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The Canadian Bank of Commerce

Report of the Proceedings of the
Annual Meeting of Shareholders
Tuesday, 8th January, 1907

GENERAL STATEMENT

30TH NOVEMBER, 1306,

LIABILITIES

Notes of the Bank in circulation................. $ 9,199,204 68
Deposits not bearing interest......
Deposits bearing interest, includ-

ing interest accrued to date. ... 64,525,637 10

87,152,536 82

Balances due to other Banks in Canada .......... 177,628 57
Balances due to Agentsin Great Britain.......... 898,781 58
Balances due to other Banks in foreign countries. 1,063,750 89
Dividends unpaid ,.........occovviiiiiiiii i 500 94
Dividend No. 79, payable 1st December.......... 350,000 00
Bonus of one per cent., payable 1st December.... 100,000 00

............ $10,000,000 00
5,000,000 00

Capital paid up ......
Balance of Profit and Loss Account
carried fo ward

103.562 43

15,103,562 43

$118,545,960 91

ASSETS

$ 4,041,456 76
5,985,008 25

$ 9,976,465 01
Deposit with Dominion Government for security

Coin and Bullion
Dominion Notes

of Note circulation .cccveviees - S e 427,450 00
Notes of and Cheques on other Banks.... ...... 4,361,228 00
Balances due by other Banks in Canada....... .. 38,986 50
Balances due by Agents of the Bank and other

Banks 1n foreign countries ..... ............ 2,460,680 49

Government Bonds, Municipal and other securities 6,201,456 95
Call and Short Loans 9,001,395 08
$32,467,662 10

79,803,228 33

Other Current Loans and Discounts..... ........

Overdue debts (loss fully provided for)...... ... .. 125,812 19
Real Estate (other than Bank Premises)..... .... 89,472 14
Mortgages. oi . il Lok SR den Bl 37,336 63
Bank PremiSes: .« (o ivs s suiein: srst s sopsmanas 1,300,000 00

222,449 52

Other ASSEtS. .. ..vovvessvanranesneanss i e
: $118,545,960 91

B. E. WALKER, General Manager

The fortieth Annual Meeting of the Shareholders of
The Canadian Bank of Commerce was held in the bank-
ing-house on Tuesday, 8th January, 1907, at 12 o'clock.

The President, Hon. George A. Cox, having taken the
chair, Mr. F. G. Jemmett was appointed to act as Sec-
retary, and Messrs. AEmilius Jarvis and W. M. Alexan-
der were appointed scrutineers.

The President called upon the Secretary to read the
Annual Report of the Directors, as follows :

REPORT.

The Directors beg to present to the Shareholders the
fortieth Amnnual Report, covering the year ending 30th
November, 1906, together with the usual Statement of
Assets and Liabilities.

The balance at credit of Profit and Loss Account
brought forward from last year was............. $

Net profits for the year ending 30th November, after
providing for all bad - and doubtful debts,
amounted to

58,871 76

$1,741,125 40

$1,799,997 16

Which has been appropriated as follows:—

Dividends Nos. 78 and 79, at seven per cent. per

BRI S s 6 v S m e R s S e 005 00
Bonus of One per cent.......coov touaeeeieiiioees 100,000 00
Written off Bank Premises........ ....c.cooenieee 341,434 13
Transferred to Pension Fund (annual contribution) 80,000 00
Subscription to San Francisco Relief Fand. .. 2...5 25,000 00
Transferred to Rest Account........... .co.oooen-s 500,000 00

103,762 43

Balance carried forward

$1,799,997 16

The entire assets of the Bank have as usual been care-
fully revalued, and ample provision has been made for
all bad and doubtful debts.

Last year we were able to show earnings which were
the largest in the history of the Bank. This year we
have again made satisfactory progress, our net earnings
amounting to $1,741,125.40, or about $370,000 more than
last year. In view of these handsome profits, your Direc-
tors decided that the time had come to increase the an-
nual distribution to the shareholders, and, in addition to
the usual dividend at the rate of seven per cent. per
annum, they have declared a bonus of one per cent.,
making a total distribution of eight per cent. for the
past year. After providing for this increased distribu-
tion and for the annual contribution to the Pension
Fund, we have been able to write $341,434.73 off Bank
Premises and to add $500,000 to the Rest, which now
stands at $5,000,000, or 50 per cent. of the Paid-up
Capital.

In April last a terrible calamity overtook the city of
San Francisco, where we have a large and important
business. Having regard to our long connection with
San Francisco through the Bank of British Columbia,
your Directors thought it only fitting that we should
express in a tangible manner our sympathy with the
sufferers, and they accordingly voted $25,000 as a con-
tribution to the Relief Fund.

In accordance with an agreement made in the early
part of the year, this Bank took over, as on the 1st of
June last, the business of the Merchants Bank of Prince
Fdward Island, which gave us new branches at Char-
lottetown, Summerside, Alberton, Montague and Souris,
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all in Prince FEdward Island. The branch which that
Bank had at Sydney was amalgamated with our own
branch there. The six months’ experience which we have
had with our new business gives us every reason to be
satisfied with the purchase.

In addition to the offices thus acquired the Bank has
opened during the year new branches at the following
points': in Alberta, at Bawli, Crossfield, Gleichen, Leav-
ings, Stavely, Stony Plain, Strathcona and Wetaskiwin ;
in Saskatchewan, at Canora, Humboldt, Kamsack,
Langham, Lashburn, Radisson, Vonda, Wadena, Watson
and Weyburn ; in Manitoba, at Norwood, and at Alexan-
der Avenue, at Blake Street and at Fort Rouge, Winni-
peg ; in Ontario, at Fort William, Kingston, Latchford,
Lindsay, Ottawa (Bank Street), Parry Sound, and Wing-
ham, and at Parkdale and at 197 Yonge Street, in the
City of Toronto; in Quebec, at West End, Montreal,
and in the City of Quebec ; in the United States, at the
corner of Van Ness and Eddy Streets, San Francisco.
The branches at Sackville, N.B., and Canning and Lunen-
burg, N.S., have been closed. Since the close of the
Bank's year, branches have been opened at De ILorimier,
Que., and Innisiree, Alta.

It is with deep regret that your Directors record the
death of their late colleague, Mr. W. B. Hamilton, who
for nearly twenty-two years had been a Director of the
Bank. Until his health began to fail Mr. Hamilton was
rarely absent from the meetings of the Board, where his
long experience in business made him at all times a wise
and prudent counsellor. To fill the vacancy the Directors
elected the Hon. W. C. Edwards, of Rockland.

An amendment to the By-laws will be submitted for

your approval, increasing the number of Directors from
twelve to fourteen.

In accordance with our long established practice, the
branches and agencies in Canada, the United States and
Great Britain, and the various departments of the Head
Office of the Bank, have been inspected during the year.

The Directors have again pleasure in recording their
appreciation of the efficiency and zeal with which the
officers of the Bank have performed their respective
duties.

GEORGE A. COX,
President.
Toronto, 8th January, 1907.

The motion for the adoption of the report was then
put and carried.

An amendment to the By-laws, increasing the number
of Directors from twelve to fourteen, was then passed,
and the usual resolutions expressing the thanks of the
shareholders to the President, Vice-President and Direc-
tors, and also to the General Manager, Assistant Gen-
eral Manager and other officers of the Bank were unani-
mously carried. Upon motion the meeting proceeded to
elect Directors for the coming year.

The meeting tlien adjourned.

The scrutineers subsequently reported the following
gentlemen to be elected as Directors for the ensuing
year : Hon. Geo. A. Cox, Robert Kilgour, M. Leggat,
Jas. Crathern, John Hoskin, K.C., LL.D., J. W. Flavelle,
A. Kingman, Hon. L. Melvin Jones, Frederic Nicholls,
H. D. Warren, B. E. Walker, Hon. W. C. Edwards, Z.
A. Lash, K.C,; E. R. Wood.

At a meeting of the newly-elected Board of Directors
held subsequently, Mr. B. E. Walker was elected Presi-
dent and Mr. Robert Kilgour Vice-President.
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and the coal itself is
the best argument we
can offer you—a coal
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gives a maximum of
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requires no present intro-
duction. From the time
it was ORIGINALLY put
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us for quotations.

THE STANDARD FUEL CO..
of Toronto, Limited

56 and 68 KING ST. EAST

Tel. M. 4103-4-6

the fact that the utmost
care is exercised in the
selection of the several in-
gredients that enter into
its makeup, namely, the CHOICEST
BARLEY, the CHOICEST HOPS,
aud FILTERED WATER-—the ut-
most cleanliness being observed—all

departments being under the super-
intendance of the ONLY Brewmaster
who comes from the original ‘‘ Sal-
vador '’ Brewery, Munich, Germany,
Mr. Lothar Reinhardt, and so we say

“ Salvador” Forever!

REINHARDT & CO.
2-22 MARK ST. - TORONTO
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0{ Canada
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Executive Office, MONTREAL

Capital Authorized, $4,000,000.00
Capital Subseribed, 4,000,000.00
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Savings Departments ‘at all Branches
Interest paid 4 times a year
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Editorial Talk

Some foolish people imagine a
national weekly can be made and es-
tablished in a few weeks. It can’t.
We say this feelingly, because we
have had several weeks’' experience.
However, we feel that this is the best
attempt Canada has yet seen and that
for a five cent weekly it cannot be
beaten. The covers and the coloured
pictures make it worth that. Mr.
Marten’s cover on this issue is worthy

of a frame.

Next week one of the features will
be an article on ‘‘Civil Service Re-
form” by J. S. Willison, editor of the
Toronto News. It will be worth read-
ing, although our recommendation is
not necessary when this writer’s work
is being considered.

The staff desires to thank the many
friends who have sent congratulations
and cheques. Each will help us a
little farther up the mountain. Thix
morning one arrived from Shanghai,
China. An expatriated Canadian saw
a notice somewhere that the paper was
coming and he posted his order at

once. Another stranger called and

"asked us to send it to him in Cuba

for six months—he was just leaving
for that semi-Canadian republic.
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The BanKk President

BANK president in Canada is an important and
influential person. In the United States such a
general statement could not be made since the banks
there may be small or large, and in no case have they
any branches. - A bank in Canada means an institution
which has offices in all the leading centres and in many
of the smaller towns. It issues bank notes which must
be as available in Victoria as in Halifax. The number
of branches vary with the strength and enterprise of the
institution, but sfieaking generally all Canadian banks

have-branches. Because of this complex and far-reach-

ing character, a chartered bank necessarily bestows
upon its president considerable influence.
The president in most cases shares these qualities

with the general manager. Ii the president prefers to
stay in the background, and the general manager is a
man who can speak and write well, the public may know
him better than his chief. If, on the other hand, the

conditions are reversed, the president may be the better”

known of the two. After all, no matter what the sys-
tem, it is the man who makes the position.

There is a considerable difference between the duties
of the president and the general manager. The former
has great responsibility because it is to him that the
government looks for an observance of the laws under
which his bank works, for correct returns of the stand-
ing of his bank and for the general conduct of its al-
fairs. There have been cases where bank presidents have
been punished for neglect of duty. At the same time,
the president must rely to a great extent upon his gen-
eral manager, who is the working head of the institu-
tion. Just how far the president may do this in the
eyes of the law, is not definitely determined, but will
probably be made clearer belore the present Ontario
pank tangle is straightened out.

Going back into history, we find that one bank presi-
When Mr, E.
H. King was in charge of the Bank of Montreal he made
a record for daring which has never been equalled. It
was during the period of the civil war in the United
The United
States Government issued so many “greenbacks’ that it
could not redeem them all in gold. Millions of them
were outstanding. Mr. King had plenty of gold, so he
took it to New York and mulcted the Yankee for its
use. The profits were enormous,
great. As the months and years went by, he
drained little Canada of its gold and its capital to sup-
ply New York.

It was this occasion which gave an opportunity for
the founding of the Bank of Montreal's strongest com-
petitor. ~ Canadians could get little accommodation from
Mr. King, and a new bank was founded in 1867. This
was the Bank of Commerce. Like many other banks,
its history has been one of long and steady develop-
ment. To-day it is attracting attention because of its
change in management.

For nearly seventeen years, the Bank of

dent at least was also general manager.

States and gold was scarce in New York.

as the risks were

almost

Commerce

has had as president the Hon. George A. Cox, a man
who has been prominent in railway, financial and in-
surance circles for thirty years. Under him the Bank
While all of its success
be attributed to him, he must get a large

There has been nothing revealed to the public to
that his general judgment has not been of the
highest order.

With Senator Cox, Mr. B. E.
ated as general manager.
the institution

has prospered and developed.
may not
share.
show

Walker has been associ-
Mr. Walker’s connection with
dates back to 1868, after the
founding of the bank. In eighteen years after entering

a yeur

the service, he was occupying the highest office an em-
Moreover, in that short period he
had transformed himself from a junior clerk into one of
the best known bankers on the continent. He mastered
the theory as well as the practice and became known as
a writer and speaker on banking matters. In fact, to-
day, there is no higher authority on Canadian banking
theory than Mr. Walker.

It is not often that a general manager becomes
president of a bank, hence Mr. Walker's promotion is the
more notable. It is believed that his growing wealth
has made him independent of his general manager’s
salary and that he desired to have more time to devote
himself to general public matters, and to the studies in
which he is interested. His literary and intellectual
sympathies are broad and one may say, without flattery,
that he has attempted to set a high standard of public
service and public leadership among his fellows.

ployee could occupy.

MR. B. E. WALKER,

President of the Bank of Commerce.



BY STAFF WRITERS.

RATHER good story is being told in the Clubs
of Toronto about two gentlemen who were each
more or less closely connected with reputed combines.
The year 1906 revealed more on this subject than any
previous year.
A publisher of school books had
a house built and in it he had
considerable plumbing done by a well-known firm.
Just about the time when it was necessary to pay for
the work, the investigation into the plumbers’ combine
occurred. The publisher naturally doubted whether it
would be wise to pay the bill without a protest. He
thought it only fair to himself to point out that the
plumber was under suspicion and that before the bill was
paid there would need to be an investigation. The
plumber bore it patiently and thus the matter stood for
a long time. Then came the Text-book Commission and
an investigation into the publishing business—the im-
properly called ‘‘School-book Ring.” There were some
disclosures which, if they did not show a combine, gave
reason for believing that there was an understanding
which was almost as effectual. The plumber thought
that this would be a good time to again render his bill.
He did so. It was paid promptly and without a demur.

OUR FUNNY,
SELVES

LL good citizens who desire better political con-
ditions in this country should raise a cry against
patronage committees and patronage evils. It is this
question of patronage which makes our political life
lower than that of Great Britain.
It is the present method of ap-
pointment to civil service positions
which breeds partizans, ward-heelers, ballot-switchers and
crowds of hungry office-seekers. Take the patronage out
of the hands of members of legislature and parliament
and away from cabinet ministers and there will be better
legislatures and a better House of Commons.

At the present time, if a sheriff or postmaster or any
other kind of civil servant is to be appointed, the
patronage committee meets together and makes a re-
commendation to the members. In other words, a half
dozen party workers choose a party worker to fill a po-
sition for which he has no qualifications. The member
is worried to death with applicants of all kinds, pressing
upon him their claims—not their qualifications. The
grandfathers, uncles, cousins and other male relatives
are urged to see the member and worry him into taking
notice. The member's time is thus taken up with inter-
views which are mostly useless and which prevent giving
attention to the duties of his position.

The practice is rotten, if one may be permitted
to use the word. It fills the civil services with unsuit-
able men ; it degrades the members who distribute the
offices ; it detracts from the importance and nobility of
public service ; it leads to a distorted view of the pur-
poses of the voting power. It is maintained by low
grade politicians who would be estimated at their proper
worth, if the public were free to judge them as they
should be judged. It fills our legislatures with men who
have no idea of dignity or decency of language or argu-
ment, who are continually harping on questions of slight
importance and who have neither the sense or the ability

PATRONAGE
EVILS

6

to apply themselves to the work for which they were
elected. :

Civil service reform and the abolition of patronage
committees is the crying need of to-day.

HERE seems to be a dearth of men willing to serve

as town councillors in some of the Ontario towns.

When the yearly nominations are held, they close with-

out sufficient candidates. In the town of Renfrew this

has happened two years in suc-

cession. In another town it has

occurred in each of the last seven

years. Another nomination is required, and new candi-

dates must be induced to come out. The work of the
council is thus delayed several weeks.

In the town of Milton, they have a meeting of rate-
payers before nomination day and a committee is ap-
pointed to see that sufficient and proper candidates are
nominated. The consent of each is obtained, of course,
before being put in nomination. The plan is one worthy
of earnest consideration in towns where good men neglect
or refuse to take office.

That there should be a dearth of public-minded citi-
zens is probably due to the fact that good men hate the
personal canvass. They would sooner be considered to
be lacking in public zeal than be found buttonholing their
fellow-citizens and asking them for votes. If the pub-
lic would make it known that they will vote for the best
man independent of any canvass, better men might offer
themselves. But, after all, this is almost too much to
expect of us. John Smith asks us for a vote. We
know he does not deserve it, yet we hate to refuse him
because it might hurt his feelings. Hence we weakly
promise. It is not very creditable but it is human
nature. Fortunately all the voters are not so weak as
some of us. ;

ROM the Maritime Provinces, there is a steady mi-
gration of girls to the United States. The stream
of ambitious young men from the Provinces by the Sea
now runs toward Western Canada, but the ambitious
young women still go to the
States by the hundred. Such is
the lament of the St. John
“Globe” and other journals. They conclude that if the
young men go away, the girls must go too ; otherwise,
how are they to find mates ?

Speaking to a Nova Scotia audience several years
ago, I advocated a policy of keeping the young men at
home. I didn’t think then of the argument, that it
would also keep the young women at home. I advo-
cated the founding of Canadian clubs, and the spreading
of the sentiment that young men have no right to leave
the country that gives them a birth-right and an educa-
tion. The Canadian club movement in Toronto in 1896
was based partly on a desire to kill the old feeling that
the smartest young man in the community was he who
went to the States. There were smart young men
staying at home, and we wanted to increase our num-
bers. Perhaps it was egotistic and selfish, but it aided
in strengthening the national feeling.

For forty years, the Maritime Provinces have sat
back and grumbled. In that period they have lost—
what?  About half a million of the finest young men

TOWN
COUNCILS

THE MAIDS
WE LOSE
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and young women ever reared—worth in round figures at
least five hundred millions of dollars. If you think the
estimate high, work it out for yourself, my friend. A
little over ten million dollars a year in young men and
young women, given away absolutely without return !
Is it any wonder that the population is stationary, that
people think that the Maritime Provinces cannot be
developed farther ?

