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fwo spicy layers cf
crisp biscuit crusts with
a delicious cream filling.
Suitable for all
occasions.
In tin boxes, 10c. and
25¢. sizes.
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THE EVER POPULAR
HOUSEHOLD REMEDY

Which has now borne the Stamp of Public approval for

OVER FORTY YEARS..

ENO’S
'FRUIT
SALT

PLEASANT TO TAKE,
Refreshing and Invigorating.

i

(T

T,

HERE is no simpler, safer or more
agreeable aperient which will, by
natural means, get rid of dangerous

waste matter without depressing the

PLEASANT. COOLING. spirits or lowering the vitality.
REFRESHING: .

BINMIGORAT NG, It can be safely used every day

even by invalids and children.

iy

THE BEST OF ALL
HOUSEHOLD REMEDIES
AT ALLE TIMES.

C. ENO, Ltd., ‘FRUIT SALT’ WORKS, LONDON, S.E.

Prepared cnly by J.

Agents for Canada, Messrs. HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO.,Lud,

10, McCau! Street, Toronto.
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When next in
- London ?

Remember that the World’s Greatest Hotel offers all the
amenities and luxurjes, conveniences and facilities which
only Europe’s largest and most completely equipped ménage
can offer.

Picturesque Situation—The Cecil has a broad and
noble frontage overlooking

the river Thames with entrance giving on to the Strand,
London’s principal thoroughfare.

Convenience—The Cecil is conveniently situated, mid-
way between East and West London,

within easy reach of the Theatres, Termini and large business

establishments of the Metropolis.
Equipment The Cecil is the most comprehensively equipped
—— residential establishment in the World—Bed-
rooms quiet and restful ; Bathroom contigious to everyone.
Radiation in rooms and corridors. Telephone in every room,
Orchestra throughout the day in handsome lofty Louis
Quatorze Palm Court. Garage free for all Visitor’s Cars.

Tariff—Strictly moderate, meals in the beautiful Empire Rest-
aurant may be had & la carte at Prix-Fixe.

Ask at the Travel Bureaw of this Magasine jfor a copy
of the Hotel Cecil Booklet. This shows, by text and tllustra-
tion, some of the luxuries of the Hotel's interior its imposing
exterior, the cost of a stay, brief or extended, and contains a
variety of general information that will be Jound very useful
to the intending visitor to London.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO. CAN.

F. W. Kaiser Gen. Manager.




The June Canadian

BROOD OF THE WITCH QUEEN
By SAX ROHMER

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE has secured the sole Canadian rights in this
series of short stories by one of the world’s greatest living short-story
writers.  Never before has so fascinating a series been offered to the
Canadian people. Imagine the romantic possibilities in modern science
—a child mummy of ancient Egypt brought to life by two noted British
scientists and adopted by one of them ! Imagine that mummy as the
child of a necromancer and a witch- -queen, imbued naturally with all the
witcheraft and evil power of ancient Egypt! Imagine him as well, grow™"
up into a polished gentleman in London social eircles, with unlimited
mysterious power at his command. With such a background, Sax Rohmer’s
imagination has created a series of unusual stories. The first is entitled
“The Curse of the House of Dhoon,”” and will appear in the June number
of THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE,

Another series entitled

THE ADVENTURES OF ALIWAR ALl
By MADGE MACBETH

will begin also in the June number. These relate the erimes and cunning
deviltries of a band of Indian thugs. The first is entitled, ‘‘His Deeds
in Blood and Gold.”” Tt is told with telling force and attractive style.
Together these stories make the finest series of short fiction ever offered
in Canada.
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HORROCKSES®
FLANNELETTES

(Made by the Manufacturers of the celebrated Longcloths, Twills and Sheetings

are made from carefully selected Cotton.

The nap is short and close.
| No injurious chemicals are used.
Quality, designs and colorings are unequalled.

If purchasers of this useful material for Underwear
all the year round would buy THE BEST
ENGLISH MAKE, they would appreciate the

com ort and durability which inferior qualities of

FLANNELETTE do not possess.

See the name Annual Sale
“HORROCKSES” on ‘the upwards of
selvedge every two yards. Ten Million yards.

Awarded the Certificate of the Incorporated Institute of Hygiene

For information as to the nearest store where procurable, apply to agent :—
MR. JOHN E. RITCHIE, 417 King’s Hall Chambers, St. Catherine St.
West, MONTREAL.

e
——

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

: LANYL” THE
MELANG INK

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
NEW METALLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE

NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25¢.) from the Inventors.

__COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Lo, 7%3$%8RI2E ST- ENGLAND

S
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The New

Flavour

AP Sauce

This new sauce from
England is so delicious
and such a welcome change
to the old-fashioned kinds

of sauces.

Stoves sell
H.P.—here

- A message to every

Skin Sufferer

All skin troubles,
from slight ones like
chilblains and face
spots, to severe cases
of eczema, rashes,
bad legs and hands,
are cured by Ant-
exema. It stops
irritation instantly,
and a permanent
cure quickly follows.
Antexema is a cool-
ing, non-poisonous,
creamy liquid. clean-
1y to use and scarce-
ly visible on theskin.
Give up useless,
messy < ointments.
No bandages requir-
ed with Antexema
which has 30 years’
reputation in Great
Britain, and always
succeeds. Do your
duty to your skin 92 s .
and get Antexema to-day. Of all druggists
in Canada. Prices in Britain, 1s. 13d.
and 2s. 9d. Wholesale from Antexema Co.,

Castle Laboratory, London, N.W. (Eng.)

HAVE YOU A
BOOKPLATE ?

I design and engrave
Bookplates to incor-
porate any desired fea-
ture, each design being
original work, specially
; drawn for each plate.

,  Pencil sketch showing
- suggested treatment
sent for approval in all
cases. The cost varies,
of course, according to the amount of work
involved and the method of engraving, rang-
ing from Five Dollars for design, plate and
100 proofs complete in the case of a simple
design, but in all cases I feel sure my prices
are much lower than are usually charged for
equally good work,

I have sent many Bookpiates to Canada and
U.S.A. and have a large number of testirno-
nials as to the excellent way in which the de-
signing and engraving have been executed.

On request I will send specimens free to any address
at home or abroad. It generally takes about three weeks
to complete the design, plates and 100 proofs, but as
Bookplates are increasingly recognised as most suitable

fifts. it is sometimes necessary to complete in less time,
do this whenever possible.

H C WARD,
49 Great Portland St., London, England.

T et T,

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

Oakey'’s
EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON’ KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON’’ BLACK LEAD
Best for Stoves, etc.
OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED
Wellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E.
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EMPHASIZING
Economy and
WISDOM

in the selection of
Ladies’ Garments and

Royal Dress Fabrics
Appointments

We have a Style Book and a complete range
of patterns which we would like to send you,
Madam, if you are interested in economy as well
as style in Wearing Apparel.

For over forty years we have pursued the policy
of giving value and satisfaction. Our fabrics, with
their rare weaves and reasonable prices, are the

~ choice of discriminating ladies the world over.
From the West of England
. Direct to You!
()
\
\ Either a Suit, Skirt, Coat, Dress, or the goods
in the piece or by the yard—an economic way of
O obtaining exclusive materials.
© Judge our splendid range of patterns for your-
self—they are yours for the asking.
x
N
o
. . TO EGERTON BURNETT, LIMITED,
::I: gy (of Wellington, Somerset, England)
5 Warehouse A, 119 Wellington Street W., Toronto.
/3 ; Dear Sirs;—
A Please send me your complete range of Patterns for
! the coming Spring Season.
Name
Address
Use this
COUPON
NOW!
A Smart Costume MEN—
With cut-away Write for
coat. Collar and full lines of
cuffs, trimmed fine pat-
Ch?ck material as terns of
Skart. . $17.80 e
(Plus Duty) suitings.

R N
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Noted for Superiority in Quality, Fit and Value. . “BE

 LONDON GLOVE COMPA

ENGLAND’S GREAT GLOVE STORE

LADIES’ REAL KID CLOVES.

Made from fine skins, splen- Ladies’ Snow - White Washable Doeskin,
didly finished ; in White, Beav- | British made, pique sewn, a splendid wearing
ers, Tans, Browns, Greys or | and washing Glove. Two large Pearl Buttons.
Black. Three Press Buttons. 61 cents per pair.
69 cents per pair.

New Washable *‘ De-
Ladies’ Strong Kid Gloves, grain” Gloves, British

| fine quality,pique sewn, in White, made, in White or
Tans, Beavers, Greys or Black. Chamois colour, beauti-
Two Pearl Press Buttons, 85 | fully finished sott skins,

cents per pair. smart and  excellent
The *“ VALLIER,”’— wearing. Prix-
Best Quality Wash- seam sewn.
able French Kid, | Press Buttons.
in White, Biscuit, Ladies’ orMen's,
Lavender, Greys, 79¢ per pair.

Pastel Beavers and
Tans, 4 Pearl But-
tons. 95 cents.

LAD(;ES’VE‘;APE No. 307. Ladies’ Extra Quality Washable Doeskin Gloves,

Reindeer finish (Britjsh Made). A strong, durable Glove, in
. ’
T_hgu:g.!::Agg::{y White only. Prix-seam Sewn. 2 Large Pearl Buttons.
Cape Gloves (Briish 91 cents per pair.
made), in Tan
Shades, Spear
Points, Prix - seam 3
sewn. 2 Press Buttons. 71 cents per pair, 3 pairs for $2.07 | The Canadian’’ Buck Finish Gloves, in Tan or Grey, an
EVENING CLOVES excellent}wearing Glove, British made. Prix-seam sewn.
The ““OPERETTA’’ Real Kid Gloves in White, Cream or Ladies’ with 3 Buttons, Men's with 1 Press Button.
Black. Twelve Button length mousquetaire, 95 cents per 95 te A
pair, Three pairs tor $2.80. 16 Button length, mousquetaire, DofLe Perpaity
$1.20 per pair, 3 pairs for $3,59. 20 Button length,
mousquetaire, $1.69 per pair, 3 pairs for $4.99,
The ¢‘VALLIER.’>—Best Quality Washable French Kid | Ladies' or Men’s Real Deerskin, a very handsome and

in White only. Eight Button length, mousquetaire, $1.34 serviceable Glove in Dark Tan or Dark Grey. British
per pa'r, .3 pairs for $3:96. 'lyvelve Button length, s 1.3 .
mousquetaire, $1.69 per pair, 3 pairs for $4.99. Sixteen Made, Prix-seam Sewn, $1.34 per pair.
Button length, mousquetaire, $2.17 per pair, 3 pairs for
$6.45.

BRITISH
MADE
GIOVES

“ PROKLIPS STOCKINGS SP CIALITY IN UNDERWEAR

The L. G. Co.’s Celebrated Hosiery,
with Strengthened Tops to resist the
strain of Suspenders. Specially de-
signed by and only obtainable from the
L.G. Co.

The first successful effort
to produce a BRITISH
MADE Ribbed Garment of
sufficient merit to compete
with toreign made goods
which have hitherto ‘mono-
polised the British market.

Obtainable ony from the
London Glove Company.

)

‘“A very clever invention.”—The Queen.,

No. H100.—Plaln Black Proklips Lisle
Thrcad Hose. 40c, per pair.

No. H167.—Proklips Lisle Thread in
Black, White or Tan Shades, with
Cashmere Feet, 46 cents per pair.

No. H174.—Proklips Lisle, in Black,
Tan or Bronze, with Self Embroidered
S k C ox. 53 cents per pair,

Proklips Plain Black Cashmere Hose,

WOOL AND SILKETTE
““ERIN® COMBINATIONS
Low Neck, Short Sleeves,
Medium size 1 20 each
Qutsize - $L32 each
High Neck, Short Sleeves,
Medium size - $I.28 each

splendidly made and finished. QOutsize - $1.38 each
No. H2, Superior Quality, 40¢ per pair ALL WOOL ““ERIN®® COMBINATIONS, WHITE ONLY

No. H3, Hand Wrought™ 49¢ 8 Low Neck, Short Sleeves, Medium Size, $1.44; Out size,
No. H4, Best Quality 610 $1.52. High Neck, Short Sleeves, Medium Size, $1.58 ;

Out-size, $1.64.

PRICE LISTS may be obtained free, on application to the Ontario Publishing Co., Ltd., 200-206 Adelaide St., West, Toronto

5 , includin, ostage, by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY,
Gglz::ft?’r(l)gisogife? Itogr:d%n, nglazd. Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.

Adarese ors The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England.
o A Sl i e




The Secret of Beauty

is a clear velvety skin and a youthful complexion.
If you value your good looks aad desire a
perfect complexion, you must use Beetham’s
La-rola. It possesses unequalled qualities for
imparting a youthful appearance to the skin
and complexion of its users. La-rolais delicatc
and fragrant, quite greaseless, and it very
pleasant to use. Get a bottle to-day, and thus
ensure a pleasing and attractive complexion.

y BEETHAM’S l

Obtainable from all Stores & Chemists
M.BEETHAM &SON, CHELTENHAM, ENG,

CANADIAN I\IAGA?I\'I’ AJ)VER'I’ISER ; 9
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most eminently suited

for ILLNESS and Invalid N
conditions.
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may be enjoyed and assimilated in most
Invalid conditions when other Foods cause
pain and distress.

It torms with milk a dainty and delicious
cream, catirely free from rough and indigestible
particles, and rich in all those elements of Food
which go to sustain nature and rcstore health,

BENGER’s FooD IS FOR
INFANTS, INVALIDS & THE AGED.

Booklets and Sam les ma cg'obe obtained post free from the manu-
facturers—BENGER'S F er Works, Manchester,
England, or from their holesale Agen(s m Camda
The National Drug & Chemical Co. o Canada, Ltd. ontx'u.l.
or any of their branches al

22z~ >
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WANN Halifax, N.8, Toronto, Ont Calgarly. Alta.

N TR R 0

\\ \‘\ 4 Winnipeg,Man. Victorla, B.C. = Regina, Sask.

‘\\\\\§ Bi1o2C ;. through whom supplies may be obtained. *
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A man of Might ;
rhe foe he braves,
Help’d by Fluxite,
He rules the waves.

It's used on English Warships, is

1000, 406>

the paste flux that

SIMPLIFIES SOLDERING

It goes with THE Frac anp follows it. In all parts ot
the world Fluxite is used by BoTH Amateurs and Mechan-
ics. With a little Fluxite the solder grips like magic
even on dirty metals.

Of Ironmongers and Stores in small and large tins.

The ‘‘ Fluxite " Soldering Set contains a special ‘“‘Small-
space” Soldering Iron, a pocket Blow-Lamp, Fluxite,
older, etc., and a pamphlet on “Soldering Work.”

Sample Set, Post paid, $1.35
Auto Controller Co., 266 Vienna Rd., Bermondsey, Eng.

ACCOUNT BOOKS

All Sizes and Descriptions.

Our Peerless MaKe
Unsurpassed.

ILOOSE LEAF

LEDGERS, BINDERS and SHEETS.

I-P PRICE
and
MEMO BOORS

For Every Business and Profession.

BROWN BROS.:

Note our New Address

Simcoe, Pearl and Adelaide Sts.,
TORONTO

ITED

The Kalamazm

~ Lepse Leaf Binder

How the Kalamazoo has
‘““ made good”’

The Kalamazoo Loose-leaf Binder has ‘“made
good” wherever it has been used. In the United
States, in England and in Canada there are thousands
in daily use. The United States Government has
adopted it in practically every department of the ser-
vice in Washington. The following taken from the
“Times Weekly,” of January 2nd, 1914, shows what
His Majesty’s Government thinks of it in England:

His Majesty’s Government

by placing the greatest order for loose-
leaf Books on record again confirms the
supremacy of the Kalamazoo. This order was
obtained after the Kalamazoo had been submitted in
competition with every other make to the most exact-
ing test that a critical office could devise. Five years
ago the Stationery Office firstinvestigated the claims
of the Kalamazoo. They examined its mechanism.
They tested its working efficiency. They compared
its holding capacity with that of other loose-leaf
Books. They admired its neat book-like appearance.
Then came the test for durability. The Kalamazoo
was subjected to the wear and tear of a busy
Government office for a period of five years. So
admirably did it acquit itself of this ordeal that the
Government decided to officially adopt the Kalamazoo
as the Standard Loose-leaf Book for a great War
Office Department. They thereupon ordered 400
—a record order for loose-leaf books. The order
has just been increased by a further 800 books, mak-
infr a total of 1,200 now in use, This is the con-
sidered judgment of the leading Government in the
World. ' Itis the greatest testimony that has ever
been paid to any make of loose-leaf book.

From *‘ Times Weekly,” London, Eng., Jan. 2,1914

The ““ Kalamazoo” Loose-leaf binder is recognized
as the best expression of the loose-leaf idea that has
yet been offered, and no order should be placed for a
loose-leaf system until its merits have been in-
vestigated.

Binders made in any size and to sut any purpose.

WRITE TO-DAY FOR BOOKLET 4, AND
EXAMINE FOR YOURSELF

WarwlckBros Rutter Linied,

Loose Leaf and Account-Book Makers

King & Spadina - TORONTO
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PERFECT BEAUTY

The fashion of the present day demands

The favorite
Jor over
65 years.

that the complexion of the well-groomed

woman shall be clear and of snowy

whiteness. The regular use of

GOURAUD’S
riental Cream

will bestow the charms that are so admired in a fashionable
woman. Gouraud’s Oriental Cream is a liquid powder, far
surpassing the dry powders that have to be applied so
frequently to gain the desired effect. It whitens, softens
and clears the skin. It is absolutely free from grease and
consequently does not encourage the growth of hair.

At Druggists and Department Stores

.
Send 10c. in stamps for a booklet of
Fel’d. T. Hopklns & Son? Props‘ :i‘.(glxr»gld: Orricnfmli Beauty Leaves, a
ttle book of perfumed nowder leaves
37 Great Jones Street - - - NEW YORK CITY to carry in the purse. 2

ok oy “BRITISH

Great-West Life Result .

The Policy matures this year. $1000 on AM ERIGAN

the 20 Pay Life Plan. Age at issue 44.

Premium $43.20,
OPTIONS AVAILABLE TO POLICYHOLDER

1. Take paid-up policy for $1000 (participating in

future profits,) and either—

Withdraw PROFITS IN CASH.............. $573.00 ESTABLISHED
or use them to purchase 1860
bonus addition of 847.00

Brges st e e s 2;2-88 Under New Management is stronger and
POHES . o 0 S et IS e < o mmhis b s il DO better than ever. Thousands of Canada’s
AT 2 L e s .. $1,221.00 g;i :Blmsizxe:sE M?n areth‘iadu:tes of this
3 . G L chool. s Employers to-day they look to
o+ Purchase Life Annuity of.....o...onnen i us for the assistance they meed. in well.
Lt trained Stenographers and Office Assist-

Hundreds of othﬁr Maturl}t]x]ci ants.
are_given in the pamphle We specialize in Gregg Shorthand—the
O A oo short system—the easy system. We also
A teach the Pitman System. Our Business

Course is modern and thorough.

Th G W L' f : Our location is ideal. Second Floor
e reat_ est 1fe Y.M.C.A. Building, Yonge and McGill, is

entirely occupied by our departments. We
solicit correspondence. Our catalogue will

Assurance CO mpany’ interest you. Write for it.
HE AD OFFICE . 2 WINNIPEG HENRY C. WARD, Principal.

—_—




By The Way

The Review of Reviews says: ‘‘The Ontario Publishing Company
has worked wonders with THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE. . . . Tt can hold
its own with any magazine in the New World ; indeed, it can give points
to many older publications.’’

And, by the way, it will not be long before the. CANADIAN, having
entered its twenty-second year, will be counted among the ‘‘older pub-
lications.”” But notwithstanding these encomiums of the Press, the aim
is to go on improving this magazine from month to month, although
this month, with two unusually excellent historical articles and a num-
ber of gripping short stories, besides several important articles, sets a
high record to beat. Mr. Dewey’s article, ‘“The Beginnings of British
Commerce at Montreal,’’ is one of the best historical articles that this
magazine has ever published, and it is to be hoped that the readers will
appreciate properly the great amount of careful research that M.
Dewey carried out in obtaining the facts for this admirable article.
Mr. Wetherell deals also with pioneer days, and his fine article likewise
is the result of much painstaking reading and inquiry. The pioneer
side of John Galt’s career in Canada has been too long neglected, but
Mr. Wetherell here gives us in succinet form a real acquaintanceship
with the founder of Guelph, Galt, and Goderich.

Mr. Holland can be regarded as an authority on matters pertaining
to the Senate, because for many years he has ably filled the position of
official reporter for this Upper House at Ottawa. His article should
be carefully read by everyone who is interested in our constitution.
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( The Prud

entlal

A National Institution of Public Usefulness

Assets, over 3
Liabilities, (Includmg Pollcy Reserve $260 000 000)
Capital and Surplus, over

Amount Set Aside for Holders of Deferred D1v1dend
Policies, over ~

Dividends Payable to Pohcyholdens in 1914 over .

Paid Policyholders during 1913, nearly .

Total Payments to Policy holders, since organiza-
tion, over ¢ . i 3 :

Number of Policies in Force,

Real Estate Mortgages and Farm Loans, over

YVoluntary Concessmns Paid Pollcyholders to date,
nearly

323 Million Dollars
297 Million Dollars
25 Million Dollars

31 Million Dollars
64 Million Dollars
34 Million Dollars

300 Million Dollars
12 Million
92 Million Dollars

184 Million Dollars

New Busmess Pald for Durmg 1913,
over 481 Million Dollars

LOWEST EXPENSE RATE IN THE
HISTORY OF THE COMPANY

Over Two Billion
406 Million
Dollars
Life Insurance
in Force

THE PRUDENTIAL INSURANCE CO., OF AMERICA

Incorporated as a Stock Company by the State of New Jersey
FORREST F. DRYDEN, President Home Office, Newark, N. J.

The Prudential Issues Life Insurance for the Whole Family. Write for Information, Dept. 23

The Prudential Has Branch Offices in All Prominent
Canadian and American Cities.

;;;;;
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TORONTO
CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC

A. S. VOGT, Mus. Doc., Musical Director

EXAMINATIONS, JUNE 15th TO 20th.

Applications must be in not later than May 15th.
Send for YEAR BOOK of 1913-14, and pamphlet descriptive ot the Women's Residence.

CONSERVATORY SCHOOL OF EXPRESSION
SPECIAL CALENDAR F. H. KIRKPATRICK. Ph.D., Principal

Public Reading. Oratory, Physical and Vocal Culture, Dramatic Art and Literature.

JBi%bO-p’% Qollege mui
School W

LENNOXVILLE P.Q.
Head Master: J. TYSON WILLIAMS, B.A., Emmanuel College, Cambridge.

Men occupying some of the most prominent
positions in Canada, both in the army, the professions
and in business, have been educated at Bishop's
College School.

All B.C.S. candidat:s tor Matriculation into the

This is an ideal place to send your boy, the sur-
roundings are healthful and the buildings up-to-date,
sanitary and well ventilated.

Boys are prepared for R.M.C., Kingston, the
Universities and business life by an efficient staff
Royal Military College Kingston, passed successfully, | of masters, chiefly graduates of English Univer-
the head boy taking fourth place. sities.

FOR CALENDARS, INFORMATION, Etc.. APPLY TO THE HEAD MASTER.
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FORTY-SEVENTH YEAR
WYKEHAM HALL, COLLEGE STREET, TORONTO.
A Church Residential and Day School For Girls.

Full Matriculation Course, Elementary Work, Domestic Aurts,

Strachan
School Music and Painting,
C OO Principal -  Miss Walsl}lxsm Ia 3 Vi::Fl’:iicipal - Miss Nation

Preparatory Department, 423 Avenue Road, under the management of

Bishop Strachan School.
' Head Mistress:

Bishop

Miss R. E. Chufthard, Higher Certificate, National Froebel Union. ,
WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

278 Bloor Streei West, Toronto, Canada.

A residential and day school, well appointed, well
managed, and convenient. Students prepared for
University Examinations. Specialists in each depart-
ment. Affiliated with the Toronto Conservatory of
Music. F. McGillivray Knowles, R.C.A., Art Director.
For announcement and information address the Prin-

cipal,
MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

A High-Class Residential and Day School for Girls

St. Alban’s Cadies’ @ollege

PRINCE ALBERT, SASK.
President—The Right Rew. The Lord Bishop of Saskatchewan p
Regular Oourse ot Study—That laid down by the
Department of Education. Pupils prepared for the
Universities for the Normal School, for the Examina-
tion of the Toronto Conservatory of Music, and for
the Royal Drawing Society. Fully Qualified Staff.
Special attention given to Language and Musie.
High and healthy situation, Good grounds and
Tennis Court. Steam Heating and Electric Light.
Perfect Sanitary Ararngements.
A large new wing will be opened in the Autumn.
For Illustrated Booklet (allinformation) apply to Lady Principal

Short-Story Writing

One student writes: ‘‘I know that you

tory, form, structure, and writing of the
Short-Story taught by Dr. J. Berg
Esenwein, Editor of Lippincott’s Magazine.

Story-writers must be made as well as boran;
they must master the details of construction
if they wou'A turn 'their talents to account.

May we send you the names of stu-
dents and graduates who have suc-
ceeded? And the success their letters
prove is practical. It means recognition,
accepted manuscripts and checks from
editors.

q COURSE of forty lessons in the his-

Dr., g

250-Page Catalog Free.

will be pleased when I tell you that I have
Just received a check for $125 from ‘Every-
body’s’ for a humorous story. They ask
for more. I am feeling very happy, and
very grateful to Dr. Esenwein.’’

We also offer courses in Photoplay Writ-
ing, Versification and Poetics, Journalism;
in all over One Hundred Home Study
Courses, many of them under professors in
Harvard, Brown, Cornell, and other leading
colleges.

Please Address

—CnWein

THE HOME CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL, Dept. 293, Springfield, Mass.
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ST. ANDREW’S COLLEGE, Toronto, Ont.

A Residential and Day School for Boys. Preparation for Universities, Business and Royal Military

College. T'PPER and LOWER SCHOOLS. Calendar sent on application, Re-opens after Easter
Vacation, April 15,1914, REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A.,, LL.D. Headmaster.

ST. MARGARET’S COLLEGE

144 BLOOR ST. E.,, TORONTO, ONTARIO

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Founded by the late George Dickson, M A., formar Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickson
Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work.
Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball,
Hockey, Swimming Bath.
Write for Prospectus

MRS GEORGE DICKSON, MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,
President. Principal.

| ' College

A RESIDENTIAL & DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Opposite Queen’s Park. Bloor St. W., Toronto

Every Educational facility provided.

Pupils prepared for Senior Matri-
culation,

Music, Art and Physical Education.
The School, by an unfailing emphasis
upon the moral as well as the intellectual

aims'at thef{development of a true woman
hood.

Calendar mailed on request.

Joun A. PATERSON, K.C., President.
MRs. A. R. GREGORY, Principal.

WESTMINSTER COLLEGE, TORONTO
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Successes
1st place McGill Science |
Matric. in 1910 and 1912

Head Master:

C.S. Fosbery, MA.

Moulton College ] BRA{?{{(ESME

10 ELM AVE., ROSEDALE, TORONTO
A Residential & Day School for Girls
Hon. Principal, Miss M. T. SCOTT.
Principal, Miss EDITH M. READ, M.A.

Preparation for the University and for Examinations in
Music. Well equipped Art Department. Thoroughly
efficient staff. Large playgrounds. Outdoor games.,—
Tennis, Basketball, Rink. ealthful locality.

Primary School for Day Pupils.

For prospectus apply to the secretary.

A High Grade Residential School |
for Girls and Young Women. }?

COURSES :—Matriculation, English,
Music, Art.

Write for special information and prospectus to

Moulton College, 34 Bloor Street E.,
TORONTO

Queen’s University

Kingston - Ontario
INCORPORATED BY ROYAL CHARTER IN 1841

THE MEDICAL COURSE leads to the degrees of
M. B.,, M. D. and C. M., D. Sc.
THE SCIENCE COURSE leads to the degrees ot
B. Sc., M. Se,, D. Sc.
HOME STUDY

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

.. THE EDUCATIONAL COURSES, under agreement
with the Ontario Education Department, are accepted as the
professional courses for (a) First Class Public School Cer- :
tificate; (b) High School Assistant's Interim Certificate, THE ARTS COURSE may be taken by correspon-
and (c) Specialists Interim Certificate. dence, but for degree one year's attendance is required.

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

[SCHOOL OF MINING

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

(2) MINING ENGINEERING.

(b) CHEMISTRY AND MINERALOGY.
(c) MINERALOGY AND GEOLOGY.
(d) CHEMICAL ENGINEERING.

(e) CIVIL ENGINEERING.
(1) MECHANICAL ENGINEERING.
(g) ELECTRICAL ENGINEERING.

For Calendar of School and further information apply to the
SECRETARY, SCHOOL OF MINING, KINGSTON, ONT.
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P.M.P.14 Gamssoroven - ARTISTS, COLLEGES and STUDENTS
Using Oil and Water Colors should write for our Catalog

D&~ Special Discounts to out of town Customers.

Dealers given Trade Discount and Special Attention on following.
We are A for—
¢ A eens O CAMBRIDGE COLORS (Maddetton & [Co.)

MEDIC] PRINTS (Medici Society, London, Eng
MANSELL'S (London, Eng.) COLORED and PLAIN PLATINUM
and CARBON PICTURES of Old Masters
C. W. FAUL.KNER CO’s., ( London, Eng.) PICTURES, XMAS,
BIRTHDAY CARDS, ETC.

ARTISTS’ SUPPLY CO. 77 YORK STREET

Art Association
OF MONTREAL

‘The Schools of Art in the New
Galleries, Elementary, Life, An-
tique and Painting Classes will
re-open for 1913-14 on the 14th
October, 1913.

Application should be made promptly to

J. B. ABBOTT, Secretary
Write for Prospectus

RESIDENT and DAY SCHOOL for BOYS.
Sh ur COlle e Modern, Fireproof Buildings, Pure Water from
our own Artesian Well. Gymnasium, Chapel.
Special preparation for R. M. C., Universities

Rockcliffe Park -  Ottawa and R. C. Navy. ;
For calendar apply:—REV. GEO. P. WOOLLCOMBE, M. A. [Oxon.] Headmaster.

The dargaret Eaton 5cbool of literature and Expression

North Street, Toronto. Mrs. Scott Raff, Principal

English Literature, French and German, Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation,
Oratory and Public Speaking, and Dramatic Art.

Send for Calendar

Bishop Bethune College - Oshawa, Ontario

A Residential School for Giris.

. Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto,
Preparation for the Universi e? and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Music,
Young children also receiv:
Fine location. Outdoor games and E hysical training,

The Musical Department (Phno, eory and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and of a Sis-
ter, who for twelve years taught in the School with marked success.
Voice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress.

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

OTTAWA LADIES’ COLLEGE

~ WILL RE-OPEN SEPT. 8th, in the new building costing $140,000. This building is complete
in every respect and is absolutely fireproof. Fully equipped in every department.
For further information write for Calendar. REV. W.D ARMSTRONG, M.A., Ph.D., D.D., President,
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L. School for b d i i U for th
RIDLEY = COLLEGE |{yerScheolforboy andefowteen—cucly epmte. U Scholprpurs boys fr the

}I‘Jnivenitics and for business. c ¢ s i
Sc, [h arines, Ont. he School won University Scholarships at l{VIEa\t;fc\iga:l)o.n l\’lnl[‘ll?g%, ]l\glll-?\:n% g}_‘l Principal.

Trinity College School

PORT HOPE, ONTARIO

Residential School for Boys
FOUNDED 1865

Beautiful Healthy situation overlooking Lake Ontario with
20 acres of Playing Fields, Gymnasium, Magnificent New
Covered Rink.

Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal Military College
and Business. Religious training throughout the course,
1| Special attention given to younger boys.

For Calendar apply to the Headmaster—

REV. F. GRAHAM ORCHARD, M.A. (Camb.)
(Late Headmaster St. Alban’s Schqol, Brockville).

The Royal Military College

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

5 The Oollege is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving instruction

:‘l all branches of military science to cadets and officers of the Oanadian Militia. In fact it corresponds
© Woolwich and Sandhurst.

1 © Oommandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Im%erial Army,
ent for the parpose, and there is in addition a complete staff of professors for the civil subjects which
orm such an important part of the College course. Medical attendance is also provided.

. Whilst the College is organized on a strictly military basis, the Oadets receive a practical and

Scientifie training in subjects essential to a sound modern education. i 5 =

Oh The course includes a thorough grouading in Mathematics, Oivil Engineering, Surveying, Physics,

emistry, French and English.

. The ‘strict discipline maintained at the College is one of the most valuable features of the course,
"dl- In addition, the constant practice of gymnastics, drill and outdoor exercises of all kinds, ensures
ealth and excellent physical condition. :

atin Oll;l,nmlllionl in all branches of the Imperial service and Oanadian Permanent Force are offered

The diploma of graduation is considered by the authorities conducting the examination for Domin-
f:;nol"nd_ Surveyor tgr be equavalent to a university degree, and by the Regulation of the Law Society
ntario, it obtains the same exemptions as a B.A. degree.
T"‘ length of the course is three years, in three terms of 9% months each,
abous :gotootal cost of the course, including Moard, uniform, instructional material, and all extras, is
at th © annual competitive examination for admission to the College takes place in May of each year
¢ headquarters of the several military districts. hould
be or full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, application sho
\28de to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont., or to the Commandant, Royal Military

College, Kingston, Ont.
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DO YOU KNOW THAT THE PRESENT RUSH OF
SETTLERS TO CANADA REPRESENTS
A NEW SETTLER EVERY MINUTE
OF OUR WAKING HOURS?

Have you ever CONSIDERED what makes

CANADA such an ATTRACTIVE FIELD
for SETTLEMENT ?

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

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

FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS WRITE TO:—

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

From small beginnings in 1810
the Hartford Fire Insurance Com-
bany has, in 1914, reached its
Present preeminent position in the

fire insurance field. Its steady
growth in strength has been unre-
tarded by the enormous losses it
has paid to its policyholders both
In the great conflagrations of
American History and in those

small but persistent losses which_
occur somewhere every minute of
every day and night.

Willingness to adjust losses
fairly, ability to pay fully and
readiness to pay promptly are the
three great fire insurance virtues
and they are the explanation of
the ‘“Hartford’s” growth and
prosperity.

When you need Fire Insurance

Insist on the ‘“Hartford”
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up - - $1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund - = = 1,250,000.00
Undivided Profits = = 182,647.61

Head Office: - Toronto

S. J. Moore, President. W. D. Ross, General Manager

A General Banking Business Transacted.

The Old Saying

‘* Shakespeare never repeats’’ may have been applicable
in his case, but nowadays the man who never repeats
his application for Life Insurance is going to be a big
loser in the long run. No man takes out in his
initial investment enough Insurance. He must increase
it as his earning powers develop, for as they enlarge it
makes his worth so much more to those dependent upon
him, a worth which must be safeguarded. Increase
your Estate by taking Insurance with

THE

Federal Life Assurance Coi

OF CANADA

no matter whether you have before or not—you will
never regret it.

Home Office > - - HAMILTON, ONTARIO

SR e .
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T Head Oﬂ‘ice Toronto Canada

BANK OFTORONTO

Capital - - - $5,000,000
Reserve Funds - 6,307,272

N offering its services The Bank of Toronto
places at the disposal of business men and
others who have banking business to transact,
the foreign and domestic connections and the
modern equipment and facilities for the hand-
ling of all classes of banking accounts, both
large and small, which together with the
services of an efficient and well informed staff
of officers, enable them to provide banking
accomodation for all of the most satisfactory

nature.

Assets - $60,000,000
INCORPORATED 1855

= | | 5 o I &
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THE CANADIAN BANK OF COMMERCE

HEAD OFFICE .- - - - - - TORONTO

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

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

direct representation in New York, San Francisco, Seattle, Portland, Ore., London, Eng.,
Mexico City and St. John's, Newfoundland, this Bank offers unsurpassed facilities for the
transaction of every description of banking business.

SAVINGS BANK ACCOUNTS

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

i
:
|
|
0
|
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|
0
|
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With branches situated in all the important towns and cities in Canada and with :
[

D s i <t i T < < < < <R < < < i <R <A I I D A T

THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

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

HEAD OFFICE - ONTREAL
DIRECTORS:

H. S. IIOLT, President E.L. PEASE, Vice-President  E. F.B. JOHNSTON, K. C., 2nd Vice- President
Wiley Smith Hon. David Mackeen G. R. Crowe James Redmond A. J. Brown, K. C.
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LOOK AHEAD TWENTY YEARS!

Will you be able to sit by your own
grate fire on a cold blustering
winter’s day and enjoy a quite pipe?
AN
EXCELSIOR

AT
AGE 50 or 60

WILL PROVIDE
FOR

COMFORT
AND EASTE
IN OLD AGE.

Secure to-day what you
may not obtain to-morrow.

EXCELSIOR LIFE

INSURANCE COMPANY.
Head Office: Toronto, Canada

N. B.—Write Dept. L for special circular.

ENDOWMENT -

BOND
OFFERINGS

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

Government — Municipal
Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

Yield 4j, to 67,

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

Domimion SEcurITIES
CORPORATION-LIMITED

TORONTO. MONTREAL . LONDON.ENG
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Esterbrook’s

Relief No. 314

is an extraordinary

pen that adjusts itself

to any desired slant and
writes smoother than the old

goose quill. Made of special
alloyed metal—won't’ corrode—
and finished like a gold pen.
for useful metal box containing 12 of
SEND 10c. our :no;t popular(pens, including the

famous Falcon 048.
Write for illustrated booklet.

Esterbrook Pen Mfg. Co.

New York Camden, N. J.
BROWN BROS., LIMITED.
Canadian Agents Toronto.

——
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Paid-up Capital - - $7,000,000
Reserve Fund and
Undivided Profits - 6,911,050

218 Branches in Canada.
Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.

Savings Department at all Branches.

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

General Banking Business.
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HOW MUCH DID YOU SAVE?

Y oung man how much did your savings ~mount

A North & tom 19132

ican Lif :
Amgr:,f?: 5 That which you should have saved went for

Continent luxuries or was otherwise foolishly spent.

It is imperative that you should have some
systematic means of saving. A North American
Life Endowment is most suitably adapted to
your needs. It offers a safe and profitable mode of saving and
affords protection at the same time.

Begin at once to set aside something in this way.

THE NORTH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANCE CO.

“SOLID AS THE CONTINENT?”

<Head Office TORONTO, CAN.

HEAD OFFICE HAMILTON

CAPITAL AUTHORIZED.. $5,000,000
CAPITAL PAID UP....... $3,000,000
BERPLES ... i L $3,750,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
BRANCHES
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Wife and
Children
Left Penniless

Safeguard them
against this terrify-
'ing contingency
with our Life Rate
Endowment.

Same rate as
ordinary pay-till-
death policy; with
I this difference—
after -you reach a
certain age policy
can be cashed for
full . death-claim
value. Booklet 1f
mterested

London

\? \\\\
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Investment vs.
Speculation

““ A high return should at once
excite susp1c10n in the mind of the
prospective in v'estor.”’—Financial
Post.

There are securities which promise
a high rate of interest and the chance
of an increase in value, but for those
dependent upon the income from their
investment, or endeavoring to lay up
money for their old age, they are too
speculative. With such, the Bonds of
the Canada Permanent Mortgage
Corporation are a favorite investment,
because they know that if they invest
$1000 in these Bonds they will get
the $1000 when it becomes due, and
that the interest upon it will be
promptly paid in the meantime.

These Bonds may be obtained in
any sum from one .hundred dollars
upward. They are, therefore, avail-
able for the investment of small sums.

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

- $ 6,000,000.00
. 4,250,00.000
31,826,618.37

Paid-up Capital
Reserve Fund
Investments -

Toronto Street - Toronto
Established 1855
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PHILADELPHIA

Three Reasons in

Three Words

Home

When this word is mentioned a plea
is set up for Life Insurance, because in
the event of death a Mutual Life policy
will keep the home intact.

Wife
To manage the house and at the same
time provide for the support of the
household is an appalling task. A
Mutual Life policy will protect the
widowed wife from this bitter necessity.

Child

Health, freedom, a good education,
and evena good character may depend
upon the child being shielded from
poverty by a Mutual Life policy.

