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Good for Everytbing

When one is maid-of-all-work, as
well as mistress, Ivory proves itself
again the ideal soap.

Ivory Soap, as most housekeepers
know, is a wonderfully efficient, all-
round cleanser. Yet,because it is also the
= best possible soap for the toilet and daily
bath, it leaves the hands soft, white and
” attractive for one’s social duties.

5 9947% PURE

I¥ FLoATS

IVORY SOAP

e
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The Secrets that Make

a Hostess

are bound up to no small extent in the selec-
tion of her table appointments.

The beautiful, exclusive patterns — the
superfine, durable quality—wrought by skill-
ed silversmiths into Holmes & FEdwards
silverware add a distinctive charm to hos-
pitality.

Nothing finer in the difficult art of silver-
plating has been produced.

And wear cannot mar the wonderful lustre

and finish of Holmes & Edwards.
In “SUPER-PLATE" it is protected by

an extra heavy coat of pure silver at the
exposed places.

In “SILVER-INLAID ", blocks of solid

silver are actually laid in with cunning care
at rest points before plating.

These two processess of wear protection
are applied only in the five staple pieces—
those most constantly used. In addition
throughout the line, Holmes & Edwards offer
you an exceptional quality of plate.

Your jeweller takes a professional pride
in displaying these two patterns for your
approval. De Sancy

Manufactured Exclusively in Canada by

THE STANDARD SILVER CO.
of TORONTO. LIMITED

“(Protgcled where the wear comes’’

OO .
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Collections For Business Houses

The satisfactory service which The
Merchants Bank renders to Business
Houses, in the matter of collecting Notes,
Drafts and other financial paper, is due
to the number and strategic location of
its branches throughout Canada, and the
efficient system in force.

Special attention is given to collec-
tions; returns are promptly made and
credited; losses are often prevented by
the care and thoroughness with which we
do this part of our work.

THE MERCHANTS BANK

Head Office : Montreal. OF CANADA Established 1864.

391 Branches in Canada extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific, of which 149
are in Ontario, 47 in Quebec, 4 in Maritime Provinces, and 199 in Western Canada.

Is Your Income Taxable?

We have prepared a table showing the
Income Yield which must be obtained from
“Investments which are subject to Income

Taxation” to equal the 5% % obtainable
from Tax-Free Dominion of Canada Vic-
tory Bonds.

DOMINION SECURITIES
CORPORATION LIMITED

HEAD OFFICE: TORONTO 26 kinG sT. E.
MONTREAL ESTABLISHED 1901 LONDON, ENG.
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“fondon Glove Company

Ladies” Best Quality Real
Nappa Leather GCloves, in
usetul Oak Tan Shade, Pique
Sewn, Imperial Points, w th
2 Buttons. Per pair 6/11

Ladies’ Gant Tanne Real
Kia Gloves. Very best quali-
ty. Made from high-class
skins. \ magnificent wear-

ing Glove. In usefnl Tan
shade, Pique Sewn, 2 Pearl
Buttons. Per pair, 8/6

The “*Blenheim”’
Ladies’ Superior Quality
\ OapeCiove, Prixseam Sewn,
in useful Tan shade, 2 Press

The ““8omali’’ usefuiqua -
ity Doeskin Gazelle Finish
Gloves medium  weight,
Pique Sewn, Special Cut
Thumbs. 2 Pearl Buttons, In
Dark Grey, Light or Dark
Tan, also Black. Perpr. 7/6
Ladies’ Superior Quality
Strong Doeskin Gloves,
Pique Sewn. English made.
In Dark Grey or Tan shades.
2 Press Buttons.

Perpa 8/6
Ladies’ §trong Real Cazelie
Gloves. English made. In
Dark Grey and Dark Tan

shades. Pique Sewn, 2 large

Lid.
'Offer an Unrivalled Variety of Reliable Gloves

at their Lowest Warehouse Prices

Buttons' Per pair 8/11 Pearl Buttons. Perpr. 10/6
Ladies’ Smart H-nd-sewn Steut
Liste Gloves. In Chamois shade.
Prixseam 8ewn with Black Thread,
similarin appearance to fine Doeskin
Gloves. 2 Pearl Buttons.

Per pair 4/11

Ladies” Best Quality Chamois
Leather Gloves., Natural shade,
medium weight, Pique Sewn, Eng-

) ish made, 2 Buttons. Per pr. Z/11 R e g

adies’ Fine Doeskin, "'Gazelle’ finish G) »

Ladies” white Washable French Castor No. 495. Ladles® Best Quality medium weight Saxe shape, Elastic at \‘\"‘,f:.
Gloves, Pique Sewn, Elastic at Wrist, simi- gl"JO.W;II::lO P_wlshgblo ?E”’x"“g llli:”‘::i;m a Dark Grey or useful Tan
lar to illustration. : ves, tu ique Sewn, Englis 3

ion Per pair /8 1a4e. 2 Pearl Buttons. /11

Per pair 8/6

<. _ Men’s Reliable Gloves

men’s Stout Chameis Leather
Gloves, Prixseam* Mens Doeskin Gloves, superior
Sewn, 1 large Pear quality (British made), Pique Sewn,
Button, Imperial Points, in Tan and Dark
Per pair 7/11 Grey, 1 Press Button.
Per pair 8/6

Mens® Best Quality
Real Tan Sape Mene’ Best Quality Gazelle Finish

Deeskin Gloves, made from special-
ly selected skins, medium weight, a
comfortable, good wearing glove.
In Dark Tan and Grey shades, with
Per pair 11/6 1 Press Button, (Per pair 9/6

Gloves, Prixseam Sewn, Spear
Points, 1 Button. English made,
in Dark Tan Shade.

Supplementary Departments:—Ladies’ Men's and Children’s Hosiery and
Underwear, Men’s and Boys’ Wear; Ladies’ and Children’s Boots and Shoes.
Price List of all Departments sent post free on application to the Ontario
Publishing Co., Limited, 200 -206 Adelaide Street West, Toronto.

Mail Orders carefully executed, packed and despatched by next steamer,

e to full value of order, (including postage) shouldbe made by Money Order-
sﬁmic?:;‘e%btained in ENGLISH MO Ed\’ in exchange for Dollars and Cents at the Exr.

ress Company's Offices orthe Dominion Post Offices and should be made payable to The
Eondon Glove Co., Limited, London, England.

- THELONDON GLOVE COMPANY, L0

45 & 45a, CHEAPSIDE, LONDON, ENGLAND,

—

A

———
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FALL AND WINTER

Clothing Fabrics of Excellent Quality
FOR LADIES, GENTLEMEN'S AND CHILDREN'S WEAR

men in Canada and other parts of the World
get their Clothing Fabrics direct from
EGERTON BURNETT, Ltd., is because
they can invariably depend on them to give
satisfaction in Quality and Wear.

Undoubtedly you would, and as it would be
distinetly to your advantage, you are invited
to write for their Samples and New Season's
Suitings, Overcoatings, Costume and Dress
Fabrics, which will be mailed to your address

for examination, on request.

Would you not personally like to have a share

Remember! Egerton Burnett's reputation for
in this satisfaction?

The reason why so many Ladies and Gentle- l
\
) high-class Fabrics is of 50 years' standing.

Do not hesitate but mail a card intimating your requirements NOW,

THE HALL-MARK OF

THOUSANDS OF THOUSANDS OF

YARDS SOLD PURCHASERS
EACH SEASON 3 WELL PLEASED
INTRINSIC WORTH
Made-to-measure
TAILORING

Ladies and Gentlemen who prefer the Style
and Workmanship of English tailored gar-
ments, may safely entrust their orders to
EGERTON BURNETT, Ltd.

Their simple but efficient self-measurement
system ensures a satisfactory fit as the un.
solicited evidence printed below incontest-
ably proves.

Mrs. B., of Rapid City, Man., wrote:—"'] veceived the
Costume safely; it fits beautifully and I am exceedingly
well pleased with it.”

G. R. R. Esq., of Cochrane, Ont., wrote:—" Many thanks
Sor Suit which arrived safely; Style and Fit, is all that
could be desired.

COSTUMES AS STYLE 244
MADE-TO-MEASURE, FROM $28.56

SUITS AS STYLE 134, FROM $38.16

" Samples of New Fall and Winter Fabrics
(including their world-renowned ‘“Royal "
Navy Serges), Style Plates, Measurement
Blanks, Etc., mailed on request, post paid.

Any quantity of material supplied.

Address: EGERTON BURNETT LIMITED
R.W. WAREHOUSE, WELLINGTON, SOMERSET, ENGLAND
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She never had a more enjoyable evening. Everyone
commented on her appearance. Her women friends
envied the velvety softness of her skin with its
beautiful, pearly-white appearance. ~Her shoulders
and arms matched perfectly her complexion.
Not one of her friends knew that

Gouraud’s

Oriental Cream

had rendered this beautiful appearance to her skin as its use
cannot be detected. It will not rub off like dry powder or leave
the skin with a greasy appearance. Absolutely non-greasy.
Healing and soothing. In use over 70 years.

Send Ten Cents for Trial Size

Gouraud’s Medicated Soap

Keeps the skin pure and healthy, removes the dust, dirt and
grease that daily collect in the pores. Ideal to use in preparing
the skin before applying Gouraud’s Oriental Cream. Unsurpassed
for washing the hair and scalp.

Send 10c. for Trial Size

FERD T. HOPKINS & SON, 344 st.Paul St.W.,Montreal

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

L)

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN LTp. 7#&53% BRIDE ST. ENGLAND

mARKING [N

ELANYL" THE

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.
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UNION BANK BUILDING - TORONTO _
Investment TRANSPORTATION BLDG. - MONTREAL Established
Securities 74 BROADWAY = = - NEW YORK 1889

HARRIS TRUST BLDG. - = CHICAGO

BELMONT HOUSE - = - VICTORIA

Test the Quality of Your
Investments

Investments should make
1. Your principal secure,
2. Your income certain,
3. Your funds readily available,
and in addition they should
4. Better the community,
5. Or help necessary industrial or commer-
cial enterprises.

Government Bonds and well selected Municipal

and Corporations Bonds meet these requirements.

Suggestions on request.

A. E. AMES & CO.

We also make

STEEL SHELVING, LOCKERS,
CABINETS, BINS, STOOLS,
CHAIRS ETC., ORNAMENTAL
IRON and BRONZE, COMMER-
CIAL WIREWORK OF ALL
KINDS, GENERAL BUILDERS'
IRONWORK.

Avoid Sickness—
Efficiency’s Enemy.

You know what it means—some employee off
here, another there—a broken link in the system
of your plant that causes delay.

Safeguard the health of your employees with

DENNISTEE}

Made in Canada

STEEL LAVATORY PARTITIONS

from a hygienic stand-point nothing equals them.
They are fire-proof, non-markable, indestructible.

HALIFAX ! THE DENNIS WIRE AND IRON HAMILTON
MONTREAL WoRrks Co.LiMITED WINNIPEG
OTTAWA LonDON CALGARY

TORONTO

CANADA . f VANCOUVER
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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., former Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickseon

Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work,
Full Commercial Course, Music, Art, Vocational Domestic Science, Physica
Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball, Hockey, Swimming.
Write for Prospectus
MRS. GEORGE DICKSON, President. MISS FLORENCE H. M. NEELANDS, B.A., Principal
T —

Glen Adawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO

Residential and Day School for Girls
Principal—MISS J. J. STUART

=(Successor to Miss Veals )

S —

Classical Tripos,Cambridge University, Englang
Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly Situated.
Highly qualified staff of Canadian and Europeag
teachers. The curriculum shows close touch
with modern thought and edu_cam.)n. pl’epar.,
tion for matriculation examinations, Special
attention given to individual needs. Outdoor
games.
BSchool Re-opens September 16th,
N r—

New Prospectus from Miss Stuart. :
——

Ima College

ST. THOMAS, - ONTARIO
RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
RE-OPENS SEPT. 13th, 1920

Collegiate Courses, Music, Art, Expression,
Business, Household Science, Physical Training.

Improved equipment, including Gymnasium, Electric Lights, Larger

Grounds.
For Calendar write—
R. I. WARNER, M.A., D.D.. P, S. DOBSON, M.A., Principal
Principal Emeritus Alma College, St. Thomas 36

Physical Training,
Head Master: = Manual Training,
Swimming, Rinks,

C. S. Fosbery, M.A. Tennis Courts,
Riding, Drawing,

Preparatory, T
Al B Successes 1919—R.M.C.
Junior and Senio NTREAL 3rd, 1th, 16th, 19th, 25th,
D.pll‘m.n“- b M 0 30th, places. Royal Can-
adian Navy, §th. place.

il .
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Bishop's College School

Lennoxville . - P-Q.

PRINCIPAL: J. TYSON WILLIAMS, B.A.,
(EMMANUEL COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE )

Well-known Boarding School for Boys, Preparation for Universities,
R.M.C., Kingston, or for business life. Separate Preparatory School.

Extensive new buildings in excellent location. Splendid play grounds.
Every attention given to physical training and health, as well as to the
mental development of pupils,

Next Term begins September 18.

For illustrated calendar and information applyto J Tyson Williams, B.A.,
Principal, Lennoxville, P.O.

e
\~\

ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA

The Royal Naval College is established for the purpose of impart-
ing a complete education in Naval Science.

Graduates are qualified to enter the Imperial or Canadian Services
as midshipmen. A Naval career is not compulsory however. For
those who do not wish to enter the Navy the course provides a thor-
ough grounding in Applied Science and is accepted as qualifying for
entry as second year students in Canadian Universities,

The scheme of education aims at developing discipline with ability
to obey and take charge, a high sense of honour, both physical and
mental, a good grounding in Science, Engineering, Mathematics, Navi-
gation, History and Modern Languages, as a basis for general de-
velopment of further specialization.

Particulars of entry may be obtained on application to the Depart-
ment of the Naval Service, Ottawa,
Pending erection of buildings to replace those destroyed at the

time of the Halifax disaster the Royal Naval College is located at
Esquimalt, near Vietoria, B.C.

G. J. DESBARATS,
Deputy Minister of the Naval Service.
Unauthorized publication of this advertisement will not be paid for.
Ottawa, Febmary, 1920. :
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TRAFALGAR INSTITUTE

MONTREAL

RESIDENTIAL and DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
(Affiliated to McGill University)

Complete and Graded Courses in Junior, Middle and Senior School.

Candidates prepared for University Matriculation.

Languages, Science, Music, Art, Games, Gymnastics

President—Rev. George Duncan, M. A., D.D.
Vice-President—Ven. J. . Norton, D. D., Archdeacon of Montreal
t—]  Principal—Miss Janet L. Cumming. v
|Vice-Principal—Miss Ellen K. Bryan.

School re-opens for Boarders on 15th September.
School re-opens for Day Girls on 16th September, 10 a.m

Entrance Examination on Wednesday, 156th Sept.. 10 a.m.
The Principal can be seen at the school early in September.

For Prospectus and Application Forms apply to A, F. RIDDELL,
| Secretary, 80 St. Francois Xavier Street, Montreal.

llege | ighls

A Church, Residgn!'al and
Day School for Girls.

Established over fifty years.

All Departments from Kin-
dergarten to University Ma-
triculation
PRINCIPAL ¢
MISS WALSH, M.A., Dublin.
Teacher’s Certificate, University
of Cambridge, England.
For Calendar apply to the Bursar.

School re-opens Sept. 16th, 10 a.m. Boarders
returning Sept. 15th. New Boarders Sept. 14th. SRR

SOVENDEN? e fitet stostior G

'l:he- school stands in an ideal position on Kempenteldt Bay. Limited numbers,
Scholarship Matriculation, Solo Singing, Music, Art, Conversational Frepch

emphasised. Health record excellent.  Riding, Tennis, Basketball, Ski-;
Skating, etc. Miss E. M. Elgood, Miss E. J. Ingram, Mlle Shopoff. nE.
KOR PROSPECTUS APPLY TO PRINCIPALS
—

OTTAWA LADIES’ COLLEGE

New Fireproof Building

Academic work up to the first year University. Seven successful applicants for matriculation last
< - : . term
without failure in any subject. Music, Art and Handicraf hold Arts, Physi -
Ample grounds, The Capital offers exceptional ndvants:esx.cm i T T e
J. W, H. MILNE. B.A., D.D., For Calendar apply to MISS 1. GALLAHER.
President. Lady Principal.

St. Endrew’s College

aoronto A Residential and Day School FOR BOYS ¢anaba

UPPER SCHOOL LOWER SCHOOL

Boys prepared for Universities, Royal Military College and Business

Calendar

Sent on Autumn Term commences on September 14th, 192¢g.
Application, REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A,, LL.D - - Hcadmaater.

—
FOUNDED

PORT HOPE
ONTARIO 1,

0004 :

i
' “
Beautiful healthy situation, overlooking Lake Ontario. 20 acres of Playing Fields, Gymnasium, Magnifi 3
Bz‘;: ;‘:r‘;p;:d fg’r the Universities, Royal Military College and Business. Religious training. Bcautifufc,},:;:lt_ Rm:
Junior School for Boys of 9 to 14.

For prospectus apply to the Headmaster, Rev. F. GrRanaM ORCHARD, M.A. (Camb.), p.p,

18: R.M.C Ist Place—8 Passed. SUCCESSES 1919: R.M.C. 2nd, 4th 6th, 9th, and I3t

BRETETRES T R.N.C,—3 Passed. R.N.C.—4 Passed. h Places.

Next Term C September lath.

a
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Moulton Callege
For Girls

Residential and
day school.

Staff of quali-
fied specialists
in each depart-
ment.

Matriculation, Music and Ene-
lish Courses. Senior and Junior
Departments, Sewing, Art and
Physical Culture.

Re-opens Sept. 14th, 1920
Calendar sent on application
Ernestine R. Whiteside, B.A.,

Principal.

34 Bloor St. E., Toronto
A ezl

WOODSTOCK
COLLEGE

FOUNDED 1857

LOWER SCHOOL: Separate residence for junior
boys.

UPPER SCHOOL: Preparation for Science and
Arts, Matriculation, Normal Entrance, Commercial
Diploma, First Canadian School to introduce Manual

Training.

COLLEGE LIFE

Comfortable residence, personal attention by efficient
hers, well equipped gymnasium, swimming poo!,
commodious campus, good meals, moderate rates: the
place for your boy to get a sterling education in a

Christian environment.

Fall Term begins Tues., September 14.
For Calendar write

PRINCIPAL WEARING, M. A., Ph.D.,

Woodstock, Ontario.

S2552535252525252525¢u2 2

rSchool Art TeacherS

desiring a good quality reliable
I PAINT BOX

either for

PUBLIC or COLLEGIATE
WRITE FOR SAMPLE BOX

7 ARTISTS’ SUPPLY CO.
77 York St. Toronto

N —
———
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Little
Accidents

often produce painful if not ser-
ious results. Whether it is a
pounded thumb, a bruise or a
= cut, for safety's sake treat it im-

T

IR

mediately with

'‘AbsorbineJ|

THE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT )

TeAe wame win y s mma e

the handy and dependable home
doctor that always brings relief.

Absorbine Jr. is an antiseptic, ger-
micide and liniment combined—
healing and soothing, bringing
prompt relief from aches and pains
and preventing little cuts

bruises from becoming serious.

Can be used with

due.

most druggists or
postpaid.

A Liberal Trial Bottle
Sent for 10c in stamps.

and |

absolute safety by =
children and °
grown-ups. It =
does not stain and
leaves no oily resi-

$1.25 a bottle at E

A R

it

§ W.F.YOUNG, inc.

g 187 Lyman Bldg.

g MONTREAL
:-;%IIH!!IIIIHII|II!IH|IIH!lm]lﬂlllllﬂllllmllllllllllmllllllllI|lll]lllﬂllIlllllllllllllllllﬂlllllﬂllIlllllﬂﬂlllllllmlllﬂlllllllﬂllIlll%iE
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SHAW’S

STUDY SCHOOLS
Arts Courses only Toronto
SUMMER Offer High Grade Courses in all Commer-.
cial Subjects which lead to every .Canadia
SCHOOL Commercial Examination. Our Sccretariar:
July and August Course is popular with Matriculants.

Free catalogue mailed on request.

UEEN,S W. H. Shaw, Pres. - 395 Yonge Street.

Y
AR || p——

ARTS EDUCATION MEDICINE Rockcliffe Park, # Ottawa
SCHOOL OF MINING RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS
MINING Beautiful situation. Modern Fire-

proof Buildings. Ten acres play-

CHEMICAL MECHANICAL ing-fields. Special preparation
\ CIVIL ELECTRICAL for R. M. C. and R, N. C.
ENGINEERING

Write for Illustrated Calendas.

GEO. Y. CHOWN, Registrar.

Rev. G. P. Woollcombe, M. A., Headmaat‘r

e —

STAMMERING or STUTTERING

may make life miserable for your child, or for one of your family or friends. If it does, you owe
it to the sufferer to investigate the successful ARNOTT methods of permanently overcoming
these disturbing impediments. We will gladly give you full particulars and references.
Successful pupils everywhere.
THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE_ Kitchener, Ontario, Canada

—
The Margavet Eaton School of Literature and Expression
Neorth Street, Toronto. - - Mrs. George Nasmith, Prlncg..‘

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

Send for Calenday

A Residential and Day School for Girls

Hon. Principal, - Miss M. T. Scorr
Principal, M1ss EDITH M, READ, M.A,

Pass and Honor Matriculation, French House,
Art, Music, Domestic Science, Special Course
in Dietetics, Large Play-grounds,. Outdoor
Games, Primary School for Day Pupils.

Autumn Term will begin September 15th,

For Prospectus apply to the Principal
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WESTERN
ASSURANCE CO.

Incorporated 1851

Fire, Automobile,
and Marine
Insurance
Assets, over - - $8,300,000.00

Losses paid since or-
ganization, over - 77,700,000.00

Head Offices: Cor. Wellington
and Scott Street,

TORONTO

Il

OF STERLING WORTH

are the Policies issued by the Great-
West Life Assurance Company. Some
men look upon the provision of Life
Insurance as an expense to be avoided
as long as possible. How often has
this procrastination brought illimit-
able distress to a man’s household in
later vears?

Life Insurance is the one safe means
by which continuity of one’s Life
Plans may be brought to a successful
jssue. Ask any old-time policyholder
to explain the merits of his Insurance
and correspond with us when we will
explain the merits of the policies
issued by

The Greaf-West Life

Assurance Company
~ DEPT. “P"
HEAD OFFICE - WINNIPEG

ESTABLISHED 1855

Long Before Dominion Day was a Legal
Holiday.

CANADA PERMANENT
MORTGAGE CORPORATION

TORONTO STREET, TORONTO

President—W. G. GOODERHAM
Vice-President—R. S, HUDSON

Joint General Managers—
R. S, HUDSON JOHN MASSEY

Assistant General Manager—GEORGE H SMITH

The following extracts from well-known
publications indicate the high place that this
old and time-tried institution occupies in
the estimation of the press:

“No institution enjoys to a larger
extent the confldence of its de-
positors and investors; few are
more strongly entrenched in a
financial way."—Mail and Empire.

“The men at the head of its affairs
are looked upon as among the most
conservative business men in Can-
ada, and moreover, the Company
has always confined its business
operations strictly to mortgage
transactions, never being drawn in-
to speculative undertakings."—In-
surance and Financial Review.

“Canada Permanent is one of our
veteran concerns. There ig nothing
shaky about this Corporation.’”—
Saturday Night.

“This Company is the largest of its
kind on the American Continent,
and certainly one of the soundest
in the world.”—Manitoba Free
Press.

“We have on a number of occas-
ions testified to the splendid ser-
vice this Corporation is rendering
Canada through bringing into the
country large sums for the use of
our people in developing our great
gggitonal resources.”—The Econo-
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We cordially invite your deposit account
and offer you the complete facilities de-
yelopsd during sixty-five years' experience
in caring for the savings of many thousands
of our citizens. Full checking privileges
allowed and interest at

THREE AND ONE-HALF
per cent. per annum added to your account
twice each year.
Combined Capital and Surplus nearly

$12,000,000.00
Total” Assets exceed - 33.000,000.00

——
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FRENCH AUXILIARY: THE ROYAL BANK OF CANADA (FRANCE),
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With our chain of 689 Branches throughout Canada, Newfoundland,
the West Indies, Central and South America, we offer a complete bank-
ing service to exporters, importers, manufacturers and others wishing
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A Vacation Hing

When you go on your vacation
don’t leave your valuables—.
jewellery, plate, docum

Victory Bonds, securities, ete.—
lying at home, especially if the
house is to be closed. Store
them in our Safety Deposit ang
Storage Vaults where they will
be absolutely secure agﬁnst
burglary, loss by fire, ete,

Safety Deposit Boxes from
$3.00 per year and up. Sto
Vaults Rental m:cording o
space occupied.

On being notified, an officer
will call at your home with
automobile to bring your geods
down to our vaults.

Entrance to Safety Deposit Vaulls.
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Soiled stockings wear out soonest!
LUX-washed stockings last the long-
est. It’s so simple and easy to wash
them in the quickly made, creamy LUX
lather.!* Do it without twisting or rub-
bing. Do it in a very few moments.
Iron while damp with a warm iron
and the daintiest, sheerest stockings look like new—for
LUX is so pure that it will harm nothing that pure water
may touch.

There is no substitute for LUX. There is nothing like LUX.
LUX is in a class by itself,

LUX is manufactured in a very special manner, and is
absolutely pure; in fact, no form of soap essence can be
made in a purer form.

You can wash any garment with LUX without fear of
having it spoiled. The whole secret lies in the matchless
purity of the little satiny Lux flakes.

LUX is on sale at all Grocers, Departmental Stores, etc.

Recipe booklet “The Care of Dainty Clothes” mailed on request,

LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED, TORONTO
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Make Yourself Fit

The bright, active, healthy, clear-minded man—

with the elastic step, clear eye, clean, wholesome
¢kin and sunny smile enjoys life. If you suffer from
either dyspepsia or biliousness, your brain is disabled
for the time, no matter what its capacity under favorable
circumstances. You are utterly unfitted to think clearly
and quickly and cannot hope to compete with those

who are healthy and cl sar-brained.

BEECHAMS PILL

““The Largest Sale of Any Medicine in the World’’

will fit you to fight life’'s battles by overcoming your
digestive disorders. Beecham’s Pills will positively do
you more good than all the brain tonics and nerve foods

you have ever tried. They make you fit both mentally

and physically. They cleanse the digestive tract, put
your digestive organs in order, eradicate the poisons
that are polluting your blood and lowering your
mental activity, they will fill '\'om'r arter-
ies with pure, fresh blood, and

Clear Your Brain

Sold everywhere in Canada.

In boxes, 25 cents

II. " and 50 cents.
B »






GRANDMOTHER AND CHILD

From the Painting by
John Russell.
Exhibited by the Royal
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BLANCO REY

BY BILLEE GLYNN

qHE came from Eastern
@ Canada—a very unusual
sl type for such a political-
ly dignified section. The
| fact that she was con-
valescing from a severe
attack of pneumonia blurred tgmpor-
arily, perhaps, the complepe richness
of her temperament, but in any de-
gree of herself she appeared whole-
someness and quality through_ a.nd
through. Her father was a mining
man who had wande;‘ed much bl.lt
finally struck his pick into fortune in
Colorado. Then he had gone over
into New Mexico and bought this
rancho—to which the girl was now
en route, accompanied by a tru._sted
mulatto maid—with probably the idea
of owning something he eou_ld roam
on, quartz rock not possessing that
acteristic.
Chg‘l;lat a man of his nature.should
have settled in Mogtreal is  best
explained in the intelligence that the
girl’s mother came from there, and
died there about seven years before
this story opens. Besides, Montreal is
not so far from the jungles of Goth-
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am Greatness where he hunted on
the stock market and where the girl
usually spent her winters.

This was her first trip into the
West, and she fell in love with it by
degrees beyond the capital of Kansas.
It was strangely impressive, this
brown, endless sweep of plain, sil-
vered with alkali here and there, with
countless tops of tumbleweed at chase
on dry buffalo grass, and scary
prairie dogs, coyotes, and sandhill
cranes—queer, parched, flat hamlets,
and little, lone cabins seemingly lost
between horizons; then Pike’s Peak,
star-flung, and the blue ridge of the
Rockies, and the kaleidoscopie panor-
ama and marvellous colouring from
the creeping foothills. Enthusiastic
as only a girl can become she made
side trips and wrote letters home
about it.

Yet it was not till one day when
she stood on an apex of this cele-
brated range and looked both ways
that she realized the sublime bigness
and breadth of this continent. The
smoke of a dozen eities curled like
pot wraiths beneath; and mile on
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mile, whenee she had come, the infin-
ite plains, blue and brown, billowed
in deepening colours to horizons that
could not limit them. To the west,
soul-calling, in sheer and delicate
hues, alluring and subtle as a wo-
man’s smile, tremendous valleys
lunged and groped to other faery
ranges. The girl’s heart caught in
her throat at the unexampled wonder
of it, and she felt singing in her
veins the spirit of the argonaut.

Dropping from mountain heights
the journey was a little less pictur-
esque, but of unceasing interest in
its difference of life, and showing in
patches truly Mexican. Then other
ranges caught them up flinging them
to the valleys of the Pueblo people.
At length beyond San Antonio, be-
yond Isleta, and San Jose, at a very
small station at the end of a spur
track, the girl and her companion
reached destination, and found Don
Fontana awaiting them with saddle
horses. And they rode into the fif-
teen-thousand-acre hacienda in which
the Don had bought a quarter interest
from her father, and was given over
with grand courtesy at the ranch-
house to Senora Rita, the Don’s char-
ming Mexican wife and to a welecome
known only in a Spanish or Mexican
heart.

“I feel that I am dead,” she breath-
ed before dinner. “But I know that
after all I’ve seen,' I am a much bet-
ter woman.”

During the next couple of days she
did nothing much but rest and learn
to love Rita who quickly became
mother and friend. She loved the
splendid Don, too, with his white
mustachios and his look of dignity be-
fitting a man who managed an estate
as large as lots of ducal kingdoms.

She recalled the story her father had

told her about this man saving his
life, and how when he had offered
him a share in the rancho to get him
to manage it, he had insisted on buy-
ing. :
How delightful the big adobe house

and its furnishings—the quaint, se- -
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clusive furniture, valuable Indian
weaves scattered about, priceless
Navajo blankets on the beds, odd pot-
ware, Mexican modellings, th: low-
raftered roof, and deep long windows,
with a clear New Mexican day burn-
ing steadily outside, and behind the
house a sort of plaza filled with trees,
flowers, and shrubs—an exotic gar-
den spot abloom in endless, rolling,
implacable brown !

She liked the coloured costumes of
the Mexican riders who passed the
door, and others quite as picturesque
according to their pursuit, sometimes
with the skins of animals thrown over
their shoulders or on their saddles,
the tall, lank cowboys in leather
“chaps” and sombreros who worked
on the rancho and appeared as non-
chalant and deep-lifed as the cactus
or cottonwoods.

Rita had told her of an Indian
pueblo only thirty miles away a
a distinctively Mexican hamlet abont
half that distance. She also regret.
ted that Senor Wentley had ridden tq
Cubero. He was her husband’s as.
sistant, foreman of the vagueros, and
he would be back the second day fol-
lowing. He would show the Senorita
around, also he was young and good-
looking. 3

The Latin woman’s instinet for po.
mance came out in the suggestion.
But the girl was a different type
blithe and wholesome, but, maybe, %
some degree blasé. Civilization jn
crowded and moneyed environments
has a mental brand difficult to esca
a brand of the perennially artiﬁcial_’
Yet there was certainly a zest in these
curiously new quarters, in this coun-
try that gave little yet caught both
eye and heart, whose hospitality was
as free and full as the laughing life
of spring waters. Hilda thought she
had never met a man as fine and big-
natured as the Don, a woman as gent-
ly and considerately a lady as his
buxom wife, who had never lost
though her waist had grown stont.
the shining youth of her dark eyes:
Yet all this, and all around that
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seemed to emulate and pertain to it,
had apparently been bred out of a
parched and alkali country! Won-
derful, wasn’t it %—something scarcely
to be understood.

The third day after her arrival
Hilda asked for a mount. She felt
entirely rested and thought a gallop
would be refreshing.. One of the cow-
boys, a silent fellow, deeply burned
as leather, brought her the mustang
on which she had made her advent
and gave her also some general direc-
tions. She had ridden for half an
hour and stopped to fasten her hair
from the breeze, but when she urged
the pony to move on he stood stock-
still refusing to budge. Then a
erackly sound in the buffalo grass
directly in front, and she saw a rat-
tler reared and ready to strike. She
sat regarding it, strangely attracted
by the liquid sinuosity of its head.
Then she heard hoofs from over the
hogback she had begun to climb and

. the rider came into view straddling
his horse in careless fashion. His eyes
seemed to take in the situation in a
glance. He whipped out a Colt, fired
as he drew it down, and the rattler’s
head disappeared from its body.

“You might have gone around it,”
he said, approaching her.

“You’re a pretty good shot,” she
laughed. “Do you belong here #”

“] assist the old Don on the ranch
here. My name is Wentley.”

“QOh, yes, I’ve heard of you. I am
Hilda Bracken from down east. Father
and the Don are partners, you know.”

He lifted his hat and saluted with
particular grace, horse and all. He
was slender, brown-haired, broad-
shouldered and probably thi?ty-tv.vo,
and in spite of the West his voice
carried the soft drawl of the East.

«J guess I’ll ride back with you,”
she suggested. “We might as well get
acquainted—I Dbelieve they have
picked you out to s.how me around.
Tt may take you a little while to get
used to me.”

He smiled but made no reply as
they started their animals toward the

ranchhouse. “I have been to Cubero,”
he said, after a while. “Sometimes I
go there.” )

“To see a woman, of course—that
is, I have no doubt.” This sort of
suddenness had always pertained to
her. ;

“Why ‘no doubt’?” he asked ser-
enely, but without looking at her.

“Because somehow you are a wo-
man’s man. However that has no
bearing on me, for I am going to be
married.”

His cheek turned toward her
seemed to take the aspect of marble.
She wondered beyond the light per-
versity latent in her why she had
said something so absolutely uncalled
for, and they rode on in silence till
they dismounted. Then, with a bow
as much Virginia as New Mexico, he
took her mount with his own and left
her standing there looking after him.

She did not see him all next day
till suppertime, when he entered the
big dining-room with the other men.
There were two tables, at one . of
which sat the five cowboys, and, at
the other, the Don with his wife, and
Pablo, a grandchild, an orphan hoy
of six, whom he was bringing up, and
usually Wentley, with whom the Don
liked to discuss the business of the
day. This evening, however, Went-
ley had evidently given orders to one
of the Mexican maids to seat him
with the men, and he was just taking
his place after bowing to the other
table, when Rita, noticing the swift
look of disappointment in the girl’s
face, called him and asked that he
sit with them.

The meal proved entertaining. The
girl had an adventure in real Mexican
chili con carne, so much hotter than
its many imitations, which caused
everyone to laugh, even the cowboys at
the next table. Rita undertook to
explain to her the customs and life
of the Pueblo Indians. The Don and
Wentley were called upon for a re.
mark here and there. The girl’s mu-
latto maid was seated with them, too,
freer now than she had been since
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her employment for her mistress had
forgotten to require anything of her.

‘When it was over and while they
were alone for a moment, the girl
suggested to Wentley that he take
her to see the Indian village on the
morrow. There was a flash of almost
real fire when he refused, claiming
that he had to attend to some brand-
ing.

“You don’t act very much like a
ne’er-do-well and a Southerner.
That’s what Rita told me you were,”
she flung. “But she said you were
nice and I don’t agree with her.”

“You have the ne’er-do-well dope
right, anyway,” he smiled.

“Then you should do what a lady
asks when she asks it. You could put
over the brandings well enough till
Thursday.”

“TI suppose—but I shall not. There
are times when I don’t run true to
form.”

She pouted all the next day and
scarcely noticed him when he came
in at night.

The next morning he brought her
horse to the door for her already sad-
dled. “We can make that little trip
now,” he suggested.

“I did not tell you I wanted to,”
she rejoined. But she hesitated only
a moment.

On the road she said to him: “I
think you have it in for me for what
I said the first time I met you. Of
course, it is true that T am engaged,
but I guess there wasn’t any need of
putting it so.”

“I had forgotten it,” he returned,
“because it was true.”

And she looked at him not knowing
just what he meant. :

They spent practically the whole
day at the Indian village and fortun-
ately it was the beginning of a féte.
Possibly he had known this, she
thought, when he had refused to take
her the day before, guessing that she
would be interested in the quaint cere-
monies and dancing. Up a pathway
of rock worn by centuries of footsteps
they climbed to the plaza flat as a
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plate on the limestone dome, sur-
rounded on all sides by tall house-
walls, and on all the housetops in
coloured, gala array, like perched
butterflies, a thousand aboriginals,
both sexes, all ages, watching a euri-
ous spectacle beneath. About thirty
bucks, faces painted, stripped to the
waist, with eagle feathers, and every
assortment of weapon, took part in a
leaping, rhythmic, terrible and tire-
less grand march without end and
accompanied by the chant of a chorus
and the mad tom-toming of several
drums. Besides fancy buckskin shirts
to the knees, and here and there won.
derfully beaded leggings, they were
bedizened with jewellery, mostly silvep
and turquoise; bracelets, earrings
rings, and coral necklaces. 3

This strange scene held the girl fop
more than two hours, then they wan.
dered about the ecliffs picking up
pieces of turquoise, while Went]e
told her the remarkable history of
these cliff-dwelling people.

It was thirty miles back home ang
they made it in a lazy gallop, unable
to say very much but with now ang
then—a look.

The next morning when Wentley
was about to start on his rounds the
girl came up mounted and ready tq
accompany him.

“Now you see why I got u
early,” she smiled. g it

He demurred a little but she put it
all aside. “I want to see my father’s
property,” she stated.

There was no gainsaying this so
they rode on together. And thus it ’Was
she learned how he spent his da
novel enough for her, but, surely
month by month, weary for a ne’ep.
do-well. Yet there was a feeling
among foothills and cattle, and an
ever clear, painfully clear, sky, breed-
ing reptiles underfoot with the dart
of death in their glands.

During the day Wentle i
with a skill that seemed to )lrlerkﬂigf
vellous, two coyotes, several rattle
and a large bush spider that o,
hideously hopping at the girl in quick
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lifts. But in spite of these two days’
association, she had not yet got be-
hind his reserves. The laconic mask
he wore was new to her, interesting,
and aggravating. Her precipitation
that flattened most things had not
vet even pierced it. i

“Have you ever been married$”
she asked suddenly on the way home.

“NO.”

“Have you ever been in love?”

“I don’t know what it was.”

“Was it a woman ruined you?”

“No, women ruin only good men.”

“Are you a bad man?”

“Not exactly—according to West-
ern ideas.”

What was the use of trying to know
a man who answered like that?

Later she turned to him precipit-
ately. “I am going to raise the boys’
salaries twenty dollars a month each.”

“Will your father let you?”

“He always does what I ask of him
and I’ll not ask him first. The Don
will not have to stand for any of it,
either.”

He smiled. “Now I am really be-
ginning to like you. But mine will
remain just where it is.”

“It will not.”

“Tt will.”

“And why, may I ask?”’

“Because 1 never let a woman do

thing for me.”
anXI thi‘nk,” she threw, “I actually
dislike you.” And as they were near
home she had no need to say any-
thing more. For at least twenty-four
hours she was merely civil to him.

