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EVERYMAN’S 
LIBRARY

YOU can have a handsome Library at very small cost, in which 
every book shall be standard, every author famous, all the 
volumes being uniform in size, cover and type, printed on thin, 

strong paper.
The inspiration for the Everyman’s Library comes from the Eng

lish custom of collecting well-printed books in paper covers, and 
having the entire lot bound from time to time in a uniform way, a 
a process that costs for the binding alone more than the cost of any 
one of the five hundred volumes of Everyman’s Library, bound in full 
red leather, ornamented in gold.

Books of the Everyman’s Edition are just large enough to be 
carried easily in your pocket. The type is clear for reading on the 
train or trolley car, and the bindings are of cloth or leather, with a choice 
of colors in the former.
Biography, Classical, Essays and Belles Lettres, Fiction, Oratory, Philosophy 
and Theology, Poetry and Drama, Science, Travel and Topography are all in
cluded in this wonderful list of great books, as well as a splendid group of 
Juvenile books and books for young people. The scope for Christmas Gift 
selection is tremendous.

Begin your library now, by purchasing the first volume and reading it.

Start the book habit for your son or daughter by the present of an Every
man’s book at Christmas time, and follow it up with others on birthdays, etc.

The full list of Everyman's Library can be had at the Book Department, 
in printed form, and the books themselves are kept in complete stock.

In Cloth, per Volume, .25 In Leather, per Volume, .45

A Handsome Christmas Gift
We have arranged to box sets of 12 books 

for Christmas Presents. These comprehensive 
groups cover every one of the subjects named 
above, and the cost is the same as for the single 
volumes, no charge being made for the box

Cloth, $3.00 Leather, $5.40
william Shakespeare
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AOts In 30 Minutes

5>EMEd'l
Mnthcrslll 8 Remedy for See and Train

Sickness. Guaranteed sale and harmless. Certificate 1 
_ tK>x from one the world’sleading analytlcalChem-

We have the finest testioinnials from many of the 
-idiDÎ people and Institutions of the world.

Write For Particulars
i»'tJ- and $1.00 box at Drug Stores. If your drug- 

. .1.^9 not hive it in stock he can obtain it tor you
frsm the leading Wholesale Druggists of Canada or
Cnitad States.

MOTMERSILL REMEDY CO., Limited 
Montreal, Can. - - 19 St. Bride St. 

London, E.C.

CANADIAN 
HOTEL DIRECTORY

The New Russell
Ottawa, Canada 

260 rooms
American Plan $8.00 to $6.00. 
European Plan $1.50 to $8.50. 

1150,000.06 spent upon Improvements

La Corona Hotel
gurt)pean Plan 

*1-5° UP-

( Home of the Epicure ) 
Montreal

John Hcaly 
Manager

King Edward Motel
Toronto, Canada 

—Fireproof—
Aoeommodatlon for 750 gneete. 11.50 np. 

American and Enropean Plans.

Grand Union Hotel
Toronto, Canada 

Geo. A Spear, President 
American Plan $2-$S European Plan $1-11.50

Hotel IVIoseop
Toronto, Canada. F. W. Mossop, Prop

Enropean Plan. Absolutely Fireproof 
RATES

Booms without bath, $1.50 np 
Booms with bath, $2.00 np

Palmer House
Toronto, Canada H. V. O'Connor, Prop. 

Rates
$2.00 TO $3.00

Oalgary, Alberta, Can.
Hnfpl Calgary, the commercial 

VUCCI! 3 11U1CI metropolis of the Laiit 
West. Rates $2.00ana $2.50per day. Free 

•Bo* *° train*. H. L. Strphenr. Prop.

Hotel York
New YorK

new AND ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF 
Seventh Ave., Cor. 36th St. 

EUROPEAN PLAN
..... / S1.60 li $$.60, with dstsehed hath
RATES , 00 Is $4.00. with privais ball,

Orrupl." the geocaptlesj natri nf th. "It,. th„
V-.riex Of travel. Within from one to flv, minute,' w,w , r twenty-one theetree Cere ,wea the ,|,*,r. ,nl »|i|lln 
live mill'll"» "I »n lh* Nonnen llrfl,l^om Culelne ,,f enperlor esreUence. Hoderete price.
Il, O. "WILLIA>1 S, Manager

LOOKING BACKWARD
Four Years of National Journalism in Canada.

this issue the Canadian Courier ” completes 
the fourth year of its existence, the first issue appearing 
December ist, 1906. As a battle for existence, we believe 
there is no parallel in the history of Canadian publishing.
Many years ago the late Professor Goldwin Smith, Mr. 
Charles G. D. Roberts and some others attempted to estab
lish a national weekly in this country, and kept up the fight 
for several years. “ The Week,” as their paper was called, 
was a magnificent publication, but it did not find the road 
to financial success. There had been no other notable at
tempt until the “Canadian Courier" was launched. Such 
Canadian weeklies as existed were purely local.
Ç] When the “Canadian Courier" made its appearance, and 
stated that its aim was to become the national weekly of 
Canada, those who knew the publishing business shook 
their heads. They felt that the country was too small, 
that the class who would pay a fair price for a high-class 
weekly was not large, and that the advertising patronage 
for such a publication would not be sufficient to support it.
The publishers of the “Canadian Courier" may not have 
eliminated these feelings, but they have come very close to 
doing so. They have produced a periodical which circu
lates more widely throughout the Dominion than any other 
publication. It has a large number of readers in the cities, 
towns and villages of the Maritime Provinces, and an equal
ly large circulation in the towns and villages of British Co
lumbia. Indeed, with very few exceptions, there is not a 
town of three hundred inhabitants or more to which a 
bundle of Couriers is not sent every week. Further, its 
advertising patronage is larger than that of any other Can
adian periodical, and during the first ten months of 1910 
showed an increase of thirty-four per cent, over the same 
months in 1909, and fifty-eight per cent, over the same 
period in 1908.
Q The “ Canadian Courier " of to-day is quite different 
from the “ Canadian Courier ” of 1906. The ideas of its 
founders have been modified and changed by their experi
ences during the four years. The size of page has been in
creased, the character of covers has been changed, and the 
general appearance of the paper is somewhat different: only 
the spirit remains the same. We set out to make a nation
al paper, which would be as valuable to the Canadians of 
the East and to the Canadians of the West as to the Can
adians of the Centre. There has been no reason to swerve 
in the slightest from that ideal.
y In the beginning it was difficult to impress on the writ
ers and photographers in the different portions of this 
somewhat scattered Dominion that their co-operation was 
necessary in the building of a national publication. It was 
also difficult to persuade the writers of Canadian fiction that 
the “ Canadian Courier " was the best medium in which to 
place their material before the whole of Canada. It was 
equally difficult to get trained artists to illustrate stories, 
make cover designs and produce timely full-page illus
trations. However, all these difficulties have been largely 
overcome, and to-day the “ Canadian Courier " is the rec
ognized medium for literary and artistic work of a national 
character.
^ The keynote of the situation was the attitude of the 
reading public. As soon as it was proven that Canadians 
would buy a Canadian weekly as freely as they bought the 
“ Saturday Evening Post," the “ Illustrated London News" 
and the “ Graphic,” the situation became easy. The writ
ers and advertisers followed the lead of the subscribers, 
but it was only through the combination of all these ele
ments that the “ Canadian Courier " was made a possibility.
tj Canada has only begun to create a national spirit. Be
cause of that, Canada has only begun to create national 
journalism. As the national spirit grows, so must nation
al journalism grow. The future of all periodicals similar to 
the “ Canadian Courier ” depends upon the future of Can
ada. The day will come when it will not be necessary for 
any Canadian to go outside of his own country to get the 
reading matter which he feels is necessary to success. The 
“ Canadian Courier " is only the pathfinder in national 
journalism. It is the beginning, not the end. It is there
fore a pleasure to be able to feel that with all its faults, 
with all its mistakes, and through all its struggles it has 
been a pioneer. We leave it to the readers and advertisers 
of the “ Canadian Courier " to say whether or not it has 
been a successful pioneer. The publishers merely take this 
opportunity of thanking the readers and advertisers for 
their co-operation in blazing a trail for the future national 
periodicals of a country which is steadily marching to great
ness and distinction.

lN ANs\xbring these advertisements please mention the “Canadian courier."
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She will tell you that 
W indsor Salt does not get 
“lumpy”—nor “cake” in 
glass or silver.

In homes of refinement,

Windsor 
Table Salt
has long been the universal 
favorite for table and 
culinary use.

IT

Mail Contract
SKALKD TKNDKRS addreaaed to the Po*t- 
m(inter General, will he received at Ottawa un
til Noon, 011 FRIDAY, the 23't! December, 1910, 
for the conveyance of Hi* MajeHty'h Mail*, on a 
proponed Contract for four year* 18 time* per 
week each way, between STRKF.T8VIU.R 
POST OFFICK ami STRKKTSVILLK and 
STRF.KT8VIU.F. Junction Railway Stations 
from the i»t January next.

Printed notice* containing further inform
ation a* to condition* of proposed Contract 
may hr seen and blank form* of Tender may 
he obtained at the Pont Office* of STRKKT8- 
VILLK and at the Office of the Pont Office In- 
*pector at Toronto.

POST OFFICK DKPARTMKNT.
Mail Skrvicr Branch,

Ottawa, 9th November, 1910.
G. C. ANDKR8ON, Superintendent

Cosgrave’s
Half & Half

A beer of 
u n f a i 1 i n g 
goodness

On sale at 
all hotels 
and dealers

The Cosgrave 
Brewery Co., of 

Toronto Limited
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Never again need your baking or roasting 
worry you.

Never again—after you have labored over 
a fine batch of biscuit or a delicate pie crust— 
need you fear that it may be spoiled in the oven.

Never again need you get anything less 
than best results.

The Wonderful Oxford Economizer
found only on Gurney Oxford Stoves and Ranges—guarantees 

good cooking.
It gives you an even, steady fire that can always be depended 

upon—that will never burn red hot one minute, then out the next— 
that can always be regulated and will stay regulated.

The Oxford Economizer will also make a big cut in your coal 
bills. Its even fire burns only four fifths the fuel burned by any other 
stove. You save 20% in real dollars and cents.

In addition to the Oxford Economizer

Gurney-Oxford Stoves and Ranges
contain many other features found no where else.
Gurney-Oxford divided flue ovens cook anything in any part of 

the oven evenly, and best.
Gurney-Oxford reversible grates mean perfect combustion. 

Gurney-Oxford oval fire box, means no dead corners in
fire.

The Gurney-Oxford interchangeable parts save time and 
trouble in getting repairs.

Send attached coupon for our book of hints for 
saving time and money in your kitchen.

The 
Gurney 
Foundry 
Com pony
500 Kins 
Street, Well.
Toronto, Canada

Please send me your 
Book of Hints for savins 
time and money.

NAME........
ADDRESS.

44

The Gurney Foundry Company, 
500 King St. West 

Toronto,

Canada.
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The *‘Kitchen Queen” 
will stay longer if her realm 

is beautified with “ Lacqueret.”
The old chairs are worn and soiled. A coat of “Lacqueret" 
(any shade to suit your fancy) will make them look better than 
on the day you bought them.

Touch up the refrigerator with Oak "Lacqueret” and note 
the effect. The wainscoting wants a coat of Colored “Lac
queret ” too—scars and scratches will vanish.

“ Lacqueret ” is a great rejuvenator and will help you to keep 
the “ hired girl ” by reducing her work and, making her 
happier.

Write for our free booklet, “Dainty Decorator," and learn 
for yourself the many uses of this household bcautifier.

Meet prominent Hardware aad Paint Dealers sell “ Lacqueret.”

INTERNATIONAL VARNISH CO.
LIMITED

TORONTO • WINNIPEG 2304

*

[note—“LACQUERET ” I» sc Id In full Imperial measure package* only

LISTEN?
That’s what you ought to do—listen !
Not to mere claims which sound impressive and which are made alike for all 

kinds of pianos. Nor to artists’ recommendations, which ate too often pur
chased for publicity purposes.

We’d like you to judge the

MASON ® RISCH
“The Piano with a Soul”

by listening to the instrument itself, and making an unprejudiced comparison 
with the best piano of auy o.her make which you have ever heard.

Listen to the Mason & Risch in the homes of tour friends where it has been 
put to the teit of continuous use for fi e, ten, twenty years or more. Ask 
them if its tone lasts—judge for yourself by comparing the tone of a 20-year 
old Mason & Risch with any new instrument.

Let the beautifully-ba'anced, clear, sweet, singing tone of the Mason & 
Risch speak for itself—while you “listen’’. That’s the safest, most satisfac
tory way for you to determine your choice of a piano.

The MASON (£l RISCH PIANO CO., Ltd.
32 KING STREET WEST, TORONTO

We invite your critical examination of 
the Mason & Risch at your leisure and 
in quietness in our King Street Ware- 
rooms. Convenient instalment payments 
arranged if desired and liberal allowance 
made for old instruments taken in ex-

Tait-Laroia
"LaltLarola” Is a perfect emollent milk quickly absorbed by 

the skin leaving notrace of grease or stickiness after uae. AtUying 
and soothing all forms of Irritation caused by Proat, Cold Winds 
and Hard Water, It not only

PRESERVES THE SKIN
hut beautifies the Complexion, making It SORT, SMOOTH AND 
WHITK, L1KH THE PETALS OK THE LILY.

The daily use of “Lait-Larola" effectually prevents all Redness. 
Roughness Irritation and Chapa, and gives a resisting power to the 
skin In changeable weather. Delightfully Cooling and Refreshing 
after MOTORING, GOLPINO, SKATING, CYCLING, DANCING, 
BTC.

Men will find it wonderfully soothing if applied ‘after shaving

M. BEETHAM & SON - - - OH E LENT HAM, ENO.

IRON ONCE
<with an Electric Iron and you 'll never return 
to the old-fashioned hot-stove method 
of ironing. It's an iron that you can use 
in any room in the house where there is 
a lighting socket, and out on the porch 
even, when it is more comfortable there.

Ask for one on free trial and send it back 
if you find you can get along without it.

The Toronto Electric Light Co., Limited
'PHONE M 3975

IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION THE “CANADIAN COURIER.'



FREE
This valuable med

ical book tells In 
plain, simple lan
guage howConsump- 
lion can be cured in 
your own home. If 
you know of any otie 
suffering from Con 
sumption. Catarrh. 
Bronchitis. Asthma 

or anv throat or lung 
trouble, or are yourself 

afflicted, this book will help you 
— to a cure. Even if you are in the

advanced stage of the disease and feel 
there is no hope, this book will show you 
bow others have cured themselves after all 
remedies they had tried failed, and they be
lieved their case hopeless.

Write el once to the Yonkerman Con
sumption Remedy Co., 1609 Rose Street, 
Kalamazoo, Mich., and they will send you 
from tlielr Canadian Depot the book and 
a generous supply of the New Treatment, 
absolutely tree, for they want every sufferer 
to lmve this wonderful cure l»efote it is too 
late. Don't wait — write today. It may 
mean the saving of your life.

BIG Drop A Postal
BARGAINS IN

BOOKS
Send now for our Clearance Catalogue 

No 69, containing lists of the very New
est publications. Thousands of brand 
new nooks of Publishers' Remainders at

f>rices cut in halves and quarters, includ- 
ng Literature. Science, History, Travel, 

Biography and Fiction.

THE TABARD INN BOOK CO.
1302-4 Filbert Street - Philadelphia, Pa.

<3-H MUMMaC0-
EXTRA DRY

IS THE MOST EXQUISITE DRY CHAMPAGNE IMPORTED 
5 B T0WH5END aCO MOBTREAl Sou forms roe camam
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Editor’s TalK
p ERHAPS you’ve heard of Dr. Andrew McPhail, the editor 

of the University Magazine—which is a publication with 
a good deal of the “high-brow" in its make up, but peculi

arly dominated by the strong personality of Andrew McPhail. 
The editor of this magazine will contribute to the Canadian 
Courier next week an article on Reciprocity. Conventional? 
Scarcely. Complimentary to Uncle Sam? Not necessarily. But 
at all events interesting and instructive.

U LSEWHERE in this issue we have set forth the contents of 
our Christmas Number, which will come out week after 
next. Never before have we got together such a galaxy 

of Canadian talent inside two covers—and if we haven’t, who 
has? Six Canadian writers: Stringer, Stead, Heming, Clark—oh 
well, you’ll discover the rest of them along with the six Canadian 
artists whom we need not mention here.

HIS week we have given the books an outing; down from the 
shelves, dust blown off, and all leaves cut, to show what 
Canadians, both writers and publishers, are doing on the 

business of book-production. It’s worth while to know this. 
Canadians are a reading people: one good proof of which is that 
they buy the Canadian Courier.

IT VTOIKTOEKT.

IR5ErEtfoi
WHISKY

MtblWMd 1742.

Ortet ir ,lee IxeqMt wltt mraotet 
el perlly ,r* rccommcnd.tlon

Alweys s»* ,er WHITE Hr>por
speclally II yee wen it. 
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Look for the " sheep" For CQ IT1 f O V t-1 O V ill g people

'Ceetee” is the underwear that pleases. Fits perfect
ly—soft and velvety to the skin and guaranteed 

unshrinkable.
Insist on ••Ceetee.'1 In ell sises for men. 
women and children.

Th# C. TumHuïl Ce. of Cell. Limited 
Mannfsetnrers-Kstb. UM MO* Celt. Ontario

Asthma CatarrH
WHOOPING COUGH CROUP 
BRONCHITIS COUGHS COLDS

ESTABLISHED 187ft

A simple, safe nnd effective treatment for bron
chial troubles, without dosing the stomach with 
drugs. Used with success for thirty years.

The air rendered strongly antiseptic, mrpired 
with every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes
the sore throat, and stops the cough, assuring 
restful nights. Cresolcnc is invaluable to mothers 
with young children and a boon to e 
from Asthma. !

Send us postal for descriptive booklet.
ALL DRUGGISTS

Try Cresolene Anti
septic Throat Tablets 
for the irritated throat 
They are simple, ef
fective and antiseptic.
Of your druggist or 
from us. 10c in stamps.

Yapo Cresolene Co.
Learning - Miles Bldg

MONTREAL

Iuaiat that your dealer always send 
O’KBBFB’S “PILSBNER"

'•Tm Light Been m Thk Light Bottle" 
(Regtutered)

FAe O’Keefe Brewery Co. 
of Toronto, Limited

By Royal Warrant

Ito Hie Majesty the King

g.h.Mumm&co.
EXTRA DRY

The most exquisite dry Cham
pagne imported

Selected Brut
A superb Brut Wine 

of unsurpassed style 
and flavor.

There is probably not 
a club in the world 
where men of taste 
gather where the name
ofG. H. MUMMSCO.
is not a synonym for 
the best champagne 
that can be had.

IN ANSWEBINC THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION THE "CANADIAN COURIER.
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Clip The Coupon
Tor Our Book

0 YOU REALIZE the extent 
to which a freight elevator 
will aid the growth of your
business ?

Forming a direct and speedy method 
of keeping the “ superfluous ” out of 
your customers’ way, an ele
vator thus makes your shop 
more inviting. It allows of 
storing needful things in your 
upper storey, and yet places 
you in a position to reach them 
in a minute’s notice. In a 
word, no matter what class of 
business you are engaged in— 
modem methods demand that 
you call to your aid the use 
a freight elevato^tofacilitate 
the storing of, and the access to, 
reserve stock and merchandise.

Mail us the 
and afford us the 
sending you our 
illustrated booklet.* 
tells the

vator

( His-Fensom Elevator Co., Ltd.
Traders Bank Building, Toronto

Transferring Time Supplies
are Now Ready

O
FFICE Specialty” 

line of Transfer- 
ringTime Supplies, 

Transfer Cases, Guides, 
Cards, Folders and Indexes 
is the largest and most 
varied of any on the market. 
Our Complete Supply Cata
logue No. 1147^ gives 
complete description, illus
trations and prices of Trans
fer Cases and Supplies for 
all Filing Systems. Write 
for your copy now.

This illustration shows 
our new No. 704 Vertical 
Transfer Cabinet. The most practical and up-to-date Cabinet 
ever put on the market. Ask for particulars.

Office Specialty M f g.<p.
Head Office : 97 Wellington Street West 

TORONTO, CANADA
BRANCHES:

Halifax, 44 Granville Street; Montreal, 259 St. James St.; Ottawa, 143 Spark» St.; 
Winnipeg, 223 McDermot Ave. ; Hamilton Phone 778; Calgary 325 8th Ave. ; 
Regina, P. O. Box 999; Quebec, P. O. Box 226; Vancouver, 611 Pender St.

To Subscription Specialists

Write us regarding our terms for special re
presentation of the Canadian Courier in your 
territory.

CIRCULATION BUREAU,
Canadian Courier, Toronto.

w# Vy/HEN Mary married 
Handsome John 

Her father said,
“My music’s t^one.”

He did not weep,
Or rage, or fuss.

Nay! Got a
(^ourlaç-Angina

If you have listened to other Player Pianos that are mechanical, come and hear how 
Artistic and Human is the playing of the Gourlay-Angelus.

GOURLAY, WINTER 8 LEEMING, 188 YONGE ST., TORONTO

,N ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION THE "CANADIAN C*
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WHY BOYS LEAVE THE FARM ing touch with the problem of the soil and with the 
thousand and one laws and principles that underlie 
the wonderful processes with which he comes in 
daily contact, just so long will he fail to catch the 
inspiration that ought to be filling him with a love 
of his home and its surroundings. No wonder that 
under such conditions he is ready to adopt the ambi
tion of his neighbour to “be a lawyer,” or perhaps 
a doctor, an ambition in which his parents very often 
encourage him.

Our great mistake of the past has been that we 
have over-emphasised the mental and quite under
estimated or neglected the physical. Labour has its 
essential place in all mental as well as physical de- 
' elopment. 1 )r. De Garmo well said in addressing 
the Ontario Educational Association in 1909 that the 
masses of mankind cannot be educated without work, 
nor will they respond to an education that has no 

labour in it. Let us put work into the 
schools then. The school-garden will 
provide the practical appeal to the boy’s 
activities. It is not enough of course, 
as you point out, to put a text-book 
on agriculture into the pupil’s hands. It 
does not mean anything. Correlate it 
with practical demonstrations of its 
principles and it will mean something. 
And place a definite objective before the 
rural pupil in a course of study center
ing in agricultural pursuit. Conclude 
this course with an examination which 
will entitle the successful student to a 
graduation diploma of the public school 
in agriculture. It will be said of course 
that under present conditions in our 
rural schools such a step is impossible. 
And the criticism is well made. Many 
of the rural schools are very small, and 
seventy-five per cent, of the teachers are 
females. The maximum age of attend
ance is about fourteen, of both boys 
and girls. The remedy to be suggested 
would include consolidated schools, a 
raising of compulsory school age, an 
increase of technically qualified teach
ers. And not the least important fac

tor entering into the problem is a largely increas
ed expenditure on the public schools. Is the farm
ing community of the province prepared for this? 
Tnc experience of the last few yca;rs would 
scarcely seem to justify an affirmative answer. 
You very rightly say that changing the spirit of 
high school education is not sufficient. “'The 
spirit of the people must be changed.” There is 
urgently needed an honest and intelligent eideavour 
on the part of the press and of our representatives 
in the legislature to educate public opinion to a 
point where reform or re-adjustment by the gov
ernment will be met with at least a fair response.

It must be said that the government is moving 
constantly in the right direction. The steps they 
have already taken are making for more practical

Will Rural Mail Delivery help?

A Budget of Views from Teachers and Journalists in Reply to the Courier s 
Criticism of our present Educational System

EASTERN Canada’s most pressing problem is 
that of keeping her people on the land. In 
spite of improved farm machinery, better 
country roads, better service on steam and 

electric railways, rural telephones and rural mail 
delivery the people are crowding from the farms to 
the city. As has been pointed out in previous issues 
there is much farm land in Ontario, New Brunswick 
and Nova Scotia which has not as great a value as 
it had forty years ago. In some communities the 
farms are occupied by the old people and hired help, 
;vecause the younger generation have gone to the 
city or to the great West. It has been 
-uggested in these pages that the present 
high school system is largely to blame.
The high school teachers have been ask
ed to educate farmers, mechanics and 
candidates for the professions—and 
have found it an impossible task. Be
cause it was impossible the farmers and 
mechanics have not been receiving the 
education which should fit them for the 
occupation of their parents. There have 
been a few minor attempts to start the 
teaching of agriculture, but none of 
them have been taken seriously.

It may be that the source of all the 
trouble lies elsewhere than in the 
schools. The following letter from a 
high school principal is a fair pre
sentation of the case from one who has 
studied the question at close quarters.
Mr. Denyes is a graduate of Queen’s 
University and has had considerable ex
perience in high schools which were 
largely attended by farmers’ sons and 
daughters. His letter follows:—

Oakville, Nov. 8th, 1910. 
liditor Canadian Courier:—

Sir:— The Courier will undoubtedly have the 
gratitude of all those interested in the present edu
cational development in Ontario for its efforts 
towards the solution of the difficulties which 
are now presenting themselves. In the issue 
of Nov. 5 you have deplored the evident decadence 
of rural communities and have very pointedly laid 
a large share of the blame to the high school and 
the high school teacher. I submit that if there 
is such a decadence generally as you maintain, the 
causes are more complex than this high school argu
ment would lead us to suppose, and you must look 
farther afield and farther back for an explanation 
of the exodus from the Ontario farm. And I sub
mit further that it is scarcely fair to burden the 
high schools with so serious a charge without more 
definite proof.

In the first place, what are the facts as to the 
destination of the pupils leaving our high schools 
and collegiate institutes? According to the last 
annual report of the Minister of Education, cover
ing the year 1908, there were enrolled in these sec
ondary schools an attendance of 31,912. Of those 
leaving these schools in 1908 the numbers entering 
the different occupations and professions were as 
follows: Mercantile life, 20.89 pc., agriculture, 11.02 
p.c., profession of law, medicine or the ministry, 
4.61 p.c., teaching profession, 17.10 p.c., other pro
fessions 5.99 p.c., other occupations 40.37 p.c.

Will the Rural Trolley bring them back ?

Why do people prefer cramped apartment», ugly terrace house» and 
the impure air of large citie», to farm homestead» 

such a» this ?

When we consider the fact, that high schools 
are giving back to the farm practically half of 
those who enter these schools from the farm 
we may feel not unduly alarmed or concerned for 
the harmful influence they arc said to exert. It is 
to be remembered that only a small proportion of 
public school graduates in rural communities, if wc 
may properly use such a term at all, ever enter the 
high school. If the others leave the country for city 
life and occupation the high school is not respon
sible. Of those who do take advantage of the 
secondary school wc may congratulate ourselves 
heartily that some considerable portion enter the 
professions, for it is a well-known fact that these 
very students it is who have risen to the front in 
all the learned professions and who have done noble 
work in advancing the interests which wc cannot 
afford to neglect in our advancing civilisation. It 
would be a very interesting experiment to select a 
few representative counties of the Province and 
adopt some practical means of ascertaining under 
what circumstances the boys have left the farm. If 
it is found that more than a fair percentage have 
tieen led to do so through the influence of tne high 
school alone it will be surprising to many people 
who have observed the situation pretty closely 
The great majority who have forsaken the farm are 
those who have never attended the high school.

From this it is not intended to argue that our 
system of education as it is now organised has not 
tended to draw away the young people from the 
farm. But it is argued that the fault lies back of 
the high school. It is in the public school that the 
tendency should be given to the boy that will lead 
him to value more highly the appeal of the farm. It 
is here that his educational interest must be aroused. 
Just so long as the country boy can attend the public 
school for years without coming into actual work
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The Old and the New-Hay is now loaded by machinery, and yet life on the farm is said to be less attractive, Why ?

teaching both in public and high schools. The 
regulations already include the idea of the school- 
garden and we may confidently expect the widening 
of the area of agricultural teaching in the high 
schools. We may also expect the question of tech
nical education to be definitely taken up when the 
data necessary are procured and analysed. But the 
critics are impatient and think that re-organisation 
or re-adjustment should come in a day.

