceress ! what of her?”’

Lord Lashmore’s eyes shone fever-
ishly.

‘““How do you know that she was a
sorceress?’> he asked hoarsely.
‘“These are family secrets.”’

‘““They will remain so,”” he was
answered. ‘‘But my studies have
gone far, and I know that Mirza,
wife of the third Baron Lash-
more, practised the Black Art in life,
and became after death a ghoul. Her
husband surprised her in certain de-
testable magical operations and
struck her head off. He had suspect-
ed her for some considerable time,
and had not only kept secret the
birth of her son but had secluded the
child from the mother. No heir re-
sulting from his second marriage,
however, the son of Mirza Became
Baron Lashmore, and after death be-
came what his mother had been.
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‘“‘Lord Lashmore, the curse of the
house of Dhoon will prevail until the
Polish Jewess who originated it has
been treated as her son was treated!’’

“Dr. Cairn, it is not known where
her husband had her body concealed.
He died without revealing the secret.
Do you mean that the taint, the
devil’s taint, may reecur—Oh, my
God! do you want to drive me mad!’’

““I do not mean that after so many
generations which have been free
from it, the vampirism will arise
again in your blood ; but I mean that
the spirit, the unclean, awful spirit
of that vampire woman is still earth-
bound. The son was freed, and with
him went the heriditary taint, it
seems; but the mother was not freed!
Her body was decapitated, but her
vampire soul cannot go upon its ap-
pointed course until the ancient cere-
monial has been performed!”’

Lord Lashmore passed his hand
across his eyes.

‘“You daze me, Dr. Cairn. In
brief, what do you mean?’’

‘I mean that the spirit of Mirza is
to this day loose upon the world, and
is forced by a deathless, unnatural
longing to seek incarnation in a
human body. Tt is such awful
pariahs as this, Lord Lashmore, that
constitute the danger of so-called
spir#ualism. Given suitable condi-
tions, such a spirit might gain con-
trol of a human being.”’

“Do you suggest that the spirit of
the second lady—’

““It is distinetly possible that she
haunts her descendants. I seem to
remember a tradition of Dhoon
Castle, to the effect that births and
death’s are heralded by a woman’s
mocking laughter?’’

‘I myself heard it on the night I
beecame Lord Lashmore.”’

‘“‘That is the spirit who was known,
in life, as Mirza, Lady Lashmore!’’

K‘But_’7

““It is possible to gain control of
such a being.”’

““By what means?’’

“By unhallowed means; yet there
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are those who do not hesitate to em-
ploy them., The danger of such an
operation is, of course, enormous.”’

“I perceive, Dr. Cairn, that a
theory covering the facts of my re-
cent experiences is forming in your
mind.”’

‘‘That is so. In order that I may
obtain corroborative evidence, I
should like to eall at your place this
evening. Suppose I come ostensibly
to see Lady Lashmore?’’

Lord Lashmore was watching the
speaker.

““There is someone in my house-
hold whose suspicions you do not
wish to arouse?’’ he suggested.

‘“There is. Shall we make it nine
o’elock ?’’

‘““Why not come to dinner?’’

‘“Thanks all the same, but I think
it would serve my purpose better if I
came later.”’ ?

Dr. Cairn and his son dined alone
together in Half Moon Street that
night.

‘I saw Antony Ferrara in Regent
Street to-day,”” said Robert Cairn.
“‘I was glad to see him.”’

Dr. Cairn raised his heavy brows.

“Why?’’ he asked.

‘““Well I was half afraid that he
might have left London.?’

‘““Paid a visit to Myra Duquesne in
Inverness ?’’

‘It would not have surprised me.’’

““Nor would it have surprised me,
Rob, but T think he is stalking other
game at present.’’

Robert Cairn looked up quickly.

“Lady Lashmore,’’ he began—

““Well?’’ prompted his father,

““One of the Paul Pry brigade who
fatten on scandel sent a veiled para-
graph in to us at The Planet yester-
day, linking Ferrara’s name with
Lady Lashmore. Of course we did
not use it; he had come to the wrong
market; but—Ferrara was with
Lady Lashmore when I met him to-
day.”’

‘““What of that?”’

“It is not necessarily significant,
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of course; Lord Lashmore in all prob-
ability will outlive Ferrara, who look-
ed even more pallid than usual.”’

““You regard him as an utterly un-
serupulous fortune-hunter?’’

“‘Certainly.”’

“Did Lady Lashmore appear to be
in good health?”’

‘‘Perfectly.”’

“Ah."

A silence fell, of considerable dura-
tion, then:

‘“ Antony Ferrara is a menance to
society,”’ said Robert Cairn. ‘‘When
1 meet the reptilian glance of those
black eyes of his and reflect upon
what the man has attempted—what
he has done—my blood boils. It is
tragically funny to think that in our
new wisdom we have abolished the
only laws that could have touched
him! He could not have existed in
Ancient Chaldea, and would prob-
ably have been burnt at the stake
even under Charles II, but in this
wise twentieth century he dallies in
Regent Street with a promment
society beauty and laughs in the face
of the man he has attempted to
destroy!”’

“Be very wary,”’ warned Dr.

Cairn. ‘‘Remember that if you died
mysteriously  to-morrow, Ferrara
would be legally immune. We must

wait and watch. Can you return
here to-night, at about ten o’clock?”’

*“I think I can manage to do so—

1

““T shall expeet you. Have you
brought up to date your record of
those events which we know of, to-
gether with my notes and explana-
tions?”’

fVenr gir, I spent last evening
upon the notes.’

““There may be something to add.
This record, Rob, one day will be a
weapon to destroy an unnatural
enemy. I will sign two copies to-
night and lodge one at my bank.”

1V

LADY LASHMORE proved to be
far more beautiful than Dr. Cairn
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had anticipated. She was a true
brunette with a superb figure and
eyes like the darkest passion flowers.
Her creamy skin had a golden quality
as though it had absorbed within its
velvet texture something of the sun-
shine of the South.

She greeted Dr. Cairn without cor-
diality.

“I am delighted to find you look-
ing so well, Lady Lashmore,’’ said
the doctor. ‘‘Your appearance quite
confirms my opinion.”’

“Your opinion of what,
Cairn ?”’

““Of the nature of your recent seiz-
ure. Sir Elwin Groves invited my
opinion and I gave it.”’

Lady Lashmore paled perceptibly.

““Lord Lashmore, I know,”’ she
said, ‘‘was greatly concerned, but in-
deed it was nothing serious—’’

“I quite agree. It was due to
nervous excitement.”’

Lady Lashmore held a fan before
her face.

‘““There have been recent happen-
ings,”” she said—'‘as no doubt you
are aware—which must have shaken
anyone’s nerves. Of course I am
familiar with your reputation, Dr.
Cairn as a psychical specialist—"’

‘‘Pardon me, but from whom have
you learnt of it %"’

*“From Mr. Ferrara,’’ she answer-
ed simply. ‘‘He has assured me that
you are the greatest living authority
upon such matters.”’

Dr. Cairn turned his head aside.

‘“Ah!”’ he said grimly.

‘“And T want to ask you a ques-
tion,”’ continued Lady Lashmore.
‘“‘Have you any idea, any idea at all,
respecting the cause of the wounds
upon my husband’s throat? Do you
think them due to—something super-
natural?”’

Her voice shook, and her slight
foreign accent became more marked.

‘“Nothing is supernatural,’’ replied
Dr. Cairn; ‘“‘but I think they are due
to somethmg supernormal. I would
suggest that possibly you have suffer-
ed from evil dreams recently?”’

Dr.
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Lady Lashmore started wildly, and
her eyes opened with a sort of sudden
horror.

‘“How can you know?’’ she
whispered. ‘“How can you know!
Oh, Dr, Cairn!’’—She laid her hand
upon his arm—‘‘if you can only pre-
vent those dreams; if you can assure
me that I shall never dream them
again—!"’

It was a plea and a confession. This
was what had lain behind her cold-
ness, this horror which she had not
dared to confide in another.

““Tell me,”’ he said gently. ‘‘You
have dreamt these dreams twice?”’

She nodded, wide-eyed with won-
der for his knowledge.

“On  the occasions of
husband’s—illnesses ¢’

‘““Yes, yes!”’

““What did you dream?’’

‘““Oh! can I, dare I tell you!—"’

“You must.”’

There was pity in his voice.

““I dreamt that I lay in some very
dark cavern; I could hear the sea
booming, apparently above my head.
But above all the voice of a noise was
audible, calling to me—not by name;
I cannot explain in what way; but
calling, calling imperatively, I seem-
ed to be clothed but seantily, in some
kind of ragged garments; and upon
my knees I crawled toward the voice,
through a place were there were other
living things that crawled also;
things with many legs and clammy
bodies. .. ... 2

She shuddered and choked down
an hysterical sob that was half a
laugh.

““My hair hung dishevelled about
me and in some inexplicable way—
oh! am I going mad !-—my head seem-
ed to be detached from my living
body! I was filled with a kind of un-
holy anger which I cannot deseribe.
Also, T was consumed with thirst,
and this thirst...... e

““I think I understand,’’ said Dr.
Cairn quietly. What followed ?”’

““An interval—quite blank—after
which I dreamt again. Dr. Cairn I

your
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cannot tell you of the dreadful, the
blasphemous and foul thoughts that
possessed me! I found myself resist-
ing — resisting — something,  some
power that was dragging me back to
that foul ecavern with my thirst un-
slaked! I was frenzied; I dare not
name, I tremble to think, of the ideas
which filled my mind. Then again
came a blank, and I awoke.”’

She sat trembling. Dr. Cairn noted
that she avoided his gaze.

“You awoke,”’ he said, ‘“‘on the
first occasion, to find that your hus-
band had met with a strange and
dangerous accident ?’’

‘“There was—something else.”’

Lady Lashmore’s voice had become
a tremulous whisper.,

““Tell me; don’t be afraid.”’

She looked up; her magnificent
eyes were wild with horror.

‘I believe you know!’’ she breath-
ed. ‘“Do you?’’

Dr. Cairn nodded.

‘“And on the second occasion,’’ he
said, you awoke—earlier?’’

Lady Lashmore nodded her head.

“‘The dream was identical ’’

l(Yes'7l

“‘Excepting these two occasions,
you never dreamed it before?’’

““I dreamt part of it on several
other occasions; or only remembered
part of it on waking.’’

‘“Which part?’’

““The first; that awful cavern—?’

““And now Lady Lashmore—you
have recently been present at a spirit-
ualistic seance.”’

She was past wondering at his
power of induetive reasoning, and
merely nodded.

““I suggest—I do not know—that
the seance was held under the aus-
pices of Mr. Antony Ferrara, osten-
sibly for amusement.’”’

Another affirmative nod answered
him.

“You proved to be mediumistic?’’
It was admitted.

‘“And now Lady Lashmore—’’ Dr.,
Cairn’s face was very stern—*‘T will
trouble you no further.”’
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He prepared to depart; when—

“Dr. Cairn!”’ whispered Lady
Lashmore, tremulously— ‘some
dreadful thing, something that I can-
not comprehend but that 1 fear and
loathe with all my soul, has come to
me. Oh—for pity’s sake, give me a
word of hope! Save for you I am
alone with a horror I cannot name.
Tell me—"’

At the door, he turned.

“Be brave,”” he said—and went
out.

Lady Lashmore sat still as one who
had looked upon Gorgon, with her
beautiful eyes yet widely opened and
her face pale as death; for he had
not even told her to hope.

N

ROBERT CAIRN was sitting
smoking in the library, a bunch of
notes before him, when Dr. Cairn re-
turned to Half Moon Street. His
face, habitually fresh coloured, was
so pale that his son leapt up in alarm.
But Dr. Cairn waved him away with
a characteristic gesture of his hand.

‘Sit down, Rob,’”’ he said, quietly;
¢‘1 shall be alright in a moment. But
I have just left a woman—a young
woman and a beautiful woman—
whom a fiend of hell has condemned
to that which my mind refuses to
contemplate.’’

Robert Cairn sat down again,
watehing his father.

““Make out a report of the follow-
ing faets,”’ continued the latter, be-
ginning to pace up and down the
room.

He recounted all that he had learnt
of the history of the house of Dhoon
and all that he had learnt of recent
happenings form Lord and Lady
Lashmore. His son wrote rapidly.

““ And now,”’ said the doctor, ‘‘for
our conclusions. Mirza, the Polish
Jewess, who became Lady Lashmore
in 1615, practised sorcery in life and
became, after death, a ghoul—one
who sustained an unholy existence
by unholy means—a vampire.’’

“But, sir, surely that is but a
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horrible superstition of the Middle
Ages!’’

‘‘Rob, I could take you to a castle
not ten miles from Cracow in Poland
where there are—certain relics, which
would for ever settle your doubts
respecting the existence of vampires.
Let us proceed. The son of Mirza,
Paul Dhoon, inherited the dreadful
proclivities of his mother, but his
shadowy existence was cut short in
the traditional and effective manner.
Him we may neglect.

““It is Mirza, the sorceress, who
must engage our attention. She was
decapitated by her husband. This
punishment prevented her, in the un-
hallowed life which, for such as she,
begins after ordinary decease, from
practising the horrible rites of a vam-
pire. Her headless body could not
serve her as a vehicle for noecturnal
wanderings, but the evil spirit of the
woman might hope to gain control of
some body more suitable.

““Nurturing an implacable hatred
against all of the house of Dhoon,
that spirit, disembodied, would fre-
quently be drawn to the neighbour-
hood of Mirza’s descendants, both by
hatred and affinity. Two horrible
desires of the Spirit Mirza would be
gratified if a Dhoon could be made
her vietim—the desire for blood and
the desire for vengeance! The fate of
Lord Lashmore would be sealed if
that spirit could secure incarnation!’’

Dr. Cairn paused, glancing at his
son, who was writing at a furious
speed. Then—

‘A magician more mighty and
more evil than Mirza ever was or
could be,”’ he continued; ‘‘a master
of the Black Art, expelled a woman'’s
spirit from its throne and temporarily
installed in its place the blood-lust-
ful spirit of Mirza!”’

““My God, sir!” ecried Robert
Cairn, and threw down his penecil. *‘I
begin to understand!”’

‘‘Lady Lashmore,”” said Dr. Cairn,
‘‘since she was weak enough to con-
sent to be present at a certain seance,
has, from time to time, been possessed ;
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she has been possessed by the spirit
of a vampire! Obedient to the name-
less cravings of that control, she has
sought out Lord Lashmore, the last
of the house of Dhoon. The horrible
attack made, a mighty will, which
throughout her temporary incarna-
tion, has held her like a hound in
leash, has dragged her from her prey,
has foreced her to remove, from the
garments clothing her borrowed body,
all traces of the deed, and has cast
her out again to the pit of abomina,
tion where her headless trunk was
thrown by the third Baron Lashmore !

“Lady Lashmore’s brain retains
certain memories. They have been
received at the moment when posses-
sion has taken place and at the mio-
ment when the control has been cast
out again. They thus are memories
of some seeret cavern near Dhoon
Castle, where that headless, but death-
less body lies and memories of the
poignant moment when the vampire
has been dragged back, her thirst un-
slaked,’ by the ruling Will.”’

‘‘Merciful God!”’ muttered Robert
Cairn—*‘Merciful God, ean such
things be!”’

“They can be—they are!’’

“Two ways have occurred to me of
dealing with the matter,”’ said Dr.
Cairn quietly. ‘‘One is to find that
cavern and to kill, in the oceult sense,
by means of a stake, the vampire who
lies there; the other which, I confess,
might only result in the permanent
‘possession’ of Lady Lashmore—is to
get at the power which controls this
disembodied spirit—Kkill Antony Fer-
raral’’ :

Robert Cairn went to the sideboard
and poured out brandy with a shak-
ing hand.

““What’s his object?’’ he whisper-
ed.

Dr. Cairn shrugged his shoulders.

““Lady Lashmore would be the
wealthiest widow in society,”” he re-
plied.

‘““He will know now,’’ continued
the younger man unsteadily, ‘‘that
you are against him. Have you—’’
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“I have told Lord Lashmore. to
lock, at night, not only his outer door
but also that of his dressing-room.
For the rest’’—he dropped into an
easy-chair—‘I cannot face the facts,
1_7’

The telephone bell rang.

Dr, Cairn came to his feet as
though he had been electrified; and
as he raised the receiver to his ear,
his son knew, by the expression on
his face from where the message came
and something of its purport.

““Come with me,”’ was all he said,
when he had replaced the instrument
on the table.

They went out together, It was al-
ready past midnight, but a cab was
found at the corner of Half Moon
Street, and within the space of five
minutes they were at Lord Lash-
more’s house.

Excepting Chambers, Lord Lash-
more’s valet, no servants were to be
seen.,

““They ran away, sir, out of the
house,’”’ explained the man, huskily,
‘‘when it happened—*’

Dr. Cairn delayed for no further
questions, but raced upstairs, his son
close behind him. Together they
burst into Lord Lashmore’s bedroom.
But just within the door they both
stopped, aghast.

Sitting bolt upright in bed was
Lord Lashmore, his face a dingy gray
and his open eyes, though filming
over, yet faintly alight with a stark
HOrTOT v i dead. An electrie torch
was still gripped tightly in his left
hand.

Bending over someone who lay
upon the carpet near the bedside they
perceived Sir Elwin Groves. He look.
ed up. Some little of his usual self.
possession had fled.

‘“Ah, Cairn,” he jerked. We've
both come too late.”’

The prostrate figure was that of
Lady Lashmore, a loose kimona worn
over her night-robe. She was white
and still and the physician had been
engaged in bathing a huge bruise
upon her temple,



BROOD OF THE

““She’’ll be alright,”” said Sir
Elwin; she has sustained a tremen-
dous blow, as you see. But Lord
Lashmore—"’

Dr. Cairn stepped closer to the
dead man.

‘‘Heart,”’ he said.
sheer horror.”’

He turned to Chambers, who stood
in the open doorway behind him.

““The dressing-room is open,’’ he
said. ‘‘I had advised Lord Lash-
more to lock it.”’

““Yes, sir; his lordship meant to,
sir. But we found that the lock had
been broken. It was to have been re-
placed to-morrow.”’

Dr, Cairn turned to his son.

““You hear?’’ he said. ‘‘No doubt
you have some idea which of the
visitors to this unhappy house took
the trouble to break that lock? It
was to have been replaced to-morrow;
hence the tragedy of to-night.”’ He
addressed Chambers again. ‘‘Why
did the servants leave the house to-
night?”’

The man was shaking pitifully.

‘““It was the laughter, sir! the
laughter! I can never forget it! I
was sleeping in an adjoining room
and T had a key of his lordship’s
door in case of need. But when I
heard his lordship ery out—quick
and loud, sir—like a man that’s been
stabbed—I jumped up to come to
him. Then, as I was turning the door-
knob—of my room, sir—someone,
something, began to laugh! It was in
here; it was in here, gentlemen! It
wasn't—her ladyship; it wasn’t like
any woman. I can’t describe it; but
it woke up every soul in the house.”’

‘““He died of
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‘“When you came in?’’

‘‘I darn’t come in, sir! I ran down-
stairs and called up Sir Elwin
Groves. Before he came, all the rest
of the household hurried on their
clothes and went away—'’

“It was I who found him,”’ inter-
rupted Sir Elwin—‘‘as you see him
now ; with Lady Lashmore where she
lies. I have 'phoned for nurses.’’

‘“Ah,”’ said Dr. Cairn, ‘‘I shall
come back, Groves, but I have a small
matter to attend to.”’

He drew his son from the room.
On the stair: :

‘““You understand?’’ he asked.
‘““The spirit of Mirza came to him
again, clothed in his wife’s body.
Lord Lashmore felt the teeth at his
throat, awoke instantly and struck
out. As he did so, he turned the torch
upon her, and recognized—his wife!
His heart completed the tragedy, and
so—to the laughter of the sorceress—
passed the last of the house of
Dhoon.”’

The cab was waiting, Dr. Cairn
gave an address in Piccadilly, and the
two entered. As the cab moved off,
the doctor took a revolver from his
pocket, with some loose cartridges,
charged the five chambers, and quiet-
ly replaced the weapon in his pocket
again,

One of the big doors of the block
of chambers was found to be ajar,
and a porter proved to be yet in at-
tendance.

“Mr. Ferrara,’”’ began Dr. Cairn—

““You'’re five minutes too late, sir,”’
said the man.

‘““He left by motor at ten past
twelve. He’s gone abroad, sir.”’

In the next story of this series, which is entitled ‘‘ The Mask of Set,” Robert Cairn goes
to Egypt and there has a further adventure with Antony Ferrara.




SIR WILLIAM WHYTE:

A BUILDER OF THE WEST
BY R. G. MACBETH

AUTHOR OF “THE MAKING OF THE CANADIAN WEST"’ ETC.

ILLIAM WHYTE was one
\x/ of the men to whom a title
added nothing, and for titles
he never had any particular ambition.
When, in recognition of his great cer-
vices as a railroad-builder and Em-
pire-builder, he received the honour
of knighthood at the time of the cor-
onation of our King George V., I
wrote to Sir William a personal let-
ter of congratulation, because from
the early nineties in the West I had
been privileged to be one of his per-
sonal friends. His reply was charae-
teristic of the man. He said that he
had never worked with a view to such
recognition, but since knighthood had
come to him his chief delight lay in
the fact that his friends were pleased
and that those whom he knew and
loved best were good enough to say
that he deserved it. This was a re-
ply with the real ring of chivalry
about it. Verily, those who knew
him most intimately could vouch for
his true knightliness and could af-
flrm that he was greater than his
title, for

However it be, it seems to me
"Tis only noble to be good;

Kind hearts are more than coronets,
And simple faith than Norman blood.

But, even with Tennyson’s verse
in mind, it was gratifying to those
who honoured and loved him to know
that the Fifeshire lad, who had come
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to Canada alone to fight his way in
the world without influence, had won
his spurs in the great task of open-
ing out and developing a new Em-
pire in the wide West of the Do-
minion.

His career is an outstanding and
thrilling example of what a man ean
accomplish who hashad a good home
training, who makes the most of his
opportunity in the school and the
church of his boyhood, and who sets
out upon his life work with eager en-
thusiasm, unconquerable optimism,
unquenchable industry, and deep, if
unostentatious, religious faith. Men
with some of these characteristics
have succeeded equally well as crea-
tors of great industrial and finaneial
movements, but it was what Mp.
Whyte possessed in addition to busi.
ness qualities that made him too
great a human to be swallowed up
by commercial concerns.

Born in 1843 in Dumfermline,
young Whyte began as soon as he
was through school to work as elerk
in the office of an estate factor. Then
he was a while railroading in West
Fife and so found his life voeation.
In 1863 he came to Canada and got
in with the Grand Trunk in Toronto.
For a while he was a brakesman, and
one would have liked to hear him
call out the stations in ‘that rieh
voice with the flavour of Secotlang
about it. Freight agent, depot mas.
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ter, ticket agent, and superintendent
here and there, Whyte kept climbing
up, and in 1886 the Canadian Pacific
Railway, looking for the best avail-
able man to grapple with the hercu-
lean task of managing the business
pertaining to the long steel trail from
Fort William to the Coast, sent him
to Winnipeg. His official titles from
that time on were various, but, by
whatever name he was called, Whyte
became thenceforward the outstand-
ing figure on the Western landscape
of our first transcontinental road.
It was well for the railroad that
such was the case, because there were
troublous days ahead. The Cana-
dian Pacific Railroad in the West
was a great monopolistic organization
and people hate monopolies of that
kind. But no decent man could hate
William Whyte, and so he became,
through the sheer strength of his
personality, a tower of defence for
the great railway. He had no hesi-
tation in claiming in those days that
the Canadian Pacific Railway needed
a monopoly in order to keep out of
the hands of a receiver. And when
one looks back to that period one
sees much reason in Whyte’s position.
The lone line of railway stretched
across the barren rock areas north
of Lake Superior, struck some settle-
ment in Manitoba, then went on over
a thousand miles of wild and almost
uninhabited prairie to the mountains,
thence through those great unpro-
duective hills to a fringe of civiliza-
tion on the western seaboard. The
cost of construction had brought the
company to the edge of bankruptey
and the rich land grant was almost
valueless because there were as yet
few settlers. There was little pas-
senger or freight traffic, for the first
‘Winnipeg boom had broken and an
atmosphere of depression prevailed.
Of course, the people of Manitoba
clamoured for railway competition,
got their legislators to charter loeal
roads, and were quite ready to mob
or politically kill any public man
who believed that these local charters
should be disallowed at Ottawa. But
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one can see that the Canadian Pacific
Railway, which is now an enormous-
ly wealthy corporation, had such
hard times in those days that the
whole concern might have collapsed
had rival roads been allowed to cut
into its few productive patches of
territory.

A gentleman who had been a fierce
opponent of disallowance of rival
charters called on me in Vancouver,
in 1903, after his first trip through
the mountains, and in conversation
mentioned that he did not wonder
that the Canadian Pacific Railway
had required protection from rivals
when it had to build and operate such
a line in the early days. That was
about the way William Whyte look-
ed at it, and all the storms of popu-
lar indignation against the company
broke hopelessly and harmlessly
against his strong, imperturbable,
persistent, and unflinching figure. A
new name was put on the map of
Manitoba when he garrisoned the
Canadian Pacific Railway ’s southwest-
ern branch at a point where a rival
road sought a crossing, and I remem-
ber passing that place when a dis-
abled engine was imbedded in the
prairie mud and a force of 150 Cana-
dian Pacific Railway ‘‘specials’’ saw
that no crossing was effected. « That
was the historic ‘‘Fort Whyte,”’ but,
with the growth of settlement and
industry in the West, the man after
whom that spot was named saw that
there was room and to spare for many
tracks of steel over the great plains.

In his office Mr. Whyte was one
of the most delightfully approachable
and kindly of men. We have known
scores of men with a tenth of his
responsibility to be almost as non-
get-at-able as royalty itself. But Mr,
Whyte’s door was always on the
swing, and a wiper from the round-
house could see him just as readily
as a captain of industry. One day
I asked him how he could manage to
get the time for all this, and he said
he arranged his work so as to permit
it. He said he was there to serve
men as far as he could and he con-
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gidered that he should see any man
who had business with him. This ap-
proachableness, along with many
things which indicated a strong pur-
pose to be fair to the men in the
company’s employ, gave him enorm-
ous personal influence with all of
them, even though at times he had to
refuse their requests. They had the
most absolute confidence in his per-
sonal character and in his willing-
ness to go as far as possible to meet
their wishes. Several instances illus-
trating this come to me out of my
personal knowledge. One day when
I was in his office some men were in
to see him in regard to improving
their situatiom as engine-drivers in
the mountains division. And after
several matters had been settled a
point was brought up by the men as
to limiting the eligibility of employees
in regard to turn-table and other
work at divisional points. And after
they had made their request Mr.
‘Whyte said that he would refuse it
in the interests of themselves and
their families, He then pointed out
that engine-driving in the mountains
was hard on the eyesight, so that the
eyes had to be tested frequently in
order to be sure that they were fit
for that work. And then he said:
““Somé of you men might be unfitted
for that work some day, and you are
asking me to make a rule which would
bar you out from earning a good liv-
ing by going into another depart-
ment.”” One of the men got up and
said: ‘““Mr. Whyte, we thank you for
this—we never thought of it. You
are right, and you seem to be look-
ing out for our welfare all the time.”’
And they shook hands all around and
went out well pleased with their in-
terview.

One day Mr. Whyte was coming
down to his office after there had been
a labour trouble over which some
men were rather bitter, when, on the
Main street, he met one of the men
who had been quite a while in the
employ of the road. The man was
passing with his head down, when
Mr. Whyte stopped and speaking to
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him by name, said: ‘‘John, what have
I ever done to you that you should
cut me on the street?’”” And the
man replied: ‘“Mr. Whyte, I was
really ashamed to look you in the face
after all your kindness to me.’’
“Well,”” said Mr. Whyte, ‘‘never be
ashamed to meet your friends, come
and see me if you are in trouble.”’
One can easily understand what an
influence that interview would have.
Once when an employee of the
company who had cashed his pay-
cheque in a north-end saloon had
been found frozen to death in the
yard, I saw Mr. Whyte in regard to
protecting the men from such risks.
I found that he was tremendously
aroused over the matter, because he
found out that certain saloons put
up a notice on pay-day, ‘‘C. P. R.
Cheques Cashed Here.”” This, he
discovered on investigation, led the
men into drink to their own and their
families’ great loss. He said he was
trying to arrange in the interests of
the men and their homes that the
practice be made impossible and he
would issue a special order warning
the men against the danger. To this
he added that the day was not far
distant, when for the sake of the men
as well as for the protection of the
lives of crews and passengers and the
property of the company, all rail-
roads would make drinking, either on
or off duty, a serious and even dis-
missable offence. This was some time
ago but his prophecy has come true
in the case of many railroads and
other great industrial concerns.
Some years later I remember be-
ing asked to address a meeting of
Canadian Pacific Railway men who
were out on strike in Vancouver. It
was in the City Hall there, and there
were some seven or eight hundred
men present. Without going into the
particular points at first, I dealt with
more general questions affecting la-
bour and then asked why, in view of
their rule that every remedy should
be tried before a strike was begun,
Mr. Whyte was not seen before the
men were called out. A gentleman
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from Seattle made some reply which
evidently did not satisfy the men,
for the next day a crowd of them
met me and thanked me for raising
the point. They said that they all
knew Mr. Whyte and were sure that
if he would not do what they asked
he would give a good reason, and
they did not know that he had not
heen consulted before he went away.
And from that day the strike wilted.
It was a great thing for an employer
to have made such a reputation with
the men,

Here is another side of his nature.
1 was at the Canadian Pacific Rail-
way station in Winnipeg when Li
Hung Chang, the great Chinese
statesman, passed through on his
world tour. In some places people
had failed to show him courtesy on
acecount of his nationality and his re-
eord, which was not up to Christian
ideals. But he was a stranger in a
strange land, and with his unfailing
courtliness Mr. Whyte entered the
car and came out in a few moments
with Li Hung Chang on his arm.
The aged Chingman was somewhat
confused by the rather unruly crowd,
but I distinetly remember the con-
giderate way in which Mr. Whyte

protected him from the curious mob
and led him to the waiting-room,
where they conversed till the train
was ready to proceed.

Mr. Whyte was a tremendous be-
liever in the West, and when other
men were in despair over bad years
and slow settlement, he never lost
‘““the knack of hoping.”’ He kept a
smiling face to the multitude, and
his unconquerable optimism proved
contagious. To any one who had faith
in the West and who tried to do
something to keep it before the pub-
lic in those lean days by writing or
lecturing or otherwise, he was spe-
cially considerate, And he always
had a warm spot in his heart for the
pioneers who had blazed the way for
the trampling millions who, he said,
were sure to come. He lived long
enough to see his invineible hopeful-
ness amply justified.

The last time I heard him speak in
public was in Knox Church, Winni-
peg, when in his strong manly way
he made appeal to men to take deep-
er interest in the great enterprise of
Christian missions. For in reality
his own profoundest interest was not
in the things that are temporal, but
in the things that are eternal.




MUSICAL CURRENTS IN CANADA
BY ]J. D. LOGAN

HERE were musical currents

—and counter currents—dur-

ing the past season (1913-14)
in Canada. In a concise but compre-
hensive magazine review of musical
development in the Dominion, an an-
nalist or historian must note, and eri-
tically summarize, the currents and
counter currents in five departments
concerned with tonal art in Canada:
(1) Musical performances, solo and
concerted, (2) musical taste and ap-
preciation, (3) musical creation, (4)
musical eriticism, and (5) musical
pedagogics.

I purpose, in this article, to treat
the musical season of 1913-14 from
these five points of view. Readers
who recall my article, ‘‘ Musical Ten-
dencies in Canada,’’* will observe that
I have enlarged the scope of the pres-
ent essay by three departments. I
have done this for two reasons.
First, editorial reviews of the first
article complained that I seemed to
believe that there was no significant
musical activity or development in
the Northwest Provinces of the Dom-
inion, or that I virtually implied such
a belief to exist in my mind by having
confined my review to the concerts by
virtuosi and to the choral and orches-
tral performances given in two cities,
Toronto and Montreal.

As a matter of faet I purposely,
and quite logically, ignored musical
activity in the Canadian West for two
sufficient reasons. The truth is that
whatever musical tendencies have ap-

peared, or are appearing in the West,
their impetus or inspiration ecame
from the East and that, since Toronto
and Montreal are the musical centres
of Canada, musical performances and
musical taste in the West would, in
any case, be only adumbrations of
these in those cities, namely, Toronto
and Montreal, where musical per-
formances and taste had reached
their highest development. Again,
another critic of musie, Mr. Augustus
Bridle, who had travelled in the Can-
adian West, and who, therefore, wrote
from actual experience of what he re-
ported, was contributing to a weekly
Canadian periodical a series of
articles on the musical societies and
festivals of the West. His were
primarily descriptive articles, where-
as my article was a severely critical
summary and estimate of those musi-
cal tendencies in Canada which, I
thought, would persist and become
standardized into national preferences
both in musical taste and in perform-
ances. There was, then, no necessity
on my part, as it were, to eneroach on
Mr. Bridle’s journalistic preserves.
Meanwhile, Winnipeg, Calgary, Ed-
monton, Saskatoon, Regina, and Van-
couver have signalized the constructive
point of my first article by establish-
ing permanent Symphony Orchestras
or Choral Societies, and thus confirm-
ing my contention that choral and or-
chestral music would be the chief and
characteristic kinds of musical per-
formances in Canada. I have, there-

* See ‘“ The Canadian Magazine” for June, 1913.
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fore, in the present article enlarged
my conspectus so as to include the
musical activities of the Canadian
‘West.

