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The
Soap

that is

All Soap

Unmixed with Water

Solid Value

Water is cheap. That is why you get so much of it in
common toilet soaps.

Pears is all pure soap in every particle, so that although its
first cost may be a trifle more than that of the ordinary soap,
it lasts so long that its ultimate cost is very much less.

Thus, as a matter of economy alone, it possesses un-
doubted advantages over the low priced soaps, composed of
water and low grade materials which injure the skin.

Other Value :
Being waterless, Pears never dries up—never shrinks. It
remains hard all through, in any climate, and will wear as thin

as a sixpence. 2

Another point of value is that being of such purity and
efficacy in every particle, a very little of it gives a sufficient
profusion of lather for toilet or bath, while in regard to
cleansing and beautifying properties, there is nothing in the
whole range of saponaceous products to equal Pears, which is
matchless for the complexion.

- Pears’ Soap

The Soap That Lasts Twice as Long as Qrdina;:y Soaps

THE GREAT ENGLISH COMPLEXION SOAP

e
{4 Y2ghts secuy e
OF A#LL SCENTED SOAPS PEARS’ OTTO OF ROSE IS THE BEST

T
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Interesting Facts about the World’s Greatest Hotel

HIS mammoth hotel—easily the
largestin Europe—stands on 214
acres of ground. ;

Its tastefully furnished and quietly
situated bedrooms can accommodate
850 guests. The bathrooms number
400, and altogether there are over 1,200
apartments of various kinds.

The public restaurants are among the
finest in the world, and the Banqueting
Halls can seat 2,500 persons.

The CECIL is independent of munici-
pal water supply, having its own wells,
sunk 450 ft., from which, with its own
hydraulic machinery, it obtains the
purest water in London.

This wonderful hotel makes its own
Ice, its refrigerating machinery yield-*
Ing an output of some 6 tons daily. At
times of ice-famine, by no means rare
In London, it is therefore always inde-
pendent of outside sources for the
supply of this very necessary luxury.

The CECIL has its own electric light
plant—the largest private installation
in Europe. The hotel is therefore in-
dependent of the public supply.

The CECIL maintains, on the premises,
1ts own laundry, employing a laundry
staff of some 80 persons. Guests can
give out their linen over-night, and
have it got up ready for donning in the
morning, This laundry is responsible

for some 80,000 pieces per week.

The great kitchens which cater for the
large population of this small town
require a staff of 120,—in the persons
of bakers, pastrycooks, butchers, cooks,
ete.

The magnificent new Palm Court, a
lofty and noble hall, has recently been
built on the site of the old Courtyard
in the Strand. This is decorated in
the Louis Quatorze style, and accom-
modates guests to the number of 600.
A skilled orchestra performs afternoon
and evening, and refreshments of a
light nature are served, thus constitut-
ing the Cecil Palm Court the most
refreshing and delightful lounge in
London.

There is a floor at the Cecil known as
the Indian Floor. The Smoking Roormn,
American Bar and Grill Room are all
daintily decorated in pure Indian style,
and these apartments offer a peculiar
sense of Bastern luxury and restfulness
to the tired visitor sated with the
fatiguing ardours of ‘‘doing’’ London.

A notable feature of the world’s great-
est hotel is its tariff. This is no more
expensive than the tariffs of lesser es-
tablishments. Meals in the charming
Empire Restaurants can be had at
PRIX-FIXE, and single bedrooms or
the most elaborate suite are available

at modest tariffs,

Ask at the Travel Bureau of this Magazine for copy of the Hotel Cecil Booklet.

This shows, by text and illustration, so
Its imposing exterior, the cost of a stay,

of general information that will be foun

ondon,

me of the luxuries of the Hotel’s interior,
brief or extended, and contains a variety
d very useful to the intending visitor to

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU

TORONTO,

CANADA

\
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PROVINCE OR NATION?
By JOHN LEWIS
Under this caption the Editor-in-Chief of The Toronto Star and President of
the Canada Forward Club discusses a question that is to-day of vital interest
to all Canadians. He gives warning to those who would diminish our present
powers of self-government.

THE GRAPE FESTIVALS AT SPENCER GRANGE
By BERNARD MUDDIMAN
All who are interested in the growth of literature and culture in Canada
will read with great interest this entertaining account of the festivals that
Sir James Lemoine used to hold at his beautiful home near Quebec city.

THE MARTIAL POETESSES OF CANADA.
By J. D. LOGAN
Dr. Logan’s essay ‘‘A Decade of Canadian Poetry '’ in the February number
caused keen discussion all over the Dominion. In this next essay he con-
siders the significant fact that the glories of war have appealed to our
women poets more than to our men poets.

NOTTINGHAM THROUGH THE AGES.
By H. LINTON ECCLES
The quaint features and interesting history of this ancient English town are
in this sketch picturesquely described and related. There are excellent re-
productions of old engravings.

UPPER CANADA IN EARLY TIMES.
By WILLIAM RENWICK RIDDELL
The Honourable Mr. Riddel} reviews an old volume of travel sketches in
which some interesting comment is made on the people and places encount-
ered in Upper Canada about 100 years ago.

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

TO ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITIAN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES THE SUBSCRIPTION
PRICE IS TWO DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENTS POST PAID.
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When in England Canadian Visitors should stay at

THE FELIX HOTEL

FELIXSTOWE

The Most Select and
Sunny Seaside Resort,

On the East Coast, 80 miles
from London. A convenient
starting point for Continental
Tours (Hook of Holland Route).

Charmingly situated on the
Cliff-edge, this fine hotel faces
South and Sea: with 15 Acres
of beautiful *Old - Time "
gardens terracing to the shore.

20 Tennis Courts. 10 Croquet Lawns.
Golf Links, and all other Sports.
High-class Cuisine. Band. Select Dances. Garage.
Write to Manager for Illustrated Booklet.
—
——

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

6 ELAMY&% THE
mARKING |

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

_COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN L1p. 7%%3588%%" ENGLAND

N

5 4y It Entirel emoves
“ The Queen of Toilet Preparations.” e S

IT HAS NO EQUAL
p G RBeetham’s REDNESS,

THE SKIN IRRITATION,
2) \p- r 2) CHAPS, Etc.
for Preserving

SMOOTH
? SOOTHING AND REFRESHING T

AND WHITE after Cycling, Motoring, Skating, Dancing,etc. et A

. M Itenham, England rrosT, coLb winD.
&F A1 seasons M. BEETHAM & SON, Che , Engl RS s WATE:

Ask your Chemist for La-rola, and accept no substitute.

———

NN PRI
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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, etc.

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LTD.
Wellington Mills, London, Eng., S.E.
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The needy knight,
Battered and Bent,
Uses Fluxite
To mend the rent.

Anyone can repair metal articles with

the paste flux that

SIMPLIFIES SOLDERING

In the workshop, on_ the motor car, in the home—it is
used everywhere, and by everyone. PLUMBERS,
ELECTRICIANS, GASFITTERS, and other mechan.
ics swear by Fluxite.

Of Ironmongers & Stores in Small and Large Tins.

The ‘FLUXITE’ SOLDERING SET, with which is included a

pamphlet on ‘*Soldering Work’ contains a special ‘emall space’
soldering iron, a pocket blow lamp, Fluxite, Solder, etc. »

Price $1,32, Sample Set. post paid.

AUZO-CONTROLLER CO., 266 Vienna Road,
ermondsey, Eng.

v‘"! ’,
s J}'/ZJ A cup of ‘Camp’ in the
=\ middle of the mom-
ing’s housework makes

a wonderful difference.

A minute to make — just
‘Camp,’ boiling water, sugar,
milk —and you are ready,
refreshed, to start again.

CAMP

Get a bottle to-day.

R. Paterson & Sons, Lsd
pecialists,

Camp’Coffes
€8 delicious |

Coffee S,
Glasgow

If you want to learn to PLAY
the PIANO
USE

Wickins'
-Piano Tutor
English and Foreign

Fingering

Post free, of all Music
Sellers

7 _SCOTTISH
TARTAN BOOK

W/ A complete authoritative Tartan
W], Book illustrating in colour 120
| Tartans and giving concise his
g1l tories of all important Clans
complete with list of Scottish
)\ Family Names, Badges, Arms,

Slogans, etc. ;
175 Pages, bound in Cloth
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Be Well - Dressed-—Economically

CONSIDER British manufactured Clothing Fabrics have always held a prominent
position for Quality, Style and Finish.
THESE i 2
lM They represent the highest standard of excellence, and are in great
PORTANT demand the World over by Ladies and Gentlemen who are particular in their

FACTS choice of wearing apparel.
AND Good Quality Fabrics are more refined and dignified in appearance, give
more satisfaction in wear, and are much more economical in the end.
SAVE Egerton Burnett, Ltd’s “Old Country” Fabrics are renowned for
MONEY ‘‘Quality " and ‘ Refinement,” and the extensive international character of
” their business enables them to supply high-grade Clothing at reasonable prices.
Ladies and Gentlemen in Canada and elsewhere have proved this, and E. B. Ltd.

invite you to examine their New Spring Samples and compare their prices.
Samples will be mailed promptly and post paid, on request.

! HIGH - GRADE “OLD COUNTRY” TAILORING

There is a two-fold distinction in our made-to-measure Costumes and Suits which puts them on
a very high level, viz. Excellent Quality Fabrics of a dependable character, and Genuine British
Workmanship : two essentials ‘which guarantee satisfaction in wear, style and appearance.

Before deciding on your Spring Clothing,
write for our Samples, which represent a
splendid variety of high-grade fabrics in the
latest fashionable designs and colourings, as
well as many of the standard qualities which
have made our name famous for nearly
40 years.

Send a post-card to-day for Samples
and Illustrated Price Lists.

READ THIS REMARKABLE EVIDENCE.

J. D. M. W., Esq., wrote: ** Aboul two years ago while
in Canada, I got two Suitings from you which I have
been unable to wear out so far, even with work under-
ground and round the mill. The 1nater1:al was 80
satisfactory that I want some more, but this time slightly
lighter weight.”

Nuevo Leno, Mexico, 26th December, 1912.

THE HALL MARK OF

Sgeton Swinett
Hoyal €[B Serges

BY A’II"PO}I{NB‘;MENT . el ke
THE QUEEN. INTRINSIC WORTH

The Rich Permanen Colour

of our Pure Wool “Royal” Navy Blue Serges, &
Estarinenes. and Coatings—the Clotim'lg F. :dbn?; c:f gl;gat >
D : = usefulness and proved wearing qualities—is a distinctive
r:&‘:}:—breasted Suit as illus  feature which hI;s given an imgxgnse amount of satisfac- 8\57
”Royal" Kade gto order in tion for nearly 4o years; it is produced by dyes which Costume (as illustration) made
Bl avy Serge Suiting  resist the action of light, sun, and sea air, thus ensuring {0 order in “ Royal” Navy Serge
% quali,‘?; \;ﬂ-? :t; ‘:}‘% ‘;;’aea(‘;‘:gi a lasting fresh appearance. B 8oso—a_ beautifully soft esta-
twill, for $14.60. A Prices from 49 cents to $3.50 per yard, double ?;:n:hi?saél;fe efso;;e?lagys osq;tx}:sle
width, in many different makes and textures. $ ) tor .80. _ Also
in less expensive fabrics from

Also supplied in Black, Grey, Cream, and Fancy Colours. $10.95.

Samples, Illustrated Price Lists of made-to-measure Clothing for Ladies, Gentlemen,
and Children, Style Plates, Measurement Blanks, etc., mailed, post paid, on request.

aeoress: EGERTON BURNETT, Lid.

R. W. Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, England
PATRONIZED BY THE ROYALTY OF EUROPE AND NOBILITY OF THE WORLD

“eaper fabrics, from $12.05.
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ORC

The Ideal
APERIENT.

A sure relief for constipation.
Very pleasant to take.

Exceedingly mild in action.
In 3 strengths:
“INFANT” “ADULT” and “STRONG.”

Of Druggists, 30 c. per box or postage paid
for 35 c. direct from

LYMAN’S, LTD.,
474, ST. PAUL STREET,
MON TREAL.

After a considera-
tion of the very
best dentrifices the
world roduces,
Queen Alexandra
has chosen

Gosnell’s Cherry
Tooth Paste

for Royal Appointment.

Surely such a critical
selection as this should
mean something to you.
If you want to experi-
ence a new delight in a
dentrifice, ask your
druggist for Gosnell’s
Cherry Tooth Paste.—
25 cents the tube.

For the same reason we
also recommend for your
use Cherry Blossom
Perfume.

Get them at your drug-
gists to-day or write

Nerlich & Co,
PRESS FROM HERE 46 Front$t. W., Toronto

= O =

—
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Simply say H.P.
to your grocer—he
will hand you a
bottle of the most
appetising sauce In

the world.

THERE IS NO PLACE LIKE HOME
but a home withouta supply of SECCOTINE

for use in emergencies is only half a home
If you realise the everyday usefulness of

SECCOTINE

The World’s Adhesive m———
you would never be without it—¢“IT STICKS
EVERYTHING"” and whenever you have a break-
age, one application of SECCOTINE will put it
right. It mendsall breakages in all materials. Have
you ever seen the patent pin-stopper which now seal$

1 every tube? You 51mp1y withdraw the pin and the

liquid SECCOTINE is ready foruse. Replace the
pinand the tubeis sealed perfectly until wanted again-

SECEOTINE ©oe < WodRacun

in every home, and the new pocket size
deserves a place in every man's pocket and

lady’s recticule. It always comes in handy:
SOLD EVERYWHERE IN TUBES 25c. 15c. AND 10¢
OUR OFFER —FREE SAMPLE

We will send you a free sample of SECCOTINE on receipt of

card giving name and address. Applications must be made 0
SOLE DISTRIBUTING AGENTS FOR CANADA:

HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., 32 Church Street,
Queen City Chambers, TORONTO

Proprietors : M’CAW, STEVENSON & ORR, Ltd,, Belfast and
31.32 Shoe Lane, Lendon, E.C.

m—
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ESTABLISHED 1791

HORROCKSES, CREWDSON & CO.

Horrockses

LONGCLOTHS, Nainsooks,
Cambrics, India Longcloths.

See Horrockses’ name on Selvedge.

SHEETINGS,
Ready-Made Sheets.

(Plain and Hemstitched ).

See Horrockses’ name on each sheet.

FLANNELETTES
of the Highest Quality.

See Horrockses' name on Selvedge.

Obtainable from the principal stores of the Dominion.

ILTD., MANCHESTER AND LONDON.
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most eminently suited WY
N

for ILLNESS and Invalid
conditions.

Invalid conditions when other Foods cause

pain and distress.
It forms with mi

cream, entirely free from roug

which go to sustain nature and rcstore health.
BENGER’S FOOD 1S FOR

INFANTS, INVALIDS & THE AGED.

Booklets and Sam Ig; r;a&/ollr)e

or from their Wholesale Agents in ¢ anada 1=
Canad

The Nn&onn.l Drug & Chemical Co. of
or any of their branches at

\
§ hopor-sune
\

Halifax, N.S. oronto, Ont  Caleary, Alta.
St. John, N.§. Hamilton, Ont. Nelson, B.C.
Loidon, Ont, Vancouver,B.C. Ottawa, Ont.
Winnipeg, Man. Victoria, B.C.  Regina, Sask. 9

Bro2C ‘ . ;
\ \\\\\\“\\\\\\W\N\M\&\\\\\\W\N\N&N’N\\\M\W

above all FOODS the \N\\&Y

2z

FooD

enjoyed and assimilated in most

Ik a dainty and delicious
h and indigestible
and rich in all those elements of Food

btained post free from the manu-
(imi., ottgr Works, Manchester,

a, Ltd., Montreal,
: e !

whom supplies may be obtained, §
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Fash_ionable

ENGLISH

HATS & CAPS

MADE BY

TRESS & Co.

LONDON, ENG.
ARE OBTAINABLE FROM

ALL FIRST-CLASS
HATTERS

AGENTS IN CANADA :
WREYFORD & Co.
TORONTO

]

THE ‘next examination for the entry of Naval
Cadets will be held at the examination centres
of the Civil Service Commission in May 1913, and
afterwards annually in May, successful candidates
joining the College on or about 1st August.
Applications for entry will be received up to
15th April by the Secretary, Civil Service Com-
mission, Ottawa, from whom blank entry forms$

BECOME A N can now be obtained.
Candidates for the examination in May next i

“No nurse can afford to be without the course,” must be between the ages of 14 and 16 on 1st
—Martha E. Bare, Harper, Kan, (portrait). July 1913.
Further details can be obtained on appplicatio®
to the undersigned.

WOULD you adopt the most attractive profes-
sion open to women today—a profession that

will be of advantage to you, whether you practice G. J. DESBARATS, "
it ornot? Thenlet us teach you to become a nurse. Deputy Minister.
. . Department of the Naval Service
Thousands of our graduates, without previous ’
experience, are today earning $10 to $25 a week. Ottawa, February 1st, 1913.
Write for “How I Became a Nurse” and our Unauthorised publication of this advertisement

Year Book, explaining our correspondence and will not be paid for.—35457.
home practice method ; 370 pages with the ex-
periences of our graduates.

48 specimen lesson pages sent tree to all enquirers

The ““ SNAP SHOT ”’ Self-Filling Fountain Pen

is most perfect and reliable; mechanism is simple and fully guar®

The Ch&uta“qua SChOOI °f Nurling anteed. Popular price, 3gc postpaid. Order now and get 0“,‘:
210 MAIN ST. Eleventh Year JAMESTOWN, N.Y. 68 page catalog of useful household specialties. The *LEVER

o ] e N O G e St Co., Mail Trade, Elizabeth, N. J.



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

1

With the charm of

the teeth in mind
every reason for satisfaction is to be found in the
way Calvert’s Carbolic Tooth Powder does its
work. For besides polishing the visible surface of
the teeth so nicely, it also provides that thorough
antiseptic cleansing which is such an important factor

in preserving them in the best possible condition.

Calverls
oth Powder

YOUR DRUGGIST SELLS IT For a TRIAL SAMPLE send
Tins, 15¢c., 30c., and 45c. H 2¢. stamp to F. C. Calvert & Co.
Sprinkler-top glass jar, 35c. 349 Dorchester St. W., Montreal

~
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Spring Term

Monday, Feb. 3rd.

Pupils May Enter
at Any Time.

Attendance Last Seaso?
2040 Students.

TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC Womens Residence-

Edward Fisher, Mus. Doc., Musical Director
YEAR BOOK for 1912-13 will be mailed on application. Special Calendar for School of Expressio®

mestminster
Gol[ege

A RESIDENTIAL & DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

Opposite Queen’s Park. Bloor St. W., Toront?

Every Educational facility provided‘

Pupils prepared for Senior Matri®
culation,

Music, Art and Physical Educatio?
The School, by an unfailing emphasis
upon the moral as well as the intellectud”

aims at the development of a true woma?
hood.

Calendar mailed on request.

JouN A. PATERSON, K.C., President:
Mgs. A. R. GREGORY, Principal.

WESTMINSTER COLLEGE, TORONTO
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SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
A Boarding and Day School for Girls

Principal—MISS J. J. STUART
(Successor to Miss Veals)
Classical Tripos, Cambridge University, England

Large well-ventilated house, pleasantly situated.
Hig%ly qualified staff of Canadian and Euro-
pean_ teachers. The curriculum in both Lower
and Upper Schools shows close touch with mod-
ern thought and education. . Preparation if
desired for matriculation examinations. Special
attention given to individual needs. Outdoor
Games, Rink.

New Prospectus from Miss STUART

Residential School for Boys
FOUNDED 1865 S
Beautiful Healthy situation overlooking Lake Ontario with
20 acres of Playing Fields, Gymnasium, Magnificent New
Covered Rink.
Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal Military College
and Business. Religious training throughout the course,
special attention given to younger boys.
For Calendar apply to
REV. OSWALD RICBY, M.A. (Cambridge) L.L.D.
HEADMASTER

School

LENNOXVILLE P.Q.

Head Master: J. TYSON WILLIAMS, B.A., Emmanuel College, Cambridge,
Men occupying some of th t prominent This is an idesl place to send your boy, the sur-
&?.ﬁ“m in Cnna%u, both in t%em::my? thn; ro- roundings are healthful and the buildings up-to-
Bishon® 8nd in business, have been educated at date, sanitary and well ventilated.
Aﬁp; College Bchool. Boys are prepared for lIltf.M‘;C., Kléﬁglz,sgxs
:0.8. candid Universities and business life by an e
gﬁf“ Military C"l":“: {g;g%?‘mgg i s ofn st s, chiefly graduates o English Univer-
Y, the head boy taking fourth place. gities,

IFOR CALENDARS, INFORMATION, Etc., APPLY TO THE HEAD MASTER.
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ST. ANDREW’S COLLEGE, Toronto, Ont.

A Residential and Day School for Boys. Preparation for Universities, Business and Royal Military College. PE. ¢ and
TOWER SCHOOLS. Calendar sent on application, oo aSr\};mgl:f eTerr:nJP Cfl;l‘men' 1 “
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., L.L.D., HEADMASTER " ces April 1st, 1913.

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. Dickso? ’

Academic Course, from Preparatory to University Matriculation and First Year Work:

Music, Art, Domestic Science, Physical Education—Cricket, Tennis, Basket Ball
Hockey, Swimming Bath.

Werite for Prospectus

MRS. GEORGE DICKS8ON, MISS J. E. MACDONALD, B.A.,
President. Principal.

/)
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Head Master: Successes : 4 F%
1st Pl McGill Sci g
C.S. F osbery - M.A, Nslatriz.c ?n IS():I()l andl,?l?)ig
MONTREAL g
| SRS
‘ TORONTO A Business Educatiot
you cannot do better tha?
CO LLEG E OF MUSIC l F to plan for a course in 08¢ N
of our Business Schools—%
LimiTED %he Centr:.llhBI\;sinescs'Cogegaﬁfb
oronto witl our City br:
12-14 PEMBROKE STREET o Schools. 5"
All give th h and pra¢
TORONTO cal pgxlzzzes (())rfoutgain?:g g";’a“‘fl;
F. H. TORRINGTON, Mus. Doc. (Tor.) : ‘*‘o‘ﬁiifsyalé’r“;és. s‘“é‘if—‘tsfreté’ catd®

Musical Director. ogue explains fully, Write for 1

PIANO ORGAN VOCAL :
VIOLIN THEORY ; W. H. SHAW, President

Fully qualified staff of teachers in each department. 395 Yonge Street 5 b ToronCO

Calendar and Syllabus sent free on application
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Bishop Strachan School

WYKEHAM HALL
College Street . TORONTO

FORTY-SEVENTH YEAR
Pres.—The Right Rev. The Lord Bishop of Toronto

A Church Res dential and Day School
for Girls. Full Matriculation Course.
Elementary Work—Domestic Arts—Music
and Painting.

f Principal: Miss Walsh,
Vice-Principal: MISS NATION.
Aiso at 221 Lonsdale Ave., a Branch
Junior Day School.

WESTBOURNE

SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

278 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Canada.

A residential and day school, well appointed, well
managed, and convenient.  Students prepared for
University Examinations. Specialists in each depart-
ment. Affiliated with the Toronto Conservatory of
Music. Dr. Edward Fisher, Musical Director; F.
McGillivray Knowles, R.C.A., Art Director. For an-
nouncement and information address the Principal,

MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

St. Jerome’s College ®'oxt.

Residential School for Boys and Young Men.
COURSES : BUSINESS, HIGH-SCHOOL, COLLEGE COURSES.
New Buildings, Hygienic Equipments, Private Rooms, Shower Baths,
Fine New Gymnasium, Swimming Pool, Running Track, Auditorium.

L___Rates Very Moderate. Rev. A. L. ZINGER, C. R., Pres.
The Mhargaret Eaton School of Literature and Erpression
North Street, Toronto. - - Mrs. Scott Raff, Principal

English Literature, French and German, Physical Culture, Voice Culture, Interpretation,
Oratory and Public Speaking, and Dramatic Art.
8end for Calendar

——
Bishop Bethune College - Oshawa, Ontario
A Residential School for Girls.

Visitor, The Lord Bishop of Toronto,

l Pre; rati
Youp: eh?ﬂi ig:l tgﬂ (?:leigeeirvso‘fly. and for the examinations of the Toronto Conservatory of Musie.
Th? ocation. Outdoor games and physical training,
Who fo Musical Department (Piano, and Harmony) will be under the direction of a Master, and e Sister,
T twelve years taught in the School with marked success.
Oice culture will be in charge of a qualified mistress,

F 5
@-«i particalars, apply to the SISTER IN CHARGE, or to THE SISTERS OF ST. JOHN THE DIVINE, Major St., TORONTO.

OTTAWA LADIES’ COLLEGE

Stag This college is thoroughly equipped in every department. Has an efficient
- Is ideally situated. Gives ample accommodation.

Write for calendar and particulars :
— The Rev. W. D. Armstrong, M.A,, Ph.D., D.D., President.

-
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Havergal Ladies’ ColTleo%g

PRINCIPAL - - MISS KNOX

Thorough education on modern lines. Preparation for honour matriculation and other examinations.
Separate Junior School, Domestic Science Department, Gymnasium, Outdoor Games, Skating Rink,
Swimming Bath,

HAVERGAL-ON-THE-HILL - College Heights, Toronto

Junior School _
For the convenience of pupils resident in the Northern and Western parts of the City. Large Playing
Grounds of nearly four acres—cricket, tennis, basketball, hockey. Under the direct supervision of Miss
Knox, assisted by specialists in Junior School teaching and in Languages.

For illustrated calendars and prospectus apply to the Bursar,
R. MILLICHAMP, Hon. Sec.-Treas

i

A High-Class' Residential and Day School for Girls

St. Alban’s Cadies’ College |

PRINCE ALBERT, SASK.
President—The Right Rev. The Lord Bishop of Saskatchewan
Regular Course of Study—That laid down by the
Department of Education. Pupils prepared for the
Universities for the Normal School, for the Examins-
tion of the Toronto Conservatory of Music, and for !
the Royal Drawing Society. Fully Qualified Stafl. '

Special attention given to Language and Musie.
High and healthy situation. Good grounds and
Tennis Court. Steam Heating and Eleetrie Light.
Perfect Sanitary Ararngements. (
For Illustrated Booklet (il information) apply to Lady Principal
R—

B

The Royal Military College

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

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

The Commandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial Army,
lent for the purpose, and there is in addition a complete staff of professors for the civil subjects which
form such an important part of the College course. Medical attendance is also provided. -

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

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

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

Oﬁmmiuionu in “all branches of the Imperial service and Oanadian Permanent Force are offered
annually.

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

The length of the course is three years, in three terms of 91 months each.

. ;rggo%otnl cost of the course, including board, uniform, instructional material, and all extras, is
abou s

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

For full particulars regarding this examination and for any other information, application ghould
be made to the Secretary of the Militia Council, Ottawa, Ont., or to the Commandant, Royal Military
College, Kingston, Ont,

_——/
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Art Association
OF MONTREAL

The Schools of Art in connection
with the galleries are now open.
Senior, Elementary, Life, Antique
and Painting Classes.

Application should be made to
J. B. ABBOTT, Secretary
Write for Prospectus

We are Agents for—

ARTISTS, COLLEGES and STUDENTS

Using Oil and Water Colors should write for our Catalog

g Special Discounts to out of town Customers.

CAMBRIDGE COLORS (Madderton & Co.)
MEDICI PRINTS (Medici Society)

MANSELL'S COLORED and PLAIN PLATINUM
and CARBON PICTURES of Old Masters

ARTISTS’ SUPPLY CO. 7"

Trade discount to Dealers.

YORK STREET
TORONTO

\

ASHBURY COLLEGE

Rockcliffe Park, Ottawa

RESIDENT and DAY SCHOOL
FOR BOYS.
Mode

™, fire " Gy

acreg proot buildings. Excellent Sanitation. Ten

fi R°§\f!a ing fields, Gymnasium. Careful reparation

Ky ollege, Universities and R. Canadian Navy.

3 o:e“’ien years all candidates for R. M. C. entrance
€ first place. For Calendar apply :

Re:
V. Geo. P. Woollcombe, M. A. (Oxon.)
Headmaster.

COLLEGE re-opens after the Easter
Vacation on Monday, March 31st.

Owing to the fact that a few young ladies
complete their prescribed course of study,
there will be room for 5 or 6 new students atter
Easter.

ROBERT 1. WARNER, M.A,,D.D.
ST. THOMAS, ONT.

There’s Money in ART

Practical Illustrators earn ood
incomes. We teach you RIGH
AT HOME this very interesting
profession.

Qur courses are the products of
the best artists in America—a
staff of six specialists.

We will gladly turnish particulars
and references if you are interested
in this money-making work.

WRITE ;
L The Shaw Correspondence
Art School

3
~ Y‘”‘l'e Street - Toronto
W. H. Shaw, President

Branksome Hall

10 Elm Hvenue, Rosedale, Toronte
RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL
FOR GIR!

Hon. Principal, MISS SCOTT,
Principal, MiSS EDITH M. READ, M.A.
Preparation for the University and for Examinations of

Music. Well equipped Art Department. Thoroughly
efficient staff, Large playgrounds. Outdoor games—

Tennis, Basketball, Rink, Healthful locality, Primary
school 'for day pupils. For prospectus apply to The
Secretary.

.
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Story of Another
Successful Year

Thethirtv t o years
of North American
Life history have
been years of unin-
t(‘rrupted growth.
But in 1912 more
substantial  gains
than ever were regis-
tered all along the
line. New Policies
in rg1z ran 25 per
cent. in excess of
those for 1911, As-
sets increased by
nearly one million
dollars and Net Sur-
i:lus by 21 per cent.

dolicies in  Force
now total nearly
fifty millions. The
swing of success is
with the

North Amerlcan
Life Assurance Co.

THE FIGURES TELL THE STORY:

1912 1911 Increase
Policies Issued - - $ 7,630,336 $ 6,129,426 $ 1,500,910
Policies in Force - - 49,469,581 45,849,515 3,620,066
Assets - - - - 13,224,159 12,313,108 Q11,051
Net Surplus - - - 1,576,046 1,300,784 275,262
Cash Income - - 2,404,757 2,295,177 109, 580
Total Payments to
Policyholders - 1,116,908 988,313 128,595
Profits Paid to Policy-
holders = - - 166,368 148,135 18,233

You Can Make No Mistake

In insuring with the North American Life. It is
a Company of proven worth. In the past ten
years it has distributed $1,165,388 by way of
profits among its policyholders. In 1912
disbursements of profits to policyholders
amounted to over $166,000.

A steadily increasing earning-power on invest-
ments, a favorable death-rate and a management
that skilfully combines progress with conser-
vatism, are your guarantees that North American
Life Policies will pay.

North American Life

Assurance Company
. “Solid as the Continent”’

EDWARD GURNEY
President

L. GOLDMAN

First Vice-President and
Managing Director

PRUDENT
PREPARATION

In Years of Prosperity

‘“In your prosperity to-day, remember that
lean years must come.”—Monetary Times.

The prudent man prepares for
the lean years by husbanding
his resources during the years
of plenty. The easiest, simplest
“and safest way to do this is to
deposit regularly such portion
of your income as is not im-
mediately required, in a strong
and stable institution like the
Canada Permanent, where it
will be available when wanted,
and in the meantime will be
earning interest. Or, all your
receipts may be deposited and
your payments made by cheque.

We credit the account with
compound interest at

Three and One-Half
per cent.

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street, - Toronto

ESTABLISHED 18565.




The Canadian Bank of Commerce

Head Office: Toronto (

PAID UP CAPITAL $15,000,000 REST $12,500,000
. SIR EDMUND WALKER, C.V.O., D.C.L., LL.D., President
ALEXANDER LAIRD, General Manager JOHN AIRD, Asst. General Manager

TOURISTS AND TRAVELLERS

The Canadian Bank of Commerce by reason of its large number of branches
in every Province of Canada with direct representation in London, England, New
York, San Francisco, eattle, Portland, Oregon, Mexico and St. John’s, New-
foundland and with Agents and Correspondents in every part of the world, is able
to offer unsurpassed facilities to the travelling public, enabling them to obtain
money in the simplest way at any point on their journey the world over. The
Travellers’ Cheques and Letters of Credit issued by this Bank overcome the
annoying difficulties of obtaining funds abroad, especially in places where identi-
tication is difficult.

Cheques and drafts on all countries of the world drawn in sterling, francs,
marks, lire, kronen, etc., can be cashed or purchased at reasonable rates

CAPITAL PAID UP... $3,000,000
RESERVE AND UNDI-
VIDED PROFITS ... 3,500,000

$6,500,000

TOTAL ASSETS OVER $45.000,000

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT AT ALL
BRANCHES
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THE ROYAL BANK

OF CANADA

Incorporated 1869

Capital Authorized - $25,000,000
Capital Paid Up - 11,560,000

HEAD OFFICE MONTREAL
DIRECTORS :

H. 8. HOLT, President E. L. PEASE, Vice-President E. F. B. JOHNSTON, K.C.,2nd Vice-President
Wiley 8mith Hon. David Mackeen G. R. Crowe James Redmond A.J, Brown. K. C.
D. K, Elliott W. H. Thorne Hugh Paton T. J. Drummond Wm, Robertson
C. 8. Wilcox W. J. Sheppard A, E. Dyment

Reserve Funds - $ 13,000,000
Total Assets - 180,000,000

W. B. Torrance, Supt. of Branches

Officers.
E. L. Pease, General Manager
C. E. Neill and F. J. Sherman, Asst. Gen.-Managers

3/10-BRANCHES THROUCHOUT CANADA-310

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

LONDON, ENC., 2 Baok Bldgs., Princes St., E.C,

NEW YORK, Corner William and Cedar Sts.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT s&dnCHEs

m—"

THE EXCELSIOR LIFE

INSURANCE COMPANY
Head Office: TORONTO, CANADA,

Assets -......... $ 2,842,654.08
Insurance in Force $15,000,000.00

T are what intending insurers desire, both
secu"ty olbtained unde}r] 2 E:I(‘celsi%{’ s pdolideslvir)};icl'i
¢ also contain the *Last Word” in libera

and 'Pﬂ’flt features.

“e - the Company has been able to pay satisfactory

rofits is because it has been continuously

Remn oremost in those features from which profits
are derived.

In Interest Earnings 7.33 per cent.
1911 Death Rate 34 per cent of expected.
Expenses decreased 2.50 per cent.

Agents Wanted: to give either entire or

spare time. W. R. BROCK, Vice-President
W.B. MEIKLE, Managing Director
E. MARSHALL, D. FASKEN, S
' General Manager President, Head Office: - Toronto
I T

WESTERN

ASSURANCE COMPANY

Incorporated In 1851

$3,213,438.28
469,254.36

ASSETS,
LIABILITIES,

SECURITY TO POLICY-

HOLDERS 2,744,183.92

LOSSES paid since organization of C.
$54,069,727.16

DIRECTORS ;
Hon. GEO. A. COX, President
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QUESTION

Many of our friends have asked---
Why a prosperous Company like

| The Mutual Life Assurance
Company of Canada

should build its splendid new home
office in a small town like Waterloo,

Ont.

ANSWER

Because the business can there, be
handled at less cost: there a smaller
outlay gives finer architecture, ampler
grounds, more healthful surroundings
--- all with no loss of efficiency.

RESULT

A Head Office cquipmcnt into; which
enters every element of
UTILITY, BEAUTY and ECONOMY.

Bosinees in foree 31:12.12- - $77.900.000
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1912 OFFERINGS

Lists of honds which we offer sent on
THE : ;
application. Every Securily poss-

esses the qualities essential in a sound
investment, combining SAFETY OF
PRINCIPAL AND INTEREST

: with THE MOST FAVORABLE
Life Assurance INTEREST RETURN. a

00. Of canada Government — Municipal

Corporation and Proven
Industrial Bonds.

- HEAD OFFICE JOHN MILNE
London, Ont. Managing-Director Yield 4% to 6% y
hThe Company has closed5 ;he past year We shall be pleased to aid you in the
with an increase of over 259 in business .
written, and an increase of 129, of business selection of a desirable investment.
in force.
Corresponding gains in every depart- D S !
ment. OMINION MECURITIES ‘;
Conservative methods and steady pro- CORPOMTION-LIMITED
gress have arrived at the goal -SUCCESS. TORONTO ., MONTREAL . LONDON.ENG
—
—

An Investment Yielding Seven Per Cent.

Special Features Share in Profits
Safety, large earning capacity, long establish- o This security is backed up by a long.entnblilh'
/ ed and substantial manufacturing business, em-
e

et Rk
: bl d Ll in existence, that has always paid dividends
than 77, on 60 day’s notice. and the investor shares in all profits, an

o Wapeed Lo
Send At Once for Full Particulars. | ffjdgf;:,ﬁf"d g ookt s R e

NATIONAL SECURITIES CORPORATION, Limited
CONFEDERATION LIFE BUILDING, TORONTO, ONT.

r—

—

INTEREST EARNINGS—MORTALITY—EXPENSES.

These are the three vital principles of a Life Company’s affairs.
Remembering this—it is not difficult to choose the bestavailable in Life Insurance.

THE GREAT-WEST LIFE reports—in 1912—
Average gross interest earnings of 7.95 per cent.
A Mortality the lowest yet recorded.
Expense Rates evidencing due economy.

The 1912 Report is now available and will be mailed on request.

The-Great West Life Assurance Company
Head Office - Winnipeg

.
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Have you

| provided for those
who are depend-
b ent upon you?
Good intentions or
| good resolutions
L will not count for
much when your
widow is struggling
| to make a living. |

| Ask for booklet,
“Endowment at

Life Rate.”

Fsrerbrook
Steel Pens qp

250 Styles

A surprising
amount of care is
used in making
Esterbrook Pens,
but the superiority
of the finished
product more than
warrants it.

The standard of the
world.

Fine, medium and broad
points. At all stationers.

Write forillustrated booklet.

Brown Bros., Limited,
Canadian Agents
Toronto

The Esterbrook Steel Pen Mfg.Co.

95 John Street, New York
Works . Camden.N.J.

23
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$6,747,680

paid-up Capital - -
6,659,478

Reserve Funds - -
187 Branches in Canada.
Extending from the Atlantic to the Pacific.

Savings Department at all Branches.

Deposits received of $1.00 and upward, and inter-
est allowed at best current rates

General Banking Business.
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up - - $1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund e - 1,2560,000.00
Undivided Profits = = 181,888.26

Head Office: - Toronto

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

A General Banking Business Transacted.

What may lie between !

YOUTH and OLD AGE.

Are you providing for your

independence in old age — Endow-
ment Life Assurance offers the

solution. May we send you rates
and full information.

Capital and Assets - $ 4,513,949.53 | |
Insurance in force, over $21,000,000.00 )

FEDERAL LIFE
ASSURANCE COMPANY

HEAD OFFICE ., HAMILTON, CANADA.

ART DEPT CAN MAGAZINE]
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Good Service

OOD Service to its customers at all

times has been one of the chief

factors in the Bank of Toronto’s long
and successful course.

Savings Depositors

receive assurance of the safety afforded

by large resources, safe and conservative
methods of conducting business, and courteous
treatment by careful officers.

Business Men

keeping accounts here have afforded

them all the facilities of a long-
established, well-conducted Bank, possessing

ample resources and full equipment and
connections for the banking transactions of
all classes of business, both large and small.

- - Incorporated 1855 i .
CAPITAL and RESERVED FUNDS, $11,176,578

THE _
BANK or TORONTO

Head Office :
TORONTO

116 Branches in Ontario, Quebec, and the West
\

\

T
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the Fire ‘ ft

HEN are you going to find out whether the fire insurance you
have paid for is really good or not—before or after the fire which
makes it due and payable? You cannot change it after the

fice. It will be too late then, but before the fire you can readily, at no
extra cost, select an insurance company whose record and strength
guarantee the liberal fulfillment of its obligations.

Upon foundations of commercial honor the Hartford Fire Insurance
Company has built up the largest fire insurance business in the United
States. It has paid more than $158,000,000 to its policyholders. Its

popularity is the reward of merit, and the result of over
a century of honorable dealings with its patrons.
When next you insure tell the agent the Company you want.

INSIST ON THE HARTFORD

Agents Everywhere
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The belle of Spotless Town you see
Who shines in bright society.

Her mind is broad. Her waste is slim.
Her pots and pans are never dim.

She has the cents to make a show

By polishing with L

%

Z

I

. The amount of cleaning, scour-
ing and polishing that you can
get from one cake of Sapolio is
simply astonishing.

The reason is plain.

Sapolio does not waste.

You may have tried strong,
harsh compounds that give poor
suds. They simply grind off the
dirt, therefore must be used
freely and wastefully.

The grinding gives your tins a
dull, ““frosted ” finish. In time

it wears off the tin surface.
Then rusting starts.

This is the grocer of Spotless Town.
ears your wants and notes them down.

In giving your tins the desired
mirror-like glitter, Sapolio’s rich,
cleansing suds help materially.
Sapolio’s suds make harsh, in-
jurious materials unnecessary. &

Rub a damp cloth on a cake or

Sapolio. You then have a quick, eco-
nomical cleaner for tin-ware, enamel-
ware, kitchen knives and forks, pots
and kettles, dishes, woodwork and

marble.
Our Spotless Town booklet tells

more about Sapolio and more about
Spotless Town, Write forit. Sent free.

Enoch Morgan’s Sons Company

Sole Manufaclurers
New York City

A: gives you credit for being wise
Thd Charges you to use your eyes.

H € names upon the labels show
deals in real
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The Trade Mark which guards the Fruit
from the orchard to your table

Demand pure fruit products—fruit gathered, selected and conveyed to the factory
under strict supervision, where it is then prepared and cooked in absolute cleanliness.

E. D. S. PRESERVES

meet these strongest requirements to the last degree.
have the luscious, fresh ripe, fruit flavor, which

is otten lost in othcr brands, not so well cared for,
and by the addition of coloring and harmful pre-
servative preparations. E. D. S. Brand Preserves,

Jams and Jellies do not
sort of preservative.

SEE THAT YOUR GROCER GIVES YOU

koD, S,

Made by

E. D. Smith

at his own
fruit farms

contain a vestige of any
BRAND

Winona, Ont.

They are 1007, pure and

The

London Glove Company

London’s Celebrated Glove Store

Real

The “Claretie.”’
Kid Glove in Black,
White and all Colours, made

A charming | The * R°f" i
Suede,a h

in Black,

Ladies Fine
hly finished Glove
'hite and all Col-

from fine selected skins, 3
Buttons, 61 cents per pair.

The “Francine” A very super-
ior Real Kid Glove in Greys,
Beavers, Tans, Browns and
Black with 3 Press Buttons, 69

ours 4 Buttons. 73c. per pair,

Ladies’ Stainless Black Suede
absolutely fast colour, the
finest Black Suede Glove ever
produced, 3 Buttons, 91lc,
per pair.

cents per

pair.

The “Heatia” A Stout Suede

The “Bon Ami”
A smart Real Kid
Glove, made from
stout skins, pique
sewn; in Black, White and Col-
ours, 2 large Pearl Buttons, 69c.
per pair,

Ladies’ White Washable Real
Kid Gloves; an excellent make
that will wash with ordinary soap

LONG GLOVES

The “OPERETTA.”—Ladies’ Real Kid
Gloves in White, Cream or Black.
12B length Mousquetaire, 95 cents per pair.

$1.20

6B ,, ditto ”
goB ,, ditto $1.69 3
The ‘“EMPRESS” Ladies’ Superior
Quality French Suede Gloves, in

White, Cream, Black, and all Colours.

Glove
spec.
ially
suit-
able for
the fall
in

Black, 4
and Colours, with Silk Bral
Points, Pique sewn, 8 Press BU
tous, 71c. per pair, i

The *Brava” Ladies’ Fine Re#
Moch‘a Doeskin Glowves, in Tll‘.-
Grey, Beaver, or Black, piqV
sewn, Imperial points, 3 Button®
73c. per pair,

The * Canadian” Ladies’ Bno\;
finish Gloves, in Tan, Grey ©

White, an excellent wecfiﬂ{'
British made glove, 3 Buttop®

and water, 3 Buttons, 65c¢. per pair.
Remittances, including postage
General Post Office, London, Englan

b

12 B. Mousquetaire $1.03 per pair.
16 B. 9 $1.28 »”
20 B, »» $1.82

g Interna

95¢. per pair.

tional Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY
Mail orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.

Mddross  The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England:

et







A GRAY WINTER DAY, NICOLET RIVER

From the Painting by A. Suzor-Cote.

Exhibited by the Royal Canadian Academy

o
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COMMUNING WITH RUTHENIANS

BY JANEY CANUCK
AUTHOR OF “THE OPEN TRAIL," ETC.

HIS is my first visit to Mundare,

on the Canadian Northern Rail-
way, and to the Ruthenian Church—
the church with glittering domes, the
foundation stone of which was laid by
the great Laurier himself.

“Who is this Sir Wilfrid Lauri-
er?’’ I ask.

““Ach! 1 cannot you tel. He a
great man is,”’ says Micheal Ver-
anki. ‘‘His hair is like to the wild
cotton in August, and his face is
beautiful, even like the face of the
great Archbishop Syptikyi, who is a
a soldier and a prince and the like of
whom there never was. DBelieve me,
Meesus, he has seven feet high and
has seven tongues wherein to speak.”’

““ About this Laurier? Ya! Ya!
almost I forgot. He the stone of the
church placed in the corner, and we
drew him in a waggon with six bul-
locks. He the King’s man is, and a
smile in his eyes there ecomes, quick,
quick, like the wind comes on the
wheat. Ya! Ya! we much like this
King’s man.”’

Nearly all the people have gone in-
to the church, and I follow. There
are no seats, so all stand, the sexes
separated like sheep from the goats.

1—403

One’s eyes become riveted on the
huge globe of cut erystals that hangs
from the ceiling near the centre of
the church, and the hard white lights
from it strike sharply on my eye-
balls like dagger points. All the
people are making reverences and plac-
ing something on their foreheads; it
may be oil, may be holy water.

Know all men by these presents
that I, even I, am the poor ignor-
ant wife of a Protestant parson, and
understand not the meaning of these
obeisances, nor of this beautiful féte
to which all the Austrian folk of the
countryside have come with not so
much as one mouthful of bread to
break their fast. Neither shall one
drop of liquid moisten their parched
lips for these three hours unless

Holy Mother and all the Blessed

Saints, pray for our presumption—
unless, indeed, it might fall to the
lot of a woman to take into her lips
the sacred blood from the golden
spoon which the priest dips into the
chalice, the holy chalice that is sur-
mounted with something dazzling like
a star, so that no woman may even
look thereon.

Feeling all the while like wild




“THE GREAT ARCHBISHOP SYPTIKYI, WHO IS A SOLDIER AND A PRINCE’

oats amid the wheat, I take my stand
by a pillar close to the door and pre-
tend not to stare. Ere long, a young
girl touches me and tells me she is
in ‘‘inquested’’ to bring me to the
sisters. I follow her through the
church and into the vestry, where a
little nun presses my hands and
calls me by name. Once she was my
escort through the Monastry at St.
Albert over by the Sturgeon River.
Of course, I remember her. She is
the china shepherdess in black who
says ‘‘please?’’ instead of ‘‘what?’’
and who eomes from Mon’real. Also
she lisps, bul what odds? Plutarch
tells us that Alecibiades lisped and
that it gave an unusual grace and
404

persuasiveness to his discourse.

The service, she explains, is the
Finding of the Holy Cross. I must
not think it idolatry when they do
veneration, indeed I must not. ‘‘Ket
it what you call—Ah, Madame! 1
cannot find the word—eet is what
yousieall <. 7 ““A symbol?’’ I
ask. ‘‘Oui, oui, a symbol!”’

With many gestulations and no
small difficulty she tells me how the
Empress Helena, mother ofl the
great Constantine, once had g
heavenly dream which enabled her to
disecover the very place of ground
wherein the holy cross was hidden
away. It lay under two temples
where heathens played to Jupiter
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and Venus instead of to Jehovah.
She caused these temples to be torn
down so that not one stone was left,
and underneath were faund three
crosses. Being doubtful as to which
was the cross of the Lord Christ, the
Empress had all three applied to the
body of a dying woman. The first
two crosses had no effect, (it was
the good Bishop Macarius, you must
know, who helped her) but, at the
touch of the third, the dying woman
rose up perfectly whole.

The celebrant priest has come into
the vestry and talks with us before
he goes to the basement to change
his vestments. Kryzanowski is the
wretched name of him. He is a large
fair man, with an unmistakable air of
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distinetion. On a snap judegment, I
should place to his eredit the ability
to deal with a supreme situation. He
is a priest of the Uniat Church, which
church, so far as I may understand,
is a compromise between the Greek
Orthodox and the Roman Catholie,
the compromise consisting of a prayer
for the Pope instead of for the Czar.
In our White Alberta much anti-
pathy exists between the Orthodox
Greek Church and the Uniats. and
several years ago they had a lawsuit
which they took to the Privy Counecil
in England, and which drove to in-
sanity one of our cleverest barristers.
They are bonny fighters, these Ru-
thenians from Galicia, and if they
cannofl ‘*have the law’’ on one another
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they may always have the consolation
of fisticuffs. And what pray, are
muscles hard for and skulls thick, ex-
cept to fight? Riddle me that!
Presently, when we shall have tied
down and diverted their tremendous
fighting energy into what is usually
deseribed as ‘‘ecivilisation,’’ we shall
of a surety find a human voltage
here which will send these Slavie
peasants high up the scale where
well<conceived and successful en-
deavour is weighed and appraised. At
present, ah well! they are young and

positive, and he is the best man who
survives.