J. M. Den yes.

Newspaper Comment.
The articles in the Canadian Courier have also 

created considerable attention among the newspapers. 
The Kingston Standard of Nov. 8th., deals with the 
subject editorially and inclines to take a position 
somewhat similar to that of Mr. Denyes. It is not 
convinced that the educational system is wholly to 
blame. It savs :—

“The Courier’s article, in part, explains the de
sertion of the towns and villages of Ontario by the 
young people and the building up of the larger cities, 
but only in part. Only a small percentage of the 
boys and girls of the villages and towns of Ontario 
attend the high school—most of them never go higher 
than the public schools. Why do these latter also 
seek the cities? Is it not because they think they 
see greater opportunities in the larger places? And 
as a fact are there not greater opportunities in those 
places than in the small towns? Perhaps there 
is a tendency to exaggerate the evil of leaving the 
small places. As a fact many towns that were 
small twenty years ago have increased quite rapidly 
in population. Take for example Berlin, Brantford 
and Peterborough. These places have grown and 
grown fast in twenty years. But, if they have, they 
have had certain natural advantages which have been 
the attractive force to draw population. Enterprising 
citizens have, of course, their influence ; but unless their 
influence is supplemented by these natural advantages,
the smaller towns will not grow.

“The high schools have indeed been spending too 
much of their time and energy on culture subjects, 
and the Courier is right in insisting upon a change to 
a more practical type of school, or rather on schools 
that will fit boys and girls for work other than the 
so-called professions. This, as we understand it, is the 
aim of the Commission on Technical Education which 
will likely bear fruit in a report favouring just what 
the Courier advocates.”—Kingston Standard.

The Pickering News is more inclined to agree 
with the Courier and is strongly in favour of agri
cultural education of a new type. The News says:—

“There was a time when farming was synonymous 
with hard, slavish labour. But now, with the numerous 
labour saving devices the life of the farmer is shorn 
of most of that which was repulsive to many. With 
the introduction of the telephone and rural delivery 
the social life of the agriculturalist is as attractive as 
that of the town resident. And with the new innova
tions that are continually appearing, the attractiveness 
of country life will gradually increase. It cannot be 
said that the reason the young man leaves the farm 
is because it does not pay. Never was the farmer 
better rewarded for his labour than he is now and as 
he has been for the past number of years. There is 
no other class of men in the country who are in a 
better financial position to-day than the farmer. Why 
then does the young man pack his grip and march off 
to the city? It is due no doubt in a great measure 
to our educational system. Nowhere in our public or 
high schools is the science of agriculture taught ill 
earnest. The high schools prepare the pupils only for 
the professions and for commercial life. When a boy en
ters high school he generally loses all interest in the 
farm,, because the teaching of agriculture is neglected. 
It is stated that in one of the high schools in Ontario, 
only three pupils in a period of twenty-nine years 
returned to the farm from which they came. Evi

dently what is required is a system of education that 
will foster a love for agricultural pursuits. We find 
that the graduates of the Guelph Agricultural College 
become enthusiastic and successful farmers. We be
lieve that an efficient teaching of agriculture in our 
public and high schools would be followed by similar 
results.—Pickering News.

The Woodstock Sentinel-Review agrees that 
there has been a tendency to draw from the factory 
and the farm to the professions. It would not 
abolish high schools, but it' would change the view 
point, in part, the editor writes :—

“What is needed, perhaps, more than anything else 
is a change of viewpoint as to the meaning and use of 
education. The young man whose higher education un
fits him for work on the farm is not too highly edu
cated but improperly educated.

“It was expected that the introduction of manual 
training would have the effect of counteracting some of 
the undesirable tendencies of the so-called higher edu
cation, by emphasizing the dignity of honest and in
telligent labour and assisting towards the establishment 
of a new viewpoint with regard to the meaning of 
education. Probably it is too soon yet to enquire 
what the actual effect has been. The demand for 
technical training is a further recognition of the com
plaint that the educational tendencies are not just all 
they ought to be. Is the situation improving, or grow
ing worse? That is the great question.”

study that will educate students for all departments of 
farm life and thereby give them a liking for rural life 
and activity rather than sending a large percentage of 
the country boys to the cities. Am I right in my 
contention ?”

(Continued Next II \

Mr. M. A. James has been discussing this subject 
for some time in his excellent weekly, the Bowman- 
ville Statesman. Mr. James finds considerable fault 
with the educational system. In a recent article 
Mr. James outlines his platform from which we 
quote. In passing it may be mentioned that Mr. 
James’ remarks were made before the Courier’s 
article appeared. This is an indication that the 
feeling in favour of agricultural high schools is 
fairly widespread. Indeed, it is difficult to under
stand just why there has been so little criticism of 
the present high school system. If Eastern Canada 
is to preserve its agricultural communities in their 
former greatness something must be done and done 
quickly. Abandoned farms mean less land under 
cultivation, and higher local prices for agricultural 
products. Further, abandoned farms mean the 
growth of large landed estates which is the begin
ning of the land evil which has created so much 
agitation in the United Kingdom during the past 
few years. It is already very easy to find farmers 
in Ontario who own a thousand acres of land, of 
which a hundred may be cultivated and the remain
der kept for pasture and wood. It will not be long 
before millionaires will be purchasing these estates 
and enlarging them to provide themselves with 
country homes and with fish and game preserves.

Mr. James has this to say :—
“The prescribed courses of study for public 

schools in Ontario are not suited to present require
ments of rural schools. There are too many subjects 
in the junior forms and too many fads in all five 
forms.

"Ontario contains about 145 collegiate institutes and 
high schools, and various other educational institutions, 
the chief aim and character of the curriculum or 
courses of study in all of which is in the direction of 
fitting for and sending students into the learned pro
fessions and the offices of commercial and industrial 
concerns. Ontario is pre-eminently an agricultural 
province and yet Ontario Agricultural College and 
Macdonald Institute at Guelph are the only exclusive
ly high-class agricultural schools training boys and 
girls for the occupation of farming and for farm 
life. Collegiate institutes and high schools, instead of 
educating students for the professions and cramming 
the few bright ones to win glory for the teachers and 
these schools in departmental and university matricu
lation examinations, should have practical courses of

Tolstoi and Canada
What may we Learn from the A rt 

of Tolstoi ?

TOLSTOI is dead. The world of newspapers 
has been às much agitated over this fact 
as though it had been the death of King 
Edward or of Gladstone or Abraham Lin

coln. Now and then a writer pushes out with the 
thin line where all men are free and equal, and 
where the quality of man’s work is not determined 
by his official rank. The genius of Tolstoi was es
sentially that of a philosophic statesman. Had he 
been a writer such as Shakespeare to whom kings, 
nobles and society were all a huge show; such as 
Goethe to whom poetical philosophy was more than 
statecraft ; as Kipling, to whom facts and Imperial 
forces are of more interest than social conditions ; 
he would have missed being the profoundest inter
preter of modern civilisation in Europe.

With Tolstoi the idea was supreme. As a mere 
master of literary craft he is surpassed by many. 
Turgenieff, of his own country, excels him as a 
writer of the short story : Kipling betters him in 
realism; though Tolstoi has the Hugo faculty of 
making realism a phase of philosophy which Kip
ling has not. In the dominance of radical and 
constructive ideas, based upon a profound regard 
for the welfare of mankind, Tolstoi may be consid
ered the greatest literary interpreter of the twenti
eth century. Russia has produced no art figure 
quite so great. Tschaikowsky, who died a few years 
ago, contributed as much to the art forms of Rus
sia and the world as Tolstoi ; at times he inter
preted life and expressed the Slavic genius quite 
as well. But he had less grip on the essentials and, 
like his contemporary co-patriot Dvorak, was more 
inclined to consider the footlights. These three 
great Russians are a big contribution to the art of 
the world.

Next to the art of England that of Russia is of 
most interest to Canada. If there is half as much 
in the influence of environment upon the people and 
art as M. Taine depicts in his “History of Liter
ature,” the climatic and geographical conditions of 
Canada ought to have a similar effect to that which 
obtains in Russia. The two countries possess, and 
as far as possible inhabit nine-tenths of the north
ernmost territory of the world. Norway, Sweden 
and Iceland have most of the rest. What influence 
will the North have upon our literature ? What has 
it done for the art of Russia? That remains to be 
seen. The peculiar genius of a people counts for 
much. Temperament ; forms of government ; con
ditions of development—are all potent factors. Is 
Canada too cheerful a country to produce profound 
works of art? Are we too commercially optimistic ; 
too prosperous? Have we enough in Canada to 
protest against to produce great art? Or is the 
highest form of art a protest at all—rather than a 
depicture of conditions as they exist?

The life and the literature of Tolstoi should do 
something to enlighten Canadian art producers on 
these points. We may be centuries older before 
we produce a Tolstoi or an Ibsen ; and older still 
before we get a Dvorak or a Tschaikowsky. But 
the effort is worth while.
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REFLECTIONS
BY THE EDITOR

Quibbling, Not Reasoning.

BOTH Mr. Bourassa and Mr. Lavergne quibble in a decidedly 
unblushing way when they condemn the Canadian navy be
cause it may be sent to the assistance of Great Britain in time 

of war by the Cabinet instead of by the House of Commons. They
say what will occur is this. A war is declared in which Britain is
concerned. The Governor-General of Canada calls the Cabinet to
gether and asks for the Canadian fleet to be sent to Britain. The 
Cabinet refuse, because they feel that it is a war in which Canada has 
no concern. The Governor-General is determined and demands their 
resignations, parliament not being in session. The resignations are 
handed in. Colonel Sam. Hughes, or Dr. Sproule, or Hon. Robert 
Rogers is called upon to take the premiership. He takes it, forms 
a cabinet, and sends the fleet abroad without calling parliament. Then 
-.arliament is called, the new premier is defeated, the old premier and 
his cabinet return to office, and they recall the fleet. But in the mean
time the fleet has reached Britain and has been shot to pieces.

Isn’t that a magnificent piece of quibbling? Does any sane Can
adian think that Mr. Bourassa and Mr. Lavergne are worth consid
ering after such arguments? And neither of them will deny that 
they have used this argument in print, on the platform, and in private
conversation.

What they advocate is that the fleet shall not be sent to Britain’s 
assistance, nor on any foreign mission without the consent of the 
House of Commons. They fear the Cabinet, because of the influence 
of the Governor-General. In other words, they fear the Governor- 
General. The whole thing is so absurd that it is really not worth 
considering. The history of constitutional government in Canada 
and Great Britain contains absolutely nothing to justify any person 
in harbouring such an impossible opinion. Bourassa and Lavergne 
can hope to impress such an opinion only on those who are ignorant 
of the principles and practices of constitutional government.

Parliament Has Opened.

CANADA’S legislative body met once more on Parliament Hill 
on Thursday of last week and proceeded to consider the na
tional progress and national needs. The previous session was 

held under the aegis of His Majesty, King Edward VII.: this session 
is under that of His Majesty, King George. At the previous session, 
Earl Grey, Governor-General, said adieu ; the exigencies of state-craft 
have kept him here, and he again had the honour of reading the 
Speech from the Throne. These two incidents alone made the event 
somewhat unusual to tfce student of political history.

The session promises to be a notable one. The actions of cer
tain high officials of the government in connection with the Euchar
istic Congress are likely to give rise to a discussion, w'hich, if not 
elevating, will at least be lively. Reciprocity will be argued front
wards and backwards, and the sparring for position will be intensely 
interesting. Just what new alignment may be effected among the par
ties and the voters generally, it would be difficult to forecast. The 
Canadian Navy will be considered again to the extent of several hun
dred pages of Hansard, but probably without an appreciative result. 
However, it will be interesting to find out whether the ultra-imper
ialists and the ultra-nationalists can find a common platform in con
nection with this discussion.

Among the minor questions is that of the Hudson’s Bay Rail
way, whether it shall be a government owned and operated road, or 
whether it shall be handed over to one of the transcontinental sys
tems. Another is Mr. Fisher’s Copyright Bill, giving Canada, for 
the first time, complete control of her own literary markets. Mr. 
Fisher has been extremely fortunate in securing permission from the 
British Government to put through legislation of this kind. It will 
go on record as one of his greatest accomplishments. Another minor 
bill of considerable importance will be that on hanking, the ten-year 
period being almost up. One of the questions to be raised here is 
that of government inspection.

Altogether the session should be full of important discussions. 
Jf this is not the last session of the present parliament, it is certain 
to be second to the last, and hence party feeling is likely to run 
fairly strong.

* * *

Sir Wilfrid’s Birthday.
O N ÏV?’r W|lfrid I-aurier celebrated his sixty-ninth

j mentalD a !val and foes lhat hc is Physically
, „ ?hdn^t was five vpnderfl’ man f°r his aSCl His hca,th « much 
***** aars of servicey aT ag°’ and he seems destined for many
tirai1 oower might not be wffioHv tha’ *1C ls.at ’?le height of his poli- 
, •‘h point in personal popui ;?, accurate. hut he is certainly at the high p _• nrity. His manv arte nf ------vards friend and opPon r." ,^îls ,nany acts of unusual cour- 
mon the doorstep of the man-of , ’ 1 s u,r!>ane ways with all who sit 

111 Canadians, regardless Qf paw’P T' hlS mamfest attempt to treat 
aJ1 V ny adherence. race or creed, in a fair

and just manner, have brought him the respect of all classes, even 
where it has not brought him votes for his political policies.

Sir Wilfrid is not the only Canadian statesman who has won a 
similar place in the minds of the Canadian people. Sir John Mac
donald, a man not without serious faults, had it ; Sir John Thompson, 
though he had turned from Protestantism to Roman Catholicism, won 
it; and several others might be mentioned, even though their oppor
tunities were not so great. It is creditable to the Canadian people 
that neither party allegiance, accident of racial birth, nor the question 
of religious adherence has prevented them from saying, “the man’s 
a man for a’ that and a’ that.”

* * *

Huge City Debts.
W* VERY person seems proud of the growth of Canadian cities, and 

rightly so. Yet there is danger that our enthusiasm and pride 
shall carry us into excesses. Montreal proposes to increase its 

civic debt next year by ten million of dollars, and bring it up to a total 
of fifty-eight million. That city has grown greatly in size by annex
ing new districts, and these new districts have added largely to the 
cost of administration, the need for new expenditures, and to the 
general civic indebtedness. So in Toronto, there have been num
erous annexations and tremendous growth in current expenses. To
ronto’s City Hall is now five miles distant from the city’s eastern 
boundary and the same distance from the western boundary. New 
Toronto, to the north, is being asked to come in, at the instigation of 
real estate men. and the City Hall will then be five miles from the 
northern boundary. This will mean a tremendous increase in the 
city's debt and annual expenditures.

No one in this growing country desires to be known as an op
ponent of progress, but it would seem as if Canada’s two largest 
cities were making a fetich of increased area and increased popula
tion. The citizens of these cities seem willing to increase their taxes 
and to enlarge the civic oroblems without taking any thought of the 
troublous to-morrow. Even now, apartment houses in the city of 
Toronto bring higher rents than in the city of New York, and gen
eral living is nearly as expensive. This is almost entirely due to a 
period of rapid development, for which, in the end, the people must 
pay rather dearly.

* * *

Enlarged Immigration Policy.
XX^OULD it not he possible to enlarge the policy of the Immigra

tion Department so that the benefits would flow to all the 
provinces? This is a question which seems worth serious 

consideration. At present the immigration branch of the Dominion 
service is concerned only with bringing new settlers into the three 
new provinces and territories. The reason for this restriction or 
its policy is that in none of the other six provinces has the Dominion 
Government control of the ungranted lands. This may have been a 
good reason some years ago, but it has greatly lost its force. The 
(rrcat Middle West has been given a start which will carry it a long 
distance. To some extent that progress has been at the expense of 
the other provinces. Why should there not be a re-adjustment of 
policy, and an enlargement of the immigration policy along national 
lines?

Ontario, Quebec. New Brunswick and Nova Scotia desire new 
settlers, and none of them may secure them for itself with the ease 
and small expense with which the Dominion Government docs such 
work. Many rural sections of the older provinces need re-peopling, 
and this is a national work. British Columbia needs population just 
as much as Alberta, Saskatchewan and Manitoba. If necessary, the 
immigration branch might be divided into two sections under one 
superintendent, each with a distinct chief. The increased expense 
would not be great ; the increased national efficiency of the depart
ment would be tremendous.

• • * *

A Brighter Day Dawns.
U OR years a few people have been agitating for the teaching of 

Canadian history in Canadian universities. Like the high 
schools, the universities have been burdened with worn-out 

ideas as to a curriculum. In the early days, when the Canadian col
lege was built on the model of Oxford and Cambridge, nobody 
thought of introducing Canadian history. They did not study it at 
Oxford ; why study it here?

When Professor Ashley came to Toronto he introduced Can
adian constitutional history, but the general history of our country 
was still neglected. Professor Shortt did something at Queen’s, Pro
fessor Colby at McGill, and probably other professors made similar 
efforts, but still the history of Canada failed to find a place in any 
course of study. Probably" in all the universities there were not six 
lectures on Canadian history last year.

Now comes the announcement that the University of Toronto 
will give special attention to this subject. They will still remember 
Babylon, and Assyria, and ancient Greece, and ancient Carthage, and 
all the civilisations that are past and gone, but they hope to be able 
to squeeze in a few lectures on the subject of which Parkman made 
a romance. If the idea grows in favour it may be that some day Can
adians will know something of the history of their own country, a 
history full of lessons of supreme importance to the national welfare. 
Let us hope that a better day has dawned.



10 CANADIAN COURIER

THROUGH A MONOCLE
DEFENDING THE FRENCH-CANADIANS.

WHEN the young and joyous Armand Lavergne began his ad
dress to the Toronto students the other evening by intro
ducing to them the French-Canadian, he was not perform
ing a work of supererogation. If there be any particular 

person whom the English-Canadian does not know, as a rule, it is his 
French-Canadiim fellow-countryman. The cultured English-Can
adian knows the Frenchman of France better, for he has read his 
literature and has usually visited his country. But he would be hard 
put to it to tell you anything of the purely French literature of Que
bec ; and it is ten to one that he has seen nothing of the country of 
the French-Canadian beyond making some superior comparisons be
tween the French and English sections of Montreal, and looking 
scornfully out of his car window at an “unprogressive” French-Can
adian village as he sweens past on his way to a Maine coast or Mari
time Province resort. Yet I venture the assertion that there is more 
“joy of life” to the square inch of French Montreal than to the square 
foot of its stately English neighbour ; and one has but to pause for 
a while in an “unprogressive” French village to feel himself back 
somewhere on the confines of Arcadie, where men have time to live 
and sweet womanhood has not harnessed itself to the mad tread
mill of society.

* * *

WAS glad that Mr. Lavergne brushed aside with his scholarly 
hand the hoary fiction that French-Canadians do not speak 
“French.” Personally, I am very tired of hearing Englishmen, 

who cannot travel ten miles in any direction in their own country 
without coming into a dialect which they can hardly comprehend, 
talk of the French-Canadian “patois” as if it were something quite 
different and quite inferior to the French of France. And they look 
rather askance at you—as if your Canadian patriotism had outrun 
your veracity—when you insist that the educated Quebecker talks 
as good French as the educated Parisian, and that the “dialect” of 
Quebec is no more distinct than the “dialect” of parts of France, or, 
indeed, of England. “But they use different words,” insistsxyour Eng
lishman. “So do we,” you reply. “We say ‘drygoods store’ for 
‘draper’s shop,’ and ‘druggist’ for ‘chemist,’ and ‘street car’ for ‘tram,’ 
and ‘baggage’ for ‘luggage,’ and dozens of other things. Yet we 
think that we speak English.”

* * *

TP HEN there is the libel of “priest-ridden Quebec.” I did think that 
that would never he heard again after 1896, but prejudices die 
hard. You remember 1896? The entire power of the clergy, or

ganised to its utmost, vitalised by so important an issue as the safety 
of the Manitoba separate schools, fighting for what it regarded as the 
life of the Church in the whole West, led by a formidable council of 
bishops held at Three Rivers and called to duty by a formal “mande
ment," was thrown against the Laurier candidates. The Conserva
tive Government was preparing to force separate schools on Mani
toba, under the orders of the Imperial Privy Council. Mr. Laurier 
had moved the six months hoist of this remedial bill and had helped 
to talk it out in alliance with Dalton McCarthy and Clarke Wallace. 
A vote against Laurier meant separate schools in the West ; a vote 
for him seemed to mean their abolition. Could the issue have been 
clearer? Could the “priest” have been more anxious to keep in the 
saddle? Yet what was the result? Quebec went for Laurier by an 
overwhelming majority. Obviously, on a Church issue, the “priest” 
was not in the saddle. The voters of Quebec were their own mas

ters ; and it so happened that, in this case, their desires did not coin
cide with the requirements of the Church.

- * * *

F course, they generally vote with the Church because they want 
to. They are Roman Catholics, and are proud of it. When no 
other question calls them away, Protestants also generally 

vote in support of their Church policies and leaders. It is not the 
priest or the preacher alone who wishes his particular Church to sue 
ceed. The people wish it; and it is usually one of the things that 
they wish most. No one imagined for a moment that the French- 
Canadians did not desire to see Church schools re-established in 
Manitoba. If they could have got at that issue nakedly, they would 
have voted “en masse” for the remedial bill. But the personality of 
Wilfrid Laurier was mixed up with the issue : and they preferred a 
premier of their own race to the success of a religious programme 
But the point I want you to get is that they did this—that they fol
lowed their own judgment—in spite of the most strenuous efforts of 
their priesthood to persuade them to accept at that crisis the leader
ship of the Church. The truth is that the French-Canadian love* 
his “cure” more than anyone else in the world—except himself. And 
he has reason to; for the priests of Quebec were the teachers and 
the inspirers and the champions and the physicians of her people 
through their dark hour.

* * *

HEN as to toleration. Show me a minority in the world as little 
interfered with by the majority as the Protestant minority of 
Quebec, and I will journey thither to see the marvel. We are 

always having a great time in Ontario over whether we will permit 
French to be the language of instruction in French districts. Ini 
agi ne an agitation to prevent English being used as the language of 
instruction in English Montreal ! Just now you are sending an Eng
lish Protestant inspector to settle the bi-lingual question in the Cath
olic schools of Essex. How I would like to see Sir Lomer Gouin 
send a French Catholic inspector to investigate the conditions in the 
English Protestant schools in the Eastern Townships! Toleration ! 
Let me tell you a story. A number of us were bicycling one night 
in Quebec, through a country strange to us, where French and Eng
lish villages were intermixed. We did not have lanterns as the law 
required, and we wanted to build a camp-fire. So there were two 
points of danger. We might be arrested for lack of lanterns, and the 
authorities might object to a fire on the outskirts of a village. What 
should we do? After some discussion, one of the party—the son of 
an Ontario Presbyterian minister, by the way—who knew Quebec 
well, said : “We’ll find out whether the village is French or English. 
If it is English, we’d better ride on. If the French are running it. it 
will be all right. They won’t interfere with us.” Toleration is in the 
very blood of the French-Canadian.

THE MONOCLE MAN.

Fruit and Flowers

FRUIT and flower exhibits attract less attention from the public 
than might reasonably be expected. This is a busy age, but it 
does seem as if people might pay a little more attention to the 

beauties of nature as modified and systematised by the hand of man 
The Ontario Horticultural exhibit, held in Toronto last week, was not 
a great success. The fruit display was excellent, but the flower show 
did not possess the variety nor the attractiveness of some previous 
shows. The attendance was larger than last year, but it is still insig
nificant for a city the size of Toronto. It should be possible to have 
one whole day devoted to school children, and have the teachers in all 
the city schools take their children through the show and give them 
a practical lesson in flower culture and fruit growing.

At the Ontario Horticultural Exhibition in Toronto, last week, the display of Chrysanthemums and Orchids was excellent, although not so extensive as the display of Fruit
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CANADIAN CLUB OF NEW YORK DINES AGAIN
On Tuesday last the Canadian Club of New York, had another of its successful Dinners in the Hotel Astor. A plan of the Peace Celebration in 1914 was discussed 

' Canada was represented by Honourable W. L. M. King, Principal Peterson, Mr. A. C. Bell, K.C. and Mr. J. P. McKay, President
of the Toronto Canadian Club. Dr. Neil McPhatter presided.

■■■■

v , 1V L QUEEN ALEXANDRA RETURNS TO ENGLAND
Theren^tWCin Denmark rlPu<*n Mother was not pleased with the conduct of King George and Queen Mary and that she had taken up her residence permanently in Denmark jhia photograph seems to disprove this theory. Queen Alexandra is here seen on the landing stage at Dover hand in hand with 

Ulaf, of Norway. Just behind, to the left of the picture, is Princess Victoria, leading " Mac,” a favourite Scotch Terner.
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Author of “Tom King of Nowhere,” etc.

JENNIE, who admired her patient very much, 
smiled, and said that she hoped she was not. 
Anyhow, she knew he was not, so there were 
two exceptions already.

The spire ! Margaret saw and recognised it 
from the window as the train flashed past towards 
Dover. Chance dictated an unusual stop, while she 
was still agitated. She obeyed a sudden impulse, 
and found herself on Shortlands Station. Almost 
immediately came a returning train. She sprang 
in.

She glanced idly at the two men and the lady 
who shared the carriage with her—prosperous bus
iness men they seemed, the lady evidently the wife 
of one ; then she watched eagerly for the first ap
pearance of the spire. The conversation of the 
three came casually to her ears.

“Yes, in the churchyard, dark as pitch,” the lady 
said. “That’s how I heard it. She walked right 
in, found him helpless, and had him taken to her 
house. Catch me doing that.”

“Awfully kind,” said one of the men.
“Quixotic, I call it. They say he is a good 

looking person, though, quite the gentleman.”
Margaret turned and looked again at the speak

ers. She was curious, but when she gathered that 
the young man had been found drunk she lost inter
est. She listened mechanically while they spoke 
of a certain Dr. Jennings.

“He doesn’t care,” cried the lady.
“Why, Fan,” answered one of the men, “he’s 

awfully cut up.”
“I don’t believe,” she said with a laugh, “that 

he’ll miss Conan half as much as I shall.”
“How’s that, Mrs. Blake?” asked the other man. 
“Why, the music class. Mr. Conan was our best 

tenor.”
“He was a conceited ass,” growled No. i ; “but 

his disappearance is a bit rum, I must say. Why 
don’t you think Jennings ’ll miss him, Fannie?”

“Ah,” answered Fannie, “there arc reasons—a 
woman’s reasons, sure to be good ones. In the 
first place, Tom, you know people got to preferring 
Mr. Conan.”

“That’s so,” cried Tom. “I’ve noticed that, 
haven’t you, Rogers ?”

“Jennings is such a rough chap,” answered 
Rogers.

"Quite so,” cried Fannie ; “that’s what I mean. 
The other was simply a dear as a doctor. All the 
ladies liked him best. I’ve seen Dr. Jennings get 
as angry as anything when people praised Dr. 
Conan. He was jealous, I’m sure of it.”

spoil her looks a trifle ; but she is certainly the sort 
to attract a man like Conan. I shouldn’t wonder if 
there wasn’t something in what you say.”

“I can’t make out his going like that, though,” 
said Mr. Rogers. “I never heard of his betting or 
squandering money.”

I don’t think it’s money,” said Tom. “He’s the 
sort, you know—those tenors with brown hair and 
blue eyes are all alike—to catch a girl’s fancy ; some 
scrape of that sort, I should fancy.”

“He is very good looking,” was Mrs. Fannie’s 
interruption.

“Oh, I shouldn't say that, you know, Fannie,” 
remonstrated Tom. “He was a sort of milk-sop, 
after all—one of the effeminate stamp.”

“I quite agree,” said Mr. Rogers, decidedly.

Here Margaret saw, as she looked into the win
dow, which reflected these people behind her, that 
the talkative Fannie glanced in her direction ; then 
she heard her say in a low voice, full of the delight
ful excitement of mysterious gossip, “And he was 
jealous of other things besides.” *

“What are you driving at, Fannie?” asked her
husband, leaning forward.

“Why, my dear Tom, of course I have got you 
fairly well trained; haven’t I, Mr. Rogers ? But 
even you dare not pretend that you have never 
noticed how pretty Mrs. Jennings is.”

“That’s so; she is fetching,” cried Mr. Rogers,
enthusiastically.

“That she is,” was Tom’s hearty endorsement.
“Well, I’m sure,” cried Mrs. Fannie, “I don’t 

see quite so much to get excited over. She has a 
nose that turns up at the end. To my mind it quite 
spoils her face.”Margaret could see in the improvised glass that 
was so faithfully doing its work that Mrs. Fannie’s 
nose was rather Roman in its contour.“Of course,” said Tom, diplomatically, “that did

Margaret could see that the two men were large 
and broad-shouldered, and that they straightened up 
as they spoke, and unconsciously inflated their 
chests.