I have enlarged the scope of the
present essay for a second reason,
namely, to consider a criticism of
musical progress in Canada, alleged,
in a cable despatch from London, to
have been uttered by M’me Clara
Butt. The despatch read: ‘‘Aus-
tralia,”” M’me Butt declared, ‘‘has
more genuine knowledge of music
than has Canada, the latter having
made hardly any progress in musical
matters during the last twelve years.
Toronto is the only place in the Dom-
inion which posesses a really adequate
concert hall.”’

Now, there is some truth in the
latter part of her statement; but I
have good a priori grounds for believ-
ing that M’me Butt is not reported
correctly in respect to the first part
of her alleged criticism. First, she
does not know the history of the musi-
cal development in Canada during
the last twelve years. Within my
own memory, which recalls a period
of a decade or more, M’me Butt did
not tour Canada until three or four
years ago at the outside limit. How,
then, could she know the history of
musical progress in Canada during
the last twelve years? Moreover, I
interviewed her when she gave her
farewell concert in Montreal. 'The
interview was published in The Mon-
treal Herald and Daily Telegraph.
What M’me Butt actually did say to
me was that in Australia musical ap-
preeiation is more widely distributed
than it is in Canada; that it is, seem-
ingly, centralized in two Canadian
eities, Toronto and Montreal.

This, as I have phrased it above, I
believe to be the authentic statement
or criticism given to the London re-
porters by M’me Butt. Of course,
the despatch aroused adverse editorial
ecomment in the Canadian newspapers.
Peevish resentment of just foreign or
native eriticism is a vice of the Can-
adian mind and heart. Canadians
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wince—and illogically resent—when
told that in culture, and in the pos-
session and promotion of ecultural
agencies, they are not as advanced as
they conceive themselves to be. I have,
therefore, enlarged the scope of the
present essay in order to show that
M’me Butt’s eriticism whether in the
report from London or as T have
phrased it, is at least partially war-
ranted, but also that there is a distinet
movement in Canada more universally
to distribute musical performance and
appreciation by (1) a somewhat gen-
eral establishing of musieal societies
in the Canadian towns and cities; by
(2) constructive, educational eriticism
in newspapers when reporting and

estimating musical performances;
and by (3) improved methods of
musical pedagogics, history and

wstheties in Canadian Conservatories
and Colleges of Music. And now I
turn to my proper task.

In my first article, ‘‘Musieal Ten-
dencies in Canada’® (The Canadian
Magazine, June, 1913), I observed
that grand opera in Canada was dead,
that oratorio was moribund, that
henceforth musical performances in
Canada would be confined to eoncerts
by solo virtuosi and by native choral
and orchestral organizations, and that
the choral societies of Toronto would
change the scope of their programmes,
the National Chorus, the Schubert
Choir and the Oratorio Society pre-
senting the lighter, more popular
forms of choral art, leaving, on the
other hand, to the Mendelssohn Choir
the task or privilege of presenting a
cycle of modern eclassico-romantie
works, both a cappella and with or-
chestral accompaniment. When it
was announced that the National
Grand Opera Company would be
formed to give a season during 1913-
14, and that Dr. Broome’s Oratorio
Society would sing ‘‘The Messiah,”’
literalists, who would take a ripple
on the face of the ocean as the sign
of some mighty disturbance beneath,
declared my prediction premature, if
not wholly false. All, however, has
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turned out, as we shall see, precisely
as I contended in my first article.

The most significant and import-
ant musical event in Canada during
the season of 1913-14 was the un-
precedented success of the cycle of
concerts given by the Mendelssohn
Choir, The eyele was significant and
important intrinsically, since it mark-
ed an advance in the Choir’s pro-
grammes and musicianship, and also
extrinsically, since the success of the
concerts resulted in a decision on the
part of Dr. Vogt and the directors to
send the Mendelessohn Choir on a
European tour in 1915, and in what
is, perhaps, more gratifying, namely
a ‘‘call”’ from foreign European
musical centres, ‘‘Come over and sing
for us: we want to hear the choir
reputed to be one of the finest, pos-
sibly the very finest, in the world.”’

The concerts of 1912 formed the
first apogee of the Mendelssohn Choir;
the concerts of 1914, the second
apogee; and the European tour in
1915 will form the third. This I con-
ceive to be the first proof of my con-
tention that choral singing is the
chief indigenous form of tonal art
that will persist in Canada.

The second proof is afforded by the
Choir’s concerts in 1914. The enor-
mous audiences which greeted the
Choir, after a silence of two years,
were indisputable evidence that the
love of choral art is on the rise, cer-
tainly not on the wane, in Canada.
But aside from the mere size of the
audiences, what was highly significant
was their heightened enthusiasm over
the singing of the Choir. Dr. Vogt
and his choristers so transported the
auditors with their first night’s con-
cert, that the appreciation verged al-
most on a frenzy of delight. This
fact is proof that Dr. Vogt’s visit
last year to Europe has had its effect
in enabling him to make his choir an
even finer body of concerted singers
than it was in the past,—which is an
astounding phenomenon. Let us mark
wherein the Choir showed advances,
and signalize its pre-eminent qualities.
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Imagine a band of 250 singers as
a single instrument with a range
combining that of a double-bass, that
of the ’cello and that of the wviolin.
Now imagine this instrument sound-
ing in any register to seem as uttering
the tones of one and the same voice,
whether the 250 singers who make
up that instrument are heard in thun-
derous climaxes or in the softest,
sweetest, and most delicate pianissimi
chords or passages. Then imagine a
master-musician who can, at will, play
upon the instrument, make it sound
as a single voice with equalized regis-
ters, and compel it to sing with the
most refined and duleet lyric quality
or with powerful dramatie expression.
Only in this way can I suggest to my
readers who did not hear the recent
concerts of the Mendelssohn Choir
the outstanding qualities of its
musicianship and the genius of its
world famous conductor, Dr. Vogt.

Summarizing these qualities in
musical phraseology, I should say that
in the recent concerts the Mendelsshon
Choir showed slight but appreciable
advances in vastness, grandeur, and
breadth of tone, in delicate pianissimo,
in exquisite shading and nuancing,
in lyrie eloquence, in dramatic in-
tensity and expressiveness, and in ver-
salitity—the ability to sing with con-
summate artistry any choral com-
position from the grandest or most
ethereal work, such as Moussorgsky’s
ballad ‘“‘Joshua,’’ Verdi’s ‘‘Manzoni
Requiem,’”” or Wolf-Ferrari’s ‘‘Vita
Nuova,”’ to light, gay, and humorous
numbers. But whatever the Choir
essayed, and no matter what were the
requirements of the score in tone or
other demand, they sang with a
thoroughly musical quality—pure,
beautiful, noble, exalting as the songs
of angels.

The grandeur of the climaxes and
final apostrophe to Jehovah in Mous-
sorgsky’s ‘“‘Joshua’’ were sung by the
Choir with a power that was compell-
ing, and yet, despite the vastness of
the tone, there was absolute unity,
balance, and beauty. The same
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quality was observed in the Choir’s
singing of ‘‘Libera Me’’ from Verdi’s
““Manzoni Requiem.’”’ For exquisite
shading and delicate, piquant pianis-
gimo the Choir surpassed itself, while
at the same time losing nothing of
rhythmical expression, in Nowowiej-
ski’s latest work, a melodious, lilting
Slavonic folk scene. For pure spirit-
ual loveliness that transported one
from the earth to stellar interstices
where only peace dwells, the Choir
attained perfection in Wolf-Ferrari’s
“Vita Nuova,”” while Dr. Vogt him-
self disclosed new powers by con-
ducting the orchestra with just the
essential dramatic  expressiveness
needed to give this ethereal cantata
an overpowering appeal to the re-
ligious imagination. For variety in
style and interpretation, the Choir
was superb in Verdi’s ‘‘Stabat
Mater,”” a work dramatic and im-
pressive. The Choir was superior
also in interpreting Sir Edward El-
gar’s choral ode ‘‘The Music Makers,”’
a work which was too ‘‘dry’’ to give
anything like the enjoyment whigh
its title suggested. The Choir dis-
closed its versatility in a series of
short numbers, particularly Ban-
tock’s exquisite ‘‘On Himalay,”’
Kremser’s ‘“‘Prinz Eugen,’” Max Reg-
er’s ‘“Mein Shatzelein,’’ in the ‘‘Not-
tingham Hunt’’ and in several hum-
orous compositions sung at the last
concert of the eyecle. I shall only re-
mark in passing that the recent cyecle,
by the rare beauty, power, variety
and lyric and dramatic versatility of
the Mendelssohn Choir, indisputably
placed that organization on the high-
est pinnacle of achievement in choral
art. :

It gives me great pleasure in the
present article to be able sincerely to
praise the eoncerts given in 1914 by
Dr. Ham and the National Chorus, by
Mr. H. M. Fletcher and the Schubert
Choir, and by Dr. Broome and the
Oratorio Society. Dr. Ham, Dr. Broo-
me and Mr. Fletcher are superior mus-
jeians in their respective fields, but
they are not expert psychologists, else
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they would not have resented my
suggesting, as 1 did in my first article
on musical tendencies in Canada, that
they should confine their programmes
to diversified but ssthetically popular
choral compositions. However com-
petent in their own special way these
gentlemen way be, they at last im-
plicitly admitted by their programmes
and concerts in 1914 that one city
could not maintain large choral so-
cities which both in conductor and in
personnel of choir could be equally
efficient, or even satisfactory, in es-
saying big classico-romantic works.

The result has been that when Dr.
Ham decided to have the National
Chorus sing a cappella a programme
of finely composed but genuinely
popular compositions, he trained his
choir to sing precisely what they
could accomplish with an enviable
degree of finish in ensemble, balance
of sections, artistic phrasing, satis-
fying nuancing, and in achieving clim-
axes which were not forced bursts of
big tone, but which had solidity and
roundness, marked by precision in the
attack and cut-off. The concerts of
the National Chorus in 1914 had ex-
actly these virtues, and were the most
successful, both in attendance and
musically viewed, in the history of
the organization. In the past the
National Chorus was assisted by one
of the great United States’ orchestras.
This year the Chorus sang wholly a
cappella, and yet the audiences were
as large as in the past, and as highly
appreciative.

The concert of the Schubert Choir
was given with the assistance of a
soloist (M’me Pasquali), the Toronto
Symphony Orchestra, and, in one
number (‘‘God in Nature’’), 150 mem-
bers of the People’s Choral Union.
The result was a performance which
was well-varied in programme, and in
which the Schubert Choir disclosed
a distinet advance in five qualities,
balance of sections, precision and un-
animity, and fluency and flexibility.
Mr. Fleteher’s Choir and the People’s
Choral Union are not to be judged
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strictly by the @msthetic and artistic
standards of the world’s greatest
choral societies. Mr. Fletcher aims,
primarily, to do educational work in
teaching his choristers the art of fine
concerted singing. In this he has
always suceeded admirably, and never
more admirably than with those who
gave a really fine choral concert in
Massey Hall last February.

Despite the fact that I had once
contended that oratorio singing in
Canada was moribund, on the way to
its demise, Dr. Broome’s Oratorio
Society produced Handel’s ‘‘Mes-
siah’’ with marked success. But the
fact that it was sung in Jarvis Street
Baptist Church and not, as in the past,
in Massey Hall where Dr. Torring-
ton’s Festival Chorus used to sing it
to ecapacity audiences, is proof that
the revival of the ‘‘Messiah’’ (that is,
of oratorio) was only a ripple on the
sea of choral music in Canada. The
people now demand choral works
which are not only not hackneyed,
but which are also more wmsthetically
varied in structure, tone-colouring,
and in lyric and dramatic expression
than is possible with oratorio. How-
ever, Dr. Broome’s chorus sang the
‘“Messiah’’ with fine tone and artistic
interpretation. Especially noteworthy
and effective were the two choruses
‘‘He trusted in God’’ and ‘‘Glory to
God.”” In these the choir exhibited
brilliance and sonority. Dr. Broome
complimented Montreal when he ob-
tained the services of Mr. Martin, a
genuinely artistic musician of that
city, to play the organ accompani-
ments to the ‘‘Messiah.”” There
ought to be more exchanges of court-
esies of this kind between musicians
dwelling in sister cities of the Dom-
inion. It would be one way of bring-
ing about a wider distribution of
musical appreciation in Canada.

This observation now leads me to re-
mark M’me Butt’s criticism anent the
distribution of musical appreciation
and performance in the Dominion.
It is only within the last few years
that a sort of systematic demand for
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local musical organizations, -either
choral or orchestral, or both, has risen
in nearly all the principal towns and
cities of the Dominion, east and
west. One thing is sure, namely,
that the demand exists and has effect-
ed a considerably wider distribution
of musical culture than previously
obtained in Canada. Oddly Mon-
treal shows itself behind Toronto, and
even Winnipeg, Calgary, Edmonton,
and Vancouver, not in musical taste
or in numbers of concerts and operatie
performances, but in musical societies
which have more than the merest am-
ateur and local significance.

Toronto has had for some years a
permanent Symphony  Orchestra
which under the direction of Mr,
Frank S, Welsman concluded this
spring its eighth season. This Or-
chestra, though not so large as the
United States’ orchestras which an-
nually visit Toronto, has a consider-
able personnel, and gives a series of
concerts, usually assisted by some
great vocalist or instrumentalist. The
eighth season (1913-14) was the most
successful in the history of the organ-
ization.  The band showed an ad-
vance in ensemble playing, in refine-
ment of nuances, and in unanimity
and balance of sections.  Also, the
programmes were more ambitious
than in the past, and Mr. Welsman
had the band essay several novelties
which, both in the orchestration and
instrumentation required by the score,
would tax the powers of some United
States’ orchestras that have much
more adroit musicians than the To-
ronto Symphony Orchestra. But a-
side from its own intrinsic musician-
ship, the Toronto Symphony per-
forms a notable service in promoting
musical culture by engaging soloists
of international reputation to sing or
play in concerted works. ILast sea-
son (1913-14), for instance, Toronte
heard in this way M’me Carreno, the
most celebrated living pianiste, Miss
Helen Stanley, operatic soprano, and
Carl Flesch, violinist, besides Josef
Hofmann, Kreisler, Elman and Zim-
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balist. The first three visited the
city in concert programmes for the
first time and this in itself was a
fresh delight. The Toronto Sym-
phony in 1913-14 did in a special way
a service to the development of mus-
ical taste, namely, by a series of pop-
ular concerts at which some Canadian
voealist or instrumentalist was the
soloist and the programmes of which
contained one work by a Canadian
composer, as, for instance, Mr. Clar-
ence Lucas.

The Ottawa Symphony Orchestra
also had a suceessful season in 1913-
14, under the direction of Mr. Donald
Heins, who for several years has
direeted the orchestra with distinction
of style in musicianship and with
dignity of programmes.

The most important piece of news
in connection with orchestral music
in Canada is that following the suc-
cess of the first season of the Calgary
Symphony Orchestra, organized last
fall and directed by Mr. Max Weil,
Winnipeg, not to lose its supremacy
as the musical metropolis of the Can-
adian Northwest, recently asked the
Manitoba Legislature for a charter of
incorporation for the foundation of a
permanent Symphony Orchestra So-
ciety, capitalized at sixty thousand
dollars. The charter is reported as
granted. Thus with two excellent
orchestras in the East and two in the
West, and with the efficient String
Quartette of Toronto and the Dubois
Quartette of Montreal annually giv-
ing a series of chamber music concerts
of high standard, the distribution of
genuine musical culture, in taste and
in performance, so far as orchestrated
musie is concerned, is clearly on the
inerease in Canada.

Three other phenomena plainly
show that a universal distribution of
musieal culture is occurring in the
Dominion. Nearly all the larger
towns or cities in the East and West
have some form of permanent chorul
organizations which annually give re-
latively ambitious programmes. This
is true of Hamilton, Ottawa, London,
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Berlin and other Eastern Canadian
towns, and of Winnipeg, Calgary,
Saskatoon, Moose Jaw, Regina, Ed-
monton, and Vancouver in the West.
Especially significant are the annual
provincial Musical Festivals held at
Winnipeg, Saskatoon, and Edmonton.
For these Winnipeg has imported the
Minneapolis Symphony Orchestra, but
in the future will have her own or-
chestra, Presumably Saskatoon and
Edmonton henceforth will draw on
the Calgary Symphony Orchestra to
assist at their festivals, At any rate
the festival idea must be signalized as
highly important to the inecrease of
musical culture in the Dominion,
especially in the West, where the im-
mense distanees between eentres pre-
vent the importation of the great
United States’ orchestras.

In addition to the inerease in
choral societies and the festival
movement in the West, another fae-
tor in the development of musical
culture in Canada must be noted.
My experience leads me to observe
that . Montreal and the Province of
Quebec are to be distinguished in
tendencies from Toronto and Ontario
by a racial gift which the French-
speaking 'Canadians from |Lavallée
and M’me Albani onwards have seem-
ed peculiarly to possess. The French-
Canadians tend to produce soloists,
and Montreal and Quebee are emin-
ently cities of virtuoso soloists, vocal
and instrumental. The brilliant
careers of Lavallée and of M'me Al-
bani are yet fresh in the memory.
More recently the rise of M’me
Edvina (née Martin) signalized the
tendency in Canada (or Quebeec Pro-
vince) to careers of virtuoso soloism
by those gifted with rare voices. At
present the Canadian diva most in
public appreciation is M’me Beatrice
La Palme, who is a native of Mon-
treal, and who has recently completed
a trinmphant season with the Century
Opera Company, New York, scoring
brilliantly in the roles of Marguerite
in ““Faust,”” Nedda in ‘‘I Pagliacci,”’
Lenore in ‘Tl Trovatore,”’ Lady Har-
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riet in ‘‘Martha,”” and Mignon in the
opera of that name. Previously she
had sucessful seasons at Covent Gar-
den, where she made heroperaticdébut
as Mimi in ‘‘La Boheme,’’ and at His
Majesty’s Theatre, London. M’me La
Palme displays a pure, sweet soprano
in legato solos and an extraordinarily
brilliant colouratura in florid arias.
She owes her singing style and dram-
atic expressiveness to the method of
her husband, Professor Issaurel, form-
erly principal tenor at the ‘‘Opera
Comique,”” Paris, now professor of
voice in the Canadian Academy of
Musie, Montreal.

Professor Issaurel is responsible too
for the success of Madame A. Ledue
who will also essay the career of an
operatic diva. M’me Leduc pos-
sesses a lyric soprano of great range
and purity and crities who heard her
sing the Air de Mimi from ‘‘La Bo-
heme’’ prediet a diva’s career for her
as brilliant as that of her country-
women, M’mes Edvina and La Palme.
Another French-Canadian who has
choosen a career of solo virtuosity is
M’me Djane Lavoie-Herz, pianiste,
who worthily exhibits the genius of
her race for brilliant lyrie expression
in the piano idiom. M’me Lavoie-
Herz is a native of Ottawa. She
has a facile technique, a fine feeling
for emotional nuances, and a penchant
for historical programmes. English-
speaking Canadians, who recently
have selected a virtuoso career are
Miss Brenda Macrae, of Toronto, con-
tralto, Miss Martine Zalborg Zoell-
ner, of Toronto, pianiste, Miss Lina
Adamson-Drechsler, of Toronto, vio-
liniste, Miss Julia O’Sullivan, of To-
ronto, violiniste, now abroad, Miss
Edith Miller, of Winnipeg, soprano,
and Miss Winnifred Bambrick, of
Ottawa, harpiste, Miss M. George, of
Toronto, soprano, Mr. E. Seitz, of To-
ronto, pianist.

Other factors in the distribution of
musical eulture in Canada are not so
much the rise of new conservatories
and colleges of music as the improved
methods of musical pedagogics now
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obtaining in these institutions in the
Dominion, a sincere attempt by cer-
tain journalists to write constructive,
educational criticism, and a decided
tendency towards creative composi-
tion by Canadian musicians. Sinee
Dr. Vogt assumed the directorship
of the Toronto Conservatory of Musie,
the largest and best equipped in Can-
ada, and reputed the second largest
on the continent, this institution has
developed methods of teaching mus-
ical history and ssthetics, both in the
class-room and extra-murally by lee-
tures on these subjects given free to
the public by Professor Healey Wil-
lans. In Montreal Dr. Perrin is
carrying on similar work and his
extra-mural lectures on musical his-
tory and wsthetics have been a feature
of the Montreal Conservatory of
Musie, notably so during 1913-14.

In Montreal, however, musical erit-
icism in the newspapers is usually
personal and doctrinaire, sometimes
even venomous. The idea of the
Montreal critics seems to be not to
report, evaluate, and thus teach the
people how to listen to musie, but to
amuse themselves by smart negative
eriticism or to inform the public that
they liked or did not like a certain
concert or opera, despite the fact that
the audiences present unequivocally
declared the opposite view by their
applause and remarks. In Toronto
musical eriticism is pre-eminently
w®sthetic, constructive, and edueation-
al. Mr. Heetor Charlesworth of
Saturday Night, Mr. Fred Jacob of
The Mail and Empire, Mr. Albert B.
S. Smythe of The Toronto World, Mr.
J. E. Middleton of The News, and Mr.
Edwin Parkhurst of The Globe, have
their various styles, but they always
attempt to encourage sincere and
worthy endeavour, and, in any case,
always, subordinate negative to con-
structive or eduecational eriticism.
They aim to teach musie-lovers how
to listen intelligently to musie.

As to creative musical composition,
nothing specially may be remarked.
Clarence Lueas and Mrs. Gena Brans-
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combe are still composing, but they
are expatriates. Dr. Albert Ham,
Dr. Vogt, Mr. Leo Smith, Mr. W. O.
Forsyth, of Toronto, and Professor
Guillaume Couture, of Montreal, pub-
lished new compositions last year. But
nothing big or significant has come
from these composers, who, it would
be thought, would be inspired to write
a choral eomposition, an instrumental
overture, suite or symphonic poem
in celebration of the Centenary of
Peace between Canada and the United
States. 1 have suggested this per-
gonally to them, but to no avail,

I conclude with brief references to
the visiting orchestras and to the fail-
ure of grand opera in Canada. The
Mendelssohn Choir was assisted at its
choral concerts by the superb Chicago
Symphony Orchestra, under the con-
ductorship of Mr. Frederick Stock.
The band gave a special orchestral
matinee, with Mr. Harold Bauer as
soloist. The equally superb New
York Philharmonie, under the con-
ductorship of Mr. Stransky, visited
Toronto twice; the soloist was M’me
Ottilie Metzger, one of the three great-
est contraltos of the world. It is
sufficient to observe that the perform-
ances of both orchestras were musical-

ly impeccable. P
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As for grand opera, the National
Opera Company and the Quinlan
Opera Company, though producing
several novelties, the latter producing
the entire ‘‘Nibelungen Ring’’ in
Montreal, went through trying ex-
periences in Canada and both com-
panies were forced to abandon the
enterprise.

The truth is that while the Nation-
al Opera Company gave a season of
several weeks in Montreal and Toron-
to, they sang to great financial loss in
the former city and it was doubtful
up to the middle of the week preced-
ing their engagement in Toronto
whether or not they would sing in
that city. All the world read in the
newspapers the story of their sad
vicissitudes after their Canadian en-
gagements.  Moreover, during the
first week of the Quinlan Opera Com-
pany in Montreal, public support was
so weak that Mr. Quinlan was on the
verge of cancelling the engagement,
and, as a matter of fact, actually can-
celled his Company’s engagement in
Toronto. It is said that Colonel
Frank Meighen will back certain guar-
antors for a return visit of the Quin-
lan Opera Company. This would not
be confirmed by Colonel Meighen.
Grand Opera in Cana.da has passed.

CURLEWS

By ARTHUR

L. PHELPS

SMALL olive birds along the olive sand,
Slight eurlews by the shore,
You dance on clouds or sport with waves,

Forever on before.

I follow on, earth trammelled,

Prisoned from sea and

picking steps
sky ; ’

You leap and flash in sunny air,
O, far more fleet than 1!

And I have longed sometimes for

To be like a bird, free;

such glad wings,

Free to the cloudy sky, and free
To tempt the sunny sea!




THE NIGH1" OF MYSTERY
BY VANCE PALMER

00D Heavens!’’ said Lamond,
< ; ““1 seem destined to see her
wherever I turn.”’

He was swinging home through the
ill-lit streets of the suburb, his brain
full of a play he had just written up
for his paper, when he saw her figure
fifty yards ahead of him. There was
some mystery about her which attrac-
ed his imagination, In trains, in
street-cars, at odd corners, every-
where, he had come across her in the
last three months, and their eyes had
always met with a swift flash of re-
cognition, although they had mnever
spoken, He was fascinated by her
dark eyes, her olive face, and the sub-
tle glow that illuminated her features
as though shed by some light in her
soul.

A clock somewhere in the distance
struck one, and the little Midland
town seemed to turn in its sleep.

““It’s late for her to be out alone,’’
Lamond thought.

And almost as it flashed through
his brain he saw that she had vanish-
ed. He walked slowly, wondering in-
to which house she had gone. The
street was dark and no lights shone
in any of the houses, for the suburb
burnt no midnight oil and an un-
canny silence hovered over every-
thing that was broken only by the
soft rat-tat of a knocker. Lamond
stopped. Through the dim hedge he
could dimly see the girl’s face, and
anxiety seemed to linger in every line
of her figure, for there was no re-
sponse to her knoek. Lamond waited

for some minutes, and the girl walk-
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ed back slowly to the gate. He could
see the troubled look on her face as
he came forward.

““Can I help you?’’ he said.

She started a little.

“I can’t make anyone hear me,’’
she said, ‘‘and the bell’s broken. It’s
so horribly late, too.’’

She was twisting her hands ner-
vously, but her eyes were enough to
stir any man’s chivalry. Lamond
saw that there was a small pad of rub-
ber underneath the knocker, which
resisted all his attempts to make a
noise.

““This is an awkward fix,”’ he said
ruefully. ‘‘Are there many in the
house ?’’

‘‘Not downstairs. The maid’s room
is on the first floor, but she’d never
hear any¥noise down here. Oh, why
did I stay out so late?’’

She was looking the picture of mis-
ery, and Lamond could only face her
blankly.

‘It ¢s late,”’ he said.

She glanced up to a tiny balecony
fifteen feet above their heads.

“If only ?? she began.

Lamond read the suggestion in her
eyes.

““Do you think they could hear if
I climbed up there and knocked at
the window ?”’

‘‘I’'m sure of it,’’ she said eagerly.
‘‘But it’s too high.”’

For answer Lamond buttoned his
coat and caught at a niche in the wall,
He was an athlete to his finger-tips,
and the longing to serve her which
was throbbing through him would
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have made him capable of any feat
now. His brain was a little heady
with the yeasty ferment of romance
and adventure, that seemed to work
through every moment of this mir-
aculous night, and to be particularly
inspired by those sloe-black eyes that
were wateching him from below. He
caught at an iron rail, and swung
himself over the tiny balcony.

‘“Confound it!”’ he muttered.

For his foot had stumbled, and he
was precipated through the long open
window. It seemed peculiar that it
should be open. He was crawling
out to the balcony when he heard
a voice say sharply in a clean-cut
foreign accent:

““Don’t move, or ;

A light was switched on quickly,
and Lamond’s dazed eyes blinkegl as
he saw before him a tall man in a
dressing-gown. There was a revol-
ver in his hand, and his long pallid
face seemed carved out of marble.

““Ah!’’ he said, “I have come in
time.”’

‘‘Excuse me,”’ said Lamond coolly,
‘‘you have made a mistake. I merely
wanted to rouse someone in order to
let in the lady downstairs,’’

The man looked at him quickly.

‘“So! You have a confederate.”’

““Nothing of the kind. I don’t
know the lady except by sight. Ask
her. She will explain.”’

They walked together to the win-
dow and looked out; Lamond’s face
turned white when he saw that the
girl had vanished! He turned on his
heel,

““This is a trap,”” he said sharply.
“T don’t understand it.”’

““The police may,”’ said the man
dryly. ‘‘There have been many bur-
glaries lately,.”’

Lamond knew that only too well.
They had been the talk and mystery
of the town. Of course, he should
get himself out of this fix ultimately,
but there might be an interval of
trouble, for he was a newcomer and
eould count his friends on the fingers
of one hand. The man was a foreig-

"
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ner, an Italian probably, though
there were few signs of nationality
on the bony, white-moustached face,
and his accent was well-nigh perfect.

““Look here,”’ said Lamond, ‘‘this
must be a joke or else a plot of some
kind. I can clear myself absolutely
if you’ll give me a chance.’’

‘‘Sit down,’’ said the man blandly,
““You interest me.”’

He watched Lamond across the
table with his small, dark eyes, the
depths of which seemed haunted by
something inexplicable. ~When his
face was passive it looked lifeless as
a skull, and his lean hands trembled
as they selected a cigarette from a
silver case, Lamond would have im-
agined that he had been transported
into some queer world of fantasy had
it not been for the odd reality of the
china dogs on the mantelpicce and
the bric-a-brac on the cottage piano.
The situation appealed to his sense
of romance which had always been
the breath of life to him since the
blood raced hotly through his veins
as a boy; he wondered greatly
about the disappearance of the dark-
eyed girl.

““Well,”” he said at last, ‘‘what do
you mean to do?”’

The man knit his long thin fingers
and his dark, haunted face gazed into
obscurity.

‘““You seem to be an adventurous
young man,’’ he said at last.

“I don’t see what that has to do
with it,”” said Lamond.

‘““What if I took your word as a
gentleman that your visit here was
an aceident, would you be inelined
to do me a favour?’’

““That depends,”’ said Lamond. ‘I
don’t mind anything in reason.’’

“It is quite reasonable,”’ said the
man, ““it would involve doing mnoth-
ing to stain your honour. 1 give
you that assurance as a gentleman
also.”’

Some hunger for adventure in
Lamond’s blood was urging him on.

“Very well,”” he said, ‘“‘but will
you explain——"’
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““I can do nothing now,’’ said the
man, ‘‘it is merely to deliver this
wallet to some friends eight miles
away. My chaffeur will take you
there in a car.”’

A hundred suspicions flocked to
Lamond’s brain. He instinctively
drew back.

‘“Why should you not go your-
self?’’ he said skeptically. | ‘‘How do
I know there isn’t something shady
in this?”’

The old man sprang up with a
look of dignity in his bony face.

“Signor, 1 have given you my
word of honour. Is not that enough?
As for myself, I am in ill-health and
cannot go, but I have promised that
it shall be delivered.”’

The air of mystery in the affair
was luring Lamond on in spite of
himself. He could not bring himself
to believe that the old man’s word
of honour was not a reality.

““1 will go,” he said, ‘‘but I think
I am entitled to some explanation.’’

“You can have that when you
come back,”” said his companion,
““and any reward in reason. The
chaffeur will give you any direetions
you may need.”’

There was silence for a moment.
Then, as Lamond moved, a wine-
glass fell with a erash. In a mom-
ent ¢very ounce of dignity fled from
the old man’s face and he fell back
in his chair with trembling hands
and fear of death in his eyes.

“They’re on me. They’re on me,”’
he repeated with chattering teeth.
““God in heaven! what was that?”’

A sudden doubt leapt into Lam-
ond’s brain and inecreased his won-
der,

““Merely a glass falling,”’ he said
roughly. ‘‘There is something in this
I don’t understand.”’

The old man made a gesture of
apology.

“Tt is nothing. I am worried and
my heart is weak. You will be back
in'two hours, and then I will explain.
T entreat you, signor, to go quickly—
at once.”’
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The car was fretting softly at the
kerb outside and Lamond stepped in
among the cushions, putting the wal-
let beneath the seat. His brain was
very active just then, and his im-
agination aflame; he felt with plea-
sure that tingle of blood in his arter-
ies which told him he was very much
alive, There was something in this
he wanted to probe to the depths,
though there might be some risk in
doing it. He was glad now that he
had slipped the old man’s revolver
into his pocket as he had left the
room.

The chaffeur, who was muffled up
to the eyes, touched a lever, and they
bounded off. It was some time before
Lamond spoke, though his wits were
sharpening to a cutting edge. At
last he said abruptly:

““How far have we got to got’’

‘“About eight miles.”’

The voice made him turn sharply,
and by the reflection of the head-
light he could dimly see the dark eyes
that shone from under the chauffer’s
cap.

““Good heavens, it’s you!’’ was all
he could say. Her eyes looked into
h(ils appealingly, and her lips quiver-
ed.

““Can you ever forgive me? I have
acted horribly, I know. I have told
untruths and deceived you, but—I
could not help it.”’

““Then you are his daughter?’’

‘‘Nita Ferri. Yes.”’

““ But why did you inveigle me in-
to the house that way?”’

‘‘Someope had to go and—I could
not let father go. He has a weak
heart; you’ve noticed surely. Any
little shock would kill him now.’’

