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Alway Ready
Mooney’'s Sugar Walfers

are made with double layers of crisp, spicy biscuit crusts. Each
layer is a delight—between is a rich delicious cream, a com-
bination of sweets that can’t be duplicated.
This luscious cream is made in many flavors—from real fruts.
At luncheon or dinner to-day instead of serving the usual
dessert try Mooney’s Sugar Wafers. Let their delicious taste

to-day decide your desserts for the future.
In Tin Boxes 10c and 25c Sizes

The Mooney Biscuit and Candy Co., Limited, Stratford, Canada
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PLFASANT TO TAKE,

Refreshing and Invigorating.

HERE is no simpler, safer or more

42,‘ FRU” SALINE < FRUIT POWOIA agreeable aperient which will, by

natural means, get rid of dangerous

HEALTH-GIVING  § waste matter without depressing the

PLEASANT.COOLINC. spirits or lowering the vitality.

REFRESHINC.:

AR VICaRATING. It can be safely used every day

% 2/ ik even by invalids and children.
\ &'\\f% e THE BEST OF ALL
! ‘\‘\:\X_"-\," Towoewsc . HOUSEHOLD REMEDIES
= - AT ALL TIMES.
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THE EVER POPULAR
HOUSEHOLD REMEDY

Which has now borne the Stamp of Public approval for

ENO’S
FRUIT
| SALT

''''''''''

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

iu11ul|||n|muummuml|nn|m|||||m|muummmmummmmum|muunmmuuuuuummuum|unmm;miumiiiim|uummmuuunmmmmmnu|||||||uum||mumnummmmnmmmmsmmmzmui||mmu|ur||:i||m||ummmumlm|um|m|umnuumuumimmun

Agents for Canada, Messrs. HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., Lud,,
10, Mchul Street, Toronto.
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Sunny Surroundings

ACING the broad Thames Embankment—a situation unique in London—
F the Cecil Restaurant makes special claims upon the man who would dine
or lunch amid sunny surroundings. Commanding wide vistas of open
space and interesting river traffic, with the main entrance giving off on to the
Strand, London’s principal thoroughfare, the Hotel Cecil constitutes the ideal
resort of the busy City man or the visitor with ample time on his hands.

P_'rivate receptions for Dinner Parties in separate Reception Rooms with-beau-
tiful ‘‘Rose du Barri’’ Lounges. Restful seclusion—unobstrusive orchestral.

The Palatial Palm Court

HE chosen of London’s most discerning, most artistic bons-vivants.
Lofty—spacious—luxurious—imposing without being sombre. Decor-
ated Louis Quatorze style—all the atmosphere of the best Parisian
Cafés, leavened by a sense of.insular seclusion.
Orchestra throughout the day. Light refreshments at any time. Theatre suppers.

Ask at the Canadian Magazine Travel Bureau, Toronto, Canada,
for a copy of the Hotel Cecil Booklet. This shows, by text and
illustration, some of the luzuries of the Hotel’s interior, s
imposing exterior, the cost of a stay, brief or extended, and con-
tains @ variety of gemeral information that will be found very
useful to the intending visitor to London.

g (ﬂTELgECIL

London fOﬂ o




THE

February Number

FAMOUS CANADIAN TRIALS

THE SECOND ARTICLE OF THIS GREAT SERIES IS BY A. GORDON
Dewry, ENTITLED ‘‘ WALKER’S EAR.”” MR. DEWEY HAS MADE AN
EXHAUSTIVE EXAMINATION OF THE RECORDS IN THE ARCHIVES AT
OTTAWA, WITH THE RESULT THAT WE HAVE A MOST ABSORBING
ACCOUNT OF THIS MOST EXTRAORDINARY TRIAL AND OF SOCIAL LIFE
IN MONTREAL JUST AFTER THE ENGLISH OCCUPATION, WHEN SOL-
DIERS WERE BILLETTED UPON THE PEOPLE. 'THE TRIAL WAS THE
OUTCOME OF THAT NOW OBSOLETE PRACTICE.

TRAMPING IN UNFREQUENTED NOVA SCOTIA
By W. LACEY AMY

THIS IS A CHARMING ACCOUNT OF A WALKING TOUR IN A
PART OF NovA ScCOTIA WHERE THE ROADS ARE BAD, THE PEOPLE
HOSPITABLE AND PRIMITIVE, AND THE SCENERY PICTURESQUE,
THERE ARE EXCELLENT PHOTOGRAPHS,

HEROES OF THE CANADIAN ARCTIC
By A. V. THOMAS

THE FIRST COMPLETE ACCOUNT OF THE DISASTER THAT BE-
FELL INSPECTOR KITZGERALD AND CONSTABLES CARTER, KINNEY,
AND TAYLOR oN THE ForT MCPHERSON-DAWSON TRAIL IN FEBRU-
ARY, 1911, CoMMANDER EVANS, SECOND IN COMMAND OF THE ILL-
FATED SCOTT ANTARCTIC EXPEDITION, HAS FOUND A GREAT SIMI-
LARITY BETWEEN THE SCOTT AND KFITZGERALD DISASTERS. THIS
FIRST COMPLETE ACCOUNT, THEREFORE, WILL BE READ WITH GREAT
INTEREST.

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

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

200-206 Adelaide Street West . TORONTO
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HOw BENGER’S FOOD PROVIDES A CHANGE
D MILK DIET FOR INVALIDS.

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

Benger's Food and Raw Egg. Sago Pudding made with

Arrowroot Pudding made with Benger’s.
Benger's. Ground Rice made with

Queen Pudding made with Benger's. Benger's, etc.

,Benger's.

is unequalled when the digestive system is weakened through
accident, pain or illness, and whenever a light sustaining diet

has become a necessity.
Booklets and Samples may be obtatned post free from the Manufacturers—

BENGER'S FOOD, LTD., Otter Works, Manchester, ENG.

or from th ir Wholesale Agentsin Canada :—
The National Drug & Chemical Co. of Canada, Ltd., Montreal, oxa
Halifax, N.S. ‘Winnipeg, Man, Vancouver, B.C.
St. John, N.B, ‘Toronto, Ont. Vict: B.C.

, Ont. oria, B.|
O Hamilton, Ont. Calgary, Alta.
gh whom supplies may be obtained.

.-

places, 1914.
McGill Science, 1st
Head Master: place 1910, L

C. S. Fosbery, M.A. flace 1540, b

A place 1913.
MO NTR £ L hibition Arts, 1913.
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WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

66 AMYk” THE
ME@&MM@ INK

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
NEW METALLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE
NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE :
Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25¢.) from the Inventors.

|_COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Lto. 7453588 %" ENGLAND
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: LONDON GLOVE COMPANY

Gloves at Their Usual

CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND

Direct Attention to Their Unrivalled Variety of British Made

Moderate Prices.

The ““CONNAUGHT?®’? Ladies
Superior Quality Cape
Gloves, (British made) in Tan
shades, Spear Points, Prix
seam sewn, 2 Press Buttons,
71 cents per pair.

No. 315, — Ladles® Doeskin

Gloves, (British made) in useful

shadesof Grey, Tan or Beaver,

Pique sewn, 2 Press Buttons,
61 cents per pair.

The “‘CANADIAN?’ Ladies”
~ Buckskin Finish Gloves, excell-
ent wearing, in Tan or Grey,
Prix seam sewn, 3Buttons, 95
cents per pair.

Ladies” Real Deerskin Gloves, in
Dark Tan and Dark Grey, (British
made) Prix seam sewn, 2 Press But-
tons, $1.34 per pair.

No. 310. — Ladies’ Best Quality
Chamois Leather Gloves, Natural
Colour, Hand sewn with Strong
Black Thread, Special Cut Thumbs,
2 Large Pearl Buttons, 85 cents
per pair.,

Ladies’ Strong Cape Gloves, in
Tan or Oak shade, 6 Button
Length with Wide Arms, Strap
and Press Button as illustration,
Spear Points, Prix seam sewn,
$1.20 per pair.

Ladles’ “‘CANADIAN’’ Buck
Finish in same style as above, in
B Tan or Dark Grey, $1.44 per
4\ pair.

MEN'S CLOVES
Strong Doeskin® Buck Finish, in
Tan or Dark Grey, (British made)
Prix seam sewn, 1 Press Button, 23
cents per pair,

The ““CANADIAN?’ Buck Finish
Gloves, in Tan or Grey, a splendid
Glove for wear, (British made) 1
Press Button, 985
cents per pair.

Men’s Real Deerskin
Gloves, in Tan or
Dark Grey, (British
made) Prix seam sewn,
1 Press Button,
$1.34 per pair.

No. 326. — Men’s Best Quality Chamois
Leather Gloves, Natural Colour, (British
made) Prix seam Hand sewn with Black
Thread, 1 Large Pearl Button, 85 cents
per pair.

Ladies’ Doeskin Gloves, Buck
Finish, in Dark Tan or Grey
with Wool Lining and Fur
Tops, White Fur Lining at
‘Wrist asillustration,
Strap and Press
Button, $1.20 per
pair.

Ladies’ Strong
Dark Tan Cape
Gloves, without Fur
Tops, with Warm
Wool Lining, Strap
and Press Button, }
suitable for Sleigh-
ing. Driving, Etc.,
*’éﬁenm per pair.

Ladies® ““ BUCKSKIN,’®
in Tan or Grey withcut
Fur Tops, Lined Fur
throughout, Pique sewn,
Gusset Wrist Strap and
Press Button. &

Ladies’ Doeskin, Buck
Finish, in Tan or Grey,
Lined White Fur, Pique
sewn. as illustration, 2
Press Buttons $1.34
per pair.

Ladies’ Real Reindeer
Gloves, (British made)

-Sloves
in rich shades of Tan or D

(English-make) in

rey, Prix seam sewn, Brown Greyy
2 Buttons, $1.34 per Fur Top(s)rand halt
pair. Fur Lined, 1 Press
Men?s Ditto, with one Button, $1.09
Large Pearl Button, i gt
$1.69 per pair. ,

MEN'S GLOVES

8trong Bape, Prix seam
sewn, Double Palms,
Wool Lining, in Tan or
Black, Strap and Press
Button, as illustration,
$1.09 per pair.

Men’s Strong Goatskin
Cape Glcves, in Dark
Tan shade, Lined with
Best Quality Peerless
Wool, Hand sewn, with
Strap and Press Button,
as illustration, $1.58
per pair.

SUPPLIMENTARY DEPARTMENTS—Ladies’, Men’s and Children’s Hosiery and Underwear, English manufacture, at

equally moderate prices.

PRICE LISTS may be obtained free, on application to the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd., 200-206 Adelaidé{St. West, Toronto
Remittances, including postage, by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY,

General Post Office, London, England.

Address
all Orders

Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England.

6249 e



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

The Attainment of Loveliness

The care of the skin is the first essential in pre-
serving beauty. A bright cheerfu disposition and
the daily use of the unequalled ‘“ LA-ROLA " will
assist any woman to achieve her desire for a com-
plexion that is soft and glowing, a clear, healthy
charming complexion is the devine right of woman.

BEETHAM’S %

Is a delicate fragrant cream, absolutely greaseless,
possessing unequalled qualities. An excellent skin
protection against the ravages of wind and frost.

Soothing and refreshing after the shave.

GET A BOTTLE _FROM YOUR NEAREST

DRUGGIST TODAY. YOU'LL BE
DELIGHTED WITH THE RESULTS.SY 7
Manufactured by
M. Beetham & Son,
Cheltenham, Eng.

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

OAKEY'S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE
JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED

-

wﬁnﬂon Mills, London, Eng., S.E.

Best for Stoves, etc.

Ao dnlutlorirer -
¥ with i :
. JOHN HEATH'S 3
A. TELEPHONE PEN 0278 o
‘:i- Rezister;z;n Canada %
sk To be had :f -the leading ..'.;
t.‘ Stationers in Canada. "‘

’
v,

WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
278 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Canada.

A residential and day school, well ap-
pointed, well managed, and convenient.
Number of resident pupils limited to twenty-eight.
Students prepared for University Examinations. Spe-
cialists in each department. Affiliated with the Toronto
Conservatory of Music. F. McGillivray Knowles, R. C.
A., Art Director. For announcement and information
address the Principal.

MISS M. CURLETTE, B. A.
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The New

Flavour

P Sauce

this new sauce from
England is simply deli-
cious and such a welcome
change to the old-fashioned

kinds of
sauces.

Stoves sell
H.P.—heve

: /’ The last dropof ‘Camp
./ 1s as delicious as the fust
’ There’s absolutely no

waste. The flavour is
equal to the most expen-
sive coffee you can buy.

And ‘Camp’ Coffee is the
easiest in the world to make.

CAMP

COFFEE

Buy a bottle to-day,
Your Grocer sells it.
R. Paterson & Sons, Ltd,
Coffee Speci ilists,
Glasgow.

Get health from
FOOD

——no! medicine

Vitafer

The Greatest of all Tonic Foods

is both food and force—an agreeable
tasteless powder consisting of the
essential nutriment of British milk
richly endowed with Phosphorus
and other vitalising tonics.

ALL BRITISH

Vitafer benefits from the first dose.

A leading British physician says:—“l found
Vitafer a most excellent preparation in cases
of Nervous Debility and during Convalescence.”

Note the moderate price whlch pla.ces it
within the reach of all
From Drug Stores, in tins, 50c. and 75c.;
larger sizes, $1.25 and $2.00,

Sole Manufacturera—SOUTHALL BROS. & BARCLAY,
Birmingham, Eng. Limited

A message to every
Skin Sufferer

All skin troubles,
fromslight ones like
chilblains and face
spots, to severe cases
of eczema, rashes,
bad legs and hands,
are cured by Ant-
exema, It stops
irritation instantly,
and a permaunent
cure quickly follows.
Antexema is a cool-
ing, non-poisonous,
creamy liquid. clean-
ly to use and scarce-
ly visible on the skin.
Give up useless,
messy ointments.
No bandages requir-
ed with Antexema.
which has 30 years’
reputation in Great
Britain, and always
succeeds, Do your
duty to your skin ”
and get Antexema to-day. Of all drugg ‘st8
in Canada. Prices in Britain, Is. 13d.
and 2s. 9d. Wholesale from Antexema Cos
Castle Laboratory, London, N.W. (Eng:)

IJRFJ‘ EVERY. SKIN ILLN
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LANKETS are
luxuriously
clean, soft and

fleecy when washed
with LUX. Every

housewife knows that
blankets are very liable
to shrink in the wash
and become hard and
thick. LUX istheideal
preparation for wash-
ing blankets,all woollen
things, fine Ilaces,
ete., because it cannot
shrink them.

T L T Ty L T T T LT

LUX is the economical
clear}ser~it dissolves
readily in hot water—
makes a foamy, cream-like
lather which coaxes rather
than forces the dirt out
of clothes.

Sold at
10 cents

N e e O T T T A T T T

Made in
Canada by
Lever
Brothers
Limited,
Toronto.

e O T T T OO T

)
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Perfect
Beauty
minus

The Made Up

Look

A soft, pearly white appearance that
cannot be detected. A velvety skin
that cannot be surpassed, 1s the.reason ;
why thousands of women daily use

GOURAUD’S

Oriental Cream

The supreme liquid face powder. Far super-
ior to dry powders, as it does not clog the
pores. It has a smooth. healing effec_t on lhf:
skin and is ideal to combat “Complexion Ills.”

ists and Depart-
;zznlt)gl;gfes 60c and $p1.50
per bottle,

GOURAUD’S ORIENTAL
CREAM is prepared in Canada.
Increase the prosperity of Can-
ada by buying ‘‘Prepared in
Canada” preparations.

Ferd. T. Hopkins & Son,
Montreal and New York
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DO YOU KNOW THAT THE PRESENT RUSH OF
SETTLERS TO CANADA REPRESENTS
A NEW SETTLER EVERY MINUTE
OF OUR WAKING HOURS?

Have you ever CONSIDERED what makes

CANADA such anw ATTRACTIVE FIELD
for SETTLEMENT ?

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

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

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS WRITE TO:—

W. D, SCOTT, Superintendent ot Immigration, OTTAWA, CANADA, or ‘ }J
J. OBED SMITH, Asst. Supt. of Emigration, 11-12 Charing Cross, London, S.' W., England.

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

es.
e School won University Scholarships at Matriculation in 1909, 1910 and 1911. .
REV. J. O. MILLER, M.A., D.C.L.. Principal.

RIDLEY COLLEGE

&uharines, Ont.

A ﬁ%\g\
N

Bishop's College %-
School ¥

LENNOXVILLE P.Q.
Head Master: J. TYSON WILLIAMS, B.A., Emmanuel College, Cambridge.
M. 5 ; This is an ideal place to send yourZboy, the sur-
Men occupying some of the most prominent roundings are healthful and the buildings up-to-date,
Positions in Canada, both in the army, the professions sanitary and well ventilated.
and in business, have been educated at Bishop's .Boys_ are prepared for R.M.C., JKingston, the
Universities and business life by an efficient sta

Coll
ege School. of masters, chiefly graduates of English Univer-
| sities.

FOR CALENDARS, INFORMATION, Ete.. APPLY TO THE HEAD MASTER.
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The Royal Military College

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

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

The Commandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial
Army. lent for the purpose, and there is in additon a complete staff of professors for the civ 1
sixbjects v&hlgh form such an important part of the College course. Medical attendance is
also provided.

Whilst the College is organized on a strictly military basis, the Cadets receive a prac-
tical and scientific training in subjects essential to a sound modern education.

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

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

Commissions in all branches of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force are
offered annually.

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

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

The total cost of the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, and all
extras, is about $800. y ;

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

For full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, applica-
tion should ge made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont., or to the Com-
mandant, Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont.

P

Queen’s University

Kingston - Ontario
INCORPORATED BY ROYAL CHARTER IN 1841

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

N of
THE EDUCATIONAL COURSES, under agreement B seih. So 5 g COURSE leads to the degrees

with the Ontario Education Department, are accepted as the

professional courses for (a) First Class Public School Cer- HOME STUDY
tificate; (b) High School Assistant’s Interim Certificate, THE ARTS COURSE may be taken by correspo?®”
and (c) Specialists Interim Certificate. dence, but for degree one year's attendance is required.

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

A College of Applied Science, Affiliated to Queen’s University;
KINGSTON - ONTARIO
THE FOLLOWING FOUR-YEAR COURSES ARE OFFERED FOR DEGREE OF B.S¢

(a) MINING ENGINEERING. 3 (e) CIVIL ENGINEERING.
(b) CHEMISTRY AND MINERALOGY. ét) MECHANICAL ENGINEERING.
(c) MINERALOGY AND GEOLOGY. g) ELECTRICAL ENGINEERING.

(d) CHEMICAL ENGINEERING.
For Calendar of School and further information apply to the

~

RUESSEEET

SECRETARY, SCHOOL OF MINING, KINGSTON, ONT:
; >

|

SCHOOL OF MINING|
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Bishop
School

FORTY-EIGHTH YEAR

A Church Residential and Day School For Girls.

StraChan Full Matriculation Course, Elementary Work,

Domestic  Arts»
Music and Painting,

President: The Right Rev. the Lord Bishop of Toronto.
Principal, MISS WALSH | Vice-Principal, MISS NATION

WYKEHAM HALL, COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO.
JUNIOR DAY SCHOOL—423 Avenue Road, Head Mistress, Miss R. E. Churchard,

(Higher Certificate National Froebel Union)

Art Association
OF ‘MONTREAL

The Schools of Art in the New
Galleries, Elementary, Life, An-
tique and Painting Classes will
re-open for 1914-15 on the 1st

October, 1914.
*Application should be made promptly to

J. B. ABBOTT, Secretary
Write for Prospectus

4
BOARDING scHOOL FOR BoYS—

Headmaster — A. G. M. Main-
waring, M. A., Trinity Coll,,
Cambs.

Housemaster—]J. J. Stephens,
M.A., Dublin University.

Visitor- The Lord Bishop of
Ontario.

S?arglte houses for Senior and

unior Boys. The School
Grounds cover 24 acres.

Recent R.M.C. Successes:—
1913, 4th, 6th, 7th, 11th, 13th
places.

1914, 3rd, 6th, 7th, 8th places.

KVILLE,

or
Pmspectus, Etc., apply to the Headmaster.

\

ASHBURY COLLEGE

Rockecliff Park, Ottawa

RESIDENT scHooL FOR BOYS

Moder, Fi

Smay reproof Building. Pure Water Supply.

Entrandasses. Gymnasium,  Chapel.  R.M.C.
SCHOE; 1914, all candidates passed, one first place.

L RE-OPENS SEPTEMBER 9th, 1914
. For Calender apply :—

RE -
V. GEO. P. WOOLLCOMEBE, M.A. [Oxon.]

\ Headmaster

P, M; P. Millet,
Artists, Colleges and Students

using Oil and Water Colors
should write for Catalogue.

P& Special discount to out of town customers

Dealers given trade discount and special
discount on following:

Cambridge Colors (Madderton & Co.)

Medici Prints (Medici Society) London, Eng.
Mansell’s (London, Eng.) colored and plain platinum

and carbon pictures of old masters.

C. W. Faulkner & Co’s. (London, Eng.) Pictures,
" Xmas Cards and Birthday Cards etc.

Artists’ Supply Co., 77% York St.
TORONTO.

-
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SrANE

A RESIDENTIAL anp ¢
DAY SCHOOL e
FOR BOYS

g e

EW'S COLLEG

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

ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

1449 BLOOR ST. E.;, TORONTO, ONTARIO

Calendar sent on aoplication
Re-opens after Christmas Vacation en Jan. 11th, 1915.
Rev. D. Bruce Macdonald, M.A.,L.L.D., Headmastef

A Residential and Day School for Girls

: e < 1500
Founded by the late George Dickson, M.A., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dicks?

Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year WO’“'
Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Bath
Hockey, Swimming Bath.
Write for Prospectus
MRS GEORGE DICKSON MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,
President. Principal.

™

mestminister Qollege

Toronto
H Residential & Day School for Girld

Situated opposite Queen's Park, Bloor St. W.
Every educational facility provided. Pupils prepared for
Senior Matriculation.
Music, ArtZand Physical Education. the

The School, by an unfailing emphasis upon the moral as well af)OL
intellectual, aims at the development of a true womanhood. SCH
REOPENS WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 6th, 1915,

For CALENDAR APPLY—

JOHN A. PATERSON, K. C, MRS. A. R. GREGORY’
President, Principal. _~
44‘/

Trinity College Schoo!

FOUNDED 1865
PORT HOPE, ONTARIO °

Residential School for Boys ‘-m

Beautiful Healthy situation, overlooking Lake Ontario :{LW
20 acres of Playing Fields, Gymnasium, Magmificent £
Covered Rink. 5 Fo
Boys Erepared for the Universities, Royal Military ¢©
and Business. Religious training throughout the €@
Special attention given to younger boys.

Next Term begins on Wednesday, Jan. 13th, 1915

For Calendar apply to the Headmaster—

REV. F. GRAHAM ORCHARD, M. A. (Camb.)

(Late Headmaster St, Alban’s School, Briklﬁ/')/

1leg®
ursé
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TanRsomeNatls::
A Residential and Day School for Girls

Hon. Principal, - Miss M. T. SCOTT
Principal, M1ss EDITH M. READ, M.A.
Preparation for the University and for Examinations
in Music. Well equipped Art Department. Domestic
Science Department. Thoroughly efficient staff.
Large playgr s. td gal Tennis, Basket-

ball, Rink. Healthful locality.
PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS.

For Prospectus apply to the Principal.

The Mdargaret Eaton School of Literature and Exrpression

North Street, Toronto. - Mrs. Scott Raff, Principal

Finglish Literature, French and German, Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation,

Oratory and Public Speaking, and Dramatic Art.
Send for Calendar

Bishop Bethune College B Oshawa, Ontario

A Residential School for Girls.
Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto.
Prl'eparatu.)n for the University and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Young children also received.
gme location, Outdoor games and physical training.
o he Musical Department (Piano, Theory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sister, who for
elve years taught in the School with marked success.
oice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.

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

THE PRINCIPAL OF R l
oya

MouttonCollege Victoria

wi i
il spare no trouble to give you complete information regarding COllege

t ) Z
gnce‘g‘c"sbs, faculty and equipment of this well-known successful

Courses: —Matri
Special attention to ::xlztio:\l;d?’?guﬂ:’s Mqui'c’ ALr:’t.l MCGILL UNIVERS]TY
8irls received as resident pugils. g o MONTREAL

Address :—34 Ploor Street East, Toronto 33

HARRIETT STRATTONELLIS, B.A., D. Paed., Principal. For Resident and Day Students.

Students prepared for degrees in Arts,
Pure Science and Music. Scholarships

—
are awarded annually.
e THE RIGHT START For all information apply to the Warden,
insga’l‘t{lg your boy an education is to select that
envimnl;nenvtvnth competent instructors and proper pATENTs gECUI!tE}I]) ?Rt FEE RET?'}?NFDt
2 Send sketch for {ree search o aten
Office Records. HOW 'IPB OBTAIN A PATENT and WHAT TO

Woodstock

INVENT with List of Inventions Wanted and Prizes FREE
offered for inventions sent free. Patenls advertised

WANTED, NEW IDEAS. Send for our List of Patent Buyers.
VICTOR J. EVANS & CO., 835F Washington, D.C.

ILLUSTRATING

Is an easy line of Commercial art to
learn.. Our high grade Art Course
qualifies you quickly and costs but
little. Write For Particulars.
Shaw Correspondence School,
395 Yonge Street -  Toronto.

Tt

For

COllege Boys

Meets 5] 3
red o % . T
respon dencgﬂiﬁgﬁt‘ts' Fully equipped manual training. Cor-

Wood A, T. MacNEILL, B.A. 35
— dStock College - - Woodstock, Ont.
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THE CANADIAN BANK OF COMMERCE

BEAD OFF1ICE. . - - - - - TORONTO

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

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

With branches situated in all the important towns and cities in Canada and with
direct representation in New York, San Francisco, Seattle, Portland, Ore., London, Eng.,
Mexico City and St. John's, Newfoundland, this Bank offers unsurpassed facilities for the
transaction of every description of banking business.

SAVINGS BANK ACCOUNTS

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

e <R RIS R Ty P R ST SR R e BT SR AR S R A R TR AT R R SR A

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

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

HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL

DIRECTORS:

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

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

330-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA—-330

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

LONDON, ENG.P Bank Bldgs., Princes St., E.C. NEW YORK, Corner William and Ced ar Sts

SAVINGCS DEPARTMENT &séidniHes

.---“------’-----
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THE
BANK OFTORONTO

RECORD OF PROGRESS FOR FIVE YEARS

1909——1914
' 1909 1914 INCREASE
CAPITAL - . $ 4000000 $ 5000,000 $ 1,000,000
RESERVED FUNDS ~ 4818871 6402811 1,583,940
- CAsH ON HAND 5722340 8,162,624 2,440,284
" DEPOSITS - - 34573807 44924980 10,351,083

l LOANS AND
INVESTMENTS 37,438,588 45,939,033 8,500,445

‘ TOTAL ASSETS 47,989,693 . 61,929,363 13,939,670

YOUR BANKING BUSINESS INVITED

Interest is added to balances

“ SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at all Branches.
: half-yearly.

BUSINESS ACCOUNTS receive careful attention. The bank has complete

equipment and facilities for the tr ansaction of banking for all classes

of business accounts, both large and small.

HEAD OFFICE - TORONTO, CAN.
Incorporated 1855.

-

L



CANADIAN MAGAZINE

ADVERTISER

SERVICE

For every description of banking
business our conveniently located
Branches offer the best of facili-
ties. And in addition there is the
assurance of Safety to depositers,
the most important requisite of
banking service. We invite Sav-
ings Accounts, large and small.

PAID-UP CAPITAL -

TOTAL RESOURCES
OVER $90,000,000

The Bank of
Nova Scotia

(With which is incorporated
The Metropolitan Bank)

$ 6,500,000

Branches of this Bank in every Cana-
dian Province, and in Newfoundland,
West Indies, Boston, Chicago and
New York.

PROFITS PAYABLE IN
1915

A booklet, giving several
hundred illustrations of Profit re-
turns under Policies maturing in
1915, will be mailed by The
Great-West Life to any interested
enquirer,

There could be no more
convincing evidence of the value
of the Policies of

The Great-West Life

Assurance Company,
HEAD OFFICE - - WINNIPEG

I

—

THE

Inoerenpent Oroer oF Foresters

For further information and literature apply to

E. G. STEVENSON, S.C.R.

FRED J. DARCH, S.S.

Policies issued by the Society are for the protect-
Furnishes ion of your Family and cannot be bought, sold or Tota!
& Coolote pledged. ' Benefits
P Benefits are payable to the Beneficiary in case of Paid
System of death, or to the member in case of his total disability, 42 Million
Insurance or to the. meml')er on attaining seventy years of age. Dollars
Policies issued from $500 to $5000

TEMPLE BUILDING, TORONTO

10 years ago.

THIS INVESTMENT
HAS PAID T% PER ANNUM

half-yearly, since the Securities of this corporation have been placed on the market
Business established 28 years,

part or whole at any time after one year.

for full particulars and booklet.

Safe as a mortgage.

Investment may be withdrawn in
Write at once

National Securities Corporation

LI
CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILD

MITED
ING - TORONTO, ONTARIO
F S ——

[

-
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IF YOU LOVE YOUR WIFE

and your Children, you should make to-day

AMPLE PROVISION

for their comfort after you are gone.

A policy in

THE
EXCELSIOR
LIFE

INSURANCE
COMPANY

WILL GIVE

Absolute Protection for the Home
AND

COMFORT IN OLD AGE

Write to-day for rates
Head Office: —~TORONTO, CANADA
\

e

BOND
OFFERINGS

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

Government — Municipal
Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 4% to 6

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

Dommion Securmies
RPORATION -LIMITED

NTO . MOHTRE.AL LONDON.ENG

: ¥

Eslerbroo

ESIBIB -0 v i

To those
who use
a pen only
occasionally
Esterbrook Pens
are the most pleasant
and satisfactory assistant;
to those who write con-
stantly, an invaluable ally
and friend.
Backed by a half-century's
reputation.
for useful metal box con-
SEND loc taining 12 of our most
popular pens, including the famous
Falcon 048,

Esterbrook Pen Mfg. Co.
New York Camden, N. J.
Brown Bros., Limited
Canadian Agents., Toronto

m»»émmmm«magﬂ‘ﬂ“

IH" (’ﬂ”

,..lnvll

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

220 Branches in Canada.
Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.
Savings Department at all Branches.

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

General Banking Business.
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A Personal Matter

North & If that grey bearded old man of the ‘scythe
American Life were going to cut you off tomorrow, would you -
Solid listen to a proposition whereby, for a moderate
Continent sum deposited with the North American Life,
your wife would be assured a substantial annual
income as long as she should live ? - Of course
you would.

Well you do not know the time, but the call is certain. Still we make you that

proposition—an income absolutely guaranteed your widow every year as long
as she shall live.

It will save you worry while you live; it will save the home when you die.

Get the little booklet *“ The Real Service ”’ which explains it fully.  You have but to ask,

- NORTH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANCE CO.
L Head Office . TORONTO, CAN.

HEAD OFFICE HAMILTON

CAPITAL AUTHORIZED.. $5,000,000
CAPITAL PAID UP....... $3,000,000
SURPLUS ................. $3,750,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
- BRANCHES
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That Satisfied
Feeling

that comes to one when an
‘Investment turns out. better
than expected is the daily
experience of Policyholders
in the

London Life

Insurance Company

Canada

London

Actual results under present
rates exceed estimates by
one-third, It is pretty safe to
Insure with such a Company,
1s 1t not ?

Protection and provision for
O!d age are wonderfully com-
bined under our Endowments

at Life Rate.
/%4 %iﬂte for pamphlet.

Policies

“GOOD AS GOLD”

'\‘\“‘

\4

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street - Toronto
Established 1855

W. G. Gooderham

W. D. Mathews.

G. W. Monk.

R. S. Hudson,

President.
First Vice-President,
Second Vice-President,

Joint General Managers,
John Massey.

Superintendent of Branches and Secretary
George H. Smith.

Paid-up Capital ............ $6,000,000,00
Reserve Fund (earned) ...... 4,250,000,00
Ivestments ................ 31,826,618 37

Deposits

The Corporation is a

Legal Depository for
Trust Funds -

Every facility is afforded depositors. De-
posits may be made and withdrawn by mail
with perfect convenience. Deposits of
one dollar and upwards are welcomed
Interest at

Three and One-Half
""" Per Cent.

per annum is credited and compounded
twice a year. {

Debentures

For sums of one hundred dollars and
upwards we issue Debentures bearing a
special rate of interest, for which coupons
payable half-yealy are attached. They
may be made payable in ome or more
years, as desired.” They are a

Legal Investments For
Trust Funds

We shall be pleased to forward a speci-
men Debenture, copy of Annual Report
and full information to any whose address

we receive.
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Pencils are very important to
these people
New York Central Railroad
Prudential Life Insurance Co.
General Electric Co.
American Tobacco Co.
Armour & Co.

Just to mention several of the many
gigantic concerns who use Blaisdell
pencils either wholly’or in part.

Blaisdells are used ex-
clusively by many of the
largest corporations, after ex-
haustive scientific tests — the
best proof that Blaisdells are best.
Try our 7200 indelible copying pen-
cil It will be a revelation to you.
Order by number from your statioener.

Pencils specially imprinted for advertising pur-
poses, Sold by all progressive Canadian stationers.

Aaisoel (et

PHILADELPHIA

TO THE

Wives and Mothers
of Canada

There are in our Dominion one hundred and
eighty thousand widowed women, of whom,
doubtless, many, on the deah of their husbands,
were thrown upon their own resources.

And in addition there were, doubtless, in num-
erous cases children left to be supported an

educated. Fortunate indeed were those women
whose responsibilities were lightened by life
insurance.

The mutual is strictly a Canadian Company
issuing ideal home protection policies. We

would like to see a Mulual polxcy in every
Canadian home.

The Mutual Life Assurance Co.
of Canada

Waterloo - - - - Ontario

Old Friends,

THE

Federal Life Assurance Co.

HOME OFFICE: HAMILTON, ONT.

old books, old songs, old wine, all improve as the years
roll by. They seem to come closer to you. You cherish
them more, and begin to appreciate their real worth. The
same ever increasing value can be applied to FEDERAL
LIFE ASSURANCE POLICIES. They accumulate as
every premium is paid. You realize what a valued invest-
ment you have. If you have not got one already matur-
ing, take one out at once, so that some time in the future
you will have it to fall back upon, if necessary, as a friend.
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“Cleaning Up
Everything

One touch of that big cake makes the whole
world clean. The Sapolio fraternity of par-
ticular homekeepers is bringing down the high
cost of clean homes because the great cake
CLEANS, SCOURS, POLISHES all through

the house, and in both effort and money it

WORKS WITHOUT WASTE

ENOCH MORGAN’S S OMPANY, Sole Manufacurcs
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Jams Jellies Preserves Catsup Grape Juice E

SELECTED FOR QUALITY

Qur name and label is a guarantee
that the contents of any of our bot-
tles, is the best that money, skill,

care and cleanliness can produce,

the contents are selected for quality.

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

HAT you pay for when you buy any sauce is
satisfaction—zest, enjoyment, hearty appetite—
not mere bulk.

There are cheap sauces which cost much less than

the genuine LEA & PERRINS.

They can’t give the same satisfaction ; and if you
have to use more of them, where is the saving ?

The white writing on

the Red Label:

indicates
the Original
and Genuine
WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE.

J. M. Douglas & Company, Montreal,” Canadian Agents.







RETURNING FROM THE WELL

From the Painting by Percy F. Woodcock in the National Art Gallery of Canada
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FAMOUS CANADIAN TRIALS

THE FIRST OF A GREAT SERIES OF HISTORICAL COURT CASES—THE ARREST
AND TRIAL IN 1841 OF ALEXANDER McLEOD FOR MURDER
IN CONNECTION WITH THE BURNING OF THE STEAMER CAROLINE

BY A. H. U. COLQUHOUN

HE trial in 1841 of Alexander
MecLeod for murder and for
; the destruction of the steamer
_Carolme is one of the most interest-
Ing episodes in Canadian annals. Up-
on the issue of the trial probably de-
Pended a war between Great Britain
and the United States. As Welling-
ton said of the battle of Waterloo, it
Was ‘‘a near thing.”” The diplomatic
Telations between the two countries
Wwere str{lined to the breaking point.
The feeling in Canada was intense.
he fate of McLeod would reflect the
attrcud.e of Great Britain toward the
: ;l}adlans who had put down an arm-
Insurrection at home and who had
Oyally resisted aggressive movements
egom abroad. _If McLeod were allow-
: to die, their fidelity to the Crown
‘as rebuked. If the powerful arm of
; gland saved him, they eould spend
ine remainder of their lives in taunt-
en%lthe United States. 'We shall pres-
aut}f, see how skilfully the British
; orities did their duty without be-
—201

ing impaled on either of the horns of
this dilemma. ~

The career of Alexander McLeod is
one typical of many Secottish adven-
turers. Going abroad in search of
prosperity, they easily adapt them-
selves to a strange environment, and
exhibit such success in practising the
arts of peace as to incur the jealousy
of the inferior races. To specify these
races is unnecessary for the purpose
of this narrative. If the exiled Scots-
man’s lot is thrown by chance into
stirring scenes, native caution and
self-interest are forgotten, and he en-
ters the fray with a warrior’s ardour.
MecLeod illustrated both phases. He
was a native of Forfarshire, had serv-
ed in the British army early in life,
and settled in Canada about 1825. He
became a trader and kept a store, first
in Kingston, and afterwards in To-
ronto. When the rebellion broke out

he was deputy sheriff of the Niagara

distriet. During the rebellion of
1837 and for some time later, this be-
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came one of the chief theatres of dis-
turbance. Alexander Hamilton, of
Queenston, was the sheriff. Each of
these men was an unflinching loyal-
ist. Upon them devolved duties at
once dangerous and unpleasant. Mr.
Hamilton, with his means and social
influence, was of great service dur-
ing this emergency, and his corres-
pondence with the Governor shows
that he was a trusted and efficient
servant of the Crown.

Of MecLeod’s qualities, however,
there are two views. He possessed
energy, courage, and a strong will.
On these points there is no dispute.
But was he boastful and impetuous,
and did he, through reckless talk
about the Caroline affair, fall into the
snare set for him by his enemies?
This was the opinion expressed by
Lord Sydenham, the Governor-Gen-
eral, who was doubtless so informed.
On the other hand, there is ground
for thinking that McLeod was as dis-
creet as could be expected in a man
of his temperament and with his
duties to discharge. Active in track-
ing down and arresting offenders, he
inevitably aroused bitter hostility.
That he became a marked man among
the ruffians who thronged the New
York side of the Niagara border at
this period and that they determined
to trap him if they could is shown in
the issue of events. Nearly three years
after the steamer Caroline had been
seized at Schlosser, on the New York
shore of the Niagara River, set on fire
and allowed to drift over the Falls,
MecLeod happened to be in Lewiston,
the village opposite Queenston in Can-
ada. He was arrested by the local
authorities on charges of murder and
arson and lodged in the gaol at Lock-
port. ;

The arrest created a sensation and
beecame at once a subjeet of interna-
tional importance. The British Min-
ister at Washington, under instrue-
tions from his Government, perempt-
orily demanded the prisoner’s release.
The Washington authorities were em-
barrassed. MecLeod was in the hands

of the State officials, who refused to
transfer him to federal jurisdiction.
The right of the State to the trial of
its own prisoners was put forward as
the reason for inability to set MeLeod
at liberty. This plea the British For-
eign Secretary, Lord Palmerston, de-
clined to accept and allowed it to be
known that, in declaring war, the Bri-
tish Government would be unable to
limit the conflict to New York State.
Neither country, it may be safely as-
sumed, desired war in the least. The
American Secretary of State, Daniel
Webster, was an able and experienced
statesman. To find a solution for this
awkward incident was quite within
the scope of his talents.