“Well, he’s gone, and there’s an end of him,” 
said the lady, “and nobody to take his parts in the 
singing class and in the choir. What we shall do 
I don’t know. Do you know, Tom,” she continued, 
with a lowered voice, “I went over to see Mrs. 
Jennings just to—well—to ”

“To condole,” said Tom, with a grin.
“No, of course not, but just to see how she was, 

and the servant said she wasn’t at home. I saw 
Margie last night, and she’d been, too; but Mrs. 
Jennings wouldn’t see her either, and Margie told 
me that Mrs. Green had called, and Alice Towers— 
and nobody had seen her; and she hasn’t been out 
of the house, not even to the butcher’s, and she 
always chooses her own joints—a thing I could 
never learn to do, but she understands it; and I 
believe, you know, that she’s awfully cut up. Of 
course, I don’t mean to say—”

“Of course not,” interrupted Tom. “She was— 
well—interested. She likes to do good, you know.”

“She was rather religious,” said Fannie.
“Was?” echoed Mr. Rogers.
“Is, I mean,” Mrs. Fannie corrected herself. 

“And, of course, it is a blow when you’ve been good 
to a young medical student and given him a chance 
as soon as he was qualified, and he’s been running 
in and out like one of the family for a year, to have 
him suddenly go off like that, and never say ‘By 
your leave’ or ‘Thank you.’ I wonder where he’s 
gone.”

“I wonder why,” said Mr. Tom.
“I suppose,” said Mr. Rogers, quietly, as though 

he had been thinking out something very intently, 
“that she is at home.”

Mrs. Fannie started so violently at the appalling 
meaning hidden behind his simple sentence, that 
Margaret could feel the seat shake.

“Do you think—” cried Mrs. Fannie.
“Do you suppose—” asked her husband, eagerly.
“Dear me,” sighed Mrs. Fannie, reflectively.
“I wonder,” said Mr. Tom, with a long, linger

ing hold on the word.
In the presence of such deep possibilities there 

was utter silence for a whole minute.
“Let me see,” whispered Mrs. Fannie, after this 

time of profound silence, “he went away on Monday 
night.”

“Yes, immediately after the concert, they say,” 
answered her husband.

“Well,” she said, after another pause, “I must 
say Dr. Jennings carries it off very well. He wasn’t 
good to her, but of course that’s no excuse.”

“She may not have gone,” suggested Mr. Rogers ; 
but Mrs. Fannie would not now hear of the pos
sibility of a doubt. She was surprised the men had 
not seen it before. As for her, she had felt it, but

wouldn’t hint it, not for worlds, until Mr. Rogers 
had, then she felt at liberty to speak.

“A woman’s intuition,” she said, mysteriouslv 
and triumphantly, and her husband smiled in recog
nition of that great power, and winked covertly at 
Rogers ; and now the train was slowing down, and 
the tower shot skyward some mile or so away.

The three got out, thus showing that they spoke 
of this neighbourhood.

Margaret followed, their words buzzing in her 
ears.

“A young man found in a churchyard; a man 
missing; perhaps a woman too.”

She hurried towards the looming spire.

CHAPTER XIII.

Jyf ARGARET stood in the front of the church 
looking up at the tower. It loomed overhead 

in a decorative beauty, which had for her only a 
sinister meaning. She shivered in the warm August 
sunshine as she saw high overhead the open arch— 
it seemed a mere slit from where she stood—in 
which she had caught, by the lightning’s flash, the 
sudden sight of tragedy.

She walked across the road, passed through 
the lych-gate, and tried to appear as a mere casual 
wanderer about the churchyard.

“A good-looking person, quite the gentleman” 
—the exact words of the lady on the train were 
stamped on her memory. Did they refer to Percy 
Marshall ? If so, how account for the letter which 
she had received from him, the letter in which he 
told her that he washed his hands of her affairs. A 
sudden thought flashed to her mind as she walked 
slowly, with bent head, round the church. Could 
that letter have been a forgery? Why not? She 
had been so surrounded by mystery and treachery 
and deceit that nothing seemed impossible. She 
tried to think who could have sent it, who could 
have had an interest in sending it, but she had no 
clue. Where was this “good-looking person” who 
had been found helpless in the dark, probably in this 
churchyard? In some house in the neighbourhood, 
of course. She looked all about her as she came 
once again to the front of the church. No houses 
were very near, but a high wall close by evidently 
enclosed the grounds of an estate. Was it there 
that the kind, quixotic lady lived who had so charit
ably taken in this “good-looking person” ? If so, 
was he still there? Was there any mystery, any 
treachery about his having been taken in? Mar
garet had not forgotten for an instant the words 
which had been penned by her father on the photo
graph : “A curse on this church and on her who 
built it.”

“If it should be Mr. Marshall,” she said to her
self, “he came here through me, to help me—for 
that alone. I must find out. He may need me.”

She turned and entered the open door of the 
church, shivering in the cool shaded interior. For 
its ornate attractions she had no eye. It was to 
her a place of mystery, over which hung the black 
shadow of crime. She was relieved to find that she 
was not alone. A woman, ruddy of cheek, bright 
faced, cleanly, was dusting the pews. Here at least 
was human company, and somebody who could 
answer her questions.

Margaret walked slowly towards the woman, 
affecting to be greatly interested in the fluted col
umns on each side of the nave, and in the spring
ing arches which spanned the roof.

“Good-morning,” she said, with her most win
ning smile. “This church is very beautiful.”

“Yes, miss. They say it has only one fault, it 
is too new.”

“Time will cure that,” answered Margaret, glad 
to find that this woman was much more intelligent 
than the usual church cleaner. "Would there be 
any objection to my making a sketch of the capital 
of that column ?” she said, seating herself in the pew, 
and taking a tiny note-book from her hand-bag.

“Not the least, miss. A good many people have 
drawn pictures. They like the east window and 
the choir screen most.”

“I will look at those afterwards, thank you,” said 
Margaret, as her hand moved almost mechanically, 
and she glanced up from time to time at the top 
of the column. She had a natural talent for draw
ing, which had been carefully cultivated. She knew 
the interest that caretakers of buildings have in 
drawings. She was certain that the woman would 
hover about her.

“A lonely place for so large a church,” she said. 
A es, miss ; but Lady Yatton owns most of the 

ground here about, and some time I suppose they 
will build houses all over it. The church is only 
a little ahead of the neighbourhood, that’s all.”

(Continued on Page 25).



AVNT SALLY’S LETTERS
The Experiences o) a Man-Hater. BtJ Ij M -MOÏlt^OHlOrU

A SHREWD STUDY OF THE IDIOSYNCRASIES OF WOMAN-KIND

MISS SALLY peered sharply at Willard 
Stanley, first through her gold-rimmed 
glasses and then over them. Willard con
tinued to look very innocent. Joyce got 

up abruptly and went out of the room.
“So you have bought that queer little house with 

the absurd name?” said Miss Sally.
“You surely don’t call Eden an absurd name,” 

protested Willard.
“I do—for a house. Particularly such a house 

as that. Eden ! There are no Edens on earth. 
_\nd what are you going to do with it?”

“Live in it.”
“Alone?”
Miss Sally looked at his suspiciously.
“No. The truth is, Miss Sally, I am hoping to 

be married in the fall and I want to fix up Eden 
for my bride.”

“Oh !” Miss Sally drew a long breath, partly it 
seemed, of relief, and partly of triumph, and looked 
at Joyce, who had returned, with an expression that 
said. “I told you so,” but Joyce, whose eyes were 
cast down, did not see it.

“And,” went on Willard calmly, “I want you to 
help me fix it up. Miss Sallv. I don’t know much 
about such things and you know everything. You 
vvill he able to tell me just what to do to make 

habitable.”
Miss Sallv looked as pleased as she ever allowed 

herself to look over anything a man suggested. It 
was the delight of her heart to plan and decorate 
and contrive. Her own house was a model of com
fort and good taste, and Miss Sally was quite ready 
for new worlds to conquer. Instantly Eden as
sumed importance in her eyes. She might be sorry 
for the misguided bride who was rashly going to 
;rust her life’s keeping to a man ; but she would see, 
at least, that the poor thing should have a decent 
place to begin her martyrdom in.

“I’ll be pleased to help you all I can,” she said
graciously.

Miss Sally could speak very graciously when she 
-hose, even to men. You would not have thought 
he hated them, but she did. In all sincerity, too. 
\lso she had brought her niece up to hate and dis
trust them. Or, she had tried to do so. Rut at 
times Miss Sally was troubled with an uncomfort
able suspicion that Joyce did not hate and distrust 
men quite as thoroughly as she ought. The sus
picion had recurred several times this summer since 
Willard Stanley had come to take charge of the 
biological station at the harbour. Miss Sally did 
not distrust Willard on his own account. She mere
ly distrusted him on principle and on Joyce’s ac
count. Nevertheless, she was rather nice to him. 
Miss Sally, dear, trim, dainty Miss Sally, with her 
snow-white curls and her big, girlish, black eyes, 
ouldn’t help being nice, even to a man.

-1:>

Willard had come a great deal to Miss Sally’s. 
If it were Joyce he were after Miss Sally blocked 
his schemes with much enjoyment. He never saw 
Tovce alone—that Miss Sally knew of, at least— 
and he did not make much apparent headway. But 
now all danger was removed, Miss Sally thought, 
jle was going to be married to somebody else and 
Joyce was safe.
J “Thank you,” said Willard. “I’ll come up to
morrow afternoon and you and I will take a prowl 
about Eden and see what must be done. I’m ever 
so much obliged, Miss Sally.”

“I wonder who he is going to marry,” said Miss
Sally, careless of grammar, after he had gone. 
“Poor, poor girl !”

“I don’t see why you should pity her,” said 
Joyce, not looking up from her embroidery. There 
was just the merest tremor in her voice. Miss 
Sally looked at her sharply.

“I pity any woman who is foolish enough to 
marry,” she said solemnly. “No man is to be trusted, 
Joyce—no man. They are all ready to break à 
trusting woman’s heart for the sport of it. Never 
you allow any man the chance to break yours 
Joyce. I shall never consent to your marrying any
body, so mind you don’t take any such notion into 
your head. There oughtn t to be any danger, for

I have instilled correct ideas on this subject into you 
from childhood. But girls are such fools. I know, 
because I was one myself once.”

“Of course, I would never marry without your 
consent, Aunt Sally,” said Joyce, smiling faintly 
but affectionately at her aunt. Joyce loved Miss 
Sally with her whole heart. Everybody did who 
knew her. There never was a more lovable crea
ture than this pretty little old maid who hated the 
men so bitterly.

“That’s a good girl,” said Miss Sally approvingly. 
“I own that I have been a little afraid that this 
Willard Stanley was coming here to see you. But 
my mind is set at rest on that point now and I shall 
help him fix up his doll house with a clear consci
ence. Eden, indeed !”

-c>

Miss Sally sniffed and tripped out of the room 
to hunt up a furniture catalogue. Joyce sighed and 
let her embroidery slio to the floor.

“Oh, I’m afraid Willard's plan won’t succeed,” 
she murmured. “I’m afraid Aunt Sally will never 
consent to our marriage. And I can’t and won’t 
marry him unless she does, for she would never 
forgive me and I couldn’t bear that. I wonder what 
makes her so bitter against men. She is so sweet 
and loving, it seems simply unnatural that she should 
have such a feeling so deeply rooted in her. Oh, 
what will she say when she finds out—dear little 
Aunt Sally? I couldn’t bear to have her angry with

The next day Willard came up from the harbour 
and took Miss Sally down to see Eden. Eden was 
a tiny, cornery, gabled, grey house just across the 
road and down a long, twisted, windy lane, skirting 
the edge of a beech wood. Nobody had lived in it 
for four years and it had a neglected, out-at-clbows 
appearance. "It's rather a box of a place, isn't it?" 
said Willard slowly. “I’m afraid she will think so. 
But it is all I can afford just now. I dream of 
giving her a palace some day, of course. But we’ll 
have to begin humbly. Do you think anything can 
be made of it?”

Miss Sally was busily engaged in sizing up the 
possibilities of the place.

“It is pretty small." she said meditatively. “And 
the yard i< small too—and there arc far too many 
trees and shrubs all messed up together. They must 
be thinned out—and that paling taken down. I 
think a good deal can be done with it. As for the 
house—well, let us see the inside.”

Willard unlocked the door and showed Miss 
Sally over the place. Miss Sally poked and pried 
and sniffed and wrinkled her forehead ; and finally 
stood on the stairs and delivered her ultimatum.

"This house can be done up very nicely. Paint 
and paper will work wonders. But I wouldn’t paint 
it outside. Leave it that pretty silver weather grey 
and plant vines to run over it. Oh, we’ll sec what 
we can do. Of course it is small—a kitchen, a din
ing room, a living room, and two bedrooms. You 
won't want anything stuffy. You can do the paint
ing yourself and I'll help you hang the paper. How 
much money can you spend on it?”

Willard named the sum. It was not a large one.
"But 1 think it will do,” mused Miss Sally. 

“We'll make it do. There's such satisfaction get
ting as much as you possibly can out of a dollar, 
and twice as much as anybody else would get. I 
enjoy that sort of thing. This will be a game and 
we'll play it with a right good will. But 1 do wish 
you would give the place a sensible name.”

"I think Eden is the most appropriate name in 
the world,” laughed Willard. “It will be Eden for 
me when she comes.”

“I suppose you tell her all that and she believes 
it,” said Miss Sally sarcastically. "You’ll both find 
out that there is a good deal more prose than poetry 
in life.”

“But we’ll find it out together,'’ said Willard 
tenderly. “Won’t that be worth something, Miss 
Sally ? Prose, rightly written and read, is some
times as beautiful as poetry.”

Miss Sally deigned no reply. She carefully 
gathered up her grey silken skirts from the dusty 
floor and walked out. “Get Chnstins Bowes to

come up to-morrow and scrub this place out,”- she 
said practically. “We can go to town and select 
paint and paper. I should like the dining room done 
in pale green and the living room in creamy tones, 
ranging from white to almost golden brown. But 
perhaps my taste won’t be hers.”

“Oh, ves, it will,” said Willard with assurance. 
“I am quite certain she will like everything you like. 
I can never thank you enough for helping me. If 
vou hadn’t consented I should have had to put it 
into the hands of some outsider whom I couldn’t 
have helped at all. And I wanted to help. I wanted 
to have a finger in everything, because it is for her, 
you see, Miss Sally. It will be such a delight to 
fix up this little house, knowing that she is coming 
to live in it.”

“T wonder if you really mean it,” said Miss Sally 
bitterly. “Oli, I daresay you think you do. But do 
vou? Perhaps you do. Perhaps you are the ex
ception that proves the rule.”

This was a great admission for Miss Sally to 
make.

For the next two months Miss Sally was happy. 
Even Willard himself was not more keenly interested 
in Eden and its development. Miss Sally did won
ders with his money. She was an expert at bargain 
hunting and her taste was excellent. A score of 
times she mercilessly nipped Willard’s suggestions 
in the bud. “Lace curtains for the living room— 
never! They would be horribly out of place in such 
a house. You don’t want curtains at all—just a 
frill is all that quaint window needs, with a shelf 
above it for a few bits of pottery. I picked up a 
love of a brass platter in town yesterday—got it for 
next to nothing from that old Jew who would really 
rather give you a thing than suffer you to escape 
without taking something. Oh, I know how to 
manage them.”

“You certainly do," laughed Willard. “It amazes 
me to see how far you can stretch a dollar.”

Willard did the painting under Miss Sally’s 
watchful eye, and they hung the paper together. To
gether they made trips to town or junketed over the 
country in search of furniture and dishes of which 
Miss Sally had heard. Day by day the little house 
blossomed into a home, and day by day Miss Sally’s 
interest in it grew. She began to have a personal 
affection for its quaint rooms and their adornments. 
Moreover, in spite of herself, she felt a growing in
terest in Willard’s bride. He never told her the 
name of the girl he hoped to bring to Eden and 
Miss Sally never asked it. But he talked of her a 
great deal, in a shy, reverent, tender way.

"He certainly seems to be very much in love with 
her,” Miss Sally told Joyce one evening when she 
returned from Eden. “I would believe in him if it 
were possible for me to believe in a man. Anyway, 
she will have a dear little home. I’ve almost come to 
love that Eden-house. Why don't you come down 
and see it, Joyce?”

“Oh, I’ll come some day—I hope,” said Joyce 
lightly. “T think I’d rather not see it until it is 
finished.”

“Willard is a nice boy,” said Miss Sally suddenly. 
"I don't think I ever did him justice before. The 
finer qualities of his character come out in these 
simple, homely little doings and tasks. He is cer
tainly very thoughtful and kind. Oh, I suppose he’ll 
make a good husband, as husbands go. But he 
doesn't know the first thing about managing. If 
his wife isn't a good manager I don’t know what 
they’ll do. And perhaps she won't like the way 
we’ve done up Eden. Willard says she will, of 
course, because he thinks her perfection. But she 
may have dreadful taste and want the lace curtains 
and that nightmare of a pink rug Willard admired ; 
and I daresay she’d rather have a new flaunting set 
of china with rosebuds on it than that dear old dull 
blue I picked up for a mere song down at the Alden- 
bury auction. I stood in the rain for two mortal 
hours to make sure of it and it was really worth 
all that Willard has spent on the dining room put

(Continued on Page 24).
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THE POETICAL RABBIT
By ESTELLE M . KERR

DICK started for the woods with his gun—a 
harmless weapon that fired a cork for about 
two feet. The cork was tied to a string, so 
that Dick never ran out of shot. He crossed 

the pasture and entered a wood where the tall trees 
met overhead, and the ground was covered with 
slippery and sweet-smelling pine-needles. After 
scrambling through the underbrush he came to a 
little path.

“Here is a runway," thought Dick, "Now I shall 
lie down and wait for game,” and he stretched him
self on the ground, with his gun pointing up the 
path.

At last a plump brown rabbit appeared running 
towards him. Dick pulled the trigger, and the 
rabbit leaped several feet into the air, but, seeing 
Dick, she did not run away.

“Oh, it’s only you !” she said. “Dear me, what 
a start you gave me! You might as well kill me 
outright as frighten me to death !” and she sat down 
on a smooth stone and began fanning herself with 
an oak leaf.

“I must say that boys have a strange 
idea of sport, and men still less. One 
day I came so near being shot that my 
whiskers were singed. You haven’t any 
whiskers ?”

“Not yet,” said Dick.
“Dear me, how do you feel ?”
“Very well, thank you,” replied Dick.
“Stupid ! I’m not inquiring after 

your health ; how can you feel whether 
a hole is large enough for you to get 
through if you haven’t any feelers?”

“With my hands, of course.”
“Oh, your fore feet. And that only 

leaves you two for running, poor thing, 
no wonder you are slow ! But, speak
ing of my narrow escape, I tremble to 
think what would have become of the 
children !”

“How many are there?” asked Dick.
“I have had fifty-seven, but most of 

them are big enough to look after them
selves. I have eight little ones, though, 
just a week old.”

"Eight ! Good gracious, I never heard 
of so many,” said Dick. “Let me see— 
two is.twins, three is trios, four is quad
rupeds, six is sextettes, and eight must 
be octagons. Is that what you call 
them ?”

“Of course not. They have perfectly 
lovely names, all of them, and they are 

all quadrupeds. You don’t suppose I could have 
any two-legged children do you? Oh, I beg your 
pardon,” the rabbit finished in some confusion, sud
denly remembering that Dick had only two legs. 

“Couldn’t their father . . .” Dick began.
“Dear me, no 1” interrupted Mrs. Rabbit. “Their 

father could never bring them up. You see he’s 
a poet, and its very hard to raise a family on poetry, 
they would so much rather have cabbages ! Per
haps their aunt might take them, but she has forty- 
three of her own. I’m afraid they would have to 
be sent to an orphan asylum, the angels,” and the 
tender-hearted mother wept at the thought.

“See, here come the orphans now,” she cried, 
as a long procession of little rabbits were seen 
marching two by two along the nearest runway. 
Dick counted eighty-four, besides the teachers, who 
walked at the end of the line. They were all most 
dejected looking, and walked with an awkward, 
shuffling gait, with their ears lowered, and their 
tails between their legs.

“If my pets should come to that !
As she spoke eight little bunnies scampered out 

of the woods and covered their mother with kisses 
Seeing Dick, they began to Whisk about him, and

one, bolder than the rest, extracted a peanut from 
his pocket and began to eat it.

“You naughty bunny,” cried his mother, “come 
here immediately !”

The youngster approached, hastily swallowing the 
peanut, shell and all, in case he might be asked to 
return it.

“Now,” said the stern mother, “tell this boy the 
poem your father wrote about you.”

The poor little rabbit hung his head and shuffled 
his feet, but at last he began in a squeaky little 
voice :

“They say I’m a naughty young rabbit,
I have a most shocking bad habit ;
When I see any food that appears to be good,
I never say ‘please,’ I just grab it.”
Dick clapped his hands—
“Say it again,” he cried, but the rabbit had run 

away.
The mother rabbit meantime had been eyeing 

Dick closely.
“I was sure I knew your face, and now I re

He had almost said

“ Eight little Bunnies scampered out of the Woods.”

collect when I saw you. It was last winter, and 
you were coasting down a hill.”

“I remember seeing a rabbit running across the 
slide, but that was a white one.”

“Naturally, I wasn’t wearing the same costume. 
You don’t expect me to wear the same coat for two 
seasons, even if my husband is a poet, do you? Be
sides, I never wear brown in winter, it is so con
spicuous.”

“That’s funny,” said Dick, “my sister wears 
brown in the winter and white in the summer.”

“Oh, well, for a young girl, but don’t you think 
for me . ?” The rabbit regarded her plump
figure critically.

“Perhaps it wouldn’t be good taste,” Dick 
agreed.

“Taste !” said Mrs. Rabbit. “I don’t see what 
taste has to do with it. As far as that is concerned, 
green things generally taste the best. But boys are 
always thinking about eating. Their nursery 
rhymes are full of it. Just listen to this.” She 
dropped her voice so the children could not hear.

“Little Miss Muffet sat on a tuffet
Eating her rabbit pie ;

Little Jack Horner ate in the corner
And said ‘What a good boy am I !’
Old Mother Hubbard went to the cupboard
And said. ‘Rabbit pie ! Oh what fun !’
Tack Spratt ate the fat, and his wife ate the lean.
And so the poor dog got none.”
“Of course, there are a few about eating,” ad

mitted Dick.
“I’d like to hear one that wasn’t,” grumbled the 

rabbit.
“There is—

“Bye baby Bunting,
Daddy’s gone a-hunting.
Gone to get a . . .”

Dick stopped in dismay.
“rabbit skin.”

“What did I tell you? ” said Mrs. Rabbit. “If 
they’re not about eating, it’s killing. What did he 
hunt, I’d like to know?”

“I . . .1 forget,” stammered Dick.
“Tell me another, then,” commanded the rabbit, 

and Dick began in some confusion :
“Sing a song of spinach,
A pocket full of rye,
Four and twenty rabbits—

(blackbirds, I mean.) 
Baked in a pie..
When the pie was opened 
The rabbits danced for joy,
Wasn’t that a dainty dish 
To set before a boy?”
“There you are, pie again, and rabbit 

pie at that !”
“No it wasn’t really,” said Dick. “I 

don’t know how I made such a stupid 
mistake, for I never ate rabbit pie in mv 
life. I’ve only eaten Welsh Rabbits."

“Cannibal !” hissed Mrs. Rabbit, ris
ing with all the dignity she could com 
mand. “Children, come away !”

“But they’re not really rabbits. They 
are made of cheese,” explained Dick.

Mrs. Rabbit sat down somewhat molli
fied.

“Then why do you give it such a 
ridiculous name? We have cousins in 
Wales, and naturally I thought—”

“Oh mamma,” cried Jack Rabbit, run
ning to her, “I have such a stomach
ache!”

“You shouldn’t have eaten that pea 
nut, but lie down and I’ll give you a 
dose of syrup of rhubarb.” •

“Me too!” cried all the other little 
rabbits, and they made a rush for Dick 
and extracted all the peanuts from his 
pockets. Soon they were all lying on 

the ground writhing in agony, while Mrs. Rabbit 
ladled out doses of sweet medicine in acorn cups 
until they had all fallen asleep. Then she returned 
to her seat on the stone beside Dick.

“The trials of a mother, you see,” she sighed. 
“That is but one of my many cares. I have 
to plan how wc can save enough money to buv 
them all white furs for the winter. We belong to 
the Snowshoe family, and even if we are poor, we 
must keep up the family traditions. Owing to mv 
husband’s profession it is at times very difficult.”

Just then a tall thin rabbit came running through 
the woods, his hair long and untidy, and his eye- 

blazing with excitement.
Mrs. Rabbit raised a warning hand.
“Hush, Snowshoe, the children are asleep.”
But Mr. Rabbit heedlessly advanced, waving a 

newspaper above his head.
“I’ve won it, Maria !” he cried, “I’ve won the 

prize offered by the ‘Canadian Forest’ for the best 
poem on ‘Motherhood.’ One hundred dollars, mv 
dear, and you, love, were my inspiration,” and he 
embraced her on the spot.

The practical little housewife was doing some 
figuring.
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“I’m so glad,” she said. “That will buy the 

-hildren their winter furs.”
' -The father looked crestfallen.

“I had hoped, my dear, that we could move into 
new warren—that large one near the lake.”

The mother sighed.
“As soon as he gets money, he lets it run through 

his paws,” she whispered to Dick, and aloud she
said '■

“We’ll see, dear, what can be managed.”
Bang ! came the loud report of a gun. Dick 

i creamed, the father rabbit ran off, and the mother, 
after waking her little ones, followed him. A man 
came running through the bushes.

“Dick!” he cried, “are you hurt?”
"No, father,” said Dick, “but you very nearly 

killed Mrs. Rabbit.”
“So long as you are safe, I don’t mind if I did 

miss my aim, but what are you doing in these 
woods ? Don’t you know it is dangerous to come 
here in the hunting season ?”

“It isn’t half as dangerous for me as for the 
rabbits,” said Dick, “and if I did get shot my chil
dren wouldn’t have to go to the orphan asylum.”

“What nonsense you are talking, boy!”
“Father, if you had shot Mrs. Rabbit, I would 

have had to adopt her fifty-seven children, besides 
the octopus—octette I mean.”

“The—what? Dick, wake up, you’re dream
ing !”

SNOWBALL
By MAUD E. PATTERSON

FLOSSY, the farmer’s little girl, was very fond 
of her tiny pet kitten. “I think I shall call 
her Snowball,” she said ; “for her fur is so 
soft and white, and when she curls herself 

up for a nap, she looks like a ball of snow.”
One day Flossy could not find Snowball any

where. “Here, Kitty, Kitty, Kitty,” she called, 
looking all over the house and garden ; but Snow
ball could not be found. At last cook called to her 
and said she heard scratching at the cellar door 
leading into the kitchen. So Flossy opened the 
door, and Snowball bounded in—but such a dirty 
Snowball, her soft white fur all covered with coal 
dust.

“Oh, what a naughty Pussy !.” cried Flossy. “I 
suppose you have been trying to catch mice again 
in the cellar, although I told you not to go there 
any more. Well, this time you must be made 
clean.” Catching up Pussy quickly in her arms 
Flossy plunged her into a basin of water which 
stood on the bench close by and although Snowball 
struggled hard and tried her best to bite and scratch, 
and cried, “Mew-eou, mew-eou,” Flossy held her 
firmly till she was well washed and clean again. 
Then as soon as she was free, Snowball jumped 
down and ran under the stove, where her fur soon 
Incarne soft and dry.

But Snowball felt sulky and would not come
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may be placed above in the way you like it best.
A wash-rag envelope (Fig. 3) may be made 

in a similar way, but lined with rubber cloth, and 
fastened with a loop and button.

A safety pin case that will please little girls 
(Fig. 4) is made from a tiny doll, one-third yard 
of fringed ribbon, two inches wide, half a yard of 
baby ribbon and four scalloped strips of fine flan
nel. Cut the ribbon in two and fasten it on each 
side of the dollie, beneath her arms. Tie the baby 
ribbon about her waist and the ends in a bow, to 
be used for a hanger. Fill the flannel strips with 
safety pins of various sizes.

A little chest of drawers (Fig. 6) is made from 
six pill boxes, which may be purchased at a 
chemist’s. These are glued together and tied with 
a pretty bow of ribbon. Beads are placed in each 
of the miniature drawers for a handle, or various 
articles may be fastened in their place to show 
what is kept inside, such as buttons, hooks and 
eyes, safety pins. ,

Little nut dolls (Fig 7) are gifts that will please 
the baby, but they may also be put to use in needle- 
books or pen-wipers. The Chinaman is made from 
peanuts. Mark his face in ink, and be sure that 
his eyes slant upwards. String the nuts on coarse 
black silk threads and braid the ends together at 
the top of his head to form a queue. Peanuts art 
the best for the little Dutch girl’s wooden shoes, 
but a chestnut covered with a piece of white cot
ton will give her a round face that looks better with 
her white cap and full skirts, especially if you 
paint her lips and cheeks red. Her arms are form
ed of a tight roll of cotton tied to her body under 
her dress. Other kinds of dollies can be made with 
other nuts until you have a whole family of nutkins. 
Boys and girls also who make Christmas presents 
are always sure to please their parents as well as 
the boy and girl friends to whom presents are sent.

