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EAUTIFUL women, all over the civilized
world, for over a hundred years have found

\PEARS’ SOAP

‘Matchless for the Complexion

5

OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS’ OTTO OF ROSE IS8 THE BEST.

ALL RIGHTS SECURED
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BEDROOM-—Single

No charge for Light
or Attendance.

Bath and Sitting Room ...

BREAKFAST-—In Table d’Hote Room
LUNCH—In Table d’'Hote Room
DINNER-—In Table d’'Hote Room

RESTAURANT
DEJEUNER, 5/-; DINER, 7/6and 10/6; SOUPER, 5/-
or ala Carte

Orchestra at all Meals. On Sundays Vocal Concerts after Dinner

MOTOR GARAGE ON THE PREMISES
Luxurious Cars for Hire

Cable Address: ““Cecelia, London”’’

For ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET, giving full particulars of Tariff, etc., apply to the Ontario

Publishing Co., Limited, Toronto, Canada.
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'CHRISTMAS NUMBER

HE Christmas Number (December) of THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE will

be enclosed in a handsome cover, done in four colours. The design
won the $50 prize offered by the publishers. The successful artist is Mr.
J. Jeffrey Grant of Winnipeg. The motif is ‘‘The Spirit of Winter,’’ or
some may prefer to call it ‘“Our Lady of the Snows.”’

There will be a number of full-page illustrations done in tints. One
series will show the leading “Canadian Country Clubs.” Another will
consist of reproductions of some famous
paintings, including “The Canadians at
Paardeburg,” by R. Caton Woodville;
“Saving the Guns,” by the same artist, and
“The Communicants,” by Jules Breton.

The first of a series of articles by Dr.
Saleeby, the famous English writer, on
“Worry,” will appear. This series will
be published simultaneously in this periodi-
cal and in Cassel’s Magazine of London,
England.

One of the leading illustrated articles
will deal with Jerusalem and its environs.
This is written by Jean Templer, a Canadian
who recently visited the Holy Land.

The second instalment of ‘A Flight to
Flameland,” a story for children, will be
a feature.

The British Civil Service will be the
subject of an article by H. Linton Eccles,
a London journalist.

“0Old Christmas Customs in Rural
England,” by Sarah A. Tooley, with illustrations, will be found to be
quaintly interesting.

“The Making of Chocolate,” by Norman Patterson, is a scientific
description of how confectionery is made. It will be profusely illustrated. -

There will be a beautiful poem by Duncan Campbell Scott.

There will be stories by W. A. Fraser, Alice Jones, and others.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

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

DR. SALEEBY

e ——— T — i —————r]
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HOTEL METROPOLE, LONDON

“Admittedly the most comfortable hotel in Europe”

N Northumberland
Avenue, adjoining
Trafalgar Square. A
favonte hotel with Can-
adians. Most centrally

situated. Close to Royal
Palaces, Westminster
Abbey, Houses of Par-
liament, and fashionable
centres. Orchestra. Lux-
uniously furnished suites
of rooms with private

baths attached.

Proprietors :

GORDON HOTELS LIMITED

WILD'S cciss TEMPERANCE HOTELS

30-40 LUDGATE HILL, LONDON, ENG.

CENTRALLY SITUATED FOR CITY
AND WEST END TRAINS

ALSO AT 70 @& 71 EUSTON SQUARE

CLOSE TO EUSTON, MIDLAND, AND
G.N.R. STATIONS

For illustrated booklet, giving full pnrticula;s of tariff, etc., apply to The Ontario Pub-

Home Comforts, Cleanliness
and Quiet lishing Co., Limited, Toronto,

vents all

Im nas No souaL @De @Queen of Toilet Preparationsg” It entirely Removes ang

3 *» ROUGHNESS,
FOR KEEPING % REDNESS,
THE SKIN ICREATATION,
PS, Et
SOFT, -
SMOOTH P s
AND WHITE A 0o o
R e Makiere s from the effects of

ATALL seasons M. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England, he SUN Winos

and HARD WATER.
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR IT, AND ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTE.
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people and the nation,

THE ROYAL MINT, LONDON

All the Government Buildings in London have a solidity and impressiveness in keeping with the character of the
i Gaudiness is never permitted.

ETAINED WHEN ALL
S ARE REJECTED”:

0, RECORD ¢

FOR INFANTS.CONVALESCENTS AND

Benger’s Food can be obtained through most wholesale druggists and leading drug stores.

PICTURE
POST CARDS

PLAIN OR COLOURED, from Customers’ Photographs.
Printed by recently improved processes
in moderate quantities
at reasonable prices
: T with promptitude

' o] Duty in Canada.
ds printed by us get the benefit of Re bfne" of 1
Sa.lr)nn;.)'l‘a(shlrng }]ull particulars on receipt of business card.

G. W. WILSON & CO.

2 ST. SWITHIN STREET, ABERDEEN, SCOTLAND.

Next-of -Kin and Heirs Wanted
A FORTUNE MAY AWAIT YOU.

UNCLAIMED MONEY.

£100,000,000 'N CHANCERY

AND ELSEWHERE

Every man and woman should buy DOUGAL’S Complete
Index Register to Next-of-Kin, &c., containing nearlypﬁ(]l]
pages, which gives valuable information regarding Money in
Chancery and elsewheres Price T3 Cents, Post Free.

F. H DOUCAL & C0. undertake Searches and Enquiries of
any description in all parts of the World, No Agents.

F. H. DOUGAL & CO., Law Agents. Established 1854
453 Strand, London, Eng. Ouver 6o Vears' Reputation.

Mention this magazine
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LONDON, ENGLAND

for the tourist visitor. Within easy reach of all the places of amusement, public buildings,

in the very centre of the town, close to the leading railway termini and British museums.
On high ground, overlooking the well-wooded grounds, verdant lawns, and carefully tended
gardens of the historic Russell Square, ensuring composure at night amid quiet surroundings and
bracing air, Internally arranged on the American plan, with a magnificent garden in the centre
of the house, on which all public compartments converge. This garden during the season is the
rendezvous of the Canadian in London and scene of brilliant functions and social gatherings. The
bedroom accommodations at the Hotel Russell are luxurious in the extreme, without equal in Europe.
Charges, as with the whole group of the renowned Frederick Hotels, are extremely moderate.

Full Information and Tariffs from the Ontario Publishing Co., Limited, 15 Wellington Street E., Toronto.

OTHER HOTELS OF THE FAMOUS FREDERICK GROUP COMPRISE

EVERY environment that goes to make the life of the visitor congenial. Ideal location

THE HOTEL MAJESTIC AT HARROGATE— THE ROYAL PAVILION HOTEL AT FOLKE-
The leading hotel at this the most fashionable of English STONE-On the main route from London to Paris.
(S:Pl:‘d annually becoming more, popular with the adjoining the harbor landing stage.

i THE HOTEL METROPOLE ATWHITBY—Well

THE HOTEL BURLINGTON, DOVER-—The known as the Harrogate ‘‘after cure resort” Hotel.
finest hotel on the Dover-Calais route to Paris, and com- THE SACKVILLE HOTEL AT BEXHILL—The

d a position overlooking the whole sweep of most elegant hotel at the daintiest watering place on the
Dover Bay. South coast.

HOTEL GREAT CENTRAL—London's most magnificent terminus hotel, in conjunction with the Great Central
Railway, the direct route to Stratford-on-Avon, the Penn County, Sulgrave Manor, the ancestral home of the
Washingtons ; Nottingham, the centre of the Dukeries; Manchester, and other great commercial centres of the North.
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LONDON BRIDGE-—The busiest and most crowded of all the bridges connects the City with the south of London. 1t was
completed in 1831, at a cost of £2,000,000, under the superintendence of Sir John and George Rennie. In 1903 it was widened, being
now 71 ft. broad instead of s4 ft., and a handsome granite balustrade substituted in place of the former solid sides. An extremely
good view of the Tower Bridge can be obtained from here, while both interest and amusement can be gained by watching the
various steamers which start in the summer for seaside resorts, etc. ]

TOBACé()S WITH 40 YEARS’ REPUTATION

J. M. BARRIE
In “ My Lady Nicotine,” page
17, says:—

If there is one man in London who knows to-
baccos, it is myself. There is only one mixture
in London deserving the adjective superb. I
will not say where. it is to be got, for the result
would certainly be that many foolish men would
smoke more than ever; but I never knew any-
thing to compare to it. It is deliciously mild yet
JSull of fragrance, and it never burns the tongue.
If you try it once you smoke it ever afterwards.
It clears the brain and soothes the temper.
When I went away for a holiday anywhere I
took as much of that exquisite healthgiving mix-
ture as I thought would last me the whole time,
but I always ran out of it. Then I telegraphed
to London for more, and was miserable until it
arrived. How I tore the lid off the canister!
That is a tobacco to live for.

SOLE MANUFACTURERS

CARRERAS, Ltd, LONDON, ENGLAND

Agents in Montreal-FRASER, VIGER @& CO.
209 and 211 St. James Street

My dear Sir,

don’t argue.

I tell youl
have tried nearly
every blend there
is, and always have

to come back to

my first love,
¢« Barrie’s Arcadia.”

You cannot beat
“CRAVEN"
MIXTURE

GUARDS’ (full)

SIL PHILIPS (extra
special)

CRAVEN (mild)
HANKEY’S (medium)
168. 2d. per 1b.

ENIGHTBANNERET made from the most expensive
tobaccos) 18s. per 1b.
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Clthes That Will Please You

Have You Had Samples?

For the asking we send, POST FREE, samples
of our special offers in Winter weights of Old
Country serges, tweeds, dress fabrics, velve-
teens, with measuring blanks and full price-list.
We especially ask you to see and test our Royal
Serges, trademarked thus:

Supremely good serges, these in many weights
and colours—navy, black, brown, crimson, grey,
green, cream, etc.—request particulars.
Remarkable values; warranted satisfaction.
We sell nearly every fabric for men’s and wo-
men’s wear, by yard or piece ; and we also make
TO MEASURE at very low prices: Ladies’ Cos-
tumes from $6.35; Skirts from $2.45; Girls’
Dresses from $2.20; Men’s Suits from $9.00:
Overcoats from $7.00 ; Boys’ Suits from $2.60, etc.
We can serve you to your profit and pleasure,

PLEASE ASK QUESTIONS

Egerton Burnett,

Limited
R. W. Warehouse,

No. 21—-0v at in grey Real ¥ o
Tweed, rare value at $10.65 . No. 387—Coat from $8.75.™ With Collar andCuffs,
tlfﬁ.}:{pimi{ltw“il savees. Wellington, Somerset, E ngland. only $4.85 extra. REQUEST SAMPLES,

A happy, healthy
child has a natural
appetite for sweets.

SCOTHING
Be sure the sweets are

Powders | Vi oooioms

A favourite sweet of
Relieve FEVERISH HEAT. j \ the merry children of
Prevent FITS, CONVULSIONS, etc. |
Preserve a healthy state of the constitution
during the period of

TEETHING.

Please observe the EE in STEEDMAN.

merry England is

Callard & Bowser's
, Butter-Scotch.

The ** Lancet” says :—

CONTAIN | “Really wholesome

N o confectionery.”
POISON MANUFACTORY, LONDON
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THE BRITISH HOUSES OF PARLIAMENT

AGENTS FOR WORCESTERSHIRE
LEA & PERRINS’ SAUCE

BY SPECIAL WARRANT PURVEYORS TO
H.M. THE KING AND EMREROR OF INDIA

CELEBRATED
OILMAN’S STORES
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Single
Bedrooms]
from 5/-

Double
from 8/-

Large and small
Suites with
Private Baths.

ST. ERMINS HOTEL

{ST. JAMES’' PARK, LONDON, S.W
SOCIAL HEADQUARTERS [OF {THE MOTOR UNION

Breakfagt? " 3/-
Luncheon 3/-
Dinner 4/.

Inclusive terms
on application.

Situated in a quiet position between Charing Cross and Victoria Stations and a few minutes’
walk of Westminster Abbey and the Houses of Parliament.

Telegrams:—**Erminites, London”

IF YOU ARE REQUIRING
CLOTHES

You should order them from London and
thereby obtain
THE BEST QUALITY AT THE MOST
MODERATE PRICES.

JOHN J. M. BULT

Frock and Dress Coat Specialist,
Has oneof the Largest Assortments in London of
TWEEDS, CHEVIOTS, FLANNELS,
SERGES, OVERCOATINGS

and will be glad if you will Write for Patterns
and Self-measurement Forms.

SOME SPECIALTIES

Frock Coat and Vest from - §15.35
Dress Suit (Silk Lined) - - 20.50

Lounge Suit - - - - 12.15
Norfolk and Knickers - - 14.60
A Register is kept of all Customers’ Measures.

140 FENCHURCH STREET

LONDON, ENGLAND '

CASH TAILOR

p

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc.
OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE.
Wellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E.

REPRESENTATIVE IN CANADA

JOHN FORMAN,
644 Craig Street, MONTREAL.
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THE NATIONAL GALLERY, LONDON

This building (with the dome) overlooks Trafalgar Square and contains the finest collection of paintings in Great
Britain, The portraits are in a separate building which is just behind the one shown here and
which is known as the National Portrait Gallery,

KINGSLEY HOTEL Tt uiseom
HART STREET, BLOOMSBURY SQUARE, LONDON
THACKERAY HOTEL .53 Nodeom
GREAT RUSSELL STREET, LONDON
THESE well-appointed and commodious TEMPERANCE HOTELS will, it is believed, meet the requirements, at

moderate charges. of those who desire all the conveniences and advantages of the larger modern Licensed Hotels.
These Hotels have Passenger Lifts, Electric Light throughout, Bathrooms on every floor, spacious Dining, Drawing,
Writing, Reading, Billiard and Smoking Rooms. Heated throughout.
FIREPROOF FLOORS PERFECT SANITATION TELEPHONES NIGHT PORTERS

BEDROOMS FROM 2/6 TO 5/6
Inclusive Charge for Bedroom, Attendance, Table d'Hote, Breakfast and Dinner, from 8/6 to 10/6 per day.
Kingsley Hotel, “* Bookcraft, London.” —_— Telegraphic Addresses — Thackeray Hotel, “ Thackeray, London,”
For Iustrated Booklet, giving full particulars of Tariff, ete., apply to the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd., Toronto, Canada.

ULPHOL[N GREAT ENGLISH REMEDY
S LOTION E BLAIR’S

tne ramous Skin Fluid GOUT

ERUPTIONS, PIMPLES, BLOTCHES
Disappear in a few Days S

There is scarcely any eruption but will yield

to SULPHOLINE in a few days, and commence to The late Sir Samuel B:.lkey' said: Blair's Pills have
fade away. Ordinary Pimples, Redness, Blotches, rendered me immense service.

8curf, Roughness, vanish as if by magic, whilst A s e

old, enduring Skin Disorders, however deeply Mr. R. McClelland, Queensland, writes: *Once people
rooted, SULPHOLINE successfully attacks. It try your Pills they will take no other medicine for‘i{h“.
destroys the animalculae which mostl causes matism. 1 consider they are worth a pound a box.”
these unsightly, irritable, painful a tions,

and produces a clear, smooth, supple, healthy Lyvacax. Sons & Co., Montreal and Toronto,
.ki& B?’ttleo of SULPHOLINE sold everywhere All Druggists and Stores, 40c. and $1.00 a box.
in nada.

Wholesale Agents, LYMAN BROS., Toronto
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BRAND’S
ESSENCE

*

FREE TO PICTURE
LOVERS

* Ilustrated Fine | *
§ | Art Catalogue

(published at 215,
each and up-
wards, and UN- *
OBTAINABLE

ELSEWHERE,

or Engravings, OI:
Ph otogravures, *
Etchings, &c. [

FOR INVALIDS

. i || INVALUABLE IN ALL CASES OF
ggsimf;ﬁeonotg * % | EXHAUSTION AND ENFEEBLED
any part of the DIGESTION

* world on receipt * eI

. of request men-
From the painting by | tioning Cana-
Lord Leighton, P.R.A. dian Magazine.
* Address The Secratary:

OXFORD FINE ART GALLERIES -
Artistic Photographic Co., Ltd.

90 and 92 OXFORD STREET, LONDON, W. Est. 1880 ‘ Agent’ H. HUBBARD

* * * * 27 COMMON ST., MONTREAL, P.Q.

Recommended by the Medical
Profession Throughout the World.

CHILDREN TEETHING

Mothers who value their own comfort and the welfare
of their children should never be without la packet of

DOCTOR STEDMAN'S
TEETHING

POWDERS

for use throughout this critical period. Be sure you
get the “Teething” Powders, and observe the trade
mark, a Gum Lancet, on each packet and powder. TRADE MARK

OF ALL CHEMISTS AND STORES

125 NEW NORTH ROAD, LONDON, ENGLAND
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itself as the most
ime the most authoritative magazine ever pro-
uced in the interests of British trade. t stands alone in

reat Britain as the pioneer of
high-class literary work in t]_]e gommercial }vorld. All su jscts affecting the .Comr_nercs
of the Empire are discussed in The Magazine of Commerce, ut every issue is designe
to be of Practical assistanc_e tq all classes of business men.

veryone desirous of keepmg m touch wi

[ " me and labour saving office
appliances should' subscribe to The agazine of Commerce.” Get a Copy!
he following are the prmcxpal regular features:

Notes of the Month, Engineering, Shipping and Insurance
Notes, Commercial Law, Industria] lnvestments, Business
Enquiries, Who's Who i

n the Worlg of Commerce, New
Patents, and Buyer’s Guide,

Arrangements have been made which enable the Proprietors tq deliver the Ma
vate address at the rate of 12/, Per annum, instead of 16/

NOTE—Specimen Copy will be sent to any address in the Uniteq Ki
ment Rates

: ] S5
Bazine at your husiness or p

-~ as hitherto.
ngdom on receipt of 1/=
Full particulars as to Advertige

will'be gent on application to
TH

E MANAGERE
THE MAGAZINE op COMMERCE
155-6 CHEAPSIDE, L

ONDON, E.Cc

in stamps.
" etc.,

«‘S‘v

|

mit,é?(:ll :{:e DOW open fop the fall te
349, DORCHESTER STregT WesT, MonTreay,

Yl
The First Coat - of Paint

is necessary, but insufficient ;

The G- w. w-

.

to make a I t S l d

good job needs further coats of paint and a n e rn 1 e S
probably one of varnish. lﬁ}ave been declareq by the greatcst Lantern
Your toothbrush is necessary byt Xpert in the

insufficient for cleaning the teeth.  For

country to be
“THE Bg
thorough  satisfaction it needs the

ST IN THIS WoORLD.”
. . [ I8 nothing 1jie them in the market
cleansing assistange of either fop qqa,lityg or the extent, of the series,

Which ¢op ins many {; y iews of Eng-
: land, Scotlang, 11-&§,1§°§?&"d,,§éeVéonunent-
: y ; Lists free oy application to the sole malkers
- WI LSON BROS.
LOCH HEAD HO

USE, ABERDEEN, 8COTLAND-

—

o WHAT ARE You Goig 1o DO THIS WINTER?
o w er A FEw MONTHS SPENT AT

THE

which gently but thoroughly remoyes all

deposits, food parhclgs, etc., and s

antiseptic properties o disinfect the

crevices of the teeth and mouth,

15, 30 and 45 cen s, from your druggist, in any of its
Send 2-cents stamp to cover mailing for g trig] sample Toree cour
which will show you how thoroughly it cleans the teeth,

F. C. CALVERT & co.,

owen SOU’ND, ONTARIO

departmentq Will be time well spent:

d
Of _stu ¥—Business, Shopthand an
* 81d Propara jopy.

any ti rm. Students ad-
dress frog, Y time. fy)

Wl particulars sent to any ad
.& C. A. FLEMING, Principal.

—
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JUST READY

li’rofessor C. G. D. Roberts’
New Book

The Heart
That Knows

By the author of

“The Heart of the Ancient Wood”
*“The Kindred of the Wild”
‘“Red Fox,” Ete., Etc.

The Great Novel of
the Autumn

NOW READY
Prisoners

By Mary Cholmondeley
Author of “Red Pottage.”

Reviews on Day of Publication

in England:

The Morning Post says: *“Her £ _— Professor Roberts’ latest ro-
readers will find a rich banquet of CHAS. 6. D. ROBERTS mance deals with the adventurous
joy in *‘Prisoners,” which contains life of the sailors and fisher-folk of
some of the most thrilling chapters & the region at the head of the Bay
she has yet written, There are many ‘strong pas- of Fundy. The winds and the waves and the salt
gages, and the finest of all is the account of Fay’s fragrance of the sea are in its pages, and the
emotions as she at last realizes the horror of her strength of the tides that fight the great dykes of
negation of duty.” 7 Tantramar.

The Tribune says: ‘‘The story is powerful and . The action turns upon the mystery of the heart's
one that should be read”. The character sketches wisdom in discerning truth and love where reason
are astonishingly clever. sees but deceit and betrayal.

The Standard says: “The book is an undiluted “The Heart That [Knows” is a great human
joy. For strength of plot, truth of characterization, story, in which the author has employed to his
and vital human interest, Miss Cf}olmondeley s book . uttermost his unique gifts of rich fancy and genius
may be unreservedly acclaimed. of expression, as well as that cmfhmanshig which

has had so splendid a development during the years

of his successful career.

Cloth only, $1.25

Illustrated. Cloth only, $1.50

The Man Who Ty G
. The Dream and
Rose Again the Business

By Joseph Hocking
By Mrs. Craigie

1l Put It to the Test
(John Oliver Hobbes)

i i seph Hocking’s
There is not a dull page in .{osep Ho
ssigrpiece, e Man Wiho Fooc o th o It is a novel written in what the French would

the first chapter ‘;“ghgﬁg n;:aigu:gg fg%%ggg,gﬁgg call “a grand manner,” by one who had grasped

story hangs upon il 4 boldly at many of the problems and conditions of
foim of LOI?dPInJ glﬁ}g ‘x?ens% &?fr::bnge%uge?ifcggeufgt modern life, had wrestled with them, had subju-
lowing words: Lot thG, 0 osiion they covel. and | B0 a4 o e nd e soxuai
a . LAY sm, , A : :

he can believe what he likes and do w}{at he likes. Srablor.

Ilustrated in colors. Cloth only, $1.25 Cloth only, $1.25

Other Titles on Our List of Fall Fiction:
by Antonio Fogazarro. Cloth only, $1.25

NT i =
XHLEOS’?ILEADER - h N, o, P.. Oppenheim A “« 1.25
BENITA R R I “ H. Rider Haggard “ “ 1.25
A PRINCESS OF VASCOVY . :‘ John Oxenham “ “ 1.25
A BT AY WIFE s v oo v ot Moberly. | W el

SILENCE s “ F. M. White “ “ 1.25

THE SLAVE OF

The Copp, Clark Co,, Limitea, Publishers, Toronto
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Macmillan's Autumn Publications

‘WILLIAM 'LE QUEUX .

RUDYARD KIPLING .

WitH Many ILLusTRATIONS BY H. R,
as “Kim” and * The Jungle Books.”

“* Puck of Pook’s Hill”-
MILLAR.  Of the same high quality
No less informingthan fascinating.,

ILLUSTRATED wiTH Maps, PLaNs, Erc. The thrilling account of the
invasion of England by the Germans, and their subsequent discomfiture, "
Wonderfully realistic and convincing.

STANLEY WEYMAN -  «cCh

A story of politics and love in the days of ¢
Bill. Not a whit less interesting than t

MARION CRAWFORD . $AL Ladyiof Romar
As full of fresh interest and strength as any of its n
sors. There is no weakening of this

author’s charm,
JACK LONDON -

- ““ White Fang”
WitH EiGHT COLORED ILLUSTRATIONS.
Call of the Wild.” A splendidly virile an

ppinge Borough”

rotten boroughs” and the Reform
he author’s romances of history.

The reverse picture. of ¢ The
d absorbing story.

27 RICHMOND STREET WEST, TORONTO

““The Invasion of 1910

$1.

1.

50

20

These two splendid monthlies are of
juvenile magazine literature.
people of school age. The

the highest standarq of
They appeal chiefly to the young-
best writers of boys’ and girls’
ir pages and every issue is beautj
illustrated. They are full of good stories of school and h
life, adventure, travel, besides containing articles of a
character—the kind in which boys and girls delight.
scribe now. New volume begins in November.,

Price for each, ten cents per copy,

fully
Oome-
useful
Sub-

$1.20 per year.

CANADIAN PO BLISHERS,

TORONTO

Che Boy's Oun Payppr
Che Girl's Own Papey

%

lartuick lﬁrnﬁ. & i.l{uttpr, Limited
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BRIGGS

NEW BOOKS

SIR NIGEL
By Sir A. Conan Doyle. Cloth,
$1.25.

THE WHITE PLUMESOF NAVARRE
By S. R. Crockett. Cloth, $1.25.

JANE CABLE

By George Barr McCutcheon,

author of ““Graustark,” “Nedra,"
etc. Cloth, $1.25.

RIDOLFO ;
By Egerton R. Williams. With
four picturesin color. Cloth, $1.50.

THE EXPIATION OF EUGENE
By Frederick Balfour.  Cloth,
$1.25.

THE TREASURE OF HEAVEN
A Romance of Riches. By Marie
Corelli, with photogravure of the
author. = Cloth, $1.25.

KNIGHTS WHO FOUGHT THE

DRAGON
By Edwin Leslie. $1.00.

WACOUSTA :
A Tale of the Pontiac Conspiracy.
By Major Richardson. Cloth,
$1.50.

THE GUARDED FLAME
By W. B. Maxwell. Cloth, $1.25.

PROFIT AND LOSS
By John Oxenham. Cloth, $1.25.
THE SUBJECTION OF ISABEL
CARNABY 3
By Ellen T. Fowler. Cloth, $1.25.

THE CALL OF THE BLOOD
By Robert Hichens, author of
“The Garden of Allah,” etc.
Cloth, $1.25.
THE CAMERONS OF BRUCE
By R. L. Richardson. Cloth, $1.25.

CUPID AND THE CANDIDATE
By Mrs, Leeming Carr. Cloth,
$1.00.

BOB HAMPTON OF PLACER
By Randall Parrish. Cloth, $1.25.

A MIDSUMMER DAY’S DREAM
By H. B. Marriott Watson. Paper,

T5¢.; Cloth, $1.25.

STUDIES OF PLANT LIFE
Wild flowers, flowering shrubs
and grasses. By Mrs. Catharine
Parr Traill. With eight illustra-
tions in colors and 12 in black
and white by Mrs. Chamberlin.
$2.00 net.

MOUNTAIN WILD FLOWERS OF

CANADA
By Julia W. Henshaw. 100 illus-
GeorgﬂBW trations. Cloth, $2.00 net.

LL&Q—I@E”‘ ONTEN PLAYS OF SHAKESPEARE

By Stopford A. Brooke. Cloth,
net, $2.25.

QUIET TALKS ABOUT JESUS,
By S. D). Gordon, author of the
Quiet Talk Series. Cloth, net, 75c.

THE STUDY OF NATURE AND

THE VISION OF GOD
By Prof. George J. Blewett.
Cloth, $2.00.7

OFF THE ROCKS
Stories of the Deep-Sea Fisher-
folk of Labrador. By Dr. W. T.
Grenfell. Cloth, $1.00 net.

LIFE ON THE UPLANDS
A study of the 23rd Psalm. By
Rev. J. D. Freeman, M.A. 7bc.

THE PANCAKE PREACHER
By Mack Cloie. Cloth, $1.00.

A HYMN -OF EMPIRE

And other poems. By Frederick
George Scott,  The.

THE CORNFLOWER
And other poems. By Mrs. Jean
Blewett. $1.00.

WESLEY AND HIS CENTURY
By W. H. Fitchett, LL.D., author

Jane

Cable| 37

of “Nelson and His Captains,”
“Deeds that Won the Empire,”
etc. ~Cloth, $1.50 net; by mail,

ON SALE AT|| $L65

—— ALL —— | | AMONG THE IMMORTALS

BOOKSTORES Songs and Sonnets from the He-
brews. By R. Walter Wright,
B.D. $1.00.°

WILLIAN BRIGGS,

Dublisher Zer" TORONTO

N ————
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THE CANADIAN WEST

IS THE BEST WEST

Brain, Brawn and Capital can all be Utilized

HE magnificent development of Western Canada since the
opening of the Twentieth Century has attracted the atten-
tion of the world, and every year since 1900 has been an

improvement upon its predecessor, in so far as immigration and
general progress are concerned.

The inauguration of the new provinces—Saskatchewan and
Alberta—in 1905, gave an immense impetus to the work of de-
velopment there, and a largely increased population is the result.
But there is always room for more in this land of great possi-
bilities, and the Canadian Government still offers

160 ACRES FREE

to every young man over 18 years of age who is able and willing
to comply with the homestead regulations.

The excellent crop of 1905, it is claimed, will put fully $60,-
000,000 in circulation in Western Canada, and it is freely stated
that the great expenditure in railway construction at present go-
ing on will raise that amount to $100,000,000 during the current
year—which will bring added prosperity to the country that lies
between Winnipeg and the foothills.

INFORMATION AND ADVICE

MAY BE FREELY OBTAINED FROM

W D SCOTT, SUPERINTENDENT OF IMMIGRATION

: OTTAWA, CANADA

THE CANADIAN COMMISSIONER OF IMMIGRATION

11 and 12 CHARING CROSS, LONDON, S.W., ENG.
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THE

Bishop Strachan School

(WYKEHAM HALL)

College Street, Toronto
FORTIETH YEAR
A CHURCH SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

FULL MATRICULATION COURSE
KINDERGARTEN

For Calendar apply to
MIss ACRES, Lady Principal.

Trinity College
School

PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys
Founded 1865
For Calendar and all particulars apply to

REV. OSWALD RIGBY

M.A., (St. John's College, Cambridge), LL.D.

HEAD MASTER

IF MORE

YOUNG MEN
AND WOMEN

really knew about our excel-
lent work and the splendid suc-
cess of our graduates in secur-
ing fine positions and good
salaries I know our fine build-
ing would not accommodate
our students. Our new cata-
logue tells you all about these
things, and we are willing to
be crowded out. Will you not
write to us? Learn about our
great school, The

(o o g0

TORONTO, CANADA
The largest and best of its kind in the Dominion. W. H. SHAW, Principal

COLLEGE BUILDING

R e R O N A1 S LTRSS RN Lo et A
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Toronto Conservatory of Music

FALL TERM OPENS SEPTEMBER 4th f
Highest Artistic Standards, Diplomas, Scholarships, Free Advantages

Send for Illustrated Calendar.

EDWARD FISHER, Mus. Doc,, Musical Director

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE

OSHAWA, ONT.
Visitor, the Lord Bishop of Toronto

Preparation for the
University

Young Children also
Received

For Terms ‘and Particulars apply to the SISTER

in CHARGE, ér to

THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE

Major Street, Toronto

Havergal College

PRINCIPAL—MISS KNOX. First-class Honors Uni-
versity of Oxford, Cambridge University
Diploma, in Teaching.,

il

Assisted by three heads of departments: House—
Miss' Edgar, BiA,, University of Toronto; Junior
House and School—Miss Wood, B.A., London, Eng-
land ; Day School--Miss Jones, LL.A., St. Andrews,

Pupils are prepared for Matriculation at, the Uni-
"eraipy of T()routo for the Havergal Diploma, and
for the examinations in Music of the Conservatory
and the Toronto College of Musie, and in Art of “The
Royal Dmyving Society,” London, England.

The College offers exceptional conversational ad-
vantages in French, under aresident French Mistress,

assisted by six resident specialists in modern lan-
guages.

Particular attention is given to physical training
by two graduates of the Boston Normal School of
Physical Culture, who reside in the College, and give
individual care to the pupils. Instruections in swim-
ming will be given in the new swimming bath.

Large grounds adjoin the College, and afford ample
space for tennis, basket ball, cricket, ete., in Summer,
and for hockey upon a full-sized rink in Winter.

A new Junior School is now being erected. The
Curriculum includes, among other subjects, elemen-
tary courses in Cookery, Wood Carving and Basket
Weaving.

A Domestic Science School, with six Departments,
is now being fitted up.

Copies of the Calendar, containing full informa-
tion as to entrance, fees, etc., may be obtained on
application to the Bursar, Toronto, Ont,

versity * R. M.
beautiful situation,
begins Sept. 15th.,

HEADMASTER: Rev. E. J, BIDWELL, M.A. {0XF.}
Well known Boarding School for boys. Preparation for Ung
C. Kingston; or business fife, Fine buildings,
Separate preparatory.

Next term
¥, W. FRITH Secretary,

)
1
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BGlen ddawr

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

Thorough in all its departments. Gives careful indi-
vidual attention, and the best physical, mental, and
moral training.

Offers great advantages in Music, Art, and Languages.
Native French, and German teachers.

Large staff of experienced residential and visiting Pro-
fessors and Teachers.

Pupils are prepared for the Universities, and for the
Music and Singing Examinations of Toronto University,
the Toronto Conservatory of Music, and the Toronto
College of Music.

For Prospectus and full information apply to

MISS VEALS,
Lady Principal.

BRANKSOME HALL

A RESIDENTIAL AND
DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

102 Bloor St. East, Toronto

Under the joint management of MISS
SCOTT, formerly principal of Girls’ Depart-
ment of the Provincial Model School, Toronto,
and MISS MERRICK, formerly of Kingston.

For Circular, apply to Miss Scott.

 WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

340 Bloor Street West, - TORONTO, CANADA

A residential and day school, well appointed, well managed and con-
venient. Students prepared for University and Departmental Examinations.
Specialists in each department. Affiliated with .the Toronto Conservatory
of Music. Dr. Edward Fisher, Musical Director: F. McGillivray Knowles,
R.C.A., Art Director. For announcement and information, address the

Principal, MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

Dt BAY RITOTONGS PROM THE SOUTH

'ST. _‘A.N DRE W’b‘ G O -l-l -Ll ﬂ G E' : Upper and Lower School. Separate Junior Resxﬁence. % Boys

prepared for Universities, Royal Military College and “Busi-
Residential and Day School for Boys TORONTO @ nuess. Rev. D. -n:noo Myacdo;m&l, ML.A,, Principa

I il e 2 AR AL A
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QUEEN’S COLLEGE AND UNIVERSITY

KINGSTON, ONTARIO

TS COURSE of this University, leading to the degrees of B.A. and M.A., D.Sc. and Ph.D., embraces
Clasl;li{:ElAL}i‘teia%ure, Modern and Orienta Languages, Englis History, Mental and Moral Philosophy, Political
Science, Mathematics, Physics, Chemistry, Mineralogy, Geology, Botany and Animal Biology. This course can
be taken without attendance,

For calendar and further information, apply to the Registrar, GEO. Y. CHOWN, Hingston, Ont.

SCHOOL OF MINING Acoiseseor
Affiliated to Queen’s Univgfg ; KINGSTON, ONT.

THE FOLLOWING COU];SES ARE OFFERED
I. Four Years’ Course for Degree of B.Sc. IL. Three Years’ Course for Diploma.

a. Mining Englneeplng. e. Civil Englneerlng.

b. Chemistry and Mlneralogy. f. Mechanical Engineering.
e. Mineralogy and Geology. £. Electrical Engineering.

d. Chemical Englneeving. h. Biology and Public Health,

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

=~ OT. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

TORONTO, ONTARIO

A COLLEGIATE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS AMID EXCEPTIONALLY FINE
SURROUNDINGS

CLASS-ROOMS built specially for the work, There are
ACADEMIC DEPARTM ENT—14 teachers of the highest | also 18 aound-froof piano rooms and alarge Assembly Hall,

Academic qualifications, of whom 8 are in residence, and of these LARGE LAWNS for games and recreation, = Fullsized
4 are European trained teachers of Modern Languages. ; out-door skating rink in winter,

28 VISITING TEACHERS—Music 19, Art 3, Physical RESIDENCE distinct in its management from the school.
Culture 2, Elocution 1, Domestic Science 2. g Specialists in ever())'odcpartment. :

DAILY ATTENDANCE 140, of whom 50 are in residence ; RECORD—1305-06: 14 at Universities ; 20 passed examin-

rage 10 each, ation in Music at Toronto University, winning 11 1st class
dasi’els(l?;’;RgATION FOR THE UNIVERSITY_ a specialty ; | honors and 5 2nd class, and 10 at Conservatory of‘i{ugic :v.',,‘;,insg
extended course forthosenmcontcmpla!ingaunivers:tye ucation. | 3 first places in honor lists,

ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET FREE TO ANY ADDRESS GEORGE DICKSON MA: Director
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, Lady Principal [Late Principn] U[l]mr(‘uﬂnﬂn’(}ollego, T:nonto e
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UPPER CANADA
COLLEGE

TORONTO, ONT.

Founded in 1829

PREPARATORY SCHOOL

Principal: Henry W. Auden, M.A.
Cambridge

Late Sixth Form Master at Fettes
College, Edinburgh

Senior School and Prepara-
tory School for beginners,

'-.[‘hese Schools are in separate
buildings yith every modern
®quipment upon beautiful
8rounds, 50 acres in extent and
300 feet above the level of Lake Ontario.

Resident pupils are provided with every care and comfort. Individual attention tor every boy.

The number of day pupils taken is limited

C?UI'SES for University, Royal Military College and Business. Every facility tor the cultivation ot sports and athletics.

Six Entrance Scholarships of $75 each, and six of $30 each ; three scholarships in each class being for sons of old pupils.

The College will re-open for the Autumn Term on Wednesday, September 12th, 1906, at 10 a.m. Examinations for
entrance scholarships, Saturday, September 15th, 1906.

Successes last year : 4 University scholarships; 10 first-class honors ; 46 passes ; 3 passes into Royal Military College.

For Calendar and all other information address

MAIN SCHOOL

THE BURSAR, UPPER CANADA COLLEGE, TORONTO, ONTARIO

Royal Victoria College

MONTREAL

RESIDENTIAL hall for the women students of McGill Uni-
versity. Situated on Sherbrooke Street, in close proximity
to the University buildings and laboratories.  Students of the

College are admitted to the courses in Arts of McGill University
on identical terms with men, but mainly in separate classes. In
addition to the lectures given by the Professors and Lecturers of
the University, students are assisted by resident tutors. Gym-
nasium, skating-rink, tennis-courts, etc. Scholarships and Exhi-
bitions awarded annually. Instruction in all branches of music
in the McGill Conservatorium of Music.

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS, ADDRESS
THE WARDEN, ROYAL VICTORIA COLLEGE, MONTREAL, QUE.
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GAPITAL (subscribed) $2, 500, 000

Ridley College | | L o 1.500000
RESERVE FUND 1,000,000

— St. Catharines, Ont.
‘ Hon. Geo. A. Cox,

President

E. R. Wood, G. A. Morrow,

|
[ Man. Director Asst. Manager -
\

UPPER SCHOOL

Boys prepared for the Uni-

versities and for business. Assets & ' : $7,886,950

Uncalled Capita - 1,000,000
$8,886,950

Debenture Holders 5,316,071

A fine new bmldmg, under Surplus Security & $3,570,879

charge of H. G. Williams,

Feq.. BA. Vice-Principal. : c E N T RA L

For Ca]emlar, Etc.. apply to |

Rev. J. O. MILLER, M.A. J c A N A D A
Principal

'] LOAN AND SAVINGS CO’Y.
'| 26 KING STREET EAST, TORONTO

l
[
LOWER SCHOOL ! Due Depositors and
|
\

Bank of Hamilton;" o :
BN LI 00 - | L.ondon L.ife

General Manager

Pald-Up Capital....... . . $ 2,500,000 | Insurance Company

?e:er:;e. ; t ......................... 2,500,000 ’
Ry e e LONDON, CANADA
| ’
Branches,

Abernethy, Sask. Fordwich Manitou, Man, Ripley \ HOILDS
Alton Georgetown Melfort, Sask, Roland, Man [
ét‘c't(]mfd o e golngisgone, Man, hh({iishm{.d Man, Saskatoon, Sasgk. | N S l ' S Sxt
attlefo! ask, dlan g s o
i o B S Simeos™ ™ * 0 Opeculative decurities
Berlin Hagersville Minnedosa, Man., Stonewall, Man
Blyth Hamilton Mitchell - Swan Lake, Man, RNS
Bradwardine, M.  “  Barton St. Moorefield. Teoswater . EARN
Brandon, Man. " Deering Br.Moose Jaw, Sask. Toronto—
Eee o En i B || A Hioh Rate of Int

) ¥ " i agara Fallg
Carman, Man. Hamiota, Man. Niagara Falls South %gre&r‘:tg .EI; lmé;]oan ‘ lg ate 0 ntereSt
Shﬁ:iley 5:;13?;1 Head, Sask. gra.;l!:;gvmed Vancouver, B.C.

®. Wi oun
Bundaix Kamioops,B.C.  Pimemion  Winftamy,, ON ITS INVESTMENTS

undas on, Man, ot Mound, Man. Wi ’
Dunnville Killaney, Man.  Plum Coulee, Maxi, Winnibes! mol: (5.73% IN 1905). PAYS
Fthel Listowel Port Rlgin Grain Exchange |
Fernie, B.C. Lucknow Port Rowan Wroxeter | I ) »

Correspondents in Great Britain—The National ﬁ E l E

Niviand, ?lmlted. onal Provineial Bank of rO ts ua to Stlmates

Correspondents in United States.—New York—Hanover National Bank
and FnuﬂéﬂNational Bank. Boston—International Trust Co. Buffalo—
Marino Natlonal Bank. Chicago—Continental National Bank and Firgt G f " . l f
g:;lgu:}l{l‘ank. Dceot'roirt’:?lﬁl peltroit‘rfatémlt?n‘nplf; Kq.ngungnys_tyﬁr;:ﬁml et fu partlcu ars irom any Agent
Third National Bank, San Francisco—Crocker-Woolworth Nationa . : 2
3 s i g W B tonal Bank. of the Company or write direct

Collections effected in all parts of Canada promptly and cheap]
Savings Banks at all offices. i to the H ea d Ofﬁce

|
Correspondence Solicited %
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LLdr 1 BONDS

Permanent
Mortgage

Corporation

Toronto Street, Toronto

We invite the attention of in-
vestors to our DBonds. They
are issued in sums of $100 and
upwards; for terms of from one
to five years; bearing interest
at Four per Cent. per annum,
payable half-yearly. Send for
Specimen Bond, copy of
Annual Report, ete.

Capita], fully-paid, $6,000,000.00

Investments, - 25,241,114.55

Reserve Fund, - 2,200,000.00 A LEGAL INVESTMENT

FOR TRUST FUNDS

'ASSURANCE

Capital and Assets - -

Assurance written in 1905

THE

FEDERAL LIFE

HEAD OFFICE
HAMILTON,

Most Desirable Policy Contracts

DAVID DEXTER
President and Managing Director

COMPANY

CANADA

- - $38,293,918 93

Paid to Policyholders in 1905 - - 236,425 35

i1 8,329,537 08




1905
Another Successful Year

{FOR THE

Northem [ ife

Insurance written !, $1,383.386.00 79
Insurance in force . 4,710,564.00 147/
Premium income . . 151,440.51 169
Interest income . . . 23,978.9 9%
Total assets . . . . 588 944.73 A WA

‘ Government reserye
sccurity 10 Policyholders 394,269.91 AVA

To Agents who can Produce Business
Good Contracts will be Given

JOHN MILNE, Managing Director
LONDON, ONTARIO

Some Solid Advantage

must be gained under a Great-
West Life policy to inspire such
a statement as the following.
The testimonial is an entirely
spontaneous one from the Presi-
dent of a well-known Western
financial institution:

“1 want to take this opportunity
of congratulating your Company on
the excellent showing it has made.
I wish to assure you that of all the
Policies held by me in different
Companies there is no Policy with
which | feel so well satisfied as that
in the Great-West Life.”