The Mutual Life Assurance Co.

of Canada

Waterloo Ontario

7,

INVESTMENT

PROFIT SHARING

SERIES $100, $500, and $1,000.

Business at back of this investment, established 28 years.
may be withdrawn at any time after one year on 60 days’ notice.
Send for special folder.

National Securities Corporation

LIMITED
CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING

TERMS 5 YEARS.

All or any part of investment
Safe as any mortgage.

5 TORONTO, ONTARIO
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JOHN HEATHS
A TELEPHUN_E__PEN 0278 .o
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Registered in Canada

To be had of the leading
Stationers in Canada.

Subscription Agents Wanted
either Men or Women

to take Subscriptions for the Canadian
Magazine. Easy, pleasant and profitable
work. Try this out in your town and if you
are successfull we will give you exclusive
territory. Good openings for the right people.

White now for Particulars.

CANADIAN MAGAZINE
200 Adelaide St., West, - Toronto.




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 29

Ships Carry Anchors
in Fair Weather

And Thoughtful Men Carry Accident
Insurance Because Accidents Happen
When Least Expected

UT of thirty men who lost their lives in a
recent fire in a western city, five or one-
sixth of the total number carried accident

insurance in The Travelers, under which the
Company will pay the beneficiaries forty-eight
thousand dollars. The cost of these five policies
was $95.00.

This protection is furnished at an annual ex-
pense per thousand of less than two cents per
day by a company which has been writing ac-
cident insurance for over fifty years and has paid
accident benefits to over 632,000 policyholders.

If you are not carrying an accident policy, ap-
ply for one today in the largest accident insur-
ance company in the world.

It will be too late when the need strikes
~ home.

Travelers accident policies are famous for
their broad coverage, fair spirit of adjust-
ment and prompt payment.

Moral: Insure in The Travelers

The TRAVELERS INSURANCE CO., Hartford, Conn. Can. Mag. G. TEAR OFF

Please send me particulars regarding your accident policies
My name, address, occupation and date of birth are written below :
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GREATEST SUBSCRIPTION PREMIUM EVER OFFERED BY
A. MAGAZINE Nothing To Equal It Was Ever Attempted

ACT AT ONCE—Secure Your LOT in this RICH, WONDERFUL
Country—NOW. THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE, Canada’s acknow-
ledged leading monthly is making this exceptional offer to you.

o¢ Subscribe to the Canadian Magazine for two years at the regular price and receive a lot
33 x 120 feet in East New Hazelton FREE ( with the exception of a small fee to cover cost of
survey, delivery of deed, etc.)

EVERY NEW SUBSCRIBER WILL POSITIVELY RECEIVE A LOT.

G.T.P.R. STATION, NEW HAZELTON, B.C.

RESERVATION NOW OPEN.

East New Hazelton adjoins the well established town ot New Hazelton, in a district immensely wealthy in coal and
a variety of minerals, and fringed by some of the most productive farm country in the world. Lots in this very neighbor-
hood are now selling from $150.00 to $1,500.00 and prices are increasing rapidly.

GRASP THIS UNIQUE OPPORTUNITY NOW.
There are no strings to this offer, the reputation of the Canadian Magazine is your ample guarantee that every
statement made here is genuinely true.
THIS GENEROUS OFFER WILL STAND A THOROUGH INVESTIGATION.
The Canadian Magazine is in the publishing business and not in the real estate business, but is offering these lots as
a special inducement to get your subsciption. :

THIS IS A SIMPLE AND DEFINITE PROPOSITION.

Manager Premium Dept., InVCStigate this Offef
302 Webster Bldg.,
53 Yonge St., N 0 W

Toronto,
Kindly send me complete information in

regard to lots in East New Hazelton, you { Wryite Manager Premium
are offering with your magazine as a specia % ¥

premium inducement. ; Deﬁartment, The Canadian
I Muagazine, 302 Webster Bldg.,

s Address ... giies e b a4 g A P 53 Yonge St',’ TO?’O?’ttO,. Can-
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The Chef of Spotless Town is gay—
You’ll note it by his saucy way.

He minces dressing for the birds,
But doesn’t stop to mince his words.

“It saves a stew,’”’ says he, ‘‘to know
That pots demand

What will thoroughly clean kitchenware ?

Soap removes the Ah'other form' of
surface dirt nicely. cleanser scrapes off the
But unfortunately, soap surface dirt but fails to
does not ‘‘grip” the get under the burnt-in
greasy grime. grease.

LY,

To thoroughly clean kitchenware you want
a cleanser like Sapolio which polishes the
surface and, at the same time, removes every
trace of grease.

Sapolio gives real suds. It works wzzA-
out waste.

(Silver wrapper-blue band)

N | (ot MORGANS ¢ N
5 N {\3\ »{Z NS

:

FREE SURPRISE FOR CHILDREN'!

Dear Children :

We have a surprise for you. A toy Spotless Town—just like the real one,
only smaller. It is 81 inches long. The nine (9) cunning people of Spotless
Town, in colors, are ready to cut out and stand up. Sent free on request.

.Enoch Morgan’s Sons Company, Sole Manufacturers New York City
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The JELLIES, JAMS and CATSUP of

E. D. Smith & Son, Ltd.

are exclusive high grade, the very finest of
pure food quality. Their kitchens are situated
right in the midst of the fruitful Niagara Valley,
the ripe fresh fruits are picked in the morning,
made into either delicious Jams, Jellies or
Catsup the same night, no long rail hauls, no
chance for dust and decay in transit, no need
to pick fruit green to ripen on the way, they
are picked just when ripe and ready.

These goods are for sale at all first-class
3’ grocers in Canada—Ask for them. i i

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

satisfaction—zest, enjoyment, hearty appetite—

WHAT you pay for when you buy any sauce is
not mere bulk.

There are cheap sauces which cost much less than

the genuine LEA & PERRINS.

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

The white writing on
the Red Label:

indicates
the Original
and Genuine
WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE.

J. M. Douglas & Company, Montreal, Canadian Agents.
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THE BEGINNINGS OF BRITISH
COMMERCE AT MONTREAL

BY A. GORDON DEWEY

interesting, though less known,

periods in Canadian history
than the decade or two immediately
following the momentous entry of the
British troops into Montreal on Sep-
tember 8th, 1760. This event not only
finally broke the French hold on Can-
ada, but marked an epoch in the de-
velopment of its commereial life, and
the succeeding period was one of
change and growth.

The North-West Company, that
sturdy and enterprising rival of the
Hudson’s Bay traders, was founded
in Montreal during the winter of
1783-4, but some of the most prom-
inent men connected with it, such as
Benjamin Frobisher and James Fin-
lay, had been settled in Montreal for
a score of years previous to this date,
and had been firmly laying the foun-
dations of British commerce within
the city. Many men who have left
. their names in our history accom-

r I YHERE are probably few more

1-3

panied them, and much was accom-
plished, yet very little has been writ-
ten about these interesting and event-
ful years.

In the early French days practical-
ly the sole value of Canada had been
the fur trade. Iven when agricul-
ture was assuming some importance
the difficulty the Government had im
preventing the young men from be-
coming coureurs de bois sufficiently
illustrates the hold which the trader’s
life had upon the people. Founded
originally as a mission station, Ville
Marie had become the headquarters
for the commerce with the Western
Indians, and this it remained on into
the British period. But Canada had
not been profitable to the French
King; the restrictions imposed by the
too paternal Government damped ar-
dour and enterprise, the lure of the
free forest life discouraged settle-
ment, the peculations of Bigbt and
his kind impoverished the Exchequer.
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Upon the heels of the conquering
army, however, came the KEnglish
traders, who, co-operating with their
agents, the London merchants engag-
ed in the Canadian trade, soon raised
the fur-trade with the upper country
to such prominence that in 1774 the
whole western region was given to the
Province of Quebec. This new na-
tionality, whose influx we mark, alters
the system of government, the busi-
ness methods, and the manners of
life, and rapidly takes the lead in
commercial affairs. .

These were years of change and
construction, when the mnew inhabit-
ants were settling, and the founda-
tiors of future commercial greatness
were laid. Once the eritical period
of establishment in business in a new
country with new connections to build
up was over, and the unfortunate and
unfit had shown their inability to sur-
vive, the main body of the pioneers
formed a sound nucleus with estab-
lished credit and business methods, to
which later arrivals adapted them-
selves; then the foundation of the
North-West Company ensued.

Despite the transformation of the
down-town distriet of Montreal, there
has been remarkably little alteration
in either the names or the location of
the principal streets of the French
period. In the course of a short after-
noon’s walk, after a study of the old
maps, one can pretty well restore the
ancient land-marks. An invaluable
link between early and modern plans
of the city is Joseph Bouchette’s map
of 1815, which gives, besides most of
the principal streets, the dotted out-
line of the walls, and the location of
the old burying-grounds.

At the Conquest, the city included
roughly what are now Rast, Centre,
and West wards. It was surrounded
by a wall of masonry about four feet
thick, suitable as a defence against
musketry only, outside of which ran
a dry ditch about eight feet deep. By
the beginning of the nineteenth cen-

tury, the suburbs outside the ecity
had grown to a very considerable
gize. To the north of the Craig
Street brook lay the St. Louis and
St. Laurent suburbs; at the west end,
Recollet Street led through Recollet
Gtate to the suburbs of the same name;
at the eastern extremity of St. Paul
Street were the Quebec Gate and the
Quebec suburbs. Where William
Street mow is ran the ‘St Peter’s
River,”” and on the south side of this
streanmy were the St. Ann suburbs,
with the old Gray Nunnery Hospital.
Gray Nun Street and Place Youville
now commemorate this famous estab-
lishment and its devoted superioress.

A large part of the area within the
walls was given up to the extensive
gardens of the various religious
houses—the Recollets, Jesuits, Black
Nuns, or Sisters of the Congregation,
and the Hotel Dieu Hospital. St.
Paul Street, the prineipal thorough-
fare, separated what were called the
Upper and Lower Towns. On the
south side of this street, near the foot
of St. Francois Xavier Street, stood
the Market Place, where every Tues-
day and Friday the habitants from
the surrounding country assembled
with their produce.

Montreal harbour was then most
unimpoesing. The city walls skirted
the riverside, canoes and batteaux
were drawn up on the shore, the
wharf was of no great length, the
depth of water before the town varied
from three to nine feet only.* The
Alexandra pier now covers the site
of a small island called at various
times ‘‘Ilot Normandin’’, ‘‘Oyster
Island’’, and ‘‘Market Gate Island’’,
(from its proximity to the Market
Gate), which was later joined to the
shore by a narrow pier to form a
breakwater and the King’s Basin.

In this city, then, the victorious
English established themselves. By
the end of September the French
troops and the British soldiers not
required for garrison duty had de-

*Bouchette, 1815, and one or two maps of 1863.
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parted, and Brigadier Thomas Gage
took over the command of the Mont-
real District.t

Along with the British army had
come the advance guard of English-
speaking merchants, many in the
character of sutlers, purveyors to the
troops; they proceeded to establish
themselves in business within the
city, and in the majority of cases
prospered; some who had followed
other vocations engaged in trade up-
on arrival in Montreal; others who
had come out as clerks in a short time
set up for themselves. The first Bri-
tish merchants’ names we have are
those appended to a proclamation of
February 7, 1761; most of the signa-
tures to this document are those of
army officers, but we are certain that
the following were traders already’
settled: Edward Chinn, Joseph How-
ard, Thomas Wilson, Gershon Levy,
and Thomas Wells. The only Pro-
testant censuses then taken were lists
prepared by the Government for jury
service; the first of these is dated
October 26th, 1764, and econtains
fifty-six names, among them such ones
as those of Thomas Walker, James
Finlay, Lawrence Ermatinger, Ben-
jamin Price. The next list was pre-
pared in November, 1765, and in-
cludes all Protestants, not necessarily
Britishers, within the Distriet; this
time fuller information was given
about each person, such as birthplace,
former occupation, and present call-
ing. There are 136 names, of whom
thirty-seven were from Ireland (most-
ly soldiers retired as inn-holders),
thirty were from England, twenty-
six from Secotland, sixteen from Ger-
many, thirteen New Englanders, six
from Switzerland; France, Canada,
Lapland, Italy, and Guernsey each
had one representative; the origin of
three was undetermined.

Probably the marked increase in
immigration between 1764 and 1765
was due to the certainty of Canada’s

remaining British after the Treaty
of Paris had been signed in 1763.
For the next ten years there are ap-
parently no figures to show the in-
crease of the English-speaking popu-
lation, which, however, was rapid.

As justice was cheaper in those
days than it is now, Montrealers were
able to freely indulge their litigious
tastes, so that we find the English-
speaking merchants figuring in eourt
in some cases immediately after ar-
rival. The ‘‘Registre des Audiences,’’
or record of trials held in the so-call-
ed ‘‘military courts’’ between 1760
and 1764, throws very interesting
sidelights upon the vicissitudes of
early settlement here.

Frequently the English merchant
is sued for rent by his French land-
lord, the expenses of immigration ap-
parently leaving but a small margin
of ready cash. Others are sued for
hire of stoves, suits of harness,
vehieles, or for the return of borrowed
tools. Sometimes there were misunder-
standings over the difference between
English and French weights and mea-
sures; again disputes arose over pay-
ments in kind. Not seldom the trad-
er found his hastily-chosen premises
unsuitable and tried a change, result-
ing in a suit by his former landlord
to make him keep to the original
lease. Evidently some of the new
tenants, besides being unable to pay
their rent, were otherwise undesir-
able. Here St. Germain wants Alex-
ander Campbell put out of his house
as the lease has expired—granted
(May 5th, 1761). Again—one Des-
noyers asks that Rider be expelled
from his house for defamation; an
attempt on the part of the defendant
to bribe a servant to perjury is also
brought to light.

On July 9th, 1763, Thomas Walker
was sued by Emond, captain of a
river sechooner, for freight of goods
brought from Montreal to Quebee, up-
on what we from other evidence learn

tThe District of Montreal comprised roughly the section of Quebeec Province west

of Sorel and Berthier.
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was his first moving into the country.
Walker offered to pay, less value of
a mirror broken en route—here is a
sample of the disputes arising from
the schooner trip up the river after
unloading from the sea voyage at
Quebee. In another place (August
17th, 1763) we find Solomon Levy
pleading that his partner, Gershon,
could not meet a certain note when
it was due, as he was at that time a
prisoner among the Indians—an-
other type of situation commercial
men were called upon to face in those
stirring days when Pontiac stalked
abroad.

We are reminded of the existence
of negroes, slave and free, in the
city by a suit brought by ‘‘Joseph
fipolite, négre libre,”’ against Veuve
Vallét (November 27th, 1760). A
slave figures in the case of the negress
Etiennette, who applied (June 6th,
1761) for leave to return to New Eng-
land. She was said to have been
bought by M. Gamelin from an Abe-
naki Indian; St. Luc la Corne testi-
fied that he had owned her father
and mother. The case was referred
to the Governor. :

Although in the 8arlier lawsuits the
neweomers appear in a defendent
situation, the tenants and debtors of
the longer-established inhabitants of
the city, once settled, they went right
ahead, becoming the capitalists and
employers of labour; we note a
change, the suits are now by em-
ployees for unpaid wages, or for the
collection of debts in which the mer-
chant is the plaintiff,

Regarding the character of these
pioneer merchants, the official testi-
mony of Governors Murray and Carle-
ton, as well as of the French-Cana-
dian noblesse and the writers of sev-
eral private letters, is uniformly con-
demnatory. Let us not forget, how-
ever, General Murray’s strong per-
sonal liking for the French-Cana-
dians, which did not lead him to view
with favourable eye the strong Pro-
testant prejudices of the ‘“old sub-
jects,”” nor the disdain with which

these soldier-governors and their
executives, who were Anglicans, re-
garded the merchants, as not only
civilians, but largely dissenters as
well. Murray complains that by his
regard for the Canadians he ““dis-
pleased the little English traders who
all—Quakers, Puritans, Anabaptists,
Presbyterians, Atheists, Infidels, and
oven the Jews—protested that any
consideration be paid to the poor
Canadians.”’” Chagrin at the conces-
sions given to Catholics by the Que-
bec Act of 1774, as well as the denial
of a Representative Assembly, ap-
pears to have been a deciding cause
in leading some British-Canadians to
side with the revolting colonies in the
American War of Independence. As
a result of the ill-feeling between the
mercantile and military classes, the
outstanding feature of the first six
or eight years of British administra-
tion in Montreal is the strife between
the civilians and the troops. This
manifested itself in the high-handed
imprisonment of a certain Captain
Payne by the justices, an assault upon
Thomas Walker, a prison breach and
foreible rescue of several soldiers by
their comrades, and the burning of
Montreal barracks in 1765.

Although General Murray had a
poor opinion of the first arrivals
themselves, he was by no means blind
to their actual servieces to the coun-
try. He puts in a good word for
them in writing to Pitt, December,
1760 *‘I flatter myself you will par-
don the liberty I take in troubling
you with the enclosed [petition] ; it
regards a set of men who have been
very serviceable to his Majesty’s
troops, who have run many risks, and
who have been induced to pour in
their merchandise here from a laud-
able prospect of promoting trade, at

the invitation of Mr. Ambherst, the

Commander-in-Chief.”” Though these
men were rougher and freer than one
would expeet in an older country,
though they were uneducated, proud,
disdaining foreigners, yet they were
the pioneers of British trade and the
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founders of the commercial greatness
of their city. The docile, law-abiding
merchant, who has a family, and a
well-established business with Old
Country traditions behind it—in faect,
the type of man we would call the
‘‘good ecitizen’’—is not the one we
would expeet to see coming out to
such a new and unknown country as
Canada then was. Practically with
the exception of those retired from
the army, the new settlers were bound
to be adventurers; some, no doubt,
were unsuccessful in Britain; some
left the home-land without regret;
others, who were in the majority,
came to a land where there was more
opportunity and less restraint, where
a love of adventure could be gratified,
and where there was not a host of
old-world conventionalities to bind
them.

Quebee City was the seat of Gov-
ernment, the fortress, the head of
ocean navigation, the headquarters,
also, for the Gaspé fisheries and the
fur-trade with the Saguenay River
valley, where the ‘‘King’s Posts’’ had
been leased to a company of Quebec
and Montreal merchants; but the in-
habitants of Montreal, though about
half as numerous as those of Quebee,
did not think their city one whit be-
hind in importance to the colony. For
the western fur-trade, by far the most
valuable, it was the depot; here the
merchants lived, and from here the
expeditions to the upper posts set out;
all the merchants of any consequence
were engaged in it; an examination
of the invoices sent with the cargoes
from England shows us that the bulk
of the exports to Canada were ar-
tieles of barter.

Under the French régime there had
been numerous monopolies and re-
strictions, but the British authorities
declared trade free, provided licenses
were first procured. During Pontiac’s
war, all commerce with the upper
country was temporarily stopped, and
great care wag found necessary to
prevent an illicit traffic in arms and
ammunition from Canada with the

revolting Indians. That all Canadian
trade might not cease, posts were
established at Carillon and the
Cedars, away from the danger zone.
By January 18th, 1765, however,
Gage was enabled to declare peace
once more restored, and the regular
trade was reopened. The first posts
mentioned were Kamanistigoua, on
Lake Huron; Michillimackinae, Baie
des Puants, in Lake Michigan ; Houil-
liatanon, on the Ouabache, and De-
troit; trade soon extended much far-
ther west, to Grand Portage, on Lake
Superior, and beyond.

The mentor of the British Govern-
ment in all matters relating to the
Indians was Sir William Johnston,
who was exceedingly alert in the in-
terests of the Red Men, particularly
on the western borders of New Eng-
land, where instances of fraud and
outrage on the part of white traders
were reported; it was with him that
the laws governing the fur trade
originated,

Although trade was ‘‘free’’ in the
sense that it was open to all equally,
yet there were numerous regulations
which were strictly enforced; the of-
ficial correspondence is full of peti-
tions and complaints from the mer-
chants, in a practically vain attempt
to secure a relaxation of the rules.

Each trader must be provided with
a license and bond, issued by the Gov-
ernor’s office in Quebee. The bond
was to be for a sum equal to twice the
value of the cargo proposed to be car-
ried; it was the actual trader who
was to be bound, not the merchant
who sent the expedition; the object
of this provision was to protect the
latter from loss through a dishonest
trader’s decamping down the Missis-
sippi with his employer’s property.
In practice, the merchants seem to
have frequently conducted the expe-
ditions in person, and as a rule went
bondsmen for one another. Both bond
and license specified the number of
canoes or hatteaux, the proposed des-
tination, the number of men forming
the party, with their names and resi-
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dences, the value of the merchandise,
the number of firearms, and the quan-
tity of ammunition and liquor in the
cargo. Licenses were issued for
twelve months, with an extension of
time to eighteen months if the dis-
tance of the destination precluded a
return within the year.

The amount of liquor carried was
intended to be that actually required
by the traders; this limit was not
held to, however, and included in a
petition from some merchants to the
Governor (January 15th, 1768) we
have a complaint that much harm is
being done by this laxity. It is sug-
gested that the quantity of liquor al-
lowed each canoe be seven or eight
gallons, or double that quantity if the
destination were the cold north coun-
try and not the lake posts.

Passes must be shown upon arrival
at a post, and an exact inventory of
the cargo made before proceeding to
trade; if going farther, the trader
must seecure an additional permit for
the next stage of the journey. He
was not to pass a post without a per-
mit, nor break bulk of his cargo; pass-
ports for the return journey were
also necessary. Licenses were not
transferable; if a servant of a trader
died or was disecharged, the command-
ing officer of the next post was to be
notified and the new name inserted
in the margin.

No trading was allowed beyond the
guns of the existing forts and posts.
The object of this regulation and of
the preceding one regarding trading
en route appears to have been the pre-
vention of such unregulated traffic as
the coureurs de bois engaged in. No
eredit was to be given the Indians for
more than fifty shillings, and no debt
of above this amount could be col-
lected (this rule does not seem to
have been strictly enforced). Trad-
ing was to be according to a fixed
tariff, and the traffic in liquor, rifled
guns, or swan shot forbidden ; no In-
dian property could be aequired by
the trader.

The merchants found these restrie-

tions very burdensome, as their con-
stant petitions show. They objected
to the necessity of sending to Quebec
for their licenses, and wanted an of-
fice established in Montreal, for much
precious time was lost if they decided
to send out additional canoes in the
course of the season. The difficulty
was enormously increased by a law
aimed at absconding debtors, which
required ‘thirty days’ mnotice to be
given before leaving the Province.
They, it seems quite justly, complain-
ed of Sir William Johnston’s regula-
tion regarding the showing of passes
and declaring of cargo at each post.
This was an impossible demand; they
were often obliged to trade on the
way. Moreover, part of the cargo
might be lost or destroyed in transit,
so that the tally on arrival would not
agree with that in the permit. They
were also too much at the merey of
dishonest or oppressive commissaries
at the posts.

The main grievance, however, was
the restriction of trade to certain
posts. The merchants held that un-
less they were allowed to winter with
the Indians on their hunting-ground,
the commerce must every year di-
minish, Many of the Indians lived at
too great a distance to come to the
posts, supply themselves, and return
home within the year; thus they
would be led to trade with the French
on the Mississippi, who had freer ac-
cess to them, and the British manu-
facturers would suffer by the reduced
demand for articles of barter. They
cited many other advantages certain
to follow on permission to go with
the Indians to their hunting-grounds,
and their own interests, they held,
would require them to treat the na-
tives fairly.

The petitioners were at least par-
tially successful in their efforts. Dur-
ing the winter of 1766-7 they were
for the first time allowed to winter
with the Indians at their villages and
hunting-grounds; but only from Mie-
hillimackinac; additional security
was demanded for this privilege.

s o
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The attitude of Sir William John-
ston to these represenations was un-
favourable. IHe contrasted the old-
time I'rench courtesy with the gen-
eral English treatment of the sav-
ages, the French themselves had also
changed since the conquest, and
should now be confined to the posts.
Sir Guy Carleton, however, espoused
the cause of the Canadian merchants,
and urged the case for his Provinece
against the threatened encroachment
of French and Spanish rivals.

As we have already noted, there
was no license office in Montreal. The
merchants applied for their passes
to the Deputy Provost Marshal in
that eity—a position long held by Ed-
ward Chinn—who wrote to Quebee,
giving the necessary particulars, and
in course of time the papers were sent
him. All parties concerned then ap-
peared before the commanding officer
in Montreal to swear to the bond and
take the oath of allegiance. The li-
censes were signed by the Deputy Pro-
vost Marshal and counter-signed by
the Officer Commanding. They were
at first made out by hand, but later
a printed form in both French and
English was used. As a typical bond,
we may take that sworn to by Tobias
Isenhout on September 26th, 1768
(State papers, Canadian Archives)
to trade between Niagara and Detroit,
good for twelve months. He binds
himself to observe the regulations; he
and his men will conduet themselves
as good subjects, do nothing preju-
dicial to the King’s interest, and if
they see anything prejudicial being
done, they will immediately report it
to the commandant at the nearest
trading-post. He is not to take any
men to the upper country save those
following the oceupation of navigat-
ing canoes or batteaux; all are to re-
turn to Montreal before the expira-
tion of the bond, and give an account
of themselves at the secretary’s office;
death only to allow exception to this
rule.

Active preparations for sending out
the trading parties began in Mont-

real about the month of March. Be-
sides the leader of the expedition
(either the merchant himself or a sub-
ordinate trader), a couple of guides
were usually taken. The canoemen,
known as ‘‘labourers,”’ were French-
men from the district, hailing prin-
cipally from Lachine, Chambly, La-
prairie, or Montreal itself. The value
of the ecargoes carried on these parties
averaged about £500 for each; the
maximum quantity of spirits allowed
appears invariably to have been taken.
The posts named as destinations are
Oswegatehie, Lla Baye, Niagara, De-
troit, Mickillimackinae, and Grand
Portage in Liake Superior; of these,
Michillimackinac and Detroit seem to
have the preference. The canoes and
batteaux carried about six or eight
men each. The following are the par-
ticulars given as they are actually
recorded in the licenses for some of
the more important ventures:

Monday, April 26, 1771, pass for Ed.
Chinn’s men—7 men. £550 mdse. 10
fusils, 500 lbs. gunpowder, 350 1bs. shott
and ball.

No. 10.—Ezekial Solomon (April 10,
1772)—2 canoes to Michillimackinae,
value £800; 20 men (Laprairie); 1,400 lbs.
shott and ball, 40 fusils, 320 gals. liquor.

No. 21—Benj. and Jos. Frobisher—3
canoes for Grand Portage; mdse £2,000;
fusils 96, powder 2,000 lbs. shott, ete.,
1,300 1bs.; liquor, 260 gals.; men, 28,

No. 10.—Jas. and John MeGill (March
10, 1773)—3 canoes; value about £1,500;
48 guns, ete.; 23 men.

No. 15—(April 10, 1775)—Laurence
Ermatinger; 6 canoes to Grand Portage;
£1,700 goods in 85 bales; 85 men and 2
guides; 80 guns; 2,000 lbs. powder; 3,600
Ibs. shot, ete.; 15 cases iron works; 10
bales brass kettles; 400 gals. rum; 200
gals. wine, spirits, ete.; provisions, ete.

No. 65—Jas. Morrison—1 small batteau,
Niagara (July 17, 1775)—4 men; 22 bales
mdse.; 1 quarter-cask wine; 1 bbl. loaf
sugar; 1 bbl. coffee; 1 bbl. salt; 1 bbl. tea;
1 nest brass kettles.

As time goes on the merchants grow
wealthier and the size of the parties
increases. The most ambitious expe-
dition sent out during this period was
by James MeGill, Benjamin Frobish-
er and Man. Blondeau (1775) :
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Twelve canoes for Grand Portage, on
Lake Superior; 3 guides and 100 men; 90
bags shot and ball; 150 fusils; 64 kegs
gunpowder; 150 bales dry goods; 24 kegs
wine; 15 trunks dry goods; 1,000 gals.
rum; 12 boxes iron ware; 50 kegs hogs’
lard and tallow; 12 nests brass kettles; 60
kegs pork; 4 do. copper kettles; 100 plkgs.
canet and sweet tobacco (value not stat-
ed).

The merchants often went on these
expeditions themselves, but as they
grew older, more prosperous, and as
family and business interests became
more pressing in the city, they less
often took these arduous and danger-
ous canoe journeys. The following
rather interesting letter has been left
us in a pile of trade licenses:

Dear Sir,—Please to forward the en-
closed three instead of two, one for the
office, two to take with me. I hope this
will be my last voyage for many years
to eome. If you will let me know how
Mr. Bertie’s account stands with you, I
will settle it with him—make a memoran-
dum of what you have to do there. Mr.
Wier takes possession of my house and
manages everything till my return, which
I expect will be about the 14th Septem-
ber. I have paid him his salary and con-
tingencies until June 24th. He will send
you a copy of that bond, I have not time,
I intend setting off Monday next, ete.

ED. CHINN.
Montreal, July 6, 1772.
To Geo. Alsopp, Quebeec.

‘Where the merchant did not go
himself, he often had an agent in the
West, or sent a venture by some other
expedition. In Laurence Ermatin-
ger’s cash book* entries such as the
following are frequent:

<

—By Forrest Oakes—
Oct. 24, 1770—
Paid to guide your canoes down
the Long Sault in the year 1770 £2:8
Paid do. down the Saunlt St. Louis 3-8

Another letter points to a different
aspect of commercial life. We have
seen that the usual course was for the
merchants to apply to Mr. Chinn for
their licenses, who wrote to Quebec
for them. This former partner of

Mr. Chinn’s, however, thinks it best
to write in person to Mr. Alsopp:

Montreal, March 25, 1775.

I should take it as a great favour if
you would send me a pass for four canoes
as mentioned  below, as Mr. Chinn and I
have dealing at the same posts, and he
being my enemy, I should like to keep
my intentions regarding that trade secret
as long as possible from so great an
enemy. Mrs. Howard joins in compli-
ments to you, Mrs. Alsopp, and all Mrs.
Bondfield’s family.

JOS. HOWARD.

Four canoes for Michillimackinaec and
the Ottawa villages, 19 men, mdse. £800,
whole not over £1,250.

Statistics regarding the fur-trade
are meagre; we have, however, a
statement of the consignments export-
ed from Michillimackinae during the
summer of 1767. The cargoes were
sent down during July and August,
and were all directed to Montreal and
Albany ; in the latter place there were
twelve consignees, in the Canadian
city twenty-five (eleven being Eng-
lish and fourteen French). The chief
furs were the following: DBeaver,
50,938 skins; dressed leather, 27,037
skins; raccoons, 23,005 skins; mar-
tin, 9,556 skins; otter, 5,798 skins;
and other pelts in much smaller num-
bers. This table shows us that Que-
bee Provinee must have handled the
bulk of the commerce in furs, Mont-
real having a distinet preference over
the New England trade centre. Mic-
hillimackinac was the chief post in
the West, and probably we may judge
of conditions in general by it.

‘We have noted that the winter of
this year, 1767, was the first in which
traders secured the long-sought pri-
vilege of wintering among the In-
dians at their homes. A large num-
ber of the more enterprising traders
took advanfage of this opportunity,
and travelled great distances with
their savage hosts., Among those win-
tering with the Indians we find:

Chinn—to La Pointe (Lake Superior)}

#g 819, Canadian Archives; from July, 1770, to Dec. 31, 1776.
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with 2 canoes (£1,000), bondsman Alex.
Henry.

MecGill—To Lake Michigan, 1
(£400); bondsman, Frobisher.

MecGill—From Lake Michigan into La
Baye, 2 canoes (£400); bondsman, Fro-
bisher.

Rodgers—To St. Joseph (Lake Michi-
gan), 1 canoe (£375:10); bondsman, Todd.

Livingstone—From Lake Michigan to
La Baye, 1 canoe (£500); bondsman,
Groesbeck.

Abbott & Bruce—By La Baye into the
Mississippi, 2 canoces (£750); bondsman,
Groesbeck.

canoe

Among the English merchants act-
ing as bondsmen, Benjamin Frobisher
heads the list with nine traders; Me-
Gill and James Finlay are interested
in four each, and the famous Alex-
ander Henry in three. We quote the
following table regarding the volume
of trade for this winter:

Totals brought together—

Value
No. mdse.
canoes ' £ s d
Gone to Lake Superior.. 18 7481 17
Gone by L. Superior to
Northwest ............ 14 5117107
Gone into L. Huron ..... 5 1275
Gone into L. Michigan .. 24 6875 9
Gone by L. Michigan into
L cBaye o iicn, Eas 43 13364 10 4
Gone by La Baye into Mis-
Uy e S R 17 4850
Potale o Ll 121 389646 11*

It will be noticed from this table
that the most popular routes were in-
to Lake Michigan and thence to La
Baye, taking in the trade with the
Illinois Indians. The Lake Superior
posts stand next, while little trading
appears to have been done with the
Ottawas to the north and east of
Lake Huron.

After arrival at Montreal from the
upper country, the bales of furs were
transferred to river sloops to be taken
to Quebee, whence they were shipped
to England. August and September
were the months in which these ear-
goes came down the river.

Regarding early British commerce
within the ecity of Montreal, we are

able to gather seraps of information
from some merchants’ ledgers which
have come down to us, from signed
petitions to the Government, the of-
ficial papers, and from a few letters
here and there. The chief commercial
streets were St. Francois Xavier and
St. Paul’s, particularly the former
as far as the English were concerned.
In the returns of losses during the
great fire of 1765, we find that of fifty-
four unfortunate tenants of St. Fran-
cois Street, twenty-three were Eng-
lish; of eighty-seven in St. Paul
Street, twenty were English, as were
six out of twenty-six in the Market
Place; the other streets have no Eng-
lish names on the lists. The reason
this fire was more disastrous than
say that of 1768, which destroyed as
large an area, was because on these
two streets, which were burned out
in the earlier conflagration, dwelt the
wealthiest element in the city. In sev-
eral cases the individual losses were
over £2,000, in that of Jacob Vander-
heyden, St. Paul Street, over £3,000
—large sums for the town of those
days.

The bulk of the stock earried was,
of course, for the Indian trade, the
inventories containing here and there
such significant items as:
1 gross sealping knives (4)
1 gross scalping knives (5)

as well as hatchets, paints, blankets,
gaudy hosiery, beads, and such-like.
The total value of one shipment to
John Stenhouse from England was
rather over £4,500; an inventory of
April, 1767, gives his total stock in
Montreal as £902 :4 :6, and one of May,
1770, totals £1350:12 (Quebec ecur-
rency), which may give a clue to the
amount of business of the average
merchant then.

Business operations in those days
must have been complicated by the
numerous varieties of eurreney in use
within the one eity. The lawful med-
ium of exchange was the ““Quebec
curreney,’’ three-quarters the wvalue

*Canadian Archives, C.0.42, Vol. 14, folio 2.
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of sterling money, in which the in-
voices from England were naturally
made out. Additional caleulation
was necessitated’ by the common use
in Quebee of the ‘‘Halifax currency.”’
This, also, was worth rather more
than the local money, £6 Quebec be-
ing equivalent to £5 Halifax; the
note, ‘“Add one-fifth to make lawful”’
appended to accounts shows the ready
method employed in changing from
the one to the other. The French
still retained their own money of pre-
(onquest days, and transactions with
them seem invariably to have been
carried on in lvres, each worth a
provincial shilling. The remaining
coin which cireulated was the Span-
ish dollar, worth six shillings Que-
bee.*

The connection between London
and Montreal was close. The mer-
chants in the one supplied those in
the other with their stock at whole-
sale; they also acted as their agents,
selling the consignments of furs from
Canada at public auction or otherwise
in England. There was a consider-
able body of London merchants de-
finitely engaged in the Canadian
trade, and for whom some of the
Montreal men seem rather to have
been subordinate agents. These men,
under the leadership of one Fowler
Walker, caused Governor Murray
considerable vexation by conveying a
one-sided version of the Thomas Wal-
ker case to the notice of George III.

Any detailed account of the pioneer
English firms of Montreal would be
out of plaee here, but space may per-
mit of a few words regarding some of
the more important ones. Probably
the first was that of Howard, Chinn
& Bostwick; these three were Eng-
lish merchants who™ came with the
troops. Joseph Howard shortly sev-
ered his econnection with the firm and
established himself in St. Paul Street,
dying, after a suecessful career, No-

vember 7th, 1778. Edward Chinn was
one of the most prominent merchants
in town, though, it seems, mot the
most serupulous, He superintended
the issuing of traders’ licenses in the
city, and was himself largely engag-
ed in this commerce. William Bost-
wick was a hatter, who set up in
Montreal, but his business not pros-
pering, he took to the Indian trade.
During Pontiac’s rebellion he was
captured at Michillimackinac, but
escaped the massacre and was brought
by the Ottawas to Montreal. Like
several other Montreal merchants, he
is occasionally mentioned by Alexan-
der Henry in his interesting journal

of travels in the Northwest;t finally -

we hear of him in England, 1774. Of
Mr. Bertie, no record remains.

The earliest Jewish firm to settle
in the ecity was the brothers Levy—
Solomon, Eleazar, Gershon, and
Simon. Gershon came with the sol-
diers; Eleazar, by his own account,
moved from New York to Quebec in
1760, and to Montreal in 1763 ; the
other brothers were by this time set-
tled in the city. Hzekial Solomon &
Company, another firm, was estab-
lished by 1764.

A short and tragic career was To-
bias Isenhout’s. He was a German
gutler who appears to have got on
well in the Indian trade, but in 1771
or 1772, while on a business trip in
Detroit, he was murdered by Michael
Dué, his French clerk, who hid the
body in a cellar. This man was con-
vieted under the Mutiny Aect, which
covered offences beyond the provin-
cial boundaries, and hanged. The
marriage of Isenhout’s widow with
one Thomas MeMurray took place in
Montreal the following September.

In the eensus of 1765, those hail-
ing from Switzerland are given as
gix in number. The most notable of
these was, of ecourse, the Honourable
Conrad Gugy, who came to Quebec

noted and other accounts passim.

*The r?:tios between types of coinage are caleulated from the Cash Book above

$¢¢Travels and Adventures in Oanade and the Indian Territories’’; ed. James

Bain, Toronto, 1901.




THE BEGINNINGS OF BRITISH COMMERCE AT MONTREAL 13

with General Wolfe and settled in
the Montreal distriect. He was long
a member of the Legislative Couneil,
and died April, 1786, being buried in
the old Dorchester Street cemetery.
Of the Swiss merchants, Lawrence
Ermatinger has left a valuable con-
tribution to Canadian history in his
cash-book and letter-book, now in the
Archives. He arrived by 1762, and
must have become one of the most
successful merchants, as his ventures
were among the largest sent to the
upper country.

Another prominent citizen and a
member of the Executive Counecil was
Benjamin Price. He sent a venture
to Canada in 1761, but his super-
cargoes proving inefficient, he came
“himself from England the following
year. After the fire in 1765, he and
Adam Mabane, of Quebec, were the
councillors appointed to receive state-
ments of losses from the citizens. He
died in October, 1768, the Govern-
ment finding it hard to fill his place.

There was also a James Price, of
the firm of Price & Haywood, both
partners hailing from New England;
needless to say, they were prominent
in the agitation for an elective As-
sembly later on, and among the plot-
ters who aided Ethan Allen in his
march on Montreal.

The history of Thomas Walker re-
quires to be written separately ; Cana-
dian history revolves about this tur-
bulent, headstrong, but withal ambi-
tious and forceful character in a
truly curious way during the twelve
years of his residence here. He was
an English merchant who moved to
Montreal in 1763 and set up in busi-
ness. When the civie administration
was in 1764 entrusted to the Court
of Quarter Sessions, he was on the
first Commission of the Peace, and
with several fellow justices, took the
lead of those merchants who opposed
the troops within the city; the latter
avenged themselves one evening by
assaulting him in his own house and
cutting off his ear. This caused a
tremendous stir; several changes in

the judieial arrangements of the Pro-
vince were required before the case
was actually tried; it finally reached
George IIl., and pursued Murray
after his recall to England. Taking
advantage, meanwhile, of Carleton’s
ignorance of Canadian affairs upon
his first arrival in the country, Wal-
ker had six prominent citizens with
whom he was apparently not on good
terms, arrested and insulted for com-
plicity in the outrage. Later he in
Montreal, in conjunction with Zach-
ary Macauley in Quebee, headed the
agitation for an Assembly and against
the guaranteeing of Roman Catholie
liberties. Finally, he with others en-
tered into treacherous relations with
the American invaders of 1775, fled
to the States, and so dropped out of
Canadian history,

James Finlay, a member of the
Citizens’ Committee which succeeded
in establishing the first Protestant
school in Montreal, 1774, one of the
founders of the first Presbyterian
church, and one of the signers of the
capitulation to General Montgomery
in 1775, came to Montreal from Seot.-
land about 1762, He was one of the
most daring of Indian traders, for he
was the first of the Englishmen to
reach the Upper Saskatchewan, win-
tering at Nipawi House, 1771-2.