The little sister brings me back in-
to the church where she places g
chair for me close beside the altar
facing the congregation, an act and
fact which causes me not a little
amazement and considerable trepida-
tion. Will the priest permit an un-
hallowed woman-——and she a Protest.
ant—to sit so close to the holy of
holies? Will he?

He does not even appear to see
me and swings the censer close, close
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to my head, over and over again,
with the same free-handed gesture
of Millet’s sower. Ile swings it out
and about, hither and yon, till my
“garments smell of myrrh and aloes
and cassia’’, until like Solomon’s
spouse, ‘‘my hands dropped 111_\'1‘1'11..”

Sometimes, it is a rude Slavie
peasant who swings the censer or lays
the spice on the live coals—a rough-
necked man with red-brown hands
and face. He wears a eraftan, or long
cloak of skin, upon which red leath-
er is cunningly appliqued in pleas-
ing designs. 1 doubt not he is from
Bukowina, or the ‘‘beech-woods,’” for
the women of that provinee are skill-
ed ecraftswomen. He swings the
censer with such deftness, that were
I not benumbed by the langorous
odour of the smoke-thick air, I would
be wondering how this queer shock-
headed acolyte with his bovine stoli-
dity came to acquire ‘‘the revolver
wrist’’ in such a high state of de-
velopment. Surely it is well T am
stupefied, for it might be irreverent
so to wonder. DBut for that matter,
all this service belongs to the people
and not to any stilted ecrucifiers or
superior choristers smacking of pro-
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fessional piety. As occasion may de-
mand an older woman comes for-
ward and snuffs a candle with her
fingers and replaces it with a fresh
one. The women even carry the
candles through the church when the
ritual so requires it. They do not
appear to have any self-conscious-
ness but perform their part gladly
and naturally. This may arise from
the fact that they have been accus-
tomed in Austria to taking part in
religious dramas such as ‘“‘The Nati-
vity,”” which drama they once staged
at Edmonton. 1 did not see it. but
Sister Josephat at the Ruthenian
Monastery gave me a picture of the
dramatis personae taken during a
rehearsal.

‘See! See! Madame Lady. Sce!
See! said Sister Josephat, ‘‘Eet ees
ver’ fonny, De tree wise men are
womens, womens, I tell you. Yes! the
black one too! She is Ala Knapf ”’

This drara was vastly appreciated,
especially by the younger fry of the
community, who enjoyved seeing the
devil carry a Jew off the scene with
a pitehfork and ecast him into hell
with certitude and great vigour. The
older folk considered this treatment
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very drastic and an unwarranted loss

of wuseful material. Here in the
North, we do not believe in killing

Jews—no, nor even bank-managers—
where we are not infrequently pared
to the quick to provide money for
real estate payments or to ‘‘margin
up’’ against the bad news the ticker-
tape has spelled out. Yes! it would
be highly unreasonable to allow the
Ruthenian folk to kill off the Jews
and bankers, and
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ed by this tone-sweetness. Some-
times it is massive, tliumphdl and
inspiriting as though the singers car-
ried naked swords in their upraised
hands; or again, it seems to be the
sullen angry diapason of distant
thunder in the hills.

But mostly they sing a paan or la-
mentation of the ecross, heavy with
unspeakable weariness and the ache of
unshed tears. Surely this is the

strangest story

it would make us
uncommonly sorry.

I like to wateh
those farmer-wo-
men carry the tall
white candles un-
der the dome. It
seems like a vision
picture or some
sense memory that
has filtered down
to me through the
ages, but what the
memory is I can-

not say. Indeed,
once I read of a
strange country

where men used to
run races with him
whose flame ras
lighted candles
and the vietor \\'l\}
found burning at
the goal.

I think the mem-
ory which troubles
me most must be

ever told. It is as
though they sing
to a dead god in
a dead world,

And sometimes,
sight and sound
become blended in-
to one and the
sound is the sob-
bing urge of the
pines—the people
as they rise and
fall to the floor
are the trees sway-
ed by the wind.
The cross they are
lifting is \wmhoub
hca\'_\' so that it
takes four strong
fellows. It is built
of oak beams and
the figure of the
lights fall from
the windows on
the outstreteched
pbody with its
pierced hands and

thorn-stru ng 1)1‘0\\'

of Jacob’s rods
which he made in-
to ‘‘white strakes.”’
He performed his
rite under the libneh, or white poplar
tree, even as we perform them under
the white poplars of Alberta.

And while the women march, they
chant in weird harmony, the men’s
voices coming in at intervals like
pedal points. There is no organ, or
any tryannous baton, but Onlv ‘Thev
sang one fo another,”” as the Jews
did at the building of their temple.

I am strangely, inexpressibly mov-

“FLAXEN TOWELS WHICH ARE SPUN AND
WOVEN WITH OUR OWN HANDS"”

it seems as thouo'n
the tragedy of (101
gotha is ])0111(’ re-
enacted before my very eyes, hore on
this far-away mlge of the wor]d The
thing is ghastly in its awful realism
so that I am erushed and confound.
ed. It falls like flakes of fire on my
brain, till by mind’s ear catches again
and again, ﬂlat most horrifying ecry
of the ages, ‘‘My God! My God' \\hv
hast thou forsaken me?”’

But I cannot tell you more of this
story of the Lord Christ who was cru-
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cified, except that in some way it has
become a personal thing to these wor-
shippers and, maybe, a joyful one. It
must be joyful, for, at last, they hang
a garland of flowers over the upright
beams of the eross and from it draw
long, long ribbons of searlet and
white and blue which the women
carry to the ends of the church like

floating streams of light, and be-
tween which the men and children
stand to sing
*‘ Alleluia’®> and

WITH
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eves are saying. What odds about
low foreheads, thick lips, and necks
brown like the brown earth when each
has ‘“the God within?’’ The Ruth-
enians—or @Galicians if you like the
name better—may be a sullen folk of
unstable and misanthropical temper;
they may be uncouth of manner, and
unclean of morals, but 1 shall al-
ways think of them, as on this day,
when I saw the strange glamour on
their faces that

““Alleluia.”’

I know not why
the priest stoops
to the ground and
touches it with fin-
gers or his lips.
Sometime the lit-
tle sister ffrom
Mon 'real will tell.

Henry Ryecroft,

cannot be deserib-
ed, except that it
came from a mar-
vellous song hid-

deny, in their
hearts.
There are no

seats in the
church, and while
the sermon is be-
mg preached the

in his ‘‘Secret people stand—all
Papers,”” recounts except the mo-
how he used to do thers with babies,
this same thing. vho sit on the
“Amid things floor. These babies
eternal.’}’ h(]e sa,}'S. have ‘pl‘vss( d th}:ir
“T touch the fa- mouths to the
miliar and Kkindly sacred icon the
earth.”” It was in same as the older
the silent solitude folk, and doubt-
of the night when less some gracioqs.
he walked through kindly angel will
the heart of the guard them ever
land he loved. : hereafter. Indeed,

I have always | I hope so and also
jesired to see the that she will give
mysterious sacri- R R R unto them Sthose
fiece known as the RUTHENIANS IN ALBERTA things I most

““olevation of the

host,”” but, now that I am an arm’s
streteh from the altar, I do not look,
but cover my face with my hands.
Only I see that dull red flame be-
hind the man’s ear when he takes
the white wafer, and the veins of his
neck swell as if they hurt.

But I look into the faces of the
women and the men in the front line
who receive the sacred essence from
the golden cup and golden spoon,
and almost I ean hear what their

cerave for myself.

Father Kryzanowki delivers the
sermon in the Ruthenian language. 1
am glad, for T am tired of hearing I
should be a different person. 1
don’t want to be, except to have
hands of healing and a heart that is
always young. Yes! these are the
things I most crave for myself......
““Good gentlefolk ! will you be pleased
to stay and eat brown bread with us
at the waggons, and cheese and hard-
cooked eggs? We shall not give you
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meat, for we would discourage the
beef-trust and, besides, this is fast
day. But you shall eat your food
off flaxen towels which we spun aad
wove with our own hands. Yes!
and we have wrought northern fow-
ers and prairie roses into them.

““And further, believe us, sirs and
mesdames, we sent five towels like
unto these to Mary, the English
Queen, that she might know that we
are now Canadians and not Rutheni-
ans.

AGED AT EDMONTON

““And Michael Laskowiez shall take
your pieture, lady, with his picture
box, and you may have Anna’s neck-
lace like as if you belonged to us, and
Hanka’s head kerchief, which is al-
ways in this year’s style——and we
shall elap our hands and laugh and
say, ‘There! There! she belongs to
us, this Mees Janey Canuck, now
and without end’ ’” ... .They are en-
gaging, these beech-wood folk from
Austria, and their loving-kindness is
like honey to my mouth.

A RUTHENIAN INTERIOR IN WESTERN CANADA, SHOWING SWINGING CRADLE

410




ERaRILY . A STUDY 'IN

ORIGINS

BY GERALDINE STEINMETZ

THAT the individual makes his
own happiness or unhappiness,
success or failure from any given en-
vironment is not a distinetly new idea
in human thought. But it is new to
have it applied as the solution for all
the ‘‘problems’’ and ‘‘questions’’
that disturb the world to-day. At once
an objection is raised: ‘‘But take
poverty ; that is not due to the action
of the individual alone. Class inter-
ests and the land question with other
influences bear on that.”” The think-
er persists: ‘‘The existence of poor
people is what we call poverty. Whe-
ther a man is to be rich or poor de-
pends on himself. It is the thinking
of individuals that produces a class.
If all the poor in the world determin-
ed to be poor no longer, that would
be enough to get sufficient action
started to do away with poverty.”’
Pity and compassion have distorted
the world for us long enough. The
existence of poverty in the city where
this study was made is a farce that
could have been prevented by com-
mon-sense, or, once begun, could have
been ended by a thorough-going ap-
plication of common-sense ideas. If
people would once stop giving what is
not earned, and, as someone will say,
stop taking what they do not earn,
the poor will be no longer with us.
This may seem the theorising of a
Utopia-building dreamer, but it is the
only method that would be effective.
It is not too much to say that the
mainstay of poverty is the sapping
influence of the statement: The poor
ye have always with you. The mean-
ing of this statement is popularly ex-
2411

tended to include the future, and on
it as an assumption enough conscience
money is given to keep the statement
always true. Otherwise poverty would
long ago have killed the poor—or
driven them to work.

My purpose in making this study
was to get a personal, practical in-
sight into the conditions underlying
the institution of charity. It seemed
to me that in a city like Hamilton,
Ontario, could be found in a simple
form situations that in large cities are
stupendous and seemingly ineradica-
ble; and I found it so. I owe thanks
to Mr. J. H. McMenemy, the pro-
gressive Relief Officer at Hamilton, for
giving me the opportunity of observ-
ing these cases and for putting at my
disposal the results of his long exper-
ience. But Mr. MeMenemy must not
be held responsible for all the con-
clusions I have made from these facts,
particularly those which are disput-
able. I may say that the names of
the people are, for obvious reasons,
fictitious.

It may be difficult—it may seem
impossible—to accept the idea of re-
form stated here, while considering
London or New York; but if the be-
ginnings are studied in a smaller city
such as Hamilton the fundamental
falseness of the assumption that there
must always be poor is at once ex-
posed. In a city of from 50,000 to
90,000 may be found in embryologi-
cal condition the problems of the
great cities of the continent—city ad-
ministration, eity planning, health

work, housing, the enforcement of
the law.
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When I look over the handful of
typical cases which I got from study
in this Relief Office, it seems very
meagre for any use, yet they are the
common, typical cases that come in
for consideration every day, every
hour, during the cold weather.. And
let me repeat: It is in such cases
that you see the origin of the pov-
erty question. If this city continues
to show the present slothful attitude
towards this as toward other ques-
tions, in fifty years—probably in a
fifth of that time, if the Publicity
Commissioners do their work well—
there will be a flourishing poverty
question with a staff of well-trained
clerks and a stack of blue-book re-
ports. Handled perhaps somewhat
more expeditiously, the poor will still
be there.

I use the words ‘‘relief’’ and
“‘charity’’ distinetively and separate-
ly. The Relief Office with its exact
investigation is a step toward the
elimination of poverty. Charity—too
often not needed as relief at all—pro-
duces a parasitic habit that is the root
of poverty. The Christmas season is
especially charitable. It is often diffi-
cult to find enough families to satisfy
those who want to give the poor din-
ners and their children shoes. But
here is the greater, extended evil: af-
ter a free distribution of shoes a wo-
man who was not in need went to
the Relief Office for shoes, saying that
she understood that any one could get
them. It is not too much to say that
charity organisations, especially when
there are several in a city, make one-
half the poverty they relieve. Better
results are obtained by discouraging
an applicant for help, by inducing
him to make another effort to get on
without it, or by giving him indirect
assistance without the appearance of
charity. It is often wise to make the
help a loan rather than a gift. Men
have later thanked Mr, McMenemy for
encouraging them todo without assist-
ance instead of giving it. 5

The greatest difficulty for an inves-
tigator is that you never wholly

L

““‘get”’ the people. You investigate
and ask questions, independent infor-
mation comes in. But the real peo-
ple you never know. You are ‘‘the
Officer,’’ or ‘‘the lady,’’ or even ‘‘the
kind lady,’’ but they are strangers to
you. The psychology you have after
all to construct from the appearance
of things, and it may not at all make
the psychological impression on you
that the persons investigated intend.
It is perhaps because they are not per-
sonalities that they are poor. But
this is going beyond economics,

The last time I went into the Re-
lief Office was a hot summer morning.
Candidly there was not much ‘“‘do-
ing.”’

““This isn’t like last January,”’
I said. ‘“Where are they all?”’

The Relief Officer waved toward a
cireus procession passing the window,

“T could show you the bunch at
the circus this afternoon,’’ he said.

And this indeed comes to be one’s
attitude.

But one of the first cases I worked
through sincerely merited pity, even
more than pity.

We turned into a side street lined
with boarding-houses and stopped at
the worst looking place in a three-
story room. For some time no one
answered our knock, then a boy, go-
ing out to sell papers, let us in.

The narrow hall-way was dark and
carpetless, rising like a shaft, with
tortuous, steep stairways, to the at-
tic rooms on the third floor. The close,
fetid air was nauseating. The wo-
man of the house, whose pallid face
and red-rimmed eyes showed the
troubles of her own life, came and
directed us to the attic.

There were two rooms, box-like
places under the pitch of the roof.
One door was open, and in the dark
dirty place, were inconceivable odds’
and ends—barrels that smelled vilely,
pieces of rope and wood, some clothes,
and coal in a pail.

When we entered the other room
we were met with the stolid indiffer-
ence which the poor who really suffer

-~
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show to those who come to look cur-
iously at their agony. But as the two
old women who sat there realised
that these visitors were different, a
remembrance of former politeness
brightened their faces and revived
courtesies of the past.

They were mother and daughter,
but a stranger could not have told
which was the older, so equally old
and crippled and helpless were they.
In fact, the mother looked stronger
and better than her daughter since a
certain feebleness of mind saved her
from a complete understanding of
their situation. Deaf and unable to
move, she was dying of old age. But
the starvation and suffering, the over-
work and terror which did not show
on the mother’s face, had drawn and
lined the younger woman’s until it
was a mask of pain. Bent with rheu-
matism, she walked with difficulty
with the aid of a heavy, filthy stick.
Her chest was so contracted by the
bowed shoulders that it was pitiful
to see, and over the thin, hooked
nose gray eyes looked up, mutely ask-

ing.

She did not want to go to the Ref-
uge—mno, no. The mill people were
very kind; they even sent the five
dollars a week pension when she was
too bad to go for it. Constantly re-
iterated, this was the burden of a
long conversation.

1 turned to the room. It was
grimy; a fine, impalpable soot lay up-
on everything, and no colour showed
anywhere. The ceiling slanted to ac-
ecommodate the roof, and in this part,
in addition to the small, open win-
dow, was a narrow skylight, through
which the sunlight fell upon the bed,
neatly made but dirty. An old fram-
ed photograph hung upon the wall;
two battered boxes stood at the foot
of the bed, and there was a small
table near the stove in the corner.

But when, finally, the mill officials
would no longer be responsible for
the filthy condition of the place, it
‘was determined that the old woman
should be put in the Refuge.

413

The daughter had worked at the
mill for more than twenty years, and
when she had become so feeble that
she could no longer work, she had
been allowed the pension, which was
equal, so she said, to her average
weekly wage during her working
years. During this time her son
had grown up to be a man, but at
twenty years of age he had died. She
did not speak readily of this, neither
did she show any emotion. There
are lives so full of sorrow that pain
changes to a callous endurance and
tears become stone in the fixed, glaz-
ed eyes, and deeply cut lines. Her
husband she never mentioned. Con-
sidering the number of years she had
worked, he must have died when the
child was an infant. Her mother had
kept house for her until she had been
overpowered by age, then the daugh-
ter had done the housework and earn-
ed the living beside.

For two years she had not been at
the Mill, and when the Relief Officer
went back in December she had be-
come so crippled that she had not
been out of the house sinece Septem-
ber. She was willing to go to the
Refuge. but asshe said so an expres-
sion of terror and agony made her
face more pitiable than before. The
old mother did not understand what
was going on, but became weakly ex-
cited. She did mot like the ‘‘black
man’’ who had come to appraise their
goods for the second-hand shop and
wanted her daughter to send him
away. Her daughter shouted in her
ear that it was all right, and she sank
back with a shrill, quavering, ‘‘All
right, dear.”’ That seemed to be all
their conversation—that everything
was ‘‘all right.”

The old mother died shortly in the
Refuge.

The last time I saw the daughter
she was sitting in bright afternoon
sunshine, ‘‘reading a little,”’ as she
put it.

Could I do anything for her? Oh,
yes. ‘‘Dearie, if ye had the time.
There’s good rheumatism medicine
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up town in the drug store, although
maybe the doctor wouldn’t like it. It
would only cost ye fifteen cents.”’

The second case was introduced by
a telephone message from the far east
end of the city saying that a family
was starving. Mr. McMenemy inves-
tigated at once.

We heard the story and came out.

““Good-bye, Mrs. Lett.”’

Mrs. Lett, with the youngest child
in her arms, held the door open.

‘“Thank ye, sir, thank ye.’”’

The door was shut and we were
out in the wet falling snow, under a
leaden sky. It was in a settlement
where were neither sewers, water, nor
sidewalks—only squares of land on
which were small, temporary houses,
huts, hovels, or cottages.

They were English emigrants. Lett
was a labourer,

Their house was two-roomed—one
room above the other, with a lean-
to at the rear. I turned and looked
at it again.

“They'’re starving and have only
that brush-wood to burn.”’

“It’s a bad case.”’

Lett had been laid wup for three
months in the summer with a sore eye
that had been burned with plaster.
After that, he had not been able to
get work. There were seven small
children.

Why the children? That was the
problem. Why so many weak, ill-
born, not-needed children?

““What is done compared with what
there is to do?’”’ I asked. ‘“You
write reports, and there are meetings.
Ladies come in rustling gowns, or
gowns that don’t rustle, as the fash-
ion may be. The gentlemen are very
philanthropic. You discuss ways and
means. Committees report. Next
year it will be all repeated. Meet-
ings are held in different cities all
over America. And in the meantime
. . . what is done compared with
what there is to do?’’ 4

As to the Letts, they were given
help, Lett was given work, but it
was not long before he was caught
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in an attempt at maligning; ecer-
tainly he lied about being at work
when he wasn’t, but he looked very

-unfit for work.

Of apparently stauncher tempera-
ment was Mrs. Smith who, ten days
after her baby was born, got up,
walked a mile on a bitterly cold,
wind-swept road to the car, did a
day’s washing and came home to her
own house-work. And our pity for
this enveloped Mrs. Smith until her
husband died.

Mrs. Smith was dirty, fat, unclean,
There was a boy sixteen years old,
who went to work in the mills five
miles away and whom we never saw. I
had a great respect as well as pity
for this boy whose devotion to his
mother was admirable. Every time
we went out to see them, as I walked
that long, cold road, I had a vivid pie-
ture of the lad returning tired and
exhausted to a home from which the
mother had been absent all day.

There were two other little boys,
the little girl, and the baby, and the
father had heen a lamp-lighter on the
railroad until gout and rheumatism
had made it impossible for him to
move. He sat all day by the small
cook-stove in that untidy kitchen,
tending the children, peeling the po-
tatoes and doing such work as this as
far as he was able . a broken
man, dying, whom they tried to keep
alive.

People were kind as kindness goes,
Clothes, food, fuel, eame plentifully,

My worst impression of Mrs, Smith
was at a Christmas supper of coffee
and cakes given at a Christmas-tree
entertainment by a well-to-do woman
of the city. Mrs. Smith was greasy
and dirty, and the children ugly.
They were pitifully eager over the
opportunity of getting something for
a present.

Finally, the husband and fathep
died. On the night that he was buried,
Mrs. Smith took the children to g
neighbour’s house, rented a room,
put the children in it, and went driy.
ing with a man.



CHARITY : A STUDY IN ORIGINS

Then came the question of the
children. If the mother put them in
the Home, she could take them out
when they were old enough to be of
use to her. If the Children’s Aid put
them in, the mother could not take
them out after neglecting them.

In the society approaching the
under-world, Mrs. Smith became in-
timate with a Mrs. Head. Pity for
these wreckages takes the place of
eriticism. Mrs. Head was a young
woman with two children. She had
been married when she was four-
teen. Her mother was not favour-
ably regarded, and now there was
talk of other men, her husband’s
acquaintances, coming to the house.

The house was in the centre of the
city, retired. In front was one room,
of which the only furnishing was a
stove and lounge. Back of this were
two small rooms. In one of these,
which was indescribably filthy, was
a bedstead with a horrible-looking
mattress, but no bed-clothes. The
other had a small heap of coal, and,
on the floor, a heap of dirty bread
and cake. :

Work was got for Head, clothing
and bedding for Mrs. Head. The
children were sent to school. But the
straightening out of their affairs did
not last. What has happened since
then can be imagined from a knowl-
edge of what had happened before.
Such a case may keep coming up
for years. S

Sometimes there are individual
cases which pass across the work of
the office and then disappear under
the exact and logical machinery of
the law. Such was Isobel’s. Some
charitable young ladies were inter-
ested in her, and their conversation

Is the story.
tel“And we all felt sorry for her,”
continued the young lady pouring
the tea, ‘‘and then see how she be-
haved.”’ ¢

““Yes, everyone did so much for
her,”’ added another young woman;
““and then she didn’t like it at the
Sanitarium and ran away, down to
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the wife of the President of the so-
ciety that had been helping her, and
stayed there for two weeks.”’

‘““Where is she?’’

‘“In England, probably. She was
deported.’’

“Why? What did she do?”

‘“‘Nothing.”’

“Deported for nothing?®’

““No, for doing nothing.”

“We11?7’

I explained.

‘“She was a failure, a beautiful
little thing, with dark hair and vio-
let eyes, well-bred. She was twen-
ty-five or twenty-six years old and
looked eighteen. Her father was
sixty years old when she was born.
She had no eonstitution. She would
not struggle to live. You can’t put
a hot-house plant out on the road-
side and expect it to bloom. Many
of the girls here at this tea, if they
had to earn their living, would have
gone under much sooner, but Isobel,
so far as I know, did not go under.
She just gave up.

‘““The Salvation Army brought her
out here. In England, she had been
lady ’s-maid, nurse-maid, even house-
maid, in good and wealthy houses.
Her brother had tried to get her to
study stenography. She wouldn’t.

““She got as far as Toronto: then
came to Hamilton to the Y.W.C.A.
building. She got work as a wait-
ress, but the work was too heavy for
her. The matron of the YW.CA,
knowing part of her story, sent for
the Relief Officer.

“The threat of deportation was
the only effective way to control her.
The doctor who examined her found
no organic weakness but a great
need of building up. Isobel consent-
ed to go to the Sanitarium.

““There, nothing would do but she
must get up and come down into the
city and work. Denied this, she
came finally on her own responsibil-
ity.

“Everything ‘was done for her.
She had every opportunity of recov-
ery, getting work, of receiving help.
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She did not care. She had no defin-
ite ambition. She gave in.”’

Mrs. Henry was a lower class type
of the same kind of weakness, but
Mrs. Henry at least could work, and
did. She was harder. When she
first came under the attention of
the Office, she was not legally mar-
ried.

She had come from England to
marry a man in Toronto. Arrived
there, she lived with the man and
his sister, the man postponing the
marriage. She had one or two ad-
ventures after she left this man, and
came to Hamilton to get work, with
Henry. He was going to marry her,
but proposed that in the meantime
they should reduce their expenses
by taking one room. When Mrs.
Henry came under our notice she
was in the hospital recovering from
a serious operation. It is not neces-
sary to account here for her condi-
tion.

Henry wanted her and refused to
let her go and live with respectable
people that her good intentions and
protestations might be tested. He
was willing to marry her to get her.

It would have been better for the
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poor woman if we could have insist-
ed that she should not see him again.
Her life, so far as I was able to fol-
low it afterward, was miserable past
desceription. The last time I saw
her, Henry had cut all her clothes,
worth, I should say, at least $100,
completely destroying them.

Mrs. Henry later took a position
as maid.

This is not all the material in my
note-book. There are many interest-
ing stories of other people, of the
fake beggar and the drunken blind
man. I have preferred to take the
ordinary cases rather than these.

From the standpoint of the indi-
viduals of the class called the poor,
the conclusion is inevitable that they
never should have been born, should
never have children, and, while alive,
should work. As a class the exist-
ence of the poor may bhe justified
on biological and sociological
grounds. Probably poverty is one
of nature’s by-products in the never-
ceasing process of perfecting the spe-
cies. We are apparently fond of
breaking in on the process, probably
helping, probably hindering—who
can say?




IN NEW ATMOSPHERE
BY THEODORE GOODRIDGE ROBERTS

¥
EN more cauntious, more seriou-
minded and less red-blooded
than Nevill have lost their heads _an’d
hearts in the island.s. Men of Nevn}l s
type frequently die young, fighting
against odds; sqme‘ames .become
heroes ; sometimes live to a ripe and
respectable old age in some sheltered
walk of life, honoured by fellow-
citizens, pillars of churches, yet al-
ways with a fragrance clinging about
the garments of their spirit sug-
gestive of Tom Moore’s melodies.
The kind of man I mean is al-
ways honest in h@s intentions to-
ward others. He is generous to a
fault, and easily touched to compas-
sion. He frequently attains to the
truth of things through his very lack
of caution. If he does not get him-
self killed too early in life, sooner or
later he is made or marred by a wo-
an.
mNevill was born and bred in the
north, in a small city, the third of five
children. He could never remepre_r
his father as anything but a digni-
fied, kindly and substantial person,
honoured by his equals and the poor
and envied by others, regular at
church, clothed always in black or
dark gray, always a trifle lame on one
foot in damp weather; and yet, by
the time Nevill was fifteen years of
age, elderly persons who had known
his father for many years began to
speak of him, with whimsical smiles
and waggings of the head, as a chip
off the old block.
Nevill went to college; but he did
not remain long enough in the halls
W07

of learning to entitle him to a degree.
He had a fine time, and so had his
class-mates! And strong men wept at
his going. He left no enemies behind
him. Nobody could deny the facts
that he meant well and was as honest
as the day. So his father obtained
a position for him in a loecal bank,
His father should have known better;
but honesty and good intentions go
a long way in banking. However,
honesty and good intentions are not
the entire equipment of a successful
banker. Imagine General Washing-
ton as a banker, if you can—or Sir
Walter Raleigh, or Drake, or Robert
Louis Stevenson, or poor Captain
Plarr. You don’t know Plarr, I sup-
pose; but you can take my word for
it that he was as honest and well-
intentioned as the others I have nam-
ed. You see that none of them would
have made a satisfactory banker,
With nothing else to do, Nevill now
gave all his energies and mind to be-
ing a man-about-town. He should
have been sent to Africa to hunt
ivory. His native city was not large
enough for him at that stage of his
carecer. Had London been his field,
he would not have attracted much at-
tention. Had New York been his
stamping-ground he would soon have
become celebrated among a few edi-
tors and story-writers as the most
charming of innocents. But his na-
tive eity could neither ignore or ap-
preciate his diverting advantures. For
one thing, and because he had nothing
else to do, he flirted with a married
woman. But why go into particu-
lars? Fate took a hand in the game
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and, with one turn of her inexorable
wrist, bereft the gossips of that small
city of much of their inspiration for
scandals and set the feet of Nevill on
the right track.

Fate came, in this case, in the dis-
guise of death, Nevill’s father died
suddenly, when Nevill was in his
twenty-fifth year; but not before the
old gentleman had talked privately to
his wayward son for twenty minutes
or more kindly and wisely, with a few
smiling references to his own past,
holding the boy’s hand in his all the
while. Then he passed away, leaving
his memory bright and all his affairs
in order; and Nevill found himself
the possessor of some very sound ad-
vice, some tender memories and
twenty-five thousand dollars.

Nevill bade his family farewell and
went away from the scenes of his
youthful frivolities. He did not pause
in New York, but there took ship for
the islands—for the islands simply
because the boat that was nearest of
any to its sailing hour was bound for
those green peaks and azure seas. Dur-
ing the voyage he kept to himself
(which was clear against his nature),
read several books of a kind which
did not greatly appeal to him, and
thought much wupon his departed
father and his mother and sisters with
tenderness and affection. He even
thought kindly of his very respect-
able and eautious older brothers, who
were not chips off the old block. He
tried not to think of Mrs. Smith (I
call her that for short, and she has
nothing to do with this story), and
succeeded in keeping her out of his
mind with astonishing ease. He re-
frained from playing poker in the
deck smoke-room.

Once among the islands, the old
spirit of careless and uncalculating
joy to which Nevill had been born
began to reassert itself. A fine, vast
sense of freedom awoke in him. When
the ship let go her anchor in the blue
harbour of St. Pierre, off that magic
city of white, green, yellow and red
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climbing against the green hills by
step and terrace and square, he stood
at gaze for a full minute. Then he
dashed below to his cabin and packed
his box. His voyage was ended here
—for the time being, at least. This
looked to him like a place in which
a man might get shoulder to shoulder
with a joyous and kindly life, a gay
and uncritical population. The great
mountain to the north, soaring against
the blue to a height of five thousand
feet, cast no more shadow upon his
spirits than it did upon the magie,
climbing city.

The purser went ashore with Ne-
vill and identified him at a bank situ-
ated not far from the water front.
Here Nevill deposited his letter of
credit, wrote and cashed a cheque and
made inquiries of the polite cashier
as to the hotel accommodations of the
city.

““The hotels are numerous and ex-
cellent,”’ replied the cashier. ‘‘But
more suitable than any of the large
hotels, to a young gentleman intend-
ing a considerable stay in the island,
is the villa of Madame Jumeau, in the
Rue Victor Hugo. The guests of Ma-
dame are of the first distinetion and
in themselves form a worthy subject
of study for a young gentleman in
quest of polite entertainment and en-
largement of the mind.”’

Nevill’s first thought was that the
villa of Madame Jumeau was no place
for him. Polite entertainment sound-
ed well enough, but he could not quite
see himself taking advantage of the
offer of free enlargement of the mind
with board and lodging.

‘““Madame Jumeau is my sister,’
said the polite cashier. And then he
laughed. ‘‘I see the doubt in mon-
sieur’s eye,’’ he continued, ‘‘and has-
ten to dispell it in a twinkling,
Though intellectuality reigns in the
villa of my sister, joy is her hangd-
maiden, and the feast of reason is
not superior to the cuisine. I recom-
mend the house to your best atten-
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tion, sir, with a firm belief that it will
suit you to a hair.”’ :

“T am greatly obliged to you,’’ said
Nevill. ‘‘I shall give myself the
pleasure of calling upon Madame Ju-
meau within the hour.”’

He lifted his hat and left the bank.

““I don’t know what the devil he
is talking about,’’ he reflected. ‘‘He
reminds me of the biblical chap whose
tongue was the pen of a ready
writer.”’

It took him a long time to get to
the villa of Madame Jumeau, in the
Rue Vietor Hugo, not because the dis-
tance was great, but because the way
was diverting to distraction. The
street itself lured him onward between
yellow houses and yellow garden walls
topped with burning green, in the
shade of overhanging green balconies,
past open gates disclosing glimpses
of gardens full of shadowy interiors
and gentlemen in white linen imbib-
ing cooling drinks. Nevill refreshed
himself twice or thrice, you may be
sure; but it was the street itself, not
the cabarets, which clogged his feet.
He halted frequently to gaze upward
across the red roofs to the green of
the hills behind and the flaming blue
of the sky back of all, or down some
side street up which blue flashes of
the bay came to set his heart dancing.
He found a square with a fountain
and a cirele of royal palms; and on a
stone bench he smoked a cigarette in
the shade of a tree which he could
not have loved more dearly even if he
had known its name.

At last Nevill reached the habita-
tion of Madame Jumeau and her in-
tellectual guests. It was a large
square house, three storeys high, yel-
low and white of wall, red of roof,

n of balcony and wooden blind.
It stood flush with the narrow pave-
ment and was flanked on one hand by
the wall of its own garden and on the
other by an arched gateway opening
upon a paved court. A brown man-
servant opened the door to him and
led him to a shaded salon and madame
herself. Madame Jumeau was stout
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and past her first bloom, but she had
captivating manners. Nevill explain-
ed his mission in his own halting and
ridiculous French. Madame was
charmed with his command of the
language. Yes, she had a room. But
for the fact that Monsieur de St. Paul
and his family had ordered their
usual suite of apartments and were
expected to arrive from the country
at any moment, she could offer him
several rooms.  This M. de St. Paul
was a great proprietor, with planta-
tions fifteen miles away. Also, he
was a poet of distinction. His imme-
diate family consisted of Madame his
wife, of Monsieur Aline and Mademo-
selle Jeanne.

Francois the butler led Nevill away
to inspect the room that was at his
service. On the stairs they encount-
ered a lady whose eyes were remark-
able for their darkness, their bright-
ness, their fire, their shadow, their
gleaming surfaces and melting
depths. Nevill had never seen such
eyes. And she had a face and form
to match her eyes; and youth was on
her side. Her manners promised
well, too. Nevill passed her on the
wide stairs with bowed head and a
sidelong, devotional glance. The lady
inclined her head also and flashed an
oblique ray upon him.

The room to which the servant took
Nevill was large, clean and cool. It
occupied a corner of the second floor,
with windows overlooking the garden
on one hand and a paved court graved
with a solitary palm on the other.
Nevill gave an order for his hoxes to
be brought up from the dock.

Diner-time came. The St. Pauls
had not arrived from the country.
Nevill was presented to the assembled
guests. The lady he had passed on
the stairs proved to be a Madame de
Moulin, the youthful widow of a
wealthy planter. The elderly gentle-
man with drooping white mustaches
was Colonel Tessier, a soldier of
France, retired. The Colonel prided
himself on his anecdotes, Dr. Richard,
also old and gray, had written three
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books about the human brain and one
of poetry. The cost of the publica-
tion of these important contributions
to literature had necessitated his re-
giding in a less expensive place than
his beloved Paris. He admitted it
frankly. The old lady in the wig was
reputed a countess. The young lady
in blue silk was the sister of a local
Journalist. The stout M. Henri was
a banker, a patron of the arts and a
diligent performer on the flute.
Madame Pellett taught elocution in a
girls’ school nearby, and Madame Le
Rue seemed to enjoy a very consider-
able private income.

Nevill was given a seat at the table
beside Madame de Moulin. He had
never met such a woman as this. She
was the soul of gaiety; and yet he
sometimes seemed to catch a shadow
of pain behind the merriment of her
eyes, a note of sorrow behind her
laughter. He looked deep into her
eyes, in quest of that shadow. His
quick heart was touched.

Immediately after dinner, Nevi}l
escaped to the street to clear his
brain. Colonel Tessier followed him,
laid a hand on his arm, wagged his
head and talked very fast. Nevill
could gather nothing from his talk
except the names of Madame de
Moulin and M. Aline de St. Paul. He
escaped from the Colonel and took his
bewildered way along the street.
Lights gleamed everywhere; stars
were white and big overhead; music
and laughter pulsed from all the
houses and breaths of perfume wafted
across the garden walls. But Nevill
did not stay out late. He returned
early to the house of Madame Jumeau
and retired to his bed.

Nevill explored the city next day.
During dinner he sat again beside
Madame de Moulin. She was not
quite so merry as on the previous
evening. The shadow of pain was a
little nearer to the bright gurface'of
those wonderful eyes. Nevﬂl.studled
that shadow a little more intently
than he had before. Once, as he held
a match for her cigarette, his hand
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touched hers. The touch sent a thrill
through him. He stared at her for a
second ; and she stared back at him,
with the shadow gone from her eyes
for a fraction of a second.

Again Nevill fled to the street. The
need of cooling his brain was now
serious. He wandered about the en-
chanted streets. At last he sat down
at a little iron table in front of a live-
ly cabaret and ordered a glass of
sirup and water. So he sat for a long
time, sipping and smoking and trying
to think. Suddenly a very small
young man appeared before him out
of the gay crowd, halted, stared,
raised his hat slightly and leaned
across the table.

‘‘Mistair Nevill, I zink,’’ said the
young man unpleasantly.
““Yes,”” replied Nevill.

the advantage of me.”’

““I am Aline de St. Paul,’’ said the
other. ‘‘I speak English. I know
the English way. I was there.”’

‘‘Please sit down,’’ replied Nevill.
““What will you drink?”’

‘I know the English way,’’ repeat-
ed the other darkly. ‘I live one
period of six months in that very
country and know her like a book.
So let us have none of this bow and
serape. It is waste on the English
or the American. I meet you on your
own manner. I come quick, upon ar-
rival, to ask you, man to man, what
the devil you must mean to pay your
remarkable attention to the lady zat
had promised to me her hand.”’

Nevill stared at him. He did not
like his appearance.

‘‘1I suppose you are drunk,’’ he
said.

‘I have mot drank,”’ replied M.
Aline, with a flourish of the hand.

‘‘Then what the deuce are you
talking about?’’

““You know of her I mean.’’

““I know nothing of the kind.”’

Aline de St. Paul sat down and
leaned far across the table.

‘“Madame de Moulin,”” he whis-
pered. His little face worked vio-
lently.

““You have
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‘“What about her?’’ asked Nevill,
beginning to lose his temper.

““ Adventurer!’”’ hissed the other.
“You know her fortune. You came
to ensnare her. Adventurer!
Pauper! I zank you to explain.”’

Nevill’s keen sense of humour
failed him for the first time in his
life. He saw nothing funny in this.
He swallowed his sirup at a gulp.

““Go to the devil—and mind your
own business,’’ he exclaimed.

M. Aline de St. Paul gaped. He
seemed to wilt in his chair. His
small, black eyes became fixed in his
colourless face as if with horror. It
was quite evident that he did not
know as much about the ways of the
Anglo-Saxons as he pretended. The
gay crowd jostled his elbows, but he
paid no more heed than a dead man.
Nevill regarded him steadily for sev-
eral seconds, then got quietly to his
feet and turned away. I. Aline came
out of his trance and out of his chair
with a jump. Nevill turned sharply
at the sound.

““Don’t be a fool,”’ he said.

He turned again and walked slowly
away. The other followed him and
presently drew abreast of him.

““You insult me deadly,’’ said St.
Paul. ‘“You will pay me for zat.”’

Nevill halted and glared.

‘“(Clear out,”’ he said, with a dan-
gerous ring in his voice, ‘‘unless you
want to be chucked over one of these
walls. I mean it.”’

Nevill’s anger lasted him all the
way home. He heard music and
langhter in the salon; but he went
straight up to bed. He awoke early
in the cool, golden morning. Shafts
of greenish gold slanted through the
half-open shutters and lay athwart
the polished wood and clean grass
mats of the floor. The rustle of the
wind among innumerable leaves came
into him from the garden and the
courtyard. Love of like tingled in
his veins. His anger was forgotten.

* Young de St. Paul was waved aside
from his mind with a smile. He
thought of Madame de Moulin. He
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wondered about the shadow in her
eyes. He remembered the touch of
her hand. Why had the shadow with-
drawn from her eyes at the moment
her hand had touched his?

Francois brought him his ‘‘little
breakfast,”” which he ate in bed,
After that he bathed and dressed, lit
a cigarette and found his way to the
garden. It was a wonderful garden,
shaded by great trees—mangoes,
bread-fruit trees and mahoganies—
and full of flowering shrubs, wind-
ing paths and stone seats set in the
shade of almonds and limes. A foun-
tair sprayed in the centre of a little
lawn. Gold fish, red as oranges, swam
and glowed in the deep basin of the
fountain. Nevill watched the fish
weaving lines of fire deep down
among the stems of the water-lilies.
He turned suddenly at the sound of
a light foot-step behind him and be-
keld a young girl, slender. glowing,
poised within a few yards of him. He
lifted his hat.

‘““Is it Monsieur Nevill?”’
asked, lowering her gaze.

‘“At your service, madamoiselle,’’
said Nevill.

She raised her eyes swiftly to his
face, then glanced nervously around
the leafy walls of the little lawn.

“l am Jeanne de St. Paui,’’ she
said, in a trembling voice. ‘1 have
a favour to ask of monsieur. [i is of
my brother. I beg monsieur to r2fuse
to fight with him—and pay no heed
to his mad talk.”

““I promise,”’ replied Nevill, smil-
ing.
““You will not let him frighten you
away from Madame de Moulin.”’

Nevill laughed.

“I am afraid madamoiselle suffers
the same mistake as monsieur her
brother,”” he said. ‘‘Madame de
Moulin and I have only known one
another for two days. I am madame’s
ardent admirer, of course—but I
think no one would be more aston-
ished than madame herself if I made
any claim to be more than that.”’

“Two days!”’ exclaimed the girl,

she
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gazing at him reproachfully. ‘‘But
the letters, monsieur? And the meet-
ing in Nevis, two months ago?’’

‘““What letters?’’ demanded Nevill,

“Your letters, written to Madame
de Moulin, from Nevis. Francois
found them—and has given them to
my brother.”’

““Upon my soul, I don’t know what
you are talking about,”’ said Nevill.
““I have never enjoyed the privilege
of corresponding with Madame de
Moulin. I have never been in Nevis.”’

At that moment someone called
from the house. Jeanne de St. Paul
turned and fled.

Nevill was puzzled—and deeply in-
terested. He lit another cigarette
and wandered restlessly about the
garden. What next? he wondered.
An hour passed; and then Jeanne de
St. Paul came to him again. Her
small face was glowing.

““The most wonderful thing has
happened,’’ she whispered. ‘‘He has
come—the writer of the letters! He
is even now in the house—and in a
furious rage with Madame de Moulin.
She has given him the congé. He is
a planter of Nevis. His name is
Nevill, like yours. If Aline should
appear now, blood would be spilt.

me, monsieur! Come!’’

‘“What can I do?’’ said Nevill, dis-
mally. ‘I fear that madame’s affairs
are no concern of mine,”’

‘“Only you can save my brother,’”’
cried the girl. ‘‘He loves that beauti-
ful woman. It will be his ruin if he
marries her. My father has said it—
for all her property will go to the de
Moulins if she marries again. It was
written so in the will. Monsieur, you
must save him from ruin, and from
the rage of that terrible Englishman
from Nevis.”’

““1 am sorry, but I see no way of
saving your brother from a fate which
—which he is unworthy of; that is,
if madame cares for him,’”’ replied
Nevill stifily. ‘‘As for the planter.
Well, that is none of my business.
M. de St. Paul must fight his own

battles.”’
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‘““‘But it is you that she loves now!”’
exclaimed Jeanne.

Nevill gaped at her.

‘It is you she loves,”’ repeated the
girl. ‘““Come. Claim her. Take her
away from my brother. My father
sent me to beg you to do this.”’

“Rediculous!’”’ exclaimed Nevill,
‘“‘She cares nothing for me.’’

‘“She adores you,’’ replied Jeanne,
¢‘She said it—almost in words. Come,
monsieur.’’

Nevill followed her to the house,
his brain in a whirl. From the salon
came voices raised loud in anger.
Colonel Messier, other guests and half
a dozen servants were clustered in
the wide hall near the open door of
the salon.  Nevill forced his way
blindly through the erowd and en-
tered the big room. A silence fell
upon the chief actors at his entrance.
He saw a large, stout man in crumpled
white linen, with a very red face—
the planter from Nevis, beyond a
doubt; a slender, white-haired dandy
who was surely M. de’ St. Paul;
Madame de Moulin, looking entrane-
ing in a loose gown of blue silk, with
tears and anger and despair in her
beautiful eyes; a pale lady whom he
took for Madame de St. Paul; Madame
Jumeau in hysterics and crimping-
irons, and M. Aline de St. Paul. All
except Aline stood motionless and
silent for a few seconds and stared
at Nevill; but Aline continued to
strut in front of the man from Nevis
and snap his fingers beneath the
stranger’s purpling nose. So for a
few seconds—and then Madame de
Moulin stepped close to Nevill and
looked up at him with that in her
eyes which he had never before had
the privilege of seeing in any wo-
man’s eyes. He did not know what
it was; but it went through him like
fire and ice, and he answered it with
his own eyes as best he could. Then
Madame de Moulin slipped her round,
white arms around his neck and sank
her flushed and tear-stained face
against the breast of his white
Jacket.
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It is one thing to write of an em-
brace by Madeline de Moulin, but it
is quite another thing to experience
it.

Nevill did not flinch. The blood
rushed from his heart to his head and
went thumping back to his heart. He
drew a deep breath and regarded the
company across madame’s bowed and
fragrant head with defiant and exult-
ant eyes. He knew no more of what
he would do next than you or I.

The little Aline left the stout
planter and turned upon Nevill with
a white-lipped snarl.

“So it is you, after all!’”’ he
sereamed. ‘‘You—adventurer!”’

Nevill laughed, gloriously consei-
ous that there was a joke somewhere.
The man from Nevis advanced,
breathing heavily.

““Who the devil are you?’’ he
asked. ‘‘Curse you, take your arm
away from that lady’s waist!”’

““Thank you for the suggestion,”’
said Neville, and immediately placed
his right arm securely around the
supple form that clung so close to
him.
“No, confound you, what are you
going to do about it?’’ he asked.

M. de St. Paul gripped Aline by a
thin shoulder.

““Come away, you young fool!’’ he
hissed. ‘‘Look at her! Is it not
enough? Without shame!”’

He turned to Nevill.

‘“As for you, I congratulate you,”’
he said, with a sneer. ‘‘You play
your part well. You shall hear from
me soon, to your advantage.’’

At that, Madame de Moulin started
sharply in Nevill’s embrace and with-
drew her arms from his neck; but he
held her tight.

“My part?’’ queried Nevill. ‘Do
you think, you old fool, that I am
here to comply with the request of
your admirable daughter? 1 assure
you that it is not so. I am here to
protect this lady from the unwelcome
attentions of your son and this lump
from Nevis.”” He glanced down at
Madeline’s bowed head. ‘‘Madame,”’

he continued, ‘‘if you will excuse me
for a moment I will rid you of the
offensive presence of this bounder
from Nevis. He is the only one of
them big enough to hit.”’

Instead of excusing him, madame
replaced her arms about his neck. The
planter from Nevis retreated a pace.
Old de St. Paul arched his gray eye-
brows at Nevill and regarded him
with a piercing and interrogative
glance. Nevill returned the serutiny
with a glare.

““I mean it,”” he said. ‘‘Any man,
or excuse for a man, who remains in
this room when madame recovers
from this fainting-spell, will get the
thrashing of his life. Clear out!”’

The room cleared then, as if by
magic. The planter from Nevis has-
tened away from the house. One
glance from Nevill sent Colonel Tes-
sier and the other guests and servants
scattering from the door. Then
Madame de Moulin dropped her arms
and slipped from Nevill’s embrace.

““I—I am not what they say,’’ she
whispered, in a broken voice. ‘I
never loved that great fool from Nevis
—that little Aline. It was the old
man who would make that matech—
but when he learns that the planta-
tions will go from me if I marry
again, then he changes his tune. And
the fat man from Nevis—he thinks
they lie to him about the plantations;
but now I think he knows the truth.
Monsieur, I want you to say that you
do not believe that I am what they
say. I—I am only young—and the
late M. de Moulin was an old man—
and now I want to be happy. And
tell me, monsieur—did I shock you?
Was I so bold? It was beeause you
are not like those others that T did it.
Never before in all my life did I em-
brace any gentleman like that.’’

Nevill stooped, drew one of her
hands from her face and pressed it
to his lips. It was wet with tears. He
would not speak.

““Wish me a farewell,”” she whis-
pered. ‘I shall go away and bury
myself in the country. I thank you
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for your kindness, monsieur. You
are my best friend.”’

Nevill kissed the little, tear-wet
hand again, then hurried from the
room. - In his own room he lit a
cigarette and sat for a long time by
an open window, staring blindly out
at the green of the garden. The
butler came to him with word that
déjeuner was served; but Nevill
waved him out. Ten minutes later,
M. de St. Paul rapped on his door
and entered.

‘‘ After all, you have cured my son
of that infatuation,’’ said the elderly
dandy. ‘‘ You have done what I asked
of you—and in spite of your insults
in the galon, I am ready to keep my
part of the bargain.’’