Low premium rates, and high
profits to Policyholders explain
the high reputation of the Great-
West policies.

Information on request.

THE GREAT-WEST LIFE
ASSURANCE COMPANY

HEAD OFFICE, WINNIPEG

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

| ' Solid
| $ as the

t Continent -

HAT your family needs the

protection of life insurance—

you will admit. That you in-

tend to insure some day—you also

admit. But do you fully realize how
important it is that this matter should

be attended to at once?

Advancing age increases the cost.

The lapse of time may find you un-

msurable. Or, it may be too late.

Then why not set your mind at rest

by insuring now with the

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE
ASSURANCE COMPANY?

It is a Company of unexcelled

financial strength.

HOME OFFICE: TORONTO, ONT.

Jo L BLAIKIEB = d - - President
L.GOLDMAN - - - Man, Director
W. B. TAYLOR - - - Secretary
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BETTER THAN A BANK

HE Life Insurance habit is a good habit and should not be
neglected by anyone whose life is assurable. q It is not
hard to save $50 a year—$! a week—when you must.
q It is not hard to prote&t your family and lay up money for the
day you are ready to stop work. € An Endowment Policy in

OF CANADA,

makes you save where, otherwise, the small yearly premium would
sip away in small extravagances. There is no such motive to
deposit small savings in a bank. € Any kind of policy in a good
Company proclaims its holder a prudent man—a man worthy of

confidence. € The Mutual Life of Canada—backed with its 37

years of prosperity—its enduring financial success—its substantial

dividends for policyholders only—its perfect protection of their
interests—its system of mutual advantages and its up-to-date policies
at fair rates, is just the Company that knows how to look after your
interests—that’s its business, and as a purely mutual company it has
no other interests than yours to look after.

AGENCIES IN EVERY LEADING TOWN AND CITY IN CANADA

HEAD OFFICE, WATERLOO, ONT.

ROBERT MELYVIN, A. HOSHIN,
President HON. JUSTICE BRITTON

GEORGE WEGENAST, Manager W. H. RIDDELL, Secretary

}Vice-Presidents
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ATIONAL *TRUNME
A1NCOMPANY- LiMITED.

18~22 KING ST.E. TORONTO.

CAPITAL $1000.000 | RESERVE $400,000
ASSETS UNDER ‘ADMINISTRATION $9,400,000
ACTS AS—

Executor and Trustee under Will.

AFFORDS ITS CLIENTS—
1. Security.
2. Business Management.
3. Prompt Investment of Trust Funds.

THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital paid up, - -  $1,000,000
Reserve Fund, - - $1,000,000
Undivided Profits, - - $ 133,133
: DIRECTORS
S. J. MOORE, Esq., President Ds:E. THOMSON, K.C., Vice-President
H HIS HONOR W. MORTIMER CLARK, K.C. THOMAS BRADSHAW, Esq.
JOHN FIRSTBROOK, Fsq. JAMES RYRIE, Esq.

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

GENERAL BANKING SAVINGS DEPARTMENT
BUSINESS AT ALL BRANCHES
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Confederation Life

ASSOCIATION

IMMEDIATE
PAYMENT

Promptness in meeting
claims has been for many

years a point to which
this, company has given
special attention. It is
the invariable rule to pay
all claims immediately on
approval of proofs of
death, thus placing ready
money in the hands of
the beneficiary at the
time when it is often
most needed.

PAYMENTS TO
POLICY-
HOLDERS

Since organization the
Confederation Life Assoc-
iation (has paid over

$10,000,000.00
to policyholders, and! for

every $100]received fthe

Compjany hla's paid or
holds for the benefit of
policyholders

$103.94.

W. H. BEATTY, EsQ.

PRESIDENT

* DIRECTORS:

HON. SIR W.. P. HOWLAND'
A. MOLEAN HOWARD .
D. R. WILKIE

W. C. MACDONALD, SECRETARY AND AGTUARY

W. D. MATTHEWS, Eso.
FREDERICK WYLD, Esq.

HON. JAS. YOUNG
8. NORDHEIMER

GEO. MITCHELL
E. B. OSLER
WM. WHYTE

‘J. K. MACDONALD, MANAGING DIRECTOR

VICE-PRESIDENTS

“ HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO.
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IVE a Meat Zest to.

the home cooking with-
out the inconvenience of
making perishable stock.

Arenours

EXTRACT o BEEF

is always ready, rich and savory—and keeps indefinitely. A jar
of it upon the pantry shelf enables the housewife to give, in
an instant, to the home foods, that delicious relish which has won
world-wide fame for Italian cooking. A meat zest—that is the secret.
It has usually been done with meat stocks—tedious to prepare.

No need of complex preparations. Rich sauces require time
and patience, and often make food indigestible.

Armour’s Extract of Beef gives to the simplest, most inexpen-
sive foods, aromas and flavors which cannot be equalled by the

‘ most elaborate sauces. Variety is endless by combining with other
simple seasonings. This is wholesome diet.

Here is an example of how a meat flavor improves a simple food :

T .
y : Tomato Soup Italienne
Two teaspoonfuls Armour’s Extract of Beef
1 can tomatoes 1 teaspoonful salt
1 quart water Y teaspoonful soda
bit of bay leaf 2 tablespoonfuls butter
2 cloves 2 tablespoonfuls flour
1 teaspoonful paprika 1 teaspoonful finely
1 tablespoon ful sugar chopped onion

Directions for Preparing

Strain the tomatoes, add the water, and cook 20 minutes: add
soda, salt, sugar, and Extract of beef; bring to boil on quick’ fire;
bind with butter and flour; add seasonings. Serve with croutons,

N Include Armour’s Extract of Beef among the regular pantry supplies.,

ARMOUR LIMITED
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Athens—Ancient and Modern

By Bl

historic
the past.

splendour  of
On and near its
| shore are many battlefields of

the Wf)l‘ld’s greatest generals—Alexander,
Hannibal and Cesar; the home of phil-

osophers—Socrates and Plato; of poets
and orators—Homer, Virgil, Cicero and
Demosthenes. Nowhere is this more felt
as when approaching the “ Isles of Greece.”

The harbour of Pirzeus, protected from
the sea by nature, is a pictureof the ancient
and modern side by side. The unreflect-
'ng grey of torpedo hoats, cruisers,and the
gleaming white of “warships on jarade,
5 In strange contrast with the tomb of

‘hemistocles hewn in the living
Yock, and the Bay of Salamis to
the left, where the Persian fleet
Was destroyed by Athen’s proud
leader. The Bay of Pireus
would be exceedingly interesting
In itself were it not that the eye
has already caught sight of the
d‘lstant Athenian Acropolis.
From the ship’s top deck you
‘ommand a view of wide com-
Pass stretching far inland. To
the left lies the Bay of Eleusis,
and to the east the waters of

haleron. In the distance the

ymettus Hills shut off the view
to the north-east, while nearer,
In - solitary grandeur, Mount
Lycabettus stands as sentinel
over Athens. To the north of
the Attica Plain, Mount Parnes
forms the boundary, and next
to it lies Pentelicus with its
mexhaustible supply of the fin-
est white marble, There being

3

HOWE

little to attract the tourist’s attention at
the seaport city, we started in one of the
small compartments of a train, passing
along the road once famous by the
“Long Walls” towards the “City of the
Violet Crown.”

The first surprise youmeet on the Grecian
coast is to see the number of classical
Greek words in everyday use. The fa-
miliarity of a daily paper “OXPONOS"
(The Times) thrust at you through the car
window with its advertisements, head lines,
and locals, carries the mind back to the
Greek Grammar of the High School, while

- the words “04037 (Hodos) on the

street corner, “ITIPAETS?” (Pireeus)
on the station front unite the dead

THE MONUMENT OF LYSICRATES
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ATHENS—A PANORAMIC VIEW

past with the living present.
Lazily the little siren-screeching
engine brought us through olive
groves, past little hamlets show-
ing traces of classical beauty in
their tumble-down condition, a
Greek guard at some wayside
station, and yonder a horse turn-
ing an old-fashioned waterwheel
bringing up buckets of water to
irrigate the gardens. None too
soon did we reach the capital,
the one-time home of the world’s
culture. '

The general aspect of Athens
is that of a white, glittering city.
Marble buildings stretching out
over the Attica Plain are in-
tensified by the beauty of olive
trees and gardens circling
around. The streets are broad
and clean, similar to those of
Southern Italy, but cleaner. The
centre of life is around the Place
de la Constitution, where fine
hotels, tourist offices and stores
at once attract the stranger.
Lunch at the Hotel de la Grand
Bretagne is thoroughly Athenian.
The butter is fresh like rich
whipped cream, and the honey
of Hymettus is so tempting that
a can must be bought to take
home to friends. Under trees and
awnings, on the pavements and
in doorways, little groups of
people seem to be continually
drinking coffee out of small
white cups. Here is the King’s
Palace, a huge white structure of
limestone having a beautiful
garden in the rear. The Acad-
emy of Science, a noble building
of Pentelic marble of classic
Greek style, the exterior adorned
with sculptured figures and con-
taining an interesting gallery of
mural paintings. In front stands
two lofty Ionic columns bearing
statues of Athena and Apollo,
and sitting figures of Plato and
Socrates adorn the main entrance.

To take in the full propor-
tion and beauty of Athens it
is well to view the modern city,

S e bt




ATHENS—ANCIENT AND MODERN

encircling the historic ruins, from
Lycabettus Hill, 1,000 feet high,
and then, driving in a carriage
round the Acropolis and its vi-
cinity, both position and detail
can be more correctly ascertained.
It is hard to describe one’s feel-
ings when seeing for the first time
the Parthenon crowned Acropolis.
This is certainly the centre of
ancient Athens. It is a ledge of
limestone about 200 feet high, a
thousand feet long, and over four
hundred feet wide, lying on the
south side of Modern Athens,
and overlooking the site where
once stood the old city. The
outer wall of rock is to-day very
nearly perpendicular, with the
exception of the south-west,
where the approaches were'built.
Leaving the carriages, our party
conducted by an intelligent and
Painstaking guide, we ascended
a flight of steps and entered the
Propylaea, the true portal of the
Acropolis. Nearly five hundred
years before Christ, Athens,
under the mighty rule of Pericles,
rose to the highest point of the
splendour of the Golden Age.
No longer used as a fortress the
Acropolis was chosen as the site
for the most lavish expenditure
to celebrate the triumph of art
and the mystic rites of Pagan
worship. Of that magnificent
pile, the work of Phidias, these
Pathetic ruins survive for the
admiration and ideal model of
artists and builders the world
over. Here was set up the
wonderful statue of Athena,
Wrought of ivory and gold, a
reduced copy of ‘which is an ob-
Ject of admiration in the National
Museum.

The Propylea has a front of
175 feet, _containing a central
gateway occupying the west of
the Acropolis.” You can see
through five openings in the
central structure, and on each
side were the colonnades, origi-
nally crowned by a frieze and

dANOFAVH HHL—SNHHLV
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ATHENS—THE ACADEMY

pediment, now destroyed. On the left is a
chamber in the north wing intended as a
gallery for votive offerings. On the right
one may ascend a flight of marble steps to
the temple of Nike. Once within the
Propylea you hurry across a gradual slope
of rock and pass through fragments of
statuary, overturned bases, broken shafts,
one time belonging to that

six in all decorated the exterior, seventeen
on the side and eight on each end. The
front and back of the temple were sur-
mounted by triangular pediments in
which were groups of marble in high
relief. In the fifth centyry the structure
was changed into a Christian church and
Byzantine mural paintings of that time are

“forest of statues” when
Athens in her zenith was a
dazzling splendour, but in her
fall left lessons to the world.
In vain you wish to hbreak
off a piece of frieze or coloured
decoration of column lying
prone upon the gr()und,']mt
some vigilant Greek ouard
is liable to appear at any
moment to prevent carrving
away souvenirs. The modern
spirit of Athens has recovered
from the plundering an
bondage of the Turk, and is
aiming to render her name
still more immortal by restor-
ing to some extent the glory
of former days.

Crossing to the right the
lovely and majestic beauty
of the Parthenon fascinates
the gaze. Going up three steps
to a platform 225 feet long,
1oo feet broad, yvou are sur-
rounded by columns. Forty

THE ARCH OF HADRIAN

This was 60 feet high and 45 feet wide
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ATHENS—THE NATIONAL MUSEUM

still traceable. In 1460 it was trans-
formed into a mosque by the Turks who
a‘dded a minaret at its south-east angle.
Subsequently, in the struggle between the
Mohammedans and the’Venetiuns, the
Ifaﬂhenon, being used as a powder maga-
zne, was blown up by sacrilegious hands,
leaving in shattered ruins the revered
temples, shrines and colonnades. In the
dccompanying picture the reader will
hotice the corners of the marble blocks
broken.off in order that the Turks could
gouge in and. take out the lead used for
Cf‘.rr}ent, to make ammunition.

Close to the Propylaa on the north side
of the Acropolis rose the Erechtheum,
the most venerated of all Athenian sanc-
tUiErl_Cs and connected with the oldest
re_hgloqs history of the city. The ruins
still exist sufficiently to allow us to form
a very correct idea of its external structure.
Its architecture being Tonic was different
H‘om the Pz%rthenon. Instead of porches
A e T ol
i caryatides, or female

SUres in place of columns, is renowned in
.the hlSt()I."V of art as one of the most charm-
INg creations of its kind: The roof of the
portico is supported by six figures of

maidens, on whose heads are basket-like
ornaments bearing the entablature. One
of the statues was carried off by Lord
Elgin and placed in the British Museum.
In consequence part of the roof gave way.
It was replaced by a terra-cotta Caryatide,
as was also the arms and head of another
figure. Our guide pointed out two mem-
orable spots within the Erechtheum, the
one where Athena, the chosen tutelary
divinity of the young city, planted the olive
tree, and the other where the salt spring
gushed forth when Poseidon smote the
carth with his trident.

Another interesting ruin lying on the
south side of the Acropolis is the Theatre
of Dionysius, the cradle of the Greek
drama. The Auditorium, capable of
seating 30,000 people, rose gradually
in semi-circular form. A low balustrade
of marble separated the spectators from
the stage. The lowest tier of marble
seats, deftly curved and shaped, was reserv~
ed for their respective occupants whose
chiselled names still show. Sitting in
one belonging to some aristocratic
“IEPOKHPYKOZX?” (Hierokerukos) and
looking down upon the marble base in
which stood the chair of the Emperor
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THE RUINS OF THE PARTHENON

In the fifth century it was changed into a Christian church; in the fifteenth into a Turkish mosque:
subsequently it was used as a powder magazine and blown up

Hadrian, T allowed a friend to take a
snapshot.

Returning to our carriage we crossed a
bridge over the Ilisus, and came to the
entrance of the Stadium. This was the
famous ; athletic ground planned by Ly-
curgus about 330 B.C., and renewed in
140 A.D. by Herod Atticus. Mount
Pentilicus afforded glistening white marble
for rows of seats on all sides of g natural
hollow, accommodating 50,000 spectators.
During the dark ages the marble was burnt
for lime. A wealthy and patriotic Greek
has immortalised his name by restoring
the vast stadium at a tremendous cost.
The picture with its thousands of people
in holiday attire gives a good idea of the
present hereditary love for athletic games.
The length of the course is a stade (600
Greek feet).

No one ever seeing the Temple of Jupi-
ter Olympus, near the right bank of the
Ilisus, can forget the lonely grandeur of
its massive time-stained thirteen columns,
guarded by two sentinel columns that
stand solitary and apart from the rest,
In size, splendour and beauty, this Temple

excelled all other Athenian structures. As
far back as 530 B.C., Pisistratus planned
it in Corinthian style and with immense
sums of money, one architect succeeding
another till the building called “A Struggle
with Time,”  was finally completed by
Hadrian in 130 A.D. Aristotle speaks of
it as a work of despotic grandeur, and
equal to the Pyramids of Egypt. The
exterior was decorated by about 120 fluted
columns over sixty-one feet high and
more than five and a-half feet in diameter.
It is 354 feet long and 171 feet broad, and
contained the celebrated statue of the
Olympian Jupiter in ivory and gold, the
work of Phidias.

Another Temple of significance, which
must not be omitted, is the Theseum, a
short distance from the upper railway
station. It is the best preserved archi-
tectural monument of Greek art in the
world. Tt was both a Temple and sub-
sequently the tomb of Theseus. This
structure is of Doric style, showing dignity
as well as solidity and strength. Time
has stained its columns in brown and red.
For centuries it was a Christian church,



ATHENS—ANCIENT AND MODERN 9

THE ACROPOLIS AND THE TEMPLE OF JUPITER OLYMPUS
“Aristotle speaks of it as a work of despotic grandeur, and equal to the Pyramids of Egypt”’

- and was dedicated to St. George, the chiv-
alrous hero of the “dark ages,” as The-
seus had been of the “dark ages’ of Attic
history,

Not far from the ruins of Jupiter there
stands the Arch of Hadrian, which form-
e}’ly marked the boundary of the ancient
city from that which grew up in the time
of Hadrian. The gateway is 60 feet high
and 45 feet wide, with an arched passage
20 feet in width. Above this is a second
story of Corinthian column supporting an
entablature and pediment. Hard by is a
beautiful white statue of Lord Byron,
Whose enthusiasm and love for Greece
led him to plead her cause and sympathy
In verse before the world. : :

It would become tedious to mention all

€ ruins that speak of Athens’ ancient
glory. It is sufficient to say that not in
any land were gods honoured more. Her
strong faith in mythology turned her re-
'8lon into art and monumental splendour.

. Desides these wonders of art, we must
VIsit the hills of the Pnyx, a quarter of a
mile to the west of the Acropolis, a place
of public assembly of a large semi-cir-
cular area. This is faced with a lime-

stone wall, black with age, having a
pedestal carved out of the rock. Ascend-
ing broad and wide steps we stand upon
the spot, our minds recalling the time
when some six thousand Athenian citizens
here assembled to hear a Demosthenes.

Close by is a grotto or small room
hewn out of the face of the rock to which
tradition sadly points as the prison of
Socrates. The little room, now furnished
with an iron door, has a circular opening
leading up to the top, around which the
youths of Athens, it is said, congregated
to listen to his words of wisdom.

The last place we visit is Mars Hill, a
rocky eminence at the western end of the
Acropolis. Up a flight of steps cut in the
almost precipitous sides, we reach the
top, bare, flat, and without a vestige of the
Areopagus—the highest court of Athens.
It was here St. Paul stood when he de-
livered his address recorded in Acts 17.
Standing there alone, the ambassador of
a crucified, but resurrected, Saviour of the
world, he could see the whole city given
over to idolatry. That was nineteen cen-
turies ago. To-day, how different!

Then the Epicurean and Stoic listened
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curiously to Paul of Tarsus, asking “What
would this babbler say?” But, to-day—
Palm Sunday morning of 1904, when over
eight hundred Christians of Canada and
the United States, representing the Sun-
day schools of the New World, on a cruise
to the Holy Land, gather together upon
the Hill of Mars to honour the memory of
that fearless Apostle of old, and to worship
the same “Lord of Lords and King of
Kings”—the steps to the summit were
filled, and below the carriages with their

occupants stood near to hear. The~—

Athenian vendors, soldier, idler, and
children, gathered through curiosity, as of
old, when Paul preached. The opening
hymn of “All Hail the Power of Jesus’
Name,” was sung in devout thankfulness
of the manifold blessings of God Incar-
nate. The sermon was preached by the
Rev. Dr. Potts, of Toronto, whose words
of eloquence and power moved many
hearts. There was one theme to speak
about and that was St. Paul’'s—"Jesus

-and the Resurrection.”

When Cupid Sailed

BY MURIEL ALBERTA ARMSTRONG

IT was the fairest day of all the year,
A morn of cloudless sky of deepest blue,
And gentle, whispering, perfume-laden wind,
And dew-bathed woods of brightest verdant hue.

We sailed upon a sun-kissed sapphire sea,
In Cupid’s boat with Cupid at the helm,

Our snowy sails unfurled before the breeze
That blew us into Love’s unknown realm.

On, on we sped along our gilded course,

"Twas Cupid’s first long cruise with Jack and me,
Before he merely stood upon the beach

And waved us bon voyage across the sea.

But now the love-god was in full command,

As o’er the foam-wrapped dancing waves we went,
Not heeding passing hours nor fleeting time,

But lost in rapture, buried in content.

So all day long we sailed the summer sea,
Until the gold glints faded from the sky;

Then swiftly turning, homeward bound we raced,
We three good comrades—Cupid, Jack and 1.

And when the gentle, white-faced moon arose
From somewhere, far behind the wooded hill,
The little winged sailor slipped away
Into the violet distance, calm and still.

And we—we two alone—just Jack and I,
Stood on the beach, beside the silver sea,
And sighed because the cherub-god was gone,
And we were only two, instead of three,

SRR,
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“Eight light olive and red and lilac spotted eggs almost
filled the well-woven basket”’

In the Haunts of the Rail

By BONNYCASTLE DALE

Photographs by the Author

rn-m ROM far-off Southern States,
B2y where the warm, lazy days
should have tempted the
Virginian Rails to remain,
2] north to Rice Lake in this
good old Canada of ours, where the waters
Were still covered with their icy coat, is a
}’3“5{ migration and a sudden change, but
the Otonahee River was in flood, and the
early bird gets the best nesting place.
So over its honeycombed riven surface,
past the many islands in mid-lake, they
11

sped, and dropped down with a hoarse
croak of satisfaction—right beside my
canoe, hidden amid the tall dry rushes on
the bog edge.

I watched a pair of richly-marked birds,
a study in browns, pick up a few tiny
snails, and after peeping here and poking
there run in under the cover of the rushes.
Evidently this piece of floating bog was
their old stamping ground, for they ex-
amined it all over as we do our summer
cottages after a winter’s absence, each
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taking a run to the top of a couple of
spring muskrat houses, then returning
and telling one another in rail-bird talk
that everything was in good shape. Their
communicating was done with a variety
of notes unusual in any one bird, some
clear and reedlike, others as hoarse as a
bullfrog’s bellow, but all too great for the
small plump body that uttered them.
Suddenly they ran out on the little black
point of mud against which my intruding
canoe lodged, and eyed me with many a
start and a croak, turning their bright
eyes and sealing-wax red bills from side
to side. They evidently thought the long,
olive-green canoe was some great living
thing, half fish, half animal, for they
darted into the rushes and were lost to
sight.

This piece of bog had given me many
pleasant scenes and good snapshots in
my interesting work of photographing
the feathered game in their natural haunts,
for this patch of black mud and standing
dry rush was teeming with life. The two
large muskrat houses, with their colonies

of “kittens” squealing inside, adorned one
end; across on the other, scarce ten yards
distant, numbers of marsh wrens were
building their tiny, dainty, round homes,
with a circle left in each for entrance, and
ever as they worked they creaked out their
harsh notes and held up their little tails at
a most ridiculous angle. In a frantic over-
working rush of energy these busy wives
build several more houses than they need.
Oh! if there were a matrimonial agency
in the bird kingdom, what an excellent
advertisement this would be!

Many of those scarlet-tipped sentries of
the marsh—the red-winged blackbirds—
were uttering that rich rolling call of theirs
from every tree and bush and stump in all
these “drowned lands,” while the females,
plainly clad, as all females should be, were
busily building the roughly woven homes
amid the standing rushes. It is deeply
impressed on the mind of students of the
feathered game that the females not only
do the housework and tend the little ones,
but they save their brilliantly-clad lord and
master all the worries of house-building




IN ‘THE
and providing for the table, while he, care-
free soul, is daintily picking tit-bits of the
marsh, and smoothing his beautiful
plumage. T fear to apply this fable to a
larger race of bipeds—lest the females
would copy the bird kingdom, and the
whole countryside be covered with houses.

A mudhen sat watching me across the

HAUNTS
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swarmed in countless millions, providing
many days’ good feeding for all the indus-
trious marsh-dwellers. With a “whirr”
a Hooded Merganser flew up, dropped
gracefully into the water, stared at me for
a moment with his black and white “hood”’
quivering with attention, and then with
alarmed quack, rose and sped over the

“Going!”’

little pond while I mentally wandered as
above; a corn-crake ran in and out collect-
g wild rice straw, crimping it by passing
1t through her bill, while her mate, with
his dapper little body as brilliant as a paint
bo_x, lazily watched her, and occasionally
reireshed himself with a juicy snail. (I
believe I will join this matrimonially per-
fect kingdom). Everywhere, from rush
root to tall swamp maple top, the snails

marsh, the bright April sun flashing in
points off his beautiful plumage. All
Nature was astir this bright day, and earth,
air and water were fairly alive with her
many animated wonders.

Many a day as the canoe wound in and
out through these long marshes, stopping
here and there to snap a rare sight, or
driven far in amid the rushes, when time
exposure, concealed floating camera and
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“Gone!”

unique results were the order of the day,
it has stopped beside the bog island on
whigh the Virginian Rails had selected a
nesting spot. Look ever so closely no
sign was there to indicate its position. Of
all the birds that carefully conceal their
nests by thoroughly matching them with
the surroundings, these rank the highest.
A clump of rushes, with the tops inter-
woven by growth and wind, had been
chosen and the entire centre carefully cut
and pulled out. In this standing, hollow
column was woven a nest, fitting so exactly
and matching the rushes so perfectly that it
was passed without knowledge time after
time, until finally the female ran out of the
two rush stalks that formed the entrance
and located it for me. I found she had
daily laid an egg, until now eight light
olive and red and lilac spotted ones almost
filled the well-woven basket that held
Yhem. At my close approach she again
ran off the nest, calling in harsh gutturals
for her mate, whose ready, bold answer
sounded close at hand. More bold than
she, he stopped for a moment, uttering

low notes, then walked into the nest, and
after being satisfied the eggs were intact,
he emerged and eyed me with great steadi-
ness, deeply interested in the camera
“hide” I was arranging.

When it was all concealed I withdrew
into a neighbouring clump of rushes,
lighted my pipe and awaited the female’s
return. In a few minutes the long red
bill and bright eyes, and the golden brown
body appeared from behind the rushes and
she stood nervously examining the camera.
With dainty steps she walked into focus,
“clang” rang the curtain and I pre-
sent you with the camera’s impression of
her. A long time elapsed, after my pad-
dling up to reset the floating machine
had driven her away, before she returned.
First the long red bill and bright eves
poked out as a comedian does from the
“wings,” then she came gracefully, shyly,
right out in front of the nest again the
shutter clanged and she turned and sped
for cover, giving me a picture with an
excellent reflection in the water.

Again, after a wait that used up a large

|
i
b

SOy




AN AUTUMN

stock of patience (for fully two hours elapsed
before the little plump brown and buff
beauty put in an appearance) she sedately
walked out along the bending rushes that
wetted her greyish brown legs, and stepped
between the rush pillars of her home. I
got her when just the tail and a retreating
foot remained behind. This completes
the set of pictures called “Going, Going,
Gone.”

Three weeks later it was hard work to
push in as far as the floating bog that held
her nest. We did, but it was empty, and
seated on the sunny muskrat “draw-up”
was her ladyship and five yellowy, greyish,
broyvny little darlings, that fled with a
rapid pattering of feet over the lily pads
and floating rushes and flags. With many

OFFERING ; 15

low calls the mother quieted them, evi-
dently not greatly fearing the familiar long
olive-green monster, with bobbing head
and paddling arms. Then through long
mosquito haunted hours I waited for a
“snap” The mosquitoes got it, not I, for
just as the family assembled on the black
mud in focus, the little ones a downy line,
the mother alert and watchful, the male
bird, well fed, dozing in the sunlight (I
feel I must join this perfect circle of well-
kept homes and busy wives), all fair for a
good picture, out plunged a muskrat
“kitten” from its subterranean home, and
came to the surface right beside the Rails.
Away they sped, and with a laugh at the
scurry of the birds I picked up my camera

and poled off.

An Autumn Offering

BY MARTHA E. RICHARDSON

"VE wandered to-day on the hillside,
Seeking rest after hours of toil;
I have ravaged each nook and rillside,
To bring you the flowery spoil.

Here are stars of the purple aster,
Nodding plumes of the golden-rod,

Clusters white of the plebeian yarrow,
Late plucked from the yellowingfsod.

Velvet cones of the crimson sumach,
Brittle boughs from the russet oak,

Scarlet leaves of the piebald maple,
From the forest’s gay autumn cloak.

Modest blooms of the sweet red clover,
Latest born of its honeyed kin;

With a spray of bright-tinted creeper,
From the wall of a rustic inn.

As they stood in desolate beauty,

As they tossed in the north wind’s*breath,
Were they waving farewell to summer,
Or flinging a challenge to death ?
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DR. BENJAMIN RAND

'Canadian Celebrities

No. 75—BENJAMIN RAND, PH.D.

| ENJAMIN RAND, PH.D.,
£l was born in Canning, Nova
)| Scotia, July 17, 1856. His
: Ebenezer Rand,
Esq., who for more than a
quarter of a century held the office of
Chief Collector of Customs for King’s
County, and was one of its most prom-

inent citizens. His mother was Ann
Isabella (Eaton), daughter of Ward

‘aton, Fsq., a gentleman of superior
ability and of the highest standing in
the same county. The Rands, of Nova
Scotia, are descended from Robert Rand,
who emigrated from England to Charles-
town, Massachusetts, before 1637; through
a great-grandson, John Rand, who, five
vears after the expulsion of the Acadians
16

from Nova Scotia, removed from Nan-
tucket Island to that province and re-
ceived an extensive grant of land in the
Township of Cornwallis.

Dr. Benjamin Rand, eldest son of
Ebenezer Rand, received his early edu-
cation at Horton Academy, afterward
going to the University of Acadia Col-
lege, Nova Scotia, by which institution
he was given the degree of Bachelor of
Arts in 1875, and Master of Arts in 1879.
From 1877 to 1879 he spent*at Harvard
University, where he again received the
degree of B.A., and in 1880, of M.A.
Between 1882 and 1885, he held the
Walker Fellowship from Harvard, and
during this period studied philosophy at
Heidelberg University, under the dis-
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tinguished historian of philosophy, Kemo
Fischer. In 1885 he received from Har-
vard the degree of Ph.D. in Philosophy,
the distinction having been given only
one person by Harvard before. From
that time to the present he has been in-
timately, and with the exception of a
short period, officially, connected with
the Philosophical Department of this
greatest American University. In 1888-
89, however, he occupied the post of
Instructor in English at the Massachu-
setts Institute of Technology in Boston.

If Nova Scotia has a son of whose
scholastic and literary attainments she
may justly be proud, it is the subject of
this sketch. The range of his scholar-
ship has, perhaps, been wider, and the
!1terary work he has done more labor-
lous, than that of any other living Cana-
_dlan, at home or abroad. This range
includes history, economics, philosophy,
and biography. In history, he first dis-
covered and made known the extent and
importance of the New England migra-
tion to the Maritime Provinces in 1760,
which movement had previously been
overshadowed by the Loyalist migration
of 1776 and 1785. On this subject Dr.
Rand read a valuable paper before the
American Historical Association in Wash-
Ington, and also published several arti-
cles. Among other interesting mono-
graphs he has published a life of Rev.
Aa.ro_n Cleveland, and articles suggested
by his own travels in countries about the
Mediterranean and Black seas.

In economics, Dr. Rand is the author
of “Selections Illustrating Economic His-
tory since 1763,” a work that has al-
ready reached its fourth edition, and

s become widely used as a college
text-book, It was the first work to
appear with the title “Economic His-
tory,” and it thus gave the name to a
N€w department of economic thought
and prepared the way for a new subject
In the curriculum of American univer-
Sity: education. In this department Dr.
hand has also made contributions to
the stud}f of Canadian railways.

In Philosophy, besides an “ Abstract
of Ferrier’s Greek Philosophy,” he has
1ssued some important works. As the
result of gevera] summers spent in ex-

2

amining the treasures in British archives,
he published in 1gor “The Life, Unpub-
lished Letters, and Philosophical Regi-
men of Anthony, Third Earl of Shaftes-
bury,” the author of the well-known
“Characteristics.” Shaftesbury’s “Phil-
osophical Regimen” was discovered by
Dr. Rand in the archives of the Record
Office in London. It embodies a phil-
osophy which the discoverer character-
ised as ‘“the strongest expression of
stoicism since the days of Epictetus
and Marcus Aurelius;” and its author
he described “as: both in theory and
in practice the greatest Stoic of modern
times.” On the appearance of Dr.

- Rand’s work the British press declared

that, by the many American scholars who
were then devoting themselves to the
examination of English unpublished rec-
ords, no discovery had béen made
“comparable in literary value to these
unpublished letters and ethical doc-
trines of Shaftesbury.”

More comprehensive in scope than the
preceding works, the result of years of
incessant labour, is Dr. Rand’s lately
published “Bibliography of Philosophy.”
This great work comprises bibliogra-
phies of the history of philosophy, sys-
tematic philosophy, logic, @sthetics, phil-
osophy of religion, ethics, and psychology.
The mere recital of these subjects suffices
to indicate how vast has been the do-
main of knowledge Dr. Rand has ex-
plored.

During the past year, in continuation
of the notable work of the late Mr. John
Langdon Sibley, M.A., he has prepared
for publication a fourth volume of Bio-
graphical Sketches of Harvard gradu-
ates. He is now engaged on a fifth
volume of the same work.

One of the most important extensions
of the ever-developing work of Harvard
University has been the recent erection
of Emerson Hall, to perpetuate the
name and influence of the great New
England sage. In that hall will hence-
forth centre all the distinctively philo-
sophical interests of the university, and
there has already been gathered a large
library bearing on philosophical sub-
jects, for the purpose of original re-
search. Of this library Dr. Rand has
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lately been made the official head. The
appointment of Librarian of Philosophy
has been given him in recognition of his
great service as a specialist in the bibli-
ography of philosophy, and it is the first
appointment of the kind ever made.

Dr. Rand belongs to numerous learned
societies, among which may be mentioned
the American Historical Association, the
American Folk Lore Society, and the
American Philosophical Association. He
was a member of the International Geo-
graphical Conference held in London-in
1895, and a delegate of the American
Historical Association to the celebration
in Halifax, Nova Scotia, in 1897, of the
discovery of America by John Cabot.

Although Dr. Rand’s work for years
has been pursued in the United States,
he has never renounced his Canadian
citizenship. Tt is probable, also, that no

Canadian who has ever been connected
with Harvard University, has done so
much to render available to his own
land the great resources of this notable
university. Through his influence the
late Mr. Frank Bolles, of Harvard, was
induced to visit Canada and write his
well-known book, “From Blomidon to
Smoky.” At his suggestion Professor
M. L. Fernald, the chief botanist of
New England flora, was led to devote
his attention to the study of Acadian flora.
At present Dr. Rand is honorary pres-
ident of the Harvard Canadian Club.
With Canadian cabinet ministers he
has always been in close touch. Thus
in many ways he is a binding link in
this ancient university, between the two
great countries which divide the North
American continent. :
John Eliphaz Chapman

Some Phases of Student Life

By A. K. B. CLARK

=T HE death of Henrik Ibsen
k’(_i“ﬁ} has removed the most un-
o~ ki;i compromising radical of a
¥ | RO%Y radical century, and re-
minds us that it is now in-
dispensable to approach a social or polit-
ical or educational question with the
gravity and mercilessness of a surgeon
approaching his corpus wile. - Writers
who wish to convince their readers of
their own sincerity can no longer hover
over their subjects in the high ether of
artistic detachment, and obtain of them
a bird’s-eye view in which there are no
blots on the landscape. They must
rather, like the lava or the water-spring,
force their way up to the light through
the underlying earth, must mine under-
neath their subject and surprise its sub-
terraneous piers and passages with their
picks and miners’ lamps. This is my
apology for approaching what may seem
a very unassuming subject in a ve
radical way by asking why student life,
as it is understood at a university, should
exist, why universities exist, how they

justify themselves? These questions, be
sure, are being posed every day by peo-
ple who have heard wise men say that
books are the university of the future,
that if we closed all our university build-
ings except the library, we would lose
nothing, and who ask themselves why
young men should spend four precious
years, of which thrice four months is
enforced holiday, in listening to men
articulating in a class-room words which
can be found by anyone in a good book
of reference. Then the social life, the
athletics, the theatre nights, the par-
ades, the hustles—are not these things
merely glorifying the animal? What re-
lation have they to success, material or
spiritual, in this world of men? If some
comments on some of the most intimate
phases of university life, as seen specific-
ally in the University of Toronto, can
enlighten those doubting Thomases in
the outer court, they may serve a higher
object than mere description.

I am still orthodox enough to believe

that the most important duty of a uni-
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versity is to give an intellectual training.
Bu_t I recognise in the atmosphere of a
university quite a different determining
medium through which this training is
given from that which surrounds the
solitary self-made student. And it is
this very atmosphere—an exhalation,
perhaps, partly from the intellectualism
of university life, yet separate from it—
which constitutes the unique and indis-
Pensable value of a university course.
What do I mean by this atmosphere?
I do not mean the ‘atmosphere of cul-
ture, that vague element so glibly recom-
mended as one of the assets of university
educ'ation. I mean a kind of rarefying
medium which relieves study and erudi-
tion of their utilitarian density, which
prevents them from falling mole sua,
thlc_h enables a student to wear all his
weight of learning lightly like a flower.”
It is commonly observed that the self-
made scholar has the defect of looking
upon learning as the sectaries of the
Ptolemaic astronomy looked upon this
earth—as the centre of everything. He
fails to relate learning to life. This is
Probably the result of a divorce hetween
study and social duties in his life. Hence
when he acts the man, he is not a scholar;
when he acts the scholar, he is not a man.

This defect is obviated in two ways
by assimilating learning through the
university medium. In the first place,
the student body is a small society in
ltself, demanding certain social respon-
31b11iti.es from each member. The di-
Verse interests of this university society—
study, athletics, dances, debates—are in-
cTwoven into a kind of tapestry in a
single morning’s work at the university—
not kept for separate periods of the day.
\t ten minutes to nine, the rotunda be-
8Ins to fill with conversing groups—the
last Rughy game, the new Students’ Par-
liament, the Insurance Investigation, the
Play at “the Princess” are being dis-
cussed—the bulletin board presents its
Multifarious notices. As the hands of
the clock move to 9.10, the groups dis-
DErse, professors in gowns and with
sheaves of paper in their hands pass to
the lecture-halls, and for fifty minutes
these youths whose conversation has
been ranging “from Heaven through the

World to Hell,” concentrate their minds
on some single, narrow field of scholarly
discussion. Then, at the end of the
hour, come another ten minutes of gen-
eral interests—or perhaps a student has
a spare hour which he spends in the
“Union,” discussing the morning news-
paper over a pipe, or playing a game of
billiards. Not only does this alternate
expansion and contraction of the mind, .
comparable to the diastole and systole
of the heart, give mental elasticity
and readiness; more than that, it is
evident that in this life learning takes
its place as an incident—the most im-
portant incident, perhaps; still, only an
incident in the business of life. Learn-
ing is given an immediate frame of
organised human existence; the study of
the solitary student has no such frame.
In a university one has constantly be-
fore one’s mind study in close juxta-
position to social activity, to life’s ma-
chinery; and even though it is but the
mimic machinery of student life in this
case, it fulfils its purpose.

Some words on the true significance
of athletics and “scraps” and “hustles”
are appropriate here, because they are
a phase of this medium, this frame into
which study is put at a university. From
one point of view, they are simply the
inheritance of the Hellenic ideal which
brought the poet and the athlete into
the same arena at the Olympian games,
and which made the great artists of
the Renaissance like Michelangelo re-
joice in billowing muscles as much as
in prone brows, in the brawny arm and
the masculine beard of Moses as much
as in the Book of the Laws which he
holds. Then the corporate contests—
those between one college or faculty and
another—have a peculiar value of their
own; they tend to preserve the sense of
clannishness—a measurable preservation
of which in the world is not unwise—
amid the individualistic, the cosmopoli-
tan tendencies of learning. But per-
haps the greatest value of the hustles
and scraps is that they place in juxta-
position with grave and ascetic study
the pure physical joy of living. In after
life, this joy is sharply separated from
working hours. Men of affairs turn the
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key in the door of their warehouse or
bank office, and make for the yachting
club or the bowling alley. They would
never dream of profaning the inviolate
atmosphere of mahogany desks and
green-shaded incandescent bulbs with
the odour of healthy sweat and the
sound of pulsing hearts. But, as we
have seen, the university is a world of
sharp contrasts. The Retail Merchants’
Association invading the offices of the
" Bank of Commerce with paint pots and
making palettes of the tellers and ledger-
keepers, while the Ilatter retaliate by
means of the emergency fire-equipment,
is an almost inconceivable image. But
I have seen many an analogous scene
in the august corridors of my Alma
Mater, where dwells a race as dignified
and serious as the men down town. I
have seen men issue from the contem-
plation of Plato’s Republic to a bath of
cerulean blue paint at the hands of em-
bryonic C.E.’s. Five minutes later I
have seen those corridors full of a surg-
ing mass of learned youth rejoicing that
it has arms to strike with, legs to kick
with, lungs to roar with, and bones that
will resist high pressure. Finally I have
seen one party conquer by driving back
their foes at the point of the fire hose.
And I maintain with Sir Walter Scott,
“’Twere worth ten years of peaceful life,
One glance at their array!”

Indeed, if you know your Scott, you
know what a benefit the university con-
fers on the country by winking at these
pranks. He was a scholar, an artist,
an indefatigable worker, a man of the
most refined and gentle spirit; yet how
dearly, amid all his antiquarian lore
and love of natural beauty, did he adore
a good physical tussle! That is what
makes his novels and poems an eternal
fountain of youth. And especially in
this age of mechanical efficiency, when
spontaneous joy is proscribed even in
so-called amusements, it is well that
the university should renew the youth
of the world by combining the “wild
joys of living” with the quiet delights of
study and meditation, by letting men
on the threshold of life “see that life
steadily and see it whole.”

But there is another way in which

learning is kept elastic in a university,
and in this case within its own univer-
sally recognised domain. According to
the curriculum, instruction is given by
courses of lectures. Well, in the first
place, it is an open secret that there is
a growing scepticism, not only among
students, but among teachers, as to the
efficacy of cut-and-dried lectures. Ruskin
once remarked on the absurdity of ex-
pecting a man to deliver in one hour the
results of researches which might have
occupied him for weeks or months; but
he added that much good might be got
from the personal commentary of a
teacher on a book or picture or natural
object which a class might be studying.
The wisdom of his remark is shown by
the fact that this method is obtaining
increasing favour in the teaching of all
subjects that can possibly be treated in
such a way. Thus a student learns that

~ information may be procured in irregular

ways that do not permit it to be jotted
down in the note-books. He accustoms
himself to receiving gratuitous informa-
tion in side-remarks, as well as in pre-
meditated expositions.