A more famous and even more ven-
turesome explorer was Alexander
Henry, author of a journal of travel
in the Northwest, which was first
published in New York in 1807. He
came to Montreal with the troops, and
obtaining permission of Gage to make
a trip to the West, he went to Albany
to outfit, and then left with a French
companion. The winter of 1775 was
passed out West in company with
Joseph and Thomas Frobisher. Re-
turning to Montreal the following
year, he made a voyage to France
and later some visits to England, as
well as other trips to the Northwest.
He played a part in the formation
of the Northwest Company, but re-
tired from the Indian trade in 1796,
confining himself to mercantile pur-
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suits within the eity till his death,
April 4th, 1824, aged eighty-four.

Of the MeGill brothers, particular-
ly James, one need hardly speak.
They were settled in Montreal by
1774, one at least as early as 1767.
John and Andrew were buried in the
Dorchester Street cemetery in 1797
and 1807, respectively ; the monument
to James may now be seen in front
of the Arts Building of the Univer-
sity he founded, while ‘‘Burnside
Place’’ perpetuates the name of his
Montreal residence.

The actual founders of the North-
West Company were the firm of Mac-
Tavish, Frobisher & Company. Simon
MacTavish, who owned the farm im-
mediately west of James MeGill’s pro-
perty, was a comparatively late ar-
rival in the ecity, but the Frobishers
were among the pioneers. They were
of English birth; Benjamin appears
to have heen the first to migrate, his
name appearing on the census sheet
of 1765, and in a merchants’ petition
of the same year; he died April 4th,
1787. The ‘‘Great Company’’ had
no more enterprising rival than
Joseph Frobisher. After some years
of successful trading as far west as
Grand Portage, in the districts fre-
quented by other traders, he passed
a winter on the Red River, probably
the first Englishman to build a fort
in this region. In 1774 he met a
party of the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany’s Indians on the Churchill River
while on their way to Fort Churchill;
believing him to be a representative
of the company, they were indueced
to trade with him, and he took away
as many furs as his canoes could
carry. Governor Hearne of the com-
pany was furious at this ‘‘seurvy
trick,’’ which, nevertheless, was Tre-
peated next year, In 1775 Thomas
explored as far west as Ile & la
Crosse, at the mouth of the Beaver
River. This brother died in Septem-
ber, 1788, at the age of forty-four.
Joseph retired from business in 1798.
T have been unable to find the date
of his death.

These, then, were the leading mem-
bers of the British mercantile com-
munity who were settled in the eity
within a half-dozen years or so of the
Conquest. The professions were then
but poorly represénted in Canada.
There was a chaplain for the troops
at Quebec, but the first Protestant
clergyman to settle permanently in
Montreal was the Reverend Doctor
Chabrand Delisle, a Swiss, who came
in 1766. It is worthy of remark that
this gentleman’s name heads the sup-
porters of practically all applications
for liquor licenses in the city in his
time, a contrast with present-day
practice. Lieutenant Daniel Robert-
son, who retired from the Forty-
Second Regiment after the Conquest,
practised medicipe in the city; Law-
rence Brmatinger’s household ac-
counts also include fees paid to a eer-
tain Doctor Huntly, Edward Antill
was the only English lawyer; he mov-
ed here from New England about
1770. The master of the first Pro-
testant school was an Irishman named
John Pullman, brought from New
York at the end of 1773.

This concludes our sketch of a eity
and its commerce, which were very
different indeed from what we see at
the present day. Though operations
were then pursued on so much smaller
a seale than now, we cannot say that
these pioneers had a whit less daring
or enterprise than the promoters of
a modern company or the builders of
a new railway. There must have been
a wonderful fascination in these long
and venturesome voyages beyond the
mere money value of the furs obtain-
ed, which would even lead a man like
Alexander Henry to spend fifteen
years at one time off in the wilds.
‘Advancing ecivilization has robbed
commerce of this romantic aspect, but
we to-day are no doubt quite satisfied
to sit at home and read of our pre-
decessors’ adventures, assured that
the year’s profits are in no danger
of vanishing all at once, in a confus-
ion of sunken ledges, white water, and
broken birch-bark.
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FICTION A LA MODE
BY R. C. READE

£ RABELLA von Morgenstein

Astood at last in the ancestral

hall of the Copperbooms &

The typewriter was clicking away
gallantly in a three-roomed Harlem
flat, as John Barr Escutcheon, pro-
fessional writer of romance employed
his sky-seraper imagination in the
construction of a baronial castle in
the early feudal style. 1t was a dif-
ficult task, but he faced it confident-
ly. Had he not once erected in
seven days a tower of Babel, that is,
a novelette wherein the characters
spoke snatches of fifteen different
languages which he had studied sim-
ultaneously, in a tourist’s manual of
conversation ?

Behind a papier maché partition,
his wife noisily clattered the break-
fast dishes in an adjoining kitchen-
ette. It was partly this interrup-
tion which had made him abandon
Arabella in the middle of a sentence.
Another reason was the sudden weak-
ening of his historical imagination.
To tell the trnth, he knew very little
about old feudal architeeture.

He took a hurried glance at a book
of engravings and at once began to
see things, and this was his vision:

““The room, in which she stood,
formed the immense high-vaulted
vestibule of a German fortress which
had for eenturies frowned down upon
the majestic Rhine, only to be car-
ried away, stone by stone, and set
upon the brow of the parapetted hills
overlooking the still more majestic
Hudson. Although it was now the
abode of a respectable modern cap-
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tain of industry, it was still sugges-
tive of a robber baron’s eagle nest,
full of dungeons and human bones.
It was eerie, ghostlike and gloomy.

‘‘ Arabella would have shivered in
terror had she been alone. But a
doughty champion stood by her side.
It was young Ferdinand Copperboom,
with a gold-tipped ecigarette in his
hand, and elegantly high-waisted,
monocled.

‘“‘Her fierce old sire would have
turned purple with rage had he
known where her afternoon’s motor
ride had brought her. 'With a pride
begotten of three generations of in-
herited wealth, he loathed and ab-
ominated the upstart millions of the
Copperbooms. He had strenuously
opposed them on the Stock Exchange.
He had bid against them for boxes
at the Horse Show. He had black-
balled them when they sought ad-
mission to the Yacht Club. He had
in fact expressly forbidden his daugh-
ter to exchange cards with them.
Once, when he learned that she had
danced with Ferdinand Copperboom,
he had fallen down in an apoplectic
fit. His life had been saved only by
her solemn promise to avoid Ferdi-
nand as she would avoid last year’s
fashions.

““Yet fate laughs at angry fathers.
Her car had broken down in the very
shadow of the porteullis, under ecir-
cumstances that looked suspiciously
as if the chauffeur had been bribed.
Ferdinand appeared from within the
carved gateway, and she had been un-
able to resist his offer of hospitality
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until the motor was convalescent. He
expressed deep sorrow for her mis-
hap. Grinning gargoyles winked as
they heard him.”’,

A sauce pan fell with a bang in
the kitechen. The author winced, but
stoically followed after Ferdinand
and Arabella.

‘““And now with beating hearts,
they stood alone in the glorious
baronial hall, the black oak panel-
ling of which it would have taken
the whole yearly dividend from Stan-
dard Oil to purchase. Not all the
wealth of the Orient or one week’s
box-office receipts from all the moving
picture palaces in America could have
paid a ten per cent. deposit on the
priceless canvases which hung on
either side of the great fireplace.”’

There was a sharp roaring pande-
monium as if Niagara had suddenly
fallen into some gigantie tin bath-tub.
Mrs. Escutecheon had just turned on
the hot water tap.

““Confound it, Mary,’”’ he called
testily, ‘‘can’t you make a little less
row? I’ve got to get this yarn off my
hands in order to pay the rent at the
end of the week.”’

There was a crescendo crash of di-
shes like the end of a Wagnerian over-
ture, and then—silence.

““Diamonds and opals,’’ the ten-dol-
lar ‘‘factory-rebuilt’’ typewriter was
once again dreaming, °‘‘turquoise,
jasper and chrysoberyl flashed under
their feet in the iridescent splen-
dour of rugs from the looms of
Shiraz. The light of day filtered in
awed humility through einquecento
stained glass windows, and mingled
respectfully with the soft glow of
golden electric lights set on the walls
in sconces of silver. The upholstery,
the hangings, the carved beams of
the high eceiling, the quaint bronze
satyrs poised on delicate pedestals
of marble, everything was the last
word in Fifth Avenue millionaire
‘chic’. The very knobs of the great
doors were works of art.”

Again the typewriter stopped. The
author’s wife emerged from the Kkit-

chen, drying her hands on her apron.

““See here, John,’’ said she, ‘‘while
you’re making the rent, you just put
in enough words to buy me a new
dress. I’ve worn my old brown foul-
ard till I’m sick of it. I’ve just got
to have one of those new models that
are slashed at the knees.”’

The author counted a pile of type-
written pages.

“Mary,”’ said he, ‘‘how much do
you think that dress of yours will
cost?”’

““I saw a lovely one yesterday in
Wan & Akers for $35.00.”’

““Oh Lord,’’ groaned the builder of
castles, ‘‘I’ve spun this plot out all
ready till it’s so thin a breath would
break it. That fat old Sokem and
his rent is just about the limit of its
strength. But perhaps it might
stand the strain of a little dress mat-
erial.”’

‘Tt would never be noticed,”” said
his wife coaxingly, ‘‘dresses now are
just as flimsy and light as plots.””

““That may be,’’ retorted the au-
thor, ‘‘but, nonetheless, a skimpy
plot, like a skimpy dress, is an out-
rage upon decency, upon artistic de-
ceney; a proceeding which, as an ar-
tist, I am forced to consider thor-
oughly reprehensible,——"’

““Oh John! My old brown foul-
ard -

““But, as a husband, my dear,”’
said he, interrupting her cry of dis-
may, ‘‘as a husband, I view the mat-
ter in quite a different light. I'll
make your dress, and my artistic con-
science ean go hang.”’

Thereupon he turned his eyes from
the ugly panorama of housetops
which was the only view his window
afforded, and hastened in imagina-
tion, back to the lordly hall of the
Copperbooms. It was exactly as he
had left it. Arabella and Ferdin-
and were still there, but had not
ventured even to speak, without his
permission.

‘““And yet, the two occupants of
this gorgeous chamber of unfettered
faney, surrounded by a magnificence
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unequalled even at an Indian Dur-
bar or on a trans-Atlantic liner, had
eyes for none of it. Dressed exquis-
itely in a marvelous motor toilette
from Worth’s, she was still a woman ;
clothed immaculately in an afternoon
lounge suit after the latest Bond St.
fashion, he was still a man. The
reason of their indifference to the
opulence and luxury of their sur-
roundings was a simple one. They
were young and in love.’’

The progress of the typewriter was
suddenly interrupted by a soft pair
of arms which stole around the neck
of the toiling purveyor of fiction.

““You dear lovely old Hubbikins,’’
cried his wife, enthusiastically im-
printing a kiss on his corrugated
brow. “‘To think that all those words
really mean a dress for me! You
wonderful dress-making Hubbikins,
to be able to make a costume just
out of your head!”’

‘“Mary,”” said Hubbikins, alias
John Barr Escutcheon on magazine
tables of contents, ‘‘if you bother me
any more with these sweet gherkin
interruptions, your dress will be al-
together in my head, a mere figment
of my imagination, an impalpable
web of daringly diaphanous fancy,
an—er—, in short there won’t be any
dress.”’

‘““No dress!”” she ejaculated in
mock alarm. ‘“‘Do hurry up and fin-
ish it. I won’t interrupt any more.’’

Thus assured, the harassed author
returned to his task and rescued
Ferdinand Copperboom from a sil-
ence that was beginning to be em-
barrassing.

‘ “Arabella von Morgenstein;’ the
young heir to the Copperboom mill-
ions declared in impassioned tones,
‘Arabella, I love you. I love only
you. There runs in your veins the
haughty watered stock of the most
ancient railway system in America,
and my millions are only of yester-
day; but that is nothing. The gos-
sip of the Four Hundred is nothing ;
your father’s disdain is nothing. Be
bold and risk his rage—for my sake.

If he cuts you off with a beggarly
five millions a year, I will still gladly
embrace such poverty, with you. Even
in this basement iai—ne looked con-
temptuously around the spacious
baronial hall—with this cheap mat-
ting under our feet—he stamped on
a priceless Turkish rug—with those
wretched daubs on our walls—he
shook his fist at the old masters in
their frames of pure gold—in all this
squalor and misery, we ean still be
happy.” His voice broke as he con-
cluded in wild emotion, ‘Oh, Ara-
bella, be mine.” *’

“For five dollars, I could get such
a pretty lace jabot,’’ said the author’s
wife unfeelingly, in the midst of Fer-
dinand’s misery.

‘‘Look here, Arabella—] mean
Mary,”’ execlaimed the author wear-
ily, ‘‘will you please not interrupt?”’

‘“Oh, I wasn’t interrupting,’’ said
she sweetly, ‘‘1 was just thinking to
myself. Anyway, I could do without
the jabot, but I must have some gray
pearl buttons to fasten the open side
of the skirt. There are such ugly
black ones, almost as big as saucers,
on the dress in the store. They don’t
harmonize at all. But surely, dear—
you’re so elever—you could easily get
your old typewriter to make me
twelve little bits of pearl buttons?’’

““Mary,”” proclaimed the author
solemnly, ‘“you’re risking the happi-
ness of two innocent young lives. I’ve
religiously kept them apart for over
twenty pages, but, if it hadn’t been
for you, they would, this very mo-
ment, be clasped in one another’s
arms. If you insist on your pearl
buttons I've got to keep them apart
a little while longer, and Heaven
knows what may happen. Old Mor-
genstein may come in, or young Cop-
perboom in despair, thinking that
Arabella does not love him, may go
and blow his silly young brains out.”’

““And I’d be guilty of murder!’’
She shuddered. ‘I would almost
rather not have the pearl buttor;s.:’

““You see what a serious thing it is
to disturb a man when he is con-
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strueting a story. I once killed two
hundred people, although in truth
my sin wasn’t original, by making
their boat strike an iceberg—just be-
cause some one came in and inter-
rupted me. Before then, I hadn’t the
faintest intention of any such whole-
sale drowning. But, still, I think I
can get you your buttons without
shedding one drop of blood. It will
only take a paragraph or two.”’
‘“Couldn’t you make me the jabot
as well? That is, of course, if you
don’t have to kill anyone. I really
don’t want it if you have to murder
anyone, or even if you have to make
Arabella and Ferdinand quarrel.”’
““That’s all right,”’ said the author
cheerily, with the end of his work in
sight. ‘‘I guess I ecan squeeze in your
Jabot. But you needn’t worry about
Ferdinand and Arabella quarrelling.
You don’t catech two lovers quarrel-
ling at the end of my stories. They
daren’t do it. I won’t let them.”’
He turned to his work again, and
the typewriter, as if weary of in-
action, like a spirited thoroughbred,
fvas, in a few seconds, galloping mad-

““She gazed at him from under
long lashes, which held aeons of ten-
derness and unspoken infinitudes of
love. Her bosom heaved, her lips
parted, but before she could speak, a
stately butler with round calves en-
meshed in rose silk stockings, enter-
ed the hall, and solemnly paced to-
ward young Copperboom, with a note
extended on a silver salver. He took
it and flung it unread on the couch
beside him. The butler bowed and,
with leisurely dignity his rose silk
calves twinkled their way out of the
room.”’

‘““‘That butler is due altogether to
your jabot,”’ said the author to his
wife, who was now leaning over his
shoulder awaiting the finish of the
story in breathless excitement. ‘I

never intended to use him, but, per-
haps, he serves, at least I hope so,

some artistic purpose in heightening
the interest by delaying the conclu-
sion. But, anyway, even if you were
to threaten me with divorce, my con-
science will not permit me to delay
matters any longer. I must get these
lovers into one another’s arms.”’

His fingers descended on the keys
and ‘‘ ‘Speak, Arabella, speak?’ cried
Ferdinand in an agony of hope de-
ferred.

‘‘ ‘Ferdinand,’ she whispered with
her hands pressed over her heart, ‘I
can never—’’

““ ‘Oh, say not so, Arabella.’
face blanched in sudden terror.

“‘But I can’t, I can’t,” she mur-
mured in a low hysterical laugh, I
can’t tell you how mueh I love you.’

‘“She was in his arms, and, on her
cheeks and lips descended a rain of
kisses like some sacramental baptism
of love.

‘“ ‘But what about your note?’ she
exclaimed, when she had recovered
breath.

‘“ ‘He opened it. ‘Your chauffeur
says your car is in good order now.’

‘“ ‘But I don’t want to go just yet.
I'll stay and have tea with you, and
I don’t care what father thinks.’

““In this way the younger genera-
tion of the Von Morgensteins and
Copperbooms plighted their troth,
disregarding ancestral prejudices,
like the children of the Capulets and
Montagus of old.”’

““That’s the end,”” said the author,
counting the pages, ‘‘and if I get my
usual rates; and if the editor doesn’t
shorten it, there will be enough for
the landlord and for your dress, and
pearl buttons, and lace. jabot, and
perhaps a box of imported cigars for
myself.”’

““It’s wonderful,”’ reflected his
wife with a pleased laugh, ““I never
thought that dresses could be made
on a typewriting machine. I’m sure
I am very grateful to Ferdinand and
Arabella, I hope they will live to-
gether very happily.”’

His
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THE SHACK ON

THE NORTH

TR AL
BY RONALD GRAEME

RIP, drip, drip, drip!
D The man sitting by the table
looked up from the book he was
reading. Surely it had not started
to rain. The sunset had been beauti-
ful, without any indication of a com-
ing storm.

He rose from his chair and, walk-’

ing to the window, drew aside the
blind which covered it.

No, there was a thin strip of moon-
light between the side of the shack
and the gate in the high board
fence. The sky was clear and star-
lit—no trace there of a rain-cloud.

The man let the blind fall over the
window and, returning to his seat,
picked up a magazine,

Drip, drip, drip, drip! :

This time he got up and walked
quickly into the other room of the
shack and glanced into the jug and
basin on the primitive washstand.
Both were empty. He retraced his
steps and, crossing the living-room,
flung open the door of the tiny kitch-
en. Everything was just as he had
left it when he finished the ‘‘chores’’
after his evening meal. The kettle
was singing softly on the stove. The
pail of water he had carried in from
the spring was in its aceustomed
place, covered with its wooden lid.
Nothing had been spilt anywhere.

He stood by the stove a moment
or two. He might as well make the
cup of cocoa he usually drank before
going to bed. True, it was earlier
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than usual, but that curious sugges-
tion of rain dripping had sent a
shiver down his back, and he fancied
he was cold.

He carried the cup of steaming co-
coa into the living-room and, placing
it on the table by the lamp, walked
to a shelf above a small table in a
corner on which stood three or four
cups and saucers, a sugar-bowl and
other odds and ends, flanked by a
small travelling clock in a leather
case. Its hands pointed to nine
o’clock.

“I may as well go to bed right
now,”’ he told himself. ‘‘I’ve got to
be at Jack’s by seven in the morning,
and I’ll have to pull out of here
about five.”’

He turned over the pages of one of
the magazines on the table beside
him as he stirred his cocoa, and as
he drank he wondered what had
caused that sound of water dripping
from some as yet undiscovered source.
He would look outside in the morn-
ing. Perhaps the big rain-water bar-
rel under the eaves above the porch
needed a little repairing. And yet
if the water was finding its way out
of that, surely it would trickle down
its sides! Well, whatever it was, it
had stopped now.

He lifted the lamp from the table
and, going towards the outer door,
turned the key in the lock and then
went into the bedroom and was soon
sleeping soundly.
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The sun was rising in a blaze of
rose when Donald Gillespie mounted
his horse in the early morning and
turned his head towards the west. He
did not feel quite certain in his own
mind that he knew the trail to Char-
lie Mitehell’s. He had only ridden
out there once, and then J ack Mitch-
ell had been with him and he had de-
pended on him for guidance, though
his keen eye had noticed such land-
marks as he could find on the rolling
prairie.

It was four hours later when he
dismounted at Mitchell’s, welcomed
by a chorus of barking dogs which
brought Jack from the house and
Charlie from the open door of the
stable, piteh-fork in hand.

““Hullo, old man!”’ Charlie called
pleasantly. ‘“You must have started
out early this morning.”’

Donald Gillespie led his horse to-
wards the stable.

“ow are you, Charlie?’’ he said
as he shook hands, ‘I pulled out at
five, because I must get back again
to-night, and I may have to go south
to-morrow.”’

““You made pretty good time. 'l
bet you didn’t stop to get any break-
fast before you left,”” Jack Mitehell
said, as he joined his friend. ““Char-
lie’ll fix your horse; you come into
the house; the Missis’ll give you
some breakfast.”’

When Gillespie had done justice to
the tempting breakfast Mrs. Mitehell
placed before him, the two men took
a stroll round the ranch buildings.
The new Suffolk Punch, in his big
corral, the last bunch of colts, and
Mrs. Mitchell’s prize-winning flock of
white Wyandottes, all came in for
their due share of admiration.

¢«“Where are you living now, Don?”’
Jack Mitchell asked.

¢ found a three-roomed shack
just a little out of town, with a bit
of land round it, that was the very
thing I wanted. Tt had been empty
some time, the owner said, and had
no pump in the house, but T didn’t
care about that. I got so beastly

.clear,

tired of living in hotels and boarding-
houses 1 was only too glad to try
‘patching’ again.”’

¢ Just a little out of town. How
far is it?’’ asked Jack.

“Qh, it’s only about a mile from
the post-office, near the little hosp-
ital,”’ the other answered.

Jack Mitehell stood still and look-
ed at him.

«“What’s the matter, Jack?’’ Gil-
lespie asked.

“1 was wondering
could be,’”’ he said. -

¢“Perhaps you know it. It has
rather a broad, wide porch, and there
is a lean-to kitchen at the back. It’s
not muech, but it suits me, and I
like it better than the hotels.’’

Jack made no reply.

Lunch time came round pretty
quickly, it seemed to (illespie, and
he found himself seated. at table next
a new addition to the family ecirele.

¢“You haven’t met Miss Sassuliteh,
Donald,” Mrs. Mitchell said as her
husband and Gillespie entered the
room.

The girl on whom Gillespie’s eyes
lingered was rather striking-looking.
She was very tall, with a graceful
willowy figure. Masses of bright chest-
nut hair were twisted carelessly on
her head and fell softly over her tem-
ples. Her skin was very pale and
and as she talked and waxed
enthusiastic over any topic of conver-
sation which interested her, a brill-
iant colour tinged her cheeks, and the
hazel eyes with their dark lashes look-
ed almost black.

¢ And so you like our prairie coun-
try, Miss Sassulitch?’’ Gillespie ask-

what shack it

“No, I do not like the prairie so
much as this—what you ecall%¥—the
Toothills,”’ she said, smiling.

He thought how rich and full her
voice sounded.

“You speak- English very well,”’
he ventured to say.

¢“Ah, you are good! my nurse was
Fnglish, that T had in my country;
she did teach me.”’
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‘“What is your country ?’’ he asked
then, ’

‘“‘Russia. I was born in St. Peters-
burg,’’ she replied.

““Russia! Really! I have always
wished to go there. I fancy the
Steppes must be like our prairies.
How long have you been here?”’

‘‘In this country? Oh, I came first
to Montreal five years ago. I did
stay two years there. Then I did to
Toronto, go, and I remained three
years, and after that I came here
two months,”’ she laughed softly.

Gillespie was wondering if all Rus-
sians were as fascinating and beauti-
ful as this girl. There was a charm
in the quaint manner in which she
expressed herself and he thought he
had never listened to a more musical
voice. When he rose to take leave of
his friends he realized that he had
not transacted all the business he had
set out with the idea of accomplish-
ing, and that he had been rendered
utterly oblivious of his purpose by
the witchery of those wonderful hazel
eyes with their curling lashes, under
the level, finely-arched brows. As he
rode homewards he almost congratul-
ated himself that he had not finished
his business at the ranch. For now
he had a fairly reasonable excuse to
return there at no very distant date.

The fire in his little kitchen stove
was very long in burning up that
night, and Donald Gillespie smiled
whimsieally as he thought how pleas-
ant it might be to return to the shack
after one of his cattle buying expedi-
tions into the country, and find a
supper table already laid for him
and a pair of beautiful hazel eyes
smiling a welcome into his own.
What was it Mrs. Mitchell had called
her? Olga! Yes, that was it—Olga
Sassulitch! He repeated the name to
himself two or three times, for he
rather liked its eadence.

He was hard hit, bowled out com-
pletely for the first time in his life—
he, Donald Gillespie, sober, steady-
going Donald, for whom none of the
Western girls had had any charm or

winsomeness, pretty as many of them
were,

As he sat drinking his cocoa, sud-
denly he heard a sound. He drew
himself up in his chair.

Drip, drip, drip, drip!

He started up from his seat. Ag-
ain he went from one room to another
in a vain attempt to locate the sound
of falling liquid. He flung wide the
door opening on to the porch. The
surface of the water in the big rain
barrel was calm and unruffled in its
corner below the eaves. The moon-
light, as on the previous night, flood-
ed the patch of land, and the stable
to the left of him. All was quiet
there.

Arrangements for the buying of
beef cattle for the man who had the
monopoly of the business in that part
of the country kept Gillespie hard at
work for weeks. North, south, east
and west he went in his search. He
had been away from his shack for
days at a time during the past two
months and many times he had got
off the train in the early morning
8o played out, that he had thrown
himself dressed on his bed, so tired
that he was asleep almost before his
head had touched the pillow.

The train from the south was draw-
ing into the station, and Gillespie
had gathered his papers together and
thrown his coat over his arm ready to
alight. There were only a few pass-
engers in the Pullman, a couple of
commereial travellers, an elderly lady
with a little girl, and another woman
whose back had been towards him
most of the journey from MacLeod.

Suddenly she rose from her seat.

“My bag, my bag!’’ she almost
sereamed, ‘‘I put it under the seat
when I went into the diner; it’s
gone!’’

Her face was flushed as she ex-
citedly walked to the end of the car,
calling for the conductor as she went.
In a minute she was back, followed by
the eonductor and the porter.

“I guess T -know where I put it,
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I left it right there under that seat,”’
she said.

The two officials commenced a
seareh of the ear, which was not ex-
hausted when the train pulled up at
the platform. Gillespie did not wait
to see whether the missing valise was
discovered. He had not dined on the
train, and as he had left MacLeod
in too great a hurry to think of eat-
ing he was feeling somewhat hungry.
The shack was at least a mile, rather
more, from the station, and he walk-
ed rapidly away towards 1

He had just gone into his tiny bed-
room, lamp in hand, a couple of hours
later, almost ready to tumble into
bed, when he heard the rattle of
wheels, the plungings of a horse, the
shrill seream of a woman, then a
crash.

In a moment he had unlocked the
outer door, He knew what had happ-
ened. There was a heap of stones on
the right of the shack, and the horse
had shied at it, overturning the
vehicle in trying to bolt out of the
deep ruts of the trail. He ran down
the little path and as he reached the
gate in his fence, he heard a Wwo-
man’s voice; somehow it seemed fa-
miliar.

“Darn fool,”’ she shouted. Why
didn’t you hold him?’’

<“Piteh black night like this, who’d
a thought he’d shy at a pile o’
stones,’’ a man’s voice answered loud-
ly. :
Plainly no one was hurt, Gillespie
thought. He advanced towards the
group, faintly distinguishable in the
gloom.

«“Can T be of any assistance?’’ he
asked.
~ ‘T guess if you can lend me a lan-
tern 1’d be obliged,”’ the man an-
swered.

<1711 get one in a minute. Won't
you come into my shack for a little

while 2’ he said, turning towards the
woman. :

¢‘Thank you, I reckon I will,”’ was
the reply, and ghe followed him up
the pathway.

The light of the lamp on the table
fell on her face as she sank into
the big chair Gillespie pulled for-
ward for her.

He recognied her at once. It was
the woman who had lost her valise
on the train.

“Did you find it after all?’’ he
asked her.

““Find what?’’

“Your valise. I was on the train
when you missed it.”’

““Yes, I got it all right, that nigger
porter had moved it into the smoker,”’
she said.

«Would you like a cup of tea, or
anything?’’ he asked, as he lighted
the lantern in the kitchen doorway.

. ““If you could give me some water
and a glass—I’ve got a flask in my
pocket,”” she replied.

He placed a jug of water on the
table beside her and walked towards
the outer door of the shack.

“Make yourself as comfortable as
you can; we’ll soon get the rig fixed
up,”’ he said.

The woman did not answer him,
except by a nod. Her eyes were wan-
dering round the room.

1t took some time to right matters
outside. One of the traces was brok-
en in such a way as to be practically
useless; however, a bit of rope and
some string, the never-failing ‘‘re-
pair outfit’’ of the Westerner’s poe-
ket, eventually made a fairly decent
job of what at first had looked almost
hopless.

They were hitching the horse now ;
he had been standing quietly enough
ginee they had got him on his feet.
A shadow across the stream of light

from the open door of the shack

and an exclamation caused Gillespie
to turn round.

The woman was flying down the
path towards them.

¢ can’t stay there, I can’t stay
there,”’ she exclaimed, with a sob.

«“Why? What’s the matter?’’ the
other man asked; ‘‘scared, eh?”’

She climbed into the rig but made
no reply.

TV
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‘“Oh, she’s just a bit overdone,”’
Gillespie remarked. He picked up a
rug and spread it over her knees.
She was weeping unrestrainedly now,
her face hidden in her hands.

The man took his place beside her
and with a repetition of his thanks
to Gillespie, gathered the lines in his
hands and started out on the trail
again,

Gillespie watched the rig disap-
pear in the darkness, and he wonder-
ed vaguely where it was going and
who the woman could be. She was a
good-looking woman of rather a bold,
coarse type. The man was a driver
for one of the livery stables in the
little town. They turned off north-
wards as he stood watching them,
and he knew there were only two or
three houses in that direction.

He looked at his wateh and found
that it was nearly one o’clock in the
morning, and realized that it had
taken longer than he thought to fix
up the damaged harness, and that he
was very tired and sleepy.

Olga Sassulitch was reading a let-
ter in the living-room of the Mitchell
ranch, and her face as she perused
it expressed many conflicting emo-
tions.

Mrs. Jack Mitchell glanced at her
from time to time, until she said:

‘“What’s bothering you, Olga
dear?”’

‘““This letter; it’s from Vassili,”’
the girl answered. ‘‘He wants me to
go back to Russia; he is coming here
to fetch me,’’ she added.

““Oh, surely not,”” Mrs. Mitchell
exclaimed.

““I do not want to go—do not let
him take me.”’

The girl was on her knees in front
of the older woman. :

“Why, Olga, Olga, you need not
g0; you are your own mistress, and
this is a free country, thank God.”’

“I know, I know! I never want
to see Russia again! The thought of

a return does paralyze, terrify me."

1 think always of my father, of his

devotion to the Cause, of the secret
police and how Gregor Gregorovitch
did betray him. Oh, no! A million
times, I cannot go back to Russia!’’

‘“When is your brother coming?’’
asked Mrs. Mitchell.

‘“Soon, soon—in a week, two weeks
maybe.”’

A barking and yelpmg of dogs
sounded through the open window.
Mrs. Mitchell rose from her seat and
looked across the yard. A man was
getting off his horse.

““It’s Donald Gillespie,”” she cried,
‘““‘and Jack and Charlie are both out.
He must be going to stay the night.”’

A tell-tale blush dyed the pale
cheeks of the girl.

Mrs. Mitchell hurried out of the
room to see that the kettle was boil-
ing. She knew Gillespie’s weakness
for a cup of tea after his long ride
to the ranch,

By the time she had made the tea
and cut bread and butter and cake
and carried the tray into the living-
room, Donald Gillespie was there be-
fore her, talking earnestly to Olga.
Something in his attitude caused her
to hesitate a moment before placing
the tray on the table. His back was
towards her, and he was speaking in
low tones to the girl seated in the
chair facing the bay window.

Neither of them had heard her come

“into the room, so she made a rattling

noise with the tea cups.

““Why, Donald,’”’ she said, coming
forward, as he turned at the sound,
“I’m pleased to see you, but Jack
and Charlie are both out.”’

‘¢ T did not come to see them, Mrs.
Mitchell,”” Gillespie said, shaking
hands. ‘‘I just wanted a night in
the country, perhaps a day as well,
as I wasn’t busy.”’

“You know you are always wel-
come, whether you come on ‘business’
or just for a lazy spell,”’ was the
laughing reply.

‘“I passed the mail coming out.
Birch had a passenger with him,”’
he said, as they sat at tea. ‘‘No one
I knew, though.””
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“] didn’t know anyone was eX-
pected by our neighbours,”” Mrs.
Mitchell said.

‘1t always to me is a wonderful
thing how in this scattered country,
with ranch houses apart so far, you
all know one another’s affairs of
others,”” and Olga smiled as she spoke.

““Not always,”’ Gillespie laughed,
and his eyes rested on the beautiful
face opposite him.

Mrs. Mitchell thought they were
a wonderfully good-looking pair.

Donald Gillespie was six feet,
broad-shouldered and well set up.
His features were fairly regular, and
his hair was dark and close-cropped.
His blue eyes were frank and kindly
in expression.

Mrs. Mitchell rose from her seat
after some time. Olga helped her
to replace the cups on the tray.

“Mrs. Mitehell, I want to tell you
something,”’ Gillespie said, as she
moved towards the door.

““Yes?"’ she said, and replaced the
tray on the table. Donald Gillespie
took the girl’s hand in both his own.
““T have asked Olga to marry me,”’
he said quietly.

“Oh! Donald!’”’ There was pleas-
ed surprise in Mrs, Mitchell’s tone.

“You have made her so happy
these months she has been with you
that I wanted you to know first, be-
fore anyone else, he added.

“0 Olga! Now you need never go
back to Russia!’’

She kissed the girl on both cheeks
as she spoke.

““T am very glad, Donald, for both
your sakes. I think you will be very
happy.”’ o

Mrs. Mitchell’s eyes were suspicl-
ously moist as she grasped Donald’s
hands in her own.

The green-shaded lamp threw very
little light on the faces of the two
men bending over the pile of papers
between them on the table, and till
the watcher’s eyes had grown accust-
omed to the gloom, he could not dis-
tinguish what it was they were doing.

The two men at the table were por-
ing over long columns of figures,
stirange hieroglyphics in some un-
known tongue, documents with curi-
ous seals attached to them. Neither
of them spoke. Sheet after sheet of
paper was torn up and thrown to the
floor. Suddenly the taller sprang to
his feet, pointing to a name on the
paper in his hand.

The other man rose in his chair.

‘With a bound the tall man was at
the other’s side, grasping him by the
throat. Backwards and forwards
they rocked, now this way, now that.
They ecrashed into the table, and the
green lamp shade was smashed into
a thousand pieces. The small man
was gaining an advantage; a deft
twist of the arm and the tall man
was foreing him down, down and
‘backwards over the table. A flash of
steel in the lamplight, a writhing
form—then, stillness.

Snateching the papers hastily from
the table and thrusting them into a
bag, the murderen sprang to the
door. He glanced for a second at the
motionless figure, and as he paused a
ray of light fell across his face. Then
he turned and fled into the night.

A door at the other side of the room
opened, and a woman came hurriedly
forward. She staggered wild-eyed
against the wall, gazing helplessly,
fearfully, at the ghastly sight before
her; the upturned face, the blood
drip, drip, dripping to the floor.

Donald Gillespie sat up in his bed.

“Thank God, it was a dream.’’

The beads of perspiration were
standing on his forehead. His heart
was beating to suffocation. His fin-
gers were trembling as he groped for
mateches to light the lamp on the shelf
above his head.

He threw open the door leading
into the living-room. Before him was
the room he had seen in his dream.

" Everything was as he had left it the

night before. Quiet, peaceful, order-
‘ly, it looked in the light of the lamp.
The little travelling clock struck four,
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Gillespie placed- the lamp on the
table, and walking to the outer door,
flung it open and went out on to the
porch. The day was breaking in the
east. He could sleep no more. So
he walked to the pump in the yard
and let a cool stream of water run
over his face and head.

Refreshed, he returned to his room
and dressed in his riding things. Then
he threw himself across the saddle
and cantered away towards the town.
There were several letters for him
at, the mail, including one from Olga.
Reading it, he forgot everything eise.
It was full of expressions of affec-
tion. Her brother was eoming into
town next week, she said, and would
come to see him. He had given up
the idea of taking her back to Russia,
realizing that her happiness was here
in this new country of blessed free-
dom. His own life was devoted to
the Cause, the Great Cause, and he
could best achieve its high and lofty
purpose in the land of his birth.

Gillespie found much to occupy
his mind that day, various matters of
business requiring immediate atten-
tion keeping him rushing from one
place to another.

Seven o’clock was striking as he
went up the steps of the hotel on
Stewart avenue that evening, and he
realized that he had been the whole
day without food.

Gillespie was sitting on his porch in
the cool of the evening, smoking and
reading, about a couple of weeks
later. He raised his eyes from his
book and glanced towards the town.
Walking leisurely along the trail was
a tall man, a stranger evidently, from
his manner of glancing from side to
side as if he were looking for some
place. He stopped and spoke to
three or four children playing on the
grass by the side of the trail. They
pointed in the direction of the shack.

As the man drew closer, Gillespie
was conscious of a strange sensation
of something familiar in the figure.
He rose from his seat as the stranger

turned at the gate in front of the
shack and came quickly towards him.

‘T am Vassili Sassuliteh,’’ he said
as he stood, hat in hand, on the steps
of the porch.

““Yes, 1 know, Olga’s brother,”’
Donald Gillespie replied. This, then,
accounted for that strange sense of
familiarity. There was the same pale
clear skin, the same arched eyebrows
and refined features; but the eyes
were very dark, and the thick hair
and moustache were jet black.

It was in the expression that the
difference in the two faces was most
noticeable, and yet it was not easy
to define.

‘“And so you wish to marry my
sister?’’ Vassili Sassulitch said, as
they were sitting smoking in the liv-
ing-room, some time later. They had
been talking of the Russian’s ap-
proaching return to his own country.
Sassulitch spoke English with much
more ease and fluency than his sister,
but his voice had the same rich mus-
ical tone,

“Yes, I think T can make her
happy, happier and more peaceful
here than she could be in her own
land,”” Donald replied.

““I cannot be happy out of Rus-
sia,”” the other said. ‘‘I only left it
now to see how Olga was and if she
wished to return with me. I had not
seen her since I left her at the con-
vent in Montreal about five years ago,
when she was sixteen,’”’ he added.

““This is your first visit to the West,
then ?’’ Gillespie asked.

Sassulitch looked at him a minute
before replying, and a curious ex-
pression flashed over his face.

‘‘No,”” he said, ‘I was in the West
five years ago for a short time.’’

Donald had risen from his chair
while the other was speaking. Tak-
ing the lamp from the shelf above the
small table in the corner, he lighted
it and placed it on the table in the
centre of the room.

He opened the door leading into the
kitechen, and putting some fresh water
into the kettle, turned on the draught
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in the stove. He busied himself for
some minutes there.

Vassili Sassuliteh, left alone in the
living-room, glanced round him as the
lamp flared up and illuminated the
dim spaces unseen before in the dusk
of the evening.

Suddenly he drew himself up in
his seat. Where was he? What room
was this which struck him as he saw
it now, with the feeling of having
been in it before?

Drip, drip, drip, drip!

Gillespie entered the room from the
kitchen. The visitor was grasping
the arms of his chair with both hands,
his face livid, his eyes fixed and
staring.