Sunday came with an unusual mel-
low quality in the air, and at Rita’s
suggestion and her own Wentley took
the girl to church at the Mexican ham-
let twelve miles distant. She went
into ecstasies over the quaintness of it
all — the big adobe building with
murky arches and short steeples, and
square, high windows cut through a
four-foot depth of wall; flickering
candles on the altar, pictures of saints
and religious chromos, round, reflect-
ing vigas and brackets overhead, the
deep-voiced padre and ghostly, gray-

haired sacristan! the flashing Mexican
women in bright tapalos and shawls,
in costly corals, turquoise, and silver
beads, the maseculine gender almost
as picturesque in bandanas and
sashes, and a silent, awe-eyed sprink-
ling of wondering Indians.

Wentley, of course, had to answer
a thousand questions, and he did so
politely and kindly, that was all. She
had a feeling that he was treating
her much as he might a man, some
young fellow who had never been
anywhere or seen much. And she
asked herself if the fact that she was
her father’s daughter had not, prob-
ably, something to do with his atti-
tude—but decided quickly that all
the respect he had for money you
could put in the eye of a needle and
still thread it.

That evening she led him into the
plaza of flowers and shrubs behind
the ranchhouse, which the Don kept
so carefully in bloom. Surrounded
by a sort of low palisade, the place
appeared delightfully seclusive. Two
Mexicans happened to wander by
with guitars, and he called them in
and had them play their wonderfully
soft songs of love. Meanwhile the
stars came out one by one, and the
moon rose.

“You know,” she said, when the
music had ceased, as if remembering

musie, “I usually spend my winters
in New York.”

“I fancied so0.”

“Why 9

“Because you are so well dressed.”

“Were you ever there?”

“I left ten thousand dollars on
Broadway.”

“Did it leave you penniless?”

“Not exactly, but it made my old
man disown me and decide to trust
his estate to someone else.”

“I am sorry.”

“Oh, I don’t know.”

“Who did you spend it on?”

“So far as I remember she was a
‘show girl’.”

“I am not sorry now—it served
you just right.”
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“It was merely a kid’s first cham-
pagne case.”

“So you’ve had a past!”

“I’m telling only the foolish part
of it.”

“But you’ve spoilt my evening. I
always did hate ‘show girls’.”

“They are rather a poor lot,” he
agreed. “But this one had a special-
ty—she danced stunningly.”

“Oh, that was it?” She had al-
ready started for the house and did
not say good-night.

The four days following she did
not see him at all. There was work
to do at the farther side of the rancho,
and he and the men took provisions
and blankets and slept there. She,
on her part, found a great deal to
interest her in the Mexican village
and had Rita go with her once to ex-
plain things about which she was
curious.

When the men came back it was
with a tale of wild horses. The white
stallion, Blanco Rey, was down again
from the government hills leading his
following of mares and keen as ever
to danger.

The girl listened with eager eyes.
“Oh, catch him for me, please,” she
asked of Wentley.

The men laughed and so did Rita
and the Don.

“Mi ecaro,” advised Rita, “you do
not know that el Blanco Rey, the
White King, has evaded capture sea-
son after season for years.”

And the girl excused herself for
the impossible request. She felt, how-
ever, she would like to glimpse this
White King of the plains, and, with
that idea in view, accompanied Went-
ley next morning.

They had, perhaps, ridden twenty
miles, when Wentley pulled up sud-
denly at the mouth of a deep gully.
He pointed with his gloved hand to
the other end of it, and, two thousand
yvards away on the mesa, she saw a
stallion white as foam, his head
reared like a wave. He expressed
such untouched freedom, grace, and
life, poised apart a little from his
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mares, that even at that distance it
caught the breath.

Her quick exclamation Wentley
cautioned to silence. Then he lifted
his hat with the salutation she had
come to know. “Ride back to the
house,” he said. “I am going to try
for this fellow.” And he turned his
swift bay animal into the lower level
of the incline topping the gully, thus
riding in the direction of the prize
but unobserved. She turned away,
for the quarry appeared to be tak.
ing fright. A minute later she
heard their hoofs and spurred to the
top of the gully to watch the race, But
Wentley seemed too far behind that
throbbing, free flash of white, spring.
ing as if it disdained the rods it threw
back at him.

She did not tell them when she
reached the house, or later in the
evening when the men returned, the

impossible conquest Wentley had at-

tempted. She felt certain that he
would fail and she fancied the men
might find a jest in it. So she mere]
stated that he had said he might net
come in that night.

It was late the next afternoon when
he arrived, and he led by an ingenji.
ous halter and a sort of hobble that
permitted trotting but no real run-
ning, the white wonder of the plaing
Blanco Rey. His own bay looked a§
though it were done.

Despite the hobbling it took him
an hour to get the stallion into the
corral and by this time everyone on
the hacienda had gathered.

To the hundred questions flung at
him, Wentley answered simply : “Just
run him till I got him into g tight
place. Really more luck than any-
thing else.”

But the girl did not think
tried to tell him. “The men sas; tlli:;d
don’t see how you did it,” she any
nounced. “The Don thinks it marvel"
lous and so do I. But I wanted hin;
and you went and got him.”

“Oh yes,” he replied, “just as I
might an orange or lemon, but not
any ‘of the stars or the moon.”

g AT
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Undoubtedly she was a little hurt.

But he went to bed and slept for
twelve hours.

In the corral of evenings he and
the other cowboys broke the animal
in about two weeks. He was a truly
marvellous conception in horseflesh
—matchless perfection in grace and
life; the trembling, springing, light-
ning speed of him, the flung head,
and fine eye, the rippl}ng, rapid
beauty of line, combined with nervous
tension and power that made one
wonder the corral held him. It was
fitting, indeed, the cowboys called
him Blanco Rey. The Don avowed

again and again he had never before

seen such a horse. Then one evening
the girl succeeded in riding him in
the corral. ;

“I am writing home and telling
papa all about it,” she breathed, de-
lighted.

Later when she and Wentley met
in the plaza, he said: “I may, per-
haps, be going to Cubero next week.”

She looked at him. “I do really
believe you go there to see a woman.”

“No, just provisions—but I would-
n’t mind if it were true. It gets
monotonous here month after month.”

“One doesn’t love because it gets
monotonous.” i

“Most people do not love anyway.

“That’s true”—then impulsively—
“T do not love the young man to whom
I am engaged. But I am rather fond
of him and he has an unusual position
and wealth—and these are things a
girl must marry.” :

“You are entirely rlghj;.” :

“Yes, and you are entirely matter-
of-fact. Yet you seem, somehow, to
suggest sentiment. : M’(:St women
would look at you twice.

“And then no more.”

“Perhaps not — after they found

ut.”
yogIoguefsus that’s right, too.”
“Are you really deep?”
“] don’t know—I rgekon, as deep
average woman.
=2 é%?a gav‘:g him one of her swift
penetrating glances.

“I think, for instance, this night
here and the stars and you are some-
thing that I shall not forget quickly.”
It was about the first compliment he
had paid her.

“I am going home in ten days, that
is, I am going to stop over for two
weeks at Santa Fe.”

A cloud came into his face which
she noticed.

“And I am going in now,” she add-
ed wickedly.” Then, turning away—
“Aren’t you going to say good-night ?”

“I have nothing to say and you
going home so soon.”

When she reached the bend in the
path she turned and saw him sitting
there with his chin in his hands, a
lonely figure in quickly gathering
night.

If his spirits were downcast, how-
ever, he did not show it during the
days leading to her departure.
Neither did he express a wish that
she extend her visit. There was some-
thing only of deeper reserve in his
manner toward her, with now and
then a break of rollicking humour
that aggravated her.

She had evidenced so much interest
in how and where he had captured
the stallion that he consented at
length, to take her out to the place
and show her. They did this the day
before she was to leave. It was a
wonderful morning on the mesa and
the girl looked like a flower in it, a
golden flower with a dewy charm of
frankness in her eyes.

They had taken a northwestern
direction off any of the accustomed
trails, and they rode for more than
an hour with only an ocecasional word.
Wentley seemed wrapt up in his mood
and yet he expressed silent enjoy-
ment.

“Blanco Rey,” he suggested, at
length, “should create quite a sensa-
tion on Broadway.” It had already
been arranged that the horse was to
be shipped so as to reach destination
about the same time as the girl her.
self, allowing for her stopover in
Sante Fe. “I hope,” added Wentley,
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“that your future husband will like
him.”

“I don’t care whether he does or
not,” she rejoined, a little exasper-
ated. @ They had ridden nearly
twenty miles—with her leaving in the
morning—and he had not even
fringed on sentiment. Not that she
would have let him, she said to her-
self, but then: Another half mile
of silence sped by.

“You will probably be here when I
return in a couple of years.”

“No, I am apt to hit the trail any
day.”

“Where ?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, I suppose I shall remember
you sometimes.”

“And I shall probably read of you
in the society columns and remember
you.”

She felt like swinging her horse
right there and going back to the
house. Instead she lashed it rather
savagely, her thong hitting the fore-
leg. It reared, and, leaping forward
as it came down, its front foot went
into a sand pit and it fell, throwing
the girl clean over its neck,

She fell heavily but without losing
consciousness and lay perfectly still
with closed eyes. To all appearances
she had fainted. Wentley flung him-
self from his horse and caught her
up in his arms. Then he pressed her
to him passionately, kissing her lips
again and again, and holding her face
to his with his hands crushing the
golden beauty of her hair. :

Her eyes opened and she smiled at
him. “I caught you,” she said.

“Yes, I love you,” he admitted,
meeting her look.

“And I am going home to-morrow,”
she answered in a definite way.

He kissed her again and she re-
turned the caress fully, her arms
caught about his neck and holding
him to her. Just after she made a
movement to be free, and he let her go.

“I was not a bit hurt,” she sta_ted
dusting herself. An unusual joy
sparkled like wine in her.
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The mustang, which had quickly
righted itself, stood waiting guiltily.
They mounted again and rode on
wordless for perhaps the space of a
minute. His face was set straight
ahead while she watched him beneath
her lashes. Then she pulled up her
horse, and ke, likewise, and they sat
with knees touching.

“It’s a pity you’re a ne’er-do-well,»
she said, with mixed tenderness and
frankness. “I am going to confess—
I love you, too.”

He leaned toward her, his hang
covering hers on the saddle, an in-
tensity of pleading in his whole ex.
pression that swept the colour to her
checks. For the first time she saw
the depths to which he could go.

“No—we musn’t—I can’t” she
breathed, controlling herself mentally
“I've set my mind on certain things
and I wouldn’t be satisfied. You see,
I am only a woman. Of course the
other will be a tragedy.”

He turned away, placing his rein.

“I hope you don’t despise me $»

“No, I understand you,” he an-
swered simply enough. “A man has
a right to have enough to support
the woman he loves according to hep
station and the times. I wonder only
at my being tempted.”

“Now you are getting proud again.
She leaned over and lifted his hangd
to her lips. “We will just remembey
each other and dream a little always.»

He touched his animal with the
spurs and they proceeded leisurely,
They mounted a foothill which let
down into a basin, narrowing to g
ravine which crept smooth-trailed be-
tween heights.

At the entrance to this he got down
and she followed him over to g point
of jutting rock. A boulder, new.
broken, probably a ton in weight, lay
at their feet.

“This is the place,” he explained,
“I had chased and crosscut him for
nine hours, then run him through
this ravine and with the last Sp
that was left in my horse got the rope
on him by a lucky throw just before
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he reached this end. He turned so
sharply into the basin that the line
caught and pulled down this boulder.
In the open here with the rope on
him, the rest was easy, of course.”

“If you want to belittle yourself,”
she advised, “at least, don’t slander
Blanco Rey, too. It must have been
some struggle when it started by pull-
ing down such a rock.”

“The most of it was out already
waiting for time to finish the job.
That sharp, deep side of it was merely
caught in slated strata. I am sort
of a “nut” about them. I worked
for a while as assistant expert for
the U. S. Government. Peculiar for-
mation, isn’t it? Rocks have a lan-
guage, you know.” His eyes met her
aggrieved ones, smiling a little.

“lI am glad I made you take me
anyway”—with a look of not caring
what he said. “I am sure it was per-
fect drama from beginning to end
and this basin was an ideal stage for
the climax.” :

He shrugged his shoulders, stoop-
ing to pick up a small piece of rock,
which, with other loose fragments
had come down with the boulder. Then
she spoke. Her eyes melted and there
was a tremble in her voice.

“Honey, I want this half hour to be
full. Don’t spoil it for me—I want it
to remember. I want you to hold me
in your arms again and kiss me. Per-
haps that is the reason I asked to
come here to-day. I am going to do a
mercenary thing because I have some-
how got to do it—but I love you—and
I shall regret it—and you never can
tell what may happen.”

He leapt from her at the hole out
of which the boulder had come, serap-
ing, prying, and dlgglpg into it with
a knife he carried at his belt.

She eyed him dumbfounded. and
angry, kicked fiercely the débris at
her feet, and then sat down on the
boulder frowning.

He changed his attack to other por-
tions of the cliff, twenty, thirty,
forty yards away, still working with
the frenzy and speed of one actually
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possessed. He had told her he was a
“nut” on rocks and certainly she be-
lieved him now. It was really funny
that should be his hobby, though noth-
ing could be funny at a time like
this. She had made the greatest and
only love speech of her life and it
had not been deemed worthy of a
reply.

In ten minutes or a little better he
returned to her, and, kneeling before
her, placed in her lap a piece of rock.
“Take this,” he said, smiling, as a
memento of my heart for you.”

Every feather was ruffled—she gave
him only a glance. “I am so glad
now,” she flung, “that I am not going
to marry you.”

“But you are,” he corrected, “at
the Mexican church to-night. It does-
n’t matter what time we get back.”

“Oh, doesn’t it!” She was too
angry for words.

“No, you will do it in spite of your-
self.”

“Oh, will I, indeed ¢ Marry a heart
of rock?” Had he let her she would
have flung to the winds the pseudo
memento in her lap. Her voice had
a break in it close to tears. She en-
deavoured to rise but he held her
back. “You’ve spoilt the day for
me,” she added with difficulty, “and
I wanted to make it beautiful, some-
thing to have always.”

“You have made it beautiful and
S0 1s the memento. If you Just serape
that rock you will see it is clear jewel.
You have helped me discover a won-
derfully rich turquoise mine, There
is only one other that I know of—at
Chalchuiti—I worked in that one
for two years. That is the reason I
know absolutely what I have found
here. This is government land, too,
and the claim is ours, El Blaneo Rey
has left us the treasures of hig
domain.”

She looked at him too much given
to surprise and joy to say anything.
Then she drew his head in her lap
weeping over it,

“I had such a narrow eseape, didn’t
I,” she breathed,

il

-



THE CALL OF THE BLOOD

BY FRANCIS DICKIE

UCK!” a man’s voice
shouted. Another’s
breath doused the big
oil lamp’s light. In the
quick, following black-
ness a revolver spat,

its momentary. flame lighting fitfully

the cabin’s single room.

Darkness again——the dead hush of
tense, horror-frighted air then,
after a breathless second, the soft
slithering of unsteady moccasined feet
on rough plank floor, and quick in the
wake of this the sound of striking
inert body, a hollow, heavy thud,
gruesome in the silent blackness of the
room. Almost in unison came the pad-
ding of another pair of moccasins,
barely audible, yet clearly conveying
the direction of their owner’s steps.
Only a moment this continued, dying
in the faint click and jarring slam of a
door, swiftly openg@d and closed.

Corporal Morton snapped closed the
last metal clasp of his hip-length bear-
skin coat, pulled down tight the mateh-
ing fur cap, drew on his mitts, and,
thus attired fully prepared against
the cold of the northern winter night,
paused, eyeing regretfully the com-
fort of his quarters.

The big tin arctic heater, now tight-
dampered, hummed softly. From the
stove’s rounded black side and low,
conical top wave on wave of heat
atoms shimmered upwards in an end-
less succession of tenuous rippling
lines, no longer colourless, but tinged
faintly golden under the play of yel-
low rays from the kerosene lamp. The

room was somnolently warm; the air.
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still strong with the fragrant incense
of fresh pipe smoke from a tobaceo re-
dolent with much perique. A rough
table occupied the centre of the room ;
on it, face down and open, a magazine
lay close to the zineware lamp. Be-
side the table stood the corporal’s just
vacated chair, a plain arm one, its
harsh outlines, however, almost com-
pletely hidden by shrouding coyote
pelts, and a big cushion of goose feath-
ers, covered by coarse, brown twill.
Despite the roughness of the furni-
ture, the log walls and the board-made
bunk in the corner farthest from the
stove, there was an attractiveness
about the room, a certain indefinable
something portraying more surely
than words that its solitary occupant
was a home-loving body.

“My, I wish the regulations would
let me have him here with me,” he
voiced aloud, his eyes passing swiftly
from object to object till finally they
settled upon the magazine he had re.
luctantly put down the minute before,
right in the middle of an interesting
story. ‘“Now, I wanted to finish that,”
he went on, still speaking aloud after
the fashion one much alone falls intq
“pbut I guess I had better slip down t(;
the settlement and see if brother’s all
right. Now, if I could only keep him
here with me, I’'d be able to wateh
over him a little better.” He shrugged
his shoulders; tried to smile impatient.
ly at his own fears; then growled.
“Getting to be a regular old woman
I am—a regular old woman.” 3

But his face did not clear. Leanin
over the table he blew out the ligh
crossed the room and stepped out into
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the early born night, where the_North-
ern Lights had just begun their dan-
cing. Across all the expanse of sky
they were, and wide; a shimmering
sheen, disporting on the vast blu_e
bowl of heaven in multi and vari-
coloured brightness, softly ‘brl.lhan.t,
radiant, though subdued. Moving in
wonderful array, this driving host of
hyperborean space ran in an undulat-
ing ribbon on the breast of night,
then retired to rush forth and back
again in ceaseless play, whl.le below,
the gray wilderness, crouching there
under the frost and the snow, 11_stened
grim and silent to the sounding of
their dancing, at first but faint, weird
rustling like gently crushed and
bruised silk, then louder, till all the
sleeping winter world became alive
with tiny cracklings, as the mmultap-
eous snapping of the lashes of a mil-
lion million toyish whips.

Yet the esthetic soul of Corporal

Tenner Morton—usually most respon- .

sive to all things beautiful—refused
now to thrill at the sight, one of_ten
seen, and until now never fully with-
out charm. To-night, however, his
eyes travelled straight to where two
hundred yards away, t_he dozen cabins
and three stores ofhPellcan Settlement
rk against the snow. g
]a}i\l?)iton?sgcabin—known officially as
Pelican Patrol Headquarters', one of
the many lesser Mounted Police posts
in Division “N”—lay on the side of a
hogsback ridge perhaps a hundred
feet higher than the settlement snug-
gling in the valley below, giving Mpr-
ton a bird’s-eye view of the entire

e. :
plaFc‘rom several cabin wm_dows came
squares of light glowing softly

h the crepuscular night; and
21111;01;% every chimney the smoke, in
slow, thick columns, climbed straight
up, strangely like solemn, Snow-
shrouded conifers painted in mid-air
by some fantastic artistry of the frost.
And seeing this last, Morton knew
how bitter was the cold, w1thoup con-
sulting the thermometer at the side of

i X
hlj& (}nogment his gaze took in the whole
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scene, then his eyes came finally to
rest upon the cabin nearest him, one
lying back and a little apart from the
rest. He eyed it frowningly.

For years he had covered the four
hundred odd square miles comprising
his patrol, till now he knew every
water-course and trail, and the white
and halfbreed trappers and small-
farming Squatters, in ahead of the
survey, that dwelt within the land.
Yet it was only lately that worry had
come with its hurtful strain and rust
to rasp his nerves.

This was not caused by trouble with.-
in his district — for Pelican Patrol
was a fairly erimeless one, no different
from most northern ones — but
through the coming, in the late Fall,
some three months previously, of his
brother, Charley, now aged twenty-
two.

Charley, ten years his junior, had
been shipped post haste from the efféte
East, three thousand miles away, by
his frantic parents, after the boy as
assistant teller in the Merchants Bank
had gambled two thousand dollars of
the institution’s money. To make this
good, Morton Pere had hastily placed
a4 mortgage on his corner grocery
Store, thus saving Charley a term in
jail and the family name from dis-
grace. Then, with that fanatic faith
and hope common to a]] parents, they
had shipped Charley to his brother in
the North, in the fond belief that a
few years spent where no temptations
could harass might bring him to the
age of riper Jjudgment, when he might
once more with safety return to the
places of erowded things.

orporal Tenner Morton, being a
good son, clean-living, and straight,
and fonder of Charley than brothers
sometimes are, had accepted the bur-
den gladly. An , being a general fa.
vorite with all the community, it had
required but little importuning on
the part of the mounted policeman to
place his brother as bookkeeper ang
general store assistant t, Ginger
Smith, a veteran trader of the north-
land. Smith ran a string of small
trading-posts throughout the sur.
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rounding territory with a headquarter
one at Pelican. Finding his new as-
sistant extremely competent, he had,
for the past two months, left every-
thing in- Charley’s hands at Pelican
while he spent most of his time at the
other points where his stores were
situated and where business was al-
was brigker with the deepening of
winter.

This, while highly gratifying to
Corporal Morton, had only increased
his worry, for once again Charley,
young of years, and childishly head-
strong and reckless, was placed in
control of a large sum of money for
days and weeks at a time, and Pelican
Settlement, wilderness spot though it
was, was yet perhaps a more danger-
ous spot than even a great city to one
possessed of the gambling mania
which was the blight of the younger
brother’s life, for in the silent places
time often hangs heavy on men’s
hands, and unafforded the same clean,
sane and natural pastimes which civil-
ization offers, those of weak wills and
tendency to sinful traits, fall the more
easily into the ungodly ways of drink-
ing and high play at cards, as a man-
ner of breaking the monotony which
marks their days.

In Pelican lived Piano Jack, a dis-
reputable character, and at the mo-
ment proprietor of the big cabin
which Corporal Morton’s eyes now
rested upon. Within this cabin a eard
game went continually on. Here, too,
Piano Jack sold whiskey, the same
being forbidden north of fifty-three,
but though Corporal Morton had
twice raided the place in the past year,
he had either come at the wrong time,
or Piano’s cache was too cleverly con-
cealed, for never once had he found a
drop of incriminating liquor on the
premises.  As for the card game, he
was helpless; for regarding such a
matter the Canadian law is intricate
and in its ruling goes rather to help
the gambler than the upholders of the
law. Thus, while Morton knew that
within Piano Jack’s cabin there went
on continually a card ggune——from
which the proprietor derived a fat
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living in the form of “rake-off”—the
mounted policeman knew that until
such a time as he could induce two
competent witnesses to swear to the
existence of the “rake-off”, it was use-
less to proceed against Piano. The
mere fact that cards were played upon

_the premises did not constitute an of-

fence against the law—the taking of a
“rake-off” had to be proved by at
least two witnesses, and so far Corpor-
al Morton had been unable to find two
men willing to play stool pigeon on
Piano Jack. The gambler’s continued
operations grieved Morton, for, while
he held no malice against the cabin’s
proprietor, Corporal Morton was a
thorough policeman, holding duty first
at all times. Too, with his brother
Charley’s arrival, Piano Jack’s place
became a spot with new and personal
menace in the officer’s eyes, standing
as it did a continual temptation to the
boy’s gambling-loving nature.

As yet Corporal Morton had no
proof his brother had ever entered
Piano Jack’s; several times late at
night he had dropped down unexpec-
tedly to Ginger Smith’s store, always
to find Charley at home in the little
back room. Still, despite this evidence
of good behavior, the Corporal was
worried for he, being often away days
at a time on patrol duty, Charley had
ample opportunity to frequent Piang
Jack’s place without his knowledge.

So now to-night—though but a few
hours before he had returned from a
hard three-day trip — the Corporal
was deserting the comfort of his warm
room, book and pipe to satisfy himself
again that Charley was all right.

Then, just as he went to step upon
the trail, and while his eyes still lin-
gered on the light shining from the
cabin window of Piano Jack’s, the
gleam winked out. Almost with it
came a revolver’s detonation, the
sound hollow and muffled, but stijl
plainly audible to the alert policeman
in that frosty air.

Every instinet of police nature
aroused, Morton broke into a run.
With half the distance still to cover
he saw the light flare out once more ;
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but, the entrance door being on the
side away from him, he could not see
whether anyone left the building.

Fully conscious of the value of even
seconds if a murder had been com-
mitted and the killer escaped, Morton
ran his best, bringing up panting be-
fore the door. Not knowing what to
expect he drew his gun, then, pulling
the latch string, threw the door open
and sprang into the room, covering its
occupants as he did so.

His action was all quite unneces-
sary; and, seeing, Morton put away
his gun, crossed the room to a round
table near the farther side of which
and standing a little back therefrom
were half a dozen halfbreeds staring
stolidly at two white men leaning over
a still form on the floor in front of
them. ;

As Morton came forward the white
men rose, giving him full view of the
fallen one. It was Piano Jack.

“Well #” Morton said, interrogative-
ly eyeing the two.
yNﬁithégr spoke for a moment, then,
Duteh Webber, an independent trader
said: “He’s dead.” 3

“Damn it, man, that’s evident!”

the policeman snapped angrily at t}_le
fatuity of the remark. “But how did
it happen?”
- Insg;gad of replying, Webber turned
his gaze upon the othe.r white man, his
partner, Durant, in his eyes a queerly
fearful light. Following his glance,
Corporal Morton fastened his eyes on
Durant’s face; but Durant too re-
mained silent, dropping his head. to
avoid the look, and uneasily shuffling
his feet. :

Now thoroughly exasperated at this
continued silence on the part of two
men with whom he had been on the
friendliest terms for years, the police-
man said harshly : “If this is murder,
and you are stalling to let the murder-
er get away, so help me, T’ll arrest you
as accessories, if you don’t speak up.”

But even this threat elicited no re-
sponse. Furious, Morton turned his
attention to the halfbreed_s. “Youus
Johnny Boilean,” he said, fiercely
pointing a menacing finger at a

P

swarthy youth, the most intelligent-
appearing of the group—*“tell me who
shot Piano Jack <

A moment the boy hesitated, his
eyes dropping as Durant’s had done.
Then, suddenly brave, he blurted out :
“Charley keel heem; your brudder
Charley.”

“Great God!” Very low, very hoarse,
his tone like a stricken animal’s ery,
Morton breathed the words. He
shrank a step back, and in the pained
hush that followed the announcement
there came floating through the open
doorway the momentary ecstatic velp-
ing whine of sleigh dogs when first
taking to a trail. ]

At that sound, Morton’s official
self leaped back into active being. The
personal equation of brotherly love,
all ordinary feeling that had swayed
him for the moment became secondary, _
without weight or power now to stem
or stay his answering to the call of
duty. He stood no longer individual.
no longer as a distinet entity capable
of controlling and guiding his actions
along any personally desired groove
in the scheme of things, but as the law
incarnate, a man apart, different from
all these others, a mere flesh and blood
cog in a vast organization that, like
a perfect machine, moved relentlessly,
though without fear or favour, de-
manding always from each and every
part of its human mechanism unswery-
ing loyalty, unquestioning obedience,

~and prompt and unfailing action

against all those who offended against
its tenets and decrees.

So, after a moment, turning once
more directly to the white men, Mor-
ton said: “Tell me about it, Durant—
Just as it happened.” ?

“Well, all right.” Durant replied,
and plunged into the story : “Charley
found Piano cheating. You see, the
two of them been playing almost with-
out a break for two days now, with
Piano winning steady.” He waved his
hand to the pile of bills littered on one
side of the table, and went on rapidly.
“Dutech and me wasn’t in it. We'd
only dropped in a little before the
shooting from our store, being kinda
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interested in the game. You see, we
was in it when it first started the night
before; but them two, Piano and
Charley, was like two strange bulldogs,
eternally going after each other. They
never give Dutch or I much play when
we got a hand, just seemed to want to
buck each other. You know how some
fellows get in a poker game. So we
just naturally dropped out. Well,
when we come in to-night, I guess
Charley was feeling pretty mean from
the bad whiskey he’d drunk, not sleep-
ing and always losing. They was
setting opposite each other, and the
breeds was standing a little back
watching. They was playing stud.
The two chairs Duteh and me had set
in the night before was still in the
same places, so we dropped into them,
figuring maybe we’d take a hand after
while, if they was agreeable. But
they went right ahead never paying
any attention to us, more’n to give a
nod.

“Pretty soon after we come in they
gets into an awful big pot—it’s there
on the table yet, must be over two
thousand in it easy. With three cards
showing, Charley has a pair of kings
and an eight spot. Piano has got a
four, an ace and queen. Well with
three cards showing they raised back
and forth right smart, fifty and a hun-
dred at a clip. The reckless way Piano
bets makes me think Piano has got an
ace buried. I thought then maybe
Charley had two pair; but, judg-
ing the play now, I guess Charley had
been getting suspicious through the
last few hours, and right here seen a
chance to satisfy himself. Well, it’s
up fo him again to bet. And he sticks
in every last nickel, a little over four
hundred bucks. Piano’s dealing, and
I seen him kinda glance down at the
cards, an with his thumb he slipped
the top card back ever so little, as
though to make plumb certain what
he expected was beneath it was there.
Then he makes the last call. He did
his thumb work awful smooth and
quick. I don’t think Charley seen
him. Anyway, Piano sees the bet, but
doesn’t raise. Then he deals the last
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card, a deuce of spades to Charley
an ace of clubs to himself. Of course,
Charley having no more money,
it’s a show down. ‘Wat you got?
said he. ‘A pair of bulls,” says Piano
turning his hole card up. It was a
measly ten of spades.’” Durant stop-
ped abruptly, eyed the Corporal
searchingly as if to make sure of his
hearer’s understanding, then, conclud-
ed with righteous ire: “Well, you or I,
or any other man that plays stud
poker and is in his right mind, knows
that there isn’t a man in the world
with only ace high in his hand is going
to spend four hundred bucks for a
last card chance of getting a ace, when
the other man is already showing a
pair of kings, with maybe another pair
behind it. He might do it figuring
the other fellow for only a pair of
kings and with a chance to bluff it
through afterwards in case the last
card wasn’t a ace. But with Charley
setting in his last dime before that,
the only thing Piano could get was a
show down, all of which must have
cinched Charley’s suspicions that had
been growing maybe for hours, that
Piano knew the backs of them cards
pretty near as good as the front.
““You win,’ Charley says, very
quiet, ‘all I got’s kings,” and he shoves
back his chair. ‘But you lose,” he adds
and laughs kinda queer. I looked at
him sharp, and his face was strange
like a man gone mad for a minute.
Then his hand went down as he half
riz up—Piano seen the move and his
face went white, for gun play wasn’t
in his line. But though I hollered to
him to duek, the fool riz up, shoving
back his chair. Just then Dutch—he’s
sitting right next the big lamp—sees
a chance yet to spoil the play, an
blows the glim. But the kid still shot,
and even the dark didn’t spoil his aim.
Piano’s plunked right through the
heart. And — well, you know the
rest.” Durant caught his breath, then
added deprecatingly: “Of course, he
oughtn’t to have done it; but, what
with being full of bad whiskey, and
madder’n hell, there’s some excuse,
Piano wasn’t much account anyway,
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and Charley’s such a kid, you ought
to make allowances for that. We
could make it suicide if you say so,
couldn’t we, Dutch?’ .he finished,
winking humorously at his partner.
Duteh nodded eager, vigorous assent.

Morton shook his head, and moving
over to the table, gathered quickly the
cluttered bills.  Methodically he
counted them, made note of the
amount in his book, dropped them
into his pocket, then turned once more
to the waiting men. “You can take
care of the body ; there’ll have to be an
inquest sometime later to conform to
the law.” He wheeled about sharply,
went out into the night, and toward
his cabin, there to make ready for the
stern hardships of a winter chase.

Even an inexperienced man may
travel in the winter northland pro-
vided he has food and proper clothes;;
but he will not cover ground so quick-
ly as one learned in the ways of the
trail, and the superior handling of
that most temperamental of all beasts,
the northern sleigh dog.

Thus early on the third afternoon
after leaving Pelican, Corpo.ral M(_)r-
ton, driving his three splendid police
huskies judeed from the trail he fol-
lowed that Charley was only a matter
of some two or three hours ahead.
What puzzled the pohcemap was the
oddness of his brother’s actions. Out
of Pelican Charley ‘had driven north
straight down the river. Then, when
halfway to Old House, some sixty
miles farther on, he had left the ice
and turned east for a day, then south
—a direction which would bring him
- out to civilization near I\_Iorthtown
city, some three hundred mlleg away.
And the Corporal knew that this route
could not be chosen thrgugh ignor-
ance, for, with Ginger Smith, Charley
had made several trips in the district,

and so now must know that the way

as trending would bring him out
:l: gvilization. Too, though Charley
drove five dogs, the Corpo.ral had over-
taken him even more rapidly than the
poy’s trail inexperience warranted.
In fact, in the past two days the Cor-
poral had noted many things that
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pointed to an entire lack of haste on
the part of the fleeing one; an action
that led to only one econclusion:
Charley did not expeet pursuit,

It was nearly five o’clock and the
early falling dusk of the northern
winter regions had begun to turn to
soft dark when Corporal Morton
brought his dogs to a halt upon the
top of a fairly high ridge.

He was travelling through a rolling,
lightly timbered country. Now ahead,
through the dark, the tiny flare of a
fire twinkled up at him from the bot-
tom of a little draw perhaps a quarter
of a mile farther on, where another
small coulee met the valley of the
ridge upon which he now stood.

Quickly he turned the dogs loose
from the toboggan, set it against a
tree, hung the harness high out of
their reach and threw them their feed.
Then he slipped off along the ridge
top toward where the flame of the
campfire glowed like a tiny beacon
through the night from the coulee
bottom below.

The snowfall had been particu-
larly light, and -Morton moved care-
fully forward, reaching a point on the
ridge directly above the camp he went
creeping soundlessly down through
the trees until he was within a dozen
yards of it.

Charley, supper over, was lying on
his blankets before the fire smoking,
his back toward the approaching man.
Foot by foot, feeling out every step to-
avoid the snapping underfoot of hid-
den twigs, the policeman came on
stealthily, cat-like, at last swinging
out from behind a tree not ten feet
from where his brother lay.

“I got you covered, Charley,” he
called sharply, “don’t try to draw!”

His fears were needless, for at the
sound of his voice the reclining youth
turned over to face him with a look
startled, that quickly gave place to
unbelieving wonder. Then as the
corporal reached his side and stood
staring down at him, the boy found
his tongue to gasp in tone still ques-
tioning and unbelieving : “Why, what
do you mean ?”’
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“T’ye come to take you back to stand
trial for shooting Piano Jack.”

“You've come to take me back!” He
spoke as one suddenly hearing the un-
believable.

“Of course; what did you think?” .

This with sad grimness.

A grieved look came into the boy’s
eyes. He drew himself up to a sitting
position, raised his effeminate face, a
little rough now from five days’growth
of beard, and, gazing up with almost
petulant air, replied: “What did I ex-
pect #—Why, that you’d hush it up—
a perfectly natural feeling, wasn’t it,
considering our relationship?” He
smiled tolerantly, and his weak face,
that of a thoughtless, headstrong and
selfish child, grew almost insolent with
the sureness he felt at changing the
other’s resolution.

But to his astonishment the Cor-

poral shook his head. “I got to do my

duty,” he said, very simply ; and there
was a queer huskiness now in his
voice.

Like a rat at bay, the boy’s whole
demeanour changed. “Duty!” he
hurled out the word with seornful bit-
terness. “Does your oath of office take
the place of greater things? Would
you sacrifice me to official tradition 2
Under the sway of varied emotions of
seorn and fear, his voice rose a shrill
treble, almost girlish, grotesque, a
mingling of whining appeal and grow-
ing contempt.

With eyes now dumb, but unflinch-
ing, steady, the Corporal gazed. How
like Charley, he thought, to wax
theatrical and fine of phrase in this
hour of extremity. How often as
children together this boy had won his
childish way by action similar. But
coldly now he said: “I’ve got to do my
duty. It’s greater than you or 1.”

At this, the hope, still faintly linger-
ing in the boy’s eyes went out. His
features, almost womanish in their
fineness, became distorted into the
twisted mass of a raging child, a mad
fury at disappointment at failure
where an easy vietory had been ex-
pected. Then, all hope gone, but still
true to the feminine streak in his
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queerly eomplex nature he flung out
tauntingly : “I’d hate to be you—I’d
hate to have your soul. Nothing
counts with you—ties of blood, family
name — you'd even break your
mother’s—" he stopped short, startled,
surprised; for at this last word his
brother recoiled, his gun went down,
while there came to his eyes a strange
new light.

Always from that first moment he
had taken up his brother’s trail until
now, the long ruling official part of
self had been uppermost within him.
It had conquered his personal feeling ;
triumphed over his brotherly love for
Charley. But never once in all that
time had his thoughts gone farther—
through those last long hours of tor-
ture, as he followed the trail, he had
dwelt upon the crime only as related

.to himself and Charley, to the exeln-

sion of those distant ones; a peculiar
single point of view that had marked
{ufs psychological workings all through
life.

But now, with the boy’s last uttered
words striking like a blow in the face
all in a moment he was no longer thé
officer or the brother with single point
of view, but a man fired with the reali-
fation that upon him a greater duty
ay.

Impulsively he threw his gun away.
“Yes; boy, you’re right—a mother's
heart is too precious a thing to break
even for the sake of duty.” He walke(i
over to the fire, now but glowing em-
bers from inattention, and stood for g
long moment thinking. At last he
came back again to the boy still seated
upon his blanket, stopped before him
to remark shortly: “Tomorrow you be
on your way to the outside, and
home—surely now you’ll be good.”

“And you?” Charley’s voice was
interestedly questioning,

“I'm going back to turn in a report
of suicide on Piano Jack. The boys
are pretty good friends of mine; they
already offered to do this; they’ll see
me through on it now. And thep»
his voice was suddenly listless, “17]
resign. I couldn’t go on upholding a
law that I myself had broken.”

Rp——




BELLA MATRIBUS DETESTATA

From the Plaster cast by
A. Laliberté,
Exhibited by the Royal Canadian
Academy of Arts,






THE VALLEY OF OBLIVION

BY MARY ROBERTS RINEHARDT

HE was a dear,” Mrs

¥ Osborne said, dealing
5;;);“" Wl the cards with a twist of
) deft white wrists, “but
so casual about her
clothes. The artistic in-
stinet, I suppose. All the Nettletons
are dowdy. I met her at Capri, be-
fore the return of the Prodigal Hus-
band, and she looked like an English-
women en tour, which is the last word.
But the whole story is thrilling and
unusual, and Olive Nettleton was
faithful enough to deserve to be
happy. It is over to you, Caroline.”

The girl across looked at her cards
languidly. She was a very slepder
girl, with level brows and a direct
gaze. She named a trump at rand.om,
and put down her cards with a little
sigh of relief. Past Mrs. Osborne’s
carefully coifed head, past Leila
Dixon’s satirical smile when she saw
the exposed cards, she looked through
the long French window to where the
passing clouds cast their shadows on
the hills, and down in the valley a
loaded hay wagon creaked along the
road.

Up here on the hill-top there was
little enough air stirring. The card
table had been moved to the musiec-
room for coolness; and in the shadows
of the alcove beyond a man in white
flannels picked querulously at a
guitar, striking an occasional im-
patient note on the pigmo as a guide.
His eyes sought the girl persistently.
Mrs. Baxter, a languid shadow of
some brilliant and devastating yester-
day, had been “sitting-out” the rub-
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" per. She picked up her heavy

jeweled purse and trailed toward the
man in the shadows.
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“It is profanation to gamble or to
gambol-—in a room like this,” she
said, looking down the length of the
music-room to where a sudden buzz
of conversation showed the end of the
rubber.  “A  music-room without
music is a body without a soul. I
feel as though I am being facetious in
the presence of a corpse.”