Lamond passed his hand over his
brow.

““This all seems deadly mysterious
to me. I hardly know where I am.
‘What would have happened if I
hadn’t passed along an hour ago$’’

““You always do come home in that
last train,”” she said calmly; ‘“I’ve
noticed you before. If anything had
failed I would have gone myself.’’
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They spun down a hill and then
began to take a steep gradient. Lam-
ond noticed that the girl was trem-
bling, for all her show of assurance.
He was stirred by the sense of her
nearness and the confidence she had
placed in him.

‘It seems funny you should have
picked me,’”” he said meditatively.

Her breast heaved a little.

“Funny? No. I have seen you so
often that you almost seem like a
friend, and—for this it was necessary
to have someone I could trust.”’

Lamond turned to her earnestly,
and his voice had a softness in it.

““Will you tell me all about this
that you know?”’

‘1 know very little,”’ she said with
a sigh. ‘“But—it is some sort of
blackmail. Father has had the life
nearly worried out of him during
the last fortnight. It is only a day
or two ago that I begged him to tell
me what was on his mind.”’

‘‘But—the police.’’

““He would not hear of me telling
them. I don’t know why. I have
entreated him to do so ever since I
heard.” iy

Lamond pondered for a while in
silence as they spun between hedges
that were beginning to be covered
with a froth of white. The night was
fragrant and full of stars; the cool
air had a vital pungency about it,
and somebow the atmosphere, or ro-
mance and mystery that was abroad,
intoxicated his senses. He looked
sideways at the girl whose face had
filled the background of his mind in
the last three months; there was
something about her that made him
feel he would dare anything for her
sake.

““You know no reason why your
father should be blackmailed?’’ he
gaid interrogatively.

“No. But then I know very little
of his life. Mother was English;
ghe and I have lived here always.
‘When she died a year ago he came
pack from Naples, and we have been
yery happy together—till now.”’

Naples! The name filled his brain
with suggestions of intrigue and a
world quite alien to the little Mid-
land town where he had spent the
last three months. He thought for
a while in silence, till suddenly the
girl clutched at his elbow.

‘“There’s someone following us!’’
she said tensely.

Down a long hill behind them flash-
ed a streak of light and the whirr of
a motor-bicycle came to their ears.
It was more than a half a mile in the
rear though, and could not overtake
them. They spun down a lane to
the left where two lines of heavy oaks
formed an avenue, and a little later
had drawn up before a cottage in
which no light shone.

‘““This is the place,”’ said Nita
quickly. ‘‘They will be waiting some-
where, All you need to do is to
hand over the wallet and hurry back,
but—for the love of Heaven, don’t
let them see your face.”

She laid her hand on his arm and
he could feel it trembling. In spite
of her plucky show of confidence she
was afraid.

“Don’t worry,”’ he said lightly.
‘“There is nothing to fear.’’

He gave her hand a gentle pres-
sure. There was no risk he would
not have faced to see the look of
trust and gratitude that was shin-
ing from her eyes.

b

The cottage lay a little back from
the road and was dark and silent.
There seemed mno life or movement
inside, and the element of mystery
in the affair unsettled Lamond’s
nerves a little. It all seemed out of
keeping with the quiet little town
that lay sleeping in the valley eight
miles away, but now that he remem-
bered the last few weeks had held a
number of robberies and deeds of
violence that had baffled the utmost
vigilance of the police.

He tapped at the door softly and
waited. There was no answer for

awhile, but at last a slight shuffling
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and whispering betrayed the presence
of someone inside. Then the bolt was
slipped back stealthily and a voice
said something in a foreign tongue.
Before he knew it, he was inside and
the door was closed behind him.

Somewhere in the darkness there
was a movement of figures, and then
the flare of a struck matech. When
the smoky lantern was lit it disclosed
four figures sitting round the table.
The man at the head sprang up ex-
citedly as soon as he saw Liamond’s
face.

““You are not Signor Ferri.’’

‘‘No,”” said Lamond. ‘‘He is ill.
I have come instead. Here is your
money.’’

He threw the wallet on the table,
and the nearest man grabbed it and
pulled out a roll of notes. The other
men bent their heads and talked to-
gether in low, exeited voices. They
had dark, evil faces, and as they
glanced up at Lamond from time to
time he edged a little nearer the wall,
his hand straying down to the pocket
of his heavy overcoat.

“Fools rush in ’’ he muttered
to himself. ‘‘I have been a fool, if
ever there was one.”’

His head was remarkably clear,
and he knew that if action was fore-
ed on him he would have to act quick-
ly and decisively. His eyes flashed
round the circle of olive faces, and
he noticed the stamp of fear on them.,
Clearly they felt that their secret
had been given away.

“This is treachery,’’
thickly.

At the word the whole four of
them jumped up excitedly. Lamond’s
hand whipped up from his pocket,
and in a second he had covered them
completely.

‘‘Sit down,’” he rasped out firmly.

His nerves were steady, and he
knew by the look on their faces that
he held them in the hollow of his
hand. They shifted uneasily as he

said one

edged towards the window, which
was low and could be easily opened.
Inch by ineh he backed away from

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

them, his right hand never faltering,
and at last he found himself fumbl-
ing with the latech. The dark eyes
of the men at the table flashed out
their hate, but they eould not move,
and the uncanny dumbness of a
dream seemed to be laid on every-
one. Lamond could hear the throb
of the motor down at the end of the
drive, where the girl was waiting for
him. In another minute he would
be free, Keeping his revolver stead-
ily cocked he pushed at the window
till he felt it yield. The drop eould
not be more than half-a-dozen feet,

Then, suddenly, from the outside
an excited voice cut across the silence.
In a flash one man’s hand flew out,
and the lantern was hurled from the
table.

The sudden darkness fell aeross
Lamond’s eyes like a veil, and he
heard chairs being overturned as the
figures scuffled about the room. Some-
one struck at him fiercely with g
knife, but the window burst fully
open as he leaned back on it and he
sprang out into the night.

The ground was lower than he
looked for, and his feet stumbled as
he landed. The garden seemed full
of figures, and a few muffled eries
inside the house fell strangely upon
his ears. Before he could right him-
self and take in the situation clearly,
he heard someone spring up from be-
hind a rose bush, and he was gripped
firmly by the collar.

*

Lamond’s brain was dazed for a
little, and he could hardly compre-
hend what had happened. There was
a scuffling at the other side of the
house, and a quick inter-change of
clear-cut voices. Then by the helmet
of the man who held him he under-
stood into whose hands he had fallen.

‘“You’ve made a mistake,”’ he said
coolly.

‘“Oh, have I?”’ said the policeman.

“I can easily prove my identity.
My name’s Lamond, and I’'m on the
staff of The Globe.”’
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““H’m,”’ said his companion. ‘‘ Then
how do you come to be in the com-
pany of these foreign burglars?”’

‘“1 can explain that,”’ said Lam-
ond quickly.

““I’m sorry, but if there’s to be an
explanation you’ll have to give it at
the police-station. We caught you
trying to escape with the rest.”’

He took Lamond down to the gate
where the head-light of the car was
blinking in the darkness. There was
another car drawn up in front of it,
and a motor-bicycle rested against
the fence. The girl waiting in the
car was in a tremour of excitement,
and in the glimmering darkness he
could see the deadly whiteness of
her face. She leant forward and
clutehed his arm as he entered the
car with the officer. :

““Whatever is wrong?’’ she ecried.

There were muffled voices in the
garden, and the group of captured
men were coming down the path. He
took his seat beside her and said re-
assuringly :

““It’s all right. Those men were
burglars and they have fallen into
the hands of the police. I, too, but
it will be possible to clear myself,
i ___”

fHe hesitated. How would it .be
possible to clear himself without in-
volving her father?

“You must tell everything,’’ she
said earnestly.

““But—your father?’’

““Tt does not matter. He can have
no secret that is 1((iijshonourable.

verything must be told.”’

ETII;.Z; spgun off into the darkness,
the other ecar following. Lamond
eould have cursed himself for being
landed in this plight, were it not
for the fact that only thus could he
have been brought into such sweet
intimacy with the girl beside him.
As they whirled back 'through the
starlit night he thought more of her
than of the situation which faced
him. The quick flash of her eyes, the
soft pleading of her voice, and the
grace and mystery which enfolded

her, were very wonderful to him;
for him she had lifted the curtain
which in this sleepy town had veiled
romance from his eyes.

In the close darkness he pressed
her hand, and found it trembling
but responsive. He could feel the
little flutter of her breath as she
looked round at him, and her eyes
were luminous in the dusky light.
There was a strange magic about
her that enthralled his being. Yet
could it be possible that she had not
been frank with him? Could it be
possible that she and her father were
in league with these men who had
fallen into the hands of the police. It
was only for a moment that he enter-
tained the doubt, for he would have
staked his soul on the innocence that
shone forth from her eyes. They
shot into thoroughfares where the
silent houses lay sleeping, and a little
later had drawn up at the police-
station, where a pale light flickered
above the door-way.

“It’s all right,”” Lamond reassur-
ed her. ‘I will explain to the in-
spector. I’m sure he won’t keep me
above a few minutes.”’

He went in with the policeman at
his elbow, and a short, gray-haired
man writing at the office table inside
jumped up as they entered.

““Lamond!’’ he ejaculated. ‘‘What
the deuce does this mean?’’

In a few abrupt words Lamond
outlined the story of his adventure.
He had merely acted as proxy for
Ferri; he had no knowledge of why
the latter should be blackmailed; the
police had come upon him just as he
was escaping from the Italians.

As he made his explanation the in-
spector looked at him keenly.

‘““And this man Ferri?! You have
no knowledge of his past?”’

““None at all.”’

_The inspector whittled a penecil in
h.ls hand, and for a while there was
silence. Then he spoke in a low tone.

““Perhaps it is as well you should
know. You have heard of the Riz-
zios? They are a very dangerous so-
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ciety. One of the members became
rich a year ago and left Naples for
England. It was obvious that some
of them would search him out and
attempt blackmail.’’

Lamond started back.

“Ferri a member of the Rizzios.
It can’t be possible. That knowledge
would break his daughter’s heart.
She does not know.’’

The inspector’s face had a look of
stolid reticence.

“‘She need never know.’’

““But—he will be exposed. You

can’t help bringing him into arrest.’’

““It is not too late. He is dead!
He had a heart attack when we came
upon him and died two hours ago.
These others will merely be tried for
burglaries which have been commit-
ted in the last two weeks.”’

And Nita never did know. That
was a seeret buried deep in Lamond’s
breast, although whenever he looked
into her eyes he remembered that he
owed his happiness to the mysterious
adventure of that night.

THE VAGROM HEART

By ANDREW ROE MACDONALD

TELL me, my love, in what dim magic dell,
Still softly dreaming,
Thy heart is hid, that I might weave a spell
Of wondrous seeming
‘Would eall it to mine own, with gladsome longing,
Fast faring to the home of its belonging.

Lies it in coral cave, and all-impearled,
The soft sea-whispers
Coming across the reaches of the world
To breathe their vespers;
Then will the sea-winds tell it of my loving,
Longing to welcome home the heart far-roving.

Deep in a forest glade perchance it lies,

A little river,

Chanting a-low its world-old lullabies;

But throats a-quiver
With the sweet harmony of the purple gloaming
Shall pipe the vagrom heart to its glad homing.

Tho’ it be hid in moon-gray mountain-mist,
The night-shades falling,
Thine ever-roaming heart cannot resist
Th’ insistent calling;
But from its distant covert come, and bearing
Its virgin love, home to my glad heart faring.
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EOBACCO:-A NEW PRODUCT OF

BRITISH COLUMBIA
BY D'ARCY ROWE

the growing of tobacco of high
quality is feasible in the Okan-
agan Valley, British Columbia again

NOW that it has been proved that

has to thank irrigation for what prom-

ises to be one of the most important
industries in the Province. While it is
quite true that tobacco does not need
a great deal of irrigation (one applica-
tion of water being all that is neces-
sary), without it the growing of high-
class tobacco, or for that matter to-
baceo of any kind at all, would be
impossible. Great interest has been
shown in the past in these tobacco
fields by irrigation experts, and this
year will see a great many people
visiting the plantations. The West-
ern Canada Irrigation Association is
holding its annual convention in Pen-
tieton in August this year, and many
of the delegates will want to visit the
seene of the industry that would have
been a closed book if it had not been
for their efforts in preaching irriga-
tion to the farmers of the Okanagan.

Few people seem to realize that to-
bacco growing in British Columbia is
at all possible, and many are surpris-
ed beyond measure when they are told
that it is rapidly assuming the pro-
portions of a large factor in the in-
dustrial growth of the Province.
When Canadian tobacco is mentioned
one invariably thinks of the erude
French-Canadian twist produced in
the Provinces of Quebec and Ontario,
and the great majority of people are
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unwilling to believe that a really
good quality of tobacco can be grown
any place in Canada, much less in
British Columbia. But the fact re-
mains that the tobaceco that is being
grown in Kelowna is second in qual-
ity only to the imported Havana and
Sumatra leaves. While it may take
vears of blending and experimenta-
tion, the time is bound to come when
the British Columbia produet will he
on par with the best of the foreign
grown leaf. Even at the present
time the cigars made from the Okana-
gan tobacco have a large sale, and
many of the older brands ave looking
upon the new comer as a competitor
to be reckoned with.

From the success that met an ex-
periment made by the Okanagan
growers two years ago it has been
proved that the Okanagan Valley is
one of the best tobacco countries on
the continent. For many years it
has been the ambition of the tobacco
growers of the North American con-
tinent to cultivate a Sumatra leaf,
equal in quality to the Island produet.
In 1912 half an acre of Sumatra seed
was sown in the Okanagan as an ex-
periment,  That experiment met
with such unqualified success that
twenty acres were under cultivation
in 1913, and it is expected that a
great many more will be under culti-
vation this year.

That tobacco could be grown in the
Okanagan, never entered anybody’s
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GROWING TOBACCO NEAR PENTICTON, BRITISH COLUMBIA

head until some fifteen years ago when
Mr. Lewis Holman, a well-known to-
bacco grower of Wisconsin, came to
the Okanagan Valley and, being im-
pressed with the quality of the soil,
put a few acres under ecultivation.
For some time he experimented with
different varieties of leaves and even-
tually found that his first impression
of the Okanagan was correct, that
tobacco of the highest quality could
be grown successfully and at a good
margin of profit. A loeal company
was formed and some seventy-five
acres were planted. In 1912 a new
company took over the business and
at the present time some 300 acres are
under cultivation.

Up to the present time only tobaec-
co suitable for the making of cigars
has been grown, Cuban and Havana,
Comstock Spanish, Wisconsin seed
and Sumatra being the varieties un-

der cultivation. But expriments are
being made at the present time with
the Bright Virginia Leaf, which is
used for pipe and cigarette tobacco,
with White Burley, for pipe and
chewing tobacco, and with the Boer
tobacco, which is used for pipe alone.
If these experiments prove suceess-
ful, and there is no reason why they
should not, there is no doubt that in
a short time a factory for the manu-
facture of pipe and chewing tobaccos
and cigarettes wiil be erected and
put into operation, 5

Though at the present time the in-
dustry is eommerecially active in the
Okanagan Valley only, experiments
in growing the ‘““weed’’ are being
made in other parts of the Province,
and it is safe to predict that within a
few years the business will be extend-
ed to many other portions of British
Columbia, as there is good money in
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A VIEW OF ORCHARDS ON PENTICTON BENCH, BRITISH COLUMBIA

growing tobacco, and many people
that know the business are anxious
to try their luck in this newest and
comparatively untouched field. A
good. average crop of Havana runs
about 1,000 pounds to the acre and is
worth twenty-five cents a pound to
the producer. Wisconsin and Com-
stock Spanish leaves yield more, about
fourteen to eighteen hundred pounds
an aere being the average crop. These
leaves bring the producer from fifteen
to eighteen cents a pound. At this
rate the range of profits comes to

an average of from $125 to $175 an -

acre.
Of course the profit of the fine-

textured, silky, oval Sumatra leaf is

much greater. This leaf, which
makes the ideal cigar wrapper and
is also the most expensive tobacco on
the market, brings from : $2.50 to
$4.00 a pound or more, according to
quality, The cost of the production
of the Sumatra leaf is mueh higher
than the others. It has to be grown
under shade tents, made of specially
woven cheese-cloth, that cost to erect
about $500 an acre and they will not
last for more than two years at the
most.  But although the cost of
production seems to be exorbitantly
high, the successful grower is amply
rewarded, for the returns on the
Sumatra leaf are from $800 to $1,000
net profit an acre.



THE GRAY WOLF'S SOUL
BY ROBERT MACKAY

I heard a voice, born on the stilly night,

Attuned to lays no minstrel ever sang;

Now soft and low, now like the wail of
death—

Egad! it was mine own.

~—Charles Baudelaire in ‘‘The Forgiven.’’

N the flotsam and jetsam that ap-
l peared one trial day in the district

court of Lagunitas was an old man
who boasted of having a set of false
teeth. In this age that seems to be
a trifling thing of which to boast, but
in the days of this story, false teeth
were something of a luxury. There-
fore, the owner of a set had the right
to ““wax proud’’ over his less fortun-
ate brothers. It was somewhat re-
markable that the false teeth of the
old man had never been inside the
mouth of a human being until he had
deftly placed them in his. He had
extricated them from the eavernous
mouth of a gray wolf, and, by means
of a rubber plate, had fitted them
to his own. They served their pur-
pose admirably, he had been heard
to declare frequently; but when he
smiled, they gave him the appearance
of an ape that had died of slow star-
vation.

This man’s name was Lib Ricketts.
His appearance in court was to de-
fend himself against a charge of fel-
onious assault; to wit: (as the indiet-
ment said) ‘“having maimed and de-
prived of earning an honest living,
one Frank Woleot, the plaintiff, by
biting his right ear until it was al-
most severed from the body of the
caid plaintiff, therefore, wilfully caus-
ing the said plaintiff to suffer from an
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incipient hydrophobic poison which
necessitated the complete amputation
of the said ear of the said plaintiff,
and which produced in the said plain-
tiff a sense of dryness and constrie-
tion of the throat, causing great dif-
ficulty in deglutition, a marked
heightening of reflex excitability, in-
frequent convulsions, and a disturb-
ed mental condition at sight of wa-
ter.”’

When Lib Ricketts was called to
face this fusilade of legal lingo, not
a quiver ruffled his calm face. He
must have been seventy years old.
His hair was gray, his eyes red and
sunken, his stature small, his cloth-
ing old, but not shabby, and the boots
into which his trousers were tightly
tucked, noticeably new. Every man
in the crowded court-room admired
the pluck that he was showing. Even
Frank Woleot, whose missing ear had
marked him for life, and who had re-
solved to be vindicated by sending
Ricketts to prison, was startled by
the aged defendant’s show of nerve.
Just for one moment it oceurred to
him that Lib Ricketts was too good
a man to waste his last days inside
prison walls. This impression found
its way in at one ear, but, as the other
was missing, it could not find its way
out, and it lurked in Woleot’s brain
for many days.

Lib Ricketts was acquitted. His
lawyer had introduced, with rare
keenness, sociological testimony to.
prove that a human being had no con-
trol over his jaws when they were
governed by the molars of a gray
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wolf. He told the court that hydro-
phobia may be spontaneously develop-
ed in man, even if the poisonous sa-
liva does not come in contact with
excoriated cuticle, but if he presented
any proof to support this theory, it
is not on record. In making his ad-
dress for the defence, he logically ob-
served thati the poisonous saliva is
perfectly innocuous when applied to
the unbroken skin, and had the teeth
not partly masticated the plaintiff’s
ear, there would have been no inocu-
lation.

The defendant was guiltless of any
intent to do bodily harm, inasmuch
as the teeth of the wolf acted just as
the teeth of a wolf would be expected
to act when they came in contact with
human flesh, and the prisoner was
powerless to prevent them. The den-
tition of animals, he said, with con-
giderable enthusiasm, performed its
regular funetion long after life had
become extinet. In this case it could
not be proved whether the wolf, from
which the teeth had been extracted,
was still alive. Indeed, certain theor-
jes had been advanced by eminent
thinkers, which held that mind tele-
pathy was a fact, and the wolf might
have communicated with the prisoner
and forced him to commit this un-
fortunate deed. However, he was
willing to set such theories aside, but
asked the court to consider the snap-
ping of dying cats and dogs, and the
jaws of the defunct megatherium in
the British Museum, which open and
close regularly and ferociously every
four years in the presence of thou-
sands who gather to witness the my-
stery. The court accepted this as fact,
without asking for proof, and so the
prisoner received his freedom. In
granting it, the court added that the
peace of the community was not safe
with a man in its midst who could not
command his teeth, and so Lib Rie-
ketts had but twenty-four hours in
which to leave town.

««Whar can an old man like me go,
judge? I hain’t done no mischief,
and I'm the first of the gang in this
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camp to advercate peace,’”’ said the
defendant appealingly.

““The court cannot listen to any
statement that may tend to criticize
the wisdom of its ruling. It is here
to apply the law, and, as you were
summoned as a defendant, you must
abide by its decision,”’ sternly re-
marked the judge.

The old man left the court-room
somewhat dejected. Without speak-
ing to his friends, he strolled up the
road until he came to a tall oak. Un-
der its spreading branches, he stop-
ped for a moment to think and rest.
He picked up a stick and, as he mus-
ed, he whittled it away until it was
nothing more than a sliver. Picking
his teeth with this, he started down
the dusty pike that led to the broad
prairies of the west.

o

The mine at Hasting’s canon was
a new discovery—the richest, the most
marvellously rich that had ever been
found. A vast fortune seemed to be
hiding in its depths. But as all this
has been said of every mine in the
‘West, it will not add to the interest
of this narrative. Like all fabulously
rich mines, it was for sale, and the
owner lost no time in spreading the
report broadeast over the country.
Day followed day into the patient be-
yond while he waited for some one
to come and buy the mine. But none
came. There were too many mines
for sale in the region around the Owl
Mountains; nearly all had been pur-
chased because each was, at the time
of the sale, the richest mine in the
world, and nearly all had left their
owners on the rocks of bankruptey.
But Lib Ricketts had spoken truth-
fully of his mine. The gold was
there, but he was too old to mine it.
He was wizen and dried-up, like a
leaf ready to be blown into the river
of death, and he wanted to sell.

On the evening that the moon took
her hasty and modest departure be-
hind the mountains, two men rode in-
to Hasting’s canon. How they heard
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of Lib Ricketts’s mine was never
recorded. It has been surmised, how-
ever, that they had left Lagunitas be-
cause an angry populace took excep-
tion to the manner in which they
operated a faro game. One of the
men was Frank Woleot, and the other
man was the judge. Having finished
hitching the horses, they sauntered up
to Lib Ricketts’s cabin. He was stand-
ing in the doorway. ‘‘Buyers for the
property,’”’ thought he, as they ap-
proached, and then he held out his
hand to greet them—and smiled. The
moment he smiled, Frank Wolcot
sprang back into the roadway with
a ery that broke the stillness. Rie-
ketts drew his revolver. He was not
going to take any chances.

“Lib  Ricketts,” said Wolcot,
““where in—where did you come
from?’’ Ricketts knew the voice.

“From where you drove me, you
mean-brained skunk. If there weren’t
two of you, I’d let you have th’ bene-
fit of this gun. Who is th’ pard with
yer$”’

“Judge Mooney of Lagunitas,’’ re-
sponded the satellite of the law.
‘“And as such, I order you to put up
that gun.’”” Mooney was an army
deserter, and had not forgotten the
haughtiness of command that is cus-
tomary in the army. He was also a
seholar and a eritic whose comprehen-
sive erudition was supplemented by
keen judgment, and, frequently, re-
finement,

““This ain’t no Lagunitas,”’ replied
Ricketts, with his customary calm-
ness, ‘“‘and you ain’t got no jurisdie-
tion outside that district. Let me tell
vou, Mr. Judge, thet the law west of
Lagunitas is a mighty different thing,
and, at present, I hold it in my hand.
And just let me hear you, or that
missin’-eared eoyote by yer side, utter
one word that ain’t to my likin’, an’
1’11 blow the top off your mean
heads—"’

Judge Mooney whipped out his re-
volyver, but Ricketts was too quick.
He fired, and the lawyer, unhurt,
dropped his weapon. As it struck
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the ground, Ricketts stepped forward
and picked it up. The moment he
did so, Wolcot shrieked—a weird, un-
natural shriek like unto that of a wo-
man who has been startled in the
night.

Judge Mooney admitted his defeat
and told Ricketts that he had no in-
tention to create any further disturb-
ance. He explained that they were
travelling west, and had stopped at
the Hastings mine to seek shelter for
the night. This, Ricketts agreed to
give, but under certain conditions.
He would expect them to leave before
sunrise, and he would return their
revolvers empty, but they must not
reload them until they had driven a
distance of two miles, and not return
to the canon under any circum-
stances.

This was agreed upon, and the
three men entered the cabin. Ricketts
and Judge Mooney talked with eon-
siderable jocularity, but Wolecot an-
swered only in monosyllables when-
ever questioned. When the conver-
sation drifted into a certain channel,
he became perfectly quiet. Ocecasion-
ally his jaws moved as if he were try-
ing to laugh and could not. How-
ever, this was hardly discernible in
the dim light of the cabin lamp. Wol-
cot kept his eyes on the man he had
onece made a prisoner, and, frequent-
ly, seemed to be possessed of a
strange fascination for the old miner
—or his heart’s blood.

The conversation had turned to
that mystic land beyond the border
line of life—the realm of the wun-
known, which some claim to see oe-
casionally, but only mistily, as
through a lace curtain.

‘Tt is a matter of common notor-
iety,”” said the judge, ‘‘that there are
reports in such numbers as to merit
intelligent investigation of appari-
tions, hallucinations, telepathy for
the transmission of one idea between
distant persons without known or ma-
terial means of communication, pro-
phetic dreams, and dreams that right-
ly picture scenes of which the dream-
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er must have been quite ignorant.”

‘““Hoaxes,’’ replied Ricketts. ‘‘They
ain’t got no foundation. It’s all rot.”’

““Perhaps some of them were, but,
as instances multiply, it becomes ex-
ceedingly difficult for open-minded
men to dismiss the many faets
brought to light with your explana-
tion. You know, Ricketts, that Solo-
mon lost his temper when he said that
all men are liars. When he became
calm he was ashamed of the utter-
ance. It had but one good purpose;
it made him famous. As a rule, men
tell the truth, and when a multitude
of men tell the same thing, all can-
not be dismissed as liars. It is the
part of science dealing with material
phenomena to repeat the same test
time and again. You and I will not
live to see it, Ricketts, but the next
age will have weighed and found per-
feét evidence, demonstrating, beyond
doubt, the fact of a spirit world and
an unidentified sixth sense which will
enable men and women to see and
hear things indistinguishable to most
of us. He who would dismiss such a
study as this as a mere subterfuge for
superstition is a vietim of the most
stupid incredulity.”’

“Yes, judge, yes. I guess yer right.
There may be ghosts and them
things.”’

“To be sure. Sound, light, elee-
tricity, are all the produet of the
vibration of our atmosphere, or a
subtler medium contained in it, ecall-
ed ether. If the vibrations are in
numbers from 32,000 to 32,678 a see-
ond, they cause sound ; the more num-
erous the vibrations the higher, shril-
ler the sound, until it becomes im-
perceptible to the human ear. 'When
the number of vibrations has passed
200,000 a second, the results they pro-
duce are inextinguishable tones until
they exceed one million; then they
call their effect electricity. Who can
tell what comes next? Who ean say
that in time a sixth sense may not be
discovered by means of which the
fruits of these vibrations, the exist-
ence of which are known to physie-
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ists may be completely identified? "

““1 guess thet’s about right,
judge.”’

‘“Some dumb animals cateh sounds
to which we, by the structure of our
ears, are deaf. Did you ever notice
how a small-sized dog will suddenly
raise his ears, run to the door, and
sniff the air? He has heard some-
think you have not. Note this the next
time you entertain a dog, and see if
I am not correct. Now, if I may be
personal, I was interested in the case
in which you were the defendant, and
which was heard before me, beyond
its common, legal aspect. It is not
necessary to dwell on the sentence
I was forced to impose—"’

“You were hard on me, judge—"'’

‘““But the possible truth of the as-
sertion that one mind could act upon
another at a distance without words,
signs, or other appreciable means of
communication. became very vivid.
Psychie action will soon be a recog-
nized force., No one doubts that a
church bell ringing far away will set
a wire in a piano chiming in har.
mony. The human mind is the most
delicate, the most responsive, the most
sensitive organ we have knowledge
of. It has always been observed by
me that you were in mental communi-
cation with that gray wolf’s soul,
taking it for granted that all animals
have souls and are part of the earth-
ly compound, when you divested our
friend here of his right, er—pardon
me, Woleot—ear. Surely, if your
strings of dried catgut stretched on
a hollow frame of wood will sing in
reciproeal harmony when rubbed with
the tail of a horse, two minds, whe-
ther animal or human, should be able
to influence each other by the subtle
transmission of the thought that in-
terests both. And who knows (here
the judge arose from his chair and
brought his fist down on the table
with a foree that almost upset the
lamp), who knows, and who ean
prove, that the strings on a single
violin are the intestines of one cat!’

Suddenly Woleot stood up. He
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moved over to the angle of the cabin
and threw open the window. To the
evident horror of the other men, he
placed his hand to his missing ear
and listened !

“I hear them. They’re coming,
judge, they’re coming!’

““What’s coming?’’ asked Judge
Mooney.

“The gray wolves. I ecan hear
them! I can hear them over there
in the direction of Lagunitas!
They’re growling fierce, they—must
—be—hungry!”’

Judge Mooney listened, and so did
Lib Ricketts. But they could hear
nothing.

““Nobody knows it all,”’ the judge
continued. ‘‘I believe that soul can
communicate with soul despite all ob-
stacles of time and space; that there
is a sort of psychic world, peopled
and full of activity, about and whol-
ly without this material world of ours,
but not improbably destined to be-
come real to us in time. By heaven!
I believe we can communicate with-
out speech, written or spoken, that we
may see without eyes, hear without
ears—"’

A wail broke from the night out-
side, piercing the hearts of the men—
a wail like the death-call of a tortured
man, It was so close to the cabin as
to bear witness to the proximity of
the animal, demon, spirit, or what-
ever it was. It increased in volume;
it died away. It rose on a braying
tremolo and then diminished to a
doleful whine. It was the echo of
shivering fright and lingering death.

Woleot emitted a ery and fell to
the floor. Then he began to articu-
late like a dog, and, from the sudden
noise in the darkness, it was evident
that he was creeping around the ca-
bin floor on all fours. His compan-
ions were not pleased with this sud-
den turn. Ricketts took a match from
his pocket and lit it. In the glare,
the judge saw Woleot with bulging
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eyes and flecked mouth, spring at
the old miner with the alacrity of a
cat, and fasten his teeth in his throat,
In the darkness that followed, the
judge could hear the two men rolling
over and over, their bodies bumping
on the floor, their breath coming in
jerks like that of two trauined wres-
tlers. One of them—the judge sup-
posed it was Wolcot—was snarling
and snapping in a mad fury. Final-
ly one began the gurgle as if in great
agony. Then the judge felt the men
bump against him, and he threw him-
self on them to try to separate them.
As he did so, one of them fell life-
less, and the other, with a wild
shriek, moved hurriedly away. The
judge looked up and, unconsciously,
in the direction of the window. Two
green eyes were staring in from the
darkness. They stared and stared
and seemed to come closer — then,
very suddenly, they disappeared. The
judge drew his hand over the body
of the man who lay at his feet. There
were revolvers in the belt. He pull-
ed one out, and rushed to the win-
dow and fired. A fearful ery con-
tinued for some minutes after the
shot, then died away.

‘When morning came, Woleot was
lying unconscious in the angle of the
cabin, and old Ricketts’s body was
stretched at full length on its back in
the middle of the floor. The upturn-
ed face, with the jaws broadly smil-
ing, presented a ghastlv appearance,
although they gave evidence that the
old man had died happy.

Mooney aroused Woleot with some
difficulty, but when he gained con-
sciousness he was rational and self-
possessed. The two friends started
out to find some clew that would lead
to the mystery of the green eyes.
About twenty feet from the eabin in
a straight line from the window, they
discovered the dead body of a gray
wolf. Tt was a thin, emaciated speei-
men and it had no teeth.
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SILAS F. QUIGLEY—TO ARRIVE
BY LEWIS HOPKINS RODGERS

HIE register was headed at the

I top of the page ‘‘March 27,

1881." There were fifteen or
twenty names on the page, and I took
a certain delight in writing, in a
flowing business hand, ‘‘S. F. Quig-
ley, Oxford, Ohio.”’

