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You cannot possibly have
a better Cocoa than

Epps’s
Cocoa

A déllotous drink and a sustainin

L { . Fragrant, nutritious an

economlical. This exocellent Cocoa

maintains the system Iin robust

health. and should be used In every
home in the Dominion.

Epps’s
Cocoa

Sold by Grooers and Storekeepers
in ¥~1b. and %~lb, Tins.

N ‘S
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St. Denis Hotel
Mﬂ‘;;ﬂwﬂ ;;VR.;'“ Street
Suropean Plan —— Conversent Loocation

WILLIAM TAYLOR & SON
The Convenient Location, Tasteful Aps‘ointmcng

Reasonable Charges, Courteous Attendance, and
Culsine of Exceptional Excellence are Character.
istio of this Hotel, and have Secured and Retained
for it & Patronage of the Highest Order.

ENO’S
‘FRUIT
SALT’

A HOUSEHOLD
REMEDY FOR

All Functional Derangementa of
the Liver, Temporary Congesation
arising from Alcoholic Beverages,
Errors in Diet, Biliousness, Giddi-
ness, Heartburn, or Constipation.
It is & Refreshing and Invigorat-
ing Beverage, most invaluable to
Travellers and Residents in Trop-
ical Climates.

CAUTION. — Examine the Capsule and see that
it is marked ENO'S ' FRUIT SA LT, otherwise

ow Aave the sincerest form of fattery—
yHlTA TION.

Proa.rod only by J. C. ENO. Ltd.,

‘FRUIT SALT’ WORKS. London, S.E.,

Eng.. by J.C. ENO’'S Patent.

Wholesale of Messrs, Evans & Sows, Lid.,
Montreal and Toronto, Canada.

! Twenty
1l Years of
Floor

Laying

have qualified us to
advise as experts in
this branch of house
furnishing. Write
for our catalogue of
floor designs

ELLIOTT & SON

Manufacturers 7=
70 King St. W, Toronto
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Outdoor sports best reflect glow
- and vigor when the skin is healthy

- Avoid the cause of red, rough skin;
insure a matchless complexion,
soft, white hands and w holesome
- comfort by using the purest soap—

EA RSSO AP il

OF ALL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS’ OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST.
¢ Al rights secured.”
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wr. CECIL, ovor

Architecturally Famous as the
Finest Hotel Structure in Europe

YOU can make a preliminary acquaintance with the Cecil by requesting a Booklet, This little
volume presents by illustration and description a fair idea of the Hotel’s luxurious interior, its im-
posing exterior, the cost of a stay, either brief or extended, and contains a variety of general infor.
mation of service to the visitor to town. It can be had for the asking from the Offices of Tur
CANADIAN MAGAZINE, Toronto, Canada.

The Cecil is a cosmopolitan hotel in the broadest sense of the term, with a fixed Tariff based on
strict relation] to the MODERN COST OF LIVING. Accommodation can be had from the
modest, but comfortable, Single Room to the most elaborate Suite. Tke ‘public Apartments—

ious and elegantly equipped—have no rival in Europe. The situation of the Hotel is Central
and Convenient; indeed, a SOURCE OF CONSIDERABLE TRAVEL ECONOMY to visitors
to town on business or pleasure bent,

TARIFF

i IN RESTAURANT.
o g From 8,3 potday Nolfi‘}ﬁg:rfor Déjeuner, $1.25; Diner, $1.80 and $2.50; Souper. $1.25
g:i"u':fnoom i WSS Attendance Or & 1a Carte.

BREAKFAST. RIS
Table d’'Hote Room (Indian Floor). ...... 60c., 70c., 8. ORCHESTRA AT ALL MEALS.

LUNCH. On Sund v
Table &'Hote Room (Indian Floor)........... . .....8%. ays Vocal Concert afier Diftner.
2 DINNER. There is no charge for Attendance or L:ght.

Table d'Hote Room (Indian Floor) .... . ........ $1.25

INCLUSIVE CHARGES QUOTED IF LESIRED.




4 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

The
Quebec Tercentenary

The significance of the celebration to be held
at Quebec in July will be well observed in
the July number of The Canadian Magazine
with an article on the Ancient Capital by Mr.
John A. Ewan, and another on the Empire-
Builder Pitt, by Dr. A. H. U. Colquhoun.
Appropriate illustrations will accompany the
articles.  In recalling the actual taking of
Quebec by Wolfe, one is likely to lose sight
of the important part played by the first Pitt,
but Dr. Colquhoun, in a timely article, makes
a fair adjustment of the balance.

Both of these articles have been under-
taken by writers well fitted to deal with the
subjects. Mr. Ewan, who is chief editoral
writer on the staff of the Toronto Globe, has
given a great deal of close study to Quebec
and its place in Canadian history. Dr.
Colquhoun, who is Deputy-Minister of Educa-
tion for Ontario, is one of the best informed
journalists in the Dominion.

The Cananian 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

—
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GRAND HOTEL, LONDON

- g : verlooking Trafalgar
; Square, the finest
e position in London. Well
known to many Cana-

dians for comfort and
excellent management,

C?a;.i =% S ; D
GH‘?!?H(E:&;;;;.‘;U ull ': Close to Royll I alaces,

L ¥ Westminster Abbey,
T

11
-

Houses of Parliament, and
fashionable centres. Or-
chestra. Luxurious suites
of rooms with private
bathrooms attached.

Propneton

GORDON HOTELS LIMITED

THE GREAT DIGESTIVE

Al SAUCE

Excellent with “FISH, FLESH OR FOWL"

Sole Manufacturers—BRAND & CO,, Ltd., Mayfair, London, Eng.
Agent, H. HUBBARD, 27 Common Street, Montreal, P Q.

IT HAS NO EQUAL “Tbe Queen of Toilet Preparations” 1t E""{':R":::u:lvr- and
FOR KEEPING ‘g » ) "  ROUGHNESS,

REDNESS,
THE SKIN IRRITATION,
CHAPS, Etc.
SOFT,
SMOOTH, R l'r:/'??:;?:
AND WHITE SOOTHING AND REFRESHING AND COMPLEXION

after Cycling, Motoring, etc, from the effects of

FROST, COLD N
ar aL seasons M. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, R ine VAT
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR IT, AND ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTE,

L ——————
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Westminster Bridge, London, England.

"A LAUGHING BABY IS A HEALTHY BABY"

To Lessen the Troubles of Teething use

TEETHING POWDERS

Entirely free from any harmful ingredien
as testified by Dr. Hassall's certificate. 2
Purchasers must see the Trade Mark of s

Gum Lancet m on each Powder and

Send for Booklet, “Nursery Packet. In Yellow Paper. Of all Chemjgts
Doctor,” post free and Stores.

125 NEW NORTH ROAD, LONDON, ENGLAND

—
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By - n.“‘". To

Murphy & Orr
[RISH
LINEN, DAMASK and LACE House

For almo#t a century we have been sup-
plying the very best Linens produced,
at lowest possible prices, and thousands
of testimonials from all parts of thc wgrld
prove that they have given satisfaction.

pure Linen Cambric Handkerchiefs from 60¢ perdoz.
press Linens, Linen Poplins, Linen Mixtures,
Muslins, ete., from 12¢ per yard.

EVERYTHING IN LINEN. EVERYTHINC CoOD
PRICES MODERATE.

Price Lists from
THE ONTARIO PUBLISHING CO., LTD., TORONTO
Priced Samples direct from

MURPHY & ORR, §5f BELFAST, IRELAND

s

Fabrics that

Satisfy

Roead Thia

MAny years ag
e retnemn!

72¢. yard, Plain skirt, fit

AR "
measure, Admirble fo

Send for FREE samples of high-class Tweeds, Costum
Cloths, Dress Fabrics Alpacas, Cottons, Linens [N
newest and best fabrios |

MADE TO ORDER. kir 1 §
Girls' Dresses from $2.% 31 i -
from $3.05

Samples. Style Books, Self -Measuring Blanks, POST FREE on request

EGERTON BURNETT, LIMITED

R. W. Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, England

“

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

Benger’s Food with Milk
forms a Dainty, Delicious, and
most Easily Digested Cream.

Itassists Nature without imposing
a task upon the digestive organs.

Benger's Food is a great restora-

tive, and rich in all the elements

necessary to sustain life.

Benger's Food can be oblained
through most wholesale druggists

and leading Drug Stores. >
Al L
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Oakey'’s
SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY QLOTH
Qlass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning arfd 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

Butter-Scoteh

You may enjoy Callard & Bowser'
Butter-Scotch  with the '
assurance that only first-class materialy
are employed in its manufacture

lLamcn
Each package bears oar trade
mark—'‘ The Thistle.'"

WORKS : LONDON,

REPRESENTATIVES {

JOHN FORMAN. 14 Fro
644 Cralg Street,——————MONTREAL. London T:OToronto T::.::. o
Trading Co. Canada
WILD’S FIRsT.CLASS TEMPERANCE HOTELS
4 F gmar LONDON

]

b

Central
Telegrams

Home Comforts, Oleanliness and Quiet.

For {llustrated booklet, giving full particulars of tariff, etc., apply to The Ontario Publishing Co., Lta Tor
& cate

30 to 40 LUDGATE HIL]L

; Wild’s Hotel, London.
Also at

70 and 71 EUSTON SQUAR g

Telegrams ;

ELECTRICILIFT
for the Wholesale Houses, Continental Trains and City

Telephone; 4695 Holbog

(Close to Euston, Midland and G. N. R. Stations.
Convenient for Early and Late Trains. v

Wild’s, 71 Euston 8q. Telephone; 1949 Norey,

THE

Morton Hotel

RUSSELL SOQUARE
LONDON, W.C.
W.e,. CLARKE, Proprietor

fClose to all the great London termini, theatres,

and shopping centres, yet quiet and restful,
surrounded by the beautiful gardens of Russell
Square. One minute from Russell Square
station on Piceadilly* Tube.”

THIS quiet and comfortable Family Hotel is well i

eomforts of the larger licensed Hotels at a moder,

tarif. Commodious Dining, Drawing aud S',mc;klng“e fAxeq
New Lounge designed by Warings.
out,
Vacuum Cleaner, Passenger Lift, Night Porter, Ttlephon.

Telcphone Gerrerd 1618,

and largely patronized by Colonial visitors r.qnlﬂn:.:;"
.

R ma

Eleetric light lhm?

Bathrooms (hot and cold) on every floor, Hydn::t
e

Bedroom, Bath, Lights, Attendance, ang
Table d’ Hote Breakfast, $1.35,

Or en Pension from $2.00 per day inclusive

Telegrams, Morton Motel Lomg
» om

.
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The Glasgow
Weekly Herald

The National Weekly of Scot-
land can be forwarded, post
free, to any postal addvess in
Canada for 82.10c. per annum,
and if desived a specimen
copy will be sent post free.
By its means the sons and
daughters of Scotland can
keep in touch with the oll

country and have all the

2d.
per News Frae Hame.

Week.

PEACGH &SONS

LACE CURTAINS

tanstrate! List & Buyers' Guide. The lurgeh{ and mo:t
complete Window Urapery Guide in_(‘fnugl?nn ‘( urrency
Borrk Magens and Patentees of “ CONTRENET’ Curtains
Twice the Wear. No Extra Cost. I:n[es( St)‘]gs Nets,
Muslins, Cretonnes, Blinds, Linen, Ladies' and
Gents' Underwear, Tailoring, Boots and Shoes.
51 Years Experience Result—Pronounced Superiority
Bexerir BY THE PREFERENTIAL TARIFF.

POPULAR CANADIAN PARCEL
6 sairs Choice Ss Half Parcel ‘;‘4 30
Lace Curtaing WV 1 &)mr each %W
Contains :— 2 pairs effective Diningroom
Curtains, 3} yds. long, 60 ins. wide.

2 pairs exquisite Drawingroom Curtains,
4 vds. long, 2 yds. wide.

2 pairs choice Bedroom Curtains, 3 yds. long,
43 ins. wide. (\\('}:irfe or Eeru) postage paid,

Marvellons Valne. Reliable Goods. Quite Distinet

Diggct FROM THE LOOMS. DIrecr T0 YoOU.
Price Lists may be obtained at the office of this Paper
SAML. PEACH & SONS, The Looms,
Box g684, NOTTINGHAM, Eng. (Est. 1857,

The

Edinburgh Review

No. 424

APRIL, 1908 8vo. Price 6s.

I. Fenelon's Flock.
Il. The Pastoral Industry of the United Kingdom.
lIl. William Pitt, Earl of Chatham.

IV. A Dutch Blue-Stocking and Quaker of the

Seventeenth Century,
V. The Modemn Angler.

VL. Dante in English Literature, from Chaucer to

Cary.

VIL. Mr. Hardy's * Dynasts,”
VIII. On Ugliness in Fiction.
IX. The Politics of Radio-Telegraphy.

X. The Modern Egypt.

XI. The Travels and Poems of Charles Montagu

Doughty.

+XIL Parties and Politics,

39 Paternoster Row -

LONGMANS, GREEN & CO.
London, E.C., England

[‘-"’" Refreshing _...__.....}

To be clean and feel clean
on a hot dusty day—that is
the delightful feeling which
follows the use of

Calvert’s

Carbolic Toilet Soap.
Pure, antiseptic & nicely perfumed.

Fifteen cents a tablet at your Druggist's.
For tral sample send 2 cent stamp to
F. C. CALVERT & Co., 348, Dorchester St.
l West, Montreal.

4

5o
Steedmans

Powders

Relieve FEVERISH HEAT,
Prevent FITS, CONVULSIONS, ete.
Preserve a healthy state of the constitution
during the period of

TEETHING.

Please observe the EE in STEEDMAN.
CONTAIN

NO

POISON
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The new Bailey is worthy of the greatness of modern London and takes rank with th
for which Kurope is celebrated. Frontage, 287 ft. (Old Bailey)and 142 ft. (Newgate St.); &:Oi;zzthz?éﬁe:rgr Justic
ment to top of ustrade, 75 ft.; height of dome to the ball, 195 ft.; bronze figure of Justice, 12 ft. higéh; civ{‘;,

held by luu.ueﬂ tt. long. Figures over entrance representing “ The Recording Angel,” “ Truth” an

soulptured by Mr. F. W, Pomeroy, A.R.A.

"Foruwd.‘!

THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY'S

THE LARGEST VARIETY SPECIAL ATTENTION TQ
THE BEST VALUE COLONIAL ORDERS

The “ESME" 8 button length mousquetaire real kid
gloves, beautiful quality, in black, white, cream,
greys, pastel, beavers, tans, browns, green, plum and
navy, &) cents per pair.

12 button length mousquetaire ditto, $1.09 per pair.
16 button length mousquetaire ditto $1.44 per pair.
2 button length ditto in whité and black only, $1.83.

The “VALLIER" best quality washable French kid,
11 button length mousquetaire, in white, biscuit,
pastel, beaver, tan and grey, £1.60 per pair.

16 btton length mousquetaire ditto, in white only,
£1.08 per pair,

The “ROYAL” 8 button length mousquetaire, best
quality French suede gloves in black only, $1.03
per knir.

12 button length ditto, §1.34.

16 button length ditto, $1.58.

Elbow length mousquetaire chamois gloves, nat-
aral shade, very smart, 71 cents per pair.

Ladies’ 10 button length mousquetaire washable
French doeskin gloves, in white, putty, grey, beaver
and tan, 60 cents per ‘mir. :

Ladies' elbow length mousquetaire superior quality
lisle gloves, in black, white, cream, biscuit, pastel
and beaver shades, 30 cents per pair.

Ladies' 12 button length mousquetaire suede lisle

gloves, in black, white, cream, pastel, beavers, 36
cents per pair. c i
Ladies' 12 button length mousquetaire rich Milanese

«ilk gloves, in black, white, cream, greys, beavers,
browns, reseda, gobelin, plum and navy, 56 cents

per pair.

The “VICTOIRE"” ladies’ fine French kid ¢
hr;»wlns‘ tlnns. pastel, beavers and greys ‘\1\:{}‘0‘.‘\ i
self braid points and 3 press buttons, 60 cent. =%
p:lil’. A Conin per
The “ESME’ 4 button real kid gloves :
quulit{ in black, white, tan, l)um'%r. ;f,?;é}“"“;‘;""
grey. brown, navy, and green sha 55 cante N
-l g shades, 65 cents pee
The “LEBON" 4 button real kid glov
white, pastel, beavers, tans, hr(_)wn:,“ggi'vi“ black
green, plum and wine shade, 73 cents per pu‘ii. -y
The “ESPERANCE’ washable French ki :
only with 8 pearl buttons, 71 cents per mir}d, in whire
_ The “VALLIER” best quality washable Fre .
in white, lavender, grey, pastel, beaver nch ki
brown, 4 pearl buttons, 95 cents per pair. » tan and

Ladies’ washable rainproof cape glove
make, pique sewn, imperial points.bin (E'w’l.‘:“&lish
shade, 2 large white pearl buttons, 69 ul tan

pair. cents per
Ladies’ doeskin gloves, mocha finish. j
tan, grey, and black, with self-stitched i‘&)li'|l1 b«\wr,
sewn, 3 buttons, 60 cents. &8, pique
Chamois leather gloves, matural shad
button 44 cents per pair, gentlemen’s d;‘t- ‘ohdies‘ 2
button, 60 ¢cents per pair. 1 pres
Gentlemen’s washable real reindeer glow,
@

chamois color, British made, 1 S =, 1

per pair. by RESSIE bt Sl.:g
Gentlemen’s real reindeer in tan and

sewn, 1 large press button, $1.19 per pair, — o* Pigue

Write for our Detailed Price List, fully illustrated, post free on application. Remittances, including postage, to be m

International Money Orders, payable

to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, at the General Post Office, London. Only sdsde by

45 and 45a CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, E.C.; and 82 and 83 NEW BOND STREET, w
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DIRECT FROM THE LOOM TO THE CONSUMER.
Write for Samples and Price List (sent Post Free) and Save 50 Per Cent.

ROBINSON & GLEAVER

BELFAST, IRELAND wl &

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

AND FURNISHERS TO

His Gracious Majesty THE KING,
H.R. H. [The Princess jof Wales, :

MEMBERS OF THE ROVAL FAMILY}AND THE 2K
COURTS OF KUROPE. TONRES x>

Supply Palaces, [Mansions, Villas, {Cottages, Hotels, \ VL y
T s
2 o s

Railways, | Steamships, Institutions, Regiments and &
the General Public, direct with every description ‘of ‘ o) -
From the Least Expensive to the Finest in the Werld.

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

LINENS : LinenSheetings, twoyards wide, 46¢. per yard ; 234 yards wide, 57c.
'.'s!‘yard; Roller Towelling, 18 in. wide, gc, per yard ; Surplice Linen, 24¢. per yar(ll -
usters from 78c. Glass Cloths, $1.18 per doz. Fine Linens and Linen Diaper, 23¢. per yard,

Our Special Soft-finished Longcloth from 1oc. per yard. <

iRISH DAMASK TABLE LINEN: Fish Napkins, 74c. per doz. Dinner Napkins,
$1.56 per doz. Table Cloths, two yards square, 74c. ; 2}z yards by 3 yards, $£1.90 each,.
Kitchen Table Cloths, 23c. each. Strong Huckabot_xt Towels, $1.32 per doz. Monograms,
Crests, Coats of Arms, Initials, etc., woven or embroidered, (Special attention to* Club, Hotel or
ACess Orders.)

"ATC""—ESS SHIRTS : With 4-fold fronts apd cu.ﬁs and bodies of fine Longciown, §8.52
the half doz. (to measure, 48c. extra). New Designs in our special Indiana Gauze Oxford
and Unshrinkable Flannels for the Season. OLD SHIRTS made goodlas mew, with;good
materials in Neckbands, Cuffs and Fronts, for $3.36 the half doz. "

IRISH CAMBRIC POCKET HANDKERCHIEFS : “ The Cambrics of Robinson
& Cleaver have a world-wide fame.””—The Queen. ‘“ Cheapest Handkerchiefs I have ever
seen.”’—Sylvia’s Home Journal. Children’s, from 3oc, to $1.18 per doz.; Ladies’, from 6oc.
to $2.76 per doz. ; Gentlemen’s, from 84c. to $3.84 per doz. Hemstitched—-Ladies’, 66¢. to
$8.40 per doz, ; Gentlemen’s, from g4c. to $6.00 per doz.

IRISH COLLARS AND CUFFS: CoLiars—Gentlemen's 4-fold, newest shapes, from
$1.18 per doz. CUFFs—For gentlemen, from $1.66 per doz.. Surplice Makers to West-
minster Abbey,” and the Cathedrals and Churches of the United Kingdom. ‘‘Their Irish
Collars, Cuffs, Shirts, etc., have the merits of excellence and cheapness.'’—Court Gircular.

IRISH UNDERCLOTHING: A luxury now within the reach of all Ladies. Chemises,
trimmed embroidery s6c. ; Nightdresses, gqc. ; Combinations, $1.08. Indiaor Colonial Outfits
from $52.68 ; Bridal Trousseaux from $32.04 ; Infants’ Layettes from $15.00. (See list).

N.B.—All Letter-Orders and Inquiries for Samples should be Addressed :

ROBINSON CLEAVER Belfast, Ireland.

be obtained by Post Card NOTE.—Beware of parties using D
Our C:t:‘l'o:k“:'“ E.:,.dim Magazine, Toronto We employ neimer An:::.::r";nnlhn_
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Tariff Booklet gladly sent on Receipt of application direct or>from-THE ONTARIOTPUBLISHING Co.,3 Ltp., Toro:

HOTEL
ECONOMY

€ In selecting an Hotel,
only the “E is
ECONOMICAL, for
apart from the DIS-
COMFORT of the
second-rate  establish-
ment, the "EXTRAS"
not infrequently make
the total outlay
EQUAL to — if not
MORE than—FIRST-
CLASS HOTEL
CHARGES.

q In Hotel Life the
BEST is SELECT—
SELECT the BEST

*

VISITING ENGLAND

Ensure Luxury with TRUE ECONOMY by making
your headquarters the

HOTEL GREAT CENTRAL
LONDON

RENDEZVOUS of theZBEST CANADIAN
FAMILIES visiting the METROPOLIS

From 'the HEALTH, COMFORT and ECONOMY standpoints the

“GREAT CENTRAL” is LONDON’S FINEST HOTEL. Towering

above the residentiul property in"the™vicinity, it is the highest build

1nrz 'twixt the WEST END area andethe northern heights of London

with the open country beyond. Within a few minutes walk of

Regent’s Park, Hyde Park:and Zoological Gardens, and in touch with all
London via Tube Service immediately adjoining the hotel.

Spacious and comfortable Public Rooms, reposeful Bedrooms, first-
class Cuisine, selected Wines, Table d’Hote, a la Carte, and Grill at very
moderate charges. Orchestras, Concertsevery Sunday evening in Winter
Garden. Theatre’and Ticket Booking Offices. Well-disciplined Services,

Of the FREDERICK HOTELS, LTD.

Which ecomprise HOTEL BURLINGTON, Dover ; ROYAL PAVILIoN HoTgL
Folkstone; SACKVILLE HoOTEL, Bexhill-on-Sea; HOTEL MAJEsTIC
Harrogate ; HOTEL METROPOLE, Whitby; HoTEL RUSSELL, London.

Hotel Or in Europe

The Most C !

N?o.j
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HORROCKSES’

Longcloths
Sheetings

and Flannelettes

are the very best the Old Country can produce.

= -—‘-\‘j

@CKSES’\

. ‘., .‘ k ‘;/«\ | = Ik ——nr i
TATAINSS 'S See the Stamp
s “HORROCKSES”

on the Selvedge.

Obtainable from the principal Stores ia the Dominion.
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Che #iny's Owun Paper
Che Girl's Oun Paper

These two splendid monthlies are of the highest standard of
Jjuvenile magazine literature. They appeal chiefly to the young
people of school age. The best writers of boys’ and girls’
stories contribute to their pages, and every issue is beauti-
fully illustrated. They are full of good stories of school and
home-life, adventure, travel, besides containing articles of a
useful character—the kind in which boys and girls delight.
Subscribe now. New volume begins in November.

Price for each, 10c. per copy, $1.20 per year

Wartnick Brog. & Rutier, Timiten

CANADIAN POUBLISHERS, TORONTO

A Whiskey with a World-Wide Reputation
25

Teachers Highland Cream”

THE PERFECTION OF OLD SCOTCH

S0

WM. TEACHER & SONS

Distillers, Blenders, Exporters Glasgow, London and Manchegter
AT ALL LEADING HOTELS
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Hamulton’s
d Insh

Homespuns

A gentleman to whom we
supplied material for a coat
and vest, says it is the best he
ever had, and that he is very
pleased with it.

A lady writes us that a
coat we have supplied gives
her every satisfaction, and that
she considers we turn out our
work in a generous manner,

From 42 cents yard. A\
Patterns and ¥

booklet free. / !
[
|

B e

to the satisfaction of so
many regular users that
you would do well to
profit by their experience. |l
Ask your Druggist for & 15 cent tin
r ‘_'”"l_ 2 cent stamp for )
F. C. Carverr & Co

2 » 349, Dorcheste .
Street West, Montreal “ ot
R

We guarantee our Home-
spuns hand-spun and hand- S
woven from pure wool only.
> Vegetable dyes. Money re-
'l funded if material or tailor-
made garments are unsatis-
factory.

Address Desk 50

THE WHITE HOUSE

Portrush, Ireland,
Depot for Irish Peasant Industries

sample to

s

T o
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KINGSLEY HOTEL saml .o

HART STREET, BLOOMSBURY SQUARE, LONDON

CI; ] CRAY l lOV‘l‘l? I OPPOSITE THER
I I A BRITISH MUSEUM
GREAT RUSSELL STREET, LONDON
well-appointed and commodi_ous TEMPERA’.\'(‘}Z HOTELS will, it is believed, meet t} >
;]:)de‘:mte chgl‘ses, of those who desire all the conveniences and advantages of the l:lrxi-r(!‘n(\dg}r“n rﬁ{‘:“::l;pa‘:u;l

otels have Passenger Lifts, Electric Light throughout, Bathrooms on every floor, L ge, Spac
glr’le:'eln%. Writing, Reading, Billiard and Smoking Rooms. Heated throughout. ounge, Spacious Dining,

Fireproof Floors Perfect Sanitati Teleph Night Porters
Bedrooms, including attendance, from 3/6 to 6/0.
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 Illustrated Booklet, giving full particulars of Tariff, ete., apply to the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd., T:wrnn(u_ Can,

A LOVELY CLEAR COMPLEXION THE GREAT REMEDY.

ENSURED BY USINGC
SULPHOLINE A v
SKIN LOTION

The standard remedy

of over 35 years
Quickly removes all Skin
Eruptions. Clears off every
Pimple, Blemish or Spot, and

a wonderful cure forEczema. & BH EUMAT'c PI LLs.

Maiu!t'ai:;:h ifh reputhniou a;
the most healthful, soothing an | Strongly recommended by the late Dr. Hasti
cooling lotion for the skin. | , Dr. Ramskill, and other noted d('»cm::unxs.

| | BLAIR'S have proved themselves for many years the best

—A special effect of Sulpholine: To develop and sus-
w’..‘l.m:’ cumplexiva in Sun, Dust, Heat, Frost and Cold Winds. § | cure foxi,gout_ Rheumatism, Lumbago, and Sciatica.
e | rely Vegetable. Su 'd Safe ;
A Eond Ry face: Agents, Lyman Bros., Toronto | | All Chemists and Stores 1/13 and 379 ;\:lf'el')ox.
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The Last Best West

Health, Liberty and Prosperity

Awaits the Settler in the Prairie Provinces of Alberta, Saskatchewan
and Manitoba.

From eastern Canada, the United States, the British Isles and
continental Europe farmers in thousands are yearly flocking to secure

A Free Homestead
160 Acres

which the Canadian Government offers to every man over 18 years of
age able and willing to comply with the homestead regulations.

The Construction of hundreds of miles of new railways has brought
millions of acres within easy access of transportation facilities and
provided employment at remunerative wages for those desirous of
engaging in such labour while waiting for returns from their first
crop. Thousands of free homesteads yet available.  First comers

have first choice.

INFORMATION AND ADVICE

may be freely obtained from

W. D. SCOTT, SUPERINTENDENT OF EMIGRATION,

OTTAWA, CANADA.

J. BRUCE WALKER, COMMISSIONER OF IMMIGRATION,

WINNIPEG, MANITOBA, or

J. OBED SMITH, ASSISTANT SUPERINTENDENT OF EMIGRATION

11-12, CHARING CROSS, LONDON, S.W., ENGLAND.
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LONDON

The Prince of Wales

HOTEL

De Vere Gardens, Kensington,
Hyde Park, W.

For Home Comforts and Cuisine Unsurpassed.
Accommodation for 140 Visitor .

The Prince of Wales Hotel. Situation most fash-
ionable and central for pleasure and business, nearly
opposite Kensington Palace and Gardens, quiet, being
just off the High Street, Kensington, near the Albert
Hall, within a few minutes ride of Hyde Park Corner.

The Prince of Wales Hotel. Terms, inclusive, en

r*.!rs.:.‘:;ﬂy Lotudba: > Te‘;:;;n:e::;':gmn. weekly, single, £2 12s. 6d. ($12.80) and upwards.
. Special reductions this month to families and officers,

Address: Manager Single Bedrooms 4s. 0d. (1.00) Breakfast 2s. 0d. (50¢)

Prince o'asva;es Hotel Luncheon 2s.6d.(60c) Dinner 3s. 6d.(85¢)

. Or daily, with full board and baths 9s. 0d. ($2.20)

De Vere Gardens, The Prince of Wales Hotel. Ladies and gentle-

Kensington, men contemplating taking up or changing their residence

London, W. in London are requested to inspect this residential Hotel.

The DE VERE HOTEL

LONDON LONDON

TH E VERE HOTEL, W
o chg Kensington Gardens, Close to-the Albert Hall.

THE DE VERE HOTEL, W FO!' lerms f
E'D . !'uhionuble‘,-'uod'or.te.f{ En pension terms, 10s, o
($2.50) daily. En pension terms, from_£3 3s. ($15.35) weekly.
Fully Licensed. Choicest Wines and Spirits.

THE DE VERE HOTEL, W. X
Decorated and furnished in the elegant style of a High-class Residential -
Hotel. The Mosaics in the Egyptian Lounge are well worth viewing.

THE DE VERE HOTEL
Lift

all floors.  Electric light, radiators. [Bedrooms centrally heated
Separate tables. Private suites and sitting rooms.
For Tariff, address Manager, De Vere Hotel, Kensington, London, W. S 0
Trelegrams: *‘Improviso, London.’ Telephone : 524, Kensington ee ver.
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LONDON, W.

The Broad-Walk Hotel

DE VERE GARDENS,

KENSINGTON, W.
Tel. No S

In the immediate vicinity of the
BROADWALK,

INCLUSIVE EN PENSION
TERMS 8/= ($2.00) per Day.
BEDROOMS from 3/6 (85c¢.) per Night.

ELECTRIC LIGHT. LIFT TO ALL FLOORS.

Address : Manager, Broad-Walk Hotel, De Vere Gardens, Kensington, W. .

The PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL is a fully-licensed I:Iigh-(j]m

Residential Hotel, with accommodation for 140 Visitors; it is luxuriously
furnished, and has a service so excellent with prices so moderate, that visitors
staying in London for a longer period than a few days often find it to their
interest to reside at the above rather than at the larger and more expensive
centrally-situated Hotels.

The BROAD-WALK HOTEL, though not licensed, is run on Resj-

dential Hotel lines, with ample public rooms, avoiding the objectionable
features of a boarding establishment, yet maintaining the privacy and com-
fort of a family home.

The DE VERE HOTEL, with its strikingly handsome exterior anq

commanding position facing the Kensington Gardens, is a well-known Ken.
sington landmark. It has Public Rooms and Lounges on the Ground Floor,
is fully licensed, and is generally considered to be the most Select, Fashion-
able and Moderate Hotel in the district. Arrangements can be made for
Motor Garage, Stabling, &c., in the immediate vicinity.

Illustrated tariff bookiets can be obtained from the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd., Toronto



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 19
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; The First and Only Complete Edition of

VOLTAIRE’S WORKS

ever published in English bas just been completed by the

CRAFTSMEN OF THE ST. HUBERT GUILD
New translations by WILLIAM F. FLEMING, including the Notes of TOBIAS
SMOLLETT, Revised and Modernized. A Critique and Biography
by the RT. HON. JOHN MORLEY, M. P.

IDESPREAD interest has prevailed in the publication of this great author's works, as it
marks a new era in the world of literature, The real history of Voltaire's life and the
true character of his writings have been denied English-reading people until this work
was translated,

Voltaire is eminent alike as historlan, sage, satirist, wit, philosoober, economist,
dramatist, poet, essayist, as ike cl.um{lun of mental liberty and the foe of In.olerance o ail
its forms. His historical writings are the creation of one who w as the admired friend of the
Sovereigns of his day. Histories written with such opportunities gain in every way, His volumes
on “The Age of Louis XIV** are by the one man best fitted to treat the Grand Monarch and his
environment, v

“*La Henriade" is the greatest masterpiece of Epic poetry ever written and the most eloquent
presentation of religious toleration the world has ever known. His tragedies are the most prized
Classi. s of France, and his Dramas have been played a hundred years,

‘I'he “Philosophical Dictionary”” is the best known of Voltaire’s works. The writings ore
lucid and self-explanatory, an inexhaustible compendium of information and delightful enter-
tainment. He was among the first great Encyclopedists.

Voltaire was the precursor of a new civilization. As much credit must be given him as
any man in all history for the permanent establishment of this great American Republic. There
is scarcely any successful reform movement, among the many to the crecit of the nincteenth cen-
tury, which was not either originated or pioneered by Voitaire.

WOVPU PN PUSUSVSUR VS

-

BUPUUP U UPUP PP

I Atheism and fanaticism are the two
Tiicaire will always be regarded as g_olu of a universe of confusion and horror,
I “ae greatest man in literature, of modern he narrow zone of virtue is between
times, and perhaps even of all times, those two. March with a firm step in that
Gosrns path; believe in God and do o
~—Vorrams
.

FORTY-THREE HANDSOME VOLUMES

Size 817 x 514 inches—13,034 Pages, over 160
illustrations of which 45 are hand colored.

Divided into three sections: Historical, 36 volumes; General Literature, embodying his
dramas in 5 volumes, Poems and Essays in 2 volumes, Introductory and Romances in 4 vol-
umes, and’%iography, comainin§ Biographical Critique of Voltaire, in 5 volumes: Philosophical
Dictionary in 10 volumes. The forty-third volume is an Index. It has been compiled in such a
way that it is in itself a most interesting volume,

THE EDIT'ON The text is printed from a new type, elegant and clear, on specially
made paper., Many of the illustrations are celebrated in the realm of

art as rare examrles of the most exquisite and piquant old French designs, special to the text,
forming in themselves a gallery of famous historic characters, Each

: : volume has a frontispiece
by world-famed masters, . Minute precaution has been taken to bring each feature of the work
up to the stage of perfection,

THE COMPLETE SET SENT FREE FOR APPROVAL

We have bound a very few of these sets in English Basket Buckram (Red) and while the
stock lasts we are going to offer them on these exceptionally low terms: Send the set to you
free for examination and approval, If satisfactory, remit us $3.00 and remit the balance $57.00
in small monthly payments, The Sets are Limited and Numbered, When these few sets are

exhausted the price will be advanced to $172.00. A SPLENDID, MASSIVE LIBRARY OF THE

WORLD'S GREATEST LITERATURE, ALL ON APPRGVAL. No one who possesses library,
large or small, can afford to let this opportunity pass, g b~

S ol ol S RS R R A

REMEMBER— The St. Hubert Guild of Art Craftsmen 3
THERE ARE BUT A Please u::.;‘:: O:hr) 1 duty ch id g

se send » express and duty charges prepaid,
FEW SETS. the corxplelswor};m of \x'uhairc. in F(;rlv-Thﬁ'eﬂr%v‘?‘n‘-» 'Y
umes, bound in Red Basket Buckram. If satisfactory. |
CUT OUT COUPON will remit you $3.00 at once ::nd $3.00 per mn‘m(h,\!or >

SEND TODAY. w 19 months.  If not, | will advise you within ten days.

I Signature

St. Hubert Guild | cesitonce tataress
morhsbops OBy Sl
AKRON. OHIO State...... : cvsssssvess Date
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THE

Bighop Strachan School

WYKEHAM MALL

COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO

His Grace, the Lord Archbishop
of Toronto
FORTY-FIRST YEAR
A CHURCH, RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL
FOR GIRLS
FULL MATRICULATION COURSE AND
ELEMENTARY WORK

President

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
REVJOSWALDIRIGIRY
M_.A. (St. John s College. Cambridge), LL.D,
HEAD MASTER

RIDLEY COLLEGE
St. Catharines, Ont.

View of Upper School
Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely separate.
Universities and for business. Finest

U School {;
rounds in nudnip"' pepees bivt B

80 acres.
REV. J. O. MILLER,iM.A."D.C.L., Principal

ST. MARGARET'S COLLEGE
1494 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO
A COLLEGIATE SCHOOL FOR GlRLS AMID EXCEPTIONALLY FINE SURROUNDINGS

~ ACADEMIC DEPARTMENT-14 teachers of the
highest Academic qualifications, of whom 8 are in resi-
dence, and of these 4 are European trained teachers of
Modern Languages. :
96 VISITING TEACHERS—Music 19, Art 3, Physical
Culture 2, Elocution 1, Domestic Science 1. p
DAILY ATTENDANCE 140, of whom 30 are in resi-
dence : classes average 10 each. - :
PREPARATION FOR THE UNIVERSITY a speci-
alty : extended course for those not contemplating a uuvi-
versity education.

MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,
Principal.

CLASS-ROOMS built specially for the work.

LARGE LAWNS for games and recreal Ful)
size(}i{%tét,ldggrqsé%u‘r;g rink in wiinter. Hon.
: . istinet in its management
schoo! Specialists in every department. from the

RECORD—1905-06: 14 at Universities; 20 passed
amination in Music at Toronto University, winning 11 ;
class honors and 5 2nd class, and 10 at Contervu,oq‘a
Music winning 3 first places in honor lists.

ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET FREE TO ANY ADDRESS
GEORGE DICKSON, M.A.,

Lats Principal Upper Canala Collez—; Torormo Di
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON } e
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Glen Abawr

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

Thorough In all its d:f‘nmrnln Gives careful indl.
vidual attention, and the best physioal, mental and
moral lrunln;..d o

Offers great vantages In Music, Art and Languages.
Native French and German toachers.

Large staff of experienced residontial and visiting Pro-
fessots and Teachers.

Puplls are prepared for the Unl ercities 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 STREET EAST, TORONTO, ONTARIO

Under the joint management of MISS SCOTT,
formerly principal of Girls Department of the Provin-
cial Model School, Toronto, and MISS MERRICK,

formerly of Kingston.
FOR CIRCULAR, APPLY TO MISS SCOTT BRANKSOME HALL

Royal Victoria College

MONTREAL

RESIDENTIAL hall for the women students of McGill University.

A Situated in close proximity to the University buildings and laboratories.
[iStudents of the College are admitted Jto the courses in Arnts 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 Univer-
sity, students are assisted by resident tutors. Gymnasium, skating-rink, tennis-
courts, etc. Scholarships and Exhibitions awarded annually. Instruction in all
branches of music in the McGill Conservatorium of Music.

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS, ADDRESS
THE WARDEN, ROYALVICTORIA COLLEGE, MONTREAL, QUE.
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TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC

ONE OF THE STRONGEST MUSIC SCHOOLS IN AMERICA

Send for New Calendar. EDWARD FISHER, Mus. Doc., Musical Director

— W

- (s (& & o

! 0T 5 et

P - . e ™

COLLRGE BUILDINGS FROM THF SOUTH 75

ST. ANDREW'S COLLEGE

TORONTO
A Canadian Residential and Day School for Boys

\ . WESTBOURNE |
SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

.340 Bloor Street West, TORONTO, CANAD A

Upper and Lower School. Separat i idence.
prepared for Universities. Ro‘;'arl Nelilji::rl;" . Bore

ness Rev. D. Bruce Macdonald, M.A..Cfl":l‘;? ":"*‘ml

A residential and day school, well appointed, well m,
venient. Students prepared for University and Depa rlmcn:‘]alg::m.ind ‘G-
Specialists in each department. Affiliated with the Toronto Con
of Music. Dr. Edward Fisher, Musical Director; F. McGillivray K.
R.C.A., Art Director For announcement and information, add: now
Principal. MISS M CURLETTE, B.A. » MOGTeETE.

BISHOP BETHUNE COLLEGE .

OSHAWA, ONT.
Visitor. the Lord Bishop of Toronto

Preparation for the Young Children also
University Received
For Terms and Particulars apply to the SISTER
in CHARGE, or to

THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE

Major Street, Toronto
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COMPOUND INTEREST

The earning power of compound interest is not as generally understood and appreciated
as it should be. It may be illustrated by the following news item which recently appeared in
in the press:

Al FIVE-DOLLAREIBILL AT INTEREST
(From the Philadelphia Star)

Mr. L. C. St. John of thiscity has a curiosity in his possession in a five-dollar bill which
is 125 years old. He has just gained possession of it, although it was left to him by his
mother, who died some twelve years ago. The bill was given her when a child by a
relative.

It was issued under the Act of July 2, 1770, by the State of Rhode Island, drawing
five per cent. interest per annum, and signed by John Arnold. Figuring compound interest
it is now worth $2,560.

We pay Interest at Three and One-half per cent.
per annum, compounded four times each year.

Deposits are made and withdrawn by mail as easily as you post or receivea letter, Let
us send you our booklet explaining how convenient to you this system is. Write for it to «day.

CANADA PERMANENT MORTGAGE CORPORATION

TORONTO STREET TORONTO

The Excelsior

I.ifeInsurance Co.

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO
Established 1899

INSURANCE IN FORCE - - -s11,32047770 || THE NORTHERN LIFE

1907

Has been the most prosperous
year in the history of

QERETS - ¢ - - 7Y 1,411,33038
RESERVES . . . . . - 127530013 ASSURANCE CO.
ISR fiin s i 427,450.97 |
————— \ It shows substantial increases in
Report for 1907 Shows : every department'of the Company's
Record for security and productiveness of investments ‘  Seb iy
Interest Earnings highest of any Company in Canada, |
Rate of mortality unparallelled for company of same age. SPLEND ID OPENINGS
i t—Interest earni ore th . :
m :?l mmccl:l::f:‘lm:" o me:“e;;n:: | For reliable, producing agents.
of Head Office. 3o ms odl 1 |
Satisfactory profits p-ﬂﬁrftfri i e quinquennials. | e e g
* Agents wanted in all unrepresented places in Canada. S
g e A few choice districts available. Head Office - London, Ont.
DAVID FASKEN EDWIN MARSHALL JOHN MILNE, Managing Director

President General Manager
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up
Reserve Fund and )

Undivided Profits )

- $1,000,000.00

- $1,241,632.26

DIRECTORS

S. L. MOORE, Esq. President

D. E. THOMPSON, K.C,, Vice-Pres.

SIR MORTIMER CLARK, K.C.

HEAD OFFICE,

THOMAS BRADSHAW, Esq.
JOHN FIRSTBROOK, Esq.

JAMES RYRIE, Esq.

TORONTO

W. D. ROSS, General Manager

Every Department of Banking Conducted with Absolute
SECURITY and SATISFACTION.

LETTERS OF CREDIT issued, available in all parts of the world.

EXCHANGE, foreign and domestic bought and sold.