Christmas Presents
«r\ dear, what shall I give for Christmas

KJ presents? I haven’t enough money to buy 
them, nor enough time to make them !”

That is what a great many of us arc saying at 
this time of the year, and a lew suggestions about 
simple gifts that a child can make may prove useful.

Work-bags arc always acceptable, and can be 
made out of any material, from the most beautiful 
brocaded satin to the 
simplest muslin. . The 
easiest way to make a 
work-bag is shown in 
Fig 1. Cut a circular 
piece of cretonne, hem 
the edge and fasten 
brass rings one inch 
apart, running a ribbon 
or silk cord through 
them for draw strings.

A travelling pin-case 
(Fig. 2) may also be 
made from cretonne or 
from one-third yard of 
Dresden ribbon, five 
inches wide. Cut a 
piece of eiderdown flan
nel the same size, and 
bind together with nar
row ribbon. Turn up 
2^5 inches and oversew 
edges to form a pocket 
at one end, and fasten 
one-half yard of rib
bon at other end for 
tics. A piece of ribbon 
may be attached to 
each side and tied in 
middle, for carrying 
rings. The pocket forms 
a soft nest for jewellery, 
while pins and brooches

A CHILD’S BEDTIME THOUGHTS.
I wonder—does the world grow tired 

With rolling round all day,
And want to rest a bit when night 

Slips softly down this way,
And all the little twinkling stars 

Come crowding out to play?

To-night a baby moon looked in,
Just past my window’s rim ;

I wonder—when the moon grows old,
So very old and dim,

Does God just blow it out, or call 
It up to shine for Him?

When once I shut my eyes, I’m off 
To dreams before I know,

And then such lovely things I see 
As day can never show;

I wonder—when I go to sleep,
Where do I really go?

Elizabeth Roberts MacDonald.

and SardAand 0Ut of the barnyard gate
until sudden 1 ^way s^e ran> faster and faster,
untU suddenly she stopped short, for she heard
inetowardWh>W’ t>nd a,b‘g black dog came bound- 
ff. , ®r" P°or httle Snowball was terribly
frightened and ran quickly up a post to the top of 
a high fence and was safe, although she trembled 
all over when the dog kept on barking and barking 
and looking up at her. At last she jumped down 
on the other side of the fence into a beautiful gar
den of flowers, but soon she saw the gardener com
ing with his rake, and had just time enough to hide 
herself inside a large flower-pot in the corner of 
the garden. As the gardener worked busily for 
some time among the flowers, poor Snowball was 
very much cramped, as she was obliged to keep so 
very still. At last the gardener walked away, and 
Snowball, running quickly across the garden and 
over a small gate, found herself in a barn-yard, with 
many hens and chickens strutting about.

Just then a little boy ran out of a house close 
by and called, "Here, Pussy, Pussy, Pussy” ; but 
Snowball darted under the barn before he could 
catch her and stood panting and trying to get her 
breath after her long run. “Oh, dear,” she meowed, 
“why did I run away from home? I must try and 
get back again.” So, after having a good rest, 
Snowball started out again, creeping softly out of 
the back gate. And that evening, as Flossy was 
sitting in her little rocking chair on the verandah, 
she felt "something soft and warm rubbing against 
her. Stooping over, she found her little Snowball, 
with her fur all dirty and matted, mewing pitifully 
and looking up at her. “Oh, you poor Kitty !” 
Flossy cried. “Where have you been? I have been 
hunting for you all over the place !” and taking 
Snowball up in her arms, Flossy stroked her fur 
very gently and said, “Never mind, Pussy. I for
got that little cats do not like water; but after this 
you may clean yourself with your own little tongue 
and paws.” And then Flossy carried poor hungry 
Snowball into the kitchen and gave her a saucer 
of cream ; and as she lapped it up with her little 
red tongue, Snowball said to herself, “How could 
I have run away from my dear little mistress ?"
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BROWSING AMONG E BOOKS OF A YEAR
A Survey which does Great Credit to Canadian //^Especially in Fiction, Travel Stories and Biography

THE year has been marked by the appearance of a num
ber of new Canadian weeklies and magazines, which 
is no new thing in the history of Canadian writing 
enterprise, possibly, but this year’s new periodicals 

have a character of their own which is an evidence of national 
expansion. The Trail, published at Regina, and The Canadian 
Century, published at Montreal, mean to take the whole of 
Canada for their survey, and they are representative generally 
cl new periodicals. Mr. Peter McArthur’s Ourselves, the 
latest to appear among; Canadian magazines, has the most inti
mate note of country life that has yet been discovered or made 
in Canada. The human side of Canadian politics as practised 
in towns, villages, and countryside, appeals strongly to Mr. 
McArthur. His own work is humorous, by a native, and shows 
the superior claims of a life unvexed by street cars and street 
signs. Mr. McArthur is making it understood that he wants 
writers for Ourselves who do not write after any popular
formula.Most readers will agree that the Canadian book of the year 
is Mr. Stephen Leacock’s “Literary Lapses.” The author is 
the first to succeed Judge Haliburton as a national humorist. 
His work is brief, pungent, and irresistibly amusing. The first 
selection, "My Financial Career,” and the last, “A., B., and C.,” 
the human element in mathematics, are perfect specimens of 
the writer’s gift, and place us all under an obligation for adding 
more humorous zest to life. “Essays in Fallacy,” by Dr. Mac- 
phail, also is a Canadian book of the first rank. \Vhether or 
not the reader agrees with the essayist, it is plain that the 
essayist is one whose mind travels over a wide field and has 
gathered treasures which he sets forth in a style that is at once 
arresting and pleasing. One other little book may be named 
with these two. “Michael Servetus,” by Dr. Osier, is one of 
the briefest literary efforts of a great physician who is at the
same time a distinguished writer.

The death of Goldwin Smith is to be followed this year by 
the publication of his “Reminiscences,” edited by Mr. Arnold 
Haultain. The “Reminiscences” will be regarded as a notable 
book, not only in Canada. It is unlikely that anyone could 
have handled the material left as successfully as Mr. Haul- 
tain. A letter which he sent to a number of British literary 
journals is evidence of the care Which he has given and of 
the nature of the task which has been left to him. Mr. Haul- 
tain drew attention to his remoteness from channels of in
formation, and received, as he says in his acknowledgment, 
"letters from the four quarters ot the globe ere 1 had even 
seen my own letter in your columns !” Between Mr. Haul- 
tain’s remoteness, and some passages from the “Reminiscences” 
which have been published already, Canadians are not likely to 
form too high an opinion of their importance in the immediate
future.“The Riders of the Plains,” by A. L. Haydon, is a stan
dard history of the Royal North-West Mounted Police. Mr. 
Haydon has done his work excellently. Another historical 
volume of equal merit is H. Addington Bruce’s “Daniel Boone 
and the Wilderness Road.” Mr. Bruce, who is a native of 
Toronto and a graduate of Trinity University, is at present 
carrying on his work in Cambridge, Massachusetts. “Daniel 
Boone and the Wilderness Road” shows historical work of 
fine quality,, and is written in a readable, pleasing style. Miss 
Camilla Sanderson, in her life of her father, “John Sanderson 
the First,” has made a book in which the feeling is so affec
tionate and true and the pictures drawn of pioneer life so faith
ful and touching that it may well serve as a well from which 
both historians and novelists may draw when they write of 
early life in Ontario.“Wage-Earning Women,” by Annie Marion Maclean, Pro
fessor of Sociology in Adelphi College, Brooklyn, is a fine study 
in social conditions. Miss Maclean was born and educated in 
Canada. Her work is thorough and the results of her study 
are well stated. For humour, angling lore, scientific knowing 
and excellence in writing, one of the best books that has ap
peared for a long while is “The Small-Mouthed Bass,” by W. 
J. Loudon. He restricts his study to Georgian Bay. “The 
Canadian Lake Region,” by W. W. Campbell, gives an account 
in verse and prose, historical, romantic and descriptive, of the 
wonderful lake district of Canada. Other works on general 
subjects by Canadians which should be named as possessing 
particular merit are : “The Faith of a Layman,” by Professor 
Osborne ; “Martyrs of New France,” by W. S. Herrington ; 
“The Kulturkampf,” by G. B. Thompson, a young Canadian 
student, whose promising career ended in an early death in 
Germany ; “The New North,” by Agnes Deans Cameron, a work 
which appeared late in 1909 and has had a great success this 
year; “The Beast,” by Judge Lindsey and Harvey O’Higgins, 
an account of Judge Lindsey’s work in Denver; “Your Mother’s 
Apron Strings,” a volume of direct, practical sermons in reli
gion and human nature, by Byron Stauffer; “Common Weeds 
of Canada,” by W. D. Hamilton ; and The Report of the In
ternational Congress of Women, prepared and published under 
the auspices of the National Council of the Women of Canada.

Among the books Which have a special Canadian interest, 
but which have not been written by Canadians, are : “Boyish 
Reminiscences of H. M. the King’s Visit to Canada in 1861,” 
by Lieut. T. B. Gough ; “A Woman in Canada,” by Mrs. Cran ; 
“A Summer on the Canadian Prairie,” by Georgina Binnie- 
Clark ; and “Canada, the Land of Hope,” by E. Way Elkington.
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There is one other Canadian work of fiction, published in Can
ada for the first time this year, which can be placed in the 
same class with “Kings in Exile,” as far as merit goes, al
though the subject is wholly different. “An Unofficial Love 
Story,” by Mr. Albert Hickman, of Pictou, which was issued 
by The Century Company in 1909, has been published in Can
ada in 1910. Mr. Hickman has a splendid quality of humour. 
Without labelling his stories as Canadian, his subjects are es
sentially native, and his good stories are turned out without 
stint in character and local colour.

A number of Canadian stories, written by Canadian 
authors, remain to be noted. Of these “The Frontiersman,” 
by H. A. Cody, and “The Handicap,” by R. E. Knowles, a.re 
on the whole the most prominent. Mr. Cody’s story deals with 
the life of a young minister in the West and has many of the 
good qualities of Ralph Connor’s earlier work. Mr. Knowles’ 
novel is unequal. It has some scenes of graceful feeling and 
lively interest. One cannot help reflecting that Sir John Mac
donald, in all likelihood, would have enjoyed keenly reading 
his own match-making exploits in Mr. Knowles’ story. He 
might have been astonished at the writer’s courage or audacity.

"The Arch-Satirist,” by Frances De Wolfe Fenwick; “The 
Story of Yuku,” by Dorothy Dean Tate; “Love of the Wild,” 
by Archie McKishnie ; and “The Rose-Coloured World,” by 
Ethel Mary Brodie, are all stories of decided merit and 
promise. “The Rose-Coloured World” is poetical, “The Story 
of Yuku” shows knowledge of how a story ought to be writ
ten, “The Arch-Satirist” is epigrammatic, and “Love of the. 
Wild” has character drawing which is lifelike and full of in
terest. “The Stampeder,” by S. A. White, while full of rapid 
action, is wonderfully melodramatic.

Among the stories of 1910 which have not yet come from 
the publishers are: “The Trail of ’98,” by Robert W. Service ; 
"Wa-Pee-Moostooch,” by John M. McDougall ; “A Countess 
from Canada,” by Bessie Marchant; “The Ways of the Heart,” 
by Ethel Penman Hope ; and “Madame Janvier’s Church,” by 
Mary E. Hickson. This last-named story was published in 
Montreal last year and is being re-published in Great Britain 
and Canada.

AMONG THE POETS
I Q 1 O HAS not been a year favourable to Canadian verse, 

reckoning by the work which has appeared in the 
form of published books. This is an unusual circumstance in 
Canadian letters. As a rule, in years past, when other depart
ments of literary work have been passed over rapidly, the Can
adian has put forward his country’s poets to show that the 
authentic gift of imaginative writing has chosen to stay with 
a hard-working people in a new country. Ten hooks of verse 
will have been published before the end of the year. In most 
cases there is little to be said of them except to mention their 
names. It is true that two anthologies have still to appear 
when this number of the Canadian Courier is published, Mr. 
Burpee’s “Century of Canadian Sonnets,” and Mrs. Whyte- 
Edgar’s “A Wreath of Canadian Song.” They are likely to 
prove again how charming the best Canadian verse is. But an 
anthology does not include the work of the present year. 
Among the small books of verse published are : “An Ode to 
Canada and Other Poems,” by A. C. Nash ; “Derby Day in the 
Yukon, ’ by “Yukon Bill” ; “Sea Room,” by A. M. St. John Mild- 
may; “The Veteran and Other Poems,” by Hamilton Wigle ; 
“The King : Canada and Empire,” by Fane Sewell ; and “Heart 
Forget-Me-Nots,” by Amy E. Campbell. It is worth noting 
that in 1910 Canadian reviewers have shown a tendency to be 
more severe with work which possesses no merit. A particular 
book of verse and an historical novel have been dealt with 
after the dictates of much literary conscience. In this connec
tion, a review in The Canadian Magazine may be mentioned. 
It was fair and genial, although condemnatory, and showed 
plainly that the reviewer was not anxious to be severe, nor to 
be clever at the author’s expense.

Mr. Tom Mr dunes’ volume, “In Amber Lands,” which 
previously had been published in Montreal, was issued this year 
by The Broadway Publishing Company of New York. Mr. 
Maclnnes’ work is unequal, but at its best shows charming 
colour and musical utterance. One may feel fairly certain that 
the sonnet called “October” will not be forgotten.

When I was a little fellow long ago,
The season of all seasons seemed to me

The summer’s afterglow and fantasy—
The red October of Ontario :

To ramble unrestrained where maples grow 
Thickset with butternut and hickory,

And be the while companioned airily
By elfin things a child alone may know !

And how with mugs of cider, sweet and mellow,
And block and hammer for the gathered store

Of toothsome nuts, wé’d lie around before
The fire at nights, and hear the old folks tell o’

Red Indians and bears and the Yankee war—
Long ago when I was a little fellow !

One volume of poetry stands with unquestioned merit in

PROF. G. J. BLEWETT, 
Author of “ A Study of Nature and a 

Vision of God,” and recent Year’s 
Lecturer at Yale University.

ROBERT J C. STEAD, 
Author of a successful Book of Poems, 

” The Empire Builders.”

rev. John McDougall,
Who wrote “ Wa-Pee-Moostooch,” 

and several other Prairie stories, 
mainly autobiographical.

REV. BYRON STAUFFER,
The writer of a series of practical ser

mons called “ Your Mother’s 
Apron Strings.”
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this year’s short list. Mr. George Frederick Scott’s 
collected “Poems” have been published by Con
stable, in London, and will appear immediately in 
Canada from The Musson Book Company of To
ronto. Re-reading Mr. Scott’s poetry gives a higher 
impression of its weight and steadiness and of the 
carefulness with which he improves his lines and 
substitutes a better word for the first choice. The 
quiet joy in nature of “The Unnamed Lake” and 
“My Lattice,” the patriotic fervour of “A Hymn of 
Empire,” the beautiful poems of his little son, and 
that noble poem called “In. Via Mortis,” show how 
well the writer has earned his own place as a Can
adian poet with an individuality and a faith 
wrought by his own labour. The publication of 
Mr. Scott’s collected “Poems'” shows that Can
adian poetry has a rare meaning and beauty for its 
readers which we can gain in no other way.

GILBERT PARKER STORIES
C OME reviewers have been severe on "Cummer’s 

Son,” Sir Gilbert Parker’s latest volume of 
short stories. This attitude seems to be the result 
of personal pique or something of a similar nature.

Sir Gilbert’s personal popularity in this country is 
not growing; that must be admitted. There are 
several reasons for it, although this is not the place 
to discuss them. He holds his literary property 
pretty tight and little of his work is published out
side of London and New York. This is a mistake 
—and he must expect that the mistake will bring him 
criticism. If Sir Gilbert were to cultivate his once 
home field, it might enhance his reputation.

Nevertheless “Cummer’s Son” and the other 
stories are “good stuff” in the real Parkerian style. 
They are decidedly dramatic, somewhat mystical, 
rather poetical, and quite artistic. They have not 
the rude, brute strength of Kipling or Jack Lon
don, or even W. A. Fraser. Parker’s prose never 
had. It would not be Parker’s work if such were 
the case. Parker is a poet of fine quality, as dis
tinguished from rugged quality, and his prose has the 
same earmarks. The same may be said of Charles 
G. D. Roberts. Let us, therefore, be thankful Par
ker remains himself always and does not attempt 
to be that which is not and could not be if he de
sired. “Cummer’s Son” is worth while, and no 
genuine admirer of this author will be disappointed 
with the volume.

Leaves from Canadian Libraries
With the Book Agent one side, and the Bookseller the other—

IVhat s a Reader to do ?
By AUGUSTUS BRIDLE

SOME years ago a Canadian merchant who had 
girown rich enough to build a twenty- 
thousand dollar house and wanted it furnish
ed as modernly as possible, undertook to buy 

himself a library. With no more than a common 
school education and a business experience he had 
been most of his life too busy to read. But he 
expected that some day when the cares of business 
should pass over to his boys he would have leisure 
and inclination to cater to the culture side. How 
to buy a complete library, lock, stock and barrel, 
bothered him not a little. He was an ambitious 
man, with no liking for light literature. What he 
wanted was a good, respectable library, into which 
he might invite a professor or a preacher, or a litt
erateur. The number of books he thought he need
ed ran up into the hundreds. But what books he 
really needed he didn’t know. So he applied to the 
writer of this article, who had never been so hon
oured before, stated his case, and said:

“Now, as you seem to have read a little of al
most everything that’s good, I thought you might 
be able to make out a list of books that you think 
I ought to have.”

“()h—hmm. That’s a pretty large order.”
“But I’m perfectly willing that you should pre

scribe.”
"Yes, but you see—what suits me might not suit 

you. I’ve been browsing for years among Carlyle 
and the poets, Ruskin and Herbert Spencer, 
and----- ”

"Very well. Make me out a list of books right 
along that line. I’ll buy them.”

Thinking he might forget, I put the matter off. 
It was a frightful responsibility; to think that his 
grandchildren might rummage in a library of phil
osophy and poetry and some time ask grandpa how 
many of the books he had read.

But he came at me again. In despair I wrote 
him out a list. He bought them. Whether he has 
since read them I don’t know. But what I do 
know is—that man has one peculiar brand of “ac
quired” taste.

People Who Buy Book Sets.
There are not a few Canadians like this man. 

Those who study book matters every day say that 
the taste for books among a section of our city 
population is peculiarly unique. A good many peo
ple, having acquired affluence, think they can acquire 
taste also by the same methods. Wishing to fur
nish a home as my friend did years ago—they be
come easy marks for the book-set peddlers. Of 
course everybody is leery of the proverbial book 
agent. But the agent has changed his tactics, and 
somewhat his clientele. In the old days when he 
got tired of town he hit out to the innocent country
side. There, while father was back in the corn, he 
sold mother a miraculous book costing from three 
to four dollars. It might be “Polar and Tropical 
Worlds” or a life of Gladstone, with twenty illus
trations, or the history of the latest war ; but by his 
mesmeric methods the agent succeeded in selling

mother the book, which neither she nor father nor 
any of the family ever read, but only took it off 
the centre table on company days to let the visitors 
look at the pictures : which was highly respectable.

The agent who diffuses light and learning in a 
city and town these days does it most effectively by 
means of book sets. These run from ten to twenty 
volumes; may be editions de luxe—of almost any
thing; sets of Dickens, of Thackeray, of Edgar 
Allan Poe, or the poets. They get an easy sale. The 
city-bred man or the man who has made his pile 
in a mine, and has come to the city to put up a 
fine house and furnish it is not long discovering 
that a set of books in good binding make a very 
good show and useful articles of furniture. It 
makes no difference that he does not intend to read 
half or quarter of any particular set. Books are 
not necessarily made to read. Anyway, the women 
folk may read them. Besides, one volume of Dick
ens is probably as good as another. There’s not 
a deal of difference between "Pendennis” and "Van
ity Fair”; and anybody knows that “Ivanhoe” is of a 
piece with "The Talisman.”

So because the agent is a smooth talker, and 
it takes mental effort to make a personal selection 
of books, the set is bought and installed and dusted 
and shown off to visitors. It’s much easier than 
going down town just to buy books. Besides it’s 
a woman’s job to browse around book stores, and 
most of them are so busy shopping at the depart
ment stores that they have little time to visit the 
book man except just before Christmas—for a book 
is one of the easiest kinds of gifts to buy, and 
shows some culture on the part of the buyer.

In any city and large town of Canada you may 
find hundreds of these made-to-order libraries, in 
most cases quite as remarkable as the library of 
the man who took a complete library list from a 
friend. It’s another sample of acquired taste. And 
a great deal of the alleged reading of Canadians is 
done right along that line. The library that has 
been built up from the browsings of years ; from 
patient poring over book stalls; from dickering 
a last dollar for a book that just fills the bill—is 
confined to a very few men. Men that have such 
libraries are fortunate. They are the true readers; 
to whom a book is a companion with as much in
dividuality as a friend.

Not so long ago a Canadian author asserted that 
Canadians were much fonder of bottles than of 
books. Hé was living in England then, where books 
are more common than in Canada. But he was 
not much believed. Canadians read as many books 
according to population as any other people in the 
world. They also read almost as many magazines 
and newspapers per capita as the people of the 
United States. There was a time when it looked 
as though the magazine would put most of the 
books on the back shelf. But books are more widely 
read in Canada now than ever before.

What sort of books? That, of course, is still 
important. This is an age of bookmaking. Books 
are produced as lavishly as automobiles. They

are a business. Publishers are said to make money ; 
at least the authors always say so—though the pub
lisher differs. The kind of books that make money 
for the publisher, and incidentally for the author, 
are not necessarily biographies. Once the detec
tive story was the big seller. It is still well to the 
fore—with the modern samples, such as “Sherlock 
Holmes” and “Raffles.” But there are other books 
that sell better. “Three. Weeks” had a bigger sale 
than most detective stories. Why? Not because it 
was literature or any form of art ; but because it 
dug into matters that in polite conversation would 
be tabooed. It was risque; without the moral pur
pose or the philosophy of “Adam Bede” or “Tess 
of the D’Urbervilles,” two of the most sensational 
books in the world. It was popular for much the 
same reason that “Camille” was popular. Elinor 
Glyn has written another, which is having an im
mense sale in Canada; said to be one of the dreari
est fabrications in the world—except that it has the 
same flavour as "Three Weeks.”

"And that’s the kind of thing that catches the 
uncritical reader,” said a dealer who makes a de
lightful hobby of his business. “The United States 
hatches out a brood of similar things every little 
while.”

icuDeri vv. vnamuers, ior instance r'
"Hmm! Yes—he has the same art quality in 

writing as Howard Chandler Christie has in pic
tures. It’s not art. It’s a jumble. Such writers 
have little or no perspective or sense of proportion. 
They string out any sort of plot and use any sort 
of language so long as it’s garnished with a soupçon

He shrugged the rest. Evidently he was not a 
huge admirer of one Jack London either, who has 
done as much to muddle up the waters of liter
ature as anybody.

“There is, of course, a vast amount of this abort
ive, unliterary stuff produced nowadays,” went on 
the dealer, not without hope. "It’s pretty hard to 
discover any sort of real literary taste in people 
who buy such trash. But, of course, the people 
are not always to blame; neither the authors.”

"Oh—the publisher, I dare say?”
"Well, I don’t indict publishers. But there’s no 

doubt that many of them would rather put out 
bad books by men of established reputation than 
good books by new writers. And, of course, young 
writers, who have not yet got a reputation, seeing 
the huge success of such works as “The Prisoner 
of Zenda,” and “Black Rock,” and Kipling short 
stories, rush to the publishers with bad imitations 
—which usually fall flat.”

The Prophet Not Without Honour.
"Do Canadians encourage Canadian books ?”
"Yes, decidedly. The best Canadian books have 

a large sale in Canada; just as they have in the 
United States and in England.”

“Of the two latter which is the ultimate better 
market for Canadian books?”

"Well—England; providing Canadian books are 
good; and so far the best of them are a good sam
ple. The English people take more time over their 
reading; read more critically and with a better ap
preciation of literary merit.”

"Speaking generally, what nationality of books 
give the best sale in Canada?”

"English. We handle a large number of the 
best English works here. Of course I speak for 
the better class of readers.”

"As to variety of books, what?”
“Biography stands high. Books of travel next. 

No, poetry is not a leader. Good fiction—yes, I 
should say that in spite of the vast output of trashy 
and formless “literature” there is a decided improve
ment in taste among the better class of Canadian 
readers. We sell more good books now than ever. 
I am very hopeful of Canadians as a reading people.”

Similar evidence was given by another dealer, 
who caters more to the "popular” demand, and does 
it in a big way. Seventy-five per cent, of this deal
er’s sales are standard works. He sells 60,000 
copies a year of "Everyman’s Library,” a selection 
of cheap classics in biography, travel, fiction and 
history; costing from 25 cents to 45 cents. He sells 
every year on an average 500 expensive sets of 
Thackeray, Stevenson, Balzac and Dickens. He also 
finds that the American book in Canada is declin
ing in favour of the English. Ten years ago 
American fiction made 90 per cent, of sales over 
his counters. Now English books have got up to 
fifty per cent.; partly because English publishers 
have a knack of getting out attractive books at a 
moderate price.

As to Canadian books, fifteen per cent, of the new 
fiction sold by this dealer are Canadian works. Fre
quently he says an edition of a Canadian book in 
Canada runs to 10,000 copies, while Canadian rights 
of an outside "best seller” run only about a third 
of that number.
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NEWSLETS.
V/f R. J. J. KELSO has described 

North Hastings as “Darkest On
tario.” Sir Wilfrid Laurier begs to 
differ. He would apply that phrase to 
the city of Toronto, while Sir James 
Whitney hastens to remark that Ox
ford County is deserving of such a 
description.

There is a coloured K. C. now on the 
list in Canada. He has had a chequered
career.

Aviators are still the only people who 
are constantly going after “the man 
higher up.”

King Alfonso is celebrating the 
twenty-fifth year of his reign. The so
cialistic subjects of his realm drink his 
health to the accompaniment of “After 
you, my dear Alphonse.”

King Manuel, ex-ruler of Portugal, 
is spending the week-end in England, 
where he is taking the rest cure.

Federenko is one of our most popu
lar citizens. He is said to prefer Win
nipeg to St. Petersburg as a residential
city.

A man in Beamsville has referred to 
the Ontario legislators as “the fresh
water government at Toronto.” This 
is a libel on Dr. Pyne and Colonel 
Matheson, who have been abroad for at 
least a fortnight.

A certain director of the National Ex
hibition declares that the women did 
as much drinking as the men during 
the progress of Canada’s great fair. The 
disagreeable creature.

And Michael Frazer is now declared 
sane. “Sure, Mike.”

Dr. Emile Reich objects to novels 
written by spinsters as being too tame? 
Evidently that gentleman is unacquaint
ed with the romances by Miss Marie 
Corelli, which fairly bristle with hor
rible happenings.

The Globe simply mourns and laments 
over Sir James Whitney’s use of the 
K. C. honour. It is a truly terrible and 
unprecedented thing for a premier to 
display "leanings” towards his friends. 

* * *
The Galt Novelist.

'J' HERE is a dear parson called 
Knowles,

Whose work should be to save souls.
But he writes frisky books
About girls and their looks,

And he rakes in the shekels in shoals.

to friendships. When a young woman 
sends a man cigars, it is a sure sign 
that his regard for her is about to go 
up in smoke.

ANXIOUS INQUIRER: Would you 
kindly send me some material on the 
woman suffrage question. We are go
ing to have a debate on the subject and 
I want the very latest information.

You had better communicate with Mr. 
James L. Hughes. He is a strong sup
porter of the movement, and will be de
lighted to forward pamphlets on wo
man’s rights and how she gets them.

The Small Boy Twice More.
^ LERT and up-to-date is the modern 

small boy," as the following illus
trations will show. They happened in 
Clinton Street Methodist Church, To
ronto, a couple of Sundays ago, in the 
course of Sunday School anniversary 
services.