The Grand Jury of Niagara County
had returned an indietment for mur-
der against MeLeod, and he was com-
mitted for trial. A petition was pre-
sented to the Supreme Court of the
State, under the habeas corpus law,
asking that he be discharged from
custody on the ground that he could
not have committed the erime because
he was not present on the oceasion,
and, secondly, that if he had been
present the offence was an aet of war
for which Great Britain had assumed
responsibility, This petition was re-
fused, and the ordinary trial began
at Utica, New York, on October 4th,
1841,

The proceedings lasted for eight
days. The prisoner’s counsel were
Mr. Spencer, the United States Dis-
trict Attorney, and Messrs. Gardner
and Bradley, of Lockport. Efforts
had been made to prevent disturb-
ance, but they do not seem to have
been necessary. There was no loeal
excitement. The intensity of feeling
awakened by the case in three coun-
tries was not concentrated in Utieca.
The prisoner was not put in the doek,
but allowed a seat beside his connsel.
‘“‘He was dressed neatly,’’ we are told
by a spectator, ‘‘in a suit of black,
and was wrapped, as he entered, in
the ample folds of a blue cloak. His
counsel shook him cordially by the
hand, and he gracefully returned the
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salutations of others. He is a man of
gentlemanly bearing and demeanour,
and he appeared respectful but not
embarrassed.”’

Mr. MecLeod, one infers, was really
enjoying himself hugely and all the
embarrassment sat heavily upon the
Governments of Great Britain and
the United States, with a war in pros-
peet which neither of them wanted.

The evidence for and against the
accused man was a complete history
of the burning of the Caroline. The
witnesses against McLeod were chief-
ly persons who had taken part in the
rebellion and had fled to the United
States for safety, or they were sym-
pathizers with the movement and be-
longed to the ‘‘Hunters’ Lodges’’
along the American border. Their
animus was ill-concealed. Their tes-
timony was given in a manner tend-
ing to inflame an American jury. It
may be they overstepped the mark in
this respect. There was a remarkable
similarity in their accounts of the af-
fair. The presence of several of them
at Schlosser on the night of the attack
was in itself fair proof that they were
connected in some way with the rebel
force on Navy Island, either as active
participants or as onlookers anxious
to aid. They swore that McLeod was
a member of the attacking party
which had come across the Niagara in
small boats from Chippawa about
midnight, had boarded the Caroline
as she lay moored to the dock, drove
off the persons on board, and having
set fire to the wvessel, turned her
astream into the swiftly running cur-
rent of the Niagara River. MeLeod,
acecording to the witnesses, breathed
dire threats against ‘‘the damned
Yankees.”’ Stress was laid upon this.
To judge by them, he was the central
figure in the expedition, and his atti-
tude toward ‘‘damned Yankees’’ was
especially ferocious. The night was
dark and in the affray one American,
Amos Durfee, was killed. It was
sought to show that McLeod fired the
shot or struck the blow which killed
him. The prosecution, mindful of

the tendency of witnesses to break
down, were prepared to prove, as an
alternative, that if not the actual of-
fender, he was accessory before and
after the fact. Evidence was pro-
duced that MecLeod, the day after the
event, was heard to boast at Chip-
pawa of having accompanied the at-
tacking force and of having been the
slayer of Durfee. He exhibited, they
said, a sword stained with blood and
flourished it as the weapon that had
done the deed. On all the main points
there was corroborative testimony.
The charge, if the witnesses could be
believed, was proved up to the hilt.
Cross-examination failed to shake
them. Their reputations in some in-
stances were shown to be shady, but
their memories were without flaw.

The defence was conducted with
conspicuous ability. MeLeod’s coun-
sel, as has been said, was the federal
district attorney. He had acted for
the accused before being appointed to
this office, and although his connec-
tion with the Washington authorities
was the subject of comment at the
trial, he declared that his bounden
duty was to stand by a client charged
with a crime he never committed. It
has been alleged that the Washington
Government was behind MecLeod’s
counsel and took precautions to see
that the jury returned a verdict of
acquittal. Into this eurious accusa-
tion we need not inquire here. The
evidence itself affords all the oppor-
tunity required for an explanation of
the result. It must be said that the
whole proceeding has the appearance
of a fair and just trial. When the
excitement of the time is recalled the
actions of the New York judicial au-
thorities impress one, after the lapse
of over seventy years, as creditable
to them.

Three difficulties at least confront-
ed the defence. The first was the hos-
tility toward the prisoner and toward
his country which naturally permeat-
ed the atmosphere of the court. Then,
part of the most important evidence
had been taken by a commission sent
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to Canada, and the witnesses, whose
characters and standing would have
carried weight, were not present to
speak for themselves. Lastly, the
court declined to receive evidence to
prove that Great Britain assumed re-
sponsibility for the burning of the
Caroline and was prepared to answer
for its servants who had merely car-
ried out an official duty. Despite
these obstacles, the testimony produe-
ed was of a convincing nature. Sir
Allan MeNab, who ecommanded the
Canadian forces at the border; Cap-
tain Drew, of the Royal Navy, who
was in charge of the party, and sev-
eral other persons of distinetion,
swore before the commission that Me-
Leod was not one of the raiders and
had never, to their knowledge, boast-
ed of being present. Lieutenant Elms-
ley, of Toronto, who had been severe-
ly wounded during the fighting, aver-
red that he was the person who had
assaulted Durfee. If they had been
present in court no fair-minded jury
could have set aside their testimony
and with that the case might have
ended.

But a stronger and more direct de-
fence was made out for McLeod by
the evidence of the Morrison family.
Captain Morrison, a half-pay officer
of the British army, resided at Stam-
ford, a village about midway between
Chippawa and Queenston, on the
Canadian border. It was shown that
MeLeod slept at the Morrison house
on the night the Caroline was burned
and that he could not have left the
house without the knowledge of the
inmates. This evidence was attacked,
first, on the ground that there were
minor diserepancies which threw
doubt on the night being the one in
question, and, secondly, that the Mor-
risons were anxious to give testimony
that would save an old friend. The
over-anxiety of the prosecuting law-
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yers led to their undoing. They in-
sisted on probing the relations be-
tween Morrison and MeLeod, in order
to discredit the alibi. It then trans-
pired that the intimaey, once so firm-
ly established, had ceased. By per-
sistent and ill-advised questioning a
painful incident in the private life of
MecLeod was disclosed, and it appear-
ed that several members of the Mor-
rison family, although a grievous
wrong had been done them by the
prisoner, had thought it their duty
out of love for British fair play to
go to Utica and give evidence in
his favour. The jury returned a ver-
diet of not guilty and the prospect of
a war between Great Britain and the
United States began to vanish into
thin air.

By MeLeod’s acquittal, the balance
of advantage lay with the Canadian
loyalists. They had invaded the ter-
ritory of a friendly power with an
armed force. They had destroyed
(albeit under great provocation) a
vessel belonging to a ecitizen of that
country. The only person arraigned
for this exploit had escaped scot free,
while the episode itself was the ocea-
sion for unseemly rejoicing all over
Canada. Matters could not stop here,
With that genius for compromise,
which has helped to carry the rule of
Britain all over the world, the au-
thorities in London saw that some-
thing else must be done. It would be
wise to modify the transports of one
disputant and to soothe the injuries
of the other. Accordingly, the Gov-
ernment of her Britannic Maj
solemnly apologized to the United
States for the burning of the Caro-
line, and bestowed a pension of £200
a year upon Alexander MecLeod. He
settled down once more, with native
adaptability, to the joys of a mer-
cantile career and peacefully drew
his pension to the end of his days.

rticle of this series is by A. Gordon Dewey, and entitled ‘‘Walker’s
E“’l"h’e i'te Ji]te:u vcvith an extremely interesting period in Canadian history, about the
middle of the eighteenth eentury, when soldiers were quartered in private houses. The

trial reviewed arose out

of an assault at Montreal upon Thomas Walker by a number

»f soldiers, and the whole ‘‘eause’’ reveals the strife that prevailed between the
|

eivilians and the soldiery.




WHEN

WAR CAME TO DOBY

BY ALEX SHELL BRISCOE

TH his chair tilted back at
a comfortable angle, ‘‘Biff’’
Stevens was studying the

dust-cloud up the Maricopa trail with
Janguid interest when he noted the
fluttering guidon.

The musecles of his thick neck
twitched his head against the wall
and the rickety porch shook as the
chair shot upright and he landed up-
on his feet.

“Turn out, you lushers! The yel-
Jow-legs are coming, and they’re com-
ing a hellin’!”’

Biff’s booming roar as he thrust
his head through the swinging-doors
jarred the glasses on Casey’s back
bar, and the crowd of loungers made
for the outside in a scuffling of chairs
and a rush of heavy-shod feet.

A troop of cavalrymen was pound-
ing toward the town, while a second
dust-cloud at the bend in the trail
told of others coming, and the male
population of Doby tumbled forth
from saloon and store and blacksmith-
ghop to greet the soldiers and specu-
Jate as to their mission.

Miles away to the south could be
heard the rumble and mutter of artil-
lery where General Carter’s regulars
had for two days held in check the
brown horde that had swept up out
of Sonora and had blazed a red trail
from Yuma to the last chain of moun-
tains that lay between them and San
Francisco.

And now an eddy in the tide of
war had flung fragments of the op-
posing forces toward each other for
a bloody meeting at the little mining

205

town that lay on the flat in the hol-
low between the ridges.

A saloon, a general store, and a
blacksmith-shop was the sum total of
Doby’s business section, and a barn-
like structure—the camp boarding-
house, which the miners referred to
as the hash-foundry—and a strag-
gling row of unpainted shacks made
up its residence distriet.

One big mine and a half dozen
more or less profitable holes in the
ground constituted an excuse for the
town’s existence.

A lanky sergeant whose moustache
was the colour of ripe wheat, and a
boyish-looking lieutenant rode in
front as the dusty troop without
drawing rein clattered through the
camp and on toward Chimney Rock
Gap, a quarter of a mile to the east.

At the mouth of the cut the sol-
diers dismounted and swarmed on
foot up the steep ridges on each side
of the defile through which the trail
ran,

After them came two other troops,
riding like men who knew muech was
at stake, and these, too, toiled up the
hills.

And with their coming the summer-
day peace of Doby ended abruptly.
It was a rattle of rifles that gave
warning it was no mere scouting ex-
pedition upon which these men had
ridden so hard, and, while saloon and
store and blacksmith-shop loungers
gaped in amazement, there came the
distant throb of a field-gun.

No smoke had marked the firing of
the American cavalrymen. Modern
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powder long ago robbed the battle-
field of its onee most picturesque fea-
ture, but as a battery began to pound
beyond the hills billows of yellowish
smoke ballooned up where shells were
bursting among the rocks.

The sputter of small arms died
away as the troopers sought cover,
then broke out again as the spitting
Krags of the cavalrymen repulsed a
column that had worked its way nup
a draw and essayed to take the ridge
with a rush.

Then the cannon, which had ceased
firing when the Orientals charged, re-
sumed, and the ecavalrymen, burrow-
ing among the rocks for shelter from
the rain of deadly shells and the
death-spray of shrapnel, realized the
position would not long be tenable.

Their leader, Lieutenant Gary,
hardly a year out of West Point, vain-
ly scanned the Maricopa trail for the
coming of the infantry regiment he
knew was on the way, for another
hour was as long as he could hope to
hold out, and possession of the gap
was of incalculable importance to the
Americans.

Twenty miles away a flank move-
ment had imperilled the American
left wing.

In the night the Orientals had
seized a hill which commanded the
American batteries, and the only cir-
cumstance which had prevented Gen-
eral Carter from being forced to re-
tire was the fact the lack of a trail
made it difficult for the Orientals te
bring up guns. ;

The only route by which batteries
could reach the position taken by the
Orientals was by making a long dé-
tour through Chimney Rock Gap and
the town of Doby, and when a scout-
ing aeroplane had noted_ a strong
force of cavalry and artillery mov-
ing toward that point American
troops had been despatched hurriedly
to seize the gap. ite

They had arrived in time, but the
holding of the defile was too heavy
a task for the small force; and Lieu-
tenant Qary, sheltered behind a
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boulder, peered over the top of the
ridge, watching for the next rush,
visioning the final sweeping aside of
his men and the opening of the path
for the Oriental guns.

This would mean the erumpling up
of the American left wing, defeat for
General Carter, and the opauing of
the way for the Orientals to effect a
Jjunction with the army of their coun-
trymen who had landed near San
Francisco.

Incidentally, the successful march
of a hostile army across the State of
California would mean another heavy
blow to American military prestige,
which already had suffered as a re-
sult of the Oriental coup in blowing
up the Panama Canal locks and the
capture of the Philippines and Ha-
waii.

An exclamation from his first ser-
geant directed the young officer’s at-
tention toward a throng of men
scrambling up the rough trail that
led to the top of the ridge.

In front strode Casey, the saloon
proprietor, carrying a Winchester of
businesslike appearance. Close behind
him was Henry, his bartender, a bul-
let-headed youth from St. Louis, who
had drifted into the camp a month
before,

Across the latter’s arm was a
pumpgun loaded with buckshot shells,
and a bulge at his hip-pocket marked
the wicked, snub-nosed automatie, his
expert use of which in a saloon fight
had been the cause of his seeking the
safer climate of California.

And with them came two score men
from the town. There were roughly
clad miners bearing rifles and saloon
loafers with guns obtained at the gen-
eral store.

Perkins, postmaster and storekeep-
er, limped over the rocks with a sport-
ing rifle in the crook of his arm and
two belts of cartridges on his shoulder.

“Big Bill’”’ Hawkins, the black-
smith, carried a ten-guage, double.
barrelled shotgun over }us shoulder,
and his pockets were weighted with
shells loaded for coyotes.
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As they clambered up the hill an-
other ecrowd of men swung down the
trail from the Queen Mine—the dis-
triet’s one big strike, with Evans, the
superintendent, in the lead.

Some carried rifles, some riot-guns,
souvenirs of the Universal Workers’
disturbances on the occasion of the
last strike, while others were armed
only with revolvers; but they were a
hard-bitten lot, these hard-rock work-
ers, and Lieutenant Gary was cheer-
ed by their coming.

The army officer met the crowd a
hundred yards below the summit of
the ridge, and Casey, the saloon-
keeper, essayed an awkward salute.

““We thought we’d take a hand in
the muss, me and the boys,”’ he said
with a grin.

Gary looked over the array. There
were more than a hundred men—men
of a type who do not know fear—who
handled dynamite in the course of the
daily work and tempted death to
wrest gold from the bowels of the
mountains.

““Seatter along the ridge,’’ he said
briefly. ‘‘Keep under cover and don’t
start shooting until the word is given.
Wateh for a rush from the gulley.
‘We ran them back the first time, but
it’s going to be a tougher job when
they come again.”

Down in the deserted camp Biff
Stevens, the only man who had not
seized whatever weapon was available
and gone to the aid of the soldiers,
poured himself a drink in Casey’s de-
serted bar and wondered what was
going on up on the ridge.

Biff’s allegiance to the principles
of the Universal Workers, coupled
with a deep-seated hatred for soldiers,
had caused him to remain behind
when the others went forth to join
in the battle.

He recalled rather bitterly his last
meeting with the khaki-clad men of
the regular army, the same being
when he took part in a strike riot at
San Perez.

A scalp-wound from the butt of a
rifle swung by a trooper and a month
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in jail had served to fix the matter
in his memory,

For two years he had been a rabid
member of the Universal Workers—
as rabid as the most radical of the
agitators who addressed their meet-
ings—and the Universal Workers
were unalterably typified by men who
wore uniforms and marched in ranks
and had a rude way of putting an
end to such innocent diversions as
the beating up of strike-breakers and
the dynamiting of property.

A favourite method speakers had
of arousing enthusiasm at meetings
of the organization was the tearing
down and stamping upon of the Am-
erican flag, and the fiery speeches of
these men had convinced Biff that the
army of the United States was main-
tained for the sole purpose of grind-
ing down the working man.

And so for two years he had been
ever ready to go to the scene of a
strike and lend his example and the
weight of his fist to the cause of vio-
lent methods; and, since Biff’s nick-
name had not been given lightly, his
coming invariably had spelled woe to
‘“‘scabs’’ and authorities.

But with the breaking out of the
war a wave of patriotism had swept
the county, and stamping on the Stars
and Stripes and kindred pastimes had
become extremely unhealthy, so the
necessity of a certain number of meals
each day had forced him to seek em-
ployment in the mines.

He was working on the night shift
in the Queen Mine and finding diver-
sion by daily monologues on the
;vrongs of the working man in Casey’s

ar.

When Casey and the others pre-
pared to go forth to battle, Biff, who
was gifted with a certain amount of
discretion, despite an animal care-
lessness for danger, did not openly
announce his intention of remaining
behind, but unobtrusively kept out of
sight until the others had gone, then
took possession of the bar-room.

Several free drinks of Casey’s par-
ticular brand of third-rail had im-

l
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bued him with a desire for action,
however, and he was standing, feel-
ing a trifle sheepish and uncomfort-
able in the door when the thudding
of cannon ceased a second time.

A moment later the staccato rattle
of rifles mingled with the heavier
boom of shotguns as the Orientals
again rushed the hills, and puffs of
white smoke from the miners’ wea-
pons dotted the ridge-top.

Then the Orientals, surprised by
the unexpected strength of the de-
fenders of the hill, again retreated
and the field-guns resumed their
steady pounding.

Biff was having an argument with
himself. He loved a fight, and the
thought of danger never penetrated
his thick skull; but he recalled the
speeches of the Universal Workers’
leaders, and tried to reconcile himself
to helping the soldiers.

Not until he saw a wounded man
being helped toward the saloon did
he finally begin to give way, however.

The man was Casey, his shoulder
shattered by a fragment of rock hurl-
ed by a bursting shell. Biff helped
him into the saloon and tied his arms
tight to his side with a long towel,
being cursed vigorously while so do-
ing.

““What are you doing loafing down
here?’”” howled the saloon-keeper.
““Drinking my booze and keeping out
of the way of the bullets?’’

The other made no comment, but
as he tied the long bandage firmly
Casey shook the fist of his uninjured
arm in his face. ‘‘Get up on the hill
and fight or I’'ll run you out of
camp!”’

This threat did not trouble the
miner greatly.

““Get out of town’’ was an ad-
monition he had heard before many
times from the lips of a dignified
judge or a harassed chief of police;
but a desire to get into the fray was
growing upon him, and he listened
to Casey’s tirade with interest.

¢ "Pis a hell of a fine fight, and the
lads up there are up against it,”’ said
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Casey, wincing as the bandage was
adjusted. ‘‘They’re trying to hold
the gap to keep them brown devils
from running a bunch of guns
through and blowing the stuffing out
of our boys in the big serap down be-
low. The lieutenant—he’s a fine bit
of a boy, a fighting Harp right—told
me just before the rush that if we
could keep them from getting by a
few hours General Carter would be
running them slant-eyed heathen back
to the Rio Grande.’’

Now, Biff knew nothing of tacties;
but he grasped the main idea that
the fight was to prevent the guns
from passing through the defile, the
one road in many miles that pierced
the hill.

‘“Say, Casey,”” he broke in, *‘if
some one put a chunk of dynamite
under old Chimney Rock and blew it
into the gap it would be a week be-
fore they could get a gun through
there.”’

Casey’s chin dropped as he looked
at the other.

““And there’s tons of the stuff up
at the Queen,’’ he said.

For a moment the other stood ir-
resolute. For years he had fought
soldiers, militia, all men who wore
blue or khaki; but now, deep in his
unafraid heart, something was tug-
ging and straining.

It was half-forgotten love of coun-
try battling with rancour against
class privilege and hatred of the es-
tablished order of things.

It was awakening patriotism, striv.
ing to cast aside the precepts of agi-
tators. The struggle was brief; then
he found himself running toward the
mine-shaft, a plan unfolding in his
mind.

With a hammer from the forge
where the drills were sharpened he
smashed the lock of the powder-house,
Recklessly he pried the tops from two
red-painted cases of explosive and
dumped the deadly sticks into an ore-
sack.

A roll of fuse lay ready at hand,
but he met delay when he looked for
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eaps. Finally, remembering the ful-
minite hardly would be kept in prox-
imity to dynamite, he searched the
superintendent’s shack and found
what he wanted.

The situation of the American sol-
diers and the miners now had become
serious. They had suffered heavily in
repulsing the second attack, and now
the Orientals had worked around and
gained the top of the hills on each
gide.

They were preparing for a rush
from each flank and from the front,
and it was obvious that their next
onslaught would give them possession
of the position.

Lieutenant Gary was well aware of
the critical situation, but determined
to hold on as long as possible, know-
ing that every moment he could de-
lay the Oriental guns brightened the
chances for an American victory in
the general engagement to the south.

He was directing his men as they
rolled rocks and constructed breast-
works, when his attention was called
to a man carrying a heavy sack, who
was making his way along the slope
toward the high pinnacle of rock that
towered over the gap and gave it its
name.

A soldier stopped the man and,
after questioning him a minute, ran
toward his commander.

““He’s got a sack of dynamite and
is going to blow that big rock down
into the cut!’”” he reported breath-
lessly. ; :

One glance toward the high granite
shaft and Gary had grasped the sig-
nificance of the other’s words, then a
yell and the sputter of an irregular
volley warned that the Orientals
again were charging.

From out the gulley poured a
gwarm of little brown men, who scat-
tered and dodged from boulder to
ledge and from ledge to bush as they
worked their way up the hill, while
a rattle of Krags on each side marked
the charge of others down the crest
of the ridge.

In order to reach Chimney Rock,
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Biff, carrying his sack of explosive,
was forced to eross an open space,
but he did not pause. Bullets whin-
ed past and spattered against the
rocks, but he went on until he reach-
ed a fissure at the base of the pin-
nacle.

‘Work with a construction-gang had
made him familiar with blasting, and
he cast an expert eye over the huge
red shaft, then crawled from the fis-
sure and made his way to a deep cre-
vice.

Jamming the sack into the erack,
he adjusted cap and fuse and packed
the explosive into place with rocks,

The mine placed to his satisfaction,
he lighted the fuse and ran toward
where the miners and troopers were
battling to hold back the Oriental
rush.

Dropping behind a boulder, Biff
picked up a rifle for which a trooper,
his head neatly drilled by a steel-
jacketed bullet, had no further use,
and tried to join in the fight:

But the mechanism of the weapon
baffled him, and he made his way to
where Perkins, the storekeeper, sat
with his back against a rock, face in
hands, blood dripping between his
fingers, and appropriated the sport-
ing rifle.

Swiftly he stripped the eartridge-
belts from the other’s shoulders and
crammed the rifle’s magazine full.
Hitching his big body, he thrust the
muzzle of the weapon over the top of
the boulder and surveyed the hill.

The whole slope was covered with
men who dodged from rock to rock
and ever came nearer, Singling out a
man who was crawling toward a
boulder, he pulled the trigger. The
man kicked econvulsively, drew into
a sprawling heap, and lay still.

Stevens was beginning to feel bet-
ter satisfied with himself.

““Just like picking off the moving
targets in the shooting-galleries,”’ he
thought as he sighted carefully below
the brim of a cap that was sliding
along the edge of a ledge.

The cap disappeared, and Biff, with
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the consciousness of work well done,
transferred his attention to a knot of
men running across an open space.

As he lay there, working the lever
of the rifle and shooting with me-
chanical perfection, he listened for
the roar of the dynamite. Minutes
passed and it did not come.

He wondered if the fuse was faulty,
not knowing he had selected one of a
particularly slow-burning type.

He had decided to make a dash to
see if the fuse had gone out, but the
Orientals on the summit of the ridge
now were near at hand, and the force
that had been working up the slope
suddenly jumped from ecover and
charged over the hundred yards that
lay between them and the top.

Biff felt a pang of disappointment
over the failure of the mine, but
there was a thrill of satisfaction in
the thought that he had just filled
his rifle’s magazine, and with each of
the weapon’s whiplike reports the
number of those sweeping up the hill
was lessened by one.

The Orientals were charging with
fixed bayonets, and instantly the
crest of the hill became a whirl of
hand-to-hand fighting.

A few feet from Stevens, Henry,
the bartender, pumped buckshot into
the advancing swarm until the wea-
pon was empty, then sprang to his
feet, the snub-nosed automatic in his
hand.

A knot of men ran upon him. Biff
shot the foremost one through the
chest ; the bartender’s weapon spew-
ed death in their faces, but they did
not pause.

A bayonet flashed up and around
in a vieious sidewise lunge and was
buried in Henry’s body. .Steveqs
brought down the man who wielded it
with his last cartridge and clubbed

e weapon. :
thH:;nwkll?ns, the blacksmith, sprang
over a boulder, waving the heavy
ghotgun over his head, and single-
handed charged a group of attackers
led by an officer. He was shot three
times, but steel bullets lack stopping
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power and he dashed out the brains
of the Oriental captain before three
bayonets crossed themselves in his
body.

A man with a bayonet lunged sav-
agely at Stevens’s stomach. He
dodged, whirling up the butt of his
own weapon. A pistol barked in the
hands of a trooper and the Oriental
crumpled to the rocks.

From out the veil of acrid smoke
that shrouded the hilltop emerged a
moving hedge of steel. The shattered
breech of Stevens’s rifle rose and fell.
His one idea was to get in one more
blow before he went down.

Then things about him dissolved
and were lost in a great burst of
sparks that faded and left him en-
shrouded in blackness.

As Stevens went down before the
Oriental charge the spark that had
slowly been eating its way down the
fuse to the mine he had placed reach-
ed the cap. A mass of shattered rock
was vomited up, the great granite
pinnacle split across the base and
thundered in fragments down into
Chimney Rock Gap.

The narrow defile was blocked.
Days of work would be required to
clear a path for the guns, and mean-
time miles away re-enforcements had
reached General Carter.

The Orientals were finding the ad-
vanced position they had seized too
hot to hold without artillery, and
were in turn being outflanked.

All day the brown regiments clung
to their position, hoping for the com-
ing of the guns that meant victory to
them; but, instead, late in the after-
noon there arrived tidings of the hap-
penings at Chimney Rock Gap, and
their battered right wing sullenly
gave back.

The attempt to eross California and
effect a junction with their country.
men for an attack on San Francisco
had failed. It was inevitable they
must retreat, and quickly, to escape
annihilation; for across the prairies
troop-trains were rushing tens of
thousands of Americans.
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Raw, untrained, unfitted to cope
with veterans, were these volun-
teers being pushed to the front; but
they were soldiers, men of a great
fighting race, and the sheer killing
power of their courage and numbers
spelled disaster for the invaders now
that they had failed to pierce the
mountains.

And as the American batteries, bel-
lowing a triumphant chorus, slam-
med shells and shrapnel into the
brown columns, beginning their re-
treat toward the Rio Grande, far
away on the hill above what had been
Chimney Rock Gap, Biff Stevens
groaned, stirred, and sat up.

One glance at the rock-choken pass
had eonvinced the Oriental command-
er that the capture of the desperately
defended hill had availed nothing,
and he had given the order to retire.

A flying column—even one that is
flying back where it came from—is
hardly to be burdened with wounded
prisoners, and there were no other
kind taken in the battle on the ridge,
so when Stevens recovered conscious-
ness he found himself with twoscore
others—all hurt more or less badly—
in possession of the position they had
fought so hard to hold.

Sick and dizzy, his head throbbing
where a bullet had creased it, his left
arm hanging stiff and useless from a
bayonet thrust, he seated himself up-
on a rock and stared silently, stupid-
ly about him.

Perkins, the storekeeper, still sat
with his head in his hands, but the
blood no longer dripped. He was
dead. The body of the blacksmith lay
in a huddle across the shattered stock
of his shotgun.

Stevens’s eves travelled slowly over
the field. Lieutenant Gary lay on his
back, his sword still clutched in his
hands, his boyish features as calm
and serene as though he was asleep.
Henry, the bartender, sprawled limp-
ly over a rock, a great red smear on
his white shirt.

A tangle of khaki uniforms at the
foot of a wall of rock caught Stevens’s
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eye. The postures of the bodies, the
bullet-chipped rocks behind them,
told of how a dozen troopers had
fought until the last man was shot
or bayoneted.

The blood-splotched stones of the
hill erest were littered with bodies
and wounded men, and the glitter of
empty cartridge-shells was every-
where.

Stevens’s eyes turned to the west.
Down the Maricopa trail crawled a
long column that sparkled with
points of light as the rays of the set-
ting sun touched sword-hilt or rifle-
barrel. The regiment reached the
flat below the town, deployed and
swept on up the ridge.

A corporal mounted a rock and,
with arms waving like semaphores,
signalled to the advancing main body.
There was no cheering.

The mnewcomers passed silently
among the windrows of dead and
wounded, reading in the tangled
bodies, the bullet and shell-marked
rocks, the story of how three troops
of cavalry and a hundred ecivilians
had fought two regiments backed by
field-guns.

Hardly fifty, none uninjured, sur-
vived of the force that had held the
hill!

Then for the first time Stevens
noted the red granite eolumn no long-
er towered above the defile. His heart
swelled with a sensation new to him
and he arose unsteadily to his feet.

A tall man with gray hair, whose
shoulders bore the straps of a colonel,
was nearing the summit of the ridge.
A dozen troopers whose wounds per-
mitted them to stand moved toward
each other and formed in line. He
picked his way over the stones and
took his place at the end of the row.

The veteran colonel made no com-
ment as he faced the line, but his
heels clicked together as on parade
and his fingers rose to his eap-brim.

And Biff Stevens, erstwhile Univer-
sal Worker and follower of the red
flag of anarchy, lifted his uninjured
hand in clumsy salute.



FORTUNAT'S VOCATION
BY MARJORIE COOK

Fortunat woke up to see the
great flashing train thunder by
on the mainland. No matter how
many hours he had been in bed and
asleep, some message of the wonder
of his life always reached his brain
in time, and he would roll over and
fix his eyes on the little square win-
dow, waiting. Nothing at first, noth-
ing, that is, but the familiar noise of
the waves and the rocks below, a
sound so familiar that he could scarce-
ly hear it, or the wind sweeping round
the house, making him ecreep down
more snugly into the warm hollow in
the middle of the bed. Then a long,
low thrill, deepening to a roar, the
first flash of the headlight, the tre-
mendous, eurving, lighted line of car-
riages, the long seream of the whistle
across the bay—and the midnight ex-
press rushed on its way, bearing its
message from the world to the lonely
farmhouses scattered down the banks
of the great river. Every night For-
tunat sat up to watch it speed by, and
to wonder when the glorious day
would come when he should actually
see the wonderful living thing close
at hand and be borne away by it to
find and follow his vocatiop. ;
Fortunat’s glorious destiny since
boyhood had been to become a priest;
it was the dearest ambition of the old
people for their youngest and last at
home. To be a priest meant college
and books and study—oh! pzmch stqdy
—and this could only be in the ecity,
of eourse. Fortunat knew how much
money for this single purpose was in
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EVERY night very, very late,

the gray stocking in the chest under
his father’s bed. No banks were safe
enough for old Adhémar Sansterre,
nor, for the matter of that, did he be-
lieve in bank notes. He had a vague
distrust of paper money. The fashion
of it might change some day, and his
savings be pronounced worthless, for
all he knew. So he kept all his money
in silver and gold in a padlocked box
under his bed. The gold went into
the stocking for Fortunat. The sil-
ver was set aside for his own burial
and his wife’s.

It was a long time since Adhémar
and his eldest son Poléon had count-
ed the money in the box, but there
was enough for the erection of a tomb-
stone and to pay a hundred masses as
well, to be said in the chureh at St.
Hermas for the repose of their souls.

Fortunat lived on an island, a tiny
little rocky reef of an island lying in
a bay, and separated from the main-
land even at low tide by almost half
a mile of water. The Sansterres had
always lived in the remote farmhouse
at the northern end of the island,
which was called indeed 1’Ile San-
sterre. The farmhouse was the only
dwelling on it, and at high-tide in the
spring and autumn the water came up
almost to the doors, back and front.
To the south a single field was grown
with seanty hay, and a little oblong
bit of the ungrateful soil was retriev-
ed for a vegetable garden, where a
handful of turnips, potatoes, and
onions struggled for existence, Cloge
against this was the pig-sty, and the
little tumble-to barn in which was

| e e
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stored the hay and wood for winter.
Here also were kept the farm imple-
ments—few and crude—and the cari-
ole in which the family saw the world,
and drove to wveillées in the sociable
winter evenings, when there is time
to take a holiday and enjoy life. One
end of the barn, better built and
warmer, was divided off for a stable
for two cows and Fine, the mare be-
loved by Fortunat, In front of the
house the fishery extended for a hun-
dred yards or so, the fishery which
Adhémar and Fortunat repaired with
hazel branches, tough yet pliable, and
much toil, every spring.

Fortunat was the last of a large
family, most of whom were out in the
world, working or married, before he
eould remember them at all. He knew
their names, of course, and his sister,
Luecie-Philoméne, and her family lived
no farther off than across the bay,
and 'Poléon was the owner of a small
ghop at the nearest village, St. Her-
mas, ten miles away. Sometimes a
strange brother or sister with a brood
of children would come home for a
few days, but Fortunat was very shy
at these times, and usually took refuge
in the stable with Fine. There was
Alexandre, head-waiter in a magnifie-
ent hotel in Montreal; there was
Soeur Marie-Zénon, in the Convent of
the Good Shepherd at Quebee; there
was Paul, supposed to be mining in
the West, of whom no word had been
heard for years; and Ernestine and
Polycarpe and Joseph and Julie and
Anastasie and Antoine, all married
and scattered through the concessions.
And the graveyard at St. Hermas
contained three or four more little
potential Sansterres. So that For-
tunat’s mother may be considered to
have won quite a fine ecrown in the
next world, where the Blessed Virgin
herself allots the number of stars to
be worn by mothers according to the
number of souls she has brought in-
to the world and striven for.

And Fortunat, the youngest, was to
be a priest. Old Selina and Adhémar
had determined on this, and were

quite sure it was his vocation. For-
tunat had heard of his vocation since
his first communion, and accepted it
as part of the scheme of things. He
would ecertainly have to go in the
wonderful train, to reach the real
world, and his heart thrilled at the
idea. Of course, he should have to
leave the farm, and the fishery, and
Fine, and a little disquieting pain
would disturb his drowsiness as he
thought of Fine. Then he would say
impatiently: ‘‘But it’s not yet that
I go; it is still a long time, Fine,’’
and fall asleep.

Fortunat led a solitary life, but he
had no idea what it was to be lonely.
There was the farm work to be done,
the cows and Fine to attend to, the
fishery, the nets, the boats to paint
and mend, as well as odd jobs of re-
pairing to do about the house. There
was Lucie-Philoméne to visit, and
Sunday was a day which began at
half-past three in the morning, and
meant rowing across the bay and driv-
ing ten miles to the parish church to
mass and spending the rest of the day
with Philoméne and her family. With
the Tremblays lived Marie-Olympe,
an orphan cousin, an impish little
creature, a year or two younger than
Fortunat, and possessed of an un-
canny power over him. As a small
child she had been known as For-
tunat’s blonde, but as they grew big-
ger, and Fortunat’s destiny became
a family tradition, this joke was aban-
doned as unseemly. Fortunat heart-
ily feared the sharp eyes and mocking
smile of Marie-Olympe, but all the
same, the excitement of his life cen-
tered in her. She compelled his see-
rets from him, teased him, jeered at
him, and because of her rare gleams
of singular comprehension, fascinatea
his senses. He was always unwilling
to tell her his thoughts and his ad-
ventures, though to the uncompelling
Fine he talked by the hour. But
Marie-Olympe had the inborn quality
that demands and receives, and his
firmest resolutions were as wax to her.
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Marie-Olympe, too, had her dreams,
but these were not secret or mysteri-
ous or difficult to put into words. Her
speech was as ready as her ideas, and
Fortunat knew her future by heart.
Marriage, of course, and not to a
farmer, a commis-voyageur, perhaps,
a seduetive occupation, leading inevit-
ably to a vast knowledge of the world
and to great riches. She would live
in the city in splendour and have two
children only! Marie-Olympe was
tired of the fighting, tumbling, end-
lessly inereasing brood of little Trem-
blays. She could discourse with a
primitive frankness on such matters.

Marie-Olympe and Fortunat made
their first communion together, in the
church of St. Hermas, and it was im-
mediately after this that she went
through a brief period of religious
fervour. The shivering emotion of
the event, the splendour of the bishop,
the excitement of all the little girls
in white, the solemn little boys in
black, and the beauty of being con-
spicuous went to her head, and blazed
in her eyes and cheeks.

““I shall be a nun,’’ she announced
dramatically to Fortunat, ‘‘a nun of
the Perpetual Adoration, I shall dress
all in white, and kneel always before
the altar, praying. Those who enter
the chapel shall see only my back.’’

‘““And lucky for them,’’ said For-
tunat rudely.

““T shall pray for you,”’ proceeded
Marie-Olympe calmly. The note of
patronage added to the sudden as-
sumption of a religious vocation to
which he felt an exclusive right, was
too much for Fortunat.

““You a religious!”’ he said. ‘‘And
if you are, you needn’t pray for me.
You forget I shall be a priest. Even
if you're a nun, you have to make
confession to a priest,”’ suggested
'Poléon, with a twinkle in his eye.
“‘Perhaps you will some day confess

rtunat!”’
to‘F((J)onfessx to Fortunat — me!”’
sereamed Marie-Olympe. ““Sooner I
would prostrate myself in the mud—

sacred little pig!”’
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“But what talk is this for a newly-
made communicant?’’ asked the old
grandmother, scandalized. ‘‘Remem-
ber, it is not to Fortunat you confess,
but to a priest of God. Va dire ton
chapelet, méchante!—and milk Juli-
ette and Anastasie!’’

Marie-Olympe went like a whirl-
wind, but she did gabble a few pray-
ers at lightning speed as she milked.

““They shall see whether I shall be
a nun or not (Hail Mary, full of
grace) and as for that villainous For-
tunat, he may never be a priest. Hush,
Juliette (blessed art thou among wo-
men). No longer will T mind these
little sereaming pigs (Mother of God,
pray for us now and at the hour of
death!)?”’

The voice of the cloister ceased to
call Marie-Olympe after she had once
worn her first communion dress to a
party, and danced with the young
farmers. She re-established her oiled
and curled commis-voyageur in his
original place, and began to lay aside
ribbons and linen and wool of her
own spinning for her trousseau,

At seventeen. Fortunat’s destiny
suddenly came very near. He had
spent two years at the seminary at
St. Hermas, getting home once g
month, and now he was ready to go
up to the university to begin his real
training for the priesthood. During
his absence at school Marie-Olympe
had been sent over to the island to be
company for the old people, and to
help in the house. She danced about
like an imp, poking her inquisitive
nose into all Fortunat’s affairs and
giving him a great deal of advice.
She would call him nothing but **
little priest,’”” and his flush of anger
delighted her. She witnessed his
heartbroken parting with Fine and
stuck a twist of hay in his trunk ag
a souvenir,

It was almost too great a disap-
pointment, a shock, in fact, to For.
tunat, to hear that he was not to go by
train to the ecity. The glory and prom-
ise of life seemed turned to asheg
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when old Adhémar announced that
the affair was settled, and that he
would sail up to Quebec in Captain
Euchariste Savard’s goelette, La
Couronne de la Grenade. It would
eost nothing, and the captain knew
the city, and would accompany For-
tunat to the college.

Fortunat looked stupidly acquies-
eent, but it must be admitted that he
forgot his age and dignity and the
glory of his future calling and wept
bitterly in secret over the vanishing
of a life-long dream. When the day
eame for his departure, however, and
the family all assembled on the wharf
at St. Hermas to bid him good-bye,
there was in the sparkle of the water
and the dip and rise of Captain
Euchariste’s gaily-painted schooner
at the slip something to make any
boy’s spirits rise. Fortunat’s heart
beat with excitement, but outwarlly
he was sheepish and embarrassed in
his new clothes, and bent his head
with a stupid smile, and kicked his
new boots clumsily against the edge
of the wharf as he listened to the
reiterated advice and reminiscences
of eity life of his relations. o

Captain Euchariste, a fine, piratical
figure with his swarthy bronzed face,
great gold ear-rings, and his blue
shirt rolled back from a tremendous
neck, dominated the scene. He had
gailed the high seas for many years
in different capacities, but now in
more than middle life had returned
to his native village and his family,
and nominally followed the peaceful
oecupation of carrying lumber from
the saw-mills on the Lower St. Lawr-
ence to Quebec and Montreal. But it
was well known that La Couronne de
la Grenade was a smuggler, and car-
ried consignments of whiskey blanc
and gin to many a village under the
striet law of prohibition. Captain
Euchariste shouted his orders to cast
off. and Fortunat submitted stolidly
to the embraces of his numerous rela-
tives. Even Marie-Olympe insisted on
flinging her arms round his neck, and
instead of the malicious peck he ex-
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pected, she gave his cheek a light lit-
tle kiss. Only he heard the impish
whisper, ‘‘Good-bye, little priest!”’