Outside of lectures altogether, univer-
sity life—on its purely scholastic side—
does much to mellow learning. The
Departmental Societies, each of which
devotes itself to some special branch of
studies, such as the Classics, Natural
Science, Semitic Languages, Mathe-
matics, allow students and professors to
meet and express informal opinions on
an equal footing. Here professors, after
their summer holidays, may communi-
cate to the students some enthusiasm
they have caught at some convention
abroad, or describe some country or
scene of historic or literary fame easily
connected with some special study. Here
professors from other departments may
be invited to speak on one of those sub-
jects’ which lie in the inexactly delimited
borderland "between different sciences,
thus emphasising the underlying solid-
arity of learning and counterbalancing
the extremes of specialisation. Less
academic are the small exclusive clubs
to which the enfree may be won only on
the presentation of an acceptable per-
sonality, and which meet for fraternal
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and usually post-prandial discussion on
all subjects whether they be classifiable
under university studies or not. Here
subjects are discussed without reference
to text-book or authority, but entirely
from the personal standpoint—little cote-
ries of Hamlets, ever ready to track an
ldqa to its lair, are these circles, specu-
}atlng amid a haze of blue smoke and an
Incense of hot coffee which conduces ad-
mirably to a feeling of mild-eyed tolera-
tion towards all kinds of heresies and
peterod.oxy. Sometimes professors, or
Interesting strangers visiting Toronto, are
nvited to address these clubs. Still
other societies hold meetings at the resi-
dences of prominent citizens, where
students and professors are brought
from poring over musty books into im-
mediate dramatic contact with the lead-
€S 1n practical life, with physicians,
clergymen, princes of finance and cap-
tains of industry. Thus, even within
the confines of instruction and mental
culture, the organisations of a univer-
sity do much to give learning its orienta-
tion in the world of men.

This use, then, at least, we have found
OF a university course as against self-
culture—it sets learning out in the world
of men, makes it less self-conscious. I
have only treated those phases of stu-
dent life which contribute to this end.
Some will ask if university “politics”’
do not take their place here. I would
answer, No. It will be observed that
all the' elements which have been ad-
duced as tending to mellow learning
ha\{e _been realities—athletics, dances,
Socleties, meeting at prominent men’s
homes'-—all these things are phases of
real life. Byt university “politics” is

playing at real life, just as much as a
little girl’s fussing with her doll’s house

is playing at real life. And university

students ought to be above playing at
reality. No word of disparagement is
meant against the value of debates, the
adoption of parliamentary procedure in
the Lit., etc.; it is only claimed that the
“peanut politics” at present rampant
at the university have no relation what-
ever to intellectual training or to the
mellowing of that training, and some-
times come dangerously near damaging
the dignity of the status of students.

A very interesting phase of student
life as it exists at our university—a phase
which deserves far other than the frivo-
lous consideration usually given to it—
is co-education. To the intellectual and
social idealist - co-education is full of
attraction. Its possibilities recall the
famous Parisian salons of the seventeenth
and eighteenth centuries, where bril-
liant ladies and gentlemen met as in-
tellectual equals, and discussed scien-
tific and philosophical questions, the
clash of the masculine and the feminine
mind giving a pungency and variety to
the deliberations of those select coteries
unknown since in the same degree. The
attempt to introduce such a variety into
modern university life is still in the ex-
perimental stage, and no judgment can
be given upon its success. But what-
ever opposition to the experiment exists
can only come from the unreasoning
prejudice which for centuries has made
a mock of the easy, superficial gallantry
of men, and which has perhaps done
more to retard the spiritual progress of
humanity than will be appreciated until
a purer air is reached.




The Last Turn of the Screws

A Story of Modern Merchandising

By ANDREW COLTISH SMITH

2] G. FRASER stood behind
his counter gazing thought-
g | fully about his shop. For
)| forty years he had been shak-

— I ing the tree of business—
shaking it hard. And if now, while the
fruit lay thick about him, he was vaguely
conscious that his hold on it had lost
something of the old-time firmness and
confidence, it was little wonder.

Just forty years ago he invested every
cent of his hard-earned savings in the
grocery business. At that, his capital
was small enough in cash, but he helped
it out with perseverance, honesty and
courteous manners—and the business
grew. Stern, hard, consistent work, giv-
ing one hundred cents of value for every
dollar taken in, and above all, keeping
alw:ays at it, morning, noon and night,
spring, summer, winter, fall, brought him
customers and then more customers, and
then more customers still. At first, he
took his own orders, delivered his own
goods and hired a girl to look after the
shop while he was out. Now he had
several clerks, three delivery waggons, and
a book-keeper, and his shop was far and
away the largest one in town.

It was right in this same building that
he had opened up, too—with all the buoy-
ant energy of youth. As he looked back,
it seemed scarcely possible that it had been
forty years ago. It was a modest little
business in those days, but bit by bit he
had built it up, adding a department here,
making some improvement there, putting
into it all he had of virility and strength.
As the years passed on, the thing had be-
come a part of him, bone of his bone, flesh
of his flesh. It had taken the place of
friends, and home, and wife and children,
for he had been so engrossed in his business
that he had had time for none of these.
Gradually he had come to love it as a
mother does her first-born. It was the
expression of his whole life’s work.

Suddenly, as he stood there, the door
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swung open and a fresh, energetic traveller
entered. Setting down his grip, he walked
up to the proprietor confidently.

“Mr. Fraser, I believe?”” he said, offer-
ing his hand.

“Yes: sir.”

“My name is Chancellor.
senting Turnable and Co.”

Fraser frowned.

“Yes,” he said. “‘Some of your travel-
lers have called before.”

Turnable & Co. stood for the mightiest
power in the Canadian grocery world;
most storekeepers, indeed, including Fra-
ser, considered them to be a menace. Their
coming marked the beginning of a new
era of things—the day of package goods, a
movement regarded with great consterna-
tion by storekeepers of the old school,
who saw their long profits gradually being

I am repre-

“divided between themselves and the manu-

facturers. Turnable & Co. put up jams,
pickles, sugars, syrups, rolled oats, tea,
rice, flour—everything, in fact, capable of
being converted into a neat and attractive
package. They advertised freely, packed
first-class goods, sold them at a fair price
and allowed the retailer the smallest profit
of any firm in the business.

Turnable & Co. had been an American -

concern in the first place. Latterly they
had invaded Great Britain and pretty well
overrun it. Now, they were turning their
attention to Canada, a small business area
as yet, but rapidly increasing. At first,
they had been merely manufacturers:
later on, when the trade refused to handle
their goods on the small margin of profit
allowed, they became retailers themselves:
until now their stores were scattered
through every town and village in the
United States and Great Britain. Fine,
airy, city-like shops they were, with splen-
did fixtures, obliging clerks, prompt ser-
vice and close prices. And they were
successes—everywhere.

Many an anxious eye watched Turn-
able’s coming to Canada, for they showed
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0o mercy to any man. Their entry into a
new town was invariably the signal for
such ruinous selling that the other store-
k.eepers were forced sooner or later to
either go out of business, or to handle
Turnable’s products exclusively—in other
words, to become mere agents of the big
company. The opposition having been
disposed of, prices usually went up. It
was such high-handed proceedings as
these that had gained for them the fear
and hatred of every independent store-
keeper in the country. And yet they were
spreading out slowly, ceaselessly, relent-
lessly.

“We have never been able to sell to you,
Mr. Fraser.”

“No,” smiled Fraser.

“May Iask why ?”

The traveller unbuttoned his overcoat
and threw one foot up on the stool before
the counter, resting his chin on his hand.
Fraser leaned back nonchalantly with
elbows on the shelving.

“Oh, I don’t know! D've always been
stocked up in your lines, I suppose.”

The traveller shook his head.

“Mr. Fraser, we carry two hundred and
twenty-seven different lines, and our
travellers have called on you twelve times.
It is impossible that you have not been out
of any of them in all that time. And I do
not see one of our articles in the place.”

And he swept a comprehensive look
around.

“Do you know that you are the only
grocer in Renshaw who handles none of
our goods ?”’ he went on. :

::No, I was not aware of it.”

What is the matter, anyway? You
know what our brand stands for. When-
€ver you see the ‘Little Joker’ on a pack-
age, you know the goods are right and the
Prices are right. The packages are at-
tractive. We advertise freely. What more
do you want ?”

::Proﬁt,”_ said Fraser, laconically,

Ow big a margin do you expect?
‘he progressive merchant, Mr. Fraser,
has ceased to figure percentage. Amount
of goods turned over and profits accrued,
are his method. Every time you sell a
Package instead of bulk goods, you save
one down weight, one paper bag, one
string and several minutes of your sales-
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man’s time, and your customer gets a
better article in a more attractive form. I
don’t need to tell you that a smaller profit
with those savings pays you better than
the old one. You, as an up-to-date busi-
ness man, know these things. Our ways
are satisfying every other merchant in
Renshaw, and I know they would suit you,
if you once tried them. ILet me show you
some of my lines, anyway.”

And he reached down for his grip.

“No,” interposed Fraser, suddenly.
“It’s no mortal use, Mr. Chancellor. I
can’t buy from you under any considera-
tion. It’s not the package idea that I
object to—I am handling goods in that
way now. It’s your invasion of the retail
field that I oppose.”

“Oh!” said Mr. Chancellor, and Fraser
was sensible of a certain subtle change in
his tone. “You stand on principle in
this matter.”

“Exactly,” said Fraser. ‘“When you
withdraw your retail stores from Canada,
then, and not until then, will I buy from
you.”

“Now see here, Mr. Fraser,” he said,
adopting a friendly tone, “I’'m going to
tell you something, though I have no right
to do it. This is just between ourselves,
you understand. Turnable & Co. are
thinking mighty seriously of starting a
store right here in Renshaw. They want-
ed to do it two months ago, but I stood
them off. Why? Tl tell you. We're
doing a good business here now, and, as T
said, we are selling to every other store in
the city and it seems just a trifle—well,
treacherous—after they have patronised
us so long, to open up here and strew their
blood and bones along the street.. Now
doesn’t it?”

“Oh, that’s nothing!” smiled Fraser,
grimly. “You are far too tender-hearted,
Mr. Chancellor.”

“Well, but it does. I hate to see a
friend’s throat cut. But Turnable & Co.
say they are not yet getting a big enough
share of the Renshaw business. Now I
have a good deal to say in the management
of the Canadian branches, and I’ll tell you
what I’ll do.” And he tapped a forefinger
impressively on the counter and lowered
his voice to a whisper. “I’ll guarantee
to keep them out of Renshaw for a
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year. Guaranteeit, mind! How does that
catch you?”

“And your terms?” asked Fraser,
rather contemptuously.

“Oh, terms! We won’t speak of terms.
P'm no blackmailer. I've told you this in
a friendly way. Of course, I should like
you to help me out by an occasional order.
You do a large business here. Couldn’t
you give us, say, ten thousand a year of it?
If the firm should wholesale that much
more in Renshaw, I think I could persuade
them not to retail here at all.”

“No thanks,” saidjFraser. “It’s not
good enough.”

“Turnable & Co. makea strong opposi-
tion, Mr. Fraser.”

“And an unscrupulous one, I am well
aware. But they are welcome to do as
they please for all of me. I’ll go on doing
business right here.”

“We are now firmly established in thirty
towns of this size in Canada; have you
considered that by raising the selling price
only three per cent. in each of these places
we could lower it in Renshaw at least
twenty-five per cent.?”

“Maybe you could. I am not interest-
ed in that. And I'm busy now. You
will have to excuse me.”

“This makes our thirteenth call, Mr,
Fraser. Thirteen is an unlucky number,
You are sure there is nothing I can send
you?”

“Dead sure.”

“Good-bye, then. We'll call it off.”

“Good-bye,” said Fraser, turning on
his heel.

He had carried himself through the
interview with bold and careless ease, but
he walked into his office with a sinking
heart. Turnable & Co. were evidently
coming at last. He had suspected it some
time ago when their travellers began call-
ing upon him so persistently. For months
he had watched them spreading out over
the country like some great lava stream,
relentlessly licking up the smaller stores
and leaving behind them a broad trail of
desolation, but his innate hopefulness had
almost blinded him to the fact that they
must in time reach Renshaw. Now they
were actually at his door, and his general
disapproval of their methods changed to a
sharp personal resentment. He was

evidently going to be their special mark,
and he had heard much of the ends to
which they were prepared to go to get rid
of an objectionable opponent.

It did not take the new firm long to
act. Just a week later, the local papers
announced an important real estate deal.
The store property of McDonald Bros.,
confectioners, two doors from Fraser’s,
had been purchased by Turnable & Co.,
of Montreal, who intended remodelling
the premises immediately, with a view to
establishing a branch of their business
in Renshaw. :

Whereat Fraser drew himself up and
squared his shoulders. Let them come.
They would find him the very toughest
proposition they had ever been up
against. He had done business in Ren-
shaw for forty years, and it was funny
if he could not keep it up a few years
more.

The days passed on. Turnable & Co.
took possession. A band of workmen
came and departed, brightening the old
store like the sweep of spring across a
winter landscape. An imposing expanse
of shining plate glass, heavy brass plates,
quarter-cut oak finishings, long glittering
show cases, glass counters—everything
showed power, confidence and solidity.
The new firm had obviously come to stay.

Then came opening day, heralded by
news of a great cut-price sale. Large
advertisements in each of the papers, hand-
bills glaringly stamped with the firm’s name
adorning every city door-knob, huge pla
cards at the store front, and well-dressed,
well-ticketed windows announced the fact
to the public. The savoury aroma of
grocery bargains, dear to the housewife’s
heart, hung heavy on the Renshaw air.
The new store did a land-office business
for the first few days.

Fraser looked on cheerfully. He had
seen this kind of thing before. The store
was a novelty yet. People went there to
see the sights, as though it was the fall
fair or a church bazaar. After about a
week business would settle down to its
normal flow and it would be time enough
then to see how much would run in the
new channel.

During the first week, Fraser’s sales
were obviously lessened. The second
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week his business swung back pretty
much to the old level, in spite of the fact
that Turnable & Co.’s prices were prac-
tically cost and Fraser had made no at-
tempt to meet them except on one or two
lines. After all, he reflected perhaps
there was going to be room for both of
them in Renshaw.

. But a month later he was undeceived
In the hope that there was to be any-
thing of a friendly business rivalry
be:cween them. Whatever their attitude
might be to the others, with him it was
to be a death-feud—no fair fight in
the open, with an honest hand-
shake at the start, and the spirit of
good-fellowship mingled with the lust of
battle, but a deadly, silent grapple in
the dark, a hacking, stabbing and throt-
tling in blind hatred, with only murder
In the heart.

It began when Turnable & Co. issued
theu: new price-list ‘making a further re-
ductlop of 10 per cent. all round. Fraser
read it over with dismay. The prices
were away below what he was paying for
his goods.

A week or two more passed. Then, for
thg first time, it became obvious that some-
thing was going wrong. His business
begar_1 to dwindle quite suddenly, a de-
pression the more alarming that it hap-
Pened at a time when such a change was
hot justified by local trade conditions.
Cash purchasers who had dealt with him
for years began all at once to buy next to
nothing. FEven credit customers, who
may generally be depended upon to stay
with a merchant through all changes,
were lessening their purchases in an alarm-
Ing manner. Yet there were no com-
Plaints. His solicitors were still calling
at all the old places for orders. No one
had left him. They were simply buying
fewer groceries than they used to do.

As the days passed on and the change
became more marked, he began to be
Seriously uneasy. Some great unseen
force: appeared to be at work about him,
making for his downfall. Day by day
his sales kept falling, yet try as he would
he could not find the cause, and the forced
Inactivity was the most trying ordeal he
had ever known. If this kind of thing
kept on, he saw nothing but ruin ahead of

“to go up. Absolutely got to.
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him, and that phantom haunted him day
and night. His face began to carry a
worried, haggard look. For the first
time, people began to notice how old a
man he was.

A few weeks later, the cause of the
trouble came to light suddenly, when
Stuart, his head clerk, came to him in
deep dejection.

“Look here, Mr. Fraser,” he said.
“See my order book. My sales have
dropped off twenty-five per cent. And
Ican’t helpit. I call atall my old places,
but the people simply won’t buy, and I
have not been able to make it out until
to-day. It’s Turnables. They are get-
ting after us hotfoot. They had a man
around at every one of our customer’s
doors this morning with the new price-
list, offering to sell them a 1oo-lb. sack of
Redpath sugar for $3 with every five
dollar order. That’s equal to a further
cut of 20 per cent. at least.”

“It’s ruination,” said Fraser. “They
can’t keep it up.”
“They are not advertising this. They

are offering it to our customers only.”

For the first time then, some sense of
the futility of the contest he had entered
upon came to Fraser. But he put it by
him resolutely, determined to fight it out.

Then suddenly, as if to show their
versatility, Turnable & Co. completely
changed their plan of campaign. Hither-
to, they had devoted their attention to
crippling his selling powers. Now they
struck their first blow at his buying, a
mode of attack much more effective, as
the event proved.

For years, Fraser had bought his lard,
bacon, ham, and other pork products
from the Riverside Packing Co. Their
goods were the recognised standard of
quality in Western Ontario, and he had
known their traveller, Milner, for twenty
years or more. He put implicit trust in
Milner’s word and judgment.

This week Milner called as usual.

“Fraser,” he said, “buy lard. It’s got
Listen.
The packers’ operations are mighty lim-
ited just now—practically at a standstill
Pork is 45c. higher on the street market
at this minute. The packers have ad-
vanced live hogs to $7.85 F.O.B. in this
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country. That means mighty high lard.
Prices are going up nearly 20 per cent. in
the near future. I tell you this is the
straight tip.” :

Fraser had not followed the provision
markets as closely lately as he should have
done. He had so many weightier things
to think of just at present. Besides, as I
have said, he had positive faith in Milner.

“Look here,” the traveller went on,
“the regular price is 12¢. Ill lay you
down 200 tubs at 1rjc. Right at your
door. It’s a snap, sure. And no one-else
infRenshaw will get a single pound. You
can have a go at Turnables on that.”

““Send them along,” said Fraser.

Three days later, Turnable & Co. ad-
vertised the best Riverside lard at roc. a
Ib. retail.

Fraser dropped the company a line to
see how it happened.

Their answer was disconcerting, to say
the least of it. Turnable & Co. had re-
cently acquired a controlling interest in
the Riverside Packing Co. They should
always be glad to supply Fraser at the
* regular wholesale rates, but must reserve

the right to retail the products of the com-
pany at their own figures.

Fraser was dazed. It was the deadliest
blow he had received yet. It was not
that the Riverside products were placed
beyond his reach—he could get others;
and it was not the monetary loss on this
last deal—that was trifling. It was Mil-
ner—Milner whom he had known so well
for twenty years, whom he had trusted so
implicitly, whose honesty he could have
vouched for with his life. Milner had
~simply knifed him. There was no getting
around that fact, for it was inconceivable
that he had not known.

That night Fraser was as nearly dis-
heartened as he had ever been in his life.
The vast, inexorable might of the big com-
pany was brought home to him at last.
What could he, one puny man, do against
a huge power that reached out above, be-
low, and around him? A force that could
thus, at a word, make traitors of his best
loved friends ?

A few days later, he had a call from
Woods, of Woods, Marshall & Co., the
great wholesale house in Toronto, This
firm had practically started Fraser in

business. They had backed his note for
five hundred dollars when he was just
beginning, and trusted him to any amount
of goods he cared to order, and that meant
a strong supporting arm to him in - his
early struggles. Now that his business
was on a good substantial footing, he
still bought the bulk of his goods from
them, as was right and proper.

“Well, Fraser,” said Woods, “I hear
you’re fighting Turnables.”

“Yes,” smiled Fraser. “Trying to.”

“It can’t be done, my boy. They’re
too big for any one retailer, or one whole-
saler, or even one manufacturer to buck
against.” )

“But what am I to do?” asked Fraser.
“I didn’t want to fight them. I simply
wanted to be left alone. Surely a man is
privileged to mind his own business and
sell whatever goods he wants to, without
being dictated to by every manufacturer
that comes along.”

And he told him the tale of the struggele
up to date.

“Well,” said Woods, “it’s imposition
of the worst kind, I admit. But it can’t
be helped. We’re up against much the
same proposition the Indians were, when
the white man first came around. They
had right and justice on their side all
right, but it didn’t cut much of a figure
against the paleface guns. The Indians
went down and out, and I guess we'll
follow suit. We are beginning to feel
the touch of the thumbscrews ourselves,
up at the house. The fact is, they've
given us a gentle hint that if we keep on
selling to you, they’ll smash our credit.
Pleasant, isn’t it?”

“It’'s a cursed outrage!” exclaimed
Fraser.

“Exactly. But you’ll have to submit.
So will we.”

“You mean that you have agreed not
to sell me goods?”

“We haven’t yet, but it’s coming to
that. Man, man, can’t you see you’re
beaten? You've gof to give in. “What
harm can you do such a corporation as
Turnables when the little loss they sus-
tain by this struggle in Renshaw is more
than made up hy an imperceptible raise
in prices in twenty or thirty other towns ?
When I was a rebellious little kid they
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used to lock me up in a dark room and I
used to raise Ned in there and kick my
hardest at the door, but it never did any
mortal harm to anything but my own
toes. I learned to submit in those days,
a.nd the experience has been useful to me
since. You've got to learn it now.
They’ve got you beat, Fraser, I tell you.
The Turnable power is too great for any
one man.”

“Submit?” thundered Fraser. “Sub-
mit to such an imposition as that? What
do you take me for? Not as long as I
have a single breath in my body or one
dollar to chink against another will I
yield to any such damned, unmitigated
tyranny. Why it’s an outrage! It’s a
d}sgrace to the business methods of the
nineteenth century!”

“Well, maybe,”” said Woods, as he rose
to go. “But don’t say I didn’t warn
you.”

It was past closing time and the clerks
had all left. Fraser paced like a tiger up
and down the shop, every fibre of his
being in revolt at the injustice. It was
not the financial loss he would sustain
either by selling out or becoming an agent
for the big company that disturbed him;
he would have faced that as bravely as
he had many another trial. It was the
thought of seeing his cherished business
pass into other hands, of having his shop
degenerate into a mere storehouse for
Turnable goods that seemed as bitter as
the death of a dearly beloved one. It
would be a gross ingratitude to so defile
the business that had stood by him
through good and evil days. And he
would not have it so. Sooner would he
face death itself. .

So he strode back and forth with blazing
eyes, white face and clenched hands. Tt
was the same light that had burned in
many another Fraser’s eyes in days gone
by, at Flodden and Killecrankie and
Culloden, and many a hard-fought clan
battle and fierce foray. And from far
back among those: Highland forbears,
born of their turbulent life among the
grey hills and wild heather-clad moor-
lands, came down to him, clear and strong
through the generations, the same bold
intolerance of oppression, the capacity
for sustained vindictiveness, and the
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fierce-burning Scottish pride that deigned
to ask quarter from no man, nor knew
any commerce with an enemy but the
skene-dhu beneath the fifth rib. At that
moment Fraser was a thoroughly danger-
ous man.

Morley, the Renshaw manager for
Turnable & Co., had surely never chosen
so inopportune a moment for an interview
with a beaten adversary.

“I’'ve called to see if we could not come
to some agreement about handling our
goods, Mr. Fraser,” he said. ‘“You see,
even though the commencement of hos-
tilities cannot be laid to our door, we are
willing to make some little sacrifice to
ensure peace. While of course Turnable
& Co. have by no means come to the end
of their resources, they are aware that
any commercial strife necessarily entails
considerable loss. Now we have thought .
the matter over very carefully and we
have a proposition to submit to you. We
are willing to agree to adhere to any rea-
sonable scale of prices which you may
arrange, if you, in return, will pledge
yourself to handle our products exclusively.
We are confident that you will, upon
reflection, see the expediency of embrac-
ing this offer, which is, I can assure you,
much more generous than Turnable & Co.
are usually disposed to make. Person-
ally, it would give me the greatest pleasure
for us to work together in harmony and
—and—"

His voice died away in dismay when
Fraser turned upon him with a snarl like
a timber wolf.

“You are willing to make some sacri-
fice, are you, you damned, good, pious
soul? And I began the hostilities, did I?
Well let me tell you, I will be-in at the
death. I will be in at the death. D’you
hear, you smirking villain ?”

In a paroxysm of rage he sprang for-
ward and seized the other by the throat.
Morley was a young man and muscular,
but he was an infant in that grasp. The
abnormal excitement of the last few min-
utes had momentarily hardened Fraser’s
flabby muscles into sinews worthy the
hind leg of a stag.

“Now, will you hear my answer?” he
shouted. “Turnable & Co. can go tg
the devil with their generous offer, and s
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can you. I wouldn’t sell a single can of
your cursed preparations to keep my soul
from burning in everlasting hell. D’you
understand that for plain, downright Eng-
lish? It’s damned seldom that you can
hear any straightforward talking around
Turnable & Co.’s premises, I’ll be bound.
And if you ever dare to show your face
again about my place, I'll wring your
sparrow’s neck. D’you understand that ?
Eh? Do you?”

And with every question he gave his
man a shake, finally dropping him ecn-
temptuously, a limp figure, leaning heavily
against the counter,

“Bah! I suppose it’s no use talking to
you, who are only a sort of half-bred
spaniel after all, trained to retrieve your
master’s game. I must see Turnable
himself. He is the man to answer for
this insult. And he shall,” he went on,
bringing his fist down with a bang on the
counter, “he shall, by heavens!”

Morley retreated to the door and stood
there, white to the lips.

“You had better take time to reflect,
Fraser,” he said, in a voice that floated
thin and weak upon the air after Fraser’s
bellowing thunders. “You are not your-
self to-night.”

But Fraser had already turned his back
upon him,

“Get out! Get out! ” he said.

W. H. Turnable, the president of Turn-
able & Co., in the course of a motor tour,
arrived at Niagara Falls, N.Y., accom-
panied by his wife and daughter. They
stopped at the Cataract House. It was
the very night of Morley’s ignominious
ejection from Fraser’s store, and the next
morning Fraser himself strode into the
Cataract House office. His clothes were
disordered, his face was very white and
his eyes were still blazing. The clerk
looked at him curiously, when he searched
the register. Men labouring under similar

mental excitement at the Falls are apt to
be watched, as possible pilgrims to Sui-
cide’s Point.

At 9.30, a lady and gentleman came
down the stairs on their way to the en-
trance. Fraser inquired of the clerk who
they were. Then he called to them.

“Mr. Turnable, I want to see you.”

The gentleman paused and stepped for-
ward to the office door.

“My name is I. G. Fraser. I am a
grocer in Renshaw, Ont. I am probably
the last one you have ruined, and I am
determined that I shall be the last one
you ever will ruin. Mrs. Turnable,” he
went on, for the lady, too, was now stand-
ing in the doorway, “I am very sorry that
your husband’s rapacity has made you a
widow.”

And he suddenly produced a revolver
and fired. But during this speech the
clerk had had time to realise his inten-
tions. He had reached for a box of
cigars and now hurled it at Fraser’s head.
It struck him full in the face just as he
fired, and destroyed his aim. The bullet
harmlessly shivered the transom.

Mr. Turnable seized his wife and swung
her into safety in the hall. The occu-
pants of the room dashed forward at
Fraser. He fought them off and sprang
back against the farthest wall, then
backed slowly into the billiard room.,
where, for the moment, none dared to
follow him. His victim had escaped him
after all.

“They’ve got you beat, Fraser, I tell
you. The Turnable power is too great
for any one man.” Woods’ words came
to him now. They had been true, even
at the last.

The men were making ready again for
a rush into the room at him, but Fraser
merely glanced at them. Then he turned
the revolver upon himself. When he
fired this time he did not miss his aim.




An Editorial Rainbow

The Strange Experience of a Canadian Free Lance

By G. M. L. BROWN

= HIS is the story, as I have
(Z: A 1 heard Saunders tell it over
x\\ll‘. g3l and over again. Unfortu-
[(B) | KOW nately his modesty has not
DR N permitted him to repeat it
before authors or newspaper men—for
fear of publicity, I suppose. To me this
has seemed a great pity, as it should en-
courage young writers—especially Cana-
dian writers—to persevere; hence I give
the story myself.
_ After Saunders had been a few months
In New York, he decided to confine his
hte_rary endeavours to short stories, for
which he had a tolerably sure market with
seven popular magazines. Toward the
end of his first year in the city, in fact, he
found that he had sold exactly four
stories to each of these publications, and
had_consequently received therefrom twen-
ty-eight goodly checks. Not content with
such an excellent record, however, he re-
solved to round out the year with seven
more acceptances, and forthwith settled
down to his task.

_ After two weeks of strong coffee, gas-
light, and cigarettes, he had the satisfac-
tion of mailing the seventh and last manu-
script; whereupon he not unwisely de-
cided to take a rest. The title of the
stories, as well as I can remember, and
the names of the magazines he sent them
to, are as follows:

Trgil JHOWL OF THE WOLF—McPher-

S.

TWO LOVERS AND A MAID—Crandall’s
Weekly,

THE BRAVE BUCCANEER—Anybody’s
Magazine.
PI%RIEINS OF SHEEP RANCH FAME—
urdy’s.
THE WIND FROM THE NORTH—
Achievement,

A MAY DAY WEDDING—The Ladies’
Delight,

AN INTERPLANETARY ROMANCE—
e Universal,

Saunders had weighed the matter so

thoroughly before making this allotment,
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that he smiled in anticipation of speedy
returns. As a matter of fact, the returns
came promptly enough, but were not of
such a nature as to gratify a rising young
author. The MSS., in short, were re-
jected—all seven of them—with a una-
nimity and dispatch as admirable as it was
disconcerting. Nothing daunted, how-
ever, Saunders readjusted his list and
sent the stories out in the following order:

THE HOWL OF THE WOLF—Purdy’s.

TWO LOVERS AND A MAID—Achieve-
ment.

THE BRAVE BUCCANEER—The La-
dies’ Delight.

PERKINS OF SHEEP RANCH FAME—
The Universal.

THE WIND FROM THE NORTH—Mc-
Pherson’s.

A MAY DAY WEDDING—Crandall’s
Weekly.

AN INTERPLANETARY ROMANCE—
Anybody’s Magazine.

This combination was no more suc-
cessful; moreover, Saunders noticed with
dismay that the manuscripts bore evidence
of rough usage in the mail. But his faith
was in the quality of the fiction, not in
outward embellishments, so he straight-
way prepared for a third editorial invasion.
The stories were now directed:

THE HOWL OF THE WOLF—The La-
. dies’ Delight.

TWO LOVERS AND A MAID—The Uni-
versal.

THE BRAVE BUCCANEER—McPher-
son’s.

PERKINS OF SHEEP RANCH FAME—
Crandall’s Weekly.

THE WIND FROM THE NORTH—Any-
body’s Magazine.

A MAY DAY WEDDING—Purdy’s. _

AN INTERPLANETARY ROMANCE—
Achievement.

The results were no better; again the
MSS. were flung back at him, their cor-
ners doubled, their edges frayed, all their
crispness gone—truly a sorry lot, thought
Saunders, as he surveyed them. Steam
‘and hot irons, however, have™a wonder-



30 THE CANADIAN M#AGAZINE

fully reviving effect upon crumpled paper,
as has old Scotch and Vichy upon a dis-
couraged writer; so that in half an hour’s
time Saunders had seven tolerably respect-
able looking manuscripts ready once more
for the mail. And this was the disposition
that he made of them:

THE HOWL OF THE WOLF—Crandall’s

Weekly.

TWO LOVERS AND A MAID—Any-

body’s Magazine.
THE BRAVE BUCCANEER—Purdy’s,
PERKINS OF SHEEP RANCH FAME—
Achievement.

THE WIND FROM THE NORTH—The
Ladies’ Delight.

A MAY DAY WEDDING—The Universal.

AN INTERPLANETARY ROMANCE—
McPherson’s.

Back they came again—*“like so many
homing pigeons,” Saunders observed to
his room-mate, who had taken no slight
interest in the enterprise, and had prof-
fered the advice and sympathy usual in
such circumstances,

“But I can’t say they don’t work,” he
continued, “for they bring back nice little
printed messages every time. 1 hope I’'m
not exercising them too hard!”

And he sent them out again, as follows:

THE HOWL OF THE WOLF—The Uni-

versal.

TWO LOVERS AND A MAID—Mec-
Pherson’s.

THE BRAVE BUCCANEER—Crandall’s
Weekly.

PERKINS OF SHEEP RANCH FAME—
Anybody’s Magazine,

THE WIND FROM THE NORTH—
Purdy’s.

A MAY DAY WEDDING-—Achievement.

AN INTERPLANETARY ROMANCE—
The Ladies’ Delight.

After the return of the last straggler’

from this expedition, Saunders began to
find the arrangement of further combina-
tions a difficult matter,

“I don’t think there are many more
combinations to make,” he remarked.

His room-mate laughed. “There are
exactly two more—can’t you see that?”
he asked. “Unless, of course, you want
to send them around a second time.”

Saunders gritted his teeth and turned
to the problem before him. When he
had solved it, he stamped and addressed
seven new envelopes; and the manuscripts
went out in this order:

THE HOWL OF THE WOLF—Any-

body’s Magazine,

TWO LOVERS AND A MAID—Purdy’s,

THE BRAVE BUCCANEER—Achieve-

ment.
PERKINS OF SHEEP RANCH FAME—
The Ladies’ Delight.

THE WIND FROM THE NORTH—The
Universal.

A MAY DAY WEDDING-—McPherson’s.

AN INTERPLANETARY ROMANCE-—.
Crandall’s Weekly.

With the septet again arrayed upon his
desk, Saunders became so discouraged
that he began to think of forsaking litera-
ture for the surer paths of commerce. He
had recently been offered a position in the
Klondyke, and the more he thought of it
the less distasteful the proposal appeared.
After some- reflection he decided to give
the recalcitrant editors one final chance,
and let the results determine his course of
action. Surmising, however, what the
outcome would be, he craftily made cap-
ital of a probable event to render the same
improbable. In short, he enclosed fare-
well letters with each manuscript, hoping
thereby to lessen materially his chance of
going. There was but one remaining
combination to adopt, so the stories were
directed:

THE HOWIL OF THE WOLF—Achieve-
ment.

TWO LOVERS AND A MAID—The La-
dies’ Delight.

THE BRAVE BUCCANEER—The Uni-
versal.

PERKINS OF SHEEP RANCH FAME—
McPherson’s.

THE WIND FROM THE NORTH—
Crandall’s Weekly.

A MAY DAY WEDDING—-—Anybody’s
Magazine,

AN INTERPLANETARY ROMANCE—
Purdy’s.

When the unlucky missives were safely
on their way, Saunders breathed a sigh of
relief. He had played his last card, and
he defied Fate to do her worst. Conse-
quently his face wore the smile of con-
tentment that generally comes at such a
crisis. If he couldn’t live in the East
there was a home for him in the West, so
the editors be —! 1In this frame of mind
he began to speculate as to which story
would be back first. The “Wolf” had
generally been in the lead, but he now
favoured the “Buccaneer,” even to betting

et
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half a dollar with his room-mate on that
On the eve'of the anniver-
sary of his arrival in New York, he began
to pack his trunk.

The day following, as if by appoint-
ment, the stories came trooping back, the
“Wolf” again in the lead, but the other
six close on its heels. Saunders received
them with a good-natured laugh and
Placed them in his open trunk. After
handing fifty cents to his room-mate, how-
ever, he decided that the waste basket was
a better place for such material, and ac-
cordingly tossed them out upon the floor.
There they lay, seven disreputable, use-
less documents with an aggregate postage
charge against them, as Saunders esti-
mated, of seven dollars and eighty-four
cents. It was exasperating.

Seizing a broom he began to sweep
them into the corner, hastening the opera-
tion by an occasional well-aimed kick.
No words could so well have expressed
his sentiments. As he did so, however,
he noticed that a slip of red protruded
from one of the envelopes. He stooped
to investigate and found it to be a check
fro_m McPherson’s for fifty dollars. The
editor informed him in the accompanying
Dote that he deeply regretted Saunder’s

. change of plans, and wished very much to

Procure another story from him before he
should leave. “Perkins of Sheep Ranch
Fame,” unfortunately, was too similar to
a story they had recently accepted to
Prove available, but if Mr. Saunders could
return to them “The Howl of the Woli,”
which they had inadvertently let slip
through their fingers, they would gladly
Pay him the sum of fifty dollars, a check

for which they begged to enclose. If Mr.
Saunders had already parted with that
admirable story, could he not write them
another on similar lines? Furthermore,
should he reconsider his trip to the West,
they were in a position to promise him
several valuable commissions in the near
future. In any case, they desired Mr.
Saunders to run in and see them that they
might have the pleasure of discussing the
matter with him.

Well, you may believe it or not, just as
you choose, but the other editors had done
the very same thing—returned the last
MS. and asked for the story that Saunders
had submitted in the first place.. Each
editor, moreover, enclosed a check, and
the seven checks totalled exactly three
hundred and fifty dollars. It was a tre-
mendous triumph for Saunders, being, as
his room-mate pointed out, no less a
tribute to his judgment and diplomacy
than to his persistence and grit.

But the most unique part of the affair
has yet to be told, and, really this might
seem to savour of the improbable. Each
of those seven checks, it appears, was of a
different colour. and the more Saunders
looked at them the more puzzled he be-
came. After he had re-directed the MSS.
to their final destination, he arranged the
checks on the desk and gazed hard and
thoughtfully. Then a light broke upon
him. The checks were of the seven pris-
matic colours—red, orange, yellow, green,
blue, indigo, and violet.

“A perfect rainbow!” he called excit-
edly to his room-mate, his eyes fastened
on the bits of colour; “I take that as a
promise of a great career.” ;




The Fallacy of the Yourig Nation

of the present day whom it
gy would be both dangerous
(O3 and untrue to term “com-
mon-place.” They are
George Bernard Shaw and Gilbert K.
Chesterton. We may declare of the
latter what we may not of the former:
he frequently cheers and never irritates.
In his essay on the subject of young na-
tions, falsely so-called, Mr. Chesterton
makes some startling assertions which
are of immediate interest to Canadians as
well as to the many millions popularly
called Americans:

“I wish to speak of a general delusion.
It pervades the minds and speeches of all
the practical men of all parties; and it is
a childish blunder built upon a single
false metaphor. I refer to the universal
modern talk about young nations and
new - nations; about America being
young; about New Zealand being new.
The whole thing is a trick of words.
America is not young, New Zealand is not
new. It is a very discussable question
whether they are not both much older
than England or Ireland.

“Of course we may use the metaphor
of youth about America or the colonies,
if we use it strictly as implying only a
recent origin. - But if we use it (as we do
use it) as implying vigour, or vivacity, or
crudity, or inexperience, or hope, or a
long life before them, or any of the ro-
mantic attributes of youth, then it is surely
as clear as daylight that we are duped by
a stale figure of speech. . . That America
was founded long after England does not
make it, even in the faintest degree, more
probable that America will not perish a
long time before England. That England
existed before her colonies, does not make
it any the less likely that she will exist
after her colonies. When we look at the
actual history of the world, we find that if
there is a thing that is born old and dies
young, it is a colony,
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“The colonies may have given England
a new emotion; I only say that they have
not given the world a new book.

“Touching these English colonies, I
do not wish to be misunderstood. I do
not say of them, or of America, that they
have not a future, or that they will not be
great nations. . . All the absurd physical
metaphors, such as youth and age, living
and dying, are, when applied to nations,
but pseudo-scientific attempts to conceal
from men the awful liberty of their lonely
souls.

“There are three main shapes or sym-
bols in which a nation can show itself
essentially glad and great—by the heroic
in government, by the heroic in arms, and
by the heroic in art. Beyond govern-
ment, which is, as it were, the very shape
and body of a nation, the most significant
thing about any citizen is his artistic
attitude towards a holiday and his moral
attitude towards a fight—that is, his way
of accepting life and his way of accepting
death.

“When we come to the last test of
nationality, the test of art and letters, the
case is almost terrible. The English
colonies have produced no great artists;
and that fact may prove that they are
still full of silent possibilities and reserve
force. But America has produced great
artists. And that fact most certainly
proves that she is full of a fine futility and
the end of all things. Whatever the
American men of genius are, they are not
young gods making a young world. Is
the art of Whistler a brave, barbaric art,
happy and headlong? Does Mr. Henry
James infect us with the spirit of a school-
boy? Noj; the colonies have not spoken
and they are safe. Their silence may be
the silence of the unborn. But out of
America has come a sweet and startling
cry, as unmistakable as the cry of a
dying man.”

But has Mr. Chesterton read Mark
Twain ?
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The Port of Western Canada

By J. R, LUMBY

From the flash of the Indian paddle, to the throb of the steamer’s screw;
From the halting steps of the old days, to the rush of the busy new;

From the mart of the trapper’s peltry, to the port where back and forth
Ply the laden treasure-vessels of the Empress of the North,

(f]'\ Le:\ / midway between the Atlantic
: m4 and the Pacific oceans, the
=) spot where now stands the
town of Fort William, has long been the
rende.zvous and starting-point of all
who Journey westward beyond the Great
Lalfe‘s into the grassy plains of the western
prairies. It was here that the two great
rvals for the trade of that then unknown
empire planted their most important
trading-posts. Later, when the North-
west Fur Company combined with its
Powerful rival (anticipating, by nearly a
Century, the methods of modern trusts),
It was near the mouth of the Kaministiquia
River that the Hudson’s Bay Company
of adventurers established the fort that
for years witnessed the annual foregather-
Ing of the traders, whose army, scattered
for twelve months from Lake Superior to
the Rocky Mountains, from the Missouri
in the south to the Mackenzie river in the
north, once a year swept in their bales of
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furs to this pivotal point, and received the
supplies which would carry them through
the twelve months of barter and hunting
which must elapse before the next re-
union.

Side by side with the trader came the
other great pioneering force of the white
man. Almost as soon as the men of com-
merce had built a fort, the black-robed
Jesuit Fathers were establishing a mission,
taking possession of the south bank of the
river, upon one of the islands forming a
delta at its mouth. Subsequently they
re-located their church, their convent, and
their schools upon the mainland higher
up the stream, where they remain to-day,
soon however to be removed to further the
plans of the remorseless commercialism
of the twentieth century. A span of only
thirty years divides the old order of
things from the new. It is only thirty
years ago that the Canadian Government,
after the planting of a straggling settlement
of farmers in Manitoba by Lord Selkirk,
and the rise and fall of the first half-breed
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KAKABEKA FALLS, SIXTEEN MILES FROM FORT WILLIAM

rebellion under Louis Riel, decided to radiate through the Western provinces
connect the east and the west by a line of  as it formerly was the focal point at which
railway, and took the initial steps which the trails of the voyageur converged.

have resulted in making Fort William With the Hudson’s Bay Company the
the centre of the railway systems which  past of the town was intimately bound up,

EMPIRE ELEVATOR AT THE MOUTH OF KAMINISTIQUIA RIVER., FIRST INDEPENDENT
ELEVATOR BUILT, CAPACITY, 1,500,000 BUSHELS
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and the changes which have revolutionised
the old company are mirrored in the trans-
form:ation of their fort from trading-post
to city. The building up of a modern
industrial civilisation in Western Canada
has turned the Hudson’s Bay Company
Post to a replica of the departmental store
of_ the east, and replaced the leather-
shirted, moccasined factor by a staff of
well-groomed clerks and damsels. In like
manner it has torn down their stone fortifi-
cations on the river bank to make room
for the terminal works of a great railway
system, built elevators and huge freight
sheds in lieu of the old warehouses, while
the last remaining relic of the fort is con-
verted into the offices for the coal plant of
the Canadian Pacific Railway, where
over half a million tons of coal are annually
Passed over the docks to be used up in the
industries of the West.