Drip, drip, drip, drip!

Gillespie felt the perspiration break
out on his forehead. He heard again
the strange, weird sound, that awful
sound he had heard in his terrifying
dream—the blood falling drop by
drop on the pile of tossed and crump-
led papers on the floor. Great God!
Now he knew! The face of Vassili
Sassuliteh was the face of the man in
that ghastly dream who had stood for
a moment in the light of the lamp.

With a tremenduous effort, Gilles-
pie pulled himself together. Walking
to the table in the corner, he poured
out a glass of neat whiskey and turn-
ed towards the figure in the chair
with the dark eyes gazing into vac-
ancy. :

“‘In this room, this very room,”’
he said in deep tomes, ‘‘I killed the
man who betrayed my father.”’

Donald Gillespie’s heart stood
still.

‘T followed him from Russia,’’ Sas-
sulitch went on, ‘‘all over the world,
always a day too late. And then
five years ago, I found him. I was
on time that night, for the next day
he would have fled north, south, who
knows? And I should have lost him.
He was a traitor to the Cause.”’

A month later, Jack Mit.chelol was
sitting by his friend’s bedside in the
hospital where Donald Gillespie was

slowly recovering from an attack of
brain fever.

““Good heavens, Don,”’ he said, ‘I
would never have let you remain in
that shack an hour. MacTavish
never could get anyone to stay in it,
they said it was haunted.

Gillespie moved his head as if to
speak. Mitchell went on:

““Some years ago a Russian or a
Pole who lived in it was found dead.
A woman who had come with him
from the States diseovered him lying
on a table in the room stabbed to
the heart. She had had nothing to do
with it. There was a pile of torn-up
papers, letters and documents in some
foreign lingo, Russian, I suppose, on
the table and floor, but not a scrap
which could give the slightest clue.
The woman swore no foreign friends
had ever come to see him; she only
knew he was not an American, though
he told her his name was John Gre-
gory, and he spoke English well, but
with a slight accent she -could not
deseribe. It was a mysterious re-
venge of some sort.”’

¢“What was she like?’’ Gillespie’s
voice was little more than a whisper.

““Oh! A good-looking, dark-eyed
woman of rather a coarse type,’’ was
the reply.

The woman who had rushed sobb-
ing from the shack and the woman
of Gillespie’s dream were one and the
same,

Bit by bit Mitchell drew from him
the story of that awful dream, and
then after a scomewhat lengthy pause
he said:

“Well, we shall never know now
what it was that caused the curious
sound of dripping you heard.”’

Gillespie’s eyes asked a question.

““There was no time to save any-
thing but a few of your personal be-
longings, after the firemen found you
lying unconscious on the bedroom
floor. A sudden draught from the
open door must have caused the lamp
to explode. The shack burned to the
ground in less than an hour.”’

““Thank God!’’ Gillespie breathed.
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O other of Tennyson’s more am-
N bitious poems has gained so lit-

tle public recognition as his own
favourite, ‘‘Maud’’. This was the
poet’s greatest literary disappoint-
ment, for, in spite of all adverse
criticism, he persisted in regarding
it as one of his masterpieces. Al-
ways a capable and severe critic of
his own works, he thought the public
did not understand ‘‘Maud’’, and he
was led to make more interpretative
comment upon the poem than upon
any other of his productions. In ad-
dition, he finally left with his son a
very careful analysis, or headings
for the various divisions, in the hope
that the public would come to under-
stand it and appreciate it. As a con-
sequence, a much truer estimate of
“Maud’’ has of late been forming,
and the poem may be coming into its
own. But a full appreciation of its
deep significance can come only
when we discover its affiliation to the
poet’s other works and interpret it as
a contribution to his view of life and
the world.

The number of hasty and erroneous
interpretations given to ‘‘Maud’’ up-
on its first appearance in 1855 would
now be amusing if it were not all so
pathetic. As Dr. R. J. Mann says,
““The guild of ecrities . . acted
upon the assumption that it held the
vested right of seeing at a glance
what high genius had only perfected
through the expenditure of prolonged

2

and patient labour.”” Even the re-
putation gained by the poet for ‘‘The
Princess’’ and ‘‘In Memoriam’’ did
not save Tennyson from these hasty
and shallow critics. The views ‘‘of-
fered as interpretations of the object
and meaning’’ of the poem, as Dr.
Mann shows, varied all the way from
that which considered it a mere
‘““‘spasm’’ to that which regarded it
as an expression of a ‘‘rampant and
rabid blood-thirstiness of soul.”’

The utter foolishness and ignorance
of such views was soon made mani-
fest by the interpretation of Dr. Ro-
bert James Mann, which appeared
the following year under the title,
‘““Tennyson’s ‘Maud’ Vindicated,”’
(1856). This interpretation and vin-
dication at once took its place as a
just and capable criticism and made
impossible a continuance of foolish
attacks upon the poem. The poet
himself was so pleased and satisfied
with it that he wrote to Dr. Mann:
““Thanks for your vindication. No
one with this essay before him can in
future pretend to misunderstand my
dramatic poem ‘Maud’; your com-
mentary is as true as it is full.”’
Until the elose of his life, we are in-
formed by his son, he still considered
this interpretation the best that had
appeared, and expressed a desire to
have it inserted among the authen-
tic notes to the poem (Cf. ‘‘Memoir,”’
Vol. I., p. 394, Noto).

The essay of Dr. Mann, then, and
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the various notes by the poet him-
self must always form the starting-
point of any interpretation of the
poem. But while entirely satisfac-
tory as far as they go, the passing
years make it more evident that, af-
ter both Dr. Mann’s excellent com-
mentary and the poet’s own highly
illuminating headings and mnotes,
muech remains to be said about the
poem. Crities have slowly come to
recognize its great merits. More than
thirty years after it was published
one ardent admirer of Tennyson still
continued to speak of ‘‘Maud’ as a
“‘gplendid failure’’, and only in later
editions of his book did he alter his
estimate. Like many another fortun-
ate person, he tells us that the poem
assumed a new and completer mean-
ing for him on hearing it read and
interpreted by the living voice of
the poet himself (Van Dyke: ‘‘The
Poetry of Tennyson’’).

Beginning with Dr. Mann, the old-
er critics busied themselves almost ex-
clusively with the psychological and
moral phases of the hero’s develop-
ment, and in this matter have written
wisely and well. But this overlooks
the larger relations of the poem, by
neglecting its reference to the social
conditions that have had most to do
with that development. For instance,
Dr. Mann says: ‘‘The grand central
idea that is involved in this dramalis]
the holy and energizing power of love
over the human intellect and heart.”’
As implied even in the poet’s own
analysis, this doubtless is the ‘“cen-
tral”’ theme of the poem, and a great
and noble theme it is and worthy of
of the best efforts of the author of
¢“In Memoriam’’. But as we shall
see, this can scarcely be called the
theme of the poem as a whole.

In somewhat the same vein, the
poet’s own notes and comments have
to do chiefly with the character and
mind of the hero, with the story of
the poem, and with its dramatie form.
He used to say: *‘ This poem of ‘Maud
or the Madness’ is a little ‘Hamlet’,
the history of a morbid poetic soul,

under the blighting influence of a
recklessly speculative age. He is the
heir of madness, an egotist with the
makings of a cynic, raised to sanity
by a pure and holy love which ele-
vates his whole nature’’. (‘‘Memoir’’,
1. 396, ‘“Works’’, Eversley edition,
II. 502-3). But this note, it has
scarcely been observed, contains also
the suggestion of the neglected social
aspects of the hero’s case in the re-
ference to the ‘‘recklessly speculative
age’’.

The analysis of the poem published
in the ‘“Memoir’’ by the son, the pre-
sent Lord Tennyson, carries the story
through all the divisions, and makes
clear the narrative element. On the
dramatic form, which was the cause
of so much misunderstanding of the
poem Tennyson said, *‘ The peculiarity
of this poem is that different phases
of passion in one person take the
place of different characters’ (Evers-
ley, II. 503). He further insisted
that these ‘‘different phases of pas-
gion’’ were strietly dramatie, but at
the same time admitted that even a
dramatist reveals himself in his work.
(Cf. ‘‘Memoir”’, 1. 402).

Much of the misunderstanding up-

on the part of the first readers of
““Maud’’ came from the fact that they
failed to recognize the poem as a
dramatic monologue. This form was
all but new to Tennyson, except for
a few obviously dramatic minor
poems, though Browning had used it
very suceessfully from the first. Rea-
ders who had thought of Tennyson
only as a lyrie poet could not realize
the dramatic character of ‘‘Maud’’,
and could not follow the great auth-
or of “In Memoriam’’ as he turned
aside from the direct lyric form to
the more indirect dramatic mono-
logue and gave utterance to the sen-
timents of a fictitious person. It was
still to be some years before Tenny-
son should attempt the regular drama,
but in ‘“Maud’’ he was preparing
his mind and his art for that under-
taking.

But, though dramatie, ‘‘Maud’’ is
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a ‘‘lyrical’’ drama and, moreover, a
monodrama. Even educated readers
were embarrassed by the great vari-
ety of lyrical forms, and could not
understand that these expressed the
ever-changing moods of the speaker.
Tennyson had never ‘before attempt-
ed such a variety of moods, with such
varied metrical forms. But as Dr.
Mann says, ‘‘Nothing can be more
exquisitely consonant to the proceed-
ings of nature than that such utter-
ance should be made in fitful and
broken strains, rather than that they
should march steadily on to the mea-
sure of equal lines, and regularly re-
curring rhymes. The syl-
lables and lines of the several stanzas
actually trip and halt with abrupt
fervour, tremble with passion, swell
with emotion, and dance with joy, as
each separate phase of mental ex-
pression comes on the scene’’.

The artistic and lyric features of
* the poem have been felt by all readers,
and early met with full recognition.
Tennyson never surpassed the mus-
ical excellence, the pictorial beauty,
and the intense, eager passion of
‘““Maud’’, The late J. Churton Col-
lins has well expressed these excel-
lences: ‘‘ As a masterpiece of rhythm
it must rank among the wonders of
art. Never perhaps have emotion and
passion in their various phases found
in words a medium of expression so
subtly responsive, so wholly adequ-
ate’’. (‘“‘In Memoriam’’, ‘‘The Prin-
cess’’, and ‘‘Maud’’, p. 281. London:
Methuen, 1902.)

In an attempt to understand the
poem, however, what at the present
juncture needs emphasis is the mean-
ing of the poem as a whole. It is the
fashion of great poets to set such a
theme as we have here in a sort of
framework that will give it ‘‘rela-
tions’’ and show its connections with
the problems of everyday human life.
Shakespeare, for instance, was not
content merely to portray the en-
nobling influence of an ardent and
- pure love upon the characters of the
youthful Romeo and dJuliet, but so

framed his story that by their love
he could bring about the healing of
the ‘‘ancient grudge’’ between the
two families. In this same spirit
Tennyson takes up the story of the
madness and the love of the hero of
‘““Maud’’. By showing at the outset
the cause of his malady and in the end
his dedication to the public welfare,
the poet is enabled to present his eri-
ticism of our social order. Though
the restoration of the hero through
his love of Maud fills the centre of
the poem, the real theme is the dis-
astrous effect of the social system
upon a sensitive mind, and the de-
termination of the hero when restor-
ed to exert himself to change that
system.

The mistake has been made of in-
terpreting ‘‘Maud’’ in the light of
““In Memoriam’’, Tennyson’s great-
est previous poem and the one pub-
lished immediately before. The sub-
ject of this great poem, however, was
not chosen by the poet but thrust
upon him by the hard and trying
fact of the death of his dearest friend,
Arthur Hallam. This loss brought
him face to face with the problems of
love, and of death, and of the future
life, and led him away from his na-
tive bent of thought. With these
problems ‘‘Maud’’ has little to do,
but turns back to the kind of subject
more after Tennyson’s native manner.
But it was partly because it was read
in the light of ‘“‘In Memoriam’’, then
in everybody’s mind, that ‘‘Maud’’
was misunderstood and undervalued.

It has not been observed by critics
generally that all the subjects delib-
erately chosen by Tennyson for ela-
borate treatment have been social and’
political rather than metaphysieal to-
pics. Tennyson was neither a learned
nor a capable metaphysician. But all
his life he was deeply interested in
and carefully studied social and poli-
litical problems, and achieved in
treating these his greatest poetical
triumphs. Even in the great poem,
““In Memoriam’’, the most beautiful
and the most successful single poems
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are those which leave the main line
of thought, and which culminate in
the eloquent and enraptured New
Year’s Hymn with its eager yearning
for a renewed and regenerated social
and political order.

Not only ‘“Maud’’, but the earlier
and later ‘‘Locksley Hall’’, must be
read as poems on social topies, and
can be best understood if viewed as but
porches to the poet’s great cathedral
of  ‘“The Idylls of ' the 'King’,
in which he has embodied all his wis-
est and fullest and maturest thought
on the social and political life of men.
This poem, and not ‘‘In Memoriam”’,
is his magnum opus, and the one to
which he consciously dedicated a life-
time of poetic endeavour. This, then,
is the point of view from which
“Maud’’ must be read, and this is
the neglected phase of the poem that
now ecalls for careful consideration.

It is not enough, then, to see in
‘“Maud’’ only the-story of a young
man saved from madness by a pure
and energizing love for a noble young
woman. This holy influence of love,
it is to be noticed, is exerted upon a
man made sad and mad by the evil
social and industrial conditions that
had ruined his father and had driven
him to suicide, and that had left his
children in poverty and despair. His
father had been cheated and defrau-
ded of his estates under the sanction
of existing commercial customs and
laws, and the villain who had com-
mitted the outrage was allowed to
enjoy his ill-gotten prosperity with
the full acquiescence of society. Men
had looked on quite complacently as
the tragedy was enacted :

But that old man, now lord of the broad
estate and the Hall,

Dropt off gorged from a scheme that had
left us flaceid and drained.

As the poem opens, Tennyson por-
trays the hero as ‘‘already on the
way to madness’’. His heart has been
chilled and his mind maddened by
the social wrong he has suffered.
From this the entire drama develops.
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The psychological problem of the
hero’s insanity has grown entirely
out of the social problem of his en-
vironment. In this poem, then, as
has been noticed, we have the return
of the hero of ¢‘Locksley Hall”’, with
continued railing against an iniqui-
tous social order and dreams of a
more perfect world to be. Both
poems are alike criticisms of the ma-
terialistic and utilitarian spirit that
the poet saw arising in English life
with the growth of modern industry
and commerce, and with the emanci-
pation of the common people.

It is then as a study of social con-
ditions that ‘‘Maud’’ can be best un-
derstood. It is, in fact, Tennyson’s
indictment of the materialistic spirit
of the age that sacrifices everything
to its own prosperity. = In strong
words he arraigns the extortionate
business greed he sees about him:
¢‘Pickpockets, each hand lusting for
all that is not its own’’. This ‘‘lust
of gain, in the spirit of Cain’’, so in-
censes the hero that he cries out,
¢‘who but a fool would have faith in
a tradesman’s ware or his word?%’’
He thunders against the heartlessness
of the times,

When the poor are hovell’d together, each
gsex, like swine,

‘When only the ledger lives, and when not
only all men lie.

This is the spirit of the prophets
themselves, and exhibits more passion
than usual with Tennyson. It is al-
ways in histreatment of social topies
that he develops his intensest passion.

In these eriticisms of conditions at-
tending and growing out of the polit-
ical and industrial re-organization of
society, Tennyson was in substantial
agreement with most of the noblest
minds of the century. Wordsworth
had complained of the low ideals that
came with the industrial revolution,
but had partly vitiated his eriticism by
his inability to appreciate some of
the good and permanent elements in
the changed order. Carlyle had thun-
dered from his Mount Sinai, accusing
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the nation of industrial and commer-
cial villainy, and of sacrificing the
common people and the working men
to the demands of the money-till.
Then followed the more wsthetic
Ruskin, no less convinced of the in-
iquity of. business practices and the
collapse of business ethics, but with
more grace and elegance, urged up-
on the nation the adoption in trade
and industry of the higher ethics of
the professions. These and many
other lesser prophets of righteousness,
precursors or contemporaries of
Tennyson, proclaimed the need of a
more just and humane social and in-
dustrial life, that should mnot debase
men and sacrifice the higher nature
to business success. They urged up-
on the nation the necessity of con-
sidering all.the interests of all men,
and proclaimed their belief that to
seek the welfare of the toilers and of
the poor was in the end a part of
political wisdom. These great men
all died in faith, not inheriting the
promises, but all were true prophets
who foresaw the new and better era
yet to dawn upon the world.

In this connection occurs the first
apparent advocacy of war that so
shocked the early readers of the poem,
and called forth Gladstone’s earnest
protest. The poem belongs to the
period of the Crimean war when Eng-
land was engaged in that futile
struggle in which large numbers of
Englishmen had no heart. The third
part of the poem, Tennyson tells us,
was ‘‘written when the cannon was
heard booming from the battleships
in the Solent before the Crimean
War’’. (Eversley edition, II. p. 511.)
For the Poet Laureate to advocate
war was in itself bad enough, but to
advocate it in the face of such an in-
glorious war was distressing to many
of the best of the poet’s countrymen.

This was, however, a mistaken read-
ing of the poem, for the argument
went not to advocate war, but to
show that a foreign war, horrible as
it was, might conceivably be prefer-
able to the unholy war on one anoth-
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er, the ‘‘eivil war’’, going on every
day in trade and industry. The for-
eign war would at least have the
good effect of binding the nation to-
gether and making them brothers for
the time, and of turning the greedy,
cheating merchants into self-sacrific-
ing heroes:

For I trust if an enemy’s fleet came yon-
der round by the hill,
And the rushing battle-bolt sang from
the three-decker out of the foam,
That the smooth-faced snub-nosed rognue
would leap from the counter and
till,
And strike, if he could, were it but with
his cheating yardward home.

If any further answer to the charge
of militaney were needed, however,
it was given in the note by the pre-
sent Lord Tennyson: ‘‘Some of the
reviewers accused my father of loving
war and urging the country to war.
; ‘What the hero of ‘‘Maud’’
says is that the sins of the
nation, ‘‘civil war’’ as he calls them,
are deadlier in their effect than what
is commonly called war, and that they
may be in a measure subdued by the
war between nations, which is an evil
more easily recognized’’. (Eversley
edition, II, 511-2.) In other words,
Tennyson so hated the bloodless but
bitter warfare of greedy trade and in-
dustry that he thought a bloody war
with a foreign foe might conceivably
be a lesser evil. It was a very strik-
ing, but unfortunately a misunder-
stood, attempt to show his abhorrence
of the atrocities of dishonest business
that robbed others of their posses-
sions, devoured widows’ houses, and
kept the poor grovelling like swine
in their huts.

To express further his detestation
of this state of affairs and of the
social conditions that gave rise to
them, the poet portrays the hero as
going mad from his suffering. From
this, however, he is eventually saved
by the coming of Maud. To add to
the dramatic effect, and at the same
time testify to the great power of
love, the poet pictures her as the
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daughter of the man whose schemes
had impoverished the hero’s family
and driven his father to his death.
The love that immediately springs
up in his heart at the sight of Maud,
his old childhood friend, and that in
time is reciprocated, soon dispels the
clouds from his mind and restores
him to himself again. This that Dr.
Mann calls ‘‘the grand central theme
of the poem’’ needs no special con-
sideration now, for it is that part of
the poem that has been best under-
stood and appreciated and that has
been most adequately explained.
Tennyson never excelled this drama-
tic treatment of the hero’s advancing
madness, and never surpassed the ex-
quisite lyries thal trace the changes
in his love experiences with Maud un-
til by her beneficent influence he is
again restored and healed. This cen-
tral part of the poem has been the
only part that has elicited due ad-
miration.

In our admiration for this *‘cen-
tral”’ theme of the poem, we must
not forget to consider it in its rela-
tion to the poem as a whole. 'The
madness of the hero has been healed,
but the inhuman social conditions
that caused the madness have in no
way been alleviated. The hero has
ccased to be distracted by the social
wrongs he and others have suffered,
but the wrongs themselves still ex-
ist. Nothing whatever has been done
to relieve anything except the dis-
astrous effect of these conditions upon
the mind of the hero. The effect has
been removed by the good offices of
love, but not the cause. Merchants
still cheat, and the poor are still in
their hovels, but the hero has ceased
to worry, being conscious of little ex-
cept his all-absorbing love for Maud.
Are we then to understand that the
poet regards social wrongs as only
the delusions of a madman, and that
they vanish when he is restored to
mental sanity? Or, are we to think
that the only calamitous feature of
such conditions is the madness, and
that the restoration through love is
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the only amelioration to be looked
for?

But this would be a very partial
reading of the poem, and would fail
to consider what we have called the
‘‘relations’ of this central story to
the poem as a whole. The truth is,
the love of Maud atones only for the
hero’s more personal griefs and losses.
Its moral effect, however, is to lead
him in the end to devote himself
whole-heartedly to the remedying of
the social conditions from which so
many others have suffered in com-
mon with him. Tennyson was too
conscious of the reality of bad con-
ditions in society to pass them over
lightly, and too wise to think the
only cure to be hoped for was entire-
ly perscual, ‘and consisted in having
.something better to engage one’s at-
tention and affection. The closing
part of the poem will reveal his full
thought in this matter.

During the progress of his love-
making with Maud, the hero is a sec-
ond time beset with difficulties that
grow out of evil social conditions.
Here the poet introduces again the
subject he had treated in ‘‘Locksley
Hall”’, in which a rival suitor is fav-
oured because of his wealth and his
title. Maud’s brother, partaking of
the spirit of their father, determines
that Maud shall marry the wealthy
suitor, who is described as

a lord, a captain, a padded shape,
A bought commission, a waxen face,
A rabbit mouth that is ever agape—

Maud, however, is not taken with his
wealth and title, apparently having
the thought Tennyson had before ex-
pressed in ‘‘Lady Clara Vere de
Vere’’:

Kind hearts are more than coronets,
« And simple faith than Norman blood.

But the brother is obstinate, and
carries his opposition to the length
of a quarrel with the hero. The mu-
tual ill-will thus aroused leads finally
to a duel, in which the brother is
slain, This most unfortunate out-
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come causes him very great distress,
only a little relieved by the dying
self-accusation of the brother:

¢¢The fault was mine,”” he whisper’d,
llﬂy!))

The effect on Maud, however, is com-
pletely disastrous, and ends in her
dying of a broken heart. As a result
of it all the hero flees for safety to
a foreign land, and we next find him
in Brittany.

Twice, then, the hero has been the
vietim of the money-devil. In his
first trouble, money-greed was the
cause of his undoing through the
calamities that befell his father.
Now, in the second instance, money-
pride has caused the quarrel with
Maud’s brother, and has resulted in
his unwilling taking cf life, with. the
consequent death of Maud from a

‘broken-heart.

From the anguish of this second
and greater catastrophe, the hero
lapses again into ‘‘the delirium of
madness’’. From this, too, he emer-
ges in time, but not again through
the gentle and sweet influences of
love, but through the sterner and
harsher, yet no less purifying, minis-
try of suffering. In exile on the Bre-
ton shore, after horrifying visions in
the mad-house, his mind once more
is restored, though as the poet says,
‘“Sane but shattered’’.

In this seecond and final restoration,
however, no consolation of earthly
love awaits him, but in its place
there comes the vision of Maud in the
spirit world, beckoning to him and
prophesying of the time when through
struggle with a foreign foe their land
should be purged of its selfishness
and “‘eivil war’’, and tyranny should
cease that was grinding the poor in-
to dust, and brotherhood take its
place, and

The glory of manhood stand on his ancient
height,

Nor Britain’s one sole god be the mil-
lionaire;

No more shall commerce be all in all, and
Peace

Pipe on her pastoral hillock a languid note.

With this vision before him, blend-

ing love and patriotism, he plunges

into his nation’s foreign war, in the

hope that this will bring about that

brotherhood that their monstrous

commercial greed had destroyed. The

vision of Maud had given him a new

inspiration and purpose in life:

Let it go or stay, so I wake to the higher
aims

Of a land that has lost for a little her

lust of gold,

And love of a peace that was full of
wrongs and shames,

Horrible, hateful, monstrous, not to be
told.

To appreciate the beauty of this
vision and to feel the desperate force
of the new resolve, we need to recall
the earlier indictment of the social
wrongs the people were enduring,
and the grinding conditions that de-
stroyed all their better natures:

When the poor are hovell’d and hustled
together, each sex, like swine, "
And the vitriel madness flushes up in the
ruffian’s head,
Till the filthy by-lane rings to the yell
of the trampled wife,
And chalk and alum and plaster are sold
to the poor for bread,
And the spirit of murder works in the
very means of life.

In contrast with this condition, he
thinks war would be weleome, not
however as a diversion, but as a rem-
edy. Though not a peace-at-all-price
man, Tennyson was not lacking in a
wholesome hatred of the savagery of
war. But in his choice of war on
this occasion he reveals his utter de-
testation of the economic conditions
where ‘‘the spirit of murder works
in the very means of life””. No
more striking way of declaring his
convictions in this matter could be
imagined.

In this last noble resolve for his
country, the hero has out-lived his
earlier sullen hopelessness, and takes
new heart with the vision before him:
Let it flame or fade, and the war roll down

like a wind,

We have proved we have heartsin a cause,
we are noble still,
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And myself have awaked, as it seems, to
the better mind;

It is better to fight for the good than to
rail at the ill;

I have felt with my native land, I am
one with my kind,

I embrace the purpose of God, and the
doom assign’d.

Instead of being again distracted by
these great wrongs, he is inspired
with an ardent enthusiasm for their
redress, and becomes a prophet of
the new and better world to be.

But at last we want to know, what
was the relation of the poet to the
sentiments expressed in his poem, for
much of its value to us will depend
on whether or not it voices Tenny-
son’s own deep convictions. How
much of the hero’s eriticism of social
wrong and injustice represents the
thought of the poet himself, and how
much of it is only the ravings of a
madman? Does the poet give voice
to his own criticism in the utterances
of the hero of the poem, or are we to
understand that all such eriticisms
are to be taken only as the railings
of a lunatic? Does the poem contain
any of Tennyson’s sincere judg-
ments on social matters, or is it mere-
ly a huge satire on would-be social
reformers generally ?

‘We have already noticed Tenny-
son’s statement that a great deal of
the early misunderstanding of the
poem was due to the failure of the
public to observe that the poem was
a drama, and that the hero uttered
his own sentiments and not the poet’s.
Yet he feels compelled to add, ‘‘In
a certain way, no doubt, poets and
novelists, however dramatic they are,
give themselves in their works’’. In
one sense, then, Tennyson can no
more be held for the views expressed
by the hero of ‘‘Maud’’ than Shakes-
peare for the utterances of Shylock
or Jago. But in another sense, the
poet is responsible for the poem as
his own creation, if not for all the
views expressed in the poem.

Tt would avail nothing, then, to
say that the sentiments of the poem
belong only to the mad hero, for in
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the last analysis he is the poet’s hero,
the child of his own imagination. As
Luce has observed, there is substan-
tial accord between the views when
the hero may be considered mad and
when he is announced as restored and
sane. (‘‘Handbook to Tennyson’s
Works’’, pp. 299-318). The poem
would have no direct value if the
views of the maddened man were only
mad views. As the general views of
social conditions are substantially the
same throughout the entire poem, no
interpretation seems permissible but
that which regards them as the sett-
led convietions of the sane man, re-
echoed in his madness. It was the
painful assurance of the truth of
these convictions that drove him mad.
And, moreover, the truth of these
convictions is more deeply impressed,
when at last, sane and hopeful, he
gives himself to the redress of the
wrongs.

The leading sentiments and the
main drift of the poem, then, must
express the mind of the poet. A
young man is made mad by the great
wrongs he has suffered from evil so-
cial conditions, but fortunately is
saved by the pure and noble love of
Maud. Onece more suffering from so-
cial injustice in the form of ‘‘mar-
riage-hindering mammon’’, he  is
forced into a duel with Maud’s bro-
ther. The death of the brother works
in the end the death of Maud. Lapsing
once more into madness at her untime-
ly death, the hero is again restored
by the sweet vision of Maud, in whose
love he resolves to give himself up ‘‘to
work for the good of humanity
through the unselfishness born of his
great passion. (‘‘Memoir’’, 1. 396).

The poem, then, is the poet’s early
indietment of the wrongs of the so-
cial order, and contains also a hint
of the manner of undoing these
wrongs. His greater poem, ‘‘The
Idylls of the King’’, not to be com-
pleted yet for three decades, will give
at greater length his ideal of a true
social and political order founded
upon love and brotherhood.
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JOHN GALT: FOUNDER OF CITIES”

BY ]J. E.: WETHERELL

EW people of this generation,

strange to say, are familiar with

the name of John Galt, and few-
er still, even in hazy fashion, can see
along the vista of memory the incom-
parable array of adventures and pro-
jects and accomplished deeds which
make up the life history of this re-
markable man. He has no place in
the excellent series of biographies,
‘“The Makers of Canada’’; nor have
the three towns that owe him so much
—one, its name, and the others, their
very existence—reared monuments or
memorials or tablets to his vanishing
fame. His own ‘‘Autobiography,’”’
written in splendid assurance of the
immortality of his place in history,

and the brief memoir by ‘‘Delta’’
(D. M. Moir), his fidus Achates, are
almost the sole sources to which the
student has access for authentic in-
formation regarding this restless and
versatile pioneer of Upper Canada.

In this® short article I pay my
humble tribute to this neglected hero,
and I bespeak for this story of his
eventful career fifteen minutes of
the patient reader’s attention, even
if that reader does not happen to live
in one of the three ‘‘G’s’’, Galt,
Guelph, Goderich, which have the
high honour of claiming intimate
relationship with John Galt.

Only a cursory survey of the forty-
eight years of Galt’s life before the

*¢‘Had Mr. Galt achieved nothing else, the honour of having founded _ﬁourishix}g
towns in Upper Canada would have been sufficient forever to perpetuate his name in

connection with the historical annals of that Province as one of

factors.”’—¢¢Delta.’’

3—-39

its greatest bene-
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date of his advent as the founder of
Canadian cities can be here given.
He was born at Irvine, Ayrshire,
Seotland, in May, 1779. His father
became captain of a West Indiaman,
and so the son was reared and educat-
ed in Greenock. His shrewd, obser-
vant, witty and quaintly original
mother left her impress on the
character and tendencies of the grow-
ing boy. Some youthful habits and
predilections of the lad are worth re-
cording. He was fond of flowers,
shrubs and trees. He early showed
a taste for music and a propensity
for rhyming, Ballads and story
books were a constant delight. The

love for travel was in his blood, and

when still in his teens he made pedes-
trian tours to Edinburgh, to Loch
Lomond, to the Borders, even to Dur-
ham in England. On one oceasion
a sight of an engraving of Niagara
Falls excited him unwontedly and
thrilled his imagination so keenly that
a desire to visit Upper Canada never
left him till the wish was gratified.
Galt’s father destined him for a
mercantile life. At an early age the
boy entered an office devoted to sale
and barter. At the age of twenty-
five the wanderlust could not be de-
nied, and he determined to try his
fortune in TLondon, whether in
business or in literature or in a pro-
fession he had no fixed notion. In-
deed, his London career was a success-

ion of futile experiments. He did-

some writing, he tried again a mer-
cantile office, he even entered him-
self in Lineoln’s Inn with a view to
being called to the bar. Whatever he
took up he prosecuted for the nonce
with zeal, but the knight-errantry of
youth impelled him to rove, and ““the
phantom with the beckoning hand’’
allured.

The chronicle of his travels must
be brief. From London to Blenheim,
by leisurely stages to Palermo, from
Palermo to Gibraltar. At Gibraltar
he met Lord Byron, now started on
that romantic journey which begat
““Childe Harold.”” He found in

Byron a congenial spirit and they sail-
ed together to Sardinia and Malta.
The friendship led at a later day to
John Galt’s ‘“Life of Byron.”’ From
Malta he went to Italy for a season,
and then turned his face towards the
East. Corinth and Athens were visit-
ed, and in the latter city he renewed
his intercourse with Byron. The isles
of Greece invited him next, and then
Ephesus and Smyrna. Returning to
Greece he saw Marathon and Thebes,
ascended Parnassus, and took care to
drink at Delphi of the Castalian
Spring. A few weeks later he in-
spected the Pass of Thermopylae and
rode by moonlight through the beau-
tiful Vale of Tempe. His course then
turned to Constantinople and Asia
Minor. After tenting under Syrian
stars he returned to view the archo-
logical treasures of Adrianople and
Philippi. After an absence of three
years he came back, by way of
Ireland and Greenock, to London. In
London he resumed at once his liter-
ary labours and soon issued “Voyages
and Travels’’ and ‘‘Letters from the
Levant.”” Both books were well re-
ceived, It was on the heels of these
successes that he married Miss Till-
och, daughter of the distinguished
journalist Dr. Tilloch. Of this union
were born three sons, John, Thomas,
and Alexander, of whom more wil] he
said anon.

Galt’s thirst for commercial enter-
prise was not quenched. He crossed
the Channel and visited the cotton
manufactories of Rouen; and thence,
in quest of mercantile ventures, he
proceeded to Brussels and Holland.
He finally determined that literature,
not business, was to be his vocation.
““The Ayrshire Legatees’’ appeared
in Blackwood’s, followed by his best-
known work, ‘““The Annals of the
Parish.’” In the ‘“ Annals’’ we have a
succession of realistic pictures of eon.
temporary Seottish character, man-
ners and feelings. This so-called novel
was written before ‘“Waverley,”’ al-
though not published until after. The
pious Micah Balwhidder, the clergy-

Ve
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JOHN GALT AS A YOUNG MAN

From a Portrait reproduced by courtesy of Mr. John Galt,
of Goderich, Ontario, a grandson of the original

man of three wives, is without doubt
Galt’s greatest creation. The subse-
quent volumes, ‘‘Sir Andrew Wylie,”’
““The Entail,”” ‘“The Steam-boat,”’
“The Provost,”” with three other
novels, all deseriptive of the national
manners and habits of thought, follow-
ed in quick sequence. Many regard
“The Entail”’ as Galt’s magnum
opus, and, indeed, it had sufficient in-
terest to lead Byron and Sir Walter
Scott to peruse it thrice each!
“Delta’® deseribes Galt’s appear-
ance at this time, when at the height
of his literary zenith. He was a man
of hereulean frame in full vigour of
health. In stature he was about six
feet, two ‘inches, and showed a ten-
dency to corpulency. His hair was
jet black: his eyes were small and

piercing: his nose was straight: he
had a long upper lip and a finely
rounded chin. He bore a few incon-
spicuous marks of smallpox. He near-
ly always wore spectacles. His man-
ner in conversation was measured and
solemn, yet animated and attractive.
In mixed company he was silent and
reserved.’’

Anxious to educate his three clever
sons, now ten, eight, and six years of
age, he left London and settled near
Musselburgh, Seotland. His grounds
were part of the battle-field of Pinkie,
and from his study window he could
view Prestonpans.

‘While in London his thoughts were
directed towards Canada by letters
from across the sea which invited him
to act as agent in settling claims for
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losses sustained during the invasion
of Canada by the United States 1812-
14. To him in his secluded Seottish
home in 1823 came from Mr. Robin-
son, Chancellor of the Exchequer
(later Lord Goderich) the sugges-
tion of making an inquiry into the
resources of Upper Canada. From
this inquiry emanated the confer-
ences and proceedings which gave
birth to the famous Canada Company.
John Galt was appointed one of the
commissioners for the valuation of the
lands of the Provinece. He and four
others set out for New York in a man-
of-war. Galt sailed up the Hudson
to Albany, where he met the Govern-
or of the State, De Witt Clinton.
Thence he went inland to ‘‘ Buffaloe,’’
the Falls of Niagara, ‘‘Louistown,’’
and across Lake Ontario to York.
When the work of investigation was
completed the commissioners return-
ed by New York to Liverpool.

The outcome of the investigation of
Galt and his colleagues was the as-
signing to the Canada Company by
the Government of a great tract of
land in Upper Canada, and John Galt
was appointed by the Company to go
to Canada and make arrangements for
future operations. Towards the close
of 1826 we find him in Little York
(the name of Toronto until 1834). A
letter of December 18th, 1826, says
of Little York: ‘‘In a small new town
accommodations were not easily found,
but I obtained at last a room of about
ten feet square for an office, for
which I paid a dollar a week, and I
was obliged to stay at a tavern.”’
Galt never had a high opinion of
Little York; on one ocecasion he de-
clared of the present busy and bril-
liant metropolis, ‘‘Tt is provocative of
blue devils.”’

From York he directed an inspee-
tioh by qualified agents of a tract of
forty  thousand  acres of the
Company’s purchase for the purpose
of finding within it an eligible situa-
tion for a town, All reports agreed
_ in recommending the spot where the
City of Guelph now stands. In ‘“The

Autobiography’’ Galt gives his
reasons for selecting the site chosen:
‘“Although Guelph is not so situated
as ever to become celebrated for for-
eign commerce, the location possesses
many advantages independent of be-
ing situated on a tongue of land sur-
rounded by a clear and rapid stream.
It stands almost in the centre of the
table-land which separates four of the
great lakes, namely, Ontario, Simcoe,
Huron, and Erie; and though its
own river, the Speed, as I named it,
is not large, yet at the town it receives
the Eramosa, and at a short distance
flows into the Grand River, which
may said to be navigable from the
bridge of Galt to Lake Erie, a dis-
tance of nearly eighty miles.”’
With dramatic instinet he arrang-
ed that the founding of the new city
of Guelph, named after the royal
house, should occur on St. George’s
Day, April 23rd. ‘T am well aware,’’
he says, ‘‘of the boding effect of a
little solemnity on the minds of most
‘men, and especially of the unlettered,
such as the first class of settlers were
like to be, at eras which betokened
destiny.’” On the 22nd. of April he
went to Galt, a town founded and
named after him by an old Secottish
friend, the Honourable William Dick-
son, some years before the origin of
the Canada Company. At that time
the town of Galt had eighty inhabit-
ants, a post-office, one store, one tav-
ern, a grist-mill, a sawmill, a cooper’s
shop, a distillery, and ten dwelling
houses. ‘“This visit of Mr. Galt set-
tled forever the question of the name
of the village. Prior to this time it
continued to be known as ‘‘Shade’s
Mill,”” and mnotwithstanding the se-
lection of Galt as the name of the
post-office, the people appeared bent
on adhering to the old name. The
pleasing manners of Mr. Galt, how-
ever, made him quite popular with
the villagers, and thereafter the name
of Gtalt met with cordial aceceptance.’’
It was an historic occasion when on
thé morning of April 22nd, John
Galt, author and commissioner, aged
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forty-cight ; Dr. Dunlop, called ‘‘The
Tiger’’ from his triumphant encount-
er with tigers in India ; Charles Prior,
and ten or twelve others, including
axemen and chain-bearers, starting
from the shore of the Grand River
at Galt, set out through the pri-
meval forest for a place styled
““The Block’’ in the east of the town-
ship of Waterloo, to plant a settle-
ment. The teams accompanying them
belonged to an American, Absalom
Shade, and were loaded with pork,
flour, whiskey, and other impedi-
menta. The journey began at eight
a.m. and the distance of eighteen
miles was completed at five p.m.

Near the spot they were in quest of
was a solitary shanty which an
Indian who had committed murder
had raised as a refuge for himself.
All around spread a pathless wilder-
ness. When the explorers reached the
chosen spot the sun had set and twi-
light was darkening. They kindled a
roaring fire and lay down for the
night. On the morrow, April 23rd,
the projected ceremony was carried
out. John Galt’s own words should
deseribe the event: ‘“ We walked to the
brow of the rising ground and chose
a large maple tree. I struck the first
stroke. The silence of the woods that
echoed to the sound was as the sigh
of the solemn genius of the wilderness
departing forever. The Doctor then
followed me and then Mr. Prior. The
woodman finished the work. The
tree fell with a crash of accumulat-
ing thunder. After the tree fell *
there was a funereal pause. Then
the Doctor pulled a flask of whiskey
from his bosom and we drank pros-
perity to the city of Guelph. The
rain which had been suspended dur-
ing the performance began anew to
pour.”’