COLLECTIONS given prompt execution,
SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at all branches, interest compounded FOUR

times a year,

Saving i s
aving in Expense
Amongst the features that have gone to
the up-building of the large business written
by The Great-West Life Assurance Com-
pany, not the least important has been the
invariable economy with which the Com-
pany's affairs have been administered. The
following sentence from the Report for 1907,
recently published, bears on this point:
“ Notwithstanding the large increase in
businessour expense ratio is lower than
for any previous year, and this saving in

expenses constitutes an increasing and
important element in our surplus.”

And in every other respect the Great-West
Policies are most attractive. Particulars on

request

THE GREAT-WEST LIFE
ASSURANCE COMPANY

HEAD OFFICE WINNIPEG

BANK OF
HAMILTON

Head Office: Hamilton

—

BOARD OF DIRECTORS
Hon. William Gibson - % - President

J. Turnbull - Vice-Pres. and General Manager
John Proctor Geo. Ruthcrefoard "

Hon. J. S. Hendrie, CV.O.  Cyrus A, Birge
C. C. Dalton

Paid up Capital - - $ 2,500,000
Reserve - = - - « 2,500,000
Total Assets, over - 30,000,000

The Bank of Hamilton invites the accounts
of Firms, Corporations and Individuals,

—_—

CORRESPONDENCE SOLICITED
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fThe Greatest and Best Year

In spite of industrial storms and widespread financial depression, which
were felt in Carada as elsewhere during the past year,

marched steadily forward, and instead of losing ground or even holding its own,

Wrote a much larger volume of business in 1907

than in any one year in the Company's history, closing its books December 24th,
1907, with $7,081,402 for the year and with $51,091,848 insurance in force !

Every dollar paid by policyholders beyond what is actually needed is
returned to them in profits. During 1907 this Company paid

I Cashi 10 118 DONHCYHOIAErs & .8 n diiseovs s ovsins oos $ 80,805
And added to surplus for their security ................ $300.341
Making net profits earned for 1907 .. ..vviiinunn.nn 4 $381.146

For the five years ending with 1907, it paid to

Palicyholders inCaght . .. .. ds o5 ceon ittt ionearocsesaig | I9LUTY 168
Added to surplus for their security .o......o0vvnii . 81,022,785
Net profits earned for five years ...................... $1,435.050

Of all the Company’s assets (amounting at the close of last year to
$11.656,410) no less than 9214% conmsist of First Mortgages, Municipal and
School Debentures and Bonds and Loans on its own policies—all the very best
and choicest of Securities. !

This accounts for the fact—as rare as it is creditable—that since the

Company’s organization in 1869 not a dollar received from its policyholders has
been lost through investments !

HEAD OFFICE, WATERLOO, ONT.

ROBERT MELVIN, President. GEO. WEGENAST, Managing Director.
Ww. H. RIDDELL, Assistant Manager. CHAS. RUBY, Secretary.
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ASSURANCE = HEAD OFFICE.
COMPANY. Hamicron

TheWise Man's

CANADA.

“Anchor’_

L3

1s A PoLicY oF

LIFE ASSURANGE

INA STRONG AND CAREFULLY MANAGED COMPANY. A

‘TPry
ooy
P L Ll o o ol o il it ,’/,,,”’,’[

S b e - ‘
T T S T I R XX
S XX g X X g X a Xa Xa X o X XaXe Xg Xg Our Stock comprises the finest

)
assortment of

Leather Goods

Ladies’ Bags, Purses, Portfolios, etg

InK Stands |

Wood Base, Crystal Botties—complete |ing

CALCEE TR D,
B

ﬂmmr eollecting is instructive and fascir ating. and is within the

reach of everyol Stamps judiciously bought are a splendid invest-

t  Start a collection now with one of these packets, 50 Picture e

Stamps from t tish Colonies, including views of Waterfalls, F A C

S . Cities, #te.: pletures of animals and birds, all different; ine rt a endars
Price, 53c. 500 different. A’Jwru.m,.nw collection of I'.rna)h .

Colonial stamps. Price. only 200 different Colonials, $2.00; d P

100 different, ﬁu 50 different, Price 10c. Our stock is unsurpassed. an lCtureS

THE ROYAL STAMP ALBUM Beautiful Range

The latest and finest album published in the world. This beautiful
slbum contains spaces for ,:.lguuv «ge stamps, including all stamps of
Ti

King Bdward lssues ce. $2.00, $3.00 and upwards. Se nd
2 #] for booklet and sample page et -
] OMEAP SETS OF FINE 8STAMPS Dlat 1€S 1908
5 Bermuda, 10c., 15 lmh}, w-,,lw Jamaica,
A St. Loeia, 10¢.,8 T 4
‘X y 4 ‘1.‘..| L] Ofﬂce and Pockﬂt

v, 10

10¢., 7 4
dland, 10c., 10

, 5 West Australia, 6c.

COLONIAL STAMP CO. ‘ B RU w N B R
Publishers and Btamp Dealers UTHE R s
953 E. 534 8t., | X

CHICAGO, U.5.A. Estab, 1882 LIMITED
Complete Stationery Warehouse :
51-53 Wellington St. W.,, Torontg

PRI L T OO TR TR R R P 7
0.00.“’“.“’“.“.“.“.“.“.“’“.“‘“.“‘0
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ASSETS
$7.805'847

CAPITAL (susscrisen) $2:500:000

CAPITAL (pai0 up) $1:500-000
RESERVE FUND #%)-100:000

CENTRAL
CANADA

LOAN, & SAVINGS;
 GoOMPANY,
~ TORONTO

DEPOSITS RECEIVED
AND DEBENTURES
ISSUED

=

Where Shall I Place My

[ife Insurance?

You OUGHT to place it
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COBALT: A MISTAKEN IDOL

BY FREDERIC ROBSON

"[‘HREE vears ago the clock that
times the mining fevers for Ca-
nada struck twelve. People smiled,
the same people who had lived
through the days when Rossland and
Klondyke were words on the popular
tongue. They knew that the silver
erazes were over in America, but they
reckoned badly.

Up in Northern Ontario a geolo-
gist named Willet Miller happened
along’one day,and he picked
up some pieces of glittering
rock with blue streaks run-
ning through them. ‘We
ghall call this place after
the blue,”’ he said; ‘‘we
ghall eall it Cobalt.”” That
wae very near the beginning
of the Cobalt fever.

Cobalt, as the world has
found it expedient to know,
lies some three hundred
miles north of Toronto. In
its widest meaning the name
stands for the entire district
which embraces the town-
ship of Coleman and goes

ibly further and takes
in the whole silver bearing
%

area in Northern Ontario, south of
Larder Lake.

When I was up in that district in
summer time, the rush was at its
height. Accommodation at the hotels
and on the trains was sorely taxed
and the seeker after metals received
as gloomy a reception to the Cobalt
field as the most pessimistic old pros-
pector ever could draw in the foreible
language of the mining camp. It

THE WATER CART, A FAMILIAR SIGHT IN COBALT



A STREET SCENE IN COBALT

was pouring rain when our train
pulled into the Cobalt station. We
tumbled out in the most disconsolate
of spirits, and tramped through pools
and garbage heaps to the hotel, where
steaming edibles helped to smother the
sensation caused at the first sight of
a silver camp.

As a municipality, Cobalt is a fail-
ure. Some first settler, if anyone
knows who he was, had the bad sense
to erect his home on possibly the worst
piece of ground that holds up a town
any where in America. As it stands
to-day, there are no real streets. Huge
chunks of rock in the middle of the
road play havoe with the horse and
vehicle that attempt a passage over
them. Garbage is thrown into the
back yards; cows and pigs feed on the
refuse lying along the main street.
There is no local water to drink. Near-
ly every drop consumed is brought
from Montreal and sold at fifty centsa
gallon. Fuel sells at exorbitant prices.
Rents even of shacks run from fifty
dollars to sixty dollars a month.
There is no drainage, few sidewalks,
searcely any fire protection of an ade-
quate sort. On the other hand, Co-
balt excels in many features where
other mining camps have failed. Obe-
dience to the law, however, is the rule
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of the day. The history of Cobalt
has been free from the serious tur-
moil or violence that is generally
incident to mining camps. Takin'g
into consideration the fact that thous.
ands of men of varying temperaments
from all parts of the earth have been
gathered at the camp for the last
three years and that confusion is al-
ways liable to arise out of the staking
of claims, it is perhaps more than
remarkable that serious frietion has
not ocecurred. There have sometimes
been differences, but the arguments
have always been settled in the courts
of law.

Cobalt is a temperance town. Not
a drop .of liquor is dispensed legally
from one year’s end to the other. The
results have been most fortunate for
its well being and reputation. The
only place where a strong drink can be
secured by the miners is at Hailey-
bury, four miles distant. Cobalt, ney-
ertheless, boasts of a mayor and coun-
cil, post-office, telegraphs, banks, excel.
lent schools, churches, stores and a
railway that connects twice a day with
North Bay, from which all parts of
the Dominion and the United States
may be reached with speed and com-
fort. Yet when all the virtues and all
the failings of the town of Cobalt are



SILVER STREET, COBALT

summed up, it remains that the only
reason for its existence lies in the
mines that dot the hills for miles a-
round. Were they to run dry, the
town would shrivel up and pass away
in a twinkling.

It is the mines that have startled
the world, that have surprised Wall
street, that have by their freak yields
made obsolete the works of seience on
silver ores. It is after all the mines
that our money is in, and on whose
bloated stock we have already planned
to spend our days in philanthropie
pursuits.

How Cobalt came to be found is due
probably to three causes: the explora-
tions of the Government geologists,
the entrance of the Temiskaming and
Northern Railway into the region, and
the enterprise of wandering prospec-
tors. It was in November, 1903, that
the attention of Prof. Miller, the pro-
vineial geologist of Ontario, was called
to the rumors of vast ore beds existing
in Coleman township. In company
with Prof. Parks, of the Dominion
Government Survey, he undertook to
prove the truth or falsehood of these
stories, which on the surface were so
alluring, and accordingly set out for
this remote corner of New Ontario.

The reports made by these gentle-
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men were remarkably accurate as has
been subsequen'tly proved. They
stated that the surface of Coleman
township was undulating, partly
rocky, partly drift-covered, well wood-
ed and interspersed with small lakes.
Though making no precise statements
regarding the presence of bodies of
ore, they held that it was a matter of
only a few years when every foot of
the land would be prospected, with
the probability of finding important
deposits of ores anywhere among the
rocks. It was not, however, until the
preliminary work of building the
Temiskaming and Northern Railway
was in progress that any startling hint
was given to the world of the immense
bodies of silver ore which existed close
to Cobalt Lake. For some months the
railway construction men had been
blasting their way through rocks
which glistened with silver veins, vel
they did not value the lumps for other
purposes than most excellent railroad
ballast. . At one place on’the road
they cut through the end of a cliff
from which hundreds of thousands of
dollars’ worth of silver has since been
taken. The blackened, heavy, rough
fragments were cursed as intolerable
barriers to a railway. Had you men-
tioned that the ballast for the track
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was worth about five thousand dollars
a ton, what a laugh there would have
been! Meanwhile the construction
task was rushed ahead, and millions
went begging for an owner.

Two weeks later a couple of lumber
contractors who had the job of laying
the ties over a section of the T. and
N. O. strolled into the woods near the
end of Cobalt Lake, just to see what
the place was like. They came out
millionaires. On a little rise of ground
toward which their footsteps took
them a silver vein had indiscreetly
poked its head above the surface of
the ground. The spot was marked,
and in a day or two, an application
form to the Mining Registry Office
had been despatched with the signa-
tures of Messrs. McKinley and Dar-
ragh. Their property has netted
them several fortunes, and it gives no
sign of playing out.

A French-Canadian blacksmith was
the next to make a discovery. He had
signed with the railway contractors
under the name of Larose. If you
meet him to-day on the streets of
some eastern city or lolling in the com-
forts of a Pullman car, he will tell you
that one day four years ago he was
busy at his forge, which had been
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erected at the northern end of Cobalt
Lake, when he spied a red fox in a
nearby bush. It was a very impudent,
curious sort of fox, and it jarred on
his tired nerves. He resented being
watched even by a fox, and so, pick-
ing up his hammer, he flung it with
might and main at Reynard. The
latter, it may be inferred, saw Mr. La-
rose’s hostile demonstration, and
when the hammer arrived, was some
distance away, and proceeding on ap-
parently urgent business. Now mark
what followed: Had Larose thrown
something worthless at that fox, he
might never have been the discoverer
of a great mine. But he threw a
good hammer, and therefore felt call-
ed upon to go over to where it lay.
He saw that the hammer had struck
a rock and that the blow resulted in
a bright metallic streak, which he at
first attributed to be lead in the ore.
But there were subsequent investi-
eations, and samples of the ore sent to
Toronto showed a very high grade of
silver in paying quantities. Thus it
came that the combination of g
French-Canadian blacksmith, a ham.
mer and a fox worked another dis.
covery of surpassing importance.
Early in May, 1904, two locations

T. AND N. O. STATION AT COBALT, AND A VIEW OF THE TOWN



COBALT:

were made by Mr. W. G. Trethewey

and from these the Trethewey and
Coniagas Mining Companies have
evolved. It isinteresting to note that

the name of the latter, a peculiar but
distinctive one, is made up from the
chemical symbols of cobalt, silver,
nickel and arsenic—co-ni-ag-as. These
properties, with the Nipissing mine,
were the only ones to make shipments
during 1904, As a matter of fact,
steel rails were not laid as far as the
mines until October, 1904, and the
shipments began in November. Never-
theless in two months of that year,
158 tons of ore, containing 296875
ounces of silver, worth $111,887, were
sold and shipped.

After that, discovery followed dis-
covery in rapid succession, so that the
production of the year 1905 amounted
to 2,451,356 ounces from 2,144 tons
of ore. The production for 1906 has
been given as worth $4,000,000 from
5,129 tons. For 1907 the worth of the
ore up to the first of July equalled
that of the whole of 1906. So that to
the present, with development cover-
ing only two years, Cobalt silver has
brought mine owners over ten millions
in cold cash. That Cobalt will live
for at least twenty years more with
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the same evidences of vigor that it is
showing at present, seems to be the
opinion of mining engineers who are
conversant with the region.

A word as to fake mines: When in
Cobalt I found that the owners of
genuine mines were the bitterest de-
nouncers of the wild-cat propositions
that have oe casionally been sprung on
an unsuspecting public. The public
should not infer that because the re-
putable mining concerns have been
counterfeited that there are no genu-
ine properties in the district. There
are nearly two score properties that
are undoubtedly valuable, and there
are perhaps two score more companies
exploiting mines that to-day only give
fair encouragement of lwcmumg pay-
ing propositions which may turn out
either way. Some thirty of the mines
are shippers, and a few are sending
out sufficient ore to pay handsome
returns on the investment.

In addition to the known wealth of
Cobalt there are believed to be even
greater riches in the Larder lake and
Montreal river districts. In fact, the
mining history of Canada has only
started, and what the result will be no
man can determine. Certain it is that
the Cobalt section has ‘“made good.""

COBALT FIRE HALL ON COBALT LAKE.

MINING BUILDINGS OPPOSITE
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THE HOSPITAL, COBALT

and will add millions to the wealth of
the world. What will be the good or
bad fortune of the thousands of hardy
prospectors scattered all over the more
remote sections of New Ontario no one
can tell.

At the present writing, the Cobalt
““idea’’ is passing under a cloud. In
spite of the visit of the American Min-
ing Engineers Society to the field and
their earnest commendation of the dis-
trict as a whole, the public does not
seem to have had any desire to follow
with its money. No doubt the general
state of the money market is partly
accountable for this, but in the main
it is due to the utter collapse of what
was known a year ago as ‘‘The Cobalt
Boom.”” Canadian and American
towns and cities have contributed with
lavish and foolish hands to the flota-
tion of Cobalt properties, and it is
among the Canadian people that the
truest indications may be found as to
the rock bottom estimate of Cobalt as
it stands to-day.

The name of the place which was
pronounced glibly by the bank clerk
and even the well-to-do newsboys some
few months ago, is now foreign to
ninety-nine out of a hundred conver-
sations. The ordinary man with a
fow hundred dollars, who ran pell-
mell for ‘‘silver shares,”” a moment

ago as time is counted,
shrugs his shoulders to-day
and tells you in a whisper
that he was “‘bitten.”” And
there has undoubtedly heen
a great deal of soundness in
the attitude of that man of
the street.

The foolish seramble for
an interest in this myster-
ious district was the oppor-
tunity for certain promoters,
who saw the route the sheep
preferred to take, and set
their traps accordingly.
Cobalt has had as many
“ywild-cats’’ exploited to the
square acre as any mining
district that has ever been
raised as an idol before the gaze of the
public. Thousands of dollars have
passed from the hands of the unwise
to the coffers of smiling brokers whose
only elaim to either the title of broker
or a knowledge of mining sprang up
with the Cobalt fever. The number
of those who have invested blindly
drawn by glittering ad\'ertisement‘s:
and who would now sell out at half
the ““ground floor price’’ which they
paid for the stock is legion. The eo-
terie of lucky ones who happened to
have bought stock in mines that prov-
ed to be dividend payers are the
needle in the mining speculator’s hay.
stack. This latter class, the fortunate
few, has always been the bait used to
draw others on, and so it has been
mostly the case in the flotation of the
Cobalt stocks. Brokers who have
never been within twenty miles of
their property and who very often
know next to nothing about mining
have adopted the scheme of issuing
gorgeously colored literature deserip-
tive of their holdings. If you ealled
at their offices, you would see samples
of ore containing gold, silver and cop.-
per strewn liberally about the desks,
and the stock seller would carelessly
chip you off a few leaves of the silver,
and tell you that the company expect-
ed to be shipping that sort of stuff

S A
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from the mine in a few months. Many
have fallen a prey to such reasoning
and have drawn from the bank their
last hundred, in the same spirit that a
man would give the ‘‘bookie’’ his last
dollar. Thousands of comparatively
r young men and their seniors,
who had better have paid off the last
note on the mortgage, came under the
spell of the New Ontario mining fev-
er. Since then, however, they have in
truth seen the day of repentance.
To invest in a Cobalt mine that is
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shipping ore and paying good divi-
dends is a pretty fair investment, with
certain risks attached, which are nat-
urally incident to all undertakings
withspeculativefeatures. Butthe put-
ting of money into the prospective
mine, whose only claim to the name of
““mine’’ is the presence of some sil-
ver outeropping, is something that
had better be left to those ‘““‘on the
spot,”” who have some knowledge of
mining and who are acquainted with
the men behind the proposition.

JUNE

By S. A. WHITE

Into this night there steals a serenade,
Some wilding song or dryad’s flute of gold,
Some June-time love that in its grave is laid,
But, formless, comes to thrill me as of old.

Within the coppice where the tender moon
Makes silver pages of the birchen trees,

Its score is writ in melodies that swoon,
All incense-filled, upon the starlit breeze.

Love’s own sweet way lies on the Upland Vales,
‘ The starry heights which men of earth call dream;
As Argonauts upon night's purple trails
Our hearts go out to test the treasured theme.

If Hope would smile when comes its parting hour,
If Trust would tarry while it says good-bye,

If Love held June-time like the frailest flow’r,
There never need be any rue or sigh.

On Upland Vales the rose forever blows ;
There June is endless, dreamy and divine ;
There Faith’s clear stream in even tenor flows,
And all this joy is yours, love, yours and mine!



THE PSYCHOLOGY OF GOSSIP

BY ]J. D. LOGAN, Ph.D.

ONE of the genuine pleasures of life

is that of satisfying intellectual
curiosity. This pleasure is peculiarly
piquant when derived from tracing
remote but essential connections be-
tween seemingly unlike natural or
spiritual phenomena. Would not any
layman be delighted to disecover, for
instance, that there is an essential
identity between a cow and a whale?
To the ordinary man of adequate edu-
cation a cow is a hairy quadruped, a
domesticated ‘‘animal,”” while a
whale, in all likelihood, would be de-
scribed as a ‘‘fish.”” If identity at all
were to be admitted by the ordinary
man, both the cow and the whale
would be denoted as vertebrates, but
the latter would be viewed as having
all the semblances of a fish. Zoology,
however, places both under the pro-
vince of vertebrates and in the class
mammals : both suckle their young;
and for science this is their character-
istic identity.

Just so in the spiritual realm: there
is an essential identity between the
gossip and the genius. To the ordin-
ary man no two beings seem so far
apart; for the one exhibits a low form
of mentality and the other astonishes
by the originality and creative powers
of his mind. Psychology, however, ob-
serves that the contents of the con-
sciousness of each are produced by
neural processes which work in 13he
same way, with the same spontaneity
and tendency to reproduce every frag-
ment of past experiences. For science
the mind of the gossip has a charac-
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teristic identity with the mind of the
genius, because both think by ‘‘total
recall.”’

Now, what seems so formidable un-
der its title will easily turn out to be
a popular study of the workings of
the human mind. Primarily the study
will satisfy intellectual curiosity. In-
cidentally it will enable us to under-
stand the characters in some of our
comic literature, and will humanize
our judgments of a special class of
our fellows. For the gossip habit may
be idiotie, amiable or scandalous; but
in all its forms the problem is the
same : namely, to discover how certain
minds from the thought of one thing
pass to all sorts of remote connections,
sane and silly, rational and grotesque,
relevant and irrelevant, with other
things. When we discover this — the
cause of gossip — we shall learn a
piquant fact about the human mind,
and see that those of our fellows
whom we designate as garrulous old
women, or slaves of literal fact, and
those whom we designate as scandal-
mongers, are at fault in the mind, not
in the heart, and that they are rather
to be pitied than condemned, because
their garrulity and scandalizing are
the natural and inevitable outcome of
peculiar brain processes.

Literature happens to contain many
cases of the harmless or amiable gos-
sip. The classic examples are the
Nurse in Shakespeare’s ‘‘Romeo ang
Juliet’’ (see Act 1, scene 3), Miss
Bates in Jane Austen’s ‘“‘“Emma,’’
Mrs. Poyser in George Eliot’s ‘‘ Adam

P ——— 4
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Bede,"”” and many minor characters in
Dickens’ novels. But I shall here use,
for my case, one of the ‘‘speeches’’ of
Mrs. Sampson from Fergus Hume's
‘““The Mystery of a Hansom Cab.”
Hear how she runs on endlessly from
the thought of one thing to the
thought of another, recalling every
item of her experience, relevant and
irrelevant:

‘“Not having any cake, through not
being forewarned as to the time of ar-
rival — though it is not often I am
taken by surprise—except as to head-
ache, which, of course, is accidental
to every person—I have not got any-
thing but bread and butter, the baker
and the grocer being all that could be
desired, except in the way of worry-
ing for their money, which they think
that since I keep my bank in the
house, like Alladin’s Cave, as I have
read about in the Arabian Nights, I
myself having gained it as a prize in
English in my early girlhood, being
then considered a scholar and indust-
rious—"’

Mrs. Sampson is positively comie.
What interests and entertains us,
however, is not her garrulity as such;
but the surprising workings of what
we may call her mental switchboard;
for the transitions and directions of
her thought resemble nothing so much
as they do a complicated system of
mechanism controlled by a switch-
board. As it were, her ‘“train’’ of
thought is shunted from one track to
another, up-and-down, ecriss-cross,
hither-thither—in all directions auto-
matically. And the fun for the listen-
er is in chasing after her train of
thought, and in always being surpris-
ed by unexpected, remote and incon-
sequential transitions from one line
of thought to another, from one topic
to another.

Mrs. Sampson’s type of mind is of
the kind which we describe as ““origi-
nal.”’ Yet,uwenhallﬂmtherein
nothing more unorigin origin-
ality, because so-called original ideas
simply well up from the depths of

wJro7

consciousness in obedience to the
workings of associated brain pro-
cesses. And the essential difference
between the gossip mind and the orig-
inal mind is that the latter ignores all
trivial, grotesque and irrelevant sug-
gestions and conserves only those
which bear strictly on the topic, end,
or problem in review. The thoughts
of the gossip have connection, but not
coherence; the thoughts of the genius
have connection, coherence and unity :
but the matter of their thoughts, the
contents of their minds, are in both
supplied spontaneously by a peculiar
congeries of associated brain pro-
cesses. Let us consider the nature and
workings of these processes as mod-
ern psychology explains them.

In the view of the older psycholo-
gists the baby, as it grows, gradually
puts its universe together from bits
of experience, as if the infant at first
knew and identified this objeet, that
object, and another, and then related
them into the parts of the system of
things we call the world. In the mod-
ern view the process of coming to
know a world of related objects is
rather one of analyzing a whole into
recognizable parts. The baby’s uni-
verse at first is, in William James'’
celebrated phrase, ‘“one big blooming
buzzing confusion’’—not a more or
less clearly perceived number of sin-
gle, separate objects; and the baby’s
method of getting an ordered worl
ohril:red %ereeptiom ::g idtel:' bo
things, is by painfully taking the big
blooming buzzing eonfusion of par-
ents, nurse, fists, toes, milk bottle and
what not to pieces, just as a boy takes
a clock to pieces to see how it is made.
The first process of the mind, then, in
acquiring knowledge is called by mod-
ern psychologists ‘‘dissociation.’’

But the baby, as it grows, would
not get very far on the road to know-
ledge if it only discriminated aspects
or elements of the world it sees, hears,
touches and tastes. It must learn to
make all sorts of re-combinations of
the discriminated elements; or, as a
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matter of fact, it does this naturally,
spontaneously. This process of re-
construction, of re-combination, is
called by psychologists ‘‘ association.”’
But, as we shall see immediately, asso-
ciation is not, as with the older psy-
chologists, strictly a mental process;
it is now viewed as essentially a cere-
bral or mechanical process—an activ-
ity of the brain, not of the mind. And,
before we proceed, let us remember
that this cerebral process is also the
elementary basis of memory and vol-
untary thinking.

We may see the nature and work-
ings of association by reflecting on
one or two familiar instances. Con-
sider first the most familiar of all—
recalling the name of a person. To-
day you meet X on the street and he
takes you by the hand, greeting you
genially. You reply in the same cor-
dial manner, but you cannot recall his
name. You say good-bye, and imme-
diately begin to go over in your mind
all the possible places where you
might have met X before, and all the
persons with whom you might have
met him. The name is just on the tip
of your tongue; but no, it escapes
you; at last you give the matter up
and go on about your business. Three
weeks later you are on the street again
or at your desk, with your thoughts
completely away from the problem of
the name of X, when all of a sudden
the name pops into your mind and
escapes from your tongue, for no rea-
son that you can discover.

Consider, again, an instance which
is equally familiar, but which works
out in another way. Your wife says
to you: ‘“‘John, I want you to buy a
49A spool of Clark’s silk thread, sal-
mon shade, which, please, bring with
you when you come home at noon for
luncheon. But you are so forgetful
that I am going to tie a sample of the
thread around the index finger of
your hand; then you can’t forget my
commission.”” Your wife is a good
psychologist. She understands that
the thread on the finger will be seen

frequently, and the oftener it is seen
the more frequently will you think of
your commission, until it will be prac-
tically impossible for you to forget it;
and sure enough you do bring home
the required spool.

Now, this second instance of what
is improperly called association of
ideas explains the first instance. The
problem is to understand how the
sight of one object calls up the mem-
ory of another object. Modern psy-
chology submits that there can be no
solution of this problem if we view
the mind as an entity in which we can
‘“pigeon-hole’’ simple ideas, separate
and unrelated, and pick them out of
their resting places just when want-
ed: for there would thus be no ex-
planation of the spontaneous and sud-
den appearance of an idea long after
we had given up the search for it, as
happened in the instance of the name
to be recalled. But modern psychol-
ogy does offer a sensible explanation.
To-day this science is more or less
psychological in method, and its fun-
damental formula is: ‘‘No psychosis
without neurosis.”” That is to say, all
our mental processes are conditioned
or caused by brain processes.

Whereas, then, the older psycholo-
gists held that ‘‘ideas’ are associated
in the mind, modern psychologists
submit that not ideas but ‘‘objects’”
are associated in experience ; and that
these objects leave in the brain sub-
stance or neural system relatively in-
delible impressions. Every objeet
leaves its mark in the way of a “‘brain
tract’’; and so when two or more ob-
jects are associated thus, a network
of brain tracts is formed. Conse-
quently, when later on one of the past
associated objects is again seen or
heard, or experienced in any way, this
repeated impression starts a move-
ment along and through the associat-
ed brain tracts until, as in the case
of a name of a person, when we are
not thinking of the second or absent
object at all, when in fact we have
dismissed it from our thoughts alto.
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gether, into our mind it saunters, im-
pertinently, lackadaisically.

The truth of this doctrine is proved
by the case of the wife’s commission
and the thread on the finger. For
what was associated were brain im-
pressions caused by the voice of the
wife, and the unusual sight of the
thread on the finger. The frequent
sight of the thread kept the original
brain tract open or active. The brain
served as a switchboard and shunted
the idea on ome track over to and
down another tract; and with the
train of ideas thus constantly mov-
ing, it was impossible for the com-
mission to be forgotten.

We may, then, put this down as a
fundamental law of psychology: The
materials of our thoughts, the con-
tents of our minds, our memories of
past experiences, and the order of our
ideas, are the outeome of mechanical
processes in the brain. That is to say,
whatever we think of, no matter how
remote in connection with present ex-
periences, is conditioned and caused,
not by pure mind, but by automatie
variations in associated brain proces-
ges. This is called the law of ‘‘neural
habit.”’

This law, however, only partially
explains the comical absurdity of Mrs.
Sampson’s garrulity; it tells us only
that her brain is responsible for the
remarkable  transitions of her
thoughts, the originality of her ideas.
It does not explain how Mrs. Samp-
son’s type of mind differs from the
ordinary mind. To the first law we
must add another and somewhat sub-
sidiary law, namely—Unless some out-
ward impression, sound, sight, or sen-
sation of touch, attract and divert the
current of our ideas, or unless some
of the brain processes are, through
past experience, more intimately and
habitually associated than others, the
mind must recall and reproduce every
fragment of experience, once a brain
tract is set in motion by an impres-
sion or reflection. This is called the
law of ‘‘total recall.”

109

As it happens, however, most minds
do not work according to the law of
‘“total recall.”’ For the reasons given
—irrupting outward impressions or
inward obstructing tendencies in the
brain tracts—most of us are saved
from the jungle of connections in our
thoughts which characterize Mrs.
Sampson’s type of mind. Yet we
may note the {endency present in our
own minds by considering what actu-
ally goes on there when, for instance,
we are writing an essay or making a
speech. Is it not true that in these
cases all sorts of absurd ideas, comie
suggestions, grotesque images, utterly
irrelevant and unworthy reflections
enter our minds along with the sane,
serious and relevant; but we make our
essay or speech coherent and unified
by rejecting the former and affirming
and using only the latter. Yet what-
ever the worth of the contents of our
minds in the time of composition and
expression, the silly and the sane, the
irrelevant and the relevant have pre-
cisely the same genesis—namely, the
tendency of the mind to reproduce
experience by total recall.

In the gossip and the genius this
tendency is extreme. In the most of
us it is the merest tendency; and be-
hold, we have only prosaic minds!
But if by grace of nature we are thus
saved from being gossips, bores or
scandal-mongers, at the same time we
are prevented from belonging to that
body of exceptional and eccentrie per-
sons we call geniuses. For what makes
a genius is the tendency of his brain
processes to take all sorts of eccentrie
directions and thus, like a divining-
rod, discover in the depths of con-
sciousness those remote but rational
connections which astonish ordinary
minds.

There are two other species of the
gossip which we must consider briefly.
A comical interest belongs to the
harmless or amiable ‘‘clattering’’ of
the kind of gossip mind represented
by Mrs. Sampson, or Miss Bates in
Jane Austen’s ‘‘Emma,”’ or the
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Nurse in ‘‘Romeo and Juliet’’; be-
cause the transitions of their thoughts
are so ingenious and remote, the con-
trasts, consequently, so unexpected
and absurd; and contrasts of this sort
are the fundamental basis of comic
perception. The other two species
have no exemplars in literature; they
are found solely in life. They are
the bore and the scandal-monger.

The bore, that is, the slave of literal
fact, who recounts every detail of his
experience in the most dry and fanei-
less manner, could not be admitted
into literature, simply because his ut-
terly uninteresting talk would repel,
and spoil the narrative. Usually
these fanciless gossips are men who
revere every fact equally. Of eourse
they are harmless because they deal
only in reminiscences of local and
personal history. Their formula for
an opening is—‘‘I remember when I
was—’'" Their stories and narratives
are insufferably long-drawn-out, and
are always without point. Here again
total recall is at work. But there is
a lack of piquaney in their gossip for
two reasons: first, the poverty of their
experience is so great that they have
nothing but the narrowest and most
unromantie facts of loeal or personal
history to reproduce; and, secondly,
their own interest in their experience
is diffused equally over every part of
it, and when reproduced, is done so
without variety or contrast — it is
nothing but a slow, deadly treadmill
of flat reminiscences. And to write
about them is as uninteresting and
uninspiring as the treadmill of their
own minds. Therefore let us turn to
the third species of the gossip, which
if he is a reprehensible member of so-
ciety, he is at least interesting in his
mental processes and in his familiar
haunts and works. I mean the secan-
dal-monger. ;

At the outstart we may lay it down
as a principle that from the mental
(or moral) point of view there is with
the genuine scandal-monger no inten-
tion to do harm. For there are two
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types of this class of human beings,
There is the ‘‘simon-pure’’ gossip—
the frequenter of Dorcas societies,
sewing circles, thimble-teas, and coun.
try grocery stores. Then there is the
really vicious scandal-monger, who on
hearing a man defamed or scandaliz.
ed runs to him with tales, consider.
ably enlarged and colored, of what
was said about him. This is the poi-
son of the serpent; the intention is to
sting, wound, poison and stir up hat-
red and strife.

But the genuine gossiper of scandal
is one who essentially suffers from
lack of variety and intensity of in.
terests. Now, there is nothing so in-
teresting as the life and sins of human
creatures; and nothing else affords so
piquant a topic of conversation as
these, chiefly because a man’s life and
his sins, being really private concerns
of an individual who would conceal
their inner side, have the character of
what is known as ‘‘news.”’ But who
is so important in his own eyes or in
the eyes of others as a news-bearer?
Really, then, the genuine scandal-
monger means only to be a news-mon-
ger. For those who lack a broad var.
iety and deep intensity of interests
there is nothing else to talk about,
save local social history and the lives
and characters of their neighbors.

This, however, explains only part
of the matter. How shall we account
for the peculiar working of the men-
tal switchboard of the scandal gossip-
er? The explanation is that, as we
say, he likes to hear himself talk.
Now, this is only another way of say.
ing that the mind of the seandal-
monger works by total recall. For
we note that his talk passes from the
pettiest detail to the most alarming
moral recriminations. The subject of
discourse—the victim—may be A, B,
C or D, good, bad or indifferent char.
acters; yet each is satisfactory as a
theme for the scandalizer. But it all
happens to be mere talk, mere repro-
duction of fragments of experience
seen or heard; the incidents of a day’s
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or a week’s experience rush to the
mind of the gossiper and are uttered
freely, pell-mell. For let the subject
of discourse appear on the scene, and
at once the attitude of the scandalizer
changes from garrulous defamation
to respect or kindliness: and the talk
is shifted to some other citizen, equal-
ly respectable, but out of hearing.

In short, the scandal-monger suf-
fers from a poverty of experience, but
being gifted with a mind conditioned
by brain processes that work by total
recall, his thoughts fly to the most
piquant object of his experience, and
because that object is absent and,
therefore, does mnot obstruct his
thoughts, his tongue wags on incess-
antly and remorselessly. And so his
sin is chiefly a matter of peculiar
brain organization, and secondarily
the result of congregating with others
who love to wallow in the mire of
piquant and salacious ‘ news.”’

In conclusion : What makes the gos-
sip an interesting object of scientific
explanation is not the fact that this
species of human beings is a charac-
ter in our eomie literature or is an
eccentric member of society; but the
fact that the gossip is allied to the
genius. The essential likeness be-
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tween the two is the extraordinary
power of each to make novel or origi-
nal connections between ideas; but
this power which seems 8o original is,
after all, wholly unoriginal, since it
depends on the automatic reproduc-
tions of remote fragments of experi-
ence by total recall. The essential
difference between the two is the/
power of genius to distinguish be!
tween the worthy and unworthy, the
relevant and irrelevant, in the stream
of his ideas—the sagacity which en-
ables him to discover in the jungle of
connections amongst his thoughts and
fancies the one which has remained
hidden from other minds, to hold to
this new idea, ignoring all others of
its companions, and to bring it forth
to the light of day. There is nothing
in genius save an extraordinary
power to think, to sustain thought;
but behind this power are persistently
active associated brain processes—in-
cessantly “‘switching”’ ideas into con-
sciousness.

So that we ordinary creatures
are quite right when we de-
scribe those of our fellows who sur-
pass us in originality, who approach
the genius, as ‘“‘brainy’’ men. Liter-
ally, genius is brains.
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BY F. W. LEE

“ l S your man at Lakeville ever trou-
bled with sleeping sickness?’’
asked the Traffic Manager, jarring into
Mr. Cowper’s private office one Mon-
day afternoon. His voice was affected
either by unruly irritation or futile
wrinklings of a fat cheek to shield a
suffering eye from cigar smoke.
‘““Why,?”’ asked the General Pass-
enger Agent.
And the other tossed him a tele-

gnun reading :
. R. Drake,

Eastern & Western Ry., Montreal.
Not yeot secured Hall-Ellis party. Un-
derstand no route decided upon.
RayMonp B. PoYNSTON.

“You wired direct?’’ queried Mr.
Cowper, thrusting forth a eloven-
footed hint. His sense of preroga-
tive was disturbed.

“Yes, to-day. According to The
Globe, the Inland scooped us.’’

‘““Newspaper reports are frequently
unreliable,”” sagely commented Cow-
per. ‘““Here’s a letter that crossed
two I wrote Saturday.”’

Drake blinked over it, hummed
once and injected acid into the con-
versation.

‘“Poynston needs poking up. The
idea of that theatrical agent making
visit after visit for nothing — it’s
foolish. I'd pin him down to some-
thing definite, by heaven. Manders
knows Hall-Ellis and spoke to me
about this party; don’t lose them.”’

Manders was a director. Now
cognizant how the Traffic Manager
received a line on the prospective
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business, this being their first confer.
ence over the subject, Mr. Cowper
consulted a calendar pad.

“They do not move for a month
yet, and we’ll do our very best.”’

‘‘Results, not efforts, hateh divid.
ends,”” answered the other, with hack.
neyed wisdom.

“Well, we can’t expect to land
everything.’’

The protest was received in porten.
tous silence: failure dished up with
excuses, no matter how reasonable,
would be unwelcome. Drake at long
range, judging from the letter and
measuring by his own celerity in
method, suspected slackness. Half
way out the door, he observed :

“I am attending a freight meeting
at Chicago this week and may go wvia
Lakeville. Don’t mention it, though.”’

The General Passenger Agent figup-
ed and wondered. Why did Drake,
usually a very decent fellow, corres.
pond with an agent instead of through
the usual channel—his office? An in-
convenient and unusual aggressiveness
might explain the irregularity. It
looked much like gunning, for Poyns-
ston would certainly receive a sur.
prise visit. A fat expletive eased his
feelings, and he tackled less unpleas-
ant items on ‘t.he clay’s'docket.

Four months had elapsed since the
E. & W. agency at Lakeville, an
American city on the upper lakes, fell
vacant, and the company needed a
good man there. Poynston, the ex.

g o
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cursion clerk at headquarters, was
called into Mr. Cowper’s sanctum.

““How would you like to go to Lake-
ville?’’ asked that official.

“Very much, sir.”’

“‘Sleep over it to-night.”

Not a word about consideration,
the rock that frequently splits the
barque of hope.

Next day’s summons duly came,
and telling him to be seated, Mr. Cow-

sized up his clerk, noticed the
head of abundant hair, smooth strong
face and thickset form; also, that a
cheap tailor had never cut his clothes.
Appearance weighed heavily with an
unthinking public (he even glanced at
Poynston’s finger nails), and, better
still, this young man’s abilities were
rated first-class.

“I had overlooked you for Lake-
ville,”” said the chief. ‘‘What's your
m'n

“Twenty-seven.

“Unmarried 1"’

““Yes, and without inclination.””

“You are well educated?”’

“I am not a B.A.,”’ admitted Poyn-
ston, ‘“‘but have gathered odds and
endl, ’of knowledge useful in railroad-

““Precisely. Education, by the way,
frequently tinges thought and also
action unhealthily from certain busi-
ness standpoints. Concentration of
mind to a given subject is what we
want, and the man who writes three
e’s in ‘separate’ may win out with
the eollege graduate as a business get-
ter, every time. He is unhampered by
too many facts, and, single-minded,
heads for his objeet with patient per-

severance.

‘““Women, as office help, for exam-
ple,”” wandering irrelevantly, it might
seem, ‘‘also lack thoroughness. Don’t
faney 1 am throwing hints, you know,
I am airing my views.”’

‘“Hot shot just the same,”’ thought
Poynston; ‘‘he means, ‘Business is
business; shelve side issues.” ”’

There was one thing about it:
Poynston loved his mother, but prac-
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tically concurred in all said about the
sex.

“Well,I'll look into this,”’ conclud-
ed the G. P. A, and onr friend was
appointed at an increased salary.
Armed with credentials, he reached
Lakeville and commenced coining dol-
lars for his company. ‘‘As you are
aware,’”’ he informed Miggles, an old
school friend, who discovered him and
occasionally came to gossip, ‘‘every
man has a hobby, and I hoped to turn
this fact to advantage in securing in-
terline traffic.”’

““On reaching here I interviewed
all the transportation agents, and,
where possible, ascertained their af-
ter-hour occupations. Tackling easy
subjects first, I repeated my visits.
Moore, of the Pacific Shore line, is a
fraternal society man. A Mason, an
Elk, an Oddfellow and a Forester my-
self, our relations grew rapidly. Ol-
sen, South Shore line, is great on
gasolene launches, owning three. Our
talk is motor, strictly motor—here’s
a list of business he piloted my way.
I bribed Colonel Winn, Western
Steamship Company, an enthusiastic
entomologist, with some fine speci-
mens of the Hercules beetle. But
that’s enough.”’

“When do you find time to chase
up learning?’’ grinned Miggles.

‘““Blowing the horn, eh?’’ Poynston
flushed slightly, ‘‘well, you lead me
on. Have a cigar. Fine weather
this.”’

Miggles knew his friend plunged
into athleties, also was a member of
many literary and natural history
circles, in fact, his brief ‘‘Mosquito
Generation and Extermination '’ once
read before a select coterie, provoked
newspaper discussion.

‘““Ahem,’”’” with conciliating cough,
;‘l:)f course you have not l:uad much

ance yet to surpass your illustrious
predecessor’s record?’

Poynston read some statistics not
unflattering to his efforts. Finally
his listener remembered an engage-
ment.
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Then the stenographer, Miss Hil-
liard, brought her note book for die-
tation. She had been installed in
Lakeville office some weeks prior to
Poynston’s arrival. His first experi-
ence with girl help, he actually blush-
ed over initiatory letters, but the
novelty soon wore away. Machine-
like towards women, though exhaling
none of the ordinary man’s brusq-
uerie, he showed her every courtesy.
In return, her thorough attention to
duty gratified him and left no loop-
hole for eriticism.

In momentary relaxation he diseov-
ered a mine of rich peach bloom in
her rounded cheek, and that her hair,
wavy and brown, strayed into a thous-
and bewildering coquettish curls.
Staring as she bent above the notes,
he lost thread of a sentence and stam.
mered :

“‘But let me state entre nous—er—
nous—er—, "’

‘“Entre mous,” she encouraged in
Crisp accents.

““You know French?’’ His surprise
was tempered with polite interest.

““Slightly.”’

She finished and arose. Papers
rustling at his desk and the clicking
of the machine in her corner droned
through the busy moments.

““It is an ordinary accomplishment
in Montreal,”” mused Poynston, but
few girls in this Yankee city could
put such a Parisian twist on two
words.”’