““Of what bargain?’’ asked Nevill
quietly, swallowing hard.

“I asked you to save my son from
that woman and promised to pay you
for doing it,”’ replied the planter,
uneasily. ‘‘Did not my daughter
make herself clear?’’ ;

Nevill sprang from his chair with
a roar, rushed upon the slim M. de
St. Paul, fastened upon his collar with
both hands, twirled him around, raced
him out of the room and parted from
him at the threshold with a kick.

III1.

Nevill sat alone and questioned his
heart; and his heart was shy about
answering some of the questions. So
he thought of other things. The in-
sult that had been offered him at the
hands of M. de St. Uaul wrankled
deep in the very pit of his sensibili-
ties; and yet he could not keep his
mind on it. Madeline de Moulin had
put her white arms around his neck
—for a purpose. She had used him
as a pawn in her game—and yet
there was torment in his soul and
musie in his silly heart at the memory
of that embrace. He told himself
that a thorough man of the world
should accept a trifle like that for
what it was worth and no more, with
a steady pulse. He was ashamed of
himself and felt that a fight-would do

him good; so he searched the bright
streets of the city for the planter.

Nevill failed to encounter the man
from Nevis. He sat long in cool places,
with cool drinks, with the image of
Madeline de Moulin, with the ghost
of the touch of her arms and body
haunting him. He returned to the
villa of Madame Jumeau early in the
evening. Madame met him in the
hall, as placid as ever, and told him
that the de St. Pauls had departed
for their home in the country an hour
before and that Madame de Moulin
had gone shortly after déjeuner.

““I fear that I have emptied your
house for you,’’ said Nevill.

““The house does not suffer,”’ re-
plied the lady graciously. ‘‘The
empty rooms are already engaged.
The house has a distinction of its
own.”’

IV.

The bright days wore on, but Nevill
was not happy. The image of
Madeline faded a little in his mind;
but a longing, a sense of want, grew
sharper every day. The crowded
house seemed empty. The gay and
crowded town held no solace for him.
It offered him pleasures that erumbled
to ashes in his mouth. But how
could he go to Madeline? She had
used him to rid herself of unwelcome
suitors; but did that give him a right
to go to her and try to win her love?
He thought not. Men like Nevill are
usually gentlemen, and, therefore,
slow to take advantage of anyone who
happens to be under obligations to
them. And even if he should win her
love, what right had he to offer his
foolish heart and little fortune and
expect her, in return, to give her
beautiful self and go beggared of her
wide plantations? None, said Nevill,

Nevill could not go to Madame de
Moulin; but he could not find the
courage in his heart to leave the
island. She might need him again,
he argued. So he remained; and, day
and night, the longing for her grew
in his heart and the image of her
faded in his memory. He would lie

g
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for hours in his wide and quiet room,
when all the city slept in the silent
time just before dawn, striving to
recall to the eyes of his mind the face
which he had seen no more than four
times in all his foolish life, the touch
of the hand that he had kissed twice,
the sweet lines of that supple body
that he had held in his arms.

One night he was aroused from this
vain and torturing endeavour by
sounds of a muffled but stupendous
cannonading. He went to a window
and looked out upon the garden. He
could see nothing, but a breath of hot
and tainted air blew upon his face.
In the morning he saw a black cloud
on the crown of the great mountain
to the north.

A letter came to Nevill from his
oldest brother. John, this oldest
brother, was grieved to hear (from a
distant relative who lived in Nevis),
that Vietor was making a fool of him-
self again, this time with a widow
notorious throughout those islands.
He advised his dear and misguided
brother Victor to come home imme-
diately and buy a farm.

This was too much for Nevill. He
said some hard things about that
oldest brother, and, leaving his bag-
gage with Madame Jemeau, he set
out for Nevis on the little schooner
that carried mails and passengers
from island to island. He was deter-
mined to wipe up a section of the sur-
face of Nevis with that fat planter,
even if he went to jail for it. The
schooner went out of the painted har-
bour slowly, wafted by sultry and
fitful airs.

It was a long way to Nevis, and
many islands had to be touched at on
the way. The schooner got no farther
than Guadeloupe, two days out from
St. Pierre, before Nevill decided to

back. Something monstrous
threatened the island where Madeline
de Moulin was. He felt it in the
muscles of his heart like a palsy, in
his blood like the chill of a fever. All
through the evening and night of the
first day the cannonading of the
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mountain had followed him aecross
the water. He left the mail-packet,
hired a native fishing-boat and two
men and started back. The dawn of
the third day of the return journey
broke late and gray and stifling, The
sky was black above the mountain. A
thin, fine dust fell upon the hoat.
There was no wind. Nevill ordered
his men to fhe oars. Later, a light
wind sprang up and held for an
hour. The little boat passed the har-
bour of the magic city climbing
against the green hills. But now a
shadow lay upon the bright streets,
and the green hills shook to the thun-
der of the mountain to the north.

““The city is doomed,’’ said Nevill.

The boatmen laughed.

‘“The city has been there for ages,”’
said one. ‘“What do the people care
if the mountain has a belly-ache ? Old
Pelé will soon be himself again. After

we have landed you, master, we will
come back. Rum is good, and cheap,
in St. Pierre.”’

The sky grew blacker, the dust of
ashes fell thicker, and daylight began
to wane in mid-afternoon.

Nevill headed the boat for the coast
and went ashore in a little cove six-
teen miles to the southward of the
city. Here he paid the two boatmen
of Guadeloupe and inquired of some
black fishermen the way to the house
of Madame de Moulin. It was not
far away. One of the blacks accom-
panied him as guide. They reached
the low, wide mansion set in its grove
of mahoganies only to learn that
madame had set out for the town half
an hour before. At that, Nevill
rushed to the stables, saddled a horse
with his own hands, drove the fright-
ened and expostulating negroes from
his path and galloped away.

The road was plain to follow.
Nevill rode hell-for-leather, as the
saying is, until the horse was all
lathered with frothy sweat and he
himself was dripping; and the stead-
ily falling dust begrimed them both.
At last he caught sight of the car-
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riage lumbering along a few hundred
yards ahead. At the same moment,
the carriage came to a lurching stand-
still. Nevill spurred forward, shout-
ing, with dust in his mouth.

Madeline de Moulin did not know
him in that unearthly twilight, be-
grimed with clinging ashes.

““Force him to drive onward, mon-
sieur!’’ she cried. ‘‘Force the coward
to his duty—if you are a man—if you
have any pity in your heart. I must
get to the city—and out again. The
city is doomed—and the man I love
is there. I must save him. Oh, why
did I not go to him before? Strike
the fellow! Force him onward!”’

Nevill flung himself from the blow-
ing horse and sprang to the step of
the carriage.

‘““Madeline!”’ he cried. ‘‘Madeline!
Have you forgotten me, Nevill?’’

For the time of five heart-beats she
stared at him. Then she leaned for-
ward from the carriage with a glad
ery, wiped the ash-grime from his
face with a soft, warm palm, and slip-
ped her arms around his neck.
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““Victor,”” she whispered. ‘‘You
came for me. It is much sweeter so.’’

And she set het* lips to his.

The carriage was turned in the nar-
row road.

The priest who married them, two
hours later, paused again and again
in his reading to brush the ever-fall-
ing dust from the page.

‘When the mountain disgorged its
hellish cauldron on that terrible
morning which followed their bridal
night, only the tumult of it and the
falling ashes reached that wide house
that was no longer Madeline’s,

Heart to heart and cheek to cheek
they looked out upon that smoking
desolation in the ghastly and belated
dawn.

““Your were going there—for me,’’
he said, awe and horror and tender-
ness in his voice.

She pointed to the terrible moun-
tain with its crown of night and puls-
ing crest of flame.

““For you—I would go down into
the pit of the mountain,’’ she whis-
pered.




BESIDE THE PEAT FIRE
BY ADA MACLEOD

ON a broad hearthstone in a far Skye
cottage it blazed, this ruddy fire
of peat, and its light was a beacon
that many a would-be salon might
have envied. For within the cirele of
its flickering glow there gathered
night after night the kindred spirits
of a community, drawn by that in-
explicable atmosphere of good-fellow-
ship that dwells within some walls
though of the humblest, and which
neither blazing lights nor loaded
tables nor even whole-hearted hospi-
tality itself can supply at all. This
was the house of ceilidh (kailey).
Our forefathers brought the word
and, in a modified form, the idea
across the Atlantie, and in our child-
hood days we were wont to see those
who went ‘‘kaileying’’—comfaqrtable-
looking matrons who set out in pairs
in the morning with their black lustre
aprons and their knitting, to spend
the day at the house of a neighbour,
And the tongues kept time to the click
of the needles, as the affairs of a com-
munity passed under comprehensive
review. But this was only a degener-
ate form of the idea, because the true
ceilidh was no mere assembly for gos-
sip.
pThe root idea of the word is ‘‘seek-
ing ecompanionship,”” and it is some-
times applied to the man who goes in
search of a wife. So also is it applied
to the seeking for news, and in the
olden days when the power of the
press was not so omnipresent as it is
in modern times, the ceilidh served
&e newspaper, as club, and as parlia-
ment to the people of these far-away
elimes. But even this is a secondary
meaning,
3427

The true purpose of the ceilidh was
for the telling and hearing of the
ancient sgeulachdaran or tales, begun,
if the gathering were fortunate
enough to include one, by an ancient
scannichie sor professional story-tel-
ler, and then carried on hy the other
members of the cirele in rotation. And
a whole volume of folk-lore could be
compiled on a single night at one of
these firesides, because these were no
ordinary stories, but many of them
the genuine Ossianic tales which had
never been committed to writing, but
had been handed down from time im-
memorial from one generation to an-
other by word of mouth with but very
slight changes in wording. Dr. John-
son scoffed at the idea of this being
possible, but nothing can be better
attested than the fact that there were
many persons unable to read or write,
but of unusual powers of memory,
who could recite this poetry for two
or three nights continuously. The
poet Duncan MaclIntyre, who is often
called the Burns of the Highlands,
and whose poem Mairi Bhan Og is
one of the sweetest love songs in any
language, carried in his memory six
thousand lines of his own composition
as well as a large amount of Ossianic
poetry until nearly the close of his
long life, when it was written down
by a young minister,

Deep from the heart of the Gael
sprang these early poems, supreme in
their expression of its pathos and
passion, its loyalty to friend, its vin-
dictiveness to foe, its undying cour-
age; and there have ever been in the
race men of like qualities who loved
the poems enough to pass them on.
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And never to the mind of the Greeks
did any of the Homeric heroes seem
more real, than to the imagination of
the Celt did the characters in these
poems, standing out with cameo-like
distinetness on the dim background
of that age when Christianity was
gaining its first struggling foothold
in Erin and Alba. Greatest of all
was Fionn or Fingal, who holds in
the legends of the North the same
place that King Arthur does in Cym-
ric literature, marshalling his primi-
tive hosts against the invading hordes
of Scandinavians. There is the great
bard himself, Ossian, son of Fionn,
who, after his warrior days are ended
and of his kindred none survive, sits
in his empty hall, blind and alone,
listening to the dirge of the sea and
the wind wailing about the cairns of
dead heroes. But he remembers that
over the shoulder of the mountain the
mists are creeping, and he believes
that in their wraith-like forms the
spirits of his fathers and his lost com-
rades come back to visit him, and with
them in fancy he holds converse.

There is the ‘‘great Cuchullin with
his war chariot, the brown-haired and
beautiful Diarmid, slayer of the boar
by which he himself was slain, the
strong and valiant Gaul, son of Mov-
ni, the rash Conan, the swift and gal-
lant Cailta.”” And then he remem-
bers that one true heart is yet left to
him, the young Malvina, the betrothed
of his slain son Oscar; and he ecalls
her, and she sings to him, and as the
ays of the setting sun fall on the
sightless eyes of the old man he too
lifts his voice in those songs which
ever since have re-echoed around Cel-
tic hearths.

But these are the classies of the
language, and there were not always
present at the ceilidh those who had
the power of reciting this stately
blank verse. Then other and more
modern tales went round, all with an
eerie vein of the occult and super-
natural—stories of ghosts and fairieg,
of the Kelpie and the Brolachan, of
mermaids and witches, of ‘‘second
sight’” and the power of the evil eye.

Let us lift the leather thong that
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works the door-latch and take our
places in the circle around the fire.
The days of fire worship may be over,
but the hearth is ever the centre of
family life, and all eyes are turned
to the glowing disks of up-piled peats.
Laborious had been the summer days
when these coal-black, brick-shaped
sods had been cut on the hillside with
the sharp fairisgail, piled in stacks
until they were dry, and then ecarried
home in creels on the shoulders of the
women. But thrice merrily now do
they burn on the long fall evenings,
after the last sheaf has been gathered
in and the last hardy fisherman has
returned from distant coasts, when
the gray mists settle and the sea has
a note like a sob.

There is a certain art in the con-
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struction of a peat fire. First comes a
backing of turf-mould corresponding
somewhat to the back-log of our early
Canadian fire-places, then around the
central griosach or live embers, light
tindery sods are set on end, and
around these again a cirele of solid
black peats which burn as readily
and last almost as long as an equal
amount of coal. When the central
mass lights up the tongues of flame
following the various fibres of the sod
become a mass of glowing lines in
which the Highland children are wont
to trace their ‘‘castles in the air’’ and
to behold in fancy the very characters
of the tales to which they have been
listening with bated breath—giants
and pigmies, kings and princesses,
heroes and henwives.
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Against the partition that divides
the cottage in two stands a row of
bags of oatmeal (earnest of many a
dish of brose and bowl of ereamy
fuarag) and from the smoke-darkened
rafters overhead hangs some of the
harvest of the sea, strings of smoked
saithe and herring, and sections of
eels which in their entirety were so
huge as to warrant, in these waters
at least, the proverbial tales of the
sea serpent. The earthen floor is
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son of his advanced age, is supposed
to come first in the cycle of story-tell-
ing, is at the same time deftly weav-
ing herring nets. The goodman is
plaiting creels for peeled withes of
hazel, and his daughter beside him is
busily twisting yarn with the fear-
said, a tapering stick twirled at
arm’s length, on the large end of
which the yarn as it is twisted forms
into a ball. And surely of all domes-
tic arts carried on by the daughters

PLANTING POTATOES,

newly swept and every available
stool, long and short, three-legged
and four-legged, is drawn up in the
favoured semi-cirele around the fire.
Even the closed settle-bed has its row
of occupants, and as for the rest of
the available space it is sure to be
packed with the youths of the neigh-
hourhood, who have been caught also
in the current of the ceilidh, and,
bare-footed and fleet-footed, have
clandestinely slipped away from their
homes and tasks to share in the dread-
ful delights of the ghost-stories. And
meanwhile the household tasks go on.
The bright-eyed, active grandfather
in the chimney corner, who, by rea-

ISLE OF SKYE

of Eve, none shows to more advan-
tage the charms of a pretty hand and
dimpled arm than the manipulation
of the fearsaid, and a young man has
been even known to miss the climax
of the tale of ‘“The Three Chests’”
while watching that whirling sphere
and the dainty fingers that guided it.

Fitting accompaniment to the weird
tales and the sad undertones of the
wind and sea that drift through the
open casement is the monotonous
whirr of the ‘‘little wheel’”’ at the
other end of the apartment where the
goodwife is spinning the rolls—one
cannot apply to them the usual term
“‘snowy,’’ as they are a decided yel-
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low from the coating of tar applied
to the sheep to protect them from the
weather — in preparation for the
weaving of those wonderful blankets
which serve as heirlooms for genera-
tions. No paltry warp of cotton goes
into the making of these, nothing bhut
the heaviest and fleeciest of wool. And
there is to-day many a young man
““baching’’ in a draughty shack in
the Great West, who, as he shelters
beneath their generous folds, remem-
bers with gratitude his Highland
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on the dark space of doorway nearest
to the boy, as if there he beheld some-
thing uncanny, and when the laddie
fled for safety to the other side of his
mother, his tormenter turned eyes of
horror to the other doorway, which
was now nearest the unhappy boy,
until he was again forced to flee—
and so back and forth until the ex-
asperated mother exclaimed: ““Aim-
lisg ort! Can you not stay in one
place?”’

But if the could have

wee lad

A SHORE ROAD,

grandmother and the work of her
hands.

The woman as she spins sits be-
tween two opposite doors which on
this mild autumn night stand hos-
pitably open. She 1is somewhat
puzzled by the strange restlessness of
her small son, who keeps constantly
moving from one side of her to the
other; but if she had raised her eyes
from the spindle long enough to look
at the face of Seumas Dhu, the
juvenile plague of the township, she
would have understood. It was after
the close of a tale in which there fig-
ured a wailing, wandering spectre
that Seumas fixed his eyes intently

ISLE OF SKYE

known the mental state of Seumas
Dhu himself, as, late that night, he
sped homeward on his solitary way,
he might have felt amply revenged.
For this bold youth, who, on the re-
turn journey from school, was ever
the intrepid leader of the Braes boys
in the daily combats that raged at the
crossroads between them and the rival
gang from Camastianavig, was now in
the grip of a terror that froze the
very marrow of his bones. And the
certain and immediate prospect of
dealing with an outraged father was
as  nothing compared with the
thought of the ghostly things that
arose out of the vasty night and
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cluteched at his flying kilts as he
passed. It was not so bad while the
road lay in front of the houses where
every familiar door and window
seemed like a kindly eye bent upon
him; but when it passed behind the
crofts where the ancient rowan trees,
bent and twisted by the winds off
Glamaig, bowed and moaned like

spirits in torture; or, worse still, past
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extending from the spout. This hangs
by a hook from the wall and under it
sits the one whose occupation demands
the best light, perhaps the young
scholar of the family, bending over
his Latin book with both hands
pressed over his ears to shut out temp-
tation, or perchance a travelling shoe-
maker or tailor on his rounds.

On one occasion in the house to

A SKYE LANDSCAPE

the corner of Calum’s stable, where in
the dark hole left open for the win-
nowing of the grain was surely the
glimmer of baleful eyes, then it was
that Seumas in the anguish of his
heart vowed that never again on a
Sabbath, with Caman stick on shoul-
der, would he join his peers on the
hidden sward beneath the high bank
and engage in a clandestine game of
shinty.

But to return to the ceilidh. In ad-
dition to the glow from the fire the
room is dimly lighted by the cruse,
a primitive sort of lamp shaped some-
what like a gravy-dish, with the wick

which we have been referring there
sat under the cruse with his lap-
board on his knee the tailor Mac-
Dermott, from Ross-shire, a fiery little
man with an inflated idea of his own
prowess. He had been paying little
attention to the tales because at the
time, with much muttering and head-
shaking, he was engaged in the prob-
lem of converting a large man’s waist-
coat into a small boy’s coat, and ag
everyone knows who has ever at-
tempted to do this thing, it is a mat-
ter requiring concentrated attention,
because of the annoying way in
which the pocket-slits and button-
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holes persist in coming in the most
inconvenient places. But in a pur-
poseful lull in the conversation there
was borne in on his mind the fact that
someone was making derogatory re-
marks about the courage of the men
of Ross-shire and the race of Mae-
Dermott in particular. Down fell
lap-board and patterns as he sprang
to his feet in protest, but at that mo-
ment his bald head struck the cruse,
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student with a taste for the antique,
midway between a class flag and a
captured sign board.

Many and diverse were the ‘‘char-
acters’’ that claimed a place at this
hospitable fireside. There was the
fiery tempered Lachlan na Ciste
(Lachlan of the Chest) so-called be-
cause in his rounds he always carried
on his back a huge chest with seven
locks which he would never allow any-

A CROFTER TOWNSHIP, ISLE OF SKYE

and his remarks were cut short in a
torrent of codfish oil. Quick "as
thought from the corner arose the
shrill, mocking voice of Seumas Dhu
while he chanted ‘‘As precious oint-
ment down the beard of Aaron’s sons
doth flow,”” and just as quickly did
the furious tailor retaliate by hurling
the empty lamp in his direction. But
what angry man ever yet succeeded in
striking the boy that deserved it!
It crossed the Atlantie, that old
cruisie, and now, free from soot and
peat smoke and shining in all its
original brilliance.of burnished cop-
per it hangs in the room of a MeGill

one to peep into, and on which he sat
by day and slept by night. He had a
bushy black beard of which he was
so inordinately vain that once, when
Seumas and his accomplices cut off
one side of it while he slept, he tra-
velled about in that condition rather
than sacrifice the glories of the other
side. But he had a sorer trial than
that, and all because of a bright-eyed
mischevious Skye lassie. He had
fallen madly in love with her and she,
knowing what a woful miser he was,
promised to marry him if he would
put more in the eollection plate than
a certain man who was noted for his
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generous support of ‘“the Cause.’
The next Sunday the congregation
marvelled greatly to see Lachlan leave
his precious kist long enough to go
to Chureh, and still more when they
saw him ostentatiously drop a glitter-
ing coin on the plate. But when he
discovered that he had been duped,
and that his sacrifice was all in vain,
the girl to save -

by an imperative knocking at the
manse door. Thinking it was a call
from some dying parishioner he
hastily dressed and opened the door,
only to find Archie, who demanded a
place to sleep.

“You will find comfortable quar-
ters yonder,”’ replied the minister,
pointing to the loft of the stable.

But Archie in-

her life had to flee
to the Island of
Rona.

One of the most
weleome visitors at
the Ceilidh was
Gillespie  Atrom,
or Daft Archie,
one of those pro-
fessional fools who
roam about the
Highlands, yvet
whose shrewd an-
swers. and ready
wit often suggest
that the part of
the fool is only
a pretense. When
Archie  appeared
the ancient tales
came to an abrupt
end All erowded
around him de-
manding the reei.
tal of his latest
escapades and es-
pecially of +thee
pranks played by
him on the unfor-
tunate Mr. Soutar.
This was a quasi-
c¢lergyman, a Low-

' sisted that since
he had come as a
WEITN guest it was clear-
ly the duty of his
host to show him
' the way personal-
¥, When they
reached the foot
of the ladder lead-
ing to the loft
Archie drew back
with a low bow.
saying :

““It is not meet
for a humble man
like me to take pre-
cedence over the
clergy. Will you
be pleased to
mount first,”’

As soon as the
ministerial foot
vanished in the
loft, Archie deftly
withdrew the lad-
der, wished his
shivering host
pleasant dreams in
his “‘comfortable
quarters,””  and
spent- the rest of
the night himself

lander and a Mod-
erate, with doe-
trine as muddled
as his Gaelie, who :
had been placed by the Chief of
Macleod in charge of Dunvegan
Chureh. He became the special butt
of Archie, who lampooned him in
clever verse, mimicked him at the
tables of the gentry, and in gen-
eral made sport of him, _untll one
night Soutar was aroused from sleep

A Cruse, an antique contrivance for giving light.
This is the one thrown by the tailor, as described in
the article.

s in the minister’s
warm bed.

Many of the fire.
side tales related
feats of physical prowess, such, for
instance, as that of Malcolm the third
chief of Macleod, who, returning from
a stolen interview with the young and
beautiful wife of Lord Lovat, chief
of the Frasers, met in the forest of
Glenelg the wild bull who had long
terrorised the. people, and, catching
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him by the horns, threw him by main
strength and despatched him with his
dirk. According to tradition the great
silver mounted horn in Dunvegan
Castle, which each chief on coming of
age is expected to drain, is the identi-
cal one taken from the head of this
animal and which with the motto,
‘““Hold Fast,”” has been adopted as
the crest of the Macleods. There can
be little doubt that the constant re-
petition of these stories of valour in
the ears of the youth has done much
to develop in Skye that military spirit
which has always been characteristic
of her people. For instance, in the
Peninsular War, from this Island
alone there were engaged 10,000 foot
soldiers, seventy-one generals, col-
onels and lieutenants, 600 other offi-
cers, and 170 pipers.

At the Battle of Aboukir Bay,
when a Highland detachment was en-
deavouring to land under a galling
fire from the French on shore, and
when the commanding officer after
forming his lines gave the order to
‘““prime and load,”’ it was an impetu-
ous Skye sergeant that interrupted.
‘““No prime and load,’”’ he shouted.
‘‘Sharge bayonets, and do it imme-
miately.”” And they did. And the
French melted before them like snow
in the path of their own mountain
torrents.

Then, of course, there were always
the tales of witches. But one did not
need to go to the past for these, be-
cause it was a matter of common
knowledge that in every locality there
was at least one woman with uncanny
power to work mischief. So that the
housekeeper might labour in vain to
bring the butter in the churn, just
because the spey-wife by her arts had
‘“taken the profit’’ out of the milk.
And not every vietim knew, as did
old Donald the Tinker, how to ecir-
cumvent her. Donald was one day
mending a pan and singing gaily as
he sat by the fire in the house of a
‘woman who had always befriended
him. In the absence of the mistress,
a neighbour woman entered and asked
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for a live peat with which to start
her fire. Now, as every one knows,
for a stranger to carry fire out of a
house on the first Monday of any of
the four seasons means the removal
for that season of all the luck from
this house to that of the borrower.
Nevertheless, Donald, with all cordi-
ality, bade her take a live peat, but
as soon as her skirts disappeared
through the doorway he dropped a
peat of equal size into the tub which
still held some of the Sabbath supply
of water. The instant the sod touched
the water the woman’s peat was also
extinguished and back she came for
another. Donald stopped his singing
long enough to urge her to take more
and the same performance was re-
peated. But after the third peat had
been dropped into the water the de-
signing neighbour came back no more,
And what was the amazement of the
good-wife on her return to find in the
tub three peat-shaped blocks of yel-
low butter. ‘‘ Ask no questions,’’ said
the old man, ‘‘there is nothing there
that is not your own, but well it is for
you that Donald the Tinker was here
this day.”” This thing happened in
recent years, and if anyone doubts
the story let him ask Allister Mac-
Mhureidh Ronaich.

And then there is the tale, equally
well attested, of that which befell the
handsome young Callum, son of Red
Allister, not so many years ago in the
lonely Place of the Big Burn. He
was keeper of a ducal lodge in Skye
and had come to Portree intending to
cross the Straits to Raasay on a flying
visit to his sweetheart, but the wind
proved to be dead ahead. As he
stood disconsolate on the shore a cer-
tain servant-maid in Portree, a re-
puted witch, and who as gossips
averred ‘‘had an eye’’ on him herself,
suddenly appeared and told him that
if he wished to cross all he had to do
was to enter the boat and follow her
directions. She gave him a knotted
handkerchief with instructions to
untie the knots carefully from one
corner, and to his delight he found
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that a favourable breeze was bearing
him straight to Raasay. But as his
boat touched the bank he discovered
that in some unaccountable way there
had been placed in his pocket all the
keys of the lodge. As this would mean
the locking out of his master the
Duke there was nothing for it but to
return at once, and it was necessary
to untie the knots from the opposite
corner of the kerchief before the
wind again veered in a favourable
direction. The girl still stood on the
shore when he landed, but he gave
her no greeting as with scowling brow
he hurried past. Night had fallen
when he reached the Place of the Big
Burn not far from his home, and he
was picking his way carefully between
the black pools where the peats had
been dug, when he felt a terrific blow
and in an instant was floundering in
the inky waters. He climbed out
only to be flung in again in spite of
his great strength, by a creature
whom he now saw to be in the form of
a white goat. But at the third duck-
ing he bethought himself of whistling
for his hounds, and no sooner had
they appeared and flung themselves
upon the neck of his assailant than it
fled with a strange ery as of a woman
in pain. And it was remarked that
the servant lass kept her bed for
many days and afterwards bore on

her throat the marks of mysterious
wounds.

The peat-fire still glows on the *

Skye hearthstone, but the days of the
ceilidh are ended. The ancient
sgeulachd has given place to the mod-
ern newspaper, just as the old-time
brose and oaten hannock has been re-
placed by English tea and bakers’
bread. And in both cases the gains
are doubtful. For though the people
may be growing more worldly-wise,
and though each may now sit in his
own ingle-nook and read for himself
the news of the day, yet with the pass-
ing of this time-honoured custom
there has vanished much that was
fine in community life—the spirit of
camaraderie fostered by these gather-
ings; and the fomiliarity with the
magie verse of the great bard of old
gained, not frem the coldly printed
page, but from the living voices of
those whose memories were stored
with the treasures of his words. Small
wonder is it that under such influences
there should have developed that
which Matthew Arnold terms ‘‘the
Celtic reverence and enthusiasm for
genius, learning and the things of the
mind,”’ or that there should have been
adopted as the ideal of the race the
very qualities of the Ossianic heroeg
themselves—fidelity, courage and un-
dying loyalty.

vy




FRENCH-CANADIANS IN 1775
AND 1812

oY e le B

AST autumn Mr. Henri Bourassa
was the guest of the evening on
the occasion of the annual dinner of
University College, Toronto. On that
evening his passionate yet scholarly
eloquence delighted and enthralled
his audience. His address was an
appeal for fairer handling of the bi-
lingual problem in Ontario, and for
more generous treatment of our
French-speaking compatriots through-
out the whole Dominion. We are
not going to discuss whether or not
the French-Canadians are the op-
pressed people Mr. Bourassa would
have us believe they are, when he
compares their position unfavourably
to that of eonquered peoples in the
Roman Empire. The object of this
paper is rather to consider Mr. Bour-
assa’s view of the attitude of the
Fiench-Canadians towards the Eng-
lish Crown at the most er:tical period
for British dominion in North Am-
erica.

Mr. Bourassa claims that we owe
the existence of the Dominion to-day
to the remarkable attachment of the
French to England, when Arnold and
Montgomery invaded Canada in the
winter of 1775-6 and shut up Carle-
ton in Quebee. This view, however,
does not differ as much as we might
expect from statements we find in
English and Canadian histories.

The English historian Lecky,
speaking of the invasion of Canada by
the revolutionists in 1775, says:
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““The Canadians remained loyal to
England; the people were es-
pecially indignant at the invasion.”
This seems to be the orthodox view of
the attitude of the Feople of Quebee
during the crisis of the years 1775-
6. We are generally taught to be-
lieve that this loyalty was the result
of the wise policy of the Quebee Act
in conceding to the Canadians their
own laws and religion, and a form of
government to which they were aceus-
tomed. Some French-Canadian his-
torians and French-Canadian politi-
cians of to-day, notably Mr. Bour-
assa, have been even anxious to point
out how much more loyal were their
fellow-countrymen to the British
Crown than the Anglo-Saxon inhabi-
tants of the Provinee. Mr. Bourassa
in a pamphlet entitled ‘“ The French-
Canadians and the British Empire,”’
speaks of ‘‘This remarkable attach-
ment to England, following so closely
upon the sanguinary wars which the
French-Canadians had waged against
their new mother-country.’”” He goes
on to explain the causes of this loy-
alty : the Canadian hatred of the Bos-
tonnais, the sense of their own na-
tionality, England’s lenient treat-
ment of their Church in contrast to
the intolerance of the Amerieans,
and, perhaps most important of all,
the Quebee Act, which, as he says,
evidence bearing on the attitude of
the French-Canadians have always
éonsidered their Great Charter.
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But when we come to examine the
evidence bearing on the attitude of
the Canadians at this crisis we find
that it points overwhelmingly to the
conclusion that the great majority of
the Canadians were disloyal to the
English Crown and that Canada re-
mained in the Empire not, as Mr.
Bourassa would have us believe,
through the loyalty of the Canadians
but on account of the military vigour
and ability of the defenders of Que-
bee and the mismanagement of their
cause by the Americans.

1 will restrict myself to the testi-
mony of a few of the priniepal per-
sons concerned, but this does not by
any means exhaust the evidence.

In August, 1775, Chief Justice Hey
writes from Quebee to the Lord
Chancellor that his Lordship would
be astonished to learn ‘‘that an Act
passed for the express purpose of
gratifying the Canadians and which
was supposed to comprehend all that
they either wished or wanted, is be-
come the first objeet of their discon-
tent and dislike.’”” Thomas Gamble
of the provineial commissariat depart-
ment writes from Quebec to the depu-
ty quartermaster in the same strain;
his language is more laconic: ‘‘In
short, the Quebee Bill is of no use; on
the contrary the Canadians talk of
that damned word liberty.”

In June, 1775, when Canada was
already threatened by the capture of
Ticonderoga and Crown Point by the
Vermonters, Carleton writes from
Montreal to the Colonial Secretary
Dartmouth, telling him of the utter
failure of all attempts to raise the
Canadian militia. He says: ‘‘The
minds of the people are poisoned with
lies and the clergy and noblesse have
Jost mueh of their old influence.”’
Cramahé, commanding at Quebee,
has the same story to tell of dis-
loyalty and disaffection on the part
of the masses of the people.

In September Carleton has to make
the bitter confession that ‘‘the rebels
have been more successful with the
French and have assembled them in
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great numbers.”’ Later he writes:
““Numbers of them have taken up
arms against the Crown,”” and Cram-
ahé makes the sweeping statement
that the ‘‘rebels have on their side
the Canadian peasantry.”” But the
testimony does not come only from
British sources but is equally em-
phatie from the leading American of-
ficers and from a French-Canadian
loyalist, M. Badeau, a notary of Three
Rivers, who, from this favourable
point of observation, kept a journal
of the operations of the American
army.

The American general Montgom-
ery wrote from Montreal in Novem-
ber, 1775: ‘I can have as many Cana-
dians as I know how to maintain.”’
‘When Arnold appeared opposite Que-
bee at the head of his half-starved
and travel-worn little army after
their terrible journey of a month up
the Kennebee and down the Chaudi-
ere, the Canadians received them with
kindness, gave them provisions, and,
what was more vital, assistance in
conveying food through the woods to
the starving men who had fallen be.
hind from exhaustion. The Cana-
dians, on this occasion at least, show-
ed no signs of the indignation at the
invasion of their country with which
Mzr. Lecky credits them. Nor was this
favourable disposition towards the
invaders merely temporary; the
(Canadians did not, as some historians
would have us believe, after a short
period of dissaffection, soon come to
recognise the error of their ways and
return to dutiful allegiance to the
Government. Nor can we believe,
after careful investigation, that the
Canadians were only faithful to a
winning cause. Even after final dis-
aster had overtaken the American
army in Canada in the spring of 1776
the American commander, Sullivan,
reports that ‘‘the Canadians were in
general very kind to them upon their
retreat, and gave them every assist-
ance in their power.”” That Cana-
dians remained enrolled in consider-
erable numbers in the American army
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till the end is shown by the mention
of the Regiment of Canadians in the
General Orders of July 21, 1776,

1t is notable, in view of the great
influence which the clergy and nob-
lesse are supposed to have had over
the submissive habitant, that both
these upper classes were fixed in
‘their loyalty to the Crown and did
all in their power to influence their
dependants to the same attitude, We
are told that every priest in the coun-
try except one had refused absolu-
tion to any one who had joined the
invaders. The seigniors themselves
fought for the Crown almost to a
man and exerted all their power to
enlist their tenants. Garneau tells
us that, ‘‘in certain districts some ar-
dent youthful seigniors, trying the
effect of menaces to constrain ten-
ants to follow their lead, were oblig-
ed themselves to flee precipitately.’’

The fifteen years of British rule be-
fore 1775 had, on the whole, been a
time of prosperity and welcome re-
pose to the 70,000 or 80,000 French
peasantry. Fifteen years, however,
no matter how beneficent might be
the rule of the government or how
prosperous the condition of the farm-
er, was too short a period to win the
attachment of a people who had been
fighting for years against the mation
now governing them. That the habi-
tant did not love the British Govern-
ment is no eause for wonder, but that
he hated the Bostonnais less requires
some explanation, for the Bostonnais
had been for generations his bitterest
and most persistent foe with whom
he had waged more numerous and
more sanguinary wars than with the
British Government.

The reason why the invasion found
the clergy and noblesse loyal, and the
peasantry disloyal and ready to take
up arms with people with whom they
had very little in common, seems to
lie in the fact that the British gover-
nors did not sufficiently realise the
power of class distinetions in Can-
ada.

Murray, and more espeecially Carle-
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ton, were biassed to a great extent in
favour of the upper classes, those
classes who possessed an authority
much like military authority, and
they took the opinions of these
classes as representing the opinions of
the whole people. Carleton in fram-
ing the Quebec Act was honestly at-
tempting to conciliate the French
subjects, but by this Act he gratified
the clergy and noblesse, who needed
no conciliation and failed to eoneili-
ate the peasantry, but on the contrary,
alienated them at the very time when
they were becoming more and more
settled in unaccustomed prosperity
under English rule,

General Murray wrote concerning
the seigniors, to whom as a class he
was inclined to be on the best of
terms: ‘“‘They are great tyrants to
their vassals, who seldom meet with
redress, let their grievances be ever so
just.”” And in another letter to the
home Government he asserts that the
people ‘‘under sanction of the capitu-
lation every day take an opportunity
to dispute the tithes with their
curés.”” Thus, we see that the habi-
tant did not readily submit to the au-
thority of seignior and curé and he
was pleased to find this authority
weakened in the years between the
Conquest and the Quebee Act. Carle-
ton says plainly that the habitants
had since the introduction of eivil
government into Canada, and in con-
sequence of the little authority which
had been exercised, in a manner em-
ancipated themselves. Time and good
management would be necessary to
recall them to their ancient habits of
obedience and diseipline. By the
Quebee Aet Carleton hoped to bring
the peasantry back again under the
authority of the seigniors and the
Church, and having won the attach-
ment of the upper classes to himself,
to have al! classes cemented together
in one solid whole under the authori-
ty of the English Crown, as of old the
colony had been united under the
authority of the Crown of France.
His plan failed because he did not
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caleulate upon the growmg independ-
ence of the peasantry. The clause of
the Quebec Act making tithes com-
pulsory was to the peasant the re-es-
tablishment of a dreaded and objec-
tionable feature of Irench rule, and
the return to the old seigniorial me-
thod of land grant made him appre-
hensive with regard to the reappear-
ance of other old oppressive relations
connected with the land. This was
the view which the Attorney-General
Maséres so forcibly expressed in T'he
Canadian Frecholder. In this dia-
logue Masdres puts the following
words into the mouth of a prosperous
and independent French freeholder:
“‘In short, as the former clause, which
revives the French laws, seems calcu-
lated to bring us again under servi-
tude to our noblesse; so this other
clause, which revives the legal obli-
gation of paying tithes, seems calcu-
lated to bring us under subjection to
our priests.”” At any rate, whether
or not we look upon these two clauses
of the Bill as giving the Canadians
just cause for complaint, we must
recognise the fact that the mass of the
Canadian people were disloyal and
that great numbers of them actively
fought against the Crown.

That there was widespread dissat-
isfaction among the peasants with
these two clauses of the Quebec Bill
is also certain, and it was this dissat-
isfaction that enabled the American
emissaries to produce such a great ef-
fect upon the minds of the people.
The people were exceedingly credu-
lous and stories of the ecruelty and
harshness of British despotism, of
which in fifteen years the Canadians
had had no experience, and equally
good stories of American enlighten-
ment and toleration, proof of the non-
existence of which was near at hand,
were eagerly received by the innocent
habitant. It was the suceess of these
missionaries of the ‘‘Rights of Man”’
that gave Arnold the confidence to
write to Washington undertaking to
subdue Canada with 2,000 men.

The policy of Congress 1n attempt-
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ing to hoodwink the Canadian clergy
by their inflated Address to the Peo-
ple of Canada, so soon after their pro-
test to the people of Great Britain
‘‘that a British Parliament should
ever consent to establish in that col-
ony a religion that often drenched
your island in blood, and has disse-
minated impiety, bigotry, perseen-
tion, murder and rebellion through
every part of the world,”” such a
policy was as senseless as it was
pharisaic. In the Address to the
Canadians, Congress said: ‘‘We are
too well acquainted with the libera-
lity of sentiment distinguishing your
pation to imagine that difference of
religion will prejudice you against a
hearty amity with us.”’” The result
of these conflicting declarations was
the entire and permanent alienation
of the Canadian clergy but not, as
Garneau states, the arming of the
(Canadian people against Congress.
The American commanders were
justified by events in counting upon
the zealous support of the peasantry.
This support was a factor not to be
despised from a military point of
view. The Canadians were by train-
ing a warlike people. Carleton des-
cribed them as comprising 10,000 men
who had served in the late war, ‘‘with
as much valour, with more zeal and
with more military knowledge for
America than the regular troops of
France that were joined with them.’’
The revolutionists not only failed to
make any effective use of the Cana-
dian alliance, but the swindling and
brutal treatment by American officers
and men of Canadian non-combatants
went far towards turning their cause
and themselves into objects of hatred
to many of the Canadian peasants.
Payment was often refused for ser-
vices and provisions. Plundering of
farms and brutal treatment of the
occupants if they dared to protest
were common. American officers gave
as promises to pay, ‘‘certificates not
legible, with only half a signature,
and in consequence rejected by the
quartermaster-general.”’ Washington
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went to the root of the matter when
he wrote: ‘‘Many of our misfortunes
in Canada are to be attributed to a
want of discipline and a proper re-
gard to the conduct of the soldiery.”
This same lack of military discipline
was again most evident in the dis-
graceful scenes that marked the flight
of the American army from before
Quebee in the spring of ’76.

The military conduct of Carleton
during a time when events were such
as to fill an Englishman’s heart with
gloom and despair was simply beyond
all praise. He had been in Quebee
through the winter siege of ’59 and
’60, and had profited by his experi-
ence of Murray’s well-nigh fatal mis-
take in fighting the battle of Ste. Foy.
Carleton’s task was now to hold Que-
bee through another winter until re-
lief should sail up the river in t}‘xe
spring. He neglected no details in
seeing to the defence of the ramparts
and the maintenance of the people
and army; he took no chances, in the
hope of winning glory for himself by
some dashing exploit, but resolutely
played the waiting game and won it.
The verdiet of posterity has paid no
attention to the peevish and senseless
criticism of Garneau when he says:
““We know mnot which of the two
things to marvel at the more, the tem-
erity of Montgomery and Arnold in
attacking, or the timidity of Carle-
ton in his manner of defending the
city.”’

ly;fr. Bourassa in_his speech at the
University College dinner very unfair-
ly made out that Carleton defended
Quebec with a loyal French-Cana-
dian garrison, when the Anglo-Saxons
had nearly all become rebels. The
Garrison numbered 1,800, of whom
550 were Canadians, out of a popula-
tion of at least 70,000, and of these
550 many lwere gentry, tl;e maj(:lrity
townspeople, and very few indeed
were peasantry; there were 250 Eng-
lish militia out of a total English
population of 6,000 in the Provinee,
and the rest were English regulars.
Carleton testified that the conduet of
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the 250 English militia was such as
would hardly have been expected
from men unused to arms. The small
Anglo-Saxon population of the Pro-
vinee, almost all of whom were op-
posed to the Quebee Aect, were for the
most part strenuously loyal, but here,
as in all the colonies, it was divided
into Loyalists and Revolutionists, the
latter, a small minority, following the
American army when it retreated
from the Province,

The clergy and noblesse preferring
English rule to American absorption ;
the peasantry dissatisfied with the
Quebec Act, fearing oppression by
the Church and noblesse, and, in gen-
eral friendly with the American in-
vaders, supplying them with provis.
ions in return for promises of doubt-
ful worth, and enlisting in large num-
bers with the Americans whenever
called upon to do so—this is the posi-
tion of the French-Canadians in
1775-6.

Much as we are delighted by Mr.
Bourassa’s eloquence we cannot agree
with him about 1775. His compa-
triots did not play a heroiec part on
that occasion, but they played a most
natural one. The Dominion does not
exist to-day, through the ‘‘remarkable
attachment’’ to England of her new
French subjeets in 1775, but beeause
there were about 1,000 hard-fighting,
hard-dying English regulars behind
the guns of Quebee, led by a leader
after their own heart.

When we pass on to the war of
1812 we find a marked contrast be-
tween the attitude of the people of
Lower Canada then and their atti.
tude in 1775.

By the end of the 18th century the
French-Canadians had experienced
forty years of British rule eleaner and
Jjuster than any they had known be-
fore. Their natural antipathy to the
people of the United States, which
had been forgotten in the troubled
years after the Quebec Aet, had by
this time become again firmly rooted,
strengthened as it was by the bitter
remembrance of American depreda-
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tions and swindling. Even during
Craig’s administration, which Gar-
neau paints in the darkest colours as
a relentless tyranny, during a time of
endless bickering between Executive
and Assembly, the peasant was in the
main contented; the population had
increased to 25,000 ; stimulated by Na-
polean’s attempts to cut off Great
Britain from the Baltic trade and by
the Non-Intercourse Acts of the
United States, lumber had become an
important industry; roads had been
built; the first steamer had been put
on the St. Lawrence; the power of
the seigniors over their tenants was
steadily decreasing, disproving the
statement of American emissaries,
who had made use of the fact of the
re-establishment of French civil law
by the Quebeec Aect to conjure up
a vision of the revival of the feu-
dal tyranny of the seigniors. In
fact the peasant, as long as he did not
listen to the demagogues of the As-
sembly, found nothing to grumble at.
The priests were more than anxious to
keep the country untouched by the
taint of republicanism; the leading
French politicians realised that ab-
sorption with the United States would
put an end to all their dreams of a
national individuality under Bri-
tain’s protection..

There is also a noticeable change in
1812 in the attitude of Lower Canada
to the Quebee Act. By that date the
French-Canadians were in fact be-
ginning to look upon the Quebec Act
as their ‘‘Great Charter.”” The influx
of United Empire Loyalists is the sig-
nificant faet, to which this changed
attitude is largely due. Until the im-
migration of English-speaking people
from the south the French-Canadians
had no fear of being swamped and
gradually becoming anglicised. Had
it not been for the Quebec Act, there
is every reason to suppose that this
would have happened. So the Que-
bee Act had an exactly opposite
influence upon the loyalty of the peo-
ple of Lower Canada in 1812, to that
which it had exercised in 1775. It

thus happened that on this occasion,
““when the United States offered
French Canada liberation from the
British yoke, welcoming her at the
same time to their own arms, she
answered with bullets.”” These are
the words of Goldwin Smith, but we
cannot agree with him in applying
them to the invasion of ’75 as well
as that of 1812.

French-Canadians joined heart and
soul of the United Empire Loyalists
in their second and final, and this
time successful, struggle against their
old oppressors.

‘We must, however, remember that
the best portion of the United States,
where the English tradition still lin-
gered, did not join in the war. It was
the Kentuckians, who, as Goldwin
Smith tells us, drank whisky from
morning to night, and whose amuse-
ments were horse-racing, cock-fight-
ing, betting and gambling, and who,
when they fought, kicked, tore, bit
and gouged, it was this vigorous class
with Henry Clay at their head who
so aroused the dormant hatred of the
United States towards England that
Madison, to secure re-election, had to
declare war.

James Stark, the prominent Bos-
tonian, whose book ‘‘The Loyalists of
Massachusetts’” has lately ecreated
such a sensation, thus sums up his
chapter on the war of 1812: ‘‘ And so
the war of 1812 ended amid a general
joy, not for what it had accomplished,
for the American forces were defeat-
ed in their invasion of Canada, and
the United States did not acquire one
foot of additional territory, or the
settlement of any of the questions
which were the pretext for the war.
Much that oceurred during the war of
1812 has been conveniently forgotten
by American historians, and much
that had not oceurred, remembered.
The new generations were taught that
in that war their fathers had won a
great victory over the whole power of
Great Britain, single and alone. This
amusing belief is still cherished among
the people of the United States to the
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astonishment of all well-informed
visitors who meet with evidence of
the fact.”’

If there was nothing in the war of
the Revolution to warrant the oft-re-
peated boast of French-Canadian
loyalty to the Empire, the same is not
true of the war of 1812,

The importance of a battle in its
final results cannot be judged by the
size of the armies and the world-re-
nown of the commanders. The mem-
ory of Colonel de Salaberry and Cha-
teauguay is one of the bonds which
hold together the Empire in North
America, and thus to this obscure
bush skirmish may be attributed a
greater influence than to the last
great victory of Napoleon at Dresden
in this same year, a century ago.

The question is often asked, ‘‘Are
the French-Canadians loyal to the
Empire to-day?’’ We answer, ‘‘Yes,
but their loyalty is of a different kind
from ours.”’ Their loyalty is of the in-
tellect ; they believe in British insti-
tutions because they have prospered
under them. We believe that the
English form of Government is the
best that has yet been devised, but
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that is not the foundation of our
loyalty. We are of English descent ;
our loyalty to the Empire is of the
heart more than of the head; our
blood tingles with a passionate rather
than a reasoning attachment to the
birthplace of our race, from which it
has spread so widely.

Many generations must pass before
Quebec is so strongly welded to the
Empire that she will feel the same
spontaneous loyalty as Scotland now
feels to England and the Empire. The
case of Scotland shows that for this
end to be accomplished there is no
need for the national individuality to
disappear. The Scotsman’s pride in
Bannockburn does not interfere with
his pride in Waterloo. And let us
not turn upon our French-speaking
fellow-countryman with angry words
because he is not yet as British as we
are; let us respect his patriotic pas-
sions even although they seem provin-
cial to us. If his heart was not loyal,
to his own Provinee, and to the hon-
ourable French tradition which still
clings to it, then we might well de-
spair of its ever becoming loyal to
the Empire.




YOU

By L. M. MONTGOMERY

NLY a long, low-lying lane
That follows to the misty sea,

Across a bare and russet plain

Where wild winds whistle vagrantly.
I know that many a fairer path

With lure of song and bloom may woo,
But, oh, I love this lonely strath

Because it is so full of you!