The woodmen first opened a glade
in the forest about seven miles in
length and upwards of a hundred and
thirty feet wide, forming an avenue,

with trees on each side ‘‘far exceed-
ing in height the most stupendous in
England.’’ The highroad to the town
lay along the middle of this ‘‘Baby-
lonian approach.’”’ Early settlers in
Guelph identify the present Water-
loo road, the continuation of Market
Street, with this primitive avenue of
John Galt’s.

Before August, 1827, one hundred
and sixty building lots were engaged
and houses were rising as fast as
building materials eould be prepared.
Before the foundations of the town
were laid land was valued at 1s. 3d.
an acre. Within two years the low-
est rate was 15s. and the price in the
neighbouring townships was 10s.

Galt’s eyes were ever open to the
charms and marvels of nature. In a let-
ter from Guelph, dated August 1st,
1827, after describing the operations
connected with the building of the
new town, he adds: ‘‘Thousands of
pigeons came in flocks and a doe with
her fawn looked over the river mar-
velling at the work.”” These pigeons
were, of course, the passenger pigeons,
a speecies for many years extinet. It
has already been said that Galt was
a lover of trees. Here is an arboreal
legend difficult to ecredit: ‘‘On the
road to Guelph, a short distance from
Galt, on the edge of the township of
Beverley, 1 strayed into the woods
and came to a tree, the most stu-
pendous T had ever seen. I measur-
ed its girth, at the height of a man
from the ground, and it was thirty-
three feet; above which the trunk
rose, without a branch, to the height
of at least eighty feet, crowned with
vast branches. This was an oak, prob-
ably the greatest known, as it lifted
its head far above the rest of the
forest. I think that it was a scion of
the forest which had passed away,
as the trees around, though large and
massy, were of inferior growth, It
was the ancestral predecessor of the
present woods.”’

*One of the piers of the Grand Trunk Railway bridge over the Speed oceupies the

spot where stood the historiec maple.

The new Grand Trunk Railway station and the

Winter Fair Building are situated on the site of the old market-place.
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The founding of one ecity in the
wilderness of Upper Canada in one
yvear would have satisfied the ambition
of most men, but John Galt possessed
the huge egotism of the great and had
magnificent dreams. The Guelph
Distriet was only a small part of the
domains of the Canada Company. To
the west, quite unexplored, in its vir-
gin richness and glory, stretched six-
teen hundred square miles of the
“Huron Traect,”” embracing parts of
the modern counties of Huron, Perth,
Middlesex, and Lambton. The year
1827 set in motion here the initial
activities of the great land company
whose directing spirit was John Galt.
The undertaking of finding a suitable
location for a town in the Huron
Tract was entrusted to Dr. Dunlop,
who was advised that a harbour on
Lake Huron should be sought. From
the town of Galt a second time in
1827 set out the founders of a city,
a small company of surveyors and
woodmen to thread the forests of an
unknown region for eighty miles to-
wards the waters of the blue Huron.
We are now to accompany Galt him-
self, who took the easier water route
to the West.

In July, 1827, Galt proceeded to
York; thence through Newmarket
and Barrie to the Georgian Bay and
Lake Huron to explore that part of
the eoast between Cabot’s Head and
the River Aux Sables, in order to
discover if possible a harbour, and to
meet at the mouth of one of the rivers
the party that had previously set out
from Galt. He crossed Lake Simecoe
with singing boatmen. Having reach-
ed Penetanguishene, he found that His
Majesty’s gunboat, the Bee, had been
placed at his disposal by the Ad-
miralty. He embarked there and
soon rounded- Cabot’s Head. In his
account of the voyage he comments
with fervour on the rare beauty of
the seene at Cabot’s Head, where he
stayed in rapture for four hours. He
turned into Lake Huron, and soon
began to wateh the land to eateh a
sight of the shore party. He had to

voyage another fifty miles before he
deseried Dr. Dunlop’s location. The
historie occasion is best described by
Mr. Gait: ““We saw afar off by our
telescope a small clearing in the for-
est, and on the brow of a rising
ground a cottage delightfully situ-
ated. Nor were we left long in doubt,
for, on approaching the place, we
met a canoe having on board a strange
combination of Indians, velveteens,
and whiskers, and discovered within
the roots of the red hair the living
features of Dr. Dunlop. Having
crossed the river’s bar of eight feet,
we came to a beautiful anchorage of
fourteen feet of water in an uncom-
monly pleasant basin.’’

Thus was the present flourishing
and beautiful town of Goderich
founded by Dr. Dunlop and John
Galt. Nor did the eeremony lack Dr.
Dunlop’s usual accompaniment on
such formal occasions. ‘‘ Among other
things which tended to make our sue-
cess in finding a haven agreeable was
the production of a bottle of cham-
pagne,’’ naively confesses Mr. Galt.
It was one of two bottles which Dr.
Dunlop had obtained the winter be-
fore in York and which with much
restraint he had preserved intact for
a function of this kind. ‘‘Next day
we explored the river (Galt’s ‘‘ Auto-
biography’’ is still quoted), and had
the gratification of seeing, as we
ascended, several pleasant meadows
without a tree, and islands and penin-
sulas that reminded us of the pleas-
antest parts of England.”’

The British gunboat conveyed Mr.,
Galt to Detroit. From there he took
steamboat across Lake Erie to Buf-
falo. A short sojourn at York was
followed by his return to Guelph,
where Mr. Prior had been left in
charge of the operations and im-
provements. Rumours and hints now
reached Mr. Galt from various quar-
ters that the directors disapproved of
his extensive proceedings at Guelph.
Insidious machinations were under-
mining his influence and this caused
him much chagrin.
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JOHN GALT

From the Painting attributed to Samuel Lover.

The Painting was

bought from a London dealer many years ago by the father of the present owner,
Mr. Howell, of Galt, Ontario.

On the twelfth of August he init-
iated a kind of fair in the new town,
invited a number of his friends, and
gave a publiec dinner in the market-
house to the inhabitants. The twelfth
of August was chosen as being the
King’s Birthday, and as the anni-
versary of the day on which the Can-
ada Company was instituted,

In a letter written to Scotland in
August he disecourses on several
topies of interest: ‘I am much
pleased with the Canadian summer as
it shines forth in this Province. Tt
is warmer certainly than in England,
or rather there are more consecutive
warm days.”” ‘T am laying the foun-

dation of an academy, the Company
having allowed me to reserve one-half
of the money arising from the sale
of the land for that purpose; I have
got a school already opened in a
shed. We have a regular mail-coach
twice a week, a post-office, and they
speak already of getting up a news-
paper and a bank agency.’’

Not only were Guelph and God-
erich founded with due ceremony,
but, more important by far, they were
laid out on a definite plan. If you
place your right hand, palm down, on
a map of Guelph, your wrist at the
old ““Priory,”” on the Speed, near the
present G. T. R. Station, your thumb
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THE OLD “PRIORY,”

and four fingers will mark out the
earliest streets of Guelph. The wide
avenue mentioned in the paragraph
deseriptive of the inception of the
city is Market Street, which origin-
ally ran to Galt. The thumb of the
hand is the road sinee opened up, call-
ed Neeve Street. The other three
streets, radiating through south and
west, are Waterloo Street (not to be
confounded with Waterloo Road),
Quebec Street, and Woolwich Street.
Macdonel Street, following the rad-
ial scheme, was opened up later.
Various traditions account for the
fan-like conformation of the plan of
early Guelph. One legend aseribes
to Dr. Dunlop, that strange compound
of ‘““bear and gentleman,’”’ the sug-
gestion of a lady’s fan! 'The most
popular and widespread tradition
avers that Mr. Galt fell in the mud
near the ‘‘Priory,”’ and the mould
of his hand designed the plan of his
new city. It is toe bad 'to spread in-
fidel notions, but one is ineclined, after
olancing at the physical features of
the place, to suggest that the elbow
in the River Speed at the ‘‘Priory”’

GUELPH

dictated the direction of the streets.

The plan of Goderich is perfectly
geometrical, the streets proceeding
from the Central Park along the eight
main rays of the compass. To this
day Central Park, Goderich, is a per-
fect octagon, and the eight streets
have the eight names—North, Col-
borne, West, Montreal, South, King-
ston, East, and Hamilton. If you
start from the centre of Goderich to
find a given location and take the
wrong street, woe betide you! You
‘“drag at cach remove a lengthening
chan.”’

There is a tradition current in both
Goderich and Guelph that the plans
of the two ecities were sketched in
London, and were interchanged by
mistake en route. T have given this
story a thorough sifting and find it
apocryphal. It is not found in any
of the available records of those far-
off days, nor is it believed by living
descendants of John Galt. The origin
of the story is to me quite apparent.
In ‘‘The Autobiography’’ Galt tells us
that the directors of the Canada Com-
pany ordered him to change the name
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of Guelph to Goderich in honour of
Viscount Goderich, then temporary
Premier of England. Galt’s reply is
characteristic: ‘‘The name of the
place is not a thing that I care two
straws about, but as it has been the
seene of legal transactions it would
be necessary to get an Act of the Pro-
vineial Parliament before the ‘change
could be made.”” At the same time
he called the new town on Lake
Huron after his Lordship. He heard
nothing more from the directors re-
garding the matter, and Guelph re-
mained Guelph, and Goderich per-
petuated the Viscount’s memory.

In the spring of 1828 Mr. Galt’s
family came out to Canada. They
first sojourned in a house of the Com-
pany on Burlington Bay. In the sum-
mer of 1828 Guelph became the fam-
ily seat, but the boys were soon put
to school in Lower Canada. The
Guelph home was the receiving house
which Mr, Prior had erected for the
settlers. The house was facetiously
called ‘““The Priory.”” It was a log
cottage of one storey, to which was
now added a rustic portico formed of
the trunks of trees with the bark, il-
lustrative of the origin of the Tonic
order. The ceiling was only ten feet
high, and the hall and two prinecipal
rooms occupied a space only twenty
feet square. The original cost of the
building was five pounds! The his-
tory of ‘““The Priory’’ is cherished
in Guelph, but all that is left of ‘“The
Priory’’ is sadly neglected. It stood
on an elevation on the south bank of
the River Speed, about a hundred
yards from the spot where the first
tree was cut. The main building is
about fifty by thirty feet, with a
wing (or lean-to) at each end. The
south wing was the first post-office in
Guelph. Mr. Galt occupied the house
for one vear. It then was the home
of short-term tenants. In 1831 a
Captain Strange, from Demerara,
took up his residence in it. This Cap-
tain Strange was the grandfather of
Mr. J. B. Powell, the present collec-
tor of Inland Revenue in Guelph. The

Allan family next possessed the his-
toric cottage. After varied vicissi-
tudes the old house was used as a rail-
way station of the C. P. R. It is now
unoccupied, portico and wings remov-
ed, doors and windows boarded up.

Thus passes away the glory of old
days! The traveller from Toronto to
Guelph may see ‘“The Galt House’’
on the right if he looks from the car
window when the train begins to slow
up on approaching the Grand Trunk
Railway station.

Early in the summer of 1828 a
gigantic labour was undertaken. The
lands of the Company had to be sold
as soon as possible, and there could
be no immediate settlement without
roads to attract settlers. A highway
was cut through the forest of the
Huron Tract for seventy miles to af-
ford overland eommunication between
the two lakes, Ontario and Huron,
and easy intercourse for the settlers
westward and eastward. The scheme
was carried into effect by Mr. Prior.
An explorer led the party; two sur-
vevors with compasses followed; then
a band of blazers to mark the trees
in line; then the bushmen with their
axes to fell the trees. The rear was
brought up by wagons laden with
provisions and other necessaries.
When the whole seventy miles had
been traversed even to the shore of
Lake Huron at Goderich, the party
faced about and began to retrace their
tracks, clearing off the fallen timber
from the avenue hewed out by the
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axes. This was the birth of the fam-
ous Huron Road. For the undertak-
ing Galt was allowed three thousand
pounds, a sum very inadequate for
so stupendous a task. So the men
were paid part in money and part in
land. The work cost about five thou-
sand pounds. The Huron Road may
be tracked to-day through or near the
flourishing towns of Clinton, Sea-
forth, Mitchell, Stratford, Berlin. To
be exact, it runs through Egmond-
ville, Sebringville, north of Stratford,
to German Mills, between Berlin and
Galt. The old road decided the loca-
tion at a later day of all the villages,
towns, and cities, which now, happy
and prosperous, exist along or near
its route. It decided, too, the course
of the Grand Trunk Railway from
Guelph to Goderich. Well might John
Galt, after founding two cities and
opening up this pathway for the
pioneers who were soon to swarm over
the fertile Huron Traect, record . his
non ommis moriar thus confidently :
““These transactions will be memor-
able in the history of what must be
a great country. Nothing can pre-
vent my humble name from being as-
sociated with the legends of under-
takings at least as worthy of com-
memoration as the bloody traditions
of heroic lands.”’

While everything was progressing
and prosperous at the scene of opera-
tions in Canada some malign influ-
ences were estranging from Mr. Galt
the countenance and support of the
directors in London. News arrived
in Guelph that the value of the Com-
pany’s stock was steadily falling—a
stock which was destined within five
years to be the highest-priced ven-
dible stock in the markets of the
world. The great promoter and man-
ager of the Canada Company sudden-
ly fell under eclipse. The directors,
without apprising Mr. Galt, ordered
the bank at York to cease honouring
his drafts. By a remarkable finan-

cial device, which cannot be deserib-
ed here, he saved himself from his
sore dilemma,

and maintained the

honour of the Company. He was,
however, fully aware that he was
marked out to be a victim. Before
leaving the country he determined
that what he had accomplished and
what he still planned should be in-
spected and reported on by some com-
petent authority. One of the best
available experts in the United States
was engaged for the purpose. This
man made an actual survey of the
lands allotted to the Company, and
sent to London a report entirely fav-
ourable to Mr. Galt and Mr. Prior.

Before leaving Canada he deter-
mined to visit the western settlement
at Goderich. He took the road
through the forest in winter. After
a long and melancholy journey of
seventy miles through the snow-clad
woods he reached Goderich. The lake
was covered with ice and the land-
scape was bleak. The township had
been cleared of trees, the streets of
the settlement had been marked out,
and several houses had been built.
Even the high spirits of “‘the large,
fat, facetious fellow of infinite jest
and eccentricity,”” Dr. Dunlop, fail-
ed to cheer his settled depression.
After a few days’ stay in the log
house at ‘‘Galt Point’’ he returned
to Guelph.

Of the Huron Tract Galt after-
wards wrote: ‘It was divided into
townships, named one after each of
the directors. There were three or
four over, and these were called after
men in office. T confess it seemed to
me to proceed from a lurking feeling
of unprovoked contumely that [
should have been passed over. I am
content with having formed the Com-
pany, nor am I the first parent that
has had unfilial offspring.”” If the
curious reader will glance at the map
of the counties of Lambton, Huron,
Middlesex, and Perth, he will find the
names of the worthies of the Canada
Company and their friends embalmed
in the preservative of township
nomenclature—Bosanquet, Williams,
Hay, Stanley, Tuckersmith, Hibbert,
Logan, Ellice, and many others. ('ol-
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borne is named after the Lieutenant-
Governor of Upper Canada, and the
River Maitland after Colborne’s pre-
decessor,” Sir Peregrine Maitland.

On going to Guelph after his re-
turn from Goderich he openly an-
nounced his intention of leaving for
England. Just before he departed
the inhabitants assembled in front of
““The Priory’’ and read to him an
appreciative address. The document
was signed by one hundred and forty
heads of families. Their complete
satisfaction with Galt’s endeavours
was evidenced in every sentence of
the address. ‘‘By the measures you
have adopted our lands in many in-
stances have in the space of eighteen
months doubled or tripled in value.’’

From New York he took ship for
Liverpool. There on landing he learn-
ed that the Compnay was to be bro-
ken up, as a result of his ‘‘lavish and
inconsiderate expenditure.’”” He did
his best to dispel the sinister misre-
presentations which had brought the
hopes of the directors to this gloomy
pass. The Company, as everyone
now knows, lived and prospered ex-
ceedingly beyond the dreams of Galt
himself. The story of its subsequent
operations may be read in the enter-
taining book of R. and K. M. Lizars,
“In the Days of the Canada Com-
pany.’’

John Galt now sat down at his desk
in his library with the dogged reso-
lution of devoting the rest of his years
to literature. His health gradually
failed, and from 1832 till his decease
his life was a continual struggle with
advancing disease. He breathed his
last in his sixtieth year on the
eleventh of April, 1839. His remains
lie interred in the family grave at
Greenock.

It has fallen to the lot of few men
to have done so much for their coun-
try and their kind as John Galt. As
an author he ranks very high, several
of his works in their special field be-
ing quite unrivalled in English litera-
ture. As a founder of cities this
monograph endeavours briefly to re-
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cord his fame. His is among the
bright names of Scotland and of Can-
ada, and will, in this land at least,
stand out for centuries as a landmark
of the age in which he lived. The
wandering emigrants whom he locat-

ed became a happy and flourishing
people. Their grandchildren of to-
day hold his memory in honour, and
their descendants will surely from
generation to generation save his
name and his deeds from oblivion.
Three sons of John Galt achieved
success in Canada. The eldest, John,
Registrar of the County of Huron, an
intimate friend of Sir John A. Mae-
donald, was cut off prematurely in
1866, at the age of fifty-two. The
second son, Thomas Galt, was for
thirty years an honoured judge of
this Provinee. The youngest son, Sir
Alexander Galt, was for a quarter of
a century a conspicuous figure in the
public life of Canada, and ended his
very successful career by acting as
High Commissioner for the Dominion
in Great Britain, The sons and
daughters of these three sons of John
Galt are now moving in honoured
spheres in various cities and towns of
America—in Montreal, in Toronto, in
Winnipeg, in Chicago, in Goderich.
Numerous  great-grandchildren of
John Galt are already facing the high
concerns of life in Canada, determin-
ed to bring no diseredit upon the
name of their illustrious progenitor.



THE HOUSE

IMPREGNABLE

BY GEORGE CLARKE HOLLAND

VER since Confederation the
E Senate of Canada, its constitu-

tion, its functions, its useful-
ness, and even its necessity as a legis-
lative body have been the theme of
much academic discussion, and, occa-
sionally, of attempts to terminate its
existence. That it still lives on un-
changed, unruffled, and unafraid,
pursuing the even and dignified tenor
of its way, is striking evidence of the
conservative spirit of our people and
of the inherent value and necessity
of the Upper Chamber.

At the conference which laid the
foundations of the Dominion, there
Wwas a conflict of opinion as to whe-
ther the Senate should be elected, as
the Canadian Upper House had been
up to the union of the Provinces, or
a body appointed by the Crown. The
defects of the elective system were
manifest in the Legislative Council of
Canada, and some of the Maritime
Provinces, also, had had some exper-
ience of the evils which occasionally
resulted from having two elected
bodies, each claiming to represent the
people, when conflict arose between
them; they had had no recent object
lesson from which they could learn
that an appointed upper house may,
at times, prove as obstructive as
though it had been elected directly
by the people. The Fathers of Con-
federation, with the British House of
Lords before them as a model, there-
fore decided that the members of the
Senate should be appointed by the
Crown and hold office for life. At the
beginning, the appointments were
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made from the members of the old
Legislative Council. There were
more Councillors than positions and
there was a waiting list from which,
as vacancies occurred, appointments
were made. Thus the defects of the
system were not apparent in the early
years of the Confederation; it was
only when the list of old legislative
councillors was exhausted and the
government of the day had a free
choice that the upper chamber began
to assume what has been regarded
as a partisan character. At the
end of the first seven years, when
the Conservative government was
driven from power and Mr. Macken-
zie formed his cabinet, he found the
Senate a decidedly Conservative
body. It was exasperating to the Lib-
erals, fresh from the people and with
an overwhelming majority in the
Lower House, to find the Conserva-
tive enemy entrenched in the impreg-
nable citadel of the Senate, Then,
for-the first time, the upper chamber
found itself assailed as ‘‘an irres-
ponsible body, obstructing the will of
the people’’ and characterized as ‘‘a
political Magdalen Asylum for dis-
carded politicians who had been de-
bauched by the Government of the
day,”” and as “a House of Refuge
for the senile, worn-out and rejected
supporters of a discredited party.’’
There were then, as now, demands
for the abolition or reformation of
the Upper Chamber; but then, as
now, demands grew less insistent as
the older senators passed away and
their places were filled by stalwart
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supporters of the government of the
day. Many of the Senators appoint-
ed by Sir John Maedonald were old
men when they entered the Senate,
and the average mortality in the Up-
per Chamber in the seventies was
high ; thus it happened that Mr. Maec-
kenzie was able to appoint a suffi-
cient number of his own supporters
to convert the Liberal minority into
a Liberal majority in the Upper
House before he was defeated in
1878. Then followed the long Con-
servative regime, during which the
vacancies, as they occurred, were
filled by the appointment of Conser-
vatives, until the party was swept
out of power by the tidal wave of
1896. During the eighteen years of
Conservative rule, the Liberal Sen-
ators had dwindled down to a mere
corporal’s guard. It was natural,
therefore, that a prominent plank of
the Liberal platform. should be ‘‘Sen-
ate Reform.”” During their long so-
journ in the wilderness of Opposi-
tion, the party had conceived a vio-
lent hatred of the Senate, and threat-
ened its abolition; but they found,
as their opponents had found under
similar circumstances, that to mend
or end the Upper House was, at best,
a very slow, difficult and doubtful
process, and that they could with
greater ease and safety await the
natural process of reform by the
“ hand of nature, the government fill-
ing vaeancies, as they occurred in the
Senate, with men who had won the
confidence of the Liberal party by
long and unswerving support. Thus
in the course of a few years the Con-
servative majority in the Upper
House melted away and the Liberals
increased until, when the turn over
of 1911 ocecurred, they numbered
some two-thirds of the Senators. We
are all familiar with the attitude of
the Conservative party towards the
Upper House since then. The de-
feat of the Naval Bill and the High-
ways Improvement Bill by the Liber-
al majority in the Senate has led to
an agitation to ‘‘mend or end”’ a

house whose enemies claim that it is
unnecessary when friendly and a pos-
itive evil when in opposition to the
government of the day. Various have
been the suggestions to overcome the
difficulty, ranging from limiting the
Senator’s position to a term of years,
to the total abolition of the Upper
House, but every attempt, however
mild or however drastie, has been ab-
ortive, The Senate, whether regard-
ed as a necessary, if somewhat de-
fective, safeguard against hasty or
ill-considered legislation, or as a dan-
gerous anachronism thwarting the
clearly expressed will of the people,
continues to-day as it was consti-
tuted at the confederation of the
Provinees, enjoying an ever-inereas-
ing prestige and influence the more
it is denounced by its enemies., Other
upper chambers dread the conse-
quences of obstrueting the impetuous
rush of an eager and impatient de-
mocracy, but the Canadian Senate
remains with powers undiminished.
It has seen the House of Lords shorn
of some of its ancient privileges and
reduced to comparative impotence by
a radical majority in the Commons,
but when threats are uttered in Can-
ada to treat our Upper House in a
similar way, the Senate simply puts
its back against the British North
America Aect, and, with impertur-
bable good humour, mildly ridicules
its enemies. The conviction in the
Senatorial mind is strong and well
founded that the Commons would
have as little power to end or limit
the powers of the Senate against the
will of the Upper House as the Senate
would have to limit or end the powers
of the Commons—that any attempt
of the kind, even with the sanction
of the Imperial authorities, would
precipitate troubles more serious and
disastrous to the Dominion than any-
thing which could result from con-
tinuing the constitution as it stands
to-day. Though modelled, as far as
our federal system would allow, on
the House of Lords as it was in 1867,
the Senate holds a much stronger
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position than its prototype. It is
doubtful if any resolution of the
House of Commons could abolish the
Senate, or change its constitution un-
less adopted unanimously by all the
Provinces that were parties to the
original confederation pact. The Sen-
ate had its birth in what was virtu-
ally a treaty between those Provin-
ces, and was designed primarily to
protect provineial rights. In the
weaker Provinces it was felt, at the
time of confederation, that the Sys-
tem of representation by population
in the Lower House would endanger
their rights unless held in check by
a fixed representation in the Upper
House which could not be affected by
more rapid growth of population
in the larger Provinces. In less than
fifty years we have seen a new Can-
ada developing in the fertile West
and Quebec and Ontario adding new

territory to their already large areas

and rapidly outstripping the Mari-
time Provinces in theip inerease of
Population. As g result, the repres-
entation of the Maritime Provinces
in the House of Commons has de-
clined as the representation of the
larger Provinces has inereased, until
their influence in the government of
the Dominion threatens to become
negligable. Their one safeguard ag-
ainst disastroug loss of power and
prestige is the Senate, where the
three Maritime Provinces, with about
one-third the population of Ontario,
have twenty-four representatives as
compared with an equal number from
the premier Province. It is highly
improbable, therefore, that the Mari.
time Provinces would consent to any
reform of the Senate which would
weaken their influence in the Dom-
inion Parliament, And what has
been said of the Maritime Provinces
applies with even greater foree to
Quebee, whose representation in the
House of Commons cannot be en-
larged under any cirecumstances with-
out serious and far-reaching conge-
quences which statesmen would hesi-
tate to face, Quebee, with its special
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rights and privilages, is dqeply, vit-
ally interested in maintaining the
constitution of the Senate unchanged
as a protection against possible dan-
gers which may threaten them as
Ontario and the Western Provinees
inerease in population. Any attempt,
therefore, to abolish or to impair the
power and influence of the Senate
would meet with opposition from all
Eastern Canada and must necessarily
fail,

But apart from the impregnable
position which the Senate holds un-
der the British North America Act,
upper chambers, even without such
protection, often exhibit remarkable
vitality. It would be difficult to find
any reason for two houses in a pro-
vineial legislature, yet some of those
provinees which at confederation ad-
opted the bicameral system have been
unable to get rid of a costly encum-
brance. Thus it happens that Que-
bee and Nova Scotia, with a popula-
tion considerably less than that of
Ontario, have four legislative bodies,
while Ontario is well governed with a
single chamber, The absurdity of
such a multiplication of legislative
machinery is quite understood and
appreciated, and time and again

ova Scotia has tried to get rid of
its Legislative Council. The first
serious attack on the upper house
was made in 1879—just twelve years
after the union—when a government
measure to abolish the Legislative
Council passed the Lower House and
was defeated and supported in the
Council by every supporter of the
dominant party.” At that time the
Government had made three appoint-
ments to the Legislative Council, and
announced that no gentleman had
been appointed who would not agree
to support such a measure, and in
fact the three Councillors on that oe-
casion did vote for abolition.

When the Longley
came into power they announced that
they had adopted their predecessors’
policy and would appoint nobody
who would not give a written pledge

Government
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of his willingness to support a mea-
sure to abolish the Council. As soon
as they believed that there were
enough gentlemen so pledged in the
Legislative Counecil to carry such a
measure they introduced a Bill in the
Assembly where it was carried by an
overwhelming majority. The Bill was
then sent to the Legislative Council
where it was promptly strangled, one
of the excuses given for such action
being that it was discourteous to the
upper chamber to originate the mea-
sure in the Assembly, and that it
should have originated in the Legis-
lative Council. The following ses-
sion the measure was again introdue-
ed, on this occasion in the upper
house, only to meet with the same
fate, many of the pledged councillors
voting against it. The Government,
whose policy had been endorsed by
the electorate, thus driven to bay,
appealed to the Imperial authorities
to intervene and help the people of
Nova Scotia to get rid of their in-
cubus. Lord Ripon’s reply, is dated
3rd December, 1894, and is as fol-
lows :

““I have the honour to acknowledge re-
ceipt of Sir H. Strong’s despatch No. 229
of 12th October, forwarding approved
minute of the Dominion P. C. on the sub-
jeet of the petitions of the Legislative
Council and Legislative Assembly of Nova
Scotia in regard to the abolition of the
Legislative Couneil.

‘‘The question has received the serious
consideration of Her Majesty’s Govern-
ment, but they consider that, as the Pro-
vince has power to alter its constitution
if it sees fit to do so, a resort to Imperial
legislation would be inexpedient except
in circumstances of urgent necessity. They
are, consequently, very reluctant to take
such a step in the present circumstances

- and trust that the matter may ere long

be settled by the Province itself.’’

In the 1897 session of the Legisla-
ture, the following resolution was in-
troduced by Mr. Campbell in the
House of Assembly:

‘“Whereas it is admited by a large ma-
jority of the people of this Provinee that
the Legislative Council has ceased to be
a necessity as a branch of the Legisla-

ture, and that particularly since the union
of the Provinces it has absolutely become
unnecessary;

‘‘Resolved, then, that this House dur-
ing its session do pass an Act to abolish
that branch of the Legislature, allowing
them a small retiring allowance, equal to
three years’ sessional indemnity.’’

The resolution did not earry, and
from that time the movement against
the Upper House lost its foree and
soon disappeared from the arena of
practical politiecs. Mr. Campbell ar-
raigned the Legislative Counecil in
the following language :

‘‘During the last eighteen years every
new Parliament elected to serve in this
House has passed resolutions unanimously
to abolish the Legislative Council, but
with no favourable result. It was mar-
vellous to him how patient and longsuf-
fering the people of this Province were.
The machinery of Government was out of
all proportion to the work required, while
we had to keep up our roads and bridges
on borrowed money. It was most ridicu-
lous to continue institutions altogether
unnecessary.’’

The fairness of his arraignment
was not questioned, but the cumbrous,
expensive and unnecessary machine
remains and, to all appearances,
is liable to remain as long as Nova
Scotia continues to be a Province of
the Dominion. With such a record
before them, well may the Senate of
Canada smile at the threats and as-
saults of its foes in the House of Com-
mons and the country. The Legisla-
tive Counecil of Nova Scotia is an
admittedly useless body of gentlemen,
representing nobody—mnot even the
Government to which its members owe
their appointment, and many of
whom had actually violated their
written pledges in order to preserve
their positions—a body condemned
by the people of the Province and
their elected representatives and with-
out an excuse for their continued
existence as a branch of the Legis-
lature except on purely selfish per-
sonal grounds, yet it lives on, defy-
ing governments, assemblies and
public opinion. What hope, then,
can the enemies of the Senate of
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Canada have of success in their ef-
forts to abolish, or to materially
change, the constitution of a body
which is admittedly the safeguard of
the smaller provinces and of pro-
vineial rights throughout the Dom-
inion, whose record of useful service
has won the commendation of men
like the late Honourable David Mills
(who at one time had been loudest
in calling for its abolition) and
whose preservation is absolutely ess-
ential to the continuance of the Dom-
inion ?

To denounce the Senate as a use-
less body is to ignore its long record
of useful service to the Dominion.
That it has, on many occasions, jus-
tified the wisdom and foresight of
the Fathers of Confederation in eon-
stituting the Upper House, is con-
ceded by all who are familiar with
its history. Through its rejection of
thc_ Marine Electric Telegraphs Bill,
which, if enacted, would have fasten-
ed a eable monopoly on the Dominion,
the Senate enabled Canada to give
Marconi much needed encouragement
an establishing wireless telegraphic
communication between Europe and
America,

It is admitted that the rejeetion
of the first Drummond County Rail-
way Bill enabled the Government to
make a better bargain by which the
Dominion was saved over a million
dollars,

Opinions differ as to the wisdom
displayed by the Senate in refusing
to sanction the deal with Mackenzie
and Mann for the construction of a
railway through the Yukon wilder-
ness from Telegraph Creek to Teslin
Lake, but the arguments with which
the Senators backed up their judg-
ment seemed strong enough to con-

vinee the Government with whom it

originated that the scheme should be
abandoned,

By defeating what was popularly
known at the time as the Tuckersmith
Bill, a measure designed to so change
the Huron ridings as to ensure the

re-election of the late M. C. Camer-
on,who had been unseated after the
general election, the Senate establish-
ed a precedent which ensures the
stability of the decennial redistribu-
tion of constituencies called for by
the B.N. A, Act. At the time, the
defeat of the Bill gave rise to violent
attacks on the Senate and demands
for its abolition, but nobody to-day
regrets the decision of the Upper
House on that oceasion, and it is not
unreasonable to anticipate that, in
the light of history, other decisions
of the Senate which have been at-
tributed to partisanship, may appear
more as the result of that ‘‘sober
second thought’’ which the second
chamber was intended to exercise for
the protection of the publie from be-
ing stampeded into the adoption of
policies which, if entered upon with-
out due deliberation, might entail
serious consequences to the future of
the Dominion.

The Lancastrians may rave and im-
agine a vain thing, but the Senate
will continue the even tenor of its
way, doing its work quietly and effec-
tively without making demagogic
appeals to the constituencies. It is
exasperating, no doubt, to a govern-
ment fresh from the people, feeling
that it has the confidence of the
public and eager to put its policy on
the statute book of the country, to
find its measures emasculated or re-
jected by a hostile majority in the
Senate, but the evil is one which
does not endure for many years, and
it is an evil which has its root in
the life tenure of the position and
the system of giving the government
of the day power to fill all vacancies.

It is reasonable under the circum-
stances, that mno radical change is
likely to be effected in the constitu-
tion of the Senate, nor is any step to
diminish its power and influence like-
ly to be effective, unless it originates
in the Upper House and meets with
the approval of a majority of the
Senators.
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A TYPICAL LUMBER CAMP ON BULL RIVER,

BRITISH COLUMBIA

THE WARNING
BY NORMAN S. RANKIN

Last summer there were:

Seventy-three forest fires
clearing land.

Sixty-seven forest fires caused by eamp-
ers.

_Thirty-seven forest fires caused by log-
ging operations.

Besides railway and other fires.

$140,000 of public money was spent in
fire protection.

One bad fire cost $90,000 to fight.

Fine timber was wasted, houses were
destroyed, payrolls and trade went up in
smoke. Several men were ruined.

WHY?

Just because some one neglected his
clearing fires.

Just because some one left a camp-fire
smouldering.

Just because some one broke the law
when using steam machinery.

Our forests yield $2,600,000 to the Gov-
ernment,

Natural resources provide the money for
developing British Columbia.

Lumbering circulates $24,800,000 a year
among our people. YOU BENEFIT.
- The best fire law in America was passed

457

caused by

last winter at Vietoria. HELP
GOVERNMENT TO ENFORCE IT.
W. R. ROSS,
Minister of Lands.

l LOOKED at Cook, Cook looked at

YOUR

me, and we both looked at the no-

tice board.

“Do you know,”’ Cook said rum-
inatingly, taking his pipe from his
mouth as he spoke, ‘‘that the lumber
output of British Columbia is about
a billion and a quarter feet a year?’’

I shook my head.

‘“At the present rate of cutting,’’
he went on, ‘‘making no allowance
at all for annual growth, it would
take the lumber industry of British
Columbia nearly 250 years to use up
the timber now standing. The annual
growth of the forests of British Col-
umbia is now, before they are even
adequately protected (he pointed
with his pipe-stemn to the proclama-
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PILING LOGS ON BULL RIVER, BRITISH COLUMBIA

tion above) from fire and from waste,
not less than five times the present
annual cut.”’

I had never heard Cook say So
much before all at one time, and, to
say the least, I was surprised.

“You ought to be a publicity com-
missioner or an industrial agent,”” T
laughed, ““ or secretary of a Board
of Trade, or a Salvation Army speak-
er, or something of that sort. Say,
by the way, what is the distance of
the moon from the earth?’’

He was smoking and thinking
again, and didn’t trouble to answer ;
I saw an unsmiled smile, however,
creeping out of the corners of his eyes
and mouth, and knew he appreciated
the joke.

““Come on, let’s be going,’’ he
urged, and suiting the action to the
word, took up his camera. I tagged
in behind, and we hit the trail to-
gether. It was a glorious trail, too,
zig-zagging up the steep mountain-
side, winding round big boulders and
through cool green glades. Then. 1t
would burst into a little eclearing

through which the eye could fathom
a tiny stream hurrying seawards, a
thousand feet below. I should have
liked to be a tramp with nothing to
worry over but a meal, and 1’d have
crept in under a tall and shady palm
tree, and, doubling beneath its per-
fumed branches, would have sunk in-
to the kind of dream that only a
tramp can imagine and a tramp en-
joy. But no, we had our work to do,
and the joys of the ‘‘Knights of the
Road”” were not for us.

Cook and I, with a moving picture
camera and a couple of other common
or garden cameras, were ‘‘doing’’ the
Bull River Reserve and lumber
camps. A perfect companion for a
Jaunt of this sort was good old Cook.
He’d begun in ‘‘dear ol’ Lon’on,”’
and knocked around the world so con-
tinuously ever since as to be thorough-
ly cosmopolitan. I believe he began
by walking through Normandy into
Finistere; then jumped over into
Switzerland, where for a year he
entertained the aristoeratic residents
of the Hotel des Avants; leaving

.
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A LOG JAM ON BULL RIVER, BRITISH COLUMBIA

there ( engaged to be married to Lord
Somebody-or-other’s daughter) he
had next taken service as an overseer
on a sugar plantation in Jamaica,
from which position he had emigrat-
ed to street railway construction in
Demerara. He had fought the ‘“yal-
ler Jack’’ and mosquitoes up the
Amazon ; gone through the Cuban re-
bellion; helped build the Panama
Canal; fillibustered in Hayti, and fled
Mexico with Diaz, finally hooking up
with the Edison Film Company in
California. At any rate, you may be
sure that having done all these things,
and visited all sorts of queer places,
his conversation was redolent of spicy
and amusing anecdote. .

For the past week we had been
tramping the country in the vicinity
of Bull River, having left the rail-
road at Wardner, on the Crow’s
Nest. Now we were nearing the end
of our ramble; every evolution of the
log from the moment it is ‘‘spotted’’
in the forest, until trimmed and
squared as a tie, or round and smooth
as a post, or flat and square as a

board, had been photographed and
registered..

We had learned the soft ‘‘coo-ey’’
of the axeman’s warning that a for-
est monster is about to topple; we
could tell the broad from the seoring-
axe or the double-bitted, and a pike-
pole from a boat-hook. We had held
our breath as the heavy logs shot
down the greased skids into the rush-
ing river, and gazed fascinated as the
iron ‘‘nigger’’ punched the huge tim-
bers into place for execution. We
had thrilled from top of head to tip
of toes as the rushing saw-carriage
screamed through great logs, while its
demon drivers swung strange levers
and the mill reeked with sawdust and
noise, And at night-time, after the
day’s work in the camps, when the
horses were tranquilly munching hay
and the men sat quietly round the log-
house doors, smoking and ‘‘chin-
ning,”’ I heard many a pretty tale of
the “‘girl back East’’ or ‘‘just across
the line’’ who was waiting anxiously.
‘‘Jack’’ had enough ‘‘big round ones’’
gathered together to bring her out.

b s

B e b

¥




THE WARNING 61

LOG CHUTE FROM DAM TO MILL ON

I had always imagined the lumber-
Jjack 1o be ““wild and woolly,’’ over-
flowing with malice and mischief, ripe
for any devilment, and while that
may be true of the jack who period-
ically comes into town for ‘‘a good
time,”” with six months’ wages burn-
ing his jeans and a determination to
““cut loose,” the exact reverse is the
case in camp. The lumber-jack in
town on a holiday and the lumber.
Jack in camp are two distinctive per-
sons, perusing sundry, separate aims,
and nowhere in Western Canada will
you run across a better-behaved, hard-
er-working, more earnest lot of men.
I take off my hat to them, be they
walking boss, buek-beaver, swamper,
roller, or axeman. And well inform.
ed, too. One man volunteered the in-
formation that out of every four dol-
lars in the Provineial Treasury one
of them was provided by forest rev-
enue. He probably had read as much
in the Annual Forest Branch Report,
but no matter; the fact that he had
remembered it speaks volumes. An-
other told me that of nearly 10,000

BULL RIVER, BRITISH COLUMBIA

fire permits issued last year, only
eight fires burned away. ‘‘And,’’ he
added, ‘‘that was going some,”’

A young fellow from Minnesota,
who had come to me six months be-
fore with an empty pocket-book and
an introduction, met me at one of the
camps and showered me with bless-
ings. He had been a bit of a dandy
when he applied for the job, and the
walking boss rather hesitated about
employing him, but he had made no
mistake; he was the happiest man in
camp, ragged, burnt the colour of an
old sorrel horse, but overflowing with
good spirits and joy.

