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No Breakfast Table
complete without

- Epps’s
Cocoa

An admirable Food of the
1 Finest quality and flavour.

: EppS’s S't. Denis Hotel

Broadway and Eleventh Street

NEW YORK
European Plan —— Convenient Location
WILLIAM TAYLOR & SON

The Convenient Location, Tasteful Appointment, Reas-
onable Charges, Courteous Attendance, and Cuisine of

The most Nutritious Exceptional Excellence are Characteristic of this Hotel,

and have secured and Retained for it a patronage of the
* Highest Order.
and Economical.

YOUR AILMENT IS NATURE'S
REPROOF.

To overcome that ailment
You require Nature’s Assistance.

ENO’S
‘FRUIT
SALT’

Is Nature’s Own Remedy.

NO FAMILY SHOULD EVER BE
WITHOUT IT.

e ———
CAUTION.—Zxamine the Capsule and see W

that it is marked ENO'S ‘FRUIT SALT," other- :Akes zgg: g'A chEtﬁ 'll"lsugo'rrr
91, have the sincerest tlery— AKES .
wise you have Ij"ls;r;;ir}.;o_{':,rrn of flattery REAKRS YOUE MU Liare.
MAKES YOUR LABOR LIGHT.
Prepared only by J. C. ENO, Ltd., ‘FRUIT MAKES YOUR EXPENSES LIGHT .
SALT’ WORKS, London, S.E., Eng., Order from your Grocer.

Wy . £ RIS Pasent E.W.GILLETT CIMITED

Wholesale of Messrs. Evans & Sons, Ltd., TORONTO,ONT.
Montreal and Toronto, Canada.

PRESS OF THE HUNTER, ROSE CO., LIMITED, TORONTO
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oap beautifies the complexion,

Pears’ S
keeps the hands whité and imparts a
constant bloom of freshness to the skin.

Pears’ Annual for 1905 with 117 illustrations and
published —without any doubt.
Ageats: The International News Company.

three large Presentation Plates. The best Annual
However, judge for yourself.

AU Rights Secured.
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VOLUME XXVI.

The Holy Night .

FROM THE PAINTING BY CORREGGIO
Andrea Del Sarto .

WITH FOUR OF HIS PAINTINGS
Canada After Twenty Years .
The Flight of Time, Poem .
Canadian Celebrities

NO 66, MR, WILFRED CAMPBELL
A Disciple, Picture
Imperial Organization . . .
Sowing Seeds in Danny, Story
The St. Lawrence River, Review .
The Lure of The Better West .

WITH PICTURES OF THE GREAT MIGRATION

The Harbours of Canada

The Art Divine, Poem . S
Travel on the St. Lawrence in 1813
A Portrait Study .

The Builders, Story

LAST INSTALMENT
Experiences of A Woman Bachelor, Story .
At The Harbour's Mouth, Story
A Brother to the Immortals, Story -
The Christmas Casket, Poem

ILLUSTRATED BY W. A. BLAND

A Praine Fire, Sketch

ILLUSTRATED BY J. W. BEATTIE

He Called Me By My Name, Poe
Lord Elgin, a Review . . .
Current Events Abroad.

Woman’s Sphere -

People and Affairs

About New Books

Idle Moments . . .

Oddities and Curiosities .

Canada for Canadians

Tue CaANADIAN Maca

CONTENTS, DECEMBER, 1905

$250 PER ANNUM IN ADVANCE. SINGLE COPIES, 25 CENTS.
Letters containing subscriptions should be registered and should be addressed to THE CANADIAN

MAGAZINE, 15 Wellington Street East, TORONTO.

Entered according to Act of the Parliament of Canada.. in
Ontnri(‘;l f’ublishing Co. (Limited), at the Department of Agricult

the year one thousand nine hundred and five,
ure. All rights reserved.
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WEBSTER’S

INTERNATIONAL

2

N

m& : 5 W
AT E BEST CHRISTMAS GIFT
MEANIN .
USEFUL, RELIABLE, ATTRACTIVE, LASTING, UP
TO DATE, AND AUTHORITATIVE. No other gift
will so often be a reminder of the giver. 2380 pages,
5000 illusirations, Recently enlarged with 25,000 new
words, a new Gazetteer of the World, and a new Biographical
Dictionary, zll edited by W. T. HARRIS, Ph.D,, LL.D., U. 8. Com-
missioner of Education. Grand Prize (Highest Award) World’s Fair, St. Louis.
Chief Justice FULLER, U. 8. Supreme Court,says: “I regard the International as of the utmost value
in accuracy of definition, and have found it in all respects complete and thorough.”

WEBSTER'SCOLLEGTATE DICTIONARY The largest of our abridgments. Regular edition,
size Tx10x 2¢in. Thin Paper Edition, size 534 x 85§ x 114 in., printed from same plates, on
bible paper. Unsurpassed for elegance and convenience. 1116 pages, 5000 illustrations,

Write for ““The Story of a Book"—Free.
G. & C. MERRIAM CO., Springfield, Mass., U. S. A.
GET TEE BEST.

THE GREAT DIGESTIVE

Al SAUCE

Excellent with “FISH, FLESH OR FOWL”

Sole Manufacturers—BRAND & CO,, Ltd., Mayfair, London, Eng.
Agent for Canada—J. M. SCHEAK, 206 Carlaw Buildings, Wellington Street West, TORONTO

IT HAS NO EQUAL

FOR KEEPING
THE SKIN
SOFT,

“The Queen of Toilet Preparationg” It entiely Removes and
‘ Y

BEETHAM'S 9 ROUGHNESS,
REDNESS,

IRRITATION,

CHAPS, Etc.

INVALUABLE
for Preserving
THE SKIN

SMOOTH, o bk
: co
AND WHITE. __ SOOTHING AND REFRESHING.  awe couriaxion,

N,
at L seasons M, BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England, he Sym Winos
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR IT, AND ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTE.




FOR 1906

Something about the features which will distinguish THE
CANADIAN MAGAZINE during nineteen hundred and six.

A New Serial Story

THE LOST EARL OF ELLAN, by Mrs. Camp-

bell Praed, will be the serial story for 1906. Mrs.
Praed is an Australian, having been born in 1851
@@ in Queensland, where her father was for many years

Postmaster-General. Her maiden name was Prior,
and her husband’s name, Campbell Mackworth Praed. She
has written nearly a score of novels, most of them dealing
with some particular phase of Australian life or character.
This story like the others is purely Australian in its descrip-
tions and characters. It is a love story—the rancher’s daughter
wooed by the prince in disguise—the old theme in g modern
colonial setting. Yet, it is a tale which will thrill and in-
terest while it informs. As a picture of Australian life it
should be supremely interesting to Canadians, and in reading
it, they will be able to contrast the pioneer’s experiences
in that country with his experiences here. Mus, raed is
especially happy in her descriptions of the birds, the plants,
the trees and the landscape.

Canadian Poetry

All Poetry appearing in TuE CANADIAN MAGAZINE is
written by Canadians. This is the highest compliment
which could be paid to this verse, for Canadian poets are
unexcelled by the minor poets of Great Britain or the United
States—and perhaps only in exceptional cases by the major
poets. Some excellent verse will appear during 1906.

Maritime Union

MARITIME UNION is one of the topics which will
be discussed during 1906. A number of contributions have
- been arranged for. The problem confronting the small

provinces on the Atlantic grows larger as the years go by. A

union of the three Provinces seems almost’ a necessity—it
is union or torpitude, say the advocates of the former.

N
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THE CANADIAN

MAGAZINE FOR 1906

Short Stories

(MRs.) EL1ZABETH ROBERTS MACDONALD

There has been a decided
improvement in the quality of
Canadian Short Stories in re-
cent years. During 1906, there
will be the usual supply of these

from three to six in each
issue.  Already arrangements
have been made with such
authors as RoBerr BaArg,
NORMAN Duncan, VIRNA
SHEARD, THEODORE RoBerrs,
W. A. FRraser, JEAN BrLew-
ETT, ALBERT R. CARMAN,
(Mrs.) Ewrizasern RoBerts
MacponaLp, and a number of
writers of merit whose names
are not yet so well known.
Among the latter are Harold
Sands, who has just issued his
first volume; Nellie I.. Me- .

Clung, whose first book will appear shortly; M
a new writer; N. De Bertrand Lugrin, w
the MAGAZINE on several occasions; and

who might reasonably be mentioned.

South America

During the coming year there
will be SEVERAL ARTICLES on
Ehases of life in Sourn AMERICA,

y G. M. L. Brown, a Canadian
writer who is travelling there, and
who will shortly issue a volume
on Venezuela. Mr. Brown has
already contributed two or three
valuable articles to the MagazINE
and the forthcoming MSS. will,
no doubt, be as interesting as his
previous contributions. Cana-
dians should know more about
South America than they do. In
the immediate future, that portion
of the continent should be a good

adian products and manufactures.

arjorie Jarvis,
10 has appeared in
a number of others

G. M. L. BRowN

market for certain

Can-




THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE FOR 1906

A Voice from 1776

REMINISCENCES OF A LOYALIST, being
an account of the life of the late Colonel Jarvis, written hy
himself, and edited by Stinson Jarvis. This is one of the
most interesting features ever secured for THE CaNADIAN
MaGaziNg. It gives an account of the War of Independence,
from the British standpoint, by one who served seven years
under arms in that struggle, mostly with the Queen’s Rangers.
It]describes his own experiences in an informal and personal
way, which makes it light and breezy reading—yet more
illuminating than any historian’s account could possibly
be. Then follows the experiences which drove him to New
Brunswick in 1784—and sad and typical these were. There
‘he remained until 1808, when he moved to Upper Canada
‘and settled near York. The account of his overland journey
will be somewhat of a revelation to those accustomed to
electric cars, automobiles, and Pullman coaches. He was
in York when that village was captured and burnt by the
Americans. His accounts of the siege is probably the only
FIRSTHAND history of that event in existence. He was
then Adjutant-General of the local forces under General
Sheaffe. He was in contact with all the leading personages
of the period, including Governor Gore, General Brock, and
those who succeeded them. He was afterwards Registrar
of the county, and later Sergeant-at-arms in the Legis.ature.

This MS. was never intended for publication, but only
to interest a Canadian family at a time when books were
rare and printing impossible. It is now to be given to the pub-
lic practically as it was written, and it must ever remain
as one of the most delightful sidelights on Canadian history
that has ever been written.

So far as possible, the MS. will be illustrated. It will
probably run tﬁrough four issues, and in any case not more
than five—beginning with January. -

Leading Articles in January

Jouwn MorrEY, Man of Letters, by Professor’Pelham

Edgar. With Portrait.

Tue Nemests or War, by Henri Restelle, dealing with
the possibility of its final elimination.

ReminiscENces oF THE Rr. Hon. Sir Joun THOMPSON,
by Hon. J. J. Curran, who was a personal friend of this late

distinguished statesman. With portrait and other illustrations. -

g
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“OLD COUNTRY” WEAR

You know what that’means—solid, reliable, durability and wearing qualities.

E. B.'s Specialty, “ WONTAREWILWARE,”

For Boys, 54 ins., $1.45 per yard.

No. 321, No. 310, No. 30,
Coat from $6.35, to measure. Coat from £3.05, to measure. Suit from $9.25, to measure,

We sell the materials for SUITS, COSTUMES, OVERCOATS, MANTLES,
BOYS’' SUITS, GIRLS' DRESSES, Etc.

We also make to your measure from any of these materials.

Our specialty is ROYAL SERGE, which we furnish in many weights
and colors.

We sell TWEEDS, FLANNELS, WINCEYS, RUGS, and almost every-
thing made for wearing apparel—either in cut lengths or made to your measure.

We send samples and price lists free. We can prepay all duty and charges
if wished. We try to make it as easy as possible for you to buy from us, for
we want your trade.

WRITE FOR PATTERNS, PRICE LIST AND MEASURING FORM. ADDRESS

EGERTON BURNETT, Ltd.

R. W. WAREHOUSE, WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENGLAND
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BOOKS FOR CHRISTMAS PRESENTS

s

New Fiction
Captains All. By W. W, Jacobs. Illustrated by Will Owen - Cloth $1.50
Mr. Lion of London. By J. J. Bell. Illustrated - - w8 1.50
The Cherry Ribband. By S. R. Crockett. Illustrated - Cloth only 1.50
Jules of the Great Heart. By Lawrence Mott. Illustrated Cloth [.50

The Grapple. By Grace MacGowan Cooke. Illustrated - - . 1.50
The Golden Pool. By F. Austin Freeman - - - - LR
A Specimen Spinster. By Kate Westlake Yeigh - - - L
Return. By Alice MacGowan and Grace MacGowan Cooke. Illustrated ¢ 1.50
The Edge of Circumstance. By Edward Noble - - =i Ok
The King’s Achievement. By Robert Hugh Benson - = s 1.50
The Red Reaper. By J. A. Steuart. Illustrated - - o TG B0
The Last Chance. By Rolf Bolderwood - - - - - P LD
Maid Margaret. By S. R. Crockett, Illustrated - e sl RO
In the Brooding Wild. By Ridgwell Cullum. Illustrated - « |.50
The Household of Peter. By Rosa N. Carey - - - =5l 25
The Heart of Lady Anne. By Agnes and Egerton Castle. Illus-

trated - - = o 2 . A it a pa = T 1.50
A Servant of the Public. By Anthony Hope, Illustrated - ¢  |.50
Roger Trewinion. By Joseph Hocking. Illustrated - - e ]
Rose of the World. By Agnes and Egerton Castle. Illustrated - *¢  |.25
Stingaree. By E. W. Hornung  Illustrated - - - - £ 1.50
The Czar’s Spy. By Wm. LeQueux. Illustrated - - ReptsyE .08
A Maker of History. ByE. Phillips Oppenheim. Illustrated L 1.25
White Fire. By John Oxenham. Illustrated - . - - $N 1.80
The Spider’s Eye. By Wm. LeQueux. Illustrated - - =t Sy 1.60
The Master Mummer-. By Phillips Oppenheim. Illustrated %5102 ):25
The Hundred Days. By Max Pemberton. Illustrated - - 5% 1,60
Brothers of Peril. By Theodore Roberts. Illustrated - < S0 RS0
The Flight of Georgiana. By R. N. Stephens. Illustrated $5°5"1.60
Mid the Thick Arrows. By Max Pemberton. Illustrated SR L

Books of Travel
The Voyage of the Discovery. By Captain Scott. Cloth. 2 vols. 2.50

THE COPP, CLARK CO., LimiTen, PUBLISHERS, TORONTO
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BOOKS FOR CHRISTMAS PRESENTS

[llustrated Gift Books

The Art of the National Gallery. By Mrs. Addison. Illustrated,

Cloth, net $2.00
Among English Inns. By Josephine Tozier. Illustrated. Cloth, net 1.60

The Gospels in Art. lllustrated. 4to Cloth, $2.50. Burnt Leather - 3.50
Women Painters of the World. o Cloth, $2.50. Burnt Leather 3.50
Scottish Life and Character. By Dobson and Sanderson - - 2.60
Edinburgh. By Fulleylove and Masson - . - - : 4 2.50
Ramona. By Helen Hunt Jackson. Illustrated. Presentation edition - 2.00
The Seats of the Mighty. By Gilbert Parker. Presentation edition

with colored illustrations - - - - - - - - Net 2.00

Juvenile Gift Books

A Little Princess. By Frances Hodgson Burnett. Twelve illustrations

in colors - - - - - - - - - - - - 2.00
A Child’'s Garden of Verses. By Robert Louis Stevenson. Twelve
full-page drawings in colors by Jessie Wilcox Smith - - - - 2.50
Queen Zixi of Ix. By L. Frank Baum. Illustrated - - - - 1.50
Sir Toady Crusoe. By S. R. Crockett. Illustrated - . Cloth 1,50
The Tar Baby. By Joel Chandler Harris. Illustrated - - Net 2.00
Poetry, Belles Lettres, etc.
Fisherman’s Luck. By Henry VanDyke - - - - - 1.50
Sappho. One hundred lyrics. - - : - - - Cloth, net 3.00
Essays in Application. By Henry VanDyke - - - Net 1.50
The Poetry of Life. Essays. Fancy cloth, boxed - - - - 1.50
The Spirit of Christmas. By Henry VanDyke - - - Net .75
Nature Books
Red Fox. By Chas. G. D. Roberts. Illustrated - - - - - 2.00
Northern Trails. By Wm. J. Long. Illustrated - - . . 1.75
Stories of Little Fishes. By Lenore E. Mulets. Illustrated - - 1.00
Three Little Millers. By Mrs. Pierson. Illustrated - - - 1.00
Annuals
The Canadian Children’s The Quiver . . R 1.76
Treasury - 5 - - - .25 | Cassell’s Magazine - <1200
Canadian Little Folks 5 R .75 | Arts and Crafts. For the studio, the

workshop and the home. Illustrated
text and portfolio of designs . - 3.00

THE COPP, CLARK CO., Limiten, PUBLISHERS, TORONTO

Blackie’s Children’s Annual - L.0o
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Leading Books for

™ BEN BLAIR

/:i.

By GEORGE BARR McCUTCHEON, Author of *‘ Graustark,”

Illustrations in color by Harrison Fisher. Cloth, 12mo, $1.25

A splendid new story in Mr. McCutcheon's best vein. As good as "
‘“ Graustark,” better than *‘ Beverly."”

A SWORD OF THE OLD FRONTIER

A Tale of Fort Chartres and Detroit

Being a Plain Account of Sundry Adventures befalling Chevalier Raoul de

Coubert, one time Captain in the Hussars of Languedoc, during the year 1763

By RANDALL PARRISH, Author of ““When Wilderness was King," %
and ‘‘ My Lady of the North.” Illustrated. Cloth, $1.50

A capital story that will add to this noted author’s already fine reputation.

AYESHA.

|
|
|
L

The Return of ““She” N

$ e sy Author of *‘ King Solomon’s Mines,” N[b
1 YShe,” etc. ‘Q‘

AYESHA |
y

"H'RIDERHAGGARD:

POPULAR NOVELS

BEN BLAIR. The Story of a Plainsman
By WILL LILLIBRIDGE. Paper, 75c.; Cloth, $1.25

This story is laid on the cattle plains of the wide West in a typical
ranch country which provides a striking setting for the skill of a strong
writer, such as Mr. Lillibridge proves himself to be. Ben Blair, the hero, is
born on the plains, and passes the critical periods of his' existence in this
great free atmosphere of the West. He fits completely and belongs abso-
lutely to his surroundings. His is a unique and remarkable character,
possessing not only the strong and manly traits of the plainsman, but the
more unusual combination of gentleness and justice.

NEDRA @ :

‘‘Beverly of Graustark,” etc.

By H. RIDER HAGGARD W% THEMYSIERYOI

Eight drawings by Greiffenhagen. $1.25
Mr. Haggard writes with all the vigor @
and wonderful descriptive power which
made ‘“She” famous. It is the story of
two faithful companions and their hair-
raising adventures in the mountains of
Tibet while in quest of Ayesha—the love-
ly, the cruel and the immortal Ayesha, |
Spirit of the Mountain. &

THE MYSTERY OF JUNE 13th

By MELVIN L. SEVERY, Author of ‘‘ The Darrow Enigma.”
Cloth, 12mo, $1.25
In the heart of this story there is a mystery which defies a solu-
tion by the most ingenious student of plots and their unravelling,
““The Darrow Enigma " beside it seems trite.

ON SALE AT ALL BOOK STORES

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Publisher
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Christmas Gifts

NEW CANADIAN BOOKS

SA’-ZADA TALEs By W. A. FRASER, Author of *““Mooswa,"” “ Thoroughbreds,” etc.
Illustrated by Arthur Heming. Cloth, 8vo, $2.00
Not since his ‘“ Mooswa " tales have we had such good stories of animals as these, The tales
that the tiger, the elephant, the panther and the other animals tell each other are unforgetable,
The illustrations by Heming make this an extraordinarily attractive book.

THE PASSING OF A RACE. wmore Tales of Western Life

By HON. D. W. HIGGINS, Author of ‘‘ The Mystic Spring and Other Tales of Western

Life.” With six full-page illustrations by Chas. W. Jeffreys. Cloth, $1.50

In this volume Mr. Higgins continues the series of original stories and sketches of life on the
Pacific Coast forty years ago. These relate incidents that actually occurred, and as narrated by
the facile pen of the author they make most excellent reading. Orders for more than twelve hun-
dred copies of the book awaited its issue in British Columbia alone-—substantial evidence of the
public interest in the stories.

DONALDA : A Scottish-Canadian Story
By ELIZABETH S. MACLEOD, Author of ‘For the Flag,"
‘‘Carols of Canada,” etc. Cloth, $1.00

The heroine of this interesting story, remarkable for her devotion to Canada, is drawn from
real life, as also is the romantic career of the artist-Earl of Glenmore. To those conversant with
these later years of Canadian history it will be quite apparent that the uncle, Donald Graeme, of
the ancient family of Dunvalloch, is none other than the illustrious representative of Canada in Lon-
don, the patriot and philanthropist, Lord Strathcona.

A CANADIAN GIRL IN SOUTH AFRICA
By E. MAUD GRAHAM. Illustrated with nearly 8o portraits and
scenes of life on the veldt. Cloth, $1.00

In this volume is told, in most readable fashion, the story of the experiences of the forty Canadian young lady teachers
who were taken by the British Government to South Africa, towards the close of the Boer war, to teach in the refugee and
concentration camps. The incident is one of unique historical interest. As a picture of the conditions following the war the
book is of real value.

THE POEMS OF WILFRED CAMPBELL

: Complete edition. Cloth, $1.50; half-calf, gilt top, $2.50
In this notable work Mr. Campbell has included all of his verse (save the dramas), published or unpublished previously,
that he cares to preserve. There are many capable critics who hold that in Mr. Campbell's verse Canadian poetry has

reached its highest expression. This splendid volume, from the most distinctively national of our poets, should find its way
into every Canadian home.

THE POEMS OF ISABELLA VALANCY CRAWFORD

Complete edition.v Edited by J. W. Garvin, B.A. With introduction by
Ethelwyn Wetherald. ~Cloth, $1.50 ; half-calf, gilt top, $2.50
There are many to welcome at last a representative volume of the verse of this gifted girl whom Miss Wetherald, in
her charming Introduction, describes as ‘‘a brilliant and fadeless figure in the annals of Canadian literary history,” at the

same time, according to her the well-deserved place of **Canada’s first woman poet.” A fine portrait of the author in photo-
gravure will form a frontispiece to this volume,

A WOMAN’S PROBLEN] By KATE SPEAKE PENNEY. A temperance tale.

Cloth, $1.00

PRINCESS SUKEY By MARSHALL SAUNDERS. Cloth, $1.25.
MARCELLE An Historical Romance

., By HAMPDEN BURNHAM. Paper, 75c.; Cloth, $1.25. ;
A capital story of Quebec in the days of Frontenac."—Zimes, London, England.