He glanced at the nodding head.
Thrice meeting his eye, she wondered
if anything were wrong with her gir-
dle or back hair. Reassured, her slim
fingers tapped nervously faster on
the keyboard.

Downtown that night a eab whirled
by Poynston, barely allowing  him
time to escape disaster. He jerked
up,startled at its feminine freight. The
two women, enclouded in silken white
and blue, were Miss Hilliard and an-
other, twin-like in beauty. Their
carriage blurred at the lighted ent-
rance of the New Lyceum, where a

Symppony Concert progressed, and,
alighting, the two fluffy forms dis-
appeared within. Who was the
other? The rich dress also generated
speculation.

““Now Miss Hilliard,” said he one
bright Saturday, ‘‘here’s this old
snag.”’

Preparatory rustles ceased as he
began :

G W, Cmrfer Esq.
Genera P’asseng’er Agent, Montreal.

As requested in yours July 14th, I attach
statement giving Farticul&rs of Hall-Ellis
party, members of which contemplate at-
tendance at Boston Anti-Tuberculosis Con-
vention, Aw‘:fmt 26-29, 1906.

There will be four hundred people, re-
quiring twelve Pullmans and a diner, be-
sides two baggage cars. Net revenue, about
$5,000.

As already advised, the president of Lake-
ville University, from his wealth and soeial
connections, is self-appointed manager. De-
tails of entertainment, ete., so eneroached on
his time that Le turned over the travelling
negotiations to an ex-theatrical advance
agent, varter, with full powers. I have done
everything to clinch a contract with this
man (we isve had a dozen office interviews),
but he is very elusive. Copies of eorrespond-
ence attached will show I peg steadily at
him.

Our strongest competitor, the Great In-
land, offer him e ecial inducements: th,
will run coaches of the Bijou type, whie
I think surpass our best in luxury of ap-
pointment. They throw in a day’s stop-over
at their new hotel in the Blue Mountain:
and, strongest pull of all, Steele, their Dis-
trict Passenger Agent here, is a great friend
of Carter’s. Though most impartial in his
talk with me, all these advan count,
I have puffed our attractions, but think
Carter expeets the Inland to do something
for him personally.

Will keep you further advised.

““Carter, with his _nickel-plated
assurance, makes me sick,”’ fretted
Poynston, ‘‘he hasn’t the slightest in.
tention of giving us that party.
for nagging from headquarters T
would have thrown up the sponge
long ago. Why then does he waste my
time? I’m no fool.”’

The stenographer held her peace,
also a theory. Her letters finished
that morning, she lay a tiny gold
watch on the desk; then rolled a sheet
of paper in the typewriter for speed

5
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practice. She smiled, thinking of
Poynston’s impatient words a few
moments ago. Sentences, phrases,
words, syllables, letters, punctuation,
fused in level flowing clatter inter-
rupted by ‘‘bing-bang,’’ as the car-
riage shifted for another line. Her
pastime was disturbed by a rush tele-
gram, and grasping note book and
pencil some of the sheets were mis-
placed.

Carter announced himself, his

y eye taking in her shapely
orm. He smoked a cigar and talked
shop. She placed a memorandum on
Poynston’s desk, while he stood at a
eabinet, her sleeve brushing Carter’s
arm. The blue eyes were unseeing,
though a shadowy smile at some prank
of memory curved her lips. He look-
ed, thinking an unmistakable signi-
ficance underlay both actions, but
they were simply coincident. Unob-
served, he clutched a paper fallen
from the folds of her dress, read it
carelessly, seemed startled, grinned,
hesitated, placed it in his pocket.

Leaving, he intercepted a look of
preoccupation; her eyelids fluttered
downwards, and his conceit soared.

“‘Hilliard,’” mused Poynston, ‘‘the
name is familiar, yet she is as close
as wax. I can’t pick anything from
her about home, with whom or how
ghe lives, she purposely turns the con-
versation. I’'ll ask Miggles, who is
positive he onece saw her there, to
make inquiries next time he is in
Montreal. I don’t want to seem too
inquisitive, or I'd try the straight
question.”’

He enclosed a few lines in an en-
velope, signed other mail and left for
T B ks it shiarnd

h the cle 0
Saturday half-holiday.

Rain drizzled soakingly when he re-
turned. Miss Hilliard had forgotten
her toy-like umbrella and a box of
chocolates. He would use this excuse
to call.

Number 333 Fourteenth Avenue was

a handsome apartment house, huge,
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brilliantly lighted. Poynston wonder-
ed if living there were high. He trod
a richly decorated hallway, and, con-
sulting the directory, ascended to the
third floor. A pretty maid answered
his summons. The Misses Hilliard
were not in.

So the one in the carriage that
night was a sister. He disappointed-
ly departed, and when the stenogra-
pher negligently thanked him on
Monday for his trouble grew wrathy,
““It would seem she did not particu-
larly eare about his visit,”’ he thought.

Poynston had troubles that morn-
ing. He learned Carter was slowly
r:nrfeetinx arrangements with the In-

d, sourly digested two reminders
from headquarters, and Saturday’s
paper announced the opposition cap-
ture of Hall-Ellis’ erowd. But this
must be taken with a grain of salt
until he received positive assurance.

““Blue Monday,’’ he muttered grim-
ly, reading a peremptory wire from
’Fuﬂe Manager Drake. He replied
bluffingly. Until actual defeat con-
fronted him he would wear a brazen
front.

Later he glanced at the carbon of
his telegram disturbedly, and asked,

“Why does he butt in?"' He
whistled on the paper edge.

““I once trommege his nephew, who
tried to boss our office. Wonder if the
uncle ever knew?"’

An inward breath hissed through
his set teeth.

‘“Surely that’s forgotten now. But
it is odd Drake should be away when
my appointment here was made, and
wiring direct shows he has located
me, '?[ethinh he squints with sinister
eye.

Carter entered. The entente cor-
diale simulated with difficulty for
dpyn past was nearly broken. pa-
tient words rashly trembled on Poyn-
ston’s lips, but he controlled himself
and, on a boy’s call, answered the
private 'phone.

vance man leaned over the
desk and coolly skimmed the top letter
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of a file, a copy of that written G.
P. A. Cowper on Saturday. He di-
vined from its tone and Poynston’s
murderous glare that a storm was
gathering and slipped out, saying he
might return in ten minutes.

He appeared two mornings later,
his card-house tottering. The In-
land had refused his exorbitant de-
mands, and he would now try the
other fellow. Mr. Poynston was out;
his return uncertain. The girl polite-
ly replied to his questions. Then she
whisked across the room, paper in
hand, to consult a book in the cabinet.
He moved aside to permit this, saying
with grotesque politeness:

‘‘ Anything to please beauty.’’

She stared. A pungent essence float-
ed in the air; he had imbibed pretty
strong stuff, and she comprehended,
thinking in her perplexity:

““I wish somebody would come. I
can’t leave him with so many papers
lying around.”’

The book should have been taken to
her desk.

A highball before breakfast sent
intermittent surges of cheerful heed-
lessness through his head. He gloat-
ed over her winsome profile, the soft
white neck, the rising and falling
bust. At last they were alone; for
this he had angled for weeks, pre-
tending business, skilfully holding
Poynston at arm’s length. He even
had unsuccessfully shadowed her at
closing hour, hoping for a chance en-
counter. His nerves twitched under
her unconscious hypnotic suggestion.

In a moment of aleoholic aberra-
tion he encircled her trim waist, and
his burning lips drank deep. A thun-
derbolt seemed to strike and hurl him
back. Poynston, raging white and
cursing, followed furiously. A third
form loomed into view. Rosy as dawn
the girl escaped by the side door into
the ticket office, leaving them to fight
it out.

““What’s the matter,”’ sharply de-
manded the newcomer.
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‘““He insulted my stenographer,”
shouted Poynston.

‘“Have him arrested, said Drake—
it was he—‘‘don’t brawl.”’

Poynston retreated, lowering his
voice.

‘I cannot do that; he is the Hall-
Ellis representative.’’

““Thunder!’”’ Drake instantly don-
ned business spectacles and beamed
conciliation.

‘“Gentlemen, I hope there is some
mistake here.’’

““They can’t jolly me,”’ grunted
Carter, now sober as a preacher; “‘I’ll
see them in Hades first.”’

““The error was on Mr. Carter’s
part,’’ offered Poynston’’; he thought
he was moving in his own select cir-
cle.”

‘““Is that so?’’ sneered Carter,
‘““What do you know about it?’’

Poynston threatened him with a look,
and the other considered his bear-
ings. His action might mean police
court, to say nothing of other results.
Some excuse must be raked up. As
he writhingly recalled her inexpress-
ible disgust at his caress, it stung
whip-like, and his infatuation churned
to venomous hate. He passed an en-
velope to Drake, who read its enclos-
ure and jerked both to Poynston.

Dear Mr. Carter:

Don’t you think you should talk business?
What’s the use of wasting time any longer?
I have waited for an understanding until
I am tired of the whole thing. You’re de-
cidedly slow.

Yours sincerely,

ALICE HILLIARD,

‘‘Something wrong here,”’ conclud-
ed Poynston, ‘‘my thoughts have been
plagiarized. The envelope is address-
ed by her, but so were others—on
business. He is cleverly working it
in as a defence.”

The paper was stuffed into a pigeon
hole.

““That’s mine,”” snapped Carter.

‘“‘Pardon,’’ replied Poynston; ‘““on
my office letter head, without my sig-
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pature, its use is unauthorized. I'll
keep it."”’

Drake swallowed a lump at the
technicality, and inquired.

““What’s your object?’’

““T wish to show it to Miss Hilliard.
I'll do so now if you wish."”

““I have no time to bother with
her,”’ responded Drake for reasons of
his own. Carter arose and slammed
out. Then Poynston told his story.

““You did not actually see him kiss
the girl?’’ inquired Drake with a
grin. Poynston ground his teeth.

‘‘His back was towards me, but—"’

“Suppocition on your part at the
time?’

““There is no proof needed,’’ with a
wave of his hand, though none was of-
fered; ‘‘it’s too late now to postpone
the scuffle. Where does the Eastern
& Western Railway come inf?’’

He repeated the question.
ston shifted uneasily. _

““1 suppose that detail did not quite
strike you at first. It counts, just the
same. You are our representative
here; you have had a certain matter
in hand for some time past, as I know.
It was your business to control every
circumstance bearing on this, even if
your inelinations rebelled.”’

““What difference ah%uld it make
to you if your stenographer carries on
a gozen ﬂ’;mtiomf Undoubtedly the
girl is all right, but she deserves pun-
ishment for writing such a fool letter.

““Carter will break off diplomatic
relations.”’ ;

““Our prospects of getting the party
were very slim,’’ said Poynston.

““All the more reason for excessive
caution. You appear to have handled
the case rather poorly, and I ecan’t
wink at it even if I were inclined.
Get lin touch with Carter again, and
fix things up; I won’t ask questions.
By the way, his action will give you
a handle to work with. " I'll drop in
Thursday.’’

““Good morning,”” he econcluded,
not unkindly, and departed, Poyn-
ston’s nonsensical conception of pre-

Poyn-
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vious bias evaporating. The eool logic
of his superior douched him. De-
cidedly, there was another way of
viewing the occurrence, however dis-
agreeable to him. And it was no
light thing to have a good record
of ten years' service go smash.

‘“‘Resignation or party,”’ muttered
he, pacing the floor. ‘““No erawling
will placate Carter, who’d turn the
business another way if it cost his
salary, and it is all very well for
Drake to suggest a handle. Would
he use it himself? I won’t!”’

Could he not approach Hall-Ellis
through influential friends, of whom
he had made many during his short
residence in Lakeville, thus ignoring
Carter? His pull must needs be a
mighty one, for he felt sure the presi-
dent would not care to interfere with
the agent’s plans. He took his hat,
then said:

““What's come over me lately? To
knock my prospects sky high from
pure sentiment. This is the very
thing Cowper once warned me
against. Surely there was some other
way of getting around this trouble
than mine. Miss Hilliard?"’

She was at his elbow, faintly red.
l-jrpm his tone, his pale face, she an-
ticipated a calamity. He spread out
the letter, and she read, breaking into
a tremulous smile,

_ ““I wrote it for practice one morn-
ing, in pure fun. Surely there is
nothing wrong; I meant nothing.’’

“I knew you were putting the
words into my mouth,’’ said he; ‘“but
think of the ambiguity, and why sign
your name? It explains Carter’s ac-
tion towards yourself. Of course, he
must have found the letter lying
around.’’

_ She crimsoned, indignant tears fill-
ing her eyes at his severity, which she
honestly felt was merited.

‘‘Never mind,"’ said he soothingly,
;lbn,t, it brought me a peck of trou-

e.

He bit his tongue at the admission ;
then made things worse.
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‘“‘After all, it’s none of my busi-
ness.”’

‘“‘Indeed!”’ quaveringly scornful.

He deserved a kick. Somehow he
felt like catching her hand, like kiss-
ing its soft coolness. He craved for
her sympathy. There was no telling
where it might end, and he flung from
the office.

She had gone to lunch when he re-
turned, discouraged by fresh difficul-
ties, and found two splotchy ink
numbers on his blotter. He asked
the outside ticket elerk if anyone had
telephoned to him, and was succinetly
advised :

““Miss Hilliard ecalled her sister,
same name anyhow, then some fellow
with a  double-barrelled handle;
wanted to know when he’d be at
home; then she telephoned the sister
again.”’

Evidently a personal affair and not
especially interesting to Poynston, ex-
cept that he was slightly curious
about the person with a hyphenized
name,

The Hall-Ellis party travelled E.
& W. His scholarly head seething
over a pretty woman’s smile and
vaguely hoping for other sweets, the
old president of the party briskly
entered the office next day, departing
in ten minutes, when necessary docu-
ments were signed. In amazement
Poynston examined the contracts.

“I’ll photograph that ink before it
fades,”” said he, half dazed. ‘“What’s
up,n

Carter, tersely uncommunicative,
appeared, closed arrangements, and
the deal passed into railroad history.
The men were mutually suspicious,
neither being a mind reader. But the
swift termination of a month’s sus-
pense puzzled Poynston. Of course,
there was a wheel within a wheel. He
gave it up, and grasping Hall-Ellis’
substantial cheque wired his success
to headquarters.

Drake returned, neutrally inquisi-
tive.

““We have them!”’ shouted the

young man, then remembering dif-

ference in rank, wheeled forward a
chair. Superfluous questions were
neither asked or invited. Were it
not for this little affair and a greatly
improved understanding at dinner
later, Raymond B. Poynston might
not have received an important pro-
motion six months later. By a fluke,
he escaped what the world calls fail-
ure.
Ed * *

After slitting an envelope contain-
ing his stenographer’s resignation,
Poynston performed his duties me-
chanically. Pitying him one day,
Eros flitted from his perch, pertly told
him he was a hypoerite, planted more
darts, and departed.

““It isn’t salary,’” she declared, and
her saucy nose tilted. ““I’'m going
home,”’

‘““May I ask where?’’

““It is sudden,”” she indirectly ad-
mitted. ‘‘You see, my sister is taking
a final nursing course in Hopewell
Hospital. Lakeville was so lonely
she sent for me, we were always in-
separable. We took a flat, but time
dragged heavily with me: Mabel is on
duty until five o’clock. I thought it
would be a good idea to acquire real
business experience, so applied for the
position here.”’

He remembered the handsome
apartment house.

‘““Now, Mabel finishes sooner than
she expected. She is organizing the
staff, and will open a woman’s hospi-
tal at home.”’

An old admirer’s troublesome ap.
dor worried the pretty nurse. After
a favor granted, he wished for some.
thing substantial, not putting it that
way, of course. The two sisters had
a real row, Alice’s insistence having
brought the unexpected, and the
other’s affections yet untouched, they
cult1 it short by deciding to leave Lake.-
ville. 5

Poynston’s heart sank at her ap-
parent lack of sympathy. She blushed
under his regard, and feigned activ-
ity.

““Hello,”” greeted Miggles that af-

it
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ternoon. ‘‘Oh, she’s out. I met a
young doctor who knows her well.””

Poynston listened greedily.

““The father left them independ-
ent, but had practical ideas. He
placed the two girls in a high-class
convent, and in addition to frills in-
sisted on a thorough commercial edu-
cation. Stocks and bonds are often
dissipated through mismanagement
and necessitate a struggle for bread
—or marriage.”’

Poynston’s eye glinted negatively
at the last word. The other ran on:

“They are very democratic. The
nurse girl received a bequest from an
old aunt, who stipulated part of it
should be used in a beneficiary way.
She has, consequently, schemes on the
tapis that you don’t hear of every

““She did not tell me she came from
our old town,”” commented Poynston.

““Pride, dear boy. She thought her
name might be mentioned if you ever
met Montrealers, and perhaps wishes
to keep the typewriter history dark;
other women would probably cackle.’’

He shut an eye hard, and chortled.

‘“Are you—er—vitally interest-
ed'l'

Poynston cl:okecz oﬂ.the leer.

Next day the door softly opened.
Alice in stunning rig peeped in for a
farewell visit. Poynston’s back be-
ing turned, she would have liked to
blindfold him.

“ MIM

He jumped up, coloring. She
took a chair and listened to him.

“How shall I do without you?”’

e SORN won”t' have any trouble fill-

my place.

m"I don’t altogether refer to the
om“.’i

‘““We never saw each other out-
side,”” she observed carelessly. It was
no fault of his that this was so, but
he passed to another subject.
m‘;i;et me spin a storiette, Miss Hil.

““Once there was a handsome nurse
girl who successfully carried a col-

~
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lege magnate through a long illness.
He grew well, proposed marriage, of
course, but was gently refused. Then,
her sister, a friend of mine, I think,
bent this circumstance to her own
purpose, turned the old fellow’s grati-
tude into channels of utility, and
helped a struggling railroader gain
his point. In other words, you two
influenced Professor Hall-Ellis to
send his famous party over our line.”’

Her eyes were popping.

‘“How did you find out all this?"’

“Two red ink telephone numbers
on my pad one day started a chain of
conjecture, a friend supplied missing
links and, piecing clues together yes-
terday, I brought mortification upon
myself.”’

It was so. His plans, his strategy,
his academic tri of trade upon
which he had once rather proudly
descanted to Miggles were of bubble
weight. His greatest coup must be
credited to two girls. Of what good,
after all, was his superior knowledge
unpossessed by other brothers in the
ranks. Strictly speaking, what better
was he than the office plugger who

reads a n on Sunday
::}iy never, never {oopke: inside book
covers?

Stay! Perhaps he was more fitted
to measure the niceties of honor in
some situations. But would not that
be egotism?

“Why are you mortified?”’ she
asked i rise.

He pa before .

“Only a sister, or one nearer,
should place me under such an obli-
gation,”” said he, at last growing bold.

“You can’t very well help it now,"
she replied dryly, hinting at the
events of a late y morning.
“We are even.”’

She arose. “‘I must go, our train
leaves at 4.30,”

Poynston’s self-invited tone made
her smile as he opened the door.

;hl’m “aming m"'

e said good-bye to the staff, and
called a cab,

They whirled away in silence. Fin-
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ally Poynston gathered nerve for the
task ahead, but basely retreated when
she glanced sidewise.

“Well,”” thought Alice, ‘‘it’s only a
ten-minute drive. ‘‘Does he want me
to propose?’’

Then she impulsively remarked :

““Perhaps we should have taken
different cabs.”’

Poynston’s heart beat loudly. The

hint was too graciously frank to be
ignored and might perhaps -cause
eternal rupture. What a life com-
rade she would be! The space confin-
ing them shrank, her perfumed dress
crushed against him, his head swam.
The carriage shot into a subway.
Thankful for the friendly gloom, he
clasped her in his arms and, under a
faint protest, stole his first kiss.

THE LAST LULLABY

By

GEORGE HERBERT CLARKE

The shepherd moon mothers her shining sheep,—
The little stars that cluster close and deep ;
And soon they sleep.

The flower’s wings are folded to her breast :

She hears a whisper from the darkling west ;—
How pure her rest !

Dim droop the drowsing birds upon the trees ;
The boughs are still as they : no unquiet breeze
Troubles their ease.

The far and lonely waters feel the spell,
Whose monotones sound slowly out, and tell
Their sway and swell.

All nature is asleep and dreaming dreams
Aglow with wonder that on waking seems
But broken gleams.,

So let my spirit sleep the sleep of death :
Close, eyes ; be idle, hands ; and silent, breath !
Wait what It saith !



EDMUND MORRIS, PAINTER

BY W. M. BOULTBEE

HAT as a people (and it is import-

ant to recognize we are a people,
not English, Scotch, Irish or Ameri-
can, but Canadian), we are inordin-
ately sensitive and exaggeratedly
proud, is a fact recognized or admit-
ted by those versed in the history
and development of Canadian ways
of thinking. The result is that in
discussing our land, our people or
our institutions, exaggeration takes
the place of fact, hope and prospect,
the place of reality, and admonition
or advice, the place that should be

taken by a cold analysis of con-
ditions.

Yet lecturing and preaching are
not desirable in conversation or dis-
cussion, and the writer would dis-
sociate himself from these attitudes,
admitting that he can do so, if at
all, only as a matter of degree and
not effectually.

One of the problems of a new peo-
ple is the beginning of painting and
of the many forms of the fine arts.
The art of painting cannot be
called into existence fully equip-

WOLFE'S COVE, QUEBEC

Owned by Mr.
3—121

D. R. Wilkie
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ped and developed, but can only
result as the expression of the
needs of the community. Consider
a people engrossed in material af-
fairs, smugly satisfied with its pres-
ent state, and, of its acceptability to
the divine omniscience. Here, there
can be no desire for improvement.
The artist, if unfortunately he finds
himself in such atmosphere, will
either by reason of discouragement
or the lack of that tangible appreci-
ation necessary to existence, cease to
practice his art altogether, or seek
more congenial surroundings in old-
er, more complex, and so far as art
is concerned, more progressive com-
munities, and thus the enlightenment
of his art is lost to his country, the
feelings of a generous culture stifled,
and the progress of the community
retrograded for a period of years.
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Only in a measure does this pic-
ture apply to this community, but in
some measure it does apply. We
must be pardoned the faults of a new
people, of as yet no great accumu-
lations of wealth, necessarily engag-
ed in vital and almost overwhelmn-
ing problems of a material character.
But we are at least suffering the
consequences; many . of those best
qualified to light the flame or to hand
it on to succeeding generations have
left this country finally, discouraged
and contemptuous. And we are blam-
able if we allow material pursuits to
content us with the mediocre, becom-
ing ungenerous in our understand-
ings and restricted in our sympa-
thies.

Mr. Edmund Morris (I had almost
said a young man, but in reality now
reaching his maturity) is oné of those
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who has felt the fascination of this
country, its vitality, the grimness of
its large spaces, the mystery of its
waterways and forests and who has
deliberately, knowing the cost, deter-
mined to make his lifework in his
own country. It is not claimed for
Mr. Morris that he is the first or
single in this devotion; probably the
beginnings were made by the late
Mr. Jacobi and the late Mr. Fowler.

Mr. Morris is a Canadian, a son of
the late Lieutenant-Governor Morris
of Manitoba and the Northwest
Territories, and he spent some of his
earliest days in what was then Fort
Garry. He first studied under Mr.
William Cruickshank, R. C. A.. of
Toronto, in the latter’s studio, and
then in New York, in the Art League,
under Mr. William Chase, Mr. Ken-
yon Cox, Mr. H. Siddons Mowhray
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and Mr. George De Forest Brush.
Later he spent some years in Paris
under M. Jean Paul Laurens and M.
Benjamin Constant at the Academie
Julien, and at the Beaux Arts in the
atelier of M. Gerome. The vacations
were passed generally in Holland
and Scotland. These influences have
given a very composite character to
Mr. Morris’ work, but he has main-
tained throughout an individual out-
look.

Upon his return from Holland in
1896 his pictures showed the inspir-
ation received from his impressions
there, just as later, in 1902, a visit to
Scotland resulted in a series of land-
scapes full of the inspiration of visits
to Edinburgh and Fifeshire. It is of
course a personal question, but it has
been felt by some, including the
writer, that the work of this Scotch



period is the highest yet attained by
the artist.

The last two summers have been
spent by Mr. Morris under commis-
sion for the Ontario Government, to
paint portraits of Canadian aborig-
ines, and he has already visited the
Ojibways of James Bay and some of
the Northwest tribes. The result has
been a series of pastels of great in-
terest from the ethnological and
historical side, showing as they do
the inherent dignity of the Indian.
The coloring, which at times sug-
gests the decorations of Japan, is yet
true to the native feeling. In the
case of ““The Mourner’’ (reproduced
on the frontispiece of this num-
ber of The Canadian Magazine)
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HEAD CHIEF IRON SHIELD
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another note was touched, and
the tragedy of Indian life is
strongly suggested. These port-

raits of the Indian of the North-
west are not of the types now
produced on the reserves, but are the
last remaining of the natives who
once hunted buffalo and went
on the war-path, men now living in
memories of the past only, to whom
some recollections were brought
back by the presence among them of
Mr. Morris, the son of the man who
had concluded many Indian treaties
and who is still held in honor by the
older Indians, his contemporaries, as
a white man of unbroken faith.

The influence of French training
on Mr. Morris from time to time is
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very apparent, in painting contain-
ing very little information, but paint-
ed in the broadest manner and full
of the light caught in some passing
phase of nature. The most notable
probably is the picture ‘“A Scotch
Valley,”” owned by Mr. F. Nicholls,
a masterpiece that must be seen to
be appreciated, sombre in tone, with
opal lights on the water of the
stream, in the foreground, and above,
the mist and change of the sky on a
wet evening.

It must not be gathered that Mr.
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Morris’ work is all of the quiet or-
der. His normal scheme of coloring
is brilliant, and the subject of many
is sunshine on water, hill-side and
orchard. One small picture, exqui-
site in simplicity, true in tone and
happy in theme, is the painting of an
orchard in Quebec, the light coming
through the twisted branches. The
St. Lawrence and the surrounding
country have furnished the artist
with many subjects, one of the more
recent, ““Cap Tourmente,’’ purchas-
ed this year by the Dominion Gov-
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FRENCH-CANADIAN BATTEAUX.
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ernment, for the National Gallery at
Ottawa, is luminous and broad in
treatment.

Mr. Morris is an associate of the
Royal Canadian Academy and is one
of the founders of the New Canadian
Art Club. Among the number who
early appreciated Mr. Morris’ work,
Mr. Byron E. Walker and Mr. D. R.
Wilkie should be specially mentioned
as having been able to combine ap-
preciation with practical support
and encouragement.
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It will be remarked, upon how
many of the activities of a painter
Mr. Morris has been engaged—Iland-
scape and portraiture particularly.
That he is still striving, that his work
will, no doubt, hereafter show many
new phases, is only another way of
saying that his work is not over, that
with the development of this country
and with the appreciation now eom-
ing to him and unquestionably his
due, he will go far in handing on the
best traditions of painting in Canada.

% A QUEBEC LANDSCAPR
Owned by Mr. W. M. Boultbee



MODERN

EGYPT

A REVIEW

CROMER

EARL

NE\\' books of a political nature

have caused more widespread

interest in recent years than ‘‘Mod-

ern Egypt,”’” by Earl Cromer. As is

well known, before writing his im-

pressions and the great story that
128

was his to tell, he had had
as representative of Great
Britain in Egypt many
years of experience and ob-
servation. He witnessed
the correction of immem-
orial abuses in the Govern-
ment of that ancient domain
and the establishment of a
régime that has at least re-
volutionized conditions and
subdued the one-man power
of the Pasha. In reading
Lord Cromer’s account, one
is struck, not with any
flights of imaginative rhet-
oric, but rather with the
fact that the author kept
always before him the facts
as he knew them, and that
he was trying to present
them to the people without
the taint of personal feel-
ings, animosities or pre-
judices. ‘‘In my opinion,’’
he writes, ‘‘the greater the
difficulties the more does it
behoove any one in a re-
sponsible position to main-
tain a clear judgment, and
not be carried away by
sentiment or rash advice.””

In the first volume Lord
Cromer deals with the
events sequent on the
collapse of Ismail Pasha’s incredible
financial system, carrying the record
down to the expedition sent, too late,
for Gordon’s relief. Concluding this
episode in the earlier pages of his
second volume, he briefly describes
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the reconquest of the Soudan, and
then gives the rest of his space to a
concise survey of Egypt and her peo-
ple, an analysis of the administra-
tive machinery, a summary of Bri-
tish policy, and an account of the
reforms achieved. A few pages on
the future of the country are also
added. The report of things accom-
plished by the British in Egypt after
the house of the Khedive had been
put in order will be read with atten-
tion, but with much, if not all, that
it contains the public is generally
familiar. Lord Cromer is most in-
teresting in his first volume, which
vividly presents the heroic efforts
made to supply the land with a
stable government. How difficult the
task has been may be judged from
the author’s reference to the state as
it exists even now, evidently secure
and prosperous. He says:

““In Europe, we know what a des-
potism means, and we know what
constitutional government means.
The words absolute monarchy, limit-
ed monarchy, republie, parliament-
ary government, federal couneil, and
others of a like nature, when applied
to the government of any country,
will readily convey to an educated
European a general idea of how the
government of a particular country
in question is conducted. But the
political dictionary may be rax_lsapk-
ed in vain for any terse description
of the government of Egypt. In the
first place that government is, in
reality, not a government at all
Nubar Pasha frequently said: ‘Ce
n’est pas un gowvernement; c’est une
administration’ (It is not a govern-
ment; it is an administratiqn). T}.ns
is quite true. The Khedive is depriv-
ed by the Egyptian constitutional
charter of all rights of external sov-
ereignty, neither does he possess to
the full those rights of internal sov-
ereignty, which are inherent in the
rulers of all independent and even of
some semi-independent states.’’

It seems that the disruption and
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overhauling of the central authority
in Egypt was due to extravagance
and financial mismanagement by the
Pashas, and that finally the interven-
tion of outside powers became neces-
sary.

‘“The origin of the Egyptian Ques-
tion,”” writes Lord Cromer, ‘‘in its
present phase was financial.”’ When
the European powers undertook to
unravel the tangle into which the
Egyptian exchequer had been twist-
ed, they found what looked like in-
curable defects in Oriental character
and almost insurmountable barriers
in the shape of long-standing abusive
practices and corruption. Once when
an officer was asked why he had lent
to the Government certain trust
moneys without receiving any secur-
ity, he answered that as the Khedive
had given an order nothing else was
necessary,

The most interesting and at the
same time the most delicate part of
the whole work is that which deals
with Gordon. Even though Lord
Cromer has been unable to rise to the
height of enthusiasm over the ‘‘ Hero
of Khartoum’ to which the
British people as a whole rose
after the failure of the relief
expedition, it must be granted
that Lord Cromer was in a bet-
ter position to appreciate the situ-
ation than was the average man
walking along Fleet street or the
Strand. He takes the stand that Gor-
don should not have been sent to
Khartoum; that, having been sent,
relief should have been despatched
with more promptitude. He pays tri-
bute to Gordon’s qualities of nobil-
ity, and holds that the delay in send-
ing the relief expedition ‘‘must for-
ever stand as a blot on Mr. Glad-
stone’s political escutcheon.’”” At the
same time, he makes a good deal out
of Gordon’s departure from the
strict line of official conduct. He
records that from the first he was
opposed to Gordon’s being sent to
Khartoum, because he regarded him
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as a man of erratic character, and
he seems convinced that the end
would have been different had Gor-
don only acted diplomatically in-
stead of giving way to his own nature.

““On April 11, 1884,”" he writes,
‘““he telegraphed to me: ‘Having
visited the schools, workshops, etec.,
it is deplorable to think of their de-
struction by a feeble lot of stinking
Dervishes.” Ile wished, therefore, to
‘smash up’ the Mahdi, and perhaps
it was natural that he should have
done so. But in taking up this atti-
tude, which necessarily involved
armed British interference in the
country, he departed from the spirit
of his instructions. He was sent to
evacuate the Soudan.”’

Gordon’s death is deseribed as fol-
lows :

‘“The end was very near. Harly
on the morning of January 26, by
which time Sir Charles Wilson’s
steamers had reached the foot of the
Sixth Cataract, the Dervishes made
a general attack on the lines and met
with but a feeble resistance from
the half-starved and disheartened
soldiers. Farag Pasha, the com-
mandant, who was suspected of
treachery, escaped to the Mahdist
camp and met his death a short time
afterwards at the hands of an Arab
with whom he had a blood feud. The
palace was soon reached. General
Gordon stood in front of entrance to
his office. He had on a white uni-
form. His sword was girt about him,
but he did not draw it. He carried
a revolver in his right hand, but he
disdained to use it. The final scene
in which the eivilized Christian faced
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barbarous and triumphant fanati-
cism is thus deseribed by Bordeini
Bey, and it would be difficult, whe-
ther in tales of fact or of fiction, to
find a more pathetic or, it may be
added, a more dramatic passage:

. ‘Taha Shahin was the first to encoun-

ter Gordon beside the door of the
divan, apparently waiting for the
Arabs and standing with a calm and
dignified manner, his left hand rest-
ing on the hilt of his sword. Shahin,
dashing forward with the curse,
‘‘Malaoun, el-yom yemak’’ (O curs-
ed one, your time is come!) plunged
his spear into his body.’

““Gordon, it is said, made a gesture
of scorn with his right hand and
turned his back, when he received
another spear wound, which caused
him to fall forward, and was most
likely his mortal wound. The other
three men closely following Shahin
then rushed in, and, cutting at the
prostrate body with their swords,
must have killed him in a few
seconds.’’

Having told his story, Lord Cro-
mer advises no change in the present
government of Egypt until the Egyp-
tians have developed better leaders
and generally a keener sense of what
good government requires. ‘‘I can
only state my deliberate opinion,”’
he says, ‘‘formed after many years
of Egyptian experience and in the
face of a decided predisposition to
favor the policy of evacuation, that
at present, and for a long time to
come, the results of executing such
a policy would be disastrous.”” (To-

ronto: The Macmillan Company of
Canada. Two volumes, 8 vo., $6 net.)




WHOM THE GODS LOVE
BY VIRNA SHEARD

MARY ELLEN was painting out
in the sun with her model before
her on what was supposedly the side-
walk of the street. The street was in
the bottom of the eup of the city, and
into it had sunk the dregs of the
human brew.

It did not worry Mary Ellen that
she was a dreg—not in the least. She
painted in the sun, and when she
painted it was with an intensity of
concentration, a soul-warming de-
light, an indifference to discomfort
and discouraging limitations as regar-
ded the implements of her art, that
might have put many a Royal Acade-
mician to the blush.

True, there were traces of recent
tears upon her faee—of a storm that
was past—and at intervals a flutter-
ing sigh would shake her frame. Yet
she had apparently risen above her
woes; for now she sat on the loose
muddy boards, her back against the
house and with what served her for a
canvas propped up on her lap against
the rigidity of two thin little knees,
and the joy of her work cast other
things into oblivion.

The kit was scattered around her
for the sakeof convenience, consisting
of a scant half box of blacking, a
mason’s pencil, three sardine boxes
holding different primary colors,
three lumps of yellow chalk, a ball
of blueing, and a brush that she had
made laboriously and painfully—lab-
oriously for her, because it had taken
time, patience, and strategy to extraet
the proper hairs from Stubbs, the vie-
timized dog; and painfully for
Stubbs, as the hairs were of a deeply
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rooted variety. If Mary Ellen had
not felt that life without that brush
was useless she probably would not
have made it, for she was of a tender
heart.

Her subject this morning being
stationary and appealing, the mom-
ents flew. To be let alone, therefore,
was all she asked—to be saved from
her friends. She was of a mettle to
deal with her enemies herself—but
her friends! They were all the other.
wise friendless things in the neighbor-
hood,—the undergrown children, the
battered dogs, the bony cats, the bow-
legged babies, the old and forlorn, the
unlovely and neglected. All these
she usually welcomed with avidity ;
but when she was busy as at present
they bothered, and tact failed in mak-
ing them understand.

For once the street was almost emp-
ty. Mrs. Mulloy’s smallest-sized
child, Mary Ellen’s ordinary burden,
slept. No smudgy-faced toddler had
so far discovered the bonanza of
paint in the sardine boxes. No pre-
datory boy bore down upon the
yellow chalk.

Only Bruno Cariola, the organ-
grinder who roomed across the way,
took the trouble to notice what she
was doing, and he came over and
stood beside her quite a long time, a
queer smile flashing over his old tan-
ned face and a look of wonderment
growing in his eyes.

A small care-burdened monkey,
seemingly old enough to have been
young in the days of the Pharaohs,
sat upon the organ arrayed in a coat
like to Joseph’s, and the box of tunes
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swung from the Italian’s shoulder.
Mary Ellen smiled up at Bruno Cari-
ola, tossed the monkey a peanut that
she extracted from an invisible pocket,
and then paid no further attention
to them.

She had used the mason’s pencil to
her satisfaction, and now was con-
sumed with desire to put the right
color in the right place; for, though
she had not heard it stated, she knew,
with Millais, that this and this only
is painting.

Her eyes, wonderful things of gray
that was green and green that was
blue, black-fringed and luminous,
grew dark as she wielded the absurd
brush. Her red lips puckered them-
selves up, two pink spots grew on her
face, her yellow-white little fingers
quivered.

A man who was passing glanced at
the group, went on, slowed up, came
back and watched Mary Ellen too.

Neither she nor Cariola noticed
him. The monkey jerked off its red-
feathered hat as was its custom of
salutation to the unfrayed residents
of the upper town, and held out a
shrivelled hand suggestively towards
one it had reason to think would re-
spond. Its appeal being unrecogniz-
ed, it turned with world-weary air to
other things.

The picture progressed. Presently -

the Italian broke into rapid speech
and gesticulation. ‘‘You painta him
well, Mariellen!”” he said, making
musie of the commonplace little name.
¢ Carina mia! you painta him well!
There is ze roll eye!—Yes!—ze stiff
bended paw,—ze rough fur, where ze
stick hit,—ze blood—! It maka me
ill to look!—Soma day you paint ze
Monk for me on ze organ—so?—Eh?
You be great paint some-a-day, Mari-
ellen. Good-a-bye, so a long!”’

The child looked up, half hearing.

Yes, I'll paint the monkey some
day, Bruno,”’ she answered. ‘‘So
long!”’

The man from the upper town drew
a little nearer.
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““Won’t you please let me see?’’
he asked. ‘I like pictures.”’

‘‘Sure,”’” answered Mary Ellen, put-
ting her work down to dry and gath-
ering the kit into an empty peach-
basket.

A woman came to a near-by win-
dow, thrust her head out, and called
in a high-pitched voice. She was a
pretty, frowzle-headed woman, un-
tidy to the verge of indecency.

She called again, angrily this time:
‘““Mary Ellen, I want you to go to
Gillen’s.”’

Mary Ellen made no response, and
the gentleman beside her raised his
eyes questioningly.

“I fancy she means you,”’ he re-
marked.

““Yes,”’ said the child, stowing the
sardine-box with the red paint be-
neath the blacking, ‘‘she means me.”’

““Mary Ellen! Mary Ellen!’’ came
the voice. ‘‘Say, if you don’t drop
that an’ come—’’

““I ain’t goin’ to Gillen’s again to-
day,”” Mary Ellen answered, calmly.

““Oh, yes you are,’”’ called the wo-
man, leaning farther out. ‘“You’ll
come when I call you, an’ get what
I tell you, an’ do it quick, or—"’

Into the gray-green eyes looking up
came a sudden fire, and the scarlet
lips went straight.

The child pulled up her sleeves and
uncovered some purplish marks that
ran from elbow to shoulder in a zig-
zag fashion. She glanced at them
ruefully, meditatively; then replied,
in a soft, disconcertingly decided
little way:

“‘It don’t matter about being hurt.
That won’t make me. I’ll come in
an’ take the baby if he’s awake. I
won’t go to Gillen’s—not again to-
day.”’

The man seemed distressed, yet lin.
gered. The picture held him. His
curiosity held him. The child inter-
ested him, and he had outlived so
much curiosity and interest!

““Is it anything very dreadful she
wants you to get?’’ he asked, gently.
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““Wouldn’t it be rather better to—’’

Mary Ellen flashed a look at him
as one fathoming the depths of his
ignorance.

““It’s beer,”’ she answered, shortly.

‘“Oh!’’ he returned, feeling his in-
ability to cope with the subject and
searching his mind for the right thing
to say.

Again the voice overhead came
stridently :

““Just you wait, that’s all. No, you
needn’t acome an’ take the baby.
Don’t you lay a finger on him after
you playin’ round the street with
dead cats! He can cry hisself hoarse
for you first.”’

Mary Ellen looked up, a white
scorn on her peaked faee.

““I’ve been painting it,”’ she said.
““1 haven’t played with it. You don’t
play with what’s dead. It’s in the
very spot where it laid down and
kicked when Tom Griggs hitit. It’s
not dirty—not dirtier than anything
else. It was washing its face with
its little paw out here in the sun this
morning and purring, all fluffed up
and pretty—’’ The words ended un-
certainly.

““Well, T won’t bother with you
no more,”’ called the woman. ‘‘Bart
‘Winne can take you back to sea when
he comes or send you to a home. You
ain’t mine, an’ I ain’t goin’ to bother
with no such obstinate kid no longer.”’
The window slammed.

Mary Ellen took the brush and
touched lightly the yellow spots on
the gray-striped body she had paint-
ed. She appeared to have dismissed
any unpleasantness from her mind.

The man watched her still, and on
his face was the same expression of
wonderment that had been on Bruno
Cariola’s. He was a tall man, gray
about the temples, and with the look
of one who had looked far but failed
to find what he wanted.

““Where did you learn?’’ he asked
at last, pointing to the picture. ‘“Who
showed you how? Somebody must
have, you know.”’
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Mary Ellen gave a little laugh. It
was the youngest thing about her.

‘“Nobody didn’t, though,’’ she said,
sobering. ‘‘There wasn’t anybody who
could. Nobody showed me nothing;
nobody gave me nothing but Bruno
Cariola. He gave me the red and
green paint. He got it for painting
his organ, and he gave me the paper,
too. It’s the real drawing kind.’’
Then she told the history of the
brush, remarked on the usefulness of
the yellow chalk, and explained the
process by which she turned the
blacking into gray.

The man listened well. ‘‘But,’’ he
began again, ‘‘how do you do it—
really—Mary Ellen? That’s your
name, isn’t it?”’

He bent over the picture and glane-
ed from it to the stiffening figure of
the street kitten; for it had not quite
reached its full growth. There was
a baby look in the furry face with its
wild, frightened eyes and half open
pink mouth, a soft downiness in the
gray fur, a glistening newness on the
sharp teeth and claws.

Mary Ellen, he saw, had not missed
any of the points. With few lines
and little paint she had pictured a
kitten just as dead as the real one.
The curve of the body expressed the
same agony; the eyes, the same fear.

He puzzled as to where she had
learned to paint fur.

Suddenly the child held the picture
out to him.

‘“Here,”’ she cried, with quivering
lips, ‘““take it if you want it. I don’t.
Take it, or I'll tear it up. I don’t
want to see it or that poor little kit-
ten again!’’

Dropping to the sidewalk she put
her head on her arms and gave herself
up to an abandonment of woe such
as the man had seldom seen. Holding
the picture, he patted her on one
shaking shoulder.

“Come! Come!’’ he said. ‘‘It’s
only a kitten, you know, and there
must be lots of others. See now, tell
me how you did it—got the effect—
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that fur now. You must have been
taught somewhere. And then I would
like to see your other pictures. You
have made others, haven’t you?”’

She winked the tears away.