““Go_back to town?’’ he asked.
when I spoke to him. ‘‘No, not for
mine, I won’t. Just a little tent or
a little shack for me right here, with
the bears climbing in the backyard o’
nights kind o’ friendly-like, and the
ole river rushin’ busy down below to
lull me to sleep; later on, p’r’aps,’”’
and he blushed, ‘‘p’r’aps a little girl
from back Minnesoty way to share
the shack and the bears with me. Tt’s
great-out-o’-doors places fer me.”’
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A LUMBERMAN'S HUT ON BULL RIVER, BRITISH COLUMBIA

The figure on the right, holding the axe, is that of the author, Mr. Rankin

The lumber output of British Col-
umbia is about one and a quarter bil-
lion feet a year, and the Forestry
Branch is making every possible ef-
fort to secure the support of the pub-
lic, the lumber companies, and the
railroads in the prevention of forest
fires, of which bush fires, matches,
cigarettes, and cigar-ends, unscreened
logging engines, coal-burning locomo-
tives, and such things are the causes.

Six fire launches patrol the coast
waters, one each on the Kootenay and
Arrow Lakes, and in many other ways
are the Government endeavouring to
prevent fires. In this the Government
have the hearty approval and co-
operation of the Western Canada Ir-
rigation Association. And so Ross’s
Forest Act has this in it:

Every donkey-engine and locomotive
must be equipped with an efficient spark-
arrester and with devices which will pre-
vent the escape of fire from ash-pans and
fire-boxes.

Every donkey-engine and locomotive
must be provided with a sufficient supply
of water and with & pump capable of
forcing water to a height of twenty-five
feet, 150 feet of hose, ten six-quart bue-
kets, six shovels, three axes, three mat-
tocks, all in good repair for fire-fighting.

All dead trees and snags within 200 feet
of any. donkey-engine at work must be
felled.

A watchman must be kept on duty at
every donkey-engine under fire during the
noon hour, and for two hours after opera-
tions have ceased for the day.

A sufficient space around all camp build-
ings must be cleared of brush and other
fine combustible material.

Lighted cigars, matches, cigarettes and
pipe ashes must be completely extinguish-
ed before being thrown away.

Foremen, engineers, and all men work-
ing in the woods, as well as contractors,
operators, and owners, are responsible for -
the carrying out of these regulations.

And always remember that the an-
nual growth of+the forests in British
Columbia is more than five times the
present annual cut.




DUNCAN CAMPBELL SCOTT
BY BERNARD MUDDIMAN

few delicate souls who believe,

with the great French wmsthete,
Joseph Joubert, ‘‘it is better to be
exquisite than ample.”” Delightful
amateurs of art, they have given the
world some of its most refined work.
Sir Thomas Browne, the Norfolk
physician, was of their number, and
so was Walter Pater, living a life of
exquisite fragrance in Oxford, with
its thousand subdued charms, a gray

IN every generation there are a

green city half as old as time. In°

their English ecompany is Fitzgerald
and Joseph Shorthouse, the Birming-
ham Quaker, who lived the dream life
of John Inglesant, before he wrote it.

And Canada, in the person of Dun-
can Campbell Scott, has one of this
band, who in delicately thin verse
and a few exquisite short stories, al-
most unheeded, at certain intervals
has broken silence. Austerity is the
keynote of all such work ; it suggests
so much more than it actually per-
forms. But then austerity, too, has
her glories that steal on souls who
have taken and kept the vow of pas-
sionate refrainment, and in their
abnegation often surpass those who
are prodigal of song. Such souls, by
necessity, of their own nature, and
not in obedience to any external com-
mand, have chosen the things of art
that are more excellent, deliberately
moving along upon a high plane of
thought and feeling, because it is
there alone that they find their true
atmosphere, It mneeds a rigorous
standard to exert this rejection of so
many sweet things, to achieve which,
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one must daily make a great refusal,
and its reward is the praise of sil-
ence—the most perfect applause of
all.

Its erown is a certain delicacy of
vision. For such refinement ean be
maintained only by an unyielding re-
jeetion, by a delight in ever seeking
to have less rather than more. Where
others bluster along and fume and
rant and waste themselves, these
finer souls go on distilling their
thoughts, until the essence alone re-
mains in their slim little books, that
have the premanence and perpetuity
of the elder classics. Their message
so brief and simple thus gains a
monumental permanence appealing
to the most susceptible minds of every
ag2. And such in its own way is the
work of Duncan Campbell Scott.

The facts of his life are exceeding-
ly simple. It moves in one atmos-
phere, hardly an -energetic one, the
leisurely atmosphere of the Civil Ser-
vice at Ottawa. The son of a Metho-
dist minister, he was born at Ottawa
in 1862, and educated in the public
sehools and at Stanstead College, Que-
bee. He entered, in his seventeenth
year, on December 15th, 1879, the
Department of Indian Affairs; in
which, last year, he attained to the
highest rang, that of Deputy Super-
intendent-General. A limited life, if
vou like, devoid of any adventures
save those of the spirit, but at least
free from anything irksome or dis-
turbing, full of the quiet necessary
for really permanent belles-lettres,

In appearance, he has the analy-
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tical ascetic look of a professor, say of roses and wine and dancing girls,

of logie, rather than the Bohemian
aspect of a poet. The long nose, the
thin, straight lips, the sharp lean fea-
tures with the be-spectacled piercing
eyes, might be those of some prime
university leeturer. Remove the spee-
tacles and you have one of those wan,
gaunt faces the pre-Raphaelites loved
to paint. Yet after you have been
with him a little while, you begin to
realize that the tone of his voice and
the haunting kindness of his eyes
could only be those of a poet., But
everything denotes the austere intel-
lectualist, nothing the fleshly poet of
langorous loves. Indeed there is
something almost puritanical about
his rigid face and ways, that makes
one think that for the poet at least
sometimes the things of beauty burn
with an evil light. The sensuous
either in colour, or sound, or touch,
must almost have for him that dread-
ful charm which sin has for others.

He did not pen a line of verse
until he was twenty-five. Poetry had
always interested him, but music was
his first love. His prose work came
last of all; and it is there, in the short
story form, to my mind, as I shall en-
deavour to show, Mr. Secott works
best. I shall keep this order.

Save a few uncollected poems like
The Globe prize poem, ‘“The Battle
of Lundy’s Lane,’’ all his verse has
been issued in four small plaquettes.

The year 1893, when Duncan Scott
published in England his first volume
of verse, ‘“The Magic House,’’ was
rather a remarkable year in Cana-
dian literature. Sir Gilbert Parker’s
first novel, ‘‘Mrs. Falchion,”’ appear-
ed, and Bliss Carman’s magnificent
volume, ‘‘Low Tide on Grand Pré,’’
also saw the light.

““The Magic House’’ was a modest
enough volume, without pretention,
just the garnered up songs of a young
man possessed of a delicate fanecy.
Immaturity is written over every line
of it; but, it is a charming and fresh
immaturity that has promise in its
quiet restraint. There is no riot here

no poses or startling and dazzling
ideas. The poet is not quite yet mas-
ter of his material; and, sometimes,
it has a crudely broken-up music:
but, it is never a discord of thought,
only of sound. For occasionally a
pateh of prose in the text retards its
small pellueid rill of verse. But the
thought is always there. Save for
two poems, I would almost call it a
volume of delightful minor verse.

It is imitative, to a certain extent
like the work of all young poets.
Their fancies and dreams are natural-
ly shot through with the magnificent
colour tones of the greater poets, who
have intoxicated their brains and im-
pregnated the ivory cells of gray mat-
ter with the unheard melody of vis-
ion. Here and there we notice a
touch of Tennyson as in the title
poem. ‘‘Above St. Irénée’’ is a study
of Wordsworthian mode. A Pre-
Raphaelite note rings through ““‘In
the House of Dreams.”” His medita-
tion in one of the little countryside
church-yards of Ontario is a study
after the manner of Gray’s immortal
clegy tuned in the key of Matthew
Arnold’s wistfulness without the lat-
ter’s doubt. Death is the eternal level-
ler of everything, and this hackneyed
idea is wrought out in rather tame
purple phrases. But it must not be
thought that Duncan Scott is merely
an imitator. These echoes are really
not worth a seecond consideration. He
is, when at his best, purely himself,

Again, another influence, I seem to
trace at work in his early poetry, is
that of his friend and fellow eivil
servant Archibald Lampman. Lamp-
man was only a year his senior; but
he was by far the more precocious of
the two, and, perhaps, the more pas-
sionately poetical. But his verse is
often too thick, while Duncan Secott’s
has the uncapturable lucidity of the
Iyrical lark’s thin lapse of liquid
music, Lampman had written more
and perhaps more ably up to the time
of which I speak. His first volume,
‘“Among the Millet,”” was published




DUNCAN CAMPBELL SCOTT, POET




THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE



DUNCAN CAMPBELL SCOTT 67

locally in Ottawa five years prior to
Seott’s.  Consequently, I think, he
overshadowed Scott’s work. In faet,
it was only after Lampman came to
Ottawa that Scott cultivated his
muse. Further, the charming lines
written in a volume of his poems by
Scott have the eulogistic strain of an
admiring junior. Poems like ‘A
Summer Storm’’ remind me, too, of
Lampman in their treatment of na-
ture. Again, such lines as ‘‘In an
Old Quarry’’ are full of Lampman:
And as gloom grows and deepens like a
psalm,
This brgkzn field which summer has pass-
e
Has caught the ultimate lethean ecalm,
The fabulous quiet of far Thessaly,
And though the land has lost the bloom
and balm,
Nature is all content in liberty.

The tedious descriptive quality of
Lampman’s heavy Duteh landscapes,
however, was not to be the métier of
Duncan Scott. Even in this volume
he shakes himself free of the sedue-
tive sweetness of his friend’s work.
For he has agreed ‘‘to choose a beau-
ty puritan and stern.”” As a con-
trast, indeed, with Lampman, his
creed, it must be admitted, is more
active, less drugged with narcotic
thoughts, more nimble and wmsthetie:

Let your soul grow a thing apart,

Untroubled by the restless day,

Sublimed by some unconscious art,
Controlled by some divine play.

For life is greater than they think,
Who fret along its shallow bars;
Swing out the boom to float or sink,

And front the ocean and the stars.

For Scott seizes on the human in-
terest of life and is unlulled by the
heavy murmur of the bees and heady
flower-scents. Like an athlete, his
verse at its best carries no super-
fluous weight, and in this little vol-
ume we find him at his best in ‘‘At
the Cedars’’ and ‘‘The Reed Play-
er.”” The latter poem is a most splen-
did piece of music:

And now unseen along the shrouded mead

One went under the hill;

He blew a cadence on his mellow reed,
That trembled and was still.

s

In ““At the Cedars,’”’ in short, ir-
regular, abrupt, lithe verse, which he
affects, Scott chronicles an incident
at a log-jam on a river—an incident
peculiarly Canadian. This is the
first occasion on which he treats of
French-Canadian themes, that, after-
wards, with the Indian, form the
body of his best work.

Five years after ‘‘The Magic
House’’ Duncan Scott issued in Bos-
ton ‘‘Labour and the Angel’’. This
second volume reveals a marked
growth, a larger vocabulary, a firmer
and stronger grip on life and a delib-
erate study of Meredith and Brown-
ing. The poet’s mind has developed,
has studied the psychology of a young
man’s day dreams and gone down to
the market-places of life. He has
suffered. He has rejoiced. Life has
taught him something of her eruel
lessons, her mystic secrets and hid-
den raptures. Above all, the phil-
osophy of Browning and his method
seem to move the poet in this vol-
ume. Perhaps this is in no wise
strange. The passage of a soul from
the dream-wrapt palaces of the poets
of beauty to the jostling throng of
Browning’s men and women is a na-
tural evolution. Many souls have
found this way.

The technie, too, of this volume
is more varied, more self-reliant than
his first timid verses. The influence
of Browning is here also very evident
in this poetiec expansion. We shall
even find ellipses and short-cuts to pro-
fundity in the style of Meredith’s
‘““Woods of Westermain’’. There
are, too, short, gasping, breathless,
abrupt lines, whose disconnection is
appalling. In ‘‘Stone-Breaking,’’
for instance, we have a baldness of
phrase that is repellent. But several
of the poems stand out as works
worthy of detailed consideration.

‘“The Labour and the Angel’’ is a
poem with a message, not, however,
deliberately didactiec. It rather fol-
lows the rule of Browning in his
‘““Men and Women’’, It presents a
picture. It is a great poem in the
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sense many of the poems of Emile
Verhaeren are great. It employs the
old style of poetry in a modern way.
It is not merely language in the state
of a erisis, like so mueh of our mod-
ern verse, for it has also an ineisive
criticism of life. How can existence
and work be harmonized? How can
a man still preserve his soul and at
the same time earn his daily bread?
On all of us is laid the burden of
work and nowhere more so than in a
young country like Canada:

Down in the sodden field,

A blind man is gathering his roots,
Guided and led by a girl;

Her golden hair blows in the wind,
Her garments with flutter and furl
Leap like a flag in the sun;

And whenever he stoops, she stoops,
And they heap the dark-coloured beets
In the barrow, row upon row.

This verse, you will say, is literal
to the verge of the prosaic. But wait
one moment, This frugal and spar-
Ing use of poetic luxuriance is the
very essence of Duncan Scott’s re-
straint. These plain figures in the
light of a common day symbols of
humanity; for the man is all man-
kind and the girl beside him is the
‘“ Angel of Labour’’, and without her
all his striving and work would be
blind and purposeless:

She offers no tantalus cup

To the shrunken, the desperate lips;
But she calms them with lether and love
And deadens the throb and the pain. . . .
For labour is always blind,

Unless as the light of the deed

The Angel is smiling behind.

‘‘Effort and effort,”’ she cries,

‘‘Up with the lark and the dew,

Still with the dew and the stars,

This is the heart-beat of life.

Feel it athrob in the earth.’’

It may be urged that this is but a
versified version of Carlyle’s gospel
of work. I prefer to regard it, how-
ever, as a manifestation of the times
and tendencies of a nation which
glories in workers and has nothing
but contempt for the leisured classes,
the drones of the social hive. A some-
what similar theme is developed in

““The Harvest’’. What if the reap-
ers were to hold back their sickles
and the millions of women ‘‘learned
in the tragical secrets of poverty’’
and of men wild-eyed and gaunt-
throated with but a vestige of man-
hood were to demand the self-annihil-
ation of humanity ? It is like a dread-
ful nightmare of the French Revolu-
tion, of the rising of those ereatures
deseribed in a memorable passage by
La Bruyére.

This volume also contains an ex-
traordinary  excursion, absolutely
unique for the restrained verse of
Duncan Scott into the sardonic world
of Pope and Swift. I refer to the
poem entitled ‘‘The Dame Regnant’’.
This is nothing more than a savage
onset against what the French call
bavardage; in other words, Lady Tit-
tle-Tattle—Scandal. It flames with
almost rabid rage. It sweeps on like
the pent-up fury of a man who has
suffered a wrong. No other poem of
Duncan Scott has this spirit of saeva
indignatio, of Juvenalian flash. Tts
style is strongly reminiscent of
Browning; but it has a lurid light
that is Swift’s:

And but give the wizard crone
Two small juttings in the air,
Spiderlike she weaves her web,
From her ancient ventral store,
Till the whole great house is meshed
With her legends, grim and hoar.
Or she starts a quiet mouse,
Feeding in the native cheese,
And a wolf springs from the rind,
Bloated out to what you please.
What she does not say she thinks;
Crafty, with a few dry winks,
Drops her poison in the eye,
Watching while it works and sinks;
When the eye is diamond eclear,
Comes she with a slimy sigh,
Bred to catch the dullard ear,
Opening with the formula,
Stereod to the devil’s phrase

In the human words, ‘‘They say’’;
Then the burden of the tale
Crawls in after like a snail.

Personally, I consider this mental
writhing alien to Seott’s work; but
the poet himself, strangely enough,
considers it ‘‘One of the best things
I have ever done’’,

e
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As absolute poetry, if I may bor-
row that expression from musical eri-
ties, I prefer a work like ‘‘ Adagio”’,
for in ‘‘ Adagio’’ a music-lover speaks
in a poem not unworthy of place be-
side Browning’s supreme and death-
less ““ Abt Volger’. Its conception is
pure Keatsian :

The permanence of beauty haunts thy
dreams,

And only as a land beyond desire,

Where the fixed glow may stain the vivid
flower,

Where youth may lose his wings but keep
his joy,

Does that far slope in the reluctant light

Lure thee beyond the barrier of the hills.

And often in the morning of the heart,

When memories are like crocus-buds in
spring,

Thou hast up-builded in thy ecrystal soul

Immutable forms of things loved once
and lost,

Or loved and never gained.

And one line is worthy of Arthur
Rimbaud himself :

Four viols build the perfect cube of sound.

In 1905 appeared the third volume
of Secott’s poetry—‘‘New World
Lyric and Ballads’’. The whole vol-
ume demonstrates that Scott is pure-
ly a lyrical and not a dramatic poet.
The Indian theme has now become
predominant. The ballads relate
mainly to incidents in the Far North
and are strictly not ballads at all.
The old ballad note cannot be re-
created. It is dead and Dunecan
Scott has succeeded not one whit bet-
ter than any other member of the
numerous band who have essayed to
revive it. There is no grip in them
such as we find in any collection of
old ballads. The life is out of them.
They are children of art while the
old ballad was essentially a child of
life.

‘We can never succeed in forgetting
this as we turn over the pages. For
example, take the piece entitled
““The Mission of the Trees’’. A small
northern tribe suffer much from fa-
mine. The witeh doctor aseribes this
to the fact that one of their number
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and his son are Christians. The little
boy is sick and he tells his father he
will never be well again until he hears
the Mission bell. So the father binds
on his snowshoes and with the child
on his back starts on his way to ‘‘ The
Mission of the Trees’’. Of course, he
never attains it. A snow blizzard
and hunger overwhelm them. The
whole is cast in the ballad quar-
train; but it is a legend, not a bal-
lad. Again in those irregular bal-
lads ““On the Way to the Mission’’
and ‘‘The Forsaken’’, we have two
little brutal ineidents of Indian life
that are essentially dramatic and con-
sequently marred by a lyrical singer.
In a harsh way he strains himself to
be dramatic in the vers libre form he
employs; but, the result is uncon-
vineing, and blurred like a smudged
charcoal drawing. While a third
poem of this style, ‘‘Catnip Jack’’,
is possibly the worst poem he has
written since maturity. It is horror
overdone. The whole atmosphere is
as impossible as it is ridieulously re-
pulsive, ‘‘The Forgers,”’ on the oth-
er hand, is watered-down Sechiller.
Again he falls back into the  fatal
rut off the Ontario poets’ endless
vards of description and reflection in
a few poems like ‘‘The Rapids at
Night’”* and ‘“A Nest of Hepaticas’’.

However, the volume is saved by a
few lyries which have a beauty in
them that Duncan Scott never before
attained. It is here we mote the
poet’s increased power, otherwise we
might be forced to hail the volume as
a temporary relapse. The prelude
and epilogue are furnished by two
exceptionally beautiful little out-
bursts of lyrical song. Vague and
bizarre almost like the early poems
of Maeterlinek, they have a strange
ethereal music. In ‘“The Sea by the
Wood’’ we have a strange, out-of-
the-world atmosphere of weariness.
It is the sea beyond the world and
the poet touches a fanciful lute above
its spirit waters. In ‘‘The Wood by
the Sea’’ we are in a magic land of
unimagined bird and flower where
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stray the dreamers of all day-dreams.

His last volume of verse is a kind
of glorified Christmas card. This is
‘“Via Borealis,”” which appeared in
1906 in green paper covers with deco-
rations by A. H. Howard, R.C.A. It
contains seven poems. The longest
of these, ‘‘Spring on Mattagami,”’ is
in some respects the sweetest poem
Dunean Seott has written. It should
be called ‘‘Love in a Wilderness’’,
for it is clearly modelled after George
Meredith’s ‘‘Love in a Valley’’. The
poet fares by canoe to the northern
wilderness, the land of quintessential
passion. He ponders the ways of his
maid as poets only do, yearns for her
presence, and finally pours out his
whole heart’s tale:

Here in the wilderness less her memory
presses,
Yet I seek her lingering where the
birches shine,
All the dark cedars are sleep-laden like
her tresses,
The gold-moted wood-pools pellucid as
her eyne;
Memories and ghost forms of the days
departed,

People all the forest lome in the dead

of night.

The highly sensuous imagery of the
verse rushes on at a fine pace. There
is a fuller clation, a wider ecstasy, a
happier buoyaney here than one finds
in Dunecan Scott’s other work. Every
now and then gushes forth pure
musie :

Here beyond the silver reach in ringing
will persistence

Reel remote the undulating laughter of
the loons.

The only other poem worth consid-
eration here is a particularly illum-
inating psychologic study of the men-
tality of ‘‘The Half-Breed Girl’’. It
is perhaps the most powerful thing
he has written in verse of this de-
seription :

She is free of the trap and the paddle,
The portage and the trail, ;

But something behind her savage life
Shines like a fragile veil. ¥

But she cannot learn the meaning
Of the shadows in her soul,

The lights that break and gather,
The clouds that part and roll,

The reek of rock-built cities,
Where her fathers dwelt of yore,

The gleam of loch and shealing,
The mist on the moor. . . .

The whole poem should be read to
appreciate its beauties of introspec-
tion.

This completes up to date the
poetry of Duncan Scott. Our next
consideration is his prose. And if
I may express a personal opinion, I
believe it is by this he will live. It
has all the perfection of delicate
porcelain ware. I do not refer to his
volume in the Makers of Canada
Series, or to his long essays on the
Indians of Canada, but to his short
stories. They are superior to even
his best poems. They are more sub-
tle, more finished, more vital. For
though he has the poetic tempera-
ment, it is more vital in these little
dainty prose sketches than in the fet-
ters of verse. His colour sense, his
careful choice of words move more
easily in poetic prose than in the
ethereal world of verse.

I remember reading several unecol-
lected stories of his, which makes one
hope that he may be induced to add
another little slim volume to ‘“‘In the
Village of Viger’’. There are several
mordant little tragedies of the North,
some even unpublished, which should
see the light in volume form. Among
them three remain vividly in my
memory, two written in the form of
a Hudson’s Bay Company factor’s
diary, ‘“The Vain Shadow’’ and ‘‘La-
brie’s Wife’’; while the third is
““‘Vengeance is Mine’’. The collected
stories have a bewitching grace, that
is, however, something deeper than
mere prettiness. They form a series
of vignettes in the life of an imag-
inary French-Canadian village. Down
the streets of Viger, that ecluster
round the slim steeple of St. Joseph'’s,
move both tragedy and comedy. The
Lombardy poplars that shade the lit-
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tle stream of Blanché are not too far
from the encroaching arms of a
Montreal, say, not to see the advent
of more curious visitants than the
robins and bobolinks of spring. It
is a scene of some strange little tra-
gedies and a comedy or two of rural
life. But as a rule the tragic note
prevails; the irony of fate, the futil-
ity of human hopes are repeatedly
made evident in these ten sketches.
In a few pages we are given an in-
cisive little tragedy, a grim peep into
human hearts. Moreover, the brevity
of these sketches adds to their in-
tensity ; and we rise from reading
them purged in the same sense Aris-
totle meant when he spoke of the ef-
fect of tragedy on the auditor. For
there is nothing mean or sordid in
these village dramas. It is always
the fall of some noble element in
commonplace hearts.

There is the little milliner, who
drops down from the great town into
the sleepy high street of Viger. And
when Madame Laroque, who made
clumsy dresses and trimmed hats bad-
ly, saw the newcomer’s sign, she
cried: ““Ah! the bread is to be taken
out of my mouth!’”’ There is the
history of the girl who lived with her
consumptive brother at No. 68, Rue
Alfred de Musset, and who said: ‘‘I
must live, I was made to’’. There is
the idyll of the bobolink and the tra-
gedy of the seigniory. But above
them all one stands out as a work of
supreme excellence. 'We will conside-
er it in some detail.

At the Inn of Viger, which Paul
Arbique, the old French soldier born
at Sedan, kept, the German watch-
maker of the village, Hans Blumen-
thal, was a regular habitué. In fact,
he was Arbique’s best ecustomer till
the Franeo-Prussian war came.
‘“When the war excitement broke out,
Arbique expected to see no more of
him. . . . But instead he return-
ed again and again to his place at
the little table by the window, peer-
ing through his glasses with his im-
perturbable, self-absorbed expression,

not seeming to heed the wordy storms
that beset his ears.’’

Arbique pastes a map on the wall
and scerawls beneath it a French Chas-
seur, ‘‘A Berlin!”’ But Hans simply
sticks pins in it with red and blue
pieces of wool to show the positions
of the armies. Arbique takes to
drinking, and wants to fight some-
one; but, everybody in Viger agreed
with him, exeept the Geerman, and he
kept silent. He had serious thoughts
of challenging him to a duel, if the
opportunity offered. The whole vil-
lage, indeed, are against Hans, and
when the Germans begin to win after
Woerth, the lads hoot him and some-
one flings a stone through his shop
window. He drinks his beer quietly
and goes home earlier, that is all. One
night the village topers made a com-
pact to go out when it is late, break
into his house and beat him. But
Latulippe, Arbique’s ward, hears of
the plot and warns him.

The state of Arbique, as the news
of the French reverses arrives, is ter-
rible. Although he could manage to
deceive himself by a false enthusiasm,
sometimes, the truth would stab the
old soldier of France’s heart like a
knife, and he would tremble as if he
had the ague, for the honour of his
country was the dearest thing to him
in all the world. But the impertrub-
able German simply advances the
pins on the map towards Paris. Ar-
bique goes on drinking and has to
take to his bed.

Coming down one day he finds the
German with his finger on Sedan,
his own birthplace. This is too much.
He broke out: ‘‘No, not there—
here,’” his voice trembling with rage.
“Here we will fight—you for your
abominable Prussia, I for my beauti-
ful France.”” But Hans never mov-
ed. Arbique faints and is carried off
to bed. When the German learns
that he is dying with grief, because
France was beaten, he says, ‘‘Brave
Soul!’> There is no page in Cana-
dian prose so perfect as the conclu-
sion of this story:
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‘“It was September, and around
Viger the harvest was finished. The
days were clear as glass; already the
maples were stroked with fire, with
the lustre of wine and gold; early
risers felt the keen air; the sunsets
reddened the mists which lay light as
lawn on the low fields. But Paul
Arbique thought and spoke of Sedan
alone, the place where he was born,
of the Meuse, the bridges, of his fa-
ther’s farm, just without the walls
“of the city, and of his boyhood, and
the friends of his youth. His
thoughts were hardly of the war, or
of the terror of the downfall which
had a while before so haunted him.

““It was the evening of the day
upon which the news of the battle
had come. They had resolved not to
tell him, but there was something in
Latulippe’s manner which disturbed
him. Waking from a light doze, he
said: ‘That Prussian spy, what did
he say?—they must fight there—be-
tween Méziéres and Carignan? 1
have been at Carignan—and he had
his hand’s paw on Sedan.’ He was
quiet for a while; then he said,
dreamily : ‘They—have—fought.” La-
tulippe, who was watching him, wept.
In the night his lips moved again.
‘France’, he murmured, ‘France will
rise—again.” It was toward the
morning of the next day when his
true heart failed. Latulippe had just
opened the blinds. A pale light came
through the willows. When she bent
over him she caught his last word.
‘Sedan,’ he sighed, ‘Sedan.’ ”’

Such is the sum total of Duncan
Scott’s work up to date. Possibly

there is a vein of limited prettiness
in much of it that will destroy his
ever attaining the glory of anything
but a side-scheduled niche. But, at
any rate, it will be all his own. It
will be stamped with a certain re-
finement that never swerved to popu-
lar idols in an age of half-silk-hosed
chorus girls, of fiction purveyors with
‘‘best seller’’ climaxes, and of poets
who celebrate their vespers in bro-
thels. As a poet he often forgets his
tune because he is too fascinated by
his vision. He keeps a severer guard
on his words, a closer watch on his
lips than any other Canadian poet.
He comes to us not arrayed in the
divine flame, but with the smell of it
about his garments. Beauty has been
a very living experience to him. As
a short story writer he is the most
artistic Canada has produced, and,
some day, his work will come as a
revelation to those who love all beau-
tiful things. It is in this line he
works in pure gold. Yet I cannot
help thinking that the man is great-
er than the artist. For there is al-
ways a sense throughout these vol-
umes that, though the artist may not
reveal the whole man, and though
the poems may not reveal the whole
of the poetry, these works, like bro-
ken rose petals about a garden door-
way, tell us of a world of perfect
colour and perfume within. Final-
ly, his mind is one of that imagina-
tive kind to which, as Rossetti once
said, works of the condensed and
hinted order are so dear. You see
that in his poems and, above all, in
his stories.
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CALLA AND LILY
BY HULBERT FOOTNER

AUTHOR OF ““TWO ON THE TRAIL ", “ JACK CHANTY "', ETC.

NE seldom thinks of Coney Is-
O land in the winter time, and

if one does it is with a shiver,
for the idea of the bitter Atlantie
gales searching out the crannies in
the flimsy structures which compose
the City of Fun is anything but a
warming one. Yet, though the hoarse
invitation of the barkers, the rumble
of the scenic railways and the shrieks
of the female passengers are stilled;
though the scent of popeorn, saus-
ages, and stale beer no longer rises
on the air, life in Coney Island is not

extinet even in February. Hilgen-
reiner’s is open all the year.
On the coldest nights couples

scurry down Surf Avenue past the
great plaster goddess who, with the
scantiest of draperies to cover her
through the winter, mounts guard at
the entrance to Morpheus Land, and
around the corner into the dark Bow-
ery, where the loosened planks spring
under foot and the wind plays hob
with the remains of last summer’s
decorations. Midway on this desert-
ed boardwalk a single building rays
light from every aperture. It is ¢ Hil-
genreiner’s Dancing Palace,”’ the
destination of the hurrying couples.

The O’Heraghty twins (born on
Easter Sunday nineteen years ago,
and in honour of the day christened
Calla and Lily) journeyed to Hilgen-
reiner’s every Saturday night. They
liked the place because it was ‘‘re-
spectable,’’ they told each other; and
respectable it was in the full sense
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of the word as applied in Coney Is-
land; but it was a stronger attrac-
tion than that which drew the twins
and other youngsters so far. In the
summer, Hilgenreiner’s, like all the
surrounding resorts, was given over
to the indiseriminate mob, but in the
winter it possessed a character quite
its own; in no other place was so
much gayety consistent with such
undoubted respectability. Among the
decorations at Hilgenreiner’s was a
large china doll which hung suspend-
ed in a swing under the smoky ceil-
ing, It might have been likened to
the Spirit of Youth smiling down at
the bright-eyed, red-lipped youths
and maidens, so frankly pleased with
themselves and with one another.
None of the boys had ever asked
Calla or Lily to dance. In faet,
though they were far from suspecting
it, the twins were a sort of joke at
Hilgenreiner’s. They were so little,
so grave, so comically alike; they
wore such elaborate, old-fashioned
little dresses and hats (which they
construeted themselves). In asking
them to dance the boys suspected they
would become laughing-stocks. More-
over, in some way their botanical
names had become known and were
the inspiration of many a Hilgen-
reiner joke. So poor little Calla and
Lily, like two dolls out of the same
batch, always waltzed and two-step-
ped together, followed by smiles.
They both wore, for propriety’s sake,
an expression of forbidding indiffer-
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ence, so that no one ever knew how
their hearts began to beat every time
they approached the place where the
young men waited for partners, and
sunk as they passed by and no signal
was given.

During the week, sitting side by
side at the table where they filed
cards, Calla and Lily planned in
whispers for Saturday night and
what they should wear. In the even-
ings they sewed. As a result the
twins possessed a wardrobe which, as
they often told each other, rivalled
in size many a lady’s who rode in
her own carriage. They had imbibed
from their mother strong ideas on
the propriety of dress which were not
to be lightly shaken by the passing
vagaries of fashion, They quite
looked down on the store clothes of
the other girls at Hilgenreiner’s.
They possessed a single soul halved
in two bodies; since their birth they
had not been parted for a day, and
now that their parents were dead
they sufficed to each other. And yet
they did want a young man. They
had spirited discussions about the
youths they saw from afar at Hil-
genreiner’s, for whom they had in-
vented names to suit themselves. They
always thought of one young man
between them ; one apiece would have
suggested an unimaginable division
of their interests.

One Saturday night, clad in their
latest effort of dressmaking, which
they referred to as ‘‘our red,’’ Calla
and Lily were sitting at a little table
by the rail which surrounds the danc-
ing-floor at Hilgrenreiner’s, drinking
““pear cider,’’ their invariable tipple.
They did not in the least enjoy pear
cider, but it was a custom of the
place to which they deferred. They
made two glasses apiece last out the
evening which, with five cents to the
waiter econstituted their expenses.
They had not as yet experienced the
sensation of having some one else pay
for their drinks. The evening was
half over,and so far their ‘‘red’’ had
not been any more successful than

its predecessors in making a con-
quest of the swains. The twins hid
their disappointment well; promptly
upon the sounding of ‘the first note
for each dance they took the floor
with a businesslike air and danced
right through as if there was no such
thing as a young man.

Suddenly they were conscious that
some one had stopped in the aisle be-
side their table and was looking at
them, Instantly they stiffened into
self-consciousness and looked stonily
ahead. Their hearts began to beat
with quickened strokes.

‘“Good evening, ladies,”” said a
man’s voice,

The twins turned their heads sim-
ultaneously with an air of cold sur-
prise which each admired in the other.

‘“Good evening,’”’ they murmured
stiffly.

But the young man (he was young,
but not quite the ‘‘swell dresser’’
they had dreamed of) was not so
easily put off.

““May I sit down?’’ he asked.

““Certainly,’’ they said together. A
chair stood by Calla and another by
Lily, and the twins experienced a mo-
ment of harrowing suspense. But he
took neither. He seized another chair
and sat at the end of the table. The
girls exchanged a glance of approval.

‘“What’ll you have?’’ he asked po-
litely, as the next step in their ac-
quaintance. The twins hastened to
deeline any further refreshments, but
he called the waiter and ordered two
lemonades, The twins exchanged a
look of delighted horror at such ex-
travagance. They simply adored
lemonade.

For a while conversation languish-
ed. The young man did not seem to
be especially gifted in that way, and
while a elose observer might have dis-
covered that the twins were not quite
so chilly as at first, they did not en-
courage him openly. But their
cheeks got red, their eyes began to
shine, and their mouths made ready
to smile in the corners, in spite of
them. Lily was sorry to see Calla
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giving herself away so completely,
and Calla had precisely the same
thought about Lily. Those passers-
by who were aceustomed to see the
twins on Saturday night were sur-
prised to discover all at once that
they were very pretty. As often as
they dared, they darted little glances
at their new acquaintance. He ap-
peared to be a muscular lad, well
hardened by physical labour; a little
under the average height, but quite
big enough and dangerous enough to
the twins. At the present moment
he had an air nothing less than feroei-
ous; but at Hilgenreiner’s that is a
well-known cover for bashfulness.
Young men were assorted by the
twins into three great ' classes:
“SWCH,” 6‘stead),,’1 and ‘(fresh',’
This one was undoubtedly of the mid-
dle kind. They telegraphed their
thankfulness across the table that he
was not of the third division, while
secretly reserving a little sigh that he
did not come under the first.

Presently, with a preliminary
moan, the band overhead slipped in-
to one of the slow waltzes beloved of
Hilgenreiner’s. KEach twin felt a
tightening in her breast and looked
steadily at her glass. What would
he do next? For some precious mo-
ments he did nothing—but squirm
uneasily on his chair. Finally he
blurted out:

“Well, here’s a fix! Who'm I go-
ing to dance with?”’

““Calla,”” said Lily instantly.

“Lily,”” said Calla just as quickly.

“TI don’t care to dance,”’ added
Lily,

“I’d rather wateh,”’ said Calla.

“It’ll be over before we decide,’’
said he. ‘“We’ll have to toss for it!
Heads T dance with Calla, tails with
Lily !”’

He produced a quarter from his
pocket and flipped it onto the table.

““Tails it is!’’ he eried. ‘“Come on,
Lily !’

She eot up slowly, as she had seen
the popular girls do, and, giving her
skirts a shake, walked languidly to
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the dancing floor with a hand to her
back hair. He grasped her firmly,
she laid her face comfortably against
his shoulder and they swept out into
the throng.

How different it was from her un-
comfortable self-conscious ecirclings
with Calla. Far from being put out
if people stared, now she hoped they
were staring. For the first time there
was no need for her to trouble her-
self about their course through the
crowd; with a strong arm to support
her and a pilot at the helm she could
close her eyes and give herself up to
it. Lily was glad it was a waltz. As
she told Calla afterwards, she floated
away on its slow notes like a speck
of dust in a sunbeam. It seemed to
her as if the ugly common things of
every day were made over and made
right; Hilgenreiner’s became a pal-
ace of the stage with her for leading
lady and her partner for the hero.

As they approached the end of the
dance it again became an agitating
question what he would do next. TIf
he evineced a disposition to leave her,
Lily was prepared to hang on to him
and insist, In the interest of fair
play, on his dancing the next dance
with Calla. Fortunately it was not
necessary, for when the music stop-
ped he accompanied her as a matter
of course. They had more lemonade
in spite of a protest from the twins,
and when the band struck up again
the young man and Calla were among
the first couples on the floor. As she
watched them appearing and disap-
pearing in the shifting throng, Lily
lived it all over again; and when
they compared notes on the way home
the twins found that, allowing for the
difference between two-step and waltz
time, Calla’s sensations during her
first dance with a voung man were
exactly the same as her sister’s. They
learned his name on parting—Burton
Shevlin, He was a shipper at Man-
dle & Cohn’s big department store.
He pronounced his name ‘‘Buyton,”’
just as the twins said ‘‘Cuytainly”’
when he asked them if they would be
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at Hilgenreiner’s the following Sat-
urday.

The twins had little sleep that
night; time after time as they were
about to drop off, one or the other
would remember something and turn
over in bed with eyes shining in the
dark.

“You know, I always said red was
our colour, Lily.”’

“So you did. Isn’t it good we
hadn’t bought our new dress goods
before this happened?’’

‘““He paid me a compliment about
it. When we were dancing, says he,
‘Your dress is just the colour of your
cheeks.” ”’

““He said that to me, too. We had
a good colour to-night.”’

‘“All our own, too; not like some
I could mention down there!”’

““But he isn’t the kind to be caught
by anything like that.”’

““We wouldn’t have him if he was,
would we?’” And so on through the
whole story for the dozenth time!

On the following Saturday night
the twins appeared at Hilgenreiner’s
early, but there was no sign of Bur-
ton on the floor, and as the evening
sped by without his reappearance
their disappointment was heavy. Just
as they were thinking of starting for
home he turned up with a shame-
faced air and flags were raised in the
twins’ cheeks again. He danced once
with each. The Saturday after that
he stayed longer with them and
gradually in the course of weeks he
came to constitute himself their es-
cort for the whole evening. He lost
his whipped air in their company and
was on the alert for any covert smiles
behind the twins’ backs. One night
he arose suddenly from beside them
and, crossing the floor energetically,
had high words with a young gentle-
man whom he repeatedly invited to
come outside. The young gentleman
declined to do so and an exchange of
blows was averted. Burton maintain-
ed a watehful, warlike air during the
rest of the evening, which secretly
delighted the twins, though they

scolded him. He refused to explain
the cause of the quarrel.

Before this Burton learned to dis-
tinguish between Calla and Lily.
There was a certain droop to Lily’s
eyelashes and a fall in her voice
which affected him powerfully—
made him want to fight some fellow.
He could not understand how he had
ever thought them so muech alike. But
in spite of Burton’s predilection for
Lily he found himself mueh more at
his ease with her sister and was able
to exchange repartee with Calla in
the best manner of the young men of
Hilgenreiner’s. As this went on, in
the twins’ endless talks about Burton,
Calla began to assume a little air of
proprietorship and to treat her sister
with just a shade of condescension.
Lily, so far as one could tell, was sat-
isfied. If there was any change in
her it was that she began to think
more of Calla’s appearance on their
weekly journeys to the Island than of
her own.

One night when Burton and Lily
were waltzing, Burton’s tongue, us-
ually tied when he was alone with
her, seemed to be released. This was
the more surprising since dancing at
Hilgenreiner’s is a serious matter and
conversation while the music lasts is
not considered the thing. Burton

appeared to be anxious to unburden °

himself about his family affairs, to
which he had never before referred.