It was two years before Fortunat
came back to the Island to spend his
summer holidays, He arrived in the
schooner at night, and drove up to
his sister’s, and rowed himself home
early in the morning. He had grown
tall and thin, and seemed very pale
and scholarly in his black soutane.
His parents looked at him with pride,
but humbly, with a respeet for his
robe, that Fortunat found very pleas-
ant. Marie-Olympe, grown tall and
slim, with the same mocking eyes, was
the only drawback to Fortunat’s holi-
day. She would not leave him alone.
She insisted on being rowed to the
mainland when he went over in the
punt; and when he went fishing, tuck-
ing his soutane round him, she would
perch herself on a rock and eross-
question him untiringly about his life
in the city. Her old authority assert-
ed itself, and he found himself pour-
ing out all sorts of incidents and im-
pressions, all the things that had had
no outlet in the past two years, his
homesickness, his longing for Fine,
his hard work, his hatred of the town,
his grave doubts as to his real voeca-
tion being the priesthood at all
Marie-Olympe made a flatteringly at-
tentive listener, and Fortunat began
to realize the satisfaction of having
someone anxiously hanging on every
word.

The summer passed, and early in
September Fortunat must return to
college, It was then that old Ad-
hémar disclosed a deep-seated long-
ing to acecompany Fortunat in Cap-
tain Euchariste’s schooner to see Que-
bee in his son’s company, the wonders
of the Provineial Exhibition, the
Cathedral, and the College itself.
More than this, advised by Fortunat,
whose opinion he now respected enor-
mously, he meant to take the wooden
box of money with him and deposit
its eontents himself in the city bank.
The matter was discussed, deliber-
ately, and at last arranged, and the
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old man, who had not been in Quebee
for forty years, set sail with For-
tunat and Captain Euchariste.

The great storm in which that in-
trepid sailor and smuggler Sautaine
Euchariste, who had sailed the high
seas and faced death in many strange
guises, to be conquered at last by his
own river, and brought home to his
native village for shore-burial, gives
material for one of the stories kept
for long winter evenings down on the
Lower St. Lawrence. It was a storm
to be remembered in many ways, but
chiefly because it terminated fitting-
ly the life of the pieturesque hero of
a hundred stories and exploits. The
loss of La Couronne de la Grenade in
the devil’s own death-trap, the chan-
nel between 1'Ile aux Dents and 1’Ile
Bleu, is almost an epic of the river.
The death of old Adhémar Sansterre
on his way to visit Quebee, the loss of
all the money destined for Fortunat’s
eduecation, the miraculous escape from
death of Fortunat himself, are merely
picturesque details, The lighthouse-
keeper on 1’Ile Bleu saw the wreek,
and Fortunat was washed up within
rescuing distance, and in a few hours
he recovered.

Fortunat went back to the island,
and sat about very silent and dazed
while the family met in conclave to
determine what to do. Old Selina,
almost as silent and dazed as For-
tunat, sat over the fire, scarcely heed-
ing what her busy, gesticulating sons
and daughters spoke about. All the
money was gone, old Adhémar was
gone. These two things she knew.
Fortunat must continue his studies,
the family decided ; among them they
could manage to pay his fees and ex-
penses. He must go up to college by
train the next week. Old Selina could
live with Lucie, and the little farm
on the island must be abandoned.

Fortunat went down to the beach,
on the day that this was decided, and
stared out across the sunny, rippling
blue river to the yellowing fields on
the shore, with a heavy weight at his
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heart. He must give this up forever,
he must live in the city he hated, he
must study and teach forever. His
vocation had lost all its significance,
The world was full of priests, but he
merely wanted to stay on his island
and attend to the farm.

A voice called to him softly, and he
looked up. Marie-Olympe stood at
the top of the beach path against the
deep blue of the September sky, her
skirt blowing back a little from her
feet, a new and anxious expression on
her face. She slipped her hands into
Fortunat’s with an unconscious ap-
peal for help.

‘‘ Bonme mére wants you,’’ she said.
‘“All the others have made her a
scene, and she wants you. She says
she will never leave this place.’’

Fortunat held her hands in silence
for a moment, and looked at her, The
mocking imp was gone out of her
eyes, and, as he looked, a new expres-
sion was born in them, and something
leaped in his dazed and tired brain.

‘‘Marie-Olympe,’’ he breathed, but
she had twisted herself away, and
was fleeing up the path to the ecot-
tage. Iortunat followed her.

"Poléon and his wife, perplexed and
alarmed, were trying to soothe the
old woman, who was facing them,
trembling with fury, and pouring out
a torrent of words.

““Never will T leave the island!
Since forty years I live here. For-
tunat is left to me; he will remain.’’

She clung to Fortunat in despair,

““‘Impossible,”” ’Poléon repeated
stupidly. ‘‘Fortunat is to be a priest,
Two women can’t live on the island
alone.”’

‘I shall remain!’’ said Fortunat.

He spoke with sudden purpose and
decision, and the weight of years
seemed to roll off his heart as he put
his arm round his mother.

““There has always been a San.
sterre on the island, and the good God
has saved me from the sea, and sent
me back here to take care of my
mother., And to marry Marie-
Olympe!’’ he added.



“ Marie-Olympe stood at the top of the beach path . . .. a new and anxious expression on her face.”
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IE TRAIL OF THE IRON HORSE

BY ERNEST

PHOTOGRAPHS BY THE AUTHOR,

AWDLING over the bill-of-fare

in a through dining-car, the

average traveller rarely thinks
of the railway he is journeying on.
Seated luxuriously in the observation
ear, viewing the flying web of moun-
tain, hill, river, plain, or forest, he
seldom gives a thought to the causes
whieh placed him there. What went
pefore? What expenditure of toil,
seience, money, mystery, and achieve-
ment is necessary to complete a great
railway system. To even sense this
faintly you must begin at the begin-
ning, and follow to 1ts ultimate end
the trail of the iron horse.

An angler, critically qunining his
ﬂy-book beside a sparkhng mountain
giream in British Columbia, §e1eetgd
a “‘silver doctor’ and a ‘‘white mil-
ler’’ from a varied. assortment of
tempting lures. Soaking the gut un-
til it was soft and pliable, .and run-
ning his line out from a split .bamboo
rod, he tied his flies to.the line and
made a long, light cast into the tum-
bling waters. Around him and above
him the burly ranges leaned skyward,
and beyond these were clouds moored
motionless in skies of turquoise blue.

A pattering sound from a nearby
deelivity attracted his attention. He
looked up quickly. Along the slope,

ieking their way through a growth
of scattered and stunted timber, was
a party of men dressed for the most
part in khaki. They stopped at in-

tervals, made pencilled notes, meas-
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urements, and caleulations. They mov-
ed leisurely, serutinizingly, carefully.
They talked a little among themselves
and waved a smiling salute to the
fisherman. Their crossing over the
hill had detached a stone which had
clattered downward, signalling to the
fisherman the nearness of humankind.
They were the railway engineers,
and they were engaged in the pre-
liminary skirmish of laying out the
line and finding the grade on which
the railroad was to be constructed.

The trail of the iron horse in Bri-
tish Columbia is the story of a bat-
tle. It is the besieging and beleaguer-
ing of the citadels of nature. And
slowly, and often fighting inch by
inch, the silent strength of these for-
tresses succumbs to the power and
cunning of all-conquering man.

In the prairie country the laying
of a line is comparatively simple.
Given, say, five hundred miles to tra-
verse, and the engineers can often
go as straight as the erow flies. There
usually will be a minimum number of
cuts, fills, trestles, and birdges to build
and these will not present very great
diffieulties. Track-laying and ballast-
ing is largely a matter of flat-cars,
men, and material, and the broad and
level tracts adjoining the road-bed
make the work approximately easy.
But when you come to fling the rails
across canyon and chasm, mountain,
meadow, forest, river, lake, and hill-
side, you face a problem which re-
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FISHING ON THE ROUTE OF THE PACIFIC GREAT EASTERN RAILWAY,
BRITISH COLUMBIA

quires decades of experience, armies
of men, faith and tenacity unlimited,
and almost a measureless amount of
capital.

To find the line and establish the
grade, the scouts of this army of de-
velopment move with maps and in-
struments over the country, climbing
mountains, fording rivers, tenting on
barren plains, threading forests, walk-
ing along country roads, passing rich
farm lands, building rafts to cross
lonely lakes, and startling the deer
and the cougar from their hiding-
places. They do their work without
either rest or haste. When their re-
ports have been filed and examined,
proved to be correct and satisfactory,
the . first major step towards building
the railway has been taken.

The loosened boulder rattling to the
stream where the angler cast his flies
was the opening shot of the campaign
of the trail-builders. To proceed in
as direct a line as possible, and to
obtain as low a grade as ean be dug,
laid, blasted out or bridged over is
the first essential. For these things
spell economy in transportation, and
that is the basic principle in success.
ful railroading.

Under the summer suns, under the
swift autumnal rains, under the snows
of winter the quest has been carried
on, and almost superhuman obstacles
have been figuratively brushed aside.
Impossibilities have been ignored to
reach the result. Here a mountain
would have stayed the progress of the
rails; there a yawning rift might
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GRAND TRUNK PACIFIC BRIDGE IN COURSE OF CONSTRUCTION AT
FORT GEORGE, BRITISH COLUMBIA

seem to mmile stonily at man’s puny
effort. But as inexorable as fate the
line has been drawn and the march
outlined, and neither height nor
depth nor breadth nor thickness may
bar the pathway.

Casting his flies into the leaping
water the angler moves downward
with the stream. The echo of voices
from above comes indistinetly to his
ears and is presently lost in the plash
of the current and the rush of a lusty
trout. The angler himself is later
blotted from the brook, and the sun
of June is followed by the dun sha-
dows of October. The engineers have
come and gone, the line is mapped
out, the grade established. What
next ?

Wherever the land rests the foot-
steps of the land-seekers penetrate.
Government land, settlers’ land, cor-
poration-owned tracts, land owned
by estates, land owned in partnership,
all kinds and sorts of ownershlp, abso-
lute, equitable, in dispute or in pos-
session, will be found along the line
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of the proposed railway. To secure
the legal undisputed right to projeect
its line and lay its rails through the
country the railway must acquire by
purchase or court proceedings the
necessary strip of land along its right
of way.

Notice, then, this quiet-looking gen-
tleman travelling through the dis.
triets in all conditions of weather, and
stopping at all sorts of wayside inns.
road-houses, and even settlers’ cabins.
He is non-committal for the most
part, sparing of his conversation. He,
too, has a problem to solve, a very im.
portant one. Given so much land
needed for the railway, and his task
is to reduce the cost of this land to
bed-rock cash price. His individual-
ity and shrewdness may mean the sav.
ing of a million dollars. He needs to
be a strategist, a student of human
nature, a man of good judgment.
firmness, and pleasant manner.

Day in and day out he covers the
route of the railway by stage ang
automobile, by hoat or horseback, on
foot, if imperative, bearing with him



A PARTY OF ENGINEERS AND CAMP ALONG THE ROUTE OF CANADIAN NORTHERN
RAILWAY IN BRITISH COLUMBIA

sheaves of contracts to be signed and
forwarded to headquarters. Already
the line and grade, the first redoubts,
have been carried. Behold this miner
and sapper burrowing into one of the
most subtle defences against the build-
ing of the railway, that of man and
his ingenuity.

For your average land-owner scents
the possibility of a new railway line
as a lion seents ‘‘the kill,”’ and he 1s
keen for spoil in many instances.
Values and damages loom large in
his mind’s eye, and his notions of
financial remuneration are tinged
with the roseate hues of expectancy.
Some men, alive to the value of a rail-
road to their farms, act quickly and
in a spirit of co-operation with the
railway. So, too, do certain towns
and communities. Other individuals
and villages play ‘‘foxy,”” and hold
out for ridiculous prices. These lat-
ter usually waken from a dream of
sudden affluence to find themselves
gide-tracked, ‘‘ditched,”” and relegat-
ed to the serap-heaps of oblivion.
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Modern railway builders generally
have an alternate plan which will ad-
mit of changes as regards the original
programme. If a town insists on too
much for rights it may be easier to
start a new town than to be ‘‘held
up,’”’ as various budding cities have
found to their subsequent consterna-
tion. The quiet-acting gentleman
pursues the even tenor of his way, and
finally the last wrinkle of objection
is smoothed out. The line has been
found, the grade established, and the
right-of-way settled. And now trem-
ble, ye everlasting hills, and make
ready ye peaks and mountain-ranges!
Prepare for the steel grasp of mighty
bridges, ye severed and gaping
chasms! The econqueror is on the
march.

So from this time on the enlistment
of the army begins. From the busy
offices of tall city buildings men come
and go as they do from the enecamp-
ments of actual warfare, and prepara-
tions for the overthrow of nature’s
strongholds are vigorously advanced.
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Engineers, surveyors, teamsters, cap-
tains, pilots, and crews of lake and
river steamers; cooks, waiters, labour-
ers, chauffeurs, mechanics, barbers,
eleetricians, foremen, store-keepers,
accountants, time-keepers, book-keep-
ers, doctors, carpenters, blacksmiths,
horse-shoers—in all, a veritable host
of many professions, trades, and call-
ings are pressed into service. Also
boats, flat-cars, automobiles, light
track rails, horses, and mules by the
hundreds, tents, and hundreds of
thousands of dollars’ worth of food
and camp supplies.

To write in detail of the carrying
out to its completion of a British Col-
umbia railway would be to fill vol-
umes. Only the skeletonized outline
is possible in a single article. There
is the building or buying of boats for
the lakes and rivers to take in sup-
plies and freight to the various camps
scattered along the route of the pro-
posed railway. There is the erecting
of the railroad camps, substantial
buildings, with the store-keeper’s
quarters, the cook-houses, bunk-
houses, blacksmith shops. There is
the assembling of a vast amount of
material and a force of from six to
seven thousand men.

And when all of the many elements
necessary are gathered together the
men commence on the work like a
colony of beavers. There is felling
and clearing of the timber on the
right-of-way, and the burning - of
brush and debris afterwards. There
is the marking by driven stakes of
the exact location of the line. And
finally, the making of the road-bed
in its initial stage, before the conclud-
ing track-laying and ballasting erews
commence operations.

An army, as Napoleon tersely put
it, ““marches on its stomach.”’ Thls
army of workers, robust .of physique
and prodigious of appetite, must be
fed. So must the horses and mules.
Thousands of tons of meat, flour, but-
ter, sugar, salt, coffee, rice, prunes,
and eanned goods must be provided
for the men. Thousands upon thou-

sands of tons of hay and oats are re-
quired for the horses and mules.
Thousands of tons of blasting pow-
der and dynamite are necessary for
the rock-work. Millions on millions
of dollars must be spent before a sin-
gle penny will be taken back as a re-
turn on the original investment.
Judge, then, if the construction of one
of these modern steel highways is not
something stupendous and titanie in
its conception and execution !

It is a mighty game, indeed! The
mountain heights for its castles and
knights, the chasms and jewelled lakes
for its kings and queens, rivers and
plains for bishops and rooks, and the
lives of a myriad of labourers for its
pawns. Its chess-board a Provinee
Empire-broad, and nature with her
unscaled precipices and glacier-erown-
ed summits roaring ‘‘checkmate’’ in
the chant of chainless torrents that
go marching to the sea. But man
wins the game.

Another summer follows. The ang-
ler below the mountain-side studies
a ‘‘march brown’’ and a ‘‘professor,”’
ties the flies to the tip of his line and
casts with a scarcely perceptible wrist
motion. A lithe ‘‘Dolly Varden’’
trout rises to the cast, a snap of the
wrist hooks him firmly and he darts
swiftly down-stream. Hark! What
was that? A dull boom reverberates
along the valley. The opening gun!
Somewhere, far back among the hills,
a ponderous blast of black powder
has pushed over, as with the impaet
of an irresistible hand, a wall of rock
that was once a part of the mountain-
side. Hundreds of tons of granite
has shocked, heaved, and plunged
into the lake. Many tons of shattered
stone is lying along the narrow
fringe of shingle which made precar-
ious footing for the powder brigade.
The path-makers are saluting the

fates.

¢ And the thunder of their cannon
Smote the lorn and lonely height,
Crumbling cliffs to whitened furrows
With the ploughing dynamite.’’
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Steadily carving its way into ‘‘the
enemy’s country’’ the phalanx of
tireless workers proceeds. Camps are
built, portions of the road allotted to
different contractors, finished and set
apart. Camp-builders are stripped
of available timber and abandoned to
the first-comers. Where the bronzed
faces of hungry labourers showed
about the breakfast tables or the
bunk-houses, all is silent. The drama
moves on.

Tragedy and comedy. The rattle
of a dying man’s throat in the test
hospitals. Rude graves bitten out of
the sandy soil. The squeak of a fid-
dle and the heavy clump of shoes at
a ‘‘stag-dance’’ in camp. Letters
brought in on horse-back from the
nearest post-office. Newspapers many
days old passed from hand to hand.
Laughter, oaths, dissipation, repent-
ance, prayers, ribaldry, and tears.

2s

The travelling preacher and his audi-
ence in the dim wilderness tabernacle.
Dog-eared novels in the tent-corners,
and greasy packs of cards shuffled at
candle-light. Comedy and tragedy.

And presently a vast smooth ser-
pent of level proportions stretches
past over valley and mountain-top,
through canyon and forest, past mea-
dow-land and smiling farm distriets,
cn and beyond both ecivilization and
the unploughed tracts. It breaks at
wide chasms and it dives eircularly
into rounded tunnels eaten out of the
solid rock with drill and dynamite.
It races with the rivers, dips to the
lakes, ascends the slopes and winds in
and out among scenes of surpassing
beauty. It is the road-bed, yet unlaid
with steel, of the railway system. The
trail of the iron horse.

And again an army advances with
great stores of long and shining rails,



and with cars loaded with huge bridge
timbers and gigantic columns and
arches of structural steel; and the
track-laying, ballasting, and bridge-
building along the railway is inaugur-
ated. Up and down the rivers and
lakes the boats ply, carrying supplies
to the working camps, and freight
for the later phases of the enterprise.
Pay-rolls are figured up, stores dis-
tributed, telegrams exchanged, re-
ports forwarded, contracts completed,
estimates approved and signed, con-
tractors paid and camps deserted.
Crib-work, to support certain por-
tions of the track, and built of peeled
logs dove-tailed together in lines of
perfect symmetry, glistens in the
sun’s rays.

The road-bed is completed. The
rails are laid. The bridges are built.
The gold spike is driven, the speeches
made, the newspaper acclaim printed,

and the engines and rolling stock
brought in from far-away railroad
shops. The opening trip is made,

with the cars feeling their way slowly
over lofty trestles, and across bridges
seemingly suspended from the clouds.

And now two, aye, a score of grass-
blades shall spring where one grew
before. Lands shall be opened for
tillage, and sheep and cattle roam on
a thousand hills. Towns and -cities
shall follow in the wake of the rail-
way’s ecourse, and the hum of manu-
factories swell the chorus of com-
merce. Mines will be diseovered,
fisheries established, traffic increased,
and the wilderness be made to blos-
som as the rose.
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Time, money, men, courage, faith,
perseverance, and unflinching devo-
tion to duty have aceomplished a won-
derful vietory over what might have
been argued as insurmountable diffi-
culties. An immense railway system,
once a dream in the eyes of its pro.
Jectors, has been planned, started,
grappled with, fought with, and fin-
ished. Where the crow flies the road
winds; where the mountain goat
clings to the erags the rails follow;
where the eagle hovers over the moun-
tain pass the bridges span the chasws ;
where the farm-boy drives the cattle
in from pasture the smoke of the loco-
motives curls backward through the
fertile valleys. Nature has played
and lost; man has played and won.

An angler looked from the win-
dows of the diner of a train passing
through the Province of British Col-
umbia. The train erawled deliberate-
ly over a lofty trestle. Beyond was
a mountain river, tipped by the sun-
light with emerald and silver. To the
right was a slope descending to the
river. Something of a reminiscent
tang flashed into his mind as he held
the dainty gold and white menu card,
hesitating as he did between moek-
turtle soup or consommé. But it was
only a passing flicker of imagination,
Yet there below was where he had
flung the ‘‘silver doctor’” and the
““‘white miller’ in days gone by, where
the group of engineers had passed,
and a granite shard, clattering to the
stream, had prophesied and shadow-
ed forth the trail of the iron horse.
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THE GERMAN LEGION

IN

CANADA
BY CHARLES S. BLUE

ing forth her armies to battle with

the might of Germany it is diffi-
eult to realize that there was a time
when the spirit of Prussian militarism
masqueraded on the banks of the St.
Lawrence; when black Brunswickers,
haughty Hessians, and undisciplined
Zerbsts swaggered through the streets
of Quebee and Montreal, camped
and drilled in the forest wilderness,
and marched and fought side by side
with British and Canadians in a com-
mon cause. It is nevertheless a fact,
to which recent events have imparted
a new interest, and added a touch of
irony, that, for a period of seven
eritical years, Canada was largely de-
pendent upon German troops, not
only for her defence, but for the ac-
tive prosecution of a campaign in
which her interests and integrity were
seriously imperilled. ‘They garrison-
ed her cities and forts, transformed
her villages into cantonments, took
part in her battles, and injected into
her life something of the military
pomp and eircumstance of a Prussian
state.

The employment by Britain of for-
eign auxiliaries in the Revolutionary
War was a source of bitterness while
that unfortunate contest lasted, and
it has been a fruitful subject of con-
troversy ever since. Upheld by the
Government of the day as a step
justified by common precedent in
Furopean wars, by political and mili-
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lN these days when Canada is send-

tary considerations, and by the urg-
ency of the situation in the American
colonies, it was vehemently denounced
by the opponents of the war, and by
the Congress factions as a ‘‘trafficking
in blood,”’ as ‘‘man-stealing,”’ and so
forth; while American historians have
never ceased to declaim against it in
terms of the most unqualified indigna-
tion. Into the merits of a controversy
which has been marked throughout by
so much violent reerimination, it is
not mecessary to enter in this article
further than to remark that the pol-
icy of hiring German troops was cer-
tainly not justified by results.

So far as Canada was concerned,
there is no evidence that her able
Governor, Sir Guy Carleton, had any
part in the arrangement by which, at
a crucial period in her history, he was
called upon to defend the eolony with
a foree largely composed of Prussian
mercenaries. Writing to Lord North,
towards the end of 1775, King George
TII. remarked: ‘‘I have no objection
to the Landgrave of Hesse-Cassel and
the Duke of Brunswick being address-
ed for troops to serve in America; the
former may perhaps be persuaded,
and the latter, I should think, will de-
cline, but the Duke’s troops showed
so much want of courage in the late
war that I think Carleton, who can
have but a small number of British
troops, ought to have Hessians.”
Carleton got mostly Brunswickers,
and only a few Hessians; but whether
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or not his Majesty was right in his
preference for the latter, he was cer-
tainly justified in the assumption that
in Canada troops were badly needed.
Time and again Carleton had applied
to Dartmouth for reinforcements to
meet the eritical situation which con-
fronted him, only to be put off with
promises, with the result that, when
hostilities commenced in 1775, his en-
tire command consisted of some six
hundred British regulars, one hun-
dred and twenty Canadian volun-
teers, and a company of Royal Emi-
grants, recruited from the Highland
soldiers who had settled on the Lower
St. Lawrence.

How with the meagre resources at
his disposal he suceessfully held Que-
bee against the attack of Montgomery,
and withstood the siege that followed,
is a matter of history which no Cana-
dian can forget. Though sent as her
deliverers, Canada was saved before
the Germans came, but troops were
needed to clear the colony of the
invader, and, whatever Carleton
thought of his foreign mercenaries, he
probably was glad enough, in the ecir-
cumstances, to have them.

Quebee has witnessed many stirring
scenes in the course of her chequered
history, but hardly ever one like that
which presented itself to her valiant
and proud defenders on the evening
of June 1st, 1776. Amid the roar of
guns, and the blare of bands (for the
Germans brought many musicians
with them) a fleet of twenty-six war-
ships and transports, crowded with
soldiers, erept slowly up with the tide,
and one by one dropped anchor in the
river, forming a spectacle that filled
the soldiers and ecivilians, who lined
the ramparts, with wonder and de-
light. Such an armada had seldom,
if ever, been seen before in the St.
Lawrence, and the interest of the
spectators was in no way lessened
when it became known that the in-
coming troops were not British, but
German. They were familiar with
the Highlander, with the English
grenadier, and with the Canadian
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militiaman, but here was a display of
fighting material utterly unlike any-
thing of the sort they had known—
soldiers of mighty stature from the
land of Frederick the Great, fear-
fully and wonderfully garbed and ae-
coutred.

First came a regiment of dismount-
ed dragoons with gorgeous tunies,
thick leather breeches, huge hats deck-
ed with feathers, and long heavy jack-
boots with immense spurs, and carry-
ing massive swords and short car-
bines. Then followed a battalion of
grenadiers, equally resplendent, with
queues that reached almost to their
waist-belts. After them marched two
regiments, known as Prince Fred-
erick’s and Riedesel’s, in strange-
looking head-gear and uniforms of
dazzling colour, while a corps of
Hanau artillery, in blue and gold,
with light guns, brought up the rear,
the whole forece numbering 2,400 of-
ficers and men. Later they were fol-
lowed by other contingents, consist-
ing of the Rhetz and Anhalt-Zerbst
regiments, and a battalion of Hessian
yagers (sharp-shooters).

Such was the fantastic army which
a blundering British Government had
hired and sent to Carleton to save a
distracted colony for the Empire!
Colonel Faucitt, the officer entrusted
with the mission of procuring German
troops, had been enjoined to ‘‘get as
many men as you ean,’’ and with that
object in view he had entered into
treaties with the Duke of Brunswick,
Count William of Hannau, and other
rulers of Prussian states on terms that
secured to these potentates lavish sub-
sidies.

Brutal and oppressive as German
militarism may be to-day, it was, to
say the least, no more considerate and
humane then. ‘‘The reeruited sol-
dier,”” says a German writer, ‘‘be-
longed body and soul to him to whom
he sold himself; he had no country;
no one belonged to him; he was sevy-
ered fron every tie; in short, he was
in every sense of the word the pro-
perty of the military lord, who could

A
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do with him as he saw fit.”’ And the
German youth had small chance of
escaping the fate prescribed for him
by those rapacious rulers. ‘“ All coun-
tries, especially all German coun-
tries,’”’ wrote Carlyle, ‘‘are infected
with a new species of brutal two-leg-
ged animals—Prussian recruiters.
They glide about, under disguise, if
necessary, lynx-eyed, eager almost as
Jesuit hounds are; not hunting the
souls of men, as the spiritual Jesuits
do, but their bodies, in a merciless,
earnivorous manner.”’ No doubt the
British recruiting agent had the as-
gistance of these war-dogs in collect-
ing the forces destined for Canada;
and the fabulous bounties offered to
the impecunious over-lords of the sev-
eral states, and the liberal pay guar-
anteed to the reeruits, together with
specious promises of land in the new
country in the West, probably did
the rest. It has been estimated that
the German auxiliaries sent to Can-
ada alone cost the British Govern-
ment thirteen million thalers, or in
the neighbourhood of ten million dol-
lars.

‘We shall see later to what extent,
if any, this enormous expenditure was
justified, but accounts seem to agree
that in the matter of physique, at
any rate, the Government received
fair value for their money. It is true
that before the troops sailed, the
eagle-eyed Faucitt found fault with
the height of some of the Brunswick
Grenadiers, and protested that others
were too old to fight, but, in the main,
he expressed himself satisfied, and his
favourable opinion seemed to be con-
firmed , by another British officer,
Captain Foy, who somewhat vaguely
declared that the Brunswickers were
““capable of what might be required
of them.”

In supreme command of this leg-
ion was an officer of European repu-
tation—Baron Riedesel—whose name
has found a place in American and
Canadian history, not so much by
reason of his services in the field,
which proved somewhat inglorious, as

because of the interesting and illum-
inative contributions of himself and
his gifted and courageous wife to the
records of the period during which
they campaigned together in the col-
ony. Of middle age, and medium
height, with a round rubicund face,
and urbane features, the worthy
Baron scarcely looked the part of a
swashbuckling German generalissimo.
Nor does it seem that his appearance
belied him, for his letters and journals
indicate that, though a keen soldier,
he preferred the comforts of the do-
mestic cirele and the pleasures of
social life to the rough work and
hardships of campaigning. But he
had seen a good deal of service under
the celebrated Duke Ferdinand of
Brunswick in the Seven Years War,
and had shown qualities of leadership
that were expected to prove even
more valuable under the conditions
of warfare that obtained in the new
world. Accompanying him were a
number of officers who had likewise
experienced Buropean fighting, his
regimental commanders being Iieu-
tenants-Colonel Baum, Praetorius,
Ehrenkrook, Specht, Breyman, and
Barner, while later eame the brothers
Rauschenplatt, and Von Loos.

Nor should we forget ‘‘Generalin’’
Von Riedesel, the devoted and plucky
wife of the commander, who, in the
words of her biographer, ‘‘left her
home to follow over the wide ocean
her beloved husband to the distant
shore to participate with him in the
dangers and terrors of a wild war,
the privations and discomforts of a
troublous life,”’ and who ‘‘remained
always true and brave in all situa-
tions, in all dangers.”’ Frederika
Von Riedesel may be said to have
been, if not the first, one of the few
war correspondents of her sex, and
her racy descriptions of some of the
scenes during Burgoyne’s disastrous
campaign have been much relied on
by historians of the war.

The commander of the German
Legion seems to have had all the pride
of his type for the military prowess
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of his own race, and a corresponding
measure of contempt for that of any
other country. How typically Prus-
sian, for instance, is his comment on
the defences of Quebee! ‘‘1 have gone
all over the fortifications, and we
have in Germany four to eight can-
non that would make such an opening
in a few hours that half a battalion
could march through it.”” As for the
garrison, they were in keeping with
the forts. ‘‘The rebels must be a mis-
erable lot of soldiers,”” he writes,
‘‘since so few men in such a condi-
tion are able to oppose them!’’—a
nice compliment to Carleton, whom
he professed to so much admire. It
is altogether a different matter with
his own troops. ‘‘The dragoons and
the Regiment Prince Frederick have
furnished to-day the first guard in
the city,”” he records with pride.
““The parade was good, and Carleton
was highly pleased.”” And then he
adds: ‘‘These two regiments furnish
also a guard of three hundred men
for the height opposite Quebee, in or-
der to keep a lot of disloyal Cana-
dians straight!’’ The picture of Ger-
man dragoons safeguarding Canadian
loyalty causes one furiously to think
in these days.

But Carleton had other and more
gerious business on hand than that
of admiring Prussian grenadiers
mount guard or overawe suspected
Canadians. The Congress troops had
to be finally driven from Canada, and
to the German Legion was allotted
a share of the task. Supported by a
few British regiments, a company of
Canadian volunteers, and a body of
Indians, with Riedesel in command,
they were ordered to advance up the
river, detachments being left to gar-
rison Quebec. After much.marchl_ng
and counter-marching, during which
they encountered no opposition, the
Germans reached Laprairie, we are
told, “much exhausted.”’ This was
the first evidence of a w.eakness that
was to manifest itself with more de-
plorable results later—a weaknehss
due, no doubt, in large part to the

heavy accoutrements that were the
Jest of the British troops.

At Laprairie a halt was ordered
for a brief period, during which
strenuous efforts appear to have been
made to perfect the drill of the Ger-
mans. Praise from British officers
was flattery indeed to the vain and
fussy Baron, who never lost an op-
portunity of boasting to his dueal
master of the fine condition of his
regiments. ‘‘All the English officers
who have seen us praise us highly,*’
he informs his Serene Highness of
Brunswick, and he only wishes the
Duke could see them for himself, ‘“so
confident am I that you would be
satisfied with them.”” But oceasional-
ly there is a fly in the ointment
which disturbs the Baron’s serenity.,
““Everything goes well as long as the
ranks are closed for a charge,’’ he
writes, ‘‘but when we open ranks,
and the middle line is visible, then I
am ashamed.”’ Like the German war.
lords of to-day, Riedesel believed in
close formations, and we are told that
it was only after strong pressure, and
with great reluctance, that he agreed
to change his methods for those more
adapted to American warfare.

A greater source of worry to the
German commander than the ocea-
sional unsteadiness of his troops on
parade, however, was the number of
desertions from their ranks. Evi-
dently compaigning in Canada was
not congenial to many of the Bruns-
wickers, for by the time they reached
Laprairie no fewer than seventeen
had taken to the woods. Most of them
returned and were pardoned; the
others, who were caught, had to run
the gauntlet, while the Canadians
blamed for assisting them to desert
received the knout. In the meantime,
Carleton was pushing on the work of
constructing a fleet on Lake Cham-
plain, and in this task he was assist-
ed by a number of the Germans who
had a knowledge of carpentry.

By the end of September, 1776, the
Brunswick troops, formed into two
brigades, had taken up positions in

i
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the neighbourhood of St. John’s, on
the lake. The first brigade, com-
manded by Colonel von Specht, con-
sisted of his own regiment, Riedesel’s
and the Rhetz battalion; the second
comprising Prince Frederick’s regi-
ment, the Grenadiers, and the Hesse-
Hanau corps. A battalion of Hanau
yagers was held in reserve, while the
Brunswick Dragoons, mounted at last,
furnished an escort at headquarters,
the whole force numbering roughly
three thousand. Massed in readiness
to assist in the operations on Lake
Champlain, the Germans witnessed
the annihilation of Arnold’s fleet, but
it does not appear that they took any
active part in the fight, though doubt-
less there were detachments on board
some of Carleton’s vessels.

With Lake Champlain, the key of
Canada, clear of the enemy, Carle-
ton’s task was for the present ended.
The troops were ordered into winter
quarters, and the gallant Governor
returned to Quebee, to learn that he
had been superseded in the command
of the northern army by the incom-
petent Burgoyne, and that Haldi-
mand was to replace him as the
Crown’s representative in the colony.
Ever mindful of the welfare of those
who served him, one of his last of-
ficial letters was to the Prince of
Hesse, recommending the German
troops to the care of his successor,
““who will show every consideration
for them.”’

The point selected for the head-
quarters of the Brunswickers during
the ensuing winter was Three Rivers,
detachments being stationed at Repen-
tigny, I.’Assomption, and St. Sulpice,
and also at various points below Sorel,
on the south shore of the river, while a
force under Colonel Ehrenkrook con-
tinued to garrison Quebec. At Three
Rivers, the old government buildings
were transformed into barracks;
Riedesel established himself in the
most comfortable chateau in the
town; and the officers were billeted
with the inhabitants. Luckily for the
men stationed at the outlying posts,

with only blockhouses to shelter them,
the winter proved exceptionally mild,
being remembered in the district for
years afterwards as ‘‘the winter of
the Germans.”” What they complain-
ed of was not so much the climate as
the deadly dullness of their lot in the
forest wilderness. Gaiety there was,
but it was reserved for their com-
mander and his staff in Three Rivers,
While the soldiers languished in the
bloekhouses, cursing the fate that had
brought them to such an inhospitable
clime, Riedesel entertained lavishly,
giving dinners and suppers and balls
without stint. ‘‘I do this,’’ he naive-
ly explained, ‘‘partly to gain the af-
fection of the inhabitants, and partly
to give the officers an opportunity of
indulging in innocent amusements,
and thus prevent them from visiting
taverns and getting into bad com-
pany.’”’ In neither respect, however,
does he appear to have attained his
object. More feared than respected,
to begin with, the Germans never be-
came popular among the Canadian
people, and probably not without
cause; for, although discipline was
striet, there were frequent complaints
of their conduet, as Haldimand's let-
ters testify, and debauchery, on the
part of the officers especially, was by
no means uncommon. If the ‘‘inno-
cent amusements’’ at Three Rivers,
which probably more resembled lively
carousals, palled, there was always
Quebec to fall back upon. During the
winter Riedesel and his officers were
frequent visitors to the capital, and
he has left us a deseription of at
least one glorious day and night of
revelry spent there when Carleton
gave a public féte, dinner, and ball,
to celebrate the anniversary of the
memorable 31st of December, 1775.
‘When the time came for the re-
sumption of the campaign under Bur-
goyne, the German Legion, now rein-
forced, was moved in two brigades to
St. John’s, on Lake Champlain, where
Carleton, according to Riedesel, bade
them a moving farewell. For the re.
tiring Governor the Brunswickers had
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come to entertain a respect that al-
most amounted to reverence. He had
promised his friend the Prince of
Hesse that he would take care of his
troops, and he had kept his word; he
had ‘‘won their hearts,”’ as a Ger-
man writer puts it, and one can read-
ily understand that it was with no
little regret that they saw him go.
But one British general was neither
here nor there, according to the Ger-
man idea; the rebels were such con-
temptible rascals that Riedesel felt
sure his troops had ‘‘only to attack
to get the best of them.”” And it was
in this confident spirit that the Leg-
ion, forming the left wing of Bur-
goyne'’s army, commenced the ad-
vance that led to Saratoga and dis-
aster.

Upon the part they played in that
unfortunate campaign, it is needless
to dwell at any great length. Ameri-
can writers, indiseriminately classing
all the German troops that partici-
pated in the war as Hessians, have
heaped upon them ridicule and con-
tempt without measure, deseribing
them as a horde of rapacious mercen-
aries who showed neither courage nor
discipline, who deserted their ranks
in face of the enemy, and who plun-
dered and looted at large. Canadian
historians, on the other hand, have
not only thought it necessary to de-
fend, and indeed to justify their em-
ployment in the war, but, taking their
commander, Baron Riedesel, at his
own valuation, have sought to invest
their services with a glory which, un-
fortunately, the records scarcely war-
rant.

The Brunswick Legion certainly
showed qualities superior to those ex-
hibited by the Hessians under Howe ;
they were guilty of nothing so dis-
graceful as the rout and surrender of
the corps under the drunken Rall at
Trenton. But they were slow in their
movements, poorly equipped, ill
adapted to the kind of warfare in
which they were called upon to take
part, unreliable at eritical moments,
and easily disheartened. Few, if any,
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of their officers could speak English;
they knew nothing about the country
in which they operated; and they be-
trayed a contempt for the enemy
that disregarded ordinary precau-
tions, and inevitably led to defeat.
‘While it would be unfair to blame
them entirely for the disaster which
occurred, it may at least be asserted
without prejudice, that they were
more a source of weakness than of
strength to the British army.

The first occasion on which the Ger-
mans went into action was mot aus-
picious. It was part of the plan of
Burgoyne, or, as some historians
claim, of Germain, the meddling and
muddling British War Minister, to
make a diversion in the direction of
the Mohawk River, and, if possible,
to destroy Fort Stanwix, where the
Congress troops had, established a
post. This duty was entrusted to
Colonel St. Leger, who took with him
a eolumn which included a company
of Hanau yagers and a German bat-
tery of two light guns. He achieved
a success en route to his objective,
without the aid of the Hanau soldiers,
surprising and routing a superior
force of the enemy ; but the attack on
Fort Stanwix failed miserably, and
the leader of the expedition attri-
buted his failure largely to the weak-
ness of the German contingent, and
to the utter uselessness of their guns.
St. Leger’s respect for the Prussians
was probably not increased by the faet
that a detachment of the Hanau regi-
ment sent to his support failed “to
reach him until he had retreated half
way to headquarters, and then only
in a condition that rendered them al-
most useless.

In the attack on Ticonderoga, which
followed shortly afterwards, however,
the Brunswickers in some measure re-
deemed themselves, detachments un-
der Riedesel and Breyman lending
valuable support to the troops under
General Fraser when these were hard
pressed. Again in the action at Hub-
barton, the Germans, though unequal
to the pace set by the British column
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in the pursuit of the enemy, were
able to be in at the death, and for
this they were handsomely thanked by
Burgoyne, who declared that ‘‘ Major-
General Riedesel . . . by his judie-
ious orders and spirited execution of
them obtained a share for himself and
his troops in the glory of the action.”

It was a different story that the
British general had to tell after the
defeat at Bennington., Sent out with
a foree largely composed of Bruns-
wickers, to ‘‘try the affections of the
country,”’ and to obtain horses and
supplies, Colonel Baum, one of Ried-
esel’s favourite officers, wandered in-
to a trap set by an unorganized corps
of local militia assisting the Congress
troops, and was routed with heavy
loss, he himself being among the kill-
ed. To complete the discomfiture of
the Germans, another column, under
Colonel Breyman, ordered to Baum’s
support, marched so slowly and got
into so many difficulties that they
were not only unable to render any
assistance to their compatriots, but
were also forced to retreat, badly cut
up. An eminent Canadian historian
has laboured chivalrously to remove
the blame for the Bennington reverse
from the shoulders of the Brunswick-
ers; but it is difficult to find excuses
for troops that could not cover more
than one mile an hour on a forced
march, and that were outwitted and
routed by a squad of untrained and
undisciplined yokels.  Burgoyne’s
comment on the unfortunate affair
was: ‘‘Had my instructions been fol-
lowed, or could Mr. Breyman (who
had been sent with the Brunswick
chasseurs to support Colonel Baum)
have marched at the rate of two miles
an hour, any given twelve hours out
of the two and thirty, success would
probably have ensued—misfortune
would certainly have been avoided.”’
Having regard to all the eircum-
stances, it can hardly be said that
Burgoyne’s eriticism erred on the side
of severity.