If these three provinces would only forget their petty
jealousies and unite for the common good, they could get
back a hundred million dollars’ worth of those people. I
have talked with many of these exiles, and they have
declared their desire to go back. It is time for a revo-
lution down by the sea—a real, genuine, bloodless
revolution.

ARBITRATION of labour disputes is to be a feature
of Parliamentary debate and probably of legisla-
tion during the present session. Perhaps the incipient
organisation of a labour party has spurred on the politi-
ARBITRATION ca.1 lead.ers to an effort to. deal
AND LABOUR with thl$ tr}uch vexed q}lestlon.
The principle of referring labour
disputes to arbitration is very old and originated from
the practice, still prevalent, of referring trading disputes
to expert arbitrators in cases where judges of the courts
felt the need of such services to guide them. As far bac®
as 1701 there was legislative enactment to deal with this
question. The Statute of 1 Anne provided for a refer-
ence in the case of ‘“‘woollen, linen, fustian, cotton and
iron industries,”” to two Justices of the Peace, ‘‘to pre-
vent the oppression of the work people and ensure pay-
ment of wages in the current coin of the realm.” This
Act was for ten years only. In 1710 it was revived,
made perpetual, and subsequently extended to various
other trades.

Provision for arbitration in labour disputes by law is
thus not a new principle. Unfortunately, however, not
one of the multitude of laws that have been passed since
the time of Anne by legislatures the world over, has
proven a panacea for the difficulties involved. Strikes
there have been since the great one organised by Moses
in the land of the Pharoahs, and strikes there will be
until the end of time. This may seem pessimistic, but
it is written with a knowledge of the important part
played by the evil side of human nature in causing strikes
and lockonts. You might as well hope for universal

‘peace among all nations as among all employers and

employees.

This is no reason why parliamentarians should not
try to deal with the matter. As a matter of fact, legis-
latures have done much to prevent strikes and lockouts
in the past, and, wisely guided, can do more in the
future. The legislature has a duty to perform other than
to deal fairly as between employer and employee. There
is always the general public to be considered, and, while
this nondescript body is made up principally of employ-
ers and employees, the largest part of it, in this coun’r
at least, is not liable to be directly involved in labour
disputes, and is interested only in industrial peace.

Legislation, to be successful in the matter of arbitra-
tion, must recognise certain principles. The tribunal
should be a permanent board, consisting of arbitrators
who will deal judicially with the question submitted.
Temporary boards, as proven by experience, are merely
compromise makers and an encouragement to demands
on the part of ill-disposed labour or capital not averse
to making a gain at the expense of an opponent.

“The only proper means of enforcing the arbitrators’
award is the indeterminate but all-powerful public opin-
jon. To punish, by imprisonment or fine, labour or
capital that refuses to submit or conform to an award,
is contrary to all principles of freedom and against
sound economics.

There are trade disputes involving questions of princi-

ple that are not properly the subject of arbitration. For
instance, the claim for the closed shop. The rights and
privileges of non-unionists are as sacred as the rights of
unionists. 7The Pennsylvania Anthracite Coal Strike
Commission determined some very interesting matters,
and among their decisions is to be found this dictum :
“The contention that the majority of employees in an
industry, by voluntarily associating themselves in a
union, acquire authority over those who do not so asso-
ciate themselves, is untenable.” Fair-minded men will
accept this view, and, if the principle of the closed shop
is untenable, then it cannot be placed in arbitration, al-
though, next to wages, it is the most prolific cause of
strikes. The employer should not be compelled to give
the unionist a preference and should not be allowed to
discriminate against him.

The proceedings before any arbitration tribunal must
be at once simple and inexpensive. Organised labour in
some instances has accumulated large funds, but in more
instances it has not, and at all times capital will have
the advantage in collecting and presenting evidence to
an arbitration tribunal.

The matter should be subjected to a“thorough thresh-
ing out in committee and on the floor of the House. If
the members will vote according to the dictates of their
best judgment, regardless of currying favour with either
of the two great parties affected, we may have in the
statute book of 1906-07 an Act that will go a long way
towards mitigating the strike evil. But no matter what
law is passed, we are inclined to think that, after a few
years' experience, most people will say with the presi-
dent of the New South Wales Arbitration Court, “Arbi-

tration is certainly a bigger problem than we antici-
pated.”

ORONTO is beginning to enjoy the benefit of power
from Niagara. About six thousand horse power
is being received now and this will be increased
to twenty thousand by the end of the week. This power
was just in time, or at least only a few minutes late.
The city has been growing very
rapidly and the demand for elec-
tricity increasing extensively. The
Toronto Electric Light Company’s plant was inadequate
to deal with the increased demand put upon it.

It is too early yet to say what effect the coming of
Niagara power will have on prices. Were it not that
the citizens have threatened to put in a municipal supply
line, it is doubtful if the effect would have been notice-
able for some time. The people who have brought the
power in have invested large sums and they naturally
look for considerable profit. Hence they would not
likely be hasty about reducing prices. The enormous
vote cast in favour of the power by-law on January
first, may or may not modify the view of those who
are selling the power now available.

Mr. Frederic Nicholls states that about 40,000 horse
power is being developed at the Falls and that, as the
Government restricts the exportation to fifty per cent.,
there is likely to be plenty of power available for the
whole of Western Ontario for some time to come.

TORONTO AND
NIAGARA

HE sympathy of Canada will flow freely and
generously towards J amaica in this her hour of
trouble. The white population may be small, but both
white and black are subjects of the same sovereign as
we are. We feel for those in dis-
tress anywhere, but we may be
~ pardoned if our grief is more keen
when the pall of disaster covers a portion of a member
of the colonial sisterhood. Canadian relations with
Kingston, the capital of the island, are close—both in a
trade and a social sense; consequently the news of
Monday came to us with something of a personal shock.

COLONIAT,
SYMPATHY



8 The Canadian Courier

&
o
=

We

noticed a newspaper paragraph in which Mr.
Borden was reported to have said that he expected them
but then, on the other hand, Mr. Emmerson told his
New Brunswick Convention that he did not look for any
election this vear. Still, Mr. Emmerson may not know
all that is going on ; and then, again, his ignorance may
be merely official. FEvery public man has two minds in
which he knows things—one is his official mind in which
he only knows what is convenient for him to know, and
the other is his private mind in which he knows a lot
more than he is paid to know by the State. A poli-
tician is one of the few men who can make ignorance
pay—official ignorance. He very {requently makes
greater progress because of the thing he does not know
than because of those he knows. Just as a bad memory
is a good asset for an election trial witness, so a bad
“knowery’’ is a proof of great wisdom on the part of an
astute politician. But still again, Mr. Emmerson may
know that the elections are not coming on; and Mr.
Borden may be merely mistaken.

RE the Dominion elections coming this year ?

® W *

An election this year would probably be a good stroke
of business on the part of the Government. The Opposi-
tion is disorganised. The country is still prosperous ;
but Mr. Byron E. Walker has recently told us to look
out for squalls. Disorganisation is becoming apparent,
too, in the ranks of the Ministry ; but it has not yet
gone far enough to produce any great weakness, though
there may be a different tale to tell next year. That
Mr. Emmerson does not feel too secure in New Bruns-
wick, the calling of his convention showed. Bourassa
has disturbed Quebec ; and, if rumours of the early re-
tirement of Sir Wilfrid should become credible before the
elections came on, his disturbance might amount to a
cleavage in the party. In Ontario, things are bad ; but
they are not likely to become much better. Railway
building will probably keep the two new Western Pro-
vinces safe, and their representation is about to be in-
creased ; but it is still small. Should young McInnes
capture British Columbia, that might be the signal for
battle.

w. e

These rumours of the retirement of Sir Wilfrid are
becoming as little credited as the advertisements of the
“farewell tours” of great artists. The Premier’s health
is now, happily, quite as good as that of any man of his
age who is under so great a strain. There is no likeli-
hood that he will be driven from his seat in the Com-
mons to an invalid’s chair. Nor, as age advances, is he
likely to consider any more favourably the idea of re-
tirement. It is only young men who can toy pleasantly
with the notion of stepping aside from the battle of life,
and ending their days in calm and comfort and intel-
lectual ease. Older men are too near the borders of
compulsory retirement—feel too chill upon their cheeks
‘the icy breath of man’s last resting-place—to look upon
the cessation of activity as anything but a prelude to
the cessation of life. They have all but too few years
before them, and they feel that they must live them—
every minute. The young man thinks of retirement as a
state of leisure from which he can return at will. To
the old man, it has the dread sound of an euphemism for
‘‘the end.”

Gladstone retired with great good will in 1875 with
+wenty years of active life yet before him ; but when,
having returned to the arena, failing health more and
more steadily demanded a second and final retirement,
the dying gladiator waved his sword to the last. Sir
John Macdonald did not retire at all—he fell in battle.
Sir Oliver Mowat did not retire.. Alexander Mackenzie
sat in the Commons for years after he had ceased to be
a factor in its deliberations. Retirement is not a habit
of public men ; and there is little reason to expect that
Sir Wilfrid Laurier will now retire so long as he can do
his work. Yet the tradition of his bad health—which
at one time had all too much foundation—is so strong
in the country that people are always talking as if it
were about to occur ; and, as he grows older, this ex-
pectation is bound to weaken him and his party, es-
pecially in Quebec. This, however, is one reason against
an election this autumn. Should it be brought on after
only three sessions of this Parliament, the rumour would
at once gain ground that it was to be followed by the
transfer of the baton from Sir Wilfrid to Mr. Fielding.

. ks S

The position of the Iiberal party in Ontario comes
as near as possible to a surrender. The position of the
Conservative party amounts to the occupation of the
surrendered field by an unorganised and quarrelsome
mob. The Whitney Government is the one effective or-
ganisation in the Province. The Liberals ought surely
to produce Provincial and Federal leaders for this Pro-
vince without delay ; for, in such a case, the policy of
drift is a policy of disaster. 7The Federal Conservatives,
on their part, want a local leadership—distinct from
that of Mr. Borden ; a local loyalty, this time including
Mr. Borden; and a policy. What can be done in the
way of policy-making, Adam Beck has shown; and
what aggressive leadership will accomplish, even when
the aggressive leader singularly lacks the confidence of
the people, ‘“Billy”” Maclean is demonstrating.. If the
Conservatives would let Maclean write their policy, and
then get E. B. Osler to advocate it, they would make the
Liberals “‘sit up.” 1If, on the other hand, the Liberals
could produce just one leader of the Mowat-Mills-Sifton-
Joly-Blair-Fielding-Fitzpatrick-Tarte calibre, they could
put their opponents in a serious position.

Without Prejudice.
Britannia.—“ Accept my congratulations, Sire, on the splendid growth
of your Navy, and, since I have your assurance that your programme is not

an aggressive one, I feel sure you will be interested to see what I have been
doing in the last three years I"’—Punch.
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Right Rev. Arthur Sweatman.
Lord Bishop of Toronto.

The New Primate

1S Lordship Bishop Sweatman of Toronto was
elected, on Wednesday morning, Metropolitan and
Archbishop of the province of Eastern Canada, and from
thence he took his title as Archbishop of Toronto, by
which he will be henceforth known. In the afternoon
another meeting of all the Bishops of Canada took place,
at which the Bishops from the West, with two excep-
tions, voted by proxy. The result of this election was
to declare Archbishop Sweatman of Toronto primate of
all Canada.

An early celebration of the Holy Communion was
held at St. Alban’s Cathedral in the morning, at which
Bishop Sweatman officiated, and all the Bishops who
attended the election were present. A very pleasing fea-
ture of the election was the presence outside St. Alban’s
Cathedral of the pupils of St. Alban’s School, who
loudly cheered the new Archbishop on his return to his
home, after his election, when His Grace and Mrs.
Sweatman entertained the Bishops to luncheon.

The following Bishops were present : Their Lordships
Bishop Du Moulin of Niagara, Bishop Williams of Huron,

Hon. G. W.!Ross.
Lately appointed to the Canadian Senate.

Bishop Mills of Ontario, Bishop Thornloe of Algoma,
Bishop Hunter Dunn of Quebec, Bishop Carmichael of
Montreal, Bishop Worrall of Nova Scotia, Bishop Newn-
ham of Saskatchewan and Bishop Holmes of Moosonee.
His Grace, Archbishop Matheson of Rupert's Land, was
ill and unable to be present.

Higher Education in the West

ITH all their business nerve and incessant pursuit
of material success, the Western Canadians
show no desire to neglect ‘‘the Humanities,” as the
Scots forebears of a good many of us would have phrased
it. Within the past week three notable announcements
have been made concerning higher education beyond the
Great Lakes. British Columbia has arranged with the
Governors of McGill University that a McGill College for
the Pacific province shall be erected. Therein students
proceeding to their degree may take their first and
second years before joining the parent foundation at
Montreal, where the course will be finished. This plan
should be of great benefit both to the students and to
McGill, which will be enabled to widen her scholastic
territory.
In Manitoba, where the Provincial University is pure-
ly an examining body, Premier Roblin and the heads ol

The University of Manitoba, Winnipeg.

the denominational colleges have made great progress
towards federation on the Toronto University plan.
Doubtless a university college will be instituted, the
growth - of population and the demand for increased
academic facilities making such a course advisable.

In Alberta the Minister of Education assured an Ed-
monton audience that a provincial university would be
established with all speed. ‘At first it cannot be large
or complete,” said the Minister, ‘‘but we intend ulti-
mately to make it second to none.”

That remark of the Alberta statesman was redolent
of western optimism. The people next the Rockies will
be satisfied with no half measures, and the Minister’s
business is to let Canada know his province must have
the best. Energy and optimism ! What they have done
and will do! In one of James Bryce's most engaging
chapters he tells the reader of the American Common-
wealth about his quaint experience in the diminutive
capital city of a new western state which must at the
time have been of about the same age as Alberta. Pro-
fessor Bryce—or rather Ambassador Bryce—had been
introduced, among other notables, to the president of
the state university. The local educationist was so
dazzled by the glory of the great man that he insisted
upon doing all the talking. And his talk concerned ex-
clusively his beloved State University. During the mono-
logue Professor Bryce noticed that the president = often
spoke of “the faculty,” ‘“‘our faculty,” and so on. Final-
ly, when the visitor could interject a word, he asked :
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’
Hon. James Bryce and Mrs. Bryce, the new hosts of the British
Embassy at Washington.

“Pardon me, Professor Jones, but how large is your
faculty ?” The president reddened a tinge. ‘“Well,”" he
said, nervously, ‘‘at present there are only two—myself
and Mrs. Jones. But,” enthusiastically, ‘“‘we shall have
a third before three years are gone !”

The small university has its place in the world. But
in ‘th'e great West most of us will see some day prosper-
ous institutions which will be the young but worthy

rivals of the great fabrics of Toronto and McGill, Lava'
and Queen's.

The New Ambassador

T HAT a man of letters should be chosen instead of a
member of the diplomatic service to represent
Great Britain at the court of Washington (will our
United States readers please excuse the phrase ?) has
occasioned much comment. The only excuse seems to be
that Mr. Hay, a distinguished literary man, represented
Washington in Loondon and that compliments should be
exchanged. Perhaps the real truth is that there was no
suitable diplomat available to succeed Sir Mortimer
Durand and that, as author of ‘““I'he American Common-
wealth,”” and a sincere admirer of the Republic, Mr.
Bryce was likely to be acceptable. Moreover, Washing-
ton is an important world-capital, and the diplomacy
there is becoming more and more important.

There has been some talk of a Canadian coadjutor for
Mr. Bryce. This would doubtless please this country,
but it may be doubted if it would be workable. The ex-
periment might be tried, for certainly the questions
which come up will often be Canadian. Fven if this does
not occur, it is likely that Mr. Bryce will carefully guard
colonial interests. He knows Canada fairly well.

In stature Mr. Bryce is small, his face is thin and
angular, his eyebrows shaggy and his general appearance
and manners those of a diffident college professor. His
strength, and he has strength, is carefully concealed. The
writer discussed British postage, on periodicals mailed
to Canada, with him in 1905 at a private dinner and

found him open-minded and considerate—even to an un-
known and over-enthusiastic colonial.

Little has been written about Mrs. Bryce—Her Excel-
lency, as she must now be called. I believe her mother
was American born, but she herself is of Manchester. Mr.
Bryce did not marry until seventeen years ago, when he
already had a reputation as an historian and politician.
The younger KElizabeth Marian Ashton had thus a task
to fit herself in with a ready-made career. Like most
English women, she knew politics well and has apparent-
ly found little difficulty in accommodating herself to her
new conditions. As a political hostess both in ILondon
and Dublin, she has made a success.

The Chase for Peace

R. W. T. STEAD, who loves to travel by lime-
light, has sent forth a message from Rome in
which he proposes an international pilgrimage of peace,
in which notable persons from all over the world would
take part, to start from the United States for The
Hague, by way of London, Paris and Rome, and to ar-
rive at the Netherlands capital at the time the second
peace conference assembles there.

Who would go on this modern crusade? President
Roosevelt has declared in fayour of the strenuous life
with peace thrown in but he is entirely too busy for
stray adventures such as this. Probably Mr. Stead and
Mr. Andrew Carnegie would have the pilgrimage to
themselves, which would be an excellent thing for the
rest of the world, which is rather weary of Stead’s
scolding and Andrew’s Views on everything, from Homer
to the Himalayas.

Some of these apostles of peace remind one of the
Irish school-master who declared that he always had
peace even if he had to thrash every boy in the school.
The noisy insistence on the quality is not consistent
with its nature and it is rather curious that dissension
follows the entrance and utterance of the professional
exponents of ‘‘calm.” It is just possible that peace, like
mercy, 1S nat straimed and ‘droppeth "% #.% from
Heaven upon the place beneath.”

The last peace conference was regarded by many hope-
ful observers as a kind of curtain-raiser for the Millen-
nium. But a gloomy philosopher remarks, concerning the
last eight years, that the very talk about peace seemed
to set the nations quarrelling. The United States had
an interesting six months with Spain, Britons and Boers
found it necessary to vote by bullets and Japan straight-
way showed Russia that the Orient is not always to
play the part of passive resister. We are all fond of
peace if we can have it and the earth at the same time.
Let us love one another, keep our powder dry and have
the very latest thing in submarine destroyers.