ON SALE AT ALL BOOK STORES

29-33 Richmond St. West Toronto J

—
e
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\ | Charles Major

Yolanda

I
Novels

Juveniles

By CHARLES MAJOR, author of ‘“When Knighthood
was in Flower,” ““‘Dorothy Vernon of Haddon Hall,” etc.. .$1.50

The Road-Builders

By SAMUEL MERWIN, author of ‘“The Merry Anne,”
joint author of “Calumet K,” etc........................ $1.50

Heart’s Desire

By EMERSON HOUGH, author of ‘The Law of the
Land,” “The Girl at the Half Way House,” lete. i L. iy $1.50

Animal Heroes

By ERNEST THOMPSON SETON, author of “Wild
Animals I Have Known,” “‘Biography of a Grizzly,” etc...$2,00

Tales from Shakespeare

By CHARLES and MARY LAMB. Illustrated richly
by N MIPriegs oot Siiitauiniv e s nstagint. « vb e $2.50

Pilgrim’s Progress

By JOHN BUNYAN. Beautifully illustrated by Byam

In Fairyland

By LOUEY CHISHOLM. Illustrated appropriately by
Kathukine” Carfidtony 207 20 ML ol b B Aor 10 $2.00

MORANG & CO., Limited

90 WELLINGTON STREET WEST TORONTO




——GIFT BOOKS——

ory Irish History % Irish Question
By PROFESSOR GOLDWIN SMITH, author of “The

Founder of Christendom," “Shakcsp(-nrc: the Man,” “The
et S SRS Y TR SN N b § $2.00

History of the War of 1812

By JAMES HANNAY, D.C.L., author of “A History of
Acadia,” ‘“‘Life and Times of Sir Leonard Tilley," etc...net..$2.50

Travel Days and Nights in the Tropics

By REV. W, R. HARRIS, D.D., author of ““History of the
Niagara Peninsula,” etc

Canada .. Twentieth Century

By A. G. BRADLEY, author of

‘““The Fight with France
for North America,” “Wolfe,"” etc

Poetry The Poems of Archibald Lampman

Edited with a Memoir by DUNCAN CAMPBELL SCOTT.
New edition

New World Lyrics and Ballads

By DUNCAN CAMPBELL SCOTT RNesiaannt asdl: .60

Poems of the Love of Country

Selected and Edited by J. E. WETHERELL

Old English Love Songs

Introduction by HAMILTON WRIGHT MABIE and an
accompaniment of decorative drawings by George Wharton

Edwards.. ... Bk e S G e e e s e sl du net. . $1.25

e e
MORANG & CO0., Limited

90 WELLINGTON STREET WEST TORONTO
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THE

CANADIAN GAZETTE

A Weekly Journal of Information and Comment
upon Matters of Use and Interest to those
concerned in Canada, Canadian Emi-
gration and Canadian Investments

Edited by THOMAS SHINNER
Compiler and Editor of *‘The Stock Exchange
EAT" ER 0 0 DS Year-Book,” *“The Directory of Directors,” &e.

We keep the finest assortment of EVERY THURSDAY PRICE T“REEPENCE

Ladies’ Bags, Letter and Card
Cases, Wallets and Purses, Writ-
ing Portfolios, Pocket and Memo.

EDITORIAL AND ADVERTISEMENT OFFICES :

T R o1 { ROYAL EXCHANGE BUILDINGS, LONDON
NEWEST DESIGNS AND STYLES
FINEST LEATHERS, BEST VALUE

B R o w N B R o s < SUBSCRIPTIONS—For Canada and the Con-

tinent, the charge, including postags, is 4d. per

Manufacturers Stationery . LiMiTED
Leather Goods, etc. Copy, 4s. 6d. for Three Months, gs. for Six
51.53 Wellington Street West - - Toronto Months, and 18s. for Twelve Months.

Che Boy's Qun Paper
Che Girl's Own Haper

These two splendid monthlies are of the highest standard of
juvenile 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 beautifully
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. Sub-
scribe now. New volume begins in November.

Price for each, ten cents per copy, $71.20 per year.

MWartnick Bros. & Rutter, it

CANADIAN POBLISHERS, TORONTO
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THE
Conquest of Canaan

By BOOTH TARKINGTON

Author of “Monsieur Beaucaire,” “The Gentleman
From Indiana,”” etc.

goo™

has yet produced.
Indiana town, where, despite the unpretentious
setting, a stirring drama is enacted.

The scene is laid in a little

THIS is unquestionably the best story Mr. Tarkington

In Ariel Tabor,

Mr. Tarkington has drawn a charming and unconven-
tional heroine; in Joe Louden we have a splendid
character, whose triumph over adversity is a stubborn,
hard-fought, and intensely interesting battle.
novel in which Mr. Tarkington has notably surpassed
o™ all his former work.

Ilustrated. Cloth, $1.50

It is a

THE CRIMSON BLIND

By FRED. M. WHITE
[llustrated. Cloth, $1.25; Paper, 75 cents

A FOREST DRAMA

By LOUIS PENDLETON
Illustrated - Cloth, $1.00

THE HOUSE OF HAWLEY

By ELMORE ELLIOTT PEAKE
Ilustrated. Cloth, $1.25; Paper, 75 cents

NANCY STAIR

By ELINOR MACARTNEY LANE
Illustrated | - - Cloth, $1.50

THE HEAD OF GOLD

By MARK ASHTON

Illustrated. Cloth, $1.25; Paper, 75 cents

The Albert Gate Mystery

By LOUIS TRACY
Cloth, $1.25; Paper, 75 cents

Illustrated.

SIR MORTIMER

By MARY JOHNSTON
Illustrated, Cloth, $1.50 ; Paper, 75 cents

STRANGE PARTNERS

By GILBERT WINTLE
Cloth, $1.25

POOLE PUVBLISHING COMPANY

Canadian Representatives of HARPER & BROS., New York
100 and 102 Church Street

LIMITED

TORONTO
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This Magasine

is a fair Sample of the every-day
Work from the Presses of THE
HUNTER-ROSE COMPANY,
Limited, and shows to some extent
their facilities for handling all kinds
of High-grade Magazine, Pamphlet
and Bookwork, also Bookbinding.

The Hunter-Rose Company, Limited
Printers, Publishers and Bookbinders
Temple Building, Toronto, Canada

SN\ Y=
S\~

—
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Christmas Numbers

OF THE LEADING

ENGLISH MAGAZINES

CANADIAN EDITIONS

The following prominent English Magazines, of which special
Canadian Editions have been placed on this market
during the year past, have met with the warmest approval
and success, and we are pleased to be able to announce that
the Christmas Issues, which are published in London at double
price, are for sale in Canada at the regular monthly
price.

CHRISTMAS DOUBLE NUMBERS

“The Windsor Magazine”

FIFTEEN CENTS

“The Pall Mall Magazine”

FIFTEEN CENTS

“Cassell's Magazine”

FIFTEEN CENTS

“Weldon's Ladies’ Journal”

TEN CENTS

“The Grand Magazine”

TEN CENTS

Canadian Editions—Fully Returnable—Liberal Trade Prices

THE TORONTO NEWS 23ves™ - - Toronto
THE MONTREAL NEWS £3728™ - Montreal
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CANADIAN VISITORS TO ENGLAND

HOTEL RUSSELL

LONDON

One of the stateliest of London’s sumptuous hotel palaces and favourite Canadian
rendezvous. Erected upon gravel soil, on high ground overlooking historical Russell
Square Gardens, the situation is undoubtedly one of the most healthy and airy in town for
Summer residence. Despite these exceptional surroundings, the position of the Russell is
none the less particularly central, being equidistant from the principal railway termini, with-
in a few yards of Oxford Street and the Tube or Metropolitan Railways, convenient for all
the principal shopping thoroughfares and theaters, and but a stone’s throw of the British
Museum and other points ot interest. Internally, the Russell is notable for its magnificent
marble effects, and the airiness which is characteristic of the exterior also pervades the
inner side of the hotel. The Public Rooms, each with an individuality of its own, are
furnished with a careful regard to tasteful elegance and comfort, all converging on to the
spacious Winter Garden, the focusing point, as it were, of the social life of the place.
This Winter Garden, or Palmarium, is the largest of any hotel in London, and here a
celebrated orchestra performs daily. The modernity of the hotel vouches for the fact that
it is replete with every convenience that human ingenuity has devised, and it is no
exaggeration to say that the Hotel Russell spells the very last word in hotel construction,
arrangement, situation and management. The Russell is one of the Frederick group,
and was fitted, decorated and furnished by Maple & Co., of London and Paris.
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TRY ALEXANDRE'S

GREY HAIR|SHADEINE

T0 COLOUR

Trade Mark,
Copyright

Trial Bottle

12}c.

BHADRINE colors grey or faded hair BLONDE, LIGHT or DARK BROWN,
BLACK, AUBURN and GOLDEN. Contains no lead, silver, mercury or
sulphur. Absolutely harmless. Guaranteed not to burn or produce an"un
natural tint; is permanent, washable and free from grease. Medical cer-
$ificate enclosed. Large bottle, 85c. Trial bottls, 12 1-2¢. Of all chemists,
and Messrs. T. EATON CO., Limited, Yonge St., Toronto, L. ALEXANDRE,
68 Westbourne Grove, London W., England.

THERE IS NOTHING LIKE ..
RNEEYQUS PYSERESIA
C ow, Can,

H ’
.D.C. AND LS. write
KD.C. 00, Lta. Bostan, b o, s Hionrieit
to do piecework at their homea
MDI Es We furnish all material and mr!
from $7 to $12 weekly, Ex
enoe unnecessary. Send stamped envelope to ROYAI
00., Desk C. M., 34 Monroe Street, Chicago.

Oakey’s
SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” BLACK LEAD

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

REPRESENTATIVE IN CANADA

JOHN FORMAN,
644 Craig Street, MONTREAL.

| eras, Developing Apparatus, ete,,

|
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MAGIC LANTERNS

BIOSCOPES
HUGHES® MARVELLOUS PAMPHENGOS

Finest Oll-Lighted Lantern Extant. Nearly 4,000 sold. 130 Candle Power

Gives brilliant 12 ft, pictures. Further reduced to £3 58, Hand.-
some Biunials Lanterns, £6 10s. Grand Triples, supplied to
Madame Patti, Professor Malden, Royal Polytechnic, Dr. Gratten
Guinness, Magnificently llustrated Catalogue, post free. List
of 60,000 Slides, 6d. post free. Bijou lllustrated Catalogue, etc.,
6d. post free. Cheapest and Best Lantern and Bioscope
Outfits in the World.

Hughes' Bioscope attachment,

Gives 16 ft. pictures.
Reduced to £7 7s

Worth £20.

] Hughes' Drawing Room Cinemat-
3 ograph, £3 3, Complete with Oil Lamp,
w5 Hughes' Imperial Bioscope. A
£5 revelation in Cinematographs, Film regis-
E o tered, reversed and coloured while running.
a® Splendid results, The King of
] Living Picture Machines. From
£21. " A combined lantern and

cinematograph.,

{ Hu‘hoo'OInom-tograph
L Peep 8how. Greatest money-
y taker known. Animated pictures
in the open air for twenty people.
Not a toy. Complete, £21 10s.

Bijou Acetylene ditto, £12 12s.
Delightful results. Coins money.
Grandly Illustrated Catalogue of all Cinematographs, Cam-
post free, 9d. Grandly 1llus-
trated film list, post free, 7d.

THE GREAT LANTERN MOUSE FOR OPTICAL
LANTERNS AND SLIDES

W. C. HUGHES & CO,, Specialists

BREWSTER HOUSE,

82 MORTIMER RD., KINGSLAND, LOﬂdOﬂ, N, Eﬂglﬂﬂd.

TO MOTHERS

CHILDREN TEETHING HAVE ALL
THEIR TROUBLES RELIEVED BY
TAKING THE CELEBRATED

DOCTOR STEDMAN'S
IEETHING POWDERS

TRAD A
ABSOLUTELY FREE FROM MORPHIA
OR OPIUM, HENCE

SAFEST AND BEST

OF ALL CHEMISTS AND STORES

125 NEW NORTH ROAD, LONDON, ENGLAND
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Icilma Fluor Cream owes its unique qualities to the
marvellous tonic, cleansing, healing, and soitening virtues
contained in Icilma Natural Water.

Icilma Fluor Cream suppresses the use of powder, and
is the only cream that helps to prevent the growth of
superfluous hair.

Icilma Fluor Cream contains no grease nor metallic
salts, but makes the skin soft, fresh, and transparent, so
that the blue veins show clear in a rose pearl setting.

\

Icilma Fluor Cream is invaluable for faded com-
plexions, cold winds, chaps, sunburn, blotches, roughness,
redness, and mosquito or gnat bites. Acts immediately,
Deliciously scented

Do not forget that Icilma Natural Water 1s a necessity
in every home and that Icilma Soap is a revelation of
what a complexion and medicinal Soap can be.

Ot nl;"paogtiugr:mists lClLMA CO.’ Ltd.’ gggbol%

\ Cupid Can Sleep Now,

AGENTS FOR WORCESTERSHIRE

Qx&ss % BLAG kg

BY SPECIAL WARRANT PURVEYORS TO THE KING AND
EMPEROR OF INDIA

CELEBRATED OILMAN’S STORES

«“ GRAND PRIX,” PARIS, 1900
The highest possible Award

JOSEPH GILLOTT'S

Of Highest Quality, and Having Greatest 1
Durability are Therefore CHEAPEST

LUBY’S Sasmael
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S. @ H. HARRIS'S

STABLE REQUISITES

KNOWN THE WORLD OVER.
SEVENTY YEARS IN CONSTANT USE IN GREAT BRITAIN.

Sold by all Saddlers and General Merchants.

DIRECTIONS
FOR USING

HARRIS'S
Larness Composilion))

BROWN HARNESS
J/J  BROWN L_EATHER.

DIRECTIONS FOA UBE

Waterproof

Blacking

Does not injure
the leather.

EBONITE

Requires no
brushing

Agents for CANADA—B. & S. H. THOMPSON & CO., Limited, Montreal
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John J. M. Bult

(Dress and Frock Coat Specialist)

140 Fenchurch St., London, E.C.
ENGLAND

CASH TAILOR

Patterns of cloth and self-measurement
forms sent on application.

SOME SPECIALTIES:
Dress Suit (silk lined), from $20.50

Lounge Suit, " $12.00
Norfolk and Knickers, e $16.00
Overcoat, " $15.50

The largest assortment in London
of Tweeds, Cheviots, Flannels, Serges,
Trousermgs, Vestings, and Over-
coatings.

For Illustrated Booklet apply to Tux
' CANADIAN Macazing, Toronto,

STEEDMANS

POWDERS

ARE THE

BEST

FOR

CHILDREN

CARRERAS’ CELEBRATED

MIXTURE
AND NO OTHER..

THE CRAVEN (Mild), Invented by the 3rd Earl of Cravea
HANKEY'S (Medium), or-General Hankey
GUARDS (Full), $ j‘ arreras
MUGG &’ “ “ G
SIL PHILI S (Extra special), Invenkcd by &l Sil Phihp-
SOLE MANUFACTURERS
CARRERAS, Ltd., 7 Wardour St.,
LONDON, W., ENGLAND.
Agents in Montreal -FRASER, VIGER & CO.,
209 and 211 St. James's Street,

DT J.M.BARRIE says:—“WHAT |
CALL THE ARCADIA N
MY LADY NICOTINE' ‘IE |

LAMENESS IN THE HORSE

Its, Cause, Detection,
and Remedy_

With numerous dnagramallc and other illus-
trations, and opinion of Dr. Vicchi, Veterinary
Surgeon to H.M. the King of Italy, leading

trainers, &c.
Sent Post Free on receipt of Two Cent Stamp. =~
PUBLISHED BY

Messrs. STEVENS, St. George’s Mansions
Westminster, London, S.W., England.

EVANS & SONS, Limited, Montreal, Agents for Canada.

v
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POSITION UNRIVALLED IN LONDON, ENGLAND

THE

- LANGHAM
HOTEL

Portland Place and
Regent St., W.

MODERATE TARIFF

MODERN APPOINTMENTS
FOR SI1IX

FRB MONTHS

THE MINING HERALD. Leading Mining and financial
paper, giving valuable information on mining and oil
industries, principal companies, best dividend paying
stocks, and showing how immense profits may be made
on absolutely safe investments. Write for it to-day.
A. L. WISNER & CO., 32 Broadway, New York.

I can sell your Farm, Mill, Store or
- Business of any kind, wherever it is.
. Write to-day for particulars.

W. J. DORAN
Manning Chambers TORONTO

STAMPS

PACKETS OF POSTAGE STAMPS

These packets contain postage stamvs from the British Colonles only
and do not include any surcharged or envelope stamps.

200 all different from St. Helena, Gambia, Rhodesia, British Honduras,
Fiji Islands, Tonga, etc., Including many unused and rare stamps. A
fine packet ; price only, $7.50.

100 wll different from Gold Coast, Hong Kong, Mauritius, Straits Set-
tlements, Trinidad, Transvaal, etc. An excellent packet, Price, 50c.

50 all different from Natal, Jamaica, Cape, etc. Price, 10c.

SETS 10c. EACH
No surcharged or envelope stamps included

20 Australian 4 Leeward Islands 5 Orange River

5 Bermuda 5 Malta 4 Bt. Vincent

7 Br. Guiana 6 Mauritius 4 Bierra Leone

7 Ceylon 5 Natal 6 South Australia
4 Cyprus 3 New Brunswick 6 Tasmania

5 Gold Coast 6 Newfoundland 5 Transvaal

8 Hong Kong 12 New South Wales 10 Victoria

10 Jamaica 10 New Zealand 6 Westralia

Our stock of British Colonials is the finest and largest in the United
Send for copy of our catalogue.

A Magnificent Christmas Gift

THE ROYAL STAMP ALBUM
For the stamps of Great Britain and the British Empire.

This beautiful album contains s{}mre for all postage stamps issued since
1847 (when stamps were first issued) including all stamps of King Edward
issues, being the latest and finest album 1publishod in the world.
Handsomely bound in full cloth, gilt ettering, embossed, $2.00; bound
in extra cloth, gold embossing and lettering, extra blank pages and stubs,

Duty 35 per cent. allowed on Canadian orders; Post free
Send for booklet of this world-famed album.

WE BUY STAMPS

‘We ate liberal buyers of Canada, and all other British Colonial stamps.
If you have old letters look them up for us, as high as $100 is paid K:r
a certain Csma stamp. An illustrated buying list sent for 4¢. in stamps,

THE COLONIAL STAMP COMPANY
Publishers and Stamp Dealers
953 E. 53d Street = = CHICAGO, U.S.A.

THE EMPIRE

Accident and Surety Company

Head Office, Temple Building, London, Ont.

INCORPORATED BY SPECIAL ACT
OF THE DOMINION PARLIAMENT

No better Accident or Sickness

Insurance or Surety Bonding

proposition offered by any

company. And few, if any,
as good.

Get the Agent to show you a Sample
Policy and Bond

A CANADIAN CONCERN




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Y

i y
W y

Toronto Conservatory of Music

SEND FOR NEW ILLUSTRATED CALENDAR.

SIR JOHN A. BOYD, K.CM.G., President.

EDWARD FISHER, Mus. Doc., Musical Director

Url

e ————
KR SCHOQL BUILDING

ST. CATHARINES, ONT. Upper School—Boys preparsd tor the Universities and for business.

RlDLEY COLLEGE, Lower School —A fine new building, under charge of

For Calendar, etc., apply to REV. J. 0. MILLER, M.A., Principal

Havergal College

TORONTO

PRINCIPAL-MIS8 KNOX, University of Oxford, first-
class Cambridge University Diploma in teaching.

Assisted by three Heads of Departments: House—Miss
Edgar, B.A., University of Toronto; Junior House and
School—Miss Wood, B.A., London, England ; Day School—
Miss Jones, L.L.A., St. Andrew’s, and by a staff of twenty-
two resident Mistresses, mostly graduates of English or
Canadian universities, and by thirty visiting teachers and
masters.

Pupils are prepared tor matriculation of the University ot
Toronto, for the Havergal Diploma, and for the examina-
tions in music of the Conservatory and the Toronto College

ot Music, and in art of ** The Royal Drawing Society,” Lon-
don, England.
The College offers exceptional conversational advantages

. in French under a resident French Mistress, assisted by six

resident specialists in modern languages.

Particular attention is given to physical training by two
graduates of the Boston Normal School of Physical Culture,
who reside in the College, and give individual care to the
pupils.

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

The Junior School has its own staff and is entirely separ-
ate from the Upper School. The Curriculum includes,
among other subjects, elementary courses in Cookery,
Wood Carving, Basket Weaving and Domestic Science.

French is taught in the Kindergarten, and is continued by
a graduated course throughout the Junior School.

For information apply to the Bursar,

- P O
i“i)f...' T 3 ESNS) '

COLLEGE BUILDINGS FROM THE SOUTH

ST. ANDREW’S COLLEGE 2

Residential and Day School for Boys TORONTO

Upper and Lower School. Separate Junior Residence.

prepared for Universities, Royal Mi
ness.

H. G. Williams, Esq., B.A., Vice-Principal,

A Boyg
litarv Colleze and Busi-
Rev. D. Bruce Macdonald, M.A., Principal.
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Glen Abawr

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

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

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

Large staff of experienced residential and visiting Pro-
fossors and Teachers,

Puplls are prepared for the Universities, and for the
Music and Singing Exami & fons of Toronto University,
the Toronto Conservatory of Music, and the Toronto
College of Music

The School will re.open on Tuesday, September 12th.

For Prospectus and full information apply to

MISS VEALS,
Lady Principal.

BRANKSOME HALL

A HIGH-CLASS RESIDENTIAL
AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

102 Bloor St. East, Toronto

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

For Circular, apply to Miss Scott.

WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

340 Bloor Street West
TORONTO, CAN.

A residential and day school, well appointed, welb
managed and convenient. Students prepared for
University and Departmental Examinations. Spec-
ialists in each department. Affiliated with the To-
ronto Conservatory of Music. Dr. Edward Fisher,
Musical Director; F. McGillivray Knowles, R.C.A.,
Art Director. For announcement and information,
address the Principals,

MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.
MISS S. E. DALLAS, Mus. Bac.

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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Ursuline Academy

“THE PINES”
Chatham, Ontario

Thorough Course in English, Languages, Music,
Ant, Elocution, Physical Culture and Domestic
Science. lndividuar attention. Pupils prepared
for the University and Departmental Examinations.
Affiliated with the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Extensive and Beautiful Grounds.

For Prospectus apply to
THE MOTHER SUPERIOR

Founded 1865.

TRINITY COLLEGE SCHOOL

Handsome, Modern and Fireproof Buildings—Magnificent and Healthy Situation
NEXT TERM BEGINS JANUARY 11th
Boys are prepared for the Universities, Royal Military College, Professions and Business
Special attention given to younger boys.

FOR CALENDAR AND ALL PARTICULARS APPLY TO

REV. OSWALD RIGBY, M.A. (Cambridge), LL.D., Head Master

PORT HOPE, ONT.

SCHOOL OF MINING

AFFILIATED TO QUEEN'S UNIVERSITY
KINGSTON, ONTARIO

THE FOLLOWING COURSES ARE OFFERED:

1. Four Years’ Course for a Degree
(B. Sc.)

and 2. Three Years’ Course for a Dip-
loma.

(a) Mining Engineering

(b) Chemistry and Mineralogy

(c) Mineralogy and Geology

(d) Chemical Engineering

(e) Civil Engineering

(f) Mechanical Engineering

(g) Electrical Engineering

(h) Biology and Public Health

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

YOUNG MEN AND WOMEN

Should take a course of training in Shorthand and Typewriting

NORTHER

OWEN SOUND, ONT.

There is a large demand for young men stenographers, very
much larger than the supply.

A thorough and practical course, including the following subjects:
Shorthand [Pitman's System), Touch Typewriting, Penmanship,
Spelling, Letter-writing and General Office Practice.

Students admitted at any time. Full particulars sent to any

address free.
Address C. A, FLEMING, Principal.

The Illinois Training School

for Nurses

304 Honore Street, Chicago, Illinois

Founded in 1880. Connected with Cook County
Hospital, Chicago Lying-in Hospital. Offers a
three years’ course of training in nursing to women,
comprising practical and theoretical work and
instruction in hospital wards. Classes and lectures
and an extended course in Dietetics. The school
buildings are separate from the hospitals, being
large, comfortable, well heated, lighted and ventil-
ated, supplied with class rooms well equipped for
teaching. For detailed information apply to Miss
Rosg, Supt., 304 Honore Street, Chicago Illinois.
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Bishop Strachan School

(WYKEHAM HALL)

College Street, Toronto

THIRTY-NINTH YEAR
A CHURCH SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
FULL MATRICULATION COURSE
KINDERGARTEN
For Calendar apply to

MISS ACRES, Lady Principal.

SI. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

TORONTO, ONTARIO

A COLLEGIATE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS AMID EXCEPTIONALLY FINE
SURROUNDINGS

CLASS-ROOMS built specially for the work. There are
ACADEMIC DEPARTMENT-—13 fu"t' emgloycd qualified | also 18 sound-proof piano roop:- ln{l a large Assembly Hall,
ese

teachers, of whom 9are in residence, and of t| are European LARGE LAWNS for games and recreation. Full-sized
trained teachers of Modern Languages. ) out-door skating rink in winter,

=728 VISITING TEACHERS—Music 19, Art 3, Physical RESIDENCE distinct in its management from the school.
Culture 3, Elocution 1, Domestic Science 2. \ | Specialists in every department.