Tn the next engagement, known in
the history of the war as the battle

of Stillwater, the Legion again show-
ed a dilatoriness that came near to
being fatal. Though the action, chief-
ly sustained by the three British regi-
ments, the 20th, the 21st, and the
62nd, began at noon, it was not until
four o’clock that Riedesel’s division
appeared on the scene and was able
to render much needed assistance,
which resulted in a qualified success.

But it is evident that at this stage
of the campaign Burgoyne had lost
faith in the German troops, and, what
was more ominous, the latter had
turned against their general. ‘‘Dis-
content with the commanding general
inereased more and more,”’ writes a
Brunswick officer in his journal.
““This feeling showed itself in audible
expression when he appeared in the
front.”” In plainer English, the
Brunswickers were on the verge of
mutiny, and thus we have a light shed
on the Saratoga disaster which seems
to have escaped the attention of his-
torians. Certain it is that in that
memorable engagement the Germans
were the first to give way. ‘‘Unable
to sustain the contest,’’ says Kings-
ford, their staunchest apologist, ‘‘they
commenced to show unsteadiness,’’
and falling back in some confusion
they abandoned their guns, and pre-
cipitated the retreat which ended in
surrender. Fonblanque, Burgoyne’s
biographer, states that ‘‘among his
own generals, Riedesel was the only
one who advised a retreat upon Fort
Edward’’; and he adds, ‘‘possibly
his (Riedesel’s) knowledge of the dis-
heartened condition of the German
levies may have influenced him in
such counsel.” It is not without sig-
nificance, too, that the news which
reached England, according to Horace
‘Walpole, was that Burgoyne had sur-
rendered ‘‘after great slaughter and
desertion of the Germans.”’

Of the total force which surrender-
ed the Brunswick soldiers numbered
approximately two thousand, and in
view of the bitter sentiment which
prevailed among the Congress troops
against the foreign mercenaries, it is
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scarcely surprising that the latter
were subjected to considerable hard-
ships during their internment.
Though a soldier of doubtful quality,
the German legionary seems to have
had a pride that was not so easily
gshaken as his morale under fire. Whe-
ther in the Canadian camp, or in the
enemy’s compound, he had a soul
above menial work, and when Wash-
ington’s officers sought to use him as
a farm servant or as a general utility
man he protested most indignantly.
Nor, to his eredit be it said, was he
more amenable to the suggestion, of-
fered as an alternative, that he serve
in the continental army. ‘‘Though we
are treated not like prisoners of war,
but like wretches fallen into the hands
of barbarians,”” wrote one of them,
‘“‘we replied that every word was
thunder in our ears, and were struck
dumb with such barbarous pro-
posals.”” These high-sounding words
might have meant nothing more than
that the Prussian soldier was tired
of fighting, and wanted to be left
alone in peace; a more charitable in-
terpretation would be that, with all
his faults, he was not lost to a sense
of honour.

Four years ‘‘of misery, chagrin,
and all possible discomforts’’ elapsed
before Baron Riedesel and his officers
were able to return to Canada, and
one has only to read the diary of the
Baroness to appreciate the delight
they felt at being restored to the gay
and hospitable life of Quebee. Haldi-
mand was now Governor of the col-
ony, and between the gallant Swiss
soldier of fortune and the German
soldier of misfortune there sprang up
a friendship which ripened into a
genuine affection. Eager to re-assert
his authority, Riedesel at once pro-
ceeded to reorganize the German
troops that remained in the colony.
Of these there was still quite a con-
siderable number, reinforcements hav-
ing arrived at intervals. Indeed, Que-
bec might easily have been mistaken
for a garrison town in the heart of
a Prussian state. Brunswick dra-
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goons, with spiked heel and clumsy
““palasch’’ clanked through the
streets in company with shabbily at-
tired Zerbsts, a nondescript corps said
to have been recruited from the re-
fuse of several states; Hessians in
white and gold, and Waldeckers in
green uniforms, fraternized with
Hanau yagers; the taverns rang with
German laughter, and on all sides
could be heard the guttural of Die
Deutschen soldatten.

One thing to be remembered to the
credit of those Prussian invaders is
that they evidently believed in the use
of the pen as well as in the might of
the sword. Baron Riedesel kept a
journal, the Baroness a diary; and
their example seems to have been fol-
lowed by not a few of the officers,
whose letters and papers form inter-
esting reading, and afford curious
glimpses of life in Canada at that
period.

‘We learn much, for example, of the
character and habits of Governor
Haldimand; how he enjoyed a good
dinner and liked to smoke a pipe with
a friend; of his taste for gardening,
of his political and military predilee-
tions, and of the company that met
at his hospiable table in the beautiful
house on the hill. Of more relevance
to the present article, perhaps, we get
a peep at the character and conduet
of the officers of the Legion. There
was General Von Loos, who, in the
absence of Riedesel, had ecommanded
the Brunswickers in Quebec—a blunt
old war-dog, who drank hard, swore
copiously, flirted with the belles of
the town, and in his cups imagined he
was in love, babbling of ‘‘le chere
couleur de rose,”’ and of the hopeless-
ness of an old man’s fanecy. Merry
times they had, those German swash-
bucklers, in the gay old capital.
““Next Wednesday we are to have a
ball,”’” writes one, ‘‘and the day fol-
lowing a concert. Next Saturday is
a conversation (sic). We play, and
at ten o’clock a side table is set out
with eold meat, ham, and cake, and
each one eats on his own hook!”’ An.
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other records that he ‘‘dined well at
noon ; listened to a duet of Bockerini
in the afternoon; played whist, supp-
ed a la regiment; went to bed at ten
o’clock; got up at seven, drank tea,
and at nine set out for St. John's.”’
Occasionally, too, we happen across a
passage which indicates that the hard-
ened Von Loos was not the only of-
ficer of the Legion who loved his
liquor. Perhaps he could carry it bet-
ter than his juniors, for, while he
boasts that he knows every tavern in
Quebee, he complains that he has had
trouble with ‘‘the drunken capers of
Peusch’’ (probably Pausch who com-
manded the Hanau artillery). On
the whole, however, the Brunswickers,
with their eonviviality, appear to have
kept on fairly good terms with their
neighbours in Quebec, and Riedesel
was able to inform his master, the
Duke, that ‘““not a single instance of
diseord has been known between them
and the inhabitants,’’ and that ‘‘Gen-
eral Loos has gained the entire con-
fidence of both the latter and the Eng-
lishmen.”’

As the result of the reorganization
undertaken by the Baron the troops
were distributed throughout the col-
ony. Von Loos retained the command
of Quebee; Colonel Von Specht was
given charge of a division in the
vieinity of Montreal, and detachments
were stationed at various posts along
the banks of the St. Lawrence River.
Riedesel himself, and his wife and
family, took up their quarters at
Sorel, where in a handsome chateau
provided by Haldimand, they set up
a little court of their own. It is a
pretty picture that is presented in
the Riedesel memoirs and letters of
the happy life the devoted couple led
in the little Canadian garrison town,
surrounded by their Prussian body-
guard. ‘‘I have a good gomfortable
house, and have laid out *for myself
a very large garden,’”’ writes the
Baron. ‘‘I am as much of a farmer
as my duties will allow me.”” The
Baroness, however, would have us be-
lieve that the garden was her care,

and many a talk she had with the
Governor, who, when not discussing
the problems of war with the Gen-
eral was extolling the virtues of cer-
tain vegetables to his wife. The one
pondered over plans and showed Hal-
dimand how battles were won; the
other dragged him round the cabbage
patch, and in return for many hints
and suggestions taught him how to
pickle cucumbers! .

When not farming or mancuvring
his troops, Riedesel was writing vol-
uminous letters to the Governor and
the Duke of Brunswick, giving de-
tails of his work or expressing with
much omniscience his views on the
military situation at home and abroad.
He ““feels as deeply the misfortunes
of last year as if they affected his
own country,’”’ and is afraid that the
only hope of Canada lies in a power-
ful alliance (presumably with Ger-
many) or ‘‘a miracle!”” He is con-
soled by the conviction, however, that
the military disposition made by his
Excellency ‘‘will cost the enemy
dear,’’ and is delighted to see the high
spirit prevalent in Britain. But he
thinks that thirty-five thousand Ger-
man troops are needed in Ameriea to
meet the situation! Meanwhile, he is
happy to serve under his Excellency
and will do all in his power to pre-
serve Canada for Britain.

Haldimand, in one of his letters,
acknowledges the ‘‘heartiness’’ which
Riedesel shows in his work, and there
are other evidences that the energies
of the Commander of the German
Legion were not wholly confined to
farming, writing letters upon the war
and European polities, or entertain-
ing.

In winter the troops were exercised
in snowshoes for the benefit of their
health, as well as to accustom them to
marching when the snow was on the
ground. In summer they were school-
ed in new formations, employed in
erecting blockhouses and fortifica-
tions, and set to rounding up sus-
pected inhabitants and rebel spies.
Riedesel took great eredit to himself
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for the work of his soldiers in these
sedition hunts, but it does not appear
that Haldimand, friend though he
was, shared his satisfaction. Writing
to Germain as to the necessity for
adopting strong measures to put a
stop to espionage and sedition, he de-
clared the Germans were ‘‘entirely
useless’’ in that connection, while in
other communications he showed that
he had not the high opinion of the
" Brunswickers entertained by their
commander. They were not adapted
to the work required of them, even
in cantonments. They objected to
perform duties which they regarded
as not strictly military in character,
and they were ‘‘too much inclined to
desert to their countrymen in Penn-
sylvania.”” Moreover, they were not
a hardy race, and many of them were
invalids. Barner’s regiment, station-
ed at Riviére du Loup, had so many
sick men on the strength that accord-
ing to one writer, ‘‘nearly the whole
battalion was made unserviceable and
quite unable to make any resistance
to an enemy, or to do any military
service effectively.’”’ Their officers
were neither sufficient in number nor
of the proper quality, being, as Haldi-
mand deseribed them, ‘‘the refuse of
the corps they belonged to’’; their
clothing and equipment left much to
be desired, and altogether his Excel-

lency seemed to think there was a
good case to lay before the Duke of
Brunswick for redress.

Fortunately for Canada, perhaps,
the services of the Legion, as a fight-
ing force, were no further required,
and when, in 1783, peace was pro-
claimed, Baron Riedesel and the bulk
of his troops were as glad to take
their departure as the inhabitants
were to see them go. It has been
claimed for them that ‘‘as a class,
they were above the average soldier
of the time,”” but it would be hard
to point to anything in their record
that would justify or even support
that statement. Their valour was, to
say the least, a dubious quantity;
their machine-like training and iron-
clad discipline were, under the condi-
tions of warfare they had to face,
more of a hindrance than a help ; they
lacked the endurance, and showed
neither the steadiness in defence nor
the dash in attack of the British lines-
men ; and for the money expended up-
on them they gave exceedingly poor
results.

But if the glory which they eame
to achieve did not materialize, there
were compensations. They were lib-
erally paid— and one has only to
read the letters of their officers to ap-
preciate the importance they attach
to that consideration.




THE MYSTERY OF: THE
SAILOR MEN

BY EDEN

HEN old Captain Tuckett of

\xl the mercantile marine died,

everybody thought that his
daughter, Merey Tuckett, would give
up Dunnabridge Farm and go away
from Dartmoor; but she didn’t. He
took to farming when he left the sea,
though ’twas only just a pastime with
him and he didn’t make much money,
if any at all, at Dunnabridge. But
he liked the Moor and always said
that, after the rolling sea, ’twas the
the best place he knowed; and so hp
ecame there and spent a bit of his
savings and enjoyed his fag end of
life. A widower he was with but one
child, Merey by name; and when he
died, two year short of eighty, Miss
Tuckett might have been hovering a
year or two over fifty perhaps, though
she didn’t look that by five or six
year at the least. 18

And I was in the early sixties my-
gelf—a widower and a sailor also. 1'd
sailed as a mate along with Miss
Merey’s father and known her ever
ginee she was a young and comely girl;
and when my missis died and the days
of mourning were passed, I began to
hanker after my old skipper’s daugh-
ter; and I was hankering yet, though
1’d been a widow man fifteen year at
the time of this queer tale.

You see I dwelt up to Princetown
village and kept a small house of re-
freshment there; and as Miss Tue-
kett’s farm weren’t above five mile
off, ’twas a very common thing for
me to drive over and offer myself in
marriage from time to time as the
faney took me. It had got to be a
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sort of holiday amusement for both
of us you might say; and though she
always refused me, there weren’t no
sting to it and I went on trying and
feeling that when the right moment
came and I catched her just in the
proper mood, her ‘no’ would change
to ‘yes.” I can’t say 1 was in any
great hurry myself.

She was a clever farmer and took
to it, and she got a Dartmoor woman,
named Alice Mumford, for her right
hand at Dunnabridge; and what them
two females didn’t know about Dart-
moor farming weren’t worth knowing.
The hinds went in terrible fear of
Alice, no man nearer than Plymouth
was ever known to over-reach her.
Spinsters both, but very different, be-
cause Miss Tuckett, while firm was
kind and full of the milk of human
nature, but Miss Mumford—it is
enough to say that her grandfather
was hanged for sheep-stealing and
her father died just in time to escape
the heavy hand of the law. And
she was a hard case and I never liked
and never trusted her neither.

There comed a day—just after
Easter Bank Holiday ’twas—when I
left my little licensed house to my pot-
man and drove over to have a bit of
fun with Mercy Tuckett. And she
had news for me and I felt more
pleased than not to know that Alice
Mumford was going to leave. So far
as love-making went it spoilt the day
no doubt, because Mercy found her-
self far too excited to talk or think
about anything else but t’other
woman. In fact she took it a good
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bit to heart and dressed down her
old friend pretty sharp. In a word
Alice was striking for more wages,
and as she’d had ’em raised twice in
eighteen months a’ready, her missis
began to fear you can pay too dear
for anything, and told her she mustn’t
be so grasping. With that t’other
used coarse language and said she was
the backbone of Dunnabridge, and as-
sured Miss Tuckett that she’d have
the brokers in before a twelvemonth
was passed if she got rid of her. But
my Merey, so to call her, had plenty
of pluck and she hit out from the
shoulder—with her tongue I mean—
and in a word, Alice Mumford had
given notice and she was going that
day month.

And go she did; but she didn’t go
far. There was an empty cottage to
Brownberry—a homestead not above
half a mile from Dunnabridge, and
there went Alice Mumford and lived
on her savings, which was accounted
pretty heavy; and she lost no oppor-
tunity to say untrue and wunkind
things of her old mistress.

Her cot stood by the highroad over
the Moor, while Dunnabridge hung
back a lot and rose up over Dart,
where the river runs in a great loop
of water full of rocks with furze
brakes on the banks. The old farm
had been pulled down before the
Tuckets went there and a stout mod-
ern house had taken its place; but
the fields were the same as ever; and
the old tar-pitched barn, with the
granite steps still stood there, and
the spinneys up over, on the hill top
above, were a pretty sure draw for a
fox most hunting days. Dunnabridge
used to be all mud and slush and chic-
kens and pigs and ducks in wet
weather; and there was an old stone
over the water trough, by an aged
white-thorn, that haven’t been moved
for centuries. And you might gener-
ally see a tortoise-shell cat with a
broken paw lopping about in the yard
or coming down the wooden ladder
from the loft. It couldn’t have been

the same cat, for I’d knowed the place
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twenty year by the time of this tale;
but a lame cat have always been part
of the furniture of the farm, and a
bob-tailed, black and gray sheep-dog
was generally to be seen about also.

‘When next I called on Merey the
mystery of the sailor men was in full
swing and, as an old sailor man my-
self, it interested me amazing. I notie-
ed a change in her and was a good
deal surprised to find her a thought
snappy, which was curious, for a
milder tempered woman by mnature
never drew breath

Holne Revel ’twas, and I stopped
to Dunnabridge on my bay back, to
pick a bit of supper with Merey and
give her the news. We talked on
general subjects and then she said,

““My stars! I never knowed you
s0 dull, Thomas.’’

"Twas a hint and no mistake, for
along with the revel, and Farmer Red-
land falling down in a fit by the
steam-roundabout, and one thing and
another, I’d forgot the matter as al-
ways passed between us when we met
after a few months’ absence.

‘““Well you may say it,”” I replied
to her. ‘“You might a’most think I
was market-merry to have forgot!’’

““I wish you was,’”’ she answered.
““I’d soon have you like that than like
this. Here be I—a lonely, forgotten
woman that none ever calls upon, ex-
cept tramps begging for a meal, and
you—as haven’t seen me since Noah’s
flood I should think—can’t tell noth-
ing livelier than news, of a man I
don’t know falling down in a fit.”’

“I’'m badly to blame,”” I said.
““‘Never was there such a great know-
nought great zany as me.’’

‘With that I plunged into the usual
thing and offered my heart and hand,
and told her that I was steadfast as
the northern star and as true as the
needle to the pole, and the rest of it.

““Now Alice Mumford be gone,”’ T
said, ‘‘your state is most forlorn and
I whish to God you’d change it. Here
be I living a lonely life up the hill,
and why to goodness you can’t see
the foolishness—"’
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She got a lot happier when I struck
into the familiar subject and let me
take her hand as usual. She put her
fine face to mine, and blinked her
beautiful pale brown eyes; and some-
how I felt she was in a more yielding
frame of mind than ever 1'd known
her to be since her father died. "T'was
the influence of Alice Mumford gone
po doubt, for that whey-faced and
eross-eyed creature was always a fe-
roeious man-hater—owing doubtless
to the fact that the male sex had no
use for her from her youth up. She
said that ’twas along of her grand-
father being hanged t’other side of
the Moor; but ’twasn’t at all; be-
eause no fair-minded man would let
a little thing like that stand between
himself and a nice woman if he loved
her. But Alice was that crusty and
vinegary and evil-minded that no man
had ever offered for her; and now
the time was passed and she hated
’em all.

Her being once well away from
Dunnabridge however, a change had
clearly come over Mercy Tuckett, and
man though I was, the unexpected
softness of her took me a bit by sur-
prise because, as you see, I’d never
counted upon it, and ’twas like a
bolt from the blue to find after all
this time that she wanted me to kiss
her—a thing I'd offered to do for
fifteen year and been refused. In
fact a man bain’t serewed up to a feat
like that in a minute, and I lost my
gelf-control and held off. I saw in a
twinkle the case was altered and that
1 had but to go in and win; and very
well pleased and mighty proud I was;
but the elimax of my love affair had
ecome too sudden and startling. I
wanted to think over it all. I’d got
into a sort of habit of paying court
and expecting ‘no’ for an answer;
and to find Merey suddenly altering
the run of the game like this here,
rather flabbergasted me. In plain
English I wasn’t sorry when, at the
eritical moment, there came a loud
knock at the door.

There was none to home but her,
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for her men and maid were to Holne
Revel, so she had to rise up and go;
and while she was away, I steadied
myself and resolved that 1 wouldn't
return to the subject of marriage no
more that day, but come to it—in all
the solemn pomp such a thing de-
manded -—— somewhere about next
Michaelmas, if not later. There was
a powerful lot to think of, and since
we’d been fiddling and philandering
for fifteen years, I felt there couldn’t
be no erying need to rush it now at
a woman’s whim.

She came back crusty as an ill-
cooked loaf.

‘““ Another of them sailor men,"’
she said. ‘‘A plague on ’em! They
tell each other, I believe, and not a
day goes now but one and sometimes
two bain’t here. And half of ‘em
be rogues and not sailors at all I'll
warrant.’’

You see, when her father was dy-
ing, he told Merey never to turn
away an old sailor, and she never did.
But now she told me how more and
more came, and as by her father's
orders, every such man was to have
sixpence and a full meal, the thing
got beyond a joke.

““They was a nuisance from the
first, and I thought myself ill-used,”’
said Mercy Tuckett to me as she cut
the beggar a lump of bread and cheese
and poured him a mug of cider; ‘‘but
it have got worse by leaps and bounds
of late. Half-a-crown the men had
out of me last week, and this is the
second have called since Thursday
last.”’

‘“ And turnpike sailors I’ll wager,’”
I answered her. ‘‘You ecan bring
him in here and I’ll sit behind this
sereen and mark him while he eats.
You ask him about the sea, and I
shall very soon know by his remarks
if he can tell a marling-spike from a
reefing-block or a boom from a bow-
sprit.”’

She obeyed me, and I hid and lis-
tened to a cockney tramp, who may
or may not have seen the mud barges
in a canal, but had certainly never
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met with anything nobler afloat. He
guzzled and tippled, however, and
took his tanner, and I seed the back
of him as he went off. He was clad
in sailor’s clothes, and that was all
could be said for the man.

When he was gone Merey -cast
about how she could manage to escape
from her promise to her dead father,

“My heart sinks when I see the
ereatures coming down the yard,’’ she
said. ‘‘“Some be old and some be
young; some be ginger and some
gray ; some go lame and some lack an
arm or a hand; but they’re all dress-
ed in that horrid blue with them dirty
trousers tight to the knee and loose
below; and they’ve all got the same
tale about a ship at Plymouth—ex-
cept the maimed ones. They mostly
say they be owed money by the State
and have to go to the Docks to get it.
Rogues! I iteh to set the dog on ’em;
but I suppose father would turn in
his grave if I did.”’

For my part I smelt a fraud from
the first and by good chance on that
very day, while yet ’twas broad light,
there happened that to make my
doubt a certainty.

Not an hour after the cockney was
gone, another sailor man turned up;
and I did as before and told Mercy
to fetech him in the kitchen and let
him feed, while I listened unseen. Of
course, he was no more a sailor than
my pot-boy, and when she asked him
about the perils of the deep, he told
my nautical ear in half a minute that
he was only a wolf in sheep’s cloth-
ing and knew nought of the seaman’s
life. But that didn’t astonish me;
what did was the squint I got of his
back view as he went off. Then I
stared indeed, till my eyes very near
bulged out of my head.

Mercy thought me mad, for, for-
getting my hat and everything, I went
off after the sham sailor and loped
along behind a stone wall and kept
him in sight unbeknownst to him.

He marched down the road on very
good terms with himself, and T saw
him as far as Alice Mumford’s cot-
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tage in the high road. But there he
stopped and went in. With that I
crept nearer, till I was right abreast
of the house; and I squatted under
the wall, like a hare in her form, and
bided my time, patient as you please,
for I was playing a winning game
and well T knowed it.

In ten minutes a man come out of
the cottage, but he didn’t come alone.
Another man followed him; and the
first man was the first sailor as had
called at Dunnabridge, and the see-
ond man was the second sailor as
had done so. They’d doffed their
sailors’ togs and they walked off in
very good humour clad like a pair of
scare-crows, after the manner of
tramps as a rule. :

“We’ll call again some fine day,
ma’am,’’ they said to Alice Mumford,
who stood at the door to see ’em go;
but she didn’t answer, because she
was counting pennies, as one of the
rogues had give her before they set
out.

Of course, I seed the whole wicked
trick at a glance; but I was too clever
to pounce on the woman at that time,
Instead I trotted back to Merey Tue-
kett and made a bit of mystery about
it and puzzled her not a little. "Twas
my wish, you see, to distract her mind
from the subject of matrimony, and
I didn’t stop very long then, but got
on my horse and galloped away pretty
soon.

‘““Fret no more about anything,’*
I told her when she came to see me
off in the dimpsy light. ‘‘’Twas rare
good fortune as brought me to you to.
day, Merey Tuckett; because the luek
be double-barrelled by the look of it ;
and I’ve heard what will be a great
source of joy to me, when I’'ve haq
time to think it over; and I've found
out what will be a great relief to yon
presently. But I must go cautious
in both matters and not do nothin
rash or reckless. Only this I'll prom.
ise you: I've found out where your
sailor men come from, and you shan’t
much longer be troubled with them_*?

She looked at me dangerously ang
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come close and put up her hand to
mine as I settled myself on the sad-
dle.

““There’s one sailor man as would
never be no trouble to me,’’ she said.

““And what might his name be?”’
1 asked, feeling pretty safe perched
up on my saddle well out of her
reach.

“Thomas Sweet’s
name,’’ she answered.

»Twas me, of course, and her eyes
in the light of the evening very near
brought me off my hoss again. But
the sudden nature of it had shook
me and I felt in justice to myself, as
well as the woman, that I must let a
few days pass.

“Have no fear for Tom Sweet,”” 1
told her, guarded like; and then I
rode away with plenty to think upon.

But, after all, I let another man
get the credit for my cleverness. Be-
fore a week, but not till I had receiv-
ed a strong letter from Merey, I went
over to Mr. Byles, at the police sta-
tion, and told him of the great mys-
tery what I'd found out.

“mig like this here, Constable
Byles,”’ 1 said to the man. *‘‘Miss
Tuckett dismissed that woman, Alice
Mumford, from her service a while
back, and Alice, who have got bad
blood in her without a doubt, swore
to be revenged upon her for so do-
ing. And she have been revenged,
for since she went, there have come
a proper plague of sailor men to
Dunnabridge, and owing to her prom-
jse to her dead father, Mercy Tue-
kett, have had to suffer ’em. And,
when I was there last, one came and
1 watched him hidden behind an old
leather sereen that Miss Tuckett have
lately bought, to keep the wind out
of her back hair on winter nights;
and I heard in a jiffey that he was no
sailor; and I also noted that the man
had a black patch on his jumper.
Away he went and presently up come
another scamp—another sailor if
you’ll eredit it! Well, I watched him,
likewise, and I stared I warn you, for
if he hadn’t a black pateh on his

the man’s
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jumper also! And now you’ll do well
to send one of your men to lie be-
hind the hedge there. Then they’ll
find out as when a tramp goes by
Alice Mumford’'s cottage or calls at
it, as the case may be, she has him
in her house, and rigs him up in a
suit of sailor’s clothes, and sends him
off to Dunnabridge, where there’s a
square meal and a certain sixpence
awaiting the thief. Then back he
goes to her, and as I saw her count-
ing pennies the time I was on the
wateh, I make no doubt at all that
she be very well paid for all her
trouble. 'Tis the most barefaced im-
position I ever heard tell about on
Dartymoor and you'll do well, Con-
stable Byles, to look in the matter
and see it don’t happen no more.”’

He was a young officer, with his
spurs to win, and he fastened on the
job, like a dog to a bone. In fact, he
took it on himself, and three days
later it happened just as I told him
it would happen, and he arrested an-
other fellow coming gaily off from
Dunnabridge with sixpence in his
pocket and a full meal in his belly
and a black pateh on his jumper,

So when next I appeared in pub-
lie ’twas to be a witness against Alice
Mumford; and the justices gave her
six weeks hard for what she’d done;
and she swore something sinful in
open court and promised to make it
hot both for me and Merey Tuckett
when she comed out of kink again.

But she never had the chance to
do us no more wickedness, for a lot
may happen in six weeks and before
the end of that time, when Alice was
let loose on a trusting world once
more, I'd taken Merey’s lead and fin-
ished our affair out o’ hand.

I thought it out, you see, and my
common-sense comed to my rescue,
and I said to myself, ‘‘ Thomas Sweet,
you’ve been at this here woman to
take you for fifteen year, and now,
because she’s at last ready and will-
ing to do so, you grow faint about it,
and find yourself in two minds. ’'Tis
all very well to say you’'re a creature
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of habit, and that this be a bit of an
upset, by reason of its sudden falling
out; but what the mischief would you
have?’’ Being, of course, a reason-
able man, I soon rose to the situation,
and got accustomed to the idea of
Merey Tuckett as a wife, and took
her for that purpose.

In a fortnight from the end of the
sailor men, we was tokened; and a
month later, with all the dash and
fire of youth, we plunged into matri-
mony. All Princetown was to the
wedding pretty near; and when that
Alice Mumford came back to Brown-

berry she heard as her old mistress
was lifted up to be Mrs. Sweet, and
on her honeymoon at that moment.
And she likewise heard that Dunna-
bridge was to be let or sold; because
Mercy had decided to give it up and
come to Princetown and throw in her
lot with my business.

But my little place was far too
small for the likes of her, and ’tis
settled that we take the Snowball Inn
after Christmas. ’'Tis a tidy sized
place, and the last man worked up a
good business, so I’'m hopeful that us
shall do very clever there.

ST. JOHN THE BAPTIST

This painting, which is reproduced
opposite, from a photograph, is re-
garded as one of the best examples of
the work of this celebrated Florentine
painter. Del Sarto died in 1531, at
the age of forty-four. It was his work
and some incidents of his life that
impelled Browning to write hx,s, fam-
ous poem, ‘‘ Andrea del Sarto.”” The
painting itself in noteworthy for its

revelation of fine draughtsmanship
and pleasing composition. The hand
and arm, in particular, are unusually
well drawn, and the manner in which
one side of the figure is lost and found
against the background is well worthy
of emulation. As to the type and
expression of countenance, nothing
could be desired, while the arrange-
ment of the drapery is well considered,

'



From the Painting by Andrea del Sarto

Pitti Gallery, Florenc

ST. JOHN THE BAPTIST
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THE LEAVEN OF

RIGHTEOUSNESS

BY WILLIAM HUGO PABKE

B was named Isaiah, after his
anther, and Reginald, after a

former lover of his mother’s.
The gossips of Bayfield had never
commented on this bizarre combina-
tion for two reasons, diametrically
opposed, that applied respectively to
its component parts. Every one knew
the source of his first name; it was
entirely obvious, and called for no re-
mark. Whence had come the inspira-
tion for his middle name was known
only to the light, scatter-brained wo-
man, who had inveigled the Reverend
Isaiah Barlow into matrimony, borne
him a son, and died.

The absolute uneventfulness of the
boy’s life was evidenced by the fact
that until the turning-point he was
never called otherwise than Isaiah.
That he bore up under it is proof
positive that he lived his boyhood in
the fear of God and of his earthly
father. Fate, with its usual grim
irony, coupled two events, one tragie,
the other frivolous. The coalescence
thus formed proved potent enough to
burst the bands of eustom that shae-
kled to the young man the name of
the old prophet.

Shortly after Isaiah reached his
majority, the first event of sufficient
importance to mark one day in his
life as different from another oecur-
red in the death of his father. Isaiah
remained Isaiah still, but with the
added dignity of possessing a small
house, the few acres surrounding it,
and an inconsiderable sum of money
in the bank. Still another factor add-
ed to his remoteness: his sorrow was
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very real, very earnest, and set him
apart temporarily.

Always there comes a trausition
period when youthful grief, however
poignant, recognizes returning hope,
and flirts with her tentatively before
finally succumbing to normality. It
was during this transition period of
Isaiah’s mourning that Bayfield
pridefully became the county seat.
Immediately following this honour
came its first county fair; and with
the county fair came a horse-trot.
This horse-trot proved to be the com-
plementary event that brought about
the turning-point,

Isaiah went to the fair, soberly,
sedately, something within him, how-
ever, erying aloud that it was good to
mix with his kind once more. It may
have been that his mother’s nature
was uppermost in him that afternoon,
for, as he came to the race-track and
saw the horses limbering up, he felt
an unconscionable desire to take a
chanee. His mother would have done
so. Impelled by some unrecognized
instinet, he placed the few dollars in
his pocket on the favourite. The fav-
ourite lost.

Gravely, sedately, Isaiah strolled
from the fair-ground toward the vil-
lage. His pulses, in spite of his out-
ward ealm, were hammering with a
strange new throb. Something had
come into his life, something vital,
gripping. He had learned to take a
chance. Not the faintest flicker in his
steady eyes, not the slightest motion
of his impassive face betrayed his
new-found emotion to the passers-by.
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Slowly, calmly, he made his way
against the tide of the in-coming
crowd, a solitary figure going in the
opposite direction from al] the world.

On the steps of the village bank he
halted, pulled now this way, now that
by the two potent forces warring
within him. He haq lived long in
docile obedience to a stern father; the
spell still held. Hisg mother’s blood
in him, however, had Just taught him
the fascination of the fickle goddess,

against the inhibitory effects of
cipline. He entered the bank, his
volition submerged in the battling
straing of heredity. Ag he reached
the teller’s window, the innepr strug-
gle ended in g compromise, Instead
of demanding his entire patrimony,
¢ Wrote and presented g cheque for
the half of hig balance,

. Metixodic_ally placing the few large

i hisg pocket-book, he smiled
gravely at

forth a bewilde
personal questions, anq left the bank.
i his unhurried way
to the air-ground, arriving there be-
fore the start of the second-class race,
is- time he knew exactly what he
wanted to do, He had already taken
a small chance, anq the experience
had been - fascinating, enthralling,
Now he took g bigger one,
ately ignoring the favourite, he pick-
lanky gray creature,
ini  book-

ing fraternity thep
he awaited results,

Had the lanky gray creature lost,
there would have been no turning-
point, and Isaiah woulq have remain.
ed Isaiah to the end of the chapter.
But the miracle happened; the brute
came first under the wire,

It is a big experience for one to
take one’s first chance even if one loses;
but it is far more thrilling to take
the second and to win against large
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r ried
odds. Isaiah was uphftevdl’]ec:rs e
out of himself. Had anyone &850
him his name while he \‘.aiers an
the rounds of the book-ma nings, i
collecting his eight-fold w.l}l,lethe!' e
is extremely doubtful‘,w jah DBar-
would have answered Is_‘; was be-
low.”” The Isaiah part of i ened, #
ginning to fade. As it halp?ing ae-
small crowd of congratula

: is
quaintances followed h’f“dd::;?g
triumphal progress. Crie o

‘‘Isaiah, that name don ol
anylﬁore’! We’ll have to call ¥
. !’7 ober,
Re’l‘gﬁeturning-point had com(‘;v ass 10
serious, workaday Isglahd Reggie:
more; in his stead reigne
the taker of chances. 2
¥ - su -
Lack of harmony with glsma e
roundings makes for manyut of har-
unhappiness. Reggie was ?th the life
mony. He did not fit in mThe wof
about him as had Isaiah. et
on his little farm becamti1 };‘g gt
him. He longed for somet :i *he mIOT®
ly. The longer he pondere_é s that
certain he became of what lansWer 1o
called him, There was no o county
the call in Bayfield—betwe the real”
fair seasons, at least. Whe}%,eggi e, he
ization finally came to ¢ his house
made arrangements to ren < in a big
packed his few good clothde 7% arted
old-fashioned trunk, an -
ityward. 2 malk
; tz{s he was fully det?mnedq%)iw in
chance his lodestar, it Vi'a:o phy tha
keeping with his new phi °l % board-
he was led to Delphine 1?18 Y n the
ing-house by haphazard. e walk
afternoon of his arrival he b trying
ing down a quiet side SP': la,r ho“’l‘;
to decide at which pa!‘tlgm. As 8
he should apply for a 1'0l ; dentw‘lt’
the houses were prnctical 3’ g hsk
and most of them dlsplazed this t00!
offered shelter of some klﬂa Je up 1e
time. He had almost mviolent x;.
mind when he came into V! wel

1 .
tact with a rather.excesm‘:’ey sent
dressed man, who, inste iled genialy”
ing the awkwardness, sm
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"‘Excuse me!” apologized ie
?e ttn(!e bre@thlcssly‘.)o“gl wasR:ggilx::
- ,:i . (im' finding a boarding-place that
stol n't see you.” He took a few

irl’“: and hesitated. “‘Could you
witgctthlne somewhere!” he asked,
“"T“E@: sudden wistfulness of the

16 man shot a quick, keen glance
:f)dl:lm(lj that took in every detail. He
e g | once, and rushed into voluble
“I sure ean! Delphi s i
- phine Daly’s is a
:’::::Q good place, believe me! She
b2 l:t her business to let other peo-
why 1 usiness strietly alone—that’s
hial stay there myself. There you
<. next houaq. So long! Hope to
it vizou hi:t dmner,’.' he coneluded,
ried agv i hand genially as he hur-
‘ en Mrs., Daly, with great swish-
::Rt lff dﬂnm,_ advanced tomgreet him
1@ dark little parlour, Reggie felt
i & up within him a sudden, un-
':"18 dislike for her. She was a
e at he had never encountered.
snoe. Seemed to him too black,
cept th;ng; her skin, too white, ex-
L re it was too artificially red;
tho“g" grace was too catlike. Tall
T A she was, he towered above
.:anmy a trifle defiant.
°‘linha:e vglsheg‘l to see me?’’ she
foli A voice that held the same
elll).:i ‘ll:}ahty as her movements.
ot Phine Daly was no whit differ-
.yfhunm !;:lfe D;lp‘;xine LaChance,
bi ore, had married genial,
s‘f;h;‘;ted Larry Daly, the politician.
fresh froa mﬂhqer’g apprentice then,
), m Paris, irresponsible, un-
lhmrew!a d"lperﬁclally loving, inwardly
bloog in‘nd cold; and every drop of
hE l;er.}l:th; bgdy was French.
e broke the great bi
eart ﬁmft had been exchanged in ilg
ner of or one tiny, tiny little cor-
happy her own. "Larry had been
doubtedmth. - her for a year; then he
; then he knew; then he died

She“dll::,edthe doetors agreed.

and .Mzn‘p at her tall visitor,
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““You have wished to see me?’’ As
she spoke, her brows arched, her
shoulders rose slightly, and her hands
supplicated.

‘“About a- room,"”
brusquely.

“But certainly! Will you give
yourself the trouble to follow met”’
She glided into the hall with swish-
ing accompaniment, and Reggie fol-
lowed, frowning.

On the floor above, she threw open
the door of a front room. It was
light, attractive, and well furnished.
She entered, throwing a quick, shrewd
glance over her shoulder,

“How much?’’ asked Reggie.

As he heard the price, his brows
came together in sharp perplexity.
He was too unsophisticated to know
whether it was for a month or for a
week, and he would not put himself
at a disadvantage by asking.

“T like the room,’’ he began hesi-
tatingly ; “‘but—""

Mrs. Daly interrupted: ‘‘I must
erave pardon, but I am very, very
busy this afternoon. With your per-
mission I shall call my daughter; she
can show you another room that per-
haps—'' She ended the sentence
with her expressive shrug and moved
sinuously toward the stair. Mount-
ing a little way, she called, “Julie!”’
She came back in a moment, a mock-
ing smile on her over-red lips.

“My daughter,”” she announced,
“will come presently.”’ Then she
withdrew.

Reggie was not particularly inter-
ested. He moved to a window and
gazed at the houses across the street.
“‘Guess I'll get out,”’ he muttered.
“] don't like Mrs. Daly, and she
must have meant by the week, and—""’

A sound from the doorway made
him turn. A girl with wide, ques-
tioning eyes was standing there look-
ing at him intently.

“And I think I’ll take a chance,’
eontinuegl Reggie, aloud. “‘I’ll stay,
an B 2

¥ yat a relief!”’ breathed the girl
raptly, erossing her hands on her

said Reggie
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breast in a truly dramatic gesture.

A very flower of a girl was Julie.
Slim and tall she was and graceful
with the grace of youth; and her hair
was the blackest black,.-and her eyes
the merriest, frankest blue except
when their dark lashes were partly
lowered over them, and they took on
the hue of a threatening storm-cloud.
And her lips were of the richest red
that health can give.

Reggie gazed at her, dazzled as by
an upward glanece at noonday. Her
beauty was unbelievable. He tried to
foree his eyes away, but the lure of
her face held them helplessly captive.
At last, he stammered :

‘““What’s a relief?”’

“To find that you're neither bald
nor flabby,”’ answered Julie. ‘‘All
the others are.”’

‘“What others?’’

““My mother’s boarders. She seems
to prefer them that way—probably
because they’re the kind that have
money.”’

“I've got money, too,”’ said the
boy whimsically. ‘‘I don’t know how
long it will last; but when it’s gone,
more will eome. I’m lucky, you
know.”’

‘““Are you a sporting man?’’ she
asked, a faint note of displeasure
creeping into her voice.

The question staggered Reggie. He
puzzled over it a moment, his eyes on
the girl’s serious, upturned face.

““T guess,’”’ he said uncertainly, ‘I
am.”’

She shook her head ever so slightly.

““Why did you ask? Do you care?’’
asked Reggie earnestly.

““I hoped you were wholly differ-
ent from the others—they are all
sporting men, too.”’

“I am different,”’ eried the boy,
taking a quick, impulsive step toward
her.