J. G.

British Embassy at Washington
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Mr. Twigg Advocates an Aristocracy

THE FIRST OF A SERIES OF INTERVIEWS WITH A PHILOSOPHER.

By WILLIAM HENRY

R. TWIGG was a philoso-
pher. No one in the vil-
lage disputed it. He had been
about everywhere and had seen
about everything. He had ideas;
they were his own and never like
other people’s. When he told me
Canada should go in for a titled
aristocracy 1 was only mildly sur-
prised, although only a week ago
he was a violent republican. Mr.
Twigg was seated in a rickety rat-
tan chair in the back yard having
an after dinner clay pipe, when I
asked him how he had become a
convert to aristocracy.

‘“Business, my boy, pure busi-
ness—dollars and cents,”” he re-
plied. “If you read the papers as
much as I do you would know that after all the only
road to fame is by the acquisition of wealth. Do you
ever see a leading editorial devoted to the poor but de-
serving citizen now-a-days ?"’

“No,” I confessed, “But how can aristocracy lead to
wealth ?”

“Why it's so easy that I marvel that none of the
other great philosophers of this country - have ever
thought of it before. Canada is poor compared with the
free and independent Republic to the South. I am sick
and tired of hearing of our great undeveloped resources
which everyone talks about and few develop. If we
don’t want to wait until the end of time to get rich, we
must import money, and where better than from the
United States?” He paused to relight his pipe.

“‘But how would an aristocracy bring money from the
United States ?

It’s the only way to get it from the United States,”
said he. ‘Did you ever figure out the millions and
millions of money that the Yankees spend in Fngland
and on the Continent ? They don’t go there for scenery
and change of air. Those are only palpable subterfuges.
They go to gaze at
Royalty, to shake its
hand, put their legs un-
der its table, and, if pos-
sible, get related to it.
Our mountains  and
lakes and rivers are just
as good and our air is
better. But we lack a
setting—a halo over our
scenery. We mneed cas-
tles and lodges and
stone fences with pla-
cards—'This estate be-
longs to Lord Billing-
hurst. The public not
admitted,’—and a vener-

able powder-wigged porter to open the gate and show
the public around when generously tipped. It is true
we get some of the common people from the United
States in Muskoka and on the Saguenay, but the fools
with money are getting to be about as numerous and
infinitely more profitable. They all go across the
water.”

“Besides the tourist,”’ continued Mr. Twigg, ‘‘there is
the matrimonial market. Think of its possibilities. We
could provide enormous incomes for the deserving young
men of our first families if only they were peers—some of
them haven't enough brains for hsiness. The French
Canadians ,would make Counts and the English Cana-
dians, Lords. What country is better adapted for turn-
ing out both brands, and both are in demand. The
Goulds of New York sent away over to Paris for a
count and then didn’t get a real good one. How much
better if they had been able to run up to Quebec, drive
out to Bellechasse and pick one out with a decrepit but
historic chateau on the St. Lawrence. The chances are
he would have been able to count his relations as far
back and would not have travelled so much nor as fast.
Certainly he would have been better behaved.

“Then think of the Chicago market—right on the
main line of the Grand Trunk. We could dispose of
hosts of Lords over there. They like Lords better than
Counts in Chicago and no one would be quicker to take
advantage of our superior transportation facilities than
the acute Chicago pork millionaires.”

“But, that’s not all,”” continued Mr. Twigg, so inter-
ested in his subject that he laid his pipe down on the
grass beside him, ‘There are the people like William
Waldorf Astor who want to break into society. They
would come across the border in droves after they had
made their millions, to mingle socially and familiarly
with our Lords and Dukes. Of course,”” he continued
meditatively, ‘‘by rights, we ought to have our own
King and Royal Court. But that would come in time"
he added hopefully. Mr. Twigg stopped, pulled a plug
of tobacco from his pocket and proceeded to cut a pipe full.

“Well,”” said I, ‘“‘you have mapped out a very nice

““ The Matrimonial Market—Think of its Possibilities.”
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plan for some of our people, but only a few. What are
you going to do for the rest of them ? You couldn’t
provide for more than a thousand peers in this
country.”

«Couldn’t we ?'’ rejoined Mr. Twigg, shaking his pipe

at me with indignation. ‘‘Couldn’t we ?  Seventy
million people in the United States wouldn’t support
more than a thousand peers ? What nonsense. They’'d

support ten times that many right now and it'll grow
on them. I figure that when once we get properly es-
tablished we could have their exclusive patronage in
aristocracy. Besides, it's the one thing they could never
produce at home. Why the laws of the country pro-
hibit it. Under the constitution all men are free and
equal in the United States.”

«Of course there are some people in this country,”
and Mr. Twigg looked rather sharply at me over his
spectacles ‘‘that Nature has rendered ineligible to the
ranks of nobility. But they wouldn’t be deprived of all
its blessings. Many of them would find congenial occu-
pation in attending to the wants of the peers, and profit-
able employment in providing for their fathers-in-law,
mothers-in-law, sisters-in-law, brothers-in-law  and
cousins-in-law from the United States. Besides,” added
Mr. Twigg, ‘Canada’s somewhat limited experience
along this line leads me to believe that many of our own
people would take real pleasure in following the doings
of an aristocracy.”

The French in Canada®

By JAMES A. HOBSON

HE rush of new, raw American energy in Canadian
development is tempered by the presence of an-
other older element. 7The old French stock, with

its persistent clinging to the language, the laws, the re-
ligion, the agriculture, and the village life of a bygone
epoch in the life of France, gives a distinct flavour of
romance to the older provinces. The long period of
French rule, in which monarchy wielded absolute govern-
ment through feudal seigneurs, has left its mark even on
the politics of to-day. Accustomed to regard the State
as a power above, an arbitrary dispenser or withholder
of favours, the French Canadian peasant is still too
much disposed to regard “politics” as a method of ex-
tracting laws and public money for the improvement of
his local interests. His politics, his religion, and even
his mode of speech belong rather to pre-revolutionary
France than to the France of to-day. To the habitant
of Quebec, Great Britain still remains a foreign country,
and so far as a sense of “nationality’ is present to him,
'it is French rather than American nationalism that
affects his mind. Not that there is any strong sym-
pathy with the democratic secularism of the modern
French republic, or any desire for a reversion to politi-
cal relations with the old country from which their
blood, their laws, and their culture are derived. There
is no disloyalty, active or latent, to the British Empire,
no present sympathy with the conception of independent
Canadian nationalism, still less with the notion of a
political merger with the United States. So far as such
feelings can be gauged at all, it seems as if the body of
the French in the old provinces cherish a half-conscious
desire that Quebec and Ontario, old Canada, could stand
aloof from the larger opening life of the Dominion, S0
that the French, by virtue of population, racial solid-
arity and habits, might have their own way in the
government of the districts to which they are attached.
Such a hope, once seriously entertained, is, however, now
being reluctantly abandoned. For though the separate-
ness between French and British Canadians in the more
intimate relations of life remains strongly marked, the

* Mr. 1l-known writer on economics, visited Canada last
year gi:d ?vgg:g‘: ‘:o:lf. s Ca(:mdn To-Day,” from which we quote the seventh

chapter.

modern industrial career upon which the country is en-
tering is beginning to make itself felt even in the back-
woods of Quebec. The contagion of the States has now
for a generation been operating on the young Canadians,
who have poured into the New England mills ; their re-
flux into the old provinces, under the pressure of the new
developments, brings new ideas and ways of life. Rail-
road development, the working of great lumber reserves,
and the utilisation of water power, are breaking down
the old isolation. * * * * *

A few of the dying generation may still entertain the
notion which Mr. Goldwin Smith expressed fifteen years
ago when he wrote, “Quebec, at the present day, though
kindly enough in its feeling towards Great Britain, is
not a British colony, but a little French nation.”” But
it is not alone the invasion of American industrialism
that sweeps away this old order. Canadian unity is
visibly swelling ; railways are binding ever closer the
diverse provinces, and community of interest is repre-
sented in a strengthening of the federal government.

The growth of the new north-west is the death-blow
to the old French aspirations. For the real basis of
French domination in Canadian affairs lay in the pre-
ponderant growth of population. Nowhere in the
British Empire is the fecundity of population anything
like as great to-day as in Quebec, where the birth-rate
at the last census was 36.83 per thousand as compared
with 28.80 for the whole country. Though the mortality
in the French villages was always high, the size of their
families yielded a large overflow, which has annexed
large sections of Ontario and bids fair in time to dom-
inate the politics of that province. But the rate of im-
migration from Europe and the United States into Man-
itoba and the north-west has turned the scale : the Can-
adian nation of the future cannot be pre-eminently
French, though this leaven will remain important; it
will be a blend of all the European peoples, resembling
that of the great Republic, except that the peoples of
southern Furope will be less prominently represented.

Forming nearly two-thirds of the population of Mont-
real, they are seldom found at the head of any consider-
able business, though not a few achieve success in  the
professions, especially in law, for which they possess
great natural aptitude. But though nearly all the big
bankers, railway men, manufacturers and traders are
British, there are signs that the French are beginning to
encroach. FEntering more largely into town life, they
are coming to the front in engineering and other pur-
suits where science plays a controlling part in the busi-
ness.

The ordinary British attitude towards the French Can-
adian is one not of personal dislike but of some con-
tempt mitigated by suspicion, in essence the same atti-
tude as that which the Ulsterman adopts towards the
uneconomic Irishman, the smart J ohannesburger to-
wards the unprogressive Boer. The solidarity of the
French Canadian, based on religion, speech, and attach-
ment to the soil, prevents all vital understanding be-
tween the two races. The ordinary British theory im-
posed upon the visitor to Toronto or Montreal is that
the French are a slow, dull people, content to strugyle
along in poverty and to hand over the chief control of
their lives, with all their spare cash, to the priests, who
are their real local rulers. But a little cross-examina-
tion will often disclose the fact that your informant has
never been on visiting terms with any single French
family, that his knowledge is confined to purely econ-
omic relations with French workmen, and that his large
general judgments are mere caught-up phrases from
newspapers or platforms. L * * *

The few British who have been in close sympathetic
touch with the French are disposed to think the talk
about priestly tyranny exaggerated. It is quite true,
they say, that in the past the Church has sucked great
wealth from this nation of staunch believers, and has
undertaken the practical control of their politics, but
this power is shaken. The habitants of the most remote
parts are affected by the new manners brought in by the
easier access to cities ; industrialism is making its way,
the old-fashioned implements of agriculture are yielding
to the products of the Harvester Trust, new comforts
are coming into the standard of living ; most of the
families have some member in the United States or in
one of the rising Canadian cities. All these things are
stirring up the old-world routine complacency of life ;
with economic changes come new ideas regarding poli-
tics and religion. " i o % ¥
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Ice-Boating on Toronto Bay.

Winter Sports

SOME FACTS AND PHOTOGRAPHS SHOWING HOW CANADIANS ENJOY THEMSELVES
DURING THE WINTER MONTHS.

ANADIANS manage to enjoy themselves at most
seasons of the year, but joy in sport is at its
greatest height in mid-summer and mid-winter. In mid-
summer, sports are mainly aquatie, though tennis, crick-
et, baseball and bowling on the green have considerable
attention.

In mid-winter, sport attains even greater enthusiasm.
When the frozen earth is well covered with snow, when
the air is cold and bracing, when all sorts of exertion
but serve to keep ‘the blood coursing naturally, all
stirring sports are keenly enjoyed. The sun sinks early
to rest, the days are short and the evenings lonf. There-
fore there is much time in which it seems natural to for-
get study and business, and to seek pleasure in healthful
form.

There are those, no doubt, who believe that snow and
jce prevent the Canadian winter from being enjoyable.
These have not lived in Canada. KEvery race adapts
itself to its environment and Canadians have learned to
make the most of their winters. In fact, mild weather
in December, January and February makes the people
dull and sad. They are looking for cold weather, and if
it does not come their plans are frustrated and their
enjoyments cut off. When the sleigh bells jingle and the
ponds and rivers are thronged with merry-makers, hi-
larity attains a height not otherwise possible.

In mid-winter, the country boys and girls drive long
distances to dances and social evenings. What can be
more pleasant than a few miles under a bright star-lit
sky, seated on the straw-covered bottom of the sleigh-
box, protected from the cold by warm robes, with the
laugh and chatter of a hall-dozen companions to make
the moments speed faster than the prancing horses ? The
merriment of a farm-house kitchen in winter time when
the ‘‘neighbour’s” boys and girls come in, is of the
highest grade.

In the towns and cities, the covered rinks are fre-
quented by enthusiastic curlers, skaters, or hockey-
players. The toboggan slides are patronised by all
classes. The sleighing parties to neighbouring villages
or rural hostelries are sufficient to keep many livery-
stables empty. On the bays, harbours and rivers skat-
ing and ice-boating furnish day-sport as well as evening.
For those who love tramping in the open air, snow-
shoeing ofiers limitless delight by sunlight or starlight.

True, one must be warmly clad, but warm clothes are
cheap because they are not necessarily fashionable. There

is less style in winter clothing than in summer and few
people seem to suffer from the cold. If all the world
might come and see, they would discover that winter
brings no fears to the Canadians but rather a sense of
happiness and jollity which seems natural and essential.

Tobogganing

OBOGGANING and sled-riding are almost synono-
mous. The Canadian toboggan is of Indian origin;
the sled of European. The long, thin toboggan with its
turned-up bow to throw off the loose snow was designed
by the Red Man to enable him to transport his famuly
and belongings in winter with the greatest ease. Sled
runners would sink in the unpacked snow. The tobog-
gan, presenting a broad surface, glides over the surface
with slight resistance.

Canadians have taken the Indian means of winter
transportation, unhitched the dog and made it a vehicle
of pleasure. In the districts of which Montreal, Ot-
tawa and Quebec are the great cities, tobogganing has
long been a popular sport. This popularity is said to
date from the time the British officers with the Guards,
Rifles and Line, quartered in Canada at the time of the
Trent Affair in the sixties, tried to make the sport fash-
ionable and exciting. At least so says Lady Macdonald
in “Murray’s Magazine" of January, 1888. In a later
article in “Outing,” a writer says that it ‘“‘originated in
the city of Montreal * * *  Fletcher's Field, Bre-

Tobogganing in Montreal, Park Slide.
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Winter Sports—Tobogganing in High Park, Toronto.

hauts Hill and Paul Street were the hills most fre-
quented.”

Be the historical facts as they may, the artificial to-
boggan slide is comparatively modern. From a single
slide, it has come to have a series of chutes divided by
ridges of snow and ice, so that steering dangers are
lessened. This sort of track-slide is said to have been
first built at Saratoga, N.Y., in 1887. It was a three-
track iced slide, with a length of 2,300 feet and a fall of
112 feet in the first 600 feet.

At Montmorency Falls near Quebec is perhaps the
most famous of all Canadian natural slides. The spray
is there frozen into huge comes, I50 feet or more in
height. 7To go down one of these and then across the
frozen surface of the river is rare sport. There swiftness
of movement is attainable under the most natural con-
ditions.

At St. Moritz in Switzerland, there is wonderful to-
bogganing. But the toboggan most popular there is a
light steel sled which carries only one person. At Par-
liament Hill, London, ¥ngland, and other points in
Great Britain, short, flat toboggans are used for
one person. The Canadian toboggan runs best with
three persons on board. The greater weight of
the load adds to the speed. The Canadian toboggan is
used in Switzerland but has not been able to hold its
place in racing against the American sled with round
steel spring runners.

The thrilling, breath-taking dash down a toboggan
slide paved with ice is terrifying to the inexperienced, but
gloriously exhilarating to those who have learned to
love it. It is a sport which leads the young people out

into the open, fresh air; strengthens their lungs and
develops their muscles, teaches them self-control—and as
such it may safely and sanely be encouraged.

HocKey

T HIS week there will be more than a hundred hockey
matches in Canada between the Rocky Mountains
and the shores of Cape Breton. There is hardly a city or
town in that three thousand miles of territory which
has not an ambitious hockey team. In the larger cities
there are scores of teams. Hockey is skating with a
purpose and yet it is something more. It is an ice-
game into which goes much that makes football and la-
crosse popular. Seven young men face seven other
young men in a struggle for fame and remown. The
little rubber puck is mercilessly tossed and driven about
the ice in a series of vain or successiul attempts to drive
it between two stakes at either end of the open or
covered rink. Why ? Mainly to prove that the boys of
Smithville are smarter and cleverer than the boys of
Jonesville.

There are junior matches, intermediate matches and
senior matches, there are local leagues, provincial
leagues, inter-provincial leagues, and intermediate
leagues, and then, greatest of all, there are Stanley Cup
matches. For further particulars see the sporting page
of any Canadian daily newspaper.

Snow-Shoeing

I N the West, snowshoeing is a matter of business; in
the Fast it is-a question of pleasure. The trapper,
the engineer and the bushman use the raquets in their

Winter Sports—Hockey Practice on McGill Campus.
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business : in Montreal, Ottawa and Quebec, the snow-

shoe is used for exercise and fun. 7The Toronto people
had a good winter for snowshoeing in 1904-5, but last
winter and this have not been so favourable.

One night last week, Montreal tried to revive the big
snowshoeing days, but only two hundred turned out to

answer the bugles. With coloured lights ablaze and
rockets spitting out their vari-coloured sparks, the

procession wound its way out of the city to Lumkin’s,
There were all sorts of uniforms and many in ordinary
street dress. It was a revival, an enthusiastic but not
overly successful revival.

The T,achine Snowshoe Club and ILe Montaguards
were perhaps the best represented. Among the other
clubs whose members were noticeable were the Alert,

the St. Jacques, St. Patrick’s and the Holly.

. Winter Carnivals

IT is a question whether the old carnival times will
ever come again. Canada has suffered so much
from being regarded as a land of ice and snow that the
old-time sports are frowned down to some extent. Per-
haps when the country gets so big that it doesn't care
about the world’s remarks, the good old days of fun
and frivolity will come again.

Just at this point, one may talk a little history. In
1894, Quebec held her great Winter Carnival. Up to
that time Montreal had possessed a monopoly of the
“mid-winter sprees’ but Quebec took up the idea when
Montreal grew tired of it. Here is Julian Ralph's de-
scription -of it as published at the time :

“It is worth while to tell some of the queer things
that Quebec has done this year.
peppered her
SNOW.

She has absolutely
surface with artistic devices in ice and
The laughing carters, who carry people round
under loads of luxurious furs in the public sleighs, cannot
drive five blocks without coming upon some fort, or
arch, or statue, or pyramid, or palace built of ice, snow
or evergreens. These ingenious Frenchmen have a way
of cutting blocks of snow and then playing water upon
them in freezing weather, so
silver-plated with ice. Then they build the most beauti-
ful things out of these blocks.