“It is pretty bad, isn’t it 1 Osborne
Kingsley said idly, watching Caroline
Summers’s white-clad figure as she
rose and went to the window. “The
solemnity of those marble heads, and
that funereal procession of black
chairs against the wall—four chairs
and Brahms, four more and Chopin,
four more and Liszt.”

“High against the wall, with all
their poor weaknesses written in their
marble faces for the ages to see, in-
stead of being allowed to rot re-
spectably in their graves. Ah, me.
And speaking of marble, how do you
progress with Caroline$”

“I hardly see——" he began rather
stiffly.

Mrs. Baxter laughed. “Caroline is
a husk,” she declared. “She’s a sort
of frozen fire, King. Whatever hap-
pened to that man—a year ago, wasn’t
it ?—whether he died or was kidnap-
ped or voluntarily effaced himsel®,
everything that was worth having in
Caroline Summers went with him.”

“Think of it,” Mrs. Baxter persist-
ed. “The bridesmaids and men, the
bishop, everybody—well, “Waiting at
the Church!?” Bella Severance was
there, and she said she never put in
such a half-hour. Mrs. Summers in
hysterics. Every one but Caroline
sure he had funked it at the last
minute.”
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The man rose suddenly and the
guitar sent a sharp discordant jangle
of piano keys through the room.

“T would like to shoot him—for
her,” he said.

Mrs. Baxter smiled. “Don’t threat-
en,” she observed drily, “You might
happen to run across him, you know.
Look at the Nettletons! Greg Nett-
leton is lost in New York, searched
for from Alaska to Brazil, and is
picked up in Rome, looking as if
riotous living agreed with him. Oh,
it’s a mean little world after all, King,
and it shrinks every year. Look how
the splendid isolation of twenty gives
place to the rubbing of elbows of
sixty.”

“And from that”—King caught her
mood—*“it is the merest step to the
funeral urn of seventy, I suppose.
Jolly, aren’t we, this afternoon.

“l cannot think of you matri-
monially, King,” said Mrs. Baxter.
“What kind of a husband will you
be? Will you be like the res, or—
will you he as you are now, just a
little different ?”

“I will love and honour the wo-
man I marry,” he said stiffly.

“And marry a woman you love and
honour! But you will be a loving
husband, King, and the marriage will
be most suceessful, because in every
happy marriage there is one who
cares, and one who does not care—so
much.”

“And I will be 2

“The one who cares.”

Tea had come in, but no one want-
ed tea. There were decanters and tall
glasses and ice, and the bridge game
had given way to scraps of gossip.
Mrs. Baxter got up and walked slowly
down the room. Near the table she
turned.

“Caroline is on the veranda, King,”
she called back. “I am sure she wants
her tea.”

“Caroline is hopelessly temperate,”
Mrs. Osborne sighed as she put in the
cream. “I do not know whether I am
wicked or merely self-indulgent; al-
though 1 suppose we are alwazs self-
indulgent when we are wicked.”

I

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

“l don’t agree with you,” Leila
Dixon said acidly. “I think it is a lot
of trouble to do what we ought not to
do.”

“You would, naturally,” agreed
Mrs. Baxter, nibbling at a stalk of
mint. During the ominous pause that
followed, the small woman in blue,
who had made the fourth at the table
took up the thread of conversation.

“We were talking about Olive Net-
tleton ?” she began, but Mrprs.
Baxter raised a warning, slender fore.
finger.

“No scandal until King gets out,”
she objected. “He has not yet learn-
ed that our feminine gossip is pre-
cisely the same as his maseuline sense
of humour—both treat of the other
person’s misfortunes. Only we take
seriously what men treat as a joke >

Ontside on the wide stone veranda
Caroline was standing with hep
slender arms behind her, erect, poised
outwardly cold and self-contained. If’
the question in her eyes was almost
an appeal, as she stood there alone—_
if there was tragedy in the corners
of her mouth, there was an instant
relaxation when she heard King’s step
behind her.

“The mater sent out some tea,” he
said, “and she says you look tired and
are to be sure to drink it. If you
don’t care about it, I can pour it over
the rail. Shall I trouble you if I stay
here?”

“You are a friendly light chasing
away shadows,” she said slowly,
Kingsley stood by, made absorbedly
self-conscious by the unexpected pe.
ference to what was always in his
mind. The girl sipped her tea slowly
looking down the straight path wltﬂ
its flounting borders to where the
pergola, wreathed with trumpet vine
and creeper, framed the valley
below.

“Dear  hollyhocks and  foupe
o’clocks,” she rhymed, “and the lady
slippers and larkspur, and salvia—
each one as prim and spruce and
bright as a little New England lady
in her Sunday gown. Do you know,>»
she said whimsically, “I am a’n

'
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anachronism. I am not a Californian,
King; not a truly bred-in-the-bone
one at all. I belong here in the East,
I am sure. I have the Puritain
conscience.” :

“Then I like the Puritan consei-
ence,” he said, smiling at her.

Some one’s voice was raised in the
musie-room.

“Four years missing, my dear,” the
voice said, “and Olive Nettleton
wandering over the continent, look-
ing into people’s faces on the street,
everywhere; Rome, St. Petersburg,
Cairo! Oh, it was creepy!”

“Well, it is Olive’s affair,” Mrs.
Osborne’s comfortable voice put in,
“and they seem to be beginning things
all over again. But suppose she had
married again!”

“Olive had the Puritan conseienc:e,”
came Leila Dixon’s thin, elear voice.
“She would never have married again,
unless she had known he was dead.”

Caroline had been listening, her
head slightly bent. Now she looked
up suddenly at’the man beside her.

“I wonder if you understand
King?” she said. “It’s psychology, I
suppose; the problem of a small soul,
at that. But—I am like that—wo-
man they are speaking of.”

Kingsley took the cup and saucer
from her and put it carefully on the
rail. Then he sat down somewhat
awkwardly beside her.

“I’m glad you’ve given me a chance
to speak” he said. “I’'m not very
agile mentally, and I can’t fence with
shadows. But I think I know how
you feel. It’s the not knowing how or
why—it’s a sort of wound to your
pride that won’t heal. Don’t tell me
you still love him. T don’t believe it.
I don’t want to be brutal, but people
don’t love the dead; they remember
them—you know that, Caroline—and
everything I know of ‘that awful
time points to the one thing.”

“That he is dead!” she breathed.
“But—I want to know; I'm like my
old nurse at home, when her boy was
drowned. She didn’t cry; she just
stood by the river bank and waited,
‘day and night, until they found him.
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And then she cried, and they knew
her mind was saved.”

King leaned over and took one of
her cold hands between his warm,
brown ones.

“You said a little while ago that T
drove away the shadows,” he said
earnestly. “Caroline, can’t we face
this thing together? I love you—
God knows. I don’t want to divide
you with any one, not even a memory ;
but it’s come to the point where I’'m
almost ready to throw myself on your
pity. Caroline, let me drive the
shadows away, always.”

The girl dropped her chin into her
two palms and stared frowningly
ahead.

“You are like him,” she said at last,
“and he loved me, too. Oh, ves,
whatever people may think, nothing
can take that away from me. He lov-
ed me, King; and what if he should
come back and find that T have not °
been faithful? In there”—she nod-
ded toward the house—“they have
been talking of some woman who
haunted the continent, looking into
the faces of the people she met. T sit
here and look out over the hills, and
I say, “Which way? Which way ¥* »

The young man had folded his
arms, and leaning back he, too, gaz-
ed over the hills. He was baffled,
discouraged, but not beaten. “If you
cared for him, Caroline,” he said,
after a silence, “he was not a scound-
rel. I accept that as I accept the
ghost that stands between us. But
suppose I can lay the ghost? Would
there be a chance for me?”

“Could you save my faith?” she
asked sharply, turning to him.

“L will try,” he pleaded solemnly. -

Mrs. Baxter came languidly to the
window and held the curtain aside
with a sweeping gesture.

“Dear me, how intense you look!”
she mocked. “Caroline, you have lost
thirty dollars, and Carrie Oshorne
says your last make surely lost the
rubber.”

“I am coming in,” the girl said
wearily, and rose. Mrs. Baxter look-
ed past her at King’s face.

’
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“Don’t come,” sha said more gent-
ly. “P’ll take it in for you. Sit down
like a good girl and make that gloomy
person beside you happy.”

As Caroline opened her gold purse,
something dropped to the floor and
rolled under a chair. With a little
cry the girl picked it up and clutch-
ed it jealously. Mrs. Baxter’s smile
was inscrutable as she turned back
into the room, and through the open
window came again the voice of the
little woman in blue. Not a word was
lost to the two on the veranda, who
listened because they must.

“I shall always call it the greatest
event I ever lived through,” she said,
“and when you remember that I was
only an onlpoker, you can under-
stand the emotional pitch. Here was
poor Olive Nettleton, in the heaviest
kind of erépe, rushing all over Europe
after exhausting America, looking for
a husband who had absolutely " drop-
ped out of existence, without leaving
a trace. You know what Olive is,
very much like Caroline Summers”—
she dropped her voice a little—“very.
Well-poised and self-reliant, so you
can only guess what she feels. There
must have been lots of rows when
Olive’s emotional temperament tried
to elimb the fence of her hereditary
conscience. You know Cassidy, the
Irish artist, who tried to make her
marry him, whether poor Nettleton
was dead or not? Well, she stuck it
out and was faithful, and lost her
good looks, partly, and all her cheeri-
ness—an attractive woman trying to
be faithful to a memory has a hard
time, anyhow.

“QOlive had been touring the Riviera
in a car, and Adelaide and I were to
meet her at the Grand Hotel in Rome.
The day before she was due there
came a cablegram for Olive, and
Adelaide opened it, for fear it was
urgent. Adelaide read it and fell
back in a chair, and it was a full
minute before she rallied enough to
give it to me. It said: ‘Sailing next
steamer. Explain everything. Love,’
and was signed Gregory Nettleton.
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My dears, if Greg Nettleton had risen
out of his grave and fired his head-
stone at me, I should not have been
more shocked.”

As the voice paused for greater ef-
feet, Caroline turned to King. “You
see, he came back,” she said.

“Olive stayed longer at Naples
than she meant to, and it was not
until the day Greg was due that she
came to Rome. Adelaide and I had
talked all week of how to break it to
her best, and Adelaide, who has
more diplomacy than I have, suggest-
ed we work her up to it gradually—
telling her first that there was news,
and then, while Olive was thinking
it was Helen—that’s the child, you
know—and that maybe she was dying,
then we could spring Greg’s cable-
gram, working her through one
emotional climax to another.

“But you can’t do those things by
rule. Just as Olive drew up at the
Grand Hotel in her muddy car, with
her face perfectly covered with dust
and her hat on one side, of course, a
carriage dashed up and Greg Nettle-
ton jumped out. What did they do?
My dears, it was the most disappoint-
ing thing I ever heard of. She didn’t
even faint. I think she had felt al]

along that some time she would meet

him face to face, just as she did. In
that instant she lost the queer, ques-
tioning look she had had for so long
and when she found Greg had littlé
Helen in the carriage, she was il-
luminated! So Adelaide and I miss.
ed it after all. But we went around
with Olive and helped her get some re-
spectable gowns and sell her crépe”

“What an alluring story!” Mrs,
Baxter said lightly. “And how diq
handsome Greg account for his four
years’ defection 7

The lady in blue hesitated.

“Well, he did explain,” she said
apologetically, “but it was not what a
more worldly woman would have call-
ed an explanation. He said he haq lost
four years, that was all; drg ped
them out of his life. That the last
he remembered was of walking acrogg
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the links at the Country Club with a
caddie and a bunch of clubs. You
know that’s where he was last seen.
And the next thing he knew he was
on a train in California, with his
mustache gone and a ticket for Los
Angeles in his pocket. And it was
four years later.”

“All the women loved Greg Nettle-
ton,” commented Mrs. Baxter, with a
drawl. “It would be interesting to
know if he had married in the inter-
val.”

“There was something queer,” con-
fided the narrator. “He was sitting
with little Helen on his knee, and
Olive beside him—he wouldn’t let her
move out of his sight—when he show-
ed it to me. He gave it to Helen to
play with while he told us, and it
seemed incongruous, somehow. It

seemed that he found on his finger
one of those heavy old Egyptian rings
with a dull red stone sunk in it, and
a ‘C’ cut into the stone. It was strange
to know that he didn’t remember at
all where he got it.”

The girl on the veranda had sat
through it all, and King had lost no
single expression on her face. She
sat quite still after the story was fin-
ished, then she turned to him sud-
denly and held out the hand that had
been closed. On its palm lay a heavy
gold ring of Egyptian workmanship
with a dull red stone sunk into the
metal.

In an instant something had gone
out of the girl’s face, and her mouth
had lost its tragedy of uncertainty.

“I—have buried my dead, King,”
she said at last.

THAT YOU DIED FOR DREAMS

By ARTHUR L. PHELPS

YOU’RE quiet, forgetful of the blind disaster
That laid you here. You’re quiet. Shall I tell, then,
At Whose word you went out saying, “O Master!”
And with what strange beauty your dying blessed your men ?

You're quiet, oh, so still and pale and quiet !

You who were ruddy, and the quickest, and so strong ;
I shall tell them, I think, after this riot,

That you died for dreams because the world is wrong.



THE GERMAN LOYALIST
IN UPPER CANADA

BY LORNE A. PIERCE

N order to appreciate the
¥l advent of the German
M branch of the Loyalist
§(§l settlers in Upper Can-
Y ada, one must go back to
the year 1661, when
Louis XIV became master of France.
At last he could truthfully boast
“Lietat; clest moi!” His bigotry,
narrow-mindedness, commonplace ar-
rogance, his insane and insatiable
vanity knew no limits. At once he
set himself to raze everything that
challenged his supremacy and destroy
everything that did not contribute
to his glory. He must accomplish the
suppression of Spain, secure the sue-
cession to the Spanish throne for a
French princeling-parasite, seize the
provinees of Castille and Aragon be-
sides the great possessions in the New
World. But this was not enough.
The Treaty of Breda gave him the
opportunity for which he had longed
and of which he fully availed himself
in 1667. His preparations were min-
ute, his thrust sudden and unexpee-
ted and his success complete. But his
spectacular progress produced other
results. The appearance of his vie-
torious legions on the Rhine caused
consternation and panic in parochial
and lethargic England. Charles for-
got his vanities for his own security,
and hastily eonsummated with Pro-
testant Holland and Sweden a Triple
Alliance designated to curb and hu-
miliate Louis of France.

About this time there came out of
Holland a mere youth, vet a shrewd
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observer of men and movements and
an honour graduate in the school of
practical experience. He was not
brilliant but he possessed a genius for
painstaking perseverance. He was not
spectacular but he was dauntless.
Moreover he was endowed with g
genius for defeat. From this rare
faculty he extracted his most endur-
ing victories. And above all, he was
a nobleman (of the old school) a seer
and a born statesman. William,
Prince of Orange, was destined to be
the undoing of the presumptuous
Louis Quatorze. He was largely in-
strumental in forming the Treaty of
Nimeguen (1678), with Louis, but
while this restrained the grasping
monarch, it still left France domin-
ant. Louis’s arrogance was still col-
ossal and unbounded. The peace
meant nothing more to him than an

opportunity for studied insult anq °

swaggering braggadocio. Lorraine was
subjugated, Genoa bombarded, the
Pope humiliated, the imperial fiefs in
Elsaas seized and the Huguenots per-
secuted. .

Treaties could ‘not eradicate from
the ambitious mind of Louis his dream
of making the Rhine the Rastern
boundary of France. To this end he
compelled the people to work ang
save, declaring that the last louis d’or
would tip the seale of vietory in the
favour of France. To this end he alsq
raised, equipped and provisioned ap
army variously estimated between
two hundred thousand and half a
million. He also built a fleet that
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could challenge the naval forces of
Holland and England. And being
mediocre himself he gathered around
his person able advisers, shrewd and
capable statesmen, and trained, ex-
pert generalship. One of his gener-
als, Turrene, laid waste the Palatin-
ate, which Louis immediately claimed
for his brother Philip.

The Palatinate was independent,
proud and prosperous. Its capital
was Heidelberg, citadel of learning.
Mannheim and Worms were among
its cities. The Palatines could boast
with justice that they were citizens
of no mean State. Ahd besides, being
in close proximity to Witemburg and
(teneva the influence of Calvin and
Luther made a marked impression on
its people. They espoused the cause
of the Reformation, embraced the new
faith, and championed religious toler-
ance, freedom of thought and utter-
ance and non-conformity in all its
forms. The Electors of the Palatin-
ate were fearless champions of Pro-
testantism, the single exeeption being
John William, and his attempt in
1690 to urge a return to the old faith
ended disastrously for himself. The
Palatinate continued solidly and stub-
bornly Protestant.

In 1686 the princes of Germany
bound themselves together against
Louis in the League of Augsburg.
The soul of this movement was Prlpce
William of Orange. His ambition
was to consolidate Protestant Holla_nd,
Germany and the Palatinate against
the aggression of the Roman Ca_tholle
French monarch. England was indif-
ferent, besides the sympathles of tl}e
King of England were with .LOIHS.
Louis’s reply to the presumption of
the League was to again over-run Pro-
testant Palatine under the pretext of
punishing them for their open hospi-
tality towards the French Protestants
who fled from France on the revoca-
tion of the Edict of Nantes. Prince
and peasant, statesman and vine-
dresser suffered alike. Many per-
ished, but, as Macaulay has said:
“Enough survived to fill Europe
with beggars who had once been
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prosperous shop-keepers and farmers.”

Terrible as had been the blow to
the Palatinate it proved to be, ulti-
mately, the means of their deliver-
ance. The rumoured birth of a son
and heir to James of England was
only too true. This infant Prince of
Wales sealed the doom of the Stuarts
and finally of Louis in France. The
rule of James had been intolerable to
conscientious Catholic and Protestant
alike. Parliament had been insulted,
the people systematically plundered,
Justice raped, learning prostituted
and the royal palace made a reeking
nest of bastard aristocracy, scheming
Jesuitry and fawning, vascillating,
arrogant misgovernment. James pro-
duced proof of the legitimaey of his
heir. England saw in him the per-
petuation of all the loathsome and
hateful régime of his.father, and
secretly the Protestant Lords sent an
invitation to the Prince of Orange,
urging him to intervene and save
England. William accepted and has-
tened to make the necessary prepara-
tions.

Just then the impending storm
breaks in Europe. France attacks.
Here Louis made the great error of
his life. He directs his operations
first against Protestant Germany and
not Holland, leaving William free to
cross to England, an event fraught
with grave consequences for the am-
bitious Louis. William anchors on the
fifth of November in Torbay with
thirteen thousand men. The Protes-
tant Lords rally all England to his
banners. The King’s army scatters
from Salisbury without giving battle.
William’s triumph is instant and com-
plete. James is openly assisted to
escape and embarks December the
twenty-third for France. By the
Declaration of Rights in Whitehall
February the thirteenth, 1689, Wil-
liam and Mary, Prince and Princess
of Orange, were declared King and
Queen of England.

In the meantime Louis completed
the eapture of the whole country west
of the Rhine. His armies overran the

- Palatinate and penetrated as far as
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Witemburg. But James’s arrival
caused the invader to fall back on a
war of defense. Brutal and inhuman
were the ravages perpetrated in his
retreat from the Rhine. The Pala-
tinate was again turned into a desert
and a smoking ruin. The palace of
the Elector of Heidelberg was sacked
and the venerable tombs of the em-
perors at Speyer mutilated and out-
raged. ;

William became firmly established
in England. Trained on the battle-
fields of Europe, he perfected the
power that was eventually to emanci-
pate that Europe from the impudent
serfdom of Louis, sweep the fleets of
France from the seas and scatter the
enemies of England where ever they
were found. It is true that during
the wars of the Spanish Sucecession
the Palatinate was again invaded and
spoliated, but the great Marlborough
showed that France was not invin-
cible. He made England a name to con-
jure with. Culprit kings quaked at
the thought of an indignant England.
He caused the oppressed of every
nation, and harassed of every colour,
the distressed of every cult and creed
to feel that they had an asylum of
hope and a refuge in Mother Eng-
land. During his time the Naturaliz-
ation Aect was passed, promising a
home in England or her colonies to
refugees from France or any other
country where life was made intoler-
able, guaranteeing not only protec-
tion of their life and property but
safeguarding their civil and religious
liberty as well.

The spring of 1708 saw the first
fruits of the act, fifty-two Palatines
led by their Lutheran minister,
Joshua Kockerthall, land in England.
They at once petitioned to be sent to
America, the Mecca of colonists, ad-
venturers and traders. Each settle-
ment in the New World was inspired
and promoted by impulses widely
variant from the others. While some
indeed seemed identical in that their
raison d’etre was a desire to escape
from religious or political persecu-
tion or to better their material con-

ditions, yet there were great differ-
ences of another nature. The settle-
ments were divided by many years in
point of time. The lands from which
the settlers originally haled were
widely separated and widely variant.
They were of a different race, wor-
shipped at other shrines, possessed
political ideals that were diametrie-
ally opposite and expanded and de-
veloped according to their own in-
herent genius. The English Protest-
ants located in Massachusetts and
Virginia, the Dutch in New York.
The continental catholics settled in
Maryland and the Germans in Penn-
sylvania. Consequently the Board of
Trade recommended “that they be
settled on the Hudson River in the
Province of New York, where they
may be useful, particularly in the
production of naval stores and as a
frontier against the French and In-
dians”. They were accordingly sent
out under Lord Lovelace, Governor
of New York, given agricultural em-
ployment, and located on Quassaick
Creek where Newburgh now stands,
so named after the then reigning
house of the Palatinate. :
About the month of May, in the fol-
lowing year (1709), the highways
from the Rhine to Rotterdam swarmed
with eager hordes of pilgrims on
their way to London and to liberty.
The hospitality of the people of Rot-
terdam was severely tried by this
vast army of voluntary exiles. The
British ministry had committed itself
in legislation, it was now compelled
to put this proferred hospitality into
effect. Therefore they consented to
receive 5,000 and provide transporta-
tion for them. But by June of the
same year the 5,000 had become 7,000 !
Queen Anne and her government be-
came gravely concerned. The stream
of pilgrims flowed on with a sug-
gestion of endlessness. Nothing could
stop them. They were an army of
indomitable and optimistic Calebs and
Joshuas. Agents were hurriedly des.
patched through Holland, sent up the
Rhine and even rushed to the court
of Elector John William of the Pala.
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tinate in a wild but futile attempt to
stay the flood-tide bearing Eastward.
By October there were 15,000 in
England.

What was to be done? They were
no ghost army, no phantom troopers
to be banished with an angust wave
of the hand, a petulant gesture, but a
tangible, palpable and a_disquieting
fact. Hundreds and thousands of
facts, hungry too and without clothes
and shelter. Their general misery
and helplessness, and the.fact that
they were from the Palatinate, and
therefore staunchly and notoriously
Protestant moved the “Good Queen
Anne” with tender sympathy and
compassionate humanity. She was
not alone in her charitable resolve.
Behind her stood the mighty and un-
conquerable Marlborough, the pol-
ished and gallant statesman Suther-
land, and the tolerant and courageous
churchman Gilbert Burnet, _Lord
Bishop of Salisbury. Each pll.grlm
from the Palatinate was to receive a
daily allowance in money of nine
pence, not much, it is true, but yet
adequate for their few simple neces-
sities. Besides this the Queen or-
dered army tents from the Tower,
and set aside all government ware-
houses not in use to shelter them
from the inclemencies of the English
autumn until more permanent ar-
rangements could be devised.

Finally it was decided by the Board
of Trade that some should be settle_d
within the United Kingdom. To this
end £5 for each immigrant was offeljed
to those parishes who would receive
and settle them. Some became finally
absorbed in this manner and proved
clever craftsmen and worthy citlzgns.
But, as was to be expected, the lives
of many were made intolerable once
the government largess had been reo.
ceived, so once again they were ecom-
pelled to plod the weary way back
to Blackheath. Numerous schemes
were attempted to dispose qf them.
About 4,000 settled on farms in Mun-
ster and became efficient and wealthy.
The Carolinas, partially colonized by
French Huguenots, absorbed about
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100 families. Another futile attempt
was made to settle 600 on Seilly
Island, the experiment costing about
$7,000,000. A contract to place 500
on the Barbados evidently got no
further than the speculative stage.
About 750 were repatriated, several
hundreds enlisted in the British
army and Death, that tireless reaper,
claimed about 1,000, .

Deliverance came from a totally
unexpected quarter. Peter Schuyler
and Col. Nicholson were on a mission
to the Court of St. James with four
Mohawk chieftains. During their
stay they were taken to Blackheath
to see the strange people that had
migrated there, the unhappy colony
being regarded as one of the “sights”.
Their wretchedness prompted the Mo-
hawk braves to offer the Palatines
homes and lands in hospitable Am-
erica, and to render their promise
practical and effective they give
Queen Anne a really royal grant of
land on the Schoharie. In the month
of March, 1710, Governor Robert
Hunter set sail with ten ships and
about 3,500 Palatines for America.
Nine of these reached New York in
June and’ July. One ship, “The
Spectre Ship” or “The Palatine Ship”
was lost on the Long Island coast, its
fate being shrouded in mystery.

The Schoharie “reserye” is, there-
fore, the original colony from which
the German loyalists of Canada came.
Miscellaneous additions were made up
till the end of the War of Indepen-
dence, but they were infrequent, and
of an entirely individual character.
It must be remembered further that
these Palatines are not to be confused
with the colony brought out in the
New Netherland by Skipper Cor-
nelis Jacobs of Hoorn, “mostly of
Walloons” and landed on Castle
Island and the island of Manhates
(New York). Those who survived the
ocean voyage were housed on Nuttan
Island for half a year while farms
were being marked off for them and
surveyed. In the meantime g great
many of the orphan children found
employment in New York.
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Misfortunte and disappointment
awaited the remainder. Governor
Hunter purchased 6,000 acres of land
east of the Hudson River and placed
many of the refugees there to manu-
facture pine tar for the British navy.
Some occupied the huts that were
hastily constructed and commenced
work. Many enlisted in the ill-fated
expedition of Sir Hovenden Walker
against the French in Canada. As
the summer wore on the workers grew
discontented. Many threw up the
pine tar business. They had been for
generations men of the soil and they
wanted farms of their own. They
were ill fed, scantily clothed and
poorly paid. The Governor tempor-
arily pacified and intimidated them,
but the power to spell-bind soon for-
sook him. The whole venture failed,
the tar project was abandoned and
the unhappy Palatines once more left
to drift and shift for themselves. Some
sought employment with New York
and New Jersey farmers. Some few
remained on the Hudson River estate.
About three dozen families moved
south and founded the town of Rhine-
beck. Others still moved to the
estate on the west bank of the Hudson.
But by far the largest number defied
the order disallowing them, on pain
of being treated as deserters, to leave
the provinece, and dispatched seven
deputies to report on the lands of the
Schoharie granted to their people by
the Queen. A small party sets out in
the winter of 1712-1713, the heralds
and forerunners. The hardships and
privations they experienced were un-
known even in the Palatinate. The
Dutch befriended them and the In-
dians taught them how to live in the
wilds, to protect themselves against
the bitter weather, wild beasts and
discover food in unsuspected places.
The spring saw about 100 more fam-
ilies arrive. But the Governor for-
bade them to settle and the great
landowners .denied them farms, and
so began a struggle, bitter and in-
tense, that lasted for upwards of a
decade. Some bought farms, others
became tenants and the rest moved to
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Mohawk lands. Here for almost half
a century they lived peacefully. The
desert blossomed as the rose. The
lands they chose were the fairest and
most fertile in all the Mohawk Valley,
and under their thrift and indomit-
able perseverance the fields that gent-
ly sloped to the Hudson soon resem-
bled the smiling gardens among the
vine-clad cottages in the old Father-
land on the Rhine.

Other immigrants came to America
from Germany but the unsavoury his-
tory of the New York Colony promp-
ted them to seek homes elsewhere. It
is due to the enterprise of Governor
William Keith of Pennsylvania that
his province became the haven of
hordes of prosperous Palatines. While
attending a council of Indians in
1772 at Albany he was struck with
the misery and discontent of the Ger-
man colonists and offered them all
“freedom and justice” in his provinee.
We are told that about two-thirds ac-
cepted. At last they were happy, and
it is cause for no surprise that when
the War of Independence broke out
three years later that the Palatines
of Pennsylvania, about 200,000 strong
and almost one half the population
either took arms with the rebels ox’-
else remained coldly neutral. How-
ever, many years later, hundreds of
xrermans, who had grown tired of re-
publican government, emigrated tq
Upper Canada there to enjoy again
British institutions, dwelling chiefly
in the vicinity of fortified posts on the
Niagara and St. Clair rivers.

But what of those that remained?
The great final struggle that had been
brewing between ambitious Franee
and anxious and jealous England fin-
ally broke upon Europe in all its fury.
In November, 1757, Belletre with g
mob of drunken and infuriateq
French and Indians swept down the
valley of the Hudson and only thege
who erossed to the south and entereq
the fort escaped with their lives. But
every building was burned, forty wepe
killed and more than 1,000 taken as
hostages. Next year the south side
met the same fate, with the exception
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that there was greater material dam-
age and less loss of life. The English
alliance with the Indians and al§o .the
Palatines as fostered by Sir William
Johnson, a man of exceptional astute-
ness and farsightedness, turned the
scale in favour of England. It is true
that the Germans were somewhat
divided, but it is also true that the
majority remained loyal, and this in
spite of a concerted effort on the part
of France for years to disrupt those
settlements favourable to England, by
seditious rumours of every kind.
French officers, flushed with wine, had
openly declared that though the Eng-
lish were in a great majority, they
were too slow and that they (the
French) intended to take the Ohio
Valley and “by God to keep it”.
France received her answer in Sep-
tember, 1759, when General James
Wolfe wrested Quebec from The
Sieur de Montcalm. “Egad, they give
way everywhere!” Parkman, speaking
of the victory says: “With it began a
new chapter in the annals of the
world.” Green, in his “History' of the
English People” affirmed—"“with the
triumph of Wolfe on the Heights of
Abraham began the histqry of the
United States.” John Fiske wrote
that “the triumph of Wolfe marks the
greatest turning pom_t‘ as yet d1§-
covered in modern history”. This
importance was due to the fact that
the brilliant coup d’etat decided f(_)r-
ever for North America that her civ-
ilization should be English rather than
nch.
FrI(f‘or a decade afterwards the Pala-
tines enjoyed peace. December, 1775,
saw the hostilities renewed against
them. Philip Schuyler with 4,000 New
England troops descended upon them
to seize their arms and.demand from
them assurances of strict neutrality.
Everything asked for was granted,
but to make the pledge still more
binding numerous hostages were ear-
ried off to Connecticut. However in
spite of this, on a mere pretext, the
soldiers fell upon the defenseless
colonists and plundered and ravaged
everywhere. Even the vault contain-
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ing the remains of Governor Sir Wil-
liam Johnson was violated and the
leaden casket melted and cast into
bullets. Schuyler received the appro-
bation of Congress for his “gallant”
conduct. Insults, violations, raids,
outrages of every kind and intensity
now became common and even habit-
ual. Only one thing was left to be
done, flight, and that without any
delay. Sir John Johnson heard of the
new indignities that were in store.

Hurriedly burying his private
papers and trusting his treasure to a
faithful negro slave, he mustered 200
friends and followers and hastily de-
parted, by a secret route for Montreal.
After suffering untold agony from
hunger, and exposure, many falling
from sheer exhaustion, they reached
the city the next day after it had
been entered by Sir Guy Carleton on
the heels of the rebels. Caughnawaga
Indian scouts were immediately sent
out’' to rescue those who had fallen
en route, and also to the Mohawk to
escort other malcontents and loyalists
to British posts.

Sir John Johnson, son and heir
of the great Sir William, on July
7th was granted the privilege of
recruiting a battalion among his fol-
lowers and the Loyalists around
Johnstown on the Mohawk. The bat-
talion was called “The King’s Royal
Regiment of New York” or “The
Royal Yorkers” or “Royal Greens”.
In the fall the battalion was complefe,
Yet another was formed in 1780, The
majority of these regiments were,
strangely enough, Palatines, who.
though they had felt the rigour of war
and bivouae yet had no military train-
ing. There were many Palatines too
in Butler’s “Rangers”. Tt is not,
known how many died in the various
campaigns of the six gruelling years
of border warfare, in the numerous
perilous enterprises of the “Royal -
Yorkers”, or how many died from ex-
posure in prison or were executed by
the foe. The number must have been
great. When peace at last settled
over the land again a thousand or
more of German Loyalists from these
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various units settled in eastern On-
tario.

The government in Canada set
about almost immediately to make
proper provision for these Palatine
Loyalists to the British Crown. In
the spring of 1784 the regiments were
broken up and settled along the St.
Lawrence River from Glengarry to
the Bay of Quinte. The Highland
Scotech Roman Catholies were placed
farthest east by their French co-re-
ligionists, then the Scotch Presbyter-
ians, next the Palatines and lastly the
English to the west. So was laid the
primitive foundation of Ontario. Dif-
fering in race, speaking in different
tongues, worshipping at other altars,
yet they possessed a common bond, an
overmastering love of freedom and of
tolerance, and an enduring pride in
and affection for British institutions.
And this bond of unity was no fleet-
ing or ephemeral thing, for the
sons of those who once sacrificed lives
and all for a “United Empire” but
yesterday poured out a costly sacrifice
with their French, Scotch and English
brothers and compatriots on those
historic battlefields of Europe, and
within sight of the ancient eradle of
freedom, the Palatine on the Rhine.

The forests of Upper Canada were

cleared and upon the banks of the
ancient and majestic St. Lawrence
again appeared the fields of smiling
plenty of the fertile valley of the Hud-
son, and the vine cottages that nestled
along the banks of the Rhine. Here
towns were built and flourished, mon-
uments to the enterprise and integrity
of those whose forebears had caused
Mannheim and Worms to spring like
fairy tents from the wilds of northern
forests. And here upon the banks of
the St. Lawrence was built by the
Lutheran Palatines the first Protest-
ant church in Canada. The first pastor

-was the Rev. Samuel Schwerdfeger,

who had been terrorized by the rebels,
humiliated, plundered and imprison-
ed all because he continued to be loyal
and to exhort his scattered flock on the
Mohawk to be faithful in their alle-
giance to the British sovereign. A
country founded on such devotion and
loyalty, and permeated from its very
beginning by a genius and a passion
for political and religious liberty, ever
possessing the elements of permanent
worth, cannot fail to achieve a high
and holy and an honourable destiny,
standing as a monument and a living
memorial to the zeal, the character and
the vision of those who “bowed the
woods beneath their sturdy stroke”,

o
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GREART CANADIAN ORATORS

BY ALBERT R. HASSARD

X1.—BISHOP BALDWIN

M N orator, whose brilliant
powers of speech, were
unquestioned, was that
phosphorescent expres-
sion of eloquence, spirit-
uality and lovability, Dr,
Maurice S. Baldwin, third Anglican
Bishop of the diocese of Hurop, in
the Province of Ontario. Bishop
Baldwin was connected by both blood
and genius with the famous_ house
bearing his name, a house Whlc}_1 for
several generations has furnished
jurists for the bench, leaders for the
bar, orators for the public platform
and the forum, statesmen and law-
makers for the legislaplYe chamber
and the senate house, divines for the
pulpit, and incumbents for other
positions of influence and _authomty.

Maurice Scollard Baldwin was born
in the City of Toronto on the twenty-
first day of June, 1836. In Cana.da
we have not yet learned‘to.ast_:r.lbe
much reverence to those uninviting
piles of faded brick and crumbling
mortar which bear some association
with the introduction of genius to
our planet; consequently Baldwm.’s
birthplace has been swept away in
the onward rush of a hlghly devel-
oped modern progress. His parents
were people of considerable means, of
excellent education, and of a high
social standing. The son therefpre
was enabled to obtain an education
quite independent of the ordinary
public schools of the land. As a
youth he attended Uppex: Canad_a
College, and during a portion of his
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stay in that institution, was brought
into contact with other youths, who,
like himself, were destined to figure
conspicuously in the future history
of Canada. The Blakes, the Harri-
sons, the Camerons, the Cockburns,
and many. other men, on whose car-
eers Fame was yet to set heavily her
mark, were contemporaries of Bald-
win at Upper Canada. From there,
he went to Trinity University to fit
himself for the work of the Anglican
ministry. His college career' was not
very eventful, although he stood high
in his classes during the years he
spent within the Gothie walls of
noble Trinity. He appears to have
been in his youth what he was in
later years, endowed with a large
amount of ordinary common sense,
without any of the variable eccen-
tricities of precocious genius,

In 1859 he graduated from the Uni-
versity as Master of Arts, and in the
following year he was ordained a
deacon of the Church. Two years
later he became a curate, and was
placed in charge of the Anglican
Church of St. Thomas, in the south-
ern Ontario city which bears the same
name. He remained in St. Thomas
for but a short time, after which he
was placed in charge of St. Paul’s
Church in Port Dover. This pleas-
antly situated harbour on the shores
of Lake Erie was at that time a vil-
lage quite extensively renowned for
the trade which it carried on in the
twin industries of lumbering and fish-
ing. Since that era the vast and
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valuable forests of America have dis-
appeared before the altogether exag-
gerated demands of commerce, and
the saw-mills and lumbering camps,
which for several generations pictur-
esquely adorned the banks of many a
rushing river upon this continent,
have vanished, never again to return.

The occupation of fishing is still car- -

ried on very actively in the neigh-
bourhood of Port Dover; for although
the relentless axe has robbed the coun-
try of its timber, no art of man that
has yet been discovered and no vand-
alism in the disguise of an imperative
commercial exigeney, can impair the
apparently exhaustless treasures of
the mighty inland seas of North
America.

Among the inhabitants of Port
Dover Baldwin laboured for a little
less than two years. In that time he
had won the hearts of the people, by
reason of his gentle disposition,
which seemed to fairly sparkle in the
merriment of his eye, and also by
reason of his oratorical powers,
which were fast reaching a golden
maturity. His sermons were human
even beyond the ordinary; and he at-
tained heights of eloquence, which,
although not aimed to ascend above
the intellectual comprehension of the
simple labourérs who formed such a
large part of the population, were
quite uncommon in one of his ability,
who had been placed in his rather
limited and not too promising sur-
roundings. Although his stay in this
new sphere was of brief duration,
he left an impression upon the people
which has descended almost undimin-
ished to a different generation, and is
still sweet and fresh in the minds of
some of the venerable residents of
Port Dover.

In 1865 Baldwin was removed to a
larger arena of activity. He became
Rector of St. Luke’s, one of the lar-
oest Anglican Churches in Montreal.
There he won the reputation of being
a versatile and eloquent preacher,
and many people, neither members of
his church nor of his religious de-
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nomination, flocked to hear his earnest
preaching and to profit by his ae-
complished oratory.

One of the greatest pulpits in Can-
ada—Christ’s Church Cathedral of
Montreal—afterwards became vacant,
and to it Baldwin went in 1870 as its
pastor. There his ministrations both
among the people and as a preacher
were repetitions of his previous sue-
cesses in western Ontario. His ef-
forts produced noticeable and speedy
results, and his congregations rapidly
became more numerous. Other elo-
quent preachers were there in his
neighbourhood, but he easily satisfied
the exacting demands of the worship-
pers, and held his own in the face
of all possible rivalry. In 1871 he
was created a Canon of the Cathedral,
and when, in the following year, the
Very Reverend Doctor Bethune
passed away, Baldwin became his sue-
cessor as Rector. This position he
held until 1879, when he was ap-
pointed to the responsible office of
Dean of Montreal. This dignity he

retained until 1883, when the com-

mand came to him to cease his labours
in the commercial capital of Canada
accompanied by the invitation to
ascend to a still higher post of
honour and usefulness.