‘““You may see them,” she said,
catching her breath, ‘‘only they are
Jjest rough like this one; not framed
or pretty or anything. Nobody but
old Bruno looks at them. I haven’t
any one but Dad, and he’s most al-
ways on his ship—he’s a sailor, you
know, and she—"’

“She"’

““Yes, Mrs. Mulloy. Dad leaves me
with her. Well, she makes fun of
them. Yes, she does—but,”’ with a
quick clenching of the color-besmear-
ed fingers, “‘I’m goin’ to paint! I’m

goin’ to!”’
““Of course,”’ the other returned,
absently. ‘“Why, of course, you are

going to, Mary Ellen. I should say
that was the original intention re-
garding you, you understand; or per-
haps you don’t, but it seems so to me.
So you just see things and draw them,
eh ,’ ’

The child shook her dark wavy hair
back and looked up with a little puz-
zled frown.

‘“Oh, no!’’ she said. ‘““No. I just
see things an’ feel them, an’ then
draw them.”’

‘“What sort of things usually, Mary
Ellen?”’

“I draw Mother Foily sometimes—
just black and white, no colors. She
lives over there; an’ Jim Foily, that’s
all the son she’s got. He tramps all
summer, an’ she nearly always thinks
he won’t come home any more, so
when he does you ought to see her
face. That’s when I draw her. An’
I draw Bruno Cariola when he smiles
an’ his teeth flash white in his brown
face. Once he came in all soaking
wet and cold, one winter day, an’ he
oried because he wanted to go back to
Ttaly. Then I painted him that way.”

‘“‘Oh!”’ said the man.

““Yes!’’ she answered. ‘‘An’ you
can see the pictures if you ever come
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back, those very ones; but they ain’t
framed, remember. I hear the baby,
s0 I'm goin’ in, for she’ll let me take
him, though she said she wouldn’t.”’

With nods and smiles they parted
—the child with her battered peach-
basket; the man with the strange pie-
ture, daubed at the edges, half soiled,
made of unbelievably crude materials,
but yet with the indelible finger-mark
of genius upon it, the priceless, haunt-
ing thing that is the gift of the gods,
and that they bestow as it pleases
their fancy. Holding it, he swung
along the streets. It was his own
work, the work of the pigments and
the brush.

Presently he turned in to his own
studio and touched the button that
switched on the lights.

Slowly he went from one easel to
another, from one wall to the next.
There was beauty of color, beauty of
form, perfection of detail—and yet
—and yet—.

His eyes went back to the thing in
his hand. Something was missing
from all his painstaking work that he
felt lived in the picture of Mary
Ellen.

His work was as the opal without
its heart of fire; his paintings, masses
of dead color, beautiful failures, ag
little like the things they claimed to
show forth as the wax figures in a
museum are like the people they are
modelled after.

The man sat down heavily and
stared ahead. The easels and walls
melted into many shades and tones,
as a garden will when one turns back
to look at it from the gate.

“What she sees — and feels,”’ he
said, half aloud. ‘‘And feels — and
how she feels! What a woman she
would make in ten years. She must
be thirteen now. What a study ! Hep
eyes are like the sea. She has that
slenderness that turns to grace. Hep
skin will be ereamy and her lips sear.
let. That type develops those eolors
—besides, she will have the gift.”’

Suddenly a thought came to him,
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and he started to his feet, pacing up
and down, up and down, and talking
as though to the picture-hung walls.

““Why not?’’ he exclaimed. ‘‘In
Heaven’s name, why not? Who wants
her? A sailor who is always at sea,
who leaves her to be neglected? That
wretched shrew? I will take her from
them if there’s a way, and have her
taught. What I have not done she
ghall do. I will bring her away from
the squalor and reek, the horrors of
sight and sound, the brutality. She
shall wear purple and fine linen, little
Mary Ellen.”” He smiled at the name,
then walked the floor up and down
again.

At noontide of the next morning he
went up the street toward the house
where Mary Ellen lived.

It swarmed with people to-day, he
thought. They seemed excited, hor-
ribly noisy. The squalor on every
hand was unbearable.

There was a knot of men and wo-
men around the door he sought. They,
in contrast to the others on the street,
were oppressively still. There was
something about their faces that made
his own go white.

He touched one of them, an old,
bent woman, but his voice did not an-
swer his bidding. Then he heard it
as though from far off.

«“What is wrong?’’ he said. ‘“What
has happened? These people, are
they waiting for anything?”’

¢‘Tt’s Mary Ellen,’’ she returned,
quaveringly, ‘‘little Mary Ellen, God
rest her. She went a message for Mrs.
Mulloy an’ got struck by something
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swift at the crossin’—one of them
autos, belike, or mebby ’twas only a
bike. Sure, it’s all one now. The
child fell wid her head agin the
curb.”’

Listening, the man loosened the tie
at his throat. Then he pushed his
way through the people and into the
house.

An Italian, old and weather-beaten,
and holding a small monkey on his
shoulder, was standing beside a sofa.
The woman with the frowzled hair
stood beside him, her roughened pret-
tiness blanched by fear. A baby play-
ed on the floor contentedly, and Mary
Ellen lay on the sofa.

She, with the little dead kitten,
would never know any more of the
trouble of this tear-stained world.

The man who was a stranger stood
looking down far longer than he
knew, but neither the frowzled wo-
man or Bruno Cariola appeared to
notice.

The monkey chattered low in its
wrinkled throat, monotonously, know-
ingly, as one who had seen many
things.

The man raised one small hand
gently from where it had slipped over
the edge of the sofa. There were
flecks of gray and yellow, he noticed,
on one of the fingers. His lips moved,
and he spoke as half to Mary Ellen,
half to himself, though he may not
have known he was speaking:

““And each,’’ he mid,

‘“And each, in his separate star, -
Shall draw the thing as be sees it
For the God of things as they are.’’




MODERNISM
BY REV. J. R. TEEFY, LL.D.

lN introducing our article we have

not the least intention of being
controversial in our treatment of the
subject or in leading up to contro-
versy as a term. Our purpose is to
lay before the readers of The Cana-
dian Magazine a brief explanation as
to what Modernism is and why it was
condemned by the Supreme Pontiff
of the Catholic Church. If we are to
Jjudge by the amount and variety of
the comment which the Encyeclical has
called forth there has been no
lack of interest outside, as well
as within, the Church; so that
the subject may reasonably have
some claim upon all intelligent
and fair-minded thinkers. There is
no doubt about the importance of
the document. It was no ordinary
Papal mandate. It was a call to at-
tention. It roused the whole line,
some of which had got out of order
and had thrown confusion into ques-
tions which had long been thought
settled. Revelation was subverted,
the supernatural explained away, the
divinity of Christ denied and doe-
trine distorted from the tradition
both of time and authority. This is
Modernism: a name which its advo-
cates assumed to themselves. Nor
was it taken without significance or
purpose. Modernists abandoning the
anchorage of the past sought for the
origin and meaning of religious truths
in the law of change which they
thought they saw around them. All
is changed, nothing fixed. Evolution
is the reason of life. Social history,
no less than physical conditions, pre-
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sents the same panorama. ‘‘A point
which yesterday was invisible is its
goal to-day, and will be its starting-
point to-morrow.”” What, therefore,
in the face of these facts and of this
law, should be the attitude of the
Church? The answer of the Modern-
ists is that as the civil world marches
along the highway of change and pro-
gress, so also should the religious. It
cannot stand still. Manners change
with time. Neither philosophical
ideas nor scientific postulates are
what they were a thousand years ago.
Thus did they propose it should be
with the Church. No matter how
exact and admirable may have been
the expressions of faith and morals
when originally formulated, they are
unfitted for the exigencies of modern
thought and language. They should
be remodelled. It is not that the
times are out of joint with the
Chureh: it is rather that the Church
is out of joint with the times. She
should re-examine her treasures and
deposit of truth; re-coin her gold,
that it may be current; adjust it to
the spirit of the age. A new plan
must be devised, not perfect in itself,
but tending to perfection; never ab-
solutely final, but always prepared
for that accretion which betokens the
activity of life and the progress of
civilization. The Church must live.
And it is because Modernists propose
to wrest her from danger of death
that they call upon the magistracy of
the Church to abandon the reaction-
ary conservatism so contrary to the
warnings of history, of experienee
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and of common sense. To maintain in
modern society an organism which
was constituted twenty centuries ago
is an inexcusable anachronism, ab-
surd in itself and injurious to the
sacred cause it was intended to serve.
From this it will be seen that evolu-
tion is the plan which the Modernists
propose in religion; though they do
not limit themselves to this material-
istic patron of modern investigation.

Other philosophical theories, chief-
ly Kantian, were drafted into the ser-
vice for the purpose of adapting Ca-
tholic doctrine to the sceptical and
agnostic tendencies of the age. Two
important and well-known distine-
tions made by the sage of Konigsberg
were employed with this aim in view.
The first is that radical difference
which Kant makes between the thing
in itself and the thing as known to
us; or, using technical terms, between
the Noumena and the Phenomena.
The Noumena, or things in them-
selves, Kantian philosophy declares
to be unknown and unknowable. All
our knowledge is restricted to Phen-
omena in the subjective sense. Each
one of us is everlastingly imprisoned
within the narrow confines of his own
individual impressions. God Him-
self, the world, all objects, un-
created and created, are separated
from our knowledge by an impassable
gulf. Upon the principles of this
philosophy Agnosticism denies to the
human mind any knowledge what-
ever of God. He is essentially and
forever the Absolute, the Infinite, the
Incomprehensible. All questions con-
cerning God, His attributes and per-
fections, His relations with His crea-
tures, lie far beyond the scope of in-
tellectual investigation which neces-
sarily is within the confines of ex-
perience. Religion, therefore, is not
an object of thought or human study.
Theology, so far from having any pre-
seriptive right as a branch of learning
on account of its sublime subject mat-
ter, as well as its uninterrupted influ-
ence in the sciences and literature of
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nations, must be relegated to the
shrines of prayer and the houses of
religious observance.

The second distinetion to which al-
lusion is made is that between theor-
etical and practical reason. By the
former no reality can objectively be
attained. It is the home of know-
ledge, but more inaccessible than the
eagle’s mest. There science dwells
alone, unapproached and unapproach-
able. Not so with practical reason,
which finds itself in a world of ac-
tion, closely related with beings like
itself, towards whom it has obliga-
tions. Their commands are hypotheti-
cal, for they themselves are condi-
tional. Every line must have its ter-
minal point; and so we come to an
imperative which, depending upon no
other than its Author’s free sovereign
will, is categorical and absolute. This
Author is God, the supreme Legisla-
tor; so that by the practical reason we
realize what we could never realize
by the theoretical reason, viz., the
existence of God. And as science cor-
responds to the theoretical reason, so
the field of action and faith is limited
to the practical reason. Faith and
science are also dualistic — radieally
opposed to, and independent of, each
other. They are supposed to run on
parallel lines, though instead of
never meeting, as it is the case
in mathematics, they are fre-
quently meeting. Science is judge
and jury. No fact upon which the
temple of faith may rest is allowed,
unless it stand the storm of scientific
analysis. Prophecies and miracles—
all must be tried in this laboratory.
If science cannot admit the fact then
its value perishes, it erumbles to dust.
History as forming human experience
is a chapter of science. Historieal
facts, however hallowed they may be
by antiquity and sentiment, must at
all costs be discarded without fear or
favor if they cannot receive the seal
of science. Faith, not being scientifie,
transforms and deforms history. Thus
the Christ of history is not the Christ
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of Catholic faith. Faith may be a
safe guide for conduct; but it is an
ignorant and unsafe guide in matters
of theory and truth. It is pragmatic.
What men find admirable in the Ca-
tholic Church is the whole ethical sys-
tem, not the dogmatic truths. Chris-
tianity is a source and rule of life, a
discipline of moral and religious ac-
tion. The Catholic is restricted, not
by theories of ideas, but by rules of
conduect. This is the pragmatic atti-
tude of Modernism towards the world
of thought and reality—its test and
value of principles being utilitarian.
Knowledge is subservient to action,
dogma to moral. Modernism no more
wishes to submit its practical reason
or its conduet to authority than its
faith to the magisterial decision of the
Church. This is evident since the
issuing of the Encyclical. As the sub-
jective element is paramount in
theory,and truth is relative,so is con-
duct to be judged by our apprehen-
sion of law. Reason is autonomous,
so that laws are only to be imposed
in proportion as they are acceptable.
It is the contest between rationalism
and supernatural authority. Free
thought, the inheritance of the times,
would be stripped of its value if su-
periors could check subjects without
their consent. But in order to have
freedom, dogma has to be attenuated
or entirely suppressed. More solu-
tions than one were offered — bend-
ing Church and faith to the exigency
of the modern spirit. A dogma is
partly speculative and partly practi-
cal. As speculative it enunciates an
abstract idea; as practical it pre-
seribes a line of conduct, a worshipful
attitude. From the former side we
have something philosophical, depend-
ing altogether upon our system of
ideas, and to whieh no obligation of
absolute adhesion ean be required by
the teaching power of the Church.
From the latter or practieal side there
is imposed upon our actions as law
and direction of life the absolute ob-
ligation of conduct. There is an ex-
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ample in the Catholic doctrine of the
Real Presence of Christ in the Bless-
ed Eucharist. Towards the teaching
or speculative idea the mind may be
indifferent. In the operative require-
ments which Christ’s Presence places
upon the faithful there is the strict
obligation as if He were really pre-
sent. The magistracy of the Church
imposes the line of conduct to be
adopted. This set of duties we ac-
cept, not by reason of the authority
which imposes them, but by reason
of our faith.

We can now form a more or less
definite idea of Modernism. Theoreti-
cally it is an aceumulation of errors
tending to extinguish Catholicism un-
der the pretence of modernizing it.
Practically, it is an attempt to leaven
as far as possible the whole mass of
the Catholic religion with the modern
spirit. Evolution, excessive relativity
of knowledge, and pragmatism are the
philosophical methods pursued and
the system adopted. It is principally
Kantian, than whom none other could
be better chosen to attract attention
or to wound more deeply the super-
natural and realistic character of Ca-
tholie doctrine. From Kant all mod-
ern philosophy dates, and in him it
finds its principles of evolution, scep-
ticism and rationalism. In faet, we
may define Modernism as ‘““the theor-
etical and practical subordination of
Catholicism to the modern spirit of
Kantian philosophy.’’ Evolution at-
tacks the stability of the dogmatic
teaching of the Church, and posits
as the stimulus of progress not the
supernatural ideal calling from above,
but the stimulus from below. Exces-
sive relativity of knowledge gives rise
to agnosticism, and denies the reality
of truth upon which the Catholie
Church has always insisted. It must
not be supposed that all Modernists
are equally bold in their attacks upon
the Church. Some are not theologians
at all. Carried away by the prospeect
of a Church scientifically reformed
and adapted to the ideas and morals
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of the age, they portray its beauty
in romance and strive to bring about
its realization by teaching their
theories to the young and the unskill-
ed.

It is not merely that their philoso-
phy is leavened with principles impos-
sible to be reconciled with Catholie
truth, their religious explanations are
also absolutely untenable by any
member of the Church. We select only
two which in common with others
would sweep away the very founda-
tions upon which revealed religion
rests. ‘‘“What think ye of Christ?’’
The Modernist in answer to this ques-
tion commences by observing that his-
tory is science; and that if any state-
ment has found its way into history
which cannot be accounted for upon
scientific grounds, such a statement
must be regarded as unreliable, as
legendary and not historical. It as-
sumes a priort that the divine has
never come down into human history
—that the supernatural facts which
are related in the Gospel, such as the
Inearnation, the miracles, and espeec-
ially the Resurrection—are not and
could not be a matter of history at
all. With a magisterial wave of the
hand they sweep three-fifths of the
Gospel facts out of existence. They
insist that the Christ of scientific his-
tory is infinitely beneath the Christ
of Catholic faith. He came into life
and passed through it like other men
—died a violent death, and was bur-
ied. That is all. His body erumbled
in the grave, and His dust mingled
with that of all others. Resurrection
there was none, nor Ascension: these
are the halo which faith has placed
around the Founder of Christianity,
not the realities of true history. Nor,
according to Modernism, can omni-
science be attributed to Christ. His
knowledge was limited by the circum-
stances of time and all the other sur-
roundings of a village lad and arti-
san’s son. He had a strong religious
sentiment, so that He stood far above
the level of the average man, but He
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was nothing more than a Galilean
peasant. He was not Divine, nor was
there in all history any intervention
of the divine. The Divine Reality,
as the Unconditioned and Absolute,
cannot enter the sphere of human
knowledge and activity which is limit-
ed to phenomena and whieh condi-
tions everything upon which its activ-
ity is exerted. In the face of this
abasement of Christ to the low plane
of humanity the Catholic Church con-
demns those of her children who thus
subvert Christianity. We do not see
how the Supreme Head of the Church
could act otherwise. The raison d’
étre of the Catholic Churech is the ent-
rance of the Divine into the world.
The Church stands forever or falls to
complete rnin on the truth or false-
hood of the Inearnation—whose sig-
nificance is that God was born into
the world by the power and act of
the Holy Ghost; that He taught as
became the Divine with authority and
the confirmation of miracles; that He
laid down His life because He willed
that His death might be our life, and
that by His bruises we might be heal-
ed—and then that upon the third day
He rose again. All this has been be-
fore the world for nineteen hundred
years—and upon it the Church has
ever had its seal fixed. To explain
away the Incarnation, to eliminate
the Divine and Supernatural from the
Gospel, is to take a position contra-
dicting all the liturgy, the decrees and
the entire teaching of the Catholic
Church.

The lowering of Christ to created
level, so that He is held to be a mere
man, involved another collision with
the magistracy of the Church. Mod-
ernism framed an evolutionary con-
cept of Christ — that He did not
possess from the beginning the con-
sciousness of His Sonship; He had no
eonception of His atonement or of His
Church which was to be the work of
His Disciples. He lived and died
without any suspicion that He was
the consubstantial Son of God or the
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Redeemer of the world. Did He fall
into all this treasure of glory and
power by mere accident? Is it that
an ignorant, blundering Christ went
to death without a thought of the
value of His Blood? This is not the
Christ whom we have all been taught
to love and worship. And if a mere
handful of ecrities imbued with trans-
cendental rationalism undertake to
pawn this caricature upon believing
souls it need astonish none that Pius
the tenth has resented the insult of-
fered to the Christ cherished and
loved for twenty centuries. The con-
demnation launched against Modern-
ism thus throws the shield of Catholie
protection more closely around the
supernatural, the traditional and the
objective reality of religious truth and
faith. No fair-minded man can blame
the Church for recalling her own
children, when caught by erroneous
ideas they stray from the narrow
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path of faith and duty. The Modern
world is so accustomed to be uncheck-
ed in thought, so wont to regard prin-
ciples of knowledge as mere matters
of expediency, that any interference
is felt to be arbitrary. ‘When, there-
fore, the Supreme Pontiff condemned
these teachers of evolution and agnos.-
ticism for their destructive critieism
of revelation, he attracted the atten-
tion of the world and drew upon him.
self the disrespect of some whom his
censure affected. He was clearly
within his right. It was the fulfil-
ment of the duty he has as Supreme
Head of the Church of guarding and
teaching all Catholic faith and truth.
His action was no cowardice. It was
the courageous vindication of the
Bible and the Divinity of Christ —
which will be more appreciated when
feeling dies away and Kantian philo-
sophy is estimated less highly than
at present,

VICTORY

By

FREDERICK GEORGE SCOTT

On a battle field confined

By the four walls of a mind,

Two great spirits, stern and strong,
Battled fiercely,—Right and Wrong.

Sometimes Wrong, with sudden thrust,
Threw Right headlong in the dust;
Then would Right with might and main
Shake his foe and rise again.

Years and years the battle raged
And the man grew bent and aged ;
Till at last, his time being o’er,
Death came knocking at the door.

“Let me in,”’” the angel said,

“God hath sent me, have no dread ;
For the fight so well maintained
Endless rest on high hath gained.”



NEW WORDS WITH CROPS OF
YELLOW WHEAT

BY AGNES DEANS CAMERON

ITH the one exeeption of Johan-

nesburg, the city of Winnipeg
last year had a greater diversity of
languages spoken within her gates
than any other city in the world.
This is a startling statement, but the
one who makes it is no less an author-
ity than the Rev. W. E. Hassard,
Field Secretary of the Upper Canada
Bible Society, and he should know.

The depository of the Canadian
Bible Society, in the city of Winnipeg,
sells translations of the Bible printed
in forty-three different languages:
and before next year shall have run
its course it will be possible to obtain
in this ‘‘Buckle of the Wheat-Belt”’
copies of the scriptures in sixty dis-
tinet tongues.

Already, translations have been ask-
ed for and supplied over the counters
of this unique city on the banks of the
Assiniboine in these and half a hun-
dred other languages:—Armenian,
Arabie, Burmese, Bohemian, Cree,
Esth, Korean, Lett, Micmae, Ojibway,
Persian, Rouman, Romansch, Ruthen,
Slovak, Sanserit, Slavonik, Tinne, Ur-
du and Yiddish.

It will be readily seen that by di-
rect word of mouth many of these
strange new peoples can not be ap-
proached. Not the least of the hard-
ships of the self-expatriated ‘‘come
outer,”” who cuts old ties and comes to
Canada to make among the yellow
wheat a better home for his babies, is
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Just this lonely fact that there is no
one to whom to talk of the old days
in the old homeland tongue. But
through the printed page he may be
reached, and it is here that the gra-
cious work of the Bible Society comes
in. Even among families not avowed-
ly Christian, the approaching form of
the colporteur, backbent with a load
of bibles,is a welcome figure. And the
farther off the miner’s camp or lone
settler’s shack, and the more recently
arrived its inmate, the broader the
smile as the new Canadian in the
rough feasts his eye on the familiar
characters in the free Bible.

So would Robinson Crusoe have
glutted his sight with a copy of the
London Times, could the goat have
committed the anachronism of dig-
ging one out from among the flotsam
in the kelp.

But sooner or later the new arriv-
als all get a working knowledge of
English; the parents pick it up from
the children who get all corners, lin-
guistic and others, rubbed off in that
equalizing mill, the little prairie
schoolhouse.

And the new pioneers of the plains,
the polyglot peoples on the edge of
things, garnish the English of the
effete East with verbal embellishment
all their own. The Englishman fresh
from the classic shades of Oxford and
Cambridge, when let loose in the vast-
ness of the all-out-door-ness of West-
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ern Canada, has to find out for him-
self what a coulee is, and a canyon, a
guleh and a corral.

The new arrival at first is not very
sure of the subtle difference between
a tepee and a lariat, while chaps,
quirt and maverick are all an un-
known tongue. Shanty he connects
with the French-Canadian chantier,
and so gets a glimpse of light.

He was weaned on “‘the three R's,”’
but his early education among the
hedge-rows and cricket-creases of old
England failed to introduce him by
either the culinary or etymologieal
route to ‘‘the three B’s,” bacon,
beans, and bannock.

Within the prairie homes of the
cattle-man he will make the daily ac-
Quaintance of another three B’s, the
literary pabulum which throughout
the length and breadth of the range
takes the place of the Illustrated Lon.
don News, the Pall Mall, and the
Pink *Un. On the ‘“‘front room’’
table of every ranch-house are thumb-
ed copies of the Bible, Burns, and the
Breeder’s Gazette.

When you ask Johnny Come-Late-
ly (just arrived from Weston-Super-
Mare with shiny leggins and Poole
coat of faultless cut) if he wants dope
on his hard-tack, he fails to recognize
butter under that name. Equally
alien is the sound of ‘‘tin-cow,”’
which might be corned beef, but is
condensed milk,

Exceedingly wide of application is
that term dope. Contracted at first
from the newsboys’ ‘“‘de ope’,”” (the
opium), it signified opium, chloral,
cocaine, any pain-deadener. Now
dope may be anything from grease on
a lumberman’s skid-road to butter or
jelly or green-gage jam, from ‘‘gos-
pel-dope,”” which the new ‘‘sky-
pilot’’ hands out, to the printed dope
in your weekly mail. ¢ :

‘‘Gospel-dope’’ has a variant in
““soul-grub,”” and it is purveyed by
a ‘‘gospel-shark,” a ‘‘devil-dodger,’’
or ‘‘fire-escape’’ who, if tall, figures
as a ‘“fathom of righteousness.”’
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On the other side of the Rockies,
in the mining camps, all men are di-
vided into two great classes. Here
you are either a chee-chaco or a sour.
dough. ““Chee-chaco’’ is pure Chin-
ook for ‘‘newly-arrived,’’ and carries
with it all the slighting reference
which attaches to the uninitiated. The
‘“sour-dough’’ is the man who has
““got next” to the conditions which
obtain. In the early days of the Yu.
kon every man was his own bread.
maker and hard experience taught
him to keep ever on hand a “‘chunk’’
of sour dough as*¢ rising’’for his next
batch of life’s staff. On stampeding
to a new camp, when the rush was
made stealthily between the dark and
the daylight, that precious lump of
dough, worth its weight in “‘dust,”’
was the one household god which
must not be left behind.

Above all else, if the new arrival
in a cattle town values his peace of
mind, he must avoid all reference to
his former greatness. There must not
be any ‘‘bloomin’ post-mortems,’’ no
yearning backward glance toward that
imperial palace whence he came. No
questioning look must fall upon the
bed of spruce boughs. The rude COw-
puncher is 60 apt to say, ‘‘Get onto
the Johnny who forgot to bring his
goose-hair mattress with ’im from
blarsted Piccadilly. ’Ow careless!”’
And it will be well for the traveller
from over-seas to show early in the
story his ability to pay cash in the
wayside inn that he may patronize.
Otherwise the ‘‘genial proprietor’’
(proprietors according to the West-
ern press are all ““genial’’) will take
him hurriedly to the door of the har.
room and show him the bleached jaw.
bone of an ox which, with its black-
painted ‘““NO,”” takes the place of
‘“God Bless Our Home’’ in prairie
hosteleries. This forceful drawing-
room motto is the Western equiva-
lent of ““Le Sieur Crédit est mort,”’
the delicate warning of the Burgun-
dian inns of the Middle Ages.

The new Western verb active to



TO AN APPLE BLOSSOM

caché harks back to the old days of
the fur-trader and voyageur. Now,
anything put in a safe place is
cachéd. Indians on the coast caché
dog-salmon against the proverbial
rainy day, and their fathers and
grandfathers cachéd their dead and
nearly dead in mortuary biscuit boxes
high up on lone trees of Douglas pine
in days of the long ago.

If a friend asks you to ‘‘dig up,”’
his phrase has origin in the early gold
camps, when the ‘“‘dust’’ was buried
for safe-keeping in the mud floor of
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the tent, perhaps, after all, in the
light of recent developments, not such
a to-be-despised treasure vault.

The salutation, ‘‘Here’s a Ho,”
which with uplifted glass precedes a
drink throughout the prairie country,
is solidified (or liquefied) history. ‘‘In
the beginning,”’ during any big buf-
falo hunt, one man had the direction
of affairs; every buffalo hunt was a
community hunt, and no shot was
fired till the master of ceremonies

gave the word. And that word was
a thunderous ‘‘Ho!”’

TO AN APPLE BLOSSOM

By PERCY A. GAHAN

Sweet modest, fragrant, faded gem,
Whose tinted petals incense breathe,
In friendship’s pure and holy wreath ;

The rarest in that diadem,

I’ll twine thee now a flower more sweet
Than ever Cashmere’s Valley knew,

Or bathed in balm the mountain’s feet
That tow’rs o’er Oman’s flood of blue,

Precious thou art for her whose hand
Hath picked thee from thy parent tree
And sent thee odor-winged to me.

Though thou art fading now, and €’en
To dust thy fragrant bloom shall turn,

Thy dust, for her, Love’s Fairy Queen,
Shall rest in Friendship’s sacred urn.

Life’s brightest hopes like flowers must fade ;
Fortune is fickle and unjust :

In sunshine now, to-morrow shade ;

And soon, alas, all, all is dust.
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THE MOUNTAIN GOAT
Bv L. S. HIGGS

Heedless of change, he holds his own
Vast, man-untrodden, wild demesne ;
Uncouth, unkempt, aloof, alone,
Lost spirit of the Miocene :
Self-chosen, undismayed outcast,
He bides a silent witness—he,
The heir of generations past,
The heir of ages yet to be;

Who looked upon the changing face
Of earth: the lifting of the range;
The upthrust ocean-floor give place

To grassy highlands, quaint and strange:

Long, long before the rivers ran
To hew a passage to the sea,

Before the first rude heart of man
Had dreamed of immortality.

In summer, when the dripping snows
Climb upward and the white grouse calls,
Aloft and yet aloft he goes,
Beside the roaring waterfalls:
Aloft beside the glacier’s rim,
Across the huddled dark moraine,
To reach his rock-hewn dais grim—
The summit of the mountain-chain.

One who would lift the misty veil

That hides this phantom of a dream,
Must look to feet and head, and scale

The ledge where kite and eagle scream:
Above the steep and dizzy climb,

The hunter, silent, fronts at last
That hoary ghost of outrun time,

Uncanny emblem of the past.
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Sl VES - IMPRESSIONS

BY MARY KEEGAN

Lo AVES,; 86
widely known
by its group of
acknowledged
painters, by
their work
which year after
year hangs in
the exhibits of
at least two con-

tinents, is not loitering at this moment,
when all over the face of the globe

the artist-painter is making pre-
paration to ‘‘send in.”’ St. Ives is
immortal, with its tawny-canvassed
mackeral boats snug in the mellow
harbor; its circling gulls with their
sharp cry, hither, thither, ever on the
wateh; St. Ives, aloof, remote, indif-
ferent, letting the world go by. Beau-
tiful, very beautiful, even on this
grim day when a nor’-nor’-westerly
gale is blowing the incoming tide back
from ihe sand, is the irregular, quiet-
toned pile of old houses that meets
me as I look out across the harbor,
backed by the cool green hill which is
called the ‘‘Island,”” a favorite spot
for spreading the brown fishing nets
to dry. On its summit, against the
sky, is what is left of the round ruin
of the ancient chapel of St. Nicholas,
where the brave St. Ia (Ives) was
massacred in the fifth century, after

bringing with her from Ireland the

faith of St. Patrick. Two or three

years ago the Admiralty ordered that

the little ruin, a beacon to the sea-

farer all along the coast, should be

pulled down. Operations were begun.
5—145

The people were in a frenzy. Peti-
tions were sent up. After much of
the tower had been demolished the
Admiralty desisted, regretted, and
gave permission for it to be rebuilt.
This has not yet been done, and it is
doubtful whether it ever will be. The
loosened stones remain lying about
the base of the ruin. It makes a good
illustration of the temperament of
the people: a mélange of Celt and
Western Mediterranean, which even
the influence of Wesley has not been
able to practicalize. And Wesley is
strongly felt about here—or perhaps
it would be well to say commemorat-
ed—judging more especially by the
number of chapels which blot the
otherwise picturesque and ‘‘foreign’’
character of the place. But the wild
nature ‘of the surrounding moorland
remains undisturbed, except, here and
there, a rude and ruined mine-shaft
half-way up a bouldered, gorse-clad
tor, like a clenched hand with the
forefinger pointing skyward. Lower
down one is often struck by the naive
ineongruity of a flourishing cabbage-
patch snugly tucked in between the
hoary walls of some prehistorie
stronghold. And the color of these
moorlands! Gorse and heather and
braken and ling, fighting to hold their
own, soaring in a wilderness of tone
upward across the sky, and down-
ward, spreading out to the edge of
the eliffs, showing purple and gold
and russet and green against the lim-
pid sapphire of the sea. It makes one
shout—the bare thought of it!
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Sound has its place in this medley
of beauty. The wind wildly shriek-
ing, sobbing, whispering, yelling, in
and out through the giant, prehistoric
stones, like the children of gods at
play on the hill-tops; or purring in
the gorse and braken on the hill-side;
or like the souls of mad musicians
forming a frenzied orchestra of
strings in the blackthorn of the hedge-
rows. This land of mysticism should
create some new poet of sound and
send us a master of mystical music
inspired in our own land.

It was the color which first attract-
ed men of the brush. Who the first was
is notknown. Whistlerand Zorn,among
others, have become associated with
the early days of the artist here, and
within the last twenty years painters
of all nationalities, remote and fam-
ous, have found their way to St. Ives
at one time or another. And coming
once, they come again. There is an
allurement about the very atmos-
phere, a never-ending changefulness,
a passion of moods, stormy and ten-
der, soft and lovable, cruel and wild,
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that keep it wrapped in an everlast-
ing charm. For some the open sea
and the wide horizon, or the stretches
of yellow sand and the wonderful
tones of the incoming surf; for others
the semi-circle of the harbor, flanked
by its piers, and in between a forest
of masts, surmounted by the watch-
ful gull, against the background of
soft-toned, rising houses, while
stretched out before them are inti-
mate and many-colored household
garments flapping and buffeting the
wind.

There is so much under all cireum-
stances and of every character for all
who can feel and see and use a brush
or pen, that it is difficult enough to
know where to begin, and impossible
to know where to end. This embarras
de richesse has been the cause of the
conversion of every available loft for
the housing of nets, and, indeed, even
cellars for the curing of pilehards,
into some sort of studio. These studios
number sixty or eighty in all. There
is an entente cordiale between the fish-
ermen and the painters. Sometimes
the painters go a-fishing and the fish-
ermen a-posing.

Thanks to the Great Western Rail-
way, St. Ives is beginning to be re-
garded as a ‘‘resort,”’ and in summer
—August particularly — the painter
and the fisherman succumb to the
‘‘visitor.”” Then it is that the fisher-
man’s wife earns her cottage rent for
the year by letting lodgings, and the
resident painter shuts up his house,
or lets it furnished, and wanders into
Picardy or the Barbizon country, or
elsewhere. Then it is that the ‘‘visi-
tor’’ comes like a horde, yet civilized
enough to demoralize the fisher-folk
with tips, and with backhsheesh make
mendicants of the fisherman’s child-
ren.

In the autumn the painter returns.
Happily for him, the herring fleet be.
gins operations then too. It has done
much to lure him to St. Ives. It hag
the beauty of movement and change,
of form and color, of grouping in
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the most marvellous manner, of doz-
ing, apparently, quiet and motionless,
its ‘‘barked’’ sails throwing deep re-
flections on the still or undulating
water. And its fishermen are not the
least note in its beauty: picturesque
in type, their weather-beaten sou’-
westers, barked canvas ‘‘jumpers,’’
and tall rubber boots reaching to the
thigh. Like all who deal with the
sea, they are simple, civil and self-
respecting. They have musical voices
and a persuasive dialect. They are
deeply religious and, for the most
part, temperate. They know, too, all
there is to know about their own pro-
fession, and have a word or two to
say on simple ethics. One day I was
deploring to my fisherman-landlord
my lack of knowledge of the compass,
the tides, the moon, in all of which
he was vainly striving to educate me.
At last he said: ““You do belong to
have a map on your study wall.”’

“Yes,”” said I, “‘I have: the map of
mid-Europe.”’

“You do knaw all there is to knaw
about it?’’ he asked.

‘““About the map—I know some-
thing, yes,”’ I assented, dubiously.

““Well,”’” he answered, ‘‘it be as big
a riddle to me, that there map, as the
sea do be to ’ee.”’

It was a tactful manner of restor-
ing me to my sense of dignity.

““They artises,”” as the fisher-folk
call the painters, form a very conser-
vative group, particularly those who
make St. Ives a hub of the universe.
Many of them have built beautiful
houses with large studios attached.
And they are exclusive, even in these
democratic days. Nevertheless, among
them are men whose work is widely
known, such as Ohlsson, Arnesby
Brown, A.R.A., Fuller, Milner, Dea-
con, Bromley, Schofield, Dyer, Frey-
borg, Titcomb, Grier, Tom Robertson,
J. A. Park, and other names known to
_more than one continent.

Soon after my arrival I went into
the studio of the seculptor, Mrs. Bain-
smith. On entering, my eye became
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A PEEP AT THE FISHING BOATS, ST. IVES

riveted upon a statuette in bronze of
the late Sir John A. Macdonald. Far-
ther down the room was a life-size bust
of Sir Charles Tupper. To meet
without ceremony, and on the same
oceasion, two of Canada’s greatest
men — even in bronze — three hund-
red and some odd miles from London,
on the one hand, and three thousand
from their own country, on the other
hand, in an art centre so far removed
from polities, was a delightful sur-
prise from which I have not yet re-
covered. Their company was good—
albeit in ferre cuite: the late Profes-
sor Newman, a brother to the Car-
dinal, and the late Canon Ainger,
Master of the Temple, whose recent
Memoirs have created so much inter-
est. But an element less grave was
growing rapidly in their midst, from
a clod of clay into a living being, un-
der the fingers of Mrs. Bainsmith: a
portrait-bust of Fergus Hume, author
of The Mystery of a Hansom Cab.
The Arts Club, a characteristic and
convivial institution, was founded a
good many years ago, in the studio
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THE HARBOR, ST. IVES

of Mr. Louis Grier, which was for
some time used as the elub. Mr. Wylie
Grier—then of St. Ives, now of Tor-
onto—was one of the founders, to-
gether with Mr. Louis Grier, Mr.
Robinson, Mr. Adrian Stokes, and
Mr. W. H. Y. Titcomb. The club has
long since moved from its birthplace,
and has converted a large packing loft
into its present agreeable quarters.
The growth of feminisme has permit-
ted women to become members as well.
And exponents of all the arts—as the
name of the club signifies—are wel-
comed within the walls, with the ex-
ception of those of the noble art of
acting. This surprising prejudice,
however, does not prevent members
from sometimes straying into the
paths of the aector—in an amateur
way—and recently a very laudable
performance was given us: a one-act
““tragedy,”” by Bernard Shaw, en-
titled Passion, Poison, and Petrefac-
tion, or The Fatal Gazogene. A clever
poster relative to this was drawn by
the marine painter, Mr. Edmund Ful-
ler.

As in all places of the kind, there
are the nomads, who appear and dis-
148

appear and reappear again and again.
Alfred East, R.A., comes down from
time to time, and many another paint-
er of note, especially in the winter.
Writers, as well: Morley Roberts,
Lewis Hind, Charles Marriott, best
known by his book, The Column, is a
resident. Guy Thorne, author of
When It Was Dark, wrote it and other
books down here. A Little Moorland
Princess, by Mr. F. Stokes, who is
almost a resident, was written here.
Mr. Elkington, author of Adrift In
New Zealand, has come down to write
another book. Havelock Ellis, the
well-known scientist, finds inspiration
on the moors; while Mrs. Ellis has
written, among other things, two
works of fietion on the Cornish peo-
ple. J. J. Campbell, of ‘““New Theo-
logy’’ fame, has become a familiap
figure here of late.

In England St. Ives is unique.
Show day, so near at hand, will bring
many people interested in art on a
tour of inspection round the studios,
and a procession from early mornings
till late afternoon will climb rickety
stairs to admire and criticize the works
to be ‘‘sent in’’ to the Academy.
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The beauty of old St. Ives cannot
well be effaced, but now that the tin
mines, neglected for many years, are
beginning to be worked again, the
beauty of the moorland will suffer in
parts. The dull thud of the engine-

pump will discord with the mystical
music of the place; but there are great
tracts between filled with the honey-
scent of the gorse flower, where one
may be alone with nature, ravished
by her sights and scents and sounds.

GRAY AND GREEN

A GLIMPSE OF LAKE ONTARIO FROM A BALCONY

By AMY PARKINSON

Green in the middle dist:mée, like
A shining beryl floor ;

Gray where it met the gray-blue sky,
Gray where it touched the shore.

Green and gray in the cool, soft tones
Of a varying spring-time day,

With now and again, where a sunbeam fell,
A topaz glint on the gray.

Then a sudden change,—and white gleams,
like pearls,
All over the waters seen—
As a swift-winged wind came rushing down
And ruffled both gray and green,



1THE STORY OF A 1 UTHERAN
MADONNA

BY LUCY CREIGHTON

HROUGHOUT the course of hum-
an history, after any great
conquests, when the victors divide
the spoil, the most desirable of
all the booty seem to be objects of re-
ligious veneration. One of the most
valued of national possessions—the
sacred Stone of Scone—was thus
stolen away from Scotland by the vie-
torious first Edward. And just as
Belshazzar and his lords made merry
drinking from the gold and silver ves-
sels from the Temple at Jerusalem,
these trophies have often been put to
strange and alien uses. When differ-
ent peoples in turn come by the right
of might to be rulers of any country,

LUTHERAN CHURCH AT LUNENBURG, N.S.
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the altars and temples of the old re-
ligion are often made to serve for the
new. For example, there is the mosque
of St. Sophia in Constantinople ;
built by the Christian Emperor Jus-
tinian, who ' gathered the materials
from the remains of nearly every tem-
ple of ancient paganism in his empire.

From Constantinople to Canada is
a far ery, but in a little Nova Scotian
town may be seen a somewhat similar
meeting of an old faith with a new.
Listen now to the story of a madonna
made by Frenchmen, used in the
Church of Rome, captured by British
red-coats as a trophy of war, and set
by German Lutherans in their church,
there to gaze day by day with scorn
and hatred at the figure of the inso-
lent heretic Martin Luther.

At the close of the seventeenth cen-
tury the leaders of the great game of
nations in Europe were England and
France. In that game the province
which is now Nova Scotia was a help-
less pawn, and in its moves the blood
of the brave settlers was spilled like
water. Having granted Acadie to
England by the peace of Utrecht, up-
on the renewal of hostilities, France
looked about her for a suitable situa-
tion for a sea-port stronghold. She
selected the splendid harbor on the
shore of the beautiful Isle Royale, and
the result was the renowned fortress
of Louisburg, the key to the St. Law-
rence, the Dunkirk of America, a men-
ace to the English colonies in Acadie
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and New England and an outpost of
defence for the French of Upper Ca-
nada. This place with its well-nigh
impregnable defences, equipped with
a garrison of several thousand men,
became one of the proudest of French
possessions, and there one day arrived
from France the first church bells to
be brought to Canada. The smaller
was afterwards sent to Montreal,
where it may be seen at present in the
Chateau de Ramezay. But the other,
bearing upon one side a cross and on
the other La Vierge et son Fils, was
placed in a chapel. And there while
the Lilies of France floated over-head,
its sweet tone called the soldiers of
the garrison to pray for the spread of
the true Church and the confusion
of their enemies. But, alas for hu-
man pride! Twice the Lilies of France
came ingloriously down and the Lion
of England went triumphantly up.
The first eapture took place in 1745,
but in the treaty of Aix-la-Chapelle,
Louisburg was restored to the French.
In 1758, however, it was again cap-
tured by a fleet commanded by Bos-
cawen, Wolfe and others; the victors,
fearing to lose again the bone of con-

REVERSE SIDE OF BELL, SHOWING THE
OUTLINES OF THE MADONNA

tention, destroyed it, and Louisburg
became a heap of ruins. The bell with
other spoils was taken to Halifax,
where it lay hidden for nearly twen-
ty years in a warehouse, from which
obseurity it emerged, to be carried to
Lunenburg.