“They do ‘the same thing with ice. The great St.
Lawrence, as mighty as Long Island Sound in appear-

that each block becomes

A Unique Hockey Team.

ance, is a river of crystal water, and when they cut the
ice upon its surface each block glitters with a greenish
hue like an emerald. They find it easy enough to
sprinkle palaces and forts around the city, but that is
too easy. They have a talented man named Jobin, and he
was soldered the blocks of ice together with freezing
water and carved this material into the most beautiful
statues. Three of them stand in front of the Basilica,
the golden cathedral of the French Canadians in Quebec.
One statue is a life-like presentation of Laval, the first
Missionary Bishop of the city. Number 2 is a frigid
resurrection of Champlain, the founder of Quebec. Num-
ber 3 is Missionary De Breboeuf, a scholarly priest, who
fell into the hands of the Iroquois and was treated most
sacrilegiously.
eh ? We also baptise,”” and they poured scalding water
under his shirt. “You like circumcision, eh ?"" and they
cut out his entrails. ‘“You like burnt offerings, eh g
and they lighted ten cords of wood under his feet.
“Jobin has carved these people to the life and in the
middle of the Jacques Cartier ward of the city he has

They said to him, “You teach baptism,

Snow-Shoeing—* Bouncing” a New Member of the Club.



Winter Sports—Ice trotting,

put a solid emerald statue of Jacques Cartier on top of
a structure of evergreen, which looks like the base of the
Eiffel Tower."”

SKi-ing

THE ski does not belong exclusively to Canada, nor

has it yet reached the popularity here that it has
attained in Norway which claims it as the national
sport. But while ski running is comparatively unknown
in southernmost Canada, it has become a fashionable
and exhilarating sport in what we might call our winter
cities. In Europe, travellers go hundreds of miles to
see the Norway races and on this continent, New York-
ers have awakened to the bracing effect of the ski sport
as it is practised in the province of Quebec.

The true ski differs from the Canadian snow-shoe. It
is usually as long as the wearer can reach upwards with
his arm. TIts width is from three to five inches. The
front (toe) is pointed and bent upwards so as to pre-
vent it from cutting down in the snow. Ash is con-
sidered the best material and the most used. It is
most important in ski running to have the feet firmly
fixed to the middle of each ski. The foot must not be
allowed to slide sideways or backwards ; but the “bind-
ing” must not prevent the ‘“‘on toe” movement of the
foot which accompanies the sliding. Beyond the ski, to
complete the equipment there should be a long stick, and
the laupar shoes, made out of thick, soft leather, pointed
and bent upwards at the toe. ;

While Canada has no “Holmenkol” day, which is the
Derby of Norway, the ski-ing sport has aroused enthus-
jasm wherever it has been adopted. The Countess of
Minto, like the true sportswoman she always showed
herself, became almost a professional in dexterity and
encouraged ski running at Ottawa. So far, the Can-
adians who have ‘‘gone in" for ski-ing have been wise
enough to adopt the bright colours of the Norwegian
sportsmen, and hence it is one of the most picturesque
experiences in the world to see the gaily-clad figures
against a background of dazzling white.

Curling

OMETHING about the curling season appeared in
these pages several weeks ago and general re-
marks are thus out of order.

There is no greater bonspiel in Canada than the an-
nual one at Winnipeg which opens this year on Feb-
ruary 6th. There are nine competitions, including the
three big open events, the Dingwall, Empire and Tetley
Tea. :

The Walker Theatre Trophy, or International Cup, re-
places the Alfred Doige Cup, and is the only change in
trophies from those offered for competition a year ago.

The Tuckett and Roval Caledonian are restricted to
district winners, while the Blue Ribbon competition re-
presents the city against the visiting rinks. The Mc-
Millan Cup, which is up for competition for the first
time, forms a consolation prize while the Whyte Cup is

y .Y

De:lorimer Park, Montreal.

open to veteran curlers only. The points competition
closes the bonspiel, with the grand aggregate prizes and
a special uniform prize offered by Thos. Johnson to the
individual rink having the neatest and most appropriate
uniform at the bonspiel.

The bonspiel is the nineteenth annual event, and,
judging by prospects, it will eclipse any previous efforts.
It will doubtless attract many outside rinks, and the
number of local rinks to enter is expected to break all
records. A

It is almost ten years since we left the plough, the
desk and the office to write a reply to the frosty title of
Mr. Rudyard Kipling’s poetic lines concerning our jubilee
tribute. But by this time the world has had oppor-
tunity to realise that Our Lady has more than one Can-
adian costume. It would be hard to tell which is the
most becoming—the misty green of spring, the rose and
blue of summer, the russet and gold of autumn, or the
sweeping ermine splendour when she becomes Our Lady
of the Snows. Our poets seem to have a warm pre-
ference for the ripe fulfilling of the months ‘‘when the
river blue is deepest.” But most of us can recall mno
more glowing memories than the sweep down a snow-
covered hill-side or the skater’'s flash across an ice-bound
stream. King Winter may be a stern ruler in some
lands, but Canadian youth regards him as a jolly old
soul who smiles his broadest on a January night.

——

Cold and keen is the wind of the North
As the snow heaps under the moon ;

But the jewels blaze on the fields afar
With the Winter’s largesse strewn.

Strong and bold are the sons of the North,
As they turn to the whirling blast,

For they know the strength that belongs to him
Whom the Northern hand has clasped.

Ski Jumping.
H. R. Drummond, Montreal, making the amateur record jump.
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TRAVELLING ON A SNOWY DAY IN QUEBEC.

to St. Tite, especially on the road known as La Miche. They had a tandem
Frederick Simpson Coburn, the well-known illustrator, made a picture for the story which is reproduced here, by permission of Morang & Co., Limited, Toronto.

ouis Frechette, in one of his Stories of Quebec, *‘In a Snow Storm,”’ describes an unusually severe winter trip from Quebec

but were nearly lost.




Garou the Cast

By W. A. FRASER, Author of ‘“Thoroughbreds,’” etc.

Y log shack hung like an eyebrow on a bulging
clay bank of the Athabasca; just below me the
huge river pushed with the fury of mountain

flood at the mud abutment. From the door wound a
flesh-coloured foot-trail, soon lost in a muskeg from which
isolated tamaracks leaned toward the river as though
anticipating its eroding force.

Presently along this ribbon of trail came Gabrien—
Phillipe Gabrieu, the morose, solitary half-breed, whom
his Cree people had named Lone Man.

I could hear the soft suck of his moccasined feet on
the hard earth at my door ; then his huge figure crum-
pled itself through the narrow, low-topped entrance, and
Gabrieu slouched awkwardly to a three-legged stool,
growling the salutation : “Ho, boy ! Mewasin ?”

He swung one long leg across the other, spat volum-
inously upon the floor, took from his sash a beaded fire-
bag, and filled his pipe with thoughtful deliberation. Then
picking the blue-headed end of a match with his thumb-
nail till it sputtered vellow, his vast lungs kindled the
tobacco to a blaze.

I wondered why had T,one Man come. With this breed
travelled the essence of evil always ; the sign manual of
his craft was in the wolfish jaws, and gorilla arms, and
restless, shifting eyes.

Lone Man smoked silently for a time; at last he
spok,e, saying, “M’sieu Ogama, s'pose I lak some potat’
me.’

I stared in astonishment. The bag of potatoes,
brought a hundred miles of trail, was not for these red-
skinned eaters of meat, so I refused his request sharply.

The heavy, wolfish face took on a deeper shadow of
fierceness as the red-brown giant rose, dipped under the
door crown, and swung sullenly over the pencilled trail.
Going, I could hear the slipping catch of his huge feet ;
it was like a muflled imprecation. I almost regretted
my refusal, for it was not good to stand ill with Lone
Man.

Three days later Joe Savarin wandered into my shack

and said: “S'pose me you hear dat Gabrieu’s brudder
he's die las’ night.”
I hadn’t.

“He can't eat not’ing—jus’ mak’ face at de damn sow
belly de Comp’ny sell. Dat Gabrieu he’s try for mak’
he’s brudder eat, but he can’t. Is M’sieu’s potat’ good
for sick mans ?"

Then T knew that I had misjudged Lone Man. But
why had he not told me his brother was ill 2 Bah ! .the
way of an Indian is but that of a wayward child ; and,
no doubt, Gabrieu had reviled me to the others, for
Savarin’s allusion to the potatoes was the glint of a
hidden trail.

Tiving with me for a time was Henly, a young Mis-
sion school teacher, on his way to Wapiscaw, and the
boy’s death gave him chance for zealous occupation. He
was Fnglish, and seven times a juvenile. Six months of
Canada had not blunted his self-sufficiency, and he arro-
gated to himself full vicarage over burying Lone Man’s
brother.

Out of remorse I sent by Henly a tribute of tea and
tobacco to the wolf-like man who sorrowed. .

For ten days I saw nothing of Gabrieu; on the
eleventh day his heavy-shouldered form shut from my
doorway the sunlight that for hours had glinted up from
the glassed surface of the river. As his shadow fell
across the floor I looked up. A sinster smile curved the
breed’s face into ravines till his teeth showed like fangs.

“Come in, boy,”” I said, thrusting the one stool for-
ward with my foot.

Gabrien entered. From his hand a shaganappi cord
led to something that clung with persistence to the
open ; but with a wrench of the breed’s strong arm, the
something, large and black, hurtled through the air to
the floor of my shack. : ;

«For M’sieu the Ogama,” Gabrieu explained. *I hear
me dat de Ogama want for mak’ bully good train ob
do .’) .

gI nodded comprehendingly. :

“Here's de bes’ damn dog for leader in Alberta ; an’
I don’ want no train dog me dis time, so I s’pose I mak
him for presen’ my fren’.”’ ‘

It was the old story of a half-breed’s present, which
is the dearest kind of a bargain. But because of the
dead brother T took the dog, as a tenderfoot might have
done, and returned his value doublefold—gave Gabrieu
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thirty skins, and passed the large plug of tobacco that
is the crowning grace of a bargain in the Northland.

And when he had gone back by the trail between the
hermit tamaracks. I sat and tortured my mind over
Gabrieu’s latest move.

Could a bad Indian soften to compunction and bring
me as a present a good dog, just because I had shown
regret and dowered him with gifts? T put the troub-
lous thing from me ; there was the dog, whatever was
in the heart of Gabrieu.

Yes, most certainly there was the dog; huge, and
gaunt out of starvation. The letter page of his breeding
had been crossed and recrossed until it was unreadable.
There was the broad, flat, brainless forehead, studded on
either side by a short, thick, rounded ear—which part
was ‘“huskie.”” The black, long-haired coat, white-
streaked on muzzle and legs, was of indefinite origin.
The dog’s lofty stature might have held from a Scotch
stag-hound sire, but there was no corroborative evidence
of this strain. The legs carried the cannon-bone of a
mastiff ; the tail short as a bear’s, suggested the rudi-
mentary narrative of an English sheep dog. And over
this fret-work of canine tracery dominated the spirit of
a wolf ; it lighted the eyes with malevolence, and twitch-
ed the nervous snarling lip with suggestion of blood
thirst.

Gabrieu had not named the dog to me; and, some-
how, through my mind flitted an embodiment of the im-
pression the animal created, the name “Garou.”

I threw Garou scraps of bacon, bannock, a tin of fat;
he snapped everything with famished eggerness.

When Henly saw Garou his eyes smiled with joy. A
train dog ! The very thing he had longed for. And he
had thought Lone Man bitter against me at the boy’s
death, but this showed that the poor fellow was all
right. In my mind was something I did not speak of ;
I knew this breed and Henly did not.

From the first Garou was content. Instinct told him
that he had come to a place of rich feeding. His hard
skull carried the war map of a sanguinary life; scars
left by the loaded dog-whip traversed his scalp like mole-
furrows in a field of loam. All day he lay in the sun
on the chip yard at my door and ate and slept ; and
sometimes sought with strong-clawed feet to dislodge
the army of fleas that homed in the thick hair-forest
that crowned his back like a wolf's crest. He was al-
most voiceless—having neither the wolf’s howl nor the
dog’s bark, nothing but the low “Ghur-r-rh” of a gut-
tural growl.

Garou was a solitary. When Indians passed our way
with their dogs of burden he took no notice of the canine
pack animals. When they snapped at him the provoca-
tion did not even excite retaliation.

One night my little log storehouse was looted by train
dogs. The starved brutes had dug an entry below the
sill log and wrought destruction. The storehouse looked
as though fiends had played havoc with my supplies ;
the bacon was gone utterly ; flour bags were ripped, and
their contents plastered the earth, floor and walls.

Garou, sleeping in the chip yard, had evidently taken
no interest in the proceedings. I was tempted to shoot
him.

One day T acquired another unit for my team of four
dogs—a rare huskie. His yellow-white coat hung in
huge rolls, for he was taking on his winter garment and
casting off the old.

When I brought the huskie to my shack, Garou looked
at him ominously.

(He's as big as the other,”” said Henly joyously,
and of course he’s hungry.”

1 sat and smoked my pipe while the Fnglishman
})roke bannock into a pan and decorated it with bacon
at.

“Better put it outside,”” I advised ; but I had spoken
too late, for Henly had placed the dish on the floor.

The huskie shoved his white nozzle into the food
with eagerness.

I heard a low gurgle in the throat of Garou, and
yelled, ‘“Marse ! A’tim!” I might as well have called
to the Athabasca.

The dog became a black incarnation of ferocity ; his
rush was demoniac in its sudden fierceness. 7The huskie
had fought for food all his life ; each white fish had re-
mained in his possession because of his strength. For

7
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the dish of food he was most willing to battle with
Garou—with twenty Garous.

The black dog's fangs gashed the huskie's neck at the
first fierce snap. But the white dog, knowing of this thing
and its ways, was up in the air like a bear, and his
jaws closed on Garou’s loins. The black was brought
to the floor.

I watched the two, thinking that the indifferent Garou
would take his lesson early .and quit.

Henly was up on the table—the missionary spirit al-
layed by the English interest of a battle.

Suddenly the huskie shot into the air, his grip of the
loin broken, and a hind foot crushed to pulp.

“The black devil! nailed him by the foot!” I
heard Henly say.

Next the huskie's teeth were buried in Garou’'s back ;
the black dog’s huge jaws swept downward, and I heard
a bone crushed like a pipestem, the noise drowned by a
whine of agony from the huskie.

I seized a stick of firewood and aimed a blow at
Garou’s head. I missed, and was thrown half under the
table as the fighting brutes swept against my legs.

Then my camp stove was rolled to its side, and the
pipes clattered to the floor. The turmoil was terrific.
Now up on their hind legs they clinched and tore at each
other’s throats ; now down on the planks, the black al-
ways underneath, trying for the foreleg of his enemy.

I was up again raining blows upon the mad brutes. I
might as well have battered two wolves. Again Garou
closed on a leg with his iron jaws, and again I heard the
bone crushed.

The white dog was done for. As he sought to rise
with a game effort, he pitched forward on his shoulder,
and Garou had him by the throat, his teeth set like a
vise.

By the hind legs I dragged Garou out to the chip
yard—dragged the two of them, for the black’s hold was
a hold of death.

The insatiate ferocity of Garou angered me. I sprang
for my Winchester, but as I threw it up to my hip there
was a slipping step behind me, a hand was laid on my
arm, and the harsh voice of Loone Man said : ‘‘Don’ do
dat, my fren’; de train dog is free from de gun.” Then,
before I could retort, the breed’s voice bellowed, “A’tim!
Marse !”’ Garow’s jaws loosened ; he slunk away cower-
ing, his eyes fixed apprehensively upon Gabrieu.

“Don’t kill him, sir ; I'll buy him,” Henly broke in.

“No, no,” Gabrieu interrupted, ‘I mus’ tak’ him
back. I bring de money an’ give you.”

“You can’'t have him,” I retorted.
you, Henly—I don’t want the brute.”

Gabrieu's heavy face settled into its habitual sullen-
ness, and without another word he turned on his heel
and strode away.

In three days Henly pulled out for Wapiscaw, going
down the Athabasca in a canoe with two Indians. With
him went Garou.

The next forenoon I saw from my shack door the
Mission lad's Indians leaning to the leather collars of the
tracking line as they crept, ant-like, up to the farther
bank of the river. Something had happened. Was the
boy ill ?

On past my shack they took half-a-mile of lee-way,
then in the canoe cut across the swift rushing current,
and landed at my feet, as I stood in apprehension at the
water’s edge.

“What's wrong, lad ?” I cried.

“Is Garou here ?>—I've lost him.”

I answered angrily, “No, I haven't seen the beast.”

“He cleared out last night, and I was jolly sure he
had hit the back trail for your camp”

‘“‘He wasn't worth coming back for,” 1 declared.

Henly waited till the next morning ; but there was
no sign of Garou, and once again the KEnglishman hit
the water trail for Wapiscaw.

In August, with Cayuse Brown as guide, I floated
down the Athabasca toward the stalking ground of big

ame.

On the third day we pulled our Peterboro’ canoe up
the low mud bank at Pelican portage. We had brought
mail for Wapiscaw, and it had been arranged that a
messenger from that post would meet us on this date at
the portage..

Higher up, on a shelf of the terraced valley, was a log
storehouse of the H. B. Co., and beside it a gentle blue
ribbon of smoke fluttered softly skyward from a tangle
of red willow. '

“The Wapiscaw outfit's here, right enough,” Cayuse
said, nodding toward the evidence of camp fire. And
presently the Fnglish Henly came down the poplar-

“I give him to

studded slope and greeted me with enthusiasm.
had come himself for the mail.

In half-an-hour the young missionary, with his two
Indians, climbed from our sight up the thick-wooded hill
to his canoe, that was a mile away on the Pelican
River.

We made camp for the night ; in our ears the sonor-
ous song of Pelican Rapids, where the waters boomed
at the sounding rocks a mile and a hall below.

As Cayuse sliced little white slabs of bacon, he sud-
denly dropped his knife, stood erect, and peered into the
wolf-willow undergrowth.

“If T ain’t got 'em again there's a b'ar prowlin’,”’ he
grunted.

As we stood motionless, gazing at the bushes, a big,
black form slipped cautiously to the open, and stood
with lowered head eyeing us suspiciously.

“My God ! if that’s not The Cast may I be lariated
with a squaw’s shoe string,” swore Cayuse.