Here we have walked in elder years,

And here your truest memories wait,
This spot is sacred to your tears,

That to your laughter dedicate.
Here by this turn you gave to me

A gem of thonght that glitters yet,
This tawny slope is graciously

By a remembered smile beset.

Here once you lingered on an hour
‘When stars were shining in the west
To gather one pale scented flower
And place it smiling on your breast;
And since that eve its fragrance blows
For me across the grasses sere,
Far sweeter than the latest rose,
That faded bloom of yesteryear.

For me the sky, the sea, the wold,
Have beckoning visions wild and fair,
The mystery of a tale untold,
The grace of an unuttered prayer.
Let others choose the fairer path
That winds the dimpling valley through,
I gladly seek this lonely strath
Companioned by my dreams of you.




THE COMEDY OF A DUCK POND
BY WALTER SHAW SPARROW

IR RICHARD WYNNE GARTH
WYNNE was very popular as a
Cabinet Minister, and he deserved
his fame. To hear him speak was
a long lesson in the greatness of
our democracy. A mnation that is
never at all wearied by spates of
words ecannot fail to enjoy the
blessings of eloquence. Sir Richard
was always at ease in efferescent talk.
‘Weak joists under his platform gave
vigour to his policy of fluent para-
graphs; and when great ideas happen-
ed to be thrown at him by a rival, he
toyed with them jestingly, as if thqy
were outworn jokes in a new comic
opera. Even barmaids quoted from
his wit and mirth in exchange for an-
other glass, please, and not too much
’ead on it. Imagine, then, the con-
sternation that unnerved his followers
when Sir Richard, on the eve of a
great political battle, became danger-
ously ill. Headlines moaned, and
paper-boys got heavy with pence and
ha’pence, as bulletin after bulletin an-
nounced the latest bad mnews from
three doctors, not one of whom ever
issued a minority report. Yes. The
" Liberals had lost their best man, and
defeat at the polls seemed probable.
Even the Unionists were sympa-
thetic; for although their beliefs and
Sir Richard’s were always at war, yet
his beliefs like their own had served
the people nobly, and this the Union-
ists admitted. But to be a national
benefactor because you are ill is a
perilous distinction, after all, and also
less amusing than to be a national
danger because your health is in ex-
cellent fighting trim.
445

Sir Richard himself was of this
opinion, anyway, and he was glad to
know that one political faction de-
clined to treat him as a spent force.
Illness neither cancelled nor condoned
the ridiecule which Sir Richard had
noised abroad against those women
who wanted to drop ballot papers into
ballot boxes; as if they could not vote
by proxy, after showing with more or
less of tact that they could get what-
ever they desired to have from a
gigantic hat to a free breakfast table,
Suffragettes replied that Sir Richard
spoke as a bachelor and therefore
without training or experience. Lone-
liness at home was a very bad school
for his type of mind. But they would
help him by their opposition to learn
a useful thing or two.

And they tried very hard. Indeed,
Sir Richard owed his illness to a politi-
cal stratagem by a bevy of suffra-
gettes, who, forming line across a
country road both fore and aft of his
motor-car, near a pool called a duck-
pond, gave him three abominable ques-
tions to answer without mueh reflee-
tion. Should he allow himself to be
caught? Could he drive over his
sweet enemies? Or might he not find
safety in the duckpond? Sir Richard
chose the duckpond, and it was deep
enough to be chilling. The petrol
went out with a horrid bang, and poor
Sir Richard, when he waded to the
roadside, wished that all political
motor-cars could be guarded by wire-
less telegraphy. As to the result of
this experience, it was pneumonia.

One persistent rumour said that the
suffragettes got their idea from Lady




446

Emma Bocaster, but a great many
persons deelined to believe it, as Lady
Emma was a pattern of charitableness.
Did she not give her wealth to hospit-
als, and had she not turned from idle
luxury to bear with courage the hard-
ships of professional nursing? Not
a party in the State could find fault
with that; and when it became known
that Lady Emma was day-nurse to
Sir Richard, her name was welcomed
ardently at election meetings. There
were thunderclaps of applause.

So the Unionists became careworn;
they feared Lady Emma whose popu-
larity would influence voters; but as
Sir Richard himself was mum, they
did not dare complain, because his
illness and his nurse were eloquent on
his behalf. Instead, they told each
other that Lady Emma’s nursing was
part of a suffragette plot, having for
its aim the conversion of Sir Richard.
Unionists, too, got some comfort from
their knowledge that they had in stock
many big cartoons of the motor-car
adventure, ready to be published if
better news came from the sickness.
Ridicule would not be cruel then, and
effective it could not fail to be. 'What
greatness could look well in a duck-
pond?

If that question kept the Unionists
in hope, its effect on the Liberals was
depressing. The duckpond in party
strife was a new weapon of attack, and
the only certain defense was Sir Rich-
ard’s eritical illness, which prevented
his being advertised as the duck of
free trade taking a bath.

“There’d be no end to the laugh-
ter,”’ said Lady Emma to the doctors.
““Thousands of lantern slides are pre-
pared as well as the posters. What are
we to do? Sir Richard is very much
better, as you know, and: -

But the doctors shook their heads.
A relapse might come at any time;
and would they be justified in forget-
ting that danger? Lady Emma was
somehow willing to run the risk, but
no favourable bulletin ever had a
chance of raising hopes or fears in any
quarter. At the very moment when
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Sir Richard was well enough to be
exceedingly peevish, newspapers wrote
about his condition with a feeling as
of black-edged notepaper around their
paragraphs. And Lady Emma was
amused, above all when frequent re-
ference was made to her ‘‘radiant
presence by the stricken bedside.’’
‘What fun! The patient’s temper was
then full of vigour; and it was not
soothed when the Liberals won a good
majority.

‘‘Entirely without my help,’’ he
grumbled, in anger.

““Oh!” said Lady Emma. ‘‘Never
before in the history of elections have
doctors been so different or a patient
and his nurse so influential.’’

Sir Richard knew what she hinted
at, and he fumed over his recollections
of the duckpond. Besides, though the
doctors had been loyal to him, how
could he think of their later bulletins
without humiliation ?

‘‘Polities,’’ said he to Lady Emma,
‘“‘are seasoned with childish humbug,
but there are limits. And I feel—’’

““I understand,’’ said Lady Emma.
‘‘But what else could the doctors have
done? Would you have been pleased
had they given you up to the Union-
ists? Imagine your pictorial tribula-
tions as the ducks of free trade.
‘Would it not have been cruel to lie
here in bed, humbled by the inex-
tinguishable laughter of erowds?”’

Yet Lady Emma spoke in vain. Sir
Richard grew more and more irritable.
Even Lady Emma annoyed him,
though she never lost patience, and
her movements were as quiet as busy
shadows are. The night-nurse won
his respect, for she could rap out a
rebuke, while the good day-nurse was
the very genius of her profession
under self-control, though Sir Rich-
ard endeavoured to make her angry.
He wanted to prove that he was not
obedient to her smiling presence and
unchanging serenity. But when the
convalencence had lasted three weeks
without euring his ill-humour, Lady
Emma changed her tactics.

““Sir Richard,’’ said she, ‘‘report-
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ers worry one for news, and don’t you
think the public would be entertained
by your cheerful pluck and patience?
There is a dignity in your kindness
to me which ought to be known, be-
cause it will have the same effect on
foes and friends.”’

The invalid winced, that threat
startled his pride. Worried and an-
noyed, he shut his eyes and lay ill
at ease in bed; his lips twitched, and
his fingers played with the bed-quilt.
Lady Emma glanced at him with pity,
noting that his face against the pillow
looked gray and shrunken. Poor
man! To be a hero out of doors and
in all parts of the country; to govern
a million of voters by his spoken
words, and yet be a foolish boy at
heart all the while! There he lay, a
popular hero, afraid lest his tantrums
should become known outside his own
home. The look of compassion in the
bright face of Lady Emma grew
sweeter and more adorable. Men
could not help these contrasts between
genius and folly, greatness and little-
ness. Sir Richard on a public plat-
form, enfeebled as he was by suffer-
ing, would yet rise at once into his
better self. While in bed, watched by
his nurse, he plucked fretfully at the
bed-quilt, kept his eyes closed, and did
not know what an absurd figure he
cut. Yet Lady Emma said:

‘“‘Nerves are the music of life, Sir
Richard, the bad music and the good.
I don’t quarrel with either, since both
are natural.’’

Then she took some embroidery
from a small, round table and sat
down near the left side of his bed. The
embroidery was a silk banner; and
for two or three minutes, while Lady
Emma worked, the bed-quilt rustled.
But when Sir Richard glanced
through his eyeglasses at his com-
panion, his face softened fleetingly.

After a while Lady Emma looked
up, and fixing her eyes on the moving
bed-quilt, murmured :

“If I were your wife——"’

There was no need to say more than
that, for an inflexion implied quite
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clearly that ‘‘mother’’ would be a
better word than ‘‘wife,’’ because
mothers have privileges in punish-
ments. No wonder Sir Richard was
greatly astonished; he repeated the
word ‘‘wife,”” but the awe in his voice
soon died in self-pity.

“Your discipline is horrible enough
already,”” he grumbled, his eyes un-
opened. And nothing more was said
or done till Lady Emma leaned for-
ward and put her right hand with
kind authority over his.

“I want you to be quiet,”” she said
in mild tones. ‘‘I’m rather fond of
bad boys, but not of sick politicians.
Can’t you let me be proud of you?”

But Sir Richard was not in a mood
to give way; he moved peevishly, rais-
ing his knees in order to free himself
from the pressure of Lady Emma’s
hand.

“‘If you know how provoking quiet-
ness becomes,”” he declared hotly,
you’d make some noise now and then.
There’s no rustle in your dress even.
Why don’t you wear silk? Then I
could listen to the music of it when
you walk from table to table gather-
ing medicines.”’

He paused, and Lady Emma got up
from her chair and put the banner on
the bed. This done, she pressed down
his knees.

““Doctor’s orders,”” she explained,
must lie flat, Sir Richard. Frequent
attacks of eramp are bad for you, so
remember your circulation.’’

‘““No I won’t!”’ eried Sir Richard.
‘“Why should I bother about my eireu-
lation? Am I a magazine or a news-
paper?  Doctors are bullies, and so
are nurses! Patients either die or
pay huge bills, and when they rebel
against—against—against—"’

‘““Hush! Don’t be fretful, Sir Rich-
ard, please.”’

‘“‘Hush indeed! I’m sick of hush.
If you had my feeling for hush, you’d
stop that infernal eclock on the
mantelpiece. Why don’t you?”’

It is odd, but Lady Emma smiled
over this petulant rebuke, and rippled
into soft laughter as she obeyed.
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«The tick is somewhat too loud,”’
said she; ‘‘it might prevent me from
hearing all your words.”’

At this moment someone knocked
at the door.

“The door now—the confounded
door,”’ Sir Richard muttered. ‘‘Am
I ever to be quiet? A railway station
would be better as a sick- room, less
tantalising! And you never seem
to remember that, noise or no noise,
there are moments when I want some-
thing to eat.”’

Lady Emma had gone to the door
and taken from a servant a little
round silver tray.

“Not quite true, Sir Richard,’’ she
answered gently, ‘‘for your beef tea
is here.”’

““My what?’’ he cried in anger, as
he started up into a sitting posture.
“I want beef steak, not beef tea. I
want something with strength in it.”’

But Lady Emma, smiling, put the
tray before him. Sir Richard push-
ed it aside with shaking hands.

‘““Take care,”’ whispered nurse.
“That eup is very valuable. It is old
Dresden.’’

Instantly the manner of Sir Rich-
ard changed, becoming less irritable.

““0ld Dresden?’’ he repeated. ‘‘ Are
you quite sure? Was this beautiful
cup made in Germany?’’

““Of course. Look at the design.”’

““And I didn’t know it,”’ Sir Rich-
ard went on in wonder. Ah! there’s
a liberal education in foreign imports
free. This I have said all my life,
and here—here’s proof. What a
charming cup!’’

“Very charming,”’ Lady Emma
agreed ; and she caressed the cup with
her fingers. ‘‘The feel of it is delight-
ful, Sir Richard; and what a debt of
gratitude we owe to the German hands
that gave us this great pleasure. Could
any British hands do work like this?”’

Smilingly she handed him the tray,
and Sir Richard took it with gracious
thanks. ;

“Well,”’ said he, “‘I've nothing to
say against British hands, of course,
gince their great privilege is to tri-
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umph as masters of cheapness. To
be cheap to-day is to win votes and
buyers. Fools clap on tariffs in order
that they may think in dollars, while
wisdom adores free trade in order that
it may meditate in pence and shillings.
England garners the fruits of the
world—and sells them cheap in her
own incomparable sanity.’’

“So you’ll take your beef tea at
once, won’t you,”’ said Lady Emma.
“‘ American meat, you know, prairie
fed.”’

“I’1 take it at a gulp,’’ Sir Rich-
ard answered, but with mild enthus-
iasm, which disappeared with the
beef tea.

Lady Emma noticed this, and said:

““Is it possible that we always take
free imports at a gulp?’’ Then,
laughing, she took the tray. ‘‘Are
we gourmands in this matter, not
gourments ?’’ she said.

Sir Richard blinked over that, quite
amazed. Was Lady Emma secretly
in favour of tariff reform, here is his
bedroom. He asked her with tre-
mendous irritation, but she answered
that her opinion would not count
either way since she had no vote.

‘“Will women ever be useful enough
to deserve a vote,”’ she pleaded, while
unwrapping a new bottle of medicines.
Sir Richard lay down, and turned
over on his left shoulder.

““I’ve nothing to say against wo-
men,’’ he admitted, ‘‘but——"’

“To be really useful to the State
is a glorious thing,” continued Lady
Emma. ‘I should like to save your
life, for instance.’’

““You were worth the three doctors
put together,”’ Sir Richard answered,
and he looked at her over the sheet,
and nodded his thanks. ‘‘Yes, you
saved my life.”’

““Yet I don’t deserve to vote for
you, of course?’’ Lady Emma hinted.
“My intelligence is still immatured,
politically.’” So she sighed and ap-
peared to invite sympathy from her
patient, who, somehow, looked at her
with suspicion.

“Keep to the point,”” he said at
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last. ‘“Women are out of place in
the hurly, burly of elections.’’

‘¢ As canvassers? Is canvassing less
intelligent than voting ?”’

Sir Richard moaned. Then he
ruffled his hair with his hands. He
felt powerless. How could he hope
that a woman would ever learn to
argue fairly? At last he sat up in
bed and gazed with pity at Lady
Emma. ;

““It’s unkind to tease you with poli-
tics,”” he observed. ‘‘“We’ll talk
about something else. There’s a
horrid draught in this room, a cutting
east wind; could you get rid of it by
any means?’’ :

““Yes,”” she answered. ‘‘Lie down,
and cover yourself up, while I—I’ll
put the Japanese sereen between you
and the window.”” And Lady Emma
rose, fixed the screen, and returned to
her place.

““Is that thing really Japanese?’’
Sir Richard asked, eyeing the screen
with eager attention . ‘‘I never
thought of its nationality before.”’

““Oh, yes, it’s Japanese,’’ said Lady
Emma.

““Then it stands in the right place,’’
Sir Richard answered, ‘‘for the Jap-
anese will keep from us many a wind
from the east, I hope.”” Over this
joke he laughed, till Lady Emma ob-
served : ;

““Will wages in Japan rise to our
British level? I’m curious, Sir Rich-
ard, because the Japanese intend to
send us something more industrial
than screens, they wish to rival us in
our own domains of cheapness. What
then?”’

Sir Richard did not answer. For
some reason or other he stared at the
embroidery in Lady Emma’s hands,
and looked startled.

‘“What’s that?’’ he asked. i L
seems to be a banner, and I seem to
know those colours. Yes, I do know
them. Those are suffragette colours
—every one of them!’’

““But surely they are sweet,’’ said
Lady Emma quietly.

““Sweet? They set my teeth on
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edge’’; and Sir Richard became so
alarmed that his companion grew un-
easy, and said she hoped he would
never again talk politics in his sick-
room.

‘It isn’t kind to me, Sir Richard.
You tempt me to forget my duty as
your nurse; then you give way to
excitement.”’

““What?”’ cried the invalid. ‘I
tempt you to talk politics? Women
are all alike! They have the worst
word first, and the last word lasts a
fiendish time, yet they put all the
blame on men, so as to get excuse for
a new battle. You torment me, Lady
Emma; you put me in a fever. And
I won’t have a suffragette in my bed-
room!”’

““Then I’d telephone at once for a
new nurse,”’ she answered, and ring-
ing, she went to the door. An instant
later she was gone.

A look of blank dismay came into
Sir Richard’s face. Bewildered, he
wondered what in the world had hap-
pened. Such a sudden quarrel left
no time for reflection, and he scarcely
knew how to act. After gazing at the
door for a full minute, he called to
his nurse; listened eagerly for an an-
swer, but none came. Then it oc-
curred to him that Lady Emma was
not in earnest, that she wanted to
punish him just a little, and that per-
haps she stood outside the door, wait-
ing and smiling. Happy thought!
Sir Richard laughed over it and rub-
bed his hands. And now at last,
obedient to another idea, he got out of
bed, put on his dressing-gown, which
lay on a chair near by, and then he
walked unsteadily to the door.

There Sir Richard paused, his mind
teased by three things. Was Lady
Emma just outside? Was it possible
to feel weaker than he felt in his legs?
il&nd why did his heart beat so rapid-
y ¢

It was not possible to answer these
questions, because Sir Richard, on a
sudden, became dizzy and quite faint.
With difficulty he reached the foot of
his bed and sat down, feeble and dis-
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consolate. His eyes mever moved
from the door, and he sighed again
and again. For the wide world seem-
ed to have its bane in a single suffra-
gette.

Sir Richard never knew how long he
sat there in tribulation, but presently
the door opened and Lady Emma en-
tered, ready for the sadness of fare-
well. In her outdoor things she look-
ed fascinating, inimitably bright and
fair and adorable.

For a moment they gazed at each
other. Then, sighing heavily, Sir
Richard said:

‘““How beautiful you are—now that
you're going away.’’

His voice was very feeble, and in
his weakness he held out his hand,
like a sick boy, pleading. Lady Emma
took it gently, and, after putting her
right arm around his shoulders, said:

‘““What dreadful disobedience! Did
I tell you that you might get up?
What will the new nurse say to me?’’

Sir Richard knew not what to an-
swer; but to be in bed again was to
feel stronger, and with pluck he
acknowledged his defeat.

‘“Oh, there’s no need to apologise,”’’
said Lady Emma. ‘‘To be nursed by
a suffragette was painful to you, of
course, but we are friends again. In
half-an-hour I shall be gone, so there’s
no time for another quarrel. But,
after all, you’ve not been very miser-
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able here, perhaps, in this room, which
is a veritable museum of free trade.
Scarcely a thing is British. Why, you
are snug again in your Dutch bed.
which was made in the seventeenth
century; the Swiss clock is silent; if I
stamped on this Turkey carpet you
would hear no noise; and—"’

“I’'m—I’m miserable,”” Sir Rich-
ard interrupted. ‘‘Everything has
changed. Politics now seem to me a
harlequinade of humbug, a farce of
ignoble vote-catching ; even that duck-
pond no longer annoys me, because—
because—it was a just punishment.

‘When did I ever tell a straight,
whole truth in any speech? Was I
not always afraid of becoming un-
popular?’’

“‘But this will never do!’’ eried
Lady Emma. ‘It is horrible. What
you need is a little sleep.”’

And she bent towards him and
smoothed his pillow.

It was then that their eyes met
fairly, and when Lady Emma turned
away her cheeks were flushed and her
eyes very tender.

‘Tt is better that I should go,’’ she
murmured, moving softly to the door.

““But I shall soon be well now,”’
he answered, laughing. ‘‘Oh! What
fools men are until they fall in
love!”’

The door closed on that convietion,
but Sir Richard went on smiling.
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A VIGNETTE IN CANADIAN

LITERATURE
BY BERNARD MUDDIMAN

THE old college ecrowns a gentle
ineline of green meadows. Its
(uaint demi - semi-Greek facade of
wood peeps out behind a stately row of
ancient trees. Behind it lies a rough
campus edged by the road which
several professorial houses severely
eye. Then the campus comes to an
abrupt Euclid-like end and the road
vanishes in thick boskage. We have
come to a wood, and on the ecampus
side within the verge of the sweet
spruce you may catch sight of a soli-
tary house-top. :

You open a wicket-gate in the
centre of the wire fence, and a wood-
en path lies before you to the whi-
lom home of the one-time Professor
of English Literature at King’s Col-
lege, Windsor, Nova Seotia.

In the early nineties of the last
century he was a medium-sized man
of about five feet, nine inches; his
blonde beard and brown goggled eyes
gave him the appearance of a North-
ern Frenchman, a Breton, which the
rapt myoptic vision of one who sees
visions accentuated. Yet he was
evidently muscular, an athlete who
could wield paddle or turn lightly
on the horizontal bar. The easy
swagger with which he carried him-
self was of one accustomed to the
diffieult ways of the woods and wilds.
His clothing was home-spun or Nor-
folk knickers with a velvet coat. Tt
was here he lived for more than ten
years, and it was here his friends
came to see him. These last became
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numerous as his fame traversed the
land. Douglas Sladen, the Austra-
lian writer, coming from the Anti-
podes, stayed hard by in the little
town all one summer holding con-
verse with him.  Others came; but,
for two, above all, the welcome was
never too warm.

The first was a cousin, a tall fellow
running over six feet, well propor-
tioned, yet with such great long legs
that one only remembered them and
a diminutive cap and coat. Ie had a
great mop of blonde hair that flopped
backward and forward above his
regular-featured face. His lips guard-
ed a perpetual pipe and seldom open-
ed to do aught but blow a cloud of
fragrant blue smoke or chant in a
deep monotone a verse A chair was
his throne wherein he could lay fully
outstretched in the lazy content of
one who never exerted himself at all.
The second visitor on the other hand
was all vivacity, eager restlessness,
staccato passion that never knew a
rest. He had the long olive tinted
swarthy features of the Southerner
with the dancing dark liquid eyes. He
was Bohemian in every rag that
clad him from his limp bow to his
smudgy white trousers. ITe swore and
raged as sudden as a lake squall and
calmed as quickly. When life flowed
placidly he played poker. Both were
poets who had come to visit another
poet. And when they came there
was a fanfare of dreams, a medley
of delights, a world of art that Nova
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Scotian backwoods have never seen
again.

The professor was the man we know
as Charles G. D Roberts, novelist and
poet, the man whose influence made
literature possible in Canada; while
his friends were in order of introdue-
tion Bliss Carman the poet and
Richard Hovey the actor and poet.

When the history of Canadian
literature comes to be written, it
will be round this old college in those
as yet not very distant days that the
historian will place the best work of
Roberts and Carman. Here in the
land of Evangeline Roberts wrote his
best poems and tales and raised our
native literature by his influence on
his econtemporaries to a techniecal
piteh that earned it recognition. Pre.
viously home grown poets and novel-
ists, to say the kindest words, were
uncouth and impossible. Haliburton,
who years before had also lived at
Windsor, Nova Scotia, gained, it is
true, a world-wide fame with his
immortal ‘‘Sam Slick.”” But he is
the exception that proves the rule.

It was in the same sleepy, old-fash.
ioned world that Roberts wandered,
seeing the past ever before him, find-
ing a new inspiration from an old
fount of song. And his love for this
land permeates all his best work. One

has only to see that by reading what
he once wrote in a little guide book
of the ‘‘Fairy valley of the Gas.

pereau’’:

‘‘The picture is an exquisite pastoral.
Among such deep fields, such billowy
groves, and such embosomed farmsteads
might Theocritus have wrought his idylls
to the hum of heavy bees. Along ‘the
bottom of the sun-brimmed vale sparkles
the river between its banks of wild rose
and convolvulus, and here and there a
clump of gray-green willows, here angd
there a red and white bridge. As it nears
its mouth the Gaspereau changes itg
aspects. Its complexion of eclear amber
grows yellow and opaque as it mixes
with the uprushing tides of Minas, and
its widened channel winds through a ri-
band of diked marshes,

‘“It lies among park-like meadows and
rounded hills; and on the southern slopes
of one of these hills stands the gray col-
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lege building, behind an avenue of noble
elms. . The grounds of Lhc' college,
College Woods, are a labyrinth of groves,
deep ponds, and curious glens.”’

Surely here is a man following the
advice of the immortal Sir Philip
Sydney to poets, that is looking in
his heart and writing of what he
found dear there. Memories, indeed,
of Roberts himself and his friends
are so intimately associated with
these woods that to their own beauty
is added the lustre of having shadow-
ed our only itruly national poet.
Haliburton as a student wandered
through them and Roberts’s own
home lies within their shadow. In-
deed it is possible that Roberts’s story
weaving imagination lent them yet
another charm in the two romances
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D. ROBERTS

““The
latter

of the ““Three Ilms’’ and
Devil’s Punch Bowl.”? The
should at least be chronicled.

The neighbourhood is full of those
round bowl-like hollows in the
earth’s surface, due, it is said, to the
presence of quantities of gypsum be-

ing washed out by the rain The
one called the Devil’s Punch Bowl

is directly opposite the poet’s old
home. In the days of the French
regime, when a French garrison was
stationed at Windsor to awe the tur-
bulent Micmaes, a ecertain young
French officer was renowned for his
punch brewing. He also loved in
vain a fair Miecmae maid. Fate.
however, summoned him to Quebee.
His failure in love’s cause excited
great merriment, and his comrades on
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RICHARD HOVEY

the day prior to his departure so
pricked his pride that he vowed he
would win the maid there and then
or brew punch that night in the world
of his Satanic Majesty. Forthwith
he adjourned to the neighbouring In-
dian eamp and abdueted his charmer.
Her brave, however, pursued them
and when his comrades came seeking
him on the morrow, they found two
sealped bodies in the pool. Thus
when they recognised their friend
they named it the Devil’s Punch
Bowl.

Roberts came to Nova Seotia as
Professor of English Literature at
King’s College in 1885. Tle had pre-
viously edited the late Goldwin
Smith’s newspaper The Week in To-
ronto, where he published Lamp-
man’s first poems. He had also al-

ready issued his first volume of rath-
er boyish verse. It was, however, from
Windsor that he published his second
and what T believe will be ultimately
considered his best poetic volume—
“In Divers Tones.”’ Among his
other output from here is his Shelley
centenary ode ‘‘Ave,”’ his historical
novel ‘“‘The Forge in the Forest,”’
also two guide books, and a history
of Canada, while ‘‘A Sister to Evan-
geline’’ was also written here.

He had leisure at Windsor such as
he never has had since. It was not
a question of keeping the pot boil-
ing. He wrote well, for he had time
and ease His best work, when all is
said and done, will be found to be
that which he wrote at Windsor. And
the same statement holds good of Car-
man, who, since he has left Canada,
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BLISS CARMAN

has written perhaps too mueh Par-
ticularly in those days of youth at
Windsor when visiting his cousin did
he possess himself of the muses. He
has never surpassed ‘‘Low Tide at
Grand Pré.”” The land of Evange-
line kindled him to his purest mel-
ody. The College Woods at Wind-
sor gave him the bravery of true
poetry with which he wrote his con-
trlbutlom to ““‘Songs from Vagabon-
dia’ planned and written w 1th Rich-
ard Hovey. In the College Woods
he no doubt pruned and lopped
those fascinatingly musical stanzas
of “The Wraith of the Red Swan.’

It was in the College Woods the
fiery genius of the late Richard

Hovey camped all one summer in
a cavaran with his strange wife.
[t was from here in winter the

Windsor ‘‘ Arctie Club’’ founded by
Roberts as a snow- shoeing irm-lmt\
debouched on to the white m\stalllm\
land. It was here in Indian summer
the cousin poets planned and ske teched
poems and tales to be, disecussed the
intricate questions of art, of its form
colour and message being one. It was
here of an evening fh(»\ watched the
dance of a myriad fireflies while the
blue smoke of the pipe of peace puf-
fed its fragrance, and choirs of
green hou:s made the dying day’s

hour tremulous with their Incanta-
tion. When the night hreeze stirred
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HALIBURTON (SAM SLICK)

the college firs it called to Roberts’s
mind ‘‘the wash of endless waves.’
Or on some winter day, as he stood on
the wood’s edge, he may have noted
that,

Out of the frost-white wood comes win-
nowing through
No wing, 1o homely
heard,
Even the hope of life seems far de-
ferred,
The hard hills ache beneath their spee-
tral hue.

call or cry is

There had been no such works as
these of Roberts and Carman before
in Canadian literature. We had only
had poetry of the mistaken grunt and
spasm order which when it did not
succeed in being involuntarily hum-
orous kept a dull level of flatulent
futility. But Roberts at Windsor
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changed all that. He taught Canada
literary technique; he saved us in so
doing from provineialism It is true
he sang nothing that has Canada for
its sole home, that has a cachet in-
digenous; but, at any rate, he had
“‘art’ and none had had that before
him. So he made the more poetic na-
ture of Carman so long as it was pure-
ly under his influence express itself
in the purest notes of song. So he
made every student at King’s Col-
lege a would-be poet seribbling bal-
lades and sonnets. His true attitude
to Canadian literature is patent when
we remember that it was at Windsor
he instructed Sophie Almon the
poetess in verse technique.

Indeed Canada owes a debt to the
whole Roberts family which it can
never repay. They gave us the gift
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of artistic song. And Roberts him-
self, their literary chieftain, seems to
have had the true quality of lead-
ership that is the faculty of inspiring
others. In Windsor at this time, for
instance, there was a village school-
master. His name was Hall, and he
too blossomed out into a volume of
curious verses that I came across in a
little deckle edged volume some
three or four years ago. As far as I
remember it had a strange fondness
for Wagner’s heroines and the flow-
er known as a ‘‘nightshade.”” Rob-
erts, in fact, acted as a kind of Pied
Piper of Canada to the horrified
decorousness of amazed Windsor.
Even in big European cities poets
and artists oceasion hand-raisings
and prayers. In Windsor they oc-
casioned a consternation almost vol-
canic. A professor who is a poet is
not likely to follow academic plumb
and line, and Roberts we may no
doubt feel sure was only too glad
when the hour was over for expa-
tiating on Chaucer or Milton to a
crowd of uncomprehending dunder-
heads and he could rettre to the house
in the wood.

Of course he and those with him
had a hard struggle. Life demands
of every artist a hard fight for ex-
istence; it is eivilisation’s primitive
way of testing art. Paris let Millef
and Corot and a thousand others
want; London has to answer for
numberless sins. It is, in faet, the
way of the world, and the artist, as
Shelley said, learns in sorrow the
secrets of life, unravels the skeins of
romance’s looms. Roberts himself,
for instance, wrote in ‘‘The Poet Bid-
den to Manhattan Island,’’ long be-
fore he actually left Canada:

You’ve piped at home, where none could

__pay,
Till now, I trust, your wits are riper—
Make no delay, but come this way,
And pipe for them that pay the piper.

Again like a thousand others he
suffered at editorial hands; perhaps,
however, our sufferings in this
quarter are not without justification.
We writers are too prone to think
we have climbed Parnassus and
drunk of the Pierian spring. Roberts
once related a humorous inecident of
this vanity. He wrote a ballade on
the small band of Frenchmen who
under Daulae drove off an overwhelm-
ing force of Iroquois descending the
Ottawa to attack the infant town of
Montreal and perished to a man in
the conflict. The verses have a re-
frain in the ballade style running :
““For we shall not return.’”” An un.
enlightened and possibly unpoetie
editor declined them with the remark .
‘“‘But these must return.’’

But Roberts, Carman and the
American Richard Hovey were sure
of themselves. They knew they had
the gift that no editor could make or
mar. They were out, to put it vul-
garly, for literature, pure and simple.
Unlike their contemporaries the On.
tario group of Duncan Scott, Camp-
bell, and Lampman, who migrated in.
to the Civil Service at Ottawa, they
remained true to their calling. Tn fact
the poets of the Maritime Provinces
were artists of a higher order in that
they could and would live by nothing
else but their art. So they followeq
their stars, and like Sir Gilbert Park.
er, Grant Allan, and Arthur Stringer
they left Canada wrapt in its child-
ish commercialism to go where the
crowd paid the piper.

4



A SEND-OFF FOR GEORGIE
BY C. LINTERN SIBLEY

R. GOSSELIN was cowed. To-

ronto was not the Toronto he
knew when he was a grocer’s clerk
there in his youth. And the King
Edward Hotel seemed actually to
frown down upon him as he put his
foot upon its threshold. He felt like
a mouse walking between the fore-
paws of a lion. Also he found him-
self counting up the exact number of
dollars he had in his slender wad,
and the small change that jingled in
his left-hand trousers pocket.

He realised with inward misgiving
that there was no turning back for
him. One of the great moments of
his life had arrived. He had to show
a trusting wife and an innocent son
that when he talked back there in his
little country store about what a
divil of a city man he used to be
he knew what he was talking about.

As he held open one of the great
doors of the hotel he ushered his wife
and son in with a sidelong toss of his
head that was infinitely expressive
of austere dignity and admirable non-
chalence.

‘‘Stay there while I make arrange-
ments,’” he said, pointing out a spot
on the floor just inside the entrance.

‘Wife and son, like a couple of
frightened chickens, huddled up to-
gether on the said spot, and a pom-
pous little figure that struck a new
awe into the hearts of his kindred
marched with seeming boldness into
the thronged rotunda.

The next few moments have evewr
gince been an almost total blank in
Mr. Gosselin’s mind. _All the recol-
leetion he has of them is a econfused
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remembrance of thousands of people
looking at him; hundreds of black-
coated gentlemen who said ‘‘sir’’
when they spoke to him; an attempt
to talk on his part that only ended
in stuttering; and an uncomfortable
feeling that he had become as red as
a turkey-cock.

He feels certain that he must have
given his orders in no uncertain way,
however, fort presently he found
himself exactly where he wanted to
be, and that was sitting in the din-
ing-room, with his son on one side of
him, and his wife on the other.

His self-confidence returned be-
fore his kindred could have even
guessed how flurried he had been.
He gazed benevolently at his son and
felt that he was giving him a fitting
introduction to the great world. In
a couple of hours the boy was to take
the train for Winnipeg to enter upon
railroading on the Grand Trunk
Pacific. This little dinner at the
fine hotel was a surprise his father
h&d long been planning for his send-
off.

““And above all, sonny,”’ he said,
taking up again the thread of his
interminable advice, ‘‘Above all,
don’t forget...... i

A waiter placed on the dazzling
silver beside his plate a card bearing
many strange inscriptions.

““What can I get for you, sir?’’
he said.

Mr. Gosselin scratched his head
and stared at the menu.

“Now let me see,”” he began. ‘‘Ah
—get a——get a——’

“Hors d’oeuvre, sir?’”’ suggested
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the waiter, writing upon his order
sheet.

‘““Yes, some hard some hard,
yes, that’s it,”’ said Mr. Gosselin,
with a sigh of relief.

But the waiter had only just be-
gun.

“Oysters?’”’ he continued, and
again a look of confusion and per-
plexity ecame over the features of
Mr. Gosselin.

““Say oysters,”” murmured the
businesslike waiter, writing on his
pad. ‘““Soup? Consommé? . . . .
Good. . . . Fish? Just got
some sword-fish in from Cape Bre-

ton. QGreat delicacy. Say sword-
fish, . . Meat? . Roast sir-
loin au juice? Saddle of mutton?
Mutton, exactly. . . . And
afterwards? Duck and green
peas? . . . Say duck and green
peas. .. . And a salad, sir? . . .
Salad. . . . Coffee and ice cream?

« + .« . Exactly, exactly!’’

And to Mr. Gosselin’s relief the
waiter left him, without requiring a
single answer from him. Wife and
son were looking at Mr. Gosselin
with some misgiving, but he waved
a deprecating hand.

‘““Now, that’s all right—mno fuss
at all, you see!’’

‘‘But gracious goodness, that man
will go and bring us all the lot! You
didn’t tell him which we’d have,’’
said Mr. Gosselin’s spouse.

Mr. Gosselin looked pained and
grieved.

““I gave him to understand,’’ he
said severely. ‘‘You must under-
stand, madam, that you are now in a
city! This is where behaviour
counts, madam! Now George there
sees that I managed the whole thing
without fuss. It’s all a matter of
knowing how to handle these fel-
lows, sonny—all a matter of know-
ing how. And now, my lad, don’t
forget that the first duty of a good
citizen——"" :

“Is to be a good workman,’’ inter-
rupted George with a view to divert-
ing the fiftieth repetition of the pat-

ernal advice, advice given freely.

‘“——And that the first duty of a
good workman £

“Is to be a good citizen,”’ pur-
sued the hope of the family.

‘“No!”’ exclaimed Mr. Gosselin.
‘‘That is to say, it is in a way. But
first of all it is necessary to have
the right principles. If you are right
yourself your work will be right—you
understand. Then, sonny, be me-
thodical. Be careful how you spend
your time. Plan what you are going
to do. Never go to bed without
knowing exactly what you are going
to do the next day——"’

‘‘“That won’t be difficult,’”’ inter-
polated George. ‘‘Get up. Have
breakfast. Go to work. Have lunch.
Go to work. Have supper. Go to
bed.”’

‘““Now, Georgie, dear,”” pleaded
Mrs. Gosselin. ‘‘Don’t make fun.
You know, your father always told
y R

‘‘The next day,”” broke in Mr.
Gosselin.  ‘“The next day.

I’ve lost the thread of my argument.

. . No, I've got it. And above
all, sonny, keep your eye on your
pocket. When I say your pocket, I
mean the money in your pocket. Be
careful and economical. Money’s the
bed rock of every darn thing there
is on earth or in heaven—no, not
in heaven, but on earth. Be careful
in everything where money is con-
cerned. I’ve heard it said that the
great Sir William Van Horne him-
self——7’

But George’s attention was wan-
dering. His glanee was fixed on
something behind his mother’s back.

‘‘Georgie, dear!’”’ broke in Mrs.
Gosselin.  ““Listen to your father.
What is it you keep looking at so
much ?”’

““I’'m looking at the hat that young
woman at the table behind you is
wearing, mother. If you look in the
glass there, you can see it without
turning round.’”’ .

Mrs. Goselin was on the defensive
at once. ‘‘“What young woman?’’ ghe

gy
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said, looking about for the glass.
““Oh, yes, I see——Land’s sake!
‘What next, I wonder, in a respect-
able hotel! George, turn your eyes
away! There’s more serious things
for you to be thinking of now than
young women wearing hats like that
—especially when your father is
explaining to you, perhaps for the
last time he will ever see you, the

duties of a good citizen. You were
saying, daddy, that above all
things——"’

‘“ Above all things,’’ continued Mr.
Gosselin, his own attention covertly
wandering to the lady’s hat, ‘‘be care-
ful of your money. The great Sir
William Van Horne kept the most
exact accounts of everything. Re-
member that he was once simply a
chore-boy on a farm, and it is said
that when he started out, just as you
are doing, to take up railway work in
the West——"’

Mrs. Gosselin leaned over towards
him. ‘‘Here is the waiter with the
duck and green peas!’’ she whisper-

““@Gol darn it!”’ exclaimed Mr.
Gosselin. )

‘I beg pardon, sir?’’ queried the
waiter.

“It’s all right,”’ replied Mr. Gos-
selin. Then he looked with severity
at this last dish that the waiter had
laid before him.

““Is this what you Toronto people
call a duck?”’ he asked, pointing the
finger of scorn at it. ‘I should ecall
that——oh, well, never mind. As I
was saying, when Sir William——-’*

‘“‘Father, its already nine o’clock!”’
said George.

““You don’t say!’”’ exclaimed Mr.
Gosselin, with a leg of the duck
halted in mid-air on his fork. ““Then
there’s no time to lose. Let me see.
I was talking about money. Now
take my advice——"’

But Mrs. Gosselin broke in.

“Don’t forget, Georgie,”’ she said,
‘“to put on your flannel undershirt,
and your heavy pants, and worsted
stockings the first day in November,”’
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‘‘Pass me the bananas, father,”’
said George, with a view to prevent-
ing Mrs. Gosselin’s intimate advice
from reaching as far as the big hat
behind his mother.

‘““Write your expenses in a little
duck—I mean a little book,”’ pur-
sued his father, as he passed the
fruit,

‘““Put on a clean shirt,”” proceeded
Mrs. Gosselin, ‘‘every Sunday morn-
ing, mind George, and don’t forget
to have your bath first.”’

““Waiter, bring the bill,”’ called
Mr. Gosselin, in his best city man-
ner.

‘““And don’t forget to clean your
teeth——7’

‘“All right, mother dear, all right,”’
said George indulgently.

‘“‘Receipts on the left-hand page,
you know,’’ said Mr. Gosselin, pur-
suing his own line of advice, ‘‘and
expenses on the right.’’

‘“All right, father. Just a little
more wine, mother, please.”’

‘“And write home every Sunday,
mind, George,”’ said Mrs. Gosselin,
as with some misgiving she poured
another half glass of wine.

““One day,’”’ continued Mr. Gosse-
lin, ““when the great Sir William
Van Horne——"’

But Mrs. Gosselin was not to be
put off, the motherly soul. ‘‘And
don’t forget,”’ she said, ‘‘to have your
hair cut the first of every month.
You know how you let it go if T don’t
keep on.”’

s Found in his expense aec-
count,”” continued Mr. Gosselin, ‘‘an
item for a hundred dollars that he
could not explain—-—"’

Mr. Gosselin had not noticed the
approach of the waiter, and he start-
ed when that personage remarked—
“Your bill, sir!’’

Mr. Gosselin looked at it, but did
not attempt to take it off the silver
tray.
d“-Sacred Jehosophat!’’ he exclaim-
ed.

‘I beg your pardon, sir?’”’

““Sacred Jehosophat, I said!"
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roared Mr. Gosselin. ‘‘Take me for
a millionaire, or what?’’ Suddenly
his voice dropped. ‘‘You needn’t
wait,”’ he remarked, semi-confiden-
tially.

‘“What’s the matter, daddy?’’ ask-
ed Mrs. Gosselin, as soon as the wait-
er was out of earshot.

‘‘Look at the bill!”’

One glance scared Mrs. Gosselin.
““Oh, my gracious!’’ she exclaimed.

‘‘Let’s see,”’ said George, taking it.
“Phew!”’

“It’s shameful! It’s infamous
declared Mr. Gosselin. ‘“And I
haven’t enough money on me to pay
for it. Do you happen to have any
on you, mother?’’

‘““How do you think I can have any
money ?’’ asked Mrs. Gosselin, indig-
nantly. ‘¢ ’Tis barely enough to keep
house with that you ever give me.”’

“‘Jehosophat! Jehosophat!’’ ex-
claimed Mr. Gosselin, ‘‘Wonder what
1’d betted do? Leave ’em my watch?
No, they wouldn’t take it in a hotel
like this. 1’1l be gol darned if I
KDOWein v

“It’s all right, father,”” said
George. ‘‘Take this ten-dollar bill
that Uncle John gave me.”’

‘“No, no, George! No, no

‘“Yes, yes, father, I insist!’’

‘““George, (eorge!’’ expostulated
Mrs. Gosselin. ‘‘When your father
says no £

But Mr. Gosselin had changed his
mind. ‘‘It’s all right, mother,”’ he
said. ‘‘Thank you, sonny. I’ll send
the ten dollary on to you by mail,
Now wait here a minute. I’ll go and
pay this.”’

“‘Listen, George,’’ said Mrs. Gosse-
lin, as soon as her husband had left
the table. ‘‘Take this ten-dollar
bill—"’

“‘Ten-dollar bill, mother! But you
said—"" : :

““Yes, yes, I know,”” interrupted
Mrs. Gosselin, ‘‘But take it. I've
got more than that saved up. Just
being careful, you know, and .lookmg
after the discounts, and selling th’e
eggs from the poultry. But I don’t
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want your father to know. There’d
be no end of the explanations he’d
want. He’s such a man, you know,
for making so much fuss about noth-
ing, and putting everything down in
books and checking it up. There,
take it! And do be careful, my boy.
Don’t take any notice of those—of
the—the big hats the young women
wear.’’

““Don’t worry about me, little mo-
ther,”” said George, taking up her
hand and furtively kissing it.

Mr. Gosselin returned with all his
good humour revived. ‘‘I’ve straight-
ened it out, all right,’’ he said. ‘‘And
now let’s be going. You go on in
front there, mother. George, where
did I’ put my umbrella? Ah, there
it is!”’

As he bent to pick it up he whis-
pered in George’s ear, ‘‘Not so fast,
George! Listen! Take this ten-dol-
lar bill,”’

‘‘But, father, you said——’’ whis-
pered George.

““I know, I know! Take it! I make
a little extra, you know, for pocket
money. I save, don’t you see, on—
on different things. And when I
win a little at cards—though, mind
you, I’ve always lost more than ever
I’ve gained. Let me see, what was
I saying? Oh, yes. Take your ten-
dollar bill, George. And don’t let
your mother know, or else she’d want
no end of explanations. You know
she makes a fuss about nothing.”’

““Don’t worry about me, father!’”’
replied Goeorge, s:jueezing his hand.

They caught up with Mrs. Gosse-
lin at the door.

Mr. Grsselin was speaking in a loud
tone, which Ins wife couldn’t possibly
help hearing, as the little party left
the hotel. And this is what he was
saying: .

“I’ll mail that ten dollars on to
vou first thing, sonny. And don’t
forzet 1o enter it up in your little
book 1n the column headed ‘receipts,’
You can’t be too careful. It is said
that the great Sir William Van
Horne——"’



WEIGHED IN THE BALANCE

BY K. L. CAMPBELL

THE man on the beach got up and
looked round. The view was not
inspiring, especially to hopeless eyes
that had scanned it many a time.
Australia of the bush, of the stock-
run, of the gold field, has elements of
the picturesque at least, but here in
this desolate and God-forsaken north-
west of Westralia there is little to ad-
mire. The curving beach ran miles
on either side, lapped by the oily rip-
ples of the luke warm Indian ocean.
A few hundred yards off lay the so-
called “‘port of Kerribri,”’ consisting
of a few galvanised iron buildings
huddled together and shimmering
white in the afternoon sun. Behind
the town rolling wastes of sand and
spinifex ; silhouetted on the sky line a
string of camels taking stores out to
the Coolta gold fields ninety miles
inland, or perhaps farther to the huge
cattle runs, where a couple of white
managers hold despotic sway over a
crew of black and half-caste stock-
men. ' :

Kerribri is not a lively place. Like
other roadsteads in the N.W., it is
what is known as a ‘‘distributing cen-
tre.”” That is to say for months on
end, its inhabitants, mostly Chinese,
doze peacefully. Then the Pearling
Fleet comes in from the Arafura, or
the Cattlemen bring down a mob for
shipment, or a consignment of gold
arrives. Then the town is painted a
vivid scarlet, and the two or three
mounted constables complain of over-
work. But when the strangers de-
part, Kerribri relapses into somnol-
ence, only to awaken at the infrequent
and irregular calls of the little tramp

steamers from Fremantle, chief port
of W. Australia, representing the out-
side world. As it happened the
steamer was there now, lying close off
the shore and sleeping like the town.
The man could see two white-clad
figures stretched in capacious deck
chairs. That was the nearest approach
to life the ship contained.

He turned away with a curse. He
knew the view by heart, and it sick-
ened him. For three weeks he had
hung about there waiting for the luck
that never came. Barefooted, un-
shaven, wild-eyed, clad only in a dirty
shirt and frayed dungaree trousers,
he did not look what he was, or had
been—a gentleman. When he opened
his mouth, his speech was that of an
Englishman, and an educated Eng-
lishman. And yet now here he was,
a ‘“dead beat,”” a ‘‘beach comber,”’
destitute and starving, scavenging
and begging for the seraps on which
he lived.

He moved off towards the cluster
of tin buildings. Outside one rather
more pretentious than its neighbours,
marked ‘‘The N.W. Steamship Co.
Office,”” he hesitated, then taking his
courage in both hands, walked in. A
Japanese clerk slumbering over the
counter, yawned and blinked, eyeing
the newcomer with extreme dis-
favour.

‘““Where’s the boss?”’ asked the
man laconiecally.

The Japanese jerked his thumb to-
wards an inner door, and went to
sleep again.

Carisford (that was his name)
knocked timidly.
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“Come in,”’ replied a guttural
voice. :

He went in. Two men were sitting
in lounge chairs, each with a long
glass that looked cool and comfort-
ing. The manager, locally known as
““The Boss,”” was a large German
Jew, fat and glistening from the heat,
his white drill suit hanging in wet
folds from his flabby body : the other,
a tall immaculate Englishman, evi-
dently the new Police Magistrate
brought by the steamer.

“Well,”’ said the manager with a
hostile glance at Carisford’s appear-
ance. ‘‘What is it that you want?’’

““I want to get down to Fremantle;
but I’ve no money.”’

The manager gasped, and then
broke out into a volley of German-
English abuse. Did this vagabond
think that the company ran their
hoats to give beach combers free pass-
ages? Gott in Himmel, what next!
And much more of the same.

“I'd work my way, of course,”’
said Carisford, when the tirade had
stopped for lack of breath.