=- @DAILY ATTENDANCE 140, of whom 45 are in residence | RECORI)—I&)H\’): 6 at Toronte University; 3 at Trinity;
classes avcr:;ge 12 each. 8 2 at McGlll; 22 passed examination in Music at Toronto University
«dPREPARATION FOR THE UNIVERSITY a specialty; | and 4§ at Conservatory of Music winning 9 1st and 6 2nd class

utendcdcourseforthonenotcontemplntingnuniver-ity ucation. honors.
ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET FREE TO ANY ADDRESS

GEORGE DICKSON, M.A., Director

MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, Lady Principal [Late Principal Upper Canada College, Toronto)

ONTARIO
SCHOOL OF
PRACTICAL
SCIENCE

TORONTO
Established 1878

The Faculty of Applied
Science and Engineering
of the University

7 of Toronto,
DEPARTMENTS OF INSTRUCTION— .
1.—CIVIL ENGINEERING 2.—~MINING ENGINEERING

3.—MECHANICAL and ELECTRICAL ENGINEERING
4.—ARCHITECTURE 5.—ANALYTICAL and APPLIED CHEMISTRY
6.—CHEMICAL ENGINEERING

The Laboratories in all Departments are fully equipped with the most modern apparatus.
The Calendar, which contains a list showing the positions held by graduates, will be mailed on application.

A. T. LAING, Registrar
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THE ONTARIO AGRICULTURAL COLLEGE
GUELPH, CANADA
Is the only recognized Institution in Ontario granting Professional Degrees in
MANUAL TRAINING.
Our Agricultural courses are systematic, thorough and practical.

Special Short Courses in DAIRYING, STOCK JUDGING and POULTRY

commence in January.
PROSPECTUS GLADLY FURNISHED. SEND FOR ONE (Form B). DO IT NOW

G. C. CREELMAN, BS.A.,, M.S., President

YOU CAN BECOME A

CHARTERED ACCOUNTANT

by using your spare time in taking up the work and examinations of our ex-
cellent MAIL COURSE, prepared and conducted personally by Mr. D. Hoskins,

F.CA., Toronto.
Read what Mr. W. B. Tindall, President of The Institute of Chartered. |
Accountants, and Chairman, Toronto Branch, Canadian Manufacturers’ Asso-
ciation, has to say about it, and then write for particulars.

ADDRESS
E. R. SHAW, MANAGER, CORRESPONDENCE DEPARTMENT

CENTRAL BUSINESS COLLEGE

" TORONTO

Mg. Davip Hosxkins, F.C.A.,
TORONTO.

DeAR SiR:— v 5

I have to acknowledge the receipt of copies of lessons included in your Correspond-
ence Course in Higher Accountancy. I cannot speak too highly of your effort, and
cannot but think that any student using these "helps under your guidance and instruc-
tion will be well repaid, and add extensively to his knowledge of accounts, and more-
over get good value for his money from a purely commercial point of view.

Wishing you every success in your admirable work, I remain,

Sincerely yours,

W. B. TINDALL. W. B. TINDALL
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FOUR CARDINAL POINTS

RUDENT MEN think very carefully over the subject before

insuring their lives, and if they will also carefully examine

into the relative merits of the leading Companies doing business
in Canada they will think most favorably of

OF CANADA.

Because, among other reasons :

(1) It is PURELY MUTUAL and, having no stockholders, ALL 1TS PROFITS
belong to its policyholders who own all its assets and control its affairs
through a Board of Directors ELECTED BY AND FROM AMONG THEMSELVES.

(2) It publishes each year EVERY DETAIL of its business in the press
and in pamphlet form, believing that

PUBLICITY IS THE SEARCHLIGHT WHICH ENABLES THE PUBLIC

TO DISCERN THE MERITS OR DEMERITS OF A LIFE COMPANY.

(3) Its funds are held as TRUST FUNDS and are invested for the SOLE
BENEFIT of its policyholders and their beneficiaries in First Mortgages on
Real Estate, First Mortgage Bonds, Municipal and School Debentures,
and loans on its own policies—ALL GILT-EDGED SECURITIES; and

(4) It is a CanapiaAN Company, managed economically by CANADIANS,
having, as shown by the Government Blue Book, THE LOWEST EXPENSE
RATE of any Canadian Company, while 1T LEADS THEM ALL in the net
amount of business in force GAINED during the last five years—A SURE
TEST OF ITS POPULARITY.

HEAD OFFICE, WATERLOO, ONT.

ROBERT MELVIN, A. HOSKIN, K.C., :
PRESIDENT HON. JUSTICE BRITTON.}"CE'P“‘S"’“TS

GEO. WEGENAST, MANAGER W. H. RIDDELL, SECRETARY
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THE RIGHT WAY

THE ONLY CERTAIN WAY

To make absolute provision for your family in case
of your death is by a Life Insurance Policy.

An Accumulation Policy in the Confederation Life will do this
and will also save money for yourself. Its advantages are many,
its benefits great.

You will find it to your advantage to secure full
particulars.

W. H. BEATTY, President
W. C. MACDONALD, Actuary J. K. MACDONALD, Managing Director

HEAD OFFICE—TORONTO, CANADA
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STRAIGHT INSURANCE

As well the Investment or
Participating plans, the

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE

issues policies on the non-par-
ticipating or without profit sys-
tem at rates as low as con-
sistent with safety. This
enables absolute protection to
be made for dependents without
any investment element.

The strong financial position
of the Company affords unex-
celled security, which should be
the first consideration in effect-
ing insurance.

HOME OFFICE
TORONTO, ONTARIO

J. L. BLAIKIE - - - - President
L. GOLDMAN,A.LA., F.C.A., Man, Director

W. B. TAYLOR, B.A,,LL.B. - Secretary

THE

NORTHERN LIFE

Assurance Company

Closed the half-year showing over
25% more insurance issued than
the same period last year.
Its Policies just meet the wants
of the people and are easily sold.
A few good producing agents
can secure liberal contracts in de-

sirable territory.

Head Office—LONDON, ONT.

JOHN MILNE, Managing Director

T THIS TIME OF YEAR ESPECI-
ALLY, IT IS WELL TO REMEM-
BER THAT THE SUREST WAY TO
PROTECT THE PROFITS OF A
GOOD SEASON IS BY INVESTING
A FAIR PROPORTION OF THE
SURPLUS IN LIFE INSURANGCE.

A CAREFULLY CHOSEN LIFE
POLICY IS ONE OF THE FEW IN-
VESTMENTS ALWAYS WORTH ITS
FACE VALUE.

GREAT-WEST POLICIES COVER
EVERY POSSIBLE REQUIREMENT.
LOW RATES, HIGH PROFITS TO
POLICYHOLDERS, AND UNQUES-
TIONED SECURITY, ARE THE ELE-
MENTS THAT ACCOUNT FOR THE
COMPANY’'S RAPID GROWTH.

FULL INFORMATION WILL BE
CHEERFULLY FURNISHED ON RE-
QUEST.

THE GREAT-WEST LIFE
ASSURANCE COMPANY

EHEAD OFFICE—-WINNIPEG
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid up . . $1,000,000
Reserve Fund . . . $1,000,000

DIRECTORS
R. H. WARDEN, D.D., PRESIDENT. S. J. MOORE, EsQ., VICE-PRESIDENT.
D. E. THOMSON, K.C. HIS HONOR W. MORTIMER CLARK, K.C.
THOS. BRADSHAW, EsgQ. JOHN FIRSTBROOK, EsQ.

HEAD OFFICE:
Canada Life Building, 40-46 King Street West - TORONTO
W. D. ROSS, GENERAL MANAGER.

BRANCHES
Bancrort East ToronTO Picron IN TORONTO—CaNADA Lirk BuiLping
BriGoeN HarrowsmiTa STREETSVILLE Corner CoLLEGE AND BATHURST STRERTS
BROCKVILLE MirToN SurTon West CorNEr DUNDAS AND ARTHUR STREETS
BrusseLs NorTH AUGUSTA WeLLINGTON

Corner Querny axp McCavr StrErTS
ELMIRA PETROLIA

A GENERAL BANKING BUSINESS TRANSACTED

DRAFTS BOUGHT AND SOLD LETTERS OF CREDIT ISSUED

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL BRANCHES

INTEREST AT HIGHEST RATES ALLOWED -ADDED TWICE A YEAR

X X
YOUR

The
executorl | London Life

The Executor of your Estate should ansurance Company

be competent, experienced and A Purely Canadian Company
thoroughly reliable. This Company,
with its wide experience, large
Capital and Reserve and reliable
management, is in a position to

All investments are of an absolutely

settle the affairs of your Estate non-speculative nature.
economically and with the utmost 4 ey
fidelity to the instructions con- Surplus. 8:pp0rtloned to with-profit
tained in your will. policies under present rates
strictly in accordance with
estimates.
NATION L ST Write for parti t
COMPANY, LIMITED r particulars to
22 King Street East, Toronto HEAD OFFICE

x—x LONDON, - CANADA
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Bank of Hamilton

Bl of Dliectare . 5%% Interest on DEPOSITS.

HONSWILLIAM GIBSON.... 0.0 5. 0. 05 President Paid half-yearly on
J. TURNBULL.... : Vice-President and General Manager . .
Joun PROCTOR, Hon. Joun S, HeNDRIE, the dally balance' SUb’QCt tO
GEORGE RUTHERFORD, Crarres C. DarLron, cheque.

Cyrus A, BirGe.
H. M. Watson, Assistant General Manager and Superintendent

o Reanhe. 4 Interest paid half-yearly
HEAD OFFICE - HAMILTON, ONT. on DEBENTURES. Re-
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Nenticles Capital Subscribed - - $2,500,000
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:\Hun o (;lmln!nm-, Man. “I;ll:md :{(nlzun}:l, Mns.‘ ” Capltal Paid Up 1,250,000
Atwood Gorrie Milton Saskatoon, N.W.T.
Battleford, NWT. Grimsby Mitchell Stmcoe Reserve - - - - - 800,000
Beamsville Hagersville Minnedosa, Man Snulh:unﬁhm
Berlin Hamilton Miami, Man, Stonewall, Man. . = “ i
Blyth = Deering Br. Moorefield, Ont. Teeswater Total Assets 7’046‘397
Brandon, Man, “ Barton 8t. Moose Jaw,N.W.T. Toronto—
Brantford i East End  Morden, Man, Queen & Spadina
Carberry, Man. - Wes Niagara Falls College & Ossing'n
Carman, Man.  Hamiota, Man Niagara FallsSouth Toronto Junction

Chesley Indian Head,N.W.T. Orangeville Vancouver, B.C.

Delhi Jarvis, Ont, Owen Sound Wingham

Dundas Kamloops, B.C. Palmerston Winkler, Man.

Dundalk Killarney, Man, Pilot Mound, Man. Winnipeg, Man.

Dunnville Listowel Plum Coulee, Man. Winnipe;

» Man. —
Fernie, B.C. Lucknow Port Elgin . Grain Exchange
Fordwich Manitou, Man, Port Rowan Wroxeter

Correspondents in United States.—New York—Fourth National Bank
and l[mm&?r National Bank Boston—International Trust Co Buffalo— LOA N &SAVINGS cqu
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Correspondence Solicited
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ASSURANCE COMPANY

HEAD OFFICE

HAMILTON, CANADA

Capital and Assets - - - $3,018,778 387
Paid to Policyholders in 1904 198,911 34
Assurance written in 1904 - - 3,010,499 50

Most Desirable Policy Contracts

DAVID DEXTER .
President and Managing Dlrecbop
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I'T IS ASFACT

which may be verified by a reference to the

Government Blue Books, that

THE IMPERIAL LIFE

ASSURANCE COMPANY OF CANADA

has built up for itself a record unequalled in the

history of Canadian Life Assurance. Note its

growth in the past, and note especially that the

reserves show the largest proportionate increase from
year to year. The reserve fund is the policy-
holders’ bulwark, and the Imperial’s motto is
“FIRST AND PARAMOUNT, ABSOLUTE
SECURITY TO POLICYHOLDERS.”

DEc. 31sT. | ToraL CasH

]
L e . | RESERVES. ASSETS. SUSURARRES

FORCE.

1897 | $ 37,416.09 5 $ 38,426 | $ '336,247.89 $ 1,185,725
95

1898 | 167,410.88 180,761 677,061.71 4,169,125
1899 | 321,523.20 | 434,112 930,443.28 7,134,625
1900 | 294,852.04 | 597,488 | 1,102,092.24 9,226,350
1901 | 360,180.95 | 798,785 | 1,344,127.61 | 10,524.731
1902 | 481,220.14 | 1,102,531 | 1,660,777.19 | 13,384,119
1903 | 577,166.54 | 1,428,637 | 2,013,888.47 | 15,408,442

1904 = 696,885.25 @ 1,768,706 2,404,940.57 17,672,050

HEAD OFFICE,. . TORONTO
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Copyright 1905, Armour & Company

Armour’s Extract of Beef Calendar Offer

Our 1906 Calendar presents six new heads, typifying ideal American womanhood, drawn by the follow-
ing well known artists: C. Allan Gilbert, Henry Hutt, Harrison Fisher, Thomas Mitchell Peirce, Hazel
Martyn and F. S. Manning. Arranged in six sheets (sxze. 10 x 15), tied with ribbon for hanging, will be
sent postpaid to any address on receipt of twenty-five cents or metal cap from a jar of

ARMOUR’S EXTRACT o BEEF

The Best Extract of the Best Beef for Soups, Sauces, Gravies and Beef Tea.

ﬁ‘ We have a small edition of calendar designs as art plates (11 x17
Art Plate O er mche<) for home decorating. Single plates will be mailed postpaid
for twenty-five cents each, or the six complete, by prepaid express, $1.00. One metal cap from jar of
Extract good for single sheet, or six caps for complete set.

Armour & Company, Chicago




P e

PR




THE HOLY NIGHT

From the painting by Correggio—Dresden Gallery
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Andrea Del Sarto

““The Faultless Painter’’

By HERBERT M. VAUGHAN

““ All is silver-grey,
Placid and perfect with my art.”
—Robert Browning.

IKE so many others of the
great Italian painters An-
drea Vanucchi is universally
§| known to us by his nick-
=% name of Del Sarto, given to
him as being the son of a tailor (sartor).
Born at Florence about the year 1487, and
dying on January 22nd, 1531, Andrea del
Sarto was a close contemporary of Raphael,
of Michelangelo, and of many other famous
artists of the Renaissance. As a youth
Andrea studied under Piero di Cosimo, a
mediocre draughtsman though a fine
master of colour, and whilst still very
young was sent to Rome where, according
to tradition, he became so nervous and
faint-hearted at seeing the magnificent
works with which Raphael and Michel-
angelo, under the patronage of the warlike
Pope Julius II, were then adorning the
Vatican, that he was only too thankful to
exchange the splendours of the Papal
capital for the familiar scenes of his native
city. In fact, with the exception of this
early visit to Rome, and of his subsequent
engagement at the French Court (of which
we shall speak presently) the whole of
Andrea’s life was passed in Florence, so
that it is in the Florentine churches and
galleries alone that his work can be prop-
erly studied and appreciated; indeed,
pictures by this master outside Florence
itself are comparatively rare.
To Andrea’s earlier years belong the
beautiful but fast-fading frescoes, depict-
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ing scenes from the life of St. John the
Baptist, which he painted in monochrome,
or chiaroscuro, on the walls of the tiny
cloister of the Scalzo. This work was
followed a little later by the truly splendid
series of frescoes, all radiant with colour,
that Andrea executed for the monks of the
Servite Order in the entrance court of
their grand new church of the Annunziata.
Of these last the bright, graceful composi-
tion known as the “Birth of the Virgin,”
a simple domestic scene treated in the
dignified Italian manner, is considered by
modern critics as “an instance of the
highest level, in point of execution, at-
tained by fresco.” His marked success as
a painter of wall-surfaces now caused
Andrea’s acknowledged skill to be called
into requisition for easel pictures, chiefly
altar-pieces for the various Florentine
churches and private chapels. One of
these works—a Pieta, or figure of the dead
Christ—found its way by chance in 1516
into France, where it so delighted that
generous, art-loving monarch, Francis I,
that he immediately sent the young painter
a cordial invitation to transfer his studio to
Paris. This promise of royal patronage
was undoubtedly the one great chance of
Andrea’s life, but the artist’s timid nature
and unambitious mind prevented him
from taking full advantage of such a
golden opportunity. Perhaps King Fran-
cis’ offer came too late; for Andrea had
already married, much to the annoyance
both of his patrons and of his pupils, a
certain Lucretia del Fede, a young widow,
beautiful indeed, but selfish, ill-tempered
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and unfaithful. Regretfully leaving be-
hind him his wife, to whom he was passion-
ately attached, the artist in 1518 set out
without enthusiasm for Paris, where he
was warmly received by the French King;
but after a very short residence at court,
Andrea somehow contrived to obtain
leave to re-visit Florence on a matter of
business. The King, relying on his Italian
guest’s good faith, advanced him money
both for the purposes of travelling and for
the purchase of certain works of art in
Italy; but not only did Andrea break his
word by not returning to Paris, but also,
presumably at his wife’s suggestion, mis-
appropriated the sum entrusted him by
Francis. From this time onward, until his
“death at the premature age of forty-three,
Andrea continued to live in Florence an
'object of mingled pity and contempt,
though the powerful Medici princes and
various nobles and priests gave him numer-
ous commissions. To this last sad period
of his career belong some of his best works
that now adorn the three great galleries of
Florence; works in which there appear
again and again with monotonous regu-
larity the calm, proud features of the worth-
less Lucretia, who invariably posed as her
husband’s model for the Madonna. Pov-
erty-stricken and miserable owing to the
continual extravagance and misbehaviour
of his wife, Andrea in 1531 finally fell ill
of the plague, and abandoned alike by
friends and family, died all alone in a house
that is still standing close to the great
Church of the Annunziata that his art had
done so much to enrich. Here in this splen-
did building the unhappy painter was given
a humble funeral; and here in after years—
if the popular story can be trusted—used
to sit Lucretia, when a withered old hag,
begging alms of the passers-by, and ex-
citing their interest and compassion by
pointing to the picture of herself in her
youth and beauty that her dead hus-
band had portrayed in the fresco of the
“Madonna del Sacco” over the entrance
door.

Andrea del Sarto undoubtedly occupies
a very high place amongst the great Ital-
ian masters of the Renaissance; and like
Correggio, with whom he has not a few
points in common, his art may best be
described as affording an example of self-

taught genius. His original teacher,
Piero di Cosimo, he very early surpassed,
and though the influences of Michelangelo,
of Leonardo da Vinci, and even of Albert
Durer are sometimes traceable in his
methods, yet it would be impossible to
state that any one of these great contem-
porary painters was directly responsible
for the productions of the Sarto’s brush.
Of his own pupils the best known is Fran-
cia, of whose pictures the National Gallery
of London owns some fine examples, al-
though of Andrea himself it possesses only
one good specimen—the “Portrait of a
Young Man,” commonly said to be a like-
ness of the painter.

Of Andrea’s existing works, almost all
of which, as we have said before, are to be
found in Florence, we have already alluded
to the frescoes of the Annunziata, which,
though decayed and fading, are still reck-
oned amongst the artist’s most attractive
compositions, exhibiting well his marvel-
lous correctness of drawing, his soft and
delicate, yet cheerful and varied schemes
of colour, and his skill in the grouping of
numerous figures. A far better preserved,
yet less known work, is the truly glorious
fresco of the ““ Last Supper” (Il Cenacolo)
on the refectory walls of an obscure con-
vent in the suburb of San Salvi; a com-
position which ranks second only to Leo-
nardo’s world-famous but half-ruined
wall painting of the same subject at Milan.
Another fine work by Andrea is the
“Caesar receiving Tribute,” in the royal
villa of Poggio Cajano near Florence, in
which the addition of fantastic buildings,
of strange birds and animals, and of peas-
ants and soldiers, suggests the influence of
the rising Venetian school. With the ex-
ception of this little known fresco and of
a few portraits practically the whole of
Andrea’s work deals with sacred subjects,
although many of the figures compos-
ing them are represented in the Italian
dress of the pericd, and likenesses of
leading personages are frequently intro-
duced. :

We have selected for reproduction here
four of Andrea’s choicest works. The
first, which is usually called the “Madonna
di San Francesco,” now one of the chief
treasures of the vast Uffizi Gallery of Flor-
ence, is universally acknowledged as the
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MADONNA OF ST. FRANCIS

Sometimes known as “Our Lady of the Harpies” from the decorations on the pedestal.
From the painting by Andrea Del Sarto in the Uffizi Gallery.

painter’s masterpiece. “Nothing,” says
Sir Charles Eastlake, “can exceed the
harmonious fusion of tones in which the
outlines of the work are almost obliterated,
yet the figures stand boldly out before the
spectator, especially that of the Virgin,
raised on a richly carved marble pedestal,
which is supported by two rosy, laughing
cherubs with iridescent wings. Here the
deep crimson dress and gold-edged blue
robe of the Madonna blend well with St.
John’s mantle of a shade of scarlet especi-
ally affected by Andrea; whilst this varied

mass of colour is well balanced by the
sober figure on the right of St. Francis of
Assisi, who wears the coarse faded brown
habit of his order. Although wanting, as
usual, in the deep spiritual feeling that
constitutes the primary charm in all Ra-
phael’s sacred pictures, Andrea’s group of
the Virgin and her two attendant saints is
most dignified and serene; moreover, his
almost unrivalled skill in depicting the
charms of childhood appears here to great
advantage in the graceful forms of the
infant Christ and the two cherubs below.
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MADONNA OF THE SACK—FRESCO IN CHURCH OF THE ANNUNZIATA

Photograph by Alinari, Florence

Hanging in the same room of the Uffizi
Gallery is another beautiful but far sim-
pler work by Andrea, the Apostle James
sheltering two orphan children, delightful,
quaint little figures in white dresses and
hoods. This picture, which originally
served asa processional banner for a public
orphanage in Florence, was greatly esteem-
ed by that talented writer on sacred art,
the late Mrs. Jameson, who describes it
as “‘admirable for its vivid colouring as
well as for the Saint’s benign attitude and
expression.” Here the green tunic and
bricky-red mantle of St. James, the gleam-
ing white dresses of the two boys and the
peaceful country scene of the background
all combine to make a delightful harmony
in red, white and green. Our third illus-
tration is taken from that most famous of
all Andrea’s frescoes at the Annunziata,
the ““Madonna del Sacco,” beneath which
the artist’s widow is said to have sat beg-
ging in her old age. This work, though
much injured and rapidly decaying, is one
of the painter’s best known and most popu-

lar compositions, since it was finely en-
graved by Morghen and has in recent
times been reproduced in colour by the
English “Arundel Society.” St. Joseph
in a violet robe is reclining against a sack
of wheat (which gives its popular name to
the picture), whilst he reads aloud to the
listening Virgin who is represented in a
rose-red robe with a green veil and on her
head the white kerchief with which Andrea
almost invariably depicts his wife. Both
blue and yellow drapery are introduced, yet
in spite of the multiplicity of colours the
whole effect is marvellously soft and sub-
dued. Our fourth and last reproduction
is that of ““St. John the Baptist as a youth”’
—“Il San Giovannino”—a small pic-
ture in the Pitti Palace, that is frequently
copied by artists. In this work the youth-
ful saint’s scarlet cloak and the warm flesh
tints of his naked body stand out sharply
against the rich browns and sombre shades
of the background, making very pleasing
effects of light and shade. It is a charm-
ing little composition, possessing more

SO——
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THE APOSTLE JAMES WITH TWO ORPHANS
From the painting by Andrea Del Sarto in the Uffizi Gallery.
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ST. JOHN THE BAPTIST, AS A BOY

From the painting by Andrea Del Sarto in the Pitti Palace Gallery.

spirituality than is usual with Andrea’s
calm, correct and somewhat mannered
art, and it is much to be regretted that it
has been greatly injured by wholesale and
injudicious restorations.