“Who'’s The Cast ?*’ I-asked.

“Lone Man's locoed pup.”

I started. Yes, the glint of evening light showed me
the white streak in his forehead. “Garou!"” I ejacu-
lated. ‘

‘“You've called the turn, pard—Loup Garou !” Cayuse
reached for his gun and raised it to his shoulder.

‘Don’t shoot him, Cayuse,” I said.

He

“Different here ; I shoot no nichie’s dog; an’ I'm
not takin’ on Lone Man's grudge, neither.”

“B‘lt_,'

Cayffse interrupted me: “I'm goin' to nip the trail

at his toes. I'd rather camp with Old Nick than sleep
with that cast-off wolf prospectin’ the outfit.”

As he ceased speaking a red tongue darted from the
black mouth of his Winchester ; a puff of dust spat up-
ward from the dog's feet, and with a huge bound the
animal disappeared. I drew a breath of relief.

As Cayuse fried the bacon I told him of my exper-
ience with this dog that seemed shrouded in an atmos-
phere of mystery.

“How d’ye touch Tone Man wrong in the fust place?”
Cayuse questioned.

t(‘Vhy ?H

‘““Cause if Gabrieu outfitted you with that devil he'd
got it in for you big an’ plenty ; you can bet your bead-
worked soul he meant .doin’ you up. An’ as fer dogs
raidin’ yer grubstake, it was this same pup that led 'em.
There ain’t no nichie from here to Fort Resolution but
what’d like to see that huskie dead.” :

“Why don't they poison him ?"

“Say, Boss, don’'t they cache their eyes under a
blanket at night, allowin' they're skippin’ Geitchie Mani-
tou? Well, that’s just why they don’t monkey none
with this black imp. Besides, it’s agin the laws of
health to trifle with TL.one Man'’s property. Not but
what it's come to pass that dope’s been sent out so’s
to come the dog's way ; but he’s slicker 'n forty wolves,
an' seven wolverines, an’ the slipperiest kind of a human.
You can’t fix up a dope-bait he'll take. He was cast
from the police-train-dogs for bein' bad. There ain't no-
body in the Northwest 'cept Gabrieu would trust himsell
alone in the bush with that devil.”

“It’s a good job he deserted Henly then,” I said.

“Deserted nuthin’ ; you can bet yer whiskers Gabrieu
stole him back.”

“Why should he do that, Brown ?”

“Well, Gabrieu's a nichie, ain’t he—an' he plays agin
the man he don't like. This kid of a sky-pilot sort a-
teeped in with him when they planted his brother. Per-
haps he sort-a felt the Cockney had staked him a bit in
the Happy Huntin’ Ground, an' he didn’t want Garou
chewin’ the Englisher up.”

The hot sun had drawn his yellow robes about his
shoulders and stalked from our sight over the brow of
the western uplands. The singing agents of unrest, the
mosquitoes clouded the air rising in fierce strength with
the slow-growing gloom of the coming night. A coyote
whimpered plaintively from a spruce-covered point of
land that cut the river into a bay above our camp.
Cayuse had staked out our mosquito bars, and spread
the rubber sheets and blankets.

“Now I lay me pretty soon,” he drawled lazily,
heaping moss on the smudge fire till clouds of suffo-
cating smoke rose in vain battle with the ever-returning
creatures of torment. Then he rolled his coat into a
pillow, and, stretched on his blanket, lay driving the
last mosquito from his curtain with the fumes of a
black pipe. : o

As I sat and smoked the pipe of reflection, the sinister
image of the black dog persistently present in my
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‘ memory, the sound of something slipping through the
grass of the river-flat came to my ear. Gently I pulled
a rifle across my knee, and waited ; Garou would trouble
me for the last time.

Closer the steps came with steady persistent throb ;
the bush parted a dozen yards away, and Three Deers,
one of Henly’s Indians strode solemnly to our fire.

“Is the Mission Ogama here ?”’ he asked.

“No ; is he not with you ?”’ I replied.

“Then the moneas (greenhorn) is lost. It was this
way,” he continued. ‘‘As we tracked up the Pelican
River with the canoe, at the big bend, which is an hour
of canoe travel and but half a mile by trail, the
Ogama went through the forest. When we came to the
place of the trail meeting Sturgeon Fish and Three Deers
waited long, then I came back looking and calling, but
the Ogama was not. Yes, the Ogama had with him
only the little gun which was in the leather bag at his
belt.”

Cayuse rolled from his bed and ejaculated: “A
tenderfoot for trouble always ! If the sky pilot’s lost
his bearin’s he'll never come back no more. There's a
thousand miles of muskeg over there in the back yard.”

He was buttoning on his coat. ‘“Tain’'t no use trail-
in’ him in the dark,” he grumbled, ‘‘but I sabe we can't
sleep none with that kid playin’ babes in the woods.”

It wasn’t any use, but we went; up over the hill,
silently stepping in each other’s tracks, and then, on the
uplands, through the great muskeg, the gaunt branches
of life-sapped poplars holding their skeleton arms, mock-
hll{g finger-posts, against the shivering, aurora-lighted
S

through the forest with monotonous regularity as we
trailed. Sometimes a startled owl hooted back in de-
rision ; once a timber wolf howled angrily as the cry
startled him. Drab-coated hares darted through the
low-stunted spruce and vanished in the grey shadow
that was over all.
trail ; the earth was carpeted with moss and ferns and
wintergreen, and all was of an even softness. But Three
Deers set his face for the giant buttonwood that marked
the meeting-place of the land-way and the river-way. To
this goal he led us, as an arrow flights to a mark—but
of Henly there was nothing.

Sturgeon Fish, crouched over a smouldering fire be-
side his tethered canoe, shook his head in solemn silence
when we asked the vain question that the lone camp fire
had already answered.

“There’s nuthin’ to do but go back an' wait for
mornin’,”” Cayuse declared ; ‘‘the nichies'll trail him in
the light, right enough.”

We went back in the canoe and slept a little ; Three
Deers and Sturgeon Fish camping just over the hill por-
tage. I knew from ‘“I'he Dipper” we had rounded the
turn of another day as I turned on my side and slipped
off the brink of reality into nothingness. As I fell, float-
ing, floating, I was snatched back by the strong hand of
Cayuse. My shoulder ached from his rough shake, and
he ‘was saying, “Grub pile’s gettin’ cold.”” I had slept
three hours and it was day.

The two Indians had come down the hill, and sat
eyeing the huge pan of bacon Cayuse had fried.

““I'hree Deers says that Lone Man is camped down at

the rapids, huntin’ ; an’ he says that he don’t play none’

too strong a hand himself at this trailin’ game, bein’
somethin’ of a canal mule fer totin’ canoes. But he
banks on Ioone Man’s findin' the kid if he leaves a trail
as big as a mouse’s,” my guide said.

“Send the Indian for Gabrieu—tell
twenty-five dollars for finding the boy.”

In an hour Three Deers returned, in his hand a scroll
of birch bark on which was written in the Cree characters,
“Gone for make kill of mooswa; two, three days,
'spose.”’

It was headed Monday ; this was Wednesday.

Cayuse made a small pack of bacon, bannock, and
tea, and, taking our rifles, we started for the finding of
Henly. We found his trail where he had left the canoe
on the south bank of the Pelican, and for a time it led us
toward the buttonwood. Of my knowledge we were fol-
lowing the shadow of nothing—the indiscernible memory
of one who had passed hours before. Trail ! There was
only the flat map of earth, scratched by the wind and
littered by the leaves.

“I'he Sky Pilot’s lop-sided—he’s circlin’; every lost
man does that, havin' one short leg mostly,” Cayuse
ejaculated, as we fought our way through a tangle of
rasp-berry bushes. The hooked claws clung to my

him I'll give

Like the tolling of a bell Three Deers sent a weird cry |

To the feet there was no seeming’

clothes fiercely ; a stem swinging back cut a red canal
down’ my cheek.

“We’re going south, aren’t we ?”’ I asked, for the sun
on my left cheek had whispered this.

“Mostly,” Cayuse answered; ‘‘mostly biddin’ bye-
bye to the Pelican, an’ headin’ fer Montana, or the
Rockies.”

But in five minutes Three Deers stopped like a hound
at fault—he had over-run the scent. :

““The kid ain’t slept at all,” Cayuse muttered, as we
waited ; ‘‘he’s just wandered like a loose broncho ;
chased hisself round in the dark, like a buck-rabbit keep-
in’ from freezin to death. An’ we’re cinched tight to a
fool game that a sandhill crane’d laugh at. That damn
nichie, Three Deers—three gray mules, that's what he is
—he’s a packer, a tracker of canoes—a treaty payment
man—anythin’ I'll allow, but a wood Indian—"

Three Deers stumbled upon the broken trail at that
minute.

We followed the tracker deeper, always deeper, into
the huge caverns of giant spruce, or the meadow-like
spread of muskeg, or across birch and poplar-clothed ra-
vines, and always the way leading farther and farther
from the paths of men.

Many times as we trailed Sturgeon Fish sent a loon-
like call echoing through the forest. A dozen times my
Winchester spoke querulously to the wilderness; but
from the silent waste, tomb-like in its solemnity, came
nothing but the attenuated echo of my harsh-voiced
rifle. A screen of gray lace drew across the upper blue,
blotting the sun, and I knew not whether our course lay
north, or south, or east, or west.

Once the hyphened marks we followed, led into an
ambush of fallen timber—a sea of dead trees slain by
forest fire, their bodies intermingled like dead soldiers on
a battle field. In the darkness the lost one had plunged
madly forward, fighting each obstacle in reckless haste.
Three Deers circled this forest graveyard and picked up
the trail beyond. 2

Next it was a morass of a muskeg through which
Henly had struggled, taking an insane chance in.the
dark. We picked our way cautiously from tuft to tult
of strong-growing sods that were like stepping-stones
set in the bottomless mark. I shuddered as I thought
of what a slip—a false plunge meant.. Kvery yard of
our way might mark the ending of the footsteps we
followed. Once sucked into the black mud the victim’s
struggles would churn the shifting sand into smothering
ooze.

“Thank God !” I exclaimed, as we reached to where
the morass ran into bayland, firmer to the tread.

When we found Henly’s cap, a dozen yards to the
side of his footsteps, Cayuse groaned.

“I'he kid's mad as a locoed broncho—he's stark, star-
in’ flighty ! God help him now, for he’s just buck-,
jumped through this goose pasture, and it's nuggets to
a strip of shaganappi, he’ll take to the woods scart if
he hears our guns.”

It was as though the definite tangibility of the cap,
so much in nearness to the man we sought had come our
way in fantastic mockery, for in half-a-mile the writing
blurred in the page we read, and there was no sign of
the lost boy’s erratic going. The sinuous search led to
nothing but the effacement of our knowledge of locality.
Intent upon his tracking, Three Deers had slipped gradu-
ally beyond cognizance of his own whereabouts. The
gray sky above was as unreadable as the bottom of a
pot.

‘“Tain’t no use,” Cayuse growled ; ‘‘we’ll have a try
for our camp—only I.one Man can trail this lost
gosling.” :

Three Deers climbed a tall poplar, and when he
dropped back to earth said, ‘‘Our tepee is that way—it
is not far.”

“How does he know ?” I asked of Cayuse.

“Parleyed the timber. In this God-forsaken, wind-
wrestled land of fat pork and blizzard, the poplars hump
their ,backs in a lean toward the south, and he seed their
tops.’ : £

Three Deers took a mental photograph of the slpdt
where we abandoned our search, and set his face for the
portage. In an hour, weary-limbed to the edge of col-
lapse, we grew into the roar of Pelican Rapids; and
soon, thrusting loose-jointed down the hill, we came in
dejection to our camp.

Again Three Deers was sent for Lone Man, but there
was nothing of life at his camp except the prowling
Garou, woll-like in his starvation. I was in despair. We
must wait till the half-breed returned. Because of
the mind-strain, sleep was slow coming ; and then it
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held my wearied senses until the morning sun burned
away its holding thread.

As T laved my face at the river side I saw a birch-
bark creeping up the farther bank. Opposite, the soli-
tary tracker got into his craft and came across. It was
Lone Man. Fate had drawn the breed’s far-reaching eye
to our camp-fire smoke as he came to the river; a
camp-fire meant food, and the hunter had been outwitted
by Mooswa and was hungry. I had sore need of Gab-
rieu, and Gabrieu had sore need of food, so we met as
blood brothers, great in our dissimulation.

Cayuse cut at the bacon until his arm was lame ;
and Gabrieu ate until I feared he would trail not that
day. But when I told him of Henly he*shoved the
hunting knife in its sheath, lighted his pipe with a coal,
and said eagerly: ‘‘Marse! Marse! Marse! I mas’
go quick me for look dat fell'. By Goss! I like dat
mans. By Goss! Xone Man find dat mans or he don’
sleep. Dat moneas he come for my little brudder when
he die, and he spik wit’ good heart. We mus’ gp quick,
I can’t wait. Dat nichie, T'ree Deer, he can’t track
not’in’ ; he’s jus’ %ood for pack grub ober de portage.”

When I spoke of a money reward, Gabrieu stopped me.
“By Goss ! don’t spik dat when you don’ want mak’
row. I don’ want not'in’; I find me dat boy, ’cause
he’s been good when my brudder he's die.”

Lone Man’s words were an inspiration; his unholy
face lost its wolf-like fierceness as he spoke, and became
good to look upon. Hope carried in his voice, and his
eagerness reached into my tired frame until I raced up
the steep hill to the leadership of his long stride. To
the left we turned. Gabrieu’s huge rounded shoulders
were low hung; and beyond the ridge of his greasy
black hair, his sharp eyes were picking up our trail of
the past evening as though he trod a boulevard. Sud-
denly he stopped, dropped to his knees, and picked from
a foot-print leaves and twigs.

“Well, I'm damned !” growled Cayuse, “if the kid
didn’t come clean to here, an’ then light out !”

Again we followed Lone Man; and again, in a
hundred yards he stopped and examined the trail.

“A wolf I I exclaimed in dread, for there, set in the
soft earth, was an oval pug. ;

The eyes of Cayuse shifted from mine evasively as I
looked at him for information.

“Must be a timber wolf,”” I asserted, addressing
Cayuse pointedly ; ‘‘it’s too big for a coyote.”

“Too big for a wolf,” Cayuse added.

‘“You think——"

But Cayuse interrupted me: ‘‘He knows—just look
at him,” and Cayuse jerked his head toward Lone Man.

“Garou ?"’ I asked.

Cayuse nodded.

“Trailing the boy ?’*

‘“The black devil ain’t out here for no promenade.”

Lone Man’s long stride carried us fast. The wind in
the dreary pines whispered to us ‘‘hurry, hurry, hurry” ;
and at our feet, sometimes in patches of mud, the marks
of a huge spreading paw fair atop a boot track beckoned
us forward in haste.

‘“What do the tracks say?” I asked Cayuse once.
“‘Has the dog caught up ?”

‘‘He’s leadin’ the kid off into the bush; the kid's
trailin’ behind, thinkin’ the beast’s headin’ for home.”

On, on, ever deeper into the forest ; sometimes in the
sand of a jack-pine knoll reading the horrible tale of
Garou’s guidance ; sometimes marking the footprints of
dog and man in the black mud of a muskeg ; sometimes
listening to a reading of the signs from Three Deers—I
went, my heart full of unuttered dread.

Three times as he fled through the forest Henly had
lain down to rest; only to jump up again and speed
onward, frightened by something. How the Indian read
aright this fine print I know not, but I believed.

In front of me Three Deers threw some gutteral Cree
words down the wind to Cayuse.

“What is it ? I panted.

“Garou’s struck mates,” Cayuse answered.

“Dogs P’ I queried.

“Timber wolves—a pair."

‘“They’re trailing the boy ?

“Behind Garou.”

I was too weary to follow the thread of this new
horror, and silently we struggled on. Trees, trees in-
f:essan.tly ; white birches like marble pillars ; evil-gnarled
Jack-pme; tamaracks, slim-growing in colonies, like the
tapering spars of yachts riding at anchor in a bay. And

suddenly, T,one Man, standing motionless, his hawk face
thrust forward, reading a story etched on the sand-hill
we had breasted.

Toward evening I felt that we
grade.

“We're close to the Athabasca,” Cayuse muttered, as
we struggled side by side over the body of a giant
spruce.

In half-an-hour I caught a glint of mist rising above
the trees in a valley.

“Old Athabasca,” Cayuse said, nodding.

It was sundown when TLone Man led us out through
a tangle of gray willow to a low reach of graveled bank,
and at our feet swept the majestic river in rapid flow.
There was the double trail, dog and man, set in the little
belt of sand like letters cut in a copper-plate., How the
boy’s heart must have leapt with joy at the changing
relief of the river, I thought.

TLoone Man pointed toward a curious double mark in
the sand. Its meaning was plain—a pair of knees had
left the silent memory of a prayer—a prayer of thankful-
ness to God.

Cayuse touched me on the arm, and said: ‘“We'll
stow this tucker pretty damn fast. If the boy bucks up
—if he sleeps, I'm thinkin’ good an’ strong we’ll be too
late.” T.one Man suggested that we send the two In-
dians to the Portage for our canoe, saying : “Dat boy
he's been long tam for hit de trail, an’ don’ eat not’in’
—he can’'t walk for de portage.”

Then, in the long northern afterglow, we made our
way over the terrible tracking trail that threaded the
river bank, calling, and firing our Winchesters. Some-
times the willows were impenetrable, and we waded
waist deep in the water ; sometimes the spruce-lined
bank was gloomy as a cavern. Fager though I was for
the finish of our suspense, I hailed with joy Lone Man’s
dictum that we must rest through the hour of darkness
that remained, lest we pass the boy. Kven as Gabrieu
spoke I fell wearily in the low bushes at my feet, and,
falling, passed into a sleep that was deeper than the
reach of dreams. When the gray light spurred us on
again, my clothes clung to me plastic in the wet they
had sucked from the river mud as I slept.

For an hour we followed the footprints, full of their
terrible reading ; plain was the tale of the final struggle
even to me. Short and wavering the steps; many
times leading to the water's edge where the fevered lips
had been moistened.

Once Gabrien spoke to Cayuse. ‘‘He's mak’ for keel
fish ; he's plenty much hungry, dat poor boy.”

“By God! I don't like the looks of that,” Cayuse
had added to me, pointing to the wet sand that was
mapped with scratched lines as though Garou had made
a rush at Henly and had been driven off.