Now Lunenburg was a town com-
posed for the most part of Germans
who had been invited to the Province
by the British Government, and pro-
vided with grants of land, farming
implements, the protection of the State
and the ministrations of the Establish-
ed Church, which were considered
suitable for British subjects. But al-
though these Germans in crossing the
ocean to found new homes for their
families had willingly changed their
nationality, they had no intention of
changing one iota of their ereed. The
district of Lunenburg from which
they came and from which they nam-
ed their town was one of the most
strongly Protestant distriets in Ger-
many, and they belonged not to the
lower classes but to the more educated
middle classes. Nearly every man
brought with him his little collection
of devotional books, many of which
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may still be seen. Sometimes they
are reverently preserved by the pre-
sent generation; sometimes they are
found, worm-eaten and covered with
dust, in a corner of some attie, bear-
ing mute witness to the piety and
staunch Protestantism of their own-
ers. These were the sort of men to
make honest and loyal citizens, but not
the sort to meekly accept the services
of the Church of England, especially
when conducted in a language they
could not understand. Accordingly,
after the first few years they became
dissatisfied with the HEstablished
Church. They eclamored for their
own Kirche, they demanded ein Pre-
diger. Failing to obtain their peti-
tionsfrom a slow-moving government
that could not understand their pre-
Jjudice, they set about to supply them
for themselves. They hewed timbers
and built a church, exacting from
each man his due share of labor or of
expense; and while they built they
sent letter after letter to Philadelphia,
beseeching the Lutheran church in
that eity to send them a pastor. When
at last the pastor came, the new
church was dedicated as Zion’s
Church, and before long the zealous
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congregation, to make it complete,
sent to Halifax and bought the old
bell that had come from Louis-
burg. Nothing daunted by the
Cross and the Virgin, the good
Lutherans hung it in the belfry,
and there it must often have echoed
to the strains of Ein feste Burg ist
unser Gott—that bell which had last
rung to summon armed men in that
“mighty fortress’’ whose fame was
so short-lived. It was paid for by
contributions of some shillings each,
the original list of which may be
seen neatly written in a long calf-
bound book at the Lutheran parson-
age in Luenburg at the present time.
The whole price was £27 16s. 5d.. and
the number of contributors 115.
There may also be seen in Lunen-
burg the money chest in which these
contributions were probably placed
for safe-keeping. This chest is of
oak, black with age, inscribed with
armorial bearings rudely burnt in
poker-work, the pyrography of the
seventeenth century, and strengthen-
ed with heavy iron bands and lock.
It came from Germany with the
settlers, and was wused as a re-
ceptacle for the revenue of the

OLD OAK MONEY CHEST IN THE LUTHERAN CHURCH AT LUNENBURG, N.S.



THE STORY OF A LUTHERAN MADONNA

church in the absence of banks,
which at that time were not an
ornament in every thriving ham-
let.

It would seem that the madonna,
although placed in such uncongenial
surroundings, would be, as the prop-
erty of a congregation of farmers
and workmen, at least safe from the
sound -of war and strife, and would
stand in no danger of being again
carried away. DBut it was destined
to play a part in still another siege.
Having settled their religious dis-
putes, the town of Lunenburg was
confronted by a fear more alarming
than the loss of cherished doctrines,
the same fear which gripped all the
settlements in our provinces — the
Yankee privateers. The American
Revolution had begun; England and
the colonies were now at war, and a
number of these privateers were
coasting around our shores, with the
object of plundering and spoiling the
towns, which could only strengthen
the defences, and watch and pray.
The memory of those troublous times
has come down the years, handed
from father to son, and we in our
present time of peace and security
may often hear stories of those seven
years, when the colonists lived in
daily fear of at least the destruction
of their homes so lately claimed from
the wilderness. A written testimony
to the state of affairs in Lunenburg
is to be found in the records of the
Anglican Church, where the baptism
of a child is recorded in 1777, and be-
low is jotted a note saying that the
child was baptized without sponsors
and in great haste, owing to the alarm
of a privateer. At last, in July, 1782,
the long-dreaded came, in the shape
of three American vessels. The de-
fenders were so taken by surprise
that almost before they knew of their
approach, the Americans, or ‘‘re-
bells,”” as they are called in an ac-
count written by a townsman of
1782, had overrun the place. They
seized all the batteries and spiked
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the guns, taking the defenders pris-
oners, and then, according to the old
chronicle, ‘““they fell a plundering
the chief houses and the shops, which
they cleared all.”” When things look-
ed so hopeless, the townspeople, in
despair, fled or hid themselves. The
Lutherans were not behind the others
in flight, but before they went, think-
ing the Yankees might want to add
to their loot the bell which their coun-
trymen had helped to capture, they
took it out of the tower, carried it
down a steep hill and sank it safe
from sight in the waters of the Back
Harbour. The Prediger of that year,
who had just arrived from Germany,
showed himself more valiant than his
flock in resisting the enemy; not,
however, with their own weapons, but
with earnest expostulations delivered
in German and broken English. His
efforts were met with laughter and
derision, and he himself was pinion-
ed hand and foot and left lying in the
church square. Having taken every-
thing of value they could lay their
hands on, destroyed much property
and also, according to tradition, hav-
ing extorted from the chief citizens
a mortgage on the town for one
thousand pounds, the invaders sailed
away. Then when all fear of its cap-
ture was over, the burgers came forth
from their hiding places and hoisted
to its place again the bell which, aec-
cording to the reecord, was so dearly
bought. The record remains, but the
men are gone. Many of the names
are gone also, and the old church
with them. But the bell survives, and
any who will elimb a long and dizzy
flight of steps in the present Zion’s
Church will see one of the two oldest
bells in Canada. On one side is the
Cross and on the other the Virgin,
looking ever scornfully downward at
the painted window where stands
Martin Luther, while below him are
written the famous words by which
he made his stand of heretical rebel-
lion, Hier stehe ich, ich kann nicht
ander, Gott helfe mich!



THE DOCTOR’S SWEETHEART

BY L. M. MONTGOMERY

JUST because I am an old woman

outwardly it doesn’t follow that
I am one inwardly. Hearts don’t
grow old—or shouldn’t. Mine hasn’t,
I am thankful to say. It bounded
like a girl’s with delight when I saw
Doctor John and Marcella Barry
drive past this afternoon. If the doc-
tor had been my own son I couldn’t
have felt more real pleasure in his
happiness. I’m only an old lady who
can do little but sit by her window
and knit, but eyes were made for see-
ing, and I use mine for that purpose.
When I see the good and beautiful
things—and a body need never look
for the other kind, you know — the
things God planned from the begin-
ning and brought about in spite of
the counter plans and schemes of men,
I feel such a deep joy that I’m glad,
even at seventy-five, to be alive in a
world where such things come to pass.
And if ever God meant and made two
people for each other, those people
were Doctor John and Marcella
Barry; and that is what I always tell
folks who come here commenting on
the difference in their ages. ‘‘Old
enough to be her father,”’ sniffed
Mrs. Riddell to me the other
day. I didn’t say anything to
Mrs. Riddell. T just looked at her. 1
presume my face expressed what I
felt pretty clearly. How any woman
ean live for sixty years in the world,
as Mrs. Riddell has, a wife and mother
at that, and not get some realization
of the beauty and general satisfac-
toriness of a real and abiding love, is
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something I cannot understand and
never shall be able to.

Nobody in Bridgeport believed that
Marcella would ever come back, ex-
cept Doctor John and me—not even
her Aunt Sara. I’ve heard people
laugh at me when I said I knew she
would; but nobody minds being
laughed at when she is sure of a
thing, and I was as sure that Marcella
Barry would come back as that the
sun rose and set. I hadn’t lived be-
side her for eight years to know )
little about her as to doubt her.
Neither had Doctor John.

Marcella was only eight years old
when she came to live in Bridgeport.
Her father, Chester Barry, had Jjust
died. Her mother, who was a sister
of Miss Sara Bryant, my next door
neighbor, had been dead for four
years. Marcella’s father left her to
the guardianship of his brother, Rich-
ard Barry; but Miss Sara pleaded S0
hard to have the little girl that the
Barrys consented to let Marcella live
with her aunt until she was sixteen.
Then, they said, she would have to g0
back to them, to be properly educated
and take the place of her father’s
daughter in his world. For, of
course, it is a fact that Miss Sara
Bryant’s world was and is a very dif.
ferent one from Chester Barry’s
world. As to which side the differ-
ence favors, that isn’t for me to say.
It all depends on your standard of
what is really worth while, you know,

So Marcella came to live with us in
Bridgeport. I say ‘‘us’’ advisedly,
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She slept and ate in her aunt’s house,
but every house in the village was a
home to her; for, with all our little
disagreements and diverse opinions,
we are really all one big family, and
everybody feels an interest in and a
good working affection for everybody
else. Besides, Marcella was one of
those children whom everybody loves
at sight, and keeps on loving. One
long, steady gaze from those big gray-
ish-blue black-lashed eyes of hers went
right into your heart and stayed
there.

She was a pretty child and as good
as she was pretty. It was the right
sort of goodness, too, with just enough
spice of original sin in it to keep it
from spoiling by reason of over-sweet-
ness. She was a frank, loyal, brave
little thing, even at eight, and
wouldn’t have said or done a mean
or false thing to save her life.

She and I were right good friends
from the beginning. She loved me
and she loved her Aunt Sara; but
from the very first her best and deep-
est affection went out to Doctor John
Haven, who lived in the big brick
house on the other side of Miss Sara’s.

Doctor John was a Bridgeport boy,
and when he got through college he
came right home and settled down
here, with his widowed mother. The
Bridgeport girls were fluttered, for
eligible young men were scarce in our
village ; there was considerable setting
of caps, I must say that, although I
despise ill-natured gossip; but neither
the caps nor the wearers thereof
seemed to make any impression on
Doctor John. Mrs. Riddell said that
he was a born old bachelor; I suppose
she based her opinion on the fact that
Doctor John was always a quiet, book-
ish fellow, who didn’t eare a button
for society, and had never been guilty
of a flirtation in his life. I knew
Doctor John’s heart far better than
Martha Riddell could know any-
body’s; and I knew there was noth-
ing of the old bachelor in his nature.
He just had to wait for the right

155

woman, that was all, not being able
to content himself with less as some
men can and do. If she never came
Doctor John would never marry; but
he wouldn’t be an old bachelor for
all that.

He was thirty when Marcella came
to Bridgepart—a tall, broad-shoulder-
ed man with a mane of thick brown
curls and level, dark hazel eyes. He
walked with a little stoop, his hands
clasped behind him; and he had the
sweetest, deepest voice. Spoken musie,
if ever a voice was. He was kind and
brave and gentle, but a little distant
and reserved with most people. Every-
body in Bridgeport liked him, but
only a very few ever passed the inner
gates of his confidence or were admit-
ted to any share in his real life. I
am proud to say I was one; I think it
it is something for an old woman to
boast of.

Doctor John was always fond of
children, and they of him. It was
natural that he and little Marcella
should take to each other. He had
the most to do with bringing her up,
for Miss Sara consulted him in every-
thing. Marcella was not hard to man-
age for the most part; but she had
a will of her own, and when she did
set it up in opposition to the powers
that were nobody but the doctor counld
influence her at all; she never resisted
him or disobeyed his wishes.

Marcella was one of those girls who
develop early. I suppose her constant
association with us elderly folks had
something to do with it, too. But, at
fifteen, she was a woman, loving,
beautiful, and spirited.

And Doetor John loved her—Iloved
the woman, not the child. I knew it
before he did—but not, as I think, be-
fore Marcella did, for those young,
straight-gazing eyes of hers were won-
derfully quick to read into other peo-
ples’ hearts. I watched them to-
gether and saw the love growing be-
tween them, like a strong, fair, per-
fect flower, whose ce was to
endure for eternity. Miss Sara saw
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it, too, and was half pleased and half
worried ; even Miss Sara thought the
Doctor too old for Marcella; and be-
sides, there were the Barrys to be
reckoned with. Those Barrys were
the nightmare dread of poor Miss
Sara’s life.

The time came when Doctor John’s
eyes were opened. He looked into his
own heart and read there what life
had written for him. As he told me
long afterwards, it came to him with
a shock that left him white-lipped.
But he was a brave, sensible fellow
and he looked the matter squarely in
the face. First of all, he put away to
one side all that the world might say ;
the thing concerned solely him and
Marcella, and the world had nothing
to do with it. That disposed of, he
asked himself soberly if he had a right
to try to win Marecella’s love. He
decided that he had not; it would be
taking an unfair advantage of her
youth and inexperience. He knew
that she must soon go to her father’s
people—she must not go bound by
any ties of his making. Doctor John,
for Marcella’s sake, gave the deeision
against his own heart.

So much did Doctor John tell me,
his old friend and confidant. I said
nothing and gave no advice, not hav-
ing lived seventy-five years for noth-
ing. I knew that Doctor John’s de-
cision was manly and right and fair;
but I also knew it was all nullified by
flhe fact that Marcella already loved

im.

So much I knew; the rest I was left
to suppose. The Doector and Marcella
told me much, but there were some
things too sacred to be told, even to
me. So that to this day I don’t know
how the doctor found out that Mar-
cella loved him. All I know is that
one day, just a month before her six-
teenth birthday, the two came hand
in hand to Miss Sara and me, as we
sat on Miss Sara’s veranda in the twi-
light, and told us simply that they
had plighted their troth to each other.

I looked at them standing there
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with that wonderful sunrise of life
and love on their faces—the doctor,
tall and serious, with a sprinkle of
silver in his brown hair and the smile
of a happy man on his lips—Marecella,
such a slip of a girl, with her black
hair in a long braid and her lovely
face all dewed over with tears and
sunned over with smiles—I, an old
woman, looked at them and thanked
the good God for them and their de-
light.

Miss Sara laughed and eried and
kissed — and forboded what the
Barrys would do. Her forebodings
proved only too true. When the doe-
tor wrote to Richard Barry, Marcel-
la’s guardian, asking his consent to
their engagement, Richard Barry
promptly made trouble — the very
worst kind of trouble. He descended
on Bridgeport and completely over-
whelmed poor Miss Sara in his wrath.
He laughed at the idea of counten-
ancing an engagement between a child
like Marcella and an obscure country
doctor. And he carried Marcella off
with him!

She had to go, of course. He was
her legal guardian and he would lis-
ten to no pleadings. He didn’t know
anything about Marcella’s character,
and he thought that a new life out in
the great world would soon blot out
her fancy.

After the first outburst of tears and
prayers Mareella took it very calmly,
as far as outward eye could see. She
was as cool and dignified and stately
as a young queen. On the night be-
fore she went away she eame over to
say good-bye to me. She did not even
shed any tears, but the look in hep
eyes told of bitter hurt. ‘‘It is good-
bye for five years, Miss Tranquil,’
she said steadily. ‘“When I am twen-
ty-one I will come back. That is the
only promise I can make.. They will
not let me write to John or Aunt Sara
and I will do nothing underhanded.
But I will not forget and I will come
back.”’

Richard Barry would not even let
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her see Doctor John alone again. She
had to bid him good-bye beneath the
cold, contemptuous eyes of the man
of the world. .So there was just a
hand-clasp and one long deep look
between them that was tenderer than
any kiss and more eloquent than any
words.

““1 will come back when I am twen-
ty-one,”’ said Marcella. And I saw
Richard Barry smile.

So Marcella went away and in all
Bridgeport there were only two peo-
ple who believed she would ever re-
turn. There is no keeping a secret
in Bridgeport, and everybody knew
all about the love affair between Mar-
cella and the doetor and about the
promise she had made. Everybody
sympathized with the doctor because
everybody believed he had lost his
sweetheart.

““For of course she’ll never come
back,”” said Mrs. Riddell to me.
““‘She’s only a child and she’ll soon
forget him. She’s to be sent to school
and taken abroad and between times
she’ll live with the Richard Barrys;
and they move, as everyone knows, in
the very highest and gayest cirecles.
I’'m sorry for the doctor, though. A
man of his age doesn’t get over a
thing like that in a hurry and he was
perfectly silly over Marcella. But it
really serves him right for falling in
love with a child.”’

There are times when Martha Rid-
dell gets on my nerves. She’s a good-
hearted woman, and she means well;
but she rasps—rasps terribly.

Even Miss Sara exasperated me.
But then she had her excuse. The
child she loved as her own had been
torn from her and it almost broke her
heart. But even so, I thought she
ought to have had a little more faith
in Marcella.

““Oh, no, she’ll never come back,”’
sobbed Miss Sara. ‘‘Yes, I know she
promised. But they’ll wean her away
from me. She’ll have such a gay,
splendid life she’ll not want to come
back. Five years is a lifetime at her
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age. No, don’t try to comfort me,
Miss Tranquil, because I won’t be
comforted!”’

When a person has made up her
mind to be miserable you just have to
let her be miserable.

I almost dreaded to see Doctor John
for fear he would be in despair, too,
without any confidence in Mareella.
But when he came I saw I needn’t
have worried. The light had all gone
out of his eyes, but there was a calm,
steady patience in them.

‘“She will come back to me, Miss
Tranquil,”’ he said. ‘I know what
people are saying, but that does not
trouble me. They do not know Mar-
cella as I do. She promised and she
will keep her word—keep it qul.usly
and gladly, too. If I did r “now
that I would not wish its fu.. ment.
When she is free she will turn her
back on that brilliant world and all it
offers her and come back to me. My
part is to wait and believe.’’

So Doctor John waited and believ-
ed. After a little while the execite-
ment died away and people forgot
Marcella. We never heard from or
about her, except a paragraph now
and then in the society columns of the
city paper the doctor took. We knew
she was sent to school for three years;
then the Barrys took her abroad. She
was presented at court. When the
doctor read this—he was with me at
the time—he put his hand over his
eyes and sat very silent for a long
time. I wondered if at last some mo-
mentary dounbt had crept into his
mind—if he did not fear that Mar-
cella must have forgotten him. The
paper told of her triumph and her
beauty and hinted at a titled match.
‘Was it probable or even possible that
she would be faithful to him after all
this?

The doctor must have guessed my
thoughts, for at last he looked up
with a smile.

‘“‘She will come back,”’ was all he
said. But I saw that the doubt, if
doubt it were, had gone. I watched



158

him as he went away, that tall, gentle,
kindly-eyed man, and I prayed that
his trust might not be misplaced ; for
if it should be it would break his
heart,

Five years seems a long time in
looking forward. But they pass
quickly. One day I remembered that
it was Marcella’s twenty-first birth-
day. Only one other person thought
of it. Even Miss Sara did not. Miss
Sara remembered Marcella only as a
child that had been loved and lost.
Nobody else in Bridgeport thought
about her at all. The doctor came in
that evening. He had a rose in his
buttonhole and he walked with a step
as light as a boy’s.

““She is free to-day,”’ he said. *‘We
shallio v have her again, Miss Tran-
quil.’7 ¥

“Do you think she will be the
same ?’’ I said,

I don’t know what made me say it.
I hate to be one of those people who
throw cold water on other peoples’
hopes. But it slipped out before I
thought. I suppose the doubt had
been vaguely troubling me always,
under all my faith in Marcella, and
now made itself felt in spite of me.

But the doetor only laughed.

‘“How could she be ohanged?”’ he
said. ‘‘Some women might be—most
women would be—but not Marcella.
Dear Miss Tranquil, don’t spoil your
beautiful record of eonfidence by
doubting her now. We shall have her
again soon—how soon I don’t know,
for I don’t even know where she is,
whether in the old world or the new
—but just as soon as she can come to
i S

We said nothing more—neither of
us. But every day the light in the
doctor’s eyes grew brighter and
deeper and tenderer. He never spoke
of Marcella, but I knew she was in his
thoughts every moment. He was much
calmer than I was. I trembled when
the postman knocked, jumped when
the gate latch clicked, and fairly had
a cold chill if I saw a telegraph boy
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running down the street.

One evening, a fortnight later, I
went over to see Miss Sara. She was
out somewhere, so I sat down in her
little sitting room to wait for her.
Presently the doetor came in and we
sat in the soft twilight, talking a little
now and then, but silent when we
wanted to be, as becomes real friend-
ship. It was such a beautiful even-
ing. Outside in Miss Sara’s garden
the roses were white and red, and
sweet with dew; the honeysuckle at
the window sent in delicious breaths
now and again; a few sleeply birds
were twittering ; between the trees the
sky was all pink and silvery blue and
there was an evening star over the
elm in my front yard. We heard some-
body eome through the door and down
the hall. I turned, expeeting to see
Miss Sara—and T saw Marcella! She
was standing in the doorway, tall and
beautiful, with a ray of sunset light
falling athwart her black hair under
her travelling hat. She was looking
past me at Doctor John and in her
splendid eyes was the look of the
exile who had eome home to her own.

‘“Marcella!”’ gaid the doctor.

I went out by the dining-room door
and shut it behind me, leaving them
alone together.

The wedding is to be next month,
Miss Sara is beside herself with de-
light. The excitement has been really
terrible, and the way people have
talked and wondered and exclaimed
has almost worn my patience clean
out. I’ve snubbed more persons in
the last ten days than I ever did in
all my life before.

Nothing of this worries Doctor
John or Marcella. They are too happy
to care for gossip or outside curiosity.
The Barrys are not coming to the
wedding, I understand. They refuse
to forgive Marcella or countenance
her folly, as they call it, in any way.
Folly! When I see those two together
and realize what they mean to each
other I have some humble, reverent
idea of what true wisdom is,



A COMPARISON

BY ALBERT E. S. SMYTHE

THEY might have been ten years
old.

The Toronto boy had been in High
Park before, and was showing the
new boy about. They had left noth-
ing worth gathering on the patches
where the wild strawberries make
their annual effort at publicity. They
had waded in the creek, and chased
two squirrels. They had been all over
Ellis’ ravine and back again, and
now something had given out, and
they rested on the other side of a
tree which had been previously
chosen by a student to sit down un-
der. The new boy was a very recent
emigrant from that noble Province
which has supplied Toronto with
mayors for years past.

‘“Say,”” began the Canadian, ‘‘have
you any muskitties in Ireland?’’

““Mouse Kkitties? Any amount.
Swarms of ’em.”’

There was evidently a misunder-
standing. .

““Well, I never heard that. What
are they like?’’

‘“What are yours like?’’

‘‘Oh, they bite you. I don’t see
any now, but they come at night and
Jjust eat you.”’

‘““Gee! They must be wild. Most
of ours are tame, but we wudn’t let
them in the house at home. Made
them stay in the stable.’’

‘““But didn’t they come in at the
windows ?”’

‘“Naw, but they used to get up on
the roof, an’ they wud howl like
mad.”’
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““Well, ours don’t howl, but they
hum before they light on you.”

““Do they? We don’t call it hum-
min’, an’ they do it on us after they
light, like this—’’ and he illustrated
with a purring sound. “‘Is it like
that?’’

‘“‘Something. And don’t they bite
you?”’

‘“‘Naw-—they make that noise when
they are pleased.”’

““Then what are they pleased at?’’

‘“A doan know. Mebbe because you
don’t hit them. We chase them some-
times, an’ if you get them in a corner
they’ll spit at you.””

‘‘Spit at you? Gee-whizz!”’

‘“Yes, spit at you, an’ thy’re worse
when they’ve young ones.”’

““Do they have young ones? Ours
lay eggs.”

‘““Get out!”’

““They do, but. And they breed in
water.”’

“Ours wudn’t go near water, an’
they always come in out of the rain.’’

““Well, them’s the funniest muskit-
ties I ever heard of.”’

““Ours are funniest when they’re
young. After they open their eyes.”’

‘I guess ours have their eyes open
all the time. They can see in the
dark, and they go for you in bed. You
can hear the noise they make when
they’re eoming, and they stop it when
they settle.”’

‘“But why ean’t you keep them
out?’”’

““They can get in anywhere. The
screen doors don’t seem to bother
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them. Dad says they come down the
chimney.”’

‘““A saw one that come down the
chimley once. It was all over soot,
an’ it scooted for the door, an’ my
da said it was goin’ mad, an’ he shot
it on the fly as it wos goin’ in the
byre. It squealed awful.”’

““They must be big ones if you ean
shoot them. We just squelch ours.
I squelched one last night against the
wall. But you couldn’t squelch them
on the fly. Dad says if you put pe-
troleum oil on the water it will kill
’em so they can’t breed.’’

“‘Billy Magee put petroleum oil on
one’s tail one day, an’ put a match to
it, an’ it went up the road like a
rocket. It didn’t kill it though. But
it had no tail after that, for Billy
chopped it off with a hatchet, an’ it
only had a stump. It used to catch
rabbits, an’ it wud chase birds all over
the moss.”’

‘““But they’re not big enough to
catch rabbits?’’

‘“‘Aren’t they, though. They can
kill rats like a dowg, an’ eat ’em all
but the tails. They’re puzzhun.”’

‘“And are they big enough for you
to tell one from another?’’

‘““Ay, sure. The one with the
stumpy tail was orange an’ black-
spotted like a butterfly, an’ they 're all
colors, brown, black, white, gray, an’
spotty.”’

‘“‘Have they all tails?’’

““Of course they do. When they’re
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pleased they stick ’em straight up an’
rub theirselves again’ you. But if
you let ’em you’ll get fleas on you.”’

‘“They haven’t fleas on them, have
they ?”’

‘““‘Haven’t they, though, worse’n a
beggar.”’

‘““What’s that?”’

““A man with a bag that wants
something to eat.”’

““Oh, a tramp. But I don’t b’lieve
you have muskitties like that. Say,
aren’t you stuffin’ me?’’

““A’m tellin’ you the deed’s truth.
Troth an’ sowl. Sure you have plenty
of ’em here, anyway. We’re goin’ to
get one, because my ma says there’s
too many mice.”’

‘““But what’s that got to do with
muskitties 7’

““Sure the kitties kill the mice.”?

“But I was talking about muskit-
ties.”’

““An’ so was L
didn’t you say?’’

““Oh, rats. I meant muskitties —
skeeters. You’re talking pussy cats,
you duffer.”’

‘“Well, that’s what you said.”’

SEdidn s

X ouwdid.”

1 didn’t.”

“Well, anyway, if a daddy-long-
legs took to bitin’ it wud just fair
guzzle you. An’ there’s plenty of

Mouse Kkitties,

them in Antrim.’’
This concluded the misunderstand-

ing.




PLAYS OF THE SEASON

BY JOHN E. WEBBER

HE persistence of adversity has

seldom been more bitterly exemp-
lified than in the fortunes of this ill-
fated dramatic season. Failure con-
tinued to dog the heels of theatrical
effort to the end, and while some of
it came as a just rebuke to unchast-
ened medioerity, other of it reflect-
ed quite as forcibly on the taste of
the rejecting public. Fortunately,
the sombreness of tone complained of
in the early season was relieved by
a number of bright comedy
offerings such as ““The
Jesters,”” ““The Honor of
the Family,”’= ¢ Twenty
Days in the Shade” —a
typical modern farce—and
a revival of an old stage
favorite of former days,
“Lord Dundreary,”” with
E. H. Sothern, son of the
famous original, in the title
role. These two latter, seen
happily in contrast, offer
widely divergent forms of
comedy entertainment, and
the flight ofltime could
hardly be better illustrated
than in the ideas of humor
which each represents.

“Twenty Days in the
Shade,”’—the ‘‘shade’ by
the way, being an agreeable
vernacular for pémtencier
—is the funniest happening

)

since ‘‘Mr. Hopkinson,”
We name ‘“‘Mr. Hopkin-
son’’ because the inspired

genius of that performance,

Mr. Dallas Welford, was

the “genius of the latter
7—161

offering, contributing to its mirth
not only his own mirth-provok-
ing presence but a fund of that droll,
il‘l'c-.\'islil)ll' :Illtl 1“\'4'!‘””'_' mnnwl)‘ of
which he is a master. The gods were
surely in a gay mood when they sent
this little comedian, this very genius
of the comic spirit, into our drab
world. Mr. Welford is not starred
in this piece as he was in “Hoppy,”’
but his conquest is no less unmistak-
able and he carries away every scene

Mr. E. H. Sothem and Miss Gladys Hanson,
in “Lord Dundreary "
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Mr. David Warfield, in “A Grand Army Man"

by the sheer supremacy of his genius.
The piece itself is full of those com-
plications that characterize French
farce. An arrest under circumstances
that will involve connubial happiness
if discovered, the hiring of a substi-
tute to serve the culprit’s term, an
acquaintance formed during the in-
carceration between the substitute
and an old Cockney offender,
““Shorty,”” who afterward visits his
supposed pal, to the further and
deeper embarrassment of the aristo-
cratic household (not to mention the
safety of its silver), suggest the kind
of nonsense of which the fertile plot
is woven. If ever a character step-
ped from the cell to the footlights,
this ‘“‘Shorty’’ impersonated by Mr.
Welford does. Not the least detail
of the drawing is lacking, not a ges-
ture, expression or intonation miss-

ing to make the illusion per-
fect. It is’low comedy, if
you like, but low comedy
touched and refined by the
hand of an artist and never
pushed beyond the limits of
artistic expression.

The vacuous English lord
has been ‘“‘done’’ so often in
one form or another since
Tom Taylor’s day, that a
revival of ‘‘Lord Dun-
dreary,” old-fashioned and
out of date as it is in con-
struction, seemed a more
than questionable enterprise.
However, one never knows,
and it so happened that this
old favorite of stage coach
and crinoline days was re-
ceived with every evidence of
appreciation. And the son,
moreover, seems to have
made as complete a hit in
the assinine role as did his
father before him. Old play-
goers found enjoyment in
renewing an old acquaintance
—making the inevitable com-
parisons—while the younger
generation sampled with
mingled feelings the brand
of their virtuous forefather’s enter-
tainment. It had the additional, al-
though perhaps sudsidiary, interest
of discovering to us the original of
many time-honored stage jokes. Mr.
Sothern’s characterization, which is
said to® have followed -closely the
elder Sothern’s drawing, was de-
lightfully droll and refined.

His ‘‘Don Quixote,”” in an impos-
ing production of Paul Kester’s dra-
matized version of the famous Cer-
vantes novel, which followed, was a
far deeper characterization, how-
ever, and artistically stands as one
of the best pieces of work this ex-
cellent actor has done. The piece
itself suffered from over-elaboration,
perhaps, from sheer wealth of detail,
and was too cumbered verbally and
scenically for the average hurrying
play-goer. The very richness of the

‘(.;u
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Cervantes treasure chest makes se-
lection difficult, and this dramatist
had not only drawn generously upon
the contents, but sketched very min-
utely some of its florid carving. For
the literary student, however, every
moment of the entertainment (one
:an hardly call it a play) bubbled
with pure joy. Mr. Sothern’s port-
rait of the central character, in ap-
pearance a figure Velasquez might
have drawn, touched real greatness.
He lends to this prince of dreamers.
the Knight of the Sorrowful Figure,
all the needed dignity, nobility and
pathos, adding with_finest diserim-
ination, the right touch of the gro-
tesque. One admired, laughed at
and loved this Quixote, in turn, and
the scene of his vanquishment, when
he is carried off in the enchanted
cage, touches one’s heart peculiarly.
The dog-like devotion and
fidelity to his master, and
the broad peasant humor of
Sancha Pancha, the squire,
were admirably portrayed
by Mr. Buckstone.

“Prior to this piece, and
between the two comedy
offerings, Mr. Sothern gave
us a sterner but scarcely
less convincing portrait in
the Rodion Raskolikoff of
Laurence Irving’s ‘‘The
Fool hath said there is no
God,”” founded on Dos-
toieffski’s ““Crime and
Punishment.” The play
presents a gloomily realistic
but striking picture of the
struggles of the Russian
proletariat, in which Ro-
dion, a student, comes to
the rescue of a helpless girl
by slaying the miserly, bes-
tial landlord, who is trying
to seduce her on a threat of
being turned into the
streets. Rodion’s act
strikes the girl with horror,
however, instead of glad-
ness, and in this response we
have suggested the under-
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lying futility of the struggle. Mean-
while suspicion of the murder, which
has been clumsily contrived, falls on
Rodion, who is examined and put
through the customary mental tor-
ture by the police. He is saved at
the psychological moment by the un-
expected false confession of a work-
man, and plans to leave Russia at
once, taking the girl and her little
charges to a place of freedom. These
plans are frustrated, however, by the
girl’s refusal to accept the proferred
boon on such terms. Here the dra-
matist’s courage fails him and the
character of Rodion, built up at con-
siderable pains, is belied by an un-
thinkable conversion as the result of
a few Seripture texts which the girl
reads to him. A good melodrama is
thus inconsistently sacrificed to a
commonplace preachment.

Mme. Komishaizhevsky, a famous Russian actress seen in
New York this season
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Of Mr. Sothern’s personal success
and the consistency of his characteri-
zation of the clumsy idealist, and the
impressiveness of the entire perform-
ance, there can be no doubt. The
production failed of public support,
however, chiefly, no doubt, because
of its gloominess, and Mr. Sothern
had to fall back on
the more successful
“Lord Dundreary.”’
With this exception
his entire New
York season would
seem to be a record
of saerifice to the
finer things in
dramatic entertain-
ment.  The little
evidence of a public
demand for this
finer thing—for the
fine thing in drama
at all—or any in-
telligent apprecia-
tion of the glorious
art of acting as an
art, does not seem
to discourage him.
He is an artist with
the faith and devo-
tion of an artist,
and it is just by
such faith as his
and the sacrifices
he is prepared to
make for that faith,
that the American
stage will eventual-
ly be saved.

“The
translated from the
French of Miquel
Zamacois by John
Raphael, is one of
those harmonious
comminglings of the grotesque and
the beautiful familiar to French
poetic drama since Vietor Hugo. Its
story harks back to the days of
make-believe, fairy princes, and the
world’s immortal c¢hildhood, that
Barrie for one would try to recall.
As the prince charming of this play,

Jesters,”’

Miss Maude Adams, in “The Jester”
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Miss Adams has a role not un-
like her famous ‘‘Peter Pan’’ in cer-
tain fairy-like qualities of romance
and adventure. Altogether, the play
is an agreeable blend of sentiment.
humor and rollicking fun, light, airy
and fantastic in form, and furnish-
ing Miss Adams one of those nimble-
witted roéles in
which she is ever
charming and de-
lighttul. For the
furtherance of his
suit this young
prince disguises
himself as a jester
and visits the castle
of a young princess,
where, ever ready
with a jest or a
song, not to say a
sword for braggarts,
he outbids the other
jesters and wins the
post of favorite.
The fate of the two
is, of course, never
for a moment in
doubt, even before
the ‘“‘hunch’ and
cloak are discarded
and the treasure
chest brought in.
In Miss Adamg’
presentation the
grotesque was more
or less subordin-
ated, no doubt. to
the advantage of
her own personal
charms, but to
the sacrifice some-
what of the
spirit of the enter-
taining comedy it-
self. :
““The Honor of the Family”
brings Mr. Otis Skinner joyously on
the scene in the role of the swash-
buckling, braggart, bullying but
good-natured hero, Phillipe Bridan,
of Balzac’s story ‘‘Menage de Gar-
con.”” The adaptation from the book
is made by Emile Fabre, and Paul
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Potter is the translator into English.
The result is excellent theatrical en-
tertainment in which the wit and re-
sourcefulnes of the braggart Phil-

lipe are pitted against the designing
young ward who, with her lover, are
planning to rob Phillipe’s old miser-
It is in part

ly uncle of his millions.
the taming of the
shrew over again,
with Phillipe as
Petruchic and Flora
as Katherine. Phil-
lipe has first to in-
gratinte himself
with the uncle,
convince him of the
design of the ward
in whose power he
is, kill her un-
serupulous  lover,
and then turn her
out. He accom-
plishes all this with
a good deal of in-
cidental merriment,
as may be imagin-
ed. Audacity and
self-confidence,
ease and authority
are the qualities
called for in the
chief actor, and
these Mr. Skinner
portrays convine-
ingly, and with the
gkill of the admir-
able artist he is.
“Father and the
Boys,”” by George
Ade, is humor of
another stripe — a
Broadway  stripe,
if that describes
it—but thanks to
that sterling eccen-
tric comedy actor, Mr. W. H. Crane,
the piece has been raised to a posi-
tion of considerable importance in
the theatrical offerings of the sea-
son. The chief character is an in-
dulgent father, multi-millionaire and
bit of home-spun, a sort of David
Harum, who although refusing to be

Mr. Otis Skinner,
in “The Honor of the Family™
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drawn into the gay life of the city,
himself, looks complacently on his
sons’ extravagant follies. The re-
sult, as the unfailing good friend
points out, is that he is getting out
of touch with his boys, while the
boys, on the other hand, who are also
his partners, are becoming anything
but amenable to
business  pursuits.
He therefore re-
golves to change his
methods and cateh
up with they pro-
cession, and in giv-
ing the “‘old boy”’
his fling, setsa pace
that the
sons and gives them
a genuine concern,
not only for the
paternal reputation,
but for the business
he is rapidly neg-
lecting. The ex-
periment, con-
sequently, has the
degired effect of
bringing the boys
to time, and in-
cidentally satirizing
the smart set they
have been trying to
emulate. Mr. Crane
is admirably assist-
ml ]i_\' \[l“ Mar-
garet Dale, who, in
the character of a
breezy, dashing
Western girl,
gayly involves
herself in all these

staggers

sportive expe-
dients.
The ]uwtiv:l”)’

effusive *‘ Rector’s
Garden,’’ by one Byron Ongley, with
Dustin Farnum in the leading role,
‘“The Easterner,”’.by George Broad-
hurst, with Nat Goodwin in the stel-
lar part, and ‘‘Bluffs,”’ an out and
out farce by Leo Ditrichstein, were
further, but as it proved. unsuccess-
ful efforts in the direction of com-
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““Girls,”” on the other hand, a
which
was

edy.
typical Clyde Fitech comedy
description will perhaps suffice
more successful.

““Under the Greenwood Tree,’’ a
dramatized account of the romance
of Mary Hamilton, by H. V. Esmond,
with its investiture of English for-
est, its hints of cool bathing pools
and purring love streams
fringed with blue bells and
forget-me-nots, its green moss
beds whereon a lovely woman
might stretch her lovely
limbs, sigh and drink deep
draughts of life, offered a
suggestive retreat from the
dusty overcrowded
thoroughfares of
the city, with its
harrowing social
problems. Mary
Hamilton, we are
told, tired of the
social whirl, bought
a gypsy caravan
and betook herself
to the woods and
the simple life.
The woods happen-
ed to belong to the
estate of an eligible
country squire, who
came to eviet the
intruder and, of
course, stayed to
woo. The roman-
tic theme and syl-
van setting, worthy
each of a Maurice
Hewlett, gave Miss
Maxine Elliott
excellent oppor-
tunities for the
display of those rich abundant
charms of person that are at once
her glory and our dismay. The vein
was comedy, and a good deal of
merriment incidental to the simple
life, as seen at a contrary angle, was
provided. The acting was excellent,
Mr. Eric Maturin and Miss Mary
Jerrold, both of the English stage,
especially distinguishing themselves.

Miss Vina Stowe,
in “Twenty Days in the Shade”
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““Myself—Bettina,”’ a new play by
Rachael Crothers, in which Miss El-
liott appeared later, proved a better
dramatic vehicle and furnishes this
actress with one of the most interest-
ing roles in which we have seen her.

With an apparently unerring in-
stinet for the public taste, fickle and
varying as that taste has proved
itself to be, Mr. Belasco
has in “A Grand}Army
Man’> .and in‘“ The
Warrens of Virginia’’
provided two of the
season’s popular suec-
cesses.

“A Grand Army Man”’
is a study in one of
those endearing
human characters
with whose delinea-
tion we have come
to identify My,
David  Warfield’s
art. No actor on
the stage at this
moment touches
certain springs of
human emotion
more surely and
delicately than does
Mr. Warfield, and
his portraits are al-
ways as near to life
as Art can ever be
to mnature. His
Army Veteran lacks
the delicacy either
of drawing or
humor of his
famous Musiec
Master, but its
fibre is tougher,
with more variety in
the characterization and more op-
portunity for serious dramatic ex-
pression. The play tells the story of
the devotion of a doting parent for
a child he has adopted. This child
was a war baby, son of a dead com-
rade and former sweetheart. At the
time of the play he has been inno-
cently led into speculating with the
Army Post funds, and the efforts of
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the foster parent to save
him from disgrace provide
the drama. The skill of

the most resourceful of
stage managers is seen

everywhere, and the cast is
selected with minutest care.
Mr. Reuben Fax, a Cana-
dian actor, has a leading
part and plays it admirably.
He is always a thorough,
convincing artist, and is
adding to his artistic stature
every season.

““The: Warrens of Vir-
ginia’’ is a romance of the
Civil War, in which patrio-
tic duties are placed in
direct conflict with the
private loyalties of life.
The battleground of both
the war and the romance is
an old Virginia homestead,
and the principal combat-
ants are the father, General
Warren, his daughter, a
famous beauty, of course,
and a lieutenant in the
Northern Army. Perhaps
the real spiritual tragedy of
war lies in this subordina-
tion of all our finer scruples
to those grosser ethical
standards which the tem-
porary lapse into barbarism
involves. Treachery, the
betrayal of friend, love and kin,
are all grimly exposed here against
a background of trust and open-
hearted chivalry. Mr. Frank Keenan
is admirable as the chivalrous south-
ern general, while Miss Charlotte
Walker, always tender and charm-
ing, realizes the Virginia belle to our
entire satisfaction.

In ““The Worth of a Woman,”
Mr. David Graham Phillips’ first ad-
venture in drama, the tables are
more or less successfully turned on
some deep-rooted sex conventions.
The heroine, a high-minded, out-of-
door product of the West, not alto-
gether convincingly drawn perhaps,
has loved to the uttermost with
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Mme. Bertha: Kalich,
in “Martha of the Lowlands"

usual consequences. Unlike her sis-
ters in literature and life, however,
she refuses to see herself as a ‘‘vie-
tim’’ and resents as patronizing the
plea of a weaker sex. She has drunk
the cup of life gladly and willingly
for its own sake, as a full partner,
and claims equality in the act before
God and man. She refuses on the
same ground to marry the man who
has deceived her on learning that he
18 actuated by a chivalrous impulse
instead of love. Family pressure, in-
cluding the plea of a tender old
father she adores, time-honored pre-
cepts, the familiar bogey of duty, all
are brought to bear on her stubborn
soul, in vain. She is fichting for an
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ethical truth, and fighting for it
bravely and alone against the tre-
mendous odds that family, love and
duty can rally. Even little posterity
has a brief filed in its behalf.
Thanks to the author, however,
this girl wins out, wins her, friends
to her viewpoint, and wins the love
of the lover who has come round to
a realization of
the worth of this
woman. This out-
come may not be

altogether con-
vincing, but Mr.

Phillips has suc-
ceeded in provid-
ing a happy
dénowement with-
out too apparent
a contradiction of
his ethical basis.
He has, moreover,
projected a bold
theory with con-
siderable bold-
ness, and had his
dramaturgic skill
been equal to his
courage the result
might have been
startling. The
novelist has not
quite mastered his
new medium,
however, and
makes the mis-
take of over-writ-
ing. The result
is that his central
idea works its way
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The most successful serious offer-
ings of the mid-season were ‘‘Irene
Wycherley,”” by Anthony P. Whar-
ton, with Miss Viola Allen in the
title role, and “‘Paid in Full,” by
Eugene Walter a new and promis-
ing dramatist in the field.

““‘Irene Wycherley’’ was in some
respects the best written and best
acted play of the
season. One
great merit lay in
the unique man-
ner in which it
projected the old
story of the dis-
sipated, worthless
husband and the
devoted, long-
suffering w1fe
who, as the plnv
opens, are living
in separation, asa
result of the hus-
band’s brutality.
The wife is inci-
dentally enjoying
a purely p]atonlc
friendship with
an agreeable third
party. The
medium for the
development of
this situation is
a highly unso-
phisticated young
woman, a subur-
ban relative whose
density to the
significance of the
facts furnishesg

out only with some moments of
considerable dif- Miss Adeline Genee, highly diverting
ficulty. Once the the famous London dancer ("_Olnedy The en-
action is under tire first act is g
way, however, he develops his model of adroitness in handling hoth
situation with commendable skill. character and incident and maklnrv
Miss Katherine Grey, an intelligent our understanding of the whole situ.
and growing actress, played the ation complete. A telegram to the

lta(lmg part and did much to make
certain scenes dramatically and emo-
tionally effective. Whatever its faults,
the play leads one to think, and that
at least is something to be thankful for.

effect that the husband has mey, with
a serious accident, coming on the
Leels of an wunplatonic demonstra-
tion on the part of the friend, starts
the wife homeward. There, as soon
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“as the husband has sufficiently recov-
ered, the bestial scenes from which
she had fled are renewed. Cruel,
stinging, filthy reproaches, followed
by still more eruel amorous atten-
tions, make up the unhappy domes-
tic picture. The dutiful wife hangs
on bravely, or weakly, according to
your viewpoint, until a kind fate
snaps the cruel bond forever. This
dénouement would seem at first sight
to avoid the main question, but on
the other hand it may be merely the
last touch of the eynic. For Mr.
‘Wharton is clearly a eynical person
who views life broadly and satirie-
ally. The incomprehensible martyr-
dom of the wife could never be seri-
ously proferred by a modern writer
as a view of human responsibility.