We will conclude this little sketch of
Andrea del Sarto by quoting the apprecia-

tive criticism of his biographer, the literary
painter, Vasari, who calls him “the most
faultless painter of the Florentines, for per-
fectly understanding the¥principles of
chiaroscuro, representing the distinctness
of objects in shadow, and for painting with
a truly natural sweetness.”



A GROUP OF PROMINENT PERSONS VISITING THE

NEW PROVINCES

Hon. Mr. Paterson, Sir Gilbert Parker, Sir Wilfrid Laurier, Lady Grey, Lord Grey, Lady Laurier
and Lady Evelyn Grey.

Photograph by Sumner W. Matheson

Canada, After Twenty Years

By SIR GILBERT PARKER

] T is twenty years since I
7 | turned my steps towards the
Southern Seas from the land
where I was born. During
that time I have returned to
the Dominion at intervals for short visits,
the longest of them being that of 18go,
when I saw the country from Rimouski to
Nanaimo, and renewed my relations with
“the better half of the American continent”
after a five years’ sojourn in Australia, the
Islands of the South, and England. That
is the only occasion in which I have seen
Canada in summer-time in twenty years,
till this past summer Previously it had
been my fortune to find myself on the old
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trails in early spring, in late autumn, or
in winter-time.

But 1905 must ever be memorable to me
for a new and thrilling impression of a
great and beautiful land. . From the hour
when the lichen-covered -coast of New-
foundland, with a procession of icebergs
of exquisite architecture and primeval
whiteness met my eye on the eighth of
August last till the afternoon of the six-
teenth of September, when I left behind
me in the sunset light the faintly-tinted
heights of the Ottawa River, and pulled
away towards the blue hills of Vermont,
en route to New York, I saw one long pan-
orama of beauty, the richness of a prom-
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ised land which was fulfilling its long-tried
promise. It was with a gasp of pleasure
almost that I saw again that lovely valley
of the Niagara Peninsula in which the
towns of Dundas, St. Catharines and Ham-
ilton lie. A little mist, a great deal of sun,
the church spires here and there, the un-
dulating wooded spaces stretching away in
a delicate richness of air and verdure to the
blue softness of the horizon—it was a scene
for the brush of a Corot or a Constable. At
every leap of the mind’s eye the same
sweet experience makes the blood beat
faster—the Saguenay, Tadousac, and
Murray Bay, whose air is like that at La
Turbie above Monte Carlo, whose scenery
the Mediterranean has nothing in simple
beauty to surpass, whose sunsets have a
«charm which allure the memory long after.
A hundred times when I was on the St.
Lawrence this summer, at Dorval, at
Murray Bay, at Lachine, upon Mount
Royal, Matthew Arnold’s words came
10 me:

“Ere the passing hours go by,
Quick, thy tablets, memory!”

It was the call of the heart and mind on
the St. Lawrence; it had an iteration in
the sylvan outskirts of Toronto, on the Bay
of Quinte—sacred to the fame of the Em-
pire Loyalists—at Fort William and Port
Arthur, at Keewatin and Rat Portage, at
Edmonton—at Edmonton and Strathcona,
where nature has given a site for a great
city unsurpassed in charatcer and delight-
fulness in any part of the world. But yet
of all that the eye saw nothing was so full
of fascination, of inspiring charm, as the
vast unfenced spaces in Manitoba and
Sackatchewan covered by a golden sea of
ripened or ripening wheat. A yellow
splendour, in which here and there in the
wide prospect great columns of smoke rose
up—the straw and chaff from the huge
steam threshers which turned those plains
of waving wheat into gold. How many
times when on that journey to Edmonton
and returning did I wish that I could have
brought with me to see ““the promise of the
land, the hope of the year,” the six hundred
and eighty members who belong to the
Imperial Parliament!

Little Englandism could have short life
in that Empire of the West, where nature,

however insistent that you should learn
her idiosyncrasies as they exist in that
northland, is also prodigal in her return for
the solicitous care with which you have
studied and humoured her. She has in-
sisted that you should learn when to sow
and how to sow, that you be not disappoint-
ed in your reaping. Frost, the enemy, in
time became frost the friend, nourishing
the soil and nurturing the young plant
which struck its roots into the frost fear-
lessly. Nature loves to be wooed by
Science, and that is why she is giving fall
wheat in dry belts in Alberta, which at one
time were believed to be doomed to non-
production except perhaps through an ex-
pensive system of irrigation such as the
Canadian Pacific Railway and the Mor-
mon settlement have established, the latter
with great success. A scientific cultiva-
tion of fall wheat is solving the question,
and 83,000 bushels of fall wheat from that
district three years ago have become
2,000,000 bushels in 1905.

And is there anything more beautiful to
the human eye than “corn in the ear,” than
the fulness of that first industry which the
world knew—agriculture? It has no look
like materialism—even at forty bushels to
the acre and at ninety cents per bushel!
It has the merit of comeliness. Even
when it is most successful it looks more
human, less material than a woollen mill,
a foundry, or.a glass factory, or even a
distillery! 1t gives national character
strength, force and steadiness; it gives
national physique staying power, propor-
tion, and the primary elements of beauty;
it forms a reliable basis for all calculation
of the national wealth; it is the foundation
of industrial enterprise, for from the de-
mands of the farmer comes the industrialist
to supply them. And the farmer in Cana-
da has become potent during the past
twenty years. Co-operation and scien-
tific education have played their part, and
railways have played their part, and new
blood has played its part; and the farmer
has come to realise that he is no longer at
the mercy of the tariff of the United States
at the south, and that all he produces has
a certain market across the seas—except
when he plays tricks with his butter and
his cheese and his fruit, and prejudices his
market against him. The price he gets for
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all general farm produce is fifty per cent.
and seventy-five per cent. higher than he
got twenty years ago. In other words,
Canada has grown wealthier, wages have
gone up, labour costs more, progress has
sent up rents in towns and cities, most of
what the consumer imports costs more
because of the increasing cost of living in
exporting countries—and the Canadian
farmer has the benefit, for his prices have
gone up out of proportion to this increased
cost of living. He has vastly improved his
material condition—is he improving his
moral condition?

I do not believe commercial morality is
quite as high in Canada as it was twenty
years ago; and the farmer has shared in
the tendency to moral decline. It is offen-
sive to every Canadian that the national
good name should be injured abroad
by the shameful processes resorted to by
farmers in selling their raw products in the
English market. It is a reflection upon
our integrity that.in the sale of wheat one
kind is sold—say to Japan—and another
and poorer kind is delivered, at the same
price. Once there was nothing of that
kind in Canada, and once Canadian fin-
ance was above suspicion, and Canadian
political life and its sporting life were com-
mended and commendable in the eyes of
the world. From all I have seen and
heard of late, the warnings of certain pub-
lic journals, and of ministers of the gospel
are not unwarranted. ‘““Sharp practice”
seems to pass as ‘“‘part of the commercial
game,” bribery and indirect and direct
corruption are more than hinted at as
existing in the political field, and sport has
become more and more a professional
business—the soul has gone out of it. It
would not seem that the grosser forms of
materialism have gone very far, but they
have enough impulse and influence to
need correction. I believe that one of the
natural correctives lies in the passion for
education which possesses the Canadian
people. If that does not also become
merely a means of getting on in the world,
if it manifests its higher influences by a
cultivation of art, literature, reading, his-
tory, the care of national monuments and
historical associations; if it urges the
minds of the young to the higher patriot-
ism, to the’choice of professions which
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stimulate the better faculties and are not
devoted to the making of money alone,
then the future has hope indeed.

One thing is clear, a national life, a real
national life has developed these past
twenty years, a real national spirit. Ca-
nada has found herself. Twenty years
ago the question was, Whither now? That
question is no longer asked. The country,
its people, know where they are going;
there is no longer national uncertainty;
the Canadian stands no longer at the cross-
roads—he is on the straight path of his
destiny; national expansion under the
British flag, complete control of his own
internal affairs, but sharing in the general
responsibilities of the Empire to which he
belongs, by pursuing a policy in keeping
with the general necessities as to defence
and the relations of Great Britain and all
the other colonies to foreign countries and
to each other. The Canadian sees his
industrial, commercial and agricultural
future clearly. He knows his goal, and
he knows that he can get there without
concessions from the United States, which
refused him commercial fair-play for so
long. He knows that he can now com-
mand American capital for his enterprises,
and that he can control that capital; that
he can prevent the growth of tyrrany of
wealth as it exists in the United States.
He recognises that, at any rate, neither law
nor its administration can be purchased
in Canada; and he is master of the situa-
tion. Canada realises that she has a great
industrial future to march with her agri-
cultural future, and confidence is the key-
note of the life of the Dominion—
confidence without bombast or “blowing.”

In twenty years Toronto has ceased to
be a provincial town, and it has become a
metropolis, with fine architecture, and with
the shop windows (and the shops are
splendid) filled with articles of the most
refined and luxurious kind, as near to the
centre of fashion in all forms of produc-
tion as Paris or London. People dress
better than they did twenty years ago—
style and refinement are everywhere;
hotels have improved beyond calculation,
and the cooking has advanced greatly. In
a club in Montreal or Toronto now, you
can get something more than ““a cut off the
joint.” Simplicity with elegance mark
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the catering. And here I want to record
an impression which I am certain is cor-
rect. Canada is daily becoming more
sober, and wine and liquors are drunk less
and less. The old habit in small villages
and country towns of “having a spree” is
becoming a thing of the past. Here is one
of the effects of a sane materialism. The
contest in trade and commerce and indus-
try is becoming too keen for men to run the
risk of muddled heads or lax energies.
This way safety lies.

In one things I am disappointed. I do
not see that in twenty years a single step
has been taken forward in the cultivation
of art, or the national encouragement of
art. The material progress has been im-
mense, railways have brought general in-
telligence with general prosperity; but
I see nothing of the cultivation of a love of
art, of the finer senses and perceptions.
Art stands where it did twenty years ago.
A few private collectors in Montreal and
Toronto have gathered together pictures
of value from Europe, but the public of
Canada cannot to-day see a single per-
manent collection of even good water-
colour drawings, to say nothing of oils, by
modern masters even. It is a little less
than a disgrace that Canada should not
have an art gallery—1I do not mean a build-
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ing alone, as some of the Canadian news-
papers have suggested that I meant, but a
collection of pictures of merit and worth
drawn from the capitals of the world, and
reinforced by pictures from Canadian
artists who reach the necessary standard—
and there is only one standard for art.
There are three really good art galleries in
Australia. At least thirty thousand dol-
lars is spent yearly in the Commonwealth
for pictures by such men as Alma Tadema,.
Leighton, Millais, de Neuville, Lembach,
and so on. Yet Canada has not a single
great picture owned by the nation, nor a
national gallery, nor a pound set apart for
this necessary education of the higher and
finer faculties of the people. Only a bar-
ren national life in the end can come of
such conditions. The imagination must
be cultivated or stimulated, or education
itself will have at last a deadening effect:
its offspring will be monotony, and inven-
tion, statesmanship—enterprise itself will
suffer. A nation must not be narrow; ‘it
must have a well-rounded life; it must
cultivate the humanities somewhere else
than “inside college walls, where, indeed,
too little is done in that direction in
Canada, or it will find gone from its
people in the end the soul of things that
matter.

The Flight of Time

BY INGLIS MORSE

THE voiceless stars of night
Look down upon us in their flight:

It was the same in ages long ago,

When the Greek discours’d upon the world’s
vast ebb and flow,

Or the star of Bethlehem proclaimed

The Child, whose life the world has shamed.

And tho’ the outer sphere has changed,

The inner man—the Soul—has rang’d

The scale from darkness unto morn

Wherein new hopes are born,

And men look to the face of Christ and say,

“Behold, the Old has pass’d away!” s




WILLIAM WILFRED CAMPBELL

Canadian Celebrities

No. 66

JWENTY years ago, a reader
| of the Christmas number of
| Varsity laid the college jour-
nal down with the comment:
A } “I *don’t know anything
about the writer of ‘Orpheus,” but four
lines ought to be immortal. They are
the work of the true poet.” The four
memorable lines have lingered with many
who read them, associating themselves
with the very soul of music:

‘“And youth forgot its passion,
And age forgot its woe,
And life forgot that there was death,
Before such music’s flow.”
The recent publication of a collec-
tion of Mr. Campbell’s poems, including
“all, not dramatic in form, which the
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MR. WILFRED CAMPBELL

N

author cares to preserve,” naturally leads
one who has read his succeeding vol-
umes with increasing interest to review
his work and consider his place in the
literary world of to-day.

Mr. Campbell was born in jthe On-
tario town of Berlin in 1861, but his boy-
hood days were spent in the lake region,
its beauty making an appeal to a nature
singularly sensitive to the wide, free
places of the earth. After a course of
study at the University of Toronto and
at the University of Cambridge, Massa-
chusetts, he was ordained as a clergy-
man of the Church of England in 1885.
He was in charge of a New England
parish, and afterwards was rector in St.
Stephen, New Brunswick. In 1891 Mr.
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Campbell retired from the ministry and
removed to Ottawa, where, chiefly through
the interest of Sir Wilfrid Laurier, he
was given a position in the Civil Service,
and there he has since remained. It will
thus be seen that Mr. Campbell is en-
tirely of “our own people,” and while
the deepest poetry is universal and ap-
peals to the world of humanity where
we all are kin, the country where he was
born and where he has worked may be
justly proud of the poet who was long
ago recognised as the first singer of the
nation. It is somewhat amusing to
read paragraphs, written evidently by
juvenile scribes, regarding Mr. Camp-
bell’s recent volume and Mr. Carnegie’s
“library edition,” as if the poet were yet
unknown, and were being pushed into
fame by the Laird of Skibo. Years ago,
when the enterprising young persons who
so glibly display their ignorance of what
has been going on in the literary world,
were beginning the study of fractions,
the poems of Wilfred Campbell were ap-
pearing in such publications as “Harp-
er’s Monthly,” “The Century” and “The
Atlantic Monthly,” while their merit re-
ceived recognition from the leading literary
authorities of the day, including the ex-
acting and fastidious ‘“ Athenzum.”

In 1889 the volume “Lake Lyrics”
was published, and concerning it the
“Athenzum” critic said: “Mr. Camp-
bell has a genuine passion for his lakes,
and in his verse they become wonderfully
significant, impressive. The changes of
the seasons’ around them, their own
changes under varying skies, the flight
of the gulls over them, the sound of the
birds calling in the forests—all these
things—so strange to us—have passed
expressively into the verses in which Mr.
Campbell has sung of his world of ‘vapour
and blue.”” The songs of the lakes are
essentially the utterance of youth, but
they have a strength and sweetness
which give assurance of a new strain.
The surge and swing of the sea are heard
in the lines of most of England’s poets,
from Shakespeare to Swinburne. Ca-
nada’s marvellous life of the lakes has
found in these lyrics its only adequate
description. To know the lakes is to
recognise that the poet has heard their
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beating and been thrilled by their, wild
loveliness. Whether it is the‘ heaving
pearl” of a summer bay, the ““throbbing
and thunder” of great Huron or the
stern grandeur of the “mighty Cape' of
Storms,” the poet has known these
things and tells of them in words that
gleam and ripple and foam. There}is
deeper music in his later verse; but no
Canadian, into whose soul the beauty of
the wild waters has entered, can for-
get the lighter melody of this earliest
volume. {

In 1893 followed ‘“The Dread Voy-
age,” in 1895 the tragedies ‘“‘Mordred”’
and “Hildebrand,” also “The Brocken-
fiend,” in 1896 ‘“Daulac,” in 1899
“Beyond the Hills of Dream.” ‘“Morn-
ing” and “Robespierre” are his latest
dramas. ‘“Mordred” is almost painful
in subject, although it is strong and re-
morseless in its grip. It is closer to the
Arthurian legend than the Tennysonian
“Idylls,” but is over-grim for the public
taste, which is too much given to fairy-
tale conclusions. The songs are snatches
of veritable music, but so far there has
been too much of the subjective tinge in
Mr. Campbell’s dramas to make them
authentic plays. But it is the opinion of
many that the poet has been emerging
from the self-consciousness of his earlier
work, and that his dramatic power will
yet find fitting expression. Whatever
may be thought of the ‘“acting quali-
ties’’ of ““Mordred” and the later dramas,
their strength and originality are abun-
dantly manifest.

In his introduction to the collected
poems Mr. Campbell says: “After all,
the real root of all poetry . . . is in
the human heart . . . It is man the
hoper, man the dreamer, the eternal
child of delight and despair, whose ideals
and desires are ever a lifetime ahead of
his greatest accomplishments, who is the
hero of nature and the darling of the
ages.” It is not strange, then, that we
find “Elemental and Human Verse” in
the first place in his book, and among
more than thirty poems of this class
there are several which have the highest
inspiration. “Lines on a Skeleton” will
be regarded as one of the writer’s noblest
achievements, for in it he has united
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profound thought and lofty imagination:

“This was the mightiest house that God e’er
made,

This roofless mansion of the incorruptible,

These joists and bastions once bore walls
as fair

As Solomon’s palace of white ivory.

Here majesty and love and beauty dwelt,

Shakespeare’s wit from these lorn walls
looked down,

Sadness like the autumn made it bare,

Passion like a tempest shook its base,

And joy filled all its halls with ecstasy.”

There are many poems which tempt
the reviewer to complete quotation,
whether it is the defiant “The Lyre
Degenerate,” the exquisite ‘“House of
Dreams,” or the dramatic *‘ Unabsolved.”
One can only say that in these first poems
the author amply shows his sympathy
with the deepest things of life, and his
power of interpreting the moods of as-
piration and despair which are the lot
of humanity. Mr. Campbell has noth-
ing in common with the decadent
modern wailer, whose philosophy it
would be flattery to term Epicurean.
He has been accused of pessimism in
sentiment, but the charge is made by
the superficial reader. It must be re-
membered that Mr. Campbell has much
of the Celt in his temperament, with all
the Celtic response to mystery and ““di-
vinest melancholy.” What has re-
cently been said of Watts may be true
of our Canadian poet: “The unan-
swered question, the mystery of exist-
ence, had more power to stimulate the
imagination of the Celt than had the
glory and the joy of a fixed faith.”

Mr. Campbell is emphatic to intensity,
and this quality is occasionally an artistic
drawback inasmuch as he knows so well
what he thinks, and is so determined to
express it, that the form sometimes suf-
fers. He has prejudices and is proud of
them, and while he may excite opposi-
tion, he will be neither dull nor common-
place. It is possible to quarrel with him,
but not to be bored by him. However,
his few moments of metrical careless-
ness are easily forgotten in his hours of
genuine inspiration. His poem “The
Mother,” published in 1891 in “Harper’s
Monthly,” is the utterance of genius
touching the terrible, elemental things of
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life, and is the highest expression reached
by Canadian poetry. It is deep and
wide as Nature herself, and in it throbs
the mystery of human pain and passion.
Its vitality of feeling and beauty of form
should preserve it among the great
poems of humanity.

In ““Bereavement of the Fields,” in
memory of Archibald Lampman, the
tender, wistful loveliness of the verse wins
recognition of its fine emotion. Mr.
Campbell’s attitude towards Nature is
that of the child and the dreamer. He
preaches no sermons about field or cliff
or stream, but lets the beauty around him
flow in enriching tide through his verse.

His patriotic poems are spontaneous
and glowing with the passion of Celtic
ardour. His “England” is magnificently
imperial in form and conception, and
stirs the blood like the strains of a na-
tional chorus. He is jealous of his
country’s honour, ever upholding the
ideal of spiritual growth in his appeals
to Canadian sentiment.

We are always ready to applaud the
work of the man who builds a bridge or
controls a company, but we are slow to
see the greatness of him who has that
vision without which “the people perish.””
Wilfred Campbell needs neither patron-
age nor cheap exploiting, for he has long
been recognised as one to whom has
been granted the poet’s surpassing gift
and reward. To read the volume re-
cently published is to feel that here is
one who has found ideal expression for
the dreams and doubts, the love and
aspiration of humanity, for the haunting
beauty of hills and river and turbulent
lake, for the great world movement to-
wards that “far-off Divine event.” To
receive the tribute of the literary jour-
nals of the English-speaking public is
gratifying; to know appreciation from
such men as Sir Henry Irving, Mr. Wil-
liam Dean Howells and Mr. Edmund
Clarence Stedman, brings a moment of
gladness. But, after all, the great world
of a poet is the heart of the humble, who
are lifted and cheered and strengthened
by his revelation of the things which are
not seen. His is the abiding triumph:

“For a dreamer lives forever,

While a toiler dies in a day.”

Jean Graham.
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Impertal Organization

A Criticism and a Suggestion

By W. D. LIGHTHALL

HE mission on which Sir
Frederick Pollock recently
i3] came to the Dominion is

GYH one which may turn out to be

23 of very great importance to
the Canadian people. The project is
explained in his pamphlet entitled ““Im-
perial Organisation,” read last April be-
fore the Royal Colonial Institute. He
came as the representative of a body in-
terested in improving the affairs of the
Empire, and described as consisting of
“about fifty persons holding almost every
kind of opinion in politics, and represent-
ing many different professions and interests
—among whom are several distinguished
present or recent public servants well
acquainted with the conduct of public
affairs, parliamentary, departmental and
executive, and it is not too much to say
that their collective experience omits but
few parts of the British Empire.” Among
them are the Rt. Hon. R. B.Haldane, K.C.;
W. Pember Reeves and Dr. Parkin. Sir
Frederick Pollock himself is a celebrated
legal author, and Dr. Drage, M.P., who
accompanied him, is an eloquent man of
practical mind, wide sympathy and a
reputation for thorough investigations.
Much work of discussion and enquiry has
been accomplished by the group, and
although differing widely in details, they
have come to some conclusions concerning
which they now seek special criticism.

THE NECESSITY

That the manner of conducting a consid-
erable number of the common affairs of the
Empire is loose-jointed, haphazard, un-
satisfactory, and even dangerous is gener-
ally agreed. The risk to all of us of war
through the act of some rash official of an
outlying colony is a startling illustration of
the present lack of cohesive management.
The Alaska tribunal bungle will occur to
us as another. The best method of im-
proving the situation is the desideratum
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sought. The idea of any kind of formal
constitution for the Empire is set aside as
impossible, because neither the Parlia-
ments of Great Britain nor the Govern-
ments of the Colonies would be willing to
give up their powers. Colonial represent-
ation in Parliament is also agreed to be
impracticable. ““We have then to look for
some plan which will avoid elaborate
legislation and formal change in the Con-
stitution. If possible it should also be
capable (the whole matter being novel and
experimental) of being enlarged or modi-
fied according to what is found most use-
ful by trial. It seems to us that we must
distinctly renounce the invention of any
new kind of executive or compulsory
power. No such power would be accepted
by the Colonies unless our information is
wholly at fault. We must, therefore, be
content with a council of advice which will
have only what is called a ‘persuasive
authority.””” This passage reminds one of
a circular of the Ottawa Imperial Federa-.
tion League in 1890, *“ to ascertain by en-
quiry the prevailing views of our people
as to the means by which the unity of the
Empire may be strengthened,” in which it
was said: ““It is not, as many suppose, one
of the functions of the League to propound
a new constitution for the British Empire.
No scheme worthy of the name is possible,
without consulting every interest involved,
and no attempt should be made to formu-
late a scheme except by constituted author-
ity, after obtaining the fullest information
respecting the wants and wishes of the
several communities concerned.”

SIR FREDERICK’S PLAN

Few reasonable persons will disagree
with the necessity of some council of
advice. Consultation at least—in some
regular form—is requisite; and as no com-
plete and effective consultation is possible
without coming together—this means some
form of a council, with, as Sir Frederick
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remarks, due arrangements for keeping
the minutes, for obtaining information,
and for interim communications. We
now come to his specific suggestions, and
those of his group. It is proposed to es-
tablish an Imperial Committee, or Board,
or Council, whose province should be ques-
tions of Imperial interest not capable of
being disposed of by the Colonial Office,
and it is suggested that “for dealing with
such questions by way of information and
advice, a revival of the ancient functions
of the King’s Privy Council in a form
appropriate to modern requirements would
the preferable to any violent innovation.”