Gabrieu from this point hastened to a lope. The
tracks looked fresh—we must be coming close. A point
cut the river into a bend in front of us, and the trail we
followed clung to the river edge. Leaving it, Gabrieu
pulled himself up the bank by the roots of a birch, and
we followed. As we fought our way through the thick
bushes on the point, suddenly a thin, tremulous voice
carried to our ears: ‘Dearly Beloved, the spirit moveth
us__ll

The words of the prayer trembled through the spruce
forest like an echo stealing from the doors of a ca-
thedral.

As we stood for a second trying to locate the boy,
his voice reached us again: ‘‘Sneer and gnash your
teeth, Satan; the Iord casteth out devils |—Iisten,
Satan :

were going down

“There is a happy land—'"

The weak voice was drowned by a snarling growl.
With a curse on his lips Cayuse crashed through the
bushes. As I followed, tearing at the thick undergrowth
suddenly my feet slipped, and I hurtled down the bank
to the river sands.

Twenty yards from where I had fallen sat Henly, his
back against a boulder; and just beyond crouched
Garou, in his face and snarling lips the story that we
were just in time.

As 1 threw my rifle to my shoulder, a Winchester
rang out sharp and clear, and Garou, with a howl, rose
to his haunches, spun around once, and fell, dying on the
sands.

As I turned I met the cye of Loone Man, sullen and
fierce.

“I lak for shoot my own dog mysell,”’ he said.



A Prisoner of Hope’

A NEW SERIAL STORY.

By MRS. WEIGALL

Resume : Esther Beresford is a beautiful and charming girl,
who has lived in England with her French grandmother, Madame
de la Perouse, and has taught music in a girls’ school. Her step-
mother’s sister, Mrs. Galton, appears on the scene and itis arrang-
ed that Esther is to go out to Malta to join her father and step-
mother. But before her departure, Geoffrey Hanmer, an old
friend, declares his love for Esther who promises a future reply
to bhis proposal. She embarks with Mrs. Galton and her two ex-
ceedingly disagreeable daughters. Captain Hethcote and Lord
Alwyne, two fellow-passengers admire Esther extremely, and
Mrs. Clare-Smythe, a cousin of the latter also seeks her friendship.
The Galtons become vulgarly jealous of Esther’s popularity.
The ‘“Pleiades’’ reaches Gibraltar at sun-rise and some of the
passengers are on deck for the sight.

O Esther, fresh from her country school, every de-

I tail of the scene was a revelation. The green-paint-

ed boats that swarmed alongside, the piles of gold-
en and scarlet fruit, the bright-coloured dress of the boat-
men, all amused her. There were pedlars with lumps of
pink coral, and shell necklaces; Spaniards with coins and
medals, and the quaint green china of the country, over
which realistic scorpions and crabs crawl in sprawling
varieties. = Hsther hung over everything longing to buy,
yet fearing to be extravagant, and it was Nell Clare-
Smythe who, coming up from below like a whirlwind,
swept her out of temptation.

_ ““Nonsense—nonsense, my dear girl—that is all rub-
bish | Come along now and have breakfast, because
Frank and 1 want to go on shore at once. You know
our uncle, Colonel Maturin, commands the ‘Westshires,’
and }Ile is a dear old thing, and has not met us for
ages !”

“But I shall be in the way perhaps,” Esther answered
timidly.

“Is a pretty girl ever in the way at a lunch-party ?
Sometimes I wonder if you have your ordinary senses,
Esther ! cried the gay little woman impulsively ; ‘“how
do you like my frock ?”

It was a beautiful gown of white serge and silk, and
Esther hastened to admire it. ‘I hope that I shall not
be too plainly dressed ?’ she ventured.

“Little goose—they won't get any further than your
face !

“You seem very much taken up with your new
friends, Esther,” . said Mrs. Galton with a sniff, as
Esther came dutifully up to tell her that she was on the
point of departure. ‘It is very selfish of you not to
have insisted that Sybil should go too.”

“Oh, but Mrs. Galton, it is a lunch-party at the
‘Westshire’ barracks—Colonel Maturin is Mrs. Clare-
Smythe's uncle.”

“H—m |” said Mrs. Galton; ‘you will find that
none of these people will speak to you again when once
you set foot in Malta. Do you suppose that people who
have neither money nor influence are ever thought twice
of in a big garrison ?"’

“I never thought about it at all,”’ cried Esther, dis-
tressed. “‘I am so sorry that Sybil cannot go on shore
with us.”

“Oh, Sybil has plenty of other {riends, thank you,”
shrilled Mrs. Galton with vehement annoyance; ‘‘you
need not disturb yourself about her !”

Fsther’s bright eyes of wonder delighted her
new friend. KEverything was novel to her, irom the
muleteers with their jangling chime of bells, to the
vultures on the hillsides with their repulsive, unfeathered
necks. Alwyne watched her with a face of deep interest
as he sat opposite to her in the ‘‘carroza.”” He was
beginning—four days out from Ingland—to find that
this girl with the lovely serene eyes and the strange un-
selfish outlook on life, was troubling his mind to its
inner depths. He was annoyed with himself, for it
seemed to him as though he were running a grave risk
of allowing his feelings to become seriously entangled by
this girl in the blue serge gown, and he directed his eyes
firmly towards the far view of sea and sky in Gibraltar
Harbour, and away from the sweet face under the brim
of the straw hat, that now and again appealed to him
to share in her innocent delight. Colonel Maturin was
standing at the gate of the barracks as they drove up,
a stout, pleasant-faced man, clothed in a well-fitting
khaki jacket, breeches and jack-boots.

“Halloa, Nell—welcome to you, my dear ! And why

did you not bring Budge ? Very remiss of you! How
do, Frank, my boy? Very pleased to see you. Miss
Beresford—I have soldiered with the ‘Wiltshire Rifles’ a
good bit in India, and knew your father.”

And Esther, shy and blushing, found herself being led
across the cool square hall into the ante-room that
seemed to her confused eyes to be full of young men in
scarlet uniforms.

“Piffin will be ready in five minutes,”” said Colonel
Maturin, introducing his niece and her friend ; ‘‘so we
will wait here, and Kershaw can look after Miss
Beresford.”

It seemed to Fsther that half-a-dozen young men
must answer to the name of Kershaw, and in another
moment she had become the centre of a kindly interested
group, all anxious for the last news from England as
they said, but as Nell Clare-Smythe declared afterwards
to her cousin, more anxious for a glance from a pair of
fine eyes; and a word from the prettiest lips in the
world. Lunch in the long mess-room, where she sat
between the Colonel and the senior major, was a thing
to remember for ever, with its long stretch of table
shining with silver, regimental cups and trophies, and a
well-drilled servant behind every chair.

“My niece tells me that this sort of thing is quite
new to you,”’ said Colonel Maturin, looking kindly down
at the glowing face. “I am glad that your first ex-
perience of a military lunch-party should have been given
you by the ‘Westshires.'”

“] "have been at school in Dorsetshire ever since I
was a child,” Esther said, half wishing that Miss Jen-
kins could see her now ; ‘‘and before that I can hardly
remember India.”’

“You will enjoy life in Malta,” said the Colonel con-
fidently ; ‘next week I have a daughter just your age
coming out to me from school, and I think I shall en-
joy her impressions very much.”

“And I think she will be a happy girl to come out
to so kind a father,” said Esther prettily, and Colonel
Maturin said :

“Thank you, my dear,”” with a sudden hope that his
Muriel would be very like this gentle, sweet-voiced girl.
“Nell,” he said suddenly, a little later, when they were
sitting once again in the ante-room, and Esther was
looking over a book of views with Captain Kershaw.
“I just want to tell you something about that girl's
poor prospects in Malta as to happiness in her home
life.” '

“My dear Uncle Ned,” said Nell Clare-Smythe, ‘ what
on earth do you mean ?”

“I can see just the sort of girl she is—the same sort
that your aunt was when I married her—and I want
you to know that Major Beresford is a bit of a waster,
as we soldiers say. He is a good enough fellow at
heart—and indeed he was a fine, smart soldier when his
first wife was alive—but this woman, his second wife,
does nothing but pose as an invalid all day long, and
Beresford himself has got tired of trying to keep his
end up, I expect. It is a pity he ever married her, for
as Miss Monica Trinder she was older than he, and had
angled for half the regiment in vain.”

“But is he fit to have the care of Ksther ?” cried Mrs.
Clare-Smythe, in dismay.

“Oh yes—kind enough and fit enough—but she will
be absorbed into the vortex of the slough of despond
which is the home—and slip into being a regular drudge,
if you don’t give her a helping hand.”

“1 will look after her as if she were my own sister,”
said Nell warmly; ‘“and Adela Stanier is a friend of
her grandmother, so I think between us she will enjoy
herselt, if only she does not take a too exaggerated idea
of her duty.”

“Can one do that ?” said Colonel Maturin comically;

“anyhow, I should think, Nell, that you would be an

excellent antidote to any such mistaken outlook on
life 1"’

“I don’t know if you mean that for a compliment or
no,”” said Nell Clare-Smythe petulantly, “but at any
rate, I will take it for one, and now, since I have to
show FEsther the beauties of Gibraltar, I must tear
Esther away from the blandishments of the man with
the ginger moustache, who appears to be almost in-
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sanely interested in a book of photographs that he must
have seen fifty times before !"

““What about Frank ?” said Colonel Maturin, as they
rose to go; ‘is he likely to be a successful A.D.C., and
is he going to fall in love with our pretty little friend?”

“My dear Uncle Ned, Frank has far too lofty a sense
of his own importance to fall in love with a woman
without a penny or a handle to her name—and if he is
a failure at his new job, it will not be my fault, for I
shall use both whip and spur to him !”

“You are a wonderful woman, Nell,” said Colonel
Maturin drily ; ‘“and I think it is fortunate for your
husband’s peace of mind that he has struggled already
to the top of the tree, and is a flag-captain at five-and-
forty.”

‘‘Perhaps it is,” said Nell softly ; ‘“but then, Uncle
Ned, Neville is just Neville, and nobody else ever was
or could be like him. He makes me feel small and im-
perfect when I am with him, and just filled with longing
to be a perfect woman.”’

Colonel Maturin watched his niece drive gaily down
the hill again with a smile, and then turned back to his
work. The one passion of Nell’s life was for her grave,
handsome husband, who kept her in strict order, and
the very mention of his name brought a new look to
her face.

“She is a good girl at heart—one of the best ! said
Colonel Maturin to himself; “and I believe she will
make the child happy, for when she likes Nell can be as
thoroughly unselfish as any woman could be,” and
aloud, ‘“By Jove, Kershaw, I believe you want an ex-
cuse for going on to Malta in the ‘‘Pleiades,” and I
don’t blame you, my dear fellow, I don’t blame you! I
should have been just the same at your age,” and
Colonel Maturin patted the adjutant on the shoulder,
while Kershaw tried to explain, in the middle of a
sheepish fit of stammering, that he had not been looking
after Miss Beresford’s carriage at all, but merely across
at the guard-room, with an eye to correcting an irregu-
larity as to the chin-strap in the helmet of a sentry.

The rest of the afternoon passed in a blissful dream
for Esther. They drove to the Spanish frontier, and
out as far as the race-course, then came slowly back to
spend an hour among the ‘‘curio’ shops in the old town,

where Nell bought heaps of things for which she could

never have any wuse, and where Alwyne spent a few
lavish shillings on ‘loquats” and purple figs, which,
with an utter incapacity for carrying parcels, he would
have left behind, had not his cousin pressed a Spanish
boy into service.

‘‘Here we are, having all bought things, except you,
Esther,”" said her friend, suddenly reproachful; ‘‘why
don’t you buy that lovely lace scarf—it would be so
useful to you after the opera in Malta ; or stay—I will
give it to you !”

‘‘No—no—please not,” cried the girl in distress. I
do not want the scarf, dear Mrs. Clare-Smythe, and it
would pain me to think you had given it to me because
I had admired it.”” She drew her friend away anxiously
from the shop.

“But why don’t you buy things for yourself ?”’ per-
sisted Nell curiously.

“I have no money to spare—I shall probably want
all I have for my brothers and sisters, if report speaks
truly,” said Esther simply. “I am afraid that things
are not too comfortable at home.”

But when she went down to dress for dinner that
night in the solitude of her cabin, she found a little par-
cel in her berth directed to herself, and in it the lace
scarf, and a card on which was written, “A little souve-
nir of a pleasant day, from F. A.”

And with a quick flush of pleasure she recognised
that the writing was Alwyne’s. When she came up on
deck again, she went across to where he stood, and
thanked him shyly.

“It was so kind of you—I wanted the scarf so much
—and the lace is beautiful,”’ she said.

‘“‘Don’t thank me, Miss Beresford,” he answered in
a more earnest voice than she had ever heard from him ;
“rather I should thank you for making me feel an un-
wonted spasm of generosity. I am too fond of spending
my money on myself, but I think it was the sight of
your constant unselfishness on hoard this ship that has
made one or two of us ask why we should lead such
difterent lives.”

A moment later he was ashamed of his outburst, and
moved away before the astonished girl could answer
him, and when she looked round at a touch on her
elbow, she found Sybil Galton in a bright blue dress
standing at her side.

“We have had the most dreadful day, Esther—I don’t

®

advise you to go mnear mother ! she said; “we all
went on shore, and stupid Sir Solomon Brown had a
quarrel with a cab-driver over sixpence, and I thought
the man would have stabbed him. Then mamma got a
bad oyster at lunch, and that was enough to upset her
for the day—but the worst of all was when Carry's
young man—you know the army doctor who is going
out to Cairo, and rather likes her—attached himself to
me—I really thought that Carry would burst out crying
at lunch right in Mr. ILoring's face—and after all I
could not help it !”

“T am so sorry,” said Esther, gently.

‘‘What sort of a time had you with your swells ?""

““We enjoyed ourselves very much indeed,’’ said
Esther ; ‘‘everyone was so kind.”

“You had better not let Mamma hear you say .so,”
chuckled Sybil, in an unkindly mood ; ‘she thinks that
you ought to have manoeuvred so that she was asked
to join your party.”

And later in the evening Ksther found herself visited
by the cold displeasure of Mrs. Galton to such an extent
that she retired to her cabin in tears.

“I shall certainly give my poor sister an outline of
your character, Ksther !” said Mrs. Galton, who found
herself no longer on friendly terms with the Browns
after some plain speaking on the subject of her share of
the day's expenses. ‘I call you thoroughly time-serving
and selfish; for I see, although you have been very
busy helping your fine new friends half the day, yet you
have never mended that piece of lace I laid out for you
to do yesterday, and you know what a bungler Jeanne
is at darning !”

“I am very sorry, Mrs. Galton,” said Esther, gently.
“I will get up early to-morrow, and mend it for you.”

““There you are, making a martyr of yourself at once!
Not that early morning rising is not very encouraging
to a flirtation ; and I can see what is going on as well
as most people ! sneered Mrs. Galton; and the girl
fled without another word.

And so the days went by until they had reached the
last night at sea, and there was to be a concert to cele-
brate the parting from some of the most popular pas-
sengers in the ‘‘Pleiades.”

“You are surely not going to sing, Esther ?” said
Mrs. Galton, putting up her glasses to read the names
on the programme. Dear me ! T am surprised at your
bbldness |  Of course Sybil and Carrie have had lessons
from Signor Quassia, the best man in town ; but surely

© you are not going to make an exhibition of your country

teaching !’

“I hope I shall do nothing to disgrace my teacher,”
said Esther, with a smile ; for her teacher had borne a
very famous name, and she knew her own powers. Car-
rie's hard soprano, trained until all freshness had gone
out of it, met with little applause, and Sybil's ‘‘coon”
song, with its attendant dance, scarcely possessed the
poetry of motion.

“0O dear me !"" said Nell Clare-Smythe impatiently to
her cousin ; ‘‘why should Mrs. Galton have gone to the
expense of teaching a wooden doll to dance a hornpipe ?
What an appalling concert it is, Frank. I should feign
an attack of faintness to go below to think about seeing
Neville to-morrow, if it was not for Fsther. I expect
she sings like a corncrake or a Jenny wren, but you
must applaud her whatever——"

““Hush !” said Alwyne, and Nell Clare-Smythe sat
arrested suddenly to attention by the fluting of a voice
like a nightingale, rapt with the passion of the summer
and the woods.

“It is Esther !” said Nell. “O! good gracious !"

Esther Beresford stood straight up by the rail in
her black gown, her hands folded lightly together, her
face pale. Her song, ‘““The Calling of the Past,” was
beautifully accompanied by the purser of the ‘‘Pleiades”
who was a genuine musician, and he lingered with joy
over every exquisite note that fell like silver from the
girl's lips. When she had ended her song, with its pa-
thetic cadence, there fell, upon the last word, a hush that
was more complimentary than even the roar of applause
succeeding it. She bowed timidly then, with a growing
sense of pleasure at the kindness of the audience, and
sang again, ‘Bid Me no More,”’ and retired into the
background with the memory of Mrs. Galton’s amazed
face in her thoughts. M. de Brinvilliers came up to her
a moment later.

“Thank you, Miss Beresford,” he said, with tears in
his eyes. ‘‘You have the voice of Madame de la Perouse, .
the golden voice that won hall Paris in the old days.”
And Esther delighted in her simple triumph.

TO BE CONTINUED



PECULIAR story comes from

Fdmonton concerning a coal

fire. About sixty miles up the
Saskatchewan there is a seam of coal
twenty-two feet thick. It has been
burning since August 23rd last, hav-
ing been ignited from a prairie fire.
Thirteen men dug a trench 22 feet
deep and 400 feet long and the fire
was stopped. The despatch adds that
there is a seam ‘‘some nine miles up
the river’” which has been burning for
nine years and cannot be extinguish-
ed. And this, too, just at a time
when the people in the West wanted
coal very ballly !

* *

Since Regina advanced from the
capital of the Territories to the capi-
tal of Saskatchewan, it seems to have
entered on a new era of prosperity.
The building permits issued last year
in the budding prairie city amounted
to two million dollars. This is an ex-
cellent record for a city of 10,000. The
Regina ‘“‘Standard” figures it out that
this means $198 per head of the popu-
lation as against $127 per head in
Winnipeg, and feels quite jubilant cver
the comparison.

* »

Swift and Armour are great names
in the beef trade, but it appears that
there is a greater. The largest ex-
porters of cattle in the world are said
to be Gordon, Ironside & Fares, of
Winnipeg, who during 1906 exported
73,500 head of cattle and 41,000 sheep.
Of the cattle, 50,000 came from West-
ern Saskatchewan and Alberta and
the remainder from Western Ontario.
It is well to remember that the West
has products other than grain.