Rev. J. D. Morrow, former champion 
sprinter of Canada, and noted in To
ronto as a motor cycle speeder, was 
preaching to the children at the morn
ing service. He was telling them 
about the usefulness of the various 
members of their bodies. Finally he 
spoke of the hands. “What can you use 
your hands for?” he queried. There 
were various answers, but the one that 
tickled Mr. Morrow most was from a 
boy in the back row—“To run your 
motor cycle.”

In the mind of the public the picture 
conjured up of Mr. Morrow is that of 
a dark spot with long hair streaming 
behind, scorching down street on a 
motor cycle, and everybody joined in 
the laugh.

The other incident served to show that 
the Sunday School boy had been keep
ing a weather eye on the theatre pos
ters advertising the coming to Toronto 
of a man who is featured as a leading 
magician.

Rev. A. P. Brace was the preacher. 
With the aid of a bottle of clear water 
he sought to show the kiddies the evil 
effect of sin on their bodies. He held up 
a bottle of black ink. That typified 
sin. A few drops of ink soon turned 
the clear water into a foul-looking mix
ture. Then he produced a little phial 
with some chemical in it. He explained 
that sin could be washed away, and 
he poured in the chemical. At once 
the water turned clear again.

The children were mightily interested. 
It seemed to them a neat trick, and from 
that same rear row came the clear call 
of an appreciative young soul—“Oh, you 
Thurston !"

this one: An Irishman and a Scotch
man wrangled for a long time over the 
merits of their respective countries, and 
at last the Irishman tried to end the 
argument with, “Oh, well, there are no 
snakes in Ireland.” “No,” retorted the 
Scotchman, “but there are Irish.”

An Honest Caller.
A WOMAN with no great supply of 

tact recently called on _ an ac
quaintance in a small On'ario town. 
The latter was surprised to see her, as 
they were on the most formal terms, 
and the call was somewhat superfluous. 
As the caller was departing she re
marked :

“I’ve enjoyed this little chat so much.
I never would have dreamed of com
ing. only my husband is thinking of 
tunning for mayor next January.”

* * *

Federenko.
§ AYS Russia to this worthy land,

“Return of ‘Fed’ please expedite.” 
Says Canada in courteous tones,

“Oh, did you mention ‘extradite.’ ”
* * *

A Montreal Mourner.
§ AYS the Montreal Witness 

“I don’t see the fitness 
Of language the Tories have shed. 

They’re acting most shameful.
In ways that are blameful 

About the new navy, ’tis said.”
* * *

Our Correspondents.
p LORENCE : What would be a nice 

present for a man friend’
It is impossible to say, unless von 

enclose photograph of friend. *dth U; 
of his clubs and a statem.L, t V. 
literary preferences. But on no ,°f h'S 
buy him cigars. Such a course i^faml

A Little Surprise.
T HE Lords, they are a stupid lot, 

And “go" they surely will.
Birt Lansdowne smiles and blandly says 

“Bring down your Veto Bill.”

Signs of Hard Winter.
LL signs combine to indicate that 

the coming winter will be a very 
severe one. Close observers state that 
telegraph and telephone poles arc, as a 
rule, standing straight up, that the sun 
is rising in the east and setting in the 
west, that on dry days a stiff wind 
raises considerable dust, and that cats 
when pursued by dogs run up trees or 
over fences.

• * *

Fish and Fancy.
« RE fish a good brain food?”

“Probably. At any rate trying 
to catch them seems to stimulate the 
imagination."

* • *

Scotch, Jewish, Irish.
p EOPLE with the conundrum habit 

are springing this one: "What’s 
the difference between a Scotchman 
and a Jew?" Their answer is: “A 
Scotchman wants almost everything for 
nothing, and a Jew wants everything for 
almost nothing.”

A Scotchman on whom that was 
sprung was mildly revenged by telling

On Weddings.
'"P HE people who write up weddings, 

and especially the people who 
write of those happy events in towns 
and country places, have that line of 
work down to a science. So well do 
they know this part of their business 
that if given merely the names of the 
principal people in the little drama, a 
line on the bride’s dress, and a hint as 
to where the tied ones will travel, they 
can turn out a great account of the 
whole affair.

We have read any number of accounts 
of weddings, and we venture to say that, 
with very few exceptions, the people 
things and doings are slavishly accord
ing to the following schedule :
Wedding..............Pretty.
Couple................. Happy.
Repast................. Sumptuous.
Presents............. Numerous, costly, beau-

• tiful, useful.
Trip...................... Extended.
Flower girls.........Pretty, bewitching.
Wishes................. Best.
Bride’s gown.... Becoming, beautiful.
Also present........ Many from a distance
Decorations..........Appropriate, tasteful.
Wedding march. .Has strains.
Guests...................Repair to dining

room.
* * *

The Circular Fellows.
§ OMETI MES it seems ideas do 

Fit in with sense and sound—
It’s in hotel rotundas that 

Rotund men most are found.

Definitions.
T* HE limit in misery : Tag day in hell 

The perfect man : The one who 
“throws cold water” all summer and 
“heaps coals of fire” all winter.

The tramp’s philosophy : Cleanliness 
is next to gaudiness.

* * *

As It Seems To Us.
Anyway, doesn't it kind of serve 

Roosevelt right for his presumption in 
imagining that he was heavier than Bill 
Taft?

It is announced that cable rates will 
probably be reduced one half. At last 
the cost of living is about to be cut.

Cheer up. It’s only four weeks and 
a couple of days till the day after 
Christmas.

This year’s number of applications 
for divorce in Canada is a record- 
breaker. This is "the growing time"— 
for discontent.

And just when everybody’s praising 
his sliced in trying alleged criminals, 
John Bull has *o admit that he can’t 
hold an election that will stay held.

Moved in amendment by Sir Wilfrid 
Laurier that the names of the first Can
adian cruisers be changed from Niobe 
and Rainbow to Drummond and Artha- 
baska.

Across the line they’re getting after 
an alleged window glass trust. It should 
be easy to break up that.

Eugene Ely made a successful aero
plane flight from the deck of a vessel. 
The knack of doing that "stunt” came 
too late to save Dr. Crippen.

Big banks are loaning $31.500,000 to 
Turkey and $50,000.000 to China, and 
yet we find it hard to raise the price 
of a light mid-day lunch.

The River Rhine was recently re
ported as being "seventeen feet above 
its mean low level,” and if the state
ment sounds as nasty in German as in 
English we don’t blame the historic 
river for getting its back up.

A census bureau official went to 
Washington to study Uncle Sam’s cen
sus-taking methods, and the chief thing 
pointed out to him was that a Teddy 
Roosevelt, who seems to count about 
half a million, may later be found to be 
only one.

FURS
In buying furs the best of 
many choices available in 
complete stocks now must 
be that which turns upon 
this deciding point:—

It Pays to Pay 
for QUALITY
And without claiming any 
more than what is every
where conceded we point 
out that our furs aie known 
in Canada as the standard 
by which a 1 1 others are 
judged.

Isabella Fox Set
Stole with heads at back, and 
large two skin Countess muff 
to match

$80.00
Musquash Sacque
Semi-fitting, 60 inches long, 
Bluclier collar

$135.00
Ladies’ Furlined 

Coat
Light brown broadcloth Shell, nat
ural muhkrat lining, Russian Otter 
collar and lapel

$75.00
WRITE FOR

Free Fur Catalogue
Containing 15 0 Illustrations of 
Fine Furs

Fairweathers 
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this year’s short list. Mr. George Frederick Scott’s 
collected “Poems” have been published by Con
stable, in London, and will appear immediately in 
Canada from The Musson Book Company of To
ronto. Re-reading Mr. Scott’s poetry gives a higher 
impression of its weight and steadiness and of the 
carefulness with which he improves his lines and 
substitutes a better word for the first choice. The 
quiet joy in nature of “The Unnamed Lake” and 
“My Lattice,” the patriotic fervour of “A Hymn of 
Empire,” the beautiful poems of his little son, and 
that noble poem called “In. Via Mortis,” show how 
well the writer has earned his own place as a Can
adian poet with an individuality and a faith 
wrought by his own labour. The publication of 
Mr. Scott’s collected “Poems'” shows that Can
adian poetry has a rare meaning and beauty for its 
readers which we can gain in no other way.

GILBERT PARKER STORIES
C OME reviewers have been severe on "Cummer’s 

Son,” Sir Gilbert Parker’s latest volume of 
short stories. This attitude seems to be the result 
of personal pique or something of a similar nature.

Sir Gilbert’s personal popularity in this country is 
not growing; that must be admitted. There are 
several reasons for it, although this is not the place 
to discuss them. He holds his literary property 
pretty tight and little of his work is published out
side of London and New York. This is a mistake 
—and he must expect that the mistake will bring him 
criticism. If Sir Gilbert were to cultivate his once 
home field, it might enhance his reputation.

Nevertheless "Cummer’s Son” and the other 
stories are “good stuff" in the real Parkerian style. 
They are decidedly dramatic, somewhat mystical, 
rather poetical, and quite artistic. They have not 
the rude, brute strength of Kipling or Jack Lon
don, or even W. A. Fraser. Parker’s prose never 
had. It would not be Parker’s work if such were 
the case. Parker is a poet of fine quality, as dis
tinguished from rugged quality, and his prose has the 
same earmarks. The same may be said of Charles 
G. D. Roberts. Let us, therefore, be thankful Par
ker remains himself always and does not attempt 
to be that which is not and could not be if he de
sired. "Cummer’s Son” is worth while, and no 
genuine admirer of this author will be disappointed 
with the volume.

Leaves from Canadian Libraries
With the Rook Agent one side, and the Bookseller the other__

What s a Reader to do ?
By AUGUSTUS BRIDLE

SOME years ago a Canadian merchant who had 
gjrown rich enough to build a twenty- 
thousand dollar house and wanted it furnish
ed as modernly as possible, undertook to buy 

himself a library. With no more than a common 
school education and a business experience he had 
been most of his life too busy to read. But he 
expected that some day when the cares of business 
should pass over to his boys he would have leisure 
and inclination to cater to the culture side. How 
to buy a complete library, lock, stock and barrel, 
bothered him not a little. He was an ambitious 
man, with no liking for light literature. What he 
wanted was a good, respectable library, into which 
he might invite a professor or a preacher, or a litt
erateur. The number of books he thought he need
ed ran up into the hundreds. But what books he 
really needed he didn’t know. So he applied to the 
writer of this article, who had never been so hon
oured before, stated his case, and said:

“Now, as you seem to have read a little of al
most everything that’s good, I thought you might 
be able to make out a list of books that you think 
I ought to have.”

"Oh—hmm. That’s a pretty large order.”
"But I’m perfectly willing that you should pre

scribe.”
"Yes, but you see—what suits me might not suit 

you. I’ve been browsing for years among Carlyle 
and the poets, Ruskin and Herbert Spencer, 
and----- ”

“Very well. Make me out a list of books right 
along that line. I’ll buy them.”

Thinking he might forget, I put the matter off. 
It was a frightful responsibility; to think that his 
grandchildren might rummage in a library of phil
osophy and poetry and some time ask grandpa how 
many of the books he had read.

But he came at me again. In despair I wrote 
him out a list. He bought them. Whether he has 
since read them I don’t know. But what I do 
know is—that man has one peculiar brand of "ac
quired” taste.

People Who Buy Book Sets.
There are not a few Canadians like this man. 

Those who study book matters every day say that 
the taste for books among a section of our city 
population is peculiarly unique. A good many peo
ple, having acquired affluence, think they can acquire 
taste also by the same methods. Wishing to fur
nish a home as my friend did years ago—they be
come easy marks for the book-set peddlers. Of 
course everybody is leery of the proverbial book 
agent. But the agent has changed his tactics, and 
somewhat his clientele. In the old days when he 
got tired of town he hit out to the innocent country
side. There, while father was back in the corn, he 
sold mother a miraculous book costing from three 
to four dollars. It might be “Polar and Tropical 
Worlds” or a life of Gladstone, with twenty illus
trations, or the history of the latest war; but by his 
mesmeric methods the agent succeeded in selling

mother the book, which neither she nor father nor 
any of the family ever read, but only took it off 
the centre table on company days to let the visitors 
look at the pictures: which was highly respectable.

The agent who diffuses light and learning in a 
city and town these days does it most effectively by 
means of book sets. These run from ten to twenty 
volumes ; may be editions de luxe—of almost any
thing; sets of Dickens, of Thackeray, of Edgar 
Allan Poe, or the poets. They get an easy sale. The 
city-bred man or the man who has made his pile 
in a mine, and has come to the city to put up a 
fine house and furnish it is not long discovering 
that a set of books in good binding make a very 
good show- and useful articles of furniture. It 
makes no difference that he does not intend to read 
half or quarter of any particular set. Books are 
not necessarily made to read. Anyway, the women 
folk may read them. Besides, one volume of Dick
ens is probably as good as another. There’s not 
a deal of difference between "Pendennis” and “Van
ity Fair”; and anybody knows that "Ivanhoe” is of a 
piece with “The Talisman.”

So because the agent is a smooth talker, and 
it takes mental effort to make a personal selection 
of books, the set is bought and installed and dusted 
and shown off to visitors. It’s much easier than 
going down town just to buy books. Besides it’s 
a woman’s job to browse around book stores, and 
most of them are so busy shopping at the depart
ment stores that they have little time to visit the 
book man except just before Christmas—for a book 
is one of the easiest kinds of gifts to buy, and 
shows some culture on the part of the buyer.

In any city and large town of Canada you may 
find hundreds of these made-to-order libraries, in 
most cases quite as remarkable as the library of 
the man who took a complete library list from a 
friend. It’s another sample of acquired taste. And 
a great deal of the alleged reading of Canadians is 
done right along that line. The library that has 
been built up from the browsings of years; from 
patient poring over book stalls; from dickering 
a last dollar for a book that just fills the bill—is 
confined to a very few men. Men that have such 
libraries are fortunate. They are the true readers; 
to whom a book is a companion with as much in
dividuality as a friend.

Not so long ago a Canadian author asserted that 
Canadians were much fonder of bottles than of 
books. Hé was living in England then, where books 
are more common than in Canada. But he was 
not much believed. Canadians read as many books 
according to population as any other people in the 
world. They also read almost as many magazines 
and newspapers per capita as the people of the 
United States. There was a time when it looked 
as though the magazine would put most of the 
books on the back shelf. But books are more widely 
read in Canada now than ever before.

What sort of books? That, of course, is still 
important. This is an age of bookmaking. Books 
are produced as lavishly as automobiles. They

are a business. Publishers are said to make money ; 
at least the authors always say so—though the pub
lisher differs. The kind of books that make money 
for the publisher, and incidentally for the author, 
are not necessarily biographies^ Once the detec
tive story was the big seller. It is still well to the 
fore—with the modern samples, such as “Sherlock 
Holmes” and “Raffles.” But there are other books 
that sell better. “Three Weeks” had a bigger sale 
than most detective stories. Why? Not because it 
was literature or any form of art; but because it 
dug into matters that in polite conversation would 
be tabooed. It was risque; without the moral pur
pose or the philosophy of "Adam Bede” or “Tess 
of the D’Urbervilles,” two of the most sensational 
books in the world. It was popular for much the 
same reason that “Camille” was popular. Elinor 
Glyn has written another, which is having an im
mense sale in Canada; said to be one of the dreari
est fabrications in the world—except that it has the 
same flavour as “Three Weeks.”

"And that’s the kind of thing that catches the 
uncritical reader,” said a dealer who makes a de
lightful hobby of his business. "The United States 
hatches out a brood of similar things every little 
while.”

"Robert W. Chambers, for instance?”
“Hmm! Yes—he has the same art quality in 

writing as Howard Chandler Christie has in pic
tures. It’s not art. It’s a jumble. Such writers 
have little or no perspective or sense of proportion. 
They string out any sort of plot and use any sort 
of language so long as it’s garnished with a soupçon

He shrugged the rest. Evidently he was not a 
huge admirer of one Jack London either, who has 
done as much to muddle up the waters of liter
ature as anybody.

"There is, of course, a vast amount of this abort
ive, unliterary stuff produced nowadays,” went on 
the dealer, not without hope. “It’s pretty hard to 
discover any sort of real literary taste in people 
who buy such trash. But, of course, the people 
are not always to blame; neither the authors.”

“Oh—the publisher, I dare say?”
"Well, I don’t indict publishers. But there’s no 

doubt that many of them would rather put out 
bad books by men of established reputation than 
good books by new writers. And, of course, young 
writers, who have not yet got a reputation, seeing 
the huge success of such works as "The Prisoner 
of Zenda,” and “Black Rock,” and Kipling short 
stories, rush to the publishers with bad imitations 
—which usually fall flat.”

The Prophet Not Without Honour.
"Do Canadians encourage Canadian books?"
“Yes, decidedly. The best Canadian books have 

a large sale in Canada; just as they have in the 
United States and in England."

"Of the two latter which is the ultimate better 
market for Canadian books?”

"Well—England; providing Canadian books are 
good; and so far the best of them are a good sam
ple. The English people take more time over their 
reading; read more critically and with a better ap
preciation of literary merit.”

"Speaking generally, what nationality of books 
give the best sale in Canada?”

"English. We handle a large number of the 
best English works here. Of course I speak for 
the better class of readers.”

"As to variety of books, what?”
“Biography stands high. Books of travel next. 

No, poetry is not a leader. Good fiction—yes, I 
should say that in spite of the vast output of trashy 
and formless "literature” there is a decided improve
ment in taste among the better class of Canadian 
readers. We sell more good books now than ever. 
I am very hopeful of Canadians as a reading people.”

Similar evidence was given by another dealer, 
who caters more to the "popular” demand, and does 
it in a big way. Seventy-five per cent, of this deal
er’s sales are standard works. He sells 60,000 
copies a year of "Everyman’s Library,” a selection 
of cheap classics in biography, travel, fiction and 
history ; costing from 25 cents to 45 cents. He sells 
every year on an average 500 expensive sets of 
Thackeray, Stevenson, Balzac and Dickens. He also 
finds that the American book in Canada is declin
ing in favour of the English. Ten years ago 
American fiction made 90 per cent, of sales over 
his counters. Now English books have got up to 
fifty per cent.; partly because English publishers 
have a knack of getting out attractive books at a 
moderate price.

As to Canadian books, fifteen per cent, of the new 
fiction sold by this dealer are Canadian works. Fre
quently he says an edition of a Canadian book in 
Canada runs to 10,000 copies, while Canadian rights 
of an outside “best seller” run only about a third 
of that number.
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DEMI-TASSE
NEWSLETS.

V4 R. J. J. KELSO has described 
North Hastings as “Darkest On

tario.” Sir Wilfrid Laurier begs to 
differ. He would apply that phrase to 
the city of Toronto, while Sir James 
Whitney hastens to remark that Ox
ford County is deserving of such a 
description.

There is a coloured K. C. now on the 
list in Canada. He has had a chequered
career.

Aviators are still the only people who 
are constantly going after “the man 
higher up.”

King Alfonso is celebrating the 
twenty-fifth year of his reign. The so
cialistic subjects of his realm drink his 
health to the accompaniment of “After 
you, my dear Alphonse.”

King Manuel, ex-ruler of Portugal, 
is spending the week-end in England, 
where he is taking the rest cure.

Federenko is one of our most popu
lar citizens. He is said to prefer Win
nipeg to St. Petersburg as a residential
city.

A man in Beamsville has referred to 
the Ontario legislators as “the fresh
water government at Toronto.” This 
is a libel on Dr. Pyne and Colonel 
Matheson, who have been abroad for at 
least a fortnight.

A certain director of the National Ex
hibition declares that the women did 
as much drinking as the men during 
the progress of Canada’s great fair. The 
disagreeable creature.

And Michael Frazer is now declared 
sane. “Sure, Mike.”

Dr. Emile Reich objects to novels 
written by spinsters as being too tame? 
Evidently that gentleman is unacquaint
ed with the romances by Miss Marie 
Corelli, which fairly bristle with hor
rible happenings.

The Globe simply mourns and laments 
over Sir James Whitney’s use of the 
K. C. honour. It is a truly terrible and 
unprecedented thing for a premier to 
display “leanings” towards his friends. 

* * *
The Galt Novelist.

'T* HERE is a dear parson called
x Knowles,

Whose work should be to save souls.
But he writes frisky books
About girls and their looks,

And he rakes in the shekels in shoals. 
* * *

An Honest Caller.
A WOMAN with no great supply of 
** tact recently called on an ac
quaintance in a small Ontario town.
The latter was surprised to see her, as 
they were on the most formal terms, 
and the call was somewhat superfluous. 
As the caller was departing she re
marked:

“I’ve enjoyed this little chat so much. 
I never would have dreamed of com
ing. only my husband is thinking of 
tunning for mayor next January.”

* * *

Federenko.
O AYS Russia to this worthy land,
^ “Return of ‘Fed’ please expedite.” 
Says Canada in courteous tones,

“Oh, did you mention ‘extradite.’ ”
* * *

to friendships. When a young woman 
sends a man cigars, it is a sure sign 
that his regard for her is about to go 
up in smoke.

ANXIOUS INQUIRER: Would you 
kindly send me some material on the 
woman suffrage question. We are go
ing to have a debate on the subject and 
I want the very latest information.

You had better communicate with Mr. 
James L. Hughes. He is a strong sup
porter of the movement, and will be de
lighted to forward pamphlets on wo
man’s rights and how she gets them.

* * *

The Small Boy Twice More.
LERT and up-to-date is the modern 
small hoy! as the following illus

trations will show. They happened in 
Clinton Street Methodist Church. To
ronto, a couple of Sundays ago, in the 
course of Sunday School anniversary 
services.

Rev. J. D. Morrow, former champion 
sprinter of Canada, and noted in To
ronto as a motor cycle speeder, was 
preaching to the children at the morn
ing service. He was telling them 
about the usefulness of the various 
members of their bodies. Finally he 
spoke of the hands. "What can you use 
your hands for?” he queried. There 
were various answers, but the one that 
tickled Mr. Morrow most was from a 
boy in the back row—“To run your 
motor cycle.”

In the mind of the public the picture 
conjured up of Mr. Morrow is that of 
a dark spot with long hair streaming 
behind, scorching down street on a 
motor cycle, and everybody joined in 
the laugh.

The other inciden* served to show that 
the Sunday School boy had been keep
ing a weather eye on the theatre pos
ters advertising the coming to Toronto 
of a man who is featured as a leading 
magician.

Rev. A. P. Brace was the preacher. 
With the aid of a bottle of clear water 
he sought to show the kiddies the evil 
effect of sin on their bodies. He held up 
a bottle of black ink. That typified 
sin. A few drops of ink soon turned 
the clear water into a foul-looking mix
ture. Then he produced a little phial 
with some chemical in it. He explained 
that sin could be washed away, and 
he poured in the chemical. At once 
the water turned clear again.

The children were mightily interested. 
It seemed to them a neat trick, and from 
that same rear row came the clear call 
of an appreciative young soul—"Oh, you 
Thurston !”

* * *

A Little Surprise.
T* HE Lords, they are a stupid lot. 

And “go” they surely will.
But Lansdowne smiles and blandly says

“Bring down your Veto Bill.”
* * *

Signs of Hard Winter.
LL signs combine to indicate that 

the coming winter will be a very 
severe one. Close observers state that 
telegraph and telephone poles are, as a 
rule, standing straight up, that the sun 
is rising in the east and setting in the 
west, that on dry days a stiff wind 
raises considerable dust, and that cats 
when pursued by dogs run up trees or 
over fences.

* * *

A Montreal Mourner.
C AYS the Montreal Witness 
° “I don’t see the fitness 

Of language the Tories have shed. 
They’re acting most shameful,
In ways that are blameful 

About the new navy, ’tis said.”
* * *

Our Correspondents.
p LORENCE : What would be a nice 
1 present for a man friend ?

It is impossible to say, unless you 
enclose photograph of friend, with list 
of his clubs and a statement of his 
literary preferences. But on no account 
buy him cigars. Such a course is fatal

Fish and Fancy.
(( RE fish a good brain food ?”

“Probably. At any rate trying 
to catch them seems to stimulate the 
imagination.”

* * *

ocuten, jewisn, Irish.
P EOPLE with the conundrum 1 

are springing this one : “Wi 
the difference between a Scotch 
and a Jew?” Their answer is: 
Scotchman wants almost everything 
nothing, and a Jew wants everything 
almost nothing.”

A Scotchman on whom that 
sprung was mildly revenged by tel

this one : An Irishman and a Scotch
man wrangled for a long time over the 
merits of their respective countries, and 
at last the Irishman tried to end the 
argument with, “Oh, well, there are no 
snakes in Ireland.” “No,” retorted the 
Scotchman, “but there are Irish.”

* * *

On Weddings.
T HE people who write up weddings, 

and especially the people who 
write of those happy events in towns 
and country places, have that line of 
work down to a science. So well do 
they know this part of their business 
that if given merely the names of the 
principal people in the little drama, a 
line on the bride’s dress, and a hint as 
to where the tied ones will travel, they 
can turn out a great account of the 
whole affair.

M c have read any number of accounts 
of weddings, and we venture to say that, 
with very few exceptions, the people, 
things and doings arc slavishly accord 
ing to the following schedule :
Wedding............. Pretty.
Couple................. Happy.
BcPast................. Sumptuous.
Presents..............Numerous, costly, beau
_. . • tiful, useful.
J rlP..................... Extended,
Flow-er girls........Pretty, bewitching.
Wishes.................Best.
Bride’s gown.... Becoming, beautiful.
Also present........Many from a distance.
Decorations......... Appropriate, tasteful.
Wedding march. .Has strains.

...................Repair to dining
room.

* * *

The Circular Fellows.
S OMET IMES it seems ideas do 
i. . m with sense and sound—
It s m hotel rotundas that

Rotund men most are found.
* * *

Definitions.
T HE limit in misery : Tag day in hell. 

,e Perfect man : The one who
throws cold water" all summer and
heaps coals of fire” all winter.

I he tramp’s philosophy : Cleanliness 
is next to gaudiness.

• * *

As It Seems To Us.
Anyway, doesn’t it kind of serve 

Roosevelt right for his presumption in 
imagining that he was heavier than Bill

I* ’* announced that cable rates will 
probably be reduced one half. At last 
the cost of living is about to be cut.

Cheer up. It’s only four weeks and 
a couple of days till the day after 
Christmas.

I his year’s number of applications 
tor divorce in Canada is a record- 
breaker. This is “the growing time"— 
for discontent.

And just. when everybody’s praising 
I Si sp£c(!, in ,ry'nK alleged criminals, 
John Bull has 'o admit that he can’t 
hold an election that will stay held.

Moved in amendment by Sir Wilfrid 
Laurier that the names of the first Can
adian cruisers be changed from Niobe 
and Rainbow to Drummond and Artha- 
baika.

Across the line they’re getting after 
an alleged window glass trust. It should 
be easy to break up that.

Eugene Ely made a successful aero
plane flight from the deck of a vessel. 
The knack of doing that “stunt” came 
too late to save Dr. Crippcn.

Big banks are loaning $31.500,000 to 
Turkey and $50,000,000 to China, and 
yet we find it hard to raise the price 
of a light mid-day lunch.

The River Rhine was recently re
ported as being “seventeen feet above 
its mean low level,” and if the state
ment sounds as nasty in German as in 
English we don’t blame the historic 
river for getting its back up.

A census bureau official went to 
Washington to study Uncle Sam’s cen
sus-taking methods, and the chief thing 
pointed out to him was that a Teddy 
Roosevelt, who seems to count about 
half a million, may later be found to be 
only one.

"hi iviûtaê.
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be that which turns upon 
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Mr. Frowde announces
ROBERT C. KNOWLES

The Handicap
The novel has Mr. Knowles’ usual tender pathos, but even 
more than ordinarily, this is lightened by a ready wit that time and 
again induces the reader’s smiles.
On the whole, we may say that this is the most consistently 
interesting tale that this author has done.

The Book News Monthly (Philadelphia).
Cloth, $1.25

Other books in constant demand by this author are :—
The Attic Guest - - - cloth, $1.25
The Web of Time - “ 1.25
The Dawn at Shanty Bay - “ 1.00
Undertow....................................“ 1.25
St. Cuthbert’s - 1.25

WILLIAM DE MORGAN

An Affair of Dishonour Cloth
$1.25

These De Morgan novels are the very best things in fiction since 
Dickens and Thackeray. Many Editors and Reviewers have described 
Joseph Vance as the first really great novel of the 20th Century. 