“As to the constitution of the Imperial
«Committee, the nucleus of it exists already
sin the Conference of Premiers which met
in 1902, and is expected to meet again next
year. The Premiers of the Dominion, of
the Commonwealth, and of New Zealand
are already Privy Councillors, and no good
reason appears why their successors and
the future Premiers of a confederated
South Africa should not have the same rank
as a matter of course. The Colonial Sec-
retary would be a necessary member, and
all the heads of the great departments.”
Privy Councillors once so appointed
would remain such even after defeat of
their parties. As Colonial Premiers can-
not be in England oftener than once in four
or five years, and the Imperial Committee
should have a continuous existence, com-
munication with the Prime Minister of
Great Britain as President, would be made
by letter or cable, or through agents. To
supplement the work of the Imperial Com-
mittee by minor information Sir Frederick
would seek out a more numerous body of
men—"‘‘learned and official persons, men
of widespread business, travellers, ethnol-
ogists, and comparative students of poli-
tics,” and have the Secretary obtain any
valuable information from them on imper-
ial affairs, with the reward of the honorary
title of “Imperial Commissioner.” This
latter idea may be placed on one side as
subsidiary.

As criticism is invited on the general
plan, I venture to advance an opinion. 1
do so with the sole object of contributing
to the purpose in view, and with the recog-
nition that the patriotic group in question
appear to have done the most valuable
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work yet accomplished towards Imperial
organisation, and to be within reach of
practical success. I am convinced that
one of the most pressing tasks of the
British race to-day is to solve this question.
The interests of the Canadian people are
very particularly concerned. We cannot
afford to have any more Alaska tribunals
selected by heaven knows whom and the
devil knows how. We need a body through
whom to make our interests and wishes
constantly and authoritatively known at
the centre of Imperial affairs. Australia
needs it, New Zealand needs it, South
Africa needs it—and we all need a world-
wide understanding clear and constant
between us. The alternative is to drift
into estrangements. Yet if we did not in-
herit such an alliance as the empire, it
would be the dream of our people to make
one, just as it has been that of the Germans,
the Slavs and the Latin nations. The
United States passed through a similar
stage before the colonies united on a con-
stitution after the Revolution; and much
of the political wisdom of Alexander
Hamilton in the pages of the Federalist
would be good reading for ourselves.

OBJECTIONS TO IT

The imperative course is therefore to
improve what we possess. A council we
should have. But is the proposed Com-
mittee of the Privy Council the best, « r at
any rate, a feasible plan? A brief descrip-
tion of that Council and its workings is
given in the Encyclopedia Britannica,
a fuller one in Dicey’s Privy Council, a
list of the members in Whittaker’s Alman-
ack. I am certain that it would not be
acceptable to our people.

First, the democratic spirit of Canada
and Australia is opposed to that for which
the Privy Council appears to stand. A
body of appointees of the Crown for life,
and, therefore not responsible to the
people; a body containing among its mem-
bers the episcopal representatives of the
State Church of England, and drawn for
the most part from the English nobility,
representing privilege, precedence and the
hereditary principle, would carry too
many impossible suggestions to the more
modern life of the new nations. These
things have a natural and historical origin
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in Great Britain, but they belong to the
local or provincial England, and have no
application to the life of the outer Empire
as it really is. In Canada we know noth-
ing of them. I venture to say that to the
vast mass of our people the actual
feeling is that they are but curiosities
heard and read of as existing across the
seas.

It is quite true that such a committee
might do considerable good work, like the
Judicial Committee, the Board of Trade,
the Committee on Education, and so forth,
and might have no actual connection with
the anomalous elements referred to, but in
so wide a matter as Imperial affairs, the
mind of our people would at least confuse
the committee with the larger body as well
as object to the appointive and life prin-
ciples. :
Secondly, from its classification with the
other committees, it would be too much
like a simple department of the Home Gov-
ernment in place of an exponent of other
governments no longer practically sub-
ordinate. It is important to bear in mind
that one-fourth of the white race of the
Empire would be unrepresented, and that
as this fourth is growing much more rapidly
than the three-fourths in local Britain it
will, in a very few years—say fifteen—be
half as large as that at home, and in an-
other twenty vears probably very nearly
approach if not exceed it; while in fifty
years from now the disparity will be the
other way. Whatever plan is adopted
ought to be framed in view of the magni-
tude of such an interest. There is no reason
for any of these statements being taken as
implying disrespect to any existing author-
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ity in England, since they are merely de-
scriptive of the actual situation.

A SUGGESTION

There is another plan which seems to
me much more natural and feasible than
to form a Committee of the Privy Council.
It is to develop the Colonial Conference.
In this meeting of Premiers we have a body
directly representative of the political
voices of its day. It has great possibilities
and complete responsibility. In it every
interest could find itself mirrored, no
extraneous influences open to special objec-
tions are present, and it has no past history
or awkward precedents to fetter or char-
acterise it. It does not meet sufficiently
often; therefore call it annually. *““The
Colonial Premiers cannot be in England
oftener than once in four or five years";
moreover, their position towards their elec-
torates is too nervous to favour such free
discussion or action: therefore favour the
sending of other delegates than Premiers.
Call it the Imperial Conference. Let the
British Cabinet be represented in its mem-
bership. Place all the questions before it
which it is proposed to place before the
suggested Imperial Committee. Let it
evolve its own procedure, settle and change
its own constitution and officers, arrange
its interim representatives and communi-
cations its own way, and change them as
may be found advisable.

It'is not necessary for me to explain the
proposal more fully. That it is my own
is of no consequence to me, since the only
rule should be to find what is best for the
people; a rule in which T am certain all pa-
triotic men will stand on common ground.




Sowing Seeds in Danny

By NELLIE L. McCLUNG

AN her comfortable sitting-
%7 | room Mrs. Burton Francis
sat, at peace with herself and
all mankind. The glory of

®d4| the short winter afternoon

streamed into the room and touched with
new warmth and tenderness the face of a
Madonna on the wall.

The whole room suggested peace. The
quiet elegance of its furnishings, the soft
leather-bound books on the table, the
dreamy face of the occupant, who sat with
folded hands looking out of the window,
were all in strange contrast to the dreari-
ness of the scene below, where the one long
street of the little Manitoba town, piled
high with snow, stretched away into the
level, white, never-ending prairie. A
farmer tried to force his tired horses
through the drifts; a little boy with a milk
pail plodded bravely from door to door,
sometimes laying down his burden to blow
his breath on his stinging fingers.

The only sound that disturbed the quiet
of the afternoon in Mrs. Francis’ sitting-
room, was the regular rub-rub of the wash-
board in the kitchen below.

“Mrs. Watson is slow with the washing
to-day,” Mrs. Francis murmured with a
look of concern on her usually placid face.
“Possibly she is not well. I will call her
and see.”

- '‘Mrs. Watson, will you come upstairs,
please ?”” she called from the stairway.

Mrs. Watson, slow and shambling, came
up the stairs, and stood in the doorway,
wiping her face on her apron.

“Is it me ye want, Ma’am ?”’ she asked
when she had recovered her breath.

‘Yes, Mrs. Watson,” Mrs. Francis
said sweetly. “I thought perhaps you
were not feeling well to-day. I have not
heard you singing at your work, and the
washing seems to have gone slowly. You
must be very careful of your health, and
not overdo your strength. ’

While she was speaking Mrs. Watson’s
eyes were busy with the room, the pictures
on the wall, the cosy window-seat with its
numerous cushions—the warmth and
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brightness of it all brought a glow to her
tired face.

“Yes, Ma’am,” she said; ‘“‘thank ye
kindly, Ma’am. It is very kind of ye to be
thinking o’ the likes of me.”

“O! we should always think of others
you know,” Mrs. Francis replied quickly,
with her most winning smile, as she seated
herself in a rocking chair. “Are the
children all well? Dear little Danny,
how is he?”

“Indade, Ma’am, that same Danny is
the upsettinest one of the nine, and him
only four come March. It was only this
morh’s mornin’ that he says to me, sez he,
as I was comin’ away, ‘Ma, d’ye think
she’ll give ye pie for your dinner? Thry
and remimber the taste of it, wont ye, Ma,
and tell us when ye come home ?’ sez he.”

“0, the sweet prattle of childhood!”
said Mrs. Francis, clasping her shapely
white hands. “How very interesting it
must be to watch their young minds un-
folding as the flower! Is it nine little
ones you have, Mrs. Watson ?”

“Yes, nine it is, Ma’am. God save us.
Teddy will be fourteen on St. Patrick’s
Day, and all the rest are younger.”

“It is a great responsibility to be a
mother, and yet how few there be that
think of it,” added Mrs. Francis, dreamily.

“Thrue for ye, Ma’am,” Mrs. Watson
broke in. “There’s my own man John
Watson. That man knows no more of
what it manes than you do yourself, that
hasn’t one at all at all, the Lord be praised,
and him the father of nine.”

“I have just been reading a great book
by Dr. Ernestus Parker on ‘Motherhood.’
It would be a great benefit to both you
and your husband.”

“Och, Ma’am,” Mrs. Watson broke in
“ John is no hand for books and
has always had his suspicions o’ them
since his own mother’s great uncle William
Mulcahey got himself transported durin’
life or good behaviour for having one found
on him no bigger'n an Almanac, at the
time of the riots in Ireland. No, Ma’am,
John wouldn’t rade it at all at all, and he
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don’t know one letther from another what’s
more.”

“Then, if you would read it and explain
it to him, it would be so helpful to you both
and so inspiring. It deals so ably with
the problems of child-training. You must
be puzzled many times in the training of
so many little minds, and Dr. Parker
really does throw wonderful light on all
the problems that confront mothers. And
I am sure the mother of nine must have a
great many perplexities.”

Yes, Mrs. Watson had a great many
perplexities—How to make trousers for
four boys out of the one old pair the min-
ister’s wife had given her; how to make
the memory of the rice pudding they had
on Sunday last all the week; how to work
all day and sew at night, and still be brave
and patient; how to make little Danny
and Bugsey forget they were cold and
hungry? Yes, Mrs. Watson had her
problems; but they were not the kind that
Dr. Ernestus Parker had dealt with in his
book on “Motherhood.”

“But I must not keep vou, Mrs.Watson,”
Mrs. Francis said, as she remembered the
washing. “When you go down stairs will
you kindly bring me up a small red note-
book, that you will find on the desk in the
library 2’

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Mrs. Watson, and
went heavily down the stairs. She found
the book and brought it up.

While she was making the second
laborious journey down the softly padded
stairs, Mrs. Francis was making an entry
in the little red book.

“Dec. 7th, 1903. Talked with one
woman to-day re Beauty of Motherhood.
Recommended Dr. Parker's book. Be-
lieve good done.” ;

Then she closed the book with a satis-
fied feeling. She would have a very
full report for her department at the next
Annual Convention of the Society for
Propagation of Lofty Ideals.

4

In another part of the same Manitoba
town lived John Watson, unregenerate, a
hater of books, his wife and their family of
nine. Their first dwelling when they had
come to Manitoba from the Ottawa Valley
thirteen years ago had been C.P.R. box-
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car No. 722, but this had soon to be en-
larged, which was done by adding to it
other car-roofed shanties. One of these
was painted a bright yellow and was a little
larger than the others. It had been the
caboose of a threshing outfit that John
had worked for in ’96. John was the
fireman, and when the boiler blew up and
John was carried home insensible, the
“Boys” felt that they should do some-
thing for the widow and orphans. They
raised one hundred and sixty dollars forth-
with, every man contributing his wages for
the last four days. - The owner of the out-
fit, old Sam Motherwell, in a strange fit
of generosity, donated the caboose.

The next fall old Sam found that he
needed the caboose himself, and came
with his trucks to take it back. He claim-
ed that he had given it with the under-
standing that John was going to die. John
had not fulfilled his share of the contract,
and old Sam felt that his generosity had
been misplaced.

John was cutting wood beside his dwell-
ing when old Sam arrived with his trucks,
and accused him of obtaining goods under
false pretences. John was a man of few
words and listened attentively to old Sam’s
reasoning. From the little window of
the caboose came the discordant wail
of a very young infant, and old Sam
felt his claims growing more and more
shadowy.

John took the pipe from his mouth and
spat once at the woodpile. Then, jerking
his thumb towards the little window, he
said briefly:

“Twins. Last night.”

Old Sam Motherwell mounted his trucks
and drove away. He knew when he was
beaten.

‘The house had received additions on
every side, until it seemed to threaten to
run over the edge of the lot, and looked
like a section of a wrecked freight train,
with its yellow refrigerator car.

The snow had drifted up to the windows
and entirely over the little lean-to-that had
been erected at the time that little Danny
had added his feeble wail to the general
family chorus.

But the smoke curled bravely up from
the chimney into the frosty air, and a snug
pile of wood by the “cheek of the dure”
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gave evidence of John’s industry, notwith-
standing his dislike of the world’s best
literature.

Inside the floor was swept and the stove
was clean, and an air of comfort was over
all, in spite of the evidence of poverty. A
great variety of calendars hung on the wall.
Every store in town, it seems, had sent one
this year, last year, and the year before.
A large poster of the Winnipeg Industrial
Exhibition hung in the parlour, and a
Massey-Harris self-binder, in full swing,
propelled by three maroon horses, swept
through a waving field of golden grain,
driven by an adipose individual in blue
shirt and grass green overalls. An en-
larged picture of John himself glared
grimly from a very heavy frame on the
opposite wall, the grimness of it somewhat
relieved by the row of Sunday School
“big cards” that were stuck in around
the frame.

On the afternoon that Mrs. Watson
had received the uplifting talk on Mother-
hood, and Mrs. Francis had entered it in
the little red book, Pearlie Watson, aged
twelve, was keeping the house as she did
six days in the week. The day was too
cold for even Jimmy to be out, and so all
except the three eldest boys were in the
kitchen variously engaged. Danny under
promise of a story was in the high chair
submitting to a thorough going over with
soap and water. Patsey, looking up
from his self-appointed task of brushing
the legs of the stove with the hair-brush,
loudly demanded that the story should
begin at once.

““Story, isit?”’ cried Pearlie in her wrath
as she took the hair-brush from Patsey.
“What time have I to be thinking of stories
and you that full of badness? My heart
is bruk wid ye.”

“Tll be good now,” Patsey said, peni-
tently, sitting on the woodbox, and tender-
ly feeling his skinned nose. “I got hurt
to-day, mind that, Pearlie.”

““So ye did, poor bye,” said Pearlie, her
wrath all gone, “and what will I tell yez
about, my beauties ?”’

“The pink lady where Jimmy brings
the milk,” said Patsey promptly.

“But it’s me that’s gettin’ combed,”
wailed Danny. I should say what yer to
tell, Pearlie.”
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“True for ye,” said Pearlie. ‘‘Howld
yer tongue, Patsey. What will I tell about,
honey ?”

“What Patsey said ’ll do,” said Danny
with an injured air, ““and don’t forget the
chockalutt drops she had the day Ma was
there, and say she sent three of them to
me, and you can have one o’ them,
Pearlie.”

““And don’t forget the big plate of
potatoes and gravy and mate she gave the
dog, and the cake she threw in the fire to
get red of it,” said Mary, who was knitting
a sock for Teddy.

“No, don’t tell that,” said Jimmy.
always makes wee Bugsey cry.”

“Well,” began Pearlie, as she had done
many times before. “Once upon a time
not very long ago, there lived a lovely pink
lady, in a big house painted red, with
windies in ivery side of it, and a bell on the
front door, and a velvet carpet on the
stair, and 4

“What'’s a stair ?”’ asked Bugsey.

“It’s a lot of boxes piled up higher and
higher, and nailed down tight so that ye
can walk on them, and when you get away
up high, there is another house right far-
ninst ye—well, anyway, there was a lovely
pianner in the parlow, and flowers in the
windies, and two yalla burds that sing as
if their hearts would break, and the windies
had a border of coloured glass all around
them, and long white curtings full of holes,
but they like them all the better o’ that, for
it shows they are owld and must ha’ been
good to ha’ stood it solong. Well, anny-
way, there was a little boy called Jimmy
Watson.” Here all eyes were turned on
Jimmy, who was sitting on the floor mend-
ing his moccasin with a piece of sinew.
“There was a little boy called Jimmy
Watson, who used to carry milk to the
lady’s back dure; and a girl with black
eyes, and white teeth all smiley, used to
take it from him, and put it in a lovely
pitcher, with birds flying all over it. But
one day the lady herself was there, all
dressed in lovely pink velvet and lace, and

“It

- train as long as from me to you, and she

sez to Jimmy, sez she, ‘Have you any
sistersor brothers at home ?’and Jim speaks
up real proud like—‘Just nine,’ he sez;
and sez she, swate as you please—‘O
that’s lovely! Are they all as purty as
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vou?’ she sez, and Jimmy sez, * Purtier,
if anything’; and she sez, ‘I'll be steppin’
over to-day to see yer Ma,’ and Jim ran
home and told them all, and they all got
brushed and combed, and actin’ good, and
in she comes, laving her carriage at the
dure, and her in a long pink velvet cape
draggin’ behind her on the flure, and wide
white fer all around it, and the eyes of her
just dancin’ out of her head, and she sez:
“These are fine, purty children ye have
here, Mrs. Watson. This is a rale purty
girl, this oldest one. What’s her name?’
and Ma ups and tells her it is Rebecca
Jane Pearl, named for her two grand-
mothers, and Pearl just for short. She
says, ‘I'll be for takin’ you home wid me,
Pearlie, to play the pianner for me,” and
then she asks all round what the children’s
names is, and then she brings out a big
box from under her cape, all tied wid store
string, and she planks it on the table and
tearin’ off the string, she sez, ‘Now,
Pearlie, its ladies first, tibby sure. What
would you like to see in here?’ And I
says up quick, ‘A long coat wid fer on it,
and a handkerchief smellin’ strong of
satchel powder,’—and she whipped them
out of the box and threw them on my knee,
and a new pair of red mitts too. And
then she sez, ‘Mary, acushla, it's your
turn now.” And Mary sez, ‘A doll with
a real head on it, and there it was as big
as Danny all dressed in green satin, open-
ing its eyes, if you plaze.”

“Now, me!” roared Danny, squirming
in his chair.

“‘Daniel Mulcahey Watson, what
wud you like ?’ she sez; and Danny ups
and sez, ‘ Chockalutts and candy men and
taffy and curren buns and gingerbread,’
and she had every wan of them. ‘Robert
Roblin Watson, him as they call Bugsey,
what would you like, and Patrick Healey
Watson, as is called Patsey, what is your
choice ?’ sez she, and——" -

In the confusion that ensued while these
two young gentlemen thus referred to
stated their modest wishes, their mother
came in, tired, and pale, from her hard
day’s work.

“How is the pink lady to-day, Ma?”
asked Pearlie, setting Danny down and
beginning operations on Bugsey.

“ (! she’s as swate as ever, an’ can talk
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that soit and kind about children as to
melt the heart in ye.”

Danny crept up on his mother’s knee,
“Ma, did she give ye pie?” he asked
wistfully.

“Yes, me beauty, and she sent this to
you wid her love,” and Mrs. Watson took
a small piece out of a newspaper from
under her cape. It was the piece that had
been set on the kitchen table for Mrs.
Watson’s dinner. Danny called them all
to have a bite.

“Sure it’s the first bite that’s always the
best—a body might not like it so well on
the second,” said Jimmy, as he took his,
but Bugsey refused to have any at all,
‘Wan bite’s no good,” he said. “It just
lets yer see what yer missin’.”

“D’ye think she’ll ever come to see us,
Ma ?" asked Pearlie, as she set Danny in
the chair to give him his supper. The fam-
ily was fed in divisions. Danny was always
in division A.

“Her? is it?” said Mrs. Watson; and
they all listened, for Pearlie’s story to-day
had far surpassed all her former efforts,
and it seemed as if there must be some hope
of its coming true. ‘‘Why, children, d’ye
think a foine lady like her would be bother-
ed with the likes of us? She is readin’ her
book, and writin’ letthers, and thinkin’
great thoughts, all the time. When she
was speaking to me to-day, she looked at
me so wonderin’, and far away; I could see
that she thought I wasn’t there at all at all,
and me farninst her all the time—no, chil-
dren dear, don’t be thinkin’ of it, and,
Pearlie, I think ye’d better not be puttin’
notions inter their heads. Yer father
wouldn’t like it. Well, Danny, me man,
how goes it 2" went on Mrs. Watson, as her
latest born was eating his rather scanty
supper. “It's not skim milk and dhry
bread ye'd be having if you were her child
this night, but taffy candy filled wid nuts
and chunks o’ cake as big as yer head”—
whereupon Danny wailed dismally, and
had to be taken from his chair and have
the “ Little Boy Blue” sung to him before
he could be induced to go on with his
supper.

by 4

The next morﬁing when Jimmy brought
the milk to Mrs. Francis’ back door, the
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dark-eyed girl with the “smiley” teeth, let
him in, and set a chair beside the kitchen
stove for him to warm his little blue hands.
While she was emptying the milk into the
pitcher with the birds on it, Mrs. Francis
with a wonderful pink kimona on came
into the kitchen.

“Who is this boy, Camilla ?”’ she asked,
regarding Jimmy with a critical gaze.

“This is Master James Watson, Mrs.
Francis,” answered Camilla with her
pleasant smile. “He brings the milk
every morning.”

“0, yes; of course, I remember now,”’
said Mrs. Francis, adjusting her glasses.
“How old is the baby, James?”

“‘Danny, isit?” said Jim. “He’s four
come March.”

“Is he very sweet and cunning, James,
and do you love him very much ?”

“O, he’s all right!” Jim answered
sheepishly.

“It is a great privilege to have a little
brother like Daniel. You must be careful
to set before him a good example of honesty
and sobriety. He will be a man some day,
and if properly trained he may be a useful
factor in the uplifting and refining of the
world. I love little children,” she went
on rapturously, looking at Jimmy as if he
wasn’t there at all, “and I would love to
train one for service in the world to uplift
and refine.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Jimmy. He felt
that something was expected of him, but
he was not sure what.

“Will you bring Daniel to see me to-
morrow, James?” she said, as Camilla
handed him his pail. “I would like to speak
to his young mind, and endeavour to plant
the seeds of virtue and honesty in that
fertile soil.”

When Jimmy got home he told Pearlie
of his interview with the pink lady, as
much as he could remember. The only
thing that he was sure of was that she
wanted to see Danny, and that she had
said something about planting seedsin him.

Jimmy and Pearlie thought it best not
to mention Danny’s proposed visit to their
mother, for they knew that she would be
fretting about his clothes, and would be
sitting up mending and sewing for him,
when she should be sleeping. So they re-
solved to say “nothin’ to nobody.”

The next day their mother went away

early to wash for the Methodist minister’s
wife, and that was always a long day’s
work. :
Then the work of preparation began on
Danny. A wash basin full of snow was put
on the stove to melt, and Danny was put
in the high chair which was always the
scene of his ablutions.

Pearlie began to think aloud. “Bugsey,
your stockins are the best. Off wid them,
Mary, and mend the hole in the knees of
them, and Bugsey, hop into bed for we’ll
be needin’ your pants anyway. It’s awful
stylish for a little lad like Danny to be
wearin’ pants under his dresses, and now
what about boots ? Let’s see yours, Patsey.
They’re all gone in the uppers, and Billy’s
are too-big, even if they were here, but
they’re off to school on him. 'l tell you
what, Mary, hurry up wid that sock o’
Ted’s and we’ll draw them on him over
Bugsey’s boots and purtind they’re over-
stockins, and T’ll carry him all the way
so’s not to dirty them.”

Mary stopped her dish-washing, and
drying her hands on the thin towel that
hung over the looking-glass, found her
knitting, and began to knit at the top of her
speed.

“Isn’t it good we have that dress o’ his,
so good yet, that he got when we had all
of yez christened?  Put the irons on there,
Mary; never mind, don’t stop your knit-
tin’. Il do it myself. We’ll press it out
a bit, and we can put Ma’s handkerchief,
the one Pa gave her for Christmas, around
his neck, sort o’ sailor collar style, to show
he’s a boy; and now the snow is melted,
I'll go at him. Don’t cry now, Danny,
man, yer going up to the big house where
the lovely pink Jady lives that has the
chockalutt drops on her stand and chunks
of cake on the table wid nuts in them as
big as marbles. There now,” continued
Pearlie, putting the towel over her finger
and penetrating Danny’s ear. “She’ll
not say she can plant <eeds in you. Yer
ears are as clean as hers,” and Pearlie
stood back and took a critical view of Dan-
ny’s ears front and back.