“Work your way, would you?
Work your way! Do you think that
we haf not enough mens on our boat?
Are there not more than in plenty?
Do we pay much monies to far too
many so that our company is one half
ruined. Perhaps you would like to
work your way as captain, or chief
mate. Donnerwetter what fools you
must be. Work your way—Psah.”’

““Look here,”’ said Carisford. ‘I
mayn’t look presentable, and I know
I haven’t a red cent, but up here in
this God-forsaken hole I haven’t a
chance of making one. If I could get
down south I might get work, and
hen I’d pay your company with in-
terest—and you too.”’

““Grrh,’’ said the manager. ‘‘You
get work! No one so fool as to 'give
you work. You can ’t do nothings.
Ah Ling he offer you work, he tell me,
you won’t take s

Ah Ling was the plutocrat of Ker-
yibri, the sole storekeeper, who had
the monopoly of opium, and also

smuggled whisky. One day Caris-
ford had asked him for employment,
and Ah Ling seeing a good opportun-
ity to vent his spite against any white
man, had smilingly offered him the
position of hewer of wood and drawer
and water to his own Celestial house-
hold, promising food of fish and rice,
and cast-off clothing, but no wages.
Anyone who understands the bitter
race feeling where east and west come
into eontact, will realise that such an
offer was the very dregs of humilia-
tion. It was refused with contumely.

““Yes. You go to Ah Ling, your
Chinese overmaster,’”’ resumed the
manager. ‘‘Out with you. I do not
wish to have my offices dirty made by
beach combers. Out with you.’’

“Do you know I'm almost starv-
ing?”’

‘‘Ah Ling he will give you plenty
fish, the same as to his other servants.
Go quick.”’

Carisford went. He had been once
before on the same errand, and henece
his harsh reception. His spirit was
broken long since. He scarcely heard
the brutal insults. Out in the broil-
ing street, his head swam. Now there
was nothing left but Ah Ling, or else
—the sea. There even if a shark got
him before a more merciful death by
drowning came it would be soon over.
He hastened his steps towards the
water.

Suddenly he remembered the other
man. He was an Englishman, and,
perhaps Carisford turned back,
and waited near the door, until, soon
after, the other came out. He recog-
nised the beach comber with a lift of
the eyebrows.

‘‘Excuse me,’” said Carisford, going
straight to the point. ‘‘You’ve heard
how it is with me. Can you help
me?’”’

The Englishman frowned, then—

‘““How did you come to get here?
Drink ?’’

“NO.’,

‘‘Gambling ?’’

(‘No.77

‘“Scandal ?’’
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‘“No, none of them, just rank in-
efficiency. I used to be what’s called
a gentleman, only I hadn’t money, or
perseverance, and I didn’t like work.
So they shipped me off with five hun-
dred pounds to Melbourne. I had a
gay time there till T found I’d only
thirty-eight left. They were getting
gold out in West Australia by the
bucketful, and I thought 1'd make a
fortune in a week, so I went. Of
course I failed. I knew nothing about
mining, and I’d never used my two
hands before, and in less than no time
I was cleaned out. Then I got taken
on as a pick and shovel wages man,
but my hands blistered and got
poisoned. God knows I wasn’t afraid
of work, but I couldn’t stand it.
Then I got a job as cook’s mate to a
party of prospectors that came up
here, and I got typhoid which nearly
did for me. They had to go on. I
got here three weeks ago, and ever
since I’ve looked for work, and found
none, living on the fish the Chinese
throw away because they won’t eat
them—that’ll show you how low I’ve
sunk. I’m just the old story, you see,
of the black sheep shipped off to the
Colonies and going to the wall. That’s
my tale, and now you know the worst
of me.”’

‘‘Really,’’ said the other coldly, ‘‘I
don’t see how I can help you. You’re
admittedly a failure in everything
you’ve taken up. I don’t want to
appear rude, but it seems likely that
you’d continue to be so. You say
that you’ve lost your self-respect, and
when that happens a man mostly is
done for. However, if I see anything
to suit you, I’ll let you know. Good
day.”’

Carisford looked him full in the
face. ‘‘I know what that means. I'm
left here to starve. Well, I may have
no self respect, and I may be a failure
and a wreck and all that, but—any-
how I won’t trouble you further.”’

He turned away sick at heart. This
was the last straw. The complacent
insolence of Ah Ling, the bullying
brutality of the manager had not
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wounded him half so much. They
were different, and it seemed not to
matter from their mouths. But here
a man of his own kind, an English-
man, the sort he used to live among,
that one of them should consider him
past redemption was the bitterest
drop.

He shuffled back to the shade of his
rock, and threw himself down in a
semi-stupor. Self-destruction no
longer suggested itself. Suicide, after
all, he reflected miserably, requires a
certain amount of self-respect, and
that he hadn’t got apparently.
‘““Curse it,”” he thought, ‘‘they’ve
left me to sink, and by God I will
sink. I’ll go to Ah Ling as soon as
it gets a bit cooler, and the magistrate
can see his fellow-countryman a ser-
vant to the Chinaman. Serve him
right.

He sat up at last, and looked
round. The shadows were lengthen-
ing, but the heat was still like a
furnace, and the town still slept. On
the steamer Carisford idly noticed
that one of the figures in the deck
chairs had turned over on its face to
avoid the flies, but otherwise all was
quiet. Even the man on watch on the
bridge was invisible, he had evidently
gone to the shade of the deckhouse
out of sight.

Suddenly even as Carisford looked
there were signs of movement. A
Chinaman clad in blue jeans crept
stealthily out of the forecastle. With
infinite caution he wormed his way
along the main deck, now stealing on
a few steps, now pausing. At last he
got by the sleepers, and reached the
gangway ladder. He ran down,
Jumped into one of two dinghies fas-
tened there, and began to scull furi-
ously for the shore.

Scarce had he made half the dis-
tance, when there was loud commotion
on board. A whistle went, a sharp
voice issued oath-garnished orders.
The decks filled with men. Three
hurled themselves into the remaining
boat and went in chase. One came
out of the hatchway with something
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that caught the sun and glistened. He
took aim and fired. The fugitive who
had now reached the beach not fifty
yards from Carisford, ducked his
head and sprang out and started
running like a hare inland. When he
was halfway up, there was another
report. He spun round, fell and lay
for perhaps thirty seconds, then up
and away again, soon out of sight
among the sandhills and boulders be-
hind the beach. The other boat
reached the shore, and the three men
jumped out and pursued, their booted
feet lumbering painfully through the
loose sand. The chase looked hope-
less, but they too disappeared inland.

It was all over in a few minutes.
Carisford, unseen himself, could
scarcely believe that it had ever hap-
pened. The steamer was quiet again,
and the town still slept.

““I wonder what was up,’’ he said
to himself. ‘‘By Jove, he dropped
like a shot. I expect he was hurt a
bit.”” He strolled down to where the
man had fallen., Yes; sure enough
there was a patch of dull brown
soaked into the sand. ‘‘ The poor devil
won’t run far,”” he thought, and
turned to go, when something lying
near caught his eye.

He picked it up. It was a little
cloth bag hanging from a string, with
a wet, red stain in one corner. Evi-
dently it had been round the China-
;nzla,ln s neck and broken off when he

ell.

‘““An amulet, I suppose,’”” said
Carisford. ‘‘All of them wear that
sort of rubbish. I may as well look.”’
He ripped open the flimsy stuff, and
found inside not the roughly carved
jade he expected, but a pear-shaped
iridescent pearl, a pearl of great
price clearly. Little as he knew of
the value of such things, he could see
it was worth enough at any rate to set
him on his feet. The Chinaman must
have stolen it and run off; that would
be the explanation of the scene he
had just witnessed. For five minutes
he gazed at it. Then with a sigh he
said, ‘“Well, I suppose I'd better take

it back.”” He might be given a re-
ward, perhaps even a passage down
south.

So immersed was he in these reflec-
tions that he did not observe another
figure coming from the township be-
hind him, until a well-known voice
broke in with:

‘“Welly, pletty pearl that, Mr.
Carisford, eh, what?’’ He turned to
see the yellow oily face of Ah Ling.
His fat sensual mouth was smiling,
but his slant eyes, half-closed, gleam-
ed with excitement.

‘“‘Hullo, Ah Ling, how the devil
did you get here?’’

Ah Ling explained that he had
been down near the jetty, and had
seen the whole transaction.

‘““What you going to do, eh?’’ he
went on.

““Take it back, of course.”’

“You too much of damn fool. You
sell him me. Me give you two hun-
dred pound. No one know; no one
see.”’

Carisford thought. This opened
out another prospect. He might go
shares with Ah Ling, and as that
worthy pointed out no one would be
the wiser. No one on the boat had
seen apparently. He couldn’t have
disposed of a valuable pearl by him-
self, up there at any rate, and he
couldn’t get away. But Ah Ling
would solve this problem. Of course
it would be rank theft, but he felt
he had a grievance against his fel-
lows, and when a man has his back
against a wall, he loses most scruples.
He could squeeze more out of Ah Ling
doubtless with judicious bargaining,
and with this he could go off some-
where and start again on a new life.
But still—it would be a new life for
him. In his old life, low as he had
fallen, he had never been dishonest.
He had told the Englishman that he
knew the worst of him, and that was
truth. An inefficient failure he had
been, but never worse. :And again
that he should share as a partner in
such an enterprise a Chinaman of all
people, one of an inferior race, hated
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and despised by all. That would be
unbearable. He felt quite righteous-
ly indignant with Ah Ling for hav-
ing tempted him. He’d tell him to
get back to his own dirty kennel. But
wait a moment. He had several
scores to settle with the wily Celes-
tial, and this was his chance. He
would lead him on, and, at any rate,
get a good dinner and some clothes.
Ah Ling would do anything if he
thought he was going to get the pearl.
Then, too, it might not be strictly
honest, perhaps, but it was justice,
not revenge. The memory of the
slights still rankled. :

‘While he appeared to be consider-
ing, Ah Ling was on tenter hooks. He
was clearly excited. ‘‘ You sell him ¢”’
he said.

““Liook here,”” replied Carisford.
““You're an awful old robber, even
for a yellow-faced Chow. You know
it’s worth ten times that. I won’t
take less than half.’’ Since he had
taken his resolution he felt a better
man, which showed itself in his mode
of address to Ah Ling. The latter
appeared to be on the verge of tears.

‘““What you say. Two thousand?
No, no. Me give four hundled, me
get five hundled.”’ 4

““Well, I can’t bargain here. I'm
starving. You give me something to
eat, and we’ll talk it over.”’

Ah Ling’s eyes lit up. This fool
Englishman was playing into his
hands. He chuckled inwardly. He’d
give him something to eat, and some-
thing to drink, too. There wouldn’t
be any need to bargain at all. Ah
Ling knew all about that sort of
thing, he’d done it before. And even
if next day the victim complained
that he’d been drugged and robbed
no one would believe a miserable
beach comber. Besides in this case
Carisford could hardly complain
without giving himself away.

They went down to an extensive low
building of galvanised iron, half
house, half store. Carisford entered
the latter as if he owned it, in strik-
ing contrast to his previous appear-
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ances there. His new-born confidence
had made a different man of him,
coupled with the prospect of “‘doing
Ah Ling in the eye.’”” He gave his
orders in a supercilious voice that
paralysed the Chinese attendants,
and when Ah Ling grew restive, he
addressed him in belligerent tones.
Slop store clothes are never much
good, but he got the best there were :
also a box of cigars which cost money
in the N.W., also a neat little Derrin-
ger. Ah Ling demurred at this, till
Carisford remarked that he’d better
be getting round to the steamer. Then
Ah Ling dropped his objections. Then
he proceeded to raid the shelves for
tinned delicacies to grace the dinner
table, directed the astonished book-
keeper to enter the purchases as bad
debts (Ah Ling had to consent with
a half-hearted nod) and went off into
the house.

Thirty minutes later, bathed and
dressed (which still increased his as-
surance) he eyed the table apprecia-
tively. ‘‘They say it’s bad for a stary-
ing man to eat largely,’’ re remarked,
““but I'm afraid I’ll have to risk it.’’
Then he frowned.

“Look here’’—pointing to a half
empty bottle of whisky—‘I'm not
going to drink that snake juice.
Where’s the fizz you got from the
purser of the Oodnadatta? I know
you’ve got it still, you mean old
beast.”’

Champagne is about as common as
snowdrops in the N.W., and almost
worth its weight in gold. Ah Ling
writhed but gave his orders. Soon
the boy brought in the bottle, un-
corked.

“It’s easily seen, Ah Ling, that
you’ve never figured in refined cir-
cles. The idea of uncorking cham-
pagne away from the table! It’s not
considered the—— By Jove. I
wonder——"" Carisford stopped, and
poured out two glasses. He pushed
one over to Ah Ling.

“Now, my boy, drink a toast. ‘Sue-
cess to Crime.’ ”’

Ah Ling’s yellow face turned a
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trifle green and he gasped audibly.

““Me never dlink,”’ he stammered.
‘“Me wear blue libbon.”’

‘“‘Liar. I’ve seen you often. Why
you were reared on it.”’

‘“Me can’t. You dlink: all for you.
Me no want any.”’

““Come now; just to show it isn’t
drugged.”’

Ah Ling went greener, but he
wouldn’t drink.

““That settles it. Hi, boy, bring
another bottle, and see here, I'll un-
cork it. Ah Ling, I'm afraid you
aren’t all you ought to be. Candidly,
now, are you?’’

Ah Ling said nothing. There was
nothing to be said. Nor was there
anything to be said when Carisford
ostentatiously shifted the Derringer
from his hip to his coat pocket.

The meal was a silent one. Caris-
ford, though conversationally in-

clined, was busy. Ah Ling was sub-*

dued. He couldn’t quite see how the
thing was going to turn out. The
only hope now was to make his guest
drunk. He sent for a third bottle.

Carisford shook his forefinger at
his host, with an amused smile.

“You’re a wily old customer. Hope
springs eternal, eh? I’ll take this
bottle with me, if you don’t mind.’’

Ah Ling turned lemon colour.

‘“Where you go?”’

““To the ship, of course, with the
pearl. Coming?’’

Tucking the bottle under his left
arm, he got up. But Ah Ling sprang
towards the door, spitting and jab-
bering Chinese. Three yellow faces
appeared in the passage behind him.

‘“Come, come,”’ said Carisford,
producing the Derringer. This is no
way to speed a parting guest. Civili-
sation is only skin deep with you, I'm
afraid. I don’t expect I’ll see you
again, so don’t let me carry away a
bad impression.’’

At the sight of the revolver the
three yellow faces had disappeared,
and Ah Ling had quieted down. He
saw the game was up, shrugged his
shoulders, and his face resumed once

more the impassive mask of his kind.

““You pay for what you buy,’”’ was
all he said.

‘“If you suggest such a thing again,
I’ll take the first bottle down to the
police station, and we’ll try it on the
dog. If the dog dies we’ll try it on
you. If you die we’ll go into mourn-
ing. Is it a bargain?”’

Ah Ling said not a word. Caris-
ford passed out, whistling, and went
down to the jetty. There was no one
about, so he helped himself to a
dinghy, and rowed to the steamer.

In the deckhouse he found the eap-
tain and the chief officer: both looked
disconsolate. He went in.

‘“Excuse me,”” he said. ‘‘This
afternoon I saw a Chinaman running
away. Had he——%"’

Both frowned; the chief groaned,
and the captain interrupted.

“You saw him? Confound it, I
was hoping that no one noticed.’’
Then to the other—‘‘We’re done for
now, Mr. Rowe.”’

‘“That’s so0,”’ said Mr. Rowe laconi-
cally.

“‘Say,”” resumed the captain,
‘“what’s your game? Are you going
to split, or are you open to—to per-
suasion ?’’

‘“Solid golden persuasion,’’ echoed
Mr. Rowe.

““I don’t quite follow,’’ said Caris-
ford. ‘‘Didn’t he steal something?’’

‘‘Probably,’’ said the captain.

‘“All the rotten swine do,”’ said
Mzr. Rowe.

‘“‘But that’s not the point,’’ con-
tinued the captain. ‘“What are you
going to do about it? Are you going
to give us away? Of course I needn’t
tell you it wasn’t my fault. I didn’t
want him to go.”’

‘““He was happy here if he’d only
known,’’ remarked Mr. Rowe, lugu-
briously, ‘‘but he didn’t seem to
know.”’

The captain took up the tale. ‘‘Still
he’s gone, and we couldn’t catech him.
I didn’t know he’d been seen, but you
say you saw him. What’s your
price?”’

A



INVOCATION

“Let us down lightly,”’ from Mr.
Rowe. é

““My price!’”” said the mystified
Carisford. ‘‘Really I don’t under-
stand.”’

“D’you mean to say you haven’t
come to get hush money?”’

“‘Certainly not. What for, any-
how?’’

‘‘Shake hands,’’ said the eaptain.

“‘Put it there,’’ said Mr. Rowe, ex-
tending a weather-beaten hand.

The captain produced a bottle and
three glasses.

‘‘Really now, don’t you know what
it’s all about?’’ he said.

“No"7
‘““Why it’s this way. A few years
back the Australian Government

passed a law forbidding any coloured
man to come in without certain tests.
Those already in can stay: new arri-
vals strictly forbidden. Chaps like
us with coloured crews are respon-
sible for them. If they go ashore and
desert, we’re liable to a heavy fine,
whether we countenanced it or not.
0Old Jarvis got touched a hundred
and forty-five quid for two Chows
and a Lascar. Well, our man slung
his hook, and we’d reckoned to take
a chance and keep it dark instead of
reporting. - We didn’t think anyone
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had seen till you came round, talking
of escaped Chinkies and what not.
Then we naturally thought you’d
come to threaten to inform unless we
paid. Still all’s well that ends well.
By the way, what were you after?’’

Carisford told his story and pro-
duced the pearl. The captain’s eyes
nearly dropped out of his head, and
even the phlegmatic chief admitted
that ‘‘it was hot stuff.”’

‘“No, he didn’t get that here. Prob-
ably he came by it up at the Fisheries
and was off to sell it and live ashore.’’

‘““Then who gets it now$”’

“If you didn’t know what you do
about me, I’d claim it, perhaps; but
you know too much, you see. Strietly,
I suppose the Government might
claim it—if they knew.”’

‘““Rot the Government,”’ said Mr.
Rowe.

‘“ Amen,’’ said the captain. ‘‘Take
my advice and stick to it, without ad-
vertising the fact too much. When
we get down to Fremantle, you can
give Rowe and me a real fine slap up
dinner on the proceeds.”’

““I’ll be there,”” said Mr. Rowe.

““You’ll stay aboard, of course: twe
sail at daybreak to-morrow. Mean-
while pass the bottle, Rowe.”’

‘“After me,”’ said Mr. Rowe.

INVOCATION

By CARROLL C. AIKINS

COME not in splendour, as a queen arrayed,

Nor bear me burden of a shining dower,

But, as a timid child from sunset shade,
Come in the silence of the twilight hour.




BEHIND THE WALL
BY VIOLET JACOB

FRIDAY evenings used to set Arthur
Wickham free from the govern-
ment office in which his weeks were
spent. By nature he was made for
an active life, but eirecumstances had
headed him off his natural path and
tethered him to London. His friends
—and he had a good many—said
that golf had spoilt him; that they
never saw him now; that it was a
great pity to be utterly engrossed,
body and soul, in one pursuit, and
all sorts of things that friends say
when other people’s doings do not ex-
actly match their own. But two days
of golf compensated him both for
their opinions and for the loss of their
company on Saturdays and Sundays.
'The golf course at Shorne was a
good one, lying on the high ground
which sloped up behind the town. The
golfers could look down over the roofs
of the huddled streets—for Shorne
was an ancient little place—to the
curving beach beside which modern
hotels and lodgings were disfiguring
the sea wall. The town seemed to be
drawing back in old-fashioned dis-
tinction from these second-rate at-
tractions to the security of the hill
from which the square tower of
Shorne Church looked out towards
the Romney Marshes.

The golf course tramped weekly by
Wickham had flung its chain of
smooth putting greens out among the
humble farmhouses and woods which
lie so elose to the Kentish shore, and
the players could see from their eleva-
tion the chalk-scarred downs on one
hand and the sea glittering towards
Dungeness on the other. Wickham
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liked the place better every time he
came to it. He had the happy tem-
perament which is attracted by casual
sights, and the gift of loitering; so
he often strolled among the walled
lanes and under the elm avenue
flanking the massiveness of the church
when the business of golf was over.
Shorne was full of Georgian houses,
and Wickham, who had a smattering
of architectural knowledge in his
head, liked Georgian houses.

One evening, when he had sent
back his clubs to the inn in the High
Street, he whistled to his Aberdeen
terrier, Skittles, and man and dog
went strolling up towards the church.
They took their way between the high
garden walls which enclose the older
houses, and, having no special goal,
they turned at random into any by-
way which happened to appeal to
Wickham’s fancy. The little dog ran
before his master in that perpetual
search for imaginary adventure com-
mon to his kind.

The sun of the late June afternoon
fell upon just and unjust: upon roof
and foliage; upon brickwork and
stem; and a late season had saved
the greens of nature from losing their
translucent quality as they sprang
towards the blue above them. On
either side of Wickham the high walls
had a foreign air which translateq
him, ‘mentally, into the suburbs of
some French town. The one on his
left was surmounted by a trellis which
dripped with a fringe of wistaria ; anq
above this, he could see the tall head
of a large acacia tree, which grew
near the centre of the garden.
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To many minds there is no more
suggestive sight than that of a door
in a dead wall, and the young man
stopped before the wooden one which
broke the mellow expanse of masonry
at his side. It was small and weather-
stained and sunk a brick’s depth in
the surface; and it was old enough to
have gained expression, as inanimate
things not in constant use will gain it
with the lapse of time. The secrecy
of its look was enhanced by the
absence of both handle and key.

Wickham paused before it; he
knew that he would like to look
through the empty key-hole and he
also knew that he would not do so.
He smiled at himself as he moved
away.

Some paces farther on the wistaria
plant fell over the coping to the level
of his shoulder and he paused again
to sniff at the lumps of mauve blossom
with which it was loaded. As his face
came into contact with the leaves he
saw that they covered a square cavity
like an unglazed window. Prejudices
are strange things; though the par-
ticular assortment owned by him had
forbidden him the key-hole they were
silent as he peeped between the stems.
He pushed them aside with his
fingers.

But, if he erred in his act, his pun-
ishment was swift. A few inches
from his own a pair of eyes on the
inner side of the wall were set on
him with the expression which made
him start back. There was no move-
ment in them ; they looked fixedly out
of a pale face as absolutely still as
themselves. The presence of the un-
known person made no rustle behind
the wistaria and if he or she—for
Wickham had no impression of sex—
were annoyed by his curiosity there
was neither sound nor sign to indi-
cate the fact. He was not sure whe-
ther the eyes were blind, and the
thought made him shudder, though
there could be nothing to warrant his
doing so, were his suspicions correct.
We walked on hurriedly. Skittles
was at the next corner waiting to see
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which way his master would take.

He turned up towards the church,
losing the disagreeable feeling pro-
duced in him by the little incident as
he went along the terrace of ilex and
up the steps into the churchyard. The
blue sea lay beyond the town, and the
crosses and monuments in their or-
dered rows were beginning to throw
long shadows on the grass. The place
was empty, but for an old man who
was clipping a ragged yew bush with-
in the chain railing which encom-
passed an ordinary round-topped
tombstone. Wickham'’s glance fell on
the inscription as he passed it:
‘“Anne Swaysland, born 1808, died
1865.” He had never seen the name
before.

He entered the great porch of the
Norman church, bidding Skittles wait
outside, and went to the door leading
to the tower, for it had occurred to
him that if he climbed it he would be
able to see into the garden with the
acacia tree. Soon he was at the top
of the stair, and coming out upon the
tower he looked over the parapet.
Skittles was mounting guard by his
stick, and the chopping of shears
came up to him from Anne Sways-
land’s grave. He was above the level
of the ilex trees, and there was noth-
ing to obstruct his view of the walled-
in houses between himself and the
High Street.

He found the one he wanted at
once; a narrow-windowed brick house
with a steep roof and stone facings.
To his surprise it had the dead look
of an uninhabited building and the
lawn was under high grass. The
acacia stood there where he had ex-
pected to find it and round its trunk
were the remains of a circular seat.
A weed-grown path ran the whole
length of the lower wall by which he
had lately passed, and he could see
the hole which looked out on the lane.
It seemed to have been trained down
purposely in that spot; but the per-
son whose eyes had met his own be-
tween its leaves had gone.

While he watched, a strange woman



472

came out of the house and went
quickly with an odd, shuffling gait
into the alley of bushes running down
one side of the garden. It was not
only her walk that was strange, and
Wickham’s lips parted in an aston-
ishment which he could not have ex-
plained. He did not know whether it
was her dress or her movements which
seemed to him remarkable, but he
leaned out over the parapet to watch
her emerge from the alley and go
straight to the hole in the wall. He
remained where he was, fascinated,
as she stood, a black spot, in the same
place, until the striking of the hour
from the church reminded him of the
futile nature of his occupation. The
man below had put away his shears,
and Skittles, who had at last dis-
covered his whereabouts, was shiver-
ing and whining as he gazed at the
silhouette made by his master’s head
and shoulders against the sky. Wick-
ham came down the tower stair. Per-
haps it was his knowledge of what
the woman’s eyes were like that made
him endow her figure with some
sinister quality. He went home to
his inn, not sorry to be welcomed
back to the commonplace by the com-
pany of his dog and the harmless
gossip of a waiter to whom he was
an established acquaintance.

Next day was Sunday, and again
Wickham left the golf-course in the
evening to return to the Crown; the
early train on the morrow would take
him to London in good time for his
office hour. He parted with various
men he knew at the golf-house, for
most of these stayed at the new hotel
on the esplanade, in preference to
the old-fashioned inn which had be-
come a familiar haunt to him. He
made, as usual, for the church, and
thence down to the High Street, and
where the lane between the garden
walls crossed his way he turned into
it, impelled to pass once more by the
half hidden aperture at which he had
seen the strange eyes. But this time
he did not wish to look through. He
was not anxious to meet those eyes
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at such very close quarters again.

He had almost reached the little
wooden door farther on when it
opened, and the woman in black
stepped out into the road a few paces
in front of him. There had been no
sound of footsteps in the garden to
give warning of her approach. She
drew the door to behind her, turning
for the moment to face the young
man, and her look struck his soul
again with the shock of a blow.

She was a middle-aged woman—
almost old—the pallor of whose face
was accentuated by the uncouth lines
of a close bonnet. But all detail was
lost on Wickham by reason of her
eyes. He was only conscious of them
and of the straight eyelids which cut
the iris, lying on the upper half as a
band of cloud lies on the disc of the
sinking sun. The still, dead malig-
nity emanating from beneath that
level line made him stop involuntarily
and step back a pace from her. Her
lips were drawn back, perhaps in a
smile, but Wickham could not have
told whether she smiled or not. He
realised nothing, neither then nor
afterwards, but that stream of ex-
pression concentrated on him from
the unfocused pupils. He felt there
was nothing in it personal to himself
and that he merely stood, by hazard,
in its way, as he might have stood in
the way of a bull’s-eye lantern; but
his horror was not lessened because
of that. She turned away and his
wits were brought back by the fury
of his dog, who had evidently been
unprepared to see the figure emerge
from the door; Skittles tail was be-
tween his legs and his growls and
barking filled the lane. Wickham
was so much afraid that he would
pursue the retreating woman that he
laid hold of his collar, and did not
let it go till she had disappeared
round the first corner which led down
to the town. He had reached the
Crown before the little terrier had
ceased to whine and protest. Skittles
stopped and looked behind him at
intervals the whole way to the inn.
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Chance brought Wickham back to
Shorne the next week sooner than he
expected ; for some repairs in his par-
ticular department of the office liber-
ated the clerks on the following
Thursday night. Friday morning
found him once more in the train with
his golf clubs and by luncheon-time
he was sitting at his own table in
the window of the Crown dining-
room looking into the medley of old
houses and new shops which formed
the narrow High Street.

There was more movement going
on than he ever remembered seeing
in the little place; but those who
caused it added nothing to the live-
liness of the outlook. Some event had
produced an outbreak of black-
coated, and tall-hatted men, as
warmth after a spell of summer cold
will produce flies from the hidden
corners. All moved in one direction
and all had the air of rising con-
sciously to an occasion. The explan-
ation could only be a funeral.

‘“Who's being buried?’’ inquired
Wickham of his friend, the waiter.

““Mr. Swaysland, sir; solicitor,
sir,”’ replied the man, whipping his
napkin under his arm and going to
the window as though he expected to
see the deceased in the street.

‘Wickham stared.

‘“‘Swaysland — Swaysland,”” he
repeated, looking through the wait-
er’s head. Then he remembered Anne
Swaysland’s tombstone and the man
with the shears clipping the yew bush
over her grave.

‘‘Acquainted with the family,
sir?’’ hazarded his companion.

““No—no,”” said Wickham. ‘I
only noticed the name in the church-
yard. I suppose they’re well-known
people heret’’ (B

““Lor, yes, sir, they’ve been here
for nearly a hundred years. Two
houses here Mr Swaysland had. One
at the bottom of this street, and one
between this and the church. But

he lived in the small one down here, -

sir. He couldn’t abide to be in the
other. He hadn’t gone inside the
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walls since Miss Anne’s death—his
half-sister, sir. Fine garden it has,
too.””’

Wickham pricked up his ears.

“You can’t see the ’ouse from the
road, the walls is that high. Old Mr.
Swaysland—?’

““Is it the one with the acacia tree
in the middle?’’

“‘I'm sure I couldn’t say, sir,’’ re-
plied the waiter, looking puzzled.
Like most indoor servants he did not
know one tree from another.

‘““But there’s a door at the bottom
of the garden—a little wooden door,’’
continued Wickham, ‘‘ When you turn
the corner of the wall, coming this
way, you go straight up to the
church.’’

‘“That’s it, sir.”’

The interest on Wickham'’s face ap-
peared to please his companion. He
came close to the table and laid his
hand on the empty chair opposite
the young man.

““I expect you've heard something
about it,”’ said he. Well, I was born
in this town, and I’ve seen Miss Anne
myself when I was a little brat of a
boy. I'm a good bit older than you,
sir, if I may take the liberty of say-
ing so.

““Miss Anne,”’ said Wickham. ‘I
know nothing about Miss Anne! I've
never even heard the name Sways-
land.”’

The waiter dropped his voice con-
fidentially.,

‘“Twenty years, sir, she lived there.
She was thirty-seven when they put
her in that house, and she was fifty-
seven when they took her out of it
to lay her in the churchyard.’’

‘“How do you mean ‘put her in?’ *’
asked Wickham quickly; ‘‘was she
mad ?”’

‘“Ah, that’s what nobody knows.
But old Swaysland said so, and that
was good enough for the doectors and
lawyers. Her being mad meant a
fine bit o’ money to her half brother,
you see—Mr Swaysland, that is.”’

““And do you mean to say that he
shut her up theret’’
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““They did—between them,”’ said
the waiter. ‘‘She never came out of
them walls again. There used to be
a little square hole, a little place
where she could see into the road,
and she used to sit there looking out,
day after day. That’s when I saw
her, sir, when I was a boy.”’

Wickham had laid down his knife
and fork; he leaned across the table,
drinking in every word.

‘““He never went into the house
again after Miss Anne’s death, Mr.
Swaysland didn’t,”’ continued the
man. ‘I was too young to under-
stand anything about it when it ’ap-
pened, but I heard enough about it
when I grew older. My father’s sis-
ter was a kind of nurse hereabout,
before them ladies in the white caps
was invented (she’s gone now, poor
soul, too) and she was sent for to
Miss Anne. Many’s the time I’ve
heard her telling mother about it. Mr.
Swaysland came into the room the
night the lady died, but he kept out
o’ sight of the bed till the doctor
thought she was going, and beckoned
to him. When he came close Miss
Anne opened her eyes, and aunt used
to say they were like the eyes of a
serpent. ‘Richard,” says she, look-
ing at him, (Mr. Swaysland’s name
was Richard) you can’t keep me here
any longer, for I'm going. Some
day,’ says she, ‘your turn’ll come, as
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mine’s coming now, and when it does,
I’ll fetch you. You've kept-me here
for twenty years,” she says, ‘but you
won’t be able to keep me back—not
then. I’ll come for you.” And she
died with her face turned to Mr.
Swaysland. Here they are now, sir,’”
he added, looking down the street,
‘‘they’re obliged to go the longest
way. The ’orses can’t get up the
asphalted lanes that lead to the
church.”’

But Wickham did not look out.
He saw in his mind a stranger sight
than that which occupied his compan-
ion; for he was standing' again, in
recollection, by the door in the wall.

‘“Can you tell me exactly when Mr.
Swaysland died ?”’ he said, at last.

‘‘It was very sudden,’”’ replied the
waiter, who was now absorbed in the
passing procession; ‘‘it was last Sun-
day evening about this time—a little
earlier perhaps.”’

When the last carriage had gone
by he turned again to the young man.

‘‘People think queer things some-
times,”” he observed apologetically.
““D’you know, sir, I’ve wondered two
or three times since last Sunday whe-
ther the poor lady kept her word.

Wickham looked at him a moment
in silence.

‘T think she did,”’ said he, with a
curious smile; “‘and I fancy my dog
thinks so too.”’
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MOUNT ROBSON, SHOWING GLACIERS

IMPRESSIONS OF MOUNT ROBSON
BY W. LACEY AMY

Mount Robson, said to be the highest
peak yet discovered in the Cana(lian_
Rockies, is perhaps the most talked of
mountain in America at the present time,
and withal one of the least known. Until
the new transcontinental railway, the
Grand Trunk Pacific, came within sight
of it during last summer this spectacular
peak was almost a myth to the general
public, Even yet only about a score have
been in at its base, and but one expedi-
tion of two men has managed to reach its
cloud-capped peak, From a distance of
ten miles it overlooks the mew railway
through' the -Yellowhead Pass, and those
few who have explored around its base
declare that it is the centre of a new world
of wonders, Regarding it as a mountain
of impressions, Mr. Amy has endeavoured
to present its effect upon him —Editor,

OUNT Robson is essentially g

mountain of impressions. From

the craggy massiveness of its impos-
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ing base to the filmy clouds that con-
ceal its peak, it is built for effect, a
forcible suggestion of stability and
omnipotence. To see it in its usual
dress of veiled retirement is to camp
humbly at its feet, praying for a
change of mood. To look on its peak
and sides bathed in the splendours of
a British Columbia sunset is to re.
turn quietly to civilisation, still hum-
ble, but proud that in its might the
mountain saw fit to uncover its head
to you.

The towering mass of rock and
snow and ice is a living personality.
It is a king, an emperor, a god. Its
natural state is dignified privacy. Its
moments of unveiling are as the
thriceloved smiles of kindly regal

grace.
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Our speecial train of government
and railway officials was creeping
slowly down the steep grade of the
Fraser canyon on the way to a huge
engineering difficulty in the Tete
Jaune Valley. The warning had been
given out by the superintendent that
just ahead of us, around a mountain
spur that pushed to the edge of the
river, Mount Robson would come into
view, and cvery face was turned to-
wards the monster of the Yellowhead
Pass. No faster than a man’s walk,
we gringerly erawled down the moun-
tain rails of recent construction, the
rushing Fraser hundreds of feet be-
low, and mountains erowding the car
windows cn the other side.

It was too slow a pace for approach
to the storied mountain, and the min-
utes passed wearily. The superin-
tendent came from his private com-
partment and we complained of the
delay 1n Mount Robson’s appearance.
The oificial glanced through the win-
dow for a landmark. Then he lean-
ed in close to the glass and looked
ap, far up, and pointed. ‘‘There,”’
he said. And the tension of the mo-
ment threw into the voice of this
workaday man the thrill of a drama-
tic elimax.

Up higher we looked, higher and
higher. There, far above where any
eye in the car had been searching
gleamed dimly a whiteness of serrat-
ed shades, a patch of dreamy solidity
in a garment of fleecy clouds. Over
the very car top it seemed to hang,
so high was it; and yet to that peak
was ten miles of air line.

In its frame of clouds it was like
the pictured Yuletide dream of a
hungry child. It was an intangible,
implacable, ununderstandable spot
in the heavens—something ecreated
for the eye of faith alone, a filmy
revelation of promise and conviction,
a lowering from Heaven of a touch
of unknown glories.

Its effect on the group of watchers
was but a sigh—the sincerest homage
in man’s vocabulary. Even Mount
Robson smiled. The clouds began to

roll slowly aside, or rather to melt, as
if the mountain had withdrawn them
within itself as too intimate for dis-
persion.

The spot of whiteness enlarged into
less of vapour and more of gleam.
The bright sunlight in which we bath-
ed swung up and softly for a moment
touched the peak. Then the moun-
tain recovered its head but in ack-
nowledgment of reverence pushed the
lower clouds down until a black ridge
came through the snow; then another
and another, until in hard lines and
spots of gray rock and black shadow
the lower reaches came to view.

But always around the peak float-
ed that vapour. Mount Robson was
not prepared to come wholly forth.
Tts face was too much glory for a first
view. Men have waited weeks for a
glimpse of its peak and been forced
to leave unsatisfied. Humble admir-
ers have travelled for months for
Mount Robson alone, and the peak
has rebuked their worship by holding
itself secluded. But one Power can
melt those clouds—and man never
forgets it in sight of the king of the
Pass.

Gradually the train swung into
line with the Grand Forks valley that
leads to the very base of Mount Rob-
son, and for miles we gazed back the
rift over the tree tops to the rugged
sides and shoulders that opened up
in succession. The train stopped
where a mountain stream had foiled
the best efforts of the engineers; but
only three men left the car to consi-
der the problem.

One thought had come into mind
at the moment the snowelad peak had
peeped through the clouds. Awe was
there—scorn for the puny things of
men. And with it came almost a
blush for the two men who dared to
breast that height. Kinney shows
to the world an intrepid mountain
climber, a man of iron nerve and
musele and daring. But that first
thrill of awe drove away even respect
for the man who would break through
those clouds, drive his hob nails into
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THE SNOWY PEAK OF MOUNT ROBSON

that virgin snow, glory in violating
the mountain holy of holies. It was
temerity, not bravery.

Mount Robson was not created to
be climbed. Its purpose is fulfilled in
the silent thoughts it brings, in the
reverence it compels for that which
is above man and his handiwork.
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Mount Robson is the St. Sophia of
mountaindom, earth’s contact point
with Heaven.

At Tete Jaune we dropped the en-
gineers; and in the evening the car,
with but five aboard “climbed the
grade for the little switch in the
mountains where it would lie all
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HELENA LAKE, WITH SHOULDER OF MOUNT ROBSON ON THE RIGHT

night. It was a clear bright evening,
as clear as only mountain air can be,
and on the platform of the car back-
ing shakily upward we anxiously
awaited Mount Robson’s mood.

Under any condition Mount Rob-
son is grand. But there is nothing
in man’s experience to prepare him
for what broke forth around the curve
as the car swung into line with the
Grand Forks valley. For once, the
only time in an extended visit, the
mountain stood forth clear to the last
inch of its peak. And then was vis-
ible the reason for its position among
mountains.

Veiled, it is the symbol of dignity
and distinction. Awe and reverence
and silent applause are its by right
divine. Uneclouded and clear there
is almost the same grandeur; but in
the watcher there is little awe, little
humility. Instead of a sigh, there
breaks forth an exclammation of

praise and wonder. The giant is still
dignified, cold, superior; but it is the
borrowed dignity of a May Queen,
not of a god; the superiority of a cab-
inet minister, not of a king.

In the picture Mount Robson was
a piece by itself. The other moun-
tains shrank aside to leave it the cen-
tre of the stage. The highest peaks
around were bare of snow, but Mount
Robson was white to the waist. Down
its gleaming sides splashed three
glaciers, solid lines of white, ending

" in glistening bulbs that tried to reach

out to the valley at its feet. The sun
threw into relief every hollow and
line in its craggy side. As reverence
lessened the mountain glowed and
obtruded like a crude splotch in a
tremendous painting.

Mount Robson open to its top over-
does the thing. It is bizarre, unusual,
spectacular, a queen of the tender-
loin. But always it is immutable,

~
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MOUNT ROBSON, WITH BERG LAKE AT THE BASE

immovable, heavy, imposing. Its
mood of dazzling brilliance is not its
best. Its reluctance to unveil is know-
ledge. One would not miss that blaze
of radiance for all the wonders of the
Pass; but it is happiness complete to
look on it but once.

Man may push his way over the
pathless wilds to the mountain’s foot,
and there stand beneath a clifflike
side that climbs thousands of feet
straight above one’s head. He may
listen in there to the roar of a thous-
and avalanches where not even a
tremble is seen. In cloud and sun-
light, in snow and rain, in daylight
and moonlight he may wait and
wateh for Mount Robson’s varying
moods. But never will leave him

the memory of that feeling of respect
and humility that surged over him as
his eyes went up and up from the car
window to where there was thought
of nothing but sky and Heaven.
Mount Robson’s feet are there to
sit at. And sufficient for man is the
world of wonders she unfolds for his
delight and admiration. But Mount
Robson’s peak is for man to guard as
he would his religion. Man’s petty
ambitions should not be sated wup
there where the clouds from above
settle into fields of ice that bring
down to earth the splendours of gla-
cier and torrent and fall. Mount
Robson’s feet, like rain, may be en-
joyed without intruding on the
workroom whence they spring.



A HE _INCOMPLETE CRITIC
BY ANNE H. SPICER

URING the twelve years of dig-
nified spinsterhood which had
elapsed since Esther Sandy’s gradu-
ation from college, she had made it
her point of departure from the or-
dinary never to read the ‘‘novel of
the day.”” When less enlightened
friends plunged into rabid discus-
sions over this hero or that heroine,
this situation or that psychological
motive, she could be counted on to
adjust her glasses to their superecil-
ious angle, if called upon for her
opinion and then to announce in ac-
cents of tired politeness something to
the effect that she ‘‘never read books
of that character.”” When she desir-
ed to read fiction she turned to the
classics. There was the pure well of
English undefiled, the inexhaustible
spring of refreshment, and a good
deal more of the same sort of talk.
“Why,”” she said, ‘‘waste time on the
evanescent sparkle and froth of the
modern literary soda-fountains?’’

By such sentiments she built for
herself rather a neat little reputation
as a woman of intellect in the small
town in which she lived. Her eye-
glasses were distinetly becoming, and
she did not permit her reputation for
being a bit of a blue-stocking to pre-
vent her patronising an excellent
tailor and keeping up-to-date in her
head-dress. The eclassics might do
very well in art and literature, but
in clothes and appearance one must
be modern.

Consequently the summer when
that astonishing novel by Jules Cor-
vin, ‘‘Ropes of Sand,”” was published
and ran from edition to edition In
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almost miraculous fashion, saw also
the thirty-fifth birthday of Esther
Sandys and the admission by even
her most loyal and devout friends that
Esther was really ‘‘getting on’’ and
would undoubtedly remain a spin-
ster.

Nor had Esther any other ambi-
tions. Why should she? She had a
comfortable income of her own, and
the pleasant old house on the side
street, with it fine elms and lilac
hedge was hers without incumbrance.
She had her little charities and old
family pensionersto keep her heart
from hardening, and her books, her
friends, and an occasional trip filled
her life to the brim and left no dan-
ger of stagnation. The picture of her
life seemed complete without any
masculine figure in the foreground.
She was brevet-aunt to a number of
her friends’ children, whom she lee-
tured judiciously and then gave pres-
ents to injudiciously, so that with
true childish perspicacity they saw
through the shallow pretence of the
lecture into the soft warm womanly
heart, when older judgment might
have pronounced her cold.

Jules Corvin was a writer who up
to this time had produced several
quite medioere novels, read only by
the undiseriminating. He had achiev-
ed some success as an editorial writ-
er, the means by which he earned his
daily bread. The mediocre novels had
heretofore added a few luxuries, so
he said, a pipe, and a bag of tobacco
of fearful potenecy and unknown mix-
ture, and tickets for all the really
good music that came his way.
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A French mother had given him
his first name, as well as a certain
picturesque disregard for the conven-
tional in clothes and conversation,
along with his dark colouring. A con-
seientious New England father had
contributed a wiry physique, capacity
for hard work, and certain sturdy
mental qualities which kept him from
the excesses of his Bohemian asso-
ciates, and gave him the conscientious
attitude towards work which made
his success at forty seem a deserved
achievement and not a fluke.

Everyone talked of the book. It
became a sort of catchword, the first
thing people asked each other when
they met was, ‘‘ Have you read ‘Ropes
of Sand?’’’ You caught its title as
you passed people chatting' in the
street. Clubs were formed by en-
thusiastic women with little to do, for
the especial purpose of discussing the
book, and innumerable girl babies
were named Annet, after the sweet
and unusual heroine who figured in
its pages. Families were almost dis-
rupted over the question whether Al-
vin Kane had acted rightly or wrong-
ly in the erucial situation. The pub-
lic in general acted as foolish as the
dear public does act when its en-
thusiasm is once thoroughly aroused.

During all this turmoil of discus-
sion the peaceful Esther strolled
down the bye-paths of the classies
unmolested and undismayed, except
when during her occasional glances
in the daily papers she was disturb-
ed by references to this pervasive
book. They ecrept into every sheet
from editorial ecolumn to advertising
page. Nor could she avoid hearing
mention of it everywhere, although
most of her friends knew her too well
to ask her for an opinion.

Still now and then some casual ac-
quaintance at an afternoon tea would
gush over the book and its author,
till finally there crept into Esther’s
mind an insidious desire to find out
what all this turmoil was about. She
battled with the wish valiantly, for
she had always tried to be consistent,

INCOMPLETE CRITIC
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a virtue which she objected to hav-
ing considered a masculine one.
Nevertheless, the feminine failing
curiosity more than offset the acquir-
ed consistency and finally triumph-
ed, and she fell.

It happened this way. Molly, the
cook, had given her a long list of
kitchen utensils which she said might
be bought very cheaply i the base-
ment of a certain department store.
Department stores were a trifle out
of Esther’s line. She felt that they
savoured too much of modernity,
still there is no feminine heart that
can resist a bargain. It was while
questing for the necessary pots and
pans that she saw the sign on a table
of books, ‘ ‘Ropes of Sand.” Special
bargain to-day. Reduced from $1.25
to 79 cents. The novel of the ecen-
tury. Everyone is reading it.”’

She walked by the sign haughtily,
looking as if she considered it in the
nature of a personal insult, but after
having made her purchases she again
passed the obnoxious counter, waver-
ed, gave a furtive glance about and
then bought the book.

That night she sat up until she had
finished it. Probably the fact that
she was new to the novel of the day
made the impression produced on her
mind all the keener. The characters
seemed to be living, breathing peo-
ple she had known. Her sympathies
were deeply aroused. She longed to
help them in their difficulties. ‘“ What
would I have done,”’ she asked her-
self, ‘““had Alvin Kane come into my
life?’’ She rather wished that he
had. All the men that she had known
seemed commonplace beside him.

The book, to her judgment, seemed
flawless up to a certain point. After
that it seemed as if the climax were
a trifle hurried. There was a certain
lack of coherence, as if the author
had not taken time to work the situa-
tion out thoroughly. This troubled
her. Tt did not seem possible that
the wealth of imagination and the
careful attention to detail that he had
given to the earlier pages and to the
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concluding ones could fail here.

For several days she brooded over
this point, and the upshot of it was
that she wrote a criticism of the book
and sent it to a magazine which used
articles of that character.

3%

[f ““Ropes of Sand’’ had already
made a sensation, so in a lesser way
did Esther Sandy’s eriticism of it. Re-
plies to her article were printed in
journals and weeklies all over the
country. Reproachful letters from
people she had never heard of before
flooded her morning mail. Most of
these letters and articles stated that
their authors quite failed to see the
defect she mentioned, and that they
considered her criticism earping and
poorly conceived. One or two crities
wrote that they, too, had perceived
something of the flaw she had deteet-
ed, but in the light of the general
greatness of the book had not consid-
ered it worth mention.

Take it all in all, poor Esther often
wished heartily that she had never
read the book, or, that having read
it she had only had the prudence to
keep her opinions to herself.

It was when the annoyance was
still at its height that a letter from
a distant cousin announced that he
was coming to make a visit in her
town and was going to bring Jules
Jorvin with him. Corvin’s chief mo-
tive for coming, he said, was a desire
to meet his critic and hear her opin-
ions at first hand, at the same time
defending, if possible, the situation
she had attacked.

For the first time in her well-order-
ed life Esther understood the expres-
sion ‘“to be all of a flutter.”” Her
first impulse was to fly, to feign ill-
health, or to receive a mythical tele-
gram calling her away. Anything
except to meet the great man whose
book she had so impulsively and au-
daciously eriticised.

In the end, however, her courage
returned sufficiently for her to decide
to stand her ground and abide by
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her convictions. A few evenings lat-
er, at a musicale, she saw her cousin
searching anxiously through the
rooms for her, and at his side stood
a man whom she recognised at once
from his many pictures.

By the time they reached her side
her cheeks were crimson, her gray
eyes almost black with excitement,
and the whole appearance of this
unusually well-poised lady resembled
far more that of a school-girl who
expeets to be reprimanded, than that
of a literary critic prepared to stand
her ground. This was the best thing
that could have happened, for she
looked so little like the blue-stocking
he was prepared to contend against
that Corvin’s eyes twinkled into a
laugh, and in a few moments, the ice
fairly broken, they had plunged into
their subject so thoroughly that the
cousin, after hovering helplessly
about for a few moments, betook him-
self to more congenial quarters and
was never missed.