In 1883 Baldwin was consecrated
Bishop of Huron, in Ontario, and in
consequence was required to forsake
Montreal for his new residence in
London. Before leaving, however, he
was given a princely farewell at the
hands of the entire population of the
City, where he had lived so long, and
where he had unconsciously grown
to be wuniversally beloved and hon-
oured.

In London, Baldwin found himself
not very far from his birthplace, anq
within range of his early surround-
ings. There he spent the useful pe.
mainder of his life, which continueq
for another score of years. While pe.
siding in London, he preached, lee-
tured, and spoke extensively, and in-
creased his already established repu-
tation as an orator. He rapidly as-
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cended to a foremost place in Church
cireles, while in all the philanthopies
of western Ontario, he was an ac-
knowledged leader. He speedily won
the hearts of the people of his diocese,
and as a master of the noble art of
the public speaker, he had few rivals
between Toronto and Detroit. He
took part in many of the great events
which occupied the attention of the
Anglican clergy during the momen-
tous years which followed his conse-
cration. He attended and partiei-
pated conspicuously in the famous
Lambeth Conferenée in England,
which was held in the year 1887, and
again in the following one at the
same place in the succeeding year.
There his voice mingled with the
voices of the illustrious divines of
England, and he surprised some of
the rather less informed delegates to
that ancient assembly who were not
acquainted with the fact that Upper
(Canada had . ceased to raise buf-
faloes and red Indians, and was
intent on raising scholars and orators.
Not only did he display, before those
bodies of famous men, an eloquence
which brought the look of amazement
to the faces, and the burst of ap-
plause from the lips, of those who
had been charmed and stirred by the
mighty oratory of Gladstone, .of
Bright and of Beaconsﬁel(}, but he
contributed useful information to the
discussions, and wisdom to the con-
clusions of the conferences. He
taught the people of England, that
when the sun went down each night
upon the glory of European civiliza-
tion and happiness, it did not slip
into an Atlantic Ocean of boundless
desolation, but that it merely set upon
the British Isles to rise in all its
Juminous splendour upon a Dominion
beyond the Seas where newer hopes

~ were blossoming, where vaster ideals

were developing, where old world
errors were disappearing, and where
a’brighter future for humanity was
slowly evolving into being. He con-
firmed the notion which was fast
spreading over England, that a new

British Empire was unfolding upon
the Continent of North America,
where statesmen, preachers, orators
and thinkers were striving with many
complex problems, and wrestling with
much darkness, in the hope that the
western hemisphere would one day
perform its serious part in establish-
ing a millenium upon this earth.

In 1890 Bishop Baldwin was sent
as a delegate to the Union Conference
of the Territories, held in Winnipeg,
then rapidly growing to be a fit custo-
dian of the countless interests which
were arising and developing on the
extensive plains of western Canada.
He brought to that city of the sunset
enthroned upon the harvest gilded
plains of beautiful Manitoba, a touch
of old Ontario’s eloquence, to delight
those who still bore some remem-
brance of an art which thrilled and
inspired them, in the years before
they had turned their eyes towards
the visions and the promises of the
prairies. There as in England, his
oratory and his earnestness enchanted
and convineed thousands of eager and
delighted listeners. In 1896 he was
appointed to represent his diocese at
the Epworth League conference in
the great capital of the vast Ameri-
can Republic. For generations the
splendid and polite City of Washing-
ton had echoed with marvellous ora-
tory; Webster and Sumner, Phillips,
and Everett, Calhoun and Douglas,
Conkling and a hundred other orators
had left their echoes ringing in her
thousand assembly halls. Yet in that
city of eloquence and of memories,
Bishop Baldwin’s stirring oratory
captivated the hearts of thousands to
whom the potency of the human voice
was both a vision and a reality. As
he had revealed the American con-
tinent to Englishmen ten years pre-
viously, so at this time he revealed to
the world’s greatest republic the exist-
ence of an erudite and cultivated Do-
minion of Canada which lay, throb-
bing with life and possibility, a little
to the north of New York and Penn-
sylvania, and stretching beyond cities,
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towns and farms until its loveliness don was ever well attended, and the

was lost in the frozen sea.

Bishop Baldwin was also honoured
in many ways during his years of
residence in London. He was elected
President of the Lord’s Day Alliance,
a society which has done much to
snatech the Sabbath from the desecra-
tors of its sanctity; and he was also
for some years President of the west-
ern branch of the Upper Canada
Bible Society. He was chairman of
local charities, and held other prom-
inent and helpful offices in a number
of important and beneficial organiza-
tions. He preached constantly, with
his eustomary simplicity, his genuine
zeal, and his unfaltering eloquence,
He also constantly maintained an ap-
preciation of the fact that men and
women persistently hungered for
something new, and he strove at all
times to supply this very necessary
demand. His great Church in Lon-

spell of his rich and passionate elo-
quence spread not only over his con-

gregation, but also over London and

much of western Ontario.

In 1908, advanced in years, but yet
with his whole being in close contaect
with every throb of the social and
spiritual, as well as the intellectual
needs of his swiftly moving age, he
died, preserving to the last his splen-
did powers, and retaining to the end
the love and veneration of thousands
to whom he was as a protector, a
guide and a father in the land. The
lines which Virna Sheard wrote about
that time as a tribute to the fame of
the great English impersonator of
human emotions and passions, Sir
Henry Irving, may be fittingly ap-
plied to one, who, though no imper-
sonator, yet gave every evidence of
knowing human emotions and pas-
sions to the very depths:

No more the sea of faces turned to thine,

Swayed by impassioned word and
breathless pause;

No more the triumph of thine art,—no

more

The thunder of applause.

oy
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McKILLIGAN’S BRIDGE

BY LOUISE RICHARDSON RORKE

ANDON, have we a man
named McKilligan on
this division ¥’

It was Thomson, the
new Divisional Superin-
tendent who asked the
question, his hand covering the
mouth-piece of the telephone. The
Divisional Engineer looked up from
kis blue-prints.

“The men say—"’, he began.

“What has he to do with MecKilli-
gan’s bridge?” §oal

“Everything. He built it.

“What! Old Pat McKilligan!”
But this man says—It’s Jimmy
Kinelly. Hold the line a minute,
Jimmy—says there’s  something
wrong at the bridge—wants me to
send out Jeffrey with the repair gang,
and—no, listen, Landon! He says
Pat McKilligan told him.”

“What!” exclaimed Landon. He
sprang up and passed around the
table to Thomson’s side, “Let me talk
to him,” he said. :

“Hello, Kinelly! Landon speaking.

What’s wrong at the bridge? ... ..
You don’t know! . . . .. Only fifteen
minutes ago; wasn’t that late? . . . .
And couldn’t find anything? . . . . .

You’ve been drinking, Jimmy. You
must be drunk! Go home and go to
bed, man. We’ll put Williams on your
beat . ... What? . ... Oh, nonsense!”
Landon rang off uncertainly, but
as he turned away the telephone bell
clanged out sharply, and.he re-pos-
sessed himself of the receiver.

“Hello! . . . . What! Who’s speak-
gt .. . Helloli o Hellod ..o, .
Who's speaking? . . . . He’s gone!
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. ... We've lost connection! My God,
Thomson, where’s Jeff? 1 must find
him.” ,

He turned to confront the young
engineer himself.

“Jeff,” he cried, “What used Me-
Killigan to call you¢”

“That engineerin’ shtep-son o’ me
own,” said Jeffrey.

“Yes, yes,” Landon cried, “that’s
what he said just now, now, over the
telephone. ‘Send the bridge repair
gang down to the Little Devil—dJef-
frey with ’em, that engineerin’ shtep-
son o’ me own’.”

“Landon, what do you meant What
are you talking about?”

“He spoke to me, I téll you,” cried
Landon, “Old Pat himself. There’s
something wrong with his bridge.”

Jeffrey strode across the room and
grasped the chief engineer by the
shoulder.

“Are you drunk” he said, or
crazy ! You know MeKilligan died six
years ago.”

Thomson’s hand flew to the tele-
phone. “Give me Kinelly,” he said
hoarsely.

Half an hour later Kinelly' came,
white-faced and eager. At first he
told his story incoherently in answer
to their questioning; then, his eyes on
Jeffrey’s face, he started again, telling
him the tale in his own way. These
two had worked together under Ould
Pat on the Mountain Division—
Kinelly a “rough-neck” on the
heavier construction, Jeffrey a cub
engineer getting his first breaking in.
Both knew well the pride of the old
Irishman in the bridge which spanned
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the Little Devil Gorge—“McKilligan’s
Bridge” it was called for the length
of the line. Both remembered the
terrible spring freshets of 1910 when
all the force of the Little Devil raged
against the huge abutments, flinging
upon them battering-rams of forest
giants and attacking them by means
of insidious sappers in the form of
swirling currents and treacherous
back waters. In the struggle which
saved the bridge—the only bridge
left on a hundred miles of the
Mountain Division—both had had
their part. Side by side, waist deep
in the swirling water, they had fought
the overwhelming tyranny of the
flood ; side by side they had struggled
vainly to aid their chief, swept, stun-
ned and helpless, into the foaming tor-
rent in the ruin of his improvised
breakwater. And when the flood had
sunk again to its old levels, together
they had followed the sullen river and
found at last the big brave body in
which the kindly Irish heart had ceas-
ed to beat, . - It was to Jeffrey as to
a comrade that Kinelly told the story.

"“You know, Mr. Jeffrey, the wee
bye’s been sick-like for days—that
fretful an’ shtrange that it’s all the
missis can do to mind him. An’ to-
night she got some sort of quare
notion that the little chap *ud maybe
be slippin’ away—she’s half sick wi’
worryin’—an’ she was feared to be
left alone wi’ him—an’ so, God for-
give me! whin I came just to the end
o’ McKilligan’s Bridge, sor, an’ cud
see the thrack all shtraight an’ safe
for miles ahead in the moonlight, I
knows it must be right, an’ back I
turns, me heart inside me sore wi’
worryin’ over the wee lad. An’ while
I was thinkin’ o’ the lad an’ her-
self there, alone an’ ‘afraid—an’ be-
fore God, niver a thought o’ nothin’
else—I heard him call me back. Yis,
sor, he called me—Ould' Pat Me-
Killigan himself. ‘Kinelly! says
he, an’ I turned, an’ there was the

thrack an’ the moonlight all shtill-

like—so I knew I was dramin’ in me
-mind an’ I wint on—ten fate or more
—till he called me, sharp-like.
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“ Kinelly!” says he, an’ when I
turned, ‘Jimimy Kinelly,” says he,
a-swearin’ promiscous, like he always
did, ‘For what did I brow-beat ye,
an’ lick ye to shape?—to be walkin®

_short o’ yer bate?

“Yis, sor; an’ back I goes. Afraid?
No, sor, not of Ould Pat McKilligan.
But I knows—I knows, Mr. Jeffrey,
though I can’t tell ye why, that there’s
something wrong with the Ould
Man’s bridge. An’ back I goes, an’
down, an’ around it all underneath at
the fill an’ out to the ’butments. The
water’s higher, sor, but not more than
a foot, not within twenty inches of
whin the bridge was built, just they’re

lettin’ more over the dam at the big

mill. The fishplates are tight an’ all
the shpokes are driven, an’ ivery-
thing’s in line—an’ I can’t find B
Mr. Jeffrey, the bridge is as right as
the thrack forninst this window—an?
he won’t let me go! There’s some-
thing wrong I can’t find! An’ whin
he found I cudn’t find it—an’ he
shwore at me for fair—a dammeq
stupid gomeril an’ worse!—Oh, T
never heard him, sor; I knowed all
the time he was doin’ it—somehow T
knowed it. An’ thin says he—an’
cudn’t make it out at -first—an’ me
shtandin’ down there by the ’butment
in the moonlight an’ thryin’ to get it,
—an’ thin, shure like a flash o’ God’s
light I knowed; “Jeffrey, Jeffrey,
Jeffrey,’ says he, ‘that engineerin’®
shtepson o’ me own.” An’ whin I ran,
sor, for the tillyphone he never call-
ed me back. And I got ’em here, an’
—shure there’s something wrong with
his bridge, an’ the ixpress comin’ by
in an hour! ‘Havers’ ye’re sayin’,
’Tis not, sor. ’Twas Ould Pat Me-
Killigan as tould me. Come on, sor.
an’ bring the men;—shure they’ré
half at the roundhouse yet.

“Yes,” said Jeffrey dazedly, half
convineed.

Landon spoke.

“You called Mr. Thomson,” he said
“and then I—” . -

“Thin ye wudn’t belave me, ap’
rang off, an’ thin—thin I gh
back for the bridge an’ Scottie came
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runnin’ from- the section house in a
minute sayin’ ye wanted me, an’
now” :

But Landon had ceased to listen; he
was giving curt eager orders to the
round-house. At his first word Jef-
frey had turned from .the room,
“Come on, Kinelly,” he cried.

“You fellows are all‘crazy,” said
Thomson. :

Landon, white-faced, looked at h}m
across the table. “Thomson,” he said,
“ag sure as I'm here Ould Pat Me-
Killigan spoke to me on that ’phone
to-night.”

“Nonsense,” said Thomson, “one
drunk Irishman sends you all insane.
You, in your sober senses claiming a
telephone message from hell! Is this
a figment of Kinelly’s Irish brain, or
has it foundation in established
superstition ?”’

Landon admitted the latter. Men
had reported Pat in charge of his
bridge more than once. , It was cur-
rent talk that the old engineer him-
self walked it in every storm. After
the “big snow” when the road from
Domrey to St. Hubert’s was buried
in drifts and the ploughs took twelve
hours to get through to Arkwright
McKilligan’s bridge was clear —
a trick of the wind, of course; but
Quinlan said—"

An engine puffed up from the
yards, and Landon, ceasing abruptly,
turned to draw on a coat from the peg
behind the door. . :

“Coming ?” he asked.

“No,” said Thomson shortly, yet he,
too, rose and walked to the platform.
The engine with the auxiliary at-
tached was panting excitedly. Young
Marsh was in charge, for McDougal,
whose regular she was, had gone up to
the boarding-house. Workmen, a
dozen or so, were gathered in the ca-
boose and among them Thomson saw
Landon and Phil Jeffrey still in his
shirt-sleeves. As he watched Willett
gave the signal and the engine pulled
out, gathering speed as she went.
Thomson swung himself aboard.

It was barely a ten-minute run to
the bridge, and for the most part it
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was made in silence. The men, hav-
ing just come in from a long shift,
either “groused” in an undertone or
smoked stoically, Kinelly and Jef-
frey conversed in low tones at inter-
vals. Thomson caught MecKilligan’s
name a dozen times and Kinelly’s
“D’ye raymimber?” For the most
part, he noted, Jeffrey was silent,
Landon. had picked up a paper and
appeared to be reading: It was a
morning Globe with a date that was
three weeks past.

The engine slowed down, per-
ceptibly.  “Phwat’s this?”’ said
Kinelly and Jeffrey answered
laconically, “Bridge approach”. The

men stood up and reached for coats
and caps. The door opened and the
cool night air blew in. Landon threw
down his papeér with relief. As he
swung from the caboose he was
greeted by a vista of silent moonlight
and silvery track stretching un-
brokenly eastward.

“What fools we are!
we are,” he said.

He stood uncertain watching the
others. Thomson had paused to light
a cigar in the lee of the train, and the
men had fallen into an uncertain
group waiting for orders. But the
young engineer, with Willets the fore-
man of the bridge gang, and Kinelly,
and Maclin from the section station a
few rods away were already crossing
the bridge. Landon watched them
walk to the end and return slowly.
At the near end they separated and
disappeared under the bridge. The
minutes lengthened. Somebody in the
gang had a deck of cards and the
men moved back to the caboose to
play. Thomson, walking gingerly
along the yielding ballast of the fill,
strolled up to the engine and began
to talk to the engineer. Landon join-
ed them, but he stood silent, scarcely
listening to Thomson’s banter and
Marsh’s boyish replies.

The long fill shone gray-golden in
the moonlight, blotted here and there
with the sharp black shadows of the
pine trees on the opposite slope to-
ward which the moon was sinking.

‘What fools
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The engine had erept up to within a
few rods of the bridgehead and Lap-
don watched the long uncertain
shadows of the smoke uncurl and
glide down the steep sides of the big
fill and lose themselves in the black-
ness of the shadow below. The night
was intensely still. In the pauses of
the conversation he could hear the
voices of the men working below the
bridge, a subdued murmur mingling
with the incessant voice of the. river.
A big owl whirred from the pines and
was gone. Across the gorge a night-
hawk followed its prey, the harsh
stridency of its swoop made musical
by distance. Back in the caboose
there was a ripple of laughter and
sudden voices breaking the silence,

Landon strolled away toward the
bridge. For the convenience of the
trackmen rough steps had been plac-
ed in the side of the fill and after a
moment’s hesitation he followed these
to the level of the river below. Under
the bridge the group of men, weirdly
lit by the lanterns which they earried
and fringed by their own long goblin
shadows, stood for a moment in-
active, nonplussed, Landon could
hear the chuckle of the Little Devil
among the rocks at his feet.

.J(;ffrey, catching sight of the
Divisional Engineer, detached him-
self from the group and came over to
his chief.

“Everything’s all right, sir,” he
reported, “as far as we can find, and
yet—" He hesitated.

“Everything in line?” asked Lan-
don.

“Yes, sir. . But I wish you’d go
over it with me.”

The two men climbed the steps in
the fill and slowly crossed the bridge.
Landon’s eyes were on the rails,

“0O. K. there,” he said.

They turned down into the dark-
ness of the gorge, Jeffrey leading the
way. “No,” he said, “there’s nothing
wrong, and yet—", He did not finish
his sentence. In the deep blackness
at the bottom he led the way along
an uncertain footpath to the river,
striding forward glumly, his head

down and his hands buried deep in
his pockets. The lantern he carried
swung an oscillating disc of light in
which the bracken took strange and
weird forms and  into which the
cement pier loomed abruptly, huge
and gray, out of the night. Jeffrey
paused, his hand against the pier.

“I wish I could get at it,” he said.
“He was great to me. He taught me

more than I ever learned back at .

school—not just knowledge, but en-
thusiasm. He was my first boss. For
those days—even yet—this bridge
with the long fill and the Little
Devil to fight was no mean piece of
work ; he had every reason to be proud
of it. An he was proud. It isn’t
easy to put these things into words—
I can’t begin to tell you, but to me
then and always since, the splendid
thing about the old man was that he
was so loyal to his work. I’ve always
felt he gave his life for it. He just
wouldn’t see the danger. Or perhaps
he did see it, but the bridge must be
saved at all hazards. And now—now
there’s something wrong and we fel-
lows that he taught and trusted can’t

find it out for him. . . . . . Oh I know

how this must sound to you, Landon
but I'm not crazy. It’s Jjust thé
night — and the moonlight — and
anelivio oo Let’s go back.”

In the darkness under the bridge
the swirling water sucked and eddied
about the great pier. Landon fanecieq
that he heard again that malignant
chuckle.

The abutment proper rested on a
huge concrete block or foundation
which in its turn was supported by
piles driven deep into the river-bed
on the stream side and shoreward in.
to the bank itself. Sometimes when
the river was low Landon had seen
the tops of the piles exposed, but to-
night they were fully twelve inches
below the level of the water, This
foundation-block or bage rose some
four feet above the water-level anq
extended eighteen inches op less be-
yond the base of the pier. '

Jeffrey drew himself up on thig :

narrow ledge and setting down his

-~
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lantern began to make his way slowly
along it until he stood on the front or
river side of the pier. A sudden fear
gripped Landon’s throat.

“Be careful,” he warned.

Jeffrey laughed an “All right”, but
Landon, who had moved away, turned
back toward the pier. It was only a
few steps from where he stood and
he could have touched the lantern
with his hand. Suddenly without the
slightest warning it slid from the
ledge where Jeffrey had placed it,
and dropped to the rocks below. As
it fell it flared up wildly and went
out. Landon had a fleeting vision of
Jeffrey on his knees on the ledge at
the front of the pier above the river.
He was eight feet at least from the
falling lantern, the full width of the
pier base.

“Jeff,” he called uncertainly.

There was an answer which he did
not catch. Then he heard Jeffrey’s
feet on the ledge, heard him creep
back along the side of the pier and
drop to the ground on the shoreward
side. He was fumbling for a match
when Jeffrey’s fingers closed on his
arm.

“A light!” he ecried, “for God’s
sake, a light! The pier is settling!”

Landon stooped and tore up a great
handful of bracken. At first the
match refused to ignite in his tremb-
ling fingers; then the light flared up
suddenly.

“It was just on the edge,” said
Landon, “a little wind—"

“T felt it give,” Jeffrey insisted.
“Can’t you see—"

But the flare was gone.

A moment later in Landon’s hands
it blazed again. Its brilliance found
the eyes of both upturned to the

bridge above them, for in the moment

of darkness had come the unmistake-
able creak of strained and settling
timbers. Jeffrey found and relighted
the lantern. The glass was broken
and the light flared weirdly. The
two men turned toward the pier.

‘«I’s settled,” said Landon breath-
lessly, “it must have dropped six
“inches on the stream side.
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“Yes,” said the younger man,” the
piles must be at fault. She was just
ready to go and my weight out there
on the edge started her. We’ll get
the men at this right away,” There
was relief in his voice. “I wonder
what’s the damage on top. A cant of
six inches isn’t enough to wreck Ould
Pat McKilligan’s bridge; but there
must be a frightful strain on the
plates. Here’s Kinelly. What’s he
found #”

“Hold on, Kinelly! Coming.”

He turned to meet the excited Irish-
man who was plunging wildly down
the bank.

“Mr. Jeffrey, sor,” he was crying,
“Come yerself up, an’ look at the Ould
Man’s bridge.”

In the light of an early daybreak
Landon, Thomson and Jeffrey, sit-
ting over steaming cups of coffee,
held their breath while the west-
bound -express erept over the bridge.

~ She had been delayed five hours and

the repair gang were still working
below.

“Nonsense. It’s easily explained,”
said Thomson. “Kinelly is a
conscientious beggar. It’s quite
natural that- the first time he didn’t
walk his beat he’d be haunted by a
feeling that there was something
wrong. He’d have felt just the same
last week or mnext. That and the
superstition of the men was quite
enough to set his Irish eyes to seeing
ghosts ;—and, by the way, he never
did really see the old man, only knew
that he called him.”

“He got his orders somehow, all
right,” said Landon. “Besides—"

“Your telephone messagq? But,
Landon, you must know that couldn’t
be! How could it?”

“T’11 tell you,” said Jeffrey. “Kinelly
says he rang you, Thgmson, and then
Landon came, but naturally neither
of you believed him; and when Lan-
don rang off he says—”

He walked to the door and swung
it wide. “Marks,” he called, “ask
Kinelly to come here. Kindly, tell
Mr. Landon what happened at the
sect’on station after he rang off.”
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Kinelly cast an apologetic look .in
the direction of the Divisional Engin-
eer.

“Shure, sor,” he began, “I eudn’t
make yez belave me—shmall wondher,
an’ it such a wild tale! But, see, sor,
I belaved mesilf, an’ I was half crazy,
for the ould man had sent for Mr.
Jeffrey an’ I cudn’t get at him; an’
when Mr. Landon rang off T was just
wild-like. I didn’t think o’ doin it—
shure I must ha’ been possessed! for
I niver waited to think. The ould
man’s words were ringing in me
ears an’ I just reached out an’ rang
in the call agin like a flash, an’ sez T—

an’ I cudn’t belave me ears it were
me, for before God it sounded so like
Ould Pat himsilf! The words of him
were ringing in me ears an’ sez I
‘Send down the bridge repair gang
to the Little Devil, J effrey with em’,
that engineerin’ shtepson o’ me own,*”?

“An’ OQuld Pat sez, sez he, an’-

right be me shouldher, like, sez he,
“Ring off, you fool. An’ I rang off,
an’ shtarted back to the bridge.”

“There,” said Thomson, “that ex-
plains it.”

“Maybe it - does,” said Landon
doubtfully.

Jeffrey and Kinelly were silent,

AGRIN

By MARJORIE L. C. PICKTHALI;

JUST to live under green leaves and see them moving,
- Just to lie under low stars and watch them wane,
Just to sleep by a kind heart and know it loving,

Again

Just to wake on a sunny day and the wind blowing,
Just to walk on a bare road in the bright rain.
These, O God, and the night and the moon showing

Again!
4
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HIS FATHER'S HOUSE

BY JOSEPHINE DASKHAM BACON

MAROLINE
il abruptly at the edge of
| the little pine-encircled
| glade that edged the
@ pond-lily pond and wav-
, * ed her hand in warning.
“Hist! there are human ecreatures
there!” she whispered loudly.
1t would be evident to anyone not
absolutely stone blind that she was a
fairy. A lace-edged, snowy night
gown was caught up by a}_sky blue
ribbon about her hips, trailing glori-
ously behind her over the grass; two
large wings artfully construected of
wrapping-paper flopped behind her
surprisingly  bare shoulders—the
nightgown was decidedly décolleté,
and had been made for a person sev-
eral sizes larger than Caroline.
“Hooma keecha da!” crooned the
General. His conversation was evi-
dently based on the theory that the
English language is a dark mystery,
insoluble by system, but likely to be
plundered into fortuitously, at any
moment, if the searcher gabble with
sufficient steadiness and persistence.
His costume, consisting merely of the
ordinary blue denim overalls of com-
merce, would have been positively
commonplace were it mnot for the
wings of bright pink tissue paper,
which he wore with a somewhat con-
fusing obstinacy, pinned firmly to his
chest. Miss Honey assisted his
wavering footsteps rather sulkily; she
longed for the white and lacy
draperies in front of her, and re-
garded her ballet skirts of stitched
newspaper with bare tolerance. It is
true she wore a crown of tinfoil and
309

stopped

carried a wand made of half a brass
curtain rod; but her laced tan boots,
stubbed and stained, showed with dis-
gusting plainness, and nobody would
take the trouble to make her a news-
paper bodice.

“If you don’t stop tickling me with
that arrow, Brother Washburn, I’ll go
back !” she declared snappishly.

The fourth member of the crew,
whose bathing trunks and jersey, fit-
ted with surprisingly lifelike muslin
wings, pointed to Puck, though the
quiver slung across his shoulder woke
conflicting memories of Diana, chuck-
led guiltily and took a flying leap
from the big boulder into the center
of the glade. His wings stiffened re-
alistically, and as he landed, poised on
one classically sandaled foot with
arms outspread, the pienic party be-
fore him started violently, and one of
them clutched the other’s sleeves with
a little cry.

“What the—oh, it’s all right! He’s
the real thing, isn’t he, now ”

The young man patted the girl’s
shoulder reassuringly and chuckled as
the rest of the crew emerged from the
pines and peered over the boulder.

“They’re only children,” he said.

She dropped her eyes and tightened
her fingers around the shining drink-
ing-cup.

“Why, yes, they’re only children,”
she repeated carelessly.

Now, each of these pienic people
had said the same words, but it was
entirely obvious to their fascinated
audience that the words meant very
different things. For this reason they
sidled around the young lady im-
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personally, avoiding with care 'the
edges of her pale-tinted billowy skirts,
and lined up confidently beside the
young gentleman. o

Not that he controlled the picnie.
It was spread out in front of her, be-
witching, intimate, in its suggestion
of you—and—I; two shiny plates,
two knives, two forks, two fringed
and glossy napkins. A dark red
bottle was popped upright be-
tween two stones, a pile of thin,
triangular sandwiches balanced
daintily on some cool lettuce leaves,
and a fascinating object that
glistened mysteriously in the sun
held the platter of honour in
the middle.

“The Honourable Mr, Puck,” sug-
gested the young man, in the tone
of one continuing an interrupted
conversation, “is figuring out how
the chicken got into the jelly with-
out busting it—am I not right 9

Brother grinned, and Caroline
moved a little nearer. Miss Honey
stared at the young lady’s skirts
and glistening yellow waves of hair,
at the sweeping plume in her hat,
and her tiny high-heeled buckled
slippers. ]

“I am obliged to admit,” the
.young man went on, slicing into the
quivering aspie, “that I don’t know
myself. I never could find out.
Perhaps the young person in the—
the not-too-long skirts waved her
wand over the bird and he jumped
in and the hole closed up? He slip-
ped a section of the bird in ques-
tion upon the lady’s plate and held
the red bottle over her cup.

“There 'was hard-boiled eggs
stuck on those jelly things at our
wedding,” Brother remarked, “on
the outside, all around. But they
were bigger than yours.

“I don’t doubt it for a moment,”
the young man assured him very
politely. i

“Have you been married long, may
I ask? And which of these ladies—”

“Brother doesn’t mean that he
was married,” Miss Honey ex-

plained, “it was his oldest sister,
She married a lawyer. T was flower
girl.”

“Ima fow guh,” murmured the
General, thrusting out a fat and
unexpected hand = and snatching
from a hitherto unperceived box a
tiny cake encased in green frosting.

“Oh, dear, it’s got the pistache 1?
said the yellow-haired lady dis-
gustedly. J

Miss Honey flew after the General,
who, though he was obliged to
wear whalebone braces in his shoesg
on account of youth and a wad-
dling and wundeveloped gait, seat-
tered over the ground with the
elusive clumsiness of a young
duckling. Brother blushed, but
scorned to desert his troop.

“He’s awfully little, you know—
he doesn’t mean to steal” he ex-
plained.

“Twenty-two months,” Caroline
added, “and he does go so fast?”
She smiled doubtfully at the lady,
who selected a cake covered with
chocolate and looked at' the young
man.

“Don’t forget that My, Wal-

bridge wants to use the car at x>
she said, “and you have to allow for
that bad hill.”
" He looked a little uncomfortable.
“Don’t you want to speak to the
children, Tina, dear?” he askeq
dropping his voice: he sat ver3;
close to her.

“They have both spoken directly
to you, you see, and children faq)
that so—not being noticed. They’re
trying to apologize to You for the
cake.”

She bit her lip and turned tq
Miss Honey, who arrived panting
with the General firmly secured by th
band of his overalls. An 00Zy green
paste dripped from his hand ; one of
the pink wings intermittently con-
cealed his injured expression.

“That’s all right,” she said, “don’t
bother about the cake, little gir] the
baby can have it.” 1

Miss Honey sniffed.

e ————
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“I guess you don’t know much
about babies if you think they can eat
cake like that,” she answered inform-
ingly. :

“Hush, now, General, don’t begin to
hold your breath! Do you want a nice
graham cracker? It’s so nice! It
really is.” '

“Sp nice!” Caroline repeated me-
chaniecally, with a businesslike smile
at the General, helpfully champing
her teeth.

The General wavered. He allowed
one sticky paw to be cleaned with a
handful of grass, but his expression
was most undecided, and he was evi-
dently in a position to hold his breath
immediately if necessary.

Miss Honey nodded to Caroline.
“You've got ’em, haven’t you?” she
asked. ;

Caroline fumbled at the interior of
the nightgown and produced a some-
what defaced brown wafer.

“General want it?” she said in-
vitingly. There was another moment
of disheartening suspense. Brother
assisted gallantly.

“They’re fine, General!” he urged,
“try one!” And he, too, nodded and
chewed the empty air. Instinctively
the strange young gentleman did the
same. ~

The General looked around at them
cautiously, noted the strained interest
of the circle, smiled forgivingly, and
reached out for the brown wafer.
Peace was assured.

“If you could only see how ridicul-
ous you looked,” the young lady re-
marked, wiping her shining pink
finger nails carefully; “you’d never do

that again, Rob. Have a cake #”

" . He laughed, but blushed a little at
her tone. “I suppose so0,” he admitted.
“No, thanks, I’ll pass up the cake.
Isn’t there enough to go ’round per-
haps?”’ :

He examined the box.

“By George, there are exactly three
left!” he said delightedly. “Will the
fairy queen hand one to her brother—
the big brother—and one to—to the
angel 7
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Caroline moved firmly to the front.
“I am the Queen,” she explained, “but
I let Miss Honey take the erown and
the wand, or she wouldn’t be any-
thing. Brother isn’t her brother—
that’s just his name. Brother Wash-
burn. The General’s her brother. I’ll
take that strawberry one. We’re much
obliged, thank you.”

The cakes vanished unostentatiously
and the young gentleman filled his
cup and disposed of it before anyone
spoke.

“We were such a big family, you
see,” he explained to the pursed red
mouth beside him, “and I know just
how it is. You never get enough cake,
and never that dressy kind. It’s mo-
lasses cake and cookies, mostly.

Brother moved nearer and nodded.

“Well, but you can have all the cake
you want, now, thank goodness,” said
the lady, glancing contentedly at the
tea basket, complete with its polished
fittings, at the big box of bonbons be-
side her, and the handsome silk motor
coat that was spread as a carpet under
her light dress.

“Oh, yes, but now I don’t want it,”
he assured her. “I want—other
things.” He flashed a daring glance
from two masterful brown eyes, and
she smiled indulgently at him for a
handsome, spoiled boy.

“Am I going to get them$” he per-
sisted.

She laughed the light laugh of the
triumphant woman.

“My dear Bob,” she said ,“anybody
who can buy all the cake he wants can
usually get the—other things!”

His face clouded slightly.

“I hate to hear you talk like that,
Christine,” he began, “it’s not fair to
yourself——"

“How’d you know I was Puck?”
Brother inquired genially. He made
no pretense of including the lady in
the conversation; for him she was
simply not there.

“Oh, I’'m not so ignorant as I look,”
the young man replied. “I don’t be-
lieve you could stump me on anything
you’d be likely to be—I’ve probably
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been ’em all myself. We were always
rigging up at home. Didn’t you use
to do that, Tina?”

The lady shook her head decidedly.

“If I’d ever got hold of a—well, if
I’d had a chance of things as nice as
that biggest one’s dragging through
the dirt there, I"d have been doing
something very different with it, I can
assure you, Mr. Armstrong! I’d have
been saving it.”

“But at that age—"’ he protested.

“Oh, I knew real lace from imita-
tion at that age, all right,” she in-
sisted.

“But you don’t think of those things
—Yyou go in for the fun,” he urged.

“It wasn’t exactly my idea of fun.”

“No?” he queried, “why, I thought
all children did this sort of thing. We
had a regular property room in the
attic. 'We used to be rigged out as
something-or-other all day Saturday,
usually.”

“What were you?” Brother de-
manded eagerly. Unconsciously he
dropped, hugging his knees, by the
side of the young man, and Caroline,
observing the motion, came over a
little shyly and stood behind them.
The young lady raised her eyebrows
and shot a side glance at her host, but
he smiled back at her brightly.

“Well, we did quite a little in the
pirate line,” he replied. “I had an old
Mexican sword and Ridgeway—that
was my cousin—owned a pair of
handcuffs.”

“Handcuffs!” Brother’s jaw fell.

“Yes, sir; handeuffs. It was rather
unusual, of course, and he was awful-
ly proud of them. An uncle of his
was a sheriff out in Pennsylvania
somewhere, and when he died he left
’em to Ridge in his will. That was
pretty grand, too, having it left in a
will.”

Caroline nodded and sat down on an
old log behind the young man. A long
smear of brown, wet bark appeared
on the nightgown, and one end of the
blue ribbon dribbled into a tiny pool
of last night’s shower, caught in a
hollow stone.

“It was a toss-up who’d be pirate
King,” the young man went on, smil-
ing over his shoulder at Caroline,
“because I was older than he was,
handeuffs or not, and after all, a
sword is something. This one was
hacked at the edge and every hack
may have meant—probably did—a
life.”

He paused dramatically.

“I bet'you they did!” Brother de-
clared, clapping his hands on his
knees.

“Weren’t there any girls ?”

Caroline slipped from the log and
sprawled on the pine needles.

“Dear me, yes,” said the young
man, “I should say so. Four of them,
Winifred and Ethel and Dorothea ang
the Babe—about as big as your Gen-
eral, there, and dreadfully greedy,
the Babe was. Winifred had the
brains and she made up most of the
games: I tell you, that girl had g
head !”

“Just like Caroline,” Brother in-
serted eagerly.

“Probably,” the young man agreed.
“She was pretty certain to be Fairy
Queen, too, I remember. But Thea
sewed the clothes and begged the
things we needed and looked after the
Babe.” ;

“And what did Ethel do?”

“Why, now you speak of it, I don’t

remember that Ethel did much of

anything- but look pretty and eat
most of the luncheon.” he said. “She
used to be Pocahontas a good deal—
she’s very dark—and I usually wag
Captain John Smith. Ridge wag
Powhatan. And’ Ethel’s married now,
Good Lord! She has twins—of
things l—and they’re named for Ridge
and me.” :

“I’m glad General isn’t twins,” sajq
Miss Honey thoughtfully, pulling hep
brother back from the fascinations of
the tea basket and comforting khim
with the curtain-rod wand.

“Still, we could do the Princes in
the Tower with him—them, mean *
Caroline reminded her, “anq theix,
when they got bigger, the Corsican
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Brothers—don’t you remember that
play Uncle Joe told about ?”

The young man laughed softly.

“If that’s not Win all over!” he
exclaimed. “She always planned for
Ridge to be Mazeppa on one of the
carriage horses, when he got the right
size, but somehow, when you do get
that size, you don’t pull it off.”

“I did Mazeppa,” said Brother
modestly, “but of course it was only a
donkey. It wasn’t much.”

“We never had one,” the young
man explained. “Nothing but Ridge’s
goat, and she was pretty old. But she
could carry a lot of lunch.”

He turned suddenly on his elbow
and smiled whimsically at the lady.

“Come on, Tina, what did wyou
play ?” he asked.

“Is it possible you have remember-
ed that I still exist?”’ she answered,
half mockingly, half seriously vexed.
“I'm afraid I'm out of this, really. I
never pretended to be anything, that
I remember.”

“But what did you do when you
were a youngster #” he persisted, “you
must have played something!”

She shook her head. :

“We played jackstones,” she said,
indulgently, after a moment of
thought, “and then I went to school,
of course, and—oh, I guess we cut out
paper dolls.”

Caroline looked aghast.

“Didn’t you have any dog?”

“T hope not, in a four-room flat,”
the lady returned with feeling. “One
family kept ome, though, and the
nasty thing jumped up on a lovely
checked silk aunty had just given me
and ruined it. I tried to take it out
with gasoline, but it made a dreadful
spot, and I cried myself sick. Of
course I didn’t understand about rub-
bing the gasoline dry then; I was only
eleven.”

The children looked uncomfortably
at the ground, conscious of a distinect
lack of sympathy for the tragedy that
even at this distance deepened the
lovely rose of the lady’s cheek and
softened her dark blue eyes.

313

“But in the summer,” the young
man said, “surely it was different
then! In the country——

“Oh, mercy, we didn’t get to the
country very much,” she interrupted.
“You know July and August are
bargain times in the stores and a
dressmaker ecan’t afford to leave.
Aunty did all her buying then and I
went with her. Dear me,” as some-
thing in his face struck her, “vou
needn’t look so horrified! It’s not bad
in New York a bit—there’s something
going on all the while; and then we
went to Rockaway and Coney Island
evenings, and had grand times. To tell
you the truth, I never cared for the
country—I don’t sleep a bit well
there. Of course, to come out this
way, with everything nice, it’s all very
fine, but to stay in—no, thanks.”