The city was New York, and the
hotel the Colonnade, a modest hotel
on the European plan—Broadway,
near Eight Street. I had never
been east of Ohio before and every-
thing was of the utmost interest.
Two or three gentlemen who preceded
me asked the eclerk for mail after
registering. One man, whose name
was Roberts, turned to the clerk and
remarked simply, ‘‘R’s, please.”” At
this the clerk handed him a bunch of
mail, which, considering the number
of letters it contained, stamped him
at once in my mind as being a very
important individual. He looked
over the entire bunch, however, and
then handed them all to the clerk,
who put them back into the pigeon-
hole marked ‘“R.”” The next man
said, ‘‘A’s, please.”” This man’s
fortune was about the same, with the
exception that he received a letter un-
gealed, with a one-cent stamp, which
he threw unopened into the waste
basket. The clerk then turned to me
expectantly, and, with an effort to
appear at ease, I stammered, ‘‘Q’s,
please.”” I no more expected to re-
ceive a letter than I had expected the
mayor of New York to meet me at
the depot. I did not know a soul
in New York City, and no one in
Oxford knew I intended to stop at the
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Colonnade. In fact, I had never
heard of the Colonnade until, two
days before, while riding in a smok-
ing compartment of a Pullman sleep-
er between Pittsburg and Philadel-
phia, a young man with whom I had
struck up a talking acquaintance, and
who seemed to be familiar with New
York, mentioned this hotel to me as
a quiet central location for a stranger.
I remembered telling this young man
—whose name I had forgotten—that
I would act on his suggestion. I had
stopped in Philadelphia a day or so,
while my train acquaintance went on
directly to New York. As this young
man was the only living being who
could possibly guess my New York
address, my inquiry was a mere mat-
ter of form. To continue the matter
of form—for ‘“R, please,”’ and ‘‘A,
please,”” were now both watching me
as I had watched them—I carelessly
picked up the solitary piece of mail
matter that the clerk tossed me—it
was in the shape of a large blue busi-
ness envelope—and read the ad-
dress:

¢‘Mr. Silas F. Quigley,
‘“Hotel Colonnade,

“To Arrive. City.”’

In the upper left-hand corner of
the envelope was the stamp of one of
the largest magazine publishing
houses in the United States. The
address was typewritten and very
plain.  After scanning the letter as
long as I could under the glances
which I felt were fastened on me,
handed the letter back, saying,
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“‘There must be some mistake.”” The
clerk took the letter and after ex-
amining it said, ‘‘Then your first
name is not Silas?”’

‘“Yes,”” I replied, ‘‘my first name is
Silas.”’

“Then what more do you want?’’
said he, as he tossed the letter back
to me. ‘‘That’s the first time in a
year we have had a letter in the ‘Q’
box. The address, as you admit, is
yours, first name and all; how can
there be a mistake? We have never
had any one stop here by that name
before.””  All of which seemed so
unanswerable that finally I put the
letter in my pocket unopened and ask-
ed to be shown to my room. I was
determined that when I opened the
letter and drew forth coneclusive proof
that its contents were not intended
for me, I should be alone.

Once in my room, with the door
locked, feeling something like a sneak
thief, I cut the envelope at the end
and drew forth the following letter,
written in a serawling, hurried hand,
with a lead penecil :

‘‘Dear Sil—Glad you are coming to
New York. Must have story from you—
about three thousand words—by the 15th
next. Enclosed find cheek for fifty dol-
lars payable to bearer, as you are prob-
ably known only by your nom de plume
in New York. Will send the other hun-
dred upon receipt of story. Run in to

see me.
¢¢ Faithfully,
‘e E- ”»

With this short, business-like letter
was a check for fifty dollars, payable
to Silas F'. Quigley, or bearer, prop-
erly made out and signed by the
treasurer of the publishing house. I
read the letter over a number of
times, examining the check, and began
to think. What a lucky dog this
other Silas F. Quigley—To Arrive—
was, anyway! One hundred and fifty
dollars for three thousand words, five
cents a word for a story. Who
wouldn’t try, at that rate? It could
be finished in three hours, writing
only at the rate of sixteen and two
thirds words a minute. The words
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comprising the English language
were free for every one. No man
could obtain a patent on the arrange-
ment of phrases or construction of
sentences. This man, this other
Silas F. Quigley—To Arrive—could
probably write a dozen stories of
three thousand words each in a month
and he could then make—it was simp-
ly too much to contemplate, too good
to think about.

I kept the letter and the check for
about an hour, and then, feeling that
I had done something wrong, replaced
them in the blue envelope, stuck the
ends together with mucilage ecare-
fully, and wrote on the outside:
““Opened by Silas F. Quigley, of Ox-
ford, Ohio, by mistake.”” Then I
handed it to the clerk saying, ‘‘ This
letter is intended for some other Silas
F. Quigley, who will probably arrive
in a day or two—probably to-day.’’

The clerk looked rather disappoint-
ed as he put the letter back in the
““Q’”’ box, simply remarking, ‘‘That’s
mighty funny.”’

Upon retunring to the hotel that
evening from an afternoon in Central
Park, I could not help noticing the
blue envelope silently awaiting for
the proper Silas F. Quigley—To
Arrive. As I felt I ought to say
something to the clerk I asked, ‘‘Has
the other Mr. Quigley arrived yett’’

““No, and I don’t expect him,’’ said
he, emphasizing his remarks, I
thought, a little more than was neces-
sary. ‘‘I never expect to see two
men of that name.”’

As I knew well that hotel clerks
were up on names, this appeared to
be an unanswerable argument, I
felt, however, that I could safely bide
my time to regain the respeet of that
clerk, as I surely would do when the
lucky Quigley should put in an ap.-
pearance.

Alone in my room again I began
to plan my future movements. I
had passed creditably through g
Western college—had spent five years
in a business house in Cincinnati, and
had come to New York with a desire



SILAS F. QUIGLEY—TO ARRIVE

to enlarge my opportunities. I had
saved a little money and had an em-
inent faith in my own ability to get
along in New York, though I was
utterly devoid of any plans for the
future. Entirely without friends in
the East, I began for the first time to
realize what a mighty big city this
New York was, and how utterly lost
I seemed to be in it. If I had not
been a man, twenty-four years old, 1
think I should have been homesick.
But men never get homesick; only
women and children do that. The
nerve centres of a man must be lo-
cated in a different place from those
of women and children ; his tear wells
must be deeper and harder to reach;
his bumps of affection and depen-
dence must be less developed, for he
is expected to be dignified and manly
under all circumstances.

I had one little ray of hope—that
blue envelope. Oh, to be that Silas
F. Quigley !—to be called ‘‘Dear Sil,”’
—to have sent to me a fifty dollar
cheek with another hundred to come;
and then to think of the exhilarating
experience of seeing the story over
my own nom de plume. How I long-
ed to go down to the office and get
that envelope out of the ‘‘Q’’ box
again and examine it! but then what
would the clerk say to me if I should
ask for it again, I shivered as I
thought of it and came to the con-
clusion that I was afraid of that clerk.
Even after I went to bed the thought
of him weighed on me. In my
dreams that night ‘“E,”’ the hotel
clerk, and Silas F. Quigley—To
Arrive—became mixed up in a
quarrel, and the night clerk came out
on top, of course. It required some
little time after I awoke, to get mat-
ters clear in my mind, but a brisk
walk down Broadway to the Battery
cheered me and caused me to forget
for a time everything connected with
the blue envelope. 1 visited several
business houses, hoping to find some
employment ; but as soon as the per-
son to whom I applied learned of my
errand, he suddenly lost all interest

in me and became unaware of my
presence.

At one large wholesale house I
managed, by befogging the clerks as
to the nature of my business, to pene-
trate to the head of the firm.

‘““What can I do for you, sirt”
asked the man of millions.

‘I want employment,’’ said I bold-
ly

““So do forty thousand other young
men in New York City,”’ said he,
taking off his eyeglasses and looking
at me with an air that said:

‘‘That answer never fails to do the
work.”’

After a few remarks, all of which
tended towards shortening the inter-
view, I backed out, and started up
Broadway towards my hotel, with a
great weight on my chest. To think
of an army of forty thousand men
hunting for employment was over-
whelming. ‘What chance did I
stand among such a number? I walk-
ed fast and kept busy glancing at
sights in the windows—for tear wells
in a man should be very, very deep.
As I entered the hotel and walked by
the office to my room, I saw that the
blue envelope was still in the “‘Q”’
box. A feeling of envy and resent-
ment began to take possession of me.
‘Who was this Silas F. Quigley—To
Arrive? Why did he not arrive and
put an end to the comedy anyway?
There was a position and an income
thrown at a man possessing my iden-
tical name, and he, in all probability,
was too much oceupied writing stories
elsewhere to come and secure his
mail. It was simply too irritating
for contemplation, Who was ‘‘E,”’
anyway? How affectionately he
wrote ‘‘Dear Sil.”’ I could have
hugged him, even if I were not the
““Sil”’ he had ‘‘deared.”” Then there
suggested itself to me a deed so des-
perate that it made the cold perspir-
ation stand out on my forehead.
Why not impersonate the Silas F.
Quigley—To Arrive—so long as he
did not arrive; write the story, get
the hundred dollars, and in short,
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make my living as an author? To
falsely represent myself as another
man and step into his shoes seemed
an enormous crime, and yet if I
could write a story good enough to se-
cure the compensation, I should have
stolen nothing but his chance to do
something! I determined to try, and
the determination brought with it an
exhilaration I had not experienced
since my arrival.

I went out immediately to a corner
shop and bought a dozen paper pads
containing one hundred sheets each
of clean white writing paper. As I
passed the hotel office a terrible fear
seized me that the other Silas F.
Quigley had arrived. I fully real-
ized that the instant he should put in
an appearance, that instant all efforts
I should have made would fall to the
ground. I sat down to the table
with a new, fresh pad in front of me,
dipped my pen in the ink, repeating
to myself the formula, ‘‘Sixteen and
two thirds words per minute for three
hours equals one hundred and fifty
dollars.”” I dipped my pen in the
ink for the next ten or fifteen
minutes, then repeated, ‘‘Sixteen
and two thirds words per minute
for three hours equal one hundred
and fifty dollars.”” I sat for some
time looking blankly at the paper.
How white it was, and how much
there was of it! The room seemed
to be getting hot. I rose and open-
ed the window and then sat down
again, It seemed as though I should
never stop dipping that pen into the
ink, The open window made the
room too cold, and I shut it. I walk-
ed the floor for a while, and every
time I passed the table the pad of
white paper seemed to stare at me, so
I turned it face downwards. I be-
gan my sixteen and two thirds words
per minute at 7.30 in the evening and
at 3 a.m. I had half of one page cover-
ed with writing which I tore into a
thousand pieces, when I read it the
next morning. That day was a
frightful one. The feat of writing
a story had always appeared to me an
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easy matter. All that I had read
seemed to flow along at a given
speed, without in the least suggesting
any trouble, care, work, or perplexity
on the part of their authors. At the
end of that day I had only a page
of chapter headings—I had determ-
ined to have six chapters of five
hundred words each—which on ex-
amination next morning seemed so
silly that I destroyed it. I glanced
down at the pile of pads, twelve, con-
taining one hundred sheets each—
and the enormity of my self appoint-
ed task began to dawn on me. Where
was the other Silas F. Quibley? I
remembered then that the day before,
I had made up my mind that the only
thing which could prevent my success
would be the appearance of that man
claiming his blue envelope; now I
sincerely hoped he would put in an
appearance, the sooner the better. I
remember that I had thought of the
situation as a queer race between the
two Silas F. Quigleys; one racing
with his brain, the other with his legs,
Legs had won before he started. I
grabbed my hat and coat and went
hurriedly to the street. The eclerk
gave me a pitying glance as I passed
him, and the thought occurred to me
was that he was the author of all my
trouble, that he had written the letter
simply to mystify me and send me to
the asylum. Out in the eool air I
walked for miles, finally reaching a
gecluded spot on the banks of the
majestic Hudson away up above One
Hundred and Fortieth Street. How
serene and calm everything was
there! 'What a noble river! How
quiet the hills! Could it be possible
that so near such a hive of human
industry, such a fight for existence,
there was such rest as this?

““Oh hills!”’ eried I, ‘““who is the
author of your seggnity?”

I gave it up. Silas F. Quigley
could arrive or not, just as he pleased.
I had no further interest in him. I
even spoke pleasently to the clerk,
and after a few days made him g
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present of twelve pads of white
paper, one hundred sheets each, with
the exception of one little pad which
was two sheets short.

““A little surplus writing paper,”’
I said, as I handed it to him, ‘‘for
which I have no use.”’

““You’re not one of those literary
fellers, are you?’’ said he, as he look-
ed at the pile with astonishment.

““No? Well I was goin’ to say if
you were you’d never amount to any-
thing. They come here from all over
the country expectin’, to make their
fortune by writin’, but I’ve never
seen one of ’em do it; they all funk.”’
Then he put the paper under an old
desk.

‘““What do they do—after—they—
funk?’’ asked I, as carelessly as pos-
sible.

““Oh, some of ’em get positions as
porters and janitors, some drive horse
cars, and others shoot themselves up
in Central Park.”’ )

“Do any of them go to clerking in
hotels?’’ said I. In answer to this
I received only a hard stare wh.ich
told me plainly that the interview
was at an end. :

I returned to my former occupation
of hunting a position. I progressed
somewhat in this, inasmuch as I be-
came accustomed to rebuffs and re-
fusals. To be hopeful for the
morrow was an accomplishment 1
found to be absolutely necessary if
I was to become proficient in the art
of hunting a position. Each morn-
ing as I started out, however, I
noticed that I was less hopeful than
the day before. I observed a settled
look about my mouth, and then I
happened to remember that I had not
laughed once since I landed in New
York. I thought it was my duty to
laugh some, so I thought of all the
funny things I ever read or heard.
They seemed now like ghost stories.
In trying to smile I felt as though
some gigantic evil genius in the shape
of a spirit photoghapher was taking a
picture of my soul, while saying all
the time, ‘‘Look pleasant now.”’
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On the evening of the twelfth of
April, as I passed by the office on
my way to my room, the elerk tossed
me out a letter addressed to ‘‘Silas F.
Quigley, Hotel Colonnade, City.”
It was another blue envelope from
the same publishing house. I knew as
well as I knew that 1 was alive that
the letter was for the other Silas F.
Quigley. Yet the temptation was
too strong. I was starving for a
kind word from some one, and I
would even have stolen it.

I carried the letter to my room,
locked the door, pulled down the
shades and read:

‘‘Dear Sil—Have not heard a word
since sending you fifty, two weeks ago.
Story must reach me by evening of 15th.
Must have it. Don’t fail me.

‘“Yours,
I‘E-JI

I stared at this letter a long time,
during which I must have devoured
each word a hundred times. Some
things can be so funny that they ean
get far beyond the laughing point and
become serious again. This was one
of them. I was starving for kind
words and employment. Here was
someone ready to give both, and beg-
ging me, or some one with my name,
to take them. Still I could not go
to ‘“B’”—whoever he was—and tell
him. That would be the surest way
of not getting them. Silas F. Quig-
ley—To Arrive—seemed to be dead
or a myth. I was ready to believe
that the clerk had killed him, simply
to prove to me that the first blue
letter belonged to me—clerks are so
concieted, and never wrong. Then
what would the clerk think of me hav-
ing accepted the second blue letter
from the publishing house, while I
had returned the first? T seemed to
be aging. It was surely ten years
since I had landed in New York. Ten
years without laughing—that in it-
self was enough to laugh at. A
tragedy and comedy rolled into ome
being enacted. I was the heavy man,
low comedian, villain, and spectator.
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I received my cues from two other
actors, but they could never come on
the stage, for as soon as they did that,
as soon as I should meet either one,
then the play would stop. They
would never even know there had
been a play going on.

The letter before me was a kind in-
vitation to try again to be wicked.
I had tried hard once and utterly
failed. To think of all that white
paper was maddening. I thought
of a new formula: ‘‘Sixteen and two
thirds words per minute for three
hours—$1,500,000.’ This seemed
more like the proper equation, but
just as difficult to reduce. I imagin-
ed myself a worm on the bottom of
the Atlantic Ocean, with a heavy iron
weight gradually coming down over
me. Those who were guiding the
weight many fathoms above, could
have no knowledge of me or my posi-
tion, yet, no matter how much I might
twist or squirm, their aim seemed to
be unerring. If I escaped the weight
I escaped only into the ocean where a
million other weights and dangers
would surround me. The great, om-
inous-looking weight was the story of
three thousand words, and the ocean,
New York.

Such was the state of my mind on
the evening of the twelfth of April.
Yet the morning of the fifteenth the
deed was done. Three thousand words
~—just three thousand—no more, no
less, had been written, sealed up in an
envelope, and addressed to the pub-
lishing house which seemed to want
them so much. What passed through
between the twelfth and fifteenth no
one will ever know.

I determined, gave up, wrote a
few pages, destroyed them; wrote
again, read it out aloud, learned it by
heart, sang it, and then destroyed all
evidences of my efforts. Again I
started, and again went through the
same programme. Finally I wound
up on the banks of the Hudson, where
it was absolutely quiet. It was sur-
prising how restful this view became
{0 me. 1 took the memory of that
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scenery back with me to my room,
and wrote steadily for half an hour.
Whenever I begin to think of my
immediate surrounding I became rest-
less, and nothing would set my pen
at work again except a visit to the
Hudson. 'When I had finished I
had about thirty-six hundred words,
which I cut down to three thousand.
After I started, the fear that Silas F.
Quigley would put in an appearance
before the fifteenth did its full share
in keeping up the nervous tension I
was under.

The question of nom de plume and
handwriting bothered me for a long
time, I was naturally a good pen-
man, but knowing that literary men
never are, I carefully copied the story
in a small, eramped schoolboy hand,
using a finger movement that gave me
an actual cramp in my right hand.
When at last it was completed 1
signed it only with the nom de plume
““Cid.”” Then I folded the precious
leaves carefully, placed them in an
envelope, and in the same hand-
writing wrote the following note:

‘¢ Messrs.
New York.

‘‘Gentlemen—According to instructions
received by me from your house, signed
‘E,” T enclose herewith a story of three
thousand words. I prefer from this time
on to use the nom de plume ‘Cid.” Any
further instructions from you will receive
prompt consideration.

‘“Very truly Yours,
“‘SILAS F. QUIGLEY.”’

When I dropped the packet in the
letter box on the corner I turned hot
and then cold. It was only by going
to my nook on the Hudson that I
could feel at all like myself.

I waited three days—the longest
three days I ever spent—and then
came another blue envelope, which
I felt belonged really to me. The let-
ter read:

‘‘Dear Sil—Yours at hand. What’s the
matterf Are you sick? The story is all
right, but the writing looks as though you
had fever and ague. You’ll have to prac-
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tise and get back into that flowing busi-
ness-like hand you used to write so nicely.
Why in the world are you writing under
another nom de plume?

‘‘Give me another story, about five
thousand words—this week if you can; if
not, next week sure. Your hundred has
been placed to your eredit on our books;
run in and get it, and let me see you at
the same time.

‘¢ Faithfully,
‘lE‘il

“pPS. Give me your reason for using
another nom. It ought to be a good one
—the reason, I mean. Stella sends re-
gards. I read your story to her h}xz% n’i’ght.

After reading this letter, my feel-
ings became what the novelist would
probably term ‘‘mingled.”” I had
taken such intense pains to reduce
my handwriting from a flowing busi-
ness hand to—this point was ludie-
rous and I burst out laughing.

The next point was not so funny.
I had one hundred dollars to my cre-
dit on the books of this large publish-
ing house which had never heard of
me, and although I had earned it, it
was not rightfully mine, nor could
I get it in any manner. If I con-
fronted ‘‘E’’ he would not know me
and the story would probably cease
to be interesting to him, If I did
not disclose myself, what were to be
my future plans? At any moment
the rightful Silas F. Quigley might
appear, and I would then drop back
into oblivion as quietly as a pebble
would sink if dropped into the At-
lantic ocean. The great overwhelm-
ing fact, however, was that another
story was wanted ; this time five thou-
sand words.

Was I to continue my career of
erime and deception, especially as it
was not bringing me in anything?
‘Was it within the range of possibili-
ties for me to write another story at
all? In writing the first I had ex-
hausted all the imagination, all tne
ideas, all the plots, situations, and
schemes I could think of. My mind
was a blank—on stories. But I eould
searcely find time to eat or sleep so
busy was I with—I was about to say
my affairs; still I was no less busy be-
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cause the affairs were really those of
Silas F. Quigley—To Arrive. 1 was
busy straightening out a tangle of
threads with a hundred ends and
none of them the right one. 1 was
trying to solve a puzzle to which there
was no solution.

And then Stella! who was she?
Were there to be a woman and a love
story mixed up in the tangle? Al-
ready I loved Stella as much as a
man could love a woman without ever
having seen her. I longed to throttle
this other Silas F. Quigley, who seem-
ed to have all the good things a young
man appreciates flung at him. Still,
if only the other man stayed away
long enough and I could surreptiti-
ously hold my end up as a story-
writer, which I did not believe pos-
sible, it was barely probable that some
time in the future I could burst in
upon ‘‘E’’ and receive recognition.
He would surely listen to me and the
recounting of my trials would be in-
teresting to him. And then I might
possibly, after that, secure a position
with the publishing house, not as a
story-writer—never that—but in some
other capacity within my range.

For the first time, therefore, I be-
gan to formulate a definite plan. I
would be a conspirator—a villain,
probably—and the other Silas F.
Quigley would be the long-lost hero,
liable to appear on the scene at any
moment and entirely upset my plans.
I would try, as I never had tried to
do anything before, to write all the
stories required. I would send mes-
sages to Stella, write notes to “E”’
(with a rapidly improving penman-
ship) and so draw these unconscious
viectims into my net, that when dis-
closure came, as it surely would, they
could not easily disentangle them-
selves. 1 would try to be so very
wicked and withal so captivating that
when I should be incarcerated the
men would pity and the women bring
me flowers. ‘‘E’’ and Stella were
doomed. I was the leader now, not
they. Some one else should try to
solve riddles—I was through.
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So I began to write with something
of a lighter heart within me, think-
ing that at the worst I should be in
no worse fix than without this farce
which I seemed to be playing. If
Silas F. Quigley should appear, his
original letter and the fifty dollars
would still be waiting for him in the
““Q’’ box, and probably more would
be to his credit at the publishing
house. At all events, things seemed
to brighten for me, although I could
not explain why. It seemed to me
that if one could only imagine some
one else was taking an interest in one,
it would go far towards making that
one happy.

How I wrote the story of five thou-
sand words I do not know. For an
imagination, I simply had to imagine
I had one. On the whole, though,
when it was finished it seemed better
than the first. To be sure, on reading
it over, some of the parts which I
had intended should be funny appeal-
ed to me as quite serious, and vice
versa. Still T consoled myself by the
theory that a doctor is never a good
doctor for himself, and hoped that
“E”’ had better judgment than I.

_ With the story I sent the follow-
ing note:

‘‘Dear E.—Yours at hand. My hand-
writing was somewhat cramped last time,
but if you had known how badly my hand
pained me you would have exeused it. It
does not hurt so badly now and I think
you will notice some improvement. I will,
I hope, soon get back into ‘that business
style’ when the pain leaves me.

‘“Enclosed find story which I dashed off
hurriedly. I have so much writing to do
that I think perhaps I did not give it the
time I should; if you ecare to, you can
destroy it, and I will send you another.

‘‘I met Charley the other day and he
is not well. Asked about you particularly.
I could hardly give him any satisfaction,
being so busy.

‘‘Regarding nom de plume ‘Cid,’ I have
reasons of my own for adopting it.

‘‘Love to Stella.

¢¢Yours truly,
‘¢SILAS F. QUIGLEY.”’

I folded this up with something of
a wicked smile, thinking:
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““If that doesn’t mix him wup, I
don’t know what will.”’

No sooner was this posted than I
concluded I had overdone the mat-
ter, and that the letter was not only
foolish, but would result in exposing
me. 1 did not imagine it was pos-
sible to arrive at so many different
conclusions regarding the same thing
as I did regarding the effect of my
letter. What was the use of attempt-
ing to arrive at any conclusion, any-
way? I was in the hands of Fate,
and I could not help wishing that
Fate were Stella. I placed her far
above all young ladies I had ever met.
Sure that I should never meet her, I
placed her on a little throne and pre-
pared to worship her—some beauti-
ful star away up in the firmament,
that I might only look upon. When
I remembered that I had dared to
send her my love I became frighten-
ed; and yet, surely, anyone might
throw a kiss at a star.

During the next few days I spent
most of my time in my nook on the
Hudson, where the water appeared
to flow so peacefully and where the
calm hills seemed to speak.

On the fifth day I received the fol-
lowing letter:

‘¢Dear Sil—Yours received. Glad to
hear from you and to learn your hand is
getting better. It must be, for your writ-
ing is much improved. I read your new
story to Stella last evening, and she was
as much interested in it as I. There are
a number of passages in it which might
be improved, and there are some which
show a depth of nature—the author’s
most precious gift—too rich in possibili-
ties, to allow to remain unused. You
should write more. I write simply as a
friend and not to criticize. Charley met
me after he had seen you and told me
about your conversation.

‘I have placed another hundred and
fifty dollars to your credit, and am won-
dering why you don’t run in to see me.
I am a very busy man, but I will always
find time to see you.

¢¢Faithfully,
‘lE.)’

‘““P.S. Give me another story;

sa.
twenty-five hundred words.’? .4

This letter dazed me somewhat. My
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first conclusion was that ‘‘E’’ was
a hard man to mix; my next, that he
was so badly mixed he didn’t know
it himself; my next, that ‘““E’’ and
the other Silas F. Quigley had a com-
mon friend named ‘‘Charley,”’ and
that I had stumbled on the name! I
had summoned a spirit and he had
stepped forth flesh and blood. But
then Stella was interested in my
stories, so what did I care if every-
thing else was upside down and in-
gside out? Henceforth, I would write
for her and her alone. I would write
a love story and use the name ‘‘Bella’’
for my heroine. Bella at first should
be an ideal person and everything
that was lovely. She should be wor-
shipped by the hero at a great dis-
tance, but gradually the two should
gravitate towards each other until
they should meet. When they met,
then Bella the ideal should become
Bella the real. The hero should marry
Bella, This attempt to make myself
known reminded me of attempts to
notify the inhabitants of Mars that
we were on earth, but I concluded
to try it.

So I went to work on my first love
story, which I wrote at one sitting,
and sent it in with this letter:

‘“Dear E.—Yours received. I am more
than grateful to you for any suggestions
or criticisms you may have to offer. You
are much older than I, and I am thankful
to have such a gifted critic. Enclosed
find a little story inspired to some extent
by the interest which Stella, the dear
girl, has manifested in my stories, as re-
ported by you. :

¢¢Mr. Schnellenheimer is not doing any-
thing now and would like to get work.
Have you anything for him to do? As
you know, he is a printer by trade and
he could probably be useful to you. Poor
fellow, his family needs it, too.

“‘Yours truly,
¢‘SILAS F. QUIGLEY.”’

I was getting desperate. I was in
love with an ideal woman who was
reading my letters and stories, but to
whom I never could expect to be in-
troduced. I was desperate in that I
should be so completely balked by
“F’" when I attempted to mystify
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him and gradually win him away
from his other love—the other Silas
F. Quigley. I had determined on
pushing matters. Therefore, I had
constructed such a letter as should
bring, logically, a reply something
like this:

‘“Silas F. Quigley, Esq.

‘‘Dear Sir—Who are you and what do
you mean by sending such messages to
my niece? I have never heard of Schnel-
lenheimer and don’t care to. A personal
explanation is due from you! Your love
story is returned herewith!

‘“Yours,
‘““EDWARD EVERETT EGGLESTONE.’’

Upon receipt of this letter I could
understand matters, and my course
of action would be plain. I would
give a long, hearty, hollow laugh, then
tear the returned love story and Ed-
ward Everett Egglestone’s letter in-
to a thousand pieces, pack my bag,
go down and bid the clerk good-bye,
take one last look at the original blue
envelope, smile as amusedly as I
could, as I should think of the beau-
tiful tangle I had prepared for Silas
F. Quigley—To Arrive—take up my
abode somewhere else in New York,
and begin life, the old humdrum,
commonplace life, over again. Yes,
I had settled the matter at last. 1
had written a love story which “E”’
and Stella, if they had any brains at
all, could not mistake. They would
see that the writer was a lovelorn
fool unworthy any further attention.

I studied some time to secure a
name for my new character which
would not fit any being on earth. Mr,
Schnellenheimer should not be dispos-
ed of as easily as ‘““Charley’’ had
been. There might be a million
‘‘Charleys,”’ but there could be only
one Schnellenheimer,

After mailing the love story and
letter T gathered together all my ef-
_fects and prepared to depart. Pack-
ing is melancholy work at best, and
I would leave none of it to be done
after receiving the letter, though it
might be days hence. My only relief
was in thinking of the next meeting
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between ‘‘E’’ and Silas F. Quigley
—To Arrive. How innocent he would
be, and yet how good an actor in the
eyes of ‘‘E.”” How I enjoyed trans-
ferring the perplexing situation to
another member of the Quigley fam-
ily! The drama or farce was never
ending. The new actor would be as
powerless to ascertain what his pre-
decessor had done as his predecessor
had been to know what the new ac-
tor would do.

The fatal blue envelope was final-
ly delivered to me by the clerk, who
made matters more interesting by
asking me if I was ever going to take
that other blue letter out of the ‘‘Q”’
box.

Alone in my room, with my top
coat on my arm, hat on the table, and
bag at my side, I opened and read
the following letter :

“‘Dear Sil—Yours at hand. The love
story is fine, and Stella was more than
interested. She remarked that this was
the first time she had ever read ome of
your love stories, although you seemed
to have written like an old, experienced
hand. By the way, your hand must be
well, judging from your writing. You
surely did not suppose that I had forgot-
ten Schnellenheimerf Who would ever
forget a man with a name like that? I
am sorry he is still without work. Send
him down, and I will see what I ecan do
for him. I want you to go out to my
house to dinner to-morrow night. Don’t
fail. Come to the office and go out with
me,

‘‘Faithfully,
llE.”

I read this over three times, rub-
bed my hand over my eyes to be sure
I was awake, took my hat and coat,
and started out hurriedly. My steps
were toward the Battery, and my
destination was the office of the pub-
lishing house. I never stopped to
think; the time for thinking had
passed.

‘“Is there a gentleman here who
signs ‘E’ to his letters?’’ 1 asked of
a clerk in the editorial rooms.

““Yes, sir,”” he replied; ‘‘you want
to see Mr. Ellicott, the managing edi-
tor, 1 suppose.”
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: ‘‘Please hand him this card,’’ said
‘‘Silas F. Quigley,”’ read a pleas-
ant-looking man, of about forty-five,
in an inner office, looking at the card.
““Show him right in,’” said he, with
something of a twinkle in his eye.

I was ushered into a nice, inviting-
looking apartment, with thick rugs
on the floor, and easy-chairs around
the room. As the boy passed out, the
door swung to mnoiselessly, I stood
face to face with the man whom I
had never expected to see.

‘1 am glad to see you, Mr. Quig-
ley,”” said Mr. Ellicott, in a pleasant
voice, rising from his chair and tak-
ing me by the hand.

‘“Glad to see me?’’ said I, shaking
from head to foot.

‘“‘Certainly,’”” said he;
chair.’’

‘‘How did you know my name was
Quigley?”’ I asked, without having
moved.

““You sent in your card,’’ said he.

““Oh, yes! Certainly—of course,”’
replied I, rather foolishly. ‘‘Mr. El-
licott, I will not deceive you any long-
er, and before I sit down in your of-
fice I want to inform you that I am
not the Silas F, Quigley you konw.?’

““I do not know any one else of
that name,’’ said he quietly.

‘““‘Mr. Ellicott, please believe me
when I tell you that I have been act-
ing wrongly in deceiving you; but I
seemed drawn into it, and you did
not seem to know that it was I, Silas
F. Quigley, an entire stranger to you,
and not the author, Silas F. Quigley,
with whom you have been correspond-
ing. I wrote those silly stories. I
sent those messages to Stella. I, Silas
F. Quigley, of Ozford, Ohio, imper-
sonated Silas F. Quigley—To Arrive
—the author to whom you first wrote
and sent fifty dollars in a letter which
is still waiting for him at the Colon-
nade. I—"’

‘“‘Tut, tut, young man,”’ said he
with a kindly smile, ‘‘don’t be so fast,
You must remember that a eriminal
is not compelled to give evidence

‘““‘have a
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which will tend to incriminate him.’’

Upon which Mr. Ellicott turned to
his desk and began doing some writ-
ing, while I sank helplessly into a
large chair and sat there looking at
him, more perplexed than ever and
no nearer knowing the truth, After
a few moments, he turned in his office
chair, leaned back, and said slowly :

“Mr Quigley, if you will listen to
me for a little while I think I can set
you straight, for you seem to be con-
siderably mixed. And no wonder!”’
I remember afterwards that he added
this with a chuckle, though I was too
engrossed in the main issue then to
notice chuckles.

1 am afraid that my eyes were bulg-
ing and my mouth was open, waiting
for what he had to say.

““Yes,”” he began again. ‘‘I think
I can straighten you out. At twenty-
seven years of age I married one of the
best girls in the world. She was what
might be called a practical girl. She
was always devising some new and in-
genious plan of helping people along
without their knowing it. She let
others sew and gossip at the sewing
societies while she put into operation
some plan—roundabout in its opera-
tion, but direct in its beneficial results
—which would do as much for the
poor of the community as a dozen
sewing societies would do in the name
of Charity.