She stood motionless, her hands
clasped loosely behind her. There

was an impelling force in her eyes
that drew him on, until he stood di-
rectly before her, his boyish, eager
face close to hers.
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““Prove it!’’ she said, checking him
with a look that held a nuance of dis-
trust.

A dark flush swept over the boy’s
face. He retreated a step awkwardly.

““I beg you to believe,”’ he said
stiffly, ‘‘that you need never fear me."’

Julie smiled radiantly, The effect
was so bewildering that Reggie
straightway doubted his own asser-
tion.

““That’s a comfort—if it’s true.”’
Her smile faded, and a trace of wist-
fulness erept into her eyes.

“Of course, it’s true!’’ declared
Reggie.

“You are different from the
others!”’ eried Julie, and, turning,
she fled.

As Reggie came downstairs, he
met Mrs. Daly in the lower hall. She
gave him the same mocking smile
with which she had announced Julie.
It irritated him beyond measure be-
cause he could not fathom its mean-
ing.
““You like the room?’’ she asked,
eyes, shoulders, and hands absurdly
exaggerating the importance of the
question.

“T’ll stay,”” said Reggie curtly.
“I’m going out to look after my bag-
gage. What time is supper?’”’

‘““We have the dinner at seven,’’
replied Mrs. Daly. She came quite
close to him, and looked up impishly,
her black eyes snapping with mirth,
‘““How very young!’’ she laughed.

‘““What do you mean?’’ asked Reg-
gie, drawing himself up with exces-
sive dignity.

‘“To make it so very plain,’’ she
purred, ‘‘that you cared not to stay
when her poor old maman showed you
the room, and then decided so quick
when Julie—’’ She checked herself,
laughing silently. ‘‘There, go! I
forgive you!’’ she eried.

Reggie stalked to the front door.
opened it, passed out, and slammed it
behind him with unnecessary violence.
He knew now the meaning of the
mocking smile. The more he saw of
Mrs. Daly, the greater was his aver-
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sion for her. Nevertheless, he return-
ed in time for dinner.

The boy entered the dining-room a
little late. A feeling of acute em-
barrassment swept over him as he saw
that he was the only one not in even-
ing clothes. Mrs. Daly, presiding at
the head of the long table, was re-
splendent in a daring sartorial com-
bination of black and scarlet. She was
talking animatedly to a stout man of
fifty, or thereabout, who regarded her
sleepily with heavy-lidded eyes. As
gshe saw Reggie standing helplessly
in the doorway, she said, with a cer-
tain graciousness:

“I have placed you beside your
friend, Mr. Fenn.”

Reggie followed her glance, and
recognized the genial man whom he
had accosted in the afternoon. As
the boy sank into the chair beside
him, Fenn exclaimed heartily:

“@lad to have you with us! I told
Delphine you were a friend of mine.
If there’s any way I ean help you,
just let me know.”’

Reggie thanked him with a word
and lapsed into silence. He looked
around the table in wonder. It was
all so new to him, so strange. Apart
from Mrs. Daly, there were only two
women, one rather oldish, the other
rather youngish. They did not seem
to eount. The conversation was en-
tirely of man’s affairs. Money was
mentioned often — and chance, at
which Reggie pricked up his ears.
The men all looked like ready money
—of the easy come, easy go variety.
Also he noticed that they were all
either bald or flabby—or both. THe
started as the thought eame to him—
it reealled Julie. She had remarked
on that fact. He wondered where
she was. Evidently she did not take
her meals with her mother’s sporty

. Perhaps Mrs, Daly forbade
it. Perhaps she herself—

Fenn turned suddenly from his
other neighbour, with whom he had
been discussing the advisability of
passing a jack-pot with openers only,
and addressed the boy.
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““Got a job?’’ he asked in his quick,
abrupt manner,

Reggie shook his head.

“Hunting one?”’

“‘No.”” Reggie answered smilingly.

“What are you doing in Mont-
real?’”’

“Just taking a chance.”’

Fenn turned squarely in his chair
and studied the smiling face for a
moment. Little erinkles of amuse-
ment gathered about his keen eyes.
He smiled, ehuckled, and burst into
a good-humoured laugh.

““Say, Kid, you're all right!”’ he
said in a low voice. ‘‘I see where
you and I are going to be friends.
Got a date for to-night?’’

Reggie shook his head.

“Come to my room after dinner
and we'll make plans.”’

‘““When the meal was over, Reggie
hurried to his room, and commenced
to unpack his simple belongings. He
was regarding with ecritical eyes a
coat that had seemed perfectly good
in Bayfield, when his door opened,
and Fenn bustled in unceremoniously.

““Come into my room, and let’s get
acquainted,’’ he breezed, ‘‘Too early
to go out yet.”’

The boy looked at his wateh, and
smiled whimsieally. He followed the
other across the hall with a feeling
of exhilaration. According to Bay-
field eustoms, it was already long past
bedtime—and his evening had not yet
commenced! In Fenn's room he look-
ed about him wonderingly. There
were clothes scattered about in every
available place—clothes, the like of
which he had never seen before. They
were all of good material, well made,
but gay, gay. His host gathered up
a heterogeneous collection of ornate
waisteoats and screaming neckties
from an easy chair, and bade him be
comfortable. Sitting down on the

edge of the bed, he said abruptly:

“I like your ways, boy. You don’t
blat your business all over. But, if
we’re going to be friends, loosen up a
bit. There’s something queer about
it, somewhere.”’
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Although his manner was genial,
the eyes that he fastened on his visi-
tor’s face were shrewdly boring, Very
little escaped their steady gaze, Reg-
gie gave a little laugh, in which there
was a hint of embarrassment,

“There’s little to tell that’s inter.
esting,”’ he demurred,

“Go ahead,”’ urged the other,

Bit by bit, hesitatingly,
told of his life in Bayfield, the blank.
ness, the monotony of it.. He told of

ried over in g hushed voice. And then
the horge trot,

““And that’s the reason I’'m here,”

he explained vaguely. “‘It wag the
first echance I'q ever taken-—and you
don’t know how it took hold of me!”’

The flicker of a smile showed in
Fenn’s gray eyes. He nodded his
head.

“You see,”

¢ continued the boy, ¢
didnt belong there after that,

to take anothep chance—ang another,
That’s why I'm here—TJ ¢
before,’
“Would you
Yyou around?q’?

The boy nodded, his eye
“Tver play poker 9’
“A few timeg at the seminary-...
for matehes,

“I’ll take You around to 4 Jjoint
that T know pretty wel], *’ id

rising ang slipping on his oy

“Qet your hat.
stairg.’?

f ercoat.
I'll meet you down-

The light of
ing in the

He had

enjoyed every ex-
citing moment of

the tense play.
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is suc-
Strange to say, he had t?kﬁnhli]m out-
cess for granted; it had le Lod by the
wardly cool. He was flatte e Y
recollection of Fenn’s adn;lll‘  alked
bantering comments as th'el{ of the
home together in the chi "
dawn. Hastily tpromng and sank
clothes, he tumbled into bed, Sleep Of
straightway into the deep e
. el
yo%ﬁt’gen he awoke at noon, ?I efea ske
of unreality possessed him. ibly. be iB
himself if there could pos'fhrillﬂ that
store a repetition of tgeheld-
the previous night ha pe dadly;
had said that it was leni al gan”
rather, nightly life. The g be no idle
bler proved his assertion to oo of
boast. There followed a sucolnno ex;li
hectie, feverish nights andlts gt
idle days. The very nove f);s cinated:
gripped the boy, held him o
en his quick mind was £ havee;
figuring out some theory o'onalb' be
he thought of Julie. Occasz o engag-
met her during the afterno p !
ed in some household dult‘}'- “h 8
ways answered his s!:il lglw :
bright little smile; an ing 100
left him with a question ¥/
her eyes. y . ‘Tep
e0115 evening Reggie was 1:(‘"3‘ after
room as had become his cuseng rossed
dinner. The two were sovalue o.f a
in a discussion over the e time
nine-spot as a hole-card thg enly he
slipped by unnoticed. S:ch
gambler looked at his wa a aimed-
‘“Eleven o’clock!’’ he ihat!
““What d’you kn(]?{v!;1 ;1’1)’out
i -night, kid i il
e (S)E:'et%higg!” eried Re’?g;:eg with
He flew to his room, thrilin:
anticipation. ek
home phad become an lmgioo
He grabbed his hat, tarn the ball
lights, and hurried mtod o Fonn’s
From below came the sounw_in g con
loud, genial voice in b!;n % b;i'
versation with Mrs. Daly. when Be
had reached the langlll(ligili . Turnr
heard a light step behin g the red
ing, he saw Julie mounti
stairway.,
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chO- T .
!hould:rl.g to bed?’’ he asked over his
i:he ‘Plotd';led bgs she came toward
s about ti isn't it?"’
nluiI said quizzieally., e
his e turned to face her, forgetting
the :’l;tg;alﬁ;men; hfor the moment in
~ 0 %
ing toward yher, h? s;;;-:;z:ence. e
wasn’t quite truthful in wh
I }?{% you the other day.?’ T
. hat about?” Her eyes were
, ‘Vle as she raised them to his.
fear tolg’ you that you need never
“Butmf' He laughed unsteadily.
]ie;; = guess you didn’t quite be-

@ took her in hi
b ) s arms, and drew
meel'n:oward him. A look of bewilder-
- fif wonder, erossed her face as
lipe Yielded herself to him. As their
ligh met, her eyes, black in the half-
Pou:'d burned into his. Then, her
Sk, young arms crept about his

“(Ahmix}g. kid?"’ called Fenn.
e Il right,”’ cried Reggie.

:' r;ached up and drew the girl’s
Prems, rom his shoulders, kissed her
el and ran down the stairs. He
e O back once, and saw her stand-
- ere, one hand on the banister,
ooko(t,];e; gxzued to her breast. The

nder was still in h
"T'g: Euednm ;fter him. 1 i
ay Reggie awoke to th
'?ﬂl!ld of Fenngs voice calling : "Heye
S One o’clock! If we’re going’
Hee’nm' we’ve got to hustle!”’
g Jlll!lpec}l out of bed, and dressed
urry, impatient to com-
:’:o’:lete the day’s activities. He was
tza::v%o tht?l rogm when a timid
th e door. Throwing
ing oor open, he beheld Julie, stand-
?.H elt;!’e'l’nm with downeast eyes.
lghtin o!"” he exclaimed, his face
ing1”" g at sight of her. ‘‘ Good morn-

Good afternoon,”” she corrected
Bt - ““My mother sent me
It:s‘ = 11: g?’l} were ill—or anything.

No, ﬂlﬂnb,” he answered; ‘‘I’'m
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all right.”” Then, clearing his throat,
he stammered: ‘‘Are you angry at
me?’”’

She raised her eyes, regarding him
a bit wistfully. ‘“No,”’ she said.

“Then, may I call you Jule! I
can’t pronounce it the way your mo-
ther does.”

“Of course, you may,’’ she said,
with a half-sad little smile. “That
sounds queer—'Jule’—I like it."”’

“If you're not angry,”’ persisted
Reggie, ‘‘what makes you sa SOrrow-
ful?”’

““Just lonely, I guess.”’ She look-
ed away hastily.

exclaimed the boy,

“You peach!”
under his breath, ‘‘Look here! will

you go to the theatre with me to-
night?”’

“‘Julie’s expression changed as
though a sudden ray of sunlight had
crossed her face. Her eyes danced ;
ghe smiled her radiant smile.

“How lovely!’’ she exclaimed,
clasping her hands in a girlish ges-

ture.
«“Your mother won't objeet?”’ ask-

ed Reggie eagerly.

The gladness faded from the girl’s
face. Her eyes grew sombre. A
mother? Object? No; I don 't be-
lieve she would care,’’ she said, a
hint of bitterness in her voice.

‘When Reggie came home, his lpiriu
were soaring, He had made a killing
at the races, much to the discomfiture
of Fenn, whose advice he had wholly

i ed. During dinner he was
unable to think of anything but his
engagement. The business of the day
over, he was impatient for the even-
ing’s pleasure. He left the table be-
fore the others, and bounded up-
stairs two steps at a time. As he ran
along the hall toward his room, Julie
came down the stairs from the r
floor to meet him. She wore & light,
clinging gown, and a big, floppy hat,
a combination so alluring that Reg-
gie gasped at sight of her.

¢ Jule, you darling!’’ he exclaimed.
“T feel like having the time of my
life to-night! And yout”



254

She caught the contagion of hig
buoyant mood, and nodded, her eyes
gleaming with excitement,
run!’’ she breathed.

Together they flew down-stairs and
out into the night life of the city,
young, irresponsib]e, riotously happy.

t was long past midnight when they
returned, Evidently Mps, Daly was
not a stern parent,

As the autumn merged into winter,
and Reggie became more at home in
his new surroundings, he gradually
broke away from the guidance of
Fenn., The boy had learned all that
the older man could teach him, He
Was  developing beyond the point
where 3 ten-dollar limit held thrills,

_e‘longed for bigger chances than

for cinches, The stock-market called
him; and there Fenn could e of no

i i ever. The gen-
ial gamester had a holy horror of
stock gambling. J,e was  shrewd
enough to realize hip limitations; his

as sufficient tq guide him
through "the intricaci 1S ni

: 1 money,
Reg_gle, therefore, cultivated the ac-

quaintance of some of the older men
whom he hag met at Mrg, Daly’s, Fol.

lowing the tips that they gave him
gratuitously, he made g

ancy of the faulty moral standards
that he had inheriteq from his mo.

ther was hig attitude_ toward Julie,

He regarded her as his prope —to
do with as he wished P
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. n he
worry: He was taking morecf)}:;aéerll'
gave in return. He was I}Ot as whe-
ed with such ethical questxonshim .
ther the feeling she had forhat with
not finer, higher than 'f‘his pever
which he reciprocated. only -
entered his head, which Wft ho Was
tural in view of the life tha Lol
leading. His cqmpunctlﬁn was tak-
material grounds only. feher time;
ing up a certain amount o E il
he demanded her companresence
whenever he felt that hel;hgr than
would be pleasurable ra " terfore
otherwise, and would not And for
with his other activities. be gave
this surrender of herself raotically
nothing in return—or ll:o uld pay:
nothing. He felt that he 8f the ques-
How? As he asked himsel taneons:
tion, the answer came mstaned since
ly. ‘One thing he had leml':;l 0 i
coming to the city, and he i wit
ed it well: Debts must be I;he only
something of value, and :
thing of value was money. bt to Juli

He was pondering his del Jing be
one evening as he was brlslilent and
home from the theatre. "ho house
preoccupied, he entered  how he
with her, trying to determin o had
should broach the subject. s towar
started slowly up the stalliler ack.
her room, when he called The came
Unhesitatingly, as always, d on his
to him and nestled her heaf con
shoulder with a Iii;;le sigh o

i ere tired. ' gome:
asjfﬁﬁle(j o he began, ::thgg :h:cked
thing I want to say— light sound
himself as he caught a s hlg g
from above, Looking up, 'erw oF d
Daly standing on the St?lllica gaze:
regarding him with a cy ol depre”
She raised her hand in mo
cation, s &

“Boys will b% ’t')oys’ she pu ]
1 . irls!?? . ;sap-

aggogwlvsv,hﬁh she silently d

ice
5 L mother’® & be-
Julie tore herself free. S:]eicken look
fore Reggie, abashed, a str
in her eyes.

red—

tent
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Never mind, Jule!"" said the boy

awk ‘s
camf‘,'?’dl)'- Your mother doesn’t
Care!”’ ghe said tensely. ‘‘Care!

No; that’s just it !’
faon wiy 2 Just it!”  She covered her
.“c;b‘.‘ltl,lriwr hands, and choked back
ﬂe:‘— up-'mc;!:: turning abruptly, she
or a time Reggie saw tive-
:mmle of Julie, The eiﬁ?d‘é‘ii ltvlfe
Ooulrdway had embarrassed him; he
e not reconcile himself to Mrs.
- g’ re. agtxtude. Some weeks elapsed
e e had become sufficiently
cyuie?led to it to pass it off with a
Vikte comment to the effect that a
intol us daughter must indeed be an
elgnall);e' l?t:den to a woman of
h aly s stamp. At the same time,
e d;eg;d bt;g-hand that Mrs. Daly
e g n called upon to bear
igie's days were entirely taken
:P With apocryphal sales and pur-
h:":u In brokers’ offices. Sometimes
his i°lled wrongly; but more often
e thnnmead shrewdness brought him
tle he of the game. Little by lit-
him omaecnmnlated a sum that took
that eomoé the shoe-string class, a sum
to p tuted a lever potent enough
hm’? the doors off the treasure-
“tedih.tlm came a day when he
mid; hi:vqr to advantage in pyra-
of ““ghortr Winnings on a sneceession
 sales, made on perilously
te‘l"‘”m margins, while the market was
Porarily reeling, tumbling down-

Wh
that en he “;:105 l:n afatl the end of
Senge _day, he felt the same
him ..°§ elation that had come over
nings fr: collected his eight-fold win-
field. 1 nllx the bookmakers at Bay-
a h:d ad taken a perilous chance
won out! He had more
o he ever dreamed could
and he m‘,dﬂy.—lt was real money,
Power 1t with him. A feeling
.Mlpo'leﬂsed him; he felt there
Unahle tonuly nothing that he was
he th . Into his mind rush-
debt ' HOUEKE of Julie, and of his
er. eould pay it mow.
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In fact, he could afford to increase
the debt. His hot young blood pound-
ed through his veins, whipped into
racing measure by the suggestion that
his all-potent mpney whispered to
him. Dashing out of the glittering
restaurant where he had dined with
the aequaintance whose tip had made
his winnings a possibility, he hailed a
taxicab, and sped homeward,

Chance favoured his impatience ; he
met Julie in the hallway near his
door.
““Jule!’’ he eried excitedly, ‘‘I must
have a talk with yon! Come into my
room!”’ g
He unlocked his door and entered.
Julie hesitated on the threshold; it
was the first time that she had crossed
it since the day of the boy’s arrival.

“‘Shut the door!’’ commanded Reg-
gie as he snapped on the lights.

She obeyed docilely, her eyes fixed
on his gravely. She stood against the
casing, her hands clasped loosely be-
fore her. Reggie paced up and down,
his exultation mounting with each
passing moment. Suddenly he stop-
ped and faced her.

“Jule!”” he said, his voice break-
ing—*‘Jule, I've made a killing! 1've
got it to burn! I've got it in bunches
—in wads! And there’s more where
that eame from; believe me!’’ He
thrust his hand into an inner et
and brought forth a package o bills,
strapped about the centre with a band
of heavy paper. ““Here, catch!”’ he
cried, tossing the bundle toward her.

Julie’s eyes did not leave his face.
The money struck her breast, and fell
at her feet unheeded.

«And cateh again!’’ eried Reggie,
his eyes burning with a feverish light.
He threw another package, wildly,
this time. It struck the woodwork
above her head, and bursting, show-
ered her with yellow notes.

Julie shivered slightly as the paper
fluttered about her, and swirled to
the floor. “‘I should say you had
made a killing,”’ she remarked casual-
ly. She thrust out a slim foot and
touched the money before her reluct-
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antly with the toe of her slipper.,
Then, her eyes widening with sudden
fear, she asked:
“But just what is all this for?’’
“What’s it fory”’ cried Reggie.
“What’s it for¢ It’s for you! The
lure of you is in my blood, Jule of
the pretty eyes] At last, I ean pay
for you! That’s what it’s for!?’
Julie stiffened, and hep face went
white. She groped behind her with
her hands as if seeking support. ‘‘ You
want—to buy me?’’ ghe asked, a dull
anguish in her voice,
“That’s what!’’
“You can’t)” she moaned.
can’t!”’
The boy looked from her drawn
ace 10 the money on the floor, and
shook his head unbelievingly. He had
learned hig lesson : Money was all-
powerful, Thepe Wwas nothing it eoulq
not do. He was certain of i)
“Don’t you understand 97’
Julie, throwing out her hands in g
Supplicating gesture. ‘‘How eap you
buy what is already yourg’?
“Mine?’’ he said, dazed. “Mine9”’
‘“Are you blind? Can’t you see?
'm yours—a]] yours—on any terms

except that!’’ She pointed to the 1it.
tle‘ ‘heap at her feet,

idn’t know!”’ stammered Reg-
gie, abashed,
‘“Oh, there are lots
don’t know |’ she eried

know how I've fought, anq fought,
all my life! Then yon came—and I
was glad that T haq fought! Perhaps,
you don’t know that it wag my first
kiss that [ 8ave you. You don’t

ow—-’l

“Jule!”? Reggie grasped her arm
in a clasp that made her winee with
the pain of it. “Look at me, Jule!”’
he eried hoarsely. Then, as she rais-
ed her eyes to his, ey,

€S as guileless
and frank as the noonday, despite the

tears that swam jp them: ¢ Jyje;
You’re a good girl 1”?

“I’'m not!”’ ghe sobbed, ““1’y, not !
How could T pet I'm not—2» she
choked over the word—*‘not dirty 12

“You’re good !”’ exulted the boy,

“You

eried

of things yoqu
- “Youdon’t
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- HYou’rc
eding the denial. wonder
g(())tgd lli? he fepia{a_tedf alcl:le a}?;ime gﬁ:
‘e '__y, is
arﬁnialggard at the thouge en
shock of it left him horro -ve me!
““O God!”’ he prayed; 'forggilen
He turned from hfzrh}lll hin, )
ery, his soul sick wit uthat was .hxs
leaven of righteousn_esgt
legacy from the uprig (»1 o
man, whom he had loved, g
AR is arm,
> g;‘:ii)izni;;g(her hand on 2;5 ‘?i' for-
tender light in her blue eyes. .
give,”’ she whispered. caid Reg
‘:j’[ dare ask no more, o8
> o
gleHehli'I:gbal{c'led her wxs’i.fggy i b8
ingly, a question ?rcmb(l1 € ross b
lips. He brushed his hannote in
eyes; then, a yearning i
voice, he said: i< clean mu"
“I'know a place thatfxl'om the.
the breath of the winds i o mme:
There stands a house t » before ©
it belonged to my fath(: will so0n B¢
Around it are fields thi;l call 10 mt
covered with green. ’I'I“hee}lt‘ il m,ghd
in their peacefulness. q worke an
have lived, Jule—an e e
loved and prayed——tmiqm wide-e¥
Julie crept close to him, 2
drinking in his worditn caid the
“But it’s too late! \ S5
bitterly. ‘It’s too late' " .,

\do'
v = onate
““No!’’ she cried in pa

- "
£ v ot!”’ ; e
mﬂ. sugctl:nnh"pe l‘gllfﬁad. “’In:l:e!
eyes. ¢ Jule!’’ he br%%lu yoﬂ ”co

ou mean it? the
gigchyme out into the Sﬂnlihr:nu e
“I am ready,’”’ she m 1oriﬁ9d' s
The boy’s face became fd her, 2%
took a quick step tmggenl y beeo ed
faltered. She had su 4. He tur®
too prec.ious to be touc(lileit:
to the door and opene v
“Come!’’ he said ge%way
At the foot of the sta-}mﬂ
him, vanishing in th('a”g
““To-morrow, Jule! o
In the stillness, herwith P
back to him, fraught b

0 TO-mO!'l'Ow, Isaiah !

she left

er ¥,




THE INTERPRETATION OF

VISCOUNT MORLEY
BY ]. C. SUTHERLAND

ITERARY as distinguished from
g‘eneral biography is, perhaps,
TR Ore esteemed in this age than
Bkt I any previous period. This
“:gd u:xt;erestfix; the careers of
en of letters generall

gz:hbabllzy began for the English raci;
; oswell’s Johnson. It is cer-
learn);d Within a century that we have
< i | Sincerely and deeply to la-
well ¢ e fact that there was no Bos-
fifty Or our Shakespeare. In the last
years, particularly, there has

1 & remarkab]
Ol y eager demand f
:“th;;atatlve biogra:‘l;ies - g
TS who passed away just be-

?&&;du}'ix‘l‘g that period; and from
“Totte an’s “‘Macaulay’’ down to the

has bee"" of George Meredith there

thig i
18 hnmte'fgft gnoltiives of the more

. in literary biograph
Nr:'d%f l?om various and (:ogl'xrlpll,ez
dﬂ tttlw:lt:h many, curiosity with
s, e inner personality of
ci;l:llo;g before the public is the tg'rin-
hag otive, Carlyle, for instance,
ooy lfl in evidence in the news-
s Or many years with thou-
ek, bPeOple who had never taken
St uble to read or study his books.
his es b‘:lt:neg %h’amour and of

- been frequen
dtgeo-t [People had come g thinﬁ
this Y knew the man Carlyle from
anothep Cn:l;li el?deme' '%‘here s
and , however, of stranger
Sterner stuff to be revealed in ge

: notably high production in

‘‘ Reminiscences’’—one biography, at
least, from which the public recoiled
with a shock, In the ease of Darwin,
on the other hand, who may be right-
ly classed as a man of letters as well
as scientist, biography revealed a per-
sonality far simpler and grander than
the general public bad imagined.
There is, however, a just and crit-
ical value of the highest importance
in literary biography, even when it is
as ‘‘injudicious’’ as Mr. Froude's
treatment of Carlyle in the ‘‘Rem-
iniscences’’ and as the four volumes
of the ‘‘Life’’ were judged at the
time to be. It has its interpretative
purposes, and even the foibles of
genius have their significance. Bio-
graphy, it is true, is not always abso-
lutely essential to the full grasp of a
writer’s general philosophy. It would
be a great help if Shakespeare had
written to a friend explaining the full
meaning of Hamlet'’s character, and
this letter had been preserved, but
the two volumes of Huxley’s ‘‘Life
and Letters,” although intensely in-
teresting, and full of charm, are not
needed for the interpretation of Hux-
ley’s scientific and philosophical

‘works. Darwin’s biography was not

needed as an interpretation of Dar-
winism, even although it exhibited
the vast patience and the true scien-
tifie spirit with which he pursued his
observations and experiments. The
“Tetters’’ of Matthew Arnold throw
no new light upon ‘‘Literature and
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Dogma.’’ Both the negative and posi-
tive sides of Arnold’s religious phil-
osophy are displayed in the work
which Professor Saintsbury has un-
duly dispraised. The ‘‘Letters’’ only
showed that Matthew Arnold had a
very much harder struggle in life
than most of us supposed, and that
at times he could be as unreasonable
about some things as the rest of us.
‘‘Literature and Dogma,’’ however,
was complete in itself. There could
be no doubt whatever of the fact that
he had vigorously rejected some
fundamentals of orthodoxy, and that,
on the other hand, he intensely be-
lieved not only that ‘‘conduect is the
three-fourths of life,”’ but that Israel,
to the general benefit of all later gen-
erations, had, more than any other
people, loved righteousness and pur-
sued it. Matthew Arnold interprets
himself,

Of writers still living, and of those
who were contemporary with him dur-
ing the last forty years, and who, like
him, have dealt with religious and
philosophical questions, none has been
clearer in exposition than Lord Mor-
ley. No one, therefore, would seem
to be in less need of special interpre-
tation. But the popular estimate of
his relation to religious criticism was,
thirty years ago at any rate, erudely
wide of the facts, thanks to the vigour
of counter criticisms; and even to-
day the general impression on this
point is probably vague. He was and
is regarded chiefly as a ‘‘denying
spirit’’ in religious questions. The
negative side of his work has receiv-
ed most emphasis with the general
public—the fact that there are posi-
tive elements in it is hardly known.

That there are negations of large
import in his works is, of course, cer-
tain, but it should be equally welil
known that this profound thinker and
profound historical student, possess-
ed of remarkable independence of
mind, had produced towards the close
of the nineteenth century a body of
eritical work which stands in mavrked
contrast with that of Gibbon at the
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close of the eighteenth eentury, in its
relations to the Christian religion.
The martyr, the missionary, and the
realities of the Christian life are of
as intense interest to Lord Morley as
they were of supreme indifference to
Gibbon, He is as distinctly construe-
tive in spirit as the eighteenth cen-
tury was destructive. Yet we gather
this from a body of critical thought
in which the personal element is
never obtruded. Nowhere in his erit-
ical works does Lord Morley afford
what may be ecalled those inlimate
confidences which mark the work of
his friend Matthew Arnold. No pre-
face confesses or explains a view-
point; no bibliography is offered
which might suggest ‘‘tendencies.’’

In the two volumes on Rousseau,
the two volumes on Diderot, the one
volume on Voltaire, and the one vol-
ume ‘‘On Compromise,’’ it is the laws
and principles of pure eriticism which
the reader knows that he is asked to
consider, and not the features of a
personality. Invited or not, how-
ever, the student of the foregoing
works of Lord Morley finds the per-
sonal question an interesting one, and
discovers himself at each reading in-
stinetively making quantitative esti-
mates of the positive and negative
elements. Whether the future bio-
grapher of Lord Morley — whose
duties. let us hope may be long de-
layed—will throw added light upon
the positive character of his religious
thought or not, cannot now be deter-
mined, but there are certain clear in-
dieations in his published works which
are worth considering in this con-
nection.

In the first place it is to be noted
that his principal eritical volumes
were published between forty and
thirty years ago, a time when, owing
to the aective reconstruction of the
whole machinery of thought ecaused
by the wider outlook of science, it was
almost the general fashion to regard
positive assertion in things religious
and philosophical as a false note. The
ready reckoner, to use Carlyle’s ear-
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lier phrase, was actually being tested.
Certainty in science, but uncertainty
in philosophy was the watchword;
and the principle reached its high-
water-mark a little later in Mr. Bal-
four’s ‘““Foundations of Belief.”’ The
reaction against agnosticism with
which we are now familiar had hard-
ly begun. But there is mno poised
hesitation in Lord Morley. The large
dossiers of his subjects had been thor-
oughly and keenly examined, and in-
dependent judgments were rendered.
To him the fundamental bases of
thought, ecritical and philosophical,
were firm and reliable. The progress
of modern science had compelled their
re-statement in modern terms, but
they were still valid, and, moreover,
still powerful. Man is man, and was
man long before modern investigation
had thrown its great light upon the
origin of his complex nature. Dar-
winian biology had called for an im-
mense reconstruction of thought in all
lines, but it was not necessarily a re-
lentless besom of destruction. The
eritie could still go forward in un-
perturbed confidence.

Mr. Huxley once explained that he
had invented and adopted the label
of Agnostic because everybody else
had a label and he had none. Lord
Morley has not labelled himself, and
he would be hard to classify by the
mere process of balancing accounts
between affirmation and denial. In
one chapter of ‘‘Compromise’’ he
says:

“It is no object of ours to bridge
over the gulf between belief in the
vulgar theology and disbelief. Nor
for a single moment do we pretend
that, when all the points of contact
between virtuous belief and virtuous
disbelief are made the most of that
good faith will allow, there will not
still and after all remain a terrible
controversy between those who cling
passionately to all the econsolations,
mysteries, personalities, of the ortho-
dox faith, and us who have made up
our minds to face the worst, and to
shape, as best we can, a life in which
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the cardinal verities of the common
creed shall have no place.”’

Yet in the same chapter, and al-
most preceding the foregoing words,
we are given a more cheerful out-
look :

‘“‘Christianity was the least great
religious synthesis. It is the one near-
est to us. Nothing is more natural
than that those who cannot rest con-
tent with intellectual analysis, while
awaiting the advent of the Saint Paul
of the humanitarian faith of the fu-
ture, should gather up provisionally
such fragmentary illustrations of this
new faith as are to be found in the
records of the old. Whatever form
may be ultimately imposed on our
vague religious aspirations by some
prophet to come, who shall unite sub-
lime depth of feeling and lofty purity
of life with strong intellectual grasp
and the gift of a noble eloquence, we
may at least be sure of this, that it
will stand as closely related to Chris-
tianity as Christianity stood closely
related to the old Judaic dispensa-
tion, It is commonly assumed that
the rejecters of the popular religion
stand in face of it, as the Christian
stood in face of the pagan belief and
pagan rites in the Empire. The
analogy is inexact. The modern
denier, if he is anything better than
that, or entertains hopes of a creed
to come, is nearer to the position of
the Christianizing Jew. Science, when
she hasaccomplished all her triumphs
in her own order, will still have to
go back, when the time comes, to as-
sist in the building up of a new creed
by which men can live. The build-
ers will have to seek material in the
purified and sublimated ideas, of
which the confessions and rites of the
Christian churches have been the
grosser expression. Just as what was
once the new dispensation was preach-
ed a Judaeis ad Judaéos apud Judacos,
so must the new that is to be, find a
Christian teacher and Christian hear-
ers. It can hardly be other than an
expression, a development, a readap-
tation, of all the moral and spiritual
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truth that lay hidden under the worn-
out forms. It must be such a har-
monizing of the truth with our intel-
lectual conceptions as shall fit it to
be an active guide to eonduct. In a
world ‘where men sit and hear each
other groan, where but to think is to
be full of sorrow,’” it is hard to ima-
gine a time when we shall be indif-
ferent to that sovereign legend of
Pity. We have to incorporate it in
some wider gospel of Justice and Pro-
gress.’’

Those words were written in the
seventies of the last ecentury, the time
when the reconstructed Religion of
Humanity was offered, to use the aue-
tioneer’s phrase, by several hands at
once. John Morley, however, was not
one of those who came forward with
proposed formularies, and it was only
Sir Oliver Lodge’s recent example
which reminded us all that some years
ago there had been greater activity
in that direction than we are now ac-
customed to. Since that earlier time
there has been a change in the diree-
tion of constructive thought. Not
more, but eertainly not less, courage-
ously do we follow the motto from
Archbishop Whately prefixed to the
volume ‘‘On Compromise’: *‘It
makes all the difference in the world
whether we put Truth in the first
place or in the second place.”” We
have been ‘‘facing the worst,”’ for
one thing, by a widespread attention
to the results of that Higher Critie-
ism and modernist interpretation
which many of us believe have gone
far to restore the true lineaments and
the ever deeper truth of Christianity.
And it is just here that we believe
that the eritical work of Lord Morley
helps, on its positive side, to show
the true secope and possibilities of re-
ligious criticism. The chapter on re-
ligion in his ““Voltaire’’ is, again, a
\ diffieult eombination of affirmation
and denial, if one desires quantitative
statements, but it points the way in
more than ‘one paragraph to those
principles which we believe are now
operating with great force to attach
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thinking men more than ever to the
‘‘consolations, mysteries, personali-
ties’’ of the Christian religion, even
although it has never been so widely
realized among mankind that our
spiritual as well as our moral concep-
tions have been subject to the law of
development,

The ‘‘Voltaire’’ volume opens with
the declaration that ‘‘when the right
sense of historical proportion is more
fully developed in men’s minds, the
name of Voltaire will stand out like
the names of the great decisive move-
ments in the European advance, like
the Revival of Learning, of the Re-
formation.’”’ His individual genius
‘‘changed the mind and spiritual eon-
formation of France, and in a less de-
gree of the whole of the West, with
as far-spreading and invinecible an ef-
fect as if the work had been wholly
done, as it was actually aided, by the
sweep of deep-lying collective forces.
A new type of belief, and of its sha-
dow, disbelief, was stamped by the
impression of his character and work
into the intelligence of his own and
the following times. We may think
of Voltairism in France somewhat as
we think of Catholicism or the Renais-
sance or Calvanism. It was one of the
cardinal liberations of the growing
race, one of the emphatic manifesta-
tions of some portion of the minds of
men, which an immediately foregoing
system and creed had either ignored
or outraged.”” This text is expanded
into some forty pages of eloquent de-
fence and apotheosis, but the rest of
the work, following the biographieal
record in its several aspects, is more
measured and critical. The chapter
on Religion is a careful analysis of
the Voltairean attack, and of the
motives and ecircumstances which
prompted it. The attack is, also, in
general defended, with such due al-
lowances, for instance, as the faet
that in so far as it was prompted by
the need of asserting the right of
Toleration, it would have been un-
necessary if the same doctrines which
prevailed in England at that time on
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the subjeect had also prevailed in
France. In general, however, the de-
fence is relentless; but relentless as
it is there is one striking passage
which again clearly illustrates the
positive tendencies of Lord Morley’s
mind :

““1t is necessary to admit from the
point of view of impartial ecriticism,
that Voltaire had one defect of char-
acter, of extreme importance in a
leader of this memorable and direct
attack. With all his enthusiasm for
things noble and lofty, generous and
compassionate, he missed the peculiar
emotion of holiness, the soul and life
alike of the words of Christ and Saint
Paul, that indefinable secret of the
long hold of mystic superstition over
so many high natures, otherwise en-
tirely prepared for the brightness of
the rational day. From this impalp-
able essence which magically sur-
rounds us with the mysterious and
subtle atmosphere of the unseen,
changing distances and proportions,
adding new faculties of sight and
purpose, extinguishing the flames of
disorderly passion in a flood of truly
divine aspiration, we have to confess
that the virtue went out in the pres-
ence of Voltaire. To admire Voltaire,
eried a man who detested him, is the
sign of a corrupt heart, and if any-
body is drawn to his works, then be
very sure that God does not love such
a one. The truth of which is, that so
vehement a paraphrase amounts to
this, that Voltaire has said no word,
nor ever shown an indirect apprecia-
tion of any word said by another,
which stirs or expandsthe emotional
susceptibility, indefinite exultation,
and far-swelling inner harmony,
which De Maistre and others have
known as the love of God, and for
which a better name, as covering most
varieties of form and manifestation,
is holiness, deepest of all the words
that defy definition. Though the af-
fronts which his reason received from
certain pretentions, both in the writ-
ers and in some of those whose actions
they commemorated, this sublime trait
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in the Bible, in both portions of it,
was unhappily lost to Voltaire. He
had no ear for the finer vibrations of
the spiritual voice.”’

We are not concerned here with the
character of some of the undertones
in this passage which may have an
unpleasing sound to those who believe
that the only safeguard of faith is the
maintenance of strict standards. To
such Christians, indeed, we would
rather commend the words which
were written a few years before by
the author of ‘‘Eece Homo’’:

‘““Compare the ancient with the
modern world; ‘Look on this picture
and on that.” One broad distinetion
in the character of men forces itself
into prominence. Among all the men
of the ancient heathen world there
were scarcely one or two to whom
we might venture to apply the epi-
thet ‘holy.” In other words, there
were not more than one or two, if
any, who besides being virtuous in
their actions, were possessed with an
unaffected enthusiasm of goodness,
and besides abstaining from vice re-
garded even a vicious thought with
horror. Probably no one will deny
that in Christian countries this high-
er-toned goodness, which we call holi-
ness, has existed. Few will maintain
that it has been exceedingly rare.
Perhaps the truth is that there has
searcely been a town in any Christian
country since the time of Christ where
a century has passed without exhibit-
ing a character of such elevation that
his mere presence has shamed the bad
and made the good better, and has
been felt at times like the presence
of God Himself. And if this be so,
has Christ failed? or ean Christianity
die?”’

Our purpose has been served, how-
ever, in indicating, if incompletely,
the fact that there are construetive
elements in Lord Morley’s critical
work, which are of serviee in a period
of synthesis, even although particular
applications of his thought may go
beyond the original intention and
mind of the eritie,




WIND AND FOAM
(TO PHYLLIS)

By ALFRED GORDON

E were only just boy and girl, Love,
And nothing of ill was done;
And you came from the waves like a naiad,
And laughing you ran in the sun.

I was nothing to you but a boy, Love,
And what did I understand?

You were swift and straight as an arrow,
And your feet flew over the sand.

You fled like a startled fawn, Love,

And your limbs were as fair as your face,
Yet though I was only a boy, Love,

I followed not after in chase.

(I had no word for it then, Love,
But I felt you a spirit, and I—

I worshipped, not daring to touch you,
Save with a kiss like a sigh.)

Till you tired and you lay down beside me,
And talked of the sea and the ships,

And I played with your hand and your hair, Love,
And longed all day for your lips.

I ean remember your hair, Love,
Remember the light of your eyes,

They were brown (and your lips were red, Love),
Yes, brown and wondrously wise!

I remember so many things, Love,
So little I understand,

But most I remember you flying,
A naiad over the sand.

Yes, Love, you are always flying,
Your hair far out on the wind;

And though my heart break to follow,
I worship you time out of mind!
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BROOD OF THE WITCH QUEEN
BY SAX ROHMER

IX-—-THE ELEMENTAL

1

HE breakfast-room of Dr.

I Cairn’s house in Half Moon

Street presented a cheery ap-
pearance, and this despite the gloom
of the morning ; for thunderous clouds
hung low in the sky, and there were
distant mutterings ominous of a brew-
ing storm.

Robert Cairn stood looking out of
the window. He was thinking of an
afternoon at Oxford, when to such an
accompaniment as this, he had wit-
nessed the first scene in the drama of
evil wherein the man called Antony
Ferrara sustained the leading role.