““My sister’s going to be married
next month,’’ he began. ‘‘Her fel-
low’s a floor-walker and they’ve rais-
ed him to be a buyer for the notions.
They’re going to take a swell flat and
they ’ve offered the old woman a home.
That lets me out.”” This was a long
speech for Burton. On the face of
it, it seemed like an ordinary com-
munication, but something made
Lily’s heart start thumping in a most
surprising way.

“I’'m soon due for a raise, too,”’
he continued. ‘‘I’'m in line for the
head shipper’s job down at the
store.”” This confirmed Lily’s fears.
She knew instinetively what next to
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expect,
ence,

“Lil,”” he suddenly blurted out,
his heart in his voice, ‘‘I’m just erazy
about you. I want you for my
steady.’’

‘“Oh, stop,”” she murmured.

They dropped out of the dance
and stood by a pillar at the lower
end of the hall where there were few-
er people.

“You spoil it all!’’ she ecomplain-
ed. ‘“Why can’t we go along as we
are?’’

“I can’t go with the two of you.
It makes me look like a fool!’’

‘“Oh, if you’re ashamed of us—’’

“I’'m not!’’ he protested. ‘‘And
you know it. 1 asked you to dance
the first night because the fellows
dared me to and I’ve been glad ever
since. I’ll knock any fellow’s block
off that laughs at you. But I can’t
talk to you when she’s around. I
don’t want her to hear what I’ve got
to say to you!”’

By this time Lily had managed to
draw a long breath and collect her
wits; besides there was that in his
last speech which brought anger to
her aid. To his astonishment she
faced him indignantly.

‘““How dare you say such things
to me!’’ she eried. ‘‘Are you trying
to turn me against my own sister?
What do you mean by making up to
her all this time and then asking me
to keep company with you? Do you
know what you’ve got to do? You’ve
got to go over there this minute and
ask her!’”’

Burton closed his mouth obstin-
ately. ““I’ll be hanged if I do,’” he
said, without heat.

Lily drew herself up to the full of
her small height. ‘‘Then never speak
to either one of us again!’’ she said,
impressively.

‘“Oh, all right!’’ he said, sullenly,
and marched off.

Lily’s ordeal commenced when
Calla naturally demanded to know
what had taken Burton away so sud-
denly. He had been very faithful

They waltzed awhile in sil-

of late. Lily explained it somehow.
She felt it necessary at any cost to
keep Calla in ignorance of what had
happened, though the task of play-
ing a part with her twin, with whom
up to this minute she had shared
every thought in her head, was a
staggering one. Lily’s pillow was
sprinkled with a good many tears
that night and the nights which fol-
lowed; buti she succeeded. Calla
never guessed,

Contrive as she would, Lily could
not bring up a reasonable excuse for
their remaining away from Hilgen-
reiner’s the following Saturday. It
had become so much a thing of course
in their week that Calla would have
been astounded at such a suggestion.
Moreover, this was the night on
which the new dresses were to be
shown. Lily knew that no pretext of
illness would deceive her twin. It
was either confess the truth or go
ahead as if nothing had happened.
She chose the latter plan, relying on
the belief that Burton would not dare
show his face after what had happen-
ed. She underestimated that young
man’s pertinacity and resourceful-
ness. He, too, was making prepara-
tions during the week—‘laying
pipes,”’ he said—for Saturday night.

By one pretext and another Lily
managed to delay their departure,
and the evening was well advanced
before they arrived at the dancing
palace. Burton was not immediate-
ly in evidenece, but Lily enjoyed only
the briefest of respites. They had
searcely seated themselves and order-
ed two glasses of pear cider when she
saw him at the far end of the hall
pushing through the crowd with a
dogged set to his shoulders which
told her he was coming to have it
out with them. Lily lowered her
lashes to hide the resentful tears
which would rise. What had been:
the use of her painful struggle to
keep the truth from her sister, she
thought, if Burton was coming to
make trouble between Calla and her.

““Qood evening, ladies,”’ said Bur-
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ton, as on the first night. His tone
conveyed a portentous formality, but
was otherwise mild. Lily breathed
more freely.

‘‘Shake hands with my friend, Mr.
William Dolan,’’ said Burton.

It was their first intimation that
Burton was not alone. He stepped
aside to allow his friend to come for-
ward. In spite of their manners, the
twins’ eyes opened very wide and
they could not forbear exchanging a
glance of astonishment; for Mr. Dol-
an was a wonderful sight, perfect in
every detail, the embodiment of the
swell dresser they had dreamed of
before Burton appeared on their
horizon. He was about Burton’s size,
but younger, and according to the
standard of the twins, extremely good
looking. Poor Burton looked as
heavy as a day labourer beside him.

After duly shaking hands with the
twins, Mr. Dolan seated himself be-
side Lily, while Burton took the chair
next to Calla, Lily was conseious of
a double irritation with this arrange-
ment. She was annoyed because Bur-
ton allowed the newcomer to sit be-
side her instead of taking that seat
himself, and she was annoyed again
because she could not take in the de-
tails of Bill Dolan’s make-up with-
out turning rudely in her seat. Calla
was free to gaze openly at the splen-
dour.

Burton sent back the pear cider
and ordered lemonade for the twins.
Lily felt that she ought to be angry
with him, but to her shame she found
herself admiring him instead for the
cool way in which he had ignored
her command never to approach them
again. Bill Dolan did not talk, but
his actions were eloquent. He blew
his nose into his mauve handkerchief,
he shot his cuffs, he unbuttoned his
coat the better to display a startling
waistcoat. Bill ran to purple; hand-
kerchief, shirt, and cravat were of a
shade. The twins were dying to see
if he had on purple socks as well.
Bill’s hair was brushed to a degree,
and an odour of violets permeated

the atmosphere every time he shook
out his handkerchief. He accepted
the twins’ admiration as a matter of
colli.rse; Bill was delighted with him-
self,

When the band struck up Bill ask-
ed Calla for a dance, and Lily and
Burton were left together. They
avoided each other’s eyes,

“Will you dance with me?’’ asked
Burton, in a guarded tone.

“If you wish,’” returned Lily, no
less non-committal than he.

They two-stepped solemnly through
the number in Hilgenreiner’s best
manner, without exchanging a single
word. Naturally the dance broke the
ice and thenceforth the quartette got
along famously. Calla and Lily
scarcely recognized each other, they
became so gay and talkative. Mr.
Dolan proved to be as entertaining
as he was decorative. Only Burton
seemed to have a seeret anxiety. After
a number of dances Bill Dolan start-
ed a sort of oration.

‘“ Although I ain’t had the pleasure
of knowing you young ladies for
long,’’ he said, mopping his face a
good deal and glancing nervously at
Burton from time to time, ‘I feel
like I was an old friend, being as I
—that is because I—’

Bill stopped and gazed anxiously
around.

““He seems to be stuck,’”’ remark-
ed Burton scornfully. ‘I guess he
wants to say it’s because he heard so
much about you from me,”’

“‘Sure! That’s it!’”” eried Bill,
taking new heart. ‘‘My friend Bur-
ton ean’t talk about nothing else.
Why when he gets going about the
O’Heraghty twins he gets so—so—I
mean so elegant—?’

‘“Eloquent,’’ interrupted Burton.

“Well, eloquent, then,’’ said Bill,
glaring back. ‘“What’s the differ-
ence? If you want me to go on—?’

‘“Can’t you keep still, Burton!’’
said Calla severely. ‘‘It’s a perfect-
ly dandy speech. Don’t pay any at-
tention to him, Mr. Dolan.”’

‘“Well, the long and short of it is,’’
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continued that young man, visibly
cheered by encouragement from this
quarter, ‘‘I wanted to ask if you
wouldn’t mind if I made a regular
fourth at this here party?”’

Calla and Lily assured him they
would be delighted.

‘‘ And, what’s more,’’ Bill went on,
getting very red and fidgety again,
‘I wanted to find out, that is to ask
in a way, meaning no offence; I
wanted to ask Miss Calla O’Heraghty
—in the presence of her sister—if
she would keep company with me.”’

The twins looked hard at the table
and blushed in unison, but for a dif-
ferent reason it may be hazarded.
Calla was the first to look up. She
glanced shyly at Burton.

““If he doesn’t mind,’”’ she said.

““Bless you, my children!”’ said
Burton sheepishly.

‘““Well, that’s settled!’’ exclaimed
Mr. Dolan with great satisfaction.
““ And here‘s a waltz to clinch the
bargain. Come on, Cal.”’

Lily continued to stare at the table.
She was of three minds, whether to
scold, or cry, or laugh.

“Well?”’ questioned Burton ex-
perimentally, when they were left by
themselves.

She looked at him with deep re-

proach. ‘‘It was all a put-up job!”’
she said.

‘““What of it?’’ said Burton dog-
gedly.

““It isn’t square to Calla!’’

‘““Ain’t he a good sort of chap?’’

Lily was constrained to admit that
he was.

‘“Barns first-class wages for a kid,
too,”’ added Burton.

“I’m afraid he spends it all on his
back,”’ suggested Lily.

“Ah!”’ growled Burton with his
most hang-dog air. ‘‘I set up his
clothes. Them are what I bought for
myself.”’

““Oh, Burton Shevlin!”’ she eried,
horrified. Nevertheless she let him
take her hand under the table.

SPRING

By BEATRICE REDPATH

lN deepest woods there is a vernal stir,
‘While earth is quickened with the tender green ;
Blue waters rend their erystal sepulchre
And there is life where death like sleep hath been.

Bird voices haunt the golden lighted days,

And snowdrops glimmer whitely ’'mid the grass,
‘While in the twilight of the hidden ways

All greenly veiled Persephone doth pass.



IN GREEN

PASTURES

BY HAROLD SANDS

HOW THE HERDING OF SHEEP ON SAN JUAN [SLAND IN 1855 AND THE
INDISCRETION OF A HOG IN 1859 ALMOST PREVENTED THE
CENTENARY OF PEACE ABOUT TO BE CELEBRATED

bred hog which had the distine-

tion of voyaging on the first stea-
mer that ploughed the Pacific came
close to preventing Canada, Great
Britair} and the United States from
indulging in a celebration in honour
of the one hundred years of peace.
The countries were nearly embroiled
In war in 1855 over a flock of sheep
owned by the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pany which were pastured on San
Juan Island in the Strait of Juan de
Fuca. The Hudson’s Bay Company
oceupied the island in 1845, but the
United States claimed it under the
Oregon boundary treaty of 1846. No
attempts were made to enforce this
claim until the years 1854 and 1855,
when officials of the United States
visited the island to colleet customs
dues on the sheep. Their authority
was disputed by servants of the fur
company and the matter was referr-
ed to Downing Street and Washing-
ton.

Diplomats smoothed over the trou-
ble, but the San Juan difficulty blaz-
ed out again in 1859 when Lyman A.
Cutler, an American squatter on the
island, shot a valuable hog belong-
ing to the Hudson’s Bay Compax;y.
This porker, being unacquainted with
international affairs, showed an un-
due fondness for Cutler’s potato
patch. After killing the animal Cut-
ler informed Hudson’s Bay Company

80

IMPORTED sheep and a thorough-

officials that he would mete out the
same fate to any other of the com-
pany’s stock that trespassed on the
land of which he had taken possession.

Neither Canadians nor Americans
had forgotten the trouble over the
sheep, and this episode of the pig,
ludicrous as it appears after the lapse
of time, revived the smouldering ani-
mosity. American troops were hurr-
ied to the island, and as soon as this
act became known at Vietoria, Bri-
tish warships were despatched to San
Juan. Viscount Milton, writing on
the subject, declared that it was en-
tirely due to the temper and judg-
ment of Governor James Douglas that
a collision did not at once ensue.

As the San Juan Island dispute
became acute shortly before the out-
break of the Civil War, it has been
asserted that Southern conspirators
helped to foment it. General George
E. Pickett, the Confederate officer
whose name was immortalized through
the grand charge which he led against
the Union Army at Gettysburg fifty
years ago, was mixed up in the ex-
citement and so was the Southern-
born General W. S. Harney. Gener-
al Harney was in command of the
military distriet of Oregon and had
won more or less renown in engage-
ments with Indians. The wild guer-
illa war in which he had been en-
gaged, consisting chiefly in destroy-
ing bands of Indians whenever he
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met them, says Viscount Milton, had
evidently caused him to forget the
lessons in international law which he
learned at West Point, and he ap-
pears to have considered that a Bri-
tish eolony might be ‘‘improved’’ off
the face of the earth as easily and
with as little ceremony as a tribe of
Indians could be ‘‘suppressed’’.

In those pre-Confederation days
Vancouver Island was a Crown Col-
ony and was ruled from Downing
Street through a loecal Governor.
Washington, Territory (now State)
was a long way from Washington,
D.C., and it took as many days as it
does minutes now for happenings
there to be made known to the Presi-
dent and his advisers. Therefore
General Harney was, for a time, a
little king, and he acted for all the
world like a despot of the middle
ages.

Without waiting to communicate
with the Colonial authorities or with
‘Washington, General Harney order-
ed Pickett to occupy San Juan Island
with his company of infantry then
stationed at Bellingham Bay. The
ostensible object was ‘‘to protect the
inhabitants of the island from the in-
cursions of northern Indians’’. But
Harney instructed Pickett to also
bear in mind the ‘‘more serious and
important duty’’ of affording ade-
quate protection to American citizens
in their rights as such, ‘‘and to resist
all attempts at interference by the
British authorities residing on, Van-
couver Island’’. General Harney fur-
ther ordered four companies of ar-
tillery to San Juan Island and then
wrote a bellicose letter to Gevernor
Douglas at Victoria informing him of
what he had done.

Admirable restraint was shown by
Governor Douglas and by Admiral R.
L. Baynes who was in command of the
British fleet at Esquimalt. Although
they could easily, by force of num-
bers, put the Americans to rout they
preferred not to complicate a diffieult
situation. Therefore they made no
attempt to land British troops on the

island until they had first communi-
cated with the Foreign Office in
Downing Street. The United States
forces on the island numbered 461,
and they had eight 32-pounders. The
British had within easy summons a
command so much larger that Pickett
admitted in an official letter that
‘‘they have a force so far superior to
mine that it will be merely a mouth-
ful for them’’.

Despite this disparity the fire-eat-
ing Americans all but dared the Bri-
tish to fight, and the forbearance
and tact of the Governor and the Ad-
miral in the face of great provocation
alone prevented a resort to arms.
United States military authorities
afterwards gallantly admitted this
fact, and President Buchanan recalled
Harney and expressed great regret
and surprise at his ‘‘unauthorized
and unjustifiable’’ action,

Nowadays both Canadians and Am-
ericans can afford to smile at the
pother over a dead pig and a small
island with a few dozen inhabitants.
It should be remembered, however,
that the island was a bone of con-
tention between the British and Un-
ited States Governments for no less
than twenty-five years. Nor should
it be forgotten that, to the people of
Vietoria, the San Juan controversy
was a matter of moment.

Some of the early residents of Vie-
toria were just as eager as Harney
and Pickett to go to war over the
island. Those old-timers did not view
with any enthusiasm the peace policy
of Governor Douglas who adopted
the waiting poliey since used so con-
spicuously by William Jennings Bry-
an in his capacity of Secretary of
State at Washington. The Provin-
cial Parliament met at Vietoria when
the trouble was at its height and the
legislators were able to let out con-
siderable steam in the debate on the
address in reply to the speech from
the throne. One ardent orator de-
clared that the ‘‘position we oceupy
to-day would make the iron monu-
ment of Wellington weep and the
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stony statue of Nelson bend his
brow’’.

Douglas remained as cold as iron
and as immovable as stone. He ealm-
ly carried out his peace policy in the
face of the adoption of an address in
reply to the speech which contained
sentences out of the ordinary run of
such documents in Canada.

“The House would most earnestly
impress upon your Excellency,”” the
address read as finally adopted, ‘‘to
enforce upon her Majesty’s Govern-
ment the necessity of demanding from
the Government of the United States
not only the immediate withdrawal
of troops, but also strenuously, and
at all risks, to maintain her right to
the island in question, and also to
all other islands in the same archi-
pelago, now so clandestinely, dishon-
ourably and dishonestly invaded.”’

While the people of Vancouver Is-
land were thus, through their repre-
sentatives in the House of Assembly,
foreibly expressing their opinions, the
inhabitants of the Territory of Wash-
ington were not at all backward in
upholding the actions of Harney,
Pickett and other United States offi-
cers. Both Americans and Canadians
were willing, and some desirous, of
settling the matter at the bayonet’s
point, Harney, in fact, authorized a
call for volunteers if such action
should be considered necessary by the
Governor of Washington. The latter
expressed himself willing to make the
call if the need arose, and added:

““In such an event I have an abid-

ing faith that the citizens of this
Territory will, with enthusiastic al-
acrity, respond to any call necessary
for the defence of individual rights,
the rights of their country, or their
country’s honour.’’

Happily the demonstrations were
confined to oratory and letter writing.
1t is worthy of note that throughout
its early tempestuous history this lit-
tle island of San Juan engaged the
attention of men of world-wide fame.
Lord John Russell, the Earl of Aber-
deen, Lord Lyons, Lord Palmerston,
Lord Stanley, and Lord Clarendon
were among the British statesmen
who at one time or another wrote
State papers in regard to the island.
On the American side three presi-
dents, Polk, Pierce, and Buchanan,
had a hand in the trouble, and the his-
torian, George Bancroft, Secretary of
State Seward and others devoted con-
siderable attention to the island.

After General Harney had been
well and properly ‘‘called down’’, a
joint occupation of the island was
agreed upon, and finally the question
of whether it was British or United
States territory was referred to
Emperor William I. of Germany for
decision. In a letter to the Emperor
in 1871 Banecroft pointed out that
of sixteen members of the British
Cabinet and all the American states-
men who had been concerned in the
matter all save himself were dead.
The following year the Emperor an-
nounced his award, which gave the
island to the United States.
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SABA: AN UNKNOWN ISLAND
BY LESTER RALPH

ITH the opening of the tour-
ist routes and the ever-in-
creasing facilities for those

who can afford it to escape from the
rigours of the Canadian winter, the
West Indies are becoming yearly
more popular as a holiday resort.
But, delightful as it is to sojourn for
a while in those sunny climes, where
cold is not and a gray sky is a pren-
omenon welcomed as unusual, their
very popularity is beginning to spoil
them for those who look for a real
holiday, as well as a change of scen-
ery and temperature. In the less fre-
quented islands the accommodation is
terribly limited; in the more known
it is better but expensive. Rare in-
deed is that holiday ‘‘bourne from
which no traveller returns’’ disillu-
sioned.

But such a place exists, practically
unknown except to its inhabitants,
and its name is Saba.

Such information as can be gather-
ed about that happy land from guide-
books is scanty and almost entirely
erroneous. Sir Frederick Treves in
his fascinating work ‘‘The Cradle of
the Deep’’ gives a very picturesque
account of the island and of the
strange industry of its natives. Un-
happily, there is hardly a word of
truth from beginning to end of that
portion of his narrative. He has re-
lied, apparently, on the brief note
devoted to Saba in Aspinall’s ‘‘Guide
to the West Indies,”” wherein that
otherwise most estimable author
makes the following series of astound-
ing statements:

685

The tiny Island of Saba (five square
miles) to the northwest of St, Eustatius,
also belongs to Holland, having been oc-
cupied by the Dutch in 1640. Little more
than a rock rising sheer out of the sea and
very inaccessible, Saba was the last
stronghold of the Buceaneers. It has
three towns or villages: the Low Town,
900 feet above the sea; the Middle Town,
1,200 feet, and the Upper Town, 1,900 to
2,000 feet above sea-level. The male popu-
lation almost without exception follow the
sailor’s profession, and they are great
boat-builders. The boats are built in the
highlands and shot over into the sea be-
low when they are ready for launching.
At the landing-place in a small cove are
the remains of many warehouses which
testify to the former importance of the
islet. Access from the landing to the
lower town is gained by a path cut out
of the hill in irregular steps, up which the
ponies take the travellers in perfect
safety. The inhabitants have fair com-
plexions and rosy cheeks, showing that
they have not intermarried to any extent
with the negroes.

Now, Saba belongs to the Dutch,
and most Saba men are sailors, more-
over the figures are fairly accurate.
The rest of the above account, exeept
the unhappy touch on the *‘inter-
marriage,’’ was taken as a great joke
when shown to those sailor-men. The
part that particularly amused them
was the passage about boat-building.

And yet the place presents peculiar-
ities enough for the journalist in
search of copy, unadorned; enough
even for a king’s surgeon secking to
turn with his pen guineas as golden
as any he ever turned with his scalpel.
The fact is that neither Sir Freder-
ick Treves, nor Mr. Aspinall, nor as
far as I can learn any writer of note
whose work remains ever saw Saba.
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Saba is the home of anomaly. It
has been a Duteh island for almost
three hundred years; yet hardly one
per cent. of its inhabitants can speak
anything but English. Its islanders
are a race of seamen, and one of its
few important funectionaries is the
Harbour-Master; yet it has no har-
bour. It supports at least three dis-
tinet varieties of the Christian Faith;
yet, except for the pastors of the var-
ieties, few members of any of the
congregations would be able to state
with exactness to which denomination
they belong. The inhabitants are,
with very few exceptions, the direct
descendants of the original colonizers,
intermarrying to an extent that is
hardly credible; yet the type shows
practically no sign of degeneracy. The
area is five square miles, almost
wholly voleanic rock, and vegetation
of an edible kind is well-nigh non-
existent; yet it contains a population
of 2,000 among whom want is un-
known. Still more wonderful: Saba
alone in the world seems to have solv-
ed the colour question which vexes
the profoundest intellects of the
Western Hemisphere; and almost
passing the bounds of ecredence, it
has been left to Saba to solve the
wider question of education of the
masses with no corresponding dis-
comfort for the ruling class.

After this such minor peculiarities
as follow scarcely arouse comment.
The little island boasts of a standing
army of one man, and a police station
with a lock-up which has held but one
prisoner sinee it was built—a mem-
ber of the police force arrested and
incarcerated by the other member. It
has no liquor laws, and no Temper-
ance Society; but the drunkenness is
as rare there as trees are. The name
of the principal town, which one
attains after a tiresome ascent of
1,000 feet, is Bottom; and a locality
known as Hell’s Gates has been chos-
en as a site on which to erect the
favourite chapel dedicated in the Ro-
man Catholic Faith. There is one
piano in the land. The amount of

modern abominations of which there
are none is still more astonishing.
Polities interest them not: and as
there is but one season all year
round, and water never fails, that
other topie, the crop, leaves them
unmoved. In religion they have
reached that wide tolerance that wel-
comes it in any form, and is -as
cheerfully resigned to the loss of any
particular branch-as it is to its
occasional re-appearance.

It is the home of peace and rest
girt by the immensity of the Atlantie
and canopied by the infinity of a sky
that is always blue.

It is approached (I use the word
respectfully, for in some weathers
landing is impossible) from the easily
accessible island St. Eustatius either
by the schooner which plies between
that island and St. Martin, or by
sloop. I thoughtlessly chose the latter,
and only ceased to regret my choice
when actually on land at my destina-
tion. To describe adequately the
horrors of that short passage would
expand this article to the dimensions
of a temperance pamphlet. Suffice it
that the flimsy ecoffin in which I
suffered was manned by Statia (short
for St. Eustatius) men, than whom
there are no worse sailors in all the
world ; just as there are no better than
their neighbours, the men of Saba.

It was growing dark as we rounded
the windward end of the island and
escaped from the cauldron that boil-
ed in the straits between; and tower-
ing above us with never a light and
never a trace of human habitation,
the great rock, sheer from the white
breakers to its black height of 2,500
feet, was grim enough.

In relief, perhaps, at having once
more cheated the sea of its destined
victims, one of the idiots who mis-
handled our sloop most of the after-
noon insulted the mighty precipice
before us with a conch shell, whose
mournful bray was echoed and re-
echoed through the fastnesses of the
old volecano which composes the
island. He continued making this
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senseless noise as we crept along in
the lee of the rock for what seemed
an interminable time, till another
idiot suddenly put the helm hard over
and we made straight for the shore,
with ahead of us nothing that I could
see but that black wall and the white
fringe at its base. Then, just as
suddenly, when destruction seemed
imminent, and I had resolved that if
I had to drown, the man who lost our
only jib shortly before should drown
with me, round we swung hard a’
starboard again and lay to within
fifteen yards of the shore.

Then I noticed for the first time
a great crack in the side of the
crater, and at its base a tiny shelf
of beach with a rough shed half
concealed by rocks to one side of
it, After much blowing of conch
" shells and the firing of a gun, there
appeared round the shed — of all
things unexpected—a’ policeman, in a
semi-military uniform. He was the
Brigadier, I was told, and my fellow-
travellers seemed to find the explana-
tion perfectly satisfactory. The Brig-
adier shouted something to which our
crew shouted something in reply, and
then departed at the double, to re-
appear presently with what was
presumably his Brigade, who were
carrying a rowing-boat. This they
launched with the ease and rapidity
one associates with the Picture
Palace. I bundled in and we were
literally carried ashore by the surf.
The helmsman stood controlling our
course with extraordinary dexterity
by means of an oar over the stern,
and shouting directions to the rowers,
which they obeyed like machines. I
learned the necessity for this after-
wards. There is only one gap in the
reef which masks the landing-place,
and that is barely wide enough for
two boats to pass through; moreover,
immediately before the gap, on the
seaward side, there is a sharp rock
that has to be mounted at almost
right angles. Outside that reef the
depth has not yet been sounded.

I was glad to be on shore.

We were now at the foot of what
the Guide-Book describes as ‘‘a path
cut out of the hill.”” It is in reality
a gigantic crack in the wall of the
crater, through which no doubt the
lava once wound down to the sea. A
docile horse had been provided for
me, and the serpentine ascent is in-
deseribably beautiful, as it passes
through the almost pependicular
sides of the ravine over a road that is
in parts the natural track of the lava,
and here and there has been helped
with rough artificial causeways. The
wilderness of the place and its lone-
liness remind one irresistibly of stage
‘“scenery’” (Act 11, ‘“The Brigands’
Lair’’), and one expects at every mo-
ment to see ‘‘supers’’ with ‘‘proper-
ty’’ rifles issue from the rocks on
either hand. But they do not; and
unless one happens to be overwhelmed
by a landslip, or picked off by one of
the lumps of rock that frequently
come bounding down from above, one
arrives at length at the principal
town, Bottom, and perceives at once
that this is an alpine village cleaned
up for tourists, and not the West
Indies at all,

Bottom exactly fills the ecircular
space inside the crater; as meatly as
an egg fits its cup: and each of its
little houses might have heen con-
strueted by a eabinet-maker with
plenteous leisure. No two houses,
one had almost said chalets, are quite
alike. Each stands by itself in its
own tiny garden-plot, surrounded by
its own neat little fence with the rid-
iculous little gate that fits, as every-
thing in this sailor-built place fits,
like the draw of a Japenese toy.
There are two things that sailors
learn to love of necessity,—paint and
clean wood-work—therefore are their
houses here painted as to the outside
like the hull of a battleship and fitted
within with unvarnished panelling
and floors speckless as the decks of an
old-time seventy-four. And Saba
grows no timber. Every foot of it
is painfully imported, or, rather, is
brought home with loving pride by
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Mr. Saba-man when he means to build
a nest worthy of the future Mrs. S.

But there is no need to speak of the
young husbhand generically as Mr.
Saba-man. Everyone in Bottom ex-
cept the Government officals and the
clergy has the same name—Sim-
monds. In the other little town at the
windward end of the island dwell the
Hassells and the Johnsons; and a clan
called Every, with a small admixture
of Johnsons, live midway between, at
a village named St. Michaels. Nor
will a Simmonds lightly marry a Has-
sell, nor a Hassell without very suffici-
ent reason marry a Simmonds. When
therefore Mr. Simmonds has built his
house, he marries Miss Simmonds,
whom he has known from the time
she first breathed, establishes her in
his red and white doll’s house,
deposits with her the other treasures
he has collected on his travels, and
goes to sea again to earn money for
any future little Simmondses that
may happen along. It is possible that
the old houses are allowed to stand
sometimes; but from all appearances,
inside and aut, each little pill-box in
the collection has just been taken
from its tissue paper and dusted and
set in its place.

In the biggest of all the doll’s
houses, eminent with six windows in
a row and two storeys and planted
in the very centre of things, lives the
Governor, a most cheery and hospit-
able Dutch gentleman of leisure whose
name I will not attempt to spell. Near
this are two churches, delightful
examples of patient chip-carving,
the school-house and offices of the
Government. On the outskirts of the
circle, jammed against the rock, is a
ring of shacks given over to the
coloured population, who number
barely two hundred as against eigh-
teen hundred pure whites, a propor-
tion that is startling to those ac-
quainted with the West Indian condi-
tions. On this point the Guide-Book
has got within arm’s length of the
truth, though for once it overstates
the fact. There may be a dash of

white here and there among the
coloured, but there is no trace of
colour among the whites. This again
is exceptionally rare in these lati-
tudes. Here the two races live on
friendly terms, but the relation is al-
ways that of master and dependent.
A coloured man may rise as high as
second mate on a Saba schooner, but
he never attains to the proud position
of Captain, and no Saba white man
would ever work under the direction
of a coloured boss. The difficulty at-
tending a disproportionate increase
in the numbers of the negroes is solved
automatically by the limits of the
island. Saba will not hold more than
a certain number, and the whites
want all the room they already
possess for themselves. Consequent-
ly the superfluous coloured popula-
tion must emigrate and fill up other
islands. There could never be any
question of their dispossessing the
white land owners, even if they had
the opportunity to save the necessary
wealth. Nor is there any of that dis-
content among the lower -classes
which is the modern product of uni-
versal education. The Dutech Govern-
ment has provided and equipped an
excellent publie school to which all
little Saba citizens must go, irrespec-
tive of colour. The teachers are very
efficient, and there is no lack of funds
to make. the education system a
suceess. Unhappily for the aims of
Holland, who would have all her sub-
jects Duteh, and happily perhaps for
Saba, which is determined to remain
English, the regulation ordains that
public instruction shall be in Dutch
and that all the teachers shall hold
Dutch diplomas. No Saba boy, there-
fore, learns anything whatever at
school exceept something of the three
r’s, which he picks up inspite of his
instructors: and that is all the lay
knowledge he requires. His serious
education begins out of school hours
under the direction of a retired sea-
man, who teaches the rudiments of
navigation and a mysterious branch
of mathematics locally known as ‘“x
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chasing,”” and is completed at the
rope’s end.

This ‘‘finishing academy’’ is the
first house reached from the ravine,
and its owner was the first hospitable
Simmonds to weleome me indoors and
stay me with cold meats and excellent
bottled beer. They have their com-
forts these islanders. It was now
pitech dark outside except for the
lighted windows that compassed and
crossed the crater hollow in every
direction, and twinkled here and
there up the side of the cliff toward
Windward. On the other sides black-
ness, more than tropical, up and up
until the jagged lips of the funnel
zigzagged against the spangled sky.
In a very short time—for they are
early to bed here—the stars alone
lighted my way to the Doctor’s house
and the comfortable bed that awaited
me.

On waking next morning I was not
surprised (two or three years in the
West Indies deaden that faeulty) to
find a horse breathing on me as I lay
in bed. Half asleep, I wondered
vaguely that the Doctor did not keep
his live stock in its appointed place,
and whether the tiny objeet that the
open window revealed to me away up
on the cliff was a goat or a cat; and
then turned out in quest of my host.
The adjoining room was untenant-
ed save by the hind quarters of the
friendly horse, but just then their
owner, as I rightly conjectured from
his riding-breeches, entered from the
opposite door with a cheery grin and
two bottles which he waved at me in
additional greeting. He explained
that he was the parson from Wind-
ward: had seen my boat coming in
the evening before, and had ridden
over to see who I was. Strangers
are very rare in Saba. He had just
met the Doctor in the village. He
hoped Polly had not alarmed me. The
stable was locked and she would do
more harm in the garden than in the
dining-room. Did I know where the
Doctor kept his sugar? He recom-
mended the Doector’s beer. So we

anchored the mare (the parson’s ex-
pression) to a table leg, and I gather-
ed much store of information.

The fortunes of Saba have followed
those of its meighbour Statia. The
island is too small, too unfertile and
too inaccessible for its inhabitants
ever to have been able to subsist in-
dependently. In the old bucecancer-
ing days it can have served only as
a last refuge and a safe depository
for the spoils of the pirates driven
there from the other islands, when
the palmy times of piracy were over.
Having no vestage of a harbour, or
even a safe roadstead, the buccaneers
had to careen their ships, as their de-
cendants do to this day, in the Virgin
Isles, a day’s sail to the north. But
once landed in Saba they were safe
from any attack, however well con-
certed. The ravine would be a verit-
able death-trap for an invader, defen-
sible with ease by a few determined
men lying among the rocks to each
side of the narrow defile. The
only other gateway to the strong-
hold is appropriately called ‘‘The
Ladder,”” and consists of more than a
thousand steps, steep and narrow,
leading from the water almost
perpendicularly up the cliff at the
western end of the crater. Secaling
this rock ladder, even under the easi-
est conditions, is a feat by no
means easy or pleasant: and a single
man at the top with two rifles could
stop an army from advancing a dozen
paces. But, as if even this were not
enough to render these desperadoes
safe in their last resort, a circular de-
pression at the very highest point in
the island commanding an outlook on
all sides has been roughly strength-
ened where the only track across
runs near it, and testifies by its name,
‘“The Rendezvous,’’ to its former pur-
pose. Midway between the two towns,
it was here that the last stand would
have been made by the men of Bot-
tom and Windward, English and
Duteh, combined for once in the face
of danger.

Small as it is, Saba has already
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been the home of two distinet parties,
and the types are distinet even now.
The men of both are English-speak-
ing to-day, but it would be impossible
to take one of the dark-skinned,
long-limbed Simmonds for a Hassell,
“bluff in the bow and broad
a’beam’ and square-headed as a
Dutchman should be. The difference
in breed is noticeable even among the
women. Just as Miss Simmonds
affects a ecertain wup-to-dateness in
dress and eonversation, with aspira-
tions toward ‘‘culture’’ and the wider
life of Statia and even farther afield:
so shall you seldom find a Miss Hass-
ell elsewhere than home, stolidly
polishing brass and wood-work and
little sisters, and looking ahead com-
placently to a home of her own and
a generous maternity.

And here the rough ancestors of
these Saba men hoarded their plund-
er unmolested, long after Teach was
a mutilated corpse, and Morgan’s
respectable Governor of Jamacia:
whereas Statia was attacked by Eng-
lish, French, and Duteh in turn,
though never subdued, till weary-
ing of it all, they asked Holland to
take them under her flag, which to-
day, with a cabbage-palm in the cor-
ner, is their national emblem: and
with Statia went Saba.

Space forbids an account of the
entertainment  at “‘Government
House,”’ where fully twenty assem-
bled guests danced Dutch and Span-
ish dances to the accompaniment of
an organ, a fiddle and a ‘‘shock-
shock’” (this last onomatopoetic con-
trivance of canvas, grit and broken
shells) ; and where the ‘‘ Army’’ jus-
tified his existence by appearing in
full regimentals to hand round the
refreshments. It was on this occas-
jon that T made the acquaintance of
the Anglican Rector of the island (the
owner of Polly had been superseded
by him some months before, but like
most visitors to Saba, was reluctant
to go), and he, T hate to think it was
due to pure malice, lent me the
sardonic equine on which I essayed

to go to Windward on the following
day.

The track winds up the Ileast
precipitous side of the crater, and is
admirably adapted to young and
reckless goats. We, the Rector’s
horse and I, had acheived some five
hundred feet of precipice, when the
brute stopped dead, and on remon-
strance turned his wicked head and
laughed at me. From where I sat I
commanded an unbroken view of the
Rectory stable roof immediately be-
low my left foot: my right leg was
securely wedged between the horses
flank and a particularly nubby por-
tion of the mountain-side. For some
time we stayed thus, immutably de-
termined on contrary directions, till
the horse began walking backwards.
Short of going ahead, against which
he was firmly resolved, it was the
only thing he could do, unless he
elected to remain where we had halt-
ed, indefinitely. I had on voice in
the matter, but I did have the good
sense to scramble out of the saddle
when the face of the eliff to my right
receded slightly and gave me the
chance. And there we parted com-
pany. I presume the horse backed
all the way home; for he eventually
reached his stable, and that not by
the shortest route, perpendicularly,
as in my anger I had prayed he
would.

Under a pitiless sun, and with sore
feet protesting against the canvas
shoes I was foolishly wearing through
my rash confidence in the borrowed
beast, I gained the edge of the crater
and the little village of St. Michaels
which looks down on Bottom like an
eagle from its eyrie, though it is
barely visible from below. Up here
it is a different world, where the pre-
vailing influence is the Trade Wind
which blows steadily from the north-
east with little change in velocity
for three parts of the year. Down in
Bottom the outlook is brown rock on
every side, with a glimpse of hurry-
ing clouds above. On the heights
there are no bounds to the eye ex-
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cept the great circle of the horizon,
and the general impression is that of
infinite blue distance.

It was on the path to Windward
from St. Michaels, where the track
skirts the edge of the island and seems
to overhang the breakers, so sheer
is the fall of the rock, that I found
the very house for an ideal honey-
moon of the romantic novelist, Just
round a bend which hid St. Michaels,
some visionary had built it with
weatherstained wood and infinite
pains, had screened it with scarlet
and crimson and pink hybiscus, and
then, in despair of ever finding a
mate dainty enough for such a bower,
had presumably dived over the ecliff
in front of his little front gate. For
there it nestles coyly, simply and
therefore beautifully furnished, with
never a tenant, and the rent is four
dollars a month. How it remains
untenanted by living flesh is merely
one more mystery in this land of
paradox.

For about a mile farther the path
winds on with the summit of the
““Rendezvous’’ on one hand, and on
the other the deep blue, sobbing and
moaning and roaring in the caves it
has hollowed out some two thousand
feet below. Then it takes a sharp
rise over rough steps that almost
made me regret the four-footer egoist
I had left behind, and one has reach-
ed Hassell land. Windward is Bot-
tom over again with the walls down
except on one side where a huge but-
tress of rock breaks the forece of the
easterly gales. It also possesses two
little churches and the most import-
ant store in the island, owned by
Captain Ben Hassell, the unerowned
king of Windward. He was at sea
when I visited his domain, but my
new friend, the superseded parson,
was there to welcome me, and perch-
ed on his highly-trained mare I was
carried up and down stone ladders
till I had seen many dozens of Hass-

ells and Johnsons and been seen of

many more.
And then I was taken to the goal

of my pilgrimage, Hell’s Gates, and
into the presence of Father Jennes-
sens, another dispossessed clerie, but
one of a different type, who rules in
these simple hearts with a sway sur-
passing that of kings, a very Pope
among his children. Some years ago
his Order, the Dominicans, shifted
him to Curacao and a more important
cure, as a tardy promotion for one
who had worked faithfully and well
for a period longer than the life-time
of the ordinary man. But the old
priest could not bear to be parted
from his sailors—his children as he
considers them—so these children of
his built him a little church all for
himself, and support it for him and
flock there to see him whenever they
return home from sea. No one
knows quite how old he is, and trad-
ition says that he lives on Schnapps,
snuff and prayer exclusively. He is
supposed, also, to keep a supply of the
two former in a little cupboard under
the alter-table. If this be so, he must
feel secure in the approval of his
Lady : for She knows he is but an old
man of simple faith who could mean
no slight to Her who has had his ab-
solute devotion all these years.

However that may be, no saint had
ever a niche more beautifully situat-
ed than his—in the wildest and most
lonely part of the island, where a big
rock has been ecleft in two to frame
his little white church with its pink
roof against an azure background. He
lives in a tiny house built off the
church and furnished like the cell of
an anchorite; and when I visited him
he was holding a little court. In at-
tendance was his successor, a gigan-
tic young priest in the coarse white
girdle cloak of the Dominicans, who
was helping the guests to the famous
Schnapps.

I have to admit that his Sehnapps
is good; T am proud of few things
50 much as the fact that I have had
a pinch of his snuff; and I should
dearly like to think that I may be
some day remembered in the prayers
of that old man,




NEIGBOUR
BY KEENE ABBOTT

HE deputy sheriff had come.