* *

The Old-Boy-Association system is
moving westward. The other day in
Vancouver, the Bruce County Old
Boys met and formed an organisation
with T. F. Paterson as president and
J. H. Kilmer ‘as secretary.

* *

A Government wheat elevator is
being requested by the Vancouver
Board of Trade. The Government has
put elevators in for Montreal and is
building one at Port Colborne, why
not one in Vancouver ? Alberta grain
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is likely to increase her western ship-
ment to the Orient and an elevator is
a necessity. In 1905, over two million
bushels went that way, in 1906 over
three millions, and in 1907 five mil-
lions may go.

» »

About a million dollars’ worth of
furs come into Edmonton every year.
This season the furs are expected to
be plentiful and of good quality, be-
cause the cold weather will make a
thick growth of fur on the animals.
About the middle or latter part of
January the trappers come in from
Lesser Slave T,ake and Lac La Biche.
Those from more northerly districts

come later.
* »

Montreal business circles are dis-
cussing a project to have a terminal
company handle all wharf business.
For nearly fourteen years the C. P. R.
and G. T. R. have each handled their
own cars on the wharf and this has
occasionally led to attempts on the
part of ome to block the other, with
consequent needless delays. The C. P.
R’s lease expires this year, and the
Harbour Commissioners may make a
new system.

A .

This sort of suit is worth while.
The Dominion Iron & Steel Co. is
suing the Dominion Coal Co. for a
little over fifteen million dollars dam-
ages, being the value of a ninety-year
contract for coal of which the latter
company grew tired. This is getting
to be a hig country.

®* ®

The St. John, N.B., Board of Trade
would like to have another railway
west. The C.P.R. is all right, of
course, but a little competition would
not come amiss. They propose that
the Intercolonial take over the New
Brunswick Southern and extend it in-
to the State of Maine.

L L

The Ontario Government got nearly
two hundred thousand dollars for the
mining rights in the bed of Kerr Lake
and 10 per cent. of the gross value of
the output. If this mining business
keeps up, Ontario may suffer the fate
of Spain.

L SO

The provincial elections in British
Columbia are to occur shortly. Pre-
mier McBride expects to be returned
t4 power: ‘Mr. J. A. MacDonald,
member for Rossland and leader ' of
the Opposition (Liberal) expects to
defeat him : and the Socialists hope

to still hold the balance of power. It
is not known yet what the electors
expect. ’

* *

Ontario is slowly but surely increas-
ing its revenue from the railways.
This year it gathers $375,000 in taxes,
one-half of which goes to the munici-
palities. The latter will thus receive 8
cents per head of the population. This
is about double what they got under
the old act.

N

McGill University is about to make
its first appeal to the public in twen-
ty-five years. Fach student costs it
from three to four times as much as
he pays in fees. The annual expendi-
ture is $400,000, and another million
dollars of endowment is needed to
meet increasing needs.

b AR,

Last week the C.P.R. motor rail
car was pictured. The announcement
comes from Moncton that the Inter-
colonial Railway will build three such
cars in time for the summer traffic.

* *

Hon. Rodolphe Lemieux seems to be
trying to beat the record of Sir Wil-
liam Mulock. He proposes to put a
postal clerk on all west-bound steam-
ers from Great Britain, to sort, ‘as-
sess for duty, and route parcels. This
will enable them to be delivered more
promptly. !

AR

English methods of crime detection
are sometimes worthy of Sherlock
Holmes. In order to conduct a bet-
ting raid on a public-house at Dudley
the police drove up in an ambulance.
This is even more adroit than the way
in which Premier Whitney and Attor-
ney-General Foy gathered in the To-
ronto Junction gamesters.

L A

Provincial Mineralogist Robertson
says British Columbia’s mineral out-
put for 1906 will reach $24,000,000.
He also states that he had visited the
section of B.C. to be traversed by the
G.T.P. and says that Guggenheims
and other Americans are investing
there. It is popularly selected as the
site of the next mining boom,

* *

The West is still struggling with the
severe snow storms of an exceptional
winter. The dark cloud as usual has
its silver lining, for the snow must
melt and moisten the earth. The West
has more to fear from dry years than
from severe winters.

o ”N"‘-"‘W',wq'ﬂ 2 A e e

Launching of * Rapids King,” the R. and O. Navigation Company’s new steamer, to be used on the St. Lawrence

route. She was named by Mrs. Caverhil
Company’s Executive Committee.

1, of Montreal, wife of the chairman of the R. and O. Navigation
Built by the Canadian Shipbuilding Co., Toronte.

L s



British Gossip

HE Aberdeens had their Cana-
dian admirers, especially among
the serious set. But in Dublin,

where they are enjoying a second
reign, their popularity is warm and
unwavering. During this month, Lady
Aberdeen’s lace ball shows how dear
to her Scottish heart are Irish indus-
tries. = Quadrilles named Carrickma-
cross, Limerick and old point are sure
to appeal to the Celtic imagination.
* *

It has become the fashion for a
young aristocrat anxious for political
honours to begin on the democratic
rung of the TLondon County Council.
The Hon. Neil James Archibald Prim-
rose, the second son of Iord Rose-
bery, is one of the latest candidates
for such a position.

G |

It's an ill wind that blows nobody
an unexpected fortune and the slight
uncertainties in Russian and Austrian
politics are sending a shower of for-
eign gold into the lap of ‘“The Old
Lady of Threadneedle Street.” The
Czar is said to have six millions ster-
ling in the Bank of England, the re-
ligious houses of France have a neat
little pile somewhere in the vaults, the
Kaiser has a good fortune in British
securities and the royalties of South-
ern Kurope also like to put away
some of their frugal savings in Ton-
don strong-rooms. This is a tribute
which talks.

*

Miss Sylvia Pankhurst, the sturdy
suffragette who served a term in
Holloway Prison for the cause of
would-be voters, spent some of her
spare time in sketching the characters
about her and the illustrated periodi-
cals are the richer for her sufferings.
Miss Pankhurst and other fair prison-
ers were given a sumptuous banquet
on their liberation, when they an-
nounced their determination to con-
tinue an aggressive policy. Poor Mr.
Asquith | There is a cloud in his sky
the size of a woman's fist,

b LN

London is still talking about the
mysterious Mr. Vates, the millionaire
from Nowhere, who suddenly appear-
ed in Covent Garden and bestowed
one hundred pounds in notes on por-
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ters and other deserving characters.
One chap preferred to take hard cash
and received five sovereigns ; but Mul-
lins who was content with notes was
made happy, if left, gasping, with one
hundred good pounds. The mysterious
benefactor has sailed for New York.
A Winnipeg rumour says he is a Yu-
kon miner.

* »

Since motoring has become so fash-
ionable, old houses have risen in value
because they are now more accessible
to the cities. A historic old residence,
York House, Twickenham, the home
of the Duc d’Orleans, in which Queen
Anne was born, has been sold to Mr.
Ratan J. Tata, a Parsee gentleman.
The Orleans family have been connect-
ed with Twickenham for over
hundred years.

one
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Miss Marie Corelli has broken forth
in prose once more, to the effect that
America does not love England, but
is merely playing Wolf to John Bull's
Red Riding-Hood. The nursery tale
comparison is hardly happy, as under
no circumstances can one imagine
John Bull's rosy countenance peeping
from anything so demure as a hood.
Happy thought! Perhaps “God's
Good Man’' did not have a large sale

in America and Marie is merely
“‘mad.”
* »
In Great Britain they have the

smoke nuisance much worse even than
in America. Toronto and Montreal
are suffering from the “tall chimney,”
but in England there are places where
the said chimney will not let the grass
grow. Cleopatra’s Needle, the famous
Egyptian monument erected on the
Embankment in London, is said to be
suffering severely. Half the beauty of
Westminster Abbey is lost because of
grimy carbon deposit. Even Canter-
bury Cathedral is being ruined by
modern smoke, though it has stood
time's ravages since the eleventh cen-
tury.
LA

The method of furnace-heating is be-
ing decried by some English journals
which assert that the open fire is
more home-like and healthful and that
home would be anything but sweet,
had it always in winter an atmos-
phere reminiscent of the Commons.

The Railway Disaster in Scotland where 22 lives were lost. This picture shows
the big engine on its side. The driver escaped with a bad cut on the ear,
but the fireman was pinned under the tender for eight hours.

o
-

A FIVE PER CENT.
DEBENTURE

ISSUED BY

THE STANDARD LOAN
COMPANY

is one of the and best invest-

Why not

purchase a debenture of our Company

safest
ments on the market to-day.
and avoid the

care and anxiety of

guarding your own money ?
@ Write to-day for our booklet entitled
“SOME CARDINAL POINTS.”

HEAD OFFICE :
24 Adelaide St. East, TORONTO, ONT.

W. S. DINNICK

VICE-PRES., AND MANAGING DIRECTOR

S b
McConkey’s
Chocolates

AND BON BONS
THE CHOICE OF ROYALTY

Mail Orders Promptly Filled

ADDRESS—
McCONKEY'S
27-29-31 West King St,, TORONTO

U n derwood

d A typewriter lacking the es-
sential feature of visible writing
no longer receives consideration,

d The Underwood is the origi-
nal visible-writer. Ten years of
constant improvement mean that
it is a decade in advance of its
numerous imitators,

@ The Underwood recognizes

no competitors, A machine
which is so vastly superior has
no competitors.

United Typewriter Company Ltd, :

7-9 Adelaide Street East
TORONTO




26

O’Keefe’s

SPECIAL

EXTRA MILD ( &l /I :

The equal of the finest im-
ported ales—at about half
the price. None finer at
any price.
SPECIAL
EXTRA MILD

PORTER

Extra mild, remember. A
rich old brew—free of dregs
and sediment — that you
may enjoy as often as you
like without fear of upsett-
ing the stomach or of mak-
ing you bilious.

Hotels, Cafes and Dealets
have O’Keefe’s Ale, Porter
and Lager o & o

THE O’KEEFE BREWERY CO.

of TORONTO, Limited

COSGRAVE’S

Celebrated
Brands

PALE
ALE

COSGRAVE BREWERY CO.
NIAGARA STREET : TORONTO

andiof all License Holders.

The Canadian Courier

HE Montreal judges appointed to
act in the theatrical part of
the Governor-General’s musical

and theatrical trophy competition
have decided in favour of the Univer-
sity Dramatic Club, which will give a
presentation of Mr. Bernard Shaw’s
“Arms and the Man.” There was no
entry for the musical trophy.

* *

Montreal has enjoyed a musical sen-
sation in the concert recently given by
Miss Ellen Ballon, a nine-year-old
pianiste, in the Convocation Hall of
the Royal Victoria College. The
“Standard” publishes an interesting
photograph of the small genius and
also of the audience which became so
enthusiastic during her performance.
Miss Ballon has gone to New York
to take a two years’ course in piano
tuition under Joseffy, on the conclu-
sion of which she will go to Furope
for further study. We may yet hear
great things of this small Montrealer.

* »

Canada always has a warm wel-
come for her clever comedian, Mr.
Reuben Fax, who appeared last sea-
son with Miss Fleanor Robson in a
Jerome play which most of us have
forgotten by this time. But we have
not forgotten Miss Robson’s appear-
ance as ‘Merely Mary Ann” and con-
sequently read with interest of the
doings of that delightful actress as
“Nurse Marjorie,” another Zangwill
heroine. Mr. Pollock places this later
comedy far below “Merely Mary Ann'’
but he has a few good words to say
about Mr. Fax.

“T have left Reuben Fax until the
last because I remember the Biblical
injunction that the last shall be first.
Mr. Fax, who is one of the few good
actors in America, is first—not only
the first actor in Miss Robson’s com-
pany, but the first actor of this sea-
son. His characterisation of the
plebeian shipbuilding father must be
seen to be appreciated. The only two
performances of recent years in New
York that have excelled Mr. Fax's are
David Warfield’s ‘Von Barwig’ and
Frank Keenan’s ‘Jack Rance.’ ”

* %

The return of Mr. Digby Bell in the
delightful Thomas comedy, ‘The Edu-
cation of Mr. Pipp,”’ is an occasion
for rejoicing. No better production of
the class has come to Canada in re-
cent years. Perhaps it was all the
more pleasing because it was a sur-
prise. We went to the theatre in the
autumn of 1905, wondering what sort
of drama could be manufactured out
of a series of Gibson drawings, in
which everyone took a deep interest
about seven years ago. But we had
not been in the company of the mas-
terful “Mrs. Pipp’’ and the hen-pecked
“J. Wesley” for a quarter of an hour
before we realised that here indeed
was such stuff as laughter is made of.
Mr. Digby Bell's characterisation of
the gentle, bullied and yet adroit hus-
band is one of the cleverest bits of
drollery on the modern stage. Wis
support is excellent but the one mem-
orable figure is the dejected, yet not
destroyed little man who goes de-
spondently upstairs or nimbly de-
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scends at the bidding of his majestic
spouse. “‘The Education of Mr. Pipp”’
is a genial satire on the ways of the
Pittsburg “‘millionairess’” who finally
realises the folly of her ways.

L Dt

The Toronto committee af judges
has appointed the Dramatic Club of
the Margaret Eaton School of Litera-
ture and Expression to represent To-
ronto in the competition at Ottawa
for His KExcellency's theatrical tro-
phy. Under Mrs. Scott Rafi’s direc-
tion, ‘‘She Stoops to Conquer” will
be presented.

* *

The National Chorus concert at
Massey Hall last Monday night 1n
association with the New York Sym-
phony Orchestra was distinctly pe-
yond former efforts of this organisa-
tion and might be regarded as a per-
sonal triumph for Dr. Albert Ham,
whose devotion to his choral work
has been assiduous and unsparing.
The most important dual number was
Sir  Frederick Cliffie’'s setting ot
Charles Kingsley’'s poem, ‘‘Ode to the
North-East Wind,” which is a fine
example of melodic and imaginative
interpretation of a robust piece of
English literature. The semi-mockery
of the poet’s reference to the ‘‘luscious
south wind” is transformed into senti-
ment which, however, aflords an ex-
cellent opportunity for the lghter
graces of feminine voices. Dr. Leopold
Damrosch’s setting of “Ring Out Wild
Bells” and Pinsuti’s “‘Silent Tide”
showed the unassisted choral work in
delicate and artistic achievement with
a distinct advance in unity and efiec-
tiveness. The final number, ‘“Canada,”
set by Dr. Ham to the words of Mr.
W. A. Fraser, proved a stately and
stirring composition of popular ap-

peal. The New York Symphony Or-.

chestra opened the programme with
Brahms’ First Symphony i C minor,
a work which, in its range from an
intellectual complexity to a warm
emotionalism, was a supreme test of
the versatility of the conductor, Mr.
Damrosch. Several movements from
Tschaikowski’s ‘‘Nut Cracker’ suite
were exquisitely rendered and a thor-

oughly inspiring number was the
Saint-Saens’ ‘‘Serenade” for violin,
viola, piano and organ.

* *

Mr. George Alexander is generally
admitted to be the most finished
actor-manager in England and he
finds his wife the severest critic of
presentations at the St. James Thea-
tre. No play at the St. James is ever
staged without Mrs. Alexander’s
tastes and originality in dress design
being called into requisition. She is
indeed dress-designer ‘‘in perpetuo,”
according to the “Bystander,” of her
husband’s plays and for this compara-
tively easy employment, Mrs. Alexan-
der draws a very handsome salary.

* »

In spite of the savage fashion in
which certain modern critics are at-
tacking the plays of one Shakespeare,
it is comforting to those of us who
are old-fashioned to note that Mr.
Beerbohm Tree has produced ‘“Antony
and Cleopatra’ after a rich and rare
fashion at His Majesty’s, London, and
that thousands of benighted creatures
who think that Shakespeare once lived
and wrote plays and died at old
Stratford, have derived pure enjoy-
ment from this great historical play
and pageant.
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For Every Grade of Service.
We Make and Sell * Everything in Rubber."”

Rubber Clothing, Special Moulded Goods,
Druggist’s Rubber Sundries.

The Canadian Rubber Co.
of Montreal, Limited.

“LEADRRS AND ORIGINATORS "

Bales Branches and Warehouses :
40 Dock 8t. - 8t. John, N.B. 1556 Granville St, -
Imperial Bank Building, St. James St. -
Front and Yonge Sts, -
80 Princess St. - Winnipeg, Man.
Dewdney 8t. - Regina, Sask.
Wharf St. -

Halifax, N.S.
Montreal, P.Q.
Toronto, Ont.
Alberta Block - Oalgary, Alta.
408 Cordova 8t. - Vancouver, B.C.
Victoria, B.C.

MARK OF QUALITY

D. LORNE McGIBBON,
Vice-President and Managing Director.

Write us when planning for
purchases of RUBBER GOODS.

THE

IMPERIAL TRUSTS CO.

OF CANADA
Established 1357

The THIEL

Detective Service Co.

—— OFFICES — GEO. H. GOODERHAM, President.
_—
CHICA: 3 : GaE §
e EE?.CICI)JL Monadnock Block Subscribed Cagital $400,000.00

, COLO., Majestic Bldg.

KANSAS OITY, MO., New England Bldg.

NEW YORK, N.Y., Broadway Maiden Lane Bldg.

PORTLAND, ORE., Chamber of Commerce

SA%IEBANCISCO.. CAL., Mutual Savings Bank

2.

SEATTLE, WASH., New York Block

SPOKANE, WASH., Empire State Bldg.

ST. LOUIS, MO., Century Bldg.

ST. PAUL, MINN., Germania Life Bldg.

CITY OF MEXICO, MEX., Equitable Life ns. Bldg.

MONTREAL, CANADA, Liverpool, London and
GGlobe Bld%t

WINNIPEG, MAN., Unicn Bank of Canada Bldg.

TORONTO, CANADA, Suite 604-5-6, Traders’
Bank Building

PUBLIC ACCOUNTANTS
AND AUDITORS

T R SRR 534,148.00

Acts as Executor, Administrator,
Guardian, Trustee, Etc,

4%

Allowed on all Deposits, subject to
Withdrawal by Cheque.

HEAD OFFICE:
17 Richmond Street West
TORONTO.
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WHEN
BUYING

ILVERWARE

YOU WANT

Beauty of
Design

Perfection in
Workmanship

and

Reliability in
Quality

All these
attributes are
found in our
Goods.