That the denouément was at any
moment to be anticipated, his reason
told him; and some instinet that was
not of his reason forewarned him,
too, that he and his father, Dr. Cairn,
were now upon the eve of that final,
decisive struggle which should deter-
mine the triumph of good over ill—
or evil over good. Already the doc-
tor’s house was invested by the un-
canny forces marshalled by Antony
Ferrara against them. The distin-
guished patients, who daily flocked to
the consulting-room of the celebrated
specialist, who witnessed his perfect
self-possession and took comfort from
his confidence, knowing it for the con-
fidence of strength, little suspected
that a greater ill than any flesh is heir
to, assailed the doctor to whom they
came for healing.

A menace, dreadful and unnatural,

5265

hung over that house as now the thun-
der clouds hung over it. This well-
ordered household, so modern, so
typical of twentieth century culture
and refinement, presented none of the
appearances of a beleaguered garri-
son; yet the house of Dr. Cairn in
Half Moon Street was nothing less
than an invested fortress.

A peal of distinet thunder boomed
from the direction of Hyde Park.
Robert Cairn looked up at the lower-
ing sky as if seeking a portent. To
his eye it seemed that a livid face,
malignant with the malignancy of a
devil, looked down out of the clouds.

Myra Duquesne came into the
breakfast-room.

He turned to greet her, and, in his
capacity of accepted lover, was about
to kiss the tempting lips, when he
hesitated—and contented himself with
kissing her hand. A sudden sense of
the proprieties had assailed him; he
reflected that the presence of the girl
beneath the same roof as himself—
although dictated by imperative need
—might be open to misconstruction
by the prudish. Dr. Cairn had de-
cided that for the present Myra Du-
quesne must dwell beneath his own
roof, as in feudal days:the Baron at
first hint of an approaching enemy
formerly was accustomed to eall with-
in the walls of the castle those whom
it was his duty to proteet. Unknown
to the world, a tremendous battle
raged now in London ; the outer works
were in the possession of the enemy
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—and he was now before their very
gates.

Myra, though still pale from her
recent illness, already was recovering
some of the freshness of her beauty,
and in her simple morning dress, as
she busied herself about the break-
fast-table, she was a sweet picture
enough, and good to look upon. Ro-
bert Cairn stood beside her, looking
into her eyes, and she smiled up at
him with a happy contentment, which
filled him with a new longing. But—

“Did you dream again, last
night?’’ he asked, in a voice which he
strove to make matter-of-fact.

Myra nodded—and her face mo-
mentarily clouded over.

“The same dream?’’

“‘Yes,”’ she said in a troubled way ;
‘‘at least—in some respects—’’

Dr. Cairn came in, glancing at his
wateh.

““Good morning!’’ he cried, cheer-
ily. ““I have overslept myself.”’

They took their seats at the table.

““Myra has been dreaming again,
sir,”” said Robert Cairn slowly.

The doctor, serviette in hand,
glanced up with an inquiry in his
gray eyes.

“We must not overlook any pos-
sible weapon,’’ he replied. ‘‘Give us
particulars of your dream, Myra.”’

As Marston entered silently with
the morning fare, and, having placed
the dishes upon the table, as silently
withdrew, Myra began:

“T seemed to stand again in the
barnlike building which I have de-
seribed to you before. Through the
rafters of the roof I could see the
cracks in the tiling, and the moonlight
shone through, forming lights and
irregular patches upon the floor. A
sort of door like that of a stable, with
a heavy bar across, was dimly per-
ceptible at the farther end of the
place. The only furniture was a large
deal table and a wooden chair of a
very common kind. Upon the table
stood a lamp—"’ :

““What kind of lamp?”’ jerked Dr.

Cairn.
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““A silver lamp’’—she hesitated,
looking from Robert to his father—
““one that I have seen in—Antony’s
rooms. Its shaded light shone upon
a closed iron box. I immediately re-
cognized this box. You know that I
deseribed to you a dream which—ter-
rified me the first time that I dreamt
it

Dr. Cairn nodded, frowning darkly.

‘‘Repeat your account of the form-
er dream,’’ he said. ‘‘I regard it as
important.”’

“In my former dream,’’ the girl
resumed—and her voice had an odd,
far-away quality—°‘the secene was the
same, except that the light of the lamp
was shining down upon the leaves of
an open book—a very very old book,
written in strange characters. These
characters appeared to dance before
my eyes—almost as though they
lived.”’

She shuddered slightly, then:

““The same iron box, but open, stood
upon the table, and a number of
other, smaller boxes, around it. Each
of these boxes was of a different ma-
terial, Some were wooden; one, I
think, was of ivory; one was of sil-
ver—and one, of some dull metal,
which might have been gold. In the
chair, by the table, Antony was sit-
ting. His eyes were fixed upon me,
with such a strange expression that
I awoke, trembling frightfully—"*’

Dr. Cairn nodded again.

‘‘And last night?’’ he prompted.

‘‘Last night,”” continued Myra,
with a note of trouble in her sweet
voice, ‘‘at four points around this
table stood four smaller lamps, and
upon the floor were rows of characters
apparently traced in luminous paint.
They flickered up and then grew dim,
then' flickered up again, in a sort of
phosphorescent way. They extended
from lamp to lamp, so as entirely to
surround the table and the chair.

““‘In the chair, Antony Ferrara was
sitting. He held a wand in his right

_hand—a wand with several copper

rings about it ; his left hand rested up-
on the iron box. In my dream, al-
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though 1 could see this all very clear-
ly, I seemed to see it from a distance;
yet, at the same time, I stood appar-
ently close by the table—I cannot ex-
plain, But I could hear nothing:
only by the movements of his lips
could I tell that he was speaking.’’

She looked across at Dr., Cairn as
if fearful to proceed, but presently
continued :

‘“Suddenly I saw a frightful shape
appear on the far side of ‘the circle—
that is to say, the table was between
me and this shape. It was just like
a gray cloud having the vague out-
lines of a man, but with two eyes of
red fire glaring out from it—horribly
—oh, horribly! It extended its sha-
dowy arms as if saluting Antony. He
turned and seemed to question it.
Then with a look of ferocious anger
—oh, it was frightful -——he dismissed
the shape, and began to walk up and
down beside the table, but never be-
yond the lighted circle, shaking his
fists in the air, and, to judge by the
movements of his lips, uttering most
awful imprecations. He looked gaunt
and ill. I dreamt no more, but awoke
conscious of a sensation as though
some dead weight, which had been
pressing upon me had been suddenly
removed.’’

Dr. Cairn glanced across at his son
significantly, but the subject was not
renewed throughout breakfast.

Breakfast concluded.

“Come into the library, Rob,’’ said
Dr. Cairn, ‘I have half an hour to
spare, and there are some matters to
be discussed.”’

He led the way into the library
with its orderly rows of obseure
works, its store of forgotten wisdom,
and pointed to the red leathern arm-
chair. As Robert Cairn settled him-
self and looked across at his father,
who sat at the big writing-table, that
scene reminded him of many dangers
met and overcome in the past, for the
library at Half Moon Street was as-
sociated in his mind with some of the
blackest pages in the history of An-
tony Ferrara.
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““Do you understand the position,
Rob?”’ asked the doctor abruptly.

‘“I think so, sir. This I take it is
his last card—this outrageous, un-
godly thing which he had loosed up-
on us?’’

Dr. Cairn nodded grimly.

“‘The exact frontier,”’ he said, ‘‘di-
viding what we may term hypnotism
from what we know as sorcery, has
vet to be determined; and to which
territory the doctrine of elemental
spirits belongs it would be purpose-
less at the moment to discuss. We
may note, however, remembering with
whom we are dealing, that the one
hundred and eighth chapter of the
Ancient Egyptian ‘Book of the Dead’
is entitled ‘The Chapter of Knowing
the Spirits of the West.” Korgetting,
pro tem., that we dwell in the twen-
tieth eentury, and looking at the situ-
ation from the point of view, say, of
Eliphas Levi, Cornelius Agrippa, or
the Abbé de Villars, the man whom
we know as Antony Ferrara, is di-
recting against this house, and those
within it, a type of elemental spirit,
known as a Salamander.”’

Robert Cairn smiled slightly.

‘““Ah!”’ said the doector, with an
answering smile in which there was
little mirth, ‘‘“we are accustomed to
laugh at this medieval terminology,
but by what other can we speak of
the activities of Ferrara?’’

‘“Sometimes I think that we are the
victims of a common madness,’’ said
his son, raising his hand to his head
ir a manner almost pathetic.

‘“We are the vietims of a common
enemy,’’ replied his father sternly.
‘““He employs weapons which often
enough, in this enlightened age of
ours, have condemned poor souls as
sane as you or I, to the mad-house!
Why in God’s name,”’ he eried with
a sudden excitement, ‘‘does secience
persistently ignore all those laws
which eannot be examined in the lab-
oratory? Will the day never come
when true men of science shall en-
deavour to explain the movements of
a table upon which a ring of hands
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has been placed? Will no exact seien-
tist condescend to examine the pro-
perties of a planchette? Will no one
do for the phenomena termed thought-
forms what Newton did for that of
the falling apple? Ah, Rob, in some
respects this is a darker age than
those which bear the stigma of dark-
ness.”’

Silence fell for a few moments be-
tween them. Then:

““One thing is certain,’”’ said Ro-
bert Cairn deliberately. ‘“We are in
danger! Antony Ferrara, realizing
that we are bent upon his destruction,
is making a final stupendous effort to
compass ours. I know that you have
placed certain seals upon the win-
dows of this house, and that after
dusk these windows are never open-
ed. I know that imprints, strangely
like the imprints of fiery hands, may
be seen at this moment upon the case-
ments of Myra’s room, your room,
my room, and elsewhere. 1 know
that Myra’s dreams are not ordinary,
meaningless dreams. I have had
other evidence. I don’t want to
analyze these things; I confess that
my mind is not capable of the task.
I do not even want to know the mean-
ing of it all; at the present who 1is
Antony Ferrara?’’

Dr. Cairn stood up, and, turning,
faced his son.

“The time has come,’”’ he said,
“‘when that question which you 'have
asked me so many times before shall
be answered. I will tell you all I
know, and leave you to form your own
opinion. For ere we go any further
1 assure you that I do not know for
certain who he is.”’

““You have said so before, sir. Will
you explain what you mean?’’

““When his adoptive father, Sir
Michael Ferrara,’”’ resumed the doe-
tor, beginning to pace up and down
the library, ‘“‘when Sir Michael and
I were in Egypt in the winter of
1893, we conducted certain inquiries
in the Fayoum. We camped for over
three months beside the Meydum
Pyramid. The object of our inquiries
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was to disecover the tomb of a certain
queen. I will not trouble you with
the details, which ecould be of no in-
terest to anyone but an Egyptologist,
1 will merely say that apart from the
name and titles by which she is known
to the ordinary students, this queen
is also known, to certain inquirers as
the Witch-Queen. She was not an
Egyptian, but an Asiatic. In short,
she was the last high priestess of a
cult which, became extinet at her
death. Her secret mark (I am not re-
ferring to a cartouche or anything of
that kind) was a spider; it was the
mark of the religion or cult which
she practised. The high priest of the
principle Temple of Ra, during the
reign of the Pharaoh who was this
queen’s husband, was one Hortotel.
This was his official position, but see-
retly he was also the high-priest of
the sinister creed to which I have re-
ferred. The temple of this religion
—a religion allied to black magic—
was the mysterious Pyramid of Méy-
diim.

‘‘So much we knew—or Ferrara
knew, and imparted to me, but for
any corroborative evidence of this
cult’s existence we searched in vain.
We explored the interior of the pyra-
mid foot by foot, inch by inch—and
found nothing. We knew that there
was some other apartment in the pyra-
mid, but in spite of our soundings,
measurement and laborious excava-
tions, we did not come upon the en-
trance to it. The tomb of the queen
we failed to discover, also, and there-
fore concluded that her mummy was
buried in the secret chamber of the
pyramid. We had abandoned our
quest in despair, when, excavating in
one of the neighbouring mounds, we
made a discovery.’’

He opened a box of cigars, selected
one, and pushed the box towards his
son. Robert shook his head, almost
impatiently, but Dr. Cairn lighted
the cigar, ere resuming:

“Directed as I now believe by a
malignant will, we blundered upon
the tomb of the high priest—"’
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““You found his mummy?’’

““We found his mummy—yes. But,
owing to the carelessness—and the
fear—of the native labourers, it was
exposed to the sun and crumpled—
was lost. I would a similar fate had
attended the other one which we
found!”’

““What! Another mummy?”’

““We discovered’’—Dr. Cairn spoke
very deliberately—‘ a certain papy-
rus. The translation of this is con-
tained’’—he rested the point of his
finger upon the writing-table—‘in
the unpublished book of Sir Michael
Ferrara, which lies here. That book,
Rob, will never be published now!
Furthermore, we discovered the
mummy of a child—"’

““A child!”’

““A boy. Not daring to trust the
natives, we removed it secretly at
night to our own tent. Before we
commenced the task of unwrapping it,
Sir Michael—the most brilliant scho-
lar of his age—had proceeded so far
in deciphering the papyrus, that he
determined to complete his reading
before we proceeded further. It con-
tained directions for performing a
certain process. This process had re-
ference to the mummy of the child!”’

“Do I understand—"’

““ Already you are discrediting the
story! Ah! I can see it! but let me
finish. Unaided, we performed this
process upon the embalmed body of
the child. Then, in accordance with
the directions of that dead magician
—that accursed, malignant being, who
thus had sought to secure for himself
a new tenure of evil life—we laid the
mummy, treated in a certain fashion,
in the King’s Chamber of the Méy-
diim Pyramid. It remained there for
thirty days, from moon to moon—"’

““You guarded the entrance?’’

“You may assume what you like,
Rob, but I could swear before any
jury, that no one entered the pyramid
throughout that time. Yet since we
were only human, we may have been
deceived in this. I have only to add
that when at the rising of the new
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moon in the ancient Sothic month of
Panoi, we again entered the chamber,
a living baby, some six months old,
perfectly healthy, solemnly blinked up
at the lights which we held in our
trembling hands!’’

Dr. Cairn reseated himself at the
table, and turned the chair so that he
faced his son. With the smouldering
cigar between his teeth he sat, a slight
smile upon his lips.

Now it was Robert’s turn to rise
and begin feverishly to pace the floor.

‘““You mean, sir, that this infant,
which lay in the pyramid was adopt-
ed by Sir Michael?”’

‘““Was adopted, yes. Sir Michael
engaged nurses for him, reared him
here in England, eduecating him as
an Englishman, sent him to a public
school, sent him to—"’

“Mo Oxford! Antony Ferrara!
What! Do you seriously tell me that
this is the history of Antony Fer-
rara?’’

““On my word of honour, boy, that
is all I know of Antony Ferrara. Is
it not enough?’’

“Merciful God! It is incredible!™
groaned Robert Cairn.

“From the time that he attained
to manhood,’’ said Dr. Cairn evenly,
‘‘this adopted son of my poor old
friend has passed from crime to crime.
By means which are beyond my com-
prehension, and which alone serve to
confirm his supernatural origin, he
has acquired—knowledge. According
to the Ancient HEgyptian beliefs, the
Khu (or magical powers) of a fully-
equipped Adept, at the death of the
body, could enter into anything pre-
pared for its reception. According to
these ancient beliefs, then, the Khu
of the high priest Hortotel entered in-
to the body of this infant who was his
son, and whose mother was the Witch-
Queen, and to-day, in this modern
London, a wizard of Ancient Egypt,
armed with the lost lore of that mag-
ical land, walks amongst us! What
that lore is worth, it would be profit-
less for us to discuss, but that he pos-
sesses it—all of it—I know, beyond
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doubt. The most ancient and most
powerful magical book which has ever
existed was the ‘‘Book of Thoth.’ ”’

He walked across to a distant shelf,
selected a volume, opened it at a par-
ticular page, and placed it on his
son’s knees.

‘‘Read there!’’ he said, pointing.

The words seemed to dance before
the younger man’s eyes, and this was
what he read:

“To read two pages enables you to
enchant the heavens, the earth, the
abyss, the mountains, and the sea;
you shall know what the birds of the
sky and the crawling things are say-
ing, and when the second page is read,
if you are in the world of ghosts, you
will grow again in the shape you
were on earth.’’

‘“‘Heavens!’” whispered Robert
Cairn. ‘‘Is this the writing of a mad-
man? or can such things possibly
be?”’ He read on:

““This book is in the middle of the
river at Koptos, in an iron box—’

‘“An iron box!” he muttered. ‘‘ An
iron box!”’

‘‘So you recognize the iron box?’’
Jjerked Dr. Cairn.

His son read on:

““In the iron box is a bronze box,
in the bronze box is a sycamore box,
in the sycamore box is an ivory and
ebony box, in the ivory and ebony
box is a silver box, in the silver box
is a golden box, and in that is the
book. It is twisted all round with
snakes and scorpions, and all the other
crawling things.”’

““The man who holds the ‘Book of
Thoth.” >’ said Dr. Cairn, break the
silence, ‘‘holds a power which should
only belong to God. The creature
who is known to the world as Antony
Ferrara holds that book. Do you
doubt it? Therefore you know now,
as I have known long enough, with
what manner of enemy we are fight-
ing. You know that this time it is
a fight to the death.’’ %

He stopped abruptly, staring out
of the window.

A man with a large photographic
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camera, standing upon the opposite
pavement, was busily engaged in
focusing on the house.

‘“What is this?’’ muttered Robert
Cairn, also stepping to the window.

““It is a link between sorcery and
science,’’ replied the doctor. ‘‘You
remember Ferrara’s photographie
gallery at Oxford? The Zenana, you
used to call it. You remember hav-
ing seen in his collection photographs
of persons who afterwards came to
violent ends?’’

‘I begin to understand.”’

‘““Thus far his endeavours to con-
centrate the whole of the evil foreces
at his command upon this house have
had but poor results, having merely
caused Myra to dream strange
dreams, clairvoyant dreams, instrue-
tive dreams more useful to us than to
the enemy, and having results in cer-
tain marks upon the outside of the
house adjoining the windows—win-
dows which T have sealed in a par-
ticular manner. You understand$’’

‘“‘By means of photographs he con-
centrates in some way malignant
forces upon certain points,”’

‘“He focuses his will—yes. The
man who can really control his will,
Rob, is supreme, below the Godhead.
Ferrara can almost do this now. Be-
fore he has become wholly pro-
ficient—"’

‘I understand, sir!”’ snapped his
son grimly. :

‘“‘He is barely of age, boy,’”’ Dr.
Cairn said, almost in a whisper. “‘In
another year he would menace the
world. Where are you going?”’

He grasped his son’s arm as Ro-
bert started for the door.

‘“That man yonder—"’

‘‘Diplomacy, Rob; guile against
guile! Let the man do his work, which
he does in all innocency ; then follow
him. Learn where his studio is situ-
ated, and from that point proceed to
learn—"’

““The situation of Ferrara’s hiding-
place?’’ cried his son excitedly. ‘I
understand. Of course, you are right,
-1 e
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““1 will leave the inquiry in your
hands, Rob. Unfortunately, other
duties call me.”’

1L

Robert Cairn entered a photograph-
er’s shop in Baker Street.

““You recently arranged to do views
of some houses in the West End for
a gentleman?’’ he said to the girl in
charge.

““That is so,”’ she replied, after a
moment’s hesitation. ‘“We did pie-
tures of the house of some celebrated
specialist, for a magazine article they
were intended. Do you wish us to
do something similar?”’

‘‘Not at the moment,’’ replied Ro-
bert Cairn, smiling slightly. ‘‘I mere-
ly want the address of your client.”’

““T do not know that I can give you
that,”” replied the girl doubtfully.
‘““But he will be here about eleven
o’clock for proofs, if you wish to see
him.”’

‘1 wonder if I can confide in you,”’
said Robert Cairn, looking the girl
frankly in the eyes.

She seemed rather confused.

““I hope there is nothing wrong,’’
she murmured.

‘““You have nothing to fear,”” he
replied. ‘‘But, unfortunately, there
1s something wrong, which, however,
1 cannot explain. Will you promise
me not to tell your client—I do not
ask his name—that I have been here,
or have been making any inquiries re-
specting him "’

‘T think I can promise that,’’ she
replied.

‘T am much indebted to you.”’

Robert Cairn hastily left the shop,
and began to look about him for a
likely hiding-place from whence, un-
observed, he might watch the photo-
grapher’s. An antique furniture
dealer’s some little distance along the
opposite side attracted his attention.
He glanced at his wateh; it was half-
past ten.

If, upon the pretence of examining
some of the stock, he could linger in
the furniture shop for half an hour,
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he would be enabled to get upon the
track of Ferrara.

His mind was made up. He walked
along and entered the shop. For the
next half-hour he passed from item
to item of the collection displayed
there, surveying each in the leisurely
manner of a connoisseur; but always
he kept a watch through the window
upon the photographer’s,

Promptly at eleven o’clock a taxi-
cab drew up at the door, and from it
a slim man alighted. He wore, de-
spite the heat of the morning, an over-
coat of some woolly material, and in
his gait, as he crossed the pavement
to enter the shop, there was something
revoltingly effeminate—a sort of ecat-
like grace which had been noticeable
in a woman, but which in a man was
unnatural, and for some obscure rea-
son sinister.

It was Antony Kerrara!

Even at that distance, and in that
brief time, Robert Cairn could see the
ivory face, the abnormal red lips, and
the long black eyes of this arch-fiend,
this monster masquerading as a man.
He had much ado to restrain his ris-
ing passion, but, knowing that all de-
pended upon his cool action, he wait-
ed until Ferrara had entered the
photographer’s, With a word of
apology to the furniture dealer, he
passed quickly into Baker Street.
Everything rested now upon his
securing a cab before Ferrara came
out again. Ferrara’s cabman evident-
ly was waiting for him.

A taxi-driver fortunately hailed
Cairn at the very moment that he
gained the pavement, and Cairn, con-
cealing himself behind the vehicle,
gave the man rapid instruections.

““You see that taxi outside the
photographer’s?’’ he said.

The man nodded.

‘“Wait until someone comes out of
the shop and is driven off in it, then
follow. Do not lose sight of the cab
for a moment. When it draws up,
and wherever it draws up, drive right
past it. Don’t attract attention by
stopping. You understand?’’
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“‘Quite, sir!’’ said the man, smil-
ing slightly.

And Cairn entered the cab.

The cabman drew up at a point
some little distance beyond, from
whence he could watch. Two minutes
later Ferrara came out and was
driven off. The pursuit commenced.

His cab, ahead, proceeded to West-
minster Bridge, across to the south
side of the river, and by way of that
commercial thoroughfare at the back
of St. Thomas’s Hospital, emerged at
Vauxhall. Thence the pursuit led to
Stockwell, Herne Hill, and yet on-
ward towards Dulwich.

It suddenly oceurred to Robert
Cairn that Ferrara was making in
the direetion of Mr. Saunderson’s
house at Dulwich Common, the house
in which Myra had had her mysteri-
ous illness, in which she had remained
until it had become evident that her
safety depended upon her never being
left alone for one moment.

‘“What can be his object?’’ mut-
tered Cairn.

He wondered if Ferrara, for some
inserutable reason, was about to call
upon Mr. Saunderson. But when the
cab ahead, having passed the park,
continued on past the lane in which
the house was situated, he began to
search for some other solution to the
problem of Ferrara’s destination.

Suddenly he saw that the cab ahead
had stopped. The driver of his own cab
without slackening speed, pursued
his way. Cairn crouched down upon
the floor, fearful of being observed.
No house was visible to right nor left,
merely open fields, and he knew that
it would be impossible for him to de-
lay in such a spot without attracting
attention.

Ferrara’s cab passed.

‘““Keep on till I tell you to stop!’’
eried Cairn.

He dropped the speaking-tube, and,
turning, looked out through the little
window at the back. i

Ferrara had dismissed his cab. He
saw him entering a gate and crossing
a field on the right of the road. Cairn
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turned again and took up the tube.

‘“Stop at the first house we come
to,”” he directed. ‘‘Hurry!”’

A deserted-looking building pres-
ently was reached, a large, straggling
house which obviously had no ten-
ant. Here the man pulled up, and
Cairn leapt out. As he did so, he
heard Ferrara’s cab driving back by
the way it had come.

‘““Here!”” he said; and gave the
man half a sovereign. ‘‘ Wait for me !’

He started back along the road at
a run. Even had he suspected that
he was followed, Ferrara could not
have seen him. But when Cairn came
up level with the gate through which
Ferrara had gone, he slowed down
and crept cautiously forward.

Ferrara, who by this time had
reached the other side of the field,
was in the act of entering a barn-like
building, which evidently at some time
had formed a portion of a farm. As
the distant figure, opening one of the
big doors, disappeared within :

‘“The place of which Myra has been
dreaming!’”’ muttered Cairn.

Certainly, viewed from that point,
it seemed to answer externally to the
girl’s description. The roof was of
moss-grown red tiles, and Cairn eould
imagine how the moonlight would
readily find access through the chinks
which beyond doubt existed in the
weather-worn structure. He had lit-
tle doubt that this was the place
dreamed of, or seen clairvoyantly, by
Myra, that this was the place to which
Ferrara had retreated in order to con-
duet his nefarious operations.

It was eminently suited to the pur-
pose, being entirely surrounded by
unoccupied land. For what ostensible
purpose Ferrara had leased it, he
could not eonjecture; nor did he econ-
cern himself with the matter. The
purpose for which actually he had
leased the place was sufficiently evi-
dent to the man who had suffered so
much at the hands of this modern
sorcerer.

To approach closer would have been
indiscreet. This he knew, and he was
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sufficiently diplomatic to resist the
temptation to obtain a nearer view
of the place. He knew that every-
thing depended upon secrecy. Antony
Ferrara must not suspect that his
black laboratory was known. Cairn
decided to return to Half Moon Street
without delay, fully satisfied with the
result of his investigation.

He walked rapidly back to where
the cab waited, gave the man his
father’s address, and in three-quar-
ters of an hour was back in Half
Moon Street.

Dr. Cairn had not yet dismissed
the last of his patients. Myra, ac-
companied by Miss Saunderson, was
out shopping, and Robert found him-
self compelled to possess his soul in
patience. He paced restlessly up and
down the library, sometimes taking
a book at random, scanning its pages
with unseeing eyes, and replacing it
without having formed the slightest
impression of its contents. He tried
to smoke, but his pipe was constantly
going out, and he had littered the
hearth untidily with burnt matches,
when Dr. Cairn suddenly opened the
library door and entered.

“Well?’’ he said eagerly.

Robert Cairn leaped forward.

‘1 have tracked him, sir!’’ he cried.
“My God, while Myra was at Saun-
derson’s, she was almost next door to
the beast! His den is in a field no
more than a thousand yards from the
garden-wall—from Saunderson’s or-
chid-houses!”’

“He is daring,”’ muttered Dr.
Cairn, ‘‘but his selection of that site
served two purposes. The spot was
suitable in many ways, and we were
least likely to look for him next door,
as it were. It was a move character-
jstic of the aecomplished eriminal.’’

Robert Cairn nodded.

“Jt is the place of which Myra
dreamed, sir. I have not the slightest
doubt about that. What we have to
find out is at what times of the day
and night he goes there—"’

““T doubt,’”’ interrupted Dr. Cairn,
“¢if he visits the place during the day.

\
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As you know, he has abandoned his
rooms in Piececadilly, but I have no
doubt, knowing his sybaritic habits,
that he has some other palatial place
in town. I have been making in-
quiries in several directions, especial-
ly in certain directions—’’ He paused,
raising his eyebrows significantly.

‘“ Additions to the ‘Zenana’?’’ in-
quired Robert.

Dr. Cairn nodded his head grimly.

‘‘Exactly,”” he replied. ‘‘There 1s
not a serap of evidence upon which,
legally, he could be convieted; but
since his return from Egypt, Rob, he
has added other vietims to the list!”’

“The fiend!”’ eried the younger
man. ‘‘The unnatural fiend!”’

““Unnatural is the word; he is lit-
erally unnatural; but many women
find him irresistible; he is typical of
the unholy brood to which he belongs.
The evil beauty of the Witch Queen
sent many a soul to perdition; the
evil beauty of her son has zealously
carried on the work.”’

““What must we do?”’

““I doubt if we can do anything to-
day. Obviously the early morning is
the most suitable time to visit his den
at Dulwich Common.”’

‘“‘But the new photographs of the
house? There will be another attempt
upon us, to-night?’’

““Yes, there will be another attempt
upon us to-night,”’ said the doctor
wearily. ‘‘This is the year 1914; yet
here, in Half Moon Street, when dusk
falls, we shall be submitted to an at-
tack of a kind to which mankind prob-
ably has not been submitted for many
ages. We shall be called upon to dab-
ble in the despised magical art; we
shall be called upon to place certain
seals upon our doors and windows, to
protect ourselves against an enemy
who, like Eros, laughs at locks and
bars.”’

““Is it possible for him to succeed ?’’

““Quite possible, Rob, in spite of all
our precautions. I feel in my very
bones that to-night he will put forth
a supreme effort.”’

A bell rang.
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‘‘1 think,”’ continued the doctor,
‘‘that this is Myra. She must get all
the sleep she can, during the after-
roon; for to-night I have determined
that she, and you, and I must not
think of sleep, but must remain to-
gether, here in the library. We must
not lose sight of one another, you un-
derstand 2’

‘I am glad that you have proposed
it!’’ eried Robert Cairn eagerly. ‘‘I,
too, feel that we have come to a erit-
ical moment in the contest.’’

‘“T'o-morrow,”’ econtinued the doec-
tor, ‘‘I shall be prepared to take cer-
tain steps. My preparations will oc-
cupy me throughout the rest of to-
day.”’

At dusk that evening Dr. Cairn, his
son, and Myra Duquesne met together
in the library. The girl looked rather
pale.

An odour of incense pervaded the
house, coming from the doctor’s
study, wherein he had locked himself
in the evening, issuing instruetions
that he was not to be disturbed. The
exact nature of the preparations
which he had been making, Robert
Cairn was unable to conjecture; and
some instinet warned him that his
father would not welcome any inquiry
upon the matter. He realized that
Dr. Cairn proposed to fight Antony
Ferrara with his own weapons, and
now, when something in the very air
of the house seemed to warn them of
a tremendous attack impending, that
the doctor, much against his will, was
entering the arena in the character
of a practical magician—a character
new to him, and obviously abhorrent.

At half-past ten the servants all
retired in accordance with Dr. Cairn’s
orders. From where he stood by the
tall mantelpiece, Robert Cairn could
watch Myra Duquesne, a dainty pie-
ture in her simple evening gown,
where she sat reading in a distant
corner, her delicate beauty forming a
strong contrast to the background of
sombre volumes, Dr. Cairn sat by the
big table, smoking, and apparently
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listening. A strange device which he
had adopted every evening for the
past week, he had adopted again to-
night. There were little white seals,
bearing a curious figure consisting in
interlaced triangles, upon the insides.
of every window in the house, upon
the doors, and even upon the fire-
grates.

Robert Cairn at another time might
have thought his father mad, child-
ish, thus to play at wizardry; but he
had had experiences which had taught
him to recognize that upon such seem-
ingly trivial matters, great issues.
might turn, that in the strange land
over the Border, there were strange
laws—Ilaws which he could but dimly
understand. There he acknowledged
the superior wisdom of Dr. Cairn;
and did not question it.

At eleven o’clock a comparative.
quiet had come upon Half Moon
Street. The sound of the traffic had
gradually subsided, until it seemed
to him that the house stood, not in
the busy West End of London, but
isolated, apart from its neighbours ;
it seemed to him an abode, marked
out and separated from the other
abodes of man, a house enveloped in
an impalpable cloud, a cloud of evil,
summoned up and directed by the-
wizard hand of Antony Ferrara, son
of the Witch-Queen.

Although Myra pretended to read,
and Dr. Cairn, from his fixed expres-
sion, might have been supposed to be.
preoccupied, in point of fact they
were all waiting, with nerves at high-
est tension, for the opening of the
attack. In what form it would come.
—whether it would be vague moan-
ings and tappings upon the windows,
such as they had already experienced,
whether it would be a phantasmal
storm, a clap of phenomenal thunder-
—they could not conjecture, if the.
enemy would attack suddenly, or if
his menace should grow, threatening-
from afar off, and then gradually
penetrating into the heart of the gar..
rison.

It came, then, suddenly.
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Dropping her book, Myra uttered a
piercing scream, and with eyes glar-
ing madly, fell forward on the car-
pet, unconscious !

Robert Cairn leaped forward with
clenched fists. His father stood up
so rapidly as to overset his chair,
which fell crashingly upon the floor.

Together they turned and looked
in the direction in which the girl had
been looking. They fixed their eyes
upon the drapery of the library win-
dow—which was drawn together, The
whole window was luminous as though
a bright light shone outside, but lum-
inous as though that light were the
light of some unholy fire!

Involuntarily they both stepped
back, and Robert Cairn clutched his
father’s arm convulsively.

The curtains seemed to be rendered
transparent, as if some powerful ray
were directed upon them; the win-
dow appeared through them as a
rectangular blue patech. Only two
lamps were burning in the library,
that in the corner by which Myra
had been reading, and the green shad-
ed lamp upon the table. The end of
the room by the window, then, was
in shadow, against which this unna-
tural light shone brilliantly.

“My God!”” whispered Robert
Cairn—*‘that’s Half Moon Street—
outside. There can be no light—’’

He broke off, for now he perceived
the Thing which had occasioned the
girl’s scream of horror.

In the middle of the rectangular
patch of light, a gray shape but par-
tially opaque, moved—shifting, lwmn-
inous clouds about it—was taking
form, growing momentarily more sub-
stantial !

It had some remote semblance of a
man; but its unique characteristic
was its awful grayness. It had the
grayness of a rain cloud, yet rather
that of a column of smoke. And
from the centre of the dimly defined
head, two eyes—balls of living fire—
glared out into the room!

Heat was beating into the library
from the physical heat, as though a
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furnace door had been opened—and
the shape, ever growing more palp-
able, was moving forwards towards
tham-- approaching—the heat every
instant growing greater.

It was impossible to look at those
two eyes of fire; it was almost impos-
sible to move. Indeed, Robert Cairn
was {ransfixed in such horror as, in
all his dealings with the monstrous
Ferrara, he had never known before.
But his father, shaking off the dread
which possessed him also, leaped at
one bound to the library table.

Robert Cairn vaguely perceived
that a small group of objects, looking
like balls of wax, lay there. Dr.
Cairn had evidently been preparing
them in the locked study. Now he
took them all up in his left hand, and
confronted the Thing—which seemed
to be growing into the room—for it
did not advance in the ordinary sense
of the word.

One by one he threw the white pel-
lets into that vapoury grayness. As
they touched the eurtain, they hissed
as if they had been thrown into a
fire; they melted; and upon the trans-
parency of the drapings, as upon a
sheet of gauze, showed faint streaks,
where, melting, they trickled down
the tapestry.

As he cast each pellet from his
hand, Dr. Cairn took a step forward,
and eried out certain words in a loud
voice—words which Robert Cairn
knew he had never heard uttered be-
fore, in a language which some in-
stinet told him to be Ancient Egypt-
ian.

Their effect was to force that dread-
ful shape gradually to disperse, as a
cloud of smoke might disperse when
the fire which ocecasions it is extin-
guished slowly. Seven pellets in all
he threw towards the window-—and
the seventh struck the curtains, now
once more visible in their proper
form.

The Fire Elemental had been van-
quished !

Robert Cairn cluteched his hair in
a sort of frenzy. He glared at the
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draped window, feeling that he was
making a supreme effort to retain his
sanity. Had it ever looked other-
wise? Had the tapestry ever faded
before him, becoming visible in a
great light which had shone through
it from behind? Had the Thing, a
Thing wunnameable, indesecribable,
stood there?

He read his answer upon the tapes-
try.

Whitening streaks showed where
the pellets, melting, had trickled
down the curtain!

Lift Myra on the settee!”’

It was Dr. Cairn speaking, calmly,
but in a strained voice.

Robert Cairn, as if emerging from
a mist, turned to the recumbent white
form upon the carpet. Then, with a
great cry, he leaped forward and
raised the girl’s head.

“Myra!’”’ he groaned,
speak to me—?’

““Control yourself, boy,”” rapped
Dr. Cairn sternly; ‘‘she ecannot speak
until you have revived her! She has
swooned—nothing worse.”’

IV.

‘“AND WE HAVE CONQUERED!’’

The mists of early morning still
floated over the fields, when these two,
set upon strange business, walked
through the damp grass to the door of
the barn, wherefrom radiated the
dreadful waves which on the previous
night had reached them, or almost
reached them, in the library at Half
Moon Street.

The big, double doors were pad-
locked, but for this they had come
provided. Ten minutes’ work upon
the padlock sufficed, and Dr. Cairn
swung wide the doors.

A suffocating smell—the smell of
that incense with which they had too
often come in contact, was wafted out
to them. There was a dim light in-
side the place, and without hesitation
both entered. :

A deal table and chair constituted
the sole furniture of the interior. A
part of the floor was roughly boarded,

‘‘Myra!
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and a brief examination of the board-
ing sufficed to discover the hiding-
place in which Antony Ferrara kept
the utensils of his awful art.

Dr. Cairn lifted up two heavy
boards, and in a recess below lay a
number of singular objeects. There
were four antique lamps of most pe-
culiar design; there was a large silver
lamp, which both of them had seen
before in various apartments oceu-
pied by Antony Ferrara. There were
a number of other things which Ro-
bert Cairn could not have described,
had he been called upon to do so, for
the reason that he had seen nothing
like them before, and had no idea of
their nature or purpose.

But, conspicuous amongst this curi-
ous hoard, was a square iron box dis-
similar from any workmanship known
to Robert Cairn. Its lid was covered
with a sort of scroll-work, and he was
about to reach down, in order to lift
it, when—

““Do not touch it!”’ eried the doe-

tor, ‘‘For God’s sake, do not touch
i’
Robert Cairn started back, as

though he had seen a snake. Turning
to his father, he saw that the latter
was pulling on a pair of white gloves.
As he fixed his eyes upon these in
astonishment, he perceived that they
were smeared all over with some white
preparation.

‘‘Stand aside, boy,’” said the doe-
tor—and for once his voice shook
slightly. ‘‘Do not look again until T
call to you. Turn your head dside!’’

Silent with amazement, Robert
Cairn obeyed. He heard his father
lift out the iron box. He heard him
open it, for he had already perceived
that it was not locked. Then quite
distinetly, he heard him close it again,
and replace it in the eache.

““Do not turn, boy!’’ came a hoarse
whisper.

He did not turn, but waited, his
heart beating painfully, for what
should happen next.

‘‘Stand aside from the door,’’ came
the order, ‘‘and when I have gone out
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do not look after me. I will call to
you when it is finished.”’

He obeyed, without demur.

His father passed him, and he
heard him walking through the damp
grass outside the door of the barn.
Then followed an intolerable interval.
FProm some place, not very distant, he
eould hear Dr. Cairn moving, hear
toe chink of glass upon glass, as
though he were pouring out some-
thing from a stopped bottle. Then a
faint, acid smell was wafted to his
nostrils, perceptible even above the
heavy odour of incense in the barn.

“Relock the door!”’ cawe the cry.

Robert Cairn reclosed the door,
snapped the padlock fast, and began
to fumble with the skeleton keys with
which they had come provided. He
discovered that to reclose the padlock
was quite as difficult as to open it.
His hands were trembling, too; he
was all anxiety to see what had taken
place behind him. So that when at
last a sharp click told of the task ac-
complished, he turned in a flash, and
saw his father placing tufts of grass
upon a charred pateh, from which a
faint haze of smoke still arose. He
walked over and joined him.

-3
-3

‘“What have you done, sir?’’

‘T have robbed him of his armour,”’
replied the doctor grimly. His face
was very pale, his eyes were very
bright. ‘‘I have destroyed the Book
of Thoth!’’

““Then, he will be unable—"’

““He will still be able to summon
his dreadful servant, Rob. Having
summoned him once, he can summon
him again, but—’’

““Well, sir?’’

““He cannot control him.’’

“Good God!”’

That night brought no repetition
of the uncanny attack; and in the
gray, half-light of the dawn, Dr.
Cairn and his son, themselves like two
phantoms, again erept across the field
to the barn.

The padlock hung loose in the ring.

‘‘Stay where you are, Rob!”’ cau-
tioned the doetor.

He gently pushed the door open—
wider—wider—and looked in. There
was an overpowering odour of burn-
ing flesh, He turned to Robert, and
spoke in a steady voice.

“The brood of the Witch-Queen is
extinet!”’ he said.