She is an inventor, pure and
gimple; and if her efforts should be
directed towards financing or mil-
itary eampaigns, she would surpass
any man I ever knew. I had no
idea of this when I married her, but
found her out gradually.

“One of her efforts is called ‘The
Ellicott Notification Society.” It has
ene president and several thousand
vice-presidents. She is president and
every member is a vice-president.
There is a vice-president in every eity,
town, and village of any size, in the
United States. The duties of the
president and vice-presidents are
similar and easy to perform. In per-
fecting this organization Mrs. Ellicott
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secured through some source the
name of some worthy lady in each
city or town, and sent her a printed
circular outlining the object of the
organization, asking her to respond
stating whether or not she would be-
come a member. In almost every
instance she received favourable re-
sponses, and a list of viee-presidents
was then printed and sent to each
one, together with the printed obliga-
tion which each one had agreed to
undertake. Everything was done in
the most methodical manner, all
names being placed in alphabetical
order in a large index. The name of
the society as I have told you, is ‘The
Ellicott Notification Society.” Its
object is for each member to do every-
thing in her power for young men
who may come to the town or city in
which she lives, from some other eity
or town. Each member is also ob-
ligated to notify another member of
the name address—if possible—and
character of the young man who is
about to depart to another place.

““Some time ago Mrs. Ellicott re-
ceived one of the printed blanks like
this one;’’ and turning to his desk,
he took from a pigeon-hole a slip
which read as follows:

THE ELLICOTT NOTIFICATION
SOCIETY.

NAME (give name in full).............
ADDRESS (last permanent address).....
CHARACTER (as you know it to be)....
HABITS (good or bad)....ccieeasenns
EASILY LED (y€8 OF N0).ceveesvsconss
RELIGEON. (3 RUY) vc vt vnsnasnissassse
WHEN START (exact date).....cveeune
DESTINATION (ultimate) P
ADDRESS (specific)..........
TRRRCA TR ik i ha s nid i eashesssnss vionimbes
INADOEELEN . '3 5 4 s va 5 mb s 5 5.8 5 s n v

This blank he handed me for in-
spectiqn, and I stared at it without
gathering for a moment what it all
meant. When I had looked it over
he continued:

‘““This special blank which I re-
u.]arked Mrs. Ellicott received some
time ago, was dated at Oxford, Ohio,
and had on it the name of ‘Silas F.
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Quigley.” What further particulars
there are about you I cannot say, but
you seemed to be—"’

‘““Hold on a minute,”” said I, all
eagerness; ‘‘this lady whoever she
might have been, this vice-president
living at Oxford, could not in any
way have known my stopping-place
in New York City, for 1 did not know
it myself until—"’

“Until my son directed you to it,
for it was a peculiar coincidence that
you met my son on the train between
Pittsburgh and Philadelphia and
wrote your name for him on a card.
That’s how we knew your first writ-
ing was bogus.

““To go back a little,”” he continued,
‘““when Mrs. Ellicott was notified that
a worthy young man was coming to
New York for the first time to get
work, she set to work to devise some
means to help him. When George—
that’s my son—came home from the
West and showed us your card, my
wife seemed perfectly delighted.
She formed a plan at once to have
waiting for you at your hotel a letter,
which, of course, you would not un-
derstand and which you would as-
sume at once was intended for some-
one else of the same name. The letter
was to suggest remunerative work of
some kind, and was to contain a cer-
tain sum of money. While she had
explained the plan to me, I thought
highly of it until she came to the
money part, and then I entered a
formal objection. She always wins,
however, in an argument. She said
you would never touch it as long as
you believed it was mnot yours,
as she had you rated pretty well up
in her rating book, which she makes
up from the notification slips receiv-
ed. Then she sketched out my work
for me—for by special permission of
all the V. P.’s 1 have been elected
treasurer of the society. I was to

copy in my own business style the
letters which she should dictate, offer
you good round sums for stories, fur-
nish the first fifty dollars, and per-
form other minor duties.
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‘So a letter dictated by Mrs. Ellicott
was sent to the Colonnade addressed
to ‘Silas F. Quigley—To Arrive—’

‘I remember it,”” said I, gasping
faintly.

‘‘Its effect was just as Mrs. Ellicott
had imagined, and her prophecies re-
garding your actions have been veri-
fied almost to the letter.

You see there are thousands and
thousands of ways in this city by
which a young man can get started
down hill, especially when he gets dis-
couraged at not finding work and has
no friends to confide in. Mrs. Elli-
cott’s idea has always been that if a
young man can be kept busy think-
ing about something which to him is
everything, and eventually finds
work, his chances are better for pass-
ing safely through the period of de-
pression which comes to every young
man whe comes alone to New York to
find work. I should judge that you
have not had time to slide down hill ¢’

He needed only to glance at me to
get a satisfactory answer.

‘I have been busy,’” said I simply,
scarcely knowing where 1 was.

‘“While you have been hard at
work we have been amused at some
of your correspondence,’’ he continu-
ed, with a merry twinkle in his eye,
‘““and yet your stories are good
enough to publish, and I guess we can
find a place for you on the editorial
staff of the magazine.’’

““Who is Charley?”’ I said, deter-
mined to clear everything up.

‘“What Charley ?’’ said he.

““The Charley you mentioned in
your letter,”’ I replied.

““The same Charley you mentioned
in yours,’’ said he, with something of
a grin on his face. -

““And Schnellenheimer,”” I asked
earnestly, ‘‘did you ever know a man
by that name?”’

““Never,”” said he, rather sternly,
So much so, indeed, that both question
and answer seemed to rebound on me,

““And Stella?”’

‘‘Stella is my wife; you will meet
her at dinner to-morrow night.”’




THE GAEL AND THE SEA
BY S. P. MACDONALD

F the many readers whose eyes

will light on the title of this

article the great majority will
probably ask what particular rela-
tionship there is between the ideas of
Gael and sea to justify the choice of
such a subject. The answer is soon
given. The attitude of the Gael to-
wards the sea is peculiar, and it il-
lustrates, probably better than any-
thing else, the outstanding traits of
his character.

For a better understanding of the
subject it is necessary to refer, brief-
ly, to the genealogy of the Gael. The
race is Keltic of course, but mingled
with the predominating Keltic blood
there is a strain of Scandinavian, leg-
acy of the sea-rovers who held sway
long ago in the Hebrides and West-
ern Highlands. The modern Gael,
with the blood of these two great
races mingling in his veins, exhibits
the characteristics of both.

Now the Scandinavian was always
and before everything else a sailor.
The sea was to him the ‘‘path to
glory,” for over it he made his way
to strange countries where victories
were to be won and wealth gained.
Tt might almost be called his native
element. He loved it in the majesty
of ecalm, and loved it still more in
the majesty of wrath, when he mateh-
ed his skill and daring against its
awful power. But in the main he
loved it not so much for itself as for
the faet that it gave him an oppor-
tunity to exercise his unrivalled skill
as a sailor, and offered a most con-
venient road to the neighbouring
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countries, whose spoils he gathered
in.
The Kelt was a sailor, too, but
rather because circumstances forced
him to it, for he was originally a
herdsman. When, after making his
way across Europe, his progress or
flight, whichever it may have been,
was stopped by the Atlantie, and he
found himself in daily communication
with the grandest object in nature,
it was natural that his impressionable
mind and warm fancy, always in-
clined towards the awful and the mys-
tical, should connect it with the idea
of the supernatural, Ile came to re-
gard the sea as if it were a thinking,
reasoning being. He peopled it with
mysterious beings—the ghosts of men
whom it had taken for its own, en-
chanted maidens condemned to in-
habit its cold depths forever and
spirits, good and bad, who were
created for it. He loved it, and he
feared it. He loved it for the mag-
nificent strength and the grand sim-
plicity that belonged to it, and he
praised it for the generosity with
which it often chose to repay his
labour. He feared it as being al-
most infinitely mightier than himself,
which often took away more than it
gave, and he declaimed with all the
passionate vehemence of which his
nature was capable against its treach-
erous cruelty.

The modern Gael, in his attitude
toward the sea, is something of both
Kelt and Secandinavian. He loves the
sea as the Norsemen loved it, loves it
even in its wildest moods, and some
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of the finest songs in the language
bear witness to his fierce exultant
joy in the struggle of the brave boat
and skilled mariner against wind and
wave. Instance the following ex-
tracts from well-known sea songs:

Theid i tro Chaol Muile ruadhor,

As a sin d’an Eilean Maine,

Air n-ais ’na deannaibh nunn do
Mhuideart,

Seach nan eilean arda uamhach,
Seach nan beaunaibh dwbha gruamach,
Seach nan sgeireau iosal fuaraidh,

Air a fairadh tro ard-stuaidhean,

Gu h-eilean riabhach ram fear buadhor,
Gu h-innis ghranaich ram ban uallach.

O’s iomadh rudha dubh a dh ’fhuar i,
Agus hairneach glas a bhuain i,

Agus faochag ehrom a bhruain i,

’Si ’'na deannaibh tro chaoil naignidh.

Of which the following is an almost
literal translation:

Goes ]ihe through the Mull Sound fawn-
like,

Then across to the Green Island,

Back in gallop, o’er to Moidart,

Past the hilly isle of caves,

Past the mountains dark and frowning,

Past the reefs so low and cold,

And athwart through mountain billows
To the brindled isle of brave men,
To the suny isle of fair ones.

Oh, many a dark point has she rounded,
Many a gray limpet pounded,

Many a curving whelk powdered,

As she gallops through the silent straits.

And again:

Chluinnteadh fuaim na daraich,

’Si ’na deannaibh ’s a’ chuan Eireann,
B’fhada chluinnteadh fuaim a boeail,

’S a’ mhuir ghucagaich ag eiridh,
Sruth is gaoth is Juthan aigein

A sior bhragail air an eudail

Thug mi’n stivir an laimh an Leodaich,
Gur e cheol-san bairlinn bheumach.

(Far travels the noise of the boat,
Gallopping through the Sea of Erin,
Far travels the noise of her leaps,

As she bounds through the swelling ocean;
Wind and tide and the fury of the deep,
Hurl themselves against the darling;
But the rare MacLeod is at the helm,
The bellowing wave to him is musiec.)

(Gaelic verse suffers more in trans-
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lation than that of most other
languages, but the translations givem
will serve to convey some idea of the
fiery energy which characterizes the
originals, and for expression of which
the language, by reason of its adapt-
ability to rapid and terse but com-
plete and accurate description, is se
admirably suited.

It is not this note, however, which
predominates in the Gaelic sea songs.
The wail of the women of the isles for
husbands, brothers, sons, fathers, or
sweethearts, whom the sea has taken
to itself, is heard oftener than the ex-
ulting song in which the men give
expression to their ‘‘stormy joy’’ im
the grim struggle with their relent-
less and terrible enemy. Here are a
few examples:

Fhaoileig bhig is fhaoileig mhara,
Fhaoileig a’chuain na ceil t’ealaidh,
C’ait an d’fhag thu na fir gheala$
Dh’fhag mi iod ’san doimhne-mhara,
Beul ri beul is iad gun anail,

Cul ri cul a’ si leadh fa la.

A maiden is supposed to be asking
the sea-gull for tidings of her lover
and his ecrew. The translation runs:

Little sea-gull, ocean sea-gull,
Snow-white sea-gull, what thy tidings?
Where, oh, where are the fair young lads?
I left them all in the ocean depths,
Face to face and each one lifeless,
Back to back and red blood flowing.

And then the maiden prays:

O fhaoileig bhig is fhaoileig mhara,
Siul na h-Oighe bhi ’gam chaithris,
Ma’s e cluasag dha a’ ghaineamh,
Ma’s e suaineadh dha an fheamain,
Ma’s e na roin a luchd-faire,

Ma’s e ’'n t-iasg a choinnlean geala,
’S a cheol fidhle gair na ma ra.

(O little sea-gull, ocean sea-gull,
The Virgin pity me to-night,

If his shroud should be the tangle,
If his couch a sandy hollow,

If the seals him make attendants,
If the fish his waxen candles,

If his harp the eroon of waves.)

Another maiden laments her three
brothers, who have put to sea in a
boat of rare beauty, strength, and
speed. When she left the shore, the
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waves danced with joy, and the seals
and teal-ducks followed in her wake
as she crossed ‘‘to Uist and Lewis,
and across to Rodel in Harris, but
alas, the sea covered the beautiful
boat :

Mhiannaich an Cuan Sgi an inbhrach,
Cha’n fhaodadh i tir a thathaich.

Cha ruig i Mibhist, cha ruig i Leodhas,
Cha ruig i Rodal na h-Earradh.

O mo thriuir bhraithrean tha mi ’g iargain
’S mi ’gan iarraidh anns an fheamainn.

(The sea of Skee coveted the boat,
She might not visit the shore.

She reaches not Uist, she reaches not

Lewis,
She reaches not Rodel in Harris.

Oh, my three brothers, for them I yearn,
And I seeking them in the sand.)

In spite of its cruelty, however,
which bears more heavily on them
than on the men, who can feel the
joy of combat and the exulting thrill
of vietory, the women love the sea,
too. Is it not Ciule Mhoire (the Vir-
gin Mary’s treasury) and if it can be
terribly cruel, can it not also be splen-
didly generous, and send the boats
home laden with fish? And if it some-
times sounds the knell of loved ones,
does it not more frequently sound a
tender accompaniment to the lulla-
bies with which they sing their babies
to sleep and which have always in
them a note of yearning sadness that
is partly of the blood, but mostly of
the sea? And it is only natural that
when far removed from the sight and
sound of the sea they should forget
that it is eruel and treacherous and
jealous, and remember only the majes-
tie music of its motion, its playful-
ness and kindness. This sentiment
finds expression in many a Hebridean
song, of which one example will suf-
fice, the song of the ‘‘ladylord,”
who married a mainland chief,
but who found that romantie glens
and heather-crowned mountains could
not take the place of the beloved
western sea in her affections. The
song is very well known:
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’S trom an ioundrain th’ air mo shiubhal
Cha tog fidheall e no caunt;

Gair na mara ’'na mo chluasaibh,
Dh’fhag sid luaineach mi sa’ ghleann,
Fuaim an taibh ’gam shior-eigheach:
Tiugainn, m’ eudail, gu d’ thir-dhaimh.

(Deep the longing that has seized me,
Song nor fiddle lifts it off,

In my ear the ocean sounding,

Sets me roving from the glen;

And sea voices ever call me:

‘“Come, O love, to thy home-land.”’)

These are only stray examples, but
they will serve to illustrate the mixed
sentiments with which the Gael re-
gards the sea. Songs of the love and
of the fear of the sea they are, but
permeating them all is that idea of the
sea as a being personal, awful, and
mysterious, a mighty friend, and an
implacable enemy. This is the origin-
al Keltie trait, an it is different from
the Scandinavian attitude towards
the sea as is the Keltic Druidism
from the cult of Woden and Thor.

‘With the legacy that is his by right
of descent, it is no wonder that the
sea should occupy a larger place in
the affections of the (tael even when
his beautiful lochs and glens and
rugged mountains; and that even in
the remotest corners of the world its
roar should still sound in his ears,
calling, calling the wanderer to
return.

Not so many years ago a young
Highlander who had emigrated to
Canada used to sit by a waterfall,
far in the interior, and, closing his
eyes, fancy he heard in the roar of the
water the various voices of his own
western sea. Perhaps he sang, as
he sat there, the hunting song of the
nameless Highland exile:

From the lane, sheiling on the misty is-
land,
Mountains divide us, and a waste of
seas,
Yet still the blood is warm, the heart is
Highland,
And we in dreams behold the Hebrides.

The blood is often warm and the
heart is still Highland! The home-
sick singer did not know it, but he
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spoke not only for the Highland exiles
of his own time, but for thousands of
their descendants in this ecountry, who
keep the old language and the old
traditions, and maintain the old cus-
toms, and are as truly Highland as
if the western sea had sung their
lullaby, beating upon one of the
“misty islands’’ which the exile be-
held in his dreams. In many a farm-
er’s and fisherman’s cottage along the
rugged Cape Breton coast, or in the
beautiful valleys with the soft musi-
cal Gaelic names which the old people
gave them out of love for their own
land, the sea songs are still sung and
the sea stories are still told. - The
fire-ship, dreaded forerunner of dis-
aster, still sweeps along the coast with
unnatural speed; the mermaid still
finds a home in a few unfrequented
coves, though hardly once in a life-
time does she show herself to mortals;
there are still parents who will not
allow their boys to go swimming of a
Friday, lest some unfortunate being
who knows a rann bathaidh* should
see them; and there are still stories
to be heard of stout hearts that witch-
created storms have sent to the bot-
tom. ‘“The blood! the blood! Its
aye the same.” The ‘‘ladylord’”
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in the sixteenth century, the young
Highland exile beside the Can-
adian waterfall in the nineteenth, and
we in the twentieth, and thousands of
miles from the land of our fathers, we
are all of the western sea and the
Keltie blood, and over that long
bridge which spans the centuries our
souls meet. Well for the Gael in this
new land if he keep his heart respon-
sive to the call of the blood. It calls
to nothing that is mean or base, for he
comes of a race of heroes, and mean-
ness and baseness do not belong to it.
But it calls him to the imitation of
their splendid virtues, in their in-
domitable courage, their greatness of
soul and tenderness of breast, theip
unswerving devotion to principle,
their noble simplicity. And so, hear.
ing these voices and attuning his
soul to them, he will help to build up
a structure worthy of the foundation
which his ancestors laid, in privations
and suffering indeed, and hopeless
yearning for the land which should
know them no more. They built well,
with true Gaelic vision, in hope for
what the future might hold for those
who were to come after them, to reap
the harvest of which they might not
see more than the budding promise,

*Drowning song.




A MILLIONAIRE ON

TOAST

BY J. J. BELL

TIIE telephone on the desk rang
sharply, violently. As a rule
it gave a discreet tinkle—a sort
of preliminary apology for troubling
so important a personage as Mr. Jas-
per Holt.

The millionaire frowned, dropped
the pencil with which he had been
figuring on a writing-pad, and snateh-
ed the receiver to his ear.

““What’s the matter, Harrison?..

““Hullo, is that you, Harrison?
Who's there?”

““Is that you, Mr. Holt?"’ asked a
quiet voice.

““Yes—but who are you?’’

“Frank Shannon.”’

“Who?”’ eried Mr. Holt, not so
mueh because he did not hear dis-
tinetly as because he could not be-
lieve his ears.

““Frank Shannon........ How are
yvou, Mr. Holt? Nasty war scare
we’re having just now. Hope it
may blow over—"’

Mr. Holt controlled himself with
an effort. ‘“What are you doing in
my office at this time of night?’’ he
demanded.

““’Phoning you.”’

““Confound you, sir!
in?”’

““Mr, Harrison. He was working
late—or waiting for war news to send
you, I presume.’’

“Never mind that! I tell you, I
don’t believe that Harrison let you
in!”’

““He didn’t mean to, I allow. But
I got my foot in the door, and found
that T eould push a little harder than
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‘Who let you

he. So here I am. 1 only wanted

to say—"’
The millionaire was near to foam-
ing.

‘“*And do you mean to tell me that
Harrison permitted you to use my
private wire?’’

“Well, no. 1 had to give him a
whiff of chloroform—but I’ll have
him as fit as a fiddle in no time.
Don’t worry, but accept my hearty
congratulations on the loyalty of your
lieutenant.  And now I had better
give you my message, Mr. Holt. I'm
coming—"’

“I’ll have you arrested for
burglary or—or—""

‘“All right. That will be easily
managed. I’'m coming to see you
to-morrow. Expect me at your island
in the course of the afternoon. say
about—"’

““Confound your impudence !
nothing to say to you.”’

“I’ll do the talking, Mr. Holt."’

The millionaire growled, then
laughed sardonically. ‘‘You've plan-
ned your trip a day too late, my man!
You ought to have come yesterday.
The steamer makes her trip to the
island a fortnight hence.”’

““Thanks! see you to-morrow. Must
attend to Harrison now. Good-bye.”’

‘“Hold on!”’ cried Holt. “‘I tel’
you you'll be sorry if you—'' He
replaced the receiver with a grunt of
disgust, and pressed one of the three
electric buttons on the right of lis
desk.

He then threw himself back in his
chair to await, frowning impatiently.

| 've
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Within a couple of minutes a girl
entered the room. She was of medium
height, confident, yet graceful in her
movements. Blue eyes looked out of
a fair face lightly browned by sun,
wind and sea. You would have ad-
mitted her attraction at first sight,
though possibly you would have fail-
ed to define it in detail. She was
Jasper Holt’s only child, and he had
been a widower since the day of her
birth. She had inherited a good
deal of her father’s foree of character,
and she possessed one thing that he
had not—a sense of humour. Per-
haps that was why she did not quarrel
with her father,

“You were just in time, Dad,”’
she said pleasantly. “‘I was going
to bed when you rang. How’s the
war? 1 heard the ’phone go quite
excitingly.”’

“Sit down,”” he said curtly. ¢I
have something to say to you.”’

She may have had some inkling of
what was coming, but she smiled as
she took the most comfortable chair,
““Don’t, please, make it a long story,
because I'm awfully sleepy. The
steamer left at such an unearthly
hour this mornnig. Poor Lord Brace-
field!—he doesn’t enjoy getting up
at five!””  She yawned prettily.

““It is of Bracefield I wish to speak
to you Christabel,”” he said sternly.

““Oh, dear!”’ she sighed. ‘‘ Again?’’

“Lord Bracefield informed me last
night,’” said Holt, ‘‘that you had once
more postponed your answer—’

“My dear Dad,’’ she interrupted
mildly, ““I have never yet postponed
my answer to Lord Bracefield. It
has always been a quite definate ‘No
thank you.” Lord Bracefield is a
nice old gentleman—middle-aged, if
you insist—but I could not marry
him.”’

“You are going to marry him!”’

Miss Holt’s eyes twinkled, but her
lips shut firmly.

““Tt has ceome to this,”” said her
father, ‘‘that if you do not give me
your  promise  now—to-night—to
marry Bracefield within three months
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from now, I shall take steps to disin-
herit you.”’

There was a short pause ere she
replied gravely: ‘‘That would be
horrid—but not so horrid as marry-
ing Lord Bracefield. —Now please
don’t be angry, dear. I'm engaged
to Frank Shannon—’’

““You are nothing of the kind—ag
beggarly electrical engineer! I’ve
told you already that—’’

“Frank is making twelve hundred
a year.”’

‘““What’s that?”’

‘It is more than Lord Bracefield
makes—or can borrow,’’ she retorted
with a flash of spirit.

““There is no comparison,’’ said
Mr. Holt stiffly. ‘‘Bracefield ecan
give you the position I desire my
daughter to have.”” He gave her a
sudden, sharp look. ‘‘How long is
it since you have seen or heard from
that impertinent fellow?”’

““Oh, I shouldn’t call Lord Brace-
field imp—"’

“Tut! Don’t pretend to misun.
derstand me, Christabel! How long
is it since you have heard from Shan.
non?’’

‘A year all but a day.”’ She flush-
ed a little. ‘I expeet to hear from
him to-morrow, but how I don’t
know.”’

“Indeed!”’

““Yes, our promise to you will then
have expired.””  The girl rose and
went to her father. She laid a hang
on his shoulder. “‘Don’t you think
Frank and I have been very good,
Dad? It hasn’t been a happy year,
but we thought there might be some
reward for us at the end of it. W
don’t want to marry without your
blessing—"’

‘“Enough!” he said  shortly.
““What T have said T have said. T
am not to be thwarted, Christabel.
You shall marry Bracefield or take
the consequences—an allowance of
two hundred a year. Then you’ll
see how far Mr. Shannon’s devotion
will serve you.”’

Her hand dropped from him. ‘“Yoy
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are very hard and cruel,”’ she said in
a low voice, and moved to the door.
“‘But there is no good in discussing
the matter. Good-night.”

“Stay! I might as well tell you
that Shannon is coming—or thinks
he is coming—here to-morrow—"’

K‘Oh!77 =

““If he reaches the island I shall
grant him an interview, if only to
tell him what I think of him. It is
possible that I may have him arrest-
ed later for forcing his way into my
city office and chloroforming my chief
clerk—"’

‘““Pather!’’

““He had the impudence to use my
private wire—"’

‘“Oh, was that all? How clever
of him!”’ :
‘“Silence! I shall inform him,

however, of my intentions in the
event of you refusing to obey my
wish.”’

Christabel bowed her head and laid
her fingers on the door handle.

““One moment! Your promise, if
I remember correctly, does not expire
until seven o’clock to-morrow night.”’

““Seven-thirty,”” she said quietly.

*“Very well.  From seven-thirty
vou are at liberty to make your own
choice. Good-night.”’

He picked up his penecil and bent
over his papers.

She opened the door, hesitated, and
said: “‘I do not want to disobey
you, my dear Dad, but I had better
tell vou that T intend to marry Frank
—within three months.”” She went
out closing the door softly.

““We shall see!”” the millionaire
mutteretd grimly, and rang the tele-
phone bell.  He was anxious to know

about Harrison, but more anxious still

to know the latest war news.

A
-«

‘When Jasper Holt built a house on
the island some ten years ago he had
intended it for an occasional resi-
dence, but of late he had made it his
home for the greater part of the year.
For all his huge fortune, however, he
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had no thoughts of retiring from
business. He was as keen as ever
on making money. But it pleased
him now to sit aloof and make his
influence felt on markets hundreds
of miles away. The cost of his long-
distance telephone line—thirty miles
of which was under the sea—had
been nothing to the profits he had
earned. He had no partners at the
other end, but he had men who found
it worth while to obey his commands
to the letter, men who knew exactly
what items of the day’s news to re-
peat to him. And Holt at this
time was finding that he was actually
making more money than he had done
in the days when it had seemed neces-
sary for him to be always ‘‘on the
spot.”’

Nevertheless, he was at present ex-
tremely anxious. Rumours and
threatenings of war in the East were
making stock markets exceedingly
sensitive and wayward. He and
his lieutenants were continually on
the wateh. Things had to be learn-
ed, reported, considered, and done
quickly. For the first time Holt had
allowed himself to suffer qualms re-
garding his long-distance telephone.
If anything were to go wrong there!

He had almost decided to take the
steamer to the mainland that morn-
ing. He would have done so had
not his steam yacht, which had been
undergoing her autum overhaul, been
due to return to her anchorage at the
island twenty-four hours later. The
only tenants of the island besides
himself were a couple of sheep farm-
ers, and their leaky old fishing boats
could not survive much of the voyage
save in the finest weather; moreover,
Jasper Holt was afraid of the sea
even from the deck of his own hand-
some yacht.

With the telephone at his bedside,
he slept little that night.  Another
man had taken Harrison’s place in
the office, and much of the news that
the public would read hours later
was spoken into the ear of the mil-
lionaire. It was conflicting, irritat-
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ing, insufficient news—news to weary
the brain and upset the nerves of the
ordinary speculator. But this man
listened to it carefully, patiently, un-
emotionally, taking shorthand notes
of such items as he deemed too im-
portant to entrust to memory. And
for the time being he forgot all about
his daughter, Lord Bracebridge, and
the impertinent Frank Shannon.

He rose at eight o’clock and break-
fasted in his study. The telephone
was working again—hard. Among
other things it informed him that
there had been some little delay in
getting his yacht out of dock, but that
she would leave for the island as soon
as possible.

Later his daughter came in to in-
quire whether he would lunch with
her or where he was.

‘“Here,’” he said briefly, then kind-
ly enough, ‘“What are you doing
with yourself to-day, Chistabel? I
thought you might have taken a
cruise in the Pharos, but she hasn’t
turned up.’’

““Thank you, Dad, it’s a nice day
for a eruise, but’’—she smiled whim-
sically—* ‘but I’ve decided to stay in
my room until seven-thirty.””  She
kissed his gray head and fled.

““Confound it!’’ he muttered. ‘I
had forgotten about that! I suppose
he’ll come in a motor-boat. Pity it
isn’t a storm.”’

From time to time he permitted
himself to look across the water divid-
ing the island from the mainland.
From an upper window his daughter
did the same, only oftener, and used
a powerful pair of marine glasses.

o
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It was after five o’clock when
Frank Shannon reached the island,
having made the passage by himself
in a motor-boat ridieulously small for
the open sea. But, as he declared
afterwards, he would have charterec
a liner had the weather rendered that
necessary.  He was too well pleased
with his life to trifle with it.

His actual landing was not visible

to the watchers in the great house.
Had they been able to see through
the ridge of rock guarding the shing-
ly cove, they would probably have
been amazed to witness his treatment
of the clever little engine that had
brought him to his destination. He
did other things, too, that would have
caused Jasper Holt wonderment if
not positive indignation.  And ap-
parently he was in no hurry to come
to the house.

‘‘ Funking it, after all,”’ thought the
millionaire with a grim chuckle as the
clock struck seven. He was about
to ring up the office to inquire re-
specting the yacht, which had not
yet arrived, when a servant opened
the door and announced ‘‘Mr. Shan-
non.”’

The dark and debonair young man
was seemingly quite unaffected by the
cold stare and curt nod vouchsafed
him.

‘“Good afternoon, Mr. Holt,”’ he
said pleasantly, offering his hand,
‘““you see I have arrived.”’

Mr. Holt ignored the hand. ‘“‘You
may sit down,’’ he said, indicating a
chair. ‘‘And now that you have ar.
rived, what do you want? I can give
you five minutes.”’

“Thank you,”” was the gcheerful
reply. ‘‘Five minutes will be enough
for me. I want your kind permis-
sion to marry your daughter. =~ A
year ago—’’

““T refused my permission.”’

“Yes, but you put us on proba-
tion.”’

“Did I? T rather think the pro-
bation was your suggestion.’’

“Well, we desired to prove to you
that we were in earnest, Mr. Holt,
And now—"’

““Your being in earnest does mot
affect my plans for my daughter. But
if it will satisfy you, I refuse my per-
mission once more. Pray consider
the refusal final this time.”’

The young man looked straight at
his senior ‘T am sorry you make
it final, Mr. Holt,”’ he said gravely.
“I should so much prefer to have

,y
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your permission—before marrying
your daughter.’’

Mr. Holt restrained himself. ‘‘Are
you aware, sir,”” he asked with a fore-
ed calm, ‘‘that I have the right to
have you arrested for a very serious
offence ?”’

“I am aware that you have the
right, but I feel*sure that you would
never seek to exercise it against a
prospective son-in-law even though he
does not happen to meet with your
approval.”’

““Enough,”’ snapped the million-
aire. ““Let me tell you, however,
that if my daughter marries you with-
out my permission I disinherit her.
She shall have two hundred pounds a
year—not a penny more!’’

““Then why not grant her your per-
mission to marry me?’’

““Young man,’’ said Mr. Holt in an
awful voice, ‘‘your impudence is cer-
tainly colossal, but—’’

‘1t is nothing to my love for your
daughter,”” said Shannon quietly.
“But permit me to say that to disin-
herit Christabel would be cruel as
well as unjust—"’

““I am sure you think so,’’ was the
sarcastic reply.

““You know very well that your
money is nothing to me,”’ said Shan-
non calmly. ‘‘Had you been a poor
man, or one of moderate means, Chist-
abel and I would have been married
a year ago. But I should be sorry
to be the cause of Christabel’s losing
any of the good things of this world,
and therefore I would once more ask
your permission to marry Christ-
abel—"’

“You make me tired,”’ said Holt
angrily. ‘‘Have the goodness to con-
sider this interview at an end. Your
five minutes are already expired.”’

The young man rose. He looked
at his wateh. ‘“Mr. Holt he said
gently, ‘T have waited for a year all
but fifteen minutes. Do you think
T am going to give in without a fight
for it?"’

The millionaire actually smiled.
¢y yon would pit yourself against
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me, young man?
do your worst.”’

There was a slight pause.  Then
Shannon said slowly, distinetly, ‘I
have already done my worst—you
forced me, please remember—and
now, Mr, Holt, L think I may say with-
out exaggeration, and very respect-
fully, that 1 have you—on toast.’’

Holt sat up with a jerk. ‘‘You
have me on toast!’”’ he exclaimed.
“Confound your cheek! See here!
Get back the way you came. I am
going to phone the police. If you
do not reach the mainland in three
hours—well, say four—from now
they shall come over and arrest you.
I’'m in earnest. You may wait and
hear my instructions.”” He picked
up the receiver.

‘““Pardon me,”” said Shannon, ‘‘but
the wire is not working.’’

‘‘Not working? Nonsense!”’

“Try it if you like, Mr. Holt. But
half an hour or so ago I took the lib-
erty of cutting the cable.”’

“You what?’’  Jasper Holt flush-
ed and went white with wrath. ‘‘You
dared to cut my cable!’’

Shannon bowed. ‘“‘And ’phone the
office that you were taken seriously ill,
and must not be disturbed.”’

‘“Hah!’’ said Holt, after trying the
telephone without result. ‘I see your
game. You would isolate me—cut
me off from the city at an anxious
time. Well, you shall pay dearly for
an action that shall profit you noth-
ing!’’ He wiped his brow and laugh-
ed. ‘““You have forgotten my yacht,
which is due to arrive immediately.”’

““No, Mr. Holt,”” Shannon gravely
returned. ‘I took the liberty of
'phoning and wiring the repairers
yesterday that you wished her to re-
main with them for another fortnight.
I also caused a message to reach yon
this morning to the effect that—?’