It was, after all, the same natural ad-
vantages which made the banks of the
Kaministiquia River the trysting place of
the fur traders which has made them the
terminal point for the great trans-contin-
ental railways. Given a deep, wide
stream, readily made navigable to vessels
of the deepest draught, the natural depth
of the river being thirty feet, place tribu-
tary to this a hinterland as illimitable and
with such possibilities and actualities of
Wealth as the Canadian West, and the
combination is bhound to give rise to an
important city. It is this which convinces
Cana@nans that the western port of Lake
Superior must of necessity become a rival
1N size, wealth and commerce of any of the
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American lake port towns which have been
fostered by the settlement and develop-
ment of the Western States. The growth
of this port is not a matter of merely local
concern, it is one of national interest to
the whole Dominion, and the increasing
expenditure of public money upon harbour
works and improvements shows that the
fact is recognised at Ottawa.

As the lake terminal of the Canadian
Pacific Railway, Fort William moved
slowly forward, keeping pace with the slow
development that marked the first decade
of Western settlement. A second trans-
continental railway was projected and
came into being, and, under the skilful
management of Messrs. Mackenzie and
Mann, the Canadian Northern became
a factor in the building up of the West.
Their lake terminal was at Port Arthur,
on the shores of the bay about four miles
from Fort William, their line of railway

CANADIAN PACIFIC COAL DOCKS ON SITE OF HUDSON’S BAY COMPANY’S FORT
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GENERAL VIEW OF R.C. MISSION

The property on which the Grand Trunk Pacific will have its terminals.

traversing Fort William, with a spur track
tapping the river frontage. But the
movement westward acquired such im-
petus that a third railway became a neces-
sity, if Canada were to keep control of her
own trade, and Sir Wilfrid Laurier’s gov-
ernment launched the Grand Trunk
Pacific Railway project, which is now on
the high way to becoming an accomplished
fact. For the lake port of this third rail-
way, the management chose Fort Wi lliam,
and acquired a tract of sixteen hundred
acres on the south bank of the river, op-
posite to the river frontage of the Canadian
Pacific Railway. They have purchased
their lands from the Indians, of whose
reserve they formed a part. This has
rendered necessary a second exodus of the
Mission, with its churches and convent,
to a point farther down the lake where, for
a time at least, the priests and their little
flock of Christian natives can rest undis.
turbed by the insistent demands of modern
industrialism.  Already the new homes

It contains 1,600 acres

for the Indian villagers are being built, and
in a year from now the house of the priests.
will have passed from the possession of the
Jesuit Fathers, and become the office
quarters of the new railway.

Fort William pays three hundred thou-
sand dollars to the Grand Trunk Pacific
when their terminal works are completed,.
these improvements amounting to more
than a million dollars, and in return for
this the whole of the area purchased by
the railway company is added to the limits
of the corporation. It is taxable for school
purposes, becoming liable for all taxes in
the event of its being used for anvthing but
terminal works, and in any event becoming
taxable in every respect after fifteen vears.
This arrangement has in some quarters
been characterised as a hard one for the
town, but few of the people would alter it,
if any proposed change involved the estab-
lishing of a rival town on the southern
bank of the Kaministiquia River,

While the interest of two powerful trans-
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Portation companies was turned to the
upbuilding of this port, other agencies
Wwere mot lacking, tending towards the
same end. Sixteen miles from Fort Wil-
llal}l lie the famous Kakabeka Falls, over
Wwhich the whole of the waters of the
aministiquia tumble, with a potential
energy of probably 200,000 horse-power.
OF many vyears capitalists have had in
view the harnessing of this power, but it
Wag 0?11,\’ In 1905 that the work was
nndertaken by Messrs. Hosmer, Holt and
igt};mr}’pson, who‘ organised as the Kamin-
\;vitglild‘Power Company, and set to work
such vigour that there is now available
14,00’0 horse-power delivered at the com-
gil‘;ll\] Sfcentral Y(.iis.tributing station in the
Spokelo ]Fort William. Part‘ of t.his 1s be-
i3 m':;]')ut tvhe greater portion is still on
o rn;;n \fAet\at reasonz‘Lble rates fo.r the use
togethe? d(v.turers. Cheap e:lectrlc power,
o \?1ch the low freight rates by
to Do n l;fm' material from ca:stern points
101t William, form a combination that
will have, in fact is now having, a powerful
eff_ect In - attracting manufacturers to a
point where they have the expanding

markets of the whole of the Canadian
West brought in touch with them by three
lines of railway which converge in Fort
William, at a point where the three tracks
almost coincide. The Canadian Iron and
Foundry Company have commenced work
on a large plant for the manufacture of
car-wheels, iron waterpipe, and heavy
castings,and other works are in contempla-
tion, while the building by independent
grain companies of terminal elevators is
adding yearly to the storage capacity in the
town, which now totals 12,000,000 bushels.

The turning on of the electric current
by the Kaministiquia Power Company
marks an era in the history of the town
no less important than those ushered in
by the turning of the first sod of the
Canadian Pacific Railway at Fort William,
or the similar ceremony which took place,
thirty years later, when Sir Wilfrid Laurier
turned the first sod of the Grand Trunk
Pacific. By special arrangement with
the power company it was left to Presi-
dent Cockshutt, of the Canadian Manu-
facturers’ Association, to press the button
which started the first wheels moving by
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TWO SEVEN-FOOT PENSTOCKS FROM FOREBAY TO POWER HOUSE, 180 FEET OF HEAD

the new power. At the luncheon given to
the visiting manufacturers by the town, a
small printing press was installed in the
room, and arranged so as to' be driven by
an individual motor supplied with its
motive power from the new source.

When the President completed the con-
nection, badges commemorative of the
occasion were printed in the sight of the
company and distributed to the guests
as mementoes of the completion of this
great project. Nothing could have been
devised that would more thoroughly
impress upon the minds of the interested
spectators the fact that fresh opportunities
for manufacturing were now being opened
up at the head of lakes and at the gate-
way of the newest West,

Across the Kaministiquia, just below
the intake, a dam has been thrown, 20
feet in height, there being already a
depth of 14 feet in the river at this point.
The design of this dam is such as to ad-
mit the passage of the maximum flow of
water, without materially affecting the

levels of the upper reaches of the river

when it is in flood, while retaining enough
to keep the big flume filled to its capacity
even when the stream is at its lowest.
From the point of intake to the outlet
into the main reservoir, which is on the
brow of a steep ridge overlooking the
site of the power-house, 180 feet below,
this pipe lies practically level for a dis-
tance of 7,000 feet, and after heing dis-
charged into this reservoir the water is
divided and flows through two seven-
foot penstocks that run at a steep incline
to the waterwheels on the bank of the river.
The reservoir into which the flume
discharges is a massive structure of con-
crete and steel, from which are fed two
steel penstocks leading direct to the tur-
bine wheels, 180 feet below. FEach of
these wheels will be capable of develop-
ing 7,000 horse-power, the initial develop-
ment which is now under way being
thus 14,000 horse-power. The plans
are, however, being prepared, and the
work laid out so as to permit of this be-
ing doubled at any time by the building
of a second flume and providing two
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additional penstocks, all the rest of the
plant being capable of working to the
double capacity.

_ Meantime the town itself, recognising
Its responsibilities, has not been backward
In municipal improvements. An alarm of
typhoid fever in the latter part of the winter
of 1905 and 1906 has caused the construc-
tion of a gravity water system from a lake
behmc.i Mount McKay, whence, from an
elevation of 3350 feet, an ample supply of
pure water, under great pressure, is ob-
tained, sufficient to supply a city of 100,000
lphabitants. This water system, electric
lighting, telephone and all public utilities,
are owned by the municipality, with the
result that the public is served at a mini-
mum cost, and any profit accruing there-
from is for the benefit of the entire com-
munity.

~ With the enormous increase of popula-
tion now taking place in the newer west
of Canada, an increase which has not yet
reached its maximum speed, and with the
wealth which is being accumulated, creat-
Ing new markets and a demand for every
accessory of civilised life, it is only reason-
able to conjecture that at some point con-
venient to this territory there must be
established a manufacturing and distribut-
Ing centre from which the whole Western
Territory will be supplied. Despite the
fac_t that adventitious circumstances have
built up important cities inland, it still
seems more than probable, almost certain,
that the largest portion of that trade will
be done at the head of navigation, at the
point indicated by the natural facilities
which make Fort William the common
gathering place of the earliest pioneers
In western trade.
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Although for a time the chance action
of men may direct commerce from its
natural channel, yet in the end the laws
of nature will demand that it shall follow
the line of least resistance; and then
the Canadian city at the head of Lake
Superior will occupy the position which
has been secured by ports similarly situat-
ed on the inland lake frontage of the
United States. Nothing can now check
the progress of the West, and no place is
more intimately bound up with-and more
sensitive to the welfare, or the reverse, of
the West than Fort William.

Prosperity demands both the oppor-
tunity and the man. The resources may
be golden, but he who makes use of them
must have the wit to recognise their
auriferous possibilities. In Canada, the
occasion has usually brought with it
those who have the facility for develop-
ment, and this has been the history of
the fort-named town. By the irony of
fate the harnessing of Kakabeka Falls
has fallen into the hands of parties to-
tally unconnected with the two original
contestants for the right of ownership.

The forecast made by Lord Dufferin
concerning the West was considered
wildly extravagant thirty years ago. But
the great diplomat was a seer as well,
and his words have been amply fulfilled.
There is nothing tentative or experix,
mental about the preparations being |
made to meet the demands of a large and
vigorous population in the region be-
tween the Great Lakes and the Rockies.
Wherefore, Fort William may at no dis-
tant date find itself in a prouder position
than ancient Venice, holding hoth the
East and West in fee.

Sisters of Sorrow

BY INGLIS MORSE

HEN daylight fades
The stars appear;

When Sorrow bides

Then Faith is near.
When dark Despair

Sits by the tomb,
Then Hope dispels

Th’ enshrouding gloom.



A GLIMPSE OF THE GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY SYSTEM.

DOUBLE TRACK ROUTE BETWEEN

MONTREAL AND CHICAGO

The Linking of Montreal and Toronto

Fifty Years of Railroad Communication

By W. ARNOT CRAICK

g1\ Monday, October 27th;
W] 1856, an event occurred in
the history of the Canadian
people, which was heralded
by the press of that day as
“undoubtedly the most notable in  the
annals of our country.”

For the first time rail communication
between the two foremost cities of Canada
—Montreal and Toronto—had been defi-
nitely established and trains had traversed
the entire length of the line in both direc-
tions with safety and despatch. The
inauguration of this service on that day
by the Grand Trunk Railway Company
marked the culmination of the labour of
years. It was an event which was as
epoch-making to the people of Canada
then as was the completion of the Cana-
dian Pacific Railway across the continent
to a later generation.

[t was in 1852 that the Grand Trunk
Railway project was decided upon, and
the work of construction begun, with
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Messrs. Jackson, Peto, Brassey and Betts
as contractors. At first money was pro-
curable at the low rate of two and one-
half per cent., and the work was carried
along expeditiously. Unfortunately the
outbreak of the Crimean War raised the
rate to seven per cent., and the outlook
became very dark. In this emergency
the Government was appealed to, and,
by means of large subsidies, succeeded in
keeping building operations going. Fin-
ally, after a great many obstacles had been
surmounted, the last rail was spiked down.

On October 20th, the first train to make
the through trip from Montreal to Toronto
reached the latter city, having on board
Mr. A. M. Ross, the chief engineer of the
company; Mr. Betts, one of the con-
tractors, and several officials. Though the
work of ballasting had not been com-
pleted excellent time was made, a speed
of forty, fifty, and, at times, sixty miles
an hour having been obtained.

On the following Monday all was

e
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STANDARD GRAND TRUNK LOCOMOTIVE OF FIFTY YEARS AGO

In readiness to inaugurate the regular
through. service. In accordance with
the notices, which had been inserted in
the newspapers of both cities during the
preceding week, a train left Toronto for
Montreal at seven o’clock in the morning,
and half an hour later a similar train was
despatched from the eastern terminus,
€n route for Toronto. Both trains were
made up of three first-class and three
second-class coaches, and both carried a
goodly number of passengers and the mails.
Among those on board the Toronto train
were Sir John Beverley - Robinson and
Mr. A. M. Ross. :

All things considered, excellent time was
made. District headquarters at Belle-

ville and Brockville were reached very
nearly on schedule, and about two o’clock
the two trains steamed into the depot at
Kingston. After a stop of half an hour
the journey was resumed. There was an
absence of demonstration along the line,
and only a few curious spectators were to
be observed at the various stations.
Towards nine o’clock in the evening a
crowd began to congregate at the Don
Station, then the terminus of the railroad
in Toronto, in order to welcome the first
passengers to arrive in the city by rail from
Montreal. The train was due at half-past
nine, but it was after ten before the head-
light of the locomotive was descried com-
ing down the Scarboro hill. = Considerable

STANDARD 10-WHEEL PASSENGER ENGINE OF TO-DAY.

GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY SYSTEM
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enthusiasm was manifested when the cars
at length came to a standstill at the station,
and the satisfaction of the crowd was still
further enhanced by the news handed out
from the telegraph office, that the Montreal
train had also reached its destination at
Point St. Charles in safety. In the news-
paper offices, editors were rejoicing in
the novel pleasure of reading the Montreal
morning papers of the same date.

Celebrations in honour of the opening of
the various sections of the road had been
held from time to time during the preced-
ing months. These jollifications usually
took the form of a complimentary excur-
sion over the completed line, a luncheon
or banquet at the terminus, and frequently
a big public ball. In November of the
preceding year there had been just such a
celebration in Montreal in honour of the
opening of the line to Brockville. On
December 20th of the same year, Toron-
tonians had celebrated the completion of
the Hamilton and Toronto Railway.

On August 29th, 1856, Oshawa had
been the scene of a demonstration, and on
October 8th, Stratford had celebrated the
entrance of the road from Toronto.

When at length the three hundred and
thirty-three miles lying between Montreal
and Toronto had been opened and trains
were running regularly over the new road,
it was deemed fitting that something a little
more elaborate should be provided in
honour of the event. In anticipation of
the completion of this important link in
the country’s railroad system, a committee
of Montreal citizens had been appointed
to evolve a plan of celebration. At their
first meeting the sum of 43,000 had been
subscribed, and this was subsequently
largely augmented.

The dates set for the celebration were
November 12th and 13th, and thousands
of invitations were sent out, not alone to
the leading citizens of Canada, but to
many prominent people in the United
States as well. In each case free trans-
portation to Montreal over every necessary
railroad was included.

In the glowing words of a scribe of that
day, “The celebration was of the most
brilliant and magnificent description,
rivalling, in the opinion of all the American
citizens who were present, the erandest

demonstrations which have ever taken
place on this side of the ocean.” With
due regard to the writer’s sense of propor-
tion, the event was undoubtedly one of
much importance. Fifteen thousand visi-
tors augmented the population of the city,
which was lavishly decorated with flags,
bunting, arches and inscriptions. The
Governor-General, Sir Edmund Head,
and his suite, honoured the occasion with
their presence and many distinguished
gentlemen accepted the proffered hospital-
ity of the railroad company.

The contingent from Toronto and
Western Ontario, occupying a train of
fifteen cars, arrived at Point St. Charles
late on the evening of the 11th, and were
driven into the city beneath illuminated
arches and between huge bonfires. On
the following morning a trades procession
formed up in Commissioner (now Victoria)
Square, and paraded the principal streets.
At the conclusion of the parade a huge
banquet was tendered to the visitors in the
railroad sheds at Point St. Charles. Ac-
commodation for five thousand guests was
provided and the ten long tables groaned
beneath the weight of the fruit, fowl, sand-
wiches, sherry and champagne, which was
heaped upon them. Above the Chair-
man’s table, the Union Jack and Stars and
Stripes were intertwined, while bunting
and flags in profusion turned the dismal
shed into a place of light and beauty.

The toast to the Queen was responded
to by Sir Edmund Head, who in turn pro-
posed the health of the President of the
United States. To this Senator Wilson
replied. The toast to the United States
guests was responded to by ex-Governor
Kent, that to Canada by Judge Day, and
that to the Grand Trunk Railway Com-
pany by the Hon. John Ross, President of
the company. The only incident to mar
the pleasure of the occasion was the refusal
of the St. Patrick Society to drink to the
health of the Governor-General.

In the evening a most elaborate torch-
light procession was organised. On the
following morning an excursion was run
by boat to the Victoria Bridge, which was
then in the initial stages of its construction.
After the visitors had inspected the works
they boarded a train of twenty-one cars
and were taken to see the new wheel-
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- only fifteen loaded cars,

-

44

house of the: Montreal waterworks at
Lachine. The afternoon was occupied
with a military review at Logan’s farm,
while the celebration was brought to a
close with a mammoth ball that evening
in the Bonsecours Market and a brilliant
display of fireworks from the island wharf.
Thus ended the inauguration of the rail-
road from Montreal to Toronto.

The passing of fifty years has wrought
wondrous changes in the operation of the
railroad. Probably no more striking
object lesson of the progress that has been
made in Canada during this period could
be afforded than by instituting a few com-
parisons between ~conditions of railway
travel and equipment then and now.

So far as speed is concerned the journey
between Montreal and Toronto has been
cut in two. It took the first train fifteen
hours to cover the distance between the
two cities, while to-day the International
Limited completes the run within seven
hours and a half. Tn 1856 one passenger
train each way per day was found suffic-
ient; to-day the demands of the travelling
public require four, in addition to
numerous local trains,

In 1856 the Grand Trunk’s most
powerful locomotive weighed only a few
pounds over twenty-eight tons. Its driv-
ing wheels measured five feet in diameter,
and, with tender coupled, its entire length
did not exceed forty-five feet. An aver-
age engine of the present day, on the
other hand, is over three times as heavy;
its driving wheels have a diameter of
six feet, and, with its tender, its length
over all is sixty-seven feet.

The cars were of American construction,
small and light as compared with the
rolling-stock of the present day. Even
under these circumstances, the hest
freight engine had a capacity for hauling
To-day trains
of forty and fifty cars are no uncommon
sight,

The improved accommodation for pas-
sengers can best be demonstrated by a
reference to the sleeping cars. To-day,
notwithstanding the usual run of com-
plaints, a passenger can board his Pullman
in Montreal at ten-thirty in the evening,
retire in comparative comfort and seclu-
sion and wake up next morning in Toronto
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soon after seven o’clock. When the
first sleeping car was put on the run in
March, 1857 (after considerable opposi-
tion from a number of directors, on the
ground that it would be liable to be in-
fested by bad characters), it was practical-
ly a box car, fitted up with benches running
its entire length. The luckless traveller
had to go on board in the middle of the
afternoon. There was no seclusion what-
ever, the only comforts being a rug and a
small pillow for each passenger, and the
long night journey was veritably a weari-
ness to the flesh.

Be it said, however, to the credit of the
Grand Trunk that soon after, vast im-
provements were made in sleeping ac-
commodation on the line. A British
traveller, touring America in 1859, was
so delighted with the service that he
writes:

“On the Grand Trunk Railroad in Can-
ada, the sleeping cars.are the most comfort-
able of any we have seen; almost in every
respect like the berths of a first-class cabin
in a steamer,—all enclosed with the conven-
iences and comforts of a good bed, wash-
stand, etc.,—so that travellers going between
Montreal and Toronto during the night can
go to bed and rise in the morning at their
destination much more refreshed than if they
had sat up all night. This luxury can be
enjoyed by paying $1.00 extra.”

Despite the fact that the first trains
over the road performed the journey
without mishap, this was not the usual
experience during the early years of the
road’s operation. The rails were light
and many of them were imperfectly made.
The result was that runs-off were fre-
quently occurring, and a traveller’s chances
of reaching his destination without serious
delay were very slim.,

Terminal facilities in 1856 were most
inadequate. Both in Toronto and Mon-
treal, the stations were located outside
the limits. The deficiency was soon
remedied in Toronto, for in June of the
following year the tracks were extended
from the Don along the south side of
Front Street to the intersection of Bay
Street, where a union station was built,
but in Montreal the terminus remained
at Point St. Charles for some time,
necessitating the establishment of an
omnibus line to convey passengers to and
fro between the city and the depot.
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CHAPTER I

W]OSH LAMBERT lay on the
grass with his hands clasped
under his head, winking
harder than he had ever

was startled to see the Flamniverous
‘I:‘lammgo looking down on him and saying,
Well, I can take you there if you want
to‘gﬁ so much.” :
‘How do you knoww y go ?”
skl Tk you know where I'want to go
“Birds don’t have long necks like mine
for nothing,” said the Flamniverous
le‘l‘mlngo, wriggling his head.
... What has your long neck to do with
it ?‘:’ asked Josh sharply.
i Well, it must be neck or nothing,”
said the Flamingo; “and I have certain-
ly more neck than nothing.”
More neck than anything you should
say,” corrected Josh grandly.
. Oh, that is grammar!” said the Flam-
ngo.  “I have no time to go in for gram-
mar, besides it would stick in my neck and
choke me.” And he wriggled his head
faster than ever. :
“I want to go to Flameland,” said
Josh.
::Yes, I know that,” said the Flamingo.
I don’t see how I am to get there,”
Sal‘(‘l Josh, “as T cannot Hig st
: But I can,” said the Flamingo.
Jump on my back and hold on by your
eyelids.” e
“All right,” said Josh. “It will be a
Spree.”
The Flamingo bent his long legs and
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winked in his life, when he’
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Josh climbed on to his back. He was a
thin boy of thirteen, with no fear of any-
thing or anybody. He laughed with joy
as the great bird rose high in the air, but
instead of holding on by his eyelids ‘e
spread his arms out and waved them as if
he were helping to fly too. Unless you
have tried it you cannot realise how
delightful it is to fly, and next best to flying
yourself is to ride on the back of the
Flamniverous Flamingo, flying like the
wind.

In due time they reached the summit
of Mount Flameland, a celebrated vol-
canic mountain, which everybody can find
in the Atlas if they look long enough. It
is the kingdom of the mighty Salamandar,
who for power and strength is a regular
scorcher.

“Are you coming with me?r” asked
Josh, as he scrambled off the Flamingo’s
back.

“Not I,” said the bird. “It is several
shades too hot for my feathers. It makes
them too curly. You will be all right.
Ta, ta, keep warm!” And away he flew,
leaving Josh to explore the strange land
of the Fire-king. :

He climbed one of the highest rocks to
look round, and saw a curious being
evidently waiting for him. He was short
and broad, and dressed in an uncommon
kind of leather garment, mountain leather
it is called, which never burns; on his head
was a helmet of the same, and'right in the
middle of his forehead was one large,
bright, glittering crimson eye.

“Hullo!” said Josh. “I guess you are
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one of the Cyclops gentlemen. I have
heard about your family eye.”

“Right you are,” said the Cylcop.
“You seem a bright boy.” He winked
his crimson eye and chuckled.

Josh laughed and winked too. I know
a few things,” he said. “I can see further
than you, as I have two eyes.”

“But my eye is as large as four of
yours,” said the Cyclop, “and I am better
off than you for I never get dust in my
eyes.”

“How is that ?” asked Josh.

“Because I have only one,” said the
Cyclop, chuckling again.

“You are a joker,” said Josh. “But
now show me your wonderful Flameland.”

“This way to the crater; follow me,”
said the Cyclop.

Josh was only too glad to follow him
and began walking fast.

“Stop, stop! you must come to our
tailor first,” said the Cyclop, “and have
a suitable suit.”

“I don’t want any more suits on; it will
be too jolly hot,” said Josh.

. “You will be too jolly hot if you don’t,”
said the Cyclop. “You can take off
your coat if you like.”

At that moment another man came to-
wards them, also one-eyed.

“Are you a tailor ?” asked Josh. “ What
is your name ?”’

“Smith,” said the tailor.

Josh laughed loudly. “I have heard
that name before,” he said.

“I expect you will hear it again,” said
the tailor hotly. “Do you want a suit ?”

“This chap says I must wear it,” said
Josh.  “So hurry up and put it on for
e’

They put him into the most extraordin-
ary suit he had ever seen. It was made of
a stuff called asbestos. It covered him
from the soles of his feet to the crown of
his head and there were two little clear
windows for him to see through. Then
{he_v gave him a pair of gloves with gaunt-
ets.

“There,” said the tailor, “that is one
of our best asbestos suits. You might
mention my name to your friends.”

“Let me see,” said Josh; “Smith, I
think you said; I won’t forget.”

“He s a bright boy,” said the Cyclop."

“Now, I am ready,” said Josh. “Good
day, Mr. Smith.” The tailor bowed.

“Here is the Crater Gate,” said the
Cyclop. “We will go in the lift.”

He blew a blast on a pair of bellows and
immediately the lift appeared.

“Where to?” asked the Cyclop who
worked it. ““Step in, please.”

“I want to see everything,” said Josh.

“Even with two eyes you cannot do
that all at once. We will begin with the
kitchen,” said the Cyclop.

Josh thought the lift would never stop,
but at last they reached the kitchen. Tt
was so immense that no walls could be
seen anywhere. Scattered about in every
direction were pots and pans and kettles,
and gridirons of all sorts and sizes. There
were countless stoves, with fires burning
in them, and at each stove stood a one-
eyed cook. As the Cyclop passed them
Josh heard him say, “Hullo, Polly!” to
each one who was putting a kettle on the
fire, but if she were taking it off he said,
“Hullo, Sukey!”’

“They all look alike,” said Josh.
“How do you know which is Polly and
which is Sukey?”’

“Polly puts the kettle on and Sukey
takes it off again. It is quite easy to
know. Presently they will all have tea.”

“Ah!” said Josh. “Who are those
funny creatures dressed in black and
holding sieves ?”

“Those are char-men,” said the Cy-
clop.

“You mean char-women,” said Josh.

“No, I do not,” said the Cyclop. “You
are a very bright boy but you are some-
times wrong; they are char-men, and they
have a busy time in Flameland amongst
the cinders at our grand Flare-up.”

“What is your Flare-up?”” asked Josh.

“You won’t want telling when you see
it,” said the Cyclop, mysteriously.

“Why a duffer might know that,” said
Josh.

“Yes, you are pretty cute for a boy,”
said the Cyclops, but did not explain.

While they talked they had been walking
a long distance and at last they came to a
row of grill stoves stretching for miles. At
each stove stood a Cyclop, frying bacon as
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fast as possible and packing it into iron
boxes which were fastened down tightly
an‘(Kl \(}:;.ﬁted away on trucks. :
at are these c ing?” sai
Jik se chaps doing?” said

“They are putting things to ri hts??
said the Cyclop. “Cookingg everyl%ody’s
bacon. To-morrow they cook every-
body’s goose. They never get a holiday
from one year’s end to another.”

‘ “May I fry some bacon?” said Josh.

‘I know how.”

“Fry away,” said the Cyclop, winking
at one of the cooks. “But you cannot
do'it."?

The cook stood aside and Josh took
hold of the frying-pan and put a large
piece of bacon ogto it. In a twinkling
it fell over the side into the fire.

. “There, you see, out of the frying-pan
mto the fire,” laughed the Cyclop. Siry
again.”

This time Josh was more careful and
kept dabbing at the bacon with a fork to
hold 1t on the frying-pan, till at last he had
torn it into little shreds, which sputtered
about in fat.

“Now, you have made a hash of it,”
said the Cyclop. “I knew you could not
Co?‘k bacon—I told you so.”

It is the fault of these silly gloves,”
said Josh. “How can a fellow cook bacon
with gloves on 2

“Well, I told you you could not do it,”"
said the Cyclop, “but—

‘If at first you don’t succeed,
Fry, fry, fry again!’”

“I shall not,” said Josh. “I have had
enough of it.”

“We must get on now,” said the Cy-

clop, “if you want to be in time for the
Snap-dragon party.”
I am jolly good at that game,” said
Josh. “I"can beat anyone at it. I can
Pick out more plums in a minute than most
people.”

“You don’t boast at all, do you?” said
the Cyclop. “You don’t think yourself
very superior, do you?”

:‘NO,” said Josh.

_‘ Well, it seemed to me you did not re-
quire anyone to blow a trumpet for you,”
said the Cyclop; “but perhaps that comes
of being such a bright boy.”
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“You are chaffing,” said Josh.
up to the snap-dragon party.”

On the way Josh scarcely felt properly
dressed for a party, but when he saw the
guests he forgot to think about his best
clothes.

“Well I'm blowed,” he said, and stood
still.

“That will keep you cool,” said the
Cyclop. ‘““As a rule we do not manage
to be blowed in Flameland.”

“It means I am surprised,” said Josh.
“I never saw such a funny party. Who
are they?”

““The party is given by Lord and Lady
Tom-Noddy. Shall I introduce you?”

But Josh was much too important to
wait for an introduction. He pushed past
the Cyclop and marched forward.

“I am come to your snap-dragon
party,” he said.

Lord and Lady Tom-Noddy did not
reply, but glared at him with steely eyes.
“Can anybody tell me”— Josh began.

All the company looked at him in
amazement. He turned to ask a question
of the Cyclop, but he had disappeared.
Conceited as Josh was, he felt rather un-
comfortable, as he suddenly understood
what a terrible mistake he had made, for
not one of the party had a body! Some
had very small heads and two long legs,
and others small heads and only one leg.

“Good gracious! they look like pokers
and tongs,” said Josh.

All at once a tremendous din began.
Such a chattering and banging, Josh felt
deafened. Then he saw that Lord and
Lady Tom-Noddy and the hundreds of
friends they had invited were all moving
at once, and as they moved beside each
other they jangled and hit one another,
but quite in a friendly way, it appeared.
Josh followed the crowd for some distance,
till everyone stood still; and as he felt
rather tired he thought he could sit down,
and plumped onto the ground with a
bang. Immediately every steely eye was
turned on him in surprise. Then it
struck him that in all that huge crowd he
was the only one who could sit down.
All the othérs leaned against railings or
lay down straight with their heads on iron
rests. So for a time he walked about,

“Hurry
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“Birds don’t have long necks like mine
for nothing,” said the Flamingo

midst of them. Then
Josh saw on its
spread wings a large
flat dish full of some-
thing burning. He
was glad the Cyclop
had disappeared, for
in spite of his boast-
ing he could not join
in the game which
began. It was per-
fectly marvellous to
see how the one-
legged guests hopped
onto theburning dish
and kicked off flam-
ing lumps, at which
the two-legged guests
rushed, to catch them
between their feet
and throw them to a
friend. The jangling
and clattering in-
creased till they were
maddening,and Josh
had to keep dodg-
ing away from the
flying, burning
lumps,which whizzed
and spluttered faster
and faster, till he
could stand the heat
and noise no longer;
and even he, brave
as he was, looked
round for a way of
escape from the fear-
ful wild game they

Vg
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plumping down at intervals, to show how
grand and clever he was, but he got tired
of that game and wished the snap-dragon
could be brought in.

It took a great deal to surprise him, but
he had not been prepared for the sight of
the awful creature which at last appeared.
Flying above the heads of the crowd, with
widespread wings, came the monster.
Its eyes were burning and its mouth wide
open, showing cruel teeth and fangs,
while flames poured from its throat. It
hovered overhead for a while, then the
crowd parted in a wide circle, making
space for the dragon to settle down in the

called snap-dragon.
He tried not to
appear too relieved when he saw his
friend the Cyclop signalling to him about
a quarter of a mile away. He was wav-
ing a flaming torch and Josh ran quickly
towards him, wondering what was fto
happen next. When he reached him he
saw beside him an immense cannon,
“Make haste, I have engaged an in-
side place for you,” said the Cyclop.
“Jump in.”
“What do you mean?” asked Josh.
“What do you take me for?” §
“There is no charge outside,” replied
the Cyclop. “They make the charge in-
side. Get in quickly.”
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Josh walked to the mouth of the can-
non, but it was high above him, he could
not reach it.

“What a bore!” he said.

“Yes, it is a large size,” said the Cyclop
gravely, “one of our largest bores.”

“Joking again,” said Josh. “How do
I get inside?”

‘“Here come the steps,” said the Cyclop,

and as he spoke a waggon came along
drawn by an iron ram and on the waggon
were the steps. Josh soon climbed into
the cannon’s mouth and turned to look
for the Cyclop, when suddenly he felt
himself dragged forward and then pushed
along far into the tube.

U
CHAPTER II
“YOU are in my charge,” said a voice
close to his ear.

“Am I?” said Josh. “Well, just get
me out of this as quick as you like and
leave off holding my arm, I object to it.”
He shook himself roughly. -

“I will see you shot first,” said the
voice politely.

Josh had become accustomed to the
dim light and looked at the little object
who was holding him. Its eyes were
heavy and dull and its hand lay as heavy
as lead on Josh’s arm.

“You will see me shot first,” repeated
Josh indignantly, “will you? Ilike that.”

“Yes, it won’t hurt you; I hope you will
like it.”

“You are a queer chap,” said Josh.
“What is your name ?”

“Cartridge. It is a double-barrelled
name—3Blank-Cartridge. Now, if you
will allow me, I will see you shot first.”

“You do say cheeky things politely,”
said Josh. “But get me out of this; fire
aWay.”

“Do not be afraid, you are our only
passenger to-day and you will travel
quickly.”

“Where am I going?” asked Josh.

“To the Smiths,” was the answer.

Josh laughed. “The same old Smiths,
I suppose?”

Without a smile Mr. Blank-Cartridge
replied: “T refer to the Black-Smiths who
live in Vulcan Valley. Now, if you will
shut your eyes we will discharge you.”

4
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“Oh! that reminds me,” said Josh,
“tell me what have I to pay—"

“ Attention!”

There wais a terrific bang, and Josh felt
himself hurled swiftly through space. He
had thought the ride on the Flamingo fast
enough, but this beat it altogether. It
quite took his breath away and he became
so excited he did not care what happened
next. Before he could say “Jack Rob-
inson,” he was dashed against something
soft and springy, which stopped him sud-
denly.

“You buffers! What are you doing?”

~ he exclaimed.

“So you recognise us,” said the first of
a band which came to meet him with
round, pleasant faces. “Our family name
is vuffer ”’

of ccurse Josh did not explain that
when he had called them buffers he meant
to Le rude, so he nodded to them and
smifed.

“We always receive visitors to the
Vulcan Valley, but we cannot ask you to
stay with us as we are very busy, on and
off again.” :

“Are you?” said Josh. “You look
rather knocked about, certainly.”

“We have a great deal to put up with,”
said the Buffer; “but it is nothing when
you are used to it.”

“Can you tell me the nearest way to
Mr. Smith’s?” asked Josh.

“Of course you mean Mr. Black-
Smith’s?” said the Buffer. ‘“He owns
the Valley and all the forges.”

“Is he cousin to the Village Black-
Smiths, and does he make horse-shoes ?”’
asked Josh.

“T never heard of them,” said the

Buffer. “His business is in tempers.”
“Tempers? What humbug!” said
Josh.

“Yes, tempers. He supplies tempers of
all sorts and sizes. Will you travel by the
Rocket Rail? There is the station.”

Josh ran in the direction shown him,
but before he was half way two strong
men came to meet him and lifted him
quickly.

“Just in time,” they said, as they ran
with him to the station. There they
placed him on a large, flat iron plate, tell-
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ing him to keep calm and he would be all
right.

Josh had never felt so happy in his life.
He hated to be dull, and all this flying
about from place to place was lovely.” So
when the men pressed a spring and he was
again shot away into space, he shouted
with delight. He only thought the ride
far too short, but at last he had reached
the Temper Forges.

It was a wonderful scene which met his
view. There was one forge in which was
a fire as high as a mountain. Round this
forge were hundreds of smaller fires and
forges, the further away they were from
the big fire the smaller they became. The
clang and the clash of the anvils cannot
be described. Josh found himself stand-
ing close to one of the smaller fires, and
as the worker at it did not.seem busy he
spoke to him.

“Can you tell me where Mr. Smith
lives?” he asked.

“I am Mr, Smith,” was the answer.
“Mr. Black-Smith is my name.”

“Are you the Mr. Black-Smith who
owns this valley ?”’ asked Josh.

“All the same family,” said Smith.
“Would you like to look round? My
tempers are cooling off just now.”

If there was one thing Josh wanted to
do more than another it ‘was to try his
hand at a forge, so he said pleasantly:

“If you like I will stay and watch
your tempers while you take a walk.”

“Thank you,” said Smith, “But don’t
you meddle with them. They are cool-
ing nicely, but the least thing is apt to
put them out of shape,”

“All right,” said Josh, anxious to be
left alone. “I promise.”

Once more telling him not to touch
anything, Smith went off,

As soon as he was out of sight Josh
thought he had kept hig promise long
enough, so he gently blew the bellows
and the fire began to glow. For a little
while this amused him, then he lifted a
hammer and struck a blow on the anvil,
The first sounded so fine he tried another,
and then another,

“It would be jolly to make one of
those tempers red-hot,” he thought to
himself. “I can easily put it back, and
Mr. Smith will never know.”

He found a pair of tongs and carefully

took up one of the curious looking things

which were lying on shelves. It was like
a large watch-spring coiled evenly round
and round a wheel,

“It looks harmless enough,” thought
Josh, as he put it in the flames.

He watched it for a few minutes, and
as it remained just as he first saw it, he
laid it aside and took up a coil of a dif-
ferent shape.

If hé could have been frighténed at
anything, he would have been so then.
In one minute the wheel in the coil was
red-hot, and the coil itself began to un-
wind and wriggle and twist and twirl
till he could scarcely hold it. Instead of
being afraid Josh screamed with laughter,
and the louder he laughed the more the
hideous thing twisted and twirled and
grew and grew till it looked like 2 huge
snake. At last it had grown so enor-
mously that he had to drop it into the
fire.

“Mr. Smith will be jolly angry,” he
said to himself. “But how was a fel-
low to guess it would grow like that? I
must let the fire down and see what hap-
pens. I hope Mr. Smith will be back
soon; I want to see how he works the
tempers down.”

When he looked up, there was Smith
gazing at him.

“Hullo!” said Josh.
anything ?”

Smith shook his head sadly.

Josh had expected him to be very
angry, and was prepared to say all sorts
of sharp things.

“Young man,” he said;
know what you have done?”

“No,” said Josh, pertly. “It seems
to me I have undone a lot.”

“That’s just it,” said Smith. “You
have undone the work of years. That
temper has been first in our forge and
then in another, and it was just ready
for use, nice and quiet and cooled down,
and now from rough handling it is all
out of shape and will have to be worked
all over again.”

“Oh! that does not matter,” said Josh,
“what about this one?” He pointed 1o
the even coil.

“That,” said Smith, “is of no use. It

“Do you see

“do you

S

i Sk el




A FLIGHT TO FLAMELAND 51

does not suit any-

body. Lots have

tried it, but they say

they might as well

have no temper at,
all as one with no

go in it.”

“I thought you
would give it me
hot for meddling,”

said Josh.
“Not L” said
Smith. “I always

keep a good temper
for my own use.
Here is a motto for
you: “Never keep
your temper if it isa
bad one.”

Josh immediately
wanted to argue.

“If you can keep
your temper it must
be good,” he said.

“Not at all,” said
Smith. “It is be-
Cause it is not good
that you cannot
keep it. You must
lose it.”

“Rubbish!” said
Josh angrily.

Smith smiled.

“Would you like
to go to our ware-
house to try on a
few ?” he asked.

Josh was glad of
an excuse to get away from such a good-
tempered man, so said he would go for
th? fun of the thing.

“It is not the first store you come to,”
said Smith. ‘“Everything is second-hand
there. Tempers which have been lost.
We get them back by the ton. The
warehouse is the next building.”

Josh passed many forges before he
reached it. The din of the hammering
was tremendous, and he was feeling very
Irritable from trying to make the motto
come right. :

“If a chap has a good temper it can-
not be bad, if he can keep his temper it
must be good,” he repeated to himself,

“Fry, Fry Again,” laughed the Cyclop

and yet that fellow Smith says: “Never
keep your temper if it is bad.”

“A chap always loses his temper when
it is bad as a matter of course.” He
could not get the argument right any-
how, and was glad to reach the ware-
house. Over the door was written:
“Tempers, Good, Bad and Indifferent.”

“Who but a silly would buy anything
but a good temper?” thought Josh as
he went inside. )

A polite assistant came forward. “Are
you out of temper?” he asked, bowing
respectfully.

“No, I am not,” said Josh sharply.

“What can we do for you?” -
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“Nothing,” said Josh, still more
sharply. :

“Thanks,” said the assistant. “I see

exactly what is wrong. Step this way.”
Josh was too astonished to reply, and
followed meekly.
“This young gentleman has shown me
his temper,” said the assistant to an-

other. “And it is a trifle short for him.”
“Nonsense! Shut up!” said Josh, quite
rudely.

“There,” - said the assistant. “=¥ou
see how it is, short and a trifle hot.””

“Bother! leave me alone, I tell you,”
said Josh; “and my temper too, there is
nothing wrong with it.”

“Do you wish to keep it, then ?” asked
the assistant.

“Yes, of course I do,”
burst out laughing.

“Ah!” said the assistant,
nise it now as one of our best
slightly out of order.”

“It is the heat,” said Josh, more pleas-
. antly.

“Quite so, quite so. The heat does
affect even our best tempers. - You think,
after all, you prefer to keep yours. You
only have to keep it as cool as possible,”
said the assistant.

At that moment Josh heard a most
extraordinary crackling sound.

“What is that noise ?” he asked.

“It comes from our Wild-fire factory.
The Wild-fire has to be kept in water.”

“What a likely thing!” said Josh, who
thought he was being made fun of.

“Come and see it,” said the assistant.

He led the way to huge tanks full of
water, and Josh would scarcely believe
his eyes when he saw great fires burning
brightly in the midst of the water.

“By jove!” he exclaimed. “How do
you do it?”

“It is quite natural,” was the answer.

“What nonsense!” said Josh. “Do
you think I am a fool? It is not natural
for fire to burn under water, T tell you.
You don’t know what you are talking
about.”

He looked quite as angry as he felt,
especially as the assistant only smiled.

“It seems wrong again,” he said. “I
wish you would let me see to it.”

said Josh, and

“I recog-
make, but
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“What are you talking about?” said
Josh.

“Your temper. I don’t fancy you will
ever be able to keep it.
order so quickly you are apt to lose it.”

He spoke so seriously and anxiously
that Josh thought he was quizzing for a
moment, and then it struck him as being
so funny that he laughed loudly, at
which the man looked
said:

“Not much wrong with it after all;
but, as I said before, just a trifle too
short.”

“All serene,” said Josh. “What do
you use this Wild-fire for ?”

“Nearly every temper we make has
a dash of it. Of course we make some
without it, as it does not
but they don’t last. Now,
will hardly believe it, but quite little
babies enjoy a dash of

them to scream when there is nothing
the matter.”
“By jove! they do, too,” said Josh,

thinking of the baby at home.

see what I am going to do for a lark.”
In an instant he had plunged into one

of the tanks, and as he could swim like

a fish, they saw him diving and rolling

about and being well protected in his
asbestos suit, he ran through the fires
and into the water again delighted with
his new game.