“I know what you mean, of course,”
he said, “but the city’s no place for
children. I’'m mighty glad I didn’t
grow up there. And I’ve always had
the idea the country would be the best
place to settle down in, finally. You
can potter around better there when
you’re old, don’t you think so? I re-
member old Unele Robert and his
chrysanthemums——>

“Dear me, we all seem to be re-
membering a good deal this after-
noon!” she broke in. “Since we’re
neither of us children and neither of
us ready to settle down on account of
old age, suppose we stick to town,
Bob ¢

There was a practical brightness in
her voice, and her even white teeth,
as she smiled persuasively at him,
were very pretty. He smiled back at
her.

“That, seems a fair proposition,” he
agreed. He reached for her hand and
for a moment her soft, bright colour-
ing, her dainty completeness, framed
in the green of the little glade, were
all he saw. Then as his eyes lingered
on the cool little pond and the wav-
ing pine boughs dark against the blue
sky, he sighed.

“But I'm sorry you don’t like the
country, Tina, I am, truly,” he said
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boyishly. “I’ve had such bully times
in it. And I—I rather had the idea

that we liked the same things.”

“Gracious!” the young lady mur-
mured, “after the arguments we've
had over plays and actors!”

“Oh, well, I suppose girls are all
alike. But I mean other things 4

“Where did you do the Pirates?”
Brother inquired politely.

“What? Where did I—oh, to be
sure,” he returned good-naturedly.
“We had an enormous cellar, all full
of pillars, to hold it up, and queer
little rooms and compartments in it;
a milk room and vegetable bins and a
workshop. You could ride on a wheel
all round, dodging the pillars. There
were all kinds of places to lie in wait
there, and spring out. Win told us an
awful thing out of Poe that had hap-
pened in a cellar and Thea would
never go there after four in the after-
noon.

“It was a jolly old place,” he went
on dreamily, “I can’t keep my mind
off it this afternoon, somehow, since
I’ve seen you fellows rigged out the
way we used to. And there was a
pond back in the Christmas Tree Lot
like this one. Ridge and I built a raft
out there and stayed all day on it. It
was something out of one of Clark
Russell’s books, and Win' pushed a
barrel out and rescued us. She was a
wonder, that girl.”

He chuckled softly to himself and
then proceeded :

“We tried to stock that pond with
oysters once, and Ridge and I printed
invitations for a clambake on our
hand press, on the strength of them,

but it was a dreadful waste of money. _

When we found it wasn’t working,
Ridge nearly killed himself diving for
’em, so we could get some good out of
’em. There they lay at the bottom,
showing just as plain as possible, but
it was -no use. Poor fellow, he’ll
never dive any more.”

“Is he—did he—” Caroline had

erawled along till her head lay almost
on the young man’s knee, her eyes
were big with sympathy.
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“Lost his leg,” he told her briefly.
“Vimy Ridge. Above the knee. He
ran away from college to go. He had
the fever badly, too, and he’ll never
be fit for much again, I’'m afraid. But
he’s just as brave about it 3 4

“Oh, yes,” Brother burst out eager-
ly, “I bet you he is!”

“We had such plans,” he said soft-
ly, “all of us, you know, for coming
back to the old place and ending up
there. Win says her kids shall stay
there if she can’t.” L

“Where is she ??

“Oh, she’s ’most anywhere. Hep
husband’s in the Navy — Asiatie
Squadron—and she hangs about
where he’s likely to strike the country
next. She was in Honolulu the last T
heard. So she’s not likely to do much
for the place, you see.”

“Where’s Thea?” Miss Honey in.
quired.

“Wha tee?” mimicked the Genera]
with an astounding similarity of in:
flection.

The young man threw his light cap
at the baby’s head; it landeq
grotesquely cocked over one eye, and
the General, promptly sitting upon it
to protect himself against further at-
tacks, fell into convulsions of laugh-
ter as the young man threatened him

“Thea’s out West, on a ranch just
out of Denver. She was married
and her boys have ponies now—.
broncos. Of course it’s fine for them
out there, but she says she won’t be
happy till they can get East for g year
or two. She wants them to see the
place and grow up a little in it, She
wants ’em to see the attic and poke
about the barn and the stable and
climb over the rocks. You see they’re
on the ranch all summer and in school
in Denver all winter, and Thea says
they don’t know the look of an old
stone wgll with an apple tree in the
corner. She says the fruit’s n
80 nice out there.” ot nee

“Where is the place? Near here 9

_“No, not so very. It’s in the Berk.
shires, just out of Great Barrington‘
Father’s practice was there, ang
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grandfather’s, too. Grandfather built
it.?

“That’s where Lenox is, the Berk-
shires, isn’t it?’ the lady inquired
with a yawn.

“Heavens, it’s nothing like Lenox !
he assured her hastily.

“No?” she moved slightly and
scowled.

“My foot’s asleep!
sitting here forever!”

She got up slowly and with little
tentative gasps and cries stamped her
prickled feet. :

“Aunty has several customers who
go to Lenox”—a vicious stamp—“it
must be grand there, I think. One of
them, a regular swell, too-—she thinks
nothing of a hundred and fifty for a
dress”—a faint stamp and a squeal of
anguish—“told her that property was
going up like everything around there.
You could probably”—a determined
little jump—<sell your old place and
buy a nice house right in Lenox.”

The young man sat up suddenly.
“Sell the place!” he repeated, “sell
the place!”

He had been watching her pretty,
vexed contortions with lazy pleasure,
noticing through rings of cigarette
smoke her dainty ankles, wh'ite
through the mesh of the thin silk
stockings, her straight slim back, and
the clear flush that deepened her eyes.
But now his face changed, and he
stared at her in frank irritation.

“Sell the place!” echoed Brother
and Miss Honey in horror, and
Caroline’s lower lip pushed out scorn-
fully.

The lady stamped again, but not
wholly as a therapeutic measure.

“Well, really!” she cried, “anyone
would think that these children were
your friends, and'I was the stranger,
from the way you all talk. What is
the matter with you, anyway? What
are you quarreling about, Rob ¢

He looked at her thoughtfully, ap-
praisingly.

“I don’t think we’re auarreling,
Tina,” he said, “it’s only that we look
at things differently. And—and look-

That comes of
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ing at things in the same way rather
makes people friends, you know.”

He glanced down at the children,
close about him now, and then over
appealingly at her. But she had mov-
ed to a rock a little away from them
and now sat on it, her face turned
toward the road, leaning on her pale
pink parasol; she did not catch the
glance.

“What became of the Babe?” Caro-
line suggested suddenly.

“Babe? She’s—her name’s Marg-
aret—at school now. She’s growing
awfully pretty.”

“And is she going back to live at the
place, too?” queried the young lady
sharply.

“Babe’s going to capture a corpora-
tion or a trust or something, and have
oceans of money and build on a wing
and a conservatory and make Italian
gardens, I believe,” he answered,
pleasantly enough.

“But I’d just as soon she left the
gardens alone,” he went on, “the rest
of us like ’em the way they are. There
was one separate one on the west side,
just for Unecle Robert’s chrysanthe-
mums. He used to work all the morn-
ing there and then read in the after-
noon. He’d sit on the side porch with
his pipe and Bismarck—he was an old
collie—and he did tell the bulliest
varns. He helped us with lessons,
too. I don’t know what we’d have
done without Uncle Rob. Father was
so busy—he had a big country
practice and he used to get terribly
tired—and we went to Uncle Rob for
everything. He got us out of more
scrapes, Ridge and me——

“There were tiger lilies in the south
garden and lots of clumps of peonies.
Grandmother put those there. And
fennel and mint. Mother used to like
dahlias—it seems as if she must have
had a quarter of a mile of dahlias, but
of course she didn’t—all colours. That
garden ran right up against the house
and directly next to the bricks was a
row of white geraniums. They looked
awfully well against the red. It’s a
brick house and the date is in bricks
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over the door—1840. Of course it’s
been rented for ten years now, but we
have our things stored in the attic and
the people are careful and—well, they
love the old place, you know, and they
keep up the gardens. They wanted to
buy when father died and again after
mother

“But Ridge and I just hung on and
leased it from year to year. We always
hoped to get it back. And now to think
that I should be the one to do it !”

“How are you the one ?” Brother in-
quired practically.

“Why, Uncle Wesley, that ran away
to sea—I used to have his room, just
over the kitchen, and many a time
I’ve climbed down the side porch just
as he did, and ran away fishing—
Uncle Wesley died in England, last
year, and left me considerably more
than he’d ever have made if he'd
minded grandmother and studied to
be a parson. It seems Uncle Rob
knew where he was all the time, and
wrote him, before he was sick himself,
to leave the money to the family, and
by George, he did.

“Lots of the old stuff is there—the
sideboard and the library table and
grandfather’s old desk mother kept
the preserves in.

“I used to lie on an old sofa in the
dining-room all hot afternoons, wait-
ing for it to get cool, reading some
travel-book, eating summer apples and
listening to Win and Thea practising
duets in the parlour. Lord, I ean hear
’em now! I’d look out at the brick
walls, hot, you know, in the sun, and
the pear tree, with the nurse rocking
Babe under it, and old Annie shelling
peas by the kitchen door, and it all
seemed so comfortable——»

His eyes were half closed. The
children listened dreamily, huddled
against him; low red rays crept down
from the west-bound sun and struck
the little pond to copper, the nickel
dishes to silver, the lady’s skirt to a
peach-coloured glory; a little sudden
breeze set the red bottle tinkling be-
tween the stones. But to th‘e‘group
entranced with memories so vivid that
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reality blurred before them, the peach
and copper glories were ripe fruit
against an old brick wall, the tinkle
echoed from an old piano in a dim,
green-shuttered parlour, and the soft
snoring of the General, asleep on the
silk motor coat, was the drowsy
breathing of a contented little fellow

_in knickerbockers dreaming in a win-

dow seat.

“Did you ever go to Atlantic City 9

The lady’s voice woke them as a
gong wakes a sleeper. “Now, that’s
my idea of the country!”

He stared at her vaguely. :

“But—but that’s no place for child-
ren,” he protested. He had hardly
grown up at that moment himself.

She shrugged her shoulders,

“It’s not exactly necessary to have
six children, you know,” she said.
“and then you needn’t be worried over
a place for them, and can afforq to
think a little about the place yowd
like for yourself.”

The sun was in her eyes and she
missed the look in his as he Jumped yp
from the astonished group and seizeq
her wrist.

“Christine, you simply shan’t
that way!” he said. “I don’t know
what’s the matter with you to-day—
why are you so different? Are you
trying to tease me? Because I might
as well tell you. right now that Yow’re
succeeding a little too well.”?

The pink parasol dropped between
them. Her eyes met his Squarely
though her voice shook a little, ]

“Let my wrist go, Mr. Armstrong »
she said, “you hurt me. I assure Yo’u
I'm not different at all. If yoy really
want to know what the matter with me
is, let me ask you if you saw anything
out of the way before your friendg
there interfered ?” she pointed to the
little group he had left. “We seemed
to be getting on very well, then.”

His face fell, and she went on mo
quickly and with less controlled tones,

“You are the one that is different
I have always been just the same-—_
Jjust exactly the same!
if I’ve changed—ask Aunty !

Ask anybody

'Tina
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has the best temper of any girl I
know’, Aunty always says. But it’s
just as she warned me. Aunty always
knows—she’s seen lots and lots of
people and plenty of swells, too—it
1sn’t as if you were the only one, Mr.
Armstrong !”

He looked curiously at the flushed,
lovely face: curiously, as though he
had never really studied it before.

“Perhaps—perhaps it s I,” he said
slowly, “I—maybe you’re right. And
of course I know—" he smiled oddly
at the pretty picture she made—“that
I’m not the only one.”

Something in his tone irritated her;
she unfurled the rosy parasol angrily.

“Aunty said from the beginning
you’d be hard to get on with,” she
flashed out. “She said the second time
you came to the house with Mr. Wal-
bridge for his sister’s fitting and ask-
ed Kitty and I for a ride in the ma-
chine, ‘I’m perfectly willing you girls
should go, for they’re both all right
and I think the dark one’s serious, but

> »

“You discussed me with your aunt,
then ¥

She looked at him in amazement.

“Discussed you with Aunty? Why
certainly I did. Why shouldn’t I?
How do you suppose I'm to get any-
where, placed as I am, Mr. Armstrong,
unless I’'m pretty careful? I’ve noth-
ing but my looks—I know that per-
fectly well—and I can’t afford to
make any mistakes. And Aunty said,

‘I think the dark one’s serious, Tina.

put, I don’t know, somehow, I’d keep
in with Walbridge. He may not have
so much money, but he’ll be easier to
manage. Armstrong seems like any
other gay young fellow, and for all I
know he is—he’s certainly generous—
but I’d rather have you Mrs. Walter
Walbridge and lose the family custom,

than have you tied up to an obstinate

man, »

«And—excuse me, but I’'m really in-
terested,” he asked, “could you be Mrs.
Walter Walbridge 1

“Yes, I could,” she answered, “he
asked me when he lent you the ma-

me be.
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chine. I suppose he thought you
might,” she added simply. -

He drew a long breath.

“And you answered——

“I said I’d think it over,” she said
softly. “I—are you really angry with
me, Rob? We’re friends, aren’t we?
Friends——”

Her eyes lifted to his. “You see,
Rob,” she went on, still softly, “a girl
like me has to be awfully straight and
pretty careful. It’s not easy to go to
theatres and suppers and out with the
machines and keep your head—you
can’t always tell about men. And I’ve
cost Aunty quite a lot, though of
course, my clothes were the cheapest,
really, all made in the house. I had
two good offers to go on the stage, but
she wouldn’t have it. And even if
Mr. Walbridge’s mother did make a
fuss, she can’t help his getting the
money. Of course I told him I’d think
it over, but I always liked——

“And now you’ve thought it over,”
he interrupted quickly, “and you’ve
found out that your remarkably able
aunt was right. You’re a wise little
girl, Tina, for if I know Walter, he
will be easier to manage ! He’s a lucky
fellow—always was.  But he’ll never
get his car at six to-night.”

He plucked out his watch and strap-
ping up the tea basket began to push
the things hastily into it.

She stared ahead of her, her chin
shaking a little, her eyes a little dim
and most beautiful.

“I—you don’t—you’re not angry,
Rob?” She leaned over him.

“Tina, if you look like that 1’1l kiss
you, and Walter will call me out!” he
said lightly. “Of course I’m not
angry—we’re as chummy as you’ll let
Come on and find the choo-
choo car!” z

He slipped his arm through the
basket handle and made for his coat.
The children serambled off it apolo-
getically ; they were not quite certain
where they stood in the present crisis.
But he smiled at them reassuringly.

“We’ll have to meet again,” he call-
ed, already beyond them, “and have
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some more of those little cakes! Good- Miss Honey queried. “But they me
up, so it was all right.”

bye till next time !”’
“Good-bye! Good-bye!” they called,
and Miss Honey eyeing the pink para-

sol longingly, ventured, “Good-bye, it up, but i don’t believe he che
his mind, just the same.”

Miss Tina !”
The lady did not answer, but walk-

ed slowly after the young man, shak- road, whirred down to a steady g
ing out her billowy skirts. Soon he and grew fainter and fainter.

was behind the big boulder; soon she
had followed him.

nounced.

“They had a quarrel, didn’t they ¥’ back to the place,” he said.

He picked up a bit of bark and
“Yady go!” the General then an- ed it into the little pool.

Caroline shook her head wmely
“We—ell,” she mused, “they

Something puffed loudly in ‘
“There they go!” Brother cri

“I bet you Ridge will be glad to

SONG

To J. M.

{

By ELIZABETH ROBERTS MAcDONALD

S URGES of billowing green
Break round the door,
Small magic flowers star
The world’s green floor;

White blossoms wreathe the boughs,
Birds fling their song
Fountain-like to the blue,
Silver and strong.

Every voice calls for you,

-~ Comrade of dream,

Here in the waking wood
By the bright stream.

G.
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MIST OF

MORNING

BY ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

AUTHOR OF “UP THE HILL AND OVER", ““THE SHINING SHIP"', ETC.

CHAPTER XXIV

\7 IWQIILLARD amused him-
QUK scit with Clara and
A/l waited with what pati-
‘4‘33&‘%5 ence he could for the

— coming of John Baird.

Nothing could be done until John’s

arrival, for John was bringing the

plans. This arrangement, which had

been made at the last moment, was an

unfortunate setback, but Murray

consoled himself with the reflection

that it would have been necessary to

wait for a few days anyway. Also

the rest and quiet was doing him good

in spite of himself. His eyes grew

clear and colour came back to his face.

Clara observed the change, and she
wondered. Then, coming close to him
the first chance she got, she said:

“What are we - staying here
for? Can’t we go now?” Then. meet-
ing his look of slow astonishment,
“Don’t let’s pretend any more! Don’t

" look as if you didn’t understand. T
can’t help guessing what you came
here for, Murray, and—you needn’t
wait any longer. I’ve made up my
mind !”

“You guessed—what I came here
for ¥’

Willard’s voice was quiet, but there
was a note of strain in it which Clara
caught and misinterpreted. Her
cheeks reddened with an unfamiliar
blush. “Silly boy !’ she whispered.
“Of course I guessed that you ecame
for—me!”

“How clever of you!” said Murray,
His tone was like the flick of g whip

4321

and Clara drew back as if he had
struck her.

“Didn’t you?t”

“Aren’t you enjoying yourself?”
he asked, ignoring her question.
“What’s the hurry? I hate being
hurried.”

“I know, Murray, but—I want it
settled. I'm not finicky, but our be-
ing here doesn’t seem—nice. I want
David to know. He’s been pretty
decent to me——>

“Oh, it’s David you’re thinking of !’
with pretended anger,

“You know it isn’t. It’s you, al-
ways you! And I want every one to
know it.”

“And I—don’t. I want things to
remain exactly as they are, at pres-
ent.”

The “at present” was a concession,
and he managed to put so much of
hopeful meaning into it that the girl
forgot her moment of suspicion and
smiled again. To make a perfectly
good job of it he kissed her.,

“Little girls shouldn’t dictate,” he
told her teasingly: “I’ll go when I get
ready. But if you don’t want to
wait——?

Clara returned his kiss with a kind
of bitter passion. “I’Il wait,” she
said, “only don’t play much longer,
Murray, I can’t stand it!”

“Oh, the devil!” said Murray, but
he didn’t say it out loud. He was
aware of a growing certainty that if
Clara’s delusions were dangerous, her
disillusions would be more dangerous
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still. What a fool he had been to in-
volve himself with the girl at all!
He began to positively dislike her.

Fortunately, John Baird was due
upon the morrow. David had had a
letter announcing his impending ar-
rival and his hope that when he did
arrive David’s other visitors would
have departed. To this David had
replied that he had no intention of
hurrying his guests’ departure but
that a little human society would
doubtless do John Baird good. He
added, in a comforting postseript,
that the workshop was quite separate
from the house and that mealtimes
only happened, as a rule, three times
a day.

John grumbled and hesitated but
finally he came and, with him came
Willard’s opportunity.

“Here are your plans, David,” said
John grumpily. “And like as not
you haven’t even a safe to keep them
g

“But I have!” triumphantly.
There’s an old safe out in the work-
shop where they’ll be as safe as in a
bank.”

Murray listening eagerly felt a
glow of satisfaction. It was going to
be easy.

“Who would want to steal old
plans?” asked Clara in surprise.

“If David made them they are
probably very valuable,” said Miss
Mattie. “Perhaps, Davy dear, we
ought to get a dog.”

They all laughed at this and the

matter of the plans was dropped.
David took John off to look over the
workshop.

Clara had not another chance of a
word alone with Willard all that day.
It seemed to her that he deliberately
avoided the possibility. Clara was
not at all stupid but this puzzled her.
‘Why should he avoid her when her
company had been, apparently, the
sole reason for his being there? There
seemed no answer to this, unless—
unless she hadn’t been the sole reason!
Clara forced herself to consider this,
although the eonfusion of mind into
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which it threw her made reasonable
consideration hard. If she had been
mistaken, if her goal, which had seem-
ed so near, had again eluded her, no
plausible ‘hope of ever reaching it
not fair to him. You never have been
She tried to be coolly confident again.
She tried to be sensible.

Then she began to watch. She
watched so closely that the little flash
of exultation which Willard showed
when John Baird produced the plans,
did not escape her. But its meaning
did. Of what possible value to Wil-
lard were the plans of a not yet manu-
fae‘gured engine? He didn’t build
engines, or sell them or even under-
stand them.

Perhaps it was his uncle and not
the engine which interested him ? He
might want money from John Baird.
He might be jealous of David’s
friendship with the old inventor, This
seemed quite likely. But though she
watched very carefully all that day
she detected no attempt on Willard’s
part to play the dutiful nephew
When John and David went off to in.
spect the workshop, leaving the plans
on Miss Mattie’s sewing-table, he did
not attempt to follow them, neither
did he so much as look at the envelope
which held the plans. Instead he
watched Miss Mattie make berry’pie
teasing to be allowed to trim off thé
crust. Murray in this mood was
wholly boyish and delightful and
more completely puzzling than ever
Perhaps he would arrange to see lus
uncle alone in the evening? Clara
watched for that. But quite the op-
posite happened. Willard avoided
John Baird even as he had avoided
her. And his good spirits persisted
He and David behaved like a pair of
children playing with Alice the cat
Clara tried to forget the pain in her
heart and play too, but it was a sorry
pretense.

“You look tired, my dear,” said M;
Maj;tie. “Davy, if Clara and %gobf:ss
stairs dz 1you think you’ll remembg;
to put Alice in her baske :
the door ) and i
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David thought he could safely
promise and the two women said good-
night. But though Clara left Miss
Mattie at her door, she did not enter
her own room. She slipped into a
dark corner of the stair and waited.
John Baird was already in his room.

David would stay behind to lock up.

She might manage a private word
with Murray as he came upstairs.

The murmur of voices in the sitting-
room seemed to last for a long time,
but at length she heard David push
back his chair and, rising, open the
door.

“You’re not going out again to-
night are you?” she heard Willard
ask in evident surprise.

“Only to put the plans in the safe.
I promised John. Better come and
see that I do it properly.”

“No thanks,” with a yawn. “I’m for
bed. Good-night.”

“Good-night.”

Murray was coming now! Clara
ran down the steps, waiting with beat-
ing heart in the shadow of the stair.

But he did not come. He had gone
into the kitchen after David. Clara
tapped her foot impatiently. What
She waited a
moment and then followed. But Mur-
ray wasn’t in the kitchen either. The
door was open. Clara ran to it and
looked out-—she was going to see some-
thing at last! But all she saw was an
empty garden with the workshop
quiet in the faint moonlight. David
and Murray must both be inside. But
no! There was a moving shadow out-
side, under the window from which
came the light of David’s electric
torch. The shadow lifted itself and
peered in, intently watching. Then it
stole quietly back across the garden.
The girl, drawing herself behind the
open door, saw that it was Willard.
Murray spying on David? Watching
in secret what he might have seen
openly? Why?! In a moment he
passed her, going directly upstairs
and into his own room. Clare waited
until she heard him close the door be-
fore she slipped from her hiding-

place. Her desire for a private word
had quite evaporated. She lay long
awake, her mind in tumult, her eyes
burning in the darkness.

CHAPTER XXV.

Next day they all went on an ex-
cursion to the woods, and on their re-
turn Willard walked down to the post-
office to post a letter. On the way he
dropped into the telegraph-office and
sent a telegram to a certain address
in Toronto. The telegram had to do
with the placing of a small bet. At
least that is how it appeared to the
telegraph eclerk. The gentleman at
the Toronto address read something
quite different. He whistled gaily as
he hurried back. He felt as if he were
already safe and free. He would fol-
low Tago’s advice and put money in
his purse. After that it would be his
own fault if life ever caught him in
such a clumsy snare again, Neverthe-
less when he rejoined the company he
took the precaution to complain that
the drive had given him a nasty touch
of neuralgia.

“Nothing to make a fuss over,” he
explained with a deprecating air. “I
often have it. A good smoke is the
best thing. I’ll walk up and down the
garden for awhile before I turn in.

Please don’t let any one wait up for

me.”

“I’ll put a hot-water bag under your
pillow,” said Miss Mattie, “and if you
feel worse in the night you must
promise to let me know.”

Willard thanked her and promised.
He was certainly playing in luck at
last! Everybody going to bed early,
tired out. No hysterics from Clara,
everything lovely! Clara, in fact,
was unusually silent. ’

Presently he heard David kiss Miss
Mattie good-night. Then Miss Mattie,
herself called softly to know if he was
all right. “Fine and dandy,” said he,
“I'm coming in soon.”

Through the lighted kitchen win-
dow he saw her wind up the clock and
put Alice to bed in her basket. Set-
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tling Alice took a long time, and there
were various other last things. But
at length she too went upstairs.

Willard waited a little longer. But
not too long. It would be better, he
thought, if some one should hear him
when he came in. Presently he allow-
ed his idle steps to take him across
the garden in the direction of the
workshop. The door was locked, but
Willard had not forgotten to slip the
key from its nail behind the kitchen
door into his pocket. One moment,
and he was safely inside. Another,
and he had twirled the old-fashioned
combination of the safe as he had
seen David do. Still another, and the
plans ‘were safely in his hand. He
relocked the safe door. When
Stumpf’s man came it would be his
business to make the breaking-in look
like a crackman’s job. Then, smiling
at the ease and simplicity of it all, he
rose and turned—to find himself face
to face with Clara!

The exclamation he gave was
certainly not one that Clara had ever
heard before!

Nor did she really hear it now. She
was not thinking of exclamations.

“What the devil are you - doing
here?” asked Willard roughly.

The answer was so obvious that
Clara did not make it.

“Go back to bed!” he ordered with
a look of stinging contempt at her
negligé. “Do you want to make a
seandal ¥

“T don’t care,” said Clara simply.
The exact truth of this appalling
statement was so evident that it took
even the resourceful Willard aback.
When a woman doesn’t care whether
she ereates a seandal or mnot she is a
long way toward being invulnerable.
Murry changed his tacties.

“You mustn’t stay here,” he said
more kindly. “See you in the morning”

“What do you want with David’s
plans?” asked Clara still quietly.

“What plans—what do you mean ?”

«I saw you take the packet. I know
what is in it. What do you want
them for?”
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Willard began to shake with ecold
rage. To be thwarted now, with
freedom already in his hands, and by
a girl he had despised! He came close
to her. So close that she could not
miss the look upon his face. But
Clara who had been used to shrink
before his anger, seemed scarcely to

‘notice it. Instead, she went on in her

unnaturally quiet voice. Her sent-
ences were short and concise, very dif-
ferent from her usual slurred periods.

“They are all in bed,” she said,
“we are quite safe. I watched you
come here. I watched you last night.
I knew you wanted the plans. But I
don’t know why. That’s what you’ve
got to tell me. I don’t care about
you’re being a thief. I don’t care what
you are. Can’t you see that? But I’ve
got to know what you are to me. Ive
got to know what you came to Mil-
hampton for—these plans, or me $”

With a smile which he endeavoured
to make natural he looked into Clara’s
sombre eyes and answered.

“Both 1

The eyes still questioned him.

“I should have thought,” he went
on easily, “that you might have gness.
ed. These plans mean money, money
means—you.” :

“I have never bothered you about
money.”

“No, but, my dear girl, one can’t
marry without it. Not you and I
anway.” :

He did this well. His manner of
condescending affection was perfeet,
Clara caught her breath with a little
gasp and all the tenseness went out of
her. She might have fallen if he had
not steadied her.

“You wanted it for our marriage $”

“My dear, for what else? I have
enough to rub along on alone. Byt
really, Clara, 'm awfully sorry you
have come in on this. T didn’t want
vou to know. I didn’t want you both-
ered. The truth is, I’'m broke. Tt was
this way out, or none. These plans
are worth a lot of money to me, They
mean very little to David. Besides
David has my unecle on a string. Hé
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can get all he wants from him and I
can’t get a penny. This engine is part-
ly my uncle’s invention, so I’m only
getting a little of my own back. Don’t
you see?” :

“I—oh, it isn’t that, Murray! I
don’t care about that. But you’ve
been so strange—I thought you had
just been playing with me—using me
as a blind—that all you wanted were
the plans—I—oh!——” She broke
down and clung to him, sobbing
wildly.

Willard mastered his rage.

“Please, Clara—don’t!” he entreat-
ed. Then, appearing still to misunder-
stand, “I’m not really as bad as I
seem. I’m not just a common thief,
you know.”

The girl quieted herself enough to
pour forth broken protestations. She
didn’t care if he were a thief. She
didn’t care what he was. But of
course he wasn’t. She knew that. As
for David—oh, she would be so glad
to be through with David! He could
make more plans, they were all that
he cared about anyway. Let Murray
get the money quickly so they might
go away together and be happy. And
he must forgive her—oh, he must for-
give her for ever having doubted
him! : ;

Murray endured this with what
patience he might, biting his lips.

“Clara,” he said as soon as she
would listen. “You’re in on this now,
a sort of accessory. I’m sorry, but it
can’t be helped. So you may as well
help me a little. But you will have to
control yourself at once. Tl give

ou three minutes.

“What if they find you out?”’ she
gasped, shivering.

“They won’t. That’s what I want
to explain if you’ll stop shaking and
listen. I shan’t appear in this at all.
There is a man coming to get these
plans to-night. He will arrange
everything to look like a safe-break-
ing. Then when he is ready to make
his getaway I’ll give the alarm. Tl
be supposed to have been disturbed,
you see, and to have given chase. TI’ll
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fire off Miss Mattie’s old revolver that
she keeps loaded in the kitchen cup-
board—at the thief of course. Now,
this is how you may help. When
you hear the shot, run down at once,
quickly. You will be the first down.
You will see me chase the thief. You
will see him get away in his car;
David and the others will be aroused
at once, of course, but perhaps not
quickly enough to see what it is wise
should be seen. Do you understand ¥’

“They—they might find out,” she
stammered.

“Look here, Clara,” he said. I
want you to understand that all we
need in any case is a stiff upper lip.
If they do find out (and it’s next
thing to impossible) there is no fear
of anything save temporary, and pri-
vate, unpleasantness. I’ve got a pull
over David that he doesn’t dream of.”

“What is it?”

“Haven’t you ever guessed for your-
self what it is? We are half-brothers.”

“What |”

“We can’t stand here all night dis-
cussing it but it’s a fact. My father
was married twice. David is the older
son. He was adopted when he was
born. And he has never guessed our
relationship—some nonsense about not
caring to know even his own father’s
name.”

“QOh, Murray!” Amazement at this
bit of family history, and admiration
of the use to which Murray intended
to put it, almost steadied Clara. Her
quick wits began to put two and two
together. “But Miss Mattie knows,”
she said. “That is why she acted so
strangely when she met you first.”

‘Willard nodded with a reminiscent
smile, Then he took her in his arms
and kissed her with convincing
thoroughness. Then she stole back
silently to her room.

A few moments later Willard,
whistling softly, came in, closing the
kitchen door with a slight bang. Miss
Mattie heard the whistle and the bang
and settled to sleep, glad that her
suffering guest had recovered from his
neuralgia.
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Separated by only a partition, Wil-
lard sat, sunk in angry thought of the
girl who dreamed so happily of him.
Clara had crossed his luck! All the
superstition of the gambler called
down maledictions on her head. And
his wounded pride rose up and taunt-
ed him. To be at the mercy of Clara
Sims! It was a bitter pill for the
arrogant Willard.

Anxious waiting seems to still the
very pulse of time. But the pulse
goes on beatitng. Half past one
chimed from the parlour clock.—A
quarter to two—five minutes——

Clara, motionless at her window,
saw a car glide down the tree-lined
street., It stopped noiselessly at the
end of the lane under the trees. She
did not hear Willard leave his room.
The old stairs were solidly built and
did not betray him. But in a moment
she saw him run across the grass. The
moon had set early but it was not a
dark night. By straining her eyes,
Clara saw a darker figure detach it-
self from the darkness of the trees.
Then the two figures went around the
corner of the house in the direction of
the workshop. In imagination she
followed. She knew what was to be
done there. The safe must appear to
have been forced. That ought not to
take long.—But it seemed long
Should she go down? No. Murray
had told her not to move until she
heard him call—and the shot. It was
wildly exciting—like a movie  show!
But the beating of her heart made her
feel a little sick!

There they were, now! Murray was
the one in the lighter suit—pajamas,
of course. He was coming back to
the house. The other man moved
slowly in the direction of the trees
and the lane. Another breathless,
sickening moment and she heard Mur-
ray call—a chair in the kitchen was
thrown over with a crash—the kitchen
door banged—the mock chase had
begun! 4

Clara flew down the stairs. As she
went she heard a shot, and sereamed
excitedly. ~
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Willard heard the scream, also a
sleepy shout from David. For good
measure he shot again, laughing as
he did so—the affair was really an
excellent joke! He could distinguish
the purr of the starting car through
the trees. Clara must be just behind.
She could be witness to the get-away
—but what was that? Something
moved in the shadow of the trees—a
thin spit of fire leaped out to meet
him. Murray’s racing feet stumbled,
he faltered, spun round like a top
and fell!

The hum of the motor grew louder
for a moment, then lessened. A power-
ful car sprang forward, swift and
effortless as the wind and vanished in-
to the night. No need to waste g
backward look. Herr Stumpf had ful-
filled his promise. He had sent a
man who was a good shot !

Clara, running swiftly, was almost
near enough to catch Murray as he
fell. She was excited but not alarm-
ed. It was all just part of his clever
acting.

“It’s all right!” she whispered,
smothering an impulse toward hysteri-
cal laughter at the easy success of
their plans. Then, as she stooped to
lift him, she felt something warm
upon her hands and sereamed terribly.

David and John, their steps winged
by the terror of that scream, arrived
hot-foot to find no nicely staged de-
nouement but the stark reality of g
frantic woman desperately imploring
word or look from the man who lay
like dead upon her arm. S

“Oh, Davy dear, what is it?” Miss
Mattie had paused to bring a lantern
and its yellow circle of light fell thin
and clear around that tragic two upon
the grass.

“It is Clara—and Murray,” said
David slowly. Wonder was in his
voice, halting the words. And so long
did he pause that John Baird pushed
him impatiently to one side,

“What has happened ?” he asked of
Clara. “Has Willard been shot 9 The
dry and passionless voice controlled
the girl’s hysteria but she was beyond
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coherent speech. It was only with
diffieulty that he loosened her strang-
ling arms sufficient to answer his
question for himself.

“Not dead,” he said briefly, “but
dying—I think. Get the brandy.”

“Dying!” Clara’s hysterical laugh
rang out. “He isn’t really hurt. It’s
all a game. He’s just pretending—
to give time—to let the man get away.
‘Murray, tell them! Murray!” Her
voice rose to a shriek.

“Just keep her quiet a moment, will
you?” said John coolly. “Now then,
let’s try the brandy.”

They forced a spoonful between the
tightly eclosed lips and watched for a
moment while life, so nearly fled,
fluttered back, hesitating. Willard’s
eyes opened. ’

“See, see!” cried Clara. “He is all
right now. Oh Murray, why did you
frighten us so?”

“Be quiet,” said Baird sternly. “Let
him speak while he can.”

“T,et me go—he wants me! Murray
—Murray!”

But the dying man’s eyes moved
past her with indifference.

“David!” He could only whisper
the name and that with difficulty.

The others drew back in silence and
David still in his maze of wonder
would have answered the call but
Clara, lost to all reason now, threw
herself in front of him. Out of the
confusion of her terror and despair
she knew only one thing—David must
be kept apart from the man who had
wronged him.

“Don’t touch him !’ she cried. “You
shan’t touch him. He hasn’t got the
plans! He gave them to the man—
the man in the car. He had a right
to take them if he liked. Don’t touch
him, David—you shan’t touch him!”
Her hands closed in a vicelike grip
upon his arm. ;

David’s wonder suddenly left him.
His mind became suffused with
a wonderful, . sharp lucidity. How
clearly it comprehended ! How plainly
it saw everything! Clara and Willard
__Willard and the plans! Absurdly
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simple. And himself—what a fool!
He could almost have laughed as he
gazed into the face of the man who
ha-l fooled him.

The flicker of a eynical smile twist-
ed Willard’s blanching lips.

“Clara . . . no sense . . . never had !”
he murmured.

At the sound of her name she would
have thrown herself upon him, had
nce John restrained her with his iron
grip. The agony in her face might
have touched any one. But not Mur-
ray Willard. In death, as in life, he
sought the thing he wanted.

“David !” he said, and tried to hold
out his hand, already heavy with the
weight of death.

But David, his eyes frozen in his
dead white face, made no motion to
take the seeking hand.

“It was true—what she said?”

“I tried—other ways—first!”

From sheer weariness Willard’s
eyes closed, but next moment they
opened sharply. In the clear light of
the lantern in Miss Mattie’s hand
their glance was wide with a new and
terrible knowledge.

“I’'m dying!” Sheer surprise lent
strength to the whispering voice. The
wide eyes searched the circle of faces
bent above him and read the truth
there. Even the mightiest effort fail-
ed to lift his leaden hand.

“David!” There was fear in the
whisper. .

It was Miss Mattie’s turn now.
Down on the grass she knelt beside
the boy she loved and that other
whom she had forborne to judge. Her
clear eye sought David’s and com-
pelled them with her kind, deep look
—the look he had loved to obey when
he was a little child. :

“Take his hand, Davy dear,” she
said. “Whatever has happened, he is
dying and—he is your brother.”

She might as well have spoken to a
stone. He had not ecaught her mean-
ing. “Brother” meant nothing to him
—the common uses of the term had
robbed it of any intimate significance,
Miss Mattie’s eyes sought those of
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John Baird in anxious questioning.
How were they to make him under-
stand—quickly, before it was too late?

Then Mattie out of her -eternal
youthfulness, had an inspiration.

“Davy,” she said, “don’t you re-
member long ago how you used to
wonder what would happen if you
had a brother? This is your brother
—your father had a second son. And
remember, Davy, you always said it
wouldn’t be fair to judge.”

From a long way off her words beat
in upon his brain, shocking it even in
its cold paralysis. . . . Murray his
brother? . . . Murray his father’s son,
that mythical scapegoat over whose
fate his childish mind had agonized ?
What could Mattie mean? . . . The
thing seemed more and more a fan-
tastic nightmare from which he would
presently awake. . . . But no! There
in the lantern light gleamed the face
of his sometime friend, traitor and
thief; there stood John Baird grim
and silent; Clara’s huddled figure was
there, and there beside him waited
Miss Mattie, her rare tears falling
fast and warm upon his hand.

“Oh, Davy,” Miss Mattie was sob-
bing unrestrainedly now. “Don’t be
so hard, my dear! Remember—what
if it had been you ?”

What if it had been you?

It could have been but a moment,
vet it seemed an eternity that David
battled with that question. Then he
looked again into the pallid face,
dead already save for the eyes which
followed him. Murray’s look of sur-
prise and fear had faded, to be re-
placed by a wordless, eager watching.
And it, too, was fading fast.

David knelt down again, gathering
the heavy hands in his.

No words, but still that eager,
watching look.

“What is it, Murray 1

“Mattie says we are brothers, old
chap. Did you know?” ;

The slightest flicker of a smile
answered this.

“I wish you had told me, Murray !”
David’s voice broke.
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Something like content stole over
the dying face. The lips moved once

- again.

I—liked you—best—old David,”
they murmured.

Then the light in the watching eyes
went out.

CHAPTER XXVI,

It was a breathless day in summer,
So like was it to the day on which this
history opens that Rosme, slipping
through the front gate of the Widow
Ridley’s mansion, might well have
slipped back ten years to find herself
still playing in the garden.