To this dutiful, devoted, long-suf-
fering wife, Miss Allen contributed
of the abundance of her own woman-
ly charm. In the lighter scenes she
was not altogether happy, perhaps,
but the deeper notes of her mar-
tyrdom, the commingling of pity and
revulsion for the bestial husband
were admirably suggested. Miss
Nellie Thorne, a clever young Eng-
lish actress, played a dashing role
with splendid ecolor and buoyant
charm, doing much to relieve the
sombreness of the domestic picture.
The cast was a quite notable one
throughout.

““Paid in Full”’ is a play of serious
contemporary interest—too contem-
porary, perhaps, for complete enjoy-
ment, for only in perspective, in the
charm of distance, can the actual
rise above the commonplace. The
quality of the piece, moreover, is not
vniform, although one act is so en-
tirely good that it goes far to re-
deem the faults of the others and
make a play. The story tells of a
steamship clerk, who, hitherto hon-
est, has become ‘‘sore’” over his non-
advancement, and begins to steal
from his employer, a hard old sea
dog, and vessel-owner. From their
modest Harlem flat in which we first
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find them, the young clerk and his
unsuspecting wife move into a semi-
fashionable apartment hotel to en-
joy for a brief span their first taste
of gay life. Of course it doesn’t
last, the peculations are discovered
and the young cad, blaming his
plucky wife for his downfall, begs
her to go to the old sea captain and
barter for clemency. Fortunately,
the captain has always admired the
young wife, and that admiration he
resolves to put to the test when she
comes to his rooms to plead for the
culprit. She stands the test so well
that she returns to her hushand with
his pardon in writing and her own
honor untouched. The husband’s
Joy is soon followed by a jealous sus-
picion of the price she has paid, and
in a scene of violent reerimination
she quits him. It is the third act, the
scene in the captain’s room, that is
so entirely good and makes the play
the popular success that it is. Mr.
Frank Sheridan as the bullying old
captain is delightfully humorous and
as refreshing as a sou’-wester. Miss
Albertson plays the young wife sym-
pathetically and in a key of com-
mendable naturalness.

Mr. Walter’s second venture,
“The Wolf,”’ although falling con-
siderably short of the promise of his
first, will have an interest for Cana-
dians from the fact that its story
purports to be drawn from the Hud-
son Bay country. The wolf in ques-
tion is an American surveying en-
gineer, and the vietim, a pretty,
flaxen-haired girl whom a kirk-rid-
den old father has condemned to
these wilds—*‘lest the mither’s curse
be upon her.”’ The mother, it ap-
pears—who was also flaxen-haired
and a Swede—was ‘‘a wanton who
lured men to destruetion’’; and for
her unfaithfulness to him the father
is visiting his wrath on the daughter,
hating her with all the hatred of the
pious devil-worshipping Calvinist
that he is. Charity would even hint
that she can be no kin of his. But
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this is by the way. Besides this wolf,
chance also sends to her desolate ca-
bin the good Jules Beaubien, a young
French-Canadian, who kills the
prowler and carries the girl off to
happiness and safety; to something
better than the long winter nights
and the cold grey eyes of the pitiless
father, who can only curse her yel-
low hair and black heart.

The best drawn character is Mac-
Tavish, the bigoted Scotch Presby-
terian of the old school, whose type
will still be recognized even in this
year of grace. This part is enacted
by Thomas Findlay. Miss Ida Con-
quest and William Courtenay are the
other principal members of a quite
competent cast.

Another play reeently produced,
““The Royal Mounted,”’ by C. B. and
W. C. de Mille, is drawn from Cana-
dian frontier life, its incidents hav-
ing to do with the work of the
Northwest Mounted Police. A mur-
der has been committed on one of the
back trails, and Liewtenant O’Byrne
of the Mounted is detailed to run it
down. ‘‘There are four stages to a
murder in the Northwest,”’ we are
told. ‘‘First there’s the murder, then
there’s the Mounted, then there’s a
hanging, and then there’s peace.”’
The murderer happens to be the bro-
ther of the girl O’Byrne loves. It
also develops that the murder was
done to save her honor and, at the
risk of court martial, the prisoner is
allowed to escape. However, a loop-
hole for O’Byrne is found later in
the fact that the slain man was a
notorious outlaw, on whose head the
Government had fixed a price. Con-
sequently the killing was not a
crime, legally or morally.

The visit of Mme. Komisarzhev-
sky, the famous Russian actress, not
only ‘‘varied the monotony of the
commonplace,”” but proved one of
the artistic events of the season, as
unfortunately, also, one of the most
disastrous. The favorite of St.
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Petersburg and the Czar proved her-
self an actress of considerable
breadth and a matured artist. Her
acting methods are quiet and she
reaches her emotional effects with
apparent ease and reserve. In the
passionate scene of ‘‘The Fires of St.
John,” for instance, usually play-
ed in wild crescendos, she allowed
the scene to end in a hush of tense
suppressed excitement. The effect
was almost terrific. But it was in
the difficult Tarantella scene of ‘‘The
Doll’s House,”” never before quite
realized, even by Nazimova, that her
skill was so unmistakably shown. In
the dance her body remains almost
rigid, but she dances as if on a vol-
cano, her wild eyes and terror-
stricken lips alone expressing the
underlying tragedy of that moment.

Our last word is left for Mlle. Ade-
line Genee, the famous London
dancer, who appeared in America,
for the first time, this season. A ball
of thistledown dancing in the wind,
is the rapturous comment of the cri-
ties, but even this rapture does not
do justice to the ethereal loveliness,
the grace, or the fairy, feathery
lightness of this great dancer’s art.
Poets have tried to put it into song
and painters have tried to put on
canvas the delicate sensuous loveli-
ness of her ever-changing move-
ments. But art like this cannot be
interpreted in the terms of any other
art. It eludes one like the shadow
it is. As well try to capture the sun-
beam that mocks you in the dew drop
as the sunbeam that mocks you in
this vibratile little figure, this ball
of green and white sea foam, with
its roguish face all dimples and
smiles.

The season, now waning, has given
us a few things that call for grati-
tude—‘The Master Builder,’’ ‘‘Ros-
mersholm’ and Mr. Kennedy's
great play, ‘‘The Servant in the
House.’”” But the happiest note of
the season is Genee.



THE LITERATURE OF WAR
BY WILLIAM ]. PITTS

A survey and appreciation of the eloquent chronicles of the struggles
of the nations throughout the dead centuries

THE magnitude of this subject at

first appalled us, and would have
obliged us to leave it untouched, were
it not for an acknowledged fascina-
tion of treating great things in a
succinet and popular way.

Peace Conferences are apparently
premature, the seriptural age of Inter-
national Harmony has evidently not
yet arrived, and be the game barbar-
ous or mad,as Swift alleges,the world
still delights to play it with unabated
fierceness. Not only does the world
delight to play it, but also to read
about it, to feverishly peruse the news-
paper account of some unimportant
contemporary struggle, to fire the im-
agination and quicken the pulse by
reviving the memories of old strug-
gles carefully preserved between
book covers.

The Literature of War is more an-
cient, though probably not as inter-
esting as that of Loove. For antiquity
did not clearly recognize the value
of the latter in literature, probably
for the very reason that sanguinary
violence was generally the end of Gre-
cian or Roman love affairs. Homer’s
Tliad subordinates the romantic ab-
duction of the beautiful Helen, to the
tremendous struggle for martial su-
premacy before the gates of Troy. In
the Old Testament, the Book of Josh-
ua is an immortal record of the
battles of the early Jews to the ex-
clusion of almost everything else. As
the world grew older, however, man
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grew softer in disposition. The gent-
le influence of woman began to shine
with a silver-like lustre through
history. Heroines became as indis-
pensable as heroes, and the world was
the better for it. Literature had be-
come more valuable by its elevation
of the passion of love to a prominent
place, but it had not become less in-
teresting because the old fighting ele-
ment still fiercely vibrated through it.
In fact there sprang into existence a
special Literature of War as war. Not a
mere chronicling of the petty jealous-
ies and hates of individuals but a vast
panorama of sieges, camps and rough-
tilled battlefields. The art of the
military historian became a dignified
profession when Thueydides wrote
of Leonidas and his Three Hundred.
Nor is the military man in letters ex-
tinet to-day. Publishing houses in
America and Europe still send forth
to an eagerly-expectant public twelfth
editions of graphic records of strug-
gles that have taken place during the
past half-century. The volumes that
have been written on the American
Civil War, alone, are apparently in-
numerable. But to return to the past.
Roman Literature is essentially a
literature of war as Greece is one of
philosophy. Livy, Tacitus and Caes-
ar, how those ancients inspire the
reader and uphold the dignity of his-
tory even in this twentieth century!
Livy was the Macaulay of Ancient
Rome. Like the author of the Histury
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of England and Edinburgh Review
Essays, he was not one of those ‘‘dis-
passionate’” historians, so frequently
and laudably quoted by university
lecturers, but a most passionate chron-
icler of epochs and painter of state-
makers. His work can indeed scarce-
ly be called history at all, although it
is certainly literature of a very high
order. Tacitus ecould write more vig-
orously than Livy, though less elo-
quently, and was a historian as well as
a litterateur. No other book can con-
vey to the mind such a clear truthful
picture of Germany, ‘‘the mother of
nations,”” waking from the sleep of
centuries and tossing back with bar-
barian strength her Latin invaders,
than does the Germanias. Who reads
Caesar nowadays? The high school
pupil painfully stumbles through the
Gallic war with a detestation for the
task similar to that which Byron had
for Horace. Yet Caesar’s Comment-
aries were at one time one of the most
valued books of many of Britain’s
most brilliant officers. Wellington
poured over them by the flickering
light of Spanish bivouaecs, as also did
Napier, himself probably the greatest
historian of modern times, at least
such is the opinion of many who have
read the ‘‘Peninsular War.”’

Livy, Tacitus, Caesar! Three great
names to speak about. All were Ro-
mans to the core, the latter the an-
cient rival to the military glory of
Bonaparte; the only and greatest
“‘war-correspondent’’ of antiquity.

It would be rash to state, however,
that Rome in ancient times was ex-
clusively the home of the military
historian. The Jews have been a fight-
ing race from the days of Abraham,
and though much of their courage
seems to have ebbed away before the
domination of theNazarene,they were
nevertheless the most terrible oppon-
ents that encountered the Roman le-
gions in the dark centuries just before
the birth of the World’s Redeemer.
It is not necessary to read Josephus
to learn this. The Hebrew scriptures
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alone bear eloquent testimony of Is-
real’s fighting strength:

‘“And the ambush arose quickly out of
their place, and they ran as soon as he had
stretched out his hand, and they entered

into the city, and took it, and hasted and
set the city on fire.”’

So speaks the Book of Joshua more
succinetly than does the finest chap-
ter of Caesar, more graphically than
does the finest pages of Livy.

The Middle ages of our era pro-
duced a great crop of ‘‘chroniclers,”
who for the most part lacked the
stately diction and eomparative acenr-
acy of the ancient historian and the
rhetorical brilliancy coupled with a
wonderful impartiality of the modern.
Frossiart alone deserves a passing
notice. This Anglicized Frenchman
possessed not only a keen imagina-
tion but an inventive one, to which
was added a passion for detail that
is marvellous in a fourteenth century
writer. His description of the fight-
ing men of the day, their child-like
differences which so oft begot brutal
struggles, of the mace-to-lance mélées
of Northern chivalry, are not vivid
but historically valuable, in spite of
colorings introduced to please knightly
patrons.

Why is it that these ‘‘chronicles’’
are so undisguisedly distorted, so fre-
quently false to the time they treat?
The reason is mnot far to seek. The
ancient war historian was usually the
commander of the forces he wrote
about, or of such greatness in the gov-
ernment of the state, that he could
recount even the most alarming facts
with impunity. The condition has
been much the same in modern times,
The liberty of the press is inviolate,
and the law of libel is more broadly
interpreted each succeeding year. The
war historian is so much more a jour-
nalist than a litterateur that this de-
fence amply hedges him in on all
sides. In the middle ages things were
vastly different. At that period the
status of the military chronicler was
frequently better than that of the
court jester. The single great excep-
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tion is that of Philippe de Comines,
a French nobleman and scholar, whose
writings exhibit a calm impartiality
and sound judgment which Caesar or
Tacitus might have envied. The
majority of the writers of the period,
however, were serfs of blue-blooded
patrons, whose punishment for
“‘libel’”” was oftentimes the dungeon
or gibbit. The revival of the Drama,
during the Elizabethan age, opened a
new avenue for the chronicler of
sieges and forays. ‘‘Henry the Fifth’’
is Shakespeare’s greatest war play, if
not the greatest play of the kind pro-
duced in any age or language. In it
the fighting spirit is almost Homeric.
In one respect, indeed, it is a nobler
work than either the Iliad or the
Odessy. The figure of England’s war-
rior king is far different from some of
the Greek’s diabolically brutal crea-
tions.

““O God of battles steal my sol-
dier’s hearts,”’ prays Henry, showing
the manly religiousness that underlay
his martial character. Shakespeare,
however, does not rest with the creat-
ing of the king. He brings in vividly
the common soldier of the period, who
while not fighting the foe is brawling
with his comrades. Pistol is certainly
not a very heroic figure, but a most
natural one.

From the fifteenth century to the
nineteenth is undoubtedly a long step,
though a justifiable one. For in that
long interval of time, it is question-
able whether any real great work ap-
peared that was either specifically
military or poetically so, as in the
case of ‘‘Henry the Fifth.”” The
nineteenth century, however, was the
Golden Age of the military historian,
beginning with the greatest name of
them all, William Patrick Napier. In-
deed Napier’s ‘‘Peninsular War’’ is
in some respects the greatest work of
its kind in existence. Like Caesar,
Napier had the advantage of partici-
pating in the struggle he afterwards
so eloquently described; but he pos-
sessed many advantages over the Ro-
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man that makes the truly great con-
temporaries lack interest and vigor
in comparison with the British
officer’s work. Caesar’s work is evi-
dently but a soldier’s diary, although
the best of its kind that the world
possesses. Nor could he do justice to
a struggle in which he, himself, was
the principal. His modesty was sin-
cere, but even had he been the most
bombastic of commanders it is doubt-
ful whether he possessed the rugged
eloquence of the famous Irishman,
who could intersperse between dry
military details such brilliant pass-
ages as this:

‘‘Nothing could stop that astonishing
infantry. No sudden burst of undisciplined
valor, no nervous enthusiasm weakened the
stability of their order, their flashing eyes
were bent on the dark eolumns in their front,
their measured tread shook the ground, their
dreadful volleys swept away the head of
every formation, their deafening shouts over-
powered the dissonant cries that broke from
all parts of the tumultuous erews, as slowly
and with a horrid carnage it was pushed
by the incessant vigor of the attack to the
farthest edge of the hill. In vain did the
French reserves mix with the struggling
multitude to sustain the fight; their efforts
only inereased the irretrievable confusion,
and the mighty mass breaking off like a
loosened cliff went headlong down the steep;
the rain floved after in streams discolored
with blood and eighteen hundred unwounded
men, the remnant of six thousand British
soldiers stood triumphant on that fatal
hilll”?

A funeral volley was never fired
over the grave of a better officer or
truer man than William Patrick Na-
pier, brother of the conqueror of
Scinde. A sturdy old Tory to the
last, he lashed out at his opponents
with the vehemence so characteristic
of that English party. He was ‘‘al-
ways in hot water;’’ either champion-
ing the cause of his brother Charles
or defending Marshal Soult hardly
less vigorously from the onset of a
great English newspaper. He wrote
his great ‘‘History’’ at a moment
which was from every standpoint the
correct one. Himself an admirer of
French valor as well as British deter-
minedness and courage, he was aided
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immeasurably by the lapse of time be-
tween the events which he narrated
and the publication of his work. Nel-
son’s adage ‘‘Hate a Frenchman as
you would the devil!’”’ had already
lost the most of its force, and it was
now not difficult to give the enemy
Justice in the public eye. ‘‘He was
the peer of the great military histor-
ians of antiquity, Thucydides, Caesar
ete.,”” declares the Enecyclopaedia
Britannica. He may have been, and
is according to many judgments un-
questionably their superior.

The nineteenth century saw the
birth and evolution of the war corres-
pondent, the first and greatest of
whom was probably William Howard
Russell. It is doubtful whether the
Charge of the Light Brigade is best
remembered by Tennyson’s spirited
Ode or Russell’s graphic prose picture.
Russell, however, was but the pioneer
of a famous army of battle-recorders
whose names would fill pages. Amongst
them may be mentioned Archibald
Forbes, the hero of Plevna and Sedan ;
Stephen Crane, who wrote that re-
markable book ‘‘The Red Badge of
Courage’’; Bennett Burleigh, and G.
W. Stevens, the hero of Ladysmith.
All that the war-correspondent con-
tributes to literature is mecessarily
surcharged with realism. It is speci-
fically military above even the war
history or war novel. The great read-
ing publie, of course, would not toler-
ate anything else save an exact por-
trayal of the scene at the front for the
explicit reason that they are also the
great taxpaying public. Realism in
war, however, is capable of being ex-
pressed with a vigorous eloquence.
The late G. W. Stevens’ description
of the entry of the Rifles into Lady-
smith may be taken as a powerful
example, and it is doubtful whether
such clear, incisive English was ever
penned by a man before in like eir-
cumstances. Stevens himself was
fighting a grim battle with the germs
of enteric fever, even as he wrote his
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famous account, and no many days
elapsed before he lay a blanched
corpse within that shell-swept town.

It is a generally accepted truth that
the best word pictures of wars and
fights have been given to us by eye-
witnesses. But there are a few ex-
ceptions which instead of proving the
rule seem to weaken its application.
““The Red Badge of Courage’” was
written by a man who was born many
years after the great American Civil
War, but whom Providence had en-
dowed with an imagination that is
not often the gift of man. It is a
remarkable book not only from a
purely military standpoint but from
the psychological point of view. Men
had long written of the hero who
charges sword in hand even to the
cannon’s mouth. Crane swerved bold-
ly from this policy and painted with
brilliant, though painful strokes the
shrinking, conscience-stricken crav-
en—, not at all a heroic figure, but
certainly a more common one. You
can almost hear the whirr and snap
of the shrapnel, the mingled prayers
and oaths of a frenzied firing line, as
the maddened foe creeps nearer and
nearer, the rasping click of their ba yo-
nets sounding a death-knell to the
ears of the raw recruit. It is a power-
ful picture though a most inglorious
one. Nothing is said of ‘‘Lieutenant
Smith carrying the colors into the
thick of the fight,”” or of “Captain
Jones leading a forlorn hope against
the battery.’” It is war in all its ter-
rible realism, unrelieved by a touch of
the picturesque heroism of the
earlier chronielers.

There are other books worthy of
note. As we have stated, however, thig
is a large subject, one ean but touch
the fringe of it. Fortunate is the
man who possesses the leisure to cross
the border of war-novels and newspa-
per-reports and delve into the rich
mine of history from Thucydides to
Napier, treating of the game which
the world is still mad enough to play.



BEGA.

From the clouded belfry calling

Hear my soft ascending swells,

Hear my notes like swallows falling :

I am Bega, least of bells.

‘When great Turkeful rolls and rings

All the storm-touched turret swings,

Echoing battle, loud and long.

When great Tatwin wakening roars

To the far-off shining shores.

All the seamen know his song.

I am Bega, least of bells;

In my throat my message swells.

I with all the winds athrill

Murmuring softly, murmuring still,
“God around me, God above me,
God to guard me, God to love me.”’

I am Bega, least of bells;
‘Weaving wonder, wind-born spells.
High above the morning mist,
Wreathed in rose and amethyst,
Still the dreams of musie float
Silver from my silver throat,
Whispering beauty, whispering
peace.
Wheat great Tatwin’s golden voice
Bids the listening land rejoice,
‘When great Turkeful rings and rolls
Thunder down to trembling souls,
Then my notes like curlews flying
Sinking, falling, lifting, sighing,
Softly answer, softly cease.
I with all the airs at play,
Murmuring softly, murmuring say,
““God around me, God above me,
God to guard me, God to love me.”’
—By Marjorie L. C. Pickthall in
Youth’s Companion.
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AN IMPRESSIVE SCENE.

WE in the Kast are sometimes in-

different to the matter of flag
display in connection with our
schools. We have been inclined to
consider such unfurling rather crude
and unnecessary. Patriotism, we
were assured, is not a matter to be
talked about or exploited, but a
quality to be taken as a matter of
course. We are rather critical of
the United States’ lavish display of
the Stars and Stripes and are even
foolish enough to allow the festive
Pittsburg citizen to fly the flag of his
noble Republie on Canadian lakes
and islands. But we have come to
a realization of the newness of our
country, of the necessity for impress-
ing on the immigrants coming into
the Dominion the nature of our laws
and eivilization, and to the Daught-
ers of the Empire is due much of the
credit of our awakening. The flag is
merely a symbol, but, as long as we
require symbols in matters of reli-
gious belief, we surely may find them
of value in national feeling also.

In connection with the presenta-
tion of a Union Jack to the Alexan-
der Taylor School in Edmonton,
‘““Peggy,”’ one of the ablest women
writers in the West, gives an ani-
mated description of the scene. ‘‘Be-
fore us (the presentation took place
without doors) marched three hund-
red and fifty children, two by two,
in a long impressive file; hand clasp-
ed in hand, and garbed in such a
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variety of outfits as might have been
the product of every country under
heaven. I saw a child in a black vel-
vet gold-embroidered fez cap; I saw
another in his father’s old fedora;
one little girl might have been dress-
ed for the ballet and wore a brass
chain belt. There was a stolid little
German boy, and right behind him a
lad of colour. I couldn’t take my
eyes off them. Before us marched
Canada West, an Empire composed
of many nations, who are destined to
make this vast and practically un-
tilled country a garden that would
literally blossom like the rose.’’
The flag was presented by the
Westwart Ho Chapter of Daughters
of the Empire, and the speaker of
the occasion was Colonel Belcher,
whose address was given in the di-
rect and hearty fashion of a military
man. Mr. Taylor is a Westerner who
has given much attention to the
school system of Alberta, and the
school is well-named in his honor.
The description of the school build-
ing reads like a modern lecture hall
and athletic club combined and
shows that Edmonton will have none
but the best. Next to the homes of
the country, the schools are our most
important institutions, and the West
is showing the East how to equip and
‘“‘flag’’ the buildings where Young
Canada will obtain its early ideas of
what citizenship means. The small
Russians who come from provinces
where government means nothing
but tyranny are lucky children when
they emigrate to find themselves
within the walls of a Canadian
school-house.
* L
WaEN WOMAN IS SCOLDED.
THE grave and dignified Atlantic
Monthly has lately published
two heart-searching article by Mrs.
Anna Rogers, ‘““Why American Mar-
riages Fail’’ and ‘“Why American
Mothers Fail,”” which are more
scathing in nature than any SOC]?,I
criticisms on America published in

English journals. The journals and
novels of the United States have for
80 many years been foolish and hys-
terical in their laudation of their
womankind that a change of senti-
ment was inevitable. It was quite
impossible for any woman to possess
half the qualities which were attri-
buted to the ‘‘American’’ heroine,
Now' a few writers on social topies
are in danger of swinging to the
other extreme and condemning the
women of this continent for the
faults. of a noisy group who are more
conspicuous than their home-keeping
sisters, It is true that too many
women are living in hotels and
allowing their small children to de-
vour devilled crabs and pink ice
cream. It is also true that too many
women have little regard for the sac-
redness of the marriage tie and rush
to the divorce courts, in order that
they may form another ‘“alliance.’’
But there are hundreds of thousands
of noble wives and mothers on this
North American Continent to whom
home ties are sacred, and who are
the greatest nation-builders in our
civilization. American mothers have
not failed, nor are they likely to
fail. But the flattery of American
women has been ultra-loud, and the
adverse criticism, now that it hag
come, has the corresponding fault of
over-emphasis. It is just as well for
an occasional admonition to find its
way into publications which are
usually ﬁlled'with lavish adulation.
* *

A GREAT CONVENTION.

THE quinquennial of the Interna-

tional Council of Women is to be
held at Toronto next year in the Uni-
versity buildings. This will prob-
ably be the greatest gathering of wo-
men ever assembled in a city which
is noted for its conventions and, no
doubt, the citizens will prove equal
to the occasion in the matter of in-
terest and hospitality. The Countess
of Aberdeen, by her enthusiastic
support of the movement, did a great
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WOMAN'S SPHERE

deal towards establishing the Na-
tional Council of Women in Canada,
and still takes a deep concern in its
progress in this country. There will
be intelligent and capable women
from all quarters of the globe in To-
ronto next year, and Canadians will
be benefited by coming into contact
with feminine representatives of all
countries and continents. But it is
especially desirable that the women
from Australia and New Zealand
and other British colonies should be
made welcome and encouraged to
become acquainted with Canadian
homes and conditions. We know too
little about the British countries in
the Pacific, and this convention will
afford the best opportunity for be-
coming acquainted with those who
are nearer to Canadians than either
the delegates from the British Isles
or those from the United States.
* %* *

Tae Crry BEAUTIFUL.

CANADIAN woman who has
been away for two years from
her native land was recently express-
ing her pleasure at returning to
“‘wwhat’s the best country — after
all.”” The last qualifying phrase
meant climate (such an April as we
have had) and other things. The
returned Daughter of the Dominion
was led to speak of the interest taken
by the women of many United States
cities in such matters as street-clean-
ing and a decent milk supply.
““Really, I'm ashamed of our Can-
adian streets. Toronto is better than
many cities in that respect, but it
needs further improvement, while
Montreal is a disgrace to any coun-
try calling itself civilized. American
women wouldn’t endure such a state
of things for a month. In the spring
season the streets of Montreal are
about the worst on the continent, T
should say. They don’t seem to care
what the place looks like. Then,
look at Toronto’s water-front. It is
no wonder that the United States
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visitor who came over in the inter-
ests of civic aesthetics was disgusted
with the scene along the bay. What
is the city thinking of to allow the
harbor to be made so hideous? And
why are the ruins of the fire of 1904
allowed to make Front street a scene
of desolation?’’ Here I murmured
something about the railways, but
the returned patriot sniffed scorn-
fully.

““Railways! I suppose they own
Toronto City Council and the Gov-
ernment. And 1’d like to know,’’
she continued with increasing wrath,
‘““what the Montreal aldermen do
with the money for street-cleaning.
But I suppose all these things are
too mysterious and deep for any
mere woman to know. We are al-
ways talking as if the cities of the
States were cursed with graft, but
I could show you some cities over
there which would never dream of
allowing the filth of Montreal and
some quarters of other Canadian
cities. I believe that most Canadian
women are good housekeepers, but
the men in the councils need a few
lessons in keeping the cities and
towns. So far, Canada has not de-
veloped proper civic pride.”’

‘‘Edmonton, at any rate, is begin-
ning right,”’ I ventured to remark.

“It’s a pity that the beauty idea
did not oceur to some of the Toronto
city fathers about a hundred years
ago. It is too late to widen Yonge
street, but it is not too late to have
more park territory.”’

It is all too true that we Canadian
women have not taken enough inter-
est in the beautifying of our towns
and cities, but there is a whole cen-
tury ahead in which we may reform.

* * L

Is Co-EpucaTioN A FAILURE?

E co-educational system has re-
ceived a blow in the report of
President Frederick W. Hamilton of
Tuft’s College, Boston. President
Hamilton declares that the segrega-
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tion of the men and women of the
college is the only thing that can save
the department of liberal arts, and
he predicts that every institution in
New England where the co-educa-
tional system is now to be found will
eventually be devoted to girls alone.
““The average young man,” he as-
serts, ‘‘will not go to a co-educational
institution. He is not comfortable
with women in the class-room.”’

A United States editor of decidedly
broad views is of the opinion that co-
education has not done any of the
things that were promised for it,
while it has done a great many other
things with which we would willingly
dispense. Assuredly, during the last
five years we have heard many such
complaints from those who can speak
with authority. University professors
in Canada would rejoice if women
were swept out of their classes to-
morrow. There is much discussion of
the matter, both public and private.
But, as may have been said before, it
becomes a question of dollars and
cents. When we are rich enough to
have a separate and well-equipped
University, our girls will have the
best opportunity for ‘‘higher educa-
tion.”” Until then, those who desire
to attend university classes must be
content to go where they are emphat-
ically not wanted.

* * *

THE WizARDRY OF WORK.

lT was a wise man who made a re-

mark to the effect that genius is
an infinite eapacity for taking pains.
‘When we are very young we talk en-
viously about the luck of some people,
but as we grow older and begin to
wateh anxiously for hairs of a dull
drab color, it comes to us that work
has a great deal to do with achieve-
ment which is worth while. No one
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denies that ‘‘time and chance happen-
eth to them all,”” but the joy of
working is, after all the most satis-
factory delight known to humanity.

A famous singer, referring recently
to the number of aspiring young ar-
tists who write to her for advice, said
plaintively: ‘‘It is so hard to con-
vince these girls who wish to go on
the stage or become operatic stars that
tremendous toil is the price to be paid
for real advancement. They have the
idea that there is some magie pull or
twist which will bring them fame.’’
The gift of song or color must be
bestowed, and in spite of all talk of
heredity and avatism no one can aec-
count for its coming. But cultivation
must be added unto what Addison
called ‘‘natural parts’’ or they do not
come to the finest flowering. There
has been some confusion of work with
drudgery, from which it differs in
spirit and intent. The drudge is dull
and unintelligent; the workman puts
his brains into his craft and does not
spend his strength on what is unes-
sential. Every labor-saving device
has been followed by the ery that the
new conditions will mean an increase
in the army of the unemployed. But
what have we seen? There may have
been a short period of confusion, hut
there have ultimately arisen new dJe-
mands which call for as many work-
men as in the old laborious days.
Properly-directed energy is a happi-
ness to the exerciser.

Of the two extremes, those who
have too much work and those who
have not enough, perhaps the latter
may deserve the larger share of pity.
The man with the hoe is not a pleas-
ant object for contemplation, but he
is not so repulsive as the lazy and de-
generate young millionaire, for whoge
idle hands Satan invariably finds mis-
chief in overflowing quantity.

Jean Graham.
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T[IAT is a somewhat discomforting

doctrine which is enunciated by
Mr. Kipling in the last of his ‘‘Let-
ters to the Family”—that the only
serious enemy to the Empire is dem-
ocracy, since whether the Empire
continues or not, it seems tolerably
certain, at least, that democracy is
here to stay, and the Empire and
democracy must get along together,
or—the Empire must pass away. The
question is too wide and deep to be
discussed here, but from the general
tenor of Mr. Kipling’s remarks it is
clear that the particular phase of
democracy that prompts his uncheer-
ful conclusion is that which con-
fronts him in England to-day. Mr.
Kipling gives us a most doleful and
depressing picture of present condi-
tions in England, which he repre-
sents as reeking with socialist: and
all the evils; then urges that Can-
ada, being ‘‘weak for want of men.”’
should bleed her (England) into
health and sanity, ‘“‘by drawing upon
her population.”” Tt is difficult, how-
ever, to see how this process is to
produce a result that can be con-
sidered satisfactory by those who
* share Mr. Kipling’s views. Canada
does not want the emigrants who are
‘‘rotten with socialism,”’ as Mr. Kip-
ling put it in an earlier letter, and on
the other hand, if we take the kind
of folk that he tells us ‘‘still exist
by the million in England,’’ and of
whom he says that “‘if these people
could quietly be shown a quiet way
out of it all, very many of them
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would ecall in their savings (they are
richer than they look) and slip
quietly away,’’ what is to become of
England, thus further exhausted of
its stock of virtue and given over to
those evil elements that are wanted
nowhere?
L *® L

Let us hope, however, the sitnation
is not quite so desperate as Mr. Kip-
ling represents. It is very true that
if the heart .of the Empire be un-
sound, the Empire itself can not last,
nor should we wish it to last, but the
remedy would appear rather to lie
in making the heart sound and
healthy than in strengthening the ex-
tremities. But we know perfectly
well that Mr. Kipling, who thus con-
demns and decries England to the
world at large, does not really be-
lieve his country to be in as bad a
state as his poetic but gloomy fancy
paints her and would not allow a
foreign pen to write such words un-
challenged. Even his faith in dem-
ocracy will doubtless return once
there is a Conservative Government
again in power at Westminster, for
the fact can not be concealed that
Mr. Kipling is a most intense parti-
san, and in his desire to cast oppro-
brium upon a government he dislikes
has adopted the methods of less not-
able politicians and besmirched
somewhat the fair fame of his coun-
try.

* * *

Mr. Kipling, like many more pro-

nounced Imperialists, will no doubt
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consider the reconstructed British
Government somewhat of an im-
provement in matters of Imperial
policy on the Campbell-Bannerman
Administration. Mr. Asquith, at
least, was never known as a ‘‘Little
Englander,”” as was his predecessor,
but was rather an avowed upholder
of the Rosebery or Liberal-Imperial-
ist wing of Liberalism. Mr. Asquith
remains probably true to his old con-
victions, and yet his promotion of
Mr. Lloyd-George must have pleased
and must have been intended to
please the extreme section of the
party. During the war in South
Africa there was no member of the
party who was more outspoken in
his condemnation of what was
known as Chamberlainism than the
fiery Celt who has been made Chan-
cellor of the Exchequer. Mr. Lloyd-
George’s pluck has commanded the
respect of all parties, however bit-
terly his views may have .been op-
posed. As. Mr. Asquith’s lieutenant
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he will have ample opportunity to
display this quality. One sees fre-
quently the suggestion that the ap-
pointment of Mr. Lloyd-George to
the Exchequer gives him the sucees-
sion to the Premiership. Apart, how-
ever, from the fact that Mr. Asquith
is only fifty-six years of age, and
that the succession under such eir-
cumstances is of little value, it does
not follow that My, Lloyd-George’s
peculiar qualities would fit him in
any way for leadership. Pluck and
fighting ability are excellent in their
way, but, unless allied to an immense
personal ascendancy, as in the case
of Palmerston oy Gladstone, do not
fit for command in a deliberatiw;
assembly. These were the qualities
that made impossible as leaders of
the House such brilliant men as Lord
Randolph Churchill and Sir William
Harcourt, and allowed the palm to
pass to such comparatively second-
rate men as Sir Stafford Northeote,
Mr. W. H. Smith and Sir Henry
Campbell-Bannerman himself, whoge
methods were passive and easy-going
rather than aggressive and strenu-
ous.
* * *

It must be remembered, too, that
Mr. Lloyd-George’s appointment hag
yet to be justified by results. He will
be heir to Mr. Asquith’s promise of
an old age pension and must find the
funds to establish such a scheme ; it
is a task which may well wreck a
career, and possibly a government,
and if Mr. Lloyd-George emerges
safe and sound from such an ordeal
he will have proved himself a states.
man and financier of a high order.
Meantime, radical as Mr. Lloyd-
George is, he has shown himself able
to follow the advice of Mr. Chamber-
lain and ‘‘think Imperially’’; at
least there is every reason to belieye
that he has given his cordial support
to the All Red Line project initiated
by Sir Wilfrid Laurier; and with the
hands that hold the purse strings up-
held in favor of this genuinely Tm.
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perial project, there should be no
longer a doubt of its success. It is
rumored, too, that while at the Board
of Trade Mr. Lloyd-George actually
developed symptoms of Chamberlain-
ism of a more decided type and is at
least willing to regard free trade as
we have come to regard it in this
country, as a matter of expediency,
and not a fundamental law of the
universe. If there be truth in this
rumor, we may see some queer
changes yet in British political par-
ties.
e e e

Mr. Winston Churchill is not given
quite the prominence in the new
(Cabinet that had been expected, and
this, combined with Mr. Asquith’s

marked abstention from assisting
Mr. Churchill with the ecustomary

though somewhat perfunctory letter-
from-the-chief during the latter’s
campaign in  Manchester, was
taken in some quarters to show
that the new Premier did not
look with too great favor on
the clever and audacious, but un-
certain representative of the House
of Marlborough. Mr. Churchill’s de-
feat was as sensational as had been
his successes. It is not serious to
him personally and was quickly rem-
edied by the offer and acceptance of
an overwhelmingly Liberal seat in
Scotland ; but it is a most unpleasant
greeting to the new Government, and
emphasizes in a marked manner the
long line of recent Unionist vietories
and the reduction of Liberal majori-
ties without exception in cases where
the Liberals have held the seat. Old
age pensions, license bill, free trade,
education bill, singly or unitedly, not
only do not hold the electors to the
Government, but they appear to have
brought the Administration to the
brink of ruin.
* * #

A complication of the future will
be that arising from Mr. Churchill’s
pledge of home rule for Ireland. Tt
was more than had been given by
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any member of the Campbell-Ban-
nerman Administration and more
than the new Premier had seen fit to
give. Mr. Churchill may have be-
come a convinced home ruler, but
there is no doubt the de:laration was
made with a view to getting the Irish
vote in the constituency. It would
help many a politician of uncertain
conviction if he were able to know
precisely what was the effect on the
voters of Mr. € hurchiil’s declaration
—how many English votes it alien-
ated and how many Irish it attraet-
ed. The net result we know—the
overwhelming defeat of the brilliant
yvoung Minister. What would the re-
sult have been had no declaration
been made? That is the puzzle for
the man who is a politician and noth-
ing more in England to-day. The
situation is not. however, encourag-
ing for the home ruler. The question
is not an issue for the present Parlia-
ment; the Unionists will earry the
next election. That puts it aside for
ten years, and in these rapid times
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few care to provide for a longer
period.
% * *
Perhaps the only genuine surprise
of the reconstruction was the eleva-
tion of Mr. Morley to the Lords.
There is something incongruous in
the thought of a man who has always
been accepted as a leader of democ-
racy suddenly passing into the
Peers’ chamber just as if he had been
a millionaire brewer or manufactur-
er who had bought his way into the
ranks of hereditary titles. But Mr,
Morley has a good deal of philosophy
in his composition, and will be con-
tent to regard the House of Lords
purely upon the utilitarian point of
view in the present contingency and
to look wupon it as an expedi-
ent for enabling him to remain at the
head of a great department of State
without being at the same time sub-
Jected to the terrible strain of Par-
liamentary life. Mr. Morley is a man
of seventy, and of fragile physique;
and the more robust constitution of
Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman, a
Year or two his senior, quickly broke
under the double strain. The inci-
dent serves: to illustrate in a very
striking manner one most effective
use to which a second chamber may
be put, whether we call it a Senate
or a House of Lords, though it has,
of course, no bearing on the question
of the legislative powers that should
be entrusted to such a body. Great
Britain will not insist on an aca-
demic consistency on the part of a
statesman whose services are all-im-
portant to the Empire. Particularly
at the present moment, when unrest
and agitation have produced a situ-
ation in India that may yet have the
gravest results, is it desirable the
head: of the Indian Office should be
able to give his undivided attention
to a consideration of the tremendous
problems to which the relations of
India and England give rise.
#*

The disappearance of Lord Elgin

from the Colonial Office may have
been at the noble Earl’s own request
or it may not have been ; nobody a,pj
pears to have been concerned in dis-
coverng the reason. Hig suceessor
thc_a Earl of Crewe, is the son of a,
brlllignt father, but has no great re-
putation himself for statesmaunship.

the Colonial Office a greater reputa-
tion than he takes in. It ig probably
as good an appointment as could
have been made under the cireum-
stances, for time has made sad havoe
with the ranks of Liberal statesmen
with ranks of wide renown, and it
is a new generation of Liberal Minis-
ters that comes to the front under
the leadership of young men like
Lloyd-George and Winston Churchill.

* - % *

One of the first occasions, by the
way, of the appearance in public in
his new capacity of the present Col-
onial Office was of peculiar interest
to Canada, Lord Crewe having on
May 15 taken a prominent part in
the meeting held at the Mansion
House at London to promote the ob-
ject of the Quebec Battlefields Asso-
ciation. Canadians in England anq
British statesmen who have had in-
timate association with Canada, or
who are especially concerned in pro-
jeets making for Imperial Sympathy
and unity, have taken up the sub-

" ject in the most cordial manner. The

five former Governor-Generals of
Canada still living in Great Britain
namely, the Duke of Argyll, the Mar.
quis of Lansdowne, and the Earls of
Derby, Aberdeen and Minto, have
issued an invitation to the people of
Great Britain to participate in the
celebration of the tercentenary of

the foundation of Quebee, and have

made the definite suggestion that
England’s participation should take
the shape of a gift to Canada ag a
national memorial to Wolfe anq

!
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Montcalm, ‘‘the two heroes of the
two races which make up the Cana-
dian people,”” and it is urged that
“‘such a gift might appropriately be
handed by His Royal Highness the
Prince of Wales to the Governor-
General of Canada on behalf of
Great Britain on the occasion of his
visit to Quebec to open the park in
July next.”’
* * %

The appointment of an experi-
enced Canadian journalist in the
person of Mr. William Mackenzie to
the new position of Secretary of Im-
perial and Foreign Correspondence
is at once a tribute to the press and
an illustration of the manner in
which Canada is continually putting
forth new limbs, as it were, as the
need for them develops, and is accus-
toming herself to the process of
oradual transformation into a power
within a power which has been
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working somewhat rapidly of late.
The Colonial Conference, the French
treaty, the mission to Japan, the ne-
gotiations with the United States,
the whole question of Oriental immi-
gration, to take some of the more
notable and recent illustrations only
of the growing diversity and import-
ance of what may be called the dip-
lomatie work of Canada are fresh
in the public mind. One may
well believe that there are countless
matters of a kindred nature of which
the public never hears.

As a journalist of great experience
and skill, Mr. Mackenzie may be re-
lied upon to bring to his work the
industry and versatility characteris-
tic of his calling and to justify the
Premier’s judgment in his choice of
an officer equipped for the position.
Few persons entering the civil ser-
vice have had so thorough a train-
ing as he has had.
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HE fascination that the crooked
by-paths of life has for some
persons is feelingly set forth by Mr.
Arthur Stringer in his latest volume,
““The Under Groove.”” The book
consists of a series of short stories
told in the first person by a clever
c¢rook named Gahan. Each story is
distinet in itself, but there is a famil-
iar ring to all alike, and some of the
characters appear more than once.
As entertainers, thrilling, blood-
eurdling, hair-raising entertainers,
they meet the demand on every page,
and they are full of intense, drama-
tic action. The reader scarcely waits
to question probabilities or what in
less skilful hands might be regarded
as absurdities, but presses on, ab-
sorbed by the intricacies of plot and
counter-plot, a part of the literary
eraft in which Mr. Stringer is par-
ticularly adept. Melodramatic to a

184

high degree, the stories are told in
restrained and mostly dignified die-
tion. They all deal with life in the
““under grooves’’ of New York, and
the possibilities of wire-tapping are
again cleverly utilized. The first
story, ‘‘The Adventure of the Third
Arm,’’ is perhaps the most interest-
ing in this series, because it deals
with the problem of dual personal-
ity, a problem that has held the at-
tention of psychologists with increas-
ing interest. The pictures that Mr.
Stringer draws of New York and of
how it impresses the erook, for in-
stance, are picturesquely graphie.
Here is one: ‘“So I began to get
homesick and peevish for New York.
I wanted to sniff the familiar old
ferry smell, to hear the rush and gut-
ter of water in the narrowing slips
where the piling yields and shud-
ders against the bumping paddle-

-
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boxes, to catch the metallic
and familiar tink-a-link of
pawl-and-ratchets as the
landing - floats lower to
crowded deck-ships. 1
ached for a sight of that old
crust-thrower of a town,
where its sky-scraper teeth
bit up into morning smoke,
and it seemed to whisper,
with one eye winked, ‘Feed
me, or i’ll feed on you!’
I wanted to see it laugh
and shake behind its sly
old rags. I wanted to hear
its eternal whine for more
gold, its growls and oaths
against the arm of the law.
I wanted to get a sniff of
the Rialto dust again, of
the crowds by day and the
lamps by night, of the
bustle and stir of Broadway,
with its crazy and solemn
and tangled and happy-go-
lucky bubbling of life. My
ears seemed to ache for its
street-sounds, its roar of
wheels, its clatter of hoofs,
its clangour and pulse of
bells, its whine of engines,
its drone of power, its show
of wealth, its rumble and
roar of hunger.”” (New
York : The McClure Company. Cloth,
$1.50.)