“Have you seen a bright boy ?”’ said
a voice suddenly; “because I lost one
a little while ago, and as he has to get on
to the Salamandar’s Palace, he must
hurry up. Ah! there he is. Bravo,
bravo, my bright boy, you are a plucky,
bright boy!”

It was the little Cyclop,
his hands as Josh™ went on with his
strange bath; but when he caught sight
of his one-eyed friend he leaped out of
the water and stood beside him laughing.

“Never had such fun in my life,” he
said. “I would not have missed it for
anything. The joke is, T am neither
wet nor burned. As fast as the water
left off being wet the fire left off burn-
ing. Tam glad I came here.”

“You have plenty more to see,” said

and he clapped

If it gets out of

happy again and

suit everybody,
perhaps you

Wild-fire; it helps

“But

poEp—————
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the Cyclop. “I am ordered to take you to
tht‘t‘ Palac.e at once, or sooner, if possible.”
. “All right,” said Josh. “I will come
like a shot.”

“So you shall, bright b . i
a shot.” , bright boy, just like

Josh was beginning to have no sur-
prise left, he thought; but on his way to
the Palace, and when he got there, he
found he had still plenty for immediate
use; it seemed to grow as time went
on.
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CHAPTER XXI

4
OUT WHERE THE DEAD MEN LIE”

e = |HE Galbraiths were at Narra-
‘C”;] wan. Rain had fallen plen-
R P

)
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\n’
O teously; the drought was
d:‘ completely broken; creeks

&
- L] ere running; the lagoon had
Tisen flush to its banks. Ah Sin’s garden
Was'a mass of young, succulent green; the
plain beyond the slip-rails no longer looked
thrst-syrlcken; even the mournful gidyas
had brlgl.ltened. Immediately round the
head station there seemed a curious blend-
g of autumn and spring. The leaves of
the vine from which Susan had plucked
grapes on that night of Wolfe’s coming,
only two or three months back, were now
yellow and red, and a stephanotis twining
one of the posts shewed clusters of white
blooms, blending a heady perfume with the
ragrance of orange blossoms—for the
two mandarin trees at the end of the

ouse were in flower and green fruit to-
gether.. Susan herself seemed to be in
the curiously brooding condition that may
be observed in Nature before she blossoms
forth into fresh life—a condition that may
result in any wild, wonderful or delightful
change. But whereas Nature is in all her
phases sublimely interesting, poor human
Susan, tossed and worn by doubts as much
concerning her own feelings as those of her
two lovers, and with the canker of her
_brotl.ler’s fate and her father’s remorse
preying upon her, was sadly lacking in
that dignity which Nature shows even in

her most crabbed humour. Susan’s mood
had indeed been very crabbed and freakish
since the return from Acobarra. At
times she would sit silent and brooding
over book or needlework or else would
show an irritable temper not: common
with her. When rallied by Patsy she
would attribute her own melancholy to the
depressing influence of Mr. Galbraith’s
wordless regret after his missing son.

For, notwithstanding the reward which
Mr. Kirby the lawyer was instructed to
offer for information of Harry Galbraith,
nothing more had been heard at Narrawan
of him or of Flash Sam, about whom Mr.
Kirby had also been asked to make
enquiries.

Good Patsy was puzzled by Susan’s
fitfulness, and could only account for it on
the supposition that her love affair was
not going smoothly. But Patsy could not
very well see how that was possible, for
she had arrived at the conclusion, during
those last few hours before they left
Thursday Island, when the First Lieu-
tenant of the Clytie had given them tea on
board the man-of-war and had returned
to spend the evening with them at the
hotel, that Susan meant to accept Brian
Cordeaux. Certainly Brian himself had
left no room for doubt as to his intentions.
Directly he could get further leave, he
declared that they would see him at
Narrawan, but he thought it best, he said,
not to press the point at the moment.

As for Oora, she held herself more or
less aloof from the family interests. She
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was taciturn and self-absorbed in her
manner, while, though nobody expected
Oora to be like other people in her doings,
she was odd and more erratic even than
was her wont. Strength had come back
to her, and all her former power of endur-
ance. Most of the time she lived out of
doors and would go-long rides on any
pretext that presented itself—carrying
rations to a distant shepherd or fencer,
tracking lost sheep or strayed horses, or
making the excuse of asking for telegrams,
in order to ride across country to Wooral-
ba. As her father did not consider a
revolver sufficient protection for her, she
was under honour never to go on a long
excursion without taking Pintpot or one
of the tame black boys from the camp.
As Pintpot was the most venturesome of
these, he was the one who usually accom-
panied her.

The great, grim wild had for Oora some-
thing of the fierce joy of the sea, some-
thing of the compelling fascination that
had drawn her to the Stranger Man.
The sight of those endless gum trees,
gaunt, hag-like, often lightning-blasted—
was to her as the sight of a great company
of friends. The voiceless mid-day hush
of the Bush had a dreamy influence upon
her, soothing the heart pain by which she
was continually tortured. The mysteri-
ous stirrings and whisperings in the forest
towards evening spoke to her of Destiny
and of Fulfilment. As she rode along
through dreary stretches of gidya and iron-
bark,and over plains that had been arid
desert a little while back, she would see
here and there decaying carcasses or
bleached bones of beasts that had been
destroyed by drought or poison-bush,
knowing perfectly well that they might
have easily been the remains of some
hapless wanderer killed by a black’s spear,
or dead of thirst. Yet Oora was never
afraid of blacks herself; she had been
too much with them and knew too well
their language, customs and superstitions.
But the thought of the wanton destruction
of life, of the inexorable cruelty of the
bush, would bring her an odd sense of
consolation, for it made her realise better
what the Stranger had meant when he
spoke of the callous indifference bred from
the brutalities of out-back diggings. The

life of a man or of a beast, one more or less,
what did it matter in the whole? Su-
premely little in comparison with the wel-
fare of the living; and weird imagin-
ings would sweep into the girl’s mind, and
she would think she heard elemental
voices and would seem to see visions of
ghosts haunting this same great, grim
wild. Though she sometimes scoffed at
her sister’s poetic interpretations of
Australian Nature, Oora had her own
taste in poetry, an uncommonly ghoulish
taste, and sometimes she would repeat
aloud scraps of wild verse like “Boake’s”
lines:

“Out in the wastes of the Never-Never,
That's where the dead men lie!
That's where the heat-waves dance for ever,
That's where the dead men lie!
That's where the earth's loved sons are keeping
Endless tryst: not the west wind sweeping
Feverish pinions can wake their sleeping—
Out where the dead men lie!

“Only thehand of night can free them
That's where the dead men fly
Only the frightened cattle see them—
See the dead men go by!
Cloven hoofs beating out one measure,
Bidding the stockman know no levsure:
That's where the dead men take their pleasure;
That's where the dead men lie!”

The weather was warm still, scorching
at noon, but getting fresher in the early
morning and towards evening with a fore-
taste of winter, which made reptiles
and insects sluggish and more than
ordinarily pertinacious in their onslaughts
on beasts and humans. It was cooler
than usual one afternoon, yet even soon
after luncheon the flies were bothering
Patsy considerably as she sat in a rocking
chair in the verandah, darning stockings,
with the baby on her knee. Notwith-
standing this small grievance, however,
and the larger one of some secret wo
concerning her husband, Patsy’s kindly
face and bountiful form seemed to radiate
satisfaction. She was so delighted to get
back among her own beasts, her own
blacks, and beyond all, her own children,
once more. The unusual swarms of flies
which Patsy laid to the Milligan’s care-
lessness in not having kept the meat store
verandah in a properly scoured condition,
and in having allowed the dogs to carry
their bones to the front garden, as well as
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sundry other reprehensible practices which
she had discovered by their results, were
minor considerations to Mrs. Galbraith.
Half-caste Charlotte had resumed her
regular duties as nurse, and was resplend-
ent in a new skirt and jacket of turkey-
red twill. She now hovered at the edge
of the verandah, superintending the chil-
dren’s play. Jacky was making hideous
music with the jew’s-harp, and Polly had
emptied from Charlotte’s dilly-bag a
carefully selected heap of small round
pebbles, with which she was playing a
game of knuckle bones, having discarded
the genuine article because the bones were
too big to go between her fingers. She
had made “Cubby House” with her little
brown paw arched and the fingers wide
apart, but even still, one or two refractory
pigs, in the shape of bigger sized pebbles,
would not go in.

- “One feller; two feller,” Polly was
counting in her black’s lingo. ““Piggy go
to bed! Three feller!l—Ba’al budgery
(no good) that one—Four feller! My
word, three feller stop outside—Damn
Mr. Piggy (very sweetly and deliber-
ately). Mine cobbon coola (very angry)
belonging to you!”

The Picaninny looked up at her
mother out of her black eyes, having a
hazy remembrance that such expressions
were prohibited. But Patsy was busy
slapping her hands at a vicious red and
yvellow Father Mason fly, whose spouse
was hovering in front of their clay nest,
just above Patsy’s head.

Just then the dogs started barking, and
to avoid Patsy’s gaze Susan got up and
went to the end of the verandah to see
who was coming towards the slip-rails.

“I expect it’s Oora back from her ride,”
said Patsy. A

“No, it’s not Oora,” "Susan answered,
“It’s a man.” :

“Oora ought to be back,” Patsy went
on. “She was taking some blue-stone
and rock-salt and things vyour father
Wanted to go to the Iron Bark Camp.
My word, she has been a long time!
There’s nobody to look after her, Su, if

Intpot makes off to the blacks’ camp and
she’s thrown and breaks her leg!”

“Oora isn’t such a fool as I am,”
answered Susan with curious self-scorn.

“Well, it would take more than a pig-
jump to throw Oora,” placidly observed
Patsy. “Whois it at the slip-rails, Su?”

“The mail has come,” answered Susan.

“White’s a whole day late and your
father’s been worrying so that he wouldn’t
go out himself to the Ten Mile. I
shouldn’t wonder if it was the creeks com-
ing down that had kept White. Now,
Jacky, be done with that beastly jew’s-
harp like a good boy and find Dada and
tell him the mail has come at last.”

But Mr. Galbraith, hanging about the
head station on pretext of superintending
some repairs at the Woolshed, was return-
ing across the home paddock and, spying
the postman, galloped up and met him
within the slip-rails. Susan heard her
father accost him:

“Hello!  Good-day, White. . What
makes you twenty-four hours over time?
River up, eh? It’s been coming down a
bit here, though we’ve had no rain to speak
of this week.”

“G’day, Boss. There’s been plenty of
rain up at the heads of Narra, my word.
You know what these rivers are out west,
coming down a banker from a thunder-
storm you dunno where, for the country
may be as dry as a bone lower down. I
hed to go round by Gidyee Crossing, and
I’d close up to gev up that, if it hadn’t
been that one of the Gidgee Downs stock-
men comé along and swum my horse for
me and helped me over a log. T was
pretty sure you’d be wanting your mail,
sir, and so I made a try. But you see,
boss, Government don’t arsk of me to go
over my saddle flaps, eh?” and the man,
who was whitey-brown, all legs and arms,
his knees bowed inward from riding—a
colonial born—gave a laugh that seemed
a faint echo of the laughing jackass’
chuckle. ;

“All right, White. Come ben to the
house and have a glass of grog.”

“Thankee, Mr. Galbraith. Had to
make a swim at the Bean-tree Crossing,and
got soaked to the skin. Mail’s a bit
damp, sir, but you won’t mind that.”

Susan watched White dismount and
unstrap from his saddle the pile of brown
leather bags, each tied up and sealed with
the big official splotch of red wax that
caught the sun. White continued to
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talk, as he remounted and rode up to the
headstation, quickening his horse’s pace
to that of the one ridden by Mr. Galbraith.

“My word!” said the mail man; “looks
as if the Government didn’t expect police
sergeants nor troopers to go in over their
flaps neither. There was a party of them
round by Gidgee just afore I come, the
chap told me that helped me over the log.
They was after some cove they wanted to
collar—I bet he’d have swum the river
before them and got away most like—
though he might have been drowned doing

it. You know when the Narra’s up she

runs pretty strong and there’s a nasty
current in the middle. Now, d’ye think
they'drisk it? ' No fear—afraid of rusting
their carbines and spoiling their uniforms,
—so they made a round of fifteen miles to
get a better crossing. A set of white-
livered funks, I call the police of this
district. It’s a wonder, sir, that the
squatters stand it. That’s why there’s
never a cattle or horse duffer caught in
these parts nor any dashed spieler that
nabs a shearer’s cheque like that Flash
rouseabout there was such a talk about
last shearing—you reck’let, Mr. Gal-
braith ?”

But Susan saw that her father was not
paying much attention to the mail man’s
discourse. He had begun at once to cut
the string of the mail bag with the knife
he drew from his belt. Then before the
two turned the corner of the Chinaman’s
quarters and were lost for the moment to
Susan’s view, he sorted the letters from
the newspapers, examining the superscrip-
tion of each in eager search for the one he
wanted, and which when found, he tore
open and started hurriedly reading.

_ Patsy went into the dining-room to get
the decanter of rum for the mail man’s
customary nip, and presently the usual
compliments passed.

“Thank ye. Here’s to you, Boss!”.

And from Mr. Galbraith:

“A safe trip to you, White,” and the
mail man departed for further refresh-
ment to the kitchen before resuming his
journey.

Susan, stepping out to the back verandah
to get her own letters, met her father and
step-mother coming through the dining-
room with the mail in their hands. Mr.

Galbraith looked agitated and excited.
He held an open letter, which showed at
the corner of the sheet the address of Mr.
Kirby’s, the solicitor’s, office.

“I’'m in two minds, Pat, to get on my
horse and ride down at once to see what
they’re up to,” Mr. Galbraith was saying.

“No, no, Duncan,”” she answered. ‘fIt’s
safer you’ll be to wait a day or two. Kirby
says he’ll let you know directly anything
comes of his telegram that’s anyway
definite. You see, he told us that he’s
traced Harry to that new rush along the
Yellaroi and Flash Sam, too, but it stands
to reason you can’t rake up news in that
wild country in a day.” ;

“The Yellaroi Rush!” repeated Mr.
Galbraith thoughtfully. “Do you mind
how Wolfe said he’d been in that? And it
looks as if Harry must have taken a false
name or he’d have heard of him. If only
I could get hold of Wolfe now, he might
tell me something about the Jad.”

Again the little stab which always came
with the mention of Wolfe, went through
Susan’s heart.

"“But what does Kirby mean by his
hints and all the while telling me nothing!”
exclaimed Mr. Galbraith angrily. “Why
not let me know straight what he’s after
—for weel or for ill?” :

“But if he’s found out nothing certain,
where’s the sense of putting you off your
head, Duncan, old man, expecting good
news that mightn’t come off or glse some-
thing bad that likely as not isn’t true
either? What I’'m thinking is that Kirby
might have had the gumption to keep
quiet until he’d made sure he could set
our minds at rest.”

Susan came swiftly to her father’s side
and put her hand on his.

“Dad, you’ve got news of Harry. Tell
me what Mr. Kirby says.” She spoke
tremulously, roused out of her self-ab-
sorption by that spasm of mingled dread,
repulsion and pained affection which had
been a frequent sensation in the troublous
days of Harry’s youth at Bundah, and
which recurred invariably at any sugges-
tion that tidings had come of her twin
brother.

Old Duncan Galbraith looked at his
daughter yearningly.

“My bonnie lassie!” he began. His
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face worked, the eyelids twitching and
moisture showing on the shaggy red-grey
eyelashes. Susan had never seen her
father so moved since the day when he had
solemnly disowned Harry. Now it was
as if the natural affection of a parent, kept
rigorously pent since then, were forcing
a way of itself. He crushed the girl’s soft
hand in his great brown one. “I’ve
sinned against my own flesh and blood,
girl, and the Lord has punished me.”

“Dad, you mustn’t say that. It was
Harry who sinned against you and against
the good blood that ran in him,” she said,
frightened and stirred to the depths of her
heart. “Tell me what you have heard
from Mr. Kirby, father; I want to know.
You're not the only one who has minded.
I’ve minded dreadfully, too.”

“Yes—yes, Su. He’s your twin brother,
and blood counts. Ah, well! Kirby’s
news doesn’t amount to so much after all;
but he says he’s got a straight clue to
what’s become of Harry. You heard Pat
telling that the lad had been traced to that
Yellaroi Rush, which it seems duffered out
tonothing and the placeis all deserted now.

Kirby had been telegraphing up Cook- |

town and the Palmer way—he seems to
take it for certain that Harry’s there—
and he says that he hopes in about a
week’s time at most, he’ll have something
definite to tell us. That would mean a
week from the day he wrote, and White’s
a good twenty-four hours late with the
mail. D’'m sure Kirby wouldn’t have said
that much unless he’d been fairly certain
of things being right. Only, why the de’il
couldn’t the man have said what his clue
was!” Mr. Galbraith’s indignation flared
up for a moment, then flickered out, and
he went on energetic but irresolute:
“What’s the best thing for me to do? It’s
the suspense that I can’t stand—never
could stand doing nothing—and so I did
the wrong thing—struck out when I
should have waited. Pat, you can tell
Tommy George to run up the horses.
Pll take Gipsy Girl—she’s got racing
blood in her—and staying power, too—
she’ll do the distance best. If I ride
Sh‘f" p all night I might catch the morning
train and get to Kirby’s office first thing

hursday.”

“No, no, Dad. Patsy is right. It’s

far better to wait. Stop until to-morrow
at least. Perhaps Mr. Kirby will tele-
graph, and there’ll be somebody bringing
it from Wooralba.”

“Well, well!l There’s something in
that. It was Saturday last Oora rode
over to Wooralba and there was nothing
come then. Well, I’ll see when to-morrow’s
here. You’re a braw lassie, Su. You
take after your grandmother. And you
were always the one that tried to beg
Harry off a thrashing.”” Mr. Galbraith
groaned as though the memory hurt him.
“You were fond of Harry, weren’t
you, Su? Though you didn’t always get
on so well either. But there’s aye a fond-
ness between twins. Well, it’s you and me
now, that’s going to try and keep the lad
straight. Rough treatment didn’t answer
before. Poor boy! T’ll wager he’s had
worse roughing since. Now we’ll see how
kindness works. Maybe if it hadn’t been
for the thrashing—and that time I chained
him up—the laddie was in the right of it.
It wasn’t a Douglas or a Galbraith that
’ud have submitted to a murdering black-
fellow’s treatment—and from his own
father! "Aweel! that’s past, and you and
me, girlie, we’ll pull the boy through, if
anything will do it, and make a straight
man of him yet. You'll help your old
dad—eh, lassie, eh ?”

“Yes, father, indeed I will,” she was
sobbing, electrically touched by his emo-
tion, so foreign to his reserved Scotch
nature. ‘““Oh, I hope, for all our sakes,
that Harry may be found! Tll do any-
thing—anything to make him good again.:
Oh! he must respond. It wouldn’t be
possible that he shouldn’t. Let us try
and wait in patience and not fret our-
selves until we know what Mr. Kirby has
done.”

Patsy, who had been looking on at the
scene, her homely face troubled and per-
plexed, gave her step-daughter a grateful

glance. i
“Syre that’s the right way to look at it,”

Patsy put in. -

Patsy turned away half laughing, half
crving, to sort the letters she had laid on
the table. “There’s a heap here for you,
Duncan, and the store list has to be made
out this mail, for we are running short of
several things,” she said, with'a purpose-
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ful change of tone to the brisk and prac-
tical. “You'll want to go over these, as
there’s a chance of your starting off on a
sudden to Townsville. Will you go along
to the office, and I’ll come to you as soon
as I've got through the others?”

Mr. Galbraith took the pile of docu-
ments. “Ah! well, maybe I’ll be readier
by myself, Pat, for a bit,” he said, and
went off, still agitated, but looking
ashamed of the feeling into which he had
been betrayed. Mrs. Galbraith turned to
the contents of the mail bag, which she

spread out on the dining table—letters,

papers, small parcels, and among these a
packet marked ““garden seeds,” for Ah Sin.

“It’s queer all the seeds they get—
those Chinamen,” observed Patsy.

“It was only a fortnight ago that Ah
Sin had a parcel of Indian shot seed—
such a lot of them—like so many teeny
bullets!” :

Susan glanced up quickly from the in-
spection of her own correspondence and
caught her breath in a quick little shiver.
There rose before her a vision of the
bough shade verandah at the Bore humpey

—now empty—and of Wolfe arranging the .

’possum rug on the settle and of the smile
that had played on his mouth as he asked
about Ah Sin’s mail. But she said noth-
ing to her step-mother.

' Her eye was attracted by a letter from
Brian Cordeaux, last in her budget, which
was mostly from Sydney friends, with the
exception of an envelope of thin common
paper, addressed in poor Mr. Meiklejohn’s
laboriously even writing. There was a
letter, also, from Brian for Mrs, Galbraith.
Patsy, leading the way to the front veran-
dah, opened hers first, exclaiming to her
step-daughter as she read it,in a tone of
pleased surprise:

“There now, Su! I hope this will
shake you out of the dumps—and faith!
setting aside poor Harry, T haven’t been
able to make out what’s put you into
them, for there never was a nicer young
man than Mr. Cordeaux, nor one more
ready to make you a devoted husband, if
that’s*what you have been fretting over.
He’s got his leave, and he’ll he up here
almost as soon as this, he says, if he can
catch the same boat that’s” brought it.
'l just go and talk to Ah Hong and see

whether they’re going to kill that sheep
this evening. Oora did say she’d shoot
some wild duck when she was out and
bring them home, but there’s no depend-
ing on Oora. What room shall I put Mr.
Cordeaux in, Su?”

Susan lifted her eyes from her own let-
ter, which was a little longer than Patsy’s.
The lids were red, more from the tears
she had suppressed than those she had
shed. The traces of emotion were clearly
marked on her face, but it had an expres-
sion of girlish anticipation, which Patsy
noted with satisfaction, for Patsy dis-
tinctly favoured Brian’s suit.

“I’'m sure I don’t know, Pat.
anywhere—he won’t mind.”

“He is coming, isn’t he?” asked Patsy,
glancing at Susan’s longer letter.

“Oh, yes, he’s coming,” Susan answered
with a tremulous laugh. “Of course he’s
coming.”

“Do you think the verandah room,
where Mr. Wolfe slept, would do?” asked
Patsy.

“No, no; he mustn’t have that room!”
Susan exclaimed, with an energy that
puzzled Patsy. “Let him have the one
at the other end of the verandah.”

“Sure, it’s a bit bigger, but I wouldn’t
say it was as comfortable,” saiq Patsy,
considering. “You know the lining is
loose from the wall and the centipedes and
scorpions do make a horrid scrabbling in-
side the canvas. Still, if he’s been in
other Bush places he’ll know they can’t
get out, and that you've got to expect
white ants and centipedes in old slab
houses.”

Susan made an impatient gesture. “It’g
all nonsense about the centipedes, and if
they are there, he won’t bother about
them.” .

“No, he’ll be bothering too much over
a two-legged creature,” laughed Patsy, and
betook herself to her consultation with
Ah Hong.

Susan read Brian’s letter over again.
It had in its tone a certain restrained ex-
citement, as though the writer were burst-
ing with some intelligence that prudence
or other considerations made him refrain
from telling. There was, however, one
piece of news which he had just received
by the English mail, on which he ventured

Put him
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to be communicative. After remarking
that Susan would perhaps understand his
not feeling at liberty yet awhile to go into
full details concerning his future prospects,
he went on to say that one bit of luck had
fallen to his share and that, whatever hap-
pened—the words were underscored—he
would at least be in a position to make a
small settlement upon his wife, should he
ever be fortunate enough to win the one
woman in the world he wished to marry.
For, he related, it had been found that
a few days before starting on that fatal
railway journey, Lord Ellan had had a
new will drawn up in Chicago, under
which Brian inherited the sum of 415,000
—not a fortune, but sufficient to make
him independent of the Navy. It ap-
peared from a letter written by Lady In-
verell—the late Lord’s only other child—
to Brian’s mother, who was also a bene-
ficiary, that this last will was the result qf
a quarrel between Lord Linne and his
father, the son having declared his inten-
tion of marrying the undesirable lady of
his choice. For that reason Lord Ellan,
infuriated, had left everything he could,
outside the entailed property, away from
his heir, between Madge Inverell and the
family of his second brother, Brian’s father.

Susan was contentedly digesting this
information when there came the sound
of horses’ feet cantering down from the
gidya forest at the side of the house
furthest from the slip-rails, and present-
ly Oora, coming through a side gate in
the garden, stepped from behind a thick
lagerstromia shrub towards thc.e veran-
dah. She looked pale and excited and
her eyes were large and eager.

Seg;ng her sister alone, she beckoned
her to the end of the verandah.

“Su, put on your hat at once and
come out with me. I've got something
to tell you that I don’t want the others
to know about until I’'m quite certain.
I want you to help me.”

U
CHAPTER XXII

SUSAN ran down the verandah steps
and out into the shrubbery, where
Oora waited, her habit gathe.red up,
showing her shapely foot, on which was
a lady’s spur.

“What is it ?” Susan exclaimed. “What
do you want me to do?”

“I'm going out again at once,” said
Oora, “and there are some things I
want you to get me in the house. I’ll
tell you presently.”

Susan glanced towards the belt of
forest that curved towards the head
station. “Why is Pintpot unsaddling
your horse up there among the gidgee
treed pit

“I told him to let her go and run me
up Gipsy Girl. My mare’s gone lame
and there’d be a fuss that I don’t want
just now, if father saw it. She put her
foot in a paddy-melon hole four miles
this side of the Iron-Bark. I was going
to cut across to the Range country, but
there was no use in going on and I'm
afraid T’ve spurred her pretty badly,
poor creature, to get her home in time.”

“In time for what?” asked Susan.
“You’ve left the blue-stoner and things
at the Iron-Bark?” For she saw that
the pack-saddle on Pintpot’s horse was
unloaded. ;

“Yes, yes. I took the things to the
Iron-Bark, and I should have been miles
away by now, if the mare hadn’t gone
lame. Perhaps it’s as well, though, for
Gipsy Girl is a better goer and I want
a better horse than that old ration-carrier
for Pintpot and a quiet hack besides.”

“But what for?” said Susan, puzzled
by Oora’s manner. “Are you going to
fetch anybody here?” ‘

“Perhaps—I hope so. Oh! Su, don’t
ask questions—and you are not to say
a word to Dad until I come back, for it
would drive him wild if he knew. He’d
want to be rushing off and perhaps,
after all, there’s nothing in it. And I'm
afraid something dreadful may have hap-
pened for Harry to be out like that with
the blacks.” -

“Harry out with the blacks!” repeat-
ed Susan in amazement.

“He must have been wandering with
them for ever so long—if it’s he—and
his head is wrong they say—I don’t
know how.”

“But what do you mean? Who has
told you this?” .

“T met old King Birraboi and Mari-
anne this side of the Iron-Bark as I was
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coming back. I believe they were com-
ing in to get opium from Ah Sin—the
wretches! ~All the other blacks are
camped at the foot of the range. Bir-
raboi said they’d been having a big
woolla (council) and most of the strange
blacks have gone away. One set of
them was a Bundah tribe, and Birraboi
said they had a white man with them
very like Harry, but ‘white man alto-
gether black fellow now,” he said. And
then he began to tell me that Billabri—
that’s one of their debil-debils—had
made the white man ‘plenty sick long-a
obra-head—scrub madness they call it
—so that they couldn’t eat him, because,
of course, the blacks think mad people
sacred. Besides, Birraboi told me, some
of the Bundah blacks called themselves
brothers belonging to the white man,
and wouldn’t let the others eat him.”

Susan stared bewilderedly at her sis-
ter, unable to grasp the possible signifi-
cance of this apparently wild tale. Her
own mind was in chaos. She almost
ridiculed the suggestion which seemed
to her impossible and fantastic.

“Really, Oora, I think it is you who
, are crazed. As for Birraboi, I believe
his fancies are generally due to opium.
If there is a white man among the blacks,
it cannot be Harry. How could you
imagine it could be? Harry was not
at all likely to go mad, and if he were
sane, he certainly would not live with
black fellows. But of course you didn’t
know—there was a letter in the mail
bag from Mr. Kirby saying he’d got a
clue up north and was following it.
He’d telegraphed to Cooktown and the
Palmer and expects to let us have def-
inite news directly. Harry can’t be in
both places at the same time. Your
idea’s perfectly impossible.”

“Very well, think so. Anyhow, I’'m
going to find out,” answered Qora dog-
gedly.

“Going where?”

“To the camp.”

“Going to the camp of a lot of canni-
bal blacks! Do you think I shall let
you do such a wild thing and not tell
father to stop you? You might be
killed and eaten yourself,”

Oora’s answer was to pull out of the

breast of her riding jacket the chain with
the shark’s-tooth amulet.

“Why, you have got your charm
again!” cried Susan in astonishment,
for Oora had said nothing about the re-
covery of her treasure. “How did you
find it? Who got it for you?”

“If you wish to know, it was Mr.
Cordeaux,” replied Oora unguardedly,
and too impatient to consider what her
admission might lead to. “He brought
it back to me—but I can’t be worried
now with questions.”

Susan’s face changed. Her former
vague jealousy began to work again,
though if she had reflected reasonably
for a moment, she would have seen that
there was no foundation for it. But
Susan was not reasonable. She was far
too much wrought up to take a reason-
able view of anything. She was like a
leaf tossed by the gusts of a tempest.
Brian Cordeaux might, however, have
augured well for his suit from the chill
resentment in her tone as she answered:

“Certainly, I don’t wish to pry into
your’s and Mr. Cordeaux’s secrets.”

Oora shrugged her shoulders in petu-
lant contempt, and Susan, nettled, went
on:

“I suppose you know that he is on
his way up here?”

Oora stopped in her walk a second—
the two were pacing along the fringe
of gidya scrub. “Oh!Iam glad of that,”
she said impulsively. “He will be such
a help and comfort.”

Susan misinterpreted the gladness. The
pendulum of her mood swayed anew
towards Brian. Now Oora stopped again
and spoke impetuously to her sister.

“You don’t seem to mind much about
Harry, Su—but he’s your twin, and I
thought you cared for him almost more
than for anybody.”

“Yes, I care for him,” Susan an-
swered in a stifled voice. “I feel about
Harry in a way you could never under-
stand.”

“It doesn’t matter how one feelg!”
Oora exclaimed. “The thing is to act.”

“Yes, when there’s anything sensible
to do, but you are bent on a useless
chase—useless and dangerous,”

“No, perfectly safe—for me. The
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most savage black wouldn’t harm me
if I showed him that charm. It’s as
sacred to them as a Bora message-stick.
And, anyway, there’s nothing to be
afraid of. The Myall tribes are get-
ting bunya-bunyas, and the Bundah one
is camping with ours—the white man
with them, Birraboi told me. If it comes
to that, Birraboi and Marianne can be
kept here to-night as hostages—they’ll
be found camping outside Ah Sin’s gar-
den, probably smoking opium, so you
see I'm quite safe.”

Susan assented. There was some-
thing in that. She remembered again
what Wolfe had said, and she had never
told her father about the opium traffic
with the blacks. Oora continued eagerly.

“I know exactly where the blacks’
camp is—just at the entrance to Razor-
Back Gully. Pintpot has been there.
I could go and be back—easily, allow-
ing for the led horse—by midnight. It’s
full moon. I've got my revolver and
plenty of cartridges, and it isn’t the first
time I've done the same sort of thing.
Now, will you help me Su, and hold
your tongue? Don’t you see, if _you go
and make a fuss, Dad won’t behex(e me
any more than you do, because of Kirby’s
letter, but he’ll get out his guns and
make no end of preparation,as if he were
going forth to battle, and perhaps not
start till to-morrow. Then the blacks
will get warning, and as they’ve prob-
ably been spearing cattle and stealing
sheep, they will be frightened and make
for the gorges; and the opportunity—
for whatever it may be worth—is lost.
Whereas, I will ride over quickly aqd
quietly with Pintpot, talk to them in
their own language, show them my
charm, and if there are any Bundah
blacks there the whole thing will be
plain sailing.” :

Susan had to confess that Oora’s argu-
ments were plausible, and moreover, the
girl was overpowered in spite of herself
by Oora’s strong will, though as to the
object of the enterprise she remained
incredulous,

“T’ll tell you what T want you to do.

0 back to the house and get me some
food that T can easily carry—sandwiches
and some of those meat lozenges Patsy

got for me when I was ill—they might
be useful. And get me a flask of brandy,
and if you can manage it, an old suit of
Dad’s. I expect that is about all you can
fetch. And will you bring the things to
the bunyip’s water-hole? It is by the
road to the Iron-Bark, and I told Pintpot
to lead the horses down there when he’d
got them run up and saddled. He said
he could . catch them and saddle them
up among the gidgee, for it won’t do to
run them into the yard. Il be waiting
at the water-hole.” Susan went back
to the house and Oora proceeded alone
to the bunyip’s water-hole. The after.
noon was advancing and Oora grew
impatient. While she waited, her quick
ear caught the sound of horses cantering
from the direction of the lower slip-rails
towards the head station, and then came
the faint noise of dogs barking. But
for the dogs barking she might have sup-
posed that Tommy George was running
up riding horses from the larger paddock.
As it was, she fancied visitors must have
arrived at the head station. There was
nothing strange, however, in that, for
travellers often passed by. But she
thought both Pintpot and Susan must have
lingered needlessly, perhaps, to see the
visitors, though in reality, neither could
have come so soon. Now she fancied
that she heard a horse trotting in the
distance from the opposite direction,
and she stood still on the bank of the
water-hole, peering into the bush with
her long-sighted eyes, her ears strained
to listen. No ordinary person would
have heard the faint sound, but Oora
was always said to be as good a tracker
as a black fellow.

She was not deceived. A man, urging
a tired beast along the track saw her, but
not till after she had seen him. He
thought that his eyes dazzled him. She
was standing with her back to the sun,
in the shadow of a great glossy-leaved tree,
through which shone shaffs of golden
light. Tinged by the foliage, they seemed
to surround her with a yellow-green flame
that instantly recalled to him a certain dell
in the shrub at Acobarra and a girl stand-
ing against the background of setting sun
and serpent-like creeper withes. A thick-
stemmed, curiously mottled climber hung
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close to her now, coiling about a branch.
The girl did not wear ethereal white and
green garments, but a bush riding-habit
of greyish-brown, with a brown cap on her
rough dark hair, yet there was something
of the sinuous grace and witchery that he
remembered so well.

He rode towards her like a man in a
dream, and she, recognising him, watched
his progress with a wrapt, triumphant
gaze. As he drew nearer she saw that his
horse was jaded and that its coat was
marked with mud and wet that had caked
and dried as if the animal had been ridden
fast, and had recently swum through
flooded waters. The man, too, was
travel stained and unkempt, and his face
was of a ghostly pallor.

As he came down to the stream, his
horse, feeling its rider’s attention diverted
and the reins relaxed, stooped to nibble
the green grass at the water’s edge. The
stranger stared at Oora in the wild manner
of one who is not sure whether he sees a
vision or a reality. Then a hoarse cry
came from his lips: “Sea Witch! Oh!
little Sea Witch, is it truly you?”

She stretched out her arms to him from
the bank above the water-hole.

“Oh! come to me. Yes, it is I—Sea
Witch. Did I not tell you that we should
soon meet again? Come and tell me how
you have found me here.”

He spurred his tired horse through the
water and slipped off its back at Oora’s
feet. He was almost too exhausted and
too dazed to speak. The reins dropped
from his hand, and the horse jerked its
head, neighing, and moving a step. Oora
caught the bridle, seeing at the same time
that the beast had the Narrawan brand,
and knowing that it would make for the
yard, she buckled the bridle round that
same sapling to which Wolfe had fastened
the same horse a few months before.

Then she turned to him in surprise.
“How did you come to be riding The Out-
law ?”” she asked. ;

Her simple question brought him back
to a sense of everyday life.

“T=I took him,” he stammered. “I

found he was in the paddock at the
Terminus. My own horse was knocked
up. I had to take him. T had to get up
here as quickly as T could.”

“You wanted to come—to see me?”

“No—it was not to see you,”” he faltered,
and a wondering look of horror came over
his face. ‘“How did you know The
Outlaw ?” he asked sharply.

“Because I helped to break him in.”

He staggered back a step. On her face
too was a look of part wonder—part
understanding.

“I know now who you are,” she said
slowly. “You are James Wolfe. Ihave
suspected it once or twice since I came
home.”

“Since you came home!” he exclaimed.
“Then you are—Oh! I was blind not to
see——"

“T am Qora Galbraith,” she answered.
“But it is no matter who or what I am—
or you either. To me, always, you are he
whom the sea gave to me—my heart’s
mate; my—beloved.”

She uttered the last word in a tone in-
finitely sweet and caressing, yet in which
there was no unmaidenliness, nor did she
invite him nearer by look or gesture. He
stood gazing at her. The green flame
of her eyes shone upon him; her face had
its mystic look. His eyes met hers with
answering passion.

“And you!—Oh! You are indeed
my heart’s mate—my best beloved,” he
said, and taking her hands in his he
kissed them with wild tenderness. Yet
the pain in his voice made her quiver
apprehensively.

“Yes, but it does matter!” he exclaimed.
“Tt matters terribly who we are—it
matters cruelly.”

“Why cruelly—since I am your best
loved? Did I not say from the beginning
that Fate meant us to belong to each other ?
Did I not tell you at Acobarra, when you
bade me good-bye, that we should soon
meet again? I was not afraid—I knew.
For you are my Destiny and I am yours.
The sea gave you to me first; and now the
bush gives you to me a second time.”

Again he kissed her hands.

“You told me that there was another
woman,” Oora went on. “I guess now
who that other woman is. Don’t mind
about her. You won’t make her unhappy.
She’ll tell you herself that it does not
matter. For there couldn’t have been
anything real between you and her, when
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all the time, though we did not know each
other then, it was our two lives that were
joined together.”

A choking murmur of endearment fell
from Wolfe, and still holding her hands,
he drew her nearer to him while his sor-
rowful eyes seemed to devour her face.

“You don’t understand—Oh! Sea
Witch, dear, true, brave Sea Witch, how

can I make you understand ?”’ '

* Suddenly there came now clearly dis-
tinguishable, a nearer tread of horses
rounding the curve of the gidya forest, and
almost immediately Pintpot appeared
mounted and leading Gipsy Girl with
Oora’s side-saddle and another horse
which had a man’s saddle, on which a
pack was fastened. Though the interrup-
tion was .unwelcome, Oora was relieved
to see by this that the black boy had been
successful in catching and saddling the
animals unobserved. The Outlaw neig.h~
ed, straining at his bridle, and Gipsy Girl
gave a sympathetic whinny.

“Mine been lookout yarraman (horse),
Missee Oora,” cried the boy. “You
ready to start ?” :

“All right, Pintpot. Mine close up
ready. You wait two, three minute. Sit
down there long-a gidgee. You been see
Missee Susan?”

“Yowi (ves). That feller come along.
My word! I believe that Missa Wolfe
back again.” ’ :

The black boy grinned, showing all his
white teeth and cut a caper on his horse’s
back. Oora silenced him, bidding him
wait inside the scrub, and he disappeared
from view., Then she turned to Wolfe,
but as she did so her glance fell on the
mottled stem of the huge creeper that hung
in loops and knots over some thick under-
growth beside the path. She saw the
creeper shake and recoil violently. Some-
body had grasped a loop among the
greenery, and Oora guessed that it must

€ her sister whose approach she had not
eard,

“Susan, is that you?” she called. “I
had forgotten all about you. Hurry,
Please, for I must be off.” A

he greenery stirred afresh and in a
Moment, Susan, passing swiftly through
the fringe of jungle stood upon the grassy

space where she had once talked to W olfe,
and confronted him and Oora.,

She was very white. Her whole form
was quivering with barely suppressed
anger. She held herself very straight, her
small fair head erect, and all the dignity
of Lady Susan Galbraith in her mien,
But Oora shrank at the sight of her sister’s
face. For the first time she began to
think that it was Wolfe for whom Susan
had cared.

“I am sorry to have been so long,” said
Susan quietly. “Mr. Cordeaux is here,”
she went on, the intensity of her emotion
forcing her to take refuge in conventional
speech lest she should betray too much.
“It was he who kept me; he has just
ridden up with a stockman who was
coming from Woorral and who showed
him the track.”

“Oh, that’s all right!” faltered Oora,
awkwardly. “Look here, Su—I'd better
tell you——7

“There is no need to tell me anything,”
Susan answered haughtily. “I have seen
and heard enough to understand what
your relations are with this gentleman.”’

Her eyes swept coldly past Oora and
rested full on Wolfe. There was a passion
of wounded tenderness and indignation,
and of something deeper-seated  still—
something that looked like scorn—in their
troubled blue depths. But Wolfe returned
her look straightly with one of tragic
solemnity.

“I am glad you are here, Miss Gal-
braith,” he said in tones that he tried to
render very gentle, “for I must speak to
you, though I don’t know how to word my
intense regret for the manner of this meet-
ing. But whatever T say will count for
nothing when you know the truth. Miss
Galbraith, I have come on aterrible errand.
I came because I promised you that I
would do so, and it seemed the only mark
of gratitude and respéct that T could show
you. Believe me, I had no idea that I
should see your sister here, I didn’t
even know that this lady was your sister.”

He paused and Susan shivered as she
saw the look he cast at Oora, who, her
confidence restored at the sound of .his
voice, stood proudly by, listening to every
word. Wolfe continued: “We were to-
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gether, as perhaps you've heard, on a
" raft after the wreck of the Quefta, when
she saved my life by acts of the most heroic
unselfishness—and I—we—" his voice
shook, and the shiver seized Susan again.
“During that awful time,” he went on,
“we came to love each other without either
of us knowing who the other was. But
afterwards—at Thursday Island—I found
out what you know I was going up there to
learn—that, as I feared, I had the life of a
fellow-creature to answer for. Since then,
Miss Galbraith, I have discovered who
that fellow-creature really was—but still
I felt that I was in honour bound to come
and tell you the truth before giving myself
up to justice, which of course I shall do
now. You know the story—and so does
your sister.”

His tender, tragic gaze turned again to
Oora, who drew nearer, her own eyes, full
of love and trust, fixed upon his face.
Susan turned her head dumbly away.

“I need not go over the whole horrible
outline of it again to either of you,” said
Wolfe, huskily, jerking out his words now
in a hard rush that grated upon his hearers.
“QOnly, I must tell you this—and it is best
that you should both hear it at once. She
does not know any more than you, who
the man was that I killed. But can’t you
guess who it was?”

There was silence. Neither of the girls
answered him. Susan stood as if turned
to stone. And into Oora’s uplifted eyes
a cloud of apprehension crept.

“You had a brother once,” continued
Wolfe. “He ran away and was after-
wards on the diggings where I was.
They used to call him Harry the Blower.
He was only a lad—a hot-tempered lad—
1 should have had patience with him, and
never have allowed myself to be drawn
into a quarrel. But I’'m hot-tempered
too, and that night I’d been drinking and
and—I saw red——” Wolfe halted
and his miserable eyes turned from one to
the other of the two women. But neither
of them spoke. On the faces of both rose
a .slow comprehension that seemed to
stupefy them. Wolfe went on harshly:

“T’ve nothing to say in my own defence
—except that I didn’t realise what I had
done. And, of course, I wasn’t sure—
and at first I didn’t want to find out. Then

you, Miss Galbraith, in your angelic
kindness to an outcast, gave me the glim-
mering hope of getting back to be some-
thing of what I had really once been—a
gentleman and a man of honour. You
seemed a type of Goddess to me—I
reverenced and worshipped you; I shall
always reverence you for what you did for
me. But now I’ve got to make this
awful confession to you—and to this other
dear woman whom I love and whom I
can never hope to win. The man whom
1 struck down with a tomahawk up there
in the Yellaroi Range, and then ran
away from like a cur through fear that I'd
killed him—that man I’ve just lately learnt
was your brother.” |

The two girls simply stared as if they
had not taken in Wolfe’s words.