I Cautiously he opened the wood-

en gate as though he wanted
to take someone by surprise. He did
not allow the latch to click, but all
the same the rusted hinges creaked
a dismal warning.

The officer would find no one at
home; twice before this day his calls
had been fruitless, and now, as for-
merly, a funereal silence wrapped
the little weather-beaten house which
seemed utterly deserted. And yet
the existence which was hiding there
could not wholly conceal itself. From
the stub of brick chimney, above the
sagging roof patched with tin and
tar paper, bluish vapour was rising,
very thin wisps of vapour as though
the smoke were also trying to be in-
visible that it might not betray the
master of the house into having a
summons from the court of equity
served upon him.

The visitor knocked, politely at
first, then louder, then louder still,
and his blows on the door resounded
from the echoing emptiness within.
At the back door the result was the
same; no answer. But the deputy
sheriff did not go away; he examined
the hoe, rake and other garden tools
leaning against the house wall, saw
that fresh dirt adhered to the spade,
and then began to look in at the win-
dows. Green house plants on the sills
with white lawn curtains behind
them; geraniums red and pink glow-
ing in the sunlight, and between the
flower-pots, a gray cat asleep, with
paws tucked lazily under him.

)

Surely someorie must be at home.
Again the man rapped, but still the
house remained both deaf and dumb.
Very well, he would wait. Utilizing
the bottom side of a bushel basket
for a seat, he resignedly began his
wateh, refilling his pipe as often as he
smoked it out. A long, long time he
sat there, and finally concluding that
it might be well to see whether any
one were hiding in the coal shed, he
started away, striding through the
garden where row on row of broad-
leaved rhubarb spread its wealth of
green to the brilliant sunshine. He
was not careful how he went, and as
he plodded diagonally through the
rich, verdant growths, his feet were
breaking down many a tender stalk,
when suddenly he was commanded
to halt. An excited voice, quavering
and shrill, had penetrated the deep
prevailing hush.

‘‘Hey, you, stop! You’re trompin’
down my pieplant!’’

The kitchen door had been jerked
open, and a spare old man under a
great straw hat, had come charging
out into the garden, his thin, quiver-
ing face all one pucker of brown
wrinkles, his sleeves rolled up above
the elbows and his slim arms gesticu-
lating like an automatic scarecrow.

So it came about that the deputy
sheriff found opportunity at last to
serve an order of the court upon Old
Man Pieplant.

The following day the veteran gar-
dener called at the office of the Mar-
tin Realty Company. Nearly every
morning since they had first refused
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to accept the lease money he offered
for his plot of ground, he had been
coming here. Obstinate and patient,
he had been repeatedly offering the
sum of eight dollars, unfastening the
dirty bit of string from about the
squeezed mouth of a grimy shot-bag,
counting out the change coin by coin,
sighing because no one would pay any
more attention to him, but still un-
willing to believe that the acre patch
where he lived had been sold and
that he would no longer be permitted
to stay there.

Sell the land? How could they do
that, when he had been having the
use of it these thirty years and more?
It seemed almost to belong to him;
he had lived there so long, and always
he had been punectual with his money.
They could not find fault with him
for that; he knew it.

Twice the situation had been ex-
plained to him. The city had been
growing, spreading out, crowding in
upon him. Formerly his acre plot
of ground was almost waste land;
now it was valuable. On one side of
it a fashionable apartment house had
been built; on the other side, a hand-
some residence, the home of the weal-
thy Mrs, Wilfred Carroll. Surely
Old Man Pieplant could not expect
to live there, in such a neighbour-
hood, in that crazy, sag-roofed shanty
of his.

““I could . . . maybe . .
a little,”” he faltered.

But no, that would not do. The
land had been sold. He would have
to go some place else to raise rhu-
barb for the market.

He did not believe it; he thought
there was merely a questlon of want-
ing him to pay more money for the
land, and he offered more, but the
lease was not renewed.

Then he was seized with alarm.
Perhaps, after all, the law was going
to drive him out, and finally, when
he realized this he was ill of it all
night Jong.

The next day he was scarcely able
to do the least bit of work in the

. fix it up

garden. The bundles of pieplant he
had- gathered early in the morning
were only withering in the sun, and
realizing that he could not go to mar-
ket, he lowered them in their basket
deep into the well to keep them fresh.

Afterward he went into the house,
locked himself in, and when some
one knocked repeatedly and insistent-
ly at his doors he did not show him-
self. And yet, in the end, the notice
of eviction had been served, and now
that the old man saw how utterly
impossible it was to get his lease
renewed, there remained nothing for
him to do but to employ a lawyer and
then show ‘in court that they had no
right to drive him off his land.

But they did have a right; that was
the trouble. The lawyer said so. He
advised his client to move; that was
it—get out! A dreadful shock! The
old man stammered with choking pro-
tests.

Get out? He? Why—why, he
would do nothing of the sort, never!
Thirty years, more than thlrty years
he had been living there, and now
get out! Well, say, how could he do
that? Where could he go? How
would it be possible to earn a living,
since pieplant, that single acre of
pieplant, was all he had?

He sought counsel with other peo-
ple, and their recommendation was
the same as that of the lawyer: he
must give up the land.

Well, then, maybe he could find
some other place. But where? How,
in his brittle old age, could he have
the courage and the strength to begin
all anew? The thought of it fright-
ened him, shook him with a dread of
his incompetency, assailed him with
a sense of tremendous obstacles, and
most of all, filled his mind with that
grim and haunting spectre—the poor-
house!

Always he shuddered to think of
that, but now that it seemed the in-
evitable; now that he would no long-
er have opportunity of supporting
himself with the labour of his hands
he felt how dangerously near to him
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was that institution for the destitute
and he tried to resign himself to the
notion of being a pauper—a bitter
thought, but perhaps, in the end, he
might get used to it.

As he went scuffling homeward that
day, lurching sadly along with the
twisted handle of the large, earth-
stained wicker basket hooked upon
his arm, it seemed to him that he
would never be able to reach the
house, he was so strangely enfeebled,
stiff, heavy and ecrippled in every
muscle, as though his heart as well as
his body had at last grown old, old,
ever and ever so old.

Finally, at the end of his long walk,
he reached the wooden gate and de-
jectedly dragged it open. As he did
so his big gray eat came bounding
toward him, came bounding with his
usual feline daintiness and pliant
ease over the green and even ridges
of the broad-leafed rhubarb. With
arching hack the animal rubbed him-
self against his master’s leg, purred
continuous content, and with uprais-
ed tail waved a cordial welcome.
Then, as the man laboriously stoop-
ed down, the household pet grace-
fully leaped to his shoulder, proudly
perching up there under the brim of
the wide straw hat that he might be
carried on into the kitchen for his
noonday allowance of milk.

‘“What a big, nice cat you have
there!’’

Those words, spoken by a well mod-
ulated contralto voice, were unexpec-
tedly addressed to him by a woman
in a fawn-coloured gown with a few
fluffy lavender blossoms in her girdle.
Quite like a scene on the stage, she
had appeared from behind a flower-
ing lilac bush, and the old man, be-
ing so taken by surprise, stammered
uneasily
““A nice cat? Well, yes—yes, he
b2
‘What should this woman be doing
here? Some neighbour, perhaps, who
had come for a bundle of pieplant.
The old man waited for her to state
her errand, and then, as she began

is

to stroke the soft fur of the animal
on, his shoulder, he said to her:

““You would like a cat %—such a cat
as this?”’

““Oh, yes!”’ she replied with that
complacency of tone suitable for
humourirg a child, but to her ab-
ashed astonishment the old man said:

““Well, you can have him.”’

The woman quickly withdrew her
hand from the back of the purring
animal.

‘“Yes,”” he added, ‘‘you take him.
And see here, now, what tricks he
will do.”” His basket, a thing of
heavy wicker, polished on either side
from rubbing against his body, he
held at arm’s length, and his pet
leaped gracefully into it. He put
the cat on the ground, made a hoop
of his arms, and after a few moments
of obstinate refusal, the animal lithe-
ly bounded through. ‘‘Take him,’’
the old man repeated. ‘‘I give him
up.’”” He was holding his bent el-
bow toward her, with the cat upon
it, and the woman twice cleared her
voice before she contrived to say:

““Of course I should like the cat,
but—"’

The old man thought it was out
of pity for him that she hesitated,
and he made haste to add:

“That’s all right; take him; you
mustn’t think about me.”” He was
speaking with husky gentleness, and
his hand went on stroking the ani-
mal’s back. ‘‘I have to get along
without him. Of course it’s going
to be hard, a little hard at first, but
I will get used to it. For now, you
see, now that I have found a good
place for my cat, I won’t have to
worry about him.”’

“But why should you give him
up?’”’ the woman inquired, and the
old man grew red, very red. He had
so little blood in his body and all of
it apparently, had come running into
his face. ;

“They are driving me . .. I mean,
I am going away ; that’s it; I’m mov-
ing out, It isn’t good to live so long
in one place.”’
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He swaggeringly spat aside to show
that he did not mind it muech, this
moving out. But now, of a sudden,
his expression changed, for the front
gate had creaked open, and a person
with a derby hat, a pudgy little man,
was coming in.

Then two thin shoulders gave a
shrug of contempt, and a thin old
voice abruptly exclaimed :

““That Dutchman again! A land-
scape gardener he calls himself; he
says the soil here needs a chemical
fertilizer, but did you ever see such
soil?  Only look how everything
grows! I make it that way.”’

A brown hand was proudly waved
toward the green lines of pieplant
drowsing in the sunlight, the white
sunlight which was all a-quiver there.
The garden was so slumbrously
hushed that with the slightest whiff
of air the leaves gave forth a papery
whisper.

The woman, after examining the
ribbons of dark, rich earth which
streteched to the end of the garden
between the even rows of rhubarb,
quietly observed:

““A rose arbour might flourish
here, I should think.”’

And the old man replied:

““Yes, it would; anything would
thrive in such ground as that.”’

At the approach of the man with
the derby hat the woman inquired:

‘“Are you well acquainted with him,
this landscape gardener?’’

‘““He works up yonder.”” The old
. man jerked his thumb in the direc-
tion of a steep green terrace sur-
mounted by a modern residence with
wide, pillared verandas garlanded
with honeysuckle. It was a red tiled
house with several gables and a con-
servatory on one side whose arching
roof of glass flamed in the sunlight
like polished metal. ‘A widder lives
there, alone, all alone in that great
big place.”’

““Is that so?”’

““Yes, and they tell me that she’s
bought this place, too, that old wid-
der.”’ g
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‘“Has she indeed?’’ the woman
questioned with a self-conscious
smile. ‘‘And is she so old?”’

“‘I dunno; I guess so0,”” he answer-
ed, and hostilely serutinized the new
arrival who had bared his head and
was ceremoniously bowing.

With a slight nod which stirred the
billowing lavender plumes of her hat,
the woman greeted the pudgy gar-
dener, and then said to him:

““‘Some other time will do for us
to talk about the rose arbour. I shan’t
need you to-day.”’

Her words somewhat abashed the
rotund visitor, who quickly consult-
ed his watch.

“Am I late?’’ he asked.

““No, I think not, but that will be
all for to-day.”’

The round, florid face of the heavy
little man grinned with fat perplex-
ity, but his employer, being a wom-
an, was of course not to be under-
stood. He therefore stammered a
‘““‘good afternoon,”” and withdrew.

Meanwhile the old man was star-
ing at the woman. He wiped his face
on his sleeve, knocked off his hat and
picked it up again.

““Well, well, to think of that!’’ he
gasped. ‘‘You are the widder, you!”’

““The old widder,’’ said the woman,
and in truth her hair was turning
gray, but her face, the sad, calm face
of one who rarely smiles, was un-
marred by even a trace of wrinkle.

“I was coming to see you,’’ the
old man added, ‘‘to see you about
. .. to talk about the lilac hush yon-
der, and those trees. I set them out.
In the big one, over there, that’s
where the children used to have their
swing, Nobody must eut down those
trees. You will see to that, won’t
you?”’

‘““Children?’’ said the woman.
“You have had children?’’ There
was a certain wistfulness in her tone,
and she spoke softly as though her
voice were an echo from that great
house up there on the terrace, that
beautiful residence which was so full
of fine things—and loneliness.
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‘I got their pictures in the al-
bum,”’ said the old man.- ‘‘And if
you want to see them . . .’’ he hesitat-
ed, smiling shamefacedly as he add-
ed: ‘‘Their ma always used to say
that I bragged a tiresome lot on our
boys, but she was awful proud of
them, too, and bragged the same as
me. And they were fine boys. They
used to come home every Christmas
time, but of course it made a differ-
ence when their ma was gone. They
never forgot their old dad, though;
no, ma’am, they didn’t! Only . . .
you see . . . one of them, you see . . .
one of them went for a soldier, and
the other one, Henry . . . well, I'm
a-hungerin’ yet and a-waitin’ to
hear what’s beecome of Henry. ’Most
every year I used to get a letter
from him, but it’s been five years,
now—yes, ma’am, five years, two
months and three days since I got my
last letter from him.”’

“I should like to see a picture of
your boys,”’ said the woman.

Shortly afterward she was seated
in a wooden rocking chair in the
house of her neighbour. For over
two years she had been living within
a hundred yards of him, but to-day
was the first time they had exchanged
a word, and as often as she had look-
ed down with offended eyes from her
windows upon the patched roof of
this ugly old shanty, she had never
supposed that the interior of such a
dwelling could be so neat, that the
floor could be scrubbed so white, that
the rag carpet and oval rugs of the
front room and the chintz-covered
furniture, with prim tidies upon the
chairs and sofa, could have a charm
80 homely and quaintly picturesque.

And he babbled garrulously of all
the years he had been raising pie-
plant, of how he had built this house
himself. Between the lawn curtains,
above the blossoming geraniums en
the sill, she was looking out through
the open window at that residence up
yonder on the smooth green terrace,
her residence, designed by the city’s
most eminent architect, a place of

tinted walls and softly harmonizing
colours in which to house Oriental
rugs, stately tapestries brought from
Europe, rich brocades, furniture
wrought by master craftsmen, lovely
and costly trifles of every sort chosen
by her ultra refinement of taste,

The old man was still talking, but
suddenly she interrupted him. She
looked into his faded eyes, and said
brusquely, almost harshly :

‘‘Stay here. I don’t want you to
go away.’’

“Don’t?*—don’t go ’way?! But I
got to go. They say I must get out.’’

““Who says so?”’

“Everybody.”” The old man, with
a sweep of the hands, seemed to in-
dicate the whole world.

The woman slowly closed the red
plush album, snapped the big copper
clasp, arose with a whispering rustle
of her gown, and then said with quiet
emphasis:

““The land is mine . . . No, yours—
as long as you live it’s yours.””

The old man had a confused notion
that he had not heard correctly, and
he bent forward, with hand scooped
about his ear, but of a sudden he re-
called that this woman, and not the
Martin Realty Company, was now
the owner of that garden plot. Then,
in his bewilderment of joy, he began
to stammer:

‘“‘Sure nuff; it’s your land. Yes,
that’s so. Only think of that! I
plum forgot.”” 'With one ‘hand
squeezing his other hand he wistfully
added: ‘‘“You say ... I'm to stay
here?”’

The woman had opened the door
to go out, but she paused upon the
threshold, surprised by the white
splendour of sunshine asleep out
there in the garden where drowsed
the fresh-faced green of all the well-
kept pieplant rows. She looked at
them and then turned to look once
more at the old man, and impulsively
she stretched 'out her hand toward
him.

‘I want you for my neighbour,”’
she said.
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at Washington, by a decisive

majority, voted in favour of the
repeal of the clause in the Panama
Canal Aet which would give to vessels
engaged in the United States coasting
trade free passage through the canal
from ocean to ocean. But before the

THE House of Representatives

. repeal becomes effective it will have to

be sanctioned by the Senate. At this
time of writing, it is under debate in
that final eourt, but whether or not
it receives the sanction of the Sen-
ate, its passage by the Representa-
tives marks a decisive victory for the
President. Apart altogether from
the merits or demerits of the case, it
cannot be denied that had not Mr.

Wilson himself, personally, taken a

determined stand in favour of re-
peal, the whole measure as passed by
Congress last year would have stood
on the statute books. While this at-
tempt to do justice to Great Britian
can be laid almost entirely to the
credit of the President, it should not
be forgotten than no less a champion
than the Honourable Xlihu Root
fought with telling ardour against the
Bill when it eame up in the Senate
last year. His remarkable speech,
the text of which appeared in The
Canadian Magazine for March, is re-
garded as an unanswerable statement
in favour of equal tolls to all vessels
entering the canal.

Opinion at Washington forecasts a
victory in the Senate for repeal. Men
like Senator Lodge, for instance, who
would grant United States vessels
engaged in coasting trade some meas-

_ure of preference, are in favour of this
repeal. Their opinion is that if the

7

United States Government wish to
give some advantage to American
vessels they should give it in some
other form than a breach of an inter-
national treaty—they might grant a
subsidy.

The repeal by the Representatives
of this clause in the Aet is-another
instance of the dominance of the
President in United States politics;
for there is no doubt whatever that
the change in sentiment as well as in
Act is due to the personal interfer-
ence of Mr. Wilson, himself, Mr.
Roosevelt dominated Congress by
brute force; his rule was known as
the rule of the Big Stick. In Mr.
‘Wilson’s case the power is intellect-
ual. His fine scholarly attainments,
his mastery of constitutional history,
his broad outlook, his evidences of
culture and humanitarian consider-
ation all have had a pronounced modi-
fying effect on national tendeneies.
The human impluse to get the better
of the deal at all costs has been check-
ed, and the people of the United
States at this time of social erisis are
beginning to realize that there are
other things to consider besides their
own national interests. It remains to
be seen, however, how the Senate will
act in this instance; but, with Lodge
and Root in favour of repeal, with the
great conscience of the people awak-
ened by their President, it is alto-
gether likely that Congress will finally
undo, to the credit of the nation,
legislation that has shamed them be- °
legislation that, notwithstanding the
best that can be said for it, has sham-
ed them before the whole world.

Poetry seems to be coming into its
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own again in England, for quite apart
from the great interest that centres
in the political arena the people are
taking time to buy books and poetry
and listen to poetry being read. Pub-
lishers report remarkable inecreases
in the sale of poetry, and there are
several instances where books of verse
have been almost among the ‘‘best
sellers.”” The coming of Rabindran-
ath Tagore from Bengal to read and
translate into English his own works
aroused a great deal of interest, as
a result in part at least of the intro-
duction given by Mr. W. B. Yeats.
The mystie personality of this Bengal
poet had something to do with the
arousing of publie curiosity, but his
work seems to increase its hold upon
his readers, and some of it, particu-
larly “‘The Gardener,”’ has had a big
sale in the United States.

The work of Mr. Alfred Noyes has
sold in large quantities, but one need
not wonder at that, because Noyes is,
if anything, a popular poet. His
recent visit to Toronto, when he came
as an apostle of peace, under the
auspices of the International Polity
Club, revealed a marked contrast in
personality, temperament, and style
to Mr. Yeats, who had Just preceded
him, and who had appeared in To-
ronto under the auspices of the Gaelie
League. In these two men we had
the antitheses. Yeats is a poet of
poets; Noyes is a poet of the people.
Someone asked Yeats what he
thought of ‘“‘Drake,”’ by Alfred
Noyes, but Yeats confessed that he
had never read it. Then in turn
someone asked Noyes what he thought
of Yeats, but as the answer was to
be regarded as confidential all we can
say is that he did not class him with
the major poets.

3%

Yeats set out to establish his
thesis that all real art is a result of
conflict, of warring elements in the
human mind. In other words, he
would not look for art in the well
rounded life. But from the man who

for some reason has been deprived
of the thing for which his soul has
craved he would look for art to issue.
That is an interesting thesis, and may
be carried further, even to a practical
demonstration. For example: There
are readers who say that because of
the extremely pathetic seenes depicted
by Dickens, Dickens himself must
have been very responsive, very Sym-
pathetic; in other words, must have
had a kind heart. But there is a
reason to believe that the very op-
posite is the fact, that Dickens was
by nature hard-hearted and unsyms-
pathetie, with the result that when he
undertook to depict something path-
etic it had to be extremely pathetie
in order to make him think it worth
while depicting. So that we have in
a sad scene by Dickens sadness that
moves the universe.

Yeats talked much about beauty.
Beauty, to him, was the purpose of
art. Noyes, on the other hand strove
not so much for beauty as for revela-
tion. He is regarded as an optimistic
spirit, and he concerns himself more
with giving a message to the people
than with supplying to the few cause
for wmsthetic delight. His latest poem,
““The Wine Press,”’ is an example of
his tendency, and it was because of
this poem’s terrible arraignment of
war that the International Polity
Club, which is organized to promote
peace, selected him to address them.

S
e

We might find several causes for
the revival of interest in poetry in
England and yet not find the great-
est cause. One is undoubtedly the
recent practice of having poets read
their own poetry to whoever wishes
to go and hear them. That practice
has been carried on in particular at
the Poetry Bookshop in London. Then
again there has arisen in England a
band of young poets who are now
known as the Georgian poets, distinet-
ive, we presume, from the Vietorian
and earlier poets. Of their number
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is Mr. John Masefield, whose ballads
have become immensely popular, al-
though many crities say they are not
80 good as his earlier work. -

‘Will there be a similar revival in
Canada? Canadians respond natural-
ly to poetry, and we should be loth
to think that as a nation, we could
turn lightly away from the fragrance
of the poetic muse.

*

The war scare now has been chang-
ed so as to involve Russia and
Germany. Despatches from abroad
refer with mild alarm to a recent
secret conference between the heads
of the Russian Government and lead-
ing deputies of the Russian Parlia-
ment. The conference was for the
purpose, it is supposed, of inereasing
the enormous strength of the Russian
army. All the leading members of
the Russian Government were pres-
ent, as well as all the leaders of the
political parties in the Duma that
are considered to be loyal to the Em-
pire; with the result, as indicated in
the press, that a demand will de made
for an addition of five hundred thou-
sand men to the standing army, to-
gether with the sum of five hundred
million roubles, which is equivelant
to about two hundred and sixty
million dollars. This vast addition in
men and money is supposed to be
needed to complete the readiness of
Russia for any conflict they might
have with Germany. Germany as
well is stirred up to the seriousness
of the situation, A bone of conten-
tion is the partition of Poland, and it
will be interesting to see how the
Kaiser’s ‘‘Russian Friend,”’ the Em-
peror of Russia, will requite Germ-
any’s guarantee against the worst
effects of the Japanese war and the
Terrorist Revolution. According to
the Berlin newspapers, the persecu-
tion of the Polish residents of Prussia
continues, notwithstanding the wishes
of the saner German people. The
London Outlook, having translated
the reports from the German news-

papers, gives this account of a

recent incident :

An abominable instance of the all-per-
vading oppression with which Prussian
administration follows and persecutes the
Poles in every aspect of their national
existence was afforded by the action of
the authorities in Berlin itself a few days
ago. The Prussian Government forbids
its Polish subjects to employ their native
language even in the services of their
own religion within their own houses of
worship and prayer! Just imagine a body
of London police, the B. division or the
C. division, being let loose upon a con-
gregation of British Catholies, whether
Irishmen or Canadians, who dared to say
their prayers in French or Gaelic within
a Catholic chapel in the Metropolis.

Even imagination would be too weak
to call up the picture of such an impos-
sible monstrosity. Yet only on Sunday
last the entire congregation of a Catholic
church in Berlin—where there is a resi-
dent population of more than seventy
thousand Poles—were driven, with the ut-
most violence, by a body of sworded and
helmeted police, out of their own church,
in the midst of the celebration of the
important rite of Confirmation, merely be-
cause Polish prayers were used by a body
of Polish people. The Poles in Prussia
must pray in German or they may be sil-
enced and dispersed by a charge of po-
lice, or soldiers, if necessary!

£

Mr. John Galsworthy, whose liter-
ary standing is as high as that of
anyone writing in England to-day,
has addressed a letter to The Times
charging Parliament with neglect of
duty. It is not often nowadays that
a literary man interferes with poli-
ties, but when we read Mr. Gals-
worthy’s letter, part of which follows,
we wonder whether his indictment
would apply with equal foree in Can-
ada:

I am moved to speak out what I and, I
am sure, many others are feeling. We
are a so-called civilized country; we have
a so-called Christian religion; we profess
humanity. We have a Parliament of
chosen persons, to each of 'whom we pay
£400 a year, so that we have at last some
right to say: ‘‘Please do our business,
and that quickly.”” And yet we sit and
suffer such barbarities and mean cruelties
to go on among us as must dry the heart
of God. I cite a few only of the abhor-
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rent things done daily, daily left undone;
done and left undone, without shadow of
doubt against the conscience and general
will of the community:

Sweating of women workers.

Insufficient feeding of children.

Employment of boys on work that to
all intents ruins their chances in after-
life—as mean a thing as can well be done.

Foul housing of those who have as
much right as you and I to the first
decencies of life.

Consignment of paupers (that is, of
those without money or friends) to luna-
tic asylums on the certificate of one doe-
tor, the certificate of two doctors being
essential in the case of a person who has
money or friends.

Export of horses worn out in work for
Englishmen—save the mark!—export that
for a few pieces of blood-money delivers
up old and faithful servants to wretched-
ness.

Mutilation of horses by docking, so
that they suffer, offend the eye, and are
defenceless against the attacks of flies
that would drive men, so treated, crazy.

Caging of wild things, especially wild
song-hirds, by those who themselves think
liberty the breath of life, the jewel above
price.

Slaughter for food of millions of crea-
tures every year by obsolete methods that
none but the interested defend.

Importation of the plumes of ruthlessly
slain wild birds, mothers with young in
the nest, to decorate our gentlewomen.

Such as these—shameful barbarities
done to helpless ereatures—we suffer
among us year after year.

o
o“

The putting into practice of demo-
cratic government in Cuba, following
the general elections of 1912, has
been watched with much interest by
students of political economy. That
it has not attracted wider attention
is a tribute to the peaceful and emin-
ently satisfactory manner that the
change was received by the people.

n
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The new President seems to be a man
raised for the position. Here is an
appreciation of him written by Mr.
Sydney Brooks:

President Menocal stands almost as
much apart from and above the ordinary
run of Cuban politicians as President Wil-
son stands apart from and above the or-
dinary run of American politicians. Cuban-
born, educated in the United States, a
fiery and daring guerilla leader in the war
against Spain, by profession a civil engi-
neer, for many years the working head
of the largest sugar estate in the island,
and at all times an indefatigable sports-
man, General Menocal has long enjoyed
the affection of the mass of his country-
men and the confidence of the business in-
terests. The President has the priceless as-
set of character. He is the very opposite of a
self-seeker. Not even in the reckless gos-
sipings of the Havana cafés has it ever
been suggested that he sought the Presi-
dency for what he could make out of it.
There is a vein of genuine altruism in his
nature; he is, I should say, an exceedingly
difficult man to move when convinced that
he has right and justice on his side; and
his devotion to Cuba bears the stamp of
a complete disinterestedness. He has
pondered those deeper problems of her
life and conditions that find, as a rule, so
small a place in the polemies of party.
He has studied and understands her per-
manent needs; he is thinking of Cuba
while most of those around him are think-
ing of jobs and conecessions and the petty
mancuvres of ‘‘polities.”” Whether these
characteristics are the ones that are most
helpful in the special circumstances of
Cuban public life, time alone can prove,
But already it is clear that the accession
of a President of General Menocal’s mani-
fest integrity and high-mindedness has
had a wholesome effect on the political
atmosphere. There is very little talk of
‘‘graft’’ in Havana nowadays. People
feel that, so long as General Menocal is
in the Palace the Government will be
honestly run, concessions will only be

‘granted on their merits, and every effort
will be made to give Cuba a clean, stable,
and economical adminigtration.
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STORIES OF THE BRITISH
EMPIRE

By AGNES MAULE MacHAR. Toronto:
‘Wm. Briggs.

MPRESSED with a sense of its di-
Ivine purpose, its final mission to

humanity, as the end for which the
shoot of Saxon freedom planted in
British soil has grown into the great-
est Empire the world has ever seen,
the author of this instructive volume
has written it with a view to instruect-
ing the youthful mind with a sense of
certain significant facts in connection
with this great mission. The author
is a well-known Canadian writer, with
several books to her credit. In this
instanee she has selected some of the
inspiring incidents throughout Eng-
lish history and she has re-told them
so that the youthful mind ean under-
stand and fully appreciate them. She
begins with ‘‘Britain and its first
people, ‘‘Boadicea and the Romans,”’
and ends with ‘‘Mary, Queen of
Scots.”” This long interval furnishes
her with an opportunity to introduce
a fine line of imposing heroes and
heroines.
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POEMS

By RuperT BrOOKE. Toronto: J. M.

Dent and Sons.

WE have had opportunity of late

to refer to the exquisite poetry
of this young Englishman, who is one
of a group of ‘‘younger’’ poets who
in England are styled ‘‘The Georgian
Poets.”” His first volume has reached
a third edition, and the reputation of
the author is extraordinary for one
whose work has been for so short a
time before the public. We should
like to quote ‘‘Second Best,”’ ‘‘The
Song of the Beasts,”’ ‘‘Blue Even-
ing,”’ but we take only this sonnet:

DAWN.

(On the train between Bologna and
Milan; second-class.)
Opposite me two Germans snore and sweat.
Through sullen swirling gloom we jolt
and roar.
We have been here for ever: even yet
A dim wateh tells two hours, two aeons,
more.
The windows are tight-shut and slimy-
wet
With a night’s fetor.
hours more;
Two hours to dawn and Milan; two hours
yet. .

There are two
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Opposite me two Germans sweat and
snore.

One of them wakes, and spits, and sleeps
again.
The darkness shivers.
through the rain
Strikes on our faces, drawn and white.
Somewhere
A new day sprawls; and, inside, the foul
air
Is chill, and damp, and fouler than be-
SoTe. i,
Opposite me two Germans sweat and
snore.,

A wan light

3
w

LOVE AND THE UNIVERSE

By ALBERT D. Warson. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company.

ERHAPS to many readers the
most interesting part of this book
will be Katherine Hale’s foreword,
which is in part at least poetical and
symbolical. =~ Miss Hale says that
‘“Evolution and idealism, liberty and
law, God and laughter, soul and body,
the mating of these in perfect accord
becomes the fabrie of this poet’s vis-
ion, a vision which he has set vibrat-
ing in clear song and has rimmed
about with the wholesome and lovely
colours of the woods, the waters, and
the sky.”” The very heart of Dr.
Watson’s message she finds in these
lines: »
Oh, for a love like the air,
So infinite, soundless, and broad,

That every child of the earth may share
The joy of the heart of God!

As we have not discovered in the
volume anything that inspires par-
tiality, we accept for quotation Miss
Hale’s choice of the sonnets:

God is eternity, the sky, the sea,

The consciousness of universal space,
The source of energy and living grace,
Of life and light, of love and destiny.
God is that deep, ethereal ocean, free,

Whose billows keep their wide unbarriered

place
Amid the stars that move before His face
In robes of hurricane and harmony,
A light that twinkles in a distant star,
A wave of ocean surging on the shore,
One substance with the sea; a wing to
soar
Forever onward to the peaks afar,
A soul to love, a mind to learn God’s plan,
A child of the eternal—such is man.

RAVENNA: A STUDY

By Epwarp HuTTON.
M. Dent and Sons.

R. HUTTON’S admirable re-

view of the history of Ravenna
and of its nunique architectural
treasures deserves to be widely
read, for it provides the key to
much that is puzzling in the deeline
of the Roman Empire and the rise
of the Holy Roman Empire, and in
the days of barbarism that more or
less sharply separate the periods of
the two Empires. Mr. Hutton points
out that in Ravenna we have the one
existing link that joins the ancient
world to the world of the Middle
Ages, and that its history summarizes
that of the warring elements of old
and new, of culture, and barbarism.
He lays great stress upon Ravenna’s
geographical position—a position
that, whenever Italy was threatened,
gave her the immense importance of
an impregnable city commanding the
pass between Cisalpine Gaul and Italy
directly that pass was threatened.
Contrary to the opinion of Gibbon,
Mr. Hutton asserts that Honorius was
wisely advised to retreat fromMilan
to Ravenna, and that, so far from
this retreat being a flight, it was a
consummate strategical and political
move, and he certainly makes out a
good case for his assertion.

Toronto: J.

s

THE WINE-PRESS

By Avrrep NoOves. Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company.

ONE almost agrees with this poet

that a new dawn is breaking,
when one considers the significance
of a popular English poet using all
the elangour of his muse to inveigh
against the horror of war. The book
is dedicated to Colonel Denison and
Principal Hutton and all others who
believe that peace is the spoiler of na-
tions. It is deseribed as a tale of
war. It is indeed a tale of bloody
war. The recent conflict in the Bal-
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kans is the scene; but first there is a
prologue in which the angel Sandal-
phon reports to God that the East
is praying :

O God, deliver Thy people. Let Thy sword
Destroy our enemies, Lord.

and that the plea of the West is the
same. Then we see Johann, a Bul-
garian wood-cutter, saying good-bye
to his wife and child. He is about
to leave for the ‘‘front’’ to fight for
—he does not now what—but very
likely for the Fatherland. He takes
us through the campaign, and here is
an incident:

Before Johann a young face rose
Like a remembered prayer:
He could not halt or swerve aside
In the onrush of the murderous tide,
He jerked his bayonet out of the body
And swung his butt in the air.

He yelled like a wolf to drown the cry
Of his own soul in pain.
To stifle the god in his own breast,
He yelled and cursed and struck with the
rest
And the blood bubbled over his boots
And greased his hands again.

Faces like drowned things underfoot
Slipped as he swung round:

A red mouth crackled beneath his boot
Like thorns in spongy ground.

Slaughter? Slaughter? So easy it seemed,
This work that he thought so hard!
His eyes lit with a flicker of hell,
He licked his lips, and it tasted well;
And—once—he had sickened to watch
them slaughter
An ox in the cattle-yard.

And then, after Greece and the
Balkan States have been successful,
they quarrel, and Johann finds him-
self fighting against the ones who so
lately were his comrades of the line.
He does not know why. Why? Let
the poet answer:

—‘Fight? Fight? For what?’’— ‘Why
don’t you understand
What war is? For a port to export
prunes,
For Christ, my boy, and for the Father-
land!’’

The poem is a vivid, terrific pie-

ture of the horrors of war, but it is
optimistie, for in the epilogue ‘‘The
Dawn of Peace’’, a new era, is dis-
covered. As the poets heretofore
have taken no small part in spread-
ing the spirit of militarism, this poem
is recommended to those institutions
and individuals that uphold the doec-
trine of peace.

o
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UNPATH’D WATERS

By Frank Harris. Toronto: Bell
and Cockburn.

HIS volume is well named, for

Mr. Harris has indeed carried his
fietion into strange waters. Apart
from their great merit as master-
pieces of short fiction, these stories
are of extraordinary interest because
of their very daring. In the first
story, for instance, the author takes
Christ (at least, we assume that the
character could be none other than
the One who was crucified on Cal-
vary) and treats Him as an everyday
human being. The action takes place
after the crucifixion, and we are in-
troduced to a humble wayfarer who
settles down because of the allure-
ments of a woman, whom he at length
marries. He listens to the praises of
his friends, who go nightly to hear
the wonderful preaching of a man
named Paul, but he scoffs and says
Paul garbles the saying of the Sav-
iour. In time he dies, and when they
prepare him for burial they find the
marks of the nails and the sword. It
is the suggestion back of all this that
makes the story striking and exceed-
ingly daring.

FIFTY.CARICATURES

By Max BeerBorM. William Heine-
mann,

lN England it is almost a trite say-

ing that to be caricatured by Max
Beerbohm is to be put at once on the
high road to fame. Quite certain it
is that this extremely subtle carica-
turist, himself doubly famous, has

|
|
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helped the ‘‘de-ah public’’ to take an This is your kingdom left you at the last—

interest in some persons that are now
almost national idols. To mention
only a few: The King, Sir Edward
Grey, Thomas Hardy, Bernard Shaw,
John Macefield, Sir Edward Carson,
Premier Asquith, Lloyd George, Mr.
Balfour, Colonel Seely, George Gros-
smith, George Moore. The Balfour
“‘frieze,”’ a going, going, gone sort
of treatment, is delightful. But these
are drawings to be looked at in the
book.

o
"

APHRODITE AND OTHER
POEMS.

By Joun HerstoN. London: Wil-
liam Heinemann.

WE confess to a liking for this
poet’s work, even though crities
have found some of his product
ornate, It is ornate—not always; but
ornamentation is not a quality to be
consistently condemned. For there
are in this volume many ornate yet
beautiful lines, such, for instance, as:

By midnight’s massed momentous
quietude,

which is well worthy of poets whose
names are known where Helston’s has
never been heard. In the poem
‘‘Lonicera’’ there are many splendid
passages, but we select the following:

For I remember how you went with me,

One morning, down the middle of the
b =) e

The long road yet comes gray across the
hill

By dense dark woods and shine of ruddy
wheat,

Where ruddier poppies hide or take the
sumn, X

And purple knapweeds darkling dream
acress

The variant gold of bird’s-foot trefoil
days. -

Swifts, like spent arrows, glancing from
the clouds,

Drift down the wind, high over us: and all

The ways of little streams are half re-
vealed

By fragrant methods of the meadowsweet.

But most the honeysuckle I recall.

Tt is a land whose likeness mocks our
own;

Where ’August comes to meet us from the
hills.

Your last of love, where once you had
held sway

From my horizons northward, to the south,

And from the sunrise, out beyond the arch

Of the half-sunken sun to solemn things

That have their home behind a sunsetting;

From star-dawn on the sapphire slopes of
night,

By midnight’s massed momentous quie-
tude,

To lovely latitudes where morning moves

In orient twilight putting out the stars. . .

Of a minor order there is ‘‘A
Child’s Song’’:

Down by the mill-pool,

Ere the swallows come,
Where the water tumbles
Ever into foam,

Blooming in the springtime,
Long before the swallows,
Brave and bold,

Full of gold,

See the sunny sallows!
Down by the mill-pool,
When we’re fast asleep,
Men with lighted lanterns
Round the sallows creep.
Catching ’em in hundreds—
Some as big as swallows!
Shaking moths

Into cloths,

All along the sallows!

o
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HERE ARE LADIES

By James StepaeNs. Toronto: The
Maemillan Company of Canada.

C HARACTERISTICALLY, this is

a Stephens book. It is unlike any
of his others, but, then, it is unlike
any other book by any other author.
It consists of a series of short sketches
which appear under the headings of
““Three Heavy Husbands’’, ‘‘Three
‘Women Who Wept’’, ‘‘Three Angry
People’’, ‘‘Three Young Wives’’,
“Three TLiovers Who Lost’’, and
““Three Happy Places.”” They are all
subtly and irresistibly Irish, with fine
touches of real Hibernian wit and
philosophy. They cannot be classed
as short stories, for some of them are
in form at least merely single inci-
dents or conversations. But all are
extremely suggestive. Towards the
end of the volume there are some
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chapters under the general heading
of ““There is a Tavern in Our Town”’,
in which are given the quaint opin-
ions and odd observations of a fre-
quenter of the place. The book will
be immensely enjoyed by those who
know good humour and keen charac-
terization.

S
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THE LIFE OF JOHN BRIGHT
By GEORGE MACAULAY TREVELYAN.
London: Constable and Company.
WHEN John Bright, at the age of
sixty-six, was speaking at the
unveiling of a Cobden statue, he re-
ferred to an incident in connection
with the death of his first wife when
he himself was but thirty years of
age. The incident was connected with
Bright’s first acquaintance with Cob-
den. When Cobden saw Bright la-
menting his great loss, he put his
hand upon the other’s shoulder and
said : ‘‘There are thousands of houses
in England at this moment where
wives, mothers, and children are dy-
ing of hunger. Now, when the first
paroxysm of your grief is past, I
would advise you to come with me,
and we will never rest till the Corn
Law is repealed.”” And Bright went,
and they never did rest until they
had seen that and other corn laws re-
pealed. In this volume you get close
to Bright and to the great events and
reform movements in which he took a
prominent part: the Factory Acts,
the Franchise Reform, the Crimean
‘War, the American War, the death of
Cobden, office under 