Olher novels by De Morgan are :—
It Never Can Happen Again, cloth, $ 1.25
Joseph Vance “ 1.25
Alice for Short “ 1.25
Somehow Good “ 1.25

RICHARD DEHAN

Cloth
$1.25The Pop Doctor

It begins at its best. An Englishman struggling over the South 
African veldt in the days before the war, with the dead body of a 
woman who is not his wife and their child of three, the frantic, mad 
burial by the wayside, the man’s death, the child’s abandonment 
to a horrid ruffian.
Then the child’s growing up, neglected, beaten, and when womanhood 
is approaching the worst And then escape and rescue, the gentle 
love of a saintly nun, the finding of happiness and content.
Next the war. Gueldersdorp (Mafeking, or, maybe Kimberley) is 
besieged. Outside are the Boers, slim, relentless. Inside the cool, 
masterlv, unhistrionic commandant and the Dop Doctor—a great 
surgeon, broken by bad fortune, bedraggled by drink, finding his soul 
again amid the turmoil and strife.
Who touches this book touches a man I am grateful for the 
wonderful thrills “The Dop Doctor” has given me. It is a novel 
among a thousand.—Spectator. 6th Canadian Edition.

WINIFRED HESTON'S
Vivid Pictures of Real Life in India To-day

A Bluestocking in India
By Winnifred Heston, M.D. 12mo. Cloth, net $1.00

So full of humour and lightness are these letters from India that one 
would never dream of calling the author a “ bluestocking.” A remark
ably facile pen makes the pine woods of the Himalayas and the 
intense heat of the plains very real indeed.
As a graphic description of India and Indian life to-day, both 
Europeon and native, the book is almost unsurpassed.
"A delightfully feminine touch, a facile pen and an experience 
abounding in human interest, all who enjoyed the “ Lady of the 
Decoration ” will welcome this book.”

Billy Topsail and Company
Uniform with “The Adventures of Billy Topsail.”
Illustrated. 12mo, cloth, $1.25

Another rousing volume of “ The Billy Topsail Books,” which is 
brimful of the same fun and courage and thrilling experiences as 
its predecessor. It is a series of boyish adventures on the Coast 
of Newfoundlandwith the flavour of the sea and all the snap and go 
that delights the juvenile mind. Norman Duncan has the real key 
to the boy heart, and in Labrador he has opened up a field magnetic 
in its perils and thrills and endless excitements.

WILFRED T. GRENFELL

Illustrated.
12mo, cloth, net $1.00Down to the Sea

Another collection of Dr. Grenfell’s fascinating Stories of Labrador 
life. ’Tis Dogged as Does it, Danny’s Deliverance, The Optimist, 
A Story of Labrador, A Perilous Voyage, Those Sermons, Who 
wouldn’t be a Missionary, A Physician in the Arctic.

AT ALL BOOKSTORES

HENRY FROWDE
25-27 Richmond Street West TORONTO

CANADIAN BOOKS, 1910
POETRY

An Ode to Canada and Other Poems, 
A. C. Nash, Briggs.

Poems, Frederick George Scott, Con
stable, Musson.

Century of Canadian Sonnets, Law
rence J. Burpee, Musson.

Derby Day in the Yukon, Yukon Bill, 
Musson.

Sea Room, A. M. St. John Mildmay, 
Briggs.

In Amber Lands, Tom Maclnnes, 
Broadway Publishing Company.

The Veteran and Other Poems, 
Hamilton Wigle, Briggs.

A Wreath of Canadian Song, Mrs. 
Whyte-Edgar, Briggs.

The King: Canada and Empire, Fane 
Sewell, Briggs.

Heart Forget-Me-Nots, Amy E. 
Campbell, Briggs.

FICTION
Kilmcny of the Orchard, L. M. Mont

gomery, L. C. Page.
The Second Chance, Nellie L. Mc- 

Clung, Briggs.
Lizbeth of the Dale, Marian Keith, 

Westminster.
Canadian Born (Lady Merton, Colon

ist), M. A. Ward, Musson.
The Wild Olive, Basil King, Har

pers.
A Cavalier of Virginia, Theodore 

Roberts, Page.
The Stampeder, S. A. White, Briggs.
The Handicap, R. E. Knowles, 

Fleming H. Revell.
The Arch-Satirist. Frances De Wolfe 

Fenwick, McLeod and Allen.
The Story of Yuku, Dorothy Dean 

Tate, Briggs.
The Frontiersman, H. A. Cody, 

Briggs.
Comrades of the Trails, Theodore 

Roberts, Page.
Freebooters of the Wilderness, Agnes 

Laut, Musson.
Cummer’s Son, Sir Gilbert Parker, 

Copp Clark.
An Unofficial Love Story, Albert 

Hickman, Musson.
Kings in Exile, C. G. D. Roberts, 

Macmillan.
The Burnt Offering, Mrs. Cotes, John 

Lane.
Love of the Wild, Archie McKishnie, 

McLeod and Allen.
The Mac’s of ’37, Price-Brown, Mc

Leod and Allen.
The Frozen Fortune, Frank Pollock, 

McLeod and Allen.
The Rose-Coloured World, Ethel 

Mary Brodie. McLeod and Allen.
Billy Topsail and Company, Norman 

Duncan, Fleming H. Revell.
The Sword-Maker, Robert Barr, Mc

Leod and Allen.
Wa-Pee-Moostooch, John M. Mc

Dougall, Briggs.
Two on the Trail, Hulbert Footner, 

Doubleday Page.
The Trail of the Axe, Ridgwell Cul- 

lum, Copp Clark.
The Trail of ’98, Robert W. Service, 

Briggs.
A Countess from Canada, Bessie 

Marchant, Musson.
Madam Janvier’s Church, Mary E. 

Hickson, Musson.
The Ways of the Heart, Ethel Pen

man Hope, Musson.
GENERAL

Boyish Reminiscences of H. M. the 
King’s Visit to Canada in 1861, 
Lieut. T. Bunbury Gough, Mus
son.

The Faith of a Layman, Prof. Os
borne, Cassell.

Janey Canuck in the West, Emily 
Ferguson, Cassell.

Elistory of the Catholic Church in 
Western Canada, Father Morice, 
Musson.

The Empire Day by Day, Frank Wise, 
Macmillan.

The Canadian Apple Growers’ Guide, 
Linus Woolverton, Briggs.

Martyrs of New France, W. S. Her
rington, Briggs.

Life of Robert Machray, D.D., LL.D., 
Robert Machray, Macmillan.

The Kulturkampf, G. B. Thompson, 
Macmillan.

The Broken Trail, new edition, G. W. 
Kirby, Briggs.

Canadian Annual Review of Public 
Affairs, Castell Hopkins, Annual 
Review Publishing Co.

The New North, Agnes Deans Cam
eron, Appleton.

Our Lady of the Sunshine and Her 
International Visitors, Edited by 
Lady Aberdeen, Copp Clark.

Utopian Snapshots, A. J. Kappele.
First Century of Methodism in Can

ada, vol. 2, J. E. Sanderson, 
Briggs.

Daniel Boone and the Wilderness 
Road, H. Addington Bruce, Mac
millan.

John Sanderson the First, Camilla 
Sanderson, Briggs.

Michael Servetus, William Osier, 
Oxford University Press.

A Woman in Canada, Mrs. George 
Cran, Musson.

History of Forestry, B. E. Fernow, 
University Press, Toronto.

Historical and Religious Value of the 
Fourth Gospel, E. F. Scott, 
Houghton, Mifflin.

The Riders of the Plains, A. L. Hay- 
don, Copp Clark.

Points About Poetry, D. G. French, 
Editor Publishing Company.

A Summer on the Canadian Prairie, 
Georgina Binnie-Clark, Musson.

Literary Lapses, Stephen Leacock, 
Montreal News Company and 
John Lane.

Review of Historical Publications, 
Wrong and Langton, University 
Press, Toronto.

Simple Rules of Health and Cour
tesy, Helen MacMurchy and H. 
W. Auden.

Reminiscences of Goldwin Smith, Ar
nold Haultain, Macmillan.

The Beast, Judge Lindsey and Har
vey O’Higgins, Doubleday Page.

Canada, the Land of Hope, E. Way 
Elkington, A. & C. Black.

Essays in Fallacy, Andrew Macphail, 
Longmans.

Canadian Who’s Who, Fred Cook, 
Musson.

Wage-Earning Women, A. M. Mac- 
lean, Macmillan.

Your Mother’s Apron Strings, Byron 
Stauffer, Briggs.

The Recall of Love, Ralph Connor, 
Westminster.

Manitoba as I Saw It, J. H. O’Don
nell, Musson.

Discovery of Great Lakes, Sara Staf
ford, Hunter Rose.

The Small Mouthed Bass, W. J. 
Loudon, Hunter Rose.

Great Lone Land, new edition, Sir 
W. F. Butler, Macmillan.

Wild North Land, new edition, Sir W. 
F. Butler, Macmillan.

Red Cloud, new edition, Sir W. F 
Butler, Macmillan.

Common Weeds of Canada, Dr. W. 
D. Hamilton, Macmillan.

The Picturesque St. Lawrence, Clif
ton Johnson, Macmillan.

Report of International Congress of 
Women, published under auspices 
of National Council of Women 
of Canada.

Gospel of the Hereafter, J. Paterson- 
Smyth, Frowde.

The Maoris of New Zealand, D. V. 
Lucas, Briggs.

Daniel McNeill Parker, M.D., W. F. 
Parker, Briggs (published priv
ately.)

IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION THE "CANADIAN COURIER.”
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SUITS for 
NOTHING

If our suits at #8.60 
are not equal in cut, 
quality and style to 
many advertised and 
sold at #20 you 
can keep the suit 
and we will re
fund you your 
money.

There is a 
reason why we 
give better 
value than 
other firms.
You will find 
all particulars in 
booklet, which we 
will send you along 
with patterns free 
and post paid.

SEND POST CARD 
FOR FREE PATTERNS
which will be forwarded 
free from our distributing centre in 
Canada, as below. Together with 
patterns we send you fashion-plates 
and complete instructions for accurate 
self-measurement and tape measure. 
We fit you, no matter where you live, 
or refund the full amount of your 
purchase money.

AWARDED 2 GOLD MEDALS.
Read our unique list of unsolicited 

testimonials ; $20,000 forfeited if 
not absolutely genuine.
$20 Suit or Overcoat 
to Measure for $8.60

The World*a Measure Tallora,
(Dept. 1 7,, 60/62 CITY ROAD. LONDON.

ENGLAND.
Address for Patterns i

CUKZON BROS., c/o THE CLOUGHER SYN
DICATE. (Dept, 187), 4M Confederation Life 

Buildlrge.TOFONTO. ONTARIO.

Pleate mention this t>at>er.

Choose 
Between 
These

Women of fastid
ious tastes select 
tbelr perfumes with 
especial reference 
to their tempera
ment end individ
uality.

Two masterpieces of the perfumer’s art. 
equally charming, yet absolutely different la 
character, are Persian Bouquet and Valley 
Violet.

The unusual exotic scent of Persian Bou
quet will strongly appeal to women of deep 
emotional natures. Its subtle, sensuous rich
ness. so suggestive of the Orient, has a pecul
iarly fascinating quality. Vet the odor 1» 
never overwhelming. The simple, persistent 
sweetness of

Valley Violet
on the other hand commend. It particularly 
to quiet natures of conservative taste.. 
Highly concentrated and lasting, it yet pre
serves In all Its purity, the dainty, bewitching 
fragrance oftheflower forwhlch It is named.

Both Persian Bouquet and Valley Violet 
are attractively packed in pretty art boxes of 
French design, suitable either for gift or 
personal use. At all good dealers.

John Taylor & Company, Limited
Perfumers and Soap Makers

««it Toronto . . Canada

CANADIAN COURIER

THE FOUR BEST BOOKS
The Broken Trail, new edition, G. W. 

Kirby, Briggs.
Book of "Family Worship, W. D. Lee, 

Briggs.
Saddle, Sled and Snowshoe, John 

McDougall, new edition, Briggs. 
Forest, Lake and Prairie, John. Mc

Dougall, new edition, Briggs. 
Spiritual Relationships, J. F. Latimer 

Briggs.
Irish Ned, the Winnipeg Newsy, 

Samuel Fea, Briggs.
On Western Trails in the Early 

Seventies, John McDougall, 
Briggs.

Canadian Dairying, new edition, re
vised and enlarged, H. H. Dean, 
Briggs.

Shak-spear: an inquiry, S. M. Baylis, 
Briggs.

Down to the Sea, Wilfred Grenfell, 
Frowde.

Yesterday and To-day in Canada, the 
Duke of Argyll, George Allen 
and Sons.

Life, Legends and Religion of the 
Blackfeet Indians, Walter Mc
Clintock, Macmillan.

John Bull’s Land Through a Teles
cope, by a Canadian, Musson. 

Canadian Lake Region, Wilfred 
Campbell, Musson.

Labrador, W. G. Gosling, Musson.
On Trail and Rapid by Dog-sled and 

Canoe, new edition of the Life of 
Bishop Bompas, H. A. Cody, 
Musson.

A Man’s Helpers, Wilfred Grenfell, 
Musson.

What Life Means to Me, Wilfred 
Grenfell, Musson.

The Way of Prayer, John Edgar Mc- 
Fadyen, Musson.

Canadian Eloquence, Lawrence J. 
Burpee, Musson.

* * *

Book Notes.
LITTLE, BROWN & CO. have a 

new edition of that popular short 
story, "Sally Ann’s Experience,” by 
the Kentucky woman who wrote “The 
Land of Long Ago” an "Aunt Jane 
of Kentucky.” It is typically south
ern.

The same publishers issue "Flam
steed Quamis," by Mary E. Waller, a 
long, intricate New England story, 
which "emphasises the nobility and 
dignity of work.” It is that typically 
American kind of story by a woman 
writer which no Canadian woman has 
ever succeeded in producing—unless 
it were Joanna E. Wood.

"The Pretty Girl Papers” is a 
funny title for an incongruous, but 
perhaps useful book, writes a wo
man doctor. It describes the meth
ods of becoming pretty and staying, 
somewhat rationally but also curi
ously. The author is Dr. Emma E. 
Walker, and the publishers Little, 
Brown & Co.

If you want a pleasant little, silly 
little, jolly little tale about a rheu
matic young man who subscribed to 
a love-letter bureau to while away 
the time, read "Molly Make-Believe, 
by Eleanor Hallowell Abbott. It is 
absurd as a yarn, but it is dainty and 
delightful nevertheless. It will charm 
every reader who hasn’t lost the 
power to laugh. It is not Canadian, 
but the Copp, Clark Co. have issued a 
Canadian edition.

Every one interested in the North
west Mounted Police will find A. L. 
Haydon’s volume, “The Riders of the 
Plains, the last word on the subject, 
the drawings are poor, the photo
graphic reproductions fair, and the 
text excellent. It is readable history, 
and that is more than may be said 
of some historical volumes on Can
adian book shelves. After reading it, 
any shrewd Canuck will lay ten to 
one that Mr. Hay don is not a Canadi
an. Which is quite true, for he is 
quite English. The volume is pub- 
lished in London by Andrew Melrose 
and in Toronto by the Copp, Clark 

Company.

Janey Canuck in The West
By Emily Ferguson 

(Mrs. Arthur Murphy of Edmonton)
Full of fun and genuine interest. Fifth 

edition under way. Si.50.

What’s Wrong with the World

Lady Molly of Scotland Yard
By Baroness Orczy. author of “The Scarlet 

Pimpernel".
This book out-Sherlocki "Sherlock Holmes"

The Faith of a Layman
By Professor Osborne of Winnipeg 

This work portrays in an admirable and 
worthy manner the possibilities for a better 
understanding of one's faith and between 
clergy and laity.

By G- K. Chesterton.
An amazingly interesting volume by one of 

the cleverest writers of the age.

AT ALL BOOKSELLERS

CASSELL & GO. LTD. Publishers
42 ADELAIDE STREET WEST - - TORONTO
Catalogues(illust rated) gladly sent gratis. See these before ordering from your local bookseller.

GIFTS FOR

CHRISTMAS
books are always acceptable and appreciated

Send for our large Illustrated 
Catalogue of Christmas Gift Books

t

Calendars, etc., suitable for every
body. Post free. Write NOW.

WILLIAM
BRIGGS

2 i-3 7 Richmond St. 
West,

TORONTO

BETTER THAN CHRISTMAS 1909
WILL BE THE

CHRISTMAS ISSUE
OF THE

CANADIAN COURER
FOR 1910

SIX CANADIAN ARTISTS
C. W. Jeflferys; Arthur Heming; T. O. Marten; T. G. Greene;

W. S. Broad head; Miss Estelle Kerr.

SIX CANADIAN WRITERS
Arthur Stringer; Robert C. Stead; Arthur Heming; W. A. Clark;

Alice Jones; Augustus Bridle.
Mr. T. 0. Marten furnishes the cover, which is a sufficient guarantee 

that the cover will be not only a work of art but an interpretation of 
Christmas,

Arthur Heming was never quite so rollickingly humorous as in his own 
Bear Story illustrated by himself ; a screamingly funny bit of back-country 
burlesque.

C. W. Jeffreys puts his virile pen-and-ink technic and remarkable 
insight into child nature at the service of The Children's Four-Page Coloured 
Supplement under the editorship ol Miss Estelle Kerr who, as a children’s 
artist, has no rivals in Canada.

Robert C. Stead in his "Man who Won’t he Beat’’ deals in a strongly 
human way with the antagonism of the cowboy to the homesteads.

T. ti. Greene illustrates this story. Mr. Greene is an ex-member of the 
celebrated Carlton Studio, a Canadian art colony in old London.

Arthur Stringer now and then pauses amid his piles of.atorv manuscript 
and, for the sheer joy of the thing, does a bit of verse. His illustrated 
Poem in the Christmas Courier will be worth learning by heart.

A two-part story by Alice Jones beginning in that number will have 
for a distinguishing feature a number of as good illustrations as can be 
found in any American magazine, done by W. S. Broadhead.

A splendidly illustrated article on “Fraternity Houses in Canada” will 
be contributed by Donald B. Sinclair.

W. A. Clark's little humoresque poem with thumb-nail sketches makes 
a brighter spot in a very bright issue.

"An Old Christmas City”, by Augustus Bridle, illustrated with English 
pen-snd-ink drawings will be a contribution to the Canadian-English 
point of view.

IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION THE "CANADIAN COURIER.'
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The keen, quick, business-like directness of the 
GILLETTE appeals to the man whose time is worth 
money.

No time wasted in honing, stropping or fussing 
with a complicated shaving device. He simply reaches 
for the GILLETTE—and shaves.

And such a shave !
The Gillette blade, thin enough to take a perfect 

temper, yet held absolutely rigid in the handy 
GILLETTE frame, and adjustable to any beard, 
shaves as no other razor can shave.

The GILLETTE changes shaving from a 
time-consuming ordeal to a pleasant three minute 
incident in the morning toilet.

Nearly four million progressive men use the 
GILLETTE—do you ?

Standard Sets $5—Pocket Editions $5 to $6.
At Hardware, Drug and Jewelry «tore». Look for 
the big Gillette Signs—they show you where to buy.

GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO. OF CANADA
LIMITED

Office end Factory—63 St. Alexander St., Montreal.

-G iilette
197

kmuwn tme WORLD OVER

DO YOUR FEET ACHE’
Tired, aching feet, weak ankles, flat-foot, callouses, 
bunions and pains that resemble rheumatism, %re 
Instantly relieved and permanently cured by 
wearing the Scholl “FOOT-EAZER.” Scientifically 
supporta the arch or instep in an eaay, natural man
ner, removes all muscular strain and makes walking 
or standing a genuine pleasure.
Tke Schol "FOOT-EâZER" Esses Tbs Feel, lei, ini tones.

Gives the foot a well-arched, even tread, 
and preserves the shape of the shoe.

10 Daym’ Free Trial
nnd drugifints sell the Scholl FOOT-EAZERS 1 $2 00 per pair or direct 

mail prepaid, on receipt of price. If 
satisfied after 10 days trial, money 

__________■ refunded THE SCHOLL MFC. CO.
^ '.... 479 D King8t.,W.,Toronto.,

“AUNT SALINA'S 
WASH DAY 
PHILOSOPHY"

This little book le chock-fall of
Mala end secret! invaluable in tke wash- 
lag of clothes, ana shedli be la every

JCIt tells hew to wash fancy prints 
ether fabrics without the nee o( a<

It telle how to clean the delm 
lingerie without li\Jury.

It telle hew to wash woolen materiel 
thoroughly without eh linking U one
particle.

It tells how to make hard water eoft 
and save half the soap.

It tells how to remove the drudgery 
from wash day, aad a beet ef ether 
things that every woman whs waahee 
clothes should know.

•end ei yeur «me e* « poitil 
Bid we will Med you • copy FUEL

CUMMER-DOWSWELL
Limited

HAMILTON, ONT.

WINTER
TERM

Opens

Jan. 3rd
Write for Catalogue to 
W. H. Shaw. Free. 
Yonge & Gerrard Sts. 

Toronto

W. H. Shaw.
CENTRAL BUSINESS COLLEGE 

Toroeto and Branches

IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION THE CANADIAN COURIER.

PEOPLE AND PLACES
Mr. Cornwall’s Literary Tours.

T K. CORNWALL, M.P.P., evi- 
J dently had pleasant and congenial 
fraternisation with the bunch of 
newspaper men to whom he gave a 
free trip through the Peace River 
country this summer. He announces 
that he is going to take another lit
erary coterie up there next summer. 
To the writers the last tour was an 
eye-opener. They tramped through 
muskegs, kicked up minerals with 
their tall boots, put their salary 
checks in town lots where as yet there 
are no towns, and admired the 
scenery. The Arctic legislator is in 
high glee. Lately, he has been see
ing some of his guests’ write-ups 
headlining the Yankee magazines— 
great advertising. Mr. Cornwall is 
going to show his next journalistic 
party something different. The 
Cook’s tour is to strike into the min
ing country, which Cornwall says is 
just as much the thing as the fat 
acres of farming land which the party

border in Minnesota. The Hudson’s 
Bay railroaders would be leaving for 
their winter firesides just about the 
time that the golden No. I hard was 
dribbling out of the threshing spout, 
which would mean that it would have 
to rest up on the Bay among the cool 
breezes till the melting season set 
in. Board in the Arctic would not 
be cheap either—forty cents a 
bushel. The Pacific ports are fanned 
by the gentle zephyrs all year round. 
But then one must not forget that 
Cy. and the Grand Trunk are related 

* * *
Miss Shackleton In Canada.

f? XPLORER Sir Ernest Shackle- 
ton’s sister has just stepped off 

a liner into Canada, and she says she 
is not going back. Miss Shackleton 
is a trained nurse. She is going to 
practise in Winnipeg, where she and 
another English lady are opening a 
nurses’ home. Of course, she has the 
latest budget from “Farthest South.” 
He is sitting at home, biting his nails.

BRANDON ASYLUM, BEFORE AND AFTER THE FIRE

643 inmates marched out with but one loss of life.

this summer saw for the most part. 
Here is the route: The quill men 
will flap down the Athabasca in 
“flats” to Fort McMurray, jumping 
a few rapids on the way, and pro
ceed to within four hundred miles of 
Fort Churchill, on the Bay.

* * *

Is It a Pipe Dream?
W R. CY. WARMAN, the author,

made a slashing attack on the 
Hudson’s Bay Railway proposal the 
other day at Edmonton. The railway 
he calls a “pipe dream.” He thinks 
it fantastic—“craziest scheme I ever 
heard of.” Mr. Warman is a profes
sional humorist, but he wasn’t joking 
this trip. The poet of the steel rails 
went into the economics of the situ
ation. Some fur-posters thought he 
had cold feet when he said: “What 
would the railway do with their roll
ing stock during the months that the 
Hudson’s Bay was closed up?” Cy. 
is of the opinion—Edmonton to 
Prince Rupert—is the route. The G. 
T. P., he argues, should draw up Al
berta and Saskatchewan 1,700 miles 
nearer to the Orient, than are the 
farmers shipping out grain over the

fidgeting for news from Captain 
Scott, abroad among the ice, bergs. 
His nursing sister says that if Scott 
fails he will pike South again im
mediately. And if Scott succeeds, 
says Miss Shackleton :

“Sir Ernest loves Canada, and I 
really believe he will come here to 
live eventually. Perhaps if Scott 
succeeds he will come very soon.

* * *

A Remarkable Fire Escape.
Q F all remarkable fire drills in the 

world tjiat at the Brandon Asy
lum, destroyed by fire early this 
month, was the most unusual. The 
building contained 643 more or less 
demented people ; under ordinary con
ditions the hardest kind of congre
gation to get out of a burning build
ing. But in fifteen minutes the en
tire party was out of danger. One 
life lost, but not through fire ; a wo
man who mismanaged to wander 
away, got lost on the prairie and died 
from exposure. For the present 
the Winter Fair Building has been 
fitted up for an asylum; which will 
make it necessary to use the Summer 
Fair Building for the Winter Fair.
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Rodolphe forget
Member Montreal Stock Exchange

ts notre Dame $t., moittreal

Carefully edited studies 
of leading Canadian 
securities mailed on 
application. Facts and 
figures compiled by 
experts. * * + +

' Paris Office •

60 Rue De Province

PELLATT

PËLLÂTT

Members
Toronto
Stock
Exchange

401 TRADERS BANK BUILDING

TORONTO
BONDS AND STOCKS 
also COBALT STOCKS 
BOUGHT AND SOLD 
ON COMMISSION

9 Private wire connections with 
W. H. GOADBY & CO., Members 
New York Stock Exchange.

Chief Office for Canada : TORONTO 
ALFRED WRIGHT, Manaier

LONDON& 
LANCASHIRE
FIRE |

, INSURANCE COMPANyJ

IRISH & MAULSON, Limited 
Chief Toronto Ascents

GOVERNMENT, 
MUNICIPAL and 
CORPORATION 
BONDS

Our Hat» comprise carefully selected 
offerings of the above securities, 
affording the investor from 4% to 
6% interest return.

CORRESPONDENCE INVITED

WOOD, GUNDY 8 CO.
LONDON,ENO. TORONTO, CAN.

Money and Mag NATES

In answering advertisements mention Canadian Courier

Big Jump in Ottawa Light and Power.