““I have read that part of my book
over and over very carefully,”’ said
Corvin. “‘It is the part which gave
me the most trouble in the writing,
and the reason that 1 feel your ecri-
ticism so keenly is that of all parts
of the book that is the section over
which I spent the most conscientious
effort. 1 was so anxious that there
should be no unexplained motives, no
situations that were not clear.”’

““I eannot tell you how sorry I am
that I ever made the eriticism,’’ said
Esther, ‘‘yet I cannot back down now
that I have said it. That was the
impression made on me—a certain
slurring over, something omitted. It
was because I loved the rest of the
book so much; it was so perfect that
I could not bear to have a bit of it
unsatisfactory.”’

‘“Your praise certainly softens
your criticism,”” he answered, ‘‘ And
I am going to ask you a great favour.
May I come to see you, and bring the
book, so that we may go over that
part of it together? T feel that to get
the exact points where you noticed
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my failure, may be helpful to me in
future work.”’

Esther agreed to an interview the
rnext day. No argument that he could
have used would have been so per-
suasive as the thought of helping him
in his work. That he considered her
worthy of such honour flattered her
most deeply. :

The next afternoon her library was
as carefully arranged as a modern
stage-setting. Bowls of flowers, a
cosy tea-table, a crackling fire, and
the book-lined walls made a fitting
background to a slender womanly
figure, clad in a graceful gown. What
wonder if there leaped into Corvin’s
mind a feeling of gratitude that his
book and her eriticism had made this
acquaintance possible.

““T am beginning to think that you
are right,”’ he said. ‘‘Probably the
very fact that I worked so carefullv
over those pages was because uncon-
sciously I felt their weakness and
was trying to overcome it. Ome loses
one’s sense of perspective after work-
ing too long.”’

They sat side by side in the flicker-
ing firelight, turning over the pages
of the book and discussing it in
friendly fashion. As Jules turned to
the pages to which she had complain-
ed, he began to read them aloud, and
as he did so it all began to seem so
plain and reasonable that she could
not understand how it was that she
had found fault. As he had claimed,
it all was most lucid, and certainly
drawn with masterly lines.

She told him something of what
she felt, but he replied, laughing, that
it was a poor author who couldn’t
bring out his own meaning, and he
forbade her to shift her viewpoint so
suddenly. She was quite confused at
his insisting upon her pointing out
the passage which had most troubled
her. She declared that he had made
it so clear that now there was no long-
er any such passage. They almost
quarelled over the matter. At last
she said that she would read that
part over quietly, by herself, ‘‘that
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is, if you will come again,’’ she said.

He needed no urging. A strong
desire to come again, or, better still,
never to leave, had taken possession
of him when he first entered the room.
The pleasant sense of home and per-
manency which enveloped her had
lapped him in its comfortable folds,
too. It was a new experience in his
nomad life, and it called up latent
domesticities he had never known
that he possessed and dormant mem-
ories of his childhood long forgotten.
That night he realised that after
forty years of going unscathed he had
fallen in love as suddenly and com-
pletely as any young collegian.

‘While he was musing over his as-
tonishing state of mind—or heart—
Esther was poring over her copy of
‘“‘Ropes of Sand,’” cosily propped up
with pillows, prepared for unbiased
criticism. She admitted to herself
that the pleasant voice and manner
of the author had, influenced her
judgment. Now she could be her na-
tural self. As she read she noticed
again the discrepancy, and made a
little pencil mark so that she might
call his attention to the spot quite
easily. Then she snapped out the
light and fell asleep.

The next morning when she went
to breakfast she discovered that Cor-
vin had left his ecopy of the book on
the hall table, and as she drank her
coffee she turned once more to the
troubling situation. Was it witch-
craft? As she read the pages, all
again seemed reasonable and clear.’
She began blushing furiously as the
thought crossed her mind that even
the book he had read from seemed
to hold the sound of his voice and the
glow of his eyes. She shrank from
the thought that even the resemblance
of his personality could thus warp
her wiser judgment. She called her-
self many disrespectful names, and
finally she left her coffee unfinished,
to run up to her room for her own
copy of the book. It opened auto-
matically at the place she had mark-
ed. She looked again at his, which
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she was still holding. Had she gone
mad? There was something lacking
in her own. She looked, and counted.
Sixteen pages were gone, and by some
diabolical mischance, the lowest word
on the page before the hiatus had
hitched itself to the first word after
the gap so as to make good sense and
the error had not been apparent.
Guiltily she remembered where and
when she had bought the book. Un-
doubtedly an imperfeet edition had
been foisted on the public at ‘‘a re-
duced price.”” And she, the cool-
minded, had been guilty of snap
judgment in dealing with what she
did not hesitate to acknowledge now
as a masterpiece.

Being, afted all, a very feminine
person, she threw herself on the bed
and cried until there were no tears
left. That feat accomplished, she be-
gan to rally her scattered ideas, to
formulate a plan of conduct. The ab-
surdity of the premsses on which she
had built her critical structure smote
her afresh, and she laughed almost
as hard as she had cried, but almost
in the same breath told herself that
Jules Corvin would hardly find the
affair laughable. To have his book
thus dealt with would make him very
angry, and justly so. He was com-
ing again to talk it over. She could
not see him. Yet she must confess
her mistake to him, perhaps to the
whole world! He would have a per-
fect right to demand such redress.
Had she not made assertions on a
basis that was not true, and made
herself thoroughly ridiculous?

She was quite shocked to hear her-
self remarking aloud that she wished
she were dead, a violence of expres-
sion which her peaceful existence had
never before made necessary. Why,
oh, why, had she succumbed to temp-
tation? Why had she not continued
her peaceful life, unmolested by mod-
ern reading? ; ;

. She was seized with an impulse to-
ward flight. She would sell the house
and travel incessantly. Or, again,
she might become a recluse in some
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foreign land where none of her old
friends could ever find her. These im-
pulses soon seemed unworthy. Her
sturdy New England inheritance as-
serted itself, and she decided that this
was a time for absolute frankness,
come what might. Humble pie was
to be eaten. Let her assume the best
grace she could.

‘When Corvin came that afternoon
she was ready to.receive him. Her
cheeks were pale and her lips set. The
two books were side by side on the
table, open at the offending pages.
She plunged into the subjeet befor
her courage should ebb. .

““I've a dreadful econfession to
make,”’ she said. ‘‘I don’t know
what you’ll say, but whatever it is
I must bear it.”’

Corvin looked at her aghast. There
was a real note of tragedy in her
voice, which mystified him complete-
ly. He answered in a kindly voice,
some obvious response about the im-
possibility of her doing anything
very awful, but she interrupted in a
manner abruptly unlike her usual
self. Then she explained the situa-
tion as bravely as she could, pointing
out the difference in the two books
and dwelling on her ignominious lack
of basis for her attack on his writ-
ing.

Despite the serious note in, her
voice and the really pathetic expres-
sion of her face, the absurdity of the
case was too much for Corvin’s sense
of the ludicrous, and he laughed
himself almost speechless, she gazing
at him ruefully.

Finally she asked in anxious tones,
‘“What shall 1T do about it?’’

““Do? Why, nothing,”’ he answer-
ed. ‘‘It was awfully straightforward
of you to tell me, but no one else
need ever know.”’

““Do you really mean that I
needn’t tell people?’’ she faltered,
and to her horrible embarrassment
she felt two tears squeezing their un-
dignified way out of her eyes, while
her lips quivered uncontrollably. She
made a feeble pretense of looking
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out of the window. It was madden-
ing to a person of her controlled tem-
perament to make an exhibition of
herself.

Corvin was completely at a loss.
He was quite aware that he must
pretend not to notice her emotion. At
the same time he remembered a situa-
tion in one of his books where the
hero under somewhat similar condi-
tions had seized the heroine’s hands
and kissed her. It seemed an easy
and natural solution of the difficulty,
but he eould fancy her horror if he
should attempt such consolation. The
matter of fact attitude seemed the
wisest. :

“Of course, we won’t tell anyone,’’
he reassured her. ‘‘I don’t believe
that in your place I should have had
sand enough to confess at all, really
I don’t.”’

She beamed at him like a rainbow.

“How good you are,”’ she said.
“And yet I might have known that
you would be.”’

Half-unconseiously she held out
her hand to him, as a repentant child
might have done, and he held it tight-
ly as he said, ‘I shall demand one
penalty. When my new book is ready
you must let me read it to you before
it goes to the publisher. You shall
criticise it all. There shall not even
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be a punetuation mark lacking.”

“Will you really do that? After
I was such a fool, will you have any
confidence in me? There is nothing
I can think of that would interest
me more.”’

He told her at some length that he
had great confidence in her judg-
ment. Then they discovered simul-
taneously that he was still holding
her hand, and both of them blushed
like children caught stealing jam in
the pantry.

It takes a good deal of time to read
and discuss a book, chapter by chap-
ter, especially when the two people
thus reading and discussing the book
are constantly straying into side-
paths of discussion and telling each
other their thoughts and beliefs on
every subject that comes up, no mat-
ter how remote from the subjeet mat-
ter of the book.

‘When their engagement was an-
nounced no one was very much sur-
prised. Most persons said it was a
very suitable match, that an author
of such eminence and a critie of such
keenness should be an ideal combina-
tion of talents, and that between

them they should produce work of
quite extraordinary literary value. It
is still, however, a trifle too soon to
tell whether their opinion is right.




THE TRAINING OF CHILIQUI
BY ALAN SULLIVAN

GREAT SLAVE LAKE swings
an enormous arm a hundred
miles into the Northwest, and Fort
Rae lies on its northerly side just
about half way up.

Fifty miles from Fort Rae lived
Kee-cow-ray, the Frozen-foot, 'War
choola, the Sunbeam, his wife, and
Chiliqui, the Little Man; Dogribs
all. There had also been Kee-ocho,
the Big Dog. The manner of his go-
ing will be told anon.

Chiliqui  (had  rolled  happily
through a naked childhood, till, in
his twelfth year, little lumps of
musele began to swell on his arms
and shoulders. Then he put away
childish things and in the evenings
sat silent, listening to his parents and
watching ithem with wise black
eyes.

Musk oxen made the first great
impression.  Kee-cow-ray, with: a
band of hunters, had crossed the big
lake and tramped up the Yellow
Knife river and struck east into the
musk ox country that lies north of
Lake Mackay. This is the Land of
Little Sticks that fringes the borders
of the barrens. Here the spruce and
birch and jack pine dwindle to a
ragged edge and thrust straggling
out-posts of small timber into the
naked eountry that marches unbrok-
en to the Aretic.

Things had gone well with Kee-
cow-ray that trip, and Chiliqui’s eyes
glittered as he heard.  They were
very intimate things that Kee-cow-
ray spoke of—one would have
thought that he himself was a musk
ox endowed with speech as he told of
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their food—the white moss of the
barren lands, of their migration to
winter shelter and the patrol of the
bulls around the cows and calves.

Chiliqui’s heart was thumping
with a new-born lust to kill. ‘‘More,
my father, tell me more!”’

““They are very wise,”’ went on
Kee-cow-ray. ‘‘They go to the woods
in winter because the snow is soft,
and they can reach their food. Also
when snow comes the calf is very
young.’’

‘“And then?’’

“The cow takes it to a deep wval-
ley, and as the snow deepens it lies
still, till bye-and-bye it is covered in
a little teepee of its own ’’

““And dies of hunger?’’

‘‘“Kahween,’’ not so, said Kee-cow-
ray, smiling. ‘‘There is a hole in the
teepee and the calf puts its head out
to draw milk from its mother.”’

Chiliqui stared hard at him, but
knew truth when he heard it, and
his father went on to tell him more.
How sickness takes the oxen from
flies snuffed into their throats when
feeding, and from wasps that bur-
row beneath their hair to lay eggs:
how their tracks are all in line be-
cause their legs are too short to
trot and the breast hair is so long
that they step on it when grazing.
At the last, being outecast from the
herd by reason of bad temper or old
age, they follow till the big gray coast
wolves pull them down. “‘It was a
good hunt,”’ concluded Kee-cow-ray,
and then pulled hard at his pipe and
looked thoughtfully at his son.

‘War-choola cut into the glance and

b
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caught her husband’s eyes. ‘‘Is it
not time?’’ she said slowly.

Kee-cow-ray nodded. ‘“‘Yes. It is
time. Wabun—to-morrow.’’

Chiliqui riggled out of his blanket
next morning and found the fire a-
light. This was strange, for the
lighting of that fire had been his
special duty ever since he could re-
member. Beside it sat War-choola
with misty eyes, and beside War-
choola lay things that he had regard-
ed for months with breathless antici-
pation.

His mother put her arms around
him. ‘My son will soon be a man,
the little son I carried so long on my
back.’”” Then she kissed him many
times and dressed him in a new
caribou suit, young skins with the
hide eured to a soft leather. On his
feet she wound great blanket socks
and folded his sleeping robe around
his shoulders. Then there was a
beautiful new hand axe and a light
skinning knife and a tea kettle and
a tump line of shagganappi, which
is rawhide.  Last of all a fire-bag
with flint and steel and punkwood,
and, most wonderful of all, a minia-
ture pipe, the bowl made of the
dew claw of a bear, the stem being
the long wing bone of a crane. Then
over his head she put the capote or
hunting eap, and as the light at the
door darkened, Chiliqui, garbed as
a hunter, looked up to see Kee-cow-
ray smiling at him. Something mov-
ed in the boy that he could not under-
stand, but the gates of a new world
opened. L

Three hours later he was swinging
along through the deep snow ten
feet behind his father. The big man
left but a poor trail to follow. It
fell in on his shoes till insteps and
ealves were cords of pain from lift-
ing them. Then came big timber,
where the wind had not penetrated,
and every tree, branch and twig,
every stump and log was crowned
with fantastic mounds and minarets
of snow. It lay deep and undulat-
ing, a thick crystalline fleece imprint-
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cd everywhere by the life of the
forest.

To Chiliqui the silence was porten-
tous. It closed in and followed him
all day, tirobbing with all the my-
steries to be solved before he became
a hunter. At night he gathered
dry wood because it was smokeless
and without smell of burning and
watched Kee-cow-ray build the fire
from the twinkle of flame his son had
kindled.

An Arctic owl winnowed noiseless-
ly through the gloom, and the lad lay
on his side while his father told him
more than he had ever dreamed about
owls. How the three round eggs are
laid in early spring and the young
birds are thrust out on to the snow
to do for themselves, and why the
mother owl does the hunting. He
had never understood that before, but
it was very natural after all, because
she plucked her own breast to line
the nest and her cold skin would
never hateh eggs—of course not. So
the royal disdainful father sat warm-
ly on the eggs while his bare-fleshed
wife killed rabbits and ptarmigan
and husky mice and lemming and fed
her lord till the day appointed for
his release. And just as Kee-cow-ray
was explaining why the owls stole
each other’s eggs and the reason for
the under feathers of birds being
darker than those on top, while the
under fur of all animals is the light-
er, his voice died out of Chiliqui’s
ears and the boy’s eyes closed.

All next day he stayed eclose in
camp while his father followed fresh
moose tracks. In the evening, in that
half light that slips in between day
time and night, when animals wake
up and white and brown men get
drowsy, a rifle spoke over the hills,
once, and again once. At this Chili-
qui became very busy packing up, be-
cause it is easier to move camp to a
moose than to drag the great beast
for miles through the underbrush to
a camp that you can put on your
shoul.ders in ten minutes and carry
for eight hours of daylight. Then he
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waited in the silence till someone
laughed behind him and he turned to
see Kee-cow-ray knocking the icicles
off his short beard before he lighted
his pipe.

When it was all over, the new camp
made—the moose skinned and his
huge head and horns hoisted into a
birch tree to propitiate the spirts of
all the moose—when Chiliqui rested,
blood-stained as to his fingers and
new ecaribou tunic, Kee-cow-ray
thrust a hard finger into the red bowl
of his pipe and spoke. A new com-
panionship had arisen between them,
one that would last to the end. It
was the bond of trail and camp, of
fire and danger and blood, the old
primal bond that first held men and
tribes together. Kee-cow-ray knew
it and his quiet mind sped back to
one just such another night, when
another son had smiled happily at
him across just such another fire.
Now his eyes rested on Chiliqui,
caught the strength in the lad’s lithe
form, the play of young blood be-
neath his smooth skin, and met the
steady gaze that searched his own.
“It is of Kee-ocho I would speak,’’
he said slowly.

Again a great white owl began to
winnow beneath the trees and a fan-
tastic erown of snow tumbled sound-
less from a branch beside them. Chili-
qui’s glance never wavered. ‘‘Tell
me of my brother,”’ he said.

Kee-cow-ray’s face, seamed with
the rigour of northern winters, fixed
itself into a leathern mask. ‘‘It is
ten summers ago that I took your
brother to hunt, even as I take you,
little son.”’

There was that in his voice that
mingled with the sputtering of the
fire and the almost imperceptible
whisper of wind loitering through
the tree tops, for nature fashions to
herself the words of those who follow
and understand. ‘‘Behind the eamp
we found two lakes that touched, and
where they touched was a dam built
by many beavers. s o :

An unspoken question jumped at

him across the fire. ‘‘The dam was
high,”’ he replied, ‘‘and the beaver
roads were deep and there were many
different tooth marks. I told Kee-
ocho to wait there while 1 went to
the end of the lake where the beavers
were working.’’

Chiliqui shivered a little in spite of
himself. This brother of whom he
had thought so much and heard so
little was coming very close now.

‘“At the end of the lake I killed,
and on the way back I stopped to
smoke, perhaps one hour, perhaps
two. It was cloudy but sometimes I
could see Tibikuk Gheezis, the moon,
Then as I smoked I heard a sound in
the grass. It came very slowly and
carefully, and because it was near
the ground I said ‘‘it is Muqua, the
bear who walks by night,”’ for I
could hear the weight of him pressing
down on his feet. Tibikuk Gheezis
looked from behind a cloud, and I
saw Muqua’s head above the grass.
Then I fired very quickly.”’

Chiliqui leaned forward, tense with
the horror that seared his father’s
eyes, but the voice held indomitably
on. ‘‘I could hear him rolling and
breaking small brush and then when
it was quiet I went to see—and saw
—jyour brother Kee-ocho.’’

There was a quavering lift in Kee-
cow-ray’s tone, so insistent was it
that Chiliqui sat and trembled. ‘‘He
was quite dead. I shot him in the
throat. He had heard me coming, and
because I stopped he thought I was
a bear. I spoke to the Great Spirit,
but He did not answer, so I knew
what I must do having killed my son,
I loaded my rifle and took off my
moceasin and lay down beside him.
I told him that I was very sad and
asked him to forgive me and said that
he should not go alone. Then T kiss-
ed Kee-ocho and placed my arm
round his neck with the gun at my
own throat and pressed the trigger
with my toe.

His voice failed. The eternal
mystery of the forest closed in on
them, father and son. The fire tum-

-
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bled into red destruction, the white
owl winged nearer and nearer, a
myriad tiny sounds of the myriad
small lives that people the winter
fastnesses became suddenly audible,
but the two fur-clad figures moved
not. Then Kee-cow-ray found
speech. ‘‘The hammer fell, but the
rifle did not speak. I tried again and
once more it failed. So I got up and
put my finger across the muzzle, and
the third time it spoke. So I knew
what the Spirit meant by not an-
swering. I was not to kill myself.”’

Chiliqui’s eyes wandered to where
the stump of the little finger marred
his father’s left hand. He had re-
garded that stump with curiosity for
years. Now he knew why his mother
always put the question by, and
reading the boy’s thoughts, Kee-cow-
ray continued doggedly :

““1 took Kee-ocho in my arms and
carried him home, and that I might
not kill your mother also while you
were at her breast, I called loudly ‘I
am Kee-cow-ray the hunter, who has
killed his son,” and when War-
choola heard me she thought I was
mad—and that was better than no-
thing.”’ . £

Again his voice sank, and Chiliqui,
gazing at him speechless, knew that
this was something not for him, but
he did the one and only thing he
could do and kissed his father on both
cheeks and slipped into his blanket,
leaving the still figure staring with
unseeing eyes into the ashes of the
fire.

Now the tale of that winter can be
told you by any lad be he Dogrib or
Cree or Yellow Knife or Saulteau,
for all through the north country
from Hudson’s Bay to the foothills,
from Lake Winnipeg up through the
barren lands, the tale is the same Tt
is the old story of the training of
men. Beside the camp fire the his-
tory of the -hunt is wunfolded to
young eyes and brains, the intimate
history of the matching of the red-
men against his ancient prey.

Chiliqui learned to walk silently
and to mark cverything. He learned
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the signs and tracks, to obey implieit-
ly, and then for the first time he kill-
ed. Next winter he hunted again
with his father, but this time he
walked ahead, a mnoiseless copper col-
oured slip of youth, animated by all
the inherited skill of his ancestors.
And because the lad’s soul was brave
and his eye quick and his finger
steady, he tecame a hunter before
the heard sprouted on his chin.

‘When single-handed he killed, first
it was a timber wolf that fell, a
gaunt gray apparition maddened
with hunger that died in mid-air
while he was launched at the lad’s
face. He dropped, and kicked and
stiffened, the black gums lifting
slowly from his long fangs, his jaws
locking in the last defiant grin of
death. The boy looked at his, sob-
erly—he knew what he must do—and
what was to follow that. So he strip-
ped off the long matted hide and
wrapped the red heart in it and the
skull he placed as every hunter
places it.

That evening War-choola looked
at him standing in the tent door, very
tall, very slight, the brown face smil-
ing triumphantly, and a pang went
through her for no more should she
call him ‘‘little son.”’

And while he told his story, mod-
estly as a hunter should, his mother
laid aside the skin of the wolf’s head
with its smooth nose hair and long
cleft jaws and triangular ears, to
make a capote for her son.

Then the girls of the camp came in
laughing and Chiliqui bared his right
arm. When the arm had been rubbed
with grease the prettiest of them all
scored it with a fish bone and needle.
All the time Chiliqui moved not nor
spoke, keeping his eyes on his father,
but when the arm was tied with rags
he rose—a man at last—and a mem-
ber of his tribe.

But of all who laughed and feasted
who could have guessed that Chiliqui
was fated to wander over half a con-
tient and die a famous chief, where
Ponce-coupé’s plains leok across at
the hills of the Peace River?




TRYST
By GEORGE HERBERT CLARKE

l THOUGHT to have made her my bride,
And now she is dead ;
Death holds her close by his side
In his earth-dark bed.

Not a murmur, a motion, a breath :—
In vain does he woe:

Being dead, yet she yields not to Death ;—
Endlessly true!

She knows that I need her now A

All else above:
She will come to me; when and how

‘We leave to Love.




PUBLIC MEN AND PUBLIC LIFE
IN CANADA

By mac HONOURABLE JAMES YOUNG.
Toronto: William Briggs.

THE other day there passed away
at Galt, Ontario, a gentleman
who for more than half a century
had been in intimate touch with many
(anadian public men and who dur-
ing a portion of that time took an
active part in public affairs, at one
time as a member of the House of
Commons at Ottawa, and at another
time as Treasurer of the Province of
Ontario. The Honourable James
Young, notwithstanding the part that
he took in the early affairs of the
Dominion, was, because of his quiet,
retired life, not a familiar figure to
the present generation, but by these
two volumes in particular will his
name be perpetuated. He lived to
see the second volume published a
few days before his death. He was
a sympathetic observer of the trend
of events and the impressions he gives
in his book of prominent men are
frank but kindly. About the time of
the achievement of Confederation he
saw a good deal of such men as
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George Brown, Sir John A. Maedon-
ald, D’Arey McGee, Joseph Howe,
and later on he had personal contact
with Alexander Mackenzie, Edward
Blake, Sir Richard Cartwright, Sir
Wilfrid Laurier, Sir Charles Tupper,
and, indeed, with many others of the
public men of our time. His memoirs
are important, not because they throw
new light on history, but because they
give personal impressions of men as
results of personal contact. Ome of
these, for instance, is of Edward
Blake, who ‘‘“might have been taken
for some young stalwart Canadian
farmer,”’ but who, by his force of
character and conversation, gave hints
of the greatness which he soon at-
tained at the bar and later in poli-
tiecs He throws some interesting
light on Mr. Blake’s personality. As
is well known, Mr. Blake was often-
times charged by his opponents with
being cold and unresponsive. Here
is what Mr. Young says:

‘“He belonged to the highest type of
native Canadians—physically, education-
ally, intellectually and morally, Oppon-
ents have occasionally spoken of him as
cold and distant, But he possessed the

warm_ Irish heart and what some have
thought coldness arose solely from defec-




492

tive vision, I recall an incident which
verifies this, Omne day when walking
down Sparks Street, as we were leaving
Ottawa at the close of a session, he burst
out with an exclamation of deep regret
that he was unable to bow, shake hands
or utter a passing word of leave-taking—
as I was almost continually doing—to
the numerous Ottawa and other friends
we chanced to meet, ‘The trouble is,” he
said, ‘my eyesight prevents me recognis-
ing them until they are either passed, or
it is too late for me to speak or greet
them,’ »’

An incident worthy of much seri-
ous reflection, in as much as it dis-
plays some of the perils of the party
system in politics, is given in connec-
tion with the account of the tariff
discussion of pre-National Policy
days. The Mackenzie Government
was expected to announce an increase
in the tariff, but at the eleventh hour
it was decided to stand by the low
tariff. Mr. Young records as follows
what he saw and heard in the House:

“‘The secret of the change was confined
to the Cabinet and a small ecircle of
friends, and when Mr, Cartwright, Fin-
ance Minister, announced that the Gov-
ernment had decided neither to increase
the tariff in a time of depression nor
adopt a policy which would be a ‘servile
plagiarism of the worst blunders which
the United States have committed,” the
surprise was as manifest among the Con-
servatives as on the most of the Liberal
benches,

‘‘8ir John Macdonald and the Hon.
Charles Tupper did not disguise their sur-
prise at the Government’s action, The
latter had to reply to the Finance Minis-
ter, but Sir John at a later stage admit-
ted his own surprise, According to cur-
rent report the Hon, Charles Tupper came
into the House loaded up to denounce an
increase in the tariff, and to dilate—as
he had done before—on the danger of
permitting an entrance to the thin end
of the wedge of protection,

¢¢Such an unexpected change in the
gituation would have appalled many an-
other man, But in debate nothing could
appall Sir Charles, As usual, he rose to
the oceasion, With surprising coolness he
turned his guns, took up the opposite line
of attack, and probably made a more
foreible and effective criticism of the Gov-
ernment’s course than if he had been able
to use the mental ammunitiolil which he
had specially prepared for the occasion,

: ‘er)xen Si{' I()Jharles finished, Mr, Mace-
kenzie erossed the floor and indulged in

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

what seemed to the House a very friendly
and amusing conversation with Mr, Tup-
er,
‘‘I watched the whole proceedings across
the gangway, and was somewhat gur-
prised when the Premrer on returning
came straight across the front of my own
desk, Knowing that my opinion was that
the Government had made a serious, if
not fatal, blunder in not dealing with the
tariff as originally intended, he went on
to tell me his conversation with the mem-
ber for Cumberland, which seemed to
have amused him very much,

‘‘ ‘What do you think Tupper has just
told me?’ he began,

‘¢ ‘I have mno idea,” I replied,

‘¢ “Well,” continued Mr, Mackenzie, ‘I
went over to banter him a little on his
speech, which I jokingly alleged was a
capital one, considering he had been load-
ed up on the other side, He regarded this
as a good joke, and frankly mdmitted to
me that he had enterea the House under
the belief that the Government intended
to raise the tariff, and fully prepared to
take up the opposite line of attack,’

‘‘Both of these political veterans were
in the same box in regard to their atti-
tude on this question, and the suddenness
of their change of position on the eve of
the battle seemed to afford both of them
not a little amusement, What the Lib-
eral and Conservative parties did that
night, however, was pregnant with im-
portance, They were making history. Had
Mr, Mackenzie increased the tariff, the
Conservatives would probably have be-
come free traders instead of the proteec-
tionists of Canada, and our political his-
tory would have been quite different dur-
ing the ensuing twenty years,’’

The volumes contain many inter-
esting and entertaining passages, and
they are invaluable in particular for
the parts that deal with events of
which the writer was a witness.

o
“»

THE LYRIC YEAR

A volume containing 100 poems of
the year 1912, including the three
awarded $1,000 in cash prizes.
(New York: Mitchell Kennerley).

THIS is a publication of unusual

interest to all who read poetry.
The purpose of the editor was to
make a judicious selection from one
year’s work of a hundred Ameriean
poets. It is interesting to note that
while of Professor Palgrave’s ‘‘The
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Golden Treasury’’ of 339 poems only
five pieces are credited to women,
forty per cent. of the present collec-
tion is the work of the gentler sex.
The editor is Ferdinand Earle, and
the winners of the prizes are Mr.
Orrick Johns, Mr. Thomas Augustine
Daly, and Mr. George Sterling. Two
Canadians are represented, Mr. Bliss
Carman and Mr. Alan Sullivan. This
volume in itself gives opportunity for
a liberal education in American
poetry of to-day.

3%

DOWN THE MACKENZIE AND
UP THE YUKON.

By Evtau StEwArT. London: John
Lane. . Toronto: Bell and Cockburn.

I N this account of a journey of sev-
2 eral thousand miles through the

great Northland, Mr. Stewart, who
was for some years Dominion super-
intendent of Forestry, presents a nar-
rative of uncommon interest and
value. Going mostly for the purpose
of making to the Government a re-
port on the timber to be found in that
vast territory down the Mackenzie
River as far north as Fort Yukon and
back along the west slope of the
Rockies, he met with many incidents
and made many observations that did
not ecome within the scope of his of-
ficial report. These he now gives to
the public in a volume of 270 pages,
with a large departinental map, which
indicates the territory traversed, and
thirty full-page illustrations from
photographs most of which were tak-
en by Mr. Stewart himself.  One
reads this narrative with an ever-
present sense of the wvast territory
that we have yet to subdue. Episodes
of the journey cause us to reflect on
the terrible isolation of some, even
white people, who carry on their daily
tasks against frightful odds at the
far-away outposts of the Dominion.
Mr. Stewart has not drawn on his
imagination. He has written from
personal experience and about what
he actually has seen. It comes home
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to us, therefore, when he points out
the necessity of the Government pro-
viding for timely and adequate sur-
veys by competent men of the great
stretches of land as yet almost un-
known and of the urgent need in the
Northland of at least one hospital
where surgical assistance could be
obtained and from which medicines
could be distributed. @ Mr, Stewart
makes suggestions that are highly
practicable, and makes them as a re-
sult of not one trip, but two trips,
through a large portion of the terri-
tory under survey in this volume.

3

IN DEFENCE OF AMERICA.

By BaroN VoN Tause. London:
Stephen Swift and Company.

OTWITHSTANDING the faect
that this book is in places flip-
pant, a good case is established for
the national virtues and attributes of
the people of the United States. The
author starts out with the comprehen-
sive conclusion that most of the
charges made against Americans are
misleading, such, for instance, as that
they worship only money, that their
reputed business capacity is a myth,
that their education is superficial and
vulgar, that their politics are more
corrupt than any others the world
has known, that they have no man-
ners, that their morals are puritanical
in profession but licentious in fact,
and so on until about thirty indiet-
ments have been considered and re-
futed. This is the kind of book that
tends to dispel national narrowness
and international ignorance and ill-
will.
3

THE KNAVE OF DIAMONDS.

By EreEL M. DELL. Toronto: The
Copp, Clark Company. '

THERE is an attraction about the

Doltaires of fietion, the Charley
Steeles, the Raffles, that gives them
the leading réle in many of the most
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readable books.  Whether it is the
fight of instinet against inclination or
viee versa, the effect is mueh the same
8o long as the good in the man comes
uppermaost in the end or his suffering
draws our pity. In Nap Irrol Miss
Dell has not created a new character,
but she has adhered to the best prece-
dents and add«d enough touches of
lier own to maintain an interest that
never wanes until the last word—that
bugbear of so many women—is about
to be uttered. Irrol downs the in-
stinets of a savage, the instinets of
heredity, after a fight in which the
reader readily allows him liberties de-
nied most of us; even in his worst
moments it is sympathy, not horror
that looks on and continues to hope.
And Miss Dell knows better than to
disappoint. There are two or three
other characters in the book that
would be sufficiently consistent and
entertaining without Errol. In faect,
the most impressive feature of the
story is the consistency and interest
of its leading characters. Each one
is a satisfying study.

L
A MAN’S WORLD.

By AuBerT Epwarp., Toronto: The
Maemillan Company of Canada.

OBODY could ever mistake the
picture in this book for that of

a woman’s world, nor could anybody
believe it to represent the world of
many men even. Autobiographical in
character and colourless in style, the
book first portrays the author’s tragic
revolt from the sterilising religious
orothodoxy—of which ‘‘The Father”’
(as he calls his own father all
through) was the chief exponent, and
his almost accidental entrance into
the field of criminal investigation in
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the Tombs. And despite the boldness
of the story it is strangely gripping
to the young man whose heterodox
nerve twitches now and then. The ut-
ter abandonment of justice to the
whims and eccentricities of the judie-
iary is shown in some detail. For the
unsophisticated, however, a shock is
soon forthcoming in the unvarnished
manner in which the escapades of
his millionaire friend Benson are re-
corded. Benson married an ignorant
but pretty street-walker and set:
about and accomplished her reforma-
tion. The story of this alliance is the
most dramatic element in the book.
Equilibrium is somewhat restored at
the end where, for the sake of the
children, an established family life is
tacitly admitted to be essential. The
story is well worth reading.

KA
S

HEN one considers the fact that
the late Professor Goldwin
Smith was a working journalist for
more than half a century, one can
form some idea of what it means to
collect his writings for uniform pub-
lication. Such, nevertheless, is what
his late secretary, Mr. Arnold Haul-
tain, has attempted in an edition of
ten volumes, which are now under
way. Mr. Haultain purposes to pub-
lish as well a volume entitled ‘‘Gold-
win Smith as T Knew Him,’’ together
with a collection of the Professor’s
letters.
%

i EMORIES”’ is the title of a

volume of charming autobio-
graphical sketches by William Mae-
Gillivray. To accompany the text
there are fifty-one excellent pen-and-
ink drawings by H. C. Preston Mae-
goun. (Edinburgh: TFoulis and

Company.)




Nor EzacriNg

“I explained to George when he
proposed that, of course, he could not
expect me to cook.”’

““What did he say?’’

““That he only expected me to try.”’
—Buffalo Express.

5%
HosPITABLE
““Well, did New York appeal to
you?’’ ‘
“Yes. It was ‘welcome’ when I

came, and ‘well done,” when T went.”’
—Cornell Widow.

o
s

SAFE

Two old friends met in the sanetum
of The Congressional Record and cor-
dially shook hands.

“Well, said one, ‘‘I guess the
change in Administration isn’t going
to affect us any.”’

““No danger,’’ said the other. ‘‘The
Record ean’t do without you and
me.”’

They both laughed, shook hands
again, and strolled into the copy
room.

One was ‘‘Laughter.”’

The other ‘‘ Applause.”’—Cleveland
Plain Dealer.
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A Swar INDIRECT
Mandy—‘What foh yo been goin’

to de post-office so reg’lar? Are yo
correspondin’ wif some other fe-
male ?”’

Rastus—‘Nope; but since ah been
a-reading in de papers ’bout dese
‘eonscience funds’ ah kind of thought
ah might possibly git a lettah from
dat ministah what married wus.”’—
Life.

KT
3%

Tovei INDEED

Employee— ‘T would like more sal-
ary. I am going to get married.”’

Employer—‘Sorry, but I’ll have
to reduce it. T am going to get mar-
ried myself.”’—Sydney Post.

Too HosprraBLE

One day an inspector of a New
York tenement-house found four
families living in one room, chalk
lines being drawn across in such a
manner as to mark out a quarter for
each family.

‘“How do you get along here?’’ in-
quired the inspector.

‘“Very well,”’ was the reply. ‘‘Only,
the man in the farthest corner keeps
boarders.”’—Everybody’s Magazine.




1 think I shall make a tour of the continental golf courses.”

“But you can't afford it, old man.”

“Why ? It doesn’t cost anything to think."”

A MINoORrITY
First Clerk—‘‘How many people
work in your office?’’
Second Clerk—‘Oh, I should say
roughly about a third of them.’’—
London Sketch.

DISCONCERTING
‘“What does this nation need?’’
shouted the impassioned orator.

““What does this nation require, if she
steps proudly across the Pacifie, if
ghe strides boldly across the mighty
ocean in her march of trade and free-
dom? I repeat, what does she need ?”’

“Rubber boots,”” suggested the
grossly materialistic person in a rear
seat.—Ezchange.

196

—Tatler

KaNsas DiaeNosis

An Emporia girl was complaining
to her chum the other day of the way
her steady was treating her.

‘““Why don’t you give him the mit-
ten?’’ the friend asked.

‘It isn’t a mitten he needs, it’s a
pair of socks; he’s got cold feet,’’ was
the answer.—Emp*Zria GQuazette.

SeA-Foup

‘“What’s daugter doing?’’

‘‘Making shrimp salad.’

““I didn’t know we had any shrim
in the house.”’ ‘

‘““We haven’t, but there is one go-
ing to call on her this evening ’—
Houston Post. »




“ Drat them things! They seem to want the whole road, except just where you ain't"”

No ALTERNATIVE
Wife—‘Why did you tell the Bat-
sons that you married me because I
was such a good cook, when you know
I can’t even boil a potato?’’
Hubby—‘I had to make some ex-
cuse, my dear, and I didn’t know
what else to say!’’—London Opinion.
%

Now WE Know

Son—‘Why do people say ‘Dame
Gossip’?”’

Father—*‘Because they are too po-
lite to leave off the ‘e.”’ ”’—Le Crabbe.
%

LIMITATIONS

Belle— ‘I thought you could keep
a secret!”’

Grace— ‘Well, I kept it for a week.
Do you think I am a cold-storage
warehouse ?”’—Town Topics.

%

Goop ReasonN
Bertie—‘What makes you think
I’ve got a sense of humour?’’ i
Gertie—‘Your self-appreciation.’’
—Harvard Lampoon.
197

—Punch

A CONSTITUTIONAL

A little four-year-old girl was walk-
ing with her mother, when a caterpil-
lar, the first she had ever seen, crawl-
ed in front of them.

‘““Muvver, muvver!’’ she eried exei-
tedly. “‘Look! Your muff’s little girl
is out taking a walk!”’—Everybody’s
Magazine. e

WEAKENING

“Yes,”” said the old man, ‘I find
my strength is failing ‘somewhat. I
used to walk around the block every
morning, but lately I feel so tired
when I get half way around I have to
turn and come, back.”” — Woman’s
Home Companion.

3k
DrrFicurs Abpvice

Lady (to tourists agency official) —
““I have nothing to declare. What
shall I say?”’

Official—‘‘Say, Madam, that you
have nothing to declare.’’

Lady—‘Yes, but suppose they find
something #”’—Punch.




Fhdpepy

Puiuip's MoTHER (relating to visitor the adventures of Philip's first play.)
That was a compliment, wasn't it 2"

FORTUNATE
Unele—‘I understand that young
Brown is utterly ruined by specula-
tion.”’
Niece—‘How lucky that we agreed
to keep our engagement secret.’’—
Fliegende Blaetter.

M
o

‘Wisa REALISED

Le Fanu, in his ‘‘Seventy Years of
Irish Life,”” tells of a peasant who
said to a gentleman:

“My poor father died last night,
your honour.”

“I'm sorry for that now,’” answers
the other, ‘‘and what doctor attend-
ed him?”’

““Ah! my poor father wouldn’t
have a doctor; he always said he’d
like to die a natural death ’—San
Francisco Argonaut.

N
"

OrHER MEANS
Tt isn’t necessary to have an auto-
mobile to run down one’s neighbours.
—Salt Lake Desert News.
498

“And Granville Beerbonm
—Punch

INCONSIDERATE

“If you don’t stop nagging me,
Emily, I shall shoot myself this very
minute.’’

““Yes, that’s just like you, when you
know how nervous I am when I hear a
shot.”’—Tt-Bits.

s
“®

BETTER YET

“If the high cost of living keeps
on, the rich themselves will feel the
pinch cf it.”’

The speaker was Brand Whitloek,
Mayor of Toleco. He continued :

““1 know a [I'nledo banker who has
aiready begun to retrench. His
daughter said to him the other day:

¢ ‘Father, dear, I need a new Fall
riding habit.’

‘¢ {Can’t afford
growled.

‘¢ ‘But, father, what am I to do
without a riding habit ?’

¢ ‘Get the walking habit.” ”’—New
York Tribune.

it,” the banker
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> | —and remember the BOVRIL

»
BY APPOINTMENT
TO H. M. THE KING

BOVRIL forms a nourishing food for children.
It strengthens and sustains the invalid.

It helps the cook to prepare tasty soups, stews and
gravies.

It makes a quick luncheon. A cup of BovriL and
a few crackers, or a roll and butter—and you have a
light and nourishing meal.

Yes ! of course you'll remember to order

BOVRIL

BOVRIL LIMITED
\\._ LONDON _

o

ERY box of fdw contain: a
Guarantee Certificate which requests
the return of any box not absolutely fresh,

9
’ (4 s J sy

RaBALED Bonbons ™ Chocolates

ALE, STOUT [ O iy i, e o 14

stores and 4000 sales agents, enables us to make

> this nation-wide guarantee of freshness. This as-
3 surance alone makes it worth while to always ask
8\[| for Huyler's. Sales Agents Everywhere.
. Write for Interesting pooxier—it tells how punty

and freshness are assured in all Huy cls.

64 Irving Place New York

130 Yonge St.
- oronto

Gold, Silver, Bronze Medals : 1 . i

JOHN LABATT
LONDON
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Decorative Light in your home

Why shouldn’t you make use

of light that will harmonize

with and enhance the decorations

of your home, the toilettes and

complexions of yourself, your

daughters and your guests?

Why shouldn’t your light [
be soft and restful and make |
the evening the best part of
the day?

Shades and globes make the difference

The right ones will give you light as evenly
distributed and as beautiful as daylight, but softer
and 'more gentle.

This ‘beautiful -illumination costs no more—
it - may even cost less — than haphazard “and

unsatisfactory light that is so common.

Book No 49-M gives several examples of Semi-indirect Illumination as shown
above. Book No 42 M is our General Catalogue of Shades and Globes.
Which of these books shall we send you ?

Macbeth-Evans Glass Company P_i&sburgh USA

Canadian Sales and Show-rooms
70 King Street West Toronto
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Men of Tomorrow

Many a boy, started off with a sorry fund of health, has been built into a mental and physical
# husky ” by helpful environment and properly selected food.

No one can build a sturdy, time-resisting wall with poor materials. No one can build a strong,
manly boy on flimsy food

The boy is really more important than the wall!

Ever think of that?

Yet you may be very particular when you inspect the materials you are to put into your house
walls.

But how about the boy —is his building material being considered ?

Mind and body must be properly trained to make the Master Man.

A true Brain and Body food is

| Grape=Nuts

It possesses those vital elements required by Nature for building up strong young bodies and
active brains.
““ There’s a Reason’’

Postum Cereal Company. Limited, Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd,
Battle Creek, Mich., U. S. A. ‘Windsor, Ontario, Canada
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l—-Votes For Women

Two million women will
have a right to vote in the
next Presidential elec-
tion. Twenty million
women have voted for
the emancipation of
American woman-

hood by serving

Wheat

in their homes. Every bis-
2 cuit is a vote for health,
happiness and domestic
freedom—a vote for pure
food, for clean living and
clean thinking.

The housewife who knows
the nutritive value of Shredded Wheat and the many
delicious fruit combinations that can be made with it
may banish kitchen worry and household care.

Shredded Wheat is ready-cooked, ready-to-serve. It is a natural
4 elemental food. It is not flavored or seasoned with anything and

hence does not deteriorate in the market. Tl_lq consumer flavors
or seasons it to suit his own taste. I.t is delicious for breakfast
with milk or cream or for any meal with fruits.

The Only Breakfast Cereal Made in Biscuit Form
Made only by
THE CANADIAN SHREDDED WHEAT COMPANY, LIMITED, NIAGARA FALLS, ONT.
TORONTO OFFICE: 49 WELLINGTON STREET, EAST. Rar

e
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The hardest
things clean
easiest with

Old
Dutch
Cleanser

Many uses & .o

full directions g
on large

siftercan 10¢
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“93” HAIR TONIC

Two Sizes, 50c. and $1.00

The Most Efficacious Scalp and Hair Treatment

Your Money Back if Not as Claimed
Sold and guaranteed by only one Druggist in a place. Look for The Rexcll Stores

They are the Druggists in over 3000 towns and cities in the United States and Canada

UNFITED DRUG CO., BOSTON, MASS, CHICAGO, TLL. TORONTO, CANMADL &

COAYRGHT. 19°0, UNITED DRI 3 COMPANY
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Like Bubbles in a Bowl of Milk

Here’s an idea which is being used in a million

homes, we think.

Instead of bread or crackers, Puffed Grains
are served in milk. :

Note what the users gain.

The grains are much crisper than crackers.

They are four times as porous as bread.

They are whole-grain foods, not merely the

flour.
In the

For breakfast serve with cream and sugar, or
mix the grains with fruit. :

For dinner serve as 'wafers. in your soup. pr
scatter them over a dish of ice cream, to give
you a nut-like blend.

NS A NS SAS AT

Puffed Wheat, 10c
Puffed Rice, 15c¢

A NN NN AN

The taste is like toasted nuts.

Puffed Grains are light and airy. They float
on milk. Yet a touch of the teeth will crush
them into almond-flavored granules.

And these. exploded grains are. twice as
digestible as the best other cereal food.

Morning

But for suppers or luncheons, or a bedtime
dish, serve in bowls of milk.

You will say that these thin, crisp, toasted
wafers are the most enticing foods you know,

Except in
Extreme
West

Prof. Anderson’s Foods

The;e are the foods which experts know as
Prof. Anderson’s foods. 4 :

They are made by steam explosion—by being
shot from guns. The millions of gra.ngles inside
of each grain are literally blasted to pieces.

That's what makes them so porous.  That is
why they digest And the nut-like taste results
from applying 550 degrees of heat.

Puffed Grains, as every expert knows, are the
best-cooked foods in existence,

And 250,000,000 dishes last year were con-
sumed by the people who love them.

Tell your ﬁrocer to send a package
e

of each. Then try out these ways
of serving.

The Quaker Qats Gmpany

Sole Makers—Peterborough
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Time Your Order Was Placed

For a Spring

Over Coat, Frock Coat
or Morning Coat

VICKERMAN’S

Grey Cheviots, Vicunas
or Llamas.

CAN'T BE BEATEN

There is something about a
VICKERMAN CLOTH
that appeals to one right away
and the longer you wear one
the more noticable are its good
qualities in contrast to other
makers.

Vickerman’s
Greys

never get that Rusty or Faded
look so common in greys but
retain their lusterous appearance
to the end.

%B.vmmamowﬁm%

The makers name along the Selvage every 3 yards. 5

Let us know if your tailor does not han-
dle them. We can tell you who does.

Nishet & Auld, Limited

Toronto.
Wholesale Selling Agents in Canada.

F ther,
e Ofene
and Me” __=7

JNEANTS:
DELIGHT

TOILET S0APp

ALMOST a million Canadian

women use Infants-Delight
Toilet Soap. They enjoy its nch,
creamy lather—its rare cleansing
power—its soothing, softening effect
on the skin—and its gelicate
fragrance,

Have you never tried it? Then
you and yours have been missing a real
toilet treat. Get a cake from your dealer
right away and you'll see how true this js,
10c. everywhere. 106m

»*7\

7

Soa

The same splendid soap

?ualities. but scented with the
fragrance of fresh-cut violets, Frec
Trial Sample sent on receipt of 2c,
stamp to cover postage.

John Taylor & Co., Limited, - Toronto

OLDEST AND LARGEST PERFUMERS
AND TOILET SOAP MAKERS IN CANADA



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

ALAMHBHHHIIUIBMBGIB
s\t\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\§\\‘\\\\\\\\\\\
\\ W

N
t g

. The MELVILLE promises to be very
. popular this Spring and Summer. Gives
the effe@ of a rather high collar yet is

exceptionally comfortable on account of
the low inside band.
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United Typewriter

and all other Canadian Cities.

THE cost of any one of the twenty-
five special-purpose Underwoods
is of minor importance.

These machines are designed to reduce
office expense, save time and effort, ex-
pedite business—and they do it.

FOR example we know of a case where
one special Underwood effects a yearly
saving of over $2,000.

The cost of the machine was less than
$200, and no charge was made for de-
vising the system which made the savin
possible. That service goes with the
machine.

THERE are few instances where a spe-

cial-purpose Underwood and its
associated system installed by us, will
not save the cost in a few months.

Write us if you are interested in doing all your accounting work with machines.

Co., Ltd., Toronto

almost a lost art.
the hotel stenographer.

Letter-writing is a bore---until

recipient.
WOMEN OF TASTE

write their social notes and ‘‘thank
you” letters on paper that reflects
breeding and culture.

IRIS LINEN
is a fine fabric finish of just the right
weight and size—boxed to meet: the
requirements, of critical users.

TORONTO .

it into a double pleasure—once for

- Bore or Pleasure---Which ?