“Don’t you understand?” he ex-
claimed desperately. “It was your own
brother!” Then, as they still stared in
silence, “The brother that you would
not speak of,” he said, addressing Susan.
“If you had, perhaps I should have known,
and then I should have gone away at
once most likely, and you would have
heard of me no more. I did not know
his real name—nobody does know any-
one’s real name on the diggings. I
knew him just as Harry, the mate of a
scoundrel called Flash Sam. It is only
the other day that I learned who he was.
My own mate wrote and told me at
Townsville. He found it out through
two men who were in the hut at the
time, and who, it seems, applied the
other day to your father’s lawyer for a
reward which he had offered for any
information concerning your brother. I
am trying to explain so that you may
understand.. But what do details mat-
ter?  The fact is enough, and every-
thing will be made clear soon. The
police are after me. I got ahead of -
them by swimming a flooded river they
wouldn’t go into. But I meant to sur-
render and take my sentence, either for
manslaughter or murder—whichever they
bring it in. If the worst happens, it
will only be a fitting finish to a blunder-
ing life. Only T felt that T must come
here first, because there was my promise
to you, and I wanted to give myself up
to your father. It seemed only fair—
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for you’ve both been so good to me and
—and I wanted to thank you—if I may.”

His voice broke in a groan. He had
dragged himself closer to Susan and
held out his hands, which were shaking.
But Susan gave a smothered cry—she
seemed unable to speak—and waved him
aside with a shuddering gesture. She
had covered her face, but in the fleeting
glimpse Wolfe caught of it, he saw that
the conflict of her scorn and tenderness
was over. Her features had turned to
a mask of stone. He looked distract-
edly from Susan to Oora. But even
Oora made no sign. She, too, ap-
peared horror-stricken, and an exclama-
tion of despair came from the man.

“My God! What shall I do?
more than I can bear.”

He staggered towards his horse. But
as he passed her, Oora put out her hands
to him with a curious yearning murmur.
Her limbs trembled, but otherwise she
was calm. He caught her hands in his
and the strange green eyes smiled faintly
at him—the ghost of a smile, but one of
steadfast sweetness. .

“Courage! courage!” she whispered,
“you are mine, remember. Fate gave
me your life. I saved you on the sea,
and if need be, I shall save you here in
the bush. Harry isn’t dead. I believe
he is not far off. I was just now going
to look for him. There has been some
dreadful mistake about all this. Trust
me to find it out, but don’t give up hope.”

- ‘Thank heaven for those words,” he
returned; “thank heaven for your faith in
me, Sea Witch. For now I know that
in your heart of hearts you don’t blame
me. And, indeed, I am guiltless of in-
tent, but what hope can there be, my
dear? I—I killed him.”

“You didn’t,” she cried. “It may

ave been someone else, but it was not
Harry. Of that T am sure. Oh—I am
Sure now that my power of thou.ghg is
coming back to me. You froze it just

It is

at first. Hold me—warm me—so that
I can think the better. Hold me close
to you.”

She clung to him, trembling still, and
shut her eyes, leaning against his breast.
He folded his arms passionately around
her, but there was the agony of a last

5

farewell in his look. Neither of them
noticed Susan, nor thought of her at
this supreme moment of their lives,
Oora’s tremblings gradually ceased, and
presently she began speaking in a rapid
undertone. “Listen!” she said. ““Some
one has been wandering in the bush
among the blacks. I heard it from one
of them. They think it is Harry, and I
am going—now, at once—to see him.
It is not very far from here. Suppose
you come with me. Then we can judge
for ourselves what is the best thing to
do.” As Wolfe did not answer she
looked up at him, wide-eyed and wonder
ing. “Don’t you see there is just a chance
—and we had better take it,” she said,
raising her voice, “I meant to go in any
case, but now we ought not to delay.
Won’t you come with me, or must I go
alone?” ‘

His arms tightened round her.

“My dearest! I would go with you
to the end of the world, but—my life is
forfeit. It would seem like running
away—again.”

“Nonsense!” she exclaimed. “And if
it were, I would help you to that too. We
must find some means of escape out of
this.” Oora drew herself from his arms
and pushed him a little away, while she
turned hastily to Susan who, roused by
her tone, had turned likewise and faced
her with a strained look. She also be-
gan to speak, and Oora was silenced
before the few white hot words that fell
from her sister’s dry lips.

“You want to help our brother’s mur-
derer to escape? You would do that!
Little you care about finding Harry—
except for the sake of this man. Ah! it
is like you to think only of him. I thought
I cared for him too, once,” and Susan
struck her hands passionately together,
“but now—now—" she stopped chok-
ingly. The words strangled her.

“Don’t say any more, Su,” muttered
Oora pityingly. But Susan’s control
had broken down.

“Don’t say any more!” she almost
shrieked. “Leave you to ride off with
him—to help him to escape from jus-
tice? But he shall not. You shall not.
It is too cruel. You have no natural
feelings. All that you think of is this
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stranger—a man whom you scarcely
know. You ought to be ashamed—
Oora—you—who made love to him out
in the sea. Oh! I know! You forget
that I heard all your mad talk in the
fever. It was ke to whom you gave your
charm—it was ke who—oh! oh!” Susan
was forced to stop again, her throat con-
vulsed. She made a violent effort to
regain some measure of calmness, and
Oora looked on with growing impatience,
while Wolfe tried not to overhear what
passed between them.

“You must have had a secret meet-
ing with this man at Acobarra,” con-
tinued Susan. “Did he bring you back
your chain? Did you lie to me about
Brian? Brian could never have lent
himself to anything false or dishonour-
able. 'He at least is true and good.”

“Of course he is,” put in Oora toler-
antly. “But all that is nothing to what
we have to consider now. Su, stop
raving for a minute and listen to com-
mon sense.”

“I have listened to enough to-day,”
said Susan, in chill disdain. “Do you
understand that this man murdered our
brother ?”

“No, he did not,” said Oora quickly.
“Even if he had killed Harry, it wouldn’t
have been murder, for he never meant
to do it. He struck at Harry in anger,
because Harry insulted him—didn’t he
tell you that? It was an accident. But
I tell you that Harry is not dead. I
know it. Something inside me says so.
It’s a’ voicé I sometimes hear; it very
seldom speaks, but when it does, it is
never wrong. I am going now to prove
the truth of what I say. I shall ride as
fast as I can, and I shall be back before
midnight, maybe.” She swung round
and laid her hand on Wolfe’s arm.

“Will you go with me—or not ?”

“Certainly I shall go with you,” he
answered. “I cannot let you go alone.”

“Good! Then we start at once.”
~ She gave her own “coo-ee” and Pintpot
immediately responded, appearing from
within the curve of the gidya scrub with
the two led horses. :

“Stop along-a-track,” commanded Oora.
“I come.” She turned to her sister.
“Su, did you fetch me the brandy and

things I asked you to get? I must not
go without them.”

“I gave them to Pintpot. They are
in the pack,” Susan answered still in
chill resentment. It seemed to her that
Oora was desperately wicked or else
quite mad. But Oora did not care what
she thought. :

“Youwll ride the horse I was taking
to fetch Harry,” she said to Wolfe. “The
Outlaw is quite unfit for further work.
We can put Harry on the pack-horse,
and Pintpot can find his own way home.
Come.” But Wolfe was looking at
Susan, and a spasm of intense commis-
eration suddenly contracted Oora’s heart.
She went up to her sister. :

“Dear Su! Don’t mourn for Harry
as quite dead until we have made sure
that he is. I don’t think he can be my-
self, but at all events we shall know better
in a few hours. Wish us luck—won’t
you?77

But Susan thrust the sympathetic hand
away. She had sunk upon the ground
and was crouching under a tree, the cold
outline of her face as though carved in
clay against its mottled trunk. Fearing
another outbreak if she waited for her
to speak, Oora dropped a light kiss upon
the bent head and, gathering her habit
together, scrambled up the bank towards
Pintpot. Wolfe followed her. But just
at the top where Pintpot held the horses,
she stopped and turned. She had heard
the sound of someone’s tread, quick,
brisk, and even. ‘“Look!” she cried,
and caught Wolfe’s hand in hers.

Brian Cordeaux came down the track
from the head station, looking trim and
neat as was his wont. His alert eyes
were glancing from side to side, but they
did not see Oora and Wolfe, for they
fell on Susan crouching by the tree. He
hurried forward and knelt beside her
while the pair beyond watched him. Very
gently, very tenderly, with an inex-
pressibly sheltering motion, he bent over
Susan, and she, becoming conscious of
his presence, turned suddenly and flung
herself into his arms, sobbing as though
her heart would break.

“That’s all right,” said Oora, grimly
setting her teeth. “Let ’em comfort
each other. Now we'll ride for Harry’s
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life—and what is more to me—ifor yours.”

Wolfe swung her into the saddle with-
out a word, for it was not the time for
endearments, Gipsy Girl was arching
her perfect neck and curvetting to be
off. She was a black mare of blood
stock, and had won many bush races.
Now, as Oora shook the reins out she
sped off like an arrow through the creek

and away over the undulating ground
upon the opposite side. Wolfe had
never asked Oora where she meant to
g0, but in a moment he had mounted
and was after her, and through the end-
less lines of gums and bendee he fol-
lowed, scarcely drawing breath, while
Pintpot on the pack horse made the best
speed he could in the rear.

TO BE CONCLUDED

A Western Harvest

By MYRA J. WILLSON

Eprroriar, Nore.—This essay was written by a scholar in the Portage la Prairie High

School in competition for a

description of this typical feature of western life,

and this one wag awarded the prize.

r‘—”\] HE farmer had looked w.ith
| ) ';) 1 prophetic eye at the' swaying
3y golden grain, spreading away
(O in endless fields to left and
Y right.  For days he has been
Watching it, and now goes off to bed with
his mind mae up that they can’t get that
Whef_it down too soon.
1ght closes in slowly, the setting sun
SPreads a rosy glow over the shimmering
8olden fields and tinges the whole sky
With pale transparent pink and blue; fleecy
White clouds float over the great fiery ball
and soften the glare. Then it sinks
elow the horizon, drawing with it its
shafts of glowing light and its trailing
Streamers of bright colour. The yellow
8rain looks duller as though bereft of its
~Town, but soon the moon rises and there
18 another coronation, tender and white
and pure, symbolic of calmness and plenty
and love, " A great, calm peace settles
overall the wide, wide prairie, which creeps
1nto your soul, and here, where everything
seems in harmony with God and Nature,
You can bless and love all mankind, and
thank the Great Creator for your life and
your wonderfyl country.
t doesn’t seem so very long before the
great red sun appears above the eastern
Orizon. He has a soft spot in his warm
red heart for this great wheatland, for he

prize offered by THE CaNaDIAN MaGAzINE for the ibest

A number of compositions were received,

rushes back to it and by long, long days
of light and warmth fills out the grain and
makes the plump No. 1 hard wheat of
Manitoba famous the world over. Now
brightly he sheds his rays and, flinging
his sunbeams over all the land, mingles
them with the sunny glancings of the
waving yellow sea, that stretches away,
away across the prairie.

A diamond dewdrop marks each fairy’s
footprint where they danced in the moon-
light over the nodding grain. This shines
and glistens for a moment, when a sun beam
kisses it, then fades from sight. The birds
begin to twitter and chirrup, a rooster
crows. In the barn the horses stir around
in their stalls. The flowers lift their
faces to the sun and the trees nod and
smile, sleeping Nature is awakened, and
then “in less than a jiffy”” the whole house
and yard is stirring. The doors are
thrown open and men are soon busy
watering and feeding the stock. In the
kitchen there is the hum and crackle of
boiling and frying, the swish of skirts and
the clatter of dishes.

Talk about the western farmer and his
importance; if it were not for the western
farmer’s stirring wife and clever, hustling
daughters affairs would not run as smooth-
ly nor as well.

I. But very soon breakfast is on the table—
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a great, long, wide table itis—with large,
steaming dishes of porridge and potatoes,
and meat, and maybe plates of hot buns
or biscuits on it.

The men come in, and amidst their
talk and banter wash themselves, with a
great deal of splashing, in the basins on the
back porch. There are ten in all; all, very
nearly, sturdy sons of toil. Here is a
young Englishman, just out, feeling very
big and very superior because he has got
such a good job in so short a time. He
shrank from sleeping in the horse stable,
but he was “simply dying” to be ““west-
ern,” and if it were “western”’ to sleep on
the windmill, he would have done it in his
present mood. He was very “cocky”
just then, and was spouting his views on
farming, harvesting and everything in
general that he didn’t know much about.
Old German John eyed him with amuse-
ment and disdain, just as an old wise dog
would watch the foolish performances of
afvery young puppy. So when the Eng-
lishman had for the tenth time that morn-
ing said: “Naow in the old country they,
etc.,”” he turned with a grunt and went
into the house. Soon they all followed,
two young Ontario farmers, three Galic-
ians, a sandy Scotchman, an Irishman,
and the farmer and his son.

With a clatter of heels and scraping of
chairs they seated themselves and ““fell
to” with a vengeance. All was still for
about ten minutes, that is, voices were,
knives and forks never paused for an in-
stant. Toward the end of the meal the
farmer said: “Well, boys, everything in
trim ?”’

“Yes,” they answer in chorus.

Then the Englishman chimes in with:

“Gad, you know naow, I think those
horses would feel the heat. In London,
don’t you knaow, they have caps with wet
sponges in them, ice cold, you knaow.”

The farmer answers: “Oh, we’ve no
need of that here!” and the men mutter
in chuckling whispers: ““Yes, you knaow,
you can have the job of keeping the
sponges wet.”

‘““Needs a sponge himself,” says another.

“T guess he will be puttin’ a sponge in
his own hat,” cheerfully remarks another.

With this jolly banter they stroll out to
the barn. The binders stand out in the

yard. Four wonderful-looking machines,
needing only the three-horse teams to fit
them for the fray. The horses are driven
out, sleek and trim-looking, and they start
off with a clicking and a clattering. The
German leads, then the farmer’s son, then
a Galician, then the Scotchman; soon a
line of sheaves is lying on the ground, and
the stookers quickly follow them up and
leave behind them the thick, neat-looking
stooks.

The binders clatter on, sheaves in
plenty. The straw is tall and strong, the
heads are heavy and nodding. Click,
clack, clickety, clickety, clack. The bind-
ers roll on. The long whips crack, the
horses switch their tails but never slacken
their quick walking pace. The men
follow, hot and perspiring. It is just as
easy to tell the new men from the old by
their clothes as by their work, for each
beginner is ‘“togged out” in bran new
overalls, new sateen shirt, new cowhides,
and new straw hats. The old hands are
dressed in a miscellaneous assortment of
half-worn-out trousers, patched shirts and
disgracefully dirty and torn straw hats,
brown faces and brown arms.

Round and round go the noisy binders,
round and round follow the men, and be-
hind them grows row after row of golden
stooks, springing from the field of golden
stubble. The sun shines brightly in a
deep blue sky, and when an occasional
fleecy white cloud floats over its broad
face, a wavering inky shadow goes over
the grain that is still standing. A fret-
work of shadows, changing, shifting,
broadening, narrowing, plays over the
stubble.

“Begorra! but me stomach is sure
stuck to me backbone,” sighs the Irigh-
man, with a hungry laugh. The men
pause for an instant to wipe their faces
with ‘“astonishingly red handkerchiefs.”
When the dinner bell is heard, with
thankful sighs they turn towards the house.
The horses are put up and fed, and very
soon there is again heard a great splashing
on the back porch. Inside, boiling, fry-
ing, dishes rattling and the sound of hurry-
ing, flurrying footsteps.

The men need no second word, but
troop in and with as few words ag possible
are soon trying to get rid of that hungry
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feeling. This healthy workingman’s
hunger quiets even the Englishman for a
longer time than usual. His back is sore
and his hands are blistered, he feels no
lnterc.ast in the “how” or the “why” of
farming or harvesting methods. = The
uppermost thought in his mind is how to
get through the afternoon without being
“knocked up.”

Heaping dishes of potatoes and a huge
round of beef, pies, rhubarb, custard and
Taspberries disappear as if by magic.

lasses are replenished with milk, plates
are refilled with bread and buns, and at
last with a sigh of relief the farmer’s wife
sees them push back their chairs and pre-
pare to go out again.

All through the meal the German has
been casting amused and satisfied glances
at the Englishman, but when he notices
that with the disappearance of the beef
and potatoes his spirits have risen, he gets
up and with something between a chuckle
and a grunt walks out. As he lights his
PIpe in the kitchen he slyly remarks to the
farmer’g wife: “You vant to have your
Sweet cream and your liniment ready vor
Meester - Algernon Augustus Theodore
Sldne)f Ronald Egbert Vesternan when he
5ays his “Now I lay me,’ for he’s the boy
vat vill be sore this night.” Then he
;S‘trolls on out and stretches himself in the

bluff” for his “noonin’,” while the

orses feed. The other men come out in
& Minute or two, and “reckon” and sur-
mise as to how much grain they have
knocked down since morning. Poor: Al-
igernon Augustus Theodore, etc., lies apart
rom the rest, very quiet, very sad. But
Now, with a long-drawn sigh speaks.

Gad! 1 think, by the feel of me, that T
have walked fifty miles and picked up
one thousand sheaves of wheat. Wheat!

heat! Oh, how I wish this human
ra(‘:‘e had never taken a notion to bread!”

h! buck up, old man, the worust is
Yet to come,” cheerfully remarks the
Irishman, rising.

Then back to work, the fresh horses are
Put on the binders, and they start off in the
(Sarne order. By now the binders are
away ahead of the stookers; long lines of
sheaves lay upon the ground, emblems of

€auty and power fallen to mere useful-

ness. The men work on steadily, vigor-
ously, and gradually, slowly, gain on the
binders.

At four o’clock they go in and again the
importance of the farmer’s wife is demon-
strated in a very telling and beneficial
way. No rest istaken this time, all hands
rush back and the work goes on. Stooks
spring up, swiitly followed by another
and another, clouds begin to gather and
all hands turn in to put up the sheaves that
are already upon the ground. Thunder
threatens, and they work swiftly. The
farmer turns in, and by nine they have
finished. With a partially calm heart the
farmer, followed by the men, walks slowly
into the house. At the door the farmer
turns for' one more last look at the sky
and notices that the clouds are clearing
away and drifting eastward. So with a
lighter heart he eats his supper. The men
were too tired to wash well, so around the
generously spread, lamp-lit table there are
seated many grimy faces. The English-
man is thoroughly squelched, and eats
in silence. When the meal is finished they
file out and before very long are rolled in
their blankets, comfortably snoring and
dreaming of a country where the sun never
sets, and they cut wheat all the year round.
In the kitchen the prime movers work on
washing dishes, straightening up and get-
ting things ready for morning.

Everything stirs out doors from early
morning - until dark. Everything stirs
indoors from dawn until long after the
tired men are sound asleep, and when the
women go to bed ’tis very often quite near
to the next day.

Out in the moonlight the fairies are
dancing over the nodding heads of grain;
they do not dream that very soon they will
come to dance and find their dancing floor
all ‘gone. The wind rises and moans
through the bluff around the house, moans
in sorrow for the fairies, moans at the
downfall of the proudly swaying golden
grain. Then at sight of a bright light
dawning in the east the little elves skip
away and hide themselves.

One day follows another very much the
same as the last, only each day brings
them nearer the end, nearer the thresh-
ing, nearer seeing the results of their
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labours. The farmer looks benign and
happy. No storm has come to beat the
heavy heads to earth, no hail.

The last day comes around. There is
just about an easy day’s work yet to do,
but what great black clouds roll up before
the sun! The thunder grumbles and
growls, then rolls across the sky with the
noise of one thousand horsemen crossing a
bridge. Every man is rushed out. The
binders go round and round, quickly and
steadily leaving sheaves in plenty behind,
separate sheaves for only a minute, soon all

“in stooks.

As the first great drops fall the men turn
from the fields toward the distant barn
with a wave and a shout. “All’s well; let
her come now!” says the farmer. Binders
are rushed into sheds, horses into stables,
the men are drenched and dripping when
they reach a place of shelter, but this is
soon remedied and soon all are dry.

« “Well, sir, that little spurt just saved
me about one hundred and eighty dollars,”
says the farmer with a satisfied smile on his
face. ‘“We will consider it a day’s work.”

The stooks stood for a couple of days,
and then one evening at dark up the land
comes the puffing engine, and trailing on
behind the long, flat-sides red separator
and the water tank and caboose. The en-
gineer and fireman, black and greasy, stop
to speak to the farmer, then they all go on
out to the clear space in the field and set
up the machine.

In the grey dawn of the next morning
the black figures of the engineer and fire-
man may be seen busy about the machine.
As soon as they have eaten their early
breakfast, things are put in full swing.
Four teams draw the sheaves to the ma-

. chine, one man feeds, two teams haul the
grain away from the machine to the gran-
ary, three or four men are on the stack and
four or five in the field loading.

The first team drives up with its load of
sheaves to satisfy the insatiable hunger of
this red monster. As soon as the first is

emptied another drives up and round and
round they go, never pausing, never stop-
ping until the shrill steam whistle of the
engine announces dinner. Black and
grimy the men slip down from the stack.
The horses are unhitched, the steam is
turned off, the straw fire banked up, and
the men troop to the house where the long
table fairly groans with its weight of sub-
stantial things to eat. With very little
ceremony the men all get a seat and then
it’s every man for himself. The farmer’s
wife and her helpers hurry and scurry from
kitchen to table and back, never pausing,
never resting.

This goes on for a week or maybe two
weeks. In the house nothing but baking,
meals, and dishes; meals, dishes, and
baking. Outside, hauling, threshing, fir-
ing, drawing water, feeding engine and
separator, and drawing grain away. The
yield is averaging twenty-eight bushels to
the acre, and that is a fair paying yield.

The children revel in the sport; they
examine the engine in the noon hour, they
slide in the straw and romp, they ride in
the waggons and on the tank, they get
their eyes full of dirt, and through it all
chew wheat. :

It is evening again, the pale yellow
harvest moon shines again in the same old
way, on the same old field, but what a
difference! The great monster that has
caused this devastation looms black in the
night, and far to the right of it and far to
the left stretches the fields clearer than the
virgin prairie. No wheat swaying and
nodding in the pale, shimmering light, no
sheaf, no stook, just clear distance of
yellow, glittering stubble.

From the sombre shadows of the straw
stack a weird chanting song floats out on
the still grey night. The Galicians are
chanting their evening hymn. The song
rises and falls and drifts away into the
darkness, weird and fascinating; a cloud
drifts over the moon, and all is still.
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Some Sidelights on the Life and

Character of Benjamin Franklin
By REV. R. F. DIXQN

R

4] I has always been my con-
viction that Franklin, though
=4 | probably all round the ablest
£)| man born on this continent,
————=Jl and next to George Wash-
Ington, undoubtedly the most influential
actor in the American Revolution, was
10t a man of a high type of character.

€ was strong-minded, but not high-
Minded. There was an ineradicable vein
of trickery in him, which was continually
cropping out. George Washington, on
the other hand, though nothing wonder-
ful in the matter of ability, and in mere
cleverness outclassed by at least half a
dozen of hig associates, including his rival,
the so-called ““traitor” Arnold, was al-
Wways, everywhere, and with all men, em-
Phatically "5 high-minded man. With-
out the moral force of Washington’s char-
acter behind it, the Revolution could
hardly have been accomplished. It was
only Washington’s personality which pre-
vented the innumerable dissensions that
raged among the Republicans from com-
Ing to a head, and producing a fatal
Cleavage. Amid all the plotting and
rounter-plotting, the mean and under-
and caballing, and sordid scheming that
Went on among the “patriots,” he alone
remained unsullied, trusted, and trusty.

Veryone was so firmly convinced of his
absolute integrity and nobility of char-
acter, that faction was silenced in his
Presence. He became a rallying point
O every section. He held things to-
* 8ether, which, thanks to the imbecility
of the British generals who could not
Profit by their repeated victories or the
Mistakes of the enemy, was all that was
heeded. His character was the key-
Stone of the arch, whose displacement
Would have reduced the whole edifice to
& heap of ruins,

There is no finer instance in history
of the superiority of character over mere
clever.ness, than the final triumph of the

erican  Revolution, or a more strik-
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ing ‘illustration of the saying, that men
are great rather by what they are than
by what they do.

. On the other hand, I cannot divest
myself of the conviction that Franklin,
with all his wonderful force and genius,
was morally of the earth, earthy. He
was undoubtedly capable of rising at
times to a certain height of public-spirit-
edness; he was a man of immense moral
courage; he was not lacking in benevo-
lent instincts; he could stand by a friend;
but, I repeat, he was not a high-minded
man, and morally unworthy of being
mentioned in the same breath with George
Washington, who is the only heroic figure
in the American Revolution. Franklin’s
private morals, again, at all events in
his young days, were somewhat disrepu-
table, and probably never entirely above
suspicion. And then while Washington
was always and everywhere the gentle-
man it every fibre, Franklin, with all his
wide experience of courts and celebrities,
never was and never could be.

These impressions have been recently
intensified on my own part by the perusal
of a long-forgotten work, entitled ““Bouch-
er’s View of the American Revolution,”
published in 1797, consisting of thirteen
sermons preached by Rev. Jonathan
Boucher, an Ante-Revolutionary Vir-
ginian rector, on public questions cov-
ering a period of about fifteen years
(1760-75).

Boucher, who was a native of the
county of Cumberland, Eng., came to
Virginia about the middle of the century
to engage in teaching. For some years,
he was tutor to George Washington’s
step-children, and became his warm and
intimate personal friend. He took a
very prominent part in the controversy
which preceded the actual rupture be-
tween the colonies and the mother country,
and though a fearless and outspoken op-
ponent, was broad-minded and honest
enough to perceive and censure the mis-
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takes of the Home authorities. He is
said to have officiated for months with
loaded pistols on his desk, and to have
prayed on one occasion for King George
under the loaded muskets of.the rebels
at the risk of his life. In 1773, his church
at Queen Anne’s, in Prince George county,
was forcibly closed, and he returned to
England, where he was subsequently
appointed vicar of Epsom. He died
there in 1807.

The sermons are prefaced by certain
general reflections on the causes of the
American Revolution, and are dedicated
in very cordial terms to “George Wash-
ington, Esquire, of Mount Vernon, in
the county of Fairfax, Virginia.” Though
in some cases disguised in Biblical
phraseology, these sermons all treat of
public questions, of which the following
examples of subjects may be given: “On
the Treaty of Peace of 1763 (the first
Treaty of Paris and the cession of Can-
ada), “On the strife between Abram
and Lot,” “On the character of Ab-
salom,” “On the disputes between the
Israelites and the two tribes and a half,”
“On civil liberty, passive obedience, and
non-resistance.” These sermons, as was
characteristic of those leisurely times,
are prodigiously lengthy, and must have
occupied at least an hour and a half in
delivery, and with notes, dedication,
appendices, and preface, form a goodly
volume, each sermon in length being
equal to a modern pamphlet. They are
what we may call “massive” discourses
and display great learning, a wide and
close acquaintance with the classical
writers, a profound knowledge of the
Holy Scriptures, as well as a keen and
. intelligent apprehension of the public
questions of the day. Although the
author makes no attempt to disguise his
intense disapproval of the course pursued
by the malcontents, the tone of the ser-
mons is remarkably moderate, for those
times, at all events.

The allusions to Franklin are to be
found in the notes and appendices, and
are characterised by a directness and
assurance which, in a writer of Boucher’s
manifest honesty and fairmindedness,
render them, to say the least, well worthy
of a very respectful hearing. The ap-

pendix, by the way, follows the sermons
on ‘“Absalom and Ahitophel.” Boucher
had been accused of fitting the charac-
ter of Ahitophel (the seducer of Ab-
salom) on Franklin. In the appendix,
he denies any special intention of doing
this, but adds that he cannot deny a
striking resemblance between Ahitophel
and Franklin. He then proceeds to
show up the “Doctor,” as he appears to
have been very generally called.

That he was an unblushing plagiarist
is, I suppose, very generally known. I
need not therefore reproduce the cele-
brated epitaph named by himself “The
author’s epitaph on himself,” which was
simply a translation from the Gentle-
man’s Magazine for February, 1763,
and, which, if I am not mistaken, now
appears on his tomb.

Boucher exposes another flagrant in-
stance of the same failing from Franklin’s
published works entitled “A Parable
Against Persecution,” which he shows,
by parallel quotations, was undoubtedly
borrowed from a sermon of Bishop Jeremy
Taylor.

Of his political career, our author
speaks with even greater severity. To
quote his words:

“In the affair of the Stamp Act, the
duplicity of his character became still
more manifest. There is as good evi-
dence as such a case will admit of, that
the idea of raising a revenue by means
of a stamp duty originated with him.
He certainly spoke of such an Act, as
likely to take place, long before it did
take place. With the promoters of the
Stamp Act he had interest enough to
procure the nomination of two of the
stamp masters, notwithstanding that in
America he opposed the Act with all
his might.”

After an allusion to his little affair
with the Post Office Department, and
his severe cross-examination by Wed-
derburn, which doubtless is an old story
to nine-tenths of our readers, Boucher
continues:

“In this irritated and vindictive state
of mind, he left England and returned
to America. It was said at the time
that the moment that he set his foot on
shore, he drew his sword. This was
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done to show the people in what temper
he returned to them. But in their re-
ception of him there was no appearance
of that ardour of affection which they
afterwards officiously displayed. This
coolness was attributed to their then sus-
pecting that he could be true to no cause,
and that, therefore, if he joined the ad-
vocates for hostilities, it would probably
be with a view of betraying them. He
was much affected by these suspicions,
and for some time hesitated to which
party he should attach himself. For
many days this point was warmly de-
bated between him and two near and
dear friends, who are still living, and
who, it is hoped, will leave behind them,
if it should still be thought right to for-
bear publishing in their lifetime, some
account of this and other interest-
Ing transactions. Resentment prevailed;
évery other argument was parried. It
Was some time before he gained the en-
tire confidence of his countrymen. . . . .
Here was a littleness or meanness of
mind in his paltry sneer when, on the
dismemberment of the Empire, he ob-
Served that the world had now a prac-
tical demonstration of the way in which
a great empire could be reduced to a
Small one. . . . Of the same case was
I}IS_making a point of signing the pre-
Minaries of peace in the same coat
which he wore when he was affronted at
the bar of the Privy Council.”
f his electrical researches and in-
ventions, Boucher speaks In another
Part of this appendix: “Franklin’s ene-

tion, a

mies, however bitter, have seldom been
found so wanting in truth and justice as
to deny him great merit in his philo-
sophical character. It was in Philadel-
phia chiefly, if not wholly, that he was
charged with having stolen from an Irish
gentleman of the name of Kinnersley
many of his useful discoveries respecting
electricity.”

The truth of the matter is that Frank-
lin is one of those men who have been
canonised by success. He took a very
prominent part, Boucher thinks the most
prominent part, in the establishment of
the United States, which has turned out
to be such a gigantic affair that posterity
has lost the true perspective. The act-
ors in what has eventually proved to be
one of the greatest of all historical dramas,
have therefore assumed proportions, and
have been invested with qualities, if not
mythical, at all events, hugely exagger-
ated. Franklin, as one of the chief
founders of a nation that promises to
become one of the greatest in the his-
tory of mankind, shines with a bor-
rowed lustre. He has ‘“‘grown with
the country.”

Ready as I am to admit his remark-
able ability, and his many minor good
qualities, benevolence, zeal for educa-
certain  public-spiritedness, a
strong sense of humour, he is not the stuff
that real heroes are made of, and along-
side the figure of George Washington,
towering in lonely grandeur, he makes
a poor appearance.

Thoughtlessness
BY DONALD A. FRASER

ON E strained to reach a shining height,
But perished e’er he could attain;
Another o’er his levelled corse
Stretched out his hand; but stretched in vain.

On, on they thronged to gain the goal;
One fails; another follows fast;

His clay but swells the pile that brings
The next still nearer than the last.

Now one arrivés, who mounts the heap
And with a bound the height is won;
Then, thoughtless, proud, erect, he cries:

“O World, behold what I have done!”



THE readers of ‘“Harper's Weekly”

do not often find in that stimulating
journal a more candid and refreshing
article than the discussion, “Shall We
Meddle With Cuba ?” by Rupert Hughes.
He brings the great American Republic
to time in a fashion that may take Uncle
Sam’s breath away, for that worthy is
so accustomed to Fourth-of-July oratory
that it is difficult for him to realise that
there ever was a time when the American
colonies or people were little and un-
known.

Of the indifference of the United
States to the infant efforts of new repub-
lics, Mr. Hughes says: “About the most
unbeautiful thing in the general frame
of American opinion is its contempt for
small republics struggling with internal
troubles. When the French people threw
off monarchy in their Revolution, they
offered their aid to any other people of
the same ambition. The first thing our
infant nation did was to refuse aid to
the French Republic. It was prudent,
but it was not pretty.

“On every possible occasion citizens
X

of the United States talk gravely of the
necessity of our intervening to save Cuba
from internal dissension, as if we had
never been small, and as if we Anglo-
Saxons had never known what internal
dissension and insurrection meant. It
has a certain similarity to our pharisaic
attitude towards Russia; we caricature
- her alleged fondness for assassination,
in spite of the fact that, in the last half-
century, we have had three Presidents
assassinated, while they have so lost
but one Czar.”

U

Mr. Hughes proceeds to remind his
fellow-countrymen of the similarities in
the  histories of the two countries, which
are “eloquently numerous.” Canadians
who know what their U. E. Loyalist fore-
fathers suffered will be delighted to find
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an American writer making such frank
admissions as these: ‘“When the thirteen
colonies revolted, they contained only
three million souls, of whom fully one-
third, and those chiefly of the upper
classes, were opposed to independence,
and gave support and comfort to the
home government, for which they en-
dured from their more patriotic neigh-
bours much hanging and maltreatment
during the war, and wholesale confisca-
tion and exile afterward. Read Jones’s
History of New York on the sufferings
of the loyalists and it will open certain
eyes.

“Cuba’s war for independence would
probably have failed without the inter-
vention of the United States. But so
our Revolution, which lasted seven years,
would certainly have failed without the
aid of France. Think of Yorktown with -
the French fleet away! Think of the
absolute salvation that the French money
rendered our pitiful treasury, and the
refuge French ports gave to our priva-
teers, like Paul Jones!”

U

The writer rebukes the Americans for
their ridicule of the Cuban army be-
cause of its smallness, its raggedness,
its extreme mobility amounting to timid-
ity, and shows an inconvenient memory
for his country’s exhibition of the same
defects.

“When, on Christmas eve, Washing-
ton surprised the Hessians at Trenton,
his barefoot soldiers left bloody foot-
prints on the snow, as later at Valley
Forge. Yet our satirists used to laugh
at the Cuban armies barefooted in the
tropics.

“The morale of the army was often
as bad as that of the Cubans at its worst.
Burgoyne drove the Americans back at
all points till he finally got too far from
his base and allowed himself to be sur-
rounded. He surrendered 5,000 men,
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but the army that
captured him num-
bered 18,000 men.
At Camden, under
the command of the
same General Gates,
our troops, far out-
numbering the Brit-
ish, were routed
shamefully at the
first volley and ran
till they dropped of
exhaustion.

“Yet somehow
‘they managed to
rub through’ till
England’s other in-
terests forced her to
8ive up. Then did
Peace settle down?

Ot to any notice-
able extent. There
were the Tories to
Pay up. At least 30,-
000 were forced into
Canada. Then came
the struggle with in-
terna] affairs; there
were five years of
a chaos which John
Fiske called “the
Most critical period in
all the history of the

erican people.’ . .
Furope looked on
N contempt, and
g:ophesied doom far

Ore positively than it is now prophesied
of Cull))a.” e sy

U

Assuredly the writer of this article
Multiplies instances to convince the peo-
Ple of the United States that they should
Dot feel ultra-critical of Cuba’s comic-
Opera . government. A Canadian who
has read the accounts given by Ameri-
€an school histories of the War of
1812 can recall his irritation by the said
hlStf)rlau’s failure to chronicle the small
affair at Queenston Heights and other
évents in which the American forces
were not brilliantly successful. But Mr.
Hughes makes handsome amends in
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TWISTING THE LION’S TONGUE.

FAaTHER TIME (closely examining small incision in tree-trunk):
“Who's been trying to cut this tree down?”

“TEDDY’”’ ROOSEVELT (in manner of young George Washington):
“Father! I kannot tel a li. I did it with my litl ax.”

FaTHER TiME: “Ah well! Boys will be boys!”’—Punch.

this manly style: “I remember being
taught in school that we won the War
of 1812 gloriously. I remember my dis-
may on finding the true details; there
was a land campaign in which cowardice
vied with inefficiency in attaining the
sublime, in which our capital was cap-
tured by the British, and in which the
only respectable victory, that at New
Orleans, was won after a treaty in which
we dared not insist on the very subject
for which we went to war. The naval
history is brighter in splendid duels, but
we are apt to forget that in September,
1814, we had not a single vessel on the
sea—every one being captured, sunk or
blockaded in port.” The Canadian reader
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AUSTRALIA AND THE FLESHPOTS.

“You ask that I shall show no preference to my own flesh and
My nature is somewhat different.”—Britannia.

blood!

may question Mr. Hughes’s remarks
about the ‘“indignities suffered from
British ships” and the propriety of the
description “‘shamefully delayed” war.
England was in the last grapple with
Napoleon and the Orders-in-Council,
so obnoxious to the Americans, had been
repealed.

U

It is with some searching of heart that
wesread such a paragraph as this: “One
even hears fellow-citizens talking about
graft in Cuba’s politics, about the self-
seeking of certain of her statesmen,
about the bitterness of her party rival-

e B

ries. It is hardly
worth while to men-
tion our own repu-
tation in this respect.
Our politics has al-
ways been a source
of shame to ourselves
and a consolation to
foreign monarchies.
There never has been
a time when our
political life has not
given off a bad smell;
and a foreign
Diogenes would be-
grudge us even a
swing of his lantern.’’
The citizen of our
own Dominion is not
in a position at
present to assume an
“I-am-holier-than -
thou” expression,
and invite Diogenes
to a place ,as a
Commissioner. M.
Hughes, however,
makes it abundantly
evident that Uncle
Sam is not needed
as a political puri-
fier in Cuba. ' The
conclusion of the
whole matter is in a
tone of sincere and
searching patriotism.
“Now, let all that T
have written be
understood as it is
meant. It comes from a patriot who would
rather be a citizen of the United States to-
day than of any other nation in history,and
who is keenly alive to the marvels of
ancestral and contemporary achieve-
ments. I have purposely selected only
the bad in our annals, because the med-
dlers with Cuba select only the bad in
her history. She also has had ideals,
has had martyrs, has mustered her armies
and endured poverty, exile, shame, de-
feat, and the problems that follow vic-
tory. She has her noble men to-day as
we have ours. If she has also evil men
and serious dilemmas, so have we had
them—in full measure. As we have
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resented and do resent outside
interference -or even advice,
let us not force them on
others. There are enough
blotches on our escutcheon
without adding the names of
busybody, hypocrite, and
bully.”

When one considers how
the dear public exults in read-
Ing about “how great we
are,” and resents anything in
the form of discriminating
Judgment, the words of Mr,

ughes must be regarded
as those of a brave man, who
has the courage of his
Criticisms,

The Australian Govern-
ment, having negotiated a
preferentia] arrangement with New Zea-
land, hag given a preference to the
Mother Country without any under-
Standing as to favours to be returned.
J€re is a generous abandon about
this Policy which may be embarrass-
g to the Radical friends at “home.”
An - English authority comments: ‘“Pos-
Sibly the fact that the great self-govern-
g colonies are keen to enter into special
scal arrangements among themselves,
Whilst Great Britain remains out in the
cold, may bring even the benighted Free
Mporter in time to understand realities.
VEIy year the country is throwing away
commercial chances of the first magni-
tude by jt rejection of Mr. Chamber-
lain’g Policy.” * The attitude of Canada
and Australis towards Great Britain, in
€ matter of fiscal arrangements, is not
affected by party questions in the Mother
ountry. The self-governing colonies pay
COMparatively little heed to political ups-
and-downs in Great Britain, and would
offer the Same preference to a Radical
aS 10 a Tariff Reformer. A speaker in
the British House of Commons recently
eclared that foreign policy had been
Témoved entirely from the realm of party
politics, and further, that the Empire
could not continye unless it was held
together by some bond, and there were

only two—mutual profit and
g mutual
Sacrifice, 4 . o

KING EDWARD AS FAUST.

MARGUERITE (Germany) : ‘“He loves me, he loves me
not, he loves me. . .

(From the garden scene in “Faust.”)

—Kladderadatsch of Berlin,

The recent celebration by Aberdeen
University of its fourth centenary has
been marked by interesting and unusual
features. That large-hearted Scottish-
Canadian, Lord Strathcona gave a
monster banquet to the poor of the city,
and contributed in every way in his
power to the success of what proved a
notable gathering. King Edward and
Queen Alexandra were present at the
opening of the new buildings erected by
the subscriptions of Aberdonians. There -
were representatives from the educa-
tional institutions of Canada, Austra-
lia, New Zealand, Malta, India, the Unit-
ed States, France, Germany, and other
foreign countries. The Scottish Univer-
sity has always been an institution of
strong individual qualities, retaining, like
the country, a certain pride in its aloof-
ness. It has always had a strong hold
on the people, and has been the ambi-
tion of the poor boy rather than the rich.
The son of the shepherd and the son of
the crofter have found their way, by
sternest self-denial, to Edinburgh, Glas-
gow and Aberdeen, thereby giving Ian
MacLaren abundant material for “A
Lad o’ Pairts.” There must have been
many a “Domsie” in that gathering at
Aberdeen, gazing with bashful pride at
“laddies” from the ends of the Empire who
have shown that the lessons taught in the
old school-house were not learned in vain.



WITH magic colour the forest glows,
Fit for a pageant fair;
Gold and scarlet, ruby and rose,
Bright as a bugle’s blare;
Sky and river and woodland shine,—
But chill is the wind that sways the vine,
And the frost no bloom shall spare.

The dark days come and the bitter chill
Whispers the word, ““Good-night’’;
Winter lurks by the lonely hill,
Wrapped in his robe of white.
Soon, ah, soon, he shall banish far
Forest-beacon and blossom-star,—
But a dream defies his might!

—FElizabeth Roberts MacDonald.