THE END.




DEAR FATHER

SECOND LETTER FROM A SON WHO WOULD MAKE SOMETHING OF
HIMSELF TO A SELF-MADE FATHER

EDITED BY ALBERT R. CARMAN

[Note.—The young man wrote this letter
before the Germans had fastened a bad
odour upon the word ‘‘Culture’’ and
while Paris was securely at peace, with
the Louvre and the Luxembourg wide
open.—A, R. C.]

Hotel de
Dear Father:

So my first talk didn’t make a sale,
eh? Well, they are poor goods which
are not worth more than one talk, I
judge that it was the label on the
package that queered them——Culture.
As you would say, the goods marked
‘“‘Culture’” which you have handled
have been ‘“‘no good for the general
trade,”’ and have been mighty un-
satisfactory when sold as something
‘‘extra fine.”’

Well, Dad, no one knows better
than you that there is such a thing as
forging a trade-mark; or—quite as
bad—closely imitating one. All is
not sugar-coated culture that talks
like a Cockney. Breakfasting late,
reading French translations, and hav-
ing ‘“‘the men’’ into one’s den of a
night to talk ‘“literachueh’’ and drink
whisky, are not the only signs of a
-eultured intellect. And it will never
do to condemn a brand by the short-
«comings of its imitations.

You remember Parsons, the hide
man? Well, he’s over here trying to
get some good out of his money. I
met him the other day; and he told
me — incidentally — that he had
“‘done’’ the Louvre and the Luxem-
bourg. I asked him which he liked
‘best.

278

, Paris.

“The Luxembourg,”” he replied
promptly.

“Why?”’ I inquired.

“Well,”’” he said, “‘it’s like this’’—
laying a hand in my arm so I would
not stray off and let some other hide-
salesman get hold of me—‘‘you know
when I start in to do a thing, I like
to wind it up and make a clean job
of it. Now, I just nicely got through
the Luxembourg in a day—lunched
near there, you know, to save time—
but there is so much of the Louvre
that I couldn’t get all round, though
I more than hustled; and I don’t
quite know where I was at when they
turned us out at night. I haven’t
been back; for it is just as if some-
body had interrupted me when I was
packing my trunks for the road; and
I didn’t know what T had put in and
what I had left out.”’

Then he took me home to his hotel
to dine with him. T tried to get out
of it; but—you know Parsons. He
has the best suite of rooms in the
place; and it is one of the most ex.
pensive in Paris. The waiters are so
well ‘“tipped’’ that they all suffer
from a sort of St. Vitus dance when-
ever he appears. He has everything
that money can buy; and yet he is
utterly miserable. It worries him to
travel by railway trains in which yom
cannot get up and roam through in
search of a possible customer. Tt
makes him profane every time he
thinks of the street railway oppor-
tunities going to waste in this city of
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omnibuses. He began by buying seats
at the opera; but a couple of nights
tired him out. Now he only drops
in for the ballet. Guides drag him
around to see famous examples of
architecture and  world-renowned
pieces of art; but he lumps it all to-
gether as ‘‘tommyrot.”” Te has yet
to see anything to touch the Audi-
torium. The one thrill of joy he has
felt since he landed was when he dis-
covered the only water ‘‘cooler’’ in
Paris; and it was in an American
building.

Now I know that your patriotic
heart is all a-glow, and you are prom-
ising yourself to have Parsons over
at the club as soon as he gets back.
That is the kind of a patriotic citi-
zen you like—a man who travels the
world over and sees nothing half so
good as the Windy City. But per-
haps you’ll agree with me that Par-
sons is wasting his money over here.
He is like a dyspeptic at Delmonico’s.
Mentally speaking, he sits down to a
French dinner which is the last word
of culinary art, and longs for ‘‘buck-
wheats’’ and pie. He is paying for
champagne and thinking of the beer
Milwaukee used to make. Now, as a
business man, what do you think of
that for judgment?

Let me tell you about another Am-
erican who is over here. He is a
young chap from Buffalo. He can
draw a little—not enough to hurt;
and for years he has been trying to
educate himself in art. He drew for
one of the Buffalo papers and took
lessons in New York; and gradually
he saved some money. Now he is over
here spending it. He never expects
to be a suceessful artist; but he has
cultured himself in the matter of art
until it is a most exquisite pleasure
for him to sit down before a master-
piece in the Louvre and study out the
artist’s struggles and intentions in
the making of it. He is living on a

deal less than a dollar a day so
that he can stay longer; and artistie
Europe is one uncloying feast to him.
He is now planning to go down to
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Italy; and it makes my mouth water
enviously to hear him gloating over
the enjoyment he is going to get there.
Parsons would have to sell hides, right
along every day, at treble their value
to an ever-increasing number of cus-
tomers who would ‘‘never come back
at him,’’ in order to get half as much
enjoyment out of life. Then Parsons
would soon find even that to be work;
whereas my young Buffalo friend in-
creases his pleasure every day he
spends cultivating his mind.

Now don’t you think that young
Buffalo man has learned a trick or
two that it would have paid Parsons
to acquire? We are all in this thing
to get happiness, I suppose. When a
man sells hides—or pork—for money,
he has only completed half of the bar-
gain. He must then sell his money
for happiness; and the final test of
his good business head is the amount
of happiness which he gets for his
‘“‘pork’’—i.e. for his labour. Now
Parsons has got young Buffalo beaten
to death in the first part of the bar-
gain—the selling of his labour for
money ; but I rather think that young
Buffalo overhauls him and puts him
all to the bad by his success in the
second part of the transaction. That
is, young Buffalo gets more happiness
for his labour than Parsons does, or
than Parsons ever can.

That is what Culture is, dear Dad.
It is the gift of selling money for
happiness. You have a keen eye for
men who have the gift of selling pork
for money. And you know the im-
mense value of the ‘‘gift.”” It is not
enough to have the will to do it. Lots
of men set out from your office de-
termined to sell pork. Their very
livelihood depends on it. Yet they
cannot make the sale. The pork is
the ‘‘best ever’’; the customers need
it; and the men are frantic to sell.
But they lack the ‘‘gift.”’ They can’t
strike a bargain. They do not seem
to be able to make pork and money
connect. Other men, by closely ob-
serving the methods of their elders,
by patient study of the business, and
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by a hundred and one other labours,
have acquired the ‘‘gift.”” They can
turn pork into money.

Now the cultured man is the sue-
cessful salesman on the other part of
the route. He can sell his money for
happiness to the best advantage. He
18 the star commercial traveller for
the House of Dollars, Cents & Com-
pany. And that is the part of the
business that it seems to me I ought
to learn. You are a past-master in
the first part. You have attended to
the manufacture of pork into dollars
for the family; and, unless you in-
tend to endow a sanatorium for drop-
sical porkers, you have piled up a
heap of nice new dollars that will go
bad on your hands unless somebody
can sell them for you. As for your-
self, you don’t want to sell them. You
have said again and again that you
will never retire while you have
health ; for you take your pleasure in
making the dollars. Yet nothing is
more certain than that those dollars
of yours will be sold by somebody for
something. You remember how that
fine line of pickled dollars that Sam-
uel Anderson put up, were sold by
his young hopeful, Sammy Junior?
He sold them for slippered cham-
pagne, a la chorus girl, and a night-
light life, a la automobile. When he
came to take stock, he had one dissi-
pated body, one empty head, and an
assorted box of expensive appetites.
These he now exchanges for a clerk-
ship which he holds because someone
used to be a friend of his father’s.

The trouble with Sammy was that
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he was a poor and untrained salesman
of dollars. If he had had the ‘“gift,”’
he could have got an inexhaustible
stream of happiness out of merely the
interest on his dollars; whereas he
was only able to buy a few feverish
pleasures with gaudy but wunstable
colours, frazzled at the edges with
morning headaches and stained in-
delibly with self-contempt, for his
whole stock of dollars, interest and
all. In one word, what Sammy lack-
ed was—Culture.

Now, dear Dad, the simple ques-
tion before you is whether the pile of
dollars of which you are so justly
proud shall be sold by a good or bad
salesman. It is true that you may
bring me home and make me into a
salesman at the other end of the busi-
ness—the selling of pork for dollars.
But that will only mean that there
will be a bigger pile of dollars for
someone to sell when I get through
working at the heap you will leave.
And unless that salesman, when he
comes, has the ‘‘gift’’—has Culture
—he will infallibly make a bad fam-
ily bargain for us in the end. The
best dollar-maker is at the mercy of
his dollar-seller.

Just to get my hand in, in case you
come to these heretical views I have
been expressing, I am going off to-
morrow to sell a few of your dollars
for some weeks at Barbizon, where
one ought to learn more of art-in-the-
making than at any place outside the
Latin Quarter.

Your affectionate son,
JOHN.

The third and concluding letter of this series will appear in the Febr;mry
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CURRENT EVENTS
BY LINDSAY CRAWFORD

NY doubts that may have lin-
gered as to the ultimate results

of the European campaign are
dispelled by the news from the seat
of war on both fronts and the con-
tinued success of the Allies in every
quarter where the enemy has acted
on the offensive. In Flanders and
Poland the Allies are making steady
progress. The great battle of Lodz,
which Berlin reported to have ended
" in a sweeping German victory, turned
out after all to be another strategic
vietory for the Grand Duke Nicholas.
The only thing certain about the bat-
tle was the terrible loss of life on both
gides. The Russian commander has
displayed remarkable gifts of strategy
and from the first move in the cam-
paign has made no blunder. Depriv-
ed of the railway facilities at the dis-
posal of the Germans, the Grand Duke
Nicholas, nevertheless, has succeeded
in checkmating every .move of the
enemy. The success of the Russians
is due to some extent to the blunder
of the Germans in underestimating
the fighting qualities of the Muscovite
forces. In the early stages Germany,
counting upon the slower mobiliza-
tion of her eastern foe, was content
to send against her on the Prussian
frontier troops of the second line.
Later, when the mistake was recog-
nized, Russia had succeeded in com-
pleting the concentration of her forces
in time to meet the first-line troops
that were sent against her from the
western front. From the outset the
indications pointed to the Cracow-
Breslau route as the line of advance

on Berlin, offering, as it does, distinet
advantages over the more northerly
roads.

On the western front Germany is
spending her strength in vain against
the aggressive Allies. The serious ill-
ness of the Kaiser is reported. Prince
von Biilow has initiated conversations
at Rome with the view, it is thought,
of preparing the way for terms of
peace. That Germany recognizes now
the hopelessness of the struggle and
is anxious for peace is evident from
the statement issued by the Official
Press Bureau a fortnight ago, in
which it was announced: ‘‘Immedi-
ately Germany received the sugges-
tion of Pope Benediet for a truce
among the warring nations during
the Christmas holidays an affirmative
reply was sent to the Vatican. The
reply, however, was conditional on
the aequiescence of all the other be-
ligerents in the Pope’s suggestion.”’

Tt is not the intention of the Allies
to agree to a peace which at this stage
would be accepted by the enemy. The
cost to the Allies in blood and trea-
sure, and the pitiable condition of the
once fertile and prosperous Belgium,
added to the exacting demands of
previous years in keeping pace with
German war preparations, make peace
impossible until Germany’s power
for further mischief is utterly shat-
tered. That the Kaiser and his ad-
visers would agree to the terms which
the Allies would be foreed to dictate
is unlikely. No action by the United
States or Italy—both of which have
avoided a confliet which is as much
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theirs as the Powers involved—will
accelerate negotiations leading up to
peace. Germany has appealed to the
sword. By the sword the civilized
world will be avenged.

Without a parallel in the world’s
history, the European war is unpre-
cedented also in the large volume of
literature bearing upon the subject
which has been published. One may
hazard the conjecture that no previ-
ous campaign has so obsessed the pub-
lic mind or raised such a storm of
controversy as to the issues involved.
With commendable enterprise local
publishers have provided books on
every possible phase of the campaign.
A number of books written before
the war have proved to be among the
best sellers, as they supply a most
reliable index to the causes that led
up to the war. Chief among these
are ‘‘Germany and the Next War,’’
by General Von Bernhardi, and
““Germany and England’’—four lec-
tures delivered by the late Professor
Cramb at Queen’s College, London.
Bernhardi’s book lays bare the ulter-
ior designs of his country, and is a
frank avowal of the ultimate end of
German world-policy’ expressed in
terms of crudest Nietzschism. Noth-
ing has so stirred the conscience of
the civilized world” against Germany
as this volume. Professor Cramb had
an intimate knowledge of Germany,
and in these lectures endeavoured to
awaken Britain to a like understand-
ing of German ideas and ambitions.
These two books give a clear insight
into the fundamental and irreconcil-
able differences between Britain and
Germany, and enable the reader to
grasp the salient fact that this war is
much more than a physical appeal to
arms between ' mnations politically
estranged. At the ‘bottom it is seen
to be a conflict of ideals. Another

illuminating book published just be-
fore the outbreak of the war is Prince
Von Biilow’s ‘“Imperial Germany.’’
Written in the suave tones of the pol-
ished diplomatist it nevertheless con-
firms the worst impressions produced
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by Bernhardi’s book. Biilow con-
ceals the mailed fist of Prussianism
beneath a silken glove, but Bern-
hardi, with military brusqueness, dips’
his sword-point into blood when he
writes.

Of the books written since the war
began two have attracted wide atten-
tion on this side of the Atlantie. *‘In
the Supreme Court of Civilization’’
(Putnam), James M. Beck, late As-
sistant Attorney-General of the Unit-
ed States, drafts a crushing indict-
ment of Germany. The other volume
is from the pen of Dr. Starr Jordan,
and treats of the biological aspect of
the American Civil War.

From the seat of war come some
graphic pen-pictures of life at the
front. Two of these deserve a place
here. One is from the pen of Irving
S. Cobb, who was, for a time, the
‘“guest’’ of the German Headquarters
Staff. He says:

‘‘Scouting up a narrow winding alley,
one of the party who spoke German found
a courtyard behind a schoolhouse called
imposingly L’Ecole Moyenne de Beaumont,
where he obtained permission from a Ger-
man sergeant to stable our mare for the
night in the aristocratic company of a
troop of officers’ horses. Through another
streak of luck we pre-empted a room in
the schoolhouse and held it against all
comers by right of squatter sovereignty.
There my friends and I slept on the stone
floor, with a seanty amount of hay under
us for a bed and our coats for ecoverlets.
But before we slept we dined.

‘“We dined on hard-boiled eggs and
stale cheese—which we had saved from
mid-day—in a big, bare study hall full of
lancers. They gave us rye bread and some
of the Prince de Chimay’s wine to go with
the_provender we had brought, and they
made room for us at the long benches that
run lengthwise of the room. Afterward
one of them—a musieian, for all his soil-
ed gray uniform and grimed fingers—
played a piano that was in the corner,
while all the rest sang.

‘It was a strange picture they made
there. On the wall, on a row of hooks,
still hung the small umbrellas and book-
satchels of the pupils. Presumably at the
coming of the Germans they had run home
in such a panie that they left their school-
traps behind. There were sums in chalk,
half erased, on the blackboard; and one
of the troopers took a serap of chalk and
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wrote ‘On to Paris!’ in big letters here
and there.

¢« A gleepy parrot, looking like a bundle
of rumpled green feathers, squatted on its
perch in a cage behind the master’s desk,
occasionally emitting a loud squawk as
though protesting against this intrusion on
its privacy.’’

The other vivid narrative is by
Philip Gibbs, special correspondent
of The London Chronicle. It gives an
account of a visit to Dixmude with
three ambulances attached to the Bri-
tish Hospital in Belgium :

¢¢At a turn in the road the battle lay
before us, and we were in the zome of
fire Away across the fields was a line of
villages with the town of Dixmude a lit-
tle to the right of us, perhaps a mile and
a quarter away. From each little town
smoke was rising in separate columns
which met at the top in a great black pall.
At every moment this blackness was
brightened by puffs of electric blue, extra-
ordinarily vivid, as shells burst in the air.
From the mass of houses in each town
came jets of flame, following explosions
whieh = sounded with terrific thudding
shocks. On a line of about nine miles
there was an incessant cannonade. The
farthest villages were already on fire.

¢¢Quite close to us, only half a mile
across the fields to the left, there were
Belgian batteries at work and rifle fire
from many trenches. We were between
two fires, and Belgian and German shells
came screeching over our heads. The Ger-

man shells were dropping quite close to us,

ploughing up the fields with great pits.
We could hear them burst and scatter and
could see them burrow. It appeared to
me an odd thing that we were still alive.
Then we came into Dixmude. When I
saw it for the first and last time it was a
place of death and horror. The streets
through which we passed were utterly de-
serted and wrecked from end to end, as
though by an earthquake. Incessant ex-
plosions of shell fire crashed down upon
the walls, which still stood. Great gashes
opened in the walls, which then toppled
and fell. A roof came tumbling down
with an appalling clatter. Like a house
of cards blown by a puff of wind, a little
shop suddenly collapsed into a mass of
ruins. Here and there, further into the
town, we saw living figures They ran
gwiftly for a moment, and then disap-
ared into dark caverns under toppling
rticos. They were Belgian soldiers.
¢¢Fven as we turned toward the Town
Hall, parts of it were falling upon the
ruins already on the ground. I saw a great
pillar lean forward and then topple down.

A mass of masonry crashed from the por-
tico. Some stiff, dark forms lay among
the fallen stones; they were dead soldiers.
[ hardly glanced at them, for we were in
search of the living.

‘‘Our cars were brought to a halt out-
side the building, and we all climbed down.
I lighted a cigarette, and I noticed two of
the other men fumbie for matches for the
same purpose. We wanted something to
steady our nerves. There was never a
moment when shell fire was not burstin
in that square. Shrapnel bullets Whippeg
the stones. The Germans were making a
target of the town hall and dropping their
shells with dreadful exactitude on either
side of it.

“‘The work of getting three wounded
men into the first ambulance seemed to us
interminable; it was really no more than
fifteen or twenty minutes. I had lost con-
sciousness of myself. Something outside
myself, as it seemed, was saying that there
was no way of escape; that it was mon-
strous to suppose that all these bursting
shells would not smash the ambulance to
bits and finish the agony of the wounded,
and that death was ver{ hideous. I re-
member thinking, also, how ridiculous it
was for men to kill one another like this
and to make such hells on earth.

“‘Then Lieutenant de Broqueville spoke
a word of command. We had a full load
of wounded men, and we were loitering.
I put my head outside the cover and gave
the word to the chauffeur. As I did so &
shrapnel bullet came past my head, and,
striking a piece of ironwork, flattened out
and fell at my feet. I picked it up and
put it in my pocket, though God alone
knows why, for I was not in search of
souvenirs,’’

The rebellion in South Africa, fos-
tered by the Germans, has been snuf-
fed out. General Christian de Wet
has been captured, and General
Beyers was shot crossing the Vaal
River and drowned. The way is now
clear for the serious operations
against German Southwest Africa un-
dertaken by the Union Government.

Germany has been singularly un-
fortunate in obtaining so little value
for the vast amount of money expend-
ed through her secret service agents.
Her immense network of espionage
has broken down through its own in-
herent rottenness. Men suborned to
supply secret information regarding
the British Empire earned their
money by forwarding exaggerated re-
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ports on whieh, it is now found, no
reliance can be placed.

The annexation of Egypt, it is re-
ported, will shortly be announced by
the British Government. The word
officially employed is ‘‘unification,’’
but no one need be surprised, after
the action of the Porte and the Khe-
dive, that Great Britain intends to
put an end to the principle of dual
control in Egypt and the Soudan.

a
@

The University of Toronto has been
the scene of heated discussions re-
garding the status of certain German
professors. According to the statutes
no professor may be appointed or dis-
missed save on the recommendation
of the president. President Falconer
declined to recommend the dismissal
of the professors, and hit upon the
ingenious plan of granting them leave
of absence on full salary. Sir Ed-
mond Osler resigned in consequence,
favouring more drastic measures. En-
lightened public opinion will agree
with President Falconer that even
German professors in Canada are en-
titled to ‘‘British fair play.”’

"

The sinking of British eruisers off
Coronel has been swiftly avenged by
the sinking of four German cruisers
off Falkland Island. The Dresden
was the only ship to escape to the Pa-
cific end of the Straits of Magellan.
Hopelessly outclassed, the Germans
went down, practically, without being
able to get within range of the British
warships. In the North Sea the ap-
palling silence and secrecy was only
relieved by the unsuccessful German
submarine raid on Dover Harbour.

o
o

Britain is greatly perturbed over
the action of two royal prineces who
are fighting on the side of Germany.
One of these is the Duke of Saxe-Co-
burg and Gotha, the son of the late
Duke of Albany, and grandson of
Queen Vietoria. His mother, the
Duchess of Albany, resides in Eng-

* would arise,
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land and is a eonstant visitor at the
military hospitals. There seems to be
little doubt that when the Duchy was
vacant through the death of the late
Duke of Edinburgh, the present Duke
accepted the position on the advice
of his royal relatives. The Duke of
Connaught and his son, Prince
Arthur, it will be recalled, declined
to accept the Duchy. Having trans-
ferred his allegiance to Germany, it
is only right and proper that the
Duke of Saxe-Coburg should trans-
fer his sword as well. The British
pension goes to his mother.

The other case is that of Prince Al-
bert of Schleswig-Holstein. The eir-
cumstances are somewhat peculiar, as
his mother, the Princess Christian, is
a daughter of the late Queen Victoria,
and resides with her husband in Eng-
land. Prince Albert was educated in
England, and his brother, Pringe
Christian Vietor, fought on the Bri-
tish side against the Boers and died
of enteric fever during the South
African campaign. Prince Albert is
heir-presumptive to the Duchy of
Schleswig-Holstein, and it is stated
that the fear of losing his inheritanse
led him to join the German forces on
the outbreak of war. Were this Prince
captured, a nice point in military :aw
If a British subject he
is liable to be shot as a traitor. This,
at least, would be the fate of men in
humbler circumstances.

That the strain of war is beginning
to tell on Germany financially is the
inference to be drawn from a state-
ment issued recently by tha Swiss
Bankverin, an important banking
coneern with agents in London. The
depreciation of the German exchange
by ten per cent. is an ominous symp-
tom of lack of faith among the Ger-
man people. The Swiss Bankverin

‘slates that the methods adopted by

the German Government for raising
loans ‘““must result in serious finan-
cial disaster.”” The strain of war,
combined with the effectiveness of the
British naval blockade, is beginning
to tell.
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BLANTYRE :

By ALAN SULLIVAN.
Dent and Sons.

HILE Mr. Sullivan’s writing

has been familiar to us for a

number of years, this is his
first novel. It is not, however, his first
published volume, for he already had
to his eredit a collection of superior
short stories presented under the gen-
eral title of ‘‘The Passing of Oul-I-
But,”” and a slighter volume of aphor-
isms entitled ‘ ‘I Believe That—’’. This
novel, however, is his most important
essay, and it can be accepted as the
best novel written by a Canadlax} in
some years. The author himself might
not regard that as high praise, but it
is given for what it is worth. The
novel depicts well a number of char-
acters, and two of them, Blantyre and
Stella, are quite excellent. These two
meet in mid-ocean. Blantyre is the
ship’s surgeon, and Stella is a young
heiress en towr. They fall in love
with each other, and pass their brief
courtship in Italy. Very shortly
thereafter they are married in Lon-
don and sail for Canada, where in her
home city (Yorkton) the bride buys
a practice for her clever, handsome
husband. Soon they are taking part
- in social life—dining at the country
club, passing a week in Muskoka, and
indeed making the conventional social
round of a ecity like Toronto. Their
interests are not exceptional, nor does
one feel that, apart from themselves
and one or two others (particularly
another doctor who is in love with
Stella), the things they discus:s are
of absorbing interest. Still it all
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goes to make up a true picture of the
average well-to-do eclass in Toronto.
And of all this, even of his wife, Blan-
tyre, who always is an alien, soon
tires. He tires of his bought-and-
paid-for practice. He feels the recall
of the sea, and when he quietly leaves
home, without a word to anyone, and
takes ship at Montreal, and at length
heroically rescues a woman and child
from drowning, one eannot help re-
garding him as a peculiar admixture
of chivalry, courage, cowardice, self-
ishness, and human-kindness. The de-
seription of the shipwreck, even if one
does feel that it could have been left
out, is one of the best passages in the
book. And after the wreck Blantyre
is picked up and taken to a hospital
in Montreal, where he is discovered
by the very other doctor who is in love
with his wife. He is taken back to
Yorkton, and in the office of the other
doctor he commits suicide, leaving the
way open for the union of two who
had discovered their fitness for each
other when, as they thought, it was
too late. The tale is well told; in-
deed, it reveals knowledge of the art
of writing and the composition of the
novel.
e

ARCADIAN ADVENTURES WITH
THE IDLE RICH

By StepHEN LiEACOCK. Toronto: Bell
and Cockburn.

ONCE again the author of ‘‘Sun-

shine Sketeches’’ justifies the
claim that he is our national humour-
ist. But his reputation by no means
rests there, and indeed he now may
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be regarded as our international
humourist. For while ‘‘Sunshine

Sketches’’ was deseriptive of a rural
Ontario town, the scene of ‘‘ Arcadian
Adventures’’ seems to be laid in New
York. But, again, Mr. Leacock is not
merely a humourist ; he may be called
at times a grave cynic and satirist.
An instance is furnished by a passage
from ‘‘Arcadian Adventures’’:

«Dr. McTeague was a failure, and all
his congregation knew it. ‘He is not up-
to-date,’ they said. That was his crown-
ing sin. ‘He don’t go forward any,’ said
the business members of the congregation.
‘That old man believes just exactly the
same sort of stuff now that he did forty
years ago. What’s more, he preaches it.
You can’t run a church that way, can

yout’ ’”’

The coming of the Duke of Dul-
ham to ‘‘Plutopia’’ to raise money,
not, as many thought, to invest, furn-
ishes fine opportunity for the author
to indulge his fancy. We notice a
little error, which would not be worth
noticing were it not common to novel-
ists. He is commenting on the little
attention paid by the Plutopian press
to the advent of the Duke, and he
quotes The Plutopian Citizen as sim-
ply saying: ‘“We understand that the
Duke of Dulham arrived at the Grand
Palaver this morning.’’ No metropoli-
tan newspaper would use the pro-
noun ‘‘we’’ in such a connection, and
it would not say ‘‘understand,”’ for
it would make sure that the Duke
was at the hotel. But Professor Lea-
cock quotes from three newspapers,
and in each instance begins with the
same pronoun. Not one of them would
begin in that archaic fashion. How-
ever, that need not detract from the
real humour of the book.

K
BOOKS ON THE WAR

A VAST quantity of material deal-
ing with the war has been pub-
lished, and hundreds of books have
been turned out that mever would
have seen print had the war not
been waged. Some of these books
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are good, but many of them are the
work merely of hack writers. One of
the good ones is entitled ‘‘How
Armies Fiight,”” and its goodness rests
largely in the fact that it does not
pretend to explain the present war,
but rather to show how modern war-
fare is carried on. It is therefore an
excellent book for anyone interested
in the conduet of war, whether one be
in actual service or not. The author
is an officer of the Royal Engineers
(Toronto: Thomas Nelson and Sons),
and what he has written has been
highly commended by Lord Roberts
and Marshall Oyama. Another im-
portant volume by the same publish-
ers is a learned study of ‘‘ The Anglo-
German Problem,’’ by Charles Saro-
lea, head of the F'rench Department
in the University of Edinburgh. As
to its merits, it is enough to quote
the appreciation of the King of Bel-
gium: ‘‘I have read your volume
from beginning to end. It is a pro-
phetic book. It reveals rare perspie-
acity and a remarkable sense of poli-
tical realities.”” It is interesting to
note the fact that Monsieur Sarolea
contributes the introduction to the
English edition of ‘‘The German
Enigma,’’ by Georges Bourdon (To-
ronto: J. M. Dent and Sons), whom
he deseribes as one of the ablest pub-
licists of modern France. The main
question raised in this book is one of
prineiple and international right.
Then comes ‘‘War and the Empire,”’
by Colonel Hubert Foster, R.E.
which embraces the wider problem of
Imperial defence (London: Williams
and, Norgate). The author at one
time was Quartermaster-General in

Canada.
3%

THE LIFE OF A LITTLE COL-
LEGE

By ArcHIBALD MacMECHAN. Boston:
Houghton, Mifflin and Company.

E presume that this is a histor-
ical sketeh of Dalhousie College,
but whether it is or not makes no dif-

N
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ference to the reader who cares noth-
ing about the actual place but much
about the literary quality of the writ-
ing. And, indeed, it is because of its
fine literary quality that this book
will be read and cherished. It is a
pleasing example of refinement in let-
ters, and the description of the old
professor of mathematies gives it
value in characterization. The vol-
ume is, strietly speaking, a collection
of miscellaneous essays, the first pro-
viding the title. It is the kind of
writing that tests one’s taste in lit-

erature.
%

THE FAMOUS MATHER BYLES

By ArTHUR HAMILTON WENTWORTH
Taron. Boston: W. A. Butterfield.

R. MATHER BYLES was a fam-

ous Congregational divine in the
Boston of pre-Revolutionary days.
He was celebrated perhaps more for
his wit than his preaching, and it is
said of him that he kept Boston
laughing for twenty-five years. His
popularity suffered seriously, how-
ever, because of his unswerving Bri-
tish sympathy; and it seems only fit-
ting, therefore, that his biography
should be written by a Britisher, a
native of Nova Scotia—Dr. Eaton.
This biography, while of peculiar in-
terest to Bostonians, is of general in-
terest because of the remarkable
qualities of the subject and the many
humorous anecdotes connected with
his name.

It is said, for instance, that on a
certain Sunday morning the learned
Dr. Thomas Prince was to preach for
Dr. Byles, but, at the hour of service,
had not arrived. Glancing with per-
turbed mind, no doubt, at the en-
trance to the pulpit from time to time,
Dr. Byles began the service. But Dr.
Prince,-who had possibly entirely for-
gotten his appointment, failed to
come, and Dr. Byles was obliged to
preach himself. The text he an-
nounced was, ‘‘Put not your trust in
princes.”” The volume is well illus-
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trated with reproductions of portraits
by Copley, the Pelhams, and others.

s
A LAD OF KENT

By HerserT HArrISON, Toronto:
The Macmillan Company of Can-
ada.

O the sated reader of to-day this

novel will perhaps prove a wel-
come diversion because of its distinct-
ly old-fashioned flavour, its blithe and -
inconsequential ramblings, its wealth
of surprises and mysteries, and its
lack of haste or method in explaining
them. An orphan lad, brought up
haphazard by a recluse and scholar,
who half starves the boy because he
spends the sum sent periodically for
the latter’s maintenance on rare old
books and parchments, suddenly finds
all his fortunes changed by the death
of his old guardian and the advent
of a stranger of courtly appearance,
who claims to be a former unsuccess-
ful suitor for the hand of the boy’s
dead mother, and undertakes to take
him away and provides generousl’
for his future, The period of the
story is at the opening of the nine-
teenth century, when smuggling was
euphemistically called ‘‘free trad-
ing,’”’ and when erime and lawlessness
largely went unpunished.

ES
THE ACHIEVEMENT

By E. TeEmpLv TaHURSTON. Toronto:
The Copp, Clark Company.

THIS is the end of a notable trilogy

of novels, of which Richard Fur-
long and Constance were leading
characters. There is not the human
interest in this the third novel, but
the author’s supreme artistry of
words raises it above the ordinary
run. While there is no strong char-
acterization, there are some passages
that are transporting in their very
excellence. An instance of this is
given when Dicky finally pulls a sue-
cessful print:
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““To the sound of her husband’s breath-
less exclamations and the noise from the
room beyond, Emily left the counter in
the shop and opened the door. At the
sight of her, Dicky left his partner and
seized her about the waist instead. ‘I’ve
got it! I’ve got it!’ he yelled as he
danced; then stopped as suddenly, and
catching up the print, held it in the light
for both of them to see. ‘Is that what it’s
all about?’ said Emily as callously as her
want of breath would permit her. ¢ That’s
it,” said Dicky. ‘My God, isn’t it
enough? Do you think you’re going to
beat that in a hurry? Look at the green
of that grass getting up at you through
the mist! Took at the shoes of that man
—wet through!’ ¢You can’t see ’is shoes
—’is feet’s ’idden,’ said Emily. - ‘No!’
exclaimed Dicky; ‘but you live with that
for a day or two, and you’ll see his shoes
quick enough. You’ll be able to count
how many mushrooms they’ve got in their
baskets if you live with it long enough.’ *’

NANCY THE JOYOUS

By Eprra Stow. Toronto: The Copp,
Clark Company.

HE title gives a good idea of what

the book is like. Tt is a simple,
wholesome story of life in the Tennes-
see Mountains, and while it has plenty
of sentiment and human interest, it
1s not mawkish or gushing. There
are homely characters, picturesque
settings, an abundance of local col-
our, with a romantic vein running
throughout. The make-up of the book
is unusually attractive.

S
7

—An English edition of Dr. Her-
mann Turck’s ‘‘The Man of Genius’’
(London: A. and C. Black), has been
published at an inopportune time.
The volume had a great success in
Germany, but as Germany and Ger-
man philosophy are not popular abroad
just now the less said about this book
the better. It might be said, however,
that it is a study of the nature of
genius as demonstrated by some of

its greatest claimants, and that Dr.
Turek practieally identifies genius
with love. It is withal an interest-
ing volume,

2
W

—‘Methuen’s Annual,’”’ which is
edited by E. V. Lucas, and published
at a shilling, is well worth having if
for nothing more than the names of
the distinguished contributors, among
them J. M. Barrie, Arnold Bennett,
Austin  Dobson, Stephen Leacock,
John Galsworthy, Maurice Hewlett,
‘“Saki,”” Hugh Walpole, F. Austey,
E. V. Lucas, Robert Browning, John
Ruskin, R. L. S. (London: Methuen
and Company).

.
o

—Useful pamphlets on the war, is-
sued at five cents each, are ‘‘Neutral
Nations and the War,”” by Viseount
Bryee; ‘“‘Our Russian Ally,”’ by Sir
Donald Mackenzie Wallace, and
‘““How Britain Strove for Peace,’’ by
Sir Edward Cook. (Toronto: The
Maemillan Company of Canada).

S
@“~

—‘Gray Knitting”’ is the happy
title of an appropriate brochure of
war poems by Katherine Hale (To-
ronto: William Briggs). The paper
is of a light shade of gray, and a
dark shade for cover, and the whole
is tied with a gray woollen yarn. The
cover design depicts a soldier at the
camp-fire and a woman in an arm-
chair, knitting. The brochure in-
cludes a number of the author’s best
known poems, but its present inferest
lies in the first, a stanza of which we
reprint to give an idea of its spirit :
¢“All through the county, in the autumn

stillness,

A web of gray spreads strangely, rim

to rim;
And you may hear the sound of knitting

needles,
Incessant, gentle, dim.”’

Y
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ShacKleton
says:

““ The question of the concentrated beef
supply is most important— it must be Bovril.”’

Shackleton knows. He is taking no risks.
He chooses Bovril because the food he takes
must yield every ounce of nourishment to
his men.

Follow Shackleton. Into a single bottle of Bovril
is packed the nourishment value of many pounds of
beef, and over and above this, Bovril has the peculiar
power ot making other foods yield up much more of
their nourishment to the body.

Now that times are difficult you can be sure of
being nourished if you take Bovril.

IT-MUST - BE

t tc., at 1-0z. 25¢., 2-0z. 40c.;
9—53;"73:0'8?; e$1 30; 16-02 $2 25. Bovril
Cordial, large, $1.25; 5-0z. 40c. 16-0z.
Johnston's Fluid Beef (Vimbos), $1.20.

S.H B.

,\ “SCTAD “ ‘ " '
like Butter.” Q)QGDO c’"ﬂzﬁun
z TRIO

Here is a delicious trIOﬁ)repared
from the finest mgredxents money
can buy Each has a character-
istic flavor and can be used in
innumerable dainty ways.

Ingersoll Cream Cheese

is a real cream cheese—rich in cream—
pure and nourishing—far nicer than ordi-

nary cheese. 15c. and 25¢. a package.
Ingersoll Pimento Cheese

Pure INGERSOLL CREAM CHEESE

and sweet Spanish Pimentos. Very appe-
tizing. 10c. and 15c. a package.

Ingersoll Green Chile Cheese

Pure INGERSOLL CREAM CHEESE
with spicy California Green Chile. Piquant
and tasty. 15c. a package

The Ingersoll Packing Co. Lid.
N Ingersoll, Ont. /
H \ (08) £
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CLEVER
Only The Best|| CHEFS

Know the delights to be
IS GOOd Enough obtaineti with ?

MAPLEINE

Nothing short of the BEST is

allowed to pass from the mills Adds zest and color to meat
of B. VICKERMAN & SONS, ECAVIES. SoRl of

Ltd., Hudderfield, and while Pastry COOkS

ithasin the last 120 years meant Know als its goodness

large outlays in keeping their for flavoring frosty cakes,
machinery and methods right duinfics hof el ol

up-to-date, it is that persistant YOU too will enjoy
striving for the best that has ltS many uses.

given Vickerman's their world- :
& Grocers sell Mapleine.
famed reputation as Serge and If yours does not, write

Worsted manufacturers. :
Crescent Manufacturing Co.
Dept. H., Seattle, Wash.

Vl C K ERM AN ’ S se,,d Pt fmARedpc S

SERGES
Black, Blue or Grey

Are The Best
Imported Into Canada

They Tailor Well, Wear Well
and Never Fade

Canadian Beauty
Electric Air Heater

| e
This portable Heater is specially designed tof ge
2 3 3 Spring and Fall months, as it will take the chill frox’Hﬁin

air in a good sized room in a short time, ;m_d e"eno
moderately cold weather will heat an average sized I ;
at little cost. It is very convenient for the bath ro°
nursery, den or library,

i3
The Radiator is supplied with seven feet of HeA

n
4 g -8 Cord and attachment plug and can be attached t0#
uld, Limited, Toron Tamp socket,
NISbet & A ’ 4 o to WRITE FOR CATALOGUE o0
Wholesale Selling Agents in Canada showing other Electrically Heated Devices for Domé

se.

RENFREW ELECTRIC MFG. CO., LTD*
Renfrew, Ont., Canada g

To the trade only.
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can be fylly enjoyed only by those

Who are mentally and physically
well—

Health first, pleasure follows.

¢ Health of body and brain calls
Ot proper food to repair the daily
Waste from work or play.

‘ Th.e every day diet is often defi-
CIent in some of the essentials needed
Of balanced upkeep—such as phos-
Phates for the brain, iron for the blood, and lime for the bones.

Grape-Nuts

FOOD

F Made of prime wheat and malted barley— contains in easily digestible
°m, all the nutriment of the grains, including the vital mineral salts,

¢ T}}at, along with delicious flavor, is why Grape-Nuts has become a
aVorite breakfast dish the world over.

. F or brain workers, growing children, and those who would make
eIr lives tend toward the best possible health and happiness.

“There’s a Reason” for GRAPE-NUTS

MADE IN CANADA

Sold by Grocers everywhere.

\
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Kn.own the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

CurrLers TO0 His MAjJESTY

SHEFFIELD - - - ENGLAND

\\\\HIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIlIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIlIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIlIIIIIIIIII"////

\X

2113

There are a great many imported Note Papers, sold in Canada.

It is your duty to patronize Home Industry.

French Organdie - Linen Finish
Crown Vellum - Vellum Finish

Note Paper and Envelopes
MADE IN CANADA

Ask your stationer for these papers, they are dainty and exclusive.

If your Stationer does not carry these, write to us and send his name.

BARBER - ELLIS, Limited

BRANTFORD - - ONTARIO

R 7

/IlllllllIIIlIIIIIIIII|IIIIIIIllIIII|IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIlIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII|IIIII|I|||\\

A



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER : 29

noleum

MADE IN CANADA




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

INON
RUSTABLE

The low price of D & A
Corsets enable their wearers
to save money while improv-
ing their style.

The new models of D & A Corsets meet

every requirement of the latest styles.

No. 612, as illustrated is recommended for rather
full figures which it reduces without loss of comfort,
The price $2.25 is 50% less than that of similar
imported models. Sold by popular stores every-
where and guaranteed by the makers :

The Dominion Corset Co., Quebec.
Makers also of the LA DIVA Corsets.
5-

14

The best surprise is always Ganong’s
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A 25-Cent Size 5

. Quaker Oats is put up in both the large 25-cent package and the 10-cent size. The larger
Size saves buying so often—saves running out. Try it—see how long it lasts.