An oath eseaped Holt’s lips. He
appeared about to spring on his visit-
or. He controlled himself with diffi-
culty. ““You fool,”” he said thickly,
‘“there are boats on the island that
will serve the purpose.”

Well go ahead and
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““I’m afraid they won’t, Mr. Holt,”’
said Shannon dryly. ‘‘An hour ago
I purchased the two boats belonging
to the sheep farmers, and rendered
them even more unseaworthy than
they were. I fear I took liberties
also with the two boats belonging to
you. I shall be glad to pay for the
damage at your convenience—’’

“You’ll pay sweetly, and go to jail
as well, you madman!”’

““You see now, Mr, Holt.’’ the other
continued equably, ‘‘that bar acei-
dents, you are isolated for a fortnight.
If war is declared you won’t know
anything about it.  If the political
atmosphere clears, you will be none
the wiser. A panic or boom will—?"’

““Shut up !’ snarled Holt, who had
pressed one of the electrie buttons on
his right. He was not yet beaten.
““If you think to force my hand—’’

“You rang, sir? A discreet-look-
ing servant stood in the doorway.

‘‘Hallowes,”’ said the millionaire,
““doesn’t James, the second gardener,
understand motor-boats?’’

Xeg Rir :

““Then will you take James and an-
other man to the landing-place, where
you will find a motor-boat. You will
take possession of the boat, and in no
cireumstances yield it up to any per-
son.  You understand?’’

‘‘Perfectly, sir.”’

‘“Then let it be done at once.’’

The door closed and Holt turned
with a grin to his visitor.

‘“Who’s on toast now, Mr. Shan-
non ?’’

The young man shook his head.
“I'm afraid James, the second gard-
ener, will be puzzled to make the
motor go,”” he said, almost sympath-
etically.  ““You see, I took liberties
with it also.”’

He turned to the window. ‘I
wonder,”’ he murmured, ‘‘what is the
latest news from the East?’’ He kept
gazing out of the window,

To tell the truth, he was rather
afraid to look round. A beaten man

is always a sorry plight, and this man
had never been beaten before.
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Jasper Holt’s emotions would be
difficult to describe. The blaze of
wrath was quenched by a flood of
anxious, fearful thoughts. Isolated
for a fortnight! Bad enough at any
time, but with war a possibility. ...
The man was not beaten—he was
simply crushed. Shannon could
never have dreamed he was going to
strike so hard.

There was a long silence until the
clock chimed the half-hour.

“Mr. Holt,”” he said softly, diffi-
dently.

The millionaire lifted a worn, white
face.  Yet there was dignity in it,

““Well, you seem to have won,’’ he
said coldly. ‘‘The chances are that
I shall be ruined. If so, my daughter
shall be poorly provided for. I ought
to have thought of that long ago. But
I happen to have some little affection
for Christabel, and rather than see
her in danger of poverty, I will give
you permission to marry her. But I
beg to be excused from meeting you
again.’’

He turned away and took up a
pencil.  His fingers shook. ‘Yes **
he muttered, as though he were alone,
““if war were declared now it would
go hard with me.”’

It was too much for Shannon.
““Mr. Holt,”” he cried, ‘‘take back
your permission! We must do with-
out it somehow. And I ecan repair
your cable within an hour—tempor-
arily, at any rate. I have sufficient
knowledge for the job, and I brought
the necessary appliances with me.”’

Holt rose. He was trembling. *‘You
can repair the eable!”” he gasped.

“I am going to do so now,’’ said
Shannon reassuringly.

‘““And you give me back my per-
mission 97’

“I have done so.”’
man spoke ruefully.

The millionaire’s finger wandered
to one of the electric buttons, ‘T
am not sure that you have the right
to give it back, nor I have the right te
take it. I must think about it. But
excuse me for a moment. Kindly

The young
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remain here,”” he said and left the
room.

‘When the door was reopened a
minute later it was to admit Christ-
abell,

A
W

It was considerably more than an
hour ere the cable was repaired. Still
the delay was not entirely Shannon’s
fault. Mr. Holt’s patience was real-
ly admirable. He countermanded
the eight o’clock dinner, and ordered
supper for ten o’clock—for three per-
sons.

But his face was pale and his hands
shook, when in response to the re-
quest of Shannon, who lacked decid-
edly the air of victor, he lifted the
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receiver to communicate once more
with his office.

‘“That you, Harrison?’’ he asked
with his old sharpness of tone.

““Yes, sir.  Anything the matter?
I’'ve been ringing and ringing—"’

‘““Never mind that. Give me the
latest in as few words as possible.’’

Presently Jasper Holt put back the
receiver. He looked from his daugh-
ter to Shannon, from Shannon to his
daughter.

‘“The war is off.”’
rather pathetie.

‘““Forgive me,
Shannon.

‘“He says the war is off,”’ said
Christabel gently, and joined their
hands.

His smile was

sir,”” whispered

IN MEMORY OF ERNEST DOWSON

By ALFRED GORDON

CON'I:EZ\IN me not with secornful strength
Because my songs are light as air,
Because the perfume of a flower
Invades my soul with gray despair.

Ah, mock me not with rude, rough words,
Because my songs are like a shell,

And in them like a murmuring wave
Sad sounds of sighs and sorrows dwell.

For love’s fair angel came to me

With no great deathless, glorious word;
His feet no burnished sandals shod,

Nor pulse of flame his pinions stirred.

He came on me all unaware,

His wings half woke me with a kiss,
So tenderly, and then he fled—

How can I sing of more than this?
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HETHER or not the Cana-

\ x/ dian Senate is a useful body
it at least can make itself felt.

This fact has been quite evident again
this session, particularly in the in-
stances of the killing of the bill in-
tended to give relief to the depositors
in the defunet Farmers’ Bank, and
the bill to place under the control of
the Postmaster-General and the
Treasury Board the postal rates on
newspapers and periodicals, as well as
the salaries of employees in the Post
Office Department. The latter bill
was not thrown out, but was amended
to an extent that induced Senator
Lougheed, the Government leader in
the Senate, to say that the whole bill,
as a result, would be abandoned. One
would suppose that the merits of these
bills were regarded by the Senators,
and that they were not taken up as
party issues. At least the division
Wwas not on so-called straight party
lines. The Toronto Star criticizes the
action of the Senate for throwing out
a bill that would recoup depositors in
a chartered bank for their losses sus-
tained by the failure of the bank at a
time when the public has much rea-
son for believing that the supervision
of banks by the Government was
trustworthy, while during the same
session they pass a bill to provide
many millions of dollars to prevent a
railway company from realizing much
the same fate as the bank. Because of
this, which it regards as inconsistent,
The Star sees no use for the Senate.
But if anyone wishes to know why we
have a Senate and why it is likely to

survive let him read Mr. George
Clarke Holland’s article entitled
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““The House Impregnable,”” which
appeared in The Canadian Magazine
for May of this year.

*

Apart from differences as to tem-
perance legislation and woman suf.
frage, the election campaign in On-
tario is being fought on straight party
lines. The leader of the Liberal 015-
position would abolish the bar, while
the leader of the Government would
make treating unlawful, Deputations
of women who have interviewed
members of the Government in
Queen’s Park have received hut scant
encouragement; the leader of the .
Opposition, on the other hand, has
pronounced - his sympathy. Apart
from these differences, which to an
onlooker have no grave aspects, the
discussion involves questions of ad-
ministration. And while there are
charges of maladministration, hap-
pily so far there has not been any
grave scandal. It is to be hoped
therefore that we have at least an
indication that in Ontario the stage
has been reached when our political
leaders have to advance schemes for
the amelioration of the condition of
the people rather than abusive
charges and attempts at sensational

revelations.
*

At the biennial convention of the
General Federation of Women’s
Clubs, held recently at Chicago, one
of the members spoke in part as fol-
lows on the subject of present-day
dress: E

¢‘No matter if the neck be exposed near-

ly to the waist line and the limbs nearly
half way to the knees, if only the style be
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followed, health and suggestiveness are lost
sight of in the craze to be in fashion.

‘“As the fashions are to-day a woman
would have to design nearly everything for
herself if she would not wear immoral
clothes. The reason is plain enough, ¥ash-
ions, especially French fashions, are not
designed for good women. They will not
spend enough money to suit the merchants.
That is the reason that every new fashion
is designed originally for the demi-monde
of Paris. It is an unpleasant thought
that it is the latter who set the standard
which our fashionable women follow with
naive avidity.”’

Many women, as well as many men,
overlook the fact that our ideas of
dress are governed largely by occa-
sion. Thus there are occasions when
exposure is accepted as permissable.
At balls and evening receptions it has
long been regarded as quite the ac-
ceptable thing for women to expose
their arms and bosoms while at bath-
ing resorts the lower limbs from the
knees to the ground are at least open
to eriticism. If it is correct to expose
by night, it is correct to expose by
day. And if it is permissable at
bathing resorts it ought to be permis-
sable in the streets of our towns and
cities. In these things time and place
should make no difference. But they
do make difference, and that is where
all the trouble comes in.

#

Quite recently the Canadian Insti-
tute had conferred on it the right
to use the word ‘‘Royal,’’ so that
it is now the Royal Canadian Insti-
tute. Many persons have only a
vague idea of what the Institute
is and does. In the building up
of the nationality of Canada there is
evidence of the active intelleqtgal life
of the people in the condition to
which learning and the arts and
seiences have attained in the country
generally. Everywhere in Canada
this evidence is to be found in the
universities, schools, colleges, lib-
raries, societies and other combina-
tions for the advancement of learn-
ing. But in older countries learned
societies through many generations
have given the opportunity and the
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place for the announcement of results
of study, of investigation, of travel
and of discovery while these results
are new, as well as the opportunity
for the discussion of the topies in-
volved and the preservation of the
records. The opportunities thus af-
forded for such announcements have
been appreciated to the extent that a
learned man in one country will use
the learned society of another as a
means of communicating his ideas or
his discoveries where they may be
applicable or where he may wish
them to be recorded.

These learned societies publish the
papers thus placed before them by
having them read at their meetings or
printed in the records of their trans-
actions, or by both. In this way be-

‘gins a regular c¢hannel of intellectual

communication, completed by the in-
terchange among these learned soci-
eties of the records of their trans-
actions.

The demand for these exchanges
has grown to large dimensions. Many
people have a general but indefinite
consciousness that these things are be-
ing done in Canada. So they are, in
various fields, by different societies.
But the ideas involved have been
most - efficiently carried out by the
Canadian Institute at and from To-
ronto, since the year 1849. The reec-
ords of exchange now number 10,000
volumes, and the recorded transac-
tions of the Institute itself form a
library of thirty-four volumes.

These volumes are sought after to-
day by students from every quarter
of the globe, on account of their
recognized value as works of refer-
ence by scientific investigators every-
where.

The 300 or more persons who are
members of the Institute are mem-
bers because they know what has been
done and what is being done, and be-
cause many of them take a personal
part in the aectual production of
papers on scientific subjects and in
the giving of the weekly free lectures
and reading of papers at the meetings.
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These meetings are of inestimable
value as a means of conveying in a
direct way to those who are minded to
attain it a knowledge of what is cur-
rent in the world of art and secience.
The industry of some of the scientific
members of the Institute has enabled
the publication of the valuable book
already reviewed in this magazine en-
titled ‘‘The Natural History of the
Toronto Region.”’

It is remarkable that the several
articles embraced in the book, cover-
ing a wide range of work in divergent
fields of research, are all by members
of the Institute—men foremost in the
learning of the subjects they treat of.
It is a tribute of appreciation of the
objects of the Institute by those whose
appreciation is of the highest value.
In its work in the past and in the
present and the promise of its con-
tinuance for the future the Canadian
Institute should be widely known and
recognized in Canada as a most im-
portant factor in the intellectual life
of the country and in its communi-
cation with the scientific world every-
where. TIts objects are :

1. To promote scientific research in
Canada.

2. To form in Canada a library of
the. publications of all the scientific
societies of the world.

3. To engage and have the atten-
tion of the people to questions of pub-
lic interest and utility on which scien-
tific opinions may have an important
bearing.

4. To bring into co-operation all
the scientific workers of Canada.

o
w

With one important amendment,
which was introduced in the Senate,
the bill repealing the Panama Canal
Tolls Act has been passed by the
United States Congress. The bill as

at first introduced was an absolute re-
peal of the Act, which exempted from
tolls all United States vessels engaged
in the coastwise trade. Since the pass-
age of this Act public opinion aga@ns’c
it has been greatly aroused, particu-
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larly by such eminent advocates as
the President and the Honourable
Elihu Root, but nevertheless the bill
to repeal it had a stormy career in
both houses. It looks now as if the
amendment is an out-and-out compro-
mise, because while United States
véssels engaged in the coastwise trade
are not exempted from the payment
of tolls, the right has been reserved
to so exempt them should it be found
advisable. The difference is that the
United States Congress practically
asserts the right to exempt, but mag-
nanimously avows the intention not
to enforee the right. The end is the
same, if they do not enforce it, but
the other countries interested would
feel better if the tolls should be levied
on all vessels alike, not because of
any generosity on the part of the
United States, but because of the
terms of the several treaties under
which the canal was built. It is about
the same as if Congress were to say -
““We do not intend to exempt our
own vessels from payment of tolls,
but we have the right to do so, and.
moreover, we might do so if we should
find it advisable.”’

A
-

In La Revue des Deux Mondes
(Paris), M. Jacques Bardoux, who is
regarded as a well-informed journal-
ist, writes an intimate and exceed-
ingly interesting contrast of King
George V. with his father, the late
King Edward. He says in part:

‘‘Horse-racing, as all the world knows,
was a passion with Edward VII. To this
feverish sport, aristocratic and elegant,
George V. much prefers his solitary wan.
derings through wood and field with his
gun on his shoulder and his faithful dog
at his heels. The father rarely missed a
great occasion on the turf. He was proud
of his stables and sought prizes and pen-
nants eagerly. The son was with diffi-
culty brought by his advisers to maintain
even the existence of the royal stud.
George V. prefers infinitely to jockeys ang
trainers the society of Rugby football
champions and even the prowess of the
boxer. Regularly every year he attends a
football match between teams chosen from
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the army and navy. Quite recently he
went eagerly to a baseball game in London
between two American ‘‘nines,”’ remain-
ing to the end of a long and not very in-
teresting game. Later still he actually pre-
sided over a contest in the prize ring be-
tween an Englishman and a Frenchman,
for boxing is with him a cherished sport.
To his father it was altogether too vulgar.

““Of these two kings, again, the elder
had a delight in cards which the younger
has escaped. Edward VII. was a master
at bridge whist, keeping count himself and
regretting to the last the introduction of
poker and the uncertainties of baccarat.
George V. is strongly opposed to card
playing in any form. His intellectual di-
version is reading. Never did a sovereign
pore with such delight over the periodical
literature of his time or lose himself with
such ecstasy in a tale of adventure. The
passion of Edward VII. was for the thea-
atre. He encouraged the adaptation of
Paris plays for the London stage and he
was a familiar figure behind the scenes.
He tolerated the seriousness of a problem
play as well as the lightness of French farce.
George V. is too true a sailor not to find
joy in the theatre, but in his simplicity of
mind he affects the most roaring melo-
drama and the active horseplay of old-
fashioned farce. The least sophistication
makes him yawn. The whole court was
amused by his choice for a performance at
Windsor a few years ago, when William
II. was there, of Bulwer Lytton’s
¢‘Money’’—a bourgeois and sensible pro-
duetion in which vice is flayed and virtue
rewarded in the fashion of 1840. Nothing
is easier than to get above the King’s
head in a play or a book. Even the musie
he enjoys must have its perfect simplicity.
He shrinks in positive alarm from Wagner-
ian opera. His favourite composers are
Mendelssohn and Gounod. He even fishes
for salmon and for trout, forms of diver-
sion absolutely intolerable to his father,
who, moreover, was quite at home amid the
complexities of Bayreuth and the themes

323

85 dear to Brunehilde and to Kundry.
‘‘Even in their travels, these two shine
by contrast, George V. visiting the conti-
nent of Europe seldom and then only on
formal tours in state. He has circum-
navigated the globe and spent many days
in remote climes, whereas his father clung
to Europe all his life, making himself at
home in Nice or at Cannes, in the German
‘baths’ or on the boulevards. Edward VII.
spoke French like a native. George V.
mangles it horribly and, although he can
read German, he never is heard speaking
it. Edward VT, seemed unable to compre-
hend that he had a domestic circle. George
V. is always at home in the simple, bour-
geois sense of the term. His domestic
circle is quite narrow indeed, for, unlike
his father, he does not make friends in all
directions and in every sphere. Edward
VIL had delightful intimacies with groups
of friends and acquaintances whom he met
at dinners and in clubs. Musicians, artists,
playwrights and millionaires found him
sociable and sympathetic, a man of the
world, free in the exchange of ideas, a
diner out. George V. is locked up within
the four walls of his wife’s building, with
no ‘chums’ and no social life. He eculti-
vates the seriously inclined now and then
by asking them to dinner, with the Queen’s
permission, and some of his old friends in
the naval service get a glimpse of his fire-
side: Otherwise, apart from the soecial
duties imposed by his sovereign station,
George V. is a recluse, living respectably
at home with the mother of his children,
going out with her to church or to the
theatre, visible to the public only at a foot-
ball match or an opening of parliament.
‘“George V., indeed, distrusts the tena-
ency of the time as irreligious. He never
seeks the advice of the type of man so
attractive to his father. He dwells in an

atmosphere created for him by the piety
and correctness of Queen Mary. They are
alike in a Puritanical proclivity which has
revolutionized the life of the court in our
time.’’




RECOLLECTIONS OF SIXTY
YEARS IN CANADA

By S CHARLES TUPPER,
Cassell & Company.

OT as a piece of literature, nor
as an important historical
document, can it be hoped that

this volume will ever take a high
place. But nevertheless it contains
many interesting passages, and is, in-
deed, one of the noteworthy publica-
tions of the year. The recollections
of a man who has been Premier of
the Dominion, and who is as frank as
Sir Charles, could not be without
value or significance. And Sir
Charles is frank even to the verge of
being imprudent. He recalls, for in-
stance, the incident that led to Sir
Hector Langevin’s retirememt from
public life. Mr. Israel Tarte had dis-
covered what he claimed was suffi-
cient evidence of corruption to force
Sir Hector to retire, and when Sir
Charles called on him he expressed
his determination to prefer his
charges in Parliament. Sir Charles
asked Tarte whether he would object
to Langevin’s appointment as Lieu-
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tenant-Governor of Quebec, and there
seems to have been no objection. But
when Sir Charles made the sugges-
tion to the Premier (Sir John A,
Macdonald), Sir John replied by ask-
ing how could he make the appoint-
ment when the charges were denied.
Sir Charles then had a conference
with Sir Hector, who protested his
innocence. The charges were at
length preferred, and Sir Hector was
forced out of the Cabinet.

This incident gives rise to certain
wonder, not wonder because the ar-
rangement was suggested, but wonder
because Sir Charles admits that he
was a party to it and that he tried to
bring it about. It does not seem to
occur to him that a man who was
guilty of the corrupt acts charged
against Langevin was not a desirable
person for the important position of
Lieutenant-Governor, It was a deviee
to get him out of the Cabinet grace-
fully. And, on the other hand, Mp.
Tarte, who was keen to oust him from
an active office, was willing to see him
enter a passive office. If every publie
man were as frank as Sir Charles the
devious paths of the politicians could
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be traced by the man in private life.

We sometimes think that men who
are at the head of great corporations
such as banks and railways have some
influence in Parliament, and in these
recollections we are informed that Sir
George Stephen (now Lord Mount-
stephen) went to Sir Charles, who
had announced his intention to re-
turn to London as High Commis-
sioner,. and told him (Sir Charles)
that it was his duty to remain in
Canada, that if anything were to
happen to the Premier Sir Charles
ought to be chosen as the successor.
Sir George communicated this view
in a letter addressed to the Honour-
able John Henry Pope, Minister of
Railways, who gave the letter to Sir
John A. Macdonald. Sir John sent
for Sir Charles, and told him that if
he would consent to remain ‘1 will
publicly recognize you as my suec-
cessor.”” But Sir Charles urged Sir
John to abide by the understanding
he had had as to the succession of Sir
Hector Langevin, to which Sir John
complied, provided Sir Charles would
“give me Charlie.”” This little inci-
dent marks the advance of Sir Hib-
bert Tupper to the front benches.

There is much in the book that is
too personal to the author to be of
great public interest. However, it
is on the whole to be commended. It
is well printed and bound.

D
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THE COMPANY OF ADVENTUR-
ERS
By Isaac Cowie. Toronto: William
Briggs.

HE author had no cause to offer an

apology for the writing of this
book, for many a writer of reputed
literary attainments has produced a
work of much less eredit. Great cre-
dit, indeed, is due to this one-time
“gervant’’ of the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany for setting down in dignified
print his recollections and experiences
in the service of the company during
the period of years from 1868 to 1874,
His account is invaluable as a histori-
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cal document, especially because it
gives something of the ‘‘other side”’
of the story. A great deal has been
written about the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany, but this narrative gives one a
vivid impression of the actual machin-
ery, of those instruments that carried
out the will of the company from the
time of ‘‘recruiting’’ in the far-away
Orkneys to the time when the pelts
received in trade were shipped to the
markets of the world. Indeed, so
carefully and apparently so exactly
has Mr. Cowie related his experiences
that one feels as if one has had an
intimate, even private, observation of
the inner workings of the greatest
organization of traders in the New

World. There are more than 500
pages, with forty-three illustrations.
%

POEMS

By James B. Dornarp. Toronto: The
Catholic Register-Extension.

A LTHOUGH it is more than a year

since this volume of poems by
Father Dollard appeared, we feel that
our readers are not yet as well ac-
quainted with them as they should
be, for the author is a real poet and
his book contains real poetry. The
volume is divided into three parts: I.,
Irish ballads and poems; 11., sonnets;
III., religious and occasional poems.
It is worthy of an extensive review,
but we must be content to end with
these first two stanzas from ‘‘The
Haunted Hazel’’:

Adown a quiet glen where the gowan-
berries glisten
And the linnet, shyest bird of all, his
wild note warbles free;
Where the scented woodbine blossoms o’er
the brooklet, bend to listen,
There stands upon a mossy bank a
white hazel tree.

But when the day is ended, and the sol-
emn moon is shining,
And shadows grim and ghostly fall on
grove and glen and lea.
Then godless elves their fairy paths with
glow-worm lamps are lining,
And potent spells of magic bind the
white hazel tree!
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TWO IN THE WILDERNESS

By StaNpLEy WasaBURN. Toronto:
The Copp, Clark Company.

HIS adventure in the Canadian

West, along the present line of
the Grand Trunk Pacifie Railway
throngh the Yellowhead Pass, is in
conception much the same as ‘‘Two
on the Trail,”’ by Hulbert Footner,
It is, however, not so melodramatie,
and the obstacles against which the
man and woman in this book have to
contend are forces of nature rather
than, as in the other, forces of man.
The adventure begins with a young
man named Smith, who, with a dog
and horse as his only companions, is
making his way through the wilder-
ness, coming suddenly upon the camp
of a young woman who has engaged
two men to take her out to civiliza-
tion. That very day both men are
accidentally drowned, so that Smith,
by the demands of chivalry, finds him-
self the sole escort of the girl. They
have many amusing experiences and
narrow escapes, but throughout the
journey they maintain toward each
other a rigid formality. Of course,
such an episode in the lives of two
young persons should have but one
ending, and indeed such ending it
has, for on the evening of the last
camp we see them standing in each
other’s arms, with the dog nearby,
wagging his tail as if in approval.

i

PLAYING WITH FIRE

By AMeLia E. Barr. Toronto: Wil-
liam Briggs.

LL who read this book after hav-

* ing read ‘“‘The Inside of the
Cup,””- by Winston Churrhill, al-
though they will see a purpose com-
mon to the two books, will recog-
nize in ‘‘Playing With Fire’’ a note
of optimism that is not so strong in
the other. Mrs. Barr selects Glasgow
as the scene of of this her latest novel,
and there has her hero, a Calviqist
preacher, attract a great congregation

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

by virtue of his religious convietions
and strong personality. But the
preacher at length is misled by books
on free thought and modern phil-
osophy, and consequently for a time
he leads a life of estrangement from
his church and even his family. His
efforts, however, to regain his lost
faith are successful, and the ending
Justifies the happiness it brings.

3%

THE FOUNDATIONS OF INTER-
NATIONAL POLITY

By NormMAN ANGELL. Toronto: Wil-
liam Briggs.

HE author of ‘““The Great Illu-

sion’’ makes in this book another
important contribution to the exposi-
tion of modern politics. The so-call-
ed international law is something that
the average person is not equipped
to understand, but here Mr. Angell
devotes much of his space to showing
the interaction of material and moral
forees in polities, the relation of na-
tionality and political idealism to
those theories with which the author’s
name is identified. No person who
has not read this book should discuss
international affairs.

S
-

DIANE OF THE GREEN VAN
By LEoNA DALRYMPLE, Toronto: The

Copp, Clark Company.

THE reading of a prize novel often

leaves one with a feeling of un-
easy wonder as to the sufferings in-
flicted upon the judges by the reject-
ed manuseripts. But in the case of
‘‘Diane of the Green Van,’’ by Leona
Dalrymple, one fancies that it may
not have been so bad after all. Diane
herself is a lady of fascinating cap-
rice, while ‘‘Philip,”” who plays hero
to her heroine, is a really delightful
person’ whose humour leavens the
whole. Without Philip one might
complain of an excess of the ‘““melo’’
portion of the drama. Intrigue and
mystery follow close upon the wheels
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of the Green Van; the air, even the
air of the summer forest, is thick
with the whisper of plot and counter-
plot. Nobody seems to know exactly
what it is all about, Diane least of
all, but a stray bullet and a stealthy
knife-thrust suffice to keep the read-
er’s suspicions stirring. Diane is cer-
tainly not what she appears to be.
Neither is the musical hobo who dogs
her camp; neither is Keela, the In-
dian girl who is her friend—indeed,
one almost expects to see the Green
Van turn into something else after
the manner of Cinderella’s pumpkin.
But with patience much mystery may
be made plain. 'We know, because we
have read the book. Believe us, the
only one who gets really hurt is one
who = doubtless deserves it—and a
menial and a foreigner at that. The
Green Van protects Diane; Philip
protects the Green Van, and circum-
stance protects Philip. The author
is not going to allow needless catas-
trophe. One is slightly disappointed
in the end to learn that after all—
but why disappoint the reader in an-
ticipation ?
ES

THE FAITH OF JAPAN®

By Tasuru Harapa. Toronto: The
Maemillan Company of Canada.

HIS is the work of a Christian

Japanese scholar who presents to
Western readers his interpretation of
the elemental beliefs which are the
common property of all the Japanese
no matter what their religious or ir-
religious affiliations. The work was
first delivered as a series of lectures
to students of Hartford Theological
Seminary. Dr. Hadada, who is Pre-
sident of Doshisha University, of
Kyoto, Japan, says that by ‘‘The
Faith of Japan’’ he has in mind
““that union of elements from each
and all that have taken root in Ja-
panese soil and moulder the thought
and life of her people.”” He observes
that ‘‘her only indigenous religion is
Shinto. But as soon as she came in

touch with the mainland of Asia, re-
ligions, philosophies, arts, and litera-
tures from the Continent began to
flow into the Island Empire. The
principal philosophical and ethical
ideas may be grouped under the name
of Confucianism, while by far the
larger part of the religious customs
and beliefs come under the name of
Buddhism.”’

£

MARY MAGDELENE AND
OTHER POEMS

By Lauvrs E. McCurLLy. Toronto:
The Maemillan Company of Can-
ada.

HIS volume seems to reveal a

strange, weird, searching person-
ality, a restless spirit seeking some-
thing that cannot well be defined. We
do not know that it contains much
poetry, but it is splendidly issued by
discriminative publishers and is at
least an interesting volume. One ex-
ample of the verse must suffice here:

IMMACULATI

Whom do the waters call
To the deep,
Out where the shadows fall,
Down where the silent sleep?
Not we of the forge and the loom and
the wheel, not we,
Are the children she calleth home at dusk,
our mighty mother, the Sea.
Forth they come from the lands
Of strife,
Beating with unstained hands
The doors of the house of life.
Oh, strayaway child of dreams, not us, but
thee,
She calleth home to her bosom at dusk,
our mighty mother, the Sea.

%

THE SUBSTANCE OF HIS
HOUSE

By Rura Hour Boucicavnr. Toron-
to: The Copp, Clark Company.

THE average reader will be great-

ly attracted by this powerful
study of what a fundamentally good
woman can do to restore an un-
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worthy man to a .sane purpose in
life. Lady Mary Stanhope and a
brilliant young English politician
fall in love with each other, and
after some obstacles have been re-
moved they are able to marry and
leave England. Together they begin
a new life in California. Then comes
the aftermath, bringing its revelation
of unsuspected qualities and hidden
weakness, its readjustment of values,
and the final great crisis that tries
both their souls. The way in which
they eventually work out their salva-
tion is a fine tribute to the power of
a great love and its ability to over-
ride all obstacles of Fate.

3%

GENERAL JOHN REGAN

By GEOrRGE A. BirMINGHAM. Toron-
to: Hodder and Stoughton.

_ NUTWITIISTANDING the fact

that many readers will fancy
they are traversing familiar “ground
when they read this book by the
author of ‘‘Spanish Gold”” and
“The Search Party,”’ it is, neverthe-
less, quite as amusing as any of the
exceedingly entertaining novels by
this clever Irish writer. The story
is, as one might expect, pure farce
comedy, but it comes with peculiar
zest just now, touching, as it does,
upon the Ulster problem. The idea
centres around the erection of a
bronze statue to a mythical Irish
general in the town of his supposed
birth, and in connection therewith
there develops a succession of most
ludicrous situations.

%

—‘“Ireland and Canada,’”’ an ad-
dress delivered by Mr. Henri Bou-
rassa before the Ancient Order

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

of Hibernians at Hamilton, and
“French and English,”’ a few reflec.
tions on frictions and misunder-
standings, with preface and letters
from Mr. C. H. Cahan and Mr, J. C.
Walsh, have been issued in booklet
form. (Montreal: Imprimerie du
Devoir). :

—'“The Industrial Ascendancy of
Nova Scotia’’ is the title of a beauti-
fully illustrated brochure issued by
the Nova Secotia branch of the Cana-
dian Manufacturers’  Association.
(Halifax: The Seeretary, The Pub-
licity Committee, Canadian Manufae-
turers’ Association).

—The Studio for May contains a
refreshing novelty in the form of an
article entitled ‘“Mr. Geoffrey Black-
well’s Collection of Modern Pictures,’’
by J. B. Manson. There are as well
articles on Jessie Bayes, painter and
craftswoman; the prints of Percival
Gaskell, the jewellery of Mr. and
Mrs. Arthur Gaskin, Norman Wilkin-
son’s decorations of ‘‘A Midsummer
Night’s Dream,’’ with a note on the
Japanese process of painting called
“‘Ishizuri,”’ all of which are abund-
antly illustrated. (London: The
Studio.)

S
w

—“Overland Red’’ is a real tale of
the ‘““wild and woolly.”” There is
plenty of gunplay, furious riding,
‘“clean-ups’’ and the like to arouse
the most jaded reader, and there is
also a touching Western love story, in
which ‘‘Overland,”’ a characteristic
gold hunter, plays an expeditious
part. The author’s name is not given.
There are a number of full-page illus-
trations in colours. (Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company.)
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- It must be
Bovril

You can be sure of being nourished if you take
Bovril. Partly by virtue of its own food value,
partly through its unique powers of assisting
assimilation of other foods, Bovril has been proved
to produce an increase in flesh, bone and muscle
equal to 10 to 20 times the amount of Bovril
taken. But iZ-must-be-Bovril.

Even were it double the price, Bovril
would still be an economical and indis-
pensable article in every home.

Of all Stores, etc., at

1-0z., 25¢.; 2-0z., 40c.; 4-0z., 70c.; 8-0z., $1.30; 16-0z., $2.25.
Bovril Cordial, large, $1.25; 5-0z. 40c.
16-0z. Johnston's Fluid Beef (Vimbos), $1.20.

ﬁgy- 33363 3F ——4;-—4)—4;—4»—2&—4%«»—4&@

THE best part of a
delightful flavor 1s
that which no words
can describe. It is that
subtle something which
characterizes the work
of experts that gives
to <4y Bonbons and
Chocolates more than
usual deliciousness.

“Spreads like Butter”

pgersol
(L?eglf%ge(e)sb

The purest, richest, creamiest
cheese money can buy. h{lakes
the most delicious sandwiches.

130-132 Yonge Street, Toronto

Sales Agents Everywhere
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The 7
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TRADE

Kn'own_ the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

ks TO His Maje

ENGLAND

SHEFFIELD
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SAFE-When coal gas accumulates, automa- I
tic damper operates of its own accord in

M¢Clary’s

Sunshme

releasing all fumes to

ar Ilace flue. See the McClary

dealer or write for booklet. s
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The Joy
of Eating

Something Extra Good

finds rich fulfillment in every package of
Post Toasties.