0N we°efktwa!erheresri°i the tr.adine on tbe Montreal Stock Exchange last 
Ottau' l iï A" rap'd uPWard movement in the stock of the

About a year ago one of the leading 
stock tn kv th Montreal Stock Exchange offered quite a block of this
bem r t At that time a dividend of five per cent, was
:r‘a!ed à? an earl but -U was indicated ««at this dividend would be in-ind SadnaUv th!7 ^ t 'V'* peT cent This was done a few months later, 
around this fi H ^ advanced around no. For some time it hung 
fne thlt ?he stock h<?Ut rUvh,jradi?g in the s«ùrity, at that time indien,' 
o/to theb- sec^Htie35 k vSC y he,d’ and that thc insiders were satisfied to hold 
he o! 1 ’ believing that it would not be long before the earnings

level T connl /h°W!,ng would "arrant selling on a very much higher 
Other dav it F oV f WeJaS a?° the stock had advanced to 116, and then the 
had touched I. bi\SUdden braACC to;20’ and by end of the same day it 
stock camedintnhthh 35 !ft ,Around '20 some three hundred shares of the 
seemed to L market’ but aPart from that block comparatively little
hef^l d 1 b • offered> w,th ‘he result that buyers had to bid quite a few points
Serene wasm^aedVei; * T" iff* Jh= aft" *» had soldant ,24, a further 
Ottawa as to ÏL ” c ,u jhe t,mc there was no definite news from 
between an • Y .advance- and °P'"ion in Montreal was divided
stoïte T Tit dlV,dend t°SCVen per cent ’ and ‘he declaration of 

win likeW ?ake i course w°uld $eem to be the one that the directors
warrant the .t^V îimUCh, 35 !VCn ‘bc seven Per cen‘- dividend would scarcely 
us l h p,a.ce1 as h,gh as ,28- whereas thc uncertainty as to

cause ^ thehstock °J ' Ck I*"]"* W0U,d be miKht easily have been the cause of the stock advancing as high as it did.
* * *

Canadian Financier for British House of Commons.
J T is certainly some time since Canadian financial circles received as great
Mr w 'UMPr'\?tkenthtViy d‘d 0the/ daX- when word came over the cable that 
Mr. W. M .Aitken, the president of the Royal Securities, who during thc oast
caFriedout fff C^nad'^h‘if h* W'-h ?" *he l;lrBc consolidations that have been 
of Commons F ?Lda’ had be,en mvited to contest a seat for the British House 
and the eahl ’ ‘he: event of a general election being held at an early date
favouhr!bltb«dCTaed. L0 ,,nd'Ce that Aitken had considered the invitation 
in Canada’Vi Ik y t0 ** ac1and,date' The reason for his many friends 
hefact that harm g 6 “fï W'th SUcb surPrise was, undoubtedly, due to 
iamentnr uv7 °f then? l7er drcamcd that Mr. Aitken had any par- r i tT; T°re Part,cular1y as he has been so engrossed with

tiiîn^sd ha?ghebLPak fe^yCa=S’/nd thc Pr*P{cts are that thc number of 
Sfnr nii ! been ,dent,fied with already, will result in his being so
ti™11 q r a few years to come- that he would have very little, if any 
time for parliamentary work. } y’
man’s1 ambietIo!sP^ant g°CS t0 .show that"° ma" can tell just what another 

LreJd ?kyv a£d on.ton? thmS nearlX aI1 his Canadian friends
naturaf talent ** -'Y- that ,f bc Kocs into an election fight, his
Of ?he\La fvr 0r^,1,sat,?n » 50 preat that he is bound to win out. One
f the things about Mr. Aitken is that while he has been identified very

caiSd o,'th- SOrC °h thiC biggCSf fina"?'al transactions that have ever been 
carried out in Canada, he never ties himself down to any one of them but
nec“ssarv°foeahb ^ °nC lUCh 3 com',Ic,c organisation that it is never
account Lf ennl7 7'u T't Y3" ? 1,3SsmK atte"t'<>n to them all. On this 
„ Fnihnd . Ub,edlï> lt ;ust convenient to reside permanently
usfas much Tn3 Mngkan a!P to Canada- a"d all the time would be

,n touch with the Canadian situation as though lie were operatingmZ mnnFhe adf'an ïdc’ a"d yet-Was f°/ccd ** bis business to spend' a good 
many months of each year over in London. 1
wn„H°rvm? at 11 fr°m th,e PoiVl of ,vicw of the kind of man the English people 
r l ,k ,u rcprc/ent th=m, U quickly occurs to one that Mr. Aitken should 
be just the kind of man that a great many constituencies would like to have 

the*V, ,n as. mi,ch as his career, short though it has been up to the 
present, has shown that he is doing things all thc time, and is only happiest 
\\ icn e is usiest, and that once he made up his mind to become identified 
with political life he would see to it that he would be in a position all thc 
time to do everything possible for the constituency which he might represent. 
Jus at the Present time, too, there arc so many questions to bc taken up as 
between the Mother Country and the principal colony of thc Empire, that the 
‘ ouse of Commons would surely benefit by having among its representatives 
a man who would be very closely in touch with the developments and possi- 
bihties of the Dominion and would take advantage of every occasion to enable 
he other members of the House to secure a more accurate idea of just what 

these possibilities are.
At the time of writing it had been practically decided that there would 

be a general election in the near future, and if there is, there will be few 
contests tlmt will be watched with greater interest from Canada than that in 
which Mr. Aitken will take part.

* * *

Canadian Independence In Money Matters.
T a time when Canadian stock quotations were intimately

affected by the fluctuations in New York, but this is not now the case. 
Ut course, such stocks as are listed in both countries must still be so affect
ed, but these .are a small part of the Canadian list. Last week, for example, 
there was a squeeze” in Quebec Light, because a lot of this stock has been 
ta,n °“ ou[ market and placed in Paris. Again, many of the Canadian 
stocks are "holly carried here, and consequently only subject to Canadian 
conditions. A flurry in New York has little influence on the Canadian stocks.

1 lus explains why 1910 has been a good year for Canadian speculation, 
t he general business conditions of Canada have been good, money has been 
p entiful, and there have been no serious clouds in the financial sky. Al
though much Canadian money has been drawn from abroad to take dare of 
the grain movement, the banks have still about one hundred and fifty millions 
in foreign call loans and foreign time loans. The tendency of prices is stead
ily upward. r COUPON.

Investing 
For Income

Surplus funds may be placed 
with safety to yield to
5}$% interest. We have avail
able at all times

Municipal and Corporation 
Bonds to yield the above 
rates

These bonds are purchased by 
us only after careful investiga
tion and are thoroughly secure.
Particulars furnished on request

A. E. AMES & CO., Limited
Investment Bankers

7-9 King Street East, - Toronto

ACTUAL RESULTS COUNT
As a tree Is known by its fruit, so Is n 

Life Company by the results lt produces 
for Its policy-holders. And the best 
proof thst a company has made good In 
that respect la found In the renewal of 
their confidence by old policy holders.

has many policy holdera who not only 
take out new policies ns they can afford 
to do so, bnt Insure their eone In it jnat 
as soon as they attain an Insurable age.

A professional man. when acknow
ledging cheque In settlement of hls 
matured endowment, say a:

“ I am well pleased with my Invest
ment, and expect to have insured in 
yonr Company in the near future my 
son for a good amount."

HEAD OFFICE • WATERLOO, ONT.

INVESTMENT
■BONDS*

Write for our investment 
list with Special Offerings 
high grade Corporation 
bonds.

BOND CO. Ltd.
TORONTO MONTREAL OTTAWA

Merchants Bank Citizen 
Building. Building- Building.

INVESTMENT

PAMPHLET
Our Fall Investment Pamphlet 

contains particulars of a number 
of attractive investment securities, 
combining security with a high 
return or prospects of enhanced 
future value.

Copy mailed on application.

McCUAIG BROS. ® CO.
Membera of Montreal Stock Exchange

157 St. James St. 22 Metcalfe St 
MONTREAL OTTAWA

In answering advertisements mention Canadian Courier

7465



24 CANADIAN COURIER

A Library of the World’s 
Great Books

Originally Sold at 
$6.00 per Volume

Now on Sale at 
$1.50 per Volume

These books are substantial octavo volumes (9J4 x 6X ins.), 
handsomely bound in half genuine Morocco. They are 
printed in good clear type on laid deckel edge Japan 
paper, illustrated with photogravure reproductions of por
traits and paintings and with illuminated fac similes in 
gold and colors.
There is nothing showy or cheap in the appearance of these 
books, whose format renders them worthy of a place in any 
home library. They are guaranteed to be absolutely what 
they purport to be—well bound, well printed books, offered 
at a price which makes them

The greatest value for the money we have ever 
been able to offer in Standard Works of this kind.

The volumes included in this library comprise a selection 
from those really great books in the world’s literature no one 
of which could be spared from a library worthy of the name. 
Altogether there are 43 titles, in 60 volumes. Included 
in this library are such famous books as De Tocqueville’s 
Democracy, Jewett’s Plato and Aristotle, Machiavelli’s 
History of Florence, Rawlinson’s Ancient History, Carlyle’s 
French Revolution, Froissart’s Chronicles.
Introductory notes have been written to two of these 
works by Goldwin Smith and Prof. Clark of Toronto.

Our Price per Volume $1.50
Write for complete list of Titles.

Mail Orders or enquiries for further particulars 
concerning these books will have our immediate 
attention. Write Dept. D for complete list of 
Titles, mentioning the Courier.

MURRAY-KAY Limited
17 to 31 KING STREET E. TORONTO

Jaeger Underwear a Great Health Factor
Pure underwear that warms the body, carries off unhealthy 
exhalations and helps the skin to breathe freely, is one of 
the greatest health factors known.
Pure air to breathe into the lungs, pure food to nourish the 
body and pure wool underwear to protect the body are the 
three health essentials.

Jaeger Pure Wool Underwear
Is the best safeguard against chills and colds that can be 
provided. Any underwear not wool is positively danger
ous in our climate, and any other than pure wool is not 
safe, and JAEGER is recognized the purest and best under
wear in the world

DR JAEGER’S SANITARY WOOLLEN 
SYSTEM CO., LIMITED

231 YONGE STREET, TORONTO
316 ST. CATHERINE ST. WEST MONTREAL 
STEELE BLOCK, PORTAGE AVENUE, WINNIPEG.

MARK

AUNT SALLY’S LETTERS
(Continued, from Page 13).

IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION THE "CANADIAN COURIER."

together. It will break my heart if 
she sets to work altering Eden. It’s 
simply perfect as it is — though I 
suppose I shouldn’t say it.”

In another week Eden was finished. 
Miss Sally stood in the tiny hall and 
looked about her.

“Well, it is done,” she said with a 
sigh. “I’m sorry. I have enjoyed fix
ing it up tremendously, and now I feel 
that my occupation is gone. I hope 
you are satisfied, Willard."

“Satisfied is too mild a word, Miss 
Sally. I am delighted. I knew you 
could accomplish wonders, but I never 
hoped for this. Eden is a dream— 
the dearest, quaintest, sweetest, little 
home that ever waited for a bride. 
When I bring her here—oh, Miss Sally, 
do you know what that thought means 
to me?”

Miss Sally looked curiously at the 
young man. His face was flushed and 
his voice trembled a little. There was 
a faraway shining look in his eyes as 
if he saw a vision.

“I hope you and she will be happy.” 
said Miss Sally slowly. “When will 
she be coming, Willard?”

The flush went out of Willard’s face, 
leaving it pale and determined.

“That is for her—and you—to say,” 
he answered steadily.

“Me!” exclaimed Miss Sally. “What 
have I to do with it?”

"A great deal—for unless you consent 
she will never come here at all.”

‘Willard Stanley," said Miss Sally, 
with ominous calm, “who is the girl 
you mean to marry?”

“The girl I hope to marry is Joyce, 
Miss Sally. Wait—don’t say anything 
till you hear me out.” He came close 
to her and caught her hands in a boyish 
grip. “Joyce and I have loved each 
other ever since we met. But we des
paired of winning your consent and 
Joyce will not marry me without it. I 
thought if I could get you to help me 
fix up my little home that you might 
get so interested in it—and so well 
acquainted with me—that you would 
trust me with Joyce. Please do, Miss 
Sally. I love her so truly and I know 
T can make her happy. If you don’t, 
Eden shall never have a mistress. I’ll 
shut it up, just as it is, and leave it 
sacred to the dead hope of a bride that 
will never come to it.”

“Oh, you wouldn’t,” protested Miss 
Sally. “It would be a shame—such a 
dear little house—and after all the trou
ble I’ve taken. But you have tricked 
me—oh, you men couldn’t be straight
forward in anything—”

“Wasn’t it a fair device for a desper
ate lover, Miss Sally?” interrupted Wil
lard. “Oh, you mustn’t hold spite be
cause of it, dear. And you will give 
me Joyce, won’t vou? Because if you 
don’t. I really will shut up Eden for
ever.”

Miss Sally looked wistfully around 
her. Through the open door on her 
left she saw the little living room with 
its quaint, comfortable furniture, its 
dainty pictures and adornments. 
Through the front door she saw the 
trim, velvet swarded little lawn. Un
stairs were two white rooms that only 
wanted a woman's living presence to 
make them jewels. And the kitchen on 
which she had expended so much 
thought and ingenuity — the kitchen 
furnished to the last detail, even to 
the kindling in the range and the 
match Willard had laid ready to light 
it! It gave Miss Sally a pang to think 
of that altar fire never being lighted. 
It was really the thought of the kitchen 
that finished ' Miss Sally.

“You’ve tricked me,” she said again 
reproachfully. “You’ve tricked me in
to loving this house so much that I 
cannot bear the thought of it never 
living. You’ll have to have Tovce I 
suppose. And I believe I’m glad that 
it isn’t a stranger who is to be the mis
tress of Eden. Toyce won’t hanker 
after pink nigs and lace curtains. And 
her taste in china is the same as mine. 
In one way it’s a great relief to my 
mind. But it’s a fearful risk—a fearful 
risk. To think that you may make my 
dear child miserable !”

“You. know you don’t think that I 
will, Miss Sally. I’m not really such a 
bad fellow, now, am I?”

“You are a man—and I have no con
fidence whatever in men,” declared Miss 
Sally, wiping some very real tears from 
her eyes with a very unreal sort of 
handkerchief — one of the cobwebby 
affairs of lace her daintiness demanded.

“Miss Sally, why have you such a 
rooted distrust of men?” demanded 
Willard curiously. “Somehow, it seems 
so foreign to your character.”

“I suppose you think I am a perfect 
crank,’’ said Miss Sally sighing. “Well, 
I’ll tell you why I don’t trust men. I 
have a very good reason for it. A man 
broke my heart and embittered my life. 
I’ve never spoken about it to a living 
soul, but if you want to hear about it, 
you shall."

Miss Sally sat down on the second 
step of the stairs and tucked her wet 
handkerchief away. She clasped her 
slender white hands over her knee. In 
spite of her silvery hair and the little 
lines on her face she looked girlish and 
youthful. There was a pink flush on 
her cheeks and her big black eyes spark
led with the anger her memories arous
ed in her.

“I was a young girl of twenty when 
I met him,” she said, “and I was just 
as foolish as all young girls are—fool
ish and romantic and sentimental. He 
was very handsome and I thought him 
—but there, I won’t go into that. It 
vexes me to recall my folly. But I 
loved him—yes, I did, with all my heart 
—with all there was of me to love. He 
made me love him. He deliberately set 
himself to win my love. For a whole 
summer he flirted with me. I didn’t 
know he was flirting—I thought him in 
earnest. Oh, I was such a little fool— 
and so happy. Then—he went away. 
Went away suddenly without even a word 
of good-bye. But he had been summoned 
home by his father’s serious illness and 
I thought he would write—I waited—
I hoped. I never heard from him, 
never saw him again. He had tired of 
his plaything and flung it aside. That 
is all,” concluded Miss Sally passion
ately. “I never trusted any man again. 
When my sister died and gave me her 
laby, I determined to bring the dear 
child up safely, training her to avoid 
the danger I had fallen into. Well, 
I’ve failed. But perhaps it will be all 
right—perhaps there are some men who 
are true, though Stephen Merritt was 
false.”

‘Stephen—who?” demanded Willard, 
abruptly. Miss Sally coloured.

“I didn’t mean to tell you his name," 
she said, getting up. “It was a slip of 
the tongue. Never mind—forget it and 
him. He was not worthy of remem
brance—and yet I do remember him.
I can’t forget him—and I hate him all 
the more for it—for having entered so 
deeply into my life that I could not 
cast him out when I knew him un
worthy. It is humiliating. There—let 
us lock up Eden and go home. I sup
pose you are dying to see Joyce and 
tell her your precious plot has succeed
ed.”

Willard did not appear to be at all 
impatient. He had relapsed into a 
brown study, during which he let Miss 
Sally lock up the house. Then lie 
walked silently home with her. Miss 
Sally was silent too. Perhaps she was 
repenting her confidence—or perhaps 
she was thinking of her false lover. 
There was a pathetic droop to her lips 
and her black eyes were sad and 
dreamy.

"Miss Sally,” said Willard at last, as 
they neared her house, "had Stephen 
Merritt any sisters?”

Miss Sally threw him a puzzled 
glance.

“He had one—Jean Merritt—whom I 
disliked and who disliked me,” she 
said crisply. “I don’t want to talk of 
her—she was the only woman I ever 
hated. I never met any of the other 
members of his family—his home was 
m a distant part of the state.”

Willard stayed with Joyce so brief 
a time that Miss Sally viewed his de
parture with suspicion. This was not 
very lover-like conduct.

“I daresay he’s like all the rest— 
when his aim is attained the prize loses 
its value,” reflected Miss Sally pessim- 
lstically. “Poor Joyce —poor child! 
But there—there isn’t a single inhar-
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monious thing in his house—that is one 
comfort. I’m so thankful I didn’t let 
Willard buy those brocade chairs he 
wanted. They would have given Joyce 
the nightmare.”

Meanwhile, Willard rushed down to 
the biological station and from there 
drove furiously to the station to catch 
the evening express. He did not return 
until three days later when he appear
ed at Miss Sally’s, dusty and triumph
ant.

“Joyce is out,” said Miss Sally.
“I’m glad of it,” said Willard, reck

lessly. “It’s you I want to see, Miss 
Sally. I have something to show you. 
I’ve been all the way home to get it.”

From his pocket book Willard drew 
something folded and creased and yel
low that looked like a letter. He open
ed it carefully and, holding it in his 
finger s, looked over it at Miss Sally.

“My grandmother’s maiden name was 
Jean Merritt,” he said deliberately, "and 
Stephen Merritt was my great uncle. I 
never saw him—he died when I was a 
child—but I’ve heard my father speak 
of him often.”

Miss Sally turned very pale. She 
passed her cobwebby handkerchief 
across her lips and her hand trembled. 
Willard went on.

“My uncle never married. He and 
his sister Jean lived together until her 
late marriage. I was not very fond of 
my grandmother. She was a selfish, 
domineering woman—very unlike the 
grandmother of tradition. When she 
died everything she possessed came to 
me, as my father, her only child, was 
then dead. In looking over a box of 
old papers I found a letter—an old love 
letter. I read it with some interest, 
wondering whose it could be and how 
it came among grandmother’s private 
letters. It was signed ‘Stephen,’ so 
that I guessed my great uncle had been 
the writer, but I had no idea who the 
Sally was to whom it was written, until 
the other day. Then I knew it was you 
—and I went home to bring you your 
letter—the letter you should have re
ceived long ago. Why you did not re
ceive it I cannot explain. I fear that 
my grandmother must have been to

blame for that—she must have inter
cepted and kept the letter in order to 
part her. brother and you. In so far as 
I can I wish to repair the wrong she 

.has done you. I know it can never be 
repaired—but at least I think this letter 
will take the bitterness out of the mem
ory of your lover.”

He dropped the letter in Miss Sally’s 
lap and went away.

Pale, Miss Sally picked it up and read 
it. It was from Stephen Merritt to 
“dearest Sally,” and contained a frank, 
manly avowal of love. Would she he 
his wife? If she would, let her write 
and tell him so. But if she did not and 
could not love him, let her silence re
veal the bitter fact ; he would wish to 
spare her the pain of nutting her re
fusal into words, and if she did not 
write he would understand that she was 
not for him.

When Willard and Joyce came back 
into the twilight room thev found Miss 
Sally still sitting by the table, her head 
leaning pensively on her hand. She 
had been crying—the cobwebby hand
kerchief lay beside her, wrecked and 
ruined forever—but she looked very 
happy.

“I wonder if you knew what you have 
done for me,” she said to Willard 
“But no—you can’t know—you can’t 
realise it fully. It means everything to 
me. You have taken away my humilia
tion and restored to me my pride of 
womanhood. He really loved me—he 
was not false—he was what I believed 
him to be. Nothing else matters to me 
at all now. Oh, I am very happy—but 
it would never have been if I had not 
consented to give you Joyce.”

She rose and took their hands in hers, 
joining them.

“God bless you, dears,” she said softly. 
“1 believe you will be happy and that 
your love for each other will always 
be true and faithful and tender. Wil
lard, I give you my dear child in per
fect trust and confidence.’’

With her yellowed love letter clasped 
to her heart, and a raptured shining in 
her eyes. Miss Sally went out of the 
room.

MYSTERY OF THE TOWER
(Continued from Page 12).

“Then she is very kind, you say?”
“Yes, miss. She is good to every

body.”
Margaret hesitated over the next 

question, and her hand trembled so that 
for a moment she could not pursue her 
drawing.

“And she built this church?"
“All her own money, miss. She loves 

it, and she gives a lot to it, and for all 
that she is- not like some I have seen ; 
she doesn't try to have everything her 
own wây.”

“A curse on her who built it.” The 
words rang in Margaret’s ears. What 
connection was there between her vin
dictive father and this lady described 
by people in the train, and by this wo
man, as so kind and gentle?

Margaret awoke to realisation of the 
part she was playing. She plied her 
pencil with renewed ardour, then called 
the woman to her side. She had put in 
sufficient lines that the elaborate Cor
inthian capital could be recognized.

The woman was pleased with her 
dexterity, and said so.

“Ten minutes more work,” said Mar
garet, “and it will be much better. 
They said something in the train—I 
hard them talking — about an accident 
here.”

"An accident, miss !”
“Yes, a young man found-----”
Margaret’s face was white, and her 

lips were pressed tightly together, but 
she went on drawing as though her 
whole soul was absorbed in her work.

“Oh yes, miss ; that shows how kind 
Lady Yatton is. She was taking a walk 
out here late in the evening—she likes 
to do that, miss, just to have a look at 
the church when she has it all to her
self. She heard groans and she came 
into the churchyard, and she found a 
young man lying there quite out of his 
senses. She knocked up two of her 
men-servants, and had him taken into 
her house, never hesitating. That is 
what I call being truly good ; don’t you 
think so, miss?”

1 es, 1 ao.■ -__ cum is ne sun Merer
“Yes! miss. Most ladies would ha 

sent him to hospital, but not Lady Y: 
ton.”

“What had happened? How did 
get there?” asked Margaret, intern 
studying her drawing.

“You may well ask that, miss. ? 
one knows. His hands and feet we 
very much cut about, and he had hi 
his head as though he had fallen.”

"Fallen—from where?"
“I don’t know, miss. He doesi 

know himself, that’s my opinion of 
You see, miss—that’s what makes it 
much kinder of Lady Yatton—he h: 
had a drop too much.”

"Oh!" exclaimed Margaret. She d 
not know whether the exclamation w 
one of relief or regret She lost inte 
est for the moment, convinced that tl 
“good-looking person" could not ha 
been Percy Marshall.

“You miss Dr. Connan?" she sai 
suddenly.

"Oh, you know about him, miss?”
Margaret pretended to laugh. “Tl 

truth is,” she said, "that I am a cor 
plete stranger. I came here by the pu 
est accident, because I saw this beautif 
spire in the distance, and I wanted 
see it near by."

“I can see you know what’s whî 
miss. But about Dr. Connan ?"

“The people in the train spoke < 
him, that’s all. I heard that he hi 
disappeared."

“He has that, miss. He was a plea 
ant-spoken young man, but very car 
less in his ways, and owed a bit < 
money here and there. They liked hi 
because he had a nice way with him, ar 
he could sing just heavenly."

“They spoke of him being at a coi 
cert on—on Monday night.”

“Yes, miss. He sang—and he nevi 
came home. I ought to know, becau: 
he was lodging with me."

“Oh, with you?”
“Yes, miss. He never came to chant 

nor anything.”

Many a mother depends 
upon the portable 

controlled heat ot the
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Smokeless

EHnZ33-
Absolutely smokeless and odorless

to raise the temperature of a bath
room in the morning while bath

ing her baby. She then raises the temperature of the bed
room or nursery to the same degree while getting the baby to 
bed. When she gives the older children a warm bath and 
cold sponge in the evening, again she uses the heater if the 
bathroom is not warm enough.

The trained nurse is always glad to see a Perfection Oil 
Heater in a home where she is called. She knows that if it is 
required, she can quickly raise the temperature of the sick 
room without annoyance to the patient of smoke or odor if 
there is a Perfection Oil Heater in the home.

An indicator shows the amount of oil in the font. Filler-cap does not 
screw on: but is put in like a cork in a bottle, and is attached by a chain. 
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We Invented 
0X0 Cubes to 
help you in 
cooking and to 
save waste.

There is nothing in the con
centrated beef line that can 
compare with 0X0 Cubes— 
nothing of the kind has ever 
been made before. So handy 
—so strong—so good. 0X0 
Cubes are one of the most 
useful discoveries of the 
present century.

All the rich, nourishing and 
stimulating properties of beef 
are in an OXO Cube. Think 
of the time they save in 
making Soups, Gravies, etc.

Sold in Tins containing- 4 and 10 
Cubes. 0X0 is also packed In bottles 
for people who prefer it in fluid form.ox®fcVBIS

16 Lombard 8L, Toronto. 41 Common SI, Montreal

If all underwear looks 
alike to you, ex
amine Hews on

Unshrinkable Underwear. It will prove to 
you that there is a difference. It will show 
you that there is no necessity lor the 
ill-fitting and tormenting kind. Made of 
pure wool—the soflest, fleeciest and finest ol 
Nova Scotian wool—it will not scratch, itch 
or shrink.
Hewson Garments are of so fine a texture, 
and of so smooth a finish, that were it not (or 
the soothing sense ol warmth and comfort 
which the wearer experiences, he would not 
be conscious of his underwear at all.
Drop into the nearest haberdashers and ask to 
be shown a suit of Hewson Underwear. 
Fall and Winter weights are now ready for 
your inspection.

HEWSON WOOLEN MILLS Limited
AMHERST, N.S.

MENNEN’S
( Borttedi

SKIN SOAP

At all 
dealt) re 

or mat led 
on receipt of 

26c. post paid.
Sample Cake 

for 4c. in Stamps 
Gerhard Mennen & Co. 

Newark, N.J.
Makers of the Celebrated Mennen’s 

Berated Talcum Toilet Powders.
TRADE MARK

“Then he was in evening clothes?” 
“Yes, miss, and he has never sent for 

his things, and I shall see the colour of 
his money before he gets them when he 
does, for he owes me close on ten 
pounds, and all the things he has left 
behind are not worth half.”

“That is a great loss to you, surely?” 
“Yes, it is that, and what with the 

rooms vacant——”
“There, I have finished. How do you 

like it?”
“It is beautiful, miss."
“I must draw the choir screen, but it 

needs proper paper and a board. I am a 
wandering artist out for a holiday. 
What about taking your rooms for a
few days, Mrs. ----- ”

“Tallet is my name, miss. I should 
be glad to let them. It is nearly half a 
mile from here.”

“How soon are you going?”
“I could come now, miss.”
“Yes, I should like to see them, and 

perhaps you could give me a cup of 
coffee.”

“I could give you some tea, miss.” 
“Oh, yes, that will do quite as well.” 

Margaret had forgotten for the in
stant the difference between French and 
English customs.

“That door,” said Margaret, as they 
walked together out of the church— 
“that leads to the tower, I suppose?” 

“Yes, miss.”
“Could I—run up there? The view 

must be beautiful.”
“I am very sorry. Mr. Douglas, the 

curate, miss, brought orders from Lady 
Yatton. The door is locked, and no one 
is allowed to go up. You see, there are 
some open arches in the spire, and they 
are not railed in yet. If it had been
three days ago, now----- ”

“It was open before that?” said Mar
garet, so eagerly that Mrs. Tallett 
looked at her.

“Yes, always, miss.”
They passed some people on the road, 

and Margaret’s eager questions were 
arrested. Mrs. Tallett paused to speak 
to them, and as Margaret walked on she 
heard the name of Jennings 

“I seem to have got the whole his
tory of the place in the railway car
riage,” she said, affecting a laugh as 
Mrs. Tallett came to her. “They said 
Mrs. Jennings sang well too.”

Mrs. Tallett laughed cheerily. “You 
have got a good memory, miss,” she 
cried. “Yes, she and Dr. Connan sang 
a duet. It was in the schoolroom, not 
far from my cottage.”

“A very grand affair,” said Margaret, 
“if everybody was in evening clothes.”

“Lady Yatton got it up, miss, and she 
had some professionals from London, 
and of course Mrs. Jennings would not 
be behind in dress, she being very 
pretty, and liking to look as well as 
the rest of them.”

“How was she dressed ?” Margaret 
clenched her hands tight in her excite
ment. Was she about to solve the mys
tery? A man missing—evening clothes. 
What coloured dress had Mrs. Jennings 
worn ?

“Oh, pretty nearly as well as Lady 
Yatton herself, and how she can afford 
it I don’t see ; but if it had not been
for Lady Yatton’s diamonds----- ”

“A diamond necklace 1” Margaret 
stopped short in her excitement, and 
for the second time her acute interest 
in local gossip surprised her companion.

Margaret saw that she must he more 
careful. "I am so fond of diamonds,” 
she cried, as though making a frank 
admission of a weakness. “I have to 
admire them on others, though, as I 
have none myself. And are Lady Yat
ton’s diamonds very fine?”

“Yes, miss. She puts them all bn for 
the people hereabout. She knows they 
like to see them. Her necklace gleams 
like fire.”

“And Mrs. Jennings has no necklace?” 
“Oh yes she has, miss, as big as Lady 

Yatton’s, but you would know the 
difference if you, saw them together. 
Some kind of white stones hers are. 
They both wore long silk dresses that 
night, the same colour, yellow.”

Margaret said nothing for a long 
time. Two women, one cursed by her 
father, the other said to have disap
peared, each wearing a yellow silk, each 
having a necklace—she was as far from 
a solution as ever.

“What made Lady Yatton lock the 
tower after it had been open so long?” 
she asked at length.

PERRIN GLOVES GIVE THE FINAL TOUCH OF EFFEC
TIVENESS TO ANY COSTUME. SOLD EVERYWHERE. a-„-,o

Dress Suit Evenings
J7VERY man should have 

a dress suit for the 
season that is here right 
now. He should purchase 
it from a tailor conversant 
with the latest styles and 
with the special art of 
tailoring these goods. You 
can easily understand that 
it is a special art.