“Chockalutts?” asked Danny, to be
sure that he hadn’t been mistaken.

“Yes,” went on Pearl, to keep him still
while she fixed his shock of red hair into
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stubborn little curls, and she told again
with ever growing enthusiasm the story of
the Pink Lady, and the wonderful things
she had in the box tied up with store string.

At last Danny was completed and stood
on a chair for inspection. But here a
digression from the main issue occurred,
for Bugsey had grown tired of his tem-
porary confinement and complained that
Patsey had not contributed one thing to
Danny’s wardrobe, while he had had to
give up both his stockings and his pants.

Pearlie stopped in the work of combing
her own hair to see what could be done.

‘“ Patsey, where’s your gum ?’ she asked.
“Git it for me this minute,” and Patsey
went to the “fallen leaf” of the table and
found it on the inside, where he had put it
for safe-keeping.

“Now, you give that to Bugsey,” she
said; “and that’ll make it kind o’ even,
tho’ it does look as if you wuz gettin’ off
pretty light.”

Pearlie struggled with her hair to make
it lie down and “act dacint” but the im-
age that looked back at her from the
cracked glass was not encouraging, even
after making allowance for the crack, but
she comforted herself by saying, *“Sure it’s
Danny she wants to see, and she won’t be
lookin’ much at me, anyway.”

Then the question arose, and for a while
looked serious. What was Danny to
wear on his head? Danny had no cap,
nor never had one. There was one little
red toque in the house that Patsey wore,
but by an unfortunate accident it had
that very morning fallen into the milk pail,
and was now drying on the oven door.
For a while it seemed as if the visit would
have to be postponed until it dried, when
Mary had an inspiration.

“Wrap ver cloud around his head and
say you wuz feart of the earache, the day
is so cold.”

This was done, and a blanket off one of
the beds was pressed into service as an
outer wrap for Danny. He was in such
very bad humour at being wrapped up so
tight that Pearlie had to sit him down on
the bed again to get a fresh grip on him.

“It’s just as well T have no mitts,” she
said as she lifted her heavy burden. “I
couldn’t howld him at all if T was bothered
with mitts. Open the dure, Patsey, and
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mind you shut it tight again. Keep up
the fire, Mary. Bugsey, lie still and chew
your gum, and don’t fight, any of yez.”

o 4

When Pearlie and her heavy burden
arrived at Mrs. Francis’ back door, they
were admitted by the dark-haired Camilla,
who set a rocking chair beside the kitchen
stove for Pearlie to sit in while she unrolled
Danny, and when Danny in his rather
remarkable costume stood up on Pearlie’s
knee, Camilla laughed so good-humoredly
that Danny felt the necessity of showing
her all his accomplishments, and so made
the face that Patsey had taught him by
drawing down his eyes, and putting his
fingers in his mouth. Danny thought she
liked it very much, for she went hurriedly
into the pantry and brought back a cookie
for him.

The savoury smell of fried salmon, for it
was near lunch time, increased Danny’s
interest in his surroundings, and his eyes
were big with wonder when Mrs. Francis
herself came in.

“And is this little Daniel?” she cried
rapturously. ‘‘So sweet; so innocent; so
pure. Did Big Sister carry him all the

way? Kind Big Sister. Does oo love
Big Sister ?”
“Nope,” Danny spoke up quickly.

“Just like chockalutts.”

“How sweet of him! Isn’t it really?”
she said; ““with the world all before him,
the great untried future lying vast and
prophetic waiting for his baby feet to
enter. Well has Dr. Parker said, ‘A
little child is a bundle of possibilities and
responsibilities.””

“If ye please, Ma’am,” Pearlie said
timidly, not wishing to contradict the
lady, but still anxious to set her right.
““It was just this blanket I had him rolled
in.”

At which Camilla again retired to the
pantry with precipitate haste.

“Did you see the blue, blue sky, Daniel,
and the white, white snow, and did you
see the little snowbirds whirling by like
brown leaves?” Mrs. Francis asked with
an air of great childishness.

“Nope,” said Danny shortly. “Didn’t
see nothin’.”

“Please Ma’am,” began Pearlie again.
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“It was the cloud around his head on
account of the earache that done it.”

“It is sweet to look into his innocent
young eyes, and wonder what visions
they will some day see,” went on Mrs.
Francis dreamily, but there she stopped
with a look of horror frozen on her face,
for at the mention of his eyes, Danny
remembered his best trick and how well
it had worked on Camilla, and in a flash
his eyes were drawn down, and his mouth
stretched to its utmost limit.

“What ails the child?” Mrs. Francis
cried in alarm. “Camilla! Come here!”

Camilla came out of the pantry and
gazed at Danny with sparkling eyes, while
Pearlie, on the verge of tears, vainly tried
to awaken in him some sense of the shame
he was bringing on her. Camilla hurried
to the pantry again, and brought another
cookie. “I believe, Mrs. Francis, that
Danny is hungry,” she said. ‘Children
sometimes act that way,” she added,
laughing.

“Really, how very interesting! I must
see if Dr. Parker mentions this strange
phenomenon in his book.”

“Please, Ma’am, I think I had better
take him home now,” said Pearlie. She
knew what Danny was, and was afraid
that greater disgrace might await her.
But when she tried to get him back into
the blanket, he lost every joint in his
body and slipped to the floor. This was
what she had feared—Danny had gone
limber. :

“I don’t want to go home,” he wailed
dismally. “I want to stay with her, and
her; want to see the yalla burds; want a
chockalutt.”

“Come Danny, that’s a man,” pleaded
Pearlie; “and I’ll tell you all about the
lovely pink lady when we go home, and

I’ll get Bugsey’s gum for ye, and ’ll——"

“No,” Danny roared; ‘tell me now
about the pink lady; tell her, and her.”

“Wait till we get home, Danny, man!”’
Pearlie’s grief flowed afresh. Disgrace
had fallen on the Watsons, and Pearlie
knew it.

“It would be interesting to know what
mental food this little mind has been
receiving. Please do tell him the story,
Pearlie.”

Thus admonished, Pearlie, with flam-
ing cheeks began the story. She tried
to make it less personal, but at every
change Danny screamed his disapproval,
and held her to the original version, and
when it was done, he looked up with his
sweetest little smile, and said to Mrs.
Francis, nodding his head: “It’s you!
You're the lovely pink lady.”

There was a strange flush on Mrs
Francis’ face, and a strange feeling
stirring her heart, as she slid from the
chair and clasped Danny in her arms.

“Danny! Danny!” she cried. “You
shall see the yellow birds, and the stairs,
and the chocolates on the dresser, and
the pink lady will come to-morrow with
the big parcel.”

Danny’s little arms tightened around
her neck.

“It’s her!” he shouted. ‘It’s her!”

When Mrs. Burton Francis went up
to her sitting-room, a few hours later to
get the “satchel” powder to put in the
box that was to be tied with the store
string, the sun was shining on the face
of the Madonna on the wall, and it seemed
to smile at her as she passed.

The little red book lay on the table
forgotten. She tossed it into the waste-
paper basket.




The St. Lawrence River’

By “REVIEWER ™

5 ) OR three centuries the history

[Hizegy! of the St. Lawrence has been

Tz §| the history of Canada. Tts
;“h\&é Rl broad estuary suggested to
NP8 the first explorers the hope of
reaching the mysterious East of Marco
Polo. If disappointed in reaching the
romantic East this noble river was the
highway by which they reached the new
West—a region so rich in its resources
that the struggle for its possession
changed the history of the world.} Strange
as it may apgear, the St. Lawrence was
the gateway by which the discoverers of
the remoter parts of the northern con-
tinent entered. Quebec or Montreal has
been the starting-point of more exploring
expeditions than any other place in the
world. It was from these straggling
hamlets there went forth on their
dangerous and adventurous missions,
the discoverers of the Great Lakes,
thg .discoverers of the Ohio, the
Mississippi, the Mackenzie and the
Fraser. It was from these same hamlets
there went forth those devoted black-robed
priests to carry to half-starved savages the
gospel of Christ, and in many cases to
find the death of a martyr.

~What a wealth of romantic incident, of
historical changes, of human activity, of
marvellous progress, lend their charm to
the natural attractions of this magnificent
waterway! In how short a time has the
frail canoe of the savage, with its bundle
of skins, given way to the giant steamers
laden with the wealth of the prairies! For
three centuries it has been the outlet of an
ever-increasing commerce until now its
total tonnage rivals that of the Suez Canal.
For myriad centuries it has been the out-
let for more than one-third of the fresh
water of the globe, unequalled in clearness
and in volume. Its course is diversified
by vast inland seas and by sublime water-

*’l‘h(eia St. Pil.awtence l;.ivcr: Hisu;u;ical,
Legendary, Picturesque, by George Waldo
Browne. Cloth, illustrated, 365 pp. New
York: G. P. Putnam’s Sons, 1905.

+Cf. Macaulay’s ““ Frederick the Great.”
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fall, by rushing current and roaring rapid,
by lake and by bay in which cluster hun-
dreds, even thousands of islands. On its
banks have been fought battles that have
decided the fate of a continent. What a
wealth of romance clusters about almost
every mile of its course from Montreal to
the sea! On its northern bank in the
Province of Ontario lie rich, cultivated
farms, prosperous manufacturing towns,
largely peopled by that chivalrous band of
United Empire Loyalists who left their
confiscated homes in the old colonies to
struggle again with the wilderness, con-
sidering no sacrifice too great to enjoy
the privileges of British institutions. For
over a century the uncompromising loyal-
ists or their descendants have been slowly
conquering the forces of nature, and if any
unifying influence were needed to spur
them to greater exertions for home and
flag, it was afforded by the invasion of
their peaceful homes by their revengeful
enemies to the south, or by sedition within
their own borders. Their monument is
the rich agricultural areas they won from
the wilderness, the dozens of prosperous
cities and towns, the magnificent canals
that rio country in the world can rival, and
lastly a free, happy and united common-
wealth, greater in its possibilities for all
that tends to future usefulness and well- |
being than any other portion of the globe.

Dr. Dawson has told the story of the
discovery, exploration and occupation of
the valley of the St. Lawrence. His work
is so well done that his volume will remain
the standard reference book on this sub-
ject. Mr. George Waldo Browne has
attempted to combine the historical and
legendary knowledge with the story of the
exploration of the river. This work is so
unsatisfactory and so full of errors that
one may be justified in giving it more pub-
lic examination than it has hitherto re-
ceived.

Mr. Browne's promise in the preface,
“to collect and embody in one volume a
complete and comprehensive narrative
of this great waterway,” not even a care-
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less reader would believe to be fulfilled.
The historical descriptions are meagre,
inaccurate and scrappy; the legendary
parts, though often well written, are dis-
appointing both as to substance and as to
number. It is in delineating the pictur-
esque that Mr. Browne is at his best, but
even here we usually have rhapsody rather
than sane description—words, idle words,
not an individualising of the scene and
a cumulation of its salient features. And
over him, in allhistravels, hovers the God-
dess of Blunder with outspread wings.
From many of these errors of fact, one of
the smaller school histories of Canada
would have guarded him. The plan is
discursive, wandering and redundant, and
the author’s excuses in the preface but
_bear out the accusation. It is in marked
contrast to the methodical and natural
development of the same subject by Dr.
Dawson. Mr. Browne has the point of
view of a traveller who frequently returns
to the same place; Dr. Dawson that of
an explorer and geographer, who by the
grace of some supernatural power has
been permitted to extend his wanderings
over three centuries.

One almost fancies after reading the
volume that all the preparation Mr.
Browne had was a trip from Toronto to
Quebec and the Saguenay, and return, by
the Richelieu line of steamers. The places
the steamer passes in the night are never
described.

But to descend to details. The voyages

. of Cartier occupy about thirty-two pages,
and contain about as much accurate in-
formation as might reasonably be con-
densed into as many lines. Of the mis-
information, here is a characteristic para-
graph:

“The passage of the Atlantic was made
without serious delays, but off the shore of
Newfoundland, Cartier experienced such
stormy weather that, after going as faras
the Strait of Belle Isle, he was fain to turn
south, by this manceuvre accomplishing the
first navigation of the coast. Rounding the
Ma:igdalepe (s7c) Islands, he entered _the gulf,
and sailing along the shore of Prince Ed-
ward’s (sic) Island, he made on the 8th of
July the Bay of Chaleur, giving it the name
by which it is now known from the exces-
sive heat of the day (p. 19).

Apart from the incorrect spelling indi-
cated, and the error in date, the writer

takes Cartier into the Gulf of St. Lawrence
by the wrong passage. He also has fallen
into the error of attributing a fourth voy-
age to Cartier in 1544, to bring back
Roberval—a fiction that at the best rests
on the incorrect interpretation of a sen-
tence by Lescarbot, which has been cleared
up satisfactorily to all students of history.

On page 193 he says:

“’Then the lilied standard of France, the
Fleur-de-lis of Champlain, the founder of the
city, the proud emblem under which Fron-
tenac had conquered, came down from its

lofty position, and in its stead was flung to
the breeze the red cross of St. George.”

This is a sounding sentence, but the flag
that was flung to the breeze in 1759 was
the two-crossed flag of Britain, not the
red cross of St. George, or the flag of Eng-
land as it is called on p. 196. Again on
p- 328:

“What is true of these rifts (Lachine) ap-
plies to the rapids of Split Rock, where we
are lifted bodily 82 feet in three locks of the
Long Sault and of all intermediate falls. It

is clearly a case of nature outwitted and
baffled by man.”

In this paragraph Mr. Browne has
baffled both nature and man. The refer-
ence is to the Soulanges Canal, where we
are lifted 84 ft. by five locks, and as for
the statement “in three locks of the Long
Sault and of all intermediate falls” it is
nonsense.

Soon after this the author is in Lake St.
Francis as the sun is going down, and with
a last picturesque fling before darkness
closes in upon the scene thus attempts to
fill the hiatus that night seems always to
cause in his knowledge.

“The next place of importance on the
north bank is the bustling town of Cornwall,
and here are the last series of locks. six in
number, and the canal 12 miles long, com-
pleting the grand ascent of the river, which
had a total fall between here and Montreal
of 206} feet. These canals have a navigable
depth of fourteen feet. The 45th parallel
here intersects the St. Lawrence, so the river
is no longer entirely Canadian, the line di-
viding Canada from the United States cross-
ing here, as well as making the division be-
tween the two provinces of the Dominion.”
(p. 332). :

Had Mr. Browne been travelling in

daylight he would have observed three
more canals, totalling 12 miles in length,
before the ascent of the river is completed,

>
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and on two of them locks 8oo ft. in length,
the largest on the St. Lawrence system
except that of Sault Ste. Marie, which is
goo ft. long. By consulting the map at
the end of his own volume Mr. Browne will
see that the 45th parallel does not make
the division between Ontario and Quebec.

There is not a word of the factories of
Cornwall or of the monument at Crysler’s
Farm, erected to commemorate the defeat
of Gen. Wilkinson’s grand army of in-
vasion in 1813. These are passed by the
steamer in the night. Nor does daylight
seem to enlighten him. Prescott is the next
occasion for error:

“During the Fenian tnsurrection in 1865-66
Prescott was again the scene of warlike ex-
citement, when the Fenian forces emcam
here upon the eve of the intended invasion
of Canada. Happily these and many other
disturbing scenes have passed into memory,
and the quiet old town lies dreaming of the
day when she shall awaken to the possibili-
ties nature has promised her. (p. 337)

The italicised words in the first sentence
plainly indicate that the author has failed
to understand the Fenian Raids, while the
last sentence is a minor example of the
writer’s verbosity.

On p. 207, in describing the concerted
attack on Montreal by the Americans in
1813, after mentioning Hampton’s defeat
at Chateauguay, he says: ;

“In the meantime Gen. Wilkinson got
down as far as Cornwall, where he learned
that Hampton had retreated. Without his
co-operation he did not deem it wise to push
down to Montreal. Accordingly he went
into winter quarters on Salmon River, think-
ing to make up in l[))an for his disappoint-
ment by capturing Prescott and Kingston.”

This passage shows either the author’s
ignorance of the events of Wilkinson’s
expedition, or a wilful neglect to state the
truth. Gen. Wilkinson gathered at Sack-
ett’s Harbour an army of 8,000 men, in-
tending to take Kingston and Prescott,
and concentrate with Hampton to take
Montreal. With this large army he was
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afraid to attack Kingston, defended by a
few hundred British and Canadians, and
the expedition embarked in 300 small
boats attended by several gunboats, and
passed rapidly down the river, slipped
past Prescott under cover of night and a
heavy fog. In the narrow parts of the
river the flotilla was so persistently annoyed
by the loyal inhabitants, that Wilkinson
resolved to land and disperse them. He
encamped just east of the present village of
Iroquois, and his march was so impeded
by the guerilla tactics of the settlers that
Col. Morrison, in command of a corps of
observation of about 600 men, had time to
overtake the Americans at Crysler’s Farm,
about five miles east of Morrisburg, where
on Nov. 11th this force, with the Dundas
Militia, in all about 8co men, gave them
such a drubbing that they retreated to
their own side of the river with a loss of
339 killed and wounded, and over a hun-
dred prisoners. What nonsense then to
talk of taking Prescott or Kingston!

Mr. Browne is not much happier in his
description of Amherst’s expedition from
Oswego to Montreal in 1760. He confuses
Forts La Presentation and Lévis, making
it appear that they were one and the same
fort. The facts are that when Amherst’s
expedition was on its way to Montreal the
French abandoned Fort La Presentation
which was at the mouth of the Oswegat-
chie, where Ogdensburg now stands, and
concentrated their forces at Fort Lévis
on what is now called Chimney Island,
some miles east. This was the fort reduced
by Ambherst, and was called by him Fort
William Augustus.

It would be tedious even with space at
one’s disposal to point the dozens of mis-
takes in the book. Enough has ‘been
written to show that Mr. Browne was not
equal to the task before him and conse-
quently has violated the solemn, unwritten
contract that every author makes with his

, readers.



The Lure of the Better West

By AUBREY FULLERTON

HER E are two things, of
79 i very different proportions,
f/’ | that are eloquent of a coun-
¢ »‘; try’s growth and its power
Y to attract. The double-railed
line that stretches straight across the
prairie, an iron pathway that took
courage to build, is one; and the other
is such a simple thing as I saw by a
roadside in southern Minnesota. A
family of six—man, wife, and four chil-
dren—at dinner, with a charcoal stove to
cook on, and greensward for a table; their
waggon drawn up a bit from the road, and
the horses feeding in a patch of clover.
that seemed to be all, and at first sight it
indicated nothing more than a noonday
picnic. But when I found that this was
an immigrant family on its way to Canada,
the picnic assumed a national interest. A
dinner by the roadside was quite an un-
important thing in itself, but as an inci-
dent in an overland journey from Iowa to
Manitoba, by way of Minnesota and Da-
kota, it was immensely significant. A
long moving was this, with a waggon-load
of goods and chattels that included many
heirlooms but must have left many more
behind; and all for the sake of a new home
in Canada. Here was evidence of Cana-
da’s power to attract.

That was five years ago, when more
people moved by waggon, and fewer by
rail, than to-day. In that same year an-
other family of six drove from Kentucky
to the Prince Albert district, a journey of
2,000 miles. There have been not many
longer, though a family of Scotch gipsies,
whom I saw at Kingston a few years ago,
claimed to have once driven from Kansas
to Montreal, spending six months on the
road. Gipsies, however, are not immi-
grants.

By prairie schooncr or by steam train,

- the people are still going, and in larger
numbers. The movement from the Am-
erican West to the Canadian West has,
indeed, become one of the most significant
phases of the immigration situation in
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Canada. One-third of the total number
of immigrants last year were from the
United States, a round total of 45,000; and
the numbers will be equally large, orlarger,
this year, though the proportions may not
be the same. If the front door to Canada
means the nearest entrance to her treasure-
house, it is not at the ocean ports, but
at some point along the international
boundary.

In common with other race or class
movements to the new West, the coming of
these American land settlers hasaninterest
beyond that of the census returns. There
is a dramatic side to it, a deep and compel-
ling human interest. It is one of the
things that after reaching a certain stage
can be most graphically described not in
figures but in figure. The house-mistress
who has only an occasional visitor speaks
of her guests as “‘company,” but when they
come in perplexing numbers she is “del-
uged”’; company-day for Canada is past,
and the new arrivals are now spoken of, in
the press and out of it, as an inflowing tide.
That means more, because it not only
expresses something of the size of the
movement but hints at the eagerness
which prompts it. Inother words, it lets
in the personal element.

The coming of the people, and their
settling down to the rights and duties of
Canadian citizenship, is now a common
enough picture in the West. As seen
from the other side of the border, however,
the picture has quite a different face. Ttis
still that of a tide, apparently irresistible,
but a tide that is going, not coming. From
that point of view, the process of Canadian
colonisation has certain unique features

. and an interest which perhaps equals that

of its nearer aspect.

For it is no small thing to move from
one home to another. That immigrant
family at dinner by the roadside—by what
lengthened course of reasoning and talking
it over, by what present discontent and
what visions of the future, had they at last
decided to go to Canada? The discus-
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sions by day and the dreams by night; the
hopes and fears; the loathing to go, yet
the wishing for better fortune; the prepar-

ations and expectations: these would make .

a book and perhaps would reveal tragedies.
Multiply this one family’s case by several

thousands, and see what a maze of human

interest you are in.

The why of it is, from that point of view,
the most important feature. Speaking
generally, the farmers of the Western
States move north because they can sell
their own farms at a high figure and buy
at a considerably lower figure, or take up
free homesteads, in Canada. But that
does not tell it all. There is a certain
leaven of dissatisfaction at work. Not all
the men who move are owners of their
farms, but rent them at four or five dollars
an acre, paying all working expenses in
addition to their rentals; these renters
yield readily to the attractive prospect of
farms of their own across the line, and
many of them are able to move with con-
siderable ready money. A still stronger
magnet with all classes is the super-
ior fertility of the Canadian soil; Minne-
sota’s average is twelve bushels an acre,
Manitoba’s twenty-one. The difference
makes it worth while moving.

Towa, one of the best farming states in
the West, has probably suffered more than
any other by loss of its settlers. It is a
corn state, and wheat appears to attract
more than corn; and so when people began
to leave the Dakotas and move across to
Manitoba, a movement set in from Iowa
to take the vacant places in Dakota; but
now the Iowans themselves are going to
Canada. Minnesota is a wheat country,
settled by a thrifty German and mixed
element, including some former Canadi-
ans who went from the eastern provinces
in the early exodus days. It contributes
to the movement a good class of sturdy,
industrious farmers, trained to prairie life
and knowing from experience what awaits
them.

The immigration of a single vear includ-
ed colonists from every state in the Union
except Florida. The states chiefly affected
are, in order of numbers, Minnesota,
North Dakota, Towa, South Dakota, and
Nebraska; these are the sources of the
so-called American invasion. North Da-
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kota so closely adjoins Canadian territory
that a move across the border is a com-
paratively simple matter; southern Min-
nesota and Iowa are more truly typical of
immigration conditions and afford perhaps
the best example of how Canada’s cam-
paign for settlers is carried on.

The Canadian Government has a joint
immigration office for these twostates at St.
Paul, which with ten railroads radiating
in as many directions, is second only to
Chicago as a strategic centre. Occasion-
ally, too,a settler comes up the Mississippi.
A steady stream of northward-bound col-
onists passes through St. Paul, whose im-
portance in Canadian eyes consists in the
fact that it is a chief gateway to the Cana-
dian West.

This year’s immigration will in point of
numbers be somewhat ahead of 1904, and
in quality it will establish a record. Twelve
thousand persons, from these two states
alone, will have moved up to Canada by
the time snow flies, and this very consider-
able company is made up of a specially
desirable class of people. That is another
unique feature, that Canada attracts not
merely the many but the best. A large
number of the immigrants are of British
blood, former settlers in the States who are
now moving to British soil again. The
return for the sake of returning is not,
however, a first motive; there are more
substantial reasons behind this northward
trek, as already indicated.