ETTER-WRITING used to be a “fine art.”

Now it is

Some men even dictate home letters to

you find the stationery that turns
you and again for the lucky

MEN OF CHARACTER
write their own personal letters, They
want paper strong of texture, heavy
and fine of finish.

CROWN VELLUM

makes of duty a pleasure—substan-

tial, delightful to write on. Adds
distinction to any letter.
At your stationers—or from
BARBER-ELLIS LIMITED, Toronto
BRANTFORD - WINNIPEG

,, i
B L N —
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Some Children Somewhere

Every Moment Breakfast
on Quaker Oats.

Every hour of our night the sun rises some- Because oats feed body, brain and nerves
where on this delicious meal. better than anything else that grows.

The youth of all nations, mornings and even- And because Quaker Oats, in the judgment
ings, eat a billion dishes of Quaker Oats yearly. of millions, is the finest oat food in existence.

Quaker Oats

Just the Cream of the Oats
The Quintessence of Flavor

For 25 years Quaker Oats has been made Serve Oatmeal Twice a Day.

- F . It fosters brain devel t.
from just the choicest grains, Itgholds eneréy‘." b
o s of Serve the most delicious de,
After 62 siftings we get bu.t e pou.nds ¢ so that children growc‘t(:\ul:y%;ait.e
Quaker Qats from a bushel—just the richest, -
plumpest grains.  Grains of greatest food Reg‘-dar size
value, of finest flayor. package, 10¢

t them can’t go back to lesser
Folks who eat the g Family size package, for

grades of oatmeal. smaller cities and country
Yet Quaker Qats —this cream of the oats— trade, 25c.

costs but one-half cent per dish. Except in Far West

The Quaker Qats ®mpany L?k. Qu.,

rade-mark on

PETERBOROUGH every package.
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Reaping
Rewards from
Resolutions
By FRANKLIN O. KING

Do You Remember That Old Story about
Robert Bruce and the Spider? Robert was Hiding
in a Cave. His Enemies Had Him “In the Hole,”
Temporarily, So to Speak, As It Were. While
Reflecting on the Rocky Road to Royalty, Robert,
the Bruce, Espied a Spider Spinning His Web
Over the Entrance to the Cavern. Nine Times
Did the Spider Swing Across the Opening in a
Vain Attempt to Effect a Landing, but the Tenth
Time he Touched the Home Plate, and Robert,

admiring the Persistence of the Insect, Cried Out
Loud—“Bravo,” Two or Three
Times, One Right After the
Other. Shortly After That
Bruce Got Busy and Captured
a Kingdom.

All of This Preamble is In-
tended to Point a Moral, which
is—“If At First You Don’t
Succeed, Slap on More Steam,
and Sand the Track.” In This
Connection I want to Inquire
about Your New Year’s Reso-
lutions, and to Ask If You
Have Kept the Faith, and If J
Not—Why Not? I Believe the
Pathway to Prosperity is Paved
with Good Resolutions. There-
fore, let Us Resolve, and Keep
Resolving  until  Victory 1s
Perched on our Banners. Re-
member, You Have Fought
Many a Victorious Waterloo
that the World Knows Nothing
About. The Man who Gets Up
every Time He Falls Down
Will Some Day Cease to be a
“Fall Guy.” Good Resolutions
Will Be Rewarded with Rich Realizations, and
It Shall Follow as the Night the Day.

How Much Better Off are You than Last Year,
or the Year Before That? Perhaps Your Wages
are a Little Higher, but Have not Your Expenses
More than Kept Pace with That Increase? Aren’t
You Paying a Little More for Your Clothes and
Your Meals, and don’t You Smoke More Expen-
sive Cigars and More of Them than Formerly?
If It isn’t Cigars, It may be Something Else—
Some More Expensive Habit.

A Man Begins T'o Go Down Hill at Forty, and
the time may come when a Younger Man—per-
haps a Cheaper Man—will fill your job. The Man
Who-Looks-Ahead will prepare himself for that
time by getting a Home. My advice to You,
therefore, is to Get a Home while you are able
to do so—and Begin Now. I would further advise
you to Get a Home in the Gulf Coast Country

of Texas. ot ;
Since Investigating Conditions in the Rain Belt

of Gulf Coast Texas, I have no Fear of Old Age -

or Poverty, because I know I can Take up a

Two Texas Gulf Coast Products

Few Acres down there and be Absolutely Inde-
pendent. 1 am Firmly Convinced that with
Average Intelligence and Average Industry, any
Man who is now Working His Head off in the
North to make a Bare Living, where they Snatch
One Crop between Snowstorms and Blizzards, can
soon Lay Up a Nice Bank Account in the Winter
Garden of America. Come to the Land of
Least Resistance, where You can Grow Three
Big Money-Making Crops a Year on the Same
Soil and Without a Dollar’'s Worth of Expense
for Irrigation or Fertilization.

I believe you could save Twenty-Five Cents g
Day if You Tried. I know you would Try if
you Realized that our Growers of Figs, Straw-
berries and Early Vegetables clear a net profit
of $300 to $500 an Acre. Men have Realized
more than $1.000 an acre growing Oranges in
our Country. Remember that
our Farly Vegetables get to
Northern Markets in  Mijd.-
Winter and Early Spring, when
they command Top Prices.

One German Truck Grower
on adjoining lands last sprin
realized nearly $500 from three.
fourths of an acre of Straw.
berries. You could do as wel}
{‘f ygu on%y Tried, and on a

en-Acre Tract Find Fi i
Freedom. g

The Biggest Price paid for
a car of watermelons on the
Houston Market last year was
$140. The car was shipped by
the Danbury Fruit and Truck
Growers’ Association.

We are situated within con.-
venient shipping distance of
Three Good Railroads and in
addition. to this have the ip.
estimable Advantages of Water
Transportation through the
Splendid Harbors of Galveston
J and Velasco, so that ou
Freight Rates are Cut Practically in Half. Thr
Climate is Extremely Healthful and Superior te
that of California or Florida—Winter or Sum e
—owing to the Constant Gulf Breeze. e

Qur Contract Embodies Life and Accid
Insurance, and should You Die or become totaeltl,t
disabled, Your family, or anyone else You na 4
will get the Farm  without the Payment o
Another Penny. If you should be Dissatisfi -y
we will Absolutely Refund your Money, as
the Tem;s of oqu‘: Guarantee. : Pex.

Write for our Free Book, which contai
100 Photographs of Growing Crops, gt'i"eaﬁ!
Out the Blank Space below with your Name e
Address, plainly written, and mail it to the Te =
Gulf Realty Company, 1450 Peoples Gas Bos"
Chicago, Ill. Read it Carefully, then use poo
own Good Judgment. %

Please send me your book, *‘Independence With Tea Acres \
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RODGERS’
CUTLERY

The aim of cutlery manufacturers is to hecome what

“Rodgers™ is—the leader in cutlery manufacture,

Rodgers” Trade Mark is the hall mark of excellence.

Joseph Rodgers & Sons, Limited

Cutlers to His Majesty
SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND

EVERY RAILWAY IN CANADA USES
ASBESTOSILAJE CEMENT SHINGLES

ASBESTOSLAYE
ASBESTOS
SHINGLES

The Canadian Northern Railway Station at Fort Francis,
of the many Canadian Railway buildings to be roofed with As!
Shingles.

‘The choice of this roofing by all the Canadian Railw ays is most significant.
It means that the keenest. most exacting buyers and maintenance men in the
country are convinced of their superiority.,

Made of  Portland Cement and Asbestc >s, n Red, Grey and Slate, Asbesto-
e Cement Shingles are fire-proof, weather- proof and practically indestructible.

Write for Booklet C. M. to
ASBESTOS MANUFACTURING CO., LIMITED

Address E. T. Bank Bldg., Montreal,
Factory at Lachine, Que., (near Montreal.)

Ont., is the latest
bestoslate Cement

slat
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The money you invest in
Phonograph Records goes
farthest when you buy

Blue Amberol Records

Farthest from a musical standpoint, because Blue Amberols have
a finer tone than any other phonograph records and reproduce in a
more lifelike way. Farthest from an investment standpoint, because
Blue Amberols will never wear and reproduce less perfectly than
when new, and will never become injured by careless handling.

The Blue Amberol is a Record for the

EDISON PHONOGRAPH

Hear it at your Edison dealers today
THOMAS A. EDISON, Inc., 6 Lakeside Avenue, ORANGE, N. J.
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Ready for the new Costume

For any woman of ordinary height and weighirg  ‘between
115 and 140 1bs,, the La Diva 718 is the ideal foundation for this
season’s costume, and makes possible a perfect fit and 'an up-to-date
figure, and it sells at only $3.00.

This years'D. & A ‘and 'La ‘Diva Models ‘are great successes ; they are
comfortable, support the figure wéll; and give that supple, gracéful, aimost
corsetless effect which is the aim of the fashionable ‘ modistes,"

Made specially for Canadian Women  after long studies of Canadian
figures in one of the largest and best equipped corset factories in the world,

the D. & A. and La Diva corsets offer style and comfort superior to
imported corsets yet at from $1,00 to $5.00 per pair less.

There is 4 model for every figure, Our catalogue, sent free on
request;, will help ;you ta choose the best for yours.

12-13

DOMINION CORSET CO. - QUEBEC

SAFEGUARD YOUR HFALTH
WITH JAEGER UNDERWEAR

ﬂ Nearly all colds are preventable.
= One effective means of prevention is to wear JAEGER

Pure Wool Underwear.

The purity of material and the peculiar propertie; of pure
| wool in creating and preserving warmth make JAEGER
s

the safest of all underwear.

Those who are subject to colds cannot take the risk of
uncertain underwear.

There is no uncertainty about JAEGER.
All weights and sizes for men and women.

DrJAEGER %:
4 _ 00LLEN .0,
WUnited Ga rments r- SYSTEM ™

32 King St. W., Toronto. Ont.
316 St. Catherine St. W., Montreal.
364 Portage Ave., Winnipeg, Man.
And from JAEGER Agenls throughout the Dominion.
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“CHILD OF STORM”
By H. Rider Haggard

The author’s name and the Cassell imprint
give a double guaranty of its worthiness.

“Child of Storm'’ is a further record of the
adventures of Allan Quatermain jin the land
of Zulus.

There is a season of keen enjoyment in
store for those who love a thrilling tale of
stirring adventures in ‘'Child of Storm," the
epic of the vengeance of Zikali the Mysterious,
of Mameena the Beautiful Child of Storm,
and of Allan Quatermain, the white-souled,
red-blooded Englishman.

Admirers of H. Rider Haggard will not
require the assurance that *'Child of Storm"
combines literary excellence with its absorbing
interest. In this book, the author has even
surpassed the inimitable composition and pure
diction of his earlier works. In **Child of
Storm’’ he firmly establishes his pre-eminence
as a master of our language.

There is none too old, and there are few
too young to enjoy this wholesome story of
love and adventure.

“ Marie,” 1912; ““Child of Storm,” 1913, and a volume projected
for 1914 will form the ?uatermgun trilogy, but each story is
complete and independent,

CASSELL & CO., Limited

Publishers since 1848,
42 ADELAIDE STI. W., TORONTO
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The first taste of Neilson’s

is not only a delightfully new experience but it
sets up a new standard for your palate. Neilson's
are not just “Ordinary Chocolates.” FEach dainty
piece and each variety has a distinctive Neilson
originality. After tasting Neilson's you will find that
you have no desire for ““ Ordinary Chocolates.”

eilaony Chocolates

Chocolats des Aristocrates

One of many good things in

Chocolates sold under the name

NEILSON’S.

William Neilson Limited
TORONTO - ONTARIO

A Few Neilson Favorites

Reception Chocolates.
Chocolate Fruit Glaces.
Specially Prepared Fruits,

“Every Piece Different”
(over 40 different kinds).

Chocolats des Aristocrates.

Italien Chocolates:

B O

vd
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The Twentieth Century Wall Finish

Take off the old Unsawnitary Wall Paper and
use ‘‘Alabastine’ — the Beautiful Wall Tint

“ ALABASTINE ” is vastly more artistic than wall paper, paint or

kalsomine—more easily applied and costs far less.
It is distinctly the vogue with people of good taste and refinement—they have
used it for over a quarter of a century.

«“ ALABASTINE" is absolutely sanitary—far more durable than the

best of wall paper or any kind of kalsomine. The best

wall paper contains enough arsenic to interfere with health, It is laid on a layer of

paste which is nothing more nor less than a germ factory. And you cannot buy

a kalsomine that will not chip, blister, crack, rub or peel off, as it depends upoh

animal glue to bind it to the wall. On tbe other hand ‘‘Alabastine " is made from

an Alabaster cement. It hardens on the wall with age, and can be recoated
time after time without removing old coats.
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“ ALABASTINE > has antiseptic

properties.

Germs cannot live on or in it, Once the

walls of a room are coated with “ Alabas-

tine " there is no necessity for redecoration
after sickness,

“ ALABASTINE " has stood the

test of time

and is today more popular than ever.

It is more economical than either wall

paper or kalsomine, and far more

ganitary. Anybody can apply ‘‘ Alabas-

tine.’ Just mix with cold water and use
a flat bristle brush.

“* Alabastine

DECORATE with

and you can have a
charming and comfortable home. With
our numerous tints and white any color
scheme can be easily and artistically

carried out.

FREE Our staff of trained
STEN C“..S decorators will perfect

any color scheme for

you absolutely free of charge. We will

also supply free stencils exactly suited

for your purpose. Your Hardware or Paint

Dealer will supply you with ‘* Alabastine.”

But write for full particulars and free
booklet,

THE ALABASTINE Co., Limited

21 WILLOW STREET PARIS, CANADA
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T matters not what heating system
you use—Steam, Hot Water or
Warm Air, you cannot get that

much desired gentle, restful and
soothing atmosphere without proper
humidity.

Water should be evaporated freely,
and the

e

waM EURNACE

WITH ITS BIG

CIRCLE WATERPAN

holding from four to six gallons, presents the one heat-
ing medium which does afford a really comfortable and
healthful warmth.

Catalogue mailed on request

The JAMES STEWART MFG. CO., Limited

WOODSTOCK, ONTARIO, WESTERN BRANCH: Winnipeg, Manitoba

N

A R RN R ORI
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SEN

Guaranteed

A Million People

in the States and Canada
are wearing Holeproof Hose!
26,000,000 pairs have been
sold on the six-months’ guar-

antee! Think how good
these hose must be to please so
many wearers. Send for six
pairs and try them. They save
wearing darned hose and they
save all the darning. If any of
the six in the box wear out
within six months you get new
hose free to replace them.
But we don’t protect just
the heelsand toes. Ev-
ery stitch is guar-
anteed. If a
thread breaks
the pair is
considered
worn out;
you get a
new pair
free.

ARV

FOR MEN WOMEN’ AND CHILDREN

Our Wonderful Yarn

The yarn we use is warm and soft, yet has
wonderful strength and endurance. We pay the
top market price for it. We buy the finest yarn

that’s sold.

Our Thirteenth Year

This is our thirteenth year with ‘‘ Holeproof.”’
It now commands the largest sale of any brand
of hosiery sold, because of the satisfaction to

me%wb%dee@ndmd?

oleprooftiosiery

Now for Six Pairs of Warm
Cashmere Holeproof Hose

Months

users. Hose that wear out in two weeks are a
bother, no matter how comfortable they may
be. ‘‘Holeproof,”’ the most comfortable hose
in existence, last twelve times as long—guaran-
teed. Can there be any question between the
two kinds ?

Send Trial Order Now

Use the coupon below. Send in your order,
See what a saving. Note their convenience.
You’ll never wear common kinds once you know
these advantages. Two grades for men—medium
Cashmere Sox, $2.00 for six pairs. Fine Cash-
mere, $3.00 for six pairs. Colors for men—Dblack,
tan and navy blue. Women’s medium Cashmere
Stockings in black or tan, $3.00 for six pairs,
All are guaranteed six months. Three pairs of
children’s ‘‘Holeproof,’’ guaranteed three months,
$1.00. Only one size in each box. Colors alike
or assorted, as you desire.

Mark the Coupon

Indicate on the coupon the color, weight, size
and kind you want and send the money in any con-
venient way. Thousands buy from us this way.
We guarantee satisfaction as well as the hose.

Six

The above statements refer to * Hole-
proof” in the States and Canada.

HOLEPROOF HOSIERY COMPANY

OF CANADA, Ltd.
181 Bond Street London, Canada

Trial Box Order Coupon

HOLEPROOF HOSIERY CO. OF CANADA, Ltd.
181 Bond St., London, Can.

Gentlemen:

(391)
I enclose §........, for which send me one box

of Holeproof Hose for........ ««..(state whether for men,

women or children). 8ize.......ccceevrss COIOFes vrrressssrssanss
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Get New Ideas in Heating
Your Home

—before you decide upon what Heater.

Modern experts say that the best Heater is
the one that heats and ventilates at the same
time, There is no other that will do this so
satisfactorily as the

Kelsey Warm Air Generator

The Kelsey is entirely different from other
Heaters in construction and method of
warming and distributing air.

Let us show you how.

The James Smart Manufacturing Co., Limited.

Winnipes, Man. Brockville, Ont.

FOR HOME BUILDING

Milton Fireflash Brick is Particularly Desirablé.

MILTON BRICK

“ A Genuine Milton Brick Has The Name *“Milton” on it.”

are of two distant styles—red fireflash and buff fire-
flash. The colors—being natural to the shale—are
permanent and not affected by climate or weather.

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO. Dept. D.
MILTON, ONTARIO. :

Agents for Fiske Tapestry Brick.
- - - Janes Building,

Toronto Office - -
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is perfectly splendid. It
makes linen spotlessly white
without any hard, wearing,
rubbing. You really ought
to try it.

Parowax is easy to use and in-
expensive. One pound is enough
for 16 boilers of wash. Full di-
rections with every package. i

Parowax is also invaluable for
sealing jellies and preserves,
forming an air-tight, moldproof

Dealers everywhere sell Parowax,
Get a package today and try it.

THE IMPERIAL OIL COMPANY, LIMITED

Toronto St. John
Montreal Winnipeg Halifax

Original
and
only

Genuine

The Springs do most of the Work

The New Century Washer is para-
mount. There is no other washer that
will so lighten householdlabor. Theoil-
tempered steel springs do the greater
part of the work and the balance of the
effort required is very easy when com-
pared to the old-fashioned methods.

The New Century fcaturesars exclusive and

Beware of
Imitations Sold
on the Merits

of

il MINARD'S
23 LINIMENT

ressure of the hoops from
the OUTSIDE snd prevent

Beothe New at your dealer’s
or write to us for full informatioa.
Commer-Dowswell Ltd.
R Hamilton, = Ontarie.
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THE MUSICAL
ATMOSPHERE
OF THE HOME

A few friends—an open fire—a

little music, and an evening long

to be remembered.

In how many homes, the one thing

lacking is music, and yet how
needless is this lack. The

Gerhard Heintzman

PLAYER PIANO

which anyone can play, makes a new
atmosphere—makes the home a gathering
place for music lovers and banishes dullness
for ever.

No matter what kind of music your guests
may desire, you, yourself can produce it,
though you have had no advantage of
musical education.

Can you afford to have your home musicless ?

Write for the booklet—or better, call and try the
instrument. We will be pleased to give you a
little impromptu recital ot some of your favorites,

Your present instrument taken as part
payment and convenient terms of payment
arranged.

Gerhard Heintzman Ltd.
41-43 Queen Street W.. Toronto

(City Hall Square)
New Salesrooms in Hamilton (next to Post Office)
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Just Two Ways of Hearing
ALICE NIELSEN

Buy tickets and attend her public appearances on opera stage or concert
platform or

Buy her Columbia Double-Disc Records and hear her—and invite your
friends to hear her—in your own home any evening, and as many evenings as
you please.

Here is a prima donna—a Grand Opera Star—who can sing *‘ Way Down
r** and ““Bonnie Sweet Bessie ** without leaving out

Upon the Suwanee River
REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. any of the human-ness.

Alice Nielsen is to-day famous as the Prima Donna of the Boston Opera
Company and the records she has made for us include arias from ‘“Madame
Butterfly,”” ““La Boheme,* ““Tosca,”” ‘‘Faust,” ‘‘Carmen,*’ “‘Don Giovanni,”"
‘‘Le Nozze di Figaro’’ and other operas.

But as a singer of the old ballads, the songs that were written and composed years ago when there was
Jess strenuous speed and maybe more sentiment in the world—in these, the real songs of the people,
Alice Nielsen is supreme.

Hear her sing the ‘“ Last Rose of Summer,”’ ‘“Kathleen Mavourneen,” ““The Old Folks at Home"’;
hear her sing of ‘‘Annie Laurie ** and ‘‘Bonnie Sweet Bessie ** and you will realize that here is an opera
star who, with all her fame, is woman enough still to sing the old ballads as our grandmothers would have
liked to hear them sung.

All these records will play on your talking machine—no matter what the make, so long as it will
play disc records. : : :

If you haven’t already got one go to the nearest Co_lunlbla_x Eiealer and ask him to play some of theNiel-
sen records to you on the Columbia Grafonola “ Favorite™: it’s a $65 instrument—the one in the picture
—it has become the standard instrument of the world and its sale is far larger than that of any other model.
Write for catalogs.

Columbia Phonograph Co., Gen’l

McKinnon Building, Toronto, Ont.

Creators of the Talking Machine Industry.  Pioneers and Leaders in the Talking Machine Art.  Owners of
the Fundamental Patents. Largest Manufacturers of Talking Machines in the World. Dealers Woanted :
Exclusive selling rights zmmcd.wherc we are not actively represented. A complete catalog of Columbia
Graphoph and Grafonol just off the press, can be had of any Columbia dealer or direct by mail
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THE particles of pure vegetable oil which are rubbed
into the open pores of the skin with the creamy
fragrant lather of Baby’s Own Soap renew the life of the
skin—help nature along. It assures a soft, white, healthy
skin and its use delights both young and old. Baby’s
Own Soap is for sale almost everywhere.

ALBERT SOAPS, LIMITED, MANUFACTURERS, MONTREAL
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Llou-:SA‘féANITE

For finishing floors in the most durable manner possible.
Its quality has made it the best-known and most widely used
of all varnishes. There is no substitute.

LUXE:%ER RY

For the finest rubbed (dull) or polished finish on interior
Woodwork. It has been the standard to which all other var.
nish makers have worked.

ELASTIS tNTERIOR

For interior woodwork exposed to severe wear and finished
in full gloss, such as window sills and sash, bathroom and
kitchen woodwork, It stands the action of soap and water to

ELASTIE o uTSIDE

For front doors and all other surfaces exposed to the weather,
Dries dust free in a short time and possesses great durability
under the most trying weather conditions,

LUXESERRY

For yachts, boats, canoes and other marine uses—either in-
side or outside. 8 impossible duce a more lasting
varnish to withstand the trying conditions of marine use.

Here’s Your Guide to
All Good Varnishing !

First—Berry Brothers’ label on

n.
th%::;nd—-One of the above five
names at the top of the label.

These five satisfy all the needs of
the average user who
goes to his dealer or
his painter for

varnish.

And there is no
way to get greater
satisfaction—

There’s no way to be more certain
of the durability, economyand l_land-
some appearance of the varnished
surface than by specifying the Berry
Brothers’ label, and see:ing},person-
ally that it is ‘‘on the job.

You can always afford to use the
best varnish. And you can always

ERRY

ROTHERS’

VARNISHES

afford to spend the little time it takes
to see personally to its selection
and use.

Tear out this Page and file it away
for your guidance the next time you
have varnishing to be
done. It will help you
get full satisfaction—
whether you have only
one floor to be finished
or every room in a
new house.

Better still, send for our free book:™“‘Choosing

Your Varnish Maker”—of interest to all present
and prospective users of varnish,

Any dealer or painter can supply you with
Berry Brothers’ celebrated varnishes.

BERRY BROTHERS

Established 1858
WALKERVILLE, ONT.
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FLOOR FINISH
Makes Floors Like This

E want to know—and we want you

to know—all about your floors. We

want to show you, as we daily show
80 many others, how inexpensive and how
easy it is to end permanently all your floor
troubles.
Elastica is the only floor varnish which will
give you positive, satisfactory results. It
1s trade-marked like this—

ELASTICA

FLOOR FINISH

Look for tkill Trade-mark on & Yellow Label.
| others are imitations.

The One Perfect Floor Varnish

Whether your floors be old or new, of soft wood or
hard wood, painted or unpainted, stained or un-
stained, Elastica will preserve them with an elastic,
bright, durable, waterproof finish. Elastica can
be used just as well over linoleum or oilcloth.

Send for descriptive booklet, Ask your dealer

TORONTO -
Canadian Factory of Standard Varnish Works

New York, Chicago, London, Berlin,
Brussels, Melbourne

Largest in the world' and first to establish definite
standards of quality. L14

‘KODAK”

IsourRegisteredand
common-law Trade-
Mark and cannot be
rightfully applied
except to goods of
our manufacture.

If a dealer tries to sell
you a camera or films,
or other goods not of our
manufacture, under the
Kodak name, you can
be sure that he has an
inferior article that he is
trying to market -on the

Kodak reputation.

If it isn't an Eastman
it isn't a Kodak.

CANADIAN KODAK CO.,
Limited,
TORONTO.
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Williams

HolderTop sk

You used to throw away this much
of your Shaving Stick

You can use Williams’ Holder Top Stick down to the very end. Grip the
metal cap that holds the stick. Your fingers need never touch the soap, not
even when there is only the thinnest wafer of it left. No matter how much
or how little remains, you have absolute ease of manipulation always. Add
to this feature the rich, creamy, luxurious lather that has made Williams’
Shaving Soaps famous and you have the perfect shaving stick.

Four forms of the same good quality :
Williams’ Shaving Stick (in the Hinged-cover Nickeled Box)
Williams’ Holder Top Shaving Stick
Williams’ Shaving Powder (in the Hinged-cover Nickeled Box)
Williams’ Shaving Cream (in Tubes)

SPECIAL OFFER—Men’s Combination Package

consisting of a liberal trial sample of Williams® Holder Top Shaving Stick, Shaving

Powder, Shaving Cream, Jersey Cream Toilet Soap, Violet Talc Powder and Dental
Cream. Postpaid for 24 cents in stamps.

A single sample of either of the above articles sent for 4 cents in stamps.
Address The J. B. Williams Co., Dept. A , Glastonbury, Conn.
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What'll Stop
Sour Stomach?

They Act Quick and Relief is

Almost Immediate.

There are some things so exactly right that to mention them
brings calm and repose. And to use Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets
gives the stomach just that kind of lift that makes you check up
one hnndred per cent to the good. Particularly is this true_ with
those who suffer with sour stomach. You feel so mean that you
actually hate yourself. And yet in a few minutes these tablets
sweeten the stomach, arrest unnatural fermentation, start a
powerful digestive action and prevent the formation of gas.

They are composed of only such digestants as are approved
by the very best of physicians.

Real, live, progressive people want to be around where the
activities of life embrace whatever circumstances dictate. If a
house party serves a Welsh rarebit go to it. It isn’t the easiest
thing in the world to digest, 'tis true, but what of it? Stuart’s
Dyspepsia Tablets will take care of you, keep your stomach in
control and your dreams won’t see an army of hobgoblins playing
hobs with your nerves. Many physicians regularly prescribe
Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets for the stomach disorders of patients
who are ill with some constitutional malady. They do so forthe
reason that these tablets are not a patent medicine and their
composition is known and recognised as the most approved and
most powerful of all digestants. :

Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets are sold and recommended by
all druggists at 50c a box.
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The Systematized Office

“System” does not refer wholly to the various filing methods which
are in use in the office.

This term has a broader meaning and includes not only the filing and
record keeping, but also the general methods under which the office
works. Only by having the right equipment with which to work,
and having that equipment most conveniently arranged, so that each
person’s work is made easier and more quickly accomplished, can the
best results be obtained. s

We are Systematizers and Quick Work Devisers

WE'RE AT
97 Wellington Street W., TORONTO
& lete Filing Equi t Stores:
MONTREAL HALIFAX OTTAWA TORONTO (Head Office)

WINNIPEG CALGARY EDMONTON VANCOUVER
Factories: NEWMARKET, ONT. 58

MAKERS OF HIGH GRADE FILING CABINETS

3}@» FFICE SPECIALTY MFG.@®.

A MY
LIS AND OFFICE FURNITURE IN STEEL AND WOOD
H CAaNADA

I
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fSIGN:
QUALITY:

A Coat of Mail

was suitable protection against the
dangers of the Middle Ages but it
was far from comfortable.

Now-a-days the suit of Under-
wear is the main protection against
the dangers of climate and bodily
ills,

NEET EE

PURE WOOL UNSHRIMKABLE
UNDERWEAR

combines the efficiency of an
armour with warm cosy comfort.

Made of the finest, cleanest Australian
Merino wool, CEETEE Underwear keeps
out the cold and damp and absorbs the
perspiration,

Every garment is shaped to fit the form
during the PrOCESs OF KNITTING. The joins
are all knitted together (not sewn.)

Madc in sizes to fit all the tamily,

Sold by the Best Dealers.
Wern by the Best People.

Guaranteed unshrinkable.

Manufactured by

THE C. TURNBULL CO. of Galt, LTD.
GALT, ONT.

Also manufacturers
fes and Children;
Shaker-Knit Sweater Coats.

o¢ Purnbull's sibbed Underwear for Cad-

“M" Bands for Infants and CEET;NEl
g

HlM‘i

il

"
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A dessert spoon full in a
glass of water is the pop-
ular dose of

s Salt

It improves the appetite,
steadies the nerves and
brings about a good
healthy condition.

s 25¢ & 60c

ALL DRUGQISTS 1

HAVE YOU DIABETES ?

If you have you will be interested in receiving some most
convincing information direct from people who have been
cured of this obnoxious and dreadfulpsisease. SANOL'S
ANTI-DIABETES a standard and specific remedy, the
formula for which was recently secured from a celebrated
German Scicntis.t has worked wonders in the way of ime
mediately relievm% and later completely curing many
stubborn cases of Diabetes. It is g—equently prescribed
by physicians of standing and is being used in first-class
hospitals. Sugar eliminated from the urine in from three
to six days, complete cures after a few months treatment

cases cured in which the patient suffered from open sores.
cases of several years duration completey cured,—these
are a few instances of the results obtained by the use of
SANOL'S ANTI-DIABETES. We can refer enquirers
to many reliable and prominent people whom we have
cured and we can also send copies of most torcible letters
from such patients. This remedy is sold by all druggists
or by the makers at $2.00 per bottle.

HAVE YOU GALL-STONES 7

A very large number ot people throughout Cana
using the standard reme&tSr;\NOL fogr Gall-stoneg.al(li:
ney-stones, Gravel, Kidney trouble and all other diseases
and complaints due to the presence of uric acid in the
system. People who had troublc of this nature for periods
which vary in length from a few months toten years have
been cured by SA%IOL. As a preventive of any diseasc
of this nature it will be found most valuable by people
who have any weakness of the kidneys, bladder or of the
urinary system generally. The use of SAN has in
every case where used brought immediate relief and has
saved many patients from operations. We can refer in.
terested parties to any number of people who have been
cured through this remedy and can :\Yso send letters of
unquestionable convincing power. This remedy is for
sale by druggists or by the makers at $1.50 per bottle.
Both the remedies described above are manufactured only by

The Sanol Manufacturing Company, Ltd.
977 Main Street, Winnipeg, Manitoba
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YOUR MONDAY: SMILE

will be a broad one when you throw out that old |
wash board and install the Connor Ball Bearing |
Washer. Blue Monday drudgery will be banished. |
for the Connor Ball Bearing almost runs itself. \
Makes play of washing l
clothes. No sloppy 9§ :
floors, either. The lid |
fits down tight when w
closed. And when open-
ed the water drains back
into the tub. And unlike
ordinary washers there's
no centre post in the tub
of the Connor. Norany
other obstruction around
which clothes might
wind and become torn.
You'll be delighted with
the speed in which the

U
Connor penin, Washer|

does the work, with the beautiful appearance of
the clothes, and with the gentle, kindly manner in
which it treats your delicate laces, insertions, etc.
Soon pays for itself in the time, labor and wear-on-
clothes that it saves. Write for descriptive booklet.
J. H. CONNOR & SON, LIMITED
OTTAWA, CANADA

A Perfume for the
Most Refined Taste

HE SAID—*‘Few of us realize how much salt we eat.

soups and sauces—butter and
using an absolutely pure salt.”

SHE SAID—‘ Well, we are using WINDSOR SALT

A leader amongst leaders,
After being in use for

NEARLY A CENTURY

Murray & Lanman’s

FLORIDA
WATER

is just as popular as ever

BECAUSE:

is a Floral Extract of
absolute purity and
enduring fragrance ;

{ it refreshes and revives as

does no other Perfumej
itisdelightfulin the Bath
and the finest thing atter
Shaving: becanse it 18, in
fact, the most reliable
and satisfactory Toilet
Perfame made, 1 i1 12

Ask your Druggist for it
Accept no Substitute!

The fact that we
put salt on all meats and vegetables—in bread, cake and pastry—

cheese—shows the importance of

and no one could

make me believe there was any better salt in the whole world than

my old standby
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certainty of fit

and

you bought hosiery.

You had
chances.

You no longer need do
For now, at some
reliable store near you, you

can choose the hosiery that
is GUARANTEED—Pen - Angle

that.

Hosiery,

FOR LADIES
No. 1760 —*Lady Fair" Black
Cashmere Hmu:y. Medium
weight. Made of fine, soft cash-
;ncrlc tynrnu,d:-'t)_lyhhrg.l s-ply foot
heel, toe and hi splice, givin
strength whercgncmrcd. X o
3 pairs, $1.50, 6 pairs $3.00.
No. 1020,—Same quality as 1
but heavier, Bla‘lk nn); , Box
of 3 pairs, $1.50; 6 pairs {'LOO.
No. 110.—Very fine Cashmere
hose. Medium weight, a-ply leg,
4-ply foot, heel nmr toe« Black,
light and dark tan, leather, cham-
gne, myrtle, pearl gray, ox-

lood, helio, cardinal, Box of 3
pairs, $1,50; 6 pairs $3.00,
No. 1720.—Fine quality Cotton
Hose. Medium weight, made
of a.ply Egyptian yarn with 3-
ply heels and toes. Black, ligﬁt
and dark tan, champagne,
myrtle, pearl grey, slate, ox-
blood, helio, sky, pink. bisque.
Box of 4 pairs, ’TN; 6 pairs
$1.50.

No. 11756.~Mercerised. Same
colors as 1720. Box of 3 pairs,
$1.00; 6 pairs, $2.00.

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

We can safely guarantee Pen-

have
never be-
fore had any

Angle
sons.

wear when
to take your

leg,
seam |

Hosiery for several rea-
In our gigantic mills we
knit this hosiery on machines
for which we have the sole Can-
adian rights.

With these machines we fit the
hosiery to the exact form of the
ankle and foot—without a

You need no argument to see that
seamless hosiery must be more
comfortable than the seamful, foot-
wearying kind. Don't forget the

name or how the trademark looks.,

Read This Remarkable
Guarantee
Weguarantee the followinﬁ lines
of lﬁtn-Anglc Hosiery to it you
perfectly, not to shrink or stretch
and the dyes to be absolutely fast.
We guarantee them to wear
longer than any other cashmere
or cotton hosiery sold at the
same prices. If, after wearing
Pen-Angle Guaranteed Hosiery
any length of time, you should
ever find a pair that fails to ful-
fill this guarantee in any partic—
ular, return the same to us and
we will replace them with TWO

new pairs free of charge.

ORDER THIS WAY

Ask at the store first, If they cannot
supply you, state number, size of shoe or
stocking and color of hosiery desired and
enclose price, and we will fill your order
postpaid. Remember we will fill no or-
der for less than one box and only one
size in a box, BE SURE TO MEN-
TION SIZE.

PENMANS LIMITED

Dept. 68, Paris, Canada.

FOR MEN

Nc 2404.—Medium weigh
Cashmere, 2-ply Botany ?arr:
with special “‘Everlast” heels and
toes. Black, light and dark tan,
lea } her, lchampagm-. navy,
myrtle, pearl gray, slate, ox-
ll;!ood, h[e;lio, fcadet blue and

sque, Box o irs, $1.50; 6
g:uru. $3 00: -fog !

0. 500 —"‘Black Knight” win.
ter weight black Cashmere half-
hose, s-ply body, spun from pure
Australian wool, g.ply silk splice
heels and toes. lgox of 3 pairs,
81 50; 6 pairs, $3.00.

No. 1090 —Cashmere half-hose,

Same quality as 500, but lighter

weight, Black only. Box of 3
irs, $1.00; 6 pairs $2.00,

0. 330.—"Everlast” Cotton
Socks. Medium weight. Made
from four-ply long staple comb-
ed Egyptian cotton yarn, with
six-ply heel and toes. Black,
light and dark tan,

Put up in boxes;
box of 3 pairs,
$1.00; 6 pairs,
$2.00.
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CASTELL”

THE FINEST AND BEST COPYING PENCILSIN EXISTENCE.

COLOURED
"CASTELL Drawing Pencils made in 16 degrees are unex-
celled for smoothness. uniform graduation and durability.

"CASTELLCopying Pencils,black lead. hard.for carbon copies.
BERSLELL™ »  » »softfor writing purposes.
BERSTIELL” »  violet lead. soft and hard.
"CASTELL Polychromos Pencils in 60 different colors,light proof

Cure that Bunion

No need to suffer bunion torture another day

DR. SCHOLL'S BUNION RIGHT

removes the cause of your bunion or
enlarged toe joint by permanently
straightening the crooked toe. Gives

INSTANT RELIEF and a FINAL

CURE of all bunion pain.

Shields, plasters or shoe

. Stretchers never cure. Dr. Scholl's
Bunionl Right is comfortable, sanitary,
convenient. Guaranteed or money back. 50 cents

each or $1.00 per pair at drug and shoe stores, or
direct f:rnm The B, Scholl Manufacturin g, Co., a1y
absolutely sure; we

s King St. E. Toronto. Idustrated Kookie! Free
farnigh the work and teach you free; you work in the locality
where you live. Bend us your address and we will explaln | ETETRe T

P | JRANTONZ 12
— {%{ RESERVOIR =

{ _ WINNIPEG 2

CHALLENGE
COLLARS

Acknewledgedto
be the [inest crea-
tion of Water
proof Collarse
ever mldt. As
to see. an uy

no othtr. A”
T"lo'lalﬂ::’o:‘wco' stores or direct

o 5

88 FRAZER AVENUE
TORONTO

 sai—

Send us your address

r and we will show you
a a' bow to make $3 a day

he business full ;n-b-;:ﬁg:nnmndu profis of §3 for every
S mma 00, Box 1749, WINDSOR, ONT.

WANTED RESERVOIR PEN

We pay hundreds Writes long letter with one filling, Always ready,

of do‘l‘llars a ):(‘]:\r to No cox:iung. No blotting. Best for ruling, manifold-

iters. Send us YOUR WORK today, with or ing and constant use, Fine or medium points, Sent

'anl s:):;g wxéﬁz;lancc guaranteed, if available. Large &ns!pnid. 16 for 20¢, 3 doz, 40¢, 6 doz, 76¢. Postal
"w;“R"E“!“j . ote or Money Order, Money back if wanted,
RO s Compatty, Dest. 86 Washington, D. C. A. D. HASTINGS, Dept. 5, 393 Hargrave St., Winnipes.
e S e A —

Why doesn’t she take

/} NA-DRU-CO Headache Wafers

st They stop a headache promptly, yet do not contain any of
2 the dangerous drugs common in headache tablets. Ask your
Druggist about them. 25c¢. a box.

NATIONAL DRUG AND CHEMICAL CO. OF CANADA, Limires. 122
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Don’t Fret
About Pimples

No More Humiliation ; the Wonderful
Stuart’s Calcium Wafers *Get Right
After” those Pimples, Boils
and Skin Eruptions.

No need for anyone to go about any longer with a face
covered with pimples, blotches, eruptions, blackheads, and
liver-spots. These are all due to impurities in the blood.
Cleanse the blood thoroughly and the blemishes will disappear.

“A Short Time Ago My Face was Full of Pimples. Now
They're All Gone ! I Used Stuart's Calcium Wafers."

That's what Stuart’s Calcium Wafers are intended to accom-
plish and do accomplish. Their principal ingredient is Calcium
Sulphide, the quickest and most thorough blood cleanser known.

These wonderful little wafers get right into the blood, and
destroy eruptive substances present in it. In some cases a few
days is sufficient to make a marked improvement. And when
the blood is pure the whole system is a hundred per cent better.

Go to any drug store and get a 50 cent box of Stuart's
Calcium Wafers. Get them today.
Don't fret any longer about those blackheads, pimples, boils,

tetter, eczema, spots or skin eruptions; they all go and ‘‘go
quick” if you use Stuart’s Calcium Wafers.
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Washday Drudgery Banished

if you use the

e A L.

VACUUM WASHER

Price $3.50
WASHES A FULL TUB OF

BY THE WATCH

hes Anything and Everything from Horse
‘lz::kets ai,xd Overalls to the Finest Laces

without any injury whatever.

NOT ONLY WASHES BUT RINSES

AND BLUES

CLOTHES
PERFECTLY IN THREE MINUTES

OUPON BELOW
s E’ng cGOOD FOR $2°00

Cranks, levers and motors banished.

Twenty Reasons Why This Labor Saving Device Should be in Your Home

i mpressed air that does the work.
;:{tol: ggn gvash a tub of clothes in THREE
i 'S
3 ggxltlc;RESSED AIR and SUCTION are
—thc latest known science for perfect cleaning
4—There is no wear or tear on the clothe§
5—It eliminates all the hard work of washing
6—You can rinse or blue a tub of clothes in 30
SECONDS : b 22
7—One hour's work will do any ordinary family
washinlg : T
= vill last for y
g_kn;llhing that )can be cleaned by soap and
water or gasoline, can bed cleaned perfectly
i t breaking a threa : :
0 "IY;;‘;{,EE minutes in the SUDS, TWO minu-
! —‘tes in the boiler (if you boil your clothes), 30
SI;ZCONDS in the rinse water av)d 30 SE-
bONDS in the bluing water, will wash a
f white clothes :
11 tltl:c: Curtains, Bed Comforts, Fancy Shirt-
—waists, Woollen Blankets, Overalls, and
even Horse Blankets can be washed per-
fectly without any wear or tear on the goods
12—1It forces the water through the fabric
13—The finest fabrics can be washed in same
tub with ordinary white clothes with no pos-

sible injury
Sent under a Money-back Guarantee

Join of delighted hmcwi_vu
right .::w..“nY’ou will never regret it—
you will be delighted.

Thousands in use and Millions will be

14—The work that takes from 40 minutes to one
hour to doon a rubbing board can be done
in THREE minutes without any hard work

15—You can use the machine in the boiler, there-
by forcing the steam through the clothes,
which bleaches and whitens them

16—It only costs $3.50 and will save you at
least $50.00 per year in your home by not
wearing out your clothes

17—The Washing Machine only weighs 1Y Ibs

18—You can do all your Dry Cleaning with this
machine. You simply use gasoline in place
of water

19—Because the L.X.L. Vacuum Washer is sold
under a money-back guarantee to wash
quicker and better than aay washing ma-
chine made, irrespective of price and con-
struction

20—Because if You use the Coupon below you

;zlmgget one of these wonderful washers for

This Coupon Good for $2,00

CANADIAN MAGAZINE

Mail this coupon and One Dollar and Fifty Cents
to Dominion Utﬁ?tiu Mfg. Co., Ltd,. 48214 lM)nin St.,
Winnipeg, Man., and you will receive one I, X L.
VACUUM WASHER, all charges prepaid.
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There's a Certamieed Rooting
{ox every bullding on youy
farm —\axde ox small

There is a simple method of

- applying Certain-teed Ready-to-

lay Roofing on all kinds of build-

ings—farm houses, barns, garages,
poultry houses, silos.

It comes in rolls, also red, green and
slate gray shingles.

Certain-teed

(Quality Cert-ified—Durability Guaran-teed)
Roofing in Rolls and Shingles

Cold weather cracks tile, rains wash
and rot shingles, wash gravel off, and the °
sun melts tar. Certain-teed Roofing
contains no tar or paper, it will not crack,
warp or blow off, it 1s weather-proof and
we guarantee it to wear fifteen years—
costs less and is easy to lay.

Look for the Certain-teed label of quality—
your dealer can save you money.

Valuable Book Free Youwill find many val-

: uable suggestions in our
new book, ‘‘Modern Building Ideas and Plans.” It tells you
what to do and what not to do —it suggests economies and
conveniences that will save you money.

A book of this kind would ordinarily sell for $1, bat as
it shows the use of our Ceftain-teed Roofing on all
kinds of model homes and farm buildings, we offer it to
you at 25 cents. We prefer to have you go to your lumber,
bardware or building material dealer, who will gladly
get you a copy FREE. If you write us, enclose 25 ccnts to
cover cost, postage and mailing.

General Roofing Mfg. Co.

Louis, . York, Pa. Marseilles, IIl. -
g I borba iy o oo
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“GRAND TRUNK RAILWA SYSTEM
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SITUATED IN THE HEART OF THE DOMINION CAPITAL

ACCOMMODATION 350 ROOMS
COMFORTABLY AND ARTISTICALLY FURNISHED
THE LATEST IN HOTEL CONSTRUCTION
RATLS %200 UPWARDS :  EUROPEAN PLAN
FWBERGHAN MANAGER OF HOTELS

The Highland Inn  Algonquin National Park of Ontario

TR PR ]

2 8 el B e o e e i

THE HOME OF WINTER SPORTS IN O.NTAR“).
Algonquin Park is situated in the Eastern part of the Province of Ontario, 200 miles north of the city of
Toronto, and 175 miles west of Ottawa.

AREA, 2,000,000 ACRES. ALTITUDE, 2,000 FEET ABOVE SEA LEVEL

National Park is one of the largest, the wildest and most interesting forest reserves, in Winter

i g accessible to the people of the eastern part of the United States and Canada,

and Summer alike, = e 5 e
" . :—Tobogganing, snowshoeing, skating, skiing, photographing wild life, etc.
wm'l.ﬁl;erﬁ::it:;';ﬁ::t}agg %g:;‘ct,gtelling you all about it, sent free on application to
THE MANAGER - THE HIGHLAND INN
Algonquin Park Station - Ontario.
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Canadian Pacific

SPECIAL CRUISE
Around the World

EMPRESSES of “RUSSIA” and “ASIA”

(NEW C.P.R. PACIFIC STEAMSHIPS.)

The EMPRESS OF RUSSIA will leave Liverpool
April 1st, calling at Gibraltar, Villefranche and Port Said,
proceeding via Suez, Colombo, Singapore, Hong Kong,
Shanghai, Nagasaki, Kobe and Yokohama, arriving Vancouver
June 7th, 1913.

Vessel remains 16 days at Hong Kong.

EMPRESS OF ASIA will sail from Liverpool June 18th,
making similar cruise.

Most direct connection for April 1st sailing is via
¢« Empress of Britain ” from St. John, N.B., Maich 21st.

RATE FOR ENTIRE CRUISE, $639.10

Exclusive of maintenance between arrivaltime in England and de-
parture of *“ Empress of Russia,” and stopover at Hong Kong.

Get particulars from Canadian Pacific Agents or write—

M. G. MURPHY,
District Passenger Agent,
: Canadian Pacific Railway,
Toronto.
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CANADA S SUMMER PLAY-GROUND
QUEBEC AND THE MARITIME PROVINCES

SEA-BATHING BOATING YACHTING FISHING

- DONCEFDVARD
QL AN m%

| THE ANCIENT
. CAPITAL

For Free Copies of above Booklets Issued by

CANADIAN GOVERNMENT RAILWAYS

INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY. PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND RAlLWAY
Write :

GENERAL PASSENGER DEPARTMENT - MONCTON, N.B.
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RAILWAY

Premier Carrier of the South

At the famous resorts of the South and
Southeast one never thinks of winter.

Healthgiving, semi-tropical climate; gorgeous
scenery; all sorts of outdoor sport and mdoor rec-
reation. No finer hotels anywhere. Also com-

fortable boarding houses and private cottages at

iken, Augusta, Brunswick, Columbia,

Y AlS:xmerville, Florida, Savannah,
Asheville, “The Land of the Sky”
Reached most comfortably by through passen-

ger trains of SOUTHERN Railway from North,

East and West.

oarter, T.P.A
4oy 9 St. Lawrence Bivd,, Montreal, Oanada,

Thweatt, E.P.A,
i A b 1508 Bifth Ave., Now York oity.

48/ kR d Frait
/ v e o e g

Virgmla and North Carolina

e e gy Lo
prnices for

mc:. $15. 3'6".:. .c.rne -n:l up buyumproved

and old J

Norfolk & Wntom Railwgy

Abundant rainfall, modern schools,
good roads, .la:v pncedn;lnch and best |,
social conditions, make the New South
very attractive. Write for our

— We have for Hire the Best Open and
| Closed Automobiles for British and Con-

h.qdbmumgdmntmxam tinental Motoring at the most reasonable
excursion rates, inclusive tariff in Europe.

F. H. LaBaume . American Visitors to 0. The fifth 1 annual edi-
Agr'l Agent Europe have toured tion of “Through
234,000 miles (in- Europe in an Auto”™
duduu 57,000 on fully describes our
the Continent) in services. Mailed

Cars hired from us. Free on request.