It is noticeable that the crispy, mild
sweetness of these tender bits of toasted comn
usually start smiles at the table.

And the housewife smiles too, for a
bowlfull poured direct from the package —
with cream and sugar to taste-—relieves
some of the work and worry of breakfast or
lunch—not soon forgotten.

Post Toasties

are sold everywhere in tightly sealed packages—iresh and ready always
for instant serving.

The delicate toasted corn flavour blends nicely with fruit and berries,
and a variety of attractive dishes are always at hand when there is a
package of Toasties on the pantry shelf.

—sold by Grocers.

The big, clean Post Toasties factories at Battle Creek, Mich., where
Postum and Grape-Nuts are also made, are open to visitors every work-
ing day in the year—

There’s much to be seen, and visitors are always welcome!
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NON
RUSTABLE

The low price of D & A

Corsets enable their wearers
to save money while improv-
ing their style.

The new models of D & A Corsets meet

every requirement of the latest styles.
No. 612, as illustrated is recommended for rather

full figures which it reduces without loss of comfort,
The price $2.25 is 50% less than that of similar
imported models. ~ Sold by popular stores every-
where and guaranteed by the makers :

The Dominion Corset Co., Quebec.
Makers also of the LA DIVA Corsets.

First impressions are hard to change. You are judged by your Stationery

A

Good

Impression
is always created
by the use of

with Envelopes
to match

Exclusive and delightful Note Paper for society correspondence

Made only by

BARBER-ELLIS, Limited

TORONTO BRANTFORD WINNIPEG VANCOUVER CALGARY

Write to Brantford and let us send you a generous sample, sufficient for six long letters.
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9 AND if Maude uses her eyes she will notice that dilapidated old tence. Perhaps Maude
and the rest of your friends have noticed it already. At any rate you will feel better '
and they will see that garden of yours to much better advantage after you have it
framed with a nifty ornamental iron fence (Dennis make.)
We'll sell you the fence. We'll sell you an iron fence to suit your place—and to suit your pocket book.
(Prices from 50c per running foot up.) And we'll put it up for you in short order—after you have bought it. '
And then too an 1ron fence will last.  Long after we are crumbled into cosmic dust the third and fourth genera-
tions, inheriting more than our sins, will risk their necks climbing on your Dennis fence.
We will be pleased to correspond with you, to send you a
catalogue, to quote you prices, to sell you'a fence—our card, }
The Dennis Wire & Iron Works Co., Ltd. i London, Can.
Makers of Ornamental Iron of all kinds, ‘
P P ———

VICKERMAN'’S
SERGES WEAR WELL

NEVER FADE

Not only Serges but Cheviotls, Vicunas, and Llamas in Black,
Blue or Grey, suitable for any Style of suit are included in the
ranges shown by the maker.

Absolutely the best Cloths sold in Canada

€4 BVIGKERMAN &SONSI™ &4

This name in gold along the edge every three yards.

NISBET & AULD, Limited - - TORONTO

Wholesale Selling Agents in Canada.
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They Call It the
“Good-Night Dish”

Every night, countless happy child-
ren have Puffed Wheat or Puffed Rice
in milk at bedtime. And even more
grown-ups, when the evening is over,
gather around this dish.

Try it and find out why. Here are

whole grains puffed to eight times
normal size. Thin, crisp, toasted
bubbles — fragile morsels with an
almond taste. Imagine how inviting
are these dainty wafers floating in
bowls of milk.

Prof. Anderson’s Supper

They call this Prof. Anderson’s sup-
per, for you owe this Puffed Wheat and
Puffed Rice to him. By his process
alone are whole grains made so easily
and completely digestible.

A hundred million steam explosions
have occurred in each kernel. Every
food granule has been blasted to
pieces, so digestion can instantly act.
Puffed Wheat and Puffed Rice do not
tax the stomach.

Puffed Wheat, 10c zxceprin § -
Puffed Rice,

Extreme

1 5c West

Ways to Enjoy Them

Do more than serve Puffed Wheat
or Puffed Rice for breakfast. Try
them in different ways. For each is
distinct in its flavor.

Serve them with sugar and cream,
mix them with your berries, use them
in candy making. Scatter the grains

like nut meats over a dish of ice cream.
Eat them dry like peanuts, or douse
them with melted butter.

These are all-day foods. When the
children are hungry — whatever the
hour — the best food you can give
them is Puffed Wheat or Puffed Rice.

The Quaker Qats (Ompany

Sole Makers

(596)
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“The Kitchenless Home”

has not arrived —
neither has the ice-
less refrigerator
nor the fireless fur-
nace — but the
cookless kitchen,
with comfort and
contentment, 1s a possibility in every home
where the housewife knows the culinary |
uses and food value of

Shredded Wheat |

With these crisp “little loaves”’ of ready-
cooked cereal in the home you are ready
for the unexpected guest, for the uncertain-
ties of domestic service, for every emer-
gency of household management. No
worry or drudgery—we do the cooking for
you in our two-million-dollar, sunlit bakery.

|
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Being ready-cooked and ready-to-serve it is so easy to prepare in a few
moments a delicious, nourishing meal with Shredded Wheat Biscuit and
fresh raspberries or other fruits. Heat one or more biscuits in the oven to
restore crispness; then cover with berries and serve with sugar and cream.

BN “It's Allin the Shreds”

The Canadian Shredded Wheat Co., Limited,
Niagara Falls, Ont.
TORONTO OFFICE: 49 WELLINGTON STREETE.
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THE “UPTON” FLA

in Jams and Jellies is the most
delicious that can be obtained, be-
cause these Goods are made from

only the purest of Fruits under the
‘.:..,‘ most hygienic conditions — The
:9.92%% natural flavor of fresh fruits.

DN
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Try an order of UPTON'S
on your next Grocery List,

THE T. UPTON COMPANY, LIMITED
HAMILTON - ONTARIO

“WHAT WAS THAT PRICE
YOU QUOTED JONES?”

Clear carbon copies save not only your time but
your money. A single illegible figure in a
quotation may mean a loss of a hundred or a
thousand dollars if it’s too low—or the loss
of an order if it’s too high.

PEEREESS

TYPEWRITER CARBON
RIBBONS PAPER

o assure copies that are clear and distinct
¥~ throughout—and remain so forever.

B .q"'ev_ “~._ Peerless Ribbons write clean crisp let-
LI i
n o e ters that reflect credit to the firm
1?% (@ e, that sends them out.
2,20 Peerless products are attractively packed and sealed, are unaffected by any
00 2678 - p Y P

climate and are unconditionally guaranteed. 6

-._PEERLESS CARBON AND RIBBON M'F’G. CO., LIMITED
.J*._ 176178 Richmond Street West, - TORONTO, CANADA

p—1
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he Kalamazawn | &7
= Lapse Leaf Bind
|
| The General
| SQaYSi~
\ I Be sure you're Certain-teed—
\ then go ahead.
l Roof every building on your
% farm—house, barn, silo, granary,
‘ machine shed—everything with
How the Kalamazoo has 1 C °
L1 |
“made good | ertain-teed
| _
The Kalamazoo Loose-leaf Binder has ‘““made [
g‘t’od" wherever it has been used. In the United 4 ROOFING
ates, in England and in Canada there are thousands |
T ! -year- nte
0 daily use. The United States Government has ; :‘)E;ﬂesvgfyyrgn g(;lra'l;:ai.atee__;?‘]geltgg
a.dol"ted it in practically every department of the ser- | three bigzest roofing mills in the world
ch? in Washington. =The following taken from the { back up the guarantee.
I_!Tu‘nes Weekly,” of January 2nd, 1914, shows what | I!Egirolof{)n% i“us"’ l?foves anything.
18 Majesty’s Government thinks of it in England: ‘\ e e S e i
| Your dealer can furnish Certain-teed
3 Hi : | glooﬁé}g in rlOlIlts agd slivi[r;glea;madewﬁy
: ’ | e General Roofing Mfg. Co., world’s
~1S MaJ esty’s Government } largest rooﬁrlzﬂ manufacturers, East St.
by placing the greatest order for loose- | Louls, TlL., Marseilles, 111, York, Pa.
leaf Books on record again confirms the ’
Supremacy of the Kalamazoo. This order was |
01‘)taune'cl after the Kalamazoo had been submitted in 1
fompetition with every other make to the most exact- ‘ T
Ing test that a critical office could devise. Five years |
ago the Stationery Office firstinvestigated the claims |
ot the Kalamazoo. They examined its mechanism, |
| 5 ey tested its working efficiency. They compared |
XS holding capacity with that of other loose-leaf |
: ooks, They admired its neat book-like appearance. |
I hen came the test for durability., The Kalamazoo | 4
Was subjected to the wear and tear of a busy |
overnment office for a period of five years. So | 4
admirably did it acquit itself of this ordeal that the | ¢
Overnment decided to orﬁclally adopt the Kalamazoo |
| "65 the Standard Loose-leaf Book for a great War “
| ase Department. They thereupon ordered 400 |
A record order for loose-leaf books. The order |
; aS just been increased by a further 800 books, mak- |
b ;‘g a total of 1,200 now in use. This is the con- | 4
‘\;VEred judgment of the leading Government in the [
orld, . Atis the greatest testimony that has ever | 4
€en paid to any make of loose-leaf book. J
From « Times Weekly,” London, Eng.,Jan. 2, 1914 "
1
as.l;l?,e . Kalamazoo” Loose-leaf binder is recognized [
S & € best expression of the loose-leaf idea that has |
00 €en offered, andno order should be placed for a | 4
vose-leaf system until its merits have been in- {
es‘flg'ated. : |
Inders made in any size and to suit any purpose. } A medium height collar for conservative dressers 4
|
WRITE To.DAY FOR BOOKLET 4, AND || B0C .0 3 ik BOC f
EXAMINE FOR YOURSELF | 2 3 s
| This collar has the perfect fitting and wearing !
| qualities that distinguish the Red Man brand from b
w o B 2 k llflllted | ?ll other};. OnIe ufl the most popular collars of the
| a d Man line.
tz’[wc m’:& I: /) ; amous’ Re an line : :
3 J For sale by Canada’s best men’s stores.
00se Leaf and Account-B
-Book Makers ‘
K | EARL & WILSON, New York
lng & Spadina - TORONTO ’ Makers of Troy's best product.
\ - voad

-
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Telephone Service

Telephone service is one of the most im-
portant factors in securing economy and
efficiency in the management and opera-
tion of any institution where intercom-
munication is desired between different

departments.

What Service Has Been

If you bhad telephone service in your factory or department building
it has either been intercommunicating or has been operated
by switchboard with a girl operator, the one being
limited in the number of stations served, and
the other being a source of very consid-
erable annual expense.

THE PRESTO-PHONE

This is an automatic system that gives you quick, accurate com-
munication between all departments or heads of depart-
ments without the service of any girl operator,
and with none of the disadvantages of
the intercommunicating.

Get Information

The Presto-Phone has many advantages peculiar to itself, and
you can get all these together with full illustrations of the system
by writing. Ask for the No. 5 Bulletin.

Ask for literature on the Phone-Eze Telephone Bracket, and
also our Sanitary Glass Transmitter Mouth Piece.

We make everything in the telephone line.
Write us if you have any wants.

Canadian Independent Telephone Company, Ltd.
DUNCAN STREET o TORONTO
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There is nothing quite so
appetizing for Breakfast as

Fearman’s Star Brand
Bacon.

and at the present prices
there is nothing more
€conomical.

Ask your Grocer for

Fearman’s Star Brand
Made by

F W. Fearman Co., Limited,
Hamilton.

\

T

 KEPYOR
KN CLEAR

CUTICURA
SOAP

And Cuticura Ointment.
Treatment: Gently smear
the affected parts with Cuti-
cura Ointment on the end of
the finger. Wash off in five
minutes with Cuticura Soap
and hot water, and continue
bathing for some minutes.
This treatment is best on
rising and retiring. At other
times use Cuticura Soap free-
ly for the toilet and bath.

Cuticura Soap and Cuticura Ointment are sold
throughout the world. Send post-card to nearest
depot for free sample of each with 32-page book;
Newberry, 27, Charterhouse Sq., London, Eng.:
R. Towns & Co., Sydney, N.S,W.; Lennon, Ltd.,
Cape Town; Muller Maclean & Co.. Calcutta and
gogbay Potter Drug and Chem. Corp Boston,

e Men who shave and shampoo with Cuticura
Soap will find it best for skin and scalp.
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| instantly.

Why soak them and pare
them? Itbringsonly brief

relief.
Blue-jay will stop the pain
It will end the corn

completely, and in 48 hours.
It is doing that to a million

corns a month.

The chemist who invented Blue-jay
solved the whole corn problem.

Apply it, and the corn is forgotten. §

It will never pain again. Gently the
Blue-jay then loosens the corn, and in
two days the corn comes out.

No pain, no soreness, no annoyance.
And that corn will never need treatment
again.

Old-time methods will not do this.
Let no one claim they will. But Blue-
jay does it, and has done it for sixty
million corns.

Prove this to-night.

Blue-jay
For Corns
15 and 25 cents—at Druggists

|
|

Bauer & Black, Chicago and New York

Makers of Physicians’ Supplies

RIDER AGENTS WANTED

everywhere to ride and exhibit 2 sample 1914 Hyslop Bicycle
with coaster brake and alllatestimprovements. « to
~. We ship on approval

any address in Canada, v\&'ltwt any

deposit, and allow 10 D YS TRIAI.;
It will not cost you a cent ifyou are no
satisfied after using bicic'lu 10 days- ,

a bicycle, parr

DO NOT BUY 252 sims,

W\ o sundries at any ice until you

|1 receive our latest 1914

logue and have learned out special

Wy
ition.
O\ prices and attractive pl‘apDS_ll cost

Al is all it wi
% v | ONE GENT ou to write us e
postal, and c:tﬂ}:)guo and full lnfo;
\{] mation will be sent to you e
;] Postpaid by return mail D
not wait. Write it NOW. d
HYSLOP BROTHERS, Limite
Dept. G, TORONTO, Canada

___A

Washburne’s Pat. Adjustable
Paper Fasteners, used exclusively
8\ by those who desire the best in
¥ Office, Bank, School and Home. B
2 + o Made of l?rai.ss Hd nlilc’kel-Stecl- 1 o,
2 v put up in Bright Metal boxes ol
8" Your Stationer, 10, 15 20 & 25
- ’-a'f: ¥, Send 10¢ tor box of 50asscrtcc‘. Bookletfree:

- c 5 YEARLY SALE 100 MILLION.
< voe){ram  THE 0. K. MFG, CO., Syracuse, N-Ye

EMMA LOUISE ART SHO\P

/ Write for New Catalogue FREE

The most complete Catalogue of Art Needlework
EMMA LOUISE ART SHOP, Dept. 9.

and Novelties published. J
1, Belmar, N-J:

B

THE IrisH WAY

An Irish M. P. is telling a story
of a man who complained to three
friends—an Englishman, a Scoteh-
man, and an Irishman, that his ser
vant was constantly breaking china-

““What do you think I ought to d°
with her?’’ he asked plaintively.

The practical Englishman said:
“‘Dismiss her!’” But as she was
otherwise an excellent servant her
master was unwilling to do that. |

““Then take it out of her wageS,’
suggested the thrifty Scot.

“That wouldn’t do muech good,”
was the reply, ‘‘for her wages are 1ess

than the amount of damage she
does.’’ ;

““Then raise her wages!’’ said the
Irishman, promptly. — Pearson’s
Weekly.

.\‘t
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Tooth Brush tatio™
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Fight Flies With Tanglefoot!

F}‘,)_"d30tyears Talnglefoot has been America’s surest, safest, most sanitary

estroyer. It is non-poisonons, easy to use, and costs but a trifle.

k.‘iilch sheet is capable of killing 1,000 flies.. And Tanglefoot not only o TAsﬂggﬂs‘g LIJnsc?ol eatler

wl ﬁ the fly, but seals it over with a varnish that destroys the germs as wgn" slightly.  For {.est results place
ell. In buying, ask for the genuine * TANGLEFOOT "—it costs you - | TANGLEFOOT on chair mear window at

110 more and lasts twice as long as the no-name kinds sold merely as fly- | night. Lower all shades, leaving one at
Paper. or sticky fly-paper. the TANGLEFOOT window raised about a
o) foot. The early morning light attracts the

Made only by The O. & W. Thum Co., Grand Rapids, Mich. |fles }fé) the TANGLEFOOT, where they (1131'343
. o U, .
Gasoline will quickly remove Tanglefoot from clothes or furniture. 22 )
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Gives You Luxurious
2 Ceﬂts Turkish Bath At Home

Every bit as refreshing and a great deal more convenient and satisfying
than the kind you pay $2 or $3 for in Turkish Bath Establishments.

Yol

P P P e B e B

»

Don’t have any ‘‘off days.” Don't allow any
internal body-waste to get ahead of you. Keep your-
self under control—in *‘fighting condition.”  This
wonderful cabinet bath right in your own home will
give you an invigorating sweat every few days and
take all the dirt, poison and accumulation of waste
right out of your pores and make you and keep you
internally and externally clean and vigorous month
after month, year after year. Get rid of your La
Grippe, Fever, Hard Colds and Rheumatism in this
way. Its the ideal way that builds you up all over.

. You Can Add Years To Your Life
Jc‘;St by this little, systematic, careful attention to the needs of your body. You
! make yourself $uperb in health, strength and the good looks that g0 with them.

. ROBINSON CABINET MFG. CO., Ltd. Sl too 3
“““-s...

T
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You'll Need One

On Your Vacation

To keep you comfortable in the cool morning air or in the
chill of the evening. And know at the same time that your
personal appearance does not suffer,

CEETEE"

Shaker Kbnit
SWEATER COATS

made of soft Australian Merino wool combine a warmth and
dressiness which cannot be equalled,

Sleeves and pockets are knit to the body of the coat and will
not pull away as is the casé with cheap sweater coats. A high
collar is added for extra comfort which may be worn either
up or down.

A “Ceetee” Sweater Coat can be put in a corner of your
suit case and will be your most welcome travelling com-
panion. Get one today from your dealer or write us direct.

The C. Turnbull Co. of Galt Limited, 8North Water St. Galt, Ontario

Also manufacturers of *“CEETEE’’ Underclothing, Turnbull’s Ribbed Underwear for
ladies and children and Turnbull’s *‘M’’ Bands for infants.

The best surprise is always Ganong’s

/

i
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A Man'sDrink

A WomansDrink
‘ ’éjuez:yﬁ ocgyspn'n

& =

oA

Vigorously good-—-and keenly
delicious. Thirst-quenching
and refreshing,

The national beverage-—and
yours.

Demand the genuine by full name—
Nicknames encourage substitution.

THE COCA-COLA COMPANY
Atlanta, Ga.

Whenev er
You see an

ITOw think

oca-Cola,
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T0 K Ligill] ‘ There's
EEP JAMS RIGHT ||| g | "
SEAL THEM TIGHT|| G0N | Lok

A thin coating of pure, refined

iParowax

Poured over the tops of the jars will
~€ep out mould and fermentation
Ndefinitely, It's the easiest way
40d the safest way.

J “Themanwhobuilt
/ it sure knew just

what I wanted—size,
price and everything
else. No more rowing
for me. I’m going to have
some real fun out of my
rowboat. And I’m going in
and get that motor right now,
too. Then when the next good
dav comes along I’ll be ready.”

[isconsin

FaLr g0 Motor
The one absolutely and completely
efficient motor in its class.. Simple—

THE IMPERIAL 0“.. CO, Limited dependable—economical — powerful —

Put up in handy one-pound cartons.
Our cakes to a carton. Your
8rocer keeps Parowax.

T : e strong. Light—carries grip-fashion.
Oomnto Montreal Winnipeg Vancouver Instantly adjustable to any rowboat.
ttawa Quebec  Calgary Edmonton A twist of the wheel starts it. Youget

any speed—slow, for trolling, or nine
miles an hour if you’re in a hurry.
Rudder Steering—con-
stant control of the boat,
even when motor ’s
still. High Tension
Magneto Ignition
——never a miss.
A real motor—

i not a make-
shift. Made by the
same men who build
the long-famous Wis-
consin Valveless Marine
Engine.

Send for free catalog

and get the facts

Halifay St. John Regina Saskatoon

Wisconsin Machinery &
Manufacturing Co.
1553 canal St., Milwaukee, Wis.
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Avowd Confusion

[mprove Your Work

The beauty of working at an OFFICE SPECIALTY SYSTEM
DESK is that you do not have the top of your desk cluttered
up with a lot of miscellaneous matters that hinder you from
attending to affairs of immediate importance. They are filed
away in classified order in the File Drawers on your Desk—at
hand in a moment.

Matters of other than immediate importance can be filed close at hand

in a stack of Office Specialty Filing Sections—a turn in your chair and
thousands of facts are available.

Al

The Office Specialty Filing Equipment Catalog from which to select your
Record-Keeping Requirements is yours for the asking.
Write for your copy now.

MAKERS OF HIGH GRADE FILING CABINETS

FFICE SPECIALTY MFG.(®.

OFe,
5@ H
S AND OFFICE FURNITURE IN STEEL AND WOGD
¥ /ANAD A

Largest Makers of Filing Devices in the British Empire.

Head Office: 97 WELLINGTON STREET WEST, TORONTO

Branches: Montreal, Ottawa, Halifax, Winnipeg, Regina, e ——
l Calgary, Edmonton and Vancouver.

Factories: Newmarket, Ont.
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| 0110 Panteos
faﬁ 0 ll;ruz;less

;“ Why are you beating that poor man ?"”
Aw, he says war is brutal, an’ I say it ain't."—Masses

ArL 1IN THE FIRE

The following story is told by a
teacher who was giving language les-
Sons to a class of small boys. She
Would write a short sentence on the
blackboard and then ask the pupils
10 define the words, says, the Na-
onal Monthly. One day she wrote

€ word disarrange, and called for
2 definition of it. The faces of the
OYS wore a puzzled look and each
glanced at the other, wondering what
lite Meaning might be. Presently a

tle Ttalian boy raised his hand.
..JVell, Nicolo,”” said the teacher.
donta zackly known, buta it has
A Something to do with a stove.’”’
th » Mo, you are mistaken,’’ said
1€ teacher. ‘“What makes you think

28 something to do with a stove?”’
écause efrey mornin’ when my
‘he getta up to maka de fire, he

am-a-dis-a-range.’ ”’

S
7%

Poar;edhavmg John Knox’s house

Gabin g out to hlm. by an Edmburgh

eged n, an Amemcan visitor is al-

to have exclaimed : ‘‘John Knox !

1‘813]1(; VV;’&S }‘1‘8?” To which cabbie’s

T as: ““Good heavpns, man! Did
Ver read your Bible?”’

T

ROAD TO HEALTH

For more than twenty years thou-
sands of sufferers in all parts of the
world have been relieved of all forms
of sickness through the use of
Oxydonor, which revitalizes the en-
tire body, giving new life and vigor
to those wasted by disease.

@v@mﬂz’;

will relieve you no matter what your
disease may be called. Easily ap-
plied—lasts a life time. Our Free
Book tells all details.

‘“ Have used Oxydonor jfor thirteen years, It
has cured me and my family of Rheumatism,
Lumbago, La Grippe, Pneumonia and other
serious complaints.”
Mrs. A, E. Edgecombe,
131 Gore Vale Avenue, Toronto, Ont
Dec. 16, 1913.

““Oxydonor has relieved me of Sciatic Rheuma-
tism of over 20 years standing.”
Mrs. G, Jordan,
373 Victoria Ave.,

Apr. 19, 1913, Westmount, Montreal.

Beware of fraudulent imitations—
the genuine are stamped ‘with the
name—Dr H. Sanche. Look for
this name.

SEND COUPON TO-DAY FOR
" FREE BOOK
DR. H. SANCHE & CO.

Dept. 11
364 St. Catherine St. W,

Montreal, Can.
— &

o

489 Fifth Avenue °

W e
New York, v R T2




Fit Your Machine
Columbia or Victor

85 cents each is the price of a
full thousand ten inch Columbia
Double-Disc Records—quality, tone,
reproduction and durability un-
excelled and so guaranteed to you.
Other Columbia records all the way
up to $7.50. Ask for catalogs.

DANCE

If you think you have danced to the best
dance music that your talking machine
can produce, have your dealer play any
one of these :—any dealer should be able
to supply them, and every Columbia dealer
certainly has them ready now.

TANGOS. If you can keep your feet still
when you hear them you are music proof.
A-1463-10 inch, 85c.; A-1466-10 inch, 85c.;
A-5526-12 inch, $1.25. ONE STEPS AND
TURKEY TROTS. Fullof the rythm and spi-
rit of the dance itself. A-1307-10inch,83c.;
A-5496-12 inch, $1.25 ; A-1458-10inch, 85c.
BOSTON AND HESITATION WALTZES.
You will never be too tired when these
waltzes areplayed. A-5194-12 inch, $1.25;
A-5525-12 inch, $1.25; A-1460-10 inch,85c.

O
Ave,Toronto,Ont. ® G
30 Cents Enclosed ..‘3‘

Send me your special
sample record with “Good
Night, Little Girl, Good-
Night” on one side and the
- musical experiment on the other,
And give me the name of the
nearest Columbia dealer.

The
Columbia Grafonola ‘‘ Favorite’’ $65 °

Favorite in name and favorite in fact.
Other Columbia, Grafonolas from $32.50
to $630,

~Iowna
NAME
ADDRESS

Columbia Graphophone Co.

365-367 Sorauren Avenue
TORONTO Ont.
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KEEP COOL

Comfortable and Dressy by wearing a pair
of light

Remember e Refuse |
the name. substitutes.
COATLESS
SUMMER SUSPENDER

Out-o-site under your shirt. Hold trousers
up and shirt down, giving neat shirt-waist
effect, Made large size to fit those wearing
trousers low at the waist—adjustable to any
size.

LOOK FOR NAME “KING” oN BUCKLES
Firnee

2 button loops, fasten 1 at éach side, as picture.
3 button loops, fasten 1 at each side, 1 at back.
4 butto? loops, fasten 1 at each side, 2 at back.
50c. at your dealer’s, or postpaid anywhere
on receipt of 50c.
State Style, and Name of Dealer.
THE KING SUSPENDER CO. Toronto, Can.

Poisonous Matches

In less than two years it will be unlawful to. buy

or to use Poisonous White Phosphorous Matches.

Everybody should henceforth use
Eddy’s Non-poisonous
“SESQUI” MATCHES

and thus insure safety in the home.
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The James Smart Mfg.
Co. Limited

BROCKVILLE, Ont. WINNIPEG, Man.

Don’t Worry and Stay
Awake Nights

thinking how you can warm your home.

THE

Kelsey Warm
Air Generator

is the heater you want—you want the best,
IT IS THE BEST. Its corrugated sec-
tions with large warming surface—its long
indirect fire travel—its positive ¢aP
attachment, conveying warmed, mild aif
to most distant rooms —its small consump~
tion of fuel—its durability, are some ©
its chief features. Every pound of co2
it uses does its work. There is no waste:

Our booklet, to be had for the asking, tells' you
all about it, and gives genuine Kelsey opinions.
Read them,

flash.

Toronto Office = :

FOR HOME BUILDING

Milton Fireflash Brick is Particularly Desirable.

MILTON BRICK

“A Genuine Milton Brick Has The Name “MILTON” on it.”

are of two distinct styles—red fireflash and buff fire-
The colors—being natural to the shale—are
permanent and not effected by climate or weather, .

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO. -
; MILTON, ONTARIO
Agents for Fiske Tapestry Brick.

Dept. D.

- 50 Adelaide Street W.
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CHILDREN TEETHING

BABY IS VERY COMFORTABLE AND
LAUGHS DURING THE TEETHING
PERIOD. THANKS TO

MRs. WINSLOW'S

SooTHING SYRUP
PURELY VEGETABLE—NOT NARCOTIC

\

& Condensed
Billing
Underwood
TYPewriter

yvlll often save
Its cost in a
€W months.

~ United
Ty Pewriter
°mPany, Ltd.

o aj] Canadian Cities
T Heaq Office:
Oronto.

T

-
A Perfume for the
Most Refined Taste

A leader amongst leaders.
After being in use for

NEARLY A CENTURY

Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA
WATER

is just as popular as ever
- BECAUSE:"

I'I' is a Floral Extract of
absolute purity and
enduring fragrance ;

| it refreshes and revives as
does no other Perfume ;
it is delightfulin the Bath
@ and the finest thing after
¥ Shaving: because it 18, in
fact, the most reliable
and satisfactory Toilet
§ Perfume made, 3 33 i3

il Ask your Druggist for it
§  Accept no Substitute!
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| Clark’s Pork and Beans

Plain Sauce Chili Sauce ' Tomato Sauce

A - palatable and nourishing meal pre-
pared from the highest grade beans and :
flavoured with delicious sauces.

Cooked to perfection and requiring to
be warmed for a few minutes only, they
provide an ideal summer dish and save
you the labour and discomfort of pre-
paration in a hot kitchen.

The 2’s tall size is sufficient for an
ordinary family.

W. CLARK, Limited - - Montreal l

FLAVOR
SAVOR

only ISYRUP

Genuine

All come from one

bottle of & '
Beware of
Imitations Sold M A P L E I N E |
on the Merits ||  FLAVOR o driney. docions qunity, for cobe

f SAVOR and zest for dozens of dishes—baked beans’

sweet potatoes, meats, soups and sauces,
SYRUP rich and creamy, is made by adding Maple-

(o)
’ ine to cane sugar and hot water—no boiling. Simple
and economical.
2 OZ' BOTTLEI50c

GET IT FROM YOUR GROCER OR WRITE

: Crescent Manufacturing Co. 2EET3 K. wn
Send 2c. stamp for receipt book

i o -
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More Heat With

Less Coal

c(,’n?e arrangement of water surfaces and the

s "“l‘llstlop of the fire-pot actually enables a

Witease boiler to produce a better, quicker heat,
a smaller consumption of Coal.

It pays for itself by the coal it saves.”’

th}_;you Want a comfortable and healthy home
< ystugh the. Winter months, instal a chse
Bk em. Write us about it today. Our Engin-

ng Department will help you free.

PEASE FouNDRY COMPANY.

LIMITE

TORONTO, ONT:
Bl‘anches: Hamilton, Winnipeg, Vancouver
Works : Brampton, Ont.
1238

|

Cromwell Pattern

- This pattern has achieved
* marked populanty.” The
~ delicate lines of ornamen-

tation result in a design of

beauty and simplicity that
* 1s.combined with strength
~and durability. :

1847 ROGERS BROS.

“* Silver Plate that Wears "’

grade of silver plate,

guarantee made possible
by an actual test of over
65 years. - Sold by lead-

" ing dealers. Send -
for catalogue.

MERIDEN

BRITANNIA CO.
~ Limited’ -
HAMILTON, ONTARIO {§

MERIDEN, CONN.
NEW YORK ' CHICAGO
SAN FRANCISCO

" The World's Largest Makers
 of Sterling Silver and Plate.

£ ; . *
. 18 m‘ade in the heaviest |

] backed with an unqualified || |
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GRASP THIS WONDERFUL OFFER
Nothing to equal it was ever attempted

ACT AT ONCE—Secure Your LOT in this RICH, WONDERFUL
Country—NOW. THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE, Canada’s acknow-
ledged leading monthly is making this exceptional offer to you.

Subscribe to the Canadian Magazine for two years at the regular price and receive a lot
33 x 120 feet in East New Hazelton AT COST.

EVERY NEW SUBSCRIBER WILL POSITIVELY RECEIVE A LOT. A

G.T.P.R. STATION, NEW HAZELTON, B. C.

MAKE YOUR RESERVATION NOW

East New Hazelton adjoins the well established town ot New Hazelton, in a district immensely wealthy in coal and
a variety of minerals, and fringed by some of the most productive farm country in the world. Lots in this very neighbor™
hood are now selling from $150.00 to $1,500.00 and prices are increasing rapidly.

GRASP THIS UNIQUE OPPORTUNITY NOW.
There are no strings to this offer, the reputation of the Canadian Magazine is your ample guarantee that every
statement made here is genuinely true.
THIS GENEROUS OFFER WILL STAND A THOROUGH INVESTIGATION.
The Canadian Magazine is in the publishing business and not in the real estate business, but is offering these lotsas
a special inducement to get your subscription.

THIS IS A SIMPLE AND DEFINITE PROPOSITION.

Mapager Premium Dept., InVCStigate this Offer
59 Youge St NOW

Toronto,
Kindly send me complete information in

regarfcfi to lots_tihn East New Hazelton, yp\; Write Manage;’, Premiumt
are offering with your magazine as a specia 3
premium inducement. Defartment, The Canadian

IR IV et s el e Magazine, 302 Webster Bldg.»
e A s 53 Yonge St., Toronto, Can
—
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Teach the Boys How to Shoot.

There is no better sport than shooting at a mark, and general
knowledge of shooting is our country's strongest protection.

end The “Ross " Cadet Rifle has been adopted by the Government for Cadet Corps—a sufficient

Orsation of its quality, and it is now offered also for general sale.