U
IN THE WANING YEAR

WHEN we read the poetry of Bliss
Carman, C. G. D. Roberts, Theo-
dore Roberts and Elizabeth Roberts Mac-
Donald, it is easy to see how these poets
of the sea province have felt and expressed
the beauty of autumn. Victoria and
Vancouver may know all the delicate en-
chantment of an English spring in the
west, but for Eastern Canada, the months
when we behold what Bliss Carman calls
“the scarlet of the year,” are those which
illumine the calendar. Professor Roberts
makes no secret of his preference for the
glowing season when, in his poem, “To
Winter,” he turns from ice-bound lakes
and streams to long for “the Autumn’s
ripe fulfilling.” In the dainty book,
“Dream Verses,” by his sister, there are
many lines that show the writer’s sym-
pathy and kinship with Nature; but those
that are most easily remembered tell of the
year’s later glories, as when we are assured :
“Something that the frost foretells,
Something that the weods forebode,
Waits us where the sumach looms

Rich in glories and in glooms,
Down the dreary road.”
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COUNT TOLSTOY ON ‘“WOMAN’S
MISSION” .

HEN Tolstoy becomes hysterical

he is worse than any Ladies’
Seminary in an attack of shrieking or
giggles. Just now he is exercised about
what is called the woman’s movement,
and has been expressing himself direfully
in the Fortnightly Review on the trouble-
some subject. Among other' wise re-
marks we find the following: “Men can-
not accomplish that highest and best
work which brings them nearest to God—
the work of love, of complete self-surrender
to the one loved, which good women have
done so well and, naturally, are doing,
and will always do. Without such women
life on earth would be poor indeed. . . .
There would not be those thousands and
thousands unknown, and, like all that
is unknown, the very best women, con-
solers of drunken, weak and dissolute
men, who are more than anyone else
in need of the consolations of love,”
The feminine reader of this remarkable
outburst may consider that to be the
“consoler of drunken, weak and dissolute
men,” is to play a part that is neither
dignified nor becoming. To be an ama-
teurish gold cure is not satisfying to the
average maiden’s ambition. There really
is ' no “woman’s question,” in the sense
of considering whether the feminine por-
tion of humanity is sufficiently devoted
to the joys of home. The vast majority
of women will always prefer domestic
life to the studio, the stage, the office or
the dissecting-room. But let the min-
ority go on its way in search of a ¢ career,”
and wish the artist, the novelist, the nurse,
or the actress, the best of luck. Even in
these active days, the bride still receives
the most sincere attention and the choicest
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of our roses. There is no danger of
Cupid being frozen out of the modern
woman’s heart, but, thanks to the ease
with which the girl of to-day may obtain
quipment for her chosen calling, she is
not forced, as our grandmothers some-
times were, into becoming the ““consoler
of drunken, weak and dissolute men,”
because, forsooth, they were not allowed
to do anything so unwomanly as support
themselves. This is a more sensible and
Wideawake age, in which a woman has
2 higher ideal of the manhood which she
18 to love and honour, than the drunken
and dissolute creature whom Tolstoy
Séems to consider it her privilege to
console. Ruskin has a purer conception
of modern knighthood. Horrible thought!
Can the democratic Count have written
these lamentations under vodka inspira-
tion ? .
. An English reviewer takes him to task
I this wise: “What nonsense the dear
old prophet of Vasnia Poliana sometimes
talks! As if allowing women liberty to
pursue their natural bent, untrammelled
by male interdicts, would impair their
Capacity to accomplish the work of love!
the power of woman is so important,
8reat and irreplaceable, as I agree it is,
why deprive any department of human
life of jtg beneficent influence?” If we

are to take the heroines of Tolstoy fiction -

as the novelist’s ideal women, he is to be
Pitied for the conception he has formed
of feminine qualities and capabilities.
w L
: AT VICTORIA FALLS
(CANADIANS are so familiar with
the wonders of Niagara that they
A€ apt to forget there are cataracts’in
other parts of the world. In The Em-
Pire Review, Gertrude Page has written
A series of letters, “Farm-Life of Rho-
desia,” of which the concluding number
tells of a visit to the Victoria Falls on the
th}nbesx. It is interesting to compare
18 description with the surroundings of
our OWn great falls: “There is something
Spleqd}d about the spray itself, with its
Xquisite rainbows, and it continually
OWS to one side or another, revealing
marvelloug glimpses at unexpected mo-
ments. Then the Rainy Forest is so beau-

tiful at this time. One gets wet through
and through without oilskins (which are
always procurable at the hotel for those
who can be bothered with them), but
the forest itself amply repays any wetting.
The ferns and foliage are exquisite, and
the effect of baby rainbows among the
trees and playing round one’s feet, is
enthralling. These tiny rainbows, or
rainbows in assorted sizes, are every-
where—above your head, round your
feet, in the foreground and in the back-
ground—and they are perfect in sym-
metry and colour, occasionally forming
complete circles. During the summer the
forest is gay with orchids and other
flowers, but I cannot think they please
quite as much as the rainbows. One can
see orchids growing wild in many dis-
tricts, but never, at any time or place,
have I seen baby-rainbows disporting
themselves among trees and ferns.” So
far as rainbows go, the African cataract
seems to be more brilliantly equipped
than Niagara. It is to be hoped that
the “eighth wonder” will never be so
despoiled by commercialists and monop-
olists as has been the fate of the great
falls of this continent.

The writer’s description of farm-life
in Rhodesia is not alluring, and as one
reads of poor crops, horse-sickness and
blackwater fever, one thinks with grateful
pride of our wonderful West and fertile
Ontario, and cannot be anything but
sympathetic when Mrs. Page sighs:
“Again I say, poor Rhodesia! Wild
beasts, blights, diseases, unscrupulous
financiers—what has she not persistently
to contend against?” In Canada, on the
contrary, the wild animals we have known
are rapidly disappearing, blights are in-
frequent, we have our own share of the
“white plague,” while concerning un-
scrupulous financiers, of course, we care
to make few comments. Rhodesia is
welcome to a few of our captains of
industry.

But it is curious how fond we become
of a country where we have made our
very own home, at the cost of toil and
suffering The writer concludes: “So
good-bye, Rhodesia—brave, unlucky, tor-
mented little country—I shall think of
you often in the far island home—yearn-
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ing at any rate, I haven’t a doubt, for
some of your glorious sunshine, and
ready enough to come back, as all the
rest are, after six or nine months of
idling. You haven’t ‘been over-kind to
me—but what of it? I wish you well—I
almost love you—I will certainly, if oppor-
tunity arises, endeavour to be your cham-
pion through thick and thin.”

U
PRINCESS PATRICIA’S BETROTHAL

HE announcement that Princess
Patricia, daughter of the Duke of
Connaught, is to become the wife of
Grand Duke Michael Alexandrovitch,
only brother of Emperor Nicholas, has
been received with more interest than
such a bit of royal news usually creates.
Aside from the international significance
of such an alliance Princess Patricia her-
self is much more interesting than most
young persons of her rank. She is de-
cidedly pretty, which is more than can
be said for her sister, the wife of the
heir presumptive to the Swedish throne,
or for her cousin Princess Ena, now
Queen Victoria of Spain. In addition
to her charms of person, she has a bright-
ness of disposition and a vivacity of man-
ner that have made her generally popular,
especially in Ireland, where a smile and
a bon mot go a long way. Perhaps the
fairies of the Land of the Shamrock have
been unusually benevolent to this English
princess with the Irish name, for she was
born on St. Patrick’s Day, 1886, and is
said to be proud of the nickname, ““Prin-
cess Pat.”

But to be the wife of a Russian Grand
Duke is not, in the present crisis, an en-
viable lot. The poor little Spanish bride
had a tragical wedding-day, but her
cousin will go to a country over which the
darkest clouds hover, and the best of
good wishes that England can give will
seem but a mockery. She is the first
cousin of the Czarina, who is a daughter
of England’s beloved Princess Alice, and
her presence in Russia will make another
strand in the bond that certain statesmen
are anxious to make between Russia and
England. During recent years, the mem-
bers of the Connaught family have trav-
elled somewhat extensively in the British

Empire. Last year Prince Arthur, Prin-
cess Patricia’s only brother, made a
Canadian tour, and there is a rumour
that his distinguished father, who has
been here more than once, will visit
Canada again next year.

U
THE SUFFRAGETTES

ONCE more the voice of the suffragette
is heard in England, for the erstwhile
imprisoned agitators are at liberty, and
are making the most of their self-incurred
martyrdom Those who believe firmly
in woman exercising the franchise are
not at all united in admiration of these
strenuous sisters. No good is done to
such a cause by performances that are
of the fishwife class, and that place the
perpetrators on a level with the shrews
of the police court. Woman is not going
to secure a vote by using fierce epithets
and swinging a bludgeon. The truth of
the matter is, that not many women are
desirous of voting. When the majority
of the gentle (occasionally) sex really
wish to vote, they will have ballots in a
very short time, for women always get
what they sincerely and ardently desire.
Let the fighting Englishwomen endeavour
to influence their own sex, instead of
badgering the Right Honourable H. H.
Asquith, and ringing his doorbell in a
perfectly unladylike way. In the mean-
time, an English exchange informs us
that a society has been formed “to keep
women in their prpper place.” This, the
chairman explained, was the home circle.
The really interesting speculation, as the
Westminster Gazetle observes, “is to con-
sider what the wives of these demonstrat-
ors said to them when they got home.”

U
WHEN MARY ANN DISAPPEARS

THERE is one way of dealing with the
servant problem—by the process of
eliminating the servant and “doing the
work alone.” In an English home maga-
zine, there is a description of how many
American women of refinement and social
aspirations manage to dispense with the
services of cook and housemaid. But it
is admitted that these servantless Amer-
ican households have conveniences of



WOMAN'’S

which  the Englishwoman knows very
little.  Also, the prevalence of “tinned
food” is mentioned, and one shivers at
the thought of Chicago pressed chicken.
But the writer of the article is doubtful
as to the success of “being your own
domestic” in England, and concludes
with the reflection :

“V\_/hether the American woman who
combines the duties of wife, mother,
urse, cook, housemaid, club-woman,
Washer-woman, student of Greek, musi-
lan and what-not, becomes thus a queen
or a mere drudge, is a question for dispute.
Personally, I am inclined to the opinion

at she is more drudge than queen, and
ot by any means to be envied by her
English cousins, who think they have
a Servant problem, and are desirous of

owing how the American woman man-
ages to do her own housework, and so
rid herself of the annoyances that help to
make miserable the English life.”

The servantless households are prob-
ably found in the West, where the de-
mands of social life are not complex.
But modern women seem to be divided
Mo two camps—those who have too
Much work, and those for whose idle
hands the “smart set” finds some mis-
chief to do. “The worn-out woman and
she who is suffering from ennui alike end
In the rest cure. In the meanwhile, most
of us can appreciate the feelings of the
old woman who had borne other people’s
urdens all her life, and who announced
on her death-bed: “Dear friends, I am
8olng to do nothing forever and ever.”

U
WHERE MAN FALTERS

A REVIEWER recently said that a
Wwoman writer was never ha y
::clﬁss she represented men as slapp%}l)g
o other on the back and addressing
@ _Other_ as “old chap.” There is a
rtain hesitancy, when a woman novelist
gel;ng?s tWo men into a confidential con-
masa’.txon. But the weak point of the
scriré S sto;y is w.here he ventures to de-
N g the heroine’s gown. Reference
oo een made before to Miss Myrtle
eed’s clever article on the subject, and
6 .
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DRIVING !

Mi§ Mabel Thomson of St. John, N.B., winner
of Golf Championship

these further remarks are worthy of
notice:

“In ‘The Story of Eva,’ Mr. Payne an-
nounces that Eva climbed out of a cab in
‘a fawn-coloured jacket’ conspicuous by
reason of its newness, and a hat ‘with an
owl’s head on it’ The jacket was prob-
ably a coat of tan covert cloth with strapped
seams, but it is the startling climax which
claims attention.

“An owl? Surely not, Mr. Payne! It
may have been a parrot, for once upon a
time, before the Audubon society met with
widespread recognition, women wore such
things, and at afternoon teas, where many
fair ones were gathered together, the parrot
garniture was not without significance. But
an owl’s face, with its staring, glassy eyes,
is too much like a pussy cat’s to be appro-
priate, and one could not wear it at the
back without conveying an unpleasant im-
pression of two-facedness, if the coined
word be permissible.”

Jean Graham



SOME years ago, I was instrumental
in having inserted in THE CANADIAN
MAGAZINE an article on Mr. W. R.
Hearst, proprietor of the New York
Journal and other papers, millionaire
and politician. In that article it was
pointed out that this was a most danger-
ous man—dangerous to the United States
and dangerous to Canada. He was, and
is, the arch-advocate in favour of the
annexation of this country to the Republic.

Since then, Mr. Hearst has been a
candidate for the position of mayor of
New York City, and he came within a
few votes of being elected. Now he is
the candidate of the Democratic party
for the governorship of New York State.
Should he succeed he will be an opponent
of W. J. Bryan for the Democratic
nomination for President. Here is a
man who is worth watching.

U

Mr. Hearst’s power rests on inherited
millions, on the ownership of see)reral
large and successful newspapers, on ability

to surround himself with strong men,
and on nerve. His ambition knows no
moral responsibility apparently, and he
is as licentious in his political warfare as
he has been in his private life and in his
journalistic career. He is a modern buc-
caneer, with many of the qualities of a
popular leader.

In a speech in Brooklyn the .other
evening, his opponent, Mr. Charles E.
Hughes, exclaimed: “We do not want
government by headlines!” The phrase
is worthy of contemplation. Mr. Hearst’s
power over the people has been due to
his quickness in recognising that the
people of the United States can be gov-
erned by headlines—they are to-day.
With the majority, argument and reason
are of little avail. They take their im-
pressions from the big type at the top of
the page. Hearst cares not who makes
the arguments, so long as he makes the

headlines. Y

In Canada, government by headlines
is speedily coming in. The editorial is

THE TORONTO AUTOMOBILE CLUB GATHERS THE ORPHANS OF THE CITY FOR A DAY'S

FUN
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“THE RENDEZVOUS IN QUEHN’S PARK
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THE CLUB ARRIVES AT THE EXHIBITION GROUND

receding before the headline. It has been
well exemplified in the Insurance investi-
gation reports. When the Canada Life
:Vas eing invested, the papers friendly
fo Senator Cox wrote headlines which
}ndlca'ted how well he came through the
Dvestigations; those which were unfriend-
Y took the opposite course. The evi-
t}fém}:e‘ Was practically the same. So when
headl'oreSterS were being investigated, the
tekh Ines were mainly for Dr. Oronhya-
- 4, and a very favourable impression

as created throughout the country.
andeant came to the Union Trust Co.
T Lo Foster, the newspapers were
e };lnanlmous. The Liberal newspap-
Wh'ls owed how wicked he had been;
. dl'e' the Conservative papers were more
1Jc:;relcial. The headlines were quite dif-
e Nt Tt does not matter for the sake of

1S argument whether or not these gentle-
r‘;llleﬁ Came through the ordeal with or
b iouthhonours.; all thfat I am pointing
i dS that the impression created in the

Ind of the unprejudiced observer by the

gvxdenc_e Mmay or may not have been re-
ected in the headlines.

Another thing pointed out by Mr.
Hughes, Mr. Hearst’s opponent in New
York State, was the foolishness of the
cry, “Down with the Corporations.” All
the railways, banks, life insurance busi-
nesses, trust companies and most mer-
cantile concerns, are controlled by cor-
porations. The most significant feature
of business development is the corpora-
tion. To abolish it, is to abolish much
of private enterprise and to introduce
general state-ownership. The world is
not prepared for that, and the corporations
must stay.

The aim of the genuine reformer is not
to abolish corporations, but to curb the
abuse of their privileges. The laws under
which corporations act should be made as
strict as may be necessary and should be
properly enforced. If a director of an
insurance or other corporation betrays
his trust, let him be punished. There
are dozens of them in Canada who should
be punished—and yet will likely escape.
It is an enforcement of the law regarding
corporations, not abolition, which is re-
quired. The Attorney-General of On-
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DISTRIBUTING SOUVENIRS AFTER THE DAY’S SPORT WAS OVER

tario is seeking to punish London voters
who accepted $10 each for their votes;
that is good. Will he also prosecute the
men who, being directors in several large
companies, used their positions to their
private profits? What about these men
who have become unreasonably wealthy
through the control of the funds of
insurance companies and banks?

It is the director who requires regulation
and discipline, not the corporation. The
thinkers should insist on this and see that
demagogic politicians and journalists do
not throw dust in the eyes of the unin-
formed public.

U

It is becoming more and more evident
that a tax on the bank-note circulation
would bea good tax. That is, it would
be a tax which would come out of bank
profits, and would not seriously hamper
any business or any set of  investors.
Bank profits are large, larger than in
almost any other line of business. The
right to issue bank-notes is a valuable
franchise which grows more and more
profitable as the country expands. It is
only fair that some portion of the profit
which comes from this exclusive franchise
should be taken for the purposes of
government.

The New York Chamber of Commerce
Gommittee, appointed to inquire into the
condition of the currency in the United
States, have recommended that the na-
tional banks be allowed to issue notes
equal n amount to 35 per cent. of its
capital; that on such notes there be a

graduated tax from
two to six per cent.
per annum. In Ca-
nada, the banks may
issue notes up to
the amount of their
paid-up, unimpaired
capital—not merely

35 per. cent.of - it

as is asked for the

national banks. They
~ have a splendid priv-

ilege or franchise,and

the .privilege has

national advantages

in that it supplies an
abundant and elastic currency. There-
fore, if the national banks of the United
States can afford to pay an average tax
of four per cent. on their currency, why
should not the Canadian banks do the
same at least, since their privilege or -
franchise is even greater?

This suggestion does not emanate from
socialists or demagogues, or even from
journalists; it comes from experienced
financiers in New York. In Canada,
banking business is more profitable than -
in the United States; the profit averages
from 10 to 20 per cent. per annum. In
fact, it is nearer zo than 1o. o

U

When a man writes a cheque for $1o,
$25, $100, or $1,000, and hands it over
to a charitable organisation, he is not
necessarily charitable. He may be in-
fluenced by a desire to see his name in
print, by a fear that he may be considered
stingy, or by a desire to show that he
has made money. When, however, the
members of the Toronto Automobile Club
took their 70 odd machines, visited the
orphan institutions of the city, collected
400 orphans, drove them around the city
and out to High Park, gave them a
luncheon, conducted a series of races for
the boys and girls, and finally wound up
with a distribution of dolls and mouth-
organs—there was a genuine charity, It
is not often that wealthy business men
take a day off to cheer the hearts of a
few orphans, and consequently the occa-
sion is the more noteworthy.

Johm A. Cooper



WHEN BADGER “DOES” A POET

IT would be difficult to name a city in
. North America possessed of more stir-
Ting historic associations and rarer liter-
ary traditions than the ancient and hon-
ourable town of Boston. But in these
later days Boston has become more cele-
rated for freak religions and Hibernian
Politicians than for the culture that is
more excellent. No institution is more
Significant of the modern methods of
oston finance than that known as the
Gorham Press, of which Richard G.
Badger is the presiding genius. The pub-
hcat.lon by this house of “The Silver
Trail,” 2" book of poems, by Evelyn
Gunne, a Canadian writer of some repute,
glves occasion for certain reflections on
the ways and methods of Richard,
whose surname is Badger.
The gentle art of “jollying” is brought
to that flowering perfection which, we
are proverbially assured, can be reached
only by frequent and conscientious prac-
tice. Mr, Badger knows that the heart
of the poet is sensitive above all things,
and  desperately” eager for appreciation,
not to speak of publication. Thus, when
a few melodious sonnets and gentle lyrics
ave appeared in magazines, the wily
Badger takes the opportunity to write a
Sweetly sympathetic note to the author
thereof, hinting dreamily of possible pub-
lication. The poetic heart straightway
ecomes a-flutter and a pile of poems
takes its flight, by mail or express, to the
oston publisher, whose classic motto,
by the way, is “Arti et Veritati,” with
émphasis on the latter. The poet, un-
versed in the records of publishing houses,
S€€s visions, not only of public favour, but
of golden returns, and like a © good,
€asy man,” as Wolsey might describe
him, thinks “hig greatness is a-ripening,”
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signs a contract and sends a cheque for
more than a hundred dollars, cheerfully
assuring the ingenuous Badger that a
further sum of equal amount to the first
payment will be forthcoming on that
proud and magic day when the poems
are actually published.

Mr. Badger has been known to reduce
his price and offer amazingly moderate
terms to the aspiring bard, while he
blandly informs the latter that this is
indeed an exceptional reduction—in fact,
nothing but the surpassing quality of
the poems and the fear of their being
lost to the world would bring him to such
a financial sacrifice. He is no Shylock—
three-quarters of a pound of flesh has
been known to send him away satisfied.

As we may have stated ere this publi-
cation, the stationery, type and paper
of the Gorham Press are irreproachable,
and the recipient of these immaculate
letters is properly impressed by the good
form of all mechanical devices. Then
the books are so small and dainty that
the poet merely reflects upon the ““win-
nowing” process, and does not entertain
the sordid thought that a slender volume
is really cheaper in production than one
containing four hundred fat pages. It
would be interesting to know just what
these frail books cost the publisher when
issued in a modest edition of one thousand.
But disappointment of the poet is too
sacred a theme for public discussion, and
so the world never knows how many
high hopes are buried with the Badger
books that have such lovely clear type,
such extremely wide margins and such
dinky little illustrations. The pictures
which adorn the present volume are
suggestive to the initiated reviewer. They
are such cunning little half-tones—some
of them an inch-and-a-half long, and a
whole inch in width. We are not com-
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MISS MARY CHOLMONDELEY

Author of “Prisoners’

menting at present on their artistic merit,
although the pretty sketch of the moon
takes our fancy; but we are thinking of
how admirably Mr. Badger has com-
bined picturesque effect and economy.

If a writer is so desirous of giving his
productions to a world which is singularly
indifferent to the poet, that he is willing
to expend a considerable sum on the
publication, let him go on his extravagant
way and be willing to take it out in local
fame or the soothing consideration that
his readers are fit, if few. But let not
the “mute, inglorious” poet believe the
beguiling publisher who writes of con-
tracts and contributions. Who will tell
us of the “royalties” that have blessed
the credulous bard, and have made him
write and call Badger blessed? These
are matters with which the public has
no concern, but which the poet should
ponder many hours before he comes
down to a prose reply to the first ap-
proaches of the Boston publisher.

Mr. Badger makes the conventional
request that in any notice given the book
his name will be mentioned as publisher,
and also a statement be made as to
retail price. We have cheerfully com-
plied with the former part of the re-
quest and now make the announcement
that these poems may be purchased for
the sum of one dollar and a quarter.

PRISONERS

HILE Miss Cholmondeley had her

discriminating admirers before the
publication of “Red Pottage,” that pow-
erful story may be regarded as her first
popular success. ‘“Moth and Rust” was
somewhat disappointing, as is the usual
effect of a novelist’s collection of short
stories, although the ghost story is re-
luctantly remembered as a narrative of
surpassing horror. Her latest publica-
tion, “Prisoners,”* is as vivid in literary
force as “Red Pottage,” and is more
wholesome in tone. It is essentially a
“study,” and the characterisation is
almost mercilessly keen and unerring.
Yet, with all its piercing quality, the
book does not belong to the surgical
school of fiction. It is the work of an
artist, not of a vivisectionist.

Those who can remember ¢Diana
Tempest,” one of Miss Cholmondeley’s
earliest works, will be reminded of the
“selfish father” of that novel when they
become acquainted with Colonel Bel-
lairs, a similar character in “Prisoners.”
It is curious to remark how this repulsive
type of the paternal frequently appears
in the English novel. The “heavy
father” is an exotic in American fiction
and is regarded as of foreign extraction.

This novel is essentially a tragedy,
with an Italian setting for the initial
crime, that brings about the punishment
of an innocent man through a woman’s
revolting cowardice. The action of the
novel centres about the redemption of
the small-souled woman who emerges as
a fairly honourable character. If there
be a chance for criticism we might re-
quest that the author, in creating her
characters, should put a little more good
in the worst of them, and a little more
bad in the best of them. Fay is almost
too contemptible, and Magdalen too mag-
nificent. But the effect is of dramatic
value, and the modern world approves
of “the falsehood of extremes,”

In humorous description, Miss Chol-
mondeley is decidedly happy, and the
reader turns with relief from the martyr-
dom of Michael’s unjust imprisonment
to a contemplation of the “aunts” of the

*¥Toronto: The Copp, Clark Company.

Rl B g
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Bellairs household, whose imperfections
are set forth with a wit as delightful as
1t1s airily malicious. One fairly chuckles
over the match-making creature who cap-
tures the poor general and makes him
uncomfortable ever after. Such delinea-
tions are all too rare, and the reader feels
grateful for an opportunity to trace the
resemblance between the pilloried char-
acters and his own dear friends. Miss
Cholmondeley may yet give us a Mrs.
Poyser, or a Betsy Trotwood.

5]
A DISCERNING TRIBUTE

HE articles on the late Mrs. Craigie

(John Oliver Hobbes) have a
deeply emotional tinge, as if the novelist’s
Personality had appealed strongly to both
readers and friends. The most interest-
Ing sketch is that written by Desmond

ountjoy Raleigh, in the September num-
ber of the “Review of Reviews,”” in which
he dwells with fine imaginative touch on
the threefold nature of Pearl Mary-
€resa” Craigie: :

She was ‘John Oliver Hobbes,’ the
Somewhat Puritan, who, with unfailing

nger, pointed out the evils and sores of
modern life, and who had much of the
Stern Puritan hatred for make-believe
and sham,

. “Then she was Pearl Craigie, the dar-
g of her friends, the intimate of the
Breat social, artistic and literary world,
;Ehf equal of queens, a woman who faith-
ully served her contemporaries to her
Utr‘r‘lost ability.

Last, and most alluring picture of all,
she wag ‘Mary-Teresa,” and she was not
unworthy of “the great women whose
Namesake she was, and in whose steps
she humbly sought to follow.”

U
SCOTTISH ART

VVI_LLI_AM D. McKAY, R.S.A., who
Is librarian to the Royal Scottish
bCladerny, has accomplished a commend-
avle and valuable work in the volume,
The Scottish School of Painting.””* From
aeburn to William B. Scott covers a
Space of almost g century and a half, of

*{\.Iondon: Duckworth & Co.
ew York: Charles Scribner’s Sons.,

MRS. CRAIGIE
(John Oliver Hobbes)

which the author treats in such a fashion
that those who have been somewhat in-
formed on this subject are stimulated to
desire a further acquaintance with Scot-
tish painters, while those Canadian read-
ers whose knowledge thereof has been
gained only from the exhibition of Scot-
tish pictures sent to Canada, are given
a glimpse of the treasures that await
them in Edinburgh and Glasgow. Prob-
ably the most interesting chapter to the
layman is “Social and Artistic Life in
Edinburgh, 1773-1823,” in which we
are informed concerning the early part
of the Nineteenth Century: “Through
those years the genial presence of Scott
runs like a golden thread. Though the
@sthetic was not the strong side of his
nature, none were more welcome to his
fireside, in town or on Tweedside, than
the artist fraternity. It was not till
later that he humorously says that the
very dogs were uneasy when a painter
made his appearance.” That Stuart
misfortunes should be immortalised in
Scottish art and fiction is becoming to
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ILLUSTRATION BY G. E.

a race so true to the clan. Among the
forty-five illustrations which adorn the
book, there is none more suggestive of
Highland traditions than the reproduc-
. tion of Archer’s “The King Over the
Water.” The ‘“tender grace of a day
that is dead” is in the upturned face
and lifted arm of the lady of the old
school who drinks to her banished king,
while the white rose of the cause lies in
lonely significance on the table. The
frontispiece is ‘“Mrs. William Urquhart,”
by Raeburn, the portrait being the prop-
erty of the Corporation of Glasgow.

MCELROY FROM ‘‘THE CAMERONS OF
BRUCE’’ BY R. L. RICHARDSON

WHEN STEAD
SCOLDS

T is a curious cir-

.cumstance that
Mr. W. T. Stead,
who is an enthusi-
astic opponent of
militarism, should be
the most belligerent
scribe in the British
Empire when he
really undertakes a
journalistic crusade.
Miss Corelli herself
cannot begin to scold
as vigorously as this
Knight of the Wrath-
ful Countenance.
Mr. Stead is engaged
in writing ‘“Impres-
sions of the Theatre,”
and in the article
“My First Music-
Hall” he gives in no
uncertain language
his opinion of the
degenerate perform-
ance and the vacuous
audience. Mr. Wil-
liam Winter, the
veteran dramatic
critic of the New
York T'ribune, will
probably endorse
with heartiness the
Englishman’s con-
demnation. Those
who are acquainted
with such vaudeville
performances as
our few Canadian cities provide, can
appreciate this characteristic Steadian
outburst:

“If I had to sum up the whole per-
formance in a single phrase I should say,
‘Drivel for the dregs’—only that and
nothing more.” Referring to actors and
“the more degraded creatures in the
stalls,” he says: “And this is what we
have made of them! This is the net
product of centuries of Christian teach-
ing, of our ancient Universities and our
modern Education Acts, of our cheap
press and our free libraries!”
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NOTES

“Via Borealis,” a poem by Duncan
Campbell Scott, forming a booklet of
thirty-two pages, has been published
this month by William Tyrrell and Com-
Pany of Toronto. The cover design
and decorative illustrations are the work
of A. H. Howard, who has admirably
caught the spirit of the poem.

“The Cornflower and Other Poems,”
b,y Jean Blewett, is assured of 2 Cana-
dian welcome. The book will be pub-
}:shed by William Briggs, as will also

Hymn of Empire and Other Poems,”
by Frederick George Scott, and ““Among
the Tmmortals,» by R. Walter Wright.

Among the new novels by Canadian
authors published by William Briggs
are “Cupid and the Candidate” and
. The Camerons of Bruce.” The former
1S by Mrs. Leeming Carr, a Hamilton
author. Those who have had a prelim-
nary glance at the story are confident
of its appeal to Canadian readers, since
It deals with humour and vivacity with
an. Ontario election, the hero being an
aspirant for political office. The book
will have 4 pretty cover design by Ida

Sut.herland. “The Camerons of
thruce"’ 1s the work of R. L. Richardson,
; € editor of the Winnipeg 7'ribune, who

as already published “Colin of the
Ninth Concession.” The present story
:éffords vivid glimpses of life in Western

anadg, which is just now the most
Attractive part of the continent. Mr. G.
tr .MCE]I_'OY, an artist with New York
tral{ung, 1s making a series of five illus-
Irations and a cover design for the book.
“The Pancake Preacher,” by Mack

%“?7 has a promising title. The Briggs
Publishing house will also bring out a
Dew Canadian edition of “Marjorie’s

anadian Winter,” by Agnes Maule

%Char, a story which was originally
fll lished in Boston and which ought
0 gladden the heart of many a small

anadian this Christmastide.

It would be difficult to name a Christ-
I(I)l';lﬁ stor}_r of greater charm than “The
by er Wise Man,” by Henry Van Dyke.
; 0se who have read it will need no urg-
ng to read “The F irst Christmas Tree”

by the same author. It is to be pub-
lished in Canada, in both cloth and leather
binding, by the Copp, Clark Company.

“Studies of Plant Life in Canada,”
by Mrs. Catharine Parr Traill, a reprint
of a valuable book that for many years
has been unobtainable, will be published
by William Briggs. The new edition
is an excellent piece of book-making,
with eight full-page illustrations in nat-
ural colours and twelve half-tone re-
productions, all from reproductions by
Mirs. Agnes Chamberlin.

“The Adventures of Billy Topsail,”
by Norman Duncan, is published in
Canada by the Fleming H. Revell Com-
pany. The wholesome strength and vivid
style that made “The Way of the Sea?”
and “Dr. Luke of the Labrador” such
a refreshing salt breeze in the world of
fiction are said to render this latest vol-
ume a favourite, especially with the
youth who likes ““earnest wed with sport.”

About forty years ago Lord Redesdale,
then Mr. A. B. Freeman-Milford, was
a secretary of the British Legation in
Japan. Ever since that time he has
been an enthusiastic student of Japanese
affairs, and has recently acted as a sort
of official historian in the recent mission
of King Edward to invest the Mikado
with the Order of the Garter. Lord
Redesdale’s new book on the mission,
which the Macmillan Company has just
published, is to bear the subhead, “The
New Japan.”

One of the most important publica-
tions in Canadian poetry is “The Pipes
of Pan,” which has just been issued in
complete form by the Copp, Clark Com-
pany. The volume contains: “From
the Book of Myths,” “From the Green
Book of the Bards,” “Songs of the Sea
Children,” “Songs from a Northern
Garden,” and “From the Book of
Valentines.”

The October issue of Acadiensis opens
with a brilliant reproduction of the arms
of Brigadier-General Otter as frontispiece:
“Major Ferguson’s Riflemen” is an in-
teresting story of volunteers who played
an important part in the revolutionary
struggle in the Carolinas, and forms a
distinct contribution to Loyalist literature.
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CALCULATED CALLS
HOW THE CADETS GOT EVEN WITH IVAY

ROFESSOR IVAY was a great fa-
vourite with the cadets at the Royal
Military College of Canada.

They all considered him a “square-
head”; and they all agreed that no one
could touch him at mathematics.

But Professor Ivay had A Little Pet
Weakness, whose every suggestion he
indulged.

The name of this Weakness was A
Fondness For Digression. To-day, the
Professor had gone from Calculus to
Calls.

The Senior Class began to grow rest-
less. This was the last mathematics at-
tendance before the Christmas exam.,
and the To-be-examined had counted on
unlimited pointers from the Professor
at the sitting. Through weeks of foot-
ball, their minds had wandered far
a-field; but, now, they had run up against
the Inevitable. :

Still, the Professor continued his Com-
ments on Calls, now clearing up the
Career of the Calling Card.

The Class bore with this as patiently
as it could; but, after a time, it began to
shuffle its feet—at first, just a little, then,
more and more, and, at last, as much as
it dared.

But the Complacent Contemplation of

Calls went on.
, The clock ticked away the precious
minutes of the attendance, while a creep-
ing horror came upon the mathematics-
less listeners.

Then, the hands of the Class began
to make mysterious signs. In a few
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moments, a Champion arose and politely
asked a question on Calculus.

The inquiry was promptly satisfied;
but, immediately, the Professor returned
to the Calling’ Code.

Two or three other mathematical
queries were ventured; but these elicited
only brief replies.

For, now, the Professor was in full
swing, cantering cheerfully along over
Calling Claims.

At length, he reached the Claims of
the Staff. ’

Then, the Conscience of the Class be-
gan to prick, and a light was borne in
upon it. It remembered, now, Mrs.
Ivay’s last dance, which had been given
to the Seniors, and that, since that event,
the cadets had altogether neglected to
pay their respects.
out a variety of Claims.

At last, a loud Clang brought the
Careful Consideration of Calls to a Close.

That evening, the cadets of the Senior
Class held a Solemn Conclave, for they
had resolved to show Professor Ivay
that they appreciated his lecture on
Calls. The Confabulation was strictly
Confidential. Upon its conclusion, the
“Chief” of the “Recruits” was sum.
moned, and a Curious Commission was
given, through him, to his Class, which
the Commanding Seniors held in Com-
plete Control.

On a snowy atternoon, late in Decem-
ber, Mrs. Ivay’s drawing-room was par-
ticularly bright and attractive. A cheer-
ful fire was burning, ready to give its
pleasant welcome to callers coming in

Football had knocked -

Al SR o
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from the wintry outside world,

and tea had just been brought

In, fragrant and tempting.
But Mrs. Ivay was very

dull.- She was thinking how
Stupid she had been to receive
to-day, when everyone was too
busy with Christmas presents
to bother about Calls. During
all the afternoon, only three old
bores had come in, and it had
been trying work talking to
them, >

Just then, there was a ring
at the door, and two cadets of
the “Recryit Class were shown
'nto the drawing-room.

. Vrs. Ivay greeted them cor-
dially, They seemed awfully
JOH}’,_after the owls who had

€€ in before, and, with ready

Ospitality, she pressed tea and
f\like and crumpets upon them.
IS, Ivay had a notion that
You could always be kind to a
cadet hy feeding him.

¢ hostess really felt quite

Sorry, when, in a very few

Minutes, thege callers, after a

Teéproachfyl glance at the clock,

Zgg a regretful look at the fire

e the crumpets, took their

Whee. The room seemed lonely

- drn' they had gone, for it was

€ary sort of afternoon.

o ut Mrs. Ivay was not left
ng alone. In a little while,
€re was another ring at the

W(:;Z »and now three cadets,also“Recruits,”

il usheregi in. Like their prec%ecessors,

i i) i?malned bu£ a short time—the

e Ctions of th_e Seniors ‘on that point
S €en very strict.

tW‘ocarcely had the three departed when

others entered. Cake and crumpets
blel%ant‘tlo vamstl in an alarming manner,
comeSII the. ‘Recruits” continued to

S Somqtlmes there were two of

Baes sometimes three. In an interval

s Wh'en Calls, a_housemaid hurried in

2 1Sper despairingly that there was not
Veh a piece of bread left in the house.
}:‘sl Ivay sent her to the telephone—

While the cadets continued to appear.

WOLUMES .

Lapy GUSHINGTON: “So your son is a real author!
How distractingly interesting! And does he write for
money?”’

PracrtIcAL Dap:
once a week.”—Punch.

“Yes. I get his applications about

The “Recruits” carried out the orders
the Seniors had given them to the letter,
and thus the Class revenged itself upon
the house of Ivay for the Professor’s un-
timely digression.

By the time the entire “Recruit” Class
had presented itself in instalments, the
telephone was almost having spasms and °
the housemaids were nearly in hysterics,
while bakers’ carts were rushing up to
the house with the speed of fire-engines,
and poor Mrs. Ivay was well-nigh ex-
hausted.

Professor Ivay must have concluded
that the education of the Senior Class,
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I
HE: “So that’s the young thing old Slocuny’s married! May and
December—what!”
SHE: “Yes—or the First of April and the Fifth of November!”
—Punch.

in at least one subject, was complete,
for he digressed no more from Calculus
to Calls. May Gober Agnew.

U
A MATTER OF CONFIDENCE

A CLERGYMAN on an Atlantic voy-
age had to share a stateroom with
another man. “After a short while,”
said the clergyman, “I began to worry
about some valuables I had with me, and
at last I took them to the purser, saying:
‘I should like to explain to you that I am
very pleased with my fellow-passenger.
That is, I find him a gentleman in every
respect, and I wouldn’t have you think
that—well, I wouldn’t have you think that
my coming to you with these valuables is

to be taken—er—er
—as any reflection on
him.” The purser
interrupted me with
a broad smile, and
said: ‘Oh, it’s all
right, sir; your friend
has come to me with
some valuables of his
own, and he said pre-
cisely the same thing
about yourself.’”
—Selected.

U

FROM THE

GALLERY

PROVINCIAL

theatre in the
east of Scotland is
much tormented by a
wit, who is a regular
attender, and who
insists on keeping up
a running comment-
ary on the play.
Sometimes his
remarks enlivens a
dull piece, and so the
audience do not ob-
ject to his presence.
His latest hit occurred
when a thrilling melo-
drama was being
enacted.

The principal actor
was laid aside sud-
denly by illness, and his part had to be
taken up by his understudy, who was
talented but slender. At a critical moment
in the play the princess faints and falls,
when the hero, coming to her assistance,
lifts her in his arms and carries her out.

The princess on this particular occasion
was as heavy as she was lovely, and the
slender understudy realised the magnitude
of the task that was put upon him. When
she fainted, he leaned over her, but hesi-
tated perceptibly.

The hesitation was not lost on the wit,
who, from his seat in the gallery, broke
the stilled hush by exclaiming, in a thin,
tremulous voice:

“Just tak’ what ye can, my man, and
come back for the rest.”’—Selected.
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A UNIQUE RAILWAY

ONE of the most unique railways to
be found in Canada is the piece of
road which has re-
cently been con-
Structed over the
portage between Pen-
Insular Lake and
Lake of Bays, in the
Lake of Bays district.
Itisa narrow-gauge
track about a mile in
length, and the road
'S operated by the
untsville and Lake
of Bays Navigation
O- In transferring
tourists from one line
of steamers to an-
qther. The diminu-
tive train is made

S & CYRISSIIES

old Toronto street cars for a passenger
The two engines in use were ob-
tained from the E. B. Eddy Co., Hull,
and were formerly used in their lumber

A UNIQUE RAILWAY

up of a little engine, “just the size of two yards. They have been christened by

Phug hats,” T once heard: it described; a
lome-made baggage car, and one of the

A LOG SCHOOL-HOUSE

93

the small boys on the line, “The Susan
Push” and “The Corkscrew Limited,”

and the names are certainly
not inappropriate.

4]
A PICTURESQUE COUNTRY
SCHOOL-HOUSE

ON Eof themost picturesque

country school-houses
that I have seen, is the little
log structure that is situated
on the shore of Haystack Bay,
in the Lake of Bays. It is
surrounded on three sides by
a thick forest of pine, spruce,
and themlock, and on the
fourth by the waters of the
bay; and the school yard
itself constitutes one of the
finest wild raspberry patches
in the district. There is not
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THE ELBOWS—A TREE FROM A BRANCH

a house within a mile of the school,
but nevertheless this is the most central
point in the section. The children on
the one side come through the woods
from Port Cannington,on the other side
of the peninsula; and in the other direc.
tion they come by canoce or skiff from
the scattered houses on the other side of
Haystack Bay. There are only a score
or so of pupils altogether, and needless
to say when the weather is stormy the
attendance is not worth speaking of.

U
THE ELBOWS

THE two illustrations are pictures of
two peculiar shaped trees near Ridge-
town, Ont., both of which are locally

known as the Elbows. In the
one case, as will be readily
seen, the original trunk has
been destroyed and the life
of the tree has gone into the
branch, which has assumed
the proportions of a full-grown
tree. In the other case some
accident to the sapling has
resulted in the peculiar form-
ation of the trunk.

U
PRINCE ALEXANDER OF
BATTENBERG

RINCE ALEXANDER

OF BATTENBERG,
brother of the Queen of Spain,
will soon become a personage
in the world of London. An
amusing story has been told of his school
days. Like many other little boys he
ran short of pocket money, and wrote a
carefully worded letter to his grand-
mother, the late Queen Victoria, asking
for some slight pecuniary assistance. He
received in return a just rebuke, saying
that schoolboys should keep within their
limits, and that he must wait until the
next payment of his allowance. But the
youthful Prince was quite undefeated and
shortly afterwards resumed the corre-
spondence as follows: “My dear grand-
mamma, I am sure you will be glad
to know that I need not trouble you
for any money just now, for I sold
your last letter to another boy for thirty
shillings.” j

THE ELBOWS—A TWISTED TRUNK



CALL LOANS
BAN KERS in this country have al-
.~ Ways felt justified in sending mil-
lions of dollars to New York to be loaned

for the use of the speculators of Wall
Street. It may surprise them to know that
the same practice on the part of United
States banks outside of New York has
been condemned by no less an authority
than Mr. Shaw, the Secretary of the United
States Treasury. Mr. Shaw’s circular

letter to the depository banks is, in part,
as follows:

“I am advised that many banks, scattered
throughout the country, are loaning their sur-
plus funds through brokers and others in New
1 ork on call at high rates of interest. Money
oaned on call is well-nigh universally for

:geCulative purposes. . ..I am not willing. ...
at Government money should be enticed
away fr

B, o the locality where it has been
Posited, for the purpose of being used in
18 Way. Public deposits are made in aid of

legitimate busi isti i
usiness it hed from
sp ?‘c Ktiow as distinguishe 1O

munit Yyou have more money than your com-
Tottie Y can appropriately absorb please
pro 0 It to the Treasury, for it can be

Mptly placed where it will do much good.”

mi'lll‘ihe Canadiaq banks have about forty
i ano{l dollars in call loans elsewhere
fift In Canada. At times this rises to
is g’ ‘frll-llh?ni' Its great virtue is that it
L 1quid” asset, which may be turned
o Cash at a moment’s notice; that it
5 Mmuch mere “liquid” than call loans

at home,
thi\;\/::.tever may have been the value of
s gument in the past, jche country is
it tg so large anq so rich that what

onserue yesterday 1s not true to-day.
well Cquqntly, Canadian bankers might
b SeO;lSIder seriously the warning given
Shey fv eta;ry Shaw.. In fact, the govern-
WL ould not be ill-advised in consider-

& the question of putting some limit
95

upon this supporting of New York specu-
lation. )

Incidentally it may be mentioned that
Canadian banks are financing large under-
takings in Mexico, Cuba, and South
America, and that these advances are
classed with ‘“call loans in Canada.”
They are in fact “call loans elsewhere
than in Canada,” and should be so
classified. This would decrease the one
item ten or fifteen millions and increase
the other by the same amount.