The International Autotravel Society

51.55 Morning Post Buildings
The Strand, London, England
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ALLAN-=: LINE

O = 00 ==

W) bt (D et

Quadruple Screw Turbine Mail Steamers .“ Alsatian” and
“"Calgarian”— now building for the Liverpool Service.
18,000 tons—600 feet long—20,000 h.p.—Speed 18-20 knots.

THE POPULAR PIONEER LINE:

First to construct Steamers of Steel.
First to adopt the use of Bilge Keels to minimize Rolling.

First to adopt Turbine Engines for Ocean-Going Vessels.

30 STEAMERS-5 SERVICES

Regular Sailings during the Winter Season from St. John, N.B,,
Halifax, N.S., Portland, Boston, Philadelphia to Liverpool,

Glasgow, London and Havre.

Summer Sailings, Rates, elc., from Local Agents, or

H. & A. ALLAN, 5 MONTREAL

1 Chestnut St., Philadelﬁ}lia, Pa. 127 N. Dearborn St., Chicago, 1l
a

tate St., Boston, Mass. 2 a 12
go State 77 Yonge gt.. Toronto, Ont. 364 in St., Winnipeg, Man.
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COPLEY.-PLA7Z

HOTEL

BOSTON

One block from Back Bay Station ; convenient
to shopping, theatre and residential districts.

Boston’s Newest Hotel. Under same
management as Hotel Plaza, NewY ork

Prices for rooms and vestaurant most
reasonable considering excellence
of appointments and service

Single Rooms with Bath, $3.50 to $5.00
Double Rooms with Bath (two persons), $5.00 to $8.00
Special Prices quoted for prolonged stay.

- FRED STERRY, Managing Director J. C. LaVIN, Manager

l

O R

=
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“JULIAN SALE”
Fine Leather Goods

Wardrobe Truks

The most complete Wardrobe Trunks on the market today are the ‘“‘Julian Sale” make—
best appointed—most conveniently fitted—made for ladies—made in mens' 3{size, and
““ Steamer” Wardrobe trunk size—canvas covered—black enamelled-duck—and 3-ply
veneer with hard fibre coverings—fitted with costume and suit hangers, and with one
side fitted with drawers for smaller articles of wearing apparel—dust proof and water
proof. These trunks weigh 10 to 15 1bs. less than similar trunks of other makers, and the

Prices $50.00 $55.00 $60.00 $65.00

Write for Complete New Catalog, No. 30

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Company, Ltd.
105 King Street West, Toronto, Canada.
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BULKHEADS 40 Ft ABOVE WATER LINC —>

NEw York
PLymMouTH
CHERBOURG

SoutHAMPTON
Sk miedie

BOAT DECK

BEA!

al T T

|

BOAT DECK

=] HE NEW “OLYMPIC

VIRTUALLY “Two SHIPS IN ONE™

PROMINADE
———————

-nomznAoc peck B HEIGHT OF EXTENDED WATERTIGHT BULKHEADS PROMENADE DECK B

. DEC W

E DECK

F DECK.

G DECH.

THE SAFETY %% VESSEL

Fitted with
DOUBLE | WATERTIGHT
SIDES BULKHEADS

as well as extending from the

DOUBLE BOTTOM
BOTTOM tae TOP %5z HULL

THUS AUGMENTING THE

FLOTATION CAPACITY

and enhancing
1'0 THE UTMOST

™ The New “Olympic” is tl:e gmtell production of
the premier British shipb s — the highest
achievement of their long and fruitful experience
in constructing many of the largest steamers
of recent years—and in her,will be embodied
everything that human foreualn has devised for
the safety of the pulencen and crew.

ot = April'12, May 3

MAY 24. JUNE 14. JULY 5.
and regularly thereafter.

Offlcel und Azencm EveLywhen

o s itz

G

Tt

0‘0
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2
E DECK
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G "
»
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& White Star Line, 9 Broadway, New York ‘e}
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Where to Stay on the
other Side!/

HOTEL RUSSELL

and the HOTEL

GREAT CENTRAL
LONDON

Refined Moderate Comfortable

Private Bathrooms and
Lavatories Complete

Write today for

ILLUSTRATED TARIFF BOOKLET

descriptive of these delightful
Hotels, and of the leading
Hotels in

Bexhill, Dover, Folkestone,
Harrogate, Whitby

Town and Country Bureau
389 Fifth Avenue
NEW YORK

a,

Beautiful in the Extreme

s the view from Parker's Hotel, Naples. In the foregrouqd the Villa Residences of Naples
finest suburb; beyond the City and the Bay. ‘A ma{gmﬁcen_t panorama of uninterrupted
loveliness with Vesuvius—Grey Beacon of Antiquity—still keeping watch and ward over the

MOST BEAUTIFUL CITY IN THE WORLD

NAPLES-PARKER’S HOTEL

Private Suites with Bath, Up-te-date in every respect. In the
healthiest part of the town, Cuisine excellent, Sanitation perfect.
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(i

Twin Screw Line New York to Bermuda

#» BERMUDA

40 Hours from Frost to Flowers

Twin Screw S.S. “Bermudian” 10518 tons Displacement.
Suites de luxe with private bath

Orchestra

i ¢ ; electric fans; wireless telegraphy, submarine sigll:tlling. Fastest, newest

and %llgeh}::;l:r (;.iding passengers at the dock in Bermuda w_lthout‘tr.-_mfor. t\\'(‘r':lgc

::a.t’ur.e in winter 60°. Golf, Tennis, Boating, Bathing and Cycling. Sailings every Wed-
temp

nesday at 10 a.m.

§. 8. “Orotava,” 10,063 tons displacement.

Sails every Tuesday, commencing 11th February.

NEW YORK AND WEST INDIA LINE

“Gui ” and other steamers fortnightly for St. Thomas, St. Croix, St. Kius.
i N.‘(zug-dasléyupgtlll;:raninica. Martinique, St. Lucia, Barbadoes and Demerara. For illus-
Antigua,

trated pamphlets apply to

5 . Ki d Yonge Sts., Thos. Cook & Son, 65 Yonge St.
P r ‘!::.lt{.rbt l?ﬂ:l‘vgl‘r andnszo:?Cor. Adelaide and Toronto Sts., Toronte

A. E. Outerbridge & Co., General Agents, 29 Broadway, New York.

QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY, LIMITED .

QUEBEC.

vz

AL
T

The
Ritz-Carlton
Hotel

and Restaurant

MONTREAL

at Sherbrooke and
Drummond Streets

Now Open

Under the same direc-
tion and management
as that of the fnmom ‘
Ritz-Carlton group of gl
o R R T h

~ 1 S S~ m
AN AT

it D)

70 Spring and Summer Tours

With Personal Escort and at fully Inclusive
Fares. The series comprises Tours de Luxe,
long and short Vacation Tours, and a special
series at popular prices, covering all parts of
the Continent from THE MEDITER.
RANEAN TO THE ARCTIC.
Early departures include tours via the
Mediterranean Route. Other special features
are Midnight Sun and Russia Tours and a
Summer Tour to the Orient.

JAPAN IN CHERRY BLOSSOM SEASON

Tours leave San Francisco, March 1 and 15
Send for Program desired

Our complete chain of 155 Offices
in all parts of the world furnishes
unequaled facilities for travelers.

THOS. COOK & SON

MONTREAL—530 St. Catherine Street, West
TORONTO—Traders Bank Bldg., 65 Yonge St.

NEW YORK (4 offices), BOSTON, PHILADELPHIA,
CHICAGO, LOS ANGELES, SAN FRANCISCO.

Cook’s Traveler's Cheques Are Good All Oger the Werld
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INDEPENDENT

ROUND™WorLD TRIPS -
.. TI.C_K_?.LS cooD T»\-'IOY‘FAR? $600' Up

Va %

! VIOST educational trip of the age. Start
| any time, any place, either direction.
[The price is the same. Europe, Mediter-
ranean, Egypt, India, Ceylon, ‘Java, China,

'le.ll. Philippines, Hawaii, ete.
JTRAVELERS' CHECKS GOOD ALL OVER THE WORLD

Write for “Around the World"" Booklet M

JOELRICHS & CO., Gen. Agts., § Broadway'N. Y.
. CLAUSSENIUS & €O, ALLOWAY & CHAMPION
C(nicage Wismipe

CENTRAL NATIONAL BANK
. Louls

' NORTH GERMAN LL

o CAPELLE
nan

Go to Switzerland

Nothing halt so enjoyable as a season or even a few
weeks spent among the glories of Alpine scenery.

Let the Information Bureau of Switzerland help you
plan a trip.

We do not sell transportation. Our sole purpose is
to answer questions and enable you to see the most in
the time at your disposal.

A special selection of profusely illustrated booklets,
called Parcel C. 7, gives vivid descriptions of the most
noted places and how to reach them.

Pareel C. 7, is free on application or by mail for 10
cents postage.

Official Information Bureau of Switzerland

241 Fifth Ave., New York City

The Colonial

Open the Year ’Round
MT. CLEMENS, MICH.

HIS is the largest hotel in Mt. Clemens
and is patronized by the very best
people. It is handsomely furnished and

equipped throughout with all modern conven-
iences—located in a beautiful park with
refined surroundings, best cuisine and service.
The bath and waters here are very effective
in the relief or

Rheumatism, Neuralgia and Ner-

vous Diseases, Blood and Skin

Affections, Indigestion, Paralysis,
Locomotor Ataxia, FEtc.

The Colonial Bath House

is complete in equipment and not excelled by
the best in this country. Elevator direct
to bath house from each floor of the hotel.

For further information regarding treatment,
hotel accomodations, etc., address Manager,

MT. CLEMENS, MICH.

| and hosts of doctors, bankers and professional men,

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

FAMOUS AT HOME AND ABROAD

Aholland House

Fifth Avenue and 30" Street
New ]ﬁnck"ﬁ@[itg

|
|

Favorably known for the Excellence of jis
Cuisine and the Character of its Patronage.
Enlarged Rooms. 200 New Baths,

Every Modern Appointment
J. OTTO STACK

Prevented—Stopped
MOTHERSILL'S after thorouﬁh tests, is now offici

adopted by practically all t
Yor! Steams%
T?nsat]antic linesM At
our years ago Mr. Mothersi ave a rson
tion of hlys remedy on the En listhhannel,pelrighalsg:mand
Baltic, and received un uaﬁﬁed endorsement from |, the
papers and such people as Bishop Taylor Smith, Lord No: ead’f‘f

Let
ol T

e Great Lakes am

ip Companies running south and many

from personages of international renown—people we
—together with much valuable information are contained }
attractive booklet, which will be sent free upon iDk f"l an
name and zllfldress. receipt of your
Mothersill's is guaranteed not to contain cocai h
opium, chloral, or any coal-tar products. socent box ?:;nglrph‘m'
twenty-four hours, $1.00 box for a Transatlantic voya, ent for
druggist keeps Mothersill's or will obtain it for ):of" ‘Otgr
wholesaler If you have any trouble getting the nui his
direct to the Mothersill Remedy Co., 402 Scherer Bﬁ ine, send
Mich. Also at 19 St. Bride St., London, Eng., Mongt;ePJet"‘t‘
York, Paris, Milan, Hamburg. » New

——
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““Correct Styles for Men *’

The crowning evidence of perfect taste among ¢l :
¢ g clean-cut, correctly dressed men i
a von Gal made hat. It gives to the wearer that distinctive individuality mad:
possible only by up-to-the-minute style, honest workmanship and perfect fit. This
season, as usual, men are looking to the von Gal made styles as standards,
AWheth:r your cholice bZ a stiff or soft hat—insist it be von Gal made
mong the many styles and shapes at your dealer’s is a hat that j i 3
B shiach and you'll find it. il s

At leading dealers’. é' 6 Write
: Ve & for Spri
Prices $3, $4 and $5. a— ’M. s“mm.'or :nng agf
Canadian Factory : BRANGH OF American Factory ;
Niagara Falls aw es'vou Danbury, Conn.
— INCORPORATED : Straw Hat Factory ;
New York, U. S. A. Baltimore, Md.

2 A Razor is only as Good as its Steel

When you buy a _razor with a Barrel Trade Mark you get razor fecti
the Barrel Mark is its guarantee—made of the finest tgempered sf;efctg,nkz:z

your temper.

Sold where quality is demanded.

GREEFF-BREDT & Co.,
TORONTO.

Canadian Agents
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Fxact Reproduction of
Fashion Craft Clothes

One of Many

SPRING MODELS

Price does not indicate Quality of Fit,
Style or Workmanship. '
& o2 2

All Garments equally well tailored,
cut and made.
* A

Suit yourself as to the size and type
You require, then select your clothes.

SATISFACTION POSITIVE.

Visit any of our Agencies to obtain
proof of our assertions.

Shops of

174 : D in every (mportans
' = Gown and C}'z‘y n
Canada

——
i s S T e S AL s B S e
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Bright

neatly typed letters

the type standing out
clear and sharp on the
gage without a spot or
lur.

Do your letters go out
like that?

If not the Ribbon on

our [ypewriter cannot
Ke a Peerless. Get a

Peerless Ribbon and

note the improvement.

Clean

permanent copies

Copies clear as originals. Clean
type on a clean sheet-no smudges.
Copies that leave no room for
argument.

How to get them?

Peerless again. Peerless Carbon
Papers.

The same name for both. Bright
business-like originals.

Clean, clear-cut copies.

There are Peerless Dealers
everywhere.

If you can’t locate one, let us send
you samples.

EEREESS

The Peerless Carborn & Ribbon Mfg.,
mpany Limited.
176-178 Richmond St., West, Toronto.

‘‘Hand in
Glove

with the
World."'

FOR EASTER

To put the finishing touch
to your stylish Easter
Costume get Dent's—
the best gloves made.

Dent's Gloves are perfect
in style, make and finish
—they fit beautifully with-
out undue stretching.
Look for the name Dent's
on the button.

GOOD ,STORES
EVERYWHERE SELL DENT'S

) e T
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Western Canada

The Land of Sunshine.
The Land of Big Crops:-
The Land of Peace and Prosperity.
The Land of Opportunity.
Why not own a farm?

Give the boy a chance. Get in on the “ ground floor.”

160 Acres Free

The boundless prairie land is the finest on earth. Bracing
climate; lots of water; excellent railway facilities—steadily
increasing; cheap fuel; good schools; equitable laws.

THIS is the place for you. NOW is your chance.
ROOM for 50,000,000 more.

For turther information apply to

W. D. SCOTT, Superintendent of Immigration,
OTTAWA - - CANADA
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Those Corns

How are You Trying to End Them ?

Is it by paring ? That is useless and dangerous. It gives instant relief. But more than that,

It removes just the top 2f removes the corn.
layer, and a slip of the blade You apply it in a jiffy, then forgetit. With-
may mean infection. in 48 hours the whole corn loosens and comes
All the petty methods of out. No pain, no soreness, no inconvenience,
mere relief last only a little Every month a@ million corns are ended for-
while. ever in this way, while you let your corns
There is now only one keep on.
treatment used by people A famous chemist invented this wax to end

who know. That isaBlue- corn troubles. Why not get the benefit—
jay plaster. loday.

A in the picture is the soft B & B wax, Itloosens the corn,

B protects the corn, stopping the pain at once,

C wraps around the toe. It is narrowed to be comfortable,
D is rubber adhesive to fasten the plaster on,

Blue-jay Corn Plasters

Sold by Druggists— 15¢ and 25¢ per package
Sample Mailed Free. Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters,

Bauer & Black, Chicago and New York, Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc. l

"
R
O
U
D
F
I
¢

ARE ESPECIALLY ADAPTED FOR

Current Ledgers, Transfer Ledgers, Price Books, Catalogues, Blue Prints,
Register Books, Minute Books, Iasurance Records, and for all purposes of
binding loose leaf sheets, either hand or typewritten.

Write for sample on business stationery,

BUSINESS SYSTEMS, Limited

52 SPADINA AVENUE - - - TORONTO, CANADA
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Keep in Good Health with

OXYDONOR causes a large

9
supply of the oxygen ¢ ‘ O 3 rd
contained in the air to be abso);%ed X On Or

by the human system, so in-
creasing bodily vitality. By
oxygenizing the blood, making it purer and better able to do its work.

“Oxydonor” conquers Disease

If you are sick, run down, or rheumatic, Oxydonor will make you well ; and
if you are well, it will keep you well.

Oxydonor is the invention of an eminent physician Dr. H. Sanche. Thou-
sands upon thousands of letters praising the wonderful Oxydonor have been
received by Dr. H. Sanche. They tell of the marvels of Oxydonor treatment.
Is your health poor? Is anyone near and dear to you suﬂ'eringT?‘ Then
learn all about the Oxydonor treatment which calls for

No Drugs, Medicine or Doctors

Send for our valuable'book on health and the Oxydemor method of conquering sickness
and disease. It will be sent post free.  Write for it to-day. Beware of fraudulent imitations.
WA bl - i e

~ gy

Dr. H. Sanche & Co. g st Coirerine st.w. Montreal, Que.
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is the ambition of every woman. It is as

much sought after to-day as was the
“Fountain of Youth'' centuries ago. All the
world admires and envies beauty, and beauty
in a woman is but a pleasing complexion You

have often desired a soft velvety skin and a refined pearly
=Ly white complexion. It is now in your power to have it.

° Gouraud’s *
Oriental Cream

for nearly throc-quarter§ of a century has held a prominent position on the
dressing table of the'socwty. and professional women of the two continents.
It has won a reputation for its beautifying properties that is anequalled.

Gouraud’s Oriental Cream is a necessity. Use it consistently and it will
purify the skin, It preserves your compléexion from the effects of the
weather, removing the tan of summer and the vulgar redness of winter, Its
use will enable to preserve *‘ the freshness of youth” when the friends of
your girlhood are fighting old age. It beautifies the skin by giving you a
soft pearly white complexion.

Perhaps you are unfortunate and are troubled with Tan, Pimples 5 ck-
heads, Moth Patches, Freckles, or {;;)ur face has that vulgar redn:s:ar?dla):ru
feel that it is not possible for you to be beautiful. Gouraud’s Oriental Cream
removes these faults and ﬁ‘}\'es. you that delicately clear and refined com.
plexion. It renders the skin like the softness of velvet, ieaving it clear and
pearly white.

Your complexion is a precious possession, and you cannot possibly take

too much care of it. You owe it to

direct on receipt of price.

VELVET SPONGE

To assure the best results in ap-
plying Gouraud’s Oriental Cream,
we have impo: a sponge of the
finest quality from the Adriatic
Sponge Fisheries. It is smooth and
velvety, and will give the most
satisfactory results. We strongly
recc d its ive use. Sent
on receipt of 50c,

] our friends to see that our: 's
Oriental Cream is a_ part of your daﬂy toilet, Gouraud
bottle. Get a bottle from your Druggist or Department Store at once, or

~—GOURAUD’S ORIENTAL® ~

FERD. T. HOPKINS & SONS, Props.
37, Great Jones Street -

Price 50c and $1.50 a

A
BEAUTY LEAVES

are indispensable to the woman who
travels, motors, drives, or is accus-
tomed to be out of doors. They are
in booklet form and delightfully
g:rfqmedv Just the right size, can

slipped in the {purse where they
are always ready for an emergency.
Shend us 10c¢ for a booklet ©of
them.

New York

(m) A Beautiful Complexion is a joy forever

I

——
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A Godsend to People
with CONSTIPATION

A Message of Happiness
from one who knows

A hot cup of
OXO will warm
you through and
through and drive
away the shivers.
Y One OXO Cube to a
“ cup —add hot water—
stir—that’s all !

4 cubes—10c.

Mr. T. Babin, proprietor of the Alexandra Hotel,
Ottawa, states, that he would like you to consider
this a personal message from him. He cannot talk
to you personally, but please consider this printed
advertisement not in the light of cold black print, but
in the light of an enthusiastic and urgent recom-
mendation. He states:

10 cubes—25c¢.
‘1 cannot express myselt as I feel. 1 do not |
think I could find words explicit enough. I have |

used the J. B, L, Cascade for two years and it

has made a new man of me. In reality I feel | 1 °

that I would not sell it for all the money in the I h B k h H

world if I could not buy another. e e r s l r e l 8
Through my recommendation I know a numh}cr . !
of my friends who have been using it with the | t

same satisfaction.  For people troubled with ana Orlum

(\vn\(i'p.nliun I think it is a Godsend. I only FOR THE SCIENTIFIC TREATMENT OF

hope that this will tend to help poor suffering

humanity.,”
Dr. Tyrell's J. B. L. Cascade is a simple treatment
WITHOUT THE USE OF THE KNIFE.
With an early diagnosis and prompt treatment practically

for Constipation Biliousness, and all the attendant ills.
It is used by over 300,000 people and is endorsed by
phyncum everywherc. It will eure YOU. You all accessible cancerous growths are curable, "hen writin,
who suffer from not only Constipation, Biliousness, fo;dinformatinn describe case in which you are interest
but all the ills that Constipation—this blocking of the Address WALLACE E. BROWN, M. D.
system with terribly poisonous waste—brings about. (Formerly Drs. W. E. Brown & Son.)
Neorth Adams, Mass.
Established thirty-five years.

The |. B. L. Cascade is fully explained in Dr.
Tyrrell's book, * Why Man of To-day is only
50 per cent. Efficient,” a truly interesting treatise that
you will be glad to read, and which Dr. Tyrrell will
be glad to send you free if you will address him—

e —

Charles A. Tyrrell, M.D., Room 531-5 e |
280 College Street - - Toronto N are produced only by

pure rich colors.

Winsor & Newton

‘ | 3 ey o
OBl and their
RTS " o il Oil and Water Colors
SHADE are the world’s stand-
ard. Not dear. For
Orlglnnﬂoll:dL Eﬂ??ﬂed. * sileatall Ars Seoves |
Wood ortin rollers. *‘lmproved** ¥ ol A.RAMSAYS& SON, | -
| e eGnstas oo hesaines || M Whclemla Agebtafie

Wm. English “CANOES ”
Are known the world over for their Strength, Beauty and Durability. They are

absolutely unsurpassed in quality and are reas?nable in price. We have a model for
every requirement. Write for Catalogue.

The Wm. English Canoe Company, Peterborough, Canada.
ESTABLISHED 1861.

L ———




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 87

FEARMAN'’S

STAR BRAND
HAMS and BACON

Quality Counts. A Ham
may cost you one cent or
perhaps two cents a pound
more than some other
Ham but “Star Brand”
Hams cured by F. W.
Fearman Co. are worth it.

Made under Government
Inspection.

F. W. FEARMAN

CO., LIMITED
HAMILTON

l

LET US
Dessert SEND YOU

the Knox Recipe Book
—and enough Gel-
atine to make one
pint—enough to try
most any one of our
desserts, puddings,
salads or jellies, also ice cream,
ices, candies, soups, sauces or
gravies,

Recipe book free for your grocer's

name—pint sample for stamp,
CHARLES B. KNOX COMPANY

399 Knox Avenue, Johnstown, New York
— Branch Factory : Montreal

WANTED—SALESMEN AND SALESWOMEN

Hundreds of [Sgod positions now open paying from $1,000.00 to
$5,000.00 a year. 0 former experience required to get one of them,
We will teach you to be a high grade Traveling Salesman or Sales-
woman by mail in eight weeks and assist you to secure a good position
where you can earn good wages while you are learning Practical Sales-
manship. Write today for full particulars and testimonials from hun-
dreds o? men and women we have r:-contli,plncvd in good positions;
also list of good positions open. Address Dept. J,
NATIONAL SALESMEN’S TRAINING ASSOCIATION

806 Kent Building Toronto, Ontarie

Mark Your Linen With Cash’s Woven Name-Tapes

Your full name in fast color thread can be woven into fine
white cambric tape. $2.00 for 1adoz., $1.25 for 6 doz., 8gc
for 3 doz. These markings more than save their cost by

reventing laundry losses. Required by schools and colleges

hey make a dainty, individual gift, Orders filled in a week
through your dealer. or write for samples and order blanks,
direct to

J. & J. Cash, Ltd., 301 St. James St., Montreal, Can.

e Sondon
: I S i n

TrueVanilla

Imagine how much
more delicious cakes taste
when flavored with real vanilla
extract. You can make certain
of using real extract of finest
Vanilla beans by buying
Shirriff’s True Vanilla.
2

WHEN YOUR EYES NEED CARE
TRY MURINE Jeceecr

y or » Weak,
E!&E B'SEME E 3! Fatery £yde and

Murine is compound
by our Oculists—not a “Patent Medicine"-—butp:sed ftdx

T

ful Physicians’ Practice for man:
to the public and sold by Druggists at 250!5{):‘;:; b!:(l)t'l: °§a‘§’rf§‘;
Eye Salve in aseptic tubes, 25c-50c. Marine Eye Remedy Co. , Chicas~
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TEST FOR YOURSELF

Mix the best cocktail you know how—test it side by side with a

Club Cocktail

No matter how good a Cocktail you make you will notice a smoothness and mellowness

in the Club Cocktail that your own lacks.

Club Cocktails after accurate blending of choice liquors obtain
their delicious flavor and delicate aroma by aging in wood before
bottling. A new cocktail can never have the flavor of an aged )
cocktail.

Manbattan, Martini and other
standard blends, bottled, ready
to serbe through cracked ice.
Refuse Substitutes

AT ALL DEALERS

G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props,

Hartford New York London

FACING BIG GAME

YOU NEED

A “ROSS” RIFLE

Experience in the field has proven that testing

ground experiments were right and that no

rifle will ‘‘anchor’’ the heaviest game as ef-

fectively as the ‘“Ross.”” Its low trajectory
makes sighting easy. and its rapid
straight pull action enables a second, third or more
shots to be fired in rapid sequence,

) The “"Ross” 280 High Velocity is the best otall sporting weapons,
“}j» but any “Ross” model can be relied upon for accuracy and range.
Y /A Prices from $25.00 and upwards. Illustrated Catalogue sent on
request.

ROSS RIFLE CO. - QUEBEC
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The Children

always enjoy JAM and there is nothing
more healthful than

UPTON'’S

Pure Jam made from freshly picked ripe
fruit and granulated sugar,

UPTON'’S Orange Marmalade made from

: Seville oranges under expert supervision is
Guaranteed by >t g
CHASE AND
SANBORN & We are one of the largest and oldest Jam
MONTREAL * | | and Jelly manufacturers in Canada.

At all first-class Stores in Canada.

The T. UPTON CO. LTD.
HAMILTON - CANADA
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“Old Sheffield’’ Plate

has not yet lost its power to claim admiration wherever
shown and the lucky possessor of a genuine piece is not with- [

out reason proud of it—its beauty has not been surpassed. wliy

The greatest achievement of the Sheffield artist lies in 0

the beautiful designs and to bring these within easy reach ||} 1

of the public the ’

STANDARD SILVER COMPANY; %,

has introduced;into the Canadian Market a number of 1

EXACT REPRODUCTIONS®

fine in style and finish but using the more efficient electro-
plating process in depositing the Sterling Silver— 1§ 31

An Ideal Line for Presentation Purposes

E.P oNCOPPER. 5 Lo

Ask your Jeweler to show you these goods, if he cannot—write us.

STANDARD SILVER CO., Ltd, TORONTO

ey ——
T

S SIS

T e
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entific-Maiz

Ipclude T bc Us
Glo b

Because without an accurate
Time Recording device no cost

system is complete. The small leaks and
losses due to inaccurate time keeping will

nullify the best methods of re-
cording cost.

The more you pay for

labor the more important it
becomes to you to be sure you
get all the time you pay for,

You owe it to your dividend account to
investigate the possibilities of economy
to be derived from the use of a

“Globe.”

Bulletin C. will help you investigate.
Shall we mail one to you?

W.A. Wood

Head Office and Salesroom :
19BLEURY ST., MONTREAL

Branch Office: Factory:
53 Sparkhall Ave., Torento 40 St. George St Montreal

Seefific e “Kagping
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T
The 3
McLaughlin !
(43 2 5 LR

Five passenger touring type

Price $1,450

f.o.b. Oshawa. Equipped regularly
with top, windshield, speedometer,
gas tank and non-skid tires on rear,

Electric dynamo furnished as an
extra at $110,00.

is a combination of
ideas and ideals

We have been making automobiles for several years
For over forty years we made carriage=. It was our
success in the carriage business that enabled us to
make a success of the automobile business.

The McLaughlin is today one of the best selling cars
in Canada.

What does that prove for the McLaughlin!

Does it not prove value as represented, agreements
lived up to, 100 per cent satisfaction and full service
to McLaughlin owners?

Still we are not satisfied. We are constantly working
to improve the standard of the McLaughlin.

This continuous dissatisfaction with previous achieve-
ments is a healthy sign. Itis a clue to the remarkable,
enduring, economical service which every McLaughlin
owner obtains from his car.

If our factories were not the largest and most complete
in Canada; if our shop system were not as highly
specialized as it is; if our facilities for the purchase of
raw materials were not so advantageous; if we were not
able to employ the ablest designers and mechanics in
the business; if our operating expenses had not been
reduced to a minimum and shop efficiency raised to a
maximum, it would be impossible for us to manu-

WriTE or CALL
facture a car so well constructed and well appointed

We invite your critical inspection ot

the new models including Model 25 as the Model 25 and sell it at th i

(piectu?':d above). hCaH at the neqrez:t e low PR of $1'450
ale: , or, if that is not convenient, . . . s5d
:vquizwfoor: ao';.olpy - ne;, advance This car is the best evidence we know of our ability to
catalog containing full descriptions and offer exceptlonal values to the McLaughlin purchaser.

prices of the new rgr3 models.

McLAUGHLIN CARRIAGE CO., LIMITED, OSHAWA

EASTERN BRANCH HOUSES: ST. JOHN, BELLEVILLE, TORONTO, HAMILTON, LONDON
WESSTTERN BRANCH HOUSES: WINNIPEG, REGINA, SASKATOON, CALGARY, VANCOUVER

f“_-
T IO
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THE UNIVERSAL CAR

Weigh the car—not its price.
Both are light. But the Ford
is the one car whose low price
does not indicate its high worth

—the reason why you must “‘get
busy’’ today—if you want a
Vanadium-built Ford this season

«« Everybody is driving a Ford”—more than
200,000 in service. New prices-—runabout $675
—touring car $750—town car $1000—with all
equipment, f. o. b. Walkerville, Ont. Get
particulars from Ford Motor Company of
Canada, Limited, Walkerville, Ont., Canada.
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Russell-Knight 28" Touring Model - - - - $3,250
Russell-Knight “28" Roadster Model - - - - $3,200
Russell-Knight Seven Passenger - - - $3,500

F.O.B. Factory

2]

(=)

Russell-Knight Owners Know—They will Tell you

You can’t possibly appreciate the overwhelming
superiority of the Russell-Knight “28” until you
have had it thoroughly demonstrated, and have sat
at the wheel and driven it. That's the great and
final test—to drive it yourself.

Go to the nearest branch or
agent. Ask for a complete
demonstration of the car.

See the Russell-Knight engine
at work.

Prove the 100 per cent.
efficiency of the Russell Elec-
tric Starter.

See the electric lighting system
in operation.

Watch the Power Tire Pump
at Work,

Study the unit clutch and
transmission system.

Learn the advantages of the
full floating type of rear axle.

Note the unique spring sus-
pension system of the body.

Have the method of heating
the t d trated.

Familiarize yourself with the
advantages of the left-hand
drive and centre control and
then—

Take the car out and drive it. That's the great and final test—drive it
yourself. When you have made this test, compare the Russell-Knight
““ 28 ' with any car that you know of, selling at from $3,500 upwards, and
we are confident that you will be absolutely convinced that the Russell-
Knight ‘28" is master of them all.

RUSSELL MOTOR CAR CO., Ltd.

Head Office and Factory
WEST TORONTO

Descriptive catalog will be mailed upon reques;
Branches at: Toronto, Montreal,
Hamilton, Winnipeg, Calgary,
Vancouver and Melbourne, Aust.

o
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STRICTLY MODERN HOMES

A Book of Plans You Should Look Over Before Building.
My new 1913 catalog
shows many choice de-
signs in Bungalows, one
and one half and two
story houses, in frame,
brick veneer, cement
stucco, and
other styles of PRICE
the latest in
architecture, 50c
With each ex- P id
terior design e
is shown the
floor pl;ms with full dimensions, descriptions and estimated cost

Also interior views and useful information.

C. M. ESSEBAGGER, Architect
16 SINCLAIR STREET,  GRAND RAPIDS, MICHIGAN

BRIGHTEN UP X erib i e eioms by
using WASHBURNE'S PATENT
PAPER FASTENERS

convince

3 SUPERIORITY.
Mark

(x5 Easily put on or taken off

repedtedly and * they ab. e en o Do 3
““they a s work.” rass in
e e e orass boses of 100 fasteners
HANDSOME COMPACT STRONG No Slipping, NEVER
Al stationers, Send 10¢ for sam| box of 50, assorted.
IMustrated booklet free. Liberal discount to the trade.
The O. K. Mfg. Co., Syracuse, N.Y,U. S A W18

~ OLD COLONY

The Old Colony is the highest achieve-
“ment attained in silver plated ware.

REST AND HEALTH TO * The design possesses individuality with-

—

_out sacrifice of simplicity or punity of
BOTH MOTHER AND CHILD " outline. The pierced handle deserves
s * especial attention. .Apptoprinte for
A Record of Over Sixty-Five Years. - ;:tid til;le ancdo ‘ph_cT. it i; proel-sménetllglly‘
i - or Colonial an nglis
For over sixty-five years Mrs. Win  dining tooms. Like all

glow’s Soothing Syrup has been used

by oot tor eemen ot mot (| | 1847 ROGERS BROS.

and broken of your rest by a sick child

suffering and crying with pain of Cut- ol

ting Tegthﬂ If so send at once and get : g:lvter‘lflate by

a bottle of ‘‘Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing 3 a ears
Syrup’’ for Children Teething. The it is made in the heaviest grade of
value is incaleulable. It will relieve the silver  plate, and is backed by the
poor little sufferer immediately. De- ‘ la;sest makers with an un.utli-
pend upon it, mothers, there is no mis- fied guarantee made possible
take about it. It cures Diarrhea, reg- . by the actual test of 65 years.
ulates the Stomach and Bowels, cures 0 / y n
Wind Colie, softens the Gums, re- g‘;ﬂb{ ‘ulll“d“‘g edde‘l""
duces Inflammation, and gives tone 1 ..2"3‘33“ i

and energy to the whole system. ‘‘Mrs. o csus

Winslow ..Sooi.:hing Syrup’’ for chil- ok Meriden

dren 'teethmg is pleasant to the taste Britannia Company

and is the prescription of one of the (International Silvar Cod
oldest and best female physicians and . Successor) -

nurses in the United States, and is for Meriden, Conn.

sale by all druggists throughout the | NEW York CHICAGO
world. Price twenty-five cents a bot- i S FRANCISCO N
tle. Be sure and ask for *‘Mrs. Win- B B

slow’s Soothing Syrup.’
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BY APPOINTMENT

LEA & PERRINS
SAUCE

GIVES PIQUANCY AND FLAVOR
TO MEAT, FISH, CURRIES, POULTRY,
SALAD AND CHEESE

THE ORIGINAL
AND GENUINE
WORCESTERSHIRE

J. M. DOUGLAS & CO., MONTREAL, CANADIAN AGENTS.




BOOKBINDING

IN EVERY STYLE OF THE ART

From the Cheapest Magazines
to the Finest Works of Art.

Illustrated Papers, Periodicals,
Music, Law Books, Library Books,
Etc. Bound in a manner
surpassed for Genuine
Durability and Value.

A Single Volume or a
Whole Library.

Established Toronto 1846—Telephone 3851

BROWN BROS.

51-53 Wellington St. W., TORONTO.

un-
Style,

LIMITED

“LITTLE WIRELESS PHONES ”

For the ears that will cause you to

What eye glasses are to failing sight, my
invisible ear drums are to lost or failing
hearing, Just as simple and common sense and
on the same principle, for they magnify sound as
glasses magnify sight They are really tiny
telephones of soft, sensitized material, safe and
comfortable, which fit into the orifice of the ears and are in-
visible. They can be removed or inserted in a moment and
worn for weeks at a time, for they are skillfully arranged
for perfect ventilation and anti-friction. These little wireless
‘phones make it easy to hear every sound distinctly, just as
correct eye glasses make it easy to read fine print. Among
the nearly 400,000 people whom they have enabled to hear

rfectly, there has been every condition of deafness or de-
Fei'tive hearing. No matter what the cause or how long
standing the case, the testimonials sent me show marvell-
ous results,

Common - Sense Ear Drums

have restored to me my own hearing—that’s how I hap-

ned to discover the secret of their success in my own
desperate endeavors to be relieved of my deafness after
physicians had repeatedly failed.

It is certainly worth your while to investigate. Before
you send any money just drop me a line. I want to send
you FREE OF CHARGE my book on deafness and plenty
of evidence to prove to you that I am entirely worthy of
your confidence. Why not write me today ?

GEORGE H. WILSON, President
WILSON EAR DRUM CO., Incorperated
924 Inter-Southern Building - Louisville, Ky.

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER
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~ Lopse Leaf Binder

T En[%
The Kalamazm ’M
has ExposedMetal

TEE -

HE exposed metal parts

of Loose Leaf Binders are
a constant menace to the office
furniture and there have been
‘ many devices to save it from
destruction. - - - = .
‘ The “Kalamazoo " binder has
the only rational method of
overcoming this difficulty—it
has eliminated exposed metals
altogether. N SR i .

The leather back which pro-
tects the sheets is taken up into
the cover and a * Kalamazoo "
binder has much the appearance
of a bound Ledger. - - -

1 The “Kalamazoo™ is a book,
not a box, and it can be made in
any size and to suit any purpose.

Write for illustrated booklet * C.M." if
atallinterested in Loose Leaf Systems.

akers
Toron.to
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- IMPReVE YeUR HEALTH WHILE -
. SATISFYING Y2UR THIRST -

O’Keefe’'s “Gold Label Ale” is
¢oncentrated health, strength and
vigor. Itisa rich; creamy old J
ale — containing just the [
nutriment needed
to build up and
invigorate the
S, Whole system.

The housekeeper who would make wash-day easter,
can do so by using

EDDY’'S WARES

Eddy's Indurated Tubs allow the water to re-
tain heat longer and never rust. Being made
in one seamless piece cannot splinter, and so
the danger of snagged fingers and torn clothes
is eliminated. Used in conjunction with

EDDY'S WASHBOARDS

wash-day loses half its terrors. = = =
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ROBINSON

‘PATENT’

BARLE

Infants and invalids

grow strong on Rob-

inson’s Patent Barley

—the best food for

delicate digestion.

e

MAGOR SON & CO., Canadian Agents, MONTREAL

If You Are a Heavy
Smoker—

if your throat gets dry and sore
so thatyou cannot fully appreciate
the flavor of your tobacco—try

EVANS ~szzr
THROAT
or

it Pastilles

They will soothe and heal the irritated mucous
membrane, restore your throat to a healthy
condition, and enable you to enjoy your smokes

in comfort.  For A Free Sample, Write 173

National Drug and Chemical Co. of Canada, Limited, Montreal.
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Is Your Home Comfortable

These Cold Days ?

Now is the time to take note
and decide whether you are
enjoying comforts in-doors.
Mostly every householder is
burning enough coal to keep
his house comfortably warm.
The waste and discomfort is
usually owing to the furnace.

“Sovereign”
Hot Water Boiler

The ‘‘ Sovereign” is the im-
proved hot water boiler and hot
water heating is universally
acknowledged to be the most
reliable, sanitary and economical
method of house heating. Ask
your neighbour about the
“Sovereign.”

Consult Us About Your Heating.

Taylor-Forbes i "

Head Office; GUELPH, CANADA.

BRANCH OFFICES AND AGENTS IN ALL PRINCIPAL CITIES.
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Always remember
this fact about
your hair:

If there is any condition of your
hair you want to improve, if it
hasn’t enough life and gloss, if
there is dandruff or too much oil,
never forget that the condition of
your hair depends on the condition of
your scalp.

How to keep the
scalp healthy

To keep the scalp healthy and active,
shampoo your head regularly in the fol-
lowing way : Rub your scalp fully five
minutes with the tips of your fingers to
loosen the dandruff and dead skin. Then
apply a hot lather of Woodbury’s Facial
Soap and rub it in, rub it in, rub it in.
Rinse thoroughly in gradually cooler
water, having the final water really cold.
Dry perfectly, then brush gently for
some time.

The formula for Woodbury’s Facial

Soap is the work of an authority on the Only by keeping

skin and hair. Try one shampoo with it. %
See what a delightful feeling it gives 2’”’ scalp in perfect
your scalp. ealth can you keep
: your hair like you
Woodbury’s Facial Soap costs 25¢ a want it,

cake. Noone hesitates at the price after
their first cake.

L 3

Woodbury’s Facial Soap

For sale by Canadian dealers from coast to coast, including Newfoundland

Write today to the Woodbury
Canadian factory for samples

For 4c¢ we wwill send a sample cake.
For 10c samples of Woodbury’s Facial
Soap, Facial Cream and Facial Pow-
der. For 50c. a copy of the Woodbury
Book and samples of the Woodbury
preparations. Write today to the An-
drew Jergens Co., Ltd., 1098 Sherbrooke
Street, Perth, Ontario.

H.WOODBYpy &
J JOH RYS
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a Little Fairy'in Your

Home ?”

HERE are twenty-
five delightfully re-
freshing baths in a

cake of Fairy Soap.
The quality of

Fairy
Soap

could not be improved if
we charged double the
price; we would merely
add expensive perfumes,
which do not improve the
quality. @ The shape of
Fairy Soap is oval, and fits
the hand. Fairy Soap
always floats within easy
reach. QBuy Fairy Soap.
try it in the bath, and you'll
never be without it again.

THE N. K. FAIRBANK COMPANY

LIMITED

MONTREAL

-
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P. A. puts joy
in jimmy pipes !

That’s because it can’t bite—Prince Albert gives you the rare P R I N GE A I- B ERT
privilege of smoking all you want without a tongue sting

Let that put a dent in you—the man who loves his pipe and
suffers from fire-brand tobaccos; and you, who gave up a
pipe because it would not fit your taste.

Get this, men, as it’s handed out, fair and square: P. A. is
the one tobacco that’s got everything any man who knows
the delight of a pipe ever dreamed of. It can’t bite, because
the bite’s removed by a ?atented rocess. That's wh
millions of men fondly call P. A. the “joy smoke.” No
other tobacco can be like Prince Albert !

W CRIMP cuT
Y P.A.inthe LONG BURNING PIPE AND
tidy red CIGARETTE TOBACCO
2-0z. tin —

PRINGE
ALBERT

the inter-national joy smoke

Tastes more-ish every time you finish
a jimmy pipe load—just kind of lingers
with you, and first thing you do next
1s to fire up, again !

Prince Albert tastes so good, and
smells so good, and it’s so fresh and
friendly-like, you just wonder how
you ever did put in hours of misery
“with the old fire-brands |

Millions of men know the jcz{ys of
Prince Albert in a cigarette and in a
‘pxpe. You never smoked a more de-
icious cigarette in your life. Rolls
easy because it’s fresh and it’s crimp
cut. Puts the Indian sign on the old-
fashioned dust-brandsand fire-brands!

Most Canadian dealers now sell
Prince Albert in the tidy 2-oz.
red tin. If your dealer does not
handle it, tell him to order from
his jobber. Leading Canadian
Jobbers are now supplied.

R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO.
Winston-Salem, N. C., U. S. A.
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These New Spring Gowns
Were Made With
Diamond Dyes

: *‘Any bright woman can be as successful as I have been in making pretty clothes, if she
will select models that suit her, get the patterns, and use Diamond Dyes according to directions.
Thls new spring dress of mine I made over from a pink crepe de chine which I dyed dark green,
and selected the model from the ———— Fashion Book."

LAURA M. TIFFANY, NEW YORK CITY

“I am glad to send you a photograph of my latest Diamond Dyes
Dress. I made this over from some pale yellow messaline material
which I had in a dress last spring. I dyed it brown. Isn'tit stylish?"

ETHEL L. DE MOTTE, NEW YORK CITY

You too, can solve dress problems with Dia-
mond Dyes. You need not hesitate to dye your
most costly garments.

There is no knack or secret about using Dia-
mond Dyes. They are as easy to use as soap.

Buy a package of Diamond Dyes today. It
will cost but 10c. at any drug store. Tell the
druggist what kind of goods you wish to dye.
Read the simple directions on the envelope.
Follow them and you need not fear to recolor
any fabric.

DiamondaDyes

There are two classes of Diamond Dyes—
one forWool or Silk, the other for Cotton, Lin-
en, or Mixed Goods. Diamond Dyes for Wool
. or Silk come in Blue enyelopes. Diamond Dyes
Pink.crepe  de chine for -Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods come in

dyed green White envelopes.

Here’s the Truth About Dyes for Home Use

Our experience of over thirty years has proven that no one dye will
successfully color every fabric.

There are two classes of fabrics—animal fibre fabrics and vegetable fibre
fabrics. Wool and Silk are animal fibre fabrics. Cotton and Linen are Yellow messaline
vegetable fibre fabrics. ‘“Union” or “Mixed” goods are 60% to 80% Cotton dysd browa,

—so must be treated as vegetable fibre fabrics. Vegetable fibres require one class of dye, and
animal fibres another and radically different class of dye. As proof—we call attention to the fact
that manufacturers of woolen goods use one class of dye, while manufacturers of cotton goods use

an entirely different class of dye.

DO NOT BE DECEIVED

For these reasons we manufacture one class of Diamond Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods, use the Diamond Dyes
Dyes for colorin Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods, and manufactured especially for Cotton, Linen, or Mixed
another class of DiamondDyes for coloring Wool or Silk, oods.

so that you may obtain the very best results on EVERY AND REMEMBER : To get the best (h1e reilis in
fabric. coloring Wool or Silk, use the Di d Dyes £
REMEMBER : To get the best possible results in coloring

tured especially for Wool or Silk.
Diamond Dyes are sold at the uniform price of 10c per package.
Diamond Dye Annual—Sent Free

This book is full of dress secrets, how to do almost magical things about the home, etc., etc.

s 2 aler’'s name and address—tell us whether or not he sells Diamond Dyes. We will then send you this
Z‘e':(‘!“:x:l;\::,u‘: odfc}:;f;::, ?hl-rnlgi;:wnd Dye Annual, a copy of the Direction Book and 36 samples of Dyed Cloth—Free.

THE WELLS & RICHARDSON COMPANY, LIMITED, 200 MOUNTAIN ST., MONTREAL, CANADA




For that slee jinx

For that thing that tries to
chloroform you in the morning—
for that other fellow that pulls
the covers up around your
neck — claims five minutes
won’t matter, then double-
crosses you and lets you sleep
twenty:

For a pleasant on-time awak-
ening, a velvet-like shaving, a
Sunday-like breakfast —for a
good hard day’s work that will
put feathers in any old bed—
for a little spare time around

the evenings and a little play
with the little ones:

Big Ben—seven inches tall,
two good clocks in one. A
rattling good alarm to wake
up with, a rattling good time-
piece to tell time all day by.

Great easy winding keys that almost wind
themselves—big, bold hands and figures you
can see at a glance in the dim morning light—
big, jolly, deep toned voice that greets you on
the dot on your drowsiest mornings,

<

Rings just as you want, five straight minutes or every other half
minute for all of ten minutes.—~Sold by 6,000 Canadian dealers gladly.
—His price is $3.00 anywhere. Made in La Salle, Ilinois by Westelox.

If you can’t find him at your dealer’s, a money order sent to them will
bring him to you attractively boxed and duty charges paid.
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It lets in

The Sunshine

to quit Coffee

and use

Instant
Postum

“There’s a Reason”

Instant Postum requires no boil-
ing —made at the table “ quick as a

wink."
Sold by grocers everywhere.

Postum Cereal Co.. Ltd., Battle Creck, Mich., U.S.A.
Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd.,, Windsor, Ont.

BAKER'S
COCOA

The Cocoa of
High Quality

lie in its absolute
purity and whole-
someness, its deli-
cious natural fla-
vor. and its perfect
assimilation by

~ the digestive or-
Registered

Trade-Mark gans 0

W alter Baker @& Co. Limitea

Established 1780

Dorchester, Mass.

Montreal, Can. '

=

The very soul of the flowers is caught and
held captive in this exquisite perfume of

Saplotd

—the first perfumers of Canada, and the
creators of distinctive perfumes that rival the
choicest of the old world.

PANDORA

PERFUME
is a fascinating fragrance—alluring, subtle
and thoroughly femininc. The Perfume, par
excellence, for dainty women.
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“Wemakesomany |

claims for our |
Mennen’s Shav-
ing Cream, that
they almost
seem ridicu-
lous—but the
pleasantfea-
ture of it is,
we can back
up every one
cf them.”

Put our cream to the test, and prove for |
yourself that it will do all we claim for it, and
even more.

Mennen’s Shaving Cream solves all the big
and little troubles of shaving.

Tryit at our expense—write today for a free
' sample. Gerhard Mennen Co., Newark, N. J.

Mennen’s Shaving Cream

ted Talcum Toilet Powder

Makers cf the celebrated Mennen’s B

T. H. Best PrixTING Co., LiviTep, ToronTO, CAN.
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