It is the best all round gun for boys.
si hoots .22 shorts or long, or .22 long rifle cartridge; is accurate and has perfected adjustable
ghts fpr which no extra charge is made.
W his rifle is suitable for any game except the largest, and, while a single shot, its action

femarkably quick.
Price only $12.00
Other models Ross Rifles from $25.00

RO R ﬂ Send for full illustrated catalogue.
8s Rj 5 < e e -

e Co. Quebec
\\

fnnning

e
Mpetition is fierce. It grows keener every day.”

Onl
o an);,:,he sturdy man, with active brain and well-nourished body,
Pe to succeed in these strenuous times.

T

E:‘kzc“ e of the body and the brain will take care of itself.

nest °”r‘5h{ng__food. Drink O’Keefe's Pilsener Lager—the
of aJl liquid foods.

b O’KEEFE’S PILSENER LAGER

reStOresn l;]ositive food values. Delicious in flavor, mildly stimulating, it
bodyf the flagging strength and energy, re-invigorating mind and
or the day’s work,

rder
2 case at your dealer’s to-day.

3
Your dealer vy
will 2 i . will
e supplieq = ,0:1 - got supply you, ‘phone us Main 4202 and we see that you

374

O‘KEEFE BREWERY CO LIMITED TORONTO




58

/CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Ask for a Free Tria
of This Self-heating Iron

The "“Ideal” is the most perfect self heating sad-iron that has
yet been devised. It is simpie in construction—consisting of
a few parts that are indestructable to ordinary wear. Itis
certain in operation and safe to handle. It will do four to
five hours heavy ironing with one filling, at a cost of only a
fraction of a cent an hour.

This self heating sad-iron is as handy and reliable as an elec-
tric iron. But it is not operated by electricity. It uses only
a small quantity of gasoline. It is greatly superior, from every
consideration, to the ordinary stove-heated sad-iron, or irons
which burn charcoal. There is twenty years service in the
‘* Ideal” Iron.

Send us your name and address and we will give you the
name of the Hardware Dealer who will demonstrate to you
how the ‘‘Ideal’” Irom is operated and loan you one for ten
days FREE TRIAL. If you are not satisfied you may return
it without any charge whatsoever. But if you have once used
this iron you will no longer be bothered with the old fashioned
iron you have used in the past.

Taylor - Forbes Cdmpany, Limited

Guelph, Ontario
Vancouver Office: 1070 Homer Street

W

I
N
I
4
F
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The Secret of Beauty

A Masterpiece in Color
by C. Allen Gilbert the well known artist

We will be glad to send to all users of Gourard’s
Oriental Cream a copy of Mr, Gilbert’s beauti-
ful painting, entitled “The Secret of Beauty,” in panel
form, 11 x 22 inches. It is a splendid reproduction,
on highly coated paper, of one of the girl's figures
M. Gilbert is noted for, and is not marred by any
printed matter which would prevent framing. Send
10c. in stamps to cover wrapping and postage. We
are confident you will be highly pleased with the pic-
ture and calendar and find it a valued addition to
your library or den.

FERD. T. HOPKINS & SONS, Props.
37 Great Jones Street - New York

i Never k; i
new ol S .
mi:lAde % istake“’,'o d Simpson acknowledge that he had

“Realt I did once”

“ He - Y. How did it happen?”

ut the lighted end of his cigar in his mouth”
—The Sketch

Waar He WaNTED
ee{éeg\!uebec shoe-dealer recently re-
T the following order from a
SAch-speaking customer :
litt] (%u will put some shoes on my
iy Jamlhes like 1:h1sZ and send by
ey S&}Emeson, the carrier: One man,
one o Jean (me), forty-two years;
forty_ (;Jman, Sophie St. Jean (she),
Nore ne years; Hermedes and Le-
toen, Nineteen years; Honore, eigh-
Narcfzears ; Celina, seventeen years;
S 8¢, Octavia, and Phyllis, six-
Phiniyears; .Ohve, fourteen years;
tWelvé)pa’ thirteen years; Alexandre,
iy %’ears; Roana, eleven years;
Eugen’ €n years; Pierre, nine years;
o & We lose him; Edouard, and
Camg) Seven years; Adrien, six years;

Osql)lﬁe, Ve years; Zoel, four years;
Murig)’ three years; Moise, two years;

foot  yone year; Hilaire, he go bare-
: OW mueh ¢’
She. «
n‘fVeI('e .h.. .‘NO’ Jack, I fear we could
Want me appy; you know, I always
He. » VD way in everything.”
on Wa‘nt' ut, darling, you could go
~Bost Ing it after we are married.”’
on Transcript,

T

Convenience Itself

People never realize how many uses
there are for a Peerless Folding Table
until some friend produces one from
who-knows-where and sets it up,
almost like magic.

Peerless Folding Table

Here is a table light as a camp stove
and strong enough to hold half a ton
without a quiver. Fold up the legs
fmd you can stow it out of the way
in a moment.

The style of table you want is in
our illustrated catalogue No. 2.
Write for a FREE copy to-day.

HOURD & COMPANY, LIMITED

Sole Licensees and Manufacturers

LONDON - - ONT.
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48,  Traveller's
AN :
\ Inquiry
Department

Subscribers to the Canadian Magazine

who are contemplating a trip for busi-

ness or ple_aaure, either at home or
abroad, are invited to write us for free

information concerning routes, hotels, etc.

Suggesticns for travel can be found in
the following pages, and should further
information be desired it can be ob-

tained by addressing

The Canadian Magazine
Travel -Bureau

TORONTO

; i w. ol
200-206 Adelaide Sh“chNAD‘ )

\
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NIAGARA %.SEA

 RICHELIZU £ ONIARIO DIVISION
See Canada First

BEGIN your vacation on the
historic and picturesque St.
Lawrence. No other water voy-
age in North America provides so
Many charms and interesting
atures as the wonderful trip from
lagara to the Sea.

Niagarz Falls—Toronto—Lake
Ntario—Thousand Islands—St.
awrence Rapids — Montreal —

uebec — Murray Bay— Tadousac
aguenay River— Canyon—Capes
finity and Eternity—Laurentian
Ountains.

N

N s

N
N T e e
NN
=

b A charming panorama of lofty cliffs
€autiful bays, and quaint French settle-

Ments,

- Lor Darticulars, apply any ticket or tourist

€ or send six cents postage for illustrated
Suide.  Aggyess e

Canada Steamship
Lines, Limited

Passenger Department

MONTREAL

— : o =
\cazies 77, nityga@ernitgg;&guggazkzv—e_r/ C”anya\rL '_\\

—_—

T
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Canadian Northern Steamships,

LIMITED
R.M.S. ROYAL EDWARD R.M.S. ROYAL GEORGE
Montreal — Quebec — Bristol
SET A NEW STANDARD IN ACCOMMODATION
\ Cabines de Luxe With Private Baths

(See exact reproduction above)

For reservations, literature and information apply to offices of the Company
Toronto, Ont.; Montreal, Que ; Winnipeg, Man.

QUEBEG GENTRAL RAILWAY

The only line running throﬁgh Pullman
cars between

Quebec and Boston

Through Pullman Buffet cars between

Quebec and New York

and through Pullman Parlor cars between

Quebec and Portland

passing through the heart of the

White Mountains

Dining or Buffet car service on
all trains

For timetables and further information
apply to
J. H. Walsh, - E. O. Grundy,

General Manager Gen. Passenger Agent

B-2 SHERBROOKE, QUE.
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GRAND A Thoroughly Universal Vacation Territory

ayTd HIGHLANDS OF ONTARIO

INCLUDING

RanwAaY
Muskoka Lakes, Lake of Bays, Algonquin Provincial Park,
Timagami, Georgian Bay, Etc.

SYSTEM

Nominigan Camp—Algonquin Park

15 b
b. Salmon Trout Caught in
Lake of Bays

A  Vista in Muskoka Lake District

Spend Your Summer Holidays in One of Q
these Delightful Territories

REACHED IN PALATIAL TRAINS OVER THE

GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY SYSTEM

Id
Splendid Fishing

%Trips Good Hotel Accommodation

Fin
ab“:xs;asummer playgrounds in America. The lover of outdoors will find here in
aff ice all things which make roughing it desirable. Select the locality that will
i]lustraty Ot the greatest amount of enjoyment and send for free folders, beautifully
Casy o ead, describing these out-of-the-ordinary-resorts. All this recreation paradise.
ccess. Address C. E. Horning, Union Station, Toronto; J. Quinlan, Bona-

€nty 5
‘e Station, Montreal or any Agent of the Company.
H. G. ELLIOTT,

G.T, BELL,
Passenger Traffic Manager, General Passenger Agent,
MONTREAL.

MONTREAL.

T
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Warm Days

Cool Nights

OCEAN | RIVER
Nova Scotia
Boating | New Brunswick
- Bathing :
Yachiing Prince Edward | Every
S er
Fishing Island e
: : Enjoyment
Tennis
Are described in a beautifully =
illustrated book of 300 pages
LAKE STREAM
4

“SUMMER PROVIN CES

BYTHE. SEA

Send 15c. in stamps for a copy fto,

General Passenger Agent,

Canadian Government Railways, 3
Moncton, New Brunswic®
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“OVER THE
SEVEN SEAS”

A handsome illustrated booklet that tells the story of

Present-day travel de Luze AROUND THE

WORLD, with suggestions for the coming season,

and the details of COOK’S 43rp ANNUAL SERIES
RS,

" EUROPE

F{f_"e Series of Tours, long and short, including the best
21 vurope.  Leisurely travel, best leadership, fully in-
usive fares, exclusive features.

INCLUSIVE INDEPENDENT TOURS

E;O_Vldmg pre-arranged, unacrompanied travel for in-

icv’d"als. families and private parties in Europe, Amer-

eta' Orient, Etc. Tickets, hotels, sightseeing, guides,
€ arranged for in advance.

f
|
\
|
|

ROUND

‘THE,

WORLD

VER the Seven Seas to the

four corners of the earth.
The *‘grand trip,” indescrib-
ably interesting.  Europe,
Mediterranean, Egypt, India,
Ceylon, Java, Japan, China,
Philippines, Hawaii, etc. In-
dependent trips, first class
throughout. Start any time,
any place, either direction.
The price is the same. Tickets

good two years,

North German loyd Travelers Checks
6 5 Good All Over the World

Send for Program desired

.0‘“' complete chain of 160 Offices
In all parts of the world furnishes

sy, e Write f9r
Unequalled facilities for travelers. Jup Booklet “M”
THOS. COOK & SON
. ” 3
%?ggREAL—SSO St. Catherine Street West oe’;‘%‘::‘fwsz’ﬁgmy;iﬂ" NORTH

NTO—Traders Bank Bldg., 65 Yonge St.

NEgV YORK (4 offices) BOSTON, PHILADELPHIA,
HICAGO, SAN FRANCISCO, LOS ANGELES.

Cook’s Traveler’s Cheques Are Good All Overthe World,

H. Claussenius & Co., Chicago GERmN
Robert Capelle, San Francisco A
Central National Bank, St. Loui

Alloway & Champion, Winnipeg

‘“The Coast Line to Mackinac”
5 i 1 ”
- D Mackinac Island Is Calling You

Where the waters of Lake Michigan meet Lake Huron, lies this historic summer resort
of the north country. It was never so beautiful as now. The cool breezes, the beauti-
_Wlscenery, the primeval woods, and smiling waters, with rowing, sailing, fishing, bathing,
golfing and sight-seeing, furnish endless amusement for every minute of your stay.
Ist class hotel accommodations and boarding houses at reasonable rates. For
feCreation and rest, Mackinac Island is the ideal spot.

SIX TRIPS WEEKLY

fi‘.Om Detroit to Mackinac Island. Special Steamer, two trips weekly from Cleveland @
1rect to Mackinac Island, making no stops enroute except at Detroit every trip.
18 18 a particular steamer for particular people. No extra fare charged, and sale of tickets limited to

OZS:nE.Capacny of steamer. Direct connections at Detroit with

v Line Steamers.

DO&R':‘lTOHd Tickets are available for transportation on
« Line steamers between Detroit and Buffalo or Detroit and

ing rOu?d' either direction. Information regard-

i“\lstr €S and rates furnished on request. PAor

i 4ted pamphlet and Great Lakes map, write

inclyg
Cluding two cent stamp to

Detroit & Cleveland Navigation Co.

40 Wayne Street,
DETROIT, MICHIGAN
};Hlup

H. McMILLAN, Pres.
i LSQHQN'1~Z, Vice-Pres. and Gen’] Mgr.
* LEWIS, Gen’] Pass, Agent.
4l p, &
New Thirg g,

sle

Clevely

Steamers arrive and depart from
nue Wharf, Detroit.
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The Pleasure of Travelling

depends largely upon the facility with which the necessary funds
can be carried. A supply of the Travellers’ Cheques issued
by The Bank of British North America and obtainable at moderate
cost at all of its numerous establishments, provides a safeguar
against the difficulties and annoyances sometimes experienced by
Travellers in obtaining funds in foreign parts. The Cheques are
self-identifying, and in addition to being negotiated by Banks and
Hotels at every point ashore, are readily accepted on Steamshlps
in payment of Accounts.

THE BANK OF BRITISH NORTH AMERICA

CAPITAL (Fully Paid) $4,866,666 .. Reserve Fund $3,017,333
Head Office:—LONDON, ENG, .. Head Office in Canada:—MONTREAL
H. B. MACKENZIE, General Manager, Montreal

Stay at New York’s $5,000,000 Hotel

Right in the hub of the shopping, theatre and business districts. Six
hundred rooms. Four hundred baths. Three restaurants. Everything that
the most exacting guest could demand in comfort, convenience and attention
will be found at the

Hotel Martinique

Broadway and 32nd Street

CHARLES LEIGH TAYLOR, WALTER S. GILSON,
President. Vice-President.
WALTER CHANDLER, Jr.,

Manager.

A pleasant room and bath for $2.50 per day. The best of food at the most moderate prices.
Two special features are the $1.50 table d'hote dinner and the 60c club breakfast—
the best in the city. A special welcome to Canadian guests, who can have reservations
made without cost or obligation, by wire or mail, through our Dominion advertising agents

Sells Limited,

Shaughnessy Building, ® - g Montreal

R
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Allan Line Steamship Go., Ltd.

Quebec Montreal Montreal Montreal Boston Philadelphia
Liverpool Liverpool Havre-London Glasgow Glasgow Glasgow

New Steamships ‘“ALSATIAN” and “CALGARIAN"

Quadruple Screws. 18,000 Tons.  Turbine Engines. i
[

LARGEST and FINEST STEAMERS CANADIAN ROUTE

TO EUROPE IN 1914

on these “passenger” ships par excellence provides

A NEW EXPERIENCE IN OCEAN TRAVEL

The magnificent accommodation includes Dining Saloon (60 ft. x 70 ft.); Smoking Rooms,
Library ; Card Room ; Grill Room ; Lounge (18 ft. high in centre); Gymnasium;
Passenger Elevators; Telephone System

sleeping Apartments comprise staterooms en suite, including bedroom, sitting rooms,
private toilet and bathroom—also a large number of ONE BERTH ROOMS.

Orchestra of Skilled Musicians Carried.

For further information, reservations, tickets, etc., apply LOCAL AGENTS or

H. & A. ALLAN, General Agents
2 St. Peter St., MONTREAL 675 St. Catharine St. W.

. THE ALLAN LINE W. R. ALLAN,
3295 King St. West, Toronto, Ont. General Western Agent
: 0 Homer Street, Vancouver, B. C. 364 Main Street, Winnipeg. Man.

.“
“’--------’- s SRR RN S MR R AT S UBE.

-
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: ' e : - TAKE THE
3' o o Water Way

TO

N o
Winnipeg
(Great Lakes Route)
SARNIA, PORT ARTHUR, DULUTH
All the principal ceatresin MANITOBA, SASKATCHEWAN and ALBERTA are served by the

Canadian Northern Railway

Convenient night trains with electric lighted sleeping cars from Port Arthur and Duluth to
Winnipeg.

Trains from Duluth serve the Dawson Trail through the Quetico Forest
Reserve and Rainy Lake District.

ANADIAE
/

For literature and information apply to General Passenger Depts.

68 King Street E., 225 St. James Street, Union Station
TORONTO, Ont. MONTREAL, Que. WINNIPEG, Man.

LONG DISTANCE TELEPHONE., FIFTEENTH SEASON

STOP AT THE

HOTEL PONCE D:LEON

and Annex when at

ATLANTIC CITY

Virginla Avenue and the Beach

The Hotel Ponce De Leon is newly furnished throughout with rare
taste, and possesses all modern requisites for convenience and com-
fort of guests. :

Hot and cold sea water baths. European and American Plan.

A BOOKLET will be gladly furnished on application.

Rates, running from $12.50 to $30 per week, according to location of the rooms.
Official Hotel American Motor League and the International Automobile League.

Garage Capacity, 200 Machines.

N. H. WAGNER, Proprietor. ALFRED B. GRINDROD, Manager-
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CANADIAN PACIFIC

FROM OGEAN TO OCEAN

EATLANTIC FLEET = PACIFIC FLEET
HOTEL SYSTEM
FAST TRAINS FROM COAST TO COAST

ARE AT YOUR SERVICE

The Canadian Pacific offers to the travelling Public,
service and equipment second to none. They build,
own and operate their Compartment Observation
Cars, Standard Sleepers, Dining Cars, Coaches and
Motive Power. ¢

The Canadian Pacific own and operate a line of
palatial hotels along the Railway from the Atlantic
to the Pacific, thus affording their patrons every
Possible comfort.

The Canadian Pacific can ticket you Around the
World, and enable you to travel over two-thirds of
the World's journey on their own trains and steam-
Ships.

Those contemplating Sa tripjof any nature may obtain full par-
ticulars and literature from any C. P. R. Ticket Agent, or write

M. G. MURPHY ODISTRICT PASSENGER AGENT TORONTO
e —

-
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‘Juban Sale”

The Name Behind the Goods is Your Guarantee for the Quality.

Wardrobe Trunks

Travellers who appreciate comfort, convenience and capacity in their
baggage needs, are loudest in their praise of the ‘¢ Julian Sale ” line of
Wardrobe Trunks—the most modernly appointed—best finished—
strongest and perfectly fitted trunks on the market today. The illus-
tration represents the

Steamer Wardrobe Trunk

and to the person contemplating a sea voyage it certainly will prove itself the best
of travelling companions—its capacity seems next to incredible when you know just
what can be conveniently and carefully packed away in it. .

A full description of the fittings and appointments in a specially prepared booklet.
Write jfor it.

$45.00 and $60.00
The Julian Sale Leather Goods Company, Limited

105 King Street West Toronto

4
b .
¢

-
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P i : [ N
H 0 T E L B E L L Ev u E R' RUNNEFELU, Gen. Managen |
=
DRESDEN
Unique position, world renowned, very selecl.
All modern and sanitary comfort. Apartments and single bedrcoms with
private baths and toilet attached. The favorite home of English and
American society. Auto garage, separately locked boxes.
Tariff and booklet can be obtained from
R CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL DEPARTMENT = TORONTO
e
————

Send for ThisInteresting

and [nstructive
Book on

TRAVEL

It is Entirely FREE

ACCOUNT BOOKS

All Sizes and Descriptions.

Our Peerless Make
Unsurpassed.

LOOSE LEAF

LEDGERS, BINDERS and SHEETS. || Just

Off We expect a greater de-

mand for this 40 page,

I S P PRI CE the illustrated booklet =on
i Press travel, than has ever

been known for any

and other ever published for free distribution.
M EM O B O O KS Mothersill's Travel Book tells you what to take on a
journey and what not to take—how to pack and how to best care

for vour baggage and gives exact information as to checking
facilities, weights, etc., in foreign countries—gives tables of

or Every Business and Pl'ofession- money values—distances from New York—tells when, who and
how much, to “tip.” In fact this booklet will be found invaluable

a to all who travel or are contemplating taking a trip in this

E country or abroad.

g Published by the proprietors of the famows Mothersill's
.= Seasick Remedy as a practical hand book for travelers.

This edition is limited so we suggest that you send your
Note our New Address name and address at once, and receive a copy. (A postal will

1 . ring it.) Please address our Detroit office for this booklet.
Simcoe, Pearl and Adelaide Sts., || ™ MOTHERSILL REMEDY CO.

TORONTO 453 Henry Smith Bldg. Detroit, Mich.
e — - Alo at 19 St. Bride Street, London, England
\ Branches in Montreal, New York, Paris, Milan and Hamburg

COLLECTIONS| TNVESTING FOR PROFIT FREE

FOR SIX MONTHS. It is worth $10 a copy to any one
intending to invest any money, however small, who has in-

r ,vested money unprofitably, or who can save $5.00 or more per
DEBTS COLLECTED EVERY- month, but who hasn’t learned the art of investing for propﬁt.
WHERE. No collection no ;It demonstrates the real earning power of money, the knowl«
K 5 3 edge financiers and bankers hide from the masses. - It reveals
charge. American-Vancouver Mer- the enormous v{oﬂts blanker:‘ make and shows how to make the
L} . ‘same profits. It explains how stupendous fortunes are made
cantile Agency) 336 Hastmgs and why made, how 31.00(? grows to $22,000. To introduce my
Street West, Vancouver, B. C. magazine, write me now. I'll send it six months absolutely FREE,

H. L. BARBER, Pub. R 176, 26 W. Jackson Blvd., CHICAGO, ILL.

"GURD'S” Ginger Ale “GURD’S” Caledonia Water

C There is nolhing quite like either. for bothare ‘“‘THE BEST’’
HARLES GURD & CO., Limited - - - MONTREAL

-
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Tl N ew
Kodak Jr.

With all
the Kodak

vefinements

ASY to operate, and soithin and compact that it

is pocketed without inconvenience. Equipped with
new Kodak Ball Bearing shutter with cable release,
for time and bulb exposures, and for speeds of ; and
5 with No. 1, and for %, s and % of a second with
No. 1A. New style back, easily removed for quick
reloading. Choice of meniscus achromatic or Rapid
Rectilinear lens; has automatic focusing lock; collapsible,

reversible finder and two tripod sockets.

No. 1, size of pictures, 2 x 3% inches, meniscus achromatic lens, $ 7.50

Ditto, with Rapid Rectilinear lens, s = - - - - 9.00
No. 1A, size of pictures, 2% x 4% inches, meniscus achromatic lens. 9.00
Ditto, with Rapid Rectilinear lens, - - - - - - 11,00

Catalogue free at your dealer's or by mail.

CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited, Toronto.

j‘\




\>TH[' UNIVERSAL CAR

o

They buy it for what it does.
That’s why the Ford s serv-
ar.t of more than 530,000.
It holds the world’s record for
all’ round dependability. And
it’s the lightest—the strong-
est—the most economical car
on the market. And don’t
forget the service. :

$600 for the runabout; $650 for the touring
ear and $900 for the town car f.o.b Ford, Ont..
complete with equipment. Get catalog and
particulars from any branch—or from

FORD MOTOR CO., LTD.
FORD, ONT.,

S

85 ve MARK YOUR LINEN WITH : CASH’S
s“hscrlptlon Agents Wanted WOVEN NAME-TAPES
. Required by schools and colleges.
€1 ther M en or Women Your full name in fast color thread can be woven into fine white
cambric tape. $2.00 for 12 doz., $1.25 for 6 doz., 85c tor 3

t doz. These margin 'S mgi'le than save their cost by prevent{ng
. R i . laundry losses. Orders filled in a week through your dealer,
M ake SUbSCrlphons for the Canadian or write for samples and order blanks, direct to
laga,; : J. & CASH, Ltd.
8azine, Easy, pleasant and profitable 301C St. Ja'mes st;L;t 2.5 Montredl, Can:

Wo ; ; :
o Try this out in your town and if you

are Z 5
Successfull we will give you exclusive

terr:
fitory, Good openings for the right people.

Write now for Particulars. w”ﬁ? ﬁou‘élli"iyfst”nﬁ.EEﬁ EGDARE
C No S ting — Feels Fine— Act, ickly.
ANADIAN MAGAZINE Try i for Rod, Weak, Watery Eyes and Gra:
200 A delaid s ula.te(%w Ey«_z]ids‘. Illusnratect‘l gogk in eaé):h gack-
\e t, West, % Toronto. Dot a“Pasent Med; o Bo"_but used in suggessstgl;i

Physicians’ Practice for many years. Now dedi-
cated to the public and sold by Drug%lsts at %c

and 60c Per Bottle. Murine Hye Salvein Aseptic
I Tubes, 26¢c and b0c. Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago
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THE GREAT MASTERS

A i

THE motor car could have gotten along with”
out DUNLOP TRACTION TREAD—but not so y&ll'

If DUNLOP TRACTION TREADS had not come into beifé’
motorists would still be looking for protection from skidding '
a tire that would never rim-cut; and that would adapt itself
to every car, every load, because it had sixty-six cubic inche€®
greater air capacity.

In the generality of causes, DUNLOP TRACTION TREAD has sold mor?
cars than any other single source. Tires make or mar the pleasure 2
driving. A standarized safety-ensuring tire like DUNLOP TRACTIO

TREAD means auto prespects can be made to forget their an’cicip?"t"’d
fears about skidding, punctures, rim-cutting, and go ahead and buy the car:

4

A
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EeaAse A TE8: b
The Willys-Overland of Canada
Limited

H milto - - Ont.
$1250 nmplelely equipped $1425 with
d ncralor

etcclricaarleran ge.

Prices f.o bHam'lto
Distributors of the fam Dldﬂl
Wagons hfd dWHy Utility Tru k
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Not only is this sturdy little motor a boon
to father on his hunting or fishing trips—it §
also holds a thousand joys and pleasures for
mother and the children. On hot, sultry sum-
mer days, when father is at work, they can safely
venture out with their row-boat-launch and enjoy
the cool, refreshing breezes from o’er the water.

When father gets home at night—warm and tired—
there’s nothing so refreshmg. so invigorating, so
productive of & good night's rest as a spin with a

(&ille Portable Boat Motor

under the moonhght skies. It attaches to any row boat by E=E3
turning two thumb screws and drives it 7 to 9 miles an hour fg

or slow enough to troll. Steers with a folding,

stone-dodging rudder [Pat. applied for]. Is
adjustable to any angle or depth of stern. i

Develops 2 H P.  Furnished with under-

water exhaust without extra charge.

Supplied with battery ignition or mag-

neto. Weighs but 55 1bs. Runsin salt or

| fresh water Send for catalog. Sold &

\ by leading Sporting Goods and

Hardware Dealers everywhere.

\\\ We Also Build
{ motors from 2 to 30 H. P, for larger
boats. If interested ask for our Marine

{ Motor Blue Book.

The Caille Perfection Motor Co.

World's Largest Huilders of Two Cycle Marine Motors

1435 Caille Street, Detroit, Michigan

Tae KNow NOTHING

Secretary Wilson praised the mod-
ern, scientific method of farming that
has given the farmer motor -cars,
player-pianos and talking machines.

““These innovations,’’ he said,’‘have
caused, however, in the remote dis-
tricts, an occasional embarrassment.
It’s like the case of the farmer who
fitted up his house with electrie bells.

““A neighbour called on this far-
mer one hot Sunday afternoon in
August, All the windows were open,
and through one of ‘them the back of
the farmer’s head was visible; but
the front door, with its eléctric bell,
remained closed.

““The neighbour knocked on the
door. No response. He knocked
again. Still no response. He knock-
very loud and long.

““Then the farmer stuck his face,
crimson with fury, out of the window :

¢ ‘Ring the bell, consarn you!’ he
yelled. Don’t ye know nothin’?’ ”’

COFFEE
| SATISFIES.

Packed inone and tw©oO
Ppound tins only.

CHASE & SANBORN
MONTREAL. e
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o » THE NEW
APPETISER
THE fact that this preparation is manu-
factured by J. & J. Coleman, Ltd., of
London, England, is the best guarantee
that its ingredients are the purest and
finest obtainable.
Savora is a new form of mustard for
flavoring fish and all kinds of grilled meats,

THENEWAPPETISER making them much more palatable and

appetizing.
SAVORA Used with salad dressing, mayonaise
sauce, etc., Savora adds a delicate taste
: and flavor which can be obtained from no
DELICIOUS FLAVOUR other condiment.
DELICATE AROMA To ensure having the genuine see that
Manufactured by Fhe sig{:ature J. & J. Coleman is printed
J &d COLMAN I2° in red ink across the label.

LonponaNoRwICH MAGOR SON & CO., Limited.

AGENTS FOR CANADA.

30 Church. Street, 403 St. Paul Street,
TORONTO. MONTREAL.

FOR SALE AT ALL LEADING GROCERS

FOR EVERYBODY

For workers with hand or brain—for rich and poor, for
every kind of people in every kind of life—there’s
delicious refreshment in a bottle of

COSGRAVE'’S

(Chill-Proof)

PALE ALE

The best beer anyone can buy—different
and better in purity and flavor.

Ask for Cosgrave's at all hotels and
licensed cafes.
Family trade supplied by dealers.
V-49
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You can make your s

“
e

kin what

you would love to have it

. Your skin, like the rest of your body, is continually changing.

in washing, you rub off dead skin.

Every day,

As this o/d skin dies, new forms.

This is your opportunity—you can make this new skin what you would love
to have it by using the following treatment regularly.

Make this treatment a daily habit

Just before retiring, work up a warm-water
lather of Woodbury's Facial Soap in your
hands. Apply it to your face and rub it in-
to the pores thoroughly—always with an up-
ward and outward motion. Rinse with warm
water, then with cold—the colder the better.
If possible, rub your face for a few minutes
with a piece of ice.

This treatment with Woodbury’s will make
your skin fresher and clearer the first time

Woodbury’s

you use it. Make it a nightly habit and before
long you will see a decided improvement
—a promise of that lovelier complexion which
the steady use of Woodbury’s always brings.

Woodbury’s Facial Soap costs 25¢ a cake.
No one hesitates at the price after their first
cake. Tear off the illustration of the cake
below and putit in your purse as a reminder
to get Woodbury’s today and try this treat-
ment.

Facial Soap

For sale by Canadian druggists from coast to coast,
including Newfoundland.

Write today to the Canadian
Woodbury Factory for samptes

For 4c we awill send a sample cake. For 10c,
samples of Woodbury’s Facial Soap, Facial
Cream and Powder. For 50c, a copy of the
Woodbury Book and samples of the Woodbury
Preparations.

Address The Andrew Jergens Co., Ltd.,
Dept. roy-R Perth, Ontario.

o




Cooked
X Tongues

Ublyy e
by MENeill  Libby-ChicagoUSA
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Sandwiches

LIBBY’S OX TONGUE: Cool and chop half pound
Libby’s Ox Tongue, six Libby’s Queen Olives, three
small sour gherkins. Mix thoroughly with three table-=
spoonsful Libby’s Salad, Dressing. Use thin slices of
buttered white bread.

LIBBY’S DEVILED HAM: Spread on thin slices of
unbuttered bread and sprinkle with chopped water-
cress or parsley. Press bread slices together; remove
crust and cut in diamonds.

LIBBY’S SLICED DRIED BEEF: Place the Libby’s Dried
Beef on thin squares of buttered brown bread. Chop and
mix together three inner stalks of celery, two sweet
gherkins, one teaspoonful Libby’s Tomato Catchup, a
small dash of mustard, and spread on the beef. Add
top bread slices and garnish with parsley.

LIBBY’S VEAL LOAF: Lay on thin buttered brown
bread a crisp lettuce leaf and sprinkle with Libby's
Mayonnaise Dressing. Add slices of Libby's Veal Loaf.
Cover with another lettuce leaf and the top bread.

Each of these four sugaestions yields
delicious results. The Libby quality
is distinetive and unmistakable.

Libby, MCNeill & Libby, Chicago




Cool
Comfort

Pour into a tall glass some cold,
well-made

POSTUM

Add lemon and sugar, some
craked ice and stir briskly; or,
use a lemonade shaker.

It Cools the Blood
On a Hot Day

and is wholesome and nourishing.

“There’s a Reason”

Cleans the Woodwork

Makes it hygienically clean—preserves the var-
nish and adds to the life of the furniture.

Cdar
Polish

Gives a hard, dry, durable

the varnish food.

lustre. A cleaner—not a coating or veneer.
Use O-Cedar Polish
the O-Cedar Polish Way §

Pour a few drops of O-Cedar Polish
on a damp cheese cloth. (lean the
furniture and polish with a dry cloth.
Clg¢aner, brighter and prettier turniture
is the result.

Buy a 25¢ bottle as a test,
use it the O-Cedar way.
Your money back if you are
not delighted.

25¢c to $3.00 sizes
at all Dealers.

Chaunnell Chemical Co., Ltd., Toronto
Chanaell Chemical Co., Chiczgo

COLGATE'S

"% W BEST PRINTING CO LINITED, TORONTO

The all -the- @& |
year-'roun
drink for health,
comfort and sat-
isfaction. Keep
it on hand al-
ways.

Put up in quarts
pints and splits:

our & Compas¥
Dept. A-31

IT’ S a clean shave

and a quick one
when you use

SHAVING LATHER |
STICK - POWDER - CREAM

No “rubbing-in” with the
fingers is necessary—and
you have your choice of
method—Stick, Powder
or Cream. Alwaysaplen-
tiful, softening lather—
always a comfortable
shave with Colgate’s

Send us 4 cents in postage for a
generous trial size of any one.

3209
COLGATE & CO.
Dept. P~
Drummond Bldg., Montreal