* * #

Briss CARMAN : ESSAYIST.

[t is difficult to associate Bliss Car-
man the poet, author of ‘“The Pipes
of Pan,”” ““The Kinship of Nature,’’
ete., with Bliss Carman, author of
‘“The Making of Personality,’’ which
is a treatise on physical culture.
character culture and decorum. And
yvet the association must be made. for
‘““The Making of Personality’’ is Mr.
Carman’s latest venture in book
form. The volume is composed of a
series of essays on topies such as the
following: ‘‘The Power of Poise.”’
““Personal Vibrancy,”” ‘“The Value
of Impulse,”” ““The Guidance of Rea-

WAY OF LETTERS
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“The of
“*Rhythms of Grace,”’ ““The Domin-
ion of Joy,” ‘““Modern Heroism.’’
“The Music of Life.”’ ““The Art of
Walking.”’ “‘The Might of Man-
ners.”’ The author’s conclusions and
observations are of more than ordin-
ary interest, and it should be under-
stood that the tone and treatment of
the subject is much loftier than that
of the commonplace book on physi-
cal culture. Mr. Carman takes the
stand that culture of the body is of
as much importance in the making of
personality as culture of the mind.
That is to say. that a clean, well-
groomed, well-developed, well-train-
ed, properly nourished and well-con-
trolled body adds force and interest
to personality. There is a good deal

GROOVE'"'

son,”’ Use Out-of-door.”’
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of truth in that, although many per-
sons would not agree that culture of
the body is, apart from bodily con-
siderations, as important as culture
of the mind. But the author goes
further than that when he says: “‘In
personal culture, that great task
which confronts us all, and to which
many of us apply ourselves with so
much impetuous fervor and persist-
ence, there is one supreme truth to be
constantly remembered, the three-
fold nature of personality, and con-
sequently its threefold perfectability
in the different but inseparable
realms of spirit, mind and body.”
Then he goes on to say that art con-
seientiously applied might have a
bad effect on personality, for in-
stance, that no actor could con-
scientiously act the réle of Dr. Jekyl
and Mr. ‘Hyde without incurring
grave responsibilities to himself, and
that the role of Rosalind, on the
other hand, acts as an irresistible
nervous tonic. That theory is quite
at variance with a common concep-
tion of art. Many persons believe
that the best actors do not ““live the
part,”’ and it is said of Edwin For-
rest that on one occasion, when al-
most every woman in the theatre was
openly weeping at the pathos of the
scene, he whispered to one of the
characters in the play: ‘‘Get me an
umbrella, I’ll be drowned.”” Still, it
is in the discussion of points like the
foregoing that Mr. Carman’s book is
interesting. (Boston: L. C. Page &
Company. Cloth, $1.50.)
* * *

Trae CoLor LINE IN FicTioN.

In spite of crudities of style and
extravagance of plot, Robert Lee
Durham’s ‘“The Call of the South”
is a story of unusual interest. Its
underlying force and tragedy can be
appreciated by few Canadian read-
ers—unless they have lived in the
Qouthern States and have felt the
sentiment of that region regarding
the Black Peril. Most Canadians have
little imagination regarding this

-

problem, and accept implicitly such
statements as Northern newspapers
see fit to make. This novel by Rob-
ert Lee Durham sets forth dramatic-
ally and pitilessly just what social
equality between the Anglo-Saxon
and the negro would mean and the
conclusion is appalling. The story
concerns itself with a period beyond
the present, 191—, and is chiefly con-
cerned with the marriage between
the daughter of a United States Pre-
sident and a man with negro blood
in his veins. The speech of Senator
Rutledge, as given in Chapter XVII.,
is a complete expression of Southern
opinion on the social side of the race
question. Canadians who are given
to sentimentalize on a subject of
which they are profoundly ignorant
might be instructed, if not entertain-
ed, by this remarkable and painful
story. (Boston: L. C. Page & Com-
pany. Cloth, $1.50.)
* * *
AN ADMIRABLE VALET.

Somehow a person experiences a
sense of ingratitude before reaching
the concluding chapter of Ronald
Legge’s recent novel, ‘“The Admir-
able Davis.”” The reason of this may
not be overly obvious, because the
story is one of adventure; because in
it there figures an English major of
more than ordinary resourcefulness;
there is a lovable young woman;
there are the usual and unusual ob-
stacles to their marriage, which are
eventually removed. The narrative
is founded on a desire on the part of
the English Government to seeretly
get a treaty signed by the Sultan of
what is called Torto Island, to the
effect that England may have the
right to use that place as a coaling
station. Some of the struggles un-
dergone by those who guard the
treaty are worth following, if the
reader is concerned about the inter-
ests at stake. A time arrives when it
is thought advisable to trust a
valet with the secret which apper-
tains to the treaty. He finally be-
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comes instrumental in carrying the
scheme to a successful issue, and due
to his efforts the book is indebted for
its title. (Toronto: Cassell & Com-
pany, Limited. Cloth, $1.50.)

* * *

SONGS OF THE STREET,

The Hunter-Rose Company an-
nounce for June a volume of verse
by Mr. James P. Haverson, under
the title ‘‘Sour Sonnets of a Sore-
head and Other Songs of the Street.’’
Simultaneously with the Canadian
edition, the book will be published
in the United States by H. M. Cald-
well & Company, Boston. Mr. Hav-
erson’s verse is already known to
those who read The Canadian Maga-
zine, for during the last two years
he has been a frequent confributor
to its pages. The style of the verse
that will appear in the book is dif-
ferent from what has appeared in
the magazine, and it will show that
this clever young writer has a keen
appreciation of the philosophy and
humor that abounds in the common
walks of mankind. Mr. Fergus Kyle,
who is illustrating the book, is one
of the most promising of the younger
Canadian artists. He displays much
individuality. Both he and Mr. Hav-
erson are engaged in journalistic
work in Toronto, the former as staff
artist for Saturday Night, and the
latter on the writing staff of The
World.

* *® *
Nores,

—Mr. W. H. P. Jarvis is the au-
thor of a very readable and interest-
ing little book. entitled ‘‘Trails and
Tales in Cobalt.”” The volume is
really made up of a number of short
stories or accounts of actual inci-
dents, but there is a connecting chain
that runs through them all, making
them sufficiently homogeneous to be
run in chapters instead of under in-
dividual captions. At times the de-
seription of camp life and color are
very graphie, and there is enough
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imagination to raise the book above a
mere record of fact and experience.
(Toronto: William Briggs.)

—"‘The Review of Historical Pub-
lications Relating to Canada’’ (Uni-
versity of Toronto Studies), edited
by Prof. George M. Wrong and Mr.
H. H. Langton, provides in a com-
pact and comprehensive way for an
intelligent appreciation of what has
been published of historical interest
in Canada during a given twelve-
month. The volume covering 1907,
has appeared, and it is as usual of
great value. (Toronto: Morang &
Company.)

—All who contemplate “‘doing”’
England with a motor car or bicycle
should read Thomas D. Murphy’s re-
cent book entitled ‘‘British High-
ways from a Motor Car.”’ It is not
a volume dealing with the cities only,
but it rather gives special attention
to country roads, villages, towns, his-
toric spots and solitary ruins. There
are sixteen full-page illustrations in
colors and thirty-two in duogravure,
together with route maps and an ex.
haustive index. (Boston: L. C. Page
& Company. Cloth, $3.)

—“The Law of the Federal and
State Constitutions of the United
States’’ is the title of a monumental
work by F. G. Stimson, author of
‘“‘Labor in its Relation to Law,”’
“Handbook to the Labor Laws of
the United States,”’ and ‘‘Law Glos-
sary.”” The volume includes an his-
torical study of the principles of the
constitutions, a chronological table
of English social legislation, and a
comparative digest of the constitu-
tions of the forty-six States. What
has been sought is to give the his-
tory, origin, and present tendency of
American constitutions, and for this
purpose the bulk of the work is
made up of a comparative presenta-
tion of the forty-six State constitu-
tions annotated with the correspond-
ing provisions of the Federal consti-
tution. (Boston: The Boston Boolk
Company. Cloth, $3.50 net.)



[KE many others, we had often
heard of the man who swaggers
about in leather chaps, steel spur
and wide sombrero, with lasso in
hand and pistols at belt—the North-
west- rancher or cow-boy. But we
had never heard of the less pic-
turesque and less warlike brother,
the rancher who withdraws to the
awful solitudes of the Saskatchewan
hills and bears himself in a manner
as different from the stage cow-boy
as brageadocio is different from mod-
esty. Before the tide of immigra-
tion flowed in towards the Dirt Hills
the rancher ranged his herds un-
molested all the way from Calgary
to Willow Bunch. But the coming
of the settler has meant division and
occupation of the land, and gradu-
ually the rancher has been forced
back into the Hills, where he now
pursues his solitary way, a lament-
ably unromantic figure as seen in
real life—stripped of the halo with
which imaginative persons have sur-
rounded his calling. In the earlier
days, when the great monotonous
stretches were free to all who might
come, the ranch was the headquart-
ers of a merry band of roysterers;
but now the steam plow and the dise
harrow are changing the face of the
land. reducing with stupendous
strides the pasturage that once look-
ed so wide and inexhaustible, and
commanding the rancher to disperse
from his fellows, to go up from the
plains into the hills, and to take with
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him his packs and his herds and a
warning that neither he nor his shall
trespass upon growing or ripening
grain.

There is in this transformation the
characteristics of a great drama, a
drama that assumes in some of its
aspects an expression of tragic signi-
ficance. The simon pure rancher, the
man of cattle and of grass, hates the
puny settler, the petty farmer, as he
guages him, with a hatred that is
modified only by pity and contempt.
Rather than permit the dispersion
and usurpation to drive him into
what he regards as the shamefully
prosaic requirements of ordinary
husbandry, he retreats into the hills
and establishes himself as best he
may in that somewhat inhospitable
environment. And what are his con-
ditions? In some instances he has a
companion rancher; in many in-
stances he has none. Solitude is in
large measure his portion. Apari
from his own herds, the timid ante-
lope, the slinking badger, the bark-
ing coyote and the prairie dog com-
prise his neighborhood, a neighbor-
hood that is at best inhospitable and
exclusive. Transient guests come in
the shape of wild ducks, wild geese
and swan, and to them credit should
be given for much interest and some
divertisement. Rarely does the
rancher seek solace in the compan-
ionship of books, nor is his time
given much to household decoration.
Nevertheless he has regard for clean-




THE FRONT WINDOW

liness, and on Sunday he respects
both God and man by resting and
changing his clothes. In these re-
spects he differs in a marked degree
from the ordinary recluse or hermit.
His daily routine is broken in the
autumn, when, with horses and wag-
gon, he goes out upon the flats and
becomes one of a gang of threshers.
His contempt for the farm is on
these occasions modified by the
promise of ready cash for what
otherwise would be latent energy.

It was during threshing time that
we went back into the Hills to shoot.
After the sporting season opens, the
ducks gradually take refuge in the
ponds and small lakes in the Hills,
and there they can be found by the
thousand. To go hunting in the hills
of Southern Saskatchewan is not as
vet a fashionable sport, and there-
fore no accommodation is available
except what may be found at an
occasional ranch or prepared in ad-
vance. It was to be a novel experi-
ence, to shoot ducks in that great
wilderness, but more novel still was
to be a visit to a genuine Western
ranch. But we had not seen many
ranches or inspected many corrals
before the scales dropped completely
from our eyes and we beheld some-
thing that in reality was the very
antithesis of what our conception
had been of this phase of the ‘‘wild
and woolly West.”” We entered the
Hills by the old Wood Mountain
Trail, but soon turned from that
course and headed towards a ranch
where, so we had been told, there
was a chance of getting some wild
geese,a swan or two, maybe a coyote,
and, if luck favored us, an antelope.
A prairie fire had recently crossed
over from Montana, leaving the face
of the Hills black as coal, but reliev-
ed by splotches of dead yellow,
where the grass stood damp in the
sloughs, and by white-lined stones
that lay out like well-bleached bones.
Our only guide was the marks of a
horse’s hoofs, which were -easily
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traced over the burnt grass, Appar-
ently some one had ridden in before
us, for the horse’s hoofs pointed
ahead. So we followed on and on
for hours, skirting here a slough and
there a small lake, and sometimes
halting to take a rifle-shot at a ven-
turesome coyote or badger. We con-
cluded that the fire had driven some
of the wild animals, particularly an-
telopes, because they do not burrow,
before it, and we therefore expected
to find game that had sought refuge
on some of the ranches, where the
fire had been checked by long lines
of ploughed guards. Strange to say,
the charred remains of the fire assist-
ed in the hunt, because the animals
moving about were almost a full con-
trast from the black face of the land.
Ordinarily a coyote or badger is in
color, at some distance, not unlike
the color of prairie grass, and for
that reason it is difficult for an un.
trained eye to detect one, unless it
be moving. But on this oceasion the
exposure of the animals, as they ob-
served only ordinary wariness, was
at times ludierous. Badgers lay flat
at the entrance to their burrows, ima-
gining that the usual surroundings
were protecting them from observa-
tion. Prairie dogs acted in the same
fool-hardy manner; and coyotes,
which are usually extremely cautious,
would boldly skirt the side of a near-
by hill, apparently taking no pre-
caution except not to expose them-
selves against the sky-line. As a
matter of fact, these animals pre-
sented a most excellent target, their
light gray bodies showing up well in
contrast from the burnt blackness of
the hills.

The monotonous aspect of the Dirt
Hills is beyond conjecture. We could
look for miles on all hands and see
nothing but the undulating black-
ness of the blackened earth. The
succession of hills reminded us of a
man’s struggles towards the height
of his ambition: we topped one hill,
only to be confronted with a valley
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and another hill beyond. And so it
was ever as we went : the expectation
of having at last reached the final
slope. But where was the ranch?
Night was coming, and the continu-
ous vision of white stones against the
black background began to play
upon the senses, until it seemed as if
these hitherto inert forms were actu-
ally moving, making short, quick
runs like surprised badgers. But it
was merely a caprice of fancy. We
knew that. Still, the eye is a con-
vincing member, and it was hard, as
the gloom of evening increased, to
helieve that the stones we were not
looking intently at were not moving
—not all of them, but just enough to
keep the head twisting from side to
side in momentary conviction of hav-
ing located a sly badger or an impu-
dent gopher. Most times, however,
they proved to be nothing but white,
skull-like stones. But surely that
one did move several feet! Then, as
the gloom of eveningdeepened so that
it was difficult to see the hoof marks
we had been following, the stones
began to assume the shape and semb-
lance of skulls. What a gruesome,
horrible flight of faney! And yet.
there they were. The place looked
like an old neglected battlefield, and
no surprise need have been felt if
the spirits of a horde of dusky war-
riors had arisen from the black earth,
swinging their tomahawks in wel-
come of the night.

But where was the ranch?

The hills began to melt one into
another; the valleys and the sloughs
became less distinet in outline; the
whole scene grew vague and mys-
terious. There was nothing to serve
as a landmark—no tree, no shrub, no
peculiar pond or slough, no odd or
unusual formation, nothing by which
the way could be marked or an indi-
cation given of human habitation.
Helpless, we stopped and gazed
about. The sharp bark and long-
drawn howl of a coyote fell upon our
ears; the honk, honk of wild geese

the quack, quack
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came from a small lake that looked
in the distance like a thin streak of
silver; the whirr and flap of ducks’
wings stirred the air overhead, while
of an energetic
drake mustering his flock came as a
reassuring sound to us who were the
only things in discord with that im-
posing phase of nature.

We had become resigned to the
situation, and were about to prepare
for the night, when we caught sight
of a light glimmering faintly in the
distance. To get to the light we had
to almost feel the way over the un-
certain ground. Small lakes had to
be rounded, sloughs avoided and
hills surmounted. Meanwhile the
light served as a beacon, and to-
wards it we pressed with thankful
hearts. Although we seemed to come
closer to it, we never seemed able to
reach it or really locate it, and fin-
ally we began to fear some will-o’-
the-wisp was luring us into mischief.
At last it disappeared altogether,
and presently the horses’ ears prick-
ed up and were rewarded with
a faint whinny that seemed to come
from everywhere and yet from no-
where. We pressed forward towards
the spot where we thought we had
last seen the light, and suddenly to
our great amazement, we came upon
a shack, a human habitation. Ad-
vancing somewhat timidly towards
the door, we expected at every step
to be accosted and asked for an ex-
planation. But the place was as
silent as a grave, so we approached
the door and rapped. There was no
response. We waited a minute, and
then rapped again. Still there was
no response. Gaining courage, and
yet fearing the embarrassment of an
unceremonious entrance, we raised
the latech and walked within.

The first thing to do was to strike
a match, and yet we wondered what
had become of the beacon that had
guided us thither. The match re-
vealed a lantern standing on the
table, and, having lighted it, we
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gazed upon the one-room interior of
a rancher’s shack in the.Dirt Hills.
A stove stood at one end, and a pine-
board bed at the other end. By the
window there was a table, and in one
corner a trunk. Provisions in the
form of flour, sugar, molasses, and
various canned goods were ranged
on a shelf, together with dishes and
cooking utensils. On the walls hung
a pair of chaps, a trap, a shot-gun,
a lariat, a saddle and a pair of spurs.

There seems to be an unwritten
law among ranchers that no man
shall be refused hospitality or the
use of whatever a ranch may afford,
even in the absence of the owner, and
so we had no seruples about stabling
our horses, feeding them, getting
supper for ourselves, and occupying
the rancher’s bed. But the sight of
the white, skull-like stones, the dis-
mal howl of the coyote, and, above
all else, the appearance and disap-
pearance of the light, had quite un-
nerved us. The wind had risen, moan-
ing and soughing around the sha_tck,
causing a creepy, uncanny sensation.
The whole place was so dreadfully
apart from the common walks of
man that it seemed as if no one but
the devil himself could at that hour
appear to molest us. The condition
of the room looked as if it had been
unoceupied for days, but there hqd
been the lantern, with the glass still
warm. Neither of us admitted any
apprehension, but as we blew out the
lantern before turning into bed, we
looked out of the window and door
and observed that the place would
make a safe retreat for robbers. We
could see the tops of the hills on all
sides, and therefore knew that the
shack stood in a cuplike hollow.
‘While we could not see the face of
the hills, we could discern the skyline,
and as we gazed, in a measure fas-
cinated by the imposing sombreness
of the scene, we saw a human form
silhouetted for a second against the
dark gray of the sky. The form was
bent close to the ground — almost
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creeping—as if to avoid detection,
and it was moving rapidly at a right
angle from us. Soon it disappear-
ed, leaving us on the alert and not a
little perplexed. To go out and shout
was the first impulse, but being un-
used to the etiquette of the Hills, we
decided to play a waiting game. In-
stinetively we felt that whatever the
circumstances might be, we were be-
ing watched and perhaps surround-
ed. The loneliness of the place was
conducive to real terror, and grad-
ually the feeling came over us that
the shack was being stealthily ap-
proached from behind. We had
drawn back from the window, and
had seen that our guns were loaded.
By this time the wind had gone
down; and the silence was therefore
intense. Presently we thought we
could just barely hear a slow move.
ment in the grass. The window was
open, so there was but little doubt
that we heard it. Then the silence
was markedly broken by a sharp
click. We then knew that the ham-
mer of a rifle had been cocked, and
we waited, breathless, for the next
move. The door was slightly open,
and through the small open space we
saw a man, on hands and knees, come
cautiously around a corner of the
shack. The man in ordinary circum-
stances would have been immediate.-
ly accosted, but there was actual fas-
cination in his posture and in the
probability of his design. So the on-
coming was awaited with intense in-
terest and some concern. The form
came creeping up, hugging the side
of the shack, and the dull cast of the
sky shone more dully still on the
bright steel of the rifle barrel. Just
when it looked as if a elimax had
been reached, the man stood up and
quickly pulled the door shut. A
clicking sound told that the padlock
which had hung on the outside staple
was now doing service.

Surely this was not the hospitality
of the Hills, for obviously a barrier
had been raised against freedom of
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escape. The window was still open,
but it was not large enough for a
man’s body to pass through. In any
case, to attempt to pass out through
it then would not have been a wise
undertaking. Retreating footsteps
were heard, but soon they came back
again. Then there was a rap on the
door.

“Is Bob Johnson there?’’ was
asked in a somewhat penitent tone.
(Bob Johnson was a notorious horse
thief.)

(.N0.57

‘¢ Or Garner How?'’ (Garner How
was the boldest steer-chaser in the
Hills.)

“NO.,’

“By the look of your horses and
outfit, I thought not. Then who are
you?”’

“We're friends of Bill Jones.”’

“Then you’'re welcome.”’

By this time the padlock had
been opened and the lantern relight-
ed.

The rancher had seen us coming
when we were still miles away, and,
thinking we were horse thieves who

had taken it for granted that he was
away with the threshers, had set the
lantern in the window to scare us off.
But, seeing that we meant to come
on, he had blown out the light and
retired to a safe distance.

Ranchers who play a lone hand,
such as our friend of this incident,
are by habit sober and uncommuni-
cative, and their appreciation of hu-
man companionship is often shown
in long spells of silence. And in this
instance, after courtesies had been
exchanged and explanations given,
our host tilted a canned corn box
back against the wall and permitted
us to talk on without scarcely an in-
terruption. At length the lapses in
conversation permitted us to hear
again the weird night howl of some
wandering coyote, the less mournful
quack, quack from a disturbed flock
on the nearby pond, and the faint,
distant honk of a gander in flight.
‘We seemed then to be strangely close
to nature, but still not quite so close
as the man who gladly stretched his
long limbs on the floor, giving up
his bed to us.

-

o reagap——
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IN TIME OF PEACE

—prepare for war. In time of health keep the resistant
powers of your body unimpaired. This is the surest
defence against disease. An occasional cup of “BOVRIL’
supplies that extra strength and nourishment which
everyone needs to provide for the inevitable tax on
vitality occasioned by the rush of business or household

cares.

' Dmt/bf/la/ﬁoxo/

Unsurpassed ZLANDIES

For YOUR FAMILY or FRIENDS
In the Count
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ONLY MEDAL FOR ALE IN CANADA
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O o-
Y men, who have used PEARLINE
long enough to know it —some of you for
lhirty years = couldnt do a greater favor
to poor Soap-Rutty Women than to tell
them of your experience with PEAR.
LINE; —Fral Women who can't do
.| Washing and Cleaning without Harm, but
| MUST; — Well-To-Do Women who
| have Delicate things to be Preserved, and [t
Women who must Economize in help and
Clothing; — All of them need PEAR-
LINE —TELL them how much Labor
it Saves you;=how much Easier the 33
Work of Washing and Cleaning; — how |
| much Longer Clothes last; = how much
Better they Look while they last.

Send Us Your...

Furniture Govers

We'll clean them by our improved sanitary pro-
cess, that brightens, not fades, the colors. You'll
get them back clean and fresh, but not stiff or
glossy. Linen carpet coverings cleaned. Write
for particulars and estimates.

R. PARKER & CO. bVErs'and ClEANERS
TORONTO, CANADA
BRANCHES AND AGENCIES IN ALL PARTS OF CANADA
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POSTUM-

What It Is
Made of

No. 3 No. 4

Clean Whole Wheat (No. 1) is separated into kernel and outer or bran-coat : the first
containing carbohydrates and proteids (tissue-material and energy-storing elements); the
second, phosphate of potash for rebuilding brain and nerve cells. The kernel is

Skillfully Roasted (No. 2) to a degree that develops in wheat an aroma similar to Java
coffee (but without the use of coffee or any drug-like substance); hence the delicious flavour,
when Postum is served hot with cream, which has led many to think they were drinking
coffee. The roasted kernels are then

Cooled and Ground (No. 3) and set aside. The roasting has changed part of the starch
into dextrin and dextrose, or grape-sugar, which form soluble carbohygrales. or energy-
making material, and the proteids (tissue-forming elements) are also made soluble for promiﬂ
absorption. Next

The Bran-Coat (No. 4) is mixed with molasses, roasted and ground separately, then
blended with the other part of the wheat to form the perfect product— Postum.

The relief from coffee ails when Postum is used instead, is a matter of history. Try it for
for your own self-proof.

“There’s a Reason”

POSTUM CEREAL CO., LIMITED, Battle Creek, Mich., US.A.
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, ; LADIES AND GENTLEMEN :
7 ) “You see then that CALOX, the Oxygen

Tooth Powder, acts by giving up oxygen in
contact with water, and it is this novel
feature which gives CALOX its immense super-
iority over all other preparations. It repre-
sents, in powder form, the therapeutic efficiency
of a hydrogen dioxide solution in addition to |
the mechanically detergent properties of the |
powder itself. It is also a deodorant because it
oxidizes all decomposing food particles, removes
deposits from the teeth, tongue and mucous
surfaces, producing a sense of freshness and
purity only possible as the result of a chemically

clean mouth. Calox is entirely harmless and free
4 from any insoluble grit which might injure the enamel or
& form a focus for the deposit of tartar.

Se. 99
“The Oxygen does it
McKESSON & ROBBINS, 91-97 Fulton Street, New York, U. S. A.

All Druggists or postpaid by mail for 25 cents.
Dainty Trial Size Can and Booklet sent on request from




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 83

The Perfection of Pipe Tobacco is

Garrick is an exquisite Blend of Rare Fineness
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In Table Syrup

If you are responsible for the family food supply, you cannot
beftoo careful of what you introduce into the house. For puyrit
and quality “Crown Brand Syrup” is not surpassed and canno)t’
be improved upon. It is rich in those elements that build tissue

and’produce strength; that is why it is so good for growing
children. It is easily digestible, possesses a delicious flavor
and improves everything with which it is eaten. In cooking
its uses are manifold. For your convenience your dealer
has itin 2, 5, 10 and 20 Ib. air tight tins with lift-off lids
Ask him to send you some. '

The Edwardsburg Starch Co., Ltd.

Established 1858
Works : CARDINAL, ONT. Offices : MONTREAL and TORONTQ
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‘““T'he man who shaves himself has
a pleasure which is never known by
those whose faces are not familiar with
the razor or for whom it is wielded
by another.”

The blade of the “Gillette” is the
only new idea in razor blades for over
400 years. ‘This double edged, thin-
as-a-wafer blade is held by the
Gillette frame in a perfectly rigid
manner—thus avoiding vibration—
and insuring the luxury of a safe,
uniform shave.

The Gillette Safety Razor consists of a triple
silver plated Holder and 12 blades (24 keen
cutting edges), packed in velvet lined
leather case. Price $§5—at all leading

Jewelry, Drug, Cutlery, Hardware,
Sporting Goods and Department Stores.

Write or ask your dealer for free
booklets. If he canmot supply you,
write us.

GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO. OF CANADA LIMITED

OFFICE AND FACTORY o . » MONTREAL.

//////

China Painters

Send 25c. for our handsome
catalogue showing nearly 1000
designs of white china priced.
Then send your orders in and

et advantage of 20 per cent.
Siscount sale now going on.

The Art Emporium But I'd stuff and lm

357 St. Catherine St. West, MONTREAL | “LADY CHARLOTTE”

by the car lot,
By the Cross of St

Of the kind that they gat

ELECTRICIT Y

THE BLISS ELECTRICAL SCHOOL is the oldest and best school in the world teaching
ELECTRICITY exclusively. Theoretical and practical course complete
Students actually construct Dynamos, Motors and Elec-
trical instruments. Graduates hold good positi IN ONE YEAR
throughout the world. Sixteenth year opens September 23, Apply for free Catalog to
L. DENTON BLISS, Pres’t, Sation G, Washington, D. C.
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€ We are specially equipped  for
furnishing Steel Penstocks, large or
small.

(] The cut at top of page was made
from photo taken during construction
of Penstock, 18 ft. diam, 1} miles
long, furnished by us to the Ontario
Power Co., Niagara Falls, Ont.

€ This is the largest Steel Penstock

that has been built anywhere in the
world up to this time.

€ We are prepared to furnish esti-
mates on Penstocks of any size and
nvite enquiries.

THE JENGKES MAGHINE GO.

LIMITED

General Offices: SHERBROOKE, QUE.
PLANTS

Sherbrooke, Que. St. Catharines, Ont.

SALES OFFICES

St. Catharines Rossland Vancouver Halifax Cobalt
Kindly Address Nearest Sales Office

REPUTATION

of over 200 years stands
behind the above trade-
mark.

Isn’t it worth while to
see that your cutlery
“Mark of
Guaranteed Quality”?

bears that

Look carefully for it when
buying cutlery.

RODGERS

CUTLERY

Used in the Royal
Households.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS

LIMITED
Cutlers to His Majesty

SHEFFIELD, - ENGLAND
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[t means just as much to
you to know who makes the Jest
paints and varnishes as it does to know
who makes the best shoes, woolens, foods.
is just as important to get the 7ighkt paint or var-
nish for a surface as it is to get the best.  That is why
you should never forget the name Sherwin - Williams
when you have need of any treatment for any surface—
paint, varnish, stain or enamel—because they make a finish —
for every surface—the right quality—the best for the purpose

We number the leading railroads, street railroads, steamship
lines, manufacturing concerns, decorators and master painters among
our customers, Many use our goods exclusively. Thousands of
merchants all over the continent sell our household paints, var-
nishes and finishing specialties. These things are made clear
in the booklet, ‘““Who Makes the Best Paints and Varnishes?'’
Sent free on request.

W N

THE SHERWIN-WiLLIAMS Co.

LARGEST (BICAU.E BEST) PAINT & VARNISH MAKERS IN THE WORLD i
FACTORIES: CLEVELAND, CHICAGO, NEWARK, MONTREAL, LONDON, ENG { r\j
SALES OFFICES AND WAREHOUSES IN 23 PRINCIPAL CITIES p
4ddress all inquiries to 811 Canal Road, N.W., Cleveland, Ohio ~ AN
/n Canada to 639 Centre St., Montreal
London Address: ” We!l Court, Queen St., E.C
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Your Bread Depends Upon the
Wheat from Which the Flour is

Made,

Because, no matter how good mill, methods and miller may be, high grade flour cannot be
made from low grade wheat. In the making of " Five Roses" Flour we use only the highest
rade Manitoba i:urd wheat, selected by our own expert grain buyers with the utmost care.
%_he quality of the wheat we buy, combined with the modern methods in use in our mills,
makes " Five Roses" the leading brand and guarantees users the best bread and pastry that can
be made. Buy "Five Roses" and you buy the highest grade flour made from the highest grade
wheat in the world.  Ask your grocer for a bag today.

LAKE OF THE WOODS MILLING CO., L.

MONTREAL, WINNIPEG, KEEWATIN
PORTAGE LA PRAIRIE. OTTAWA TORONTO, LONDON, ONT., ST. JOHN, N.B.
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Those who appreciate QUALITY, buy only “E.D.S.” Brand.

Jams and Preserves

They are made :---

By E. D. Smith at Winona---and guaranteed by him to be
ABSOLUTELY PURE.

From choice, sound, fruit grown on his own farms.

With pure cane Sugar.
Put up and sealed in the factory right on the farm.
Planted - grown - picked - preserved.

All under personal supervision.

See that this Trade Mark is on every bottle

E. D. SMITH, D S WINONA, ONT.
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“Marching Through Georgia” /H |

“Gre EDISON PHONOCRAPH
represents not only the original sound-reproducing
idea invented by Mr. Edison, but it also represents
every improvement Mr. Edison has been able to

make in his original invention.

It is an improvement that the Edison Phonograph uses a reproducing point of
such hardness that it lasts for years and does away with the annoyance of contin-
ually having to change needles. )

It is an improvement that the horn is constructed in such a way as to give the
greatest clearness and volume of sound, without sacrificing the quality of the sound.

It is an improvement that the Edison Phonograph and Edison Records can
be bought so cheaply that they make good music possible to all.

Did you ever try making your own Records? Write to us or ask your dealer about this.

THE TWENTY-FOUR NEW RECORDS FOR JUNE

are made up of some of the cleverest song records and some of the best instru-
mental records that the well-known artists on the Edison staff have
ever made for us. Hear them at any Edison store on May 2sth.
You’ll be sure to want some of them for your Phonograph.

Ask your dealer or write to us for the new catalogue of Edison Phonographs, THE
PHONOGRAM, describing each Record in detail; the SUPPLEMENTAL CATALOGUE,
gL listing the new June:Records, and the CoMmpLETE CATALOGUE, listing all Edison
Records now in existence. Records in all foreign languages.

o» QL Edisona NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH COMPANY, No.6Lakeside Avenue, Orange, N. J.
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How “Jaeger” Pure

Wool Day and Night
Wear Keeps You In

A Cool, Fresh and Fit
Condition in Summer.

Jaeger Pure Wool Wear combines all that is best in Underwear.

It is light, soft, open in weave, durable, economical and perfect-fitting.

It gives perfect limb freedom and does not become sticky or chilly when damp,

Linen and cotton when damp with perspiration chill the surface of the skin, close
the pores and hinder their free action.

In warm weather these materials give a feeling of oppressive heat by impeding the
escape of the perspiration.

Jaeger Pure Wool Day and Night Wear gently assists the action of the skin—its
natural porosity enables the perspiration to escape rapidly, and so the skin is
kept fresh and cool.

For comfort and health’s sake you cannot afford not to wear Jaeger Pure Wool,

No pains are spared to make it the best and most healthful Underwear for you.

JAEGER UNDERWEAR

Special Spring and Summer Weights for Men, Women and Children now in.

Write for Catalogue and Samples—Free.

Gentlemen should not fail to see our Tropical knee length drawers and coat style
undervests, also our fine line of Negligee Shirts in ‘‘Wool Cambric,” “Wool
Taffeta,” ‘‘Wool Tussore’’ and Fancy Twill Flannels—just received from England.

A copy of “Health Culture” (201 pages cloth) by Dr. Jaeger sent free
with every calalogue. Jaeger wear is sold at fixed moderate prices in most
cities in Canada. Ask your dealer, but look carefully for the “Jaeger”
trade mark—that is your guarantee of quality.

Retail Depots: Montreal, 316 St. Catharine St. W.
Toronto, 10 Adelaide St. W.
Winnipeg, Steel Block, Portage Ave.
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KARN PIANO

Al I /e

The most musical Piano-
forte made and one that
retains its marvellous
characteristic tone quality
to the end.

Buy a Karn Piano and you will
be convinced of its 5\{4
excellence. L

Agencies in all
principal cities

in Canada.

The Karn Piano
and Organ Co.
WOODSTOCK, CANADA

Selecting

Wedding
Gifts

As the mind turns to silver
in choosing presents for the
wedding so should the eye
seek the name and brand

1847 ROGERS BROS.

‘‘Silver Plate that Wears."

i By this mark only can
you distinguish the
original Rogers ware
(first made in 1847)
and assure yourself
of the best in quality,

B the finest in finish, the

8l handsomest in design
I of any silver plate
. made, no matter where
il purchased. For sale by
“ leading dealers everywhere.
89 Our catalogue “ 34 " will

3 . prove helpful in selection

D of designs. Send for it.
MERIDEN BRITANNIA CO.,

HAMILTON,

41



42

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Unbeatable Value in a Fancy

Worsted Suit

THE MATERIAL

An imported worsted made in Eng-
land. After looking through all the
samples of the largest English manu-
facturers we chose this fabric as
THE ONE most likely to appeal to
the average man of good taste.
The worsted is closely woven and
smooth in finish. The predominant
colors are black and grey, with a faint
suggestion of blue in the background.
Note also the subdued overplaid.

STYLE AND MAKING

Without going to any extremes the
style embodies the best ideasfbrought
out by the best makers of Men’s
Clothes for 1908. The smart single-

breasted effect shown in the cut is an
exact representation of it. The suit
is lined with a mohair twilled serge
and is stayed throughout with linen,
The coat fronts and shoulders are
reinforced with shrunk linen duck
and haircloth.,  The whole suit is
sewn with silk and most carefully
tailored by expert workmen.

THE PRICE

The tremendous purchase we made
of this fabric brought the price down
to such an extent that we can make

this suit and deliver it to you for
about two-thirds of what it would
cost you to get in any other way.
Our price is ten dollars and fifty cents.

The 0 N Company
Robert Limited

TORONTO

Price $10.50
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COLLARS

The material used to make Iron Frame
Brand Tooke Collars is an exclusive brand of
fine, evenly woven Irish Linen, made specially.

Absolute accuracy is necessary in making each
part of a collar so that it will fit perfectly.

All Tooke Collars are made by experienced

3 specialists, only a very small part of a collar being
'&7.9  made by each one.

}: &‘6’ ey The “ Anglo,” illustrated, an Iron Frame Brand
//// &% / collar, is especially suitable for dress and semi-dress
D . % 3’ d occasions. Sizes 14 to 18, heights 2, 2}, 24 and 23.
/ //Z 9)- R Price 20c. each—3 for 50k,
. &.

- o U 5
ek 3’& % / TOOKE BROTHERS, LIMITED, . - MONTREAL

«
'
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Entertain your friends after business hours
by
Artistic playing of best music

P

Gerhard Heintzman
Player-Piano

enables any one to render the choicest music with the ease and perfection of a virtuoso.

The Gerhard Heintzman plays all the eighty-eight notes of the piano; the best of other makes only play sixty.five
notes. Would you buy a sixty-five note piano? Certainly not; then why buy a sixty-five note player. -

The Gerhard Heintzman Player-Piano has pneumatic fingers, jointed, which do not pull but hit the keys like human

fingers, thus securing perfect touch.

Made in Canada and guaranteed the finest Player-Piano ever constructed. Your present instrument taken in part payment,

Gerhard Heintzman Limited

97 Yongc S[reet, Toronto Hamilton Salesroom : Comner King and Catherine Streets

Delicious Creams, Nougatines, Caramels, Fruits and Nuts
covered with a smooth rich chocolate

LOOK FOR THE “G.B.” STAMP ON THE BOTTOM. IT IS ON EVERY “G.B.” CHOCOLATE
GANONG BROS, LIMITED, ST. STEPHEN, N. B.
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Sing

3. The Extravagance of Cheapness in a Sewing machine

€ Every woman knows the foolish extravagance of buying anything for her house just because
it is *“ cheap.”

q Every woman also knows that what seems *“dear™ at first is often ** cheapest in the end."

q Yet the woman who will urge her husband to buy a thoroughly good overcoat because he
gets several season’s wear out of it, often buys some unknown sewing machine for herself
because of its “ bargain " price.

q Now the Singer Sewing Machine costs very little ‘more than thrown-together, catch-penny
machines. Yet one Singer will outlast several of the ordinary kind.

q The Singer has eamed the reputation of running as smoothly at the end of its twentieth or
thitieth year as the day it was bought. Considering this, the Singer is in the end the
cheapest machine to own.

Sold only by
Singer Sewing Machine Company

If a Singer Store or Singer Salesman is not available, address us at

531 Board of Trade Building, Montreal, or 308 Manning Chambers, Toronto

P

Eminent Physicians
Prescribe

\ Wilson’s
Invalids’

A

| ll’} (;-“ Cd<
{

Por
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WHEN YOU BUY FLOUR

it is just as easy to get the BEST as to get the next best.

The most skilful baking can’t make good bread out of
poor flour, but any housewife by using

PURITY
FLOUR

can bake bread that will come from the oven JusT RIGHT,
If you waat ‘“more bread and better bread” bake with
Purity Flour. Try itto-day. At all grocers.

X

THIS IS See that it
T is on every
HE bag or barrel
LABEL you buy

WESTERN CANADA FLOUR MILLS CO., LIMITED
MiLLs AT WINNIPEG, GODERICH AND BRANDON
819
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HERE is only one

Genuine “VICHY"

Water. It comes from

the Celestins Spring, which

is so highly prized for its

curative-properties in Kidney and

Bladder Complaints that the water
is bottled under French Government Super-
vision and sealed with a special label to

prevent substitution.

ASK FOR VICHY CELESTINS

ROBINSON'S patent
BARLEY

is undoubtedly the most reliable
preparation to use for Infants
and Invalids. No other barley
is like it and the danger of
accepting a substitute or so-
called “just as good,” cannot
be too strongly emphasized.

FRANK MAGOR
& CO.

Canadian Agents
MONTREAL

47
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If it isn’t an Eastman, it isn’t a Kodak.

Put a Dark Room

in Your Suit Case

Don't lose half the vacation pleasure by waiting until you return
home before developing your filme. Get results on the spot, and then
if_you like, send]post cards from your own negatives to your friends.

Anybody can develop perfectly, for there’s nothing to watch but the
time and the temperature. No fussing with weighing chemicals, the
ready’ prepared powders provide for that. Ever step is perfectly simple
and the results are better than can be obtained by the old tentative
method of deve]opment by hand in the dark-room.

Pricé $3.00%10: $7.50. The Kodak Catalog gives the delails. Free at the Dealers or by mail.

CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited, TORONTO, CAN.
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The Piano Everyone Wants to Hear

The PIANOLA PIANO

R friends don't ask you to play through mere
Y c‘;'urtes;ei‘fl your piano is a PIANOLA PIANO.

You can give them real pleasure with this
instrument, You can play what they like to hear,

it be a Chopin Nocturne, a MacDowell sketch
:rhache'r' \lValtz - from ** The Merry Widow.

You do not have to make excuses for your playing.
You are never out of practice.

The Pianola action in the Pianola Piano gives you
faultless technique.

The THEMODIST gives you a touch which enables

you to make the melody sing as only the best pianists can.

The METROSTYLE guides you to an interpreta-

tion practically as artictic as the composer himself would
able to give.

When alone you enjoy playing the Pianola Piano
owing to the individual expression you can impart to the
music.

When you play for others, your enjoyment s
increased by the pleasure which you give to them.

It is this UNLIMITED CAPACITY FOR GIV.
ING PLEASURE possessed by the Pianola Piano
which has carried it to greater popularity than bas ever
been achieved by any other instrument.

No one of the many imitators of the Pianola Piano
possesses its important features.

The MASON @ RISCH PIANO CO., Limited

Exclusive Representatives

32 Hing Street West

19
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Do you want a good Launch
with an engine that will give
you no trouble, and be a source
of pleasure to you? If so, write
for Catalogue %

Jutten’s Boat and Launch
Works,

HAMILTON, ONTARIO

That feeling of lassitude and general

debility, that ‘‘played-out’’ feeling
is the result of a sluggish liver,

Abbeys

et Salt

—affords immediate relief, stirs the
liver to proper action, and gives new
life and ambition. It is a most
efficacious remedy for all troubles
caused by over-eating or drinking.

ALL DRUGCISTS

GIDLEY’S

Gasoline Launches, Row Boats and

Canoes take the lead. Intending pur.
chasers of any of these goods should
certainly correspond with us. Shipments
made to all parts of Canada.