The house drowsed in the heat: the
fir tree shadows lay long and dark
across the lawn: the clang of the gate
was still the clang which had once
awakened Aunt. Years had not chang-
ed either the shadows or the sun. But
the house was changed. Tt was no
longer the house of the Widow Riley.,
stared blank and lifeless.

Rosme, once the gate had clanged
behind her, did not stop to notice the
sameness or the change but, taking
the Infant by the hand, ran with her
into that other garden of more cheer-
ful memories. Here in the warm
shade, in the riot of weeds and bushes
and hardy, uncared for flowers she
drew a long breath. The seasons
which had come and gone had left
small traces here. The bees hummed
drowsily. There were chirpings and
whirrings in the grass. Birds ae-
customed here to a happy freedom
hopped sedately along the old stone
wall.

“Oh, I like it!” exclaimed the In-
fant, with an ecstatic sniff. “Is it
yvour garden, Rosme$”

“No, but I used to play here when I
was a little girl.”

“Whose garden is it ?”

“I don’t know—the church’s, T sup-

pose.”
The Infant looked puzzled ;
churches, she knew, did' not have

gardens. But God might.
“Is it God’s garden, Rosme 9




MIST OF MORNING

“No—yes—perhaps it is, dear.
But what are you staring at?”
“A man,” said the Infant. “But

I’m not rude because he stared first.”

.Rosme lifted herself from the
sheltering tangle of grass. She had in
that moment the odd conviction that
all this had happened before; that
she was living over an already
familiar experience and knew exactly
what would happen next. So there
was no surprise, only wonder and a
fluttering fear and pleasure, in seeing
David’s face looking at them across
the wall. Then the lightning flash of
memory or prevision faded as unex-
pectedly as it had come, leaving her
to stammer a commonplace greeting.

“I thought you might be here,”
said David apropos of nothing.

“But you—I thought you were in
Toronto.” Rosme’s hands strayed in-
stinetively to her tumbled hair.

“T was,” he nodded, adding obvious-
ly, “I have come back.” :

“What is the man standing on?”
asked the Infant, in a shrill whisper.

“He is standing on a brick,”
answered David. “It is a very un-
comfortable brick. He might slip off
any minute.”

“Won’t you come in?” asked Rosme
politely. ¢

“T will come over,” said David.
“Thank you.”

Rosme wished that the grass were
longer or that her face were more in
the shadows of the tree. She knew
that her hands were trembling and
that her cheeks were pink. She felt
indeed, for all her involuntary joy,
decidedly at a disadvantage. Since
her way with David was to be the cool
and sensible way of friendship it was
certainly unfortunate to be caught
with a handkerchief drying on the
clover.

“What’s the matter ?”’ asked David.
His eyve had fallen on the telltale
handkerchief at once.

“Nothing at all,” said Rosme.
fant, run away and play.”

“Yes, do, Infant,” said David warm-

ly.

“In-
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Yet when that obedient but in-
terested child had retreated behind
the nearest currant bush neither of
them seemed to have anything to say.

Rosme, out of her unsought em-
barrassment was beginning to feel a
little angry. It was hardly fair of
David to come like this. It was hard-
ly playing the game. She stole a look
at him under her long eyelashes and
the anger grew. Why did he look so
—so satisfied? Almost happy?! He
hadn’t looked like that when she had
seen him last. Was it possible that
her saintly wish had come true and
that Clara was really—oh, wouldn’t it
be dreadful if she were!

“Is there any fresh news?” asked
Rosme, trying hard to make her tone
one of casual interest.

“News ?” David’s gaze was distract-
ed and it was plain that her question
had conveyed no meaning.

“European news,” prompted Rosme.

“Oh! No—that is, yes. I mean—
Rosme, you don’t seem very glad to
see me.”

They were looking at each other
now and neither seemed able to look
away.

“I am glad to see you,” said Rosme.
She said it gravely. All at once and
certainly she saw that evasion and
pretense were useless and undignified.
Her dream of a future which would
include David—as a friend—was sud-
denly whisked away. Mists, when
disturbed, lift swiftly.

“I-——I think you had better go
away!” she added. (How David’s
heart leapt to the little break in her
girlish voice.)

But he made no movement to go.
Neither did that strange light in his
eyes die out.

“I can stay if you’ll let me, Rosme.
I want you to know, I want to tell
you, Rosme—Clara has broken our en-
gagement.” Above the buzzing of the
bee and the noise of the crickets she
heard him say the words in a low,
Jjerky voice unlike his own. “She never
cared for me. You were right. And
I—oh, Rosme!”
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He had lost her eyes now. There
was not even the tiniest glimpse of
them visible.
them well and the blush had faded,
leaving her cheeks quite white. Panic
surged on David and all his nice con-
trol went by the board.

“Rosme, look at me! Oh, my dear

——» He caught her hand, crushing
it; that hand which a moment ago he
would have been afraid to touch. Fear
armed him with desperate bravery.
‘What if he had been mistaken and she
didn’t care at all!

“Rosme ” It was not a boy’s plead-
ing now but a call which her heart
must hear,

Very slowly her white lids lifted.
He had his answer—all that any
lover needed—before they fell again.

“I may stay then ?” David’s whisper
was so low that the greatly intrigued
Infant behind the currant bush miss-
ed it entirely. But Rosme heard.
The whisper was very close to her ear.

With a swift, contented movement
which set the pleasant grasses nodding
she turned to him; and somehow her
happy head found just the place it
dreamed of-—where his kiss might fall
upon her hair,

The Infant behind the eurrant bush
grew very tired of listening to people
who would not talk.

“Lucie ” Rosme’s bright head 1ift-
ed with a start.

“I’'m so hungry it hurts,” complain-
ed the Infant, “and there’s a boy call-
ing ‘Bxtry’! He’s calling so loud I’'m
afraid he’ll bust hisself,”

The lovers drew apart, listening. It
was odd, they thought, that they had
not heard the ecall before. Certainly
it was loud enough. Clear and in-
sistent it shattered the beautiful sil-
ence of their enchanted garden.

“Extry! Extry! Just out. Extry ”

There were other words, indis-
tinguishable yet. David and Rosme

Shadowy lashes hid
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looked at each other with swift
anxiety. Already the world had
come to dread that ominous ery.

“Can you hear?” asked Rosme.

They strained their ears to cateh
the tenor of his distant shouting.

“It may be nothing special,” com-
forted David. “They have so many
extras.”

“Or it may be good news!” Rosme
found it easy to believe in good news
now. More than ever the thought of
war seemed foolishly grotesque.

“Listen !”

Was it her fancy or did David’s
arm slacken its hold a little as he
waited? And his eyes—what had
made his eyes so suddenly grave?
Why did they look so far away ?

The boy was nearer now. He was
rounding the corner.

“Germany—invades—Belgium 1”

Rosme felt her lover stiffen beside
her. It seemed that his face grew
older while she looked.

“David—what is it? What does it
mean ?”

“It means war, Rosme.”

“But not England? Not—us?”?

He did not answer. Instead he
drew her closer. There was no slack-
ening in his arm now, no far away
look in the eyes which sought her own.
He kissed her on her lovely, rumpled
hair, on the white triangle of her fore-
head where it parted, on her little,
pink ear half-hidden by its wave——

Rosme forgot her question. David
forgot his sure conviction of its
answer. The newsboy passed. His
calling softened into the distance—
ceased. Quiet came back to the
garden; quiet and the sound of bees
and little chirpings in the grass. The
great world grew small—and smaller
—until it held but two!

And they were happy. For though
war might find them to-morrow, to-
day they had found love.

THE END.
T‘E;-ir
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BY COLONEL GEORGE T. DENISON

EDWARD LEVI BAUGH

R pa) N the year 1915 Col.
/, \',.}\\',/,l Stimson, a well-known
RGN stock-broker, of Toronto,
I A entered action against
] Edward Levi Baugh, a
mining and real estate
broker of Montreal, to recover $28,-
000, the balance due on the pur-
chase price of mining stock.  The
total amount of the purchase price
was $30,000. In this action it was
proved that Baugh had purchased
these stocks, although he (_:lalmed that
he had only taken an option and had
never undertaken to purchase them.
However, on the document produced
the Court held that it was a straight
sale and gave judgment for $28,000
with costs. Baugh.appealesi and the
judgment was sustained. 'I.‘hlS brought
the total amount of the Judgment to
$30,000. In order to realize on his
judgment it was necessary for Stim-
son to appear in the Courts of the Pro-
vince of Quebee, as Baugh’s. assets
were in Mohtreal. About the time the
case was to come up in Montreal
Baugh appeared in Toronto in com-
any with an officer from the High
Constable’s office, Montrea}, and the
latter held a warrant for Stimson’s ar-
rest and also a search warrant for the
offices. The officer applied to the De-
tective Department h_ere for_ an offi-
cer to acompany him which was
granted. A number of letter books
were seized and taken to Montreal.
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When Stimson appeared in Court in
Montreal to answer to a charge of ob-
taining money by false pretences he
was confronted by his own letter
books and asked to look at some of
the letters there. Although he admitted
that the signatures were his, he as-
serted that he had never seen the let-
ters before. These letters showed
that Baugh had only taken an op-
tion on the mining stocks and had
not purchased them as eclaimed by
Stimson in the eivil action. Stimson
was found guilty and in order to es-
cape the penalty he agreed to forego
his judgment and this was accepted.

Stimson returned to Toronto and
although he knew that he had never
written the letters that showed in his
books, yet he was unable to explain
their presence in his books.

About six months afterwards a man
named Gariepy arrived in Toronto
and asked for an interview with Col.
Stimson. The interview was granted,
and he explained that he had been en-
gaged in the employ of Baugh at
Montreal as stenographer during the
vears 1914 and 1915, and was still in
his employ and had just come to To-
ronto on a holiday. He said the reason
he had come up was that he wanted
to make a clean breast of what had
taken place in connection with the ar-
rest of Stimson. He told how Baugh
had approached him some wmonths
in advance of the arrest and explained
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how he had been fleeced by Stimson.
He said that if he could get possession
of the letter books of the Colonel he
could show letters that would prove
the original transaction was an option
and not a straight sale. He then asked
Gariepy to go with him to Toronto
and if possible get possession of the
books. The latter agreed, as he
thought Baugh had been wronged.

Arriving in Toronto, Baugh regis-
tered at the King Edward Hotel in his
own name, and Gariepy registered at
the Hotel Mossop as J. B. Henderson,
Ottawa. Baugh got in touch with one
Pett, a young man who he thought
was still in the employ of Stimson.
The three met in Baugh’s room at
the King Edward Hotel and Baugh
asked Pett if he had a key to the
offices. The latter informed him that
he was no longer in the employ of the
Colonel,  as he had been discharged,
and was not on friendly terms with
Stimson. Baugh then asked where
the books were kept and the locality
of the vault. This Pett gave to him
but when asked if there was any way
of forcing the premises he refused to
have anything to do with the matter,
telling Baugh that he would be com-
mitting a eriminal offence by breaking
into a man’s office. Blocked in that
direction, Baugh then wanted Pett to
get in touch with the caretaker and if
possible get him drunk and get the
keys of the office from him. Pett, in-
stead, warned the caretaker to have
nothing to do with them. Baugh im-
pressed Pett with the idea that the
letters were in the books which would
clear him. Pett did not warn Stim-
son of what was planned.

Next day Gariepy, who was un-
known at the Stimson office, strolled
through the building and learned that
" the vaults were in the hallway lead-
ing to the offices and next to the lava-
tory. He also saw that thgy were
open, and stepping quickly into the
vault he sized up the position of the
books and also learned that each book
was indexed on the back with the
dates between which the letters were

~and
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written. He then returned to the hotel
and gave this important informa-
tion to Baugh. He was instructed as
to the dates that the letters were sup-
posed to have been written on and
asked to get the books with those
dates on them. Gariepy returned to
the offices and going into the vault
grabbed one of the books and ran into
the lavatory. Here he placed it under
his overcoat and went back to the
King Bdward. After looking this one
over Baugh expressed it to Montreal.
He addressed it to an office next door
to where he had his office and used a
fietitious name. He then returned to
Montreal but instructed Gariepy to
remain in Toronto and if possible get
two other hooks which he required to
carry out his scheme. This Gariepy
did and on the next day he stole the
other two books. He then returned
to Montreal. On the last day he was
here he received a letter from Baugh,
evidently written on the train, warn-
ing him to be careful and not to trust
Pett, as he might post Stimson.
After he arrived in Montreal he
and Baugh went over the books
in the place where the let-
ters were which Stimson had writ-
ten to him showing the sale of
these stocks, he and Gariepy planned
to put other ones showing that it
was an option. In order that they
might have sheets with the page
numbers on, the same as the ones in
the book, it was necessary to buy a new
book. They then found that they
could not purchase such a one in Mon-
treal and it was necessary for Baugh
to eome to Toronto, which he did. He
finally located a place on Adelaide
Street where this style of book was
sold and he purchased one. Again
he returned to Montreal. Gariepy
claims that it was about this time
that he really became aware of what
Baugh was planning to do but he
made up his mind- he would
through with it. 'When they came to
make copies of letters similar to the

" ones in the book, they found it would

be necessary for them to have an Un-
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derwood typewriter and as the one

they had was of a different make they
rented a typewriter from the Under-
wood Company,but had the lease made
out in the name of the Hygienic Ice
Company, of which Baugh was the
President. The tape being new on
the machine, it was necessary to use
it some time before it would copy
letters dim enough to match the ones
in the books. This took some time.
It was then necessary to have the
wording of the letters as near perfect,
as regards the language usgd* by the
Colonel, as possible.  Gariepy says
they made a dozen copies before they
got one that they regarded as satis-
factory.

After the letters were all prepared
the books were taken apart and the
new letters inserted instead of the
originals. They then took the books
to a bookbinder named Murray and
had them rebound. Now everything
was in shape except for the signa-
ture of Stimson to the letters. Fin-
ally Baugh found an old cheque with
the Colonel’s endorsation on the back.
Gariepy traced this over with copy-
ing ink and after dampening this he
transferred it to the letters.

Everything was now complete and
again Gariepy came to Toronto and
after registering at the Prince George
Hotel as Henderson of Ottawa, he
proceeded to secretly place the letter
books back into the vault. This he
succeded in doing without being de-
tected. He then returned to Mon-
treal and Baugh swore out a warrant
for Stimson with the result as stated
in the beginning. ;

‘When Gariepy was asked where his
evidence was to back this up he show-
ed that all the time he was helping
Baugh he was double-crossing him. He
produced the telegram from Baugh,
and also all the different copies they
had made when they were attempt-
ing to duplicate the letters of Colonel
Stimson. He also had the dates they
were in Toronto, and the name of the
bookbinder who put the books to-
gether,

When this state of affairs was
brought to the atention of the
City Crown Attorney the latter
ordered warrants to be issued for
Baugh on the three charges. De-
tective' Guthrie was given the war-
rants and instructed to go to Mon-
treal and as quietly and promptly as
possible get Baugh and have him re-
turned here as it was thought that
Baugh would make a big fight before
leaving Montreal. This was attempt-
ed, but it was found that he would
have to come anyway, so his solicitor,
Mr, Laflamme, who had been called in,
advised him to come. He appeared
before me and after hearing the evi-
dence he was committed for trial.

Baugh claimed then that it was a
conspiracy to get him, but when con-
fronted with all the documents he
could not evince the jury who tried
him, and he was found guilty. He ap-
pealed and was granted a new trial
but again he was found guilty. He
again appealed but the convietion was
sustained and on February 14th, 1917,
he was sentenced by his Honour,
Judge Winchester, to five years in
Kingston Penitentiary. This ecase
dragged on for fourteen months from
the time of his arrest.

The most extraordinary thing about
the case was that this criminal, one
of the most daring and cunning of-
fenders in my experience, was released
by the Minister of Justice in three or

four months on the pretence of ill-
health.

%

THE CHILDREN’S COURT

In 1892 we instituted the Children’s
Court. It was not really a separate
court, but we set apart a small room
in the lower part of the City Hall,
with a table and a few chairs, and I
was accustomed to go down to that
room to try all charges against child-
ren, in order to keep them out of the
public court. I allowed no one in ex-
cept the parties immediately interest-
ed in the case being tried. The child
or children stood in front of the table

S
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opposite to me, the clerk sat at the
end of the table, the Crown Attorney
at my elbow. The representatives of
the Children’s Aid Society, and the St.
Vincent de Paul Society, were both
present. I would hear the evidence,
and the parents were generally pres-
ent. If I felt that punishment was
necessary, I would send the child to
the Children’s Aid Society, or the
Roman Catholic School for children,
for a few days, and give the culprits
a scolding, and warn them to behave
themselves in the future. Sometimes
I put a fine on for the parents to pay,
if I thought they were negligent and
required a lesson.

‘When the Vietoria School was es-
tablished at Mimico the incorrigible
boys were sent there. Reporters were
not admitted to the Children’s Court,
and everything was done in a quiet
and unassuming manner, so much so,
that after we had been doing good
work for years on the lines still used,
it was not generally known, that we
had such a court in Toronto.

I understand that the Court was
carried on for eight years before any
court of the kind was started in any
part of the world. In 1904 Sir How-
ard Vincent was passing through To-
ronto, and came to sit with me on the
Bench, I took him with me into our
Children’s Court. He was intensely
interested in the idea, and asked many
questions, and gathered all the in-
formation he could obtain about it.
After his return to England, he, as a
member of the House of Commons,
brought up the matter in the House,
and succeeded in seeuring legislative
action and establishing the system in
England.

After this a certain Judge Lindsay
of Denver, Colorado, went about
lecturing in favour of establishing
juvenile courts. I imagine he was
surprised when he found one had
been established in Toronto some
fifteen years before he came here.

In 1912, a Juvenile Court was es-
tablished formally by law, and a Com-
missioner placed at the head of it,

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

with a large staff. Rev. Mr. Starr
was the first Commissioner, an excel-
lent and kindly gentleman. He died
not long after his appointment, and
the late Commissioner, Mr. Boyd,
was appointed as his successor.

Before leaving this question I wish
to pay tribute especially to Mr. Dun-
can of the Children’s Aid Society,
and the late Mr. Patrick Hynes of
the St. Vincent de Paul Society, for
the excellent service and assistance
they rendered me during the eighteen
years that I held the Court.

I am under the impression that the
first Special Women’s Court was also
started in Toronto, Several organiza-
tions of women had been agitating
for a separate court for women. Some
years ago at a meeting of the Police
Commissioners the Mayor mentioned
that he had been spoken to about it.
I said to him, “Let the Council place
the room next to the Police Court at
my disposal and I will establish a
court for women at once.”

Very soon I had the room, and at
once established the court, where the
women are tried separately, away
from the mob, and we are fortunate
in having the assistance of a few
ladies of the charitable organizations.
‘We also appointed two women to act
as constables and only lawyers and
witnesses engaged in the court are ad-
mitted, and no reporters are allowed
in. This has been an excellent regu-
lation, and a great advantage to many
girls up for minor causes, and for the
first time, and to many who may pos-
sibly be retrieved. Lady representa-
tives of the charitable organizations,
are always present, and I often ap-
peal to them to assist in cases where
a kindly helping hand will prevent a
young girl from going astray. The
comfort to a judge of having aid of
this' kind cannot be overestimated,
and I gladly testify my gratitude to
these kind ladies. j

After this Court had heen workin»
for some time and had attracted a
good aeal of attention, the A%%orney-
General, Mr. Foy, meeting moe casual-
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ly said, “What is this [ hear abonl a
Women’s Court being established?
How could that happen without oy
knowing anything about it ?”

I replied, “You were busy, and I
did not want to bother you, as it was
no trouble to me to establish it, when
the Mayor and Corporation gave me
the room, and I was not bound to hold
my court in any particular room.”
This private court for women, especi-
ally for young women, is one of the
most satisfactory institutions in the
city, especially when aided as we are
by the Salvation Army, the repre-
sentatives of the Good Shepherd, the
Deaconesses of the Church of Eng-
land, and the Prei)yterian Home.

Some Porice Court REPORTERS

For some ten years back one of the
ablest, if not the ablest, Police Court
reporters we ever had, has been re-
porting for The Evening Telegram.
Mr. H. M. Wodson is still en-
gaged by that paper, and writes daily,
very humorous and interesting ac-
counts of the varied stories of human
life, which are unravelled day by
day. He has a high reputation all
over the Province, and his reports of
the court proceedings are read from
one end of the country to the other.
Often when I am away from home and
meet strangers, they refer to my court
and tell me they are constantly read-

about my work in the Police -

Court in The Toronto Telegram.

In 1917 Mr. Wodson published a
book ecalled “The Whirlpool” or
“Seenes from Toronto Police Court.”
It is a remarkably clever, bright book,
and most interesting to the general
reader, and conveys a good moral les-
son to all who read it.

‘While these Recollections have been
passing through The Canadian Maga-
zine 1 reached the age of eighty years
and the day before my birthday six
of the reporters, who regularly at-
tend the Police Court, came to my
private room and presentgd me with
a copy of Viscount Jellicoe’s book,

“The Grand Fleet”, with kind wishes
on my birthday. Mr. Wodson was
the spokesman, and at the front of
the book was inserted a neatly print-
ed page with the following inserip-
tion :

A TRIBUTE

To Colonel G. T. Denison on the oceasion
of his 80th birthday, August 31st, 1919.

Well, Colonel, you have had a day,
Much longer than most men, Sir,

But n’er-the-less, we do not pray
That you should say ‘‘ Amen, Sir.”’

Such men as you are hard to find,
Astute, and just, and bluff, Sir.

The world is richer for your kind,
You’re made of first-rate stuff, Sir.

We've watched your work upon the Bench
And oft extolled your sense, Sir; s

And felt your jokes with painful wrench—
Now please don’t take offence, Sir,

If asked to guess why you’ve held out
Against attack and slam, Sir,

We’d say at once beyond a doubt
You do not care a damn, Sir.

Signed,
Athol Gow, Harry M. Wodson,
sEutar’’ ‘‘Telegram.’’
H. R. Drew, Tom Levine, .
‘¢Telegram.’’ ““Telegram.’’
8. C. Cain, P. D. Daniels,
¢¢Star.”’? ‘‘Times.’’

The verses were written by Mr.
Wodson. I was very much gratified
at the kindly and friendly feeling
evinced in the whole affair, a feeling,
which I thoroughly reciprocated.

3

ASSISTANT MAGISTRATES

For many years I was the only
Police Magistrate in Toronto, and
when occasionally absent it was neces-
sary to have one or two Justices of the
Peace to attend to the Court. I have
had the assistance in this way of a
number of gentlemen who placed me
under great obligations to them for
their help.

One of the ablest of these men was
the late Alderman John Baxter, J. P.,
who for many years attended the
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Court when I happened to be absent.
He was a man of great natural ability,
with plenty of common sense, al-
though not a man of much education.
His decisions were rarely upset. On
one occasion the late Hon. John Hill-
vard Cameron, the leader of the Bar
and Treasurer of the Law Soclety, was
acting before Mr. Baxter in a case
where the construction of a statute
was involved. Mr. Cameron argued
with much ability and earnestness in
favour of a certain construction of the
clause. When he had finished Mr.
Baxter said very coolly, “I do not
agree with your view in this, Mr.
Cameron. I construe that statute in
this way”. And he gave the decision
against Mr. Cameron. His decision
was carried to the Court of Appeal
and Mr. Baxter’s ruling was upheld.
He was much pleased, and when he
met Mr. Cameron he "said to him,
“Well, you see, Mr. Cameron, I was
right on that pomt” Y en' rephed
Cameron, “I thought you were all the
time.”

There were a number of other
Justices of the Peace who were very
helpful to me, and I wish to testify
my gratitude to them. Neil C. Love,
J.P., J. B. Boustead, J.P., Hugh Mil-
ler, J.P., Jacob Cohen, J.P., were the
foremost among them. Afterwards
Rupert E. Kingsford was appointed
Deputy Police Magistrate, and for
years has been working with me, tak-
ing a share of the work dealing with
all the by-laws cases, and taking my
court in case of my illness or absence.
Mr. Ellis has since the annexation of
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West Toronto Junection, of which he
was Police Magistrate, been also of
great assistance in the Court. Mr.
Jacob Cohen was appointed to act as
a Justice of the Peace some years ago,
but both Mr. Ellis and he have been
recently appointed Police Magistrates,
so that at the present time there are
four of us.

I must express the satisfaction with
which I look back upon my associa-
tion with all these men, for all of
whom I hold the highest esteem and
confidence.

I must also refer to the Clerk of
the Police Court and the Assistant
Clerks, who have always given me the
most loyal support and service. Mr,
Morrison the clerk, and Mr. Webb, the
assistant clerk, have been invaluable
to me. And the various underclerks
who have been employed from time to
time have been most reliable and in-
dustrious in fulfilling their duties.

These Recollections will close with
this month’s issue and before conelud-
ing them, I wish to draw a compari-
son between the conditions which ex-
isted in the police administration at
the time I took my seat on the Bench,
on the 2nd June, 1877, (forty-t.hree
years ago), and the present state of
affairs. In 1877 Toronto had a popu-
lation of about 75,000. The number of
cases in the Police Court in that year
was about 5,000. I was the only
Magistrate, w1th one clerk. Now the
population is more than half a million.
‘We have four Magistrates and seven
clerks and the cases in the Police

Court in 1919 were 30,170.

Editor’s Note.—After forty-three years of continuous service as Police Magistrate
of Toronto, and in his eighty-first year, Col. Denison still presides in that capacity.




FROM MONTH TO MONTH

BY SIR JOHN WILLISON

I

Whether one favours or opposes Home Rule for Ireland, there can be noth-
ing but execration for the cruelties and brutalities of Sinn Fein. There is
danger that these incendiaries and murderers will give an evil fame to Ireland
only comparable with that which Germany has acquired among the nations.
It may be that for generations Ulster was arrogant and England arbitrary and
intolerant. In English rule there was no consideration for Irish susceptibili-
ties nor any respect for legitimate Irish aspirations. It is easy to understand
that no spirited people can be reconciled to alien control in their local affairs.
Dublin Castle to multitudes of Irishmen represented political domination and
social superiority. The English constabulary throughout the South of Ireland
were a perpetual reminder of control and conquest. Absentee landlords reaped
where they did not sow and taxed where they did not produce. But for years
Great Britain has been atoning, spending hundreds of millions in acquiring
land for the Irish people, and prodigally assisting the restoration of Irish
industry and agriculture. Still the harvest of discontent ripened and social,
political, and religious rancour flourished with the old luxuriance.

At bottom the Irish quarrel is religious and sectarian. Ulster, looking
back into history, fears a Parliament at Dublin in which its religious faith and
its industrial fabric would be subject to a Southern majority. It distrusts
guarantees and covenants. It opposes coercion by Westminster and threatens
revolution if coercion is attempted. All negotiations and conferences end in
disagreement. Ulster does not want a divided Ireland, but if forced.to choose
will accept separation from the South rather than submission to a Dublin Par-
liament. The South opposes division and requires Ulster’s submission. Fin-
ally Sinn Fein demands complete separation from Great Britain and establishes
an Irish Republic. In the meantime a Bill goes slowly through the Imperial
Parliament which practically provides separate legislatures for North and
- South with machinery to create a common Parliament when the Irish people
themselves can agree upon what powers such a Parliament should possess and
what should be the relation of Ireland to Great Britain and its position in the
Empire.

pSeparation, Mr. Lloyd George has declared, Great Britain will never
concede. Nor, he asserts, will the Imperial Parliament coerce Ulster. But it
ie manifest, that short of separation, there is nothing the Imperial Parliament
will not yield to Irish demands if North and South can agree npon the pro-
yisions of a common constitution. Mr. Lloyd George recalls that America
fought a bloody civil war to prevent dismemberment of the Union and he
declares in unequivocal language that Great Britain will do likewise to prevent
the disruption of the Empire. The British people know in what desperate sit-
nation they might have found themselves, if before the Great War Ireland had

5337
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achieved independence. Indeed, it is possible that Germany, with Ireland
as a base of military operations and aided by an Irish Republic, would have
triumphed. Even the responsible leaders of British labour have been alienated
by the excesses of Sinn Fein, while tens of thousands of Liberal Home Rulers
in England, Scotland and Wales turn towards Ulster with new sympathy and
understanding. No cause can be hallowed by murder or sanctified by outrage.
Human nature is shamed by creatures who kill in the night and shoot from be-
hind hedges. One feels that the Irish people of Canada and the United States
should raise their voices, not for De Valera, his skulking criminals and his
midnight bandits, but against acts and methods which defame the race through-
out the world and deny the natural kindness and humanity of the Irish char-
acter. It is strange that the Church which exercises such peculiar and often
such wholesome influence over its people does not exercise its last vestige of
authority to restrain the Sinn Fein assassins and separate the Irish people
from the madness of insensate leadership.

It must be clear that Great Britain cannot submit, without dishonour, to
intimidation and violence, treachery and murder. Nothing is more incon-
ceivable than that the Imperial Parliament will set Ireland adrift under Sinn
Fein leadership, or that Ulster will aceept a common Irish Parliament until these
desperate, blood-guilty extremists are repudiated and delivered to judgment by
the Irish people themselves. The hope of British people all over the world was
that the war would heal the age-long quarrel between England and Ireland.
It was not the fault of John Redmond that the hope was not realized, nor of
statesmen in authority at Westminster. Throughout the war there was tender
dealing with Ireland, exemption from conscription, and relief from burdens
which bore eruelly upon the Britsh people and which the Dominions voluntarily
assumed. DBut the answer to conciliatory treatment was intrigue and revolu-
tion, as now the offer of substantially complete self-government is met with
armed forces on the highways and murder in the byways.

What Sinn Fein demands Great Britain cannot give without present dis-
honour and infinite danger in the future. To yield to violence and terrorism
would be only less humiliating than defeat by Germany. Those ek;ments in
the United States which fill the treasury of Sinn Fein and force approving
resolutions through meddling and spineless Legislatures would mock at Great
Britain through the generations if she should now yield to Irish tormentors,
persecutors and rebels. They would sanction and glorify any extreme action
by the Government at Washington if there was a like attempt to dismember
the Republic. It all, therefore, comes down to this: If the Irish people will
cast out incendiaries and murderers and show themselves fit for self-govern-
ment there is nothing short of complete separation they cannot obtain. 1p
they fail to do this the British Government may not hesitate at any measure,
however harsh and heroic, to restore order and constitutional authority in
Ireland and crush the Irish Republic in its eradle. Moreover there ean be no
thought of forcing Ulster under an Irish Legislature, or of the institution of
Dominion Home Rule for Ireland, until the forces of Sinn Fein are scattered
and guarantees are afforded for the future security of the Northern Counties
which the people of Ulster can accept with confidence that they will not loge
their British eitizenship nor ever be subject to the agencies and influences whieh
are making Ireland a shame and a byword throughout the world.

1T

For many months Canadians have been “looking to Washington” with
placid rather than with anxious intergst. ‘We have come to expect tpat during g
Presidential contest Great Britain will'not be popular with certain Ameriean
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elements and that the “lion’s cub” will not be regarded with exceptional favour.
But we think we understand. There have been political contests in Canada in
which the United States was not commended to the affection of the Canadian
people and when we discovered designs at Washington, which perhaps were
not seriously, or at least, not widely entertained.

Behind all the “tumult and the shouting” we believe that somehow or other,
and sometime or other, the United States will understand the British people
and have a better conception of the spirit and ideals of the British Empire.
The masses of people in Great Britain, in Canada, and in the other British
Dominions desire only good relations with Americans. But there could be no
greater mistake than to think that this desire arises out of any fear for the
future of the British Empire or any desire to shelter the Empire behind Amer-
ican support.

IIT

Mr. G. G. S. Lindsey, K.C., who died a few weeks ago, was a man of rare
personal charm and of greater gifts than were ever fully revealed to the public.
For thirty years his health was precarious, but he made the journey with
smiling serenity and adequate courage. He had a genius for hospitality, a
humour that was happy and infectious, and a great persistence in tasks to
which he set himself. With a greater reserve of physical strength he would
probably have stood foremost among the political leaders of the country.
As an after-dinner speaker he had few equals among his contemporaries, and
he was singularly persuasive and effective on public platforms.

Those who knew George Lindsey and had studied the career of William
Lyon Mackenzie did not need to be told that he was a grandson of the Rebel
of 1837, if one interprets history as Lindsey did not. For to Lindsey Lyon
Mackenize was a patriot and he had an hereditary dislike of privilege and
autocracy. To none of those who separated from Sir Wilfrid Laurier in the
erisis of the war could the strain have been more severe than for Lindsey.
His political creed was essentially that of Laurier in national outlook and in
conception of the Imperial relation. But there was hatred in Lindsey’s “bones
and blood” for the things which Germany represented. He was ready, there-
fore, even to sanction conscription and forsake cherished associations in order
that democracy should exert all its power to maintain free institutions.

But many of us think of Lindsey not so much as a man who loved books,
who had a consistent political ereed, who was loyal to convietions, and had skill
to interpret and power to express himself and his opinions, but as a happy,
laughing, engaging, inspiring companion who would allow no company to be
dull, whose jests left no sears, and whose sympathy comforted his friends when
the sky was dark and the road lonely. One likes to think that in the final ad-
justment of accounts there will be a balance in favour of men who made the
way brighter and smoother for those who journeyed with them across the years,
In Lindsey’s life there was much bravery and fortitude. For years he was in
arms against physical weakness. But he won on many a field and in spirit he
died unconquered.

v

Unquestionably Parliament loses in distinction and authority by the with-
drawal of Sir Robert Borden, Sir Thomas White and Hon. N. W. Rowell from
the Government. For twenty-five years Sir Robert has been influential in the
House of Commons and for nine years he had been Prime Minister. Whatever
may be his faults or virtues it is certain that he held office during the great
days of Canada, and that the relation of the country to Europe and its status
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in the Empire have vitally altered since he became leader of the Conservative
arty.

s }(r)ne doubts if Borden ever was a Conservative. In his attitude towards
Imperial problems he was a Liberal and in domestic affairs he was far more
radical than was Sir Wilfrid Laurier. All his thinking was deliberate, and he
was often so slow in action that events travelled faster than he did. He could
wait for vexing problems to settle themselves and many times they did so, per-
haps as wisely as if he had shown greater decision and energy. How much
in this method was indecision and how much calculation only the gods know.
He could not easily resist importunity and yet on oceasion could be stubborn
and unbending. An unsatisfactory colleague he could not displace until even
his extraordinary patience was exhausted and action became not so much a duty
as a necessity. From the first, however, he saw that Canada’s obligation in
the war was measured only by its resources and its endurance and as a war
minister he will have his place in history.

Borden was at his best in the House of Commons. On the platform he
was cold and unemotional. He could reason and there is literary quality
in many of his speeches. But he was seldom inspiring and the respect in
which he was held by his followers seldom softened into affection. He
was eager to win the confidence of Quebec but he failed just as Laurier
never could secure a majority in Ontario. It will be found, however, that
in all his speeches there is not a single ungenerous reference to the French
Province. The war, conscription and the organization of the Union Gov-
ernment vitally affected the party which Borden inherited and that which
Laurier virtually re-created and one doubts if the old elements which consti-
tuted the historic parties will ever be fully reunited in the national political
organizations of the future.

Not only does Borden disappear from public life but Sir Thomas White
and Mr. Rowell also secure relief from the responsibilities of office. All three
may hold their seats in Parliament until the general election, owing to the
diffieult situation at Ottawa, but there is a suspicion that none of the three
will seek re-election. Thus the country loses a Premier, a man who could
have been his successor and another man who probably would have been
Premier in the future if he had chosen to devote himself primarily and fin.
ally to public affairs. No man in the Union .Government had a greater
personal following than Mr. Rowell. It cannot be said that he has had
generous treatment from a wing of the Conservative party while by a few
newspapers he was pursued with malignant ferocity. So, by an element of
the Liberal party he was continually hunted and slandered. But despite all
these hostile influences he compelled the respect of Parliament and leaves
office with an enviable reputation for industry, integrity and ability. It is
unfortunate that at this time White and Rowell should be forced to with-
draw from the direct service of a country which never was poorer in states.
men of capacity and distinction. :

Probably the most powerful members of the new Cabinet will be the
Premier and Mr. Calder. No one will question Mr. Meighen’s moral and
intellectual qualifications for the great position to which he has been lifted.
That he was ready to face its respon‘mblhtles is somethmg. over which the
country may rejoice. In the fact there is assurance that he will give the coun-
try all that he has of emergy and ability. And he has great ability, and
energy almost too great for his physical strength. That he is a young ‘man
is not a ground of reproach;. ’;hat he. comes from the West is a real national
advantage at this juncture m the history of Canada. One feels that from
the East Mr. Meighen will receive generous sympathy and as full measure
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of support as any leader of older Canada could obtain for the politicdl plat-
form of the party to which he belongs. Whatever may be said to the
contrary, the East rejoices in the growth and expansion of the West, desires
only intimate understanding and co-operation with the Western people,
and is neither so arrogant nor so self-righteous as to doubt that the national
sentiment of the newer Provinces is as strong and fervent as that of older
Canada. Differences must develop in every virile community, but it is not
conceivable that Mr. Meighen will be less strong in the East because he
comes from the Prairie country or that in the long run any class or
sectional feeling will prevail over the common national sentiment and the
ecommon national interest.

Mr. Meighen, who is forty-five years of age, was born at St. Mary’s, in
Western Ontario, and was among the most brilliant students of his time at
the University of Toronto. Mr. Calder, who is six years older, was born
in Oxford County, not far from Mr. Meighen’s birthplace. Mr. Meighen
has represented a Manitoba constituency in the House of Commons since
1908, while Mr. Calder was elected to the Saskatchewan Legislature in 1905 in
the first general election after the Province was created and held office in
the Provincial Government as Minister of Education until he entered the
Federal Cabinet when the war Coalition was effected.