We are the tailoring 
house that is known from 
“coast to coast. ” When 

you order from us you have the guarantee that everything turned 
out by us is intended to improve our reputation.

Made to order Dress Suits $40.00
These clothes are made from cloth selected in England at the 

mills there, and may be made in either the American or English 
designs. We believe that the season’s styles are better in the 
latter modes—more of a swagger cut to the European fashions.

You may order a ‘Dress Suit by mail. We will send you self-measur
ing charts, and a full line of samples, besides the fashion plates.

“LEITH SERGE.” We are sole Canadian agents for this 
splendid serge. We have tested it during the past ten years, and 
Mr. Broderick, while in England two years ago, secured the ex
clusive agency for “ Leith Serge ” in Canada. “ Leith Serge ” has 
more than lived up to our expectation, and is acknowledged to be 
the best product in that line today.

Frank Broderick & Co.
113 West King St., TORONTO.

IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE mention THE “CANADIAN COURIEB.
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Full directions &

many uses on 
large Sifter-

Can, 10c

Children’s

Stylish 
little suits and 
dresses can be 

made for the child
ren out of father s 
or mother’s, or the 
older childrens dis
carded garments by 
Dyeing them with

and then making them 
over._________

Send for 
Sample Card 
and Story 
Booklet. 84
The
Johnson- 
Richardson 
Co., Limited,
Montreal,
Can.

“It had to do with that young gen- 
tleman she found, I think,” said Mrs. 
Tallett. ‘‘He’s been off his head, and 
fancies all kinds of things. I was told 
that he said he climbed up inside the 
tower and came down by the lightning 
rod. I looked at it yesterday after I 
heard that, and I laughed. There is no 
accounting for what a man will think 
when he’s had a drop too much. Tallett 
was a good man, but he had a weakness 
that way himself, and the things he used 
to think he saw—well, miss, it would 
make your hair stand on end.”

‘‘What is he like, this strange young 
man? Do you know?”

“Yes, miss, I do that A gentleman, 
they say, very good-looking, brown, as if 
he had been a lot out in the sun, and 
strong-----”

“Do you know his name?” asked Mar
garet, in a stifled voice.

“Well, I did, miss, but I can’t just 
recall it now. I can soon tell you. 
Here we are, miss,” and Mrs. Tallett 
stood back, evidently expecting her new 
lodger to express the admiration which 
she was accustomed to hear.

Margaret pulled herself together, and 
looked over the low stone wall at the 
quaint little peaked cottage, all over
grown with pink monthly roses and 
white jasmine. The little garden in 
front was a blaze of colour, crowded 
with old-fashioned cabbage roses, sun
flowers, hollyhocks, and many flowers 
that the modern gardener neglects; and 
the place was as sweet and clean as 
though it had been wrapped up in 
paper and laid aside for safe keeping 
during the winter.

“It—it is very pretty,” said Margar
et, trying to speak naturally, and think
ing that the thumping of her heart 
would choke her. “I should very much 
like to come here.”

“Jennie! Here, Jennie!" Mrs. Tal
lett called, as they passed into the 
garden .

A little red-cheeked girl, apparently 
about sixteen, ran out of the cottage.

“Yes, mother?”
What’s the name of the young gen

tleman up at the house?"
Mr. Marshall—and, mother, they’re 

putting him away to-morrow. Dr. 
Jennings says he’s off his head.”

Well, I never—and him so young 
too. Come in, miss, come in. Jennie, 
this young lady is thinking of taking 
Dr. Connan’s rooms.” And Mrs. Tal
lett bustled into the cottage.

But Margaret could not stir one step. 
Her limbs refused to move. Percy 
Marshall—"off his head!" She bit her 
lip hard, to check the hysterical laugh 
which threatened to come. She bent 
over and buried her face in a fragrant 
crimson rose, striving to conceal her 
agitation.
u The little maid came to her side. 
“Red roses smell sweet, don’t they, Miss 
Lee,” she whispered.

Margaret, utterly surprised, straight
ened herself, and stared at the rosy- 
cheeked girl.

T was sure of it, I knew it,” con
tinued Jennie, putting a finger to her 
lips. I saw your face when I spoke 
his name. He is calling for you all the 
time, miss. Wait I”

The little maid ran into the house, 
and Margaret heard her say that the 
young lady would look about the gar
den until tea was ready.

"Calling for me—all the time I" Mar
garet repeated the words aloud. Percy 
Marshall had not deserted her, after 
all, and she would not desert him.

( To be continued.)

A Book on Bass
Every country has its famous vari

ety of sporting fish. Every province 
in Canada, nearly, has a different spe
cies. In Ontario there are three_
trout, lunge and black bass. Of bass 
there are two varieties, the large
mouthed and the small-mouthed. The 
latter is the gamiest, and that ex
plains why a sober but athletic pro
fessor of the University of Toronto
wSTWi-lttCn a volume about it. To 
W. J. Loudon be given due credit, for 
the volume is comprehensive, well il
lustrated and readable. Every real 
fisherman should add the volume to 
hrs library. It is published by the 
Hunter-Rose Company.

BOVRIL
GIVES NEW LIFE AND COURAGE

BOYRIL is very quickly assimilat
ed—that is, it at once becomes rich red 
blood. Therefore its sustaining and nour
ishing qualities are lasting.

$ou,uuu remains
Out of a $500,000 Issue of Capital Stock for allotment.

Par value $100 per share 
Selling at $110 per share 
Pays 6 per cent, payable half-yearly 
Reserve increasing yearly

Subscriptions will be received for blocks of live or more shares.
For full particulars and 17th Balance Sheet write.

THE PEOPLES LOAN a SAVINGS COR N,
LOUDON. . . ONTARIO.

"TjlB— 
ORKNEy 
wHISkv- Farthest North

r It is a recognized fact among ^ 
distillers that the fineft Scotch ^ 

Whisky is produced in the Highlands 
of Scotland.

In the North, the art of distilling has 
been handed down from father to son for 

generations.
The Stromness Distillery—eitablished at 

Orkney over a century ago—is the fartheit 
north of any diflillerv in the world.

The inference is plain.
The entire production of this distillery is 

devoted to "Old Orkney" Whisky and every 
drop is bottled by us.

McCONNELL’S DISTILLERY LIMITED
Dacre House, Arundel St., London, England. 

Proprietors of

STROMNESS DISTILLERY
Orkney, Scotland.

SHREDDED
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VANCOUVER ISLAND
" 'CHE GREAT BRITAIN OF THE 'PACIFIC”

ASPECT
Southern part of Island resembles Kent and Devonshire. Fruit and flowers.

CLIMATE
Sunshiny, equable — no extremes.

OPPORTUNITIES
Good health, good living and good profits for ambitious men with small 
capital (“A fine chance for the boys”) in business, professions, fruit-growing 
poultry, farming, manufacturing, lands, timber, mining, railroads, navigation’ 
fisheries, new towns. : - .

INVESTMENTS-
Safe at 6 per cent.

For authentic information and new illustrated booklets, write

VANCOUVER ISLAND DEVELOPMENT LEAGUE
Room A 125, Broughton Street - VICTORIA, B. C.

WINTER SUITS 
and OVERCOATS
We make the cloth and 
we make the Clothes. 
You save ENORMOUSLY 
and secure the fim st 
materials ib dealing 
d rect with us. Suite 
and Overcoats to meas
ure from $5.10 to $14 10. 
Cloth supplied 49c per 
yard up. Value and fit 

guaranteed. Write for Cloth Samples, Measurement Charts 
and Style Books, mailed free to any part of Canada, 
tlculars of duties and carriage.
C. I. Brian* I Co., 64 Station St., Huddersfield, reg.

Ganongs
THE FINEST ( Ct ~R ) m THE LAND

CrtOCOLATES

SOME of the sweetest 
stories of life 

have been told in the 
passing of a dainty bit 
of jewelry from one 
person to another— 
stories without words, 
filled with sentiment.
Do you want to tell such 
a story ?
We have the mediums— 
charming and elegant— 
diamond rings, necklaces 
brooches, bangles and 
pins, etc., in greater 
assortments than ever.

KEIMTS’ LIMITED
Diamond Merchants

1/1 A YONGE ST.
TORONTO

National Trust Co
LIMITED

18-22 King Street East, Toronto
CAPITAL..............................................$1,000,000
RESERVE......................................................650,000

Acts as Executor and Trustee under will.
Fund received in trust for safe investment.

Correspondence end Interviews solicited

J. W. FLAVELLE,
PRESIDENT.

W. T. WHITE,
GENERAL MGR.

Canada’s Greatest Growing Market
Locate your Western Factory in the Central City of Canada where you can 
get Cheap Pouter, cheap sites, low taxation, plentiful supply of raw mater
ials, best of labor conditions, unexcelled railway facilities, and the support 
of a community who recognize the importance of its industrial development.

Reports furnished free on the manufacturing possibilities of any 
line of industry by addressing CHARLES F. ROLAND,

Industrial Commissioner, Winnipeg Canada.

=W I N N I PE G=

Competition No. 3
Q UR advertising competition has 

closed and the prize goes to A. B. 
Downing, Brandon. His letter 

gives solid reasons why he considers 
that the Gillette Safety Razor adver
tisement was the “livest” business an
nouncement in the issue of November 
5th. Perhaps he is wrong in his judg
ment, but that does not matter. The 
prize is given for the letter and his let
ter is good. It runs as follows :—

Brandon, Nov. io ’io.
I believe the advertisement of the 

Gillette Safety Razor on Page 122 of 
your Nov. 5 issue is the “livest,” sub
mitting the following reasons :

1. By using a good electro the adver
tisement stands out so as to draw the 
readers’ attention. On first glance it 
appears as one of your good photo pages 
and any picture so clear and attractive 
is bound to be noticed.

2. The letter Set up in typewriter fac
simile is very noticeable and looks 
“personal.”

3. The original letter head and signa
ture are conclusive evidence that the 
letter is “genuine.”

4. By the person in the picture using 
the “Gillette” the readers’ attention is 
held on the main object of the advertise
ment—“for use anytime, anywhere.”

Yours truly,
A. B. Downing.

Among the other live advertisements 
mentioned by the various competitors 
were those of the Swan Fountain Pen, 
Knox’s Gelatine and Old Orkney Whis-

GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY SYSTEM

MONTHtAU. Out :l. - :<th ;v>10

Hr. A *. fllttu*». ' '
Manager, fill lmte Safety Razor Coy o', .maun 1 tj 

M st Alexander Street, Montreal.
Dear Hi Bittuee.

I aa Rending to you with thl* letter a photoe, ► 
tekee at Jooee River Brttieh (fiuai , .t-ct ,, ’ 

t of 6deoi • m and in U-a Rooky Mountain* uat veal of 
> photogrnr.h. I think, r- ’ ' -
<ewa one of y--

------ K—  ----- ------- . -ok Albert. 1. the and of in.,
of M..j 1 1 j k fa. in. Reilaty I > fort George ^1 
• ltlea Coluai.a. and return, covering a -fietance ef r* - 
three hundred elles on hereebaek and 320 «„

l^Tert Ceerge^but •- .............. 1 C"1. _ 11. after 1... . h, t-..i
V 6.000 elles the ri.-. *^ greet ooeferi

though 1 never need a rafuty befor.v 1 found it 
,indispensable before 1 got through with the trip 

Would not do without ore now.

M... r d»,

key. All three were clever ads., but 
the writers were fairly beaten. On a 
voting basis, the Gillette adv. would 
have won easily.

We offer a year’s subscription to the 
person who sends us the best hundred- 
word ldtter describing what to them is 
the “most businesslike” advertisement 
in this issue. There will be a second 
prize of a half year’s subscription. The 
competition closes December 7th. Ad
dress, “Advertising Competition No. s, 
Canadian Courier, Toronto.”

M R- R. j. c. STEAD’S volume of 
verse, “The Empire Builders,” has 
gone into its third edition. This is a 

great tribute to the work of this “Poet 
of the Prairies.” Mr. Stead will con
tribute a bit of excellent prose to the 
Christmas Canadian Courier. It is en
titled, “The Fellow Who Won’t Be 
Beat.”

T-AJ^dllbL,
issued last year, will find it both enter
taining and instructive. Dr. Davis has 
had special facilities for studying the 
history of the United Empire Loyalist 
on which his novel is based.

Prof. Blewett, whose portrait appears 
elsewhere, is a Victoria University pro
fessor who has just had the honour of 
de'ivermg the Taylor lectures for iqii 
at Yale. Prof. Blewett has many warm 
-ends who expect even greater things

IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION the “CANADIAN COURIER.”
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The Scrap Book

Another Secret Out.
(( ^ZHY do you always put a pitcher 

of water and a glass on the 
table before an orator ?”

“That,” said the chairman of many 
reception committees, “is to give him 
something to do in case he forgets his 
piece and has to stop and think.”— 
Washington Evening Star.

* * *

Knew His Limit.
(( JJ OY,” called out the driver of the 

eight-horse team, reining up with 
a flourish in front of the country inn, 
“come and hold my horses a moment, 
will you?” “Hold ’em yourself,” an
swered the boy; “I ain’t no octopus.”

* * *

War of the Future.
rJ* HE intrepid general was rallying her 

wavering female troops.
“Will you,” she fiercely demanded, 

“show the white feather in a season 
when feathers are not worn?”

“Never!” roared the soldiery. And, 
forming fast into battle array, they once 
more hurled themselves upon the 
enemy.—W asp.

* * *

y /
Cabby (badly worsted in the dis 

pute). “ Well, I ’opes as the nex’ four 
wheeler yer tikes, Mum, will be at 
’earse !”—Punch.

* * *

Avoiding Perjury.
p ATIENiCE—“And was the judge 

' considerate? Practice—“Very; he 
asked me my age before he swore me.”

* * *

Danger of a Square Deal.
'p HE political boss of a small western 

city drove his buckboard at top 
speed down the main street on the 
morning of an election.

“Hey, Johnnie !” he yelled to his son, 
“git down in the fourth ward quick ! 
There’s people down there votin’ as they 
blame please!”—Success.

* * *

Anything to Oblige.
I ADY guest ; What do you do in case 
^ of fire?

Clerk (ringing bell) : One moment, 
madam. (To bellboy) ; Set the hotel 
on fire for this lady.—Life.

* * *

Could Dip His Pen In It.
« \/[ AM A wishes you to enter papa’s 

factory, darling. That would 
do away with all his unwillingness.” 

“But, dearest, I’m a poet.”
“All the better. You can write verses 

for the advertisements of our vinegar.
_Fliegende Blaetter.

* * *

Significant Apology.
rP HERE is in Congress a western 

representative of Celtic origin, 
who has more than once “stirred up the 
animals” by his propensity to bait the 
opposition.

On one occasion he rose to denounce 
the statements made in a speech that

i
r ■ :L 7

—

You have never before had any certainty of 
fit and wear when you bought hosiery. You 
had to take your chances.
You no longer need do that For now, at 
some reliable store near you, you can choose 
the hosiery that is GUARANTEED-Pen- 
Angle Hosiery.
We can safely guarantee Pen-Angle Hos
iery for several 
reasons. In our 
gigantic mills 
we knit this 
hosiery on

DEN-ANGLE
■ _________ ____

machines for which we have the sole 
Canadian rights.
With these machines we fit the hosiery to 
the exact form of the leg, ankle and foot— 
without a seam!
You need no argument to see that seamless 
hosiery must be more comfortable than the 
seamful, foot-wearying kind.

Don’t forget 
i zcy y#/ the name, or 
^/iMW^how the trade- 

mark looks.HOSIERY

FOR LADIES Made of 2-ply Egyptian yarn, with
No. 1760 ~"I>ady Fair" Black Cash- 3-i>ly hwls and uns. Black, light 
mere hose. Mi ilium weight Mmlc of a,u' 'lark tan, champagne, myrtle, 
fine, soft cashmere yarns, 2-ply leg. P'arl gray, oxblood, hello, sky, 
6-Ply foot, heel, toe and high splice, pink, bisque. Box of 4 pairs, $1.00; 
giving strength where needed. Box 6 Pairs. $1.50.
of 3 pairs, $1.50; 6 pairs, $.1.00. No. 1175—Mercerized. Same colors
No. 1020—Same quality as 1760. but as 1"20. Box of 3 pairs, $1.00; 6 
In avler. Black only. Box of 3 pairs. $2.00.
pairs $1.60; 6 pairs. $3.00.
No. 1150—Very fine Cashmere hose.
Medium weight. 2-ply leg. 1-ply 
foot, heel and toe. Black, light and 
dark tan, leather, champagne, 
myrtle, pearl gray, oxblood, hello. ,mVy.
cardinal. Box of 3 pairs, $1.50; 6 slate, oxblood, 
Pa*™'bisque. Box 
No. 1720—Fine quality Cotton Hose, pairs, $3.00.

ORDER THIS WAY 
Ask at the store first. If they cannot 
supply you, state number, size of shoe 
or stocking and color of hosiery desired 
and enclose price, end we will fill your 
order postpaid. Remember we will fill no 
order for less than one box and only one 
size In a box. BE SURE TO MENTION 
SIZE.

ADDRESS AS BELOW:

Penmans
56 Limited

FOR MEN 
No. 2404 -Medium weight Cashmere. 
2-ply Botany yarn with special 
"Rverlast" heels and toes. Black, 
light and dark tan, leather, cham
pagne, navy, myrtle, pearl gray, 

' ta " hello, cadet blue ami 
of 3 pairs. $1.60; 6

No. 500—"Black Knight" wlnte 
Weight black Cashmere hnlf-hnse. 
6-ply body, spun from pure Austra
lian wool. 9-ply silk splice heels uml 
toes. Box of 3 pairs, $1.50; 6 pairs, 
$3.00.
No. 1090 — Cashmere half-hose. 
Same quality as 600, but lighter 
weight. Black only. Box of 3 
pairs, $1.00; 6 pairs, $2.00.
No. 330—"Kverlast’ Cotton socks. 
Medium weight. Made from four- 
ply long staple combed Egyptian 
cotton yarn, with six-ply heels and 
toes. Black, light and dark tan. 
l’ut up In boxes. Box of 3 pairs, 
$1.00; 6 pairs. $2.00.

READ THIS REMARKABLE GUARANTEE
We guarantee the following lines of Pen- 
Angle Hoelery to fit you perfectly, not to 
shrink or stretch and the dyes to be absolute
ly fast. We guarantee them to wear longer 
than any other cashmere or cotton hosiery 
sold at the same prices. If, after wearing Pen- 
Angle Guaranteed Holsery any length of time, 
you should ever find a pair that falls to ful
fill this guarantee In any particular, return 
the same to us and we will replace them with 
TWO new paire free of charge.

Dept 40
Paris, Canada

HOSIERY

By Special mm Appointment

At Lowest 
Belfast Prices

CHRISTMAS 
GIFTS
Our Illustrated Price List contains 
a choice selection of charming and 
useful articles which would give 
lasting pleasure to your friends.
May We Mail you a Copy Free ?
Pure Linen Cambric Handkerchiefs hem
stitched and embroidered by hand with 
any one initial, only $1.45 per doz. Hand 
embroidered Linen Bags from 25c. each. 
Tea Cloths, Doylies, Lace Goods, etc.
Write to-day

MURPHY (Q. ORR
Box 111, Bclfftstt IrsiBnd

May also be ob'ained from the Canadian Courier 
12 Wellington St. E., Toronto.

SNAP
is the greatest thing made 
for removing grime, ink, 
fruit stains, etc., from the 
hands. Composed of neu
tral oils, powdered pumice 
and glycerine.

Avoid imitations.

Get the genuine SNAP in Blue and White Cans 3o

IN ANSWERING THESE ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION THE “CANADIAN COURIER.1
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CALABASH
The Quality of

HIGH GRADE

SMOKING
MIXTURE
Makes it an ideal pipe 

tobacco.

Every tin is equipped 
with patent moistener.

2 Oz. Tin Costa............25c.
4 Oz. Tin Costs 40o

8 Oz. Tin Costs 75o.
16 Oz. Tin Costs..........$1.50

S/lWDERSON’s
* Scotch

iMisoDja'ilzanya EDera
Positively the Finest Whisky Imported

NA-DRU-CO Headache Wafers
stop the meanest, nastiest, most persistent headaches in half an 
hour or less. We guarantee that they contain no opium, 
morphine or other poisonous drugs. 25c. a box at your druggists’, 
or by mail from 29

National Drug and Chemical Co. of Canada. Limited. • . • • Montreal.

©ilimi:
SUPERIOR ACOUSTIC PROPERTIES

Wood and plaster, being of an absorbent nature, 
naturally absorb and deaden the sound of a singer’s 

voice. But steel, being non-absorbent, returns the 
sound. It’s this quality of resonance that makes 

PRESTON Steel Ceilings so admirably adapted 
for schools, churches, auditoriums and other 
buildings where superior acoustic properties 
arc desirable. PRESTON Steel Ceilings 
compare favorably in cost with plaster.
And one steel ceiling will outlast 
many plaster ceilings. Hundreds 
of designs in Louis XIV., Gothic,
Colonial, Miscellaneous, with 
sidewalls to match. Ask us to 
have our experts furnish you 
with suggestions for in
terior decorations, 
estimates on same.
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had been delivered by a member of the 
other party. His impetuosity led him to 
phrase his remarks rather strongly.

Order, order!” exclaimed the 
Speaker, pounding with his gavel.

Again, in a minute or two, did the son 
of Erin return to his charge of wilful 
misstatement. Again was he called to 
"order.”

It was a critical moment. His col
leagues, for motives of -policy, did not 
wish him to be put out of the debate, 
so they hinted so by tugging vigorously 
at his coat tails.

Now, it is a very dangerous matter 
to trifle with the tails of an Irishman’s 
coat, save in the cause of friendship. 
Nevertheless, the indignant yet good- 
humoured member recognised the com
mand of his party and sat down after 
delivering his Parthian dart:

T obey the ruling of the House, and 
I beg to retract what I was about to 
observe !”

That one touch of Irish oratory took 
the whole house by storm.—Lippincott’s 
Magazine.

* * *

The Point of View.
rJ' HE stranger laid down four aces 

and scooped in the pot.
“This game ain’t on the level,” pro

tested Sagebrush Sam, at the same time 
producing a gun to lend force to his ac
cusation. “That ain’t the hand I dealt 
ye !”—Everybody’s.

* * *

Proof of Improvement.
QYING Millionaire—“I think I must

be a little better to-day, doctor_
all my relations look so miserable !”

* * *

THE HAPPY MEDIUM
Squire’s Daughter : “ By the way • 

J do you spell your name with a large 
or a small 1 N,’ Mrs. MeNab ?” ,

Villager : ’■ Oh, middlin’ large 
Miss’’—M.A.P.

t * *

Wants a Clean Sea.
HOLLY—“Ah, Adolphus, deah boy, 

you’ve been having your dip ‘in 
the briny’ awf’lly early to-day.” Adol
phus—“Yes, old chappie ; it’s a beastly 
nuisance having to get up so soon, but 
one can’t go bathing after a mob of 
others have been in the sea, don’t vou 
know!”

* * *

The Limit In Conceit.
(( P HAT man Pufferton has a very 

supercilious manner.” “Yes,” re
plied Miss Cayenne. “He can’t even say 
"it’s a pleasant day’ without seeming to 
patronise the climate.”— Washington 
Star.

* * *

Every Day a Jonah Day.
S HE—“Do you think it\ unlucky to

get married on a Friday?” He_
"Of course. Why should Friday be an 

exception ?”
* * *

Behind the Fashions.
«SO you are really a cowboy from

Arizona,” exclaimed the romantic 
young woman. “Why, you are not a 
bit picturesque.”

I’m sorry,” replied the cowboy, “but 
y°u see I have had very little time to
study up the fiction in the magazines.”_
Philadelphia Record.
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IN AMERICA
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Mount Clemens, Mich., the Mineral Bath City.
Both of these places are Famous Health Resorts.
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W. E. DAVIS. G. T. BELL, GEO. W. VAUX,
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Montreal. Montreal. Montreal.

Sitting Room, Private Apartment Royal Edward

The quiet elegance, comfort and exclus
iveness of the suites of private apart
ments on the Royal Edward and Royal 
George—the fastest and finest appointed 
steamers on the St. Lawrence route—
are unexcelled by anything on the Atlantic. If 
you are anticipating a trip to Europe, write for 
particulars regarding these private suites ; the 
slightness of the extra cost will surprise you. 
All steamship agents or Wm. Phillips, Acting 
Traffic Manager, Canadian Northern Steamships 
Ltd., Toronto. Ticket offices, 52-54 King St. E
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for schools, churches, auditoriums and other 
buildings where superior acoustic properties 
arc desirable. PRESTON Steel Ceilings 
compare favorably in cost with plaster.
And one steel ceiling will outlast 
many plaster ceilings. Hundreds 
of designs in Louis XIV., Gothic,
Colonial, Miscellaneous, with 
sidewalls to match. Ask us to 
have our experts furnish you 
with suggestions for in
terior decorations, and 
estimates on same.
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had been delivered by a member of the 
other party. His impetuosity led him to 
phrase his remarks rather strongly.

‘Order, order !” exclaimed the
Speaker, pounding with his gavel.

Again, in a minute or two, did the son 
of Erin return to his charge of wilful 
misstatement. Again was he called to 
"order.”

It was a critical moment His col
leagues, for motives of policy, did not 
wish him to be put out of the debate, 
so they hinted so by tugging vigorously 
at his coat tails.

Now, it is a very dangerous matter 
to trifle with the tails of an Irishman’s 
coat, save in the cause of friendship. 
Nevertheless, the indignant yet good- 
humoured member recognised the com
mand of his party and sat down after 
delivering his Parthian dart:

“I obey the ruling of the House, and 
I beg to retract what I was about to 
observe !”

That one touch of Irish oratory took 
the whole house by storm.—Lipplncott’s 
Magazine.

* * *

The Point of View.
,J' HE stranger laid down four aces 

and scooped in the pot.
“This game ain’t on the level,” pro

tested Sagebrush Sam, at the same time 
producing a gun to lend force to his ac
cusation. “That ain’t the hand I dealt 
ye !"—Everybody’s.

Proof of Improvement.
0YING Millionaire—“I think I must

be a little better to-day, doctor__
all my relations look so miserable!”

* * *

THE HAPPY MEDIUM
Squire’s Daughter : “By the way • 

7do you spell your name with a large 
or a small ‘ N,’ Mrs. McNab ?’• ,

Villager : ’• Oh, middlin’ large 
Miss’’—M.A.P.

* * *

Wants a Clean Sea.
HOLLY—“Ah, Adolphus, deah boy, 

you’ve been having your dip ’in 
the briny’ awf’lly early to-day." Adol
phus—“Yes, old chappie; it’s a beastly 
nuisance having to get up so soon, but 
one can’t go bathing after a mob of 
others have been in the sea, don’t you 
know !”

* * *

The Limit In Conceit.
(( Y' H AT man Pufferton has a very 

supercilious manner.” “Yes.” re
plied Miss Cayenne. “He can’t even say 
'it’s a pleasant day' without seeming to 
patronise the climate.”— IVdshingtin 
Star.

* * *

Every Day a Jonah Day.
S HE—"Do you think it's, unlucky to

get married on a Friday?” He_
“Of course. Why should Friday be an 
exception?”

* * *

Behind the Fashions.
<(S O >'°u are really a cowboy from

Arizona,” exclaimed the romantic 
young woman. “Why, you are not a 
bit picturesque.”

I’m sorry,” replied the cowboy, “but 
you see 1 have had very little time to 
study up the fiction in the magazines.”— 
Philadelphia Record.
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TORONTO
MONTREAL OTTAWAon the

CANADIAN PACIFIC 10:00 P.M. TRAIN

From NORTH TORONTO STATION
(Daily except Sunday)

Through sleepers Montreal and Ottawa

ARRIVES MONTREAL 7:00 A.M.

The Grand Trunk 
Railway System
IS THE ONLY LINE REACHING

Two ol the Leading Health Resorts
IN AMERICA

"St. Catharines Well," the Famous Salt Springs, St. Catharines, Ont. 
Mount Clemens, Mich., the Mineral Bath City.
Both of these places are Famous Health Resorts.
Write to J. D. McDONALD, Union Station. Toronto, or to J. QUIN.
LAN, Bonaventure Station, Montreal, lor finely illustrated descriptive 
advertising matter ol these resorts giving all information, hotel rates, etc.
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you are anticipating a trip to Europe, write for 
particulars regarding these private suites ; the 
slightness of the extra cost will surprise you. 
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Traffic Manager, Canadian Northern Steamships 
Ltd., Toronto. Ticket offices, 52-54 King St. E
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