LOOK FOR OUR TRADE MARK

MANF'D AND
GUARANTEED BY

fslly‘%
Standard Silver Co., Limited g@%
et

TRADE MARK FOR
HOLLOW WARE

Toronto, Canada

GpHe Craig-Cowan Co., Limited

TRADE MARK

GOODS ARE GOOD GOODS
We manufacture GLOVES, GAUNTLETS and MITTENS in TAN BUCKSKIN,
HORSE HIDE (all colors), KIP, CALF and COWHIDE.

No. 1 Selection is used in all our output and all our goods are chrome tanned, wax
thread sewn, and full welted where possible. The purchasing
public will do well to look for the

& TRADE MARK

DEALERS SHOULD NEVER BE WITHOUT OUR DIFFERENT LINES.

office and Cor, King and Jarvis Sts,, Toronto

ATIONAL~TRUST-
COMPANY-~ LIMITED.

18~22 KING ST.E. TORONTO.

l

RESERVE $400,000

CAPITAL $1000,000
ASSETS UNDER ADMINISTRATION $9,400,000

ACTS AS— AFFORDS ITS CLIENTS—
Executor and Trustee 1. Security.
under Will, 2. Business Management.

3. Prompt Investment of Trust Funds,

DEMI - TASSE

Uncle Sam and Gibraltar

URING the Christmas holidays

a small boy irom Boston was

visiting his Canadian cousins.
One day he became involved in a fierce
dispute about the relative greatness of
the republic of the United States and
the British Empire. The young Cana-
dians held their own and began to
give a list of British possessions.
When they came to Gibraltar, the
small Bostonian exclaimed :

“Hold on ! 7That don’t belong to
you. It's owned by one of our insur-
ance companies.”’

A howl of protest came from his
young relatives, but the claimant pro-
duced a magazine, where, sure enough
the ‘“‘key of the Mediterranean” look-
ed as if it were mounting guard over
the interests of a certain well-known
company. Histories and geographies
were resorted to in vain and the
youthful =~ Jonathan remained con-
vinced that Gibraltar has been bought
up by ‘‘those enterprising insurance
men.”’

&2
What Might Be

R. R. Gamey, M.P.P., awoke one
winter morning at his island home to
find a belated copy of the ‘‘News' at
his bedside.

“What's this?” exclaimed the
stormy petrel politician, “E. F. B.
Johnston for Liberal leader ! Maybe,
maybe, I won’t do a thing to him.”
And he gently hummed: ‘“That will
be glory for me.”

V4
True to His Creed

A hungry Irishman who belongs to
the “Mother Church” went into a
restaurant one Friday and said to the
waiter :

“Have yez any whale ?”

ltNo.’)

“Have yez any shark ?”

((NO.,’

““Have yez any swordfish ?”

llNo.,)

“Have yez any jellyfish ?”’

llN0.71

“All right,” said the Irishman.

““Then bring me ham and eggs and a
beefsteak smothered wid onions. Hivin
knows 1 asked for fish.”

2
No Disturbance Desired

An Ontario senator was asked this
week what he thinks of the recent ap-
pointments to the ‘“Honourable Body"
and replied :

“Well, all I can say is that I hope
they won’t snore.”

&
Not a Soft Answer

Out in a small western community
where men have risen rapidly a heat-
ed political contest was going on. The
opposing candidates met on the plat-
form one night and finally personali-
ties began to fly. It was well known
that Mr. A——'s mother had support-
ed her two sons on the ‘‘family wash-
ings” of the neighbourhood and that
the candidate had often carried bun-
dles and baskets for his mother’s cus-
tomers. Mr. B——, losing control of
his temper to an unprecedented degree
referred somewhat scornfully to his
opponent’s early occupation.

“It’s quite true,” replied Mr. A—

»&

N



with unruffled composure ; “my wid-
owed mother took in washing until
we were big enough to support her.
But the poorest work she ever did
was a clean job in comparison with
my opponent’s record.”

It is hardly necessary to add that
the name of A appeared with an
overwhelming majority at the top of
the polls.

&
Emmy and Emmerson

“I want your beach,” said Emmerson,
‘“To run my trains upon ;

The folks can just move out at once,
"Tis time that they were gone.”

“Now wait a while,”” said
bold ;
“Toronto’'s got some rights,
And ere you run the choo-choo cars
There'll be some pretty fights.”

Emmy

So Emmy went to Ottawa
And talked to bland M. P.’s,
Who thought it was a horrid shame
A Tory town to squeeze.

Though Emmerson attack our shores
Where Balmy Beaches grow
It will become extremely cold
Ere Emmy flees the foe.
4 ¢
&
A Barrie Anecdote

A story comes from England to the
effect that a certain theatrical star
fell ill and his understudy was sud-
denly called upon to play the part.
The understudy, scorming false mod-
esty, despatched telegrams to all the
critics and others interested in the
drama informing them that he would
be appearing that evening. In the af-
ternoon Barrie was at a certain club
frequented by dramatic critics.

“Did any of you receive a telegram
from X to-day ?’ he asked. They all
had. “What did you do ?" They had
not answered it, of course. Had Bar-
rie replied ? ‘‘Yes,” said Barrie.

“What did you write ?"

“] wired: ‘Thanks for the warn-
g’

&
A Fond Farewell

There once was a leader named Ross,
Who found he no longer was Boss.
To the Senate he went
With a sigh of content,
And said : “All elections are dross.”

V=4
The Penalty of Fame

The Bishop of Albany, the Right
Reverend W. C. Doane, follows the
custom of English bishops in signing
formal communications, using ‘‘Wil-
liam of Albany” instead of giving his
name in full. One day the bishop
alighted from an express train in the
station at Albany, to find himself be-
sieged on all sides by cabmen. One of
the cabbies, on perceiving the bell-
crowned hat, long clerical coat and
other indications of the calling of the
passenger, recognised Bishop Doane
and held up his finger, callin%r

“Cab, William of Albany ?
Right this way, William !”

—Lippincott's Magazine.
<
Explained

Teacher : “Freddie Brooks, are you
making faces at Nellie Lyon ?”

Freddie: ‘‘Please, teacher, no
ma’am. I was trying to smile and my
face slipped.”

Cab ?
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Gerhard
Heintzman

Art Grand

Made from special designs for

one of Canada's Finest Hotels.

Gerhard Heintzman
Limited
97 YONGE ST. « « TORONTO

@ It cannot be told too often, the benefit of using

COWAN'S

PERFECTION

COCOA

(MAPLE LEAF LABEL)

which is absolutely

economical.

pure, very nutritious and very

THE COWAN COMPANY, Limited, TORONTO
HOCREY

SKates - SUPPLIES

HOCHKEY BOOTS
PUCHS STICHS
ANKLE SUPPORTS GAUNTLETS
SHIN PADS, Etc.

RICE LEWIS ® SON

LIMITED

Corner Hing and Victoria Streets, Toronto

W. S, CALVERT, M.P,, President *T'. H. HAMILTON, General Manager

Canadian Oil Company
LIMITED
Refiners of Canadian and American PETROLEUM and
Manufacturers of Lubricating Oils, Paints and
Varnish of the Celebrated STERLING
BRrAND

ALL GOODS GUARANTEED SAMPLES ON APPLICATION

BRANOHES HEAD OFFICE .
Vancouver, B.C. Winnipeg, Man. 128 BAY STREET - TORONTO, Canada
Toronto, Ont. Ottawa, Ont.,
Montreal, Que. Halifax, N.S. : REFINERIES
8t. John, N.B Petrolia, Ont. Marietta, Ohio




Head Office for Canadai: MONTREAL

WM. MACKAY, J. H. LABELLE,
Gen. Manager. Asst. Manager.

(e 3

\ [}
The ROYA L E&
Largest Insurance

and Company in
Strongest the World.

INSURANCE
COMPANY,

Maguire & Connon

GENERAL AGENTS
Office : “Royal Building,” 27 Wellington St. E., TORONTO,

Main 6000.
Telephones {Reﬂidance, North 8571 and M. 978.

THE HAMILTON STEEL
& IRON CO., LIMITED

Pig Iron, Iron and
Steel Bars, Bands,
Railway Spikes,
Washers, Forgings,
) 2T TR B Rl L B

Address all communica-
tions to the Company

HAMILTON, - CANADA.

The Bay of Quinte
Railway Company

Connecting with the Grand Trunk Rail-
way System at Napanee and Kingston.

Connecting with the Canadian Pacific
Railway at Tweed.

Connecting with the Central Ontario Rail-
way at Bannockburn,

Connecting with the Kingston & Pem-
broke Railway at Harrowsmith.

Connecting at Deseronto with steamers
operating on the Bay of Quinte and Lake
Ontario.

Trains leave Napanee for the north at
%.50 a.m., 12.10 p.m., 1.25 p.m., and 4.25 p.m.

Trains leave Tweed for the south at 7.00
a.m., 7.20 a.m., and 2.55 p.m., and for the
north leaving Tweed at 11.30 a.m. and 4.50

. m.
p Trains run between Deseronto and Napa-
nee as follows :—

Leave Deseronto at_1.00 a.m., 1.40 a.m.,
555 a.m., 7.00 a.m., 7.20 a.m., 9,50 a.m.,
11,30 a.m., 12.40 p.m., 12,55 p.M., 3.45 p.m.,
6.10 p.m., 7.40 p.m.

Leave Napanee a 2.20 a.m., 3.30 a.m.,
6.30 a.m., 6.35 p.-m., 7.55 a.m., 10.30 a.m.,
12.05 p.m., 1.20 p.m., 11.00 a.m., 4.30 p.m.,
6.50 p.m., 8.15 p.m.

The Deseronto Navigation Company
operate the str. ‘‘Ella Ross" and str. “‘Jessie
Bain” running between Picton, Deseronto,
Belleville and Trenton, as also the str.
“Where Now" making the famous 50-mile
ramble from Gananoque to all points in and
around the Thousand Islands, connecting
with all trains at Gananoque, as well as. mak-
ing the railway transfer between Gananoque
and Clayton, N.Y.

E. WALTER RATHBUN,

President and General
Manager.

J. F. CHAPMAN,

General Freight and
. Passenger Agent.

‘The Canadian Cowurier

T is difficult to pick up a New
York magazine this month with-

out finding either a story by
Charles G. D. Roberts or an an-
nouncement that his work is to ap-
pear in a later number. In the Jan-
uary issue of ‘‘McClure’s Magazine,"’
“On the Night Trail” is a stirring tale
of adventure among New Brunswick
wolves, which reminds the reader of
that story of ten years ago, ‘‘They
Do Seek Their Meat from God,” the
best animal yarn that a Canadian
writer has told. The fight between
the huge lynx and the gray pack is
told in this latest story with a vivid
realism that gives one authentic
thrills. We Canadians are recovering
from our sensitiveness on the subject
of wolves and snow-banks, and do not
resent the wild scene in the woods.
* »
Two books of Canadian verse are
promised for next month—*‘Lyrics

from the West,” by C. F. P. Cony- -

beare and ‘“‘Songs of a Sourdough’ by
Robert W. Service. The ‘‘proofs” of
the latter promise an unconventional
and original volume from a land
which is full of suggestion to the un-
trammelled bard. These books are to
be published in Toronto by Briggs.
* *

The stories of the North-West
Mounted Police by Lawrence Mott be-
gin in January ‘Pall Mall” magazine
with ‘“The Current of Fear,” gnastly
enough as a narrative, but crudely
and tamely told. Just what the
Mounted Police have to do with Black
Dan and English Jack is rather diffi-
cult to understand. In fact, the narra-
tive strength of Mr. Mott seems to be
decreasing with his recurring stories.
It is to be hoped that the scenes he
has chosen will some day be treated
by a more artistic hand.

* .

For some years the stories of G. B.
Lancaster have attracted the atten-
tion of English readers who were
somewhat surprised when the an-
nouncement was made that the stern
narratives of New Zealand's early
days come from a woman’s imagina-
tion. ‘“Sons o' Men,” published in
New York by Doubleday, Page &
Company, deserved wider reading in
Canada than it received. Miss Lan-
caster’s style is vigourous, almost to
brutality, but it has real, not feverish
strength and she is steadily making
her way as one who knows her people
and how to tell their life. It is rather
curious that such uneven workman-
ship as that of Mr. London should be
exploited, while such well-knit mate-
rial as these New. Zealand studies
should not yet have come into its
own.

L SRS

Mr. Harvey J. O’Higgins’ well-exe-
cuted novel, “Don-A-Dreams,” has
won appreciation from all quarters,
that conservative magazine, the ‘‘At-
lantic Monthly,” declaring that in this
book, “genuine study replaces the too
customary demonstration of charac-
ter, to such an extent as to suggest
the passive truthfulness of Russian
novelists. Only the last page (which
is easily skipped) has a conventional
sound, and that rings like an after-
thought, loosely attached in deference
to a publisher’s natural mistrust of
the unusual.”

TORONTO HOTELS

The Arlintgon
King and John Streets.

200 Rooms. $2.00 up.
American Plan,

771(Tnig7 E;lward Hotel
—Fireproof—
Accommodation for 750 Guests. $§1.50 up.
American and European Plans.

Palmer House
200 Rooms. $2.00 up.
American and European.

Rossin House
European $1.00 up.
American $2.00 ,,

Accommodation for 500 Guests. Fireproof.

ONTARIO HOTELS

Caledonia Springs Hotel (C.P.Ry).

American Plan, - $3.00 up.
Accommodation for 200 Guests.

 MONTREAL HOTELS.

Corona Hotel
453-465 Guy Street. 1256 Rooms.
$1.00 up. Euaropean,

The Place V ger (C. P, Ry.)
American Plan, - $350 up.
Accommodation for 200 Guests.

St. Lawrence Hall
European Plan,

800 Rooms. $1.00 per day upwards.

QUEBEC HOTELS
The Chateau Frontenac (C.P. Ry.)

American Plan, - $3.00 up.
Accommodation for 450 Guests.

MANITOBA HOTELS

The Royal Alexandra (C.P. Ry.)
European, - - - 800
American, - - - $4.00

Accommodation for 600 Guests.

BRITISH COLUMBIA HOTELS

Glacier House (C. P. Ry.)
American Plan $3.50 up.
Accommodation for 200 Guests

Hotel Vancouver (C. P. Ry.)

American Plan, - $3.50 up.
Accommodation for 400 Guests.

AUDITS SYSTEMS INVESTIGATION 3

GEO. U. STIFF

CHARTERED ACCOUNTANT
TORONTO
Room 3

Tel. M. 1210 Imperial Bank Building

The Ideal Life Company

furnishes absolutely perfect protec-
tion to its policyholders at the lowest
possible cost.

O.

. OF CANADA.

measures fully up to this High Ideal.

i Because it holds a higher Reserve
than the Government Standard calls
for, and

i Because the Blue Books show that
it has the lowest expense ratio to
total income of any Canadian Life
Company.

ﬂ -)%S UR,‘IK'[

Insurance in Force, $47,000,000
Assets over - 10,000,000
Surplus - - 1,500,000

Head Office, Waterloo, Ont.




THE GOLDEN WEST

\V ESTERN CANADA is filled with gold,—the
gold that comes from golden wheat.

Thous-
ands of farmers from the Western States are going
into the new Canadian Provinces and are reaping
rich rewards.
Western real

An investment properly made in
estate — rural or urban —is sure.
Farm lands and town sites—unlike the mines in
which treasure may or may not lie concealed—carry
their values on the surface. We have selected town
lots and farm property. If you want a share in the

riches of the prosperous West write us.

WESTERN ESTATES, LIMITED
83 Victoria Street - - TORONTO

4

4

&

THE WAY
THIS SUMMER

¢

“FRANK BRODERICK & Co.
TAILORS
I3 West King St, TORONTO.

Canada’s Double Track Railway

Between Montreal, Toronto, Ni-
agara Falls and other principal
cities in Canada.

The Longest Double Track Rail-
way in the world under one
management.

DIRECT ROUTE TO THE FAR FAMED

“HIGHLANDS OF ONTARIO"”

INCLUDING

The Muskoka Lakes
Lake of Bays

Maganetawan River
Algonquin National Park

Georgian Bay
Lake Nipissing & French River

Temagami
and NORTHERN ONTARIO REGIONS.

Handsomely illustrated descriptive literature regarding
all the above districts sent free on application to J. D.
McDONALD, District Passenger Agent,  Toronto, or J.
QUINLAN, District Passenger Agent, Montreal,

W. E. DAVIS G. T.BELL
Passenger Traffic Manager Gen. Pass, and Ticket Agt.
MONTREAL MONTREAL
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s E N 5 b A B O U T AUTOMOBILES

Some Men Buy Automobiles
As A Child Buys Candy

OOKS count for a great deal with many auto-
mobile buyers.  Bulk counts with others,—
people who want a great deal of horsepower or a
great deal of carrying capacity for their money. It
is perfectly possible—it is even easy—to get a
maximum of these several qualities in the same car.
Possible, too, to pay the right price, and get out of
the whole wilderness of makes the one that will surely
suit you best.  That is possible, and easy, and certain
if you utilize our knowledge and experience by using

This handsome booklet,

mailed upon request, de- “ : \ A 1
felhs uhur acte, de us as your purchasing agent. Certain because our
these cars: - - - - - staff of expert automobile mechanics has passed in
oA s R SED review the typical car of every standard factory in
PFEEREESS | ite 1 1
LR R RS Europe, United States and Canada, judging solely
THOMAS on a basis of mechanical merit—which means strength,
WINTO N simplicity, sanity of design, practicability, and staunch-
NAPIER : : - [
gt ness of service under Canadian road conditions.

These experts select a make solely upon merit, regard-
less of price,—the business staff deals with that factor.
And so, when a car's name appears on our list of
makes, 1t 1s there because that car has satisfied exac-
tions more stringent than any amateur motorist can
conceive, has withstood tests ordinary usage never
apploaches. Wherefore we guarantee, 1r1dependcnt1y
of the maker, each car we sell: and wherefore,
also, you can buy of us simple certainty that the car
you buy is the car best suited of any to your special
and individual requirements. A warrant of certainty !
[s it not significant that we dare offer it so ex-

plicitly ? We shall be glad to satisty you of its actual
scope and value to you mn your own automobile buying.

THE DOMINION 272

Bay and T2 mperance Streets T @R 0O N P

WINNIPEG BRANCH, THE DOMINION AUTOMOBILE CO., LIMITED, Donald Street
MONTREAL BRANCH, THE EASTERN AUTOMOBILE CO., LIMITED, 19 University Street
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