H. E. Gidley & Co.

DEPT. C
PENETANGUISHENE, ONT., CANADA

18-21-25 foot launches at proportion.
ate prices. All la ith two
cycle reversing engines w! control-
ling leve mplest tarts with:
out crar 3 s y 3 moving St
rowboats, . All boats fitt v

tting out
Free catalog,
MICHICAN STEEL BOAT CO.,
1284 Jefferson Ave.,
DETROIT, MICH,

B
Many years of carefu,
study among birds pro-
duced patenc

Bird Bread

That is why it can be
relied upon and why there
is such an enormous
demand for it. 10e. the
pkge., 2 large cukes,

Send name of dealer not sel'ing BIRD BREAD apart
from COTTAM SEED, with 6¢c. in stamps and ge. free
twolarge cakes, Feed your birds on the Standard {2)

Cottam Bird Seed

Use Cottam Bird Supplics and Remedies, Allgrocers.
Advice FREE about Dirds,  bird Bouk 25¢. by mail,

Bart Cottam Co., 4 Dundas St., London, Oat.




The
Original
and
only
Genuine

.. Beware of
Imitations Sold |
on the Merits

- . <
of Hall’s H newer promptly stops falling hairbe-
cause it destroys the germsthat produce this trouble.
Hall’s Hair Renewer at once removes all dandruff,

and completely destroys the dandruff germs.
A splendid dressing. Does not interfere with

MINARD'S
curling or waving the hair.

\
|
|
L I N I M E N T | | Formula with each bottle. Show it to your doctor.
l Ask his opinion. Follow his advice. ™ &, JAMN® 00

DOES NOT COLOR THE HAIK

IN THE WORLD 4

(sicnep) EX-GOV. OGILVIE

THE YUKON BASIN GOLD DREDGING
OMPANY is an international company orgva.nized

under the territorial laws of the United States, registered

and sanctioned by the strict laws of the Dominion of {

Canada. Its properties are 105 miles river frontage, or more

than 10,000 acres on the famous Stewart River, the richest gold-

pearing placer fleld in the world. Title absolute from the Canadian

government through William Ogllvie, formerly governor of Yukon

Territory and now president and actual field manager of Yukon Basin

Gold Dredging Compan

THE GOLD DREDGE IS A WONDERFUL
MODERN INVENTION (55 cricofs doi imen. and we mropos '

{000 men, and we propose to instal -
idly as it is possible to make the arrangements. Our first ma?nmpoth dredge is ln‘(;:?ggu‘; l:':ﬂt
by RisdonIron Works Co.,8an Francisco. The ground is fully tested and immensely valuable.

This is the biggest gold dredging proposition in America. ~Careful tests covering 30 miles
ofour leaseholds went as high as $11,00 and averaged more than $1.06 per yard. Fabuloas for-
tunes are being made dredging in Cal'fornia on ground averaging only 15¢ per yard.

PRICE OF STOCK NOW 20 CENTS J: o0 s roncinor djtrinsically worth
willbe paying large dividends on that amount. %aﬁgxﬁgeél;;;elx%st‘,g;;ﬂ%l::ﬂ,hggnf,‘;:s%s‘;

blestock will be sold at 20 CEN'TS per share. Soon to be advanced t
value$1.00. Stock may be had onven monthly installment D‘Y'De:ts. o 25 cents. Par

Write for prospectus containing minutest details. Write and ask questions. Address

YUKON BASIN GOLD DREDGING COMPANY '™ St Bty o,
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as well as those of the most Modern and Up-To-Date Patterns can be sup- \
plied from our stock. Kept by all first-class dealers in Canada. See that every piece ~—

bears our trade-mark. The STANDARD SILVER CO. Ltd. 35 Hayter St., TORONTO, CAN.

LE8 A AW NSRINT | SEAST:Y AT S

KELSEY HEAT

Another severe winter is past and your heater has had another test.

How was your home heated ? Hot-Cold or Cold-Hot? How
is your coal pile? Do you want to be healthy the rest of your life ?

Symptoms look as if you'd better put in a Kelsey Warm Air
Generator and be comfortable. Thirty-one thousand in use and some of
the users say, “I could yell for the Kelsey,” “I saved one-third fuel
and had more heat.”

The Kelsey Warm Air Generator forces pure air throughout a
house or building. That's ventilation and the circulaton keeps impure
air away. No scorched or superheated air issues from the zig-zag sections.

The James Smart Mfg. Co., Colbome, March 26th, 1908.
Brockville, Ont.

Dear Sirs:—I have used one of your Kelsey heaters during the past winter and can bear
testimony to its good heating qualities, its entire freedom from gas. The cellar is entirely cool as there
is no radiation of heat therein. It requires very little attention, being much easier operated than an
ordinary coal stove. [ can fully recommend it to all people who desire a summer-like atmosphere in
their homes during the winter. Truly yours,

G. E. R. WILSON, General Insurance Agent.

The Kelsey Warm Air Generator is fqr homes, churches and schools, solves all heating prob.-
lems. Our Kelsey Booklet sent free for the asking.

P on tnana ™ The JAMES SMART MFG. CO., Limited, Brockville, Qng.

Western Branch, Winnipeg, Man.
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YOU can afford a

New Scale Williams
Piano

By our system of easy purchase

E make it a very easy matter for

you to buy the finest piano in

Canada—the ‘‘New Scale Williams.”

We arrange the payments—so much

each month, and you have the use

of the piano all the time you are
paying for it.

It is the ideal way to acquire a

piano. And the ‘“ New Scale
Williams "’ is the ideal piano—
beautiful in finish—glorious tone

and volume—sensitive touch—and
absolutely guaranteed as to materials
and work manship.

‘we will send you—free of clmrgeT
beautifully illustrated booklets d.escrl-
\ bing the New Scale Williams Pianos
—and also explain our purchase
plan. Cut out the coupon and
mail us to-day.

The Williams

“The Month
of Roses”

calls for special complexion

safeguards, to insure a summer of
perfect skin condition and comfort,

Mennen’s §orated Tojlet Powder
used after bathing, k«-vps(huskinsnumlh:mdIn'.lhh\'.
prevents Prickly hen!r Chafing and Sunburn, insur
ing the much coveted ‘browning’ without burning.
After shaving it is delightful,

For your protection the gennine is putup in mon-refillable boxes
=the “ Box that Lox,” with Mennen's face on top. Guaranteed
under the Food and Drugs Act, June 30, 1906, Serial No. 1542,
Sold everywhere, or by mail, 25 cents, Sample free.

Gerhard Mennen Co., Newark, N. J.
Try Mennen's Violet ( Borated) Talcum Toilet P

scent of fresh-cut Parma Violets, Sample free.

Mennen’s Sen Yang Toilet Powder, Oriental odor Nos 1
Mennen’s Borated Skin Soap (blue wrapper) .

Specially prepared for the nursery

owder—it has the

THE STANDARD OF
EPICUREAN TASTE

Cured and sold by us for over fifty
years, 18 unsurpassed for flavor and
quality Try it Boiled or fred 1t
will please you

For Sale by all Leading Grocers

F. W. FEARMAN CO., Limited
HAMILTON, ONTARIO
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Magi Caledonia
Water should be the best.
[tsis from the original Caledonia

Spring and is bottled in the most modern

and scientific manner.

To ensure absolute purity and cleanliness Magi
Caledonia Water is brought through glass pipes with
silver joints into a vitrified tank and when aerated it is
passed into bottles that have been perfectly sterilized.
o p of Magi is bottled at the Springs.

CALEDONIA SPRINGS CO,, LIMITED
CALEDONIA SPRINGS, ONT.
DISTRIBUTING DEPOTS: MONTREAL, OTTAWA, TORONTO
S T T T SO Tt

EESEEERS

EEEEERES

\> ~S_ |
Get These

Six In Your Mind!

Clark’s Sliced Smoked Beef
Clark’s Pork and Beans
Clark’s Corned Beef
Clark’s Lunch Tongue
Clark’s Jellied Deal
Clark’s Ueal Loaf.

As a good housewife you know when eachone is
needed but learn first wkaf CLARK makes and
remember always that “"CLARK" makes them.
Vour grocer will tell you that there are none
better—he may say he can get you cheaper

“if you want them.”
But vou wart the best.

WM. CLARK, Mir.,

MONTREAL.
25
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g DOMINION EXPRESS

R

X W

MONEY ORDERS @e;, by
SAFE CONVENIENT ECONOMICAL \2‘\35’,"‘ |

Payment is guaranteed and a prompt refunfl will be made, or a new order issued without
extra charge, if order is lost, stolen or delayed in transit.

Payable at par in over 30,000 places in Canada, United States, Newfoundland, West Indies,
Central and South America, Hawaii, Philippines and the Yukon. |
FOREIGN CHEQUES 1
issued in Sterling, Marks, Francs, Lire, etc., payable in all commercial countries ¢ f the world
at current rates.
TRAVELLERS’ CHEQUES

in denominations of $10, §20, $50, $100, $200, with equivalents in Foreign Money printed on each
cheque. They are self identifying and payable everywhere.

|
|

Superior to Letters of Credit,

Agents in all the principal cities and towns throughout Canada

General Offices, Toronto

Rates and full information cheerfully furnished by our
Local Agent

But you can't get ahead of

Eddy’s Fibreware

Even if you stand up for the old kinds, you
must admit that

Pails, Tubs, &ec.

made of Eddy’s Fibreware are the finest on the
Market.
Of the Better Quality, they last longer and
cost less money.
ALL GOOD GROCERS KEEP THEM
Always, everywhere in Canada, ask for Eddy's Matches,
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T H E SI c K M AD E w E L L Vl Remodelled, Handsomely Furnished New Throughout

WithouMeidne |THE ALBANY

41st Street and Broadway, NEW YORK

FHorr-enlert omota,

Copyright 1907 by Dr. Hercules Sanche
All rights reserved.

a No matter what dis ase you suffer from, so long as no vital
organ s irreparably injured yon can be cured. ;
Oxydonor will create in your system a strong affinity for
Oxygen in the air. This additioual Oxygen, instilled into
skin, membranes and every tissue, will revitalize your body
and give it the power to overcome all forms of disease. |
You apply Oxydonor at home while you sleep. No loss of ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF In the heart of the City
time from \\'n_rk or business. ; o | 1500 Rooms 300 Bath Rooms
Oxydonor is safe, easily applied, and never loses its force. European Plan Cuisine’ Unexcall

Mrs. Gilliam, 451 John St. North, Hamilton, Ont., writes ; Gunt by O . "
“My son was troubled with that disagreeable disease, Catarrh, R R:z;l‘.d‘?’.opsf::a;:i.c:: and Moorish

and having tried everything we could think of or hear about | Plenty of life—but home-like

without any benefit, we tried Oxydonor just out of curiosity. ; Single]Room and Suites with and i
To onr great delight it proved a cure. I feel I cannot speak | gle] Ro and without Bath

|
|

too highly of its value llnr Catarrh.” [ 51000 per Dﬂy and up
|

If you are suffering write to-day for full information about Send for Booklet ROBERT P. MURPHY

Oxydonor and its remarkable cures, Address

DR. H. SANCHE & CO.
354 St, Catherine St. West, i L MONTREAL

o L A T TR R ey e ey g ey % o S e

LAKEHURST SANITARIUM

OAKVILLE, ONTARIO

Meet me at the College Inn, under The Albany, New York’s Leading
Rathskeller, a place to eat, drink and be merry Music

This Samtarium, established some sixteen years ago for
the treatment of Alcoholic and Drug Diseases, has had
a very successful career, and is now the acknowledged
leading ingtitution of its kind in Canada.

The spacious grounds are delightfully situated on Lake
Ontario, and the patients freely avail themselves of the
facilities for Lawn Tennis, Bowling, Boating, Bathing.

FOR TERMS, ETC., ADDRESS THE MANAGER

LAKEHURST SANITARIUM, Limited, OAKVILLE
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Time Works Wonders

Comparatively few people
comprehend the great change
that is taking place in Canada in
the development and use of tele-
phones.

Farmers and small villages
have come to realize that the
telephone is a necessity, an
economy and a great convenience.,

The Telephone is

an (ducator

It aids and cheapens com-
munication and communication is
the first essential of civilization.

Canada and Canadians in
general have come to realize
that rural communities are en-
titled to as good telephone
service as Canadian cities have
formerly enjoyed.

Canadian cities are now
coming to realize that they are
entitled to an improved telephone
service. Why should people continue for a generation to use
out of-date telephones and pay for out-of-date telephone service ?

See page 59, Advertising Department, May Number of
Canadian Magazine. The world moves, why be annoyed
longer by the «“Listening board ?

Canadian Independent Telephone Co.

LIMITED
26 Duncan Street TORONTO, ONTARIO

—
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Brick Mantel in Residence of Mr. W, M. Romans, Bear River, N.S.

SEND FOR CATALOGUE

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO., Limited

Toronto Office : 55 Yonge St. Works and Head Office: MILTON, ONTARIO

UNSOLICITED
TESTIMONIALS

Are Sure Signs of well Pleased
Customers.

Bear River, N.S., March 30, 08,

Messr. Milton Pressed Brick Co., Ltd.
Milton, Ont.
Dear Sirs,

I am mailing you, under separate cover, &
photo of the “Buff Brick Mantel™ | rgl\.;d
from you through Messrs. Clark Bros. laat
summer.

As to appearance, | think the photo speaks
for itself.

Should either the picture or my name e
of any value to you in your advertising you
are at liberty to use both, should you think fis.

Wishing you every success, | am, Dear Sire,

Yours very truly,

W. M. Rom

Free Expansion of Tubes

Perfect Water
Circulation

Dry or Superheated
Steam

Half the usual number
of handholes

ROBB ENGINEERING CO., Limited, AMHERST, N.S,

Traders Bank Building, Toronto, '\Vivllliatm “?J'(al‘(, :anager
+ ! Bell Telephone Building, Montreal, Watson Jac anager
Distriot Offices: | union Bank Building, Winnipeg, J. F. Porter, Manager
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A Smith Premier
Typewriter Every
Three Minutes!

An actual output of a complete machine
every three minutes of every working day is
required to meet the present demand for the

Smith Premier Typewriter

«a demand that has leaped from a local to
a national one and from a national to a world-
wide one in seventeen years. There is a story
of typewriting achicvement back of this. Let
us send it to you in booklet form.

THE SMITH PREMIER TYPEWRITER CO.
Syracwse, N. ¥ Branches Everywhors

I'recommend ‘Gouraud's O

5O

A Skin of Beauty is n Joy Forever

DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD'S

ORIENTAL CREAM

or Magical Beautifier

Purifies Rl-'..\ln\' ES Tan, Pim.
as well as ples, Freckles,
Beautifies Moth Patches, Rash
the Skin and Skin discases, and
No other every blemish on
cosmetic

¥, and defies de
will do it, tection It has stood
the test of 00 years: no
other has, and s s
harmless, we taste it to
be sure it is properly
made. Accept no coun
terfeit of similar name
The distinguished Dr
A. Bayre mid w a
lady of the hawt-ton (a
ru\lonx‘—",qu you
adies will wse them
ream’ as the least harmful of
all the Skin preparations.”

Forsale by all druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers,
COURAUD'S ORIENTAL TOILET POWDER
For infants and adults Exquisitely perfumed. Relieves

Skin troubles, cures Sunburn and renders an excellent com-
plexion. PRICE 25 CENTS BY MAIL.

COURAUD'S POUDRE SUBTILE

Removes superfluous Hair Price $1.00 by Mail

FRED. T. HOPKINS, Prop'r. 37 Great Jones St., New York City

made at the one writing.

Undérwood

The Underwood Condensed Billing Typewriter describes itself in its title. An invoice
(and as many carbon records as may be required), as well as the salesbook entry,

The salesbook entries are made on a long sheet, and are condensed, eliminating all

are

g . e e —
waste space. Both sides of the sheet are utilized ; disintegration columns may be added

to the right of the total-column upon the sales sheet, in which sales can be classified
according to dcpartments or ledgers.

We have an interesting catalogue which illustrates and fully explains this, and the
other special Underwood bookkeeping typewriters. It is worth the trouble of asking forit,

Uﬁited Typewriter Company, Limited

7-9 ADELAIDE STREET EAST, TORONTO
AND IN ALL THE PRINCIPAL CITIES
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.lll! Get the Best, Styles for Lawns, Farms and Ranches. |

i i Made of high carbon wire, galvanized and then painted white. |

Tougher and stronger wire than goes into any other fence.

m1 Get 1908 prices and illustrated booklet,

THE PAGE WIRE FENCE CO., LIMITED
Largest fence and gate manufacturers in Canada,

WALKERVILLE TORONTO MONTREAL ST.JOHN WINNIPEG
220
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ARTSHORN SHADE RoL| FR

Bear the script name of Stewart Hartshorn on label

The full value of what
you pay for is in
Baby’s Own Soap
itself.

The box and wrapper are purposely made as
cheaply as possible.

This enables us to use absolutely the highest
quality materials and pure flower perfumes
(from Grasse, France) and yet sell ‘‘ Baby's
Own’’ at a popular price.

In ‘“Baby's Own’’ you get a soap that can
not be excelled—no matter
what price you pay. Refuse
substitutes, because ‘‘ Baby’s
Own’’ is best for baby and
best for you.

. ALBERT SOAPS, LTD., MFRS., MONTREAL

Try

“‘Albert Talc”’
Violet Scented
and Antiseptic.

Wood Rollers Get “Improved” no tacks required Tin Rollers

T
'@ GIVES NEW LIFp

TO THE HAI

R
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Gourlay-Angelus Piano

Makes a Musician of its Possessor

The possession of a Gourlay-Angelus Piano brings to the person who does not
play a piano in the ordinary way, the ability to play any music—the best of
music—whenever desired.

The exclusive patented expression devices of the Gourlay-Angelus further enable
anyone to play with a degree of artistic feeling and freedom from mechanical effeet, only
otherwise obtainable by hand-playing after years of patient study.

If you become the possessor of a Gourlay-Angelus, you will find your desire for
music stimulated and your musical know'edge increased.  Then, and only then, will you
realise what a splendid possession such a piano really is. For all the music of the ages
is at command, and the Melodent and Phrasing Lever of the Gourlay-Angelus
give you the very soul' of the music. These patented inventions are not procurable in
any other Canadian piano.

11 you have listéned to other player pianos that are mechanical, come and hear how
artistic and human is the playing of the Gourlay-Angelus.

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE

GOURLAY, WINTER & LEEMING

188 Yonge St., Toronto
Branches: 66 King St. West, Hamilton; 195 Dundas St., London
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Safety Pockets
Money Belts

Jewel Cases

Waterproof Canvas
Carryalls

Flasks
Toilets Rolls

Steamer Rugs

Dressing Cases
Writing Folios

STEAMER TRUNKS

We make a specialty of these Trunks? The one illustrated is one of our best.
Every edge is bound with fibre, and it has four slats on the top and bottom,
best brass lock and lined with English linen.

32-inch $8.50 34-inch $9.25 36-inch $10.00 40-inch $11.50
If you want anything in Travelling Goods or Leather Goods send for our 100-
page catalogue. We pay express charges.

me JULIAN SALE

LEATHER GOODS CO., Limited
105 King Street West, Toronto

— |
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KNOWN AS THE

“KILLARNEY of AMERICA”

OVER 1000 FEET ABOVE SEA LEVEL

PURE AND EXHILARATING ATMOSPHERE
MAGNIFICENT SCENERY and LOVELY WATER TRIPS
AN IDEAL TERRITORY for CAMPERS and CANOEISTS
MODERN STEAMBOATS Have Been Pracep oN Tuese LAxEs
GOOD HOTEL ACCOMMODATIONS AT ReasoNaBLE RATES.

Write for handsome booklet which tells you all about it.

application to J. D. McDonald, Union Station, Toronto, or to J. Quinlan,
Bonaventure Station, Montreal.

W. E. DAVIS

Passenger Traffic Manager Gen. Pass. :
ONTREAL and Tkt. Agent

MONTREAL

G. T. BELL

Sent free onl

63
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ALLAN LINE

ROYAL MAIL STEAMERS

Swift Steady Safe Elegant

FIRST IN ALL IMPROVEMENTS

Steel Hulls—1879 Buige Keels—1881
“Victorian” and “Virginian”—Turbine Engines—1905

Three Services Weekly

Montreal to Liverpool : Turbine Steamers.

Montreal to Glasgow : New Twin Screw Steamers, ‘‘Grampian” and
‘‘Hesperian” 10,000 tons.

Montreal to Havre and London : Large Single Screw Steamers.

RATES OF SALOON PASSAGE

Liverpool Steamers - - - $77.50 upwards
Glasgow Steamers . - - $67.50 .
Havre Steamers - . - . $50.00 Bt

RATES OF SECOND SALOON

$42.50 to $47.50 according to Steamer.
Rooms in Saloon are reserved on payment of $25 each berth.
Second Saloon on payment of $10.00.

Accommodation for June and July sailings should be secured at once,
also west bound for sailings during August and September. 4] The Edinburgh
Exhibition is attracting a large number of tourists from Canada and the
United States, and our improved service to Glasgow offers splendid
facilities at very reasonable rates.

For illustrated descriptive circular, plans, rates, etc.,
Apply to any Agent or to

THE ALLAN LINE, H. & A. ALLAN,
77 Yonge St., Toronto Montreal
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FISIN

¢ -~

In Quebec and the

Maritime Provinces

Write for Publications
giving full details as to

Streams

I.aKes

Guides

Issued by
Intercolonial R il
g
Toronto Ticket Office Montreal City Offi
51 King Street East 141 St. James Strnc‘:
. ee

OR

GENERAL PASSENGER DEPARTMENT, MONCTON, N. B
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THIS
MONTH
OF MAY

is the month for the first trips to the holiday summer resorts of the
Muskokas, the Laurentians from Montreal, Lake St. John, the

Ocean Shore of Nova Scotia, Cape Breton Island, the Superior
Divide and the Real North-West.

] Along each of the Six Railwa
there are almost unlimited opp
business man, as well as for the

ys of the Canadian Northern System
ortunities for the.manufacturer and
summerer and holiday-maker.

q Write for Booklets describing the Best Country in Six Provinces,
served by the Railways of the Canadian Nort

; Northern System, to the
Information Bureau, Head Office, Canadian Northern Railway
System, Toronto.

Laurentides National Park

THIS 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
Ist September, 1908, in the great Cariboy
Barrens. For information of anykind re sport

ADDRESS

The Hon Minisier afcl ands and Forests

QUEBEC, P.Q., CANADA '
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QUEBEC is celebr-ntmg its
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waiTE

Richelieu & Ontario Navigation Co.

Charmingly Situated Summer Hotels on the Picturesque Lower St. Lawrence

Manoir

Richelieu

Murray Bay
F o

Tadousac

)

These high.class Summer Hotels are replete with all modern improvements,
and the Climate and Scenery at these points are unequalled on the continent

For further particulars, and copy of * Where the Sea Breezes Mingle with the Pine’’ apply to

THOMAS HENRY - . i - - - Traffic Manager, Montreal
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Best Fishing
wCanoeing

Camping

in Ontario found along the Toronto-Sudbury branch
of the C.P.R., which will be opened June 15 with a

FAST PASSENGER SERVICE TO

Muskoka Lakes

Parry Sound

Georgian Bay

Point au Baril, Byng Inlet, etc.

French River

Most attractive route to Muskoka. Steamers connect with trains at
Bala for all resorts on the Lakes.
New direct line to 30,000 Islands and delightful summering places of

Georgian Bay.
No finer country in Ontario for summer camps, ﬁshmg, and a healthy
all-outdoor vacation, than around the French River. All new country,

remember, reached now for the first time by rail.

Note: Line will be opened June 15

DAY AND NIGHT TRAINS. FINEST EQUIPMENT.
LOW SUMMER RATES IN EFFECT.

Descriptive literature and maps free to any address. Information
regarding rates, routes, etc., gladly furnished.

WM. STITT, C. B. FOSTER,

General Passenger Agent, District Passenger
MONTREAL TORONTO o
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CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY COMPANY'S ROYAL MAIL STEAMSHIP LINES

THE EMPRESSES

AND 14 OTHER MODERN
ATLANTIC LINERS

The record for the fagtest trip
to Canadian ports is held by
the Empresses —six days,
one hour from dock to dock

Fer sailings, rates and other
information apply to any S.S.
and Railway agents

OR TO

S. J. SHARP G. McL. BROWN
West. Pass. Agt. Gen. Pass. Agt.

EMPRESS OF BRITAIN and EMPRESS>OF (RELAND 71 Yonge St., TORONTO MONTREAL

DOMINION LINE ROYAL MAIL STEAMSHIPS

WEEKLY' SAILINGS
MONTREAL 1o LIVERPOOL

PORTLAND 1o LIVERPOOL

IN SUMMER (Via Halifax in Winter)
S 5. “CANADA" S.S. “ KENSINGTON" S. S. “ DOMINION"
S S. “SOUTHWARK™ S.S. “ VANCOUVER" S.S. “OTTAWA™

The S.8. *“CANADA™ holds the record of having made the fastest passage between Liverpool and Canada.
The 8.8 “CANADA" and S.S. ““DOMINION" have very fine accommodation for all classes of passengers.
Passenger accommodation is situated amidships, electric light and spacious decks.

To Europe in Comfort At Moderate Rates

Per S. S. “ KENSINGTON™ S.S. “SOUTHWARK™ S.S. “VANCOUVER"™
S.S. “OTTAWA?” (formerly the White Star Line S. S. “* GERMANIC")

To Liverpool, - $42.50

To London, - $45.00

AND UPWARDS, ACCORDING TO STEAMER AND BERTH

These Steamers carry only one class of cabin passengers, namely, Second Cabin, to whom will be
given the accommodation situated in tl)e best part of the vessel. This accommodation includes
Promenade Decks, Smoke Rooms, Lz_xd:es' Room_s, etc., all amidships, and meets the requirements
of that ection of the travelling public who, whnlq wanting the best the steamer affords. do not
care to pay the higher rates demanded for such in the ships having two classes of cabins.

For all information as to rates of passage and sailings, apply to local agents or to

H. G. THORLEY,
41 King St. East, TORONTO, ONT.

THE DOMINION LINE,
17 St. Sacrament St., MONTREAL, QUE.
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COFFEE

The best part of breakfast, to
most people, is their cup of
Chase & Sanborn’s Coffee.

Perfect berries, careful selection,
expert blending, insure the rich
color and delightful flavor of this

best cotfee. 94

Orange Marmalade

pleases
the most
particular

people.
YOUR GROCER
WILL SUPPLY IT
“If's Pure
That’s Sure’’
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]Y;.'.“ENDURIN%FSTIT(?CESS OF \\ f
MURRAY} |
| LANMANS )

FROM THE LETTER
OF A LADY. agrs et eee T eee
("--—it has a qualily all s ¥
\\ own, readily recognized, ||
bul which bajfles deserip-
tion as il appears lo bajfle
\\\ your counlless imitalors.
\[\"/ find if in no other
; persume. 4
| THE SWEETEST AND MOST §

| REFRESHING PERFUME FOR THE |
HANDKERCHIEF, TOILET AND BATH.

e T

|

|

|

|

| |
| IS EXPLAINED IN THIS SCRAP
|

l

|

|

l

|

|

|

Exclusive
Designs
n
1 Art
Such dainty and delicate | Pottery
Confections are Rock
cowans § |
| Electroliers
Milk Chocolate, | and
Croquettes, Wafers, | | Shades

Cakes, Medallions, Etc. AT
Chocolate Cream Bars g | WILLIAM JUNOR

88 WEST KING STREET, TORONTO
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F;r
every meal
—every day
Windsor

Table

Salt

is needed.

1 ine—pure—full-

savoured.
172

This standard Canadian Denti-
frice has given unvarying satis-
faction for years as a’ cleansing

and antiseptic agent in the care
of the teeth. Possessing the deli-
cate aroma of the Teaberry leaf,
it leaves the mouth refreshed and
thoroughly sweetened after use;
after a short time—with its aid—
the gums become hard, well colored
and healthy, and the teeth glisten.
ing an rhite to the gums. It
I8 esy lly recommended for
children’s use—Harmless and
efficient.

At all druggists, 25¢.

GUI-D DRE[]GlNG IN ALASKA 10,000 acres tested gold-

bearing gravel. Richest
placers known. Stock 20 cents. Par §1.00. Installments. Should
pay $10 for every dollar invested. Illustrated prospectus FREE.
Yukon Basin Cold Dredging Co., Dept. 49, Kansas City, Mo.

The ILLINOIS TRAINING
SCHOOL FOR NURSES

Founded in 1880. Connected with Cook County
and Chicago Lying-in Hospital. Offers to young
women a three years’ course of unexcelled, practi-
cal and theoretical training in Cook County Hospi-
tal, of 1,300 beds, includ-
ing large children’s and
contaglous departments.
Special obstetries in Ly-
ing-in Hospital. Private
duty in private institu-
tions. Practical course in
Dietetics. Physical Cult-
ure and Massage. Monthly
payment to nurses durin
entire course. Salaries paid
to graduate nurses. Six
scholarships. Commodious
Nurses’ Home. Address

Miss Helen 8. Hay, Supt.,
308 Honore St., Chicago,

Nurses’ Home

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Mothers

This will interest you

You know the trouble you

have with the old style
of Infant’s Bands. Look at
our Infants’ M Bands illus.
trated and you will be con-
vinced that these are the
only satisfactory bands on
the market. These bands
are knitted. The narrow
tapes running over the
sh_uulder are sewed on, the
wide woven tab to which
the diaper is pinned is at-
tached to these tapes front
and back.  Khnitted tabs
stretch and tear, these tapes
and tabs will not, they hold
the diaper in place and
carry the weight to where
it belongs, to the shoulder.
These bands are made in
fine cotton, fine wool ang
silk and wool.

Price 25c. and 50c¢.

At all first-class dry-goods
stores

AManufactured only by
The
C TU&NBULL. Co.
imited

t
GALT . CANADA

i

©%e LENOX HOTEL

X
BUFFALO

HIGHEST GRADE,
UNEXCELLED SERVICE THROUGHOUT

MODERN. FIREPROOF

OUR OWN RAPID ELECTRIC CARRIAGES
EXCLUSIVELY FOR PATRONS every few minutes
from Hotel through Business District and to all Depots
for principal trains.

EUROPEAN PLAN
$1.50 per day and up

EXCELLENT GOLFING NEAR BY,
GEORGE DUCHSCHERER, Prop.




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER.

{4

)

Perfect style, the

ambition of every
cultured business

man, is found at 1ts
best in “‘Fashion-
Craft” Clothes.
They speak for
themselves by
their individuality
and luxuriousness.

$25.00

Business Suits
a Specialty

Shops all over Canada
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L
Furnace properly and carefully installed,

With great ease water is
placed in water-pan, drafts
opened and coal fire started.
Fire soon bnrns up brightly,
drafts are closed and check-
draft opened. Immediately heat-power begins to penetrate dome
and radiator surrounding dome. The incoming cold air immed-
lately receives the energy of this heat-power, and by natural law
ascends up the hot-air pipes, thence to rooms. No gas escapes
into cellar or rooms because there is an automatic gas damper
providing for its escape up the chimney.

In the morning a gentle rocking of the lever
removes all ashes from grates. No dustin operator’s
face, for he first opened damper into dust-pipe leading
from ash-pit, then direct draft at smoke-pipe entrance,
and all dust passed up dust-pipe to dome, then
out chimney.

.

No need to shovel any ashes away. All nicely
settled in ash pan ready to be quickly and easily
removed from pit. On coming upstairs operator finds
that he requires no whisking off, and his wife don’t
scold him for ‘‘making everything white.”

V.

Operator is delighted. When asked the name
of his furnace, he proudly said, S

SEND FOR BOOKLET

McCLARY'S

London, Toronto, Montreal, Winnipeg, Vancouver, St. John, N.B. Hamilton, Calgary




DELICIOUS

CARES
PASTRY
ROLLS
BUNS

AND

VIE FLOUR MILLS (Qemr=

MONTREAL, CANADA.

ART DEP'T, CANADIAN MAGAZI|




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

P
w8 4 !!!onola,
PLAYERPIANO

can be successfully played by anyone without any
musical knowledge, and any musical composition

can be rendered on it in a most artistic way.

(Ready for use with Music Roll)

SIMPLICITY ano DURABILITY

characterize the Autonola in its every part. The
player mechanism is the latest and best, while the
piano itself is the well known BELL.

(The Autonola—closed—is a handsome Piano and may be
played by band in the usual way)

SEND FOR DESCRIPTIVE BOOKLET C

the JBell piano

AND ORGAN COMPANY, LIMITED
GUELPH, ONTARIO
TORONTO, OTTAWA and LONDON, ENGLAND

HARTFORD
e e sy

A rBott]ecZ Delighe

A correctly propor-
tioned cocktail is

a drink as rare as it is
delightful. CLUB
COCKTAILS are
perfect cocktails—an
expcrt blend of fine
old liquors, measure-
mixed to exact pro-
portion. No chance-
mixed cocktail ever
made can duplicate
their even, exquisite
flavor.

kinds. At all good dealers. Man-
hattan (whiskey base) and Martini
(gin base) are universal favorites.

G. F. Heublein & Biro,

NEW YORK

LONDON
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“Byrrh?”

The Pleasant Tasting
Tonic Wine.

“Byrth ™ is different from all other tonic wines.
It is not only extremely pleasant to the palate,
but its tonic qualities, being derived from
s ; natural restoratives, have a permanent building-
up effect on all run-down conditions of health.

““Byrrh”’ aids digestion, improves the appetite, and gives vigor and tone to the whole system.
FREE = Send this advertisement and 10 cents to pay postal charges, ete., and we will send
TEST lT . you a large free sample of this famous tonie wine.
“Byrrh” is bottled in Thuir, France, by Violet Freres, Props., and is sold by all the best dealers

and at first-class hotels.

HUDON, HEBERT & CO., Limited, “Byrth" Dept.,, Montreal. Agents for Canada

—
‘zﬁ»i@r T %
UL Wl'ﬂ i o) We make over

| 3 ! BUSINESS WAGCONS !1 137
- 'h = 7‘ | different types
S i and

sizes of Vehicles

The Choicest of Materials The Strongest of Guarantees
The Most Perfect Satisfaction

are embodied in every McLaughlin Vehicle.

McLaughlin Carriages ™ Oshawa, Ont.

ST. JOHN
Y : MONTREAL
% \ WINNIPEG
i';‘ CALGARY
“'4
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CANET I AN

OLDSMOBILE

Model “M,” $3000.00

With full Lamp and Tool Equipment

Send for illustrated Catalogue, it will interest you and a demon-
stration will convince you that the Oldsmobile represents more for
every dollar of the purchase price than any other machine on the
Canadian market.

A purchaser does well to not only satisfy himself on the present
fitness of a car but its past record and in this we solicit your most
careful investigation. While the Oldsmobile of to-day represents
the most up-to-the-minute and popular design in automobile con.
struction, it is but little different from!our 06 and and ,07 models ;
this difference embodying a system of refinement and not radical
changes - the adding of proven and accepted improvements and the
elimination of undesirable features.

We again solicit your request for catalogue and will be pleased
to demonstrate any or all of our several models by appointment.

Oldsmobile Company of Canada

LIMITED
80 King Street East, TORONTO, ONT. FREDERICK SAGER, Manager
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Canadian by Birth
Not by Adoption

The Russell is Canada’s pioneer
automobile. It is strictly the only
all-Canadian car built by an all-
Canadian factory who import nothing
but the raw material. In other words,
every individual part used in the
construction of the up-to-date Russell
motor car is made in the Russell
factory. There is no tinkering or try-
ing to fit an engine made in France
to a gear made in the United States.

Russell Spells Reliability

4—MODELS—4

G. Two-cylinder, Opposed, 18 H.P. $1,600
L. Four-cylinder, Verfical, 24 H.P. $2,000
H. Four-cylinder, Vertical, 30 H.P. $2,500
K. Four-cylinder, Vertical, 50 H.P. $4,500

Canada Cycle @ Motor Co.

LIMITED"

West Toronto, Canada

Montreal
Ottawa
Toronto
Hamilton
Winnipeg
Vancouver
Melbourne

WRITE FOR THE RUSSELL CATALOGUE

R R
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THE BEST OF ALL AND

For over sixty years Mrs. WinsLow's
SooTHING SYRUP has been used by mothers
for their children while teething. Are you
disturbed at night nnd broken of your rest
by a sick child sufferiag and crying with
pain of Cutting T'eeth ?

If so, send at once
and get = hottle of ** Mrs. Winslow's Sooth-
ing Syrup” for Children Teething. Its
value is incalculable. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately, Depend
upon it, mothers, there is no mistake
about it. It cures diarrheea, regulates the
Stomach and Bowels, cures Wind Colic,
softens the Gums, reduces Inflammation,
and gives tone and energy to the whole
system, *‘ Mrs. Winslow’s goothlng Syrup”
for children teething is pleasant to the taste
and is the prescription of one of the oldest
and best female physicians and nurses in
the United States, and is for sale by all
druggists throughout the world. Price,
twenty-five cents a bottle. Be sure and ask
for ** Mrs. WiNsLoW’S SooTHING Syrup.”

King

NEW YORK
147-155 W, 47 8T.

Just off Broadway

“The Very Heart of New York.”
Absolutely]Fireproof
350 Rooms 250 Private Baths

Every Modern Convenience
Single Rooms (Running Water), $1.50
Single Rooms and Bath, $2.00, $2.50 and $3.00
Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, $4.00 and upward
Parlor, Two Bedrooms and Bath, $5.00 and upward
Each additional person, $1.00[extra.

Write for Booklet

KING EDWARD HOTEL CO.,

John Hood, Pres. and Mgr. '
Late of the New Tift House, Buffalo,
and Royal Hotel, Hamilton, Ont.
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Literature that’s ‘“Made in Canada.”

HE monthly visit of the Canadian Magazine reminds
T us that Canadian literature, as well as Canadian industry,
requires the loyal support of Canadians. It reminds us
also that the work of the man who publishes a magazine in
this country just now is the work of a literary pioneer. And
pioneering is hard. The publishers have done a great service
for Canada in establishing this magazine, yet we know
Canadians do not appreciate this as much as they should, for it
is characteristic yet with so large a part of our population to
prefer something imported. @ We hope the Canadian
Magazine will come to be looked upon by our people as
almost a national institution, and that it may reap the reward
that a pioneer deserves and have the homor in succeeding
generations that belongs to the man who blazes the first path.
There are three reasons why Canadians should give a
magazine like the CANADIAN their support. In the first
place it will afford them entertainment. This is the selfish
way of looking at the question, but it, likely, is always the
first ground of appeal. People who wish to buy a magazine
simply that they may be entertained for a few hours can find
lots of entertainment in the pages of the Canadian. There
is probably not one reader in the country who does not read
many foreign magazines that are decidedly less interesting, not
to say less valuable,

The second reason why we think our people should do
this is a patriotic one. It encourages the development of
Canadian literature. = The more patronage the magazine has,
the better it will be able to pay our own litterateurs well for
their work, aud the more encouraged will our litterateurs thus
be to turn out good work. Anyone who has good sense can

_ see the value of a national literature, so we do not feel called
upon to defend that part of the proposition. The making of a
country and the making of its literature go hand in hand. A
good magazine plays a distinct part in the making of literature.
Patronage plays one of the most important parts in the making
of a magagine. We think that when the publishers are
working hard, not only to make a success of their magazine,
but to develop Canadian literature, they deserve well of
Canadians.

Our third reason is likewise a patriotic one. If the
Canadian Magazine can do a great service towards Canadian
literature, it can and DOES give a great contribution towards
Canada’s development. It discusses Canadian problems,
appeals to Canadian interests, digs deep into Canadian history

and Canadian lore, publishes stories whose scenes and plots are .

laid in Canada. Those who read the magazine must be more
fully imbued with the Canadian spirit, and we need more of
that spirit for the development of our country.

The Maritime Merchant, Halifax, N.S.

semad
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Your

“table man-

ners”’ are not

half so important as the things that are on your table.
Eating pie with a fork does not make the pie any

more digestible or nutritious. Twenty years from

now Fashion may ask you to eat everything with

a spoon.
The laws of nature are higher than the decrees

of Fashion. Your table will reflect good breeding
as well as an intelligent regard for the health and
happiness of the family if SHREDDED WHEAT is
there. It is eaten by discriminating people who
know that it is the cleanest, purest, most nutritious
and most easily digested of all the cereal foods.

Try it for breakfast.

Shredded Wheat is made of the choicest white
wheat that grows—is cleaned, steam-cooked, shred-
ded and baked in the finest and cleanest food factory
in the world. If you like the BISCUIT for breakfast
you will like toasted TRISCUIT (the Shredded
Wheat Wafer) for luncheon or other meals. It is
delicious with butter, cheese or marmalades.

Our new and handsomely illustrated
Cook Book is sent free for the asking.

THE CANADIAN SHREDDED WHEAT COMPANY, Limited

“It’s All in the Shreds” b ofﬁwl:l:g:x ;Aus ONT.
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ROYAL SOUVENIR

Heavy Steel Plate Range

THE AVERAGE MAN—when buying a new Range is influenced a great deal
by the appearance. In this respect the “Royal Souvenir” fills the eye, as it is symmetrical in
outline and very handsomely nickelled.

THE AVERAGE WOMAN-—after the new Range has been ‘installed in ghem‘

A

kitchen, takes over the duty of making a test of the baking qualities. This is where the “Royal
Souvenir” shows to best advantage, as she will find it is easy to operate, and responds instantly
to dampers and checks.

What more is there to add ?
The Best Dealers Sell “Souvenirs”
MANUFACTURED BY

The GURNEY-TILDEN CO,, Limited, Hamilton, Canada




| Handy size Photo of

and exact dollar outfit

1 style of i when

| wrapping. i opened.
Look for Count the

| trade mark 12 blades.

| face on Avoid bad

imitations.

each box.

The Ever-Ready Safety Razor will shave you best
of all safety razors. This is a guarantee. The best
test of the Ever-Ready is its use and the best proof of its
value is its preference over $5.00 makes by men who have
uied both. The Ever-Ready blade is-the Ever-Ready
razor's overwhelming success. No other razor blade is as
Lapable of as good a shave. There are 12 of these intensel
sharp “Ever-Ready” blades in each dollar set together wilK
handsomely nickelled safety frame, handle and blade stropper
all in a fine case.

{Extra “Ever-Ready” Blades 12 for 75 cents

Sold by Hardware, Cutlery, Department Stores, Jewelers Guarar‘teed
"“snd Druggists throughout the \\'orfd. Ask any local dealer, EST -
Mail ‘orders prepaid upon receipt of $1.00 B Wlt
INTERNATIONAL DISTRIBUTING CO. Bb""T
591 St. Catherine St. Montreal, Canada )

AMERICAN SAFETY RAZOR Co., INc., 320 Broadway N Y. Guarantees
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i o fie: bromi the aitivity ot well Gf $ ;
- = resu .ts rom Fne activity of we ‘.‘& oco a e 8 ‘
e nourished brains, - :
& | A 5 ]
= | & The question is,—“What food : Gocoa =
5 / affords the most nourishment for E r
T G rebuilding waste brain cells ?” It is a perfect food, highly = :
@ M3 nourishing, easily digest- =
- o B Ten days on ed, fitted to repair wasted kA
s o = ; strength, preserve health (
s o and prolong life. C
S E ‘ r a e - N u t S . A new and handsdmely a
o 2 Jegigteredy.  illustrated Recipe Book
0 will tell the tale, sea free.
“Theds s Beasdhi? Walter BaKer & Co., Ltd.
: Established 1780  DORCHESTER, MASS.
Read the book, “The Road to Wellville,” in pkgs. 4S Highest Awards
in Europe and America
POSTUM CEREAL COMPANY, LIMITED,
Battle Creek, Mich., U. 8. A. Branch House, 86 St, Peter St., Montreal, Can.
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Write for Illustrated Booklet

magara I)awganon gompany

CONNECTING

BUFFALO--NIAGARA FALLS--TORONTO

Six Trips Daily (Except Sunday)
B. W. FOLGER, Manager, Toronto, Canada

iIN ONE BOTTLE.

REQUIRES
NO HEATING

MIXING
Inventors

~Melanyl

MARKING INK FOR LINEN

Indelible and Harmless

On any Fabric,

Try it once and you will
use no other
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