It is universally admtited that Mr. Meighen is among the very best de-
baters in Parliament. He has all the controversial skill of an able lawyer,
an exceptional command of scholarly English, and thoroughly masters any
subject he undertakes to discuss. He has amazing industry with genius for
detail. It is known that Mr. Meighen drafted and perfected the measure
which established closure when by no other method could the Borden Naval
Aid Bill be forced through the House of Commons. No other member defended
the measure with such skill and resource and it was found that in not a
single clause or paragraph was it open to successful attack. He was the
associate of Sir Robert Borden in the difficult negotiations for the pur-
chase of the Grand Trunk Railway. In all the vexing and complex rail-
way legislation of the past few years he has been perhaps the chief adviser
of the Primer Minister and the most effective spokesman for the Adminis-
tration. Indeed, no one in greater degree relieved Sir Robert Borden of
such portion of the heavy load as could be lifted from his shoulders or was so
ready for any task which the leader could commit to his hands,

It is believed that Mr. Meighen framed the War-time Franchise Act
which has produced such bitter and continuous controversy in Canada,
alhough he was not more responsible than his colleagues for the decision
to disfranchise a considerable percentage of enemy aliens in the last general
election, or for other features of the measure which has been subjected to
such savage criticism. No one was more vigorous than Mr. Meighen in
advocacy of conseription, or more zealous and self-sacrificing throughout the
war in every movement to stimulate recruiting, to equip and support the
expeditionary forces and to organize all the resources of the country for
the supreme struggle in which Canada and the Empire were so vitally
involved. It is understood that he was only prevented from enlisting him-
self by the urgent personal appeal of Sir Robert Borden, that nothing
that he could do in the field would have greater value than the service he
could give as a member of the Government. Mr. Meighen has been re.

ded as a strong Conservative. He is, too, a moderate protectionist,
a “progressive” in political outlook, and a devoted Imperialist. His Imperial-
ism, however, is tempered by Canadian nationalism and his conception of Em-
pire is that of Borden rather than that of the older colonial school,
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Mr. Calder was, perhaps, the most influential personality in the Liberal
party of Saskatchewan. There is no more sagacious or effective organizer in
Canadian politics. As Minister of Education in the Western Province he was
constructive and eourageous. He planned the University of Saskatchewan
and never hesitated to provide and defend generous appropriations for ele-
mentary and secondary education. Denounced as a politician in politieal
method, he is prudent and practical in administration. He speaks seldom, and
negleets all the arts and devices which produce popularity. Often deseribed as .
“Silent Jim Calder” he remembers that “A fool’s voice is known by multitude
of words”. He is never obscure, never emotional, never apologetic. But man-
ner and language suggest ability and solidity. He achieved such a position
in the Cabinet that it was said Sir Robert Borden favoured his accession to the
Premiership. He was, however, a Liberal with a reputation for extreme parti-
sanship in Saskatchewan, while probably 85 per cent. of the Unionists belong to
the Conservative party. But Mr. Calder, like most men of robust and aggress-
ive character, has the quality of loyalty. He was frankly and unflinchingly
loyal to Borden. He seems to have acquired the complete confidence of the old
Conservative element in Parliament. There is no doubt that he will be as loyal
to Mr. Meighen or he would not have agreed to remain in the Cabinet. And in
any Cabinet in which he sits he will be singularly influential. Thus, whether the
days of the new Cabinet be few or many, two Western ministers will be very
powerful in settling its policy and determining the exact character of its appeal
to the country in the next general election.

v

Sir Lomer Gouin has resigned the Premiership of Quebec. He held office
for fifteen years, to the great advantage of his Province, and, as they say in
the railway statutes, to the general advantage of Canada. Sir Lomer has never
been a smooth or accommodating politician. He has, perhaps, commanded
more respect than affection. In his character and in his utterances thers is
something of the bluntness and roughness for which Lord Salisbury was dis-
tinguished. No man could be more unlike Mercier or Chapleau, who inspired a
passionate devotion among groups of adherents in Quebec. He has neither the
charm nor the distinetion of Laurier. Nor has he any of the genius for agita-
tion which gives Mr. Bourassa his power with the Nationalist element of the
French Province. Sir Lomer Gouin has had no sympathy with academie
idealism and destructive social and political theories. He has been a practical
statesman in a practical world, holding support by progressive, constructive
measures, resisting extreme groups and revolutionary proposals, and guiding
publie opinion into rational and moderate courses. s K

Unquestionably Quebec has benefited greatly from his wise and prudent
administration of its affairs. Twenty-five or thirty years ago Quebec was re-
garded as the most careless and spendthrift of all the Provinces. Political
seandals there were common enough and the other Provinces had adopted a
somewhat pharisaical attitude towards French Canada. A common belief was
that Quebeec was plunging towards.bankruptc.y, and that sooner or later the
Province would be without reputation or credit in the money markets. That
seems now to have been a long time ago. To-day Quebee is in as good a posi.
tion, if not actually in a better position, than any other Provinee in the Con-
federation. Nova Scotia, perhaps, ranks second among the Provinces in pre-
sent financial ease and in the p_rospect of ﬁutqre revenues. The debt of Ontarig
‘increases but the investments in the Provincial railway and the Hydro-Electrie
enterprises do not necessarily impose any direct or permanent obligation upon
the taxpayers. These enterprises will be self-supporting if they are wisely and
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conservatively managed. By reduction of charges they may indirectly reduce
taxation and strengthen the financial position of the Province. All depends
on whether or not policy continues to be sound and management prudent and
efficient.

So the Province may gain or lose by the construction of radial railways.
It is certain that radial roads create new traffic and therefore may be profitable
undertakings where a competing steam road would not be justified. But no
community benefits by unnecessary competing railways. The country has
Jearned that lesson at great cost to the treasury. Whether private or public
capital is invested interest on the investment must be paid out of earnings
or out of taxation. Where two railways are built to do the work of one the
cost of transportation is increased and what was designed to be a public benefit
becomes a public injury. On this continent as in other countries hundreds of
millions of dollars have been wasted in duplicating railways on the supposition
that competition in itself would reduce freight and passenger charges. The
result has been waste of capital and defeat of the very object for which the
roads were construeted. In the construction of electric railways wiser counsels
ghould prevail. The primary object should be to serve sections of the country
in which transportation is now inadequate and to protect rather than to destroy
invested capital. The publie is not necessarily benefited when a corporation
is injured nor is the credit of Canada improved by retaliatory measures.

There are many communities in Ontario which need radial railways and
if they are constructed where they are needed, with economy in building and
a proper relation to requirements, public ownership will not be condemned un-
less there should be future slackness and inefficiency in operation. Publie
ownership does lay heavier duties upon Governments and does require extreme
vigilance in administration. But, whatever may be the future advantages or
disadvantages of public ownership, it cannot be said that the financial position
of Ontario is as good as it was twenty years ago even if it be admitted that
for so rich a Province the actual public debt is still comparatively insignificant.
Probably all the Canadian Provinces are running towards extravagance in gov-
ernment. One feels that a Bradshaw in Queen’s Park could improve the finan-
cial position of Ontario by $4,000,000 or $5,000,000 annually. All the Western
Provinces are extravagant although farmers are the predominant element in
Western Legislatures. Moreover, the consequences of extravagance are as ser-
ious for farmers as for other classes of the people, even if taxation is so ad-
justed as to fall ehiefly upon financial institutions and industrial corporations.

It may be that even in Quebec it is still easily possible to improve the
vevenues by greater economy and more prudent administration. But under
Sir Lomer Gouin the Province has made remarkable advances in agriculture
and in industry. He has been honest enough and resolute enough to prevent
any considerable waste on any flagrant, jobbery. No man has ever served Que-
bee with greater fidelity or with fewer of the shifts and artifices of the profes-
sional politician. He has held his position, not because he was sinuous and

reeable, but because he gave the people service of such quality that they
ecould not afford to set him aside. There is a general expectation that he will
yet appear at Ottawa and whether one agrees or disagrees with his political
opinions there can be no question that men of h1§ type are needed in the House
of Commons, that he would be soundly influential in federal affairs, and that
the whole country would benefit by such prudent, conservative, and resolute
qualities as he has displayed in the government of Quebec.
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THE HUSBAND

By E. H. AnstruTHER, Toronto: S.
B. Gundy.

7 MONG the great mass of
fietion published just
now this book will be
relished for its many

0
{1@:{{' N\ passages that reveal not
only an appreciation of
life and nature but as well a splendid

literary style. It is an English novel.
To give an idea of its flavour, the fol-
lowing is quoted :,

‘“The heather is a little over’’ said
Mrs. Dennithorne, pointing away behind
them, as they wound a little back on their
tracks up the drive. ‘‘It is all in that
direction, west and to the North, and
beyond that you come to the Fens—you
know our famous Fen district? Down
there, to the left, you see our river, the
little Farr—look, you ecan just see it
again through the wood! That is the
oak wood; it is mueh admired; oaks will
hardly ever grow in this country’’,

Penelope noticed everything; she was
entranced by the changing scene, the
tranquil air, the tinted woods, the silver
stream, the flowing heath; and then the
tall red brick house, with its stone ter-
race, and balustrade covered by the knot-
ted trunk and branches of an ancient
wistaria; with behind it all glimpses of
smooth lawns, a sun-dial, and rows of
formal ‘‘bedded-out’’ flowers. She felt
the inevitable, sensuous charm of a dig-
nified, sequestered, established, English
home.

They went into the house. In the still,
almost religious quiet of the large square
hall tea was set. Penelope and her new
aunt sat down in deep -chintz-covered
chairs, and, while they ate little pieces
of food from ever so many different
kinds of plates and dishes, _Penelope
gradually supplied the links which were
missing in her cousin’s knowledge of her
own recent antecedents.

. . . . . .
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‘T must live, I can’t stifle myself to
death’”’,

And then, quite suddenly, she felt her
own terrifying smallness and insignifi-
cance, creeping up the long silent path,
past each little, black block of semi-de-
tached houses, nearer and nearer, and on,
in perfect solitude, at her own gate. The
Great Bear still hung in the sky, as it
had always hung for thousands and mil-
lions of exactly similar dark, starry
nights before this one; as she could, her-
self, remember it to have hung on an
innumerable succession of occasions; and
beneath this awe-inspiring spectacle she
felt that the  trifling fact of her own
existence was a thing too mean to mat-
ter. It appeared ludicrous to suppose
that it could signify at all what she
chose to do with her infinitesimal self,
And although she knew that it did mat-
ter,. that in some recondite way, inex-
plicable to herself, its signification was
Just as tremendous as was the whole vast
phenomenon of the universe; still, by
some other devious path, she contrived
to manufacture a justification and absolu.
tion for herself out of the smallness and
helplessness of mankind.

So Penelope, journeying thus silently
up the little hill, had come at last to her
own gate, and then her thoughts came to
an abrupt halt. She opened the gate
stealthily, all her body tightened up anq
alert again. Her meditations on thin
in the abstract were dissipated as swift.
ly as .a soap-bubble, her perception of
mundane realities was as keen and lueid
as a spring morning.

The trouble she had, at this moment
but begun to visualize would be one t(;
attack her in her most vulnerable spot.
She would have to defend herself before
a tribunal of opinion not only foredoomed
to hostility, but to a complete inabilit
to comprehend her defence. To face her
aunts with her new plans would be like
facing Margery again; it would be like
talking in an imperfectly assimilateq
foreign tongue, like a desperate exchange
of phrases that earried no meaning, Tﬁ,
girl who, a little more than an hour ago,
had bravely shouldered her fate, recog.
nizing—before the mute appeal of those
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piled-up papers—the course true courage
plainly pointed out to her, now stood be-
fore the front door (lateh-key in hand)
with dry lips, a throat that swelled, and
a heart whose beating was like the er-
ratic flight of a leaf before the wind.

44

THE VOICE OF THE PACK

By Episoxn MarsaALL. Toronto: The
Ryerson Press.

T is a tense moment in this romantie

story of the Canadian West when
Dan Failing, the hero, is put to the
supreme test of facing single-handed
an enraged cougar that is threatening
the life of his sweetheart. The girl,
Snowbird, is attacked by the great
beast at night, on a mountain trail,
and when the girl shoots at it, it leaps
upon her. The scene that follows is
here given in the words of the author:

Hurled to her face in the trail, she did
not see the cougar crawl on the earth
beside her. The flame in the lantern al-
most flicked out as it fell from her hand,
then flashed up and down; from the deep-
est gloom to a vivid glare thl.n som.ethu}g
of the effect of lightning flickering in
the sky. Nor did she hear the first .fren-
zied thrashing of the wounded animal
Kindly unconsciousness had.fallen, ob-
seuring this and also the sight of the
great cat, in the agony of its wound,
¢reeping with broken shoulder and bared
claws across the pine needles towards her
defenseless body.

But the terrible fangs were never to
know her white flesh. Some one had
come between. There was no chance to
shoot; Whisperfoot and the girl were too
near together for that. But one course
remained; and there was.not even t_lme
to count the cost. In thm_ most terrible
moment of Dan Failing’s life, there was
not even an instant’s hgsltation. He
did not know that Whisperfoot was
wounded. He saw the beast creeping
forword in the weird dancing light of
the fallen lantern, and he only knew that
his flesh, not hers, must resist its rending
talons. Nothing else mattered. No other
consideration could come between.

{1 was the test; and Dan’s instinets
responded coolly and well. He leaped with
all his strength. The cougar bounded
into his arms, not upon the prone body of
the girl. And she opened her eyes to
hear a curious thrashing in the pine
needles, a strange, grim battle .that, as
the lantern flashed out, was hidden in
the darkness.
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And that battle, in the far reaches of
the Divide, passing into a legend. It
was the tale of how Dan Failing, his gun
knocked from his hands as he met the
cougar’s leap, with his own unaided
arms kept the life-giving breath from
the animals lungs and killed him in the
pine needles., Claw and fang and the
frenzy of death now could not matter at
all.

Thus Failing established before all men
his right to the name he bore. And thus
he paid one of his debts—Ilife for a life,
as the code of the forest always decreed—
and in the fire of danger and pain his
metal was tried and proven.

w
THE STRANGER

By ArrrUR Bunnarp. Toronto: The
Macmillan Company of Canada.

THERE are irritating perplexities
about this book. At times it is
harsh and gaudy. Then, by a change
in the author’s dietion and subject
matter, the scene mellows and softens
and manifests a certain richness. The
total effect of the book is to give a
sense of thinness that almost ap-
proaches vacuity. But again this thin-
ness, like the thinness of the air of a
Western summer,seems sometimes the
accompaniment if not the guarantee
of distance and vistas and exhilara-
tions.

The story, to one who has read the
book and laid it down, is vague like
something dreamed and falf forgotten
if it was ever really grasped. For some
readers the characterization will be ar-
tistic, an achievement of the author;
for others it will be simply a baffling
flaw that the author’s immediacy in
the matter of dates and contempor-
aneousness will not remedy. It is as if
the action of the book happens behind
the semi-transparent sereen at the
theatre. This, for a summer and half
dreamy mood, is pleasant. For the
mood of the ordinary year-round read-
er, who feels that it is the novelist’s
business to create, to create vividly
and concretely, it will be without
strong appeal. The few places in the
book where the screen disappears and
life stalks plainly will be the satisfae-
tory places.
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THE SECOND LATCH KEY

By C. N. and A. M. WILLIAMSON.
Toronto: S. B. Gundy.

T HESE two writers, who are noped
for the constant and fascinating
action in their stories, have not failed
their numerous readers in this their
latest novel. It is the story of an
English girl and an adventuring Am-
erican millionaire who, entering like a
Galahad, wins her, and then assumes
what appears to be his real nature—
a cad. How the mystery which makes
him act this part is solved, and endur-
ing love comes to them, is the main
theme.
s A
KINDRED OF THE DUST

By Perer B. Kyne. Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company.

THIS is a love story of the great
Northwest, of the sort of people
there.  There are three principal
characters :

- The old Laird—Hector McKaye,
millionaire lumber man, a fine old
gentleman who has centered the great
hopes of a mighty life in his son to
whose broad shoulders he has now
shifted the vast McKaye enterprises.

The young Laird—Donald, who is
torn between his love for his father
and his love for Nan, his marriage to
whom he feels would break his proud
old father’s heart.

The outcast of Port Agnew—‘Nan
of the Sawdust Pile” ostracized by the
townspeople, who has made two mis-
takes in life. She has been deceived
into marriage by a bigamist whom she
left, and then has fallen in love with
Donald McKaye, for whom she named
her child. Above all, it is a man’s be-
lief in the woman he loves.

Hector MecKaye and his close-
mouthed general manager Andrew
Davey were the only persons who
knew the extent of the Laird’s fortune.
Even their knowledge was approxim-
ate, however, for the Laird disliked to
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delude himself and carried on his
books at their cost priced properties,
which had appreciated handsomely in
value since their purchase. The knowl-
edge of his wealth brought to MeKaye
a goodly measure of happiness—not
because he was of Scottish ancestry
and had inherited a love for his bau-
bees, but because he was descended
from a fierce, proud, Scottish clan, and
wealth spelled independence to him.

%

THE FORGING OF THE PIKES

By AnisoNn NorTH. Toronto: McClel-
land and Stewart.

THIS is a story of the rebellion in
Upper Canada in 1837. It is,
therefore, a novel of political strife at
a time when this young country was
in the moulding process. It is a period
in Canadian history that has appealed
to a number of Canadian writers, not-
ably to Wilfred Campbell, who un-
doubtedly has left a more pronounced
impression as poet than as novelist. In
this particular story by Anison North,
which is really the nom de plume of
Miss May Wilson of London, Ontario,
the history of the period is well
sketched, but there is as well for
readers who are not so much interested
in history a pretty romance which
treats of the love affairs of a handsome
girl, Barry, and an equally handsome
youth, Alan. The part that Alan takes
in the rebellion, especially after he
joins the rebel forces under Mackenzie
and assists in the attack on Toronto,
makes interesting reading quite apart
from the love story, which fortunately
is ever dominant. One of Alan’s ob-
servations, which applies to-day as
much as it did then is that “The whole
trouble of this country comes of lack
of common experience and the diffi-
culty of getting a common point of
view”. Miss Wilson is to be congratu.-
lated on .having woven a successful
romance Into a very important event
in Canadian history.

D)



THROWN IN

BY NEWTON MacTAVISH

THE TAVERN

HE old axiom that good wine needs no bush was not ob-
served by the tavern of my recollection. For this
tavern flaunted a sign that was large and square and

much beaten by weather. The sign was supported by a cedar
post erected, almost in the middle of the cross-roads, so that
even those who ran might read. That is, they might have
read had not the characters on the face been almost wholly ob-
literated by sun and sleet and snow. Nevertheless it stood
there with as much significance as the inseription above the
bar-room door: “Licensed to sell beer, wine and other spiritu-
ous and fermented liquors.”

The roads crossed at the foot of two hills, at the very foot of
the village. There stood the sign-post, and over from it,
against the hillside, lay the tavern, a gaunt, square, light brick
structure, with the bar-room steps at the nearesv corner and
a main entrance in the middle. A plank platform ran all
aeross the front and far enough around the end to pass the bar-
room door. In ordinary cirecumstances an old-fashioned wooden
pump would have stood on one corner, but in its stead, just
a few feet away, under the edge of the road, a spring of clear
water appeared. The water was cold, and it shone in the sun,
turning over slowly once or twice before it slipped back into
the earth again, to reappear by the roadside, behind the stables,
in the form of a rivulet, which, after many years away from
it, at length prompted my dissertation on “The Source”.

The real source of this stream was farther up, past the
grist mill and behind the blacksmith’s shop; but here by the
tavern it made its first real appearance. - Sometimes, as child-
ren, on the way to school, we used to make the interesting ex-
periment of casting a chip of wood into the churning water,
watch it glide down from sight, then run out behind the stables
by the roadside, and wait for it to emerge triumphant into
the light. What a weird, perilous voyage for ecraft
so frail! How the chip must have held its breath and shut its
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eyes as it went hurtling and tossing through that subterranean
passage! Niagara gives no more genuine thrill than this. Nor
does Kakabeka, Montmorenci, or the upper chasms of the
Fraser.

The water, following its course under ground, flowed be-
neath the bar-room door, beneath the gravelled space where
steeds of noble blood have stamped at the hitching post, almost
beneath the stables honoured by the memory of Lord Haddow,
Prince Charlie, Pride of Perth, Perfection, and a line of other
notable beasts whose pedigrees hung upon the bar-room walls,

The bar-room itself was the place of peculiar interest in
those days. As to beauty it could make no boast, nor was it
attractive in its plainness. Its floor was plain and bare, as was
also its walls, except for the hangers that published the quali-
fications of specimens of live stock, the dates of auection sales.
the programmes of fall fairs and the wonderful attractions and
marvellous feats displayed by some travelling circus. There
were the usual bar, the usual cuspidors, the usual Windsor
chairs, and the very usual flavour of stale beer and cigar stubs,
On the shelf behind the bar was a modest assortment of liquors,
and in the middle, above the shelf, instead of the familiar piec-
ture of a horse-race, a boxing tournament or a cock-fight, the
space was used to display the likeness of some prominent
politician. In the seventies there hung for years a large
framed portrait of Hon. George Brown, which served in con-
tradistinetion to the numerous crude, counterfeit present.
ments of local stallions and bulls.

Bull, singularly enough, was the name of the landlady. She
was at least a grass widow, and she seemed to enjoy dispensing
liquors. It was a treat to see her plump right arm work the
brass handle every time anyone called for beer, her black eyes
flashing constantly, and the smooth ivory skin of her cheeks
sinking into dimples with every jibe and every sally.

Sally, odd as it many seem, was the name of her daughter.
She, too, perhaps to her sorrow, had black eyes and red lips
and a marvellously strange look that was not of earth nor of
sky. I have seen this mother and this daughter, both beauties
of the same stock, the one enticing, the other threatening,
serving drink to boisterous men who revelled in blatant boast
and ribald jest.

Jesting and boasting were the conspicuous accomplishments,
and while mighty deeds of valour can be recalled, one dare not
venture to perpetuate the jokes. For the delicacies of thought
and speech oftentimes were disregarded and strong drink




THROWN IN

had a wonderfully loosening effect on the tongue. But boast-
ing, in many instances at least, is a harmless pastime, especi-
ally if you can get someone else to boast for you. Take the
case of Jack Lampert. Jack was a short, stocky, young farmer
who was noted for his great strength. It was said of him
that once during the haying, seeing a rainstorm approaching,
he went into a field with a barley fork and threw the haycocks
on to the wagon, one at a time, as fast as the horses could
walk. Jack was handicapped inasmuch as he could not stage a
haying scene in the bar-room. Instead he used to fold fifty-
cent silver pieces with his fingers.

Then there was big Bill Benson, who went about the country-
side with Lord Haddow, drew sawlogs in winter, and stopped
at the tavern every time he perceived any likelihood of con-
viviality. His turn, so to speak, was to carry the box stove
full of live coals out and set it down in the middle of the
road. This feat was not likely to be performed without at
least a small wager, and if a stranger could not be induced to
act as vietim, a drink or two on important occasions like
Christmas, Hallowe’en or somebody’s birthday would ease
Bill’s conscience. Because Bill, like many another whose pre-
fession compels him to appear in publie, believed in commer-
cializing his talent, or at least in not pandering merely, with-
out profit, to vulgar curiosity. Under drink his bearing be-
came heavy, his perception dull. And while he seldom lost
the use of his great strength, frequently his faculties lagged

_until it seemed as if his great hulk acted while his mind stood
still.

Still in particular did it stand one Thanksgiving night
when Charlie Mitchell, anticipating the occasion, slipped some
extra dry hardwood from the mill pile into the stove and
sat back to await the result.

It was one of those cold autumn nights when leaves rustle
on the ground, when shutters creak, when chickens leave the
orchard for the coop, and cattle crouch against the stack.

The bar-room was warm and inviting. Yankee Tom had got
out his fiddle, and little Jimmie Jordan was doing a clog dance
to the tune of “The Wind Shook the Barley”. George Grimes,
who shipped more fat cattle from those parts than any other
three men in the county, sat in a chair tilted against the
wall, humming the tune and beating time with his fist on the
arm of the chair. Bobbie Boak, a Nova Scotian, whose paunch
was like a barrel, whose calling was that of drover, who carried
a stop watch and had gold in his front teeth, stood with his
hands in his pockets intently watching Jimmie’s twinkling
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little legs and spitting betimes into a flat brown cuspidor.
Arthur Bisaillon, a French-Canadian, whose name nobody
could pronounce, and who always came in with a tin of oys-
ters under his arm, marked time with his heel and picked his
teeth with a quill. Joe the teamster, having taken a five-cent
cigar on the first round of treats, sat with his eyes on the
seiling, his feet on the fender. The carpenter, with hair all
round his neck like down on a chicken, was ready for oysters
and more than ready for gin. Gin he could not resist, and
he relished it neat, because, as he was wont to remark, it
smoothed out the wrinkles in his throat, and its fumes were
like hell fire.

Hell fire, indeed, the Methodist parson used to call it, and
the tavern itself was the hell-hole of destruetion. Not 50, how-
ever, in the opinion of Hi Horner, man of all trades, who used
to say, whenever he had a glass of liquor in his hand, “They
claim that bread is the staff of life, but whiskey is life itself”.

On this especial Thanksgiving night Hi leaned against
the jamb of the door leading into the hallway, his whis-
kers standing straight out like a wire brush and the hair
on his head eclipped close like a jail-bird’s. He boasted
of the finest set of teeth in the township, and to prove it he
could, if sufficiently provoked, bite through a tenpenny nail or
take a chunk out of the hardest flint whiskey-tumbler that
ever crossed a bar.

Close to Hi stood the blacksmith, who never came down
to the tavern except on special occasions and always called
for ale in a pewter mug. His hair, as usual, was oiled and
parted carefully all the way down at the back. He wore a
mutton-chop beard whose ends were long enough to tie in a
bow-knot. He had extraordinary forearms, acquired no doubt
by hammering at the anvil, and he always was willing to
have a trial of wrist strength with anyone, and he usually
earned a drink by a simple twist.

Under the drawing of Lord Haddow stood Charley Camp-
bell, one of the nimblest and supplest nuisanees north of the
Boundary. His most exquisite pastime was breaking door
panels with his fists, but if only half tight he eould spring into
the air with the agility of a cat, kick one side of the room
with one foot, and then, without touching the floor, bound
across and kick the other side.

Kicking was Charley’s long suit. He kicked Hi Hornep
in the face one fall fair day, but didn’t even loosen a single
tooth. He kicked off Finlay Ferguson’s hard hat one fall
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fair day, and the row that followed lasted until they laid
poor Finlay on the hill. He was a good farmer, was Finlay,
but a sad humourist: like many other persons, he never
geemed to know when to laugh.

But laughing was in order, even for Finlay, though it was
suppressed, this Thanksgiving night when Jimmie stopped
dancing and Big Bill spat on his hands as he asked whether
anyone would say that he eould not carry out the stove just as
it stood, fire and all. Everyone knew that the top was red
hot, that it was roaring inside, that even the legs were warm.

It was a tense moment. Mrs. Bull stood, arms akimbo,
beside the cask of rye. Dimples appeared in her cheeks, and a
flash of merriment in her eyes. For she was inured to the
adventure, well schooled in the cunning knack of letting the
men have their fling. Sally, resting thin elbows on the
bar and blanched cheeks in the hollows of her hands, fixed
her eyes on a stranger who half sat on the window sill, in
the shadow, behind the stove. Her stare no doubt, was a
challenge to this man, for until now he had not suffered
his eyes to turn away from feasting on her comeliness. Per-

‘haps it was fate, perhaps it was perdition; but, whatever it

was, some irresistible impulse must have surged within them.

“Will anyone bet me I can’t do it?” shouted Bill, again
spitting on his hands.

No one replied.

“Will anyone stand the drinks if I do it?”

All but Bill himself realized that the stove was red hot,
and, knowing Bill, all laughed to themselves at the prospect
of seeing the local giant thwarted at last.

Just then the stranger came out from the shadow. Then
we could see, and Sally also should have seen, all the more
plainly, that he had an uncertain kind of wood looks. with
black eyes, a flowing black moustache, rather flashy clothes
and a brilliant searf pin.

“T tell you what I'll do,” he said, addressing Bill: “if you
carry that stove out, I'll earry it in again.”

Bill looked aghast. Here after all was one who challenged
his hitherto acknowledged supremacy. What could it mean? It
was not possible that this upstart of ordinary physique could
wrest from him the sweetness of his present glory. Let him try.

At this turn of events Mrs. Bull’s dimples disappeared, but
Sally didn’t change a hair. Bill, striding over towards the
stove, eontemptuous of the stranger, stretched his arms and
shouted for someone to open the door. Two or three jumped
forward, and almost before anyone could tell just what was
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happening, Bill went out through the door, holding by some
superhuman resistance the hot stove in front of him. The
pipes clattered to the floor and smoke filled the room. Every-
one rushed towards the door, and when the last of us got
out we saw Bill standing serenely over the stove warming his
hands. Presently he looked about him, and then called for the
stranger.

The stranger, true to type, had remained inside to snateh a
word with Sally. But now he stood boldly silhouetted in the
doorway.

“Now, stranger,” said Bill, “it’s your turn.”

“There’s no hurry,” replied the stranger. “Let’s all cool off.”

“The stove too,” said Bill, with a sneer.

“The stove too,” said the stranger: “I didn’t say when I’d
carrry it back.”

There was something tantalizing in his tone, for Bill
sprang towards him and was about to strike when Sally rushed
in between them. The stranger drew the girl to one side,
and then addressed Bill. \

“I didn’t come here,” he said slowly, “to fight. Nor do

I intend to carry a red-hot stove. But I tell you what ru

do: we’ll wait till the stove cools off, and then, to make
up for the heat, I'll carry it in again with Sally sitting on
top.”

While the stove was cooling off everyone went inside again,
and the stranger stood the treats all round. Then he stood
them a second time, taking whiskey himself, neat, and swallow.-
ing it with a little gurgle that made Joe look narrowly at him
across the edge of the bar.

The bar was not long enough for all to stand up to it abreast,
so the stranger stepped back to let Yankee Tom reach for his
glass., As he did so, Sally came from behind, and looked saue-
ily up at him. With that he erooked his elbow and invited the
girl to sit therein and put one arm round his neck. In that
position he walked with her triumphantly, as we thought, out
and placed her neatly on top of the stove. Then he stooped
down and with what seemed like the greatest of ease he lifted
the stove, Sally and all, and carried it gracefully into its
proper place. -And he did more than that, for a few nights
later he disappeared, and, what was always regarded as a re-
markable co-incidence, Sally disappeared at the same time.

Nobody ever seemed to hear anything more about Sally,
and in time she was forgotten. Perhaps not altogether for.
gotten, for there is one at least who remembers her black eyes,
her red lips and the look that was not of earth nor of sky.




TAX ON CLOTHES A BURDEN
ON NECESSARY OF LIFE

BY OTTIWELL WOOD

URING the stress of the
war period the men of
(Canada were never ac-
cused of extravagance.

The six hundred thou-

) sand who went across
put up with the rough cloth and ill-
tailored uniforms, and those who
stayed at home to carry on the busi-
ness of the country practised economy
and thrift.

1 was talking to John Brownlee,
managing director of the Semi-ready,
Limited, of Montreal, who are recog-
nized leaders in the tailoring of clothes
of quality for men. DAl

This firm achieved the distinction of
filling every order for their customers
in Canada, and they never offered an
excuse. “We make clothes—not ex-
cuses,” was the terse statement of one
of the directors.

Mr. Brownlee’s chief objection to
the tax on men’s clothes was, that it
was ill-considered in the first place,
then was reconsidered after consulta-
tion with some of the manufacturers,
who should have been asked for infor-
mation in the first place, and that the
exemption line as drawq at $45 was
too low to permit of a fair deal to the
thrifty man who was neither extrava-
gant or luxurious. ;

“The tax will lower the quality and
depreciate the value generally,” said
Mr. Brownlee. “Instead of uplifting
the quality of woykmanshlp and ma-
terial, there will 11ker be a return to
the old system of just seeing how
cheap clothes can be made, without re-
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gard to the quality of material or of
workmanship.

“The placing of the exempt line at
$45 on our Semi-ready clothes, while
the custom-made suit or what we call
the special made to order suit enjoys
an exemption up to $60, is hardly
fair.

“The inference is that our $45 stock
suit is of as good value as the $60
made-to-measure suit. This is a dis-
dnetion far beyond our claim, that
there was only about $8 or $10 saved
by our system of tailoring,” continued
Mr. Brownlee.

“What affect will the tax have on
values as they exist to-day ¢’ I asked.

“When a man pays $3.75 more for
a suit than the label says it is worth,
he cannot argue that it will reduce the
price,” he replied. ‘

“In the five years since 1914 the
clothing manufacturers had one pros-
perous season. That was during the
half year period in 1919, when a grand
army of Canadians returned from
Europe to civilian life.

“In the previous year men were
practising economy in their apparel.
Prices of woollens went up 200 and
300 per cent. and there has been no
break in the highest prices as yet. The
cost of labour advanced more than 100
per cent. and at the beginning of the
present year a further advance of fif-
teen per cent. was demanded by the
workers and acceded to by the em-
ployers.

“A fine, wool worsted suit or a fine,
wool tweed cannot be produced, to sell
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at $45. Why should men who practice
thrift in quality-buying be compelled
to pay more for their suits than the
men. who are content with the more
wasteful shoddy and eotton mixtures?
~ “A good suit of clothes, made from
a fine wool, cannot be classed as a
luxury. A plain suit of clothes is as
much a necessary of life as are eggs,
butter and bacon.

“The cost of wool and of laboyr
jumped so high that the ordinary $25
suit values went up to $50 or $55,
with a lesser profit to the makers than
in normal times. In the good old days,
when peace reigned and we started to
build a Peace monument in Montreal’s
largest park, a $25 suit was never
classed as an extravagance or a
luxury.

“I understand that the Minister of
Finance confessed his ire in strong
terms to the furriers because ladies
wore neck scarfs in the streets in the
summer. Possibly if he wore as gauzy
clothes as a lady does he would need
a fur ruff.

Canada needed a lesson in economy,
but the gross expenditures of our gov-
ernments, munieipal, provineial and
Federal, have not given the people any
semblance of a lesson in thrift.

Another objection to the differ-
ential between clothes made to meas-
ure and clothes sold as Semi-ready
clothes are tailored was registered by
Mr. Brownlee:

“Semi-ready tailored clothes finished
to the try-on stage, and ready to be
finished in an hour by any skilful
tailor are exempt up to $45, and there
is a tax of 15 per cent. on all money
paid over this amount, whilst clothes
made to measure are exempt from tax-
ation up to $60.

“This would argue that our $45

suits in the shops are equal in value
to the suits of the retail tailor which
are sold at $60,” said Mr. Brown-
lee.

“T do not combat this argument,
but I do know that we make thousands
of custom-made or made to order suits
every year, and they do not cost us
more than $3 to $5 extra to make.
The difference is not fair to the shop
selling ready-made clothes, and is
really a surtax on modern efficiency
and organization.

“The collection of an income tax by
government authority has always been
a travesty. But a small fraction of
income and poll taxes were ever col-
lected. It will require a costly army
of new officials to collect the new taxes
enforced.  The honest and upright
merchant will be at a disadvantage al-
ways, for many men have an easy
conscience in evading taxes or customs
duties.

“The merchant who has reputation
and money at stake, and who honestly
collects the super-tax imposed under
the first attempt at direct taxation,
will no doubt be further harried by
the officials on making his returns,
‘While the merchant who wishes to
evade the tax and treat its meaning
with contempt, will find methods to do
50.
“To be sure, a license is to be issued
to each merchant, and the withdrawal
of his license may put the dishonest
merchant out of business. But a gov-
ernment does not usually show any
gkill or initiative in matters of this
kind. I cannot believe that this means
of taxation, copied from a like system
inaugurated by the dying Democratic
regime in the United States, will meet
with public favour,” concluded Mrp.
Brownlee.
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of the tangy flavor to

S On er u ls make it so delicious,
INGERSOLL CREAM
CHEESE is unexcelled

for table use.

Spread it on biscuits
and serve it for lunch.
Spread a thin layer of
it over a dish of spaghetti
and tomatoes and putitin
the oven to bake. Serve it
hot for the evening meal—
it is so nourishing. It is a
wonderful dish.

THERE IS SOMETHING

about this Cheese which

makes you want to eat and

eat until the last little bit

is gone—and then you look
for more.

Get a package today
at your grocers

THE INGERSOLL PACKING
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‘Th.e Sauce of the Epicure
and the Gentleman

HERE is refinement and prestige in
serving Lea & Perrins’ Sauce, en-
tirely lacking when this first and original
“Worcestershirc” is replaced by second-grade
sauces and spurious imitations. No dinner is
complete without LEA & PERRINS'—THE

BEST.
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A Cool Lunch

for a busy man on a hot day

Grape-Nuts

A sustaining cereal food of appeal
ing favor, quickly digested and full
of sound nourishment.

“There's a Reason”
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To average or stout figures this newly patented D & A Practical
Front corset gives a perfect straight front and a small hip effect.
Permits quick adjustment at each wearing. The elastic section clasps
together with a very pliable, light corset-clasp the outer section lacing
just like a man’s boot. Adjusted in a few seconds, this Practical
Front gives wonderful comfort.

DOMINION CORSET CO., QUEBEC, MONTREAL, TORONTO
Makers of “*La Diva" and ‘Goddess’’ Corsets.
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Those Pearly Teeth

Learn how people get them

All statements approved by high dental authorities

Millions of people have
adopted a new teeth cleaning
method. Wherever you look
you see pearly teeth nowadays.
Let this ten-day test reveal
what this method means to you.

End the cloudy film

Most teeth are dimmed by
Glm. A viscous film clings to
them, enters crevices and stays.
Most tooth troubles are now
traced to it

It is this film-coat that dis-
colors—not the teeth. It is the
basis of tartar. It holds food

Pepsadéni

REG. IN

The New-Day Dentifrice

A scientific f
tests,
where.

ilm combatant which, after 5 years’
is now advised by leading dentists every-
Druggists supply the large tubes.

substance which ferments and
It holds the acid
in contact with the teeth to
cause decay.

forms acid.

Millions of germs breed in
itt, They, with tartar, are the
chief cause of pyorrhea, and
very few people escape it.

The ordinary tooth paste
does not dissolve .it, so the
tooth brush does not end it.
Thus most people suffer from
that film.

Now dental science, after
years of searching, has found
a way to combat it. Able au-

thorities have amply proved
Now leading
dentists everywhere advise it,

its efficiency.

and millions of people have
come to employ it,

Everyone is welcome

Now this new method is
embodied in a dentifrice called
Pepsodent. And everyone is
welcome to a ten-day test.

Pepsodent is based on pep-
sin, the digestant of albumin.
The film is albuminous mat-
ter. The object of Pepsodent
is to dissolve it, then to day
by day combat it.

Pepsin long seemed impos-
sible. It must be activated,
and the usual agent is an acid
harmful to the teeth. But
science has found a harmless
activating method, and pep-
sin can be every day applied.

Two other new-day requi-
sites are combined in Pepso-
dent, So this method in three
ways brings unique results, and
everyone should know them.

Send the coupon for a 10-
Day Tube. Note how clean
the teeth feel after using.

Mark the absence of the vis-
cous film. See how teeth
whiten as the film-coat dis-
appears. It will be a revela-
tion.

Do this for your sake and
your family's sake. Judge the
method by results. Cut out
the coupon now, for few things
are more important,than whit-
er, safer teeth.

10-day tube free e

THE PEPSODENT COMPANY,
Dept. 701, 1104 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago, Il

Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to

..........................................

Only one tube to a family

—

——
——
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TRADE MARK

Known the world over as the mark
which identifies the best of cutlery

Look for it on every blade.

JOSEPH RODGERS & SONS, Limited

CurLens T0 His MajustY

SHEFFIELD - . - ENGLAND

...........................
T T e D L 807 10 00 00 e s om0 et s st 80 %y St e %t te P e e e e e e e e

CLARK’S PREPARED FOODS

Some of our helps to Food
Conservation

CLARK'S Pork & Beans

Spaghetti with Tomato
Sauce & Cheese

Concentrated Soups

31 Peanut Butter

% Stewed Kidneys

" Ox & Lunch Tongues
*  Pate de Foie, etc., etc.

W. CLARK, LIMITED, - MONTREAL

Canada Food Board License No. 14-216

(1]
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Know what you
; MOther"'give your children.

E The open published formula appears on every label of :'

MRS.WINSLOW'S
; SYRUP

The Infants’ and Children’s Regulator 4

Sodium Citrate—an ef-
fective regulator of
vegetable cathartic. the bowels — used

frequently with
other ingredients by

Rhubarb—a rejuvenator of learned doctors in

treating colic and

diarrhoea.

Sodium Bicarbonate——high]y valuable in treating

severe gastric indigestion in children.

*

Senna—a prompt, efficient

digestive action.