P—

= ————

-

The Driving Force

For Human Machinery is Delicious Quaker Oats

_Every atom of energy—every spark of And that means Quaker Oats.
Vitality—comes from something fed. One fair-sized dish of Quaker Oats supplies
It.'s the same with children as with loco- a thousand calories of energy. Nothing else
Motives, Their power to do things depends grown can compare with it.
On supplies of stored up energy. We have made this vim-food a dainty. We
That's why children need a vim-food—need  have made it so luscious that millions of
1t in abundance. So do workers of all ages. mothers insist on this matchless brand.

Quaker Oats

The Delectable Energy Food

This is why Quaker Oats so excels in flavor and aroma. many years, the mothers of a hundred nations have sent
B e pick out for it just the big, plump oats. All the  to usto getit. You, in America, find it right next door
th 0y, starved grains are discarded. So careful are we —at any grocery store. And the price is only one-half

at we get but ten pounds of Quaker Oats from a bushel. cent per dish.
tie, ¢ apply to these grains both dry heat and steam You get this extra quality—this matchless flavor—when
intm’ to fix and enhance the flavor. Then we roll them you order Quaker Oats. And we promise that you

0 large, white, luscious flakes. always will.

e result is a delicacy which has won the world. For Please remember this.

. 10c and 25c per Package—EXxcept in Far West
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More than 70
Quartettes, too

HEN you rely on the EDISON PHON-
J OGRAPH for your winter's entertain-
ment, you are not confined to Grand

Opera Singers or Tango Dancing.

For instance; there are more than seventy
Quartette Records; from the frivolous ‘‘ Great
Big Blue Eyed Baby,” and tender melodies
like ““ Old Black Joe " to the magnificent quar-
tette from ‘‘ Rigoletto,”” Mozart's Twelfth
Mass and beautiful sacred hymns as ‘‘Lead,
Kindly Light’' and ‘‘ Abide With Me."”

new EDISON
PHONOGRAPH

(THE INSTRUMENT WITH THE DIAMOND POINT)

If you like music that thrills
—that makes you feel as well
as hear—ask the Edison Deal-
er to play some of the rousing
selections made expressly for
the Edison Phonograph by the
British Male Quartette—
—Knickerbocker Quartette—
and Manhattan Ladies Quar-
tette.

Then you'll be able to ex-
amine the Edison for yourself
— the diamond reproducing
point, unbreakable and long
playing records, superior
motors and construction, con-
cealed horns, and Cabinets

made in true Period styles, 7 2
in perfect harmony with the o e
finest furniture. a &1;40!14

There are Edison Dealers everywhere. Go to the one nearest you and ask
for a free demonstration, or write us for complete information today.

THOMAS A. EDISON, Inc., Orange, N. J.

ot
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gratifying

it is to every

Canadian housewife to know that the best of all kitchen cleansers
— Panshine — is made in Canada by a world - renowned Canadian
firm, Every cent you spend on Panshine is so much money kept in
Canada — just so much more money to keep Canadian workman
€mployed and their “families fed and happy. Think this over.

PANSHINE "%

it ‘S.a.clean, white, pure powder that has no disagreeable smell, won't scratch and will
Ot injure the hands, Splendid for cleaning cutlery, sinks, pots and pans, wood-work,

will Or every possible kitchen use. No matter what cleanser you are now using, you
!l be delighted when you try Panshine.

gAR E E Your Grocer has Panshine, If you haven't tried it we will gladly send a trial sample tin
MPLE free. Mention *Canadian Magazine” Address Lever Bros, Limited (Panshine), Toronto.
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Chase @ Sanborn’s

SEAL
BRAND

COFFEE
SATISFIES.

PacKked in one and two pound tins only.

CHASE & SANBORN ; Montreal

Read what
this Mother

ALK

°
1 am the mother of elevet chi
and have brought them al o thef
Robinson's ‘‘Patent’’ Barley, Smcre all
were a fortnight old; they w?q a0"
fine healthy babies. My paby * Ve
just seven weeks old, and ‘mg vert
daily. A friend of mine had duﬁm;
delicate baby which was gf"everal
wasting away, and she tri€ e’
kinds of food, and when I 5","“1’33(16
recommended her “the ‘Patent h ch!
and it is almost wonderful hOY"t b
9 has improved since taking '™ g ¥
ROBINSON S recommended it to several Peogabies'
I think it is a splendid food fof %a610
r thatw

and I advise every mothe

dre?
o?

bring up her baby by haﬂdas it ?
PATENT BARLEY e &
unequalled.”
. > dall
gets the credit for the health, i 3; . ‘,C:o:sh Roads
. . ou x Lo
of this family of eleven. . . Sydenham Hills > d-

MAGOR SON & CO. Limited, Can. Agents, MONTREAL Londom
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“It may even lose the lawsuit”

It’s plain folly to risk the permanency or
€ven the neatness of your records for the
Pitiful savings you can make by using
Poor carbon paper. The use of

" TRADE C b
"l-ﬂ op Paper

MARK

is the one sure means of insuring carbon copies that will be legible, and legal
evidence if need be, for all time to come. Thanks to its scientific formula and
Smooth surface, it gives off neither too much nor too little carbon; but just
€nough to make the sharp, distinct, permanent impressions that your files
must have. Always uniform, never changes in any climate. = Used with or-
dinary care one sheet is good for 100 clear copies. Insist on MultiKopy.
Write for FREE Sample Sheet

STAR BRAND TYPEWRITER RIBBONS give 75,000 impressions of the letters
“a” and ‘‘e” without clogging type so as to show on the paper. Any
dealer can supply you.

F. 8. WEBSTER COMPANY, 336 Congress Street, Boston, Mass.

Address letters to the Home Office

New York, 114-118 Liberty Street Chicago, 14 N. Franklin Street
P hiladelpl-.ia, 908 Walnut Street Pittsburgh, 830 Park Bldg.

UNITED TYPEWRITER CO., 135 Victoria St., TORONTO, Can.
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(ESTABLISHED 1879)"

For Whooping Cough,
Spasmodic Croup,
Asthma, Sore Throat,
Coughs, Bronchitis,
Colds, Catarrh.

“ Used while you sleep ™

A simple, safe and effective treatment, avoiding drugs.

Vaporized Cresolene stops the paroxysms of Whooping
Cough and relieves spasmodic Croup at once.

It is a BOON to sufferers from Asthma.

The air carrying the antiseptic vapor, inspired with
every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore
throat and stops the cough, assuring restful nights.

Cresolene relieves the bronchial oomlplicatipns of Scar-
let Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in the treat-
ment of Diptheria.

Cresolene’s best recommendation is its 30 years of
successful use. Send us postal for Descriptive Booklet

For Sale by all Druggists.

Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the ir-
ritated throat, composed of slippery elm bark, licorice,
sugar and Cresoline. They can't harm you. Of your
druggist or from us, 10 cents in stamps.

The VAPO-CRESOLENE CO.,

Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada.

MADE IN CANADA

LEATHER GOODS

WE MAKE AND KEEP A FULL RANGE

LADIES’ HAND BACS—PURSES—BILL WAL®
LETS—LETTER and CARD CASES. WRITING
PORTFOLIOS — POCKET BOOKS — BANKERS
CASES. Newest Styles—Cenuine Values:

SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE

BROWN BROS.:

Manufacturers of Leather Goods, etc.

SIMCOE and PEARL STREETS, TORONTO

time in the history of the world.

The man with ideas—the man who can think quickly and

accurately—can command his own price.

Brain-workers should realize the vital importance of the food

they eat and drink.

Unless body and brain be properly nourished, it is impossible to

do the best work.

A bottle of O’KEEFE’S PILSENER LAGER is a bottle

It restores the

of liquid food and strength for all workers.

flagging energy and refreshes the whole system.
case from your dealer and have a bottle for dinner to-day.

If your dealer will not supply you, ‘phone us, Main 4202, and we

will see that you are supplied at once.

O KEEFE

Brains have a higher market value to-day than at any other

BREWERY CO “™TED

Order a




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

defence against
the long winter siege.

“CEETEE”

All Pure Wool—Guaranteed Unshrinkable

UNDERCLOTHING

You can take our word for it—
but to satisfy yourself ask any
dealer who sells ‘“ CEETEE”
Underclothing what he- thinks
of it—he is experienced — has
Spent many years in examining
and handling all kinds of Under-
Wear —therefore he isa qualified
Judge with no axe to grind
beyond building up his business
and pleasing his customers.

WORN BY THE BEST PEOPLE
SOLD BY THE BEST DEALERS

7 1 i
all sizes Jor men, women and children

The . Turnbull Co. of Galt, Limited,
GALT, ONTARIO.

Also  Manufacturers of Turnbull's Ribbed
Underwear for Ladies and Children ** M
Bands for rafants and ‘* CEETEE*
Shaker Knit Swsaler Coals.

MADE IN CANADA FOR
OVER 59 YEARS.

The General |
sSays:~

There are many plausible “tests”
of roofing, but there is only one
true test—the proof on the roof.

Therefore, roof your buildings—

every building on the farm—with

Certain-teed
ROOFING

—the roofing with a 15-yearsser«
vice-guarantee.The threebiggest

roofing mills in the world are behind it,
to make that guarantee good. °

Your dealer can furnish Certain-teed
Roofing in rolls and shingles—made by
the General Roofing Mfg. Co., world’s
largest roofing manufacturers, East St.
Louis, Ill.,, Marseilles, I1l., York, Pa.

37

An

RED-WAN
A2 COLLAR

Harwood
20c. or 3 for 50c. °

The Popular Collar of the Moment

The new V shape so much in vogue at the present.
Worn with the large four-in-hand tie. This shape
harmonizes with the English style of clothing considered
so stylish just now, and is very popular among correct
and fastidious dressers.

HAR OD represents perfection of style in this
It possesses to a high degree the dis-

type of collar.
iy on s ol COLLARS

tinctiveness of fit that make the RED MA
different from all others.
For sale by Canada’s best stores

EARL & WILSON New York
Makers of Troy’s best Products
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Good-bye
- Dyspepsia

'No More Gurgly Brash, “Lump of

Lead,” Bad Digestion, Heartburn
or Stomach Troubles.

Quick Relief. Costs Nothing to Try.

The man who can’t help making faces at his stomach, the man or
woman with a grouchy digestion, or with downright dyspepsia need fret
no more over stomach troubles.

The heaviest, richest dinners, the most unspeakable quick lunches,
all ean be taken care of without imposing on the stomach. A seientific
digestive can do the digesting, where the stomach either did not do it
before, or did it very imperfectly.

This is why the use of Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets has become so
universal among those who suffer from any kind of stomach troubles.

Take one of Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets after your next meal
and if you are given to belching, sour risings, fermentation, heavy,
lumpy, feeling in the stomach, indigestion, dyspepsia, loss of appetite
or any other stomach derangement, you will find at once a remarkable
iinprovement.

Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets are the most wonderful tablets on earth
for any kind of stomach trouble.

They enrich the gastric juices, and give the stomach the rest it
reeds before it can again be healthy and strong.

Try one after your next meal, no matter what you eat. You 11 find
your appetite return for the meal after and you will feel fine after
eating.

Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets are for sale at all druggists at 50c a box.

Send coupon below to-day and we will at once send you by mail
a sample free.

FREE TRIAL COUPON

F. A. Stuart Co., 201 Stuart Bldg., Marshall, Mich., send
me at once by return mail, a free trial package of Stuart’s
Dyspepsia Tablets.
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There is nothing quite so
appetizing for Breakfast as

Fearman’s Star Brand
- Bacon.
4nd at the present prices

there js nothing more
€Conomical.

Ask your Grocer for

l;‘efll'man’s Star Brand
Made by

F, W Fearman Co., Limited,
Hamilton.

LearyourSkin
T Blemishes

Y "\\(ﬂ’
—§"”<{__4) 3

({1 TT IR | G | G

bylsing

CLiCUra o
EXCusively

And Cuticura Ointment
occasionally.  These deli-
cate, fragrant, super-creamy
emollients keep the skin
clear, scalp clean and free
from dandruff, hair live and
glossy and hands soft and
white. Nothing better than
Cuticura Soap and Ointment
for the skin and scalp.

" SAMPLES FREE "X

Cuticura Soap and Cuticura Ointment
are sold throughout the world. Send
post-card to nearest depot for free
sample of each with 32-page book:
Newbery, 27 Charterhouse Sq., London,
Eng.; R. Towns & Co., Sydney, N.S.W.;
Lennon, Ltd., Cape Town; Muller, Mac-
lean & Co., Calcutta and Bombay; Pot-
ter Drug & Chem. Corp., Boston, U.S.A.
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Installed in Victoria Hospital,
London, Canada.

(LONDON, CANADA)

UNIT-CONSTRUCTION

Kitchen Shelving

HIS is the modern equipment for hospitals,
T institutions and residences. Made of high

grade steel and finished with a superior enamel
thoroughly baked on. More durable and less bulky
than wood, absolutely sanitary and of splendid
appearance.
may be added at any time.
invariably the choice when investigated.

DENNISTEEL

Built on the unit system, sections
Dennisteel is almost
We
would like to know your equipment troubles in
this line,

We're sure we can be of service to you.

THE DENNIS WIRE AND IRON

WORKS CO. LIMITED
LONDON

CANADA

| Numeral Method, is sold in Canada

| or post eard to the Numeral Method

- Useful

New Invention

Enables Anyone to Play Pian®
or Organ Without Lessons

A Detroit musician has invented a WOI:,:
derful new system which enables any pe
son or little child to learn to play the P
or organ in one evening. Even though ¥
know absolutely nothing about musi¢ =
have never touched a piano or orgal, J
can now learn to play in an hour OF ®7
People who do not know one note from aIilc
other are able to play their favorite mue
with this method without any assist
whatever from anyone. e

This new system which is called the
by ¢
Numeral Method Musie Co. of Canada, 8%
as they are desirous of at once makil® ¢
known in every locality, they are makllf_
the following special free trial an ha
price offer to our readers. -

You are not asked to send any money .,
til you have tried and are satisfied with is
new method. The Numeral Comp%m; o
willing to send it to you on one weeks
trial, and you will not have to pay them o
cent unless you desire to keep it. Th i
no express charges to be paid, as gzvel'y tter
will be sent by mail. Simply write 2 eusi"
Co. of Canada, 251A Curry Hall, Wlfigsg:i
Ontario, saying, ‘‘Please send me the “1"1f
eral Method on seven days’ free trial. ¢hod
you are satisfied after trying it, the Me sic
and fifty different pieces of sheet 1ot
will cost you only $5, although the regt
price of these is $10. You should DO 2
lay writing, as the Numeral Company p
not continue this special half-price
indefinitely. Later on, the Metho
fifty pieces of music will be sold 8
regular price. A j
Send for Free Book giving full part:;rld
lars of TRENCH’S REMEDY, th¢ e
famous cure for Epilepsy a0 syeaf;

success.

Simpie home treatment: al
CURED S5 i o
parts of the world; over 1000 12 o
TRENCH’S REMEDIES, '-"“":,.ouf"
421 St. James Chambers - ™
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The Simplest Plan Ever Devised for

TRANSFERRING CORRESPONDENCE

The Office Specialty ‘‘ Direct Name” Transferring Method does away with all the annoying
and laborious work in clearing out the files for the New Year.

All old correspondence can be completely as easily and quickly referred to at any future

removed from the ordinary size files in a very time as in the original files.

This Office Specialty System of Transferring
; : has stood the test for four years under all sorts
with the heaviest volume of correspondence. of Office conditions. Its simplicity an

And the Transferred letters and records are efficiency have been made possible by the

few minutes and the plan works equally well

Office Specialty Direct Name System of Filing
Begin 1915 with this simple, direct method of indexing your Vertical Files. g
Ask for booklet No. 1726, descriptive of Office Specialty Direct Name System and Transfer Supplies

Our Own Stores:
Montreal, Ottawa,
Halifax, Winnipeg,

MAKERS OF HIGH GRADE FILING CABINETS Office Specialty

) FFI CE SPEC] ALTYME“(; @, Products

Regina, Calgary, AND OFFICE FURNITURE IN STEEL AND WOOD Made in Canada.
Edmonton,  Van- ' ANADA Maker te User.
couver, Largest Makers of Filing Devices in the British Empire.

97 Wellington St. W., TORONTO. Factories: Newmarket, Ont.
/
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A Perfume for the
Most Refined Taste -

A leader amongst leaders.
After being in use for

NEARLY A CENTURY

Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA
WATER

is just as popular as ever

BECAUSE"

IT is a Floral Extract of
absolute purity and
enduring fragrance

it refreshes and revives as

does no other Perfume ;
it is delightfulin the Bath
and the finest thing after

Shaving: because it 18, in

fact, the most reliable

an d satisfactory Toilet

Perfume made, 3 3% 32

Ask your Druggist for it
Accept no Substitute!

IF THE BABY IS CUTTING TEETH
USE
Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup

A SPLENDID REGULATOR
PURELY VEGETABLE--NOT NARCOTIC

WING to the increased cost and the

scarcity of supply of raw material,

the EDDY COMPANY have had to slight-

ly advance the price of matches and some
other lines.

The EDDY COMPANY believe the Public
will appreciate this when they realise it is
done, so that the high standard of quality
for which the EDDY goods are famed, may
be maintained.
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TI‘IE “ROSS” CADET RIFLE

This is the official Arm of the Cadets in Canada—the one authorized by .. |
the Canadian Government after long and severe tests.

A VERY SUPERIOR .22 CALIBRE RIFLE

It is strong, serviceable, accurate—Shoots .22 cartridges, short, long or long
rifle. It is fitted with specially designed adjustable sights. Retail price $12.00.
This .22 Calibre Ross is not merely suitable for boys, but affords a service-

lble Arm for home or farm, for camp or trail.
. Sold by best dealers everywhere. Other models, Ross Rifles from $25.00.

Illustrated Catalogue free on request.
ROSS RIFI.E COMPANY - - - - QUEBEC, QUE.

“MADE-IN-CANADA”

Start the New Year nght

Take plenty of fresh air and exercise, eat plain
wholesome food and get plenty of sleep. ‘

A BOTTLE OF

COSGRAVES

(CHILL - PROOF )

PALE ALE

taken with your luncheon or dinner will assist in digesting your food.

Cosgraves (chxl]-ploof) Pale Ale is a refreshing, invigorating tonic. The

s
food properties of pure malt and hops are just what your body requires. AS hghL:'
lager,
Phone your dealer and have a case sent to your home. better for YO

/
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The
Original
and
only
Genuine

Beware of
Imitations Solc
on the Merits

of

MINARD'S
LINIMENT

l)cm’t Wear
' a Truss!

Brooks’ Appliance, the mod-
ern scientific invention, the
wonderful, new discovery that
cures rupture will be sent on
trial. No obnoxious springs
or pads. Has automatic Air
Cushions. Binds and draws
the broken parts together
iy 3 @l as you would a broken limb.

“BRook. No salves. No plasters. No
9 a1 S, the Discoverer ]jes. Durable, cheap. Sent
m&‘leq to prove it. Catalogue and measure blanks

free, Send name and address to-day.

* BROOKS, 1810A State St. Marshall, Mich.

Ghe
CANADIAN
MAGAZINE

By ¢ MADE IN CANADA
ANADIANS FOR CANADIANS
atronize Canadian Literature—it pays.
$2.50 per year.

T
HE ONTARIO PUBLISHING CO., LTD.
200 Adelaide Street W , Toronto

Set It Up Anywhere

—wherever it is quiet, where the light
is best, in your favorite corner. That’s
the beauty of a light Peerless Folding
Table. You sew, write, serve tea, just
where it will be most pleasant for you.

PEERLESS (folding) TABLE

is light and as handy as a camp chair. Folds
up flat. And strong! Six big men can stand
on it without breaking it. It is finished in
Fumed, Early English or Golden Oak with
cloth, leatherette or polished tops.
Write for booklet showing cuts and fully
describing the different styles, sizes and

finishes of Peerless Tables. Write to-
day for this free booklet No. 2.

HOURD & CO., Limited
Sole Licensees and Manufacturers
LONDON, Ontario

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

Acknowledgedto
be the finest crea-
tion of Water-
proof Collars
ever made. As
to see and buy
no other. All
stores or direct
or 25c.

THE ARLINGTON CO.
of Canada, Ltd.

68 FRAZER AVENUE
TORONTO

WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE
RY MURINE EYE REMED

No Smarting —Feels Fine— Acts Quickly.
Tryitfor Red, Weak, Watery Eyes and Gran-
ulated Byelids. Illustrated Bookin each Pack-
age. Murine is compounded by our Oculists—
not a‘“‘Patent Medicine”—but used in successful
Physicians’ Practice for many years. Now dedi~
cated to the public and sold by Druggists at 2¢
and 60c Per Bottle. Murine Hye Salvein Aseptic

Tubes, 25¢ and 60c. Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicago
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Clark’s Pork and Beans

== Plain Sauce Chili Sauce Tomato Sauce

A palatable and nourishing meal pre-
pared from the highest grade beans and
flavoured with delicious sauces.

Cooked to perfection and requiring to
be warmed for a few minutes only, they
provide an ideal summer dish and save
you the labour and discomfort of pre-
paration in a hot kitchen.

The 2's tall size is sufficient for an
ordinary family.

W. CLARK, Limited - - M()rm-c/ell|)

A Condensed
Billing
Underwood
Typewriter

will often save
its cost In a
few months.

United
Typewriter
Company, ..

in all Canadian Cities
Head Office:
Toronto.
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Z1G-ZAG HEAT TUBES
HeaT EVERY ROOM ALIKE

Choose a “Kelsey” and be
done with Furnace bother!

To have one room stifling and another scarcely warm is not only un-
satisfactory, but unhealthy. The “KELSEY " system of heating not
only ensures good ventilation, but an even distribution of heat. The
Z1G-ZAG heat tubes are entirely different from any other warm air
heater. The special form of construction gives them 61 square feet of
radiating surface for one square foot of grate surface. With an equal quantity
of fuel a ““KELSEY” will warm two or three times more air than an ordinary

furnace, and circulate it more evenly.

Our booklet, to be had for the asking, tells you all about
it, and gives genuine Kelsey opinions. Read them.

The JAMES SMART MANUFACTURING Co., Limited
WINNIPEG, MAN. BROCKVILLE, ONT.

;
FOR HOME BUILDING

Milton Fireflash Brick is Particularly Desirable.

'MILTON BRICK

“A Genuine Milton Brick Has The Name “MILTON” on it.”

are of two distinct styles—red fireflash and buff fire-
flash. The colors—being natural to the shale—are
permanent and not effected by climate or weather,

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO. -  Dept. D.
MILTON, ONTARIO
T Agents for Fiske Tapestry Brick.

%ronto Office - s . - 50 Adelaide Street W.

-
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Old-Fashioned
Complexions

Were Said to Be Due to the Excellent
Care Taken of the Blood. Stuart’s
Calcium Wafers Banish All
Skin Troubles.

During the reign of Louis XVI., when Marie Antoinette was sur-
rounded by such a galaxy of beauties and such famously handsome men,
the French court was known for the exquisite beauty of complexions
seen there.

The secret of those complexions in that age no doubt was entirely
due to the care taken to keep the blood always pure. In this rapid-fire
age of hustle and bustle most pecple pay no attention to this important
feature of life and so they are given to pimples, liver spots, blackheads,
eczema, ete.

Stuart’s Caleium Wafers are composed of Calcium Sulphide in
connection with other properties, and this ingredient is the greatest
blood purifier known to science. ‘

Stuart’s Caleium Wafers will clear the most obstinate complexion,
because they go right into the blood and remove the cause of the trouble.
The blood is cleansed of all impurities and foreign substances and these
are quickly eliminated from the system. You’ll notice a wonderful
change in a few days—you will hardly know yourself in a week.

And Stuart’s Caleium Wafers are absolutely harmless to anyone.
Their ingredients are just what a physician preseribes in most cases 0
skin eruptions and poor blood. These wafers are put up in a concen-
trated form, which makes them act quickly and thoroughly.

You can get Stuart’s Caleium Wafers at any drug store at 50 cents
a box. Begin taking them to-day and then look at yourself in the mirror
in a few days, and find all those awful pimples, blackheads, acne, boils,
Liver spots, rash, eczema and that muddy complexion rapidly disappeal
ing and your face cleared like a petal of a flower. A small sample pack-
age mailed free by addressing F. A. Stuart Co., 175 Stuart Building,
Marshall, Mich.

L
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W(’nds by buying from us.

€ are Dj
1a 5
tors mond Impor:

We Terms 20 per cent down, $1-2-3 weekly.
8uarantee you every advantage in price and quality.

;Ye e Write today for Catalog, it is free.

Oou

Diamonds to any part of Canada, for inspection
T €Xpense,

We . ayments may be made weekly or monthly.
allow a Special Discount of 10 per cent for cash.

COB BROS. - Diamond Importers,

\lmronto Arcade, Toronto, Can.

by those who desire the best in

" Office, Bank, School and Home.

X Made of Brassand nickel-Steel, 3 sizes;

put up in Bright Metal boxes of 50 & 106,
Your Stationer, 10, 15, 20 & 25¢.

Send 10¢ tor box of 50 assorted. Booklet Tee,

YEARLY SALE 100 MILLION.

‘Washburne’s Pat. Adjustable ?
Paper Fasteners, used exclusively

THE 0. K. MFG. CO., Syracuse, N.Y.

i Earning $35 to $50 per Day,

&4 . We furnish Complete Equipment. ~.
Small capital starts you to a big income. Help
you—guide lvan—teach you the Epsinens. Our =

an puts you at once into this pop=- +*"
able amusement field

v?atalog:~ Planf and Detal'ls-"l-'REE
Capital Mdse Co. 440 S.Dearborn St. Dpt.403 Chi:

Clot----..-_---—
A

hes Washed Rapidly

nil::‘Bb%n to the busy housewife, is the

Pofleg, all Bearing ‘Washer. Woashes clothes

Wit 5 Y clean three times as fast as she can do it

| inWash board. Does the trick, too, without

d‘lic.t gf a button or fraying an edge. Treats
€ tabrics very gently.

C()llnor Bemting Washer

gt .

!il:‘!d‘h‘wnk of all the wash-
B lllhe e"n on %mlllr é:lothes
"y Nor Ball Bearin:
h“li T:o“‘,” ould saye, Jusgt

2% hoy,2uld last. * Think,

% o oD easier it would

\“‘lﬁue !hl € washing on a
Mg o 3t almost runs itself

& d‘ hapg h‘ arings. It's
tor a Y helper you've need-

Wrih ‘g°°d long time,

;h%l it.or booklet telling all

C
\~°NN0R & SON, Ltd., OTTAWA, ONT.

.~_—----—— e

The Cromwell |

Of sturdy simplicity in design,
with the strength and weight
of each piece in the right
place, the Cromwell is a pat-
tern of wonderful superiority.
Finished bright, it has the ap-
pearance of sterling. ~Like all

847 ROGERS BROS.

““Silver Plate that Wears’’

it is made in the heaviest grade
of silver plate and is sold with
an unqualified guarantee made
possible by an actual test of
over 65 years.

Most Popular for Gifts
Spoqns, Forks, Knives and

Serving Pieces of 1847
ROGERS BROS. silver plate
make serviceable and 4
highly appreciated gifts.
Sold by leading dealers every-
where. Send for illustrated
catalogue.
Meriden Britannia Co.
Limited
Hamilton, Ontario

MERIDEN, CONN.
NEW YORK
CHICAGO
SAN FrANCISCO

The World's Largest /;
Makers of Sterling
Silver and Plate
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Use an

Autographic Kodak

Every negative that is worth making is worth a date and a title.

ARCHITECTS, engineers and contractors who make photo
graphic records of progressive work, and the amateur who want®
to improve the quality of his work, can make valuable notations 0"
the negatives, by means of the Autographic Kodak. The place®
visited —interesting dates and facts—such notations add to the
value of every negative.

Just release a stop and a door opens in the back of the Kodak ; write whatever notation
want expose from 1 to 5 seconds; close the door and you are ready for the next exposure: ¢ the
the margins between the negatives will appear a permanent photographic reproduction ©
notations you made.

The greatest photographic advance in twenty years.

you

CANADIAN KODAK CO., LIMITED NT-
At all Kodak dealers’. TORONTO, O
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“Julian Sale”

The Name Behind the Goods is Your
Guarantee of Quality.

“RITE - HITE”
WARDROBE TRUNKS

The Wardrobe Trunk is becoming so universally known and its ad-
vantages, its convenience as compared with the ordinary trunk so
vastly superior that it leaves no room for argument.

In the “‘Rite-Hite” Wardrobe Trunks there are many new exclusive
and practical features—with simplicity and utility as the first demands
in its construction—it is the last word in completeness in travelling
requisites.

We have just issued a very comprehensive little booklet, in which the
“ Rite - Hite” Wardrobe Trunks in the different lines are described
and priced—you may have one for the asking.

‘¢ Rite-Hite ” Wardrobe Trunks cost

$50. to $145.

—
THE JULIAN SALE LEATHER GOODS CO., LIMITED

105 King Street West, Toronto
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In Times of War

the income of the person whose capital is invested in
stocks and bonds, even of the highest class, is liable
to be adversely affected. At such times the value of
a substantial balance in the Savings Department of
THE BANK OF BRITISH NORTH AMERICA

is apparent.

Your capital is safe, unaffected by disturbed con-
ditions, and always at your disposal; while at the same€
time your income is assured.

THE BANK OF BRITISH NORTH AMERICA

CAPITAL (Fully Paid) $4,866,666 . Reserve Fund $3,017,333
Head Office:—LONDON, ENG, .- Head Office in Canada:—MONTREAL
H. B. MACKENZIE, General Manager, Montreal
SAVINGS DEPARTMENT AT ALL BRANCHES

Catering to Canadians

The names of Canadians visiting this hotel are-immediately communicated
to the general manager, who personally arranges for their comfort and
accommodation. The ‘“Old Country” atmosphere of hospitality is combin-
ed with the most modern American hotel conveniences. At the

Hotel Martinique

Broadway and 32nd Street

CHARLES LEIGH TAYLOR, WALTER S. GILSON,
resident NEw YORK Vice-President.
WALTER CHQNDLER. X

anager.

you can secure a pleasant room and bath for $2.50 per day. Our $1.50 table d'hote
dinner, served in the Louis XV room, is regarded as the best in the country, and is accom-
panied by the music of a full orchestra with vocal quartettes by singers from the Metro-
politan Opera House.

For literature and reservations address our Canadian advertising agents

Sells Limited,

Shaughnessy Building, * 5 . Montreal

/
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CANADIAN GOVERNMENT RYS.

INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY
PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND

RAILWAY
Two Trains from
MONTREAL
I OCEAN LIMITED l MARITIME EXPRESSV
Via the
ONLY ALL CANADIAN ROUTE
To

Canada’s Winter Ports

| Halifax, N.S. ' I St. John, N.B. l
Y NN A YRR

E="Where Canada's next contingent will embark<j

x
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The Canadian Magazine

Wish the
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A Happy
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Prosperous New Year

Janmuary, 1915 Torontn, Canada
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' CANADIAN PACIFIC

WINTER TOURS

TO THE LAND OF

Sunshine and Summer Days

CALIFORNIA, FLORIDA,
LOUISIANA, Etc.

Limited trains leave Toronto daily, making direct connection at
Detroit and Buffalo for the Southem States, and at Chicago for
California, Fitc.

Those contemplating a trip of any nature should consult Canadian
Pacific Ticket Agent, who will be pleased to quote rates, arrange
Yeservations and attend to all details in connection with your
trip ; or write

M. G. MURPHY -  District Passenger Agent - TORONTO

%
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T3 DOVEREIGN (X

WIDE FLARED FLUES

WHY? are the flues

in the ‘“Sovereign” made
""" larger with walls sloping
at a wider angle, than is
usual in this standard

type of hot water boiler?

BECAUSE: The larger flues in the ‘‘Sovereign'’ provide a more
open draft, and bring the heat into contact with a greater ared
"of the metal walls, which contain the water carrying heat to
the Radiators. The wide flues in the ‘‘Soverein” will draw 2
maximum amount of heat from a hard coal fire or, when the
dampers are opened, soft coal or wood, or any burnable waste
material, may be used to advantage in the mild season$
of the year when a heavy hard coal fire is not necessary:

wemno| TAYLOR - FORBES [ oo

COMPANY, LIMITED A3

Toronto—1088 King Street West. Calgary—P. D. McLaren, Ltd., 622 Ninyth A‘Si
Montreal—246 Craig St. West. St. john, N.B.—W. H. Campbell, 16 Water

Vancouver—1070 Homer Street. Quebec, Que.—Mechanic's Supply Co. o
Hamilton, Ont.—W.W, Taylor, 17 Stanley A

Winnipeg—Vulcan Iron Works.

Head Office and Founderies: Guelph, Canada
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Excess Value in Abundance

The only ordinary thing about the 1915 Overland is the price.

In every other respect it is an extraordinary value.

The large tires—34 inch x 4 inch—are unusual.

So is the convenient arrangement of the electric controls.

The switches are on the steering column—right where you
want them.

There is a high tension magneto.

Many cars have only cheaper and ordinary battery systems,
but the Overland, like all the high priced cars, has the finest high
tension magneto.

To be sure, other cars probably have some of these features,
but only those cars which sell for very much more money.

In the Overland you get the latest things and best of everything
at an exceptionally moderate price.

Look up the Overland dealer in your town.

Catalogue on request. Please address department 4.

Overland Model 80 T - $1425 Overland Model 81 T - $1135
Overland Model 80 R - $1390 ™ Overland Model 8/ R E- %/065
Overland Model 80 Coupe - $2]150 88 Six Cylinder Model 82 - $1975

+All prices f. o. b. Hamilton, Ont.

The Willys-Overland of Canada, Limited
B HAMILTON, ONTARIO.
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Made in the Heart of Canada
Which Beats the World

You don’t have to go out of this country
to get the besttire in the world. We admit
best is a much used word, but Traction is
a much used-Tire. That’s how they know
each other so well.

“ Made-in-Canada” does not mean
that the article is trying to travel on a wave
of sentiment or trying to avoid discussion of
the product merits which ordinarily influence

Never Did
Rim-Cut

507, Less
Road :Friction

Practically
Puncture=-Proof

Personally we have a ways felt that
while our goods might have competition in
price, they never had competition in service.
In other words, no matter what the test, we
believe Dunlop Traction Tread is unrivalled
for efficiency the world over, that no other
automobile tire, import it from where you
will, can show a record of results that will
equal “The Most Envied Tire in All
America.”

Believing that there are so many

MADE 1IN

a sale. Farfromit! “Made-in-Canada 5
simply means that an article which is good
enough for the majority of Canadians
would, also, be good enough for the min-
ority if the latter bought on a fair test—
everything being equal, showed partiality
for the article manufactured where the
buyer himself was getting the means for
his own existence.

Only Real
. Anti-Skid

66 Cubic Inches
Larger

309, More
Mileag®

reasons why Canadian motorists should
select Dunlop Traction Tread, naturally W€
have never emphasized the “Made-in-Can-
ada” slogan as a main argument why yo!
should buy “The Master Tire,” but we do
emphasize it as an argument why you shoul
not buy the foreign-made tire—no matter
whether you select our tires or not.

every Canadian exercised his right
to buy foreign articles, there would soon be
no Canadians to buy anything at all.

CANADA

Couldn’t Be Made Better Anywhere Else
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What You Get In The
1915

:Mcl..aughlin -Buick

QAR that is beautiful and graceful in line and the
equal of any car at any price in finish and

appearance.

A car that has every requisite of comfort and convenience.

A car of strength and endurance—omne that will have your perfect con-
fidence on the most difficult roads and in trying emergencies.

We guarantee the McLaughlin-Buick Valve-in-Head Motor to develop
and deliver more power than any other type of automobile motor of equal
Size, of any make.

Come and see the 1915 McLaughlin-Buick.

Every 1915 McLaughlin-Buick Model is built from the same high quality raw material—
whether you pay $1150, $1250, $1525, $1600 or $2250, F.O.B. Factory—every
model will give its owner, according to price, the ulmost in automobile satisfaction.
Whenever convenient to you, we will demonstrate the truth of our claims.

McLaughlin Carriage Co., Limited, S3ia%rs

BRANCHES :—ST. JOHN, MONTREAL, BELLEVILLE, TORONTO, HAMILTON,
LONDON, WINNIPEG, REGINA, SASKATOON, CALGARY,
EDMONTON, VANCOUVER.

$1250 1. 0. b. Oshawa
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A skin’

you love to touc

o . clean. Rinse in cooler water, then apply cold.

Wby it 1s so rare water_ the colder the better—for a full min-

i Y ute. Whenever possible, rub your face fora

A skin you love to touch is rarely fO“‘}d few minutes with a piece of ice. Always dry
because so few people understand the skin  the skin thoroughly.

and “S. needs. r : Use this treatment persistently for ten days
Begin now to take your skin seriously. or two weeks and your skin will show amarked
You can make it what you would love to improvement. Use Woodbury’s regularly

. . . thereafter, and before long your skin will take
have it by using the following treatment ., 'y,¢ finer texture, that greater freshness

regularly. and cleerness of “a skin you love to touch.”

Make this treatment a daily habit Woodbury’s Facial Soap is the work of &

gkin specialist. It cost 25c a cake. No one

Just before retiring, work up a warm water hesitates at the price after their first cake.

lather of Woodbury’s Facial Soap and rub it Tear out the illustration of the cake below

into the skin gently until the skin is softened, and put it in your purse as a reminder to get
the pores opened and the face feels freshand Woodbury’s today.

Woodbury’s Facial Soap

For sale by Canadian druggists from coast to coast,
g Loz g N f Al A

Write today to the Canadian
Woodbury Factory for samples

For 4c we will send a sample cake. For 106
samples of Woodbury's Facial Soap, Facial
Cream and Powder. For 50¢, copy of the
Woodbury Book and samples of the Woodbury
Preparations. ‘

Address The Andrew Jergens Co., Lid.,
Dept. 109- X Perth, Ontario.
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Just Plain Big Ben

YES, Big Ben made his
mark in this world by

helping live-wire men
Mmake theirs; he was less
than eight months old when
he broke the world’s record
aS a success.

For five years he's occupied the
Pedestal of fame in the alarm
clock field—23,000 dealers have
Placed him on a mahogany pedes-
tal’, but in three million homes

€S Just plain Big Ben.

Big Ben stands seven inches
tall ; big, strong, handsome, alert,
smiling, true. His bold, black
hands and numerals show up
plainly in the early morning light.

He'll call you with one straight five
minute ring or ten half-minute notes at
half minute intervals unless you switch
him off. A drop of vil a year will keep
him fit for a lifetime of service.

His price is $2.50 in the States; $3.00
in Canada. If not found at your dealer’s,
send a money order addressed to his
makers, ‘ Westclox, La Salle, Illinois,”
and he'll come to your door—charges
prepaid.




Exploded
Theory—

There was once a ‘“‘theory” that
coffee was a cause of indigestion, nervous-
ness, heart palpitation, etc., but it has
ceased being a theory and is now an
established fact.

POSTUM

—the pure food-drink

—in place of coffee, makes for health.
Regular Postum—must be well-boiled.

Instant Postum—soluble--no boiling—made
in the cup with hot water, instantly.

Both kinds are delicious—cost per cup about the
same—sold by Grocers.

“There’s a Reason” for Postum
MADE IN CANADA

J

It Does More Than
Merely Dust

It cleans and polishes at the
same time. That’s what comes
of using the

darMop

(MADE IN CANADA)

Use it on hardwood floors, or any painted or

varnished woodwork, linoleums, oilcloth,
etc., and you'll see how much you need one.

Gets easily at all the hard-to-get-at-places.

Ask your dealer to show you the different

styles and sizes. Sold on trial.

Channell Chemical Co., Limited

36 orauren Ave. - Toronto, Can.
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Write to day— .,
It’s worth your Wh'r :
10!

You may be one of those who are looki“%:lcimm

dentifrice that is pleasant to use as well as efne ., §

If you are send us 4c in stamps and we will post ,?,tal
a generous trial tube of Colgate's Ribbo".,piste
Cream—the dentifrice without a *‘druggy 7

rects
ghl

Ribbon Dental Cream checks decay-germs,, 5
excessive acidity and cleans the teeth khof"“

and safely. /

COLGATE & C0., Dept. **P" Drummond BId#
MONTREAL o
Makers of the famous Colgate Shaving St

W. G. M. Shepherd, Montreal
Sole Agent for Canada

VALLEY

VIOLET
PERFUME

DISTILLED IN CANADA

MEDALS 38 AWARDS

JOHN TAYLOR & CO., LTD:
TORONTO

T H BEST PRINTING CO. LIMITED, TORONTO

i i DAL Etol ety