How these people from the Western
States are converted to the Canadian idea
is a process as ingenious as it is effective.
In theory and practice it is essentially
missionary work, on a business basis.
For several years Canada has been carry-
ing on a national publicity campaign in the
United States that places her among
the leading advertising agencies in
America. It works out in a multitude of
details.

Such a thing as the location of the im-
migration office, for instance, has an im-
portance. With St. Paul as an example
again, the office is a ground floor one near
the railway station. Numbers of travellers,
coming from the station or going to it,
pass this office at all times of day and
night, and day or night they are confronted
by a window display of Canadian grains,
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judiciously labelled. It draws well, for
many stop to inquire.

An interest thus awakened is the first
step. Names and addresses are taken,
and literature is afterwards mailed to them,
at intervals. A similar means of creating
interest is the fair exhibit. For the past
ten years the department has made at-
tractive exhibits at state and county fairs
throughout the West, with good results.
The most important of these exhibitions is
the Minnesota State Fair, an annual event
modelled after the Toronto Exhibition
and, second to it, the largest on the con-
tinent. This year’s Canadian exhibit at
the Minnesota Fair was made up of an
attractive display of grains and vegetables
from Manitoba and the Northwest. It
was quite evident that the display served
its purpose; people saw it, stopped, passed
on, then went back and asked questions.
Numerous other fairs in neighbouring
counties and states serve a similar end, as
a mail of a score or more of letters of
inquiry every day goes to show. As
nearly as possible it is the mail order
system applied to immigration.

It is one thing, however, to interest
people when they come to be interested,
and quite another thing to reach them in
their own homes. The farmer who does
not visit fairs and cities must be appealed
to by a different kind of publicity. And
after all, these are the men whom it is most
important to reach, for, the chances are,
they are the busy, thrifty people who have
the makings of the best settlers. Their
interest is first challenged by advertise-
ments in their farm or local papers, some
eight thousand of which are used through-
out the United States. Many of these
being patent-insides, and a score or more
of papers being thus covered by one con-
tract, the expenditure is not so extrava-
gant as might appear. Effective adver-
tising has also been obtained through
occasional press excursions, by means of
which American newspaper editors have
been taken to the Canadian West and
shown its sights. They tell about it after-
wards in their papers.

The personal canvass comes next. At
certain seasons the immigration agents
drive into the country and talk Canada
wherever a willing listener and probable

settler is to be found. In the winter months
they hold public meetings, at which are
shown lantern pictures of Canadian farms

. and homesteads. Nothing is quite so

effective with the farmers, along these
lines, as a picture of the prosperous home
of a man who had moved to Canada from
their own or a near-by community a few
years before; it is a conclusive “what-he-
did-you-can-do” argument.

Still another method is directly educa-
tional. An attempt is made, where pos-
sible, to introduce some information about
Canada into the public schools. That this
is good missionary work is evident, for the
text-book of geography in use in the Am-
erican public schools devotes to Canada
no more than one and a half pages, part of
which is pictures. The atlas and hand-
book of Canadian geography issued by the
Department has been received with favour
by a number of school superintendents and
teachers, and in some instances is now
being used as an auxiliary text-book.

A great amount of the Department’s
literature has also been distributed
through land companies. The effective-
ness of this literature in so many channels
is partly due to the fact that it is not over-
coloured, and is in general frank and con-
cise, in which respects it is distinctly
superior to the average tourist literature
of Canada. ;

But with all this sowing of the seed, it
sometimes takes a long time for the fruits
to show. Results, in the form of actual
moving, have come only this year from
inquiries and canvassing made first some
six years ago. A poor harvest sometimes
postpones the possibility of moving for
several years. And again, if the truth
must be told, a common cause of delay is
the disinclination of the farmer’s wife.
About five years ago an Iowan, who had
been attracted by some immigration liter-
ature, decided to go to Canada, but his
wife flatly refused to live in ‘“‘a country
frozen up most of the year.” The follow-
ing summer he went to see for himself
what the country was like, and returned
enthusiastic; but his wife was still un-
willing. Tast year he made another tour
of inspection, and this time he took his
wife with him. She saw, was convinced
and converted, and last spring they moved
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THE GREAT NORTHWARD MOVEMENT

A PARTY OF UNITED STATES FARMERS, WITH THEIR FAMILIES AND STOCK, HEADING FOR THE CANADIAN WEST
Photograph by Foevs, Mountain Lake, Minnesota
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A PARTY OF SETTLERS FROM DAKOTA, HEADING NORTHWARDS

their family and their goods to Alberta.
Which goes to show that a woman con-
vinced by her own eyes makes a good settler.

Just such inspection visits as this, with
or without their wives, are made every fall
by numbers of prospective settlers. They
have been thinking of moving north, but it
1s a big venture and they wish to know
something of the country at first-hand
before finally deciding. And so, when
the slack time comes after harvest, they
buy excursion tickets to Manitoba or Al-
berta, and take a fortnight’s holidays.
Now and then a group of neighbouring
farmers appoint one of their number a
delegate to spy out the land for them all.
The chances are that as an outcome of
this inspection one or more families will
move north the following spring.

The net result of all this canvassing,
questioning, and investigating is that from
forty to fifty thousand settlers cross the
line each year. And they are, as all Ca-
nada knows, good settlers. Perhaps the
influx of English and Scotch colonists,
which is a marked feature of this year’s
immigration as a whole, is more satisfac-
tory from an all-British point of view,
according to which Canada’s future inter-
ests will be best enhanced by a larger in-
fusion of the blood and spirit that went
into the first building of the nation; but

so far as quick adaptation to Canadian
conditions and the immediate develop-
ment of the West are concerned, the ready-
trained farmers from over the line have the
advantage. They are, many of them,
monied men, too. The sale of their farms
puts ready cash in their hands, and the
majority take from $3,000 to $10,000 with
them to Canada. One Minnesota man
took $38,000; another from Nebraska had
a bank account of $100,000; and 262 men
from the latter state moved north in March,
1904, with eighty cars of settlers’ effects,
and an estimated capital of $430,000. It
is particularly noticeable that both in per-
sonal quality and worldly goods, this year’s
immigrants, from Minnesota and Towa
especially, are above the average. |
Naturally, this flitting across the border,
while very satisfactory to Canadians, is
somewhat displeasing to the state author-
ities. A few years ago one of the Minne-
sota senators called attention in the Senate
to the immigration campaign being carried
on in behalf of Canada, and asked for
some measure of restriction. It did not
carry; but it attracted considerable atten-
tion and proved a very effective advertise-
ment for Canada. The idea seemed a
good one, and the next year an interested
landowner endeavoured to lobby another
senator to repeat the motion; but the
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Settlers from the United States crossing the western prairie, heading for the wheat fields.

Senate was not to be caught again. Since
then the legislature has been blind, on
policy, and were further action to be at-
tempted at any time it would receive doubt-
ful support because of the fact that not a
few of the senators are themselves inter-
ested in land speculations in Western
Canada. One, for instance, not only
owns a section of land, but has sons,
brothers, and nephews, to the number of
nineteen, already settled and at work
elsewhere in the West.

More aggressive opposition is being
shown by some of the railway companies

whose interests lie in the development of
thé southwest rather than the northwest.
In some cases it has been even thought
necessary to counteract the Canadian cam-
paign by the old frozen-north cry, in con-
trast with the ‘golden sunny south,’ and
there have not been wanting instances in
which certain railways have wilfully delay-
ed freight billed for Canada. In one sec-
tion of southern Minnesota several families,
after disposing of their land, waited thirty
days for cars in which to move their effects.
Failing even then to secure the cars, they
were forced to go back to the country and
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IN NEW ONTARIO—A GROUP

OF UNITED STATES SETTLERS, HEADS OF

FAMILIES FROM

TWENTY DIFFERENT STATES, FROM PENNSYLVANIA TO CALIFORNIA
Photograph by Burriss, Port Arthur

rent farms for another season, postponing
their move to Canada till the next year.
Usually, however, the railroads are anxi-
ous for the business, and the lines running
north are profiting by the immigration
traffic.

The fact that Minnesota and the Dako-
tas have a bumper wheat crop this year
means that still more farmers will be able
to move over the line next spring. Times
will be good, farms will sell well, and the

trek towards Canada will, as a result, grow
still greater.

This is the lure of the Better West. Call
it immigration, if you will, but it is an im-
migration altogether different from any
other. For these people have not only
felt the fascination of the New World:
they already know the West, and, know-
ing it, are convinced there is a Better West.
They are going to it now, and none can
stay them.
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At the twin harbours of F.

FORT WILLIAM -AT THE HEAD OF NAVIGATION ON LAKE, SUPERIOR

ort William and Port

Arthur is transhipped the wheat and other produce of the western prairi
for Buffalo, or for Kingston and Montreal.

es destined for Ge

orgian Bay ports,
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DEPOT HARBOUR—-AN IMPORTANT PORT ON THE GEORGIAN BAY
Here, wheat coming from Chicago and Port Arthur is transhipped to the Canada Atlantic Railway, now part of the Grand Trunk System.
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MONTREAL - AT THE HEAD OF DEEP WATER NAVIGATION ON THE ST. LAWRENCE

This is Canada’s most important port. It ranks fourteenth among the ports of the world, and is second in America in the value of its trade.
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HALIFAX—-A HARBOUR WHICH OPENS INTO THE ATLANTIC
This is one of Canada's greatest harbours, both because of its size and because it is always free of ice. This photo shows the British Atlantic Squadron at anchor,
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The Art Divine

BY WILLIAM' WILFRED CAMPBELL.

HA'T Artist of the Universe
Behind the wind and rain,
Hath drawn a dream of splendid death
Across my window pane.

And in the lonely, haunted day
My luminous maple tree

Hath now assumed the magic pomp
Of some weird pageantry.

And 'mid the common day and thought
My casement to me brings

A picture rarer than all art
Of man’s imaginings.

Not all the wondrous hue of Watts,
Not Turner’s wizard scheme,

With all its mastery, haunts my heart
Like this autumnal dream;

For o’er my sill, all life, all death,
All moods Life, Death can name,

Press on me from that magic frieze
Of earth’s funereal flame.

Travel on the St. Lawrence in 1813

Being an account of a trip made by DR. DUNLOP, jrom
Quebec to Montreal*

—JHE roads, however, were de-
clared impracticable, and
the only steamboat the
4 Canadas then rejoiced in,

i ,,," ‘ though now they must pos-
sess nearly one hundred, had sailed
that day, and was not expected to re-
turn for nearly a week; so it was deter-
mined we should try our luck in one of
the wretched river craft which in those
days enjoyed the carrying trade between
Quebec and Montreal. Into the small
cabin, therefore, of one of these schoon-
''''' #From ‘““Recollections of the American
War,”” 1812-14, first published in the “Literary
Garland,” now reprinted in book form by the
Historical Publishing Co., Toronto. Cloth,
112 pp. $1.00.
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ers we stowed ourselves. Though the
winds were light, we managed to make
some way as long as we could take ad-
vantage of the flood-tide, and lay by dur-
ing the ebb; but after this our progress
was slow indeed; not entirely from the
want of a fair wind, but from the cursed
dilatory habits of Frenchmen and their
Canadian descendants in all matters con-
nected with business. At every village
(and in Lower Canada there is a village
at every three leagues along the banks of
the St. Lawrence), our captain had or
made business—a cask of wine had to be

.delivered to ““le digne Curé” at one place;

a box of goods to “M. le Gentilhomme
de Magasin” at another; the captain’s

RV 0 51
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TRAVEL ON THE ST. LAWRENCE IN 1813

“parents” lived within a league, and he
had not seen them for six weeks—so off
he must go, and no prospect of seeing
him any more for that day. The cot-
tage of the cabin boy’s mother unluck-
ily lay on the bank of the river, and we
must lay to till madame came off with
confitures, cabbages and clean shirts for
his regalement; then the embracing, and
kissing, and bowing, and taking off red
nightcaps to each other, and the telling
the news and hearing it, occupied ten
times the space that the real business (if
any there was) could possibly require.
And all this was gone through on their
part, as if it was the natural and neces-
sary consequence of the voyage up the
River St. Lawrence. Haste seemed to
them quite out of the question; and it is
next to impossible to get into a passion
and swear at a Frenchman, as you would
at a sulky John Bull, or a saucy Yankee,
under similar circumstances, for he is
utterly unconscious all the time that he
is doing anything unworthy; he is so
polite, complaisant and good humoured
withal, that it is next to impossible to get
yourself seriously angry with him. On
the fifth day of this tedious voyage, when
we had arrived within about fifteen miles
of Three Rivers, which is midway be-
tween the two cities, we perceived the
steamboat passing upwards close under
the opposite shore, and we resolved to
land, knowing that it was her custom to
stop there all night, and proc ed in the
morning; accordingly we did so, and in
a short time were seated in a caleche fol-
lowing at all the speed the roads would
admit of—by dint of hard travelling,
bribing and coaxing, we managed to get
to Three Rivers by moonlight, about one
in the morning. So far so good, thought
we; but unluckily the moonlight that
served us, served the steamboat also, and
she had proceeded on her voyage before
we came up. As we now, however, had
got quite enough of sailing, we determined
to proceed by land to Montreal.

The French, I suspect, have always
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been before us in Colonial policy. An
arbitrary  government can do things
which a free one may not have the nerve
to attempt, particularly among a people
whose ignorance permits them to see only
one side of the question

The system of land travelling in Lower
Canada was better, when we became
master of it, than it is now in any part of
the North American continent. At every
three leagues there was a “Maison de
Poste,” kept by a functionary who re-
ceived his license from government, and
denominated a “Maitre de Post.” He
was bound by his engagement to find
caleches and horses for all travellers, and
he made engagements with his neigh-
bours to furnish them when his were em-
ployed. These were called “Aides de
Poste”; and they received the pay when
they performed the duty, deducting a
small commission for the Maitre. They
were bound to travel, when the roads ad-
mitted of it, at a rate not less than seven
miles an hour, and were not to exceed a
quarter of an hour in changing horses;
and to prevent imposition, in the parlour
of each post house (which was also an
inn), was stuck up a printed paper, giv-
ing the distance of each post from the
next, and the sum to be charged for each
horse and caleche employed, as well as
other regulations, with regard to the es-
tablishment, which it was necessary for
a traveller to know. Any well-sub-
stantiated charge against these people
was sure to call down summary punish-
ment.

The roads not being, as already re-
marked, in the best order, we did not
arrive at Montreal till the end of the
second day, when we were greeted by
our more lucky companions who had
left Quebec in the steamboat three days
later, and arrived at Montreal two days
before us; and we were tantalised by a
description of all the luxuries of that then
little known conveyance as contrasted
with the fatigues and desagrements of our
mode of progression.
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Resume—Harold Manning, an officer gin the 100th Regiment, which is ordered to Canada
for service in the War of 1812, has jus n married in London. He secures the consent of
the Colonel to take his wife to Halifax, and on the overland trip to Georgian Bay. They sail
for Halifax on H.M.S. North King, arriving safely after a six weeks’ voyage. Preparations are
at once made for the rest of the trip. In the meantime Mrs. Manning becomes acquainted
with Mrs. Mason, wife of the commandant of the Citadel, and other persons. The annual
military ball is about to take place. At it, Mrs, Manning meets Maud Maxwell and the two
become great friends. Miss Maxwell would like to try the overland trip, but it is impossible.
A few days afterwards, the two companies lined up in the Citadel square, and the bugles
sounded for the long march. The long procession of sleighs and men moved off. The first
night was spent in a lumber camp. Many of the following nights were spent in roughly-made
camps, and strange were the experiences of the pilgrims in an almost uninhabited region. Mrs,
Manning conceives a dislike for Captain Cummings who is too attentive and decidedly in-
sinuating. After but one skirmish with the enemy, the troops arrive safely at Quebec, having
made a record march., After a few days’ rest they proceed to Montreal and thence westerly
along the Ottawa and Madawaska Rivers. Penetanguishene is reached. The erection of
buildings begins, Helen finding refuge on the schooner Bumble-bee and discovering in Mrs.
Latimer a nurse-maid known long ago. In Halifax new troops land under Colonel Battersby
and proceed to the West, Captain Morris being entrusted with a letter to Mrs, Manning from
Maud Maxwell. The life at Penetang is described, and one event is Big Thunder’s account
of the death of Tecumseh. Col. Battersl%y's men arrive in time for the Battle of Lundy's
Lane, where Capt. Morris is wounded. Toronto and Penetang are connected by trail. On
the completion of the fort, there was a grand opening ball—with only one lady to grace the
occasion. Then their work done, and the war over, part of the forceis to leave. Helen
fears the odious Captain Cumming will be left in command of the post but Sir George saw

the possible trouble in time to prevent it.

CHAPTER XXXIX

T was a beautiful day in the autumn
when the frigate Beaver passed Mc-
Nab Island and sailed up the long harbour
to Halifax. Wonderful tints of the forest
from russet brown through red, orange and
yellow, to the dark green of the juniper,
stretched out beyond the little city, while
orchard trees laden with fruit, pasture
lands cropped by the cows, and stubble
fields still golden from the harvest, added
zest to the outlook of the tired soldiers
coming home from the war.

On the deck of the frigate sat Captain
Morris, surrounded by a number of men.
The sick, the wounded, the well were there:
but they numbered, all told, scarcely a
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third of the force that went out, hale and
buoyant for the conflict, only a few months
before.

It had been heralded that the Halifax
column was returning, and people gathered
at the dock to welcome them as they neared
the landing. Among the little groups of
red coats standing close together, many a
face was recognised, and when Captain
Morris, aided by a subaltern, rose to his
feet, the whole company were greeted with
enthusiastic cheers.

“Another for Captain Morris,” called
out a soldier from the citadel. And they
gave it.

“A tiger,” was the next shout.

Again the yell was loud and long. This
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time the Captain with long beard and hag-
gard face limped forward, and with his
left hand raised his helmet in acknowledg-
ment.

“It is good to have you home again,”
said Colonel Mason, whose carriage was
waiting for him. “You’ve lost in flesh,
Morris, but egad, you've got it back in
glory.”

‘“‘How many of my men are dead,
though ?” returned Morris with a ghastly
smile, “and the poor devils who were
wounded. See yonder man with both legs
shot off by a cannon ball, and the two at
the side there, each minus an arm.”

“True enough,” said Mason. “I’d
rather be shot off the face of the earth, than
maimed as that poor fellow is. But it’s
been rough on yourself, Captain.”

“I was lucky to get off as well as I did,”
said Morris more cheerily. “A month or
two’s rest and a sea voyage will do wonders
for a man.”

“ Are you going so soon ?”’

“It won’t be long.”

That afternoon the Misses Maxwell
called to see him. Maud wanted to post-
pone the visit to the following day; but
Eugenia insisted that it was the right thing
to do, and she would go alone, if Maud
would not accompany her.

“You have written to him twice,” she
said, decisively. “And as a friend, if
nothing more, it would be heartless to de-
fer the visit.”

Colonel and Mrs. Mason were with him
when the young ladies were announced.
They were both shocked at his attenuated
form, although heightened colour improv-
ed his appearance for the moment.

“You will excuse my rising,” he said to
Maud as they shook hands. “The doc-
tors tell me that this pitiable limb of mine
should not be moved more often than I can
help. I am a sorry scarecrow, too, and a
left-handed one at that.”

“We are glad you are home again and
in Mrs. Mason’s care,” said Maud. Her
voice trembled and her face flushed, for
his thin fingers held her hand tightly.

“We’ll feed him on the fat of the land,”
said Mrs. Mason, who had the reputation
of being an excellent purveyor for the sick.

“Captain Morris deserves all we can
do for him,” echoed the Colonel with a

' hair was made to cover it.
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smile, “and what is more, I have it on good
authority that his name will appear in the
next issue of the Gazette.”

At this moment there was a rap on the
door, and the maid handed in a paper.

“Here it is,” said the Colonel, adjusting
his spectacles. “First on the list of pro-
motions:

““To the rank of Major, Albert Edward
Morris of C company of the —nth Royals.
for distinguished bravery in the Anglo-
American campaign.’”

“This is news to me,” was Morris’
comment.

Maud’s eyes flashed but they were look-
ing out of the window and not at him.

’gae Major made slow progress to-
wards recovery. The diversity and extent
of his wounds prevented rapid healing;
and Christmas was long past before the
pain and the limp were gone. By March,
however, he was well again. Even the
cicatrix on his scalp was invisible for the
Then, he com-
menced to visit his friends as of old, and
there was no house in Halifax that he went
to more frequently, or in which he was
more welcome, than that of Judge Max-
well.

That he was a devoted admirer of Maud
the whole family knew; but their progress
as lovers did not seem to be rapid. At
least so thought Eugenia.

“You have no heart,” she said to Maud
one day, indignantly. “You know that
he loves you, and yet you never give him
an opportunity to declare himself.”

“If he desires he can surely make one,”
returned Maud, “but he is too wise.
What is the use of doing useless things ?*

“Do you mean that you really do not
care for him?”

“Caring is not loving.”

“You might say the same of Dr. Beau-
mont, and yet you correspond ?”’

“But I gave him a promise—"”

“That you would not become engaged
to anyone for a year,” interrupted her
sister.

113 Yes"l

“The year expired a month ago. You
are free now to do as you please.”

“Yes, and free to remain as I am.”

Eugenia looked perplexed.

“But has Dr. Beaumont pressed his
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suit in his recent letters?” she asked.

“He certainly has not. He is waiting
his time, nothing more.”

“Surpassing his time you mean. If in
earnest he should have been here before
now, or at least have given good reason for
delay.”

“ Don’t be absurd, Eugenia.
say he hadn’t given a reason.”

“Well, reason or no reason, Major
Morris is the better man of the two—a
brave soldier—a gallant officer—beloved
by his men—of fine old family—a good
Churchman—and owner of a beautiful
estate. Goodness, gracious! what has
Dr. Beaumont to show in comparison with
Major Morris as an eligible match ?”

“My dearest sister, you might be a
scheming mamma, selling off your daugh-
ter to the highest bidder,” exclaimed Maud
with a laugh. ““’Pon my word though, it
must be something else. Has Dr. Fair-
child so tied you up that you are afraid
another medico might do the same with
me? Would the double ‘Vis Medicatrix’
be too much for us altogether? Is that
the issue ?”

“Don’t be unreasonable, Maud. You
acknowledge that there is nothing serious
between you and Beaumont. He's a
thousand miles away, living in a little
garrison in the woods, with no prospect of
change. Major Morris, on the other hand,
is right here, and, although devoted to you,
will be ordered home again on one of the
first ships. Now is an opportunity for you
that may never occur again.”

“It is a serious question,” said Maud,
once more becoming grave. ‘“When is
your marriage to take place? 1 have for-
gotten the exact date.”

“The last Thursday in May.”

“I doubt very much if the companies of
the —nth Royals will sail before then.
There is still time enough, and rest assured
Genie, I despise a woman who willingly
entangles a man in order to throw him
overboard.”

“The very thing you are doing, though.”

“ Genie, you are unjust to me.”

“The deed may not be wilful but the end
is the same,” persisted her sister.

And Major Morris did not remit his
attentions. Being off duty, he frequently
doffed his uniform and appeared at the

1 did not
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Judge’s in laced coat, knee breeches, and
silk stockings. Verily he was a handsome
man, and withal a welcome guest. Some-
times he had a spicy bit of news to relate,
a story from the camp, or an item from
over the sea. It was always interesting.
He did not often find Maud alone; and he
soon discovered that he succeeded better in
strengthening her regard, by not being too
exclusive in his attentions.

He knew well that he had a rival; and
although a touch of jealousy might have
been the real cause of his retention of that
letter until reaching Lundy’s Lane, for he
suspected that there was another one in-
side; yet he was too true a gentleman to
make unwarranted capital at the expense
of the absent lover. If he could honour-
ably win her hand and heart and carry
Maud back to England on his returnjvoy-
age as his wife, he would be the happiest
man alive; but to accomplish this by at-
tempting to weaken her regard for Doctor
Beaumont, was not in his line. He must
make her regard for himself grow stronger,
That was all. :

When both he and Beaumont were awa
from Halifax, honours were easy, and ea.
could strive alike. But actual presence
gave him the advantage, and if he could
not succeed in winning her love fairly, now
that he had the field to himself, Morris felt
that he deserved to be vanquished.