U
AMERICAN FARMERS IN CANADA

THE London Globe is displaying deep
concern over the fact that American
farmers are being permitted to homestead
in Canada before they become British
subjects. The Globe insists that the Ca-
nadian authorities are unwise in consent-
ing to such an arrangement, especially
“while men in England are clamouring
to get back to the land.” The Globe is
incorrectly informed if it assumes that
men may homestead in Canada while
subjects of another sovereignty. Titles
do not pass to homesteads until the claim-
ant has resided upon the property the
better part of three years and taken out
naturalisation papers.

To follow the Globe’s suggestion and
require a proposed homesteader to reside
in the country long enough to qualify as a
citizen before being permitted to occupy a
quarter section under the homestead law
would be to defeat the whole plan under
which it is proposed to bring the vast
western domain under cultivation. The
men of England may be clamouring, as
the Globe insists, to get back to the land,
but the fact that the government is forced
to pay a bonus to the North Atlantic
Trading Company and similar organisa-
tions to promote immigration from the
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United Kingdom, while the American
settlers are pouring into this country with-
out artificial stimulation, rather indicates
that the Globe’s assumption is false.

The men of the West are a unit in the
belief that farmers from Eastern Canada
and the States supply the best settlers
available for the West. The reasons are
obvious. In fact the man who has home-
steaded in Iowa, Nebraska and the Da-
kotas becomes a homesteader in Canada
under infinitely more favourable conditions
than any other class of settlers. He has
farmed under conditions identical with
those prevailing in Western Canada. For
the government to be forced into restrict-
ing a movement from the States that has
cost thousands of dollars and years of
time to stimulate would be stupidity too
dense to contemplate. The fact that
these American farmers usually enquire
about the conditions under which they
may be naturalised at the time they pre-
pare for homesteading is ample evidence
of their sincerity, and the conditions
should not be made more arduous thanat
present.—Winnipeg Telegram. [PR"™

U
POLITICAL ECONOMY INEBUSINESS'

PERHAPS the most widely read] text-
book on Political Economy among
American college students to-day is Pro-
fessor Gide’s ““ Principles of Political Econ-
omy,” the second translation of which from
the 8th French edition is issued by Heath &
Co. The book is written in a lucid style,
and appeals to business men as well, on
whose book-shelves it might readily find
a place alongside of their Adam Smith
and their John Stewart Mill, which, in
spite of all competitors, never grow old.
Business men frequently disdain col-
lege books as being academic and un-

practical. To a considerable extent they
are right, for no text-book or treatise on
principles can be a practical treatise like
a medical manual or a Mrs. Beeton’s cook
book, full of nostrums and recipes. It
can only offer a discussion of principles
with perhaps some typical applications.
Even then it is unfortunate for theory that
the applications can never be entirely
identical with conditions, for, like history,
conditions often fail to repeat themselves,
and the applications of to-day are no im-
mutable guides for to-morrow. Theory,
too, in every-day affairs cuts often a sorry
figure simply because some raw recruit
fires it off at half-cock.

It is these facts that go to explain the
readily-flung cries of theoretical and aca-
demic. But theory is well in its place;
it is as indispensible as practice, Theory
is the idea or the basis of the idea; prac-
tice is the result. And after all is said
and done the world owes a great deal to
theory, perhaps more than most of us
have any adequate conception of; and
the best practical man is the man who is
thoroughly familiar with actual conditions,
and also with the theory of those con-
ditions.

On a little reflection, these statements
are obvious enough. We use them here
to emphasise the importance to business
men of such works as Professor Gide’s
Political Economy. Never before has
the labour problem been so universally
prominent and delicate, never before have
banking and credit assumed such tre-
mendous importance, never before have
taxation and customs tariffs, and com-
bines of all kinds, and social problems
loomed larger. If ever a thoughtful study
of the theory of society and wealth was
called for, that call is heard to-day.—
S. M. W. in Industrial Canada.

for the elimination of patronage.

Magazing, Toronto.

DO YOU CARE?

A Civil Service Reform League is required to stimulate legislation
If you would join such a league put
your name on a post card and mail to ¢ Civil Service,” CANADIAN
This will entail no obligation, pecuniary or
otherwise, but it will show that you are one of a thousand who care.

3
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HEALTH AND STRENGTH

BOVRIL is not merely a stimulant to prop up the
flagging energies for the passing hour like meat extracts
or home-made beef tea

It is a Highly Nourishing Food

containing all the strengthening qualities of the best
lean beef in the most palatable and easily digestible
form, in addition to the well-known stimulating prop-
erties of beef.

BOVRIL IS LIQUID LIFE
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;be .Wash 'Woolens an

'nels by hand m lukewarmz

Rearline

suds, Rinse thoroughly in warm
water, Wring dry, Pull and
shake well, Dry in warm tem-
perature, S ey will KEEP
SOFT without shrinking.

All Woolens Need Pearle ‘

We Dye and Clean for the Many

Few people have any adequate conception of the

wide range of work we handle. We are equipped
to clean, press or dye about every conceivable article
of wearing apparel of either sex.

And everything in the house from a lace curtain
to a woolen blanket can be made new and clean for surprisingly [
little money.

Shall we send our booklet? Yours for the asking,

) ﬁ

R. PARKER & CO., Toronto, Canada |

Branches in Leading Cities. Over 400 Agencies Throughout Canada. Jr
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Build What You Build, Well.

Build your body cell by cell, WELL. Use properly selected FOOD. That is the material,
z“d7 as the builder, of a building selects the best brick and mortar, so you should select the very
St material the world affords from which to build your body.

Nowadays we have that material right at hand chosen by an expert.

- Grape-Nuts

food is'made ‘from the certain selected parts or wheat and Barley which supply the Phosphate
of l.’otash that assimilates with Albumen and makes the soft gray matter in the nerve cells and
brain to perfectly rebuild and sustain the delicate nervous system upon which the whole structure
depends, and the food is so prepared in manufacture that babe or athlete can digest it.

‘‘There’s a Reason’’ and a profound one for GRAPE=NUTS.

Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Battle Creek, Mich., U.S.A.
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Permanent and Artistic

wall decorations come from using ALABASTINE. Write
to-day for our book, ‘‘Homes, Healthful and Beautiful.”” It
demonstrates in beautiful tri-color illustrations how you can
make your home more attractive and more sanitary. It
shows how easy it is to apply -

ALABASTINE

how little it costs, and gives many suggestions for home
furnishings as well as for wall decorations.

Send ten cents for a copy of ‘“ Homes, Healthful.and Beautiful,"” with many dainty ideas for the
decoration of your home. You can have your:money back if you think it is not worth it.

THF, ALABASTINE CO. Limited

145 Willow Street, Paris, Ontario

g

| THESE ARE THE REQUISITES
OF WHOLESOME, TASTY BREAD—A GOOD OVEN, GOOD SENSE, AND

It is absolutely the Best Flour for Household Use, because it is produced
elf{ltielz frqm the finest selected Western Canada Hard Wheat, by the most
Skilled milling, in the best improved flour mills in the world.

FULL OF NUTRIMENT AND DEPENDABLE IN THE BAKING,
PURITY FLOUR MAKES THE BEST BREAD WITH LEAST TROUBLE

SOLD EVERYWHERE IN THE GREAT DOMINION

WESTERN CANADA FLOUR MILLS COMPANY Limited
<Mills at Winnipeg, Goderich and Brandon
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 We build Horizontal Tubular Boil-
ers in all sizes from 10 hp.to 250
h.p. for medium or high pressure.

( Each size is correctly designed, and
only the best materials obtainable and
most painstaking workmanship enter
into the construction.

q The result is a boiler that will steam
easily and outlast a cheaply built
article two or three times over.

QWe also builld Vertical Tubular

and Locomotive Type Boilers, as well
as Steel Plate Work of every de-
scription.

( We contract for complete Steam
Power Plants, including Engines.

 Write for our Bulletin No. 112.

THE JENCKES MACHINE (0.

Limited

Executive Office:
5 LANSDOWNE STREET

SHERBROOKE, QUE.
» Plants :

SHERBROOKE, - QUE.
ST. CATHARINES, ONT.

Sales Offices :
TORONTO HALIFAX ROSSLAND VANCOUVER

There is no other salt
for table use that can

compare with

Windsor
SALT

It is absolutely pure—

never cakes—and is

always the same.

T
coNQUERED =YK D), C,
—

HEALTHY ACTION AND TONES W

NATURE

AND

- HIGHEST
HUMAN
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Priestley’s
Unspottable
West of England Bl‘OadClOthS

~ These are the lightest weight Broad-
cloths in the world. Strong in
texture, soft in handle, and with a
‘permanent, unspoftable lustre. Will
be extensively worn this Fall. Made
in England.

For sale at all the best
Dry Goods Stores.

w‘
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O Canadian-made Piano
has been endorsed by the

world’s great artists ‘as has the

Heintzman & Co.

Piano

This is a very plain statement

but one that is not in any way

open to contradiction.
—The tone-standard of this piano, its remarkable
singing quality—its completeness, really in every

detail of construction, make it a piano that is not—
nor can it be—copied or imitated.

PIANO SALON—YE OLDE FIRME OF HEINTZMAN & CO.
15-117 KING STREET W., TORONTO, CAN.

GRAND PENINSULAR

IS AN ORNAMENT TO THE HOME

Popular taste no longer clings to deeply carved,
highly ornamental ranges.

People now want rich, yet simple, elegance.

That is the way I make my new Grand Penin-
sular Range.

The ‘‘Grand Peninsular” is easy to keep clean,
because there are no deep carvings to collect the
dust and dirt. The design is simple but very

. effective. No fussor frills. Just smooth surfaces
which take a beautiful bright polish. The nickel-
led castings are detachable, and can be lifted off

without loosening a bolt, when the range is to be brushed or cleaned.

I‘hen there is the ALL-STEEL OVEN—the THERMOMETER on the oven door—extra large
GRATE BARS—and a dozen other time-and-labor-s: aving conveniences—that are exclusive
with my GRAND PENINSULAR. Have your dealer show you all these points,

CLARE BROS. & CO., LIMITED - - PRESTON, ONTARIO
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I HE first requisite of a good shave is a good soap—a s0ap that not only softens
the beard but soothes the face. The rich, creamy, antiseptic lather of

Williams *Soap?

puts the face in shape for a shave and keeps it in shape for the next one.

It means a comfortable shave and a comfortable face afterwards.
o ' ey

¢««'The only kind that won’t smart or dry on the face.”’

Williame® Shaving Sticks and Shaving Cakes sold (‘vory\‘\'hvr_(-. Send 4 cents In
stamps for a Williams’ Shaving Stick, or a cake of Luxury Shaving Soap, trial size.
(Enough for 50 shaves.) A

Tk J. B. WirLiams Co., Dept. A, Glastonbury, Conn.
LONDON PARIS JERLIN SYDREY

Ask your wife to try Williams’ Jersey Cream Toilet Soap. As has been frequently re-
marked, ** 1f Williams makes it, it must be good. ’
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Ask Your Grocer About Red Rose Tea

MOST good Grocers sell Red Rose Tea.
If a grocer recommends Red Rose Tea, it will be an honest opinion,

because he makes less profit on Red Rose Tea than on most others.

When a merchant recommends an article upon which his profit is
less than upon other similar goods, it is because he wants to sell satis-

factory goods and to please his customers.
Your grocer knows he can recommend Red Rose Tea for its ‘‘rich

fruity flavor” and its strength, and because

Red Rose
_ Tea “is good Tea”

T. H. ESTABROONS, Head Office: St. John, N.B. Branches: Toronto, Winnipeg -

Laurentides National Park

HIS renowned hunting and fishing

territory takes on increased popularity
yearly. Dates for hunting and fishing may
be applied for at any time. Increased accom-
modation will be provided for sportsmen by
st September, 1906, in the great Caribou
Barrens. Forinformation of any kind re sport

N ADDRESS

The Hon. Minister of Lands, Mines and Fisheries

QUEBEC, P.Q, CANADA

=
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C‘?)Vehy room
OFL“GS under the sanitary mfluence

‘ §’¢anda,rd” Porgeelan {meled Ware

v A3
‘ e —

and. Laundpy ., the (1SS of “Standard”

of modern sanitation in the home.
family life; its sanitary perfection provides a
jence and expenseé of repairs,

FTO
m B ‘
celain En:throom to Bedroom, Kitchen
It is the ;’neled Ware is the completion
| Suarantee of h‘;“?datlt.)n of comfort in intimate
while its great :uth \,) its practical construction eliminates the inconver
; tandand” w"; 11_1ty makes it the most economical ware t0 install.
ause of gelf-con e1s a_constant delight to the sight, touch and use of its owner, and 2 permanent
” bea0l~" Wi gratulation and pride in possession.
| ;m“!tg:ldand i"expenEsils,I: BATHROOMS " tells you how to plan, buy
ecora as well as luxurious rooms, showing the cost of each etail, together with many
let ever jssued on the subject and contains

F 100 p tion
| ages. FREE %J:‘:\il:.cetc. It is the most complete and beautiful book
ents postage, and the name of your plumber and architect (if selected).
** guarantee label, and has our
a

CAUT
trade.. ION :
i s:bse!ll'z;"k '”W‘Ev:‘::,’ t)lecﬁ, of "Standerd” Ware bears our “Standard” *‘ Green and Gol
| ftting, .e.!*lheu are all 1";"” e outside. Unless the label and trade-mark are on the fixture it is not Ware. Refuse
! 3 specify them and;e 0’: and will cost you more in the end. The word is stamped on all our nickeled brass
L ee that you get the genuine trimmings with your bath and lavatory, efc.
re .
ss Standard Sanitary fo.Co. Dept. 41, pittsburgh, Ui Bish

Of
London(,'g':. ‘:“d Showrooms in New York : Building, 35-37 West 31st Street.
3 gland, 22 Holborn Viaduct. E. C. New Orleans: Cor. Baronne & St. Joseph Strs.

PO[‘

and arrange your bgthroom. and illustrates many
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Neaves
food
o gl  Infants, Invalids
| B AR and -the Hged

admirably adapted to the
wants of infants.”

Sir CHAS. A. CAMERON, C.B., M.D.

GOLD MEDAL, Woman’s Exhibi-
tion, London, (Eng.), 1900.

THREE - QUARTERS OF A
CENTURY’S REPUTATION.

Neave’'s Food is regularly
used in the

BROUGHT UP ON NEAVE'S FOOD. RUSSIAN IMPERIALNURSERY

MANUFACTURERS:—JOSIAH R. NEAVE & CO., FORDINGBRIDGE, ENGLAND

Wholesale Agents:—THE LYMAN BROS. & COMPANY, Limited, Toronto
and LYMAN, SONS & COMPANY, Montreal.

When seeking Silverware
always insist on

Standard

Silverware

Every piece of our Silver-
ware must pass critical ex-
amination for assurance that
it is worthy to bear our
trade mark. Its perfect workmanship and exclusive designs
possess that exquisite appearance and finish appreciated by
connoisseurs. o o o o4 o S o* &

STANDARD SILVER CO., Limited, ¢XVib%
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BUILT ON A By
SOLID FOUNDATION {
B

In the “DOMINION” Piano a solid iron frame
Supports the twenty tons of strain from the
strings, where other pianos have wood, which,
as you know, is affected by the weather. This
foundation gi and preserves its wonderful
tone. It makes it stay in tune. It makes our
i anship and materials *‘ worth
" It makes permanent the benefits of
our 34 years' experience. It makes it worth
Your while to
‘‘Get Familiar” with
“*Dominion” Pianos
The Dominion Piano and Organ Company

Bowmanville, Ont. Limited

novel and effective treatments
for home decoration are ob-
tained by~ using

" MENZIE LINE
WALL PAPERS

ik Unequalled for color and design. <Made in
I A Canada—and superior to imported papers.
ASK YOUR DEALER OR WRITE US

‘m ) ,l}l | OUR NAME IS ON EVERY ROLL
¥

N3N10i019 107010

-
~

&)

{/' ‘l;\

limin7Z THE MENZIE WALL PAPER CO., Limited, TORONTO
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24,600 Meals Did Him No Good

How One Man Wasted 50 Years of His Life.
Thousands Like Him.

rotund, prosperous-looking friend. “Here I've been eatin’ three times

a day, and sometimes twice a day; for so years, and look at me. I'm
rawboned and skinny, still at the bottom of the ladder, sour on the world, and a
pessimist. I know it, and I can’t help it. If I had it to do over again, though,
I would take care of my stomach, for I don’t believe I ever really relished a meal
in my life, not even mother’s Christmas dinners, and I firmly believe that my
way of eating, or whatever it was, brought along with it darkness and impossi-
bility of success.”

“You're right,” nodded his companion. ““Of course, that isn’t always the
case. But in this age we must not only ‘Trust in the Lord and keep our powder
dry, but we must swallow sunshine with our food. Cheerfulness, especially
while eating, which is the most essential act of man, is as necessary to him as
sunshine is to the flowers. Nothing normal can be produced in darkness.

“But this is what you haven’t been doing, Mr. Dyspeptic. Your brain and
your stomach, remember are twins, and you have to treat them accordingly. Why
not start now and repair the damage you’ve done? It is never too late, you know.”

“You mean at my age? And suppose you can’t always get the sunshine?”

“Absolutely, yes. Science has made it possible to get the sunshine, the
health and the strength that your stomach needs, all put up together in little
tablets. They call them Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets, the most effective tablets
in the world for this very thing. One ingredient in these tablets digests 3,000
grains of food without the help of the stomach. Two tablets after each meal
can do more work, quicker work and better work, in digesting a heavy meal, than
the stomach can itself. The stomach need not work at all. Stuart’s Dyspep-
sia Tablets does all the work, and gives your jaded stomach a rest, the rest it
needs. Meanwhile you cure yourself of brash, irritation, burning sensation,
heartburn, sour stomach, acidity, fermentation, bloat, and the worst cases of
dyspepsia and indigestion. . You get rid of these for all time. And then, besides,
you can eat all you want, and whenever you want, and you will also relish
mother’s Christmas dinners if you will take Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets after
eating. That’s the sunshine I was talking about. Then your face will reflect
the internal change going on, yowll be more energetic, your mind will be
clearer, you will have more confidence in yourself, you'll be happier, and you’ll
be yourself again. .

“Your heart will change and yowll feel rosy. You'll enjoy your meals—
and live. Let’s walk down to the drug store and let me introduce you to one
little package of these Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets. You can get them at any
drug store in the world for only soc. a package. Itis worth it, Mr. Dyspeptic.”

“WHAT’S the use of eatin’ anyhow ?” said the scrawny dyspeptic to his
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Emmc:r)t Physicians
Prescribe

\*“\ Wilson’s
Invalids’
Port

Inall c?sab o
gznzr% ncciia ilify

convalescence.”

THE ART]STIC
Karn Piano

1S an instrument of the

ghe®t merit, built in
. Conformity with the
. Yemands of critical
ealers and the cul-

tured lajty,

' WRITE FOR caTALOGUE

. KARN PIANO AND
ORGAN CoO.

WOOdﬁock ,Ont.,Canada
LéET DEPTCANADIAN MAGAZINE .
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From Nothet’s
Arms to the
Whole Wheat

is Nature’s gentle highway
from Baby Comfort to Baby
Happiness. = That whole

wheat is the natural food for

growing children is affirmed
by science and human ex-
perience. It contains in well-
balanced proportion all the
clements for the making of
healthy tissue, good brain and
bone and sound teeth. But be
sure you get a wheat food that con-
tains all these elements in digestible form,
‘that does not scratch or irritate the intes-
tines. Such a food is

Shredded Whole Wheat

It contains all the tissue-building elements stored in the outer coats of the

. wheat grain (mostly discarded by the white-flour miller) made digestible by
steam-cooking, shredding and baking. It supplies the phosphates that are
dacking in white-flour bread and pastries, and stimulates peristalsis in a gentle

and natural way. The purest, cleanest cereal food in the world, made in the

cleanest and most hygienic industrial building on the continent.

The Biscuit is delicious for breakfast, with hot or cold milk or cream, or

for any meal in combination with fruits, creamed vegetables or meats. T'ris-

cuit is the shredded whole-wheat wafer; better than bread as a toast, with

butter, cheese or preserves.
Our cook book is sent free.

THE CANADIAN SHREDDED WHEAT C0.

Limited

Niagara Falls Centre, Ont.

Toronto, Ont. “Its All in"the Shreds”
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Its Flavor Wins Your Favor

AND KEEPS IT. THAT'S THE
WAY WITH SUCHARD’S COCOA

You probably will not believe until you
ave tried it, how much different and how
much superior the flavor of

Suchard’s Cocoa

? 1S to that of any other brand made. A

{ Dovice in cocoa drinking will notice it at
q ¢ first sip, while to a connoisseur the
elicate richness and exquisite smoothness

/\\ of SUCHARD'S is a perpetual delight.

' JYeinvite you to try a tin and be your own
Judge. Sold by most all the high-class gro-
cers, but if you cannot obtain it send us 25 \
¢ents and we will mail you a X4 lb. tin.

F. L. BENEDICT & C0., MONTREAL

THE CLOSESTEXAMINATION OFAN

ARROW
COLLAR

AFTERMANYJOURNEYS THROUGH
THE LAUNDRY, SHOWS IT TO BE.
IN THE SAME PERFECT CONDITION
AS WHEN IT LEFT THE FACTORY.

EVERY YARD OF CLOTH THAT
GOES INTO THESE COLLARS IS
SHRUNK BY THE

CLUPECO PROCESS

BEFORE CUTTING, AND THAT
MEANS NO UNEVENNESS OF
SHRINKAGE AFTER THE PLIES ARE
PUT TOGETHER, AND NO UN-.
SIGHTLY WELTS AND RIDGES. .

THE CLUPECO PROCESS IN-
SURES CORRECT QUARTER SIZES
AND THE MAXIMUM OF DURABIL-
ITY. SEE THAT YOUR COLLARS
ARE STAMPED

“Arrow Clupeco Shrunk”

THAT'S THE GUIDE TO . COLLAR

SATISFACTION.

20 CENTS EACH, 3 FOR 50 CENTS.

WRITEFORBOOKLETANDDEALER'S NAME
CLUETT, PEABODY & CO.,

LARGEST MAKERS OF COLLARS AND SHIRTS
IN THE WORLD.

471 RIVER STREET, TROY, N. Y.
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¢ There Are 265,000 People

in Canada today, who really know

Y “FRUIT-A-TIVES”

to be a splendid remedy

0

3
\

Four years ago ‘‘Fruit-a-tives’’ were an unsolv-
ed problem in the brain of one of Canada’s
leading physicians.

Today, over a quarter of a million of Canadians
know them for what they are—a positive CURE
for Stomach, Liver, Kidney, Bowel and Skin
Troubles. ‘‘Fruit-a-tives’’ have CURED stub-
born cases of Constipation— Chronic
Rheumatism, Skin Eruption—that
defied ordinary remedies. The cures
of Biliousness, Indigestion, Head-
aches, Pain in the Back, Nervous-
ness and Irregularity of the Bowels
are numbered by the thousands.

“Fruit-a-tives” are fruit juices and tonics in tablet
form—with the increased medicinal action made
possible by the chemical change which takes place
when the juices are combined.

Only 50c a Box—6 Boxes for $2.50

At druggists, or sent on receipt of price

FRUIT-A-TIVES LIMITED, OTTAWA



e/ing Gifts

EXCLUSIVE
DESIGNS IN

ROCK
CRYSTAL

AND

RICHCUT
GLASS

ELECTROLIERS AND SHADES

WILLIAM JUNOR

88 WEST KING STREET . . TORONTO
e ————
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A SKIN OF BEAUTY IS A JOY FOREVER
DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S

ORIENTAL CREAM, or MAGICAL BEAUTIFIER
(7

EMOVES Tan,
Pimples, Freckles,
Moth-Patches, Rash and
Skin Diseases, and every
blemish on beauty, and
defies detection. On its
virtues it has stood the
test of 58 years; no other
has, and is so harmless
we taste it to be sure it is
properly made. Accept
no counterfeit of similar
name. The distinguished
Dr. L. A. Sayer said to a
lady of the hawt-ton (a
patient):—*“4ds you
ladies will use them, I

the Skin

No other cosmetic

will do it.

AS WELL AS

PURIFIES
Beautifies

NS recommend ‘Gourauds
Cream’ as the least harmful of all the skin preparations.” One
bottle will last six months, using it every day.
Also Poudre Subtile removes Superfluous hair
without injury to the skin.
FERD. T. HOPKINS, Proprietor, 37 Great Jones St., N.Y.
For sale by all Druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers throughout

the U.S., Canada and Europe.

Also found in New York City at R. H. Macy's, Stearn’s, Ehrich’s, Ridley’s
and other Fancy Goods Dealers. go¥"Beware of base imitations. $1.000
reward for arrest and proof of any ene selling the same.

POSTAGE STAMPS

We are liberal buyers of Canada and all other British Colonial
stamps. An illustrated buying list of Canadian postage stamps
sent on receipt of 4¢ in stamps.

FOR COLLECTIONS
25 Australian 10c, 5 Malta 10c, 6 Mauritius 10c, 6 Newfoundland 10c, 10
Jamaica 10¢, 6 Transvaal 10c, 7 British Guiana 10c, 4 St. Vincent 10c.
THE ROYAL STAMP ALBUM

The latest and finest album published, including spaces for all
King Edward issues. Handsome illustrated booklet free

COLONIAL STAMP C0., 953 E. 53d St., Chicago, U.S.A,

CLAR

for Camping

€al Loaf, etc., enable you to

Makes delicious sandwiches. Get a
Supply of Clark’'s Meats for your
famp. Your dealer keeps them.

WM. CLARK, MFR., MONTREAL /[

LB
Canned Meats

Corneq Beef, Sliced Smoked Beef, Pork and Beans,
“live like a lord” &4
When camping. Always ready to be eaten—no .
Cooking, no spoiling by heat or damp—abso-

lutely pure and very tasty, just the thing for
the Camper’s appetite. Clark’'s Veal Loaf

—14
7

v
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UPTON’S Home-made Jams

Jellies and Orange Marmalade are delicious and absolutely pure

Supply your
help with

=| EDDY'S
== WARES
2l and make life

worth living.

With a

| 381 WASHBOARD
- EDDY FIBRE TUB

washday labor is reduced to a minimum and comfort
to the worker is correspondingly enhanced.
See that you are well supplied with

Eddy's Washboards, Tubs, Pails, etc.
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“Nalta=Vita

““The Perfect Food”’

Baked crisp and brown, every grain of the
malted wheat a wafer-like flake, Malta-Vita

B oa Lealthful food in the world:.  There is.no other food so good

to eat, so appetizing, so delicious. No other food has that delicate,
satisfying Malta-Vita taste. For those who have eaten Malta-Vita a perfect breakfast is
"Xt to impossible without it. And it's jut as good at any other time. Try some to-
day with milk, cream or fruit, All grocers sell Malta-Vita.

———

Perfection is not easily obtain-
able, but you find it in Chase
& Sanborn’s Coffee.

ALL GROCERS
77

\_
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Secret of
The Steinway

To “assemble,” or put together, a piano—the keys
from one maker, the action from another, the case from a
third, and so on—is a comparatively easy task. To build
a piano from the beginning, is an entirely different matter.

A peculiar distinction of Steinway & Sons is that _
they manufacture in their own foundry and factories
cvery portion of a piano, building their instrument en-
tire. In this fact lies one of the secrets of its greatness
and worth,

This makes the Steinway, not an “assemblage,” but an
artistic whole, producing a harmony and unity that can
be achieved in no other way. >

The workmen likewise are more than makers of parts;
they are artists all working intelligently toward one end—
the production of a perfect piano. Consequently, they im-
part a beauty of workmanship, a perfection of art and of final
result, impossible to be attained under other conditions.

Minisrune For the samie reason also the Steinway possesses an indi-

viduality, an integrity of being, an endowment of rich, ten-
der, emotional beauty of tone, which distinguish it from
every other piano in the world.

The Miniature Grand Piano is five feet ten inches in
length. Scientific experiments: have determined this to be
the exact size necessary to reproduce the remarkable aftri-
butes of the larger Steinway Grand Pianos. Price $925

The Vertegrand, the new model in upright form, pos-
sesses all the fundamental qualities of the more expensive
piano; butis constructed so simply thatit can be sold fo $600

THESE PIANOS ARE OBTAINABLE FROM THE
CANADIAN REPRESENTATIVES

NORDHEIMER’S, Limited -

Head Office: 15 King Street East - TORONTO




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 53

D. & A

CORSETS
weee CREST” 400

Straight Front

This is a patented corset which is un-
equalled in fit, wear and durability.
It is the only corset which Cannot
‘Break at the Waist Line.
This model, made in drab only, of the
nicest coutille, has a 10% inch clasp,
5 hooks with dips for hose supporter.
It is also trimmed with wide high-
grade lace, with an insertion of baby
ribbon. Sizes 18 to 30. Retails at
$1.25. Extra sizes, 31 to 36, $1.50

Pure Wb‘oll
UNDERWEAR

Guaranteed Unshrinkable

ITS GOOD POINTS:

1. It will not felt nor harden; it
therefore retains its silk-like soft-
ness as long as it lasts.

2. Being elastic and unshrinkable
it keeps its shape perfectly, always
assuring a comfortable fit.

Look for the Tab on each Garment. It is a

&m that the goods are Unshrinkable Z =
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The latest and daintiest arrangement for
Chocolates

The “Evangeline”
Art Boxes

A delicious assortment of Creams,
Nougatines, Caramels, Fruits and
Nuts. 25, 1, 2, 3, and 5 pounds.
Full weight in every box.

35 Years’ Experience

GANONG BROS., LIMITED, ST. STEPHEN, N.B.

ARY DEPT CANADIAN MAGAZINE .,
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IF
| WERE
A QUEEN

I would eat gelatine,

And I'd order it home
by the car lot,

By the Cross of St.

A y e C

But I'd stuff and I'd gorge
Of the kind that they call

““LADY CHARLOTTE”

|

SPECIAL STUDY
OF SPECIAL QUESTIONS

Let us know what subject you are
particularly interested in and we
shafl be glad to send you sample
clippings from Canadian news-

papers.
CANADA PRESS BUREAU
LONDON ONTARIO

IMPROVED

INTERNATIONAL

HIGH CANDLE POW;R LICHT

See that the box bears this label and that
the burner has the name *‘International’”’
on it. None genuine without.

CONTROLLED
CANADA, UNITED STATES AND GREAT BRITAIN

THE INTERNATIONAL GAS
APPLIANCE CO., Limited

535, 537, 539 Queen St. E., Toronto, Can,
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d. Palmer & Son

Limited

Artistic Wig Makers |
and Hair Designers

Patronized by Royalty. Established 1847

The largest hair factory in Canada.
Each department under skilful artists.
Mail orders a specialty.

We make all the latest Parisian
designs.

Toupees, Wigs, Trans-
formations, Pompadours

We carry the finest assortment of
Special designs in Hair Ornaments,
Perfumery and Toilet Articles.

SEND FOR CATALOGUE

105 Notre Dame St. West \

L MONTREAL : f

ELLISEm-"
UNDERWEAR

The Ellis garment is different from all others, be-
cause the Spring Needle Ribbed machines, on which
the Ellis fabric is made, are the only ones used in
Canada.

The Spring Needle knitting produces goods of the
most delicate character that makes up into under-
garments, both union and two-piece, of the most
comfortable fitting type.

In the first place you will notice that delicate,
soft, fascinating feel, invites rest to the irritable skin,
‘This in itself should decide your opinion in favor of
the Ellis. ;

‘When you have once worn the Ellis you will feel
out of sorts in any other.

SOLE MAKERS IN CANADA

The ELLIS Manufacturing Co.

Limited
Hamilton, Ontario




Have you ever noticed

the paper bag that forms a

lining in every package of

Orange Meat? The

manufacturers of this fa-
mous whole wheat food demand ex-
treme cleanliness in the whole process
of manufacture, and in order to pre-
serve the nutty flavor so peculiar to
Orange Meat they have secured a
specially prepared mercerized bag for
this purpose. The peculiar paper in
this bag is manufactured by only one
paper mill in America by a secret pro-
cess, and is guaranteed to preserve its
contents_from moisture, taint or odor,
from contact with any other goods.
The Orange Meat Company have
spared no expense in order to retain
the delicate flavor and delicious taste

of Orange Meat.

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

This Trade-mark

Guarantees

Quality

Every “Rodgers” blade has the
above mark of quality, and mug
come up to the high ‘standard
that mark means.

That is why in “Rodgers” Cut-
lery every blade is a begt blade
—reliable, durable and service-
able, as flawless and perfect as
cutlery can be. Strong in every
particular.

“Rodgers” Cutlery is the best for
every household or outdoor use.

Look carefully for the above
mark of quality.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS

; LIMITED
Cutlers to His Majesty

SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND
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RefinishYour Furniture
Do It Yourself

Interesting, simple and fascinating. Our
practical Free Book makes it a simple

‘C)x
(D |

matter to finish or refinish furniture, wood-
work, floors in Weathered, Mission, Mahogany,
Flemish and other effects with Johnson’s
Prepared Wax.. Apply Johnson's Pre-
pared Wax with cloth to any finished
wood and rub to a polish with dry
cloth. A beautiful finish will be
immediately produced. It cleans,
preserves and polishes the wood in

F\ i W one operation.

Johnson’s Prepared Wax

A Complete Finish and Polish for All Wood’’ 43 %
at” {;

For Furniture, Woodwork and Floors A Tis

S (7 peott "\ Book
old by all dealers in paint — 10 ct. and 25 ct. pack- ‘\
ages aud larger size cans. o

It produces a beautiful, lasting and sanitary finish and |\
Polish to which dirt and dust will not adhere. It will not
show scratches, blister, peel off or crack. Fine for lino- ¥
leum, oilcloth and leather.

Our book explains how youcan easily change the color and finish ’\
of furniture to harmonize with your woodwork or furnishings. \

We save you money by telling how old, discarded, poorly \
finished furniture can be made serviceable and stylish. \

er.te at once for 48-page color book, regular 25c edition, that gives ail chis
information. Sent free postpaid for a llmxted time. Mention edition C. M. 11.

S.C. Johnson & Son - = Racine, Wis.

“The Wood-Finishing Authorities”
kt
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GOFFEE-MILK AND SUGAR

Combined Ready to Use

There is no waste.
Take from the tin
just what 1s needed
for a cup.

A cup of excellent

coffee is prepared by

simply adding boiling
water.

The coffee need not be removed from the tin when it is opened, but
may be used a little at a time if necessary.

TRURO CONDENSED MILK CO., Limited, - TRURO, N.S.

If you wear

CEETEE
UNDERWEAR

Once you Wlll the most sensitive skin ; made from pure, fine wool; not get out Of

guaranteed absolutely unshrinkable. We replace

Made from finest
Ausétralian wool
and silk and
wool. Yams all

2 fold in this

garment; does

any that shrink. Madeinlight gauze, medium and
heavy weight. Stocked by all first-class dealers

always be shape or hard

our customer with washing.
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THE DESK OF THE ACE,

Every Device
necessary to make a desk reliable,
labor saving, economical, is found
in those we manufacture. In ma-
terial and construction, in finish
and utility, in durability and design
they lead all other makes. They
make an office a better office. |
&% Onr Catalogue goes in detail. |
Canadian Office & School
Furniture Co., Limited. 3

PRESTON, dntan‘o, Canada.
Office, School, Church and Lodge

Furniture.

Makes a rich and
abundant growth of
hair. Quickly stops falling
hair. Keeps the scalp clean
and healthy. Pre-
vents the hair split-
ting at the ends.
An elegant dress-
b ing for the hair, f/
making it softf§
and smooth. fi
i For the whiskers and !
fnoustache we make a
Dye known as BUCKING-
HAM’S DYE. It colors in-

stantly a rich brown or a @
soft black.

R.P. HALL & CO.,
Nashua, N. H,

@

A pure, delicious and antiseptic Dentifrice
in a powder form that exercises a decidetiliyl
preservative influence on the teeth, as wi

a8 keeping them free from all tartaric de-
posits, ﬁ‘orms. etc. Thefresh,grateful aroma
of the Teaberry leaf is an agreeable finish
for your ablutions. * Teaberry ” is a fayor-
entifrice of many years' standing—if
You once fry it you will use no other.
At all druggiste, 25¢. per bottle, §
D\ |

iThe
Original

and

only
Genuine

\

OR7EE IZFETHA.

\

STAMMERERS

The ARNOTT METHOD is the only
logical method for the cure of Stam-
mering. It treats the CAUSE, not
merely the HABIT, and insures natural
speech. Pamphlet, particulars and
references sent on request. Address

The Arnott Institute

BERLIN, ONT. CAN.

Beware of
Imitations Sold
on the </ Merits

MINARD’S
LINIMENT

\
Send us youraddress

and wewillshow you |
» y re how tomake $3 aday

absolutely sure; we
th, furnish the work and teach you free; you work in
e 105:nlity where you live. Send us your address and we will
;"Plam the business fully; remember we guarantee a clear pro-

m of #3 for every day’s work, absolutely sure, write ut orice
w SILVERWARE (0., Bex 910 , WINDSOR, ONT.

!

to work on piecework, $3.00 |

ADIE doz. All materials fu?nishggx: }
f

|

St No canvasing; steady work.
Ch‘?g’a‘?g envelope. BEST MFG. CO., Champlain Bldg.,

T
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| SPENCERIAN
|  STEELPENS

’ The Standard American Brand for Fifty Years.
| PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM, ENGLAND

postpala on receipt of Canada stamp.
RIANTPEN ™ ;

: . ) _ﬁ..-,::r'mﬂ)ﬂl'ww“u‘ ;
There is no puzzle about a bill or No. 1 ==

statement prepared on

The New Tiri-Chirome
Smith Premier Typewriter

The items appear in purple copy-
ing and non-fading black ink and the
credits in bright red.

The price is the same as that of all
Smith Premier Models

Tue SmiTH PrREMIER TYPEWRITER COMPANY
Syracuse, N.Y.

Branch Stores Everywhere

SELECT A PEN FOR YOUR WRITING
Sold by all Stationers in Canada and United States.
For Samples apply to the Proprietors,

SPENCERIAN PEN CO., - - New York City

The leading numpers for Canada will be sent

GCounts

Visibility Durability
F.stablished 150,000
Superiority = In Use

FHE UNDERWOQD

““QUALITY COUNTS” is an old maxim never better illustrated than
in the STANDARD VISIBLE UNDERWOOD TYPEWRITER.

QUALITY is the distinctive feature throughout the make-up of the
UNDERWOOD—NOT PRICE. UNDERWOOD QUALITY is appreciated
long after the PRICE IS FORGOTTEN.

IF YOU ARE ONE OF THE FEW THAT HAVE NOT BEEN CON-
VINCED take advantage of our offer to inspect the UNDERWOOD
without placing you UNDER OBLIGATION TO BUY.

INTERESTING LITERATURE ON REQUEST

United Typewriter Co. Limited - - 552 Toronto, Ont.

MONTREAL, QUE. HAMILTON, ONT. LONDON, ONT. ST. JOHN, N.B.
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COWAN'’S
Milk Chocolate

CROQUETTES, WAFERS
MEDALLIONS, MILK STICKS
: ETC,
The Most Delicious Confections
Made in Canada with Pure
Canadian Milk

THE COWAN C0., Limited, TORONTO

e

The Typewriter of Universal C'A('iaptability~

mooer No. 12 Visible Hammond

Perfect Visibihly and
Polychrome Ribbon

WW

Are NEW FEATURES added to the
FORTY HAMMOND ADVANTAGES

Writes 30 languages, in many styles and sizes of type,
on one and the same machine.

Has 135 type shuttles instantly interchangeable.

Alignment perfect and permanent (cannot change).

Impressions uniform because automatic.,

These features alone would put the HAMMOND IN
A CLASS ABOVE ALL OTHERS. Our Catalogue
describes the 37 other HAMMOND features, Get it.

Why should you buy an inferior instrument when
the price is the same?

~ Don’t delay. Delays are often costly. Write to-day to

THE HAMMOND TYPEWRITER CO.

50 ADELAIDE ST. WEST, TORONTO 183 ST. JAMES STREET, MONTREAL
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Perrin Suéde and Kid Gloves for

Evening Wear are perfect.

PHERRIN LADIES’ GLOVES, ‘‘Mousquetaire
Style are made in all lengths, and are cut in such a
way that they do not fall down and crinkle, as hap-
pens often with other makes.

PERRIN GILOVES—FOR MEN—are to be hau
in white, pearl grey, etc., and with or without silk
gussets between the fingers.

These are recommended as they make the
Glove cooler and fit more comfortably.

Ask for ¢ PERRIN *’ KID GLOVES. 5

Famous for Fine Furnishings | KAY’S

UR new catalogue of Carpets, Rugs,

Furniture, Draperies, Wall Paper,

Pottery, etc., will shortly be ready
for mailing. It contains about 150 pages of
fine half-tone engravings and descriptive
letterpress, besides many coloured plates of
Furnished Rooms, Rugs, Linoleums, Wall
Paper, etc. Readers of the Canadian Mag-
azine who are interested in Furniture or Fur-
nishings are invited to send us their names
and addresses for addition to our mailing list.

An Empress Dressing Table

JOHN KAY, SON & COMPANY, Limited

36 and 38 King Street West, Toronto




“Jaeger” hue

Protective
Winter Underwear

Garment” as illustrated.

" chest and abdomen promotes |
and stimulates the circulation
of the blood, thus giving
greater vitality and increased [
powers of resistance to the |
United Garments, Whole system. |

~ At the same time it affords additional

Protection to the delicate organs of the
throat, chest and abdomen.

No other underwear possesses this pro-
tective feature.

Ladies and gentlemen will find the
“United Garment” of the greatest value in
tding, driving, motoring or travelling.

It is porous, soft, elastic and perfect
ﬁtting.

Made in all sizes and- weights
for men, women and children.

SELLING AGENTS IN ALL CHIEF CITIES

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE No, 2

DR. JAEGER CO., Limited

316 St. Catherine St. W., Montreal
286 Portage Ave., - Winnipeg

T ——

.

The well-known protective
features of Jaeger Pure Wool |
are increased in the “United | |

The d