Oil ot Anise, Fennel, Caraway, Coriander,
Glycerine, Sugar Syrup, all of which help to make
this formula the very best that medical skill can
devise. If it were possible to improve this formu-
la it would be done regardless of the fact that a
bottle of Mrs. Winslow's Syrup now costs twice
as much to make as any other similar prepara-
tion. Yet it costs you no more than ordinary baby
laxatives. Pleasant to give and pleasant to take.
At all Druggists

ANGLO-AMERICAN DRUG CO.
215-217 Fulton Street, N. Y.
GENERAL SELLING AGENTS : ’

' Harold F. R .ichie & Co. Inc.
“l Neu York Tororte, C nada

"

L
L]
L
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HE making of fine Chocolates
w demands more than men and
machines. It is a science
brought to perfection only by long exper.
ience and specialized endeavor. The
experience of half a century s
behind the “Delecto” assortment

of G. B. Chocolates, which
consists of Creams, Nuts,

Fruits, Hard Centers,
Nugatines and
Marshmallows.

In %, 1, 2 and ¢
pound boxes.  Ask for
the “Delecto” Box

Originated by

GANONG BROS. LIMITED
ST. STEPHEN, N. B.

Makers for so Years of Fine Chocolates.
14




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

| Keeps
| the Whole
Family
in Good
Natural
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At all
Druggists

P S

Prepared by
J. C. ENO, LTD.,
** Fruit Salt’* Works, London, Eng.

Agents for North America:

HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., LIMITED
19 McCaul St., TORONTO
171 Madison Ave. New York City
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Better than Metal
Better than Wood

EDDY’S INDURATED FIBREWARE

g
: g
:
é
:

3 There's a big difference between the old-fashioned
wooden tubs and buckets and Eddy's Indurated
Washk Tubs ° Fibreware.
Wash Boards Eddy’'s are made from wood pulp—moulded under
Household Pails tremendous pressure—then dipped in solution and
Milk Pails baked for days in terrific heat.
Fire Pails The result is a product as strong and durable as
Butter Tubs steel, hard as flint, and yet very light and convenient
Cuspidors 1 to handle.
Pigeon Nests No cracks—no dents—no falling apart—impervious
to odors— clean and sanitary.

— r-J Once tried, always used.

EDDYS FIBRE

INDURATED

THE E. B. EDDY CO.

Limited
HULL, CANADA

Makers of Eddy’s Famous Matches

Al8
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Four well-known Westclox

OU like an honest clock for the
same reason you like an honest
man. You can depend on what it says.
Westclox alarms make and hold so
many friends because they run and
ring on time.
The secret of their dependability is
inside the case—Westclox construction.
The wheels turnon needle-fine pivots
of polished steel. Friction is greatly re-
duced; the clock runs more smoothly
and gives you longer service.

Big Ben, America, Sleep-Meter and
Baby Ben are the four top-notchers of
the Westclox line. But all Westclox
alarms have this same construction.
The men who make Big Ben take
pride in making every Westclox right.

It will pay you to look for the West-
clox mark of good timekeeping on
the dial and tag of the clock you buy.
Then you will have a timekeeper that

you can depend on for honest, faithful
service,

Western Clock Co., Ltd., makers of Westclox

Peterborough, Ontario




All Colors

Guaranteed

VICKERMAN’S
SERGES

Black - Blue - Grey
ALL WOOL

THEY NEVER FADE

| §.4 BVICKERMANSSONSL> &4

MAKERS NAME EVERY THREE YARDS

Your Tailor has Them

NISBET @& AULD L1m1ted

TORONTO
Sole Wholesale Distributors in Canada
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ESTABLISHED 1872

e
JJ )

jj:;‘ﬁj;] LETTERS OF CREDIT
YMRCULAR letters of

credit, available for
travellers throughout the

g - world, are furnished by us
on the most favorable terms.

BANK OF HAMILTON

MAIN TORONTO OFFICE, 65 Yonge St.
G. H. HODGETTS, Acting Manager

Does your Insurance Policy grow ?

Profits payable under our Annual Dividend Policies
may be used to purchase additional insurance. The
value of your policy will thus increase every year
while the premium remains constant.

Is your value to those dependent on you increasing?
If so, you need a policy that grows. Let an Annual
Dividend Policy with the ‘‘Paid-Up Addition'’ feature
take care of the increase.

The London Life Insurance Co.
Head Office: London, Canada

The Company that pays profits 70 per cent in excess of
the original estimates
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Meals in Tune With

Summer Appetites

N summer, heavy foods are as out-of-

place as heavy clothing. The appetite
longs for light and tempting dishes—
dishes that satisfy -— the delightfully
appealing dishes that can be quickly
prepared with Rose Brand ready-to-
serve meats,

Rose Brand cooked meats are culinary
triumphs.  Delicious, delicately-cured
ham, jellied tongue, pressed beef, or
any of the other dainty Rose Brand
meat treats are prepared by skilful
chefs so as to preserve all the natural
goodness and flavor.

With them, you can prepare a meal to
suit all occasions—a meal that any
hostess might well be proud to serve,
and any guest delighted to partake.
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The John Bertram & Sors Co.,Limited, Dundas, Ontari

HALIFAX , MONTREAL, TORONTO, WINNIPEG 'AND VANCOUVER
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Either way

Ends every corn

Use Blue-jay as you like best.
Apply liguid Blue-jay from a bottle,
or use the Blue-jay plaster.

The effects on the corn are
identical.

The pain stops. And the entire
corn quickly loosens and comes out.

Blue-jay now is ending some two
million corns a month.

It has so reduced corn troubles
that most folks never have them.

It will end them all when all folks
know about it.

The Blue-jay method] is easy,
gentle, sure.

It is scientific—the creation of a
world-famed laboratory.

For your own sake, stop paring
corns. Cease the old, harsh, in-
efficient methods.

Learn what millions know—that
corns are folly, the pain is needless.
Anybody can be'kept forever free
from corns with Blue-jay.

Prove this to-night. Buy Blue-jay

from your druggist.

Blue=jay
Plaster or Liquid

The Scientific Corn Ender

BAUER & BLACK, Limited Chicago Toronto New York
Makers of Sterile Surgical Dressings and Allied Products

2519

Malted Milk
Used su nearly %

everywhere °"“":{
Made under sanitary conditions from clean, ri
milk, with extract of our specially malted grain,
The Food-Drink is prepared by stirring
Infants and Children thrive on it. Agrees with the
weakest stomach of the Invalid and Aged.

Invigorating as a Quick Lunch at office or table.

Ask for Horlick’s v on.,

the powder in water,
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MOIRR'S Chocolates

Thousands of men commenced to eat Moir's

Chocolates while in service overseas. They
craved the nourishing candy with the dis-
tinctive taste and wrote home for more

Moir’s.

Just as tea is now an afternoon

beverage with service men, so
have they become attached to the
habit of eating Moir’s Chocolates

whenever that old trench craving

for sweets comes upon them.

They know Moir’s Chocolates
have a hundred or more varieties
of fillings—and have found those
that suit their taste.

Moir’s Limited, Halifax, N.S.

For

SORE
THROAT

* 0

&S5 COLD IN
SECTIONAL g CHIST

, S eic.
e : B Chas, F,
BOOKCASES ey e
| . Writes:
ARE THE BEST ' ™ + o wishtoinform
Por sale by All Leading Furniture . ' i}:}-r MINARD'S

a very
“MACEY STYLE BOOK,” full of in. we use it as a sure relief

formation, free for the asking.

out it if the price was one dollar a

CANADA FURNITURE UPCTURERS M' NA ﬁﬁ"s ‘!

superior article, and
for sore throat and chest, lwouldnotéemd..

WOODSTOCK. ONTARIO.

LINiMENT
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ASK YOUR RETAILER
FOR PRUE COTTONS

PRUE

COTTONS

WIDE RANGE OF COLOURS AND DESIGNS,
FROM THE GAYEST TO THE MOST SIMPLE
AND CONVENTIONAL. THERE IS NOTHING
PRETTIER, COOLER OR LESS EXPENSIVE FOR
SUMMER SERVICE, EITHER FOR CHILDREN
- OR ADULTS, THAN GOOD COTTONS - -

PRUE COTTON PRINTS MAY BE HAD IN A

DOMINION TEXTILE COMPANY
LIMITED

Toronto

Montreal -

Winnipeg
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After a Day’s

Hard Work
Drink
O’KEEFE’S

You come home after a
day’s hard work tired and
cold — may be depressed :
what better than a cheerful
fire, congenial companion-
ship and a glass of O’Keefe’s
Beer to banish weariness
and the blues.

@’ﬁi é; )

IMPERIAL
Ale, Stout and Lager

put life into tired, aching
limbs. Mildly stimulating,
their tonic and food pro-
perties act as an antidote
to the worries of the day.

O’Keefe’s Beverages are pure,

wholesome and delicious
— the result of
scientific blend-
ing of nature’s
gift — malt and
hops.

Your grocer or
dealer will de-
liver you a case—
ask him to-day !

O’Keefe’s, Toronto
Phone Main 4202

O’Keefe’s Beverages are

They Know That Cuticura

Will Soothe and Heal

Whether it is an itching, buming
skin trouble, an annoying rash, irri-
tation, cut, wound or burn Cuticura
will soothe and in most cases heal.
First bathe with Cuticura Soap and
hot water. Dry and anoint with
Cuticura Ointment. In purity, deli-
cate medication and refreshing fra-
grance Cuticura meets with the
approval of the most discriminating.
Soap 25¢, Ointment 25 and 50c. Sold
throughouttheDominion. Canadian Depot:

L , Limited, St. Paul St., Montreal.
ﬁl‘nauticura Soap chaves withozt ;:uu.

It KILLS

Disease Carriers:
Bugs, Flies, Fleas
Roaches

GENUINE DIAMOND

CASH OR CREDIT

Wz

also procurable at Res= Torms 30, ki
taurants, Hotels, Cafes, & weekly. We trust any pover .3.1‘. :.‘2. $3
etc. s Write for Cataiogue to-day

JACOBS BROS., Diamend
15 Toronte Arcade ¥ T0l|0=io. Can.
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To , Cool the Blood

and relieve the depressing effects
of hot weather, add a pinch of

i
e SALT

to each glass of water you drink. Abbey’s Salt
makes a sparkling, refreshing summer drink—
it keeps the system toned up, and helps to
prevent those stomach and bowel troubles which
occur so frequently in summer.
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¢ Mutual Benefits |}
| Day by Day |

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP
For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON" KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cleaning and Polishing Cutlery

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON"” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, ete.

Every working day the
Mutual Life is paying in
cash to its policyholders
$12,700.

—is increasing the policy-
holders’ funds at the rate of
over $10,000.

—is assuming new risks at
the rate of $135,418,

—is receiving for all pur-
Poses $28,611.

The net profits, credited
entirely to  policyholders,
amount to $4,341 for every
working day.

The Mutual has $170,706,-
000 of life insurance in force
on the lives of 70,000 mem-
bers, an average of $2,400
each.

Be a Mutualist

Mutual Life

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE of Canada

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LIMITED Yy  Waterloo-Ontario.
Wellington Mills, London Eng., S.E. 108
ey,

>
<
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Greater Tire Mileage and the
Goodyear Service Plan

Every Goodyear Tire Saver,
like the Outside’ Protection
Patch illustrated, is designed
to insure that greater mileage
which is the purpose of the
Goodyear Service Plan.

To the built-in mileage of
Goodyear Tires, this plan adds
effective means of prolonging
the usefulness of injured tires.

A well-worn or injured tire
may blow out on the road. The
Goodyear Outside Protection
Patch and the Goodyear Ad-
justable Blow-out Patch have
been provided to enable you to
make quick repairs on the road,
in case of such emergencies.

If these two Tire Savers prevent
you driving a half-mile on a
flat tire, they may have saved

the full value of the casing.

It is such Tire Conservation as
this which is aimed at by the
Goodyear Service Plan of Ser-
vice Stations and Tire Savers.

It is such Tire Conservation,
with their inbuilt quality,
which has made Goodyear
Tires possibly the lowest cost-
per-mile tires in the world.

If you are interested in know-
ing why more motorists ride
on Goodyear Tires than any
other brand in the world, talk
to a Goodyear Service Station
Dealer and write us at Toronto
for our free Tire Conservation
Course.

The Goodyear Tire & Rubber Co.
of Canada, Limited
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BUYING Tires is an
Investment. They
pay dividends in good
mileage, or they prove a
loss if they fail. Gutta
PerchaTires not only pay
dividends in long mile-
age and trouble-free ser-
vice, but they are a money
saving investment.

“GUTTA
PERCHA

TIRE.S

“The Tires That Give Satisfaction”

Gutta Percha & Rubber

LIMITED

Cities! in the Dominion
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Head Offices and Factory: Toronlo, Canada. Branches in all Zeading
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WILLYS-KNIGHT

P'JI‘() say that a motor improves
with use may sound paradoxi-
cal. But owners, after years of use,
say this is their actual experience
with Willys-Knight motors.

The Willys-Knight motor re-
ceives its gas through openings in
sliding_sleeves mechgmcallr oper-
ated. It has no clashing valves. A

gradual accumulation of carbon,
between the sleeves, seals the com-
pression more tightly. In power
and quietness, the motor thus im-
proves with use.

That explains why owners so uni-
versally declare, the Willys-Knight
runs better the longer it runs.

Willys-Knight Booklet on Request

WILLYS-OVERLAND LIMITED

Sedans, Coupes, Touring Cars and Roadsters

Head Office and Factories:
Toronto, Canada
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Branches: Toronto, Montreal,
Winnipeg and Regina
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The Dignified,Long-Mileage, Low-Upkeep Tires




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 45

First Aid.

HOES NEAT
KEEP YOUR SHO To Damaged Valves

ON'T throw away the tube
because the thread of the
valve is injured. Repair

it in a few minutes with this
handy Schrader Universalbinl
tool. It consists of: Tap, Die,
Valve-inside Remover, Reamer,
and Deflater, With it you can re-
move insides from valve stems,
repair damaged cap threads,
re-tap inside thread, ream dam-
aged cap seat, deflate tubes. It
will save you many dollars and

yet costs only 45 cents anywhere

in Canada.
1 e y Made in Canada by

A. SCHRAI?ER’S SON, INC.
S hoe L el
Dressing SCHRADER UNIVERSAL

For Men's Women's VALVE REPAIR TOOL §
TYS{IE and Children's Shoes WCKEEE

THE £.F.DALLEY CORPORATIONS LTD, HAMILT ONONT

Make good stoves and
Looking utensils.

«GURD’S” Ginger Ale “GURD’S” Caledonia Water

There is nothing quite like either, for both are ““ THE BEST’’

CHARLES GURD & CO., Limited - - MONTREAL
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What Nova Scotia Offers

The Farmer

Land Suitable for Dairying with succulent and well watered
pastures. The climate is moist and cool and the markets for dairy products
unexcelled. Good breeds of cows average 10,000 pounds of milk per cow.

Land Suitable for Fruit Growing. Nova Scotia Apples are among the
finest flavored in the world. Trees bear from five to ten years after planting and
yield profitably for from 60 to 100 years. A million acres of land not yet planted
are suitable for orcharding.

Land Suitable for Sheep Raising in one of the most favorable portions of
Canada for the sheep industry. The hilly pastures produce healthy sheep and
the mutton and lamb are of superior quality and flavour. Nova Scotia wool is
sought after by cloth manufacturers.

Land Suitable for Market Gardening. Strawberry, Raspberry and Cran-
berry Plantations yield profits ranging from $200 to $500 per acre.

Strong Local Markets and excellent opportunities for EXPORTING,

For further information including booklet of sample farm properties available,
write,

W. B. MacCOY
Secretary Industries and Immigration,
197 Hollis Street,

Halifax
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A 'Phone Booth in July

will quickly wilt the freshest smile and darken the
brightest disposition — Unless —

Well—the man to your left is clad in a Suit of

Genuine Palm Beach

And naturally he can well afford to look pleasant.

For there never was a fabric so wonderfully apt in
defying a “hot” situation ... . Its open, porous weave
—its clean, fresh appearance—its airy lightness—
make living a joy, even when the old thermom-
eter is dizzily climbing around the hundred mark!

Every conscientious clothier can, and will, show
you the GENUINE in a full variety of colors, and
with the TRADE-MARKED LABEL inside the coat.

rademarl 7% patent
and in Canada.

THE PALM BEACH -MILLS
Goodall Worsted Company, Sanford, Me

A. Rohaut, Sellin3 Apent, 229 Fourth Avenue, oN. Y.

GENUINE PALM BEACH Surrs
are shown in many patterng—
indark colors us well as lighe.
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ONLY TABLETS MARKED WITH
NAME “ BAYER” ARE ASPIRIN

Not Aspirin at all without the “Bayer Cross”

For Colds, Pain, Headache, Neuralgia, Tooth-
ache, Earache, and for Rheumatism, Lumbago,
Seiatiea, Neuritis, take Aspirin marked with the
name ‘‘Bayer’’ or you are mnot taking Aspirin
at all.

Accept only ‘‘Bayer Tablets of Aspirin’’ in an

unbroken ‘‘Bayer’’ package which contains eom.
plete directions, Then you are getting real
Aspirin preseribed by physicians for over nine.
teen years. Now made in Canada,

Handy tin boxes containing 12 tablets ecogt
but a few cents. Druggists also sell larger
‘‘Bayer’’ packages.

There is only one Aspirin—*‘Bayer’’—You must say ‘‘Bayer’’

Aspirin is the trade mark (registered in Canada) of Bayer Manufacture of Monoaceticaci
While it is well known that Aspirin means Bayer manufacture, to assist the

of Salicylicacid.

dester

ueainst imitations, the Tablets of Bayer Company will be stamped with their general trade mnri ‘{R:

“Bayer Cross.'

WOULD’NT YOU LIKE TO
RETIRE SOME DAY?

To be able to cease work and en-
joy a few years of leisure?

The surest and best way of ac-
complishing this is by securing
an Excelsior Endowment Policy.

If you want a loan you can always
get it and the Policy will mature
when you need it most.

For particulars write to

EXCELSIOR
| [FE==

HEAD OFFICE Excelsior Life Bldg., TORONTO
M. E. MANNING, Mgr., Toronto Branch

ot o s o

aegen

Protect the

Children who
wear Jaeger
Pure Wool can
enjoy their

ames and yet

protected ¢
from colds. Wh:
not adopt this
clothing and keep
out children
ealthy and com-
fortable?
ForSaleatJaegerStores

and Agencies through-
out the Dominion.

A fully illustrated
catalogue free on
application.

DR.JAEGER St=itsry Woalleac 1 iyrrep

Toronto Montreal Wi

innipeg
British ““founded 1883,




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

Dealers Everywhere
sell them

Wherever you find good
stationery, there you will
find Spencerian Steel Pens.
In the Spencerian Display
Case you are sure to find
just the style and point to
meet your personal re-
quirements—your style of
writing.

SPENCERIAN

PERSONAL

Steel Pens

Made in England
are made of the finest
pen steel, painstakingly
fashioned and finished. The
result is the smoothest
writing—the longest wear-
ing—the best pens made.

SPENCERIAN PEN CO.
349 Broadway New York City

Send 10¢ for ten sample pens and
ave awill send you free that fasc-
pating book, ““What your hand-
auriting reveals.”

Fine Medium,
Stub and

Florida Water

‘““ THE UNIVERSAL PERFUME”

| ) has been used by persons of
| ) taste the world over.

This unfailing popularity is
due solely to its grateful, en-
during fragrance and unique

refreshing quality.

It is delightful in the Bath,
the best thing after Shaving,
and beyond question the
most reliable and satisfac-
tory Toilet Perfume in use.

PREPARED ONLY BY

LANMAN & KEMP,
NEW YORK and MONTREAL.

| Ly 3

BOOK ON

DOG
DISEASES

AMERICA’S AND HOW TO FEED
Mailed Free to any address
PIONEER by the Author.
Doc H. CLAY GLOVER CO., Inc.
118 West 31st Street
REMEDIES NEW YORK, U.S.A.

Broaden Your Knowledge,
Keep Abreast of the Times
and Buy Understandingly
by

READING THE ADVERTISEMENTS
Granulated Eyelids,

Four: i
yesgulc y relieved by Murine

yeRemedy. No Smarting,
Your Dru

just Eye Comfort. At

ists or by mail 50c per Bottle,

For Book of the Eye free write b3
Murine Eye Remedy Co., Chicage.



50 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

 THE CANADIAN

ILLUSTRATED MONTHLY

The Canadian Illustrated Monthly has been established for the purpose of
assisting in the development of the great latent resources of the Dominion
of Canada through the dissemination of conservative information relating
thereto, and to give entertainment, refraining from discussion of religious,
racial, or political questions.

The Canadian Illustrated Monthly is an unusually well illustrated maga-
zine and besides containing authoritative articles on Canadian subjects, ear-
ries departments devoted to affairs at Ottawa, angling and hunting, foreign
trade opportunities, and ships and shipping. Nor is fietion overlooked.

We are very anxious to make this magazine a success, and to this end would re-
spectfully ask you to fill in the subscription form printed herewith, and send
to us together with Two Dollars in payment for a year’s subseription,

B e e i el B e a1

The Publishers,

The Canadian Illustrated Monthly,
P. O. Box 2829, Montreal, Que.

Gentlemen :

|
|
I
|
|
|
|
Please enter my subscription to The Canadian Ilustrated Monthly |

for one year commencing with your next issue, for which I enclose |
Two Dollars. ]
|

|

|

|

1

|

|

|

BUreet AQAPOER s iaiiiriaisssssbisiossbiotisss Bt WLy W b R SR
ToWh OF CIEY .-..uivisicisnn irvmisaialisirsbibissiiop e a kB LG B N

Provifice oF Blate .....cveidguiissssione G aitiith v atalotn At b
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Please remit in postal note, money order or cheque. If sending currency kindly register,

|

|
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|

|

|

|
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Atlantic Monthly Century Harper's

1907 /here-to-go_

NEW YORK
HOVTE EARLE Washington 8q.
HOTEL A ’New Ylurkl(ll!)i

merican an hote
::,l‘lul‘fnr %:2“;;’:{'..‘}. the most homelike
in the city. Centrally located. Our free
automobile bus meets all steamships.
KXOTT MANAGEMENT, 8. K. HiLL, Mgr.

or in need of mmplutp rest
or recreation investigate

wHEN “-L Steuben Sanitarinm,

Everyth at command to restore

o e Trdrotberopeste wessmenta

Beautital surroundings, golf. etc. Moderate rates,
" ADIRONDACK MTS. N. v;

X 4th Lake. Capacity 125. Lat-

M est equipment, efo('lrl(-tty,

& Collages running water every room.

Garage. (2..;:. Longstaff, Old Forge, N. Y.

Gome 0 PAUL SMITH'S HOTEL

ondacks. Capacity 500. All rooms wn.‘h
:J‘h‘ :.?:”amn.‘.rr. service, Osmps along St. Regis
Lakes. GOLF. Dancing. Bathing Bv.-nl.lng: Fl"f'
tng. Write M. P. Whelan. Mgr., Paul Smith's, N.Y.

MICHICAN E

y ISLAND, WOLF LAKE
f,ﬁ,;‘,:.‘.. most delightful summer resort.
Boating, bathing, fishing, dancing. Booklet.
Write Wm. K. McIntyre, Grass Lake, Mich.

OUR DEPARTMENTS APPEAR

in seven of the best magazines simultaneously
sneh month. They meet the traveler uym'ywhnre
sod blanket the wealth of Nt-rﬁh America. They
are on the reading tables of highest class homes.
There is only about nine per cent duplication.

Por space and rates write to Where-to-go Bureau,
fne.. 8 Boacon Street, Boston 9, Massachusetts

WOTECRESORT. & TRAVEL DEPARTI
Review of Reviews

Write our advertisers and refer to WHERE-TO-GO BUREAU, 8 Beacon St.,
Where-to-go Bureau forms for

Scribner's World's Work

CANADA

EN

Boston 9, Mass, Ask us for travel advice, Enclose postage
Septembe[ 7cloleVAu'\ut__l st at noon.

ot ]
and The Canadian Magazine. 13th YEAR

! 1920
TRAVEL

Have you considered
Quaint, Curious and Unrivalled

QUEBEC

and the celebrated
Lower St. Lawrence River Resorts
for your vacation this year ?
Only one night from New York and Boston
If interested, write

QUEBEC CENTRAL ||
RAILWAY ;

for information

G. D. Wadsworth, General Passenger Agent | |
Sherbrooke, Que |

The Walker House, Toronto, Ont. 1
Adjoining Union Station in heart of busi. |
ness district, 1 block from 8. 8. wharves. |
Am. or Eur. plan. Special attention to
Ladies & Children traveling alone. Booklet. |

~ BOSTON MASS.

'.'-'-'-t-'-t.’ |

| A, HOTEL PURITAN |
! P
|

390 Commonwealth Ave,Boston  * |

(%% The Distinctive Boston |
==t House. called by globe [/
trotters

and attractive hotels in the world.
« Modest rates. Our booklet has quide
‘,to;histoﬁc Boston and vicinity. [
Send to me for it AP Costello.Mgr:
*-.---l---'-.-

one of the most homelike i
»

PACIFIC COAST TOURS,

AIASKA.CANADIAN ROCKIES

Under personal escort June, July and Au-
gust. 36 page {llustrated booklet No. 6 with
complete itineraries malled on request.
COLPITTS-BEEKMAN CO.
333 Washington St., Boston 9, Mass,

BENNETT’S TRAVEL BUREAU

The Great West — Canadian Rockles
Alaska — Japan—C) ina
AROUND THE WORLD

506 Fifth Ave., New York, Vanderbilt 5348

AROUND THE WORLD

TRAVEL WORTH WHILE, COMBINING
RECREATION, EDUCATION, AND FUN
Write to E. Buckley, Ph.D., 209~ 35 N, Dearborn
Street, Chicago, I1l. Tour starts in November, but

registration within ten dayx is imperative

PLAN FALL OUTINGS EARLY

September, with its delightful days and cool nights,
ushers in the open game season in the Provinces,
marks the closing of the fishing in many States,and
is the ideal time for vacations in the mountain
country. Write to us for expert advice,

Avoid & rulned vaeation rosulting from lack of
knowledge regarding transportation, localities
and environment, climate, recreations, and the
right hotel. Patronize the attractions advertised
in and recommended by Where-to-go Bureau and
you will make no mistake. They will satisfy you,

s (B0 e Fr ] ] |

“A Greater Exposition Than Has Been”

CANADIAN NATIONAL

EXHIBITION
TORONTO
Aug. 28th—Sept. 11th, inclusive

The Annual World's Fair where the nation shows its best product
of Mine, Field, Factory and Forest.

1919 attendance 1,201,000 in thirteen days.

Always striving for higher standards, the 1920 programme is
designed to achieve new records in all departments.

|8 CCCTXITITD WY {88 Crrororoo ) (i e w) (i e w) |

[ CCCCED 88| |88 (OO B 8 (OO0 8] [ COCoono e

(B8 COOCITTID) ) (88 COCOCCOOD ) (28 (OO 8] (88 Comoooo ) |
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o Thousands Have Taken
45 this Wonderful Boat Trip

Thousands will take it again

From all parts of America people come to enjoy this Boat Trip. To thrill
to the delightful experience of shooting the St. Lawrence Rapids. To linger,
fascinated by the romantic interests of old Quebec. To marvel at the beauty
of the magnificent scenery. A Vacation Journey with a sort of mesmeric fas-
cination that charms its travellers into returning year after year to revel in its
refreshing glories—is this wonder trip called

“NIAGARA TO THE SEA”

The boats that make this journey are luxury-ships—splendidly appointed,
celebrated for their cuisine.

They take you from Lewiston across Lake Ontario to Toronto—thence
through the Thousand Islands to Prescott. Then comes the descent of the
Long Sault, the Lachine, and the other famous Rapids. Montreal is visited,
then Quebec. Here the traveller does well to linger—taking the side trip to St.
Anne de Beaupre. A few miles down the River are Murray Bay and Tadousac,
beautiful summer resorts made doubly attractive by their splendid hotels. The
canyon-like scenery of the Saguenay forms a fitting climax to this Vacation
Trip through Canada’s fairyland. The supreme moment is reached when the
boat approaches Capes Trinity and Eternity, those mightiest of all the promon-
tories that tower above the dark waters of this majestic stream. Before making
your vacation plans, you should obtain full information regarding this wonder-

ful Boat Trip.

Send 2¢ postage for illustrated booklet, map and guide to
John F. Pierce, Passenger Traffic Manager, Canada Steam-~
ship Lines, 203 R. and O. Building, Montreal, Canada.

CANADA STEAMSHIP LINES, LIMITED

MONTREAL OFFICE VICTORIA SQUARE




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

“JULIAN SALE”

m . s - .
The name behind the goods is your guarantee for the quality

‘RITE-HITE’ WARDROBE
TRUNKS

Every appointment
in its construction—
every convenience
in the making—
every point in the
manufacture of the
¢ Rite-Hite’ Ward-
robe Trunk is one
more good reason
why it should be
the trunk of your
choice in contem-
plating a longer
or shorter trip,
summer or winter.
In a very real way
it is the most complete ot wardrobes, and apparel travels
in it with as little risk of crushing as it would right on
the ‘‘hangers” or in the “‘Chest of Drawers” in the home.

(Have it demonstrated in the store, or write for special booklet.)

$332 to $902°

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, Toronto
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CANADA'S SUMMER GIRL

! GOES TO. e o
s
N

i MUSKOKA

i LA BAIE DE CHALEUR

PRINCE EDWARD
ISLAND

ST.JOHN RIVER VALLEY

NOVA SCOTIA - BY -
e THE SEA
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! OUT OF DOOR :
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¥ MARITIME PROVINCES.
|  QUEBEC AND - i .
E  NORTHERN ONTARIO. H |
| PRAIRIES, ROCKIES & |
i  PACIFIC COAST. 5
Y 3 3 N .
VALITI PPkt £ .
*(/ FREE COPIES OF ABOVE PUBLICATIONS ON H

APPLICATION TO GENERAL PASSENGER DEPARTMENT

VANCOUVER WINNIPEG  TORONTO
MONTREAL QUEBEC MONCTON
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PACIFIC COAST TOURS . &rens

ALASKA COAST —Stewart, B.C.

S. S. Prince Rupert in Portland Canal

OBSERVATORY INLET— Anyox, B.C.

A delightful ocean voyage midst
unsurpassed mountain scenery in
protected waters.

Visit VANCOUVER, VICTORIA and
SEATTLE

See the

CANADIAN ROCKIES

Via the new Mount Robson route

STOP OVER AT JASPER PARK

Full snformation and illustrated
literature on application to any
agent of the Grand Trunk System

W. E. DUPEROW
General Passenger Agent
Winnipeg, Man.

) markable natural beauty of the
THftolreChamplaln Golf Course, coupled
| with the charming sportiness of its 18 holes,
;as earned for it the undisputed leadership
of the American resort courses,
i s is but natural that a resort of Cham-
t 1 plain’s distinction should have a course
{ restige.
- P?‘I{Zc‘\?lg, rid%ng, boating, swimming and
T-]‘andng closely follow golf in popularity
| . nd are splendidly provided for. ~Golf and
’lllntel Booklets on request. :

New York Office, 243 Fifth Avenue.
Georae Low, JosepH P. GREAVES,
% Golf Superintendent. Manager.

AMERICAN PLAN

k ?
Be guided by the experience

of thousands of travelers the
world over and use

MOTHERSILL’S
SEASICK REMEDY

It prevents and relieves nausea.
Officially adopted by Steamship

mpanies on both fresh and salt
water. Contains no cocaine, mor-
phine, opium, chloral, coal tar pro-
ducts or their derivatives, nor other
habit forming drugs.

Sold by leading druggists — 60c
and $1.20 on guarantee of satisfac-
tion or money refunded.

MOTHERSILL REMEDY CO.
DETROIT MICHIGAN

Alsoat19 M. 1, New Y.
otk g Yo
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VACATION LAND OF PERFECT
SUMMER CLIMATE

Hay fever unknown. One thousand to two thousand
feet above the sea. Air scented with pine and balsam.
Modern hotels in Algonquin Park, Muskoka Lakes,
Georgian Bay, Lake of Bays, Kawartha Lakes and
Timagami. A short, pleasant ride from Toronto,
and you are in the midst of a charming summer
playground. Fishing, boating, bathing, golf and the
great out-of-doors. Write for free illustrated literature.

C. E. HORNING, D.P. A E. C ELLIOTT. D.P.A.

Union Station, Bonaventure Station,
Toronto, Ont. Montreal, Que.
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OF AMERICA

THE most delightful and convenint location in the
Thousand Islands.

( The starting point of all principal water sports.

( Finest Auto roads from all points East or West.

( Bass, Pickerel and Pike Fishing, Golf, Trapshooting,
Motorboating and Polo.

Winter Season: The Oaks, Bartow, Florida.
The Winter Haven, Winter Haven, Florida.

New fireproof hotel. 250rooms,
each with private bath.

OPENS DECEMBER 25, 1920

WILLIAM H. WARBURTON

PROPRIETOR
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You who think you should know Canada better
—who are wondering where you should seek
this year’'s vacation—why not visit the Can-
adian Pacific Rockies, the most magnificent
mountain region in the world?

Glistening snow-peaks ten thousand feet and
higher surrounding you—trails to walk and ride
—good roads for motoring and driving—mile-
high links for the golfer—opportunities every-
where for the Alpine climber—warm sulphur
swimming pools—Iluxurious hotels at Banff and
Lake Louise, and mountain chalets at Emerald
Lake and Glacier, with music, dancing, and a gay
social life—trout-fishing in season, sublime
scenery and big game for the camera (and in
September for the rifle)-——camping in regions of
unparalleled majesty—these are a few of the
delights in store.

And this Mountain Garden of the Giants is so
easy to reach by

CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY

Get particulars at any C.P.R. Passenger Agency. |
W. B. Howard, District Passenger Agent, Toronto. l
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T}\eBest Par't
ﬂ== f lI\I\C

is the exhilarating, digestive-helping café
noir. Particularly true, when the Coffee
is

SEAL BRAND
COFFEE

—the fragrant, satisfying, upland-grown
Coffee, rich, mellow, nour’xshmg, blended
and roasted. In }4, 1 and 2-Ib. Tins,

n hermetically sealed. Whole, ground, or
=

FINE-ground (for Tricolators or the 5 3 e
ordinary percolators). : SUN

“Perfect Coffec—Perfectly Made® free on request. WRITE us for it,
CHASE & SANBORN o . MONTREAL.,

HOTEL ST. JAMES

l Times Square, New York City
Just off Broadway at 109-113 W, 45th St.
3 Blocks from Grand Central Station,

“Sunshine in every room"’

When you visit Buffalo
or Niagara Falls |

[—

Add to your pleasure and com-
fort by stopping at the Lenox.

quetly situated, yet very con-
venient to business, theater and
shopping districts, and Niagara
Falls Boulevard.

European plan Fireproof, modern.

Exceptional cuisine. Every room an
outside room. From $2.50 per day.

On Empire Tours. Road map and
running directions free.

C. A. MINER, Managing Director
North St. at Delaware Ave.
BUFFALO, N. Y.

Much favored
by women trav-
elling without
escort.

40 Theatres, all
principal shops
and churches,
3 to 5§ minutes
walk,

minutes of all
subways, “L"
roads, surface
cars, bus lines,

Write for descriptive booklet and rates
W. JorNsoN QUINN, President
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PATENT

Bables thrive on “ROBINSON’S”

BARLEY

Infants, unable to digest or assimi-

late other foods,

soon become

strong and healthy by the use of

Robinson’s Patent Barley.

Write to-day for a free copy of ‘“‘My Book™’

—tells all about how

30

to eare for babies.

MAGOR SON & CO., LIMITED, Sole Agents for Canada
191 St. Paul Street West, Montreal

Church Street, Toronto

Barber-Ellis

FRENCHRGANDIE |

s used by allwho
e Al
%egt%i?onegﬁy

0o e,
s,

3 F 4 )
i\

Canasa

f

R RaIRES, "

ENCl-l (ORGANDIE

“THE STATIONERYOF THE REFINED

Barber-Ellis
- FRENCH (JRGANDIE

G note paper
and tablets with
envelopes to match
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The Cromavell Pattern

WI—IEN you decide to purchase
spoons, knives and forks be
guided by those who have preferred
the 1847 Rogers Bros. brand for
seventy years. Buy quality! Quality
alone makes silverplate a-good in-
vestment. None but the highest
quality bears our trademark.

Durability makes 1847 Rogers Bros.
Silverplate last long —makes it per-
manently attractive.

To make sure you will be shown this
brand of silverplate ask for it by its
fullname: emphasize the date,“1847".

Sterling Silver
All sterling silver made by us, bears the mark
“M. B. Co.” Fine craftsmanship makes it
a treasure indeed. The Puritan is only one
of several attractive sterling patterns.

—
-

' MERIDEN BRITANNIA COMPANY, LTD., HAMILTON, ONT.
Made in Canada by Canadians and sold by leading Cinadian dealers throughout the Dominion

1847 ROGERS BROS.

SILVERWARE
The Family Plate for Seventy Years

=
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The Hushand Speaks

n “Value”’

“ MY idea of value is getting every cent

of your money's worth. And, man

alive! it's going some if you can beat the
. value our family gets out of a

Swift’s Premium Ham

Look for the blue
““ no-parboiliny *’
tag whenever you
buy ham.

* We Buy it Whole, because the dealer gives us a lower price
that way. We've used the centre slices broiled and fried
with eggs—the small-end made a gorgeous old-fashioned
boiled dinner—the butt-end baked is deli-
cious, and as a midnight snack saves me
many a downtown lunch.”’

Swift's Premium Ham has a distinctive
mild flavor that can be instantly recognized
—created only by careful selection and the
exclusive Swift cure.

Order from your Butcher or Grocer.

Swift Canadian Co.
Limited
Toronto Winnipeg Edmonton




TRADE MARK

THE CECILIAN|
CONCERTPHONE

“eHE CHOIR INVISIDLE "

} The Most Beaufiful
Phonograph in the World.

The CECILIAN CONCERTPHONES are
artistic triumphs of the cabinet makers
art planned to fit gracefully with master

creations in furniture styles.

To produce ghe finest in tone quality. We
equip all models with our special all
wooden tone ampliphier, which gives a

fine clear natural tone.

WRITE FOR FULL INFORMATION AND CATALOGUE
DEALERS WRITE RE AGENCIES

aree THE CECILIAN €0, €10,

247 Yonqe Street, Toronto

@) () PHIE) L (W) )W) (W WS WAW ] ]




Gruen Verithin models in gold-filled and
solid gold $65 to 8350

The ideal presentation watch

HY is it that the Gruen

Verithin so often is the
choice of those who would
pay honor to another?

There’'s a distinctiveness
about a Gruen that makes it
an ideal presentation gilft.
There’s a beauty of line, a
graceful proportioning, that
gives lasting pleasure to the
recipient, There’s the Pre-
cision accuracy that marks
it as a real timekeeper.

In the Gruen is an em-
bodiment of old world
craftsmanship and
new world manu-

facturing skill. At

| wE 0w way (FEETEEXTNE
el

=

Switzerland,the movements
are made—at Time Hill,
Cincinnati, they are finally
adjusted and fitted into
beautiful hand-wrought
cases. Here, also, standard-
ized duplicate repair parts
are always on hand for
prompt delivery to any
jeweler in America.

You may see the Gruen
Watches at one of the 1,200
jewelers, the best stores in
each locality, to whom the
sale is confined. Look for
the Gruen Guild
Emblem displayed
by all Gruen Agen-

1 The shoriness of stuff makes 3
M adre- Biel ’ walch more durable cies.

GRUEN WATCHMAKERS GUILD

5!
§!
H

GRUE

Time Hirr. CINCINNATI, OHIO
Canadian Branch, Toronto

Masters in the art of watchmaking since 1874

WeaWATCHES

e