Men do not die of broken hearts, the
wound may be deep, but in time it will heal
and he was willing to abide by the truth
of his philosophy.

“What luxuriant tulips, Miss Maud!”
said the Major one morning. This time
he found her alone, gathering them from
a luxuriant bed by the lilacs in her garden.

“Yes,” she said laughingly. “They
stand shoulder to shoulder like soldiers on
a battlefield. You see how ruthlessly I
am slaying them.”

“Scarcely that,” was his comment.
;‘dY'ou are simply carrying off the wound-

“Ah,” she said, shaking her head; ““but
how many of the wounded will live ?”

“All of them, judging by your habit,
they will simply die a natural death.”

“How do you make that out?” she
asked, looking up quickly.

“Simply that by putting them in water
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in the shade, as is your custom, the flowers
will live as long as when left on their stems
in the garden.”

‘““Have you found the philosopher’s stone
yet?”” she questioned with an arch look.

“No,” he replied, “only the observer’s;
but have you heard the latest news? It
only came an hour ago.”

“No, what is it, please?”

“Sir George Head, who has been sta-
tioned with the men in Montreal all winter,
'will be here in a week; and, with what re-
‘mains of the —nth Royals, will sail at once
for England.”

The announcement dropped very quietly
‘from the Major’s lips, pregnant though it
‘was with so much that was dear to him.
Maud started and turned pale. The
mention of Sir George and his own com-
pany in the same breath, placed the Doc-
‘tor and the Major in a relationship that
:she had heretofore declined to realise.
‘Something seemed imminent, she hardly
knew what.
¢ “Which means that you will go with
him ?” she said at last avoiding his eye.

“Yes, Miss Maud, that is what it means
and besides, the gruesome and terrible
things that have happened, the beautiful
and happy days I have spent in Halifax
will be at an end.”

“If the gruesome things have surpassed
the pleasant ones, you will rejoice when all
is over,” said Maud, gently, regaining her
self-control. “In such case I know I
should.”

“Women are different from men,” was
his comment. ‘‘Perhaps men do not bal-
ance things so clearly. With us I fear
every experience of life stands alone. The
terrible reality of the slaying of a thousand
men in an hour may be one thing; but the
presence of a single thread of sunshine,
which enthralls you and penetrates your
whole being is another.”

“You are very poetic as well as practical,
Major Morris,and I think you are right,”
said Maud, determined not to understand
him. “What you say of the soldiers is
terribly sad; but about the sunshine, we
have many threads of sunshine here. I
was born in Halifax and never even crossed
the ocean; but from all I hear, we have
‘ten times as much sunshine in Nova Scotia
as you have in England.”
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“Egad! I suspect you are right,” was
his answer, as she went off in a little ripple
of laughter, her cheeks aglow with colour.
“It must be the sunshine that freshens
your beauty and puts that damask upon
your skin.”

“How you flatter! But ’pon my
word it is a good thing. It makes you as
brown as a berry in March, red as a rose
in June, and blue as a plum in November.”

“I thought it was the wind that did the
first as well as the last,” he said watching
her ever-changing face.

“TIt helps,” she replied demurely.
old Sol always does his share.”

“Well,” he said, dryly. “In my case
the order will have to be changed. I ex-
pect to go into the plum business in June.”

“It is said to be a very fine industry,”
she said, looking downwards and pulling
the petals from the twig of lilac that she
had broken from a neighbouring bush;
“but in all conscience, I always thought
you army men looked down upon trade.”

“No, indeed,” he returned, smiling
broadly, as he took in the humour of the
situation. “I don’t believe in looking
down upon any honest calling, even rais-
ing plums.”

And they both went off in a peal of
laughter, though before she was through
Maud’s eyes glistened with tears.

b
CHAPTER XL

“But

“QO he thinks that a flower severed

from the soil and placed in the
shade will flourish as well as in its native
sunlight,” Maud mused after he went
away that morning. “Had he a special
meaning, I wonder —and about balances,
his words contained one sure enough.
What is that English home of his like,
anyway? And his people—sedate and
punctilious—just as my mother says her’s
were? No wonder he talked about the
shade. They say over there it rains
seventy days and shines seven. If I had
let him, he would have asked me to give
up our glorious sunshine again. Ah, me,
life is a funny problem anyway! There’s
the east and the west, and here I am-in
the middle. Gadzooks! as my father
would say, I wish I knew what to do. I
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suppose the Doctor will be coming back
soon—to buy new clothes of course! Funny
how he took me at my word when I set
him down last year. Since then, although
he writes often, he never talks out and out
of love—waiting till he comes I suppose—
and not very definite upon that either.
Perhaps some dusky maiden in the west
may yet steal the young man’s heart away.
What of Little Moon, the Ojibways Chief’s
daughter, that he raved about in one of his
letters? Pshaw! She would never suit
Beaumont! Well! I like Major Morris
with his English drawl, his bravery, his
knee breeches, and his shade out of sun-
light. And I like Dr. Beaumont with his
passion, his Mon Dieus, his life in the
glorious west, and his controlled faithful-
ness. But by my faith, do I love either
well enough for marriage? Oh, there’s
the rub, Maud Maxwell! What a little
minx you are, anyway, not to know your
own mind better than that!"

Impatiently she tossed off her hat and
finished fixing her tulips. But she did it
with unusual care that morning, and an
hour afterwards her mother said she never
saw them so beautifully arranged before.

The preparation for Eugenia’s wedding
monopolised the long hours during those
May days; and Maud did not have much
time for thought. There were clothes to
select, gowns to make, milliners and dress-
makers to see, boots and gloves fresh from
England to be examined and selected with
a connoisseur’s eye; and in all Maud did
her part.

Eugenia, too, had set her heart on see-
ing her sister marry the Major; and hav-
ing settled the preliminaries of her own
nuptials in her own decided and placid
way, she was prepared, during the little
time that remained, to devote herself to
furthering her sister’s interests. Hence,
instead of retreating to a quiet corner each
evening with her lover, the Major and
Maud invariably made two of her party;
and so intense was Dr. Fairchild’s devo-
tion, that anything that Genie suggested
immediately became law.

In the evenings they played whist or
visited the Art Loan Exhibition, which
the good people of Halifax had got up for
the benefit of the orphans and widows of
Canadian soldiers. Or they went to the
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music hall to see amateur artists, officers of
the garrison, and the young people of Hali-
fax perform in the name of the same good
cause. And so each evening the four in-
separables were almost invariably to-
gether.

Maud enjoyed it, too, for the Major’s
visits would soon be over; and by judicious
fencing, she succeeded in parrying any-
thing like a direct declaration again. Each
night she went to bed thankful that the
end had not yet come; and yet suspicious
of what the future day might bring to
pass.

One evening, however, fortune favoured
Morris. He had gotten himself up with
elaborate care, for this was the last night
they could devote to whist; and probably
the last evening that he would be off duty,
for Sir George’s ship had been sighted and
would be in the harbour that night.

“It grieves me to disappoint you,” said
Maud, after the usual greeting. “My
sister and Dr. Fairchild are out driving,
They expected to be back early, but a
messenger has just arrived with the news
that the Doctor was detained profession-
ally, and it will be impossible for them
to return for an hour yet.”

“Ah! I am sorry for ourselves as well
as the sick,” said the Major, smiling.
“But can we not utilise the time? Just
the chance for a talk—the very thing that
I have been praying the gods to grant us
this long time.”

“I did not know that your prayers were
so earnest,” she laughingly returned, as she
picked up a trifle of needle work to help
her thoughts run smoothly.

“Yes, and I must speak again,” he con-
tinued. “We can be serious as well as
jolly.”

“My dear Major!” exclaimed Maud
with a light laugh. ““We have the jolliest
talks every time we meet. Don't talk of
seriousness please.”

“One cannot be merry forever,” was his
answer.

“Genie says we should always pursue
the even tenor of our way,” was her quick
response. “So I propose that while I
use my needle, you read aloud either
‘Young’s Night Thoughts,’ or ‘Gray’s
Elegy,’ as a tonic to our gaiety.”

“Not a bad idea,” said the Major, pick-
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ing up a book at random.
will do as well.”

“Perhaps this

And he commenced to read Burns’

Sonnet:

““Oh wad some power the gifty gie us
To see ourselves as ithers see us.’”

“That’s just it,” interrupted Maud.
“Now I’ll express your sentiments with
which I entirely agree. ‘She’s a rollicking
jolly girl, full of dash and nonsense, doesn’t
care a fig for anybody; as for falling in love
that’s impossible, for she hasn’t a heart
any bigger than a chipmonk.” How will
that do for a commencement?”

“Only fairly well. Pray go on.”

A spark of fire flashed from her eyes as
she continued:

““She’s got the crazy idea that she lives
in a glorious country, where the sun shines
ten months in the year; and she’d rather
die an old maid in it, than go to another
one for all the wealth of Ind.””

“How eloquent you are!” he said, strok-
ing his moustache over compressed lips
and looking towards the ceiling. “Should
my soliloquy come next?”

“That would be delightful!” she ex-
claimed, clapping her hands in assumed
mirth. “You tell me what I think of you,
which will be your own sentiment of your-
self.”

“Well,” he said, reflectively, “‘he’s an
arrant fool, filled with the old-fashioned
notion that men were brave and women
true—that love nestled in the heart of
every woman, and that it only required the
right man and the right place to make it
blossom as the rose. He fondly imagined
that old England was the Queen of the Seas
and that her homes were the freest, the
fairest, the loveliest in the wide world; and
’he dreamed of wooing and winning a fair
«damsel with flashing eyes, generous im-
pulses, daring heart; and making her the
‘wife of his bosom, the goddess of his love,
‘the mistress of his home, in the mansion
and groves of his forefathers. But he was
a daft and silly wight, and didn’t know
what he was doing.””’

What answer Maud would have made
to the following speech, it is difficult to
tell; but there was a rap at the outer door,
a hurrying along the hall, and a ming-
ling of voices that rivetted her attention.
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“An officer wants to see you, Miss
Maud,” said the maid.

“Show him in, Catharine,” was her
astonished answer, for the hour was al-
ready late. :

“Dr. Beaumont!” she exclaimed with
flushed face, as she quickly rose to meet
him.

“Maud Maxwell,” was his only an-
swer, as he grasped her hands in both of
his, and looked down into the face that
was ever near him, and of which he had
dreamed so often.

In another moment she remembered
that they were not alone.

“Major Morris—Dr. Beaumont,” and
the two men clasped hands. Morris’
expression was one of honest but pained
surprise, Beaumont’s one of pleasure that
needed no questioning. Maud’s eyes
told him that he was welcome. That
was enough.

The Doctor’s old regimentals had
stood long and hard service, while his
face was bronzed with travel and his hair
unkempt. Still, Maud thought—as he
stood in careless attitude, so different
from the dapper young man of long ago
—that he was handsomer than ever. The
contrast with the Major was marked.
His clean-cut features, laced coat and
silk stockings would have ornamented
a drawing room in London; while any-
one could see that Beaumont had been a
denizen of the woods.

He might have waited until his tailor
had made him new again, but he would
not; and with the wild freedom that the
west had given, must be taken for him-
self or not at all. Standing there, quick
as a flash, he had taken a fresh grasp of
life, and knew his bearings.

The two men met again as old
friends.

“I am proud of you, Morris,” said the
Doctor. “Slow as news travels in the
west, word came at last, and your name
is in everybody’s mouth.”

“Thank you,” said the Major, forc-
ing a smile. ‘““But it’s an old story now.
When did you arrive?” gt

“Less than an hour ago. As luck
would have it, T reached Quebec just as
Sir George Head was leaving for Halifax
on the North King.”
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“The ship he came out on with the rooth
regiment,” said Maud.

“Yes,” said Beaumont, “and he re-
turns home to England on the same
vessel.”

“It will surprise the people here as
much as your arrival,” said Maud. “Did
no one know you were coming?”

“No one in Halifax knew of it until I
landed,” said the Doctor. “My oppor-
tunities were so uncertain that I took ad-
vantage of the first one that offered.”

“And who is looking after your pa-
tients while you are away?” the Major
asked.

“Oh, we don’t have many. It is a
healthy place, and as luck would have
it, Dr. Sparling of Little York came over
the trail with a party of friends. So the
officers being willing, I persuaded him
to take my place for a couple of months,
and here I am.”

“How delightful!” said Maud, “and
what of the brave, charming, devoted
Mrs. Manning?”

“She’s the queen of our colony—as
true as steel—the same forever. And I
must not forget, she sent her warmest
love to you and with it this letter.”

“I shall write her to-morrow and tell
her how well you have delivered her
message.”’

“Well, I'm glad to see you, Beaumont,”
said the Major, rising and extending his
hand. “I shall be at the old quarters
for a day or two yet; but it will not be for
long, as my company sails with Sir George
when he leaves for the east. But come
and see me any time and welcome until
then.”

Maud accompanied him to the door.
He took her hand without a word and
for a moment their eyes met.

“Believe me,” she said earnestly, “I
did not know it.”

“I do believe you,” he replied in a low
voice, “but what of my faith in women ?”

“Surely you have not lost it,” she said,
grasping his hand in both of hers and
looking earnestly into his eyes.

“What else can one do. Wounds of
flesh are nothing; but what of the heart
—the spirit of the man?”

“T am sorry,” she spoke in a still lower
tone and her voice trembled. - “But you

.
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will not give way. Your soul is as
brave as your heart is; and you will live
to love and win a woman more worthy
of you far than ever I could be.”
Suddenly he threw his arm around her,
pressed a kiss upon her cheek and was

gone.
S

CHAPTER XLI

LUMP rose in Maud’s throat and a
spasm crossed her features as she
closed the door. Then she stopped to
put a tray in order, making a noise in get-
ting it even. It took her more than a
minute to arrange it properly; but when
she entered the parlour again her face
was as though nothing had happened.

For a moment Beaumont looked at her
keenly, but her features told no tale. The
human heart is inscrutable; and a true
woman never tells everything, even to her
dearest. So hidden in Maud’s bosom
was a little story of man’s devotion,
which ever after remained unspoken and
unforgotten. :

Beaumont bowed over her hand and
led her to a seat again. “For months
and months I have longed for this hour,”
he said. “Even after I started, three
weeks of a journey seemed almost like
years; but now that I see you I know
that I have not come in vain.”

“Please don’t talk in that way,” said
Maud, with a half frightened look in her
face. “Speak of anything but not of
that to-night.”

“Mon Dieu! Surely I am not wrong!”

“Oh, something else, just for to-night,”
she pleaded. “You came so unexpect-
edly, without a moment’s warning;” and
then she added, archly elevating her
eyebrows, “you expect too much, sir;
you must remember that I am the
same Maud Maxwell that 1 was a year
ago.”

“Mon ami, forgive me,” he exclaimed
penitently. “I will do whatever you
say.” 4

And they talked for an hour of many
things, but chiefly of Penetang, of the
journey to York by trail, then by schooner
to the St. Lawrence—down the rapids
in a row boat, guided by Indians to Mon-
treal—schooner again to Quebec—and
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then on the North King with Sir George.

“The dear old Colonel. I quite
learned to love him through Mrs. Man-
ning’s letters,” said Maud.

“He’s a brave Commander as well as
a gallant gentleman,” said the Doctor,
“and we missed him terribly after he
left. Still our fort was established, and
taking fifty men away from the new
quarters gave the rest more room.”

“The winter would be the hardest upon
you,” said Maud.

“On the whole we did well, though.
The frost was keen, but we learned how
to meet it, and another winter we’ll be
better prepared.”

“How did you secure supplies ?”” Maud
asked. “You are so far away from the
east.”

“They were brought chiefly by trail
from Little York, except fish and game,
which our own men always secure.”

“It must be the hunters’ paradise,”
said Maud, enthusiastically.

“The whole northern country is like
a preserve,” said Beaumont, keenly
watching her animated face. “When
you come to Penetang, you, too, must
learn to follow the chase.”

“Oh! What became of Corporal Bond ?”’
she suddenly asked. “ Did he ever return ?”’

“Yes, he came back at last. Lati-
mer’s craft was captured by an American
gunboat when entering the St. Clair
river, and everything was overhauled.
Corporal Bond was retained a prisoner
until the war was over; while Latimer,
who declared himself to be an American,
was allowed with his wife to go free and
keep the boat.”

“Under what plea did they retain the
Corporal?” Maud asked. '

“On the ground that they knew he
was an English soldier, notwithstanding
his plain clothes. Still they treated him
decently, and after the treaty was de-
clared, gave him a pass to Little York.”

“There would be great rejoicing when
his wife met him again,” said Maud.

“Yes, and there was throughout the
garrison, for Bond is a genuine soldier.”

“One other thing I want to ask. It
is about the pretty little Indian maiden
you wrote of so charmingly.”

“Oh, Little Moon is now a soldier’s
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wife—growing contented and civilised
at the same time in a little cottage which
the two have to themselves.”

“How romantic!”

They chatted for a while longer. Then
they parted—but her last words were
like her first:

“Not to-night—not to-night—you must
wait until to-morrow.”

Three days later the white wings of
the North King unfurled as they swept
out to sea. Sir George had come and
gone. On the bridge beside him stood
the Major, whose brave face, kindly
eyes, and compressed lips told of nothing
but the brave and gallant officer. Sil-
enily they watched the receding shore.

“Another chapter of life closed,” said
Sir George at last; “though full of story,
it will never be opened to me again.”

“Yours was a chapter worth living,”
said Morris. “You have founded a
fort and established a colony, which will
go on growing and may last forever.”

The Colonel shook his head.

“Simply my duty,” was his answer,

“and what will become of the place in
the end, God only -knows. So far as
military fame is concerned, you beat my
record. That fight at Lundy’s Lane was
the turning point in the war, and your
valour there is too well known to be for-
gotten.”

“Pshaw, Colonel! I was only one of
many. Every man did his duty; and
with all that, the bloody horror of it
takes away the glory.”

“We’ll turn the leaf down anyway,”
said the Colonel, wheeling around and
looking out to sea. ‘‘Now blow ye winds
for old England, where wife and children
await with eagerness the old man’s re-
turn.”

“Oh, yes,” assented Morris, “and I
don’t think my dear old mother has for-
gotten her soldier boy.” :

By night the shore was out of sight for
the wind was from the west, and they
were far out at sea.

The good town of Halifax was not by
any means dull during those closing days
of May, in the year of our Lord one
thousand eight hundred and fifteen, for
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the double wedding was in everybody’s
mouth. Judge Maxwell’s daughters were
both to be married on the same day;
and by good or ill-luck each man was a
doctor.

The bell of the little English church
rang merrily on that bridal morning; and
for hours before the ceremony, fair maids
were decorating with spring flowers and
evergreens the aisles and chancel; for
never before had the marriage of two
sisters been celebrated within its walls
on the same day.

Major Morris, though now far out at
sea, had not forgotten the brides; for that
very morning was delivered unto each a
little package bearing his name. Eu-
genia’s gift was a resplendent ornament
of sapphire and gold, which enhanced
the beauty of her golden hair. But
Maud’s, though less brilliant in its set-
ting, was more unique. She was alone
when she unpacked the parcel and read
the enclosed note. It ran thus:

“Miss Maud. I do not expect to see
you again; but as I leave there is some-
thing you can do for me. I desire you
to accept with my sincerest wishes this
little necklace of my mother’s. It has
been in our family for three generations.
When I saw her last she said: My son,
when in your heart of hearts you have
learned to love a woman, give her this
and with it my blessing.’ With a sad
pleasure 1 obey her order. This neck-
lace was made of jewels of India in the
days of Clive. Three good and beau-
tiful women have owned and worn it;
and I know by vour acceptance, its re-
cord will go on untarnished. God bless
you! Farewell.””

Without looking at the costly trinket,
Maud, with glistening eyes, read and re-
read the words. Then she kissed them
passionately over and over again. An-
other moment was spent in thought—
but only a moment, for time was precious
—then with decisive hand she tore the
little letter into a thousand fragments
and dropped them into the open grate. -

Beneath the letter was a card contain-
ing the congratulations of the donor.
Then she picked up the dainty little gift.
It was a beautiful circlet of jewels and
golden beads with carved clasps of won-
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derful formation. In the centre was a
large translucent opal, and as Maud
looked into its silent depths she fancied
she could read its hidden history through
the long generations of the past.

For a few minutes before leaving for
church Beaumont was with her.

“See,” she said, as she handed him
the card and necklet. “I have some-
thing else to show you. It is a pretty
little thing that came this morning. May
I wear it?”

“Certainly, my darling. How unique
it is! Mon Dieu! Where could it come
from? Possibly from the banks of the
Nile! Mayhap from India! How very
handsome it is! Morris was always a
good fellow. Pity he couldn’t have
stayed for our wedding.”

“Pity, indeed!” said Maud, contem-
platively, as the bridegroom fastened the
Morris heirloom about her neck.

Six weeks later there was rejoicing at
Penetang. The Doctor had exceeded
his time; but as he brought his winsome
bride with him, every one at the garrison
was willing to forgive. They had come
out with a party of tourists from York,
and Maud, for the first time in her life,
had the satisfaction of camping for a
couple of summer nights in the woods.

The experience of this western trip
was full of joy for her; and with the
eagerness which was part of her nature,
she looked for new pleasure in each day’s
journey. Beaumont had told her the
wolf story in which Helen and Harold
were the heroes of the hour; and dur-
ing the second night from York while
the wolves were howling in the distance,
she lay awake for a while actually long-
ing for a similar experience.

Of all the denizens of that little northern
garrison none yearned for Maud’s ar-
rival as did Helen Manning; and when
the two women met, they stood for a
few minutes in a long and close em-
brace; while tears ran down their faces.

“This is foolishness,” said Helen.

“Is it?” said Maud.

“But how good of you to come.”

“Or of Henri to bring me.”

“Yes, you both deserve credit,” said
Helen, laughing—Ilaughter and tears are
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very near akin—"‘But how could he help
it, when Harold set him so good an ex-
ample ?”

“I once told you I would go to the
ends of the world with a man if I loved
him—just like yourself.”

“So that is your reason. A very good
one too.”

“Yes, I came first for my husband,
second for you, dear, and third,” her
eyes flashed as she looked around. “Well,
for the people of Penetang.”

Then they all clapped their hands and
laughed, settling her place forever in the
hearts of the little community.

The afternoon’s sun was nearing the
horizon, and the little bay lay before
them surrounded by trees of wondrous
tints—a thing of Brauty. :

“Oh, how delightful!” exclaimed Maud,
“and this is to be my home—a veritable
fairyland.”

“We will make it one for you if we
can,” returned Helen with a bright
smile; but alas she had had a year’s
experience.

Maud’s eyes wandered quickly over

the quaint buildings, which already
stood here and there upon upland and
shore, until finally they rested upon the
Island.

“And what is that little white house
standing among the trees?’ she asked.

“That is our magazine,” said Harold,
who stood hand in hand with his wife.
“The little citadel that guards our
bay.”

“And that scaffolding down at the
water’s edge. It looks as if they were
putting up the masts of a ship.”

“So we are,” said Captain Payne.
“The war is over and we may never have
to fight again; but in memory of a great
chief and brave warrior we are building
the Tecumseh?’

“And you see that pretty cottage,”
said Beaumont, taking his wife’s arm
and wheeling her round. “That is our
own little home. It was La Bonne
Madame’s. She has made it ready for
us. Won’t you come to it darling? You
need a rest.”

“Yes, Henri, I shall be glad to, I am
very happy but very tired.”

THE END

The Experiences of aWoman Bachelor

By JEAN BLEWETT

2 |EING the confidential letters
%| which passed between Eunice

| C. Complin, B.A., and her
| bosom friend, Kate Deming,
—===>_l on the subject of platonic
love and kindred theories.

p-

KenTowN, ONT., March 15th, 1904.

My Dear Eunice,—1I hope the fact of

a Montreal periodical calling you a geniu